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be
AU, MONSIEUR, DONOTHURTME, FORI AM HELPLESS. TAKE MY LITTLEPURSE; TAKE ALL I HAVE, BUTSPAREMY LIFE."

see her. My consciencereproachedme, and, leaving my cozyNIGHT -WATCHERS .
bachelor establishment in London, I hurried away, hoping torepair the neglect of yearsby tardy tendernessand care.THROUGHthe night's black curtain the goldstars peep, My thoughts worried me that night, and the fear of being too

Whenthe tired world should be hush'd in sleep
late haunted me distressfully. I could neither read, sleep, nor

Yet someareweary, and some arewan,And someare fearful to look upon! smoke, and soonheartily wished I had taken a seat in a doublecarriage, where societyof some sort would havemadethe longYou may see—if you will —in every park hours more endurable. As we stoppedat a way-station, I wasShame-stamp'd, cowering forms inthe dark roused from a remorseful reverieby the guard, who put in his
Coweringlow from the wind and the rain,

headto inquire, with an insinuating shrug and smile :
Coweringconsciousof sin's deep stain.

“Will monsieur permit a lady to enter ?. The train is veryMany are youthful, and someare fair, full , and no placeremains for her in the first-class. It will be(0 heaven, how tbine image is fallen there!) a great kindness if monsieur will take pity on the charmingChildhood'sfreshmark on some is set,
little mademoiselle.”Not quitebeatenout of their featuresyet!
He droppedhis voice in uttering the last words, and gave aHave ye eyes, my brothers, and see not this ? nod, which plainly expressedhis opinion that monsieur wouldDo ye hug to your souls your own senseof bliss? not regret the courtesy. Glad to be relieved from the solitudeHave ye ears, and hear not this wail of woe? that oppressedme, I consentedat once, and waited with someHave ye hearts, and ye let this black curse grow? curiosity to seewhat sort of companion I was to have for theThewreck'd ship strains on the breakerstoss'd; next few hours.The die is thrown, and the cast is lost. The first glance satisfiedme ; but, like a true Englishman, IGod help the fallen ! No mercyhere madeno demonstration of interest beyond a bow and a briefFor the one false step that bringsmanya tear. reply to the apologies and thanks uttered in a fresh youngThe scalesare unequal, and one sinks fast; voice as the new-comertook her seat. A slender girl of sixBut the balance is sure to come right at last. teen or so, simply dressed in black, with a little hat tied downThe Great Judge shall measurethe measurethen, over golden curls, and a rosy face, lit u
p

b
y

lustrous hazel eyes,That proud manwithholds from his fellow -men ! a
t

oncearch , modestand wistful . A cloak and a plump traveling bag were a
ll

her luggage, and quickly arranging them , she
drew out a book , sank back in her corner , and appeared toMY MYSTERIOUS MADEMOISELLE . read , a
s if anxious to render me forgetful of her presence as

soon a
s possible.A
r Lyons I engaged a coupé, laid in a substantial lunch , got I liked that , and resolved to convince her at the first opporoutmy novels and cigars , and prepared to makemyself as com- tunity that I was no English bear, but a gentlemanwho couldfortable a

s

circumstancespermitted ; fo
r

w
e

should not reach b
e very agreeablewhen h
e

chose .Nice ti
ll

morning , and a night journey wasmy especialdetesta The opportunity did not arrive a
s

soon a
s I hoped, and Ition. Nothing would have inducedme to undertake it in mid began to grow impatient to hear the fresh young voiceagain .winter , bu
t
a pathetic letter from m
y

sister , imploring m
e

to I made a few attempts at conversation, but the little girl seemcome to her , a
s

shewasfailing fast , and had a preciousgift to b
e

e
d

timid , fo
r

she answered in the briefest words , and fell tostowupon m
e

beforeshedied . This sisterhadmortally offended reading again , forcing me to contentmyself with admiring theour father b
y

marrying a Frenchman . The old mannever for- long curled lashes , the rosy mouth , and the golden hair of thisgaveher , never would seeher , and cut her o
ff

