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THE GITANA.

XLIIL (Continued.)

He raised up the lifeless corpse and laid it out
on that same couch where an hour before the
marquis twined his arms around the walst of
Carmen, )

He took from the Marquis’ pocket his own
declaration, which was now useless ; he burned it
in & candle flame; he left the house, locking the
door behind him and throwing the key into the
thick bushes, he descended, with great strides,
towards Havre,

Reaching the vessel, he hailed the watch.

“Is the captain on board ?”

“Yes, sir; he is asleep in the cabin.”

“'Wake him up and tell him I want to speak
to him.”

The captain dressed in a burry and repaired
{0 his superior.
Oliver had a short conference with him. Then,
the captain returning on board, gave orders that
all should be made ready for sailing with the | \
morning tide.
This was in obedienee to the wishes of Oliver

Who had decided on hastening his departure by
twelve hours,

In the meantim

ruin.

Grancey.

e Carmen was sleeping pro-
foundly. .She was awakened at an egrlyg l:Im)our
by great noises in the adjoining room. On in.
quiry, she learned thata number of satlors were
busy carrying off her trunks and other bag-
gage.

“Why this haste 2’ thought Carmen.

il;e :rose and dressed rapidly.

she was completing her tollet, a ra;

heard at the door. P s " P wes

‘“Come in,” sald she.

Oltver stood on the threshold.

“Ah! it i8 you. I was precisely going to
:lgret z:iu for the purpose of inquiring why you

e o m n A

carly o ring my baggage down to_ the ship so

“1 gave the order because, for certain reasons
Which you will soon learn, I have thought pro-
Per to hasten our departure by twelve hours.
Instead of the evening tide, We shall take the
morning tide.”

Carmen was startled by this news and had to
lean on & plece of furniture for support.

.

——
XLIV.
\
POISON AND ANTIDOTE. N
&

Oliver pretended not to notice the emotion of | X
his wife.

“ After all, my dear Annungiata,” sald he, | 3
“ what difference can it make to you when we | &3
leave—you have no one to see before your de. =
parture.” S

“Oliver,” murmured the young woman, | Sl
“when ’

You proposeed this long voyage
I ylelded without resistance,” V280 yosterday

“ You yielded certainl
littie resis " y, but not without a

“Well, if I asked
grant it? »

;: That depends. I mustXknow what the favor

you & little favor, would you

is.
“8omething very simple.”
# Yes, but whntyis it ?l')’e
:-'llibegyou not to sail till th
y wrm to have to refuse
¢ You will soon
“Why not now? »
* Because the time has not come,’ ~

i8 evening
you.”

”

I did not desire his death. I will make a
last attempt to prevent it. If that fails, I will
use my arms and follow out my destiny.”

She then resolved to leave her husband’s
house and take refuge with the Marquis de

She lost not & moment.

She flung her jewels in a ocasket, and took
the gold which waa left her.

She flung over her shoulders a hood man-

Bxpressly transiated for the FAVORITE from the French of Xavier de Montepin.

« Madam will pardon me.
duty.”

« T forbid you to follow me,”

« M. Oliver bas ordered it.”

«Then you will disobey me ? ”

« 1 must obey my master.”

«Ah ! well,—I see—I am watched.
is cast and I will be free.”

She returned to her chamber, took off her

But I know my

The die

TR

e
“hr,‘» 13

s 3

‘i

Carmen’s brow darkened and she hanged
tone. © her

“%o it is decided. You will not grant my re
quest?"” "
« ] may not.”
«“You insist on sailing this morning.”

til
« 1 insist.” a l:d?lz?;
“Very well. I will be ready—"
Ollver smiled.

“1 expected this much of you,” said jhe.

{ Fwillleave now, but will soon return.”
) He took Carmen’s hand, but it was cold as
ce.
He bnd scarcely closed the door behind him,
when the Gitana’s face was suddenly inflamed

¥ith an expression of anger and hatred.

“Ah!” ghe muttered, “he I8 rushing to his own

w]l
made

low stool,

wrapping herself thereln, turned down

uttered a ery of rage.

“Am X g pri »
She rushag oner

straigh
In the antechamber,

He arose on seeing Carmen,

“ Where are you going? '* ghe sald.

“] accompany madam.” M
It is needless.”

“THE POISON DROPPED NOISELESSLY INTO OLIVER'S GLASS.”

mantilla, laid the casket on & table, bid in her
corsage the red phial of Moralds and waited.
Three quarters of an hour later, Zephyr an-
nounced breakfasts
She went into the breakfast room, where
Oliver in travelling cestume, was expecting
3 er.
Zephyr wes seated on & | I Husband and wife took seats face to face.
Zephyr, with napkin on arm, stood behind
| his master.
wOliver,” said Carmen,  this man disobeyed
| me a moment ago and answered me with the
i

staircase,

The door was bolted. She

back through her apartments and
Lway for the main stairs,

greatest insol , order him from my
presence.”

Oliver at once sald to Zephyr, ¢« Madame Le-
Valllant accuseg you. Therefore, you must be in
the wrong. Retire at once.”

« Whom shall I send in my place ?»

¢« No one. I will help madame and help my-
self.”

Carmen was delighted.

Her husband offered her several dishes which
ghe refused.

« 1 have no appetite this morning,” she said.

« Accept at least a drop of that Val de Penal
which youlike 80 much.”

“Yes, I will take a little.”

« Hand me your glass.”

And he filled her glass nearly full. His own
glass he only half filled.

« Thank you,” sald the young womap, look«
ing around, as if search of something.

“« What do you desire? ”

« Those almond cakes which we always have
with the Spanish wine.”

«Oh ! there they are on the sideboard.”

He rose from his chair and went to get
them,

He had scarcely turned his back when Car-
men bent forward. She held the red phial in
her hand. The poison dropped noiselessly into
Olliver’s glass.

This was done with the swiftness of lightning
and before the young man bad reached the side-
board.

When he returned, holding the large platier
of cakes in his hand, the Gitana was quietly
seated and the phial had disappeared.

Oliver walked slowly; a terrible pallor over-
spread his face.

He placed the cakes before Carmen, sat down,
took up his glass and said:

«This wine has an admirable color——"

« It hasg, indeed.”

Oliver approached the glass to his lips.

The dancing girl fixed upon him a ravenous
look,

He lowered his hand,

«“My dear Annunziata,” said he, « we shall
drink to the success of our trip.”

« 1 am willing.”

He raised his glass again and said:

«Let us drink at the same time.’

His lips touched the wine.

For the third time he stopped : .

« Do you know, ** said he, «the old proverb:
Ir you drink in my glass you will read my
thoughts. 1 want to know your thoughts, to-day.
Let us exchange glasgses.”

The blood ran cold in Carmen’s veins.

Oliver took her glass and drained it

Carmen reeled in her chair.

«Take care, Annunzista," exclaimed Oliver.
uAt geeing you tremble thus, one might suspect
that you poured out poison to me.”

« Poison,” she cried wildly, *¢ polson......"” Do
you accuse me ?”

«No, 1 do not. But why do you not drink ?”
A sudden ‘thonght darted through Carmen’s.’
brain,
i+1 have the antidote of Moralés,
vulnerable.” |
And raising
drop.

She looked her husband full in the face, and
asked in a firm voice :

« Are you satisfled ? Do you still doubt ?”
«Oh! unhappy woman. Ido not doubt. I
have seen the crime and the punishment. The
glass over the sideboard revealed your action
to me. Go now and meet your lover. 1bhave .
kijlled him and »

At these words, Carmen shrieked and fell rigid
on the floor. ) :

Oliver rushed from the room and. ordered
Zephyr to saddle at once his fleet Arab mare,
He then went into his own apartment, girded
around his loins a belt full of coln, slipped two
pistols into the same and went down into tbe
yard, There his horses waited bim. He vaul-
ed lightly into the saddle,

« You are going, maater, » gald Zephyr, hand.
ing bim the bridle.

Pl

1 am in.

the glass, she drank it to the last

« Yes, [ am going.”’
«Alone ? ”
« As you see.”
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“ And the ship ?”

‘“You will go to the cavtain and tell him to
lay herup,”

“Hava you no orders to leave me?” *

“ Noune,”

* Noteven for madame ?

“ Madame will hereafter take care of her-
“m”

* Will you be long away ?”

Oliver did not answer.

“ Where are you golug ?

**To the end of the world perhaps.”

“ And when will you return ? ”

*« Néver.”

And Oltker rode rapidly out of the court.
a

XLV.
OLIVER IN DANGER.

Carmen w’a‘.a're‘oal‘le/d to her senses by a sensa-
sation of freshness and ocooiness. Her women,
kneeling beside her, were bathing her temples
with vinegar.

As she opened Qgr eyes her presence of mind
returned.

« Is there still time ? " she cried looking around
for the clock. When her eyes rested on the dial
the minute finger was pointing at IX.

Carmen ralsed herself with a convulsive
movement. It was nearly half an hoursince the
poison had begun to spread through her system.
Morales’ antidote might prove effective, but in
three minutes it would be too late.

The Gitana fully understood the imminence
of the peril that threatened her. Doath was upon
her; his icy hand already touched hers.

In a moment she was on her feet. With a
8wift stride she passed out of the room and
through the dining-room. The next instant she
was rushing madly up the staircase. Nordid she
stop until she reached the little sitting-room off
her bedroom. Eagerly she tore open the desk in
which she had placed the antidote, pla¢ad the
bottle to her lips and drained it of its contents,

Immediately the feverish energy and unna-
tural excitement which had hitherto sustalned
her gave way. Her limbs were suddenly para-
lysed ; the floor seemed to sink beneath her foet
and the walls to dance around her; then she
swoouned for the second time. As she fell on the
floor the thought flashed swiftly across her bratan.
« It was too late! I am lost!”

The swoon lasted much longer than before,
and the day was welladvanced when she return-
ed to consciousness.

On awaking she fonnd herself in bed in her
own room, By her side were standing two per-
sons in whom she recognized her brother and
the family physician.

“Ah1” cried Moralds, « Madam {8 reco-
vering.”

The physician took her hand and placed his
finger on her pulse.

“ How do you feel, madam ?*

“] am not in any pain,” returned Carmen.
“Am1liite”

“ I thought so until now, madam,” replied the
doctor, ¢ but you completely reassure me. Your
8Kin is fresh and motst, there is no sign of fever,
80 I think there is no cause for uneasiness. A
night's sleep will completely restore you, and
you will awake in the morning in your usual
good health.”

With this cheering assurance the doctor took
his leave.

«In the name of heaven,” cried Moralds when
they were alone, tell me what has happened ! »

* Do you not understand ? Can you not have
guessed ?

“ No. I have been racking my brain over it
since morning.” '

“Do you not see ? I drank the poison I in-
tended for Oliver.”

“How? Why?"

“One of the mirrorain the room betrayed me.
Oliver saw me pour out the poison.,”

“And he mads youn drink it ¥

“-Yes, and had it not been for the green bottle,
you would have no sister.”

“ Aha !” orled Moralds triumphantly, « youn see
I was right in forcing you to take the bottle.
What did I say, sister * — No one knows
What may happen, 8o, it was a happy inspira.
tionof mine ! Now your husband thinks you are
dead, and toall'appearanoce is very little grieved.”

“ Ho thinks I am dead!” repeated Carmen in
astonishment.

& Certalnly.”

4Where 18 he ? ”

+Gpne.”

‘When ?? .

¢ When you swooned the first time.”

4 Where 18 he gone ?”

“To the other end of the world. Those were
his words.”

“To waom did he say so ?”

«To Zephyr.”

¢ And is he coming baek soon ?

“ Never. 8o he sald at least.”

Oarmen raised herse'f on her elbow,

¢« Are you speaking serlously, Moralas ? »

#Seriously and traly. W are masters of the
house. Your husband is on the road on his
mare Miss Betsy. As I wasg returniog from
Havre Isaw him pass; he was riding like a
man that has the police after him ; and [ know
how one who is in that fix can ride.”

“The police!” murmured Carmen in a hard
voloe, “the police! Perhaps he is trying to
escape them, and perhaps he will not succeed.”

“Is it possible* What do you maan? Has
Oliver been guiity of any erime ?

“Yes, "

“What 1s 1t ?*

© Murder.”

“ I should Itke to believe you, ltttle sister, but
the thing is too absurd.”

“Itis trae! Do you know why my husband
was in s uch a hurry to put the ocean between
him aad this oity ? Do youknow why he wished
to leave this morning and not this evening ?

“ How should I know ? "

“T will tell you. It 1s because last night he
killed George de Grancey,”

“ He killed George da Granocey ! He killed the
Governor of Havre! a gentleman allied to the
highest families at court ! Misery! I wold not
be in his shoes, if he really has done so! But
who told you this ? »

s He did.”

