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straight sleeves. Upon the skirt of the basquineat the back, are
DESCRIPTIONOF FOUR -PAGE ENGRAVING . three largevelvet bows—of these, the first and third only have

long floatingends. Mathilde hat of black velvet,with a deeplace

Fi
g

. 1. Roundpetticoatand dress of light -brown silk . The falling around the front . Brown satin bow, with ends and
formeris stripedwithsatin of a darker shade, and falls in broad aigrette to match.
plaits. Thelatter, which is quite plain , is cut à la Princesse; the Fig . 2. Evening dress of plain white silk , the skirt entirely
skirtsimulatesa deeptablier(apron . ) Two full puffings of the without trimming , the corsagelow , with bertha and sleeves of

same, betweennarrowflatbands of thedarkersatin , composethe point d'Angleterre. The Sortie de Bal is of white cashmere. It is

trimming. Thesebandsaresimilar to thosewhich stripe the pet- composed of two separateparts ; the upper consists of a cape
ticoat. Basquine of dark -brownvelvet . The broad, black lace , with a hood , and the lower portion is en casaque— the whole
withwhichthis is edged, is divided near the top by a rouleau of edged by a gold fringe , above which are four rows of braid of

brownsatinnarrowlace, androuleauxtrim theclosecorsageand i the samematerial . A star , formed of seven small gold leaves,

3

4

mia

monim

1. WALKINGDRESS O
F

CUIRDORESILK . 2. BALL COSTUMT

4. COSTUMEFORAT

3. DRESSOFMAUVESILK.

VOL.XXIV. , NC1-1
OF WHITESILK GAUZE.

PAPLITLE GIRL. PAGE
18 .



14 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE ,

is placednear the top of the hood ; starting from this, ar
e

four which terminates in a rosetteframed in white lace, with floating
rows of gold braid ; theseterminate beneath the second star , ends of silk . The front is lifted , turned back , and fastened at

which fastensdown the large cashmerebow , and is finished by the waist , beneath a silk bow with ends ; below it falls a deep
two gold tassels. Head -dress of rosesand longgrasses. tab of puffed gauze, with rouleaux of silk ; this is edgedwith a

narrow white lace . White lace covers the short silk sleeves.Fig . 3. Ball costume. Petticoat of white silk , covered with
puffings of white muslin . These are alternately wide and nar- | Head - dress of roses.

row , are arrangedobliquely , and are separated by double rows Fig . 10. Dress of pale wine - colored cashmere. The three

of light -blue silk . The blue silk dress is cut à la Polonaise. The flounces of the same material graduate in width , and are

skirt , which is very long at the back , is edged by a flounce of fasteneddown the centre by a broad black galloon trimming
white lace — a ruching of white silk , divided by two narrowbands close -fitting corsagewith deep basquine, forming two large

of blue silk , forms the heading ; this ruching is carried up the puffs . A quilling of black silk outlines the tabs upon the
side, and entirely borders the corsage; at the sameside the basquine ; another simulates a pelerine, which is finished by a

skirt is slightly gathered up beneath a cluster of roses. A sin- narrow band of galloon . Straight sleeves. Silk waistbelt .

gle full - blown rose is placed at each shoulder and at the waist . Linen collar and sleeves.

Lace sleeves and under - body. Coiffure of roses and blue Fi
g

11
.

Black velvet train petticoat. The dress of ruby - co
l

ribbons. ored silk is cut à la redingole, and entirely bias. At eachside the
Fig . 4. Ball costume. Dress à deuxjupes, both skirts of white skirt is lifted by a large bow of black satin ; the rosettesare of

muslin . Four puffs of muslin , dotted with large white daisies, satin . Straight sleeves with deep cuffs. Embroidered chemi
trim th

e

lowerskirt . The back part of th
e

upperskirt is caught setteand under -sleeves. Black lace head -dress. This redingote

up and fastened by large bows and floating ends of broad rose- is also very becoming in dahlia -coloredsilk , glacéblack .

coloredribbon , edgedwith fringe of the sameshade, and having Fig . 12
.

Dress of raw silk . The short scalloped skirt falls

in the centre a bouquet of daisies. Starting from beneaththese over a false flounce, upon which are placedstraight tabs of vel
bowsare bands of ribbon , edgedwith fringe . Theseare carried vet of a darker shade. Both panier and apron - front are bort
around to the sides, and fasten at the waist - a puffing of muslin dered with a broad ruffle of the same silk ; the latter is also
headsthe low corsage — short, full sleeves. Ceintureà la Suissesseof trimmed with narrow bands of the dark velvet , and a deepsilk
rosesilk , with a small pointed jockey and two short ends — the fringe to match. The bandsarecontinuedupon the skirt . Ruf
whole edgedwith fringe . Head - dress of daisies. flesform the bretelles, and crossthe closecorsagewhich buttons
Fig . 5. Visiting toilet of bottle -green gros -grains silk . down the front . Straight sleeves with velvet bands. Velvet

Upon the long skirt is a very deepflounce, headed by two puff - waistbelt, with rosette at the back . Linen collar and under
ings of the same. The corsage of the loose - fitting basquine is sleeves. Felt hat with curled feather .

cut à la Pompadour, is bordered by a flat band of velvet of a Fig . 13
.

Evening dress of white gaze de Chambéry, striped
deeper shade, and is fastened down the front by buttons to with coloredsatin . Train skirt , with two deepflounces. Each
match ; a similar bandtrims the straight sleeve. The fronts of of these is cut bias, and headed by a very broad and full bias
the basquineare sharply rounded ; it is edged with rich black ruche . A similar flouncesupports the Watteaupanier. A nar
lace, and slightly gathered at each side --beneath, a velvet bow rower ruche edgesthe low square corsage, and coversthe small
with ends. Plaited muslin chemisette, with silk necktie - mus - sleeves. A gros - grain ribbon with satin stripesforms the waistlin undersleeves. FonchonRusse of black satin , with crimson belt , and knots at the backwith short ends. Velvet band and
rosesand leaves. bow in the hair .
Fig . 6. Visiting toilet of blue merino . The round lower skirt Fig . 14. Evening toilet for a bride . This is of white tulle .

is obliquely striped with narrow bands of vin de Bordeaux(wine- The lower skirt , has four flounces, borderedand headed by rou
colored ) satin . The skirt of the Princessdress is short and plain . leaux of white satin . The triple tunic is separated by puffings
The front , which is cut in points and borderedwith a satinband , of tulle , through which run satin bands. Low corsage, withis lifted at eachside to form the tablier . Bandsheadand edge puffedbertha. This is divided by sprays of orangeflowers andthe deep - flutedflounce at the back , otherssimulate a doublecor- leaves, which fall over the short full sleeves. Satin waistbeltsageand trim the straight sleeves. Embroideredcollar and un- with a small rosette in front , and two long endsfalling at the
dersleeves. A puff of wine -coloredsilk forms the small bonnet back . These terminate in a fan -shaped plaiting . The same-at the back fall long floating ends of the same. plaiting is repeated at the waist . Coiffure of orangeflowers.Fig . 7. Toilet of light chestnut -colored silk . Upon the Fig . 15. Ball toilet of white silk gauze. The very long skirtround skirt are five narrow flounces of black satin , headed by a is gathered up beneath narrow bands of mauve glacé silk , shottress, or braiding , of the same. The deepcasaqueforms a tablier with rose -color . The fourreauoverdress of mauve silk is bor

(apron) front , and is bordered by a quilling of silk . This is divided deredwith rouleaux of the sameand edgedwith narrow blondedown the centreby a velvet band of a darker shade. At the lace ; around the bottom is a deep fall of lace. Narrow bandsback the casaque-skirt is gathered beneath, and lifted by the of silk support the short puffed sleeves, and head the lacequilling to form a panier . Over the opening at eachside is abertha , which is caught up in front , beneath a large blush - rose.large bow of chestnut -coloredsilk with long ends. In front the Fig . 16. Dress of blue silk . The lower skirt forms a halfcorsage is heart -shaped: it is bordered by a narrow quilling of train , and has sevenpinked -out flounces. The shortupperskirtthe same, and opens upon a plaited chemisette. Louis XV is open and rounded in front , and edgedwith a doubleruche,sleeves, with a fall of deepblack lace , headed by a quilling of divided by a strip of darker velvet . This skirt opens at thesilk . Lace collar , and short , loose undersleeves. Head - dress back ; at eachside there is one width entirely coveredwith puffof black lace . ings ; these are separated by bands of velvet , and framed in aFig . 8. Ball toilet . The blue silk petticoat has seven full double ruche ; closecorsage - plain sleeves. Two graduatedpuffpuffs . The over -dress is of white silk tissue , with yellow satin ings of silk and a deepfluting composethe heart -shaped pe
l

stripes. A quilling of yellow satin bordersthe low squarecor- erine . This is finished at the back by a small bow of ribbon.sage. The Louis XV sleeveshaveeach a deepfall of white lace , Sash with loops . Marie Stuart bonnet of white plaited satin,headed by a wider quilling . Another , still broader, trims the trimmed with blue ribbon , and bordered at the back by a deepskirt , which is short and rounded in front , and very long at the white lace , which forms the scarf - lappets. White feather at theback , where it is lifted by large satin bows. At the right side .

shoulder , is a bow with long floating ends , satin waistbelt . Fig . 17. Wedding toilet .Puffed chemisette of white lace . Coiffure of blue flowers and White satin dress, with a long
train skirt . The low corsage is covered with white tulle , and*-osted leaves.

headed by straight puffings of tulle ; that which edges the co
r

Fig . 9. Ertasiga toilet Train dress of white silk , with low sage is divided by clusters of orange flowers at regular intersquarecorsage, and very short sleeves - inver -dress of white silk vals .gauze, dotted with light green silk . The tulle skirt is looped up at either sidewith a bouquet,A ruchiuse of green silk and raised at the back under the bow of the sash - thissash isborders th
e

corsage. This skirt is rather short at th
e

back , and of satin , edgedwith a quilling of tulle . The satinsleeve is cu
t

is gathered at each side -seambeneath a rouleau of green - si
lk , 1 à la Juive , and trimmed round th
e

bottom with a plaiting of
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16 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE ,

tulle. Around the satin skirt is a very
broad plaiting of tulle , framed in a ruch
ing of the same, and trimmed at the top
with bouquets of orange-flowers. Coif
ure of orange-flowers, with large vail of
silk illusion .
Fig . 18. Walking dress of tan-colored

Montpensier cloth, striped with black.
The short skirt is bound with greensilk ,
and lifted at each side beneath small
cross-strips of silk . The round poplin
petticoat is of the same shade as the
dress, but without the stripes, and is trim
medwith straight biasbandsof silk . The
casaque-matelot fits closely, is short, and
boundwith silk - the revers, buttons, and
waistbandare all ofgreen silk ; a band of
the sameedgesthe straight sleeves. Linen
chemisetteand under-sleeves. Green silk
Cravat. Tan -coloredstrawhat of the ma
telot shape. Around the low crown is a
band of greensilk ; at the side is a cluster
of pomegranateflowers.
Fig. 19

.

Dress of pearl -gray silk . The
long train skirt has four flounces of the
same. The second skirt , which forms the

full panier , has but one flounce , and is

lifted at each side , and at the back , by
large flat bows of black silk . Black but
tons fasten the close corsage in front
-a deep ruffle forms the square bertha .

Straight sleeves with black bows near
the bottom . Black silk waistbelt , with a

very large bow at the back . Eugénie hat

of Italian straw , trimmed with broad
black ribbon .

Fig . 20. Toilet of green Turc satin .

This dress is cut à la Princesse. Around
the train skirt is a deep flounce , gathered

à la Impératrice. Above this falls another ,

much nacTower, and very closely plaited ,

which is headed by a velvet band of a

dorkor shade. Bands and buttons cover
tho scams ; betweon these, sharp points
are trucal by vcry Darrow bands , and rich
black lace . The close corsage, straight
sleeves, and rounded apron -front , are
trimmed to correspond. Velvet waistbelt
with a large rosette at the back . Velvet
ribbon head -dress.

Fig . 21
.

Round petticoat of black vel
vet , with a deepflounce of mauve -colored

5 7

DESCRIPTIONOFCHILDREN'SFASHIONS. PAG: 22 .
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satin. Over this falls a narrow quilling of black satin. A flounceupon the lower skirt is scallopedat both edges, boundmauvesatinband, framed in black and mauvesilk cord, forms with the samesilk , and gatherednear the top to form a ruchedth
e

heading. This band is continued up the front of the heading. The secondskirt , which is scallopedand edgedwithskirt. The skirt of the satin dress forms four small paniers ; a handsomesilk fringe of the same shade, is slightly open atthese ar
e

separated by bands of velvet , which are continued the back, and lifted to form the large puffs ; the side seamsareuponthe close corsage. The long straight sleeves are ga- gathered, thus formingthe tablier , or apron - front . The roundtheredbeneathnarrower bands . Satin bows are placed at in
-

basquine of the close - fitting casaque is scalloped and edged
tervalsupon al

l

thesebands, as well as upon the front of the with fringe . The small double pelerine and straight sleevesvelvetpetticoat. Satin borders the velvet corselet and forms are scalloped — the latter are finished by a narrower fringe .th
e

waistbelt. Hat of black velvet , trimmed with mauvesatin Silk waistbelt with a large fan -shapedplaiting at the back .ribbons. Black silk bonnet, trimmed with crimsonvelvet and black lace.Fi
g

. 22
.

Dress of fawn -colored gros -grains silk . The deep Feather aigrette at the side.

3

DESCRIPTIONOF PALETOTS. PAGX23.
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Ruth
LLLLLLLLLLLL

2

PR

ling and ends fasten the silk waistbelt
at the back. Small knots of quilled
ribbon trim the corsageand cover the
small sleeves.
No. 3. – Dressof mauve silk , with

high bodice and straight sleeves. The
upper-skirt is looped up at the back
under a waistband with large bow and
ends. The second forms a tunic. The
lower one is plain in front and plaited
at the back. The whole is bordered
with satin bouillonnés and flounces.
White satin bonnet, coveredwith tulle ,
and trimmed with yellow flowers.
Broad strings of tulle , edgedwith lace.
No. 4. - Costumefor a little girl . Pet

ticoat of woolen material, striped black
and white, with crossstrips of red vel
vet. Dress of black and white striped

The bands which compose the
border and trimming, as well as the
waistbelt and loops, are of velvet.
Felt toquet, with raisedbrim, and tuft
of velvet at the side.

silk .

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS .

3

PAGE 13, No. 1.-Walkingdressof cuir
doré(goldenbrown) silk . This has a deep
flounce with a ruched heading. Ruched
puffings form the tablier front . Upon this
is a graduatedseriesof golden brown rib

bon bowswith short ends. The corsage

is close - fitting and heart -shaped, andedged with a narrow embroidered trim
ming . Straight sleeveswith quilled cuffs .

Over -dress of black corded silk , entirely
bordered by a ruched puffing of the same.

The very low corselet -bodice is fastened

at the top beneath a bow of ribbon , tomatch those upon the dress. Another

is placed at each shoulder ; others loopthe skirt at the sides. Hat of English
straw , with brown and black ribbons .No. 2.- Ball costume of white silk gauze.

Train slip of white silk . This skirt is

almost entirely covered by full puffings

of gauze. These are arranged to simulatea double skirt ; the two lower being
straight , the others waved. Corsage ofpuffed gauze. The upper -skirt , of thesamematerial , is rather short in front ,and is looped at each side beneath largequillings of pink ribbon , from which depend long fringed ends. A similar quil

No. 3.- Walkingdress of orange and
brown changeable silk . The round
lower -skirt is gored , and trimmed withfour flat bands of black silk passemen
terie . The front of the Princess over
dress forms a pointed tablier ; the back
widths are long and gathered in at thesides . The passementerie is repeated
upon this skirt , whilst the tablier is

finished by three large tassels to match .

Close corsage. Straight sleeves, headedby a full broad puff . Here the trim
ming is much narrower . Collar , un

dersleeves, and cravat of embroidered
cambric . Montpensier hat , of orange
and brown silk , with a white plume atthe back .
No. 4 . Visiting toilet of chocolate

colored Montpensier cloth . The train
skirt is edged with a heavy black andgray silk cord . A broad band of cloth ,

edged at onesidewith cord and gathered

at the other into fan -shaped futings , isplaced low down at each side of theskirt . These flutings are met by flat
silken ornaments , and a cord which is

carried up to the corsage. The casa

5

OROGORO

Page 21 , No. 1.- Visitingtoild . Prin
cess dress of apple -green Turc satin .The very broad fluted flounce is yetdeeper at eachside ; and here five large
satin loops cover the narrow bias band
which forms the heading . The shortloose paletot is of black Turc satin ,with a pelerine and long puffed sleeves.Rouleaux of satin and black lace com
pose the trimming . Green satin hat ,with a scarf of white illusion knotted atthe back .

No. 2. - Dress of violet silk , with avery deep fluted flounce . The deepcloak is of dark fawn -colored velvet ,and is entirely lined with black squirrel skin . This confection is decidedly anovelty . The cape is short in front ,deeper at the back , and edged with arich tassel - fringe . Straight closesleeves.At eachside is a broad bordered bandof the samewith a row of large velvetbuttons ; this fastens down the cape.Small hood , lined with squirrel skin .Bonnet of violet silk .

TIAIR-DRESSING. BARKER, 622 AND624 BROADWAY. PAGE19 .



AND GAZETTE OF FASHION . 19

New Patterns of Tortoiseshell Combs .

CARVEDTORTOISESHELLCOMB.
STRAIGHTCHIGNONCOMB.

MUS

CARVEDTORTOISESHELLCOMB.

TORTOISESHELLCOMBWITHHINGE.

CARVEDTORTOISESHELLCOMB.

MOTOR
CECCCCCCCC

STRAIGHTCHIGNONCOMB.
STRAIGHTCHIGNONCOMB.

STRAIGHTCHIGNONCOMB. TORTOISESHELLCOMEWITHHINGE.

qu
e

is close- fitting, with long straight
sleeves. From the shoulders falls adeepmantleframed in large square
tabs, andheaded by the black andgraycord, withball -fringe to match.

Rosettes, cord, and fringe completeth
e

trimming. The largetabsare or

namentedwith designs in black velve
t

. Linencollar and undersleeves.

Blackvelvetbonnet, with fine cordings of blackandgruy.

No.5.—Walkingdress of black satin .Theshortroundskirt is without fullness, andbordered b
y

a broadpuffinsof goldenbrown satin . Anotherpuffingsimulates a pointed overskirt. Thedeepbasquine of theclosefittingcorsageis cut to form invertedscallops, and is entirely bordered bya narrowpuffing of golden brownsatin. A similartrimming edges thesmallpelerine, and deepcuffs of thesamematerialfinishthe straightsleeves. Fromthepoints of the basquinedependsilken ornamentsandlargetassels to match the satin puffin
g

. BlackVelvethat , with whiteaigretteandplume. Broadstrings ofgoldenbrownsilk , knotting loosely

deepfluted flounce of the same. This

is bordered with silk of a darker
shade, and just above the edge is a

flat silk band. Short bands, placed
obliquely beneath a rich black lace,

form theheading of the flounce, which

is met at the front by a straight width

of merino . This is richly embroi
dered with black silk , trimmed with
small tassels, and finished by a deep
silk tassel - fringe. The short ca
saque is loose - fitting, with a revers

of bright colored striped cashmere.

Henri IV . sleeves, trimmedwith nar
row silk bandsand black lace. Lact
borders the casaque and edges the
small pockets. Linen chemisetteand
undersleeves.

DESCRIPTION OF HAIR - DRESS
ING .–PAGE18.

FROM MR. W. J. BARKER, Nos . 622
AND624 BROADWAY.

in front.

No. 1. — The front part of this coif
fure is composed of slightly waved
bandeaux, and of small frizzedcurls
falling over the forehead. The chig
non is made of loops of hair , orna
mented by a straight tortoise -shell
comb.

N
o.

6.—Morningdress of blue cashmere. The goredskirt has a very FROMMISSMATHERS, 891 BROADWAY. PAGE 23 .
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--

3

of large loops. The tortoiseshell comb is
altogether a novelty. The heading forms a
rounded bandeau.
No. 4. The front hair is waved and

turned back, whilst small frizzed curls, di
vided bya diadem comb, fall low upon the
forehead. Rolled loops form the chignon.

7

hearts

No. 2.- Thefront hair is raisedand
slightly waved. Four large loops,

From the large cache-peignepuff fall
with frizzed curls in the centre, form

several frizzed curls.the chignon. The high comb is
No. 5. - Four small waved banplaced above these curls. Falling

deaux composethe front part of this
upon the neck are three long Alex

coiffure. The heading of the shell
andra curls.
No. 3.-Here the front hair is raised comb completely encircles the largeandwaved. The chignon is composed rolled chignon, from which fall twolong curls.FASHIONS . —FROM MADAME RALLINGS MAGASIN DES MODES, 779 BROADWAY . PAGE 23.
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BU

DESCRIPTION OF PARIS BONNETS .-- PAGE15. which is caught beneatha bouquet of roses. Another bouquet
and bird of paradiseornament the bonnet.

No. 1. - Bonnetof crimson velvet. Here the material falls at No. 8. - Calotebonnetof wine-colored silk , trimmed with nar
the sidesin long and broad-shapedtabs, which are attached be row black lace, and ornamentedwith a large yellow flower and
neath an ornament in je

t
. A rich black lace edges th
e

bonnet . leaves, from which springs a black aigrette . A smaller flower

A black curled plume crossesthe front , whilst from the jet star fastens the broad lace strings .

springs a long feather.

No. 2. - Bonnet of purple satin , with ruchings of the same.

In front is a large bow and a bird of paradise. A broad black DESCRIPTION OF CHILDREN'S FASHIONS.- Page 16 .

lace falls over the chignon , is continued down the sides, and
fastened in front by a satin bow . No. 1. — Dress of bluish -gray poplin , trimmed with rose
No. 3. – Fanchon of black velvet . The lace ruching across colored satin . Satin borders the plaited skirt , and lines the

the front is separated by small bows of black velvet ribbon . ' close - fitting casaque,which fastenswith large buttons to match .

This meetsthe broad lace at the back , and they fasten in front The corners are turned back , to show the satin lining , and are
beneath a rosewith leaves, and terminate in broad -shapedends. caught by bows of crimson ribbon . The pelerine and hood are
Higher up is a larger roseand foliage . lined and bordered with satin . The broad waistbelt and the
No. 4. - Child's hat of violet silk . The crown is high , the cuffs of the straight sleevesare of satin .

border plaited ; beneath the white plume is a row of square No. 2. - Petticoat of brown cashmere, striped . The close
tabs. At the back fall two tassels of violet silk . fitting basque is of the darker shade, and is cut to simulate a

No. 5. - Toquet of ruby -colored velvet . Large bows of this coat . The waistbelt , of the same, passesbeneath it , and fastens
material form the full crown . The border is simply a white at the backwith a large rosetteand long ends falling lower than
curled plume. Velvet strings fasten at the back . | the basquine. Straight sleeves. Plaited chemisette.

No. 6. — Bonnet of green velvet . In front is a plaited band No. 3. —Winter toilet fo
r

a little girl . The material is dark
and large bow of velvet , with a golden daisy and foliage . A blue sergetrimmed with bands of white serge ; these ar

e

headed
velvet scarf knots at one side of the back , passesacross the by rows of soutache. Down the front is a cross -band of serge
bonnet , and forms th

e

strings , which fasten in front with a trimmed with silver buttons . Other buttons mark th
e

scallops
daisy . This scarf is edgedwith black lace.

No. 7. — Blue satin bonnet , plaited , and rounded at the back .

A quilling crossesthe front and falls upon the white lace scarf ,

3

DESCRIPTIONOF BODICESAND JACKETS. PAGE25.
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borderedwithlace. Narrowribbons fastenbeneaththe chignon. astrakan fringe. A large aigrette is the sole ornament. An
polonaiseandpelerine. Theformer is fastened at the waist, 1place.

unfortunately, we have beenable to make but one selection. Seefor yourselves. Devotean hour or two to the thousandand

alargedoublebowof fawn-colored satin ribbon. At one side is charm. Then, besides being elegant and unique, it is warm
asmallcurledfeathertomatch, with a crimsonroseand trailing and comfortable, so there canbe no doubt about the matter ;
sprayofbudsandleaves. Frostedgrapes composean effective the Helmetcap will bea grandsuccess. It ismade of astrakan,
handean. Thespanishvail is of richly embroideredblack tulle either white or black. At one sidefalls a long end edgedwith

23
upon th

e
skirt . Large paletot and square cape, ornamentedand looped up at either sidewith bows of ribbon to match . Thelik

e
th
e

dress. Long sleeves. latter has a large hood , and is caught up at the back by a bow
No. 4. —Dress of rose-coloredsatin . High corsage, straight with long ends. Both polonaise and pelerine are edgedwith asleeves, plain skirt . Narrow bands of black velvet trim the marquiseruche .skirtandsleeves. Over -skirt of black velvet , rounded at the
frontandback, and scalloped; this is open at the sides, and

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS.— PAGE 20 .

caughttogether at equaldistances. The velvet fichu crosses infrontandknots at thebackbeneath a largeblack satin bow . From MADAMERALLINGS'SMAGASINDESMODES, 779BROADWAY.N
o.
5. — Toiletfor a little girl . Blue silk dressand pardessus.Thelatter is ruffled, finished by a silk fringe of the sameshade ; MADAMERALLINGS’scountlessimportations for theapproachingan

d
th
e

longshapedends, fastening at the back , lift the flounced seasonare rich and graceful. From the superbtoilets gatheredskirt of th
e

dress. Straightsleeves, with fluted ruffles . together in her elegantshowrooms, we have selectedfour whichN
o.
6. — Costumefor baby. Frock of pale blue Lyons poplin . wepresent to our readers.Thisbuttonstheentire length of the front . The skirt is bor No. 1. -Evening dress of pale greenglacé silk . The upperderedwithvandykesandcrossbands of satin of a darker shade skirt has a large panier , and is edgedwith a rich black guipure .of blue. Thebodice is square. The pelerineand sash -endsare A cluster of crimsonvelvet budswith gold leavesloop this skirttrimmedto correspond. The former is looped up at the back at each side , thus forming the tablier , or apron . Low puffedwithtassels.

corsageand sleeves, trimmed with narrow lace . Silk sash, withN
o.
7. — Toilet of paleyellowmerino . The skirt has a flounce I broad fringed ends.of greensilk headed by a bias

No. 2. – Ball toilet of pink satinband of thesame. Shapedbands
and gauze. The satin dress is cutof si

lk
ar
e

placeduponeachbreadth,

à la Princesse, and has a very longan
d

simulatea corseletà basquine. train . A delicatetrailing vine fes
Closecorsage. Straightsleeves.

toons this skirt , and is caught atequal distances by bows of pink
ribbon with long floating ends.DESCRIPTIONOF PALETOTS . The over -dress is of white silk
gauze. The skirt opens in front ,Page 17 , No. 1. - Le Favori. This is edgedwith blonde lace, and isnoveltyis of chestnut-coloredplush , looped up by bows similar to thosewith a deepflounceheaded by a upon the lower - skirt . Lace trimsband of silk of thesameshade. It the full corsage, and flowers fallis close-fitting. The sleevesare upon the short puffedsleeves.wide. At th

e

back are two loops
No. 3.- Visiting toilet of wineof plushwith long fringed ends. coloredsilk velvet . The long goredBows of silk andlargebuttonsare skirt has a deepfluted satin flounceth

e

onlyornaments. of thesameshade. Here the puffedN
o.

2. - Le Grignan. Here the heading is divided by narrow bandsmaterialis blackribbedsilk , with of velvet , from each of which dea flounceandpuffedheading of the pends a large silk tassel. A smallsame. Rufflestrimthecorsageand panier falls from the velvet waiststraightsleeves, andform the large belt , and is attached at each sideLouis XV . pockets. A flat galloon ,

beneath a puffing of satin withtippedwith a silk tassel, covers bandsand smaller tassels. Similareachseam at theback.

puffings , en petit, head the straightN
o.

3.
-

LaPénélope. A loose - fit sleeves. Closecorsage.tingpaletot of black silk velvet .

No. 4 . - A dress of cuir doréTh
e

half-opening at each side is

(golden brown ) silk . The skirtmarkedb
y

a deepflounce, which is is gored. The deepflounce is surTepeatedupon th
e

pointed fronts . mounted by a ruching of theTh
e

pelerineis fringed, and trim Upon the front of themedwithlargesatin buttons, and
close corsage is a design in nar

Crossesin front. Satin rosettes at

row black lace, headed by a velvetth
e

sides. Straightsleeves, ruffled band of the same sbade as theA MANTLEOF PLAIN CASHMERE. dress. Broad flutings form theThis is of
cuffs of the full sleeves. Velvetdh

e
ne
w

material dr
ap

fourré (furredcloth ) , an
d

should be worn / waistbelt , with long sa
sh
-ends of satin , fluted an
d

fringed .

on
ly

with a traindress. It fits loosely , and has a deepsquare The latest styles in millinery are charmingly illustrated byTa
pe
ty

Th
e

sleeres ar
e

straight . The entire garment'is scal-the Parisiannovelties to be seen an
d

admired at MadameRat
lopedandborderedwith rouleaux of the same. These rouleaux LINGS'sfineshowrooms.

We have beenkindly permitted to make the following selecfo
re

19
.
-Bonnetfrom M
is
s

MATHERS'S, 89
1

Broadway . Here , tio
n ,which ,with thisword of advice , weoffer to ou
r

readers :

in narrowblacklace, forms the bonnet .

One large puff , framed will amply repayyou fo
r

the time bestowed.Across the front a

engelse og ve
lv
et

simulates adiadem . Th
e

straight strings ar
e

an
d

becoming " It is speciallyintended tocomplete a skating

No. 5. — This is decidedly a novelty , and one both serviceableedged w
ith

la
ce

at on
e

si
deonly ,andfastened in front beneath costume. Its shape is peculiar, but therein lies its greatest

CO

same.

at theband.

No.4.- Le Prieur.

simulateadoublecape.

guished. It is of fawn -coloredvelvet .



24 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE ,

1

6

3 9

TU
1, 2 AND3. SIDE, FRONTANDBACKOFAN EVENINGDRESS. 4, 5 AND6. SIDE, FRONTANDBACKOF A VISITINGTOILET.7, 8 AND9. SIDE, FRONTANDBACKOFA VISITINGTOILET. PAGE25.
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EDUCATION.- It isanimportantpart of goodeducation to be quilling of narrow lace.
abletobearpolitelywith thewant of it in others.

25
N
o.

6.- La Caprice. This is of light green velvet . Crossingth
e

front is a diadem, formed by loops of satin ribbon of the
DESCRIPTION OF COLORED PLATE .sameshade. Supporting this is a bandeau of steel beadsframed in blondelace. A broad green ribbon , covered with FIG . 1. - WALKINGDRESS O

F

BLACKVELVET. The short round
white la

ce , crosses th
e

back of the bonnet ,where it is attached , skirt is gored , andwithout fullness . It ha
s

a fluted flounce of

an
d

slightly looped in th
e

centre by a small steel buckle . Th
e

violet satin , and at a short distanceabove this is a full satin

lo
ng

ends ar
e

caught in front by a bow of lace and ribbon . puff of th
e

samewidth . Still higher is a rouleau of black vel
Smallwhitefeather at the side.

vet . Near the upper part of this skirt is another and deeper
No. 7. — TheEmpressbonnet is of pink satin . A rich blonde flounce. The paletot Louis XV . is loose - fitting . The fronts are

la
ce

fa
lls

overthe to
p ,and is continued partly down the very short and square ; the backvery deepand slightly shaped ; the

broad an
d

longtullestrings. Around the front of the bonnet , cape large . The deepsatin cuffs arefasteneddown by buttons
upon th

e

inneredge, is a narrow lace ; abovethis is a wide puff- of th
e

same. Upon th
e

basque, at th
e

back , ar
e

very large vel

in
g

of tulledivided by fla
t

bows of pink satin ribbon . Quite at vet buttons . Bands of satin crossed by rouleaux composethe

th
e

to
p

is a largebouquet of moss -roses. A small cluster of trimming . Linen collar and undersleeves. Hat of violet satin ,

buds an
d

leaves is placed at one side, upon the tulle string . with rosette in front . From beneath this starts a long white
Upon th

e

other is a pink bow.

feather. The broadstrings , of white tulle , are edgedwith narrow lace, and knot loosely in a large bow .Fig . 2 .-- EVENINGTOILET. Train slip of pink silk beneath an

BODICESAND JACKETS.- Page 22 . other of white tulle . The corsage is half high and square. Theheart -shapedfront opensupon a lace underbody. Puff of fluted

N
o.
1. – Bodice fo
r

a winterdress. The front crossesand but- lace . Short full sleeves. Here the tulle opens, in order to dis

to
ns

at th
e

side. Theshort basque, like the bodice , is trimmed play the silk , and is caught again by a large pearl drop . The
withseveralrows of narrowblack velvet or gimp . This trim- side breadths of the long over -skirt are framed in narrow lace ,

mingis repeateduponthe coat -shapedsleeves. The brandeburgs, and gatheredand lifted , at regular intervals , beneathlarge lace

of ric
h

cord, hangfrom th
e

shoulder , where they are knotted , rosettes. Very deep lace of different widths form the tablier

an
d

fastenin frontwith aiguilettes. Turned -downcollar . front . The lower row is continuedaround the tulle skirt . Yel
No. 2. - Bodice of black silk . A very narrow quilling of the low roseswith foliage are placed in the centre of each rosette,

sameis carrieddownthe front , and also forms the deep cuffs . and head the upper flounce of the tablier . Above the lower is

Foursmallrouleauxand a plaited flounce trim the pelerine . a spray of roses, with buds and leaves. Upon the low corsage
Broadwaistbelt.

is a single rose . Parure of pearls .Nos. 3 and 4. Front and back of the Zuleima jacket . This FIG . 3. - BALL TOILET O
F

CORN-COLOREDSATIN. Here are two

is intendedfo
r

eveningwear, concerts, & c . It is made of fine skirts . The lower has onevery deepflounce of pointd'Alengon .

blackcashmere, lined with black silk , and ornamented with Above this are threeothers . These are narrower , and are not
gold-coloredsilk braid and black and gold gimp . The outer carried across the front . The second skirt falls in a very long
scroll is braided; th

e

inner lines are of both gimp and braid . squaretrain , and is entirely borderedwith a narrow lace . The
Blackfringe,with a gold ball at the tip of each strand . But- front breadth forms a short tablier , and is caught up at each

to
ns

to correspond.

side beneath a bow of corn - colored ribbon embroideredwithgreen. Other bowsand ends loop it lower down . At the frontFASHIONS — EVENING DRESS , & c . of the low close -fitting corsage, is a fa
n

-shapedtrimming , co
m

posed of rouleaux of silk . Short puffed sleeves. The silkPa
ge

24 , N
os . 1 , 2 an
d

3. Side , front an
d

ba
ck

of an eveningwaistbelt fastens at th
e

back beneath a bow of embroidered ribdr
e . Tr
ai
n

petticoat, of white si
lk , w
ith

fo
ur

flounces of po
in
t

bo
n

with long shapedends . Pearl ornaments. Head -dress ofd'Angleterre. The over -skirt , of rose -colored si
lk , opens in front la
ce , with ribbon to match th
e

dress.an
d

formsa longroundedtrain . It is finished by a single row
Fig . 4. - WALKING DRESS. Here the material is dark blueof la

ce . Th
e

dress, of ro
se

si
lk , fit
s

closely in front .Here th
e

satin de Lyon . A little above th
e

edge of th
e

skirt is a deepshortskirtforms on
e

largescallop , and is gathered in beneath a fluted flounce headed by a flat band of cut velvet of a darkerHarrowwhite la
ce . The back breadths ar
e

very long ,and shade. Somewhat higher runs a vine of large velvet leaves.up to th
e

to
p

of th
e

corsage,where they ar
e

quilled .A The corsage fit
s

closely . The sleeves ar
e

straight . Embroideredrouleauof si
lk
an
d

a fa
ll

of la
ce

support th
e

large puff ofthis collar an
d

undersleeves. Black satin paletot , linedwith whitewatteaudorsage. Short fu
ll

sleeves . Coiffure ofpearls with a silk , an
d

trimmed with black velvet rouleaux an
d

leaves , an
d

arich fringe .N
os . 4 , 5 an
d

6. — Side, frontandback of a visitingtoilet. This is of

Fig . 5. — DINNERDRESS O
F

ROSE-COLOREDGLACESILK . The trainbo
tt
le

- gr
ee
n

si
lk . Th
e

long skirt falls in heavy folds . Th
e

petticoat has a de
ep

flutedflounce of white si
lk gauze . Theup
pe
r

- sk
irt

is short , puffed, an
d

trimmedwith narrow flounces skirt of th
e

Princessdress is shorter , an
d

cu
t

into large broadof th
e

sa
m
e

material .The front forms ashaped andfounced points . These ar
e

edged by a delicatedrop fringe .Close corapron. Th
e

shortpaletot, of black velvet , is round in front ,

sage. A rouleaux of silk and narrow ruffle head the sleeves,

pointedat th
e

back,andquiteopen at th
e

sides. The arms pass which are half long , cut in points , and finished by other rou

by theseopenings, and over them fa
ll

large false sleeves. leaux . A narrow ruffle simulates a large collar . The over

ric
h

blackguipuretrims andbordersthis confection. skirt , of white silk gauze, is borderedwith pipings of white silk

N
os
. 7 , 8 an
d

9. — Si
de , front and back of a visitingtoilet. and lace . It is much shorter at the back than in front . FromThelo
ng

goredlower-skirt is of gray satin , with a deep graduated beneaththe ruffle of the collar start two bands of silk . Theseflutedflounceof blacksilk , headed by a fla
t

band of th
e

same.

The large gauze knot has

corsage,beneatha small pelerine , which is bordered by a bias
hair .ta

nd
an
d

narrowruffle. Th
e

collar is very deep in front , and Fig . 6. – BALL COSTUME. Train slip of greenglacé silk . Theruled. Straightsleeves. Gray satin ha
t ,with black feather . over -skirt , of white silk gauze, is very long , and edgedwithdeepwhite lace. At eachside it is gathered up , to form a largepuff , and this is framed in bands of silk like the dress and a

The corselet -corsagehas an underbodyand short sleeves of puffed gauze and lace . At the back is a

jeweledaigrette.

А

seond sk
irt , of bl
ac
k

si
lk , is closely plaited . OfLouisiane : belt .Fromthis point th
ey

ar
e

finished at th
e

outer ed
ge

by th
e

fo
r

th
e

re
st

of th
e

sa
m
e

. Th
e

corsage istight -fitting. Tronies fr
om : drop fringe .Theymeet an
d

support th
e

panier ,whichis.com

en revidered,framed in a bi
as

border of bl
ac
k

skating, an
d

finisheda lo
ng

en
ds ;these ar
e

pointed an
d

trimmedwith wide la
ce . Th
e

er ba
re

si
lk

ta
ss
el
. Smallertabs lo
op

th
e

sides an
dhe so
ng

waistbelt fastens in front beneath a bo
w

w
ith

lo
ng

floating en
ds.
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large silk bowwith long ends. These lift the over-skirt, and enedat the back like a sash. This mantle is trimmed all round
The lapels are very

are finishedby a rich drop fringe. Roseswith trailing spraysat with a fluting of cloth, edged with satin.

the shoulders, above the medallion puffs of the skirt
, and in wide, and squareat the bottom.

the hair. I also saw some very new models of mantles and paletots.

Fig . 7. —WALKING DRESSOF VELOURSGLACEBLACK ANDCRIM- La
Seigliereisone of the most elegant ; it is a long and simple

SON(changeablevelvet). The short gored skirt is without full- paletot of black silk velvet, lined with silk , and slightly

ness, and is trimmed with five flat bandsof black velvet. An- quilted. It is slit open from the bottom, about half way up to

other band outlines & deep square tablier, and heads a broad the waistband, round off both in front and at back- and it

fluted ruffle, which becomes narrower at the sides. Velvet is trimmed all round with a slightly -puffed bouillon of black

trims the closehigh corsageand straight sleeves. The Regence satin, about two and a half inches deep, edged on either side

casaqueis double-breasted, and quite open in front . The deep i with a black lace border. Coat-sleevesof velvet, with a deep,

cape is of black plush. A narrow band of the sameedges the rounded cuffof black satin and lace, and a rich gimp ornamentWaistband with a
small rounded basque. The sleevesare large and long, with a with hanging pendeloques. Gimp buttons.

wide border of plush. They are lined with white satin, and small basquine at the back, entirely composedof black satin

slightly gatheredat eachinner seambeneatha large velvet but- and lace.
ton. A similar button fastens the velvet waistbelt. Others, In cloth, the Faust paletot is one of the prettiest models. It

much smaller, trim the corsage. Linen collar and undersleeves. is a half -fitting shape. Five inches from the edge, there is a
This

There is a decidednovelty in this costume. The full Turkish plaiting of satin, about an inch wide, bound with satin.

trowsersof the samematerial as the dress. Even the bottinestrimmed, goes down the front , turns round to the back, but

should be en suite. The bonnet is of glacé velvet crossed by doesnot go entirely round the paletot. The middle of theback

black bands. The only trimming is a long scarf of black lace, part is ornamented with sharp spike -shaped patterns, edged

which fastepswith a bow in front, then passesaround the bon- with two pipings, oneof silk and one of satin. A row of long

net, and is caught in large loops. At the side is a double bow olive -shaped satin buttons is placed within each spike. The

of lacewith floating ends. sameornament is placed upon the coat sleeves. This model is
madenot only in black, but in dark garnetred, dark-blueor green
or violet cloth ; but in either case, the silk and satin trimming

WHAT SHOULD BE WORN, AND WHAT SHOULD NOT . must beof the samecolor as the cloth . There is a small straight

collar, with a double silk and satin piping round the topof the
FROMTHETABLETSOF A PARISIANLADY OFSOCIETY. paletot.

A Regencepaletot, for a young lady, is of violet velvet. It is
In my last letter, I mentioned the materials mostly in vogue tight -fitting, slit open at the sides, and rounded off both front

for the winter. I have only a few new ones to add to the list and at the back, and is entirely piped round with violet satin.
this month. At the back there is a basque, slit open in the middle. Upon

The Colibri velvet, almost impossible to describe, brilliant , eachopening of the paletot, as well as in front, and upon the
yet sombre- shot-green, amber and black, the folds bringing sleeves, which are slit open up to the elbow, there are rows of
out beautiful effectsof light and shade. small satin bows of the same color. These are butterfly bows,
Drap d'or—a woolen material, soft and ruffle-shot like silk , without any lapels, and composedmerely of two loops and a

brown and gold, dark garnetcolor - dark blue, green, or purple crossing.
and gold. The darker color predominates, and there is only Another paletot of the same shape, is made of dark-blue
just a golden tint over the material. The effectis very hand- cloth. A pointed fichu issimulated at the back of it by a trim

ming of three thick rouleaux of blue satin. The point of the
Pannedevelours, a sort of velvet silk on the upper part, but fichu is finished off with a handsomebow of satin ribbon. The

with a cotton woof. This velvet is infinitely preferable to front part of the paletot is plain - it is trimmed al
l

round with
veloursAnglais, which is al

l

cotton , and which , though it looks threesimilar satin rouleaux - thesametrimming is placed round
well enough when new , is completely spoiled as soon as it the top and bottom of the sleeves. There is a small standing - u

p

gets rumpled in the least , as the creases will never come collar , bound with satin . I havealso seenthis model in black
out . So veloursAnglais is quite out of favor , and ladies prefer a velvet , trimmed in the sameway with satin .
cloth costume, when one of silk velvet is consideredtoo great Again , a velvet paletot in the Louis XV . style is tight - fitting ;

an expense. it is long , and follows the outline of the train -shaped dress at

Besidesthese, I do not se
e

anything remarkable to note in the back ; in front it forms a rounded apron , bordered with a

th
e

way of materials . The fancyvelvets I noted last month ar
e

slightly -gathered satin flounce , three inches deep, edged with
very fashionable. Also satin Turc , and salin de Lyon . Red con- lace , and headed with a double satin piping . On either side
tinues to be the favorite color both for indoor and walking cos there is a lace rosette, with satin pendeloques. The same trim
tumes. ming of satin and lace goesround the back part of the paletot .
One of the most beautiful dresses of the season w

e

have seen, Tight sleeves, with satin rouleaux at the top , and lace cuffs at

is made of Colobrivelvet , and greenglacé silk , shot with black . the wrists - velvet waistband , with two small rounded basques
Underskirt of glacésilk , trimmed round the bottom with three at the back , edgedwith lace , and a bow of satin ribbon at the
narrow flounces, pipedwith black and put on with a heading, to

p
. This paletotmay be worn with either a velvet or a silk or

fasteneddown with a small black satin rouleau . Upper skirt satin dress , looped up over an underskirt to correspond.

of Colibri velvet , shot -green, amberand black , open at the sides,

madequite plain , with a piping of black satin round th
e

bottom . ning of this winter , ar
e

now very generally given up by our
The waterproof cloaks , which were quite a fureur the begin

High velvet bodice, tight sleeves of glacé silk , with epaulettes clégantes, or worn only when the weather is really wet . For
formed of a plaiting of velvet .

A simple walking toilet is of dark crimson cashmerecloth . doesnot keepone at al
l

warm ,and th
e

velvet or silk cloak kind
cold weather, the waterproof is not in fact at al

l

suitable , for it

Underskirt trimmed round the bottom with a deep plaited with fur is a much more comfortable as well as more elegant
flounce. Upperskirt looping up into large puffs , by a sash of wrap .panna de velours of the samecolor as the dress. Velvet circular ,

open in themiddle , at the back with Mousquiteire revers of th
e

toilets , is generally composed of th
e

under -skirt , dressand pale
The costume, which is all the fashion this winter for walking

materials of th
e

dress . The circular is very short in front ; it to
t , or mantelet ;but frequently a more ample cloak is redoesnot comedown lower than the waist .

Another walking toilet is of laurel -green Montpensier cloth . mentioned , I think , this outer wrap is thrown of
f

upon entering
quired , especially for carriage wear ; but , as I have already

The skirt is trimmed with three plaited flounces, bound round a house or church .

the edgewith green satin ; the heading of the flounce is kept
down by a greensatin rouleau.

Fur linings are more than ever employed for circulars and
Mantelet of the samematerial , paletots this winter .

forming a short circular , with lapels crossed in front , and fast - 1 placed. The newestfashion is to place it above a satin or ve
lOn the outside only a narrow border is

some.



THE NETTLE .
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especiallyfo
r

eveningcoiffures. Flowers are placed in small qualities for human beings , do we wish to say a word in favor

bunchesor puffsjust at thetop of the head , in front ; a few of the poor nettle . It is as a pot -herb that we would advocate

trailing
branchesare frequentlymixed with the curls of the its use , and the spring is the best time for gatheringnettles for

quiteround,like a toquet. Velvet strings , cut on the cross , from the association of ideas, having eaten it dressed in a simi

that purpose. To say that it is recommended by Loudon andIt is said to resembleasparagus in flavor ,Its shape is but our experiencewould assimilate it with spinach, perhaps

ve
t

flounce, in the sameway as cross strips or rouleaux ar
e

Diadem Fanchons are also still very much the fashion . A

placedto fastendownthe heading.

great many are made of black velvet , enlivened with a small

W
e

mustnowspeak of eveningdresses, for the period of con- quantity of bright -colcredsatin .

vivialassembliesand of eveningpartiesand balls is now at hand. Here are a few specimens :

W
e

havejust been examining a series of very beautiful A DiademFanchon , of black velvet , is composed of a puffing

dresses at MadamePieffort's , who is the couturière of the élite with a ruche of hollow plaits on either side . This ruche is lined

of elegantsociety in Paris .
with caronbier -colored satin . A bunch of satin hedge -roses, of

A dinnerdress is of aronbier red satin . First skirt train the same color , is placed on one side , with foliage of stamped

shaped, trimmedround th
e

bottomwith adeepflounce , headed velvet , and a small black feather . The strings , of black velvet ,

by tw
o

puffs. Secondskirt , edged with deep black lace , and are lined with the samesatin .

looped up on eithersidewith satin bows . Bodice high at the Another Fanchon , of blaek velvet , is lined in the sameway

back,andupon th
e

shoulders ; cut low and square in front ; with buttercup -colored satin , and ornamented with a black

edgedwith a satin ruche. Marie Therese sleeves, trimmed at aigrette.th
e

elbowswith a fluting . Lacechemisetteand engageantie. A Russebonnet, of turquoise blue velvet , is trimmed with a

Another is of blue glacé silk , shot with white . The back border of curled white feathers . One large feather is turned

pa
rt

of th
e

skirt forms a court train , trimmed round with a back over the crown , and a small bunch of pale pink roses is

Auting of bluesatin. This fluting is continued in bracesupon placed at the foot of it . The lapels of blue velvet , lined with

th
e

bodice, whichdoesnot come up higher than the shoulders white satin , are edgedwith white lace .

on eitherside, and is very low , both in front and at the back . Another Russebonnet , of caronbier re
d

velvet , is trimmed

Theupperpart of the train -shaped skirt is looped up into a with black feathersand a small white aigrette .

largepuff at the back by a cross strip of satin , edged with a In round bats , we have the Persan, quite round , and very

Autingof thesame. In front the skirt is plain , and not very much resembling a turban , with an aigrette. The other models

long. It is trimmedwith a flounce, headedwith a satin fluting . are much the same as thosedescribedlast year .

Thebodiceis trimmed to correspond. A high lacechemisette isworninside. The sleevesaretight , and trimmed with flutingsof satin, andwith lace cuffs at the wrists , falling over the THE NETTLE .

hands.
A veryhandsomeeveningdress is of white gros -grains silk GROWING on wasteand neglectedplaces — flourishingalike on

an
d

rose-coloredsatin. Under -skirt , just touching the ground , breezy commons and in th
e

dirty ditches of the suburbs of

of whitesilk, with a deepborder of pink satin , scalloped out towns , the nettle hasneither beautynor fragrance to recommend

round th
e

to
p

, andedgedwith white lace . Court train of white it to the ordinary observer. Yet it is well worth careful inspec

si
lk , trimmedwith a slightly gathered flounce of the same, tion , on account of the beauty of its structure . True , it has a

headedwith a largepuffing of pink satin . In front , rounded sting if handled timidly ; but seize the plant heartily , and it

apronof whitesilk , ornamented in the sameway as the court will giveyou little discomfort .
train. Thereis a verylargerosette of pink satin on either side The nettle is a very common, low -bred , vulgar plant ; but ,

of th
is

apron. Lowwhite silk bodice, with a puffing of pink nevertheless, in its family and alliances may be found some of

satinround th
e

to
p

; the samepuffing forms an epaulet to the the noblest members of the vegetablekingdom . Such ar
e

the

shortwhitesleeves, edgedwith lacc . Coiffure of pink rosesand bread -fruit tree , the mulberry , the hop , the hemp, the fig , thestately banyan, and the deadly upas. It has not beenwithout

W
e

have al
so

three ball dresses to describe, from the same its affectionateadmirers , as th
e

following anecdotewill testify :A worthy florist (not a native of the south of England ) was

Th
e

fir
st

is of pale -blue glacé silk , shot with white . It is showinghis greenhouse to some ladies , whenone of themsaid

madewithtwo skirts ; the first trimmed with a deep lace to him :

flounce, th
e

secondlooped up with plaitings of blue satin , “What is that in the flower -pot ? It is very like a nettle . ”
finishedof

f

withbow. Low bodice, with a lace bertha . Satin “ Indeed, ma'am , it is just a nettle ; but it grew up saebon

bowsupon
the shoulders. Satin sash, with a rosette in front , nily , puir thing , that I could na ' think to pu ' it . ”

an
d

lo
ng

lapels, edgedwith a narrow fluting , at the back . Coif It is not for its botanical beauty or respectableconnections

fu
re

composedof a smallpuff of blue forget -me -nots placed in that w
e

wish toput in a word on behalf of the nettle , bu
t

fo
r

front, an
d

of strings of pearlsentwined inthe hair . its uses, which are too much overlooked. Although growing

Th
e

second ba
ll

toilet is palemaize -color an
d

white . Under- everywhere , it is very partially appreciated, and then only by

dr
es
s

of maizesatin, made in th
e

Princessshape . Fluted satin th
e

economical . As an ol
d

wife's remedy — an
d

a very goodone ,

flounceround th
e

bottom ; laceflounce , rathershorter ,over it ; to
o - it isused in scurvy ,gout ,jaundice ,hæmorrhage, paralysis ,

an
d

above th
e

laceflounce a strip of lace insertion . The inser- & c . Nettle - te
a

, as a spring drink , were it generally used, would

tio
n

iscontinued u
p

to th
e

waist , over eachwidth of th
e

skirt . frighten th
e

proprietors ofthat muchadvertisedsarsaparilla of

Up
pe
r

- dr
es
s

ofwhite la
ce ,looped up on either sidewith bows ofoldDr. Jacob Townsend . The stalks of the ol

d

nettlesare

m
ai
ze

sa
tin

ribbon. Low bodice ,trimmed with laceandwith littleinferior to fla
x

fo
r

making linen cloth ,being used fo
r

that

sa
tin

ribbon. Coiffurecomposed of branches of laburnum blos- purpose in America , Siberia , Germany ,and formerly in someparts of England and Scotland. The famousIndian grass -cloth ,

Th
e

th
ird

ba
ll

toilet is suitable fo
r

a young lady . Under - Ch
u
- ma , is woven fr
om

th
e

fibres of a nettle .The expressed

dr
es
s

of cerise-coloredglacé si
lk ,rather train -shaped ; upper - juicemakes a permanentgreen dy

e
fo
r

wool . The root , boiled

dr
es
s

ofwhitetarletane,train -shaped at th
e

back , sl
it

open at with alum , yields a goodyellow dy
e

. Nettles , drled and used

th
e

si
de
s
, sh
or
t
, an
d

rounded of
f

in front . Th
is

tarletanedress as fodder , ar
e

capital fo
r

cows ,increasing th
e

quantity an
d

imistrimmed w
ith

rosettes ofcerise -coloredsatinribbon ... Lo
w

pictures is ,that if fis
h

bepacked in it , it preserves th
e

color an
d

bo
di
ce
,trimmed tocorrespond .Satin sash ofthecolor of th
e

bloominfinitely betterthananyother grass orumbrage ,driedor green,

And yet not for theseuses, but more especiallyfor its edible

whitefeathers.

celebratedartiste.

somsanddiamonds.

under-skirt. Coiffure of redroses.Chignonsof curls or of loosewavedhair ar
e

quite the fashion ,

chignon.
Inbonnets th
er
e

is a ne
w

modelcalled chapeauRusse, which is Soyer issufficient .

in gr
ca
t

favor,though no
t

becoming to al
l

faces .an
d

edgedwithlace.

lar manner . The following is Soyer'smethod :
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-

“ Wash the nettleswell, drain, put them in plenty of boiling | a Lapland sled. We now give a Russian one, which, although
water, with a little salt, boil fo

r

twenty minutes , drain , and fa
r

superior in everyrespectbut velocity to the Lapland vehicle,

chop them up , and serve either plain , or put them in a pan , is very far below thosewhich dash along our American fashion
with a little salt , pepper, and butter , or a little fat and gravy able roads. Few things are more exciting than a ride in winter
from a roast , or add to a pound two teaspoonfuls of flour , a gill | along the solitudes of Siberia in one of those three -horsesleighs .

oi milk , and a teaspoonful of sugar , and servewith or without Captain Cochrane, in his “ Travels , ” mentions them with great
poachedeggs. " enthusiasm, and says it was like reading Dante's Inferno , " so

And now , ye rich agricoles, if this weed is still unworthy | full of glorious excitementwas the magnificent scenery.

H
IT
S

A

RU
SS
IA
N

your notice , tell the poor to send their children to gather the OPPOSITION. — A certain amount of opposition is a great help tonettles . They will prove a wholsesomefood , and , as spring man . Kites rise against the wind , and not with the winddiet , will be better relished by the little ones than the vernal even a head wind is better than none . No man everworkedhisbrimstoneand molasses. passageanywhere in a deadcalm . Let no man wax pale , there
fore , because of opposition . Opposition is what he wants , an

d

A RUSSIAN SLEIGH . must have , to be good fo
r

anything . Hardship is the native
soil of manhood ind self -reliance . He that cannot abide theIn another part of the presentnumber w

e

have given a sketch storm without flinching , lies down by the wayside, to be oreleof one of the most primitive conveyances on the earth - namely , I looked or forgotten .



FATE IN A FAN .

50

to-nightI'vefounda clue, andwill follow it up to the death."

29

IN THEACTOFSPEAKING, HIERLIP3 GREWSTILL, ANDTHE POORGIRL'S BLIGHTEDLIFE ENDED."

one, as he idly pulled a roseto pieces, liumming the refrain of
GERTRUDIE . an Italian love-song.

" You disappear and appear like a spirit. Where have youBornin theshadowof sorrow, been, Rolande?'' he asked, in a gay tone, as the new-comer's
Cradledin mourningand sighs, touch on his shoulder disturbedhis reverie.
Goldenhair sprinkledwith tear-drops “ Finding that your tête-à- tê

le

with madame's pretty soubretteRainedfromher mother'ssad eyes was likely to be prolonged, I strolled awayand lost myselfTear-dropsmoreburning and bitter
Thattheyare flowing in vain ,

among the passages of the hotel . Must you play again to

night , Ulf ? ' 'OrphanGertrudie,

Dearlittle fatherlessbaby, “ I must , or elsehow recovermy losses ? I fear to think of
Little bird out in the rain . them, and see no salvation but in someturn of luck . "

The handsomefacedarkened for a moment, as the AustrianBaby! thisworld is so cruel , flung away the relics of the rose, and sethis heel on them withWhyshouldyou tempt it ? Beware !Wringthesalt baptism of sorrow

a petulant gesture.

" This infatuation costs you dear. How will it end, my poorOut of your soft yellow hair ;

Andsinceyouwanderedfrom heaven, friend ? ' '

Seekthe brightpathwayagain, “ The devil , patron of gamesters, only knows . It can scarcely
OrphanGertrudie ; be worse than it is , and may be better. I cling to that hope,

G
o , eretheangelshavemissedyou ; and play on . "Fly awayout of the rain . “ You would not listen to my warnings , " began Rolande ;

but the other broke in :

" I hate presentinents , and would take no warning , evenFATE IN A FAN . from you , Alcide . Let mego my own way . I cannot in honor
stop now . St. Pierre must ha his revenge at any cost. "" Youhaveyourweapon, Leontine ? ' ' " No fear of that , " muttered Rolande , adding , in a lower
tone : “ Oneword , and I am dumb. If I can convinceyou that

ce ty
e

it w
el
l

to -night , fo
r

th
is

person must be finished at yo
u

have no
t

had fa
ir

pl
ay , w
ill yo
u

qu
it

th
is

dangerousplace ? "

The young officeropenedhis blue eyeswide, pulled his blondep mustache thoughtfully for a moment, and knit his brows, as

* None! I hate hi
m , and nothing bu
t

hi
s

ruin will satisfy if perplexed. Then his face cleared, and breaking into a

boyish laugh , he clapped his friend on the shoulder, saying,

blithely :Th
e

lo
w

voicesceased, as if th
e

speakershad passed on , and amomentafterward a young man glided noiselessly down th
e

“ You croaking raven ! you infectedme with your doubts for

an instant ; but I scorn to barbor them. I'll not let you play
corridor, vanishing in a side -passagewhich le

d
to th
e

main entrance. H
is

fa
ce

wore a startled look ; hi
s

keen eyesshone, honorableproofs . "

the spy for me ; nor will I be convinced by any but the most

an
d

hi
s

nervoushandclosedlike a vice , as he muttered , grimly : “ Good ! I am satisfied. Come on , weare late , and the old
Weapon!hate ! ru

in ! I knew there was deviltry afloat ; one does no
t

like to wait . "

“ Ah , you go now with alacrity , though usually I cannot get
You are a sphinx to me,

an Austrianofficer,stood in the ball ,evidentlywaiting fo
r

some Alcide . ”

"Yes .

once. '
"Youwill shownomercy

me. Rememberthat . "

" Idarenotforget . "
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“ I'll solve my riddles for you soon. En avant!" cried Ro- , her fan, and languidly observedthe game, while listening to the
She sat where she couldlande, mounting the stairs, and leading the way to an apart- delicious music that filled the room.

ment on the first floor. seeBergamo'scards, yet seemednot to avail herself of the fact,If the little tableauwhich greetedthem had been prepared, though now and then she gave a smiling reply to his questions.
it certainly had been donewith skill , and was very effective. “Is treacherythe weapon?"' thought Rolande, playing softly,A white-haired, soldierly old man sat in an antique chair placed with his eyes in the mirror, which permitted him to seethe
besidea small green-coveredtable, and leaning over him, in an groupwithout turning. “ No, shemakes no signals; St

.

Pierre
attitude of enchanting grace, was his daughter - a slenderlittle never looks at her , she never speaks to him . Her eyes do the
creature, shrouded in black lace, with no ornament but tube mischief . Ulf grows excited now , plays carelessly, and turnsroses in the bosom. Not beautiful , for the facewas pale and often to address her . Poor lad , they will beguile him to his
thin , the lips almost colorless, and the figure so slight , that ruin ! "

even the profusefalls of rich lacecould not entirely conceal it . The entrance of a servant with wine and coffeebrought a newEyes of wonderful depth and brilliancy , and luxuriant hair of suspicion to the jealousobserver, for Leontine rose at once, disthe purest gold , were her only charms, exceptthe gracewhich missedthe man , and preparing a cup with care , brought it tomarkedeverygesture, and a voice of peculiar sweetness. Bergamo, herself .

M
.

St
.

Pierre's patrician faceremindedone of the Frenchmen “Ah , is that it ? Will she drug him slightly , and le
t

the oldof the old school - thegallant , pleasure -loving gentlemen, who villain fleece him before my eyes ? ” cried Rolande to bimself ,flashedout their swords at the first breath of insult , who served pausing with a discord .king or mistresswith equal devotion , and rode gayly to the The Austrian was lifting the fragrant draught to his lips ,guillotine , with a nosegay at the breast, a laugh on the lips . when his friend's hand arrested him .

Whateverhis vices, they wereconcealedunder the most perfect “ No , Ulf , you must drink nothing to - night ; you are notwell ,manners ; and if hi
s

life held any secretsin or shame, no trace and I am to watch over you . Pardon , mademoiselle ; do notof it ever appeared in his aristocratic old face, which seldom tempt him . "

varied its expression of serenesuavity . Rolande's tone was perfectlynatural , but Bergamo caught theAs the young men approached, mademoiselle turned to meet warning conveyed, and submitted with a good -humored laugh .them with a shy smile , and her father waved his hand , ex “ As you will ; I regret the loss of nectar brewed by such fairclaiming , cordially : hands ; but being under orders , Imust obey . "“ Ah , I have to thank you for rememberingthe old man , and “ May henot drink wine ? " askedLeontine , following Rolandesacrificing an hour to give him his one pleasure. " as he carried the cup away .Bergamo, the Austrian , and Rolande , the Frenchman , paid “ His physician forbids anything after dinner ; he is forgetful ,their compliments in nearly the samewords , and mademoiselle but I love my friend , and watch over him with vigilance. "receivedthem with the same courtesy, yet some indescribable As he slightly emphasized the last word , Rolande glanced atshade of differencewas perceptible in her manner . Bergamo the girl , who avertedher eyes , with a peculiar smile . Bent onkissed her hand , with undisguised devotion ; Rolande merely satisfying his suspicion , the young man added, with the cupbowed, but the kiss brought no color to her cheek , while the still in his hand :colder salutation made her brilliant eyesfall , the sensitive lips “Will mademoisellepermit me to enjoy thedraught so kindlytremble for a second, and though she answeredthe Austrian's preparedfor another . "gayflatterywith badinage as gay , sheevidently listened intently She bowedcarelessly, and the slender hand , that was lifting ato her countryman'schat with her father . glass, never trembled , as Rolande sipped the coffee, with his“ Can we not tempt you , M
.

Rolande ! ' ' said the old man , keen eyeson her face .hospitably , when at length they seated themselves about the “Wrong again , " he thought , as she went to carry the winetable.

to her father ; “ perhaps I have deceivedmyself ; and yet those“ Monsieur forgets that I know nothing of the game, and words , my own forebodings , and the mystery which surroundshave no gold to lose . " the St. Pierres ! What weaponcouldthe old man havemeant ? "Something in the sharp , cold tone of the young man's voice As he stoodmusing , a light object on the dark carpet at hismade St
.

Pierre cast a quick glance at him . But the dark , feet caught hi
s

attention ; absently taking it up , he saw that itgrave facewas impenetrable, and setting down the sharpness to was a white lace fan , with a pearl and golden handle , a daintysome natural twinge of shame, at confessing ignorance and toy for a fair hand . Before he had time to examine it further ,poverty , the elder man returned to his cards, and left his guest Leontine returned , and the instant she saw it , a curious expresto amusehimself as he might . sion of annoyance came into her face . A carelessobserverThis did not appear a difficult matter , for , as if possessed by would not have seen it , but Rolande was on the watch , andsomenew whim , Rolande seatedhimself besidemademoiselle, caught the slight frown at once .and began to talk . Shewasevidently well trained , for no sign “ Thanks, it is mine , " she said , extending her hand to reof emotion was now visible , and the dangerous eyesmet his claim it .own freely , as sheconversedwith skill and spirit . Pardon , permitme to admire it a moment . I have no si
sBergamo, meanwhile , played with the reckless daring of a ters ,and these coquetishtrifles are charming mysteries to me , ”desperateman , and , as usual , began by winning just enough replied Rolande , with a gallant ai

r , as he unfurled the delicateto whet his appetite and lure him on to large ventures. He fan and moved it gently to and fro , affecting to examine it ,fixed hi
s

whole mind upon the game, and did not allow hi
s

at
-

while he covertly took note of her nervous little laugh , and th
etention to be distracted by the timely chat going on behind hi
m
. faint color which cameinto her pale cheeks .St
.

Pierre playedwith the composure of an accomplishedgame His quick eye ran over the fan , hoping to find there somester , losing tranquilly , yet expressingnaive surprise at hi
s ill sign of foul play , fo
r

he had heard of the Spanish women , wholuck . Once or twice he glanced at hi
s

daughter , as if Rolande's enactboth tragediesand comedies with the expressive by -playsudden interest amused him , and when the players paused a of their fans . No cabalistic figures anywhere appearedamongmoment, at the close of th
e

first game, he said , with a persuas- th
e

light wreaths upon th
e

lace , no mirrors on th
e

pearl frame
ive smile :

work , no concealedstiletto in the golden handle , to which he“ Rolande, give us a little music , I beseechyou . It disturbs gave a shy twist , while praising th
e

fillagreewhich covered it .no one , but refreshesall , andyou , Leontine , rest , my child ; you “ Baffled a third time , " muttered Rolande to himself , whenare too pale to -night . "

Both obeyed ; mademoiselleleanedback in he
r

chair , and th
e

stood silently waiting besidehim . Just as he
r

fingers closed

he could no longer retain the fan without rudeness, for Leontine
young manseated himself atthe instrument , glad of a moment over it , he sawsomething which madehim regret so soon relin ;to collect hi

s

thoughts . While he talked , he ha
d

watched th
e

quishing it . As sh
e

waited ,Leontine bad unconsciously la
idgirl closely , but discoverednothing to aid him in his search.Now as he played , he continued to watch , yet gained little light gave up the fa

n
, though several of the delicate finger -tips w
e
! Y

one hand on the tall coffee - ur
n , and had not removed it til
l

ke

on the puzzlewbich perplexed hi
m . Leontine merely drew out blistered by the hot silver .
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.

"Nothing bu
t

someintenseanxiety could havemade he
r

fo
r

the girl drop he
r

fa
n , tear th
e

flowersfrom her bosom , and
getful of pa

in
like that . There is somesecretabout that to

y , le
an farout at th
e

open window , gasping fo
r

ai
r

. With
andI havemissed it . I mustget back the fan and discover it . a noiselessstride , Alcide clutched the fan before he spoke.

First, le
t

meseeagainhowsheuses it . " “ Mademoiselle is ill ; let me call her maid , or bring wine , "

As thosethoughtssweptthrough hi
s

mind , St
.

Pierre called he said , softly .

to hi
s daughter: She sprang up with a startled look , saw the fan in hi
s

hand ,

" Leontine, a lump of sugar in my wine . ” Bland as the and tried to speak, but her white lips made no sound, though
voice w

as , andpaternalthe smile which accompaniedthe slight her handswereoutstretchedimploringly .

request, th
e

girl started, caught up the crystal basin and glided No , you are too muchovercome; permit me to help you ; " '

away, holdingthefan tightly in one hand . and placing her on the couchwith gentle force, Rolandemoved
Rolandestrolled to th

e

window -recessand soon seemed ab
-

th
e

fa
n

over her , unmindful of the nervous grasp she laid on

sorbedin th
e

eveningpapers. Leontine resumedher place by his arm .

Bergamo, andthe gamewent on . By furtive glances Roland “ One moment ; give it backfor a moment, I entreat you ! "

discoveredthreethingswhich confirmedhis suspicionsthat al
l

shewhispered, eagerly.

w
as
no
t

right. The Austrian played badly , seeming to have " Not till I discoverthe secretwhich it holds , " he answered,

lo
st

hi
s

usualskill strangely ; he grew pale and silent , his bril- in a low , stern tone .

lianteyeslookeddull andheavy, and the little that he said was With a long sigh Leontine's head fell back , and she fainted,

neither g
ay

norsensible. The seconddiscoverywas that Leon- looking like onewho gave herself up fo
r

lost . Shocked, but

tin
e

fannedherselfincessantly, but seemed to take no interest not turned from his purpose, Alcide sprinkled water on her face,

in th
e

game, thoughher father often addressedsometender re
-

and fannedassiduously, with hi
s eyesfixed on thefragileweapon

mark to her as he playedwith unusual care. The third was , the strangegirl had evidently feared to give up . A strong per
that th

e

scent of tube rosesfilled the ai
r , for the spring night fume filled the air , yet no flowerswere in the room, for Leon

w
as sultry, and a greatvase of them stood near the girl . tine had flung the tube rosesfrom her bosominto the street - a

" Is he drunkwith love , overpoweredwith despair, or op- subtle , penetratingperfume, whichmade the templesthrobafter
pressedwith this heavy perfume ? " thought Rolande , eyeing inhaling a few breaths of it , and speedily produced a delicious

hi
s

friendwith anxiety and wonder. Rapidly he recalled al
l

drowsiness. Rolande lifted the fan to his nostrils and satisfied

th
e

factsconcerningtheir acquaintancewith the St
.

Pierres . himself that the fragrancecamefrom it . No aperturewas vis

Th
e

ol
d

manhadbeentaken ill in the Tuileries Garden, the ible , and , impatient at beingfoiled so long , he struck thehandle
friendshadhelpedhim home, seenthe daughter , and called sharply on a marbleconsolen ear ; the pearl under the fillagree

th
e

next da
y

to inquire for the father. Rolande had been was shattered by the blow , and disclosed a slender crystal vial ,

struckwith th
e

loveliness of thegirl , who naively owned that with a spring stopper , which a touch on someunsuspected or

sh
e

wasa stranger in Paris , and devotedherself to her invalid namentwould lift . Shutting and pocketing this tiny traitor ,

father, whocouldnot bearmuchsociety. The lovely eyes, wet Rolande pried into the delicatestructure of the fan , discover
withtears, touchedthe heart of susceptibleBergamo, and finding that the goldenstickswerehollow , and that the hateful per

in
g

that hi
s societywasagreeable to Monsieur St
.

Pierre , he fell fume rising through them was effectually diffusedwith every

in
to

th
e

way of frequentingthe quiet salon to play with the waft of the fa
n

. He was still examining this artful toy when
father an

d

admire th
e

daughter. Rolande felt little interest in Leontine recovered, saw that her secretwas known , and clasp
them, bu

t
fo
r

hi
s

friend's sake made inquiries about them , ing her hands , shewhispered, in a tone of dispair :
foundthattheywereunknown except to a few young men , who , “ I will confessall , but oh , saveme from my father ! "

attractedb
y

mademoiselle, had lost heavily at play to monsieur. “ Your father ! " ejaculatedthe young man , in astonishment.

Bergamo'sfinefortunewas already nearly squandered by the “ Yes , I dreadhim more than death. Hush , can he not hear
recklesslygenerousyoung man , and Rolande , whompoverty us ? " she said , trying to rise, as if to assureherself that no on

e

ha
d

madeprudent, tried to restrain him from gambling , his was listening . Rolande stole to the entrance, peeped beyond
besettingsi

n . Large sumshad St
.

Pierre won from hi
m , bu
t

th
e

curtain , sa
w

that St
.

Pierre w
as

absorbed in play , and re
was no

t
ye
t

satisfied, and the calm looker - on felt that some turned , saying , in a reassuringtone :

hiddenmotiveincreasedthe old man's natural rapacity . Al “ Confide in me , my poorchild ; I will defendyou ifyou give

di
de

se
t

himself to discoverthis motive , for in spite of St
. me all the truth .

Pierre'spolishedmannersand perpetual benignity , the acute “Ah , it is bitter to confesssuch dishonor , and to you, " she
youngmandistrustedhim from the first . Leontine was evi- murmured , hiding her face.

dentlya puppet in her father's hands ; but , though she obe “ Regardme as your friend , for I swear to you I will do my
dientlysmiled on Bergamo , sh

e

unconsciously betrayed that best to shield yo
u , if I ca
n

alsosave Ul
f , " criedRolande , sitting

sh
e

loved hi
s

friend. Alcide sawthis , andpitied her ; but hav- beside he
r

, and gently taking he
r

thin hand in hi
s
.in
g

no heart to give, he tried by cool indifference to quench “ So kind ! God will reward you , and I shall not long burden
any one . The poison is killing me by inches , but I dared not

H
e
w
as

rousedfrom hi
s

reverie by an exclamation from rebel , " sh
e

answered , glancing at th
e

broken fa
n

with a shudder.Ul
f
, whostruck th
e

tablewith a feeblelaugh as he threw down Speak quickly ! is it as I suspect ? " '

a ca
rd

, saying" Anotherhand like that , and I am finished ! " “ Yes , that subtle Indian perfume intoxicates and stupefies

“ Yo
u

jo
ke , m
on

aimé ; your princely fortunewillsustain th
e

whoeverbreathes it . Myfather learned th
e

secret of it when a

lo
ss

ofmanytrifingdraughts likemine ,replied St
.

Pierre , soldier in th
e

East . H
e

ha
d

th
efanmade as if fo
r

a harmless
dealing w

ith
hi
s

severest smile an
d

a transientglitter of exul- odor ,and forced m
e

to us
e

it with thathorrible stuffhidden in

it . I sit by his opponentswhen he plays , and while they fancy

" Yo
u

pl
ay

badly ; I fancy th
e

odor of theseflowersoppresses it is lo
ve , or wine , or th
e

heavily -scentedflowers Iwear , which

yo
u

allow m
e

to removethem ,mademoiselle , for you also excitesand bewilders them , m
y

treacherousfan dulls their
senses, and my father plunders them . " ,

ja . ea
ne
d

on hi
s

friend's chair ,troubled an
d

perplexed by th
e

words le
ft

he
r

lip
s , an
d

sh
e

wrung he
r

hands , as if a pr
ou
d

spirit
pallor of th

egirl's fa
ce , th
e

strangeindifference of Bergamo ,rebelledagainstdishonor .an
d

th
e

expression of St
.

Pierre's inscrutable countenance.Leontine ro
se

at once, saying , with a wan smile :

“ Ah , and this , then , is the cause of Ulf's strangeheadaches
lately , hi

s .

esting aglance at he
r

father , sh
e

passedinto an inner room . demandedRolande .Rolandefollowedher ,unobserved , fo
r

th
e

ol
d

manwas in “No , oh , no ! that I could never do . My father bateshis

pu
ls
e

le
d

th
e

youngman to th
at

inner room ,and he lifted th
e

nothingmore .

An uncontrolable im- family for some old slight or insult , and desires to ruin him ,

eurtainwhichseparated it from th
e

salon just in time to se
e

broken voice.

It is myself whom I kill , " she added, in a

he
r

timidbopes.

tationin hi
s

hardeye.

look as if theyweretoo powerful fo
r

you . "

ke
tin
g

te g
en

od
or
s

, bu
t

regret m
y

forgetfulmnessof others ; " an
d

Leonžine ,would yo
u

ha
ve

killed hi
m

w
ith th
is

accursedspeilr " :

tent on the last hand of the game.
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1)

" Yourself! how? why ? tell me al
l , I conjure , my poor girl . ” and wearing the air of a man whom dishonor could not touch

" D
o you think I can breathefor months , unharmed, a per or danger daunt .

fume which affectsthe magnificent health of your friend in a “ For your daughter's sake , I will be silent , if you restore
You agree toweek or two ? It is killing me slowly , but surely , and I dare your ill -gotton gains and leave Paris at once.

not escape. " this , Ulf ? " asked Rolande , trying to rousehis friend , who looked

“ Your father permits this ? " cried Rolande , indignantly . from one to the other , as if bewildered .

“ H
e
is proud and poor ; he loveseaseandpleasure ; I canhelp “ Yes, anything , Alcide ; I leave it al
l

to you , " he said,

to earn them for him ; I obeymy poor mother's last command, hastily .

and cling to him through everything . " “ Good ! Then , monsieur , you know my demandand its alter
“ Thereshall be an end to this , and St
.

Pierre shall restorewhat native . Allow me to quote your own words , and remind you

he ha
s

unfairly won , or be given up to th
e

la
w , " said Rolande , that ' debts of honor should be promptly paid . '

in a tone of decision, which proved to Leontine that the old man The young man's look and words stung St
.

Pierre like a

would receive no mercy at his hands. She turned her wan face blow ; but he merely smiled the evil smile , and extendedhis
toward him , saying , beseechingly: shapely white hand with a motion which was a menace, as he

“ Let mesuffer , for life is valueless to me , but he finds happi- said , slowly , pointing toward the inner room :

ness in it ; leavehim to enjoy it and repent, if he can . " “ Has my charming daughter informed her lover of one little

" Have you always led a life like this ? ” asked the young fact which may affecthis passion ? Merely that her mother was
man, touched by the misery in her melancholy eyes. not my wife ? !!

“ No ; I remember a time when I was happy , but misfortune “ That fact cannot affectme , except to increasemy pity , for I

came, my mother died , and I had no one to cling to but my am not the poor girl's lover , but affianced to another . To me
father . " the sins of her father far outweigh the misfortunes of her

“ Could you not break away, and find friends elsewhere ? " . mother , " returned Rolande , unmoved .

“ I tried that lately , but he forbid it ; he was very cruel , and " I play a losing game and miss my last card ; so be it , I

threatened to betraymy secret, " sobbedthe girl . am an old soldier . Leontine , my little darling , bring hither" What secret ? " the roll of notes from my secretaire. "

“ I will never tell it ! " her lips said , with a passionate re As he called , in a tone of mocking tenderness, the curtains
solve ; but her eyes told it eloquently , as they sank before parted, and his daughter appeared, looking like a ghost risenAlcide's . from its grave at the summons of a master whom it dared not
His dark face softened, as he laid his hand on her bowed | disobey. An awful change had passedover her since Rolande

head, and the tenderestpity lent its music to his voice, as he left her , for life , strength , and color seemed gone , and shesaid, in the friendliest tone : moved with a feeblegait , extended hands and vacant eyes, like“ Will you put yourself under my old mother's care for a onegroping the way through utter darkness. One pale hand
time ? She will welcomeand befriend you , and so will the lit- held the notes, the other , the tiny vial from the fan , which hadtle wife whom I am to bring home in a month . " slipped , unobserved, from Alcide's pocket as he bent over her .“ You are kind , but I have another friend who will take me “ Here , father , forgive me , and quit this evil life , as I do . Alin whenmy father desertsme. Think no more of me , but save cide , take back this proof of my treachery ; you may need it ;Bergamo, and deal as kindly as you can with the old man . I have left enough . "Hark ! they are rising ! Go at once ; adieu , adieu ! " " It is half gone , the powerful altar ! what have you done,She caught his hand , kissed it with pathetic humility , and poor child ? " ' cried Rolande , supporting , her as she would havewavedhim from herwith a gesture of farewell . He went just fallen at his feet .in time to seeUlf drop his head on the table with a groan , as " I drank it ; one drop taken will kill quickly , and there wasSt

.

Pierre handedhim an account of the sums lately lost , saying , no other way . Forget m
e
, and be happy with the little wife . " .with an evil smile :

In the act of speaking , her lips grew still , as with onelook of“ It is , of course, unnecessary fo
r

me to remindmy friend that hopelesslove the poor girl's blighted life ended, and she lay atdebts of honor should be promptly paid . " rest on the only heart that could haveredeemedfor her the erringBergamo sprang up , haggard and desperate, exclaiming , past . Bergamocovered up his face, but St
.

Pierre stood like ahotly :
“Rest satisfied ; you shall be paid to the last franc , though it lo
r

of hi
s

face , and the great dropsthat shoneupon hi
s

forehead.

man of stone, giving no sign of grief , exceptthe ghostly pal
leavesme a beggar. ” As Rolande reverently kissed those pale lips , and laid the life“ Give yourself no uneasiness, Ulf ; Ishall settlethis account ; " less figure tenderly down , the old man flung themoney at bi

sand Rolande camebetweenthem , calm and stern as fate .

"Is it permitted to inquire with what M
.

Rolande will di
s feet , and with a superbjesture of defianceand dismissal , moved

them from his presence. They went without a word ; but ,chargethis trifling sum ? " asked St
.

Pierre , as he pointed to th
e

glancing back , sa
w

him bow hi
s

white headand gather hi
s

deadheavy sum total se
t

down upon th
e

paper, and laughed a soft , daughter in hi
s

arms , as if he clung despairingly to th
e

frailsneeringlaugh .

faithful creaturewhom he had killed .“With this ! " and Alcide displayed the shatteredfan .Bergamo stared wonderingly at but St. Pierre's extendedhand fell suddenly, and a flash of wrath glittered in his eyes. THE TIME FOREXERCISE. — Walking for young and active peoOnly for a moment. He was a consummateactor ,and the false ple is by far the best exercise. Riding on horseback is good forsmile , the bland tone , the grand air had becomesecondnature . the middle -aged, and carringedrives fo
r

elderly personsand inWith a slight shrug , he said , quietly : valids . The abuse of exercise consists in taking it when the“Pardon , if I fa
il

to perceivethepoint of the reply ; a woman's system is exhausted , more or less , by previous fasting , or bybauble cannot pay a man's debts . " mental labor .“ A woman's bauble helped to win that money ,and , being before breakfast , believing that it is conducive to health .

Somepersons injudiciously attempt a long walk
fraudulently gained , you will not receive a sou of it , but will Others will get up early to work three hours at some abstruserestorethat already secured, or this frail toy goes to tell its se- mental toil . The effect in both instances is the same - it subcret to the Prefet of the Police , " returned Rolande , with an tracts from the power of exertion in the afterpart of the day .ominous gesture, as he showedthe empty handle .

" Ah , the little traitress betrays he
r

father to he
r

lover , it best kind of indulgence ; otherwise , the waste occasioned by

A short saunter , or some light reading before breakfast , is the
seems ! She has more couragethan I thought , and will need labor must be supplied by nourishment , and the breakfastwillit al

l
. You win th
e

game, monaimé, and I admire your address ; necessarily become a heavymeal , and th
e

whole morning'sbut before Irestorethe sums you mention , I have a desire to comfort be sacrificed by aweight at th
e

chest from imperfectknow what is to follow that unusual proceeding ? ” digestion of food .St
.

Pierre ha
d

turned white to the lips , andhis eyesfell fo
r

elderly persons, who often flatter themselves that they can
These observations apply especially to

an instant , and then he washimself again , readyfor anything . I use their mental or bodily powers in age as in youth .
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as a son.

The results of so unnatural a union maybe imagined ; intiTHE BENDING VENUS . macy with the semi-civilized community soon dissipated herromance; the coarseand comfortlessdetailsof her position renTh
e

fa
ce

of th
is

beautiful statue is much more lovely than dered he
r

disgusted an
d

wretched ; bu
t

shame, an
d

a remnant of

th
at

of th
e

fa
r
-famedVenus de Medici , which is considered by affection forthe man , prevented he
r

endeavoring to return
manysculptors as too small for the rest of the body, and as home till he himself desertedher , when , finding strengthand
wantingin feminineintelligence. N

o

suchfaults ca
n

be found life failing , sh
e

ha
d , after somedifficulty , obtained possession of

w
ith

th
is

exquisitework of ar
t

, which is one of th
e

chief at
-

he
r

child ,and se
t

forward fo
r

her father’s .tractionsof theEternalCity . But death had been before her ; the old man was in hisgrave ; and , indifferent to everything but anxiety for her child ,THE BLACKSMITH'S FOUNDLING . she now bethought her of her former lover , and determined toimplore his protection for the boy . She had calculated herM
y

story is no
t

th
e

le
ss

curiousbecause it happeus to be rue , strength to
o

accurately, an
d

had died beforeshe had declaredno
r

le
ss

interestingbecause its charactersmoved in th
e

very her purpose, or informed him of her identity . Some papershumblestwalks of life . I well remember as a lad that the pret- had , however, revealed al
l

to him , and decided the smith in atiestgirl in our village wasLydia Raymond, the blacksmith's coursewhich his own kind feelings had at first dictated ; anddaughter. H
er

soft , clear cheeks, he
r

large brown eyes , and Jasper Carew, fo
r

so was th
e

young gipsy called , became to himsilkenhair, and the almost childlike delicacy of her features

an
d

figure, bore, little affinity to the coarse lineaments and The same carewas bestowed on him as on the little Lydia ,brawnylimbs of th
e

blacksmith , whoseruggedness, however , whose elder he was by two years ; and hi
s

rapid growth evincedw
as

al
l

on th
e

outside; a warmheart and kind disposition la
y

how well he thrived in hi
s

new homestead. By -and by , as yearswithin, andoftenevidencedthemselves in acts of the most gen passed on , he took his place at the anvil , and learnt to wield theerousbenevolence.

hammer, and beatout nails and horseshoes; and many a timeIt w
as

edging on toward evening one sharp Decemberday ; have I passed my half -holidays in watching , through theth
e

pond at the smithy gable, with its breastplate of ice , lay smithy window , the envied skill with which he molded thesmoothandpolished as a mirror ; icicles a week old hung from glowing iron into shape.th
e

cavesof theadjoiningcottage, and the frozen snowcrunched Shortly after John Raymond beganteaching him his trade ,beneathyourfeet, almost as crisply as the ashesfrom the forge . left home to pursueiny studies at a public school ; but , as I anTh
e

ringing of the anvil , the shower of sparks shook out by nually returned to Hazlewood, I did not wholly lose sight ofeachpercussion of the hammer on the glowing iron ; the the blacksmith or his protégé, who , from year to year , lost nosnoringof th
e

ponderousbellows ; the bright blaze of the forge thing of his interest in my eyes, nor in those of another — thefir
e
, and th
e

brawnyfigures of the blacksmith and his man , gentle , and alas ! loving Lydia . H
e grew up tall , slight , butwithbareandblackenedarms , plying their athletic craft in its sinewy, with the supple limbs , sharp features, tawny hue, andglare, madea cheerfulpicture. But this waspresentlyshadowed flashingeyes of hi

s

race ; impatient of control , and dissoluteby th
e

appearanceof a miserablewoman in a cloak of al
l

colors , despitethe care poor Raymond had taken of him — anddeaf toscanty an
d

threadbare, a tattered gown , and handkerchief tied al
l

remonstranceand advice, unless conveyed to him throughcornerwiseoverher head, who, leading a meagre -looking child the lips of his foster -sister. If orchardswererobbed, snaresset ,in he
r

hand, with humble and beseeching accents implored or any other rural misdemeanorperpetrated, Jasper Carew , ifshelter fo
r

thenight, andsomefood for heaven'ssake . not the principal , was sure to be a party concerned ; and unforAt th
e

sound of hervoice a little girl , who a moment before tunately , as he grew up , his crafty propensitieswere no longerha
d

totteredin from the blacksmith's dwelling , glided to her confined to suchvenial practices, and many a depredation in thesi
de , andtakingthe child's hands, endeavored to lead him to lord of the manor's adjoining park and preserveswere but tooth

e

smith, as if . to secondthe woman's supplication . But heneededno otherappealthan her ownwaywornand half -famishedappearance; andhavingseenher providedwith food , somecleanstraw w
as

heaped in a corner of the workshop , and a horseclothan
d

somesacksspreadover it for beddingaccommodation, thatto th
e

footsoreand exhaustedcreature seemedalmost luxury ;an
d
,whenworkinghourswereover , she was left in quiet possessionof theforge.

Raymondhad no wife , nor any child but Lydia ; but a sister ,asmuch th
e

handmaid of mercy as the smith was its minister ,livedwithhim to takecare of hi
s

child and regulate his humblehousehold. Longbeforethe blacksmith rose the next morning ,MaryRaymondcreptsoftlydown -stairs, and commencedmakingpreparationsfo
r

breakfast, in order that th
e

poor mendicantmight be ready to leave th
e

smithy before th
e

workmen wouldwantto enter it ; and having completedher preparations, andlookedtogethersome superannuatedwearing apparel fo
r

he
r

us
e , sh
e

gentlyunfastenedthe forge door , and was about torouse th
e

seemingsleeper, when something in the aspect of thewoman'sfeatureswithheld her ; and with a stifled scream sheran in -doors.

Wakening he
r

brother, sh
e

soon found her fears correct .Shelter ha
d

come to
o

late to savethe poor wandererfrom th
e

effectsof pastexposure. She was dead !—and th
e

haggardlookingchild ,unconscious ofhis loss , la
y

clasping , with attenuatedfingers, th
e

thin cold bosom of the corpse.It w
as

sa
id ,howtruly I know no
t

,that th
e

deadwoman wasth
e

daughterof a smallfarmer in th
e

neighborhood , and thefir
st

lo
ve
of th
e

honestblacksmith , bu
t

who , lured by th
e

fin
e

fo
rm , fr
ee gait , an
d

glittering ey
es

of a gipsy youth , whosetr
ile
ha
d

fo
r

manyyearsfrequentedthe valley where sh
e

lived ,ha
d

desertedhomeandlover tofollow hi
s

wild life and dwell inth
e

tents of th
e

people. THEBUNDINGVENUS.
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By-and-by it was rumored that Carew had beenmet with at atruthfully attributed to him ; although his quick eyeand light

nessof limb enabled hi
m , in every instance, to avoid detection. distant town , where he had married the widow of his employer,

Meanwhile his glozing tongueand lively ai
r

madehim appear and with her moneywasabout to take a small businessfor him

to Lydia all frankness and sincerity . Shewould hear nothing self . After this , Lydia Raymond grew more like herself than
that threatenedher faith in him , but laid to the account of pre- she had beenfor the five years of his absence ; and the young
judiceand ill -will everyaspersionagainst his honestyand truth . gardener, too , appeared to have gained a sudden accession of

Even kind -heartedMary Raymond, who was the last to seeevil good spirits . As for Mary Raymond , she did more kind things

in any one , and who loved the lad only secondary to her niece, than ever ; and the blacksmith worked and sung as vigorously
fell under her displeasure, becauseshe could not blind herself as he had done twenty years before.

to the vices of his character, and endeavored to awaken Lydia But , alas ! thesebrightening prospectsdid not long continue .

to hi
s imperfections, at th
e

same time contrasting hi
s

irascible In the midst of hi
s

rude health and strength , John Raymond
temperand unsettledhabits with the quiet diligence and candid wasstruck down by paralysis ; and having realized sufficient fo

r

disposition of Frank May , another suitor , the gardener at the hi
s

future independence, at the persuasion of hi
s

child and sister
Park , and an old neighbor's son . But Lydia saw virtue in Jas- he consented to give up business, and taking a detatched cottage
per'svery vices, and wasblind to any one but him . As for her a little distance from the forge , that and their former dwelling
aunt's simple policy , it proved the very worst she could have became to let .

used ; for the fact of hearing Frank May's good qualities lauded It waswell he did so ; for within a month after the new tenant

at the other's expense, acted on her niece in the opposite man had entered on its occupancy, poor Raymond was a secondtime
ner she intended, and destroyed al

l hopes of his suit prospering. attacked , and confined to his room , wcak and helpless as a child .

It wasnowmore than fifteen yearssince — to use the plırase of And who do you think was the new blacksmith ?

his neighbors when speaking of the circumstance — John Ray The foundling who had been fostered within its walls , and
mond had brought a pest into the village , and nothing was fed , and taught his trade by its late owner --the false -hearted
talked of but the copies of a large hand -bill which appeared on and ungrateful Carew !

the park walls , and every other conspicuous place, offering a As I was saying , the smithy had not beenmore than a month
considerablereward fo

r

such information as would lead to the in hi
s occupation, when Raymondwasagain unable to crawl out ,

detection of certain parties concerned in deer -stealing from Si
r

even as fa
r

as the forge , which was a favorite resort of hi
s

when
Robert Heywood'spark . Such an occurrencewas unprecedented he had strength to reach it , for he bore no ill -will toward its

in the recollection of the parish , and called forth no little ex- proprietor , whose conduct he had ever regarded in a much more
citement ; and in the midst of it , while the knot of villagers venial light than his neighbors ; and , so far as himself was con
whomet nightly at the “ Heywood Arms , " had got no further cerned, readily forgave , believing that , for Lydia's sake , it was
than conjecturing the how and who of the case, another *deer the most fortunate thing that could have happened. And so it

was stolen , and the gamekeepershot ; and , to add to the gen- was , in more sensesthan the one in which the smith considered ;

eral wonderand perplexity , a day or two after this affair Jasper | for Lydia , who had beenmore or less of a spoiled child through
Carewabsconded. the over - indulgence of her aunt and father , had been bitterly
Nothing could be more opportune for the scandal - lovers at humbled by the conduct of Carew , and now saw al

l

the wisdom
Hazlewood than his disappearance at this juncture . Although of her friends ' adviceand the affection that had dictated it , and
the wounded man had described his antagonist as a much could not sufficiently exbibit her gratefulness and contrition to

stouterand older person than the gipsy , it was immediately re
-

them . Out of her sorrow there had sprung a gentle humility ,

memberedthat he had frequently been met in the company of which was only wanting to make her as amiable in disposition .

well -known poachers ; that he had always more money at his as she was interesting in appearance.commandthan it was likely his masterallowed him ; and had It was a dark November evening , and Jasper , who , as usual ,

been seen at hours when it was well known to everybodythat had beenspending it at the “ HeywoodArms , " almost stumbledthe smith's peaceful householdwere in their beds. To all this over an old man named Hatty Banks , a pensioned shepherd ofJohn Raymond said nothing ; the lad's conduct wasevidently a | Sir Robert's , in his way down the lane toward home ; forsevere blow to him ; but , to the chagrin of the gossips, he neither the smith's shop nor John Raymond's cottagestoodnearneither refuted nor confirmedany of the suppositionshazarded the village , but in a sheltered and rather lonely lane leading toin his hearing , for the purpose of sounding his own opinions as the park , and about half a mile distant from it . The shepherd

to Jasper's flight . As fo
r

Lydia , not al
l

the whispers , and had been with a neighbor on rather important business to theshrugs , and dark hints shook her faith in his innocence ; her sick blacksmith's ; and , in the double communicativeness of al
e

check paledwhen she heard them , with indignation , not with and dotage, could not resist informing his companion of thedespair ; and while anxiety slowly undermined her health , and transaction .robbedher of her spirits , her heart continued firm in its convic " Ah , Master Jasper , " he said , “ thou did'st wrong in jiltingtions and its love .

old Raymond's daughter . There's not a prettier girl , nor a bet“ It was but a wild trick , the consequence of words with her ter one , in Hazlewood , le
t

the other be who she will -- nor suchfather , who , on more than one occasion, had recently been a rich one , either . Only think , Master Jasper , eight hundredobliged to remonstrate with him on his conduct . H
e

would pounds ! That ain't to be got every day ; and everyfarthing ofcome back ; shewas surethat he would come back to redeem that she'll have . "

his promises to her , and refute those suspicions, that , to his · Eight hundred pounds ! " repeated Carew , lifting his eyeface, not one of his slanderershad dared to utter . " brows and compressinghis lips .Alas , poor girl ! weeksand months passedaway - and, except “ Ay , as sure as you and I stand here , " rejoined the other ;one dirty scrawl without date or address, that , fo
r

the sake of " I saw it with my own eyes , counted out pound by pound inthe truth it contained, deserved to have been attended to- hard , bright gold , man ! Why , I was the witness ! "namely , that “ he felt he wasundeserving of her , and that , for “ What witness ?-witness of what ? " interrupted Jasper .both their sakes, it was best she should forget him , " no newsreachedher , no hints of hi
s

whereabouts, or of hi
s

doings ; and John Raymond eight hundred pounds , principal and interest , of

“ Why , witness that Job Cumming , the butcher , has paid
yearwore on , and plainer and more portionless moneyslent him by the said John Raymond , ” exclaimed the ol

dgirls married , while Lydia continued to al
l

appearance as far of
f

man , with official importance .from it as ever. She had refused a half a dozen matches, and "The deucehe has ! " cried the other .suchmatches ! that no mother in the village had patiencewithher -Sir Robert's bailiff , and Mr. Miles at the mill , with two or

“ Why , it always was said , you know , " continued Hatty ,

three others almost as eligible ; and , though handsomeFrank well of
f

as this comes to . "

" that our smith was a warm man ; but I never knew he was so

May had never risked the fate of his fellow candidates, everyore knew what hi
s

constantvisits meant, and al
l

th
e

rare and not afraid of having so much money in the house , ” he sug

" Nor I , " said Mr. Carew, laconically . “ I wonder they're
beautiful flowerswith which he filled the cottagewindows and gested, presently .garden.

" O
h , they won't keep it there long , you may be sure , " re

thus year after
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looking fo
r

it . ”

66

plied th
e

shepherd. “ I reckon young Frank May will take it of th
e

strange dread they felt ; and so strongly had it takento thebank to -morrow, as it is market day . " possession of them , that both joined in beseechinghim to re" Ay , bu
t

to -night , " argued Jasper . " That's a lone house, main with them — a scheme he would have beenthe first to pr
o

andtheysayRaymondhasnot so much strength as a woman . ” pose, but that a commissionwith which he had been charged" N
ot
so much as a child , " repeatedold Hatty , lugubriously . requiredhis return to the Park . Promising , however, to return" H
e
is mostgone, neighbor —most gone ; and two or three as soon as possible, and examining the doors and windows, al
lmonthsagohe wasthestrongestman in the village . " of which seemedperfectlysecure, he called in Brand , a large“ Well, I hopeyouput the money in a secure place, Hatty , " white bull -terrier , with fiery black eyes, and shining fangs ;rejoinedJasper. and throwing down his great coat in the middle of the wash* Ah ,leavethat to me , " cried the old man , chuckling . “ We house, bade the intelligent creaturetake care of it till hi

s
retookcare to hide it in such a place as no thief would think of turn . Having thus provided for their protection, and shakenhands oncemore , the gardenerdrove off , assuring them thatThegipsy'seyeglistenedand grew larger as he rejoided , they were perfectly safe, as the dog would not desert his trust" To be sureyoudid , old fellow . You haven't lived al

l

these but with his life . H
e

had not beenvery long gone , however,yearsandlearntnothing. " beforeBrand gavesigns of greatuneasiness, sniffing suspiciously" Ah , ah ! such a place ! " continued Hatty , as soon as his round the apartment, and presentlyuttering lo
w

and threatenwheezingmerrimentwould admit of his speaking. ing growls , which suddenly increasedinto a furious barking ," Hah, hah, hah ! " echoedthe other . “Sewed it up in the growing louder and fiercereverymoment . It was evident thatol
d

man'sstocking, eh ? " some onewas about the premises, or endeavoring to get into" N
o , no , betterthanthat ! Why , thieves always look about the house ; and the terror of the two lonely womenbecame un& bedroom; but who'd think of looking for money in a wash - controlable. The smith , too , his huge limbs nerveless as anhouse! "

infant's , partook of their fears , without the power of removing" Well, to be sure ! ” exclaimedCarew, in tones sufficiently them , and groanedbeneaththedreadful sense of his suddenandindicativeof hi
s

admiration of the old man's sagacity . “Who untimely impotence. As for Lydia and her aunt , fear had parawouldthink of lookingthere , indeed ! " lyzed them completely as his infirmity , and they continued to* Thewomen, you se
e , " continuedHatty , evidently delighted crouch beside hi
s

bed , tremblingwith everynewoutburst on theat th
e

other'ssense of hi
s

cleverness—" thewomenwanted to part of Brand ; for , now and then , stifled sounds , almost likepu
t

it underRaymond'spillow ; but that was the very place for human groans , cameintermingled with his savagebarking .a knowingone to put his hand on it . So I said , “ No , put it in At length , as his ferocity grewmore and moreviolent , Lydiath
e

wash-house; andthere is no fear of a burglar looking under took courage from desperation ; and , as the smithy was theth
e

beams of a wash-house for money. Ah , ah , ah ! ' But " nearestdwelling , she determined on beggingJasper to come up-and th
e

ol
d

manstopped as he was about to turn off toward and assistthem in searching if any onewas secretedabout theth
e

park ga
te

" youcouldn't do better than go si
t
a little bit place. As she fled through the garden, and along the lane , thewiththemtwopoor women, who have been sitting up three horrid growlingsand barking of the dog seemed to pursueher ;nights, an

d

whatwith fretting , ar
e

as frightened as can be . ” and shehad scarcelybreath or strength left to speakthe purpose" Yo
u

forget, MasterBanks , that I have been hard at work of her coming when Jasper Carew's wife opened the door .al
l da
y
, ” sa
id

Jasper ,quickly ; “and besides, m
y

wife isn't over When a little recovered, she briefly informed her th
e

cause ofan
d

abovewell . So good -night ! " and pushing back the field their uneasiness, and the strangeconduct of th
e

dog ; and beggate fo
r

th
e

oldman, he turnedback into the lane . ged, for her father's sake, that her husbandwould go up to the" There's an ungratefulvagabond, ” muttered ol
d Hatty . “ I cottage, and remainwith them til
l

the return of th
e

friend theyam glad, at al
l

events, that he won't have the handling of the were expectingeighthundredpounds. " But the poor woman, who appeared to haveuneasiness of herWhile th
is

dialoguehadbeengoing on in the lane , Mary Ray - own - fo
r

her eyeswere re
d

and swollen , and her looks weremond an
d

he
r

niece,afterhaving seenthat the blacksmith was haggardand worn - regretfully informed he
r

thather husband,at re
st , returned to the front room to watch fo
r

a certain person who had left work some hours since , was gone to the village ,whom th
ey

expected to pass. They wereboth , as ol
d

Banks had and sh
e

could no
t

tell how late it might be before he returned .describedthem, wornout with watching and anxiety , and , as a But seeing the distress of Lydia at this intelligence, sheofferedconsequence, nervousand excited ; and the unusual circum- to accompanyher herself , and keepwatch with them til
l

th
e

stanceof having so muchmoney in the house had made them arrival of their friend .imagineal
l

sorts of unpleasantprobabilities , increased by the The principle of “ safety in a multitude is never more
rememberedloneliness of their abode, and their own and th

e

thoroughly understood than in cases of this kind , where th
e

blacksmith'sunprotectedness. It grew a roughnight ,too ; as imagination ,rather thanactuality , isconcerned ; an
d

Lydiath
e

eveningadvanced, th
e

wind made strange instrumentation gratefully acceptedher offer , and returned with he
r

to heramongstth
e

boughsand branches of the wood that skirted the home. Brand had not yet ceasedthe exhibition of his angerba
ck

of th
e

cottage;andthe falling leavestapped admonish ordistress ,though hi
s

barkings had sunk into a monotonousin
gl
y

at th
e

lattice asthey fe
ll . Having excluded the light , growl , so threatening an
d

savage , that neither Lydia no
r

he
r

th
at

th
ey

mightbetter se
e

into th
e

road , Lydia andher aunt aunt , strengthened by th
e

presence of their new ally ,could findapproachedth
e

window, an
d , trembling with undefined appre - courage toopen th
e

door , an
d

discover th
e

cause of hi
s

excitehension, gazedanxiouslydownthe lane fo
r

the approach of the ment . Mrs. Carew, however, who did not participate their
fears, wasabout to do so , when Frank May fortunatelyreturned,

Presently th
ey

fanciedthat a figure passedalong th
e

hedge, and bidding he
r

standback til
l

he ha
d

soothedthe do
g ,theyan
d ,tuming th
e

angle of the garden , continued to look steadily enteredtheroom together .in at them; bu
t itmust have been imagination , fo

r

when at A moment afterwards, a shriek of mingled terror and agony
lingth th

ey

shook of
f

th
e

fear th
at

hadmade their ve
ry

sight burstfrom th
e

unfortunate woman ; an
d

the gardener ,withm
ig
d

, no on
e

w
as

to be se
en , no
r

did an
y

on
e

repass th
e

window.blanched face , an
d

horror in hi
s

looks , staggered ba
ck ,support

lig
ht, ca
rt

approaching,dissipated , fo
r

a time , an
e

their fears ; do
g ,pantingand exhausted, bu
t

still utteringlowgrowls , an
d

m
en
in
g

ov
er

it , an
d

bidding hi
s

do
g

ke
ep

watch , hurried up th
e

smallwindow in th
e

ro
of ( so small that , in hi
s

formersurveygarden pa
th , an
d

w
as gladlywelcomed by th
e

tw
o

terrified w
ay

of th
e

apartment ,Frank M
ay

ba
d

declared it impossible fo
r

an
y

th
eo
k

ba
nd
s

ov
er

ag
ai
n

with th
e

aunt an
d

niece , an
d

scolded otherwise ; an
d

w
ith

hi
s

head an
d

upper pa
rt

of hi
s

body thrustoe
ra

fo
r

th
ei
r

pa
le

faces an
d

scaredlooks , especiallywhen th
ey

through th
eaperture , an
d

hangingwith inverted fa
ce

towards

Bu
t

no
t

ev
en

FrankMay's remonstrancescould divest them JasperCarew !

them, glared the starting eyes, and livid , distortedfeatures of

individualwhomtheyexpected.
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PRE-EMINENTamong the Christian churches of the world isSt
.

Peter's, of Rome,which Gibbon calls the most glorious when you reachthe foot of the altar , and , standing in thecenstructurethat hasever beenapplied to the use of religion . "Its foundationwas laid by Pope Nicholas V. , in 1450, on thesi
te

of an ancientBasilica, andafter a period of construction , ' giouselevation of 400 feet , extending like a firmament over

TIJE ILIRION O
F
ST . ILTIN'S , ROME.

Foiled in hi
s

efforts to enter by the presence of the dog , hi
s

carried through the reigns of twenty popes, and directed byendeavorsto parrythe animal's attack had left him powerless twelve architects, among whom were Bramante, Raphael ,to extricatehimself ; and in this posture the miserablewretch Michael Angelo , Giacomodella Porta and Maderno, it wasdediha
d

beenliterallyworried to death . The gold lay safe on the cated by Urban VIII , in 1626. Externally , the work , thoughbeamabovehim , and some time after became the dower of magnificent in materials and dimensions, is disfigured by theLydia, w
ho scarcelythinks he
r

present appreciation of he
r

hus- prominence of the front added by Maderno , which almosthidesbanda sufficientatonement fo
r

thewrong sh
e

di
d

him in hesi- from th
e

near spectator th
e

principal feature , th
e

vast andtating so manyyearsbefore he could induceher to make him towering dome ; while , had the original plan of Bramanteandhappy. Michael Angelo been followed , the whole domewould have
The la

st

time I visited Hazlewood , I found th
e

blacksmith been visible from th
e

squarebefore th
e

church . But th
e

domeha
d

wonderfullyrecovered, and , with theassistance of hi
s

little itself , and the interior of the edifice , ar
e

consideredunrivaledGrandson'shand, was able to reach theforge whenever he de
-

in magnitude, proportion and decoration.siredit ; an
d

as a proof that the benevolence of hi
s

character In the Church of St
.

Peter's the arts of sculpture, painting
remainsas active as ever, Ihave only . to add that th

e

widow of an
d

architecture ar
e

al
l

exhibited in th
e

highestperfection. ItJasperCarew ha
s

found a homewith hi
m , an
d

by her gratitude has a length of613 feet , and a breadth of 286. Its height to th
e

an
d

valuableassistance to Mary Raymond , endeavors torepay top of th
e

cross is 43
4

fe
et 9 inches . The interior corresponds

th
e (humanlyspeaking) wasted philanthropybestowed by th
e

entirely with itsoutwardgrandeur . The patriarchal chairofblacksmithon herhusband. St
.

Peter is a throne elevated to the height of 70 feet. The
high altar has below it St

.

Peter's tomb ; above it , a magnificient

A NEAPOLITAN CONVEYANCE . canopy of brass, towering to the height of 130feet.

Few have ever stood beneaththe dome of St
.

Peter's without
NOTHINGcan exceedthe wretchedness of al

l

Italian convey having felt the enthusiasmwhich the place inspires. Eustace
ances. public vehicles a

tü
hi
ch

requires nodescription . Tojourney income ob
ie

teselos ca
l

To
ur , " he th
us

describes th
e

impression which itmade up
on

to g
o

througha series of purgatories-jolting , dust , and a long
his mind :

retinueof beggars! Travelers al
l

agree in these things : that “As you enter you behold the most extensivehall ever con

fo
r

deasandmendicants, Italy carries of
f

the palm . It will structed by human art , expanded in magnificent perspective

ta
ke

severalgenerations to elevate the descendants of Æneas to beforeyou ; advancing up the nave, you are delighted with the
beauty of the variegatedmarble under your feet, and with the
splender of the golden vault over your head. The lofty Corin

THE INTERIOR OF ST . PETER'S , ROME .

thian pilasters with their bold entablature, the intermediate
nicheswith their statues, the arcadeswith their graceful figures
that recline on the curves of their arches, charm your eye in

succession as you passalong . But how great your astonishment

tr
e
of the church , contemplatethe four superbvistas that open

? round you ; and then raise your eyes to the dome, at the prodi

LITEREST

cleanliness, comfortanddecency.
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your head, and presenting in glowing mosaic, the companiesof story ; and if you will match the narrative with anything au
s

the just , thechoirs of celestial spirits , and the whole hierarchy curious , I shall be glad to hear it . "

“ You know him , then ? "of heaven arrayed in the presence of the Eternal , whose

“ Yes and no . I happened to be in Paris when he was' throne , raised above al
l height , ' crowns the awful scene. '

A very severecritic , the accomplished but cynical Forsyth , buried . "

" Buried ? "who made his Italian tour somewhat about the same time ,

indulges in a burst of enthusiasm, as rare as , in this in “Well , strictly speaking , not buried ; but something quitestance, it was fully jnstified by its object : like it . If you've a spare half -hour , " continued my interlocu“ The cupola is glorious . Viewed in its design , its alti- | tor , " we'll si
t
on this bench , and I will tell you al
l I know oftude , or even its decorations ; viewed either as a whole or an affair that made some noise in Paris a couple of years ago .as a part , it enchants the eye, it satisfies the taste, it ex The gentleman himself standing yonder ,will serve as a sorthausts the soul . The very air seems to eat up al

l

that is of frontispiece to the romance - a full page illustration , as itwere . "harsh or colossal, and leaves us nothing but the sublime to

feast on : a sublime peculiar as the genius of the immortal The following pages contain the story that Mr. Hill related
While he was telling it , a gentle wind arose ; the

architect, and comprehensible only on the spot . The four to me .surrounding cupolas, though butsatellites to themajesty of this , pleasure -vesselsdrifted feebly about the ocean ; the early robmight have crowned four elegant churches. " bins trilled now and then from the newly -fringed elms ; andAnd Hilliard , in his “ Six Months in Italy , " writes with no the old young man leaned on the rail in the sunshine wearily ,less enthusiasmthan his predecessorForsyth , whom he fully little dreaming that two gossips were discussing his affairsequals in his appreciation of art and his grace of description , within twenty yards of him .without being in any way marred by the repelling harshnessof his unsparing censure. The elegant and fair -minded Amer Three peoplewere sitting in a chamberwhose one large winican writer thus treats of this matchless work of human dow overlooked the Place Vendome , in Paris . M
.

Dorine , withart : his back half -turned on the other two occupants of the apart“The pilgrim is now beneaththe dome . The spirit of criti- ment was reading the Moniteur, pausing from time to time tocism , which hashitherto attended him with whispers of doubt , wipe his glasses, and taking scrupulous pains not to glancegoesno further . Astonishment and admiration break upon the toward the lounge at his right , on which was seatedMademoimind and carry it away . To say that the dome of St
.

Peter's selle Dorine and a young English gentleman , whose handsomeis sublime , is a cold commonplace. In sublimity it is so face rather frankly told his position in the family .much beyond all other architectural creations, that it demands There was not a happier man in Paris that afternoon thanepithets of its own . There is no work of man's hand that Philip Wentworth . Life had become so delicious to him , thatis similar or second to it . Vast as it is , it rests upon its shrank from looking beyond to -day . What could the futuresupporting piers in such serene tranquility , that it seems to add to hi
s

full heart ? what might it not take away ? In certainhave been lifted and expanded by the elastic force of the air natures the deepestjoy has always something of melancholy inwhich it clasps. Under its majestic vault the soul dilates . To it - a presentiment, a fleetingsadness, a feeling without a name.act like the hero - to endure like the martyr - seemsno more Wentworth was conscious of this subtile shadow , that night ,than the natural state of man . " when he rose from the lounge , and thoughtfully held Julia'sSo majestic, so holy , did St
.

Peter's appear to Madame de hand to his lips fo
r

å moment before parting . A careless obStael , that she represents Corinneand Oswald hushed into si server would not have thought him , as he was , the happiestlence as they enter the temple , and first comprehend its sub man in Paris .limity . M
.

Dorine laid down hi
s
paper , and came forward .“ If the house , " he said , “ is such as M

.

Martin describes it ,I advise you to closewith him at once. I would accompanyyou ,A STRUGGLE FOR LIFE .

Philip , but the truth is I am too sad at losing this little bird toassistyou in selecting a cagefor her . Remember, the last train
Onemorning last April , as I was passingthrough the common fo

r

town leaves at five .which lies pleasantlybetweenmy residenceand my office, I met box fo
r

M
.

Sardon's new comedy to -morrow night . By to

Be surenot to miss it ; forwe have aa gentleman lounging along the path . I am generally preoccupiedwhen walking , andoften treadmyway through crowded an old lady ; ' tis such an age from now until then . ”

morrow night , " he added , laughingly , “ little Julia herewill bestreetswithout distinctly observing a single soul . But this man'sface forced itself uponme , and a very singular face it was . The next morning the train bore Philip to one of the loveliesteyeswere faded , and hi
s

hair , which he wore long , was flecked greenlanes brought him to M
.

Martin's estate. In a kind of

spots within thirty miles of Paris . An hour's walk throughHis hair and eyes , if I may sa
y

so , were seventy dream th
e

youngman wandered from room to room , inspected
yearsold , th

e

rest of him no
t

thirty . Th
e

youthfulness of his th
e

conservatory , th
e

stables , th
e

lawns , th
e

strip of woodland
figure , the elasticity of hi

s

gait , and thevenerableappearance of through which a merry brook sang to itself continually ; and ,

hi
s

head , were incongruities that drewmore than one pair of after dining with M
.

Martin , completed the purchaseand turn
curious eyes towards him . H

e

was evidently a man who had ed his stepstoward the station , just in time to catch the express
seensomething of the world ; but strangely old and young . train .Beforereachingthetown , I had taken up the thread of thoughtwhich he had unconsciously broken ; ye

t

throughout th
e

day twinkling in th
e

early dusk , and its sharp spires here and there

As Paris stretched out before him , with its million lightsthis ol
d

youngman , with hi
s

unwrinkled brow an
d

silveredlocks , pricking the sky , it seemed to Philip as if years had elapsed
glided in like a phantom betweenme andmy duties .The next morning I again encounteredhim on the common.

since he left the city .He was resting lazily on the green rails , watching two little O
n

reaching Paris he drove to his hotel , where he foundpleasure -vesselswhich lay becalmed in the middle of the ocean.

severalletters lying on the table . He did not trouble himselfAs th
e

gentlemanobservedtheir dilemma , a light came into hi
s

traveling surtout fo
r

a more appropriate dress .

even to glance at their superscriptions as he threw aside hi
sfadedeyes, then died out , leaving themdrearier than before . Iwondered if he , too , in hi

s

time , had sentout ships that drifted dome, and drew up before M
.

Dorine's residence .

He then leapt into a cab , which took him to the Place Venand drifted and never came to port ; and if these poortoyswere opened as Philip's foot touched th
e

first step . The servant
The doorto bim types of his own losses.

“ I would like to know that man's story , " I said , half aloud . thought ; but was he not now one of the family !

silently took his cloak and hat , with a special deference, Philip" Would you ? " replied a voice at my side .I turned and facedMr. Hill , a neighbor of mine ,who laughed monsieur at present . H
e

wishes Monsieur to be shown up to

“ M
.

Dorine , " said the servant , slowly , " is unable to seeheartly at finding me talking to myself .Well , " he added, reflectingly , “ I can tell you this man's i

the drawing -room . ”

" Is mademoiselle

1

His
with gray .
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The vague

" Yes, monsieur." carriagesthat our interest lies ; nor yet wholly with the deadin
"Alone !'' her mysteriousdream; but with Philip Wentworth.
“*Alone, monsieur," repeatedthe man, looking curiously at The rattle of wheels had died out of the air when Philip

Philip, whocouldscarcelyrepressan exclamation of pleasure. openedhis eyes, bewildered, like a man abruptly roused from
Itwasthefirsttimethat sucha privilege had been accorded slumber.

him. Hisinterviewswith Julia had always taken place in the He raisedhimseif on onearm, and staredinto the surround
presenceof M. Dorine, or somemember of the household. A ing blackness. Wherewashe? In a moment th

e

truth flashed
well-bredParisiangirl hasbut a formal acquaintancewith her upon him . He had beenleft in the tomb ! While kneeling on

lover. Philip di
d

not linger on the staircase ; hi
s

heart sang in the further side of the stonebox , perhaps he had fainted , and in

in hi
s

bosom as he flew up the steps, two at a time . Ah ! this the last solemnrites his absencehad beenunnoticed.

wine of ai
r

whichonedrinks at twenty , and seldomafter ! He His first emotionwasoneof natural terror . But this passed
bastenedthroughthesoftly - lighted hall , in which he detected as quickly as it came. Life had ceased to be so very precious

th
e

faintscent of her favoriteflowers, and stealthily openedthe to him ; and if it were his fate to die at Julia's side, was not
door of thesalon. that the fulfillment of thedesirewhich he hadexpressed to bi

m

Theroomwasdarkened. Underneath the chandelierstood a self a hundred timesthat morning ?

blackcasket on trestles. A lighted candle , a crucifix , and some What did it matter, a few yearssooner or later ? He must
whiteflowerswere on a tablenear by . Julia Dorine was dead ! | lay down the burden at last . Why not then ? A pang of self
When M

.

Dorineheard the indescribablecry that rang through reproachfollowed the thought . Could he so lightly throw aside

th
e

silenthouse, he hurried from the library , and found Philip the love that had bent over his cradle ? The sacredname of

standinglike a ghost in the middle of the chamber. “mother ' ' rose involuntarily to his lips . it not cowardly

It wasnot until long afterward that Wentworth learned to yield up without a struggle the life which he should guard

th
e

details of thecalamitythat had befallen him . On the pre- for her sake ? Was it not his duty to the living and the dead
viousnightMademoiselleDorine had retired to her room in to facethe difficulties of his position , and overcomethem , if it

seeminglyperfecthealth. Shedismissedher maid with a request werewithin human power ?

to be awakenedearlythe next morning . At the appointedhour With an organization as delicate as a woman's , he had that

th
e
gi
rl

enteredthechamber. MademoiselleDorine was sitting spirit which , howeversluggish in repose, can leap with a kind

in an ar
m

-chair, apparentlyasleep. The candle had burnt down of exultation to measure its strengthwith disaster.

to th
e

socket; a book la
y

half -opened on the carpet at her feet . fear of the supernatural, that would affectmostmen in a similar
Thegirl startedwhen shesaw that the bed had not been situation , found no room in his heart .

cccupied, andthathermistressstill wore an evening dress. She He wassimply shut in a chamberfrom which it wasnecessary
rushedto MademoiselleDorine's side. It wasnot slumber . It he should obtain releasewithin a givenperiod . That this cham
wasdeath! ber containedthe body of a woman he loved , so far from adding
Twomessageswere at once dispatched to Philip , one to the to the terror of the case, was a circumstance from which he

railwaystation, the other to his hotel . The first missed him drew consolation.

on th
e

road; the second he had neglected to open. On his Shewas a beautiful white statuenow . Her soul was far from
arrival at M

.

Dorine'shouse, th
e

servant, under th
e

supposition hence ; and if that purespirit could return , would it not be to

thatWentworthhad beenadvised of Mademoiselle Dorine's shield him with her love ? It was impossible that the place
death, broke th

e

intelligence with awkward cruelty , by show should not engendersomethought of the kind .

in
g

himdirectly to the salon. He did not put the thought entirely from him as he rose to

MademoiselleDorine's wealth, her beauty, the suddeness of hi
s

feet and stretched out his hands in the darkness; but hi
s

he
r

death, an
d

th
e

romancethat had in someway attacheditself mind was to
o

healthy and practical to indulge long in such

to he
r

love fo
r

theyoungEnglishman , drew crowds to witness speculations.

th
e

funeralceremonieswhich took place in the church in the Philip chanced to have in his pocket a box of wax - tapers

Ru
e

d'Aguesseau. The bodywas to be laid in M
.

Dorine's tomb , which smokersuse. After several ineffectual attemptshe suc

in th
e

Cemetery of Montmartre. ceeded in igniting oneagainstthedampwall , and by itsmomen
Thistombrequires a few words of description . First , there tary glare perceivedthat the candlehad beenleft in the tomb .

w
as
a grating of filigranediron ; through this you lookedinto a This would servehim in examining the fastenings of the vault .

smallvestibule or hall , at th
e

end of which was a massivedoor If he could force the inner door by any means, and reachthe

of oa
k

openingupon a short flight of stonestepsdescendinginto grating , of which he had an indistinct recollection, he might
hope to make himself heard.

Thevaultwasfifteen or twenty feet square, ingeniously ven But the oakendoor was immoveable, as solid as thewall itself ,

tilatedfromthe ceiling, but unlighted . It contained two sar- into which it fitted ai
r

-tight . Even if he had had the requisite
cophagi. Th

e

first held th
e

remains of Madame Dorine , long tools , there were no fastenings to be removed ; th
e

hingesweré

si
nc
e

dead; th
e

otherwasnew , and bore on one side the letters se
t

on the outside.

of J. D. , in monogram, interwovenwith fleurs - de - lis . Having ascertainedthis , he replaced the candle on the floor ,

Thefuneraltrainstopped at th
e

gate of the small gardenthat and leaned against th
e

wall , thoughtfully watching the blue
enclosedth

e

place of burial ,only th
e

immediate relativesfol- fan of flame that wavered to and fr
o , threatening to detach

lowing th
e

bearersinto thetomb. A slenderwax candle , such itself from the wick .

as is used in Catholic churches, burnt at the foot of the un “ At al
l

events, " he thought , “ the place is ventilated . "

coreredsarcophagus, casting a dim glow over the centre of the Suddenly Philip sprang forward and extinguished the light .

apartment, an
d

deepeningthe shadowswhich seemed to huddle H
is

existence depended on that candle ! H
e

ha
d

read some
where, in some accounts of shipwrecks, how the survivors had

By th
is

flickering light th
e

coffin w
as placed in its granite lived fo
r

days upon a fe
w

candles which one of th
e

passengers

sh
el
l

, th
e

heavyslab laid over it reverently , an
d

th
e

onkendoor ha
d

casually thrown into th
e

long -boat . And here he ha
d

been
revolvedon its rustyhinges, shutting out th

e

uncertain ray of burning awayhis very life !

sunshinethathadventured to peep in on the darkness . By the transcientillumination of one of the tapers, he looked

1. Dorine,muffled in hi
s

cloak , threwhimself on th
e

back at hi
s

watch . It ha
d

stopped at cleven --but ateleventhat da
y

se
at

of th
e

carriage, to
o

abstracted in hi
s

grief to observethat or on the precedingnight ? The funeral , he knew , had left the

he w
as

th
e

onlyoccupant of the vehicle . There was a sound of church at ten . How many hours had passedsince then ? O
f

wheelsgrating on th
e

graveledavenue,andthen al
l

w
as

silencewhatdurationhadbeen hi
s

swoon ?again in th
e

Cemetery of Montmartre . Alas ! it wasno longerpossiblefor him to measurethosehours

hi
t

th
e

main entrance th
e

carriagesparted company, dashing which crawl lik
e

snails by th
e

wretched , an
d

fly lik
e

swallows

of
f

in
to

variousstreets at a pacethat seemed to express a sense over the happy .

of relief. Th
e

bandplays a deadmarch going to th
e

grave ,but He picked up the candle, and seated himself on the stone

It is not with the retreating | steps. H
e

was a sanguinc man , this Wentworth ; but , as he

thetomb.

togetherin thecorners.

" Fr
a

Diavolo" comingfrom it .
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weighedthe chancesof bis escape, the prospect did not seem upon the result of which hangs safety. The time wasrapidlyencouraging. approachingwhen even this poor substitute for nourishmentOf coursehe would bemissed. His disappearanceunder the would be exhausted.
circumstanceswould surely alarm his friends; they would in He delayed that moment. He gave himself a long fast thisThe half -inch of candle which he held in his hand wasa
stigatea searchfor him ; but who would think of searchingfor time.
a live man in the Cemeteryof Montmartre ? The Prefect of sacredthing to him. It washis last defenceagainst death.Police would set a hundred intelligencesat work to find him ; At length, with such a sinking at heart as he had not knownthe Seinemight bedragged, le

s

miserablesturnedover at thedead before, he raised it to his lips . Then he paused, then he hurledhouse ; a minute description of him would be in every detec- the fragment across the tomb , then the oaken door was flungtive's pocket ; and he - in M
.

Dorine's family tomb ! open , and Philip , with dazzledeyes, saw M
.

Dorine's form sharplyYet , on the other hand , it was here he was last seen ; from definedagainst the blue sky .this point a keen detectivewould naturally work up the case. When they led him out , half blinded , into the broad daylight ,Then might not the undertaker return for the candlestick , pro - M . Dorine noticed that Philip's hair , which a short time sincebably not left with design ? was as black as a crow's wing , hadactually turned gray in places.O
r , again , might not M
.

Dorine sendfresh wreaths of flowers , The man's eyes, too , had faded ; the darkness had spoiled theirto take the place of thosewhich now diffused a pungent , aroma . | lustre .tic odor throughout the chamber ? Ah ! what unlikely chances ! " And how long was he really confined in the tomb ? " I asked,But if one of thesethings did not happenspeedily, it had better as Mr. Hill concluded the story .never happen. How long could he keep life in himself ? “ Just one hour and twenty minutes ! " replied Mr. Hill , smilWith unacceleratedpulse, he quietly cut thehalf -burnedcandle ing blandly .into four equal parts. “ To -night , ” he meditated, “ I will eat As he spoke , the little sloops , with their sails all blown outthe first of these pieces ; to -morrow , the second ; to -morrow like white roses, came floating bravely into the port , and Philipevening, the third ; the next day the fourth ; and then — then Wentworth lounged by us , wearily , in the pleasant April sunI'll wait ! " shine .He had taken no breakfast that morning , unless a cup of Mr. Hill's narrative made a deep impression on me . Herecoffeecan be called a breakfast . He had neverbeenvery hungry was a man who had undergone a strange ordeal . Here wasbefore. He was ravenously hungry now . But he postponed a man whose sufferingswere unique . His was no threadbarethemeal as long as practicable. It must have been near mid- experience. Eighty minutes bad seemed like two days tonight , according to his calculation , when he determined to try him ! If he had really beenimmured two days in the tomb , thethe first of his four singular repasts. The bit of white wax was story , from my point of view , would havelost its tragic element .tasteless; but it served its purpose. After this , it was but natural I should regard Mr. WentworthHis appetite, for the time appeased, he found a new discom- with deepenedinterest . As I met him from day to day , passingfort . The humidity of thewalls , and thewind that creptthrough through the common with that same abstracted air , there wasthe unseenventilator , chilled him to the bone . To keep walk- something in hi
s

lonelinesswhich touchedme . I wonderedthating washis only resource. A sort of drowsiness, too , occasionally I had not beforeread in his pale , meditative facesomesuch sadcameover him . It took all his will to fight it off . To sleep ,he history as Mr. Hill had confided to me . I formed the resolutionfelt , was to die ; and he made up his mind to live . of speaking to him , though with what purposewas not veryclearVery strangefanciesfitted through hi
s

head as he groped up to mymind . One May morning w
e

met at the intersection ofand down the stone floor of the dungeon, feeling hi
s

way along two paths . H
e

courteouslyhalted to allow me the precedence.

the wall to avoid the sepulchres. Voices that had long been “ Mr. Wentworth , " I began , “ I— "silent spokewords that had long been forgotten ; faces he had He interrupted me .known in childhood grew palpableagainst the dark . His whole “ My name, si
r , " he said , " is Jones . "life in detail was unrolled before him like a panorama ; the “ Jo - Jo - Jones ! " I gasped.changes of a year , with its burden of love and death , its sweets “ Not Jo Jones , " he returned , coldly ; “ Frederick . "and its bitternesses, were epitomized in a single second. The Mr. Jones , or whatever his name is , will never know , unless

desire to sleephad left him . But the keen hunger cameagain . he readsthesepages, why a man accosted him one morning as

It must be near morning now , he mused ; perhapsthe sun is " Mr. Wentworth , ” and then abruptly rushed down the nearest
just gilding the pinnacles and domes of the city ; or , may be , path , and disappeared in the crowd . The fact is , I had been

a dull , drizzling rain is beating on Paris , sobbing on thesemounds duped by Mr. Hill .aboveme .

Mr. Hill occasionally contributes a story to the magazines. H
eParis ! it seemslike a dream ! Did I ever walk in its gay had actually tried the effect of one of hi
s

romances on me !

streets in the golden air ! Oh , the delight and pain andpassion My hero , as I subsequentlylearned , is no hero at al
l
, but a

of that sweethuman life !

commonplaceyoung man , who has some connectionwith the
Philip becameconscious that the gloom , the silence , and the building of that pretty granite bridge which will shortly span

cold were gradually conquering him . The feverish activity of the crooked little lake in the public garden of our pretty seaport
his brain brought on a reaction. He grew lethargic , he sank town .down on the steps, and thought of nothing . His hand fell by When I think the cool ingenuity and readinesswith which
chance on one of the pieces of candle ; he graspedand devoured Mr. Hill built up hi

s

airy fabric on my credulity , I am half in

it mechanically . This revived him .

clined to laugh ; though I feel not slightly irritated ut having

“ How strange , " he thought , " that I am not thristy . It is beenthe unresisting victim of his Black Art .

possiblethat the dampness of the walls , which I mnst inhalewith everybreath, has supplied the need of water ? Not a drophas passedmy lips for two days, and still I experience no thirst . A LAPLAND SLEIGH .That drowsiness, thank heaven, has gone. I think I wasneverwide awakeuntil this hour . It would be an anodynelike poison they look at th
e

picture of th
e

sleigh , drawn by reindeers , in

Many of our fashionable readerswill doubtless smile whenthat could weigh down m
y

eyelids . N
o

doubt th
e

dread of j stead of th
e

two spanking horseswith which they have been ac

sleephas something to do with this . "

The minuteswere like hours . Now he walked as briskly as cities . But w
e

have the testimony of al
l

who have tried them ,

customed to dart along the splendid thoroughfares of our greathe dared up and down th
e

tomb ; now he rested against th
e

that they ar
e

not only very comfortable , but their speed fa
r

ex

door . More than once he was tempted to throw himself upon ceedsthat of our American sleighs . They are made to con

th
e

stone coffin that held Julia , and make no further struggle tain only one person , although Lord Dufferin says that he ha
s ,

for his life .

Only one piece of candle remained. H
e

had eaten the third

on rare occasions, seen a woman stowed in the forepart of it .portion . Not to satisfy hunger , bu
t

from a precautionarymo- held by most Scandinaviannations , more especially by th
e

Laps

Nothing can exceedthe estimation in which the reindeer istive . He has taken it as a man takes some disagreeabledrug and Fins . The skin of this valuable animal furnishes them

1
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thegrass,

w
ith clothing, theirhornswith implemenents, their hoofs with children . We met often. She was always kind and friendly .drinkingutensils, candlesticks, & c .; their sinews with thread , I had fanciedsomethingmore .

an
d

theirfleshwithfood. Their milk is likewise highly nu Oneday , at the time I thought more of her , I went in thetritiousandpalatable. heat of the afternoon to a shady spot by the river -side - my ownTh
e

pa
rt

of Lapland lying along th
e

north shore of the Gulf ground - though it was so pleasant fo
r

the neighbors' children ,of Bothniaconsists of an extensiveplain , abounding in im- that Inever had ha
d

the heart to fence it in . I la
y

upon
menseforests of spruceand Scotch fir ; but at the distance of reading a rare ol

d

book , a poet's dream, with love for its texteightymilesfrom th
e

se
a

the ground becomesgradually el
e -a book to read in such a place — when , behindtheglossyleavesvated, til

l
at length it rises to the elevation of nearly si
x

of someshrubs , I heardthe sparrow -like twitter of young girls 'thousandfeet, which, in those regions is two thousand seven voices, chatting with eachother .

hundredfeetabovethe line of perpetualconglaciation . In the “ She'll have him , " said one .maritimedistrictsthe temperature is tolerably uniform ; in the " Shefancy such a bridegroom ! ” said the other . " All his
interiorthewinter is intenselycold . moneycouldn't buy me ! "

“ H
e

doesn't want you, but Kate Norman , " said she first .“ As if I envied her ! One must be at one's last prayer , toCASPER ATAWOLD'S STORY . want such an admirer ! No one couldlike CasperAthwold . "

“ O
f

course, not , " said the first . “But then he's rich , andI AM CasperAthwold. I wasborn in the old Athwold mansion, Kate poor enough. ”on th
e

banks of theHudson, where I live to -day . Shall I tell " You are right ; no womancould love him ; but moneywillyo
u

howmanyyearsago ? I think not . A man may keep that marry anybody. It will turn out as I say. Hush ! ”

fo
r

hi
s

ownsecret, and be young or old , as Providencegiveshim " What " cried the other .

th
e

heart. Someareyoungall their lives . “ I heardsteps, I'm sure , " said the first ; " fancy his comingThey sa
y

H
e

mademebeautiful ; but , oneday , a tipsy nurse upon us ! These are his grounds, you know . Come - comedroppedm
e

fromher armsdown the whole length of the steep away . "

oa
k

staircase. Shall I sayanymore ? I had rather not ; I think There was a rustle - a sound of feet on the grass. The chirpthereis noneed. ing voicesdied away in the distance. I stood up , and lookedYe
t

I was a happychild ; a hurt child always is its mother's over the busheswhere they had been. I saw a couple of orangedarling, dearerthanfairer children , and I was her only one rinds , and a papersticky with sugar -candy. They were boardingm
y

mother's. schoolgirls , from the establishment on the hill ; the confecAs I grew up , I built suchcastles in the ai
r

as other youths tioner's chief patrons —silly , vapid creatures enough, but girlsbuilt; oftenerwhen my dear parent was gone from me to still ; and in this waygirls talked of m
e

!heaven, andtheworld wasvery lonely . Then , in my castle , I I stopped al
l my other thoughts , to think that over .beganto se
e

KateNorman's figure. not vain or blind ; but we are to ourselves what we know ourKateNorman'sdark -eyed, crimson -cheeked face smiled on selves to be — that which goes on into eternity , not the clay

m
e

fromvisionaryfiresidesthere, and I heardher voice singing mould at which peoplelook from afar of
f
, and to which they bidchildren'slullabies in the far - of
f

future ; the lullabies of my I adieu, as it lies in the coffin — and I , to myself , was a mau with

I was

A LAPLANDSLEIGH. - PAGE40.
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same.

more tendernessand passion, more powerand will to love, than more pity from me. The coin had fallen at his feet. He stooped
most men; and I wasnever to be loved! and picked it up.
Just for ten minutes, I hated the world ; hated the jolly , “ Yes, it'll buy a bite,” he said. “ Good luck to ye. It's not

broad-shoulderedfarmer, tramping along, with hi
s

clear , shrill always I ate before I slape. Thank God , there's a long slape
whistle ; hated the jolly boatman on the river ; hated the yel- comin ' some time . "

low -haired child in the bottom of the boat, at his feel ; hated I turned and looked at the beggar. He echoed my own
al
l

who lived and breathed, and walked , tall and straight , under thoughts . H
e

wasmiserable also .

the sky . Then my heart softened, and I wept . I had loved “ Come in , " I said , morekindly . “ I'll giveyou someclothes ;

Kate Norman , and I loved her still . The night before , never you need them sadly . "

thinking of myself at al
l
, I had thought of her as some time to “ It's nothing but needing with me , yer honor , ' " said the

be mine . The girls ' chatterhad awakenedme to the truth . Just beggar. “ The likes of me can't work . '

as I lived now , alone in the old homesteadamongst the maples, “ You have had an accident ? " I said .

so I must live , unless I boughta wife with my gold — a wife who “ Long ago , " said the beggar. “My father threw me out o'a
could not love me. window for a joke when he was not sober . I just mind it , and
That endedmy brief wooing - time. I went no more to the mother screaming. "

cottage in the greenlane . I met Kate no more , by chance, " I stood looking at him , dreamily wondering if he were like

in quiet places. I did no more of those foolish things that m
e
, fo
r

a while . Then I took from my wardrobe somegarments
lovers have done since lovers were ; but I loved on al

l

the I had worn , and badehim put them on . Afterward I gave him
food . I called no servant in ; no one saw him come or go save

I shut myself up in the ol
d

house , among m
y

books , and myself . H
e departed, blessing m
e

. I watched him out of sight .

shunnedthe sight of fair faces, and the sound of sweet voices. Then I burst out into a laugh -- a wild kind of scream.

It wasthe best thing that a man , whom no one could love , “ H
e

had best go and offer his hand and heart to Miss Kate
conld do . Norman , " I said . " They would make a well -matched couple.

So the months woreaway . Sometimes I had met her , but I Does he look like me in my clothes , I wonder . They fit himalways looked another way ; and our pleasant greetings had well . "

come to an end. I had seen a flush of annoyance on her face, Then I remembergoing out at the door and down toward the
and taken no heed of it . I had even been discourteous — but I water's edge. A boat lay there , with the oars in it . I think I

loved her just as I had loved her all along . Pride kept me from was mad when I steppedinto her . If not , I went mad as I rowed
showing it . But , when I was dead — when I could no longer up the river . I talked to myself , I laughed , I sneered. I

blush for shame of such a hopelesslove , then I should not care fancied that mermaids floated about the boat , mocking me.to have the dreams I had once cherished hidden any longer . Somehad faces like that of Kate Norman ; their sneers wereThen , when shewould not laugh at me - fo
r

al
l

are tender of most bitter . The twilight faded, night came on ; a dark , moonthe dead - I should like her to know exactly how I had felt less night . I had dropped the oars , and was drifting , lying attoward her . So , one day , I went to the good old lawyer who the bottom of the boat . I knew that I was in danger , but the
had had charge of our estatefor forty years, and badehim draw knowledge did not affectme . It was not so much that I soughtme up a will , in which I left al

l

the wealth that I possessed to death , as that I had given up al
l

care fo
r

life .Kate Norman , with a letter whichonly her handswere to unseal , Suddenly a glare of red light flashedover my face. I heard aonly her eyes to read , after I wasgone to my church -yard home. heavy , steady throb of machinery , then a shrieking whistle andThis was the letter : a shout of voices ; a steamerwas hard upon my little boat .

“ KarE NORMAN,—You never cared for me - you could not ; After that , I knew nothing until I came to myself in a strangeonce I heard a womansay no womancould ; but I loved youbetter room in a strangehotel .

than mylife . Had I cherishedone faint ray of hope , I would have The captain of the steamer which had run my boat down ,

striven to win your heart as man never strove before ; but I fancied that to his account lay the fever and delirium which
learnt , in time , what folly mine was ; and , in pity fo

r

myself , I had comeupon m
e
, and had me taken care of . H
e

had landedheld aloof fromyou . Had I been as other men are , you should me at Albany . It was two weeks since the day last in my mehave sharedall that I possess, with me . As it is , it gives me mory . I read that in the morning paper . There , also , I readsomepleasure to think that you will dwell under this roof , and this paragraph :tread thesegardenwalks , when I am gone ; and , surely , if spirits
ever revisitthis world , mine will return , at times , to lookupon by th

e

garments , an
d

somepersonal peculiarities , as that of M
r.

“ The body found in the woods at Belvidere hasbeenidentified
you , Kate Norman , in this homewheremy sad life has passed." Adieu . When you read this , th

e

hand that writes these missingmany days .His funeral takes place this morning . "

CasparAthwold , of Athwold Park , Cold Springs , who has been
words will have moldered into dust - and you will pity , notderide, the love of

“ CASPERATHWOLD. " I dropped th
e

paper in amazement. M
y

own name — th
e

record

ofmy own death ! Then I burst into a bitter laugh . I underThis note la
y

sealedand directed, “ To be given to Kate Nor- stood it al
l

. The beggar , in form so like myself , whom I hadman after my death ; " and the will wasalso signedand sealed, clothed in my own garments , had died upon the road . He itand I walked home in the still twilight . The burden of my was - none other — whowasthat day to be buried underlife was heavyupon me that night ; the heavier , as I caught a At first , it seemedmerely a cruel sort of joke . Then , the meglimpse of Kate Norman at the window of he
r

pretty cottage - mory of my will , and of the letter written to Kate Normanhome , and heard a thrill of the song that she wassinging as she flashedupon me . I must reachhome and provemyself a livingrocked her sister's youngestchild upon her knee . man before it was too late . Weak as I was , I aroseand dressedAt m
y

door the el
m

-shadows la
y

thick ; and in them stood a myself ; and giving m
y

address to the landlord , sped to th
e

bent , crooked figure , clothed in rags — that of a beggar, who railway station ; but I reached it only in time to find the trainbeganhis dolorous whine as I came up : gone. Another hour or so must pass. They were ages to me .“ A little help , yer honor , just a little ; a few ould clothes , She should not read that letter while I lived — she should not !yer honor ; theseare dropping of
f

me . I'm not a sthrong man ,yer honor ; I can't work , like the same. At last I was fairly of
f

- fairly on my way to the Park . In the
Yer honor isn't that dark of the evening I arrived at the station , and hurried homesthrong yerself , ye'll be knowing what that is . A wakely ould ward .crayter , that would be thankful for anything — a penny or anould coat , or a sup or a bite , yer honor . " There I should find my servants , and , probably , the lawyer ,

I looked at hi
m , feeling no pity , only anger . I tossedhim a heiress . Theywould not , I hoped , read th

e

will so soon — ye
t

it

who would find it hi
s

duty to secure everything for the future
coin .

“ G
o , " I said ; " don't loiter here. That will buy food fo
r

speak ?Could I face thosewho would know m
y

secret at al
l
!

was customary. If this had beendone , how should I act ? how
you . "

The man looked at m
e

curiously , as though he had expected myhouse . The railroad encroachmentshad been m
y

mother's

It seemednot . Only a little spacelay betweenthe station and

1

my name.

:
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name.

greatesttroublesin th
e

last years of her life . Now this fact And therewestoodalone togetheramidstthegraves, I contentenabled m
e
, ill as I w
as , to reach th
e

house without delay . It to stand there, he
r

hand in mine , he
r

cheek upon m
y

bosom,wasdark, and I met no one. No servant loitered about the until the blessedeveningtime lengtheneditself into eternity .garden In a moment I knew why . They had assembled in But at last she told me this : that of all men , I was to herth
e

parlor to hear m
y

will read — fo
r , through theVenitiun shut- th
e

best - of al
l

men , eventhe pleasantest to look upon ; andte
rs ,longbars of light fell across the porch ; and looking in , when , knowing myself so well , I wonderingly askedher how Iunseenmyself, I sawKate Norman with a letter in her hand , might daredreamthat this could be , shemadeonly thewoman'sglidethroughtheoppositedoor. The will had beenread . Be- answer, “ Because I love you . "foreI couldinterpose, shewould have readthe letter also . Could any answergive me more content ? So , in the moonI clasped m

y

handupon m
y

brow . What should I do ?—re - light , on that happy night , w
e

went forth from the ol
d

graveturn as I hadcome? -change my name ? -dwell where no one yard into the world of life , hand - in -hand, as w
e

have gone toknew m
e

!-and toilingfor my bread, let thosewho thought me gethereversince, I and that dearestwoman who has beenmydeadstillcherishtheir belief ? It seemedthat this were better wife so many happyyears.than to return to be thegapingtown's -folks ' nine days' wonder.

Worst of al
l , to meetKate Norman ! I turned from the window

an
d

hurriedaway — but I was still very , very weak , and BIANCA CAPELLO .

soon m
y

strengthgaveway . It wasjust as I reachedthe church
yard. The roadwas bare and barren, with no resting -place Tuis famousand beautiful woman, who , by the merecharmsuponit ; bu

t

withinthegatesthe soft green grass tempted me , of her person, becameGrand Duchess of Tuscany , was thean
d

th
e

willow-branchesseemed to nod a welcome. I ac
-

daughter of a wealthyVenetiansenator, andwas born in Venice,ceptedit . 1542.

Thenearestgravewas that which bore upon its stonemy In her 21styear sheelopedwith Pictro Buonaventuri , a clerkin a banking -house, who , to escape the vengeance of her" Wouldthat I really lay beneath ! " I sighed . incensed father , fled , with his beautiful bride , to Florence ,I castmyselfdown in the long grass, damp with dew . A where he put himself under the protection of the Grand Duke ,night- bi
rd

somewheregave a wild shriek now and then , like a Francesco de Medici , who was so fascinated by Bianca's beautylostsoul in pain. and accomplishments, that , although he bad only recently" What if thegraveswere to open now , " I thought , and married Joanna , Archduchess of Austria , he caused the fairthosewithinstalkforth in their shrouds, should I be terrified ? ” ' Venetian to reside in the palace, making her husband, PictroI believednot. That agony of living love was too strong Buonaventuri , the steward of hi
s

household. In 1570he hadupon m
e

fo
r

anyfrozenchurch - yardfears . him put to death , that he might the better carry on his interN
o
– I could no
t

meet he
r

. I could never se
e

her again . I course with the beautiful Bianca . On August 29 , 1576, shemust g
o

somewhere, where by no chance Icouldcrossher path- presentedhim with a son , which , however, was not her own ,way, I neverloved her so . Would she ever come to this nor the duke's , but one she had procured of a poor woman ;th
at

seemed m
y

grave, and , fo
r

pity's sake , plant flowers upon and , in order to prevent the detection of the imposture, sbcit ? Wouldsheeversay, " Though no woman could ever love caused al
l

those who had assistedher in the deception to behi
m
, ye
t

he lovedwell . " secretly put to death. In 1577 the death of the archduchessThesethoughtswhirledthrough my brain , and fancieswilder caused the duke so deep a remorse, that he announced hi
s

inth
an

they. I fe
lt
m
y

blood on fire ; I could no
t

stop thinking ; tention of separating from hi
s

beautiful enchantress; but sh
e

Icould no
t

givetired nature her way , and drop asleep amid had become so indispensable to hi
s

happiness, that , instead ofthosegrave-yarddamps, though I wasweary and worn beyond driving he
r

from hi
s

court , he married he
r

. This marriagewasal
l description. I heardthe church clock strike nine . It startled solemnized with great magnificence in October, 1579. Theym

e
to thinkanhourflown when the sameclock struck ten . I were both poisoned by the grand duke's brother , Cardinal Ferlifted u

p m
y

head to listen , and saw a figure gliding up th
e

nando de Medici , in October, 1587, at Poggio , in Italy , and diedchurch- ya
rd

path — a woman'sfigure , muffled in a dark shawl . on the sameday , Bianca having just completedher 45th year .It camestraight on , andcastitself on the grave by which I sat Mr. Langhton Osbornhasmade a magnificenttragedy of thisgravebeneathwhichthe beggarlay whom they had taken unhappywoman'scareer ; and although he haslargely wrenchedfo
r

myself-— castitself upon it , kissing the turf , covering itwith th
e

facts of history , as commonly received, he has drawn alit
tle

so
ft , white, woman's palms , an
d

sobbingwildly . The fine picture of a noble -heartedwoman , full of benevolence ,I gazedunseenupon the mourner . Who was whose chief fault was her love of splendor. In thosedays itit !Some on
e

who ha
d

mistaken th
e

spot , no doubt . Sh
e

lifted must be borne in mind that humanlife washeld in very lightup
he
r

he
ad , th
en

thatmourner - an
d

th
e

mufling -shawl fellesteem ; and , without wishing to extenuate th
e

actions of th
e

ba
ck
. In th
e

moonlight I saw he
r

face. It wasKate Norman . beautiful grand duchess, it is not right to mcasurethem by th
e

H
ad pi
ty

broughther there so soon ? Couldpity make a woman standard of our presentmorality , which in three centurieswill ,weep80 ? I drewnearer; I listened ; shespoke ; it was my name as a matter of course, be considered as lax to posterity as thatsh
e

uttered; sh
e

coupled it with al
l

fond words that lovers use , of three centuriesago is now to us .an
d

then sh
e

liftedherclaspedhands to heaven ." O
h !Casper, Casper, ” she cried, “ shall I never look intoyoursweeteyesagain ? Never hear your dear voice ? Can I THE CALUMET. — The pipe has been a symbol of peacewithnever te

ll

youhow I lovedyou ? You who loved me also , whom the Indians . The bowl is usually made of soft marble, and the

Ts
ha
ll

lo
ve , an
d

no other , until I die ! O
h Casper , Casper , st
em

is a long re
ed ,ornamented w
ith

feathers an
d

hieroglyphic
figures, according to the rank of the owner . When a council

heilence w
ith
th
e

w
ild

bird's scream - silence in which , amidst th
e

calumet , or pi
pe

of peace, is introduced. It is fil
le
d

no
t

th
e

midnightof th
e

graveyard, dawnbrokeupon m
y

so
ul , an
d

on
ly

w
ith

tobacco , bu
t

w
ith th
e

leaves of various otherplants .

he
r

oliefiled m
y

heart . Then I stood beside he
r , holding It is passedaround in grave silence , everymember of th
e

co
m

pany taking a few whiffs . Those who receive it , and smoke,

. Those voting in theis a express in this way an affirmativevote.

Li
vi
ng

CasperAthwoldwho comes to yo
u

, an
d

noghost . 10
h , negativedecline it .Kate — Ka
te

Norman,you gave tender words to the dead clay Art . - Art is invested with a sublime prerogative, when iten thougtmine ;will yo
u

bless m
e

w
ith

them tiving ?Speak , ca
n

ra
is
e

an
d

elevate th
e

commonround ofdaily lif
e .

bo
rt

eh
e

hi
d

he
r

fa
ce

in m
y

bosom, an
d

would no
t

lo
ok up no
t

pe
t

se
n

ne
r

prophesied ,except by a fe
w

th
efew w
ho

havew
ou
ld

on
ly , cl
in
g

to m
e

with he
r

so
ft ,white hands , an
d

so
b , looked attentively in
to

th
e

greatest of al
l

sciences, th
e

scienceov
er

an
d

overagain, m
y

name — nothing else , just m
y

name . of society.

-the

shadowshidme.

Casper

0

"Donotfearme !

This
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Do I
а

Curse her ! Oh, curse her !" came in a low whisper from
Dallas's whitened lips, as his eyesfollowedand could not leaveDIES IRE .
the retreating figure. What terrible charm had that woman
still for him ? Now, when the fulfillment of the long-cherished

Thestreetwasfull of people—acrowd who bore upon their vow of vengeanceseemedlikely to be near at hand —now thai
faces th

e

keen,alert look of Frenchmen, bu
t

Frenchmen of th
e

he had found be
r

, after years of fruitless search, was th
e

ol
d

lowerclasses. glamor still to bewilderand enthrall him ?

It was a day of note in the Catholic Church , and the throng He gazed ter her ur the last Autter of draperyhad disap

w
as pouringalong th
e

avenuestoward that vast cathedral of peared round th
e

corner of th
e

street. Then with a start he
Montreal. awoke, and al

l

the deadlyanger cherished through months of

In th
e

balcony of a houseupon one of th
e

main streets, lean- patient waiting and watching blazed up anew, with a more in

in
g

carelesslyover th
e

railing , hi
s

listlesseyesuponthe surging tenseflamethan ever before .

massbelow hi
m , sa
t

a manwhosedark face and jetty hair gave · Yes , I will go to this priestly fooling , " he said , starting up

si
gn

of Southernbirth : whose ai
r

of negligent hauteurwas on
e

from hi
s

chair , al
l

his carelessnessgone , a deep re
d

upon hi
s

of theoutwardtokens of a life of wealth and ease. His thirty - cheeksand a spark in his eyes. ** The day has at last dawned.

fiv
e

years ha
d

no
t

silveredhair or beard , and Norman Dallas | Honor shall be avenged. What a poor , foolish , trusting fool I

lookednow, as ever, as though he defied time and care to rob was ! "

him of hi
s strikingbeauty. He stepped through the window into his room, and hastily

Thesmoke of his cigarettecurled slowly from betweenhis rang the bell .

delicatefingers, the diamond on his left hand Aashing in the * Bring out my carriage, " he said to the servant, “ and get
sunlight. ready to drive me. I shall ride to the cathedralthis morning . "

It seemedalmost as if that scintillating ray from his ring had “ If you please, si
r , you orderedme to put up the horseshalf

traceda track of fiery light straight down to one face in the . an hour ago , " stammeredthe man , hardly knowing hi
s

master
crowdbelowhim, for in thatgentlemanwith

hi
s eyessuddenlyfell fiercelylurid eyes.

asupona face of mar order
vellonsfairness, you , " was the short
figureof subtlegrace, reply of the usually

a womanwhowalked kind master, who felt
hisslowlyalong, a little nerves tingling

behind th
e

greatmass with soune curious
beings; desireof human to furiously

walkedalone, with break down anything
her mantle drawn that should oppose

him .abouther, her head
erect in a haughty All the listlessness

of life was gone. Hispoise, thatthe man
wholookedremem blood was on fire , his
beredwell. hands trembled as he

dressed with carefulDespiteal
l

his non
cbalance , a flush elaborateness.
mountedover bis “Drive to thecathe
swarthycheeksand dral , and drive fast , "

brow; a light, hard he said , as he took

to define, cameflash his seat in the open

in
g

to hi
s eyes. The barouche, his lips

hand,thrustcarelessly crimsoned by the deep

in thebreast of his draught of wine he

dressing-gown, clin had taken before he
ched th

e

nails deep left his room. “ The
devil will aid me to

An oath, whether of find her , " he said to

surprise or himself , as he pushedanger,

camefrom between through thecrowdand
gained at last a place

As he looked, fas within the body of the
church .

mightwell be by that The services, what
presence, the woman ever they were to be ,

had not yet begun,

upwardglance and and the vast crowd
wasswayingandmur

ly perceptiblestart muring , eagerly strug
wentoverher frame. gling for the best

places for sight and
hearing

" She will notice
with this herd , ” he
thought ; “ her fasti
dious taste would not
allow her to soil her
drapery by contact
with these people. I

know herwell . "

He looked carefullySIIEGATHEREDTIERDRAPERYABOUTHER, ANDLEAPEDINTOTHE STOPMYDARKNESS. "

into th
e

tenderpalm.

hi
s

lip
s

.

cinated, as any man

suddenlyAashed an

SawDallas. A scarce

bu
t

no changewasvisibleuponhercoun
tenanceto the manwhowatched ber .

Thenshewent onquietly, as if shehad

no
t

seen, for the first
tirne in years, the
manwhosedestinyshehadmarkedwith
ineffaceablerecord.
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along the few places which wealth had managed to have re- ; his side. Oh, the agony of the hours in which he had waitedBervedfor itself. Though she had saunteredalong on foot, she and sought for this time.
was now sitting comfortably, waving her fan with a slow mo She, glancing up at him as he stood there, while the terribletion, its fragrantsandal -woodyielding her a perfumethat stifled music shook the building , shudderedwith an awful premonitionthe odorsof the crowd. of the doomwhich was to be meted out by this man she hadIf IreneBritton's heart beat less evenly than usual , no flutter wronged to the full extent man can be wronged by woman .of lace betrayed that pulse. Perhaps her dark -gray eyes A wild and fiercedesire took possession of her to escape, anyroamedmorerestlesslythan commonover the crowd which she way , so that she could be free from him who claimed her , withoverlooked. In all her life of intrigue and wickedness she had no love , no mercy in his aspect.nevermet a glance so full of a sure power as that poureddown Involuntarily she made a movement as if to go , hemmed in

He looked down at her , and
upon her from the man she had seenupon the balcony hardly as shewas by that vast crowd .half an hour since. his glance held her like a chain .Care free as she seemed, there was a rush of thought bebind What change had comeover him ? That face wasmore likethat smooth brow that no one could have guessed - certainly that of an inflexible monomaniac , than like the countenance ofnot Dallas , who could have believedher possessed of a demon's a saneman .power of self -control in any evil course. The bold woman had never beenreally frightened before .Suddenly a hand softly touched her shoulder- & touch as She sank back on her seat again , murmuring , in a pleadinglight as the fleetingwing of a bird , but she knew it . A faint and soft voice :wave of color surged up to the pure blonde face. The scarlet " O Norman ! You did not used to look at me so ! "lips turned a shadepaler . The man was as composed as she Through all that rolling of sublimemusic he heard her words ,now ; al

l

that blind fury wasoverpassed, and Irene Britton looked and , stooping , whispered, with hot breath sweepingher cheek :up at a facecold , and hard , and handsome, with no pity in one “ That wasbecause I did not know you . "of its curves. The organ notes suddenly changed from their sweepingnotes“Miss Britton , " he said , ignoring the nameshemight once of wrath to a high and joyous strain of thanksgiving .have laid claim to . He bent over her and said , rapidly :He did not sayanother word , but stood looking down at her , “ Come - we will go . The tones of joy are not for us . Wewaiting for her speech. have heard our hymns . Take it as a prophecy . "With strange emotions , Dallas saw , now that he was near She could not , she dared not resist . With outwardly deferher , themarks ofdissipation on her face ; fineand well concealed ential courtesy he assisted her through the crowd . Once &were the marks , but they were there . furious swaying of people threatened to crush them , and he feltIn an instant after he pronounced her name , she raised her her yielding form in his arms , inhaled again the sweet breath ,eyesfull to his , thinking , perhaps, theymight haveall their old and was caressedby a stray tress of her hair . That involuntarypotent witchery . And they were bewildering eyes - deep, and touch sent a shiver of emotion through his frame . Somepasssoft , and dreamy ; filled with that indescribable light which has ing thought of the ol
d

-time fabled vampires , beautiful as houris ,such powerover man . crossedhis mind . Never again could he thrill at her touch , asWith an inward breathing of thankfulness , Dallas saw that , at he had done . The dreams , the intense joys , were forever donelast , she held nomore such power over him ; everymemory of a in his life . One glorious facehad changedhis wine into bittershort and deceitful happinesswas swallowed in the absorbing ness. Now , this sight of her had transformed a human desiredesire to punish this woman , who could dare to meet his eye fo
r

revenge into a satanic , irresistible longing . He could notafter such a past as hers . hope to make her suffer as he had done , for she had not loved ,“ At last , I see you again , ” she murmured , in a low , melo- but he would try his invention .dious voice , extending an ungloved, jeweled hand to him . “Where are you taking me ? " she asked , as he put her into“ Have you sufficient effrontery to think I will touch that his carriage, and ordered the driver to his hotel .hand ! ” he asked. " Who knowswhat vile lips have beenupon “Where ? Home , of course , " was the reply , with a laughit ? " with a smile that madeher shrink , skillful actressthough whosetone curdled the blood in her veins .she was .

She sank back on the seat he placed her upon , while he sat“ It is not like you to condemnme unheard , " she responded, opposite, his gaze fixed on her face , for he appeared to be un

proudly . “ I , too , have suffered in this separation, which has able to removehis eyes, but gloated with a sort of bloodshot ,

lasted so long . For did I not love you ! " The last in a tone of lurid glance , that deprived he
r

of every thought that might haveindescribable seductiveness, but that voice fell upon ears of aided a plan of escape.stone .

“ You will not disgrace me , by taking me to your room in

“Your actionshave spoken , " he said , " and I have made a this way , will you ? ” she said , haughtily , as they stood for an

vow to the eternal God of vengeance. I will not sufferalone . instant in the hall of the hotel .From this time , so long as you live , you shall never be out of " O
h , no , your reputation is safe . The tender flower shall

my sight . "

be well caredfor , " he replied . “ I shall resumemy rights . ”The womanshuddered as sheheard that hard , metallic voice . An acquaintancecamethrough the hall as he spoke, and Dal
For thefirst time in her life , a cold despairbenumbedher heart . la

s

said , with ceremonious politeness , after greeting him
There seemed no escapefrom this man of iron . But he was warmly :man - he might again feel her siren arts as he had oncedone .She had beenused to victory — le

t

the eaglenot deserther now , I surprise you . "

“Let me presentyou to my wife , Mrs. Norman Dallas . I seeand she would keep out of dangerever after .

The gentleman bowed low , concealing his astonishedfaceover
You do me wrong . What other happiness do I care for the lady's hand .than to be again restored to you ? ' ' she asked, with trcmulous Then , he lifted his admiring eyes, and remarked :

lips and softly -drooping eyes.At that moment , through the vast cathedralthere swelled the liave sworn you were a confirmed bachelor . ”

“ Indeed , Dallas , you take your friends by storm . I couldfirst notes of that hymn , strong as the ages, fearful as death,whosevoicewas soundeddown through the long yearssince the now , Mrs. Dallas , I know you must be fatigued after our church

" Onewould have said so , certainly , was the answer ;mighty mind first composed it .

going . Mr. Eustace, I trust you will visit us . "

The eyes of Norman Dallas emitted flames of fire ; his lipstrembled with the feeling that possessedhim , as the organ the sumptuouschambers he occupied.

With courteous, sardonic face , Dallas accompaniedhis wife topreathed forth those strains of the Dies Ire .swelled and grew strong . Yes , the day of wrath should come, window , looking down at her . '

He placed a chair for her , and stood leaning against theand he be the instrument of a divine justice . So warpedwashismind , that he felt at that moment as if he was appointed of from her . Were she gifted with enchantment , she could not

All hope of deceiving a man who could look so at her , fledGod to dealpunishment to this gloriously beautiful woman by hope to iure hi
m

to her toils .

1

. )
li and

.

His purpose
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comeatimein sixmonthswhen you may escape. Try it. By used to her.

"So yo
u

take m
e

back to m
y

old place as your wife ? ” ' she al
l

th
e

strength of hell , I will hold you until I am willing yousa
id

, at last, growinguneasybeneathhis gaze . should die . ”" NonninallyI do so , " he said. " It is fortunate , is it not , He turncd shortly from her , and walked into the next room .

that th
e

worldrecognizesa tie by which I can keep you near Before the following daywasout , Dallas had taken his wife tom
e

? Where is yourparamour - where is Gerald Lacy ? " a country -seat he had just bought - a large stonemansionhalf a

A crimsoncolor suffusedthe face of the false woman . Had mile back from the St
.

Lawrence, gloomily guarded by poplarsnotshame, then, left her utterly ? and dark - lcavedfirs , and surrounded by a heavyand high wall ,

" I do notknow ; be is dead, I think , ” she answered at last . the gates of which he kept locked . The house held half a

" Butnotdead, until he haddesertedyou , I hope ? " went on dozenservants, and two or three quiet -looking women, who did

th
e

man'spitilessvoice.

not appear to haveany specialduty ; but it was at last observed
He leftme. "

that Mrs. Dallas neverwent out anywhere, save in the dismal

" Ah ! that is well . And then you found another fool to be garden, and that then there was invariably a womanwalking a

beguiledby yourdevilishly beautiful face — did you not ? " short distancebehind her , and never taking her eyesfrom her .

" LordAllanton took me under his protection , " was the Can any one imagine the dread and horror of such a life ?

reply, as if thewomanwas at a confessional. Mrs. Dallas grew from a fair and beautiful woman to one who"Yes , I know the libertine . My wife became a common showedher thirty - fiveyears as if they were fifty . Her brilliantcourtezan, with, perhaps, someslight choice as to her lovers . " skin becamesallow , and the incipient wrinkles deepened. This
Sheremainedsilent ; her beautiful head bent to her hand , alone wasmoredreadful to her than words could tell . Shesaw

hereyesdrooped. Onewho did not know her , would have said no one, save regularly at their formal dinner she met her hussh
e

w
as

somefair , repentant woman , whose sins had been bin , whowasscrupulouslypolite to her ,and inquired anxiouslylight.

concerning the cause of her altered appearance. Was she notI shallkill you, " Dallas said , in a sharp , deliberate tone- - well ? To which she invariably replied , “ I am perfectlywell ,

" I shallkill you, but I cannotyet decidehow I shall do it . " thank you . ”Sh
e

liftedher headwith a suddengesture of frightened en And he responded, “ I fear you do not exerciseenough. Youtreaty. It wasstrange to seehowsubduedshewas by this man , should take longer walks . "in suchdeadlyearnest. This wasthe extent of their conversationevery day ." Ye
s

, le
t yourtormentsbeginnow ; mine have lastedyears , The servants began to have a vague idea that their mistressan
d

I will not spareyou one pang I can inflict . You have wasinsane ; and their masier rather encouragedthe idea . Theyblasted to
o

manylives to be allowed to live to go on with your thought he wasvery kind and forbearing to her .work. In theEast, theytie suchwomen as you and throw them Meantime the six months were wearing to a close, and ,in
to

th
e

se
a
. But that will kill you too suddenly . I sball not strangelyenough, consideringher life , Mrs. Dallas had a growbe sureenoughthatyoudie . I must think something. " ing horror of death .Was it aman, or a demon, who talked thus ! Stronger hearts The eyes of her husband grewmore and more like those oferenthanthat of thewomanwho listened, would havetrembled some relentlessevil spirit as the day approached. She couldwithhorror.

hope for no mercy there.Everydrop of bloodfledbackwardfrom her face to her heart , At last that day dawned ; a drearyDecembermorning , withan
d

gave to it such a tumultuousthrobbing , as almost suffocated a blinding sleet in the air , a deepdarkness of clouds over the
her.

heavens.With a suddenmotion, she threw back her shawl , and rose It had happenedthat Dallas was called away on businessthefr
om

he
r

chair, clasping he
r

hands together in an agony of sup- day before, and the hours deepenedinto the darkness of night
plication.

on the day he had set , and still he had not returned .Dallasthrilledwith horror , as he saw that supple , elastic A faint hopedawned in the bosom of his wife , as shewaitedfo
rm

—moregraceful, if possible, than when , in earlicr years , with pallid face pressed to th
e

window -pane. What if heit ha
d

thrilledhim with a feeling different ,but as potent — th
e

should never comeback ? If th
e

storm ha
d

smotheredhim in
intenseadmiration of a first love . its cold embrace ? The brilliance of a faint joy came to theSh

e

cametowardhim , and he recoiled at her approach , as if wife's doll eyes at th
e

thought , and she prayedwith fervor that
fearing he

r

garmentsmight touch him . her husbandmight be lying dead in a snowdrift .Sh
e

threwherself on herknees at his feet , and raisedher hands It wanted but an hour of midnight , when she fancied shetoward hi
m
, hervoice, musical even now , breaking forth in a hcard a step in the corridor . A premonitory shuddershook her

frame as she listened. In the next moment the door was flungIt w
as
a picturethatmight have beennamedretribution , and open and Dallas entered, hi
s

heavy riding -coat on , hi
s

hair and

th
e

sternman, theincarnation of a horrible fate . beardfrostedwith the snow through which he had been travelyou no memory of the time when you loved mo ? ” ' | ing .sh
e

cried; " le
t

a thought of thosedays give you mercy ! " “ You see I havenot failed at our little assignation, " he said,** Imustforgetthosedays , if I wouldfeel mercy , ” hesaid . taking of
f

hi
s

hat , an
d

coming nearer he
r

as she coweredinto

" As yo
u

havebeenkind , so will I be ; as unpityingly as you the window recess. " Do you feel that any ofyour sins are exhavedealt, so I will deal . ' piated ? ”"Can yo
u

be thus cruel to a helplesswoman ? " she mur The miserablewoman rosefrom her seat, her beautiful hair ,mured,bendingherheaduntil it rested on her ungloved hands . uncared- for now , fell about her shoulders ; her sharpenedfcaBe silent! ” hecried ,more violently than hehad spoken tures, he
r

hunted -lookingeyes to
ld

something ofwhat sh
e

ha
dbefore. "Your voicemaddensme ! It is a melodly I hate ! I endured.w

illgrant yo
u

thismuch of mercy . I had intended to keepyou She would have spoken, but words failed her . Shestoodandin th
is

world a ye
ar , th
at I might prolongyourmisery ,but I looked at th
e

pitilcss man before he
r
.grant yo

u
a respite of six months . At the end of that time , I At last a whisper , a thousand times more emphatic than aswearyoushalldie. Do not think I fear any law . You may louder tone could have been, broke from betweenher whitepossiblyknow m

e

well enough, to knowwhat m
y

resolution is lips :I am rich–moneywill hire faithful servants , who will watch “ Curseyou ! A dying , murderedwoman cursesyou ! "everymovementyou make , if there is a time when I am not “ Do not let us be melodramatic , " he said , approaching stillwatchingmyself. Yo
u

shall no
t

breathe ,butthere is a sp
y

nearer , an
d

throwing op
en

th
e

lo
w

window which overlookedon
e

on on . In th
e

mostsecretchamber ,thereshall yo
u

fin
d

on
e
asteep an
d

rockydescent ,unbroken byfence or cultivation ofdi
e

m
ur

hirelings. Youshail no
t

walk , or ea
t , or sleep , bu
t

yo
u

an
y

kind . Th
e

snow w
as

no
t

so deep bu
t

that th
e

huge formssh
al
l

bewatched. O
h , I w
ill

make your lif
e

hateful , an
d

yo
u

of th
e

rocks could be se
en .m
ay

welcomedeath; it will be inevitable at the time I se
t

. I you to

“ Our day, or rather , our night of wrath has

wildpleading fo
r

mercy.

" Have

??

co
m
e

th
e

cursed gl
ea
m

of your eyes , th
at

yo
u

think there m
ay

fo
r

murder o he sa
id , in th
at

quiet ,piercing to
ne

he always
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ask :

come. I shall redeemmy oath, and I have only five minutes , use of asking ?" she said, smiling a little impatiently. “ I
before it is to-morrow. You must leap from this window. It admire them wonderfully, but they don't please me. They are
will be a caseof suicide, you see. Your death cannot but be such strange subjectsfor a meek thing like you to paint," and
sudden, perhapseasy. Do not waste time." she laughed, forgetting everything but the pleasureof teasing
She had not taken her eyes from his face, and she spoke Perry.

again in that deadlywhisper that made him shiver in spite of Her frank, familiar manner intoxicated him. He went on to
himself.
“ Remember, I curseyou for ever! I have beenwicked, but “Shall I throw up this bit of foreground? Shall I deepenthe

you have had no mercy." shadows there, or whiten the lights there?' ' and a dozenques
With a suddennessof movementwhich he had not expected, tions, she answering eachdeliberately.

she turned towardhim and laid her icy hand for an instant upon Then he took up his palette and dashed in a little color
his ; then shegatheredher drapery about her and leaped out whilst shewas speaking, and so absorbedwere both in the work
into the stormy darkness. that they were left alone ere they were aware.
A terrible shriek rang upward from that place; then al

l

was " It will be quite your best picture , " Kitty said , after a time ;

silent there , save for the rushing wind and snow . " but I think I must go now . The carriage - I was to be sent fo
r

But that shriek was answered by the ringing laugh of a at eleven o'clock . "

maniac, and Norman Dallas turned from that window hopelessly The enchantmentwas over like a dream . Perry's brush drop
insane ; raving and gibbering , with no meaning in his words . ped from his hand , and he turned to her quite speechlesswith
Surely his revenge had been consummated ; that woman's the newer , fuller conviction of his misery .

work had been well done ; and he who had thought to take “You said once that you would marry as soon as I was better
punishment from God's hands felt the thunderbolt he had of

f , " he began, falteringly .

hoped to wield . “ O
h
! Perry , what boys and girls do not make such pro

mises ? Forgive me for having madeany to you ! "

“ Can you forgive me for being so unhappy now ? " he said .SONG . “ Doesn't the thought of it prevent your enjoyment sometimes ?

I don't think I should enjoy purple and fine linen much if ILovingly thewords fell from your lips , know you to be starved and naked . ”Little Mabel ; “ You reproachme as if I were happy , " Kitty said , passionAnd the earnesteyes,

Blue as Summerskies, ately .

Look'd me in the face regretfully : H
e

looked at her searchingly and savagely.

“ I am sad to go , “ You women prevaricate so , " he said ; “ you can never sum
For I love you so , mon courage to blurt an ugly truth . If you are happy , it would

There is none I love like you across the sea. " be better to confess it ! "

Ah , Mabel , Mabel ! And he went on to say much more .

Kitty rocked herself to and fro in her chair , listening to hisLingeringlythe ship sail'd to theWest ,

Little Mabel : reproachesvery meekly . Shewould have consoled him by te
n

Wistfully I took der expressions of friendship , but he stopped her with almost
One last loving look ; brutal abruptness. What mattered it to him whether she was

Then my eyeswere blind , I could not see. glad or sorry , so long as they were to part for life ? That
Now thewillows wave was the only thing worth considering , and she did not seem toO'er your silent grave , consider it at al

l , which proved her to be utterly insensible toAnd the darknesslies on all the land for me. his feelings . Every now and then she broke the thread of hisAh , Mabel ,Mabel ! angry words with a deprecatoryword or gesture ; once, she laid
Longingly I feel the time is near, her hand on his arm - he rejectedthe caress as he had done the

Little Mabel , words , and stood aloof from her .