with a shilling demuredemoiselle.in h
is

will . I had been forbidden to have any communication She was evidently afraid of the big , black -bearded gentle
with her o

n pain o
f

disinheritance ,and h
a
d

obeyed , fo
r I man , and would n
o
t
b
e

drawn out , so I solacedmyself by watchshared m
y

father's prejudice , an
d

made n
o attempt to befriend ing h
e
r
in th
e

windows opposite ,which reflectedevery movem
y

sister, eren when I learnedthat she was a widow , although ment like a mirror .m
y

father's death freed m
e

from my promise. For more than Presently the book slipped from her hand , the bright eyesfifteenyears w
e

had been utterly estranged ; but when her grew heavy , th
e

prettyhead began to n
o
d ,and sleepgrew morepleadingletter came to m
e , m
y

heart softened , and I longedto l an
d

moreirresistible . Half closing m
y

e
y
e
s
, Ifeignedslumber ,VOL. XXV . , No. 3-10
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ingmy traveling-case, I set forth cold chicken, tartines, wine, ing , and, wishing to make themost of mybargain
, I pillowed

and wasamusedat the little girl's evident relief. She peeped , beena duchess, instead of what I suspected—arun-awayschool
at first, then took a good look, then smiled to herself as if well girl . My manner put her at her case, and she chattedaway
pleased, yawned, and rubbed her cycs like a sleepy child , with charming frankness, though now and then she checked

took off her hai , tied a coquettish rose-colored rigolette over some word on her lips, blushed and laughed, and lookedso

her soft hair, viewed herself in the glass, and laughed a low merry and mysterious, that I began to find my school- g
ir
l
o

laugh , so full o
f

merriment , that I found it difficult to keep my most captivating companion . The hours flew rapidlynow; r
e

countenance. Then , with a roguish glance a
t me , she put out morse and anxiety slept ; I felt blithe and youngagain, fo
r
m
y

her hand toward the flask o
f

wine lying o
n

the leaf , with a lost love seemed to s
it beside me ; I forgotmy years, and al

half -open case o
f chocolatecroquettes, which I had beenmunch- most fancied myself a
n ardent lad again .

ing , lifted the flask to her lips , put it hastily down again , What mademoiselle thought o
f

me I could onlyguess; but

took onebon -bon, and , curling herself u
p

like a kitten , seemed look , tone and manner betrayed the most flatteringconfidence.

to drop asleep a
t once. I enjoyed the little adventure without a thought of consc

“ Poor little thing , " I thought to myself , " she is hungry , quences.

cold , and tired ; she longs for a warm sip , a sugar -plum , and A
t

Toulon w
e

changed cars, and I could not get a coupé, bu
t

a kind word , I dare say. She is far too young and pretty to b
e fortunately found places in a carriage, whoseonly occupantwas

traveling alone . I must take care o
f

her . " a sleepyold woman. As I was about taking my seat, after
In pursuance o
f

which friendly resolve I laid my rug lightly bringing my companion a cup o
f

hot coffee, sheuttered a
n
e
x

over her , slipped a soft shawl under her head, drew the cur- clamation , dragged her vail over her face, and shrunkinto t
h
e

tains for warmth , and then repaid myself for these attentions corner o
f

our compartment.

b
y

looking long and freely a
t

the face encircled b
y

the rosy " What alarms you ? " I asked, anxiously , fo
r

hermystery

cloud . Prettier than ever when flushedwith sleepdid it lock , piqued my curiosity ..

and I quite lost myself in the pleasant reverie which came to " Look out and see if a tall young man is not promenading

me while leaning over the young girl , watching the silken the platform , and looking into every carriage, " returned m
a

lashes lying quietly o
n

the blooming cheeks , listening to her demoiselle, in good English , for the first time .

soft breath , touching the yellow curls that strayed over the I looked out , saw the persondescribed, watchedhim a
p

arm o
f

the seat, and wondering who the charming little person proach, and observed that h
e glanced eagerlyinto each c
a
r
a
s

might b
e . She remindedme o
f my first sweetheart - a pretty h
e passed.

