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FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE.

and was amused at the little gitl's cvident relief. She peeped
at first, then took a good look, then smiled to herself as if well
pleased, yawned, and rubbed her cyes like a sleepy child,
took off her hat, tied a coquettish rose-colored rigolette over
her soft Lair, viewed herself in the glass, and laughed a low
laugh, so full of merriment, that I found it difficult to keep my
countenance. 'Then, with a roguish glance at me, she put out
her hand toward the flask of wine lying on the leaf, with a
half-open case of chocolate croquettes, which I had been munch-
ing, lifted the flask to her lips, put it hastily down arain,
took one bon-bon, and, curling herself up like a kitten, scemed
to drop aslecp at once.

«Poor little thing,”” I thought to myself, ¢ she is hungry,
cold, and tired; she longs for a warm sip, a sugar-plum, and
a kind word, I dare say. She is far too young and pretty to be
traveling alone. I must take care of her.”

In pursuance of which friendly resolve I laid my rug lightly
over her, slipped a soft shawl under her head, drew the cur-
tains for warmth, and then repaid mysclf for these attentions
Ly looking long and freely at the face encircled by the rosy
cloud. DPrettier than ever when flushed with sleep did it lock,
and I quite lost myself in the pleasant reverie which came to
me while leaning over the young girl, watching the silken
lashes lying quictly on the blooming cheeks, listening to her
soft breath, touching the yellow curls that strayed over the
arm of the seat, and wondering who the charming little person
might be. She reminded me of my first sweetheart—a pretty
cousin, who had captivated my Loyish heart at eightecn, and
dealt it a wound it never could forget. At five-and-thirty
these little romances sometimes return to one’s memory fresher
and dearer for the ycars that have taught us the sweetness of
youth—the bitterness of regret. Inasorl of waking dream 1
sat looking at the stranger, who seemed to wear the guise of
my first love, till suddenly the great eyes flashed wide open,
the girl sprung up, and, clasping her hands, cried, implor-
ingly :

‘* Ah, monsieur, do not hurt me, for I am helpless. Take my
little purse; take all I have, but spare my life for my poor
mother's sake !’

‘ Good heavens, child, do you take me for a robler ?"’ I ex-
claimed, startled out of my sentimental fancies by this unex-
pected performance.

¢ Pardon ; I was drecaming ; I woke to find you bending over
me, and I was frightened,”’ she murmured, eying me timidly.

“That was also a part of your dream. Do I look like a
rascal, mademoiselle "’ I demanded, anxious to reassure her.

¢ Indeel, no; you look truly kind, and I trust you. But I
am not usel to traveling alone; I am aaxious and timid, yet
now I do not fear. Pardon, monsieur; pray, pardon a poor
child who has no friend to protect her."

She pat out her hand with an impulsive gesture, as the soft
cyes were liftel confidingly to mine, and what could I do but
kiss the hand in true French style, and smile back into the
eyes with involuntary tenderness, as I replied, with unusual
gallantry :

“Not without a friend 1o protect her, if mademoiselle will
permit me the happiness. Rest tranquil, no one shall harm
you. Confide in me, and you shall find that we *cold English’
bave hearts, and may e trusted.”

*¢ Ah, so kind, so pitiful! A thousand thanks; but do not
let me disturb monsicur. 1 will have no more panics, and
can only atone for my foolish fancy by remaining quiet, that
monsieur may sleep.”’

" “Bleep! NotI; and the best atonement you can make is to
join me at supper, and wile away this tedious night with
friendly confidences. Shall it be so, mademoiselle "’ T asked
assuming a paternal air to reassure her. '

*‘That would be pleasant; for I confess I am hunery, and
have nothing with me. I left in such haste I forgot——\ " She
paused suddenly, turned scarlet, and drooped her eyes, ns if on
the point of letraying some secret. '

I took no notice, but began to fancy that my little friend was
engzaged in some romance which might prove interesting. Open-
ing my traveling-case, I set forth cold chicken, tartines, wine,
and sweetmeats, and served her as respectfully as if gshe had

been a duchess, instead of what I suspected—a run-away school-
girl. My manner put her at her case, and she chatted away
with charming frankness, though now and theu she checkel
some word on her lips, blushed and laughed, and looked so
merry and mysterious, that I began fo find my school-girl «
most captivating companion. The hours flew rapidly now ; re-
morse and anxiety slept ; I felt Llithe and young again, for my
Jost love seemed to sit beside me; I forgot my years, and al-
most fancied mysclf an ardent lad again.

What mademoiselle thought of me I could only guess; but
look, tone and manner betrayed the most flattering confidenc..
I cnjoyed the little adventure without a thought of cons-
quences.

At Toulon we changed cars, and I could not get a coupé, but
fortunately found places in a carriage, whose only occupant was
a sleepy old woman. As I was about taking my seat, after
bringing my companion a cup of hot coffec, she uttered un ex-
clamation, dragged her vail over her face, and shrunk into tic
corner of our compartment.