When thosewearyeyes Kitty felt turning cold as stone . Dr. Norman's calm reWill , with glad surprise, proaches had made her sorrowful and ashamed, but Perry'sGreet you in that land beyond the sea. anger was not calm , and revealed to her fearful things . SheI am glad to go , felt that she had been wicked to him , and though she hadFor I love you so ; blamed herself before, this sort of self -condemnationwas new .There's no other joy in all theworld for me.

She saw, as it were, the mustard -seed of her own unfaithfulnessAh , Mabel , Mabel !

to him grow up into a tree before her eyes. She could almost
have undone it all .KITTY . She began a Litany , having for its burden : “Oh , Perry ,
havemercy upon me , a miserable sinner ! " But he would have

no mercy on her . He was young , and youth is very just , insist
ing on an eye for on eye, a tooth for a tooth , always . She had“And now for Perry's picture , ” said Mrs. Cornford , when the robbed him of the sweetestthing in life - of peace. He mightmerry feast had sped to its close . “ I'm sorry you havemade find everything else he wanted -money , fame, friends — but hesuch a poor supper, Kitty , but I expected as much . Well , I knew that he should never find peaceany more , and he was inhope fine clothes and spiceddisheswill always agreewith you . duty bound to punish her .That's all , my dear . " Who could blame him ? Who could wonder at him ? HePerry gave he

r

his arm , and they led the way . It was a very painted a terrible picture of himself , and madeher look at it .dirty staircase they had to ascend, and a very dusty mansarde of “ You are young , you will care for somebody else , " she vena studio at the top . Perry led Kitty to a solitary chair which tured to say ; whereupon he smiled in a wild sort of way ,stood in front of his picture . caught her hand to his heart for a second, and then asked ifFor someminutes there was a contemplative complimentary they had better not go down - adding , “ For I think I havesilence. Then Kitty struck a key -note of criticism , Vittoria fo
l - grown a little mad of late , dearest, and don't wish to frightenlowed her example, and a succession of chordswere played by you . "the others . No one praisedPerry's work after wholesale ama The child - like abandonment of his manner , coming , as it did ,teur fashion , but eachcriticised it in a vivacious , technical , pic- after such a storm of invective , took Kitty entirely by surprise .turesqueway peculiar to themselves. She felt so sorely tempted to comfort him for the time . She“Do you like the picture ? ” askedPerry of Kitty , who , for a looked up with a finepassion of pity in her handsomeeyes, andmoment, wasabsorbed in the act of criticism . said beseechingly :" You know I never quite like your pictures ; so , what is the “ Dear , dear , dearest Perry , if I cannot marry you , I marry

CHAPTERXVI . -THE FEASTENDS.



KITTY .

them,despitesomethingthat pricked her now and then. She not diverging to the right or to the left, butminding thatevery

no, she

16

you."

scot-freeagain:butnotbeing a Romanist, shewas fain tocarry in the Rue de Trévise, and Kitty had the art of making goodlikeChristian, shewould let nobody know what was in her from hermint bright and clearas newsovereigns. Shehad the

49
no on

e
else; if I cannot love you , I love no one else : le

t

that less , numbers of women whom characters and circumstaneescomfortyou. " had forcedinto muchthe samegroove. Gothe says : " ThehisIt di
d

not comforthim , but suchwords were sweet to hear , tory of a man is hi
s

character, ” and so thought Kitty Silver .an
d

fo
r

th
e

sake of hearing one or two more , he lingered and It wasthe text on which she preachedlittle sermons to herselflingered. At lastBinnie's voicewasheard on the threshold . every day of her life , and whether they did her good" A carriage— such a grand carriage for Kitty ! " and at that said Amen to them, and felt better .soundPerrygrewfierceand frigid again . They descended in But somehow, to -night , she preachedand said Amen, and felt
silence. just as uneasy as before. The thought of Perry's unhappiness"Well , if you never condescend to cross this threshold any of D

r.

Norman’s unhappiness, disturbed he
r

more and more .more, here'smy love, and good luck to you , Kitty ! " said Mrs. She had virtually taken leave of them ; but what was suchCoroford, " I hateyour ways, but for the life of me I can't help virtual leave -taking ? Her weakness of disposition would be

liking yo
u

. "

sure to leadher into assignations, and assignationscould hardlyKittysmiled, andembracedher warmly . be harmlessthings . She had been on the verge of committing"Oh , Polly , howyou try to put me out of temper ! But I herself into sentimentalfollies a dozentimes that evening ; shenever am out of temper, you know , and so I shall kiss you and shouldnot havebetterarmor anothertime .comeagain. " “ Fool that I was ; fool that I am ; fool that I shall be , " she" Ye
s

, that's the way of you worldly -minded people — you said , to herself again and again , conjugating the agglutinizedalwayskissand comeagain . Kitty , Kitty , I've no hope of verb in al
l

its tenses. But there must come an end alike tofolly and delusion sooner or later , and she eagerlyasked herKittyturnedround to the little circle , giving a hand and a self , “When , and how ? "cordialword to each, and keeping a pitiful , penitent , sideways When and how - how and when ! here Kitty's deliberationslook fo
r

Perryalways. came to a stand -still . Shewould fain have divided her single" Good- b
y , dearestVittoria . I will not forget to send you self into three ; giving one to Perry — the high -spirited , devoted,thatnewvolume of art -criticismwe talked of . Good - b

y , M
.

despairing Perry ; one to Dr. Norman , the truest friend , thePuig. I am enchanted to have met the author of Les dernierskindest lover , womaneverhad ; and keeping the third for theAmoua3. Adien, Tommie and Mimi ; adieu , dear Binnie ; you world that sheloved so well .shall ge
t

yourpromiseddoll in a day or two , " and then Perry “ Ah me ! " she thought , “ howwomen everfind time to bewrappedher in her rich velvet cloak and led her downstairs . gay and pretty is a marvel , seeing how they have to think , andTheytalked of ordinary things quite calmly . Had she scen think , and think ! Somebodysaid , “ Men must work and w
oEmileAngier'snewpiece ? Had she readFeuillet's last novel , men mustweep ; ' but weeping is not the hardest part of it . Icommencingin the Revue de
s

DeuxMondes, and whom was the would rather cry for grief than have to choosebetween twoheroinegoing to marry ? Did Kitty ever go into the studios ? things , pleasant and painful , any day . Does the arrangementD
id Perryeverhearthe lectures at the Collège de France ? And of one's life trouble everybody as much at it doespoor , unhappyme !Then he puther into the carriage, carefully but coldly . And she pitied first herself , then Perry , then Dr. Norman ,

"Areyou wellwrapped up ? the night is chilly , ” he said . till at last she fairly cried , and wished that nothing was as it" Quitewell , thank you . '" ThenI maytell theman to drive on . " If she could only forget them ; if they would only forget her ,“ Please. "

how much better it would be. She felt that she had drawn the" A la matson, " he said , in a loud voice to the coachman, who net closer round her by these meetings. Dr. Norman mightshifted th
e

reinsandelevated hi
s

shoulderspreparatorily . The fairly expectbis prodigal back , sometime or other , andhad shehorses ha
d

justbegun to movewhenPerrythrust hi
s

head in ' the not openly pledged herself to love and marry Perry if shecarriage.

could !" Be merry,Kitty , afteryour own way , ” he said ; " w
e

can't She dried her tears as the carriagedrewnearhome, andmetbe
lp

loving yo
u

better than anything else in th
e

world , bu
t

w
e Myra on th
e

landing with a beamingface ; Myrawas in dressingwon'tdisturbyourpeacemuch . " gown and slippers, anxious for a long and entertainingstory .Therewas a lampclose by , and shesaw that whilst he spoke “ Well ! " she said ; " has it beenpleasant among the Bohehi
s

cheeksweremoistenedwith tears . The concentratedexpres- mians ? I havebeendreadfully bored at th
e

Barttelott'sdinner .si
on
of pain in hi
s

face and voice was more than Kitty could There was no onewho could make other people talk , and nobody talked and nobody di
d

anything ; " and Myra yawned, addArrêtez! " she called to the man , and the horses were in
g

: “ Were you very merry ? ”checkedfo
r

a moment. She lowered her voice for Perry's ears , “Yes , we wereverymerry . "

“ And you havesaidgood - b
y

al
l

round ? ' '" D
o

no
t

be so unhappy, dear Perry ; I will tr
y

to be true to “Oh ! did I say that I wasgoing to do that ? ”yo
u

ye
t

. I will , indeed. "

“But what good haveyou gained by going , then ? None thatyour oathupon it , " he said . I can see. "" Itake m
y

oathupon it . I will tr
y

to be true to you . " Kitty was silent ." M
y

sweet! " he said , passionately, and leaned forward ; “ What good have you gained ? ' ' repeatedMyra .theirfacesjust touchedfor a second, then he movedback " A little , I think . At any rate , I havedone a right and kindquietly, an
d

th
e

horsessprang forward ,bearingher to he
r

luxu- thing in going to se
e

m
y

oldest friends . "Theworst of life is that it has secrets. If Myra was in an amiable moodwhen Kitty moralized, she

be
ar

in comparisonwith somemiserable secret that concerns
What is not easy to merelyyawned and let her do it , feeling that they were made

bettersomehow ; to -night she was in an amiablemood, and acelves on
ly

!Thus thought Kitty as sh
e

leaned ba
ck

on th
e

cordinglyKitty had her sa
y

aboutone's duty to th
e

world inof
t

cushionsandenjoyed th
em . If sh
e

could only rid herself general ,and toone's lovers in particular .When sh
e

ha
d

doneof th
e

unspeakableresponsibility of he
r

ow
n

individual eg
o , sh
e

Myra began .fe
lt

th
at

lif
e

would no
t

be hard . Being herself , sh
e

could bu
t

“ Now tell mewhat the peoplesaid ; w
e

were so dull that Ibe tr
ue

to herself , and th
is

was to be false .She would have had agreatmind tocome to yo
u
. ”givenworlds to confess, do penance,and go he
r

ways clean and Everybody had said good things over the queerlittle supper

60 on .

97
was.

bear.

andsaid :

" Take

rioushomeandsecretthoughts .
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always listen eagerly if they are only required to listen for a When Polly Cornford remonstrated, he either flew at her like
little while. a raving lunatic, or doggedly defended himself with such argu
Kitty almost forgot her sorrows as she laughed with Myra mentsas these :

" I must win Kitty somehow, and there is no other way.over Perry's puns, Vittoria's repartees, and Monsieur Puig's I
stories. shall soon have two thousand pounds ; that will be cnough to
I wish we could be witty and gay and respectable to

o , ” she furnish a house and start with ; and if she won't listen to m
e

sighed, on a sudden. “ I think w
e

should live longer for hav- then , she never will . "

ing a good hearty laugh now and then . " “ She never will to my thinking . You're in a fe rer , my poor
That night Kitty's sleepwas troubled with dreams. She was Perry , and the sooner you try to cure yourself the betterwill it

being married to a dozen people against her will ; she was be for you . Look facts in the face, like a man . '

locked up in Perry's studio and could not get out ; she was on “ D
o

leaveme in peace, " groaned Perry .

the tower of St
.

Jacques de la Boucheriewith Dr. Norman , with Mrs. Cornford , whose kind heart was sorely troubled about
Perry , and with poor forgotten Regy , her boy -lover , and they her darling son , by adoption , finding that nothing was to be

pushed her over and she went on falling , falling , falling , for done fo
r

his mind , was fain to keep his body from starving . So

ever so long , and when she had done falling she was in the shewheedled him into taking cups of broth or chocolate, and
Seine, and therewasMrs. Cornford paddling about , who shouted bore his ill -humor as patiently as mothers bear with their sick
out , “The Emperor is drowned , w

e

are al
l searching for his chilien .

body ! " and Kitty paddled, and Dr. Norman and Perry and Regy And Perry painted on , believing in Kitty , and hating al
l

the
-who come there in someunexplained manner, and paddled world because it doubted her .

too --but instead of the Emperor's body they found Papa Peter , But one day , the unnaturally brilliant atmosphere, which Dr.
who had got on a dresssuit of shining cloth , and danced on the Norman and Perry were breathing , was disturbed by a thunder
roof of the floatingbaths to the tune of “ Where are you going , bolt falling at their feet . Kitty had left Paris , and gone , they
my pretty maid ? " knew not whither !

The thunderbolt had comewrapped in rose - leaves, but it was
stunning , nevertheless. Kitty broke the information of her deCHAPTERXVII . - A THUNDERBOLTFALLS. parture from Paris - departure for an unlimited time - departure

O
f

coursePerry and Dr. Norman were in a seventh heavenfor made without any reference to her lovers , in the most tender

a time . Had pot Kitty - this new , sweet, wonderful goddess of way . It seemedimpossible that a little note , scente'l, worded
theirs - wept for them, said tender things to them , held out for like a poem, sealedwith rose -colored wax , should mean heart
but not wholly impossiblevisions of paradisebefore their long- less treachery : and yet , if not that , what was Kitty's meaning eyes ? Was she not , though a little led astray by her pas- ing ?
sion for the world , still their own leal , loving Kitty , the one The worst of it was that she gave no address. “ I hardly
woman, to their thinking , the most beautiful of any , and as know what my kind friend's plans are yet , ” she wrote to Dr.
near perfection as daughters of Eve can be ? So each lover Norman , “ so that we canwrite for letters when we make a halt .

began to hope again , with a zest that would have been laugh They talk of the Pyrenees , of Switzerland , even of the baths of

able , had it not beenpathetic. the Austrian Tyrol , but as yet without any definite plans .Dr. Norman ponderedand pondered as to the best means of " Pray do not judge m
e

harshly fo
r

leaving Paris withoutaltering his mode of life so as to suit it to Kitty's tastes. She a word of farewell , but if you knew what those farewells cost
craved for a many -colored, many -phased existence, which at me ! If you knew how I hate myself for beingwhat I am ! andShelley House he could not give her . If she came back to him yet , being what I am , cannot act otherwise than as I do . If I--how his honest heart leaped at the bare idea of such a con could , I would be true and loyal and good like you - I would ,

summation !-he resolved to sacrificemany things dear to him indeed ; but it seems as useless to try to changeone's nature asin order to makeher happy . He would lift himself out of the i to change this complexion . It is not my fault , but Nature's ,scholar and the student , and , for her sake, be a citizen and a that I am a feather for eachwind that blows ! would that theman of the world . He would think nothin ; puerile that she next would blow me back into the quiet haven I left so reckJoved , nothing unnecessarythat she longed for . If she willed lessly ! "

it , they would le
t

Shelley House , and travel for a year or two , To Perry she wrote in a freer , friendlier strain , though theleaving the boys at school and taking Laura and Prissy with substantial meaning of her letter was the same. She wasgone ,them . She had often expressed a wish to seeItaly and the East , and she forbadehim to follow her .and what more feasible than such a tour ! In the first bitterness of disappointment , Perry lost self -conThen there wereways and means of making their home life trol utterly , and acted like the distraught being hewas . Kitty'smore varied . London was only an hour and a half removed letter was dashed against the wall , torn into a hundred bits ,from them by rail ; and why should they not spend a little trampled under foot .time in London every year , euteringmoderatelyinto such gaye Kitty's name seemed no longer the talisman it had alwaysties as Kitty loved ! The old houseshould be madebrighter and been, and he held it up to everybody's scorn . She was false , sheblither ; Kitty should find in himself a companionand a friend , washeartless , she was inhuman ; he hated this vile thing , lovedfor under such sweet influence he felt sure of growing younger , this fallen angel to distraction , al
l

in a breath . He was herand , therefore, more worthy of the woman he worshipped. enemyhenceforth , and for ever .And what werePerry's dreams like ? Curiously enough, the He would slay her , if the devil ever gave him a chance. Hetables had turned , and , whilst the pre -eminentlypractical and would be torn to pieceswith red -hot pincersfor herwith pleasure.sober -minded Dr. Norman was dreaming from morning till She should be punished as she deserved. Every penny that henight , Perry , thedreamer, the votarist of enthusiasm , the idealist had beensaving fo
r

her should be laid out upon absinthe , and ,par excellence, was solely occupying himself with the great ques- when near dying , he would find her out and die in her presence;tion of the term , which was Money . or , betterstill , would be carried to her in his coffin . Would sheFor the few days following Kitty's visit , he worked at his like that , think you ?casel as if for dear life . One or two small pictureswereturnedoff and paid for in 20 time , and the large picturewasdealt with Perry was consistent.

His actions were, of course, of a piece with his words , for
He set to work , and ruined one or twocarefully and religiously , fo

r

was it not to buy the most sacred masterly sketches in no time .thing in the world to him --Kitty's love ? H
e

was always going to cafés.

He would take neither reproachnor consolation from anybody .He became, for the time being , a miser , a teetotaller , an as Whom did Kitty love , then ? Whom would Kitty marry ?cetic : ahjuring cigarettes, absinthe, theatres, and anything thatcost time or money He worked in his ill - ventilatedstudio till question .

Dr. Norman tormented himself as much as Perry with this

he almost dropped down of exhaustion. He denied himselfproper rest ; forgot when th
e

mcal -times came round ; forgot supremeaffectionthey bestowedupon her ; they knew that he
r

They both knew that this sweet prodigal was unworthy the
everything in the world — but Kitty . “ Yea " andher Nay " meantlessthan theYea andNay of other



KITTY .

doingit.

1)

to

theirexcursionsalone, in order to be near her old teacher.Prissy, naturally, becamemuch more of a companion to her divided into two portions, one consistingof thosewho cultivateSh
e

waspassionatelyfond of him , to begin with , and had a gather and enjoy the fruits of it .quick
understanding,bright wit , and a singularly appreciative

people. An
d

ye
t

theyloved he
r

an
d

longed fo
r

he
r

, an
d

would nature . Dr. Norman's on
e

consolation under al
l

hi
s

troublesno
t

be compensated. wasthe love of his little girl , and , somehow, thechild seemedTherewereotherand more beautiful women in the world . to know it .

Theyonlycaredfor this one. An old writer has said , “ Beauty Laura went as much as she liked to Mrs. Cornford's , and sheis no
t

made b
y

white or re
d

, by black eyesand a round face, by liked to go often . For th
e

la
st

few weeks sh
e

had beenlivingastraightbody an
d

asmoothskin , bu
t

by a proportion to th
e

in a ne
w

intoxicatingworld , where th
e

lights were theatricallyfancy; " and so it is always. strong and the music theatrically enthralling .W
e

don'tknowwhy w
e

should so love this man or this woman, What wonder that to an impressible nature like hers , theso madlyhungerand thirst to spendthe bestpart of our lives free , enthusiasticmany -colored existence of artistic Bohemiawiththem; but w
e
do it , and no logic can make us desist from should appearenchantment ? What wonder that , having oncetasted suchopium , she should crave for the sugaredpoison of itD

r.

Normancouldnot helpwonderingwhom Kitty loved , and again ?

th
e

wondermadehim restless, sleepless, spiritless . He , as well Mrs. Cornford loved al
l

youngpeoplewho hadwinning ways ;as Perry, grewsupremelymiserable in unmitigated envy of that and Laura had winning ways in abundance; so Laura washappyperson. Kitty's lover , th
e

manKitty should love , was alwaysmade welcome in th
e

Rue de Trévise , or was allowed toth
e

king of theuniverse in their eyes. si
t by Mrs. Cornford's side in the Louvre , and Perry wouldWhatbadshenot most charming in a woman 1 - splendid | neverfail to join them for a fewminutes .darkeyesandqueenlycarriage, beautiful white hands, a soft Kitty soonbecame a bond of union betweenthesetwo . Perryroice, an

d
a femininegrace in saying or doing things of little seizedthefirst opportunity of telling Laura how he had lovedmoment; Kitty hadeverything, and Kitty wanted neither their Kitty , and how cruelly she had used hi

m
. Laura had lovedfriendshipnortheir love . Kitty , too , better than any one in theworld , shesaid , with tears" I think w

e

hadbetterleaveParis soon and go on to Switzer- | in her eyes, and shecould see that Kitty did not care so veryland, as w
e

intended to do — don't you , Laura ? " asked Dr. much for her now .Norman, a day or two after Kitty's letter . "The weather is Then they talked of her beauty, her cleverness, her charminggrowingintolerablywarm here . " ways , and never grew tired . Perry was as much of a child as" O
h , papa! just when I am beginning to get on with my Laura in somethings , and being encouraged, he pouredout hi

sdrawing, " criedLaura , coloring . hopesandfears to her without reserve. It wasverysweet to him" D
o , dearpapa, le
t

us leaveParis ; I hate Paris ; I do want to be soothedand encouraged by Laura's words , and very sweetgo 80 , " saidPrissy. to Laura to feel that her wordshad such soothingpower ." Lauragives a reasonfor staying , but you give no reason on Thus they had becomecomrades; Mrs. Cornford , like theyour si
de
of th
e

question, ” Dr. Norman said ; adding , " what easy, reckless soul she was , making no effort to hinder theis it ? "

growth of this mushroomfriendship ." I don'tlikeParis , and that's why I want to go . " She knew well enough how most other womenwould haveButwhy do youdislike it ? " acted in her place, and shehad occasionalpricks of conscience;Because— because— I haven't seen a single Quaker in it , and bu
t

she excusedherself by thinking that life was short , andI do loveQuakers, " criedPrissy , triumphant at having found a that young peopleought to enjoy it .reason. "You remember" —for it seemed to the child that When Laura and Perry were in the Louvre with her she letmonths, no
t

weeks, dividedthem from th
e

lif
e

at Shelley House themstroll up and downthe galleries as often as they liked ;"youremember, papa don't you , dear kind ol
d

Mr. Wallis , and they liked it very often . Perry would leadLaura up to aw
ho

us
ed

to wear a broad -brimmed hat , and sa
y

thee ' an
d

picture , and , after describing it to he
r

in hi
s

wild , glowing way ,thou, ' an
d

give m
e

peppermints ? " wassure to lead the conversation to Kitty ." Whatnonsense, Prissy ! as if that were a reason. " But there were other fascinations in Paris that held Laura" I knowyour reasonwell cnough , " said Prissy . " Laura captive. Those little supperparties in the Rue de Trévise , withdoesn't ca
re

fo
r

anybody or anything no
w

bu
t

Mrs. Cornford , their accompaniments of sparkling ta
lk , good music , an
d

unan
d

M
rs
.

Cornford'spainting . We shall never ge
t

her to go varying enthusiasm — howcharming they seemed to her ! th
e

little country girl felt that shewasonly now beginning to liveD
r.

Normanlookedfrom on
e

of hi
s

children to th
e

other , an
d

to enjoy lif
e , and sh
e

dreaded to go back to th
e

ol
d

waysfeelingquiteunable to disappointeither . moreand more ." Th
e

ho
t

weatherwill soonmake it quite impossible for you Shewould havebeencontent to sweepfloors and scourwaterto continueth
e

longwalks to theLouvre and th
e

Rue de Tré- pails al
l

the days of he
r

lif
e , if sh
e

might only stayamong thesevise, " he said to Laura . generous, unconventional, gifted people. The destiny of some" Oh , pa
pa

! as if Icould no
t

take an omnibus ! " beganLaura , women is to adore , an
d

th
is

was Laura's destiny . Affection , inthe ordinary sense of the word , gives no idea of the feeling" Pa
pa , we shall al
l

have sunstrokes if w
e stay . M
y

poor dolls entertained by he
r

fo
r

an
y

humanbeing intellectually superiorar
e

meltingalreadyfrom the heat , " cried Prissy . to herself ."Well , ” saidDr.Norman , “ wewill settle it to -morrow ; any . Her ardent little soul was always falling down before somebo
w ,Laura, we mustnot stayhere much longer . ” Juggernaut ; and if it were a cruel Juggernaut , trampling her

ef
ik

Ki
tt
y

going w
ith

us , pa
pa

! ” asked Miss Prissy , peremp- underfoot , somuch th
e

more di
d

sheworship it .Kitty ha
d

to
ril
y

. That is what I want toknow . Is sh
e , or i shemby proved a cruelJuggernaut ,but Kitty's successors w

er
e

infinitelyBecause, if no
t

, I must se
e

to my poor dolls , who haven't a more
kind .summerfrock to theirpreciousbacks . Is she , papa !!
! Mrs. Cornford's friends loved this sweet, blue - eyedthing , whoilh , ch
ild
! as ifKitty cared a straw fo
r

us
e

on th
e

dolls ! " wasalways looking an
d

listening he
r

heart away ,and took painscr
ie
d

D
r.

Norman, bitterly , regretting th
e

sarcasm er
e

it was to interpret their theories to her . Laura became a Fourièrist , a

a pre -Raphaelite, a Garibaldian , everything by turns , and was
sometimes so many things at once that her brain grewcloudy .CHAPTERXVIII .- " THEWRATHTHATWORKSLIKE MADNESS. The sense of her own nothingness troubled her terribly some

inoratecried th
atday as sh
e

dressed herself to go to M
rs
.

/ photographer , lik
e

Vittoria ; or to jo
in

th
e

fir
st

phalanstery sh
e

operatord'sstudio . Th
e

ycung gi
rl

ha
d

again become he
r

pupil , could he
ar

of ' ; to do something , nomatterwhat , so lo
ng

as itan
d

sh
e

wouldoftenleave her father an
d

little sister tomake employed he
r

faculties .She wascomforted by theassurancethat humanity is naturally

with us , papa. "

w
ith

almostpainfuleagerness.

fairlyspoken.

fatherthanLaura.

beauty as their especial province, and the other of thosewho

Her kind friends , moreover, found a little employment fo
r
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her, which is the best sort of consolation ; Laura was quite , tude and worthiness of her own motives, than which there is
happy to si

t
fo
r

hours mending Vittoria's sacred gloves ; or M
. nothing more necessary to success.

Puig's no lesssacredstockings . Poor Laura never considered her own motives of much im

It wasimpossible fo
r

any circumstanceconnectedwith genius portance , and , though she brooded over a perplexity as per

to be common, she thought , and to remain as a working bec sistently as a bird broods over its first eggs, nothing resulted
amongst so sublime a community seemed the greatest good from it .

fortune that could overtake her . Kitty's defectionwas to Laura what the lightning is to the
But would it be allowed to overtake her ? Laura and her mother whosechild it haskilled . Her supremeconcernwas fo

r

father had never beenwholly unreserved to each other , and of Perry . Whose sorrow was anything in comparison to hi
s

so
r

late they had not grown less so . If Prissy willed a thing , she row ? Who deservedKitty but he ?-for Laura , like the simple

A CITIZES O
F

MOSCOWANDFAMILY. - PAGE 58 .

spoke ou
t , an
d

whatever obstaclemigit be thrown in he
r

way , I soul sh
e

was , ha
d

no idea of moral justice , and thought thatwas sure to gain the victory . Perry had no right to suffer just because he was young andShe had more demonstrativenessthan Laura , and could dis- giftedand beautiful .cuss inmost thoughts and feelingswith subtle though candid She saw something of the reckless despondency into whichmetaphysical interspection. Kitty's conduct threw him , and her father's unaltered bearingHad sh
e

been circumstanced as Laura was , sh
e

would have struck he
r

as beingverycold in comparison . Perry di
d

no
t

made on
t

such a ca
se

fo
r

herself that D
r.

Norman must have mind weeping , or tearing hi
s

hair , or saying mad things beforegiven way . There was no difficuly that Prissy could no
t

solve this sweetthing ,who would put he
r

little hands entreatingly onas sh
e

best liked , noGordian knot sh
e

could no
t

untiewithout hi
s

ar
m , an
d

be
y

hi
m

to be consoled ,with bi
g

tears in he
r

roundassistance - Prissy being always fully impressedwith the magni . eyes.
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Andis thatPrissy'ssphere!!' saidLaura, the cornersof her earlyat night .

shewillturnout ; butas far as I canjudge, she hasmuchmore get up ere itwas fairly light , and go through the long process
Prissyis amerehabyat present; it is impossibletosay what Dr. Norman liked the children tobe up early, and Kitty had to

ofthepeculiarsortof characterrequisite for battling with the of dressing, so as to be downby a little past eighto'clock. She

53

to

6!

)

If Perrysaidtoher, Laura, by a greathalf-fiercely: effort, contested the"How canyoubear point a little longer.tobewithamadman? She might haveDogoaway." battle with the world,
Or, in a humble, she said, and it couldtendertone: not do any harm to
"Oh, MissNorman, be fitted for whatever
itis no

t

good fo
r

you might happen. Mrs.

to be here, however Cornford said shehad
much w

e may like a decided talent for

it ! " - Laurawould go drawing , and Mrs.
homehalfcrazedwith Cornford was a first

a newsense of de rate judge . Dr. Nor
light. man heard her to the

If Perryplayed, as end, and , when she
onlyPerrycouldplay , had done, looked up

mysterioussnatches with a shrewd smile ,

of themusic he loved saying :

best, th
e

child sat And I think I

listeningin a trance. know whither all this
KittyandPerryseeni high - flownutilitarian

ed godandgoddess to ism is tending , Laura .

he
r

; th
e

two beings You wish to stay in

aloneworthy of al
l

Paris and go on takworshipand al
l

good ing lessons of Mrs.gifts. Whoclsecould Cornford . "

do whatthey could Laura turned crim

do , or seemso beauti son , and had not a

fu
l

andwindinglike word to say . Dr. Northem? man continued :

Kittyhavingdrop CHRISTMAS IN THE WOODS.PAGE59. “ If Mrs. Cornfordpe
d

like a starbelow were a different per

th
e

horizon, therearose this new, large , luminous orb in its son altogether, I should not mind ; but you are old enough toplace; andshecouldnot chosebut adoredoubly . know the sort of objectionwemust have to her , I think . "

D
ay
by da
y

, hour by hour , shewas ever trying to brace her " She is not quite a lady , you mean, papa ? ”self up fo
r

a greateffort ; she must hint to her father how her " Exactly ; with al
l

her good qualities, she is quite withoutheartwouldbreak if he forcedher from Paris . The thought of the tone of respectablesociety. I should not like you to catchspeakingseemedhardly less terrible to her than that of silence. her tone .

Ifsome on
e

, if somethingwould only help her ! But she knew A sort of despairtook possession of the child , and she turned

sh
e

shouldhave no help , and sh
e

pu
t

he
r

momentous request away to hidethe tears that sh
e

knew sh
e

could retain noin
to

everyavailableshape, trying to find a happy one. Το go longer . Dr. Norman thought it high time to end the dis
straightto her father, as Prissy would have done, and cussion.

" Papa, I like being in Paris best, and don't go away , ' “ O
f

courseyou must pleaseyourself , my dear , " he said , “ I
simplyimpossible; an

d
to throwherself in tearsupon hi
s

breast should never dream of interfering with an
y

decisionyou mightan
d

declarethat he wasmaking her unhappy , no less so . deliberately make concerning your own career. Remember
Timiditybegetssomethingvery like cunning in the purest that . " And then he left her to reflectupon the words .

minds, an
d

Laura at length came to th
e

decision that sh
e

must

So one day shewent up to Dr. Nor
andsaid, verypleadingly : CHAPTERXIX . — KITTY'S CHRISTMAS.

" Papa, don'tyouthink it would be a good thing fo
r

m
e

to The first brigut dry days of autumn came and went ; thendr
aw

so wellthat I might earnmy own living if I wanted ? " the cold white mists of November lay about the bare black

**
*

G
oo
d

hearens, Laura ! who ha
s

putthat notion into your woods , andthe land wasverydreary . Kitty used to take long

D
r.

Norman w
as
an ultra -liberal in theory , advocating every ready to cr
y

of discomfort .Winter to he
r

ha
d

hithertoincant

ki
nd

of moral an
d

intellectual improvement fo
r

bothmen an
d

something cheerful , indolent , and luxurious . In Paradise
women, bu

t
in practice as arrant a conservative as any going . Place, as soon as the first snowscame, one big fire used to be

I have , indeed . ” kept up somewhere, and everybodyspent tho most part of the

" Th
en

th
e

sooner yo
u

ge
t

rid of th
e

notion th
e

better . It is da
y

near it . Neither Perry no
r

Mrs. Cornford ev
er

worked

ho
e

ve
ry

w
el
l

fo
r

somewomen to strike ou
t

independentcareers much in co
ld

weather ; an
d

after ha
lf

anhour's zealousendur

fo
r

themselves; in a fe
w

exceptionalcases it is admirable ; bu
t

ance oftheir freezing studios ,theywould come to th
e

fir
e , an
d

yo
u

ar
e

th
e

lastpersonfitted to do so . respectively cook , darn , sketch, and read French novels in com

"Why, dearpapa ? " asked Laura , already on the pany . The little girls squatted on the floor , and took a stray

* Th
er
e

ar
e , m
y

dear

lesson in something or other perspective, counterpoint, French ,

casemight had

say ,

was

inventa sufficientexcuse.man,

head? "
" I havethought of it myself , papa .

1 )

crying. verge of

eg
ite
n

Ta
ke

m
y

advice ,and th
e

contented ho
be

sa tim
e

inyour looked intorna ch
at , an
d

th
e

winter's da
y . which be
ga
n

fo
rel
ik
e

a de
ar

lit
tle

housekeeper, and th
at

ca
n

be sa
id

of ve
ry

fe
w

an
d

an amusing H
oo
k

to re
ad ' ; on
e

or tw
o

of Perry's friends

them betweenten and eleven in the morning , endedtolerably

mouthgoingdown. Here at Shelley House the winter day seemedinterminable.

worldthanyouhave . " had a fire in her bedroom ; but Shelley Housewasspaciousand
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“ Could not you and Laura get up somesmall evening partiescold, and she often contrasted it regretfully with the warm,
dingy little place at Fulham. After breakfast came the daily amongst the neighbors by way of amusing yourselves? Pray,
governessand lessons, then lunch, the long monotonouswalk, understand that I wish you to do exactly as you like in that reand the five o'clock dinner. Dinner wasnot so dull becauseDr. spect."
Norman would be present, but he had grown less sociable dur “ You are very kind."
ing the last few weeks, and looked as if in trouble, Kitty " And do not hesitate to ask down any relative or friend ofthought. There was one milestone to break this dull road, your own if you wish it. The house is so large that there isnamely, Mrs. Wingfield's increasing friendliness. Mrs. Wing- plenty of room, even if Regy comeshome."
field tried hard to persuadeKitty to spendChristmas with her, Kitty caught up the last words, “ If Regy comeshome," andand Kitty would have like it , but the bareproposition brought looked inquisitive. D

r.

Norman explained the matter hastily .a Round Robin of deprecations, to which she yielded at once. The boy had been invited to stay with friends , and he shouldKitty had dined occasionallywith her new friend , and that she urge him to do so .

found delightful . The party consisted of two or three of Mrs. “ There is too much noise in the house when Ress is atWingfield's Indian friends only ; therewas no Laura present to home , ” he added ; “ I dont't know how to support it ; " andkeep down the amusing gossip of Indian life ; the meatsand with this he went .

drinks were superb, the men pleasantand worldly , and every This explanation by no means satisfied Kitty . She did notthing just as Kitty liked it . How she wished Perry had been care much about Regy's coming home , but she felt that Dr.there ! shecould have flirted with him , and no one would have Norman had not given her a full explanation of the matter ,andseen the harm . Mrs. Wingfield and Kitty had grown intimate it puzzled her . Had Regy been getting into debt , or into anyto such a point now , that theycalled eachother Myra and Kitty . other scrape ? Had Dr. Norman any idea of his having madeMyra had told Kitty all her secrets, Kitty sitting at her feet al
l

love to her ?

the while. On the occasion of the last little dinner , Myra had Two or three days passed and Regy's namewas not menpresented her with a very costly brooch , whispering , as she tioned ; til
l

one morning Dr. Norman said , with evident satisslipped it into her hand , “ I will give you something much faction , that Regy had been invited to spend Christmas withmore beautiful , if you will go to Calcutta with me , ” and Kitty somefriends , and that he had acceptedthe invitation . Amongstcrimsoned pleasurably, al
l

sorts of visions floating before her the young people there was natural lamentation at this news ;mind . but Kitty talked of the Christmas -tree , of the dance to follow ,She naturally showed the brooch to the children , and the and of other bright things in prospect, so that the cloud was astory of it reached Dr. Norman's ears . He listened more in- transient one . She set to work about thesefestivities with noquisitively than the occasion would seem to warrant ; even very light heart . It is not easy to live vicariously , and this isasked to see the brooch, turned it over in a speculativeway , what she was trying to do . What part and lot bad shewiththen returned it , saying : these gay young things ? still less , what part and lot had she“Mrs. Wingfield is very lavish in her gifts , certainly . " with a studious , unsociableman like Dr. Norman ! With Mrs.Kitty never lost her temper , but it provoked her that Dr. Wingfield she felt more at ease, but it was more than ever diffiNorman , who never gave her anything , should seem to grudge cult for her to see her now . She never accepted an invitationher acceptance of so beautiful a gift . to go there without some sort of discussion with Dr. NormanYou don't like Mrs. Wingfield , I know , ” she said , " and that beforehand ; at times he would be hurt , at others irritated ,is why I did not show you her gift at first . " never indifferent , and yet she went . It seemed so hard to giveHe looked as if bound to explain himself , but the children up the only gayety that came in her way , and Mrs. Wingfieldwere present, and it was impossible for him to abuse Kitty's might prove a very useful friend . She oncehinted this to Dr.friends in their hearing . The first time he found her alone , he Norman , but he would not see her meaning , and stuck to hi
s

went back to the subject . text - Mrs . Wingfield was not a person to be intimate with .“ I cannot honestly say that I know any harm of Mrs. Wing- Kitty thought it a little unamiable of Dr. Norman to say this ,field , ” he said , nor have I bad much opportunity of knowing with the evident intention of keeping her away . She tried toher ; but the little I have seen, I do not like ; she seems to me serve two masters, yielding apparently to Dr. Norman's wishes,a person of thoroughly ill -regulatedmind . and al
l

the while growing more intimate with Mrs. Wingfield .Kitty smiled . Serving two masters is desperatework . Brains and nervous“ O
h
! Dr. Norman , I have an ill -regulated mind myself . power wear away at a terrible rate under the unnatural tensionWhy should I want perfection in my friends ? ' ' imposed upon them , and one is almost sure to lose the game in“ Is she really your friend ? " the end .

" She is so kind to me , I can hardly feel as if shewerenot , A day or two beforeChristmas she lunched with Mrs. Wingthough we seevery little of eachother . I have avoided going field ; it was a pleasant thing to do . Mrs. Wingfield was theoftener becauseyou objected to it . ” quintessence of hospitality , and could , moreover , be very enter“ Thank you , " Dr. Norman said. “Mrs. Wingfield is not taining when alone with a friend . Kitty felt herself , for thewise in her choice of friends , from al
l

that I have heard ; nonce, the Kitty of old . She laughod , said smart things , madethough , as far as social position goes, they are everything one amusing commentaries on Mrs. Wingfield's stories , and was alcould desire ; but that is not all . A high moral and intellec- together delightful .tual tone is much more important . " Fortunately a snow -storm came on .“Mrs. Wingfield and her friends are al
l

reading people, ” “ I shall keep you till to -morrow morning , ” Mrs. WingfieldKitty said .

said . “ O
h , how nice that will be ! Sit down , darling , in that“ O
h
! what is that a sign of ? Reading to kill time is a nice arm -chair , put your feet on a footstool , and when w

e

havevicious amusement. "

each had just one little bi
t

of sleep , we'll be entertainingKitty looked hurt , and Dr. Norman hastened to qualify hi
s

again . "speech. " O
f

course, I can only speakfrom a very partial expe Kitty obeyed, and both ladies nodded and nappedtill it grewrience, and I ask your pardon if I have been unfair to your dusk , and teawas brought in ; then they sa
t

sipping it over thefriend . One is apt to get crabbed if left to oneself . I know that fire , in a luxury of growing confidence.my house is a dull one

" I will tell you what I have been thinking of , " Mrs. Wing“ O
h , no ! " beganKitty .

" Dull for you , at least , " he went on , “as the children face as she spoke .

field said , after a little pause, and looking straight into Kitty'sare too young to be companions, and I too old and too care “ I do so sicken of living alone . I wantsome one to be fond of me , and help me to scold the servants
worn . "

and to choosemy dresses. I should like to have you in myHe said this with a little sigh .

housealways . D
o you say Yes or No , Kitty ? "“ It is not want of cuinpanionship that drives me to Mrs. Kitty's heart beat fast , but she controlled herself and spokeWingfield's , I assure you . It is becauseshe is so kind to me , quite collectedly .and is always wanting me to be with her . ”

“ DearMyra ! " she said , with a little surprised laugh , “ how

IS

6



KITTY.

others."

.

man.

greatdealworriedjustnow ; Clevy is home, andmakes the chil

Kittyignoredthe idenwith a very greatdeal of composure,an
d

added: " It is a compact, isn't it , Myra ? ” .WhereuponMyra , whowas getting sleepy , nodded in token only once a year . "
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ca
n

on
e

sa
y

Ye
s

or N
o
in aminute to such a proposal as that ? I of affirmation, gave To
m

- to
m , who sleptoutside he
r

door , a litIt takesone'sbreathawaylike an offer of marriage . " tle admonishingkick , which meantthat he was to closethe cor" Bu
t

if yo
u

ha
d

an offer of marriageyou would say Yes or ridor and put out th
e

lights ,and then went of
f

to bedvery satisN
o
at once. Women'sopinions are always formed on some fiedwith the turn affairs had taken . We fancyKitty did notthings. " sleep much that night . Having made up her mind , shecouldKittytook he

r

friend'shandand pressed it gratefully . not lay her head down on the pillow and sleeptill the dawn ," It is no
t

myself I am considering , ” she said , “ but child -wise . Shehad not calculateďuponany change of fortunecoming so suddenly . A hundred a year and a home of easc" Whatothers? ' ' Mrs. Wingfield asked. seemed very great things to her ; and she thought she couldKittymentioned th
e

Normans as first claimants upon her ; not be wrong in acceptingthem fo
r

a time - Kitty tacked thisthen sh
e

talkedveryvaguely of old friends and connections at proviso to everything .home- in Fulham. Shewould fain have become a fashionable lady , and lived" I havetwohomesand two families , ” she added, " and it after the manner of Mrs. Wingfield ; she would fain havemarwould be difficult fo
r

me to break entirely from either . But I ried for love, and madePerry happy ; shewould fain havestaidam grateful,dearMyra, and I should like to come to you better with the Normans , andmadethem happy too . How wasshe tothananything. I should, indeed. ” choosethe right casket ?"Hownice it would be ! oh , how nice it would be ! " Myra It is true that she had consented, after greatpersuasion, towenton " I would take you up to London with me for the accept something in the shape of a salary from Dr. Normanseason; I would be exactly to you as an elder sister , and if you when it was arranged that she should stay as companion tomarried, I wouldgiveyou a superbwedding -breakfast . " his children . But howdifferent it would be to live with Myra !Kittykissedher friend in a tender, deprecatingway , as if

suchgoodnesswerequitetoomuch for her .

"Youhesitate? " Mrs. Wingfield said . CHAPTER XX . — KITTY'SCHRISTMAS—(CONTINUED) .

" Ye
s

, I hesitate, " Kitty answered ; " and I have not the HE children's party occupiedKitty'scourageto tellyyouwhy . " time and thoughts so entirely the" Yo
u

ar
e

to
o

proud to acceptanything from me . " next day, that she had no time to" I neednot be veryproud to shrink from accepting so much , " dwell upon her own affairs. SheshutKittyanswered; and then, still holding the tips of Myra's fin herself up for ons quarter of an hour :gers, sh
e

madea longspeech. but it was quite impossible to clear her" Yo
u

se
e
,dearestMyra , " said she , “ that I am a very weak thoughts, and resolve upon the bestmindedcreature, and should never be able to support the hu means of breaking her news to Dr. Normiliationof being a poor church -mouse in a rich priory . I He was so helpless, and she soshouldalwaysbe comparingmyself to you , a tatterdemalion to helpful , that sheknew he would set hima princess, andyouwould not like to feel that you were con self strongly against her taking such atipuallyhumiliatingyour friend in the eyes of the world . I step. And what then ?am of a goodbutpoorfamily , and not one of my relations can She went down - stairs, and acted thehe

lp
m
e

to support th
e

socialposition to which I was born . I part of hostess to thirty children perfectly, though she washarehardlyanyincome. Dear Myra , how can I come to you wishing herself anywhere else.so ? If yo
u

were ol
d , anddisagreeable, and ugly , I would be to It disappointed her a little that Dr. Norman had placed noyo
u

as a kind of companion. " gift for her on theChristmas-tree. A silver thimblewould have" Iwouldgiveyou a hundred a year to -morrow , " interrupted seemedgraciouscoming from him at such a time , or a sixpennyM
rs
.

Wingfield, “ if youwould come so now , ” snapping some neck -ribbon . There wasnothing , and yet D
r.

Norman acceptedw
ha
t

coarsely th
e

silken thread of Kitty's sentimental dis- the slippers she had worked fo
r

him as if a gift from herwas.. " N
o

on
e

need know what arrangements w
e

two natural and pleasant. The children al
l

screamedout in amake; I'l
l

callyoumy cousin . " breath : “ O
h , papa ! have you nothing for Kitty ? ' ' but heKitty began tospeak; then stopped, smiled hesitatingly , and changed th

e

subject alittle awkwardly Kitty thought . Whenfinally sa
id

, with a suddencharming frankness : al
l

the young folks had gone, and even Laura's anxiety to help" Af
te
r

al
l ,Myra, I do love you , and I think if you gave m
e

her friend hadsuccumbed to th
e

extreme of drowsiness, D
r.

a le
ft

- of
f

dressIwouldwear it for your sake . " Norman peepedinto the drawing -room ." I wouldgiveyou lots of new dresses, ” interrupted Mrs. What a scene it was ! The chairs were lying about in rows ,

like files of infantry under fire ; the tables were overturned,

and choked up with shot and shell ; in otherwords, halls , and

**Suppose,dearest, that I do come to live with you : I must toys of everydescription ; th
e

ol
ul squarepianomight be calledke
ep

up th
e

appearance of a lady in order no
t

to shame m
y

the Hougomont ofthisdomestic 'Vaterloo ,being barricaded tofriends; if I consented to be your butler ,housekeeper , account- th
e

summit with every available piece of furniture . Kittyau
t

-anything bu
t

companion- need ou
r

affectionssuffer be moved amid th
e

scene of destruction like an emblematicfigureca
us
e

I acceptwages in exchange ? You know I must go out as of peace. She had not beentorn to piecesduring Blindman's
Seoretresswhen IleaveShelleyHouse , or ea

rn

m
y

living some- Buff ; sh
e

ha
d

lo
st

neither lif
e

nor liab in the fray of Hunt th
e

Slipper . Her hair was smoothand ! right , her pretty dress in

" Do , do come to m
e

! " urgedMrs. Wingfield ; " it would be no degree disordered , he
r

movements si
ow

an
d

ca
lm

.so muchnicerthan teaching fo
r

you , and nicer than anything She did not know that Dr. Norman was looking at her , and

fo
r

m
e . " And th
e

tw
o

ladicstalked an
d

talked til
l

dinner went he
r

w
ay , picking up Prissy'ssash here ,Laura's necklace

im
e , end Ir . Norman'scarringe, which ha
d

come to fetch Kitty , there ,with so womanly , na
y , motherly , a care , that hi
seyes

te
ra
se

se
nt

away in orderthat they might ta
lk

a litemore ,and filled . He thought of hi
s

deadwife , and of th
eway in which
sheused to care for his children thus from morning till night .

Stithereis on
e

la
st thing I have to as
k

of yo
u

, ” Kitty sa
id

, it seemed to hi
m

th
at

an
y

womanwho soloved hi
s

children ,as th
e

tw
o

parted in Mrs. Wingfield's dressing -room . Let us her children , must be good, and tender, and truc . O
n
a sudden ,ke
ep

ou
r

ow
n

counsel fo
r

th
e

next fe
wdays .Dr. Norman is a Kitty looked up .

“ .

“ You ought to be asleep now , " he answered ; " how tired

She shut her eyes, and yawned, a very pretty little yawn , ad
mitting that she was sleepy, adding : “ Christmas Eve comes

course.

19

Wingfield.

Kittywent on :

er
e

be
d

-timecame it wasall settled.

tressedat th
e

baremention of my leaving" Being in lovewith you ? " you look ! "
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17

Dr. Norman again pressedher to go to bed, holding out his , laughed at himself for thefoolish thought. What did it matternand as he said good-night. It wasa very cold little band that to him about Kitty's social position ? If she werenot of herselfshegavehim, and he saw that the fire wasout. good enough to be his wife, no lineage could render her so.“ Oh, Miss Silver !" he cried in dismay, “ this is too bad of Finally , he went to bed, determined that Kitty Silver should beyou. What shall we al
l

do if you are ill ? Come into my study his wife .and get warmbeforegoing up - stairs. I have a fire there . " Christmas Day at Shelley House was like Christmas Day anyShe felt cold , and followed him to the study , willingly . He whereelse . To see the way in which Kitty went through theput her in an ar
m

-chair , made her drink a glass of wine , and , day's business was quite marvelous ; one could have swornsitting opposite to her , talked of many things in a friendly and that she had made up Christmas parcelsfor the poor , had deconfidentialway . Kitty's old liking for Dr. Normancameback corated churches with holly , had presented Sunday -schoolagain . H
e

had seemeddistant and self -absorbed of late , and children with cakes and clothing and pretty speeches, hadshe fancied that he was losing interest in her . But on this orderedChristmasfeastsfor the servants ' hall , all her life . HerChristmas Eve he showed himself so alive to her comfort in power of adapting herself to circumstanceswas really unusual,small things , so chivalrously courteous,and so evidently pleased and she was ever a little enthusiastic withal , as if schoolto be near her , that she felt as if she should never have courage children's cakes and servants' feasts were dear to her heart.to tell him her resolve. When she had saidgood -night , and when the business of the day had beengone through , shestoleDr. Norman was left alone , he fell into a long train of thought . up to her bedroom, which Laura had turned into quite a prettyHe had been trying for weeks past to make up his mind on a boudoir for her darling Miss Silver , and , drawing an easychairvery important point , and the deliberation filled every leisure to the fire , began to think . Ought she not tell Perry ? oughtbour .

shenot tell Dr. Norman , of the resolution she had taken ! SheShould he marry Kitty ? felt as if she should cry of regret at leaving Shelley House ; butHe wasnot in love with her --shewas not in love with him ; shenever hesitatedabout leaving it .but they liked each other , and there were a hundred interests If she only had strength of mind enough to go and tell Dr.to bring themnearer if he gave her his name . His first mar- Norman at once ! She knew that he had gone to his study inriagehad been perfect. He did not expect a second to be like order to get a little quiet , and she had often gone to hi
m

thereit ; but there could be degrees of domestichappiness, and he to consult him on important domestic matters . Why shouldthought that Kitty would make him happier than any other she not go now ? She rose , walked to the door , turned thewoman he knew , She seemed very lonely ; she had no for- handle , then paused, irresolute . It was so pleasant to keep bytune ; he felt a man's sense of protectivenessurging him to her cosy fire , and not have to talk of painful things . Shetake her to his heart , and keep the world from being unkind to would tell Dr. Norman to -morrow . Then she got angry.withher evermore, Had Kittybeen a coquette, impulsive , of a more herself for being so irresolute , and , opening the door quickly ,demonstrativenature , he would have lacked courage to marry went straight down -stairs. Dr. Norman's study was shut of
fher ; but shewas so calm , so even -tempered, so tender to the from the entrance- hall by a corridor closed by baize doors atchildren , that he felt he should be running no risk for himself . each end . Kitty found the first open , and the second wasIt is natural for a man to think women happierwhen married . opened by Dr. Norman , as she touched the handle .Dr. Norman , though by no means an egotist , never feared that “ I was coming to say something to you , ” she said , with ait could be a great risk for Kitty . True , shewas young and he little sinking of the heart .was middle -aged ; but how many young girls do marry men “And I was coming to saysomething to you , " he said , smildouble their years, and are happy ! ing . “Will you si

t
down by the fir

e
? " 'Then Dr. Norman thought of his children , one at a time , and Kitty obeyed, and Dr. Norman sat down opposite to her .

of the probableinfluencehis secondmarriagewould have upon They occupied the same seats they had done the night before,

them . He smiled as he recalledRugy's fanciedpassion, for Dr. but were far from being able to affect the samefriendly tone .

Norman had naturally heard rumors of this — thinking , what After a long pause, Dr. Norman said : “ I think you were
will poor foolish Regy say to me for having forestalled him ? coming to say something to me ? ”But he reflectedthat Regy would be very little at home for the Kitty felt all her self -possessiongoing .next fewyears , and , even if he were , could but be better off for “ It is nothing very important , " sheanswered.havingKitty to take something between a motherly and sisterly mind speaking first ? ' 'care of him . With regard to Laura , Dr. Norman had no mis Had Kitty been put to the question , she would never have
givings . Laura adored Kitty , and was of so gentle and relying confessed to an anticipation of Dr. Norman's purpose ; yet it is

a nature that , without someone strong to lean upon , shewould doubtful whether any woman would not have guessed as much .

be utterly lost . Kitty was strong , and Kitty was staunch . Being thus appealed to , Dr. Norman felt it incumbent upon him
Laurawould be infinitely happier for having Kitty's guidance to speak .always ; Clevy and Wattie wanted a mother sadly ; and though “ Dear Miss Silver , ” he said , " I have been wondering fo

rhe doubtedwhether hi
s

passionate, petted little Prissy would sometime pastwhat w
e

should al
l

do at Shelley without you ,

ever yield to Kitty the allegiance which would be her due , he and I want to persuadeyou to stay altogether . "

felt that Prissy neededher caremore than any of his children . Then he took courage, and added, “Could you marry me ? ”
Then Dr. Norman thought of himself . He was a very lonely Kitty smiled and blushed , and had not a word to say. It wasman , and he wasnot much past forty . Could he support such so natural fo

r

her to do what she knew would pleaseothers,

loneliness always ? . Would it not be better for him to drink the that for the life of her she could not have shook her headand
pleasantcupheld to his lips , rather than weep forever for the run away .wine spilled on the ground that could never be drunk any words seemed to make it just possible . There was silence fo

r
&

Moreover , the mere putting of the thought intomore ? The perfect happiness of hi
s

first marriagemade him minute or two , and during that time a hundred things passed
shrink from marrying again ; but he waswearying and sicken- through the girl's mind .

ing of solitude .

How could these children ever fil
l

it ? The boys would notween Perry and herself , but sh
e

had never allowed him to look

It was true that something like an engagementexisted besooner be grown to men than they weresure to make homes fo
r

upon such a state of things as irrevocable . She was always
themselves ; th

e

girls might staywith him longer ; but what tacking conditions to th
e

consummation of their engagement ,

had Laura and he in common, much as they loved one another ? and the fault rested with him alone if he regarded it in any
Prissy had much morecharacter, and he felt that Prissy would other light . And after al

l
, fond as she was of Perry , he was 80

grow up like he
r

mother ; bu
t

sh
e

w
as

a child at present,and visionary , so childishly unreliable , so incapable of carrying ou
t

it would be yearsbeforeshe could at all completehis life ; andwhat might not those intervening yearsbring forth ? Lastly , for himself .

a resolution , that she felt sure he would never make a positiontherewas the consideration of Kitty's social position . H
e

knew marry him ? She liked him - poor Perry !-better than any one

What right , therefore , had he to expect her tonothing of he
r

family . Was it desirable to give this lady hi
s

in th
e

world , but ofwhat use fo
r

two people to like eachother ,

name til
l

he had learned a little about he
r

own ? And then he if they ha
d

not bread toeat ? Then she thought of th
e

promise

" Would you

1



KITTY .

thebetter fo
r

possessinga virtnewhich shealmost regarded as

57

6
11

d

CHAPTERXXI . - A DILEMMA.

!
.

oright, to
o ; itwas so natural to her to look bright when she white fields .

ing'sstudyforher . Heseemedquite indifferentas to whether a

hi
s

actionsmerely to suit otherpeople, andKitty liked him all satisfaction. It might have been such a hapyy one ; and what

givento Mrs.Wingfield; bu
t

thatwassurely less binding upon “You have hitherto lived among artists , and people of talhe
r

th
an

th
e

oneshehadgiven to Perry — youcannot be sued in ent , ” he said to her as they both looked on , " and must bavea courtof justice fo
r

the non -fulfillment of a visit to a friend , led a life of perpetualvariety and amusement. Are you quitean
d

if abastycompactsuch as sheand Mrs. Wingfield had made sure that you do not find this dull ? ' 'were, indeed, final, what lots of broken compacts there would “ It is so peaceful, " Kitty said , " and peace is better thanbe in lif
e , an
d

howmiserable lif
e

would be ! Kitty felt that , if pleasure ; I could no
t

bear to live always in poverty . "once he
r

futurewereassured, sheshould be a happier and a bet Dr. Norman's facecloudedfor a moment .terwoman; andherewas Dr. Norman ready to assure her a “ I am not rich , and there are all the children to educate, "foture, andmakeher so ! he answered, uneasily. “ I rank as a poor man amongmyAl
l

th
e

timeshewas thinking these thoughts , Dr. Norman friends and neighbors . "waited, no
t

in passionatesuspense, as a younger lover might , “ Oh , Dr. Norman , you don't know what it is to be poor !bu
t

withverynaturalanxiety as to whether , having calmly Why , I have known very nice cleverpeoplewho have dined of
f

playedfo
r

a veryhighstake, he should win or lose . H
e

liked dry bread many a time , " and Kitty laughed , half sa
d

, halfKitty al
l

th
e

better fo
r

this pretty little show of modest hesita- merry .

tio
n

, an
d

he feltthat it wouldseemvery hard for him to take “ We shall not be so poor as that , Kitty , " Dr. Norman wenthe
r

refusal. on - it was the first time he had so called her— " and you have" Well? " he said, smiling at her , shown yourself so good and so clever that I know everythingKitty pu
t

he
r

pretty, wbitehandsunder her chin , and looked will go on well in the housewhere you are at the head of it .intentlyintothefire. Thank God all the children love you . I would , on no account," It is so hard to sayYes or No whenwe say them for life , " bavesacrificedtheir happiness to mine ; but it hasbeen as muchsh
e

sa
id

, halfcrying. almost for their sake as for my own that I have longed for youAndthen D
r.

Normangently asked if he had not better to becomeone of us .

decidefo
r

he
r

, which he did in a way entirely satisfactory to All this wasvery practicable, and yet Kitty found it pleasant.himself, She had lived in the world too early and too long to entertain
the ordinary feminine notion about love and marriage. To have
Dr. Norman sitting by her sideand discussingthe future , as ifthey werefriends of years' standing , wasmuch more agreeable

OW WAS she going to tell to her than any lover's platitudeswould havebeen. Regy'sPerry ? How was she to tell love -making had moved her because he was young and un-Myra ? How was she to tell Dr. happy , and shepitied him : but shefelt that she liked Dr. Nor .

Norman that she had to break man best, ever kind , considerate, and tender as he was , and as

faith with those two in marry - free frompassion as herself .

ing him ? Whilst Kitty was thinking thesethoughts, Dr. Norman was
Poor Kitty found herself in thinking how easy it would be to fall in love again , and how

one of thosehopelesslyperplex- much moreattractive Kitty had seemedsinceconsenting to being situations which defy coun come his wife . He had always thought her handsome ; but

se
l

, even supposing counsel to now he was always thinking of her as being handsome. What
be at hand . She wanted to woman had such eyes, such vivacious expression, such shining
makePerry happy ; shewanted hair , such graces of movement ? He longed to know her better ;

to become a fashionable lady , and live to have her call him by his Christian name ; to have tête- à - tête
with Mrs. Wingfield ; sh

e

wanted to marry talk more commonthings betweenthem ; to feel that nothing

a goodman like Dr. Norman , and devote could come in the way of the new, happier life . H
e

hadnot
herself to him and to his children all her yet asked Kitty when shewould marry him ; but he saw no
life long . But shecould not do thesethree reason she could have for delay , and he determined to tell his
things, and she had chosen one of the children of his coming marriage as soon as the time should be

three. Was her choice a wise one , and fixedfor it .

was it irrevocable ? She could not bear to Kitty's thoughts werelesssatisfactory. How should she tell
think that it was much as she liked Dr. Perry ? How should she tell Mrs. Wingfield ? What wouldNorran, sh

e

couldnot bear to think that . they think of her ? Hoping for somemiraculouspiece of good

O
n
fir
st

comingfrom D
r.

Norman'sstudy , with hi
s

kiss fresh fortunethat should render he
r

courseeasier b
y

an
d

by , shewentup
on

he
r

lips, and hi
s

frank words of affection and trust still to bed , and slept serenely.soundingin he
r

ears, sh
e

was on the point of writing a decisive A weekpassedwithout any miraculous good fortune . Every

le
tt
er

to Pe
rr
y

, an
d

anotherdecisiveletter to Myra ; bu
t

when sh
e day Kittyhad risen from he
r

bed with thethought , “ I w
ill

sa
t

do
w
n

an
d

to
ok

pe
n

in hand ,resolve an
d

inclinationwere alike really freemyself frommy burdens beforenight ; "but night

en
e
. Fo
r

morethan an hour sh
e

thought andthought an
d

ha
d

come , and she bore he
r

burdensstill . One morning'spost
thought,withoutbeingable tocome toany conclusion .Well , brought a w

ild

note fr
om Perry . H
e

ha
d

torn ou
t
a leaf from

be
r

promisetoDr. Norman was no
t

ye
t

a da
y

ol
d , an
d

there his sketch -book ,andhadwrittenacross it , amid suggestive

tio
n . She m
us
t

pu
t

it of
f

until another da
y
. So sh
e

dressed he
r
- Byronic , bu
t

none th
e

less sincere , declaration . This di
d

no
t

ve
ry

carefully fo
r

th
e

festiveChristmas te
a

, wearing a new help poor Kitty .dr
es
s

, an
d

al
l

th
e

trinketsthatPerry had given he
r

, and went
dewastain, no

t

looking in th
e

least lik
e

a person in de
ep

pe
r

Myra . Myra must ha
ve

he
r

friend at on
ce

— at on
ce . Her room

wasready , numerousplans were formed for her pleasure ; they
halter th

e
te
a ,which w
as
a very sumptuous on
e

, an
d

served in were going up to London fo
r

th
e

season, an
d

afterward totravel

on sewatchedth
e

dancingwith a smile on hi
s

face . Kitty looked on th
at

N
ew Year's morning , an
d

looked drearily across th
e

“ How glad I shall be when the snow is gone ! "

“ How glad I shall be whenwhich, she w
as

pleasedthat D
r.

Norman wouldgive up hi
s

even I have chosenbetweenthem al
l , and it is over ! "

But a , and

plexity.
Th
is

en
tir
e

by nature th
at

it w
as impossible fo
r

hi
m

to modify Year's D
ay . " " Sh
e

looked ba
ck

up
on

th
at

w
ec
k

with ve
ry

lit
tle

aweakness. had it been, thanks to ber ownindecision ? Every bit of bread
had been turned into Dead Seafruit , everydrop of wine intc
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gall. And why ? Becauseshe lacked courage to go and say | Myra's little hand and pressing it , by way of deprecatingthe
to the man she had promisedto marry, “ I have been acting cutting speech.

“ No, I am not. I want you to seethe differencebetweentheunfairly to you, to another, and to myself. I was engagedto
inarty when your kind words came, and I had no courage to homagethat falls to my share, and the homagethat falls to yours.
sayso. Forgive me, and le

t

me go . " People fawn upon me, and flatterme , and I don't always dislike
Still less had she courage go and say to Tyra “ I am it , but I would ten times rather be you . Everybody admires

going to marry Dr. Norman -- to give up gayetiesand pleasures, you , everbodyadoresyou ; and for these reasons : It is a pleas
and devotemyself to his children . It is impossible that you ure to look at you , it is a pleasure to listen to you , it is a pleasure
and I can ever be such friends again as we have been . ” to be liked by you . Nobody caresfor my company as much as

A thousand times lesscould she write to Perry - passionate, they do for yours . Taking al
l

this into consideration , you must
impulsive , true -heartedPerry— “ I have made up my mind to be acting like a child to marry the first man who proposes to

break the word that I gave you years ago , not because I love you . You should wait . "

anybodyelse, not because I do not love you , but becauseyou “ I don't quite seethe use of waiting . I have do godmother

to make me her heir .are poor , and I prize wealth beyond affection . " I shall not grow more attractive as I

She could do neither of these things ; she could not endure grow older . "

the idea of making any one unhappy who was kind to her , and “ Place yourself in my hands ; I will use your brains , and
she knew well enough how unhappy the truth must make you shall use my money . "

Perry , and how it must disconcertDr. Norman . “ But , only think , Myra , I have given my word , and Dr. Nor
What am I to do paMyra would not suffer in nearly the same degree ; but she man really caresfor me .

would suffer from mingled feelings of disappointment and “ Tell the truth . "

mortification , and would feel that shecould nevertrust anybody "Which ? There are so many things I might say, and they
again. Oh ! what chance of peacewas hers with so many re are al

l

true , but none the less unpleasant for him to bear . "

tributions hanging over her head ? “ Say that if you marry him , you will be miserable — that is

Shewas compelled to take one decisive step, however , and the simplest ; then come to me , and see how happy w
e

can
that helped her to temporary peace. She could no longer make each other . "

keep Myra in ignorance as to her engagement. Onemorning , And Kitty listened and listened , assenting to everything , and
therefore, she set of

f
in the snow , and found Myra eating her finally went away , having promised Myra to break her promise

breakfast in her dressing -room. to Dr. Norman .

“Welcome , you little goose ! " Myra cried , fa
r

too indolent

to rise from her chair ; “ don't kiss me -I'm eating honey
but sit down , and Tom -tom sball bring you some tea . " A CITIZEN OF MOSCOW AND FAMILY .

Kitty kissed her dearest friend in spite of the command,

and before she took off her cloak or tasted her tea , broke out OUR engraving on page 52 , represents one of those quietwith an explosive : scenes so often witnessed in Russia . With the exception of" I havepromised to marry Dr. Norman ! " political and personal freedom, few men live in more individualMyra was one of thoseprovoking personswho are never sur - comfort inan the burghers of Moscow . In the summer afterprised at the right moment. noons they lounge on the steps of their houses, talking , or sing“ I expected asmuch , " shesaid , quite indifferently ; women ing to a kind of guitar , which is very pleasantwhen tolerablycan't help being fools , I suppose. " well played ." You would think me a fool if I married him ? " Kitty Any one enjoying the right to make a selection of a corporaasked .

tion , trade , or occupation for life , can enter the class of citizen“That's quite out of the question. You can't do it , you burghers , abandoning thus hi
s

inferior position , and passingmustn't do it , you won't do it . " over to this superior one . For this he must be legally and offi .“ But I have promised. " cially accepted by the community which he wishes to join .“ What could induce you to make such a promise ? You are Exceptions exist for someartisans where the legal assent of th
e

not a domestic person ; the idea of having five step -children community to the ac
t

of admission is not necessary . Thus , fø
r

did not tempt you ; Dr. Norman is not the man fo
r

a clever example, cloth -weavers, dyers and dressers, and machinists , canwoman like you to fall in love with ; hi
s

position is not worth join a general city corporation or community , without obtainthe sacrifice. " ing the formality of its consent .“ You amuseme immensely when you talk in that strain , " Free or crown peasantscan join the corporation of burghersKitty said , laughing . “ You forget that I am nobody . ” individually or with their families , and so can rural communes," You are a woman , ” Myra answered. if they are traders , mechanics, artisans , or manufacturers, but" Well ! "

not as agriculturists . Individuals passing thus from one state" That is a veryunnecessary well ; ' you must know that a to another , must obtain the assent of the communewhich theywoman who is young , and clever , and handsome, is a power in abandon, as well as the acceptance of that which they enter.society . "

When this is to be done by a whole rural community , the per" I don't know that . It is not fo
r

either of those reasons mission of th
e

government is necessary. Widows and daughtersthat D
r.

Norman likes m
e

well enough to marry . It is be
-

of free peasantscan , under certain conditions , become incorpocause I am kind to the children , and a pleasant piece of furni- rated among citizen -burghers . Independent agriculturists ( ature in th
e

house . If I were a mean -looking little person , with kind of freeyeomen ) , aswell as emancipatedserfs , ca
n

join aa snub nose, it would havebeenthe same. ' city corporation with its assent.“ Not quite , my dearKitty ; you don't at al
l

know the pro Merchants of the first guild , or their children , when theportionate value of things in the world . You think a great parents have belonged fo
r

twenty -fiveyears uninterruptedly todeal too much of the relative worth of money . " the guild , have the right to enter the civil or military service“ I supposeall poor people do . ”

“ But experience ought to make you wiser .

under the same conditions as the children of personal nobles.Who is most | Merchants of the second guild , or their children , cannot enteradmired and sought after when I have a housefull of people , the civil service at al
l , and the military only as volunteers — that

“ Yourself , naturally . " is , with the right to leave it again at any time . All other mer

" I may appear to be so ; but you havewit enough to seehow the civil service on any condition whatever ; and when they
chants , citizen -burghers, or their children , are not admitted into

much of this adoration is but skin -deep. Why , ” and here enter the military , do not enjoy any kind of privilege , but ar
eMyra broke into a little laugh , “ you are like the rest of the treatedlike al
l

the common recruits .world ; you would not take half so much paids to pleaseme if tered in one of the threeguilds is free from the general recruit

A citizen -burgher regisit were not that I am rich . "

“ You ar
e

arguing on m
y

side no
w , " Kitty said , taking up ! pay th
e

state the capitation - ta
x , called poduschnce( " from th
e

ing to which al
l

other burghers are subject . He also does pot

01

you or I ? "



FORBEARANCE .

6

-

velvetturnedsharplyup all round, the front and hinder parts /ungenerous. You seldom need wait for the written life of a

* Theseloosedressesalways fold over the right breast, andar
e

fastenedfromtop to bottomwith loopsand buttons .trouserswere of a light bluefiguredNankin crape , cutmuch inth
e

modernGreekstyle , being immediately below the knee | thing .

59
so
u

] " ) , as he alreadypays an interest on the capital fo
r

which tuckedinto th
e

blacksatinmandarin boots , that in shapemuchhe isinscribed in the guild . All other commercialtaxesare resemblethe old hessian, once so common in this country , withpa
id

by th
e

barghers in commonwith the rest of th
e

inhabit- solessometwo inches thick , th
e

sides of whichwerekeptnicelyAnts. Anycitizen-burgercan own houses or other real estate white , Warren's je
t

not yet having been introduced. To thissituatedin cities or villages, or lots of naked land — that is , part of his dress a Chinesedandypays as much attention as ourlandwithoutserfs. Citizen-burgbersnot inscribed in anyguild , exquisites do to the formation of a Humby . 'bu
t

owninghouses in citiesvalued above five thousanddollars , “The figure was completed by his apparently wariike , butar
e

obliged to registertheir names at least in the third guild , really peaceableimplements, which no respectableChinamanan
d

pa
y

th
e

interest on their capital . Such houses can be would be seen without , vi
z . , the fan , with its highly -workedowned b
y

widows or unmarrieddaughters of the class of mer- sheath ; the purse, or tobacco-pouch , in the exquisiteembroidchants, but on condition of registration in a guild . Merchants ery of which great ingenuity is displayed ; a variety of silverca
n

belongto and be registered in rural communitiesaccording tooth and ear -picks, with a pocket for hi
s

watch ; the belt toto certainprescriptionsof the law . which theseare attachedhaving a small leather casefixed to it ,to containhis flint and steel .

CHRISTMAS IN THE WOODS . “ I had nearly forgottenhis tail - his beautiful tail , the prideof everyChinaman's heart — and in this case, if all his own , heFromundertheboughs in the snow -cladwood might well be proud of it . I am afraid to sayhow thick it was,Themerleandthe mavisare peeping, but it reachedhalf way down his leg , and I would defy RolandAlikesecurefromthewind and the flood, Macassar to give a finer gloss. In short , he was the very epiYet a silentChristmaskeeping. tome of a dandyChinesecavalry officer . "Still happyare they,

Andtheir looks are gay,

Andtheyfrisk it from bough to bough ; FORBEARANCE .Sinceberriesbright red
Hangovertheir bead, If a personwould be loved as a companion, he should avoidA rightgoodlyfeast, I trow . unnecessarycriticism upon those with whom he lives . The

There, undertheboughs, in their wintry dress, number of peoplewho have taken out judges ' patentsfor themHapsmany a tendergreeting, selves is very large in any society. Now , it would be hard forBlitheheartshavemet, and the soft caress a man to live with another who was always criticising hisHathtold thedelight of meeting. actions, even if it werekindly and just criticism . It would beThoughWinter hath come like living betweenthe glasses of a microscope. But theseselfTo his woodlandhome, electedjudges, like their prototypes, are very apt to have theThere is mirthwith old Christmascheer, persons they judge brought before them in the guise of culFor 'neaththe light snow prits .Is thefruit -fraughtbough, One of the most provoking forms of criticism aboveAndeach to his love is near. alluded to , is that which may be called criticisms over the
shoulder . “ Had I been consulted" _ " had you listened toYes! underthebough, scarceseen, nestlethey : me'- " but you always will " —and such scraps of sentences,Thosechildren of song together ; may remind many of us of dissertationswhich we havesufferedAs blissful b

y night, as joyous by day , and inflicted ,and of which w
e

cannot call to mind any soothingMid theshowsand thewintry weather. etfect. Another rule is , not to le
t

familiarity swallow up al
l

For theydream of Spring ,

Andthesongsthey'll sing , courtesy. Many of us have a habit of saying to those with
Whentheflowersbloomagain in the mead ; whom w

e

live such things as we say about strangersbehind
Andmindfulare they their backs. There is no place, however, wherereal politenessO

f

thoseblossomsgay , is of more value than wherewe mostly think it would be superWhichhavebroughtthem to -day fluous . You may say more truth , or , rather , speak out moreSuchhelp in their time of need ! plainly , to your associates, but not less courteously, than you
do to strangers.

Again ; wemust not expectmore from the society of ourA CHINESE DANDY . friends andcompanionsthan it can give ; and , especially, must

A RECENTtraveler is speaking : not expect contrary things . Intimate friends and relations

*Thismandarin w
as

one of th
e

finest specimens of aman I admit others to theirown circle , that they do no
t

make a ba
d

use

should be careful , when they go out into the world together, or

ha
d

til
l

thenseen in China . He stood about six feet two or

th
er
e

in
ch
es
, and w
as

apparentlystout inproportion . H
e

wore intimacy . Nothing ismore common thanthis , an
d

di
d
it no
t

of the knowledgewhich they havegained of eachother by their

ed to , an
d

fittingclose to th
e

head ,with abrilmed balticm; mostly proceed fr
om

merecarelessness, itwould be superlatively

risingratherhigherthan the sides — in fact , in shape much
hear about his weaknesses, or what are supposed to be

embling th
e

paper boats w
e

make fo
r

Children . O
n
th
e

comicssuch , if yo
u

know hi
s

intimate friends , ormeethim incompany
shapedto

p
of this he wore a white crystal sexangularbutton in

with them .

In conciliating those w
e

live with , it is most surely done, not

betweenhi
s

shoulders. Th
is

feather w
as

se
t

in green ja
de -stone of us lie
s

in th
is

region of taste ,which is , perhaps, a result of

element th
is

w
as
a on
e

- ey
ed

peacock's feather falling down by consulting th
ei
r

interests , no
r

by giving w
ay

to th
ei
r

opinions ,

about tw
o

incheslong , beyondwhich about te
n

inches ofthe

fe
th
er

projected, an
d

though apparentlybut on
e , is , infact , subtlesympathies an
d

antipathies . It m
ay

besaid ,that if th
e

our whole nature ; and , at any rate , is the region of our most
formedof several, mostbeautifully united .

el
s

m
a - wa , or riding - co
at , w
as a fin
e

bl
ue

camlet , th
e

large suggestions an
d

observations as th
e

abovewould be needless.

ei
ne
s

nearly to th
e

hi
p . Under th
is

hewore arichly -figuredbut fo
r

apply them todaily lif
e ,many littlerules ,precautions

! Greatprinciples are at the bottom of al
l things ;

Hotelekjacket , th
e

sleevesequally la
rg
e , bu

t

reachingnearly an
d

insights ar
e

needed . Su
ch

things ho
ld

amiddleplace beto th
e

wrist, an
d

th
e

skirts sufficiently long to display th
e

full tween real life and principles , as form doesbetweenmatterand
spirit - molding the oue , and expressingthe other .

His

A MAXIM. - If you would be nothing , just wait to be some

ahandsomesetting.

beautyof it belowthema -kwa .
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horrible executions, which went by the name of "republican
THE NOYADES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION . marriages," and which consisted in fastening together, by the

neck, a man and woman, who were then thrown into the Loire.
Amongthe numerousatrocities of the French Revolution, the By this meansfifteen thousand individuals are said to have pe

r

drownings in tho River Loire are perhaps the most horrible . ished ; and the water of the Loire was so polluted with dead
This marvelousdescription ot outragewas the invention of one | bodies, that it was prohibited to be drunk . On the fall of

3

TH
E
N
O
YA
D
ES
O
F
TH
E
FR
EN
CH
RE
VO
LU
TI
O
N.

of th
e

most fiendish of th
e

French revolutionists , Jean Baptiste , party called th
e

Mountain , he was tried beforethe revolutionaryCarrier , whe becamedeputy of the department of Cantel , in the tribunal , which condemned him to the scaffold. He waz bomNational Convention . In 1793 he wasdispatched on a mission at Aurillac , 1756 ; guillotined , 1794.to the departments in the west , where the civil war was raging .The cruelties of Carrier at Nantes recalled to mind the times of TRUTucannot be found without some, labor and attention ofNero . H
e

caused to be constructedcoveredbarges, in which he the mind , and th
e

thoughts dwelling a considerable time upoisunk one hundred persons at once. H
e

also invented those th
e

survey and discussion of each particular . '



DEAD BRENTA'S VENGEANC

-butthatwasquitetwohundred years ago.descendantshadsteppedafter the squire, and as thesehad each morning . Afar off from themeadows camethe call of cattle.

ducedaneffectsomewhatat variancewith the accepted rule of From thewest, the tempest, all sullen andangry, was fastcreepAndofthesedescendants, but twowomen bore the name, and threads of lurid flame.heldtheproperty, and lived upon it - two women whom we

th
e

fact oftheirlivingalone , and in thatsecludedold house , one

61

THE MANWHOMURDEREDYOU, BRENTA, LIES AT YOURFEET, DISHONORED_DEAD. "

might well fancy that the Misses Rockingham had donewithDEAD BRENTA'S VENGEANCE . life and its follies . Not at all .

The elder was a woman of thirty - tall , slender, and— “ not
pretty , poor girl ! " After that mannerdid her acquaintances
sum up her case. When the truth was , that Margaret RockingORIGINALLYit had been a simple an

d

substantial embodi- ham should have been , inpoint of appearance, an empress; andm
en
t

of SquireRockingham's so
le

inspiration - quadrangular in point of intellect , a man . Shewas very pale , with eyes ofha sh
ap
e

, and of stone, lo
w -roofed , fa
t

an
d

frowning , th
is

well- darkest hazel ; amannerdecided —almoststern — an
d

a lo
w , imbelovedbome of th
e

stout ol
d

Puritan crouched in grim ugli pressivevoice , whichwonyou as yo
u

listened ,ne
iz

beneath th
e

overhangingoaks . That was as it should be Brentawasbut twenty , and to her , at least , wasthe meed of

Since then many praise ungrudgingly awarded. Shewas beautiful . A summer's

masonry, itnaturallyfollowed that th
e

numerous walls an
d

oaks and twisted cedars ,whilst through the sultry clearness ofvi
ue
re

el
bo
w
s

an
d

turrets of successivegenerations have pr
o

th
e

ho
t , st
ii

ca
ir ,arose th
e

twittering of th
e

frightened bi
rd
s

.

ing up . Already on the black bank of clouds darted thin
Even the light which flickered through

the thick canopy of leaves had grown insensibly to a reddish

" When will you marry John Grantham , Margaret ? ' '

6

PART I.

architecture.

VOL.XXIV. , No 1-4
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It wasBrenta who spoke, and, although that young lady had The morning, however, brought an explanation of this dis
been idling the last half hour, with her book open at the play ; but when it came, Brenta Rockingham was miles and
self-same page, yet now so great had grown her suddeninter- miles away, and the man for whom and with whom she aban

es
t

, that as she put the question , her headbent low over the doned her home , was the man so distrusted by far -seeingMar
volume. garet - ArdenWeymouth!

“ I shall nevermarry ,before you do ; and it is not yet time She left the customary letter - a pathetic appeal, indeed — but
for you to take a husband, dear ! " this Miss Rockingham put by without a word of comment

" Not time to take a husband of my own chosing , you “ You'll surely follow her , Miss Margaret , " urged Jane .

mean ? ” ' retorted she of the blue eyesand golden -brown hair . Now , this Jane was a faithful creature , a hard -working , hon

“ Not time to take one whom I love and honor and adoreabove est , trusty soul , and with Paul , her husband , who served as

all the world ! Not time to take Arden Weymouth , eh ? " coachman, footman , groom and gardener , comprisedthe entire

“ No ; not time to take Arden Weymouth , " quietly assured array of domestics at the old homestead.

the elder , us she arose and gathered up her needlework, “and To her advice , Miss Rockingham replied :

that it never will be . Come, Brenta " -sharply now— " the " I shall follow her , be sure . "

storm is gathering - youwill be caught , and then fall ill . " But to Jane's utter dismay — thewomanhaving been born and
And with this bit of matter - of - fact prophecy, Miss Rocking . rearedupon the place , had grown to fancy herself a partner inham betookherself to the house. its shames or honors — to Jane's utter consternation , then , theCaught , indeed ! " muttered Brenta . · Pray , tell me that days and weeks went by and still her mistress gave no evidence

again to -morrow , Madame Dignity , " and so settled herself of further interest in this matter which had so sorely wrung her
morecomfortably in her nook . heart .

But presently the great drops came pattering upon the leaves When the affair obtained publicity , camethe family physician
overhead, and that with such deliberate intent , that thegirl , and the parson . To the first , who was a valued friend , Misswith an impatient exclamation , arose. Rockingham said this :

“ I might have expectedthis , " she muttered . “ If I was “ Ask me nothing , please. In time you shall know all . "superstitiousI'd take it as a warning ; but I'm not , and I defy With the latter , who was weakly sanctimonious , and someheavenitself , for him ! " Which dash of impious bravado soon what of a hypocrite , the woman was sternly abrupt .cowered into child - like fear , for a sharp blaze and deafening “ I have no confidences to make , sir , and am in no mood forpeal following quick upon the mad defiance, our Brenta was condolences. "

speedilybesideher sister in the sitting -room . And thus she turned this reverend visitor to the right -about.Now , here was a persistent young woman , who would not let But as for John Grantham , shemet him in a different fashion.the matter of marriage rest . The noble , whole - souled fellow came to her with his old“ But , why will you not marry John Grantham , Margaret ? pleading :I am sure that he loves you . " “Marry me , Margaret . "“ I have already told you . " Here was her answer :

Miss Rockingham's faceflushed, but in her answershe utterly “ I love you , John , with al
l my heart , and soul , and strength ,ignored that artful closing clause. but the gulf between us has grown wider . I cannot be your“ Yes , he loves you , and just think how you would feel , wife yet , but I love you . "Margaret , if any one should forbid your seeing him , or even Something he must have divined of her strange resolve, for begiving him one poor little word , sometimes. I've read some - only kissed her hands and brow and lips , and then said,where that happinessmakes people tender -hearted. That's a solemnly :story , for your heart is as flinty as - as — the hearthstone - and “ I know that you love me . I will wait , and , God willing ,yet youare happy ! " claim you yet , Margaret . You would not le

t anything concern" What nonsense ! " cried the elder . “You talk and act like ing Brentaa child , Brenta . You know as well as I do , that if I warn you So she was her own proud self , until he spoke of Brenta .against Arden Weymouth , it is because I am confident that he Then she cried out , as though his simple words had hurthas no thought of making you his wife . ”

“Oh ! ” broke in Brenta . “ For al
l

the pain and misery she has caused, may heaven“ There! Now I have said it , I shall not unsay it . It pains forgive her ! fo
r

al
l

the shame and sorrow , may heaven forgetyou , of course, but it is true . to judge her ! "“ Not so poor , ' ' again interrupted Brenta . “Amen ! " respondedJohn .“ No ; not so poor that we need work or starve , " was Miss Now they who fancied that Margaret Rockingham had grownRockingham’s sententious admission . ” “Still , w
e

ar
e

not indifferent concerningBrenta , were utterly mistaken . Throughwealthy , and he is . You are a simple country -girl ; he is a Mr. Rivers , the family lawyer , she became possessed of manyman of the world ; you are innocent and confiding ; he is keen sad facts relating to the poor child . Through the samesource,and heartless. I tell you , Brenta Rockingham , that if he and after a weary waiting , she received a letter signed Brentareally loved you , he would have spoken to me about it , long Weymouth . ” This assured “ poor, dear Margaret, ” that th
e

ago . He has not , and I "

writer was a happy wife , who would soon return to receivefrom“ And you are killing us both ! You are blasting our young her darling sister's own lips the pardon so desired . There waslives ! ” sobbedthe girl . little referencemade to Arden - a noticeable omission .Miss Rockingham stared a little at this outburst , then quietly Said Mr. Rivers , who had run down to “ The Oaks " with thisfinishedher sentence
effusion :“ And I am doing my duty , ” said she . “Shall I tell you something , Miss Margaret ! " 'And , in fact , this was a womanwho would do it conscien “ Certainly . "tiously . Her calm , unmovedmanner told that ; her soft decision of speech told that ; her unyielding firmness of action be sure sh

e
is no wife at al
l . "

" Then, my child , ” with a bold dash at the dilemma— " then
proved it .

“Mr. Rivers ! "" As for John Grantham , " she continued , “ do not let thattrouble you ; I shall never marryand leave you , Brenta . There sertion , then , as I make it . She is no
t

a wife, and thatsignature,

" You are a sensiblewoman , Miss Margaret ; receivethis as

will bequite time enough fo
r

selfish thoughts when you shall BrentaWeymouth, is pretty, bu
t

worthless. Now , mychild ,you wanthave chosen a worthyhusband . I do not forget ”—here th
e

an explanation . I have searched every church -record in th
efirm voice trembled— " I do not forget th
e

solemn promise to city of New York , and in none of them have I found cognizanceour deadmother . I shall protectyou , my sister . ” '

That evening Brenta Rockingham's good-nightwas unusually have made good hi
s

promisewhen they reached Europe ?

taken of that marriage . Wait ; do you believe that he would
affectionate ; for , truth to tell , hers was a summer'sday nature , I tell you , no !with neither much depth of characternor strength of affection. I - break it . They are not married . ”

Arden Weymouth is the man to take an oathand

)

her :

We are poor

.
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1)

17
" I see,��

detectedthegravetriumphin the quiet tone, but she was only

" Indeed,areyou!" shewent on.

63
Norwerethey. Before th

e

year had gone by , a poor , dying him to play ? D
o I not know that if he has beendisgracing

creaturecame to MissRockingham. It wasBrenta . himself with thosewomen at the public gardens, it is you again" O
h , Margaret! Margaret! do not send me from you . Let who are at fault ? And worse still , do I not know , that fromm

e
di
e

here - herewith you . the first hour he met you , until this shamefulmoment, youhave
Margaretheld th

e
poor soul to her breast, with that strong , never quitted his side ; that you have never withheld one

firmclasp of hers.

temptation, and that you are robbingme of my husband'stime

" Where is yourhusband ! ” wasall she asked . and affection ? Yes , and of that which I value even more , his" I have no husband. Ardenpromised to marry me at Lon- respect. "do
n

, bu
t

he neverdid . H
e

deceivedme , you know , and now " Oh ! " said Fane .thatI am ill , he hassentme

“Ah , viper ! "" Home, " saidtheelder, as Brenta paused. Mr. Ternyngham flushed a little , and his dark eyes glittered ,

" Ye
s

- home- to die ! "

but be met the doubtful exclamation with this natural ques
Andthereshedied - her head upon Margaret's breast - died , tion :andwasburied.

“ Viper ? Whom ? He , or I ? So , you will not answer, eh ?

N
ot

threeweekslater , and the doors and windows of the You will be sullen ? It is unfortunate , for I came prepared to

placewerebarredandbolted . Jane betook herself to the little be friendly , and seal my friendship , by reading this to you . "

cottagein th
e

park, andsentfor a niece, to keep her company, Here the gentlemanhalf unfolded a letter . But , " continuedwhilstPaulaccompaniedhis mistress to the city . he , " as you are so avowedly an enemy, I shall put it by fo
r

a

To JohnGranthamMiss Rockingham said but this : more appreciativelistener ; ' and here he suited the action to

" I havetoldyouthe truth , John . When I refused to marry the word , and refolded the perfumed sheet, not , however, be

yo
u

, it w
as

becauseI had a solemn duty to fulfil — that duty was fore Mrs. Weymouth , who had caught a glimpse of it , had

to fin
d

m
y

sister— anothernow presentsitself . O
f

this youmay graspedhis hand , and breathlesslyexclaimed:knownothingyet . You have promised to trust me. I shall “Sir ! Mr. Ternyngham ! wheredid you get that ? ” 'deserveyourconfidence, dear . " " Good ! You are attentivenow , eh ? "" As if I couldhelp it ! ” muttered the poor fellow , who had “In the name of heaven, le
t

me have it ! Oh , si
r , you could

comedown to thevillage, to seethe last of her , and hear again not ruin onewho has neverharmedyou ! Give me that ! Ah ,

th
at

earnest, “ trustme, John ! ” Then , as the train moved look at me , Mr. Ternyngham , seehow I plead for it . ”slowlyawayfrom its post , this honest lover descried upon a said he , quite coolly , " youare kneeling to me , and
platformno lessimportant a personagethan Lawyer Rivers . you are looking very prettily . Get up , please, and be a sensible

" Th
e

truth; yes, but has she told me al
l

the truth ? ” ' was woman . I detest melodrama. There ! that is better ; no inJohn's se
lf

-questioning. “ And wherewill this deceptionend , truder now may imagine me an inexorablelover . Mrs. Weywhosecause lie
s

in a coffin ? and why should that man Rivers mouth , what do you supposethat I intend to do with this ? ”

meet he
r

here? " Love m
e
, and trust m
e
, ' ay , ay " -setting hard “ I cannot tell ! I dare not think , " she confessedbetweenhi
s

teeth,andsparingneither whip nor spur— " that must I do , her sobs. “ You hateme, and you will give it to my husband . "fo
r

you'vegone, withmy heart in your hand , Margaret . ” “ You are wrong . I do not hate you , and if your husbandH
e

wasbothrightandwrong . The woman he loved had not receives it , you will have given it him . There it is , " and he

to
ld

bi
m

al
l

th
e

truth , and , as fo
r

the cause of this deception, no actually handedher the paper .coffin- lid coveredit , but , down at the manor , and in the gloom “ Von Neubeck lodges in the housewith me, you know , andof a darkenedroom, a ghastlysomethingwould surely come, and I found that on the staircase. You should warn your careless
wait fo

r
th
e

vengeancetimemust bring . correspondent. "

If she had known that the valet of the Baron Von Neubeck
was in Fane's service, shemight havedoubtedthis assertion ; asshe believed, and grew hysterically grateful .To D

o
hi
m

justice, Fanc Ternyngham had managedthe whole “Swear to me , upon the honor of a gentleman, that no oneaf
fa
ir

remarkablywell , fo
r
, notwithstanding Mrs.Weymouth’s ha
s

seenthis but yourself ! ” sh
e

cried .ba
t

ha
lf

-concealedaversion, he invariably madeone of the trio , “ I swear it . ”w
ho , aftera wretchedlycheerlessdinner , in the vine -garlanded • My husbandgalleryof an ancientand half -ruined Venetian palace , would “ Bah ! am I a fool , or a knave ? Your husband is a faithless

thenstroll of
f

to an ice at the Café Florian . rascal , who devoteseveryhour of his life to a new deception.Th
ey

w
er
e

at Venice, you se
e ; the manwho ha
d

deceived an
d

One poorsmile fr
om

La Bianca is more to him than would bealtandonedBrenta; th
e

womanwhom he hadsincemarried , and a lifetime of devotion from yourself . As fo
r

La Viola - ah ,Fa
ne , a youngcountryman,met abroad , an
d

no
w

their constant well ! she ha
s

wondrously pretty feet . "“ I carenothing for the creature's feet , and this is a strangeCl
ar
a

Weymouth w
as

beautiful , with a tender heart and a time to thrust them before m
e
, si
r , " was th
e

sharp reproof .quick w
it
. Theformerwas a little too apt to grow sorrowful " The truth is , Mr. Ternyngham , you have a meaning in allov
er

an admirer'swell -acteddespair ; th
e

latter she possessed th
is . Give it me . " .in commonwith al
l

women, and in commonwith many women , “ You have divined my meaning : that these women aresh
e

trustedto it alone , in th
e

daily difficulties of matrimonial well ,you knowwhat they ar
e
to yourhusband . Now , " risinglif
e . Of he
r

dislike to Fane , somethingmay be judgedfrom th
e to take leave , will yo
u

permit on
e

word ofadvice ,Mrs. Weymannerinwhich,after he
r

usual fashion , sh
e

commenced th
e

mouth ? Then , as aman of th
e

world , I give it . Act as yourheart
combatwhen M

r.

Ternynghamdropped in one afternoon . dictates. Try to believethat I am your friend , and trust me. Of*Whereis yourhusband ? " asked he ,seating himself beside th
is

be sure , that never ,never ,will I betray yo
u . "“ Stay ! " commandedthe lady . “Mr. Ternyngham , thereha

ve
be
en

gamblingwith him al
l

the morning ! "

1.wonder atyotr question ! " cried th
e

lady— “ yo
u

, w
ho

must be a deeper reason fo
r

this hostility toArden Weymouththan any you have yet acknowledged. What is it ? I am not a

child ; men , evenbadmen, reflect before offering such counseles
til
ah

! Yo
u

affectindifference, si
r
? Well , it becomes yo
u

to a w
ife , an
d

yo
u , I do no
t

believethat yo
u

ar
e

a ba
d

m
an . ”vastly. Yo
u

who ar
e

luring him to ruin ! " “ Your good opinion flatters me , madam. As for my reason-why - you sce, I lost some money with your husband lastIf Cl
ar
a

Weymouth ha
d

been a keen woman , sh
e

would have night . ” .
" And you seekyour revenge ? ”a va
in ,frivolouscreature ; consequently, sh

e

noticednothing bu
t

“And I seekmy revenge " -very solemnly this .

“You shall have it ! ” madamtriumphantlydeclared. “ There !“ D
o I not know that if give me your hand ,Mr. Ternyngham . I promise to avengeyou .

We will show himit is becauseyou have incited | We will teach this gentleman a lesson.

PARTII .

it was ,

60 11

companion.

ber.
" Indeed? an
d

where, pray ? "

" Am I ? "

aninsolentcarelessness.

Arden ha
s

lost so muchmoney ,
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your service.

you do?”

whether he may, with perfect impunity, deceive hi
s

wife and the imperious manner of this gentleman had strangely changed
rob his friends . You , surely , cannot entertain another hard of late . H

e

was a mere child in the hands of clever Ternyng
thought about me now . I devote myself , heart and soul , to ham . “ Anywhere ; confound it ! if I were superstitious , I'd

What ! you have lost money , and La Viola has say that I was haunted . "

pretty feet ! Ah , if before another week is out , I am not shut Fane laughed pleasantly .

up in one of their gloomy mad -houses, it wil be a blessingand “ Don't do that ! " cried the other , fiercely . “ I tell you that
a mercy. Have no fear , Mr. Ternyngham ; I shall avengeyou ! " there is not one moment of the night or day that she is not

“ Thank you , " demurely acquiescedMr. Ternyogham . “ I before me . "

intend it so , only - keepyourpromise! " " She ? Who ? "

And shedid - for before another day had gone, the false fool " The girl — I killed . "

was speeding, heaven only knew where , speeding away from a “ Are you sure that she is dead ? ' '

desertedhomeand a dishonoredhusband, whilst the companion Mr. Weymouth took from his pocket -book a slip of paper.

of her flight was that handsomeAustrian , Von Neubeck . This he handed to Fane , who read it attentively , then re

Now the husbandsupported hi
s

dishonor with cynical indif- turned it .

ference. Here washis greeting to Fane , when that treacherous “ You are right , " said he , " she is dead
friend next presentedhimself : “ I cut that from the daily journal , " was explained , “ and,

“ D
o you know what has happened ? " silly or sentimental as it may appear, I like to keep it . '" What ? " “ I understand that , ” Mr. Ternyngham madehaste to say.

“ My wife has quittedme - eloped . " " D
o

we descend here ? ” ' asked Mr. Weymouth , when the

“ O
h , as to that , " coolly replied his visitor , “ I heard it at train stopped at Braxton station .

thecafé, not fifteenminutes since . Don't look so startled , man . “ O
f

course . " Then , as they stood upon the platform , “ AThe baronmade no secret of the affair , I suppose. What will carriagewill take us out to “ TheOaks . ' "

“ Out to The Oaks ? ' " repeatedWeymouth .“ Do ? Curseher ! Do ! I'll track them to the ends of the “Yes . My agent has just concluded the purchase of an

earth , and murder them both ! " estate, one formerly owned by the Rockinghams . I saw it then

“ Nonsense; you will do nothing of the kind . You will act and took a fancy to it . I wanted to give you a surprise . ”as any sensibleman should act - accommodateyourself to fate "You have succeeded. ”

unless, indeed, you really love your wife , and that's another “ It is a perfect paradise , " continued his companion . “You
matter , " addedthe crafty adviser . will be

“ Love her ? The jade ! Love her ? " Mr. Weymouth started “ D
o you know , " broke in the sick man— " do you know thatup , passedback and forth beneath the changeful shadows of the if I had , for one moment , thought that this might have hap

vines , dashed down his cigar , looked out at the shimmering pened, I never would have listened to you ? You told me thatcalm of the smooth waters, then cameback to Fane , who had your home was further west . ”

beencuriously watching him through half -closed lids . “ No , I “ I told you the truth . This is a fresh purchase, and I amdo not love he
r

-I never loved her . I married her , because — anxious to see it . But what objection can you have to goingwell , because I had on hand an awkward affair . The other was there ? "

poor , this one rich , and I terribly in debt . ” Mr. Weymouth hesitated ; then said he , with an affectation of“ How could marriageassist that awkward affair ? " calmness:

“ By effectuallykilling al
l expectations. Bah , don't speak of “ I am a fool . Here is the carriage ; get in . Now , do youit . She is dead. " rememberwhat I told you , a while ago , about that girl whomHere Mr. Weymouth fell into a fit of gloomymeditation . At I had treated so shabbily ? "last , spoke Fane : “ Yes . "

“ Will you listen to a word of advice ? ' ' “ Well , she was Brenta Rockingham , and that was her home." Well ? ' ' She died there . "

“ Be reasonable. Let them go - your wife and Von Neubeck .

Her sin will comehome to her . Think of yourself ; your death
would give her great pleasure, would it not ? " In al

l

this time , John Grantham had not altogether lost sight" Curseher ! Yes ? "

of Margaret Rockingham . He might not seeher , but he had her“ And you will surely die if you persist in this folly . Even letters — honest , pure , womanly letters — letters so full of quietnow you aresufferingmorethanyou would wish to acknowledge. trust and hope and tenderpleading , that oftentimes , in readingKill her ? Why do you forget that one emotion , sudden or them , he felt his great heart grow full . Then would be exstrong , might kill you ? Shall that heart -disease of yours do her claim :a good turn , by putting you forever out of sight ? Nonsense, “ Ah , Margaret ! Margaret ! In al
l

the world there is noI tell you . Think of it a little rationally . " other like my darling ! "With such reasonings as these did he win the man to his So perfect was his trust and faith , you see.way - all - powerful reasonings, it must be confessed, for Mr. Now at last this messagecame to him :Weymouth , like al
l

selfish cynics , was , au fond , tenacious of “ Be at " TheOaks ' on Wednesdaynext . Do not comesooner;life . do not fail to come then . "" Come, " continued Fane , “ be courageous. “ There is little to fear , " he thought . “ I am her slave , andthings ; snapyour fingers ; send a French farewell , and le
t

us she knows it . "start for home by the next steamer. Once there , we canmanage to drive of
f

trouble . You must come out with me to my
Positively , this great , strong man was proud of his serfdom.

own place. " Return now to our travelers . At The Oaks , ' Fane TernyngSo in the end , the strongerwill ruled . ham had gone back and forth , with the busy , bustling air of new
Two months later , and th

e

good friends were in New York . Jane , the woman who had charge , lavished welcomes and pleas
ownership . Dalton , his man , was , as always , keenly watchful .

Weymouth , who was ill , retainedhis valet . ant words , whilst Arden Weymouth , like a soul in torment ,“ H
e

knows my ways , you see , " he had explained. Then , as wanderedrestlessly hither and thither .the tall , gaunt form of Fane's old servant loomed up in thechamber beyond, “ You look annoyingly happy , " he enviously growled , as“Your man , Dalton , seems a good fellow . "" He is simply devoted, " wasthe confidentassurance.

Fane passedhim in the hall .

“ And so I should , for I am successful to my soul's content.I'll tell you of it directly . "* Now for the old home ! ” exclaimedFane , as the train shot " Of what ? "

acrossthe opencountry . “ Don't be curious ; wait patiently . How do you like myAnywhere , " quietlysubmittedhis companion, for , in truth , place ? "

PART III .

3
Pack your

*

60
1
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morrow.

menow."

“Very .”

"Not at al
l

. It'
s

to
o

confoundedlydismal ; it could not be thirsting fo
r

excitement. I am almost ashamed now of amoregloomy if it were a vault . Imust be away from this to caprice so unwomanly . Now , judge , will you follow m
e

? "A weekhere would kill me , and I want to reach She led him to the fatal chamber. Nothing was changed.Washingtona living man, you know . M
y

people ar
e

expecting The lights wereburning , th
e

deadman la
y

upon th
e

floor ,and there , in awful majesty, that grim watcher stood.“ Nonsense! You arehome -sick, that is all ; it will passoff . “ Great heaven ! " exclaimed the magistrate, “ it is Brenta'sNow, m
y

dearfellow, just open that door for me, the further dead self ! ”

on
e

; I mustrundown to Dalton ; here is the key , " disengaging “You aremistaken . Touch it . See, it is but marble -maron
e

fromthering , andhanding it to his companion. ble , artfully colored . It was made in Italy , and sent hither" Whichdoor ? " with my instruction . Under Jane's supervisionwas it placed" To th
e

left . I was in therejust now ; open it ; canyou see ? ' ' here —sheafterward arranged the chamber. "calling up fromthestairs ; " it's as black as midnight over there . “But your object , Miss Margaret ? ” 'ShallI send a light !! ' “What ? in this ? Why , I intended it as a sort of chapelle"No ; I understandopening it . " ardente. True , there was no corpse to lie in state , but I hadAs well he might ; fo
r

the room had been he
r

favorite , and the this , " passing her hand caressingly over the marble face.sceneof manylove -meetings. The good man could scarcely repress a shiver of horror .A singularsensationalmost overcamethe man , as the key That there was somethingunnatural in it al
l , he understood.turned in the lock . Looking stealthily around , he could have The monstrousmotive was beyond his simple comprehension.swornthat a stern, white facewaspeering over the baluster at Now , robbery and murder were to him as hi

s

daily bread, sohi
m

. Whatfolly ! There ! he standsupon the threshold — but with a coarsercriminal he could have fairly dealt , but herewasnowa start — a pause — a cr
y

of horror — and then , a strong hand a womanwell -born, tenderly nurtured , and - Bah ! he cut thisurginghimforward, whilst behind him the door swings close matter of reflection short . A hastymental summing up ofwith a vicioussnap. facts , and then he spokeagain .Whatwas in that room ? Why , the walls were draped with “Miss Margaret , this is an unfortunate affair . "black; waxentaperslent a solemn light , and standing full in

th
e

ghastlyglarewasthe grave -drapedform of the womanwho “ You could not have found a surer vengeancehad youha
d

died fo
r

love of him - deadBrentaRockingham! sought it "This he saw, and then it was that awful cry burst from his “Believe me , sir , the sin must havebeengreatwhere thepunlividlips — a cry , followed by a fall , and a silence fully as ap - ishmentcould fall so heavily . "palling! “ Ah , well ! Heaven help you , my poor child ! Shall youH
e

without, listenedwith foldedarms , until no murmur broke keep this chamber as it is ? That black drapery is fearfullyth
e

stillness. Then , cautiouslyreopening the door , he scanned funereal . Will al
l

remain unchanged ? ”th
e

scenebeforehim . That grave -drapedfigure , standing there , “ Not after that pollution , " glancing at the deadmanlyingw
as looking fa
r

away - away beyond the man lying prostrate there .beforeit !

“ And yet it is evident that he loved her . "" G
et up ! " Fane Ternyngham softly called ; then kneeling , Yes , he loved her — and he killed her . ”he touchedthe clammybrow ; “ I have done ; " rising slowly , So , after al

l , what could be done ? Nothing .an
d

speaking to the figure— “ I have done. The vengeance I When Jolin Grantham arrived at " The Oaks , " he heard apromised, I havebrought . The man whomurdered you , Brenta , strange story — Margaret told him al
l

that shehad told themaglie
s

at yourfeet ;—dishonored - dead! " istrate .

Why did Lawyer Rivers meetyou and go awaywith you ? " ' .Presently, slow, firm steps resounded in the hall , and Dalton asked John .stoodin th
e

doorway. With a frightened exclamation , he “ I have already told you — becauseLawer Rivers knew mydartedintotheroomand seizedbis master'sarm . project , and sanctioned it ; because he knew that I only sought" GreatHeaven ! " he cried , “ it's never come to this , Miss to learn thetruth regardingmy sister'smarriage . ” 'Margaret! " MargaretRockingham - fo
r

Margaret Rockingham This was so . In fact , she had been too clever to confide init w
as

shookoffhis grasp. any one." It ha
s

come to this , " she calmly answered. “ Was Brentra hi
s

wife ? ” '" An
d

w
e

ar
e

murderers! ” exclaimedthe horrified man . “Oh , " No I wanted to know the worst . I know it now . Shem
is
s

!whenpoorJane and I agreed to do your bidding , w
e

little wasnot hi
s

wife . "suspectedthatyouwould lead us on to this crime ! You told “ And youwould forgive him, Margaret ? ' 'm
e

that he knewthe secret of this room . ' “ I never forgave him . ”" An
d

whotellsyou now that he did not ? ” ' askedMargaret , “ And yet you werewith him abroad. He came with yousternly. Get up , you coward ! G
o

now for a magistrate. Bring here . "on
e

immediately; he sball hear the whole story . ” Shedid not grow impatientunder these accusations; she sim" Yo
u

will neverseehim in — that dress, miss ? ” ' ply parried them. What was this poor fellow in her hands ?Jane, whohadcomestealing up , asked this . Even her great “He came for a purpose, and that purposewas — to se
e

hertroublecould no
t

overcomethis good creature'sstrongsense of grave . You cannot understand that hi
s

anguish was a jo
y

to

me . He , too , had his shamesand sorrows. They touched his" D
id
I no
t

sa
y

that he shall know th
e

truth ? ' ' heart as herscould never do — theymade it pitiful and repentThatcontentedJane . Her suggestionsendedthere . ant . And even if I had forgiven him , John , I would havedone
more for one who , however sincerehis penitence, had deeply" Th
e

tr
ut
h

, " as Miss Rockingham told it , would no
t

altogether wronged m
e , than yo
u

do now fo
r

a womanwhom yo
u

professhaveagreedwith th
e

truth as w
e

understand it . For example, to believe, respeetand love . "sa
id

sh
e

to JudgeHunter - fo
r

that gentlemanwas summoned: " You arethe betterChristian , dear. I could never havefor" He knewwho I was — he waswell aware of what thatcham - given — na
y , even tolerated th
e

villain . As for my love , Margabe
r

contained. H
e

wished to se
e it . As fo
r

the consequenceret , it is yours - fresh as upon th
e

da
y

yo
u

went from m
e

uponthis wretchedwork . You know that . 'Sh
e

ha
d

no
t

concealedpoor Brenta's story - indeedthis ol
d

How Margaret Rockingham reconciled the matter with
heavenandher conscience, none maytell . Remember, this wasAn

d
yo
u

couldforgivehim , m
y

child ? " ' not one of commonmold . Such women should be empresses." Ah , si
r , need w
e

no forgiveness ? " Unmovedly she dismantled the little room. That statueof"Verytrue; bu
t

” -here heglanced at her attire . dead Brenta stands to this day at the entrance of the Rocking" Ab , ye
s

; it astonishesyou , ” smiling , sadly . “ ex
-

vault . Arden Weymouth

*

7 )

th
e

proprieties.

it is simplyDivine justice . ”

friendcouldhavedivined the half .
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44

“ 'twas his old enemy, that heart-disease.” So artfully had
Judge Hunter managedthe whole affair, that little was said of ON A MONUMENT .the chapelleardente. Miss Rockingham's disguise, however, re
ceived its meed of curiousattention , and was satisfactorily ex -The late John Lutwyche , whosemany good qualiplained. We have overheard her with the judge . ties endeared him to the world . Two of his Sons , who diedWe must not forget Mrs. Weymouth . Ah , well ! honest infants , lye buired with him . John , his eldest , and now onlyfolks speak of her with shrugs and deprecating jestures . Not surviving Male of the Family , has causedthis Monument to bethat these tokens of condemnation reach her . She is secure. erected ; happy in being able to pay this last Duty to the bestEven happy in her way . And as she is rich , that spendthrift of Fathers . ”baronmay yet marry her .

So often had she read it , becauseshe could not help it ; 80Margaret is Mrs. Grantham now . Certain months of the
year ar

e
given to th

e

ol
d

house ; certain days ar
e

passedalone many times ha
d

th
e

words beenunconsciouslyrepeatedover an
d

over , even when the good old man in the pulpit aboveher wasin that fatal chamber.

A woman , quiet , benevolent and loving . What more ca
n

trying to teach her al
l

that - poor , motherless child ! -- sh
e

so

men sa
y

of her than this ? Sh
e

fills th
e

measure of he
r

husband'ssorely needed to be taught , that , even on that Sunday morning ,

in her sorrow and perplexity , though she had come to churchhappiness.

alone on purpose to get rest and comfort , the words ran on and

on in her head : “ Happy in being able to paythis last duty to“ DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE . " the best of fathers. " Her father , so good and patient , had beenliving near him at that very time . Who was to decide whichA FAMOUSPICTUREOFLANDSEER'S.

was the best ? O
f

course “ John , the now only surviving male

of the family , " would be biased in his judgment .SIR EDWINLANDSEER, one of whose most celebratedpictures Then certainly the late John Lutwyche never could have feltwe present on page 68 , is , beyond al
l

cavil , the greatestanimal disgraced as her fatherdid that day ; no two menwith obstinatepainter the world has everproduced. He gives to everyanimal and determined faces, yet most provokingly good -naturedmana certain distinctive idiosyncratical expression of countenance, ners , had ever come to turn him out of the house he had grownwhich shows an intuitive genius seldom possessed. fond of , after a wandering life as military surgeon , becausehisThis great painterwasborn in London , 1803, andwasknighted hands had failed for a time , and his work stopped. Certainlyby QueenVictoria in 1850.

no ruin had fallen suddenly upon his gray head , and bowed it

to the dust , else they would not perhaps have rememberedthe
many good qualities that endeared him to the world . ” AndWHERE AR WE GOING ? if this sorrow brought her father's white hairs to the grave,

there could be no tablet erected to the best of fathers , thoughWHEREarewe going , idlers ? she would be as happy to cause it to be done as the late JohnHow spendthe August moon ? Lutwyche's eldest son .Best gemon the ring of summer, What was he like , that now only surviving male of the family ,Best chord in the summer'stune.

whom she had never seen, though for years she had lived nearShall we pack our trunkswith flounces, his real home ? Where was he ? What did it matter ? Was itFichus , and tiny hats , not by his will that her father would be turned homelessuponTo sit on hotel piazzas, the world ? Bu
t--stop ! sometimes those great landownersdidFlirting and knitting mats ? not know what was done upon their land , and in their name.

Shall we dance till midnight fragrant Sometimes there were cruel men under them , who worked theKisses each sleepingleaf ? evil of their own will . How could he be a wicked man who hadAnd sleep till the oak's broad shadow been so happy to pay his last duty to the best of fathers ! CouldClings close like a gatheredsheaf ? shenot
The good old rector , who had been telling her for fortyShall we read the last newnovel , minutes what she ought to do , little thought what brought theBowl badly , or play croquet ,

Wearing round hats at breakfast , sudden brightness into the childish facewhen he looked down
Thatour locks may be kept crêpé ? upon it , glad that one at least of the twenty hearers nestled

in the high pews seemedeagerand attentive to his sermon.But we ? By the sea-shore idle , The portly farmer , with his bevy of gay , grown - u
p daughters,Shall we sit till our ship comes in ?O

r

watch in a countrygarden gave a harty greeting , and many surreptitious stares, to the
The yellow spidersspin ? bright face as they turned away acrossthe field path , discussing

the sermon in a vague and learned way . The highly -educatedShall w
e

walk where pine -treesshiver, butcher , who could sign his name , if allowed sufficient time ,Where over the hidden sod gave it a Grandisonian bow ( the great book had won its imiLie carpetssoft and fragrant , tators then ) , as he led his meek little wife down the churchBy feet, save ours , untrod ? yard . Laboring men , stooping more in their Sunday clothes

O
r

down by the purple river than they were ever seen to do in their working ones, pulledRestwork -worn heart and brain , their locks awkwardly as a remembrance of their friendship toTill twilight dewsdescending the fair little figure , leaning against the church door , lookingSparkle like starryrain ? of
f

across the fields with yearning , wide blue eyes — the dainty
little figure in bright silk petticoat and laced bodice, a gay littleOh , fair Earth ! take us softly ,Give us , thy children, rest ; hat perched jauntily upon the heavy masses of bright brownhair .Sing to us songs of summer, The courtesies of the cottage women , who looked at herAnywhere on thy breast. from their deep bonnets , and the ducked heads of the schoolboys , who passedwith their eyescast behind them , were noticed
and answeredgently and graciously ; but , with al

l

her trying ,Good ADVICE . — Be reserved, but not sour ; grave , but not the dimpledmouth where it seemed so natural to find one .

poor little Anise Kirke found it very hard to put a smile uponformal ; bold , but not rash ; humble , but not servile ; patient ,but not insensible ; constant, but not obstinate ; cheerful , but

“ Child , Anise , " said the pastor , “ how is it at home ? "not light ; rather be sweet -tempered than familiar - familiar be home at al
l

. ”

" Very sa
d , very terrible , " she replied , “and soon will notrather than intimate , and intimate with very few and upongood grounds . The village pastor looked away sadly , and said , “ Must hego ? ”
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true?"

know."

answer.

Anisetookno noticeof th
e

question ; but her eyes looked chair - a large luxurious chair , in which the bundled - u
p

train
wonderfullylarge an

d

eagerunderher contractedbrows as sh
e

of he
r

dress la
y

very compactly — then sa
t

opposite to her , lean

sa
id , " M
r.

Nott , te
ll

m
e

on
e

thing — who is at th
e

Manor in
g

forward ,courteously listening , hi
s deeprufflesfalling grace

Housenow? " fully over his slender, jeweled hand , as he playedwith the full
No one, I think , " he replied. lace cravat - rathernervously, too , if Anise could haveknown .

" Then it wasnot true ! " said Anise . " I am glad you had the courage to come to -day , " said he .

• Whylook so sad, my dear ? " said Mr. Nott . " What is not The pleasantsmile, though it hardly lingered an instant , gave
Anise morecourage.

" ThatMr. Lutwyche - thatthe masterhimself is here , " said “ Then you will pardon me , " she said. “Mr. Lutwyche ,

Anise. you own the housewhere w
e

are living —my father and I - and

" H
e may be , " saidthe pastor. “ I did hear he was coming he has been ill fo
r

a long time , and not able to attend to hi
s

fo
r

a time, bu
t

it signifies so little to hi
s people — I mean he patients ; and so w
e

have grown poor , and have not the rent
makes hi

s presence or absence so unimportant — that w
e hardly ready ; and w
e

are to go . ” .

The grave look deepened to pain upon his face, and he bent it

" M
r.

Nott, will you go homeand dine with papa ? Because lower .

I'm going fo
r

a walk before I come, ” said Anise . “ My fatherwasgetting on so well here , " continuedAnise .

" Bu
t

shallyounot be at home ? " he asked. “ H
e thought he should be so successful; then the illness came ;

" I may no
t

, " replied Anise ; “ but I will if I can . Please and now that he is getting well , and couldpaythe rent in time ,

do g
o , and do not wait for me. Tell him I am gone to see they will not wait , and those two men you sent are to stay

someone. thereuntil we aregone - goneaway homeless. "

Withoutwaiting fo
r

an answer, Ansie turned away , hurrying “ My child , my poor child , " said he , “ I sent no men . '

through th
e

golden harvest fields , crossing the little rushing Not noticing the strange sadness in his voice, Anise clasped
brook, whichshehad never crossedbeforewithout a loitering her hands , and fixed her beseechingeyesupon him .

step; throughthe great park gates ; on until she turned in “ O
h , then they may go , and w
e

will soonpay it al
l , " she

sight of th
e

long, red -gabled Manor House . Then her steps said . “ You will wait a little .; I knew you would , because
grewslower, andher little flushedfacepaled . “ Because? ” he asked, gently , still looking down . He did

" Is it right to go to -day ? " she said . “ Ought I not to have not see her frightened face, but he waited in vain for her
left it till to -morrow ! " “ Because? ” he said again , and she answered in a

Sh
e

shookback her head, as if she would have shaken the whisper.

doubtaway, andwalked on . “ I meant becauseyou were happy to pay a duty to the best
Herlittlehigh -heeledshoeswerecoveredwith dust when she of fathers , as you say on the monument ; and my father is so

lookeddownuponthem at the top of the broad stonesteps ; but good, and works so hard , though he is old ; and it is al
l

for me ,

sh
e

ha
d

no time to think of that distressing circumstance, fo
r

fo
r

he never thinks ofhimself . O
h , he will be so glad ! "

th
e

doorhadbeenopened, as if by magic , in answer to her He rosehastily , pushing back his chair .

nervousring. “ Stop ! " said he ; " you must not think that . It is not pos

"Could I se
e

Mr. Lutwychе for a few minutes ? " she asked. sible ; I would to heaven it were. Fool that I have been to put

Th
e

highlygenteelbutler hid the astonishment he felt on al
l good so completely out of my power ! How willingly I would

seeinga ladyvisitor coming so , alone on a Sundaymorning , and do it if it werenot too late ! "

to
ld

Anise hi
s

masterwas only home for a day , and had said he He stoppedbefore her , looking down into her facewith un
wouldseenoone. speakablepity .

" Willyou be kind enough to ask him just to seeme ? " she “ Miss Kirke , " he resumed, “ if it were in my power, I would
continued. not let this trouble you a moment. If the house were mine ,

Whatname, if you please ? " said the butler . you should live in it as long as you would , and pay when you

"Dr. Kirke , ” shereplied . liked . But it is no use to tell you this ; I ampowerless as your

Th
e

butler'sastonishmentgrew too great to be hidden then . self . My father's inheritance is gone from me. I have sinned,

Th
at

a prettyyounglady , calling on a Sunday, should send in bu
t

the fault is not al
l

mine . It is to
o

late to regret it now .

he
r

name as "Dr. Kirke , " seemedunaccountable, and th
e

aris- Why , th
e

very room w
e

stand in is no longermine . M
y

child ,

tocraticbutlerhad need of al
l

hi
s

well -balancedequanimity . I would not rest til
l I had helpedyou , if any deed of mine could

Bu
t

Aniseneverthought of this . She knew her own name help you . "

wouldbe unknown, and that her father's might not be ; and as Sheread, with her quick woman's tact , that his sympathyfor

it w
as
fo
r

hi
m

sh
e

called, she fe
lt
it would be better to give hi
s

he
r

was the last touch that unmannedhim in hi
s gloom and

misery , and sherose, with a little effort at a smile .

Witha glance of amused admiration at the picturesquelittle " Thankyou , Mr. Lutwyche , " said Anise . “ I thought that
figure, th

e

stately, grey -hairedman usheredAnise at onceinto yo
u

would help us ifyou could ;andnow I know youwould

a lo
ng

an
d

loftyroom , crowdedwith books . have done so . Thank you . "

" Ve
ry

unhomelike, ” thought the girl , as she first entered it . He laid his restlesshand on herswith a strangehumility .

" Ve
ry

grandandawful , ” sh
e

thought , as she ventured to look “ I have wastedmy father's possessions, ” he said ; " I have
round. " Very beautiful, " sh

e

fe
lt

afterward , as she shyly neglected m
y

father's wishes ; and m
y

punishment is bitter at

advancedtoward a young man , who stood at a table covered this moment . Your sorrow cannever have that sting . ”

w
ith papers, leaning on it as he read , with hi
s

brows drawn to “ Then w
e

are both going to leave our homes, ” saidAnise ,

getherpainfully — a youngman ,with a handsome , sa
d

face , an
d

dreamily , looking round th
e

grand ol
d library .

powderedhair . The butler went up to him and spoke a few “ I leavemine a ruinedand repentantman , " he said , " thank
Words v

er
y

lo
w , thenwent away, an
d

shut th
e

door upon th
e ing G
od

that m
y

father was not spared to see this day . You

tw
o

w
ho

weresuchutter strangers to each other , and the room know how different it is with you. "

gr
ew

largerandmoreawful topoor little Anise , as she felt he
r

“ Yes , I have my father with me , so I should not be un

se
lf

al
on
e

in th
e

presence of John , th
e

no
wonly survivingmale happy , " said Anise . “ I will go back to him now , if you

Would he do this one thing for the best of please . '

He hardly seemed to heedher then ; he was walking slowly

" I am verysorry to disturb you , ” stammeredAnise ; very backwardand forward , his hands folded behind him . Quietly,

co
py

to come on a Sunday, bu
t
I only thought of it in church , an
d

with a strange, ne
w

sensation , as if sh
e

ha
d

suddenlygrown

an
d Ifeared itwould be to
o

la
te if I deferred it , an
d

that pe
r

: mucholder , an
d

could understand hi
s grief ,Anise held ou
t

he
r

ha
ps

I should no
t

havethe courageafter to -day . ” little trembling hand .

Except fo
r

th
e

wonder in his grave eyes, th
e

gentlemanshe “May I say I hope it will not prove so bad for you ? " she

w
as

so muchafraid of seemed to poorlittle Anise very much at said .

hi
s

ca
se

, an
d

sh
e

fe
lt

th
e

contrast painfullg . Al
tegave he
r

a / sorry — th
at

th
e

words up
on

th
e

monumenttempted m
e

to as
k

name.
of th
e

family.fathers?

64



68 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE .

you fo
r

your help , because I shall always feel you would have | room, when at last , John Lutwyche - hi
s

powderedhair tossed,helped us , had it been in your power . ” and his dark , grave face full of weariness - rousedhimself , andHe took her outstretchedhand , and held it for someseconds. ordered his horse .

“ How differently you do your duty to your father ! ” he re " Which , sir ? " said the servant .gumed. “ Thelesson smitesme sorely . " “ My horse , " he replied ; “ I have but one , as you wellShesaw him watch her as the old servant took her to the know . "

“ DIGNITYANDIMPUDENCE. ” — PAGE66.

door ; then it was all shut in from her . She knew the sorrow “But will you take that out to -day , si
r , when you ordered it

shewas going home to was lighter than the grief she left be- for your journey to -morrow ? ” 'hind ; yet there was a lingering in her step as she left the dark Yes , I want it this evening , " was the reply .old gabledhouse behind her , and wandered on among the sweet “ Then you will not leave to -morrow , si
r
? "

wild roses. Poor little Anise , no such Sunday had she ever " William , you talk nonsense, said his master . “ You talk
spentbefore in all her quiet life !

utter nonsense. Have I not said I am going to -morrow ? Would
The twilight shadows were creeping into th
e

silent , lofty I stay longer than I could help in anotherman's house ? "

1 )



ON A MONUMENT .

terynightbeforehe left. 'Tis sad, in every way, to hear of

O * *

propertyofastranger, whom the peoplewho were born upon May I take it with you ! I have never taken it since. Have

shouldleavehis old home so, poor lad. It seemshe parted
with hi

s

horse( a favoritehe hadreserved to takewith him ) the that Imight just see you again to tell you how I thank you . "

69
Thehorsewas orderedand brought round , and the butler The two friends had not noticed that Anise had slipped
noticedandremarked to thegroom that the master seemedvery away .slow to mount; and the groom said , “No wonder , when he “ O

b

le
t

me live , " she cried aloud , “ till I have seen and
wasexamining al

l
the good points of the horse , and that he thanked him ! "seemedunusuallyproud of him to -day . "

JohnLutwychedid not notice the sweetwild roses as he rode The yearspassedquietly on in the little English village ; not

on throughthedeepeningtwilight .

peacefullyeventhere , for al
l

Europe trembled in a mighty war ,that only spreadmore andmore as the monthswent on . There
ThenextmorningDr.Kirke stood at the window , with a ten wasnot a village from the north to the south that had not sent

de
r

, lingeringgazeoverthe pretty flower garden, where he had onegallant heart to prove its loyalty ; and there was no
t

a home

so oftenwatched hi
s

little girl at work , whereeveryflower spoke in dearold England where thehearts did not throb fo
r

tidings

to hi
m

of he
r

, and of the brightest years of his busy life . He and for fear .knewthatthiswasthe last look ; that in a fewminutes , when For hours would Anise Kirke si
t

and read of the great deeds
Anisecame in , theyshouldshut the doors of their old home be that madeher pulse beatand her cheeks flush ; and then , in her
hindthem, andcall it theirs no more . And there came a mist untroubled home, would dream of themeetingsthat were to be

before hi
s

tiredeyes, mingling the colors into one dim and un- when the war was over , or of the death -like stillness which
distinguishablemass of brightness , that vaguely danced and fell upon some homes each day the fatal list was given ; and
fadedbeforethem as the bright home life was breaking , and sometimes, in reading of noble deeds, she came upon a name
melting, andvanishing.

which made her breath come quickly ; and , as the yearswent

"Papa , " saidAnise , “ if those men dare to interfere and on , that name — th
e

only one that was known to her - grew
breakin uponour one last look round the dear old place ; if quite familiar , until at lastoneday , in the list of the wounded,

theirfacescomeacross m
e

in the good - b
y

w
e

are going to give Anise's trembling voicesuddenlyceased, and shelooked up with
together— w

e

twoalone, who have been so happy here — I shall a frightenedlook in her blue eyes.

lose al
l

commandovermyself . ”

“ Papa, it is here , " shesaid . “ It is come. Major Lutwycbe
With an angryflushupon her face, and a dazzling , passionate is wounded ! ”light in he

r

eyes, Anisedrewher little figure up , and waited . “ Show me, dear , ” said her father ; and they read the name

Th
e

mancamedaringly up , close to her father's elbow , and again , they two , perhaps, only of al
l

the world caring for him
Anise bi

t

her lip . He was speaking to him . whosebrave right arm must be idle for a time .

"We ar
e

come to saygood -morning , si
r , " said he . 1. We are Then the years went on again , and once more Anise read

commissionedof
f

. "

eagerly every word of the terrible engagementsthat came so

"Yes , ” said Dr. Kirke , sadly . “ Your duty is done , I often now ; and the nameshe had learned to look so anxiouslyfor shoneagain and againamong the braveand fearless. And

"I'm veryglad, si
r , for your sake , ” was the reply . “ We the yearswent on .take ou
r

departurecheerfullerthan you would havetakenyours . It was a bright Sundaymorning in the early summer. " A

You'refonder of thehouse, and now it's all right . The rent pure , sweetday , Anise said , as she openedthe gardengatefor
owingis al

l

paid ; and more than that , it's paid on fo
r

a her father ; " and I wish w
e

could go to church together : but
year, so there's no moretroubleabout it for a year at any rate . " of coursethe sick must be thought of first ; and I shall comeAnisewasclose.besidetheman , her eagerfaceraised to his . toward the Manor , to meet you after service. I like that

" Is it paid fo
r

us ? " she asked. “ Are we to stayhere ?. 'Al
l

paid, miss , " he replied , " and you are to think no more A pure , sweet day indeed, the doctor thought ; but the very

of it til
l

th
is

timenextyear . You have been gentle and favor- spring ai
r

itself was not more pure or sweet than th
e
earnest

ab
le

to us " (Anisewinced at that ) , “ andyet w
e

don't care to little face on which he left his parting kiss . Was there ever
comeagain. "

such a morning ? It washappinessenough only to be aliveand

" Bu
t

willyoutell us how this has beendone ? ” she asked . breathing the fresh and flower -laden air . And then therewere

Th
e

manlaughed, as he replied , “No use to ask m
e
, miss ; I so many other things ! and in the gladness of her heart Anise

know nomorethan
broke out into a hymn of praise.

As th
e

manleft the room , Dr. Kirke took his little daughter With her bright little head bent , Anise walked up the aisle

in hi
s

arms, in trembling thankfulness ; and so th
e

old pastor and in
to

th
e

high , squarepew ,and like a little child she lis

fo
un
d

themwhen he walked inwith a cheeringword upon hi
s

tened to th
e

teaching ,and fe
lt atrest . Bu
t

when sh
e

stood up

lip
s

.

to help the old clerk to sing - to raise and purify the cracked,

" I have no
t

been so glad , old friend , for years , ” said he . uncertain noteswith her clear , sweet treble - thenshe sawsud

" M
r.

Nott, " askedAnise , humbly , “ under God , who has denly , and with a flash to her eyes, that near her there stood up

helpedus ? " "

also a tall , casy figure she had seenbefore ; and with a straight" I do no
t

know , " said he ; “ I have no
t

heard . The acknow- and steadfastgazethat had a strange , searchingearnestness in

ledgmentof the rent and dismissal fo
r

the men came down it , the grave , dark eyeslooked into hers .from th
e

Manornowthis very hour . " Not once through all the service could Anise look up after

" Th
en

M
r.

Lutwychecould do it , after al
l , ” said Anise . that ; and if the energetic clerk had not been quite so intentThere is no M

r.

Lutwyche there ,dear child , " sa
id

M
r.

Nott ;upon hi
s

quavering quavers , he might have se
en

that it w
asth
e

le
ft

th
is

morning before daybreak . The agent fo
r

the that very thing which brought th
e

gl
ad

light in
to

thoseserious
presentpossessor ha

s

beenthere tw
o

or three days . I suppose eyes . Then th
e

Blessingcame softly down upon them both .They passedout into the summer sunshine , and went togetherBu
t

th
at

night th
e

ol
d

man , with an astonishment he never through th
e

churchyard gatewithout oneword . Then Anise ,

fe
lt

before,broughtfurther tidings . rememberingshewas turning toward theManor House , stopped,

M
r.

Lutwyche ha
d

paid , th
e

debt to th
e

agent himself , and blushing .taken th
e

house in D
r.

Kirke's name for another year , paying “ I am going toward the Manor , to meetpapa, " saidAnise .

inadvance. Th
is

was th
e

lastthing hehaddonebefore he left , He looked down at her , and said :

going aw
ay

quietly by th
e

night coach ,leaving everything th
e

“ The very walk you took that Sunday twelve yearsago .

suppose? "

walk . ”

you do . "

besent th
e

receipt. ”

bi
s

landmustcall theirmasternow .He ba
s

not beenwhnt I should like to have seen hi
m , "sa
id

th
e

ol
d

clergyman, pathetically ; " bu
t it isn't right he

you !!

Very often , ” she replied .

“ Are you still at the old house, Miss Kirke ? ” he asked.

“ Yes , " replied Anise ; " and I have hoped al
l

theseyears

su
ch

an ac
t

on aSundaynight . ” “ Will you tell me now ? " said he .

“ I feel as if I could not now , " said Anise .
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" Try,"” said he. countenanee wore a frank and martial expression, while the

“ You havegiven us years of happiness," said Anise ; “morc brown hue of his cheek gave evidence that, though young, he

than I can tell you." had not been unused to exertion and exposure. A bright fire

“ How willingly would I give you more, Anise !" said he. burned in his black eyes,the Roman fire that lit his arms to bat

" You see I havenot forgotten your name . ' tle , yet there was a sadness in their depths , as if his young soul

“How did you know it ? " she asked, and she looked up at had early learned the lesson of adversity - the stern mandate,

him wonderingly , for a momenteven forgetting her shyness. “ to labor and to wait . "

“ I found it out the day that - “ Onemorehas gone ! " said the young man , at last , after fol
“ That you made us so happy , Major Lutwyche . " lowing with his eyes the procession .

She did not seethe smile he gave as the title by which she “ Ay , " said one of his two companions , " and made room ,

had not known him yearsbeforeslipped from her lips so easily . perhaps, for a betterman . ”

“No , on the Sunday, the day I made you so miserable , " he “ Thatmay hardly be , " said the eldest of the three, who
replied ; " after I had watched your drooping head, as you stood a little apart from the others .

walked back upon this very road in such despair . " “ Then you knew him , Maro ? "

“ It wassoonover , though , " said Anise , smiling . “ I knew him long , Clodius , and well . ”

" And haveyou really sometimeswished to thank me ? " ' he “ What meaneth that device upon the banner ? " asked the
asked. young centurion , turning towards him who had been called

“ Indeed I have , ” said Anise . Clodius .

“Would you do formewhat I was so nearly powerless to do “ Thou hadst better ask Maro , " was the answer, “ fo
r
, Bac

for you , Anise ? ” cho , I know little of thesemummeries . "

“ Such a thing could never be , " she replied . A frown cameacrossthe brow of Maro . It becomesthee not
Listen , " said he . "When I went from here I built myself to rail at such things , young Clodius . It may be thy turn

a home in wondrouscontrast to the one that I had lost - a fair , next . "

sweethome, where there wereloving facesroundme, and I could “ That is possible , " said the young man , “ but in faith , it

rest and be satisfied, and it grewonly brighter and better as time shall not trouble me . But tell us the meaning of that banner ,

went on . There were no privations in the hard life I led that if thouwilt , for Sylvius here is dying to know . ”

I could not gladly bear — therewere no dangers that I could not As he spoke , the last of the processionpassedbeneath them ,

face in campand field - becausethat homewas ever in my mind and the torchlight glancing on one of the banners, showedthem
and heart , and I knew I must work hard and well if I would the inscription in golden letters , “ Comites, " beneathwhich two
win it and grow worthy of it . Anise , more humbly than you interlocking hands embraced a scroll on which was written ,

came to me, I am now come to you . The happiness of all my “ Amicitia, Fides, Amor. ”

life is in your answer ; the home is for you to give . Love , shall “ It is the motto of the Fellow -Citizens , " said Maro .

it be so ? ” “ I have so lately come to Rome , " said Sylvius , “ that I have
There was a moment'shesitation , as if shewere taking in his heard not of it . "

words very slowly ; then she raised her beautiful , truthful eyes “ And thou hadst better not , ” replied Clodius . “ It is some

to his , to meetthe tender , longing gaze . society of secretmummers , who have little else to do than to

“ Now I can show you how I thank you . " cozenthe multitude . Indeed , I have thought it a treasonable
The promisewas sealedupon the quivering lips , and the rooks thing . "

weresilent for a minute in mute surprise . They had grown old " Thou hast thought wrong , Clodius , " interrupted Maro ,

upon the venerableManor trees, but never looked down on sternly . “ There is no treason in yonder motto ; there is no

such a sight before, and on a Sunday too ! Yet they had just mummery in friendship , no cozening in truth , no treachery in

been singing lovesongs to eachother all the same, and the glad love . "

spring noon was filled with notes of love , like a universal echo “ Well , well , Maro , have thy own way . But I must to my

of the keynote of the sermon that those two had just heard post . And the young man turned away from hi
s

companions.

within the old church walls . Sylvius remainedstanding by the side of Maro , his gaze still
Looking on , w

e

know that the light that fell upon their path following the procession, now fast recedingamidst the dark oaks
that morning has grown and spread , and lighted others on their that hemmed the cemetery.

way ; and , looking on , we sometimessee two well -remembered Maro advancedand touched the shoulder of the young centu
facesunder the monument that is so sacred to the memory of rion . “ What thinkest thou of these ? "

the late John Lutwyche ; and in one the gravity has deepened " I know not , but would fain learn more of them , Maro . "

a little , though the old joyousnesshas not lessened ; and in the " Thou shalt ! Comewith me to -night , and I will show thee
other the sadnesshas al

l

vanished, and a deepand glad content union without jealousy , generosity without ostentation . I will

is there. Yet now he'acts a living contradiction to his own im- show thee those who are brethren to the stranger, fathers to the
mortalised words , fo

r
he is no longer th
e

“ now only surviving orphan , and friends to th
e

oppressedwherever they may be . ”male of the family . " The young man's eyesflashedwith a suddenjoy .

“ Wilt thou do this , Maro ? Then I am thine for ever . But
THE ROMAN ODD -FELLOW . no ! there can be no men like this in Rome . Thou art jesting ,

Maro . "

" Comewith me , Sylvius , ” said Maro , solemnly , and a gentle
smile softenedthe furrows of his stern countenance. I will showIt was the hour of sunset , the glorious sunset of Italy , where thee what thou hast not dreamed of . Wilt thou come ! " .the slant rays fall in a golen shower upon the quiet landscape, “ I will . "

and every hill and tree - to
p

and streamletquivers and trembles

in a blaze of liquid light . Wreaths and chains of silver cloudsedgedthe mellow effulgence of the sky , and ever -varying shapes

of beauty floatedacrossthe heavens, like a transparent curtain , It wasmidnight , and the palaces of the Tiber were gay withcovering, yet hiding not the Paradise beyond . music and brilliant with light . Fair forms were flitting by th
e

As th
e

last streak of sunlight lingered on the horizon , a openwindows , or along the flowery terraces, an
d

the boatman,solemnprocessionleft the Porta Esquilina, and wended its way as he floated noiselessly down th
e

river , would behold fo
r

an inthrough th
e

thicket of oaks ,whose lengthened shadows cast å stant a form of beautybending over him from th
e

palace balsombregloom acrossthe Esquilinian Way .

A group of th
e

Prætorian soldiers gazed from an eminence sighs ar
e

breathedamid splendor , and sobs mingle with music
conies, or hear a ringing laugh , or catch , perchance, a sigh ; fo

r

within their camp, as the sad processionmoved along beneath oftentimes , in the halls of the great and powerful .them . One of these, in the costume of a centurion , was a young
man ofabout twenty . H

is

form was of rare symmetry , an
d

hi
s

windows admitted th
e

pure ai
r

of th
e

hills , and th
e

quiet light

In a spaciousroom upon the margin of the Tiber , whoseopen

CHAPTER I.

CHAPTER II .
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!

-

0 O O

of th
e

moonbeams, a group of men seemedoccupied in some re
-

tremble upon her eyelids . She forgot he
r

own sorrows , and
ligious rit

e
. Upon a lofty platform , at the head of the apart wept for her new friend . Sylvius bent over her .

ment, sa
t

an agedman . The snows of eighty winters had “ I will be thy brother , ” he said .whitened hi
s

head, but chilled not his heart . The sweetexpres With a sweetand trustful gazeshe looked into his face , and
sion of benevolencethat beamed in his smile , and the quiet joy a bright smile cameover her own .thatshone in hisclearhazel eye, gave evidence of a calm and “My brother , " she cried , “ blessthee for that word .

peacefulspirit.

And when hi
s

departingfootstepswere no longer heard , she
Around hi

m , on eitherside of th
e

room , were disposed at in
-

leaned her head upon her small white hand , and murmured,

tervalsa dozenforms. In the centre of thefloor , another group softly , “ Dy brotherstoodsilentlyaround a kneeling figure . A silken bandagewasboundaroundhis brow, and a silken robe coveredhis shoulders.

CHAPTERIII .

H
is

handswereclaspedtogether, andhis eyesturned toward theceiling, as if theysought to piercethrough filament and roof to MONTHSpassed away , and the young Comes found kindred
heaven.

heartsand generousspirits amonghis new companions. There

A purewhitebanner, on which , in golden characters, the werehigh and low in that firmly -knit band : the proud senator
words" Friendship, Truth and Love , " were written , wavedpressed the hand of the slave —the German stood side by side
thriceabovethehead of the acolyte. A hand grasped each of with the Roman citizen , yet the bond of brotherhoodunited al

l
.

hi
s , an
d

he aroseslowly to his feet. The bandagefell from his Men of pure lives , of noble souls, alonewere admitted into the
eyes, an

d
he gazedaroundhim . It was the centurion Sylvius , band , and the only aim was the high , the holy privilege of

andthehand of Marowaswithin his own . “ doing good . "Thechief of theassemblyrose from his seat, anddescended to And the young Marcia , too , wound herself around the heart

th
e

new-mademember. Placing his hands above his head , he of Sylvius . Her beauty, her artlessnessand unprotectedyouth ,

raised hi
s

eyessolemnly to heaven, and his aged lips moved in appealed to the centurion's strongest sympathies, and the first

a blessing
warm imaginings of love awokewithin his heart . H

e

knewnot

" YoungComes, thy first lessonshall be that of doing good . why , and Marcia could not tell him , but therevelry of thecamp
Take th

is
, andgive it to the widow of him who , to -day , de- wasdull to him . He joyed to stealaway in themellowtwilight ,

scendedto th
e

solemnshades. Shepineth fo
r

consolation. Speak and breathe his flute at the feet of the young girl , or read a fa

to he
r

,brother, the words of sympathy. May the gods bless vorite song, and listen to her praises. And shewatchedfor his
thee, andinstructthee in thy task ! "

form when the evening meal was over , and sprung lightly to

Th
e

brother, whoheldtheleft hand of Sylvius ,placedwithin it seatherself besidehim , beneaththe waving foliage of the river

a purseof gold. The agedman returned to his place , and raising trees , and twine a wreath of flowersand greenleaves and place

hi
s

armsto heaven, implored the benediction of the gods . Maro it on his brow . A bright and gladsomesummerrolled over the
pressedth

e

hands of his young friend , and led him from the heads of the young lovers .

ball.

But the summonscamefor a new levy of troopsfor the Jewishcampaign, and the Prætorians were drafted for the guard of

Th
e

firstgray of morning had just appeared, when Sylvius Titus . Marcia shedmany a bitter tear as Sylvius gaspedforth
knockedat thedoor of an humble dwelling at the foot of the the dreadful word farewell ! It was like plucking her heart
Aventine. H

e

held in his hand a letter from Maro to the strings asunder, this parting from her brother . Alas ! shewept
widowof th

e

Comeswho had beenburied the previousday . not thus when her father sank to death ; the deep sighs shook

Th
e

dooropenedand a vision of beautyburst upon the young not her bosomthen as now . Would she have sorrowed thus ,

centurion. Beforehim stood a young maiden , with the glow of had Sylvius been in truth her brother ?childhoodstill on her velvet cheek , and the trustfulness of mo But the word wasbreathed, Sylvius departed, and themaiden

de
st
y

beamingfrom he
r

soft blue eye . Sylph -like in proportion , turned and wept on he
r

mother's bosom .

an
d

with th
e

look of angel purity about her , the young man's “ H
e

will return , my child . "

gaze w
as

enchainedwith the lovely presence. But Marcia cried , “ H
e

hasgone . ”Withdifficulty hi
s

tonguecould tell bis errand ; and when he The fire of an August sun fell parchingly upon the plains of

beheldth
e

gratefulblushthat stole over the whiteness of th
e

Syria . N
o

breathmoved th
e

heavyleaves of the palm -tree , ormaiden'sneck, an
d

th
e

jo
y

that smiled in her eye , as he spoke rippled th
e

sluggish bosom of th
e

desertspring . Nature seemed

th
e

greetingsof he
r

husband's friends to th
e

ears of th
e

widowed stilledwithdrought , and helpless in th
e

fiery blaze . Alone ,mother, th
e

youngman'sheart thrilled with a ne
w

and strange across th
e

burningsands , came arider , lashing th
e

sides of hi
ssensation; his spirit owned a spell that had not come over it horse as if in eagerhaste . A grove of date -treeswasbefore hi

m ,and he paused a moment to breathehis panting steed. It wasAn
d

when th
e

words of sympathyhad been spoken , and the Sylvius , the young centurion .offeringof friendshiphad beengiven , the young man lingered " It is done ! ” he cried . " I have succoredthe oppressed,st
ill . The sa
d

girl'sheart beat wildly when sh
e

heard th
e

voice and perhaps m
y

lif
e

may be th
e

forfeit . But Iwillabide by m
yofSylvius, and hestrove to calm the sorrow of her soul . Hours oath . "th
e

maidenand theyouth sat side by side , and the A suddencry , a cry of peril and agony , fell upon his ear .

ag
ed

motherlookedupon themwith a placid smile . When th
e

It camefrom the depths of the grove , and in an instant the
ereningshadowswerestealingagainupon th

e

walls of Rome , soldiersprang from hi
s

horse . Again itcame , and boundingan
d

th
e

trumpet of th
e

Prætorian ,cohorts called th
e

centurion through th
e

thicket , hesped in th
e

directiouof th
e

sound .The

to th
e

camp, he aroseand took the hand of the young girl . clash of swordsstruck upon his ear , and then a stifled groan .

"Thyfathersleeps in th
e

tomb , Marcia , ” he said , “but in H
e

oncemore startedforward ,and reachedthe scene of strife .

m
e

behold th
y

friend , thy brother . ”" Hastthou no othersister ? " An agedand richly attiredmanhadsunk to theground , beneath" Sisteror brother I havenot . the weapons of his assailants ; one sword was already at theAn orphan have I been from victim's breast, and the steel of Sylvius clashed with another .The ruffian , taken unawares, wasnot preparedfor the fierceatdi
bu
s

, al
as

! " sa
id

Marcia , pityingly , “ th
y

father , then , is tack of th
e

centurion . H
e fe
ll

beneath hi
s

vigorousstroke , an
d

** H
e

went to th
e

wars in m
y

infancy , and never returned .

Sylvius grappledwith hi
s

companion.I A strong arm and a quick eyemet him . His antagonist was
painfullyremember bi

s

form , and hi
s

last parting from m
y

one of thosefierceand outlawed men who hovered around the
mother. Sh

e

lived a fe
w

years more , and then I became an borders of the doomedJudea , slaying both Israelite andRoman .The fall of his comradeinflamedhis rage, and like rain fell
notthy fatherstill live ? ”

hi
s

blows upon th
e

young soldier . The crashing blow and theswift and desperatethrust weremet andparried . Hand to hand ,Le ga
ze
d

up
on

th
e

maiden as he spoke , an
d

beheld a te
ar

an
d

fo
ot

to fo
ot , ov
er

th
e

prostratebody of hi
m

w
ho

ha
d

been

before.

flewaway,

earliestyouth. "

dead? "

orphan. "

AndImay

" Idarenothope . "

H
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more."

CHAPTERIV .

first attacked, they fought. The marauder's falchion dashedthe , met, and bent his head to the saddle- bo
w

, as the tall and vene
steelcapfrom the head of Sylvius , and was shivered with the rable man saluted him .

blow . The Roman pressedupon him , and with a curse, he flung " Young Comes, " whispered the old man , bending his lips
the iron hilt at the brow of Sylvius , and fled . The soldier looked close to the ear of Sylvius , " mount , thou , this soldier's horse,

once at his retreating foe , and once to heaven. Then , stunned and speed to the camp. I will see thee there . "

and senseless, he fell heavily to the ground at the side of him And with a few words to the commander, the latter sprang
whomhe had rescued. from his steed, and threw the bridle upon the arm of the centu

rion . Sylvius leaped to the saddle , and wavedhis hand to his
Evening fell on the hot plain , and the palm -trees bent down companion . The next moment he was far away , speedingover

over the sleepingSylvius . The agedman leanedover him , his the moonlit plain .

eyeswere turned toward heaven, and his lips moved in prayer “ Noble boy ! " said the old man , as he gazedafter thesoldier,for his deliverer . “ thou art worthy of the stock from whence thou springest.A locket hung from the young man's neck , in which a braid But ho ! bringest thou dispatchesfor the general ? "

of dark and glossyhair wasvisible . The agedstranger grasped " Dispatches from Vespasian and the Senate, " said the comit in hi
s

hand and kissed it silently , while his tears fell warm mander , bending his head .upon the soldier's cheek . Then parting the centurion's close “ I will take charge of them . We will repose to -night beneathvestment, he gazedfixedly upon the figure of a rose upon the these trees . "

breast of Sylvius . “ It is he , " he murmured . “The gods be “ ' Tis well , noble si
r
! " said the other , and led the way to ablessed ! Now shall I die in peace, for I have seen him once pavilion which the soldiers had pitched . As he passedthe spot

The soldier's eyesopened, and fell upon the weeping where lay the robber's corpse, ghastly and cold , the stern solstranger. He essayed to speak, but his lips were parched and dier's lip for a moment quivered . But the Roman officer's di
s

dry . The old man placed a moistened sponge to his mouth , and cipline forsook him not . He spoke no word , but like an autosprinkled his hot forehead. maton , moved toward the tents . What had he to do with the

“ Thanks , reverend si
r , " said Sylvius . deadman ?

“Rather le
t

me pour out my gratitude for thy timely aid , my
bravedeliverer . Had it not beenfor thy bold heart and strong
arm , I should have slept that sleepwhich knows no waking . "

“ Have the maraudersescaped ? ' ' THE towers of Jerusalem looked down upon banner, tent ,“ Behold ! " said the other , and Sylvius , leaning upon his el . plume , and glittering arms . The whole city was invested by thebow , looked around him . army of Titus , and though capitulation had been twice offered,

With his eyesfixed in a cold and glassy stare , and his white the obstinate and jealous leaders of the besiegedrefused to lisfeaturesrigid in the moonlight , lay within a few feet ofhim the ten to any terms , or entertain one ambassador. The Temple,corpse of him whom he had slain . that glorious structure , on which the wealth of a dozentreasuriesMay the godspardonme ! ” he cried . “ It is a fearful thing bad been exhausted, still stood , though the dismantled towersto take the life of man . and broken walls around it denoted that against this part the“ Not in a righteous cause ! ” said his companion . “ Dost attacks of the besiegershad beenchiefly directed . As the sunsetthou repent thee of my rescue ? ' ' now fell upon the glittering pinnacle and gates, it seemedlike“ Nay , I saynot so ; but how wert thou attacked ? " a halo cast from heavenaround the house of God , to consecrate“ I journeyedalone , to join the caravanfor Jerusalem ; and , it to his worship .while resting beneath these trees, when the sun was highest in “ It is a glorious spectacle, " said a Roman soldier , who stoodthe heavens, three villains attackedme . While I defendedmy- upon the Mount of Olives , and beheld beneath him the mightyself against the swords of two , the other fleduponmy steed, and panorama of camp and city . Alas , that the cloud of warI was fast sinking beneaththeir blows , when thy timely succor hangeth over it , so soon to vail its splendor ! "rescuedme . I heard thy sword clash with the villain's steel , " Ay , Maro , " said another , who now approached, " " the rebeland then sank senseless. When I awoke , I beheld thee by my lious city is doomed . Titus has ordered the attack upon theside , and the setting sun reddeningwith its light yon ruffian's morrow , and another sunset will behold the Eagle on th
e

pi
n

livid features. This is m
y

story . But who ar
t

thou , noble nacles of yonder fane . But hast heard the news ? Thy friend ,soldier ? ' ' young Sylvius , has arrived . "“ I am a centurion of the general's guard , and am on my way " Ha ! " cried Maro .to join the army . Already have I tarried too long , and must “ Ay , and evennow the council havemet to try him for dehasten to m
y

post ; albeit the robber has taken from m
e

m
y

sertion . H
e

cameguarded by a score of hi
s

own troops . ”noble steed. that has bornememany a day . " “Merciful heaven ! ” exclaimed Maro , “ this must not be .“ Thou wilt surely rest beforeproceeding on thy way . " Dost thou believe him guilty ? "“ Nay , I dare not . I have broken now my leave , and the “ The laws of the camp are strict , and Sylvius hath transpenalty of deathhangs overme . ' gressedthem . We may hope much , however , from the clemency" And I have been the cause of this ! " cried the old man , of Titus . "beating his breast. “To succor me , thou hast incurred thy " He must be saved , ” said Maro . “ Do the brethren meetgeneral's displeasure. " this eve ? "“ Not so — it was incurred ere I beheld thee , si
r
. Another “ They are evennow convened in the garden. "task

Maro turned , anddescendedswiftly the woodyhill . H
e pausedThe youth paused, and grasped th
e

stranger'shand . A sudden not again to mark the splendor of the western sky . Othersmile crossed hi
s

face , and , starting to their feet , the two em- thoughts werebusy in the breast of the Comes .braced.

“ Amicitia, Amor , Fides, ” werethe first words they spoke. TheComites had met in the desert. In a thick grove in what was then called the garden of th
e

" Itwas to relieve asuffering brother that I tarried in Italy , th
e

brotherwho guarded th
e

entrance to th
e

tent , an
d

w
as

ad
o

Mount , the Comites wereassembled. Maro gave the signal to

by command of the chief of our order . ""Thou hast done well , ” said the stranger. mitted . Around the apartment were seated the brethren , and

“But lo ! our help is nigh ! " continued he , as a cloud of dust th
e

morrow's victory . Maro advanced to th
e

centre of th
e

tent ,

the voice of the GrandMaster was raised in prayer to heaven fo
r

appeared in the line of the horizon .In a few momentsthe roll of the kettle -drums and the blast fell upon the auditors .

" A caravanapproaches . " ; and raised his hand . The voice of the chief ceased, and silence

of trumpetsgavenotice of the approach of a large band of merchants , guarded by a detachment of Roman soldiers , with sup- thine errand ? "

" Speak ! ” said the venerable master . “ Brother , what is

plies for the army . As they drew near , the aged stranger advanced tomeet them . The commander raised hi
s

plumed hel- ! th
e

strict laws of th
e

camp ,and appeared no
t

at hi
s

post when

“ Sylvius , the centurion , is on trial for hi
s

life . He hasbroken

66
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? !

one,

11

CIIAPTERV.

summoned. Titus is generous, but he is also just, and the cen “ I will test the friendship of theseComites," saidTitus toturiondiesuponthemorrow. himself, and grasping his sword and placing his helmet uponMaropausedandlookedaround him. The brethren sat im- his head, he left the tent.moveable, thougheveryeyewasfixed upon his face. The chief Each steel cap bent to the horse's neck as the general apatlengthbrokesilence: peared. Titus wavedhis hand, and a heraldapproached." Brother, whyshouldthe Comitesarrest the judgment of the “Sound and speak to thesearmedComites. The life of thegeneral?"
centurion Sylvius is forfeit to the king. Who will surrender" BecauseSylviusis a Comesof Rome – becausehe lingeredon his life to savethat of the condemned? If therebe let himunerrandofmercyto a brother in affliction —becausehe will ride oncemore aroundthe tent of the Eagle."open no

t
hi
s

lips to justify his acts , but die as he has lived , a The trumpet sounded, and the herald deliveredthe message.trueComes.

Onemoment therewas a deadsilence. Each eyewas fixeduponTh
e

GrandMasterwaved his hand , and the scribe upon his , the general. Then , swift as an arrow , the agedmaster of therightdrewforth a roll of papyrus. In a low , clear voice , he Comites sprang forward , and Titus beheld with awe the asthenread: " LuciusTornus , a brother of the Comites , prayeth sembledtroopsdefiledaround his tent . Not oneremained - notfo
r

relief in hi
s

affliction. Granted , and the newComes, Sylvius , one faint heart refusedthe price of friendship . Each crossedtheis deputedto relievehim . ”

line - eachlaid upon the mysticaltar of love the sacrifice of his" Th
y

speechis true, brother , " said the chief ; “ Comes, what life . The blood left the cheeks of the general as he beheldthisshall be done? ”

spectacle." H
e

must be saved ! " was the murmur which rose through “Noble , generousmen ! ” he cried, “ ye shall not be unre .th
e

tent,andMaro, seatinghimself amid the circle , the voice of warded ; the life of Sylvius is granted . ”th
e

GrandMastercontinuedhis prayer . A shout of gladnessrose loud and clear from the assembledranks , and the doomedcenturionwas led forward - free.A trumpet sounded at the outpost of thecamp, and a troop ofmountedmennow approachedthe general.Along th
e

vastplain that skirted themanybills around Jerusa “ The Senator Piso , with dispatches from Rome , " said ale
m , th
e

troops of Titus werestretched, their arms glancing and soldier ; and the agedstranger of thedesertrode up to the pavibannerswaving, in the soft light of morning . The summons of lion . Titus seized the stranger by the hand , and warmly welth
e

trumpetto marshalthe array had not yet sounded. Never - comedhim .theless, a band of armedandmountedmenweredrawnup before “ Thouhast come in time , noble Piso , for thou art , I believe,th
e

general'stent. a Comes. "Sevencompaniesof one hundred cach , with a leader at the “ Ay , in time to reward one to whom I owemy lif
e , " said theva
n

of eachbattalion, waited silently the signal of their chief . Senator . “ Most nobleTitus , this young soldier is my long -lostSevenhundredbright lances flashed back the orient sun , and son ; ” and taking the hand of the wondering Sylvius , he ledsevenwhitebanners, on which the mystic motto , " Friendship , him to the feet of the prince .Love an
d

Truth, " wasblazoned, waved at the head of each firm “ Thy mother's locket revealed thee in the desert, ” saidcolumn.

Piso , “ and I claim thee here as a son of a Roman Senator.At la
st , at a signal from the chief , the foremost standard - Wilt thou receivethy father ? "bercerdismountedfrom hi

s

horse , and advanced toward the The young man gazed a minute around him . He beheldthetent of Titus.

friendly face of Maro , the benevolentcountenance of the Grand
Master, and the sweet smile of Titus . He threw himself uponTh

e

youngcommandersat alone in his tent . The lamp yet his new -found father's neck , and weptaloud .unextinguished, and thepiles of papers that were spread upon " And for ye , generousmen , " said the generul, turning to theth
e

table, gavetokens of how he had passed th
e

night . A smile Comites , “ le
t

the name of Titus be admittedamongyour own .- sweetsmile, that could win al
l

hearts - beamedupon his All honor will it be that I can call ye brethren . "lip
s

, an
d

hi
s

wholebearinggave token of that beneficentspiritwhich, in afteryears, was to earn for him the appellation of" Th
e

Just. " Jerusalem fell , and a few months passedaway . Then , uponAn attendantentered. the banks of the Tiber , and in one of Rome's proudestpalaces," TheComiteshave sent a messengerto th
e

mostnobleTitus . " wereassembled a brilliant company. The new - foundSylvius–
the recoveredson of a senator of Rome - weddedthe beautiful" Le

t
hi
m

enter. This is that strangebrotherhoodwhich hasincreased50 greatly in the army . " Marcia . Maro was there , and Titus , the prince of Rome , gave
away the bride . Sylvius blessed the day that he beheld theA st

ep

approached, and th
e

form of th
e

soldier Maro sank at funeral of th
e

Comes , and hi
s

sweetbride wept tears of jo
y

asshe read the motto of the bridal wreath" Ri
se , braveMaro , " saidTitus , " what is thy request ? "" I comefrom m

y

brethren , theComites , to pray thy pardon “ FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, ANDTRUTH. "fo
r

th
e

youngcenturion, Sylvus . ”" He w
as

condemned on yester - ev
e
, " said Titus . " He must HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS .

" Graciousprince, pardonhim ; he is braveand true .by commandof our order that he wasabsent from the camp . " FINE GERMANPUDDING. - Poar half a point of boiling milk“ H
a
! what sa
y

thou ? Commandethany other power in the
upon onepound of breadcrumbs ; beat up a quarter of a poundcampof Titus? Take heed , Maro . " of fresh butter to a cream ; add to it the yolks of ten eggswell

** N
otagainstthee, oh prince , but fo
r

heaven. It was to suc
beaten ; drain the milk from the bread , and add the breadwithco
r

th
e

distressedthat he tarriedbehind his company . " a quarter of a pound of poundedsugar and the gratedpeel of a" An
d

was he willing thus to risk his life ? " lemon ; whip the whites of the ten eggsinto a solid froth , and

od
y , my general, as w
e

each an
d

al
l

ar
e , in th
e

cause of Friend- ad
d

them th
e

la
st thing ; butter a cloth , and put th
e

pudding

in , tying it loose, as it will swell out a good deal ; plung is

Somepersonsadd a quarteriletarn ,Maro , " sa
id

Titus , th
e

stern expression th
at

ha
d

into boiling water ; boil on
e

hour .

th
e

w
ed
hi
s

countenancevanishing as he spoke , si
om

w
ih
a

teloid of a pound of ja
r

raisins sl
it

an
d

stoned .

.

in
te

soldier le
ft

th
e

apartment , an
d

Titus , withdrawing a cu
r-

properly . It is usually so boiled as to become a hewydough, so

to th
e

leader. Then ,mounting hi
s

horse , an
d

raising hi
s

ban- tiv
e

Maids secreted by th
e

mouth an
d

stomach ,which ar
e

neceshe
r

againabove hi
s

head , th
e

soldierfell back oncemore to th
e sary to dissolve it ,and to effect its digestion an
d

distribution ,

as innocent nourishing food . It should be so cookedthat the

17

th
e

fe
et

of hi
s

general.

di
e

. "

It was

ship,Loveand Truth . "

headof hishundredmen .
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0
1

grains shall remain separateand distinct, but not hard, and soft cloth. Or scour ground glass lamp-shadeswith soap and
the whole be in somedegreelooseand porous. A goodmethod salt, then rinse them in cold water, and dry them in a warm
is as follows : Pick over the rice carefully, rinse it well in cold room, and they will look beautifully clear and white.
water till it is perfectlycleansed; drain off the water, then put MEAT BISCUIT. —This is made from boiled beef, free fromit into a pot of boiling water, with a little salt. Allow as grease, the liquor of which is evaporated to the consistencyof
much asa quart of water to a teacup of rice, asit absorbs syrup, and this is mixed with wheaten flour so as to form a solidth

e
watervery much while boiling . Boil it seventeen min- paste . This paste is then spreadout by a rolling - pi

n
, is piercedutes ; then turn the water of
f

very close ; set the pot over a with a number of little holes , is cut to the dimensions of sea
few coals, and le

t
it steam fifteen minutes with the lid of the biscuits , and is then baked and properly dried . The biscuit is

pot of
f

. The beauty of the rice boiled in this way is , that each eatendry ; or may be broken , and boiled in twenty or thirty
kernel standsout by itself , while it is quite tender. times its weight in water , from twenty to thirty minutes .

BRIGHAMCAKE . - Four cups of sugar, one of molasses, one Sour Mok CAKE . - One cup of sour milk , one cup of browncup of milk , eight cups of flour , one cup of Indian mcal , five sugar , one cupful of choppedraisins , half a cupful of butter oreggs, two cups of butter , oneteaspoon of soda ; spice to suit th
e

lard , one egg, even teaspoonful of soda, flour to make a stifftaste. This makestwo large loaves. batter . Spice to taste.

POTAGE JULIENNE MADEWITH EXTRACTUMCARNIS. -For two TO CLEAN WINDOWSAND LOOKING-GLASSES. — A pan of coldquarts , cut into fine shreds one inch in length , one carrot , two water , a wash - leather, and a clean duster , are requisite for thisturnips , onehead of celery , four leaves of lettuce , and half an purpose ; begin at the top panes, rub them over with the wet
onion , and boil them in water fo

r
five minutes ; strain , and put wash -leather ; rinse theleather , and do them over a secondthem into a stewpanwith a pinch of poundedsugarand a piece time , and dry immediately with the duster Proceed in the sameof butter the size of a walnut ; cover them down closely till way with the lower panes. Looking -glassesare washed in thethey begin to brown ; add twoquarts of soup ; boil till the veg sameway as windows . Care must be taken not to touch theetablesaredone, and serve. gilding , as it is easily rubbed off when moist .

PEA AND BARLEY- SOUPMADEWITH EXTRACTUMCARNIS. — Ex TO TAKE OUTTEA ANDWINE -STAINS. — A glass of white wine ,tract of meat, one ounce ; pearl barley , half pound ; split peas, or a cup of te
a
, upset over a dress, would completely spoil it ifhalf pound ; onions , one ounce ; salt (according to taste ) , say allowed to dry on . When an accident happens, immediatelygetone ounceand a quarter ; pepper (according to taste ) , say thirty someclean towels , and rub the dress til

l

perfectly dry , and ingrains ; water sufficient to make up to one gallon ; soak the most casesthere will be no stain left . If the tea is very strong,pearl barley and peas in water for twenty - four hours ; then boil

fo
r

four hours with th
e

onions (choppedfine ) , salt an
d

pepper, ar
e

seldom got entirely out , bu
t

th
e

stain may be lessened by

spongewith a little cold water first . Port -wine, or claret -stains

andlastly dissolve th
e

extract of meat in th
e

boiling liquid . This sponging with cold water before th
e

rubbing .is adapted as a cheapsoup for distribution to the poor , and is

stated to be nutritious and agreeble ; it may be madericher and BAKED CUSTARD. — Boil one pint of cream and half a pint of

betteradapted fo
r

family us
e

by increasing th
e

quantity of the milk with mace, cinnamon , and lemon - peel — a little of each.extract of meat . When cold , mix the yolks of three eggs ; sweeten, and make
MULLIGATAWNY-SOUPMADEWITH EXTRACTUMCARNIS. -For two

your cups or pastenearly full . Bake them ten minutes .

quarts , cut into dice six onions , four ounces of lean ham , and LIGHT SPONGECAKE . - Takeonepound of sugar , three - quarters

on
e

carrot ; melt four ounces of butter in a stewpan holding of a pound of flour , and twelve eggs, leaving out th
e

whites of

about twoquarts ; fry th
e

ham, carrot , and onions , stirring them four ; when separated, add th
e

juice and rind of one lemon

til
l

theybecomeslightly brown ; add four ounces of best flour , grated . Mix th
e

same as Savoy cake.and continue to stir for ten minutes ; now add three tablespoon CREAKINGDOORS. — The noise is remedied by rubbing yellow
fuls of curry -powder, one apple cut into thin slices , two quarts soap on the hinges . This is better than vi

l
.of stock , and five teaspoonfuls of the extract of meat (one

ounceand two -thirds ) ; boil fo
r

one hour gently by the side of ho
t

skim milk ,and le
t

th
e

stained places soak in it til
l

th
e

TO TAKE CLARETANDPORT STAINSOUT O
F

LINEN . - Get some
the fire ; skim , and while boiling add a bunch of herbs , con
sisting of four sprigs of parsley , one of thyme , and one bay , the wash just as it is .

stains are out . Do not wash out the milk , but send the linen to

leaf ; when done , rub through a tammy , or hair sieve, heat tillboiling , seasonaccording to taste, add the squeeze of a lemon ; CURRANTCAKE . - One -half a cup of butter , two cups of sugar,

have ready some nicely -boiled rice , and , if convenient , serve one cup of milk , one teaspoonful of soda , two teaspoonfuls of

with onepiece of chicken to each person . cream of tartar , flour sufficient to make it pour , and a large

TO CLEANWHITE KID SHOESANDGloves . - Dip a piece of flan
handful of currants .

nel into cold milk , equeeze it a little , then rub it on some yel SHORTCAKE . — Three pounds of flour , half a pound of butter ,low soap, and rub the kid quickly with the flannel , and the dirt half a pound of lard , a teaspoonful of soda, and two of cream
will be removed very readily ; squeezethe flannel again in the of tartar ; mix with cold milk . For strawberrycake , openthesemilk without any soap, and rub the kid again ; wipe dry with a when first baked , take out some of the crumb , and fill the inclean linen cloth . The things will be ready to wear in an hour . side with ripe strawberries, sugared ; close and bake the cakes
Eggs DRESSEDSPANISHFASHION. - In a frying -pan toss a slice five minutes longer .

ofrich bacon fo
r

th
e

sake of th
e

fa
t
itwill render , take away . quart ofwater , an
d

applythiswith a fin
e

sponge everyevening

ERUPTIONSON THE FACE.—Dissolve an ounce of borax in a

the bacon , mix a teaspoonful of honey with the bacon -fat ;break into it half a dozennew -laid eggs, and do them slowly ; beforegoing to bed. This will smooth the skin when the erup
take them up with a skimmer , place them in a dish , and al

-

tions do not proceedfrom an insect working under th
e

cuticle.

most mash them with pickled re
d

and green capsicumssliced . Many persons' facesare disfigured by re
d

eruptions caused by aThis dish is inuch esteemed by the admirers of the aigre-doux. small creatureworking underthe skin . A very excellent remedy
RICE AN

D

APPLES . - Core as many nice apples as will fil
l

th
e

washing it in the morning . Rub it well with th
e

fingers , and

is to take the flour of sulphur and rub it on the face dry , after
dish ; boil them in light syrup ; prepare a quarter of a pound then wipe it of

f

with a dry towel .of rice in milk , with sugarand salt ; put some of the rice in

There are many who are not
the dish , and put in the apples ; fil

l

up the intervals with rice , thesedirections .

a little ashamed of their faces, who can be cured they follow
and bake it in the oven till it is a fine color .

TO REMOVEWax -CANDLEGREASE .-- Have an iron made veryLAMP GLASSES. – To clean lamp glasses, put them into strong hot ; put a piece of clean blotting -paper over the spot or spotssodaand water , with soap ; but be careful that the water is only to be removed , and hold th
e

iron close to it , but do not le
t

itmoderatelyhot . Leave them in some hours - if all night , somuch the better - and when taken out , rinse them well with a

touch the blotting - paper. The greasewill be drawn into thepaper . .



A STRING OF BEADS .

rare."

Theformerkillstodress,while thelatter dressesto kill .
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INDIANCAKE. —Threecupsof Indian meal, one of flour, three TIT FORTAT. - AFrenchman,while at Naples, was introducedatofmilk, tw

o
spoonfuls of molasses, one teaspoonful of saleratus, anassembly of one of thefirst ladies by a Neapolitannobleman.While he was therehis snuff-box was stolenfrom him . The nextor three of yeast- powder. day , being at anotherhouse, he saw a persontakingsnuffout of hisbox . He turned to his friend :DierBREAD. - To half a pound of sifted sugar put four eggs ; “ There, " said he , “ thatman in blue , withgold embroidery, isbeatthemtogether fo

r
an hour ; then add a quarter of a pound takingsnuff out ofmybox , stolenyesterday. D
o youknowhim ?of flour, driedand sifted , with the juice of half a lemon , and is henot a sharper ? "th

e

gratedrind of a wholeone . Bake it in a slow oven . “Take care , " saidthe other ; " thatman is of thefirst quality. "“ I do not care for his quality, " said the Frenchman ; “ l'mustBOSTONCREAMCAKES. - Outside. Half a pint of water , two havemy box again . I'll go andaskhimfor it . "" Pray , " saidhis friend, " be quiet , andleave it to me to getbackthirds of a cup of butter, one and a half cups of flour ; boil yourbox . ”water an
d

buttertogether, and st
ir

in th
e

flour while boiling ; friend to dinewithhimthe next da
y

. H
e

accordinglycame , an
d , as

Upon this assurancethe Frenchmanwentaway, afterinvitinghisle
t

it cool a little, andadd five eggs ; half a teaspoonful of sal- he entered :eratusin th
e

eggs. Inside . Onepint of milk , two -thirds of a “ There, " said he , “ I havebroughtyour snuff-box . "cu
p

of flour, onecup of sugar, two eggs ; beat sugar , flour , and “ Well , howdid youobtain it ? "“ Why , ' ' said the Neapolitan nobleman, “ I did notwish to make

eg
gs

together, and stir in the milk while boiling , until it is a noiseabout it , therefore I pickedhispocket . ”aboutas thick as custard. Bake the outsides by drops in a tin SHOPPING .— " When I goes a shopping, " said an old lady , " I

by a hot fir
e
, and, whencool , open and put in the inside . allersask forwhat I wants ; and if theyhave it , and it is suitable,and I feel inclined to buy it ,and it is cheap, and can't be got forless, I most allers take it , without clappering al

l

day about it , assomepeopledo . "A STRING OF BEADS .

STAMMERING. “ W -waiter , g -get me a b -beefsteak, co -cooked

A SOMEWHATeccentriclawyer ,being engaged in defending a hard “ W -wehaveno b -beefsteak, "was thereply .ca
se

, andnotbeingaltogetherpleasedwiththe rulings ofthe pre The country gentleman, gettingangry at the idea of beingsidingjudge, remarkedthat hebelieved the whole courtcould be mimicked, rose , andwas about leveling a blow upontheimpudentboughtwith a peck of beans . Thejudge , of course , tookthis re
-

fellow ,whenanothergentlemanrushed up ,and exclaimed :markin highdudgeon, and orderedthelawyer to sitdown , and de “ D -don't strikethatman. He s -stammersthe s -same as wedo . "mandedof hi
m

an apology fo
r

this contempt ofcourt , threateninghi
m

withcommitmentfor theoffense if he did not apologize. The REQUISITESFORGOING TO Law . - A good purse, a good cause, alawyer,after a little reflection, remarkedthat he had saidhe be- luck .

goodattorney, a goodcounsel, goodevidence, a goodjury , andgoodlievedth
e

courtcould be boughtwith a peck ofbeans ; thathe saiditwithoutreflection, andwished to take it back . “ But , " said he , AFFECTING. Isn't it veryaffecting to behold at a weddingthe sor" if I hadput it at half a bushel, I neverwould havetaken it back row -strickenair of a parent as he gives thebride away, whenyou

in th
e

world. "

know thatfor the lasttenyears he has beentrying to getheroffhishands.Whenis a lawyerstrongest? When he is fee -blest.

WAENMarshal Narvaez , the bloodthirstySpaniard, was on hisWaarmetamorphosisdoes a washerwomanundergo in thenight ? | death-bed , he wasadvised by hi
s

confessor to forgive al
l

hi
sShegoes to bed a washerwoman, andgetsup finelinen. enemies,If a womanwere to changeher sex ,what sort of beingwouldshe “ Ihave none , ” replied the marshal ; “ I had them al

l

shot longbecome? Shewouldbe a he then - a heathen.

What is th
e

pawnbroker'sfavoritetime of theyear ? The season A CLERGYMANbeing requestedtoaddress a wearymeeting at aof Lent.

Jatehour , won the hearts of the audience by saying : " Speech issilvern ; silence is golden . ' I don't happento haveany smallWhatsort of a throat is the best fo
r

a singer to reach the high changeforyou this evening, and so will le
t

you of
f

with thegold ! "

1 noteswith! A soarthroat.

A DANDY.Why is th
e

letter D a great reformer ? Because it makesmenmend.