cousin, who had captivated my boyish heart a
t eighteen, and “ He is there , and is about to favor u
s

with a
n inspection.

dealt it a wound it never could forget . A
t

five -and - thirty What are your commands, mademoiselle ? ” ' I asked.

theselittle romancessometimesreturn to one's memory fresher “ O
h
, si
r
, befriend me ; coverme u
p
; say that I a
m ill ; ca
ll

and dearer fo
r

the years that have taught u
s

the sweetness o
f yourself my father for a moment — I will explain it a
ll . Hush,

youth -- the bitterness o
f regret. In a sort o
f waking dream I he is here ! ” and the girl clung to my arm with a nervous g
e
s

sat looking a
t the stranger , who seemed to wear the guise o
f

ture , a
n imploring look , wbich I could not resist.

my first love , till suddenly the great eyes flashed wide open , The stranger appeared, enteredwith a gravebow, seatedhim

the girl sprung u
p
, and , clasping her hands, cried , implor- self opposite, and glanced from me t
o the muffledfigure a
t m
y

ingly : side . We were o
ff in a moment , and n
o

one spoke, ti
ll
a little

A
h , monsieur , d
o

not hurt m
e
, fo
r
I am helpless. Take my cough behind the vail gave the now - comer a pretext fo
r

address

little purse ; take al
l
I have , but spare my life fo
r

my poor ing me.

mother's sake ! " “ Mademoiselle is annoyed b
y

the a
ir ; permit m
c
to close

“ Good heavens, child , d
o you take me for a robber ? " I ex the window . "

claimed , startled out o
f my sentimental fancies b
y

this uncx “ Madame is a
n invalid , and will thank you to d
o
so , " I re

pectedperformance. plied , taking a malicious satisfaction in disobeying t
h
e

g
ir
l
, fo
r

“ Pardon ; I wasdreaming ; I woke to find you bending over the islea of passing as her father disgusted m
e
, and I preferred

I was frightened , " she murmured , eying me timidly . a more youthful title .

“ . That was also a part o
f your dream. Do I look like a A sl
y

pinch o
f

the arm was a
ll

the revengeshecouldtake;

rascal , mademoiselle ? " I demanded, anxious to reassureher . and , as I stooped to settle the cloaks about her , I g
o
t
a glance

“ Indeel , n
o ; you look truly kind , and I trust you . But I from the hazel eyes, reproachful , defiant, and merry.

am not used to traveling alone ; I am anxious and timid , yet “ A
h , she has spirit , this little wandering princess. L
e
t
u
s

now I do not fear . Pardon , monsieur ; pray , pardon a poor scewhat our friend opposite has to d
o

with her , " I said to m
y

child who has n
o

friend to protecther . " self , feeling almost jealous of th
e

young man, who w
a
s
a hand

Shc put out her hand with a
n impulsive gesture, a
s

the soft some, resolute -looking fellow , in a sort o
f

uniform .

eyeswere lifted confidingly to mine , and what could I do but “Does h
e

understand English , madame, m
y

wife ? " I whis
kiss the hand in true French style , and smile back into the pered to the girl .

eyes with involuntary tenderness, a
s I replied , with unusual “ Not a word , " she whispered back , with anothercharming

gallantry : pinch .

“ Not without a friend to protect her , if mademoisellewill “ Good ; then tell me all about him . I demand a
n e
x

permit me the happiness. Rest tranquil , n
o

one shall harm planation . "

you . Confide in me , and you shall find that w
e
' cold English ' " Not now ; not here , wait a little .

have hearts, and may b
e

trusted. " when I confide so much to you ? "

Ah , so kind , so pitiful ! A thousand thanks ; but d
o

not
let me disturb monsieur. · N

o , I am burning with curiosity , and I deservesomereward

I will have no more panics , and for my good behavior . Shall I not have it , maamie? "

can only atoue for my foolish fancy b
y

remaining quiet , that
monsieurmay sleep . "

" Truly , you d
o , and I will give you anything b
y
- an
d
- b
y , "

she began.