“The unfortunate wretch! He boasted of
it, eh? He must be orazy! He will be huated
down and eaught and will infallibly be condem-
ned. Caramba, sister, his head is not safe
on his shoulders, and I think I see you a
widow.” :

T am counting on that,” sald Carmen, with
& horrible smile,

¢ Bat,” oontinued Moralds, “perhaps your
husband killed de Grancey in falr fight.”

Carmen shrugged her sbouldérs.

« Comp, oome,” she replicd, ¢ a duel at night,
without seconds or witnesses! Who will be-
lleve such a story, and how can he prove it in
court? Besldes, his sudden and hasty flight

.

will be loo! upon as an additional proof of his
guilt.”

“You are right. But who will danounce
him?”

“I! He has killed the man I loved. and he
tried to kill me. I will return him evil for evil,
It 18 only right and jnst.”

«“Take care what you do. You will have to
confess that the Marquls de Grancey was your
lover.”

“ Do you not.know, brother, that I shall only
say what I choose, and that what I do say will
be believed ?”

“You are clever, very clever! I never had
theleast doubt of it. But take care—that you do
not compromise me,”

“Just like you!” cried Carmen, g frightful
egotist, always thinking of yourself |”

“What wouldyon have? I have adopted as
my motto through life a 8aying that is both
anclent and wise: «Tepe charity begins at
home!”

“Inany oase you have nothing to fear. You
will not be in any way compremised. 8o, rely
on Carmen’s wogi and do uot ba uneasy. Now
leave ma,” *

“You wish to be alone ? "
“Yes, To-night I devote to mourning George
de Grancey’s daath, To-morrow to vengeance |

Morales took a respectful leave of a sister
whnse genius was so far above hisown and with.
drew tohis private apartment, where hs endeavor-
ed to chase away certain unpleasant thoughts
that would present themselves by counting his
money. N _

The next day all Havre was throwa Into 1Y
state of intense excitement by the rumor that
the Marquis de Grancey was missing. Forty-
eight hours before he hai left his house, and
nothing had been seen or heard of him since,

In vala were enquiries made. The mu nicipal
magistrates, the olvil lieutenant, the criminal
Judges, vied with ealsh other in their endeavors
to disoover the missing man’s whereabouts, All
their efforts were futile.

A strange air of mystery surrounded tha Gov-
ernor’s disappearance. On the night but one
before, his valet had, as usual, presented him-
sell for orders, and had been told that his ser-
vices were not required until ten the following
morning. At the appolnted time he was sur.
prised to ind his master’s room empty and the
bed undisturbed. Evidently the Marquis bad
passed the night elsewhere. At first the man
made light of the matter, but when the day and
another night had passed without bringing any
news of his master he becams seriously
alarmed, and aoquainted the magistrates.

As we have sald, all search wasin vain. Pab-
o opinion was divided. Some people insisted
thata crime has been committed. Others be-
lieved that the Marqais had met with an acei-
dent. But, it was argued, on one side or the
other, M. de Grancey had not a single enemy in
the city ; and he oould hardly have falleh a
prey to robbers, as his purse was found in his
bedroom ; an accident too was almost as an.
likely, for no body had been found, and as the
lost man was an excsllent swimm 'r he ocould
hardly have perished by drowning, even sup-
posing that he had chosen the mlidnight hoar for
a stroll on the harbor,

Such was the state of the public feeling when
the civil lleutenant raceived a note from Malame
Le Valllant entreating the favor of an imme-
diate visit, us she had important revelations
to make, :

The magistrate, it is needless to say, lost no
time in presenting himself at Ingouville. He
Wwas at once yeceived by Carmen, who at once
opened the conversation by referring to the mat-
ter in hand.

“8ir,” sald she, «a sad plece of news has
Just reached me. I had the honor of counting
the Marquis de Grancey am)ag my friends. I
belteve it to be my duty to reveal everything I

know which may aid you in dissovering his
fate.”

“ Do you know anPthing,
officlal eagerly,
traock ?

“ Nothing positive.

madam,” asked the
“ which would put us on the

But what I have to tell

-may ba of some serviee to you.”

“ Be kind enough to oxplain, Madam. Insueh
astrange, mysterious case a8 this the smallest

clue is important.”

]

*“Well, sir, I firmly believe that a crime has
been committed.”

“ Your opinlon-is shared by many. On what
ground do you base your conviction ? »

¢« Ths Marquis de Grancey had an enemy.”

“ Are you certain? ”

“Iam I can prove it.”!

“Who was his enemy ?”

“ My husband.”

‘ Waat, madam,” cried the magistrate in as-
tonishment, «do you suspect — do you accnse
Mr. Le Valllant 77

“God forbid 1"

“ And yet your words signify as much. Yon
believe & crime has been committed, you say
that the Marquis had an enemy, who was no
other than your husband.”

 What conctusion do you draw therefrom ? »

« Madam, an old lawyer was accustomed to
8ay 1n oases such as this, ¢ Find out who benofits
by the orime.’ Ifa man who hag but one ene.
my i8 murdered, it is only reasonable to suspect
his enemy.”

« I am eonvinced that my hasband is inca»a-
ble of such a deed, but I think it péssible that
somsa friend or devoted servant of his may have
murdered the Marquis withoat Mr. Le Valilant’s
knowledge and against his wish.”

¢« It1s certainly possible. We will make every
search in this direction. Bat it is my duty, ma-
dau, to a3k you one or two questions-—~questions
of a very delicate nature.”

“Certatnly, sir. I should not have askad you
to come here, had I not been prepared to answer
any questions you might put to me. What do
you wish to know ?

¢ In the first placs, madam, I must beg you
to inform me, what may have been Mr. Le
Valllaut’s gronnds for his hatred of the Marquis
de Grancey.”

« He had but one — Jealousy,” returned Oar-
meon unhesitatingly.

“Jealousy ! ” exoclaimed the amazed magis-
trate.

“Yes, sir; that unfortunate passion which
since the beginning of the world has caused so
much mischief and 8pllt 80 much innocent
blood.”

« Madam,” continued the magistrate, visibly
embarrassed, “once mnre I beg you to pardon
me, if I ask an indisereet question. Ar, Le Vail-
lant you say, was jealous. Had he any grounds
for his jealousy ?”

¢4 Noge. He had no right to suspect his wife,
I know what my duaties are, and [ know how to
perform them.”

“ And yet the Marquis loved you?”

¢ 80 he said.”

“ And you allowed him to 8ay such things to
you?”

“Why not? When a woman is sure of her-
self may she not listen to the compliments of g
gallant? ”

The magistrate did not seem to care to dis-
cuss the dangerous theory Carmen thus put for-
ward. . .

“ Did this jealousy,’” he continued, ¢« ever lead
to an open rupture batween your husband and
Mr. de Grancey ?”

«“My husbaud, carried away by his insane
suspiclons, went 80 far as to request, the Marquls
no longer to honor us with his visits,”

“ And what di | Mr. de Grancey do ?»

“Hoe did not return. But he wrote.”

#To you, madam.”

« Of course.”

“ Aud you recsived his letters.”

“1 ocould not help myself. I fo:ind them in my
room without knowing how they came there.
Anud again I should have been s80rry to wound
the feelings of an honest and oourteous gentle-
man whom my husband had grievously tn.
Jored.” .

“Did the correspondenoce between you last
any length of time ?

«“ About two montha” D

# And what did you do with the Marquis® let.
ters after having read them ? **

#I burnt them.”

¢ Your husband never found any of them in
your possession.”

“ One only, which he took from me by force.”’

“ When was this ?”

#The day before yosterday.”

“ Do you know the contents of that letter ?

¢ Yeus.”

¢ What did Mr. de Grancey say ¢ »

“ He bogged me to give him g rendez.vous for
one momoant in & small house he had purchased,
which is situated in a lonely street which skirts
my garden.”

L'he magistrate pricked up his ears.

“ A small house in a lonely street,” he repeat-
ed. “And your husband read this letter ?»

« He took it from me, notwithstanding my re-
sistanee, and carried it off to his room where he
shat himself in.”

The maglstrate reflected a fow moments,

“Madam,” he said at last, « you are right.
The information you have glven me 1s of the
highest importance. I must see Mr. Le Vail-
lant, and that at once. Would you have the
kindness to let him know thatI am here and
that I wish to see him ? »

Carmen looked at the magistrate with an ad-
mirably feigned atr of astonishment.

“Are you not aware, sir, that my husband s
not here.”

“I did not know it, madam. When did he go
away ?”

¢ Yesterday morming.”

“ How did he travel t*

¢ On horseback.”

“ Was anyone with him ?”

“ No, he was quite alone.”

“ Waat was his destination ? »

“ I do mot know.”

“When will he return?”

“1 have no id:a.

“ How is it, madam,
of his movemeants ?* R

M. La Vaillant told no one of his departure.
His leaving me is the more inaxplicable as we
were to h 1ve salled a few hours later for Hav ws,
where I have property. He went away suddenly,
leaving me in a faint after a terrible scene that
was due to his Jealousy. I only learnt of what I
may eall his flight on recovering an iour after,
and this unexpected Intelligence threw me into &
second swoon from which I only awoke In the
evening, The last person to whom my husband
spoke i{n this house Is an old servant who was
forty years in the service of my father-in-law.
Would yon like to ques'ion him ? »

The magistrate signifying his assent, Zephyr
was sent for,

“Whatdid your master 8ay to your,” the magis-
trate asked him when he had made his appear-
ance, “ when he was leaving you yesterday ? "’

“ Mr. Oliver sald to me ;7 ‘Give me your
hand and do not forget me’,” replied Zephyr.

«Is that all ? »

- «Then said I, ¢« Where are you going, sir ?’ He
replied, ¢ To the end of the world.’ As I thought
that was rather far, I asked: ¢« When will you
return ?’ Then he looked back at me with a sad
face, spurred his horse and galloped off, crying :
¢Nevar’!?

“Very good, my friend,” said the magistrate,
« you can go.”

Zephyr left the room.,

that you know nothing

«“ Well, sir,” said Carmen, « what do you make .

of this? "

Instead of replying the magistrate asked
another question,

“Is there a door leading from yonr garden
into the streetof which Mr. de Grancey spoke ? "

« Yeos.”

¢« Have you the key of that door? »

¢ 1 really can not tell you, The servants can
no doubt tell you. Ido not know. But it is quite
likely that there is such a key. If your wish i, I
will send and ask.”

«“It is not worth while
trouble.”

«It is no trouble.”

¢ I thank you, madam,
while—at present at least.”
= Here the visitor rose to take his leave.

“lam golng now, madam, but before night
I shall have the honor of seeing you azain, and
unless I am mistaken I shall be able to tel] you
that, thanks to your Information, we have found
& ¢lue to this terrible mystery.”

As he rode back to the city the magistrate
pondered over the interview he had just had.

It was very strange, he thought. Evidently
the woman he had just left was wittingly accus-
ing ber husband. As matters stood appearances
went dead agalnst Oliver Le Valfllant, and yet
appearances are 80 frequently deceitful. In an
hour, however, a o¢lue to the truth would be
obtained. How beautiful ghe was, that woman,
and yet how likely it seemed, why, he could not
tell, that her angelical beauty concealed the
heart and the nature of a demon.

When the door closed behind the worthy
magistrate Carmen had but one thought ;
¢ Gaorge will be avenged ! »

glving you t.ha.‘

Bat it is not. worth

To be oontinued.

HABITS OF THE BALTIM)RE OYSTER.

In a conversation with a prominent oyster
packer, 81ys the Baltimore American, some cur-
lous and interesting features of the oyster trade
were related. Ag is well smewn, the habits of
this bivalve are an entire myster y ; what it eats
and how it lives are questions not yeot under-
stood. The spawn of the oyster floats around
with the action of the waves and tide, and ad.
heres to whatever it may comsinto contact with ,
Oysters taken from a rocky bed are of superior
quality ; those taken from a 80ft bottom are
comparatively poor in quality. Thousands of
“poor innocent” oysters died anaually from
resting on a soft bottom, a fact whioh should
arouse the sympathies of all tender hearted peo-

le.

P The waight of ths oyster, as it gralually ma-
tures, sinks it beneath the surfaca ; and as soon
as 1t Is covered with sedimont or mud, it dies.
Many paople suppose that the oyster really eats,
and kind hearted people, buying oysters in the
shell, sometimes throw corn meal over them,
thinking to teed them. Tae pecaliar noise em -
anating from them has been supposed to be pro-
duced by feeding. All shellish at times have
their shells open, and when touched wi!l in-
stantly close them. The nolse thus produced
has bz2en mistaken for mastication, when, in
reality, it is from fright,

Most of the Baltimore dealers in raw oysters
during the summsr month+ transact their bu.
siness at Fair Haven, Conn,, waither large bed s
of Baltimore oysters have been transplanted.
The beds are so arranged that, on the receding
of the salt water tids, fresh water from a small
stream covers the oysters; it is said that this
fattens oysters better than any other method.
Orders are received for the article in question
during the summoar months, and they are tak en
from the beds and shipped with the greatest
possible dispateh, and many eat them with & P~

parent relish, notwithstanding the warmth of -

the season. Altogethsr the oyster packing trad e
of Baltimore is ug enormous one, and, in ocon-
naction with fruit and vegetable packing busi -
ness, employs a capital of aboat $25,002,000, a
faot which suffl siently expresdes the great im -
portance of this Interest t0 B utlmora.