A dandy is a thing who wouldBe a woman if he could :Wayis theletter A useful to a deafwoman ? Because it makes But , as he can't , does al
l

he canTo make folks think he's not a man.WHICHis th
e

strongestday in theweek ? Sunday, because al
l

the A WELL -KNOWNauthoressgives it as an item of domesticfelicity,that the man of the familyshould be absent at leastsix hoursperday .Whendoesa boybeginbird -keeping ? When he first sets up a( b ) owl.

ABoy havingbeentold that a reptile is “ an animalthat creeps . "Fuat is a smilingcountenance? The happymien.

on being asked to nameone on examinationday , promptlyandtriumphantlyreplied, " a baby . "What is th
e

companiongame to parlor croquet ? Cricket on the A BACHELOR, according to the latestdefinition, is a manwhohaslost theopportunity of making a womanmiserable.A HINDOOPRIESTcalled in al
l

the members of a large family , one A Lady whorefused to give , after hearing a charitysermon, hadofwhora w
as

known to havecommitted a theft ,and thusaddressed her pocketpicked as sh
e

wasleaving th
e

church . Ö
nmaking th
e

discoveryshesaid :" Ta
ke

each of you one of thesesticks , which are al
l

of exactly “ Theparson could notfind theway to mypocket, but thedevilequallength; putthemunderyour pillow to -night ; I do not atprese
nt

knowtheoffender, but youmustreturn thesticks to me tomorrowmorning,andtheonebelonging to th
e

thiefwill havegrown Not so DUSTY. - Little Frank wastaughtthateveryonewasmadeof dust. Oneday he was watching the dust in the street, as theTh
e

familyretired to rest , butbefore he went to sleep the man wind waswhirling it in eddies.w
ho

ha
d

committedthe theft , thinking to outwit thepriest , cun “ Whatare youthinking of ? " askedhismother.ninglycu
t

of
f

an inch from hi
s

stick ,firmly believingthat itwould “ Oh , " saidFrank with a seriousface, " I thoughtthedustlookedbeldismeansattain th
e

length of th
e

others by th
e

nextmorning as thoughtherewas going to beanotherlittle boy . "

instantlyab
le

to pitchupon th
e

offender, to hi
s

greatsurprise and that he waskilled andburied th
e

samehour .

A LADYwhoseson was eaten by cannibalspleasantlyremarked

tr
ee gi
rls

believe in a man in th
e

moon - youngladies in a man it ;and this is as true of a tongue as of a baby !

A Womanisn't fit to have a babywhodoesn't knowhow to hold

WHAT isthe amusement of young ladies on a w
et

afternoon ? usedsome of high restorative, " else hecould nothavehad suchlonghair .WEENis a tombstonelike a rushlight ? When it is se
t

up fo
r

a late “ How doth the little busy bee ? " . Very indifferently, weshouldimagine, seeinghowoften it is to be found in the " cells. "What is th
e

differencebetween a Christianand a cannibal. The INKhasbeencalledtheblack slavethatwaitsuponthought.on
e

enjoyshimself, and th
e

otherenjoysotherpeople. What mostresembles a prettygirl bathing ? A divingbell ( e ) .What w
as

th
e

earliesttubularbridge ? Thebridge of th
e

nose.Whatshould a man do when his boots leak ?

Why do the recriminations of married couples resembletheTake to his sound of waves on the shore ? Becausetheytheyare murmurs ofthe tied.What is th
e

differencebetween a butcherand a gayyounglady ? Why is a pigthemostextraordinaryanimal in creation? Becauseyou first kill andthencurehim.

ago . "

herhear.
re
st

ar
e

weekdays.

bearth.
:

did . "

an in
ch

in th
e

night . "

in th
e

honeymoon.

Knittingtheirbrows .

husband.

-

pumps.
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HOW A LADY MAY LIVE UPON NEXT TO NOTHIN
GOOD
TAHILY

TEA
$ 1.501 kan

6.
17

Shemay eat at theexpense of thegrocers by goinground , a crackerin hand , tasting al
l

thecheeses. She may enjoytheopera by engagingherself at a nominal sias Fifth Citizeness at theAcademy of Music .Way oughtwe to havedates at our fingers' ends ? Becausethey What is thedifferencebetween a fast man in debt , and a 1

grow uponthepalm.

bed ? One is hard up , the other soft down .Why cannot a leopard be caged ? Because he cannot be confinedto onespot . It was said of a belle , in th
e

habit of wearinglow -necked awho recently carriedoff a matrimonial prize in the shape of

Why is an overworkedhorselike an umbrella ? Because it is used old widower , that “ shewon the race by a neck ! "

up .

SMUGGLINGnutmegs is but a small crime , but it might le

Why is the letter S likely to prove dangerous in argument? Be . greater. "cause it turnswords intoswords.

SHEET O
F

FIRE . - A poetwrote a stirring ode on a victim o !If a church was to catch fire , which part must be burnt ? The cution ,who was burned at the stake about the timeColum)

organ, becausetheenginescannotplay on it . coveredAmerica , in which occurredthe line :IS WINE or cake themost moralcharacter ? Cake, because it is “ See the pale martyr in his sheet of fire ! "only sometimestipsy , but wine is alwaysdrunk . of which the poetwas especiallyproud ; but the printer acciigot it :WHEN is a coachnot a coach ? When it is turned into a stableyard . “See the pale martyr with his shirt on fire ! "O
f

that the poetwasnot proud.A Broomwith a heavyhandlewas sent as a weddinggift to abride , with the followingsentiment : " My son , know thyself ! ” solemnlysaid a father to one of“ This trifling gift accept fromme, spring .Its use I would commend; " Thankyou , si
r , " replied the son , “ but my list of acquaiIn sunshineuse the brushy part , is sufficientlylargealready . "In stormsthe other end ! "

ALLTHE
NEW
MUSIC

Shecan practice al
l

th
e

newmusicwithoutbuyingany , at one of th
e

As a last resource, shecan start a societyfor sending ic
erising ( andinexperienced) music -seller's. thenative Alaskaris , and constitutingherselftreasu
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crown .
with trimming to correspondwith the skirt . The hair worn

DESCRIPTION OF FOUR -PAGE ENGRAVING . with this toilet is much in the Louis XV . style .

Fig . 3. - Black Velvet bonnet ,with a flat crown , trimmed

Fi
g

. 1. -Costume of dark mauvesilk , skirt rase- terre, an over- roundwith a ruche of pink satin or velvet . An ornament of

skirt of the samemodewith paniers, finishedwith a frill five ruby -coloredcrystal is mixed with the front trimming . ' A hand
inchesdeep: This frill is headed by a crosswayband an inch somecurled feather is laid over the front part of the borderand
deep. In thefront the apron is conspicuous, and flounces car Pink satin strings , edged with black lace . Dress of

ried zi
g

- za
g

up the side. A long tight -fitting jacket , frilled black gros grains silk , with sashand trimming of pink satin or

threeinchesdeep, matchesthe panier, abovewhich is another velvet . High bodice, with a trimming forming'a bertha in

crossband. Thearmholesare trimmed to match. front and simulating a hood at the back , with crossstrips and

Fi
g

. 2. - This is a dress of greenpoplin , with a fifteen -inch bows . The upper -skirt is short , and looped up under the bow
flounce, finishedwith a heading of the same and a cross band of th

e

sash . The secondskirt , short and round , is completed

an inchdeep . Plain tight - fitting jacket , en panier, fastened by a by a founce headed by a pink satincrossstrip . Satin petticoat;

crossbandlooping th
e

left side. Plain sleeves, terminating terminatedwith a pink and black flounce.
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Fig. 4. - Costumeof silver-gray Turc satin. The very deep| shoulder-knots are of the contrasting color. The skirt formsa
flounce is headedby a scalloped band of velvet of the same tablier and long train. It is entirely bordered by a deep
shade, with a wider bandof black fur. Closecorsage. Straight flounce; this is headed by shell -shaped loops of the colored
sleeves, trimmed to correspond. The pardessus—which is shaped silk . The same material is employed fo

r

the large rosettes
like a priest'sstole — is flounced, and entirely borderedwith fur . which attach the tablier and train . Black silk waistband, with
Down the front is a row of large buttons . At the back is a bow and long floating ends . Point de Venise collar and underdoublebow of satin . Linen collar and undersleeves. Fancbon sleeves. Black and flame - coloredribbons in the hair .

bonnet, of black velvet , trimmed with black lace , with roses Fig . 12. -Round petticoat of fawn -colored cashmerewithand leaves in front . parrow stripes of blue velvet . Cashmere dress of the sameFig . 5. - Dress of blue merino . The skirt forms a very deep shade, but perfectly plain . The short skirt is cut to form aflounce, which is attached to the short close - fitting casaque. square tablier in front ; the back is shaped. It is edgedwithThe trimming consists of biasbands of merino striped with vel - blue velvet . An engageanteof velvet passesthrough the openingvet . The long ends of the double bow are fringed . Linen col . at each side and knots at the back in a large bow with fringedlar and cuffs. ends. This supports the panier . Velvet trims the closecorsageFig . 6.- Visiting toilet of black armure . The skirt has a deep and straight sleeves. The long ends of the Watteau bow ar
e

fluted flounce, divided near the top by a narrow flat band . The fringed . Linen collar and cuffs . Velvet bow in the hair .corsage is plain ; the sleevesstraight . The black satin surtout Fig . 13. - Dress of changeableviolet silk . The three flounces

is quite open at the sides ; it is cut in points and borderedwith are placed at equal distances apart upon the long skirt , andsilk galloon . At the back it is caught by a satin band , thus eachhas a ruched heading . The high corsagebuttons in front .forming a large puff . Embroideredcollar and sleeves. Bonnet The straight sleeres are ruffled at the armholes and wrists. Theof black satin and lace , with crimson roses. casaque, of dark drap de velours , is close - fitting , and muchFig . 7. - Princess dress of mauve silk . The fluted flounce is deeper at the back than in front . Bias folds of satin , and silkvery deep. A narrow velvet of the same shadedivides it near of a lighter shadecomposethe collar and cuffs ; these are borthe top . The large pardessus is a graceful novelty . It is of dered by narrow bands of fur . The waistbelt , bow , and broadrich black silk , and should be much longer than the dress. A bands are al
l

of fur , richly fringed with cherille . From therosettelifts it at eachside. A loosedouble mantle falls at the fringe beneatheachbow starts a small leopard's head. A simiback only , and is attached at each shoulder by & rosette . lar head fastens the collar . Another , upon the front of the furPagodasleeves. The trimming consists of futings of silk . Lace toque , supports the aigrette and long plume .collar and undersleeves. Bonnet of black silk and lace , with Fig . 14. - Costume of blue and green checked tartan . Themauveflowers. lower - skirt has a deep bias flounce ; the narrow ruche , whichFig . 8. - Gored skirt of plain pearl -graydrap de velours . The serves as a heading , is bound with black silk . The secondskirt ,jacket is of crimsonvelvet , and is lined with gray satin . It fits or tunic , is also bias , and is finished by a deep assortedsilkloosely , and is entirely borderedwith gray fur . It opens at the fringe to match the dress . The seams at eachside are lifted bysides, and al
l

the cornersare turned back and fasteneddown by means of large plaits ; these are covered by bias bands of thebuttons . Heavy gray silk cords cross the front . One passes material . At the back the skirt is looped up to the waist byfrom shoulder to shoulder , and is held in place by large orna means of a button and buttonhole . The drapery thus effectedmental buttons . Straight sleeves, with fur cuffs. Head -dress is exceedinglygraceful . Close corsage. Straight sleeves. Theseof black lace .

are finished with bands of black silk . Bards and fringe trimFig . 9. — Dress à deuxjupes. The lower skirt is of white silk ; the mantelet , which crosses in front , and is caught up at th
e

it is entirely without trimming . The sides and back of the back by a large silk puff . Silk waistbelt and bow . Linen colupper -skirt are composed of sky - blue silk , cut in three deep lar and undersleeves. Black cravat . Bonnet of black silk andpoints and trimmed by a flounce of white lace ( Application lace , with roses at the side .d'Angleterre) , headed by a bias band of blue silk with narrow Fig . 15. - Ball toilet . Train petticoat of light green satin .edging of white lace , abovewhich are placed at equal stances The deep flounce is headed by a wide ruched puff . The lowthree rows of white lace insertion . The front portion of the corsage, of white silk , forms a deepfichu , which crosses in front .skirt is composed of a tablier of white silk , cut pointed , to cor . A plaited ruffle of the same, with bias bands of green satin ,respondwith the sides and back of the skirt , and trimmed all compose the trimming . Broad satin waistband, with bowandround by a flounce of white laceheaded by the bias band of blue large ruffledends . Green ribbon head -dress .silk . The centre of this tablier is also trimmedwith sprays of Fig . 16. — Dress of cuir doré (golden -brown ) merino . Aboveivy andred berriesextending up to the waist . The corsage is thedeepflounceupon the lower - skirt is another much narrower;of sky -blue silk ; it is trimmed by a pointed bertha , edgedwith both are bordered and headed by narrow bands of velvet of awhite lace an
d

headed by a bias band of the blue si
lk . In the darker shade . The short upper -skirt , which has two flounces,centre of this bertha is placed a bunch of the red berriesand is lifted at the back . The casaqueand large cape ar

e
similarlyfoliage , to correspond 'with the trimming on the tablier . The trimmed , with the addition of bows with long ruffled ends . Itsleevesconsist of single bouffants of white tulle . Head -dress will be observed that these flounces al

l

graduate in width .formed of sprays of red berriesand foliage . Straight sleeves. Linen collar and undersleeves. Bonnet ofFig . 10. — Dress à deuxjupes. The lower skirt is of white silk ; blue silk and black lace , with je
t

aigrette in front .it is trimmed at the bottom by & flounce of rich white lace , Fig . 17 .-- Visiting toilet of mauve velvet . The long lowerheaded by a ruche of jonquil -colored si
lk , on which ar
e

placed , skirt isgored . Th
e

upper -skirt falls in large leaf -shaped points ;at intervals , small bouquets of eglantine with scarlet leaves these ar
e

bordered with satin pipings and separated by fullpuffsThe upper -skirt is of jonquil -colored silk ; the front is cut to of th
e

samematerial . The casaque is close -fitting . The frontform a short , squaretunic , which extendsabout half way down formas a small squaretablier or apron ; th
e

back is cu
t

into twoth
e

under -skirt , and is edged by a narrow quilling an
d

by four sharp points . These , th
e

plain sleeves, th
e

double cape, and th
erouleaux of th
e

jonquil silk . The back of this skirt is cut en waistband , ar
e

all edged with pipings of satin . Linen collartrain, and it is caught up at each side of th
e

square tunic ,and an
d

undersleeves . Black velvet bonnet ,with violet flowers an
dfastened by bouquets of eglantine , with scarlet leaves. The drooping grasses.sides and back of this skirt are edged by four rouleaux of jonquil -colored silk . Head -dress of eglantine , with the scarlet flounces. Short skirt of the same , bordered with rich black

Fig . 18. - Round petticoat of violet satin with two narrowleaves.
Fi
g

. 11
.

— Thissuperbtoilet is composed of two rich silks , on
e

lace an
d

lifted by large satinbows with ends . Black velvet
lace . The casaquecamargo, of black velvet , is trimmed withblack the other flamme du Vésuve (Vesuviusflame ) . The petti- toquet , with ahumming -bird poised in front . At th

e

back a

coat , or the latter color , has a deepblack border ; the inverted satin bow with floating ends.scallops ar
e

edged with flame -colored trimming and narrowblacklace . The dress is of black silk . Closecorsage. Straight skirt has si
x

flounces ; three ofthese are of black satin alter ,

Fi
g . 19. – Visiting toilet of light green silk . The long lowersleeves. The upper part of th

e

corsage, th
e

large cuffs and the nating with others of greensilk .The second skirt is trimmed
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The upper

3

serve its reintroduction in such formsas, surpass the extreme plainness ofthose hitherto in vogue.part of this skirt is ornamentedwithtwo paniers, one on each hip, and isfinished off with a ceinture hung withthree oval lappets trimmed with plaitedblack velvet. The sameidea is carried
out in the body. With this toilet thehair is worn very high en chignon, butdivided in the centre.
Fig . 21.- This is a specimen of adark shadeof gray in silk reps, cut entrain, and quite untrimmed excepting anarrow binding of black satin at thehem. A long closely-fitting jacketforms the over-skirt, with revers ofthe same color fastening from rightto left. The front hem of this jacketis finished with large scallops, edgedwith satin to match the skirt , fourlarge rosettes of satin forming thefront trimming, en panier, with largebow of same material as the under

1

withrichblacklaceand lifted by largešatinbows. The third, also trimmed
withlace, is encamargo. The lace ruchin

g

uponthesatinbretelles of the corsayeis erectandfull . Straight sleeves,withsmallruchings at the lower part .Satinwaistband, fastening beneath alargebowwith Hoatingends . Bonnetof blacksatinand green velvet ; diadem of flowerswith trailing sprays .Fi
g

. 20
.

—Here is a morning dresscomposedof silk in two colors , commonlyknown as " dove's-breast . ' Theunder-skirt , which is raseterre, is trimmedwith threeflounces, cut en biais,acrosswhich is passedmidway a bandof velvet an inchwide . This gives usth
e

opportunity of calling attention toth
e

gracefuleffect of the flouncecut in ,thismanner, and w
e

are pleased to ob

back , and the flounce is headed by

silk ruche. The ends of the plaited
fichu fasten beneath a large silk rosette. Small bows are placed at theshoulders. Coiffure of roses, withoutleaves.

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS .

PAGE 89 .

No. 1 - Dinnercostume of garnet - color

ed poult de soie. The long skirt has adeep -fluted flounce, which traces a

grecque de fantaisie, and is headed by a

narrow band of guipure . Closecorsage.In front the basque is short ; at the
back, it is very deep, and a wide band ,

skirt . The sleevesare like a plain coatsleevewith frill of lace .

Fig . 22. – Ball toilet . The train pet
ticoat is of pearl -gray silk . It is bor .

dered by a wide fluting of gray satin .Another fluting headsthe deep flounceof point d'Angleterre. The over -dress,of broché satin , should be of the same
shade of gray . This skirt is puffedandlifted at each side by a large rosette ofplaited satin . A rich fringe is theonly trimming . The low corsageopensin front quite to the waist upon aplastron of white lace , and is finished by

a narrow fluting framed in lace. Small
lace of point d'Angleterre. In the hair

a yellow rose with black foliage .

Fig . 23
.

— Evening toilet . Slip ofbright rose -colored silk . Petticoat of

plain white muslin . The very deep
flounce is headed by a pinked -out rucheof rose silk . The high muslin casaque

is open in front . It is puffed at the

DESCRIPTIONOF PARISBONNETS. PAGE 94 ,
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31

4
9

passing beneath, lifts it, to form a puff or
small panier. The band falls at the side, in alarge loop and end, and is edgedwith a flounce
similar to that upon theskirt . Another, much
narrower, trims the basque. Guipure finishes
the low, ogive-shaped corsagefront . A fullpuff and ruffle of silk headsthe long guipuresleeve.
No. 2 —Receptiontoilet. Here the material is

pearl-gray silk . The fluted flounceupon thelong train skirt is of satin, of the samecoloras the dress. The second skirt is similarly
trimmed, and is lifted at each side by broad
scarf-ends of satin, also flounced. The corsage is simply a loose-fitting basque, of the
same shape as the secondskirt, and trimmedto correspond. At the sides, however, arelarge satin rosettes, whilst the back is caughtup to form a puff. The satin waistbelt fastensbeneath a rosette. A narrow, fluted rufile
outlines a pelerine. At the shoulders are
smaller rosettes; others are upon the long,straight sleeves, just above the edge of flutedsatin. It will be remarked that a flat satin

band headseach flounce. Head-dressof satin
ribbons.
No. 3. – Ball costume. Train slip of blue

glacé silk , the corsage low and square, the
sleeves short and puffed. The over-dress is
of white silk gauze ; a ruching of this ma
terial heads the corsageand trims the sleeves.
The waistbelt, bretellesand shoulder-knotsare
of blue satin ribbon. The bretelles passbe
neath the belt, the long ends fall upon the
skirt , and knot loosely at each side. The
gauze skirt is very long, and forms a deeppuff
at the back. A ruching of gauzedesigns th

e

Greek border .

No. 4 - Dress of greenglacé silk , shotwith
maize. The skirt of the Princess dress is very
long and narrow . A broad quilling of maize
colored satin ribbon , divided near the top to

form a ruche , simulates a second skirt . Upon
this , at intervals , are placed knots of green
satin ribbon with fluted ends. Single rows

of the sametrimming descendupon th
e

lower
part of the skirt . Quillings and bows tr

im

the corsageand long straight sleeves. Waist

5 7

DESCRIPTIONOFCHILDREN'SFASHIONS. PAGE 95 .

--
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ruched heading. A narrow
quilling finishes the straight
sleeves. Overskirt of velvet
of a darker shade. Here the
ruching and rosettes at the
sidesare of the same satin as
the dress. A narrower ruche,
and fringe to match, crossthis
skirt and lift it at the back.
A very large rosette supports
the puff thus formed. The
velvet fichu is similarly trim
med, the fronts cross and fas
ten beneath a satin waistbelt.
Bonnet of dark mode-colored
velvet, with feather of the
same shade. At one side, the
light tulle scarf is attached
beneath a rose with foliage.
Another flower confines it
lower down.
No. 2—Walkingdressof blue

cloth. Round skirt . The
deep polonaise is fastened by
large gray buttons. It is en
tirely bordered with gray as

3

beltof greensatin, with a bow
at the side, and long floating
ends. The panier is of silk .
Ribbonbowin the hair.
Page95. No. 1 - Low corsage.
Thisis of whitetarlatan, and is
intendedtobewornover colored

si
lk
. Broadpuffings, bordered

an
d

separated by rouleaux -color

ed satin, formthefront andback .

A narrowwhite lace edges the

to
p

; that at the sides is very
muchwider. A satin ribbon
bow is placedupon each puff .

Largeknotsand ends upon the
shoulders. Satinwaistbelt trim
medwithnarrowlace.

Page 97
.

No. 1– Visitingtoilet.

Dress of mode-coloredsatin , with

a deep, flutedflounce ; this is

dividednearthe top to form a

the rosettesare at the back and
front , and upon eachshoulder.

Another fastens the broad silk
waistband, which is bound with
satin . Puffed underbody, and
sleeves of veryfineblack guipure .

Head -dress of black lace, with
crimson azalias.

No. 4 - Dress of stripedsatin,

dark blue and black ; this has a

very deep fluted flounce. The
tight sleeves are finished by a

ruching of blue silk . The over
dress is of black silk , with very
fine dark -blue stripes. The skirt

is short and lifted at eachside.

The trimming here, as well as

that of the pockets, the large
sleeves, the close corsage, and
the waistbelt , is simply a blue
silk ruching . Blue silk buttons .

Embroidered collar and sleeves.

Coiffure of blue ribbons.

No. 5- Dress of dark -greenTurc
satin. Upon the train skirt is a

trakan , and the three capes and
straight sleevesare trimmed in the
samemanner. Toque of blue velvet ,

framed in astrakan .

No. 3 — Dinner toilet of pearl -gray
silk . The front of the long skirt is

trimmed en tablier, with eight fluted
and graduated flounces. Each of
these describes two large scallops,

and is headed by a bias band of pearl
gray satin . The rosettes at the sides
and down the centre are of gray
satin ribbon . A deep ruffle forms
the bertha of the low corsage ; here

DESCRIPTIONO
F

PARDISSUS(SEEOURLARGEPAPERPATTERN) , REDINGOTES, ETC. PAGE
99 .
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Page 98. Nos. 1 and 2— Backandfront of
flanneldressinggown. The material is blue and
green tartan flannel ; it is cut in the Princess
form, so that the squares forming the plaid
are on the cross. The front is fastenedthe
entire length with black velvet buttons, and
the trimming consists of two bands of
flannel edgedwith black velvet. These bands
are carried to the back, crossing in the centre
of it to form the letter. The sleeves and
pockets are trimmed to correspond with the
rest.
Nos. 3 and 4 – Back and front of cashmere

urapper. This is a loose-fitting Princessshape.
Large velvet buttons fasten it down the
entire length of the front . Between the bias
bands of velvet are flat stars of the same
material. A small pelerine is outlined at the
back, and the sleeves are trimmed to corres
pond. The velvet waist-band fastens at the
back, and has two shapedends, bordered and
ornamented like the wrapper.
Page 100 Nos. 1 and 2- Ball costume.

very deep flounce; this is full across Here we have the front and back of a su
the front only ; at th

e

back it is quite perb creation . The Princess slip is of whiteplain . Black Velvet paletot . This
skirt is lifted at the back en camargo,

and thepuff is supported by a large bow

of black satin ; the pelerine is caughtup beneath a satin rosette. The ruffle

of the deephood , like those of the pele
rine , paletot , and bow with ends, is of

satin . Green silk bonnet , trimmed
with rosesand metallic leaves.

No. 6 — Toilet of wine-coloredvelvet. The
goredskirt is long and plain . The vel
vet polonaise laps over in front , and

is lifted at the side, beneath a large
satin rosette of the sameshade ; at the
back it forms a large puff . Straight
sleeves. A very rich trimming and
fringe of black silk passementerie,

completethis graceful garment . Broad
velvet waistbelt . Velvet muff edgedwith fur . Fanchon bonnet of wine
colored velvet , with metallic wheat
ears, and knot of velvet ribbons . The
strings are of narrow black velvet and
black lace ; they form a sort of benoi
ton , and fasten under the chin with a

satin rosette.

DESCRIPTION OF PARIS BON
NETS . - PAGE 91 .

3
No. 1 - A bonnet of black velvet,

puffed across the front . A deep
black lace crosses the back, and

is continued upon the broadvelvet
strings . At the top is a cluster of

crimson flowers ; at the side fall
trailing sprays of foliage with buds.

No. 2 — Diadem bonnet of green
satin . Across the front , a green
feather tipped with black . The
broad strings fasten in front , be

neath a marquise bow of satin and
black lace . Lace borders the long
scarf -end, which falls over the
chignon .

No. 3 — The camargo is simply a

puff of black velvet , framed in a

curled plume ; from beneath this ,

at the sides, starts a band of puffed
crimson velvet , which falls upon
the chignon . In front is a crim
son and black aigrette .
No. 4 – The Fontange is de

cidedly Spanish . The bonnet is

very small ; a tiny puff of black

4

The very

satin , the corsage is very low , the sleeves extremely narrow in front , but deeper at theback . Entirely covering this slip is anotherof white gaze de soie (silk gauze ) .long skirt is bordered by a full ruching ofthe same. The front is en tablier. The ruchings which head and separate the two largepuffs, are each divided down the centre by a

delicate spray of flowers and leaves, and aremet at the sides by bouquets , framed in fullpuffings of gauze. Similar bouquetsareplacedat equal distances around the lower part ofthe skirt , in front only . At the back , thegauze is lifted and gathered to form one largepuff and a deep flounce . Above this is a

bouquet framed in gauze. Another , much
smaller , fastens the silk waistbelt at theside. Puffings of gauze with flowers coverthe sleevesand corsage ; here the spray passesbeneath the waistbelt at the back , and fallsupon the skirt . Pearl ornaments .

HAIR -DRESSING. BARKER, 622 AND624 BROADWAY. PAGE99 .
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beadtrimming; the scallopsare bound with silk . Thecuffs,collar,pelerineand waistbelt are all of silk , and

closely, and the frontslapover, above the broadwaist

1

velvet, & curled featheracrossthe front, a crimson rose at theside, nothingmore. Exceptingalways the satin ribbons whichfastenat the back. The graceful fall of rich black lace isfastenedat the topand iu front by bowsof satin ribbon.
No.5—ToquetHenri III . This should be of velvet, the edgeisturnedup, andat the top are large velvet leaves, with a hum

When worn well in front, this toquet is very ef
fective. The stringsareof velvet, lined with satin.

mingbird.

DESCRIPTION OF CHILDREN'S FASHIONS . —Page 92.

No.1. - Costumefor a little girl. The material is a velvetycloth, trimmedwith sable fur. The paletot is loose in front,

LOWCORSAGE. PAGE93.
band. The binding and buttons, as well as the rosettewhich fastens the belt at the back, are of blue satin.The skirt of this pardessusis short and plain in front ;atethe back it forms two plaits. The small roundedpelerine is ruffled; the ends fasten beneaththe arms.Straight sleeves. Muslin chemisette.

3

SASH. PAGE99.

an
d

forms at th
e

back a doublepoint ; it has no sleeves.Highdress, with half -wide sleeves. Short skirt , wornw
ith

a petticoat of th
e

samematerial ; silk waistband ,with a largebowand long ends at th
e

back . Gaitersto correspondwith the dress.

No. 2.
-

Princessslip of striped merino with longstraightsleeves. The black silk over -skirt opens at thesides, to fo
rm

a panierand apron front ; th
e

bias bandswhichborder th
e

latter ar
e

fasteneddown by a narrow

trimmed to correspond.N
o.
3. - Toilet fo
r a little girl . This is entirely ofbl

ue

merino. The plaits of the short skirt ar
e

fastenedTh
e

Russianpardessus is half high ; it fit
s

down.

SASH. PAGE 99 .
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No. 4.- Bréton costume for a lit

tle boy . This is of black velvet .

The full pantaloons are gathered at

the knee beneath a velvet band and
large jet buckle . Jet buttons fasten
the vest , which is slightly rounded at

the bottom . The loose jacket is

similarly shaped, and is attached at

the top by large ornamental buttons .

Pockets at the sides . Straight
sleeves. Leggings of black cloth .

No. 5. - Stripedblue and white silk
petticoat . Silk tunic of the same
colors , but with narrower stripes ; it

is edged with a narrow flounce cut

on the crossand hemmed, then loop

ed up at the sides, the ends of the
fichu being fastened by a button ,

which appears to loop up the skirt .

The low bodice is covered with a

--

1
1

-BACK ANDPRONTOF PLANNELDRESSINGGOWN.

O G 1

0 -

3
1

PATTERNS O
F
A BOY'SSUIT (SEEPATTERNS O
N

BACK O
F

FOUR- PAGEENGRAVING) .

3

PAGE99.

TT

VITAAN
Area

laitière fichu , which forms a square
bertha at the back , crosses in front ,

is looped over behind , and falls with
sash ends at the sides of the skirt .

This fichu is bordered with a frill and
ornamented at the back with a ro
sette of the same material . Muslin
gimp , with a ruche of lace round thethroat .

No. 6.- Little girl's dress of graypoplin . The corsage is low , thesleeves are short . The skirt has
two flounces falling one upon theother . These are bound and headedwith blue velvet bands . Pardessus

of steel -graycloth . This fits closely ,

buttons in front , and is trimmed withbias bands of black satin disposed inlarge festoons ; betweeneach of these

is a satin puff . The pelerine is heartshaped at the back ; the fronts fall

BACKANDFRONTOFCASHMEREWRAPPER.
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in squareends. This part of the garment may be simulated , real hair being arrangedinto a thick long curl falling over the
bynarrowbandsand a deepfringe to match. Straight sleeves, back. Tortoiseshell comb. Garland of pink azaleasand lilies
similarlytrimmed. Waistbelt, boundwith black satin, and at

-

of thevalley , falling back over th
e

largerouleau of hair .

tachedbeneath a puff .

No. 3.- Pompadourcoiffure. The front hair is frizzed . The

N
o.
7. — Pompadourdress fo
r

a young girl . This may be of backhair is arranged in loops , forming a large chignon. A longsi
lk
or poplin, and is trimmedwith flouncesand bows of ribbon . curl hangs on the neck . In front there is a coronet of roses

Muslinchemisetteand undersleeves. with a bird in the centre, the tail forming an aigrette. Neck
Page 94

.
— Here w
e

find illustrations of the patterns given on | lace of roses fastenedwith a blue satin ribbon .th
e

back of theFour -pageEngraving . The material employed No. 4. - Dinner coiffure, composed in front of four small

is cloth. The bindings are of galloon . Upon the simulated wavedbandeaux, with a gold diademwith beads. The chignonrevers of the jacket is a row of large buttons ; others fastenthe is made of four thick bows , from which comesout a tuft of

waistcoat.

small frizzed curls , the whole beingmaintained by a gold comb.A plait surroundsthe chignon , and is fastened in front by a ribbon bow.DESCRIPTIONOF PARDESSUS , REDINGOTES , & c . — PAGE 93 . A long frizzed curl hangs on the back .No. 5. - Dinner coiffure. Puff of caronbier- colored satin ,N
o.
1. – Th
e

Lamballe pardessus. ( Se
e

ou
r

Large Paper Pat- placed upon a small Fanchonofwhite lace , th
e

ends of whichte
rn
) . This is th
e

neweststyle of wintercovering thathas ye
t

torsade of hair , roundwhich is twisted a strip of white lace in

are tied under the chignon . This chignon is formed of a thickappeared; it forms a basquine in front and a panier at th
e

back . sertion , andwhich is afterwardarranged in coils .

It is extremelystylish , and yet is not exaggerated. The patternconsists of five pieces: Front ; half of back ; side piece ; haltof sleeve; andhalf of pelerine. Notcheswill be found on the SASHES . - PAGE 95 .varioussections to show how they are to be joined together.Thefront is intended to fit close to the figure . The plait to en At present the sash is indispensable to every toilet , whetherable it to do so will be found indicated on the paper. The side rich or simple . Rememberingthis , w
e

havemadethe followingpiece is to be joined to the front . In joining the back to the selections, which w
e

offer to our readers :otheredge of the side piece, the back must be plaited from No. 2.- Thewaistbelt is of plaited satin . Four large satinwhereonenotch is marked on the paper to the two notches. leaves are confined by a loop with very long and broad ends ;Thefullness at theback is to be box -plaited at the waist . There theseare edgedwith a deeprich fringe .is a seamdownthecentre of the back . The pelerine is round , No. 3. — This is of silk , either black or colored . From theand th
e

plait on the shoulder is marked . This mantle may be puffed centre start five large loops ; of the two lower andmade in eithervelvet, cloth , or silk . Our model is velvet , and smaller fall three very broad ends. One of these is muchtrimmedwith satinrouleauxand lace . The sashand waistband shorter than the others, and all are finished by a heavy tassel .ar
e

entirely of satin. fringe . The belt worn with this should be quite plain .No. 2. — This is a close -fitting basquine of black Turc satin .Theskirt is rathershort in front ; the sides are very deep. At DESCRIPTION OF COLORED PLATE .th
e

back it is slightlyhollowed out . Here falls a shapedend ofsatin. Theentiregarment is elaborately trimmed with bands , Fig . 1.- VISITINGTOILET. Train petticoat of changeablegreen
loops, bows, andfringedends of satin . glacésilk . Dress of the same. Closecorsage. Straight sleeves.N

o.
3. - Catherine II . redingote of black velvet . This is cut Here the short goredskirt is quiteopen in front and cut in deeprathershort in front , and is made to fit closely by a broad belt scallops. Wide bands of colibri velvet - shot -green, amber and

ofblackgrosgrainssilk . The belt passesbeneaththe very deep black - and a very heavydrop fringe composethe border. LongWatteaufold at the back . Straight sleeves. Small pointed sprays of fla
t

velvet Jeaves rise fromeachscallop. The gradu
pelerine. Bands of sable compose the trimming . Upon the ated rouleau and leaf -shapedband upon the petticoat ar

e
of

pelerineis a rich ornament in passementerie; others , yet larger , satin ; they ar
e

divided by a narrowstrip of embroideredsatin ,

lif
t

theskirt at eachside .

and trimmed with velvet and small drop -buttons. The velvetN
o.

4.
-

This is a prettydesign fo
r

th
e

basque of a morning mantelet is edgedwith rich black lace ; black silk cord is used
toilet. It should be of the samematerial as the dress - either for the chain -stitch heading . A satin rosette is placed at thesi

lk
or woolen. It is loose -fitting . The sleeves ar
e

straight . Openingupon each shoulder . The satin pelerine , which is

A ' de
ep

flutedrufileforms th
e

border ; another edges th
e

pele- quilted in small lozengesand framed in bands of ermine , fastensrin
e
, which is lifted by a large rosette. The waistbelt knots at at the back . Embroideredcollar and cuffs . Fanchon of greenth
e

back; thelongendsare ruffled . velvet and black lace.N
o.

5.—Thisnovelty is of black silk . It fits closely . The Fig . 2. - WALKINGCOSTUME O
F

PURPLETURCSATIN. The shortsk
irt

is verydeepandsquare at th
e

back . Th
e

front is similarly round lower -skirt isgored , and trimmedwith velvet of 8 darker
shaped, bu

t

much shorter. A wide quilling of black silk with shade .The upper - skirt is somewhat shorter ; this is edged bya ruchedheadingentirelyborders th
e

paletot . Quillings trim a bias band of satin and a rich black lace , and is lifted at oneth
e

straightsleeves, form th
e

collar , an
d

finish th
e

broad band side only . Close corsage. Straight sleeves , trimmedwithwhich is draped at the back . bands and satin buttons. The front of the small mantelet is

shapedand crossed by rows of satin bands with buttons ; the
remainder is entirely coveredwith a rich black lace. At theDESCRIPTION OF HAIR -DRESSING . – Page 94 . waist are two large satin rosettes. Broad quillings of the sameFROM M

R
. J. W
.

BARKER's, Nos . 622 AND624 BROADWAY. material form the epaulets. Hat of purple velvet and blacklace.N
o.
1. -Eveningcoiffure . Above th
e

puffedand raised ban FIG . 3. - BALL TOILET O
F

MAIZE-COLOREDSATIN. The skirt ofdeaus, a bl
ue

shadedvelvet convolvulus ,with a light yellowthe Princessdress is quiteshort in front . At th
e

back it fa
lls

incentre, is placed on th
e rightsidewith large leaves an
d

bunches a very lo
ng

rounded train . The fa
t

pointed bands ar
e

of aof smallfoliage ; th
e

whole made of velvet . The chignon is darker shade . Narrow bias bands and small buttons trim thecomposedof fo
ur

loops divided by plaitscoming ou
t

of th
e

corsage ;othersconfine th
e

wide sa
tin

quillingswhich form th
e

Ba
tin

ribbon w
ith lo
ng

ends is fastenedat th
e

back , with a fe
w

in front beneath aknot ofheavy si
lk

co
rd

with la
rg
e

ornamentaltassels. A quilling of white lace finishes the corsageandN
o.
2 –Diademcoiffure . Th
e

front hair is raised an
d

rolled sleeves . The drapery , of rich black la
ce , is confinedat on
eover a largefrisette to make the diadem. small ,

havedbandeaux. Thelarge rouleaumay be made of fa
ls
e

in
it : Heard-dress ofwhite an
d

maize -coloredostrich feathers, with ath
e

frizzedcurls of th
e

chignon ar
e

al
so

made offalse ha
ir , th
e

golden fa
n -shapedornamentplaced w
el
l

infront .

rosebudsandfoliage.
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same.

Fig . 4. - EVENINGTOILETOFCERISE-COLOREDGLACESILK. The frames the tablier, and is used for the rosetteof the satin waist
empire corsageis borderedwith a narrow ruffleof white tarle - belt. The small endsare finished by a fringe to match. Black
tane, and opens—bothback and front - quite to the silk waist- velvet hat with black plume, crimson aigrette, and scarf of
belt. The full , puffedsleeveis headedby a double bow of silk , white lace knotted at the back. One end of this scarf is at
and gathered in at th

e

lower edge beneath a quilling of the tached at the shoulder , beneath a small velvet rosette with
Low puffedunder -body of tarletanewith ruffled sleeves. ends .

Over -skirt of the same. This is lifted at one side only . Gar Fig . 7. — TOILET O
F

WHITE GROS-GRAINSSILK . The skirt is long ,

lands of white roses and green leaves fall in large festoons ; with a very deepflounce. This is bordered by a narrow band of

from the waistbelt dependlarger leaves. Others , much smaller , yellow silk . Two very full puffings of violet silk form a head
are placed in front of the muslin corsage. The long scarf of ing at the back and sidesonly . The deeptablier is shaped and
white illusion , which falls from the chignon , is attached at the entirely bordered by a flat band of violet silk framed in yellow .

side by a silken ornament. Above the opening of each scallop is a large puff of violet silk ,

Fig . 5. — BALL TOILET O
F

CORN-COLOREDGLACESILK . The train from which depends a heavy cord with tassel. A broad violet
skirt has onevery deepflounce of point d'Alençon with a head scarf falls at each side in large loops , and is attached in front
ing of white satin piping . Upon this , at intervals , ar

e

single l beneath a very deepviolet corded fringe ; the cord of the large

1

ST

n

1 AND 2. BACKANDFRONTOF BALL COSTUME. PAGE94 .

blush - rosesand leaves. The over -skirt , of white gaze - de -soie , | ornamental tassel should be of the contrasting color - yellow,is gathered in beneath a lace flouncewith roses. Low close cor Close corsage. Straight sleeves, trimmed with buttons andsage. In front a band of silk , edgedwith lace , describes a half yellow si
lk fringe . The violet silk mantelet is edged withcircle ,passesbeneath th
e

waistbelt , forms a large loop , and is fringe and looped up in front by a large rosette . Other rosettescarried up to th
e

corsage at th
e

back . The long side breadth of of yellow si
lk

ar
e

placed at th
e

shoulders . Head -dress of purplethe over -skirt is edgedwith lace , and passes through the silk flowersand foliage .loop . Bertha of puffed gaze - de -soie, and roses with a trailingspray falling from each shoulder . Roses in the hair . Pearlornaments. DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS . — PAGE 96 .Fig . 6. — WALKING DRESS O
F

BLACKSATIN D
E

LYON. The round FROMMADAMERALLINGS'SMAGASINDESMODES, 779 BROADWAY.skirt has a narrow fluted flounce, and is trimmed with perpendicular bands of caronbier red velvet and large satin buttons . We have , this month , from Madame RALLINGS'sestablishment,Short puffed over -skirt . Upon th
e

closecorsage is a double row five superbtoilets . Certainly madame is an artiste to whommayof large red buttons . The straight sleeves ar
e

arranged in small be accordedthe highest praise - namely , that her supremeexer :close plaits and bordered with velvet . Over theseare others tions appear to be the results of no effortswhatever . The novelformed of large scallops boundwith velvet . Th
e

samematerial tie
s

no
w

offered ar
e

marvelously ric
h

and graceful , an
d

each, in
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its way, is perfection. No discords of color , no clashing of very fashionable. Algerian gauze, striped with gold , is occastyles, bu
t
, pervading al
l , a thoughtful fitness and skillful sionally used fo
r

double skirts , over plain gauzedresses.arrangementof eachcharmingaccessory. Then in silks , the Pompadourstyle of bunches of flowersover
No. 1. - A dress of white Swissmuslin . The high corsageand a white centre, is very much à la mode, and verybeautiful . Thelong sleeves ar

e
puffed, and trimmed with blue silk velvet . flowers ar

e

exquisitely tinted and shaded.Upon th
e

long skirt is a deepfluted flounce. This is headed by The bouquetsarenot always of natural tints ; they are some& puffing, throughwhich passes a band of velvet . A narrower times in camaieu, that is , in several shades of the same color ,flounceand puff finishes the full panier skirt . Wrap of fine gray or mauve, pink or blue .whiteclothdottedwith gold . Gold fringe , cordsand tassels. Rich silks , satinsandvelvets , areused for eveningtoilets , andN
o. 2.-Costume of Metternich green moire antique . Low dresseswith court trains look quite regal . Lace trimmings andcorsage. Shortsleeves. Very long train skirt . This is edgedsatin bows ar

e

very frequently employed fo
r

thesetoilets in thein front by a series of upright bows of green satin ribbon ; Louis XV . style .othersheadand separatethe full puffs of the plain white lace The following ball toilet gives some idea of the elaborateflounce, which is carriedquite around the sidesand back . Lace facons now in vogue. It might have beenworn by anygrandeover-dress of pointappliqué . This is lifted at the front and sides dame of the Court , beforethe Revolution .by bowsand long ends of Metternich green ribbon , with coral The first skirt is of white tulle , trimmed with a flounceberriesandfoliage. The white lace shawl is similarly trimmed . headed by a tulle bouillon , through which is passed a rouleauxN
o.
3. - Eveningtoilet of white cordedsilk . The deepflounce, of pale blue satin . The second forms three paniers of tulle ,of blackChantilly lace, is headed by a flat band of black silk trimmed with a slightly gathered border of Honiton lace, andvelvetandlargepearlbuckles . Plain low corsage,with a bertha with garlands of roses. A lace scarf is tied at the back in longofgreenleaves. Black velvet bowsand ends, with pearl orna- lapels. A demi -court train falls from under the tulle paniers ;ments, at each shoulder. Short puffed sleeves. Black lace it is of green satin , borderedwith point lace . The bodice, ofcoversthefront of the corsage, and forms the pointed tablier . greensatin , is cut out in the shape of a heart , both in front andBlackVelvetsash. At one side falls a long spray of rose -buds, at the back ; it is finished off with a sash formed of loops ofleaves, andnarrowvelvet . green satin ribbon , with eight lapels at the back edgedwithNo. 4. – Traindress of pink glacé silk . Across the front and fringe . The short sleevesconsist of tulle bouillons , divided bysidegores is a very deep flounce of silk and blonde ; this is roses.dividednearthe top by a leaf . Puff heading of the same. The A more simple but exquisitely pretty dress, is of ambertrain is perfectlyplain . Low corsage. Small puffed sleeves. coloredsatin shotwith white . The train -shapedskirt is trimmedLeafpuffings of silk and narrow lace trim the bertha . The with threeflounces of graduateddepth , the first ten , the secondpanier is trimmed to correspond, and looped at the front and eight , and the third six inchesdeep, gatheredwithout any headsidesbeneathsilk rosettes. A trailing spray , falling at each ing ; theseflouncesare placed rather apart , and a full bouillonside, completesa remarkably rich toilet . of white tulle illusion is placedbetweeneach of themand aboveN

o.
5. — Herethe material is a plain white gaze - de -soie ( silk the last . The low bodiceand short sleevesare of satin , entirelygauze) . Thecorsage is low and full . Sleevesshort , and puffed. covered with tulle bouillons . At the back a sort of basquineThelongtrainskirt has a very deepplaiting . This is stitched forms three large puffs of tulle over satin ; eachpuff is edgeddownnearthebottom, to form a large puff and smaller flounce. with white blonde . There are bows of satin upon the shouldersThelavendersilk panier is bordered by a puffing of the same. and at the waist .Silksash, trimmedwith white lace , and a leaf -puffing of darker Again , another ball , toilet is of white gauze. First skirt ,si

lk . It is attached in front , falls at the sides , and knots at the plain white silk gauzewith a deep flounceput on with a headback. The ends ar
e

broad and long , and ar
e

finished of
f
by ing ; second skirt and low bodice of white and gold stripeddoublerows ofdeeplace, with headings of leaf -puffing. White gauze. The skirt is fully gathered, and looped up à la Camargo,satinoperacloak , lined with scarlet satin . Trimming of white with a wide sash of double -facedmaizesatin ribbon . Bertha ofsilkdrop-fringe. Silk cord and tassels. white blondewith narrow rouleaux of maize satin . Coiffure of

white and yellow roses.

For a young lady , a dress of white tarletan is madewith twoWHAT SHOULD BE WORN , AND WHAT SHOULD NOT . skirts over blue glacé si
lk
. The first skirt is trimmed round the

bottomwith a deep gathered flounce, pinked out round the
lower edge, and headed with a ruching of blue satin . Theupper -skirt is looped up into puffsover a panier tournure , withThe Carnivalbeing veryshort this year , it is unusually gay in Autings oftarletan and ruches of blue satin . Low bodice , ofParis. O

ur

couturières ar
e

al
l busy inventing ball an
d

evening blue satin , with a tarletan bertha in th
e

shape of a fichu , openin front , and with lapels , meeting at the waist only , under aWhen I consultmine about a new dress, sh
e

opens an album bow of blue satin ; similar bowupon th
e

shoulders. The fichuof historicalcostumesand bids me choose , “ For , ” she says , isedgedwith blonde ; the short sleeves do not show beyond it .everyladynowwishes fo
r

a toilet of a new style , never ye
t

Bunch of blue forget -me -nots in the hair .worn by anyoneelse ; and really my inventive powers are in A dinner toilet is of caroubier -colored satin ; first skirtadequateto th
e

task , so I have no resourcebut to imitate th
e

trimmedwith a deepflounce of Honiton lace ,the lower part offashions of a formerperiod . Here , then , is the sourcewhence I which is supported by a fluting of satin , and the upper partderivethosemodelswhich now go by the name of new . The edgedwith a satin ruche. The secondskirt is short , and graceLouis XV . style is preferred , bu
t

no
t

exclusively . From the fully draped at th
e

side under a large rosette of satin ; thisMiddleAges to th
e

reign of LonisXVI . al
l

styles ar
e

copied , upper -skirt isedgedround th
e

bottom with a handsome si
lk

an
d

in particular th
e

Henry III . style ha
s

been revived in many fringewith satin grelots . The lo
w

bodice is open in front ,showing a white lace plastron or stomacher. Braces of fiutedThe materialsmost thought of this month ar
e

tulles and satinform the epaulets . Lace border roundthe top and armgauzes, silksand satins fo
r

eveningdresses. Some remarkably holes . One red rose in the hair .beautifulsilk gauzes ar
e

brocadedwith patterns of separate Visiting and reception dressesare made of gros -grains silk ,flowers or bouquets, in natural tints , comingout beautifully , trimmedwith satin . For instance, a high dress of pearl -grayan
d

quiteproducingtheeffect of raised embroiderywork in si
lk . It fastens in front with a plain cross strip ,ornamentedwith small bows , without ends, put on at regular distances. A

In some ofthesewhite gauzes th
e

pattern representsgarlands secondskirt isgathered up at th
e

to
p

in
to

three large puffs , bu
t

berlandmerely go
es

round th
e

bottom of th
e

skirt , or rather , of edged w
ith
a slightly gathered borderabout three inches de
ep

.bothskirts, fo
r

the dresshas two in general . Plain bodice. Louis XV . sleeves, with deeprevers. EpauletsWhitegauze, starred orspangledwith silver or gold , is also / with small bows of satin .

FROMTHETABLETSOP PARISIANLADY OF SOCIETY.

toilets.

instances. "

coloredsilks .
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top. Jag

one rose.

A third is of dark -gray cloth ; it is tight -fitting ; it is wornOr again, a dressof amethystviolet silk ; the sweeping train
aloneis trimmedwith five gatheredflouncesof graduatedwidths, with a very wide sash, of dull gros-grainssilk , forming a puff at

the two last only going round the whole skirt ; upper-dressof the back.
violet satin, with wide strips of ambercolor, with a cashmere A fourth is made entirely of black astratran fur lined with
pattern of many tints over it ; puff of plain violet silk at the squirrel.

bodice, of striped satin, like the upper-skirt. The A fifth is an out-of-door jacket of seal skin .
basque is slit open in the middle of the back, and pointed on Let us not forget mourning jewels ; they are of cut je

t
, or of

eachside. This bodicehas no sleeves ; it is trimmed al
l

round black carvedwood ; the latter are preferred this year , je
t

being
with a pretty fringe , headedwith a rouleau of violet satin ; the now verymuch out of favor . The carvedwood brooches, brace
long sleevesare of plain violet silk . lets and sleeve - links , imitating cameos, are very beautiful . In

In walking costumesthere is not much variety . They are half mourning , hair jewels mounted in gold and enamelcan be

worn .still such as wedescribedlast month ; under -skirt trimmed with
one or more flounces, upper - skirt draped and looped up , tight As for mourning bonnets , they are made much like others ;

fitting paletot . in crapefor deepmourning , in terry velvet for slight mourning.

The costumecomplete of cloth or velvet , is still preferred ; but , For half mourning , I have taken note of a diadem fanchon of

of course, there are exceptions to this rule . A black velvet black velvet , piped with black satin . It was trimmed with one
under -skirt looks well with a coloredvelvet dress, and w

e

even white satin rose with a black centre. Velvet lappets , with a

prefer it to the complete costume of the same tint , when the cravat bow of black satin to fasten them in front .

color is a bright one, such as the fashionable caroubier red or And now dismissing the subject of mourning , I will mention a

dark crimson, blue , violet , or green. few other models of bonnets of the season ; they are mostly
Even cloth costumes ar

e

looped up panier -fashion . We al
l dressybonnets fo
r

visiting toilets .

wish to resemble the grandesdames of the Court of Louis XV . One is a Louis XV . fanchon , composed of a puff of rose -colored
Sashesarebecome of an enormoussize ; the lapels are some terry velvet ; three marabout feathers of the samecolor form a

times as much as twenty inches wide , and the numerous loops diadem in front ; at the back of the feathers , there is one full

of the very full bows are composed of ribbon not much nar- blown rosewith mossy stem, buds and foliage , falling among
rower . The waistband is narrower , and the very large bow is the curls of the chignon ; blonde lapels fastened in front with
alwaysplaced at the back .

The new sashes ar
e

the Algerian , striped , of many bright Then a diadem fanchon , composed of a high ruche of tur
colors, over a white ground . quoise blue velvet , piped with satin of the same color ; a bird
The Ecossaise, or plaid , also of very bright tints , and made of paradiseplaced in front , a little on one side , forms an aig

either of gros -grains or satin ribbon . rette ; its tail is thrown back over , I cannot say the crown , since
The Pompadour, white , with brocadedbouquets of al

l

natural the bonnet has none , but over the chignon ; the ruche of velvet
colors. is finished off behind , with a border of black Chantilly lace,

And theplain double -facedsatin sash, which is of a different which is continued upon either side of the velvet lappets , joined
color on either side , and so answersthe purpose of two sashes. together in front , under a cravat bow of blue satin .

As for the different kinds of bows made to these sashes, it A somewhat large fanchon , of plaited ruby -colored satin , is

would be impossible to describethem al
l ; there is the Abeille , trimmed with a small velvet quilling , and a tuft of feathers , al
l

the Bouquetière, the Camargo, the Montespan, the Directoire , of the same color ; a long white plume , proceedingfrom the
and the Postillon bow , all very new and elegant . The wide centre of the tuft , is thrown back over the fanchon . Lappets of

lapels of the sashes are finished off with handsome knotted black lace and ruby satin .
fringes . Besidesthe diadem farchon , there is the Bonnet Russe, someI must not forget that some of our fair readers have asked thing between a cap and a toquet , but with a much higher
somehints about fashions for mournings . crown than the latter , and no brim .
All mournings are not equally severe ; one often goes into Among these, w

e

notice one entirely formed of the tips ofmourning out of compliment , and mourning need not prevent black feathers, with a large white aigrette , thrown back — as al

us from dressing in a tasteful and elegant style . Many ladies , most all aigrettesare this winter .

indeed, never look as well in colors as in black , and so have the Another is made of blue velvet , gatheredalong the middle solatter as a matter of taste. as to form a large puffing on either side ; there is a small border
Materials now fashionable for mourning are cashmere, terry of blue curled feathers al

l

round , and a small straight aigretterep , terry velvet , imperial velvet , and Victoria cloth . of white smooth feathers ; there are no lappets . The BonnetAnd for half mourning , Irish poplin , Lyons gros -grainssilk , Russefastenswith an elastic string .pashaand gros - de -France ; the black silk for mourning should It is sometimesmade of fur , but that renders it heavyand unalways be thick , and of a dull kind of black . becoming ; it is far prettier in curled feathers .Costumes of black cashmereare made with an under - skirt , Nor should I forget to mention the Capulet , a very new styletrimmed with five small flounces. Second skirt draped and of coiffure , though whether a hat or bonnet , it is hard to sa
y

.looped up with a large bow , composed of fivewide double loops , It rather resembles a vail or mantilla .and four short lapels . The Capulet is made of white or black lace , falling in thick ,Dresses of Victoria cloth , made in the sameway , are trimmed soft folds from a small velvet coronet , and covering the neckwith crape ; of imperial or terry velvet , with handsomefringes and shoulders. It was first seen at Compiègne, and has sinceof dull silk ; of Irish poplin , with crossstrips and rouleaux of beenadopted by many of the elite of fashion for driving in theblack satin ; and of terry rep , with strips of astrakan fur . Bois de Boulogne .A very handsometoilet of Lyons gros -grainssilk , is composed When the Capulet is of black lace , the coronet is of blackof a first skirt , with a gathered flouncecut on th
e

cross, and velvet , ornamentedwith a bunch of red roses , scarlet geraniumsbeadedwith a pinked -out ruche of black satin . A sécondskirt , or crimsonverbenas.forming three panier -puffs, is edgedwith a narrowerflounce. A When it is of white lace , the coronet is of blue mauve , or rosesmall pelerine , trimmed al
l

round with a satin ruche , is worn colored velvet , with flowers to correspond , or a jeweled brooch.over the high bodice. The lapels of this pelerine ar
e

fastened The lace lappets cross in front , and are thrown back over th
e

under the sash, which is finished off at the back with an enor - shoulders.mous bow and lapels .

A Watteau casaque of black velvet is ornamentedwith ruches in the spring . Pink lace coiffuresare very fashionable this year .

The Capulet resemblesthe Bashlick hood , of which w
e spoke

of velvet , piped with satin , and edgedwith a very handsome Lace fichus and pelerinesare also very much worn . Here arefringe . two new models :Another paletot for half mourning is in the shape of a tunic ,with three panier -puffs, edgedwith a velvetflounce.

The Louis XV . fichu , forming wide bracesover the shoulders,

This tunic with a waistband , and pointed lapels joined together into a largecan be worn with any dress.

lace puff at the top . In black lace this model can be worn over
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atight-fitting si
lk
or velvetcasaque ; in white lace , over a low Darcy , in not very filial strain . “ O
f

coursewe aren't obligedeveningdress. Thesecondmodel is th
e

Montespanpelerine , to recogniseany relationship with this — this young woman ;cominghigh up on the shoulders, but finished of
f

both in front let us go , " and they went .and at theback in long round lapels , which are passed in under Flora Darcy had a hard day of it at Messrs. Screw andthewaistband. It is alsomadeeither of black or white lace. Pinch's ; and it wasnot until theywereclosing up for the nightthat she had an opportunity to clear the heaped- u
p

counterwhich washer specialcharge.THE OLD CLOCK . A pasteboardbox -cover lay on the floor , partly under thecounter ; and , as flora stooped to pick it up , somethingglitteredAs in my old arm -chair I sit , beneath it — a gilt -claspedportmonnaie.I markthe clock's loud beating, “ Some lady has left her portmonnaie on the counter , and itWith ear that gladly would forget has got brushed off with the trimmings , " was the girl's firstHow swiftly time is fleeting. thought as sheopened it . “ And it is full of bank -bills , too !O
f
al
l

whoknew its busy tongue,

I think, with inward shiver, I neversaw so muchmoney at one time in all my life before . "How someare dead, and someare fled, At the sameinstant a perfumedcard dropped from the innerAh ! Godaloneknows whither ! compartments—& card engraved in fashionable Old English
characters

Beat on , beat on , thou charmedclock , “ MRS. DEVEREUXDARCY. "And tell my childhood'sstory ;

Thelong-closedgates of Time unlock , The blood instinctively rushed into Flora's paleand weariedLife's happymorn restoreme ! cheeks.

Giveme to hearmy mother'svoice , “ It is Aunt Juliet's purse, and the money is hers — no , ours !To feelher sweetcaressing: Did not her husband meanly deprive my mother of her poorAnd bidmy heart oncemore rejoice little fortune ? Does he not live in luxury while we are starvBeneath a father'sblessing. ing ? But it is not mine ; I will take it to Aunt Darcy atBeatsoftly, softly, gentle clock , once. '

For seewithin my chamber She turned resolutely toward the aristocraticquarter of theA little fay has come to play , city in which dwelt Mrs. DevereuxDarcy .And on my knee to clamber. It was a long walk , but Flora scarcelyheeded it , so eagerwasTwo tiny armsmy bosomspan, she to rid herself of the tiny burden that was momentarilyTwo lips for kissesbattle ;

A voice - what tone of living man growing heavier in heart and hand .

Canstir me like its prattle ? “Mrs. Darcy was at dinner ; she could seeno one , ” was the
answerFlora receivedwhen sherequested a brief interviewwithBeat on , beat on , thou charmedclock , her aunt ; nor was she blind to the footman's insolenceandThoughsorrowsthicken o'er me, supercilious stare as he deliveredhis stereotypedanswer :For lo ! my trancedeye to mock , “You will give her this parcel, if you please, ” she said , aMy brotherstandsbeforeme. little annoyed.Ah no , he is not , is not here,

Andminutesvainly flee on ; “ Yes , miss, r'll give it to her , " was Mercnry's reply , as he

Poor sailor lad ! his bonesare laid yawnedvisibly , and shut the door after her , while Flora , in

At burningSierra Leone ! finitely relieved, trippedawaywith a heart manydegreeslighter
than it had been.RemorselesTime ! how solemnwave “ I shall soon be at home now , ' thought Flora . “ I hopeThy gloomywings aboveme ! mamma is not alarmed at my unusual delay . "Could'stthounot spareher goldenhair , Alas , poor Flora ! how little did she anticipate how manyMygentlewife to love me ?

Could'stthounot leaveme one to bind long days and weeks would elapsebefore she should “ be at
home " again .Thestreamingwounds of sorrow ?Shall I no balm or comfort find Miss Clara Darcy had sat a whole hour in full dress - white

To -day, nor yet to -morrow ? kid gloves, silver bouquet -holder and all - andwasbeginning to

wax exceedinglyimpatient , when at length “ Dr. Philipson "Beat on , beat on , thou charmedclock , was announced — a frank , handsomeyoung man , with thought .Thy tunethat's never ended !

While to my brain strangefanciesflock , ful gray eyes, and a port erect as that of Hyperion .

But dimly comprehended; “ You must excusemy delay , Miss Darcy ; we , professional
Whileliving, dead, and things unknown men , are not alwaysmasters of our own time , and I was deI view in wild confusion, tained by a streetaccident - a broken arm . "Thyvoice of earnest, solemntone , “ Ah ! indeed ! "Giveslife to my delusion. “ Yes ; a pretty little sewing girl , I should judge - sent to

the hospital . And , by the way , it's a curious coincidence, but
her name is Darcy . ”

FLORA'S FORTUNES . “ Darcy ! " echoedClara .

“ Yes ; Flora Darcy . ”

" NARROWblue -velvet ribbon , ma'am ? Yes , ma'am , in one

“How strange ! I thought , " added Clara , with the glib

only family of that name in the city . Papa - ahem !-he's no

Flora Darcydropped th
e

elaborate strip of scarlet worsted relatives living . "

work , and hurried forward to her The intenseglow of the August sunshinequiveredfitfully on

"never to al
lo
w

an
y

time to bewasted " in their establishment. rung ,strong ,nervous , and inspiriting , upon its threshold .WhenFlorasawthe faces of the customersshe was to serve, There wasmany a heart leaped up at the familiar sound, but

th
e

dropped th
e

box of velvet ribbons , and exclaimed : most of al
l

the heart of poor Flora Darcy , who wassitting up

for the first time since the long wearisomefever that had fol

abdominute. Velvet ribbons , Miss Darcy , an
d

lo
ok

share readiness of th
e

habitual falsehood-monger , " th
at

w
e

w
er
e

th
e

behind th
e

counter, fo
rMesis . SereviendPich made it place th
e

floor of th
e

Convalescent Ward , as D
r.

Philipson's footsteps

" AuntJuliet , andClara ! "

nextinstantshecheckedherself , abashed. All the morning she had beenthinking of Dr. Philipson , but

confused, " this is veryembarrassing, to

Th
e

wordsbrokealmost unconsciously from he
r

lip
s

; th
e

lowed on th
e

pa
in

an
d

inflammation of he
r

broken ar
m .

Dear m
e , Clara, " faltered th
e

elderly lady , half -angry , half- scarcely more than D
r. Philipson ha
d

beenthinking of he
r

.

" D
o

bu
sh
,mamma; what a fo
ol

yo
u

ar
e ! " sa
id

M
is
s

Clara / w
as ju
st

emergingfrom th
e

Valley of th
e

Shadow of Death ?

, who
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She had told him much of her history —the rest had beenun went on Clara, hysterically. “ I wouldn't marry a doctor - no,consciouslyrevealedin the incoherent ravings of fever. not if there wasn't another man in the world !''
Had Clara Darcy known this shecould, perhaps, have under And , rather irrelevantly, she burst into tears—tears thatstoodthe suddenand unaccountablecessationof Dr. Philipson's would have been bittcrer yet if she could have known howvisits and attentions. quietly happy Dr. Philipson and his young wife were!As it was, shewas involved in a curiousmedleyof conjectures

and bewilderment, not unmingled with the acutest mortifi
cation. THE UNCLE FROM AMERICA .
Dr. Philipson cameto Flora last in his round of visits.
“ Well , Flora," he said, cheerily, “ you are really sitting up ? The picture of the “ Uncle's Return from America " is onesothis looks encouraging.” suggestiveas to require little description, since everymind supShe smiled faintly. plies the thoughts natural on such an occasion. He is certainly“ We shall discharge you in a day or two now. What am I a stalwart feilow, and has no doubt done well in the Newto understandby your soberlittle face?" World . The fine parrot he carries in his left hand, and the

99

THE UNCLEFROMAMERICA.

“ I have lo
st m
y

situation ; m
y

mother ha
s

spent he
r

little monkey he leads by hi
s right , ar
e

indicative that , although he

al
l ; I am not yet strong enough to work ; and — I cannot beg . "" Yo

u

have relations — th
e

DevereuxDarcys . Why no
t

go to tended hi
s

travels and purchases to Central America . Alto
may have comeby one of the New York steamers, he has exthem ? "

“ I would die first , si
r , ” she said with energy . gether , it is a very characteristic picture , and affords subject fo
r

thought .Dr. Philipson smiled as he stroked down Flora's short curlyhair .
“ Flora , " he said gently , in a voice so low that it was audible DARK Houns .To everyman there ar

e

many , many dark

to her earsalone — but no matter what he said . hours , when he feels inclined to abandon his best enterprise" Mamma , ” shrieked ClaraDarcy on
e

morning no
t

long after , hours when hi
s

heart's dearest hopes appear delusive - hours“ here's D
r.

Philipson's marriage in th
e

papers ; an
d ,who do when he feels unequal to th

e

burden ; when al
l

hi
s

aspirations
you suppose he has married ? My cousin Flora ! " seem worthless . Let no one think that he alone has dark“ Your cousin Flora ! ” echoedthe matron , in dismay . hours . They ar
e

th
e

common lo
t

of humanity — theyare th
e“ Thiscomes of hospitals , and thosehorrid infectious places, ” | touchstone to tr
y

whether w
e

ar
e

the current coin or not .

-
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!

bi
a

HERCOMPANIONSPRANGFORWARD, ANDTORETHE CLUSTEROF JEWELSFROMHER BOSOM.

PART I.

" Some day ,

ner .

1

“ Yes, another , " she faltered ; " and to me he is the onlyTHE BOUQUET OF DIAMONDS . man the world may hold , so much I love him . Indeed , I amsorry if I pain you , si
r
. "

She could talk of pain — she who had made this grievous
wound upon as loyal a heart as ever throbbed.HE , but just from a convent , “ Surely , do you , ” was the quiet assurance.and eighteen. He , a man of the little one - some day , looking back , you will understand andworld , and thirty -five . She , think kindly of me . Let this passnow . I am your debtor forwith that beauté du diable, and a thehappiness I fanciedmine , and so ,enjoyed . Now that I knowthousand other beautiesbeside th

e

truth, look you , I plainly seemy folly . Why , al
l

this whileHe , with no grace to lend a you havebeen giving thoughtand prayer to ClarenceErris . Ah ,charm to that imperious man . do not deny it . I know it . Give me your hand , Barbara . Now ,She , slender and dark , look in my eyes, and say “ In my time of trouble , I will go towith crimson lips and glossy you . ' . " .hair rolled and wreathed in “ In my time of trouble , I will go to you , " she repeated, andheavy braids . H
e , swarthy and stern , then he , bending down , left one kiss upon her brow , and sobringing hi

s

old name , hi
s

greatwealth , went from her .and this , his first honest love , to cast at A hard battle had beenfought , and lost . Yet he , the 'vana woman'sfeet , there to be trampled and quished , bore a defeatlike victory , whilst she, the victor , growthrown aside. This woman , Barbara ing faint -hearted, made sorrowfulchidings fo
r

his great woe.Wilmot , heard these hard words , and Night was fast closing in . The hollow moaning of the winterherewasher answer : wind , as it swept down the long avenue, becamesbrill shrieks“ Neither scoffed at nor despised, Col- and wailings , when its desolationrattled amongthe jagged, leafonel Thorn . Love like yours is pre - less branches of the gaunt old oaks . A bitter night , a bittercious ; it should be , to some one . I am anguish baring itself to the storm , and she, watching from theproud of it , but — but - ah , si
r , can't you window , knew , with a knowledgeshe could not define, that theday wasnigh at hand , when , in her trouble , she would long forA vezatiousbreaking -down, a fin

e

ending , indeed , to so finely- hi
m . Very thoughtfully she quitted th
e

room ,crossed th
e

hall ,But this was Barbara's second offer and then paused at the door of the parlor . This was a long ,on
ly , an
d

so , being ye
t

young in th
e

artful wiles of women ,she low apartment of th
e

east wing - th
e

home place of th
e

house .At one side, the broadwindows looked upon a pleasantgardenColonelThornlookeddown at he
r

flushed fa
ce
, with a half- fr
om

th
e

other , on
e

might havethrust out a hand , an
d

almosttouched theforest trees. Now , gardenand forestwerecurtained" Be candid,child , " sa
id

he . “Tell m
e

th
at

yo
u

love another . O
ut ,whilst within reigned amost comfortableconfusion .Greateasy -chairs weredrawn hither and thither . Upon a small table

se
e

howthistroublesme ? ” '

conceiveda sentiment!

le
t

th
e

truthpeepout .

pityingsmile.

Youmaytrustme .VOL.W. , No.2-6
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06

“ The poor

11

nearthehearth, a shadedlamp shedsoftestrays ; from the high , Yes ," said Blanche, in that dreamy way. “ Yes, for the
old-fashionedchimney, the blazing fire illumined a pleasant last hour."

Then, presently, when lights were brought and a cheerfulpicturewith its cheeryglow .

Near the table sa
t

Paul Helmstone, a man who had given his radiancecrept even among the shadows, and a quiet happiness
bestyears to foreign lif

e , and foreign pleasures, and , now that seemednestling within the place , Ben , th
e

serving -man , came

ol
d agecame hastily to meet hiun, was fain to rest quietly at in with a packet fo
r

Barbara and a letter fo
r

Blanche .

home. An easy, good -natured soul , who , having rambled pur " Ah ! " exclaimed Barbara , with a little cry of wonder,

" Aunt Nesbitt's diamonds . "poselessthrough life , was loath to acknowledgefellowship with
this stealthy comer, and thus march on directly to his goal — the “ Nonsense ! " laughed the squire .

“ Aunt Nesbitt's diamonds , surely , " affirmed hi
s

daughter,grave.

“The bouquet of diamonds,“ If it must be that — and I suppose it must , " he reasoned— who now drew nigh her cousin .

“ if it must be death at last , why , let me go to it in my own si
r
. "

fashion . I do not choose to stalk to the tomb as a man may “ And a letter , " addedBarbara .

stalk to prison , marked and billeted , and led away in such Squire Helmstone lifted the jeweled ornament from its fleecy
hateful company. Old age ? bah ! Let m

e

die as I have lived bed. A bouquet of diamonds , indeed , with pearls and sapphires,

- young ! " emeraldsand rubies, lending a lesser light . A marvel of art ,

And reasoningthus ,Squire Helmstone haddonehimself many an heirloom among the women of this race - one which had,

little kindnesses, stooping , as well , to sundry stratagems to from time unknown , gonethrough each generation as a bridalfrighten of
f

his foe , until now , at eight and forty , we find him gift , and here was it falling to Barbara , who had not even a

here , a hearty country gentleman, fearing no enemy, save and lover !

exceptthat enemywith whom he might not boldly grapple . “ Aunt Nesbitt is mad , " quoth the squire , after the custom

Is that you , Barbara P " and its tradition had been fully told to Clarence.

“ Yes , uncle . " soul is in her dotage . Read the letter , child . "“ Where is Colonel Thorn ? " Barbara had read the lebter, And now she put it by , saying,

“ Gone , " said she, looking down , guiltily . gravely :

“ Ah , child ! " Squire Helmstone understood it al
l

. “Ah , “ Assuredly, she is deceived. "

child ! you might havedone & wiser thing . " The widow , who had divined something of this , was quickJust then , anotherentering the chamber, checked the words with laugh and jest .upon his lips , for that other wasone of whom this kind heart “ Barbara may have her secret , " she declared, " and shestood in wholesomeawe — hisdaughter , Blanche. Why , it would maytell it in her own good time . You shall not torment her . "have beendifficult to tell , for Blanche wasyoung , gracious , and But you , Blanche ; you had a letter , " said her father .caressing, yet hiding beneaththis winning exterior were nerves “ Yes ; from a friend abroad . You do not know her ; besides,of steel and a will of iron , and here was what fairly appalled she is really not original ; she would not amuse you . "that easygentleman, her father . She was a widow ; old Mark Nothing discouraged, the squire recommencedthe attack.Bellenden, her husband, having two yearspreviously thought “You may at least tell me , Barbara , whether my sister isfully betaken himself elsewhere, leaving a great fortune to well . "
serve as sulace to the easily -comfortedmourner . Barely twenty She is well , " composedlyreplied the girl . “ Well , andsendstwo , tall , perfectlyproportioned, fair , with eyeslike a summer's many remembrances. ”sky , and golden hair , worn , after & caprice of her own , “ And the bouquet , " added the widow , with a good -humoredquaint conceit of a by -goneage — there was Blanche Bellenden , sneer.as bright a vision as ever flitted before mortal eyes. But just “ I am sure that I am obliged to her , " declared the squire,then ,the vision wore an expressionaught hut heavenly . It had gruffly . “ Next time , le

t
her send a mute to deliver ' em bysurprisedsomething very like a confidence, which it night not word of mouth . I'll know as much , I warrant ; " which idea 80share .

met his approbation , that he fell into a smiling reverie, from· Barbara , child , what have you done with the colonel ? " ' which he was only drawn when Blanche and Barbaraleft theaskedsbe , in sweetesttones . room together .“ Nothing , " said Barbara, flushing now . " He has gone . " “ And now , " said Mr. Erris , as the door closed after them,“ Gone ! " with a quick , keen glance . “Ah , poorman ! " “ I have something to ask you , si
r
. "Paul Helmstone looked across at his niece , and smiled , as With what he had to ask , we have nothing to do .though he would havesaid ; ! Following the cousins to the library , there w

e

find Barbara“ Clevercreature ! Seehow she understands it all ! " listening to a pretty story , of which Madam Blanche makesherAs for Barbara, she kept her little hands tight clasped, and self the heroine .her eyes, upon the fire , never once looking up at the peerless “ I have been fearfully deceitful , dear , ” she artlesslyconbeauty , whose scornful pity had brought the crimson to her fessed, " but it wasnot m
y

fault . I did not really knowthat hecheeks. Never looking up , until Blanche called her name , and loved me until -then - heavenhelp her ! hating herself - the woman by her side “ Who loved you ? "-the man standingupon the threshold of the door - for , like a The girl's eyes, not her lips , put the question .flash , came a warning of her misery . “ Clarence, " camethe soft answer , "and that is what he isHe upon the threshold enteredwith a pleasant greeting . A telling father now . You never suspectedthat, Barbara, that Iyoangman , and a handsomeone , was ClarenceErris , with all the could win him ? ' 'Erris traits of character, and these were a fiery temper and a True to her sex , the other met this thrust with a parryingroyal bounty , with a tenderness of heart well -nigh womanly . cut :Tarn -Erris , the family estate, was but five miles away , and as “ I havenever suspectedhalf your capabilities , Blanche . Sofive miles is a merebagatelle to a man in love , Clarencemade he - lovesyou . 'nothing of it almost daily ,

And Barbara - youhave her secretthere , in that suddenhate

“ Why , yes , he lovesme . "

“ I hope that you may be very happy . "of life and its belongings — hadwatched and waited as she had Barbara'scold lips touchedmadam'spolished brow . Straightwatchedand waited of
t

and of
t

before, to greet this ugly doubt way th
e

widow becamelovingly confidential . That wasnatural ,at last .

and politic .“ Clarence ! " ed Squire Helmstone , "you are late to Presently Clarencecame to them , with such a pleasantly connight , my boy . "

" Pardon m
e

. I havebeen in th
e

library with Mrs. Bellenden , ” bara , waiting fo
r

no explanation , spedaway to theparlor .

scious ai
r

of triumph that madam laughed joyously , whilst Bar
avowedMr. Erris .

" Ah ! ” Martyrs , indeed ! For patient suffering , and a noble endur
Where wasBarbara's doubtnow ! ance , there are women who should wear a triple crown .

was one . Standing beside that worn man of the world , sh
e

in some

66

)

Here
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age, and

learnedthe secretof ClarenceErris's mission. She heard the merry words and langhter. Last of al
l , cameMrs. Erris , and

measuredtones:

she, having loitered , was yet to be pardoned, for about her

" He wants a wife, child . "

buzzedthe sparkling oneswhose caustic clevernesswere to be

"And he will haveone , , ” said she , simply . applauded. Suddenlymadameuttered a little gaspingcry , and

" Barbara! " Her unclecaughther hands , and drew her down reeling , would have fallen , had not that noble Russian, Prince
untilherpoorwhitefacewasnearhis own . " Barbara, hewants Rodenskoff, provedhimself an able cavalier .Blanche! "

“What was it ? ' cried a half -dozen anxious voices, whilst

“ And he will haveher , " camethe echo. angry eyeswereeagerlysearchingfor someoffender.“ Heavenforgivehim ! " and then he sighed and bowed his Yet no one , save a shabby -looking fellow , peacefully loung
head.

ing in a walk above, wasnear .It may be that his deadsister looked out at him from the “ Ah ,mesamis, " declaredmadame, “the culprit is here ! "

patient, sorrowfuleyes — it may be that tender memories were tapping with her faultless boot , a gnarled root of the tree
Waftedback on a breath of early love - certain it was, he held against which she leaned. “ Yes, here . A slight sprainpoorchild'ssecretnow, and so cried out : great fright - nothing more . "" Mayheavenforgive themboth ! " Oh , woman ! O

h , falsehood !Alone in her chamberthat night , the widow re -openedher The lounging fellow , who , from above, had heardthis explan
letter. It had the merit of brevity . These words , in coarse ation , now went his way with a singular smile wrinkling his
characters:

ugly face. That evening, Susette, Mrs. Erris's maid , came to

" Rememberthe confessionunder the willow in the garden. her mistresswith a bit of paper.Thedeadmaysometimesreturn to us . ' " I wish to seeyou .If thiswas a gage of battle , the womancaught it bravely . The lady readthesewords , without so much as a change of

" It is false ! " shemuttered, setting close her teeth , whilst color .th
e

letter, torninto shreds, lay burning on the hearth . “ It is “Where did youget it ? " sheasked.false! The deadmaynot return , and if they do , why , then , I Then followed a confession. The strangerbadfirst spoken to

defyeven th
at

! " — this hesitatingly , and with a half -frightened the girl somedaysbefore ; he had entreatedand prayedfor an

glancearoundthe room. “Hugh Callon is many a fathom | interviewwith madame- & private interview - andprayed so ferbelowwater, thankheaven ! I fear nothing his prating tongue vently , that the tender -heartedNormande grew pitiful . The
mayhavetold. Upon his memoryalone will fall the stain . incorruptible creaturedid not avowthat this interviewhad beenbought and paid for — therewas no question of that .At th

e

samemoment, Barbara waswriting to Aunt Nesbitt . And you undertook to manage it ? " said her mistress.Whatshewrotemay be gleanedfrom the old woman's answer, “ Mon Dieu, madame, I ventured, because he threatened -

cominga fewdayslater :

atrociousthings . ”"Give thebouquet to Blanche, since you prefer it , " was the “Ah !. What is he like , this ogre ? "ungraciouspermission. “ Itmust go to one of you , as I have no " An excellent word , m
a

foi ! Madame, he is the ugliestothernieces. Your uncletold me that young Erris was coming wretch I ever saw , " wasthe frank admission.foryou. Youruncle is an idiot , not to know a love -affair at his " Where is he now ? "youngErris is a fool , not to know an artful minx like “ In my room , locked in . I got him there by the private
BlancheBellenden. I , her father's sister , say it . Tell them stairway .that th

e

thingwassent to you by mistake ; don't let niece Bel Madamefinishedher toilet without a word of comment. She
lendenlaugh at little Barbara. Shemight know ,however, wasdressing fo

r

the opera ; soonwould the moment of departth
at

if I hadreallywished or intended the bouquet fo
r

her , I ure arrive . When the last ornamentwasadded, she turned to

wouldhavegiven it when she married old Bellenden . Make Susette ; that excitable young woman cried out in ecstacy, forhe
r

behavecivilly , Barbara, and forget my ill - timed congratu- there , gleaming and glowing amid the folds of lace upon the
lations. "

lady's bosom, wasthe bouquet of diamonds.Thespitefulfairyknewthe widow , you see. “Ah , bonDieu ! it is ravishing ! it is incredible ! "So , immediatelyupon the receipt of this , Barbara bore the The exclamationsfollowed her mistressup the narrow stair
royalgift to hercousin.

way , leading from the ante -chamber to Susette'slittle room ." It wasintendedfor you , Blancho, " she declared. " Aunt “ Incredible, indeed. " Shegavethis answer to her thoughts .Unlocking the door , shestoodfor a moment at the threshold .

" I fancied as much , " was that lady's cool reply . “ She a candlewas burning upon the table , and by that feeble light
shouldhavegiven it long ago . she recognized the ugly face of the lounging stranger at the
Andthen sh

e

put her treasureaside , with but this remark : Bois ." Perhaps sh
e

thought , as othersmaybave done , that ” -she “Come in ! " said he , with moreauthority tban civility in his
mettheyounggirl's kindling glancewith a little laughế " that manner . “Do you not seeyour risk , standing there ? O

f

what

th
e

widowwould be left at homethis time , dear . " areyou afraid ? "But th
e

widowwasnot left at home . She marriedClarence “ O
f

what ? " Sheclosedand locked the door , still retainingErris, an
d

w
as

of
f

abroad, beforeonepoor heart hadwell learned the key . “Not of you . What do you want ? I believedyouto bear its anguish. Then the childwent about her daily duties dead . ”withmanytenderwords and loving actions from the squire , “Of course, you did . Hugh Callon is dead, but I , Nortonw
ho , w
ith
al
l

hi
s

light thoughts ofwomen , ye
t

gave these fo
r

Dunsdale,amhere . Come ; I wantmoney . "th
e

secret he hadreadand for a deadsister's sake . “ How much ? ”

The calm despairwith which she spoke, told how far beyondall mortal aid had she fallen . Her words wereechoings of adeath -knell ; to the man they rang a joyousmelody .The tw
o

followingyears of married life were spent in Europe . “ How much ? ” his dull eyes lighting up . " How much ?Th
e

American'sprincelyhome on th
e

Avenue deNeuilly , ju
st

Ten thousand francs w
ill

suffice fo
r

th
e

present . "beyond th
e

Paris barrièrehad become a place in th
e

fashionable " I cannot give it — not the half . "world, and th
e

American'swife had become a belle by right of “ Youcannotgive it ? ” in utter amazement.w
it

an
d

beauty. Being this , what more natural than that a “ I cannot - not yet , at least. Grant me six weeks — a month
throng of eageradmirersshould follow in her footsteps, even -the time to get it together. You know - "when he

r

husband w
as

so nigh ? As they di
d
, fo
r

upon this May at , my fine - amorning, alittle pa
rt
y

, quitting a contre al
le

of th
e

Bois de Bou maywait ? D
o

T'seem ruddy an
d

ga
y , an
d

well -caredfor ? Yo
u

the

lo
gn
e

, w
er
e

reaching th
e

lake byone of th
e

steepdescents . fanciedme dead ; aworse fa
te

befeil m
e ;saved fr
om

th
e

se
a ,ClarenceErris , with hi
s

companion, th
e

wife of somenotability , land swallowed m
e

. a

you ,

Nesbittsays 80 .

PART II .

le
d

th
e

w
ay . Th
e

re
st , singly an
d

incouples ,followed with in homelierspeech . A prisonopened itsdoors to m
e ; needy an
d
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a beggar, I had taken another name, and profession. I was ; MadameErris had been impoverished, MademoiselleSusettebadsuch a wretch, upon my soul, I was such a shiftless, hungry grown in fortune's good graces. A pretty sum put by againstwretch, that looking back, I grow pitiful toward myself. Be- a possiblepoverty fully recompensedthe honest creaturefor al
l

sides, an ugly weight was dragging me down ; you know that , short -comings in the matter of the bouquet .and so I've beenand so I am , until now I come to you for belpto take me from th The first appeal, to
o
, in a long while , In the month of Decemberfollowing , Mr. and Mrs. Erris enremember. True , I have but just gotout of prison , but then I tertained a large party at dinner . Just as the guestswere remight have spokenbefore I went there . " assembled in the salon a servant entered with a parcel for" Why did youpot , if you were so miserable ? Stop , I will tell madame. A neat little parcel enough , which monsieur straightyou . You weremaking merchandise of your knowledge ,keep - way unfastened. The wrapping falling of

f

revealed a dealbox .ing it for a fine day of sale . I have nothing for you . " From this hung a key . Monsieur's curiosity getting the betterThe contemptuousrefusal had barely fallen from her lips , of his discretion , he was prompted to use it then and there.when her companionsprangforward , and by a dexterousmove and the lid when raised revealed — th
e

bouique of diamonds!ment tore the cluster of jewels from her bosom. So rapidly Those around saw and recognized it . Such exclamations ofwas this effected, that the womanstood transfixedwith surprise . wonder -- to speedily becomebut cries of horror - fo
r

what theyQuickly recoveringher self -possession, she turned with flashing had not seen at first , was a skeleton hand whose bony fingerseyesupon the offender: clutching the golden branch thus held these jeweled flowers in" Robber ! Thief ! ” . its vice -like grasp“ Ay , ay , " he nodded, complacently ; " words hurt no one . ClarenceErris lifted the bouquet , that ugly hand still retainI have these, and they arewealth untold . " ing its clasp .He fairly gloatedover them , and she , her disdainful pride all “ Here is a letter ! " cried someone .gone, sank in humble self -abasement at his feet . Madame reachedout , but her husband wasquicker . Even in“ Mercy ! mercy ! " shepleaded. " Give them to me . You the confusion of the moment , her haggard face , her frightenedshall have all you ask , andmore . Give me ! " gesture impressedhim with a secretfear . The seal wasbroken.But he broke in with a savagelaugh . Simply a scrap of paper , carelessly scrawled . Clarence Erris“ I shall not steal them , don't fear . Fine ladies , when they read it so composedly, and so coolly assured those around thatareput about as I am now , trip of
f

to the pawnbroker's with it was a miserable jest - yes , even from the theft to this rendisuch things as these . Ah , here's a nosegayworth the plucking ! tion , a carefully planned farce to frighten and intrigue — thatFancy that you havemadethat little visit , madame ; that I am they were fain to acceptthis prosaic explanation of a choice bi
t

your banker ; that I keep your trinkets ; that for the trifling of fearful scandal .sum of ten thousand 'francs , I'll band them over safe and So the host bore away the box . Madame , by a wonderfulsound . "

self -command, regained an appearance of calmness, whilst theDespiteher prayersand frantic entreaties, he maintained bis leadenhours draggedheavily on to that last scene in this wearyresolve. mystery of woe and crime .“ I will confessthe truth ! ” cried she , driven to desperation.“ My husbandshall know The guests were gone , the servants had withdrawn ; even“Do so , " he advised. “ I shall put myself beyond harm's Susette was excused when Clarence Erris entered his wife'sreach, and you will lose this bauble ; but then , there will be a chamber. Blanche stood there , uttering no word , but watchingconsciencecleared at last ; yes , do it . " every movement. As he approached her , after having lockedSooncameSusette to the door , and Dunsdale , being a muscu- the door , she raised her hands with a half -cry for mercy .lar fellow , without more adoforced the lock , and then , turning , “Do you fear that I may kill you ? ' ' he asked , contemptuthrew theseparting words to the kneeling woman : ously . “ Why should I ? It is I who ought to stand in dread“ You neednot troubleyourself to look for me. that is , if I understand this aright . You must hear it . "want meyou maydrop a line to Norton Dunsdale , Grande Poste He unfolded a scrap of paper . She knew it - knew from whomRestante. I am not afraid of a surprise , and you would not be it came. Ah , the wretched woman ! She had fancied herselfsilly enough to attempt it . "

so strong , so brave , so secure ! Her plans had been so wellAnd so away , with a laugh at the Normandes eagerlyexpres- arranged ! Why , even since that scene in the salonbut a fe
wsive face.

hours ago , her readywit had designed a course of action . Where“ Madame , " commencedthe maid , who had drawn near her was it now ! Gone — utterly gone ! Nothing was left - nothingmistress, “ Ah , Dieu , the diamonds , they are no longer there ! " was real -- but this horrible present ; and then — what ? Through“ N
o longer there , " echoedmadame, rising , and with tremb- the mist of her dull despair camewith piercing clearnessber

ling hands arranging the torn lace . “ See , Susette, I have al
-

husband's voice . Each word that he readwasbrandeduponber
ways beengood to you ; be my friend now , will you not ! " brain .Ah , madame ! "

“ I borrowedyour wife's diamonds as security for a certain

" So small a matter ! The bouquet is gone ; I cannot recover She bas paid it . Beingan honorable man , I return theit . I was forced to render it fo
r

a debt . They must not know pledge. I send as well a souvenir of her former husband . Bythat right hand he made her a wealthy woman ; by her own ,

“But what shall we do ? " asked the puzzledgirl . she madeherself — a widow ! If you are curious , persuadeher to

“ This . Iwill descend. You follow , and ac
t

upon m
y

prompt- tell th
e

story . I write truthfully , fearlessly . Consequences do

ing , I implore you , child . "

not appall me . I am beyond your reach . Insist upon the truthThe Normande was not stony -hearted . So when , a fewmo- however . I am a little curious to know whether that insolentments later , sheenteredher mistress'schamber, it was with the beautywill carry as bold a front with you as she has withme .

demon of deception at her elbow . Acting upon a pre -arranged Your servant , Hugh Callon , physician to the late Paul Bellen
plan , Susette ran out with her wondrous tale ; ClarenceErris den . Norton Dunsdale at present . ”coming , his wife confirmed it . A man had entered her room ; “ Do you understand it ? ' ' he asked .she , taken unawares, and sorely frightened , had called for help ,but beforehelp came, the stranger had wrenched the bouquetfrom ter corsage, and then sheknew no more , until she awoke ,

“He accusesyou of - murder. "“ Yes . "and that poor Susettewasbending over her .A very probablefiction , and “ that poor Susette " proved her and I will have it . Take time , then . Think . If your answer

“ Now , hear me . Wait , do not speak yet . I wish th
e

truth,aptness fo
r

comedy by expressivegesturesaiding ber vivid word- | is not a probableone , I shall find the man and then know al
l . I

paintings of madame'swretchedstate.

So th
e

affairmade a sensation — as it waswell calculated to do proper . Look at m
e - youreyes upon mine - now understand.

prefer knowing it from you . You should find that preference--and that was all . Justice was completelyoutwitted , imagina- D
o you se
e

the bour ? " The hands of the clock were fast upon
tion at fault , detection impossible — and thus it ended. But if Imidnight . “ In sevenminutes it will strike . Take until theo

When you

66

sum.

that . "

13

" No. "
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You may

11

14

toponder— no
t

overyour chances of evasion , they ar
e

imaginary Bellenden! " in a hoarse, eagerwhisper . “ I'll swear it . She-but uponthe necessityfor frankness — this is imperative . I killed him ! I won't lie now . I am a deadman .shallnot abuseyour confidence of this be sure . And if ” believe it . "speakingvery slowly and distinctly now— "and if at the last The husbandlistened to theseravings — to this sickeningstorystrokeyouare silent , I shall judge you - guilty. Do you under-- thesamewhich sh
e

had told .stand "

“ I knew al
l

this , ” at last he said , calmly . “ I knew al
lShebowedher head, and that was all . She never moved , this . "neverraisedhereyes. For any sign of life she gaveshe might “ Sheconfessed, did she ! What drove her to it ! Tell me.bavebeenalreadydraped in grave -clothes. Her husbandleaned What parted her lips ? What gift of mine ? Yes , yes, thatuponthelowmantel, his gazeupon the clock . On , on . How hand . Ah , is shescornful ?—is she contemptuousnow ! Doesswiftlywent by the jealous moments so fraught with confirma- she iling words at one as she might fling crusts to a cur ! Doestion of thisfoul doubt ! If shewould but speak to him ! Once, shedareand defyand sneer - as then ? Yes , yes . "hi

s

quickeascaught a movement. His heart beat fast . Bah ! The fiendishjoy of that dying wretchwashorrible . His listth
e

rustling of her robe — but that . The mirror before him ener shudderedand turned away .showedher, still andstatue- like . Then camethe musical chime “Don't go , " panted Dunsdale ; " don't go . Wasn't it well- Midnight! The last echo had died awaybefore he turned to thought of ? Ah , she believed it ! Did it frighten her ! Sheher.

neverdoubtedthat it wasBellenden'shand , eh ? " ' ." Guilty! " " Was it ? ' 'Butthisoneword, and herewas her response - given , oh , so “ I got it — from a student - at Paris . Lord ! would I be foolwearily: enough to rob hi
s

grave ?-to drag his bones about with me" I waswretched. I tried — but I hated him — and I loved when I could punish her insolenceand ingratitude after a manyou.

ner of my own ? Lucky thought !-lucky thought ! "" Andyoukilled him ? " A lucky thought , indeed, coming to a lucky man . The villain" And I killed him
had prospered in oneway since his escapefrom prison - he had"And thatman, 1 sdale , knew it ? " gambled successfully."He discovered it , andmade a traffic of his secret. " “ I am not a rogue . I am honest — in some things , ” he deClarenceErris passedhis hand acrosshis brow . clared. “ I returnedthe bouquetwhen I might have kept it . I" Youhavegivenhim money ? " promised her that I would — as soon as she sent me the money." Yes, money. I was so poor then . Shedidn't let mewait long . "" You havebeen a miser with your gold , madame. You It may be that a wholesomefear of consequenceswas theshouldhavekeptthat friend . ” mainspring of this honesty. Suchjewels in the possession of a" I havebeen a spendthriftwith my happiness ! " she cried , beggarmight havearousedsuspicion.withbitterness. Ay , a spendthrift - prodigal and beggared. “ Shesentyou themoney ? ”Lifted to such a heaven to fall like this a murderess! " “And I senther — the keepsake. ""My God ! " greatdrops of agonywereupon the man's brow , Are you satisfiedwith your work ? "'myGod, it is awful ! ”

“ Youare standing in my light , si
r
. Move from the window ,Could he havedenouncedher ? Ah , you forget how he had please . Let mesee that patch of blue sky ." A rare sight in thislovedher !

hateful hole . Thanks . Well , by that — themost of heaventhat" Tell m
e

al
l , " he said , and then found courage to hear al
l

. I may hope to se
e

— I declare to you that I am full of content.Fo
r

sh
e

told it , hiding nothing . Her anguish lent words to You see — sh
e

was the stronger of the two - sh
e

knew m
y

povpaint he
r

crime. Yet , forgetting eventhat , his heart wasturned erty , and struck m
e

there : 4 She tempted - and I was weak .to water as he listened. Leaving her , he summonedSusette. Shehas mademe hate her . Why , shewould haveaccused m
e

of" Madame'ssecret is mine now , ” he declared. “ Will you that murder . You wonder ; but I wascowardly then . ”always be silent, child , about that miserablebouquet ? " Cowardly then - shrinking from his poverty . Cowardly now" Ah , monsieur! " sobbed th
e

girl , " it ha
s

lain heavily upon treacherous and false -hearted.m
y

conscience. " ( That poor conscience! ) " And the uglyhand
When ClarenceErris left that house, he left it an aged and" Thatwas a bi

t
of malice , " interrupted monsieur . " The broken man – utterly wrecked and purposeless. When hem
an

w
asmy wife's debtor. H
e

dared not keep the jewels , so reached hi
s

home he met dishonor , publicand avowed, awaitingreturnedthemafterthat fashion . " him besidethe desertedhearth . His wife had abandonedhim ." Ah , whatvice ! Bu
t

would monsieur pardon — would he Gone . “Never to return , " shewrote . Life with him , such as

She had loved him once,

forgive— it w
as

no
t

stupidcuriosity — butwhat hadmonsieur he
rs

mustnow be , w
as

unendurable.donewith that - thing ? " but that had been a folly long sinceexpiated. Let him be wise" Th
e

band? I have buried it . Don't le
t

that torment you , and acceptevents as they came . There was Barbara SheSusette. "

might consolehim . Such wasber taunting farewell .TheNormande'ssilencewassecured — fo
r

a time , at least . But All men are not heroic in endurance. This onewas not , atth
is

workerwasuntiring . Norton Dunsdalewas ye
t

to be dealt least . His woe waspitiful , for his hurt wasmortal .with. Thatwould bean affair moment . In the meanwhile “ I loved her so ! ” he sobbed, his hot tearsdamping the writthere w
as

no apparentchange in th
e

conduct of husbandand te
n

words . “ I loved her so ! "wife. Outwardlythey were the same — and they were never And she ? Well , shewas speedingaway to Russia — not alono.

That noble Russian , Prince Rodenskoff, kept her company.O
ne

morningErris left Paris fo
r

London , upon business, hesa
id
. Thatbusinesswaswith a man who , being upon a deathbe
d

, hadsent fo
r

him . That man wasNorton Dunsdale . Fortune, aftermanygames of fast and loose , had proved herself alovingmistresswhowould notdeserthim now in this dark hour .Th
e

wretchwas in a fine chamber, with money and to spareforetaste of the future was granted .Then, madwith fear and hatred , without hope , without remorse, he turned to the husband of the woman whose secret

" Ah , yo
u

di
d

well to come to m
e

! " he cried , when he saw m
o

hi
s

visitor. “ I knewthat yo
u

wouldobey ! I might havetold Salonth
is

to th
e

world, but the world would have been skeptical . Iwantedproof. You will believe it - ah , you will . She killed EGYPTIANJEWSLERY.

17

1 ) 1

alonetogether.

hissoul in torment.

00000

C

beheld :
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21

7

me,

.

Although the shameful truth wasquickly made known, yet the He who had entered, crossed the hall and walked directly towrongedhusbandlifted neither voice nor hand against them. the parlor —and that without announcement. Barbara, when“ He is a coward !" cried one. she saw him, said not a word, but the crimson tide crept into
“ Proud and honorable, he scornsher," decidedanother. her cheeksand her great dark eyesfilled fast.

* Barbara!"And he was simply indifferent stunned by this blow, it
might be. Suchmen thereare. Heavenhelp them ! Do you know him now ? It was Colonel Thorn. Colonel
Clever Dunsdaledeadand buried. Blanche an honest wife no Thorn come back from fa

r
- of
f

lands , whither her cruelty had
banished him .longer . Erris quietly acceptinghis shame. So leave them . Come back , imperious , haughty still ; but thesamefond lover ever .

“ Barbara ! " and held wide his arms .PARTII .

Then she , saying nothing , went to him , and nestling closeN ALL this while changes had within that shelter , looked up right lovingly . That was herbeenworking at The Glen . Long reply . He had waited for it through al
l

theseyears.before the sad assurance of his “ I never knew that I loved you until — until I had lostdaughter's fall reachedhim , bad you , " she sobbed.

old Paul Helmstone gone the “ And now ? "way of his fathers before him . But that he might divine . Then followed her confession.Leaving The Glen to Blanche ? She owed him that for al
l

the pain his noble heart had borne fo
r

By no means. With unfeigned he
r

.

astonishment his piece DOW “ I was a foolish , romantic girl , " she contritely acknowledged.learned that by somelegal trick- " I madehim my hero . Oh , I have so atoned ! "ery the old man had possessed “ He has beenhere to -day , Barbara P " ' .bimself of her fortune . With “ Yes , " flushing painfully .

honorable forethought , however , Colonel Thorn understoodall now .he had secured to her this pro “ I know that sad story of his wife . I heard it abroad. Youperty with a blender income. have been in sore trouble , child . "“ The old home shall be “ So much , ” clinging to him trustingly .yours , " he bad declaredwhen he “And you forgot your promise , ' In time of trouble I will goknew hi
s

enemynigh him— " yours . You have been a child to to you . ' Forgot , Barbara ? "not Blanche. I will tell you something , dear , to -morrow . " “ You have come to me . I waited for you . I knew that myTo his unworthy stewardship he referred , certainly ; but love would fetch you . "dallying yet with time , his stealthyfoewasupon him before the “ Poor little Barbara ! 'confessioncould be made. And Barbarawas sorely perplexed Poor indeed ! A queenmight have given her crown for thatwhen oneday , soonafter , ClarenceErris stood beforeher . girl's happinessand been the gainer ." Where is Blanche ! " she cried .

Blanche ! With bitter words the husband told all ; and then , They were married - Barbara and Colonel Thorn . Upon theas thoughher speechlessmisery wasbeyond his bearing , he left wedding -daycame a gift to the bride . The letter with it saidher with the tidings he hadbrought . Back to Tarn -Erris . The but this :dear old home , the grand old place , and this its hermit master . “ It is rightfully yours , Barbara . Take it , and be very , veryBefore the summerwaswell over he sent to Barbara a package happy . CLARENCEERRIS. "of papers — foreign papers all . And they announced, in theirwonder -making way , the death of that charming American “ Aunt Nesbitt's bouquet ! " cried pleased Barbara . Then ,

whoseelopementwith th
e

rich Russian , Prince Rodenskoff , had sorrowfully , “ And Blanche , ah , Blanche ! "causedsuch a scandal. The deplorable event had beensudden Colonel Thorn , who had heard accounts of that skeletonan accident, in fact . A pleasure -boatcapsizedupon the Neva . hand - exaggeratedversions al
l , ye
t

masking , as he felt assured,Struggling creatures drifted into eternity , that sinning soul someshame — said, simply :amongthem . Thus cameretribution to Blanche Bellenden . “ Put them by , little one . We will owe nothing to the
wretched diamonds . "They were in the home -place — the quaint old room where Later , he told her what he knew , and of this be sure — Aunt

first w
e

saw them together — Barbara and Clarence. He was Nesbitt's jewels lie in regal state and solitude unbroken .speaking in a pleading , eager tone ; she , listening in a dreamy The colonel took his wife to his own home . Certain monthsway , was yet looking backward at the sleeping memories the of the year are still given to The Glen .man's words had awakened. How utterly wretched had been “ It was uncle's wish , " saysBarbara .that long ago ! Then, shewould have given life itself for what Now little children cling about them , and to them comesshe placidly put by now. Thank God that time of trial was often that quiet , quaint gentleman, ClarenceErris .gone ! Barbara, who had grown bold from sweet content , went to“ Be my wife , Barbara, " he was saying . “With you , le
t

me him and lured him from his sorrowful seclusion into the cheeryforget the past . Be pitiful , little Barbara, for I love you . " sunshine of her true sisterly love . Her happiness does notNo idle protestationthis . He loved ber , and she knew it ; wound him . No , for - like the artful little woman that she isbut sheonly answered, very sorrowfully : -she so contrives it al
l

that the poorwrecked creatureclings to“ I cannot . Not your wife , Clarence. I cannot be that . " the colonel with a touching childishness . To the soldier has he“ You never lovedme , then ! ' ' he cried , in selfishanger . confided everything , and now he sometimes says, quite art“ Ye
s

, I loved you . " She made th
e

admission humbly , and lessly :with a faint tinge tinting her pale cheeks. “Once , I lovedyou “ Shetold me that Barbara liked me once - and Barbara addearly . That was long since. I - I have grown older - wiser . mitted it , and that not long ago — it seems but yesterday. InI knowmy ownheart better now . Idare not deceivemyself . deed, I would have been a very different manhad I married he
r

,No , I do not love you . " colonel . "And therewas her unchanging answer to his entreaties, “ I And the colonel answerskindly :do not love you . " An answer he wasfain to accept. “ O
f

courseyou would . Why , I was but a wretched wandererGalloping in hot hastehome , ClarenceErris passed a horse- until my darling pitied m
e

. "man in the park . Wheeling about , he watched the new -comer Noble , loving Barbara !until the latter had dismounted and entered the house . Thengiving rein , he dashed on , muttering through his shut teeth :" There is the secret of her fickle heart ! "

We shall seewhether he was right , EviL - In whatevershapeevil comes, w
e

ar
e

apt to exclaim,with Macbeth , " Takeany shapebut that ! "

. .
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MRS. SCHUYLER COLFAX . THE MONK .
I sT within my convent-cell,Wehavegreatpleasurein presentingour readerswith a por
And wait to hear the matin-bell;

traitof thewife of our Vice-President~a lady who is equally
My gratedwindow, straightand high,celebratedasa personof finetasteaswell as for her personalat
Showsme the stars that gem the skytractions.
Showsme the tops of moonlit trees,Ourportraitis froma photographtaken a short time before Waving in the passingbreeze.he

r

marriage, and is pronounced by herself and friends to be an

excellentlikeness. I rise , and to the window go ;Mrs.Colfax is theniece of SenatorWade . She is about thirty Our convent-gardenlies below,With narrowwalk , and terracewide ,

years of age, of mediumsize, good figure , dark hair , brown
And shrubsand ilow'rs in bloomingpride,eyes, andhas a pleasingface, indicating goodnessand intelli
And marblefounts, whosewatersbright

gence. All whoknow her speak of her amiability and quiet
Glitter in the pale moonlight.goodsense, as qualifying her admirably to preside at the houseof theVice-Presidentelect. Pacing down the terracewide ,I watch two shadowyfiguresglide,Pacing up the narrow walk ,ORIENTAL PILLOWS . Pausing, as in earnesttalk ,Clinging oft in close embrace,Heart to heart and face to face.It would be difficultfor any personwho has any idea of comfort, sayingnothing of those accustomed to the luxurious He , by robesand cross I learn ,Vow'd brother of an order stern ;

feathercushions, which are generally found in every wellarrangedhousehold, to realisethe utility of the wooden props She, by sablevail and hood,

One of a saintly sisterhood;whichappear on page113 as Oriental pillows . Yet they were I , a monk, in lonely cell ,in commonuseamongthe highest ranks of Eastern life , and Wait to hear the matin bell .wereoftenmostelegantlycarved. Sometimesthey were inlaidwithgold, silver, or ivory . Every night theseghostlyshades
Haunt our garden-pathsand glades

(Well I know , no living pair ,A DEATH'S -HEAD WATCH . Thoughboth so young, and she so fair ) ,While I am watchingfrom aboveThemostcelebrateddeath's -head watch , once belonging to This , all that I mayknow of love .Mary, Queen of Scots, was that which the royal lady gave to Then, as dawnsthe comingday,MarySeaton, hermaid of honor , and which afterwardcameinto They start — theypart — andpass away.th
e

possessionof Sir ThomasDick Lauder . 0 , how fond that last embraceIt is of silvergilt . The forehead of the skull bearsthe sym Heart to heart, and face to face ;bo
ls

of death, the scytheand the hour.glass placed between a But I , a monk, in lonely cell ,Mustwait to hear the matin bell .
palaceand a cottage, to showthe impartiality of the grim destroyer; at theback of the skull is Time destroyingall things ,and at thretop of theheadarescenes of the Garden of Eden andth

e

Crucifixion. THE FATAL NIGHT .

Thewatch is opened by reversingthe skull , placingthe upperpa
rt

of it in th
e

hollow of the hand , and lifting the jaw by abinge; thispartbeingenriched by engraved representations of

ERCY GLENCORE wasthe youngestth
e

HolyFamily, angels, and shepherdswith their flocks .

son of Sir Herbert Glencore, of Chil
Theworks of thewatchform the brains of the skull , and are ders Park .withina silverenvelope, which acts as a musically toned bell ; The family was an ancient one . Childers Park had de
while th

e

dial -plate serves as the palate . This very curious
scendedfrom father to son through

work of ar
t
, whichwas made at Blois , is too large to be carriedis a pocketwatch, and was probably intended to stand on a many generations. The family esprie-dieu. tateswereintact , and betterstill , no spot or tainthad ever sullied a name held in honor and esteem.SLEEP. —Manychildren, instead of being plump and fresh as a Si

r

Herbert Glencore had many sons ; to thepeach, ar
e

as witheredandwrinkled as last year's apples, be eldest, by right of entail , descended the titlecausethey do not sleepenough. Some physicians think that and estates ; for the others , with the exceptionth
e

bonesgrowonlyduring sleep. This I cannotsaycertainly ; of Percy , commissionswere found in the army andbu
t

I do knowthatthoselittle folks who si
t up late nights are navy . An old bachelor friend having been chosen forunusuallynervous, weak , small , and sickly . The reason why his godfather, at his death left a fortune sufficient toyo

u
, m
y

dearchildren, need more sleep than your parents, is allow Percy to follow his tastesand live as he pleased.you have to grow , and they do not . They can use up During the early years of manhoodPercy had but oneth
e

fo
od

th
ey

ea
t

in thinking , talking ,and working ,while thought -- that w
as

study ; nothing el
se

pleased or interested

sl
ee
p

a gr
ea
t

de
al ; if yo
u

do no
t , yo
u

w
illinactivity consumeSociety ha
d

fe
w

attractions fo
r

hi
m ; bu
t

al
l at once ,withoutyo
u

ea
t , an
d

havedone, or no
t

enough , to growwith .Very heed or warning ,Percyfell , slain by th
e

bright eyes of Holenfe
w

smartchildrenexcel , oreven equal ,otherpeople when they Adair . It w
as

th
e

on
e

love of hi
s

lifetime , all th
e

poetry an
d

bo
di
es

, ar
e

ke
pt

to
o

bu
sy ; so th
ey

cannot sleep , ro
st , an
d

grow Li
fe

ha
d
a differentcharm ;thewhole world to hi
m

w
as

fairerstrong in body an
d

brain . N
ow ,when your mother sa
ys

and brighterthan he ha
d

ever known itbefore .

the ho to be
d , " do no
t

annoy he
r

by bagging to si
t

up in India ; he
r

fa
ir

youngmother followed hi
m to th
e

grave beel
eg

a lit
tle

longer, " bu
t

hurry of
f to yo
ur

chamber , remem. | fo
re

Hielen w
as

ol
d enough to know or to fe
el

th
e

extent of he
r

be
rin
g

th
at
yo
u

ha
ve

a gr
ea
t

de
al

ofsleeping an
d

gr
ob
er

in th
e

no lo
se .Hihe vonely lit
tle

ch
ild

w
as

brought to England by strantomake yo
u

a healthy, happy ,useful man or woman . gers , and found a home with one of Colonel Adair's relatives.
CHAPTERI

because

)
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one

mar

now. I want you
was

It would be long to tell of her sad childhood and still sadder So they were married ; and, as Helen expressedit, al
l

the
girlhood . poetry came true . Nothing was wanting . The little cottage
Friendless and alone , none to take any interest in her , none among the hills was found perfect ; moreover, it was Percy's

to love or care fo
r

her , it seemed to poor Helen as though the own , which added to the charm . They went there immediately
goldengates of heavenwereopen when she won the strong and after the wedding , and took with them one large box of books.

true love of Percy Glencore. Ah me , the change that came They thought little enough of other things . Two servantswere
upon that fair young face, the glad bright look of those earnest already there , husband andwife . The one attended to the house
eyes ! Only those who have been alone in the world can tell and waited upon her lady , the other managed to attendupon
what it is to find a home in a heart such as she bad won . his masterand to take charge of his master's horse . Percy had
While visiting an old and dear friend , Peroybecameacquaint- sent his favorite , “ Mad Charlie , " before he came himself .

ed with Helen , and so learned to love her . There was no one to Holen was too timid to ride , so that Percy was obliged to take
opposetheir marriage. H

e

had an incomelarge enough to en
-

hi
s gallops alone , and they were, in consequence, of rare

able him to dispensewith fortune in a wife ; and the friends occurrence
with whom Helen The first three
resided were only months agreedupon
too glad to free had passed, thesum
themselves from a mer was fast wan
charge they had ing , and still they
long considered a did not care to leave
burden. their quiet retreat .

“ There is only “ I should like to

thing , " said spend our autumn
Percy , a few weeks here among the
before their hills , " said Helen
riage , “ that I am to her husband ; and
anxious for now , he , nothing loath ,and that is , to complied.

avoid one of those Onemorningcame
dreadfulhoneymoon a petition from the
trips . I should like servants. A friend

to take you to the of theirs , residing in

Continent , but not a small town a few
miles distant from

(selfishly, perhaps ) the house,

all to myself . I about to be married,

want to learn how and asked them to

to makemy darling the wedding -party
wife happy , and to given on the occateach her how to sion . They wereloveme . If you do both unwilling at

not object, I should first to ask for the
prefer going to a lit holiday , but on the
tle cottage I know morning of the dayamong the hills and they heard so glowwolds of Yorkshire . ing an account of

Should you like the coming festithat ? "

vities , that human" All placeswould nature was no longbe alike to
er proof againstthePercy , if I

with you , " replied temptation . They
solicited from theirthe happy girl .

" Then it shall be
desired favor , say.said Percy ;

"and when you are
ing it would be but

tired of being quiet , for one night , and

Nellie , - you shall they would return
attake your place in an early hour

the world as a great the following morn
lady ; but w

e

will ing . Helen , happy

often go to see the herself , and wish .MRS. SCHUYLERCOLFAX. - PAGE111.

first home we have ing every one else

to feel the same,ever sharedtogether - ourhome, Nellie -yours andmine . "As Helen Adair watchedthe twilight deepen, after Percy had
promised to ask permission from Mr. Glencore .

left he
r

, sh
e

wonderedwhether in the wideworld there w
as

one make th
e

desired request . ' A kindly smile played upon he
rPercy was writing in the library when Helen joined him to

so happy as herself . It was so new , so beautiful to be loved , to beautiful face as she turned to her husband and said , “Do notbe th
e

one chosen by a brave manfor his wife ;for thefirst refusethem ,Percy ; itwill be such a disappointment if you dotime in her lonely life to have her wishes consulted, nay , even not let them go .her slightest word obeyed as a command, to hear herself calledby those loving words - sh
e , who hadnever known another being m
y

own valet , ” he replied . " " Icould no
t

, however , allow

“My dear Helen , to please you , I have consented to play at

name than " Miss Adair ” _sne who ha
d

shed such bitter tears , you to undertake th
e

part of housemaid ,even fo
r

on
e

hour . " .when other children had spoken of their mothers and their
homes . Now sh

e

had al
l ; an
d

tears of unalloyed happiness fe
ll

seven in th
e

evening , an
d

return early in th
e

morning . You

" Thatwill no
t

be necessary, ” said Helen , " if they go about
from he
r

eyes as sh
e

thanked Him who ha
d

given he
r

this great know , Percy , you cannot look stern an
d

decided ; so give ingracefully , and say it may be so . "

F

me ,

were

young mistress the

1 )
80 , "

gift . La
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me ,

delionem
miseriam

113

to me that as plainly as I now hear myself speaking to you , Iheardmy own voicesobbingabovethe wailing of the wind . ”“ Why , Nellie , you arenervous , " said Percy . • Here , let ushave the lamps , and I will read to you . What shall it be ? "So this dark night , and this wailing wind , wereshut out , thecrimson curtains were drawn , the golden firelight lit up theroom , and the lampsshonebrightly .Percy read on , and Helen listened , charmed as much by themusic of his voice as by the words he uttered. She claspedthehand that caressedher geiden head, and forgot her dark fanciesin the happiness of the hour .

All at once the voice ceased. Thinking her husband wastired , Helen held more tightly the hand she had clasped in herown , waiting , in dreamysilencefor him to resume.Make the most , poor wife , of thosefew fleetingmoments, thelast you will ever know of happiness. Listen well to the echoof that voiceyou love so dearly . It will make no moremusicfor you . Clasp that caressinghand - it holds yours for the last
ORIENTALPILLOWS. - PAGE111.

time ." I yield, Helen, " said he ; " le
t
it be as you wish . If you “ You are tired , Percy . Shall I read to you now ? " saidHelen .repent, however, do not blameme. '

Ah , could he haveknown how , in long years to come, those There was no answer, and Helen turned quickly to see thefe
w

lightwordswould ring in the ears of that loving wife ; how , cause. Ah the sight that met those loving eyes. Hersleeping or wakirg , they would haunt her !-could she have husband'sfacewaswhite and still , his eyeswereclosed.guessedtheresult of her pleading, she would have laid down Stupefiedwith surprise and grief , shecalled him , and tried tohe
r

lif
e

ratherthanhavewon from him the permission she so arousebim , but all in vain . She cried aloud in her agony ;perseveringlysought. therewasnone near to help or aid her . She laid his headbackTherewas no time to procureany substitutes, and Helen saw upon the cushion of the chair and flew to the door .bothservantsdepartwithout any feeling of mistrust or appre “ He has swooned, ” she thought . “Oh , if I could get ashension. Shewent to the drawing -room, where Percy sat read- sistance ! "in
g

, and, going to the window , stood watching the sunset over She openedthe door . Themoon shonebrightly in the darkthehills .

blue sky , the wind moaned fitfully among the pine trees, and“ It is a curioussensation, Percy , to feelourselvesquite alone , " Helen's heart almost stoodstill with fear as she heard it .sh
e

said, after a pause. “Only think that there is no humanbeingnear us . All night we shall not hear the sound of another
CHAPTER II .voice. D

o younot feel rather sad ? "

" I cannot sa
y

I do , little wife , " replied Percy , smiling ; TURNwe now to another scene. No one had ever known"and I think it strangefor such a lover of solitude as you are Randal Vaughan without loving him . He wasspoilt from theto complain of it . " time he lay in the cradleuntil he reachedthe years of manhood.Helen made no reply . She was gazing intently upon th
e

Nature had showereduponhim her most preciousgifts . Singucloudsthatseemed to coverthe hill -tops. The gorgeous colors larly handsome, talented, blessedwith an unvarying , cheerfulthat, half an hoursince, had thrown a goldenradianceover al
l

humor , and generous to a fault , he was idolized by women, andnature, weredyingaway, fading into dim , mysterioustwilight . sought after by men. He was the only son of his widowedA fe
w

sunbeamslingered, as though loath to leavethe fair world mother , Lady Vaughan . On attaining his twenty -first yearto darknessand repose: slowly and softly they seemed to lose he took possession of th
e

estatewhich that samegoodmo Berthemselvesin thegrayeveninglight . had so carefully guardedfor him .Th
e

windarose, and made melancholy music among the pine Young , rich , and handsome, the world smiled upon Ra.ca ,trees. Helenlistened to its moaning until th
e

fancy grewstrong and he in hi
s

turned loved th
e

world . H
e

was considered th : cupon he
r , that sh
e

heard a human voice , sobbingand wailing in besthuntsmanand crackshot of th
e

county ; at the sametime ,di
re

anguish. She shivered, and leaving the window , drew a no ball or pic - ni
c

wascompletewithout him . His bo
n

-motswerelittlestoolnearthe fire , and sat
down at Percy'sfeet. The firelightplayeduponher sweetfaceandgoldenhair ; and her husbandthought, as he gazeduponth

e

beautifulpicturebeforehim ," I mayalsoclaiman angel inth
e

house. "

“ Helen, ” he said , smiling thewhile, "you ar
e

more seriousthanI haveeverknown you before. What is it ?? '

Hersweet, earnesteyes wereraised to hi
s , their loving radiancehalfshadowed.

" I havehad such a curiousthought, dear Percy , ” she replied, “and it distressed me .I havebeen dreaming like achild, I believe. "

" Te
ll

m
e

the thought , Nellie , " said he , " and I will lay

16

7

th
e

ghost. "

" Iwaslistening to thewind , "continuedHelen, " and it seemed WATCH O
F

MARY, QUEEN O
F

SCOTS. - PAGE111.
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quoted, his opinions consulted. He seemedto bring sunshine “Why do you ask me Randal ?" she said.
“ Becauseif you have, I will begin a new lif

e , " he replied .

with him , go where he would .

A gentleman himself , and the son of a gentleman, Randal “ I am bewildered when I think of the shameful past . If anyVaughangloried in his untarnishedhonor . No meanactionwas human beingwould trust me , or put faith in me , it would spurevertraced to him ; no lie ever sullied his lips . He was sans me on to labor and redeemthe past . "

He drew Lady Vaughan to a seat, and kneeling beforeher ,peur et sansreproche, until ( ah , that the word must be written ! )

until four yearsafter he had attainedhis majority , when he was claspedher hands in his .

introduced to Captain Hargraves, whowasvisiting in the neigh “ Listen , mother ; I have a plan , " he continued ; "and ifborhood, and who never resteduntil he had initiated Randal in you approve, I will execute it . I am without moncy ; andall the follies and vicesof the age. through my own fault , without friends . I am hourly in dangerWho can picture the fall of a naturally noble man ! who can of imprisonment for my debts . There is only one way in whichtell how slowly but surely al
l

is lost ? Randal Vaughan never I can evadethis . I will go abroad, and work as man never di
d

dreamed, when he made his first bet with Captain Hargraves , before. I will pay all I owe , and then I will work for you , mythat his ruin had begun. In vain did Lady Vaughan , true to her own dearmother - you who have given up everything for me.woman's instincts , warn her son against his new -found friend . Say , have you faith in me ? "CaptainHargravesinvited Randal to accompanyhim to London Lady Vaughan laid her hand lovingly upon the bandsomeon a visit , and he went , resisting , for the first time , the en- headbent in such lowly subjection .treatiesand prayers of the mother who had loved him so well . “ I trust you , Randal , once again , " she replied , “ with fullIt would take long to relate how Randal fell ; how , once and perfect love , with entire and perfect faith . The past is deadplunged into the vortex of folly and dissipation , even his virtues to us from this moment . "seemed to becomefailings . His generosity degeneratedinto “ I am resolved, " continued Randal , “ to go to India . Irecklessprodigality ; and his easy, happy temper renderedhim think I can see a fair chance there . My old schoolfellow,a prey to the snares and plans of his associates. They minis . Ralph Thornton , holds a very high and influential position , andtered to his vanity , and complimented him upon becoming a he would , I know , give me a helping hand . ”thorough man of the world : From one folly he passed to " But the means, Randal , " said his mother . ** We havenoanotherwithout heed or thought . Soon his nights were passed thing left now but my income , and —in gambling , and his days in drinking , to drown remorse. Stay , mother darling ; you shall do no more for me , " heSix months had passed, and Lady Vaughan , wearied of writ- interrupted . “ I have brought you low enough in the world .ing lettersthat were never answered, determined to go to Lon- I havesinned , let me suffer . Not another penny will I allowdon in search of her unhappy son . How and where she found you to pay for me - no , not even to redeemme from prison . ”him , that heart -broken mother never told . She rescuedhim , “But how shall you manage, Randal ? " she asked. " Younursedhim through a long illness , and when he recovered, gave cannot travel without money . "her whole time and attention to his worldly affairs . To meet " I read an advertisementlately which has given me the idea , "his debts and losses at play , the estate, so well guarded, was he replied . “ I can work my passage to India . I ought to paysold ; and even that was found insufficient . What he called dearly for my follies , and I must do so .his debts of honor were first discharged, and they amounted to “And your creditors , my dearboy , " said his mother , “ whatmany thousandpounds. There were gambling debts , too , that of them ? "would haveruined a far richer man than Randal . " It shall never be said , mother , that a Vaughan fled like aLady Vaughan sold her jewels , she gave up her income , re - coward , ” he replied . “ I will write to them ,and tell them thatserving only sufficientfor her own maintenance ; and yet Ran- if they will give me time , I will pay to the last farthing . Theydal wasnot free from debt . While living in London , pursuing will not refuseme . 'his recklesscareer, he had bought and borrowedwith a liberal “ I do not like to lose you , my so
n , " said Lady Vaughan .hand ; and payment was not so easy. Angry letters began to “When I return , you shall not blush for me , " said Randal ,come in from the London tradesmen, to whom he was deeply earnestly. "As far . as a name can be redeemed, I will try toindebted. Thesewere sad days fo

r

Lady Vaughan . Such dis- ennoble mine . I have but a few days. The vessel sails ongracehad never before blotted their fair name . It was a uew Tuesday . I wrote for the situation I saw advertised, and retrial , and onethat had its own peculiar shameand bitterness.ceived a favorable reply to -day . Kiss me , mother darling , andHarder than al
l

th
e

restwas th
e

thought that this devastation bless m
e
; say you forgive me al
l

the wrong I have doneyou . "and ruin had been brought about by the boy whosechildhood The mother's head bowed in unutterable love over the bravehad promisedhigher and better things . and noble face lifted to hers .When Randal awoke from his wild dream of sin and pleasure , Three days afterward , Randal enteredLady Vaughan's room,he wasalmostmad with shame and remorse. He would have with several letters in his hand .given his life for the mother who had savedhim , and he deter “ See, mother ! ” he said , “ I have received a reply from eachmined so to live as to redeem th
e

past , and to make fo
r

himself of th
e

tradespeople to whom I wrote . They al
l

kindly accedea nameand fame among the great and good . But how could to my proposal , saveand except one .he do this , when everypost brought a threatening letter , and “ Who is that ? " inquired Lady Vaughan .angry men clamored for their money ? It was weary work . “ You have never heard his name , said Randal . " I borThe broad lands and statelymansion that had once been hi
s

rowed a hundred pounds from him one day . I receivedforty inweregone ; the jewels , that fo
r

many generationshad beenthe bad cigars , and the rest in money . He says if I attempt to leavepride of th
e

ladies ofhis race, were gone ; hi
s

mother's income th
e

countrywithout paying hi
m , it will be useless, fo
r

he will
was wrenchedwith the rest , save a small pittance , upon which have his money . "shecould barely subsist. All for what ? Randal's heart achedwith unutterableanguish as he reflectedupon the fearful price

“ What shall you do , Randal ? " she asked .

he had paid for one short year of prodigality . He had lost more

“ I can do nothing , mother , " he replied . “ I shall payhimon on
e

horse - ra
ce

than would haveredeemed th
e

greaterpart of should be th
e

last to complain . I shall go to -morrow , and do

as soon as I have earned the money . O
f

all my creditors, behis estate. How then could he satisfy thosewho asked so rudely the best I can . "for what was their own ?

“ I must work , " thought Randal , “ and then in time I can Randal was not , however , prepared fo
r

the rapidity withwhich Mr. Jacobson , his angry creditor , prepared to put hi
s

threats into execution. A writ taken out against" Mother , " said he , oneday , as Lady Vaughan wasbasied in hi
m ; and M
r.

Jacobson , accompanied by a sherif's officer,the arrangement of th
e

lodgings to which she had beenobliged camedown to Salton , where Lady Vaughan and Randal were

to remove, “ haveyou any faith left in me ? Canyou evertrust residing .in me , or believe in me again ? "

Al
l

a mother's hopeful love shone in Lady Vaughan's dark | danger . This man ,who had been fo
r

many yearsbutler toRan

One of the old family servants came to warn Randal of hi
s

eyes as she looked at him .

dal's father , had invested hi
s

savings in the purchase of th
e

pay all . "

was
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"WellingtonArms, ” where he di
d

a goodtrade . HereMr. at hi
s

call , Randal hastily enteredthe in
n , and desired to speakJacobson, an
d

th
e

officerwho accompanied bi
m , took up their to the landlord , intending to ask him where he should find aquartersas soon as theyarrived at Salton . The landlord over- doctor . He wasdirected to the parlor , whencecame à glow ofheard, accidentally, one or two words , which told hi

m

their er
-

cheerfullight , and th
e

sound of raised voices. Randal halfrand. Knowingthe career of his late master's son , the good openedthe door . He heard the words :mau di
d

not hesitate to give him immediate warning of his “ I have tracedhim to this road , but I don't know where hecomingdanger. Then, and perhaps for the first time , Randal is going . H
e

left home to -day , and w
e

havebeen in hot pursuitrealized hi
s

trueposition - he stoodface to facewith the shame of him ever since . "andperilthat he haddrawnupon his own head . He had said Randal turned to look at the speaker, and encounteredthethat noVaughanshould ever fly like a coward, but it had come angry face and flashing eyes of Mr. Jacobson . For & momentto that. H
e

knew it wasuseless to ask fo
r

mercy . There lay he wasparalyzed ; then hi
s

pursuerrosehastily . Randalmadebeforehimtwoalternatives. - flight or prison . but oneboundfrom the doorwhere he stood to “ Mad Charlie , "Hismotherwassparedthis last pang. Randal only told her who wasenjoying his corn . Flinging somemoney to the hostler ,that hewasobliged to start soonerthan he had expected, and he mounted quickly , and before his pursuer bad reachedthethat hi
s

onesolitaryboxmust be sentafter him . door of the inn , he had disappeared.It was a hurried parting betweenthe mother and her only There was no thought of the poor womán, nor her dire need ;Bo
n

. Randalkissedher pale , sweetfacewith a passionatesor- no thought of the errandentrusted to him . One ideaaloneheldrow, pitiful to se
e

. He never gazedupon it more . Earth and possession of him , and thatwasflight . Public shameand disits troublesweresoonendedfor Lady Vaughan . Then out he gracewere pursuing him in the form of that angry manwhowentfrom hi
s

home - from the only one who lovedhim - despite had resolved to hunt him down ; and imprisonmentand ruin , orhi
s

sinsand thegreviouswrong he had done her . He deter flight and safety, lay beforehim , and he spurredhis horse on atmined to walkunderthe shadow of night to the seaport -town its utmost speed.whence hi
s

vesselsailed ; it was but twenty miles distant from “No Vaughan , " said he , “ shall ever darken the door of &Salton, andthegreaterpart of the way lay over the hills . It prison . If I cannotescapehim , he shall not takeme alive . "waswith a newsense of shame he began his journey . On be On he went , “ Mad Charlie " galloping at full speed, on pastwent, littleheedingthe night air . H
e

walked rapidly , and was the quiet fields wherecattle la
y

sleeping, through the little vil800nawayfrom the town , out in the opencountry . He went lageswherethe lightsglimmered in thewindows , and the peaceby thenearestwayover the hills . And the night grew dark ; fu
l

inbabitants ran in wonderand alarm to seewho it was thaton
e

by onethe starsbegan to glimmer , while the night wind went at so fearful a rate through their quiet streets — past thesighedaround hi
m

. He thought once it would be well for him roadsidehouses, al
l

closed fo
r

the night .if he could lie downthere on the heatheramongst the hills and Little heed did Randal take of the pure stars shining downdie.

upon him , with their pale , holy light ; little heed of the nightSuddenlyuponthe night ai
r

there arose a wild , startled cr
y

. wind whispering of beautiful thoughts . Flight and safetyThenthedeadsilence reignedagain . Randal forgot in a mo- | alonewere in his mind . For some long distance he did notment hi
s

owntroubles, and rushed forward . Again camethe even remember whose brave steed it was that bore him socr
y

fo
r

help. Following the direction of the sound, he bastened quickly from his enemy. H
e only rememberedthat if he weredown th
e

stragglingpath of the hill , and there , in the valley caught he must sufferthe shame of a prison , that hi
s

life wouldbefore hi
m , was a sight Randal Vaughan never forgot . The then be ruined , and his mother's heart broken . He only retimecamewhen he prayed to die or forget that night ; but in memberedhimself , andforgot thewomanwho had trustedhim .light or in darkness, in sunlight or in shade, at al

l

hours and at Faster and faster he rode. “ Mad Charlie " might haveknownal
l

seasons, thatpicturewasbeforehim . all that depended on his speed, for his hoofs seemedhardly toAt th
e

foot of thehill stood a white cottage, half hidden by touch the ground , and he was covered with foam . Randalfir trees, and at thedoorstood a woman , wringing her hands , urgedhim on , fearing that eventhe strength of so noble an anan
d

calling fo
r

help. The moonlight fell upon her beautiful imal could not long sustain so terrific a speed.face, whiteand stricken with anguish . Randal hastened to All at once, and like a blow in the face, the thought smotewardher, as shecriedout to him : him that he had betrayed a trust — he , a gentleman, and the son"God hassentyou to help me : quick , or my husbandwill of a gentleman, he whohad oncebeen sanspeur et sansreproche,had filedlike a cowardwhenperhaps a human life had dependedRapidlyshetold him her story : she was there alone , with on him . Worse still , he bad fledwith a horse that wasnot hishe
r

husband; he wasseizedwith a deadlyswoon , and no human own ; and Randal , who , though recklessandprodigal , wasstillai
d

w
as

near. Shehad rushed to th
e

door , calling upon heaven an honestman , with the impulse and principles of one , foundto help he
r

. Randaloffered to go in and assisther husband. himself in this terrible position . And yet he said :" N
o , " she said ; “ mount the horse , ride quickly to the “ What could I have done ? If I had waited , Mr. Jacobsonbearesttown, and return at once with a doctor ; spare no ex - would have thought al

l I said a pretence. The chanceswouldpense, no trouble. "

have beenthat I could not have sent a doctor or returned theWhilespeaking, she led him to the stable , and in a few min- horse . "at
es

Randalwasready to start . H
e

turned round once, as be But the still , small voice , that can never be silenced, criedgallopedaway ; and as sh
e

looked then , he saw her until th
e

out to him in th
e

quiet of th
e

night that he had done wrong ,and had fled like a coward.

“As soon as I reachtheend of my jonrney , " thought Randal ,“ I will place the horse in the hands of somehonorableman ,CHAPTERIII .

who will return it , and then I shall not have done so muchRANDALrodequickly . The town to which Helen Glencore harm . ”ha
d

directed hi
m , th
e

nearest to the cottage, was about five A pain keener than all dread pierced his heart as he thoughtmilesdistant, an
d

w
as
on th
e

directroad to th
e

seaportwhencethat perhaps a lif
e

might be lost through hi
sflight . Man as heheintendedto sa
il . H
e urged hi
s

horse on to its utmostspeed . w
as , he dared no
t

think ofthepoorwife le
ft
al
l

alonewith theA lif
e , perhaps, dependedupon hi
m . Th
e

beautiful fa
ce

hehad sick husband , without help or ai
d ; and ye
t

, tr
y

as he would ,be
n

quiveringwith sorrow , seemedcontinually to fli
t

before that thought wasuppermost.hi
m . So he rode on , through the clear , cold night , until he Faster and still faster he urged his foamingsteed, until at lastsa

w
th
e

lights of th
e

town in th
e

distance . Once or twice he he heard the roaring of th
e

distant ocean, and then he knewhi
d

fancied he heard th
e

sharp rin
g
of a horse'sgallop behind that he w
as

sa
fe

an
d

hi
s

journey ended . Bu
t , al
as ! th
e

gallant

bu
t

could distinguishnothing plainly . H
e

reachedBridgeport down as he w
as

about to enter th
e

town — fa
ll , an
d

la
y

helpless.insafety, an
d

dismounted at th
e

door of th
e

first inn he sa
w . Fatigue an
d

exhaustion ha
d

done theircruel work ,and " MadThrowing th
e

reins to th
e

hostler , whocamesmiling an
d

bowing | Charlie ” la
y

dead when hi
s

work w
as

done .

die. "

hour of hisdeath.
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CHAPTERIV.

Randal darednot stay, or hewould fain have seenthe remains introduced to a widow lady, Mrs. Glencore. What was there in
of the braveanimal carried from the road-side. But time was that pale, lovely face that could fascinatehim so?

andpressing: once in the town, he was safe. He hurried on, The lady was wealthy ; she had lost her husband whenvery
reachedthe vesselin safety. young, and had remained faithful to his memory. Mrs. Glen
Mr. Jacobson, in hi

s hurry and anxiety to overtake Randal , core refusedone suitor after another until few had the courage

went exactly the opposite road, and , as a matter of course, to address her . This was told to Randal , and only increased
missed him altogether. But for Randal , an anxious life had his desire to win her , if possible. From the first moment he

begun. H
e

reachedIndia in safety ; hi
s

friend receivedhim in beheld her he loved her passionately. Yet his heart failed him
the kindest manner, and placedhim in a fair position to make a as he gazed on that pure , calm face, or met the clear gaze of her
fortune . earnesteyes. Sometimesthe impulse was strong upon him to

As soon as Randal had savedmoney , he sent to England to an fall at her feet , and tell her his fault and its consequence.

old friend , and beggedhim to go down to Yorkshire to explain It could hardly be that a love such as Randal Vaughan'scould

to the inhabitants of th
e

cottage hi
s

almost involuntary fault , fail in winning its object . After months of unwearieddevotion
and to pay themhandsomely fo

r

th
e

horse, the death of which on hi
s part , Mrs. Glencore began to show a preference fo
r

hi
s

had purchasedhis safety. This requestwascomplied with , but society , and a deference to his opinions , which enchantedhim .

to Randal's greatgrief he received a reply to hi
s

letter , telling One day — daring al
l

— he told hi
s

love ; the heart must bave
him that hi

s

friendhad been to the cottage, but found it closed beenhard that could have resistedhim .

and empty ; and that , though he bad usedeverypossibleeffort , "All I have to give you , " said Mrs. Glencore , “is but little :

he hadnot beenable to obtain the slightest trace of thosewho the one strong love of my heart is in my husband's grave. I

had oncelived there. All that he could ascertain was , that a have a calm , quiet affection for you ; it will make my small
gentlemanhad died there suddenly on such a date , and his wife share of happinessgreater if I can increaseyours . "

had immediatelyquitted the place. He could not evendiscover “ I will devotemy life , " said Randal , “ to making you love
the name .

And now a life of miserybegan for Randal ; in vain fortune “My history , " continued the lady , “ is a sad one. I havo
smiled upon and showeredher richest gifts at his feet . He was wealth and position , but I have known little of happiness. I

haunted by the idea that his failing in sending the doctor had passed a miserableand lonely childhood . I was left an orphan
cost the poor gentleman his life . In vain he tried to console while still an infant ; no one ever loved or caredformeuntil I

himself by thinking that his fault had beenalmost involuntary met my husband , and then I cannot bear to speak of it , "

on hi
s part . There was the plain and terrible fact — th
e

life he she resumed, quickly , while her face grew pale and her lips
had beenasked to do hi

s

utmost to preservewaslost . The wife , quivered . “ I loved him , and I lost him . My life hassince
who had so trustingly relied upon him , was a widow . All the been a blank . That is fifteen years ago . "

wealth that flowed into his cofferswould Randal have given a “ Have youhad no friends of your own or your husband's to

thousandtimes over to undo the cruel deed of that most fatal console you ! ” said Randal .

night . “ None of my own , " replied the lady , sadly , "and my hus
band's friends are great people. They forced me to take the
whole of his property , but they caredlittle to seeme . "

“ Why , not ? " askedRandal , with somesurprise .

IFTEEN years passed away . “ Theyblamed m
e
, I think , ” replied Mrs. Glencore, " fo
r

Lady Vaughan died happy . She some circumstancesattending his death . Do not speak of it ;

never heard of th
e

peril that had do not mention th
e

past to m
e
, " she said , placing he
r

hand
threatened her son . She only upon her heart as though to still the pain .

knew that he sailed on the day Randal did not mention it again ; he grew to love her so

appointed ; that he had honor- much , that he wished her every thought to belong to himself.

ably paid his creditors, and in His whole life was one act of devotion to her . He forgot his
far distant India had made for own sorrow , he forgot everything , while gazing upon that pale,

himself a name and a fortune . beautiful face, that was the whole world to him . There was
His letters breathed only love something at times in the tone of her voice that seemedfamiliar
for her . He seemedindifferent to him ; and one day , when she clasped her hands in pity at a

to the wealth and honors he story he was relating , something in the action causedhim to

daily accumulated. It was well reel as though he had beenstruck with a suddenblow .

for her that she died without At length they were married , and Randal lived only in his
seeing again her idolized son . love . He tried to banish the pastfrom his thoughts . His heart
No mother could have looked was so full of his new -born happiness, that he had no roomupon the face of a child , altered as his had for sorrow ; and then his joy was crowned by the birth of agrown , without knowing that some secret son and heir .

miserywaseating away his life . To Randal , the world now seemedchanged ; he becameonce
Some years after his mother's death , more light -hearted and gay . He tried to thank God for his

Randal Vaughan returned to England , a mercies . H
e

was known fa
r

and wide fo
r

hi
s

generosity andrich man . H
e

tried hard then to enjoy great charities . N
o

one ever asked him fo
r

help in vain .himself . He bought a town - house and a One beautiful summer morning Randal was playing on thecountry -mansion ; he fitted them with every grasswith his boy ; Helen , hi
s

wife , sat in the pretty little parluxury . H
e

had splendid carriages, and lo
r

which opened on to the lawn ; the golden sunlight and the
retinues of servants : but he would gladly fragrance of the flowers filled the room . Helen looked smiling
have given al

l , and hi
s

life with them, fo
r

and glad , as though rejoicing in th
e

brightness and perfume ofpower to undo that night's cruel deed. that radiant summer day . The child was flushed with play ,

Settled once more in England , Randal began to think what and Helen called his father to bring bim in to rest .use he should make of the wreck of his life . He renewedsome “ What are you doing , little wife ? " asked Randal , as beold friendships , but the world had lost its charm. laid the little fellow at his mother's feet .All at once there came to Randal Vaughan , as there comes to “ I am painting ; do you not see ? ” said Helen . " This rose
everyman once in life - love . During his brilliant youth he will be a great success. I have been looking over al

l my drawhad admired many , but loved none. After the fatal event | ings this morning . "which had darkened his manhood, he shunned al
l

society ; he “ I should like to seethem so much , " said Randal . Are theynever cared to look at a woman's face, lest he should seemore here in this large folio ? ”vividly the one that hauntedhim . “ Yes , ” she replied ; “ let baby seethem too if he cries . "At a dinner party given by a fashionablefriend , Randal was Randal drew an easy -chair near the window , and began hi
s

11
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Inspection. Theywere pretty drawings, showing perhaps nogreatamountof talent, butstill abovethe average. There were FALSE AND DEAD .sketchesof flowersand fruits, landscapesand figures.
Onelittle picturehad nearly escapedRandal ; it la

y

under I HAVEbeenthroughthe cabinet,neath a largerone, and he drew it carelesslynear him . His And , searching, I foundthere,facegrewlivid as he gazed ; it was the scenethat had so long Apart from other relics set ,bauntedhim — thewhite cottage at the foot of the hill , half A lock of chestnuthair .hidden b
y

fir -trees. H
e gazed, fascinatedwith a fearful charm ; A letterwith a crimsonseal ,A letter with a black ;bi

s
lip
s

movedonce, but no soundcamefrom them -his burning I wished I could not think or feel ,

eyeswerefixed on the fatal paper. There wasno woman at the For then old timescomeback.doorwringingher hands as he so well remembered, but in thecorner of thepicturewerethe initials “ H
. G. ” Oh , chestnutcurl , so bright and warm !HowtimepassedRandal knew not ; the light wasgone from You wavedabove a browthesunshine, the fragrancefrom the flowers. A gentle touch Undimmedby care, unscathedby stormuponhis shoulderarousedhim . Helen bent smilingly over Methinks I see it now .

And yet the gold threadsglancingthrough

hi
m
, askinghimwhat he wasdreamingabout . Her facechanged

Your fold so glossyfair ,

as shesawwhatheheld in his hands.

I know should be of sable hue"Ah , Randal, shesaid, “ I did not know that was amongst To matchthestain they bear .them. Put it away. It breaksmy heart to see it . "" What is it , Helen ? " he gaspedout , and his voice sounded Oh , letter with the seal of red !as though it camefrom a dying man . You havesomewitching lore , ,Sh
e

di
d

notobservehis emotion , and replied : Sweet as was ever sung or saidIn fairy days of yore.

“ It is a sketch of my first home where I lived with my hus Oh , letter with the seal of black !band; and he died there. "

Your spell has thawedmy brain ;" Diedthere ! " saidRandal . " How ? tell me all about it . ” The pent - u
p

tears comegushingback"Died onenight , suddenly , " she replied . “ I had allowed Like heavy, blinding rain .bothservants to go out ; his friends blamed me for that . Hewasreading to me. I sat at his feet . Do not ask me to tell And now in eitherhand I hold
Theserelics of the past,

youmore, Randal ; it breaksmy heart . "

Yearning for oncewarm lips now cold,

" Te
ll

me , " he said , were you with bim alone when he

And joys that might not last .

died? "

I read the false sweetlegendon" It was a dreadfulnight , ” replied his wife , her voicebroken The lying seal of red ;withsobs. " When I sawmy husband lying pale and senseless Then strike my heart, as strikes a stone,in bi
s

chair, I think I lost my reason. I tried all I could to Thesethreewords—“ He is dead ! "arouse bi
m

. I could do nothing for him . It was an awful time .I wasmilesawayfromany human being , helplessand alone. Irushed to th
e

door, in the wild hopethat someonemight be THE CRAYON SKETCH .passing, andhearme cry . ”

"And whatthen ! " gaspedRandal ; “ tell me al
l
, Helen . " ONEevening, in the year1520, a female, completelyenveloped" I sa
w

a strangercoming, ” sh
e

replied . “ I never stopped in a long black mantle , was walking toward the bridge of th
e

to think. H
e

seemed to m
e

a gentleman . I askedhim to mount Rialto in Venice . Her stepswereweakand uneven, and , at inm
y

husband'shorse, and fetch a doctor . H
e

went away, but tervals , she looked around with a hurried , frightenedglance.neverreturned. I know not what happened to him , in the con She paused on the centre of the bridge , and looked downfusion an
d

griefwhichfollowed m
y

husband'sdeath : no efforts with a shudder on th
e

clear , blue waters ofthe Adriatic ; thenweremade to tracehim . " closing her eyes, and murmuring faintly , " Antonio ! my AntoA cr
y

from th
e

child stoppedher ; she looked back . Randal ni
o , adieu ! " she prepared to throw herself over th
e

parapet.la
y

as onedeaduponthe ground . Just as shewas falling , a man rushedforward , seizedher with

“ Girl ! destroyHelennursedhim through th
e

long fever which so nearly a powerful grasp ,and , drawing he
r

back , said :ended hi
s

lif
e . From his delirious ravings sh
e

discovered th
e

no
t

th
e

life which God ha
s

given you . If you are unbappy,causeof hi
s

illness ,andknew thatthe husband she had learned enter yon church , kneel on its hallowed pavement, pour outto lo
ve

w
as

th
e

manwhomyears ag
o

sh
e

ha
d

imagined to have your sorrow ,and thank your Maker that yo
u

have beenprebetrayed he
r

trust. When th
e

burning fever abated , an
d

faint servedfrom rushing ,uncalled , into H
is presence ! "untodeathRandalopened hi
s

eyes, the first thing he saw was The girl impatiently tried to shakeoff the strong, kind handhi
s

wife'ssweetfacebendingover him . that held her , and said , “ Let me go ! I mustdie ! "" Randal, ” sh
e

whispered, “ m
y

dear husband , you ar
e

re In anothermomentshe totteredand fell to the ground, wherestored to m
e . Listen . Ihave heard al
l . Yo
u

think yo
u

caused sh
elaywithout sense ormotion . Her preserverraised he
r

head ,m
y

husband'sdeath. You are wrong He wasdead when you and , in order to give her air , drew back the vail which co
n

ho
m
e

to m
y

ai
d . For many years he had beensuffering from cealed he
r

features . They were very lovely ; and the manhe
ar
t

disease, bu
t

nevertold m
e

of it . Th
e

doctors said he gazed onherwith wonderandadmiration as sh
e

w
as

graduallymusthavediedinstantaneously. What yo
u

di
d

was wrong and restored.thoughtless, but you have not to answer fo
r

my poor Percy's By degreesshe told him who she was , and where she lived .

Her history might be summed up in a few words ; an avaricious"Canyoueverforgiveme ? " he whispered, faintly . father , a poor lover , a mutual but unhappy love .“ Ah , Randal, " sh
e

said , “ it was a night of horror fo
r

me ,le
ft

al
on
e

as I wastherewith m
y

de
ad

husband

;
Bu
t

1 Freely Venice , th
e

cause of he
r

lover ,Antonio Barbarigo , th
e

handpardon yo
u

. I ca
n

understandwhat you bave suffered. " somestgondolierplying beneaththe Bridge of Sighs . At length ,

be
en

a livingdeath.Oh ,mywife ,have pity on m
e

! "

* No , " he answered, " no on
e

ever ca
n . M
y

lif
e

to m
e

ha
s

th
is

evening , he
r

father ,Gianettini ,forgot himself so fa
r

as tostrike his daughter with some violence ; and she, with a far
helpedhim to lead a lif

e
so noble an
d

so good , that th
e

sins and
She taught him how to repent, and more culpable neglect of her duty , ran wildly from home, and ,

as we have seen, wasarrestedon the verge of suicide.follies of hi
s

youth were lo
st

in the long record of noble deeds The personwho had saved her led her gently to her home,

handalVaughanlivedlong , an
d

hi
s

w
ife

w
ith

hi
m . They scure corner of th
e

hostelry . Gianettini received hi
s

child w
ith

de
l

kn
ew

ho
w

to counsel th
e

tr
ie
d

an
d

tempted , an
d

how to radereproaches ; an
d

bidding he
r

retire to he
r

ow
n

apartment,de
al

mercifullywiththewretchedand fallen . and betake herself to her spinning , he cast a suspiciousglance

lif
e . "

Sh
e

hadpity on him .

whichhismanhoodachieved.
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sum. "

at the personwho had brought her home, whose stout,manly " Much, much to me! Tell me your name, signor, that I may
figure and firm countenance, however, deterred the innkeeper loveand honor it to the last moment of my life !"
from addressinghim in a hostile manner. “ Men call me Michael Angelo."
As Maria turned to depart, a young gondolier appearedat the “ Michael Angelo !" repeated Antonio, falling on his knees,

door, and rurtively approachingher, said, “ Dearest! dearest!" like a true Italian , to adore the sovereignty of genius.
Gianettini rushed forward, shouting, “ Out of this ! out of The artist raisedhim , and took his hand.

my house, beggar!" “ It is my turn now," he said, “ to ask you a favor. It is to
The young mandid not stir. permit me to perpetuate on canvas the lovely features of
"Have you finished?" he said, in a good-humored tone. Maria ."

“ Wherefore thesehard words ? Have you never loved, Signor The girl approached; she could not speak; but she clasped
Gianettini ? Have you totally forgotten the feelings of your the painter's hand, and raised it to her lips. A tear fell on it ;youth ? Know you not that since I was ten years old, and and Michael Angelo, as he drew it back, turned away to conceal
Maria five, we have loved eachother fondly. Will you not then his own emotions.
allow us to hallow your old agewith our grateful blessings; or Twenty years passed on, and found Antonio Barbarigo, the
must we wateryour path with our tears?” oncehumble gondolier, the happy husbandof Maria, andGen
“ I don't want to have a parcel of beggarsfor my grandchil- eral of the Venetian Republic. Yet his brilliant position neverdren," saidGianettini, roughly. renderedhim unmindful of his early life, and his heartfelt grati
“ Certainly, you ar

e
rich , ” replied the young man ; “ but tude , as well as that of his wife , accompaniedMichael Angelowhat hinders that I should not become so too ? A stout arm , & Buonarotti to the end of his days .

brave heart , an honest soul , will , with the help of heaven, do As to the crayon sketch of the miser's hand , it was takenmuch . " from Italy by a soldier in Napoleon's army , and placed in the" A fool's dream ! " Louvre . During the invasion of 1814, it wasunfortunately lost ,“ Nay , ” said Antonio , “ it is sober sense. Prince Lorenzo de and , so far as can be ascertained, has never since beenrecovered.Medici was a merchant ; Duke GiacomoSforza a cowherd . ” The story of its production , however , still lingers amongstthe
The man in the corner had hearkened attentively to this traditions of Venice .dialogue. He rose, and touching Barbarigo's shoulder , said ,

“ Well spoken, gondolier ! Courage brings success, and strug .gling conquest. Maria shall be thy wife ! " MARIA ANTOINETTE'S NECKLACE .Never ! " criedGianettini . "

“ Master Je
w , " said the unknown , turning disdainfully to SEVENrows of seedpearls , united at intervals by red gleamingward him , “ if this youth could lay down six hundred pistoles , carbuncles : this was the necklace , and its history is passingwould you object to the marriage ? " strange.“Be that as it may , you must rememberthat he is now little That necklace encircled the slender throat of the beautifulbetter than a pauper . " maiden called Maria Antoinette , upon the day whenher mother,“ Pshaw ! " said the unknown ; " babblers are more tire- Maria Theresa , jubilant with high hopes , entered the youngsome than thieves. Before to -morrow you shall handle that girl's chamber and poured in her ears the welcomenews that

the Dauphin of France sought her as a bride .So saying , he drew from his pocket a piece of parchment and Music was Maria Antoinette's passion, and for many years& crayon, and , turning toward a table , beganrapidly to sketch a before her marriage she had been the pupil of the great comman's hand . It was representedopen , impatient , with hol . poser , Gluck . She hadnot only entertained themost profoundlowed palm , as if expecting a shower of gold pieces. It had , so admiration fo
r

hi
s

genius , but was warmly attached to th
e

sinto speak, a sensual, avaricious expression ; and one of the gular , simple -minded , gifted maestro.fingerswas encircledwith a massivering . Gluck was painfully nervous - sensitive , self -depreciating — A“ ' Tismy hand l " cried Gianettini . man whosepleasant name seemed to have beengiven to him in“And your history , " said the artist . mockery of his joylessness. He was grievously short -sighted,Giving the sketch to Antonio , its author desired him to carry and so excessivelytimid that attracting observationbewilderedit to Pietro Benvolo , librarian at the Palace of St
.

Mark , and de
-

him , and positive fright renderedhim eccentric .mand in exchangefor it six hundred pistoles . His royal pupil affectionatelypromised that he should receive"Six hundred fools ' heads ! " cried the innkeeper. “ I would her patronageafter she ascendedthe throne . Yet when Glucknot give a zecchinfor it ! "

visited Paris fo
r

the express purpose of producing hi
s

opera ofWithout speaking , the artist turned haughtily away . Alceste, he could not muster courage to appearbeforethe Queen.The gondolier took theparchment , andlooked with astonish- Through al
l

the ordinary channels he sought in vain towin •ment at its guise . H
e

then turned doubtfully toward Maria ; hearing fo
r

hi
s

opera ; managers gave him the cold shoulderbu
t

a glancefrom he
r

soft dark eyes reassured hi
m , and he se
t

supercilioussingers shook theirheads - men of lessermerit , whoout on his mission .

had gained a position , had jostled him out of their way .With folded arms and a moody brow , the artist commenced Wearied , disheartened, utterly wretched, he knew that butpacing up and down the large room in th
e

hostelry , casting at onehope was left to him , and ye
t

he could no
t

summon resoluintervals & scrutinizing glance on the young girl , who , nowpenitent fo
r

her intended crime , was silently praying in a cor admission into the palace.

tion to take the legitimate stepswhich would have gainedhim
As for Gianettini , he seemedunable to shake off the One night , as Maria Antoinette wasdriving with her suiteoutstrange ascendancygained over him by hi

s

unknown visitor ; of the gate of theTuilieries , to visit the opera in state, a manhi
s

habitual effronteryfailed him ; and , for th
e

first time in hi
s

rushedfrom th
e

throng which awaited he
r

appearance, andlife , he darednot break silence. attempted to throw a paper into the royal carriage. The crowdAn hour passed. Then hasty , joyous steps were heard , and uttered a cr
y

— there was a scuffle — a rush of gensd'armes— an
d

&Antonio appeared, bearing in his hand a bagand a letter . The terrified individual was rudely captured .bag containedsix hundred pistoles, and the letter wasaddressedto the artist , and prayed him to honor th
e

librarian with a land caught sight of the culprit . She gave a start of amaze

The Queen, sharing the general excitement, leaned forward
visit .

ment , wavedher hand to a gentleman - equerry, who rodeup" Takethese coins , an
d

weigh them , ” said th
e

unknown , as receive he
r

orders , hurriedly uttered a few words , and th
e

to
he threw the bag toward Gianettini .

Antonio Barbarigo stood before hi
s

benefactor, pale , and conveying the alarmed offender to prison .

equerry immediatelygalloped towards the gensd'armes, who were
trembling with joy .

“ Onefavor more , " he said . Marie Antoinette had recognized her old professor . Gluck
learned to his great joy that he was not only se

t
at liberty by* What does it matter ! "

" What does it matter ! say you ? ” cried the gondolier . on the morrow .

her Majesty's orders , but commanded to appear at the Tuileries

ner .

" Who areyou ? ' '
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Theexciteablecomposerwas so thoroughly overwhelmed by
hi
s goodfortunethat he had scarcelystrength to obey the com MADAME DE STAEL .mand; happily, he also lackedcourage to disobey.

TheQueenreceivedhim with exceeding graciousness. She ANNE GERMAINE D
E

STAEL, & celebrated French authoress,pitied hi
s

confusion, and tried to reassurehim — talked of th
e

was th
e

daughter of Necker , minister of financeunder Louishappybygonedays at Schoenbrunn, when she was hi
s pupil , of XVI . After receiving a most careful education, she appliedhi

s presentprospects, his future greatness. herself to literary composition, and producedseveralplays andBut he never ventured to lift his eyes to her face , and the tales ; but the first of her works which attracted notice waswords he strove to utterbroke into stammers, and died hoarsely her “ Letters upon the Writings and Character of Rousseau. ”on hi
s

lips. Tremblingand blushing , he involuntarily glanced This appeared in 1788, previously to which sh
e

had becomethefir
st

at onedoor, then at another , as though he could hardly wife of the Baron de Stael -Holstein , the Swedishambassador, aresist th
e

temptation to make his escape. The compassionate noblemanvery much older than herself .Queenshortenedthe interview, after assuring him that his Upon the outburst of the revolution , her parents retired fromAlcesteshould be produced in Paris , and with the utmost France ; but , as the wife of the representative of a friendlysplendor. power, shewasallowed to remain . Her sympathieswere at theA couple of monthslater , her Majesty occupiedthe royal bos outsetentirely with the revolution . The sufferings of the royalon th
e

night of that opera'sfirst performance. family , however, awoke in her breast a horror of the abusesThesuccess of Alcestewas triumphant ; Gluck was almost which were being perpetratedunder the name of liberty . Shebesidehimselfthroughecstacy. During the long weeks of pre was evencourageousenough to print a defense of Marie Antoiparation, fatigue, nervousexcitement, the alterations of hope nette, under the title of “ Reflectionsupon the Trial of theandfearhadshakenand exhaustedhis system. Queen ; " but , during the Reign of Terror , shewascompelled toIt is no
t

nowdifficult to comprehendhowsuch a man could go seeksafetyout of her native country .mad or di
e

throughjoy . When he heard his own name voci Upon the establishment of the Directory , she returned toferouslyshouted on every side, half -drowned by thundered Paris . Enjoying a large share of influence in political circles,plaudits, he waspanic -stricken. H
e attempted to take rufuge she , from thefirst , divinedanddenouncedtheambitiousprojectsin flight, butwascaught in the act of making his escape. of Bonaparte. Accordingly , when the successfulgeneralbecameWhile he waswildly pleading to be allowed to hide himself , first consul , one of hi

s

first edicts was the banishment ofcamea summonsfromher Majesty . There was no alternative , Madame de Stael from Paris , declaring that he left the wholeand he wasled, almostperforce, to the royal box . world open to the eloquentand ambitious lady , but reservedtheOncemorethatnecklace of pearls andcarbunclestwined about | French capital fo
r

himself . She thereuponsetout upon a courseth
e

Queen'swhitethroat. She hadworn it in remembrance of of travel in Switzerlandand Italy , the results of which were exhe
r

youth - theyouthwith which her old masterwas so closely pressed in her novels of “ Delphine " and " Corinne . "associated. In 1810appeared at Paris , although she herself wasdebarredWhenGluckwasintroduced into the box she not only con- therefrom, her celebratedwork entitled “ D
e l'Allemagne . " Ingratulatedhimwith affectionatewarmth upon the success of hi

s

this productionshe portrayed the habits , literature , and politiopera, bu
t

naivelytold him how proud she felt at having been ca
l

tendencies of the Germanpeople. Immediately afterpublichi
s pupil, andagain reverted to the pleasant days passed at cation , te
n

thousandcopies of thebookwereseized by Napoleon'sSchoenbrunn. minister of police . Madame de Stael , from her retreat at CopTheagitatedcomposermade no response ; he breathedhard , pet , on thebanks of the Lake of Geneva, protestedagainstthishiseyesglancedwildly from side to side ; it becameevidentthat act . The minister of policeanswered : “Your last work is nothi
s

overwroughtmindwasgiving way . French , and I have stopped its publication . Your exile is a

Al
l

at once hi
s gazewas rivited upon the necklace ; he gave natural consequence of your constantbehavior fo
r

yearspast. Ia loudshriek, and, pointing at the gem, cried out : have thought that the air of Francewasnot suitable to you , for" Blood! blood ! Drops of blood about the Queen's throat ! w
e

are not yet reduced so low as to seekfor models among theAlas! alas! drops of blood ! They have shedher blood ! ” nations you admire . "

And he eagerlystretchedforth his hand to snatch at the neck lesolved to escapethe galling system of espionage to which
she was now subjected by the French police , she set out for

A gentlemancaught hi
s

arm , and with somedifficulty he was Russia , afterward repairing to England . Her next work , an imremovedfromthebox . passioneddenunciation of Napoleonand his arbitrary rule , was
MariaAntoinettewashighly superstitious ; sh

e

could not dis- named " Ten Years of Exile . "guise he
r

terror, and theshock she had received. Shuddering She returned to Paris upon the abdication of Napoleon , in

w
ith tremblingfingers sh
e

unclaspedthenecklace and thrust it 1814, and was allowed to remain , even after th
e

emperor's' re

in
to

th
e

hand of a duchesswho stood by her side , bidding he
r

turn fr
om

Elba . At th
e

restoration of th
e

Bourbons, sh
e

retiredtake it andkeep it , that she (theQueen) might never see to Switzerland, and neveragain interferedwith politics . Subsequently to the death of the Baron de Staël , she privately mar .

Theunfortunatecomposer, it is said , never entirely recovered
ried M. Rocca.

hi
s

reason, though he hadmany lucid intervals , and hi
s

insanity In her retirement she occupiedherself with the compositionwasharmless. of her famouswork , entitled “ Considérationssur la Révolution
Theduchess, who belongs to on

e
of th
e

oldest and noblest Frangaise . ” In this work , which di
d

no
t

appearuntil after he
r

familiesinBrittany,preserved th
e

necklace as aprecious m
e

demise , sh
e

gives a graphicaccount of th
e

stormy periodwhen
mento. Bu

t

havingrecentlyenteredher eighty -eighth year , sh
e

Francewas torn by factionand deliveredover torepublican
wrotea letter to th

e

EmpressEugenie , relating in what manner fury : Her political associnte, BenjaminConstant , says : “ If

th
e

necklacecameinto he
r

possession,adding that , as sh
e

ha
d

she had paintedindividuals more frequently an
d

more in detail ,

no
n

directheirs, th
e

fittest person to possess this relic of th
e

he
r

work , though itmight haveranked lower as a literarycomillustriousMariaAntoinettewas the empressherself . position , would havegained in interest. ” Nevertheless, thework

Th
e

letter w
as accompanied by a small ca
se

ofgreen shagreen, contains someadmirablesketches of Mirabeau ,Calonne ,Brienne ,

bearing th
e

half -effacedstamp of thearms of th
e

Bourbons ; Pethion , an
d

other leaders ofparty ,with whom sh
e

ha
d

come inwithin la
y

th
e

memorablenecklace of pearls and blood - re
d contact.

She also produced essays on the Influence of the Passions, on

Bu
t

ho
w

welcome w
as

th
e

gi
ft

to he
r

Majesty of France ? Is Suicide , an
d

on Fiction . Altogether , sh
e

w
as

on
e

of th
e

most
Born at Paris ,Elugeniewhollydevoid ofsuperstition ? Was it w

ith
a throb of remarkable personages of a remarkable ag
e

.

pleasureor a thrill of horror ,that sh
e

receivedthesaid Soreliner 17
68
;died in Switzerland ,1817 .of he
r

unfortunatepredecessor? Will she ever fastenaroundhe
r

ow
n

delicate, gracefulthroat the band of pearls and carbun A MAXIx . - If you would be nothing , just wait to be somecl
es

which so ominouslyencircledthat of Maria Antoinette ? thing .

lace.

away,

itmore.

carbuncles.
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I CONFESS, SHESAID, “ I AMGUILTY. JUDGE- PUNISH."

“Where to, si
r
? "DEATH . " Drive on . I will stop you . "

“ Very well , si
r
. ”FEARdeath?-to fear the fog in my throat , The hack went rattling along the nearly desertedstreet . AsThe mist in my face, it nearedUnion Squareone of the men thrust his head from theWhentheshowsbegin, and the blasts denote window . It wasnot be who had first spoken. -- That voice hacI am nearingthe place,

beencoarseand heavy , this wasboyish in its freshness.Thepower of the night , the press of the storm,Thepost of thefoe ; " Stop here !—just here ! Stay , you need not get down .Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form , There ! " leaping upon the walk andclosing the door after him .Yetthe strongmanmust go : “ I get out . You will drive my friend to the Alvor House .For th
e

journey is doneand the summitattained, What ? " as thoughhe listened to someword of the onewithin .Andthe barriers fall , “ Yes , of course. Here is your fare, my man. Now back to theThougha battle's to fight ere the guerdon be gained, hotel ! "The reward of it all .

“ My fare , si
r
? "I wasever a fighter, so —one fight more, The hackman was wavering between a love of gain and aThe bestand the last !

I wouldhatethat deathbandagedmy eyes, andforbore,

latent honesty , for the sum he held would have paid him thrice .Andbademe creep past . “ Yes. That is right . Night work you know . Let us be justN
o
! le
t

m
e

tastethewhole of it , fare like my peers, while wemay . You will haveearned it . There , be off . GoodTheheroes of old , night , Len . "Bear th
e

brunt, in a minutepay glad life's arrears The answer — if answer came — was given so faintly that theO
f pain, darkness, and cold . sound of the moving ' wheels quite drowned it . He upon theForsuddenthe worst turns the best to the brave, walk watchedfor a moment, then , turning down a side street,Theblack minute's at end, hurried on rapidly .And th

e

elementsrage, the fiendvoices that rave , When the hack drew up before the Alvor House the sleepyShall dwindle, shall blend,Shallchange, shall becomefirst a peace, then a joy ,. driver , holding wide the door , called out :

Then a light , then thy breast, “ Here we are, si
r
! Bless my soul , if he ain't a sleepin'O thou-soul of my soul ! I shall clasp thee again, sound ! Here we are . Now , sir , won't you wake up ? We'reAndwith God be the rest ! here.

Here or elsewhereseemed of little moment now to the occu

“ HER CRIME , AND HER ATONEMENT . " pant . He never stirred at theseurgently -repeatedsolicitations.

“ Well , if ever I see a gentleman sleep so sound in al
l my

days !-an ' he a ridin ' , to
o

! " The man thrust in his hand, butCHAPTER 1 .

drew it back with a gesture of dismay . " Good Lord ! " - nowD
os
t

in th
e

morning by th
e

ol
d

City Hall clock . Th
e

du
ll

thoroughly awakened " GoodLord — 1'
s

blood ! "echoings ye
t

trembledonthestill summer ai
r

as two menwere Yes , they wereblood -stains upon the great horny hand, the

??

ensing th
e

Park .Reaching Broadway , on
e

called to apassing street -lampshowed th
at ;thewhite fa
ce

cutting th
e

gloom sa
id

ba
ck

Th
e

vehiclecamenoisily on , an
d

th
e

sleepy driverlook " ) th
at ; th
e

ar
m ,which ,loosened from th
e

strong grasp , fe
ll

lim
p

in
g

down, lazilydrawledhis ceaseless:*Carriage, si
r

? "

" Ye
s . G
et
in , Le
n

. Now , m
y

man , drive up Broadway asquickly as youcan. "VOL. XXIV. , No247

and nerveless, proved that . Then the driver , comprehending
the truth , called loudly to a straggling passer- b

y
.

“ He belongs here . The other one orderedme to bring him

| here, and I've brought him - dend ! Great Lord ! "



122 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE .

21

2

Assuredlydead. A muscular, powerful fellow —awell -dressed, | life miserably enough in somewretchedden, as sheshould have
gentlemanly-seeming fellow - one who had possesseda certain done. Paris to such a creature!—and we lose her at Paris."
swarthy beautywhen life throbbed fast and warm ; but now, “No, at Vienna," correctedthe lawyer.
seenby that glimmering gaslight, a ghastly sight enough. This “ You are right . At Vienna. Well , it is the same. Eith r
was the guestbrought upon that summernight to the old hotel placewould answer such an end ; either placecould give a pallet
-a guest against whomall protested. No one knew him, they uponwhich shemight die. Good heavens! Think of it . Here
declared. He was a strangerthere ; as, in fact, he was. • is one whosesoul is weigheddown by crime; one to whommur
So again the hack lumbered of

f

with its ugly burden. This der has become a pastime ; one whosegirlhood hasgone by with
time to the station , and there lay the corpseuntil the morrow . gamblers and hard drinkers ; whose womanhood has been
The inquest following revealed nothing of this crime . Sapient stained with foul deeds ! Why , heavenwould be most merciful
jurors keenly questioned - to gain but one reply from the driver , even should she end her days in direct want . "

" Alfred ! "which , bearing truth upon its face, wasreluctantly accepted. It

was to him , as it was to them, a mystery. He had beenamply But Alfred Ternyngham was thinking of a dear friend lying
paid to do hi

s

work , and he had done it well , he hoped, so fa
r

in fa
r
- of
f

India , and so cried , in honestanger :

as speedwasconcerned. “ Think of him , John - poor Powys - murdered , and shepass

“ For , ” conclusivelyreasonedJehu , “ with two sich goers an ' ing over hi
s corpse to fly with a lover ! "

sich a turnout I makes my profession a matter of pride , an ' so “ Pshaw ! I do not believe it . It is too sensational, " perlets no grass grow under their hoofs , si
r
. In consequencethe sisted the old man .gentlemanwasn'tmurdered by any rascalwhomight ha ' sneaked “ What ! do thesefail to convince ? " ' cried the lawyer— " theseafter a easy -goin ' coach. If m

y
opinion was asked — which it suspicious facts ? Trace her history . She is adopted by Mrs.isn't , si

r , butwhich I venture to give — I'd say that the pleasant Fuller ; this Mrs. Fuller dies suddenly , the girl marries , he
r

huslittle fellow who left us at Union Squarecould tell us a secret , band is assassinated, she disappears - that argues guilt . Noneif so he wished . ” but a criminal would fly from a fortune — and a fortune awaitsBut the pleasant little fellow had evidently no desire to be her . I tell you that , believing her innocent , you outrage co
m

comeconfidential . H
e

had told as much as he intended to tell , mon sense. 'when he assured the hackman that he would have earned his “ All that may be , but I cannot think that a womancouldmoney. So theremust the matter lie . steel herself to so cruel a work - not such a woman as shemustMurder — fo
r
it wasplainly that , and not suicide — both victim be , at least . Why , man , remember. Alfred says that he
r

girland assassin unknown — and that dead body unclaimed and hood has beenpassedwith gamblers and hard drinkers . There'sfriendless. Not penniless, for there wasgold in his purse ; but truth in that ; but these were hangers - on of her father , fo
r

neither papersnor letters , nor initials to furnish one thread of StephenWeldon had been fast one in his time . I feel scaryevidence, howeverslight ; not even the knife which ha
d

served fo
r

the poor child as she was then . Money wasnot spareduponfo
r

the wretchedwork — a traitor's work and a traitor's stroke- her education . She was , from al
l

accounts, a clever girl . I rewhich had caught the victim unawares. peat that I cannot believe that monstrous accusation. ShecouldSo the man was buried . Rewards were offered, and Justice never have hurried to the grave a kind old soul who had beenwas al
l

alert , but the affair died out of the thoughts of all — as to her al
l

that Mrs. Fuller had been . Then murder her hussuch affairswill - beforethe third day of wonder was well over . band , too ! Sheer nonsense ! "Excepting the driver of the hack , who had , by virtue of his part “ You will not , I presume, deny that he has beenmurdered ? "in the strangedrama , gained a certain notoriety , there was not “ Not I. But where is your proof that sh
e

did it ! I amone who had not soon forgotten th
e

tragedy of that August ashamed of you , Alfred Ternyngham . The girl may havesharednight .

his fate - or a worse - of India , that region of horrors , who dare
venture a surmise ? "

“ You forget that Powys was almost a brother ; that , next to

yourself , no man was dearer to me , John . No , no , he hasbeen

8 IT stands, the question is— murdered ; hi
s

wife is guilty , I know it , and I will prove it .

What became of her ! A very You have seenher , Harkness . What is she like ? ” turning sudpertinent question , involving a denly to the lawyer .

deal of litigation ; for , if she is “ Fair , with yellow hair - golden, I've heard it called — and
dead, the fortune is Ternyng- dark blue eyes , " was the response, given with methodical preham's ; if she lives , she takes cision .it . John Lyttleton smiled ." And the accusation ! " ' added Age and size now , Harkness . "

Mr. Lyttleton . Right . Age , twenty - four , or thereabouts ; size , small , I

“ Exactly , exactly . You have should say . Remember that she was but a child when I sawexpressed my very thoughts . her . ”

As you say , she takes this pro And now the smile upon John Lyttleton's honest face broadperty and this accusation, We ened into a laugh .shall wait as long as the law Why , man , I needn't go fifty paces to find onewould answerrequires ; then if there is no that description . "

claimant , you have but to reach “Very possibly ; but you might go five times fifty and findout your hand , my dear Mr. Ternyngham , the wrong one , after all . "and grasp as pretty a title deed as one “ O
f

course, ' twould be the wrong one , I know . "El ever penned. Your cousin's fortune is “ Who is that ? " The lawyer pointed to a woman standingyours . ”

near the lower garden -gate .Lawyer Harkness took a pinch of snuff “ That , ” said John Lyttleton , " is Mrs. Chelmsford . "with the air of a manwho had distinguished “ The housekeeper, ” explained Ternyngham .himself by graphic eloquence, but old John “Eh ? Yes - yes — my housekeeper, Harkness . "Lyttleton shook his head in doubtful demur . “ A married woman , of course. "“ We are going too fast . She is not dead, be sure . Women “ Chelmsford is dead . "who live to do al
l

that mischief , live to enjoy it . We cannot “ A remarkably handsomewoman ! ” declared the lawyər .count upon her death . "

“ Eh ! Yes , indeedshe is ! "“ Bless us , si
r
. I am not counting. But remember, this did “ John ! "not happen yesterday. "

“ John , ” interrupted Alfred Ternynham , “Mr. Harkness should I not have a handsomehousekeeper ? N
o

lecture, Al ;

“ Don't lecture me , my boy , " laughed the other . “Why
must be right . The woman undoubtedly is dead - ended her don't forget that I am the elder . "

CIIAPTER II . -
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in!"
From a

66

.