“What alarms you?" I asked, anxiously, for her mystery
piqued my curiosity. .

¢ Look out and sec if a tall young man is not promenadinz
the platform, and looking into every carriaze,’ returned wa-
demoiselle, in good English, for the first time. ’

I Jooked out, saw the person described, watched him ap-
proach, and observed that he glanced cagerly into cach cir o
he passed.

“He is there, and is about o favor us with an inspection.
What are your commands, mademoisclle?’ I asked.

 Oh, sir, befriend me ; cover me up ; say that Tam ill; all
yourself my father for a moment—I will explain it all. Hus',
he is here !"’ and the girl clung to my arm with a nervous g
ture, an imploring look, which I could not resist.

The stranger appeared, entered with a grave bow, seated bim-
self opposite, and glanced from me to the mufiled figure atws
side. We were off in a moment, and no one spoke, till a litle
cough behind the vail gave the new-comer o pretext for address-
ing me.

 Mademoiselle is annoyed by the air; permit me te clos
the window."’

" Madame is an invalid, and will thank you to do so,” 1 I
plied, taking a malicious satisfaction in disobeying the girl, f-r
the ilea of passing as her father disgusted me, and I preferred
a morc youthful title.

A sly pinch of the arm was all the revenge she could take;
and, as 1 stooped to settle the cloaks about her, I got & glanes
from the hazcl cyes, reproachful, defiant, and merry.

* Ah, she has spirit, this little wandering princess. Let us
sec what our friend oppositz has to do with her,”" I said to my-
sclf, feeling almost jealous of the young man, who was a hand-
some, resolute-looking fellow, in a sort of uniform. .

“Does he understand English, madame, my wife!” I whis
pered to the girl. .

‘ Not a word,"” she whispered back, with another charwind

pinch. N X
“Good; then tell me all about him. I demand an &
planation.”’

“ Not now ; not here, wait a little. Can you not trust 5.

when I confide so much to you?””

* No, I am burning with curiosity, and I deserve so_l,m‘
for my good Lechavior. Shall I not have it, ma amic ! -

“Truly, you do, and 1 will give you anything Dy-aud-b:
she Legan.

‘* Anything 2"’ T asked, quickly.

“Yes; I give you my word.” —

T shall hold you to your promise. Come, W¢ will mese,
little bargain. I will blindly obey you till we reach I‘“‘A"\‘;
you will frankly tell me the cause of all this mystery before ¢
part.”’

“ Done !’ cried the girl, with an odd laugh. .

“Done !’ said I, fecling that I was probably making
of mysclf. o1 oot

Th):z younz man eyed us sharply as we spoké, lf“" mh.l“?::f]
ing, and, wishing to make the most of my bargain, Ipllxislﬂ-"
my little wife's head on my shoulder, and talked in W
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to me, I prepared myself for it, by playing my part with spirit,
finding something very agreealle in my new rile of devoted
husband.

The remarks of our neighbors amused us immensely ; for, the
old: lady, on waking, evidently took us for an English couple
on a honeymoon trip, and confided her opinion of the “ mad
English’’ to the young man, who knit hijs brows and mused
moodily.

To our great satisfaction, both of our companions quitted us
at midoight ; and the moment the door closed behind them,
the girl tore off her vail, threw herself on the scat opposite me,
and laughed till the tears rolled down her cheeks.

“ Now, mademoiselle, T demand an explanation,”” T said, sc-
riously, when her merriment subsided,

*“You shall have it ; Lut first tell me what do T look like 7"’
and she turned her face toward me witl, g wicked smile, that
puzzled me more than her words,

“Like a very charming young lady who has run away from
school or pension, either to escape from a lover or to meet one."’
that is a compliment to my skill,” muttered
the girl, as if to herself ; then aloud, and soberly, thouah her
eyes still danced with irrepressible mirth ; « Monsicur is right
in one thing. I have run away from school, but not to meet
or fly a lover. Ah, no; I go to find my mother. She is Il ;
they concealed it fromme ; I ran away, and would have walked
from Lyons to Nice if old Justine had not helped me.”

‘““And this young man—why did you dread him 7" I asked,
eagerly.

‘““He is one of the teachers.  Hegoes to find and reclaim me ;
but, thanks to my disguise, and your kindness, he has not dis-
covered me."’

* But why should he reclaim you ? Surely, if your mother
isill, you have a right to visit her, and she would desire it.”

“Ah, it is a sad story! Ican only tell you that we are poor.
Tam too young yet to help my mother. Two rich aunts placed
me in a fine school, and support me till Tam cighteen, on con-
dition that my mother does not sze me. They hate her, and I
would have rejected their charity, but for the thought that
80on I can earn my bread and support her. She wished me to
80, and I obeyed, though it broke my heart. I study hard. I
suffer many trials. I make no complaint ; but I hope and wait,
and when the time comes I fly to her, and never leave her any
more.”