[RURRE
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S8EA-BIRDS,
BY HECTOR A. STUART.
Tbrough th deop
oug] e deep embrasure
G;l‘ovcia.r'ds the distant azure, ’
VzVeh O’er the purple colored 8ea,
Re ore the white gulls sailing
estless, wildly walling,

8eem like ghostly messengers to me.

Spirits of

the ocea;
Wild as s o

its commotion,

Moaning o’er the foaming hx';rbor-bur H
Bearing many a token, '
Maay an image broken,

Many atribute from the climes afar.

Many a tale of sorrow,
Such as lite may borrow

From the deepest, founts of misery;
Spch 88 wounding ever, ’
Time can soften never,

Ever growing in severity.

Such ag ceaseless haunteth
(Which no Power avaunteth)
Those who like me feel its energy,
‘When beneath its anguish
Every joy may languish—
Blighted by one upas memory,

Then betimes a-sighing
Like a sea.moan dying,
Sweeps across the sorrow-musing mind,
And remembrance waking
Like a dead sea breaking,
Rolls her sullen wave with grief inclined,
» * L] -

Say, ye birds unquiet,

Charged with misery’s fiat,
Circling o’er ‘the chanting coral-bar—

Bear ye not some tidings,

In your mourntul chidings,
Fromaform beneath the surge afar?

* *

Bring ye not one token

From an ido] broken,

Ay, one Whisper from a spirit led—
From a dream whose dirges
Chant the Sea-green surges

Totling round Bamoa’s rifted head ?

Bear ye not one token

From a vj
Ay, sion broken,

one whisper from that fateful shor

e,
Which like sunlike breaking, ’
m sadness waking,

M&y these hos 1 sh: e
g tfals W VO
adows banish e

RUTHIN THE GARDEN

I
P
ng :gz l::;? vIv{nth ! Ona brignt wintry morn-
ture of the andering about like a timid crea-
Mysterion w driven to despalr by some
among ch a?t of cruelty. Hither and thither
garden oh glades and dells of the beautiful
she waike% l:zd learned tolook upon as her own,
%000 to and fro, hating 1t because she was
tunocent, e Expelled—an outcast, an alien, yet
Price uo;v Xcept a little Ait of petulance or ca-
Relf of and then, she could not accuse her-
She haq bavlng wronged the parent by whom
Woulg it ¢en adopted and just now disinherited.
1o log not be best to die, seeing that she had
longer ger a home, no longer a protector, no
wortg lal.duty? But how was she to die? A man
dues b ave courage to shoot himself, or get his
that hy force, or at least he might win back all
thin € had lost. She could do none of these
less ,fs' and she desplsed herself for such help-
the :188. There was surely no sadder figure for
littlo nter sun to look upon than this despaliring
Mmajden of eighteen; yet there was some-

t i“s to smile a mO, for you f a ver,
t
1 Y elt that y

ngry tears, and ch
OO:EO fpasslonate 8obs, The lmportznt in:lg‘:::
o We“very small creatures has ever its comic
astragic side. She 8aw somebody com-
urgh th;s, trees, and ran,
. or war as if to escape
. stll; then seeing there was no help for Ii)t..
tood » trembling, «I wil pe proud and
as I have a right to be,” she said to her-
a8 brother

luck to me mean

stooped to Kiss and
back. )
“ How can you talk so?
be helpless, but I have no:ha.e
would rather starve than be
you.”
The young man’s face,
:udid and sweet in expression changed in a
&:‘em‘ He crimsoned, his large brown eyes
Y ;mh tears, his lips tremble |,
Upon ! Rath, how could you ever be & burden
mth"mg ? You must know what I mean. Our
me by hg adoption felt sure that in making
W ot ir, he but divided his fortune between
She ';L:’g: ;l?ve me??"
har, om one bitters
dly heg, ug his words. peech to another,

cried, «y
mean spirit, ¥
a bul'den upon

which was singularly

“What does it matter whom Ilove? I lov-
ed him, and he thought it no unkindness to let
me be driven a begzar from his doors! I don’t
see that Jove has anything to do with it. I have
to begin my life again without any help, and
yours he had mapped out for you just as you
wished it. Of course you are happy, and I am
miserable.”

“Ruth, only listen to me for & minute, and
I can make you understand what I mean.”

“1 understand ; there is no possibility of mak-
ing a mistake,” cried Ruth, with a burst of tears.
“You were always generous, and you wish to
make amends for the injustice shown to me,
but I cannot be passed from hand to hand like
& slave-girl. I have a will of my own.”

For some time the youth was silent. At'last
he said very sorowfully—

“Then Iwas wrong, and you never cared
about me, Ruth, or else my good fortune is evil
fortune indeed, if what has happened to-day has
turned youn against me.”

8he made no answer,

“ Which 18 the truth ?'” he asked. ¢ In fairness
you are bound to tell me that.”

But he could get no answer from her; his
words had not softened her—rather the reverse,
for she took the alight peremptoriness in his
voice' as an assumption of his new dignity.
Never before had he talked to her of what was
due to himself. They had been a pair of happy
children till to-day, loving each other with no
more thought of mutual obligation than young
birds.

When she did speak, it was only to make
matters worse, and they parted sorrowfully and
bitterly.

.It,was a superb winter morning, and little by
little the bright colours of cloudless sky, glossy
ever-green, scarlet berry, and velvety turf, got
into poor little Ruth’s heart, cheering it and
calming it, Every step recalled some kindness of
the good man who had died a day or two ago.
Here he had arranged a little garden for her,
and filled it with such flowers as children love;
there he. had built a stable for her pony; in
another place was her dovecote. One of his
chief pleasures seemed to have been in pleasing
her. S8he began to find excuses for that eccen-
tric will of his, read only an hour ago, by which
Bertie inherited all that he possessed. Even
her doves and pony belonged to Bertie now!
*“He must have had some good reason for doing
this,” the child said to herself, and tried todivine
what it could be. Well, what else could he have
intended, but that Bertie should marry her some
day? But things could never come right be-
tween Bertie and herself now; he was growing
imperious and exacting already, and would not
his love be a mere piece of generosity and heroic
self-sacrifice? She wished she had been leas
violent in her reproaches, for the sake of the
dead, but she felt none, the less vindictive to-
wards hisheir. She would leave him to the full
enjoyment of his new position, and would begin
life anew without any help. Oh! what could
she do to earn her bread ? she thought, sitting
down in a lonely spot to weep.

Meantime, Bertie was going over his new do-
mains with alternate feelings of dismay and
exhilaration. Ruth was the one psrson he loved
best in the world, but he loved himself a little ;
and at twenty-one even real grief can be for a
time absorbed in unexpected good fortune,
When he left Ruth a feweninutes ago, it was
with the feeling that he should never care s
straw for his magnificent possessions, would
most likely leave them to take care of them-
selves, g0 abroad, and soon; but no sooner had
he begun the survey of the superb old house,
which had that day become his own, than his
thoughts took a more cheerful turn.

It was one of those Elisabethan mansions that
bear, both inside and out, the stamp of Eoglish
character, having rich red walls of a thickness
that appears cyclopean in these days; lofty
rooms, well adapted for the massive furniture
of our ancestors; liberal allowance of kitchens
and cellars, in the recesses of which it would
be easy to hide a disguised hero or a murdered
enemy; and numerous ‘nooks and oorners fit to
tarn to any use, from a prison te a lady’s bou-
doir. The late owner had been eccentric in
many things, but consistent in his love ef what
is really and purely English. From the hall to
the attic, the eye rested upon nothing that was
not entirely patriotic, 1f we may apply the word
to art, and good and satisfying was the result.
The armour worn by Euaglish knights at Cressy
and Poictiers, the picture painted by Reynolds
and Galnsborough, the chests and coffers carved
out of English oak, the well-filled library of
English authors in sober brown and gold bind-
ings—all these things wore & new and fascinat-
ing aspect to him. If Ruth broke his heart, he
would still do what behoved an English gantle-
man of the old school; and the boy’s honest
nature glowed with all kinds of enthusiasms
and emotions.'Bat Ruth would not break either
his heart or her own. When the first passion
of his disappointment was over, he felt sure
she would see that all was wisely ordered for
herself as well as for him.

II.

Beﬁ‘cﬂy an hour from the time that Rath and
emh,a had parted, though it seemed an age to
rent arY met agaln. But under what & diffe-
crusheq Cu! . Now it was the youth who looked
fuce w and heart-broken,—the girl, whose
2 litto o bright and sympathetic, Ruth felt now

f comuuforted as to her own affairs, but fall
of eompunction for her treatment of him. After
all, it was mean and petty to reproach him for
wrong done by another, It was not his dolng
that he was suddenly & pringe and she & beggsr

girl; and though there was no good fairy te

bring them together asin a story-book, they
might be kind and pleasant to each other for
old acquaintance’s sake. S0 she was returning
to the hoise determined to find him, and say
how sorry she was for her naughty behaviour,
when & sudden turn brought them face to face.
She was so full ef her penitence that she did
not notice his pallor, and, holding out her hand,
began eagerly—

«Dear Bertie, forgive me, for saying such
bard things to you just now. Iam very sorry.
I can never accept anything from you; but I do
.rejolce in your prosperity, I1do indeed, and I
shall not take any harm, never fear.”

« You don’t know what a mockery all this 1s,”
he answered almost savagely, ¢ I have nothing
to bestow upon you, Ruth—not even a crust of
bread. My prosperity had lasted just two hours,
and now I am a b ri”

He put his hand to his brow distractedly,

«Jt seems like a horrid nightmare, but 1t 18
the truth. Oh! Ruth, it is hard to be waked
from such a dream. Since I left yon I have been
going over the old place and making all kinds
of plans, not to please myself only, but others,
I intended to build a room for our dear old tutor,
sothat I could have him to help and advise me
always, and Isaw in my mind’s eye, new cot-

for those capital fellows who uursed all
their neighbours during the fever last year, and
a lovely boudolr for you, for I thonght in time
you would rather live here with me than any-
where else. But I shall emigrate next week,
and marry some savage woman—unless I shoot
myself, which perhape would be the best thing
to do. A second will is tound, revoking the first,
and now not a half-penny comes to me.”
Ruth’s first thought was to comfort him.
« You will soon forget this disappointment,
Bertie,” she sald gently. ¢ Our dear father had
doubtless some good reason for leaving his for.
tune elsewhere. We cannot say we are disin-
herited.” ~
¢« But you are not disinherited!” cried
Bertie. ¢ The tables are turned, Ruth, with a
vengeance ; it is you who are rich—I whoam a
beggar now.”
« Oh, Bertie, is that truae 7"
“You may well look aghast! Oh! it is too
cruel. What can I do? My education is not
finished ; I have no friends ; I have been accus-
tomed to plenty of money all my life ; and now
I am thrown without warning on my own
resources. But I forgot that I have not wished
you Joy of your inheritance, Ruth, Jray forgive
me.”
Ruth was trying to put her thoughts into
words, but found it difficult to begin. What
did she eare for this great fortune now, seeing
that he was miserable ? Yet, if she satd so, how
was he to belleve her * He seemed to read the
unspeakable longing for sympathy in her face,
for he added-—
« Don’t be unhappy about me. I am a man,
and you are a woman, and it is right that I
should work and youshould not. If I only knew
how to set about it, I would not mind. ButI
won’t be beholden to any one.”
That stung her, for she was on the point of
saying: ¢ Forget the idle words I sald. Take
my love, if you will, and my fortune anyhow.”
Now she could not say that.
-« Ig everything left to me to do exactly as I
like with ? ” she asked. ) )
« Not exactly ; but everything is yours. There
are trustees, of course.”
« And would they prevent me from doing
what 4s just 7" she said In as business-like a
voice®s she could put on. « I mean, in making
over half this property to you. He loved us
both equally,. We were alike his children, in
everything but name and blood. I would rather
have nothing than have all.”
“ This {8 childish,” he answered impatientiy.
“« Law is law, and it has made you mistress
here. You cannot undo a dead man’s wiilL.”
« Dear Bertie, we have always been good to
each other till now. Why should any change
of circumstances alter us in that ? You wanted
me to share your fortune, just as I want yon to
take half mine.”
He laughed scornfully,
« And don’t you remember what yousaid ¢ I
have not & mean spirit any more than yourseif,
and I would rather go to the gold-diggings than
be a burden upon you. Had you cared for me
as much as I thought, it could make no diffe-
rence now. All that is over between us,”

And it seemed, indeed, as if all was over
between them. Their eyes met without a trave
of the old fond playfuiness and aftection ; their
volces were cold and hard, every word divided
them more and more.