!
!
.

now ?"

1)
" Yes."

16

Theywerecousins, thesetwo gentlemen—andthe important acting. I might havedemandedmuch and offeredlittle in ro
matterunderconsiderationbetweenthem and the lawyer was turn. I am wisernow. Iwant &wife. I want you."ik

a

inberitance of an estate, to which Ternyngham , after a The widow bent low in a reverential courtesy.decentdelay, laid claim, as heir - at - la
w

. "You overwhelmme , sir . Your considerationawakensgrati" I shallforgetmanythings , I fear . Who is there ? Come tude . Your disinterestedaffection excites wonder.youngerman , I could understand this . From a poorerman , ISome on
e

who ha
d

beentapping at the door , now enteredthe might believethis ; but what shall I say to a fine gentleman,and a rich one ? Ah , si
r , you are not wise . Your cousin's

room.

Well, Sarah go
l

housekeepermight take your word . ”“ Mrs.Chelmsford'scompliments, and will you ride to -day , “ Would she take me ? " The noble suitor was beginning to

Mr.Lyttleton ? experience a vague distrust . “She might ; a widow , you

" Not to -day, Sarah. " know . ""By jove ! " exclaimedAlfred Ternyngham , when the maid “ Not so — a wife . Your cousin'shousckeeperhasmarried . "hadleft them, “there's one might answer your description, " Whom , pray ? ' 'Harkness. Fair , andyellow -haired , and all that . " “ Your cousin . "" Thenwhatwill he saywhen he seesher mistress ? She is Alfred Ternyngham'sclasp was loosed gov . Not one wordfairer y
et , with hair like gold , indeed, and heavenly eyes. Just did he speak, until he Lad hurried his companion into theSarah'ssize, too . What will you say to her , Harkness ? ” drawing -room, whosewindowsgazeupon thebalcony ." I shallsaythat she is a lovely woman , " acknowledged the “ Now , " said he , " say on . Repea bat --herewhere I maylawyer.

seeyour face. "

“ I am John Lyttleton's wife , " repeatedthe housekeeper,Theyweresoonalonetogether, Harknessand Alfred Ternyng- and , as she spoke, she raised her eyes to hi
s

. Surely never

ha
m

, fo
r

thehost had sauntered of
f

upon some pretext ; they wasgaze so frank , nor mortal woman so fair to look upon . Thewerealonethen, when Stephen Harkness , waking from his perfectbeauty ,the royal baughtiness, the royal dignity ! " His
reverie, putthisquestion: wife . Sooner or later , you would have known it . Why not

" Wheredidthis Sarahcomefrom ? "

" WhenMrs.Chelmsford hired the cottage, two yearssince, “ Are you jesting ? " ' loath to credit this assertion.sh
e

broughtSarahwith her from the South . They are foster Sheshruggedher shoulders — that washer reply .sisters, andstrangelyattached. " “ Then , madam, my cousin - I swear to you" Strangelyalike as well , as far as I could understand . " " What ? "

“ To respectyou as a wife , " he carelesslyconcluded.“ HowlonghasMrs. Chelmsfordbeenhere at the Hall ? " “ That is not what youwould have said . ”" A fewweeksonly . I cannot well understand why she “ That is what I say .shouldhaveacceptedthe situation of housekeeper. ” “And you are not angry , Mr. Ternyngham ? " holding out

" Sh
e

ha
s

money, then ? " her hand .A little, I believe. "

“ With you , no ; with myself , yes. Vexed , disappointed, and“ Ah ! " thenpresently, “ haveyou known her long ? " heartily ashamed. ”" I wasdown on a visit to John , beforemy last trip abroad ; Then he kissedthe hand he held , and suedfor pardon in suchsh
e

hadjusttakenpossession of the cottage. I returned soon , a contrite that she who listened, felt her heart grow pitiyo
u

remember; consequently, I haveoften seenher . I did not ful . He gained forgiveness. Yet when he left her , a mortalknowthat sh
e

was at theHall , however, until I found her terror seizedthe woman. Shedid not weep ; only a death - like
here. "

pallor crept into her cheeks, and a weird light burned in her

" Indeed? "

eyes.
“ He hatesme now , " shemoaned, pressing hard her hands .Thatevening, Alfred Ternynghamjoined the widow upon the “ H
e

hatesme - I know it . Ah , heaven ! Will he ? can he ?balcony. Alone - he asked no more . Walking directly to her , Lord , be merciful ! Let me keepmy happiness, a little thing .he caughtherprettyhands, and held them fast . Give me that , oh Lord ! "" Isabel, ” he whispered, " I loveyou - loveyou dearly , madly . A prayer ; and she who uttered it , was humbly kneeling . ItWillyou be mywife ? " may be that heavengranted this petition . We shall see.Herewas an abruptwooing . He felt the little hands tremble ,bu
t

sh
e

onlysaid, in a pitiful , sadway :" Love m
e

? Ah , Mr. Ternyngham ! "" Te
ll

me , " he pleaded, and hi
s

arm stole about her . HREE weeks had passed. The marSh
e

sprangback - no pity now , but downright anger , riage had been publicly proclaimed ;"You forget, si
r
. Mr. Ternyngham ! " why it had ever been kept a secret,

" I loveyou ! I love you ! " was to be wonderedat .A child- lik
e

declaration, simply urged , and coming from one “ Bella would bave it so , " John Lyttlefo
r

whomwomenhad fewcharms . Rich , proud , and eminently ton declared.handsome, th
e

manhad scannedthe world , and jested with its And Bella , with many blushes andbeauties, to yield at last to this quiet little soul . It wasalmost smiles , acknowledged as much .incredible- butsheshouldbelieve it .

the country learned that the charming" I loveyou, " he repeated. “You will be my wife . " little widow from the cottage had really" I am sorry, bit "

gone to the Hall as the master'swife , and

"You do no
t

care fo
r

me . Say it . " not as his housekeeper, after all .

Why might I not have told it sooner," Iunderstand. You w
ill

no
t

be convinced - yo
u

ar
e

afraid child ? ” asked th
e

puzzled, ye
t

obedienthusband .

yo
u

sa
y

to yourself: “ I darenot acceptthis proposal , made in a “ It would have looked like scheming — at least I fanciedthatmomentof imprudentpassion — imprudent ,because he knows 10every on
e

wouldaccuse m
e

of it , ” correctedBella . " Theylit
tle

of m
e . You fancy th
at I m
ay

repent . I te
ll

you , no !would no
t

have spared m
e , astranger . ”N
o ! I lovedyou fromthe first moment I saw you . I have “For shame ! " cried the honest fellow . “ A stranger, andwaitedlong — it is no

t

probable that I shall resign you now . As m
y

wife, darling ! "fo
r

th
e

world, w
e

neednotcare - at its opinions , we ca
n

afford “ They do not know my sadhistory , ruilevaver. "to laugh. W
e

ask no favors at its hands . We will go away . Which " sadhistory" had been the best card in thewidow's
We shall

Leavingfo
r

m
e

alone , yo
u

w
ill

no
t

le
t

m
e

regret m
y

freedom . A hand , during th
e

gamefromwhich sh
e

arosevictor .yearssince, I confess, I might have beenmore selfishly ex . hear it soon, related by another .

way ,

o

CHAPTERU.

So all

" Icannotmarryyou . " 14
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??

you. If

Alfred Ternyngham had gone, the morning after his rebuff, in “The twenty-first of July , ourwedding-day," said he, with afact, yetnot beforehis cousin, joyfully acceptingmadam's per- proud content.
mission, had announced the marriage. Keen Ternyngham "Two years !"
plainly saw that the other knew nothing of what had transpired “Of happiness, Bella."
the previous evening; therefore a fine pretense of amiability Ah , the wearinessthat stole into her eyes!
would not be out of place. And he wasamiable, to his own " Of happiness," she echoed. Then, yearningly, “ You lovesatisfaction, John Lyttleton's delight, and the wife's utter me, John ?”'
dismay. If he loved her !
Now this pleasantfellow had been but a short time absent, “Bella ! What , tears! Why , child?"whentheold lawyer wasdown at the Hall , and herewe find him “ I am nervous, she laughed, light flashing through thein the library with Mrs. Lyttleton. mist ; “ you may see that."
“And he really cared fo

r

this man Powys ? " ' continuing her The tears were no longer there . He who worshiped her hadquestioning. kissed them away .‘ My dearmadam, Frederick Powys and Alfred Ternyngham “ I owe you so much , " shewhispered, clinging to him . “ Youweretrue friends, as well as relatives. You should have heard would never cast me from you , John ? "him , here, in this very room. He vowed to discover the assas " I ? My poor Well , what is it ? "sin , and he now fanciesthat he has done so . “ Mr. Ternyngham , to seeyou - alone , si
r
. And he is in the“ Indeed ! ' ' library , " announced a servant .Yes ; could you guesswho it is ?? ' “Mr. Ternyngham ? O

f

course. I'm coming . "Not I , " with a shrug and a laugh . “ Do not go - do not leaveme . ”" Thevictim'swife ! ” Why , Bella ! What ails the child ? ”Mrs. Lyttleton did not start , but the face half -turned from “ Kiss me — again and again . “ Say " I love you . ' ”the lawyer was livid - and he saw it ! “ I love you , my wife . ”“ Seenow , " settling firmly to his reasoning . “ He is right , " There . Go now . I will remain here — just here . You willand I will prove it . There are three personswhom one may sus come to me presently , will you not ? You know that I ampect. First , a mulattress, to whom Powys was kind . These waiting for you love me , John , you will come - if youEast Indians have droll fancies and failings . Her real sorrow love me , you will not be cruel . "clearly proved her innocence. Secondly , a wealthy proprietor “ If you love me you will not be cruel ! " The echo of thesewith whom the name of the murdered man's wife had become words was with him throughout the long interview with hisunpleasantly linked . Lastly , the wife herself . And she is . cousin - the image of that woman , bending over red roses, andMrs. Lyttleton , who wasfilling a glasswith water , looked up throwing back to him a glance glowing with love's radiant su
n

as he paused. shine , was with him then and ever .“ And she is , ” repeatinghis words , the glass to her lips . When he cameagain , two hours later , he found her there, in" I do not know where , " declared the lawyer , starting up , her place beside the table , but the roses lay withering and unabruptly . caredfor .

“ Shall I tell you of what you are thinking , Mr. Harkness ? " “ O
h , John ! "

How clearly the words rang out ! The sharp nervousness of He graspedher hand and drew her to the door .speechand gesturewas positively startling . " Comewith me . I want you . "“ O
f

what , madam ? " The man was trembling with excitement .“ O
f Powys's wife . ” “ What is it ? ' ' she cried ." Assuredly . What more natural ? ” ' " Come ! "“ Can you not let her rest ? If she is dead, which she must She could not have resisted. She was a child in his hands.be , need you dig into her grave ? Are you ,like al

l

men , pitiless ? To the library then he led her . There , she stood face to faceWhat wasthe wretch to you, that you should track her so ? ” ' with Alfred Ternyngham and Lawyer Harkness . This was no“To me , as to all the world , she can be but this , madam - a time for greetings .culprit . Such a vile creatureshould not live . Her place is not “ Repeat what you have told me , " said John Lyttleton ,here . I astonishyou . It is very probable. But I feel deeply . sternly . Repeat it word for word , and carefully . Let her hearI have thought of this so much . So much , in fact , that I can it all . "picture to myself the whole affair . I have a theory , too , about " John ! ' 'assassins. According to that , I could swear to the woman's ap Silence , madam ! Go on , Alfred . "pearance. You smile . Why , she is fair , with blue eyesand yel . " It is this , ” obeyed Ternyngham , with bold eyes fastenedlow hair - small , too . " upon his victim . “ I have comewith tidings of my old friend ," What do you mean ? "

Frederick Powys , and of his assassin. Her story - it was a woThe tones were low now- lo
w

and thick with suppressed man , you see — her story may interest you . She had been a girlemotion :

to whom the tricks of vice were lawful dealings . So much she“ Yes , " continued th
e

lawyer , “ I am sure of it . I knew her inherited from her father . Judge whether I speak harshly ,as a child , remember. Let m
e

think . ” This musingly . “Where when I tell you that , before her marriage , she murdered on
e

have I seen a facelike hers ? Ah , Sarah , your maid . Yes , th
e

who ha
d

befriended her - a patient , kind ol
d

soul , who wouldresemblancemust be perfect . '

have savedher from wrong -doing . "At this madam laughed heartily . “Ah ! " !" What nonsense ! " shecried . " Poor Sarah ! "

" Poor Sarah ' it may be ; ' poor wife ' it is . " I shock you , but there is every reason fo
r

the supposition.Sooner or later Wealthy now , an heiress - thanks to Mrs. Fuller's will , whichwill Alfred Ternyngham find her . And then

“ May heavenhelp her ! " said madam, very solemnly .

had been drawn up in her presence - she married my cousin,

Frederick Powys .“ Heavenwill no
t

— be sure of that , " retortedLawyer Hark - might there leave he
r ; but the demon within hurried he
r

to de

Had she then entered upon a new life , w
e

So closedthis conference. struction . This model of morality chose a lover - one Robert
Haredale . Shemight have eloped — thatwould havebeensimple,but scandalous. Then there would have been a husbandeither
rashly disconsolate or shamefully content - the latter casewas
more probable. Neither , however , would have met madam's“ An , the cruel thorn ! "

Roses, and Mrs. Lyttleton , busiedwith them , now cried out in wretch in peace, she murdered him . ”

approval . In order to insure satisfaction , and leave the poor
childlike complaining , holding up her pretty hand the while . “ It is false ! "“ Leavethem , darling . " The words dropped heavily from her lividlips ; her eyeswere fixed upon him in a hopeless, vacantway.“Not so . Do you know what day this is , John ? " ! " It is false ! "

60

16

ness.

CHAPTERIV .
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A momentof silence. How long it seemed! She did not alone beyond the city with Sarah, my foster-sister. His timelooktowardthem, but she knew that her husband stood just in New York he passedas he passedit elsewhere—in gamingthere. Nearhim wasthe lawyer. And thesewereher judges. houses. Remember, he now bore another name, and-- thanks"It is no
t

false. ” Surely , never was this merciless accuser to the gold and jewels brought from India and his successes atth
e

gaygallantwho had pleaded so earnestly. “ Why do you play - couldmock detection, or , if need be , purchase an escape.deny it ? I do not accuseyou. " That night in August I met him by appointment — disguised — as"Go on * ' broke in thehusband. I always waswhen I went to him . I had demandedthe inter"From India they came to America — the woman and her view - with a purpose, as you may divine . We entered a carlover. Se
e

herinconstancy. She had already wearied of him , riage . Before w
e

had driven ten yards my opportunitycame.80 sh
e

casthim off after this manner : Now , upon the night of He turned to the window , and I buried my knife to the hilt inthe 3d of August, 1860, he met his death . Two men were in a his body ! A blow well -dealt , and it reached a traitor's heart .hack, on
e

descendednearUnion Square, the other wasdriven to I understoodmy work . I hadstudied it . So , I killed him . "th
e

hotel corpse! They found him sitting within - dead. There wassomethinghorrible in the calmnesswith which sheHaveyou no ideawhohis companionhad been, madam ? " laid barethesedoings of her wicked life .In vainhewaitedfor an answer. He continued : “ What brought you to this place ? " askedLawyer Harkness."The sharer of his crime — tell us now who she was . ' “ Chance. Fate . I had no fear of suspicion, but I could not“ Confessit ! " remain there ; besides, my jewels were sold , and the moneyIt w
as

John Lyttleton who spoke. Then she , going to him , well -nigh gone . . Away , I would have worked . I hired thatknelt, andcrossingher handsupon her breast, bowedlow . cottage at Renlow Farm , then he married me. I wished the" I confess, " she said. “ I am guilty . Judge , punish me- marriage to remain a secret. I was afraid . He humored

42

youalone. " me . 1 )

this of yo
u

. "
H
e

did notutter an exclamation, he did not make a move She could not pronouncethe name of the man she had soment. His happinesswas dead, and with it seemed to have foully wronged — shecould not look toward him .perishedeverysentiment of horror or repulsion . He had loved “ Sarahknew all this ? "80 truly !-with the love of a man whose summer -day of life “ O
f

Frederick Powys , yes . I told it to her . Sarah is good .wasgone- andsuch a passion is tenacious. You must not punish her for the affectionsheboreme. Sarah" Unsay it , Isabel. Tell me that it is false . I darenot believe would not havesinned as I have , believe it . Sheknows nothing of Haredale'sdeath . She fancies that he may come to us" John! what do you mean ? Rather bid her acknowledge at anymoment. Sarahhas beenvery good tome . "hermisdeeds. " “ There is nothing more to tell ? ”" Nay, " interruptedthe kneeling woman . “ Have no fear , John Lyttleton spoke, and sheanswered:si
r
. I shalldenynothing . Here , at his feet, I make admission “Nothing more . "of m
y

sins. I am guilty . " Then he , taking her hands , raised her from the floor , and ledYoumighthavecountedthe heart -beats of thosemen . her away to her own chamber. Sarahwas there . Not a word“Of themurder of Mrs. Fuller ? ' ' asked the lawyer . passed. He closedand locked her door , then returned to the“ O
f

that. " library ." O
f
th
e

assassination of Frederick Powys ? ” Alfred Ternyng That afternoon , the lawyer and Alfred Ternyngham drovehamspokenow. away. Hear what the latter said , in answer to a question from" No. H
e , Haredale, did that . " his companion:“You knew it ? " “What prompted me ? I will tell you . From the first , I“ I knew it . " suspectedthat woman - not of crime , I was as far from a thought"Who was it performedthe like kindly officefor Haredale ? " of that , as you were — but of somemystery . Nothing she saidHow sh

e

turneduponber questioners ! seemedclear or frank ; have told you that already. Then - I"Are youmen, ” she cried , “ so to hunt a wretchedwoman ? loved her — I havenever told you that. "Ar
e

you fiends, to gloat upon each action of my sinful life ? “ I suspected as much , " avowedthe other , dryly .Will yo
u

worryandteareachugly word I throw you ? I killed “ Yes. I would have married her , but John had won her .hi
m . H
e

was no
t

m
y

lover . It is a little thing - such an acca- Sleepingsuspicionswerenow awakened by m
y

jealous rage. Isation—whenblackercrimes I meetwith openarms . It is false . determined to know he
r

history , and us
e

m
y

knowledge . I amI had no noblerH
e
w
as nothing to m
e

. Ah , you , good m
en

that yo
u

ar
e

!you almostashamed to confess th
is , bu
t

it is tr
ue .ca
n

but se
e

my si
n , you cannever know the remorse that came motive . The friendship for Powys , which had first actuatedme,to m

e

withmywealth. Had he whom Imarried beenother than wasswallowedup in this strangepassion. I worked cautiously,he w
as , yourrighteoussouls would never havemet thisshock . Step by step I tracedher back to her girlhood's days. Ah , they

What I told John , justH
is

wife! I was hi
s

slave — hi
s

do
g

. Blows and marks of th
e

work well who work fo
r

vengeance!lash-- thesewerethe love - tokenshe left with me . How could now , is true , quite so ; still I had , as youare aware , no proof thatgo
od

so come to a heart lik
e

mine ? There w
as
no question oflove she hadmurdered Mrs.Fuller . ' Isurmised it . TheknowledgebetweenRobertHaredale an
d

myself . H
e

knewmysufferings I ha
d

gained , convinced m
e

that such a crimewould havebeenan
d

he divinedmy hate, and with them served a purpose ofhi
s

own. Sometime beforethis my good husbandhad betrayedth
e

man'sfriendship in the matter of a woman's love , and wasthenunwiseenough to vaunt hi
s

own perfidy . Masking hi
s

despite, th
e

otherplanned hi
s

vengeance. H
e

found in m
e

a willin
g

ai
d

. H
e

did that work - not I - and then we fled . I havesa
id

that he was no lover of mine . I have said the truth . Ibelievethat he hatedme for what I had been to his victim .Therecould be nothingbrave or impulsive in this worker in th
e

da
rk
. H
e

ha
d

had hi
s

revenge, and now hi
s

cowardly spiritshrankfrom a possiblepunishment . Releasedfrom one taskmaster, I foundmyself chained by another . The villain fearedm
e ; had he dared, he would havekilled me . He would not goin peaceand leave me. He wished to return to India ;hi

s

wealthwasthere. Freed from me from the dread of mehemighthavebraved a trial . H
e

was insane enoughonce tote
ll

m
e

th
is , an
d

then fa
ll

tobemoaning hi
s

folly . You se
e

heha
d

no truecourage. M
y

existencewas insupportable . It wastenible, th
is

mutualhatredandmutual distrust . I was living A LAPLANDCRADLE.---PAGE134.

hisway
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-
upon Sarah.

shewas,

a fitting initial act of ber subsequentlife . I wasnot altogetherwrong, you see. You know the rest ; I went to you." A MOTHER'S LOVE .“ I know. Strange, that al
l my doubts should have centred

Why . I could not tell ; but the conviction came AMONGthe eager crowd that throsged
The westward cars , there came,over me as soon as I sawher . Without cause, too , for I knewnothing of this then . " Clad in the garb of poverty ,

A man of stalwart frame.Nor did he . Upon his return from India , whither bis inves
tigations had taken bim , Alfred Ternyngham sought the lawyer , He bore within his brawny armsand told him all . Very discreetlyhad they acted, and very dis A beauteouschild , and faircreetly would they act . An oath solemnly attested, now bound A babe that missed a mother's love ,the threemen to their self -imposed work of justice . Will you And lacked a mother's care .learn it ? This : the murderessmight never again hold communion with theworld . The wearydaysdragging by , might bring A narrow band of rusty crape

The poor man's hat adorned ;no solace to her black misery . She was free - if freedomlay in This told the tale of her so loved,unshackledlimbs and unbarreddoors - more , she had not Sarah And now so early mourned.with her , and Sarah's uncomplaining humility would wellnigh maddenher . From that time of woful despair , when she And yet he tried to soothethe batohad avowedher guilt , herhusband'slips had never beenupsealed With all a father's skill ;to her . His wishes, his will - he had written andSarah had The task was vain - the tendercarebeenthe bearer. Here was the response: Was but a father's still .“Do with me as you may see fit . "
Near by there sat a matronfair ,He had seen fit to leave her a life which was valueless now . In silken robes arrayed ;Beneaththe sameroof , tbey were as utter strangers , as though Her infant child was by her side,seasdivided them . It mattered nothing that a curious world Held by its waiting -maid.made havoc with their wretchedness. The world might neverlearn a tittle of the truth , for never again would the threshold The mother love was deep and strong,The motherheart was wide ,of that bannedhouse be crossed by friend or foe .

And toward the little motherless
Went out the yearning tide .Five long years ! Then came a time when old John Lyttle

ton lay a -dying . The physician had gone , the minister had fol She took the babe within her arms,lowed him , the nurse alone bat by the fire , when presently - as And placed it to her breast,she told it afterward - when presentlysheheard a sob , and there The poor man's little wailing child ,wasMrs. Lyttleton upon her knees by the bed . When or how So poor and meanly dressed.sheenteredthe chamber, the woman could not tell , but there What cared she that the garmentssoiledthat haughty lady , moaning and weepingbitterly . Lay on her shining silk ?" Isabel ! "

Ah , God's sweet charity went out“ John — John ! You will not lie and leaveme ! I love you ! With that fond mother'smilk .I love
Another might have flaunted such a love , for shewho gave itwas a great sinner , but this man's heart was sick with the cruel KITTY .agony it had borne , and his eyesweredimmedwith the mist ofDeath — he could not seeher si

n --only her suffering.“Poor Bella ! Poor child ! I love you darling . Kiss me . " CHAPTERXXII . -THE DEPARTUREFROYSHELLEYHOUSE.And so he died — with her kiss upon his lips . T IS astonishing how easilyone
finds excuses for putting of

f
aThe funeral was over. The will had been read . Few were disagreeablething ; and , thoughpresent ; for , exceptingAlfred Ternyngham and Lawyer Hark Kitty had left Myra with a firmness, no one had been summoned. The former inherited the determination to free herself atestate. Truly , in the matter of wealth , fortune had not been once, a day or two passed, andniggardly with this gentleman.

she was still the betrothedwife“ I shall go from here to -morrow , " said the widow to her of Dr. Norman .enemy.

He noticed her troubled lookHe saw her now for the first time in five years — he saw her affectionately , and would fainwretchedness, and tastedhis revenge.

have had her more open with“ I am at liberty to go ? half questioning , as though she him ; but she always put of
f

hisdoubted it .

solicitude with a parrying smile.“ In this world youhave nothing to fear ,madam . Go where Sometimes, she had a headache;

And where shewent , tax to a religious sisterhood - faithful

at others , it was Prissy who had
vexed her , or Wattie . She hadSarahwith her . Her wealth she has given to the needy -her no courage to hint at the truth .repentance to heaven.

Dr. Norman asked her point -blank one evening when sh
e

would marry him , thinking thus to bring matters to a climax.The heir - at - la
w

is aman of th
e

world — keen, cool , and daring . She blushed , looked distressed, and had hardly a word to sa
y
,Very rich and very friendless -- for , reasons he : “ D
o

not hurry yourself in deciding , " he said , kindly . “ For" All men are fools , all women traitors . " many reasons I could wish that the time should be soon , but IActing upon this avowel belief , he has notmadehaste to take will wait as long as you like . "a wife . He doesnot say : “ I wanted to ask you-“ I have ruined her whom I could not win . " Kitty began , then broke of
f
, and looked down upon the ca
rMen are seldomself -accusers.

Truly , they work well , who work for vengeance.

pet . Dr. Norman was silent , and she added , after a while— " Toask you for a little time . "

He looked pained .

GOODNESSAND HOXTST7. Thereare other qualities which are choosingme ? " he said .

" Are you not quite sure that you chosewisely for yourself inmore showy ; but none wear better , or gather less tarnish byuse, than goodnessand honesty . “ O
h yes ! it is not that ; it is that I ought to have told youbefore , I had madepromises to other people . "

you ! "

.t

1

you will . "

19
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"Not promisesof marriage?” he said, smiling. “ What folly to talk of the time ! Let us makeit endurable,
" I speakof promisesmade toMrs. Wingfield," Kitty an, and then it will go al

l

thequicker . Now , you must promise m
egwered; "she offered m
e

a homewithherever so long ago , and three things . In th
e

first place , never to distrustmeunder any
now sh

e

seems to think that , in spite of my engagement, I circumstances; in the secondplace , never to despiseme ; in the
ought to go . "

third , never to hate me . "" Forhowlong ? "

“Oh Kitty ! " Laura remonstrated.Dr.Norman'svoicewas bitter , and Kitty felt that kindness My dear , it is not impossible to distrust , despise, nay , bate ,

wouldhavebeenless bearablejust then . How unconsciously people one once looked upon as angels . You know circum

he seemed to be leading her into prevarications she had not stancesforce people into doing what seemsuchstrangethings ,dreamedof making. Shecaught eagerly at his last words . and then they get blamed. How can I tell what I may be

" Would it vexyou if I went - for a little time ? ' ' — thinking driven to do ? "it would be so easy to write afterward, and tell him the truth . Laura lay at Kitty's feet - a pretty heap of curling brown

D
r.

Normandidnot soonrecoverfrom his surprise . hair , pink complexion, and bright blue stuff ." It wouldnot vex me half so much if you wanted to pay a “As if you would evermakepeople angry , " she said , kissingvisitelsewhere; but of course, if you wish it , I have nothing the lissom white fingers that playedwith her hair ; you mightmore to say. "

make themunhappy , but angry - never . '" It is notthat I wish it , so much as Mrs. Wingfield " “ Little flatterer, I am but mortal - a little worse than other

"In thatcase, do not go . What is Mrs. Wingfield to you ! " mortals , if anything ; but now you shall hear how easily I"Shehasbeenverykind to me could appearquite villainous . Supposing - w
e may as well sup

" Thatmeans youhavebeenvery kind to her . I have often pose a strong case - supposing that I were never to marry yourremonstratedwith you for exerting yourself so unnecessarily on father at all ! "he
r

behalf. She is entirely selfish . I think her kindness to Laura , who had naturally welcomedthe probability of a mar
peopleis generally so muchcapital very well invested. ” riage betweenDr. Norman and Kitty as the consummation of

Thiswas a verycutting speechfor a man like Dr. Norman to happiness, treatedthis speech as a cruel joke .make, andKitty smartedunder it . Not knowing how to get “ You couldn't do that , and you wouldn't do it , ” she said .ou
t

of herdifficulty, she said : Kitty urged the possibility of such conduct on her part .

" I am afraid I must go . However selfish people are , one “ I could if I would , you know , " she whispered, lookingcannottreatthembadly . "

down upon Laura in her supreme, siren -like way . • Though

" Ifyou reallyfeelthus about the matter , it were better to go Dr. Normam is your father , and so good , that everybodyloves

atonce,butonly fo
r

a short time . That is understoodbetween him , he is but a man , and w
e

are women, you know . "us , is it not ? "

And she turned her handsomehead in a way that expressed

"You areverygood to me ; wish I had beenfirm from the some such sentiment as this : Women , by virtue of sex , are
beginning, andthen this would not have happened , ” Kitty such very superior creatures, and have a right to lord it oversaid; “but perhaps it is better that I should go away fo

r
a little their slaves. It might have been an unwholesomelessonfor atime. Youwill then be able to considerwhether or no you have lessgentle nature than Laura's .chosenwisely fo

r

yourself . ” “ Butwhy should you treat him badly , when you are so fond"Have w
e

not both had time enough, and to spare, to con- of hi
m

? ” .siderthat ? "

“ I don't want to treat him badly - I shouldn't do it willingly .Driveninto a corner, Kitty took refuge in plain speaking . I say , supposingthat somevery strong temptationshould come" Sometimes— I know it is wrong and ungrateful of me , but in the way , and I - who am theweakest of weak creatureswhere

I cannothelpdoubting, ” she said . my own will is concerned - should give way , would you hate orD
r.

Normanlookedgrave , and rose as if wishing to end the pity me ? ' 'conversation.

“ I don't know , " Laura said ; " I don't want to think of hay" Th
en

by al
l

meanspay the proposedvisit . Give yourself ing to do either . I'm quite sure that if you di
d

worse thingstim
e

to think, and if — as I hope and trust - youwill come back than disappoint papa , and al
l

of us , I should go on loving youto m
e

fo
r

onceand fo
r

al
l , it shall not be my fault if you regret al
l

the same, just because I couldn't help it . ”

it . "

" Which provesthat you are a little goose, " Kitty answered ;

H
e

le
ft

he
r

a little ceremoniously, and went away . “but , now , help me to pack, for Mrs. Wingfield beggedthat IKitty lo
st

no time in making preparations fo
r

departure. would go in time fo
r

lunch . ”Whenalone in he
r

roomshewore a brighter face . It would be Kitty's going was so sudden, that the whole family at Shelleya pleasant lif
e

at Mrs. Wingfield's , she thought , without chil- Housefelt as if a tooth had been drawn . When Mrs. Wingdren to amuseandlook after al
l

day long , with only oneperson field's bated carriagedrove up - fo
r , good as wereall the Nor

insteadof a dozen to please, with a carriage and men -servants mans , theycould hate any on
e

or anything that robbed them of

at command, an
d

an elegantdrawing - ro
om ,andpleasant ladies Kitty - there was a universal feeling of consternation. The

payingmorningvisits .

children cried ; but that wasonly an outburst of passing grief ;Th
e

childrenhad a thousand remarks to make at breakfast none of them saidwhat was in eachlittle heart that she was

ne
xt

morning. D
r.

Norman quietly looked up from hi
s

plate , doing an ungrateful thing .an
d

askedKitty if sh
e

were going that day . She sighed and Dr. Norman helped her courteouslyinto the carriage, handedsa
id

"Yes , " an
d

then heopened hi
s

letterswith rather asavage in he
r

reticule , umbrella ,and cloak , then pressed he
r

hand as

ai
r . Sh
e

could se
e

that he loved he
r ,that he trustedher , bu
t

any ordinarywell -wishermight havedone , raising hi
s

ha
t

cere

th
at

he w
as deeplyhurt at her going . When Laura found her- moniously as sh

e

drove of
f

. What a forlorn house it seemedee
lf

w
ith Kitty alone, sh
e

burst in
to

tears ,and , on he
r

knees ,without he
r

! Dr.Norman fe
lt

ashamed of himself fo
r

th
e

acentreated he
r

tostay with them . Th
e

child lovedKittypas- cumulation of chagrin that he could no
t

shake of
f . H
e

would
sionately, andclung to her in a hysteria of grief . fain have shut up every recollection of her in the most secret** It w

ill
be somiserablewithout yo
u , " w
as
al
l

sh
e

could sa
y

recesses ofhismind til
l

she wasagain by hi
s

side . He couldfo
r

he
r

tears. It was in such moments that Kitty Silver was not bear that his children and servantsshould seewhat he sufunrivaled. A ki
ss

from he
r

lips , a touch of he
r

hands , awhis- fered , an
d

made an errand to London ,thereby hopingtobridge
peredword of insinuatingaffection, and al

l

Laura's grief was over the absencethat he hoped, but did not feel quite sure ,co
ne , sh
e

w
as

ready to le
t

Kitty go that moment , and to love would end well .he
r

al
l

th
e

better fo
r

trampling on her poor little heart ." Th
at

is m
y

sensiblelittle Laura , " Kitty said ; "and nowyo
u

must do yourbest to makeeverybodygayand happyduring
myabsence. "

It is spring -time in Paris — the ever gay , the ever gracious,es w
ill
be back in a month ? " pleaded Laura , he
r

sweetever youthful ci
ty . What a Barmecide'sfeast is always spreadthere for the hungry ! How the merry tunesstrike uponweary

CHAPTERXXIII . - IN PARIS.

eyesstillfull of tears.
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T

cars! How victoriously th
e

carriage wheels of th
e

rich dash | long ; living in a world inade up of Gounod's music , drives ,

along th
e

streets, driving th
e

meanly -clad and th
e

miserable dinners , fashionable talk , and everything else light , graceful,

into the gutters ! and sparkling .

Kitty wasone of the victoriousones now , and leaned back in How she loved it al
l

! the constant business of doing nothing ,

Myra's carriage, as if soft cushions, obsequious, lacqueys , and th
e

interminable repetition of pleasure and fatigue , th
e

long
high -stepping bays had been every -day things with her , from luxurious sleeps on lace -bordered pillows .

her childhood upward . It wasquite wonderful how prosperity, She was not , however, wholly free from disturbing retrospec
in any shape, seemed to fit her like a glove . She grew plumper tions and dreams. She could hardly forget the unshackled life

and prettier with everynew phase of it , and sometimes looked in Fulham , the unvarying kindness of Shelley House , and the
at herself in the glass, saying : two men she had promised to marry . Moreover , she did not

Can it be my old self , Kitty Silver , now so amiable and want to spend al
l

her life with Myra , and was conscious of new
youthful , and pleasant to look at - my old , thin , soured, sharp- ambitions , and new powers of attaining them .tongued self ? " She recalled her Bohemian life with alternate sighs of selfMyra had come to Paris in a pet with somerelations at home , commisserationand complacency. In those times it had been aand had skillfully managed to bring her new friend with her . red -letter day , a shower of sugar plums , to walk to the theatre,

The matter , as may be well imagined , had beenone of great dif si
t
in the pit , and return home in an omnibus . She had goneficulty . For Dr. Norman had not readily yielded , either to to some of the smaller theatres thus , and nothing could haveMyra's obvious little by -play , nor to Kitty's apologeticand in

-

been gayer. Occasionally , there had been representations bysinuating artifices. He was eventually worsted, of course ; Perry's friends , concluding with cheap, noisy , deliciously unwhat man is not worsted in a contestwith women ? but he had wholesomelittle suppersbehind the scenes.

not yielded with the best grace in the world . His disappoint The company had not been refined ; conversation was not
ment had been bitter , and his anger repressed, though deep. strictly limited to such subjects as are discussed in a drawingHow it would al

l

end , neither he nor Kitty could tell in their room ; mannershad been a little free and easy : Kitty owned to

heart of hearts. They ha
d

hardly quarreled ; they ha
d

ce
r-

herself that sh
e

was not living amongst better people now .tainly not partedwith any understanding that the parting was Those light -hearted, free -thinking , free -talking friends of Boheto be more than temporary ; yet time , as it wore on , seemed to mia , had sadly neglected going to church , and many outwarddivide themmoreand more . conventionalities ; but how full to overflowing were they of theThey wrote to each other still . It was so easy to write charity that thinketh no evil , a thing Kitty now heard so muchfriendly letters, about the children , old times and happy days of every Sunday ! She marveled how she could have existed sothat were to repeatthemselves by -and - by ; and , without touch - long in what now seemed to her a social heathendom. Kittying on delicate ground , such letters seemedsafe andwere per- was learning new lessons in etiquette every day , and , it must behaps consolatory. confessed, went through the task in a tractable spirit . SheKitty blamed Hyra fö
r

her own apparent shortcomings ; it learned that it was disreputable to read a shabby novel withwas always Myra who would persist in keeping her away ; one's feet on the fender , to blacken ope's fingers with roastingMyra , who wanted her all to herself . Myra was represented as chestnuts, to go out in wet weather , to eat penny ices —
—

to do athe enticerand delinquent fromthe beginning to the end. And hundred and one things as natural to one of her bringing up asDr. Norman tried to believethat it was so . cracking nuts to young gorillas . She must neither eat, drink ,The life she was leading coald harlly have heenmore plca- laugh , nor talk in the old wảy , nor live to the old merry tune.-nt . Slie was running the giddy round of vain delightsall day Kitty proved an apt pupil , and soon became an adept in th
e

ETILA
FAMALECOSTUMESO

F

THETIME OFLOUISXIV .-PAGE134.
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-a

war

legion. Theywere continually making mutual discoveries, aspleasantas theywere unexpected. Kitty had so much wit ,

ar
t

of treatingpeo
and looking at the

pl
e

exactly accord
world through each

ing to theirdeserts
other's eyes, theyvery difficult
contrived to see aar

t
, by theway, and

greatdeal.oneonlyunderstood
hey had plenty

by thosewho dwell

of friends , and viswithintheprecipcts
ited or went sightof VanityFair .

seeing every day .

Her little craft
Kitty had learnedthusnewly rigged,

to know Paris veryпоnе gayer than
ihoroughly in forKitty as she se

t

out to

mer days , and withalone on high seas.

her for ciceroneShefearedneither
Myra found Paris ashoalsnor storms;

wholly differentandNow should she,

much more delight
havingsuchinfinite

ful place than forirust in herself, who
merly . A hundrednctedalikethepart

harmless amuseof pilotand steers
mentswerethought

nan! Shefeltthat
WWW of now that do notshe could afford

come in the way ofto be gay, having

1 ordinary pleasurehithertowagedsuc
seekers.essful with
Kitty was equallyth

e

world – having
clever in picking

provedherself in

out the plums of

manya fight a femi
whateversocialpudnineBayard, sans
ding came in thear et sansreproche.

way ; she ignoredWhat astonished
dull people perfectle

r , hourly and

ly , and never lostCaily, washerown
sight of any onepopularity. She
who was pleasantvas popularwith

or profitable.

: ll th
e

world -with
They had a fewth

e

young, withthe
French friends ;ol

d , withthebeau
and, though neithertiful, andwith the
Myra nor Kittygly . Howdidthis
could speak goodcometo pass? She
French , they werehad no otherallies,

both delightful in
French eyes, for
they dressed un
exceptionably

DEATHOF JOAN D'ARC.PAGE 134. crowning glory to

English women !it . Thusarmed, though obscure, sh
e

fe
lt

thit sh
e

could kept up an elegant ménage, and were so ga
y
, so charming , andbecomesought afterandfêted wherever sh
e

went ;though soclever , as to placethemselvesbelowthelevel ofFrench compo
or
, sh
e

was made to feel quite rich ; though virtually passion. Kitty had been originally engaged as Myra's confihomeless an
d

friendless , sh
eyet had homes an
d

friends with- dential companion , at a salary of a hundred a year ' ; bu
t

howcould such a contract exist betweentwo friends who had becomeIf Kitty flatteredand fawned a little upon those who were al
l
in al
l

to eachother ? Things di
d

no
t

alter al
l

at once, bu
t

cl
ad
inpurple an
d

fin
e

linen , w
as

sh
e

no
t

following th
e

example Myra andKitty grew both so sensitivewhere moneywas co
n

of th
e

world, an
d

al
l

wise dogs ,who wag their ta
ils

to those cerned ,that th
e

former state of things ha
d

becomeintolerable .tih
o

ha
ve

bi
g

bones togive away ? Was sh
e
toblamebecause Kitty one of Myra's pa
id

servants ! – Kitty's affectionate obSh
e

picked he
r

boneand w
as happy ? It is no
t

everybody'sfor servances pa
id

for by wages!-Kitty Myra's dependent , w
hota
ne

to wag th
e

ta
il

to such advantage. And , after al
l
, does was so much her superior ! It wasnot to be thought of .no
t

nineteenthcenturycivilization set us bartering our goods So from Myra saying such things as these :an
d

chattels, moralandmaterial , after th
e

fashion of South SeaIslandersor King Theodore'ssubjects ?

" O
h
! Kitty , it is quite absurd to go on in this way - youknow it is . If you won't consent to live with me, and share

How m
an
y

of ou
r

friendships ar
e

wholly disinterested ? How what Ihave as asistermight do , I'l
l

ru
n

awayfrom yo
u
. "many of ou
r

hospitalities as genuine as the desert fare of cous
Or :" Q

us - so
u , an
d

spring water offered by every Bedouin to the • Why should w
e keep up such shams, Kitty ? I do not reallyse
r
- by ? H
e

who pe
ts

hi
s

poor relation's " much is almost pay yo
u

fo
r

whatyou do ; I could no
t , if Igave yo
u

al
l
I ha
d .

You shall , at any rate , be my equal in such things as can beilt is ve
ry

ea
sy

to be good - tempered in Paris , an
d

Myra an
d

givenaway . You understandwhat I mean ? "itty w
er
e

ye
t

in what may betermed the honeymoonstate of And Myra had said much tending to the same point , till
Kitty gave way , and the two now lived together like sisters,Theyseemed to havediscovered a mine of comfort an

d

de
-

sharing th
e

goodthings of fortune equally .gh
t

in ea
ch

other.IfMyra was a host in herself , Kitty was a

It is very fashionable to be busy, and Miss Silver was now

bu
t

a pair of eyesthat looked won
derfulthings, anda sweetinsinuatipg
voice, and a ready

S. (CN
a

cutnumber

66

* rare as a saint.

friendship.

CHAPTERXXIV . - HOWTHE COMPACTWASKEPT.
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however, very few people were ever sent away, her dearest | Kitty were both popular, and that their salonwas filled with
friendsmust have beenlegion. “ Dilestoujoursqueje nevoirper- pleasantpeoplewhenever they choseto throw it open. It wassonne," she said again and again to her maid Frangine, “ mais curious that, though Kitty was themost admired, it wasalways
vouspouvezadmettre Te

l
e Te
l

tout le même. " The last clause, how Myra to whom men inade proposals of marriage , and Myra's
ever , only applied to certain people whose names Francine suitors would have becomequite troublesome without Kitty toknew by heart . keep them of

f
. It was so natural to Myra to find men pleasantMr. and Mrs. Nobody were sent awaywith no sort of cere- when they paid court to her , and she seemedsuch a confidingmony . Peopleworth knowing , that is , peoplewith big purses, little thing , that if Kitty had not acted the part of the Dragon,big names, or big anything , wereadmitted and announcedwith the golden appleswould have beenstolen by the firstaudaciousa flourish of trumpets. Poor little Frangine , who was a peasant adventurer .girl from Normandy , adored Mademoiselle Silver as much as OnceMyra had said , after a long talk about lovers and affairsanybody, and adored everybodyelse for doing the same. She in general :

wasnot too simple to understandhow matters stood . Madame " I can't make out how it is that you are not jealous , Kitty .Wingfield , with the rosy face and round eyes, and the dimpled I never had a friend who wasnot jealous before. I suppose ithands that dropped their hold of everything , had the money , is becauseyou have wit enough to see that peoplecare fo
r

meand mademoisellehad the brains to make madame's money because I am rich and stupid , and for you becauseyou arecleverworth having . Frangine , foolish little thing as shewas , saw it and handsome. I wish I were you . "al
l clearly enough, and earned Kitty's gifts , that made her so " And I wish I were you , " said Kitty , caressingher patron asnecessary to people. All day long the samesum was going on : if shewere a child ; “ I wish I were you . "mademoiselle'scleverness x mademoiselle's power of fascina And she looked up fondly into her face as she spoke.tion madame'slivres sterling . “Oh , you wouldn't like it ! " said Myra , gravely comic ; " youKitty certainly initiatedMyra into the art of leading a pleas- would find it dull . Just compare the lots of things in yourant life ; and did not Myra do well to be grateful ! She bad mind to the emptiness in mine . You think more in five minsufferedterribly from ennui till Kitty's era , in spite of the na utes than I do in a day . "tural advantages of independence, wealth , and position . Now “ I wish I didn't think so much , sometimes, " Kitty said ;sbe found everyday delightful , every bit of bread sweet as a " but I supposeone can't help it . "freshly -gathered nut . She had plenty of flattery , as much “ When two people live together , one of them must think ,homage as she well knew what to do with , and only enough and thinking is hard work for women . Wouldn't it be betleisure to give zest to gayety . Her Wednesday “ At Homes " ter fo

r
us both if I were to marry ? I don't wish to marry , Iwere pronounced charming ; her little dinners , perfect ; her like my freedom so much , but marriage has advantages. ”maid-servants , angels ; her men - servants, archangels ; the And Myra pursedher little mouth , and looked contemplative.whole transformationwas Kitty's work ! Kitty looked contemplative , too .How could Kitty be sufficiently extolled , petted , rewarded ! “ There is time enough for that , ” she said ;Myra was by nature Kitty's inferior , but she had it in her happy as we are ! "power to makeher happy , which she did in her own lazy way . “ We might go on being happy just the same, " said Myra ;Kitty was told to get this and that luxury for herself , and she " love for a man would never be much more to me as friendshipgot it . Kitty was told to install herself in such and such a for you . People scoff at women's friendships , but I am sureroom, and she obeyed. Her room ! that was the crowning they are worth as much as anything in the world . ”glory of Kitty's existence. Like all women , she loved pretty "Then why marry at all ? " said Kitty , looking up .things ; it waschiefly her craving for pretty things that had led " Because, Myra said , “ I think if you go on working soher out of Bohemia ; here she had them , enough and to spare . hard fo

r
m
e
, I shall grow to be a bugbear to you in time, andN
o
" viscount'sdaughter or earl's heir ” had softer carpets, that would be wretched . 'easierarm -chairs, richer curtains , than she , in the fashionable “ Never ! never ! " cried Kitty , emphatically , pressing herhotel in which they were located . She had an elegant little friend's hand . Never ? "piano , and took lessons in singing , practicing the new operas “ It would not be your fault , but in the natural course ofout of music -books bound in white and gold . The last new things . No one's patience lasts for ever ; and , you know,drama of Emile Augier , the last new novel of Cherbuliez or things do bother you sometimes . ”Octave Feuillet , the last number of the “ Révue des Deux This was said in allusion to one or two bursts of vexationonMondes " lay on her table , fo

r

she affectedliterary dilletante- Kitty's part , when people had been provoking , servants dilaism now ,and could discussanysubjectwhatever , from Couttism tory , dressmakers unpunctual , or Myra herself intractable into the Mexican Loan downward, with al
l

the piquancy of a little things . Can w
e

ac
t

the part of angels always ? Will anywoman and the goodsense of a man . silken slipper cover the cloven foot ?She was wonderful , this Kitty Silver ! and Monsieur D , Kitty sufferedpatiently a reproach that she felt she did nota Member of th
e

Institut , who attended Madame Wingfield's deserve. From that time shecarefully kept out of Myra's sightWednesdays, sa
t

at her feet , and liked to hear he
r

talk better any stonesthat clogged the domestic wheels , whether little orthan any of his associates. Shewas strong on politics , too , and big , and Myra said no more about marrying . It must be conMyra was occasionally honored by the visit of Monsieur le fessedthat Kitty's part of the compact was by fa
r

the hardestComtede and Monsieur both of whom were states to keep . Myra gave what hadcost her nothing - rank , money,men , bu
t

not too much lifted above ordinary mortals to appre- ease ; but Kitty gave time , thought , character , an
d

capabilities,ciate the bright persiflage or downright practical wisdom of an service of brain and lip , without stint or spare .Englishwoman, who always looked handsome, and was always Onemorning she was busily engaged in making a head -dressdressedperfectly .

for Myra , when Francine came in looking more puzzled than itFor dress is the most important ar
t

in a woman's educational was her wont to do ; fo
r

Frangine's mistress was an unknowncurriculum , and Kitty had mastered it thoroughly . She knew quantity to her , and she was constantlywishing that Kitty were
exactly wheregood taste ends and bad taste begins ; and it is less clever , or that she herself were less stupid .

no small credit to her that not even an envious tongue could For instance , there had come to -day to the door a little , shy ,find anything to sayagainst her milliner or herself .triumph is no
t

obtainedwithout effort , and it may besafely af
-

rie
d

a cottonumbrella ( th
e

weather was showery ) , asking in

Such a ill -dressedgirl , who wore a broad -brimmed straw - ha
t

, and carfirmed that , what with the adornment of her outward andeducation of her inner woman , Kitty had not much time to friend .

he very broken French to see Mademoiselle Silver , her dearestspare. You see, things which come naturally to other ladieshad to be acquired by he
r ,and shewasever on the alert lest she barrassment, and Kitty had said , looking cross, but no

t
un

Frangine went with her story to Kitty , half crying with emshould becaught tripping . She never wascaught tripping : ah ! pleasant :shewas wonderful !

Al
l

circumstancesconsideied, it was no wonder that Myra and times that mydearestfriends never carry umbrellas — an
d

cotton

“ You little goose, Frangine ! haven't I told you a dozen
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courseIwill, and am so pleased to see you again. Put this her room perfect, and what woman doesnot look twiceas at

131
ones, to

o
! preposterous! One of th
e

dressmaker'sEnglish little box of bonbons in your pocket fo
r

Prissy — an
d

give m
ygirls, of course, and I can't seeher now . " love to al
l

— I darenot keepyou anylonger , darling . Good - by . "" Mais non, mademoiselle, " began Francine , " elle vient Truth to say , Kitty had heard a ring at the outerdoor , and
d'arriverd'Angleterre, et s'appelle — s'appelle - Mon Dieu , wasanxious to get rid of onevisitor beforeanothershouldcome.

qu'est- ce quec'estque ce nom - là ? Ah ! Normand , c'est ça . " How could she tell who the next comersmight be ? PerhapsKittysuddenlyseemed to se
e

a hair on the carpet, and she somefashionablefriends en grandetenue; and what would they
stoopedto pick it up . think of her little provincial Laura ?Laura in Paris ! Sheturnedhot and cold , and sick with dismay. How couldsheseeher ? How could she excuseherself

CHAPTERXXV.-SURPRISE UPONSURPRISE.

fromseeingher ? What could shesay to her ?

Sheroseandwent to the openwindow , feeling stifled . Hun AURA went away, smiling to herselfdreds of painful thoughts were rushing through her mind . If for joy at having found her long -lostLacrawas in Paris , surelyDr. Norman would be in Paris , too , treasure, and much too happyand tooand if Dr. Norman, Prissy and Wattie . What & scandalwould
dazzled by the brilliancy of Kitty's new

be created b
y

their downright homely ways ! and Dr. Norman position to anticipate possible disapwouldperhapspresshis suit upon her . How could sheshield pointment for herself in the future .

herselffromhisdreadedaffection ?

Greatly to her surprise, a friendly voiceIn this first moment of overwhelming agitation , it seemed uttered her name, and a friendly band
possibleto her to do a cowardlyand heartlessthing - namely, to was laid on hershoulder as she reacheddenyherself to Laura , freeherself — it is true , by a piece of false the threshold.dess— fromtheslavery of sentiment to which she had so long My stars, if it isn't little Laurasubjectedherself. But shepausedbefore doing this thing , and Norman ! "thepausesavedher .

" O
h
! Mrs. Cornford , it's you" Francine, " she said , sharply , " this demoiselle is English , And Laura , like the loving little thing shewas, kissed

anddoesnot know les convenances. But how could you be so her old drawing -mistress warmly , and could not seem
stupid as not to see by a glance that shewas a lady ? Admit glad enough to seeher again . It was so easy to Laura
her at once. "

to love peoplewhen she felt happy_and she felt quiteAnd in anothermoment Laura and Kitty werekissing each happyjust now .other, woman-wise, andLaura could do nothing but laugh and “ Well , " said Mrs. Cornford , in that delightful unconscious

cr
y

, feelingherself in such an uncertain sort of Paradise. ness of cotton gloves, bepaintedgown , disreputablebonnet, and
Why , I neverdreamed of seeing you , " Kitty said, hold- unkempt hair , that is secondnature to your veritableBohemian,

in
g

th
e

child'spink cheeksbetweenher hands , and looking at so you have been paying court to our runaway daughter of

herearnestly, "you little , constant, foolish , sweet, impatient Mammon, have you ? " 'thing ! "

“ O
h , Mrs. Cornford ! "" I thoughtI shouldneverseeyou again , " Laura said , shyly . " O

h , Miss Laura ! if you haven't eyes in your head I have," What a beautifulroom this is , and how beautiful you are in and can tell a mountebank in a momont , though he has got on

yourmorning-gown ! "

his plain clothes. Our good Kitty's inner woman is like a" An
d

how prettysomebodyelsehas grown ! though just a mountebank, alwaysdressed in plain clothes ; and so stupid are
littledisheveled, and crumpled, and bespattered at this present al

l
of you that none but I have the sense to find it out . "moment. Let us take of
f

your bat and cloak , and smooth your Had Laura's old teacherstruck her , shecould hardly havefelt
hair, an

d

settleyoucomfortably in this fauteuil . I keep it for more hurt or startled ; to her Kitty's self was sacred as the

m
y

pets, andnobodyelse , " Kitty added, sweetly . Commander of theFaithful to all true Mussulmans ; and whilst* It seems a shame to put m
y

long wet hair on thesebluetoo simple to fathomMrs. Cornford's psychological subtleties,velvetcushions, " Laura said , looking at al
l

Kitty's elegant sur- sh
e

could not bearher name to be unceremoniouslyused .
roundingswith a child's wonder . “ It's no usemincing matters, my dear , ” Mrs. Cornford con" Nonsense; what is upholstery fo

r

but to us
e

? " answered tinued , with a friendly pa
t

on th
e

child's shoulder . " Kitty is
Kitty, with th

e

grand ai
r

of one who ha
s

just comeinto a for- a lover of Mammon , you know ; but it'
s

only th
e

ol
d

birds who
tune. “ Butnow, tell me the news of you all . Is Dr. Norman know how people set traps , and when you have been caught

in Paris? "

once or twice you will be wiser . I supposeyou are all here in a

" PapaandPrissyand I came yesterday, ” began Laura .

“ Yes ; that is , papaandmy little sister are here . ""Yes ; Wattie is gone to school now . " “ We are staying in the Rue de Trévise , numeroquatre, but I“ I don'tknow ; it depends- am sure to be found in the Louvre almosteverymorning . Comecourageto add— “ upon you . " Laura hesitated, lacking and seeme at which place you like best , my dear . O
n

secondthoughts , perhapsyour papamight not like you to come to myquarters ; but the Louvre is always respectable. You may paintLauranameda quiet , ol
d
-frshioned hotel in the Faubourg St
.

with me sometimes, if you like . " Then , with a hastygood - b
y ,Germain, andmentionedthat she had come to seeher quite of they parted .he
r

ownaccord, adding :

When Francine for a secondtime that dayopenedthe door to

" Papasays he shall write to you . " shabbily -cressedlady , who had evidently walked a long di
s" I amafraidthat I shallhave to appearvery inhospitable , ” tance in th
e

ra
in , he
r

mind misgave he
r

as to what sh
e

oughtKi
tt
y

sa
id ; " ba
t , of course ,not being in m
y

ownhouse , Ican't to do ; bu
t

rough an
d

readyspeech carriesalmost as muchinvite m
y

friends as Ishould lik
e

to do ; yo
u

shall invite m
e

in
-weight to th
e

uneducated as fin
e

clothesand fin
e

manners , an
dst
ea
d

. " . sh
e

added,coaxingly ; an
d , after somefurther ta
lk , Mrs. Cornford spoke French roughly , bu
t

readilyenough . Mrs.sa
id , " bu
t

no
w I am afraidI'mustsend yo
u

away , yo
u

dear , Cornford ,moreover , was a largeperson ;Frangine w
as

small ,go
od

lit
tle
pe
t , an
d

yo
u

must come some othertime to se
e

al
i

an
d

Frangine w
as

awed . Mrs. Cornford w
as

ushered in .m
y

prettythings, fo
r

to -day I have lots to do fo
r

Mrs. Wing Kitty's little room was quite a picture of artistic finish andfie
ld , an
d

yo
u

wonldn't ha
ve

me ge
t

scolded on your account , fancy , an
d

th
e

fir
st

thought th
at

ro
se toPolly Cornford's mindwas — the little artful creature ! who would have thought of her" O
h
! nobodyeverscoldsyou , " Laura said . ? ,But se
e

al
l

those letters to answer , and sh
e

ha
s

friends forgetting artist's ey
e

to
ok
" in everyelement of harmeny in amoment ; the mellow tints of the wall , the bright , rich carpet,

de if I co
ul
d

te
ll

yo
u

no
w , de
ar

child ! bu
t
I w
ill

come, of bit of furniture Kitty ha
d

us
ed

everyavailablemeans to make

;

Without th
e

boys ! " lump ? "

" Andhowlong do you stay ? "

" An
d

where ar
e

you staying ? "

yo
u

coming to breakfast at twelve . "" An
d

whenwill you come to se
e

us ? "

17
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tractive in a beautiful room ? To Mrs. Cornford, Kitty looked , and keeps a flunkey, to fall down and worship one god only
metamorphosed, as sheadvanced, dressedin an elegantmorning- Mammon th

e

Mighty - and to him to sell your soul . "

gown of rose -color, her hair flowing , but smooth , her slippers of “ I don't know why women should be so harshly judged , "finest kid . Kitty said , penitently , but proudly : “ a man gets commended
But the vision of kind , slatternly , slangly , irrevocably Bohe- for trying to better his condition ; I have only done that . ”

mian Polly Cornford came upon Kitty like a forgotten pro “ You have only done that , I know ; but there are more
mise, or a bank failure , that makesonegrow suddenlyold and ways than one , Kitty , of making oneself smart at a fair ; one's
ugly . It is , however, against the laws of decent society that fine clothesmay be bought , borrowed , or stolen— "

this sort of feeling should ever be expressed, and Kitty greeted “ What do youmean ? " asked Kitty .

her friend as if at that particular moment she thought her “ You have come mighty fine to the fair , Kitty , but I am

an angel . much afraid you haven't paid for all your gewgaws in good

“ My stars ! " said Mrs. Cornford , going from one piece of fur- money that rings when you try it . "

niture to the other , with her glass to her eye, as soon as the "My dear Polly , how absurd you are ! "

first words of greeting were over . “ My stars ! Kitty , in what “ Well , let us try your money . We'll say you've paid so

coin do you payfor all this ? What a delicious color your paper many smiles , and so many sweetspeechesfor this jolly boudoir ;

let us takeis , to be sure ! I'll use it for my next background ; and what will you swear them to be al
l

true and genuine ? or ,

sweet little silly things in Sévres on your cabinet ! and you've the carriageyou drive in — what does that cost you ? Have yougot one or two pictures too — a real Hamond , on my soul ! a regular tariff of prices, or do you bargain haphazard fo
r

al
l

and the genuineDoré's Don Quichotte ; and my ! what a jolly these good things ? And truffles -- I dare say you eat trufflescarpet ! ” now - do you buy them by the gross , for a few little flatteries of

" Algerian , ” said Kitty , glad to find a topic ; “ isn't it a extra flavor !!
!

lovely thing ? what reds, wbat greens, and what yellows ! and Kitty did not know whether to laugh or to cry , whether tolook at al
l

the differentpatterns . ' take Mrs. Cornford's sarcasmsseriously or in jest , whether to be

“ I say, Kitty , is it your own , and will you lend it to me ? indignant or humble . She followed a middle course .

I'm painting a picture out of the ' Arabian Nights , ' and your “ Polly , ” she said , “ if I did not love you , I verily believe Icarpet is just what I want , " should forget al
l

that I owed you in theold days , and be ready

“ O
f

course, " Kitty said . to hate you for saying such things of me now . But though I“ But I ought not to have asked you for the loan of it yet , am foolish , and vain , and weak , I do love you - I do , indeed,fo
r

you mayn't like to lend your carpets to me after I have love you , Polly , and you must not castme of
f
. ”saidmy say . " And saying this , she came close to Mrs. Cornford's side, andKitty winced, but would not le

t

her wincing be palpable for wound her armsround her neck , and kissed her on the cheek,worlds . knowing - who so well ?—that Mrs. Cornford could no more re

“ As if anything you could say wouldmake me disagreeable, " sist her than al
l

the rest of the world .

she said , sweetly ; " but take of
f

your cloak , and we will have “You little , insinuating , artful , clever thing ! " Mrs. Cornup coffee, and we will talk over that . " ford began ; but her mouth was stopped by Kitty's hand .She rang the bell , and ordered Francine to bring up coffee “No , I'm not insinuating , and I'm not artful , " she said ;and cakes, with less authority than usual . Poor Kitty ! Mrs. “ I'm your dear , naughty prodigal , that's what I am ; andCornford's visit was less bearable to her than a neuralgic though you scold me to -day , you'll kill the fatted calf for m
e

attack . to -morrow , I know you will , you darling . ”“ Thechicks are here , " beganMrs. Cornford . “ Not I , ” said Mrs. Cornford , good -tempered in spite of her“ Oh ! " Kitty answered, smiling . not I , Miss Kitty Silver . If you come, which I know" And the Bianchis are here . " you won't , I shall give you nothing but a brown crust and lots“ Oh ! " Kitty said , still suave . of scolding . I live ever so high up in an attic , you know , in a“ And Perry is here . " dingy little street , and your love for me will hardly bring you“ O
h
! " Kitty said , trying to smile , and groaning inwardly . there , I think . "

“ And w
e

are going to make a regular season in Paris , and “ As if I should not come to see you , " Kitty interposed,stay I don't know how long . Don't say you are glad , Kitty ; deeply hurt .

know in your heart you are thinking what a horrid lump of us “ Well , will you come in to - night ? Perry has asked a friendto be here , and wishing that w
e

were al
l

safe at home in Par- or two to dinner , and w
e

are going to the OpéraComique afteradise Place. ” ward . "“ How can you say such things ! If they weretrue , I should Kitty hesitated.be the most ungrateful wretch under the sun . " “ I should like it dearly ; but , you see, Mrs. Wingfield might“ Everything is possible in this world , ” said Mrs. Cornford , object . ” 'coolly ; " and if I must speakthe plain truth , our faith in you “ Come on Sunday , then ; we'll go to Saint Cloud , and haveis looking a little the worsefor the wear . " dinner at such a snug little cabaretPerry knows of . ”Kitty droppedinto a chair , biting one of her long locks sav . “ We always go to church on Sundays , " Kitty said , with someagely, and sat still .

reluctance.“ I don't say you are ungrateful , ” Mrs. Cornford went on ; “ Eh , go your ways , Kitty , to church and the devil ! " Mrs.* there is no sort of need fo
r

old friends to be grateful to one Cornford said , rising to go ; " and don't come to se
e

m
e
, til
lanother

you turn poor and honest again -- which won't be yet , I fancy. "Here Kitty came to Mrs. Cornford's side , and put her arms She put on her cloak , and would have gone away abruptly ,abouther , deprecatingly, and interposed : but Kitty hindered her a little .“ My dear Polly , how absurd to say that I have no need to be “ I will come and see you , I will , I will , " she whispered ;grateful to you ! ” adding , with tears , and a fine , tremulousWurst of passion, " you dear , good , ill - repaid, generousthing ! " | and say so . "

“ give my dear love to Perry , and the children , and everybody,

“Pooh , pooh ! I'm a hard -working , out - at -elbow, vulgarwretch - that's what I am ; and you're quite a fashionablelady
And she kissed her friend , and clung to her .

now , and wouldn't comeand call on m
e

in my five -pair back in Mrs. Cornford said ; " and when you see ' em you can add as

“ I shall tell ' em the truth , and nothing but the truth , "

broad daylight , if it would savemy heart from breaking . much to it as you like . I shall tell ' em how I found you in aknow what saints you swear by , Kitty , and your creedsand wonderful frock fit fo
r

a duchess, and a diamond ring on yourcatechisms, too . "

“ * And what ar
e

they ? ” said Kitty , looking a little pale , but your feet . This is what I shall tell ' em , Kitty , without adding
finger , and a gold chain at your waist , and silk stockings on

resolutelydetermined to play the victim . or diminishing - and so I promise yon . We live in the Rue de" I supposeyour creed is , ” began Mrs. Cornford , “ to love Trévise, numeroquatre. It'
s

a shabby place ; don't tell th
e

grandyour neighbor as yourself , if he's rich , and lives in a big house , I folks if everyou comethere . Good - by ! "

self ; “
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be

was

Andwith that Mrs. Cornford went, leaving Kitty abashed, great occasion. In amoment, she was at her friend's feet, aterrified, full ofmisgiving. pale, disheveled, penitent, distracted thing.Howshouldshe shield herself from all the new difficulties “ Now, or never, you shall know al
l , " she said , moisteningandperplexitiesthat loomed in the distance ? Myra's bandwith her tears ; "and thenyou shall judge meac

Shecouldnot breakfrom theseold , true friends ; but how to cording to my deserts. It is not only Dr. Norman whom mycleave to them, how to be kind to themwithout bitterest shame affectionfor you has led me to deceive, but there are othersan
d

mortification? Why - oh , why had they come to disturd one , a man whom I half promised to marry years ago — when Ihe
r

prace? was young ; and they all love me so much , and want me somuch , that they have followed me here ; and now I shall haveno peace. ”CHAPTERXXVI. -CONFESSIONANDABSOLUTION.

“ Well , ” Myra said , after the manner of a child lecturing herdoll , " of course, it's you who have done the wrong , and whoF LAURA'S visit had been a must sufferfor it . If I could bearsome of the blame , I would . "thorn in Kitty's side, it may “Oh ! you don't know half themisery of it yet , " poor Kittyimagined that Mrs. Cornford's groaned, still in her penitential attitude . “ My oldest friends ,two thorns ; and they those who brought me up , and to whom I owed everythingprickedandpricked mercilessly. when a child , though dear , generous, unselfish souls — heavenAll the pleasantness of this forgive me for saying so !-are , or , rather , would seem to you ,Parisian phase of life wasgone, desperatelyvulgar . I- I should be the most heartlesswretchsnuffedout in a moment like a in the world if I dreamedfor a moment of giving them up ; butwax light exposed to unkind I must choosebetweenthem and you . "blasts .

And with that climax she rosefrom her knees, and dashed toKitty's gilded cage held an the windowand back again , and stood by the mantelpiece, sobunhappybird for a time ; poor bing out :bird ! that only asked less love “ Betweenthem and you - betweenthemand you ! "and more oblivion at the hands “ That is sheer nonsense, ” Myra said , with warmth . " No.of the world , and bewailed its thing shall induce me to give you up — till you marry ; and Iunhappy fate with fallen crest, supposeyou do not wish to marry this desperatelyvulgar loverdroopingpinions , and joyless eyes. who has followed you to Paris ? ” sheadded, archly .Whichever way she looked , she saw no “ He is not vulgar , though I don't wish to marry him ; it isthing but small ignoble perplexities. At of the others I speak . "present, Myra knew almost nothing of what “Oh ! nevermind the others. We can ask them to comeoneKitty's early life had been ; why should day by themselves, and show other innocuous civilities . ”she ever have known but for these too Kitty shook her head.fond , too faithful friends who would not be “ We've beentoo intimate to come to that . Think for a moso kind as to forget her for a little while ? ment ! Can I just be civil to thosewho have been as good asShe should be sure to meet Perry - dear, father and mother to me ? I have told you , dear " -and heredisreputablePerry - in the first picture gallery they might her voicefell into a naturallysubduedkey— “ what a fatherless,chance to visit ,and should have to choosebetweenthe painful motherless, forlorn little vagabond I was — and it was thesealternativeof cutting him dead or bringing a dreadful scandal peoplewho took me in . "uponherself, or she should be slowly driving by Myra's side , “ Dear, dear , " Myra said , “ how I wish peoplewould not beor ,worsestill , with some of Myra's friends , perhaps with fas- | poor , and have children , and die ; it bothers people's moraltidious Si
r

GeorgeBartelottand his daughteralong the Boule- notions so . You can't cut your adoptedfathers and mothers,vard, and comeupon the whole vagabondish, darling , but and you can't be contentedwith being on mere friendly terms .terriblyunwelcomecrew, drinking beer and playing dominoes and they ar
e

in Paris , and so ar
e

w
e
. Dear , dear ! what is to beoutsidesomefourth -ratecafé. Kitty's heart sank within her done ? —butdon't cry , dear ; that is no sort of use . 'as sh
e

forestalledthe catastrophe of such a meeting. Mrs. Thus admonished, Kitty dried her eyesand grewcalm .Cornfordwouldnod and put up her eye -glass to stare ; Perry “ It is such a comfort to me that we really care for eachwouldlook unmistakablyaghast and forlorn ; the children other , ” she said , " and that yo
u

judge m
e

kindly in everything .wouldturn scarletwith excitement , and gape and ejaculate, Without that assurance, lif
e

werenot worth having . "" There'sKitty ! oh , goody, how smart she is ! " How should And then she seated herself on a low stool at her friend'ssh
e

bear it ? howshouldsheflee from it ? knee , and told a long - long story , about herself you may beShewonderedhow fa
r
it would be wise and safe to trust sure , throwing such a halo of grace and pathos about it , thatMyra; fo
r

trust he
r

, in some degree,shemust , or breakwith Myra quite envied the life at ParadisePlace , and thought thathe
r

. Therewas no othercourseleft openthat she could see. Mrs. Cornford and Papa Peter and Perry Neevemust be ever soSo ,whenMyra came in , a little curious , a little vexed ,and muchmore interesting than people of he
r

own se
t

.ha
lf

inclined to be out of temperwith Kitty fo
r

having friends “ Would it not be possiblefor you to seethem now and thenof whom sh
e

knew nothing ,the little siren threw her arms without any break betweenanybody ? They are so fond of you ,about he
r

morethansister, and said , plaintively : that they would makeany sacrifice, I should think . ”" O
h , Myra ! nothing could have happened so unfortunately “Oh ! you don't know what jealousy in such a set is , ” Kittyfo

r
m
e

. TheNormanshavecome to Paris . " exclaimed ; “ well - bred people are not supposed to have any

IWhat , in heaven'sname, does that signify ? D
r.

Norman passions — at least , they keep them within properbounds .knewyourdecision on a particular matter long ago . " tell you there is no help for it but to leave Paris . ”SeeingKitty'sfacecloud a little , she asked , point -blank : My poor Kitty ! Leave Paris , when Paris is la crême de laIf not , it was wicked behavior on your crême of existence ! Preposterous ! You stay - I stay - they
stay — poor things ! "**

* Ididn't le
ad

hi
m

on to hope ,and I didn't quite give him • Impossible ! "up . I can'tbringmyself to bfurt out unpleasant truths — fo
r “ You and I stay , then ? ”th
e

lif
e

of m
e
, I can't ; don't blame me , Myra , ” poor Kitty " Impossible ! "pleaded; " it is m
y

idiosyncrasy — no
t

my fault . ” “ But it seemsworse than ridiculous that we shouldbe driven
pleasanttruthsalways ; an

d , pardon m
e ,dearest , bu
t , though I whom yo
u

fancy yourself obliged . ”you , I can'ttrustyou a bit - no
t

a bit - if you have really “As if I should dream of letting you make such a sacrificefor
me ! " Kitty said, brimful of grateful affection ; - " that is outKitty w

as

supreme atacting little tragedies , and herewas a of the question. At the sametime , I cannot supportthe idea of

46
“ Isn't it go ?

part. "

cand it is m
y

idiosyncrasy, no
t

m
y

fault ,that I blurt ou
t

un
-

fr
om

Pa
ris , ju
st

becausesomepeoplesettle themselveshere to

actedtowardDr. Norman so .
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al
l

the thousand and one vexations too sure to follow from the , the mother to have her child always in sight and out of harm'sarrival of these -my dear, kind old friends . Oh dear ! if one way .

had no natural affection, how easy life would be ! " and she The Lapland cradle , shown in our illustration on page125, islooked very pathetic . a similar structure . A piece of wood , shaped like a canoe, and“ Which means that you would ignore the existence of your hollowed out like one till sufficiently light and portable , isvulgar friends ? " filled with a soft grass, which retains the animal heat , and in“ Not vulgar - unconventional, I should have said . " this the child is placed, with bands across to keep it from fall' Well , then , of your unconventional friends , and enjoying out , and a sort of visor or bar to protect the face. TwoParis to your heart's content ? I can read you . " straps at the head and feet enable the mother to hang it on aKitty colored, and was silent . Myra went on : bough or hook of any kind . Provision is made for securing“ But let us devisesomemeans of cutting this Gordian knot . cleanliness ; but , on the whole , it is inferior to the Indian babyWe will leaveParis as soon as possible, c'estentendu; meantime, frame , which is simply a board with a hoop at the top for susdo onceand for al
l

tell that cold , satirical Dr. Norman that you pending it , and the infant is swathed on the board , which hashavegiven him up for ever and ever, " and hereMyra looked up a slight rim around .

with arch insinuation . “ Perhaps it may be as well to say the Some of the Lapps seem to dispensewith even this cradle ;same thing to the man you half promised to marry years and and one writer , who tells us that the women generally carryyears ago. the children on their back , gipsy -fashion , adds , that when they“ O
h , Myra ! " go to church , they leave the babiesoutsidethe building , to keep“ You weremore kind to him , were you , and sent him away them warm , an operation effected by the strange expedient ofsentencedand desponding, but not in suspense ? " digging a hole in the snow and popping them in , leaving a dogKitty now went on her kneesafresh - w

e speak figuratively- to keep guard against the wolves .kissing the ground , and sprinkling her head with ashes, crying ,

“ Peccavi, peccavi! ” and Myra , after an extravagant amount of FEMALE COSTUMES .childish scolding , coaxing , and caressing, left her in a comparatively happy mood . Myra consented, nay , proposed that they We present on page128pictures of three fashionableladies ofshould leave Paris in three weeks' time — a great concession the time of Louis XIV . , by which our readerswill perceivethatand Kitty felt that it would be possible to temporizewith the the Grecian Bend and the hoops of the presentagearebut reNormans and the dear tiresomeloving tribe from ParadisePlace surrections of olden fashions .during that short space. Shewanted to stave of
f

a catastrophe and elaborationwere required to build up that costly , myster

In those days the greatestskill
till the eve of her departurewith Myra from Paris , and then to

go very meekly an
d

penitently to th
e

Faubourg St
.

Germain ious , and wonderful work of ar
t
, th
e

head -dress of a lady offashion . Horace Walpole , in one of his gossiping letters,and th
e

Rue de Trévise , and confess, as she had done to Myra draws a humorous picture of a fair friend of hi
s

whohad he
r“ Peccavi,peccavi! " andhaving alike received plenaryabsolution headdressed th
e

previous evening , and had to si
t up al
l

night ,from all , depart in peace. And al
l

this while ,existenceseemed an
d

sleep in he
r

chair , as sh
e

could not lie down fo
r

fear ofa drearyisthmus to he
r

, connecting th
e

land of th
e

past ,and th
e

destroying or damaging th
e

work of he
r

hair - dresser.

land of the future , acrosswhich shemust walk alone .Strange, unaccountablehuman solitude , portion alike of thebestand the worst , the meanestand the mightiest ! Mothers THE DEATH OF JOAN OF ARC .have we , devoted to us ; fathers who have toiled for us ;brothers , sisters, friends ; husbands, whoselight of the eyeswe WE question if for grave cruelties Engiand does not carry of
f

are , wives who cleave to us , children born of us , our very flesh the palm . This is , doubtless , owing to the serious , not to sayand blood — and ye
t

who is not alone in hi
s

sorrow now and religions , character of the poople . Among the mercilessdeedsthen ? Do you supposethat the playful Horace any more than committed by England in olden times , the burning of Joan ofthe seriousGalileo , the saintly Washington any more than the Arc , or the Maid of Orleans , will ever stand out prominent .sinful Phryne , wasexemptfrom this inevitable heritage ? Our Joan of Arc , or the Maid of Orleans , joan , a celebratedFrenchbright brief glimpses of perfecthappiness have beenshared by heroine , whoseparents were simple peasants. Shewas servantthose w
e

would die for ; but , God help us , eachmust go up into at an inn , when she imagined that St
.

Michael , the tutelaryhis Gethsemanealone ! angel of France , had commanded her to raise the siege ofTo whom could Kitty la
y

bareher innocent heart ? To none Orleans , then closely pressed by the English , under th
e

Duke ofin the whole world , and sometimes, fo
r

she was without God in Bedford . Her pretended visions made a great noise , and shethe world , the loneliness lay like a nightmare on her soul . was introduced to Charles VII . , whom she is said to have di
s

New ambitions were ever troubling her , as cutting teeth coveredamidst his courtiers , though he was dressed like them .troubles children , and shecould no more have accountedfor her She promised to relieve Orleans , and to procure the coronationdiscomfort than they could . Why was she always courting to
-

of Charles at Rheims . Her offers were accepted, though themorrow and slighting to - da
y

, as if th
e

one were a poor relation , parliament treated her as an impostor . Clad in armor , sh
eof whom nothing could be expected,and the other a rich one , headed the troops , who were animated by her professions andhaving legacies to bestow ?

example . The siege of Orleans was raised , after which sheShe had madeher little voyageshitherto under rare auspices, marched to Rheims , and assisted at the coronation of th
e

king ,coming homewith a fair wind and good freight ; why could who ennobledher family , to which he gave the name of D
u Sys ,she not rest in the snug harbor wherein she had anchored ? with large grants of land . Joan , after heading a sortie , wasWhy could sh

e

not think excellent things of th
e

world good taken prisoner at th
e

siege of Compieigne , by th
e

English , who ,enough, but she must hunger and thirst , and stretch out her to their disgrace, tried and condemnedher for sorcery.hands for the very best ? Why ? “ In the name of glory , " A man's apparel being left in her cell to tempt her , she putWhy ?

The infamous Bishop of Beauvaistook advantage of this
act to hasten the execution . A huge pile of wood was erected

in the market -place of Rouen , and , surrounded by a vastA LAPLAND CRADLE .

assemblage of soldiers and ecclesiastics, the heroic maiden of

Orleanswasburned alive , on the 31st of May , 1431, having justAFFECTIONseems to have prompted ingenuity even among entered her twenty -secondyear . TheSeine carried her ashes toBavagenations in constructing a comfortable cradle for the the sea . The infamy of this transaction lies heavily upon al
lhelpless infant . The baby -frame of our Indians is avery con- concerned in it - upon th

e

Burgundians , who gave her up to th
e

venient arrangementboth fo
r

mother and child , and could be English ; upon the English , who allowed her execution ; uponadoptedwith benefit by white women compelled by their labors the French people , in th
e

midst of whom she was judiciallyto leave their infants alone . The mere openbox w
e

use as a murdered ; and upon th
e

wretched king , who , though saved bycradle is liable to many accidents, while the baby -frameenables her genius and valor , did nothing to avengeher .

it on .

*



WATCHES .
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|action, which is usually about thirty hours ; therefore, by windTHE SUMMER SALOON OF THE SULTAN'S HAREM . ing every twenty-four hours, it will leave si
x

hours for theweakestpart to remain idle .Ir anythingcouldcurethe frivolous portion of our beautiful Always have a key with a good pipe or square, and one thatse
x

fr
om pining after splendor, it would be th
e

monotonous fit
s

properly on th
e

square of your watch ; fo
r , if it doesnot fitmagnificenceof a haremlife . Our engraving on page 136will good and firm , it will be apt to slip , often breaking eitherenableour readers to form someidea of the grandeur of the thechain , the ratchet , or the click . If the square of your watchgildedcages of thesehaplessbirds of beauty. is too short , or worn nearly round , get a watchmaker to repairA recenttravelergives the following account of her visit to it , or make a new one. Be particular to wind your watch theone of thesultan'sharems: properway . English watches, or those with fusee and chain ," A greatvariety of small colored illumination lamps were usually wind to the left , and almost al

l

the Swissones, or thosehung in festoonssuspendedfrom the gilded pillars . Large , with the going barrel , wind to the right . While beingwound,handsomely-gildedmirrors hung down the sides, in which the the watch should be held steadily in one hand , so as to haveexoticswerereflected. At the bottom, on eachside, were two no circular motion , which always produces variation of thepurewhitemarblefountains, whose waters , as they played , balance ,andsometimesconsiderablederangement in the escapeformedrepresentations of peacocks, with their superb tails . I ment . It is better to keep a watch continually going , than toaroundthemwereplacedvariegatedevergreensand prettily . lay it by , and wind it up occasionally. The going of thewatchconstructedrockeries. Over the door of the entrance to the keeps the oi
l

in a limpid state, and the watch keeps its regulapalacehung a veryhandsomecrimsoncloth curtain , embroidered lation better.

withgoldcrescents, and fringed with a deep gold border. At Watches frequently stop by the springs breaking , owing toth
e

to
p

of th
e

door were placed the sultan's arms , and two the changes of the atmosphere, particularly in cold weather.standardswithgilt spears. That is one of the accidentswhich cannot possibly be avoided“We thendescendedtwo marble steps, which led us into a by the bestworkmen , and in the very bestwatches. It is imsmallmarble-pavedhall , which , owing to the large orange -trees possible to make a main -springwhich will not be influenced byan
d

shrubsand exotics it contained, presented a very sombre the suddenchanges of the weather. Therefore , if the spring ofappearance, butwhich , when lighted up by means of the superb your watch breaks, do not blamethe watchmaker, as they oftenlustrethathung suspendedfrom the ceiling , which was dome break from the samecausewhile the watch is in his care.shapedandmostbeautifullypaintedand gilded , gave it a truly Be not afraid that your watchwill not go as well after a newfairy-likecoupd'ail . spring has beenput in as before. If a goodnewspringhasbeen" Itwassuch an entranceinto a palace as the polishing of properly put in , your watchwill go as well as ever .Aladdin'swonderfullampmight really have produced, but not English , or watcheswith chains , will usually wind about fouroutried; in short, an Arabian Night -like creation . It wascov- and a half turns to everytwenty -four hours , while those of are
d

withmirrorswhich reachedfrom the ceiling down to the going barrel about three and a half turns . This will partlyfloor, between al
l

of which hung white lace and crimson silk serve as a guide to ascertain if your watch winds right .curtains, whichgavethem the appearance of windows . If the springs or chains break frequently , be sure there is" Uponnumerousgilt brackets stood white marble vases, some defect in the stop -work , which must be corrested by afilledwithmossand artificial flowers. Between the evergreens watchmaker.stoodseveralmarble statues, some bearing colored globes in Many personssay : " I haveover -woundmy watch . "theirhands, andothersholding bouquets of flowers . Here and be possible to do it in winding very fast , and in a hurry . If thetherewereplacedgildedchairs , the cushionsbeing coveredwith stop -works of a largeand thick watch, or one with a chain , arecrimsonvelvet.

in order , it will take a strong key to resist the strain that you" Th
e

effect, as the spectatorentered, wasextremely pleasing , can give it to over - wind it . If not in order , the chain willan
d

th
e

gentletrickling of the water from the fountains in it break . In a flat watch , or onewith a going barrel , if the stopproduceda mostdelightful sensation. works are not in order, or there is only one, or perhaps none," Then w
e passedinto an immensemarble -pavedhall , having and yo force it , you will break the spring , or some of theraisedbanks al

l

around it , coveredwith beautiful velvet -looking teeth of the wheels, or pinions , and sometimesboth ; if , whengreenmoss, interspersedwith natural and artificial flowersmost the spring is broken , you keepwinding , you are likely to breaktastefullyblendedtogether . The walls were hung with large or injure some other parts of the works .mirrorswhichreachedhalfway down them and rested on the Should a watchget wet by falling in the water or otherwise,raisedbanks, an
d

a hanging terrace of flowersran round th
e

if you ar
e

not near e watchmaker, as soon as possibleopen it ,apartmenton thetop of the mirrors . and pour in some oil - anykind will do in an emergency, but"On th
e

bankswere placedvases of th
e

rarest exotics , inter- Olive oi
l

is the best . As soon after as convenient, place it inspersedwithstatues, on whoseheadswere placed rusticcarved the hands of a watchmaker, and , if attended to in time , thebasketsof bloomingflowers, eachholding in th
e

hand colored wholemovement, or at leastmany parts , may be saved. If leftglobularlamps. Down th
e

entire centre of the room ra
n ahuge to
o

long without oi
l , to prevent rusting , particularly if wetbankcoveredwithmoss interspersedwithflowers , creepers, an

d

with sa
lt

water , th
e

steelworks will be past repair .Orange-trees, amidst which , dotted about , stood numerous Many persons think it injures a watch to set it back. It is astatues, an
d

whichdivided th
e

apartment into a double prome- mistaken idea , as thewatchwill not be injured by it , unless th
e

na
de , at ea
ch

en
d

of which w
as
a pure white marblefountain , pinion which carries thehands turns hard , inwhich case it

would injure it as much to turn it forward as to send it back ;" Th
e

ceiling w
as

magnificentlypainted, surmounted with a and recoursemust behad to a watchmaker .deep gi
lt

beading. Theroomwas lighted with twelve huge si
l Frequently , after being repaired or cleaned by even the bestve
r

candelabras, fixed in th
e

sides of th
e

walls . Here and there workman , a watchwill , when worn , require a little attention toro
ut - se
at
s

werescatteredabout , al
l

coveredwith crimson velvet its regulating .Thewatchmaker cannot wear al
l

th
e

watchestomatch th
e

hangings, which were of crimson silk . ” he has to repair ; neither can he know the differenthabits of

his customers.

Many personswill say— “ I havehad my watch repaired, andWATCHES . it doesnot keep time . " It is often an injustice to a goodwork
manwho may regulate a watch very closely while in his hands,

Th
e

watchrequires ca
re

; an
d

it is no
t

enough that th
e

maker bu
t

whenworn by th
e

owner , an
d

th
e

diferent way inwhichis on
e

of character, an
d

that a proper pr
ic
e

ha
s

been given fo
r

heuses it ,causes it to vary ; therefore , it w
ill

benecessary toit , unlessnecessaryprecaution is taken to ensuregood perform- attend to it , an
d , should it vary ,alter it accordingto th
e

ance. Th
e

watchshould beregularly wound up as nearly at wearer's us
e

of it .th
e

sametime as possible, since fe
w

springs ar
e

so equally adjusted as to pull withthe sameforceduring th
e

whole time of FRIENDSHIPOnceinjured is for ever lost .

It may

borderedwithflowers.
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THE DARK ROOM AT CONYNGFELL .

66

*Askingyour pardon, miss," protestedSarah, “ charming'3of golden-brown hair were rolled and arrangedwith an artfa!

137

GREATHEAVENS! A FLASHING, GRINNINGTHINGWASTHERE.

but aweak word fo
r

it . Say superb,andthere you have it . Look

A LIFE .

at thatsilk , stiff as a board, andsmooth as satin , and this lace, "Herlife is al
l

one neutral tint lifting the gossamerweb as shespoke. “ Takenotice , Miss GérA coldand quiet gray ; aldine . Ain't it worth being a bride to wearsuch ? " .N
o

thundercloud , or sunbeamglint , “ I shall be a very happy woman , Sarah .Darkens or cheersherway ; "N
o greateventstheir shadowscast , " You'd be a'most an extraordinaryone if youwasn't ,miss.Acrossher present or her past . If jewels such as thesecan't bring happiness, what ca

n
, says I.She is not old , she is not young , You've only to take your pick andchoice of every stonethatSheworks fromday to day ; ever wasdug , and you're lovely in ' em al

l . The queen, on her
Nor caresfor thoseshedwelis among, golden throne , can't say that , miss . "And her's --theneighborssay " Such happiness ! " . murmured the girl , looking far beyond

A natureneitherwarm nor cold ;Toosoft to carve - too hard to mold. silk and lace , and rarest jewels . “ Such perfect happiness !Fane's wife ! "Fromyear to year shepatient sips Honest Sarahdid not hear this . She was busy with the
Thetastelesscup of life ;N

o

annalse'er escapeher lips finery , but presently she burst forth , dolcfully enough :.

Of blightingcare or strife ; “ Yet , after al
l , it's hard , poor ,child ! Where's thestranger

Andrarelyfromthemfalls one word ,Whichwould be worthy of record . | love that can pay you for father and mother , and the dearoldhome ? StephenTennant was a worthy husband to m
e

— as kind
Andyetherface has saddeningpower ; and true a husband as the good Lord ever sent a girl , yet times

I seekits cause in vainAs sometimes at the twilight hour would come, when evenStephen'slove couldn't make meforgetA misty , treelessplain the folks at home. And now , they're gone , and he's gone, and
Withdrearier feelingsfills the heartThanscenes of storm or strife impart . heream I , a lonely woman, but I've m

y

happiness in thememoryof al
l

that's past , and do you pray fo
r

the same, my child , a love
Tyrantsmightfall , and Empires quake ; ing husband , and a tender memory. Prayagainstthe black
Nationsrejoiceor groan ;And in herbreast no interestwake : days that may be a -coming, whocan tell ? Why , highty - tighty,Yet surely I haveknown SarahTennant , this is pretty talk to the poor lamb , and uponSontesound - somescent - sometrifling thing ,Searchout somememory'shiddenspring. her weddingeve, to

o
! Hacking at her happiness, so to speak,with your stupid prophesying Of with you , you gossip ! YouThenslowlyrising to her eye , needn't ring , Miss Geraldine , dear. I'll be back in a moment . "

I see a faintlight glow ,Andthen I knownot how or why The maid had gone , but the young mistress still sat there ,

her barearms crossedupon th
e

table , he
r

eyes fixeddreamily on

By thatpalegleam I read the costO
f

life'swelfare , staked and lost ! something far beyond.

! " Father , andmother , and the dear old home , " werethe red| lips repeating “ What are they al
l

to menow . ? What is theTHE DARK ROOM AT CONYNGFELL . world , earth , heaven, to me , if he - lovesme ! "A soft flush stole over that strange face — that face at once sa

PART I. - THEVERBTO LOVE. singularly attractiveand repelling . Sarah haidcalled it beautian
d

gazed in downrightchildishadmiration .

o pesert he
r

ba
re

arms upon th
e

table . Sh
e

leaned forward fu
l , an
d

Sarah w
as right in a certain sense . There was a daring.insolent charmaboutthe rounded, polished forehead" ; therewas

" anything bemorecharming , Sarah ? " a graceful fashioning of featuresand perfectcurves ; the masse,

Itmust be longago ,
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now

1

carelessness, and thesemade a picture which one might study , wealth and perfect taste, his surroundingsweresimply exquisite.
and admire, yet fear, for the great brown eyes were relentless A sensualist he certainly was, yet his was a sensualismthrice
in their steely fixedness, the thin lips almost cruel, and these refined, a pleasant sin marvelously becoming a handsomo
wereforever telling traitorous tales. sinner.
But now & tender light gleamed in the brown eyes, a half “ I'll swear that I adore her, but— "

smile softenedthe thin, stern lips, a murmur, the echoof a mur Again that besitation. Mr. Pemberton drained his glass, and
mur, camewith the smile: lit his.cigar . He was exerting himself to be comfortable, but ,

“ Father and mother , and the dear old home, what are they somehow, he had thoughtlessly uncovered old memories and
al
l

to me now ? What is the world , earth , heaven, to me , if he their dead faceswere unpleasant .

lovesme ? " “ Confound it al
l

! " he muttered , impatiently . “ I never
That evening , Geraldine Onslow was listening to the man imagined there was so much in her . I wish she had not spoken

whom the morrow would make her husband. He was a tall , in that way , though . I've caught a glimpse of a turn in her
handsome fellow , this Fane Pemberton. Fair , with a sunny disposition , which doesnot pleaseme at all . "

happinessglancing in hi
s

blue eyes, and a contentedlight -heart When the fact was , that this pleasure - loving gentlemanhad
ednesssmiling upon the full , well -cut lips . A man of the gay caught a glimpse of a possibilitywhich startled him . Hear the
world , careless to recklessnes, he was scarcelyone to fathom 'and confession, madebetweenwhiffs of smoke .

understand the wife which fortune gave him . She had told “If the worst comes, her lovewould surely change to hatefor
him somethinglike that , and he had answered as she expected, me ; then , the wide world could hold no more bitter enemy. As

with kissesand sweetassurances. it is , I honestly declarethat she frightens me . "

" Say it again , " she whispered. “Let me bear it , how much An extraordinary arowal from the lips of a man like Fane

I am to you . There can be no love like our love ; I know that , Pemberton .

but tell it me again . "

And the pleasantrythm of the old , old story roseand fell in PART II.- " GOODMARK . "

dreamycadence.

“ I worship you , and will worship you ever - oh , my dar HEY were married.ling ! " camethe low music . There bad been a

" Fane , answerme honestly , is this true ! do you loveme ? " ' round of gayety, &Her hands were upon his shoulders, her brown eyeslooking foreign tour , pleastraight into his . sures innumerable,“Why , Geraldine ! " and Mr. and

“ Answer ! Do you love me ? " Mrs. PembertonwereA pleading no longer - it was a cry now— & cry hungry and bome , at the oldfierce :

family seat .“ Geraldine ! "

A fair domain , in truth ,wasConyngfell.“ I do not ask idolatry , " shewent on , hurriedly , never heed An ancient one , at that , numbering a gooding the tone of reproach at her question. “ Not idolatry , but century and a half since the Honorablelove, simply love , pure and true . Give me that , and angelsmay Richard Berkeley Pemberton , with hi
s

ownenvy us ; deny me that , and noble hands , had laid the corner -stone." Well ? "

The quaintest of quaint placeswas it , too." And they will forget us . " There were peaked windows pierced in the ivy -coveredwalls,“ Thepoor little cherubs ! I defy them , dear . " and many -angled wainscoted chambers, and muntless halls“ God will forget us , " she continued, solemnly . with sudden twists and turns , leading heavenonly knew where.“ What ails you , Geraldine ? Nonsense ! Rest content , my Now , upon this morning of early spring , Conyngfell waspleasdarling . If love insures remembrancefrom above, we needhave ant beyond the telling . The light , and warmth , and gladnessno fear ; and if I worship you , why may I not declare it , pray , of the blessedsunshine bathed it in a cheerful glow . Thereyou remorselesslittle tyrant ? " was an old - fashionedgarden , of course, but the pride and glorySaid Miss Onslow , very earnestly : of the place lay , not in that , but in the noble sweep of wood
and oak , with staunch oldtions . When you know m

e

better , you will only sa
y , 'Ger - forest -kings leading the leafy vanguard , whosebranchesswayedaldine , do this , ' or , Geraldine , it is true , ' and I will kiss your and swept over the lower roofs of disjointed , rambling wingshand , believing and obeying . " and passages.“ Believing alwaysmy simple assertion ? Obeying blindly ? " ' A spring morning , with the still warm air broken , timeand“ Not at al

l
. M
y

heartwill teach m
e
, a thousandthings will again , by the sweet country sounds , pheasants calling fromprompt me , my woman's wit will warn me when deceit com- their covers, the hoarse caw of a rook , the chirp of a sparrow,mences, and then or the hum of a bee in the garden below .“ And then ? " persistedthe curious gentleman . Near a window of the library sat Mrs. Perkberton . Upon th

e

" Let us not think of it . That time can never come. The desk before her lay an open letter . This she had fung aside,bare fancy almost maddens me. O
h , Fane , Fane , only love and now herewas that favorite attitude again — her armscrossed

upon the table , her headthrown forward , her gazefixed dreamilyStarting up , she half turned away , then , hiding her face in on something fa
r

beyond .her hands , sobbedlike a child . He drew her to his heart and “ Yes , gone ! " she muttered .stilled the quivering lip
s

with countlesskisses . Could he think recollections , al
l

peaceand joy of life . Ah , m
e

! Ah , me ! "

“ All sweet hopes, al
l

tender

of that time now ? Her round , soft arms wereabout his neck .Could he burden his carelessconsciencewith remorseful mem- great browneyes — were dry and glittering .

It was not a moan , but a hard , fierce cr
y

, and the eyes — those
ories ? If fortune offeredhim such a treasure as this beautiful
creature and her fresh affection, should he play th

e

churl , an
d , Fane thinking of her , seeingher - cheating , deceiving , lying to

" Fane with no love for me ; Fane with great love fo
r

another;

frowning moodily , disdain th
e

profferedgift , merely to turn m
e

! Let m
e

remember it al
l

. Ah , I suffer ! Yes , it is a greatabout and quarrel with fate ? Not he , indeed .

“ O
f

th
e

verb to love, I know th
e

present tense, andmay the This is not jealousy , but downright agony . Every fibre of m
y

grief , but I am strong ; the anguish is so keen , I almost relish it .

evil on
e

fly awaywith al
l

th
e

others, past andfuture .I'llswear heart is torn an
d

bleeding , an
d I loved hi
m

so ! I loved him so !that I adoreher , but— "

Mr. Pembertonwas in his own well -appointedchamberwhen ah , me ! "

Wickedly selfish have I been - this is m
y

punishment - ah , m
e

!

he made this avowal . You understand that he was far fromdespisingluxury and ease, and was , in fact , kindly indulgent the clasped hands , the little form swayed back an
d

forth , a half
The utter desolation of that cr

y
! The weary head fell upon

to himself . Hence it naturally followed , that being a man of hushed sob , then Geraldine Pemberton had done with he
r

woe.

ca
n

be

me ! "
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not "

angry. It's

“ Asummer'sdayof love, a night of restless slumber, and That evening a closecarriagedroveup to No. - TwentiethDow, a wretchedwaking. Shall I ever, ever forget it !" street. A lady, vailed, quitted it andwalkedrapidlyup thelittle
Presentlysherang. gardenwheresweetestperfumeswerewafted upon the pleasant“ SondMark tome." air. A keen, hurried glanceabout, a firmer settingof the lips,Markcame- astout-limbedrustic, awkward and abashed, yet then the door-bell jingled noisily.withashrewdtwinkle in his small gray eyes. “Mrs. Lockesley! I must see her !"Closethedoor," saidMrs. Pemberton. “ I have had time Mrs. Lockesley herself was in the hall . A delicate littletothink, Mark, andI havearranged my plans. Are you ready creature, with pretty blue eyes, and fair hair falling in longtoservemeagain?" loosecurls."None readier, ma'am," declaredthe honest fellow. “Who is it, Mary !"“ Verywell. Have you anything besidethat ?”' pointing to “ Mrs. Lockesley."theletter.

And now the visitor impatiently thrust aside the staringser
“ This, ma'am." He produceda bit of carefully-foldedpaper. vant, and stood beneaththe lamplight.“ Si

x

yearsago, out west, he marriedher , that's certain . " This “ I am Mrs. Lockesley , ” said the mistress, with a gracefully

as he handed it to the lady . haughty inclination .Mrs.Pembertonread, without so much as the flicker of an “ Then, madam, it is you I wish . Mr. Lockesley is ill - daneyelash.

gerously ill . He sendsfor you . ”" Yes, he marriedher , " shecoldly assented. " Where is she “ Ill ? -dangerously ill ! Where !! :now? ' '

“ At my house . "" In thecity , ma'am, in Twentieth street. He brought her “At your house ? Who are you ? "there. I followed 'emall the way . " “ Very true . I have been abrupt , but my great excitement" In the city ? In New York ! You are mad ! He dare must excuseme , madam. I am Mrs. Galton , the widow of anold friend of Brant Lockesley . Your husband came to me to" Excuse m
e
, ma’am ; you forget , now he's not himself to day - wasbrought , in fact . An accidentuponthe road , you see.he
r

- he'sBrantLockesley. That's the name he's took , you He wishesyou . Will you not come ? "know. "

Needlessquestion ! The pretty child — really , sheseemed no" It seemsunreal, impossible. I cannot believe it ! " thing else - was speedingaway , to be back in a moment, ready“ Now, ma'am, excusemeagain , but don't you know that I'm for the drive .no
t

one to wastemy time ? Mr. Fane Pemberton married that : " Let us be quick , " she urged . “ Dear , dear madam, le
t

us

youngpersonbefore he married you - consequently, she's kis go to him at once ! "wife, andyou arenot. Don't , ma'am - don't be The blue eyeswerefilled with tears, the poor lips quivering ,plainstraightforwardnessI mean, and nothing else . Well , he's the sweetvoice quite low and broken .marriedher, albeitunder a false name -- fo
r

it appearsthat she “ That is all , Mary , " she suid to the servant , who followedge
t

somestore by herself , and wasn't to be had merely fo
r

the them to the gardengate . “ I will let you know what to do . Iasking. Sh
e

was an orphan girl , very poor and very honest ; shall sendyou word to -morrow . Have w
e

fa
r

to go ? ” turningbu
t

he marriedher and he loved her , and he loves her yet - fo
r

to her companion .there sh
e

is , Mrs. Lockesley to command. And she's living all "To No. 7 Fortieth street . "alone in thatprettylittle cottage in Twentieth street , as inno “ D
o you hear , Mary ? No. 7 Fortieth street . And if bycentandunsuspecting as a dove. H
e

fetched her there , and he noon you have no message, just leave al
l

in Jane's care andle
ft

he
r

there. I've seenher , ma’am. I've traveled with them comeafter me . You have no objection , Mrs. Galton ? "unbeknown. I've traveled and I've dogged, and now here am “ I wished to offersomesuch suggestion, I assureyou . "I to tellthetale, ma'am. She's the wife - not you . ' “Then that is al
l

. Good - b
y , my girl . Now , madam, if you“ H
as

Mr. Pembertonreally started for the South ? ” ' please, let the man drive on . You will tell me all about my“ 'Yesterdayafternoon, ma'am . H
e

said Good - b
y
' to her husband ! O
h , m
y

darling ! M
y

poor , sufferingBrant ! "then, andwent of
f

. O
h , I've beenhis shadow, night and day “ I will tell you all aboutneverfear. Now, se

e

here, ma'am , you've beenmarried more'n The widow paused. They werebeingdriven at a furious rate ,
ain't you ? Say a year . Well , here you've found out and the air was really chill .alreadythat you're Mrs. P. No. 2. Bless your soul ! parties “ May I closethe window , Mrs. Lockesley ? ” 'don'tgenerallyfindout so muchconcerningoneanother in such Before an answercameshe had leanedforward and drawn upa littlewhile. And ' tain't likely you ever would haveknown th

e

glass . Then , calmly taking up th
e

broken sentence:it if ou
r

gentlemanhadn't beenugly with m
e

and called me in “ And now , that we are comfortable, I will tell you al
l

aboutsultingnames, and turned m
e

out like a dog . When I se
t

m
y

husband, madam . ”aboutspyinghim , I hadn't any sort of idea 'twould be as badas this. I knewhe'd been a fast one , and I only wanted to And still that furious pacenever slackened. O
n , on , the carcatchhimtripping. I'd my own plans , of course. Now when riage rolled . It nearedFortieth street , reached it , passed, andI trackedhim to that cottage, an

d

when Imadefriends with the left it awaybehind . Then one of the occupantslowered a winpervant an
d

heard hi
m

called M
r.

Lockesley as I knew was M
r.

dow and darted a quick glanceout at th
e

road . It w
as

Mrs.Pemberton, I sa
id

to myself , " O
h , " sa
id I , what's ahead ?iGalton . Her white face showedghastly in th

e

starlight . Thecame to yo
u

, ma’am, and I enteredinto arrangements to te
ll

you other , Mrs. Lockesley, was leaning back upon th
e

cushions ,w
ha
t

I knowedwithout fear no
r

favor . Th
en , Ipromised to much as a tiredchild mighthavedone .Sleeping , assuredly, fo

rserveyoufaithful . Now , I ask you , ma'am , have I servedyou her little hand fell limp and nerveless at her side .faithful! "

In a few moments the carriage stopped, and the coachman“ Yes. "

jumped down from the box .“Then , ma'am, don't go to misjudging of m
e

. Don't go to “ All right , ma'am ! " his ugly face peering in at thesaying' be
's

a mercenarywretch aswould slaughter fo
r

money . ' window .Iain't ,ma'am. I'd haveservedMr. Pemberton , if Mr. Pember “ In the name of heaven, go on ! ” exclaimed the watcher.to
n

wouldhave le
t

m
e

. Failing with hi
m , I've come to you . " I shall go mad , shut up here with that ! Go on - go on ! "Youunderstandmy feelings, ma'am ? ” Off again upon that madman's ride . Skimming across theopencountry - clatteringupon hard smoothroads - jolting overconthen w

e

continue th
e

business as engages us , ma'am . I'v
e

roughplaces th
e

frightenedhorses fleckedwith fo
am

— th
e pi
tibroughtthatcertificate convinceyou . And I've contrived to lesswretch goading them on with voice and lash — the ghastlyst

ea
l

a letterintended fo
r

th
e

post , besidesgetting variouspar- fa
ce at th
e

openwindow — an
d

th
at , st
ill

an
d

crouchedaway in

ticulars, if you'dlike to hear 'em , ma'am . ” the darkest corner !“ Come, then, Mark . We have a busy day before us . Sit “ Go on !-go on ! "there. "

Again that sharp cry from within . Above the echoing of

a year,

0

" Yes . "
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hoofs, the creaking of wheels, the snap of whip or frenzied by, you know. We are older now, ten years older ;" this with
oaths, it rose shrill and piercing. a sigh, and then a moody silence.
“ In the nameof heaven, go on !" He was right, ten yearsolder. And those years, which had
“ Leastwaysnot yet, ma'am." brought him only wrinkles and gray hairs, were met by her
The tired brutes were drawn up with a sudden jerk. The with a reckless defiance. Here was the same insolent beauty,

strong-limbedcoachmanstoodat the window again. the samerelentless eyes, the same cruel red lips, the golden
"Not yet, ma'am. For here are we, not two miles from brown hair, the grace at once submissive and commanding.

Conyngfell. Lord, what a steamer! I'm al
l

of a glow . Get Geraldine Pemberton at thirty -one. Ah , she was very beau
down , ma'am . ” tiful !

The woman obeyed. Standing beside him , she asked, hur
riedly : “ Is it safe ? " A winter's afternoon , and this happy pair were returning" Safe ? Lord , Lord ! Why , look about you . Loneliness and home . They had been driving out together and alone . The
darknessand themdreary woods, with that old hovel hid away sun was setting ; above the distant mountain -tops glowed
and clean forgot yearsand years ago . Safe ? If I was ever so masses of purple , tipped with flame, and floating lazily in a sea of

hunted down I'd pick out this spot to hide in . Safe ? Why , fire . About themwas the hush and solemnstillness of the fast
death couldn't track a fellow out here . H

e might be fetched, falling night . Around them , the bleakcountry , the drearyroad,

but couldn't come of his own finding . " and the crisp , frozen snow . They were, as usual , silent , until

“ Quick, then ! Quick , my good Mark ! " Fane , turning suddenly , cried out , like one in a sharpagony :

Ay , ay . " “What curse clings to us , Geraldine ? Why may w
e

not be

Good Mark ” wasbusywith Mrs. Lockesley . He had lifted as others are ? Why are w
e

bannedand put aside ? Let us battle
her out , and now held her in his brawny arms. with fate . Help me, my wife ! "

“ A faint , " whisperedthe woman. With a passionate cry , she caught the outstretched hand,

“ A deadfaint , sure , " laughed the coachman. “ Now , ma'am , caught it and kissed it tenderly , and laid her cheekupon it , and

do you just wait . Them beauties won't get fractious . I've so wet it with her happy tears .

fastened 'em ; besides, they're clean tired out . I'll be back in “ Darling , " she murmured . “ O
h , my darling ! Heaven is

threeminutes . " very good to me , at last ! ”

He strodeawaywith his strange burden - to return presently Fane Pemberton bent and kissed her poor trembling lips .

empty -handed. His companion was standing near the horses. “ Thank God ”-he said it fervently— “ thank God , for the
She asked no question, but this assurancegood Mark kindly life begun anew , and pray God forgive the past ! "

vouchsafed : There was none of the old mockery in the tone , nothing but

“ Al
l

right - right as a trivet . You'll get the boy sure to an earnest hopefulness. So he kissed her again , and then he

morrow , ma'am . So no
w , Mrs. Pemberton, if so you decide , looked up with a start and a cr
y

, fo
r

th
e

horse he drove w
as

we'll start at a racefor home . " standing still and trembling violently , whilst not five paces
And thus it fell out that Mrs. Pemberton reachedConyngfell from them , there , in the open road , was th

e

figure of a woman!

that night alone ; but of the stranger left at the lonely hovel , Her white robe shone whiter yet than the snow , her head was
neither she nor honest Mark thought it worth while to make bare , her fair hair floating in long , loose curls .

any mention . The figure of a woman , and it turned , revealing a face, pale
and calm , with eyesstaring fixedly , eagerly . A faceplacid and
beautiful , and strangely solemn.

“ Bertha ! "

IME works wondrous changes ; but Fane Pemberton leaped from the sleigh , bu
t

it wasgone. A

the saddest and most pitiful that keen , nipping breeze, a young moon , sharply sparkling , an

couldbefall a man had come in a few awful fear , and that was al
l

. He stood alone , upon the snow
wretched years to that 'handsome, coveredground . The man passedhis hand acrosshis forehead.

dashing , 'reckless gentleman - Fane Pem- Great drops had gathered there . The anguish was surely
berton. Whence it sprang, from what it mortal .

grew, none might tell . At first it was a “ Did you see it ? "

strange unrest — then followed a harsh , Need he have asked ? Mrs. Pemberton shivered andmoaned,

defiantmanner - but now there wasmerely but made no answer. Silently Fane resumed his place beside

a sullen indifference. And each of these her , and then they went dashing over the desertedroad , nothing
moodsmadamnoted and remembered. near them now , but their own shadows , which , like ghostly
They were no longer lovers , of course. doubles, flitted along the smooth , unsullied snow .

Indeed , Mr. and Mrs. Pemberton were " Who is Bertha ? What was that ? Who was it ? "

simple married -folk now ; as for romance, there was none of Mr. Pembertonstarted. He was unnerved . That was only
that , but there certainly was a vast deal of civility , and w

e

his wife's facebent over to his , only her low voice repeating:
know that in al

l

well -regulatedpartnerships of that kind , polite “ What was that? Who was it ? "

nessdoesduty for love. They did not go much into society, for “What ? Nothing - a fancy - I do not know . Forget it if

Mrs. Pemberton clung to Conyngfell . She had taken kindly to you ca
n

. "

that life of scclusion, yetwho can saywhat awful recollections “ Fane . "

came to her in her loneliness , what bitter memories ! And these “ Hush ; hush now ! "-her own words : But fear or passion had well -nigh maddenedher .

" Father , 'mother , and the dear old home. What are they al
l

“ Tell me the truth , Fane Pemberton ! You don't know

to m
e

no
w

? What is the world , earth , heaven, to m
e
, if he loves what you ar
e

doing . Who is Bertha ? In the name of God,

tell me the truth ! "

What werethey now , if he didnotloveher ? “ Don't be foolish . Sit up . I have nothing to tell . "Onceshesaid to him openly : H
e pushed her from him almost roughly ; were they as others“ You have ceased to carefor me. Why ? ' ' were ?

Had the man beenaccused of a crime , an unbiassed judge Ah , how the sleigh skimmed over the glittering track , andwould have sentencedhim there and then . H
e

Aushed and how the chill night wind whistled and whirled about them, andpaled , bi
t

nervously at hi
s

cigar , then impatiently cast it from how bleak and bareand desolatewas that old life now taken uphim . again ! For it must be , sheknew that . Fool that she was, to“ I do carefor you , Geraldine . " dream of happiness, to believe, and grow faint -hearted, over hi
s

“ As in the time goneby ? ” . carelesswords.

He laughed — a little abrupt laugh . H
e

had forgotten them already. She stole a

glance at him . He was still and stern . Never speaking to her.“ O
f

course, just as much ; but then , that was in the time gone ' Never even looking at her .

PART III . TENYEARSLATER.

tr
e ! "
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"Whatwassheto you, then ?!
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me?"

Shecouldnot help it ; had deathfollowed her, she could not “ Shewasnothing, but shewasgoodand honest, andhavehelpedit. Sheclung to her husband, crying, piteously: “ And you deceivedher."" Fane, Fane, do you loveme? Tell me again, do you love “ Ah, Geraldine, it was al
l

a madness. No , a folly . "“ A folly ? Let us supposethat I had donethe same. 'Hiseyesneverfell . He would not seeher . “You ? Think of what you say , I tell you“ Yes, I love you, " he answered, dryly . ** Of course I do . But she interrupted him :O
n , on , Beauty! Faster, madam ! Sit up , Geraldine , si
t up . “ And I tell you that such follies lead to cri.nes. RememberThereinsare tangled. " that you married her under a false name. "H

is

wifedrewbacksullenly , her browsmeeting , in an angry “ What ? ” turning sharply upon his wife , who only waved
frown.

her hand and went on quietly :"As youwill , " saidshe. “ Remember, you have chosen. " “ Sheknew you as Brant Lockesleyand as Brant LockesleyH
e

hcard, but made no answer. So , after all , you see, they you married her . I heard this later . "werepowerless to battle with fate . ' “ Geraldine , where is she ? "" Do I know ? "

" Great heaven ! "Two long years of sorrow, and again upon a winter's night He spokelike one in a dream. “ I see it

Mark meant that woman — you killed
FanePembertonwasalonewith his wife , not upon the deserted al

l ; understand it al
l

.moor, bu
t

in th
e

lady's own apartment , in that gloomy chamber he
r

! "wherethesunlightseldomcame, where the great curtained bed He wasbending over her , nervously excited. She raisedherro
se

drearyand tomb -like , and where the quaint , high -backed | eyes to hi
s , and answered ,with calmassurance:chairsglowed in the rays of the crackling fire , and threw long , “ Do you accuseme ? Prove my guilt . I I defy you . "“ Geraldineblackshadowsupon the polished floor . They were alone together. Thehusbandwasspeaking : “ Silence ! " Shestoodbeforehim , erectand haughty ; crim" Ye

s
, thepoorwretchwas terribly mangled . The workmen son flushed her cheeks, scorn and anger lit her glorious eyes ;upon th
e

road sa
w

him coming toward them , then suddenly , he th
e

hard , shamelessbeautyhad come back to lip and brow .stoppedand started back with a cry , as though something “ Silence ! You have no right to question. You have nothreatenedhim . That movement carried him over the cliff . right to judge . You have lied to m
e
, and you have cheatedFrom the day I married you , until this night , every

It was a fearfulfall ! "

" Whatthreatenedhim ? " action , everyword , has been a glaring trick or viler falsehood."As thoughsomethingthreatenedhim , I said . The men saw Now , even now — ah , you dare not deny it , for , I know, Fanenothing. " Pemberton, that the creaturebelievedherself your wife ! "“ Whowas he ? A stranger ? ” “ Who helped you to your knowledge, pray , madam ? "" Scarcely. It wasthe fellow I turned awayyearsago , Mark “ That is mysecret, " said she, politely . “ I do not choose toHolmes. "

share it with you , si
r . ”Mrs.Pemberton sa
t

quite still . Presently sheasked again : Nor would she. Entreaties , threats were powerless, and Mr.

"Is he dead! ' '

me.

“ Ye
s

. "

" Ah ! " sh
e

softlysighed .“But I sawhim before all was over . He wantedme. H
e

had a confession to make , he declared ; hisconsciencedrovehim to it . He wascoming to mewhenthathappened. Here was what he said , I could gleanno more, theywerehis last words : Madamwill tellyou.Ihelpedhe
r

. Shedid it . I hadnohand in that. She killedhe
r

! "

" He

“ Poorwretch ! " wasmadam's cool comment.waswandering, of course. Such accidents are sickenin
g

in theirhorrible details . Such a fall ! Crusheddead. H
e
is dead, eh ? You are sure of that ? "“ Yes. "

** Quitesickening, " calmly resumedthe lady . I onlywonderthat he spoke. I am really sorry for the poorsoul. N
o

doubt he had beendrinking . "Mrs. Pembertonleaned back in her chair , playingwith he
r

rings, andstealingcovert glances at Fane , whowalkedmoodilyback and forth . He came to her , andpausedbesideher ." Geraldine! "

" Well ? "

" Will youtellme-- ? "" What ? "

" Nothing, " turning abruptly away ." Youhave a fancy fo
r

mysterious questionings , " shelaughed. “ Now will you answer a straightforwardone? "
" Certainly. "

" I havenever asked it since thatnight, when yourefusedto speak of it . I ask it now — who is Bertha ? "“ Yo
u

ar
e

right , ” said Mr. Pemberton. “ I shouldhavetold yo
u
. Berthawas a girl who loved m
e

years
ago.

"Wassheyourwife ? "" N
o , " said th
e

other , suspiciously . " She was not .Why do yousupposethat ? " '

DOOROFMILANCATHEDRAL. - PAGE143.
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)

Pemberton quitted his wife's chamber, with but theseconvic- | afternoonthat he read the letter —ahall leading through an un
tions: that Mark Holmes had diedwith an unfinished truthupon usedwing, and doubly locked and bolted ; a hall honeycombed
his lips, and that his own most bitter enemywas the woman with small rooms, but to none of thesedid the mastergo. In a
who borehis name. dark anglewasadoor, doubly lockedand bolted, as theothershad

been. He had drawn back the rusty fastenings; the key he
held, and which had beentaken from her cabinet, grated in the

PART IV. FORMY HUSBANDONLY." ward, but no trembling now, man ! a little firmness, and
There ! The solid barrier swung slowly back, a close, sickenEFORE the winter had gone,

Fane Pembertonstoodbeside hi
s in
g

ai
r swept past him ; the lantern he raised cast flickering

wife's death - be
d

. This last ill . rays . One step forward , and he saw — what di
d

he se
e

? Why ,

ness ha
d

comeuponher verysudatter darkness — fo
r

there w
as

no
t

even a window to th
e place

utterdarkness, savewhere the lantern -light fell , and that showeddenly . Indeed it was no illness , hi
m

barewalls , an
d

a table and a chair . But from th
e

wallsbut an abrupt breaking - u
p

of

forceslong overtaxed,and a jo
y-

hung ugly , bloated spiders , an
d

their black webs flapped in hi
s

He
ful welcoming of death . " face as he advanced. Upon the chair was a woman seated.

" Raiseme . Let me see you . " could not seeher face ; it wasbent quite down , and the longhair
He beld her in his arms ; then fell about it . But a woman it was ; the robe shewore shimmered

she sighed thankfully , and was even in that faint light . On the table lay an open letter . The

silent . Heaven help them both ! man took it up and read . It was like reading an old , half -for
She , with miseries and gotten tale . He shivered and laid it down again . Then heher
crimes ; he , with the ol

d

love caught thesewords upon th
e

back : " Se
e

how I lo
ve yo
u

! " His

come back again — the old love , wife had written thal, he knew it . As for the letter itself , why ,

th
e

awful droad , th
e

fancies that it wasnothing —merely vows and protestations , and sweetmes

would not sleep. sages to one called Bertha. But thevows and messageswerehis
-he had penned them - only that .* Father , mother , and the dear old

home, what are they al
l

to me now ? The lantern he placed upon the table , then called softly :

“ Bertha !!What is the world , earth , beaven to

me, if he lovesme ? Gone , all gone !

Verily , at that moment he was quite mad enough to have
Even poor , old Sarah - ah , me ! Earth ,

expected an answer. As it was , he waited ; then , by a quick

heaven -- I have lost them al
l

fo
r

yo
u

. her head . Great heavens ! A fleshless, grinning thingwas there ,

movement, brushedback the woman's long fair hair , and raised
Tell me, Fane , did you love me when
you marriedme ? " with white teeth clattering , and sightless sockets upturned to

* Upon my soul , yes, Geraldine . " bis . Then a hand slippeddown , and the bonyfingersstruck the

" Then you hatedme afterward ? " chair , rattling appallingly .

" I loved youalways ; but- " “ Ah , my God ! "

What ? " He staggered back , and stood there irresolute , the crafty

“ I cannot te
ll . Somethingseemed to have thrust us apart . spiderswatching hi
m , th
at

staring up at him , ol
d

memories fa
st

Some cursed fate . Love yo
u

? O
h , my wife ! If one honest making a madman of hi
m .

thought has ever come to me , it has comewith the thought of Fane Pemberton had been intensely selfish - his early vices
you ; if a pure , unselfish purpose has ever guided me , it has and profligacies had proved that . Then , with bi

s

affection fo
r

beenthe purpose to live worthily of you . You ar
e

going from Geraldine sprang up a mysterious influence , which certainly

m
e

now , darling . I do not know , I do not care, I do no
t

ask developedthe latent good in hi
s

nature . The fear , the doubt,

what you have ever done. I am guilty , not yo
u

. But , look the avenging dread which separated man and wife , could no
t

back , Geraldine . In the name of heaven, tell m
e

that somelit- kill the love , which grew with the years into a morbid passion.

tle thing comes to you - someword , somedeed , uponwhich yo
u

Yet , despite this passion, despite th
e

latent good, th
e

selfishness
may found your faith , and say , ' I believe! ' " was there, for heralone. He could not see her crime , he could

" And Bertha ? " not seethe enormity of her si
n
.

“ I am a villain . I ruined her - deceivedand ruined her . ' “ To have done that , how she must have suffered, my poor,

" And lovedher ? " poor darling ! To have done that , how she lovedme ! "

“ No I blush to say it . No , I never loved her . I know The wife's great anguish had not purified her soul . The hus
that now . " band's sorrow bore the taint of se

lf
. A life had been sacrificed

" What ar
e

they al
l

to m
e
, if he loves m
e

! " How the words to human passions. Very horrible , of course, fo
r

with it al
l

would rise up beforeher . “ ' Isaid it th
en , I repeat it no
w . They little ra
y

of happines ha
d

been purchased at a price so

no word of pity for the wretched girl , whose one
are nothing to me , for youloveme ! I do not care for what may
comeafter death, if my last sigh goes to you in a kiss . fearful .The And so he battled with his conscience, fo

r
he
r

dear
gravedoes no

t

frighten m
e

, bu
t

your coldness has broken m
y

sake , an
d

there ,beside that ghastly witness , invoked divineheart . I love you so dearly , my husband ! " Her arms were wrath upon himself , and not upon her , fo
r

be it was who had
about his neck , her poor , pinched face raised to his . driven her to sin ." So
dearly ! say, I forgive you , my wife . " Then he took up his lantern and locked the door , and went

“ I forgive you , my wife , " he echoed, dreamily . his way stealthily through the winding passages, bearing with

" Fane , promise that m
y

cabinet shall no
t

be opened , until him that written messagefrom th
e

dead, th
e

letter from th
e

all is over . Promise that you only will seethe contents. ” skeleton hand .

“ I promise, Geraldine . "

You are good - Fane - I - love - you - I Fane Pemberton died upon the ninth day of August last , akiss Friday , remember. They found him seated at his desk, aNo more. Her last sigh went out beneath hi
s

lips . She was corpse. He had led a very lonely life since shehad been takendead! away. So , those who knew him bestsaid , quite pitifully :

“ He was a good fellow . Her loss killed him . See how heAmong Geraldine Pemberton'spaperswasone , a sealedletter . loved her ! ”" For myhusbandonly , " was traced upon the envelope. Fane They were right . Her loss , and remorse.found and read it , after the burial . His will contained certain instructions :

You have an idea of Conyngfell , with its rambling wings , and th
e

secondangle of th
e

easthall — th
e

second, countingfrom th
e“ In my desk is a large key . That key opens a small door in

disjointed passages, and out - of -the -waynooks . It was to oneof entrance. It is the door of a dark room ,these narrow halls that Mr. Pemberton betook himself , the box .

where
This must be opened in the presence of witnesses. It con

came

O O

" Thank you .

*

you will find a
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byside.

tainsbuttheremainsof a woman. The mystery concerning it
mustresta mystery, until He in His great wisdompleasesto THE WEIGHT OF A SECRET.make al

l
clear. But I implore you , as goodChristians , to give

th
at

decentburial. Let it lie in consecratedground . ” CHAPTER1 .Thenfollowed a bequest to provide a headstone, upon which EESE STANHOPE settled himselfshould be gravenoneletteronly , “ B. "

in the end of his pew onebrightOnemayimaginethewonder, the horror , the terrible surmis Sundaymorning in September, inings. But al
l

wasdone as he desired. The " goodChristians
his usual nonchalant, aristocraticwereobedient, and thus , in spite of curiosity and fruitless in fashion . Clara and Florencewerequiries, Geraldine'ssecretwaskept .
elegant ; Mrs. Stanhopelooked theA Pemberton, Fane's cousin, is master at Conyngfell now . very pink of dowagers in her doveThatugly little room is always fast closed, and the crafty colored moire with bonnet andspidersweavegrayshrouds about the spot where it had borne gloves to match, her fair , ratherthemcompany so long . And of that folly which led to crime , haughty face calm and smooth asthreegravestell the tale. One is a resting -place, alone , un & girl's . She prided herself uponhonered; theothers, ah ! there man and wife lie grandly , side her youthful looks , and in this case there wassomething to be proud of . Then she enjoyed

the fact of her children being bandsome, esDOOR OF MILAN CATHEDRAL , pecially this young man in his mauve kidgloves and neck - tie , his polished collar andNext to St
.

Peter's, the cathedral at Milan is the largest immaculate linen shirt front fastenedwith achurch in Italy . It is situatedalmost in the centre of the city , single superb diamond , his proud face thatin thePiazzadel Duomo. It was begun in 1386 by Visconti , was not weak , but repletewith manly beauty.on 80 large a scale, that it is not yet finished . The interior is He always came to church on Sundaymorncrowdedwith monuments of prelates, princes, and relics of ing , to please his mother , At eight -andsaints. The cathedralcontains fifty -two piers , one hundred twenty he still held her in high esteem, andpinnacles, andupward of four thousand four hundred statues. made some efforts for her sake , which in his secretheart heIn fretwork,carving, and statuary, it is said to eclipse al
l

other consideredbores .churchesin theworld .

He joined in the responses; indeed, his rich , deepvoicewas aW
e

give an engraving of one of the almost numberlessdoors great attraction to the ladies in his vicinity . The calmfacebewhichdecorateits exterior. trayed no emotion of any kind , however. It was pure habitwith him .

Then the air for the chant began. His lips compressedthemDUTCH HEAD -DRESSES .

selves in yoluntarily now , and his fingerstightened a little overHEAD-DRESSES, or head -gear, are more or lesscharacteristic al
l the cover of his prayer -book. But whatwas this ?over th
e

world. Sometimesthey distinguish nations , tribes , A rich mezzo-sopranovoice, rarely , strangely sweet — voice

an
d

families. Indeed in olden days theywererigidly regulated that stirred al
l

th
e

hiddenpulses of one'sbeing , and madethemby la
w

or custom; bu
t

with th
e

emancipation ofthe individual quiver with an emotion in which was blended ' jo
y

, triumph ,

ha
s

comeindividuality in ornament , as in most other things . In pathos ,and despair. As if th
e

story of one's lif
e

could be re

Hollandthe adornment of th
e

head is a passion pervading al
l

vealed in those deep, swelling tones .classes, moreespeciallythe lower orders , who cling to old cus
Others listened and looked . A few braver than the rest faced

to
m
s

mosttenaciously. Almost al
l

th
e

women in Holland ,but th
e

organgallery . ReeseStanhope di
d

th
e

first with hi
s

wholeparticularlythose inDort an
d

Rotterdam ,wear spiral ornaments soul , but he was to
o

well - br
ed

fo
r

th
e

latter . Never in hi
s

of gold or silver on their temples, or on the top of their heads. whole life had prayers, lessonand sermonseemed so long . HeTh
e

variety of head-dresses increases as one penetrates the was actually growing impatient for them to end. That sweet,country, an
d

it is ea
sy

to determine th
e

birthplace an
d

condition wonderful voice stirred every nerve in hi
s

body , and wroughthis souleverywomanandgirl from her headdecorations. to a great height of expectancy. He could hardlyIn th
e

province of Noord -Holland (North Holland ) the head believe it when he found himself walking down the aisle , and

se
at

is ve
ry

ric
h

an
d

verycomplicated , thehair being cu
t

short managed to pause in th
e

vestibuleuntil th
e

singerscamedown .an
d

coveredwith a cap, frequently of white satin , richly orna
One figúre alone was strange. A tall , slenderwoman , her bonmentedwithrings of gold and silver and flowers. net and facecoveredwith a large square of pale silvery tissue,Unmarried

an
d

servantswear ornaments of silver , bu
t

people in instead of thecoquettishlittle la
ce

veilsmostly in vogue.easycircumstanceswear gold . Our illustrations convey , how A long blondecurl strayedover her shoulder . Shewas pale

ev
er , a betteridea of th
e

peculiarities of theseheaddecorations herself , except th
e

curvedline of he
r

scarlet lips . Just as sheth
an

couldpossibly be obtained from an
y

pe
n

- an
d

- in
k

descrip- suddenhalt ,theireyes meeting as sh
e

turned her head . Reese
was passing him some one trod on her dress, and she made ations, howeverminute.

Stanhope's lazy , indifferent , purposelesslife vanished in an in

stant . The change surprised him so much that he stoodquiteTHE HARE AND THE TORTOISE .

“What are youwaiting for , Reese ? Don't you see the carsAs A hare w
as

laughing at a tortoise fo
r

hi
s

slowness of pace, riage ? "an
d

boasting of he
r

superiorswiftness , th
e

tortoise said , "Let Clara's voicewas a little eager. A strange expressionflittedus ru
n

a race, and le
t

th
e

fo
x

yonder be th
e

umpire . ” over the singer's face as it was lost in the crowd.The hareagreed to this , and it was decided that th
e

race The Stanhopesdrove home in their luxurious vehicle , and di
sshouldtukeplacethereand then . O
ff they both started . The cussedthe music first of all .ha
re

soonoutran th
e

tortoise, an
d

began to treat th
e

matter “ I hope shewill remain , " said Florence . " Her voice is expe
r

lightly. " I fe
el , " sa
id

sh
e , " rather tired ; Ithink I shall quisite ,and so well adapted to th
e

church . I haven't enjoyeda na
p

: If MasterTortoisedoes pass m
e , I shall soonover- a service so much fo
r

a month . I do wonderwho it can be ! "Nearly every one else in Greythorpe wondered for severalSo sh
e

squattedherself on a tu
ft

of fe
rn
, an
d

fe
ll

fa
st

asleep. days . Then it w
as

known that it w
as
a Miss Rosevelt , th
e

newIn th
e

meantime th
e

tortoisejogged steadilyalong ,passed th
e

music teacher at th
e

seminary , and that Mr. Markham , th
ebleeping ha
re , an
d

arrived fir
st

at th
e

goal . The ha
re

overslept organist , w
as quite confident of making an engagementwithherself, andwhen sh
e

di
d

arrive at the end of the course, it was her .on
ly

to fin
d

that th
e

tortoise ha
d

reached it long before he
r

. ReeseStanhopebit his lip when he heard this . A teacher of

music , simply . But he began to long for Sunday, andwhen re

up

still .

take hi
m

. "

MORAL. - Slowandsureoflenwin th
e

race.
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TE

Rovargu
?

clining in hi
s great easy -chair , he shut hi
s eyes, and le
t

the “Have you met Miss Rosevelt ! " he inquired , resolving to

music of Miss Rosevelt's voice float in upon his brain . | venture upon an introduction .

They were rather busy at the Stanhope's. October was to “ No. "

usher in Clara's bridal day , and the house was full of work- : And Mr. Stanhopepaused for the ceremony.

women and goods of every description. Reese stipulated that Miss Rosevelt bowed loftily . She certainly wasable to match
they should not invade his room ; the bustle was rather distaste- the Stanhope pride . Both thought of that first morning in the

fu
l

to him , and he had the habit of taking long rambles through church vestibule , and she flushed unconsciously .

thebeautiful autumn woods . There are some very curious mental revelations made as w
e

One afternoon he cameout by Mr. Garth's . The rectory was proceed in life . Miss Rosevelt's reflections were rapid and

a cozy, rambling old housewith a spacious lawn and garden , elastic . A sudden splendid possibility dawned upon her , but
and a background of dense shrubbery. There was a group of the flash of vivid light served only to make the surrounding
girls in a corner busy with croquet. A tall , slender figure , with darknessmore visible .

the face turned aside, was watching them . H
e recognized it at ReeseStanhope glanced at her with his deepeyes, that could

a glance. detecteveryvarying shadewithout seemingimpertinent . Under
Mr. Garth rose from hi

s

arm -chair in the porch . H
e

could somecircumstancesshemight be a very handsomewoman. Her
get on delightfully with Mrs. Stanhope, but he stood a little in figure was tall and elegant , molded with that subtle Greek
ewe of the young man . So now he bowed politely , uttered a sinuosity you sometimesobserve in a statue, but she was a trifle
few commonplaceremarks, and then was fain to subside. too thin . Her featureswere delicate and regular , her hair , as I

Mr. Stanhopehad no intention of allowing him to do so . H
e

have said before, of a pale golden , and her eyes, when you ex

legan about th
e

beauty of th
e

seasonand th
e

fineness of th
e

amined them closely , very curious indeed . Light blue most
changing foliage , andpresently th

e

two werewalking down on
e

people termed them , bu
t

they were prismatic , holding in theiredge of the lawn to look at a magnificent tree in the sunset far depths a concentration of rays .

glow . The worthy rector was much pleased at his success in They reminded Mr. Stanhope of a changeful summer sea
entertaining such a guest. H

e

had not seenmuch of Mr. Stan- glinted over with sunshine . There was somesecret of painandhope sincehis arrival from abroad. suffering in their depths, that gave them an apprehensiveexpres
They approachedMiss Rosevelt, who stood erect and proud , sion . How he discoveredthis fact I can hardly tell , exceptthat

with not the slightest change of color in her pale face. there was something electrical betweenthe two natures.

She had alreadybecome a favorite with Mr. Garth , though She stood there cold and self - contained, taking no part in the
the two hal scarcely a feeling in common. conversationsave a brief answer when she was addressed.

�

SIX DUTCHHEAD-DRESSES. - PAGE143.
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1)1

a

me ?!

Nowthatthe rector had made a beginning, his hospitality Christmastide, with its work and festivities, thawed this unw
as

boundless, though I confess hewasamazed at himself , after seen barrier , however. And somehow she seemed to growhe hadgivenMr. Stanhope an invitation to supper. ! brighter and morehuman . Through it all she had a consciousMrs.Garthwas a pleasant, cominonplacewoman , with a large ness .that Mr. Stanhopewatchedher curiously . It gave her ashare of tact, easyand affable. So the supper was a success. strangethrill of joy and an equalpang of apprehension.Afterwardtheyhad somemusic in the parlor . Miss Rosevelt Oneevening he proposedaccompanyingher home. Shedesang in th
e

most matter - of - fact manner , but with an ai
r

that clined gracefully .wasalmostdisdainful. “ Mr. Orton'attends to me , she said , carelessly." This is a newlife to her , " Stanhopethought . Dick Orton was her shadow ; he had remarked that . HeH
e

wasturning over the leaves of the music , and came to a could not imagine such a thing as love betweenthem , andyetMiserere.

the slight familiarity annoyedhim ." A favorite of mine , " he said . “ Will you oblige me ? " and “ I ask it as a favor , " he said , pointedly . “Are you afraid ?he placed it on thepiano . Have I forfeited my claim to be considered a gentleman in anyWhenthefirst note of his mellow tenor voice bleuded with respect ? ”

hers, she glanced

“ Oh ! "up . I don't know
And she made awhatwordless en

sudden pause withtreatycameintoher
her exclamation,eyes, but he seemed
then glanced furto gain a glimpse
tively at him .throughthe mask

“ I would like toshewore. A sud
prove myselfden rushfilled his
friend , at least.pulses. Was it
Why do youdistrusthope or fear, or that

rarer and more

“ I do not . ”subtleknowledge
Shewas trying tolove?

make her voice apTwilightwasset pear cold , but theting in when the
effortand the failureGarth girls bade caught his quicktheir schoolmates
ear, for now his ina rathernoisygood tuitions were elecbye at the gate. trically swift .Miss Roseveltlin

“ Well , " he said ,gered, secretlyhop
abruptly , “ le

t

using thatMr. Stan
hopewould leave

Miss Rosevelt feltthem, but he ap the power ofpeared in not the
stronger will thanslightesthurry . At firstAndwhen at last
shewas inclined tosh

e

rose to go , he dispute it , then theproposed to escort
fear of an ignominiherhome.

ous defeat rushed
over her . So shecessary, ” she said, wound her veil ,coldly. “ Thedis with its bright blue
edge, around her" Still , as I am proudly -poisedgoing the same
head, and drew herI supposeyou
shawl closely up toobject, " her throat . What

a weird picture sheSo they walked made in the dimtogether.

light , her eyes lus
trous as stars, and

a faint drift of color
wavering about herthorpe had been cheekslike a shadoweminent THEHAREANDTORTOISE. PAGE 143. of flame !professor of music. Reese StanhopeMrs.Ortonhadnot beencritical , however , and great , generous, wasroused in every'nerve. Perhapsher quiet , persistentevasiongo

od
-heartedDickOrton believed fr
om

th
e

very fir
st

thatshe of hi
m

ha
d

heightenedhis deteimination . At all events hew
as

a princess in disguise. Her own bearing had given her a was resolute enough now , and she, reading this in his face,socialposition already , asmuch , perhaps , as th
e

fact that sh
e

trembled .sang in church.

They passeddown the broad staircase, the heavy matting
ClaraStanhope'smarriage, te

n

days after th
is
, w
as

th
e

great rendering their footsteps noiseless. But there some on
e

sa
id

event of th
e

place. Th
e

excitementspeedily subsided , an
d

le
ft good -night , an
d

wondered a little at he
r

attendant.ReeseStanhope in a mood to speculateuponMiss Rosevelt . The clear crisp air blew in their faces. Overheadthe sky wasH
e
ha
d

no
t

beenable tofollow up th
e

acquaintance because of a cloudless blue .sh
e

resolutelydeniedherself al
l

society . Theonly intimacy sh
e

“ Miss Rosevelt, why are w
e

not friends ? ” he said, in a tone
whosesoftnessrendered it courteous.She fe

lt
so perfectly at easewith Mrs. Garth that it was a " It is not necessary, Mr. Stanhope.

“ Do you distrust me ? "

go then . "

a

her own .

" It is hardlyne

tanceis veryshort. '92

way,

will not
and he siniled.

TheonlyreferenceMissRosevelthad
brought to Grey Vorex80,5
from an

hadformedwaswith theGarths .

solaceand acomfort to go there .
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"The word is too strong to be used betweenmere acquaint- | now, for he certainly had not meant to trifle with Miss Rose
Ances. It presupposessomenecessityfor faith." velt ; but he had pictured to himself a piquant, alluring friend
“ And you have resolvedto admit none.' ship, ending in a tenderer passion with time. It was done,
She laughed a little , though it camefrom her lips only. It however, and he facedthe matter boldly. There would besome

wasnot scornful, yet had an unpleasantring. opposition at home, yet he was very confident of overcoming

“ Threemonths ago we spent a very pleasant evening to that. Miss Rosevelt wasbut half won as yet.
gether. Why have you shunned me so persistentlysince? It She excused herself to Mrs. Orton, and ran up to her own
is not merely vanitywhenI say that I believeyou werenot dis. room.
pleased." There was a smoldering fire upon the hearth, but she soon
Whither was this drifting her. The hand resting on his arm blew it into a bright blaze. Then she crouched in the ruddy

trembled; she felt it as well as he did. light , as if she longed to read the future in the glowing flames
“ Mr. Stanhope, " and she made a strong effort, one that andmassof vivid coals.

seemed towrenchher very soul, “ this discussion is simply ab Did she dare take this wonderful fortune held out to her so
surd. Our paths in life lie widely apart . We have nothing in suddenly ? Again she asked herself if she had any right to be

common. " happy like other women, and again the hard injustice of making

“Nothing ! " H
e

turned and faced her so suddenly that the her accountable fo
r

the crime of another , answered her . The
usually pale facewas in a glow of surprise. “ I think we have , " one who had sinned was dead, and she was frec . Why confess

he said , slowly . “ The mere fact of our stations in life being it then ?

differentshall not stand in my way . I love you . " She had comfortedherself many timex with the thought that

H
e

uttered the last wordswith a strangewarmth and vehe- it wasblotted out ; to drag it up again then would only freshen
mence, strongly in contrastwith the tone at the beginning . it in her own memory , and give the man she loved a hard bur

“Hush ! " shesaid , almost fiercely. “ You must not say this den to bear .

to me . " Presently she rose, and taking from a bureau -drawer an odd ,

“Why ? Since it is true , do you think me afraid to utter it ? steel -bound box , she brought it down there in the blaze of the

I would have waited, would have won you in the slow , gentle fire . The key was appended to her watch -chain, and never left
fashion most lovers use, but how could I , when you held your- her . She opened the box and took therefrom a packet of let
self for ever aloof ! And now it has come to this . Does the ters , not more than half - a -dozen, tied with a black ribbon that
blamerest with me alone ? " madeher shiver as her slender fingers touched it .

He let his voice fall to its most dangerouspathos . No choice , dainty correspondent this . The paper was coarse
Shewas absolutely crying , cold and strong as she considered and poor , the writing irregular ; now and then a word or a capi

herself . But something in this touched the finest chord of her ta
l

beautifully and boldly formed , but most of it tremulous , as

soul . if from sicknessor age .

“ You are very generous, " she said , presently . “ I fancied She did not care to read them over . They belonged to a

you , of al
l

others , would be first to recognize the difference in period that she was glad to escape. She could cherish tender
our social position . For it is a fact . Your family would not memories of the man lying in a nameless grave , and heaven
approve of your choice , and sincemy path has beenmarked out bore her witness that she did , but thesewere not pleasant relics
for me , let mewalk in it . " to keep. It was the last link that bound her to any old life .

“ Is it utterly impossible fo
r

you to love me ? " . She dropped them slowly into the fire , one by one . Then the
He turned suddenlyagain , and the drifting light of the moon ribbon curled and writhed in the flame, and presently fell into

betrayed her secret. It gave him an intense thrill of joy to ashes. After a while the brightness of the flame began to die
know that she was not entirely indifferent to him . out , but she did not heed it , fo

r

her hands were claspedover her

“ If you will say that you never can love me , " and he tried eyes, and shewas far away in a realm of dreams.

to steadythedelight that beat tumultuously through bis pulses, With an effort she roused herself . “ If I had wealth and

“ I must believeyou , then , and resign the sweetesthope of my station , ” she murmured , softly , " was where I once had a right
soul . And if you do not , I shall take it as assent. " to be , I should accept his love without a fear . As it is , I will
For a moment there was an almost deathly stillness between wait patiently , giving him little hope and keeping myself freethem . The words she would have uttered died away on her from fascination . If such a boon should come to m

e
at last "lips . To drink one such draught of bliss as was held to her Shedid not dare pursue her thoughts any further . Every molonging soul wasworth al

l

the rest of life . ment they becamemore unreal , and she began to wonder if it

Was she answerable fo
r

what had befallen her in the past ? were not al
l

the work of imagination . Besides, to -morrow hadIn heaven's sight she was clear and free from stain , and it its duties , and now it was past midnight .

seemedcruelly unjust to sufferfor the sin of another . Miss Rosevelt was pale and nervous the next day , and gave a

“ You know nothing aboutme , " she said , presently . " Since quick , sharp glance into each face that shemet . When eveningI was nineteen I have been orphaned, and compelled to rely came, every nerve was in a quiver , although she seemed so outupon my own exertions. I am twenty -threenow . ' wardly calm and unmoved .She shudderedwith someold recollection . He thought it was Shewould not go down to church , she told Dick Orton , and

a remembrance of the past struggles, and resolved upon a yet he lingered in the cozy sitting - room , though he knew hi
s

bright life for her in the future . presencewas indispensable. How straxgely beautiful she looked" I love you , " he said briefly , " and that makes us equal . ” with that bright color coming and going on her fair cheek. And
Then they resumedtheir walk . There was the little cottage Dick repressed a rising in hi

s

throat as he rememberedMr.staring at them in the white moonlight . Down the road . Stanhope'sattentions . Perhaps it wasjust as well fo
r

her to resounded a coming footstep. main at home . But somehowthere came a great gulf between“ Good -night . I havehardly establishedmy claim , and done them, and then he knew from what motive he had watchedhermyself scanty justice , but in the days to come I will make through the pastmonths - not merely curiosity .amends.

The day had been a peculiar one to ReeseStanhope. Most ofSomestrangemisgiving seizedher . She claspedhis hand . it had beenspent in his own luxurious room , under a pretense" It is al
l

like a dream. I think you have spoken hastily , of answering letters and attending to some business matters.and if in calmer momentsyou should regret it , I want you to Just at dusk of the short winter day he had taken a brisk walk ,consideryourself perfectly free . "

Then shewould have left him , but he drew her nearer, and pride and elegancewith a curiouseye.

then lingered over his dinner and dessert, studying his mother's
What would she say tokissed her trembling lips with passionatefervor . Miss Rosevelt as a daughter ? And then he thought of the high“ I am not so generous, " he said , with his adieu.

O
n

hi
s

homewardway he revolved th
e

strange conversation table sign of birth . Surrounded by ease and happiness , th
is

bred ai
r

he would have instanced anywhere else as an indispu

in hi
s

mind , quite astonished at himself . An hour agodeclaring young girl could easily blossom into beauty . H
e

recalled th
e

love had beenfurthest from hi
s

thoughts . H
e

did not regret it singular charm he had found in her during that first meeting at
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27

M
r.

Garth's, andevenfurther back , on the Sunday he had heard of this greatpersonage. A simple, natural , affectionatewoman,he
r

sing. Some powerful influence had been drawing them love affairspossessed a great charm fo
r

her .nearertogether, silently but steadily . “ My dear , " shewent on , persuasively, " I think I would doYet he wondered a little how they would meet, and with this nothing at present. Miss Rosevelt has clear eyes of her own ,thought in hi
s

mind he rambleddown to the attractive centre and is not likely to be deceived. "fo
r

th
e

youngpeople. He found a charmingly industrious group , And secretlyMrs. Garth inclined towardMr. Stanhope.buttheone he soughtwasnot there . The tidings were not long in reaching Mrs. Stanhope. TheAnd so it came to passthat beforethe eveningwashalf spent , earliest she disbelievedutterly . First and last , Reesehad inMrs.Orton, muchamazed, usheredhim into the little sitting- dulged in severallazyfancies, and shewastoowise to encourageroom, an
d

the simple -minded womansaw no occasion to play this by open opposition. But when it came to be a kind ofpropriety; thereforethe two wereleft alone . acknowledgedfact , shecould no longer hold her peace.A feeling of terror , almost helplessness, fell upon Miss Rose “ Reese, ” shesaid , onemorning , in a carelesstone , “what isvelt. Thedignityand distanceshe intended to use at the next this foolish rumor aboutyou and Mrs. Haven's music -teacher ?interviewfailedher entirely , for she was overwhelmed by the It's best to be careful with rustic belles , as they areapt to magsecretconsciousnessthat this man loved her , and meant to treat nify attentions . "he
r

as honorably as he would the greatest lady in the land . It He laughed. As well meetthe issue now as anyother time ,wasnotpossible to affect to misunderstand him . he thought ." You se
e
I havenot repented, " he said , gayly , with a bright “ I don't know that the attention can be magnified in thissmile. case, he said , with a steadyvoice. “Tell me the rumor . "" Therehasbeenhardly time . " “ It wasperfectnonsense, I knew , " and yet her smoothbrowSheexperienceda strong impulse to withdraw herself from clouded a little , for there werecertain resolutelines in his face.hi

s

immediateinfluence. She almost distrusted the plans she “That you havebeentangled in a mesh of goldenhair , andbehadformedfor her future . guiled by a siren voice. "ReeseStanhopecould be very fascinating when he chose, “ And won by a heart sweet, womanly , and noble , theywhichwasbut seldom. He seemed to feel that this woman should have appended, to make the story true . ”meant to contesthis power over her , and therefore he roused “ Reese ! "himselfout of hishabitual easeand indolence. She found him Shewaspale and shocked ..waryandpracticed, resolute in the exercise of a certain subtle “ I asked Miss Rosevelt a month ago to marry me . She,strength.

more generousthan I shouldhave been, refused her assent, unMissRoseveltwasnot a coquette, neither had her ambition til I had wisely consideredthe subject. "takena matrimonialturn . If she had not believed it possible " You can withdraw ! "to worshipthis man with her whole soul , she would havedis The mother's lips werewhite and tremulous .cardedhim in a mostdirectway . Had he beenpoor and pos “Not with honor . I hold my manhoodtoo high for that . Ifsessed th
e

samecharmfor her , she would have yielded without Miss Roseveltwill consent, she shall be my wife as soon as she& struggle, consciousthat her motives could not be misinter- is ready. "preted.

“ A womanyou know nothing of -But as it was, shewas forced to yield . He would have the “ A woman I love . "assurancehe sought. He made her confess that she believed It was the first time Mrs. Stanhope and her son had everlovebetweenthempossible, and demolished her objections in a comeinto collision . Once or twice she had taken specialpainsverysummarymanner. to interest him in somevisitor , invited with a purposethat she" I toldyou last night that I wasquite alone in the world ; kept well in the background . Easy , affable, and possessingfineth
at I ha
d

no birth or family of which to be proud . You will tact , he had rendered himself agreeablewithout straying intodoubtlessbe censured fo
r

marrying a womanwithout any ante- the net .cedents. "

This stately mansion and elegant groundswere her son's bySh
e

utteredthiswith dignity , though through her nerves sped right , and hewas quite independent of he
r

; bu
t

hithertoshehadthrill of hesitationand fear . Had any one a right to this found him so pliable , that she could hardly believe he wouldsecretthatshewasfor ever thrusting out of sight ? disregard her wishesnow . She exerted herself to the utmost ;" Yo
u

havewarned m
e , certainly ; bu
t

I still feel impelled to she tried to convincehim , appealed to hi
s

pride , hi
s

love fo
r

he
r

,ventureuponmypath of peril . I have a fancy that my own and he was tender, but firm in this one resolve.happinessis of greaterimportance to m
e

than the commenda Reesewas really fond of his mother ; perhapswith less lovetion of theworld . ”

on both sides, it might have ended in a rather serious rupture.H
e

looked so handsomeand winning as he said this , so brave But after aweek of tearsand entreaties sh
e

still foundhim perto dare, thatwhatevermisgiving had beforefound entranceinto sistent .he
r

heart, nowvanishedcompletely. Yet she would not co
n

“ Since he is resolved to marry Miss Rosevelt , wemay as wellse
nt

to a positiveengagement. Mrs. Stanhope should se
e

that make th
e

best of it , " sh
e

said to he
r

daughter Florence .sh
e

was in no haste to entrapher son . is very mortifying that with his advantages he should not lookThough sh
e

w
as

resolute upon this point , he von from he
r

higher . ”someotherconcessionsthat were most gratifying to hi
s

impa “But , mamma, shecertainly hastheair and manner of a lady .tientlover'sheart. He could ca
ll

th
e

quick color to he
r

fa
it If sh
e

ha
s

no relativesand is poor , it may no
t

be altogether he
r

fa
ce , an
d

he watched th
e

drooping lid
s

tremble over th
e

eyes , fault . They sa
y

at school that sh
e

ca
n

converse in several di
f

th
at

wererainly trying to hide their jo
y

ou
t

of hi
ssight ! ferent languages,and her voice is magnificent . I'm sure she'sAlready sh
e

loved hi
m ,but thiswas a mereforetaste ofwhat he stylish , evenin he
r

plainattire , an
d

mostpeopleraveover thosepure blondewomen. After shehas beenReese'swife a year , noBy degrees th
e

whisperfound its way around Greythorpe that on
e

will think sh
e

ever taughtmusic .M
r.

Stanhopehad found a strong attraction in Miss Rosevelt . “ Rosevelt is a goodname , ” Mrs. Stanhopesaid , plaintively .Mr.Garthhadhalf surmisedthe truth . Reese eventually had everything his own way . Mrs. Stan* It w
ill

never do , " he sa
id

to hi
s

wife . “ It'
s

hardly likely hope came to te
a

at th
e

rectory ,and m
et

Miss Rosevelt . Perth
at

he means to marry he
r , an
d

sh
e

is to
o

fin
e

and noble awo haps sh
e

liked he
r

the betterfor he
r

pride , that seemed tohedgem
an

to be trifledwith . Imust warn he
r ,for sheseems to m
e

he
r

about an
d

render her unapproachable in certain respects.likeone of ourown . " Shewould be met as an equal , not patronized. O
n

the whole," M
r.

Stanhope is a gentleman , 'warmly, " an
d

I'm sare Miss Rosevelt is worthy of any man's
Mrs. Garth returned , the interview was a success.

The mother and daughterweredriven home in their carriage.love. "

The lovers lingered awhile in the cozy baywindow, and then
rambled leisurely toward Mrs. Orton's cottage. Someold doubt

Shedid not stand much in awe had fallen over Elma Rosevelt, rendering her strangelysilent .
" It

meant to win .

“ Buthismother "At thisMrs.Garthsmiled .
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Yet sheclung closer to her betrothed, for eachday he seemedto “How oddly her voice sounded," Mrs. Orton thought.
becomemoreand more a part of her soul. Then she waited for her to comedown again, but shedid not
“ Your mother spokeof my name," she began, after a long make her appearanceuntil the next morning at the breakfast

pause. “ It is a goodold name, but I have always meant to table. Then she was deadly pale, with a purple shade undertell you that it wasnot my father's. My mother ran away and the eyes, and her lips, usually so bright, werecolorless.
married him in her early girlhood. He was kindly -tempered, “ You have been ill , " Mrs. Orton said , anxiously . “Whygenerous, but weak. She has beendeadmany years. He and I did you not let me know ? "

“ I had a headache.kept together, sharing good and ill fortune , until four years Quiet and rest were the best remedies. "

But she ate scarcelyany breakfast , and went immediately toHer voice faltered to a fearful pathos and stopped. She was the school . To si
t

there and think as she had beenthinkingtrembling in everynerve . through the night , would kill her . As she went along she" What happenedfour yearsago ? ” glanced furtively to the right and the left , holding a little pack

“ I cannot, dare not , will not tell you . I ought not to have age tightly in her hand . When she came near the road that
listened to you at first ; but my heart overpoweredmy better branched of

f
to the wood , she lingered theremany moments.judgment Presently a step came shambling along , stirring the dryHere shepaused. leaves, and halted some distance from her . She went toward

Reesepleaded in vain to know the mystery . it . The trembling limbs and wasted face pierced her heartAlthough his heart bled fo
r

the evident distress she labored with a pang . She thrust the folded paper into the man's hand.under, he yet felt deeply pained at her reticence. He never “ It is al
l I have , ” she said , with a strange , pitying softnesscould believethat therewasany guilt attached to her , but why in her tone . “ I have beenthinking of you al

l

night - of ourdid shenot explain to him her presentbehavior . lives , " and her voice trembled . “ It would not be wise to makeThus they parted for that time . a changenow . I should not know where to go nor what to do .That evening, when Miss Rosevelt was on the point of going When my year here has ended, w
e

will try fate togetheragain .to the supper -room , the servant brought her a letter , which , he Only be careful — fo
r

my sake as much as your own . "said , had been left by a man , who had immediately hurried “ Yes , " the man said , slowly . “ I've been careful a longaway. while . I wouldn't have come to you , but I wanted to seeyouWords are feeble to describethe change that passedover Miss so much . Sometimes I think it's nearly up with me. FreedomRosevelt's face as she glanced at the address on the note . For- isn't much . I've had a hard time. "tunately it wasunobserved by her friends , and hurrying to her “ It will be better . In two months I shall comeback to you ;room she locked thedoor and threw herself upon her knees, and until then , live quietly , secretly . Do not betray me . 'a passionateflood of tearseasedher feelings . He kissed the white hand with abject devotion . For yearsPutting a shawl around her head , she hastily descendedthe she had given the deepest sympathy and tenderness to thisstairs , quietly opened the door , and took her station beneath a man , but somehowlove had outgrown the tie with which naturelarge treeabout a hundred yards from the house . had bound it . Yet all that she failed to do from love , wasdoneIn anotherminuteshewasjoined by a man , who was so closely now for duty .muffled that his age was not discernible . The emotion Miss “You must go now , " she said , with a strength she did notRosevelt displayed was painful to behold . She could not feel . “ I shall know where to find you . Do not seekme again.speak. Two months is but a little while to wait . "“ You thought me dead , " said the man , in a voice tremulous She saw him as he walked slowly away . Yesterday at thiswith passion. time she had beenbright and happy , now her joy had come to“ I di
d , " replied the other . a sad and sudden end . The hope that she had allowed to blos“ And perhapswished it . ” som, albeit with many misgivings , was over for ever . She had“ No , believe me . I know my duty too well to cherish such beenwild to dream that she could make anything out of herthoughts . But how has this happened ? " shadowed life . So she went on to the school , taking up the“ I have escaped, " said he . “ And I want somemeans to get burden of the past , hopelessnow , indeed .away. As you know , my safety, my very life , dependsupon Reese Stanhope had been absent from Greythorpe nearly aweek . On his return Lome his mother had a strange account“ I have little , but you shall have all . Meet me at the end for him concerning Miss Rosevelt .of this cave, under the little grove of trees , to -morrow morning One of the servants, crossing the edge of the woods ratherat eight . It will not be prudent for you to venture nearerthe late in the evening , had been witness to a scene and conversahouse. I have brought you something to get a lodging fo

r
to - tion that had greatly astonishedher . She had repeated it to hernight . "

mistress , and now that lady told it to her son with a littleSo saying , she handedhim a purse . triumph .He took it eagerly , and walked away , sighing heavily . “ She certainly is not a proper person to marry , fo
r
it is ev
i

The next minute she had regained her own room . Locking dent that she is entangled with this man . She promised himthe door sh
e

threw herself upon he
r

bed , and dropped into a money to ge
t

him away . O
h , Reese, be advised ; do no
t

di
sdisturbed slumber . grace us all , " his mother implored .

ReeseStanhope laughed at the story . There must be somoCHAPTER II . mistake about it . Hewas most anxious to see her , for he hadsome news for her as well .Mrs. Orton kept he
r

supper -tablewaiting until very late ; would be ; good tidings , to
o
, he fancied . As fo
r

this other —

He had guessed at the surprise it

then she fancied that Miss Rosevelt had gone to the rector's ,where she was such a favorite . Dick , sharing hi
s

mother's was this the bright , sweetface he had so lately left ?

Yet he was al
l

impatience , and waylaid her on her way home.thought , strolled down to the vine -coveredcottage to watch forher , but his self -imposedtask was in vain . Her greeting was cold and constrained . They walked inIt wasquite dark when Miss Roseveltcame in . Mrs. Orton's
silence for somemoments .

cheerful lamp sent a long gleamthrough the window , and the

“ I think I cameacross something while in London that con
matron saw th

e

tall figure as it crossed th
e

path . The door of Rosevelt , who married Hugh Rothsay , or their children . ” .

cernsyou . An advertisementfor heirs to an estate- & Madeline
the sitting -roomwaswide open, but Miss Rosevelt seemeddisposed to turn from its friendly invitation . “ I am their only child , ” she said , slowly , wondering if this“ Have you had any supper ? " asked the kindly voice.

werenot a blind to make her betray her secret.“ Ithought you were at the rectory . " “ Then it is necessarythat you should prove your claim as" N
o , I did not go there . I am glad you have not kept the soon as possible. If I can assist you in any mannertable waiting . " She must reward his kindness with a cruel blow . Her heartThen shepassedon to her room. sickened at the thought , and for herself , what bitter despair !

H
e

drewthe paperfrom his coat -pocket, and finding theadver

it . ”

3
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if you amat

ness.

tisement, gaveit to her to read. There was an air of reality Mr. Rothsay's health beingvery much broken, it was hardlyaboutit thatattractedher at once, and her grandfather's name probablehe would survive his term. She had cometo Londonseemedampleguarantee. Shedrew a long breath of relief. It to finish her musical education, and through theseyearshadwouldbeeasierfightingfate if shedid not have poverty to con- supportedherself. The precedingsummerseveralconvictshadtendwith; but, oh, if this had come years before, she would escaped, and among themMr. Rothsay, though it wasafterwardnotnowbebankrupt, in all that makes life worth having. rumored that his dead bodyhad been found. Elma, who had" It is best fo
r

you to write immediately, ” he went on ; “ or taken her mother's name at hi
s

desire, hearing of this openingcouldgo, I your service. " at Greythorpe, had come thither , resolving to bury the past in" I havesomewords to sa
y

to yo
u , " she began, huskily ; her own heart . She had loved he
r

father truly , and wouldhave" no
t

pleasant to listen to , perhaps, " and she wondered then clung to him until the last , if shecould haveservedhim . Thenhowdearshewas to this man , who had never known a care or she spoke of hi
s

sudden re -appearance, and her resolve to devotetrouble in hi
s

lif
e

. Sheunderstoodwhat he was to her by the the remainder of her lif
e

to hi
m

.

“ I waswild to dream of love and happiness, " sheexclaimed,

anguishshehadendured.

"Well ? ” he said , nervously , thinking of hi
s

mother's story . blissful spell first dawned upon m
e

. Forgive m
e
if you ca
n

,

vehemently. “ I should have been more resolute when the
There w

as
a long pause. H
e

waswaiting fo
r

he
r

to break it , since I sinned through love . "and hi
s

handsomefacewasshadowed by the silence. He pressedher coldwhite hand to his lips , andfelt for her the" I had no right to listen to your love , to make any promises . deepestsympathyand devotion . But for the present al
l

warmerStill, I di
d

not willingly deceiveyou . I thought myself quite feeling must be kept in the background.free, beingmisled by a fatal mistake that blinded others as well She consented, after much persuasion, that he shouldseeheras myself. I relinquish al
l

claim upon you , and ask my own father , and make some provision fo
r

hi
s

safety, and then learnhonorablefreedom. "

the particulars of the estateheld by law . Her claim could beSh
e

hadstudiedher part , and made her voicecold , her face easily proved.immovable. If he had not seen it under other aspects, he There was somethingreally grand in ReeseStanhope'ssoul ;mighthavedoubtedher capability fo
r

warmth . But he grasped besides, he loved this womanwho had beenmade to suffer soat onlyoneidea. keenly through the crime of another. She should yet be his ." You ar
e

the wife of another ? ” he said , huskily , drawing So he went home to his mother in triumph . Any mysterycould
hisbreathwith a gasp.

be easily explained by a few judicious hints about this law busi" Goodheavens! Do you think I could have acted such afalsehood? "

Mrs. Stanhopecaught at it instantly , and settled the subjectHer fa
ce

wasbright then with indignation , her eyesflashing to her own satisfaction. Her son had saidMiss Roseveltdesired
withdisdain.

the matter kept secretuntil the facts had beenproved, and that" If it be not that , I have a right to know your secret. I re
-

shewasresolvedupon finishing her term at school .memberyouonce said you were worthy of any man's love . Thus shielded by her generouslover , Miss Roseveltfound herAreyouless so now ? "

path comparativelyeasy, so far as outwardcircumstanceswent.Therewas no evadingbis steadyglance . Mrs. Orton was troubled at her palenessand reserve, but theShelaughedbitterly . worthy woman had never been in the habit of questioning" Fatehasmarkedme . I think , for by no sin of my own am I her .disgraced, and a heavyburden has been laid upon me . I will Mr. Rothsay's search after his daughter was his last effort.bear it alone, and not drag any sweet and noble love down to Worn out by want and the privations he had sufferedsince hi
s

escapefrom prison , Mr. Stanhope found him prostrated andH
e
w
as

resolved to know . Somedeepand peculiar sympathy sinking very fa
st . Miss Roseveltgained permission fo
r

a week'sha
d

alwaysdrawnhim toward her , andnow that sh
e

stood absence, and they both watched hi
s

last moments, cheered byalone an
d

in trouble,theintensity of hi
s

love made itself felt . the thought that hi
s

daughter would se
e

more prosperous
Besides, he knew well that , as an heiress, any old suspicionwouldsoon di

e

out . Money wasall -powerful .

days.

Then they laid him in a namelessgrave , and afterwardMissH
e pleaded hi
s

causewith much tender earnestness, keeping Rosevelt had an interview with th
e

lawyer who had been aphi
s

mosteffectualargument until the last . And when she pointed for settling the estate. Therewould not be the slightestwould no
t

yield to persuasion, he declaredhimself her cham- difficulty in proving her claim .pion, andconfessedthat her secret had alreadybecomethe pr
o

It was quite impossible to keep it a secret at Greythorpe, andperty of others.

Mr. Stanhopewas not at all anxious that it should be .ThenElmaRoseveltfelt utterly crushed. O
h , what avail had Miss Rosevelt continued her duties a month longer , andwasal
l

herefforts, al
l

her sacrifices, been ? then summoned to take possession of her property. It seemedHetookher in his arms . quite like a dream to her . What did shewant with theseuse“ M
y

darling, ” he said , “ it is most necessarythat I should le
ss

thousands , since al
l

th
e

best and brightest had gone ou
t

of

knowthetruthnow . " her life ?“ I will te
ll

it to you simply as a friend , " she began, after a ReeseStanhopewaited so long beforeurging his suit that hislo
ng

pause. " I need some counsel, some advice. I have no mother grew really anxious . " It would be unkind in her toon
e

in whom I would dare confide ,unless it might be to M
r.

refuse you now , when you were willing to marry he
r

withoutGarth. Bu
t

itmust be with the understanding th
at

w
e

ar
e

both fortune or position , ” sh
e

said .quitefree. "

But though Elma Rosevelt - for the name had becomehersH
e

bowedhis headslowly . legally now — had resolved to expiate her lack of sincerity toShebeganwith the first that she could remember. Her ward her lover , as she termed it , by resolutely denyingherselfmother'searlydeath an
d

he
r

father's passionategrief . As sh
e

thehigher happinessthat might be hers , in he
r

heartshe conba
d

sa
id

before , he w
as

agenerousman , bu
t

fatallyweak , an
d

fessed hehad becomedearer by hi
s

nobleand manly course.allowedhimself to be dragged in
to

ev
il

companionship . H
e

could an
y

on
e

have be
en

moretender ?wassocialand agreeable, and fo
r

many years hadbeen con “ My darling , " he said , one day, with reproachful eyes, “ donectedwith a lottery office, of which he was on
e

of the most I not deservesomereward ? Will you make both our lives abucessfulagents. H
e

lavishedmuchupon hi
s

daughter'seduca- blank for th
e

sake of a miserable secret ,that I forget excepttio
n

, an
d

loved her with passionate devotion . All her early whenyou remind me of it ? ”years sh
e

had beenkept ignorant of hi
s

employment . Four “ I ought to suffersomepunishment for my want of sinceritySears ag
o

he an
d

an accomplicehadbeen arrested fo
r

forgery . in th
e

first place . ”Although he protested hi
s

innocence, several factswereclearly “ And , so you punishme ? "provenagainsthim . While hi
s

companion escapedwith a Her soft eyes filled with tears. How could she make hermuchlightersentence, hi
s

wassevenyears ' imprisonment . tangled path right ?

suchdepths. "
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ness.

He took the unresistinghands in his. HAIR -CURLINGLIQUID. - Some of our straight -haired young
“You aremine, " he whispered, with a triumphant smile. lady friends, who are troubled to coax their locks into the pre
Mrs. Stanhope was extremely proud of her daughter- in- la

w . vailing frizzy style , ar
e

advised to tr
y

th
e

following recipe :Her birth and fortune werecertainly irreproachable. Take borax , two ounces ; gum arabic , one drachm. Add hot
water (not boiling ) , one quart . Stir , and as soon as the ingre
dients are dissolved , add three tablespoonfuls of strong spirits

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS . of camphor . On retiring to rest , wet the hair with the above
liquid , and roll it in twists of paper as usual .

OINTMENTFORPIMPLES. — Take of purified lard , one ounce ; TO FRY OYSTERS. — There is no dish more easily cooked, andcitron ointment , one ounce and a half ; of finest almond oil ,

half an ounce ; mix al
l

well together. This may be scented none so often spoiled , as fried oysters . Drain your oysters
with oil of bergamot. thoroughly (they should be large , and of the best quality ) ,

then put them into cracker crumbs ; have eggssufficientfor the

TO DRY APPLES. — Th
e

best way to dr
y

apples is to place them quantity , well beaten, and seasonedwith pepperand salt ; turnupon straw laid upon a wire tray , and put a layer of straw over each oyster round in this liquid , thencover it again withthem . Let them be put in a baker's oven al
l night . They will cracker crumbs , and la
y

it on a dish large enough , so that eachthen want to be very gently wiped , and flattenedwith the hand . oyster shall be separate ; have some of the finest lard or butterWhen good sorts ar
e

done so , they ar
e

equal to any dried apples boiling ho
t

— the hotter th
e

better , so it does not burn , intothat can be bought . which plunge your oysters a few times , and as soon as they are
How to Manage THE HAIR . — By judicious treatment , and well browned , remove them to a dish , and throw over them a

dress of corresponding and congenial hue , red hair may be napkin , not a close cover .

tamed down into what , by courtesy, may be called a bright Loss O
f

HAIR . - One of the most unpleasant consequences ofauburn . However beautiful a fine head of hair may be esteemed, early neglect is th
e

constant falling of
f

of hair . We do notthosewho ar
e

short in stature or small in featuresshould never allude to the loss of the hair dependant on age — that is a natuindulge in a profuse display of their tresses, if they would in ra
l

consequence of our infirmity , and cannot be regarded in th
e

the one caseavoid th
e

appearance of dwarfishness, and unnatu- light of a disorder , but instances in which th
e

hair has becomera
l

size of th
e

head , and , in th
e

other , of making th
e

faceseem thin , even to disfigurement , in early life ar
e

fa
r

from being unless than it actually is . If the hair be closely dressed by others , common , and if neglectedmust terminate in confirmed baldthosewho have round or broad faces should , nevertheless, con This excessiveloosening of the hair , however, is far fromtinue to wearbroad bands or drooping clusters of curls . being so irreparable as is generally imagined , and if proper
WHIT POMATUM. — Take an ounce of Florentine orris root , treatment be adopted the hair will grow freshand assume

half an ounce of calamus aromaticus, and as much gum benja- original vigor and strength . The head must be batheddaily
min , a quarter of an ounce of rosewood, and a quarter of an with cold water into which a little eau de Cologne has been
ounce of cloves. Bruise the whole into a gross powder , tie it up poured, and the scalp should then be brusheduntil the skin be

in a piece of linen , and simmer it in a jar placed in a saucepan comes red and a warm glow is produced. Cold water is one of

with two pounds and a half of hog's lard well washed. Add a the finest cosmetics known , and has this advantage, that while
couple of pippins , pared, and cut into small bits , four ounces of in almost every instance it improves the hair , in no casecan it

rose -water , and two ounces of orange - flower water . After the do injury .

ingredientshave simmeredtogether a little while , strain of
f

the MULBERRYWINE . - Gather mulberries when they have justliquor gently , and le
t

the pomatumstand til
l

cool ; then put it changedfrom redness to a shining black ; spreadthem thinly onaway for use in the sameway as other pomatums. a clean floor for twenty -four hours , and then pressthem . Boil a

RATS ANDMICE . — Powder of scilla maritima , half an ounce, gallon of water fo
r

every gallon of juice , putting an ounce of

and strongly smelling cheese, two ounces. Make into balls . cinnamon bark , and six ounces of sugarcandy , finely powdered,

Inis mixture is said to destroy rats very effectively, and before to eachgallon of water . When the water is taken off a'ad set
they get to their holes , which is very desirable. Try it fo

r

mice tled , skim and strain it , and put it to the mulberry juice . Then
also . add to every gallon of the mixture a pint of white or F'henish

wine .

To MENDBROKENGLASS. - A much better process fo
r

mending When settled ,draw it of
f

into bottles , and keep it cool .

Let the whole stand in a cask to ferment for si
z
: days.

broken glass, china and earthenwarewith shellac than heating
them is to dissolve it in alcohol to about the consistency of glue , Fruir FLAVORED AT WILL . - A gardener of Gand has, after
and with a thin splinter of wood or pencil -brush touch the edges many trials , succeeded in giving any kind of fruit the flavor heof the broken ware . In a short time it setswithout any heat- pleaseswhile it is still on the tree . Let us take an apple for ining , which is often an inconvenient process. It will stand every stance ; he pricks it rather deeply in four or five placeswith acontingencybut a heat equal to boiling water . large needle, and then lets it dip for awhile in a bowl contain
CowsLIPWINE .—Take ninegallons of water ,add twenty -seven After afew secondsthis liquid will have penetratedinto th

e
ing a liquid possessingthe flavor he wishes to communicate.

pounds of loaf sugar ; put it into your boiler , and add the
white of fiv

e

eggs , beatwell . Le
t

it boil twenty 'minutes ; take pulps ; and th
is

operation being repeatedtwo or three times, at

of
f

th
e

scum as it rises . Thenhavereadythirty - si
xquarts of intervals of eight or te
n

days , th
e

apple is le
ft

to ripen on th
e

cowslips, in a tu
b

that will hold th
e

liquor , and th
e

rinds of tr
ee , and will subsequently be found to have acquired th
e

taste
twelve lemons , pared thin . You must boil the juice of your either of strawberry , raspberry , cloves , etc. , according to the
lemons with two pounds more sugar and a little water , to a liquid employed.

thick syrup . When your wine is about lukewarm , put into it a COCOANUTCAKE . - Two pounds of sugar , one pound of butter,

little yeastupon a crust of bread. Let it work one whole day ; onepound and three - quarters of flour , ten eggs, two grated co

then put it into your barrel , squeezingyour flowerswell out be - coanuts, one cup of milk , and the milk of the cocoanuts ; and
fore you close your barrel , which must be in about three days half a teaspoonful of soda last thing . This makestwo loaves.after it is tunned . Put in your syrup half an ounce of isinglass ,

an
d

on
e

quart of brandy . Let it stand si
x

weeks, then bottle it pound of sugar , si
x eggs , on
e

pint of milk , on
e

lemon , om
eAN APPLE SOUFFLE.—Ingredients : twelve large apples, half

off .

tablespoonful powdered sugar . Mode : pare and core the apICE CREAM.—Take of newmilk and cream, each two quarts : ples ; stew them with the sugar and lemon -peel til
l

quite soft ;sugar , two pounds , and twelve eggs. Dissolve the sugar in the pressthrough a sieve ; make a custard with the yolks of th
e

milk ; beat the eggs to a froth , and add to the whole . Pack the eggsand the milk . Half fill a pie - dish with the apples ; covertin freezer in a deeptub with broken ice and salt . Whirl the with the custard. Beat the whites of the eggs to a stiff froth , an
d

freezer, and occasionallyscrapedown from th
e

inside . The pro- lay on the custard ; sift th
e

loaf - sugar over al
l
, and bake in 8portions are one quart of salt to eachpail of ice . moderateoven for ten minutes .