“ Sleep ! Not I ; and the bestatonementyou canmake is to * Anything ? " I asked, quickly .

join me a
t supper, and wile away this tedious night with “ Yes ; I give you my word . ”

friendly confidences. Shall it b
e

so , mademoiselle ? " I asked , " I shall hold you to your promise.

assuming a paternal air to reassureher .

little bargain . I will blindly obey you t
ill w
e

renchNice, if

have nothing with me. I left in such haste I forgot
paused suddenly , turned scarlet , and droopedher eyes, a

s if on “ Done ! " cried the girl , with a
n

odd laugh .

the point o
f betraying some secret. " Done ! " said I , feelingthat I w
a
s

probablymaking a fm !

I took no notice , but began to fancy that my little friend was of myself .

engaged in someromancewhich might prove interesting. Open
The young man

eyed u
s sharply a
s w
e spoke, b
u
t

sa
id

noth

me , a
i

Can you not trust m
e
,

Come, w
e

willmakea

**That would be pleasant ; for I confess I am hungry , and y
o
u

w
ill

frankly te
ll

m
e

th
e

cause o
f

a
ll

th
is

mystery b
e
fo
re

w
e

" !

She part . "
?
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?

of me,

1.22

M

while she nestled in shelter of my arm, and seemedto enjoy | lieve it , and let mehelp you. I can sympathizewith your dis
the escapadewith a

ll

the thoughtless abandon o
f
a girl . tress, for I , too , go to Nice to find one dear to me . My poor

Why she went o
ff

into frequent fi
ts
o
f

quietlaughter I did not sister , whom I haveneglectedmany years ; but now I go to ask
quite understand, for my whispersweredecidedlymore tender pardon , and to serve her with a

ll

m
y

heart . Come , then , le
t

than witty ; but I fancied it hysterical , and , having made up us comfort oneanother , and go hopefully to meet those who
my mind that some touching romancewas soon to b

e

revealed | love and long fo
r

u
s . ”

to m
e
, I preparedmyself fo
r
it , b
y

playing my part with spirit , Still another surprise ; for , with a face a
s

sweetly penitent a
s

finding something very agreeable in my new rôle o
f

devoted it had been sternly proud before , this strangegirl caught my
husband.

hand in hers , kissed it warmly , and whispered , gratefully :

The remarks o
f

ourneighbors amused u
s

immensely ; for , the " I often dreamed of a friend like this , but never thought to

o
ld lady , o
n

waking , evidently took u
s

fo
r

a
n

English couple find h
im

so . God bless you ,my She paused there, hid

o
n
a honeymoon trip , and confided her opinion of the “mad her face an instant , then looked u

p

without a shadow in her

English " to the young man , who knit his brows and muscd cyes , saying more quietly , and with a smile I could not under
moodily .

stand :T
o

our great satisfaction , both o
f

our companionsquitted u
s

" What shall I give you to provemy thanks for your kind

a
t

midnight ; and the moment the door closedbehind them , ness tome ? "thegirl tore o
ff

her vail , threw herself o
n

the seatoppositeme , “ When w
e

part , you shall giveme a
n

English good - b
y
. "

and laughed till the tears rolled down her cheeks.

“ A kiss o
n

the lips ! Fie ! monsieur will not demand that

“ Now , mademoiselle, I demand an explanation , ” I said , se " cried the girl , whosechangeful facewasgay again .

riously , when her merriment subsided.