It was winter in their young hearts as they
walked back to the house. They were such
mere children, their lives had been so careless
and unclouded hitherto, that the one was no
more fit to enter tpon new responsibilities than
the other. Ruth wanted to keep nothing but
her doves, her flower-garden, and her pony, and
had wept for the loss of them more than any-
thing else. Now that everything was hers,
mansion and park and treasures, she was too
conoerced to care about any. Hard as it had
scemed to have to pack her little bundle te-
morrow and go, it seemed twica as hard to see
Bertle pack his, and leave her behind in her
state alone !

In that ten minutes’ silent walk how many
thoughts flashed across her bewildered mind !
Her part to play in life had hitherto been that
of love and playrfulness only. Nothing more
was asked of her but to be happy. How oould
she ever be happy any more ? Her old friend
and protector was dead; her playfilow and
boon companion was estranged ; — who else

could be to ber what these two had been ?

III.

They were met on the threshold by Bertie's
tutor, who had been with the orphans during
their trouble, and was now the dearest friend
they had in the world. Ruth flung herself into
his arms, but he put her away very gently and
sorrowfully, saying that something most unex-
pected had happened, and that they were wanted
in the library at once. They followed him : he
downcast and apathetic, she absorbed and sor.
rowful. The family lawyer begged them to ba
seated, and looked somewhat embarrassed. He
seemed to have something unpleasant to com-
municate now, for he looked first at the tutor,
then at the yowth and girl, then ran his eyes
across a parchment before him, finally coughed,
and began i

« My dear young friends, in the entire course
of my professional career—and such a survey
leads me back upwards of thirty years——I never
remember to have been 80 pec! 1y placed as
at the present moment. My position an hour
or two ago was disagreeable enough. I had
to break the news to one of you that your
late kind friend and most generous protector
had made no kind of provision for her in the
future, doubtless for some inexplicable reason
or other which we could not perceive. A short
time after that, alater will was found, revoking
the first, and entirely excluding his adopted gon
from any share of his ample fortune ; and now
We have come upon a third will, perfectly legal
in form and substance, and of later date than
all’: and this 1s entirely contrary to the spirit
of the two first. My late friend was, as we all
know, ecceatric; and he was so afraid of bis
lntentions becoming known that he never eme
ployed me in drawing up testamentary docue
ments, but a stranger in a distant part of the
country. Well, 1t 18 nosy my duty to read this
last and final disposition to you, first begging
you to be prepared for tidings quite as unex.
pected, and perhaps even more distressing than
any you have yet heard.”

The lawyer put on his spectacles and read the
entire paper :—

« In revoking all past wills and testaments—
and I have made a great many—in favour of
this final one, I have been actuated less by
affection towards my adopted children than
by a real interest in their welfare. I at flrat
made Bertie my heir, because he was a boy,
and it seemed right and natural to let him step
into my place, and become my little Ruath's
protector ; then I gradually came to the decision
that such a sudden accession of fortune and
power might make him arrogant, and that to
fight his own way in life would best strengthen
his character, and fit him for the responsibi-
lities of property which he might become pos.
sessed of by virtue of being Ruth’s husband.
And now I am led to-make another alteration,
partly being actuated by a desire of doing jus-
tice to another, and partly out of a real unseifish
love for them.” Here Ruth touched Bertie’s
hand. ¢ They did not kvow that the estate I
have enjoyed during the last half of my life only
became mine because its rightful owner, my
brother, was desinherited by our father on
acoount of an improper marriage. He went to
America, and there dled; but I have lately
learned that a son of his is living, and to him I
bequeath what 18 only his due.” Here Ruth
touched Bertie’s hand again, looking at him
fondly, and almoat joyfully. She felt as if &
great weight was suddenly lifted from her
heart. « Between my adopted children I have
equally divided all the sums of money I have
1aid by from my income, which will be found &
modest provision enough, but ample to complete
Bertie’s education and start him in life, and for
my little Ruth a guarant>e against need. Let
them both learn to depend upon better things
than wealth for happiness, and rhare what
little they possess, not only with each other,
but with many others. My advice to them fis,
provided they love each other, as I fondly ima-
gine, to go to some new country where laxury
has not yet enocroached upon reason, and there
lay the foundations of a new, simple, t:nd usefal
life.” .

The lawyer laid down the document, and,
taking off his spectacles, eyed the couple, half
with commiseration, half with curlosity.

«1 hope, my dear young friends,” he said
smiling, «that you will not give way to disap-
pointment till we see how matters stand. My
iate ocllent’s economies may have been more
extensive than we imagine, and in any case you
are not penniless.”

« What are we to do, Berthie ?” asked Ruth
confidingly ; there seemed no reassn why they
should not consult each other now.

« Be friends, of course,” the youth said, blush-
ing &8s he stooped to kiss her. ¢ Thank
Heaven, I am no longer a fairy-tale pfince, nor
you a beggar-maiden, so we have nothing left
to quarrel about.”

The lawyer and the old man left them alone,
and forgiving each other, without any more
ado, for what at passed, they began to scheme
their fature. The sombre library all at onoce
became an enchanted palace, for their talk was
of unknown lands, where it would be good to
build a hut and begin a new life together—of
broad rivers ranning amid golden swards and
purple hills, on which they might gasze and
never tire. There was nothing te keep them
in the old world, everything to draw them to

the new. With the old confidence in each other,
there returned also their affection and gratitude
for their foster.parent. The winter day that
had begun with such bitter disappointment to
each, ended 1n bestowing abundant biessings on
both, all the sweeter anl more weloome be.
eause of the trouble which had gone before,
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BY MAX,

Two children are watching for winter,
The one with a shivering dread,

And a puzzled thought in her little heart
Of why, if the sparrows are fed

By a Father-hand, she must always beg
In the cold for her daily bread ?

And why she might never nestle
By the fire in the glowing grates,
That she sees through the cheerful window-
panes
As she passes the closed gates,
But must live in a cellar cold and damp,
And eat of the food she hates ?

The other a rich man’s darling,
With a bright and pleasant eye,

Well clad in her fur.lined cloak and hood,
And watching the murky sky,

Waiting to see the snow-flakes whirl
In their merry dance on high.

8he loves the beautiful winter,
The frozen lake and stream.

Where gliding over the surface bright
Her polished skates will gleam,

And her thought, when even at work or play,
Is how short the winters seem !

Two little ones far asunder
As the East is from the West,

Yet the children of one great Father—
A mystery at the best ;

For we only see the beginning
While He knoweth all the rest !

—— 0~ e

AGLATA.

# Come, Uncle Alf,” said Bertie Grant, burst-
ing into the studio of his bachelor uncle, Aifred
Wickersham, ¢ you must go to the party with
me to-morrow night. I’ve come down on pur.
pose to demand it. I know all the old excuses
by heart, and not one of them can even be re-
vamped 50 as to do for this occasion. I shall
accept no answer but an unconditional surren-
der, and you may as well lower your flag first
a8 last.”

Alfred Wickersham was sitting In his luxuri-
ous easy-chalr, a cigar in one hand and the
moraing paper in the other, looking with a mifld
and mirthful face upon the daring youth who
had 80 unceremoniously breken ‘in upon his
quiet,

“ Well, Bertie,” said the uncle, when he had
stopped to breathe, ¢ you must be exhausted by
this effort of yours, Take a cigar, if you like,
and sit down and tell us the news. How are all
the young ladies ? -

‘“Ob, the girls are all well enough, that is
Judging from the glimpses which I get of them,
They’ve been forty fathoms deep in millinery
the past ten days. New dresses coming home
to be tried on and sent back for alterations, and
grave questions to be decided as to whether
Pearls can be made to do when sapphires are
all the rage, and whether natural flowers are
after all so satisfactory as’artifieial ones s all
these things, I say, throw a bevy of prefty girls
into total eclipse, and the house is as gloomy
as if It were a funeral impending instead of a
pa.rt.y."

“ Why, what is all the fuss about?” asked
Uncle Alf, quietly. “ We are not used to make
such an ado about a party.”

“ Ob, this party of Mrs. van Zandt's is to be |
extremely select and elegant. Why, there won't
be over a hundred people there, and not a dress
in the room that will cost less than a cool one
hundred pounds, and they’ll range from that to
a thousand.”

¢ Oh, it’s to be adisplay of recherchés dresses,”
sald Uncle Alf, coolly. « I stay at home,”

«“It’s Miss Nellle McGowan that I want you
Lo see,” Bert said, impatiently. « It not the
dresses at all,”

“Ah,” said Uncle Alf, sapiently, i in love
agaln, are you, for the five.and-twentieth time ?
When will you be twenty-one, Bert ? I believe
I did promise to come down with something |
bandsome upon your majority.”’

« Well, now you're out again,” sald Bert, with
something like his uncle’s placidity. «I'm not
in love at all. Should never think of marrying
Miss McGowan myself, She isn't my style at
all.  But she’s just your style, and—the truth is l
I want you to gee her.”

Uncle All’s face agsumed its very merriest
expression, !

“ Why, Bert, you ely dog, you are not laying
a trap for your old uncle, are you ? .If I should :
marry and bring up a family, what would be. '
come of you and Your.prospeots ? i

« Well, to tell the truth, Uncle Alf,”
good-humourediy, <1 hadn't thought 8o far as |
that. It’s not that I'm In the least haste to
marry you off,” he rattled on, «but then I |
haven’t seen & woman these two years that I .
thought would suit you so so admirably as Mias
McGowan, I didn’t really expect you to marry .
her, you know; but the truth is I've often
thought, Unecle Alf, that you think more highly |
of women than you are at all willing to own ; |
ivsonly that the fast kind don’t please you. So
when I saw Miss McGowan at the opera last |

waid Bert |

weaek I somehow thought at once, ¢ Now there'’s ! some, by any rules of art of beauty ; the fore- |
and I made up head low and broad, the mouth wide and firm

a girl that would suit Uncle Alf,’

i question about this

my mind on the spot that I'd bring you together
if I counld.” )

Bert stopped a minute and then went on with
a rising colour in his face :

It might be & little awkward for me, as you
8ay, sir, if you were to marry. All the same, if
you were the happlest for it, I hope I should
manage not to starve, and If you should fancy
Miss MocGowan —— "

“ You'd give me your blessing, eh, Bert?”
laughed his uncle, gaily, Thanks, my boy,
thanks ; but the better way for me is to avoid
temptation.” ‘

« Now, uncle, please do go to this party. You
needn’t be introduced to the lady, if you don't
choose, but I’ve set my heart on seeing how she
pleases you.”

There was something unusually earnest in
Bert’s manner, and Alf Wickersham, who, until
this moment, had not the slightest 1dea of going
to the party, suddenly felt a glving way in his

resolution, and, on the spur of the moment,’

answered :

“Well, well, boy, you're too badly spoiled
ever to be mended again, so I suppose once
more humoring you won’t matter. You may
glve my compliments to Mrs. Van Zandt, and
tell her I shall do myself the honor to accept
her invitation.”

 Oh, thank you, uncle; and Alice Van Zandt
will be 80 glad to see you at her party. She told
me, the other day, that her list of acceptances
was perfectly satisfactory, except that It lacked
your name.”

* But mind, Bert, I'm to have a quiet cor-
ner to myself, and not to be bored with intro-
ductions,”

“Allright, T'llsee that everything goes to
please you. You shall not be asked to dance
once, and you shall have the very girl that
pleases you best to talk to half the evening.”

“ Go off, you saucy lad. I'm not the Grand Vi-
zier of the Turks, I'm simply a stupid old fellow
who can’t bear a crowd, but who now and then
martyrizes himself for the sake of a graceless
youth who can’t be taught wisdom.”

“ Well, T reverence wisdom, and that’s Just as
well,” said Bert, and was off, with a laugh to
CAITy the news of his victory to his cousin, Mrs.
Van Zandt, .

Alfred Wickersham was regarded by all his
friends as an eccentric person, It was generally
supposed that in his youth he had met with
some disappointment, though no one could tell
any particulars of it; but at all events, he was
at thirty-five simply a handsome man of for.
tune, who kept baehelor’s quarters in a suite of
elegant apartments, and dined at his club;
devoted his leisure to the study of art and light
literature ; abjured society, although he was the
admiration of ladies; was gentle and kind to
all his relatives, charitable to the poor, and led
a life that was absolutely blameless.