A STRING OF BEADS .
151

were1

“What is dedifference'twixt awatchanda fedderbed?"“Dunno-gin it up."A STRING OF BEADS .
“ Becausede tickin' of dewatchis on de inside, andde tickin' ofde bedis onde outside."AN AWKWARDAPOLOGY. – 4 miller had his neighbor arrestedanderthechargeof stealingwheat fromhis mill,butbeing unable hearda prayerat NotreDame:
A PARIS correspondentof a contemporarysays he hasjust overtosubstantiatethe chargebyproof, the court adjudgedthat the “ Oh,beloved Joseph," murmured& rosylittlelaundress, on her

millershouldmakeanapologyto theaccused. kneesbefore a flamingtaper shehad just lighted inhis honor,
"Well," saidhe, “ I havehad you arrestedfor stealingmywheat grant me a goodhusband, plentyof ironingtodo, shirt collars-I can'tproveit —andamsorryfor it.” without starch, and charcoalwithout smoke; andto mydearoldINa dispute, & boisterous, ill -bred fellow called his adversary aunt an easydeath. All theseblessings as speedily as may be ! "" no gentleman. ” The Rev.Dr. Macleod and Dr. Watson were in theWest High" I supposeyou thinkyourselfone , " was thereply . landstogether on a tour . While crossing a loch in a boat, in com." CertainlyI do , " answeredthebully . panywith a numberof otherpassengers, astorm came on . One of" Then, " said th

e

other, “ I amnot offendedthat youdon't think th
e

passengerswas heard to say , “ That the twa ministersshould
meone. "

begin an ' pray , or we'll a ' be drooned. "D
o you se
e

that fellowlounging there , doing nothing ? " said bu
t

thebig an
e

maun ta
k ’ an oa
r
. ”

“ N
a , na , " saidtheboatman, “ thelittle anecan pray if he likes ,Jones to Smith. “ Howdoes he live ? By his wits ? ”" O

h , no , he's a cannibal, ” saidJenkins . Ar Dieppe, in France , thefollowingnoticehasbeenissued by the

“ A cannibal! "

police :“Yes , & cannibal; he lives on otherpeople . " “ The bathingpolice are requested, when a lady is in danger ofNor O
F

THEROMANTICSORT. - An aunt of ours concluded to tr
y

drowning, toseize her by th
e

dress, and not by the hair , whichtheeffect of a pleasantsmile and a kind wordupon her husband oftentimesremains intheir grasp. Newfoundlanddogswill governwhen he returnedfrom hi
s

work . Shehadread how a homeshould themselvesaccordingly ! "be pleasant, andthewife should always meet thehusbandwith a A GENTLEMANonce asked a little girl , an onlychild , how manyjoyfulsmile. The successshe had is best given in the shape of a sistersshe had, andwas told “ three or four . " Her motherasked
dialogue:

Mary , whentheywere alone, what inducedher to tell such an un[Enterhusband,almost exhausted, and very hungry withal ; truth .throwshishaton the floor , and drops heavilyinto aseat . Wifepreparing te
a , looks up with a smile, and is so glad to seehim . ] “Why , mamma, " criedMary , “ I didn'twant him to think youWife—Well , mydear, it is so nice to have you here at meal . were so poor thatyouhadn't but onechild . Wouldn't he thoughttime. " ( A longsmile. ) wewere dreftulpoor ? "Husband_“ Yes, I suppose so . " KITTENCAISM. - A little boy , returning from theSunday -school,Wife—" How hasyour businessprospered to -day ? ” ( Another said to hi

s
mother, “ Ma , ain'ttherekittenchism fo

r

little boys ? Thesmile. )

catechism is toohard ! "Husband_“ About80-80. "

Wife- " Come, my dear , supper is ready ; let me draw your AT HOME .— “ D
o

makeyourselves at home, ladies , " said a lady,chair. ” (Anothersmile. ) oneday, to her visitors. ** I'm at homemyself, and I wish you al
lHusband(grufly ) — “ I am too tired to stir . Wait till I warmmyfeet. "

Wife- " D
o
as youchoose, my dear . ” (Anothersweetsmile . ) PLEDGES. - Hewhoviolates & pledge to which he has writtenhisHusband—“ Look o ' here, oldwoman ! beforeany more fuss is name, strikesdownhis honorwith his ownhand.madeaboutit , I shouldlike to knowwhatyou are grinning at ? " A YOUNGMANwho recentlytookuntohimeelf a wife , says he didAuntsighed, andrelinquishedher sweet smiles from thatdate. not find it half so hard to get married as he wd to getthefurniture.Unclewasnot of the romanticsort , and didn't understandsuchthings. COMFORT.- " Is there any danger of thebox -constrictor bitingme ? " asked a ladyvisitor at theZoologicalGard.ns.A CRITIC, speaking ofSontag's vocalism, says: “ Not theleast , marm, " replied theshowman; “ he neverbites ;“We hanguponeverynote . " he swallowshis wittleswhole ! "Th

is , " says a contemporary, “ is a proof of th
e

lady's remarkablepower of execution. " TALLEYRAND, talking of a man who dealt in nothing but quotations, said, “ Thatfellowhas a mind of invertedcommas. "Wit is thegod of moments, butgenius is thegod of ages. Themanwho made an impression on theheart of a coquettehasCOULDN'TSPARETHEBLACKSMITH. — A blacksmith of a village in ) become askillful stone-cutter.Spainmurdereda man , and was condemned to be hanged. Thechiefpeasants ofthe place joinedtogether, and beggedthe alcade What is the nextthing to & hen -stealing! Why , á cock -robin, ofthat th
e

blacksmithmightnot suffer, because he was necessary to course.th
e

place, whichcouldnot do without a blacksmith, to shoehorses,mendwheels, etc. But thealcadesaid : Why are shipscalled she ? Becausetheyalwayskeep a man onthe look -out ."How , then, can I fulfilljustice ? "A laboreranswered: ROGERSANDTHOMPSON. — John tells & story of ThompsonandŞi
r ,therearetwoweavers in thevillage, and fo
r

so small a place Rogers, two marriedmen, who , wanderinghomelateone night ,one is enough; hangtheother ! " stopped at whatThompsonsupposedwas his residence, butwhichhiscompanion insistedwas his own house. Thompsonrang theA TEACHERwho , in a fit ofvexation,called her pupils a se
t

of belllustily , when a windowwas opened, and a ladyinquiredwhat
youngadders, on being reproved fo

r

her language ,apologizedby waswanted.saying, that sh
e

wasspeaking to those justcommencingarithmetic. Madam , " inquired Mr. T. , “ isn't this Mr. T — Thompson's*War do womenspend so much time and money on dress ? house ? " .askeda gentleman of a Newport belle . " No , " répliedthelady ; " this is theresidence of Mr. Rogers. ""To worryotherwomen, " was th
e

sarcasticbut truthfulreply . * Well , " exclaimed Thompson, “ Mrs. T_T - Thompson- begpourpardon_Mrs . Rogers, won't you just stepdownto thedoor,butwearenottoldwhatkind of rose .

of LADY'scheek is described as th
e

poeticalabode of th
e

rose ; and pickout Rogers, fo
r

Thompsonwants to go home. ”Whenan ardentloverstealsa kiss, we supposeit is a “ cabbagerose . " SINGULARCASE. - A railwaytravelersaysthat he recentlycaughtcold throughsittingnext to a wet nurse.It w
as

said of abelle , in thehabit of wearing lo
w
-neckeddresses,w
ho recentlycarried of
f

amatrimonial prize , in th
e

shape of a rich Salve (welcome) in th
e

centre , a countryrelative , on seeing th
e

A SNOBBISHTRADESMAN, havingbought a door -mat, with thewordol
d

widower, that shewonthe race by a neck . " mat, remarked:A SCHOOLYASTERaskedone of his scholars in thewinter time say , CousinJohn , whatkind of salve is it thatyoumakeandwhatwastheLatinforcold . advertise on yourdoor -mat ? ”“ O
h , sir , " answeredthe la
d , “ I forget at thismoment, althoughIhave it at myfingers' ends. " A MODESTDUN. - A tailor presentedhis account to a gentlemanfor settlement.SIRBOYLEROCHEoncesaid, in reference to severalpersons , al

l “ I'l
l

look over yourbill , " saidthegentleman.relationsto eachother, butwho happened to have no descendants, “ Very good, ” said the tailor ; “ but praydon'toverlook it . "that " itseemed to be hereditary in theirfamily to have nochildren. " CARROTY. - A gentleman, speaking of a youngbeauty's fashionableyellowishhair , called it puregold .“ I'L
L

neithertell m
y

age fo
r

th
e

census or the sovereign, ” said “ It ought to be , " quoth K ; “ it looks like twenty-fourcar.cookmost resolutely, to he
r

master , whowas preparing fo
r

the rots . ”enumerator.

Yerywell , then; I'l
l put you down sixty -five , " was th
e

cool
SOMEdescendant of Solomonhaswiselyremarkedthat thosewhoreply. go to law for damagesare sure to get them.Upon m

y

honor, si
r , I wasonlyfifty -ninelast birthday, " screamed POLITENESS.-- Politenessmaypreventthewant of wit and talent

from beingobserved; but wit and talent cannotpreventthe dis
ANTISTHENESwondered atmankindthat in buying an earthendish

covery of the want of politeness.theywerecareful to sound it lest it had a crack , yet socareless in WHENhas a maneaten a mostindigestiblesupper ! When he haschoosingfriends as totake themflawedwith vice . boltedhis door beforegoing to bed.

I

cook,
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of dark-greensatin, thus forming the puffing and fluted head
DESCRIPTION OF FOUR -PAGE ENGRAVING . ing. The tunic is cut in five large scallops, and slightly

gathered in beneatha flounce and satin band. Close corsage.

Fi
o

. 1. —Walking-dress of violet -colored silk . The front of Puffings of silk , with narrow bands of satin , head the straight

th
e

roundskirt is quiteplain . At eachside is a broadflat band sleeves, and form the deepcuffs. Silk waistbelt borderedwith

of blackvelvet. Onedeepflounce, with two others very much satin .

smaller, crosstheback. A narrow flounceoutlines the rounded Fig . 3. – Bridal toilet of white reps silk . The front of the
lahlier(apron) . Anotherbordersthe band of black velvet which lower skirt is richly embroidered. The corsage is plain and
supportsthepanier. Plain closecorsage. Velvet bands, with high , and is trimmed with small puffings of silk . Othershead

si
lk

ruffles, trim the straight sleeves. Dauphine bonnet of the straight sleeves — here the revers are deep and closely
puffedvioletvelvetand black lace, with a large double bow in plaited . The tunic , which is very long , has three wide flounces
front, and an aigrette at the side. —upon these , at each side, depends a rich ornament in passe.

Fi
g

. 2. - Dress of light -green silk . Upon the long skirt is a menterie. From the ceinture fall two large plaited ends.

verydeepflounce. This is divided near the top by biasbands | OrangeAowers in the bair . Tulle vail .

4

1. DINNERDRESS O
R

PEARL-GRAYPOULT- D
E
-SOIE. 2. COSTUME O
F

BLACKPOPLIN.

4. EVENINGDRESSOF LIGHT-GREENPOULT-DE-SOIE.

3. TOILET O
P

WINE-COLOREDSATINDE LYON.

PAGE 163VOL. XXIV. , No.3–9



162 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE ,

Fig. 4. - Costumeof dark crimson silk . The lower skirt is Fig. 14.—Dinner toilet of lilac silk , trimmed with white lace
stripedwith black, and has one deep Imperatriceflounce. The and bands and bowsof satin. The underskirt is ornamented
corsageand upperskirt ar

e

plain . The long , striped ends of with a deepflounce , plaited and kept in place by two bias folds
thewaistbeltlift this secondskirt at eachside . Straight sleeves, of white satin . The overskirt has a long train , and is trimmed
headedand trimmed with a narrow ruffle. Lace collar and un- with a flounce of white lace, headed by folds of white satin . It

dersleeves. A barbe of white lace and small crimson flowers is looped up at the sideswith large bows of white satin . The
composethe coiffure. skir short in front , and very long at the back . The high
Fig . 5.- Very long train petticoat of black velvet . Dress of corsage has rounded basques, trimmed with folds of satin.

blue armure. This skirt is short ; it is edged by a satin piping There is a bertha in front , formed of lace ; it is arranged be

and deep black lace, and is lifted to form large puffs . A rich hind so as to ornament the entire train . There is a fold of

black satin ornamentfalls upon the front . Opencorsage ; the satin and bowsuniting the edges of the lace. There are tight
reversare borderedwith lace. Lace , with pipings of satin , also undersleevesand short oversleeves, edgedwith lace, and headed
trim the straight sleeves. Broad waistbelt . Embroidered by two folds of satin .

chemisetteand undersleeves. Fig . 15. - Opera cloak of white merino , with wide simulated
Fig . 6 ,-Petticoat of modecolored Montpensier cloth . Over- sleeves. The Medicis collar is lined with blue satin , and the

skirt of light -gray poplin , lifted at each side to form a puff . cloak is trimmed with galloon and tassels.

Poplin casaque. This is close - fitting, with a pointed basqueand Fig . 16. - Toilet of dove - coloredglace silk . The long skirt of

a Cardinal pelerine. Shapedends of gold -colored silk compose the Princess dress has one very deep flounce ; this is divided
the trimming . The cuffs, waistbelt , and bands which lift the near the top by narrow bands of black satin , to form the large
skirt arealso of gold -coloredsilk . puff and full heading . A rich fringe simulates a pointed pele
Fig . 7. - Dress of light -green Turc satin . Close corsage, rine , and trims the straight sleeves. Satin waistbelt , with flat

straight sleeves, long train — theseare all trimmed with narrow bows at the back , and long shaped ends, trimmed with fringe .

gimp of a darker shade. The black velvet overdress is without Black satin bonnet , with bandeau of rosesand leaves.

sleeves, and is entirely trimmed with a quilling of satin , and a Fig . 17. - Dress of dark garnet -colored silk . The goredskirt
silk fringe . Satin pomponsloop the skirt at eachside. Velvet has three graduated flounces, each headed by a pinked -out
sash. Black lacehead -dress, with roses, and a small humming- ruching . Ruchings and fringe trim the closecorsage, straight
bird in front . sleeves,and long shapedends of the waistbelt . Marquisecollar
Fig . 8. - Robe de chambreambassadriceof garnet - colored cash- of white lace. Coiffure of white lace and blue ribbons .

mere cloth . The close - fitting casaque is of parrue de velours of Fig . 18. - Black silk skirt , trimmed with three flat ruches.

the same shade. At the back it is short ; the fronts alone Loose - fitting casaque of the same. This skirt is very deep ;

are very deep and shaped ; the sleevesare half - long. A rich the fronts are open and rounded , and trimmed with threerows
garnet -coloredfringe , and large bows of plaited satin to match , of piping and a rich drop -fringe . The side -seams ar

e

gathered
compose the trimming . A satin plaiting encircles the neck . beneath a fluted ffoance, which is carried across the back, thus
White lacecoiffure, with satin bow . forming a small panier . Silk pipings and fringe trim thecor
Fig . 9. — Dress of blue -gray glace si

lk . The lower skirt has sageand loose sleeves ; the tight -fitting sleeves ar
e

also of silk ,

one deepbias flounce, with a ruffled heading. The secondskirt and finished by narrow ruchings . Two bands of black silk ,

forms two large rounded scallops, bordered with deep black fastened down by large drop -buttons , cross each shoulder. A

Jace. Plain closecorsage, with small coat -basques, edgedwith pointed band encircles theneck . Linen collar and undersleeves.

lace. Revers of lace trim the front of the corsageand straight Coral ornaments .
sleeves. A lace rosette fastens the silk waistband. Embroid Fig . 19. - Petticoat of short poult - de -soie, with a deepflounce,

eredcollar and undersleeves. surrounded by two rouleaux of satin of the someshade. Tunic
Fig . 10. - Costume of velvet and satin . The plain round pet- similarly trimmed . Plain corsage. Straight sleeves. Lamballe

ticoat is of Van Dyck brown velvet . The dress is of satin of mantelet , composed of a round pelerine , with very short ende,

the sameshade. The high corsageopensupon a plaited muslin simply trimmed with two rouleaux . From thewaistbelt , at the
chemisette ; the large revers is finished by a double row of pi

p
- back, dependsone broad and deepend ; this is trimmed likeing . Straight sleeves. In front the skirt forms a shapedtablier the skirt . Another falls from themantelet , where it is fastened

(apron ) ; this is trimmed with two rows of piping , and a deep down by a large rosetteand loops of silk . A rosette headsthefringe to match. The very full panier is supported by broad opening at each side of the tunic . Fanchon bonnet of black
bands of rich galloon . The waistbelt is of foliage in passemen- velvet and lace , with wild roses at the side .terie . Black lacehead -dress, with puff of violet silk . Fig . 20. – Ball toilet of rose -colored silk . Upon the long
Fig . 11. - Evening toilet of light -gray satin . Upon the train skirt is a flounce of white lace ; this outlines large scallops, and

skirt are three flounces ; theseareseparated by puffings of white is lifted by bows of rose -colored satin ribbon . The corsage ofillusion over satin . Low corsage, long sleeves — these are en the tunic is square and low in front , and trimmed with lace.tirely coveredwith puffings of satin and illusion . The ceinture Lace covers the 'outer seams of the close sleeves. At th
e

of the same is framed in narrow blonde lace, and fastens at the shouldersand wrists are large silk bows. The tunic skirt formsback beneath a large rosette. Three large puffs of silk , covered a small shaped apron in front , and a deep basque at the back,with illusion , and edgedwith lace, form the panier . Rosettes and is edgedwith lace . Roses in the hair .at the shoulders. Rose -coloredribbon in the hair . Fig . 21. – Ball toilet . White tarletan over a slip of whiteFi
g

. 12
.

- Dress of lilac - coloredmoire -antique. This is cu
t

à la si
lk . Upon the silk skirt ar
e

four puffings of tarletan , separatedPrincesse. The skirt is trimmed with narrowbias bands of black by rouleaux of light -greensatin . The upper skirt is of tarletan,satin , framed in black lace. The low squarecorsageand broad with a full flounce ; this is borderedwith satin , andsurmounted
waistband ar

e

similarly trimmed . From th
e

latter dependlong by a quilling of tarletan , upon which ar
e

placedsatin bows ;ends of silk , with bowsand shapedtabs ; these ar
e

also trimmed others, with floating ends, lift this skirt at each side. A largewith narrow satin bands , and framed in lace , and serve to puff coversthe upper part . Low corsage. Puffed bertha , withslightly lift the skirt . Small puffed sleeves. Puffed muslin small satin bows . Short sleeves, similarly trimmed. Satin
chemisette. Marie Antoinette fichu of black lace ; this crosses waistbelt ; the long pointedends are looped, and finished by a

in front , fastens at th
e

back, and th
e

long ends ar
e

againcaught , rich silk fringe to match . Coiffure of ivy and crimsonblossoms,lower down , beneath a bow of black satin . Fi
g

. 22. — Train dresss of mauve silk , perfectly plain . RoundFig . 13.—Dress of light -colored Montpensier cloth , striped tunic of th
e

same, trimmed with a deepflounce of blackguipure,with black . The round skirt has onevery deepflounce ; this is The front ofthis tunic is quite open ; the back is slightly liftedborderedwith black si
lk , and th
e

upperedgeforms a plaitedbead - by a large bo
w

of mauve gros -grainsilk with longends . Th
e

in
g

. The front of the close -fitting corsage is cu
t

very lo
w ; bretelles ar
e

of guipure ; at th
e

front and back ar
e

ribbonbowshere thenarrowquilling is boundwith black ; the largebow is of with floating ends . Straight sleeves. Fanchon bonnet of

black satin . Straight sleeves, trimmed to correspond. Waist- mauve si
lk , with silken thistles andvelvet leaves, placed a littlebelt , borderedwith black , with long ruffledends. Muslin fichu . to the side.

1



AND GAZETTE OF FASHION . 163

2
The very short upper-skirt is en
panier; this is supportedby a flounce
with velvetband. The front breadths
are open and shaped. Here the
flounce is narrow and graduated.
Velvet rosettes are placed at each
side. Low corsage, with very small
sleeves. The bertha is composedof a
fluting of silk, and velvet bandwith
a knot of velvet at each shoulder.
Gold ornaments.
No. 2. - Costumeof black poplin.

The flounce of the same upon the
round skirt is arranged in scallops,
and headed by a rouleau of poplin.
The basque of the polonaise opens
at the sides; the long, roundedends
are lifted and attached beneath the
fan-shapedquilling of the waistbelt.
The bretelles, which have long ends
at the back only , are bordered with
rouleaux and flounced. Straight
sleeves. Bonnet of black silk and
lace, with an aigrette at the side.
No. 3. —Toiletof wine-colored satin

de Lyon. The long skirt of theFig 23.- Walking costumeof dark
crimsoncashmerecloth, striped with
black. The round skirt has three
narrowflutingsof black satin. The
tunicis roundedin front, and trim
medwith two rows of fluted satin.
Thelargepuff at back is formed
by a deepflounce, which falls from
thesidesin large folds; it is sup
portedbyafuted band. The corsage
is plainandhigh ; down the front is
a rowof large black satin buttons.
Thestraightsleevesare trimmedwith
satinflutingsand large ornaments in
passementerie; these ornaments are
alsoplacedupon the tunic. Broad
satinwaistbelt, fastening at the back
beneatharosette. Black velvet hat,
withblacksatinbow in front.

with bertha like the flounces. Very
short sleeves. Satin Marguerite in
the hair.
Page 169, No. 1. – Flouncedpetticoat

of cuir doré (golden-brown) silk .
Dressof black silk stripedwith gold.
The short round skirt bas a bias
flounce, with a flutedheadingof cuir
doré silk fastened down bya narrow
band of black silk . The upper-skirt
is edgedwith a rich black and gold
silk fringe with a fluted heading;
it is rather short in front, and is
lifted at each side by large puffs of
cuir -doré silk . High round corsage.
Straight sleeves. Upon these the
ruffles are very narrow. The man
telet is trimmed like the upper-skirt .
It is caught up at the back by a silk
puff. Another, in front, confinesthe

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS .

Page161, No. 1.– Dinner dresso
pearl-gray poult-de-soie. The long
lower-skirt hasa deepflouncewith a
bandof blackvelvetdividing it near

th
e

to
p

, to form a Auted heading.

Princessdress is trimmedwith narrow
plaited flounces of the same ; these
are headed by flat bands, and finish

ed with large bows. Upon the cor
sage a smaller ruffle simulates a pele
rine . Ruffles and bows trim the
straight sleeves. The basque-fronts
and full panier are ruffled. The
waistbelt fastens at the back , beneath

a large bow with ends . Bonnet of

wine -coloredsatin and black lace.

No. 4. - Eveningdress of light -green
poult - de -soie. Upon the lower part

of the skirt is a deep pinked -out
flounce of the same, headed by a

smaller one of applicationd'Angleterre.

Above this is a wide pinked -out ruch
ing of silk . The sameornamentation

is repeatedhigher up . Starting from
one side , the flounce passesbeneath
the puff formed by the upper part of

the skirt , and is carriedquite around

to the same side again , but lower
down . The large Marguerites are of

Low square corsage,green satin .

DESCRIPTIONOF PARISBONNETS. PAGE166.
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long ends. Black Velvet hat, with
trailing sprays, and long scarf of black
lace.
No. 2. —Trainpetticoat, of light green

silk , with three pinked-out flounces.
Thesegraduate in width, and the upper
is divided near the top, to form a
ruched heading. The Princess over
dress is of colibri velvet, shot-green,
amber and black. Broad bands of
black velvet, with a rich galloon, trim
the corsage and straight sleeves. A
band framed in galloon is carried down
the front, and continued around the
short skirt , which is liſted at eachside
by long ends of Ealloon with large
loops. Galloon covers the waistbelt
and borders the velvet loops at the
back. Bonnet of green silk and black
lace, with feather aigrette at the side.
No. 3.- Petticoatof white silk striped

with straw color. The deep bias
flounce is headed by a pinked -out
ruching of straw-colored silk . The

skirt of the straw-colored silk Princess
dress is quite open in front ; it is en
tirely bordered by a futed flounce and
looped back at each side with large
silk bows and ends. The Pompadour
corsage is very low and square; the
fluted ruffle graduates in width, and a
large bow is placed in front . Straight
sleeves, with fluted cuffs. Chemisette
and undersleevesof white lace.
No. 4. - Eveningdressof stripedgreen

and white silk , trimmed with full pink.
ed ruches of plain green silk . The
ruche edges the skirt , extends up the
seams of the front breadth, and loops
up the skirt enpanier at the back, trim
ming alsothe rounded sashendswhich
fall beneath the panier. Low round
corsage, ornamented with bretelles,
edged with fringe headed by a green
silk ruche.
No. 5.-Black silk dress. The under

skirt has three flouncesheadedby pur
ple ruches. The over-skirt is quite

12
--

V.
(un

li

( 11

1

-6

an
DESCRIPTIONOFCHILDREN'SFASHIONS. PAGE167.
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orange-blossoms. High
corsageand coatsleeves.
Vail of organdymuslin
or tulle .
Page 172, Nos. 1, 2

and 3. —This costumewill
be found in the Colored
Plate, but we give the
different views in order
to facilitate its being

The material

is poplin , trimmed with
rouleaux of satin . The
skirt of the plain gored
dress is looped up at

intervals by large or

made up

�

short, and is cut in large scal
lops, edgedwith fringe sur
mounted b

y

biasfolds of purple

si
lk
. The panier at the back

is confined b
y
a bias band of

purplesilk . Waistbandfastened

at th
e

backwith long ends trim
medwith fringe and folds of

purplesilk . Purple silk bonnet,

trimmedwithblack lace.

No. 6.- Bride'sdress, of white
satin, with a deepplaited flounce
aroundthebottom of the skirt .

Thetunic is of organdymuslin

or gaze- de -soie, and is puffed to

the waist. It is edged with
largeleaves, bound with satin ,

andheaded by a fold of satin .

The tunic is looped up in the
backwith a bow of satin and

knotted at the back, and a small
aigrette in front .

Nos . 4 , 5 and 6.— Ball toilet.

Another costume from the Col
ored Plate . Train slip of light
blue silk . The deepflounce is of

white tulle . A blue satin rib
bon runs acrossthe upper part ,

and terminates in a large bow,

which lifts the skirt at the back.

This flounce supports the puffed
tulle skirt . The tulle upper
skirt has a flounce of blondelace,

with a heading of blue satin rib
bon . At the back it is lifted by

a large satin rosette with long
tabsedgedwith lace. Puffings of

tulle and lace trim the corsage.

Large loops of blue satin ribbon
fall from the shoulders and
waistbelt . Ribbons in the hair .

H
ill
t

5

4

naments in passementerie.

The Louis XV . paletoť
opens upon a small vest
front , which is edgedwith

a rouleau of satin and
strapped across by narrow
bands of passementerie.

Similar bandsare repeated
upon the square fronts .

At the back the garment

is deep, and gathered up ,

to form the two large
puffs. Straight sleeves.

The little Bachelick cape
opens both in front and at

the back . This paletot is

entirely edged with a rou
leau of satin , and finished

by two small ornaments
placed at the waist . Vel
vel hat , with long ribbons

J.

DESCRIPTIONOFPALETOTS. PAGE168.
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loops are formed. The ends are concealed
beneath the flat cluster of roses and leaves;
theseare held in placeby a spraywhich passes
beneaththe braids.

1

DESCRIPTION OF PARIS BONNETS AND
CAPS. PAGES163 AND170.

No. 1.- Fanchon bonnet of violet velvet.
Between the broad flutings is a rose and
leaves. A bias band, edgedwith white lace,
crossesthe back and forms the strings ; these
are attachedby a lace rosette. Tabs of velvet,
framed in lace, cross the top.
No. 2. - Bonnet of white beaver. At the

back is a large bow of white velvet with long
ends forming strings ; these knot in front .
Across the front is a garland of foliage, with

3

DESCRIPTION OF HAIR -DRESSING .
FROMMr. J. W. BARKER's, Nos.

622 AND624BROADWAY.
1

Nos. 1, 2 AND3. - Front, side, and
back of a new style of coiffure. The
back hair is divided into thick locks ;
these are waved and loosely curled.
Each side of the front hair is sepa
rated into two parts ; the lower is
raised smoothly, thrown back and
curled ; the upper part is waved,
combedquite low upon the forehead,
and falls over the top of the head in
small curls. Broad ribbon bandeau
with bow and ends.
Nos. 4 and 5.-The front hair is

parted down the centre. A division
is thenmadeat eachside. The lower
locks are rolled ; the upper are
waved, fall low upon the forehead,
then are carried over the rolls and
fastened there. The back hair is
equally divided, and combedwell up
to the top of the head. Two heavy
braids are made. With these the

blue satin, framed in white lace, and
gatheredat intervals beneathbowsof
satin ribbon. A bow is placed in
front . Another attaches the long
ends beneath the chignon.
No. 2. —This is a capeline, of white

cashmere, with a deep pelerine. It
is entirely bordered by a quilling of
rose-colored ribbon and two narrow
bands of straw-colored silk. This
trimming is carried quite around the
top. Across the front are large loops
with floating ends. The pelerine is
embroideredat eachcorner.
No. 3. — Morning cap, of white

knitted worsted, with a wide ruche
of the same. Two long points are
attached in front, and fall over the
back. This cap is ornamentedwith
worsted balls of a brightly contrast
ing color.
No. 4. - This coiffure consists si

m

ply of a guipure insertion , bordered

at each side by a wide lace , and orna
mented with small bows of colored
satin ribbon with long floatingends.

a rose at one side. Spraysfall upon the wide
strings .

No. 3. -Hat of Florentine straw . This is

almost flat . In front the border is slightly
waved ; beneath it passes a rouleau of pink
ribbon with a bow at one side . Above , is a

flower with foliage , and a knot of ribbon with
floating ends. From the latter depend the
broad brides which fasten in front .

No. 4. — Toquet of green velvet , bordered
with ermine . In front is a bow of velvet withaigrette, and white feathers.

No. 5. - Hat of black velvet , bordered withblack satin . It is turned up at each side , and
around the edge is a black curled plume . In

front is a fan -shapedsatin bow , and a spray

of foliage with golden grains .

Page 170, No. 1. — This very graceful break
fast cap is composed of a wide bias band of

HAIR - DRESSING. BARKER, 622 AND624 DROADWAY.
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1
No. 5.— The Pompadour

head-dressis composedof a
roundof embroideredtulle ;
thisis framedin a lace inser
tion, andborderedwith a light
guipure. A bandeauof satin
ribboncrossesthe front, and
is fasteneddown at one side
bya small bow, and at the
otherbya rosette. Brides of
guipurewith ribbons and ro
sette.
No. 6. Morning cap, of
whitemuslin. The crown is
veryfull; theloweredgeforms

th
e

cape. The front is large
andpointed, and is continued

at eachside, to form the
strings. It is trimmed with
threadlaceand narrow satin
ribbons. A knot of ribbons

is placedin front.
loop with two long fringel
ends.

No. 2.- The Maréchale is of

black poult - de -svie. The four
loopsareverylarge. The ends
arerounded, and trimmedwith

a double row of rich silk
fringe . Each row is headed

by a cordelière of jet .

No. 3. - Sash bow of silk .

This is composed of large
loops, fastened down in the
centre by a small bow. The
very broadendsare finished by

a rich tassel- fringe .

DESCRIPTION OF CHIL
DREN'S FASHIONS .-- PAGE
164.

SASHES .

No. 1. - Black satin waist
belt. Herethelong satinends
graduatein width ; they are
merelyrolledaround the belt ,

an
d

fall in looseloops. These

ar
e

supportedby one broad

No. 1. - Little girl's dress of

bluish -glay poplin , The cor
sage is trimmed with crimson
silk framed in narrow black
velvet . Crimson silk sleeves.

Black buttons down the front .

Velvet trims the short skirt
and borders the waistbelt ,

which fastens at the back be
neath a large rosette. Linen
collar .
No. 2 .---Child's pelisse. This

may be of cashmere or merino.

It has a small stand - u
p

collar .

The deep cape, sleeves, and
skirt are trimmed with frills of

satin ribbon .

2

SASHES. - 1 . BLACKSATINWAISTBELT. 2. THE MARECHALESÄSIT. 3. SASIIBOWOFSILK.
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DURA 190

D

No. 3. – Toilet for a little girl . The material is poplin , thc with a ruche of the same. Full puffings head the straight
pattern a Scotch plaid - blue and green. The petticoat is of sleeves , which close at the wrists with deep ruffled cuffs.
plain blue poplin. Blue ribbons lift the skirt of the dress at Over-skirt of white silk with blue hair stripes. This is quite

the back. Closehigh corsage. Straight sleeves. A smaller bow open in front, and entirely bordered by a wide marquise
loops the large pelerine. Embroidered collarand undersleeves. Iruche of the same. The silk corselet is similarly trim
No. 4. - Christening robe, of med, and laces down the

fine white cambric. The skirt back with a blue silk cord

has a series of very fine tucks. and tassels.
Those upon the front width
are separated at intervals by DESCRIPTION OF PALE
embroidered bands and deep TOTS. - PAGE165.
embroidered cambric flutings.
Flutings frame the front, and No. 1. —This is of blackrib
are continued upon the tucked bed silk . The corsage fits
corsage A sash of bright
colored ribbon knots at the

closely. The short roundskirt

side, with large loops and long
is gored, and without fullness.

ends.
Upon each width bands of

No. 5. —Little girl's dressof
black velvet.outline deep scal

white dotted muslin.
lops ; these are headed by

Ruch large velvet rosettes. The
ings of puffed muslin, framed
in blue ribbon, border

waistbelt is of silk , bordered
the

skirt and trim the puffedcor
with velvet, and fasteningat
the back beneath

sage. Blu3 silk waistbelt with Bands with rosettesanda rich
floating ends.
No. 6. —Costumefor a little silk tassel-fringe simulate a

boy. This is of velveteen.
pelerine ; they also trim th

e

The paletot is loose ; the col
straight sleves .

lar , cuffs, and pocketsareedged
No. 2. -Here the material is

with black braid , black buttons
black satin . It is close-fitting

and loops . Hunting waistcoat, and plain , and is fastened in

without collar , fastened round front by large black velvet

the waist with a leathern
buttons . Straignt sleeves

belt and large buckle . Loose These are headed and trim

trowsers. med with velvet bands and

No. 7. -Toilet for a little loops . The same trimming is

girl . Dress of white merino . repeatedupon the skirt . The

The high corsage is heart.

satin waistbelt fastens at the

shaped in front , and bordered back , beneath a rosette, from
which depend large loops an

d

a rosette.

FASHIONS . — FROM MADAME RALLINGS'S MAGASIN DES MODES , 779 BROADWAY . Page 17
1

.
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4deepshaped ends ; theseare
bordered and edged like the
paletot. A pointed band en
circles the neck.
No. 3.- This novelty is of

rich black silk . It is close
fitting. Black lace and nar
row velvet simulate a point
ed pelerine and trim the
straight sleeves. The skirt ,
which is hollowed out at the
sides and quite square at the
front and back, is edgedwith
velvet and lace. This trim
ming is carried quite up to
the waist. Silk ceinture,
bordered with velvet. The
puff at the back is framed
in lace; the long pointed
ends are trimmed to corres
pond. Upon these, as well
as upon the sleeves and
pelerine, are cross strips of
velvet.
Nos. 4 and 5. - Front and

back of a loose-fitting pale
tot of black silk velvet.
The basque, pockets, and
hanging sleeves are cut to
form a Greek border, and
are trimmed with a beadpas
sementerie and small orna
ments. A similar trimming
edgesthe deep collar, and is
continued upon the front.
Designs in passementerieare
placedat the back. Puffings
of velvet, divided by a fine
bead cording, head the
sleeves. 'This fine cord
finishes the straight lower
sleeves.

1

1

DESCRIPTION OF COLOR
ED PLATE .

6
3

Fig . 1. - VISITINGTOILETOF
VIOLETSILK. The very wide
and full puff upon the train
skirt is headed by a fall of
black Chantilly lace. The
upper skirt —which is much
larger at the back than in
front —is lifted at each side
by a violet silk cord and
pendent, star-shaped orna
ment with large tassels. The
close corsage is fastened by
large buttons. The deep
basques are quite open at
the back and front, and fall
at the sidesonly in rounded,graduated tabs; these are
richly embroidered. Similar
bands, with scalloped headings, fall the long,
straight sleeves. Cambric
collar and undersleeves.
Hat of violet silk , with a
deepfall of lace at the side.
FIG. 2. – BALL TOILET OF

STRAW-COLOREDGLACE SILK.
The large puffsupon the long

over

DESCRIPTIONOFCAPS. PAGE166.
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A gar

trainskirt areframedin white lace. Above the puffs, the skirt
isgatheredin beneatha narrow band of silk with a small box DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS . - PAGE168.
plaitedflounce, thus forming the tablier(or apron) front, and FROMMADAMERALLINGS'SMAGASINDESMODES, 779BROADWAY.panier. At eachside is a large tab, edgedwith lace.
landof crimsonroses and leaves is carried quite around the
skirt, and falls upon the tabs. A small graduated flounce, MADAMERALLINGSgives us, this month, five magnificent
descendingfrom th

e

silk waistbelt , completesthe trimming . A toilets . These ar
e

charming in design, and complete in detail ;

delicatespraydivides the laceupon the very low corsage, thus novel and effective, yet entirely devoid of those glaring con
giving a ruff and pointed bertha. At the back is a single trastswhich startle rather than please. In fact , theyarefive of

crimsonrose, with trailing foliage . Head -dress of roses, with those really artistic studiesfor which madame'satelierhas be
featheraigrette. comecelebrated.

Fig. 3. - WALKINGDRESS O
F

GREENPARUREDEVELOURS. The No. 1. - Bridal Toilet of White Gros -grains Silk . Upon the
roundedlower skirt -is without fullness , and trimmed simply train petticoat, and at somedistance from the edge, are three
with a broadbiasband of the samematerial . The upper skirt deepfluted flounces. A narrow quilling of silk trims the close

is looped, at intervals, by large ornamentedbuttons of green corsageand long straight sleeves, and surmounts the fluted

si
lk

withlongtaseels. Louis XV . paletot. This is loose - fitting , flounce of the train skirt . Upon the corsage, fastening the

an
d

is fastened b
y largegreensilk buttons . The squarebasque waistbelt, and heading the sleeves, are silk bowswith fringed

fronts ar
e

eachcrossed by three flat bands of velvet . At the ends. Larger bows , graduating in size, are placed beneaththe
sidesandback the paletot is very deep, and is gathered up to flounces of the skirt in front ; others attach the over -skirt and
forma scallopedpuff. Straight sleeves. The large capeopens lift it at each side. Collar and undersleeves of quilled lace.

at th
e

back. Narrow bands of white fur , and ornamental Vail of tulle , with wreath of orangeblossoms.

buttons, with tassels, compose the trimming . The button No. 2. - Costume of Violet Satin D
e Lyon . The short round

whichheadstheopening of thecape, as well as the tassel depend- petticoathas threefluted founces . The corsage of the Princess

in
g

fromthelongcord, aremuchsmaller than theothers. Round dress is close- fitting. Each full sleeve is gatheredbeneath a

ba
t

of greenvelvetand black satin , with white plume crossing broad band which falls in a loop and shaped tasseledend.

th
e

back, and a long lacescarf . Below this is the deepcuff . Silk fringe of a darker shade, with

Fi
g

. 4. – BALLTOILET. Dress of crimson glace silk . The satin rouleaux to match, composethe trimming . The skirt is

Princesscorsage is low and plain , with a quilling of lace rising scalloped, and finished by a deeptassel -fringe . The mantelet is

aboveit . Thefull train skirt is sewn on beneath a broadwaist- a novelty - somewhat in the Watteau style . It has a deep
band of th

e

same. Lower down , puffs and bows of rich white puffedberthacrossed by satin pipings of the sameshade as the

la
ce

confinethefolds , and serve as a heading to thedeepplaited fringe with which it is edged. Above this , a sort of large tippet
flouncethusformed. The double tupic is of lace. At the is fastened in front by a satin ornament. The long breadths
shouldersarecrimsonroseswith bronzed foliage . falling at the back are caught up beneath a bright -coloredsilk

Fi
g . 5. — EVENINGDRESS O
F

WHITE INDIA Muslin . The upper sashwith fringed ends. Linen collar and undersleeves. The

pa
rt

of th
e

fu
ll

train petticoat forms one large puff . Beneath head -dress is simply a ruchedband of violet satin , with tasseled

th
is

is a deepflutedflounce, upon which fall loops of blue satin ends knotting at one side.

ribbon. Thewidepoint d'Alençon flounceupon the upper skirt No. 3. - Ball Toilet . Princessslip of straw -coloredglacésilk .

is headed b
y

a band of ribbon with smaller and erect loops . The lower part of the train skirt is coveredwith a full puffing
Thisskirt is lifted at the back by a large blue rosette ; themus of white silk gauze. Over this a fall of rich lace forms two

lin tabs ar
e

framed in ribbon rouleaux and narrow lace. Low large inverted scallops. The ornaments at the back, front , and

pl
ai
n

corsage. A doublequilling of lacecomposes th
e

bertha ; sides, ar
e

of frostedsilver . Higher up is a puff of gauzedotted

th
is

is divided by a ribbon rouleau ,which terminates in a single with gold , and confined at intervals by narrow gold bands.

lo
op , withfloatingends falling over each short puffed sleeve. Plain lo
w corsage, with very small sleevesand shaped ruff of

Aroundthe neck is a narrow blue ribbon , with bow and long tulle . At the back a drapery of white lace depends from
ends. Ribbonandwhite roses in the hair . the large tulle rosettes upon the shoulders. In front is a

FI
G

. 6. - BALLCOSTUMEO
F

MAIZE-COLOREDSATINDELYON. The fall of plain tulle . The silk waistband fastens beneath a flat
goredsatinpetticoatforms a long train , and is arranged at the bow.

back to fa
ll

in threebroadplaits . Upon each of these is a large No. 4. - PromenadeToilet of Brown and Gold Drap d'Or . The
knot of widesatinribbon of a darker shade. TheIn front , a satin round gored skirt is bordered by a narrow black velvet .

band an
d

deep bo
x

-plaited flounce simulate a roundedtablier . upper -skirt , which is also gored, is somewhat shorter. The

At ea
ch

si
de depends a shaped ta
b

of satin ,withembroideryand tablier front is gathered in beneath a wide box -plaiting of th
e

heavytassel-fringe of the darker shade. A broader band and same, and falls in a large puff . A broadervelvet band borders
deeperflouncesupportthe full panier . The basque of the lo

w

thisskirt . The corsage is close -fitting . The pointed basque is

corsageis quiteopen at the back , and follows the outline of the very deep in front and short at the back . The large cape is

front ; it is edgedwith a rich white lace. At scallopedaroundthe neck . The sleevesare straight and open.

th
e

waist is a la
ce

bo
w , with ends . A narrowband of embroid- The trimming consists of narrow bands of black velvetwith a

Above it rises a lace ruff . Em- heavy fringe and large flatvelvet buttons. Small drop -buttons
broideredbands an

d

fringe , with lace bows , trim the short depend from th
e

bands uponthe sleeves . Velvet waistbelt .

Bleeves. Goldornaments. Coiffure of rosesand leaves . Malcontent hat , of black velvet , with golden pheasant'sfeathers

Fi
g . 7. — DRESS OF LAVENDER-COLOREDSATIN. This is Princess- falling over th
e

sloping crown . Black lace vail .

shaped. Thedeepflouncerises to a sharp point in front , and is No. 5. - Ball Costume. Train slip of rose -coloredglacé silk .

headedb
y
a band of blackvelvet , framed innarrow white la
ce ; A deep si
lk

flounce,divided near the top by a rouleaux of th
e

th
is

trimming is carriedfrom the point quite up to the waist . same, confines the skirt and outlines a large point upon each
Satinbuttonsfasten th

e

corsage. The black velvet paletot is side . It also supports the panier . Plain low corsage, headed

lin
ed

w
ith

lavender satin , an
d

edgedwith a si
lk

ronleau an
d

by a fluting of silk and a puffing of white lace . Short puffed
narrowwhitelace. It is close -fitting . The corsage is open. sleevesover others of lace . At eachshoulder , and at the front
Theshortfrontsare turnedback . A satin band, starting from and back , are silk butterfly bows. The over -skirt is of rich

th
e

largebuttons at either side , lifts thevery long skirt . white lace . It is gathered in beneath a broad fla
t

band of ro
se

Straightsleeves, w
ith deep satincuffs , borderedwithrouleaux colored si
lk ,and is lifted , at on
e

side only , by a large bo
w

.

andlace, and trimmedwith satin buttons . Velvet waistbelt . Higher up , a small bow fastensdown the shaped end of lace

Embroideredcollar .Coiffure ofviolets ,green leaves an
d

lav- barred by narrowribbons .The lower part of this skirt , at th
e

back , is gatheredinto three large puffs. Above this

, it is again

confinedbeneath a deeplace , which is carriedquite around, and

ESTEEMis th
e

mother of love ; bu
t

th
e

daughter is often, older crossesthe front to th
e

large bo
w
. Lace borders the skirt

,

Silk waistbelt , with very full lace loops at the back

lowertablier

credsatincrossesthecorsage.

enderribbons.

thanthemother.
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2

ry

decidewhich style of dress is suitable accordingto the timeand
WHAT SHOULD BE WORN, AND WHAT SHOULD NOT . place .

Trains give great dignity to the figure, but it mustbeadded,
FROMTHETABLETSOF A PARISIANLADY OF SOCIETY. a lady must possessnatural dignity of manner to wearthe train

becomingly. It is lucky for a large number of the ladiesof our
In spite of many fanciful whims and abeurd eccentricities, presentgeneration that trains are not derigueuron al

l

occasions,

fashions are this year fa
r

more rational than they have been fo
r

and that , in fact , in the bourgeoisieit can be dispensedwith alto
some time past . The full balloon crinolines were as ridiculous gether.

in their way as the long , draggling skirts which came in after Sweeping garments are of Eastern origin , and seemmade on

ward as the opposite extreme of ugliness . Now , in the very purpose fo
r

kings and sovereigns. In republican Rome, loose
great variety which La Modeallows of — nay , commands — toilets garmentswere drapedwith natural graceabout the body ; but
suitable fo

r

particular occasionscan be selected, and it requires the long . flowing train was not known until the moredegener
but a small portion of tact , and that nice appreciation of the at

e

days of the Empire . Indeed , trains ar
e

peculiarly suitable
fitness of things which al

l

ladies of taste naturally possess, to to Courts , and have ever been th
e

appendage of royalty A

VO

BE
R

DESCRIPTIONOF LADIES' COSTUMES. PAGE165.
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course.

fu
ll

train ir a smallroom , or , worse, in the streets, is something now arranged so as to form tunics , or doubleskirts , or full puffs ,50 utterlyabsurd, that it seems incredible such an egregious à la Watteau.fashionshouldever havebeencontemplated ; and yet we have Long -treasuredheirlooms of point lace are nowbroughtoutse
en

it ; w
e

haveseentheflowing draperiessweepingthestreets; to the fashionable couturiére, in order to be transformed intow
e

havewitnessedthe inextricableentanglementscaused by the some new and stylish trimming . One of the prettiest is thesametrailingskirts in diminutive drawing -rooms, where des- Louis XV , tunic . At the back it forms a full puff , with oneperateattempts at a quadrille weremost unsuccessfullymade. flounce below it , and two wide lace lappets are crossedlike aThiscouldnot last ; it did not . This winter train -sbaped fichu over the bodice. This looks remarkablywell either indresseswereworn exclusively at large parties and routs where black Chantilly lace , or even in black Spanishblonde, over adancingwasout of the question. dress of maize or ruby -coloredsatin .Ballsrequire a special style of dress, madewith a view to We also noticedupon a coloredsatin dress a deepflounce ofdancing-- th
e

object of the ball . It must neither be short nor black lacewhich was folded in two , and placedlengthwiseoverlong. The most approved of toilet fo
r

a ball is this : Dress- the skirt , th
e

ends being fastened at th
e

waist -band, and th
e

skirtcomingjust over th
e

feet, without completelyhiding them , roundedpart slightly gathered upon the bottom of the train .however; secondskirt looped up , or , which is still more fash- A satin rouleaucovered th
e

seam in th
e

middle , and largesatinionable, tunic skirt , train -shaped at the back , but raised into a bowswereplaced at regular distancesover it . The bodiceandlarge pu
ff

, so as no
t

to provecumbersomewhile th
e

dancing is sleeves, à la Marie Therese, were trimmed with lace to correspond.going on .

In someelegantsalons of the Faubourg St
.

Germain , the The flouncesare of coursenevercut , but disposed in puffsandfashłonof taking up th
e

train of th
e

dressand carrying it upon rosettes, according to their length , or elseekedoutwith spottedth
e

ar
m

w
as adopted by some of the grandesdames,and that to tulle when not sufficient fo
r

a tunic or double skirt .th
e

generaladmiration of all beholders. We should not ad On somedressesthe double skirt is merely simulated by thevi
se , however, this somewhatsingular proceeding to be imitated flounces, 'which are then headed with full pinked out satinA3 & matter of course. From the supremelygraceful and dis- ruches. When lace is not used, the flounces ar

e

made of thetinguéto th
e

supremelyridiculous , there is but a step in such same material of th
e

dress, and also headedwith ruches butmatters, and it requiresall the ease of manner and natural this is consideredmuch less elegant than the lacetrimming , ofeleganceof a realgrandedame to carryoff this movement of carrying th
e

trainupon thearm with properdignity . The following is a specimen of a very pretty eveningdress,without lace.Crapetulleandtarlatan , mixed with satin , ar
e

th
e

materials The lo
w

bodice is trimmed around th
e

to
p

with two futings ,

The material is mauveglacésilk shotwith white .fo
r

th
is

year's ba
ll

dresses. The ball season is not ye
t

over , forming a sort of bertha ; it is continued into a largebasque,

or , at least, it hascommencedagain since Easter , having begun

50 la
te

in th
e

winter , an
d

being so short , owing to th
e

early rounded of
f
in front an
d

sl
it open at the sides , formingthreedate of th
e

beginning of Lent . wide scallops edgedwith a fluting , and ornamentedwith satinbows. Four flounces, wide at the bottom but gradually reduced

W
e

shall, however, mention two only of the most elegant to the size of the flutings on the basque, simulate a court train
toiletsof theseason.

upon the back of the skirt . Two much smaller flutings , alsoFirst, a dress of white tulle and rose -coloredsatin , tulle skirt , getting gradually smaller at the sides, are put on in the shape
coveredwithbouillons, and one deeptulle flounce ; rose -colored of an apron in front .satintunic, short in front , rounded of

f
at the sides, and looped Train -shaped dresses are altogether discarded fo
r

walking

up w
ith

fulldraperies in the Louis XV . style . A second tunic , toilets . For the spring , complete costumes of plain silk and
light an

d

vapory, ripples in small tulle bouillons over thesatin . striped satin , or of cashmereand si
lk , ar
e

being prepared.It is edgedwith a veryhandsomeborder of Honiton point lace , In the former case, the under skirt is of striped satin ; thean
d

omamentedwith a doublegarland of white rosesand folic dress, of plain silk , is arranged at the back into a full puff ;

ag
e

. Thewhiterosesare fullblown at the back , but in front from under which fall two wide lapels -edgedwith a narrowth
e

garlands ar
e

composedmerely of budsand slight foliage . ruching , or merely finished of
f

with fringe . A short velvet orLo
w

bodice of rose-coloredsatin , trimmedwith point lace , and silk jacket is worn over the bodice ; it has a basque at the back ,

a lightgarland of half -blownrosesandbuds. This toilet would which is open in the middle and slanted of
f

so as to leaveroom

lo
ok

as elegant, though less rich , if white blonde were used for the puff . This jacket is tight - fitting , and opened in front
insteadof pointlacefor the trimming . with revers. We have already seen severalvery elegant cosSecondly, a dress of white crape, trimmed with parrow- tumes of this sort . One , in particular , was grayandblue ; thegatheredflounces. A secondskirt is puffed out into three under skirt , gray and blue striped ; the dress, plain gray silk .

paniers, trimmedwith lace and blue satin ribbons . Low The jacket , gray velvet with blue satin pipings and revers.bodice, trimmedwith small bouillons . Lace Fontanges fichu , If cashmereand silk be employed, the under skirt is of silk ,trimmedwithbluesatinbowsand sprigs of lilies - of - th
e
-valley . th
e

dress of cashmere, th
e

jacket or paletot either of cashmereIn th
e

ha
ir

a puff of th
e

sameflowers , with bandelettes of blue or of cloth , of the same color as the dress, but trimmed of thesatin, andoneblushrose. color of the petticoat .Thefashionableball coiffuresareLouis XV . chaperons, with The simplestand easiestway of gathering up the upperpartbunchesof foliage , &peacockaigrette and lo
ng

grassesfalling of th
e

back of th
e

skirt into a pu
ff

is th
is :cut ou
t

a halfcircleba
ck ,mixed w
ith

sparklingjewels ; or a puff of saffronflowers , of stiff muslin measuring about te
n

inches in its longestpart ,and lay it upon that part of the skirt which is to form the puff ,A diademof leavesandsmall hedge -flowers ; a puff of velvet on th
e

wrong side of th
e

material .Sew th
e

muslin on as a linpetuniason on
e

si
de , continued into trailing branches of buds in
g ,then placebrasscircles upon th
e

outline of thepuff . at regular distances, and sew them on firmly ; after this run twoFo
r

a young gi
rl , a chaperon of white field convolvulus , with pieces of ribbon , one in on
e

directionand one in th
e

other ,lo
ng

sprays of foliagemixing with th
e

curls of th
e

chignon . through al
l

the rings , and place a button coveredwith thesameO
r ,again, a diadem ofrose -buds an
d

forget - me -nots ,brilliant material as th
e

dress at th
e

end of each ribbon ; bydrawing ou
t

w
ith

de
w
-drops, an
d

w
ith

small blue andgold fliesdelicately theseribbons an
d

tying them together ,you at once form th
eposedupon th
e

openingbudsand leaves . puff ; and by untying them you can undo it when you please.Balldressesandcoiffuresarethosewhich give most scope to But no puff gives up as it should do , unless it is worn over a

The bestand latestmodel of a crinoline is theFo
r

dinner an
d

reception toilets , an
d

al
so

fo
r

visits of cere- Marie Antoinettetournure . Fancy a half -jupon ,literally nothingbut the half of one. There is nothing in front , so as to leavetheTa
ce

is th
e

indispensabletrimming of al
l

eleganttoilets , no
t

skirt of th
e

dressperfectlyplain . The upperpart of this some
what strange jupon is arranged in small puffs divided by halflo

ng
er

pu
t

on inregular flounces asformerly . Th
e

Hounces ar
e ( st
ee
l

circles ; th
is

pu
ff

ca
n

berenderedsmaller orlarger by draw

mixedwithhollybranches.

andflowers at theback.

personaltasteandfancy. propercrinoline
mony, th

e

demi-train isadopted.
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ing out piecesof tapewhich are run in through the puffs ; the, ish to wear satin boots of the color of the dress. They are
jupon is then continueddown to the bottom,where it is finished demi-high, and fastenedupon the instep.
off with threeor four half circlesto support the lowerpart of the Slippers of blue satin ar

e

edgedwith a satin quillipg andwith
dress. It is made so as to keepclose to the figure under another black blonde .

skirt , and is of coloredwoolenmaterial for the day - time and of Others , of red morocco, are trimmed with satin , and with a

white diaper for the evening. large bow in front .

This Marie Antoinette tournure is al
l

the mystery of the full Satin shoesare ornamentedwith a lace rosette, or with a small
standing out puffs, and quite forms the panier . As fo

r

the side jeweled butterflyplacedwithin a bow of satin ribbon andblonde.

puffs, the stiff muslin lining is sufficient to keep them up . The shoe as well as the boot must be chosen to correspond
There is no change, as yet , in the shape of bonnets, which with either the material or trimming of the dress.

take more and more the shape of a diadem, rising very high
abovethe head.
Puff bonnets, of colored satin , are trimmed with black lace , CLEANING AND PRESERVATION OF FURNITURE .

and a white aigrette of feathers. Inside , a coronet of satin
flowers. Satin strings . THE chemical and mechanicalaction of different substances on

A prettymodel is of nasturtium - colored satin . At the side articles of furniture is very little understood by persons in

there is a black aigrette , and a beautiful curled tinted feather general , and consequently the most absurd directions ar
e

fre

of the color of the velvet is thrown back over the chignon . quently issued fo
r

the preparation of cleaning materials, and
The inside of the bonnet is of white quilled satin , with a small also fo

r

preventing injury from certain agents. The substances
garland of shaded chrysanthemums, to correspond with the fromwhich furniture is chieflyexposed to injury ar

e

water, oils ,

feather. The strings ar
e

formed of a crossstrip of satin , edged spirits of various kinds , such as brandy , eau de Cologne, ben
with black lace . zine , etc. , and acids .

A Diadem Fanchon , of pink terry velvet , is trimmed with a Acids act on marble . Marble is itself composed of carbonate
border of maraboutfeathers. A large velvet convolvulus , with of lime — that is , it is a compound of carbonic acid and lime.

its foliage , is placed on one side. The strings are of the same Now the carbonic acid has a comparatively weak affinity fo
r

material as the bonnet, cut on the cross, and edgedwith white lime , and most other acids will prevail over it and take its

blonde . placewhen brought into contact with it ; thus destroying the

A Louis XV . bonnet is of embroidered tulle , arranged in texture of the stone, liberating the carbonic acid , and leaving
bouillons over a plaiting of ruby - colored satin . The border somesalt of lime , in the form of white powder , in its place.

slightly inclines to the Mary Stuart shape. One beautiful white When marble has had its polished surfaceeroded by acids ,

rose is placed on one side ; its . buds and foliage form the orna and even lemon juice or vinegar will do this readily — th
e

only
ment of the opposite side . The strings are of cerise-colored mode of reparation is to have the marble again polished by the
satin ribbon . use of polishing powders , such as emery .

Another , of straw - coloredtulle , is ornamentedwith a diadem Neither spirits nor water produce any permanent effect on

of laburnum blossoms, and a tiny humming -bird forming an marble , but fixed oils and greasesoak into its substance, and itaigrette at the side. Lappets of straw -coloredblonde are fast- is impossible to remove them , as any agent potent enough toened in front under a satin bow . act on the greasewill also destroy the texture of themarble. A

Again , an elegantchapeau de visite, of quite a round shape, is of portion of the greasemay be extracted by covering with fuller's
rose -colored satin , with bouillons of tulle of the same color . earth or pipeclay . But marble should be carefully preservedIt is trimmed with a fringe of white feathers, and with a puff from contactwith grease or oi

l
.

of moss rosebudsplaced just above the forehead. Strings of Varnished or polished surfaces of wood , on the other hand,rose - coloredsatin . are not injured by moderately weak acids , but are readily at

Another is a puff of blue tulle illusion and satin , with a tacked by spirits of al
l

kinds . Varnishes are composed of dif
bunch of velvet lilies - of - th

e
-valley on one side and blonde ferent gumsand resins , which are generally soluble in alcohol.lapels fastenedwith a cravatbow of blue satin . Many of them are made by dissolving the materials in alcohol,We have two new capelines to mention . The Bayadere, of so as to liquefy them , and then when they are applied the

colored cashmere, edgedwith a cross strip of black satin and spirits evaporates, leaving the gum or resin in a thin , eventrimmed at the back with a series of black satin bows , and the coating over the whole surface. If any alcoholic substanceRegencecapeline, quite round , of coloredquilted satin , with a comes upon such a surface, whether it be volatile mineralpelerine and sleeves to correspond, and trimmed al
l

round with spirits as used fo
r

lamps , brandy , or portable spirits of anysatin ruches, and with white or black lace , marabout fringe or kind , or even wine , which contains about twenty pe
r

cent ofa swan's -down border. alcohol , the varnish is attacked , a portion of it dissolved, andMorning collars ar
e

larger than they were ; they are turned the brilliancy of the surface is destroyed. In such cases th
e

down , with deeppoints , slanted of
f

at right angles, so as to re - only remedy is to repolish or revarnish thesurface . This is not amain very much open in front . Thesecollars ar
e

made of fine very difficult operation, and one quite within th
e

compass ofstitched linen , edged with narrow guipure or Valenciennes home -work . We know many ladies who ar
e

adepts at Frenchlace.

polishing , as the brilliancy of many of their smaller articles ofEmbroidered collars are not much worn . For dressytoilets furniture abundantly testifies .the completeparure is made of lace ; the collar with a bow or O
il

doesnot readily attack varnished surfaces, but doesmuchlappets in frout .

Bows of satin , to wear with th
e

collar , and fastenedround th
e

pores , from which it cannot afterward easily be expelled.

injury to wood or other porops substances, which admit it into
the neck with silk elastic, are now more fashionable than thesmall , narrow cravats so much in vogue last winter .

Water , or even dampness, affects those substancesthat have

Not to omit any part of the toilet , we conclude with a de - swell .

open poresexposed, in which case it entersand causesthem to

scription of the most fashionablechaussure. Glue in joints , and mucilage or gum -arabic , usedsome

Boots of greensatin — or of any other color to match with th
e

readily softened by water , causing th
e

work to fall to pieces;

times for attaching superficial ornaments to fancy work, ar
e

dress — ar
e

open from th
e

instep upward ,and trimmed with a and greatlosses ar
e

constantly arisingfrom personsputting pi
c

vandykedborder of black satin . They fastenwith a double rowof small olive -shapedsatin buttons . ture - framesveneered, and even solidfurniture , in dampplaces;

Black satin boots — with high heels.covered with th
e

same crack , but th
e

glue in th
e joints givesway and the wholefalls

not only does the wood warp from th
e

damp, and th
e

articles

material — ar
e

stitchedwith crimson silk , forming raisedout- to pieces . In the case of veneeredarticles , th
e

plates of th
e

lines upon all the seams.

Boots of garnet -coloredsatin are ornamented on the instep
veneerscale of

f
, and the furniture is hopelessly ruined .

with pretty gimp buttons and small grelots .

The practical lesson to be learned from this is , that house
Others are black , with coloredrevers .

keepersshould take care in dealingwith furniture to keepwater

In general , it is styl- | away from everything soluble in water , anddampnessfrom al
l
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slovens. Thoughshebeon her trial for life, awomanwill take
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furuiture, books, pictures, clothing, etc. ; vi

l

from everythingporous, spiritsfrom varnished surfaces, acidsfrom marble , and MADAME ELIZABETH .w
e mayadddirt from everything. :

Amid the royal victims of the greatFrenchRevolution , thereTHE WORD "“ FAREWELL . " is no onewho excitesmore sympathythan the princessknownas Madame Elizabeth . Philippine Marie Hélène , daughter ofIf ever a latentfeeling of love and friendship assumes a tender the dauphin , and granddaughter of Louis XV . , wasborn at Verreality, sweeping th
e

innermost depths of the soul ,andkind- sailles , May 3d , 1764 . Impulsive and irritable by nature, shelingsadlysweetemotions in two warm hearts, it is as memory wasenabled by her piety and education to correct these faultslingersupon th
e

parting hour , and w
e whisper that little , but that she acquired a pecaliarly gentle manner, which di
d

notdeterioratefrom her inborn greatness of soul . Her tasteswere
expressiveword— “ Farewell . ”

Braveheartthat ha
s

buffeted th
e

storms of life , and di
d

not serious , bistoryand mathematicsbeing favorite studies . Fromtremble fo
r

th
e

issuewhen troubles came ,how powerless atlast her early years she was distinguished by he
r

charity to theto checkthe rising tear or suppress a sigh as you uttered an poor . At Court her grace, her piety , and her recognizedabilityadieu to thefriendwhohad sharedyour joysand sorrows - your won her admiration and respect, and her purity of life andlittleplaymate in childhood's happy days, when earth seemed a thought exercisedno little influence.paradiseof winningconfidence, innocence, and truth . Many princes sought her hand , among them the EmperorAs on
e

who stands in death'ssilent chamber ,and while gaz- State reasonsprevented a marriage . She di
d

no
t

regret it ; an
d

Joseph II . , the Infante of Portugal , and the Duke of Aosta , buting on a dead face upon which the sad word “ ended ”
written by ic

y

fingers ; and is ready to forgetand forgive al
l

witnessing th
e

beginning of th
e

troubles , foresawthe end , an
d

th
e

follies of a misspentlife , and even draw the soft mantle resolvednot todesert her brother . Shewas beside hi
ir

whenof charity" overthe record of an enemywho had wronged us ; the mob enteredVersailles , as well as in the flight to Varennesand the wretched return .even so when w
e

come to part with thosewho only had a small When the mob burst into the Tuileshare of ou
r

affections, and readily forgive any differencesthat ries , June 20th , 1792, shestoodbeside th
e

king , and beingmisexisted, or hardfeelings that blunted the warm current of our taken for the queen, wasnearlykilled , a sansculottehaving raisedhis swordaboveher head to strike . When one of her attendants
regard. If , then, such are our emotionsupon saying adieu tosomeordinaryassociate, how much more intense th

e

feelings of averted th
e

blow , she exclaimed : Why undeceivethem ? You
Shewaswith the king

regardwhen th
e

ey
e

is resting upon feauturesendeared to us by wouldhaveprevented a greatercrime . ”a thousandhallowedremembrances, and th
e

hand clasps hand , and queenwhen th
e

AssemblydeposedLouis XVI . She sharedperhapsneveragain to feel its warmpressure, never again to hear their imprisonment in the Temple , instructing the children ofth
e

kindlyvoice, or welcome th
e

smile that gladdened us of the king , Thedauphin was first taken from he
r

, then th
e

queen, whom she did not see again till brought before the
yore.

The obscene

Bu
t

is it th
e

merefact of parting that gives us pain ? Ah , no ! tribunal as a witness against th
e

unhappy woman .ratheris it th
e

questionthat intrudes itself upon us ,how ,when , questions of thatbloodstained mockery of justice sh
e

repelledan
d

whereshall w
e

meet again ? W
e

ar
e

loth to sa
y

good - by : with dignity . After beholding th
e

queenled out to di
e , sh
e

fo
r

knowinghowfrail the tenure w
e

hold upon earth's dearest continued he
r

care to th
e

young princess , til
l

, aftertwenty - on
e

jo
ys , an
d

that death is ever near , lurking in th
e

fairestflower , months' imprisonment , th
e

brutal wretchesordered he
r

uselessw
e

cannotalwaysbanish an apprehension fo
r

our friend's safety ladies , whomshe tenderly embraced .
execution. With her perishedtwenty others, including severalan

d

happiness, however groundlessthat apprehensionmay be , th
e

last , sh
e

w
as

beheadedMay 10th , 1794, at th
e

ag
e

of thirty

Praying fervently toan
d

whenpresentiments of evil and danger , almost amountingto superstition, will sometimes take possession of the mostbuoyantandfearlessheart . Superior to her brother in firmness and ability , to MarieHow w
ill

it be at th
e

next meeting ? Reader , you may well .Antoinette in purity of lif
e

an
d

unpretending piety , Madameponderthis, you who have some dear one who is going from Elizabeth has always been regardedwith reverence in France,yo
u

, it may be somebright sweet face you hope to call and it is rumored that steps have been taken to procureheryourwife at no verydistantday , andshe is now goingfrom you , or you canonization.

from he
r

! Haveyou pledged a vow of constancy, that nothingca
n

turnaside? or will time and distance have taught you that MARRIEDLIFE .-- Good counsel from a wife and mother : “ I" absenceconquerslove ? ” What is your next thought ? When ? tr
y

to makemyself and al
l

around m
e

agreeable. It will notWill it be a week , a month , or a year ? Will it be when care do to leave a man to himself til
l

he comes to you , to take no

an
d

troublehaveleft deepfurrows upon your brow , and your pains to attract him , or to appearbeforehim with a long face.

ey
e

ha
s

lo
st

its lustre , and your cheek its wonted bloom ? or It is not so difficult as you think , dear child , to behave to a

w
ill
it be whenyou shall have added newlaurels to th
e

history husband so that he shall remain forever in some measure awithwhichyourchild - lif
e

began ? or when you have gathered lover . I am an old woman, but you can still do as you like ;

awreath of glory to crown maturer years ? And , lastly , a word from you at the right time will not fail of its effect ;where? Solemnthought ! fo
r

yo
u

are now treadinguponsacred what needhave yo
u

to play th
e

sufferingvirtue ? Thetear of a

ground— yo
ur

spirit is borneupward tothe betterland ! Will loving girl , says an ol
d

book , is like a dew -drop on a rose ; bu
tyo
u

meet at last in heaven, where no adieu is spoken — no fare- that on thecheek of a wife is a drop of poison to her husband.w
el
l

w
or
d

ca
n

linger uponquivering lip
s , no tear ca
n

di
m

th
e

Try to appear cheerful an
d

contented , and yourhusbandwill
light of aloving ey

e
- nothrob of pain ever reaches th
e

soul ?Breathethat word tenderly when you say

be so ; and when you make him happy, you will become so ,“ Farewell ! ”Se
al

it with a prayer, and guard it with a wish that beavenmay great .

not in appearance, but in reality . The skill required is not soNothing flatters a man so much as the happiness of his
guard an

d

blessyour absent friend . Then ,when death shall wife : he isalways proud of himself as th
e

source of it . Asst
ill

th
e

throbbingpulse, and th
e

clods of th
e

valley ” conceal soon as you arecheerful you will be lively and alert , and everyfr
om

mortal ga
ze

al
l

that remains ofthatloved companion , be moment will afford yo
u

anopportunity to le
t

fall an agreeable
yourtrustthatthoseyouhave so tenderly cherishedherebelow , word . Your education, which gives yon an immense advanno

w

wrapped in th
e

fadelessdrapery of eternal re
st , havegone tage , w
ill

greatly assist yo
u

; an
d

your sensibility w
ill

becomethe noblest gift that nature has bestowed on you , when itshows itself in affectionateassiduity , and stamps on every acATTENTIONto dress is perhaps th
e

last remnant of vanity tion a soft , kind and tendercharacter, instead of wasting itselfwhichclings towoman . " Miseryand misfortune make them in secret repinings . "

PROSPERITYhas ruined peoplewho , so long as they had tova
le
nt

th
at

he
r

figure an
d

fa
ce

shall be se
t

of
f

to th
e

be
st

ad
-

struggle w
ith

th
e

world ,were excellent an
d

exemplarymembers of society.

years.

to receivetheirreward.

vantage.
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FORSANDMOtis . —Ladiesare often anxious about keeping them up in a dark closet . Camphor , spices, or perfumes, are of

furs free from moths during the summer months . A writer , use. Continual darkness is sufficient ; and do not take cut the
who seems to know , says darkness is al

l

that is needed. The furs in June or July to give them an " airing , " fo
r

even then

IR
IE
RI
I

MADAMEELIZABETI. - PAGE175.

little gray moth , or "miller , " which deposits th
e

eggs, moves | cometh th
e

'enemy, and it may be that in te
n

minutes after exonly in th
e

light . Enclose th
e

articlesloosely in a paper bo
x ; |posure ha
s

deposited a hundredeggs . If yo
u

consider an airingpr
it ' th
is in apillow -case, or wraparoundwith a cloth , an
d

hang | indispensable ,give th
e

fu
rs a good switching , putting themback .



oftheshellsfalling intoCharleston,my own beautiful home,

-

IN A PIT ." 177

LOSINGHER BALANCE, SHESLIPPEDOVERTHE EDGE, ANDCAMEPLUMPDOWNBY SIDNEY'SSIDE.”
“IN A PIT . " Poor deluded Sidney had al

l

the rebel phrases, and was as

rabid as any .

IDNEY STRAHAN " O
h , yes, of course, " said the other

inarticulate oath , and dashed “ * * Breathesthere a manwith soul so dead,

the newspaper from his hand . Who never to himselfhathsaid,

Hood talks of shutting the door This is my own, mynativeland ? '

with a “ moderate damn . " Si
d

Haul over the catechism, and when found turn the leafdown . "ney's oath was expressed in the “ I supposethe plantation is gone to the dogs, and the people
furious way in which he threw to the Yankees . I don't know what better I can do than to se

t

his paper down . “ Well , my up a tavern in this miserable little place. It's a magnificentboy , what's the ro
w , " languid - country, and chamois - hunting would supply me with excitely ejaculated bi

s

companion - a ment . When I got tired of life I could le
t

myself quietly drop
fair -haired youth , with pale- from somemagnificentpeak like La Grand Motte -- and go . ”blueeyes, who was ardently endeavoring " As onewho wraps the drapery of bis couchabouthim andto color his ambermeerschaum. lies down to quiet (lreams , " cried the other . “ Sidney, my boy," I'm a fool to grow angry over such I've bad enough of Switzerland, and I feel as if I'd swallowed a

stale news , ” said Sidney , with a half glacier , and th
e

noise of th
e

waterfalls soundsever in m
y

ears.laugh ; " th
e

idea of a paper two months This inn of Laral has finished m
e

. M
y

bed last night was aold exciting any feeling whatever. Why , thing of horror . As for the bit of sausage I ate for my break
the Confederatesmay be firing cannon in fast , never ,never shall I forget it while reasonholds her throne
Boston now , and roasting Wendell Phil- in this benighted brain . I can no more. Exhausted nature
lips over a bonfire of hi

s

own speeches! refuses to support m
e

under theseaccumulatedmiseries. I mustIsn't that a jolly idea ? But when I read desertyou-unlessyou'll comeback to Lyons at once. "

" Not I , " said Sidney , laughing . “ I like this wild spot ,

where I can't hear of warsand rumors of wars till the newsare

swore an

m
y

bloodboiled. ' 'VOL. XXIV. , No3-10
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bo stale that one can imagine anything. I'l
l

join you after and was out enjoying a holiday , dancing in th
e

breezypines,

a while , Cathcart ; but just now I'm in search of adventures , leaping in the foam -crestedcataracts, nodding in the myriad
something to work up into a telling novel , you know . " flowers that looked up with bright faces as Sidney Straban

“ O
h , yes, “ The One -eyed Gnome , or The Deserted Inn of passed by .

Laral , " that would be a good title . I wish the landlord would Something of the exhiliration of nature stole into his heart
fetch along a gnome, by - the - b

y ; they are the little jokers who after a while . H
e forgot the distant war , and felt only the

keepthe treasures in the hearts of the mountains , I believe, if presentpeace. He wasyoung , and life beld out for him golden
my mythology servesme true . • What ho there - slave ! ' would vistas still . Not al

l

the hopes of his vigorous manhoodcould

I cry ; “bring m
e

a half peck of diamonds, and a few dozen be quenched in the sea of blood that wasdeluging hi
s

home ;

pearls on the half shell . ' O
h

for the good old days of chivalry not all the blossoms of life could be gathered to makeway fo
r

and romance, when al
l things werepossible ! " the “ blood - red blossom of war with its heart of fir
e

. ” Hope
And Mace Cathcart looked mournfully at his meerschaum, painted rosy visions this day , as he drank in the elastic moun

shook handswith his friend , and left the room to arrange his tain air like new wine . When the sun grew too warm he turned
effects. into the woods , and found a refreshing coolness, and the pun
Sidneystood fo

r
a while staring moodily from the wretched gent pine odors so grateful to the sense. He began to grow vul

little window of the hovel called an inn . He looked out on a garly hungry , and amused himself with trying to splinter frag
scene of savagewildnesss. The plain of Laral wasrich with luxu- ments from his fossil cheese.

riant vegetation, but the mountain passesled through forests of " If I had a little gunpowder I might blast it , " he saidaloud,

stunted pines, and bare, bald mountain peaksand deepravines with an audible laugh .

and headlong mountain torrents , spanned by fragile bridges. At the very words the solid earth openedunder his feet, and
Sidney wassomething of an artist , so he found that Nature was he descendedwith a motion too rapid to be agreeableinto
grand if the sausageswere bad, and he decided that he could mother nature's bosom. Now , that is a place w

e

are fond of

endurelife at Laral for a few days at least . apostrophizing — but few would care to be admitted even to her
An August sun pouredbrightnessover al

l
. No sultry languors inmost heart alive -- and Sidney did not know , till he hadshaken

steepedthe sensesand made all effort a toil . The light only himself , whether he was really alive or had been suddenly
stimulated like golden wine , and the voice of a hundred water- translated and struck with wings . However , he felt so bruised
falls , calling in their leaps from rock to rock , seemed to invite and aching that he concluded he was still mortal ; and , besides,

our hero out of the close, beer -stained, smoke -hued room in the as angelic creaturesare not doweredwith " shins , " and hi
s

had
little “ Gast -Haus " to th

e

mountain ai
r

and liberty . H
e

would beenconsiderably barked in the fall , that settled th
e

question.

not take any guide but his " Murray . " H
e

could never bearhis H
e

was still Sidney Strahan - but where was he ?

own mood or thoughts to be broken into by untutored com He had often boasted of his great descent, but he had better
panion with somecommonplacepiece of information familiar to reason now than ever . How deep the pit was he could only
his mind as householdwords. Besides, he was a young South- judge by the opening at the top . The sides weretoo smooth to

erner, full of dash and daring , and there was something in climb , and there he was, trapped like a wild beast, he , Sidney
braving danger that sent the blood tingling in his veins . H

e

Strahan , “ the heir of al
l

the ages in the foremost ranks of

would long ago have joined the ranks of rebels in Southern time , ” to die in a hole like a dog .

plains , but he was the only son of his mother , and she was a His first care , after finding that he possessedhis limbs , was to

widow . She had gained a promise from him that he would try hi
s

voice . H
e

called aloud , but the sides of th
e

pi
t

seemed
neverenter the ranks , and then she had sent him to Europe to to send back the sound . H

e

shrieked in al
l

the languages hemake sure of it . He had gone willingly . Since he could not could muster . He cursed in French , he prayed in German, and
join the fray , he wasglad to put miles of seaand land between then he grewsilent ,and began to think soberlyover hi

s

chances

hi
m

and the combat, where he might have made a name and in plain English . H
e

did not know that life was so sweet tofame. H
e

had beenwandering somewhat aimlessly about with him till now that it seemedslipping away from hi
s grasp. Al
l

hi
s gay companion, MaceCathcart , who was a man without a hi
s

aspirations , al
l

hi
s

fresh young hopes, al
l

hi
s

soarin , ambi
country , so completelydid he seem to ignore the strife of bi

s

tion , al
l

the possibilities of life and love weremarshalledbefore
native land . But this mercurial friend never entered into Si

d
- him , and they seemedlike a funeral procession as theypassedney's gravermoods, and he could see him leavewithout much in melancholy file .pain , although the sense of lonelinessseemed to wrap him about But he could not die this way . He would have a tusslewith

more utterly than before. fate at least . He had a knife about him , and he began to tr
y

The host , Herr Brunn , greetedSidneywith a mild grunt as he and cut holes in the side of the pi
t

, by which he might climbpassedhim . Herr Brunn felt himself superior to theseinfatuat- up , but th
e

blade of hi
s

knife struck rock and splinteredintoed travelers who went mad about the scenery, though he bits . H
e dropped it with a despairing cry , and sat down againchuckled over the money brought in by their delusions. He to think .

consideredthe frenzy fo
r

travel a form of mild madnesswhich How high was the sun ? he wondered. Had it beenhours or
neededchange of scene instead of straight jackets . The finest only minutes since he walked in the sunshine ? How long beprospect to him was a gooddinner - a sight he seldomenjoyed , fore th

e

gray night would settle down and make th
e

pi
t

blackand knew nothing of creating. with gloom ? What if somewild animal should tumble in on

Madame Brunn , having shaken up th
e

miserable beds, was bim , an
d

share his dismal abode ? The slow minuteslagged
now shaking up on

e
of he
r

miserablechildren as Sidneystarted away, time stood still , lif
e

stood still , th
e

silenceswoonedaboutof
f

. But she good -naturedlydropped her work , and camerun- him .ning out with some brown bread and a bi
t

of cheese that not by imprecations.

H
e

broke it once more by frantic cries , by shrieks — bu
t

looked like someancient fossil .

For the thing was growing too solemn. He knew this was a

“ One cannot dine of
f

th
e

avalanches, yo
u

know , ” sh
e

sa
id

, lonely spot . Only chance , or th
e

God whoguides what w
e

ca
ll

with a broadsmile . “ You may be hungry . " chance, could send him help . God ! Could it be possiblethat
Sidney nodded, andput th

e

queer - looking stuff in hi
s

pocket he nuustmeethis Maker so soon ? H
e

had thought so little ofwithout a thought . He meditated for a moment which of the death in his young , vigorous life . It seemed so far of
t , and

four passesfrom Laral he should explore fo
r

hi
s

day's walk , vagueand dim ; but now it might be drawing nearer ,nearer , aswith an intention of studying th
e

bearingsand coming back be
-

surely as th
e

twilight was dimming the golden light of da
y
;

fore night if possible — if not , there were pasturages or chalets Trifling sins grew into fearful magnitude before bi
m .where he could find lodging for the night .

The path ascended gradually into astunted pine -forest . H
e world ha
d

held hi
m

in thrall ;hehad lived fo
r

th
is

lif
e

alone,

been concerned only about vanities , th
e

shining baits of th
is

sa
w

th
e

bare mountains frowning abovehim ,and thewater and no
w

he wasgoing to lose it ; this world ha
d

held th
e

go
al

falls , like vails of finest lawn , dropping over the rocks . The of al
l

hi
s

hopes , and now be mnst leave it fo
r

another.air seemedfull of foamand sparkle , as if Nature were this dayin a rollicking mood — as if sh
e

made herself achild th
is

da
y , I stupor , or in a sudden , sharp agony , lik
e

a tw
o

- edgedsword,

What was it to di
e

? How would it come to him ! In long

He had
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noon.

dividingasunder th
e

bonesandmarrow , or in gnawing hunger . 1 “ How do I know that you will not make of
f

with m
y

valuables,

pains, or in tortureslike the rack . A cold moisturebedewed and leaveme to die in this infernal hole . I believethat is your
his forehead. Was Sidney Straban a coward, then , that he design. I refuse . "

trembledand cowered at the dread thoughts which haunted “ Ah , well , that is as monsieur pleases, " said thespokesman,

him? He couldhave faceddeath exultantly in battle , but that and , to Sidney's horror , he heard them trampingaway.

wasanotherthing , with the flag floating above him , and the Could it be ? Was he letting his last hope of life slip away
triumphantacclaims of hi

s
comrades echoing about hi

m
—but from hi
m

? They ha
d

only to wait a few days, and they could
here, without notice or honor , to wait silently fo

r

death , to comeand take th
e

bootyunmolested. But therewere so many

fa
ce

it alone, to feelthe ic
e stealing into the veins , and the iron of them , someone would be tempted to return . H
e grewrav

grasp on thebeatingheart, with no love word , no gentle touch ! enously hungry , and would have given his watch fo
r

a good
And hi

s

motherwould wait and look in vain for tidings of her dinner . He saw the pine boughs grow golden -greon in the

bo
y

— ah , no wonder he covered hi
s

facewith hi
s

hands, and deepeningsunlight , and knew th
e

morning was wearing on to

groanedaloud. It seemedagessince he had startedout on his walk ; he

Then he calledaloud again, and tried to scale the slippery appeared to have lived years in this pit .

sides of the pi
t

; then he sat down in a sort of dumbdespair, and But at noon themencameagain, with the sameoffer ; he had

sa
w

th
e

opening at the top , from which he had seen waving no alternativebut to risk his watchand trust them.

pine-boughs, with the light on them, slowly dim away into “ Come, Cerise, lend your ribbon , " said one . "

darkness, and he knew the stars were out , and the evening A long pine branch, with a fluttering blue ribbon at the end,

lampswere lit in myriad homes,and loved onesweregathered was le
t

down . Sidney could not reach it . A few muttered
abouteachother, talking over the events of the day . oaths, and another bit of string wasadded.

If he hadnever started on this mad expedition, if Cathcart “ H
e

makes difficulties , ” said Cerise, leaning over, in her

ba
d

staidwith him , if it had rained, if — a thousandpossibilities eagerness, and taking the matter in her ownhands, being speci.

beganto vexhim . Sometimesthrough the long night , he fell ally interested in thewatch. With anxiousgaze, peeringdown ,

into a feverishdoze - feverish, yet with strange chills creeping she leaned further and further , till , losing her balance, she
overhim, and dreamed that he was in his old haunts , and slipped over the edge, and cameplump down by Sidney's side.

wakedwith a suddenagony, like a daggerdriven home , to find Here was a predicament ; a fortunate chance the young man
that he was in the pit , far from human reach or help . And so considered it , becausenow his safetywas sure. He did not give

th
e

morningbroke, chill and gray . He took out his watch , to even a glance at his companion, but shouted to the astonished

ge
e

if he coulddistinguish the hour , but it had run down . He men above.

couldmarkthesunbrightening the pine -bough over him , how " Now I make no more bargains. You cannot get this girl
ever,andknewthat thejoyous light was pouring into the homes till you saveme. I shall prevent it . Act like reasonablepeo

of men, andwakeningthem to active life . His heart quickened ple , and take me out . ” .

to a painful throbbing, as he caught a distant sound, that This wasnot very chivalrous for a South Carolinian , it must
seemedmorethan the wind playing upon the vibrant pines. be confessed, but rememberSidney felt that his life trembled in

Hope an
d

lif
e

seemed to come back to him in joyous thrills . the balance, and that he wasdealing with brigands.

H
e

couldhearfootstepsnow , and voices. He called aloud . The men taiked a little among themselves, then walked away

Thecomersseemedsuperstitious. They were silent fo
r

a again .

moment, and Sidneygrew numb with fear. But the tramping “ They are going for ropes, " thought Sidney, and he made

of manyfeetreassuredhim . H
e

madehimself heard again in himself easy, but they had gone stolidly back to their work .

voice an
d

language, which they could not mistake fo
r

a spirit's . After a while , Sidney began to wonder that his companion
Then he heardthemparley . made no sign ; she had beenloud enoughaboveground, but she

" It'
s

a man in th
e

pi
t

Pierre Challot had fo
r

hi
s vegetables had offered no remonstrance to he
r

companionsleaving he
r

. H
e

la
st

winter; you know the old miser kept 'em here , and dealt could seeher well enough, even in that half light , and he saw

' em ou
t

to th
e

wholecanton at a great price . I never rightly that she lay in a stunned way , that she had smooth blonde
knewwhere it was. braids, and a fair skin , and her eyeswereshut .

** It wascoveredonly with brush , you se
e , ” said a woman's “ And servesher right , themagpie , " he said , in a hard , cold ,

voice. way ; then a shudder came over him , as he thought shemight

" Don'tstandthere chattering , but help me out , ” cried Sid- be dead. How horrible ! like some old penalty , for crime of

ne
y

,withsomeimpatience. The speakers were clearing away which he had heard , to be chained, as it were, to a deadbody ,

th
e

brush-wood, and hadmadequite an opening . and never to be releasedtill death came to ķim , and broke the

" Ja naturlich, " grunted one , " after waiting so long , don't horrible spell . He could not resisttaking her hand, to see if the

be in a hurry ; you se
e

w
e

have no ladder . ” pulse still beat.

" And no ropes, ” said another. Not in anykindness - with repulsion rather — but he could not
Sidneylooked up at th

e

faces bending over hi
m , and fancied help seeingthat th
e

hand was dimpled . The girl raisedher
theyappearedvillainousenough. Thewoman , he di

d

not se
e

, head at th
e

touch , and staredwith wide , open, blue , forget -me
She was pretty , this peasant girl , with an innocent

" H
e

lookslike a gentleman. I warrant he has a gold watch ; child's face, and a mouth full of rosy curves.

ge
t

thewatch fo
r

m
e
, Pierre, and I will never say “ No ' again . ' “ Ah , wheream I , she cried ? "

** Th
e

she-devil , ” muttered Sidney to himself , as he heard “ Mademoiselle , " said Sidney , with mock courtesy, “ I make

th
is

sentimentmet by a “ Bravo , Cerise ; only wait . " you welcome to my poor abode. I have not beenable to make
Sidneynow thought he would tr

y

hi
s eloquence on these many preparations, as you di
d

not announce your coming, bu
t

,

savagehearts. my cookhas gone to market , and will probablyvery soonserve

he said , in as hearty a tone as he could us up a choicerepast What would you like ? a bit of chamois

command, “ I don't as
k

yo
u

to wasteyour time fo
r

nothing ; venison, or — ju
st

express a preference . ”

ge
t

m
e

ou
t

, an
d

yo
u

shall be well paid , but I don't want to be Cerisestared in blank wonder at the young man , and then

robbed— m
y

watchwas a gift from m
y

mother , it camefrom m
y

began to cry , fcaringshe w
as

shut up with a lunatic.

father, w
ho
is dead. I will promise to distribute th
e

price of " Have they left me ? " shescreamed, “and Pierre hasvowed
amongyoufairly , when I am oncemore at th

e

inn , where I again an
d

again that he loved m
e
, the dolt , th
e

miserable po
l

troon ! " and various other epithetsnot to be repeated.

" H
o
! words ar
e

cheap , ” called one , roughly ; " se
e , I will “ You see, you came is this through too eager pursuit of

pu
t

down astring , an
d

you ca
n

tie th
e

watch to it , and your riches , ” said Sidney ,unrelentingly ; - bu
t

it'
s

a goodturn to

purse, andanyrings you may have about you , fo
r

Cerisehere m
e

. think I would le
t your Pierre saveyou ? You're

ha
s

a weakness fo
r

su
ch

things ; then w
e

ca
n

besure of your m
y

hostage fo
r

their go
od

faith ; Imust stand abovethere be

fore you can hope . "

" How ca
n
I be sure of yours ? ” cried Sidney , in a passion. Cerisehardly understood Sidney's language, but she

gathered

but he heardhersay : not eyes.

" Now, mymen ,

it

cancommandthemoney .
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the men,

1

enough to know that he was going to make her his security , and Sidney began to wonder whether a worse misfortune tban

fo
r

his own safety. Her tearsweredried at once, and her eyes falling in the pi
t

had overtaken him , namely — falling in

flashed. love .

“ You are a coward, " shescreamed, and turned over all the But he soon enteredinto the spirit of her childish mirth , and

opprobriousepithetsshe had used for Pierre to Sidney's benefit . who cameagain to reconnoitre , weresurprised to hear a

“ I hate you - ah ! ” sound like a laugh from their prisoner .

Sidney laughed - hungry as he was , he actually laughed . This time Cerise refused to be saved, and the men, at last in

“ You amuseme ; this is as good as a vaudeville . I only hope stigated by Pierre , who could no longer endure the separation
I shall not eat you , if those delightful compatriots of yours , from hi
s

love , lowered a rope ladder and helped Sidneyinto day

whosegenerousdevotion to the cause of humanity I shall never light . He took back al
l

the proprieties , when he steppedupon

forget, do not soon comeback . You look quite plump ! " upper earth , and comprehended at once that he must only be the
Ceriseshrank back in real terror . This foreigner , who could benefactor of Cerise through some elderly lady . He grew so

tell - perhaps in hi
s

own country , they devoured fa
t

maiders . distant , that the poor child began to think Paris was a dream.

Sheknew she was plump indeed ; she began to regret it now , H
e

satisfiedthe men as best he could , and turned hi
s steps to

and all the hard namesshe had called him . ward his inn , feebly enough , but Cerise followed him , and

“ O
h , if the gracious Herr would spare her life , she would called Pierre to his aid .

neveroffendhis earsagain . She was a poor girl , with an aged “ I shall not forget you , or my promise , " he said , as he left
mother-ah , if he eat her , she would disagreewith him , sure, them , and Cerise was fain to content herself , and turn away

naturlich. ” with her sulky adorer , who had regarded the two with grim
Sidney thought he had made her suffer enough. Poor igno- amazement.

rant little wretch , he must not blameher too muchfor the faults In the course of a week , Sidney heard from his friend , Cath

of education. He began to pity her . She looked so childish cart , and most opportunely , he learned that Mace's aunt , an

and so pretty . elderly lady of peculiar disposition , was at present residing in

“ Why did you covetmy watch ? ” he asked. Paris . Sidney immediately wrote , and adjured Mace for the

" I never had one in my hand , but once , " she said , “ and sake of old friendship , etc. , to further him in his plans about
they seemedsuch odd live things ; do they really go on and on Cerise, by gaining his Aunt Tab's consent to receiveber as an

whenyou're asleep ? " inmate in her house. His aunt would be of advantage in help

“ Mine's stoppednow , " said Sidney , regretfully ; then , after ing to form her mind , and at the sametime , an elegantmodel

a pause, “ I supposeyou had somedinner ? " of manners. Seeing Sidney had never seen the lady , he was

“ I didn't eat al
l

mine , " said the girl ; " I was in such a way safe in saying anything .

about thewatch , that I could not ; here it is , " and she handed Miss Tabitha Cathcart lived in an odd little house on the

a piece of brown bread to Sidney . This generosity on her part Rue de Fosse, with a bi
rd - fancier on the first floor , and a decayed

touchedhim ; he did not consider that the girl knew shewas in marquise on the third , while in the attic , a radical republican
his power , and gavethe bread as an offering to appeasehim . made hi

s
home, who talked always of " poor dear Robespierre. ”

Ile gaveher credit for finer feeling - she did not know whereher Miss Tabitha made herself happy with various hobbys, and at

next morselwould come from , yet she gave al
l

to him . The presentwas cngaged on a “ cookerybook " which was to excel
loreadwasdelicious , but he only permitted bimself to eat half Soyer. When she first sawCerise , she said immediately : “ Poor
of it . child , her diet has beensadly neglected , " and the only question

" You are a very good little thing , " he said . “ I think we she asked her was , “ would you like your chicken in fricassee or

had better be friends , as there is not room enough here to Bosillon.

fight . " Ceriseshook her prettyhead ,and muttered , “ I do not under

" O
h , if th
e

noble Herr would feel friendly to he
r

, sh
e

woull | stand , " which convinced Aunt Tabitha at once that sh
e

had

be too thankful , ” Ceriseansweredwith an humble air " she lived all her life in heathen darkness. But herewas a field for
wastoo far beneathhim , truly . " her efforts. Aunt Tab went vigorously to work , and did not

" N
o , w
e

stand on the samelevel here , ” said Siddiy , laugh- ' despair of educating this young savage up to a refined taste,

ing , and the girl soongrew less timid , and talked to him of her , even for “ truffles , ” in the course of time . Indeed , Cerisesoon
life , and her work , and the few pleasures she bed enjoyed. O

f

showedherself a more promising scholar in that line than in

course, she di
d

not tell him half . unconsciously, yet with a sort anyother , and diligently at
e

her way through the cookery -book,

of womanlyinstinct , she left out mucb that would have shocked | whoseevery receiptwas to be tried at home beforebeinggiven
bis refinedtaste ; now and then a coarseword escapedher , but ; to the public . Aunt Tab sent bulletins to Sidney from time to

that was the effect of associatian, be thought , and he looked in time of the progress of his protégé, in this wise :

her fair faceand forgot it all . “ Dear Si
r

— Mademoiselle progresses favorably ; tried her
Then he began to speculateupon the pleasure it would be to hand at a potège to -day , and succeeded to admiration . She isdevelopand refine this untutored child of nature , to paint the mild and equable, creamy, I might say , in disposition — a littlelily , and give a perfume to the violet . Shewasvery young , not spice, or , if I might say it , a dash of lemon , acid , rather , would

more than sixteen. Sidneybegan to picture her in a fashion- make her more piquant ; she begins to read and to write a little .
able costume, with lace drooping about the freshly -tinted face, She has se

t

her heart on a coral necklaceand earrings , andsends
and filmy draperiesfloating about those rounded limbs . her love , etc. "

" How would you like , Cerise, to go to Paris ? ” At last letters began to come in an odd , straggling hand , and

To Paris ! it was better to this ignorant child than heaven. Sydney laughed at the interest with which he read them . HeThe violet eyesflashed, as if floodedwith sunshine. determined, finally , to visit Paris fo
r

himself , and se
e

whether
Ah , monsieur did but jest . ” his bud was blossoming into a perfect rose .you love Pierre too much to go ? " askedSidney , and he Cerise had been there si

x

months , and consideredherself
wondered at the interest he felt in her answer. happy. She was a little afraid of monsieur , her benefactor, butCerisedid not hesitate long : attired herself in her most bewitching dress, when he was ex" Love him - never - ah ! betweenPierre and Paris , one does pected, a mauve -coloredmerino , much decoratedwith gilt butnot hesitate long . " tons , and a cluster of marquerites in her hair . She had already" I think a couple of years in a pensionthere, Cerise, would learnedsome of the Parisian arts of dress.make a lady of you , and then it would be a different kind of a Sidney could not help exclaiming when he saw her . H

e

tookhusbandyou would get from that clod , Pierre . "

O
h , a pension. That word was like a cold shower - bath to th
e

but be hardly listened to th
e

music , in watching that fresh,

ber to a concert that night , in companywith Aunt Tab , of course,

glowing imagination of the girl . She ha
d

thought of gorgeous flower -like face, with its rose - flushes, and soft curves , its shining
toilets , and th

e

theatre , and th
e

Jardin Mabelle, bu
t

a pension, eyes, and glossygolden braids , crowned with a dainty device ofbooks and stupid rules . Still shecould be contentfor two years ribbon and lace called a hat .if liberty cameafterward. She grewquite sparkling and joyous , wart , dark -brówed fellow , who stared much at Cerise, and was
He grew quite jealous of a stal
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wayout.

interestsin anyway to the care of a woman who is

181
readytoknockhim down when he jostled againstthem on their

IN MEMORIAM .Themusicwasvery tender," said Aunt Tab.
" Didyou se

e
that fellow who stared at you so consumedly, How SOLEMN, andhow sorrowful, to bendabove th

e

deadTo feel with bitter anguishthatthe spirit now hath fled
Cerise? " saidSidney, angrily .

To see the dark hair falling back from the calm brow of snow,

Ceriseopenedthemostinnocent blue eyes:

And the raised lid revealingthe glassyorb below

" Where! What was he like ? ' ' at the sametime she held

To press the once light boundingheart, to listen for the breath,

fast a tinynote, which had beenslipped into her hand. And murmur in our agony, “ Can this , indeed, be death ? ”

" Like ? ch , like a prize -fighter , ” Sidney replied , and thought Alas ! ' tis even so . The lip gives back do answeringtone ;

of it nomore.

The chilly hand returnethnot the pressure of our own ;" I shallmarry her , " he said to Aunt Tab that night , when Around the mouththere lingers yet a smile of perfectpeace,theywerealone ; “ she is a true child of nature , unspoiled by As if the soul right joyously , had welcomed its release .th
e

arts of a woman of the world . She will bring me an un Still upward look the azure eyes, as when the life departed.“ It cannot be : she has not gone, and left us broken-hearted. ' '

triedheart, freshand free from guile ; better to me is this wild
The cheekhath lost its rosy hue, the lip no more is red ,

flower, than the gaudiest blossom that ever perfumed a gay
And w

e

acknowledgemournfullyour treasuredone is dead.

parterre. "

" O
f

course, you'll marry her , " Aunt Tab returned briskly . How blessed, and how beautiful, to turn our tearfuleyes" I sawthat from the beginning ; in another year she'll have | Toward her presenthome of bliss , yon placid starlitskies ;finishedthecookery-book, and be fit for a wife , for I maintain , To feel that our belovedone is now in saferkeepingm
y

dearSidney, that the greater part of domesticmisery comes Than ours, and that theform of clay , not thepuresoul is sleeping.frombadcooking. How can a man be fond when he is writh- And though no more those cold still lips , shall smilingmeet ourown ,in
g

withthecolic, or obliging when he feels as if he had swal Never again that soft low voice utter its loving tone ;

loweda brick. Dependupon it , Cerisewill make you happy . N
o

more ourhearts be gladdened by that ol
d

familiartread ,

Sh
e

ha
s

got as fa
r

as croquettes, and can make veal taste like N
o

more our living sunbeam ” shall its holy .lustreshed ;chicken; youwill not complain of her , I am sure . ” Yet in our inmosthearts is traced, in characters of light ,Sidneywent to bed, in a happy frame of mind , to spend hi
s

“ Shall notthe Judge of al
l

th
e

earth, the MightyOne, do right ? " :lif
e

withCerise; eating croquettes in a bower of roses, was a It is His will ; and we must bow beneaththe chasteningrodvision of bliss, from which he glided into happy dreams. With resignation, bending to the mandate of our God ;Knowing that , though on earth we may not meet again,

Theyounglady , in the meantime, was reading a note over This heavy, heartfeltloss to us , is her eternalgain .andoveragain. Shedid not even lay of
f

the pretty airy nothin
g

, whichfashion gives a local habitation and a name, and
MOORISH BALCONY .calls ahat . She sat pondering deeply, and weighing variousplans in hermind .

In one of Ruskin's peculiar volumes he dwells with much
Morningdawned at last . Sidneyshook himself freefrom the elaboration on th

e

harmony existing between th
e

climateand
dream-fanciesthat clung to him . H

e

had beenwandering the peopleand their national style of architecture. H
e

thinks
throughenchantedground with Cerise, when suddenly the that nothing waserer inventedmore characteristic of a nationearth ha

d

openedand swallowed he
r

; " another pi
t , ” he said , than the Moorish , which is , he says , th

e
richest andmost complex of al

l

the known styles of archichecture, even as the GreAnother pi
t

! indeed ; lost in the darker depths of a great cian is the simplest , and the Egyptian the most massive.

ci
ty

. Breakfastwaited. Aunt Tabitha grewmiserableover the Washington Irving has , with his matchless pen , given somuffins, andwent up to call Ceriseagain . No answer. graphic an account of that grandest specimen of all MoorishTh
e

doorwasopenedafter a while . The bedwas neat and architecture, the Alhambra , that there are fewwho speak thesmooth, th
e

wardrobeempty, and a misspelt note la
y

on the English tongue who ar
e

not familiar with it . Our engravingfloor. TheoneCerisehad held in her hand , and read so often representsone of thosehighly -worked balconieswith which al
lth
e

nightbefore.

buildings of that kind abound. There is something truly im" Monange— I canwait no longer ; I am devoured by jealousy ; I pressiveand regal in this style of architecture.yo
u

mustjoin m
e

to -night , or I shall shoot myself ;yo
u

know you are mine , by al
l

the laws of love . I INILENTUIRYANA TEGUNDIJIOBITEshallmakeyoumine , by the laws of man , if you joinm
e

to -night at twelve ; bring everything you own ; mynoblefamilywill receiveyou at last , your beautywillconquerthem, but you know why I dare not take youopenly. Ever , your Auguste . "" H
is

noble family , ” said Aunt Tabitha with asniff.
"The little minx , " cried Sidney , " if I had madehe
r

m
y

wife, I think I should have fallen into the worstpi
t

of al
l
. "

" To think of the pains I took with her , ” said Aunt“ I even showed her how tomake m
y

famouspâtes, and imparted m
y

choicest culinar
y

secrets, andnow they will al
l
go to regale that bêleI have often seen him before ; heha
s

reallyhaunted us , but I never thought of such baseingratitude. "

Sidneylaughed, and then sighed , but he thought itright to makesomeeffort to save the misguided girl .Al
l

searchwas in vain . When he met Cathcart again ,th
at

languidgentlemanremoved his meerschaum tomake th
e

followingsageremark :" * M
y

dear bo
y

, th
e

moral of your story is this : neverfa
ll

in a pi
t

, never fa
ll

in love ,and never commit your

with a laugh.

11

Tabitha, mournfully .

noir, thatmonster.

392360

writing a book. "

MOORISHBALCONY.
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CHAPTERI.

mous breadth, like the modern panier. A modern historian ob
THE VILLAGE ANGEL . serves that a fashionable lady of those days in her full attire

resembled, with all her ruffs, her lace, jewels, embroidery, rings
It is only those who live in rural districts, and who are and bedizenments more an Indian idol than a woman. It

familiar with the vicissitudesof the poor, who know how large wasalso the fashion then to wear small looking -glasseshanging
an amount of activebenevolenceis always going on, moreespe- at their side, or inserted in the fan of ostrich feather, which
cially in England, where the possessionof hereditary rank and every fashionable lady then carried. The commonality dressed
assuredwealth enable the higher class to patronise and assist in the style now prevalent among the middle classes of our
without the faintest suspicionof arrogancethe destitute and the people.
poor. We, ourselves, have often seen some young girl of a
wealthy family, even in the depth of winter, on her errand of

AN ARTISTS STUDIO IN PARIS .mercy, carrying on her arm the basketwhich containedsomeof
thosedaintiesand luxuries so grateful to the sick. If our frivol
ous girls of wealth and fashion knew the satisfactionof doing In nothing has painting changedso much as the habits of the
good, theywould be far happier than theyarenow, andnever be artists, especially in their method of working . In the olden
tormentedwith ennui. times, when the great painters girded their loins, as it were, for
Balzac has a very pleasant and suggestive story about a the subjectbefore them, there wasan earnestnessakin to devo

wealthy bachelor, who, tired of the pleasuresof life, becomesa tion. Now -a-days, the scene presented by an artist's studio in
hypocondriac, and resolves to commit suicide to get rid of the Paris is of the most miscellaneouskind , and is more a study of

weight of wearinesswhich crushes him . As he is walking to human nature than the atélier of genius and labor .

ward the Seine, to find in its gloomy waters a cure for his sor Our engraving exhibits a group of idlers not at al
l

calculated
rows , he is passed by a young woman, whose rapid walk and to concentrate a man's thoughts or efforts, fo

r

although th
e

passionatesobs arrested his attention . Following her a few presence of his beautiful mistress might inspire him to some
steps, he instinctively felt that shewas bent on the same pur- higher embodiment of loveliness , the guitar playing and desul.

pose as himself . H
e

therefore stealthily followed her , and un- tory conversation cannot fail to disturb hi
s

mind . It is , hos
observed, as the night was dark . Running down the steps of ever, a curious and suggestive picture , very much in contrast to

the Pont de Neuf , shegaveonedespairing cr
y

, and sprang into that presented by the studios of our American artists .

the water . The misanthroperushedafter her , and brought her

to land . Calling a fiacre he ordered the driver to take them to LOVE AND AMBITION .his hotel . The poor girl he had rescuedfrom death then told
him that her father , havingopposedhermarriagewith an honest
mechanic, whoseonly fault waspoverty , she had resolved to end
her sorrows in the grave . The misanthrope becameinterested, A youngman camehurriedly out of a somewhatshabbyhouse,soothed he

r , sent fo
r

her father , and finally persuaded him to in an unfashionable part of the town , and crossing the street,consent to her marriagewith the honest artisan upon hi
s giving looked up toward one of th
e

attic windows , and smiling , kissedhim a sum of money to establish him in business. The misan his hand . One who followed the direction of his eyes wouldthrope gave the girl away , and as he saw how happy he had not wonder at the devotion of his manner , for at this uppermade two virtuous persons, he cried : "Ah , I see now that I window , in th
e

narrow , dingy street , stood as fa
ir

a girl as th
e

was a fool . Who can feel the time hang heavily on his hand sun ever shone upon . Her answering smile met his , as shewhen there is so much misery in th
e

world , which only awaits threw up he
r

little window and leaned ou
t

to gazeafter hi
m ,rich and idle men like me to relieve it ? "

The soft air of the early spring blew back the golden hairThe misanthropenever dreamed of committing suicide again , which curled about her face , and heightened the color in herfa
r

he ha
d

discovered th
e

most elevating of al
l

luxuries — that of peach - lik
e

cheek ; bu
t

w
as it th
e

air , orsomething el
se ,whichdoing good. gave that depth which is more than color to her eyes ? The

smile lingered on her lips as she watched the broad -shouldered,

COSTUMES OF QUEEN ELIZABETH'S TIME . sinewy figure , as it.passed down the street . At the cornerthe
young man turned , paused a moment , lifted his hat with a

We give , fo
r

th
e

amusement of ou
r

fair readers, a sketch of graceful , half -impassionedgesture , and then disappeared.the manner in which the ladies and their maidsdressed in the Bessiedrew back , gave a little sigh , and sinking into a lowreign of QueenElizabeth , and which was , of course, the costume chair , drew a work -table nearer the window , and took up someof our grandmothers many times removed. Howitt , in hi
s

fairy - like embroidery. As she did so , she gave a quick glanceamusing “ History of England , ” says : at the little woodenclock which stood on the bureau, and ex“ It was Queen Elizabeth who introduced that astounding claimed , with a start :style of dress in which she figures in most of her portraits , and “ O
h , it can't be possible ! two whole hours gone . I did notin which th
e

body was imprisoned in whalebone to the hips . think it wasmore than half an hour , and I have promisedthisAn enormousruffle rising gradually from the front of the shoul - work to -morrow . Oh , how late I shall have to si
t up toders to nearly the height of the head behind , encircling the night ! "wearer like the enormouswings of somenondescriptand mammoth butterfly . In fact , there was ruff beyond ruff ' ; first a

But still the happy smile with which she had badethe young
man adieu lingered on her face as she bent over her task .crimpedone rcand the neck like a collar , and then a round onestanding up from the shouldersbehind the head , and finally the exclaimed , almost fiercely :

It wasnot so with him , however . As he lost sight of her, he

immensecircular fans towering high and wide . In order to enable this monstrousexpanse of ru
ff

to supportitself it w
as

neces- repeatedly Iwouldnot go again ,and every time I se
e

he
r

am I

“ What an idiot I am to go to seethat girl . Have I not said
sary to resort to starch , and as Stubbs tells us , to a machinery not more andmore infatuated ? Why I honestly believe I amofwireserected fo

r
th
e

purpose , and whipped al
l

overwithgold inlove with he
r

– I w
ho

havealwayssaid Iwould never be inthread , silver , or silk . This was technically called a sup- love . That pleasing luxury is not fo
r

m
e , " and he laughed aportasse, ' or underpropper. ' In order to haveher ruffs properly little bitterly .done , th

e

queensent to Holland fo
r

womenskilled in th
e

ar
t

of Iworship . And no
w ,just now , th
e

very worst time it could

" Ambition must be the goddess at whoseshrine
starching , an

d

on
e

MistressDinghamVander Plasse came ov
er

have happened ; no
w ,whenafter years of hard work I am beand became famous in th

e

mystery of tormenting pride with ginning to succeed,when themen whose opinion I mostvaluestarch. “ Th
e

devil , ' saysStubbs , 'hath learned th
em

to wash ar
e

beginning to praise m
e ,when I have ju
st

won a position inanddress their ruffs , which beingdry will then stand inflexible fashionable circles , to have fallen in lovewith a poor seamstress.about their necks . ' "

Oh , it is wretched foolishness ! "From the bosom, now partly left bare , descended an inter
minable stomacher, and then th
e

fardingalespread ou
t

itsenor - lit ? Can I everforget th
e

fir
st

time Isaw he
r

. That terrible ,

“And yet , ” he went on , after a pause, “ how could I help

-
��
��

1

---

3
11
4

***
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drivingsnow-storm, the streethalf blocked up, and that tiny might havebeenmuchmore if she had not beenearly spoiledlittle figuretrying to make its way all alone. I think she by fashion and frivolity .wouldhaveperishedif it had not been for me, for just as I The one great wish of her life, a son, hadbeendeniedher ;reachedhershefainted and fell, and the cabman, whom I was 80having seenher three daughterswell settled—that is, marhardlyable to hire, would not have stopped from pity, I am ried to wealthy husbands— sh
e

in a certain fashion adoptedhersure.

nephew.By thistimethesmile had returned to Clare's face . She had met him by chanceone summer in the country , forOh , howbeautifulshe looked as lifted her into the cab in shehad gradually ceased to haveany intercoursewith her sistermyarms, ” he went on ; " with her golden hair heavy with the Sarahand her family , after the latter married a poor countrysnow, and her pure white brow , she was just my ideal of an doctor . Being struck by his manly beautyand brilliant mind ,angel. Poor little thing , ” he continued , “ how frightened she she had sent him to college at her own expense, and thenurgedwaswhenshecame to herself at last , and found she was alone his coming to New York .with an entire stranger. Dear little trembling snow - bird , I Mrs. Mansfield was proud of Clare , and with reason, andwouldnothaveharmedher for all the wealth of Cræsus. And therewasnothing she liked betterthan to go into society atwhen I told herthewhole story , and asked for her address, as tended by him . In the quiet way which somewomenhave, sheI wished to take her home, how prettily she thanked me , and I watched him pretty closely , too , and was generally aware ofsaid I hadsavedher life , and heaven would repayme, for she most of his comingsand goings .didnotknowwhather blind father , and little brother and si
s

Clare wasvaguely conscious of this , and as he had failed tote
r
, couldhavedonewithout her . They say w
e

always feel appear at three or four large parties during the last fewweeks,tenderlytoward those to whom we have shown kindness . as well as to visit her , it was no wonder felt a little uneasyHeigho! I don't know about it , but either that or her beauty, under his aunt's scrutiny .or herinnocence, or her thousandengagingways , or al
l

together , She had said to him again and again , that the one thingwill drivemecrazy. " which would repayher for all shehad done for him , was to seeWith this thought he turned the corner , and unexpectedly him make use of the advantagesshe had placed in his way . Infoundhimselfface to facewith two fashionably -dressedyoung other words , it was the onedesire of her heart to seehim makeladies. His hat wasoff in an instant , and be joined them as a brilliant marriage, and , indeed, she had so far found him noone of themexclaimed: dilatory pupil .“Why , Mr. Belton , I am so glad to see you . Where have Ambitious by nature , and placed in a position where everyyoubeenhidingyourself for the last fewweeks ? We could not thing combined to make him more so , he had listened to histhinkwhathad become of you ; and I was really afraid you aunt's suggestionswith a willing ear , and laughedwith her atmustbeill . '

the folly of love in a cottage." I am fortunate indeed, ” Clare replied , “ to have occupied Now , however, he found himself dreading a meeting withyourthoughtsfor a moment even. It is quite worth a fit of her ; he hardly knew why . Still he felt that it must be put of
fsickness, I amsure, Miss Tilton . " no longer ; so when they reached Belle Tilton's elegant home," And haveyou then really been ill , Mr. Belton ? " said the and shepressedbim with somethingmore than common cordigirl , an imperious, dark -eyed beauty , with a clear , bell - like ality to come in , he excusedhimself , saying he must go andvoicé,withnot a single tendertone in it ; yet now , by her man- makehis peacewith his aunt .ner, sheconveyed to Clare that she had more than a common He received a very gracious welcome from Mrs. Mansfield ,interest in hiswelfare.

however, as he entered her drawing -room, which wasrepeated** O
h , no , MissTilton , ” he replied , “ I am always well ; I can by hi
s

uncle , who seemed to be in everything a quiet reflection
onlyplead a man'sexcuse of business. I have had one or two of his betterhalf .importantcaseslately , which have entirely absorbedme , body “ Take a seathere , Clare , " said Mrs. Mansfield , pointing toandsoul, I believe. "

the chair at her side , “and I will have the soup brought back ." O
h , ye
s

, I ought to have known or guessedthat , ” returned You se
e

, my dear, I did not believe you would really come, or

theyounglady, " for w
e

al
l

heard of your splendid success in we would gladly havewaited . "th
e

Walshingbamcase. Don't you remember, Emma , " turning As they went into the dining - room, leaving Mr. Mansfield toto he
r

companion, “ how excitedpapawas about it ? " smoke a cigar and readtheeveningpaper, Mrs. Mansfieldbegan,“Yes , indeed, " returnedthe girl ; your father said the old in a confidential manner :lawyerstold him that Mr. Belton's argument was the finest “ I was prepared to scold you , Clare , but seeing you withthingtheyhadlistened to worth hearing from a young man fo
r

Miss Tilton has put m
e

into the very best of humors , and I willmanyyears. "

not sayone word . You havesetyour mark prettyhigh , though ,Does th
e

humanbeing exist to whom such incense is not you sl
y

fellow , " shecontinued . “ Miss Tilton is decidedlytheagreeable? Can w
e

wonder that Clare was flattered by it , and belle of this season, handsome, accomplished, and best of al
l
,thoroughlyenjoyedhis promenade ? an only child , with a father worth millions . 'As they saunteredalong slowly , they met carriages full of This washis aunt's usual tone , but for the first time it seemedpeoplereturningfrom a drive in th

e

park ; and as a jaunty lit
-

strangely disagreeable to Clare . He said pleasantly , however :tle coupéwith a high -stepping horseappeared, MissTilton ex “ I assureyou , Aunt Carrie , I have no designsupon Miss Tilclaimed:

ton . We met by themerest chance. "“There is youraunt , Mrs. Mansfield ! " “ O
h , yes , " returned his aunt , laughing , " of course,Itpassedthemslowly , coming close to the curbstone, and a met hy chance, the usual way .fashionably-dressedwoman leaned out , smiling and bowing , “ But really , Aunt Carrie , ” saidClare , “ I hadjust beenmakfrom it , and, shakingher finger at Clare , said : ing a call - a call on business, and wasnot thinking of her at all" Younaughtyfellow ! Where have you been ? If you ex when I met her . "

" Miss
pect m

e
to forgiveyou , comeand dine with me to -night . ” “ Don't grow so earnest, Clare , " returnedhis aunt .Claresmiledandbowed, and Miss Tilton said : Tilton is as well worth thinking of , I would wageralmost any" I can'tcomplain, if yo

u

havebeenwicked enough to neglect thing , as th
e

subject which di
d

occupyyour thoughts . ”yourgoodaunt to
o
, who told me only the other evening that Clare bit his lip and colored slightly , which did not escape

shelovedyou as ifyou wereher own child . " his aunt's notice , who , to tell the truth , had had her suspicions."Did she reallysay that ? " returnedClare . “Then I must she went on with apparentunconsciousness, however.go an
d

se
e

he
r

this veryevening ; she has indeed been a good Besides , if report speaks truly , handsomeBelle Tilton doesaunt tome . "

think of you . "I wonder if sh
e

suspectshow I have been passing m
y

time , “ What do you mean, Aunt Carrie ? " said Clare , looking upthoughtClare to himself . It seemed to me there was a mean- quickly .
" O
h , it's not worth while to tell you , if you are so indifferentM
rs
.

Mansfield w
as
a good -naturedwoman of th
e

world , who I to he
r , " saidMrs. Mansfield ,carelessly .

Iwe

66

inglook in hereyes.
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“ I believe I am beginning to love this bachelor life.
There are other girls in the world as handsome as Belle
Tilton."
Mrs. Mansfield turned round quickly and looked at him.Did she guesshis secret?
“ Yes,” she replied, there are others as beautiful ;

but I do not know one who unites so many advantages; an heiress, young, handsome, accomplished, andpredisposedto like you, what can you desiremore?”'
Clare smiled.
“ You flatter me," he said ; " besides, I am really

losing al
l

desire for marriage . "

“ No , I do not flatter you , " returned his aunt , " and , "

she added, meaningly , " you must not lose all desireformarriage . With Belle Tilton for a wife your success inlife is secure. Her father admires you , and would gladly 'give his wealth to purchaseany position you could hold .Now , Clare , you must not , will not , for a foolish whim ,give up al
l

this ; promiseme you will not . "

Mr. Mansfield's placid faceappeared at the door .

“ Promise ine that you will call there to -morrow , "

said Mrs. Mansfield , earnestly , and Clare replied :

“ I promise . "

On his way home , as Clare recalled his aunt's conversa
tion , he said to himself :

" It is al
l

true , every word of it is true . I might wait
uwentyyears and not meet such another girl as Belle ,

and if she likes me , why so much the better . I wonderwhy it is that , handsome as she is , I am not attracted to

her . Well , no matter for that , my brilliant Belle , you
can give me wealth and power , and if you'll have
am yours . "

“ But , " he went on , after a pause, “ if this is to be ,I must not see Bessie again . That's the worst of it ;

the little thing will grieve for me , I know ; I can see
even now that piteous little rosebud mouth . But I'll

be firm . I won't go there for a week , and so graduallyshe will learn to forget me. Oh , what an exquisite
bouquet ! ” he exclaimed , as he passed a florist's win .dow . “Violets and rosebuds.TIIE VILLAGEANGEL. - TAGE182. I must get that for Bessie.

She will need something to make the time pass away pleas

“ I am sure you have taught m
e

not to be indifferent to the As the man was taking the address, and promising to send itopinion of any fair lady , ” replied Clare . at once, Clare said to himself :* Well , " said Mrs. Mansfield, speaking more earnestly , as " I wonder if I had not better write a little note to go withfrom certain movements in the dining - room she knew that her it .husbandwasnearly ready to join them , “ as your uncle will be I am sure the poor child will expect me if I don't makesomeexcuse.coming in , I will te
ll

you , though you don't deserve it , that note -book , he tore a page fr
om it , wrote a fe
w

tenderlines ,and

I will write just one word , ” and pulling out hi
s

Belle's cousin , Mrs. Tyler ,says the girl is really in love with having twisted itinto the bouquet , le
ft

th
e

shop , well satisfied.

you , and has been so vexed that you have not been to any othe parties fo
r

the last two or three weeks, that she has nearly And this was the way in which he began to teach Bessie tocried her | forget .

Clare laughed good -naturedly , and Mrs. Mansfieldexclaimed :

“ Now , tell me, you unfeeling creature, what youhave beendoing all this time . "

“ Oh , ” said Clare , “ I've been busy ; to tell thetruth , I'm half crazywith work ; " but again the telltale flush dyed his cheek, and again Mrs. Mansfieldsaw, though with feminine tact she seemed not to

me , I19

antly . "

eyes out . '

see.

you know

11

" Well , Clare , ” she replied , at length , “I believe in work , and have always urged you on .I want you to be famous ; you can't desire it morethan I do ; but this is too good a chance to be lost .It will add to your fame , to
o
, by -and - b
y , " she went on ,as Clare shook his head, “ fo
r

the brightest talentneedsmoney to set it of
f
. ”

She paused a moment , and looked her nephew fullin the face, then said , earnestly :

“ Let work go now , for a little while , and woo BelleTilton . Then you are sure of success.A month ago , and he would have been as eager asshewas , but now the subjectwasdisagreeable.Oh , there is no hurry , Aunt Carrie , " he replied . COSTUMES O
F

QUEENELIZABETH'STIME. - PAGE182.
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CHAPTERII .
Yet day after day went by, and everyeveningfound him in

Belle Tilton's drawing-room. The haughty beauty smiled on
him. Clare no longer doubtedthis, and again and again the

ButClareBelton'swill was indomitable, and his ambition the fatal word wason his lips. He wonderedhimself why he did
growthof years. So, having madeup hi

s

mind to marry Belle , not speak it , but somehow, with al
l

her brilliant beauty, she

he wouldnot go to Bessie, although his heart longed for her . did not movehim , and the word would not come.

RUP in

AN ARTIST'SSTUDIO IN PARIS. — PAGE182.

hi
s

co
ul
d

no
t

refrain , however , fr
om sending he
r

lit
tle pr
e-

\ So ga
ys

w
en
t

by , bu
t

at la
st

th
e

moment which w
as
to decide

to he
lp

th
e

w
as
so lonely ; bu
t
I fancy hecould no
t

be
ar

th
e

id
ea bu
t

from he
r

elegantmansion in
to

th
e

co
ol

night ai
r , it w
as
as

of slippingwholly out of her life . Belle Tilton's acceptedlover .
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He could hardly believe it himself, and he pressedhis hand “ I have beenvery busy, to
o
, ” said Clare , frowning ; he did

on his throbbing brow , as he cried : not care to remember just then how he had employedhis time .

“ Oh , poor Bessie ! I have not been near thechild for weeks, “ But you know I was thinking of you , " he went on , earnestly ;

and now , now I have no right to go . " “ youhad my notes and bouquets . "

Then a wild longing cameover him . “ Yes , " said Bessie, her tell - tale face clouding over , “ it was
“ I must seeher ! ” he cried. “ I must , this very night ! " so kind of you to send thern . "

He approachedthe nearest lamp -post, and pulled out his “Well , if you liked them , pet , what is the matter ? ” said
watch. It was late ; but the obstacles in his way only made Clare , looking at her with surprise .

him the more impatient . “ O
h
- I don't know , " said Bessie, blushing and turning

" At al
l

events, " he said to himself , “ I will just pass the away. “ I do like them very , very much , and I don't know
house. If her room be lighted , I will go in for a moment , to whether you ever meant to send any more ; and - and - perhaps
tell her of my engagement, and bid her not to think of me any I ought not to say it --- but don't be angry with me , " and she
more . " put up her hande in an appealing little way . " Mrs. Shales

H
e

hurried through the street as fast as he could go , and hi
s

down - stairs sayssuch unkind things to m
e

about them , that I

heart gave a joyous bound as he found th
e

light still shining in would rather you would not send m
e

any more . ”

Bessie'slittle attic . “ What doesshe say ? " asked Clare , fiercely .

The street door was open, and he went cautiously up -stairs , “ Oh , I don't know , " replied Bessie. “ She is a good woman,

that he might not arouse the other lodgers. Arrived at the and has beenvery kind to me , but I think she must have had
door , he knocked softly . There was no reply . Again he some dreadful experience, she seems to think so badly of

tapped, but still no answer. Then heventured to push the door everybody. "

softly open . “Tell me what she says , " returned Clare , more fiercely

“ Poor child ! ” he said , as he enteredand looked around . “ I still .

think she has beenexpectingme . “ Oh , pleasedon't be angry , " said Bessie, putting an appeal
Bessie's little room , though humble , was exquisitely neat . ing hand on his arm . “ She would not say such things if she
The coarsemuslin curtain at the window , and the counter- knew you as I do . She thinks , " Bessie continued , speaking

panewhich coveredthe little iron bedstead, weresnowy white . the words slowly and with difficulty , “ a poor young girl like
The rude walls were covered with little pencil sketchesdrawn me ought not to receivesuch presentsfrom a rich younggentle

by Bessieherself , for this was her one talent . Undermore fa
-

man . ”

vorable circumstances it might , perhaps, have given her some A deepflush dyed Clare's cheek . He looked down at the lit
thing like fame, though now it only showed itself in the ex- tle hand which rested on his arm , and longed to press it to his
quisite designsforembroidery, which gaveher her pre -eminence lips . He looked at the tiny figure besidehim , and longed to

amongMadameCartreux's workwomen . press it close to his heart ; but it was such an honest , hard
The flowerswhich Clare had sent her weretastefully disposed working little hand , the eyes which met his were so trustful

about the apartment, which was filled with their fragrance. and childlike , that he resisted the temptation , and only said,

In the middle of the room stood a little table , on wbich lay with a touch of sadness he was not himself aware of in his tone :

someflannel with a border of wild rosesand buds half finished , “ Never mind Mrs. Shales, Bessie. I am suremy flowerswill
and at the table , her head resting on her ar

m
, sa
t

Bessie, sound never do you any harm ; be happy and enjoy them ; will you,

asleep. my child ? '

It was a pretty sight . Her combhad fallen out , andher long , You ar
e

not angry ? ” said Bessie, in a deprecatingtone .

golden hair fell in heavy curls and braids below her waist ; her “ Angry ? No ; at least not with you . How could I be ? "

cheeks were moist and dewy like a child's , and her rosy lips , replied Clare .

half parted, disclosedthe tiny , pearly teeth . “ Not hurt , either ? ” pursued Bessie , timidly ; " your voice
Clare stoodmotionless a moment , while a strange thrill shot soundedsad . "

through his whole frame . He approached, and said , softly : “ No , nor hurt , either , " said Clare , recovering himself and

" Bessie, Bessie. " smiling . “ But if you are so busy , I must not keep you up any
Slowly her heavy lids unclosed, and her eyes met his ardent later ; so good -night , my child - pleasant dreams .

gaze then murmuring- “ Clare , ” she stretched out both And he turned away .hands toward him . “ You will comeagain ? " said poor Bessie, the light al
l fading

He could not resist this , and in a moment she was in his out of her face.

But his touch arousedher . At first shehadfancied her He turned and looked at her . This was the time to tell her
self dreaming ; but now , fully awake , she drew back with a of his engagement, and to bid her forget him . But he could
mingling of shynessand dignity . not do it .

With her hair falling over her shoulders, her dark -blue short “ Yes , Bessie, " he cried , “ I will come again . Trust me,
dressand little white apron, she looked like a child ; and yet that is all . ' :

there was a somethingabout her which Clare felt he must re Having once yielded , Clare found it impossible to resistthe
spect. temptation to seeBessie. He hadalways promisedhimself that

" You have no
t

been here fo
r

a great while , ” sh
e

said , at when he was really engaged hi
s

visits should cease ; bu
t

Misslength ; "and now it is very late . " Tilton only expectedhim at certain conventional hours , and
And she glanced at the clock . poor little Bessiedid not carewhen it was, so that he only came ;

“ O
h , Bessie ! " said Clare , reproachfully , " if you only knew and so gradually he fell into the habit of dropping in upon herhow I have wanted to come, you would not drive me away now . for a few minutes nearly every day .So come and si

t

down by me , " he said , in a pleading tone , All the world congratulated him upon his brilliant conquest,throwing himself down into a chair . “One little half -hour and he passed in society as a most devoted lover , for the conwon't hurt either of us .

sciousness of hi
s

real feelings made him assumethe moredevo
Poor Bessie, sh

e

could not refuse, sh
e

had so longed to se
e

tion ; and ye
t

hi
s

only happy hours were those he passed in th
e

him . She was embarrassed, however, at her own appearance, humble attic with the little seamstress.and vainly tried to put up the heavy braids and curls .

" O
h ,nevermind , ” said Clare ,smiling at he
r

confusion . “ I reproving thoughts would intrude upon hi
m , he pu
t

them
And if now and then hi

s

consciencespoke, and uncomfortable,

like it I wish you would wear it so always . D
o
si
t

down , ” aside , saying to himself that everyman must have a little fu
n

and he placed a chair verynear his own , " and tell me what once in his life , that he should be married soon , and thenwouldyou have beendoing . Have you thought of me a little during settle down into a sober family man .all thesedays ??
?

H
e

should have to tell Bessie of hi
s marriage , and that wouldBessiegavehim a quick , reproachful look , and said :

“ O
h , I have beenfearfully busy : MadameCartreux has had be fond of some one else.

end their intimacy , of course, and after a little while shewould

so many orders in the last few weeks. " The wedding day was fixed . The marriage was not to take

4
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shall go."

place til
l

th
e

autumn. The long , glorious summer was before gentlemen, an
d

havealready told Belle . I'l
l

arrange it withhim, whyshould he troublehimself now ? them somehow. "Suddenly, however, as often happens, al
l

his plans were Then pulling a newspaperout of his pocket, he turned to thechanged. Mr. Tilton found himself , through some business list of amusements, and exclaimed:changes, obligel to go abroadfor an indefinite length of time . “ O
h , Bessie, how nice ! To -morrow night this very ' Faust 'Itwas, of course, impossible for Clare to leave his profession is to be played , and youjust at thiscriticalmoment, and so the wedding washastened. Bessieclaspedher hands in a delight which was too greatforWeekafterweeksped by ; spring was just fading into sum words. Were all her old dreams coming to pass ? Ever sincemer, when on counting up the daysClare found he bad but just she was a child she had longed to see an opera, andnowshesix of whathe calledfreedomleft . was really going , and going with Clare , the very personificationTheseweeks, so full of restless excitement to him , had been of al

l

that wasnoble , manly , and good .a happytime to Bessie. She believed that he loved her , and “ My little beauty, ” said Clare , who had been watching hershethoughthim so true , so noble , so good . She had built a expressiveface, “ if I hadpromised to takeyou to Paradise inhundredlittlemaidenly castles in the air , in which he was the stead of the opera, you could not look more ecstatic. Come,bero, andshe, of course, the heroine . descend to the earth , and let me tell you about it ; " and he atShehad taken him into her confidence, and told him al
l

oncelaunched into a description of the plot , the scenery, andabout he
r

deadmother, her blind father , and little brother and the music, singing the principal airs to her , until Bessiewas sosister. Shehad told him al
l

her plans for them , and that it excited with the anticipation of the pleasure in store for herwas fo
r

theirsakeshehad left her village home, hoping to earn that it was two or three hours after Clare went beforeshecouldmoneyenough to give them a good education. composeherself sufficiently to go to sleep." HowClarelikes to hearme talk of these things , ” she said The next morning she had a long strugglewith herself. Sheto herself, one evening, as she sat at her work . " It seems had beensaving her moneyfor weeks to buy somenew springstrangethat he should, and yet I know Fam interested in the clothesfor her little brotherandsister , wbich theysadlyneeded,smallestthingsthat concernhim . I wish Fanny and Ben could and now she had almost enough. And yet this first time thatse
e

hi
m , theywould like him so much , and I know he would she went out with Clare she did so want to be well -dressed.likethem, too, theyaresuchwinning little things . Oh , if Shehad no bonnetbut her simple winter one, and shewassurebutsheblushed, anddid not finish the sentence. she couldmake a prettier one than those she saw in the shopShewas at work on part of a bridal outfit , and as she bent windows. She evensettled in her own mind just how it shouldoverthedelicateembroidery, she said to herself : look - a simple litttle white lace, with a delicate pink rosefor" I wonder if the wealthy girl who will wear this is half as its only ornament — but when she came to price thematerials,happy as I am ? " she wasquite aghast , for they far exceededthe resources of herAndbecauseshewas so happy , Bessiefelt a peculiar interest slender purse. So , at the expense of some innocent, girlishin he

r

work, and in the girl whom she had never seen, and vanity , shegave the wbole thing up .placedherstitcheswith more than usual care. She wasjust brushing her old silk one whenClare came in .Soontherecamethe well -known tap at the door , and Clare “ You are not going to wear that , are you ? ” he asked, as heentered. Nothing could have shown more plainly how much hapdedher a bunch of sweetviolets .theirintimacyhad progressed, than the familiar way in which Poor Bessieblushed .he threwhimselfdown by her side , saying : “ It is all I have , ” shesaid . “ I wish it were prettier . "" Well, littleQueenBess, what have you beendoing al
l

this “ But wearyour little turban , ” he said , “ just as you alwayslongday ? " do . ” Then steppingback , he exclaimed: “ what haveyou beenThenseeing an open letter on the table , he picked it up , doing - making yourself into theprimmest of prim little Puritansaying: maidens ? I hate those braids, and will not have it so . ""What is this ? Ah , I see, a letter from brother Ben . " And gently but wilfully he pulled out her comb, and le
t

herAnd he began to read, half -aloud : hair fall over her shoulders.“ I am so gladyouhavemade some kind friends . Your let “ O
h , Clare , ” cried Bessie, half ready to cry , " what have

te
rs

don'tsoundhomesicknow , as theydid when you firstwent you done ? W
e

shall be late , I know w
e

shall ; and I took soto N
ew

York , thoughfather said you tried not to le
t

them do much pains with it . "80 then. I think , and so does Fanny , that you are really “ O
h , no we shan't , you little excited girl , " returned Clare .happynow . “ I cameearly on purpose. You have plenty of time to put itClarethrewdownthe letter . up again . But wear it in curls , just to pleaseme. '" Is it so , Bessie ? ” he said , earnestly . “ Were you lonely , Bessiecould not refusehim anything ; but it waswell for herbomesick, andforlorn until you knew me , and have I madeyou that her hair fell so easilyand naturally into ringlets , for herhappier? ”

handsweretrembling with excitement.Bessie di
d

not speak, but her eyes said more than words Clare watched her , half -smiling , and when she had put oncould.

her cloak and bat , drew a little package from his pocket ,* Then, ” he went on , speakingmore to himself than to her , saying :" it cannot be wrong ; I am sure it cannot be wrong . " “ Now for the gloves . "Just then a mellow -tonedhand -organ began to play beneath Bessie'seyes openedwide. She had never had a pair of kid

th
e

window, an
d

Clare began to sing . H
e

ha
d

a rich ,sympa- gloves in he
r

lif
e ;and thesewere suchbeauties ,doublebuttons ,theticvoice, andBessielistened in delight . and such a lovely shade of brown to match her cloak .As he ended, sheasked: “ Now , " said Clare , “ le

t

me show you how the Paris shop* What is that ai
r

? The ol
d

man plays it under m
y

window keepersput on th
e

gloves fo
r

theircustomers . ”everyday, and I like it so very much . " TheBessieheld out her hand , and Clare took it in his own .“ Why , ” said Clare , “ don't you know ? That is Siebel's glovesproved to be an admirable fit , and yet somehow it tooksong, fromFaust . " him a great while to put them on ." Faust ? That is an opera, isn't it ? ” askedBessie , limidly . They wereearly , however. Clare looked out for that , for he" Ye
s , yo
u

little innocent , " returned Clare .Then starting womld no
t

fo
r

worldshave met any of hi
s

friends in th
e

corridorsup , he exclaimed: “ why , Bessie, I don't believe you ever saw or lobbies. For the samereason he was obliged to take Bessiean opera in yourlife . Don't you want to go ? ” to the gallery instead of the boxes.O
h , " criedBessie, clasping he
r

hands , “ Iwould give anything in th
e

world to go - anything ! "

But she neither knew nor caredanything aboutthis . Sheonly
knew that a new region of delight was openingbeforeher , and" If th

at
be so , go yo
u

certainlyshall , ” said Clare , laughing that Clarewas leading he
r

toward it .“Let me se
e , " and he hastily ran over his The very building , with its gay decorations, had a charmfor

“ How for - her, and the brilliantly -dressedladies below them seemedliketunate, ” he sa
id

to himself , ' “ I had promised to meet some so manygoddesses. Ah , poorchild ! howlittle sheguessedthat

..

;

at herearnestness.

engagementswith Miss Tilton , in hi
s

own mind .
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many amongthem were Clare's intimate friends, whose hands | He waited, hoping she would speak, but she did not, and at last

he had pressed in the dance, and at whose tables he often he cried:
sat. “*Bessie, darling, have I hurt you ! Forgive me !"
It seemedalmost like a dream to Clare himself, as he looked “ Oh, Clare !" she replied, and there was a tear in every

down upon them from his quiet corner. And, strangestof all , word, “ I think you have broken my heart."
he saw Belle Tilton comein with her queenly air, and take one Then, feeling her strength fail her, she motioned to bim to
of the most conspicuousseatsin the house. But then he looked go, but he did not move ; he could not bear to leaveher thus.

no more. Making the excuse that he felt a draught, and was And so at last she spoke again.
afraid of catching cold, he slouched his hat over his head, "Go, Clare, if you have ever loved me, do not make every
leaned back in his seat, and gave himself up to watching thing harder for me now."
Bessic. And then he went. At the door he turned, and looked back
To her it was onelong delight from the moment the curtain at her. Oh, that little , slender figure there in the moonlight.

rosetill it fell. Her eyes dilated, her cheeksflushed, and her How he loved it. For a moment his better nature assertedit
breastheavedwith emotion. She almost trembled as she list- self, and he was tempted to le

t

his ambition go . But themo
ened to Faust's passionate love -making , and felt that Clare's ment passed, though th

e

tiny trembling figure daguerreotyped
eyeswerefixed upon her more tenderly than his on Marguerite . itself uponhis memory for ever .

And when thesadend came, her eyesfilled with tears. H
e

ran down the long flight of stairs , and out into the night .

" Poor girl , " sh
e

thought , “ her lover was so untrue , so dif- And through the silent streets al
l night long he wandered,

ferent from Clare , who is al
l

that is noble and good . " hardly knowing where he was or what he did ; but ere the
Well , my pet , " he said , as she looked up at him , with a morning dawned, I think he thanked heaven, as in after years

long sigh , as the green curtain camedown , “you have had a he certainly did , that in the hour of temptation a woman's
pleasantevening ? " heart was stronger than his own .

“ O
h , yes, " she replied ; " and you are so kind to me . The next morning Mrs. Shales , who had got into the habit of

“ Put on your hat , ” he said , as he saw Belle Tilton and her meeting Bessie as she camedown to go to the shop , wassorely
party were lingering , “ and w

e

will hurry out and escapethe troubled that she did not appear . She went about slamming
crowd . ” the doors, talking to herself , and rattling the cups and saucers,

She was ready in a moment, and they hastened out together until her poor lame husband looked up in dismay , and said :

into the cool night ai
r

. “ What is it , Hepsy - what is the matter with you this morn
Bessiehad never so entirely captivatedClare as she had to - ing ? "

night . The music had excitedand movedher , and trusting him “ Matter ! " she returned . “Why , matter enough, I am

as shedid , shegaveherself up without a fear to the charm of afraid . That young man who has beenhanging round our Bes
his presence. si

e
fo
r

the last six months , fo
r

no good , I am sure, washere
The eveningwasbalmy , the moon at the full , can w

e

wonder again last night , and stayed till I don't know what time. I

that they lingered on their homewardway ? could not sleep & wink al
l night for thinking of it ; and yet

At the door Bessie said " good -night “ regretfully , but Clare what good did it do ? Something has happened, I know , fo
r

still held her hand , and said : Bessiehas not gone to the shop . "

“ Let me come up for one little minute . Bessie, we have had “ Why don't you go up and seeher , wife ? " said the old man.

such a happy evening together . " “ I have been thinking that I would , and now I will , " re

She could not say no , " when he looked at her with those turned Mrs. Shales. And suiting the action to the word, she
dark , pleading eyes. So they silently ascendedthe long stair- tapped at Bessie'sdoor .

casetogether . A feeble voicemurmured :

There was no light in Bessie'slittle room , but the moonlight “ Come in . "

streaming in made it as bright as day . The window was down , The poor child lay there , flushed with fever , but the honest,

and the room seemedclose. Bessie went toward it to open it , child - like blue eyes met Mrs. Shales as frankly as ever. The
and as she did so , steppedinto the full light of the moon . It woman's filled with tears as sheinwardly thanked heaventhat
brought out her dazzling color , golden hair , and gleaming eyes, her worst fears were unfounded . She busied herself with
and Clare exclaimed, in an impassionedtone : smoothing Bessie's hair , arranging her pillows , and doing al

l

“ O
h , Bessie ! don't move ! don't stir ! you ar
e

just like Mar- she could to make her comfortable .

guerite, only a thousand timesmore beautiful ! " Then throw Toward afternoon , Bessie begged her to draw her bedout to

ing himself down beside her , he continued : “ O
h , Bessie ! be the light , and give her her embroidery. Mrs. Shales entreated

Marguerite , and let me be your Faust ! " her not to touch it , but she said :

Then , hardly knowing what he did , he began to pour out his “ I promised Madame Cartreux she should have it next Wed
whole story to her . H

e

told her of hi
s youth and poverty , hi
s nesday, and she would be very angry if I did not finish it , fo
r

aunt , hi
s

coming to the town , hi
s

ambition , and last of al
l , of hi
s

none of the girls work just as I do ; ” and then she added, with
engagement, and approaching marriage with Belle Tilton , and a slight sigh , “ it is fo

r
a bride , and I would not like to have

so carried away was he by his own feelings , he did not see how her disappointed . "

white her cheeksand lips weregrowing , and what a frightened So day after day she plied her needle, and at the appointedlook had crept into her eyes. time the work was finished , but she was too weak to take it toIt was only as he endedsaying : the shop herself .• Fate forcesthis marriage upon me , and I yield to fate , but “ D
o you know who al
l

thesepretty things are for , Emma ? " 'you , Bessie, my darling , have al
l my heart and love , ' that he shesaid to the girl who came fo
r

them , as she arrangedthemlooked down and saw ber terrified face, and felt her ice -cold prettily in the boxes.hands . • Why , yes .; don't you ? " replied the girl ; " but I forgot ,

She tried to move away from him , but he held her fast , you havenot been at the shop for two or three days. They ar
e

saying : for that handsomeBelle Tilton , and she is going to marry such6 Don't leave me , Bessie, don't leave me . I love you , and an elegant young man . He came to the shop with her thealthough I cannot make you my wife beforethe world , I will other day . ”work for you and care for you always , and in the sight of God Ah ! poor Bessie. Was it to deck her rival that she had
and heavenyou will be my true wife . ” worked so hard through these long , weary hours . She gave aBut with a low cry Bessieescapedfrom him , and stood in the start , ard clung to the table for support .moonlight where she had stood before, but now it wasnot the “ Poor thing , ” said the girl , sympathetically , “ how ill you
tender , blushing , loving Marguerite , but rather , as it seemed to are .

Clare , her ghost , or somespirit from another world , so pale and am late now . "

I wish I could stay and take care of you , but I can't , fo
r I

cold was she.

Some subtle atmosphereabout her prevented his approach. I pain ; it will go away in a moment . ”

It is nothing , ” said Bessie, trying to smile , " only a sudden
But as the girl left th

e

- 1
.
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room, sh
e

threwherself on the bed, crying out : " O
h , mother , you when you laugh at m
e

. It makesmefeel about as large as

mother, if I couldbut di
e , and be at rest with you . " a butterfly's eye. I had a dreamlast night . ”

Bessiehadtold Clare on that fatal eveningthat her heart was “ Have you beenreading Shakespeare? "

broken; but hearts do not break so easily as in our agony w
e “ You werenot to laugh at me . That is , you mustnot if you

sometimeswish they di
d

. Life , with its stern realities , pressed wish m
e

to tell you . I thought that I askedyou to come to me
upon he

r
on al
l

sides, and from the Giver of al
l strength , she , Wednesdaynight , and that you promisedjust as fairly as ever

to
o
, receivedstrength to struggle and conquer . She di
d

not you could , but you did not come, and you nevercameanymore.

st
ay

in th
e

ci
ty
, however ; she could not do that , but went And I dreamedthat I was a gray -haired ol
d

woman, and still
back to he

r

quiethome. She had been there but a fe
w

weeks , I sa
t

al
l day by th
e

window watching fo
r

you — expectingyou
whentheminister of the place came to her , saying he had re

-

always . "

ceiveda letterfromsomeunknown friend , enclosing a check for Katie's voicewas very solemn, and therewas a vaguelook of

a certainamount, to be spent by him in the education of her pain on her facewhich I hastened to kiss away.

littlebrotherandsister, and promising that the same amount Nonsense , child , ” said I ; “ didn't you know that dreams
should be forwardedyearly . always go by contraries ? O

f

course I shall come, and stay so

Bessieguessedwho the unknown friend might be , and though long that I shall make you glad twice , little dreamer . "

fo
r

herselfshecouldnot have receivedanything , shewould not ' No , indeed ! If you only would , though , I think I should
refuse fo

r

othersthe ai
d

so delicately given . So , relieved of al
l

rather like it . ”

anxiety on their account, shegaveherself up to the care of her “ My precious little Katie ! But I must go , or I shall never
blindfather, and to helping al

l

who were in trouble , until she be up by bell - time in the morning . Good -night , dearest. "

wasknownthroughoutthe village as an angel of mercy. And after a long while I managed to tear myself awayfrom
Meantimefortunesmiled on Clare . He rose rapidly from one ber .
position to another, and it waswith a strangethrill of pleasure I wasvery happy as I trudged home that night beneaththe
thatBessieused to read in the papershis popular speeches. gray Novembersky .

Once, and onceonly , too , she saw him . Her village home I rememberthat I whistled and sang snatches of songs in a

waspicturesquelysituatedamong the mountains , and travelers low voice, and thought of Katie al
l

the way .

on theirwayfrom one point of interest to another usually We were to be married at Christmas, for I had beenelevated
stoppedthere to dine. So , hearing oneday that the Hon . Clare to the position of chijf engineer to the BridgeportGlen Coal
Beltonandladywere at the hotel , shedrew a thick vail over her Works , and my salary was fifteenhundreddollars a year.

face, andwalking up and down the terrace, stole an occasional We could well afford to marry , though for that matter w
e

glancewithin. should havemarried, I suppose, if I had had but five hundred.

Shesaw a proud, cold lady , and a slim looking man , with For w
e

loved and trusted eachother perfectly , andwhenthere

iro
n

-grayhair, and restless, eager eyes. They hardly spoke to is love enough a dollar can be made to go a greatway .

eachother, andwhenthey did it waswith studied politeness. I could not help feeling just the least bit in the world tried

" Ah ! " thoughtBessie, stealing away unobserved, " during with Kate fo
r

thinking I woulddisappoint her . Never in the

al
l

theseyearstheyhave come no nearer eachother , an
din hi
s

whole course of ou
r

acquaintancehad Idone so — Iwould as soon
crownedambitionpoorClare has not found happiness . ” And have committed murder as given he

r
cause to feel sa

d
a mo

as sh
e

walkedslowly towards her home, her eyes werefull of ment .

tears, andshesaid to herself , “ I wonder if in heaven there A woman'shappiness is made up of little things , and there is

ca
n

be ambition, or if heartswhich truly love each other are no pang for her keener than to feel that the man to whomshe
onethere. " has given the noblest and purestaffection of her heart is ne

glectful of her wishes .

Girls , take the advice of an old fogy , and keepclear of the
IN SHELTON COAL MINE . young manwho makesappointmentsand fails to keep them.

Wednesdaynight came, dark , and with strong prophesies of

" You'll be certainand not disappoint me , Willie ? " storm. I went home early , and dressed to go over to Mr.

" Disappointyou ! ” exclaimed I ; " why ,Katie dear , whatever Erle’s .

pu
t

the notioninto your head that I should do that ? When “ Where are you going this dark night , William ? " askedmy

di
d I everdisappointmy darling ? " mother when I camedown -stairs.

" Never; but thenoncemust be the first time , you know , " “ I have an engagement, ” said I , evasively ; for I was still

an
d

KatieErle nestled he
r

soft cheek close to mine , and drew a boyenough to fe
el

bashfulover m
y

love -affairwith Katie .

" Unless it is a very important engagement I would not go , "

I to
ok

he
r

in
to m
y

arms — an
d

indeed I ha
d

been holding he
r

said sh
e ; " it is extremely da
rk ,and hark ! there issleetbeat

to m
y

si
de
fo
r

sometime , fo
r

w
e

were trying to sa
y

good -night . ing against th
e

windows . "

an
d

in thosedays it always took a long time to bring it Yes , she was right . . It was storming furiously already, and
thewind roared like a demondown the narrow village street as

W
e

ha
d

beenacknowledgedlovers nearly a year , and managed I stepped ou
t

upon th
e

sidewalk .to makeourselvesabout as silly as the averagelovers . I went back for an overcoat, and met my mother in the hall .

Dearlittle Katie ! Thus plainly I can seem to se
e

her even Shewas anxious aboutme. I smiled at her fears, kissedher

no
w

, lookingbackoverthe yearswhich have fledsince then . gayly , and told her not to si
t up for me. I sawher standing at

The beautiful ro
sy

fa
ce , th
e

re
d

parted lips , th
e

blue ey
e

lifted the door , th
e

la
st thing as I turnedthe angle of th
e

street , an
d

tominefrom ou
t

the tangles , an
d

curls ,and crinkles of flossy struck in
to

th
e

roadwhich le
d

past M
r.

Erle's fa
rm .brownhair, which she had tumbled all over her face as it lay The darkness was intense. I do not think I ever saw it

againstmybreast. darker .

I kissedher rapturously, and sh
e

lifted up her head and It was , as I think I remarked before, in November, and I

always fancied that November nights are darker than those of

**You'll be ve
ry

sure to comeWednesdaynight by si
x
? " said any othermonth .th
is

smallautocrat, resuming a tone of command ; There was a short cut across the fields and pastures to Mr.
going tohavechickenfricasseedand cranberrysauce. An

d
if it Erle'swhich would take m
e

there much easier,but it was a

standsaminuteover after it is ready it isspoilt .Now , William , rough path , an
d

le
d

directly across th
e

tract of land formerly
known as the Shelton Coal Mine .

Sh
e

alwayscalled m
e

William when shewished to be particu Someyearsprevious the supply of coal had beenexhausted,

newworks wereopened, and the old mine was left to darkness

" W
hy , ofcourse I w
ill

be punctual , dear . I am surprised at an
d

silence .What makesyou , Katie ? " Strange stories of this mine were told by the superstitious

“You w
ill laugh at m
e , Willie , if I tell yo
u ,and I don't like I people in th
e

vicinity .

littlesigh.

about.

pushedbackthesoft hair .

4 we are

you'll be punctual ? ' '

larlyimpressive.

you fo
r

doubtingme.
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Fantastic figures were seen dancing around the weed-over As well might I lie down and die as to make any endeavorfor
grown shafts, and lights ghostly blue and properly erratic were liberty .

to be seenany dark night flitting in and out of the entrance. I might shout until my voice perished within me, and no

O
f

coursethis was al
l

the result of a vivid imagination on the sound would ever reach the world above, but indeed if it were
part of these good people ; but it was not strange that such possible to make myself heard , the superstitious people in th

e

storieswereafloat , considering the tragedywhich had occurred vicinity would flee from the sound in terror , thinking it the call
at the Shelton Mine ten years before. of the spirits which they firmly believed inhabited the deserted

Clarke Rutherford , one of the principal owners in the works , mine .

had accidentally, while going over the mine with a party of I had been in the mine , when a boy , "several times ; it was
aristocratic friends , got separated from them , and though the possible that if I had a light I might be able to find my way to

whole mine , so far as was practicable, had been thoroughly one of the numerous entrances.

searchedfor daysafterward, he wasnever found . I bethought me of the box of lucifers , and the copies of a

There had been a suddenand terrible break of water in the fashion magazine in my pocket .

mine the very day on which he entered with the party , and it I was taking the periodicals to Katie .

was thought that he had beendrowned, and his body borne by There was a plate of the latest styles in one of them , and I

the force of the water into somefathomlesspitfall , of which the had a fancy that the lady in the blue dresswith the lace affair
dismal placewasfull . over her shoulders looked like Katie - that is , if Katie could be

The circumstance of his death was made more distressing by supposed to wearsuch an enormouschignon and such an extra
the fact that he was on the eve of marriage with a young lady ordinary trail of silk at her heels .

of birth and beauty , who was rendered insane by the sad de I took out the lucifer -box and felt in it .

struction of her hopes. Good heavens ! there were but three matches in all !

I am not a superstitiousman , and why I should fall to think I tried the first one : it flamed up brightly for a secondand
ing of Rutherford's fate on that night is more than I can expired ; another did likewise ; and on the third and last my
decide. hopes alone depended.

A thrill of somethingvery nearly akin to horror swept over I scratched it carefully . It burned clear and steady. I put it

me as I reachedthe point where the footpath diverged from the to a leaf of the magazine, torn out for that purpose, and the
main road — thepath which led acrossthe old mine . strong light illuminated my dreary prison home with almost
Just to convincemyself that I wasnot afraid I took the path , noonday splendor .

and hurried along . I stood in an extremely large high cavern , the walls of which
The night had grown darker anddarker , and the storm raged were black and glistening .

with a fury which at times half took me off my feet . There was a sboreless pool of water at the further extremity,

I mentally formed the resolution that Katie should make me stretching away to unknown regions of dreadand darkness.ample amendsfor the difficulty I had experiencedfor her sake Leaf after leaf of the book I lighted , and by the light thuswhen once I reachedher house. afforded I rushed hither and thither in the vain hope of discovI stumbled on a little longer , and then , by the extreme ering someway of egress .roughness of the footing , felt convinced that I was out of the Just as I had lighted the last leaf I perceived a narrowpaspath . sage way leading of
f

to the right , and into this I plungedwithWith frantic haste I strove to regain the right way , but appa- frantic haste .rently only blundered further from it . For some time I went The my hand shriveled to ashes and blackness, andon in this way , unable to see a hand beforeme, and beat about left me oncemore in eternal midnight .mercilessly by the fiercestorm . I went on for a little while , stumbling over loose stonesI thought of Katie . heaps of “ slack ” -and piles of débris at every step.She wassurely pouting by this time , satisfied that I was not By -and - b
y I sank down irresolute . My thoughts werewithcoming . Katie .

The fricasseedchicken and the cranberry saucewere cold , I Dear little thing ! she was in bed by this time - and I wonfelt sure ; and when I did get there I should probably have the dered if she had gone to sleep , or was crying her sweeteyesoutpleasure of coaxingmy pet into good humor . over my degeneracy.Suddenly, while full of thesethoughts , I wasconscious of the If she could only know ! If I could only tell her how hard Iground slipping from under my feet . I made a desperateeffort tried not to disappoint her !to recover myself — seized on a brush , which grew close beside I wondered if she had worn that evening the pink dress inme , only to uproot ii in an instant - and then I went down , which I had so many times told her she looked like an angel,down , down , through interminable depths of darkness, until it andwhether she had her hair loose over her shoulders, or coiledseemedthat I wasgoing on thus for ever - always falling . up at the back of her head in the careless knot which madeherI heard a dull splash at last , but did not realize that Imade look so sweetly womanly .it myself , until I felt a chill of mortal coldness in all my body , Then I got on my feet , and stumbled about for anotherlong,and then I becameawarethat I had fallen into water . weary period .I was a good swimmer , and after the first shock of surprise After a while I fell down from sheer exhaustion , and slept.

and dismay wasover , I exertedmyself and soon swam to where M
y

sleep was very sweet, my dreamspleasant , and al
l

of he
r

.my feet touchedthe bottom. How terrible was the awakening !I draggedmyself out , and sat down on the rough floor of the Again I resumed my search for an opening , and kept it upplacewhere I was, to collect , if possible , my scatteredsenses. until my strength gave out and I was forced to desist.O
f

one thing I felt tolerablycertain . I had fallen down some In this way I passed the time . I had no means of ascertainunclosedshaft of the ol
d

mine , and the only wonderwas that I ing how long I had beenthere — dayand night were al
l

th
e

samehad reachedthe bottom alive . in that dreadful place .Only the depth of water savedme . After a while I began to be very hungry . I tried to keep m
y

Such a terrible , palpabledarkness as prevailed everywhere ! thoughts from this fact , but in vain . The thought of foodmadeI put out my hands involuntarily to clutch it , full of the mewild .thought that I might compress it into lessspace, and make room Every faculty of my nature seemedabsorbedwith the animalfor light . longing for food .My hands touched the rough slimy walls of the mine , down I tore of
f

my shoes, and chewedthe leatherwith a keen relish,which the ic
e -cold waterwasdripping slowly — tantalizingly the and my coat and vest weresacrificed in the samemanner.only thing in that place of silence and despairwhich was not At last I grew very weak and tired . All desire to eat left me.speechless.

The horror of despairseized m
e

as I becamefully aware of m
y

not have dinedwith an
y

degree ofpleasure even at & king's
The thought of the most tempting viands sickened m

e
. I could

situation . table .

paper in
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Thememoryof the blue sky and the warm sunshine, thevoicesof birds and living friendswoke in me no longing. All “ BO - PEEP ."I wantedwasto rest. I wishedthat I had a soft bed to lie on It was October- and into our home, onemorn,mybonesseemed to be so old .

Came a quaint little rogue, “all shavenand shorn, "From that I fell to wondering if I were not very old , and if As funny an elf as ever was born !thiswearyfeelingwerenot old age , and I rememberspeculating
With a puckeredface and dot of a nose,

as to howold a personneed to be to die of old age.

And such wee little curled- u
p tips of toes,Then therewas a long blank , and from it I awoke with a And blushingall over red as a rose.transitorystrengthwhich venteditself in wild halloes and criesfo

r

help — theveryfirst I had utteredsincebeing in this horrible For never a bit of raimentbrought he ;But , as Fate would have it , a drawerhadwe
place.

Piled full of wee clothesas a drawercould be .Thesound of my own voicewas frightful to me . It seemedto comefrom an immensedistance, and it was echoedand re So we daintily dressedthe sprite and fedechoedfromcorner to cornerwith appalling distinctness. Tenderly hushedhim and laid him in bed,Was it a fancy, or did I really hear my call faintly answered ? And wond'ringlywatchedo'er the tiny head.Again I shouted, and this time I was sure a human voice re And , when he awoke from his blossom-like sleep,plied.

He'd so won our heartswe concluded to keepI rushedtoward the sound, and looking upward , saw a gray The dear little fellow, and called him “ Bo -peep ! " .gloominstead of the everlastingblackness. For he broughtwith him glimpses of Edenmostfair ;It convincedmethat I wasnear an opening . I tried to bound And sweetblessingslike perfumespervadedthe air ,on toward it , I tried to screamlouder , but voice and strength Upwafting our thoughtsfrom the labor and care.alikefailed, and I fell prostrate to the earth .

And daily in statureand beauty he grew,When I came to myself I was lying on the grass with my Renewinghis freshnesseachmornwith the dew,head on Katie's bosom, and her soft handswere pushing back Till earth, in his being, seemedcreatedanew.th
e

wethair from my temples, her tears falling fast upon my
And , now that he's beenwith us threeyears or more,

facethewhile.

We wonderhowe'erwe existed before" Arethechickenand cranberrysaucecold , dear ! ” ' I asked in He came, that Octobermorning, and knocked at our door !a wanderingsort of way ; and from that time forth , for daysanddays, I wasoblivious of everything . As , down throughthe daisies, he trips at my side,Afterward, when I wasmyself , I heard the whole story . And holds up theblossoms with dimples of prideI shudderlest ill shouldmydarling betide.Katiehadbeenvery angry - she confessed it to me with hersweetfacehidden on my shoulder , and her dear little hand in My heart , in its fullness of passionand love ,mine— butthenext day after she had expectedmemy mother's Goesyearninglyout to the Father above,servantcameover to inquire after me , and in her alarm Katie And prays Him , from evil , to sheltermy dove !hadforgottenher anger at once.

Searchhadbeenmadeeverywhere, but no one thought of the THE ECCE HOMO OF GUERCINO .oldmine.

Twodaysandnights passed, and they were about giving up In the centre of the grandsquare of Turin , near the Palazzoth
e

quest in despair. Real , risesmajesticallythe old palaceerected in 1416 by AmedeusSuddenly, Katie said , like a gleam of light came to her the VIII , Duke of Savoy . It is one of the finest architecturalthought of theold mine . works of Turin , although , perhaps, too elaborateand profuse inSh
e

ha
d

hardwork to persuadeany one to join her - so much point of ornamentation. This palace, or , w
e

should rather say,were th
e

people in awe of poor Rutherford's ghost - but by dint fortress, the residence of the Dukes of Savoy, was afterwardof tearsand prayersshehad at last prevailed upon th
e

old inhabited by the Duchess of Nemours , th
e

wife of Charlesminers to g
o

with her . Emanuel II , who built the fine facade and magnificentdoubleThey went to th
e

largestshaft first , and by God's providence staircase. In gratitude for these improvements, the buildingI hadbeenled to the sameplace . has sincebeencalled the Palace of Madama.Theyheardmycries, and the men would have fled in terror , The eighteenrooms on the first floor , togetherwith the grandha
d

no
t

Katie ridiculed their fears to such an extent that they hall or senate chamber, were dedicated by CharlesAlbert , to aremainedfromveryshame. public gallery of the royal collection of paintings , which thus ,Butneither of themwould risk himself to descendinto the thanks to hi
s

munificence, became a national gallery , formallymine, an
d

it wasKatie herself who had got in th
e

basket, and opened on th
e

3d ofSeptember, 1832.came to myrelief . The painting which wehave selectedfor illustration is amongSh
e

ha
s

been m
y

wife these two happy years now , bu
t

sh
e

the finest in th
e

gallery . It occupies a prominent position insa
ys

th
at

often in m
y

sleep I start up and cr
y

fo
r

help , just as I the roomcalled afterRaphael ,and is by an artist who ha
s

allieddi
d

thatnightwhenshefound me so near death . art with inspiration , John Francis Barbieri de Cento, surnamedBu
t

he
r

voiceand he
r

touch soothe m
e
, and I sleepagain , and Guercino , because he squinted .dream no morethehorrible dreamwhich has al
l

the semblance Standing before a window , opening doubtless upon somesquare filled with rabble, & weather- beatensoldier , with the
face of a hangman, clutching a stick in his muscularhand , dis
plays to the gaze of the populacehis augustvictim , from whoseORDERLYPEOPLE. — There ar
e

somepersonswho ar
e

never easy wounded ,bleeding fo
rm

he ironically tears th
e

vail . Th
e

balounlessthey ar
e

puttingyourbooks andpapers in order — that is , aroundthecelestialheadthrows into shadow th
e

ignoble figureaccordingto theirnotions of th
e

matter — an
d

hide things , le
st

which by contrastseems al
l

the more brutal an
d

debased. N
oth
ey

should be lo
st , where neither th
e

owner no
r

anybody el
se

I thing ca
n

be morenatural thanthis design , whichowesmuchca
n

fin
d

them . This is a sort of magpiefaculty . If anything of its eloquence to simplicity . W
e

admire in th
e

painting , th
eis le
ft

where yo
u

want it , it is calledlitter . There is a pedantry work of an independentgenius , which ha
s

voluntarily yielded

in housewifery as well as in the gravest concerns. Sir Walter to the severe and fecund discipline of the Florentine school,Scottcomplainedthat whenever hi
s

maid -servanthad been in while borrowing atthesametime fromTitien an
d

Veronese,

hi
s

library, he couldnot se
t

comfortably to work again fo
r

seve their life and brilliancy of color .

This painting was the last which Charles Albert donated to

CHARITY. — Th
e

higher a man's so
ul

rises above th
e

world , th
e hisgallery , although th
e

Palace of Madama possesses a dozenmorefreelyand abundantly do hi
s

tears flow fo
r

others , asth
os
e

cloudswhich ar
e

highest above th
e

earth pour forth th
e

Homocommands th
e

mostattention , an
d

is th
e

most frequently
copied.

of dreadreality .

ra
l

days.

mostplenteousshowers.
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am !"

you.'

me,

cry - it wasalmosta shout, it startledme— come!' and here I"HIS WIFE ."

You , Captain Frank ! Why-why-I was thinking ofCUAPTOP. I.
" If that is intended for a welcome, thank you. And whatE was a young man then: but wereyou thinking of sir ?' 'twenty-seven, and he was very Captain Frank Jocelyn wasa wealthyman, chief officerof hispoor. Pray, permit this brusque own yacht, th

e

Meteor, and rather relishing hi
s

importance ;announcement of hi
s

misery . It therefore, the gentleman -sailor's speechand actionsmacked ofis a factwhich must be fully un- nautical bluffness. A man of forty -five, or thereabouts, tall ,derstood, in order that his sub - bronzed, and tawny -bearded. A jovial soul , seemingly ; asequent conduct may be com- hearty companion, certainly ; a man who would please, in fact ,prehended. Take it at its worst , if onemight except an unpleasant glitter in his blue eyes. Itthen , and fancy a threadbare was like the gleam and the flash of sunlight upon water, butcoat , an empty Jarder , a few uponsmoothly treacherouswater . Such wasCaptain Frank .pence jingling in a well -worn “ What is wanting , my boy ? ' 'purse , and Gerald Cranstoun , “ I believed you in Albany . I intended running up to seeproprietor of thesegoods andchattels ,reck- you , to -night . ”lessly worshiping , after his mad manner , Running up to seeme ? You speaklike a man of means. 'one mistress only , his profession. It had “ Do I ? ” broke in Gerald , very hotly . “ I speaklike a fool .come - destitution — it held wide his door , then . A man of means ! Listen . Have these the chink ofand starvation stood upon the threshold . gold ? " He rattled the pennies in hi
s

purse.“ I shall find him to -morrow , " muttered " My dear fellow ! "

Cranstoun , raising his pale face from his Captain Frank's hand was raised, but the other arrested thehands. “ I mustfind him . He is rich . Imovement by an imperiousgesture .shall not ask for money, but he is rich - such " Don't stir ! ” he exclaimed, savagely. " Don't do that !menhavefriends. Yes , I shall go to Albany in the morning . Curse it ! I'd strangleyou if you did that . Don't touch yourI haveenoughfor that . If he refuses, why , then I must aban- pocket. I want no charity . "do
n

this, andturn to somethingelse . I am young , and strong , " What then ? "an
d

willing. Heaven be good ! So young , that were it not for Assistance of another kind . I want pay for servicesrendered.th
at

crackedglass, I would swear myself fifty ; so strong , that Get m
e

some decent employment, at which I may earn myafter a tolerablyshort walk , I might sink , exhausted ; so will bread. You cando it . "in
g

, that if thefiend himself stoodhere to barter for my soul , - You are content to abandonyour profession ? "I'd clinchthe bargain upon his own terms. Dear Satan, re My profession ! Experience what I have experienced, thenmemberFaust, andcome ! " talk of a profession . "" Ar
e

youcallingme ? " A man stood in the doorway. “ I " If you could , would you retain it ? ” 'w
as groping m
y

way , exploring , sounding , when I heard your " Would I ? ' ' The pale faceflushed, and the haggard eyes

66
99
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M
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m
a
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KNEELING AT HER FEET, HIS HANDCLASPEDHERS, YOUWILL NOTLEAVE M

E
! H
E

CRIED. "
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werelighted. “ Would I ? Ah, my life isthere ; my very life ! | impossibility. Now, listen to reason, my boy. You havebeen
I love it as other menmight love a mistress. Think of my sore talking nonsense; my ward is as pure as an angel, as capricious
extremity when I turn from it." as a woman, as beautiful as an houri, and as rich as she needbe.
Therewasa pathetic pleading in the man's voice, and Captain I swear to you, upon the memory of our mothers, that thereis

Jocelyn noticed it. no dishonorin this affair. A caprice, nothing more-- will you
“Tell me," said he, “tell me how all this ill has come to humor it ? At the neat figure of twenty thousand . Think of it

you . I knew this , that you werenot rich , as we reckon riches , --no more care, no more torment . "

but I did not know , " with a glance at their wretched surround And he had so much ! Heaven help him ! A hard battle
ings , “ I never fanciedyou in want , Tell me -- w

e

are cousins , was being fought whilst he sat there , his face hidden in hi
s

remember, sisters' children - being the elder , I assumethe right hands . Presently he raised his head , in his defiant, reckless

of quiestioner, and , it may be , mentor . Speak ! " way :

Sisters' children , in truth , but the captain's mother had been “ I am content , " he said . “ Let us concludethe sale, for sale
worldly -wise , and the physician's merely foolish . Laura and it is . I am willing to believe that there is no actual shame, but
her rich banker , Berthaand her poor husband, had gone the on

e

that there is a mystery, evenyou may not deny . "

way, leaving behind , each, her treasure. So when the captain Thus was the treaty madeand ratified .

returned - he had beenabsentupon a ten years' cruise - it was

to find matters in a sorry plight . The next morning found Gerald Cranstoun at Jocelyn Farm .

“ I left you a lad , fired with hope and ambition . I find you Here were no tokens of merry -making . For al
l

that was evi
Badlychanged. How is this , Gerald ? " dent , theremight have been a burial instead of a wedding. In

A long story , but the youngertold it in few words . Sickness, the library , the new -comersmet two men .

death, had eaten up the little property left by his father ; then “ The lawyer and the minister ; my cousin , Mr. Cranstoun,

from his studies he had taken no thought to give hi
s

wants . gentlemen, ” brusquely announced the host , then quitted them.

Being alone now , he had affected a cheerful contempt for his Lawyer and minister were nothing abashed at this singular
pinching poverty . presentation ; they bowed and kept silence. As for Gerald , he

“ My time will come, " he would say, and so , fall to hi
s

books was like one in a dream. At one moment he inwardly cursed
with unabatedzeal . his folly ; at another , he applauded his resolution .

But want camefirst , and like the shamelessvirago that she proachedthe fire . The long ride upon that mid -winter night
was , made such ado, that the poor fellow , now fully realizing had chilled him to the heart . He glanced at his companions;

hi
s position , was upon the verge of a reckless action , when they werestern - seemingmen , calmand utterly unmoved by th
e

chancethrew this old friend in his path . singularity of the proceeding at which they were assisting. Im

“ Th
e

papers told of your return , cousin Frank , and I would pelled by some irresistible influence , the intended bridegroom
have gone to you . ” addressedthem . Neither vouchsafed an answer, yet eachme

“ I have saved you the trouble , " said the other , dryly . “ Ichanically raised a hand in warning . There was something
have come to you . I have come to make you an offer . " ghostly in this pantomimic protest . Gerald shrugged bi

s

shoul

“ O
f

what ? Let it be anything - honorable, of course, I mean ders, and gave an impatient thrust at the fire . From the glow-of what ? ' ' ing massshot forth a thousand sparkling fairy -lights . At that

" Of a wife . ” moment the door opened, and Captain Frank Jocelyn , leading a

woman , entered.I will not believethat they are one . " Here was no bridal attire . A plain gray silk , closely but

" A duchess ? A royal princess who covets my ancestral toned , fleecyfalls of rich lace, and that was al
l , exceptthe radi

acres ? " askedGerald , sneeringly . ant loveliness , heaven's bestgift .

“ Neither ; simply a young girl , beautiful and rich . " “ This is the lady , " declared the captain .

The good faith of this assurancewas not to be doubted. It “ Madame , I - I— " stammeredthe physician .

proclaimeditself in everyquietly -utteredword . Spare compliments or excuses, " interrupted his cousin.

“ Where are her parents ? " “ Mr. Cranstoun , Miss Chester . "“ Dead . " Miss Chesterbent in a stately courtesy. The lady waspolite ,“ Who is her guardian ? " nothing more . Neither trembling nor nervously expectant. If“ I am . love had driven her to this extraordinary proof of preference," Where has she seenme p ' that love was well under control .