* And why not , since I am old enough to be called your

" You shall have it ; but first tell me what d
o I look like ? " father . ”and she turned her face toward mewith a wicked smile , that “ A

h , that displeasedyou ! Well , you had your revenge ;

puzzledmemore than her words .

rest content with that , monmari , ” laughed the girl , retreating

"Like a very charming young lady who has run away from to a corner with a rebellious air .

school o
r pension, either to escapefrom a lover o
r
to meetone. ' " I shall claim my rewardwhen w
e

part ; so resign yourself ,

" My faith ! but that is a compliment to my skill , ” muttered mademoiselle. By -the -way , what namehas my little friend ? "

the girl , a
s if to herself ; tben aloud , and soberly , though her " I will tell you when I pay my debt . Now let me sleep . I

eyesstill dancedwith irrepressiblemirth : " Monsieur is right am tired , and so are you . Good -night , Monsieur George Vane , "

in one thing . I have run away from school , but not to meet and , leaving me to wonder how she hadlearnedmy name, the

o
r fl
y
a lover . Ah , n
o ; I go to find my mother . She is ill ; tormenting creature barricaded herself with cloaks and bags ,

theyconcealed it fromme ; I ran away , and would havewalked and seemed to sleeptranquilly .fromLyons to Nice if old Justine had not helpedme . ” Tired with the long night , I soon dropped off into a doze,

“ And this young man — why did you dreadhim ? " I asked , which must have been a long one ; for , when I woke , I found
eagerly.

myself in the dark .“ He is one o
f

the teachers. He goes to find and reclaim me ; " Where the deuce arewe ? " I exclaimed ; for the lamp was
but , thanks to my disguise , and your kindness , he has not dis- out , and no sign of dawn visible , though I had seen a ruddy
coveredme . '

streak when I last looked out ." Butwhy should h
e

reclaim you ? Surely , if your mother " In the long tunnel near Nice , " answered a voice from the

is ill , you have a right to visit her , and she would desire it . " sloom ." Ah , it is a sadstory ! I can only tell you that we are poor . " Ah , mademoiselle is awake ! Is shenot afraid that I may

I amtoo young yet to help my mother . Two rich aunts placed demandpaymentnow ? " ' .m
e
in a fine school , and support me till I am eighteen, on co
n

· Wait till the light comes, and if you deserve it then, you
dition that my mother doesnot seeme . They hate her , and I shall have it , ” and I heard the little gipsy laughing in her
would have rejected their charity , but for the thought that The next minute a spark glowed opposite me ; the

soon I can earnmy bread and support her . She wished me to odor of my choicecigarettesfilled the ai
r
, and the crackle o
f
a

g
o
, and I obeyed, though it broke my heart . I study hard . Ibon -bon was heard .suffermanytrials . I make no complaint ; but I hopeand wait , Before I could make up my mind how to punish thesefreaks ,

andwhenthe time comes I fly to her , and never leave her any we shot out of the tunnel , and I sat petrified with amazement,for there , opposite me , lounged , not my pretty blonde school

What had come to the girl ? The words poured from her girl , but a handsomeblack -haired, mischievouslad , in the cos

lips with impetuousforce ; her eyesflashcd ; her face glowed ; tume o
f
a pupil o
f
a French military academy ; with h
is

little

her voicewaspossessedwith strange cloquence, b
y

turns te
n

cup rakishly askew, his blue coat buttoned smartly to the chin ,

der, defiant, proud , and pathetic . She clinched her hands , and his well -bootedfeet on the seat besidehim , and his small hands
dashedher little hat a

t

her feet with a vehement gesturewhen daintily gloved , this young rascal lay staring a
t

mewith such

speaking o
f

her aunts . Her cyes shone through indignant | a world o
f

fu
n

in his fine eyes, that I tingled al
l

over with a

tears when alluding to her trials ; and , a
s

she said , brokenly , shock o
f

surprisewhich almost took my breath away .

“ I fl
y
to her , and never leave her any more , " ' she openedher " Have a light , uncle ! ' ' was the cool remark that broke the

arms a
s if to embraceand holl her mother fast . long silence.Itmoved m
e

strangely ; fo
r
, instead o
f
a shallow , coquettish “ There is the girl ? ' ' was a
ll I could say , with a dazedex

school -girl , I found a passionate , resolute creature , ready to do pression.anddareanything for the mother she loved . I resolved to see “ There , fi
r , " pointing to the bag, with a smile that made

theend o
f

this adventure, and wished my sister had a child a
s me feel a
s if I was not yet awake , so like the girl's was it .