To his nephew, Bertie Grant, he was sincere-
ly attached. Bert was an orphan, an inmate
of the family of his aunt, Mrs. Clarendon. His
cousing, Grace and Arabella, were older than
himself, and were girls lively and vivacious
enough to exercise a strong influence over a
youth so well disposed as Bertle was. The con.
sequence was that he had grown up their con-
stant companion and friend, and so had escaped
a thousand and ane temptations which must
otherwise have beset his path, His Uncle
Alfred, while affecting a genial indifference to
his welfare, had really watched over him with
the tenderest care. He was well pleased with
Bert’s progress, and would usually vary his or.
dinarily somewhat rigid rules of life for no one
else 80 readily as for his young nephew. And
Bert, to do him justice, was sincerely fend of
his uncle, and quite as disinterested in his at-
tachment as the nephews of well-to-do bachelor
uncles are apt to be,

When Bert had left the study, Alfred Wicker-
sham sat for & few moments smiling to him.
self. He was, a8 we have said, & handsome

, man, a trifie old-looking for his years, partly

because of a certain expression of pensive sad-
ness which habitually shadowed his tace, and
partly because, if the truth must be told, he
was already growing a little bald. It was on
this account that most young girls, while they
admired him afar off, had an idea that he was
“very old; " and those among the mammas
who perfectly remembered the Years of his
adolesoence, knowing his obduracy against all
female charms, took care not to dissipate the
impression.

“ 80,” sald Alfred Wickersham to himself,
after Bert’s departure, I was not wise enough,
after all, to keep myself out of Alice Van Zandt’s
snare. For of course it i8 her snare. Bertie
would never have thought of such a thing as my
being pleased with any certain type of young
lady if some one had not putit into his head,”

The ashes fell from his cigar and the spark

: died out while he sat musing. His breast rose

and fell alittle, and there dropped upon the car-
pet something like a tear. It was & moment in
his ife of which the world could not have dream.-
ed, and the tear itself, if tear it was, he would
have purchased from the gaze of any mortal at
the price of half his fortune. Rising at length,
and throwing away his paper, he crossed over
to the mantelpiece, and regarded earnestly a
tiny ivory miniature which hung suspended
there. When Bert had once asked bim a
picture, he had said in
reply :

*It 18 & relic from the .buried city of the past
—that means Pompeii, you know. I brought it
with me from abroad,”

Certainly nobody could identify the face, and

it was a face to court identification. Not hand-

the eyes deep-set and shining by an inward
light, «a light that never shone on sea or land,”
but could only beam from a soul that was stead-
faat and true. The hair alone was beautiful.
It was of a rich reddish.chestnut color, and
fell about the lovely shoulders in affluent waves
that, catching the light here and there, bright.
ened into burnished gold.

If Bert could have looked into his uncle’s face
as he stood regarding the picture he would have
understood the meaning of that phrase, ¢ a relic
from the city of the buried past.”

It was like Alfred Wickersham to hang the
token of his buried past in the sight of all the
world, where careless comers and goers noted
and criticized 1t. He heard them all, answered
their questions if need be, but never revealed
himself to any. Bertle, only, had caught one
day a single gleam of his eye, as it rested upon
the miniature, and had cherished the strange
thought which that look ,had awakened among
his heart’s most sacred treasures.

On the evening of Mrs, Van Zandt's party,
Alfred Wickersham was among the earliest
guests. He had a fancy for going early toa
party. There was a chance, then, of a few mo.
ment'’s chat with his hostess before the fatigues
of the evening had exhausted her freshness.
He liked, too, to choose some quiet corner where
with a congenial companion, he could watch
the arrivals, and speculate at his leisure upon
the guests. Upon this evening he had chosen
Cora Van Zandt, whose first season it was, and
Who, being the youngest of Mri. Van Zandt’s
numerous daughters, could the most readily be
spared from her mamma’s side, to be his com-
panion. Suddenly there was a stir about the
doorway, and a little murmur among the throng
which already began to crowd the rooms, and it
was evident that there was a distinguished ar-
rival, Alfred Wickersham looked up in time
to notice a very tall and elegant man of middle
age, in military costume. Upon one arm hung
a little fuded woman, whose dress, however,
was literally gorgeous—trailing satins and nod-
ding plumes and ancient laces and sparkling
gems all combined to maketh is small and sick-

y-looking specimen of humankind the most
conspicuous creature in the crowd. Upon the
other arm was a young lady whose age at first
view baffled one’s conjectures, but who was, at
all events, simple and cool and fresh as 8 rose-
bud.

¢ Why,"” exciaimed Alfred Wickersham, as
his glance rested upon the gentleman of the
party, ¢ that must be an Indian nabob. And
that is his sickly, broken-down wife. But, great
Heavens ! who ”

He stopped short here, for at that moment
the young girl turned her face that way and
smiled. She was simply greeting the daughter
of her hostess, but the smile seemed to have
some magic in it to transfix Alfred Wickers.
ham.

“ Why,” said Cora, too much absorbed in the
excitement of the moment to notice the change
in Alfred Wickersham'’s manner, ¢do you not
know that is'Colonel de Vere, an officer of dis-
tinction, who has served during a long cam.
palgn in India ? and Lady de Vere his wife, is
the daughter of a baronet. What was Bert,
thinking of that he did not tell you ? But mam-
ma i8 looking for me, and I must go and be
presented,” and away she went, leaving Alfred
Wickersham still staring vacantly at the girl’s
sweet fresh face,

“Colonel de Vere, indeed, and Lady de Vere !
he muttered, «but who upon earth have they
with them? Ah! let me look again. Yes, my
Lady de Vere Is certainly no other than the
eldest daughter of my old friend, Sir Roger
Gersham ; but who—who 18 the other 27

At that moment he saw Bert across the
crowd, and signalled to him.

¢ Bert,” he said, carelessly, «how came these
strangers here? Why didn’t you prepare me
for so striking an event ? You’ve 1aid an ambush
for your old uncle, you graceless scamp !”

« No ambush at all, I assure you sir,” gaid
Bert. « Now I think of it, I belleve I didn't
mention about Colonel de Vere. It was just my
rattle-headed way of doing things, however—no
more, But there’s time enough for explanations
yet. Colonel de Vere has just returned home
from India with his wife, and is staying here
for a week or so.”

“The youug lady, Bert? You haven’t told me
about the young lady yet.”

“ Why, that, to be sure, is Miss Belle McGow-
an, the very oreature I wanted you to see.
Hasn’t she rather a wonderfw} face? I have a
fancy that she s like your Pompeiian damsel,
only older.”

Alfred Wickersham, who had been very white
till this moment, suddenly turned crimson to
the temples. But, with alight laugh, he an-
swered :

«It’s you against the world, Bert, for seeing
resemblances, Ishould have said, now, that
she was a deal more like Joan of Arc. Be that
as it may, I believe Lady de Vere to be an
old acquaintance of mine, and I propose, so
soon as this crowd disperses a little, to go
forward and speak to her. Shall [ present you
also?”

“ By all means,” sald Bert, gaily; «it will be
such fun to have outflanked Alice Van Zandt.»
i “Oh, you will enjoy your triumph, no doubt,
‘ but consider my dilemma. How am Ito a
; 1ogize to Lady de Vere for not having before patd
; my respeots to her? ”’

i “Oh,” said Bert, laughing good-humouredly,
i “youwll find some way out ofit. Plead illness,
{ Indeed you have a rather languishing look.”

Alfred Wickersham did not faucy being teased
! about his looks at this moment ; he said nothing,

however, but began his progress down the room

to the vicinity of Lady de Vere.
He made no unnecessary haste, and at very

convenient opportunity h2 paused for a glanoce -

at the face of Miss McGowan,

“How like, how very like!” he said to
bimself “but it 18 impossible, and I am simply
foolish.”

But, as he approached the group, Miss Mec-

Gowan, who was at that moment engaged in
vivacious chat with a gentleman, looked up
casually, and met Alfred Wickersham’s pene-
trating glance bent upon her. She grew deadly
pale, looked wildly about for an instant, and
then falnted. There was a great stir and commo-
tion, and Miss McGowan was oarried out by two
or three gentlemen.

Nobody, not even Bert, had time to think
how Alfred Wickersham was looking. If any-
body noticed that he grew deadly pale, sprang
forward and then retreated, and when Miss
McGowan’s unconscions form had been carried
past him, retreated to a bay window, and there,
lo alternate fits of pallor and trembling, passed
the next five minutes, it was only attributed to
his sensitiveness and eccentricity.

Word soon came that Miss McGowan was t00
ill to return to the drawing-room, and the entire
party of Colonel de Vere made their adieux,

Alfred Wickersham withdrew almost imme-
diately. How he passed the night was his own
secret. Bert came in quite early in the morn-
ing, however, and immediately remarked upon
his uncle’s worn appearance.

“And you didn’t get a chance, after all, to re-
new your acquaintance with Lady de Vere and
her party. I'm 80 sorry, for I had a curiosity to
see how you would be pleased with Miss McGo-
wan. By the way, do you know how she is re-
lated to Lady de Vere 2"

“Can’t imagine,” replied Alfred Wickersham,
curtly,

“You are sure you never saw her before ?"

“ Never 80 much as heard the name.”

“ By the way, what has become of your Pom-
plian damsel ?”

“Oh!” said Alfred Wickersham, carelessly,
“The ring came out of the frame this morning,
and I sent it to be repaired. [’'m going to get
2 little Beatrice Cencli to hang in that place.
I think I shall like it better. By the way,
Bert, what about those horses you wanted me
totry? I'm just in the mood this morning.”

Bert went off immediately in enthusiastic
praises of the horses in question, and Miss Mc-
Gowan was dismissed from his thoughts,

Alfred Wickersham waited two days before
paying his respects to Lady de Vere. He met
with a cordial welcome from his old friend, but,
in anawer to his inquiries concerning Miss Mec-
Gowan’s health, he was informed that she was
still too ill to see callers. “Indeed,” said Lady
de Vere, «I think we must try what Brighton
will do for her.”

Alfred Wickersham expressed his cordial sa-
tisfaction and recommended Hastings enthu-
siastically.

“« Will you permit me,” he said at his depar-
ture, “to leave a card for Miss McGowan, and
to express to hope that upon some future occa-
sion I may be so happy as to make her ac-
quaintance? Miss McGowan is, I understand, a
relative? ”

«Not at all,” said Lady de Vere; ¢«she came
out to India some years since to attend Lady
Amesbury, who was some distant relative or
connec.on, I think of hers. Lady Amesbury
died, leaving the bulk of her property to the
young lady—a very handsome property it is—
and Miss McGowan has placed herself under my
care for the jcurney home. That is all I know
of her, except that she isa very charming young
lady, and had turned the heads of half the offi-
cers in Colonelde Vere's regiment.”

“ And did she prove obdurate against such an
array of suitors?”

“Oh, entirely. I never saw so stony-hearted
a young Lady., There was poor Lieutenant
Goldsby, a fine, handsome fellow and of good
family, among others, Oh, I've heard her say
a thousand times that she should never marry ;
and now that she has her fortune she is more de-
termined than ever.”

Alfred Wickersham made a smiling protest
against this obduracy and added:

«I shall certainly do myself the honor to call
again before you leave town, and I trust to your
friendship to procure for me an introduction to
this eruel fair one, You may represent me to
her as a determined bachelor, whose reputation
for hard-heartedness fairly matches her own,
and plead my cause on these grounds,”

Lady de Vere promised, and Alfred Wicker-
sham left in very good spirits.

On the second day he called again, but, to his
dismay, found that Colonel de Vere and his
party had already taken their departure, He
hurried back to his quarters, and, leaving a note
for Bert to account for his absence, Immediately
packed bis portmanteau and set out upon the
same route. The evening or the next day found
him at an hotel at Hastings, watching, with
momentarily increasing impatience, the groups
of visitors. But it was not until the current had
already set in the direction of the dining-room
that he caught sight of Colonel de Vere's tall
form and saw hanging uponone arm his faded-
looking wife, and upon the other—how his eyes
brightened at the sight—the mysterious Miss
McGowan, Strive ashe might, he could not gajn
a place at the same table with them,

Butin the evening, when ‘the band commenc-
cd to play, and the guests to promenade, he was
more fortunate. Having paid his respects to Co-

lonel and Mrs. de Vere, he was duly introduced -

to Miss McGowan, and with the ease of manner
acquired by long familiarity with the best so-
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arm, and,
the promenade, he led her
from the balcony of which
now illumined by the moon-

clety he immediatel

contriving to leave TnoTored her bia
to the conservatory
the placid ocean,
light, was visible,

oo'll:\.::rg%{ having seated herself, he opened the

. Iaml}’n iu a voice broken by emotion :
vou bg th' he sald, «“am I not right in calling
that tg’ € hame? Can you tell me how it is

e Iz;ikeag and the living meet again?”

edupat hi

her g?lce t.remgled. m andspoke firmly, though
“ Mr. Wickersham,” she sald, “the events of
these last few days have cost me infinite pain.
I am not even yet calm enough to speak of
them; with impunity. One thing I must ask of
you, if I have any claim upon your generosity,

and that is, that you will for the present refrair,
from all mention to any person of 80 much of
my past as is known to you. You can imagine,”
she went on, speaking rapidly and with evident,
emotion, ¢ that when one has consigned an ex-
perience to the everlasting past, buried it lite-
rally in a deep-made grave, it is something of a
shock to one’s nerves to behin it suddenly ex-
hut?ed and made to pass, ghost-like, before
one’s eyes. Thinking »f this, you will not won

der at the emotion which I betrayed on seeing
you 8o unexpectedly in Mrs. Van Zandt's draw-
ing-room. Having thus explained it to yourself,
forget it utterly, I beseech you, and think of me
and address me only as Miss McGowan. Indeed,
that i3 now my name, and my only name. It is
mine by legal right. I adopted it with pariia-
mentary sanction, five years 8go, when I was
restored to my relatives, and went out to Lady
Amesbury in India. The rest of my history
you know from Lady de Vere, and I beseech
you, nay,” she said, looking up with a frank
smile which thrilled him with the memory of
unforgotten joys, “nay, I know that I need not
even ask that you will refrain from directing
g0ssip towards me by any mention whatever of
What you have known of my past.”