** She has never seenyou . “ She is certainly very beautiful , ” thought Gerald .

“ Is she aware of this proposition ? " . She certainly was . And they were a handsomecouple, for , if“ Yes , and approves it . " the bride was as fair as the mother of Cupid , the groom was as“ Indeed ? Are there any conditions to be imposed ? ” ' grand and as haughty as a Medici .“ These : You may not see the lady until the moment of “ You are a brave woman , madame. Are you ready ? ” .marriage — that marriage will be a form , nothing more . You She gave no heed to the words , but placed her hand in hi
s

.
will abandon al

l right to the woman whom you will have Then minister and lawyer arose.wedded, part from her then and there . You will bind yourself It was done. The law had made them husband and wife.

by a solemn oath to forego al
l

inquiries and pursuit . These Miss Chester's responseshad been faint and low ; Gerald Cranare extraordinary demands ; their harsliness will be toned by a stoun's , clear and sonorous .munificence as extraordinary . In return for--- " “ Let no man put asunder , ” said the latter ; he was repeating“ Pray, do not hesitate. In return for the use of my name ? ” ' the minister's words : “ Man shall not . You aremine ! ”

“ Well , yes, in return for the use of your name , you may She whom he had married , raised her eyes to his — whatenjoy a fortune of , say, twenty thousand dollars . wondrouseyesthey were, so full of tenderpleadiug ! H
e

could
will be assured you . It is small , no

t

sufficient to tempt a have sworn that tears trembled upon th
e

long lashes, he couldRothschild , I confess, but onemay contrive to exist upon less. " have sworn that the red lips quivered .“ Is that all ? ' '

“ You will not leave m
e

” —he was kneeling at her feet, hi
s

" That is all . "

hand claspedhers . " You will not ." You wish an answer ? " This is only a cruel jest.

I was a covetous wretch . Wealth won me . Love holdsme.

“ Undoubtedly . "

" Then , I refuse! Hear me, I refuse! I shall be made a screen
Say that your are poor , say that you will learn to endure m

e
;

for no fine madame'sdishonor . I havenot fallen so low , thank
say this , and bid me rise , thrice -blessed, oh , m

y

wife ! "

He was young , you see. Cruel want had not yet perverted or

God ! I am verypoor , bu
t

, being of your blood , si
r , you should steeledhis heart . And she ? Why , th
e

tears hadstolen fromknow that I am very proud .

a -beggingfor a husband, marry her yourself . "

As for this woman who goes her lashes , and la
y

upon her ivory cheeks , bu
t

no word would

" My franknesscompels m
e

to confess that you propose an

she speak .

Say it ! ” he whispered.

" The

" Not so . -

1
1

.

That sum
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"She would, my boy, if she could,” interrupted Captain " What of the twomen? Who were they?"
Frank. “ Don'tdistressher, there's a good fellow." " I am sorry, si

r , not to be able to say . They werestrangers
GeraldCranstounsprang to his feet . in theseparts . 'Whymayshenot ? "

It wasuseless to questionfurther . Boonewas utterly unable

" I will tell you presently. " to furnish one clue ."Tell menow. '

The seekerwas in the city again . He could afford to let time
Theywerealone, th

e
three -minister and lawyer had with go by now , fo

r

thousands were lying in the bank vaults, and
drawn as soon as theceremonyhad beenconcluded. twenty of thesewerehis . Of that he had assuredbimself . The

" Tellmenow. '

document wherebyGerald Cranstoun, physician, in considera

" Verywell. She is deafanddumb! ” tion of a certainsum secured to himself , and of which he might

" GreatGod ! "

touch the interest alone , would renounceand forego al
l

claim

“What differencecan it make ? Shewill be nothing to you . upon Eleanor Chester, even should justice recognizehis legiti

A deafmute! Bah ! Husbands may sigh for them - single mate right , had been signed by the groom , with lawyer and
men do notseekthem. That is an error . '

minister as witnesses. So far , the agreementhad beenratified.

Thejovialsailorspokewith the skepticism of a man of the So far , at least , there had beenhonorable dealing. With com
world.

fort hadcome a certainshame, thatwastrue ; but then , he would

" I shallprotecther . "

usehis purchase-money to find her. Such was Gerald's arguGeraldCranstounsaid this with a quiet determination ; then , ment — such his firm resolve. How he succeeded, we shall see.

opening hi
s

note-book, rapidly tracedthesewords : Acting with decision, he tracedhis plan . Studiesmust be ne

" I havejust learnedyour affliction . I am your husband glected for a time , the whilom studentwas of
f

to Europe. At

now. Give m
e

theright I seek, the right of a protector. Keep the New York banking -house he had failed to learn anything
yourwealth. I do not wish it . ”

of the captain's movements, beyondwhat Boone had alreadySh
e

read, andherewasher written reply : told him . To Liverpool he might tracethe object of his search,

" I thankyou. Respectyour oath . I ask no more . and to Liverpool he went . Thence, with the vigilance of a pro" Sh
e

refuses! ” cried the captain . “ You havemade a chiv- fessionaldetective, he followed to France , to Italy , to Germany.alrousoffer, and she rejects it . It was an unfair proceeding. The search had become a chase, and Europe was the hunting
however. There is really nothing to be done but leaveher ; as ground . In this manner were months consumed. Near thea gentleman, youshould obey. " end of the second year , he found himself again in London .

" I shall do so .

There , letters wereawaiting him - letters of importance. From"Come, my dear. "

these he learned that the man whosewatchfulnesshad so perTh
e

captaintook her hand . A haughty bow , as she passed plexedhim , now lay ill , and that , too , nigh him . From Portfromtheroom, wasthesole farewell vouchsafed to Gerald . land Place to Brompton , with what feverish impatiencedidCranstouncount the streets ! They seemedinterminable . Ah ,An hourlater,GeraldCranstounwas on hi
s

way to th
e

city , here was the house - a modest little one , to hold so great amalericher by twenty thousand dollars , made poorer by hi
s

secret !barteredfreedom

“ Captain Jocelyn . "Withthesewordshad Captain Jocelyn bidden him “ God The servant's long facelengthened.speed" :

Captain Jocelyn , si
r
? "“ After al
l , it may be but a question of time . Supposing the "Yes , yes, I wish to seehim . He wrote to me , but his lettercontrary, yo

u

know , it was a mere businessform , by which you has just reached m
e

. I have been absent. Tell him that hisar
e

th
e

gainer. " cousin is here . "H
e

whohadreceivedhis price , could not retort . " Captain Jocelyn ? Why , he is dead, si
r
! He died thisSo th
us

it w
as

that th
e

young physician found a stepping- morning . ”stone to fameandgreatwealth , fo
r

these were not denied him And this wasthe end. The blowalmoststunnedthesearcher.
Mechanically he followed the man to the chamber, where lay
the jovial scoffer. But an ugly pallor hadoverspreadthesailor'sCHAPTER II . ruddy flush of health ; through the half -closedlids gleamednow

no mocking , treacherouslight ; the sun - brownedhandswere deO you imagine that he remained cently folded ; the strong limbs swathed in a winding sheet ; dewith folded hands ? The week fol cidedly , the light -heartedfellow had donewith jests and laughlowing the marriage , he returned te
r
, and al
l

dealings , whether false or fair .to Jocelyn Farm . To his surprise , " What has becomeof
the old place was closed. From “ Who , si

r
? "Boone, the captain's factotum, he “ The lady who waswith him ? "learnedthat his cousin had sailed “ Bless you , si

r , there's never been a lady with him . "for Europe , just five daysbefore . The captain'sown servantsaid it , and this servanthad beenAlone , Boone declared, and it was a companionthroughout themaster'swanderings.evident that the manwas truthful What could Gerald Cranstoun do ? Nothing , but wait untilin hi
s

protestations, that he knew thewill was read, fo
r

there was a will . This gave to hi
s

cousinnothing of Miss Chester. A lady the entire property of thedeceased, “ in atonement fo
r

a greathad been there fo
r

a day or two , wrong done . ”that was not to be denied . She Those werethe words. No other mention of th
e

wrong, no alhad come with two gentlemen, lusion to the marriage , nothing but fortune given for a lifeand shehad gonewith them. madewretched.“ Was she a mute , a deaf mute ? ” asked So the captain's body was taken to America , and laid in theGerald, nervously . Then the heir , nothing daunted, recommenced“ A deafmute , si
r , " assentedBoone. “My his search.master's ward , poor thing ! You see, si

r , “ Somethingtells me that I shall succeed, ” he said , andwithwhen thecaptain'shere , my wife and I ar
e

at this conviction he worked untiringly .the house - my wife is housekeeper there .Alone , we are morecomfortable here in thiscottage. When the master's at home, things
mustwork differently , however. That's how The chateau of Czaslau is not manymiles from the town ofw

e

know al
l

aboutMiss Chester.8kindheart. Yes , indeed, si
r . "

A beautiful creature, and Weimar , in Saxony . Wide -spreadingforest -trees almost con
ceal theold stonebuilding which frowns out from the shadow

66

later.

D

Jocelyn vault .

CHAPTERIII .
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asmight an ugly giant from his cave. A sense of desolation “ My sister is ill , " Bella would say , in her confidential way .

hangs like a pall about the place. Sunlight may flash upon " You must not think strangely of her . ”

the ivy -cladgables, and dart quivering rays athwart the sway So the acquaintancethus establishedstrengthened ; the sum
ing vines , but the samesunlight drinks the dewfrom the grassy mer wore on ; the visits to Czaslau becameevents of daily oc
mounds in Weimar's churchyards, and quivering rays flash currence, yet never again had Miss Salisburyconsented to receive
upon prim white grave -stones, and betweenthese narrow houses her sister's guest . Guest ? The child had grown to regardhim
and that great castlethere seemsbut little choice. At least so as her lover . She showedthis , not by any glaring preference or

think the honest country -folk , who shunthe placeand passwith bold speech, but by those thousandlittle half -avowals into which
quickened steps, and tell of wickedmen and fearful deeds, and through her very innocence - a pure -minded girl may be le

d
.

crimesfor which heavenholds the punishment . The man of the world held her secretbeforeshe had daredcon

But evidently therewerepersons of otherand strongerminds ; fess it to herself — but the man of the world was honorable, and

for one summer's day came daring mortals to dispute posses- so reasonedthe matter .

sion with ghostsand evil spirits . It was true , this old place, “ I love her , but not as I might have loved - th
e

other, " he de
which the present proprietor , a wealthy nobleman, held in ab- cided . Then he wrote pleasant adieux , and was of

f
to Paris.

horrence, was to become, in fact , had become, the home of two Will it be credited ? Before the week was out , he was again at

womenand their few servants. Weimar . Going straightway to Czaslau , Bella came to him .

Now , destinymust bring Gerald Cranstoun to Weimar . Being “ I knew that you would return ! ” she cried . “ I have

at Weimar , what more natural than that he should , upon the waited for you ! ”

very day of his arrival , ride out to see the far - famedWitch's " And I have comefor you . Bella , will you marry ! "

Spring ? TheWitch's Spring , just beyondthe chateau of Czaslau , He spoke very gravely , but , in truth , the question was no

was well in its way , but better far was the chance which led | light one . Be lenient with this man . He was worn and
him there in time to rescue a young girl from a perilous posi- harassed, and sorely tempted . He who so longed for a home
tion . Unfortunately , however, fo

r

the romance of this affair , could not drift by this fair haven without one supplicating cr
y

.

the simple truth makes of it an every day rencontre. The girl And Bella ? She gave her answer between a sob and smile :

was standing upon the brink of the spring , as the American's “ I am afraid that Gertrude doesnot like you , Mr. Cranstoun.

horse came dashing up . An unguarded movement upon the I am sure of it . She said that if you returned , I should not se
e

wet andmoss -grown stones, and , behold ! the quietdreamerhad you again . ”

become a modern Nymph of the Fountain . " In heaven's name , what does she know of me ! There,

Upon the instant was Gerald by her side , whilst she, don't cry , dear , and don't call me “ Mr. Cranstoun. ' Let it be

laughing , blushing , and half in tears , proffered thanks and " Gerald. ' Now , I shall demand an interview with your sister.

apologies. These things must be explained . I will convince her that I am

"Have no fear , ” our gentlemanspoke in his mother tongue . a gentleman. You will marry me , Bella ? "

“ Calm yourself . You cannot understand my satisfaction at “ She is very positive , and I am only eighteen, ” sighed dis
having been enabled to proffer assistance to a country -woman , consolateBella .

for you are American , or English , at least . "

She laughed — such a musical gem of a laugh ! The interview with Miss Salisbury was requestedand ac

“ My accenthas betrayedme. I shall never , neverlearn this corded. The following evening , then , Gerald was usheredinto
barbaric language. Why , English , of course ; and you ? " the dimly -lighted chamber. The invalid reclined in her great
American , of course. ' chair ; the suitor sat besideher . The latter had just finished a

Then followed a self -presentation, to which the girl responded confession, a painful one , to judge by the constrained silence;

in such a quaintly child -like manner , that Gerald Cranstoun an honorable one , assuredly - fo
r

the secret of his life wasthus
listenedwith a strange delight . She was Bella Salisbury , and laid bare .

he should go , she declared, to Czaslauwith her . Did he know " And youdid not love her ? "
where it was ? Gertrude would be so grateful . Yes , he must 6. When I married her --no . "
BeeGertrude. " And since ! "

" Who is Gertrude ? " he asked. “ Since ? Why , everythought and action hasbeenconsecratedMy sister , " said she. “ The bestand dearest sister in the to her , " he frankly admitted .

world . Poor Gertrude ! " " And yet you profess to love Bella ? "

“ Is she an invalid ? " was the natural question . “ God willing , I shall be to Bella a true and kind husband. "

“ Yes ; shewill thank you , Mr. Cranstoun, for she loves me “ Have you no fear that I may reject your suit ? " 'dearly . ” " No. I have seen you but once before to -day , yetwould I

Which assertion Mr. Cranstoun could readily believe. His trust my life in your hands . It is so difficult to explain my
companion was small , delicately formed , and hazel -eyed, with self , without incurring a suspicion of conceit . You know veryprettily - tinted cheeks, and a profusion of brown curls , tucked little of me , yet surely that little , told by he

r
, has been in m
y

away in the little silken net . A very lovable creature. The favor . Why do you dislike me ? Can you put your fingeruponlonely man's heart throbbed beneath th
e

magnetism of her anything in my past , bu
t

that wretched marriage ? Even thatnature. may be explained, and that you would never haveknown , had
This , then , was th

e

return upon that summer morning , he I not intended to ac
t

honestly . She whom I married is deadleading hi
s

horse, upon which rode th
e

girl , fo
r
, with a sprained to me , at least . I think of her as of th
e

dead, very tenderly,

ankle , walking was impossible. A woman at a lower window very reverently . She never loved me , Bella does. Let Bella be

stoodwatching them as they came up the avenue. The woman my wife . "

was Gertrude Salisbury , and when Bella and her cavalier en " She is not rich . "

tered, she had left the window , and sat away of
f

in the darkest “ I have enough - I can assureyou of that . ”corner of the darkenedroom . By the dim light , Gerald divined " You know nothing of us ; who weare. 'her drooping form . “ I am satisfied that you are gentlewomen . "“She suffers, I am sure , " he thought . “ My sister must not be sacrificed , ” she commenced.The sound of her voicethrilled him like a strain of tenderest
melody , and then , despiteher age - sh

e

couldnot be young - de- out reserve,

“ Miss Salisbury , le
t

us understandeachother . Speakwith

I

spite her misfortune-she wasbent and feeble - despiteher som
pray . What do you know of me ? "

“ Know of you ? ' 'bre robeand closewhite cap, he closed his eyesand bowed his
head , and listened breathlesslywhen she spoke .

The pale face turned to him seemedyet more haggard. Seen

Bella was right . Gertrude Salisbury'sthanks were full of Th
e

ol
d fancy of he
r

suffering or sorrow cameback to hi
m .

in the constant twilight of the room , it touchedhim strangely.

heartfelt earnestness; yet piercing this was a quiet reserve.Gerald understood it fully , when he had called repeatedly at the

“ Who has not borne an anguish ? ” he went on , gently.

chateau, without again beholding its mistress.

“ That should make us pitiful , one to the other .

you ever heard of me ? N
o good , I know . Tell me . "

2

What have
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well."

andhope,

whistlingamongthebarebranches. Now, as then, the cheery

Dreamingagain, evenwith that rustling nigh him ?

197
Quickuponhis questioncameher cry: “ Pray, call your mistress."" Takeher! Marry her now ! Do not wait ,do not leaveme No answercame. He turned - and then - then- hecried out

timetothink, or Imay refuseher to you. Ah , I, too, love her, in a mighty fear and joy. Beforehim stooda womanin a robeandsoI provemy love !"
of pearly gray, with falls of laceabouther throat and hands"Your affectionmust now be a divided one," said Gerald, the womanwhom, five yearsbefore, hehad weddedin this very

withwell-assumedcheerfulness. " You will be my sister, as room!
" Eleanor !"" Takeher!" How sheclung to the permissionso singularly No phantom. For shecameto him, and kneelingat his feet,

accorded. “ Takeher. You are right. You will bevery happy said but this :now. The womanwhom you married is dead. There is no “ Forgive !"thingtofear. Heavenwill dealjustly by you. Bella must not Two simple words, but theyborea pardonand its acceptance;suffer. Yes , shelovesyou . I know it , I know it . " they told of a fervent love and its requital — of peace,Wastherenothing to fear ? Not three days later , the girl and joy for evermore ! He raised her in his arms and kissedwhowould have been Gerald Cranstoun's wife was brought her upon brow and lips .home_dead. An unmanageablehorse - a moment of timorous “ Tell me all , ” said he .indecision- a plunge of the maddenedbrute — a fall — and then And she told him al
l

. Not calmly , as it is recountedhere ,

an inanimateform lifted and borne past the window of Miss but in a brokenway . Strength of purposewasutterly gonenow .

Salisbury'sroom; andMiss Salisbury , concealed by the curtains , She had been Captain Jocelyn's daughter - not hi
s

ward .

hadwitnessed it all !

Her mother , a poor girl whom the jovial sailor had secretly
Hadwitnessed it , had heard the crashupon the flagstones of married and then abandoned, died when Eleanor was but a

th
e

court, andnowstood like one bereft of reason. There was child . Stung by remorse, the father adopted the little oneand

a wildanguish, a pitiful self -upbraiding in that cry . educatedher . He was the guardian of this orphan , he declared

" Sh
e

is not dead ! She is not dead ! Ah , good Father in to curious friends ; and as a guardian the world regardedhim .

heaven, giveher life againand let m
e

die ! " Now , the captain's easymorality wasnot his sole shortcoming.

Howdid GeraldCranstoun bear this shock ! With a dumbHe had been a spendthrift , he had gambled, he had frittered
resentment, it must be confessed. away a fine fortune and stood upon the verge of bankruptcy" I am accursed, ” he said , looking down on that ghastly face. when chancebefriendedhim ." Is th

is

heaven'sgentledealing ? ” ! A distant relative— & wealthy and eccentric bachelor - had
They of theplacehad sent for him , but he had not yet seen made a will in favor of Gerald Cranstoun. Of coursethe officerMissSalisbury. Nor might he . A positive messageshe sent wasnot forgotten , but the youngerkinsman wasthe heir . The

himthesameday.

former , who was with the dying man , contrived by artful" W
e

neednevermeetagain . I could not find the strength . scheming and manipulation to securethis paper and offer an

I darenotyet speak of he
r

. Go , then . Rememberthe woman other in its place. It is needless to say that.by this Captainwhomyouhaveloved . "

Jocelyn inherited — which , to every one , seemedbut commonBellawasburied in a quiet churchyard , but her sisterwasnot justice , for Captain Frank Jocelyn had been most touchingly
present. Indeed, but few stood around the grave ; for these devoted to the sufferer. So far , all waswell . Now came a bitwomen ha

d
le
d

very lonely lives . Even the lover knew nothing of statecraft .morethanthattheywereorphanedand quite alone . The Eng With the thought of Gerald's poverty camethis inspiration .lis
h

relatives, of whom the poor child had sometimesvaguely The man would not acknowledge hi
s

daughter, but in hi
s

selfish
spoken, wereevidentlynursing their grief at home . way he loved her . That she should be provided for he had deBefore hi

s

finaldeparture, Gerald pleadedlong and vainly fo
r

termined ; more, she should have a husband, a protector, if

an interviewwith Miss Salisbury . harm ever befell her model father . Thought and action went" Whyshould I se
e

you ! She is dead . ” hand in handwith this sharp worker . We know the lure withAndthis had beenher constant reply to his entreaties. As which he temptedGerald - money . Eleanor now madeknownhe rodeaway, sh
e

stoodwatching from he
r

hiding -placebehind th
e

deviceswhich had won her . A pretendedmisery, an abjectth
e

curtains. When th
e

great gatesclangedafter him , and th
e

humiliation , an implied crime ; and al
l

this from onewhonow
echo of hi

s

horse'shoofscame clattering through the stillness , confessedhimself her father . Would she savehim ? Need hewhy , then sh
e

knelt and prayed . Yet One only heard that ask ?prayer.

“ D
o

with me as you will , " she had said .

Then he purchased a husband. The two men - lawyer and
minister — having receivedtheir price, had gone to their homesin a distant State .HREE years later , “ There ! ” gleefully exclaimedthis plotter when al

l

wasover.Gerald Cranstoun , a " There ! Who now dare accuseme of treachery or injustice ?bachelor still , was in I enjoymy wealth . I keepyou , m
y

child . If CranstounbehavesNew York when he bimself he shall have both - perhaps. If it had not beenforreceived a letter from my cleverstory of youraffliction he would have rebelled. I amCarson, the house- right . I mean well . ”keeper at Jocelyn So well , in fact , that when he found death drawing nigh heFarm . This letterwas , fell into a grievous fear . He would have righted all thesein fact , an urgent ap- minor considerationshad time been given him . His will repealfor hi
s

immediate presence in the storedthe property, but hi
s

will made no mention of themarcountry. riage . That his lips only must confess, and his lips weredumbCome, sir , " wroteCarson. " Youmust when the wronged man stood by him . To Eleanor the captaincome ; for this is anaffairof life or death . " had always wantonly falsified everyaction of GeraldCranstoun.He went , arriving at the old place at H
e

was base and shamelessly profligate, averred the truthfulnightfall . How near to him now seemed father , And she incredible as it may seem - sheloved him ,th
at

wretched pa
st

! Now , asthen ,the winter winds were loved th
e

manwho scorned he
r
.But pride temperedlove . When she found herself alone in

ment of th
e

furniture . An
d

innothing di
d

he fin
d
itchanged so sh
e

could ac
t

w
ith

independence.Many sorrowshadsickenedHe had her of life . She had grown morbidly distrustful . She no longer
She claimed Bella's , and was Gertrudefancyingit a servant, he spokewithout looking around . Salisbury now .

CHAPTERIV .

1 )

be
d

th
em

th
e

ro
om

itself th
everygrouping an
d

arrange th
e

captain'smunificence, sh
e

ha
d

acomfortableincomesecured ,
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“What was Bella to you ?'' askedGerald.
Her sister, she believed- here the low voice faltered - at least

THE FISHERMAN'S BABY .

her father had inferred as much when he bade her be kind to
the little orphan who made one of a stranger's nestlings. It The fact that " in the midst of life we are in death" is
must havebeenso, for shegrew to love the child with a sister's rendereddoubly emphatic in the caseof those hardy men, who,

sacrificinglove. dwelling on the bleak and rocky coast, earn a scanty and
" Great heaven!” danger-fraught living as fishermen. Doubtless, born to the

“ It must have been. I know nothing of her mother. Her occupation, the immediate presenceof death through the perils

foster-parents, who were English working peopleof the better of the deep is considerably lessened; yet the occasionallossof
class, said that whenan infant she had beensent to them with a boat, with someof these industrious men in it , cannotfail to

awell -filled purse—that from time to time came money —but recall to them the precarioustenure of their lives.

not onc word. More than this they could not tell . I took Our engraving representsa sceneoften beheld in the humble
Bella. Shebelievedherself my sister - believedthat her father cottages of this class, and scarcely requires any description.
had disliked her ; in that dislike she found a reason for his The eldest boy has already adoptedthe adventurousoccupation,

coldnesstoward her. I could not bring myself to confessthe and is preparedto follow his father's footsteps. The fisherman
truth . She was ignorant of my past —of our marriage." is lighting his pipe, while the baby is crowing in its mother's

“ Where were you when your father died ? " lap . Altogether , it is a picture full of thought for al
l

who take

“ I had gone for Bella . H
e

sent for her . You questionedhis an interest in the deepstill music of humanity .

servant, who professed to know nothing of me . The man was
bribed . I had returned , I divined my father's intention

he would have confessedall . My soul was full of bitterness
GERMAN GIRLS PLAYING ON STILTS .

then , for I believedyou very culpable. I determined that you
should know nothing . The servant aided me in my under

The German girls are very active and robust , and like the in

habitants of most old nations , indulge in their time -honored
taking . You were deceived. When you had sailed for New
York , then with my charge I went upon the Continent . I man sports with immense spirit . A recent traveler gives a graphic

sketch of a scene he beheld in Ulm , on the Rhine , where he

aged to secureCzaslau. There we led a secluded life . Then
you came,and when w

e

met , you sa
w

bu
t

a poor creature , ill girls on stilts ,who were running a race .

suddenly found himself in the midst of a score of fine healthy

an
d

feeble. That quiet dress , I wore it always then -- that speed theyhadattained on theseancomfortable kind of supports
The ease, daring and

darkenedchamber — that illness , no
t

wholly assumed — a comedy astonishedhim , and he w
as equally surprised to find that alal
l

— bu
t

th
e

cleveractress w
as
a woman with a breaking heart . though they raced in an apparently carelessmanner , no
t

on
e

ofO
h , how I suffered ! "

" That is finished now , " and he kissed away her tears .
them fell , or dropped her stilts .

“ Eleanor , was it simply faith in al
l

thosevile accusationswhich
led you to warn Bella ? Was it that alone ? " KITTY .

" No , " said she. “ That I believed those things , is true
that I loved you , is true . I was - jealous. I was wretched. I

was upon the point of avowing al
l

to you when that child CHAPTERXXVII . - PITFALLS.

acknowledgedthat you loved her . Then I hated myself for my
weakness. I badeyou take her . It was a madnessfor which I R. NORMAN finally fixedtheday

would have atonedhad she lived . " for leaving Paris , and Lauracount

“ She is dead. It is better so . Shewould have sufferedmost ; ed the hours , as they passed by ,

fo
r
, sooner or later , w
e

would have known this truth - and with a terrible feeling of reluct

then - Tell me, had I married Bella , would ever have Could she go ? Shesaid to

learnedanything of this ? " herself a dozen times a daythat

" No. My course was marked . Had you married her I she could not , and yet she was
would have made one of some religious sisterhood. What possessed of so little resisting
could I have done else ? ' ' power , that she made no legiti

" And now ? " mate effort to stay . She took

“ I am your wife , " shemadeanswer, simply . everybody in her confidence by

to our home. I bave dreamed of this . I followed you from turns Mrs. Cornford , Vittoria ,

Europe . In al
l

this time I have beennear you . I said to my Tommie , even Monsieur Puig , and
self , ' Patienceyet a little longer . If he loves me still he will eachgave her counsel, thoughnot
wait . ' I dared not come to you then . It seemedto me that of an available sort . O

f Perryshe
Bella stood between us . Yesterday I camehere . I told Carson could not make a confidant, for
enough to convince him of the necessity of sending for you . some inexplicable reason, and the conscious
Tell me now " -looking up in his face— “ tell me now , do you ness of having a secret from him madetheir
love me as you loved her ? " conversations less sympathetic and less de

" Remembermyconfessionwhen I askedyou for her - remem lightful to look back upon . Once or twice
ber that , oh , my beloved ! " he had said to her :

" I remember ; and that one moment of joy brightened al
l “ You look ill ; you si
t among Mrs. Corn.

my pastmisery. In the recollection of that moment I find the ford's oils too much . You should not come

couragefor this avowal . I love you , I love you . " to her in the hottest part of the day, " ac

A perfecthappiness ! Through tangled paths , 'neath lower companying the words with an underlying
ing skies , to find suchpeace at last ! concernwhich se

t

the child's heart beating almost wildly . It

was quite a new thing to Laura to find her small individuality

recognised to the full by another person . Kitty had done it ,

DISAPPOINTMENT. — Perhaps in every situation in life it is ne but Kitty was not a man , and Kitty was too much in th
e

cessarythat hope should be fir
st

lessened by disappointment , habit of recognising individualities to render he
r

recognition
before th

e

buoyancy of th
e

human mind will permit it to de
s

inestimable . Perry was so delightfully naive in hi
s approval of

cend to the level of an evil fortune.

teaches hi
m

th
e

difficulty of th
e

attempt , he w
hohas fallen m
ay

fo
r

everybodyexcepting himself , th
at

on
e

fe
lt

attracted to bi
enUntil a frustrated effort persons and things , and at the sametime so full of reverence

hope to rise again ; and it is only when an exertion has been as to a child . Even whilst he was praising her , Laura seemed
madewith lessenedmeans that we learn the value of advan to be protecting him , and the need to go on protectinghim
tageswhich have been long enjoyed , bu

t

with an undue esti- grew strongerwithin he
r

day by day .

mate of their importance. If he said , “ O
h , Laura ! who will make me leave of
f

work

ance.

" I have come

.
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dowhateverybodywiser than herself toldher to do, etc., etc.

109
whenmyheadaches?" or, “ Laura, I shall have no one to talk | connectedwith it, more than Mrs. Cornford? Who had dweltovermytroublesto, and no one to look after me, and keepme more strongly upon her taste for drawing? Who had givenoutof scrapes, when you are gone, she repeatedthe words to moreprominence to the very sort of decisionagainstwhich sheherselfagainand again, smiling and crying. There had been wasnow warning her from morning till night ? Mrs. Cornfordal

l along so muchfrankness in their intimacy , that regrets on was , in fact , too late repenting of a series of follies . She hadbothsides at theprospect of parting occasionedvery little com seenhow happy it madeLaura to be among them, al
l

the time ,ment. Laura could freely tell Mrs. Cornford that she liked having no heart to keepher away. Shehad seenhow the littlePerryverymuch, and that sheshould never forgive Kitty fo
r thing was falling in love with them al
l , with Perry especially,he
r

conduct to him . Perry could as freely talk of Laura's day by day , and shehad no heart to stop that either . It pleasedcharmingwaysand blind admiration of every one and every- and amusedher to watch the moral and intellectualdevelopthingconnectedwith art . ment of this sweetwild flower of a woman, and thewild flower“ I wish I hadneverseenKitty , " he happened to say to Mrs. | blossomedereshewasaware. Mrs. Cornford sawno betterwayCornford, " andthen, perhaps ; " but there he halted . of undoing her work than to snatch the poor flower from its" Iwishyouhadnever seenmy little Laura , ” Mrs. Cornford forcedatmosphereand place it in its nativewoodsagain .answered. “ I ought to have known better than to let her “ You know , chick , ” she would say, “ it breaks al
l

ourcome to thehouse so often ; and as I didn't , you ought . " hearts to lose you , but w
e

are vagabonds in the face of the" As if menare expected to know better than women, under world , and you are a little lady . We're the best of friends ,anycircumstances, ” Perry said. “ You must know , Mrs. Corn- though we can't mix , as the oi
l

said to the vinegar. ”ford, thatyouarealone responsiblefor any mischief that occurs “ But I shall seeyou sometimes ? ” Laura urged, in a frightunderyour enedvoice.

Mrs. Cornfordpainted vehemently for a few minutes , and “ Well , I suppose so ; but if not , there is not earthlyuse inthensaid :

sentimentalisingover it . A little sentiment, like a little basalt ," If you have led on that sweet thing to fall in love with goes a long way .yo
u

, Perry, I'll neverforgive you as long as I live . " “ Oh , Mrs. Cornford ! ” Laura said beseechingly, “ what have"Good heavens ! " Perry cried , turning suddenly pale ; it's I done that you don't want me to comeamongyou again ? "preposterous— it's impossible — it's ridiculous beyond measure. “You goosey ! who said that ? You may come again asWhy, Laura is a mere child , and — and I care for nobody but much as you like ; but you'll be in Switzerland , and w
e

shallKitty. " be , we don't know where. Have you a pair of seven -leagued" Youhaveneverhinted to Laura that you wish her to stay boots ? ”bere? "

“ I wish I had , " Laura answered.Perrybecamesuddenlyred . “ And so do I ; but as you haven't , and I haven't , why , le
t"One might do that in all innocence, ” he said , in a crest us agree to cut eachother with a good grace, whether we comefallenmanner; adding , “ if words are such dangerous things , again or not . I am sorry enough to lose you , I'm sure ! Youthedumbare to be envied. " have sat for me as Rosalind , as Undine , as Gretchen, and I couldThere are different ways of saying many find half a dozenmore charactersfor you . But papa takes youharmlessthings. A very little would turn Laura's lead . ” to Switzerland , and so all our pretty plans are done fo

r
. "youthink it is turned ? " Laura then turned to Vittoria , and from herfound sympathy,"Well , we'll sa
y

on the verge of it , to pacify you ; but take which was comfort indeed. Though in love ,Vittoria recognizedmyadvice, andmind your P's and Q's for the next three days. an intellectual need as something solemn ; and , perhaps - fo
r

It is nowMonday, and she goes on Thursday . I shall watch who so quick at readingwomen'ssecrets as thewomanwho hasyoulike a sheep-dogtill then . ” oncehad a secret of her own ? -she recognizedthe other need" I hopeyouwill , ” sighed Perry ; " it's just the ruin of a that enchainedLaura to Paris .manbeingleft to himself . ” And then he went to his studio , “You are too young as yet , " she said , “ to take upon yourresolvingto keepawayfrom Laura as much as possible. self the sacrifice of a direct for an indirect duty . If you were asMeantimeMrs.Cornford was trying to make up fo
r

her incon- old as I am , it would be different ” -Vittoria had reachedthesiderateconduct by good advice . From morning til
l

night she greatage of twenty -five— “ but you ar
e

in the first enthusiasmdosedLaurawith prudential maxims having no especialappli- fo
r

ar
t , which doesnot always last , ” sh
e

said , sighing .cation. If Laura expressed a meek regret at the prospect of “ It is not so much that , ” Laura began, eagerly : “ I feel asparting, shewasanswered by somesuch dictum , as : if I owedmore to you all than to any one in the world , and as** Well, everyhenmust la
y

it'
s

own egg , youknow , m
y

dear , if I could only give forced affection to others. I was neveran
d

it'
s

as well to cackleand be pleasedover it as not . ” happy till I camehere . "O
r
if Laurasaid, sighing , " O
h , dear Mrs. Cornford , my life Duty is not always happiness, " said Vittoria , gravely .is so dull at home - yo
u

don't know how call it is ! ” th
e

re “ But it must be easier to do one'sduty when one is happy . "joinderwould be : " Quite true ; and we are right in seeking the besthappiness"Oh ! fo
r

th
e

matter of that , w
e

al
l envy ou
r

neighbors ' pud- for ourselves,provided it is also th
e

be
st

happiness of others . ”dings, child ; bu
t

then they have to ea
t

uninteresting things " I don't think I add to any one's happinessmuch at home , ”And whateverLaura happened to poor Laura said , humbly ; “ I am lookedupon as such a helplessta
lk

ofwas cappedwith an improvised aphorism , afterthis sort of thing - even by Prissy . "

“ But ever so little love of art , as long as it is genuine, widens"Whistle an
d

swallow no dust , or you'll never clean m
e
, " one'ssympathies , an
d

therefore one's power ofhelping . Yousa
ys

th
e

horse tothe hostler ; or " M
y

master is al
l very well , ' know , Laura , dear , about one woman in a thousand , and no23 th
e
do
g

sa
id

to hi
s

neighbor , bu
t
I do wish he'd a ta
il to more , is strongenough to stand alone ; and thesefamily tie
s

? ” which was à propos of people's dis- and affections, that seemprison -walls now , will provewelcomecontent in general, and of Laura's in particular . O
r , “ M
y

defenses by and by . ”ea
rs

ar
e

as God made ' em , ' as th
e

donkey said to th
e

fool , ” “ Then I must go home, and see no more pictures and doàpropos of nothing . more artists - never paint anymore, and be contented ? "Lauralistenedpatiently, quite at a loss to account fo
r

Mrs. " You must go homeand remember us always , and, whenyouCornford'schange ofmanner , Mrs. Cornford had always been are a little older , choose to take part andlot with us if you stillap
t

at proverb-making,but it was ne
wfor he
r

to turnpreacher , fe
el

asyou do now . That is what I say, " said Vittoria , kissingan
d

sh
e

preached atpoor little Laura with a vengeance. A her , " and that is what my Victor says, and he is wise .dozentimes a day sh
e

was to
ldto honor her father and mother , Vittoria , like Mrs. Cornford , felt a little responsible on Laura'sob

at
he
r

da
ys

might be lo
ng

in th
eland ; to be a go
od

gi
rl , an
d

behalf . Fo
r

the la
stfewweekstheyhad been talkingart to

the child - art in season, and art out of season - till it was no
She had been

treatment.Who ha
d

led he
r

on to lo
ve

ar
t , an
d

everything I draggedfrom gallery to gallery , from studio tostudio ; ha
d

“You goose!

"Do

sometimesas well as we . ”

fashion:

wagwhenhe's pleased,

whichwas
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bouges

go

THE FISHERMAN'SBABY. —PAGE198.

heard discussionson the works of Ingres, of Geróme, of Meiss- , and Perry proposed to go too, as there was a large unsavory
mier, of Frère ; had beendelugedwith artisticargotfrom morn- bouquinto carry, Monsieur Puig's parting gift. The threede

in
g

til
l

night . It was like giving strong meat to babes, and scended, Mrs. Cornfordadjusting bonnet and shawl as sh
e

went
Laura naturally underwent the pains of after indigestion . They along .

had taught her that there wasnothing worth having in life but “ When shall w
e

three meetagain ? " sh
e

said , blithely . " If

ar
t
, and ar
t

shecould not have ! Vittoria’s appealing faith in never , it won't be my fault . O
h , dear ! there's that tiresome

her , and th
e

weight Vittoria gave to her inmost aspirations , af
-

picture -framer, Giraud , and I must turn back with him . Well ,

forded consolation ,however . She wasgrowing older - oh happy Perry , you will se
e

he
r

safely into th
e

omnibus , won't yo
u

?thought ! and she Good - b
y , mydear . See

prayed that the years all you can on yourmight come and
quickly . travels , and saynoth

ing about themwhenOn the occasion of

whatwasto beLaura's
you comeback. That's
the best advice I canlast visit to the Rue

de Trévise , no person
give you . "

alities were brought Laura and Perry

forward , and every walked on with some

body laughed and vague sort of con

talked , in order that viction that thewalk

the child might be was critical , and that
cheered. the sooner it was over
When it came to the

adieux , Monsieur Puig mind they shouldfeel.

kissed ber on Laura had not realizeach
cheek after quite a

ed till now howmuch
paternal manner . Vit more personality had
toria embraced her contributed to make

with tears , and the
the last fewweeks so

three children strug turbulently
All thegled for the last kiss .

Mrs. Cornford said she
would accompanyher heart — longings that

to the Palais Royal , even Vittoria had not
GERMANGIRLSPLAYINGONSTILTS. - PAGE198. quite understood --

more easy in

sweet.

passionate
longings in Laura's
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were tending to a climax, under the influence of Perry's sud
den, mysterious shyness. “ Oh! why are we together?" was
the child's agonized thought, and both felt but toomistrustful

It wasonly natural that Laura's disturbed mood should beof the issuethat lay in their hands.
They crossedthe Boulevardand walked along th

e

gay Rue imputed to the coming separation from he
r

friends , Mrs. Corn
Vivienne , seeingnothing with their eyes, hearing nothing with ford and Vittoria , and D

r.

Norman and Prissy di
d

their very
their ears. The burden of an unspoken romancekept repeating best to inspire her with cheerfulness. Prissy had neverbeen to

itself , high abovethe eddyand flow of Parisian street -life ; and the Rue de Trévise , and Dr. Norman only once or twice ; so

though Perry had heard such a burden before, it charmedand that th
e

probable share Perry might have in Laura's reluctance
chastenedhim still . to leave Paris never once occurred to them . Laura , therefore,

Laura tried to be indifferent ; but shecould not prattle in the escapedthe sarcasmthat would have beenhardest to bear .

old way , and shewondered to herself if it would be very wrong For Prissy was a terrible little satirist , without any idea of

Sheto haveout their trouble , like children , beforesaying good - b
y . moderation , where a possible witticism was concerned.

Shewasquite a child in some things , and she felt conscious of kept a sharp eyeupon al
l poor Laura's weak points ,and lashed

no sinfulness in this clinging grief at separation. her severelywhen any of them led her into the committal of

“ If I had beenlike Prissy , I should have made a great fuss , folly .

and papa would have stayed, " she said , artlessly . “ Prissy “ Look at Laura's queer old book , papa ! " she cried , as Laura
alwaysgains her point . " quietly depositedthe bouquin of the hard hide upon the table.

“ Ah ! " Perry answered, in a tone of reproach ; "you would “ Who gave it to you ? "

have gained your point , too , had you cared enough about “ Monsieur Puig , " said Laura ; " he is a very clever political
writer , and is engaged to marry Vittoria Bianchi . "

She looked troubled and changed color : the corners of the Prissy took up a corner of her apron , and , thus armed, opened
sweetmouth turned down , the long soft eyelids grew moistened the bouquingingerly .

with tears. " It's a very dirty old thing , ” she said . Is Monsieur

“ I did careabout it , ” she began ; “ it is very unkind of you Pig—

to say that . " " Puig , " said Laura , impatiently .

The sight of her tearsmovedPerry to instantaneouspenitence, " Is Monsieur Puig a little dirty , too ? "

and in his penitence he said a dozen unwise things . He said Dr. Norman could not forbear a laugh at Laura's expensc.

that if it had not been for Laura he should have sunk within “ I am afraid we can't answer for our friends in the Rue de

the last few weeks into an abyss of degradation ; that it was Trévise on that head, can w
e , Laum ! They love ar
t

betterthan
she, and none other , who had saved him hitherto , and she was soapand water . "

going to desert him now ; that , having lost all hope in the Oh , papa ! ”

world , her friendship wasstill dear and valuable to him , and he “ You can't deny , my dear , that it's not aloneMonsieur Puig's
did not know how he should be able to live without it . inky shirt , or Mademoiselle Vittoria's exceptionablewristbands,

Then , seeing Laura's sweet face so moved by hi
s

words , he that bear out my statement. Mrs. Cornford , whom I respect
forgot the duty he owed to himself and to her , and went on , from the bottom of my heart , certainly likes water as little as aalternately raving , confiding , approving , till her senses were in land - ra

t
, and Dr. Perugino - well , Mr. Perugino - must I say it ,A whirl . Laura ? Mr. Perugino won't be driven into marrying his laun

In this stage of their infatuation they reachedthe distracting dress becauseher bill is too heavy to pay . '

BureaudesOmnibus, in the Palais Royal . Perry took Laura's For a minute or two Laura was speechlessfrom indignation ' .

ticket , number thirty -two , and they sat down , hoping thirty -two “ I would rather see people a little careless in those things
would not be called yet . Perry drummedwith his fingers on than wrapped up in their own affairs, and living without
the hard cover of the bouquin; Laura looked steadily another ideasway . “ But does it follow that one cannot be clean and clever

A French Bureau des Omnibus is a pandemonium, indeed— too ? What a little casuist you are where your friends are co
n

only that the devils are very harmless and rather melancholy- cerned ! "looking Frenchmen, in official costume. But how they torment “ I'm sure if there are any mice in Mrs. Cornford's house,

and terrify the unfortunate public who travel by omnibus ! If Laura loves thembetter than she does us two , papa, " Prissy

in a hurry , you ar
e

as a mouse in the claws of two or three im- said , looking up from the bouquin, which contained some quaintperturbablecats ; and if you ar
e

complacent, you ar
e

worried woodcuts, adding : * O
h
! what a queer book fo
r

Mr. Pi
g

tojust the same. give you , Laura ; I have seenthree pictures of the devil in it ! "Laura and Perry heard nothing but the beating of their own “ Why do you look at it , then ? " Laura cried , in a fit ofhearts , and the numbers as called out by the conductor. childish passion ; and you know it isn't true what you sayThe two omnibusses had filled , and the last number called about the mice , Prissy . Papa , it is very unkind of Prissy tohad been twenty -nine . Surely Laura's turn would come very talk in that way . ”They listened for the signal of parting - dreading it , “ We didn't mean to be uncivil , and we beg your pardon, mylonging for it , with a sort of self -preservinginstinct . dear , don't we , Prissy ? ” said Dr. Norman , kindly .A third omnibusdrew up , and whilst an eagercrowd pressed Then Laura burst into tears. Dr. Norman hastened to hi
s

to the door , the conductorproclaimedtwo vacant places. own room , and Prissy becamepenitent in a moment .Trente.

“ It's a dear book - a sweet book , " she said , hugging theNumber thirty took his seat bouquin in her arms , and kissing her sister . “ And you might" Trente- un . "

know I was in fun about the mice , Laura , dear . "Number thirty -onetook his seat. The door was closed, the The little squabble passed over ; but , absent as Dr. Norman
omnibusfiled of

f , and Laura and Perry breathedagain . When habitually was , be noticed al
l

that day Laura's pale looks andat last the signal wasgiven - Trente-deux- Laura rose, in extreme quick uneasybreaths . She turned red and white without anydiscomposure.

“ Give memy ticket ; the place is for me , " she cried . cause, started at the merestsound , and her eyesnever for a mo
ment lost a certain lustre that was new to them . When night

“ You will come back to us beforevery long ? ” heasked , in cameand theywerealone , he could no longer keep hi
s

thoughtsthe way of one who exacts a promise. to himself .“ Yes , ” sheanswered, flushing and faltering .

" A voiture, mademoiselle, s'
il

vous plait , ” cried the conductor , that I shall le
t

you go on with us now . "

" My dear Laura , ” he said , “ it is childish of you to think

at the top of his voice ; and Perry handed her in . As the Laura stood aghast .heavy vehicle was driving of
f
, he got a last look and a last “ I don't want to make you miserable, of course.word , an
d

both of themtold him what he felt he ought no
t

sight , it seemedmost likely that yo
u

should be happierwithto know .

your father and little sister than with any friends , but there is

1

--

BOON.

66

At first
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nodeciding fo
r

others, and I havealwaysdesiredyou to decide Dr. Norman went on with assumedcheerfulness:

fo
r

yourself. You can, therefore, stay . ' “ O
f

course it is a great disappointment, but disappointing

" Papa, " Laura began, with a sob, “ I know you are vexed things must be madethe best of , musn't they ? Only remember
withme " that weshall expect to hear from you regularly , Laura . ”

" O
h
! nevermindme , ” Dr. Norman said , a little impatiently ; “ I will not stayhere if you think it wrong , papa

" I can't expectyou to think as I do in everything , and you My dear child , it is a little late to refer the question to me

ar
e

not a baby. You must begin to decide for yourself . You now . Having decidedfor yourselfyesterdaythat you could not
decide to stay. Good : I acceptyour decision . ” leaveParis , by all meansact upon that decision
Andwith that he left her . “ But indeed - indeed I want to do what you wish , " began
PoorLaura ! Shewarredbetween two longings — the longing poor Laura .

to makePerry's life happier, and the longing to be dutiful to " And indeed I want you to pleaseyourself ; so that w
e might

herfather. One minute she was saying to herself that she go on al
l day begging the question. The simplest solution of

wouldonlystay a little time in Paris , and not deceiveDr. Nor- the difficulty is to try your new friends , andcomeback to the
man, after al

l ; another, shewascontriving al
l

sorts of plans for old when you are tired of them . "

Perry'scomfort. Meantime, she saw her luggage separated Prissy broke into passionatedeprecations of Laura's ingrati
from th

e

rest ; sheheard the order given fo
r

a carriage next tude , which Dr. Norman checked, and the little party finished
morning to drive monsieur and mademoiselle to the Rue de breakfast as if nothing had happened.

Trévise; shewatchedher father's and Prissy's cloaks and um Laura's heart had given a great bound at the final assurance
brellasput in the omnibus, with a vague feeling that shemust that her promise to Perry was to be kept , but after that first re

be goingtoo. But shewas notgoing . From the time of inter- vulsion of feeling shecould only think of her father, and of the
changingthat secretcompact with Perry up till now , she had secretshe waswithholding from him .

neveroncedoubtedthe sweet selfish creed of youthful passion Dr. Norman bade her to say good - b
y
to Prissy , and hurried

to be a trueone. She relied so uncompromisingly fo
r

the time her of
f

in hi
s

usual absent, preoccupiedway , with a little ,

uponanyjudgmentstronger than her own , that , had shegone though very little , show of vexation.

to a thirdoracle, shewould havefallen downbefore it , andagain Arrived at their destination, they found everybody in bed ;

surrenderheropinion . Believing Perry to be wrong , andher father and as Dr. Norman had to catch an early train , and had no par

to be right, whatcoursewas left open to her but to cleave to the ticular desire to see Mrs. Cornford , he scribbled a hasty letter,

oneandforsakethe other ? Could she give up Perry - couldshe commending Laura to her careand protection fo
r

the next few
give up herfather — andPrissy ? -for Prissy , beingher sister, she weeks. He enclosed in the letter a billet de banquefor Laura's
feltthatsheought to love her almost as well as thosetwo . Laura expensesduring the time , and , after reiterating his requestthat

di
d

notsleepverywell that night , and longed for the morning , sheshould write very often , he kissedher and went away.

whichmustput somesort of end to her miserableindecision . By -and - b
y , Mrs. Cornford came out of her room to openthe

Once or twicesheconsoledherself by recalling Perry's looks and shuttersand light the fire , in dressing-gown and slippers. She
words, thoughshyly , and with the feeling that such self - indul- | receivedLaura and Laura's explanation of herself with thesort
gencewaswrong. Who could have dreamed that his dream of unmitigated surprise that is sure to imply reproach.

wouldevercometrue !—for Laura , like other young girls , had “ That's exactlywhat I expected of you , you dearlittle fool ! "

ha
d

herdreams. She smiled to herself , thinking how sweet she said. Well , God madeone as well as t'other , as the man
andgood it was to be cared for by any one like Perry . The said who had a wart on his nose. Where you'll sleep I haven't
thought of hi

s passionfor Kitty bore no bitternesswith it , for the least idea, unless in the wood -cupboard; but nevermind ;

sh
e

felt childishly sure that Kitty was nothing to him now . you're here, and when w
e

make a pudding ourselves, w
e ought

Thefirststreak of light seemed to smite al
l happy and peaceful to eat it without making faces. But I did give Dr. Norman

thoughtslike a cold sword -blade. The poor child started up , credit fo
r

knowing better . Well , we'll se
e

what he says fo
r

an
d

pu
t

her fair hair from her face , crying to herself , dis- himself . Poor man ! who would be a widower with children
tractedly: growing up , I wonder ? And what a sum he sends for your

"What shall I do - oh ! what shall I do ? ” ' bread and butter ! Why , child , he must think you have the
Prissy,whoslept in a little bed close by , wasalsoawake early , appetite of th

e

man who at
e

a le
g

of mutton at a meal ; but

fo
r

th
e

journey to Frankfort , and from thence up the Rhine , had your papa is just th
e

man to ge
t

imposedupon , and wants as
numberlessexcitementsfor her . much looking after as a baby. Why ever didn't- " shebroke

" D
o
le
t

us ge
t

up , Laura , ” she said ; "we ar
e

going to Ger- of
f

from her sentence, fo
r
, imprudent though sh
e

was ,shenever
many, wherethe people eat pumpernickel . O

h
! I am so linked the names of Kitty and Dr. Norman together in Laura's

glad ! " hearing.

" Whatshould w
e get up yet fo
r

? ” Laura asked , wearily . Laura took off her bonnetand cloak with a very disconcerted
There is nothing to do . " ai

r , feeling convicted of folly . But would not Perry saysome

" Yo
u

haven'tthreedolls ' clothes to put away , and a te
a

- se
t

, thing kind and comforting ?

and I don't know what besides. It's al
l very well for you to

lie in bed, Laura, but it won't do for me . "

An
d

thereuponPrissy jumped out of bed, wrappedherself in

a dressing-gown, and, opening the door , an inch wide , called WHILSTPerry hadbeentrying to ruin himself , bodyandmind ,

in which course sweet Laura's love seemed to stayhim for a

*Garcon, de l'eauchaude, tout de suite, s'
il

vousplait. ” little while -whilst Dr. Norman went his quiet ways, sad and

“ Howabsurd! " said Laura . “ Who do you think will be up puzzledovermany things — what wasKitty doing ? Wherewas

at thishour ? ' ' this goddess of theirs , whose favored lover must be , as they
Then sh

e

turnedher head on the pillow , and dozed a little , thought , a king among commonmen ?

an
d

when sh
e

awokeagain the sunwas shining brightly , and Kitty was at Fontainebleau — no further - enjoying to the full
Prissy ha

d

goneaway . She gotthrough thebusiness of he
r

th
e

delicious perfection ofsummer -timethere , wanting no ne
w

toiletafter a very listlessfashion , andwhen it wasdone , sa
t

lovers , troublednowandthen fo
rthe ol
d , troubled also about

down, no
t

havingcourage to jo
in

he
r

father an
d

Prissy down someother things , but not too troubled to be her , gay , bewitch
stairs. At la

st Prissycame running to sa
y

that breakfast was in
g , animating self . It wasastonishing how strongly sh
e

pos
ready, andthat theywere waiting for her . sessedthe power of enjoying , and of imparting the samepower,

" An
d

really , Laura , your unpunctuality is something dread- though in asmaller degree, to others . It is so with al
l

forcible

fu
l , ” sh
e

added, with a mock assumption of authority . natures ; idiosyncraciesemanatefrom them as light from lumi

" H
as

Lauratold you that you and I ar
e

to go on our travels
alone? " asked D

r.

Norman of Prissy as they sa
t

down to table . They hadmade up a little party to which Kitty stood in much

" Pa
pa

? " criedPrissy ,looking fr
om on
e

to th
e

otherwith in the samesort ofrelationship as a conductor to hi
s

orchestra ,

holding herself responsible for every discord. O
f

course she

CHAPTERXXIX . - AT FONTAINEBLEAU.
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succeededadmirably . Sh
e

go
t

up th
e

most perfect little pi
c

-nics must be admitted that Captain Longley made himself very
that everwere, without apparent trouble . The morning would agreeable to everybody, and could by no means have been

be brilliant , th
e

men would put on alpacacoats , the ladiesmus- spared . H
e

was exceedingly clever , too ; knew exactly what
lin dresses, and open carriages would drive up exactly when wasgoing on in England ; had seenactive service, and explored
they were ready, and al

l

drove of
f

to the beautiful woods, and savage countries , al
l

of which he could talk brilliantly ; had
had strawberriesand cakesand champagne, and enjoyed every read every French and English novel , good , bad , or indifferent,

thing without reservation. and was so good -natured, that you weresure to find him looking
Then therewerelittle dinners and breakfasts, musical parties , after al

l

the most uninteresting women, whether young or ol
d ,

sketching parties, and a multitude of pleasant changes rung at a party . Besidesthese, there was a constant ebband flow of

upon a pleasanttune . Kitty had taken great care to bring no visitors from Paris . No two dayswerealike . The amusements
dull peopleawayfrom Paris , disliking dull peoplemore than she were always well assorted and elegant . The temper of the
disliked liars and drunkards , and the greatestvagabonds on the party was harmonious . What wonder that at Fontainebleau
face of the earth. “ What right have the stupid to expect the Kitty began to forget ? An atmosphere of rosesdulls th

e

senses
wise to love them , and be civil ? " shewould sa

y
, mercilessly ; alike to pain and duty , and she was living in an atmosphere of

and she called dullness a diseasewhich was as catching as the sweetest.

measles, and avoided it accordingly. About seven in the morning , Francine brought in a cup of

Granted that this policy is selfish, does it not saveone from te
a , and , having opened the window , le
t

in a puff of delicious

al
l

manner of polite hypocrisies ? Our deardull friends smack ai
r . Francine preparedher bath , and laid out her clothes, with

their lips overour cakes and al
e , and proclaim to al
l

th
e

world a white muslin morning dress , or something equally enticing ;

how simple w
e

ar
e
, with al
l

our wit , and how w
e

love them , then , after the dawdling delights of the toilet , and half an hour
whilst al

l

the time w
e

have been, figuratively speaking, tear- spent in plucking roses fo
r

the salon, there would come th
e

ing our hair , wringing our hands , and crying , “ Ye gods , de - déjeuner, and the long morning drive , and the te
a

in the forest,

liver us ! " and the late dinner , and the talk and music in the beautiful
Kitty kept her dull friends at Jericho , instead of wishing summer twilight , with scents of flowers and twittering of birds

them there, which was an economy of patience on one side , coming through the openwindows .

anyhow. Kitty thought of her old life at Fulham with a shudder.

First and foremost of their partywas a young English lady How dreadful it would be to return to th
e

squalor of it , th
e

named Ella Bartellotte , and he
r

father , a baronet and a hand - to -mouth struggle of it , th
e

vulgarity , no
t

to sa
y

coarse
widower. ness, of it ! Shelley House had been an improvement upon
Ella Bartellotte was one of those tiny , fragile , diaphanous- ParadisePlace , but she felt as if she should find it hardly more

looking womenwho remain children all their lives-- which are bearable now , what with the disorderliness and noise of the
not often long -- and fascinatepeople by their helplessnessand children , and the absence of anything like elegancethere.

angelic bearing of what may be described as a negativeexistence. For life to Kitty was as one of the fine arts to an enthusiastic

of an organization so weak that th
e

exercise of every sensecar- student , ever revealing somenew faculty , and a fair field fo
r

th
e

ried pain with it , she yet continued to dabble in music , books , exercise of it . She looked down loftily upon ordinary menand
travel , and talk , and enjoy them all . Her lungs were weak ; women, who are content to go in whatever narrow road Provi
her digestivepowers of no betterquality ; her brain incapable dence has placed them , with self -complacent pity , thinking ,

of any lengthenedstress ; her eyes as soon tired as her slender " poor fools , poor fools ! you act as if life were a lottery , instead
little wrists . But she had a gentle faceand sweetvoice, and , of a contest in which the strongest is sure to win " --feeling sothough she only liked peoplehereand there ,countedher lovers secureherself in her sense of youth and wit and ability .

and friends by dozens. Sometimes her exquisite strategy would be worsted by the

Şi
r Georgewas an exceedinglymoral but hard -natured man , merest chance. When , for instance , Myra came to her one

whom nothing but an invalid daughter could have made at all morning , al
l

blushes and perplexity , saying :

human , and whosehumanity wasalwaysassuming an apologetic “ What do you think , Kitty ? I know CaptainLongley wishes
attitude , as if a little ashamed of itself . But no one could be me to marry him ! ”

more useful in the capacity of traveling companion than he , for “Oh dear ! " Kitty said , forgetting to conceal her genuinehe went into al
l

the details of expenditure as if ne were a cour - dismay, “ oh dear ! "

ie
r , and got the best of everything for himself and his party Myra did not seem to think the matter so deplorable, andbe

without ever being cheated of a cent . He was liberal , too , gan to discuss it au sérieur.

in providing pleasures for people his daughter liked , and she “ There are two sides to the question , I dare say . Captainliked Kitty , sh
e

told him , almost better than any woman she Longley is poor — that is , compared to me — and a wee, wee bi
t

knew . younger . Then he has female relations ; I hate a man's female

“ She has so much chiqueabout her , papa, " shewould say , relations . But , on the other hand , how clever he is , how gooda thing hardlyany Englishwomenhave . And she is so warm- natured , how amusing — not handsome, perhaps — but only foolsheartedand kindly — to
o

much so for this cold world . I can't need to be handsome: and he is so chivalrous , that I believethink whereshe learned al
l

her amiability ; it is as perfect as a he would jump into the white bear's cage in the Zoologicalwork of art . " Gardens if ever so ugly a woman droppedher parasol in it . O
h ,

Then there were some musical people : a melancholy Italian darling ! what is the matter ? you are crying . "gentlemanand his wife , who were Myra's guestsand protégés, Kitty dashedaway a tear or two , laughing self -derisively.of course, and who showed their appreciation of such good “What a superb idiot I am ! " she cried , still laughing andhostesses by playing and singing divinely wheneverthey were crying . “ I wonder whether other people are always makingaskedto do so . such discoveries about themselves ? No ; I'm worse than anThere wasalso one of thoseEnglishmen whom one never fails idiot , Myra ; I'm a selfish , self -absorbed, self - interestedwretch,to encounterabroad - namedTyrrell - who sketch a little , play that's what I am , and if I cry , is it any wonder ? ”a little , have a dozenforeign idioms at their tongue's end , are “What do you mean ? " askedMyra , petting her .veritable enthusiastswhere foreign art or climate or sceneryare “ What do I mean ? " cried Kitty , in a passion of grief andconcerned, and turn up from year to year at Rome , on the Nile ,

in Norway , at th
e

Swiss baths , no matter where - looking as is going on before your very eyes as a new -born baby ! As if I

self -contempt. “ Myra , you are as blindly unconscious of what
young , as gay , and as much absorbed by their dilettantism as could rejoice in the prospect of your marriage - 1 , who love youThey don't write , they don't read , they don't care a better than any one in al

l

the world — 1 , whose very head is thestrawabout politics or social reform , but they enjoy lif
e

to per- gift of your hands , whose lif
e

were worthless but fo
r

you !fection. Don't you se
e

how it will be with us if you marry CaptainAnd there was a Captain Longley , who hatedeverything that Longley , or anybody ? It will be happiness, a completed lif
e

towas not English , and whose chief pleasure in foreign travel you . It will be death in life to me . But here her voiceseemed to consist in abusing it , who made up the party . It I grewthick , and she slipped down to a low stool , and hi
d

he
r

ever.
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facein Myra's lap. “You must marry hi
m

since you wish it , and knowing this , was it little wonder that her cheeksgrew
and I shallstill be bound to you as long as I live . ” thin , and that her nights wereweary ? Sometimesshe felt ready

It was only natural that Myra should cry a little too , and , to act the prodigal in good earnest ; but then she had sinned
afterhavingwept with her friend , reassureher by everypos - against so many fathers, she knew not to which to go . The
siblemeans. Why should a marriagedivide them at all , or , at purple robe , the gold ring , and the fatted calf awaited her in

anyrate, fo
r

a time ? And why should not .Kitty herself marry eithercase , and in spirit sheleanedtowardthem , though in the

by -and - by ? Nothing should induce her to prove ungrateful to flesh she balted andhung back . Had shecaredoneshademore
herdearestfriend - nothing in the whole world . Kitty must for Perry or for Dr. Norman , affectionwould have kicked the
smileandlook happy, since there was so little to be miserable beam ; shewished that she could care more fo

r

someone, no

about. O
f

course,Myra would keep a home fo
r

her ; and Kitty matter for whom , and lived only in her ambitions . Balzacsays,

was so attractive, so handsome, so universally worshiped , that “ La grandeforcesociale, c'est le caractère, " and hi
s

words prove

it wasquitepreposterous to entertain any doubt regarding the themselvestrue a hundred times a day . Had Kitty possessed
future; and muchmore Myra said , with her arms round her a slipshod character, her life would have been a very ordinary
friend'sneckall the wbile .

story ; as it is , shewas so rich in will , in understanding, and in

Kittyheard to the end , passionatelyimpatient . When Myra purpose, that without the personal advantagesthat madeher
haddone, she broke into a torrent of words , compared with richer shecould under no circumstanceshaveremainedinsignifi
whichMyra'shad been as the chirpings of a timid sparrow to cant .th

e

cries of an enragedeagle .

There are times, however, when evensuccess in the battle of

“ O
h , yes , I am to smile and look happy ! but you spoiled life becomes a weariness ; and Kitty , who had been successful

children of fortunedon't know what life is to us outcasts. ” beyondher expectations, lost heartnow and then . Wealth was

"Oh , m
y

dear Kitty ! " Myra interposed, quite shocked. pleasant, and she felt as if she could not live without it ; but

' Yes : outcasts, pariahs , scapegoats of society — those are shewished it were to be had for the asking . Rank waspleasant
thepropernames fo

r
us , " Kitty went on , fiercely. “ We women too , and that was much dearer than she had bargainedfor .

whohave no home, no friends , no money , being born into the Affectionwasher weak point ; shecould not bear a dog, no mat
worldwithoutbeingconsulted -- w

e

must live , and life becomes ter howeverugly , to love other people better than herself ; and

3 game of chess. We don't like work , w
e

don't like poverty , affection, when coveted thus largely and unreasonably, costs

, w
e

don'tlike vice ; but we like easeand wealth and good re more than anything else in the world . She would si
t

for hours
pute, andwe win them somehow. How ? Oh the differencein her pretty room during these perfect summer mornings,

betweenan estateinherited and an estate thus pillaged ! The thinking of al
l

these things and trying to find out a way to be

on
e

is as strongand steadfast as a baronial mansion , the other happier. Her friends were legion ; which of them could belp

28 ephemeral as the spider's web hanging to its porch . You her now !ar
e

th
e

lady of themanor , I am the parasitic spider who has fed One of thesereverieswas disturbed in an unexpectedfashion.

uponyourbounty. What can I expect, but to be swept away She got a letter from Dr. Norman . The letter lay fo
r

some
when th

e

mansion is made readyfor a wedding ? " She seized time unopened — not from any dread of what he might have
Myra'shandsand held them to her cheek , laughing and written , but from vexation that he had written at al

l
. Why

crying.

could he not leave her in peacefor a little while ? She was

" Th
e

worst of it is that spiders have affections, " shecried . always comparing her own conduct with that of her lovers,

" As a sister, I love you , Myra , and do not sisters lose each much to their disadvantage, forgetting that they cared fo
r

her
otherwhentheymarry ? O

h , lonely , miserableme ! ” with their whole hearts, which certainly made the case a littledifferent .

There lay the letter . Her little maid came in with a prettygift of flowersfrom one of her friends , and a message—“ MissBartelottewasgoing to drive in the Bois at four o'clock , wouldH LONELY , miserableme ! " mademoiselle go ? " Kitty nodded affirmatively ; and, whencried Kitty , with the tears Frangine had gone , took up the letter , turning pale at the thickstreaming down her beautiful ness of it . She was walking up and down , lacking courage toface. How could an insignifi- break the seal , when Myra peeped in , al
l

smiles and suncant little sparrowfind withal shine .

to comfort a grand eagle ? “Kitty , I am going to breakfast next door , but I didn't tellMyra could only reiterate her you before, as you must be bright and entertaining at our littlefirst words of affectionatecon- dinner to -night . ”solation , drop a little kiss on This speechdid not makeKitty feel happier in mind . “ Whather friend's hand , clasp her a slave I am ! " she said to herself , half aloud , and thenshelaidround the waist , and so on . the letter on the table gently , feeling where her freedomBut she chanced to let fall the careless lay .phrasewhich Kitty caught and clung to , Who so free in all the world as Dr. Norman's wife would be ?as a drowning creature to a splinter (who Who so free , so honored, so happy ?evercaught at a straw ? ) . And with this thought in her mind , she summonedcourage to“ Why , Captain Longley hasn't really put herself in communicationwith him .proposedyet ” -and Kitty so impressed The letter wasdatedHeidelberg, and ran as follows :

Myra with the dignity and advantage ofbeing a little dilatory in love matters, “ MY DEARKITTY - When w
e

parted in the Rue de Trévisethat she decided to keep her admirer in someweeks ago , it was with no compact of silence on my part ,suspensefor the present. Having inserted and the more , therefore, I excusemyself for disturbingyou bythe thin edge of the wedge, Kitty man a long and painful letter . It dependsentirely uponyour ownagedthe whole affair beautifully . Captain wishes in the matter whether I ever write to you again. So , ifLongley being made to seethat , for some my last letter , I will ask your kind forbearance, and , if not , Ireasons or other , Myra wished to keep know that you will pardon it fo
r

the sake of the motivewithlonger, went back to Paris in a pet , and Kitty breathed

matters in a preliminary state a little which it is written .

“ Kitty , must I speakplainly to you ? You havenot deservedthe reticence at my hands that my love for you would fain haveBu
t

sh
e

fe
lt

th
at

he
r

house w
as

built on sand , an
d

looked had m
e

show ; bu
t

le
t

m
e

recall th
e

events of th
e

lastfewaround fo
r

safer foundations. Her reprievemight be ve
ry

short . / months, an
d

leave yo
u

to judge fo
r

yourself . Yo
u

cameamong

Sh
e

knewwell enough th
at , whenMyra married , everything us , th
e

brightest thing w
e

ha
d , an
d

w
e

tried to make yo
u

happy ,mustchange fo
r

Myra's dependent ,who w
as

al
so

he
r

friend , I an
d

succeeded, as you sa
id , an
d

of us al
l

it would be hard to sa
y

---
---
---

CHAPTERXXX.-A REPRIEVEAND A SENTENCE.
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for a long time who loved you best. At length - there is no
MADEMOISELLE GEORGES .

saying how these things happen - I longed to make
you my

wife, feeling sure that you would be happy so
, and that, though

a middle-agedman and a widower, I could offer you an affection This , perhapsgreatestof all French tragediennes, (after Ra
not altogetherunworthy of your youth, your beauty, and your chael) was born toward th

e

close of th
e

last century . Her

bright , rare nature . You said that you would marry m
e

because father was the leader of th
e

orchestra at the theatre of a small
you lovedme ; and time wore on . village in Normandy , where her mother performedthe soubrette

" Why you went to Mrs. Wingfield's , why you broke your parts . Subsequently , her father becamemanager of a theatre
promise, your promises of returning to m

e , why you put m
e

of
f

at Amiens , and here th
e

little Margeurite GeorgesWeimer , who
with excuseafter excuse, why you consented to spend thespring afterward became so celebratedunder th

e

name of Mademoiselle

in Paris with your new friend , andwhy you are still with her in
- Georges, appeared on the stage at the age of five . The public

stead of with me, arequestionsonly your own heart can answer. would have spoiled her with flowers , sweetmeats, and indul
How has it answeredthem ? How has it answeredthem ? genceshad nature intended gifts so magnificent to be exhausted

“ O
h Kitty ! it was consideration fo
r

you , not coldness , that during immaturity . She became, at fifteen years of age, th
e

kept me silent and unreproachful during those unhappy months pupil of Mlle . Raucourt , then without a rival as an actress.

of alternate hope and fear . After fourteen months of study , Mlle . Georges made her début.

“ How could I press you with selfish claims ? how could I The supremacy of the tragic scene was at this time held by

urge promisesupon yo
u

that must have convictedyou of ill - faith Mlle . Duchesnois, whose first appearancehad taken place some
toward myself ? How could I spoil your peace ? It seemed months previously . Her admirers thronged to her support on

kindest to you and wisestfor myself to wait . the eventful evening when Mlle . Georgesfirst testedher powers

“ And what has waiting brought me ? It has brought me no as a tragedienne, and partisan feeling ran high betweenthe two
conviction of your affectionfor any one else — it has brought me camps. The battle was long and desperate ; it was openedwith
no conviction of your indifference to myself . You say you can- bisses, continued with blows , and endedwith small swords and

not marry me -- at least , you think you cannot ; but yougive no pistols . When the rival divinities played in the same tragedy,

valid reason for thinking thus , and without a valid reason I the two armies tore up the benches of the pit , and threw them
have no right to give you up . at each others heads. The honors of these demonstrations,

" Think of it , Kitty . You have made a promise to one who said Geoffroy, the redoubtableand renowned critic , belonged to

has never deceivedyou in anything ; who is just as deserving the debutante; the dust to Duchesnois . In a word , both had

of such a promisenow as when you made it . Will you be true talents of the highest order , but while Duchesnois was almost
and keep it , or will you not ? It is not simply a question of repulsive in her ugliness , her rival possessed a face and form
marrying me ; it is a question of honor , and upon your manner marvelous in their beauty . What wonder , then , that the latter

of answering it dependsthe one faith without which life is con- carried the day .

temptible - faith in oneself . I think it is not want of faith in The first protector of Mlle . Georges - we use the word in its

me that holds you back , for you have so often said you could primitive andpaternal , andnot its deridedand scandaloussense
trust me. And you know - perhapstoo well - howmuch I care was a Polish prince . He furnished her a suite of rooms of Ori
for you , so that I neednot repeatthat old story . ental magnificence, stocking the drawers with satins and dia

“ Do not be angry with me , dear Kitty , but rememberhow monds . She acceptedthe key to this marvelous establishment,

hard it is fo
r

any man to bearsuch a disappointment, especially upon the prince's solemn declaration that no second key
when he is not conscious of having deserved it . I am humble existed .

enough , heaven knows , dear, when I compare the little I have Lucien Bonaparte first fell a victim to her talent and beauty.

to giveand the al
l

in al
l

that I have to take at your hands ; but H
e

was an assiduous and impassioned, but an unsuccessful
then a man cannot do more than love with hiswhole heart ; and suitor . His first consular brother , it is said , wasmore fortunate.

if that doesnot suffice fo
r

a woman, nothing will . We shall be After theperformance of Andromaque , he summonedthe actrese
turning our faceshomeward in about a month's time , and I have to St

.

Cloud . She went at midnight and returned at dawn ;

decided to make another halt here on our way back from victorious , say the chroniclers ; fallen , thought the public .

Switzerland . She carried successwith her al
l

over Europe , remaining four

“ Address your letter plainly to Dr. Normam , of Shelley , care years in Russia , and was the idol of the Czar , and the especial

of Herr Braun , Hotel Adler ; it will be quite safe in the hands favorite of the empress mother . After the fall of Napoleon,

of my old friend here ; but do not le
t

it arrive later than a she returned to France , and abandoned tragedy for the drama.

month from this date . Your letter shall decideall . No actressever created so many masterpieces. She interpreted

“ Prissy sends eleven kisses and he
r

love to you . Laura th
e

vigorous an
d

palpitating prose of Victor Hugo , Dumas, D
e

seemshappy in Paris . God blessyou , dear Kitty ! Vigny , and al
l contemporaneousplay -wrights of ability .

“ Yours most truly and affectionately, We believe that Mlle . Georges is still living ; certain it is that

" EDWARDNORMAN. " at seventy -fiveshe performed, from time to time , the characters
that she played in her teens, in spite of the remonstrancesand

And what did Kitty say to this letter ? It did not put her in advice of ends.

a passion. It did not make her wholly penitent . It did not
draw her nearer to her love , or repel her from him . It brought
no tears . MODEL MOTHERS .

But it se
t

her thinking deeply. Had Dr. Norman written
after Perry's strain , it would have beeneasy to consolehim with Sometime ago , in the deadest of the dead season of news, it

tenderphrase and sweetwords that might meananything and was brought up as a subject of assertion and denunciationthat
nothing . Had he been a shade less frank , a shade more re manymothers neglect their children , and leave their rearing and
proachful , it would have been as easy to renounce him coldly educationentirely to the care of nursesand governesses.

and cruelly . As it was , his letter was so kind , so just , so manly , It seems to us that there is another side to the question, and
that shequailed before it , and felt it to be the summoning voice that a large number of women are apt to devotethemselves to

o

of a judge . exclusively to their offspring , and to forget that there are any
She read the letter fo

r
a secondand a third time , and sawthat persons in the world other than their children who have any

there was no unreading its purport . It was a sort of “ Stand claim upon them .

and deliver ! ” from which the prisoner could not appeal. He
had done with sentimental skirmishing , with pleadings and na

l

instinct , that , when they have children of their own , they
Somewomen seem to be so strongly endowedwith the mater

promises, with everything but the naked truth , and that he can think of nothing but theselittle creatures. Even their near
would have from he

r
at any cost. Kitty began to think that relations lose al
l

hold upontheir interest , and common friends

th
e

nakedtruth would havebeen bestfrom the beginning — if it and acquaintances ar
e

droppedwithout a thought . Perhaps th
e

wereonly a shadelegsugly ! person who suffers most from this peculiarity is th
e

husband.

-1

1
1

.
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207Frombeingtheprincipal personin the considerationof his wifeand th

e
householdgenerally , he goesthrough a process of depo HER GIFT .

sition to the second, third , fourth rank , and so on , till at last ,in sportingphrase, he may be considered as nowhere . Of “ Ou giveme that you prize themost,

course, as a provider of the food, clothing , and amusements of To prove your love sincere;

Whate'er is precious to your heart :

thechildren, he has somethought bestowed on him ; but when
Somethingwithwhichyouwould not part

hi
s

comfort or theirs has to be chosen between, it is his which
Except to onemostdear. "

goes to thewall .

It is in the houses of suchwomen as tbese that visitors are ' I looked uponher glowing face ,

pesteredwithdetails as to the cutting of baby's last tooth , and And profleredthis request ;th
e

agonies of the maternal mind when Johnnie swallowed a 'Twas but a passingwhim of mine,

button. Therepeopleare expected to admire Tommy's accurate That she shouldgive the sweetestsignThat I her heart possessed.

sketchesof theomnibushorses, or to listen to Henry's performancewithonefinger on the piano , of a tune which he madeout She drew a braceletfromher arm,

entirely by himself— " Such a wonderful ear for music , you “ Take this, my love , " she said.

know, dear ! " There you are desired to discern likenesses to “ It is the richest thing I own ,somemember of the family while the child is still in the early Thoughvaluednot for gold alone ;

plasticcondition of feature, and you are expected, if you cannot ' Twasworn by onenow dead. "se
e

beauty in the face, at least to admire the fine proportions of I shookmyhead, andwould not take
thelimbs.

The glittering amulet ;

W
e

haveheard it said in praise of such women, that they But clasped it on her arm again :

were" suchgoodmothers . " They might be deficient in power “ O
h , love, such gift would causeme pain ,

ofhouseholdmanagement; theymight give no beed to husband In causingyour regret . ”

or friend; theymight remainalways at the samestage of menta
l

development, rather sinking , perhaps, than rising ; but all “ Then here's a ring , ” shemurmuredsoft ;“ i ' Ti
s

neitherrich , nor new .

was to be forgiven on account of their excellent motherhood.

Oh , prithee, this dear token take,

Just in the sameway havewe heard a cat , who had an evil
Andwear it for the giver's sake,

temperandwasnothing of a mouser, praised becauseshe took
Who givesher heart to you . "

care of herkittens, kept them clean , and fed them well .To ou
r

mindthesewomenwho have no thought beyondtheir “Nay , dearest, al
l

thesetrifleskeep,

nursery, and to whom, indeed, their entire household is but an And grantme, I beseech,Somebliss thatwealth could neverbuy ,

extensionof thenursery, fail greatly in the fulfillment of their
Somebliss that lovewould not deny

duty. A womanwho is at the head of a house bas duties to

To my imploring speech. "

fulfilltowardhusbandand friends , to herself and her society,which sh
e

cannotneglectwithout someamount of wrongdoing. She raised her face, until her eyes

If sh
e

allowsherchildren to absorball her time , her thoughts , Were level with my own ;

an
d

he
r

love, she fails , not only in her immediate duties , but And with a blush, and roguishsmile,

al
so

in thatperfectmotherhoodwhich she is striving after . For That said : “ I meant to al
l

thewhile , "

children
Her loving armswere thrown

grow up . They do not always remain animateddolls ,to be playedwithanddressedand watchedover . A time comes About myneck ; the while her face
whentheyneededucationand society , and to be equal with Was in a brief eclipse ;theirfellows in theworld . Then , if the mother has been con And then, and thereshe gave, I know ,
tentwithbeingthenurseand slave of her children , she finds it The sweetestgift she could bestow:

impossibleto retainher placeand influence over them . She is Her heartwas on her lips !behind th
e

age, and they find it out ; she has lost the fashionsof society, and it is a trouble to her to be with her childrenwhentheyenter it ; she has estranged her husband , who has RED THRUSHES DEFENDING THEIR NEST .

no interests, exceptthose of the children , in commonwith her ;an
d

sh
e

finds it impossible that they should be one again in The greatest of al
l

poets has said , “ One touch of nature
heartandmindandlife .

makesthe whole world kin ; ' and nothing moreexemplifies its

While w
e

should be very fa
r

indeed from saying that her truth than th
e

affectionwhich every living thing cherishes fo
rchildrenought no
t

to be th
e

object of great personal care and its young . To be sure the promptings of instinct only supplyinterest to everymother , w
eyet fe
el

that there is a danger fo
r

a time that parental feeling which di
es

away inthe animalwhichsomewomen ru
n

of making their children al
l

in al
l , an
d

creationwhen th
e

offspring is ol
d

enough to take care of itself ,

neglectingthemselves, their friends , and , worst of al
l , their while in the human being th
e

parental feeling remains til
lhusbands, in a manner which is entirely unjustifiable , and death , save in those peculiar caseswhich ar

e

altogether excep
thoroughlyto be reprehended. tional .

Our picture represents a scenesketched by the famousAudubon . The birds thus heroically defending "their castle ” are
Novel Mode of PUTTINGCHILDREN TO SLEEP. — Among th

e

th
e

re
d

thrush ,and ar
e

foundover easternNorth America as fa
rnatives of th
e

lower Himalaya range a curious customprevails as Missouri . It is a constantresident in th
e

SouthernStates ,

duringthesummermonths. Children are placed on strawbeds, and is almost as numerous as the robin . The song is prolonged,

generallycoveredover , an
d

pu
t

beneath asmallstream , which loud ,varied ,andmelodious . Th
e

eggs at a singlehatching

ismadeupon th
e

temple , bymeans of a piece ofbark shaped consist of fromfour to si
x ; adullpalebuff ,with numerous

lik
e

awater-spout . In any shady spotone ortwo childrenmay brown dots . Two broods ar
e

raised annually in th
e

Southern

be se
en

undergoingthis ordeal ,while their mothers ar
e

toiling States . It is a bold an
d

powerful bird ,chasing cats , dogs , andThe children soon get accustomed to foxes , not afraid of hawks and snakes , and savagelyfighting

th
is

treatment, falling asleepwhen placedunder th
e

stream, with its rivals in breeding time . Both sexes incubate, and

an
d

awakening as so
on

as th
e

water ceases to pl
ay

on their travely defend their nest to th
e

la
st , asour sketchillustrates .Their average length is eleveninches, and thirteen incheswith

TROUBLE. — It is saidthat none haveeverbeen so great or so their wings spread. Their color is a brownish red above ;hi
gh

as to be above th
e

reach oftrouble . This was strikingly below , pa
le

rufous white ,thickly streakedwith dark brown, an
dhiustratedin th
e

ca
se

of th
e

greataëronautwho "went upvery tinged anteriorly w
ith

reddish . Tw
o

white bands on th
e

wings ,he
ith

in a balloon ,when a rocket pierced it , an
d

al
l

th
at

w
as

inner surface ofwings an
d

inner ed
ge

of primaries ,cinnamon ;tail , reddish, :

in th
e

adjacentfield .

le
ft

ofhimwas hi
s

memoryand the bag .
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OVER-SENSITIVENESS. —Tofeel is amiable ; but to feel too keenly | SKILL IN REPROOFAND FLATTERY. – There is an obliquewayof
is injurious both to mind body ; and a habit of giving to sensi- , reproof, which takes of

f

the sharpness of it ; and an address in

bility , when w
e

should endeavor to regulate, though not to eradi- flattery , which makes it agreeable, though never so gross ; ' but

REDTIIRUSHESDEFENDINGTHEIR NESTS. - PAGE207
cate, mayend in a morbid weakness of mind , which may appear,to romantic persons ,very gentle an
d

very interesting , bu
t

w
illlike ,without saying anything which argues he does it fo
r

sa
u

:

of al
l

flatterers, the most skillful is he who can do what you
undoubtedly render the victims of it very useless in society. sake.
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Polein spiteof her finesse, for beauty carries the day in nine
whichbegintobewhisperedabout the Spaniard?"

ter make her game without delay if she wishes to becomeacountess."
" It would be friendly to give her a hint of these reports,"said Alhany, the young Englishman, to his friend.
“ Quiteunnecessary. Thesegaybutterfliesknow how to takeWHICH WINS ? careof their own interestswith a worldly wisdomwhich amazesme. Thyra hears al

l

the gossip, for her dear friends would notneglect to tell her anything detrimental to her lover . Say noTELL you , Delmar , it will be as I thing , but stand aside and watch the play ; it is almost as insay . The Viennese Thyra will teresting as roulette . ' 'marry the rich Spaniard, and the “ If this Thyra hadmore life she would be altogetherdivine ,Polish Nadine will accept the but one cannotfall in love with a statue, howeverhandsome. Icharming villa at Vichy , and the should like to seeher roused, if it were possible, " said Alhany ,two hundred thousand francs yawning .

which the old marquis offersto “ Wait a little , and you will have your wish , if I am notmissettle upon her. ' taken . Nadine has the temper of a little demon, and will not" We shall see. It is evident be outdone without a spirited battle . She will rouse yourthat they are rivals , and cordially statuefor you if she finds her in the way . Let us go and takehate one another , for it is a race an observation of the pretty creatures. " And taking þi
s

friend'sbetween the two beauties to see arm , Delmar strolled away .which will make the best match . The persons of whom the young men spokeweretwo of theThyra is the handsomest, without fine , charming girls who had exchangedtheirhumble homes fo
r

doubt , but Nadine is by far the the position of waitersupon the guests at the great " Restaura, atdangerous. I'l
l wager yo
u

an
y

amount yo
u

lik
e

that sh
ewill already found , no
t

on
ly

admirers bu
t

husbands, men ofwealthand standing. The fair Hungarian had gained the heart of a" D
on
e

! I sa
y

th
e

blondeViennesewill distance th
e

brunette gentleman fr
om

th
e

Faubourg St
.

Germain , an
d

ha
d

ju
st

started

on her wedding tour . The pretty Tyrolesemarried an American

the wife of a rich merchant . But , strange as it seemed, the two

te
r

revengeshimself by hinting that th
e

count is an adventurer . tio
n , th
ey

ha
d

grown ambitious , an
d

rejectedwith scorn offersH
e m
ay

be fo
r
al
l Iknow or ca
re , bu
t

th
e

fa
ir Tu
y

na ha
d

be
t

: / which their companionsaccepted gratefully . Th
e

spirit of

WITH A SUPERBGESTUREOF DISDAINTHYRAPOINTED10 THEDOOR, UTTERINGTHEONEWORD ' G
O
! ' "
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rivalry possessedthem, and eachwas so fearfnl that the other “By accident. I felt that shehated thee. I suspectedsome
would outstrip her in th

e

race, that both hesitated long in de mystery. I watched, and a judiciously -bestowednapoleongave
ciding to which of theirmany suitorsthey should give the pre- me th

e

secret in time to prevent thy downfall at th
e

ba
l

-masqué,ference. The spirit which animated these charming girls was which I hope to give thee soon . ”

not without its effect upon their admirers, who , while they " Tell me — tell me at once ! " cried Nadine , eagerly, for his
laughed the ladies' little wiles , caprices and spites, yet hints alarmedher .

watchedoneanother sharply , and contendedfor the prizesmore “ You agree, then , to the little bargain ? "

from emulation than love . “ Yes , yes, anything ; but first the secret , " replied the girl ,

As Delmar , th
e

Frenchman had said , Thyra was the hand- folding her arms , andplacing herself beyond hi
s

reach.

somest, being a stately blonde with magnificent hair , sleepy " Know , then , that Thyra intends to outshine thee in a dress
blue eyes, and the figure of a Juno . She was neither very of great magnificence. She affects to confide in thee , to ask thy
witty nor wise, but her slow smile was pronounced “ divine . " adviceand admire thy taste, but it is merely to learn thy plans
The movements of her white arms renderedspeechunnecessary, and blind thee to her own .

and she had sufficient sense to make the most of her charms, “ She is not going in the costume of La Belle Helène , then ? "

and hold her own against the dashing Pole . askedNadine , knitting her brows with a menacing frown .

Nadine was a brilliant brunette, with eyes like diamonds, " No , shewill appear as a marquise of the time of thegrande
vivid red lips , a slender figure , and a foot that won her more monarque. ”

complimentsthan her witty tongue . She possessedthat natural “ Ah , the traitress ! she knows that you will wear a dress of

gracewhich is often more attractive than beauty, and a face so that period, and she insults me by assuming one like it . Good !

arch, piquant , and bewitching , that few could resist its charm. Two can play at that little game, and , thanks to you , I shall no
t

In her national costume, smiling or frowning with capricious be eclipsed by that false creature. " And Nadine's mèchanteface
coquetry as she tripped to and fro , affecting to be absorbed in brightenedwith malicious merriment .

her duties and quite unconscious of the admiring glanceswhich “ I have donewell , then , and earnedmy reward ! " ' murmured
followed the little scarlet boots and vivacious face under the the marquis .

blue and silver cap, she wasone of the most striking figures in “ Yes, receive it , ” was her smiling reply , as she surrendered
the greatcafé. her hand to him . “ Hold , it is enough ; tell me more, foolish

As the two young men passed on , a slight female figure , man , and help me to defeat my enemy, " she added, the nextwrapped in a large mantle , slipped out of the flowery recess be minute withdrawing it , red with the ardent pressure he hadhind them, and vanished with a stifled laugh into another given it .path . “ Here is the name of the modistewho will prepare the cos
The caféwascomparativelyquiet just then , for all the world tume ; I discoveredand preserved it for thee. Order what thou

was at the Palace of Industry , at the grand distribution of wilt , my little angel , in my name, and outshine this Thyra , orprizes by the emperor. Thyra was reposingafter her fatigues , I never will forgive thee . "

and permitting several of her admirers to amuse her , fo
r

she Nadine's eyes sparkled as they rested on her unconsciousalready assumedthe airs of a grandedame. Not fa
r

of
f

Nadine rival , and her quick wit suggested a way to return treachery fo
r

was tormenting the old marquis by affecting sudden coldness treachery ; but she sighed a quick sigh as the marquis made hi
s

and disdain . offer, for she knew what it meant . She did not love him , but“ Ah , mademoiselle, if you knew the secret I have just his admiration exalted her in the eyes of others ; his lavish gifts
learned you would vouchsafe m

e
a smile , " murmured the enhancedher beauty , his assistancewould enable her to defeatenamoredgentleman, putting down his glasswith a sigh . Thyra's malice , his protection would lift her above want at

A carelesssshrug was al
l

the reply he got fo
r

this artful re - once, and hi
s

namewould ennoble her forever , if shecouldwinmark it . He had never offered it as yet , but as she recalledthe words

“ Heart of ic
e
! She no longer cares if that big Viennese and wager of Albany and Delmar she resolved to delay noeclipsesher ; sheyields the palm to the lazy one , and owns her- longer , but “ make her game " at onceand throw out her rival'sself defeated. I fancied my beautiful Nadine possessed too afterward . As these thoughts passed through her mind hermuch pride and spirit fo

r

that . Her couragemade her beauty vivacious face grew grave and pale , and another heavy sighall -powerful, but , vanquished, she will no longer charm . " escapedher ."Will monsieur take another bottle ? ” ' coolly inquired the “ My child , what afflicts you ? ” cried the marquis , alarmed atgirl , with a demure air , as the old gentleman made a feint of the suddenchange. “ Does my offer offend ? ” 'vising .
“ If mademoisellewill share itwith me , for truly I needsome “ N
o , I thank you ; yet I do not accept, · returned Nadine,

with well -feigned regret .consolation , " he returned , reseatinghimself , well pleased. “ And why ? What means this suddencoldness ? DoesnotFilling a couple of glasses, Nadine fixed her brilliant eyes on Thyra receivethe count's gifts freely ! "him , and answeredwith a significant smile and a gesture full of “ She may , for he loves her . ”coquetry, “ I drink to the winners . " “ Great heavens ! and do not I adore thee ? "“ My faith , you do not retreat , then ? " cried the marquis , “ Not as he adoresThyra .tossingoff his champagnewith enthusiasm. “ Prove it ! " ,cried the marquis , hotly ." Never ! " replied Nadine , clinching her rosy hand , with a “He gives her al
l

she asks , ” began the girl , pensively .flash of the black eyes, that causedthe marquis to exult in the “Will I not joyfully give thee anything in the world ? ”success of his words . “ I think not . "“ See , then , my angel , the matter is easy ; for , armedwith my " Try me ! "little secret, youmayannoy , perhapsdefeatthe amiable plots of But Nadine turned timid all at once, dropped her eyes,the blondine yonder . ”

blushed , and smiled as she picked his bouquet to pieceswith th
e

" What is this so important a secret ? Tell it , and leave m
e

in most captivating little ai
r

of embarrassmentimaginable .peace ! " exclaimedNadine , petulantly .

“ It has its price , " beganthe marquis . " Nadine , what will the count give Thyra that I will not give
thee ? " asked the marquis , tenderly .Chut ! then I will not hear it . "

Little miser ! I only ask one kiss of that dimpled hand ,

“ H
is

hand and name , " answered the girl , with her softest
one smile of those lips , one friendly glancefrom the eyes that

glance .

makemy day or night . " Ah , the devil ! " cried her lover , drawing back with a start.

“ Is it aboutThyra ? ” ' asked the girl , laughing at the senti .
" Has he already done this ? " he asked , anxiously , after a

pause.mental tone of her ancient lover .

And she will be ready to annihilate me when sheit dependedher own fate .“ Yes . ” And Nadine told the lie without hesitation, fo
r

on

knows that I have betrayedher . ”

“ How did you discover it ? " “ Then , by al
l

the saints , I will not be outdone by him ! " ex

claimed the marquis , with the reckless ardor of a young man.

66

+ Yes .
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" Icongratulateyou, madame, upon your success, and wish

211
Wilt thou come to Vichy as my wife, Nadine ?" he said, for if you shouldmarry the count, I fear youwill neverlive to
slowly, butwith the ai

r
of one who had decided. enjoy your freedomafter his death. Au revoir, then ; we shall

Then, turningher lovely face , radiantwith smiles , upon hi
m ,

meetthis evening. Itrust your costume is prepared ? "

sh
e

whisperedsoftly , as she put her hand in hi
s

caressingly : “ I “ Quite ; and yours ? ”willmaketheevery happy there, Gustave . ” “ It is ready , ” and Nadine tripped awaywith a wickedsmileon her lips , leaving her rival to consoleherselfwith thoughts of

A weeeklater, on the morning of the day which was to end the evening triumph shehoped to win .in th
e

ba
l

-masquégiven by the gallant old gentlemen in honor of So anxiouswasThyra to vent her pique , that she arrived at

th
e

fair friends, the two girls met in the room set apart for the hotel of the marquis before Nadine , thus losing the satis
them at thecafé. Both wore an expression of repressedexcite- faction of making her entrée in the presence of her rival . Her
ment, andboth looked unusually gay and blooming . Thyra costume was charming , for the antiqueblue and silver brocade

w
as

remarkablyanimated, and Nadine's face shonewith some set of
f

her fine figure , and the powder in her hair enhancedthe
secretsatisfactionwhich shecould not conceal. bloom of her dazzling complexion. Complimentswereprofuse,

" You are late , my friend , " graciously observed Thyra , and her spirits rose, for the count was more devotedthanever,

smoothingherblondetresseswith a plump , white hand . and nearer to uttering the long -desiredwords, shethought .

" I come at my pleasure. They value me too much to com Just when everyone was wondering at her absence, Nadine
plain, " repliedNadine, adjusting her dresswith the coquettish appeared , and one glance at her assuredThyra that her own
care of a prettywoman. reignwasover , for the tableshad beenturnedwith a vengeance.

M
y

poorchild , you presumeupon your charms, but I warn Nadine wore the costume of a Spanishlady of rank , and wore it

you it is unwise, for these people soon tire of us , and then it with a gracewhich made it doubly effective. Composed of scar
fares ill with us unless w

e

have provided for ourselves, " said le
t , black and gold , the costumewaswonderfullybecoming , for

Thyra, in a superiortone .

the rich lacemantilla draped, without concealing, thelittle figure

"Thanks fo
r

the advice. I do not trouble myself about the and lovely face ; the little feetwereravishing in slipperswhich
future. I am as yet to

o

young to fear neglect , " replied Nadine , few beside a true Spaniard could have worn , and diamonds as

withsignificantemphasis on the word young, for her rival was brilliant as her eyes flashed in her dark hair , and shone on

threeyearshersenior, a fact of which shenever neglected to re wrist and bosom, convincing Thyra beyond a doubt that the in

mindher.

fatuatedmarquishadgiven her a right to his nameand fortune .

"Bah ! you are too vain , but I pardon it , and when I am But as the charming Spaniardpassedwith graceful bows, witty
madamela comtesseI will not forget you , little one . " words, and laughing repartees, a general smile appeared on the
Nadinelaughed at the superb ai

r
of patronageassumed by her admiring faces of her friends , for the audaciouscreaturehad

friend, andretorted, blandly , “ You will then visit me atVichy ? dressedthe little mulatto girl who bore her train , in the same
Howkind, howcondescending. ” blue and silver brocade, upon which Thyra 60 prided herself.

" Youforgetthat it will be impossiblefor one of my rank to The point of the joke flashedupon the company at a glance, and
visityouthere. I saynothing of the arrangement, but it will they enjoyed it with the zest of Frenchmen .no

t
be en règle fo
r

me to visit you , " said Thyra , with exasper All eyes followed the rival queens as theymet , and all ears
atingpoliteness.

werealert to catch thefirst words which should openthe battle .Still Nadinelaughed, and slowly pulled of
f

her gloves , as she A suddenflush had burned deep on Thyra's fair face, as shesaw
replied:

and understoodthe insult which Nadine had devisedwith femi" Ah , I ha
d

forgottenthat a comtessewith a newly -bought nine skill , in return fo
r

her own false dealing . But fo
r

pride ,titlemaynot, with propriety , visit the wife of a marquis allied she could have burst into wrathful tears or vehementreproaches,to some of thenoblestfamilies in France . " so intense was her indignation and disgust . The thought of her

" Thewife ! " echoedThyra , with a sneer. You flatter your rival's gratification , in such an open confession of defeat, con
self, then, thatthis old man will marry you ? What folly . " queredthe first impulse , and gave her courage to control her

" It maybe folly to mate my youth with his age , but he is voice, face, and manner , as the beautiful Spaniardpausedbeforefo
nd

an
d

generous, andwill soon leave m
e

free to enjoy al
l

that her , saying with a smile that exasperatedher almost past en

he so gladlylavishesuponme . durance :" A hundredthousandfrancs , and dishonor . Alon Dieu, I do “ Good evening , mademoiselle ; you too havechangedyourno
t

envyyou, " criedThyra , scornfully . mind , regardingyour costume. Such capricesare natural , and" H
e

will leave m
e

hi
s

whole fortune , hi
s

rank and hi
s

name ; you arecharming in anything . Had I known your , plan I couldhave lent you a magnificentsuit , which Gustave's ancestress, aThyralaughedshrilly , fo
r

something in her rival's impertur- veritablemarquise , oncewore . ”bahle ai
r

annoyedher more than her words . “ You are truly amiable , but I am well pleasedwith the silk" When I se
e

proofs of the truth of this absurd story , I will which her majesty has approved. Are the peltersthe lighter
believeit . "

for being made of diamonds , ” replied Thyra , roused to an un" Se
e

andbelieve, then , " and Nadine lifted her newly -un- usual degree by the imminence of her peril .gloved le
ft

handwith a gesture of triumph , fo
r

on the third “ Infinitely lighter , m
a

amie; the countfinds them so attractiveslenderfingershone a wedding ring , guarded by a magnificent on another that hemay be persuaded to offersimilar ones fo
r

your acceptance. "" Married! ” criedThyra , turning palewith envyandchagrin . The last words were spoken in German , which language the“ Married, mademoiselle; but I do not ask your compli- count did not understand. He had followed Nadine withments y
et , fo
r

th
e

fact is not to bemade known til
l

this evening. admiring eyes from th
e

moment sh
e

entered, and had justIt w
as m
y

whim to serve he
re

oneday longer , amarquise indis offeredhisarm with aflowery compliment to hi
s

“fair countryguise, an
d

Gustavepermits m
e

to have my own way in al
l woman. Thyra set her teeth as Nadine acceptedthe honor before her faceand sailed away , using her fineeyesand glitteringThere w

as

both ga
ll

an
d

wormwood in this speech, fo
r

it re
-

facewith the grace an
d

effect of a bo
rn

Spaniard,while the beminded th
e

hearer th
at

he
r

mock marquise would beentirely dizenedlittle mulatto smirked behind he
r , taking an elfish deeclipsed by th
e

real on
e , an
d

that he
r

count would no
t

permit light in he
r

own temporaryimportance ,andthe success of th
ehe
r

to have he
r

own way if sh
e

married him , as he wasboth plot .jealous an
d

tyrannical. For amoment shewas speechlesswith “ Beholdyour wish accomplished ; the statue is awake, andanger an
d

mortification, but sh
e

recoveredherselfwith an effort , the little demon ha
s

roused he
r

as I foretold , ” whisperedDelan
d

forcing a smile,swept astatelycourtesy , an
d

saying in a mar to Alhany , as he noddedtoward the desertedone, to whom
excitementhad given the only charmher beautylacked." She is magnificent. Go and comfort her till I send the
count to complete the cure. He cannot fail to surrender if he**

*

Thanks,mademoiselle; I heartily return th
e

compliment , I se
es

her no
w
. I began totremble fo
r

m
y

money fiv
e

minutes

Iasknomore.11
.

diamondsolitaire.

things. "

tone of ironicaldeference:

Fo
u

a speedyreleasefrommonsieur le marquis . "
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ever. 1

me.

ago, but I am sure Thyra will win in spite of Nadine's bold that myrank will render it impossible fo
r

m
e

to receiveyou
stroke . " there , or elsewhere. "

The good -natured Englishman executed his manoeuvre suc “ I do not comprehend you , madame , " stammeredThyra ,

cessfully, and devoted himself to Nadine , while the count re
-

feeling that some heavier stroke than any she hadyet received
turned to his allegiance, and soon verified Alhany's prediction , was in store for her .

by surrenderingheart , hand , and fortune to the animated statue. “ This note , from one in authority , will convinceyou that
It was a gay and brilliant little ball , such as the pleasure the Marquise de la Faille cannot associatewith the fiancee of a

loving old marquis well knew how to give , and all went -convict . ' '

smoothly till after supper. Nadine was standing near her hus As the last word dropped from the girl's lips , the count
bandwhen a servanthanded her a note . Unaccustomed to the wheeled sharply round on the marquis , saying between hi

s

etiquette of her new station , she opened and read it without teeth :

apology. A strange expressionpassedover her face as the few " Monsieur , I look to you to answer this insult . "

words it contained met her eyes, and for a moment she seemed “ Pardon , I can only fight with gentlemen , " replied the ol
d

about to tear it up . At that instant Alhany's laugh reached man , with al
l

the tranquil hauteur of a patrician .

her , reminded her of the wager, and banished her hesitation Pale to the lips with passion the count lifted his hand to

like a spell . Turning to the marquis , she showed the note , strike , but before the blow could fall , Thyra caught hi
s

armand
whispering in a commanding tone, yet with a caressing touch confronted him with a face of suchdespair that shamequenched
on his arm : wrath and a guilty fear banished the courage of desperation.

“ It is true , but I am to manage the affair , so be silent , my “ Is it true ? " she said , in a tone that pierced al
l

hearts, as she
braveold lion , for I will not have you endangeryourself by ex held the note before him , demanding a reply by the eloquence
citing his anger . ” of her eagereyesand grief - stricken mien .

Appeased by the compliment , the marquis submitted , though “ It is a lie , and I will prove it so ! ” he answered, defiantly;

he assumed his haughtiest mien as the count was seen ap- but as the words passed his lips , his bold eyesfell beforeher
proaching , with Thyra on hi

s

arm , looking more beautiful than own , a traitorous flush dyed hi
s swarthy cheek , and an involun

tary gesture of the left shoulder betrayedthat he had felt the

“ Good ! He has spoken at last , and she is coming to tell fiery torture of the convict's brand .

I know it by the proud air she assumes. Poor thing , I With a superb gesture of disdain Thyra pointed to the door,

pity her , but my rank demandsthat I should resent the insult uttering the one word “ Go ! " with a tragic force that would

of this man's presence. Restrain yourself , Gustave, a word will havemade her fortune on the stage ; and , as if overwhelmed by

finish the affair . " her scorn , the ci -devantcount rushed from the room in guilty

As sh
e

spoke of he
r

rank , Nadine laughed so blithely that silence . For an instant no one spoke ; then , turning to Nadine,

those near turned to see thecause of her merriment , and both Thyra a lded , in a tone full of ominous suggestion :

Thyra and the count smiled involuntarily as they paused before “ For this last kindness rest assured, madame, I shall not
her . long remain your debtor . Since I have ceased to be worthy the

" Thanks for the good omen you give us , madame, for w
e

honor of your friendship I will at once relieve you of my pres
come to ask your congratulations on a union which w

e

trust ence. " And with a grand obeisance, full of mock deference, th
e

may prove as happy as your own , ” began thecount , with a vanquished queen sailed royally away , leaving the victor bu
t

courtly ai
r

which se
t

somewhatawkwardly upon him . half satisfied at her success.

In an instant such a suddenchange cameover Nadine that it While waiting fo
r

a servant to call her carriage, Thyra paced
startled the observers. The brilliant , mobile face seemed to to and fr

o along the balcony on which the anteroom opened,

freezeinto a mask , expressive of nothing but the most wither . trying to assuagethe bitterness of her emotions . This balcony
ing contempt ; the smile vanished, the dark brows lowered , the ran round the entire wing of the hotel , and , led by an uncon.

lips curled , and the pose of the whole figure added significance trolable impulse to learn the sentiments of those whom shehad

to the haughty gesture with which she drew her trailing laces quitted , Thyra glided from one openwindow to another , hearing
about her , as if there was contamination in the touch of those and seeing enough to nearly madden her . Some laughed and
who stood before her . Entirely ignoring the count , she fixed jested at her disappointment , a few pitied , and many co

n

he
r

eyes on Thyra with a look which chilled he
r

heart , and said , demned he
r

; but nearly al
l

applauded Nadine's success, an
d

adslowly but distinctly : mired the skill and couragewith which she had won themar

" Mademoiselle, you told m
e

this morning that your rank quis and defeated th
e

count . Coming at length to a window
would forbid your visiting m

e
at Vichy ; permit m
e

to te
ll

you half -shrouded in flowers, Thyra saw her rival gayly talking with
Alhany and Delmar . To the wild
eyessteadily watching her shehad

OZOSTIOSO entwedseda �� never looked so lovely , and as she
listened to the words that follow

ed , Thyra muttered , fiercely :

“ I could kill her ! ”

“ But how , in heaven's name,

did you discover the man's secret! "

asked Alhany , rather brusquely.

for he had lost his wager.

“ I have to thank you , monsieur,

for the hint that set me on the

trail , " replied Nadine , smiling as

she glanced up at him with eyes
full of merry malice .

• Me ! I never spoke to you

of my suspicions, or the rumors
afloat ! ” he ejaculated, in surprise.

• The next time you exchange
confidences with

choose a safer place than the myr

tle alley , near the Restauration

de Dreher , ' " laughed Nadine , with
SITTING-ROOMFURNITURE IN THE TIMESOFWILLIAM ANDMARY. - PAGE213.

a significance which enlightened
both hearers.
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freshedanddelighted. Is it winter in your world ?- perhapsit

�

2

n!

arms.

Idyllicscenes, where the fancy for amoment may revel, re

jadedmind; theyarewindows to the imprisoned thought ;theyarebooks; theyare histories and sermons, which we can

213Thenyou learned our wager and set yourself to win forme? Ah, madame, I am your devoted slave forever, for you CRADLE OF JAMES THE FIRST OF GREAT BRITAIN .
havedoncmea serviceand provedthat I wasright in believingthatyouwould outshine and outmanœuvrethis lcaden-witted The principle of a child's cradle seemsto have beenearly

Thyra."
discovered, and the rising generationhas beenrocked to sleep

And, as he spoke, Delmar gallantly kissed the pretty hand for many ages. Our engraving representsa relic which cannot

thatwieldedthefan.
fail to interest every reader of the Lady's MAGAZINE, since

At thatmomenta temptationcameto the poor girl listening it was the cradle of James the First . Over this elaborately
therealonein the dark, and she yielded to it, fo

r

this cruel carved ebony piece of furniture the beautiful Mary Queen of

rivalhadshownher no mercy . One cnd of Nadine's mantilla Scots has often hung , more especially in that suprememinute
hadblownoutamongthe leavesthat rustled in the wind ; some of agony when her child wastorn from her by thosewho hated
peepingservanthad left a half -smoked cigarette on the bal- her and her religion . Shemust have known thatheronly child

cony,and as hereyewent from the fiery spark at her feet to the would be taught to hate her , and her ancient faith . Fair and
shred of lacethat seemed to flutter tauntingly as it unvailed the unfortunatequeen, how little did you se

e
in the vista of the

roundarmlying on the cushions just within , Thyra saw a way dim future the scaffolds on which you and your grandson,

to avengeherwrongs, and proveherself the victor in spite of al
l

Charles the l'irst , weredoomed to perish !

thathadpassed. It was the work of an instant to lift thesmolderingspark and lay it on the filmy fabric , to watch the
ETHEL'S HERO .

breezefan it to a little flame, and the flamesteal on unobservedtil
l

th
e

mantilla suddenlyblazed up like an awful glory about EVERY girl within twenty miles of Craigmoor envied Ethel

thefairhead of its wearer.

Cramer .A cr
y

of terror, the sudden fligbt of a burning figure down In the first placeshehad plenty of money ; in the second, she

th
e

longsalon, an imploring “ Gustave ! 'save me , saveme ! " a was very pretty and graceful ; in the third , Craigmoor was one

ru
sh

of manyfeet, and then a half -senselesscreature lying on of the pleasantestestates in the beautiful mountainregion of

th
e

breast of the marquis, who had crushedout the fire in his Wales ; and in the fourth , Regie was so good -natured and handsome." Disfiguredfor life ! disfigured for life ! " moaned the poor Craigmoor was Ethel's home , and Regie ( or more properly

gi
rl , remembering, even in her torture , the deep scarswhich Reginald ) washer brother , and acted as her guardian .

wouldmarforeverthe beauty of the bosom, arms , and face , it waspleasant to be Ethel Cramer. Thereshelived
whicha momentagohad been so fair .

at pretty , quaint Craigmoor , with its sunny garden of flowers,

"Yes ! now love , rank , success, and youth are al
l

poisoned its library of ancient books , a stable, full of the finest horses,

foryou, madame la marquise . Now the diamond fetters will and the great chain of the broad mountain stretching in the

growheavywhileyouwear them , and liberty possess no charm distance. Could therepossibly be anything more to wish for ?

whenthey fa
ll

of
f

. Ipreservemy beautyand my freedomstill , And then there was Reginald , who loved her so , and was so

and it is Iwhowin at last ! "

proud of her ; and who had been her playmatefrombabyhood
The exultingvoice rosefrom the darknesswithout as a beau. upward , eventhough he wasfifteen yearsher senior .

tiful, desperateface flashed before their startled eyes for a Certainly , Reginald Cramer was very fond of his graceful ,

second, andthenvanished, never to be seen by them again . dashing sister. Sinceher tenth year , her educationand traininghad devolvedentirelyupon him ; and , to the best of his ability ,the good -natured fellow had done his duty by her . He hadsent
SITTING -ROOM FURNITURE IN THE TIME OF her to Paris to be educated, and supplied her with such ward

WILLIAM AND MARY .

robesand bo
n

-bons as incited her school companions to a perfectfrenzy cf envy .There ar
e

fewthings more characteristic of an agethan the After her educationhad beencompleted, he had traveledwith
furniture of its dwelling -houses. Our middleclasses , and even he

r
, giving he
r

carle-blanche as regardedeverything ; and , whenou
r

mechanics,wouldturn in disgust fromthe comfortless fit
-

her travels wereended, he had brought he
r

homeandinstalled
tings up of th

e

palaces in the days of Elizabeth . Imagine our her as mistress of Craiginoor . Since then , pretty Ethel hadfin
e

ladies of th
e

Fifth Avenuesitting down to receivemorning reigned supreme as any young empress . "

calls on oakenfloors , coveredmerely with rushes ; and then “ Ethel is not like other girls , ” her brother said , proudly :th
e

bi
gh -backedwoodenchairs , th
e

very impersonation ofdis- and , certainly , sh
e

w
as

no
t . Therewas more of romanceandcomfort. By degrees th
e

chairs becamemore luxurious , as ca
n

love of daring in he
r

temperamentthan characterizes th
e

ordibe se
en

in ou
r

engraving on page212. Thcy were cushioned , nary genus , young lady .an
d

partakemore of modern luxury . The sideboardswere If Miss Cramerhad a weakness, it certainlywashero -worship .

generallyverymassive, and highly carved . In a certaincharmingstyle shebelievedimplicitly in Joan d'Arc ,and had quite a little craze on the subject of chivalry and theKnights of the Round Table . She had ransacked the libraryPICTURES. A room with pictures in it , an
d

a room without from to
p

to bottom ,searching fo
r

legends of brave knightsand
pictures,differ by nearly as much as a room with windows an

d

gallant cavaliers . She had hung entranced over the stories of

aToomwithoutwindows. Nothing , w
e

think , is more melan- Si
r

Lancelot and hi
sking , and fairly reveled in th
e

great deeds
choly, particularly to a personwho ha

s
to pass much time in performed by the Gow Chrom and the lorslly Ivanhoe .

hi
s

room, thanblank walls and nothing on them ; fo
r

picturesar
e

loopholes of escape to the soul , leading it to other scenesan
d

otherspheres. It is such an inexpressiblerelief to a perso
n

engagedin writing , or even reading , on looking up , not toha
ve

hi
s

lin
e

of vision choppedsquare of
f

by an odiouswhitewall, bu
t

to find hi
s

soul escaping , as it were , through th
e

frame of an exquisitepicture , to otherbeautiful , an
d

, perhaps,

O
f

course,

---

;

issummerin th
e

picture . What a charmingmomentarychangean
d

contrast! And thus picturesare consolers of loneliness ;he
y

ar
e

a swift flattery to th
e

soul ; they ar
e a relief to th
e

re
ad

without th
e

trouble of turning over th
e

leaves . CRADLEOPJAMESTIE FIRSTOFGILAT CRITAIN
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" Ethel's hero- 1 “Ethel has a weakness for heroes, Drasdy1," he said ; "she
Reginald took great delight in what he called

ic
s , " andlaughed at them heartily ; but Miss Ethel would shake believes in Knights of the Round Table and the days of the

her charmingheadwith greatgravity , remarking sagely :

Crusades. '

“ Yonmay laugh as much as you please, Regie ; but if I do Drasdyl looked amused :

fall in love , it will certainly be with a man who has done some “ D
o you want to ride abroad redressing human wrongs ? "

thing . " or does your ambition point toward the Red Cross Knight ,

It was a dark , foggy evening ; and Ethel had turned away Miss Ethel ? "

from the dinner table , and seatedherself at her brother's side She shook her head.

for the purpose of cracking his nuts , and attending to his wants “ If I were a man , " she said , “ I should like to feel that I

in a delightfully graceful and sisterly manner . had madesomeuse of my manhood . I should like to do some

“He is what you girls would call handsome , " said Reginald , thing more than hunt , and ride , and dress. But the world is

lazily , in reply to somequestion she had just asked him . “ An too rich in this generation to afford other than idle gen

almond , if you please. " tlemen . "

“ But is he brave ? ' ' asked Ethel . “ Has he ever done any Her tone was a little warm ; for , to tell the truth , shehoped

thing ? ” to rouse him . But he only smiled again , somewhatquizzically ,

“ I don't fancy he ever killed more than a hundred men at at her hit at his own weakness.

once, " said Reginald , with greatsolemnity , munching his nuts . “ And so you think we are too idle to be brave ? Doesthat

" But still I don't imagine he is secretly a coward ; and , as to amount to an accusation of cowardice ? "

the rest, if he has ever yet done anything , ' I have not beard She knew he wasjesting ; but her color rosenevertheless.

of it as yet . " “ No ; merely inertness . I want more of spirit , and less of

Ethel gavehershoulders a little deprecatingshrug , and looked fashionable inactivity . "

into the fire , deciding that she should not like her brother's “ I wish I were a hero , for your sake , " he said ; and there
friend . He wasnot a hero , and that was quite enough. She the subject dropped.

had entertained great hopes of Gordon Drasdyl , Regie was so But in a few days afterward it was discussedagain , though

fond of him ; and , after all , he was only an ordinary , lazy man , under very different circumstances. It was in the course of one
with a handsomeface, and the somewhat questionable reputa- of the long rides they were in the habit of taking - a farewell
tion of being a “ goodfellow . " ride , Gordon called it , for he was to return home the following

“All men are alike now - a -days , " she said , as she stood he- day , and wasnot a little dispirited at the prospect.

fore the mirror , a few hours afterward , brushing out her hair ; “ It will be so dull , " he said . “ What a pity it is that al
l

“ they al
l

wear fashionably - cu
t

clothes , and do nothing . I pleasui must come to an end ! "

wonder if there everwereLancelots and King Arthurs ! ” “ But how can it be dull ? " asked Miss Cramer , innocently.

They were expectingMr. Drasdyl to spend the autumn with “ Chattersley is a very charming place, I hear . "

them ; and , in the course of a few days , he made his appear Drasdyl was silent for a moment . He was thinking very
ance. deeply on the subject of the speech he intended to make. It

He was a dandy , Ethel decided, looking at his large , hand- was rather a task ; but he managed it at last in a very credit
sometraveling portmanteau, and he wasdecidedly lazy , fo

r

his able manner .

servant followed , carrying his cloak . He was a tall , well -pro “ Craigmoor is a charming place , " he said ; " but whatwould
portioned man , with an aristocratic face, and a pair of large , Craigmoor be without Ethel ? "
handsomeblue eyes, with a certain low fire in them . She laughed a little musical laugh .

“ I am glad to meet Cramer's sister , " he said , taking her “ I don't know . But you see I belong to Craigmoor ; and
hand cordially . " I have known you , by reputation , ever since Regie
you were five yearsold , Miss Ethel . " They had been riding slowly , and , as she faished speaking,

And his even tenor voicewas so pleasant, in spite of its half Drasdyl laid his hand uponher bridle .
indolent tone , that Ethel began to think that he might be a “ Why not belong to Chattersley and Gordon ? My dear
hero after all . little Ethel , I want you . "

Gordon Drasdyl was evidently determined to make friends The smile died out of her face.

with her ; and , beforemany days were over , his determination “ I am very sorry she began ; and then , seeing hi
s

was crowned with success. H
e agreed with Reginald , that painedlook , stopped.

Ethel was unlike other girls . She was pretty and lady -like ,

and he
r

little glows of romantic enthusiasmaroused him . H
e

bridle silently ; then sh
e

began again , speaking hurriedly :
There was an embarrassed pause, during which he held her

liked her affection for her brother , and admired her perfect “ I ought to tell you the truth , " she said , impulsively . " If
good -breedingand refinement. I were less your friend , I should be less frank . I havesaidthat
Ethel was a magnificentrider , and to Drasdyl this was a great the man who is m

y

husband shall have made good us
e

of hi
s

attraction . It was wassomething to dashover the Octoberhills life . Gordon , what use have you made of yours ? "

with a spirited , elegant girl , and in such rides as these the two
learned to appreciateeachother highly .

She might have beenvery much mistaken ; but certainlyshe

But , notwithstanding her liking for him , Ethel had not saddened.

was very much in earnest, and , seeing it , Gordon's face

changedher mind as to his lazinessand non -heroism. Lazy he “ And you cannot trust me , Ethel ? "really must be , for his dapper -looking valet was his second " It is not that , ” she answered, with heightened color . " I

presence ; and heroic he could not be , fo
r

heroes ( th
e

Gow think you understandmymeaning . ”Chroms and Lancelots of Ethel's experience) never were indo
lent , and neverwore unexceptionableneck -ties and well - fitting again . Notwithstanding hi

s

seeminglistlessness, he knewmore
They rode on in silence for awhile , and then Gordon spoke

gloves. N
o ; it was a great pity ; but , really , Gordon Drasdy of theworld than sh
e

did , and sa
w

how easy it was fo
r

a rowas not a hero !

“ I wish I had been born a man , ” said Miss Cramer , one thusiasm . Perhaps , in spite of hi
s

disappointment , he w
as
a

mantic , enthusiastic girl to be led away by her romanceand en

evening. little amused at her fervor .

Gordon Drasdyl bad beenlounging back in his chair , watching
her , as she sat in the fire -light . He had come to the conclusion Ethel ? "

“ And so you refuse me because I am not a Sir Lancelot,

that Miss Cramer was excessively pretty long ago ; but this She turned her face away with quite a resolute ai
r

. His
evening her clear , gray eyes were so very bright , the glow on great blonde mustachewas curving mischievously .her cheek so very brilliant , and theshort , bronzecurls so coquettishly becoming, that he decided, if such a thing were possible,

" Is that fair ? " he asked again .

Miss Cramerwas improving . The white temples, under the coquettish riding ha
t

, deepened

“Why andwherefore ? " he asked, smilingly .

from pink to rose ; butMiss Cramerhadnothing to sa
y

. Speak

Reginald laughed.

ing truly , she felt somewhat nettled at his evident amusement;

and seeing it , Drasdşl becamegood -naturedly silent .

21
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principalshaftwas usually known by the name of the Dark and the handsome eves darkened with somethingwhich was

215Whentheyreachedhome, after helping her to dismount,Gor- Mouth, and fo
r

sometime had been in a very dangerouscondi

do
n

lingered at th
e

door awhile to give somedirections to hi
s

tion . Once or twice , the workmenhad beenwarned, by falling
groom, so that Ethel entered the diuing -room beforehim . It stones and rubbish , that it was unsafe ; but day by day it had
wasempty, Regie had gone out ; and presently she heard beenneglected ,until at last it wasabsolutelyperilous.

Drasdyl'sspursringing as he came up the hall , singing a frag Oneevening , Ethel , her brother , and her guest, were sitting
ment of an opera. H

e

certainly did not look like a rejected togetherround the fire , when one of the servantsrushed into
lover as he openedthe door . He was smiling , and the hand- the room in horrible excitement.someeyeswere so good -bumoredly pleasant , that Ethel felt “ It's gone at last , ” she said . “ O

h , heaven ! Mr. Cramer,

rather as thoughshewere the embarrassedparty . part of the Dark Mouth has fallen in , and there are , at least ,

H
e

came to the fire , and , leaning one elbow on the mantel- fifty men buriedalive . 'piece, lookeddown at her .

The two gentlemenwere on their feet in an instant , and had

“ I am going to ask you a favor , Ethel . " left the house.“What is it ? "

For awhile , Ethel could only ask questions, and pacethe floor

" Promisemethat you will not le
t

my presumption interfere in a restlessterror ; but at last shestopped, calmerwith a new
with ou

r

friendship. If you don't want to marry me , that is no resolution .reasonwhy w
e

should not be the best of friends . Is it an “Let me have the carriage at once, " shesaid , to the servant ;

Agreement? "

"and tell the housekeeper to provide somebandages, cordials,

It wouldhavebeen a sheer impossibility to resist his unem- and blankets , and prepare to go with me to the mine . "

barrassedfrankness, and Miss Cramernever attempted impossi Her commandswereobeyed, and by the time the carriagewas
bilities; so she put her small hand into his big one , and al

s
brought she was ready to enter it . Arriving at the shaft , she

lowedhim to grasp it with quite a cordial pressure. found it necessary to order the coachman to stop. Around the

" Now I must go and changemy dress , " she said . pit's mouth were crowded the wives , mothers, and children of

" Butthere is somethingelse . "

theminers , kneeling , praying , screaming, andwailing , wringing

Sh
e

hadcrossedthe room , and turned her head , with her their hands , and beating their breasts. Women with babies in

handstillresting on the handle of the door , glancing at him their arms , and little children clinging to them ; old women
inquiringly.

sobbingover their sons ; sisterswailing for their brothers. Fifty

" Whenyouhavefound your Sir Lancelot , promise that you --some crushed, someburiedalive !

will te
ll

me. "

Ethel leaned back against the cushions of the carriage, and
The doorswungopen, and then closed with a little snap . burst into tears ; but after awhile she looked up again. She
MissCramerhad gone without the promise , and our hero was could seeRegie in the crowd - and , yes , therewas Gordon. She
leftalone to his meditations. When Regie returned , he found bent forward eagerly : she had neverseentheman'sface in such

hi
m

still in the room, apparently enjoying himself with the a glow of energybefore . H
e

had thrown of
f

bi
s

coat , and was
help of a brightfire , an easy -chair , and a book . working with the might of a lion ; his supple strength stood

" I am notgoingback to Chattersley to -morrow , " he said . him in good stead. He could lift as much as two men ; and

"All thebetter. What madeyou changeyour mind ? ” ' his rich , powerful voicewas heard issuing cool , quick orders on

" I askedEthel to marryme , and she said no . I am going to all sides. He seemed to inspire the people with hope and
waituntilshesaysyes . ”

courage ; and even the weeping women staid their cries to

" Halloo! ” exclaimedReginald . “Don't she love you ? ” look at him and wonder at his calmness.

" M
y

dearfellow. I am not a hero . I never killed a dozen At last there rose a shout . In falling , & great rock had been

m
en

becausetheythought their sweethearts were superior to held by the side of the shaft , and had prevented its being filled
mine. I never ' rodeabroad redressing human wrongs . ' Imore than a fe

w

yards. By the side of this rock there was a

stayedathomeand mindedmy own business ; though I think , spacelargeenough to admit of a man's swinging himself down
whenIhavemet a scoundrel who neededchastisement, I have by means of a rope . Oncebelow , he might learn th

e

extent of

generallysuppliedhim with the article ad libitum. Ethel is a the injury done, and assist the living men to ascend. Who

de
ar

littlegirl , an
d

he
r

dear , little , warm heart ha
s

se
t

he
r

judg - would go ? Women hushed their weeping and hi
d

their faces.
ment on fir

e
an
d

madeher somewhatunjust . Apart fromthat , Who would go ? Men turned pale , an
d

looked into eachother's

I think sh
e

likes m
e
, so I am not disconsolate ; and if I have eyeswith a fearful questioning .

yourconsent, I will sing Nil desperandum. " “ It is almost certain death , " said an old miner . " The rock
Cramerregarded hi

s

friend with an admiring glance . mayhold on , or it may fall - heavenonly knowswhich it will" Yo
u

have m
y

consent , ” he said , “ and you have plenty of do ! You se
e

, it haspreventedmuch rubbish dropping , and the
pluck. Youmay no

t
be a Si
r

Lancelot ,Drasdyl ;but I think damage is not so great as w
e

imagined . There ar
e

no
t

many
youaresafe. "

workers in the mine , and if the rock holds , the man who goesW
e

will no
t

venture to sa
y

whether Ethel waspleased or dis- down may savethem al
l ; if it falls " th
e

ol
d

man took of
fpleasedwhen, at dinner ,Gordon announced hi
s

intention of re
-

hi
s

ha
t , an
d

hi
s

voice sank , “ God have mercy on hi
s

soul ! "

maining. Youngladies' faces ar
e

not supposed to tell tales , and There was a dead, dead silence. Ah ! to the bravest of us ,

M
is
s

Crameronlysmiled,and ate her dinner in silence . the gift of life is very dear.Tw
o

weekspassed, and Drasdyl was still at Craigmoor . H
e But at last the silencewasbroken by a man steppinginto the

waspleasantandjovial as ever . He shotwith Regie , and rode circle . He took off the coil of rope and began to unwind it .

w
ith

Ethel ; he listened to her music , and added a magnificent “Fifty lives to one , ” he said , in a steady, rich voice ; "and

ba
ss

to he
r

singing ; he consultedwith he
r

gravely abouther thesepoor fellowshave wivesandsisters . If th
e

rock holds , Iaquarium; an
d

sympathizedwith herwhen th
e

bi
g

fish at
e up savethem ; if it falls__ ” he endedreverently in th

e

words of

th
e

minnows; in fact , he di
d

everything bu
t

make love ; and th
e

ol
d

miner , " theLord havemercy on m
y

soul ! "

really in thosedaysEthel began todoubt whether hehad ever Ethel had looked up at the first ring of the deepvoice . WhoAnother man , under such circumstances, was it ? It was theman whom shehad accused of beinguseless
wouldhavebeen ap

t
tomake himself a bore ;but th
is

gentle and listless — th
e

man of whom sh
e

ha
d

said , * He is no hero "m
an

ha
d

to
o

muchgoodtaste and balance to er
r

on the side of -it was Gordon Drasdyl .sentimentality. Perhaps , on some veryrare occasions, th
e

love “ Hold tightly to the rope, " he said . “ I haveclimbed theam
es

w
er
e

sungwith acertain expression — bu
t

that was al
l ; rigging of a m
an - of - w
ar , an
d I am no
t

afraid of th
e

depth .

pa
re , fiv
en

then they weregenerally ended w
ith

such comical Cramer , hi
s

fa
ce

w
as

pa
le , bu
t

he w
as

ca
lm

an
d

collected, *** ifparodiesasmade th
e

expressionsomewhatquestionable . For the worst comes to theworst , do not forget mymessage. Now ,

tw
o

weeks, as w
e

have sa
id , this went on , and wasvery amus - boys ! "in
g

; bu
t

on th
e

thirdweekEthel foundher Si
r

Lancelot . A step, and he wasswinging by the rope - lower, lower, as theErnigmoor w
as
in a mining district , an
d

th
e

nearest village menpaid it ou
t . Nearing th
e

ro
ck - cl
os
e

to it - passing it no
w ,pr
in

populated byminers , w
ho

worked in th
e

co
al -mines . The and they se
e

th
e

handsomecavalier - fa
ce

turned alittle upward ,

donethat at all .
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Po
et
ry

.

fear ; boys with hardly the power to

raise themselves. One by one - one by

one ; Ethel thought it would neverend.

Forty , forty - one, forty -two — she could
not count longer . She hid her face in

the cushions , and waited .

" Only onemore , " she heard a voice
say , at last ; • and he is the gentleman.

But , masters, the rock has stirred . "

Fresh workers crowded to the pit's
mouth , and the rope was loweredagain.

" It must have reachedthe bottoin , "

said one ; but he is not holding it . "

“ Hewas most worn out , ” said the
man who last came up . “ He bad
helped us all , and it was hard work ;

but he wouldn't come until he hadseen
the last of us . He said there may be

little sisters waiting at the top who
loved us . "

Was he a hero ?

At last - at last , he was holding to

the rope ; and they drew it slowly and
cautiously . Two , three , four minutes- five — and the strong hands were
above the rock ; but their veins were
knotted and starting ; and as theman's
face rose to view , they saw his eyes
were closed, and that his lips were bit
ten purple .

A stir , a bustle - A wild , triumphant
shout , pealing and ringing to the very
sky — and Ethel's carriage had drawn
nearer .

Put him in here , " shesaid. “ Give
him some wine , Regie . Oh , Gordon,

Gordon ! "

And when they laid him on the seat,

she drew his brave , noble head upon

her lap , smoothing the heavy black
hair back , and chafing the swollen
hands in her own ; and then , to Re

gie's great amazement, she bent and
kissed him .

She would not le
t Regie move him ;

his head must rest there ; and there it

resteduntil they reachedthe house. It

TUE HARESANDTHE FROGS. - PAGE217.

1

not fear ; only . a . solemn
thought , as the blue sky is

lost to his sight .

The women droppe ? upon
their knees, praying aloud ,

and the men took off their
caps. Ethel watchedthe rope
with a horrid fascination as it

slid through the hands of the
hollers .

l'ive minutes , and the strain
ceased — he had reached the
bottom . The : another si

lence, and after that a shout

of triumph . Some one was
holding the rope again, an at

length a deathly- faced boy was
landed safely at the top .

" Only onekilled ! " he said ;

" and we think the rock will
hold awhile . The gentleman

is helping the men up one by

one.
H
e says he will wait until

the last . "

Was he a hero ?

They were drawn up one
after another . Men with rigiil
faces, and eyes hollow wit !.

HIERIAL

UW I SAWSOMECACIQUENESTSTHAT I FANCIED, ETC. ---PAGE217.
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green, with

resembledamassof cablestwisted in
doubtlesswortha glance, but the head

217
w
as

no
t

long before he was conscious ; and then Ethel piled mensenumber of largepear -shapedobjectsthat swayedgentlycushions fo
r

him on th
e

sofa , and insisted on bringing hi
s

te
a

in the wind , giving it the look of a hugeChinese hat shakingits bells .to himwithherownpretty hands.

Before th
e

eveningwas over , Regie very consideratelyfound These pears or bells , full a yard long , were nests of thebusinesswhichneeded hi
s

presence in the village ; and as he crestedcacique. These handsomebirds , with their rich chocole
ft

th
e

room,MissCramer, who had beensitting in silence fo
r

late body , dark green wings , and outer ta
il

feathersbright yelsometime, looking thoughtfully into the fire , rose from her low , winning it thename of goldentail , wereflashing in and outchair, an
d

crossed to th
e

prostrate hero's side , evidently with a aroundtheir aerial homes , or diving in through th
e

opening inthe side.purpose.
** I havesomething to tell you , ” she said , in a pretty little I began to sketch the tree, to the manifest uneasiness of mygl
ow

of enthusiasticpenitence. “ I said you were not a hero . men ,who urged m
e

to le
t

them advance, as a Ventarron orI w
as veryunjustand foolish . Please, won't you shake hands squallwas coming . The clear sky and motionlesswater madewithme, and be friends ? "

me treat it lightly . I finished my sketchand lay back to witH
e

wasstretched al
l

his magnificent six -feetlength , and he nessthe comingscene.lookedup at her tenderly. Shake hands ? O
f

course he would . Before long , while I was inwardly laughinggatthe evident unH
e

shookhothhands, and theninsisted on holding them , and easiness of my men , a curtain of mist suddenly rosebeforeme,drawingMissEthel into a chair at his side. vailing the sun . The sky becameyellow , then livid"Do you meanthat I am a hero ? ” he said , with a quiet stripes of red and black . The men bent to their paddles, andsmile. " Ethei, Regiesays that you kissed me this evening- our pirogue flew toward a channel between an island and thedi
d you? "

shore , but the whirlwind was rushing upon us . I uttered a crySh
e

blushedbrightly , but her answerwas characteristically of alarm as the river wrinkled , swelled to waves, and these toprettyandfrank.

immense- billows , whitened with foam , and , the trees in the" ' I think I did . I had been watching you al
l

the time , Gor march of the tornadobent and snapped as it approached us indo
n

; an
d

whentheylaid you in the carriage, I knew that I had | its deadly course.foundmySirLancelot at last . " My men, used to the dangers of the river , paddled on unmoved, and wehad scarcelydoubled a point and drawn our boatashorethan thewindspoutwhich pursued us crossedthe UcayaliTHE HARES AND THE FROGS . and burst on the left bank , scattering the sand and hurlingagainst eachother the gigantic trees that lined it . Caught byOnceupon a time, in a park where there were a great number their foliage in the whirlwind that sought to uproot them, theyof hares, therewas a violent storm of wind and rain , which battled manfully , bending to earth only to recovertheir haughtymadesuch a noiseamongthe treesand bushes that thesetimid bearing , but this only hastenedtheir ruin . Under the formidanimalswere so frightened that they ran about as if they were able shocks they received, the sandyearth loosened its hold , themad. Andwhenthey thought of the many dangers to which roots wereswept bare, and the lords of the forest camecrashingtheyweredailyexposedfrom hunters and dogs, they resolved | down .that it would be better to put an endto theirlives at once. With this sad
resolutiontheyescapedfrom the park ,

an
d

running on theycame to a pond of

water. Heretheydetermined to drown

As they approached thebank a largenumber of frogs , whowere: frightened at the sight of thehares, leapedinto the water in thegreatestconfusionand fear ; when the
foremosthareperceivedthis he said ,"Stop, m

y

friends! our case is not sohadafter al
l

. Hereare other creatureswhoare as timid and as miserable asourselves. Let us learn to bear patientlythoseevilswhichour nature has

MORAL.- W
e

ought to takecomfortfromth
e

fa
ct , th
at

howeverpoor and miserabletr
e may be thereareothersworse of
f

thanOurselves.

HOW I SAWSOME CACIQUE NESTSTHAT I FANCIED , AND A TROPICSTORMTHAT I DIDN'T .

I wassailingdownthe Ucayali on apirogue, manded by three Indians , expert, steadyfellows, when I caughtsight on a risingground by th
e

riversi
de

of on
e

of those fig -trees of whichth
e

valley of th
e

UcayaliAmazon con Todotains no lessthanforty -threevarieties .Th
e

trunk of th
e

tree , strangelytwisted ,

19 w

somegiant'shand. This curiosity was

LacontroAt
LETITIA ELIZABETI LANDON- PAGE218.an im

themselves.

thrownupon us .

of th
e

treerivetedmy attention .th
e

ends of the brancheshung
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The sandybeachdisplayeda curious scene. Herons and other
long-leggedbirds, consciousof the danger, had hastenedto the SLEEPLESS ALICE .

shore, where, burying their heads in the loose sand, they

awaited the end of the hurricane. A TINY scream, of rebellionstone;
Another! Sweetwifie, why, what's amiss?

With upraisedhands, and a look of care,

LETITIA ELIZABETH LANDON . “Was ever," she saith, " such elf as this?"

Countlessditties tril'd into her ears-
LETITIA ELIZABETH LANDON, generally known as L. E. L. , Countlesspacings across the floor;

was an English poetess, formerly of considerable popularity. Yet there she lies, in a baby rage,
At the early age of thirteen, she displayed a vivid and in Wider awake than shewas before.
ventive imagination, and produced several small poems. Her
father was an army agent, and resided at Brompton, where Then the mother on tiptoe steals to peep;

he had for a neighbor, Mr. Jerdan, the editor of the Literary Yes, there she lies in a towering rage,
Making vain effortsto free the feet

Gazelle. She submitted some of her poctical effusions to that Her well-lapp'd coverlets still encage.
gentleman, who published them in his journal, in 1820. These
first efforts were soon followed by others in the same paper, She beats the air with one pigmy fist;
and were received with a considerableamount of attention. The other, to add to her angryplight,
Her father dying soon after, and leaving his family in re In the strugglehas slipp'd from its ruffledsleeve,

duced circumstances, Miss Landon devoted herself to litera And is uselesslywanderingout of sight.

ture , as a means of support for herself and assistance to her rel
Now she catches a glimpse of thewatcher's face,

atives. Her poems in the Literary Gazette, signed L. E. L. , Hushesher cry and ( ah , coaxingwife ! )

werenow eagerlylooked for , andexcitedgreat admiration . She The lips , just emitting such angry sounds,

likewise wrote criticisms of poetry and works of fiction for the Have shapedthemselvesinto a joyous smile.

Gazelle, and , as Mr. Jerdan afterward stated, her labors for the
print were little less than his own . With respect to her poems, From its pillow she lifts the curly head,

** The Fate of Adelaide , a SwissRomantic Tale , " waspublished With piteousgestureand gurgling sigh,

in 1821. This , her first collection , was followed by “ The Im Cooing a somethingthat seems to say,

“ How barbarousthus to makeme lie ! "

provisatore, " " The Troubadour, ” “ The Golden Violet , " and
others. At that period the annuals were popular , and to these Half vanquish'd, the mother gravelyfrowns

L. E. L. contributed largely . She was less successful a
s a nov “ Other folks ' babes are not like mine ;

elist than as a poet , for her three works of fiction , “ Romance They close their eyes at decoroushours,

and Reality , ” “ Francesca Carrara, " and " Ethal Churchill , " Nor wake in the morn till eight or nine.

weresoon forgotten . In 1838she was married to Mr. George “Other folks ' babesmust surely be

MacLean , the governor of Cape -CoastCastle. She left England Better managedand taught than this ;

with her husband , and in little more than a year , was found ly Why will you not sleep, you naughtyelf ! "

ing on the floor of her apartment, dead. In her hand was a And she giveth the culprit a heartykiss .

small phial that had containedprussicacid . At the inquest the Oh weaknessof woman ! I see them bothjury discovered no causefor suspicion in her death , neither
could it be thought that her end had been due to her own in Next momentengaged in a game at peep ;

With a show of maternalwrath kept up

tentional act ; for she had been in the habit of taking , accord In “ O
h , naughtyAlice , why won't you sleep ? "

ing to her physician's advice, small doses of prussic acid , and
she had , moreover, written to some female friends in London
expressing herself perfectly happy and contented. As a poet A DIAMOND RING .

she evinced a sentimental and melancholy cast of thought , but

in private life shewas of a lively and mirthful disposition . Her

" Life and Literary Remains " were published by Laman Blan- very dull little town , " I heard some persons sa
y

, but to m
e
it

ABOUTfour years ago I was at Neuenburgh , or Neufchâtel , “ a

chard, in 1841. Born at Old Brompton , 1802 ; died 1839. seemedone of quiet loveliness , and its lake and Alpine scenery
beautiful . I staid there somedays to explore the charmingly

FIFTEENMINUTES. — Th
e

small stoneswhich fil
l

up the crevices time of grape gathering . As it was rather late in th
e

season,

picturesqueenvirons and adjacentpretty villages in thepleasant

have almost as much to do with making th
e

fa
ir

an
d

fir
m

wall bu
t

fe
w

peoplewerestaying in th
e

hotel : al
l

were rapidly onas the great rocks ; so the right and wise use of sparemoments the wing , and fo
r

the most part homeward bound.contributes not a little to the building up , in good proportion
with strength , a man's mind . Merchants and clerks There was , however , one traveler who , like myself , was sta

fifteenminutes during th
e

da
y

to learn what goes on beyond tothe dinner -table ( at a remotecorner of which , an
d

in th
e

tionary for a short time - one who every day brought with him

th
e

day -book and the ledger . Merchantsand artizansmayfind most obscurepart of th
e

room , he chose to si
t
) hi
s

letters, sevefifteen minutes occasionally to gather a hint , a thought , a fact , ra
l

newspapers, an
d

abook . These he arrangedaround hi
m ,

an anecdotewhich they may ponder over while atwork . Good an
d , after attentively studying th
e

menu, devoted himself appahousewives need no
t

be so ignorant , as , al
as

! they to
o

often rently to th
e

examinationand perusal of them during th
e

sparear
e
, supposing th
e

world of books is not fo
r

them . Oneand minutes that intervened between the serving of th
e

variousal
l
of you — on
e

an
d

al
l

of us — le
t

us take care of theminutes plates of which he had decreed to partake .--and the hours will take care of themselves It has been
well said th

at

industry is of little avail without punctuality . parted hi
s

wishes in a very lo
w , confiding tone . H
e

w
as
ashort ,

H
e spoke not a word except to the waiter , to whom he im

This is the spirit that watchesthe minutes, and turns them to

account. spareman of about fifty , with restlesslight gray eyesthat wan
deredfurtively toward every faceand scanned it stealthily . His

Woman’sCHEERFULNESS.—Concerning nothing do w
e

come to complexionwas what the French call blême— a mixture , as I

more false conclusions, and make more falsesteps , than con- imagine , of the wan an
d

livid ; hi
s

hair was thin and grizzled,curning woman's cheerfulness. Ah ! how many women ar
e

and he had neither whiskers , beard, nor mustache. Indeed,

there who pine unknown , despondsmiling , an
d

wither jesting ; he was so closely croppedand closely shaven that he ha
d

th
e

who , with bright , joyouseyes , fle
e

into a corner , as if behind a appearance of an actor readyfor amake - up of any kind . H
e

fa
n
, that they might right gladly break out into tears which

oppressedthem ; who pay fo
r

a day of smiles by a night of tears ends, and hi
s

coatwas buttoned straight up to meet it .

wore a white cravat , rather broad and tightly tied by its extreme

-just as an unusually transparent, clear, and mistless day O
n
a continental trip one encounters at iablesd'hôlesuchoddi
surely foretells rain ! ties , both in appearanceand manners , that probably I should

may find
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havetakennoparticular notice of this man, small as was the inquired if he had a collectionof preciousstones, to which hedinner-party, and annoying the crumpling and turning and answered :
flappingof hi

s newspapers, had I not severaltimes noticedthat “ Sometimes ; yes, sometimes I have . "

hi
s eyeswerepeeringabovethe paper he pretended to be read I thought it a strangereply , but he added :in

g
, andweresteadfastlyfixed on me . There was perplexity in “ I wonderyou are not afraid of losing your ring . ”theirexpression, as if the samethought that afterward haunted “ It is safer on my hand than in a jewel or dressing-case. ”m

e

werepuzzlinghim — whereand when w
e

had met before " Perhaps so ; still it might prove a temptation to a desperatean
d

therewasadmiration, too , in those furtive glances ; but it man , who , probably , if opportunity offered, would not scruplew
as
no
t

fo
r

m
e

personally ; the attention lay in the flash and to take it from you by force . I think you run a risk . ”

sparkle of a lustrous diamond ring , which I then constantly “ I think not ; and he will be desperateindeedwho succeedswore on th
e

forefinger of m
y

right hand . It was a single stone, in taking it by force on this line . The guard, you know , isof good si
ze , and of extremepurity and brilliancy . It had been within hail , and constantly passingthe window . ”

Falued b
y
a dealer in preciousstones at three hundred and fifty “ I did not , madam , ” he said , “ refer to the railway espepounds. Itwasgiven to me by an aunt two yearsbefore, a few cially . I perceive you would not lose your ring without adaysprevious to her death. struggle for it ; but , believe me , I had no intention to alarm ,I hadpromised, in compliancewith her wish , to wear it only to caution you . "

always, and I did so day and night . Its setting , too , was most " You have not at all alarmed me , sir , and I thank you for
uncommon, andbeautiful as the workmanship . It was not the the caution . "

firsttime it hadattractedattention , but this man was so fasci Still he would not drop the subject. After a few minutes'nated b
y

th
e

fieryglitter of the little starlike gem that he dis- silence he said , rather sneeringly :regardedthebonnesbouches to which he had helped himself , “That ring is evidently very precious to you . "neglectedhi
s

lettersand papers, and cast such Jonging , almost “ It is . It is the gift of a deceasedrelative . "

caressing, looksupon it , that I felt impelled to withdraw my “ Indeed, indeed ! ” he said , moving toward me, with an inhandfrom hi
s

sight, when he gave a vexed and hasty snatch at quiring and interes'edlook , expecting, I supposed, to hearsomehi
s

book, as though I had beenguilty of removing the light of family history ; but at that moment the guard looked in . Ihiseyesfromhim . called him . Daubigny sank back in his seat, and resumedthe

O
n
th
e

secondday he , I fancied, had solved the problem of the contemplation of the figures in his book .

whereandwhen of our previousmeeting ; I , as he well knew , “ When shall we reachYverdun , guard . "

ha
d

no
t

. Curiosityled me to ascertain his name, and I found “ In a few minutes, madam . "

he haddescribedhimself in the visitors ' book as " Charles Ed Daubigny looked up .
wardDaubigny, Esq . , The Towers , Pettleworth ; " but both “ How glad I am you stop at Yverdun . What hotel do you
nameandresidencewere entirely unknown to me . He de- go to ? ' 'partedafterwardfromhis usual habits so far as to take a seat “ I don't know . "

near m
e
, and he broughthis book only , which , by the way , was “ I can recommendyou an excellent one . "

a treatiseon phrenology. H
e

handed me the menu, remarked The train stopped ; he jumpedout with his bag and his pack
that th

e

weatherwaswonderfully fine , the housedull , the din- age of wrappers.ne
r

ba
d

, & c . , & c . Now and then he made an adroit observation, “ Allow me to assist you . "

intendedindirectly to draw from me in what direction , and " Thank you , I have changedmy mind , and am going on . "

withwhatobject, I was traveling . But I gave him in reply Going on ! Then you lose a great treat . Yverdun is a

ci
vi
l

-tonedmonosyllablesonly , almost regretting that they were charming place fo
r

a lover of the picturesque to pass a few days
civil, so strongwasmy feeling of aversion toward hi

m
. at , and I assure you , madam, the pleasure of it to me would

Somedaysafter I was leaving Neufchâtel for Lausanne, had have been greatly enhanced by your presence. With the deju
st

seatedmyself comfortably in a railway carriage, which I velopment of so much caution , I did not credit you with fickle
ratherexpectedto have to myself , and had taken of

f

my glove ness ; but one , perhaps, is the result of the other . Well , good

to search fo
r

somearticlewhich I needed in my traveling -bag, morning . I needhardly say take care ofyour ring . "

when th
e

dooropened, and , to my intense dismay, the evil eye I was so heartily glad to get rid of him , that I wished him

of Daubignygleamedupon me . With a familiar smirk and goodmorning , and only smiled at his impertinence.no
d

, intothecarriage he came. I closed my bag and put my Just as the train was again about to start a lady and gentleunglovedhandundermy cloak . He saw the movement, and an man came rushing up , and , with the assistance of the guard,

od
d

so
rt

of malignantsmile passedover his face. scrambledinto the carriage.

H
e
w
as verymuchpleased, he said , to meet m
e

again . I re " What a relief ! ” exclaimedthe lady , as she threw herself on

turned hi
m

a bow of grateful acknowledgment , and finding I the seat . “ I am so glad , George, that w
e got away so well

w
as
no
t

disposed fo
r

conversation, he betook himself to hi
s

surely , surely , that manmeant to rob us . "phrenologicalstudies. H
e

was very soon, to al
l

appearance, “His manner was certainly very odd , very suspicious ; but w
e

deeplywrapt in th
e

subject, and I thought I would take th
e
op
-

may havebeenmistaken , " said her companion .

portunityof putting on m
y

glove ; but no sooner di
d I move " O
h , no , dear, not mistaken : and he might have killed us ,

m
y

handthan he raised hi
s

eyes and fixed them full upon thering. “Killed us ! nonsense, Mary . "

" What a remarkablyfine stone that is ! ” he said . He then gave her a few drops of some spirit on a lump of

Yes , " I answered, carelessly, as I concealed it from hi
s sugar to compose he
r

agitated nerves, an
d

at last she subsided
into a calmer state of mind , when shewas good enough to tell

" I am a judge of thosethings , ” he continued . me that many robberies had lately been committed on that
line , and at various hotels . Shewarned me, she said, in case I

" Le
s ; an
d

m
y

opinion ha
s

often beentaken in preference to ha
d

any valuableswith m
e
, and prayed m
e

to be on m
y

guard .

that ofmanyprofessedconnoisseurs. I said I was much obliged ; but I wascareful not to displaymy

" You ar
e

a dealer, probably ? " . ring . They went on chatting pleasantlyenoughthen, on other

" Oh no , " he said , with an ai
r

of offended dignity , “ no
t

a subjects,until w
e

arrived at Lausanne . I took the conveyance
dealer, I am an admirer; Imay almost confess to being a lover belonging to th

e
“ BeauRivage , " at Ouchy ,my fellow -travelers

tis a gr
ea
t

weakness ofthose precious trifles .Now th
at

stone , followed m
y

example , an
d

thus w
e

becamelocated in th
e

same

as yo
u

mayhave observed, ha
s

greatly attracted m
e
, and , hotel .judgingwithout th
e

advantage of aclose inspection , I should During our stay there numerouscomplaintsweremade to the

bu
y

do no
t

believe th
at I possess on
e , of th
e

same si
ze , so proprietor of articles , of more or le
ss

value ,beingmissedfrom
brilliant, so purelypellucid , so apparently faultless . " LadyI w

as no
t

induced by this rhapsody to gi
ve

hi
m

th
e

ad
-

Butler , al
so

declared that a valuable emerald broochhad been
vantageof th

e

close inspectionhe soevidently coveted , bu
t

| stolenfrom their bedroom . A greatfuss w
as

madeabout it , an
d

)

too . "

ardentgaze.

" Indeed. " )

9

.
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me.

my Lady Mary much condoledwith ; for it was rememberedby I did not answer, but looked so intently in his face that he
someladies that she had worn one evening a large brooch with was really disconcerted, and turned away.
green stones. The servantswere rigidly questioned, but there “ Under what circumstanceswas the ring you speakof lost !''
were no proofs of dishonestyagainst them, and they knew not I asked. He sat down by me and said :
whom to suspect. Mr. Butler called on the proprietor to in “ A fellow who watchedme examining it at thewindowof the
demnify hi

m

fo
r

hi
s

loss , which he estimated at not less than jeweler who se
t

the stone fo
r

me , waited fo
r

my leaving th
e

seventypounds, but he positively refused, and in a manner that shop ; at the corner of a dark alley he suddenly pouncedupon
somepersonsthought very disrespectful, and Butler threatend a me, for it was evening , and dragged me down . H

e placed hi
s

procés, exposé, & c . , & c . hand on my mouth , and held me , while an accomplicerobbed
They left the same morning as niyself fo

r

Geneva, and meand made of
f

with the ring . "

although they seemedbefore inclined to patronise a new hotel , • Well , you pursued them , or raised an alarm ? ”

I found , to my great annoyance, they had decided on that at “ I was senselessfrom the violence with which I was thrown
which I proposed to take up my quarters. What was still more on the ground , and lay there until found by a policemanpassing
displeasing to me then , was to find the abominable man Dau- by . The rascalswerenever taken . "

bigny therealso . When I went down to dinner he was already “ And the setting of the ring was like mine ? ”

seated at tablewith his face buried in a newspaper. As I was “ Exactly , I should say - it wasmy own design . ”

placed at somedistance I affectednot to observe him , though I “ And who was the jeweler ? "

knew , of course, he being on the opposite side, that the minia " It wasmade at Green & Ward's . "

ture lightning flashescould not escapehis notice . “ I thought that firm no longer existed ? "

Dinner ended, I went for a few minutes into the reading • Well , well , " he said , impatiently , “ youknow who I mean
room. H

e

soon followed , came up and said he was really re
-

their successors. I ask younow who madethe ring you wear ! "

joiced to seeme at Geneva, regrettedmuch that I had passed by “ Not Green & Ward , si
r

. It is of foreign make . But what
the beauties of Yverdun , which had interested him immensely . are your questions intended to lead to ? "

All at once he pretended to seeButler and his wife for the first “ I thought it probable your relative might have found it ,

time , who were so absorbed by an illustrated paper that they , and , if so , that you would allow me to examine it . ”

equally blind , had not remarked his wonderful bow and speech “ Need I remind you that I am cautious ? If this ring — if , Ito me . Their greeting was an unusually fervent one , the say , this ring wereyour property , lost and found according to

shaking of bands most hearty and astonishingly prolonged . your representation, you would , of course, have proofs to offerThey had not met , I gathered from their fragmentary conver- beyond the mereassertion that you thought it yours . ”

sation , since “ the famousshooting party at the duke's . ” The • My friend , Butler , " he began -- " oh , pray don't trouble
two men retired to a distant window to talk over , Lady Mary him , he is too busywith his own affairs . He has undertaken to

said , somecounty electioneering business, and she sat down by prove the loss of her ladyship's emerald brooch . "

“ The voiture is waiting , ” said the porter .

“ You know our friend , Daubigny ? ” she inquired . Daubigny looked savagely at me , and hid himself behindthe

“ No , " I answered. Times, as I gladly left the room . But I began to be veryanxious,

" I sawhim speaking to you . H
e
is a very old friend of ours ; wondering what would be the result of this strangeaffair, and Ia little eccentric, but you will find him a most charming , in wasgreatly inclined to confide my suspicions of the party , andterestingmanwhenyou ar

e

acquaintedwith hi
m

— fo
r I shall in th
e

history of th
e

ring , to th
e

proprietor of th
e

hotel , beggingtroduce him - and he is so very clever , too . Do you know him to keep it for me until my friends arrived .Cheshire ? " I decided not to wear it at dinner , and to watch the effect. I“ Not at all . "

“ H
e

has a verybeautiful place there - Pettleworth Towers-- dress . I found Daubigny in his place , frowning terribly over
passed a ribbon through it , and connected it securelyunder m

y

and a perfectmuseum of rare and preciousthings , fo
r

he is im- his book - of course he missedthe ring at once , and hi
s

wanfacemensely rich . His chief mania is fo
r

diamonds ; he has fine becamedeeply flushed . I thought I saw very meaning glancesspecimens of all colors. Yours is amost brilliant stone , ” sh
e

exchangedbetweenhim and Lady Mary . Suddenly sh
e

seemedsaid , taking m
y

hand ; “ I should like hi
m

to se
e

it , probably to grow quite faint ( sh
e

played her part remarkably well ) . Herhe would offer you a very large price for it . "

" I hope he would not take so great a liberty , " I answered , had occurred there before , and at Lausanne also , fo
r

she was
husband rose , gave her his ar

m
, and they left the room. This

coldly .

Soon after I went to my room . I had doubts about he
r

at notice it occasioned was apitying glance , perhaps, from th
e

supposed to be in an “ interesting situation , ” thereforethe only
Lausanne. The lost brooch , I suspected, was not worth many ladies , or a passingsmile from the gentlemen.shillings ; and now that I found she and her husband were con
nectedwith the manDaubigny , whose countenance I had studied many others I have met with in Swiss and German hotels, was

By -and - b
y I went to my room , which , after the pattern of

and thought upon until a ra
y

of light seemed to illumine a dark long and narrow , resembling rather a slice of a room , an
d

itcorner of m
y

memory, I resolved to keepaloof and shake he
r

of
f
. looked , with several others , upon a common balcony . M
y

winYet shewas a very attractivewoman , of about thirty , pleasing in dow was open , and on going out , though th
e

eveningwasverymanner ,always well -dressed, an
d

in good taste ; sh
e

had a sort chilly , I sawmy LadyMary seated within a fe
w

yards of m
e ( forof winning way in speaking that gave he
r

a great facility in her roomwas th
e

second to mine ) , and gazing on th
e

distantmaking the acquaintance of personsstaying in the hotels . ofraysI had expected to meet friends at Genevawith whom I was the setting sun .

cloud -cappedMont Blanc , faintly tinged by the crimson
going on toItaly , bu

t

found letters only ,which informed m
e

if she felt better ; but , nothing daunted , sh
e

came to m
e
, said

I could scarcelyprevail on myself to askher

their journey wasdelayed fo
r

a week or te
n

days . By spending the fresh ai
r

had revived her , and turning , accidentally as itthat time at Verney I hoped to free myself from the Butler were toward my room , exclaimed :party , and I proposed to take the steamer early , and decamp
without their knowledge if possible , fo

r I felt that I w
as

beset were no
t

going to be so unkind , m
a

chère, as to steal a march

“ Dear m
e

! here is al
l

th
e

appearance of a packing up . You

by them . I was weary of the constant reference to my ring , upon us , and leave without un petitmotd'adieu ? "and resolvedthat another day should put an end to it . That , I think , would not greatly grieve you . "On the following morning , while waiting for a voiture to take

m
e

fo
r

a drive , Daubigny emergedfrom th
e

shelter of a news - bigny , ” sh
e

said ; " I know he ha
s

offended you , and telling

“ Indeed it would . I have been scolding that dreadful Dali
paper , behind which it was hi

s

usual habit to conceal himself . hi
m

hi
s

diamond mania will ge
t

him into trouble . Now , thinkPerceiving that w
e

werealone , he commenced :

" I think ,madam ,yousaid that ring was a gift from a de
-

ture , and that little craze of hi
s

must be pardoned . If , " sh
eno more of what he said about the ring , fo
r

he is a good crea
ceased relative ? ” I was startled , fo

r
he continued : " I must went on , " yo
u

ar
e

really going , sa
y

that you will comeand se
c

tell you that it bears a strong resemblance toone I lo
st

some m
e

atmyhouse in Portland Place . Iwillsend yo
u

ou
r

card beyears ago . "

fore you leave . Do you go very early to Verney ? ”

.

..



A DIAMOND RING ,

you to

your work. ''

sh
e

exclaimed, “ andbe sure , doctor , it was one of themwho / keys afterher return , from the bottom of her pocket, was a lus

handedtome , and I requestedthe doctor to read it . It was as

up a hueand cr
y

whenyou awake , and say I have committed
worn by you, didnot belong to you . I knew it again at the first thoughmany were the guessesforwarded to us .glance,and I knewyou soonafter , so you could not expect I belleAdèle, Eugène de M. 'shouldquietlylet youkeeponeof the finest stones, for its size, the fancy to wear it always , and on that condition it was given
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I hadnottoldher I wasgoing there , but hadwritten that ad- what it cost your aunt . That sum I enclose, to take from youdress on a portmanteau. I looked my surprise . the chance, I think you would be glad to have, of saying you" Th

e

chambermaid, " she said , “ waswith me just now , and have been robbed. ”gave m
e

thatpiece of ill news. But I shall seeyou beforeyou “ Thering itself , the settingyou prized so much , I leaveyougo , dear. I am gettingcold . Good evening . " as a souvenir, for to us that is valueless, and to reconcileAndshewent to her own room. your loss still further , I inform you that that ring costthehusI intendedto leave at eight the next morning . Finished my band of your friend Lady Mary five of his best years at thepreparations, desired I might be called early , and placed the French galleys , so you se
e

he paid a good price fo
r

it . It wasring on myfinger, and went to bed . I soon fell asleep, for I passedover - I will not tell you how - to her , brought over toha
d

been ou
t

nearly al
l

day inhaling the pure mountain ai
r ; England to be disposed of , and lost , carelessly, as you knowbu
t

I partiallywokefrommyslumbers in the night , I know not how , by your humble servant .at whatlour , but it seemedquite dark . Something, I fancied , “ You have heard , I dare say, that there is honor amongtouchedmyforehead, and I breathed heavily , while a strange thieves, ' so I gave her your aunt's twentypounds, and sevenfaintodorsurroundedme. I lay listening . Did my bedmove ? yearsafter , whenyou flaunted its sparks in myface, I stakedmyWhatwaswaving to and fro over my head ? honor on its recovery. On our journey I own youwerespiteful ," Who'sthere? ” I with difficulty uttered . that I could not coax it from you , for our system is not one ofI strained m
y

eyes to look into the dark room . The power of violence, so I called in the aid of her ladyshipherself , and asvisionseemedgone ; and what a strange sensation creeps Verney was not our route , w
e put you into a sound sleep. Bythrougheverynerve. In my terror I tried to scream - to rise . the time you are aroused from your slumbers we shall be farI ha

d
th
e

will but not the power to do so . By one great effort away, and pursuit , if you dream of such folly , useless, besidesI raised m
y

head, but instantly fell back , and a heavyweight the difficulty you would have to recognizeunderour newstylepressedon mychest. Yet I heard a voice - yes, quite distinctly , and titles , your old friends of Pettleworth Towers andPortlandin a low, angrytone, he said : Place."You havebuthalf done “ Adieu , dear madam. Perhaps w
e may never meet again,

Andshe- sh
e

answered:

but I hopeyou may soonfind a stone to fill up the emptyset" Take th
e

ring , but do not hurt her . " ting as much to your fancy as the little globule of light I haveIstruggledfaintly ; somethingfell upon my faceagain . O
h , beenobliged to transferfrom you to its rightful owner.thatsickeningodor — that chilly , creeping powerlessness. I “ Yours very truly ,thoughtI wasdying. I knew no more

“CHARLES EDWARDDAUBIGNY. "

WhenI againbecamepartly conscious, I still heardwhispers .A handpressedon my wrist . “ What a scoundrel ! " exclaimed the doctor . " But whatIt ha
s

done he
r

good. You seeshe is reviving . " does the fellow mean by saying you could not expect to haveThatwasnot the samevoice . I openedmy eyes. The sun that diamondfor twenty pounds ? ”w
as

shining, andthe pleasantface of the good landlady of the I roused myself at this , for I feared some aspersion on myhotelwasbendingovermine . aunt's good name." Pauvrechèredame, " shesaid ; " vousallezmieux à present, n'est “ Nearly sevenyears ago , " I answered, “ I was residingwithan elderly lady , my aunt , who oneday , having business in theI could no
t

speak, andwonderedwhether what I sawwas real city , wished to go there in a saloon omnibus ,which , I believe,of ameredream. I recognizedthe physicianwho felt my pulse . was then somethingnew . Shehad beentold they were so comH
e
w
as
a travelerstaying in th
e

hotel . To their questions I had fortable , so well arranged, and , by somemeans,were to be keptpowernor inclination to answer ; but the sensation of so exceedinglyselect, that even a fastidious or timid lady mightreturninganimation w
as

nct only no
t

painful , bu
t

rather pleas - venture to make us
e

of them . I tried to dissuadeher , bu
t

sh
e

an
t
. Th
e

facesbefore m
e

werekindly ones , and I experienced a would have he
r

own way , and I accordingly accompanied he
r

.dreamy so
rt

of plcasure in looking on them .The first thought w
e

took th
e

omnibus atCharing Cross . Only on
e

person w
asth
at

roused m
e

fr
om

this state of apathy w
as

of the ring . I in it , apparently a foreigner , a well -dressedman with a greatlookedat m
y

hand ; th
e

ring w
as

there ,but th
e

light an
d

glory deal of bushy dark hairandmustache . H
e

was so polite as toof it w
as gone- taken fr
om

its setting . ' Then came a di
m

recol- comeforward andassist m
y

aunt to enter , an
d

le
d

he
r

, as shelectionofwhathadpassed in the night . was a little weak and nervous, to a seat, where he placed her as" Whereis thediamond ? " I inquired . carefully as if she had beenhis mother . When the omnibus" Lo
st

to yo
u

, I fear , madame, ” said Madame - stopped to take up other passengers, he left with a polite bowyo
u

fo
el

well enough to tell us what occasionedthis helpless - tomy aunt . On arriving at our destination she found herselfness? At first w
e

feared it was death . " . minus her purse, which contained a few shillings and a twenty" I knownothing - remembernothing , but that m
y

senses
pound note . She fanciedshemust have left it at home, and reweregraduallyoverpowered by some sickly vapor . But where fused to suspect a so well -dressedand gentlemanlike -manneredar

e

thosepeople— th
e

Butlers andDaubigny ? " man of being a thief . The conductorassuredher that was no“Gone, madame; they received a telegram late last night criterion . ' Fortunately , I had my purse, and w
e

returnedhometh
at

were barely in

in a cab. The search there proved fruitless , and my aunt was

w
as ve
ry

anxious to sa
y

good - by to you , and tried your door two " Well , ' she said , as she sat down to openher tea -caddy, ' Iam glad he did not take my small bunch of private keys ; " anddrawing , in

trous diamondring .

“ My aunt was as much frightened as if she had stolen it .Th
er
e

w
as
a no
te

addressed to m
e

laying on th
e

table . It w
as

However , w
e

ha
d
it valued , an
d

sh
e

placed it in he
r

banker'shands . For two years it was continually advertised in London
and Paris ; numerousapplicants and claimants cameforward,

Ce - p
as
? "

neither

6 Do

tie
ne

to ca
tc
h

th
e

night train passingthrough herece ra
he

la
dy obliged to change he
r

opinion of th
e

politeforeigner .or threetimes. "

“ It w
as

no
t

a dream, then - theywere in m
y

room . ”

here th
e

chambermaid to
ld

m
e

th
at , I suspectedthem . caught up by th
e

wards of a ke
y , for sh
e

ha
d

made ris
e

of he
r

robbed yo
u
. "

follows:
D
a

D
EA
R

MADAM— Yo
u

w
ill

no
t

, I hope fo
r

your ow
n

sake, se
t

and many ingenious tricks were tr
ie
d

to ge
t

possession of it , bu
t

the first test of ownershipa

It was A ma
At the end of two yearsmy aunt tookperhaps,

everseen, fo
r

th
e

value of twenty pounds , which is I to m
e

.
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"" Who knows,' shesaid, “but that some day the ring by ORANGEPRESERVE. - Twelve sweet oranges, steepedfor three

that meansmay be restoredto its rightful owner , la belleAdèle? ' days in spring water , the water to be changedmorningand even

“ We little thought it would lead to the pickpocket regaining ing ; the fourth day boil six slowly for four hours

, till the rind

is quite tender . Pare off the outside rind of the other six in

possession of it . ”

His affectation of honesty , however, in paying me back the small chips , then peel and throw away al
l

the white part from

twenty pounds , must have proceededfrom a malignant wish to the oranges ; divide into flakes . Have
readysyrup , made of five

When the first six
get me into sometrouble ,for on examining the note it proved pounds of sugar and half a pint of water .

to be one of three that the doctor had beenrobbed of the pre- are boiled tender , take out the core , and with a small spoon

vious evening, and the number of which he was giving to the carefully pinch out the pips from al
l

. Boil al
l togetheruntil

proprietorwhenasked to visit me by the servants, who , wonder- the syrup is as thick as honey .

ing I did not makemy appearance in the morning , nor respond ELDER FLOWERWATER FORTHE COMPLEXION. - To one pint of

to the repeatedknocking at my door , had entered the room by picked blossoms, free from stem , add three pints of cold water,

the balconywindow , which was found open. which has been boiled . Stir it well for three days ; strain of
f

In a day or two I recoveredentirely from the effects of my the liquid , pressing the flowers ; add another pint of blossoms;

heavy sleep and nervous agitation , and before leaving Geneva le
t
it standfor threedays , strain it , add three tablespoonfuls of

threw the despoiledring into the lake , where requiescati
n pace. spirits of wine , or any other spirits , and two ounces of rose

water .

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS . To STOPTHEBLEEDING O
F
A RECENTCUT . -Applycotton wool in

several folds . The blood ceasesinstantly . This is a morecleanly

TO PICKLEREDCABBAGE. - Take a firm , fresh cabbage, and re- remedy than cobweb; and safer than the dyed nap of a hat , but

move the whole of the outer leaves, keeping the ball entire . the wool acts on the sameprinciple , that of effectuallyexcluding

Cut it into four quarters, and subsequentlyinto strips , and place the ai
r

.

them on a hair sieve, or a clean dry cloth , and sprinkle with NEW YORK CUPCAKE . - One cup of butter , two of sugar, three

salt . Let them remain fo
r

three days, to allow th
e

brine to of flour , one of milk or cream , four eggs, a wineglassful of

drain off. After they are thoroughly drained , put them into a

clean ja
r

. Take as much vinegar as will cover them , an
d

le
t it brandy , a nutmeg grated , a teaspoonful of soda , an
d

tw
o

of

cream of tartar . Dissolve the soda in the milk , and rub the

simmer over a slow fire , with allspice , whole black pepper,
cream of tartar dry in the flour .

coarse brown ginger , and a little pimento . When the vinegar

is sufficientlyflavored, let it cool , and pour it over the cabbage QUEENCAKE.- Mix a pound each of dried flour , sifted sugar,

in the ja
r

, which must be stopped down fo
r

use, and kept fo
r

and washed currants . Wash a pound of butter in rose -water,

threemonths .

beat it well , mix with it eight eggs, yolks and whites beaten

LEMONMARMALADE. — Si
x

lemons , si
x large apples, sugar . Boil whole an hour ; butter little tins , teacups, or saucers, filling

separately, and put in the dry ingredients by degrees; beatthe

the lemons til
l

quite tender ; take ou
t

th
e

pips and slice the them only half full . Sift a little fine sugar over as you put

peel ; stew th
e

apples ( cu
t

in quarters , bu
t

no
t

peeled or cored ) them into th
e

oven .
till theywill pass through a sieve ; mix the lemon and apple to

gether, weigh them and add the same weight of sugar ; then New Year's Cookies.-- Weigh out a pound of sugarand three

boil the preserveuntil it jellies , which will be in less thanhalf quarters of a pound of butter ; stir them to a cream, and then

an hour . This is original , and gives great satisfaction to al
l

our add three beateneggs, a grated nutmeg , two tablespoonfuls o
f

friends who have tried it . caraway seeds, and a pint of flour . Dissolve a teaspoonful o
f

A New Mode of PREPARINGCHOCOLATE. — Have a pound of teacupful of cider , and st
ir
it into th
e

cookies ; thenadd flour to

saleratus in a teacupful of milk ; strain , and mix it with half a

chocolate pulverized , an
d

put in a ja
r
, with th
e

samequantity make it sufficiently st
iff
to ro
ll

ou
t . Bake th
em

as so
on

as th
ey

of ric
e

flour , and an ounce of arrowroot ; pu
t

on coals a quart ar
e

cu
t

into cakes, in a quick oven , til
l

a light
wn .

of milk ; when it boils , stir in a heaped tablespoonful of the
abovepreparation (dissolve in a teacup of water ; ) keep stirring ST . JAMES'SCAKE . — Put one pound of very fresh butterinto a

it until it boils again , when pour it out ; drink it with sugar and good -sized kitchen basin , and with the right handwork it up

cream to your taste. This is called by someRac - a -haut choco - well till it forms quite a cream ; then add one pound of pow

late , and is very nice for delicate persons, as well as those in dered sugar . Mix well , and add ten eggs by degrees. Put to

health . dry a pound and a quarter of flour , which mix as lightly as pos

FISH NORMANDY Fashion.- Take five pounds of fish of

sible with it . Blanch and cut into slicestwo ounces of pistachios,

various kinds , clear of boneand skin ; put fiv
e

ounces of butter and two ditto of green preserved angelica ; add two liquor

into an carthenwaredish , and se
t

it on th
e

coals ;when th
e

but- glasses of noyeau , and two drops of essence of vanilla ; whip a

te
r

is melted ad
d

to it from th
e

dredger a dessert -spoon of flour , wooden spoon , have amold , pu
t

it in , an
d

send to th
e

baker.
gill and a half of cream till very thick , mix lightly with a

stirring the while ; then a pinch of grated nutmeg, salt , pepper
-black and red , but very little of the latter - a dessert-spoon of Tur COMPLEXION. — Takeblanched bitter almonds , two ounces

;

chopped parsley , and a tablespoonful of mushroomcatsup ; blanched sweet almonds , on
e

ounce ; beat to a paste ; ad
d

di
s

thenput in your fis
h

, cu
t

in pieces as large as your tw
o

fingers ; tilled water ,one quart ;mixwell , strain , pu
t

into a bottle, ad
d

pour on the whole a glass of sherry or Madeira , an
d

a small corrosive sublimate in powder , twenty grains , dissolved in tw
o

wineglass of good Frenchbrandy . Cover your di
sh ; pu
t

dough tablespoonfuls ofspirits of wine ,and shake well . This lotion

al
l

round the edge of th
e

cover to keep in th
e

steam , and then is used to impart adelightful softness to th
e

skin , an
d

also as a

put the dish into a moderate oven . When done , serve in the wash fo
r eruptive diseases . Wet the skin with it , either by

dish in which it was cooked. means of the corner of a napkin , or the fingers dipped into it ,

ORANGEJELLY . — The following is a very simple and useful and then gently wipe of
f

with a dry cloth .

method of making this delicacy : Dissolve one ounce of isinglass

in ju
st

sufficientwater to cover it . Ru
b

of
f

th
e

yellow rin
d

of spoonful of sugar , an
d
a fe
w

caraways ; beat together fo
r

fiv
eWINE Biscuits .—Take three eggs, yolks and whites, a tuble

four goodoranges on sugar, an
d

scrape th
e

sugarinto th
e

isin- minutes , th
en

thickenwith flour , til
l

madeinto adough . Roll
glass , adding a small piece of cinnamon . Simmer th

e

whole out as thin as possible , then cu
t

with a shape, either large or

over a sl
ow

fir
e ,stirring itfrequently . Squeezeand strain th
e

small . Prod over with ' a fork , place on
e

over another on a di
sh

.

juice of oranges til
l yo
u

have a pint and a third , al
so

th
e

juice Have ready a fla
t

saucepan,with a pound of butter boiling in it .