fondand faithful to comfort and sustain her ; but her only son " And who the devil are you ? " ' I cried , getting angry all at

haddied a baby , and she wasalone , for I had desertedher .* Haveyou n
o

friends but these cruel aunts ? " I asked, com Standing a
s

straight a
s

a
n

arrow , the boy answered, with a

passionately.

military salute :“ N
o , no
t

one . M
y

father is dead , my mother poor and ill , " George Vane Vandeleur , at your service, uncle . "

a
n
d
I am powerless to help her , ” she answered, with a so
b
. 'My sister has no children ; her boy died years ago , you

“ Not quite ;

remember I am a friend . "A
s I spoke I offered m
y

hand ; but , to m
y

intense surprise , “ H
e

tried to , but they wouldn't let him . I'm sorry to con

th
e

g
ir
l

struck itaway fr
o
m

h
e
r

with a passionatemotion , sa
y
-

| tradict y
o
u , si
r
; b
u
t

I'm yoursister's so
n , an
d

that will prove
ing ,

almostfiercely :

it . "“ No ; it is too late — too late ! You should have come Much bewildered, I took the letter be handedme, and found
before . "

it impossible to doubt the boy's word . It was from my sister

“My poor child , calm yourself . I am indeed a friend ; be
-
I to her so
n
, telling him that sh
e

had written to m
e
, that I had

7 LI
E

corner .

: ' ls more. "

once.

64

young villain . "
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1)

me, be

see

your existence?"

answered kindly , and promised to cometo her.
She badethe " Continue your story, si

r
. Was the young manwe met

boy visit her if possible, that I might seehim , for she could not really a teacher ? "

doubt that I would receivehim for her sake, and free him from “ Yes, uncle ; but you s
o kindly protectedme that h
e

could

dependence o
n the French aunts who made their favors burden- not even

suspectyour delicate wife . ”

some b
y

reproachand separation. The boy choked over the last word , and burst into a laugh

A
s I read , I forgave the boy hi
s

prank , and longed to give s
o irresistably infectious that I joined him , and lost m
y

dignity

him a hearty welcome ; but recollections o
f my own part in that for ever.

night's masqueradeannoyed me s
o much that to concealmy “George , you are a scapegrace, " was the only reproof I h
a
d

chagrin I assumed a stern air , and demanded, coldly : breath enough to make .

"Was it necessary to make a girl o
f yourself in order to visit “ But uncle pardons me, since h
e gives m
e

m
y

name, a
n
d

your mother !
! looks a
t me so kindly that I must embracehiin . "

“Yes , si
r , " answered the boy , promptly , adding , with the And with a demonstrative affection which a
n English b
o
y

most engaging
would havedied

frankness : “ l'll
rather than b

e

tell you how it

tray , my French

was , uncle , and
nephewthrew h

is

I know you will arms about m
y

pardon
neck, and kissed

causemammahas me heartilyon

often told me of
both cheeks. I

your pranks when
hadoftenridicul

a boy , and I made

e
d

the fashion,

you my hero .

but now I rather

See, then , mamma
liked it , and b
e

sendsme this let
gan to think m
y

ter , and I amwild prejudice ill

to g
o
, that I may founded, a
s
I

embrace her and
listened to the

my uncle . lad's account o
f

But my aunts the sorrowsand

say , " No , ' and
hardships they

tell them at hadbeencalled o
n

school that I am to suffersince h
is

to b
e kept close.

fatherdied.

Ah , theyare strict

“Why w
a
s
1

there ; the boys
never told o

f

are left no frec

dom , undmyonly
asked, feeling

thance the how much I had

one holiday when
lost in my long

I g
o
to my aunts .

I resolved to run bright b
o
y
, w
h
o

away , and walk t
o

mamma, for noth
to me.

ing shall part u
s " When I was

but her will . I ill while a

had little baby,

and I conmoney , wrote t
o my

fided my plan to

Justine , my old
nurse.

brave one ! She
said :

never

shall wrote no more.

go , but not as a If
beggar. See, I

have money .