‘“ Aglaia,” he sald, « the very suggestion pains
me unutterably. The past to me is sacred as my
hope of heaven. I have never mentioned it o
one of my friends. I believed you dead. I be-
lieved that I had myself hung garlands upon
your grave, and I have been as true to your me.
g}otl;]}; as”ever any man was to the memory

wife
reward o of his bosom. And is this to be my

‘ Alfred,” she said, with a troabled 100k in h
eyes which pierced him to the heart, ¢ can it :;
g:f::t&l: t.hs,u. I have been all these years de-
Place 1 You must be aware that this is no
1o s l'::vblchto discuss these matters. Come
never t hrnorrow, and I will do what I thought
and pat ave done again—go over all that dark

nful past, and make 8o much of it clear

you as {8 now mys
be forever rorgotwry;‘:erlous. After that it must

“ B
ble Orgotten, Aglaia * Nay, that is im possi-
He took her
trembling,
“ Do not,

hand in Lis, and found it hot and

agitate me farther,” she said, blush-
11(1,Et’geeply. “ Indeed I cannot endure it. £ must
g i my room this moment.”

. Z teyizi;;t;,ef’i ll:er to the staircase.

e sald, ¢ good

night1n the old fashion 1r - o
Imﬂhe Smiled a wan smile. « Not to-night,”
ore Sald. « Oh!I cannot after all these years
Y Paln 50 soon bring up the temder remem-
TANCes Of the past. Wait tlil 1 am stronger.”

He lingered still holding her hand.

“ Just that one word,” he said. «It would
atone for so much that I have suffered. Oh,
Aglaia, remember all theve sorrowful years.”

She blushed, and dropped a single syllable of
llquid Greek into his ear, and then, turning
Suddenly, fed like & starbeam,

Alfre.l Wickersham passed to his own apart-
meénts with a face which, in the silver moon-
light, geemed to giow lika the face of an angel,
8he lived, sheloved him, and the past was as a
clould that is spent ! How should he live till
the dawning of the day ?

The story of Alfred Wickersham’s youthfal
altachment s easily told. Soon after leaving
college, during a summer tour among the lakes
of Scotland, he met Aglaia Varsamt. Her father
Was a (Greek merchant, who had married the
hﬁl;g:; t:; a Scottrn;a nobleman, a

country. He wasa man o
:};‘:{utg':l;:nndot indomitable will, sar
nectlon of his family with g Scot.

Pretensions to hus.

patent of nobitity,
Aglaia was visiting her aunt,

bury, when she met Alfra 4. Wi Lady Ames.

kersham, who

Lady Amesbury

~~who well
:;x:ret :nd family of the k':::n t;:tithl? ma
smony match for any woman of Agli ,1m .
, and who besides admireq sterling
virtues of his charaeter — enco: o poerling

nmeans in her power. “Taged by every
Mr. Varsami being then in Gy,
ment was contracted betweenGu?: ?o::ge ngage.
and openly acknowledged. When Mr. mee
returned, however, his rage knew no bounds, }?;
Ilmmediately ordered Aglaia home, - and 1nro.rm.
ed Mr, Wickersham that upon no account what-
éver could he be permitted to see the young
laxy whom, to use Mr. Varsami's expressive
he;zluage, “ he had so fouily wronged by enticing
bene::g :: mfs.rrlage en;.';-gement with one so far
ALl e:' ; A4 mere foreign adventuror.”
all thmd Wickersham plceaded his cause with
¢ elogquence and ingenuity of which he was

ter; offeriug to prove by references o his

London bankers, and other incontrovertibie
witnesses, that he was of good family and con.
nections and ample fortune; but all in vain. He
contrived, however, to open a correspondence
with Aglaia through Lady Amesbury, who was
highlyindignant atthis treatment of her favorite
niece. Aund at last Aglaia, who was a girl of
sense, and character, convinced that there could
be no reasonable hope that her father would re-
lent, seized the occasion of oune of his frequent
absences to pay a visit to Lady Amesbury.
Alfred Wickersham met her there, and arran-
gements were made, with the sanction of Lady
Amesbury, for a private marriage.

The day arrived; the clergyman was present,
and they stood before him with clasped hands,
and the ceremony was actually commenced,
when a postchaise dashed up to the door, and
Mr, Varsaml, bursting with rage, rushed into
the room, and forbade the marriage. Aglala,
plunged in grief and affliction, was carried home
and Alfred Wickersham was left to comfort
himself in whatever way he could.

The mariage ceremony had proceeded so far
that he belleved it would stand a legal test, and
took measures to have the question tried, when
suddenly he recelved a note from Mr. Varsami,
saying that for the sake of the dead he would
probably spare the family farther shame. The
nervous shock had been too great for his beloved
daughter, and she had died three days after her
return home,

Alfred Wickersham wrote immediately to
Lady Amesbury, from whom he received the
the fullest confirmation of the sad intelligence.
He then, in a transport of grief, made a journey
to the grave of his beloved, found the tombstone
upon which was inscribed her name and age,
and laying upon it a floral tribute to the
memory of one who was as sacredly worshipped
as though she had been in very deed his wife,
he immediately left the country, Lady Ames-
bury’s health, always delicate, was profoundly
affected by the shock, and a few months after-
wards, her husband being ordered to India, she
accompanied him. So that Alfred Wickersham
had been cut off entirely from all sources of in-
formation concerning the fortunes of the Var-
sami family.

His astonishment, therefore, at meeting Aglala
Versami under the strange name of Miss Belle
McGowan, at Mrs. Van Zandt's party, may
easily be imagined. Convinced, however, that
Miss Belle McGowan was in reality the Aglaia
Varsami of his early love, that she was stili
true to him, and that now, in all probability,
there remained no insurmountable obstacle to
their union, his happiness knew no bounds, and
the hours seemed years till he should hear her
strange story from her own lips, and clasp her
again in his arms,

Morning came at last, and with it an invita.-
tion to breakfast with Aglaia. It may easily
be imagined that the breakfast was a slight
one, but Aglaia had been so agitated by their
interview of the last evening that she was in
reality unfit for the siightest exertion,

“You wld me last evening,” she said, when
the servants had withdrawn, ¢that you had
always held my memory sacred. Were you
not, then, married in six months after our
separation at LLady Amesbury’s?”

“Married !” he exclaimed. ¢WHho could
have 8o basgely deceived you? Baut, alag! it is
not strang: that you should have been deceived
when 1 was taught to believe that you were
dead. No, Aglaia, I repeat i, no husband was
ever truer to the memory of a wedded wife than
I have been to yours. But tell me upon whose
tomb was it that I hung the garlands ? It cer-
talnly bore your name, and the insoription of
your death.” :

«I must go back,” she said, ¢ to the day on
which we parted, and tell you all. When I
arrived at home I was immediately consigned
to a suite of rooms, and put under the care of a
keeper—an old Greek woman, in whom my
father very justly reposed implicit confidence.
You will remember my poor sister Leila, who
had been a confirmed invalid from youth. She
had been sincerely attached to me, and it was
evident from the first that the shock, together
with ber grief for my unhappiness, would be
fatal to her. It occurred, therefore, to my plot-
ting father to substitute my name for hers in
the funeral announcements, and then to hurry
me off to an obscure place, which he owned in
Scotland, upon a plea that Leila, whom I was
to represent, needed a chance of air and perfect
geclusion. It was during my sojourn there that
I was informed of your marriage. .

s« At the end of the three years my father
died, and then there was no longer any motive
for my concealment, except the natural desire
of my family to be spared the disgrace of an
open exposure. I went from my Highland
tower immediately to my Aunt McGowan, from
whoin [ learned the full details of the deception
which my father had practised, and which had
only gradually been suspegted and traced by
the family.

“1 believed you married, however ; and Lady
Amesbury, who might possibly have thrown

some light upon the subject, was in India. I

was determined, however, that I would not
adopt 1y sister’s name, and, to prevent scan-
dal, I acceded to my aunt's desire, and by par-
Hamentary sanction took her own, and was

duly announced as her heir. But she, poor iady, |
Was not destined to live long. Her death oc- |

curred within six months after I went to reside
with her, and having written to Lady Ames—
bury meanttme the particulars of my strange
story, she invited me tmmediately to come to
t"f" In India. The rest you know from Lady de

ere.

“You can casily imagine my surprise upon

meeting you at Mrs, Van Zandt’s party, and the
horror I felt upon having betrayed so much
emotion at the sight of you whom I believed to
be married. Even after I learned, through
Lady de Vere, the fact that you were a! least at
present without tles ef that kind, though I still
apprehended that you might have formed some
secret tie—yon see the plots of which I had
been the subject had fairly turned my brain—
it did not seem possible that you should have
remained true to me through so many years,
and I hesitated to see or confide in you.”

« But tell me, dear Aglaia, that this hesita-
tion 18 removed, that your confidence in me is
utterly restored, and that 8o soon as may be the
tle once so nearly formed between us may be
consummated, and that I may introduce you to
my friends as my wife, the innocent cause of
all the mystery which has heretofore enshrouded
my life.”

When Lady de Vere returned from her morn-
ing promenade she found two very happy
people. Alfred Wickersham briefly informed
her that he had been betrothed to Miss McGowan
in Scotland, long before she had gone out to
Indla, but had been separated from her by cir-
cumstances which had now happily been ex-
plained, and that she must give her friend as
much assistance as possible in preparing her
trousseau, for he should not wait long before
claiming his wife.

* 80,” sald Bert, in great glee when he heard
the story, «I was right about Miss MoGowan
looking Hke your Pompeiian damsel. Ah!
Uncle Alf, you must own that at last you are
my debtor. What would have happened if I
had not been sharp enough to see that resem-
blance which you so strenuously denied ?”

“ Well, Bert,” said his uncle, laughing, ¢re-
member that you promised me your blessing
beforehand, and indeed you shall not be much
the worse for my marriage. There i8 money
enough for us all, and Aglaia will not, I am
sure, grudge a generous remembrance to one
who has been the means of reuniting her to the
man she loved and waited for so long.”

Soclety never knew the whole of Mrs, Wick-
ersham’s story., Her nephews and’ nieces call
her Aunt Belle, and many pecple wonder why
it is that Mr. Wickersham ouly, of all the
world, calls her by that strange name, ‘“Aglaia.”

J. W,

et @ < QR ———— e

JIM.

BY H. RYTHERFURD RUSSELL,

Mr. Thomas Green, newsvendor, 49,
Street, Marylebone, sat at dinner with his wife
and daughter in the little dark inner room be-
hind the shop. The door was half open, so that
the entrance of & customer, or the ringing of the
shop-bell, might not pass unheard.

¢ What was that ?” said Mrs. Green, bending
forward. ¢« Wasn’t it the bell 7

Mr. Green’s chalr was exactly opposite the
aperture. He raised his eyes from off his plate,
lowered them again, and shook his head.

¢ Nobody there.”

Silence ensued for some minutes, then Mrs,
Green gave a start.

« Law !{” she exclaimed, ¢ but that was the
bell. Mary Ann, push open the door and look.”

Mary Ann laid down her knife and fork with
no very good grace, twisted round, and thrust
forward her head.

“ Somebody has come in,” she said, ¢« It's a
ragged boy. He’s standing in the doorway.”

Mr. Green shoved back his chair and rose.

« Be off with you!” he shouted to the new-
comer. * We can have no beggars here. Be
off with you, I say! We've nothing to.give
you !”

The tone of his voice was loud and alarming,
still the boy did not move. The other went a
step nearer and repeated his words more threat.
eningly.

«Do you hear me ? . Be off with you! We've
nothing to give to. beggars. Be off I say, or I'll
send for the police!”

Still the boy stood motionless in the doorway.
Mrs. Green, attracted Ly his pertinacity, again
bent forward. R -

« What does he want ?" she asked. ¢« Look,
he’s got something in his hand 2. .. .. . .

She.left the table, and went through the shop.
The strange visitor awaited her approach quists
ly ; then stretched out a grimy wrist, and hand-
ed her a dirty slip of paper. rs. Green looked
at him and at it. .

« Who sent you?" she asked.

The boy raised his heavy face ; for a second
his dull eyes rested on her.