What had come to the
lips with impetuous force ;

€T voice was possessed with strange cloquence, by turns ten-
der, defiant, proud, and pathetic. She clinched her hands, and
dashed her little hat at her feet with g vehement gesture when
speaking of her aunts, Her cyes shone through indignant
tears when alluding to her trials ; and, as she said, Lrokenly,
“Ifly to her, and never leave her any more,’’ she opened her
8IS as if to embrace and hold her mother fast,

It moved me strangely ; for, instead of a shallow, coquettish
school-girl, I found g pussionate, resolute creature, ready to do
and dare anything for the mother she loved. T resolved to see
the end of thig adventure, and wished my sister had a child as
fond and faithful to comfort and sustain her ; but her only son

died a baby, and she was alone, for I had deserted her.

*“Have you no friends but these cruel aunts?” I asked, com-
Passionately.

*No, not one, My father is dead, my mother poor and ilI,
and I apm Powerless to help her,” ghe answered, with a sob,

* Not quite ; remember I am g friend."’

I spoke I offereq my hand; Dbut, to my intense surprise,
the gir) struck i away from her with a passionate motion, say-
1ag, almogt fiercely : :

“No; it is too Tate—too late!
before, '

“ My poor child, calm yourself, I gm indced a friend ; be-

You should have come
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I can sympathize with your djs.
tress, for I, too, go to Nice to find one deur to me. My poor
sister, whom T bave neglected many years ; but now I go to ask
pardon, and to serve her with a]] my heart. Come, then, let
us comfort one another, and go hopefully to meet thoge who
Iove and long for us.”’

Still another surprise ; for, with a face as sweetly penitent ag
it had been sternly proud before, this strange girl caught my
hand in hers, kissed it warmly, and whispered, gratefully :

‘I often dreamed of a friend like this, but never thought to
find him so, God bless you, my——"" Ghe paused there, hid
her face an instant, then looked up without a shadow in her
€yes, saying more quietly, and with o smile I could not under-
stand :

* What shall T give you to Prove my thanks for your kind-
ness to me 7’ .

“When we part, you shall give me an English good-by.”"

** A kiss on the lips! Fie! monsieur will net demand that
of me,” cried the girl, whose changeful face wag gay again,

“Aud why not, since T am olg enough to be called your
father.”’ .

** Ah, that displeased you! Well, you had
rest content with that, mon mari,” langhed the
to a corner with q rebellious air.,

“Ishall claim my reward when we part ; so resign yourself,
mademoiselle, By-thc-wa.y, what name has my little friend

I will tell you when I pay my debt. Now let me sleep. I
am tired, and so are you.  Good-night, Monsicur George Vane,”
and, leaving me to wonder how she had learnedl my name, the
tormenting creature barricaded herself with clonks and bags,
and seemed to sleep tranquilly,

Tired with the long night, I soon dropped off into g doze,
which must have been a long one ; for, when I woke, I found
myself in the dark. ‘

“ Where the deuce are we '’ I exclaimed ; for the lamp was
out, and no sign of dawn visible, thougl I had seen a ruddy
streak when I Iast looked out.

““In the long tunnc] near Nice,” answered o voice from the
gloom,

** Ah, mademoisclle ig awake !
demand payment noyw P

* Wait till the lizht comes, and if you deserve it then, you
shall have it,"”” gnq gipsy laughing in her
corner.  The next minute g spark glowed opposite me ; the
odor of my choice cigarettes filled the air, and the crackle of a

your revenge;
girl, retreating

Is she not afraid that T may

Before I could make up my mind how to punish these freaks,
we shot out of the tunnel, i
for there, opposite

Y i with Lis little
blue coat buttoned smartly to the chin,
his well-booted feet on the seat beside him, and his small hands
daintily gloved, this yonng rascal lay staring at me with such
8 world of fun in his fine eyes, that I tingled all over with a
shock of surprise which almost took my breath away.

“* Have a light, uncle " was the cool remark that broke the
long silence.

“ Where is the girl 7
Ppression.

** There, pir,”” pointing to the bag, with a smile that made
me feel ns if I was not yet awake, so like the =irl’s was it.

*“And who the devil are you?' I cried, getting angry all at
once.

Standing as straizht as an arrow,
military salute:

** Georze Vane Vandelcur, at your service, uncle.’”

“My sister has no children ; her boy died years ago, you
young villain.””

‘“He tried to, but they wouldn’t Jet him. I'm sorry to con-
tradict you, sir; but I'm your sister’s son, and that will prove
it.”

Much bewildered, T took the letter be handed me, and found
it impossible to doubt the boy’s word. It was from my sister
to her son, telling him that she had written to me, that I had

cap rakishly askew, his

was all I could say, with o dazed ex-

the boy answered, with a
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