Take it , my son ,

nephew ,
and visit yourmo
ther like a gentle PATRICK S

.
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man . '
" That was grand ; but I feared to be caught before I could

leave Lyons , so I resolved to disguisemyself , and then if they 1 only said , stroking th
e

curly head :

The reproach in t
h
e

last wordswent straight t
o m
y

heart; b
a
t

followed I should escapethem . Often at school I have played
girl -parts, because I am small , and have as y
e
t

n
o

beard.

“ D
id you never mean t
o makeyourself known t
o m
e
? When

Justine dressed me in the skirt , cloak and hat o
f

her grand

S
o your mother was suffering , could you not t
ry m
e
? "

" I never could b
e
g
, even fo
r

her , an
d

trusted to th
e

g
o
o
d

rouge , a soft tone , a modestair , and — voilàmademoiselle! "

Exactly ; it was well done, though a
t

times you forgot the

to you when I had donesomething t
o b
e proud o
f ; n
o
t

before.

I knewwhere that haughty spirit came fr
o
m , an
d

w
a
s
a
s g
la
d

pressedmerriment permitted .

“ It was impossible to remember it at al
l

times ; and you did
lovely sister .

“ How d
id you know m
e
, George ? " I asked, findingpleasure

replied the rogue , with a s
ly glance out o
f

the handsomeeyes
that had bewitchedme.

" I sa
w

your name o
nyour luggage a
t Marseilles, an
d

thought

y
o
u

lookedlike the picture mammacherishes s
o tenderly, an
d

was

ignorance o
f th
is

was alreadydear

SO
mammaa

She is a

grandfather, hop

ing to touch h
is

heart ; but h
e

answered

her , and she

" You
uncle had

cared t
o find h
is

h
e

mighteasilyhave

done 8
0 ; the

channel i
s not

verywide . "

daughter . I had the blonde w
ig Iwore on thestage , a little God , and wewere belped . I did mean to makemyseifknow
66

· modest a
ir , "nephew , " I said ,with asmuch dignity as sup to see it as I was to seehow much th
e

b
o
y

resembled m
y

o
n
e

n
o
t

seem to lik
e

mademoiselle th
e

le
ss

fo
r
a lit
tl
e

coquetry , " in uttering the familiar name , unspoken si
n
ce

m
y

fa
th
e
r

d
ie
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was.
I resolved to try and touch your heart beforeyou knew who I | Eben D. Jordan as secretary. The executivecommittee, which
The guard put me into your coupé, fo

r
I bribed him , and had full control , consists of the president, the treasurer, with

then I acted my best ; but it was so droll I nearlyspoiled it al
l

M
.

M
.

Ballou , Josiah Baruwell , Frank Wrisley , Oliver Ditson ,

b
y

some boy's word , o
r
a laugh . My faith , uncle , I did not Horatio Harris , Lewis Rice , George H. Davis , and Francis

know the English were so gallant . " Richards , a
ll leading men in the city .

" It did not occur to you that I might be actingalso , perhaps? Messrs. George H. Davis , Lewis Rice , the proprietor of the

I own I waspuzzled at first , but I soonmade u
p

my mind that American House , M
.

M
.

Ballou , the proprietor o
f

the S
t.

James
you were some little adventuress out o

n
a lark , a
s

w
e

say in Hotel , and Francis Richards , were chosen the building com
England , and I behaved accordingly . ” mittee , March 1

3
. The building contractwasawarded to Judah

" If a
ll

little adventuressesgot o
n

a
s

well a
s I did , I fancy Scarsand Son , and the lumber contract to George C. James and

manywould g
o

o
n

this lark o
f yours . A talent fo
r

acting runs Co. , while the supervising architect chosenwas John R
.

Hall .

in the family , that is evident , " said the boy . The original designswere b
y

Francis Allen .