« Mother,”

She leant against & pile of books and opened
the slip of paper. It was not only dirty but
toru. Plecing it together in her hand she held
it down to eatch the light. A few words were
indistinetly scrawled and blotted, and suddenly
ghe grew pale. .

« Oh ! Tom,” she called faintly.

Thomas Green hastened to her from the inner
room, with his mouth full, She held the blotted
paper so that he could read the signature.

«It's from Jane,” she said. <« She’s dead.
Read it.”

Jane was Mrs. Green's sister, who had anger-
ed her whole family by marrying beneath her.
For many years she had been lost sight of by
all the respectable Green connexion. No one
spoke of her ; no one inquired after her welfare ;
no one scarcely remembered her. Mr. Green
frowned as he read ; then he exchanged hlank
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looks with his wife. Mary Ann was standing
beside them, by this time staring. The boy
seldom raised his eyes. Mr, Green drew nearer
and bent down, almost as if he would have
liked to have shaken him,

« 'Who sent you ?”" he asked.

« Mother,” repeated the other slowly.

« But—" said Mrs. Green, and then stopped.
The boy seemed to understand her, He lifted
his face.

« Yes,” he sald, ¢ she's gone, she's gone !

Then his head drooped again. He was a-
wretched.looking object, half-starved, tattered,
stupid.

“p What’s your name ? " inquired the news-
vendor,

He did not reply ; scarcely seemed to hear.

« What's your name ?” repeated the other
roughly.

The answer came at last.

« Jim,”

«Are you the only one left?” asked Mrs,
Green. ¢ Have you no brothers or sisters? ”

Jim stood silent. Mr. Green did shake him
this time. He caught him by the sleeve.

« Can’t you answer when you're agokento? "
he sald. ¢ Say, boy, are you th€é only one
left 27

Still he did not speak, but stared stupidly on
the floor., Walting brought nogpetter result.
Thomas Green looked at his wife, then shrugged
his shoulders.

« An idiot,” he said ¢ an idiot. What on earth
shall we do with him ?”

The tone, which was annoyed, added a great
deal more ; it sald, ¢ What on earth did Jane
mean by dying and leaving this creature npon
us ? It was too bad of her.”

¢# Read what she says,” sald Mrs. Green,
wiping her eyes with her apron, ¢« It's no use
complaining now, Tom, when she’s dead and
gone ; read.”

He read with dificulty.

“ If you have a sister's heart in you, Ann,
look after my poor orphan boy.” The last word
was almost illegible. ¢ The parish wlll bury

‘me; but, oh! don’t let him go to the work-

house. Do something for Jim if you can, he
isn’t At to look after himself—'’

Here it broke off abruptly ; every line was
miserably blotted; one sentence too blotted to
make out, the words being altogether effaced.

“ Well,” sald Mr. Green, eyeing the boy, and
putting his thumbs into his waiscoat pocket,
Mrs, Green waited; she was afraid of her hus.
band. She stood still, wiping her eyes with the
corner of her apron, for her heart was softened.
Jim bore the scrutiny with dogged indifference.
He was not an interesting object. The wretch-
edness of his appearance aroused more loathing
than pity. No gleam of intelligence lighted his
dull countenance, and his eyes when he ralsed
them had almost an idiotic stare. Mr. Green
gazed with repugnance. He had not forgiven
Jane in his heart for whatshe had done ; on the
contrary, he resented it as an injustice. Mra,
Green looked on the boy as on her own sistet’s
son. She thought of the wretched hours spent
by the wretched woman in poverty, misery, and
death. She could not have turned Jim from her
door had he been & hundred times more ugly or
repulsive. Her heart was softened. Mr. Green
was aware that his wife did not share his feel-
ings. This, perhaps, hastened his declsion,

« Well,” he said with a jerk, « I suppose we
must keep him.”

He turlfed to her. His tone was discontented.

¢ Yes, Tom,” said she.

Still he did not recover from his lll-humour,

« 1 don’t know what we can do with him,”
he continued ; he doesn’t seem At for any-
thing. I suppose he can’t read-—can you 2?7 He
raised his voice as though addressing & deaf
person.

Jim shook his head.

« What can you do ? *’ asked Mr, Green,

« Nothing,” answered thé boy stolidly.

Husband and wife exchanged looks sgain,

« Are you hungry ?"” inquired she. Jim
showed sudden signs of animation. :

“ VOl‘y [ .,

« We'll give him some dinner first,” said she,
« gnd then see what we can do.”

Mr. Green muttered something to himself as
they returned intothe inner room. Jim remaln.
ed In the shop. hen left alone he employed
himself in gazing all round, and up and down at
bis new quarters. Presently Mrs. Green re-
entered with some meat and bread. Jim eyed
the eatables .greedily. He stretched out his
grimy fAingers for the plate before she had time
10 hand it to him, but when he bad {t, tightly
in his lap, he did not touch a morsel.

« Why don’t you eat ? ” asked she. He did
not answer. She stared curiously at him. His
repulsive appearance almost overcame her kind
feelings. The remembrance of her sister alone
kept her charitable. ~After whiching him a
minute she rose and went out, thinking perhaps
some feeling of bashfulness prevented bim
eating before her. No sooner was her back
turned than Jim’s dull eyes brightened. Some-
thing almost equivalent to a smile lighted his
ungainly mouth. After a glance round, he divid-
ed the bread and meat, and hastily slipped by
far the largest half into his ragged pocket.
Then he began—not to eat, but {o gobble. ‘When
Mrs. Green returned he was still gobbling, and
looked more like a wild animal than any hu-‘
man creature. In the afternoon Mrs, Green se
bim to dust a pile of books, and at night‘s r
tress was put under the counter for plm
upon. It was tacitly understood th'
his home, and stupid though b
seemed to comprehend, and

position with his usual s’ -6 .’”p
Two days afterward % Wag
. acoe, ¥PPoareq
dd dln{;:d his ne
” WI, n the Doe
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cusfomer made his way to the newsvendor's
8h®p to get his dally paper and to discuss the
news. Ashe approached the door was roughly
pushed open, and Jim running out rushed head-
long against him.

¢ Hullo, hullo ! ” cried the old man, stepping,
“ Take care where you'’re going. Where are you
off to 7" And he seized the boy by the collar and
held him tightly. Jim’s countenance betrayed
sudden dismay and terror. He answered not
a word. The old man watched the change in
his face with good - humoured amusement.
““ Where are you off to, eh?” he repeated.
“ To some m ischief, I’ll be bound! People don’t
run like that for nothing. Now look here, if I
set you down, don’t be after any of yoar pranks,
or I'll let the master know—do you under-
stand ?”

8o saying, with a wink and a threat, which
was not all play, he shook the boy gently and
let him go. The moment Jim found hiwmseif
free he darted down the street from his tormen.
tor, and the next had disappeared round the
corner. The old man watched his movements
attentively, then he shook his head.

“ That’s & queer fellow just left the shop,” he
remarked-on entering to Mr. Green, who came
forward behind the counter rubbing his hands.
# Who Is he ? He nearly overturned me, he was
running so fast.”

« There, Mther !”” broke in Mary Ann tri-
umphantly, who was standing at the far end of
the shop, not yet divested of her curl-papers.
«I to'd you 80 ! that’s the way he ran out yes-
terday and Thursday ; he stayed away ever so
long before he came back. It's my belief he's
a thief; it's my bellef he isn’t 8o stupid as he
makes himself out to be—that’s my belief !”
And she nodded her head.

“ A thief!” echoed the new.comer. Mr.
Green drew nearer, still rubbing his hands. This
was a favorite customer, who was in the habit
of coming daily.

¢ Mr. Blake,” sald he softly, ¢ we haven’t
seen you for three whole mornings, or you would
have heard. That is a charity boy. I took him
of charlty, and feed and keep him from charity.
Mary Ann thinks he’s a thief. I think is an
idiot ; tbat's what I think.”

Mr. Blake's little round eyes twinkied. He
was an old-fashioned man, who wore an old-
fashioned green coat, buttoned up, that looked
as though it had belonged to his grandfather.
His countenance assumed an interested expres-
sjon. Mr. Green thought a good deal of his
opinion : indeed, thought it quite worth the
seeking.

¢ Where did you pick him up ?”’ inquired the
other, who did not appear accustomed to acts of
charity on the bookseller’s part. ¢« Where did
you pick him up?”

Mr. Green put his thumbs into his waistcoat
pocket.

« Came to the door begging t wo days ago,” he
answered. ¢ We were at dinner. Couldn’t send
the poor creature away ; so he's stayed on. He
isn’t fit for much.”

¢ That's all nonaense ! ” broke in Mary Ann
sharply, from her corner. « He’s not as stupid
as he looks. It’s my belief he’s a thief, and we'd
better keep a watch over our belongings.”

«Be quiet!” retorted the father equally
sharply, and with an eye on his ocustomer,
¢ Don’t you be accusing an innoceat lad. You
can’t say he’s laid his hand on a $hing—not a
thing. It isn’t his fault that he was born a
blockhead.”

“ H'm,” said the old man, who had been
listening attentively.  Runs off,does he, every
day?” then he shook his head. ¢ Have you
asked him where he goes to?”

“ Asked him !” interposed the obstreperous
Mary Ann ina shrill voice; « agked him ! I
should think we had ! And beat him, and shook
bhim too yesterday, didn’t you fatber ? And he
bore it justlike a dumb animal, he did. It's just
that, that looks bad. He didn't bellow a bit.
If he'd have been an idiot, he'd have bellowed.”

‘“ Be quliet!” repeated the father loudly ;
¢ you hold your tongue. It"s pot your business.”
Then he turned to the other with a softened
tone. “Yes,” he sald; * I'ye tried persuasion
and I've tried force, but it was of no use. I can’t
make him out at all, poor oreature | ” .

# And you did cut into him !” broke in
Ann again, who was not to be quieted. « Oh,
my ! did cut into him, father! But he stood as
qulet as if he'd been a dumb animal, he did,”

« H'm,” repeated the old man, as though he
had not given up the subject. Then he slowly
put on his spectacles, and took up his news.
paper.,

Mr, Green was not altogether contented with
the 1inpression left on his customer's mind.

 For charity,” he observed gently, « one can
bear a good deal for obarity’s sake, can't one,
sir?”

Which remark elicited no reply. The old
man was already buried in the columns of the
T'imes.

Meanwhile Jim, having darted round the
eorner, continued his race with unabated speed.
He threaded his way out of the wider and more
important streets to the narrow alleys, turned
from a dark passage in a court, almost as dark,
and entered one of the miserable houges. Quite
out of breath, he mounted the rickety wooden
stair and opened the door of a room softly, It
was & bare place with damp.stained walls, and
scarcely any furniture. On the floor sat a littie
boy playing with a broken tin pan and stiok.
Jim stood a second watching him, The ohild
was 80 busy and 80 happy rattling it, that he
had not heard his entrance ; all the iime he
hummed to himself in a low volce. He was a
striking contrast to Jim, with falr round imbs
that rags and dirt eouid not uisfigure, bright eyes

and a sweet winning face. The rattling and the
song continued undisturbed for a few moments;
then Jim gave a low whistle, and the little boy
turned round, and springing up, rushed to bim
and olasped his arms round his watst.

¢ Oh, my Jim—my Jim "

At the words Jim's whole countenance beam-
ed with an uncouth delight. After the first tran-
sportg, the little fellow loosened his.grasp and
sat down on the floor again, his eyes still riveted
on Jim. The other understood the look and
movement. He slipped his hand into his ragged
pocket with a delicious air of mystery, and
slowly drew forth its accumulated contents. At
the sight of the fragments of food, the child
clapped his hands, and hugged himself with
pleasure. This little comedy was repeated
daily, as sure as the time came round ; both of
them acted the same parts overand over again;
neither of them ever grew tired of it, Jim
watched the progress of the meal with eyes still
lighted with joy. He was hungry himself, and
oould gladly have swallowed every morse! that
he had given away ; he was always hungry, for
he never had enough, bat at that moment his
satlsfaction was greater than his hunger, and he
forgot the one in epjoying the other. Spiritual-
ly, he shared every mouthful tasted by his
companion ; bis lips writhing themselves into
hideous grimaces of sympathy. No remark
passed between the two. They were both too
happy and too busy to speak. But the little
fellow’s eyes scarcely ever left Jim's face. There
his looks delighted to rest, as on a beautiful and
beloved idol. No ugliness of form, no lack of
expreasion there struck him ; to his mind Jim
was altogether lovely.

Jim also sat on the floor with his hand olasped
round his knees. A ray of sunlight straggled
from between the chimneys through a broken
pane and rested on the dusty boards.

“ Look [ ” said the little fellow, pointing.

Jim nodded.

¢ Been in the yard, silly ?” he asked.

“ No!” answered the other sadly. ¢ I wanted
to, but I couldn’t get the door open.”

Jim looked at the door, deeply interested.

“ But {t ain't fastened !” said he. « 8he didn't
fasten it when she went out ?