Mix these together , with clarified sugar Throw in on
e ,two , or three ,according to th
e

si
ze
of th
e

sauce
sufficient to sweeten th

e

ju
ic
e
; ad
d

it to th
eisinglass , an
d

when pan ; " Le
t

them bo
il

fo
r a fe
w

seconds, til
l
of a pa
le

brown ce
le
r

;

th
e

whole bo
ils

it is ready . Strain it through a fin
e

sieve , an
d

Li
ft

' ou
t

with a fo
rk ,and le
t

them dr
y

on a di
sl ,which th
ey

pu
t

it inmolds ; an
y

portion th
at

remains m
ay

be pu
t

in glacereswill do quickly .The saucepan of butter to be ke
pt

boiling al
l

when it is cold . through .



A STRING OF BEADS .

To

а

panwhen

"Why,helookedprettywell ; buthe'svery blind."
anditwuronmyheadall thewhile."
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ToWashHAIR BRUSHES. – Fill a pan with hot water, with a AWIDOW, occupyinga large house in a fashionablequarterof

pieceofsodadissolvedin it - saya quarter of an ounce to half a London, sentfor awealthysolicitorto makeherwill, by which shegallonofwater. Comb th
e

loosehair out of th
e

brushes ; take disposed of between fif
ty

an
d

sixty thousandpounds. Hesoonafter , wasaccepted, andfoundhimselfthehappyhusband of a

proposedonebrush at a time by the handle and dip it in the water with- pennilessadventuress.ou
t

wettingtheback of the brush . It must be dipped several That was a verypretty conceit of a romanticfatherwhosename
times. Thenrinse in cold water, and put near the fire or in the wasRose, andwho namedhisdaughterWild , so that shegrewupunderthe appellation of Wild Rose. But theromance of thething
open ai

r
til
l

dry.

wassadlyspoiledwhenshemarried a man by thename of Bull .

FRIEDPATTIES. - Mince a little cold veal and ham , allowingone-thirdham to two - thirdsveal ; add an egg, boiled hard and ADVICE TO SKATERS. - 1 . Never try to skate in two directions atonce . It alwaysends in sorrow .chopped, and a seasoning of pounded mace, salt , pepper, and 2. Eat a few apples for refreshmentsakewhile skating, and belemon-peel; moistenwith a little gravy and cream. Make a sureto throw thecoreson the ice .3. Sit downoccasionally, no matterwhere . There is no law to

goodpuff-paste; roll rather thin , and cut it into round or square prevent a newbeginnerfrom sitting downwhenever he has an in

pieces: put th
e

mincebetweentwo of them , pinch the edges to clination to do so .keep in th
e

gravy, and fry a light brown . They may be also 4 , Whenyoumeet a particularlyhandsomeladytry to skate onbothsides of her at once. This is very pretty, andsure to create a

bakedin patty-pans ; in that case, they should be brushedover sensation.with th
e

yolk of an egg before they are put in the oven . 5. Skateoverall thesmallboys at once.makea variety, oystersmay be substituted fo
r

the ham . Fry youwould feel if th
e

water was boilinghot .

6. If youskate into a hole in the ice take it coolly. Thinkhowth
e

pattiesaboutfifteenminutes . 7. If your skates are too slipperybuy anew pair . KeepbuyingPLAINAMERICANPANCAKES. — Six eggs, one pint of flour , a newpairstill you find a pair that arenot slippery .8. In sitting down do it gradually. Don't be too sudden; you
pinch of salt, a little sugarand powdered cinnamon , a piece of might break th

e

ice .butter, andsomemilk . Beat the six eggs very lightly with 9. When youfall headlongexaminethestraps ofyour skatesverycarefullybeforeyou get up .

pint of flour, add a pinch of salt , and stir gradually into it 10. Wear a heavy overcoat or cloak til
l

you get thoroughlyenoughmilk to make a smooththin batter. Put an omelet -pan warmed up , andthenthrow it of
f

and le
t

thewind coolyon.over th
e

fir
e

to becomehot , rub it over with butter , and put in 11. After youget so thatyoucanskatetolerablywell , skatethreeor fourhours - skatefrantically - skatetill you can'tstand up .

sufficientbatter to run over it , as thin as a crown piece ; shakethe A VERY Good LITTLE Bor . - LittleWalter Draper is a very good
youthink one side is done enough , and toss it up littleboy , according to al

l

the rules la
id

downforgood littleboys .

so as to turn it . Whenboth sidesare a delicatebrown , place it Last Sundayhe askedpermission of hi
s

mother to go to a pond on

on a dish, put a little butter over it , and somegrated white thecommon, which hismotherrefused, on the ground of its beingsugar an
d

cinnamon; fr
y

another, la
y

it on th
e

first one , sprinkle theSabbath .Good little boys sometimescry a little ,andWalterbeganblubbering:it likewise, and so continueuntil you have enough ; then cut “ Why , Walter , " criedhismother, “ I am astonished! The ideathemin quarters, andservevery hot . of your wishing to go to thepond on the Lord's holySabbath, to goskatingwith a lot of badlittle boys ! "“ Boo hoo ! ” ' _ blubbersWalter , “ I didn't want to go a -skatingwith 'em,ma . I only wanted to go andseethebadlittle boysget

A STRING OF BEADS .

drowned fo
r

goin ' a skating on a Sunday - boohoo ! "THE ELEMENTS. - Schoolmistress: “That's right , my dear ; fire , Good news for husbands: ladieswear their dresseslongerthanai
r , earth- nowwhat'sthefourth ? " theyused.( Juvenilescholarpausesfor a reply . )Schoolmistress(suggestively: JONESsaysthe reasonwhy he is always so pensive is becausehis“ What do youwashyour face and wife anddaughterare so ex -pensive.

handsin ? "

Juvenilescholar ( b
y

a suddeninspiration ) : “ Mother's ' ittle tu
b

. " An experiencedold gentlemansaythat al
l

that is necessaryfortheenjoyment of love or sausages is confidence.FATHERANDSON. - A gentlemanwas chiding his son for stayingou
t

la
te

at night- or rather til
l

earlymorning andsaid : A FOWLREPORT. - Fred (who has been sent down stairs to en“ Why,whenI was of yourage ,my fatherwouldnot allow m
e

to tertainthevisitorswhilehismamma isarrangingher backhair ) :

go out of thehouseafterdark ! “Doyoukeep cocksandhens, Mr. Meekings ? "“ Thenyouhad a preciousfather, you had , " sneeredthe young Mr. Meekings- “ Why doyouask , my dear ? "scapegrace.

Fred.- “ Becausemy pa told myma youwashenpecked. "Whereuponth
e

fathervery rashlyvociferated: N.B. — Thelady on the sofa is Mrs. Meekings." I ha
d

a fa
r

betteronethanyou , youyoungrascal ! " “ I'm told , Mr. Jones , that you are becoming a terrible hardA verytalkativelittle girl used often to annoy he
r

mother by drinker . "makingremarksaboutvisitorsthat came to thehouse. Onone oc “ Not a bit , " cried Jones , “ not a bit ; no man ever drankcasionagentlemanwasexpectedwhosenosehadbeenaccidentally easier . "flattenednearlyto hi
s

face. Themother cautionedthechild to saynothingabout th
is

feature. Imagineher consternationwhen th
e A CLERGYMAN, observing a poormanby theroadbreakingstones,littleonesuddenlyexclaimed: andkneeling to get at hi
s

work better, madetheremark :M
a , yo
u

to
ld

m
e

tosay nothing about M
r.

Smith's nose . Why , as easily as yo
u

ar
e

breakingthosestones . "

“Ah , John , I wish I could break the stonyhearts of myhearers

“Perhaps , master, you do not work on your knees, " was theCHRISTMASSTOCKING. - A well -knownauthorhung up hi
s

stocking reply .in je
st

la
st

Christmas-eve, andhiswife , verymuch inearnest , put ababyin it ;Whereupon th
e

authorsaid : Too Mucu REGARD. - A celebratedwitwas askedwhy he didnot" M
y

dear,darnthatstocking! " marry a younglady to whomhe wasmuchattached:“ I know no reason, ” replied he , except the great regardweto N
ew

Zealand, it is customary, before a marriageceremony is have fo
r

eachother . "performed, to knockthe heads of the bride andbridegroom together. Amissionary, on seeingthis performance fo
r

thefirst time , wivesaremoreworshiped thanthey ar
e

in France .Heregrets to

w
as

movedto writingthefollowing :

MR . MUGGINSsays that there is no country in theworld where
say , however, that al

l

the adorationcomesfrom somebodyelse's

"In Christianlands it isn't so ; husband.The bridegroomand the brideTo loggerheadsbut seldom go CLEVERWOMAN. - Thewomanwho made a pound of butterfromUntil the knot is tied . "

m
ay

on O
F

EXPLANATION. — If ayoung lady “ throws herselfness , ha
s

since washed th
e

close of a year , an
d

Hung ' em to dr
y

on abeeline .

settled, " understandthatshehasmarried a wealthyoldmanwhom “ FIGURESwill not lie , ” is an old , and used to be a well - accreditedsaying ,

with

O
h ,horrible! " exclaimed an elderlylady ; "what a blessing it LIKE A TOP. - A manmuchaddicted to snoring remarked to hisbedfellow in the morningthat he slept “ like a top . "“ Iknow it , ”said the other ; “ like a humming-top . "youtake th

e

note, anddidyou seeMr. Thompson, Jack ? ' ' “What is your consolation in life and in death ? " asked a clergyman of a youngmiss, in a Bible -classthat he was catechising. Theyounglady blushed, andhesitated.

“Will you not tellme ? " urgedtheclergyman.Why, whileIwurin th
e

room he axed m
e

where m
y

ha
t

wur , “ I don't want to tell his name, " said the ingenuousgirl ; “ butI've no objection to tell youwhere he lives. "

hehasn'tgotany ! "

shehates. "
pe
r

ferildren w
ill

have th
e

immense ta
x

on th
ei
r

hands , " sa
id

fa
ls
e

calves , an
d

patent palpitators, " ha
s

played th
e

dickensanAmerican

isthatwehavenailson ours ! ""DID

" Yes, sir . ""Andhowwashe ? ' '

" Blind! What do youmean ? "
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SCENES IN A RINK .

aa
n

us . "

“ the long

���� \ WISH I HAD A CRECIAN BEND

Mr. Titmouse'sfirstventure on the slipperyelement. He is hor .

rified to find that the Miss Gushers are narrowly watchingthe
Imitation thesincerestflattery .

probabilities.

spousetete- a -tete at the fire one evening, " " the corn'suncowee
Kate was talkingglowingly about love -apples. buiket this year ; and what w

i
' the callant and his lodgings, and

“ That'sstrange ? ' exclaimed Charlie , heraccepted lover . “ Why dinna seemyway clearly. "
these dear academy fees, and that snashin' factor for the rent, I

shouldlove be associatedwith apples ? O
n
th
e

contrary , I thoughtthat lovealwayswent in pairs . ' “Hoot toot , guidman, ye're as fond o ' the boys' learnin' as I am .

Kate smiledapprovingly . It's a ' w
e

can gi
e

them ; and by -and - b
y ye'll seethey'llmaybehelp

How to Make A Rich JAM . - Crowd twenty fashionably-dressed The farmer, with a twinkle in his eye , replied :ladiesinto oneomnibus. Wonld this also preserve the tempers of “ Did ye eversee a kittenbringin ' a mouse to the cat ? "

theaforesaidtwentyladies ?

BESTRight . – Onenight a judge , a militaryofficer, and a minister,

A LADY ; observingthe following notice on a board : " Horses al
l applied fo
r

a lodging at an in
n

where therewas but onesparetaken in to grass. Long tails , threeshillingsand sixpence ; shorttails , two shillings , " askedtheowner of theland the reasonfor the
bed, andthe landlord was calledupon to decidewhichhadthebest
claimof the three.

differenceof price .

“Why , " I have lain fifteen years in the garrison at " said the
you see,

ma'am , officer.

he replied, “ I have sa
t

as judgetails can
brush away the flies ,

twentyyears in R
but the short tails are 2 said th

e

judge.

Bo tormentedby them

“ With your leave,
theycan hardly eat at

gentlemen, I havestood
all . " in the ministrytwenty:
EXPERIENCEOF TRA be saidtheminister.

VEL. A rather fast “ Thatsettlesthedis
youth was relating the pute , " said the land
experience of his voy lord . “ You, Mr. Cap
ageacrosstheocean to tain , have lain fifteen

a sympathizingfriend.

Said he , “ I tell you
years ; you , Mr. Judge,

havesattwentyyears;

what, old fellow , there's while thisoldfellowhas
onegood thing about been standing up for

it , though. You can the last
get as tight as you
please every day , and

years , so he certainiy
has the best right to

everybodythinksyou're the bed . "

only sea-sick . " PRAYER is not elo

A SLY Touc .. - A ' quence but
good -hearted Scotch
farmer, who liked to of helplessness, bu

t

humor his wife and the feeling of it ; not
himself by giving his figures of speech,but
family, a good educa
tion ,has his youngest
son lodged at Ayr for BECAUSE a manwho
education at Ayr Aca attends a flock of sheep
demy.

: Gudwife , ' said he , it no reasonthat a man
when sitting with his A veryrational wish . who keeps cows is a

coward.

bono five years at M

twenty- fiv
e

earnest
ness ; not thedefinition

compunction ofsoul.

is a shepherd,makes
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diadem front . The fall of lace, which
crossesthe back , is divided near oneedge

by a band of colored straw . The long
endsare attachedbeneathbowsand loops.

Yellow strings fasten at the back .

No. 3.- This is a graceful novelty . A
round hat of plain black lace, entirely
coveredwith black ostrich feathers. In

front is a black and white pompon, with
aigrette. At the side is a blackandwhite
heron's feather.

Among the many other novelties of

Miss Mathers's establishment, w
e

noted
two artistic creations. Onewas of mauve
crape, with tufts of violets in front .

Upon the black lace scarf were narrow
folds of crape, with rouleaux of satin .

Satin rosettesfastenedthescarf - ends ; over
the chignon fell a long heron's feather.

Another was an opera bonnet of blonde
lace. It was small - simply a full puff of

illusion , with a fall of rich lace at the
back. The long ends were confined be
neath a single leaf ; another leaf , much
larger , was placed in the centre of the
front . A word about theseleaves: They
aresuperb - delicatelyshadedand frosted ;

DESCRIPTION OF BONNETS .

they produce a wondrously rich effect
-above all , at night .

DESCRIPTION OF FOUR - PAGE
ENGRAVING .

FromMiss MATHERS, 891 BROADWAY.

We have from Miss Mathers three elegant
and stylish bonnets. From among many
tastefulcreations w

e

have decided upon the
following as pr

e
-eminently meriting admiration.

No. 1. – This is of brown tissue straw .

ruching of browncrapecrossesthe front . Upon
this is a large satin bow of a darker shade,with golden wheat-ears. Falling upon thechignon is a scarf of brown lace. The long
endsareattached in front beneath two doublebows of brown and yellow ribbons . At theback is a similar , but larger , bow . Long
brownstringsfastenbeneaththe chignon .No. 2 .-- Herethefoundation is of white tulle ,coveredwith black lace. This is puffed betweennarrowbands of greenand yellow straw .Bowsandloops of green, yellowand blue ribbons, with small wheat -ears, form a high

BONNETS.-From Miss MATHERS, 891 BROADWAY.VOL. XXIV . , No.4-13

FIG . 1. - Toilet of mauve silk . The
lower skirt is long and plain ; high
corsage buttons in front ; straight
sleeves ; collar and cuffs of white
lace. The tunic over -skirt is bordered
with a rich white lace, and lifted at

each side by a mauve -colored satin
ribbon , which is knotted in large
loops with long shaped ends ; the
waistband fastens in front beneath &

rosette ; coiffure of roses with white
aigrette .

Fig . 2. - Louis XV . toilet of blue
glacesilk . The long skirt has a very
deepflounce, surmounted by a double
ruche of narrow white lace. This is
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dotted at intervals by small bows of blue satin ribbon. The skirt has a long train. The secondskirt is lifted at theback
deepwhite lace of the Pompadonr tunic is headed by a satin by two large bows, thus forming the paniers. The founce is
puffing, and liſted at eachside by a large satin rosette. At the gathered beneath a ruching of the same; the low corsageisback this tunic forms &Watteau fold. The front has a series similarly trimmed. Short sleeves of puffed white tulle. A
of large bows, and the corsage is borderedby a satin ruching puffing of tulle rises above the corsage. In the hair is a large
and narrow lace. The sleevesare half long. A ruching heads rose, with leaves.
the double fall of lace. Roses, with a blonde barbe compose Fig . 11 .-- Marquise toilet of pearl -gray silk . The long train
the head -dress. skirt has one very deepflounce of rich white lace. The head
Fig . 3. - Dress of iron - gray silk . The round gored skirt is ing to this is a pinked -out ruching of the samematerial as the

trimmed with four bias bandls of satin of a deepershade. The dress ; close high corsage ; straight sleeves . The deepbasque
low corsagehas very small sleeves; over it is worn a high body is slightly rounded , and is looped back at eachside by silk bows

of black dotted tulle . A ruching of lace forms the epaulettes, with long ends. Small silk buttons fasten the corsage. Both
encircles the neck and edgesthe long , full sleeves. The tunic at the back and front the white lace pelerine is lifted by flatopens in front ; each side is cut in large sharp points , and is bows of silk . Lace , headed by a small ruching of pinked -out
borderedwith satin . The back forms three puffs , which termin . silk , trims the sleeves. Head -dress of white lace, with a puff of

ate at the sides in satin rosettes ; satin waistband fastening be blue satin ribbon .

neath a rosette. Head -dress of white flowersand foliage . Fig . 12 .-- Dress of black silk . Large silk buttons fastentheFig . 4 .-- Round lower skirt of light -greenglace foulard . The close - fitling corsage. Bias bands of the sametrim the straightupper skirt has a small flounce ; it is quite short in front , and sleeves. The long gored skirt is quite plain . Largepointed
the back is lifted to form a panier . Close high corsage ; straight paniers, edgedwith deepblack lace , fall from the waistband.

sleeves, with ruffled revers. Thrce bows are placed at cach The bretelles are of lacc . A large silk bow , with broadfloating
shoulder . A broad bias band of satin , upon which are large ends placed at the back , completesthis rich but simpletoilet.flat bows, falls from thewaistbelt to the edge of thelower skirt ; Linen collar and under -sleeves.collar and under - sleeves of fine linen . Small crimson roses Fig . 13. - Costume of fawn -colored poplin . Upon theplainwith black foliage in the hair . lower skirt are separateflutings of violet silk , each of which isFig 5. - Thelong train skirt is of black silk . The fiveflounces fasteneddown at the top by a large silk button . Smaller flutat the back descend as they approachthe front , two only being ings trim the second skirt , which is draped by beingslightlycontinuedquite around. The secondskirt is of black satin with lifted at the back . Close high corsage, with tunic at the backrichly -coloredstripes ; it is without fullness , and follows the out- and front ; this opens at the sides . It is borderedwith silk ,line of the upperflounce. The lower skirt , passing through an which , aboveeach opening , falls in a loose loop . Smallerloopsopening at the back , forms a large puff . Plain corsage, and fall upon the straight sleeves . Poplin waistband, boundwithlong sleeves. The close - fitting silk basquine is without sleeves ; silk . Beneath this , at the back , is a loop with one largeshapedthe skirt is sharply pointed ; a rich silk fringe , with narrow end , trimmed to correspond . Bonnet of puffed violet silk andbias bands and large buttons , compose the trimming . Em- black lace .broidered collar and under -sleeves. Black Velvet bandeau in Fig . 14. - Walking dress of cuir -doré (golden -brown) merino.the hair .

The round lower skirt , which is without fullness , hasonedeepFig 6. - Walking toilet of amethystvelvet alpaca. The lower flounce . This is borderedwith black silk , and dividednear th
e

skirt has a deepflounce, headed by a wide ruche ; in front the top by a bias band of silk . Silk buttons fasten the close-fittingtunic is shapedlike a mantelet , and fastened by large silk but- corsage. The gored upper -skirt is short , rounded, and partlytons . At the back it is cut in three large scallops , each of open at the sides . Here the flounce is narrower . The rosettewhich forms a panier . The trimming is simply a narrow flounce. aboveeach opening is of black silk . Merino waistband, boundA rufflebordersthe small pelerine of the close, bigh corsage ; & with black . From the rosette at the back fall large puffs oflarge puff and bow heads the straight sleeves. The cuff is a merino , which widen as they descend. The straight sleevesdeep fluting of silk . Bonnet of black silk and lace , with a have ruffled cuffs . Bonnet of black silk and lace , with a clusterplume crossingthe top . of violets at one side .Fig . 7. — Dress of silk - blue and black . The long train skirt Fig . 15. - This is the model of a very fashionablemantelet.is ornamentedwith alternating flounces of the two colors , The The material should be black silk . It is bordered by threebiassecondskirt reaches th
e

upperflounce. The tablier (apron -front ) bands of the same . Higher up other bands outline large scalis of black si
lk , borderedand ruffledwith blue . The rest of th
e

lops . At th
e

back two large loops , with rounded ends , fa
ll

skirt is blue , with a row of large black bows at eachside . Low from the ceinture . Narrow bias bands , with small fiat ribbonsquarecorsage of blue satin ; the basque forms a large puff , bows , trim the deep cape. These bows are repeated in front .supported by two flounces, of which the upper is black . Fig . 16. - Half -mourning dress of Lyons gros -grainssilk . Arow black lace edgesthe corsage, and black bows ar
e

placed narrow biasbandheads th
e

flounceupon th
e

round lowerskirt ,down th
e

front ; straight sleeves. Lace frames the wide black which is without fullness . The close corsagebuttons in front.cuffs. The waistband of black satin , with large floating ends, A small scalloped band encircles the neck . The sleeves ar
eis attached to the secondskirt .

under -sleeves . The Capulet coiffure isnovel an
d

graceful .A inturn , ar
e

cu
t

in small scallops .Narrow bands , depending
Tucked muslin chemisetteand straight . The long over - skirt falls in four deepscallops; these,

coronet of blue velvet ,with white roses at one side . A rich fr
om

thewide ceinture , lif
t

this skirt at intervals . Linencollarblack lace is gatheredbeneaththe band , and falls over the chig- and under -sleeves.

Fi
g

. 8.—Long skirt of ta
n

- coloredcashmere, trimmed down round lower -skirt ha
s

a gaufferedflounce , abovewhich is a na
r
:

Fig . 17. - Dress of Irish poplin - blue, shot with silver. The
the front and at eachside by bands and rouleaux of the same
material . High corsage, with straight sleeves , an

d
a deep , tablier . The back islong , and looped up to form a panier. A

row bias band . The front of the upper -skirt designs a rounded
rounded basque. Here the bandsand rouleaux ar

e

rep'ated en founce and bias bands composethe trimming . The corsagepetit. The silk fringeshould be of a similar shade. Embroid - close- fitting ; the sleeves straight .ered linen collar and sleeves. A pointed ruffled fichu
Fig . 9. – Ball toilet of straw -colored si

lk
. Four flounces of waistband fastens at th
e

back beneath a rosette, with long
crosses in front . The shapedends fall a little at the sides. The

tulle of the same color are placedupon the long train to simu- ruffled ends .late a court mantle . Two wider flouncesout'ine a tablier ; the
Coiffure of myosotis and blue satin ribbons.

silk panier at eachside is framed in a tulle flounce. The large long train . The corsagefits closely .

Fig . 18
. –Visiting toilet of green foulard . The skirt forms a

ends of th
e

ceinture ar
e

flounced . Satin bows attach them to - basquine is puffed . Th
e

sleeves ar
e

straight . Eachflounce is

That of the close-fitting
gether , an

d
to th
e

paniers. Plain lo
w

corsage . Ruffles of tulle divided near th
e

to
p

by abias band of a darkershade. Bandscompose a bertha. Very small sleeves. Ornaments of enam and jet buckles trim the skirts . Silk waistbelt .eled gold in the hair .

Fig . 10. - Another dinner dress of bluepoult - de -soie. The lower I and leaves .

and under - sleeves. White lace fanchon , ornamentedwithroses

A nar

non . 4

is ��

9

1

Linen Collar **

1
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Fig . 23. - Dress of pearl -graysilk .The lower skirt is trimmednearthe
bottom by a narrow ruche of blue
silk . The upper skirt , the back of

which is cut en train, is edged by

a broadquilling of blue velvet. It

is caught up at the sides by bands

of blue ribbon , which are carried
round , and fastened at the back of

the skirt , raising it en panier. The
corsage is trimmed by a pointed
bertha of quilled blue silk , and the
sleeveshave broad cuffs to match,edged on each side by a narrow
quilling . Ceinture of blue silk .

Fig . 24. –Visiting toilet of cigar
coloredpoplin . The flounceborder
ing the lower -skirt is surmounted

by a puffing of the same, framed in

a narrow fluting of silk of a cor
responding shade. The graduated
flounce of the upper skirt has &

fluted heading . Large bows loop
this tunic at each side. An en
gageante, crossing the back , sup
ports the panier. Close - fitting
flouncedjacket of the sameform as

the tunic , and caught up in the
samestyle . Silk waistband. Tight
sleeves, with silk rufflesaround the
arm -holes, and others outlining
sharply -pointed cuffs. Collar and
under -sleeves of stitched cambric.

Fanchon bonnet of cigar -colored
silk , with black lace barbesand tea
rosesat the side.

TE

LEITE !TaarC

SS
BE

Fig . 19. - Round skirt of Scotch
plaid-green-and -blue. The edge is

cu
t

in small scallops ; those of the
deepflouncearemuch larger . The
black silk tunic is bordered with
lace, andlifted at the back by very
largebows, with ends. From be
neaththe lace trimming , at each
side, falls a long square tab. This

is edgedwith a narrow lace, and
finished by a knotted silk fringe .
Lace and small bows trim the
straightsleeves. Linen collar and
cutis. Blackvelvethat , with white
curledplume and aigrette.

Fig . 20. — Home toilet . Plain
train dress of ashes- of - rose silk .

Largebuttonsfasten the close cor
sage. A co

m
- de - fe
u

of Corinthe red
silk. This is a charming little
novelty. The back is loose. The
fronts fit closely, and are cut low
andsquare. The sleevehas a large
puff at the upper part . The trim
ming consists of narrow puffs of

satin. A knot of crimson ribbons

in thehair .

Fi
g

. 21
.

— This remarkably rich
andeffectivecostume is unrivaled .

A skirt of plain yellow silk . The
threeflouncesgraduate in width ,

andeachhas a flutedheading . The
low, loosecorsageopens from thetop; beneath it falls the lace
chemisette. This corsage is work

ed in colored silks . The loose
robe of blue silk is lifted at each
side by agrafes. A silk futing bor
ders the corsage and half -long
sleeves; the latter are finished by

deep falls of white lace. Two
large bows lift the folds of this
robe at the back, in order to form
the two puffs. The coiffure is

simply a diadem of fluted bluesatin.

Fig . 22. - Suit à deux jupes, of

mauvesilk . The lower skirt is edg

ed by a tasselfringe of.mauvesilk ,

headed by sevenrouleaux of satin

of th
e

samecolor. Theupper skirt ,

which is similarly edged and trim
med, is caught up at eachside , and
fastened by two small bows of

mauveribbon. The uppercorsage
has a pelerine of silk like thedress,edgedwith fringe, andhaving threerouleaux of satin . The back of the
skirt is trimmed by a bouffant andtwobroadfloatingends, edgedwithfringe. This trimming , which is of

mauvesatin, is fastened to the
waistband b

y
a smallknot of ribbon ,and is carriedpartially up the back ,formingthreesmall flutings , whichdisappearunderthe pelerine. Thewaistband is also of mauve satin ,andthesleevesare trimmed at the

wrists by pointed revers , represented b
y

threerouleaux of mauvesatin, with fringe of the samecolorcarried u
p

thecentre of each. Bon
net of mauvevelvet , trimmedwitha blackfeatherand a mauveflower .

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS .

PAGE 248.

NU

No. 1.- Dinnerdress of mauvesilk .

The flounceof rich white laceupon
the long lower skirt is arranged

in scallops, and headed by a bias
band of satin of a deepershadethan
the dress. The bows also are of
satin . The upper skirt , which is

very short , is borderedwith lace
and a satinband ; it is shapedand
lifted by bows so as to form a deep
basque. Bands and narrow lace
trim the low , square corsageand
short , puffed sleeves. Satin waist
belt and bow.

No. 2.- Walkingdress. Here the
material is Irish poplin of theshade
known as raisin de Corinthe. Upon
the plain round skirt a second is

simulated by a deep flounce, sur
mounted by a puffing of the same.

At eachside is a knot of ribbonsof

a correspondingshade. Close, bigh
corsage ; straight sleeves, with silk
cuffs. We would call particular at

tention to the basque. This is de
cidedly a novelty . It is of black
silk , and without sleeves. The
front is quite open ; the collar is

sharply pointed, and the deepruf

fle forms a fichu ; the points and
rufflearecontinueduponthebasque;

black silk waistband. Bonnet of
black silk , with ribbonsfalling over
the chignon .

DESCRIPTIONOF APRONS. PAGE247.
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1

4
No. 3.- Robedechambre. Round pet

ticoat of striped poplin, black-and
gray. Princess robe of silver-gray
poplin This is entirely borderedby
a narrow black soutache; the same
edges the large pockets. Louis XV .
sleeves. The plastron, or plain front,
is short, and trimmed with large but
tons. A heavy cord, with tassels,
knots carelessly at the side. Anar
row white lace edgesthe neck. Lace
coiffure.
No. 4. - Train dressof light-greensilk.

The fluted flounce, at intervals, forms
large coquilles. The skirt of the cor
sage-casaqueis long at the back and
front, and hollowed out at the sides.
Here the coquille upon the flounce is
repeated. Straight sleeves. Ruffles
form the cuffs and epaulettes, and
border the long floating ends of the

loop which passes beneath the silk
waistbane. Green silk bonact, with
aigrette cf flowers at the side.
No. 5 French bonnet of white

chip, trimmel with green ribbon, and
agarland of grapes, winter leaves, and
tendrils .
No. 6 - Bonnetof lemon-coloredsilk,

coveredwith crape of the sameshade,
and trimmed with a fall of rich black
lace, which also forms brides, fastened
with a bow beneath the chin. A te

a

rose ornamentsone side of the bonnet.

Page 215.--No . 1. – Visiting toilet of

violet - colored Irish poplin . Upon th
e

round lower skirt a large tablier is

simulated by a plaited flouncewith a

heading composed of a fold of satin ;

a similar trimming supports the full
panier , and finishes the broad floating
ends of the large bow . The close co

r

5

6

min

memin

DESCRIPTION O
F

CHILDREN'SFASHIONS. PAGE216.
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1
gold. The two flounces, which have
very little fullness, are of black silk ;
they are scalloped at each edge, and
bound with gold- colored silk . Dress
of black silk . This is fastened down
the front by large black-and-gold but
tons, and bordered with a heavycord to
match. Upon the close corsage eight
bias bands of black, framed in gold,
simulate a pelerine ; threesimilar bands
drape the skirt at eachside ; at the back
it is lifted by a black -and-gold cord ;
bias bands and buttons trim thestraight
sleeves; black silk waistband, bordered
with gold, and fastening beneath a
double bow. Hat of black velvet ; it
is trimmed with gold cord, and at one
side is a black aigrette.
No. 4.- Visiting toiletof changeable

greenglace silk . The very deepflounce
is scalloped and bordered with a small
ruching and green silk fringe. A wide
bouillonné of silk forms the heading.
Each breadth of the upper skirt is ga

1

flounces of the same material. These are
divided near the upper edges by bias bands
of silk . At each side a flounce is carried
upon the skirt, which is draped beneatha
large fan -shapedbow. The waistband fast
ens beneath a similar boy . Close corsage.
A fluting of silk trims the straight sleeves.
Fanchon bonnet of black silk , with a fall of
black lace at the back, and a bandeauof
purple flowers with foliage.

sage buttons down the front, and is
trimmed with a fold of satin. From
beneath this falls a narrow plaiting
of satin, which crosses the back ; a
puff and plaited satin compose the
cuffs of the straight sleeves; satin
waistband; linen collar and under
sleeves. The bonnet is simply a large
bow of violet satin and black lace
with a black aigrette ; wider lace
edgesthe strings.
No. 2. - Eeveningdressof rose-colored

silk . The long skirt is edgedwith a
deep fall of white lace (dentelled'Ang
leterre). Butterfly -bows of satin lift it
over a petticoat of the same. Lace
trims the low corsage and short
sleeves. The third skirt , which is of
white muslin, is very short in front,
and long at the back, where it is car
ried to the top of the corsagein order
to form the Watteau folds. The large
puff thus effectedis supported by a
futed flounce of the same, ornamentedwith verylargebowsof rose-coloredsatin. Coiffureof long princess-curls.
No. 3.— Walkingdress. The round

petticoat is of silk, striped black-and

DESCRIPTION OF HAIR -DRESSING.

FROMMR. J. W. BARKER's, Nos. 622AND624
BROADWAY.

Nos. 1 AND2.-In front make a middle
parting, and another from ear to ear. Wave
a small lock on eachside. Divide the hair
on the temples into three parts ; makethese
into bandeaux, taking care to cross the two
higher ones. With the waved portion form
a small bardeau, which falls upon the fore
head. At the back divide the hair into two
parts. Attach the upper one ; with the

thered to form a large puff. Plain closecorsage. Fringe heads the straight
sleeves. Silk waistband, with four large
bows, and long ends. Bonnet of black
and greensilk , trimmed with roses.
No. 5. - Dressof pearl -gray foulard.Four rouleaux of gray satin border thelong skirt . Three rouleaux trim the

short, open tunic. Two others finish
the reversof the open corsage, and simulate cuffs upon the straight sleeves.The silk waistband is framed in satin
rouleaux, and fastensat theside beneatha large bow. Lace chemisetteand under-sleeves. Head -dressof foliage andblack lace.
No. 6.- Half-mourning toild of Lyonsgros-grains black silk . The very deep

flounceof the lower skirt is surmountedby two rouleaux, of which the upper isthe larger. Above this is a row of silkleaves, each framed in a small rouleauof the same. The train skirt of the
over-dressopens in front . It is entirelybordered and trimmed with fluted

TIAUR-DRESSING. TATS , 622 AND624 DROADWAY.
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varied ; and , as usual , one is

impressed by the perfectly dis
ciplined judgment which has
influenced the selection from
Parisian novelties.

In the four toilets offered to

our readers, this assertion is

happily demonstrated ; for , in

neither mayonedetect a single
violation of good taste.

No. 1. - Walking dress of

green silk with stripes of a

darker shade. Upon the round
lower skirt , and at some dis
tance from the bottom, is a box
plaited flounce of light , creamy
brown silk , with a double
ruched heading of the same.

The plain skirt of the Princess
dress is short in front , and very
long at the back . The brown
silk waistband fastensbeneath

a large rosette. A bias bandof
the same, with a graduating

M
ad

SA

Ya
na
co

3

lower, make a roll straight up from
the roots, and turned inward ; add
twolong drooping curls , and a few
light frisures; with the upper part
makesomeinterlaced loops. Orna
ments of foliage, arranged as seen in

theengraving.

No. 3.- In front , make four small ,

lightcurlswith thecomb ; then a re

levé at each side. The rest of the
bair is arranged in largepuffs. From
the lowerdependsone long curl . А

golddiademand small frizzed curls
completethecoiffure.

Nos. 4 and 5.- Part the hair three
inchesfrom the forehead. Take a

lock on the top of the head to serve

as a fastening. On each side make
tworelevés. With the ends form
loopsreturningover them. At the
back, two morerelevés, straight up
fromtheroots, With the ends form
diversifiedloops. Curls of varying
lengths ar

e

placed irregularly , and
overthesefall trailing sprays with
largeflowersandbuds.

outline a low , squarecorsage. Of the
lace upon the straight sleeves, thetwo
lower rows are narrow ; the upper,

which is sewn at the arm -holes , is very
wide . Lace buttons fasten the bas
quine . Cambric collar and under
sleeves. Fanchon of black silk , with
lace borderand broadscarf -ends.

No. 4. – Visiting toilet . This is of

amethystviolet silk . The gored low
eredskirt has a gatheredflounce, head

ed by a biasband of thesame. The sc

cond skirt falls in large folds . The
skirt of the plain , close - fittingcorsage

is looped at the front and sides be

neath plastrons of the same, bound
and trimmed with flat bandsof black
silk and large buttons . From the
larger plastron depend two heavy
black tassels. The long backbreadths
are turned up and attached to form
theWatteaumantle . Box -plaitedruf
fies and narrow black bands trim the
pelerine and deep collar . Straight
sleeves. Bandsand buttons simulate
cuffs. Fluted muslin collar and under
sleeves. Hat of black silk , bordered
with violet , and crossed by a violet
marabout feather, starting from be

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS.
PAGE244.

FROMMADAMERALLINGS'SMAGASIN
DESMODES, 779 BROADWAY.

MADAMEROLLINGS'scollection of

fashions is remarkably elegant and

54

flounce, forins the engigeantewhich lifts
this skirt en panier. Deepflutings of brown
silk trim the corsageand straight sleeves.

The large bowwith floating ends is also of

brown silk .

No. 2. -Evening toilet . Princess robe

of rose -coloredglacé silk ; low corsage ;

short sleeves ; white silk over skirt . This

is edgedwith Honiton lace. The rounded
tablier front is plain . The shapedback is

gathered in and lifted to form the panier ;

beneath this are large loops of lacewith
long floatingends ; the corsage is entirely
covered by a Honiton lacemantelet, grace
fully draped.

No. 3. - Half -mourning toilet of Lyons
gros -grains black silk . The plain skirt
forms a half train ; the deepskirt of the
basquine is slightly rounded, and edged
with a very broad black lace falling be

neath a ruchedheading of black satin rib
bon . A lace rosette lifts it at eachside,

and at the back are large loops of lace
with long ends. Ribbon ruching and lace

1 AND 2. WHITEWAISTS. 3 , 4 AND 5. BOWSFORLOOPINGDRESS. PAGE247.
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neath a rosette or the same color. At the back are loops of No. 6. The foundation of this charming bonnet is of pearlblack ribbon with floating ends. gray crape. The illusion scarf —of the highest shadeof grayNo. 5. The Coronet is of black lace. A band of black satin is borderedwith a piping of satin to match the foundation, andupon a broadfold of corn -colored velvet crosses th
e

front . is gracefully draped . Roses , with trailing sprays of buds an
d

Above th
e

band rises a quilling of lace ; that which borders th
e

leaves , cross the to
p
. The broad -shaped scarf -ends ar
e

caughtlower edge is quite narrow . An upright quilling forms the beneath a bow of pearl -gray satin ribbon with floating ends.crown . Upon this falls a trimming of small wheat -ears. A Narrow satin strings fasten at the back . We would ca
ll

pa
r

black satin bow attachesthe rich lace scarf -ends in front ; par- ticular attention to the shape of this bonnet . It is altogetherrow strings of black satin fastenbeneaththe chignon . novel . Anything more exquisitely coquettish could not possibly be conceived.

5

6

FASHIONS . - FROM MADAME RALLINGS'S MAGASIN DES MODES , 779 BROADWAY . PAGE 213.
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1

of galloon is repeatedas a
bordering, and the same
trimming simulates the
small tabs, each of which
is fastened down by a
black button. Straight
sleeves, upon which the
galloou outlines large re
vers. Linen collar, with
bright , colored silk cravat.
No. 3. — Toilet for a

little girl . This is of very
light -bluesilk . The lower
skirt is plain. The second
skirt , which is open at the
sides, is edgedwith a nar
row Auting of white silk ;
white bows lift it at each
opening. Close corsage.
Straight sleeves; narrow
white ruffl33 border the
deepcuffs; very large cam
bric collar attached be
neath a knotted cord and
tassels of blue silk .
No. 4. - Dress of white

poplin. Upon the short
skirt is a broad fluting
framed in narrow bias

DESCRIPTION OF CHILDREN'S FASHIONS .
PAGE 240.

No. 1. - Costumefor a little girl . Here the
material is blue poplin. The lower skirt is
plain ; the upper skirt is sharply pointed, and
edged with blue silk fringe. At each side is
a large rosette of blue silk. Scalloped bands

5
fringed, and forms the epaulettes. Linen
collar and undersleeves.
No. 6.—This costumemaybe of silk or cash

The skirt has two gathered flounces.mere.

of silk trim this over skirt . Blue buttons
fasten the plain corsage. The fichu is of
poplin. The upper edge is cut in scallop
and bound with silk . The lower is finished
by a fringe. Rouleaux of silk complete the
trimming here and upon the long scalloped
sleeves. Broad waistband of poplin, bound
with silk . The upper is surmounted by a bias band and

a narrow scalloped heading. A similar band
and heading trims the low, square corsage
and short sleeves. The basquine buttons6

7

No. 2. - Costumefor a little boy. This is of
light cloth ; upon eachouter seam of the full
pantaloons is a row of black buttons framed
in black galloon. Smaller buttons fusten the
vest, and the galloon is The
jacket is large and loose. The double row

narrower.
down the front, and is confined by a waistband
with floating ends. The skirt and small
pelerine are pointed and flounced. It will be
remarked that these flounces al

l graduate in

-bands. Below this falls a

deep flounce. This trim
ming outlines a shaped
skirt . The close corsage
has a small plaited peler
ine , bordered with bias
bands, and finished by a

narrow fluting . A simi
lar fluting edges the long
sleeves. White satin
waistband, with large
double bows and floating
ends.

No. 5 . Toilet for &

young girl . Dress of vio
let silk . The deepflounce

is gathered beneath a bias
band of satin of the same
shade. Plain high cor
sage and long sleeves.

Tunic of violet velvet .

This skirt is cut in large
square tabs, and is bor
deredwith satin . A knot
ted violet fringe completes
the trimming . The bo
dice is square. The satin
border is carried across
the shoulders , where it is

98

1 AND 2. FRONTANDBACKOFMUSLINFICUT' . 3 to 9. FASHIONABLEBOOTSANDSHOES. PAGE247.
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width. Straight sleeveswith festoonedrevers. Linen collarandundersleeves
FASHIONABLE BOOTS AND SHO_S .--

-

Page 246No. 7. — This is simply the model of & short robe for a youngchild. It is of merino. Rouleaux of silk and buttons com No. 3. - SLIPPER of redmorocco, in the Louis XIV . style , with
posethetrimming. The neck and small sleevesare pinked -out a largebow of red satin to match.andboundwith silk . The pelerine, of which a part is given in No. 4. - Ball shoe of white satin , in the Louis XV . style ,

th
e

illustration, should be of the samematerial as the robe , and trimmed with a rucheand a large rosette.trimmed to correspond.

No. 5. - Boot of silk to correspondwith the dress, silk butatops ; bowupon the Instep .

No. 6 -- Ball shoe, in the Louis XV . style , of blue velvet , em

OUT -DOOR GARMENTS FOR SPRING - PAGE 241.

broideredwith silver ; narrow silver lace round the upperedge ;wide satin bow in front .Nos. 1 AND 2. - Front andback of a black silk basquine. The No 7. -Slipper of embroideredsatin , lined with quilted silk ,

deepfront falls straight , and is borderedwith bias bands of and edgedwith a narrow ruche . The satin must be of th
e

color
blacksatin, ornamentedwith large buttons , and finished by a of thedress .richblack lace. The side -pieces and backaregathered up be No. 8. -Evening boot of satin , with the upper part of em

· deathsatin bands, studdedwith large buttons. Here the bor- broidered silk ; it is laced in front , and ornamentedwith a ro

dering is a heavytassel -fringe . The seams of the corsageare sette upon the instep , and at the top with a silk fringe , headed
concealed b

y

satin bands, with buttons . A band edgedwith with satin balls .lacesimulates a pointedpelerine . The sleevesare trimmed to No. 9. -Strong walking boot, made of kid , with squareheels ,

correspond. The silk waistbelt buttons in front . At the back double soles, tips of patentleather , scalloped-out edge, fastened

is a largebutterfly -bow.

with black buttons. These bootsmay be made of Russian le
aNos. 3 and 4 .-- This casaque is of Tartan plaid , green and ther .black. En passant, le
t

us remark that thesepatternscontinue tobeveryfashionable at Paris . They frequently compose an entir
e

costume-- oneparticularly effective fo
r

morning wear. The DESCRIPTION OF COLORED PLATE .front is squareand loose. A waistband of black satin , boundwith green, tightens it to the figure . The back is very deer , Fig . 1. – VISITINGTOILET. - Princessdress of cuir -dorécordedwith a wideWatteauplait . silk .This is fasteneddown at the top hy The deepflounceborderingthe long skirt is headed by aThe tunic and basquineare of black

a doubleloop of satin and a rich plaque of gimp terminating box -plaiting of th
e

same.with fringe. The trimming consists of wide bands of black cordedsilk . The former is pointed at the backand front , andsatin, edgedwith green. trimmed with a bias band of cuir -dorésilk , borderedwith rouleaux of the same. Three large puffs of this silk , framed inblack lace, are placed down the front . The tunic is withoutWHITE WAISTS , BOWS FOR LOOPING DRESSES , Erc.- fullness , except at th
e

sides, where it is slightly lifted to fa
ll

inPAGE 213. graceful folds , which revealthe lining of white glacésilk . Thebasquinefits closely ; it is trimmed with lace and bias bands ofcuir -dorésilk . These simulate a pelerine, and border the skirt ,

N
o.
1. — Whitemuslin corsage . The fronts ar
e

plaited . , Broad which is gathered in to form large puffs , and is caught up at

bands of embroideredmuslin , framed in narrow ruffles , compose eachside by full loops , with one broadand pointed end . Nar

th
e

trimming, and border the pointed revers. Rufiles outlineth
e

deepcuffs. row bandsand rouleaux , with a deep fringe , trim these ends.At eachshoulder is a fat brown bow . The three puffs are likeN
o
2. — Thiswaist is alsomuslin ; it is trimmed with bands thoseupon the tunic , only much smaller . Bands outline cuffs

of insertion. Thosewhich form the border and cuffsareframed upon the straight sleeves. Toque of black silk , with a cuir -doré

in narrowstrips of scallopedmuslin .

fluted border , rosette , and cross -strip . Lace vail .

No. 3. - Bow of satin ribbon . A long pointed end passing Fig . 2. - DRESS O
F

LAVENDER-COLOREDSILK . — The long skirt isthrough th
e

knot forms large loops . The three floating ends gored . The front breadth is without fullness , and forms a

ar
e

pointed.

tablier , framedand crossed at regular intervals by bias bandsN
o.
4. - This bow is composed of ten graduating loops with of the same. In eachdivision thus formed is a double bow of

ends.

silk . Rouleaux and narrow ruffles, with a deep cord fringe ,No. 5. — Four large loops of satin ribbon ar
e

slightly ga
-

trim each side -breadth. Rafies frame th
e

heart - shapedpufftheredupon a muslin foundation . A small fluting of ribbon ings ; above these ar
e

ribbon loops, with long floating ends.forms th
e

heading. Beneaththe loops fall threelong floating at the back th
e

lower half of th
e

skirt is crossed by four large
ends.

puffs , formed , in fact , by the very long breadths. PuffingsandPage 23
9 , N
o.

1.
—

Th
is

is th
e

first of three aprons, al
l

made double bows trim th
e

corsage, and straight an
d

rather shortsleeves.of blackpoult de so
ie

, and eachcut in three gored pieces. It is Chemisetteand under -sleeves of white puffedmuslin .trimmed w
ith
a fluted flounce, which is scalloped and bound Th
e

mantelet , which should be of black si
lk , lined with white ,withsatin . The bias heading and band of small scallops ar

e is something novel . It is cut to describe a large , uneven scalalsoframed in rouleaux of satin . Pockets to correspond. lop ; this falls quite short at one side, and very deep at theNo.2.- Hereruchesand rosettes of black satin ribbon com other . The trimming consists of a rich black silk fringe , withpose th
e

trimming. From the lower row falls a silk fringe . a heading of passementerie; this is also disposed to simulate abertha. A large ornament attaches the mantelet. This gar
Ruchingscover th

e

pocketsand waistband . ment accordswith the prevailing preferencefor draperies, andNo. 3. --The straightbordering of this apron is scalloped ou
t

is both graceful and stylish .at th
e

upperedge, andboundwith satin . Small satin rosettes Fig . 3.– WALKINGCOSTUME. — This is of dark blue silk . Upondivide it atintervals . Th
e

largepockets ar
e

similarly trimmed , the short , round petticoat ,which iswithout fullness , ar
e

te
nan
d

finished by a deepfringe . Two small rosettes ar
e

placed rouleaux of si
lk . A heavy , blue silk drop -fringe borders the

uponthewaistbelt in front .

goredskirt , which is lifted anddraped at eachside beneathveryPage 24
6 , N
os . 1 an
d

2. -Front an
d

back of muslin fichu . large rosettes of si
lk . The fringe al
so

outlines a roundedtablier .

The small

Th
is

is completelybordered by a fla
t

band of lace . Narrow Closecorsage . Fringe edges th
e

puffed pelerine .la
ce

edges th
e

doublefluting of muslin . The fronts cross be- hood is plain . The straight sleevesare without trimming ; theneath a waistband of muslin , covered w
ith

lace .The back is loose oversleevesarefringed ; múslin collar an
d

under -sleeves.rathershort , an
d

hollowed ou
t

with a large rosette of coloredMatelot hat of blue si
lk , with a ro
se

and leaves at on
e

side .Another rosette fastens the waistband . The long Over the chignon dependlong floating ribbon -endsand a dottedshapedtabs at th
e

back ar
e

similarly trimmed . lace vail .

.
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2 3

lace.

Fr. 4. - OPERATOIET. —Train slip of rose-coloredglacésilk . | by a large silk purp between very deepruffles. The loose, rose

The upper part of the high corsage is arranged in a seriesof silk mantelet fastens beneath a large rosette. The scallops,
tiny puffings. The fluted collar and large bow ar

e
of white which ar
e

quite small at one side , increase in size, continue, and
Over th

e

long straight sleeves ar
e

others of white si
lk

ar
e

bordered with rouleaux of the same. The small white
gauze. Gauze over - skirt . At the back this forms two large pelerine is cut in castellated points . A peculiarity , similar to

puffs . In front narrow bands of silk separate th
e

si
x puffs , that already described in Fi
g

. 2 , is noticeable in this garment.

upon which is placad a ribbon knot , with flat -shaped ends. Like the other , it forms a large , uneven scallop . This style of

Ceinture of white silk , boundwith rose -color . From this fall covering , when gracefully worn and draped , is puculiarly effec

th
e

large -rounded tabs of white silk , which frame th
e

tablier tive . The rose silk ha
t

is framed in white lace , and ha
s

at on
e

front . These tabs ar
e

also bound with rose -color , and finished side a large feather aigrette .

5

1. DINNERDRESSOFMAUVESILK . 2. WALKINGDRESS. 3. ROBEDE CHAMBRE.5. FRENCHBONNETOFWHITECHIP. 6. BONNET O
F

LEMON-COLOREDSILK .
4. TRAIN DRESS O
F

LIGHT-GREENSILK.

PAGES339 AND340.
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Fig. 5. -WALKING Dress. —Short round petticoat of apple- | loopedup by meansof tireltes, whenit was inconvenientlylong.greensilk poplin. Between the bias bandsare rows of large The casaque, formed of a tight bodice, and an ample skirt,fa

t

buttons ; both bands and buttons are of poplin . The full looped up with bows or rosettes, answers a doublepurpose: it isskirt, of th
e

samematerial , is gathered in around the lower at once an upper -dressand a tight - fittingpaletot . For thesumedge to form a large puff . The black silk corsage is close- mer this style of dresswill be very pleasant to wear, as it willfitting. The deep skirt opens in front , and is trimmed with avoid thewearing of two bodices, and two pair of sleeves, onerouleaux of green silk , with a heavy fringe of the same color . over the other .Rouleauxandfringe trim the corsageanddouble sleeves. Black Shot glacé silks are still more fashionablethis spring thansilk waistband. From the large bow falls the full tablier , they were last year . The colors preferredaregreenand maize,which is trimmed to correspond. Linen collar andunder - sleeves. violet and black , blue and maize, ruby and gray . TheseshotThebonnet is simply a puff of black silk , framed in a broad | silks are trimmed with ruches, and with black lace, guipure orrouleaux of green, and edged with a narrow black lace . chantilly .Featheraigrette at the side. Deep fall of black lace at the Costumesless rich in style , but still very elegant, aremade ofback.

leno , upon an under - skirt of silk . The most tastefulareall ofFi
g

. 6.- TOILET O
F

MAIZE-COLOREDTURCSATIN .-- The Pompa- the samecolor : under -dress of lilac or gray silk , upper -dress ofdourcorsage is bordered by a box -plaiting of white satin lilac or gray leno . The bodice of the leno dress is trimmedribbon; this trims the straight sleeves. Upon each outer side either with a squarebertha , or with a low corseletsimulated byis a flat double bow of maize -color and white ribbons . The the trimming . Bretellesarealso very fashionable. Sash, withhalf-trainskirt has no fullness whatever in front ; at the back a very large bow , or rather bows, for several areworn , placedit falls in very large folds . It is elaborately trimmed with one over the other .broadruchings of white ribbon and large rosettes. These Lapels are not so much worn as they were ; many bowsaresimulate a lower skirt , shaped tablier , and a rounded tunic . entirely formed of a quantity of loops ; when thereare lapelsWhitesilk ceinture, with a largeloop of ribbon passingbeneath they arevery short and fringed , but frequently therearenoneit andrestingupon the panier . Puffedmuslin chemisetteand at all . Seven or nine loops form a pretty bow for the back ofunder-sleeves. Bow of green ribbon in the hair . a sash. The ribbon , whether satin or gros -grains , is alwaysveryFig . 7. — COSTUMEO
F

VIOLET-COLOREDSILK POPLIN.- A deeppuff wide . The samesort of bow , but of a smaller size, is put on toborderstheround lower skirt . The shaped over -skirt is richly loop up the casaque, or double skirt , in severalplaces. Longandeffectivelytrimmedwith bandsand flat flowers, and leaves of sleevesare very much trimmed from the wrist to the elbow ,velvet of a darkershade ; from each flowerthis ornamentation is while the upper part is left plain . Sometimesthey havedeepcontinued u
p

theskirt . A deepchenille fringe to match . High revers, sometimesthey are trimmedwith cross strips , or withclosecorsage. The buttons, which fasten it down the front , as ruches and lace , to correspondwith the other parts of the coswell as thesquarecollar , bandsand flowers , are of velvet ; the tume .fringe is of chenille. A deepvelvet quilling forms the cuffs of Very pretty dressy toilets are composed of tunics of whitethestraightsleeves. The others are shaped, bordered with chaly , draped over under -dresses of pink , mauve, blue or greenbiasbands, and fastened down by buttons . At each shoulder silk . Mousseline delaine also looks well over silk when selfis a silk flower, with long tassels. The short rounded upper - colored, but it is also frequentlyemployed by itself for completeskirthas a tablierfront . Bands and fringe composethe trim- costumes. In white with colored patterns it looks extremelyming, andborderand outline the long pointed ends, falling at pretty , trimmedwith silk ruchesand bows of the same color .th
e

backandfront . Within each of these is a trimming similar Few paletots or mantles of any sort aremadeindependentlyto thatuponthesecondskirt . The waistband is attached be- of the dress. Ladies no longer wear plain dress ; they wearneatha velvetflower. Hat of violet velvet , with a rosetteand costumes. Each costume consists of three or four articles :plume of th
e

sameshade. A long gauzevail falls at the back . skirt , dress, bodice, sashand mantle of somesort .Wewouldherecall attention to the fact , that the chaussure in If some of my lady readers object that this is a very expenvariablycorrespondswith the dress, both in material and color . sive style of dressing , I canonly sa
y

that it is preferable to haveà complete costume in any of the pretty , cheap materials so
abundant now - a -days, than to have a dresseven of the richestWHAT SHOULD BE WORN , AND WHAT SHOULD NOT . silk if it be out of fashion .

In these days of oilen -shifting fashions, I should advise allFROMTHETABLETSOF A PARISIANLADY OF SOCIETY. my sisters, both of Europe and America , to provide for eachFresh springtoilets have now taken the place of the ball - season a certainnumber of toilets , fresh and fashionable , as el
e

dresses, which have so much occupied the thoughts of both gant as their meanswill permit , but limited in quantity , so ascouturièresand ladies of fashion during the last two or three to renewthem with each change of season. This is the greatmonths.

secret of the elegance of Parisian ladies. Even those whoseAmong th
e

prettiestmaterials of the season, w
e

notice two fortune is not very large contrive to appear in toilets of greatthatwereveryfashionable te
n

or twelve years ago , and which fraicheur- new, dainty , and coquettish — in th
e

very neweststylear
e

now se
t

forth as nouveautés. They are chalyand mousseline de
-

of fashion , becausethey purchase cheapsilks and fancy malaine. Beyondthis there ar
e

the usual collection ofmohairs terials , which look very well when gracefullycut out andnicelyan
d

lenos, and a variety of fancymaterials in wool , or wool and made up and trimmed . I do not mean to say that tissnes, richsi
lk . Th
e

glacématerials ar
e

still veryfashionable this spring , and beautiful in themselves,wouldnotlook better -- ofcoursean
d

amongfancytissues w
e

notice as particularly pretty the they would ; but I do mean that when economy is a thing to bechinédandfiguredmousselinedelaines. studied, it is best to overlook the quality of the material, andAll th
e

materialsthat fall in soft and graceful draperies ar
e

to choosewhat will look fresh and pretty , even when it is no
t

fashionablethis year . Chaly is particularly suitable for the so durable as more expensiveoneswould be .presentmode of looping up dresses. It is a very soft material , Just as a basquewasworn two or three yearsago with walkfalling in nicefolds . ing dresses, so as to simulate , togetherwith the bodice, a tightThe shape of dresses, certainly , differs very much from what fitting paletot , so this summer a Louis XV . puff' is worn overit w
as

last year . The fashion of wearing th
e

skirt entirely th
e

skirt , andthus th
e

toilet appears to be composed of a dressplain,with al
l

th
e

widths gored , ha
s

been ofshort duration and a looped - up tight -fitting casaque. The puff is generallyN
ow
th
e

frontwidthalone isslanted of
f

from abouthalfway up edged roundwith a rucheand a fluting ,either ofthe samemath
e

skirt to th
e

waist ; al
l

the other widthsare cu
t

straight , and terial or of lace .ar
e

gatheredveryfully at the top , so that even when the actual Dresseswith draperies à la Watteauare still worn , butthepuff ,pu
ff

is no
t

worn , th
e

upperpart of th
e

dress is always suffi or vertugadin, is preferred, or the short Camargo skirt , loopedcientlybouffante. The costume, su
ch

as it appears in its most up with bows of ribbon .quiet fo
rm , is composed of 3 skirt , not much longer than Among the prettiest dresses of the month , wehaveselectedus

ed
to be th
e

petticoatover which th
e

dress was formerly th
e

following fo
r

description :
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A dinner dressof mauve silk and white tulle and lace ; train- , buttons. Round pelerine, rather low in the neck, and no
t

shapedskirt of mauve silk , trimmed round the bottom with a coming beyond the arms in front , of the samematerial as th
e

gatheredflounce, headed by a ruche , forming a waved outline ; dress —mohair , leno , or any fancy materiai — and edged al
l

tunic skirt of white tulle , arranged in wide bouillons , divided round with a narrow fluting of silk . It is fastened uponeither
by strips of lace insertion , and edged al
l

round with a lacebor - shoulder with a silk rosette.

der ; large puff of white tulle , looped up with lace ruches ; low A dress for a young lady is of white chaly , over an under
silk bodice, with a puffing round the waist , and trimmed with skirt of blue silk , trimmed with a gathered flounce, put on with
lace ruches ; short , puffedsleeves ; snood of mauveribbon , with a heading . The chaly skirt is rounded of

f
at the back and

onewhite rose in front . front , and open at the sides. It is edged round with a tiny
Indoor dress of pearl -gray leno . The front part of the dress fluting , and trimmed with three cross strips of blue silk .

is plain ; it is trimmed at the bottomwith a deep flounce, put Bodice open in front , in the shape of a heart , and crossedover

on with a headingedged with graysilk . The other part of the the bosom à la Russe, trimmed like the skirt . Sleeves also
dress --back and sides - simulates a demi -court train , and is ornamented to correspond, demi -wide , and not coming down
trimmed on either sidewith a scalloped -out border of the same below the elbow . Under high bodice, and long sleeves of blue
material , engedwith silk . Jacket bodice , with a double -plaited silk .

basque, edgedwith a narrow fluting of gray silk . Waistband Little boys ' costumes do not change as much as their little

of the samematerial as the dress, with three rouleaux of gray sisters' rocks ; there is somevariety , however , in the shapeand
silk . The sametrimming is put on round the neck and sleeves. cut of their clothes . This spring they wear jacketswhich seem

A silk fluting is placed upward round the top of the sleeves. copied from thoseworn by peasants in the ancient province of

Sashlapels , of the samematerial as the dress, fall from under Berri . These jackets have divided basqueswith large pockets
the double basque upon the skirt ; they are trimmed with a upon them ; there are two pockets in front and two at theback.scalloped -out border edged with silk , similar to those on the A small waistcoat with revers , and ample trowsers, gatheredskirt . below the knee , complete the costume.

Walking dress of finely striped white and brown chaly . Children's hats are very coquettish . For little girls theyareHigh bodice ; the trimming , composed of a fluting of chaly and of a round shape, and trimmed with a border of tips of curled
two rouleaux of brown silk , simulates a short pelerine with a white feathers ; in front is placed a se

a
- bird's head, with arather long point at the back and two smaller opes in front . A feather aigrette .

bow of brown silk , without ends, is placed just above the point Hats of gray fancy straw are trimmed with a garland of

of the pelerine , at the back. Silk waistband, with a similar foliage , and a large satin rosette placed in front .bow at the back ; small square basque gathered at the top ; Watteau hats have a brim turned up on either side, andtrimming like that which forms the pelerine . Under - skirt just joined together by a bow of white satin ribbon placedacross th
e

touching the ground , flounce arranged in flat plaits slightly top of the crown . A bunch of small roses with buds and
overlapping each other , fastened down with a heading , by a foliage is placed in front , in the spaceleft betweenboth sides ofcrossstrip of brownsilk , both at the top and bottom , and orna- the turned - u

p
brim .

mentedwith small brown silk bows placed in twos on either Little boyswear barrettes of cloth or cashmere, to matchwithside. Upper -dressopen at the sides, looped up with large silk their costumes. They are ornamented in front with a straight
bows , train -shaped at the back , and forming a roundedapron in aigrette of heron or pheasant'sfeathers , and at the back with afront , edged al

l

round with a fluting of the same material , rosetteand tassels of gros - grains or satin ribbon .headed by one rouleau of brown silk . Tight sleeves, trimmed Ladies ' hats do not much differ from children's — from littleround the wrists with three rouleaux and a bow of brown silk girls , we mean . The Watteau is pretty for young girls , butribbon . A slip of brown silk is worn under the chaly dress , many ladies prefer shapeswith a higher crown , in the Flenry IV .but might be dispensedwith . style , with one large feather thrown back .Jacket bodices are come into fashion again . The basque is Fashion leaves a great scope to fancy , for there is not one, butalways gathered or plaited at the back , if not all round . А many , models to select from , and each lady should be able towaisband is worn over it . choosewhat best suits her style of physiognomy ; for while aFlounces ar
e

alsoemployed once more in trimming dresses, laughing , piquant face looks well with the page's toquet, abut they are rarely placedstraight al
l

round ; theyare arranged countenancewith more marked featureswill acquire a greaterin fanciful outlines . Sometimes, indeed , they are put on in charm from the high -crownedhat and sweopingfeather.straight rows upon the front part of the dress, which is plain , As for bonnets , there are also a variety of models, but al
l

but they are not continued all round the skirt . One flounce is very small . There are fanchons , puffs , bonnets à la vieille,frequently placed round the edge of the train only , and then diademsand barrettes .continued on each side , gradually decreasing in size to the Here are a few specimens :waist . It is the samewith other trimmings , which often simu A fanchon of pearl -gray satin is ornamented with a doublelate a train -shapedtunic upon the dress. quilling , forming a diadem in front . It is ornamentedwith aAmong the new materials of the season, I must not omit to curledblue feather , and a te
a

-roseplaced on one side. Lappetsmention the new foulardswith satin stripes . These stripes form of gray satin .a raised pattern upon the foulard . They are of the same color A puff bonnet of cerise -colored tulle is trimmed with a lightwith it , and upon both th
e

bright and dull stripes there is a bunch of black marabout feathers ; there is a small coronet insmall running pattern in white or chamois color . Thesedresses artistic jewelry in front ; lappets of black lace ar
e

fastened inare extremely pretty in green , violet , blue , brown , nasturtium- front , under a bow of cerise - coloredsatin .color , maize, mauve, etc. ; the patternsare small spikes, coffee A bonnet à la vieille is of straw -colored crape ; it is formed ofberries , flics , spots, flecks of snow, flowrets , and so on .This new style of foulard is verymuch in favor fo
r

complete a bunch ofyellowroses with brown -tintedfoliage just in th
e

a high puffing . There is a quilling of white lace in front , and
walking -costumesthis spring . The shot glacé foulard is also centre.very fashionableboth for evening and walking dresses.

Fall of white lace at the back , continued into lappets,

fastened in front with a bow of straw - coloredsatin .The Bashlick mantelet is still a favorite model for a demi
saison ou

t
- of -door garment . W
e

se
e it th
is

spring inwhite mauve tulle , divided by strips of fancy plaited straw . Sprizs

A very pretty rounded fanchon is composed of bouillons of

cashmere, trimmed with Angora fringes and tassels.For children the Bashlick is prettily trimmedwith pinked - ou
t

renders th
is

little chapeau quite stylish . Th
e

strings ar
e

of

of white lilac form a diadem in front , and a small blackaigrette
borders of red or blue cashmere. Little girls also wear circu- mauve satin .lars , looped up at the back with large rosettes.

A pretty dress fo
r

a little girl abcut te
n

years ol
d

is made crape ruches , edged with satin of th
e

same color .

Crape bonnets of a very round shape ar
e

ornamentedwith

A lightthus : Plain skirt , fully gathered at th
e

back . Jacket bodice , garland of flowers isplaced in front , with a bunch of th
e

samescalloped out round the bottom and edgedwith fringe , ornamented in front with a double row of silk rosettes insteadof on one side . A small straight aigrette completes th
e

trimming.

Aigrettes ar
e

worn , not only upon bonnets and bats, bu
t

in

3

�

1

شت
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sicianor nurse.

thehair for ball coiffures. A feather aigrette, fastenedon with Another matter of vitalimportanceconnectedwith the duties of
anagrafeof diamondsor precious stones, is a very appropriate the nurse, is the observanceof the directionsof the physician.finish to the high head-dresseswhich areso fashionable, and Having called a doctor, in whom you haveperfectconfidence,
whicharecopiedfrom thoseof the time of Louis XV. obey hi

s

instructions to th
e

letter. No matter what is your ownTortoiseshellcombs, with a diadem or bandeau of the same opinion , rememberthat with him the subject is the study of hisin front , ar
e

consideredvery distinguéfor both morning and life , and in hi
s

practice he has been in a school of variedexpe .

eveningcoiffures. The Empress Eugénie habitually wears the rience, greaterthan could possiblycome to an individual in pr
ihighcomb of blondetortoiseshell , and has thus brought it into vate life , under the most remarkablecircumstances.universalfavor .

Hermajestyhasnot adoptedthe short costume, and thereforethetrain -shapedskirt continues to be the appendage of all full CATHARINE OF ARAGONdresstoilets.

There is a newstyle of porte -jupecalled theporte-jupeTrianon. This most estimablewomanwas the daughter of FerdinandIt loops up the dress at the back , just as the young Marie and Isabella , of Spain , the patrons of Columbus. ShewasbornAntoinettelooped up her skirts whenshe acted the milkmaid's in 1483, in thecity of Alcala de Henares, and died in England ,part at be
r

mimic farm of Trianon . This porte -jupeconsists of January , 1536, in her fifty -third year .hooks, whichareconcealedunder rosettes or bows of ribbon . On November 14 , 1501, shewas married to the eldest sonof Henry the Seventh, of England - Prince Arthur ; butwhose death , six months after , left Catharine a bloomingTHE CARE OF THE SICK . widow of nineteen. At that time Henry , afterwardthe Eighth ,was only twelve years old ; but becomingheir to the crown ofWhen it is possible to give an invalid a large airy room , even | England by the death of Arthur , his father got King Ferdinandat great inconvenience, it should be done ; at al
l

events , give of Spain to consent to hi
s

marrying Catharinewhen he becamethe bestroomyou can . An apartmentsimply but comfortably old enough . As in thosedays ladies, especially thoseborn infurnished is a necessity. Remove everything that is superflu- the higher circles , had no voice in the choice of a husband, theous, or whateverwill weary by a long -continued sight of it , lovely widow was betrothed, at the house of the Bishop of Sa
l

particularly in the tedioushours of convalescence, or when the isb'ıry , in Fleet street, June 25 , 1503, to Prince Henry , andconfinementarises from such a cause as a broken or sprained when , in 1509,his fatherdied , the young king , then only ninelimb. It is particularly necessarythat the tone of the room be teen, while Catharinewas in hertwenty -seventhyear , causedthecheering marriage to be solemnizedwith greatstate at Greenwich. ForA pleasingpicture fo
r

contemplation, or a few fresh flowers many yearsthis unionwas happyand prosperous, and shemodas brightmessengersfrom the outerworld , even a light enter - erated by her wisdom , firmness, and benevolencethe brutal tytainingbook , or a bi
t

of fancy sewing , or crochetwork , may be ranny of her husband .allowable. Theseare blessings to the invalid when the ener In 1516, a daughter, afterwardQueenMary , was born . Ingies ar
e

strengthening, if indulged in under the advice of phy- 1520sheaccompaniedHenry th
e

Eighth to France on hi
s

memorable visit to Francis the First , and which is known in historyIn caseswherethe patient is confined to the bed , the temper- as the Field of the Cloth of Gold . It washere that th
e

brutalature of th
e

roomshould be regulated by a thermometer, fo
r

it monarch firstsawAnne Boleyn , of whom he becamedesperatelyis impossible fo
r

th
e

attendants, dressed in ordinary seasonable enamored. Anne was thenbetrothed to Henry Percy , son ofclothing, to judge of the comfort of the invalid . the Duke of Northumberland ; but , through theagency of thatThe rooinmust be aired daily , taking carethat the sufferer is ready panderer to Henry's enormities , Cardinal Wolsey , theno
t

exposed to th
e

draught ; the morning , afterbreakfast , is matchwas broken of
f
, and Anne becameone of Catharine'susually th
e

best time . The bed linen and personal apparel maids - of -honor ,her father being createdViscount Rochefort .should be frequentlychanged, having been previouslyaired ,and As Anne refused to be th
e

king's mistress, Henry se
t

to work ,thechill takenoff . with Wolsey'sassistance, to get a divorcefromhiswife . Her irreKeep th
e

medicines , spoons, cups , and al
l

such suggestive ar
-

proachablecharacter , and th
e

deep respect in which sh
e

wasticles ou
t

of th
e

patient's sight , an
d

do not makefrequent pe
-

held by th
e

people, rendered it impossible to ge
t

a divorce onriodicalvisits to the watch , with th
e

comfortingwords , " I th
e

usual grounds , and the pleawas thereforeadoptedthat th
e

must se
e

if it is not time fo
r

you to take yourmedicine . " ' In marriagewas null and void in consequence of Catharinehavingsickness th
e

mind and bodyare alike sensitive. beenthe widow of Prince Arthur .Thosewho have the care of the sick should be particularly The mock trial of Catharine , her appeal to Rome , her beautipeat in their own personsand dress , and tr
y

to make th
e

food fu
l

address to he
r

brutal husband, her leaving thecourt as onelookinviting by cleandishes , napkins , etc. Endeavor to antici- wherein she could not have justice , are facts familiar to allpate th
e

patient'swants , to avoid unnecessaryquestions. Only readers of Shakespeare. Fo
r

si
x long years th
e

cruel agony ofintimatefriends should be admitted as visitors , and thosedur- suspensecontinued ; but when , in 1533, contrary to al
l

Henry'sin
g

th
e

early or middleportion of the day . hopes, the marriage of Catharinewas declared by the councilD
o

nothaveanyconfidentialtalks about the sufferer in an un at Rome to be valid , Anne (whose scruples had succumbed todertone; it is excessivelyhurtful an
d

annoying . Bepatient , th
e

promises of th
e

king , and who had been living openly assympathetic, and , above al
l

things , cheerful , yet not frivolous . his mistress , under the title of the Marchioness of PemTh
e

mind an
d

body ar
e

mutually dependent ;' consequentlythey broke )being pregnant , a secret marriagewasresorted to thereactupon eachother . We al
l

know the happy influence of a old onewith Catharine being yet undissolved — in order to lebrightJune morning on materialthings . The si
ck

room may gitimatizethe unborn child ,whom Henry in hi
s

insaneanxietybe brightened,andnewenergyand hopeinfusedinto th
e

heart of had predetermined to be a so
n

.th
e

sufferer, by th
e

happyfaceand cheerfulmanner of th
e

nurse. At this time , the beautiful and excellent Catharinewas exThere ar
e

somepersons, unfortunately , called to th
is

situation , pelled from Windsor , and informed that she was no longerwho, throughsomereligious scruplesabout th
e

sanctity of the queen. She immediatelytook her departurewith her ladies,si
ck

room, or from an unhappy constitution , go about with a and never again saw either her husband or her child . Henry ,Wodful fa
ce , an
d

slow ,measuredsteps ,nowand then drawing a finding that he could no
t

intimidate th
e

Pope into pronouncinglongsigh, and giving an ominous shake of th
e

head , as if they his marriagewith Catharine illegal , resolved to take thematterwerepassingthrough th
e

vi
a

dolorosa, or valley ofthe shadow of in
to

hi
s

own hands ,andopened a court at Dunstable fo
r

th
e

death, chanting a silent requiem . Th
e

poor patient ha
s

th
e

trial of QueenCatharine's marriage , an
d

as sh
e

refused to apwholebenefit of th
is , an
d
itwill no
t

be long before th
e

infec-pear ,and steadily denied th
e

validity ofthecourt an
d

its juristiousatmospheredoes its irreparablework , fo
r
it takes an ex
-

diction , th
e

court ,acting under hi
s

orders , pronounced he
r

co
n

traordinaryamount of animal spirits ,even in robusthealth , to tunacious , their marriage vo
id , an
d

of no effect , thusmakingthe PrincessMary illegitimate . Catharinewasordered to abstain
surmountsuchan incubus.
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from the title of Queen, and style herself Dowager Princess of “ I literalize away the morning , ride at three, go to batheat
Wales. She, however, declined to renounceher title up to the five, dine at si

x , and get through the evening as I bestmay
time of her death , which took place at Kimbolton , January 7 , sometimes by correcting a proof . ”

1536. The following account of the late Douglas Jerrold's “method

in writing ' was sketched during his lifetime by a friendwho
knew him well :

WRITING HABITS OF LITERARY MEN . At eight o'clock he breakfasts , then reads the papers, cutting
out bits of news . The study is a snug room , filled with books

MR . CHARLESDICKENS'sfavorite time fo
r

composition is said to and pictures ; its furniture is of solid oak . There work begins.

be in the morning , when he writes till about one or two o'clock ; If it be comedy, he will now and then walk rapidly up and
then he has hi

s

luncheon , and walks out fo
r

two hours , returns down the room , talking wildly to himself , and laughing as he

to dinner , and either goesout or spendsthe evening at his own hits upon a good point . Suddenly the pen would be put down,

fireside. Sometimes his method of labor is much more intent and , through a little conservatory, without seeinganybody, he

and unremitting . O
f

his delightful book , “ The Chimes , " the will pass out into the garden for a little while , talking to the
author says, in a letter to a friend , that he shut himself up for gardeners, walking , etc. In again , and vehemently to work.

a month closeand tight over it . The thought has come ; and , in letters smaller than the type in

** All my affectionsand passionsgot twined and knotted up in ' which they shall be set , it is enrolled along the little blueslips

�� �
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it , and I became as haggard as a murderer long before I wrote of paper. A crust of bread and a glass of wine is brought in ,the end. When I ha
d

donethat , lik
e
" Th
e

Man ofThessaly , " bu
t

noword isspoken . Th
e

work goes rapidly forward, an
d

w
ho ,having scratched hi
s

eyes ou
t

in a quickset hedge ,plunged halts at la
st , suddenly . The pe
n

is dashedaside , a fe
w

letters,into a bramble bush to scratchthem in again , I fle
d

to Venice to seldom more th
an

three lines in each , ar
e

written , an
d

di
s

recoverthe composure I bad disturbed . "

When hi
s

imagination begins to outline a new novel , with the horse , co
w , and fowls ,then another long turn around th
e

patched to the post , and then again into th
e

garden, visits to

vague thoughts rif
e

within him , he goes " wanderingabout at lawn , an
d

at la
st

a seatwith a quaint ol
d

volume in th
e

te
ntnight into the strangest places, " he says, " seeking rest and under the mulberry -tree. Friends come -walks and conversafinding none . "

Lord Lytton (Bulwer ) accomplished hi
s

voluminous produc- winks -upon th
e

great so
fa

in th
e

study ; another lo
ng

stroll

A very simple dinner at four ; then a short nap - forty
tions in about three hours a day , usually from ten until one ,and seldom later , writing al

l

with hi
s

own hand . Composition jokes of various kinds , as at dinner .

over th
e

lawn while te
a

is prepared. Over th
e

te
n

-table ar
e

w
as

at first verylaborious to hi
m , bu
t

he gave himself sedu- lif
e

Jerrold seldom wrote after dinner ; an
d

hi
s

eveningswere

In the latter years of hi
s

lously to mastering its difficulties , an
d

is sa
id

to have re -written usually spent alone in hi
s

study , reading ,writing letters , et
c.

some of hi
s

brieferproductionseight or nine times before pub- Sometimes he would join th
e

family circle fo
r

half anhour bi
enH
e

writes ve
ry

rapidly ,averaging , it is sa
id ,twenty fo
regoing to be
d

at te
n ; bu
t

hi
s

ru
le

w
as
a solitaryevening inoctavopages a day . He sayshimself in a letter to a friend : the study with his books .

tion .

lication .
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" A TALLFIGURETOTTEREDWEAKLY TOWARDTHE GATENEARWHICHHE LEANED.

THE SEXTON'S GHOST .

SimonGRAYBERRY, the old sexton of Bushport , was dying .Bushportwas a respectablelittle fishing -village , perched on asaucy-lookingbluffright over the ocean ; at its foot was a snug later news had comethat the ship had sunk in th
e
northern

littlecove, running up in sandy beach to the very base of the seas, and al
l

on board had perished . Al
l

in th
e

village mourned
rocks, where th

e

fishing -craft la
y

cosily at anchor , when they the stout -heartedTom Grayberry , who had grown up , man and
were no

t

scuddingover the wavesmiles away , or rocking idly boy , among them ; but chiefly had mourned a little fair -haired

to th
e

music of thefish -lines and the dancing of the porpoises . creaturejust in her teens, to whomTom had beenmore than toBushporthad one church (Methodist ) and one graveyard , any other .whereSimonGrayberryhad , for years too many to remember, Alice Scott , so had grief maturedher , had grown into woman
supervised th

e

departurefrom earth to earth of th
e

sires and hood in those thirty months ,and sh
e
it waswho , taking upongrandsiresof th
e

hardyyoung fishermenwhowerenow growing herself th
e

duties of a daughter to him who had none , had de

up around hi
m . Simon had grown gray in th
e

service of th
e

votedherself to him ever since , until th
e

ol
d

man had learnedde
ad , amongwhom, te
n

yearsbefore , he ha
d

deposited th
e

last to regard he
r

as such , and to grieve fo
r

hi
s

lost so
n

chiefly that
remains of hi

s

faithful wife ; and now th
e

gathering shadows of hi
s

sa
d

fate had prevented th
e

possibility of her ever becoming

th
e

finalsummonstold him that he , to
o , must prepare to join so in very truth . She it was who now sat beside Simon'sthosesilentones in their last resting -place. wastedform , held his hand , and watched the last spark of lifeThreeyearsbefore, Simon had parted with hi

s

only son , a as it flickered low before the final darkness. Simon had beenhardysailor, w
ho

ha
d

gone on a whaling -voyage . Si
x

months respected inhis da
y

and generation ,and al
l

th
e

village waitedsadly for news of his departure. A few of the older men,rough , hard-featured fishermen, stood at his bedside, while one ortwo of their wives, rough too, but kindly -disposed, ministered

to his few remaining necessities. The doctor stood near him ,and held his hand ; the tallow -candle on the table flickered, as

a draught of wind burst in under the door and rattled the case
ment ; storm -gustsheld high carnival outside ; for it was in thelast days of November, and the snow -clouds were sailing on ,heavily -freighted. Suddenly the doctor raised his handwarningly ; Alice rose and leaned over the bed, while the restdrew
closer together, and then the head and shoulders raised painfully in the bed, the dull eyeslighted up , and with one skinnyforefinger pointing to the door , while his gray locks and
mattedbeardtrembledwith a convulsedmotion , the old sextonspoke :

“ One , two , three, four , five ! Five rings , one bracelet, twopins ! Who shall have them ? Tom shall have them ! Who

" IT STOODO
N
A SAUCY-LOOKINGBLUFFOVERTHE OCEAN. '

says it's robbery ? "

The old man turned his head from one side to the other, and
VOL. XXIV . , No.4-14



254 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE .

11
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U
.

11

glared at the startled and horror -stricken ones around him ; order, when the door opened, and his wife called him
, with

then he said, slowly and in a whisper :
such evident earnestness, that he turned at once, abandonedhis

“ I buried - them- under- the
intention, and followed her out of the room.

The chin fell heavily on his breast, and he sank down
into Every effort wasnow madeto bring the peddler to book

, and

the bedin a confusedmass. induce him to explain his meaning ; but nothing morecould

There wasmuch talk the next dayabout the last words of old be got out of him than, “ Waal, I ain't a-goin' to consarnmy

Simon, and, though sundry wise headswere shaken
, and some self in what ain't none of my bus'ness, but I only say, if it was

shrewddoubtswereexpressed, they were generally set down as
my case, I should be suspicious !"

the last incoherentexclamationsof a brain which had ceasedto
Sundry growls and sour looks were beginning to showthat

act lucidly , and werepassedover.
this indefinite advicewas not palatable, and might be resented;

The body was properly laid out ; watchers came forward to and matters, in fact, were beginning to assume a squallyap

si
t up with it ; and the next day following was appointed for pearance, when the landlord re -entered.

the funeral services. “ Boys , ” said he , “ mywife and I ain't nowisesatisfiedabout
Old Simon's cottagewasnear the graveyard ; his body

lay on the Boston coach not coming in ; she's more than three hours

the bedwhere he had slept for forty years ; and the little sit- late , and , though it is a rough night , she ought to have been

ting -room next to it was occupied on the watch -night by two here before this ; and , in my húmble opinion , she's a darned

old crones, who had volunteered for the purpose.

sight more importance than that darned purveyor of pinsand

A bright fire blazed on the hearth ; the table , with two needles' suspicionsabout what he don't know nothing consarnin. "

lighted candles, stood beside it ; the tea -kettle sung noisily on Here he jerked his thumb in the direction of the peddler, who

the hob ; and these two , sitting comfortably in their Boston- shrugged his shoulders , and said nothing .

rockers, wereinclined to take the night easily , and chatted over Now , the village of Bushport was situated just twenty -one

the merits and peculiarities of the dead , the strangeoccurrence miles north -and - b
y
-east ofthe good city of Boston ; from which

of his last moments, and anything that turned up in the way of place there came, three times a week , a coach bearing the

village -gossip ; as thosewill , who accustom themselves to such mail , leaving Boston at four o'clock in the afternoon, and

duties. Meanwhile , the snow -storm that had beenpromising a performing the journey in about four hours , if nothing inter

visit had all day been busy , and now was drifting into white rupted of a nature calculated to prevent safe and moderately

masses through the strect , was whirling in blinding clouds rapid driving .

through the air , while not a single being in the whole village This was a “ coach day , " and , punctually at four , the afore

wasout - of -doors , and in the houseswarm fires and hot drinks said vehicle , painted blue , and appropriately namedthe “ Blue

did their best to make things cozy and comfortable. So the bird , ” started valiantly forth , out of the stableyard in a naitow

hours wore away , and , as the evening grew late , the two old street in the suburbs of Boston , and , with threepassengers in

crones, grown tired of gossip , had nodded their frowsy old side for way -stations , and one passengeroutside for Bushport,

heads at oneanotheruntil both had gone of
f

into a profound and took its way along the highroad , in a direction north -and- b
y

noisy sleep. eastward, through what was already a respectablesnow -storm,

Now down the street, a short distancefrom SimonGrayberry's hoping to accomplish the journey before the roads became s
o

cottage, there was a tavern, and in the bar -room , where a huge blocked up as to utterly preclude wheeling ; fo
r

the snow

wood - fire went crackling and hissing up the wide -mouthed storm had come on suddenly , and the Bluebird's runnerswere

chimney, therewere congregated, as usually congregatedthere at Bushport .

on winter nights , a dozen or so of the inhabitants of the village , The first ten miles were made in two hours and a half , and

who met thus nightly to enjoy their punch and their pipes in there the last of the “ insides " left the coach, rejoicing.

social communion. This night , in particular , punch and pipes Eleven miles to go , the snow drifting heavily , and a blinding

were in extraordinarydemand. The seasonhad been so open wind driving in the faces of the driver and the one “ outside, "

and free from storms that this was really the first occasionthat who said he was a sailor , and laughed to scorn th
e

idea of

had offered fo
r

such a gathering , and it had been taken ad- “ going below on account of a blarsted little snow -squall . "

vantage of by more than the usual quota of jolly weather -beaten Seven miles further on , the Bluebird stopped to change

tars , who sat and canvassed, sententiously, such subjects as horses, and driver and “ outside " went into the little tavern to

camebefore them. Among these, naturally enough , the ques- get supper .

tion of Sexton Grayberry's remarkable utterances at his off A fine , stalwart , sailor -looking fellow was the " outside ; " tall
going was brought prominently forward . and handsome, with chestnut curls all over his head anddown

“ Blarst my hyes ! ” said “ English Bob , ” as he was called , on hi
s

white forehead ; laughing blue eyesshining through th
e

a burly , good -natured -looking fellow , who leaned back against drops of wet that hung on hi
s

eyelashes ; rosy cheeks, that gl
is

the mantel , and talked in a husky voice, through a cloud of tenedafter thepelting they had received. Driver and “ outside"

" th
e

essence of ol
d Virginia , " “ I've a hidea th
e

ol
e chap's were both urged to put up fo
r

the night ; but th
e

driverwas
been a priggin ' summat as has laid ' eavy on ' is conshuns . " plucky , and would not be bluffed of

f

bringing hi
s

mail in , an
d

" Nonsense ! " answeredthe landlord , seeing no oneelse was the “ outside " swore , with a very salt oath , that he would
likely to take it up ; " ol

d

Simon was as honest as they make ge
t

to “ Bushport ” that night , if he had to walk there .

' em ; and , besides, where on earth could he find anything to

prig ' in this consumedpoor place ? " '

So the supper was eaten , two hot toddies swallowed, and,

This w
as

unanswerable, an
d

th
e

villifier of th
e

dead w
as
si
-

mounted on th
e

bo
x , an
d

th
e

whip cracked, an
d

awaythey
with two lighted pipes in mouth , driver and “ outside"

lenced for a moment . went again into the driving wind , and through the drifting
Presently , a long , lean , slab -sided, lantern - jawed Yankee

peddler, who had come in belatedand put up for the night , put

in hi
s

word . ' H
e

w
as

dressed in a faded, seedy -looking suit of forward , itmade bu
t

little headway , th
e

smoking horseshaving

It was now past nine , and , though the coachpressedgallantly

black , and presented anything bu
t

an inviting appearance. desperatehard work to keep on a fast walk .He had beensilent thus far , had heard the story of the death

be
d

scene to
ld

an
d

retold , an
d

no
w

, as he sa
t

with hi
s le
gs

coach made a sharp turn round a bend in th
e

ro
ad

which th
eTwo of the four miles had been passed over when, a
s th
e

crossed, and his chair tilted back , he drawled out :

“ Waal , I'm a stranger here, an
d

hain't go
t

no ca
ll

to meddle unlucky blast he
d

blown across th
e

road , an
d

with a jo
lt

an
d

a

wind had blown dry , the of
f

fore -wheel struck a tree, which an

with things as don't consarnme , but if it was so as I hed any heave, over went the
interest in theseparts , I should be kinder lookin ' around arter

“ Biuebird , ” and away flew driver an
d

th
e

family jewelry , an
d
ifthe liv
e

people's plunder w
as

al
l again , shake themselves , an
d

stare lugubriously at th
e

down;

“ outside ” into a drift , where they disappeared to crawl ou
t

right , I should -well , I should hev my suspicions ! "

Everbody started at that , an
d

the landlord ,who fe
lt

bound thither both betook themselves , an
d

obtaining assistance, th
efallen vehicle .Fortunately , theywere near a farmhouse, an

d

to support th
e

credit of hi
s

deceasedfriend , ha
d

already openedhorses were soon housed in a comfortablebarn . Th
e

driver

hi
s

mouth to call th
e

vituperativevender of small wares to then announced hi
s

intention of accepting th
e

cordialinvitation

snow .
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1)theyhoth receivedto remain al
l night , but the “ outside , ' The whole matterwasplain now : thewindowwasopen, and

game to th
e

last , resistedevery solicitation , and after warming through it th
e

ol
d

sexton, awakenedfrom hi
s

swoon, had taken
himself, outwardly by the fire , and in wardly vºh a glass of his fearful course. Tom said nothing about the box of jewelry ,

" summathot , " swung a bundle which he carried over hi
s

and two daysafter the old sextonwas quietlyburied in the little
shoulder, and ,with a stout stick in his hand ,plunged resolutely graveyard. Tom staid in Bushport many months ; and when
into th

e

snowagain. The farmhouse -door closed behind him , the spring opened he and sweet AliceScottweremarried in the
and as he gainedthe road , marked only by the long white line old church. And the good people of Bushport neverknew any .

betweenthe fieldsand woods on either side, he almost felt in
-

thing more definite than the Yankee peddler's “ suspicions, "

clined to give it up ; but he was a courageousfellow , this sailor , and their own imaginings , about Simon Grayberry's deathbed
andstifling the momentaryweakness, he trudged on . It was speech, or the true story of the SEXTON'SGHOST.

pastelevenwhenthe lights of the village appeared, and , with a

sigh of relief, he steppedmore lightly , thinking of the warm
receptionwhichwas to repayhim fo

r

this night's inconvenience, THE LOVED , NOT LOST .

andmanyothernight's peril and adversity ,

As he moved on , his thoughts took shape in two forms of ex How strange it seems, with so muchgone
pression: Of life and love, to still live on !

" I wonder if the old man lives ! ” and “ I wonder if shehas Ah , brother, only I and thou
forgottenme ! " Are left of all that circle now
Thestragglinghouses of the village were passed ; the old The dearhomefaceswhereupon

churchloomed up in the darkness ; a cottage near by was That fitful firelight paled and shone.

Henceforward, listen as we will ,lighted up in one room, and he leanedfor a moment on the The voices of that hearthare still ;railing of thegraveyard, and hesitated. Look wherewe may the wide earth o'er ,Suddenly, as his eye glanced over the well -remembered Those lighted facesshine no more.

stones, he sawsomethingmove. A chill , more piercing than We tread the pathstheir feet haveworn ,

thecoldblast he had been under for so many hours , almost We sit beneaththeir orchardtrees,

froze hi
s

blood, for the sailor -mind is proverbially superstitious. We hear like themthe hum of bees
But he stoodstill , gazed, and waited. And rustle of the bladed corn ;

It was a tall figure ; white - of courseeverything waswhite We turn the pages that they read,

Their written words we linger o'er ;an
d

it totteredweaklytoward the gatenear which he leaned. But in the sun they cast no shade.Presentlyit reachedhim , openedthe gate, and as he stoodwith No voice is heard, po sign is made,

hi
s tongueclinging to the roof of bis mouth , and his hair No step is on the consciousfloor !bristlingwith fear, he knew who it was — it was SimonGray Yet love will dream, and faith will trust,

berry, thesexton of Bushport . Since He who knows our need is just ,

Springingforward, he caught the old man in his arms, while That somehow, somewhere, meetwe must.

be shouted to him : Alas for him who never sees

" Father! father ! It is mc ! Don't you know me ? It's The starsshine throughthe cypresstrecs !

Tom - yourboy, Tom ! " Who , hopeless, lays his deadaway,
Nor looks to seethe breakingdayThen th

e
ol
d

sexton stooderect, and holding up his finger ,

whispered: Across the mournfulmarblesplay !
Who hath not learned in hours of faith

" Hush ! don'tspeak so loud ! I've got them , every one ! I The truth to fleshand senseunknown,

robbed th
em

! " ' and he pointed to the graves. " But , Tom , I'm That Life is ever Lord of Death,

sorry! I'm sorry ! And you won't tell any one . " And Love can never lose its own !

Tomput thelittle boxwhich his father gavehim carefully in .

hi
s pocket; a dim idea of the truth possessedhim , and , taking

th
e

emaciatedform in his arms, he steppedwith his burden to MY HUSBAND'S SECRET .

th
e

door of thetavern, which wasnearer than the cottage, and
where he saw a light burning ; and so , just as the landlord had THERE was very little of what is popularly termed “ court
made th

e

remarkconcerningthe lateness of th
e

Bostoncoach , ship " betweenDr. Romaine and myself , from that starlit May

it happenedthat th
e

tavern -door opened , and a stoutfigure , in evening in which he rather dispassionately (while w
e

strolled

2.sou’wester, an
d

coveredwith snow ,staggered in , bearing in together through th
e

ol
d

bo
x

- borderedgarden at home) asked

hi
s

armsthebody of deadSextonGrayberry. me to becomehis wife , until the June morning , a month later ,

“ *Bear a hand! Boys, it'
s

me , To
m

Grayberry , and this is when I stood by hi
s

side in AshburyChurch , and vowed to love ,

m
y

father. I found th
e

ol
d gentlemanwandering in th
e

grave - honor , and obeyhim , after th
e

usual marriageformula .

yard in hi
s night -clothes ; he must have been out of hi
s People called the doctor a cold , unimpressionableman ; and ,

head. " as far as outwardappearancesmay be taken for an index of what
Such a start as thatcrowd of fishermengot may be imagined. lies in the heart below, peoplewerequite correct. Dr. Romaine
Theyretreatedbackwardinto a corner, and looked at Tom and was seldom enthusiastic on any subject ; was utterly devoid of

th
e

prostrateform at his feet as though bo
th

were ghosts . the least ability fo
r

polite small - ta
lk , an
d

ignored everything
Finally th

e

landlordclappedTom on hi
s

shoulder , and said : that resembled the insincerity of mere polished compliment.

" You're To
m

Grayberry , that I'l
l go bail ; but th
e

ol
d

man's When no
t

engagedupon hi
s daily round of professional duties,

de
ad , an
d

w
e left tw
o

women a watching of hi
m up to th
e

cot- histime was usually occupiedamong books of a speculative,

philosophical sort . He scarcely ever took part in our social
Tom ha

d

risen up , an
d

stood looking at hi
m

fo
r

a moment : gatherings ; rigorously exemptedhimself fr
om fairs , pi
c
- ni
cs ,

th
en

he stoopeddown, to
re

openthe long gown that wrappedand croquet ;entertained ahereticalloathing of te
a
- parties;

th
e

ol
d

man, and placed hi
s

hand over his heart . It had and though highly respected in the neighborhood for his per
stoppedbeating. fectly spotlesscharacter no less than for his thoroughmedical

" H
e
is deadnow , " said Tom . “ Come with me, some of skill , Dr. Romainewas by no meanspopular in Ashbury circles.

yo
u ; " an
d , raising th
e

body tenderly in hi
s

arms , he strode I believe it waspity for my lonely , unprotectedconditionafter
through th

e

do
or , ov
er

th
e

w
ay , an
d

straight on to th
e

cottage. mamma's death , th
at

made th
e

doctor offer m
e

such a home an
d

Th
e

landlord ra
n

ahead an
d

opened th
e

door ,while th
e

crowd guardianship as fe
w

sensiblewomen , situatedlike myself ,could
followed at a respectfuldistance. As they entered the sitting

en
em , th
e

tw
o

womenrose ,screaming ou
t

of their sleep , fright during he
r

la
st

illness , an
d

hadlearnedfrom he
r

lip
s
, Idoubt

ca
r

tie
d

th
e

bo
dy

straight pa
st

them to th
e

bedroom ,and la
id it and leave m
e

utterlywithout aprotector in th
e

world .And so ,

Dr. Romaine's visits , formal and ceremonious as I used to con

.

tage; he diedlastnight

on th
e

empty be
d

!
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siderthem in thosedays, did not ceaseafter my mother died. | liable woman ; and if ever you are in trouble
, I counselyou not

Grateful at first for the friendly interest he seemedto exhibit in to seekher advice. Good-by for the present,my dear!"
mywelfare, I felt gratitude transformedinto love when a closer On the samemorning, two hours after the doctor's departure,

She was a plump,intimacy revealedtraits of both characterand intellect, at whose Mrs. Peters paid me her usual daily visit.

existenceI had heretofore only guessed. But, as I have said, fair -haired little woman, about ten years my senior, and had

therewas little that resembledcourtship betweenus, evenafter beenmarried almost as long as I could rememberto a manwho,
I was known as regularly engaged among the Ashbury it was currently believed and reported, neglected her shame
gentlefolk. I wasquite satisfied, however, with the amount of fully . Indeed, my friend seldomspoke of her husbandwithout

devotednessand lover-like behaviorin which my future husband a desolatesort of sigh, accompanyingher observation, whatever

chose to indulge ; and when the term of our engagementex- it might be, with some remark that was evidently intendedto

pired, and we were finally married, no prouder wife than Helen convince the world how badly he usedher.

Romaineeverassumedcontrol of her lord's household. “ You can't imagine how surprised I was, Helen," Mrs.Peters
" not to seeyou atI had longedearnestlyto have Edward (my only brother, and, said, after kissing me in her impulsive way,

indeed, the only living relative whom I possessed) presentat the BessieLong's birthday last evening. Everybody wassureyou'd

wedding. But Edward, who kept bachelorapartmentson an ex. be there; and Bessieeven expectedthe doctor himself. Shewas

ceedinglymoderateincomesomewherein town, and who seemed, so disappointed."
since his departurefrom Ashbury, six years before, to have en “ Not more than I, Mrs. Peters. If George had beenwilling
tirely outgrownanything like family affection, wrote me a con to take me, I should certainly have gone."
gratulatory letter, in which he pleadedbusinessas an excusefor Mrs. Peters held up her plump little hands in amazement.

not appearingat the marriageceremony. I was terribly hurt at “ Six months married,my dear, and things at this passalready!
this most unbrotherlyconduct; and the thought that we were A bad beginning, Helen-a very bad beginning. Why, even

now virtually separated for life (I had only seen him once my Samuel was amiability itself for the first twelve months
during the past six years, and then on the occasion of our after marriage."
mother's death) grievedmesadly. “ George did not positively refuse," I said, “ to accompany
One morning, about five weeks after my marriage, I remeni me last evening. But he had beenunusually busy al

l day (you

ber saying to the doctor , as we sat at breakfast in the old- know the fever has broken out more severelythan ever in Swin

fashionedhouse, wheremany a Romaine had lived and died be- ley ) , and when I spoke of the Longs he did not seem to fancy

fore its presentpossessorcameinto his inheritance, “ Don't you the subject, and so- "

think Edward has beenacting verycruelly of late , George ? He “ I understand, perfectly , my dear , " said Mrs. Peters, with a

seems to havequite forgottenmy existence. " look that clearly expressedthe sympathy of a fellow -sufferer.

The doctorappearedrather to avoid my gaze, as he bent bis “ That's just the way matters beganwith Samuel , before they

head lower above his plate , and answered in stern tones, “ His reachedour present state of wedded bliss . But , to changethe
conducthas beennot only cruel , but shameful , Helen . " subject, Helen , don't the doctor think that Ashbury is going to

“ If I knew a little about the sort of life he is living , " Iwent have that terrible fever this summer ? Swinley beingonly si
x

on , “ his perfect indifferencewould be easier to bear, perhaps. miles of
f
, a great many peopleare daily expecting its appearance

But Edward and myself are just as widely separated as though here . ”

he were at one of the poles, and I at the other . Sometimesthe “ George is never very communicative on professionalsub
thought of his getting into dissipated ways , George, or among jects , " I replied , “and he has not expressed an opinion , Mrs.
evil companions ( fo

r

Edward always was a trifle wild , you Peters. "

know ) , worriesme dreadfully . " At this moment a letter was handed to me by one of the ser

The doctor rose, as I finished speaking, and approached to vants , bearing the London postmark , and addressed to D
r. Ro

where I sat . maine . I placed it carelessly on the work -table near which I

“ You must not allow imaginary troubles to worry you , " he was sitting , and would have thought no more about it until the
said ; and violating hi

s customary reserve of manner , he doctor's return , had not Mrs. Peters remarked ,with a little touch
stoopedand kissedme while speaking. There weretears in my of curiosity in her voice that displeasedme :
eyes, but this unusual act on the part of my husbandstruck me “ D

r.

Romaine receives a great many letters from London,

as so perfectly foreigu to his usual style that I broke into a does he not , Helen ? "

merry laugh . " Oh , no ! " I answered ; " very few . His acquaintance in

" Onr friend , Mrs. Peters, should be here to witness this town is small . And what letters he does receive, " I went on ,

affectionatemood of yours ! " I exclaimed. “ Shewould , proba- speaking more to myself than to Mrs. Peters , “ are usually
bly , reverseher former decision about your being a cold hus- directed in this samehand . "

band, George . " I took up the letter , glanced at it again , and was about re

H
e

frowned ratherdarkly , and anstvered in an irritable voice, placing it on th
e

work -table, when Mrs. Peters ,whose sharp

“ I wish , Helen , that you would do m
e

th
e

favor of not men- eyes saw th
e

superscription , said , abruptly , “ It's a woman's
tioning that womanwhen w

e

are together, even if you chooshand , my dear . ”

to retain her amongyour acquaintances. She is the mostheart Somebow, the words made me start , and look keenly at my

less, scheming gossip in al
l

Ashbury ! Her chief aim in lif
e

friend . She coughed nervously , dropped he
r

eyes, as if in em
appears to be a firm resolve to find ou

t , before sh
e

dies , of how barrassment, seemedaltogether verymuch confused, an
d

finally
much actual mischief the human tongue is capable. ” exclaimed, in a querulous kind of voice :

It was my turn to feel annoyed ; and I replied to these re “ Good gracious, Helen ! why do you look at me like that ?

marks , which I consideredstrongly unjust , with a little show of What have Isaid ? Indeed - indeed — I di
d

no
t

mean — I have
indignation . nothing to tell ; I know nothing , really ! "

“ You know , George , ” I said , “ that Mrs. Peters has been a

good an
d

faithful friend to m
e

eversince " -my voice trembledsternly . “ This confusion of yours is , at least , singular . Yo
u“ And what could you possibly know , Mrs. Peters ? " I asked,

here— “ eversincepoormammadied . Far from merely “ retain- certainly do not mean to imply— "ing her among my acquaintances, ' you know , too , that I

thoroughly respectand love he
r

. As fo
r

th
e

injuries he
r

tongue " And , of course , if I di
d

know anything , yo
u

ar
e

no
t

th
e

person

“ Nothing , my dear - nothing ! ” she interrupted, hastily.

commits , everybody in th
e

place is more or le
ss
of a gossip ; to whom I should speak of so - so disgraceful a matter . "and I do not consider that lady more culpable than fifty otherswhom I could name. For one moment a sudden, unexpected terror made m
e quite

motionless.

“ As you please, " the doctor said , his good humor quite re

Then I arose, and keeping m
y

eyes fixed on th
e

stored, taking up hi
s

ha
t

from a side -table , and then pausing fo
r

You have givenme the right now , Mrs. Peters, to learn as

woman before m
e
, said , in as calm tones as I could command,

a moment on the threshold of the door .

Helen ; bu
t I believe that yo
u

will fin
d

that I am something of upon having someexplanation of this mysterious conduct. "

“ As yo
u

please , much fr
om your lip
s

as they ar
e

able truthfully to te
ll . 1 insist

& prophetwith regard to Mrs. Peters, after all . She is an unre “ You are so excitable , Helen , ” she answered, uneasily,

es

1
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)

Of course,:)

1)

tinizing th
e

carpet, and not oncelifting her eyes to mine during his coolfalsehood at what I believed to be some newappointthe remarksthat followed. “ Since you actually insist upon ment with the woman of whom Mrs. Peters had spoken, washearingthelittle I do know ; and since , in my momentary co
n

too much for my patience to quietly endure.fusion, I betrayedwhat my brother Tom made me promise to “So this lady friend of yours , " I said , dwelling upon eachkeep a profoundsecret, why I suppose I word I uttered, and showing in iny manneronly the most per“ Your brotherTom ? " I interrupted . fect calmness—" this lady friend has fixed a definite hour for .“ Yes, mydear, " Mrs. Peterscontinued. “ You see, the last your next meeting ? "timethat Dr. Romaine went to London , Tom happened to be Calmly , too , I watched the effect of my words. At first , netherealso. Well , my dear, one evening , as Tom was passing looked at me in so thoroughly bewildered a way , that I wasthroughone of the Sohostreets, he saw the doctor standing on almost persuaded of hi
s

entire innocence, and regretted myth
e

steps of a moderately-sized, rather respectable-looking hasty judgment against a character til
l

now unsuspected ashouse, with-Are you sure that you care about hearing the wholly beyond reproach. Then he grew very pale , and staredrest, Helen at me fixedly for severalmomentswithout speaking." G
o
on , ” I said , impatiently . “ Thequestion is an absurd wasconvinced of his guilt , now , and met the gazeunflinchonenow, Mrs. Peters . " ingly .“With a verypretty woman by his side -- it was clear moon " Perhapsyou have kept this matter also a secret, " I went on ,light , my dear, and Tom had no difficulty in recognizing the throwing into my voice al

l

the sarcasm of which it wascapable,doctor- whoappeared to be bidding him farewell . "for fear of ' causingalarm , ' as in a previous instance, Dr. RoHelen, it might havebeensomerelation of the doctor's . " maine ? This consideratetreatmentmeritsmy gratitude. "" H
e

has no living relations , " I interrupted , speaking to my “ Helen , I can scarcelybelieve my senses. Was it your voiceself in an absentway . “ Only a weekago he mentioned this ; that just spoke so bitterly ? "‘ noteventhemostdistant cousin , ' he said . ” He had approached to where I sat by the window, and had“ O
r

elsesomepatient , my dear , whom he had known in Ash- taken my hand in his , but I drew it angrily away.bury. But then Tom heard this lady say — Helen , are you “For heaven's sake, " I cried , no longer struggling to concealquitesurethat you care to know what Tom heard the lady say my indignation , and rising haughtily to my feet , “ that untilto Dr. Romaine ? " your relations are explained satisfactorywith the womanwhomI laughed an odd, harsh laugh . you met by appointment in London , and from whose lips you“ Youmakethis story amusing , Mrs. Peters , with your queer areknown to have receivedself- interruptions. Pray go on . ' “ Not another word , Helen Romaine ! I commandyou , not"Well , then ,my dear , ' the ladysaid , taking hi
s

hand fondly , another word ! ”andwithtears in her eyes (Tom is verycertain about their being For a moment, I shrank beneaththe almost appalling sterntears in the lady's eyes) , ' you are now aware to what lengths ness of his tones, the fierceflash of his eyes, the august , forbidthis love of mine would go . I place in you the most implicit ding gesture of his uplifted arm ; and then , like the mad , reckconfidence. ' less creatureinto which jealousy had turned me, I pouredforth“ There is no mistakeabout al
l

this ? You are sure that your a torrent of reproachful, passionatewords , accusing, judgingbrotherwasnot mistaken in the person, Mrs. Peters ? " I put and condemning, al
l , as it were, in a single breath. I can rethequestionwith a white faceand a beating heart . membernothing of what I said ; I can only rememberGeorge“Tom says he is willing to swear that the gentleman was Romaine's look of unutterablecontemptand pity , as he glancedyourhusband. How pale you are , Helen ! I shall be so sorry at me for an instant when the wild outburst had ended ; and,if what I havetold you is going to make any trouble . " without a syllable in response, passedhastily from the apart" Trouble! " I thought , during the rest of that day , as I sat ment .by thegreatsouth window in the library , watching for my hus Dr. Romaine quitted Ashbury for London by the last trainband'sreturn that “ agony " would have been a betterword . that evening. Seated at the library window , from which I hadHowgreatwasmy love fo

r

GeorgeRomaine I never knew until not stirred since my husband, two hours before, had left me,

then; andthenew wretchedness in my heart was proportioned watchedhim enter the carriagethat was to bearhim to the stato thisfreshly -awakenedknowledge. tion . A pang of the keenest self -reproachshot through my

At about fiv
e

o'clock in th
e

afternoon m
y

husband, looking heart as hi
s

face, white and sorrowful , I fancied it , gleamed ou
t

ratherwearied with his extra round of professional labor , a moment from th
e

lamplit vehicle .enteredthelibrary . I immediately rose on seeinghim , and de And so , with not a word of farewell , he had gone ! Would
livered th

e

letterwhich had arrived that morning . H
e

took it , he everreturn after what I had said ? Had I wrongedhim ? Andgave a little start that , at any other time , I should scarcelywas he really innocent, and if innocent , how terribly must be

havenoticed, on seeing th
e

handwriting in which it was have sufferedthe outrage, th
e

falsity of m
y

charges ? These
directed, and, breakingthe seal , read its contents in silence. charges — in what language had I framed them ? Putting m

y

Meanwhile, I returned to my seat at the window . hands to my head in a bewildered way , I slowly paced the
Presently, m

y

husband said , refolding th
e

letter as he spoke, room , andtried to remembereverything but I could recall noandreplacing it in the envelope : thing . Only a confusedconsciousness of accusationhaving fol

“ Helen, I shall be obliged to leaveAshbury early to -morrow lowed insult — a di
m

remembrancethat I had spoken bitterly ,morning. " scornfully , cruelly , of his cold , unloving behavior since our"For London ? " I asked. marriage ; these, and many more vague recollections, were al
l

"For London, ” he replied . “ A very important matter of that now remained. I had allowed hinc no opportunity fo
r

self
business, which yo

u

would not understand were I to explain it " justification ; and th
e

enormity of m
y

foolish conductsmote m
e

-how indignantly m
y

blood rose at thesewords will callme with al
l

th
e

strength of a newly -arousedrepentance. As fo
r

th
e

away. " story told by Mrs. Peters, what right had I to believe it ? Did

1. I am surprised, " I said , with feigned carelessness of tone , no
t

m
y

husbandwarn m
o

against th
e

woman'smalicious love of

is th
at

yo
u

ar
e

ab
le

to leaveAshbury at so busy a time . Is no
t

gossip ? I hated Mrs. Poters - ye
s ,even if he
r

story were tr
ue ,

th
e

feverraging in Swinley ? ” I hatedMrs. Peters, and longed to tell her so .

H
e

looked a little surprised at my question . But , instead of gratifying this inclination , I contentedmyself,

" Since yo
u

as
k

, Helen , I mustsay that it is . I di
d

no
t

men- fo
r

three consecutivemornings, with denying th
e

lady admis

tio
n

th
e

matter fo
r

fear of causingyou aların . As fo
r

m
y

sionwhen she called to pa
y

he
r

regular daily visit . M
y

mes
leaving, to -morrow, youngWilliams will have an opportunityof sage w

as

brief , and to th
e

point— " Mrs. Romaine is engaged,

showing th
e

Swinley people how excellent a practitioner he and desires to be excused. ”really is . ”

After the third morning Mrs. Peters took the hint , and I was" At whattime to -morrow morning do you start ? " troubled no more ."At abouteight o'clock . ” I passed a week in the mostperfectseclusionand retirement,

Somehow, I couldrestrainmyself no longer . The thought of | and ,meanwhile , heard no tidingsfrommy husband. I shall no
t

I
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1
1

1
1

1:1

seekto describethewretchednesswhich weighedupon my spirits age from the new agony which hi
s reply caused m
e
; “ is he bet

ter - or - or worse ? " .during that week of self - imposedsolitude . Enough , that I was,

at its end, a changedwoman ; that I believed more firmly than “ Much better, I believe , ma'am . I will mention to the lady
What name, if you please ? "ever in my husband's guilt ; that I construedhis silence and that youare here .

continued absenceinto an acknowledgment of my having dis I handed him my card .

covered hi
s

criminal secret, and that I resolved to gloom my life Give this to the lady herself , " I said ; and taking a pencil
no longer with tormenting and unprofitable regrets. Ashbury from my pocket, I wrote below the nameupon the card : " It is

societywasvery gay just then , and I knew how my unwilling- my particular wish that you shall not mention my presencehere
ness to appear at its entertainmentsmust have becomematter to Dr. Romaine until you have seenme . ”

for general gossip. I would show these people that Dr. Ro . • Thank heaven ! " I murmured , when the man had disap
maine'swife did not share in the anchoritish tastes of her hus- peared, " that the danger of his illness is abated — that , after
band, nor grieve so seriously at his absence -- need I say that al

l , he may not die ! "

Mrs. Peters had spitefully spread her opinions throughout the Then I stood in the sitting -room , and apparently quite calm
placeconcerningthe real cause of that absence ? -- as to seclude —though an indignant fire burned at my heart - awaited th

e

Lerself from everything that resembledgayety or amusement. coming of this womanwho had wronged and insulted my love.

And at the end of another week I wasreinstated in my former " Will she dare to show her face beforeme ? " I mentally
place of a popular favorite throughout our circles . I was once askedmyself , when , after nearly five minutes had passed, there
again a blithe and social spirit at the balls and tea -parties in wasstill no sign of her appearance.

Ashbury ; I drove out in the carriage ch afternoon , and But at this moment , as if in answer to my question, thedoor
alwayshed somelady -friend to accompanyme ; I scarcelyever opened, and a lady of surpassing beauty , though wearingupon
spent an evening at home, except on the occasion of receiving her face rather a sorrowful expression, moved forward to where
my guests there ; I lived , in short , apparently for the single I stood .

purpose of self -enjoyment, and yet I was undeniably and thor “ You have come at last , " she said , in a tone of themostsin
oughly miserable. cerethankfulness . “ I am so glad . Your husbandwill receive

A fortnight had passed, and yet no news of my husband - no you kindly - do not fear . ” Then , seeing the haughty look with
sign of his return . which I answeredwhat seemed to me the verysummit of shame
Onemorning , while I wasseated at breakfast , young Mr. Wil- less audacity— “ I trust you will not be offended, " shewent on ,

liams , the surgeon of whom Georgehad spoken as so competent | “ if I confess to you that I have learned about that unhappy

to fill his place, sent in a card by the servant, accompaniedwith quarrel from Dr. Romaine himself . He wishedme to write you

an urgent requestthat I would seehim immediately on a matter a letter at his dictation , and it was , therefore, necessarythat Iof great importance. should be acquaintedwith a few of the particulars . "I think therewas the least show of nervousness in myman Unparalleled insolence ! And this womandared to boast in

ner as I entered the parlor where Mr. Williams was sitting ; my very presence of her intimacy with my husband. Sheersomething told me, plainly enough, that this “ matter of im- amazement kept me silent for several minutes. When I did
portance " related to my husband. I knew of the intimacy that speak, the words came with difficulty , though my voice washad always existedbetweenthesetwomen ,notwithstanding the scornful enough .difference in their respective ages. Could it be possible that " Perhaps you learned also , madame, the cause of my quarrelmy husband had sent me some message at last , through the with Dr. Romaine ? ' '
medium of a letter to his friend ? “ No ; I am ignorant of it ? ' 'In this surmise I was mistaken . But I learned the following “ And am I , then , mistaken , " I said , “ in the personwho ispiece of intelligence from Mr. Williams : My husband was then beforeme ? May I ask you another question , madame ? "lying dangerously ill of the fever which he had been so success “ Certainly . "ful in treating a fortnight agowhile in Swinley . Mr. Williams “Are you not the lady whom Dr. Romaine has been in thehad heard thus much by letter from a mutual acquaintance in habit of meeting on his visits to London ? " Somehow I felt m

y

London , and fancied — he looked a little embarrassed here- anger and jealous hatred increasing with eachword I uttered.“ that Mrs. Romainewould be - be obliged to him for imparting “ The lady , ” I continued , hotly , “ who , for months past, hadthe information . " openly correspondedwith my husband , who— "“ I am obliged to you , Mr. Williams , " I said , feeling every “ Stop, Mrs. Romaine ! " she cried , a flush of vivid scarlet ondrop of blood leavemy cheeks, and knowing that the voicewith either cheek , and seizing my unwilling hand as she spoke.which I answeredhim was tremulous and husky . “ This ac “ These words , delivered in such a tone , convey the deepest incounts for - for Dr. Romaine's not having written lately . O
f

sult . "course I will start for London by the earliest train this morning . “ Reply to my question , " I said , sternly , disengaging m
y

You learnedmy husband'saddress in town ? " hand , " and I will apologize for my words , or repeat them, ac“ The ClarendonHotel , madame . ” cording as you deny or acknowledge the charge which theyThere was the least tinge of contempt, or so I fancied , in Mr. contain . ”Williams's voice, as he uttered thesewords . I guessedthat he The sorrowful look on her facedeepenedvisibly ; she turnedunderstoodplainly my deceit in endeavoring to convince him away her head, and burst into tears . An awkward silencefolthat D
r.

Romaine had writton to m
e

at al
l

during hi
s

absence lowed , broken , presently , by her tremulous , agitatedvoice.from home. Mrs. Peters's spiteful gossip had spread itself “ How bitterly unjust it seemsthat your husband'sgenerositywidely throughout Ashbury . and kindness should meet with a reward like this ! D
o youI shall never forget th
e

torture of suspensethat followed , know , Helen Romaine , who I really am ? D
o you know that th
e

from th
e

moment of D
r.

Romaine'sdangerous illness until th
e

wife of your brother Edward is beforeyou ? D
o you know thattime — about four hours later ,when I reached th
e

Clarendon this brother , by th
e

commission of a forgery on th
e

bank whereHotel in Bond street, and was shown to th
e

room adjoining th
e

he was employed, has beencompelled to fly from the pursuit ofone in which myhusbandlay .

The servantwho escorted m
e

startedwhen I raised m
y

vail , time of hi
s

flight - to th
e

charge of your husband ? The grati

justice , and that he confided me - left almost penniless at th
e

at the colorless, agitatedfacebeneath it .

" Is there anyone with M
r.

Romaine at present ? " I asked , valueless in expressing .Without hi
s

noble assistance, heaven
tude which I feel toward Dr. Romaine , words would be quite

striving to speak as calmly as I could— “ any on
e

, I mean, be only knows to what terrible extremity I would now be reduced,sidesthe attendants ? "

The letters of which you spoke may be easily explained. I“ I believe so , ma'am . ”

“ A lady ? ” longed , ever sincemy husband's disappearance, to join him once

" Yes , ma'am . ” more , and was willing , nay , anxious , to share hi
s

disgrace; fo
r
,

The words seemed to stabme. although hi
s ways have beenwild and dissipatedsinceoursecret

" An
d

th
e

doctor himself , " Iwent on , somehowgaining cour- / ward ha
s

proved to m
e

that I possesshis entire love . D
r.
Ro

marriage, two yearsago , yet in a hundred acts of kindness Ed

1 )

3
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men.
give!"

maineofferedto ai
d m
y

plan of joining him ; and during the menders of soles ; " but there ar
e

many living , both in England
first of thatseries of visits to London - whither Edward's letters and America, who rememberthe last of this now almost lost
calledhim — w

e
both endeavored earnestly to discover what tribe of utilities . Our readersmay be amusedwhen they are

directionthefugitive had taken . When professional business | told that in the northern part of England cobblers are called
forcedDr. Romaine to return to Ashbury , I continuedmy secret * translators . '

inquiriesamong al
l

Edward's old friends from whom there was
theleastchance of gaining information . The result of these
effortswasusually vain ; but twice I imagined that I had found VAILS , ANCIENT AND MODERN .

a clue to myhusband'swhereabouts. On both occasionsDr.
Romaine, with a kindness for which I can never sufficiently
thankhim, visited London fo

r
the purpose of assisting m

e
. luge ) w
e

find th
e

Vail in existence, andonly a little less essen
From the remotestperiod of history ( subsequent to the de

This, his third visit , equally futile , wasfrom the samecause. " tial to the daughters of the patriarchsthan to thewomen of the

"Take m
e

to my husband ! " I sobbed, in an imploring , help . East at the presentday , when no one of reputation goesabroad
lessway, whenEdward'swife had finished. ·Weak , suspicious without one .

womanthat I havebeen! Can he ever forgive me ? Do you be We say only less essential, for the fair daughter of Bethel
lievethere is a chance of ever regaining his love ? What bitter wore none when Eliezer of Damascus met her at the well
agonymy infamouschargesmust have cost him ! And he so without Nabor ; and it is expresslysaid, that at the approach of

innocent- so noble ! Hiding from me the story of Edward's Isaac she took a vail and coveredherself — a proof that they
guilt ; aiding you, my brother's wife ! No ; I have lost his were not constantlyworn out of doors, nor in the presence of

love! Therecan be no hope that he will either forget or for Now , the most important part of an Easternwoman's
dress is the vail , with which they cover their facesthemoment

" H
e
is willing to do both , Helen . ” one of the other sex comesnear. " Not even a Gweekwoman , "

M
y

husband'svoice - a glance toward th
e

threshold of th
e

says Miss Pardoe, in th
e

City of th
e

Sultan , ' stirs abroadwith
opendoorassured m

e

that I wasnot dreaming. Clad in a loose out finging a long white vail over her gaudy turban . ”

dressing-gown, that fell in great folds about bis emaciated Unfortunately for the curious in thesematters, the material
figure, andwearingupon his face that deadly pallor which told of the Hebrew ladies' vails arenot as easily decided, as the fact
throughwhat a terrible illness he had passed, George Romaine of their wearing them. Occasionally w

e

learn from inference
stoodgazing at mefrom the doorway. that they were sufficiently large to cover the person, and so

Thenextmomentmy headwas pillowed upon his shoulder, thick as to conceal it — that of Ruth , which held si
x

measures

an
d

I fe
lt

hi
s

armclasped about my form as it shook with in
-

of barley, must have been of this description ; but , besides
tolerablesobs. these opaque vails , transparent ones were sometimesworn by

" Thank heaven, you have come at last ! ” he whispered, Jewish women, as w
e gather from Solomon'sexpression in th
e

fondly. " Your presence is a new life to me , Helen . Heaven Canticles ( th
e

beauty of which is lost in the English transla
knowshow I lived at al

l

without you ! " tion ) — " Thine eyes are like those of doveswithin thy vail ; "

In threedaysafter ou
r

meeting, m
y

husbandwas well enough and as la
ce is distinctly spoken of by Moses in th
e

description

to bearthe journey to Ashbury , accompanied by myself and of the sacerdotalvestments, and as w
e

read that the Egyptians
LillaMurray, Edward'spoor broken -heartedwife , who had now possessed th

e

ar
t

of preparing a gauze so delicately light and
given up al

l hope of discovering he
r

husband's place of refuge. thin as to obtain th
e

name of " woven ai
r , ” in al
l probability

Sh
e

liveswith us yet in the old house, a sorrowful , quiet w
o vails of such fabricswereoccasionallyworn . At a later period

whose pale, beautiful face seems to reproach m
e
, some of Hebrew history it wascustomaryfor young girls at twelve

times, fo
r

theperfecthappiness I enjoy . years of age to wear a kind of vail called “ Oralia , ” which cov
And it is a happinessthat , heavenwilling , no cloud can sha - eredthe headandmouth ; and , with the idea of timid modesty

do
w

fo
r

years ye
t

. Not even the thought of my unhappy engendered by this habit , how infinitely pathetic becomesthe
brother'sguilt cangloom its pure brightness. A love like mine exclamation of the dove -eyedmaiden in Solomon'ssong, " The

is an armoragainstall sorrow ; truly it “ passcth understand - keepers of thewalls took awaymy vail fromme . "

ing. " Isaiah speaks of vails and mußlers ; and other authorities
tell us , that the short vail , or kerchief , richly wrought , was

AVENGING TRUTH . sometimesworn by the women of this nation .

At present the materials of the “ yashmac, " or vail , as well

The engraving w
e give on page 26
0

represents Prouha's as th
e

manner ofwearing it , varies in different parts of th
e

famousstatue of La VeriléVengeance, which wasexhibited in the
Turkish empire. “ In Constantinople , " says the lady traveler

ParisSaloon in 1861. Monsieur Prouha ha
s

th
e

reputation of before referred to , “ it is bound over th
e

mouth , and , in most

being th
e

mostsuggestive of Frenchsculptors , having produced instances, over th
e

lower part of th
e

nose, an
d

concealed upon

severalremarkablyfineworks , the most popular of which are
the shoulders by the ' feridjhe . ' ” In Asia , on the contrary, it

Spring,Inspiration, Diana an
d

Medea . H
is femalefigures ar
e is simply fastened, in most cases, underthe chin ,and isflung

especiallydistinguished fo
r

their exquisite taste, eleganceand over the mantle , hanging down the back like a curtain . In

nicety of finish. the capital the yashmac is made of fine thin muslin , through

which the painted handkerchief and diamondpins that confine

it can be distinctly seen, and arrangedwith a coquetryperfectly

MOORISH DOORWAY . wonderful . At Broussa it is composed of thick cambric, and

bound so tightly about the head , that it looks like a shroud.

In a formernumber w
e gave th
e

picture of a window in th
e The most curious circumstancewith which we find our sub

Arabesquestyle. We nowpresent on
e

of a doorway of th
e

je
ct

associated in th
e

East , is th
e

use to which it w
as pu
t

by th
e

Moorisharchitecture. The grand effect of th
is

excessive el
a- impostor Hakem be
n

Haschem , th
e

Vailed Prophetof Khoras

boration of ornament isvery striking , bu
t

more fitted to East- se
n ,whom D'Harblot tells uswascalled Mokaman ,from a va
il

ernthanWesterncivilization . of silver ; or , as some say , golden gauze, which he never put

off , lest , as his discipleswere made to believe , he should , like

another Moses, dazzle thosewho approachedhim

, par l'éclat de

COBBLER'S STALL . sonvisage.

In classicGreek and Rome , beforerefinementbecamelost in

W
e

copy a small print representing a Cobbler's Stall in Lon- luxury , th
e

simple elegance of th
e

va
il

constituted , besides th
e

do
n

an
d

Boston about a century ag
o . The curious reader w
ill

Edenadornment of flowers , th
e

only head -dress of th
e

women

be amusedwith th
e

dress of the woman, since she rejoices in an now falling in loose folds over the face, a screen as modest a
s it

unmistakableGrecian bend. The march of modern progress was graceful , or lightly undulating in the wantonwind , a suſi

ha
s

swept aw
ay

thoseuseful ol
d “ patchers of upper -leather an
i

cientprotectionfromsunshine , an
d

ev
en

showers .

man,
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CHAPTERI.

was

aM

sullen gray seemed to cover al
l

the lard , värid only by the
THE WOODCUTTER'S WIFE . great shadows of clouds which flitted from hill to hill , chasing

the bars of purplish sunlight , that rested or the heath.

“ A cold spot , Ernestine , " said 1 .

Shehad a child in her arms, a little creature, whoserosy face “ Ah , monsieur should see it in winter , when the snow is on

nestled on her shoulder , shyly hiding at th
e

sight of a stranger . the ground , and every hi
l

, is white fo
r

leaguesand leaguesabout
“ What can I do for you , Ernestine ? " I asked. us . Then , but for the wood behind , which gives some shelter,

“ O
h , if monsieur I think we should

would be so good die of cold . "

as to come and see As she spoke, my
Louis , he has had a glance following
sad accident. This hers took in all the
morning , cutting prospect, and I saw,wood in the dawn , on every side, be

with scarcely light tween us and the
enough to see by , horizon , not a sin

he ran a splinter gle rock , or tree,

into his hand , and that could shelter
now it is swelled a wayfarer from theterribly . " blast . Yes , there

I saw by her face one solitary
that the accident tree , standing out
wasworse than her like landmark,

words seemed to sharply defined
make it , so bidding against the sky,

hersit down , I wrote but even this was

a line to the good stunted, andtwisted
doctor of Saint Eg by keen winds into
lise , and sent a boy a weird shape, likewith it on my pony . somegriin goblin ofThen I started with the heath.

Ernestine for her Louis the wood
husband's cottage. cutter was a young

It lay just within man of thirty , hand
the fringe of a great someashealthcould
wood, which cover makehim , andbeared the bill beyond ing on his sunburnt

it , clothing the face an expressionheight to its summit of intelligenceandin gold , and brown , refinement, not ofandcrimson . Away ten seen in the pea

to the right stretch sants of the Ar
ed the bare bleak dennes.steppes of the Ar One little child
dennes, covered sat on his knee, anonly with a shaggy other knelt before
heath , that looked the fire , blowingthedark and murky in embersinto a flame.

the autumn air . Be On a small tabletween these dusky stood a brown loaf ,heights , on which
the cloud -shadows and a pot of chi
passed like gray cory -water, which

the Ardennaisdrinkghosts ofairy giants , for coffee. Like a
there lay many an

abrupt and sudden picture I saw the
valley , whose pre scanty breakfast,

and the wistful facecipitous sides were of the woundedclothed with birch
and ash , shadowing
streams and the fire gloonily .mes
dows . But the Then our presenceeye
roamed over the startled him , and
bare , brown hills , he turned toward
catching no glimpse his wifewith a cheer
of thesenarrow and ful look .

verdant v ales , “ I am glad thou
which , like deep AVENGINGTRUTH. - PAGE259. art come back, Er

gorges, or chasms cu
t

in th
e

rock , lie hidden between th
e

cut bread fo
r

th
e

little ones with m
y

left hand , and they ar
enestine. I cannot

steppes. Indeed , a wayfarer is scarce aware of these green hungry ; monsieur is welcome . "rents in the barren land , till his foot touches the brink ofsome rocky ridge , beneath which flashes the sudden herbagefire .

And putting down th
e

child , he gave m
e

a chair by th
e

and the smiling stream. Thus the prospect al
l

around thecottage , savewhere th
e

many -tintedwoodgleamed an
d

glisten- milk or sugar ,thiswas th
e

poor repast on which th
e

children

A slice of dark bread , and a cup of chicory -water, without

ed in th
e

su
n , w
as

bleakand sombre beyond description . A feasted , an
d I waited til
l

the mealwas over , before I unbound

man , gazing into

A2
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11

the man'sband, and looked "She has the air of auponthe havoc made amid
lady, that girl how isthefleshand sinews by the that ?"splinter.
“Well , the reason is aIt was a terrible sight,

love-story, " said I , “ whichandI perceivedat once, that I'll tell, if you like to hearonly the most skillful sur it . She has been marriedgery could save the hand
five years, and she has, asfrom amputation, or even you saw, three little chilrenderit a useful member dren and a husband whomagain. As I looked up, I she loves dearly."caughtthe man's sad and
" Who is she!' ' asked theearnestgazerivetted on my

doctor.face. Then his eyesturned
- You will be surprisedslowlyon his wife and chil

when I tell you. She is thedren.
daughter of Monsieur Sar“Winter is coming on,
rasin, the rich old notaryofmonsieur,” he said, wearily.
Trèves."Will my hand be long in
“ I had heard his daughgettingwell ?”

ter had made a strange“ I hope not, Louis," I
match," exclaimed the docanswered, +but the doctor
tor, in astonishment, “ butwill be here soon, he will I did not know shehad desbe able to tell you better
cendedso low as this.”thanI."
" Not SO low as youHe glancedat me in a

may think," I responded;frightenedway, and then
“Louis's birth is quite asdropped forward wearily,
good as Ernestine's, but hiswith hi

s

headresting on his
father becamebankrupt , andlefthand.

the young man , as soon as“God helpme ! " he said , MOORISHDOORWAY. — PAGE259 he came of age, handedoverin a despair tone. " What to the creditors the smallwill become of my wife and children if I can't work ? ” fortune which he had inherited from hismother . "" Your neighborswill help you , Louis , " I replied , cheerfully ; “ Romantic humbug , " observed the doctor— " the sort of" do notdespair. " thing that tells on the stage, or in a story , but in real life it failsThewoodcutter'sfaceflushed , painfully . altogether . "" Beggary! ” he murmured, “ have I brought her to beg “ In Louis's case it certainly failed , " I answered, “ inasmuch

as it paid nobody in full , and it left him penniless. The credi
tors werestill sufferers, and the truth is , by his madact , Louis
had made himself the deepestsufferer of all . His father saw
this , and crushed by his bankruptcy , his wife's death , and his
son's ruin he hastened to quit the world .

“ Now , in the days when his foundry and his quarry wereflourishing , Monsieur Sarrasin had beenglad to talk of a marriage between his daughter Ernestine , and the young LouisDartôt . Both wereonly children , and it was a favorite scheme

of their respectiveparents to unite the great fortunes, that eachwould have. But the quarry failed , the foundry was burnt

gary ? "

COBBLER'SSTALL. - PAGE259.

are

" Louis, ” I said , earnestly, " when they hear you ar
e

laid up ,

Ernestine’sparentswill surely relent . ”H
e

shook hi
s

head, sadly ." I cannotthink so , monsieur, and of m
y

own will , I willnever le
t

her go to them again . N
o , not even if w
e

starving. "I w
as

saved th
e

pain of replying , by th
e

arrival of th
e

doctor ,who se
t

about hi
s

work instantly , with al
l

care and tenderness.Bu
t

th
e

dressing of such a jagged wound made the nervesshrink, and poor Louis fainted er
e

the work was done . Hisyoungwifehadstood by , aiding him with calm courage, til
l

shesa
w

him sink and fall , then her tears burst forth , and a sharpcr
y

of agonywaswrung from her lips .

Thedoctorlooked at her graceful figure in some surprise , asthoughwonderingwhy one so young and fair should be visitedwith so muchsorrow, but hi
s

patient requiring al
l

hi
s

attention ,he asked no questionsthen . But two hours later , when seatedby m
y

fir
e
- si
de , he took hi
s pipe from hi
s

mouth , and said ,abruptly: VAILS, ANCIENTANDMODERN. - PAGE259.
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“ As the words left his throat, Louis sprang at him and
down, and the confidential clerk of Dartót & Co. falsified the

accounts,and ran away to America with al
l

the ready cash upon knocked him down . Perhaps he would have pommeledhim

which he could lay his hands . Ruin followed , and Monsieur heartily , but fo
r

the old clerk , who , in breathless horror,

Sarrasinshut Louis Dartôt from his house. dragged him from the body of the fallen bully , and led hi
m

" Imagine the rest : think of the long waiting , thesick hope , away .

the fevered patience of al
l

those slow years, while Louis fought “ In Pierre Festin's room , Louis clutched him by the arm,

against fate , trying to conquer fortune . During his mother's gasping breathlessly :

life , he could still seeErnestine at times without compromising " Is this true what the coward says ? does she marry

her , as she was invariably present at these meetings, but when him ?

shewas gone, he knew he could only seethe girl he loved , at " It is true , Louis ; we have known it this month past, only

the cost of her good name. Hence he generously sought no no one has dared to tell you . '

more for secret interviews , but Ernestine misinterpreting this " Women are always cruel to the unfortunate ; they fly to

generosity, unfortunately fancied he had forgotten her . riches , as the vulture to carrion , ' said Louis , bitterly , as he sank

“ After the death of his mother , Louis , now utterly penniless, into a chair . Well , she has chosen a happy time in which to

accepted a situation as clerk to a brewer , a rich man , but coarse strike the blow ; shesigns her marriage contract on the daythat

and unfeeling, to a strangedegree. The chief in the establish- I lay my father in the earth . '

ment , to whom Louis camefor orders, and who might be looked “ A sob burst from his throat , and Le coveredhis facewith his
upon as his master, was the brewer's eldest son - a fellow in hands .

whom there lurked al
l

the extravagant vices of a great city , “ Pierre Festin looked at him pityingly .

mingled with the meannessand cruelty inherent in his blood . " " I believeMademoiselleSarrasin has beencoerced intothis , '

Louis wasslow to discover that his masterhated him , neverthe- he said . " I know she has beenmade to think strange things

less, this discoverywasforced on him at last , through countless concerning you . I will undertake to carry a letter to her , if you

petty slights , sneering words, and , in the end, outspoken in
-

will write it . '

sults . But he borethem patiently , for his father , paralytic and " I'll send hermy congratulations on her marriage, ' returned
feeble, beforehis time , was dependent on his exertions for daily Louis , scornfully . I'll let her know what I think of her bride

bread, so Louis worked on , in silence, and Henri Mathiste groom . '

reveledhourly in cruel sneersand fault - finding. “ H
e

seizedpen and paper, and poured forth some of thegall

“ All this while , Louis had caught no glimpse of Ernestine , and despair, and wounded love rankling in his heart . The let

except at church , and eachSunday, or saint day , he fancied she ter must have been a strange mingling of reproach, sorrowand
looked paler and thinner , but she turned away her facewhen he passion ; it must have beenwritten in words that burn , since it

regardedher , and clung closer to her keen -eyed father . Thus so wrought upon the mind of the girl , who loved him , that fall
things went on for six months , and then Louis returning one ing upon her knees, as she read it , she thanked heavenshewas
night over -worked and weary to his poor lodging , found his not yet Henri Mathiste's wife . "

father lifeless in his chair . Sincehis ruin and his wife's death,

the poor old man could scarcelyhave beensaid to live , and now
that the feeble spark of life was really gone, his poor , pinched
facewas so little changedfrom the aspect it had worn for many
wearymonths , that his son spoke twice to him , and waited for ATE that night , as Louis Dartôt sa

t

an answer, not believing he wasdead. alone , cowering over his small fire,

“ It was hard to go to work , next day , carrying that heavy the door of his poor garret was
grief with him cold as his heart , and harder still to bearHenri opened softly , and there stood,

Mathiste's insolence, feeling as he did , that at such a time , framed by the dingy arch around
gentleness was his due, even from an enemy. But to -day , her , a pale , shrinking figure, upon
young Mathiste was in brutal spirits , and in the exuberance of whom his eyes fell wonderingly.

his cruel gayety, he castoff al
l

reticence, flinging his sneersand Slowly , they gathered in the truth ,

insults on Louis's grief with a sort of recklesspleasure. and his lips in pain and astonish

" . Here you , Dartôt ! ' cried the young brewer ; ' I ment uttered her name.suppose
you'll be wanting a holiday to -morrow , won't you ; to bury that .6 Ernestine ! '
oldman ? ' " " " I am come , ' said the girl , falteringly . But

" ' I bury my father at six to -morrow morning , ' returned overcomewith terror at the stepshe had taken,

Louis , without looking up . ' I want no holiday , thank you . ' she stopped, and sank to the ground , trembling

"1.Whew ! ' whistled Mathiste , we bury him at six in the and weeping.

morning , like a mendicant, do w
e
? ' " "Why are you here , mademoiselle ? askedLouis

" Si
r

! cried Louis , starting up in fury . Dartôt , coldly . “ You would be ruined in the estima

“ But the old clerk pressedhim down with one hand . tion of your fiancé, if he becameaware of this strangevisit to

" " Is it worth your while to be angry ? ' he whispered. me. '

" No , indeed, ' returned Louis ; ' such a nature as his , is " You are cruel , ' cried Ernestine , as she lifted her tearful
worthy only of pity and contempt . ' face from her hands .

“ Seated, as he was, in an inner office, young Mathiste could " Pardon me , mademoiselle, it is you who are cruel . O
n
th
e

only guess at thesewords , instead of distinctly hearing them . eve of your marriage with another , you come to the man yo
u

His face flushedwith fury ; this bankrupt's so
n

, then , despised have forsaken , tomadden him with a sight of your face . You
him . But he would scarcely do that when he struck hi

s

last come to se
e

hi
s abjectpoverty , to se
e

hi
s misery , hi
s grief . Beblow . holding these, you doubtless feel justified in your own sight, fo

r

" You can do as you like about taking a holiday , Dartôt , ' your desertion of such a haplesswretch . You parceive, I am so

he said , in a sneering tone ; but I intend to give al
l

th
e

other forlorn , that I have not another room , in which to sheltermy
employésone , since to -morrow I sign m

y

contrat- de -mariagewith se
lf

from th
e

heartrending presence of th
e

dead. Yonder, in

MademoiselleSarrasin . '

" It is a lie ! ' returned Louis ; as pale as death , he rose, and loved when he was rich .

that dim corner , lies my father , a man whom you honoredand

As for me , mademoiselle, you do

confronted the tormentor .

" You arepolite , si
r , ' returnedMathiste , with greatcoolness ;

right to despise me , becausefor a whole year , I have borne th
e

taunts and insults of that reptile , whom to -morrow you take fo
r

" but I excuseyou . Your misfortunes earnmy pardon . I believe your husband . But take care, lest as I lay my father in th
e

you had pretensions to th
e

lady yourself once, but of courseshe grave , I should think of you in your bridal finery , and cursedeclined the honor of an alliance with the son of a swindler . '

* Early funeralsare thecheapest, in mostCatholiccountries.

“ Truly , jealousy burneth like a fire , ' and in its scorching
pain Louis spoke madly and cruelly . For a moment , when hi

s

>
1

2

.

you !
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my love.

" She

me.

torrentof wordsceased, no soundbroke the silencesavethe low daughterhasnot beenalonewith me in this chamber; yourdeadsobsofErnestine; then she said, in a broken voice: friend has beenwith us.'" You wrongme, Louis. I wastold you hadforgotten me, “ Any othermanwould havebeentouched, but MonsieurSarandsecingyouneverwrote to me, never strove to seeme, I be- rasin wasa miser, and a lover of money. He batedpoverty, aslievedit. Then I thought, since you loved me no more, there one hates leprosy, so he turned away, dragging hi
s

daughteronlyremained fo
r

m
e

on earth , my duty to m
y

parents. To with him by th
e

hand. It wasMonsieur Mathistewhoansweredfullfil that, I yielded to their wish , and permitted them to Louis's appeal .arrangethis terrible marriage with Henri Mathiste . But you " My friend , ' he said , to Monsicur Sarrasin, ' I am willinglittleknowhow long I resisted, nor in what grief and tears I to believethe youngman . Let us endeavor to hush up thematconsented; neithercanyou guesshow my indifference, and my ter . For my part , if mademoisellewill explain whereforeshelove fo
r

youhavechafedthe man they chosefor me . ' camehither , and if shewill promise never to speak to this per" Sheceased, her toneshaving gatheredcourageand calmness son again , I will sign the contract to -morrow with pleasure. Ias shewenton . know my son has set his heart on it . '" " This, then, is the secret of Mathiste's hate to me , ' said • Speak, Ernestine , ' cried her father . What madnessmadeLouis. “ And do you mean to marry him , mademoiselle ? ' you come to this place ? '' N
o , never, ' answeredErnestine . It was to tell you so " ' I came, ' she said, ' to tell Louis that I would not marrythat Ihavedared to comebere to -night . When I readyour let- Monsieur Henri Mathiste , and that I had been deceivedwithte

r
, I thought that surely you still loved m
e
, and I felt that false reports regarding hi
m , else I would neverhave givenmyneitherpoverty, sickness, nor death, could separate you from consent to such a marriage. Monsieur , ' shecontinued, addressBut no —now that I hear your bitter words , ing herself to Henri's father , “ I cannot give you the promiseand se

e

that I am unwelcome, I am sorry that I have troubled you desire , for I havejust sworn , in this sacredpresence, neverto forsake Louis Dartôt while I have life . 'you. '

rose,blinded by tears, and put out her hands , gropingly , “ The effect of her bold words is past telling .towardthe door. At that instant , Louis sprang to her side, “ Monsieur Mathiste bowed to her , and departedwithout aandseizedher. word .

" • Ernestine, ' he said , imploringly , ' forgiveme ! Much sor " Henri must get over it , ' he said to himself , as he wentrowhasmadememad . ' down the garret stairs .

"Her headdroopedupon hi
s

shoulder , as he spoke , an
d

they Sarrasin ; ' there is no refuge fo
r

he
r

now bu
t

a convent.

“ • You haveruined my daughter'sprospects, ' cried MonsieurIf Iwepttogether.

" . M
a

tendreamie, ' murmured Louis , as he held her in his were a youngerman I would blow your brains out . 'arms, ' youhaverisked your name for me , andwhat can I do for “So saying , he draggedaway his weeping daughter, payingyo
u

in return ? Can I ask you to share this misery ? N
o ; I can- no heed to her prayersand expostulations.not be so selfish, so cruel . We must say farewell , Ernestine , “ It is impossible to describe the hubbub this affair made.andfor ever. You will marry some good man , and forget Enough , that th

e

poor girl wasshunnedlike th
e

pestilence, andher characterwas irretrievably ruined . She bowed before the

" " No , no , ' sh
e

cried , we will wait , w
e

will hope. Here , in stormwithout a murmur , as she knew that in breaking throughthepresence of the rules of etiquette, to visit her lover in his dire affliction, she
your deadfather , who plighted us to eachother ,I swear I will never be any man's wife but yours . You will had sinnedbeyondforgiveness in the eyes of the world .win success in time , and my parents will consent to our “ Hearing these slarders , Louis presented himself at hermarriage. ' father's house, and formally demandedher hand without a dót .

" There w
as
no hope in Louis's heart as he listened to her His proposalwas refused.

words; to him al
l

wasblank poverty and despair ; and he felt , “ ' Do you want to begtogether ? ' askedMonsieurSarrasin.now, he hadbeenimpulsive and selfish in disturbing her peace. “ And now the poor girl began to die slowly . She had fancied
Better le

t
he
r

marry evenHenri Mathistethan share mymis- sh
e

hadcourage to bear th
e

tide of slanderand shame, this te
r

eries, ' he sa
id

to himself , bitterly . In this thought he grew rible isolation and hissing of tongues, bu
t

he
r

health and spiritsanxious fo
r

he
r

safe return to her home unnoticed . Bothknew sank before it , and shepresented to theunpitying world a white,

th
at

he
r

rashdeed, if no
t

kept a strict secret ,would bring on he
r

woeful face , bearing th
e

scal of death on its youthful brow .ruinanddisgrace. “ The sight maddenedLouis Dartôt , but it did not enablehim"Ernestine , ' saidLouis , lifting her head from hi
s

shoulder , to coinmoney . At length a hurried line reachedhim , sayingyou havespokentruly , w
e

ar
e

in th
e

presence of m
y

father . just this :Comeandlook on him . ' " Henri Mathiste has demandedmy hand again . My father• H
e

drew he
r

near that silent presence, that bad witnessed gives m
e

two alternatives to accept him or to enter a convent.thisinterview, anduncoveredthe calm , white face. Unable to After al
l

that has beensaid , it would be a shame, a dishonor inbear th
e

sightwithout a burst of grief , he leant over th
e

be
d

in m
e
, to marry anyman bu
t

you . If you will not take inc , Itearlessagony; while Ernestine's eyesoverflowed, an
d , seekingchoose th
e

convent . 'to comfort hi
m , shepressedher lips upon hi
s

cheek . " That night Louis Dartôt and ErnestineSarrasincreatedthat

**
*

N
a

se
ul
e

, ma nobleamie, " he sa
id , gently , surely , knowing worst of French scandals - an elopement .such a witness as this was here, the cruelest tonguewould not “ It was a poor , wan shadowthat Louis took into his arr.:s, asdare to slanderthee . ' she creptout guiltily from her father's door ; and for manydays

As he uttered th
e

wordsthere w
as
a suddennoise upon th
e

sh
e

la
y

on th
e

pallet - be
d , in hi
s

bare lodging , hanging between
stairs ; th

e

door w
as flungopen and thereentered , white with life an
d

death, exhaustedwith th
e

patience of sorrow .fury, Ernestine'sfatherand the elder Monsieur Mathiste . Then followed her parents' enforced consent to her mar

an
y

Infamous gi
rl , ' cr
ie
d

MonsieurSarrasin , as ,with clinched riage , together with th
e

settlement of th
e

wretched pittance ofhands, he advancedtowardher , ' I did not believeyou were so

four hundred francs a year on her and her children . After this ,

the young coupleescapedfrom the scorn of the world , and set
tled in the solitude of the Ardennes. Here Louis has cultivated" I told you sh

e

was here , ' exclaimed Monsieur Mathiste ,eagerly 'Mademoiselle, you will consider your marriagewith a little land , and eked out a living by woodcutting and otherlabors.m
y

sonbroken of
f , if you please . ' He finds it a happier, freer life , he says, than toiling in

an office. And , aboveall , what renders it dearer to him , is the" ' I havewritten to him already to sa
y

so , ' returned Ernestine, coldly. ' Father , listen to me-
fact that there is no cheating, no chicanery in it . There is not

a lie in all the woods, he says ; and , in digging up the earth," Listen to you ! I se
e

you here , is not that enough ? his spade never shows him the meanness, the insolence, theroaredMonsieurSarrasin , in an agony of fury and distress. trickery , that man flung beforehis eyes, when he strove to earn...Monsieur, ' sa
id

Louis , quietly , as he laid hi
s

handupon bi
s

hi
s

breadlike a ' gentleman ' in th
e

crowded ci
ty

.father'scoldbrow , ' here is th
e

witness of our interview . Your " That's the love story , doctor . "

;

lost.
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---

man.

“ He has raved al
l night , " she said . “ Through al
l

the slow
hours , he has cricd Ernestine ! Ernestine ! ' till the sound rang
through my heart . She is a cruel woman to desert her dying
husband, and her children like this . "

HE winter camedown “ Hush ! " I answered. “ D
o

not let us judge her ; weknow
upon the Ardennes nothing . "

early , and in grim Louis was sleeping, but he woke , suddenly , with a smile on

carnest . Soon there his face.

was not a blade of “ Is the snow still on the ground ! ” he said . " I dreamedI

grass or a green spot was walking in green fields with Ernestine , and th
e

sunshine
anywhere to be seen ; was warm about us , and there was no sorrow , neither was there
the whole earth wore any more pain . Is the snow gone ? ”

a mantle of snow , “ No , " I answered, wistſully , “ it is as deep and hard as it

white , glistening , and durable . Each day was a month ago ; it looks as if it would hide the greenearth
rolled on , with biting winds and Russian from us for ever .

frosts , making the surface of the snow so “ For ever ! " echoedLouis . “ No , I saw fields and flowers in

hard that sleighsand carriagesdrovewhither my sleep . ” Then suddenly he caught my hand , and said,

they would O
n

the grandesroutesgovern- eagerly : “ Is she come back ? No ? Well , I am not so cruel,

ment employed men to clear the way , but when in my senses, as to wish her back . Tell her so , if you se
e

elsewhere, al
l

roads wereinvisible , swallowedup in snow . her again when I am dead. Tell her I never reproachedher,

As the weekswent on , the eyeachedwith the constant white- never thought her unkind to leave m
e

. She has done al
l things

ness, and the ear longed for some sound —some note of bird or well ; shall I not trust her now ? "

cry of beast to break the dead stillness of the winter . The cry The little children listened , wondering , and the elderone, the
came at last . Drawing nearer and nearer, through the great girl , stealing near , kissed her father's pale hand , leavingtears
woods toward the borders, where cottagesand homesteadslay , on it .

it came the cry of the famished wolf . Sometimes in pairs , The cold hours of the short bright day went on , bringing no

sometimes in packs of three or four , these hungry prowlers tidings to the desolateman , of the wife who had left himalone
camecreepinground lonely dwellings , seeking what they could to die . Toward night he raved again , and the sharp cr

y
of

devour. In the still , frosty , starlight nights the sudden sight of " Ernestine ! Ernestine ! " ' rang out into the cold , dark ai
r

.

their dusky forms passing swiftly , stealthily , over the snow , I sat by his bed that night , and sometimeswhen the fever
startled the solitary wayfarer froin his security , with a strange lulled suddenly , his restlesscries ceased, and looking at m

e

with
shudder of fear . a wistful air , he would murmur .

And through al
l

this hard and bitter weather, Louis Dartôt And in another moment , as his weary head turned fromside

la
y

ill in his bed, or sa
t

by the wood fire , weak and helpless . to side , back came the old cr
y

, ringing her name through th
e

H
e

had escapedthe horrors of lockjaw , but sufferingand anxiety night silence .brought on fever , and , prostrate with this , he seemed a dying At length he slept , and rising softly , I laid logs uponthefire,

The anguish of hi
s

mind and themiseries of poverty and sa
t

down by it , with wistful thoughts fo
r

company. A hurkept the fever in hi
s

veins , which riches and easemight have ried footstep without , and a sharp tap upon the door roused m
e
,

driven away. In vain neighbors helped and friends sent wine and I opened it swiftly , lest the sleeper should be disturbed.

and nourishment ; such aids could not make head against the Upon the snow stood a stalwart peasantwith a face so whitestrong tide of misfortune rolling over th
e

haplessfamily . It with ghastly fear , that I started back amazed at him . H
e

dashedwas a painful task to go to the cottage and witness the sorrows within the door as I opened it , and stood by me , trembling.of that bitter winter . The sick man in his bed , the two tiny
children shivering over the fir

e
, th
e

little baby in its mother's stood hi
s

fear ,and looking across th
e

snow , I sawfour or fiv
e“ The wolves ar
e

ou
l

, " he said , in a whisper . Then I under
arms , with pinched faceand listless eyesfull of pain , an

d
, worst black forms creeping cowardly away . I closed th
e

door safely,of al
l , th
e

haggard , weary looks of th
e

young wife herself , who , and le
d

th
e

man by th
e

fire , where fo
r

awhile , hi
s

teethchatworn with woeand watching , went about a very ghost . teredaudibly , not with cold .One day , I found Louis sitting up in bed, with Aushedfaceand “ The beastsfollowed m
e

al
l

acrossthe hill , ” he said, " walkeagereyes, reading a letter . ing on either side , waiting fo
r

m
e

to trip or fall . I had this

“ Sh
e

is gone ! ” he said , falling back on hi
s

pillow , " they stout stick with m
e
, so they dared not spring . The cowardswill never le
t

her return to this misery ; they will keep her with rarely attack a man . But it waswarm work walking a league
them , and I shall di

e

herealone . Take the children to he
r

when with those black devils on either side of m
e

. However, here'sI am gone. They will not be so hard as to shut their door the letter . It might have cost me my life to bring it , but aagainst the little ones. promise is a promise , and she seemed so terribly in earnestoverFrom the wildness of his haggard eyes, I thought him wandering in mind , till he placed the letter in my hand , and I read I seized, impatiently , the letter which hi
s

slow fingershad

a fe
w

dr
y

lines , from Monsieur Sarrasin, coldly proposing to re - drawnfrom hi
s

vest , and placed it in Louis's hand . It w
as

fromceivehis daughter again in his home , on the condition that she Ernestine .camewith only her youngestchild , leaving her husbandand the ‘ M
y

love , " shewrote , “ I darednot tell you I wasgoing , beothers to their fate .

“ Shecannot have acceptedthis inhuman proposal ? " I ex- journey on foot .

cause I feared you would not le
t

me undertake so terrible a

claimed. But I have not walked al
l

the way , le bo
n

Dieu

The unhappy invalid made no answer, bu
t

I sa
w

hi
s

face to m
y

mother , and soften he
r

heart . I thought Iwould throwhas sent m
e

manyhelps . I thought I would show m
y

little baby

change to th
e

hue of death , as he turned it on the pillow to hide myself at my father's feet , and tell him how ill yo
u

were ,

andhis tears from me .I fe
lt

much shaken in mind as I walked homeward ; Ernes- Louis , Ihoped to move hi
m by m
y

prayers an
d

tears , bu
t I ha
vethat I — hi
s only child - lived on the charity of strangers. O
h ,

tine's departure seemed so cruel , so unlike herself .

no
t

mean to forsake them , ” I sa
id

to myself ,constantly . But offer he made in hi
s

letter as if Iwould ev
er

leavethee , dearest,

" She can- wept and implored in vain . H
e

would only repeat th
e

cruel

when th
e

whole da
y

and th
e

night went by bringing no tidings , til
l

God parts us . So I am coming home againdarling , with m
yI w
as

forced to confess , that th
e

iro
n of poverty ha
d

entered little on
e , an
d

m
y

mother ha
s

given m
e

tw
o

hundred francs fr
omin
to

he
r

soul , an
d

th
e

thought ofeaseand comfort in he
r

bc
r

savings ,and this little su
m

will greatly ai
d

us . I trustitisfather'shouse ha
d

beentoo great a temptation fo
r

he
r

wealt find the better an
d

more cheerful . " Take heart. Louis ; th
is

Madame Rodière sa
t

up with Louis Dartốt that night , an
d

in thou wiltwork again . To return to theequicker , I spend te
n

moneywill help us through the winter , and wlien springcomes
the morning she cameforth from the cottagedoor to meetme . francs fo

r
a seat in th
e

diligence , which will se
t

m
e

downonly &

it . '

ness.

.
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way."

we

«She may

CHAPTERIV .

gone, he died.
o O o

leagnefrom home. Adieu till to-morrow, mon cher, when I upon the snow, and the sight of her fair arms and handsshall kisstheeand the little onesagain.” mangledby cruel jaws.
" I knewshewas true and faithful," said Louis, laying down Our arrival had driven the brutes from their prey ; hadwetheletterwitha happy smile." comea moment later, we might neverhave found the bodyofI tookit up, and looked at the date. Why it was this night Ernestine Dartót."

--this verynight shewascoming back. Doubtlessshehad cometo the tree for shelter, and herefor a"We oughttohave had th
e

letter yesterday, ” I said to th
e

long while sh
e

had stood at bay , th
e

wolves still fearing tocountryman. touch her . We knew this by the marks of their feet, showing"Yes , butmy cart and horsegot into a bank of snow, and I where they had walked round and round the tree in a cruel

ha
d

to ge
t

men to di
g

them out . The poor beastwasnearly circle , glaring on herwith hungry eyes. W
e

knew it by a moredead— I had to leavehim at Bastoigne, and walk the rest of the pitiful token still . Here , high up as shecould reach , washer
little infant wrapped in her shawl , and tied safely to a branch.

As he spoke, a suddenthought chilled my blood . Ernestine Doubtlessshe had dieddefending it .

wasgoing to walk a leagueacrossthe hills , and thewolveswere The child's sudden cry made manymen thereweep ; and itout ! Almostparalyzed by fear , I drew the man aside, and bade was with very tender hands we unfastened it from its wild
himloadLouis'sgun , and get the lantern lighted . cradle , and then looked upon its little , white face."The diligencesetsher down at eleven o'clock , " I said ; “ She has died of cold and terror , " said the soldier - Fifine'shavenot a moment to lose. Wolves ar

e

suchcowards, that if husband — as he raisedher , softly . “ You se
e

, when she took of
f

theyhaveventured to draw near her , they will flee at the first her shawl to wrap roundthe child , shehad no protectionagainstsigns of our coming. " the bitter wind . And then the wolves, walking round and

" I am not going , ” returned the peasant, sturdily . “ I have round her ,must have made her heart di
e

within her . Look
faceda pack of wolvesonce to -night ; I don't do that a second you ! I don't think they touchedher til

l

shewas dead. ”time: merci! " It was the sole comfort he could give us .

Nothingwould move bim , so I was compelled to tell Louis “ And she died praying , ” said another, “with her hands bethat I lefthim there as his companion. fore her face, that is how the bruteshave not touched it . "

“ And I am going to meet Ernestine , " I said . We carriedher home —the mournfulest processionthat heart
wanthelp. ” could dream of — and laid her down out of her husband'ssight .

Tben a woman, onewhom his wife had loved , broke the truth
gently to him . But how could such a truth fall gently on his
bruisedspirit ? He lost the senseand meaning of her words be

fore the tale was finished, and babbling of his dream, and theT took m
e

a good half -hour to fields , where he would walk with Ernestinewhen the snowwasreachthe village , where I roused
the men, and armed with all
kinds of weapons, w

e departed
for that point on the granderoute, In the afternoon of the day following that sad night , there
where the diligence stopped to cameacross th

e

steppes a light calèche, drawn by a stronghorse,

put down passengers. All was rough -shod . I stood aside to let it pass, but , seeingme, the
blank here , and on the hard , driver pulled up , and asked the way to the cottage of Louis
frozen road it was vain to look Dartót .

for marks of wheels. The hour , " You canscarcelydrive thither , " I answered.
however, convinced me the dili Then a hard , sarcastic face thrust itself from beneath the
gencehad long gone by , and set hood , and accostedme.

down its frail freight to fight her " I will walk there , ifyou will show me the way , si
r
. "

way through cold and darkness, Knowing who he was, I bowed to him , and led him toward
the blcak snow -covered the cottage, silently .

steppes. “ Theyare al
l

well , I suppose, " he said , uneasily. “ My daugh
The menwerehopeful of her safety. ter left me yesterdaywith — with her child , and —well , in fact ,

“ She is used to the Ardennes , ” they said ' ; her mother has persuaded m
e

that she looks ill , and wants bet

" she knows the shapes of the hills , and will te
r

things than that sad scamp, her husband, cangive her . Yes
find her way by these. And as to wolves, w

e terday I offered to take her and th
e

children , which was very
havenot seenany on our road . " liberal on my part . I had at first proposedtaking only herself.

For two hourswe shoutedErnestine's name She refusedtheseoffers of reconciliation. She would neverleave
aloud, w

e

went from steppe to steppe, w
e
de her husband, shesaid. It seemsthe man is ill . ”

scendedthe rugged sides of deepvalleys , and I wasstill silent .

searchedamongsnow rifts ; our fearsgrowing “He is no worse, I trust , " ' continuedMonsieur Sarrasin, more

on us , andhopesinking as we went . At length , as with our and moreuneasy at my looks . “ The truth is , I am come to -day
sticks an

d

gunsaiding us , w
e

toiled up th
e

snowyside of a great - madame desiring it so earnestly — to take them al
l

back to

hi
ll , there fle
d

by us like th
e

wind adusky form . Then another Trèves . Will my daughter's husband be able to bearthe jour

an
d

anotherpassed, then three together , and a voice shouted :" Wolves ! fire ! fire ! " “ He will never go but one journey more , monsieur, and that
One or tw

o

gunswent of
f

at random , bu
t

no shot took effect, is to hi
s grave . He is dead. "

andthebrutesvanishedlike shadows. The miser held himself erectunder this blow , but I sawhis

At th
e
to
p

of this hill stood that solitary twisted tree , of eyelidsquiver .

which I havespoken, and I know not what instinct impelled “ Poor Ernestine , " he said , softly . " She loved him , shewill

m
e

to it , bu
t I madestraight fo
r

th
is

with afeeling of horror in
-

feel this separationdeeply , bu
t

sh
e

will recover it , si
r
- sh
e

w
ill

describable. Themenfollowed , whispering ominously . Her mother and I will be tender to her . '

“ So they ar
e

out - andfiendish with famine. They don't fear “ There is no separation betweenthesetwo , Monsieur Sarra
womenandchildren then . " si

n , ” said I. “ They were lovely in their lives , and in their
Breathless, I struggled on . At the foot of the tree , themoon- deathsthey were not divided . ' "

light showed us something lying strangely still . Another “ What do you mean ? " ' cried the wretched man , clutching
instant, an

d
w
e

werenear enough to cr
y , " It is a woman ! " me by the arm . “ What areyou saying ? "

I sprangforward, and knelt by her side on the hard snow. His facewasghastly white , and his lips trembling .It w
as

Ernestine. She wasdead ,but this was not what made “ I am sayingyour daughter is with her husband : comeand

th
e

menrecoilwith horror . It was the blood spots al
l

around se
e

he
r

. ”

over

ney , sir ? "

11recover.
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The grief of the old is terrible, I will not dwell on it . Dalton. “ I was going there this very evening to ask Elsie if
“ Shewasbrave, always,'' he said, ashe lookedupon the lacer- she would accepta home at my hands."

atedarms that had defendedand savedher child. “ Do you mean, marry you ?'' demanded the straightforward
" When he went awaywith the children, I sawhe held that squire.

little one closeagainst his breast. *Certainly - of course.
" Poorold man ! As in years to comehe cherishesthat grand “ My dear boy, you couldn't do a more sensiblething. You'll

son fondly, will he ever look upon his face, without seeingalso have the richest wife and the prettiest wife in town, and I
the mangled, bravearms of the daughterhe forgave too late ?'' always thought that little Elsie fanciedyou. Go, by al

l

means. "

Never , ” said Gervaise , emphatically .

" Hallo ! " cried the squire , dropping the red -silk handker
COURTING AN HEIRESS . chief that he was flourishing about , and staring fixedly at the

handsomeyoung man oppositehim .

“ I don't think he cares two straws for me , " thought Elsie “ I would sooner cut my right hand off than give peopleocca
Miller , pulling the withered rosesout of her hair with a quick sion to call m

e
a fortune -hunter , " said Colton , with a quiet de

impatient little jerk . “ And he used to be so different. O
n , termination that made hi
s

mouth look like iron , hi
s

brows like
dear, talk about the fickleness of women ! Men are twenty adamant .

times as unaccountable. But I don't care - I don't care one " Gammon ! " said the squire , rather uncourteously ; " didn't
particle . " you just tell me you were about to propose to her under the im
And in undeniable proof of her indifference, the round , pression that she hadn't a penny in the world ? "

bright , diamond-drops rolled down her fresh pink cheeks, and “ Yes, I told you so , and it was the truth ; but it would be

her lip quivered. rather difficult to convince the world in general of it . "

Elsie was a pretty , piquant little damsel , with eyes as blue as “ Oh , bother the world in general . What do you carefor its

china marbles, a complexion like a damask rose , and bright ten- verdict one way or the other ? "

drils of silken , soit hair , partaking decidedly of the reddish But Colton shook his head.

hue, greatly to our heroine's daily dissatisfaction. “ I have striven all my life long to be an honorable gentle

“ Nobody has red hair in al
l my novels , " said Elsie , almost man , " said he , calmly , “ nor shall I allow the shadow of a

ready to despair. shade to dim my character now . I love Elsie Miller as truly
Aunt Bridget Merriam bad brought Elsie up , until she stood and tenderly as a man can love , but I will not submit to be

on the threshold of her seventeenthyear - brought her up in a called an heiress -hunter . "

kindly , ol
d

- fashioned sort of way , to knit and to sew, and to “ But , my dear boy , please reflect that the days of Don
make her own fresh little merino dresses, and stitch her own Quixote are over . Nobody will appreciate the sacrificeyou arespotlesslinen collars . making ; and Elsie herself will probablymarry somecalculating

“ For there's no knowing what tribulation a bodymay have miscreant or other , who won't make her half so good a hus

to pass through in the world , Elsie , ” said the old lady , band as you would have done . "

solemnly : " and it's always just as well to be able to turn your GervaiseColton remained obstinately unconvinced, however,hand to almost anything . I've lived sixty and sevenyears, aud and the squire's eloquencewas utterly thrown away.I've found out that heavenhelps thosewho help themselves. " And little Elsie !

So Elsie unconsciouslyprovided herself for a stormy future , How she marveled at Gervaise's altered manner , at his coldbrightening up whateverweaponsNature had given her fo
r

that constraint , and distant politeness ! What scalding tears shebattle with the world which Aunt Bridget appeared to consider shed upon her midnight pillow , and howvainly she tried to readalmost inevitable . the unreadableriddle !

And whenAunt Bridgetdied suddenly, and shewas left alone , “ I'm sure he used to like me , " said Elsie , as she bathed herpoor Elsie thought vaguely of dressmaking, school - teaching, eyeswith rose -water in the mornings . " And there's the rosecopying, al
l

the makeshifts by which women now - a -days con buds he gaveme just beforeAunt Bridget died , and the letterstrive to staveoff the wolf's footstepsfrom the door . he used to write , and - and" . This is a very unexpectedstroke of Providence, Miss Mil So endedmost of Miss Elsie's soliloquies — in tears.ler ! ' ' said Mr. Peck , the solemn - facedlawyer . “ But I don't care ! " persistedour heroine .“ Yes, si
r , indeed it is , ” said Elsie , sadly , thinking how The months passed away , and still Gervaise adhered to hisJonely the house would be without Aunt Bridget's brisk step , new rôle of distant , courteous friend , until one night Elsie reand agedkindly face. solved to ask him what she had done to forfeit the old place in“ But w

e

must al
l

be prepared to meet the dispensations of aſ his heart .higher wisdom than ours , " he added. So she marched up to him , in the merry confusion of good“ Yes , si
r , " said Elsie , wishing he would stop talking in that Squire Dalton's birthday party — a resolute little soldier, insanctimoniouswhine , and tell her whether she had betteraccept armor of white muslin , and shield of roses .the situation of teacher in the district school , or go as governess Gervaise was leaning sadly against the door , listening abto Squire Dalton's six motherlesslittle girls . stractedly to the music , when Elsie laid her bouquet of roses“ And w

e

none of us suspected fo
r

an instant that our dear lightly on his arm .departedfriend wasworth fifty thousand dollars . " “ Gervaise . "“ Fifty thousanddollars ! " He started .Elsie openedher china - blueeyeswidely enoughnow . " Miss Miller . "" Exactly that sum, my dear Miss Miller ; and she has been
been - pleased to testify her confidence in m

y
- er - humble used to call m
e

Elsie once. Why ar
e

you so cold , so changed?

“ Miss Miller ! " she repeated, bitterly . " O
h , Gervaise, you

abilities , by constituting meyour guardian until you reach the What have I said or done to lose your friendship ? "age of twenty -one years. Allow me -h’m - to proffer my most
cordial congratulations. " “ Nothing , ” he answered, strangely embarrassed.

“ Gervaise ! "How Mr. Peck wished his Freddy was twenty instead of ten “ Will you excuse me ? " he said , hurriedly . “ I se
e

a friendyears of age ! to whom I must speak . ”“ For , " he inwardly reasoned, stroking his lank , bristly chin ," she'ssure to fa
ll

a victim to some fortune -hunter or other and her blue eyeshumid with tears . Had sh
e

humiliated herself
Elsie stood with her cheeksflaming like the roses in her band.

And she's such a fool ! " in vain ?But Mr. Peck wasmistaken in that last estimate. Elsie Mil And this was the night that she went home and declared, fo
r

ler wasno fool .

GervaiseColton heard the story of Miss Miller's good fortune care . "
at least the hundred and ninety -ninth time , that " shedidn't

in silence.

" I am glad you told m
e
, ” he said to hi
s

informant , Squire forgetdignity ,manhood , resolution , and everything else, if sh
e

“ I cannot endure this , ” thought GervaiseColton .

��

" I shall 14
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ever.

looksme in theeyeslike that once again. Oh, if Miss Bridget “ I will tell you,” he said, gently taking both ber cold flutMerriam'sfifty thousanddollars could be thrown into the sea!" tering hands in his. " Trust yourself to me- giveyour future

Al
l

that night Gervaisespent in packing his valise , burning into my care . And mayheaven be my judge if ever I fail in the
oldletters, andsettinghis affairs in order for a journey . charge it has committed to me ! ”" I may as well go to Europe , " he thought . “ It's a wide “ Gervaise, I -- I am a little bewildered by this strange, sud
place, and I shall be safefrom the besettingdemon of tempta- dencalamity , and I do not quiteunderstandyou . ”tiononlythere. I may surely keep this little bunch of dried “ I love you , Elsie - I would fain make youmy wife . Thatvioletsthat she gave me on the day of the pic -nic ; she will surely should be plain enough, ” he said , fondly .neverknow . "

“ But my money is all gone. I am poor as the beggars onAlas, therewaslittle of consolation in that last reflection. yonder pavement. ”" Ought I to writeand bid her good - by ? ” ' he pondered, with “ I rejoicethat it is gone, Elsie . Your wealth hasbeen a baran indescribableyearningfor one last link to bridge over the rier between us long enough --now I maydare to speakoutwhat
dividingcurrents of their lives . “ No ; I must leave her free , has been in my heart for years. Thank God that youare poor ,unfetteredeven by a fancy . " Elsic ! "GervaiseColton sat underneath the swinging lamp of the She looked at him with a new light breaking in upon her
expresstrain as it thundered through the midnight solitudes , mind and memory.withfoldedarmsandsleepless, staring eyes. “ O

h , Gervaise, how cruelly you have misjudgedme ! "H
e

wasleavinghope, happiness, sunshine, behind him for “ That's not the question, Elsie , ” he answered, tenderly.“ Will you be my wife ? Will you give me the right to careforO
h , whybad Providencemade the path of duty so narrow , you and protectyou always ? "and so beset b

y

prickly thorns ? She laid her hot cheekupon his shoulder .Why must he fight such a perpetual battle with himself ? “ I have loved you , Gervaise, as long and as faithfully as you
Would it not be better to die at once ? have lovedme . "As thevague, repiningaspiration after the peaceand oblivion The barrier wasbroken down at last , and heartmet heart.of deathcameacrosshis mind there was a crash - a jar - a noise “ I am poor to -night , ” said Elsie , half jestingly , as she sat inliketherending of beamsand splintering of arches — andGer- the twilight with her hand closeimprisoned in Gervaise'stendervaiscColtonwas thrown violently against the side of the car- clasp, “but I think I am richer than I haveever beenbefore . "riagewith a concussionthat for a fewmomentsdeprivedhim of Shewas an heiress no longer -- shewasonly plain little Elsie
sense or consciousness.

Miller ; yet how unspeakably precious in Gervaise Colton'sThen he struggled up , sick and faint , into a sitting position , eyes !andbecameawarethat he wassurrounded by deadand dying . And Jotham Peck might have restedeasier in his dishonoredThetrain hadrun of
f

the track , and the three foremostcars grave , knowing that he wasforgiven .wereprecipitatedinto a sort of gorge or declivity someseven oreightfeetdeepjust beyond.