“ Hold your tongue , jackanapes ! ” sternly . “ How old are The work was commenced o
n

the 29th o
f

March , and the
you, my lad ? ” mildly . building was completely roofed in within sevenweeks. Over

" Fifteen, si
r
. ” 2,000,000feet o
f

lumber were used in it
s

erection. Bliss and

" That young to begin th
e

world , with n
o

friends but two Perkins put in 25,000 feet o
f g
a
s

pipe (over four miles in a
ll
) ,

cold -heartedold women ! ” and 24,000burners, capable o
f burning some13,000feet o
f gas

“ A
h , n
o , I have the good God and my mother , and now an hour . C
. Story and Co. , and the American Roofing Co. ,

may I say an uncle who loves m
e
a little , and permits m
e
to furnished 2
0

tons o
f

cementand 3
0

tons o
f felting , to cover th
e

lovehim with a
ll my heart ? " ' roof o
f 170,000square feet. Between20,000and 25,000panes

Never mind what answer I made ; I have recorded weak- of glass have beenused in windows ; and chairs b
y

th
e

tens o
f

nessesenoughalready , so le
t

that pass, a
s

well a
s

the conversa thousands ; and settees b
y

the thousand, have been used to

tion which left both pair o
f eyes a little wet , but both pair o
f provide seats ; and great quantities o
f bunting , and o
f

muslins
heartsvery happy . and cambrics, have beenused in thedecorating. The size o

f

the

A
s

the train thundered into the station a
t

Nice , just a
s

the building , 300feet b
y

500 ; the height o
f

it
s

roof , 100feet, and

sun rose gloriously over the blue Mediterranean, Georgewhis- o
f
it
s

side -walls , 3
6

feet ; the promenade, more than a fourth o
f

pered to m
e
, with the irrepressible impudence o
f
a mischief a mile in length . Suffice it t
o say that the edifice is probably

loving boy : the largest ever erected o
n

this continent.

“Uncle , shall I give you the English good - b
y
' now ? " Patrick S
.

Gilmore , the originator o
f

the Musical Peace Ju

“ N
o , my lad ; give me a hearty English welcome, and God i bilce , is a native o
f

the Emerald Isle , having been born near

bless you ! " I answered, as w
e

shook hands , manfully , and Dublin , o
n

the 25th o
f

December, 1829, and passedthe years o
f

walked away together , laughing over the aulventurewith my h
is

childhood in a small town in the county Galway . Hrom

mysteriousmademoiselle. his earliest youth h
e

manifested a great fondness for music .

It wasnot till be becameclerk in a mercantile house in Ath
lone , a

t

the age o
f

fourteen o
r
so , that any opportunities were

presented to him for study . In that town werealwaysstationed
NATURAL ARCH IN THE BASCAN
VALLEY , TARTARY .

2

local names.

ATKINSON, in his Asiatic explorations

in Central Asia , met this curious natural
arch, standing in the midst o

f

the
basin of a

n

extinct Jake , like some
ruinedtemple o

f

another age.

The name o
f

the genius o
f

evil occurs

in a
ll Kirghi's legends, and in their

In the Bascan Valley h
e

cameupon the basin o
f
a lake which

must have dried u
p
a
t
a comparatively

recentperiod , a
s

the sides were still
coveredwith shells . The triangular

block o
f granite shown in our illustra

tion theretowers to the height o
f

four
hundred feet, pierced o

n

three sides
with a

n archway seventy - fivefeet wide .

While the traveler was sketching it , the
sun suddenly rose above the Altai

mountains, appearing like a crimson
globe through this natural arch , add

in
g
a magic effect to the gloomy land

scape.

Grand a
s

this natural monument is ,

to the Kirghis it is the work o
f

Satan,

who built it , dried u
p

the lake , and
still roars beneaththe soil .

THE BOSTON PEACE JUBILEE .

THE Bunker Hill week of 1869 will

b
e long remembered a
s

one o
f especial

note, since in it was held the greatest
musicalfestival o

f

modern times . The
National PeaceJubilee Association was
organized b

y

the choice o
f

Honorable
Alexander H

.

Rice a
s president , with

NATURA! ARCH IN THE BASCANVALLEY, TARTARY.