# It wasn't she,” explained Billy ; «she didn’t
do nothing. It was the door. I couldn’t push
it open, it wouldn’t come.”

% Did you call ?” asked Jim.

“ Yes,” said he. “ I put my mouth to the
chink and called out loud, ever so often, but the
other doors were shut and they didn’t hear, or
they were out. But,” he addad hopefully, you
won’t shut it.”

“ Bllly,” said Jim after a silence, ¢ you'll not
leave the yard, will you ? There's the gutter to
play in. You mustn’t leave the yard.” -

% No, Jim,” answered the child.

The other did not seem quite satisfied.

“ Not If anybody asks you. Say Jim 8ays no.
You will, won’t you ? »

The little fellow raised & face of perfect faith
and perfeat obedience. ‘e

“ I won't mever,” he sald, « while Jim says
no.”

“ Billy,” sald the other wistfully, « you’re
'appy, atn’t you? You've the tin pan, and I'|]
make you some boats to sadl in the gutter.”

Billy stood up, and put his hand behind him,
He was thinking.

« I'd lke ducks to swim,” he sald boldly ;
« paper boats stick in the mud. I’d like ducks
—tin ducks painted green. The others have got
some,”’

Jim’s faoe clouded. He could not bear to re-
fuse Billy & single thing—yet how could he get
tin ducks ? He put his hands to his head, but no
ideas came to his assistance. It was not the
first time he had suffered from a sense of his
incapacity ; the fact of his stupidtty hung like
& heavy cloud of despair over him, and he was
only happy when he could forgetit. But Billy's
bright eyes rested on him with unconcealed ex.
pectation. He trusted in Jim entirely, knowing
nothing of his doubts, and belleved he could do
everything.

« I'll try to get you ducks some day,” and Jim
at last, with a little sigh.

Billy clapped his hands,

“ But,” aald the other, still anxious, « you'll
remember not to leave the yard * Youcan play
niocely in the gutter. It's very full to-day.”

¢ Is it 7" aaid the child, duly impressed. ¢ I
run down as soon as you're gone.”

« I must go now,” said Jim slowly.

The little fellow’s face fell ; his lip began to
tremble ominously, and tears swam in his eyes.
Jim put bis arm round bim. This part of the
scene also was generally repeated daily, as the
g;m came round, but they did not get tired of

« Don’t ory, Billy,” said the big boy tenderly.
¢ I'll eome back to-morrow.”

Bllly clung to him with all his might.

I don't like you always to go!” he eried
passionately. ¢ Let me come too. Don't leave
me behind. I'm tired of playing in the gut.
ter {»

Jim bent down to exert all his authority.

% When you're bigger,” he sald, “ you shall
oome too ; not now. Let me go, Billy,”

The child released hin. He was accustomed
to obey Jim.

¢ Good-bye ! ” said Jim, foreing a smile. « I’}i
ocome back to-morrow ! ”

But as he ran dowdrthe stairs his heart was
sad. The barden of life was heavy, 1ts respon.
sibilities great, and he had vothing with which
to meet them. A wretched glimmering sense
of inferiority stole over him a8 he threaded his
way through the aotive, bustling crowds. He
glanced up timidiy into one or two faces. There
Wwas a light of {nteliigence there that he did not

Dpossess. The old, deadly misgiving as to some-
thing wanting returned ; he could not trust to
himaself, and there was nobody else to whom to
trust. It was not that he thought of the future;
his dim, short sight did not penetrate so far;
no difficulty or complication there alarmed
him, but the present hung with an indefinite
sense of evil over him. Billy had asked for
tin ducks to play with-—how could he get them ?
He knew of no way of getting ducks. He knew
nothing. Very much disheartened, he slunk
back into the shop like a guilty creature. Mary
Ann was not there, and Mr. Green was busy
with a customer, so he escaped this time
without a beating. He did not much mind the
beatings, and never thought of resenting his
rough treatment. All his life he had been more
or less a tomed to ill ge, and his greatest
Atate of comfort was—neglect.

The room Billy occupied belonged to a neigh.
bour, who had been a friend of his mother’s,
She was a washer-woman, anl went out early
every morning, not retnrning till late. She could
not atford to support the child entirely, but she
did what she could for him, and was kind. She
asked no questions, not interesting or troubling
herself, having too many struggiing anxieties
of her own to take the weight of her neighbours
upon her. But 2 sad day was coming to Jim.
One morning she met him on the stairs as he
was leaving the room and stopped him.

¢ I've been looking out for you,” she sald, ¢ to
tell you I can’t keep the child any longer. The
rent of that ’ere rooin is too much for me, and
I'm going to move 1o another part, and live
along with a neighbour.” She stopped. Her
voice was plaintive ; her whole appearance was
plaintive. She was worn and wan. One idea
pursued her night and day—to keep off want—
to support herseif. The dally drudgery of life
had nearly quenched her spirit. J im heard her
words, and by de:ress slowly comprehended
thelr purport. The faint light of intelligence
that he possessed seemed to dle out of his eyes.
Misfortune terrified him. The wowan noticed
his stupefied face, and some pity awoke in her.
“I'm very sorry,” she began, as though excusing
herself; « I'd never have turned the chiid away
£ I could have heiped it. But it’s no good staying
on to starve, and that's what it would have
come to. I'm three weeks alrealy owing, and
he’s a hard man.”

Jim did not seem to listen to her. One fact
alone had forced itself into his mind, one fact
alone stared at him like a spectre, Billy must
£0. Where was he to go ? He knew not.

The woman walited for some words L0 come
from his lips, but none came. Jimn had nothing
tosay. No blame arose in his thoughts agalnst
his companion; no bitter rebelling a:ainst fate
or Providence. His heart was all gentleness,
but he was terrified. The ome deception and
resource, which the strength of his affection
had enabled him to carry out for Billy’s comfort,
had failed. He had no other. As long as a
single resource remains, there is hope ; but
when that disappears, then ocomes despair.
The idea of taking the child to his uncle never
presented itself to his mind. He could not bear
to think of Billy {ll-used ; he did not think of
it.

The woman still waited. Without compre.
hending the boy’s feelings, she saw h's bewilder.
od, distracted look, and was sorry for him, But
what can the poor do for the poor ? She had no
counsel or help to give him. After standing for
some moments without an answer, she repeated
her plaintive wail.

“I'm very sorry ; I would not have sent the
little un away if I could have helped it, but
what’s the use of staying there, only to starve 2"

Then she passed down the rickety stair, and
out into the street to her daily drudgery, and,
mos&t probably, torgot about Jim.

Afier a few minutes, more from the force of
habit than anything else, he also moved down,
and crept into the open air, A heavy, foggy
atmosphere hung over all; the houses looked
cheeriess, the people gloomy. Jim walked
among them, seeing nothing, hearing nothing.
As he turned a corner, the church suddenly
loomed out upon him, and struck him with a
thought, Beside it was the grave-yard, a dismal
place, the tombstones black and reeking with
damp, and the scanty tufts of grass without
freshness and colour. Unobserved by the pas-
sers-by, he pushed open the gate, and made his
way into a corner. Then, under the shadow of
one of the dark buttresses, he knelt on the wet
earth, and shut his eyes.

“ Oh, God!” he sald aloud. ¢ Mother has
gone to you, and never come back. She said, as
how you would remember us and take care of
us, But, oh God, have You uot forgotten little
Billy ? Mrs. Ray is going to turn him out, and
he hasn’t a place to sleep in, unless You will find
him a room. I can do nothing, nothing,
nothing ! Oh, God—Oh, mother, ask God to get
little Billy & room ! ”

He stopped. Tears were rolling down his
cheeks, but he was eomforted. Now that he
had reminded God of His promise, and called to
his mother, there was hope. They would do
something for him, Though his perception of
truth was small, bis faith was great. No doubt,
no inqulring as to ways or means perplexed
him. He reposed entirely in the Unseen Power.
Rising up, he left the chilly grave-yard and
went his way home. The 8oothing presence of
faith still remained with him as ke pushed
open the shop-door. And it was well. Mr,
Green was in one of his terrible humours. He
flew at him immediately on his entrance, and
selzing hold of his jacket collar, showered upon
him angry blows. Jim guarded his head with
his arms as well as he could, and bore the

attaok, as Mary Ann had eaid, with the quiet-

ness of “ a dumbanimal.” He would have borné 3,

double the amount of angry blows and angry i
words without an instant’s surinking for the
sake of little Billy. Mr. Green, ignorant of the &
cause of endurance, set it down to stupid want
of feeling and obstinate rebellion.

“ Didn’t I tell you you wasn’t to be running :
away ?” he shouted, furlously shaking him. «I
might as well speak to that ’ere wall. Where 5
were you off too, I say ? You thief, you! I'l
have it out of you yet ! and I’ll have you do a8 s
you're bid. If you won’t do it from speaking, &
you shall by beating ! It shall be beat into you,
or starven out of you, do you hear ? ” .

He paused, out of breath. His back was t0
the door. During thescufe it had been opened, %
and some one had entered. :

«“ Gently, gently !” sald a voice. « You'll %
kill the boy if you pitch into him at that rate.” b4

The tone was severe. Mr, Green dropped his
victim and turned. Mr, Blake, the old-fashion-
ed customer, stood before him. 3

¢“Oh, sir,” said the newsvendor, recovering
himself, « he’s the most obstinate, disobedient,
ungrateful idiot you can imagine! Kindness v
does nothing, punishment does nothing, he's i
hopeless ! ” o

Mr. Blake's face was grave. He watched Jim i3
closely. The boy had sullenly slunk away to i
the back part of the shop. No softening gleam
of contrition, no expression of any sort of feel~ f
Ing showed itself 1n his countenance, Lo allay -
his master's irritation. On the contrary, he
looked a stupid, senseless animal, t0o sensvless
almost to sutfer or to defy.

“You should remember,” sald Mr. Blake,
speaking in alow voice, and tapping his fore.
head signifinantly, ¢ that he isn’t all that other
people are here. He is stupid, certainly, but I
don't believe he's bad. I think you are harsh
with him. I think”—he paused, then added,
hastily, with emphasis —«you are cruel.”

Mr, Green was a little cresifallen, He re-
gretted that his customer had been preseut at
this exhibition of violence, but he answered
blandly, “I've done what I could for the boy in
giving him a home, and it's bard sometimes one
should get nothing in return but ingratitude.
Outsiders don’t know the truth of things”
—hid tone grew sharp — ¢ they can’t be the
judges. People who interfere in other's famlily
affairs are sure to be unjust, and to blame the
wrong ones.”

He stopped, aware of having gone rather far,
considering it was a customer, but he was angry
and at the moment his feelings got the better
of himn. Mr. Blake made uvoreply, and the sub-
Ject was dropped.

The followlng morning Jim hastened to his
usual haunt. Billy met him on his entrance ;
all was unchanged, nothing had happened ; the
dally comedy was scrupulously acted from be-
ginning to eud, without any variation, Still
Jim’s hope in his prayer remalned unabated,
“for,” he thought, « God or mother will be look-
ing out for another room for Billy to-day.’”’ But
the next time he went up the dark stairs, and
stood at the door, he could not open it. He
pushed and rattled in vain; it was locked. Very
muoch surprised, he bent down, and peeping
through the heyhole, called aloud,—

* Billy—Billy ! »

No sound returned to him ; all was qaiet
within., Clearly the place was empty. Jim be-
gan to be frighten.d. He ran into the neigh-
bour's room opposite. A tall woman stooped
over & wash-tub, washing ; two little children
ilke Bllly played on the floor, half dressed.
Jim went to the point at once.

¢ Where’s Billy ?

The woman drew her arwms from out of the
soap-suds, and wiped her streaming face. Then
she pointed with her thumb,

« Aln’t he there ?

¢ Door’s locked,” answered he, stat ing blankly
at her. « He's gone !” .

The other recelved the news without alarm.

‘ Look in the yard,” she sald, and planged
her arms into the soap - suds again., Jim
rushed down the stairs, outside into the court.

Billy was not there; he was nowhere to be
found. Anxiety, instead of sharpening the poor
boy’s faculties, seemed to deaden them. He ran
dlstractedly from one person to another, putting
the same question— .

“ Where’s Billy ?”

Bat he could obtain no answer. Billy had not
been seen since the previous afternoon, wien
he was playing in the gutter. Terror deepened
over Jim. He sat down on & door-step, and
pressed his hands to bis head. What was he to
do? where waa he to go ? Billy was gone.

Instead of returning to the shop he wandered
aimlessly about the streets for hours. Many a
stranger, struck by his strange figure and white,
terrified face, turned to look after him. As he
ran along, he muttered to himself, and often
gazed up at the faces of the passers-by with
wild, appealing eyes, as though imploring their
assisiance. Late in the afternooun he retraced
his steps to the court. At the entrance stood a
figure who recognized him, although had Jim
been able to observe any one, he would perhaps
not have remembered who he was. It was the
old-fushione