GervaiseColton had wished for death - here it was , face to MOUNT SINAI .facewithhim. No wonder that he shrank appalled from theghastlysight. This is the name of a group of mountains in Arabia Petrva ,Steadyinghimself by the broken seat, he rose to his feet , co
n in the southern portion of that peninsula, which projects beviacinghimselfthat he wasnot seriously hurt , beyond a bruise tween th

e

two forks of the Red Se
a

, th
e

Gulf of Suezseparator two, andbegan to assisthis less fortunate fellow -travelers. ing it from Egypt on the west, and the Gulf of Akabah fromAlmostdirectlybehindhim had sa
t

a man in a slouched hat , Arabia on the east .an
d

mufiledface ; he la
y

now beneath a mass of splintered The peninsula of Sinai is triangular in shape, aboutonehunwoodworkandshiveredglass. dred and forty miles in length from north to south , and nearly" It'
s

no us
e , " he groaned, feebly , as Gervaisedraggedaway the same in breadth at the widest portion . The northernporth

e

superincumbentweight , and strove to lift him up ; “ I'm tion is an arid and desertplain , with sandhills andmountainsdying fa
st . There's an ugly gash on th
e

back of m
y

head that of small elevation ; below th
e

twenty -ninth parallel it risesal
l

th
e

surgeons in creationcouldn't close up again . Let me into four ranges of mountains . There are numerous peaks,ranging from one thousand to over nine thousandfeetabovethe
Our en" Why , it is Jotham Peck ! ” exclaimedGervaise, recognising sea , divided by deep wadys , or narrow sandvalleys .th

e

lawyer'svoice, huskyand faint though it was . graving representsthe Jibbel Musa , or Mount of Moses, on whose“ Ye
s , GervaiseColton , it is I , ” falteredthe dying man . summit , amid thunder and lightning , Moses received th

e

com" G
o

back to Elsie Miller , and tell her she is penniless once
mandments.

more. I haveriskedher fortune in railway shares, and lost it ; It is divided from the Jibbel - ed -Deir on the west by a narrowbu
t

if I ha
d

succeeded — an
d

th
ey

looked promising - Ishould valley , on on
e

of th
e

slopes of which th
e

Convent of St
.

Cathahavedoubled it for her . The Mount of Moses is about six thousandoneI was on m
y

way to Europe . I dared rine is situated .

There are threeno
t

look he
r

in th
e

fa
ce

an
d

te
ll

he
r

what I am telling yo
u
. Bu
t

hundred fe
et

abovethelevel of the se
a
.it is al
l

ov
er

no
w . Godwill judge m
e

morecharitably than churches an
d

threechapels on th
is

mountain , al
l

small ,and inmanwouldhavedone ; and I meant well — indeed, indeed, I a ruinous condition , and on the westside, about two thousandmeantwell. For- " feet below the summit , is the monastery, celebratedalike forThere w
as
a choking so
rt

of gurgle in hi
s

throat - a rush of its antiquity , its manuscripttreasures,and th
e

hospitality of itscrimsonbloodover hi
s

lips , an
d

th
e

next momentGervaiseCol- monks .to
n

washolding a deadman's head upon hi
s

knee . The Arabs point out in thewady, or raheh , theHill of Aaron ,the Pit of Korah , and the placewhere the molten calf was" Lo
st ! M
y

fortune al
l

lo
st ! Stop a moment , Gervaise , an
d

made .le
t

m
e

collect m
y

thoughts --my head isgrowing dizzy , I think . ” In the earlier ages of Christianity , the caves of Mount SinaiElsieMiller hadcared as little fo
r

the glitter of wealth as wo were a refuge of persecutedChristians , and later they were a remancould, and ye
t

this shock came to her sharp and sudden. sort of Anchorites and Ascetics.N
o

moreluxury , no more indolent indulgences, no more day
GoodWORDScost the great so little , and their quality is suchSh

e

must tu
rn

once more to th
ə

hard , dusty , high road of an indisputabledispensation fr
om kceping th
e

most solemnw
or
k

- da
y

lif
e ; an
d

oh , howlonely an
d

desolate sh
e

fe
lt

in th
e

promises , th
at

it ismodesty inthe nobility to bo so sparing ofcontemplationof that newexistence ! them as they generally are ."Oh , Gervaise, Gervaise, what shall I do ? " ' CANDOR. — Howeverlittle practised, al
l

do candorthe bomageTh
e

wordsbrokealmostinvoluntarily from he
r

parched lip
s

; of their praise , and al
l

feel the power an
d

charm of its inthere w
as

an imploringglance in her blue eyes . fiuence.

di
e

in peace. "

* *

dreams.
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FROM THE LIFE OF KATHARINE VARNER .

PART I.

WYMSEARCHINGtheworld, you would have found no truer, braverwomanthan Katharine Varner ; none more beautiful ; fewpoorer. Shewas just twenty-three, and—well, her good looks
hadgrownwith her years. Her good fortune, however, remainedstubbornlydwarfish, for 'here was she, with al

l

herbeauty, receiving but a subordinate's salary at a Broadwaytheatre. To this girl , consequently, who was honestand alone ,eachdaybroughtnewcares, eachnight fresh temptations. Thefactthatthesewerenobly battled with , and signally overborne,maytell you more than words could do all our Katharine'sworth.

Now, thisMondayevening, in November , at nine o'clock , orthereabout, it was an of
f

-night , and Miss Varner was busilybespanglingthe identical cap which is always so respectfullydoffed b
y

thepage in tights and short clothes , at the very momentwhen that false -heartedmenial presents to “ My LordDuke" the poisonedwine , when a sharp rap at her chamberdoorstartledtheactressand sent the historical head -gear underthetable.

MONSIEUR'SLONGLEANHANDSLIPPEDUP ANDSTIFLEDHERCRY. "

waysspeakingfor his noble mistress, he offers this sum of onehundreddollars as an earnest of what you may reasonably expect. He is al
l

ashamed -- theamount is so trifling , indeed ; but

do you accept, miss ? ”
As for “ miss , " amused, perplexed, and pleased, she seemedin a soredismay , until the little man ceased, and the brightgolden pieces rattled upon the table . Then , with a half - cr

y
,sheexclaimed :

" What ! do you mean to say that a rich lady will give me somuch for onenight's performance ?? '

“ Rememberthat she is rich , ' gravely suggestedmonsieurvery rich , and very singular . Pray , let nothing surprise that
madame la marquisemay do . She hasseenyou ; she has beenplease to find you beautiful ; sheadmire your fine blue eyesandgraceful figure ; she is almost envious of your golden hair . Her
words , miss. She said to me , Conduct her , Aristéde , if she
will come ; ' and I say to you , . Will you come ? ' ”

“One hundred dollars ! " mused Katharine . Then , sharply ," What is her name ? ' '

“ Madame la Marquise de Narsac. ”

" And she lives

COM

" ! COMEIN , ' SHECRIED, AND A SMALL, WIRY MANENTERED.

Unununun

&
“ Come in ! " criedshe ; and , quick upon themandate, enteredth
e

visitor — a small, wiry man , oldish ,evidently , dark , blackeyed, an
d

calmlyconsequential, as wellbecame the owner of sowondrouslyfine a mustache." MissVarner ? ' '

Thetoneswerenonethe less pleasantthat through them rantinge of foreignaccent. Katharine aroseand proffered a chair ,which th
e

visitor politely accepted; then , with a rapid surveyof hi
s

surroundings, proceeded :" We ar
e

alone,miss ? ” '

Quite alone, si
r . "

“ Verywell. I have come to you fr
om-- ah ! I forgot ; I amnegligent. Permitme first to explain — to sa

y
to you what Itruly am — a servant. You are surprise ? That surprise flattersm
e
; but I am nothing more . I speak your language so well ,becauseI am here a long time . I am valet and courier to mynoblemistress, and mynoble mistress , whose heart is full ofgoodness, andwhose hands are full of gold , desire that youshouldprofit by he

r

munificence ; in other words , sh
e

ha
s

commissionAristédeMichat to se
e

you , miss , and to solicit yourpersonificationof Venus, one of th
e

characters in a little parlortableauwhichwill be perform upon th
e

occasion of an approachingfêle. Now , Aristéde Michat , your humble servant ,miss, entrcat yo
u

to complywith this request . Moreover , alVOL. XXIV. , No.4-15 NOWIIE STOODGLARINGAT THE BLACK-ROBEDFIGURE. '
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" At present, sh
e

occupies th
e

house of your General Farn- | by strong ne
t

-work of iron . Through the half -closedshutters,

Lam , in Twenty -seventh street . " however , streamed the pale winter sunlight . She tried the

“ Must I go at night ? ' ' door ; it was locked . The room itself was small , but luxuriosly

" Pardon ; w
e

will go in the earlymorning , when the air is furnished . Upon one side ran a low couch. Here , with a kind
fresh, and the little birds are singing — at least , they would be of forced bravery , the girl seatedherself .

singing , but this is a tristemonth , indeed. They cannot sing " Some onemust comedirectly , " she thought .

now , those little birds , but we will enjoy the fine time . I will But the momentsdragged by , and she was still alone. An
come to this placewith a carriage ; you will mount within . awful fear cameover her . She wept , she prayed, shecriedfor
Together w

e

will arrive at th
e

house of my noblemistress , who help . Kneeling beside th
e

door , sh
e

leaned he
r

head against
will welcomeyou with a charming grace. Will you ? " ' the panel and sobbed away her strength . Then - then - stage

“ Ye
s

, I will ; and thank you kindly , si
r , ” heartily declared gering to her feet , she tore loose her dress, gasping fo
r

breath,

Katharine . the while .

Why , there glittered the gold , and she so poor ! Besides, “ Water ! water ! " she implored , “ only water ! " and so sank
there wasthat grand title glibly uttered — a marchioness ! To down again , like one bereft of life .

what dizzy heightsmight not this good fortune lead one ! And there she crouched, neither sleeping nor waking , neither

“ And now , " said Monsieur Aristéde , " one thing more . For dreaming nor dead ; yet dying , surely , for the light fadedfrom
the matter of dress, you will consult with my noble mistress ; the wide -openedeyes, the thick breathing sank away to gasping
that shewill arrange. And I say to you , miss , good -evening. sobs, until , at last , one long -drawn moan , and the little actress

To -morrow , at eight by the clock , I will be at your door . " fell back - dead !

The valet bowed - a movement so abrupt and angular that one Almost at the samemoment , the key turned in the lock , the
waited expectantly fo

r

the click of the spring which se
t

this liv- door opened, and two persons stood upon the threshold , one an

ing skeleton in motion -- bowed, and smiled , and was skipping old woman , the other a young man .

down the stairs beforeKatharine fairly knew that the door had “ Come in ! " whispered the former ; " there's no danger
closedafter him . now . ”

Did she go with Monsieur Aristéde ! Undoubtedly . At “ Is she_ " commencedthe man .

cight next morning , a hack was being rapidly driven from “Hush ! don't say the word ; it frightens me . Help , now,

Charlton street ; in it were the actressand the valet . dear . Lord ! if she hasn't fallen right across the doorway!

But few words were spoken. Presently , Katharine started Let's get her on this lounge . But ain't it wonderful , though ?

from her dreams, to cry out , excitedly : Deary , deary me ! I'm al
l

of a tremble ; but , as I've com

“ Si
r , w
e

have passedthe street ! " menced, I'm not a -goin ' to snip off a service just here. There,

“ Ah , no , ' assuredmonsieur . now , my darling , just you take a hold and get her to the room.

“ We have , I tell you ; and that man is driving faster ye
t

! Careful now . Lord , it is wonderful ! I never di
d

se
e

such a

Why , this is Forty -ninth street ! " thing ! Ain't it well them pryin ' servants are off to -day ! "

“ Ah , no , ' ' purred the Frenchman . They were bearing the girl to a chamber.

“ Ah , no ? Ah , yes, I say. I won't go ; I wasmad to believe “ Now , " advised the woman when their burden lay uponthe
you . You mayhave your money. Stop this carriage ! Let m

e

bed— “ now, down to m
y

room , Jem , and be loafing about, you
out ! Will know . No one can suspect. You're safe, sure as I'm named
Monsieur's long , lean hand slipped up and stifled her cry , and Jane Norton , but I'd go . "

monsieurthrew himself upon the seatbesideher . Obedient Jem was off without a word . Indeed , in all this

" Will I ? Yes . Will you be quiet now ? Will you still while he had scarcely spoken . H
e

was a small , slightly -built
make a noise ? I pray you not to look me so , " he beseeched. fellow , singularly comely and strangely attractive -- at least toSo much tears in your fine eyestouch O

f

what ar
e

Jane Norton , who watchedevery movement with a sort of pityyou afraid ? I swear to you , upon the word of an honest man , ing love .

that we go to madame. There ! You will be still ? Well , I An hour later , when the gardener'sboy —the first to return
removemy hand . Observe, I take this pistol . Do not start ; sauntered into the servants' hall , Norton came hobbliugdown

it is a good pistol . I keep it so , and I say to you that , if you to him . He must go for the doctor , and that speedily, she de

rebel , I sendeveryball in your brain . Là ! I pray you to be clared ; fo
r

madamelay , as she believed , at death's door. Andprudent . " when the physician came, he marched to madame'schamber as

A prayer not to be disregarded. What assistance could one who knew the way , but no sooner had he beheld th
e

Katharine expect ? And even with assistancecoming at its ghastly faceupon the pillow than he started back and cried :quickest , the bullets , surely , must reach her first . So the poor “ When did this happen ! ' 'child , too frightened even for tears, sat in a kind of stupor until “ O
h , si
r , protested Norton , “ I'd been about my work , andthe country road wasgained. Then said monsieur : coming back I found her lying here upon the floor - in a faint . "“ You must be blindfold . " “ Ay , ay , " broke in the doctor , grimly . In a faint that knowsAnd , without moreado, threw a thick vail over her head . no waking . She'sdead. ”

Resistancewould have been sheer madness. When the car O
f

coursethere was much ado about the matter , but in theriage stopped. Katharine obediently followed her guide . end the sudden death of Madame la Marquise de Narsacwas“ I am afraid , " shewhispered, stilling a sob . duly declared.

“ You are a child , " philosophically reasonedthe valet . Now , madame la marquise had been simply Helen Sackville," Ah , if you only a rich orphan and an American . Soon upon her titled marriage“ Se
e , now , petite , be reasonable. Que diable ! dare I dis- there followed a separation never satisfactorily explained, fo

r

obey orders ? ” madamewithdrew from the world , and monsieur's haughty reThat theywere in th
e

country , th
e

girl knew ; that their path servewas hi
s

shield against al
l

inquisitive questionings. Thuswound through a thickly -wooded park , she divined ; fo
r

the stood matters until the announcement of hi
s

wife's deathdeadleaveswererustling bencathher feet . In a few moments, brought the gentleman to that lonely country -house .they were entering a building ; a heavy door clanged after
them ; then a staircase, a long hall , and now a comfortable hair well dashedwith gray ; brown eyes, and a heavymustache

H
e

was a man of forty -five , it might be — tall and thin — dark
warmth , driving away the chill of the outer air .

“ There ! " exclaimed th
e

Frenchman ; an
d

adroitly removing woman , lovely even in death . H
e

touched he
r

brow , he touched

shading lips sternly compressed. H
e

was alone with th
e

dead

th
e

vail , he stood , in al
l

hi
s

smiling ugliness , before the he
r

lip
s
. And then , looking down upon her , spoke sharply inheavy -hearted girl . “ There ! You are safe , I hope ! Se
e

a hi
s

native tongue . And what he said on
e

might have fanciedalittle what folly wasyour ! You wereafraid , and here you are .Now , madamewill come. Wait , I pray - I will call her . ” prayer , had not the frown and sncer and scornful laughquite
She could not reply ; he wasgone. routed any such charitable supposition . Here was th
e

sum ofShe ran to the windows ; his words .they were securelyfastened, and protected, upon the inner side , “ Dead , indeed. Still I do not thank thee. Thou wastwicked

my heart .

22
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PART II .

enough, beautifulangel, to have remainedwith us through sheer applaudmy keen ideawhenyou se
e

m
e

beforeyou , his messen
spite. I know thee, my beloved. Happily , thy Justin is not ger ? ”inconsolable. He has bis little plans , for other women are “ But I never saw him ! ” declaredKatharine .there in the world , dear soul ! I wonder now if they'll say “ Certainly not , ” blandly assentedthe valet . " That wasnot

'twaschagrinkilled thee, little one . " necessary. He has need of a wife to present to that rich old
Andyet, when he left the room , the marquis seemedbowed aunt - without that , he lose a fortune. I propose a little plan .withgrief !

He is please to find it very fine . Will you ? " he grimaced persuasively.Before th
e

secondday had passed by , madame'sbody la
y

in a about the world , which is pleasant, and al
l

that if you sayYes

“ Think now , a grand title , gold in plenty , a tripvault in thecountrychurchyard. Before a week had passed by to m
y

masterand obeythat , ” pointing to the letter in her hand .

it was en routefor monsieur's family resting -place at Pere la “ You have sworn , recollect . You have take the oath that
Cbaise.

when the moment arrive youwould think ' I am deaf for any
Upon the night of the very day when this ugly freight was voicebut he

r

voice. I am her slave. I obey ! ”shippedKatharineVarner, th
e

actress, returned to her home. Thisstartled no one, for no one had seenher — as we had seenher “Ah , but who is this womanthat she should breakuponmyin thatfatalchamber. She returned as sh
e

had gone - in a car-tranquil lif
e

an
d

sa
y

' Come ! I command ? N
o

will must youriage, andwith a companion. This time it was Jem , the young havesavemy will alone . ' Who is she to do this , I ask ? " 'fellowfromthecountry -house, who accompaniedher . At part “ You ask a trilling question, then, pelite. You know her as Iing, be held her hand, and whispered low . To him she know her . You know that she is your friend , hem — that so

gavethisearnestpromise : long as you live she is your friend . Comenow Sheawait you .“ As I live , I will ! Trust me ! " We mustnot wastethe preciousmoments . "" And if I refuse ? "Andherenowseemedthe ending of this strange affair . Forth
e

actress— havingactedthat rôle, at the bare thought of which “See ! Let us understand each other , " his long , lean fore

“ Aristéde Michat offer to

sh
e

shuddered— now resumedher duties . The marquiswas at finger tapping time with hi
s

words .hi
s

diplomaticpost ,whilst in the vault at Pere la Chaisereposed yo
u

this advice - Obey ! What ! you suppose he will look fo
r

& coffinwith thesewords tracedupon its silver plate : “ Helen, another ? You suppose he will waste hi
s

brain in this affair tobelovedwife of JustinOctave de Aéry , Marquis de Narsac. ” have it ruin by you ? You supposebecauseyou say “ I do notwish , ' that he will go and leavewith you his secret ? Eh , bien,be tell you no ! Ah , what you think of him ? Remember, he isa bad fellow , that Aristéde . "TWOYEARSlater . Our Katharine had gone on in her quiet " Ah , si
r , ” and this with truthful tears— " ah , sir , I knowtvay. Not that in reality it could be a very peacefulway which that I appearfaint -hearted, but I am afraid . "le

d
at last to theglare of the footlights ; but yet hers had been “ Afraid ? Nothing but that ? What is that - afraid ? I nevera lifeundisturbed by any new adventure, until here must come see it . Where you find it ? Allons, you are a child . This chanceagainherold visitor , Monsieur Aristéde . Now , as before, mon to become a grandelady comenot every day . "sieurselected an of

f
-night for his call . Now , as before, his “ I will certainly be found out and exposed, ” demurred thequick, sharptapstartled the girl from her golden dreams, and actress, who , truth to tell , was , afterall , mightily pleasedwithnow, as before, he skipped across the room with all his easy the novel rôleofferedher .graceandself -possession. “ I think not . You remember, no person has ever see the“ Yo

u
! " exclaimedKatharine , rising , and with something wife of my master — no one of hi
s

people, I mean -- fo
r

he marrylikealarm in her tones.

with her here , at this place. "" I , dearmiss — I , your humble servant . Pray allow me to “ But how will it all end ? for end it must . I can't always bespeak. D
o

no
t

fear . Ah , wretchedfate which has so placed m
e

playing at marquise, I suppose . ” .beyond th
e

grace of your good will ! " declaimed monsieur, “ So. You are anxious for the end ? Eh , bien, it will bewith an eloquence of gesticulation truly impressive . *Nothing arrange to pleaseyou . Here one maymanageall things as onewill securemy pardon ? Now , not even this ? " And he held may wish . Who can tell ? But I forget . Perhaps you have aout a letter.

lover . You think of him . "Breathlesslythe actressbroke the seal . Thus it ran : “ No. I haveno lover . '“ Placefull confidence in Aristéde . Do as he directs . Obey “ Good ! You will , then ? ”him in everything. Rememberyour oath . So in the end monsieur's argumentsand that written com
mandoverpoweredall scruples."To do as you direct ! " echoedKatharine . " Ah , sir , willyoudirectmeagain to somewretchedwork ? " It was astonishing to witness the zest with which this good"Dear lady , I amamaze. Aristéde entered into the arrangementsfor Katharine's newListen . As I then brought to you calling . H

e

positively reveled in th
e

thought of th
e

dismayDeath, so now do I bring Life . In fact I am the bearer of a which her disappearancewould cause.doublemessage. The one you have beforeyou , the other comesfrommonsicur le marquis . ” “ It is fine ! ” he declared. " It is like the third act of a

drama, and I , Aristéde , am the author ! We will lose no time ," Frommonsieur le marquis ? Why , what can he have to say petite ; we will go now . ”

“ Not to -night ! " cried startled Katharine ." Simplythis , miss. My master make to you a proposition ,and Iwill thus explain it in my awkward way : Monsieur de

" As I say, now, to -night. First , arrange everything. Iwill
Warsae ha

s
an au
nt , an ol
d

maid . Th
e

Demoiselle deVoygous , waithere . Then ca
ll

upyour landlady ; bere is al
l

th
e

money

w
ho
is fabulouslywealthy ,resides at he
r

chateau in th
e

south of you need ; an
d

as fo
r

your theatremaudil - ah ,will a marquise betheir soubrettenow ? I demandthat a little --- "France. The goodsoul is very excentrique, and so shut of
f

fromth
e

worldthat therecan be only little probability that sh
e

hear

" Assuredlynot . ”

alreadyaboutthe sadfate of my mistress . In this mymaster “ You will not wish to blindfold me again ? ”interesthimself very much ; fo
r

the demoiselle has always The actressaskedthis beforeentering the carriage.declareherintention to make of the wife of her nephew a fine “ No , miss. We have not the need. We do not go to theheiress. Nowmonsieurdemur to lose a bouquet so splendid ; same place . ”indeed, a saint would vex himself over that , consequently a " Ah ? "sinnermight le
t

hi
s

soul be ea
t

with chagrin . Then I , Aristéde , “ I conductyou to the marquis ; and , remembermy counsel.w
ho

adore th
e

theatre — Iwho have at th
e

en
d
ofmy fingers Yo
u

will fin
d

m
y

master a haughtyman ; yo
u

will be a haughtyal
l

th
e

dark tragedies of the Porte St
.

Martin - I conceived a You will find him imperious and reserved; youwillschemesimply superb . I rememberedyour singular likeness to be gracefully jealous of your self -respect. I of
fe
r

th
is

as “ m
y

madamela marquise, an
d I suggested to monsieur a little ac
t

of counsel ; I am wrong — it is th
e

advice of on
e

fo
r

whom I amcomedy by th
e

which hemight profit . Need I te
ll

ho
w

he ha
s

quick to give up m
y

lif
e . D
o

no
t

forget ho
w

muchdependsupon

26

H. "

tomo ? "

woman.
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you ; donot forget your oathto he
r

; and bear in your mind that threw up its cloud of spray and foam ; and this almostover

Aristéde is near at hand . " topped the jagged range whose broad backs were obstinately

“ I shall forget nothing , " said Katharine . “ What I have bracedagainst the noisy rage of the torrent .

sworn , I shall do ; but I feel , heavenhelp me , I knowthat I am No one ever spoke of th
e

mistress of the château as of a saint.

lending myself to a fearful work ! O
h , si
r , the woman who She was quarrelsomeand captious, and as flinty -hearted as th
e

could devise nd execute this vengeance is a womanwho would foundation of her home . If any conviction of the awkward

not quit her victim until the coffin - lid closedabovehim ! I am truth came to her at this moment , it failed to bring onepang to

afraid of her . " that battered old conscience ; for now the demoiselle lay a - d
y

• You are right , ” assented monsieur , with grim candor . ing , and here wereher parting admonitions . Shewas speaking

“ My mistress is one who , when she makes an entry in her to the marquis , and they were alone .

book of record, doesnot quickly turn the page, and say, “ Le
t

us “ If you understood your wife , monsieur , you would deal

forget! ' She is a woman of her word , and she has pledge her differently by her . She is proud , and she is positive ; but al
l

word already that no harm shall come to you. Besides, this the angels of that heavenwhich is soon to be my homewould

farce is not for all time ; shewill soon releaseyou . Be content , fail to convinceme that she is unworthy the nameshe bears ! "

I pray you , and obey . " “ You do not understand , " soothingly explained themarquis .

As monsieur had said, they were driven to “ The Clarendon . " “ I am not complaining ; I do not even accuseher of impru

“ Remember ! Be proud , be firm . Shewas. This was the dence. "

valet's whispered admonition , as he led the way to a private “ And I say that you do accuse ! Do you not tell me that she

parlor . At the entrance, he paused again . “ D
o

not tremble ; is clever ? "

do not refuse. Think of her ! " and now the warning became a “ Certainly . "

supplication . “ And beautiful ! "

Then he threw openthe door , and ushered in his companion. Very beautiful . "

A gentlemanarose as they entered. We have already seenhim “ Well , that admission , uttered in a tone so sad , becomes an

—this Justin Octave de Méry , Marquis de Narsac - and now we open accusation. O
f

what is your wife guilty , monsieur ? ' '

do not find one trait of that stern countenance softened. It “ She ? Ah , of nothing - believeme , madame . "

may be that the lines about the browand mouth havedeepened; “ That is well . Now , let us be frank . Tiens ! this breathing

yet monsieur'stall form is still a model of manly graceand ele- troubles me. Was therenot once an awkward story told of your

gance ; and it may be that , at times , a weary, haggard look wife ? ”

steals into the keen brown eyes. Yet monsieur's low , well “ I never heard it . "

modulatedvoicecomes to you like the echo of pleasant music . “They said that you had killed someone in a duel , andupon

This wasthe gentlemanwho arose as Katharine entered. her account. I am not positive ; my mind is not clear ; besides,

“ Monsieur , I havebrought madame. " scandalsare always garbled . ”

This presentationwas madewith an emphasis upon the last “ Nothing like this has ever happened. I cannot imagine
word . who could have originated such a report . My wife was an

“ I welcomemadame, " declared the marquis . Then adroitly angel of purity - and is , I trust . ”

raising the vail which had remained obstinately lowered, he " A sentiment so Christianlike pleasesme . I adore charity,

continued, gallantly , “ Shewill permit and detestdeception. I am dying ; I want an heir . Raisemy

But what cameovermonsieur le marquis ? What shock could pillow , my nephew. There ! You , Justin , do not pleaseme ;

thus send him reeling backward, and bring that pallor to his you never did . I know you to be a hypocrite and an unprinci
sallow face ? pled roué. You acted wisely when you brought here your

“My God ! ” he cried ; “ it is the woman whom I have - American wife . I loved her as much as I detestedyou . Par
buried! don my lack of courtesy, but I have no time for compliments.

Here now was Katharine's opportunity , and here were the Now , moncher, I cannot cut you of
f

from the succession. I ca
n

valet's teachingsbearing fruit . Said the actress, and bo tone not leagueaway from you this old home ; at mydeath it must
and gesturewererepletewith haughtiness : be yours . Indeed , I should not lie quietly in my gravewere

“ Si
r , I am but a woman engaged to enact a certain part , strangers stepping after m
e

. Take , therefore , what the law al

nothing more . ” lows ; I cannot object ; but to your wife I give the estate in

“ Take of
f

her bonnet ! " motioned the marquis . Languedoc, the château in Normandy , and al
l my marsh - lands

Aristéde madeknown his master'sbidding . in Bretagne. That will render my favorite independent, I

“ M
y

God ! " repeated Monsieur de Narsac , when Katharine hope . ”

stood revealed in all her blonde beauty. Turning from her , he “ Madame de Narsac will be grateful , dear aunt .

continued, still speaking in a strangely alteredvoice , “ My ser “ I hope so , dear nephew . "

vant has given me to understand that I may dependupon your “ She has a tender heart , poor child . Would to heaventhat
good offices. I thank you . Remember that , beyond the re

-

youmight know her better ! "

servenecessary in your newposition , I shall demandnothing of " That kind wish pleasesme also . You are not vexed, m
y

you . I shall never intrude upon you . We need meet but sel- nephew ? You bear me no ill -will ? "

dom. I wish you to leaveNew York to -morrow morning . Are “ Truly , no , madame. I confess, however , that my soul is

you ready ? ! wrung at the idea of your quitting this world with such a fright

“ I am ready, si
r
. " ful opinion of me .

" That is all , then . Aristéde will give you the necessary in “ You are wrong , monsieur ; I have no opinion at al
l upon

structions . Aristéde , conduct Madame la Marquise de Narsac such a subject . Now , I wish to se
e

your wife . ”

to her private apartment. Shewill remain thereuntil our de The marquis arose to touch the bell , but the old woman
parture - an invalid , recollect. I have the honor , madame . " reachedout her hand .

But not even a glanceaccompaniedthe polite salutation . “ D
o

not disturb yourself ; she is here . "

So Monsieur and Madame da Narsacsailed for Europe , whilst And D
e Narsac uttered an exclamation of astonishment, fo
r
,

th
e

little world of that Broadway theatre w
as being rent by at th
e

further side of the bed , th
e

curtains weredrawn apart,

wonderingsurmisingsupon th
e

probablefate of that missinggiri , and in th
e

opening thus made , a woman stood .

Katharine Varner . “ She is here , ” continued mademoiselle ; "and as she is

here, let her speak for herself . ”

“ Has he not spoken fo
r

me ?-he who closed my coffin- lid ,

and sentme to the tomb ? Has he not told you al
l

? "

NO ONEever spoke of the Château de la RocheNoire as of an

Eden . It w
as lonely an
d

gloomy an
d

frowning . It reared it- at th
e

black -robedfigure . Th
e

cr
y

he might have uttered di
edThe marquis had started to his feet . Now he stood glaring

se
lf

upon ajutting table - ro
ckwhichoverhung an ugly precipice . away uponhis lips , as thewoman , leaningforward , le
t

th
e

Far down below , the river , lashing itself into a white wrath , lamplight fall upon her ghastly face .

1 )

PART III .
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" No one.

" Hemurderedme - he buried me. From the grave he gave , tions, and that the instructions came from the Marquis de
me, I havecome. Shewho bcars his name is nothing to him ; Narsac !"I, and I only, am his wife !"

But the wreck drifted ashore, and our lover went to a living
Words quietly spoken, yet words of such wondrous power, death -- slavery—to find at last, when freedomcame, a tenfold

that he who heard them sank down as from a well -dealt death in everyword which told him of hermarriage.
blow.

“ I havewaitedmanymonths, and now I cometo you. Why“ Ah,monDieu! We havekilled him !” gaspedmademoiselle. wereyou false to me, Helen ?"'But the other gave no sign of alarm. Gliding toward the “ Not I !" she cried, and truth rang in her clear tones. “ I
prostrateman, she knelt, and presently arosewith this calmas wasnot false !"surance:

And so she told her story —astoryso pitiful and true, that he
“ It is nothing. He has fainted." who hearkenedpardonedas he heard.Then she rang. Meeting the servant in the hall , she gave “ I wasforcedto marry him," shesaid, when he had listenedsomewhisperedcommand. The marquis was silently borne to it al

l
. “As for what I did , I found the courage in this fact-

away, and his wife returned to the bedside to answer this he never really lovedme . For my youth and wealth he offeredanxiousquestion : his title . And if that dazzledme, here is my sole extenuation.

“ Is he reviving ? " I wasbut a child , and I had not yet loved you . He soontired“ He is better. "

of his caprice - he ill -treatedme, Gerald . Then , when I quittedAnd sh
e

whospokeknewthat th
e

manwis dead! him , he sought to buy my housekeeper. That wasnot the work
What then passed between the women heaven only knew . of one moment. Jane Norton , instigated by the intended vic

Morningfound the old demoiselle fiercelybattling with death . tim , had her seemingscruples, whilst I — who wasprivy to it al
lNoon found her busy with the notaireand her will . Night -was busily schemingand plotting with Aristéde . I knew thatfoundher lifeless.

the honest fellow wasvery fond of me , consequently I wassafe,Herewas the closing clause to the last testament of Made- for I acted upon my knowledge. In al
l

that followed I wasmoiselle de Voygoux :

ruled by his suggestions. When everythingwasarranged, Jane

“ And as my nephew, Justin Octave de Méry , Marquis de Nar- consented to obey the marquis. In the place of the poison, desa
c

, has precededme to the grave , I herebynameand declare signedfor myself , a subtle Eastern perfumewasexposed in that

hi
s

widow,Helen Sackville de Méry , Marquise de Narsac , my little room where Katharine Varner was kept a prisoner. Itsoleinheritress, " etc. , etc. wasnot cruel . I knew that therecould be no danger, and I wascurious to witness the farcewhich would be enactedover theA friendwas with the widow through the dreary dayswhich deadwife . Katharine knows it all . She has forgiven the boy,followed— a friend so nearly resembling the marquise that one Jem , and she is here. As fo
r

the body lying at Pere la Chaise,

wouldhavedeclared, “ It is her sister . ” it is that of a poor creaturewhomAristéde procuredfrom a hos
Saidthewidow to her : pital and brought to the house in a coffin. This was afterward“ Wearealonenow , and you are free . Tell me , truly , do you placed in the shell from which Katharine had been removed.

wish to return to America ? ”

The marquisnowhad perfected an expedient by which he would' Indeed, no , " protestedKatharine , fo
r

she it was . securethe fortune of Mademoiselle de Voygoux . He knew that“ Doyou regret no one there ? " his aunt hatedhim - knew that I would receiveall but what thelaw reservedfor him . There was his reason for seeking one“ Then, ” said madame, taking her hand , and speaking very who might successfullydupe an old and dying woman. But Isolemnly—" then remain with me . Do not leave me. Life had outwitted him . I arrived here before him . From thewould be so wretched without you . Who can tell ? We may demoiselle I concealednothing . She planned that fatal surbe contentedand it is possible - quietly happy . You love no prise , and I— "one. The knowledge of my sad experiencemay teach you “ Avenged our love so bitterly wronged ! ” broke in Geraldmuch. Se
e

how I suffer . Why , my remorse is undying . I se
e

Aylesbury .beforemethe man I loved - dead. I see before me the man Ibated — dead. Sleeping or waking they are there . What matters When madame la marquisewith her greatjoy went that sameitthat I am an innocentwoman ? Innocent of actual guilt ? I day to Katharine , that young lady grew contritely confidential.havekilled themboth . The one through a foolish passion con “ I , too , have a secret, dear friend , ” shecried ." I see.

tritelyconfessed, the other through a thirst for vengeance. Can You have a lover , " pointedly correctedmadame.Godforgivemeever ? ” Of course she bad . So here was a fine ending to this conMadame de Narsac'shead w
as

bowed, an
d

tearswere trickling ventual seclusion . The self -swornnuns werechoosingmates !downherpalecheeks, as Katharine softly answered : “ It is Claude de Sartiges ! " triumphantly divined the mar" Have no fear . I love you dearly . I shall never leave quise .you .In the wideworld I have no friend but you . We will live to A natural conclusion, for the young baron was an assiduousvisitor .getheralways, and our secretshall go with us to the grave . No A just conclusion, for when , a few months later , ouronemaypart us , my sister ! " widow became a wife , the same priest made of our actress abaroness.

Beforethesecondsummerhad gone by , a gentlemancame toth
e

château. H
e

was tall and handsome ; sturdy , dark -eyed, With Mrs. Aylesbury -- shehas quite foregonethat hatedtitleandfinelysun -bronzed as well . now - remain two faithful servants, Jane and Aristéde. TheNowmadame,when shesaw him , cried out like onewho saw one a motherly soul , the other a devotedwatcher. How devotedth
e

deadarise. As well she might , fo
r

here was the very man
we who sneer at love which doesnot cometricked out in prettywhomshemourned as in his grave - lh

e

man sh
e

loved ! phrasesmay neverknow .Thiswasthegist of what he told her . “She is so far above me ! " he sighs. “ She is so noble and
Onewinter'snight he ha

d

beenlured upon an outward -bound so beautiful ! N
o , I am no
t

jealous of hi
m . I onlywish toVessel; thenattacked ,manacled, an
d

placed in closetcontine live in su
ch

a w
ay

that when m
y

hour comes Imay have th
e

ment . Releasedfrom th
is , what w
as

hi
s

dismay to fin
d

himself right tocrawl to he
r

fe
et

and di
e

there . "atseaand surrounded by men of whose language he knew no Who shall say that this passionmay not purify ?thing ! As for Katharine , if she has not kept her vow of seclusion,

No matterfrom** Bu
t

therecertainly ha
d

been a duel between yo
u

an
d

th
e

she ha
s

been true to he
r

promise of secrecy.marquis? " criedmadame. whence this story comes, it does not come from her. The
Africancoast. Stung by remorse , th

e

mate confessed to m
e

fr
i

Never . Hear th
e

truth . O
ur

vessel w
as

wreckedupon th
e

baroness may te
ll

yo
u

nothing fr
om th
e

lif
e
of KatharineVarner .

that th
e

intentionhad been to cast m
e

ashore amidst a savagean
d

hostiletribe ; that in so doing they were obeying instruc If you would kill a slander, let it alone.

Q
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broke up.

DIANA OF THE EPHESIANS . A QUAKER MEETING .

WHEN Diana was representedby the Greeks as a beautiful This remarkablesectwasfounded in England by GeorgeFox in
huntress, at Ephesus, whereshe had a magnificent temple, she the middle of the seventeenth century. He had been bredup
was representedin the uncouth shapes which we give. Her as a shoemaker, but in his nineteenth year he becamean itiner
dress seeras like the ol

d
- fashioned swaddling -clothes fo
r

in
-

ant preacher, and traveled over the greater part of England and
fants, and in one is adornedwith cows' heads. She, herself , was the Continent . H

e

also made a visit to this country . They
representedwith many breasts, and was a symbol of the Earth , have no recognized clergy , each member, whether male or fe

the fruitful mother . The statue in the temple was believed to male , being competent to expound the Gospel . This is supposed
have fallen from Jupiter . ' The temple of Ephesus was con- to be under the direct inspiration of the Holy Spirit . This fr

e

sidered one of the SevenWonders of the World . It was four quently results in the prayer -meeting being perfectly silent , the
hundred and twenty- five feet long , by two hundred broad . Spirit not having moved any person to riseandhold forth . Their
The roof was supported by one hundred and twenty -seven dress is very peculiar , and has the effect of keeping them still
columns, sixty feet high , each the gift of a king . It took two more apart from general society . Generally speaking , they ar

e

hundred and twenty years to complete it . The first temple was distinguished fo
r

their blameless lives and grave demeanor. It

destroyed by fire the night that Alexander the Great was born , is a singular and suggestivefact that the average of insanity is

but soon rose again moremagnificent than ever . People came larger among this denomination of religionists than any other
from remote parts to worship the goddess in this temple , and --a striking proof that the repression of cheerfulnessandpas
took away as charms little silver statuettes of Diana , or silver times is deleterious to the human mind .

models of the temple .

So , when Paul began to preachChrist at Ephesus , the silver
LADIES ' PATCHES AND PAINT .smiths took alarm , and Demetrius, one of them, called al

l
of

the trade together, and showedthem the danger of their market
being spoiled . On this , they ran out , crying , " Great is Diana The unnatural and ridiculous custom of placing patches on th

e

of the Ephesians ! " and rousedthe whole city . The mob then face dates as far back as the latter days of the Roman Empire ,

seized two of Paul's companions, and dragged them to the it being the fashion for the fair dames of the imperial city so

theatre. Paul would have gone, too , but his friends withheld to bedizen themselves ; but it was first adopted in England
him . There the riot becametremendous. As often happens, about 1650, and our engraving represents a lady of the court of

half the people did not know what it was al
l

about ; so for a Charles I. " adorned " with patches, the coaches-and -horses on

couple of hours they kept bawling : “ Great is Diana of the her foreheadbeing an especial favorite .

Ephesians ! " At last the town clerk , getting at the bottom of Mr. Pepys records in his diary the first appearance of his wife
the disturbance, showedthe people that the silversmiths were in patches, thus : “ My wife seemedvery pretty to -day, it be
wrong , and that if they had anything against the men , they ing the first time I had given her leave to wear a black patch. "

must make a charge in the proper tribunal . Then the crowd , The satirists of the day , moreespeciallythe Puritans , inveighed
seeing that they might get into trouble , took his advice, and continually against the custom ; but , as now with crinoline,

which has causedthe burning to death of hundreds of women,

fashion was proof against the assaults of rhyme or reason.

THE TRIAL OF JEALOUSY . When party -feeling ran high in the reign of QueenAnne , the
Whig ladies patched the right and theTory damesthe left cheek,Among the rites of the Jewish law , which , in these anti- while neutrals decoratedboth . Patches held their own til

l
th
e

ritual days , seem to us so strange, was th
e

Trial of Jealousy , thus beginning of th
e

presentcentury , when they died out , althoughdescribed in the Book of Numbers : in 1826 traces of them were to be found on the toilet -tables of

“ If the spirit of jealousy comeupon him , and he be jealous the fair sex of modern Rome , the place of their origin .of his wife , and she be defiled ; or if the spirit of jealousycome The reprehensiblecustom of painting has beencommon to al
l

upon him , and he be jealous of hi
s

wife , and she be not de
-

ages and countries since . Jezebel " painted her face, andtiredfiled . Then shall the man bring bi
s

wife unto the priest , and her head , and looked out a window , " as the avenging Jehu enhe shall bring her offering fo
r

her , th
e

tenth part of an epah of tered in at the gate . Shakespeare frequently alludes to it .barley meal ; he shall pour no oi
l upon it , nor put frankincense The Puritan Stubbs complains that hi
s

countrywomen " adulterthereon ; fo
r

it is an offering of jealousy , an offering of memo- at
e

th
e

Lord's words workmanship . ” And Si
r

John Harringrial , bringing iniquity to remembrance. And the priest shall ton declares he would rather salute a lady's glove than her lipbring her near , and set her before the Lord . And the priest or cheek :shall take holy water in an earthenvessel, and of the dust that

is in the floor of the tabernacle the priest shall take and put “ If with my reasonyouwould be acquainted,

it into the water. And the priest shall set the woman before Your glovesperfumed, your lip and cheekarepainted. ”

the Lord , and uncoverthe woman'shead , and put the offering

ofmemorial in he
r

hands , which is th
e

jealousy offering ; and made a notablediscovery , when theygummed pieces of black

The beauties of the court of Louis - Quinzethought theyhad
the priest shall have in hi

s

hand th
e

bitter water that causeth taffeta on their cheeks to heighten the brilliancy of their comthe curse. And th
e

priest shall charge he
r

by an oath , and sa
y

plexion ; but th
e

fops of Elizabethan England ha
d

long beforeunto th
e

woman , ' If thou hast no
t

gone asidewith another in anticipatedthem , by decorating their faces with black stars,stead of thy husband, be thou free from this bitter water that crescents and lozenges :causeththe curse. ' And the priest shall write thesecurses in abook , and he shall blot them out with the bitter water . And “ To draw an arrant foe from top to toe ,he shall causethewoman to drink the bitter water that causeth Whosevery look at first dashshowhim so ;

the curse ; and the water that causeththe curseshall enter into Give him a mean, proudgarb , a dappergrace ,

her and becomebitter . Then the priest shall take the jealousy A pert dull grin , a black patch crosshis face. "

offering out of the woman's band , and shall wave the offering During the Commonwealth no lady dared paint , but the Resbefore the Lord , and offer it upon the altar .

shall take a handful of th
e

offering ,even th
e

memorial thereof , use of opium , once indulged in , cannot easily be left of
f ,health

And th
e

priest toration brought back the pernicious practice, which . like th
e

and burn it upon th
e

altar , andafterward shall cause th
e

wo- and complexion both being damaged by th
e

application of rougeman to drink the water. And when he hath madeher to drink et blanc.the water , then it shall come to pass if she be defiledand have
done trespassagainst he

r

husband , that the waterthat causeth sh
e

rouged contrary to he
r

own inclination ,merely toplease he
rMary of Modena disregardedthe rebukes of her confessor, fo
r

th
e

curse shallenter into he
r

, an
d

becomebitter , and th
e

wo- husband ; whilethe beautiful Lady Coventry ,who killedherself bymanshall be a curseamong th
e

people. And if th
e

woman be cosmetics,used to ru
n

awayfrom her husbandwhen he endeavorednot defiled, but be clean , then she shall be free . ” '

to remove th
e

obnoxious color . Lady Mary Wortly Montague

E

11
1
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not only used the cheapestwhite paint she could get, but left Ella would fain have learnedmore, but was too delicate to
it onherskin so long that it was obliged to bescraped of

f

her ! ask questions. She persisted in talking of Kitty and Kitty's
We concludewith the words of an old author , with whom w

e

affairs, however, till Sir Georgecame in , who , seeingElla quite
coincide: “ From beef without mustard , from a servantwho changedfrom the drooping , wearything he had left an hour
overvalueshimself , and from a womanwho painteth herself , ago , was ready to fall at her feet. He liked Kitty , too, admired
goodLord , deliver us . '

her splendid stature, her bright wit , her clear, asserting intellect , and Kitty had gone a little out of her way to pleasehimfor no explicablereasons.KITTY . She liked Ella and Ella's surroundings, and somehowneverfound Sir George too tiresome, though he would discourseforCHAPTERXXXI . - LAURA'SSLIPPERS. hours upon books of which sheknew nothing . Onecan forgiveso much in a host who is lavish in providing pleasure, no matR. NORMAN had not intended to ter of what kind , and Sir Georgedid not care how largely hebe cruel ; but poor Kitty looked spent moneyupon Ella's visitors , providing the daintiest littletremblingly first at the cup of poi- musical fêtes, pic -nics , déjeuners, & c . , andKitty of al
l

othershadson , then at the halter , then at aided and abettedhim in cateringfor the daily feast, and afterthe dagger, not knowing which wardenjoying it . So Si
r

George liked Kitty , and admired herpunishment to choose. Meantime too , and knew well enough that he and Ella had no morefera month intervened between the vent admireranywhere. With Kitty it wasalways “ What doessentence and its fulfillment , and Sir George say ? ” or “ What doesdarling Ella think ? " ' or “ Doeach day of it seemedinexpressi- you both think so — both ? ” ' looking from father to daughterbly precious to her . appealingly .They were to leave Fontaine The matter in hand was most satisfactorily settled fo
r

thebleau in a few weeks' time for time being , by Si
r

Georgepromising to seeone or two of Ella'sGermany or the Pyrenees, and physicians at once as to the quality of the baths at Ischl or atKitty longed to break up the Arcachon . Kitty had discerned these placeswith safe enthusipleasant little camp and bivouac asm, feeling sure that neither in the Austrian Tyrol nor in theafresh. Pyrenees her sins , or rather her lovers , would find her out .Myra , having lost the occupation of being The physician's opinion was to be conveyed to Kitty and Myrain love , and involuntarily blaming Kitty for to -night , and meantimethey decided to leaveFontainebleau inher loss , grew irritable . In the first stage of threedays in whichsoeverdirection theymight be sent . Kittytheir friendship they had been al
l

in al
l

to went to Paris next day to buy traveling dresses, highly pleasedeach other like school -girls , but by infini- with the issue of eventshitherto , and very thoughtful about thetesimally gradual degreesKitty had waxed future . Thinking of the future as she passedalongthe crowdedcolder.

Rue St
.

Honoré , glancing in the gay shopwindows from time toMyra saw it , and could not forgive . She time , she caughtsight of two facesthat she knew ,never imaginedthat Kitty could get tired of It was Laura and Perry , and Perry was evidently helpingworshiping , and thus was punishing her for Laura to choose a pair of slippers. He held two shoes in hisshortcomings rather than for actual faults , hands , one bright and new, the other old and worn , measuringthough it must be admitted that Kitty was them sole to sole, as carefully as he had often measuredshoesnow a greatdealwith her new friend Ella Bartelotte , and Myra for Kitty in the old days, his boyish face solemnly eager, hisoftenalone. golden hair blown about more than ever. Laura stood byHowcouldshe remonstratewith her for showing kindness to watching him with the face of a happychild .a fragilelittle invalid hardly ever of
f

the sofa ? One day when Kitty turned away from the pretty picture , feeling suddenlyshehadgone to Ella to consult with her as to their autumn heart -sick , soul -sick . How beautiful he was, and how true , howtr
ip , th
e

girl , seeing Kitty's embodiment of beautiful health pure ! Yet shecould not love him .andcapacity, flushedwith a feeling half of enthusiasm, half of She walked hastily on , troubled with the suggestions of theenvy:

scene. Surely Laura wasnot falling in love with Perry ? Laura" Youanimated, animating thing ! ” she said . " When I see and Dr. Norman must be saved at any cost ; and no sooneryou I think theSpartansand Hindoos wereright for leaving al
l

hæl she reachedher hotel than she dispatched a letter to Laura ,thesicklybabies to die . What use or ornament are w
e
in the begging her to come to her early next day without saying aworld? ' '

word to any living soul . If she could not becomeDr. Norman's“ There ar
e

fa
r

more beautiful things than health , ” Kitty wife , shewould , at least, prove hi
s

friend . The thought wassa
id , hangingoverthe invalid with eyes brimful of sympathy ; consolatory.adding, with charming frankness , “ I am handsome, I know ; Folly is a fair supper, buteumiserable breakfast. Laura andbutyouhavethe face of an angel . ” Perry had met after her installation in the Rue de Trévisc withAnd then th

e

two had a long discussionabout the friendships downcast eyes and suddenlittle blushes, looking like childrenofmen fo
r

women an
d

of women fo
r

eachother , which ended in who have stolen cherriesand expect a whipping . Perry couldElla growingcommunicative. not convict himself of having aided and abetted Laura's con" I ge
t

so tired of living with peoplewho have no more capa- trivances to come ; and now that sh
e

was among them , heci
ty

of growing than brick walls , ” she said . “ How happy wished himself away. What good could he do her ? WhatMrs.Wingfieldmust be inhaving a friend like yo
u

! You grow good could sh
e

do hi
m

? It was sweet to haveber sympathy ,morethananyone I know . I believe there isn't a day that does as it is sweet to any man to have the sympathy of a gentle ,notprove a revelation of somekind to you . " loving child -woman, and Laura's influence had really staidKitty's facebeamed. Perry on the road to ruin ; but what if the feeling on her side" I do enjoy lif
e

more than most people , ” sh
e

said ; “but should grow into something el
se

?th
e

more on
e

enjoysthe more onecriticises , that is th
e

worst of So where poor Laura had looked for wells of comfort sheit ; an
d

yo
u

cannotaltercircumstances so easily as yo
u

can found thirsty desertsonly ,andheryoung heartswelled withthe bitterness of indignation . She had done nothing to warBut you would hardly alter your circumstances ? ” asked rant Perry's coldness , nothing to deserve hi
s

neglect, and heAll the old tenEl
la ,wistfully . “Free ,strong ,bright , happy ,who would no
t

seemed on th
e

alert to be co
ld

an
d

neglectful .

derness of manner, half -protective, half -appealing, was want

,

outside. ,Myra an
d I love each other dearly ; bu
t

w
e

were no
t

happened seldom , he would busyhimself with a book or ta
lk

born to live together,voilàtout. ” in a constrained way about common things . The very first

criticisethem . "

be you ?

" O
h
! " Kitty cried , laughing ,
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If you

opportunity that Perry could get of speaking muffinly experience the long and short of
privately to Mrs. Cornford he poured out his her sermon being, as far as Laura could gather
sins, craving absolution. He knew howwrong it , that men were donkeys, that womenwere
his conduct had been in making a confidante fools, and that Perry and Laura excelledthe
of Laura ; he knew that he could never love rest of their kind in folly .
any woman but Kitty ; he knew that he had Poor Laura ! sbe found the Rue de Trévise
beendrawn to Laura by her childlike love and very far from the paradise she expectedit to
pity for him. Laura was young and able to be, and heartily wished herself in Switzer
forget ; he was weak, but able to make a land with her father and little Prissy. The
great effort when occasionrequired, and occa weather was almost tropical, and she felt
sion requireda great effort now. scarcely able to breathe in the stuffy little
“ And what do all thesefine speechestend rooms, always smelling of oil -color and

to ?”' asked Mrs. Cornford, smiling . **You onions. Sometimes the little girls took her
are never to be less trusted, Perry, than when for long walks into the Parc Monceauxandthe
you have deliveredyourself of some excellent Bois ; but there was no fresh air to be had
resolution, for the first thing you do is to go anywhere, and shewearied of their boisterous
and break it . I know your ways. ways.
came to me vowing and declaring that you When Laura reached home, she found
were over head and ears in love with little Kitty's letter awaiting her. The addresshad
Laura and Kitty both, and must marry Laura been written by Frangine (who accompanied
becauseKitty won't marry you, I should have her mistress to Paris ), and, to make secresy
somehopesof you.” doubly sure, Kitty had enclosed a milliner's
* Every one is wise once in his life," Perry card, writing inside the envelope, “ Private,

answered, " and I am going to be wise now. K. S.”
It is a horrid punishment to me to make that Laura therefore protected the unsuspected
sweet child hate me ; but she shall do that missive, and read it when she found herself
rather than alone.
**Tut-tut-tut !" cried Mrs. Cornford. Kitty in Paris ! Kitty wishing to se

e

her !

“ O
h
! you don't know how I love her , " and her alone !DIANA OF THE EPHESIANS. She hardly knew how to

Perry said , with the utmost simplicity ; then PAGE274 . keep the astounding surprise to herself, and
catching Mrs. Cornford's convicting look , he was thinking of it al

l

the evening. Perry,

added, “ I mean, how I love Kitty . " too , was filled with thoughts of Kitty .

“ Oh what a man may do , and yet not think himself an ass ! Laura went with al
l

sorts of emotion , and wondering whether
Perugino , I love thee like a mother , but do not ask me to listen she should be courageous enough to plead Perry's cause. After
when thou brayest . ” waiting nearly an hour , as al

l Kitty's slaves of the lamp had to

And Mrs. Cornford drove him out of the room with her maul - do , in she came, this queen, this goddess, this Helen of two or

stick . When she heard the door of his study shut , in a loud three Troys , this Cleopatra of so many Antonys . Shewas pe
r

.

and dignified manner she summoned Laura , and talked to he
r

fectly and richly dressedafter French fashion ,and borewith he
r

with the oddestpossiblemixture of motherly wisdom and raga- the indescribable atmosphere of a soft , elegant , pamperedlife .

11

9

91

TILETRIAL OF JEALOUSY. — PAGE274.
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QUAKERMEETING. - PAGE274.
Herhandswereso white, her hair so glossy, the little lace-bor- I the part of a friend toward you. Do not allow yourself to bederedpocket-handkerchief stuck in her girdle so perfumed, her drawn into a friendship with PerryNeeve. He has a sweetnaskirtso longandstately, that Laura felt humbledand abashed, ture, and is the mostgifted creatureI know ” -she colored andandhadnota word to say. stammered a little “ but - but there are reasons why youBut sh

e

was in Kitty's arms , caught to Kitty's heart , kissed should not make a friend of him . You are too young and he isby Kitty's lips , er
e

any words weresaid , and when the greeting to
o

young fo
r

that , and , then there is your father to co
nwasoverKitty herself spoke : sider . "“ Howgood it is to seeyou again ! ” she said , caressing the Laura hung her head like a scoldedchild , and Kitty went on ,child as a mothermight have done a little daughter long lost alternately chiding and consoling . Laura must not listen to

sight of .

Perry's confidences, because it was unwise and unmaidenly ;" O
h , howgood it is to see you again ! And you are more Laura must not be persuadedinto any foolish compact of friendbeautifulthan ever , ” cried Laura , lost in childlike admiration ship with him , because D

r.

Norman would not approve ; lastly ,of th
e

costlyclothesthat seemedemanations of Kitty's self . Laura must not dream of allying herself permanently withKitty sighedand looked contemptuous. Mrs. Cornford's set , because of le
s

convenances, as Kitty put it ." I liked thecheapblue stuff gown I used to wear at Shelley “You see, my darling , " Kitty said , “ how ill unequal friendchurchmuchbetter, " shesaid . “But I did not send fo
r

you to ships have answered in my own case. Ambition , ” she added,talk ofmy clothes ; I want to talk of you . " Then looking into modestly , “ I may say , the tastes inherited with gentle blood ,Laura'seyeswith tender scrutiny , she added · first led me into bettering my condition in life ; but at what a" I sawyouwith Mr. Neeve yesterday . " cost ! Am I not a traitor in the eyes of every one who knowsLaurabecamerosy -red in a moment . me , and an ungrateful wretch in my own ? I cannot go back to" Weonlywent to buy someshoes , ” she said . Mrs. Cornford ; I do not thivk I can marry your good father ;"But whatbusinesshad Mr. Neevewith your shoes ? ” and I hate myself for what I am and what I do ; and yet , beingPapadoesnot like me to walk about Paris alone , and everyon
e

el
se

wasbusy, and that is why Mr. Neeve went— " ." Is that al
l

? " asked Kitty , still tenderly inquisitorial ." Youmusthave no secretsfrom me , Laura . "Thusurged, Laura told her story — and a touching story itwas, having fo
r

its theme and burden the love of Perry and ofherself fo
r

th
is

cruel , kind , good , naughty , tender , pitiless crea

" W
e

nevertalk of anything else , ” Laura said ,with charmingpathos, " and I think w
e

could talk of you al
l

day long . O
h , butKitty , he ha
s

paintedsuch beautifulpictures lately ! I am surehewill become agreat artist like Murillo or Raphaelone day , thesisan
d

yo
u

knowartists do make fortunes if they ar
e

clever . " .Kittyunderstoodverywell what Laurameant by this littlespeech, butlooked as innocent as a baby .

" M
y

de
ar

child , ” sh
e

said , " artists ar
e

th
e

greatestdreamerson th
e

fa
ce

of th
e

earth , and Mr. Neevethegreatest of al
l

. Butth
at

does no
t

matternow . Iknow I amalways causingpain tothose I lo
ve , though I do love yo
u ,Laura ,and I do want to ac

t LADIES' PATCHESANDPAINT. - PAGE274.
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turecalledKitty .
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CHAPTERXXXII. - PASTURESNEW.

what I am, I cannot help it . Oh, Laura, be warned by me- | breedinggive anybody ; and then, Kitty tacked this provisoto
you must promise to be warned by me !" every worldly -minded speculation as a salve to her conscience
Shewound her arms round the young girl's neck in a vehe- Myra, by mooting marriage, has declared her intention of for

ment, Vivien -like passionof entreaty, that would have swayed saking me, before I dreamedof forsaking her.
a much stronger will than Laura's, and never left off coaxing It was now arranged that they would go al

l together to Arca
and pressing till the word of promise was said . Laura con- chon , and things might have gone smoothly enough but for
sented to abjure Perry's friendship , to hear no more of hi

s

con- Kitty's unfortunate propensity to run into extremes. Had she
fidence, to return to her father as soon as an opportunity offered, stuck by Myra in everything , thus losing her hold on Ella's
and to study his wishes in everything . affections, and perhapsvexing Sir George a little , al

l might have
And when she had pledged herself to al

l

this , she received a gone well ; but as it was , she must try her old game of serving
goodly reward — such a reward as only Kitty can give ; sweet twomasters ,and live from time to time on the verge of a terrific
specialwords of tenderness, lofty confidences, insinuating little crisis . The crisis was staved off till the eve of departure, when
bits of praise, and , lastly , a little ring from of

f

her own finger . a most lucky circumstance - fo
r

Kitty - occurred, and the gor

" That is a pledge, " she said, “ that my little Laura is not dian knot was beautifully clipped on a sudden.

going to make al
l

those belonging to her unhappy and herself Myra was one of those fortunate persons to whom peoplewere
too by doing imprudent things . " always leaving money , without any other rhyme or reasonthan
And then shekissed her fo

r

the last time , and said she feared relationship . She had more than enough for her needsalready,

shemust sendher away . and did nothing to deserve substantial remembrance at the

“ And when shall I seeyou again ? " askedLaura , wistfully . hands of uncles , aunts , and cousins, and yet they could not

“ How can I tell , dear ? This is a flying visit to Paris , on my make their wills without adding to her fortune . So Myra , just
part , from our headquarters, and w

e

shall start fo
r

somefar - of
f

as she was going of
f

to the Pyrenees to enjoy herself , must be

place of resort in a day or two , most likely at half an hour's sent for to England , becausesome horridly provoking relation
notice : at present it is quite uncertain whither w

e go . But I bad seen fit to leave her a handsome sum in the Consols, and
will write to you wherever I am — as if I should not ! and , mind , family complications of a business nature made her presence

no word of this meeting to anybody . ” necessary.

Laura returnedhomewith a dreary foreboding of Perry's ver " It's too bad , " she said , pouting and crying like a child,

ation in the future ; for , after al
l , she had set out on a mission " that I should be dragged to London at this time of theyear,

for him , and ill had that mission beenfulfilled . What would and be disappointed of al
l my pleasure. No , Kitty , I won't

Perrysay , too , when she should reject his friendship , and not be go . "
able to tell him why ? “ Oh , what nonsense ! " Kitty said , with a genuine laugh ;

This Kitty they all loved so made them very miserable ! “ as if a legacy cameevery day . ”

“ How good of you to bear it so patiently , when I am sure
your heart is quite set upon Arcachon ! But you shall have
your reward . "
Kitty looked grave .

T MUST must be confessed that " I don't quite see how w
e

can both go , " she said. “ Think
Kitty made the problem of life how entirely the Bartelottes have relied upon us , and Ella so

unnecessarily difficult . Here she helpless, too ! It would not be fair to them . "

wasentangling herself anewwith “ If you go to Arcachon , I go , " Myra said , decidedly.

the Bartelottes , although already My dearMyra
entangled past extrication with “ If you go to Arcachon , I go , ” reiterated the little lady .

all those whom she had known , “ But just consider the way in which w
e

have pledgedour
and who had loved her up til

l

selves , " Kitty pleaded. “ Ella would never have thought of

now . By some singular and fatal Arcachon , or , indeed, of any other place, without somecapable
quality of character, she seemed friends at hand , and for both of us to fail her in the eleventh

unable to lead a simple existence, hour , when there isn't an available soul left in Paris , would be

but must complicate it by al
l

sorts too unkind . Your stay in England need be but short, and I

of unprovoked and irrevocable would meet you at Bordeaux , or even at Tours , or even at

acts. For instance, no soonerwas Paris , ” she added, very sweetly .

it settledthat sheandMyra should “ You propose, then , to sacrifice me in order that Ella may

go with the Bartelottes to the not pout a little while , or Si
r

John be made crossfor half an
Pyrenees, than she threw herself with such heart and soul into hour . "

Ella's interests, that Myra grew savagelyjealous . Kitty becamepale and silent . For a time Myra was silent
Kitty felt a warm liking for Ella , but after al

l they weremere too . At length she said , with passionate tears and quivering
acquaintances, and there could be no reason fo

r

the voluntary lips :

slavery into which Kitty sold herself for her new idol . She did “ O
f

course , I don't want you to feel conventionally bound to

a hundred things a da
y

that a le
ss exacting naturethan Myra's me— I'm no
t

so mean as that — bu
t

I di
d

think that yo
u

cared
might have resented - giving Ella her morning leisure , her com- for me a little , Kitty . ”

panionship , her sparkling wit , her bright spirits , al
l

of which Kitty would fain have taken her hands and caressedherinto
belonged to Myra by the right of compact. a gentler mood, but Myra put her away , and refused to listen
What would become of her if , or rather when , Myra married ? when she beganspeaking in self - justification.

Might not Ella be a powerful friend ?—Ella , who was sole “You speak as if I had determined upon quitting you fo
r

mistress of a wealthy house - Ella , who was so dependentupon ever , " Kitty said , with a calm smile . “ DearMyra , your absence
those she loved , and who said that she loved her -Ella , who in England need not extend beyond a week , and you
possessedwealth she could not use, and servants fo

r

whom she find me — notwith the Bartelottes , but awaiting you in yourown
could hardly find employment, luxuries sh

e

could only enjoy house . Nothing of th
e

programme is to be changed, except
vicariously ? Moreover, Ella's mode and condition of life was that you join us a few days later , and if it were not fo

r poor
very unlikely to alter . Who so likely to valueKitty fo

rKitty's Ella's helplessness, I should no
t

dream of goingwith them. ”self as she ?

And how pleasant it would be to spend th
e

winters at Cannes ha
s

twice as much cleverness an
d

twice asmany servants ! I am

“ Ella lesshelpless than I am ! ” Myra said , petulantly . " Sh
e

or Nice , the springs in a mansion in Belgravia , the autumns in sure to be cheated or sent on to the wrong place by thatdear

an ancestral country seat, with an undulating deer - park around stupid Tom -Tom and the boy Walter . ”

it , and al
l

sorts of pompsand pleasureshitherto undreamed of !

Myra had become ric
h

by marrying awealthyAnglo -Indian , an
d

Bartelotteswould only stay a weeklonger here , al
l

th
e

difficul
But , after al

l
, w
e may be fighting with shadows. If th
e

had no position anywhere beyond that which wealth and fair ties would vanish , ” Kitty said , brightly ; you

66

will then

" and mustknow
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thatif I wereto gowith them, it would besolely as your repre " eyeshave they and see not, ears have they and hear not."
sentative, and puttingother considerationsout of the question She had lived in Boliemia, and Bohemia boastsof its biblio
utterly. " maniacstoo .

" Al
l

otherconsiderations? " asked Myra , bitterly . “ It is so good of you to interestyourself about poor papa's

" O
h , you jealous, wayward thing ! " cried Kitty , seating her book -mania , ” Ella would say. " You know it boresother peo

se
lf

on a lo
w

stool at her friend's feet , and looking up into her pl
e

dreadfully , especiallyyoung people. I cannot think how it

facewith an irresistible, fond , though fault -finding smile . is that nothing in the world seems to bore you . "

" Youmustnot saysuch things , for you do not mean them, I “ Could I find anything to bore me here, I should be a cap
know. As if I caredfor Ella as much as I do for you , my more tious wretch, not fit to live , " Kitty answered, demurely.

thansister, my benefactor, my patron " But tell me honestly , dear - do you like old books ? "

“ But if youcarefor me so much , why do you dream for a " I do , indeed. You know , my childhood was spent among
moment of lettingme go to England alone ? ' ' scholarly people, and I am interested in everything they

“ Dearest, " beganKitty , " is not every oneobliged sometimes liked . ”

to sacrificefeelings to le
s

convenances? but I am always preaching " How fortunate for papa —and for me ! " Ella said, smiling

on thistext, andthe more I preachthe lessyou seem to listen . archly , “ for , with the best intentions in the world , w
e

aredull

In plainEnglish, w
e

are pledged to Si
r George and Ella , ” and companyfor each other sometimes, " sbe added, with a sigh .

sh
e

went on with her casuistry till Myra consented that Kitty “ I often think papa must be an angel to bear being ticd to a

should go to Arcachon, and not only consented, but acknow- fretful invalid as he does. He is unpopular, generallyspeak
ledgedthe necessity of it . Having obtained this concession, ing , and many domestic matters have helped to sour his
Kittyproceeded to instruct Myra's servants, Walter , Tom -Tom , temper ; but you se

e

how good and kind and unselfish he is at

and he
r

maid, as to the care of their mistress on the journey , home . ”

and to make al
l

sorts of fanciful preparationsfor her comfort , It was a happy , oblivious time , and Kitty wished that it

crammingher pocketswith bonbons, her bagwith new novels , might last forever. The sword of Damocles, in the shape of

he
r

trunkwith al
l

sorts of things that she persisted in consider- Dr. Norman's letter , wasalwayshanging over her , but she per

in
g

necessary. It wasarrangedthat Kitty should meetMyra at sisted in not seeing it .

Tours on herreturn, and that they should write to eachother at When she first arrived at Arcachon there remainedexactly
leasttwicea week. Kitty smiled and scoffed at the merest in

- twenty -onedays' respite to her , andtwenty - on
e

dayspassquickly
sinuation of herpart of the compact being broken , and after a under pleasant circumstances. From the dewy, pine -scented,

timeMyrabelievedher, and presentedher with a costlydiamond bird -singing morning , til
l

the luminous , tranquil , southern

an
d

rubyring, as a pledge of good faith and friendship . night , there was nothing to do at Arcachon but to enjoy exist
Thencamethe hurried lunch , the drive to the station , the ence.

leave-taking, and, whenthe train was fairly on its way to Bou Kitty's twenty -onedays passedlike a dream, and she awoke
logne, Kitty breathed a great sigh of relief . She was fond of onemorning to find herselfutterly dismayed. Shehad counted
Myra, an

d

sh
e

wished to saveher pain , but she felt very glad the time that must elapsebetween th
e

sending of her letter and

to haveherawayfor a time . the arrival of it , and she knew that shemust write to Dr. Nor
manwithin the next four -and - twentyhours . The early half of

the time was not insupportable. It is so easy to forget at mid
CHAPTERXXXIII.-- THEWATERSOFOBLIVION. day that onehas to swallow an unpleasantpotion at midnight ;

and Kitty drove out with Ella , saunteredabout the gardenwith
RCACHON is the quaintest Sir George, enjoyed her noontide siesta, and dined as usual.

place in the world , with a little But al
l

these things came to an end, and she found herself at

village of lodging -houses ; and last shut up in her own room, pen in hand , Dr. Norman's letter
Kitty Silver forgot the friends lying before, and her mind full of irresolution , penitence, and
and lovers to whom she was dismay. She sat down , and calmly reviewed the state of her
bound. affairs, moral and material .

She was enjoying a sense of One point was clear --she stood bound to Dr. Norman ; and
freedom, as new as it was de- another wasequally so --her friendship for Dr. Norman was the
lightful . Sir George and Ella only safeinvestmentshebad made. Myra loved her ; but Myra
treated her as if she had been was ready to marry any day without considering her friend's

& duchess. It was always, welfare. Ella loved her ; but Ella was not an easyperson to

“ Would Miss Silver like this ? know intimately ; and beyond a delightful acquaintance, what
Would Miss Silver object to wasElla to her ? If Myra forsook her , if no one elsetook her

that ? Did Miss Silver wish to up , should shenot be fairly worsted in the battle of life ?

visit such and such a place ? " It seemed to Kitty that duty and expediencyran here in

Every arrangement seemed parallel lines , and that if the former stoodDr. Norman in good

madewith regard to Kitty's pleasure, and, stead, so much more did the latter . Compassionalso inclined
beyond a little care of Ella , shewas abso- her to him .

lutely freefrom any responsibility whatever. The clock of the little church struck eleven, twelve , one, and

Here life was easy beyond her imagina- Kitty knew no morewhat the purport of her letter was to be

tion . Shehad nothing to do but to enjoy , than shehad done in the morning . Shedipped her pen in the

herself al
l day long , and she flourised on ink , and , having datedthe letter , begandesperately :

such liberal diet , looking so handsome in “ My dear Dr. Norman . "

he
r

ai
ry , countrycostume, that it was a pleasure to behold he
r

. But as soon as that wasdone , she rose in desperateindecision

How beautifulyou are ! ' ' Ella was always saying . “ How and walked up and down the room , sighing to herself . Perhaps

handsome an
d

cleverthat gi
rl

is , by Jove ! " w
as
Si
r George al ba
d

sh
e

fe
lt

morally certainthat if sh
e

broke of
f

with D
r.

Nor

waysthinking;and between th
e

twoKitty go
t

as much praise man then and there sh
e

should be no more reminded of him , no

if w
as good fo
r

he
r
. Praise is , nodoubt , a great personalbeau- morebrought into contactwith anybodybelonging to hi

m , sh
e

tif
ie
r
, so lo
ng

as it is keptwithin legitimate bounds , ju
st

as un
-

could have sa
t

down atonce an
d

ended th
e

misery

deservedblamemakespeoplegrow crossand ugly . Kitty could If only someone , if only somethingwould help me, shesaid
hardly he

lp

smiling an
d

looking bright when sh
e

sa
w

he
r

smiles to herself , as sh
e

turnedabout th
e

paper ,unwilling towrite th
e

an
d

brightlooks reflected in otherfaces , an
d

her ne
w

friends death -warrant of he
r

be
st

friend's Lappiness . Once sh
e

stop
ped , and wrote the following sentence, to see how the truth

H
er Proteanidiosyncrasycame ou
t

astoundingly . Si
r George Looked on paper : " Oh ! forgive me. I must be false to you .

w
as
abibliomaniac; an
d

what , in heaven's name ,could Kitty Forget th
e

wretch that I am ; ” bu
t

no soonerwere th
e

words

kn
ow

about ol
d

books ?ButKittywas no
t

on
e

of thosewho written than sh
e

he
ld

th
epaper to th
e

candle , an
d

destroyed

weremostappreciative.
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--

the horrid symbols that they were. She cared fo
r

Dr. Norman's wrote , she could not precisely remember afterward ; she only

goodopinions , fo
r

her own self -respect, too much to prove her- knew that her meaning was worded as plainly as could be , and

self a liar ; but then the cost of being true ! —to go back to the that it was the utter defeat of Dr. Norman's hopes. For once

humdrum village life ; to take upon herself the charge of thoce in her life she had written nothing but the naked , unvarnished

willful children ; to respond to Dr. Norman's noble , honest , truth ; how he would receive it was an after and secondary

large -hearted life and love . Could she do al
l

these at al
l
, much thought . Then she sealed her letter savagely, and creeping

less , do themwell ? down -stairs, placed it beside the letter -bag, already locked in

And , then , there wasPerry ! readinessfor the early post .

She threw herself on the bed in a paganish impatiencewith Kitty had a power of voluntary forgetfulness, which is most

the Fates that had brought her into such straits , craving in her enviable in these feverish , overworked times . She could force

poor blind humanity a God to pray to , or a second self to help herself to sentenceone lover to a humiliating disappointment,

and counsel. and to make a dangerous assignation with another, without

As Kitty lay thus , wondering if this were the kind of ordeal keeping awake after it . Her mind was not yet made up as to

to make people pinched and old and ugly , she glided from the safestmeans of carrying her plan into effect ; but she knew

up the
the stupor of despondencyinto the stupor of sleep, and dozed that to begin to think was to go on thinking , so sheshut

intermittently . faculties of her mind , as one shuts up trinkets in a drawer, and

During that state of imperfect slumber , she dreamed, or slept soundly till dawn .

thought shedreamed, that she was drowsing on the old sofa in Over the process of dressing she determinedupon the wisest

Paradise Place , sitting up to le
t

in Perry and Mrs. Cornford , conduct to pursue : she would feign to receive a letter from

who had gone to the theatre. Kitty and Mrs. Cornford used to someold friend passing through Bordeaux , or , if the letter -bag

take by turns to go with him when the ticket of admission was were opened beforeSir Georgeand Ella , and therewere no let

only a double one, and it was Perry's custom to signify their re ters for her at all , she would feign to have receivedsomesuch

turn by throwing a pebble against the casement, or singing a letter a day or two since .

snatch of a song. How real Kitty's dream seemed to be ! There “ I am most annoyingly obliged to take the half -pastnine

wasPerry outsidesinging : o'clock train to Bourdeaux this morning ; if you will staywith

“ Oh ! had I a thousand a year , GafferGreen ; " Ella , perhaps, she will not mind . ”

“ Some important shopping on hand ? ” said Sir George, quiz
and then there came th

e

impatient shower of gravelagainst th
e

zically ; he wasprofoundly inquisitive .

panes. “ No. I go to meet a friend there who is passing through

“ O
h
! wait a minute , ” sh
e

cried , starting up impatiently ; Bourdeaux on hi
s way - to Spain , Ipresume , ” Kitty answered

bu
t

th
e

action rousedher , an
d

sh
e

laid he
r

headon th
e

pillow hypothetically , adding with a smile : " he is a pooryoungartist
almost wishing that the dreamwere true . And it was true , in -a protégé of mine , I might say ( oh ! happy Kitty to have hi

t

a sense, fo
r

th
e

singingand the shower di
d

no
t

cease, though upon that innocentword ) , and if I refused to go and se
e

hi
m ,

Kitty remained wakeful , and when she rose from her bed to he would feel greatly hurt . ”

peer out , there was a wild Quixotic figure , Perry's self , keeping
watch beneaththe window .

Sir George acquiesced, and , with a faint show of well -bred
surprise , Ella acquiescedalso . Neither of them liked the idea

of losing Kitty — the sun of their universe — fo
r

a wholeday,

and there was a little feeling of jealousy underlying the regret.

Who was this all -important protégé of her's for whomshegave

HERE was no time fo
r

thinking . H
e up a luncheon -party as rigidly as if she were a lawyer bound to

had found her out . She must accord Bourdeaux to make a will ? It seemed incredible that a poor
bim an interview at any risk . Im- wandering art -student -- a mere boy , as they gleanedfrom
placably foolish , implacably fond , Kitty's reports - should exact such excessiveconsiderations o

f

never - to - be - forgivenPerry . punctuality from her . Could he not have waited ! Could he

By a great effort she controlled the not have come ?

passion of terror and indignation that Whilst Kitty was making out her case, Sir Georgeand Ella

had taken possession of her , and open- sawmatters exactly in the light that sh
e

wished them to do ;

ing the window , said , al
l

in a breath : so subtly could she force the reasoningpowers of another into a

“ You must be mad to think w
e

can focus of any compassshe liked . She had said with theutmost
recognize each other here . Am I not a simplicity — I must go to Bourdeaux to se

e
a poor youngartist, a

woman ? have I not a reputation ? do protégé of mine , and I must go to -day - an
d

there seemed no

you want me to hate you , that you per- possible objection to make to either statement. But no sooner
secute m

e

thus ? But I will meet yo
u

at Bourdeaux to -morrow , w
as

he
r

personal influencewithdrawn than their facultiesgradu
and hear al

l

that you have to sa
y

. I will meetyou at theHôtel ally sharpened, and they perceived that the circumstance w
as

de la Paix to -morrow , exactly at eleven o'clock . Good -night ! " pregnantwith suggestion ,and — they could no
t

conceal th
e

“ One word , ” pleadedPerry , with pathetic passion in hi
s

thought from eachother-suspicion also .

voice ; but Kitty had shut the window and fastenedtheshutters “ Our dear Kitty is so generous, and so full of sympathy an
d

resolutely . affection , that I could never be quite sure into what imprudence

When sh
e

fe
lt

once more alone , sh
e

could have cried with sh
e

might no
t

be le
d , ” sa
id

Ella , “ an
d

Mrs. Wingfield us
ed

to

mortification and dismay ; al
l

he
r

feelings of compassion fo
r

talk of Kitty's lovers as if they were legion . " .Dr. Norman had died out , and she sat down to write to him in

a mood that w
as

ha
lf
-retributive , an
d

half -revengeful. What ing envious of younger 'men in general an
d

of Kitty lovers in

of course , " said Sir George, a little testily, feel

right had Dr. Norman , what right had Perry to make her so particular .

suffer ?Was sh
e

no
t

fr
ee to choose he
r

own lif
e , an
d

select or po
or

- th
e

daughter of a peer or of a sweep . What a figure

“ A woman like that has lovers whethershe i
s rich

from al
l

the affectionsheld out to her the one she found she has ! andwhat wit ! She is superb ! ”

sweetestand best ? Why was she to be hunted down just be

cause sh
e

happened to be brighter , wittier , moreattractive than Ella added ,joking ; “ fo
r

generous as sh
e is , an
d

sweet an
d“ Don't you go and fall in love with Kitty yourself, papa, "

most other women , an
d

goaded , netted , entangled , like any loving as sh
e

is , sh
e

cannot marry all he
r

lovers " < adding
helpless dumbanimal ? Po

or

Kitty , it must be confessed , ha
d

archlý , -- an
d I don't want a step -mamma — though I ad
or
e

no idea of any higher duty than inclination . Inclination was Kitty . "

her religion , her law , her judge ; and inclination no longerpleaded in behalf of Dr. Norman . Sir Georgeseemedsomewhatshocked at Ella's levity.

So , visiting Perry's si
ns upon D
r.

Norman's head , sh
e

sa
t

shilling to spare , an
d

that Iwouldn't spoil yo
ur

comfort if fie
s“ My dear , ” he said , " youforget that you and I have no

t
a

down to write to him in a state of mind which could but argue Silver had a millionill both for the manner and matter of her letter .

and I were as much in lovewithher

What she las Colonel Johnson is in love with you . "

CHAPTERXXXIV. -CAUGHT IN A NET.

el

" Of course,
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Kitty Silver.”*** more.
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Ella laughedsarcastically. pretty breakfastadornedwith flowers, for Perry neverforgot to" I hopeyour passionwould be to better purpose, though I fête Kitty under any circumstances. Then Kitty le
t

Francinedoubt it , " shesaid. “ I believeKitty might be led into follies take of
f

her soft summercloak of creamywhite , andher modestan
d

complications by exaggeratednotions of kindness, but she strawbonnetwith one little rosebud, and motioning the youngis as fa
r

fromfalling in love as I am — and that is saying a great girl to a seat by the window , sat down at the head of Perry'sdeal. "

table ." Youwill nevermarry , Ella ? ” “What arewe to have ? ” she said, with an affeetation of the" Papa,howpreposterous is the very idea ! and that brings us old childish gourmandisethat Perry had delighted to indulge ;back to Kitty . A woman who renouncesmarriage, especially “ little fish , little birds ? and , oh , there is some nougat! Givewhensuchrenunciation is the cause of permanentweak health , me a bi
t , this minute , please. ”mustseekfor compensations in friendship . I cannot tell you Perry chipped of

f
a bit of the nougat, delighted, and Kittywhat it would be to me now to lose the friend I have found in crushed it with her strong , beautiful little teeth , and askedforShe had overcomeher agitation now , and determined to“ There is no presentdanger of that kind that I se

e
, " Si
r

be good and kind to her poor faithful protégé, and make himGeorgesaid. “ Miss Kitty Silver likes us , and likes our ways. happyfor an hour , if shecould .Shewill not go yet . ” “ And now , tell me , " she said (my little maid understands“ W
e

have no kind of claimupon her time , remember, papa , " no English ) , “ from whence you came, and whither you go ?Ellasaid; " but it is not the idea of losing Kitty for the pre- How is dear Polly and her chicks ? What is shedoing ? Andsentthatmakesmeuneasy. It is the future I am thinking of . is Vittoria married ? I want to hear everything about everySupposingKitty holdsherself free to accept a homewith us in- body . "stead of returning to Mrs. Wingfield - of course, I do not know Perry beganhis catechism at the end :howmattersstandwith them , and speakhypothetically - would “ Vittoria was married ; Polly Cornford and her chicks hadyouofferanyobjection to suchan arrangement ? " gone home ; her stay in Paris had turned outwell , he thought , ”Si
r

Georgelooked like a man who is suddenlyasked to lend and so on .hi
s

dearestfriend a largesum of money . “ And what are you going to do with yourself this winter ,"She is a poor clergyman's daughter , or something of that dear Perry ? " askedKitty .sort, isn'tshe ? andhas been a governess. We should have to Perry wasclumsily carving a little bird .payher at least a hundred a year ! ” “ I will tell you when I haveachievedthis performance, " he" Poorpapa! " criedElla , laughing heartily at this display of said ; and when a delicate bit was finally conveyed to Kitty'she
r

father'slittle weakness; “poor , victimized papa ! it is too plate , added :ba
d

to comedownuponyou with such expensivewhims ; but if “ I am going to Madrid to seetheVelasquez, and from MadridKitty is to be had at any price , I must have her — always sup- to Cadiz , and from Cadiz to Tunis , and , perhaps, into Algiers .posingKitty to be all and no morethan w
e

take her to be . " Algiers is a fine placefor artists , some of our fellows say . If I" Sh
e

ridessplendidly, and if that isn't a sign of good breed like it , I shall stay to paint there . "in
g

I don't knowwhat is ; but there is just a dash of artistic So the hours wore on ; and Kitty and Perry , as children whoBohemiaabouther , " said Sir George, “ that makes one feel a have started for a summerwalk holding hands across a tinylittleuncertainwhether "Love me , love my friends , ' would brooklet , found the brooklet grow into a brook , and the brookapply in he
r

ca
se ; " and thus he stopped short , and looked at into a rivulet , and the rivulet into a river - broad and deep.Ellaearnestly. They spoke to each other , but their voices had a strange and" Exactly, " answeredElla ; “ but how are w

e

ever to obtain hollow sound . They could not go back to the point fromcertainty? Mrs. Wingfield is th
e

only friend of Kitty's w
e

whencethey had started , and the river grew wider andwider .know, an
d

sh
e

is a gentlewoman, though sadly destitute of The sky wasbright overhead, th
e

world was bright around , bu
tbrainsandeducation. We couldn't go to her for references' life seemedcold , and dark , and old to them, as they lost sightof hermostintimatefriend ? ” of eachother's facesand went their ways."Will it not be better to leave matters as they are for thepresent? " askedher father , unwilling to spend an extra hun There is a Spanish proverb which says, “ Every hair has itsdreda year,evenwere it to secure th

e

society of a young ,band- shadow , " but the maker ofthe proverb should have added , bysome, andgiftedwoman. way of moral , “ Happy is he who sees it not . ”And fo
r

th
e

present, the matter wasallowed to rest . The possessor of superabundanttact can scarcely be a happyperson, and Kitty was such a person. She saw the shadow of

* + $

every hair .CHAPTERXXXV. - KITTY ANDHER PROTEGE.

Whilst

For instance, no sooner had she received Ella's kiss of welN
o

soonwR di
d

Kitty find herself alone with Francine , on her
come and Sir George's hand -shake — both were apparently ascordial as ever - than she knew somethingwas going wrong.

w
ay

to Bourdeaux, than a delicious , vagabondish sense of fee . Just a touch of apprehension, just a shade of mistrust , just an

domtookpossession of her . It was a long time now since sheba
d

experienced th
e

feeling, an
d

though sh
e

was a stave of he
r

approximation of jealousywereevident to he
r ,which could no
t

ownfreewill , andthechains that bound her werecoveredwith have beenevident to onepersonout of fifty thousand.velvetanddown, theygalled a little at times . shewasmaking of her day at Bourdeaux as pretty an idyll asTo -day she hadcastthem of
f , andshefelt glad . could be , whilst Ella listened, smiled , and asked none butKitty w

as

silent til
l

th
e

train arrived at Bourdeaux, an
d

George talked naturally of Perry's projected tour an
d

th
e

ad

answerablequestions, for Ella had plenty of tact too , whilst Sirstepped ou
t

on to theplatform - calm , though pale . vantages likely to accruefrom it , Kitty saw as clearly as ordiShedrew he
r

va
il

over he
r

face , saw at a glance that Perry nary people se
e

that black is black and white is white , whatw
as

no
t

there; then beckoning a coachman, ordered him to mischiefPerry had worked her . The harmwasdone, pastcure.

driveher to theHôtel de la Paix . Shemustmake the best of it .There ar
e

somethings in which one never grows older , and She worked harder than ever for the next few days. SheKitty , w
hogrew, morally speaking ,months every da
y , w
as

as posed as an angel ,and di
d it to perfection . Si
r

Georgecould
young as ever in th

is
, that she could no
t

meet Perry un
-

almost haveforgivenugliness in a womanwho was so amiable,so lively , so capable as she. Kitty managed the house now ,O
n

th
is

occasion he
r

heartwas beating fast al
l

the time that even marketed at times , and this cconomical proceeding en .th
e

greeted hi
m

with apparent indifference ; he di
d

not se
e it , chanted Si
r

Georgebeyond anything . Kitty suggestedthat th
ebe di
d

no
t

divine it , bu
t

under thatcalm , beautifully -poisedcourier w
as

unnecessary a masterstroke ? Th
e

courierwas
manner, burned a volcanicfire of conflicting passions. dismissed, and Kitty had reached the pinnacle of Sir George'sTh

ey

shookhands and talked of th
e

weather til
l

they were favor . If possible , sh
e

devotedherself to El
la

more th
an

ev
er
.fa
irl
y

installed in a little salon where Perry ha
d

provided : El
la

concluded adozen times a da
y

that sh
e

could no
t

possibly

moved.
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live without Kitty , but she wished Kitty had no protégés, and “ How can we ever repay such devotion ?" she said.
hesitatedaboutmaking her one of themselves. “ You forget that she is poor," Sir George replied ; " and
But Ella had an attack of illness, and that brought matters to that reminds me to ask you, my dear, what becameof al

l

the

a crisis . Kitty sat up with her for several successivenights ; trinkets your aunt Frances left you ! There was a pretty coral
but for Kitty's care, the doctor said , Ella might have suc- necklace, worth very little ; why not give it to Miss Silver ? "

cumbed. It was Kitty who could soothe her to sleep, Kitty " Oh , papa ! as if Kitty would wear such trumpery ! But I

who could devise a comfortablebed. Kitty who could think of am going to give her something on her birthday , which will
somethingfor her to eat . Sir George's gratitude was raptur- make her look like a queen, " and Ella instructed Sir George to

ous, and as soon as ever Ella becameconvalescent revived her pick out a certain violet case from her drawer, and take from
plan regarding Kitty's future . it two or three strings of exquisite pearls .

“ It is not a question of choice, it is a question of necessity, " “ They -- are - not - out - of - your - own - jewel -case ? " gasped
he said . “ Kitty must come to us . She is just the personwe her father .

want ; we arejust the people she wants . It really seems a dis “ I ought first to have told you that they werebought on pur
pensation of Providence - but I don't think , my dear , w

e

need pose for Kitty , " answeredElla , “ knowing your dislike fo
r

any
say anything about salary . What a home it is for her ! " thing going out of the fainily . Thesewere never in thefamily,

“ Papa ! " cried Ella , quite shocked ; “ I am so fond of Kitty papa . How lovely they are , and how Kitty will love them fo
r

that I hategiving her money at al
l

. But two hundred pounds my sake ! " and for Kitty's sake she kissed them beforethey

a yearwould be too little for any gentlewoman, under the ci
r were put away .

cumstances Sir George having decided to go to England , decided to go at

Sir Georgelooked excessivelynervous and uncomfortable . once, and Kitty had to be told .

“ I don't want to be shabby, Ella ; she is a splendid girl , Kitty bad vague grounds for upeasiness. She sawplainly
good as gold and sharp as a Jew . She will save you the ex- enough that there was some secret at the bottom of Sir
pense of a lady's -maid , and work al

l

sorts of reformations George's suddendeparture for England ; but how could such a

amongour extravagantpack of servantsinto the bargain . " secret affect her directly ? She could hardly believeherself to

“ Indeed, you misunderstand me, papa, " Ella answered, col- be of so much importance in Ella's or her father's eyes as to

oring painfully . “ I want Kitty to be my friend , not my ser- imagine that the journey wasmade on her account. And yet,

vant . I cannot and will not trade upon her goodness to me . ” she felt instinctively that she had something to do with it .

“ But , my dear child , she declaresthat nothing makes her so
happy as doing things for people she likes . Why not let her CHAPTERXXXVI . - 110WSIR GEORGEFAREDONHIS ERRAND.

be happy in her own way ? ' Sir George chuckled to himself ,
and added, “ and saveour pocketswhen w

e

can ? " ' . IR GEORGE set off in a state of

" Papa, you would not take that tone if you knew how I ab excitement that bordered on ela

hor it , " Ella said ; “ we are not deciding a question of popcy . tion . If one thing in theworld

We are thinking of Kitty's happinessand our own . " was almost as dear to him as his

Sir Georgewas terribly afraid of Ella's anger , and said , very daughter , it washis ducats: and
penitently : he felt that to secureKitty as a

“ I can't help thinking of money, how can I , when every acre member of his householdwould

I have goes to a man I hate , and your whole portion must be an inestimablepiece of econ

be saved out of my income ? I should not be stingy if it omy . He wasone of the fewmen

werenot for this . " who could mix up his admiration
Ella laid one of her fragile little hands on his arm . for a young and fascinating w

o

“ Poor , dear papa ! ” she said, “ I am always forgetting the man with the baldestmercenaryconsider
future . I suppose it is because I fancy I shall not live to be ation . Kitty was handsome, and he ad

old , and want money. ' mired her ; Kitty was clever, and he liked
To return to Miss Silver , " began Sir George, abruptly - he her company ; Kitty wasmasterly in deal

could not bear to dwell for a moment on the probability of ing with the common affairs of life , and
Ella's life being short— " she is to live with us if she likes ; that for that quality he adoredher .

is understood - is it not ? " Poor Sir George'snature had been em

“ On one or two conditions , ” Ella answered, brightly . “ In bittered by various causes. In the first

the first place, you shall not be mulctedmuch , papa ; my in place , he began life by marrying a penni

come is too large for an invalid who cannot go to balls and less girl for love , an act of self -sacrifice
make five toilets a day— ' which he could never quite forgive hi

m

" I dare sa
y

Miss Silverwould not be offended if you gave her self , especially as she bore him no so
n

. In the second, his

a left -off gown now and then . Poor clergymen's daughters are nameand estatewould go to the man he hatedabove al
l

others
used to that sort of thing . " in th

e

world . Thirdly , he was comparatively poor , andcould

“ Papa , there ar
e

more considerations fa
r

more important only provide fo
r

Ella's future by letting hi
s

house in Clarges
thanmy le

ft - off gowns. Is Kitty free to accept ou
r

offer ? Is street , and hi
s country seat , and living economicallyabroad.

her family such as to warrant us in making it ? " He had one extravagance - namely , a passion fo
r

ol
d

rare
For somemomentsboth were silent . books ; but that one bore the samerelation to his numerous

“ I will te
ll

yo
u

th
e

bestthing to do , " Si
r George said , at economies as the Corsair's “ onevirtue linked unto a thousand

last . “ I must go to London before long on business. Why crimes . ”

should I not go at onceand easeyour mind about Miss Silver's He traveled second -class when traveling alone ; dressed as

family an
d

antecedents by obtaining al
l necessaryinformation ? " " shabbily as decencypermitted ;drank vi
n

ordinairewith water;

“ From whom ? " askedElla , doubtfully .

“ From Mrs. Wingfield , in the first instance, and from the blank leaf of their own .

dined of
f

a single dish , and answered people's letters on th
e

friends at whosehouseMrs. Wingfield fir
st

made he
r

acquaint- people spent a shilling , he spent about ninepence ; if fairls ou
tIn fine , where ordinarily economical

ance. "
"Would no
t

that be underhand an
d

a little mean ? " Ella world were to other men , th
e

pleasures of saving were to hi
m .

, . What the grosserpleasures o
f th
e

said , still doubtful . To feel himself at liberty to be as economical as he pleased, was

" Miss Silver needneverknow . Provided w
e
do no
t

te
ll

he
r

, a little debauch ofwhich he could no
t

make enough . H
e gr
ew

there is no objection to th
e

plan th
at I ca
n

discover . Th
e

plain ga
y , br
is
k
, an
d

almost affectionatelydisposed toward th
e

world.

truth of th
e

matter is ,Miss Silver ha
s

madeherself necessary to when th
us

inebriated ; would be courteous to th
e

pitch of ge
ni
e

yo
u , an
d

Miss Silver w
e

must keep , at an
y

co
st . I do believe alitywith th
e

second or th
ird -class passengerswith whom.doshe almost savedyour life in this last illness . " traveled ; would be civil to French officials , whom he detested;

Ella's eyesfilled . would offer a cigar to any one sitting next him .

1987 -
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alitieswith
circumstances. A person stood represented in hismanyworldlyadvantagesin general. Mere intellectual attain- only of architecture, 'but of painting and sculpture.

ments,whetherscientific, literary, social, or artistic, went for remarkablepublic edificesare the Palazzodella Signora, thean
littleornothing;

ainiabilitiesand moral qualitieswerealtoge- cient residence of the doge; and the palacesDoria- Pamfili,
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When reckoningup the expensesof the day he chuckled to He returnedpertinaciously to the matterof Kitty's kith and

himselfand praisedhimself as if he had achieved a greatac- kin .tion, andwould enjoy the profound sleep of the happy con " My dear Ella being young and motherless, I feel it my
science.

duty to know something definite about this ycung lady's posi
As soon as thebusinessthat took him to London was fairly tion in the world. Shewill not marry. A girl withoutapenny
over, he presentedhimself at Mrs. Wingfield's lodgings in rarely marries out of her own sphere, and if she is to be Ella's
Greenstreet.

companion for years to come, wewant to feel that no pooror
Myrareceivedeverybodycordially, and over a charming little disreputablerelations comedown upon us.'té

le
- à - té
te

lunch, which Si
r

George did not disdain , as he only “If you are guided by me , " she said at parting “

practicedabstemiousnesswhen it answered some en
d ; they just give Kitty bi
g

lumps of sugar , and not trouble your head
talked a greatdeal of Kitty and Kitty's affairs. about anything else . What good are pedigrees to clever
Simple as Myra was, shegot Sir George to tell her all that she people ? "wanted to know before saying a word ; and then , much too When her visitor had gone , Myra went to her room , andcried

tickled at thenewturn affairswere taking to be angry , sheburst for an hour over Kitty's unkind behaviour. She was going
into a heartylaugh, and said :

back to India , the wife of Captain Longley ; but wasnot her

· M
y

dear Si
r

George, what an oddnotion to think of concern- approachingmarriage an extra reasonfor needingher friend ?

in
g

yourselfaboutKitty's antecedents or belongings. Nobody Myra was not romantic . She knew the world very well , anů

in theworlddoesthat . O
f

course, Kitty hasfriendsand lovers , she entertained no sentimental notions about love and mar

an
d

mayhavewhat you call antecedents, for aught I know ; riage . She had beenmarried before, and she understoodthe ne

bu
t

so long as shecontrives to keep them so beautifully in the cessity of husbandand wifenot boring eachother , if they would
background, whatmatters it to us ? ”

be happy . But shewas so terribly dependent on others , that

Sh
e

openedherlarge , sleepy, blue eyes, and fixing them on Si
r

she felt she must inevitably bore Captain Longley if shewere
George'swizen, hairy face with an inexpressible mixture of shut up with him alone in somelonely station up -country. If

childishnaivetéandwomanlyshrewdness, added : Kitty were but with her always , all would go smoothly.

* Youmight, with perfect safety , marry Kitty , Si
r

George . Myra really cared for Kitty ; moreover, she now declared to

Sh
e

wouldtake care that her family or family affairs never herself bitterly thatshe would never again trust a friend as she
annoyedyou. "

had trusted this falseone ." I don'twant to marryMiss Silver , " Sir Georgesaid , pettishly. " I want to make your dear Ella happy that is

NOT DIVIDED .

al
l

. ' '
" Ella is a spoiled child crying for Kitty instead of the

TOGETHERfiftyyears theytrod
moon, ” Myrarejoined ; " but themoon won't comedown , and

Thewanderingways of life ;

Kittywill . "

Then slept beneaththe samegreen sod,

" Ella is so excessivelytender of consciencethat she would Fond husband, faithfulwife .

no
t

fo
r

worldsmakeany proposals to Miss Silver till after I hadseenyou. Wefeel, indeed, that we stand in a delicateposition Their days to seventyyears had grown ,

withregard to yourself— " And , when he went away," O
h

! as if I shouldhold you responsible — " She madenowild and bittermoanAbove his lifelessclay .

“ I do assureyouthat w
e

have never once urged her to remainwith us longer than her previous arrangementswith But , gently as a summerday

yo
u

wouldenableher to do so , " Sir Georgecontinued , apolo Sinks to its beauteousclose,

getically.

Her life and spirit ebbedaway,

" Kitty is a freeagent. I neverheld her bound except by her And into glory rose .inclinationsandaffections, ” Myra said , a little bitterly .

He died just as the morningbeamed,

" I am thankful to hear you say so , Mrs. Wingfield . Dear And she beforethe night ;

El
la

ha
s

beenquite troubled lest w
e

should appear to have A neweternal bridal seemed
acted an unfriendlypart toward you . " The solemnburial rite .“ Sh

e

le
ft

m
e

becauseshe liked it , and shewill stay for thesamereason, ” Myra answered. “ I hope she will not change Three generations of their name,he
r

mindagain in a greathurry . That is al
l

. " Proud fathers, bridegroomsblest," I don'tthink shewill change her mind , becauseshe is so And lovers in their earliest flame,devotedlyattached to Ella . Conveyedthem to their rest.They are like sisters , " Sir Georgesaid.

In the low chambergentlylaid ,

" O
h ! thatcounts fo
r

nothing . She loved m
e

like a sister a And heapedtheir couchwith flowers ;

couple of monthsback . ” '

And in their spirits softly prayedSi
r

George di
d

no
t

think any worse of Kitty fo
r

thus being May such an end be ours ! "spoken of by he
r

dearestfriend . O
n

the contrary , he ratheradmiredKitty fo
r

showing so much sagacity in the selection of GENOA .he
r

patrons. O
f

course, Kitty knewwell enough how immeasurablysuperiorElla's socialpositionwas to Myra's — th
e

former Genoa is a fortified maritime city in the north -west of Italy ,

a baronet'sdaughter,the latter a merchant's widow ! Si
r

once a celebratedrepublic ,now th
e

capital of a province ofthe
Georgelaughed in hissleeve at Myra's insensibility to th

is

Sardinian States. It is situate at the north point of the Gulf of

vi
ew

of th
e

question, an
d

as he likedthe little la
dy , an
d

ha
d

no Genoa , eighty miles fromTurin . The houses ar
e

well built ;

particularmotive fo
r

undeceiving he
r , he allowed he
r

to go on bu
t

th
e

streets ar
e

so narrow an
d

irregular ,that , inmany places ,it is almost impossible to pass them in a carriage. Threestreets,

of course,Kitty adored hi
s

darling El
la

; bu
t

it seemed pr
e-

however , th
e

Strada Balbi , th
e

Strada Nuova , an
d

th
e

Strada
posterous th

at

M
yr
a
, shouldeven have expectedadoration in Nuovissima , fo
rm

striking exceptions : they ar
e

regular ,spael degree. Excepting in Kitty's ca
se

– Fo
r

Kitty w
as

an ex
-

ci
ou
s
, an
d

th
e

more impressive to a stranger fr
om

following
Septiconto ev

er
y

ru
le

— Si
r

Georgecompletelyconfoundedperson- ) eachother insuccession .It is in thesestreets that are to be found the palaces of the

The most

Brignole , Durazzo, Spinola , Serra , Balbi , Pallavicini , which con

deceivingherself.

therignored.
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tain numerous choice specimensof art. There ar

e

many mag- | addedwool from Spain , wax and cotton from th
e

Levant , and
nificent churches, amongwhich the Dell'Annunciada , and th

e

from the United Statesdifferent articles of American produce.

cathedral ar
e

th
e

most conspicuous. The elegant church of Fish fromNewfoundland is here , as in otherCatholic cities, an

Carignano wasbuilt at the expense of a citizen of the name of import of considerable amount . Genoa is the see of an arch
Sauli ; his grandsonerected a monument of equal magnificence, bishop .

and the bridge of the same name, which is of great height , Population - 112,000. From the eleventh to the eighteenth

connecting tw
o

hills , an
d

forming on
e

of th
e

favorite resorts of century ,Genoawas th
e

capital of a flourishingcommercial re :the Genoese. public , and planted colonies on the shores of the BlackSea, a
s

There are several theatres, numerousconvents, a university , well as in the Levant . It was bombarded by the French in
with a botanic garden an

d

museum ; an
d

th
e

greathospital fo
r

1684, an
d

submitted to th
e

Hungarians in 1746 ; bu
t

a citizen

th
e

sick and infirm , an
d

th
e

Albergo de
i

Poveri , or poorhouse, being abused by an Austrian officer , th
e

inhabitants ro
se

an
d

ar
e

magnificent buildings . Besides these , there ar
e

fifteen fe
-

massacredmost of th
e

soldiery ,and droveaway th
e

remainder.

male asylums , an exchange , an
d

th
e

bank of St
.

George .The Therepublic , in 1798 ,assumed th
e

French form ofgovernment
hurbor of Genoa is in th

e
fo
rm

of a semi -circle ,with a diameter with th
e

title of Ligurian Republic ,which w
as

confirmed by th
e

of about on
e

thousand fathoms . It is enclosed by tw
o

strong treaty of Luneville ,but no
t

by that of Amiens ,

moles , th
e

opening betweenwhich isthree hundred an
d

fif
ty

ceded to th
e King of Sardinia ,and in 18
69

th
e

French tr
oo
p

fathoms in width ; but the entrance is difficult . landedhereon their route to oppose theAnstrian army, which
The manufacturesarevelvets , silks , damasks, paper, etc. The had invaded Sardinia . It is connectedwith Turin by railway.

city possesses a number of ingenious workmen in articles of jew- The birthplace of Columbus .elry and coral , vases and cups. Genoaexports the products of

th
e

adjacentcountry , sech as rice and fruit , and , in particular ,

olive oil , to a great annual value .

Their importations ar
e

cornfrom Sicily , an
d

occasionally w
e

have on
ly

to suppose th
at

th
ey

were totally to be dischi
NEWSPAPERS. — To appreciate the true value of newspapers.

from th
e

Baltic ; linen an
d

sa
il -cloth fr
om Germany : " tin , fu
l

idea ? W
e

deprecate su
ch

ashock tothe circulatiot of

stores for a We turn with horror from the fright

lead , hardware, and cottons from England . To theseare to be table -talk .

In 1815 it was
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content. My angel, there is no earthly happinesswhich gold
THE SOUL'S LAST REFUGE . may not purchase."

Vivian Coyle Pagetmadethis pleasantassertionin thatgrace
fully candidmannerpeculiar to himself. Then, his elbowuponWat arefriends, andwhat are pleasures, the table, and the little glassof eaude vi

e
de DantzigcarefullyWhenwithin the heart is dearth ?

What is home, and fame, and riches, poised in his white , jeweled fingers, he languidly resignedhim
When a ghoul sits by the hearth ? self to the expectedoutburst of opposition.

But it did not come. The womansitting near hi
m

—she bore

D
o

fourwalls make up the measure, his name - spokecalmly enough.

Tho' with picturescoveredo'er , “ Will it ? Would it purchase your love ? Ah , m
y

God !And rare statues in the niches,

don't speak, Vivian ! " Excitedly now , waking and warmingAnd soft carpets on the floor ? into life and fire as the eager, quick -spokenwordsrolled from
Tho' a Raphael, Turner , Guido, her lips . “ Hearme. I love you ! - I love you ? No wretched
Hangs its wealth before the eye, creatureever -strove as I have done - none wasever beatenback

Does it lessenlifo's deepsorrow ? as I havebeen. Surely , nonehasever so hopedanddreamed
Does it check the soul's sick sigh ? “ Surely , no dreamswere ever wilder , ” gravely interposed

the gentleman.Whattho' courtlygracemaylinger ,

WhereEarth's musiccharmsthe hour ? .. I love you , " she repeated, “ andyou arekilling me, body
What tho eautyhover round us , and soul ! Bc frank , now — be honest — tell me that you hate
With its deepand subtle power ? me, and I will never, never weary you again. Say it ! " Her

voice sank to an agonized pleading. The lustre of her eyes,

Whattho' airy feetmayflutter, the pallor of her face were frightful . “ Never , never, never
O'er the tesselatedfloor ; again ! Oh , my life ! my darling ! my husband! "What al

l

thesewhenLove is vanished,

A vivid glow Aushed Mr. Paget's cheeks. He drained hisTo return, ah ! nevermore? glass, replaced it upon the table, then slowly turned to hi
s

com
panion.

PAGET'S WIFE . “ A Paget never lies , " said he . * And , as for your ques
tion "

Well ? "

PART I. " I adore you . "

" Can onepurchasehappiness ? ' ' — Mr . Paget was repeating a The cynical sneerwas not needed to strengthen the quiet

questionput by the woman sitting near him— " can one scom whichwordsand tone conveyed. A second of swift , sharp,

Well, ye
s

. Money buys it . Ah , my love , life is short , and physical pain , and then ConstancePagetlaughedcarelessly.

it th
e

best, but a very second-rate affair . Preachers tell us “ It is a clever comedy, " shedeclared ; " and we areactors
thatcommonsensebids us be kind to ourselves. We should to be enviedand admired . ”

lieed th
e

one, andobeythe other . Enjoy existence, and secure “ Not so , " protestedthe other . “ We are a simple, peaceful,

Soos

: $

FLORENCEANNERSLEYDREW O
N
E

DEEP. GASPINGCREATII, FALTERED, SWAYED, AN
D

SANK AT LAST IN A HUDDLEDHEAP AT TH
E

FRET
OFTHEWIFE SUEIIAD SOGROSSLYWRONGSD.VOL. XXIV. ,No.416
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me."

summons :

64

humdrum couple. I , unfortunately, am a little given to an ises ; the other acceptedthem ; and the end of it al
l

was a fixed
evil temper ; and you ar

e

to
o

wise & woman ever to provoke determination to forget past grievances.

“ Taste it , love ; it is the best in the cellar . Drink it , "

An ashen, ghostly gray crept over Mrs. Paget's face ; a heavy urged Vivian , handing hi
s

wife a glass of wine .

sigh checkedthe laugh upon her lips ; her great black eyeswere At that moment some one knocked . It was Conrad, Mr.upon her husband, and not for a seconddid their fixed gaze Paget's own man , and he spoke , as his master answeredthe
falter .
See her as she sat there . Dark , with jetty hair smoothly “ If you please, si

r , any orders fo
r

the morning , si
r
? "

lorushedfrom a low , squarebrow . A facenot really beautiful , “ None . Go ! "

but full of quiet power ; and the eyes had a way of looking Vivian Paget turned sharply , closing the door as he gave hi
s

steadily, never dropping their fine -fringed lids -- a way just now command. His shifting blue eyesglanceduneasily at his wife.

sufficientlyannoying to Mr. Paget , for he arose, andwould have There she still sat , unconcernedlysipping the wine he hadgiven
quitted the room, but the woman steppedquickly before him . her . His own glass stoodwhere he had left it , uponthemantel.

Her hand fell upon his arm , and the little fingers were like Snatching it up , he drained it hurriedly . As he replaced it ,

blenderbands of steel Mrs. Paget looked , and smiled .

" Vivian ! " " I drink to you , " said she .

" Well ? " And , drinking , her eyeswere fastened upon him , her steady

“ It is false ! -it is al
l

a mockery ! You do notcare forme . gaze never wavering ; nor did she releasehim from that pierc
Another man might have raved or vowed. Vivian Paget did ing look until her glasswas withdrawn from her lips - empty.

neither. He simply loosened the deathlike grasp, and thrust Then she added, very solemnly :

the pleaderaside . " • And may God be good to us , and pardon us ! "

" You wearyme , " said he ; " you weary me with your act Somevaguesuspicion seizedthe man .

ing and melodramatic sentiment ; you drive me to rudenesses “ What do you mean now ? " he cried .

when they are furthest from my thoughts . Pray , be somewhat Nothing . "

considerate. " “ But what is this you say of pardon ? "

" And you —you drive me to desperation ; you make amad Mrs. Paget arose and touched the bell . Then , standing be

woman of me ! Man ! how dareyou ? " Tben all this fierce fore him , she gave her answer :anger changed to an indescribableteuderness, as she went on : “ The wine you poured for me, you drank . I changed the

" Ah , forgive ! I do not mean that ; but I amwretched - soun- glasses! "

happy. Vivian , dearVivian , in the name of al
l

that is good , You - changed" -ah , what a mortal terror was ringing
and honest, and true - in the name of the love you once bore in that voice ! - " you - changed
me, rememberyour promise. Makeme- " “ I changed them . Yes ; when you were at the door. There
She did not finish the supplication . A simplemotion of his could be no harm in that . Why , what is it ! "handarrested thewordsupon her lips ; but she sank downupon If she could have seen his heart she would not have asked

her knees, and flung her arms about him . that question ; she only saw his ghastly face, and that he cor“ You shall not leave me , " she cried. “ I will die here - ered as he turned from her .

here at your feetelse. Only promise ! -- only promise ! " Then a suddenfury seemed to seizehim , for he dartedback,

H
e

had torn her handsapart ; he raisedher firmly ; he bent and snatched her hands , glaring down at her , with an awfulhis face — that handsome, evil face - quite close to hers ; his wickedness convulsing that blanchedand handsomeface.treacherousblue eyeswereglittering ; his low voicewas harsh “ Come in ! " laughed Constance, merrily .with suppressedfury . He had not heard the knock at the door . Now , it wasHester,“ D
o you want an answer ? Take it , then . No , no , no !-a Mrs. Paget's maid , who entered.thousandtimes , no ! We are two now , you and I ; our days of “ Excuse me , ma'am . I heard the bell , and I thought yousentimentand folly are over . You can nevermore be to mebut were alone , so I came .what you are - a drag - nor I to you but what I am — a master! " That was right . I rang for you . Wait for me. GoodBe quiet , be docile , and I will be kind , never fear ; but you night , mylove ! "must not do this . You must not threaten . You must not go She hadwrenchedher hands from her husband'sgrasp. Nowtoo far . You would ruin m

e
; bu
t I – I may kill you ; indeed, I crossing to th
e

maid , sh
e

looked back , and again he
r

joyousinay , woman ! ” laugh rang out :“ I am not afraid ofthat . I am only afraid of myself , as you “ Good -night , my love ! "have made me . Wait - hear me . What is that girl , FlorenceSommerville , to you ? "

HUSBANDand wife met next morning at breakfast. TenderlyNothing . Yet

" Sheloves you . indeed,

D
o

not attempt a denial . I know it . She models of marital felicity . Said she :

attentive , graciously content to be cared for , they were,

loves yo : ' . Yes ; but doesshe love you enough to be to you all “ Were you not at my door last night ? I fancied that Ithat I havelen ? "

heard a step in the hall , then someone turned the latch. You,Heaven forbid ! All that you have been ? You ? " of course.No blow was given ; but the cruel scorn had struck ber , and " Yes . ' 'the hurt waspitiful . Yet she turned from him without a cry “ I knew it . I was not well , and Hester would not leave m
e

.

When sh
e

raised that pallid face from he
r

hands sh
e

was shall bave thelittle room opening frommy own . These su
dThe good soul sat up al
l night by the fire . From this day sh
e

alone . Fo
r

a little while ,shestood there quite motionless . de
n

indispositions alerm m
e , an
d
I do no
t

like being alone.Thenshe startedsuddenly, and fell to pacingthe room , and , asshewalked rapidly back and forth , the color stole in the marble
Are you well , dear ? " ' with a searching glance åt her husband.

cheeks, the light gleamedagain in the dangerouseyes. Once, surance.

" I ? O
f

course ; I am always well , ” wasthe nonchalant as

she pausedbeforethe mirror .

" Courage ! " — nodding to th
e

shadow in it— " courage, you mused Mrs. Paget , when she was alone .

" I have either sadly misjudged hi
m , or he is a braveman, "

“ I have either beenbelovedone ! Be brave , be patient , and wait.umphmust come at last - oh , trustingwoman ! "

The hour of tri- nursing a foolish fancy , or elseVivian Paget ha
s

death in hi
s

veins . Which is it , oh , Florence , m
a

belle? "

or moan.

PART II .The same night , ConstancePaget sat beforethe library fire .Leaning upon the mantel was her handsomehusband. Therehad been a contrite pleading fo
r

pardonupon his part — a nobleself -forgetfulnessupon hers . The one had mademany prom

" Give me that ribbon , Hester . Now , continue. Mr. Paget
washere , you say ? "

" Here , ma'am . I came up this afternoonwhile youwere in
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It was

th
e

drawing-roomwith those ladies, and , lo and behold , here “ Well , " said Mrs. Paget— " well , we are quite alone , and Iwas he ! * Hester, ' says he , holding up your sash , what's wish you to divine why I brought you here . ”this ? ' * Mrs. Pagetwears it to -night , si
r , ' says I. • No dom "Can I tell ?? '

in
o

? ' says he . Then I undid this black satin . . Look at it , “ Certainly . You should be able . If , however, you cannotsi
r , ' says I ; « plain, to be sure , but rich . Now , knot this scarf | imagine , I will not keep you in suspense. ”about it , and your wife will be the grandest lady here . ' “ O

f

course, it is for the secretyou promised . "* Pshaw! ' he laughed ; " therewill be fifty disguisedlike that . ' “ Quite right . To commence, my friend , you will do well toNever one, ' says I ; " there isn't such another scarf in New give me your verybestattention . Answerme. How dare youYork ; gold andsilver threads, and they as soft as silk ! ' An- comehere , knowing as you do that Vivian Pagetloves you ? "other? No , indeed ! " “Madam ! ”

** Well ! " “ Stay ! He lovesyou . He has told you so . More . I over" Thatwas al
l , ma'am. He left these flowersfor you , and heard a conversation betweenyou some days since.thenwentout . " really very pretty ; and , had I not been so nearly interested, itMrs.Paxetturned from the mirror . would havecharmedand touchedme. He told you thathehad* Fastenthis . " married a silly girl for whom he had no love , but a vastamount" Lord ! Ain't you beautiful ! " exclaimedthe maid , in hon- of pity - his pity ! Now , try to think - tr

y
to rememberme asestadmiration. you know me , and answer honestly . Am I one to be safely“ Am I ? " ' with a faint smile -- " am I , Hester ? ' ' pitied ? No doubt , you believedhim ; but everyword that heBeautiful? She was superb. Diamonds gleamed amid the utteredwas false ? "

braidedcoils of her jetty hair . Excitement or art had flushed Calm and unmoved, ConstancePaget stood there. Coweringhe
r

darkcheeks, and her eyeswereburning with a steadylight . beforeber , her facehidden in her shaking hands, the other woOvertheblack background of her satin domino floated the man listened .fleecyfolds of that wondrousscarf . “ Ah , what is it ? Great heaven, what do you mean ? ' '" A verynice badgefor the Mistress of Ceremonies, " she “ What do I mean ? ' ' repeatedthe wife , fiercely . “ My husdeclared. " I wonder if many peoplehavearrivedl . " band cares for you , after his fashion ; but I - I love hi
m

. Do** Many ? " echoedthewoman. “ Lord ,ma'am ! they've been you understand me now ? False and wicked as he is , I lovecomingfor the last half hour . This will be a grander ball him , and nothing shall ever come between him and me butthananyyou havecvergiven , Mrs. Paget . " death . I swear it ! "

"Yes . And now -well , we shall see. Give memymask “ Ah , you will not kill me ? ” ' - Florencesprang to her feetah , andtheflowers. Thank you ! " you will not , Mrs. Paget ? "

Shestoodfor a momentupon the threshold of the door . Al " I shall not kill you . No ; I- "readycrowds of maskerscametrooping up the grandstaircase. “ You frighten me ! ” moaned the girl . “ You kill me nowMerrywordsand pleasant laughter rang through the high- with fear ! ” shivering beneath that unsparinggaze. “Let mcarchedhalls, while from the rooms below stole the soft sighs of go ! -- oh , le
t

mego ! "

sweetestmelodies. Evidently , the Pagets were surpassing al
l “ Silence ! " Mrs. Pagetwas looking over the balcony. Whatrivals, andthis ball , or fête, would be one to be remembered. was there in the shrubberybelow ? Nothing , evidently , for shePresently, a tiny , gloved hand was laid upon the lady's arm , slowly turned again to her companion. “ No , I shall not killand a freshvoicelaughedprettily . you . Speak lower : no onemust hear us . Now , listen . The“ Waitingforme, my dear ? " time may come, perhaps, when I shall have so far conquered"You , Florence ? " self as to think lightly of theseperfidies. It will not be easy," I — Florence . How lovely you are , Mrs. Paget . I knew of course ; for I am but a woman, and very weak ; yet it is falsethatscarfwould be superb. How is my disguise ? Good ? | and dastardlyweakness, and I shall battlewith it , and in theDear, dear, I havebeen so anxious to seeyou ! Would you re end - who can tell ? Perhaps " -she wasdreamingaloud ; butcognizemeunderthis mask ? Honest , now ? Ah , come - come starting quickly , went on with nervous utterance—“ I am cer

You arequickly, please,Mrs. Paget . I am dying with curiosity to hear tain that you intend no openavowal of your fault .th
e

wonderfulsecretyou promised to confide. " too prulent — he too cunning . It is wise to attempt no denial ,

" Presently, m
y

love . Amuse yourself while you may , and fo
r

m
y

own sensescould not have deceived m
e

. I overheardyo
u

shallsoonknow al
l
, never fear. Let us seewhat is going you the other night - here in this house — hi
s

house. O
h , shame !on . Don'tquit mc, Florence . " Ah , if you but knew him as well as I know him , youwould fear" N

odanger, " assuredhercompanion . “ I amyour shadow . " this man whoseflimsyfalsehoodshavesnaredyou ; if you knewForcingtheir way through the throng below , they were hi
m

as I know hi
m , yo
u

would find this honorablegentleman adrawnnigh a group of maskers. villair and a murderer ! "

** M
y

goodness! " whisperedFlorence ; “ how comical to hear The cold , even tonesnever roseabove a whisper ; yet to thethem! They look like members of the Council of Ten , and other they seemed to echothrough al
l space.they ar
e

absolutelydiscussingcotton ! " He a murderer ? "" Hush ! " “ Now , I have lived for him - I have believed in him - I have
You cannot understand that ;For on

e
of th
e

black -robedfigures turned sharply , and it was asked no other love but hi
s

.evidentthat it wascovertlywatching them . you could never say it . He hasbeenmad , indeed, to goadmo

on to this . Even you , with your cold hcart and shallow na

Haur an hour la
te
r

, th
e

tw
o

women were' alone upon a lo
w ture , must se
e

th
at I am driven to it . I have no choice . Don'tbalcony of thenowdesertedmusic -room . shrink from me, please. Stand here — in the full light . So !SuidFlorence: Don't tremble. You cannot be ashamed of your conduct . "

" It will be delightful ! They al
l

know that you wear this * Mrs. Paget, for the love of heaven, le
t

me go ! I promise
scarf, andnowyour loverswill comeflocking to me . Fasten it , anything you wish . I have donewrong , I know ; yet not soplease, dearMrs. Paget . ” much , perhaps, as you imagine. I havebeenfoolish , I confess* And th

e

flowers, ” suggesteddear Mrs. Paget . " There ! it -wicked. Yes , dearMrs. Paget, I declare to you

H
ow

th
e

crimsonblooms glow upon your domino ! M
y

hus What ? Nothing . But from the gardenbelow came a sharpbandgave m
e

theseflowers, Florence . ” snap, a whizzing of some swift missile , a shriek , and then- .“ Ah ! " with thequick catching of the breath .

11 Surely, ye
s . Raiseyourmask fo
r

a moment ,child . That swayed , an
d

sa
nk

at la
st
in a huddled he
ap

at th
e

fe
et

of th
e

wife she had so grossly wronged.

She ba
l

seen a face beautifulwith youth and freshness — even A féle and a murder -- for Miss Annersleywasdead. The asby th
e

dimstarlight she sawthat . ? Ah ,

lugh , an
d

divined th
e

ficker ofpretty scorn that sh
ot

from whocame at " M
rs
.

Paget's wild cr
ie
s

w
as

th
e

master of th
e

th
e

darkeyesnowraised to herswith treacheroustrust . house.

11

will do . "
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PART III .

“ Constance! Constance! speak to me, my darling !" he im- | Wait , I do not upbraid—that would be folly , sheer folly - I im.
plored. plore. By al

l my strange and wondrous and unwominly love,

Some reverent hand had flung the golden scarf over the I implore ! You are drifting fromme, Vivian - ah , be good, be

wbite , se
t

face, and its marvelouswebwasalreadydripping froin noble , be true now , Vivian ; saveme from this — shame! "

an ugly crimson stain . There was not one touch of pity in the slow , cold answer :

Now , Vivian tore it away ; then , reeling back , stood there " I am no coward . You know that . Death - theonly foe I

quite still , with a slow , cold fear creepingover and numbing ever feared — is coming to m
e

now . I cannot escape it . You
bim . It was not Constance -not his darling ; " it was the know that , too . There has been close play between us ; and
pretty , fickle coquettewho had lured him to a double shame now that you have won , why , le

t

that content you . Be consid
and worse. crate enough to permit me to die in peace. It is useless to talk

“ Ah , my God ! " to me of heaven or God . You should understandthat . Our
And he said no more, for his cyes fell upon his wife . That ugly secret has given you - power - over me — and you have

one look alone told how he feared ; it could not tell how he made me - feel it - in many ways . We are equally guilty ,

hatedher . thoughI did it - for love of you . Upon my soul ! I lovedyou

Ah , well ! it was a sad ending to that night of revelry . And then - not now - ah , not now ! Whatever tendernesswas in my
the criminal , the motive , remainedugly mysteries. Not al

l

the nature went out — long ago — to the girl whose blood - whose
wealth of al

l

the Andersleys could purchasethe murderer's be- blood is upon my soul ; and I hated you . An eternal law, I

trayal . Not al
l

their love could give to that poor deadgirl but suppose. Mutual crime kills love . And it is — it is very sweet

a narrow bedand a wreath of fast -fading roses. to tell you this . I hated you - a living link betweenmyself
and that awful past , I hated and I - cursedyou ! I curseyou
now , as deeply , as bitterly as my evil heart can prompt. I

fearedyou once. I would havemurderedyou —that night - you
On the night of Friday , Decemberthe fifteenth , in the year of remember — when I tried your door . I would have risked al

l

our Lord sixty -five, Vivian Coyle Paget breathedhis last . and murdered you then - so much I fearedand loathedyou "

The date is exact, for when such solemn truths as theseare told , The woman shivered and groaned , but did not speak.one darenot trifle . He died as he had lived - careless, reckless , “ I would not lift my hand to saveyou one pang , ' went on

hard and cruel . Three yearshad passedsince the incident just the monster . “ I would not speak to spare you - oneblush of

recorded, and wearyyearshad they been. shame - I utterly hate you ; and now - now that the worsthas
ConstancePaget had truly said : Sureig she loved this man come, let me die , and have done with it — all ! "

with a desperatekind of love ; and although a terrible anguish
had thrust itself into their lives , she battled bravely with the
horrible repulsion it entailed - battled so well , in fact , that , to They found her sitting by the bedside in a dumb, stony si

the world , she was a faithful , tender wife ever . lence ; and when they would have led her away, she turned

A singular scenepassed no
t

two hours beforethat soul floated he
r

hands pressed close upon her breast -- turned and bent an
d

out over the dark waters. kissed the man's pallid lips .

“ Madam "—the dying man's sunken eyes gleamedwith un “ Dead ! " she whispered, as to herself . “ He is dead, andthe

I love him . "earthly brilliancy ; hi
s

thin face la
y

white and w
an against th
e

dead have no faults .

pillow— "madam , now that the farce is nearly ended, you may

be frank . Tell me, why did you change those glasses ? You This will of Vivian Coyle Paget , Esq . , containedonepuzzlinghavenot forgotten it . What wasyour purpose ? " clause. It ran thus :

" What was yourpurpose in giving me the wine ? " " And to the woman who bears my name, I leave and beFrankly , I intended to kill you . " queath - buthersouvenirs. "“ I suspected as much . That answers your question . For “ He had reason and right upon his side , " declaredContunately , I had a clear conception of your amiable character ; stance to the astonished lawyers . “ I wasnot his wifethen heaven befriended me , I suppose, and so sent the inspira “ Not his wife ? " ' camethe questioning echo.tion . "

" Not his wife , ” she firmly repeated, a crimson flushstaining“ And the poison was slow - slower than I thought it would her white cheeks .be . See how it has wasted me , " holding out his shriveled " What does it all mean ? ' ' ventured someone .hand . “ Ah , my God ! what a burning torture have I borne Here was the answer :about in my breast since then ! Death in life ! Yes , death in " Pardon me . As I make no demands, I reservethe right oflife , fo
r I knew that aid might never , never , nevercome — to me . confession I have nothing to tell you . "You were a brave woman, madam. ” So the great Paget estate fell to a well - to - ilo country lawyer“ I was a desperatewoman , ” she corrected. Desperate the nearestrelative .only . Ah ! it was a good angel saved me then . That good There was a fluttering among the pure doves of good society.angel prompted m

e

when I wound m
y

scarf about that creature What ! had theybeen so outrageouslydeceived by that shamelessand placed her in the light- a mark for the ball that tore her Englishwoman ! Evidently they had . As for that " shamelessbrain , and le
ft

he
r

dead at m
y

feet . A good angel di
d

that fo
r

Englishwoman , ” sh
e

hadmeans of he
r

own , thatwas clear;me , Vivian Paget , and you foolishly stained your soul with a for she went abroad, and there w
e may learn the storyshe recrime that brought you no reward . " fused to confide — the story and its scquel ." You persist in accusingme, then . "

“ Since you areguilty , yes. You would not attempt a denial

66

now ? " PART IV .“ Not I. Does that content you ? Ah , " with a sudden fe One morning last summer , two young men weresaunteringrocity— " ah , for one week -one little day of life ! "• Vivian ”—a strangesoftnesscrept into thewoman's tones, a Boulogne .

along one of th
e

broad , well -kept roadswhich cu
t

th
e

wood of

wondroustendernessshone in th
e

glorious eyes— “ Vivian ,have , or less au fait toeverychoice bi
t

of scandal . And ga
y

Paris fu
r ;

They wereAmericans , rich , traveled, idle , andmore
you no pity fo

r
m
e ! -- no word of pity , even ? Think of th
e

love nishedthem with innumerable delicacies of th
is

kind . Criedthat defied fate , that scorned conscienceand heaven, fo
r

you !Think of the fierce pangs of my anguish - of that pitiful , cow
one , with a start , as a pretty little carriagewent dashing by :

“ By Jove , it is she ! "ardly , cruel contemptwhich alone has come to me . “ She ! Who ? " demandedhis companion.lost , utterly lost , you and I. For such as we therecan be no “ Thatmagnificent creature, the CountessMenschikoff . ”hope , no pardon . In al
l

the world I havehad but yo
u , and to " And who is she ? "you bave I clung with a mad , defiant obstinacy. Think , then ,how well , how truly , how slavishly I have servedyou ; think of Paget once, pa

r

politesseonly , however . ”

" Is it possiblethat you ar
e

so ignorant ? Why , sh
e

w
as

Mrs.
my deadly suffering, my blank misery , my utter loneliness . " Is that so ? Certainly , I rememberher now . That wasan

We are
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that."

??

avvfullyaggravatingatfair, wasn't it ? The honest womenwere Granted. Still , poor Marston and thoughtless Mensclamorouslyindignant; but the dear, curious creatures never chikoff
succeededin masteringthe matter. That worried and angered Why, she is foreverdoing good - anangelof mercy; everythemmorethananything elese, I firmly believe." oneblessesher. Her heart "“ Of course, of course. I had quite forgotten her. By-the “Wait a bit, my boy,” gravelyinterruptedtheother; “ neverby, wasanythingeverdiscoveredabout her ?” mind about her heart. I don't accuseher, heavenknows. If" Therewasno discoveryto make. She wasa very beautiful theworld is content, I shall not upsetit in ordertoconvinceyou.woman, awidow, whom Paget had married. Every one knew Now, you are twenty-seven, but I am forty -three. You regardeverydear creature as an open book. That is very well ; but“There certainly was a mystery somewhere, and Vivian | the book is not alwaysopenat a truthful page. No, indeed, IPagetactedlike a brute toward her. That will of his alone could not accuseher ; and, asyou say, she is altogetheramagwasquiteenoughto brandany woman forever. Do you know nificent creature; but I know this, that were I in searchof aanythingof her first husband?" wife, I would neverdreamof marrying the countess- provided“ Yes." always that the Russian waskilled ."" Do le

t
us have it , then - there's a good fellow ! " “ Dead , you mean.Willingly . To commence: One fine morning , a few years “ Well , no ; I do not . The count is but mortal ; he may beago, CaptainMarstonwas found on the highway - murdered ! " as unfortunate as his predecessors. Who can tell ? ”" An effectivebeginning. Pray , who was Captain Marston? "

"Be patient. The unfortunateofficer, who was the son of a Let us forget the uncharitable inference. Here is a little wordin madam'sfavor :richoldDevonshirebaronet, had been a wild , rollicking fellow ,
muchgiven to interdictedpleasures, yet passionatelyattached “My wife is far aboveall other women , ' WroteCountMensto hi

s

wife. Shewas from Louisiana , I believe - at al
l

events, chikoff to a friend . “ Every hour brings to light someadmirablefromtheSouth. Marston met her at New Orleansduring the trait ; everymomentdiscoverssomefresh charm. I regardherwinter he passed in America. An orphan and wealthy , she was with amazement. I wonder how heaven could have crushednot to be despised; so they were married , and then she re- that gentle spirit with such a weight of woe. The admirableturned to Englandwith him . " tenderness! the quiet dignity ! I am ready to fall at her feet" ShewasnotEnglish , then ? " and worship her . I can find no regretsfor my free, bachelor's“ N
o

morethan you or I - American , pur sang. Well , were joys ; I revel in my slavery ; I shall never, never cease to blesstheyhappy or wretched ? Who can tell ? No one . Yet one the day that brought me to her .mayguessprettyshrewdly, for Philip Marston speedilyrelapsed “ Will you listen to a little episode of our domestic life ?into hi
s

evilways, and that I know to be true . So the end of it Here it is : Last night I very foolisi.ly commenced to speak towas, thatsomeoneshot the gay fellow , and , not si
x

months her of that American , Vivian Paget . I regretted it instantly .later, hi
s

widowwent of
f

with Paget , who has also thoughtfully My wife's pallor frightenedme. Shecried out as though I hadtaken hi
s

departure. ” inflicted a bodily hurt ."And Pagetnevermarriedher ? ” ' " D
o

not ! ' she implored . • He was a villain !!" N
o.

Sheadmitted that . He acted shabbily , the scoun “ I could not restrainmy indignation at the barememory ofdrel ! "

wrongs so vile . You know how he actedtoward her ." And is she living bere now ? She does not appear to be “ H
e
is dead , ' shesaid- ' dead, and the deadhave no faults.plunged in grief . " I forgivehim .

"Do you expectber to weep in public , my dear si
r
? Non “ Can you imagine anything moreexquisite ? Can you , mysense! O
f

course, she lives here now . I suppose, however, old friend and comrade ? Well , she uttered this pardon sothat sh
e

will soon go back to Russia with the old Count Mens- truthfully , that I was touched and rebuked. I could say nochickoff. "

more ; but I co tentedmyself with swearingroundly - when I“Ah - a bonneamie ? " wasalone .“Not at al
l

— a wife . Menschikoff married her threemonths “ You will perceivewhy I make this confidence. I wish youago, andnowall Paris is at her feet . ” and all the world to understandthat Madame la Comtesse is an"Whew ! Well , one is puzzledwhich to admiremost her angel . I am not altogether a Christian yet . I cannot forgetcomplaisance, or theold Russian'sbravery . ” injuries ; but I canappreciate a blessing ; I can be thankful thatAt thatmoment, the pretty carriage came rattling again to one like this has come to my old age ; that so honest, andgood ,wardthem.

and pure a woman as Constancebearsmy name." Lookwell ! " commandedone of the men - he , in fact , who “ And she is not jealous ! Ah , my friend , a soul like hershadrecountedthat little history . could never comprehend so mean a passion. When officiousAs if shehad heard the words , the woman who sa
t

there babblers recountmy past adventures, my conquests and myaloneraised he
r

eyes, and met th
e

curious gazewith haughty in romantic love -affairs, sh
e

listenswith a superbcalmness. Then ,

when I venture to explain" W
e

ar
e

fortunate, " continued the last speaker. “ It is useless, ' shewill invariably say . ' I do not believethink of her ? " them . They are wicked perjurers . '“ Te
ll

m
e
; whomurderedher first husband ? " “ And I as invariably fall at her feet and swearthat she is“ N
o

onecanimagine ; it remains a mystery . " right . I honestly hope that I may be forgiven ; but I could" D
o yo
u

supposethat Menschikoff is aware of th
e

liaisonwith never break he
r

poorheart by a stupid confession ; I couldneverPaget? "

shock a faith so freshandchild - like . I amconvincedthat mywife**Doubtless he places faith in he
r

assertion that sh
e

was loves m
e

tenderly , an
d I implore you , by your greatfriendship ,foullywronged. Sh
e

persists that she was married ; but sh
e

to insult any one who may presume to question m
y

wisdom inqualifies he
r

statement by th
e

admission that shewas deceived marrying . "-that thewhole affairwas a successful trick — that the false That the Countess Menschikoff is a very happywoman, whopriest w
as

Paget'sbooncompanion, and th
e

ceremonyitself buta burlesque. side , fo
r

every one
can doubt ? Has she not her beauty, her great wealth, her

must be convinced.an
d

ol
d

Menschikoff is veryproud of hi
s

handsomewife , I as

" And so th
e

first husband's death remains a mystery , eh ! WHENwe are young w
e

are slavishly employed in procuring

W
el
l
, m
y

go
od

fellow , m
y

opinion isthatyour countess is no
t

somethingwhereby w
e may live comfortablewhen w
e grow ol
d ,altogetherignorantaboutthat matter . " and when we are old we perceive it is too late to live as wa

proposed.

difference.

" Now ,whatdoyou

medieves he
r . At al
l

events , she ha
s

contrived to vi
en
e

acerones gr
an
d

name , an
d

he
r

souvenirs? Th
at

sh
e is a good woman, yo
u

sureyou. "

“ Whatfolly ! "
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with just the topsof the mountains showing through like smallONLY . islands ; and the vapor being divided into masses, looked like
an immenseseaof ice, far below us, and joining on the realone.

ONLY a wither'd rosc ! It was a sight that no writing can explain. The thoughtthat
Molderingto decay, crossedmy mind at the time was, “ O God, how wonderfulare

Faded is its color, Thy works !"
Its perfumedied away. At twelve o'clock, midnight , we again proceeded. No moon,Only a wither'd rose, but the reflection from the snow gave considerablelight . TheQuite a worthlessthing, leading man with a lantern, to be used at crevasses; and al

l

But oh ! the happy memories
That fadedflower can bring . tied together, at about nine feet apart .

The rope to eachperson , after being knotted round his own
Only an old letter ! waist , was tied to the rope at the back of the next man. By

A short and hurried (scrawl , this means, if a man fell into a crevasse, the next man to hi
m ,So few the words - it seems both beforeand behind , must assist to get him out , as by thisScarcely a letter at al

l
. plan they cannot releasethemselves, which a man in a state ofHardly legible now ,

Yellow and fadedwith years , alarm might do if he had the power ; and this would be th
e

That time-worn fingeredletter , casewere the rope fastened in front .

Blisteredand blurred with tears. We continued walking al
l night , steadily but slowly , til
l

about si
x , a . M
. , when my respiration began to be affected (thisOnly a lock of hair ! was the Grande Plateau ) . Here our volunteer , the young

A golden, sunny brown, guide , and the German , gave out ; they had plenty of pluck,Taken from under the coffin- lid
but were utterly exhausted. I wasquite grieved for them.Ere to rest they laid him down . We got on well till seven, A. M

. , when I fell down on my faceOnly a broken heart !

Longing for its rest , till my lungs becameinflated . From that time till nine, A. M
. ,

Wait thy time ; be patient, heart , I continually becamealmost unconsciousand partiallyblind and
God knowethwhat is best. stupefied, and tumbled about like a drunken man ; but, in

every case, after lying down for about two minutes, I easilygot

up and startedwithout difficulty .UP MONT BLANC . At half past nine , A. M
. , we gained the summit , when w
e
al
l

again lay down for about four minutes , and then got up much

In the September of 1850 a very interesting ascent of Mont revived . The sky was quite clear and the boundlessviewper
Blanc wasaccomplished by Mr. ErasmusGalton . fect , but on too great a scale for the mind to take it al

l
in .

We take from Mr. Galton's journal the substance of his nar I wanted so much to se
e

everything , that I could not calmlyrative of bis ascent : look at each point separately, more particularly as one of m
y

O
n September 4 , 1850, at seveno'clock in the morning , the guides was suffering very much from cold and difficulty of

weather looking fine , I made up my mind to ascend Mont breathing , and implored me to descend.Blanc . I think I could have staid on the summit for an hour or two ;

O
n

the morning of the 5th the weather looked doubtful , and but the party who last came up having had threepersonsfrostit wasnot , consequently, until ten o'clock that my party started . bitten , I did not feel justified in keeping the guides long on th
e

It consisted of six guides, named respectively, Jean Tairray , summit .

Victor Tairray , Alexander Dirousseux , Joseph Tairray , Jean In about fifteenminutes w
e began to descend, which I found

Carrier , Basil Tairray ; seven porters , one volunteer ( a young to be much more dangerousthan the ascent. i had two ropesguide ) , and a Germanmechanic. tied to me , very long ones, as it is of great consequencenot toI rode a mule fo
r

th
e

first hour , when , th
e

path ceasing, I give a suddenjerk to your next man , in caseyou sl
ip . In dehad to dismount ; and , having stripped of

f

m
y

coat , waistcoat, scending th
e

steepslopes, one man goes first to cu
t

eachstepneckcloth , turned up my shirt sleeves, etc. , we began the as- in the snow .cent in earnest. Victor Tairray going first , myself second, and It seemed to me a service of great danger, as he is not althe rest following . The paceslow but constant . lowed to have a rope tied to him , the object being to obligehimAt about one, P. M. , w
e

renched th
e

ic
e , which w
e

never left to cut eachstep deep and quite safe , as th
e

stepswcar so fa
st

again , crossing the Glaciers de Bossons and Taccunez. These from the friction of the feet that the last man would be in danglaciers are very dangerous, as on the left above there is a sur ger of slipping down - a most seriousmatter , as he wouldpushcession of high precipices, down which avalanches are con the others before him , outward from behind ; and, not havingtinually falling : they comedown at a great pace ; and , as the any one to check him , if a second one slipped , al
l

would pr
o

whole glacier is full of gigantic crevasses, it is impossible to bably be carried away . We arrived at the Grandes Mulets by
get out of their way .

At half past 4 , P. M
. , on arriving at a tremendouscrevasse, w
e one, P. M
. , where w
e

took of
f

our extra clothing . The guides

left th
e

portersbehind to return to Chamouni , and , loading crossing at our oi
d

route , th
e

Glacier de Bossons , as fa
r

as w
e

dined , and I slept til
l

two , P. M
. , when w
e again descended,

ourselveswith th
e

provisions an
d

otherrequisites which they wereable ; but , in th
e

few hourswhich had passedsince w
e
ha
d

had brought so fa
r , w
e

crossedthe crevassewithout accident,and crossed it in ou
r

ascent ,many of the creviceshad beenmuchsteppedout for the GrandesMulets , where w
e

arrived at forty altered — some closed, and one ( a very large one ) fresh formed.five minutes past four , P. M
.

Here w
e

were to sleep ; so w
e
al
l

At five w
e

reachedthe chalet at the foot of themountain. Atimmediately changed our clothes , and put on dry and extra half -pastsix , P. M
. , w
e

arrived at the inn at Chamouni.ones.

We next had our supper, and then to sleep . The guidesrigged up a tent , made out of four Alpine stocks laid against ANECDOTES OF ANIMALS .the rocks , and then spreadsomelight canvas.

The whole width of the placewas five feet ; and , as I slept

th
e

outside man , by lifting up m
y

hend ,without moving m
y

of Indieswho might wish toread them to those " family jewels"

We give a page of this most interesting study fo
r

th
e

benefit

body , I could look clown about four hundred feet upon th
e

of which th
e

mother of th
e

Gracchi was so justly proud .glacier below .

Our picture of th
e

cats representsone of them on theAt eight , P. M
. , the guidesawokeme to seethe view at sunset.It w

as

th
e

most sublime scenepossible to conceive ,allthe mouth . The tendernesswith which they accomplish th
is

is a

fo
r
a bird , and the other removing her youngestkitten in he
r

valleys being filled with clouds ( w
e , being fa
r

abovethem , bad wonderful instanceof instinct .a perfectly clear sky ) ; therefore, on looking down , the whole
world seemedgone ,and in itsplace a se

a
of clouds below us , Tall , that w
e shall confine ourself to a fe
w

anecdotes, so w
el
lA ca
t

, beinggenerally part of our household , is so familiar to

quavive
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Buthenticatedthat they inay be received with implicit confidence.
THE MALLARD , OR WILD DUCK .

Mrs.Loudon, in her book of “ Domestic Pets," tells severalamusingstories. Her mother, the writer says, had a servant The wild duck is theorigin of ourdomesticbird, and is widely
whodislikedcatsverymuch,and in particular a large blackcat, spread over the northern parts of Europe, Asia andAmerica.
whichshewas in the habit of beating, whenevershe could do in the winter it migratesin countlessflocks.sounobserved. The catdisliked and fearedthegirl exceedingly; In Lincolnshire, England, incredible numbersaretaken in a
however, oneday, when her enemywas carrying some dishes very ingenious trap, called a " decoy." It is a perfectedificedown-stairsinto the kitchen, and had both her hands full, the of polesand nets, and is built in the form of a tube, very wide

ca
t

flew at herandscratchedher handsand faceseverely. at the mouth , andvery narrow at the extremity. The ducksA strange ca
t

had two kittens in a stable belonging to the ar
e

induced to enter " the pipe ” by th
e

antics of a dog , and byhouse, andoneday, pitying its wretchedcondition , Mrs.Loudon somehempseedpreviously strewn on the water . · Theyare thenorderedhersomemilk . A large tomcat , attached to the estab- driven onward to the smaller end , wherethey arecaught andlishment, watchedthe proceeding very attentively , and while killed .th
e

ca
t

waslapping, went to the stable, brought out one of the Wilson , in bis “ American Ornithology , ” gives the followkittens in hi
s

mouth, and placed it besidethe saucer, and then ( ing account of the method of catchingwild duckspracticed infetchedthe other, looking up into the lady's face, and mewing America :when he had done so , as much as to say , " You have fed the “ In someponds frequented by thesebirds , five or six woodenmother, so youmay as well feed thechildren , ” which wasdone ; figures, cut and painted so as to representducks , and sunk byan
d

it should be added, fo
r

th
e

credit of tom's character, that pieces of leadnailed on their bottoms so as to float at th
e

usualhe neverattempted to touch themilk himself . depth on the surface, are anchored in a favorableposition forBu
t

th
e

best story is this : Mrs. Loudon had a cat which being raked from a concealment of brash , etc. , on shore. Theha
d

unfortunatelyhurt its le
g

. During the whole time the appearance of theseusuallyattractspassingflocks , whichalight ,le
g

w
as

ba
d , that ladyconstantly gave it milk ; but , at last , and ar

e
shot down . Sometimes eight or te

n
of thesepaintedsh
e

foundout that , though th
e

ca
t

had becomequite well , yet ducks are fixed on a frame in various swimmingpostures, andwheneverit sa
w

he
r

, it used to walk lameand hold up its paw , secured to th
e

bow of th
e

gunner'sskiff , projectingbefore it inas though it werepainful to put it to the ground . such a way that the weight of the frame sinks the figures toA favorite ca
t

, much petted by her mistress, was one day their proper depth ; the skiff is then dressedwith sedge, orstruck by a servant. She resentedthe injury so much that she coarsegrass, in an artful manner, as low as the water'sedge ;refused to ea
t

anythingwhich he gaveher . Day after day he and undercover of this ,which appears like a party of duckshanded he
r

dinner to her , but she sa
t

in sulky indignation , swimming by a small island , the gunner floatsdown sometimesthoughsheeagerlyate the food as soon as it wasoffered to her to the very skirt of a whole congregatedmultitude , and poursby an
y

otherperson. Her resentmentcontinued undiminished in a destructiveand repeated fir
e

of shot amongthem. In winter ,fo
r

upward of six weeks. whendetachedpieces of ice areoccasionallyfloating in the river ,Th
e

same ca
t , having been offended by th
e

housemaid, some of th
e

gunners on th
e

Delawarepaint th
e

whole of theirwatchedthreedaysbefore sh
e

found a favorableopportunity fo
r

skiff or canoewhite , and laying themselves fla
t

at th
e

bottom,retaliation. Thehousemaidwas on her kneeswashing the with their hands over the side silently managing a small pad
passa

ge , whenthe ca
t

went up to he
r

and scratchedher ar
m , to dl
e , direct it imperceptiblyinto or near a flockbefore th
e

ducksshowher that no one should ill -useher with impunity . It is , havedistinguished it from a floating mass of ice , and generally

A whole flock has some
however, bu

t

fa
ir

to record he
r

goodqualities aswell as her bad do great execution among them .ones. If her resentmentwas strong , her attachment was times been thus surprised asleepwith their headsunder theirequally so , and she took a singular mode of showing it .th
e

tit - bi
ts

sh
e

couldsteal from the pantry , and al
l

the dainty The tame duck is so well known as to need no description.mice sh
e

couldcatch , she invariably brought an
d

la
id

at he
r

mis . The manner in which it fights th
e

rooster is highly amusing ,andtress'sfeet. She ha
s

beenknown to bring a mouse to her door but little known . It frequently happenswhile the fowls ar
e

in th
e

middle of th
e

night , and mew til
l

it was opened ,when being fe
d
, that th
e

duck runs amongthem, and , by th
e

help ofsh
e

wouldpresent it to her mistress. After doing this shewas his larger beak , gobbles up an undue share of the provisions .

quietandcontented. This the roosterresents by giving him a peck . The duck takesA family in Callanderhad in their possession a favorite tom no notice , but gets behind the rooster, dealshim a hard peck,ra
t , whichhad upon severaloccasionsexhibited more than or and looks innocent. The roosterjumpsaround , but seesnothing .dinarysagacity. One da

y , to
m

made of
f

with a piece ofbeer, Presently another hard peck comes , an
d

hegets veryangry .an
d

th
e

servantfollowed him cautiously with th
e

intention of third
peck ; but this time he seeshis enemy, and rushes at himcatching an

d

administering tohim a little wholesomecorrec furiously . Downflops theduck on th
e

ground ,and le
ts

th
e

tio
n , To he
r

amazement, sh
e

sa
w

th
e

ca
t

go to a corner of th
e

rooster pass over hi
m . After runningover hi
m

once or twice ,ya
rd

where sh
e

knew a ra
t - ho
le

existed , an
d

la
y

th
e

be
ef

down and then jumping on hi
m , th
e

rooster is persuaded hi
s

enemyby th
e

side of it . Leaving the beef there , he hid himself a is quite dead, and walks off on the tips of his toes. Presentlyshortdistance of
f , and watcheduntil a rat madehis appearance. the duck opens first oneeye, and then the other , gets up , andTo

m
's

fa
il

then began to w
ag , an
d just as th
e

ra
t

w
as moving quietlypecks th
e

rooster again . Th
e

samemancuvres ar
e reawaywiththebait , he sprangupon , and killed it . peated, and at last the duck wins , like Fabius , by delay , andIt on

e
da
y

occurred to M
.

de la Croix that he ought to tr
y

an drives hi
s

antagonistfairly of
f

th
e

fie
ld

.experimentupon a ca
t

with an ai
r

-pump. The necessity fo
r

he
r

torture w
as

not , however, so apparent to th
e

intendedvictim of CHRISTMAS EVE .scienceas to th
e

scientificexperimenter. Therefore , when sh
e

found th
e

ai
r

growingscarce, and discovered how it was being It wasChristmasEve ! From many a church tower the bellsexhausted, sh
e

stopped up the valvewith he
r

paw .de la Croix le
t

th
e

ai
r

ru
n

ba
ck , an
d

pussy to
ok

away he
r

pa
w ; th
e

echoes th
e

tidings of th
e

anniversary . Th
e

moonwasclearbu
t

issoon as hebegan topump , sh
e

againstopped up th
e

and bright ;thesnow la
y

in whitehard massesoverroads an
d

ho
le . Thisbafiled th
e

man of science , an
d

there is no knowing walks . Large houses ,illuminated inevery room , were filledwhatvaluablediscoverymight havebeen made , ha
d

no
t

hi
s

with revelers ;shops were crowdedwith busy customers ;treesladen with thewonderful fruit that growsonly once a year upon
them, weredelighting merry eyes ; everywhereweremirth andgladness.A PART of goodnessconsistsperhaps in esteemingand loving Mrs. Ford's large lodging -housewas brilliantly lighted . Apeople m

or
e

th
an

th
ey

deserve ; bu
t

th
en

a pa
rt

of prudence is large gathering of friends filled th
e

drawing - ro
om ; in th
eto believethatpeople ar
e

not always what w
e

rate them at . dining -room a long table invited al
l

to Christmas cheer ; each

All wings . '

A

felinefriendbeen so very
unaccommodating.
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roomhad its concourse of happy faces ; every occupant seemed It is not easy to describe this man's existence. A dreaming
keepingfestive the holiday , saveone . boy , full of ambitious desire and high hope , with no physical
Onelarge , handsomeroomwasclosedagainstintrusive gayety, energy to meet the mental craving . A youth poor and talented,

and th
e

occupant sa
t

by th
e

fir
e

thinking . H
e

was a man , a writing a little , studying more ; now earning a scanty living as

MONTBLANC.—PAGE290.

little pa
st

th
e

prime of lif
e , though no
t

forty years ol
d

. Aſ a clerk , then teaching languages ; on
e

year trying to liv
e

by bi
s

nervous ,weak man , who ha
d

agedfast , though hi
s

lif
e

had pe
n , th
e

next , discouraged an
d

despairing , taking abusiness
position again . An aimless, wandering lif

e , while in th
e

brain.drifted away in a sort of dream.
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2

new

MRS. LOUDON'SCAT.- PAGE290. ONTHE WATCH. - PAGE290.
sounfittedto copewith the practical necessitiesof this world, ous. He must make money; work ; grow rich and famous.dwelt al

l
th
e

lofty aspirations of genius . So he left the quiet study , the peaceful companionship of his
Friends shookFo

r

thirty - fiv
e

yearsthis man had lived an
d

dreamed ; always books , and invested hi
s

money in business.pureand upright, with al their heads ; one friend ofmostchildlikeinnocence of long standing, John Hanmindandheart, yet always cock, petitioned for the popoorand weak. Then two sition of adviser - in - chief,greateras of happinesscame being a practical businessto him. H
e

loved, where man of high standing ; the& warmlove answeredhis enterprise succeeded. Theown, andwhile he was anx little fortune began to iniouslyquestioning as to his crease, the dreamy studentfuture, a legacyfell to him woke to life , babythatraisedhimabovewant . flourished, and stimulatedH
e

married, and for one the father to new efforts,yearwascontent to loveand and so another year passeddream; happy as a child is away.happy in th
e

sunlight , let Summer was just fadingting th
e

past di
c , and the fu into autumn , when Maryturerest in a halo of love Warren called her husbandtinted rosy clouds. to hersideoneevening. TheHis

Mary, a fair , delicate w
o

year -old Sadiewas sleeping,man, understood, as no one and the mother lay upon aelse on earth did , the sen sofa in the firelight . Verysitive, beautifulsoul in his fair and very frail she looksh
y

nature, and drew forth ed in the ruddy glow cast
by the opengrate .

“ Murray , ” shesaid, as heher sympathyandlove . One sat besideher , and drewheryear of happiness! Well , into his arms,there ar
e

many lives that -the doctor left a messagecannotcounteventhat brief for

“ You are not worse, dar
ling ? ' ' he said , with a quickto MurrayWarren, and he

His little Not worse in pain or anyun
suffering, Murray ; but the
winter is coming on , and the
doctor is afraid I cannotbearTHEMALLARD, OR WILDDUCK. -PAGE291.

<

the treasures of his giftedmind by th
e

magicpower of

Murray , the

term of joy . you , to -day . "

Then a weebabewas born
spasmof fear .becamerestless.

fortuneplaced two abovewant; thatwasall . But forhi
s

child he became covet
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the cold this year. Ho thinks I had better go abroad for a few " That's a likely story, with four of our own !"
montis . Can you take me, Murray ?" “ I have so longed to seeher merry like other children, Joha.
" Mary - he doesnot think - he did not say— Do you think she will laugh at your house?"
She claspedhis hand in her little thin one. “ Of courseshe will . "
" Not yet, I think , Murray. I think I shall stay a little “ She is so pale and still . She sits here in my armswith her

longer, dearest. But you know I never dared hope for a very great black eyesas sad as a woman's, looking so like hermother
long life, Murray. We have talked of it before." that I grow afraid she will fade away from me. But if shebe
" Yes,but I never realized, never felt it . Mary —oh, you will with you, with your children, I can go out and makea fortune

never leaveme !" for her, and take her home at last. I often fancy the homeI
But theseparationwaseventhendecreed. Beforethe prepara- would build for Sadie."

tions werecompletedfor the winter's trip , Mary Warren died. “Then wemay take her ?"
All theenergyof thepast two yearsseemed fo

r
a time stricken “ Not tv -night , " the father said , nervously .

from her husband's life . His business languished, his enter “ O
h , not till all your preparationsare complete, and youare

prises remained unfinished, his life seemed to have stopped ready to start .

again , and just two nights beforeour story commenceshis busi Moved by the same impulse , the two men went to the little
ness -househad been destroyed by fire . crib and stood there , the one so strong and manly , the other so

So he sat by his hearth on Christmas Eve , hopeless, weary , fair and effeminate, looking at the little sleeper. Fair andpale
and heart -sick . In a tiny crib in one corner of the room lay a as a lily she lay on the pillows . The delicate little face, with
sleepingchild , the nursehaving obtained a holiday , but Murray its exquisite features, small , sensitive mouth , and low , broad
Warren did not look toward the babe, nor seem to heed its forehead, seemedtoo matured for a baby's face ; and the long
presence. From the room below he caughtsounds of music and black eyelashesand crisp curls of dark -brown hair added to the
gay voices ; everywherearound him life overflowedwith happi- pallor of the fair face.

ness, and he sat in the dark a widowed, ruined man . John Hancock , thinking of his own rosy -cheeked, golden

A rap at his door aroused him , and mechanically he rose to haired darlings , felt as if this child must be molded of finer
open it . In the light of the broad hall stood a man , uponwhose clay ; yet a sad conviction crept over him that their charge
faceand figure wereimprinted al

l

the energy, life , and common would be a brief one , and this lily - flower would fade away, as

sense that Murray Warren lacked . O
f

the same age, yet this her father feared. Oncethe father spoke, as they stoodthere :

man looked tenyearsyounger. In place of dark , dreamingeyes, “ You will not let her forget me , John ? "

with fitful gleams of genius , he had large , well -opened blue One week later the father placed the treasure of his life in

ones, full of kindliness and hearty good sense ; in lieu of a Mrs. Hancock's motherly arms .

stooping, nervelessfigure, he stood erect, with broad chest well " She is al
l

that makes life dear to me , ” he said, sadly.

thrown out , a firm step, and the carriage of an upright , honor “ You will not let her forget me ? ' '

able man , who fears nothing savewrong -doing and sin . “ No , indeed ! And you must comeoften to see her , " was

“ John Hancock ! this is kind . Come in , " was the greeting the cordial reply . “ You know there is always a room here fo
r

he received, as he stood waiting at the door . you . "

• Moping in the dark , Murray ? This is bad for you , man , " “ Well , well , perhaps. You will be kind , I know ; andand in a moment the visitor had lit the gas -burner . someday or other I may be able to thank you as I wish. ButThe first excitement of welcoming his guest over , Murray now - now
Warren had droppedinto his old attitude by the fire . " Now I want you , " said John , coming to the rescue. "The

“ Come, come, Murray , you must rouse yourself ! Ti is will carriage is here , and it is time you were of
f

. ”never do ! " and , with al
l

the eloquence of well -meaning friend A long kiss printed upon the babyface, a warmhand -pressure,ship , John Hancock tried to rouse th
e

drooping , despairingspirit . and Murray Warren was gone , hearing , when fa
r

out of actualThere was little responsetill he said , “ There is Sadie to think ear -shot , the echo of Sadie's mournful “ Papa ! papa ! "of , Murray . ”

Then the wearyeyeswereraised. Years rolled away , and Sadie Warren grew to womanhood.“ I have ruined her , John . Every dollar of m
y

uncle's legacy Her life was one of peaceful occupations , of study and quietwas in the business. " pleasures. There was very little in John Hancock's house to“ But the insurance wake the higher instincts of her nature . It was a thoroughly“ Did I not tell you ? The policy expired last quarter . ” happy home . Three daughters and a son werebrought up in" And was it not renewed ? "

the modern manner ; learning what was taught at school, play“ No ; I forgot it ! " ing the piano a little , speaking execrable French , and worse" Whew ! that is bad ! Goodness m
e

! that is bad . I don't German , dancing , and doing moderately well al
l

their loving,se
e

how— " and then th
e

tone of reproachsoftened , as John commonplaceparents required them to do . In housework an
d

looked again at hi
s

friend , fo
r

whom he had felt al
l

hi
s

lif
e

th
e

needlework th
e

girls wereproficients ; while youngJohn lookedsameprotecting love a man feels fo
r

a woman or a child friend . forward to a seat in hi
s

father's counting -house as th
e

climaxH
e

couldnot reproach on
e

so broken and sa
d

. There w
as
a si
-

of earthly ambition . There was no favoritism with th
e

kindlylence in th
e

room fo
r

somemoments, and then Murray Warren heads of the house ; and Sadie Warren shared everystudyandspoke :

“Mr. Stephenswas here to -day . ” every advantage of John Hancock's daughters ; she went to

school , had masters, dressed like the others, shared everyinviMary's uncle ? "

tation , and was “ of the house " in al
l

senses of the word.Murray winced at the name of the dead, but noddedassent. But caging an eaglet among barnyard fowls will nevermake" Well ? ' ' said John .

“He offeredme the agency of the new branch house . " a chicken or duck of the young prince of ai
r , and thegreatheart

“ You accepted it , of course. It is a splendid opening . " and soul imprisoned in the girl's frail form soughtand found
vents of which the household around her never dreamed. Music" I did not decide. "

" Not decide ! Are you growing foolish , Murray ? ' '

with her wasnot a mere study of exercisesand pretty airs, tame

“ No - 1 - you se
e

, John , it involves a greatdeal of traveling , could convey its beauties to heart and ear .

polkas , or insipid waltzes . It was a medium by which genius
The little worldand - and - Sadie. ”

Murray , that w
as partly m
y

errand to - night . Will yo
u

grand harmony broke from her inspired voice or fingers , an
daround her said , “ That is one of Sadie's fancies , " whensome

trust Sadie to Mary andme ? "

never dreamedthat the fancy wasborn of a heart andbrain fa
r

John ! "

abovethe dull routine of their life . When her cheekflushed,The pale , sad facewasfairly illuminated for a moment .“ We will take the best of care of her for you . " or her brain grew dizzy over some masterpiece of poetry, or he
r

“ I know , I know , and I ca
n

seek he
r

fortune fo
r

he
r

again . scenery, therewas no other heart to meet hers in th
e

rebound
whole being seemedexalted before a painting or expanse of

But you don't know what a care she is . '

and claim kindred with its high pulsations . She lived alone an

* *
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* Do you
" No.
" Not so.

inner, secretlife, that met no eye, while her outward bearing Very near your asylum," was the answer.wassogentle, unassuming, and retired, that "Sadie's shyness know what night this is, Murray ?” .passedintoa proverb. All nights arealike now.”Andin this innerlife of dreamingwasshrined the memoryof This is Christmas Eve, Murray. Do you rememhe
r

deadmotherand the hope of one day meetingher unknown ber the ChristmasEvewhenyou promisedme the care of Sadie ?father. H
e

had left whenshe wasonly four years ol
d , writing You charged m
e

then never to le
t

her forget you . Murray , Ito JohnHancock of somewonderful scheme by which he was to obeyedthe charge. She hasnever forgottenyou , shehasneverrealize hi
s

darling'sfortune, and from that time all trace of him ceased to love you . "waslost. John believedhim dead ; but Sadienever listened for They were ascending the steps of a modest but neat littlea moment to the suggestion. Some day in the far future he house, and , crossingthe hall , entered a bright cheerfal parlor ;wouldcome to her, and her soul meet the companionshipand but Murray heedednot the change, absorbed in memory. Thesympathy fo
r

which it longed. He would understand her parlor wasoccupied, but a deadsilence reigned as John raised amusic; he would fil
l

her homewith paintings ; would take her warning finger .abroad to seethewonders of nature and art ; would readwith “ Then she knows how I loved her , though I left her , ” saidhe
r

fromher favorite poets. As a young girl waits for the Murray , as John placedhim in a chair .princewho is to woo, win and carry her off to happy life in the “ Shehas always lovedyou . Do you think , Murray , that iffuture, Sadielooked fo
r

the coming of the father who was toil . shewerepoor , ol
d , and helpless, and you had a home, that youin
g

fo
r

her in somefar awaycountry . would like to have her pass that home to seek an asylumfromSkehadpassedher twentieth birthday when her mother's public charity ? " 'uncledied, and left her a legacythat would sufficefor all her " God forbid ! "simplewants, thoughfar too small to give her all the luxuries “And if she loves you as tenderly as you love her , is it notof ar
t

that her genius craved. She offered al
l

at first to her her right to take you to her homeand heart , Murray ? "foster-father, who indignantly denied that she had everbeen a Sadie ! " he said , openinghis arms, “ Sadie, come to me . ”burden to him , andbadehermake herself fine with her modest “ I am here, father , ” she said , kneeling beside him andincome.

guiding his hands to her face.Twenty- si
x yearshad passedsince SadieWarren's birthday , But the shock of joy was toomuch for the weakenedmind .and in a smalltenementhouse in a populous town , a man was “ Sadie, ” he repeated. “ John , where is my child , my littlesitting, dreaming of her baby face. An old , old man , pitifully Sadie ? "agedandworn. The winter winds weregathering , sendingchill “ I am here , " shesobbed, as he repulsedher .streamsof ai

r

throughthe thin , crackedwalls of the house, and “ John , I wantmy child ! "th
e

ol
d

man'sclothingwas poor and scant , so he shivered at The mother's instinct came to aid Sadie. Rising , she softlythiswhisper of thecomingfrosts . left the room , returning quickly to lay her sleepingbabe in her" I wonder if he will come , ” he muttered , as he drew his old father's arms .coatclosearoundhim . " John Hancock loved meand has been He touchedthe little facewith gentle reverence, seemingtoogood to m
y

baby. I wonder if he will comeand take me to the happy for words. The long years of sufferingpassedaway likeasylum. I am old and blind , and somebodymust care for me . a dream, and he wasMurray Warren again , with his babe in bisJohnHancockwill comeand takeme to the asylum . But Sadie arms .mustnotknow. Sadiemust never know ! " “ John , ” he said , “ it is Christmas Eve , again , and I am atSo wandering, so trying to recall scraps of ol
d , long -forgotten home. Is it not so , ol
d

friend ? "interests, nowtalking of bis child , now of his wife , now of the It would be too long a tale to tell how , under the genial influuzattainableriches, John Hancock found him . ence of love and care, his mind grew clearer, till the mists wereH
e

was an ol
d

mannow , to
o
; but it was a hale , hearty old al
l

scattered. How his child loved him I can never tell you ,ig
e
, surrounded by everycomfort that a life of honest , indus- and , as her husband's name grew famous among artists , he
r

triousprosperitycouldgather . In the kind heart therebeat as heart throbbedwith pride , knowing howmanyprecioustreasureswarmandtrue a love fo
r

his old friend as had ever beenthere , of thought and observation her father pouredout at her husand he hadcome at once in answer to the call sent him . band's feet .

" John ! " MurrayWarren cried , as the step of his old friend In one of the leading galleries of art , there is a large paint .soundedon the floor. “ I cannot see you , John , but you are ing representing an old man , poorly clad , seated by a firesidethere? "

with a babe in his arms. Leaning over his chair another old" I am here! Why , old friend , how is this ? " man looksdown , too , upon the infant , while , kneeling , encircling" I would no
t

havesent fo
r

you , John , but th
e

doctors sa
y
I babe and parent with ber arms, is a fair young woman, whose

Christmust g
o
to th
e

asylum fo
r

th
e

blind in m
y

own parish , and there uplifted face is full of holy peaceand love . It is calledis no on
e

to take m
e

there. I tried bard , John , to make a fo
r mas Eve , " and I tell you its history as it wastold to me.tune fo
r

Sadie, but everything went wrong . I have been allover th
e

countryseeking, but I found no gold fo
r

my child . But WILL YOU BUY MY BODY ?sh
e

is withyou, John , and you will not le
t

her want , will

“ WILL you buy my body, si
r
? ' '" Sh
e

is in betterkeepingthan mine now , Murray . ” I , Charles Markham , a young surgeon, was sitting alone in"She is notdead ? ” he cried . the duskylittle room that the brass -platewithout dignifiedwith

I" N
o , no ! She is married, and in a home of her own . She the title of “ Surgery, " when the words fell upon my ears.married a painter, who isnot ve

ry

rich , to be sure , bu
t

they ha
d

just returned from visiting th
e

few patients Icould boastseem to be as happy as birds in a nest . ” of , thoroughly heartsick at the want of humanity in the world ,

I never remember* Married! You will no
t

tell he
r

about m
e

? You must no
t

wet to th
e

skin , an
d

more than half frozen .sadden he
r

, John . My little Sadie ! " a worsenight in all respects. It wascold as the Arctic , blusterM
y

pe
n

ca
n

neverdraw th
e

sa
d

picture of Murray Warren's ing ;andthesleet that rattled upon th
e

windows sooncoveredsinkingfaculties. H
e

hadstrained hi
s

eyesover night writing , them with a coating of ic
e .striving fo
r

that will - o ' - th
e

-wisp , fortune , til
l

th
e

organ of " God help any one that is forced to be abroad to -night , " had
vision fa

de
d

, gr
ew

di
m ,faint , an
d

finally failed entirely .Then been m
y

thought , as I hurried along ,afterfinishing m
y

profesth
e

overtaxedmentalpowersbegan to fa
il

to
o , an
d

hebecame a sionalduties , an
d

breasted m
y

w
ay

homeward .helpless, suffering, childish old man . But scarcelyhad I reached it , changedmysaturatedgarments,

The lo
ng

journeyrousedhimsomewhat , an
d

when John in
-

coaxed th
e

fir
e

in
to

acheerfulglow ,made myself comfortable,fermed hi
m

th
at

they w
er
e

nearly home , he wokeup to an in
-

an
d

begunbuilding castles in Spain of th
e

timewhen Ishouldterest in whatpassedaroundhim . have a lucrative practice and ride in my carriage, when the

my pleasantfancies to drift away in an instant .

you? "
in
g

fromthe .og fir
e

w
e

ne
ar

th
e

asylum ! ” heasked , as John proposedwalk- strange an
d

heart -chilling words fe
ll

upon m
y

ea
rs , causing al
l
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"Ah ! no.

" Will you buy my body, si
r
? " horse rapidity , but , on the contrary , finding it fa
r

more calm

I sprangfrom my easy- chair, dropping my well -coloredmeer - than my own . " Great heaven ! You cannot be in earnest! "

schaum in my astonishment, and turned to seewho it was that , " I am in earnest - God alone knows how much in earnest!

like Poe's raven, had uttered the terrible words . It was my last resort . Will you buy it ! Will you give m
e

“ Will you buy my body , si
r
? " somemoney for it ? "

The question was repeated for the secondtime , before I had And she reachedout her hands toward me, as a miserwould
sufficientlyrecoveredmyself — before I wasconvinced that it was have done when he heard the dear sound of jingling gold .

no ill -omenedbird , but one of human semblance at least . Yet “ How can I purchase it ? You are yet alive ? " '

the requestwas so utterly unusual , so much at variance with “ But I will soon die , and then - then you can claim it . For

al
l preconceivednotions of barter and sale , that al
l I could do the love of heaven , give me a little - just a little money ? " And

was to push a chair toward the intruder , and stand in silent the hitherto dry eyeswere floodedwith tears.

wonderment. Why do you wish to sell it ? You cannot but understand
In a few moments, the self -command I had learned during that it is an unheard - of proceeding. Our professionneverpur

hospitalpracticecame to my aid , and I sawthat my visitor was chasesbodies " (how I shuddered as I gazedinto her face, while

2 woman - girl , rather , for she could not have beenmore than I was forcing myself to calmly utter thesewords ) “ beforedeath
nineteen or twenty at the utmost ; and that if it had not been no matter what we may do after . "

for the extremepallor of the face, the pinched - u
p

look about “ I know it - I know it ; but I must have money, and there
the mouth , and the sad, sunken eyes, she would have pos- is no other means left me to get it . I must have it , now - in

sessed- fa
r

more than is ordinarily the case — the rare gift of stantly ! "

beanty. And she would have arisen again , but I resolutelyheld her
The flickering light of the fire flashed upon the soft , brown down .

hair , giving it a moregolden glory , and , dissolving the snow “ For what purposedo you wish it ? "

flakesthat hadlodgedthere, madethemglitter like liquid pearls . “To purchasefood , fire , medicine . "

This much , and that the dress and shawl were of the cheapest “For yourself ? "

materials, and but a poordefenseagainst the howling storm and Had that beenthe case, I would neverhavecome
pitilesscold , and the strangerequestdarted with lightning ra

-

hither . I would have lain down in the gutter anddied - God
pidity through my brain . knows how willingly . But tell me , " she continued, almost

“ Draw nearer to the fire , " I said . “ You are numbed. fiercely, “ will you give me somemoney ? I musthave it - must
Warm yourself , and " have it ! ”

“ I bave no time -must not stay , ” she answered, with a sigh , “ If not for yourself , in the name of heaven, for whomwould
though she dropped heavily into the chair , and brushed away ' you have madesuch a fearful sacrifice ? Is it one that is very
thesnowdropsfrom her facewith her thin hands . near and dear to you ? " ' .

Without waiting for further remonstrance, I hastened to get “ It is - is - my little sister . "

somereviving medicine, of which I saw she stood so much in The words dropped from her tongue as they might havedone
need, and with gentle force held it to her lips . from that of an angel , and her facewore as holy a light as if

“ I cannot - I cannot ! " she gasped, half pushing it away . she had already beenstar - crowned.

“You must , " I insisted. “ Remember, I am a surgeon - that “ Thenshe is ill ? "

this is a prescription — that your life may dependupon it . " “ Dying ! dying ! and I sitting idly here ! "

“ Life ! O God ! how long and sad. Will it save my life ? “ Why did you not tell me of this before ? "

Will it give me strength ? ' ' “ Because I have begged so long in vain . I had no money to

" That certainly is the object I have in urging you to take it . pay a doctor ; and who would go forth upon such a night as

What elseshould it be ? " this without it ? ' '

“ Give it to me . My blood boiled so that I could not answer. Could there be

And she swallowed it without a murmur , saveone of thank- suchmen ? Alas ! reason told me a moment that her words
fulness. werebut too true . Without delay , I gathered such things as I

I wheeledher chair up nearer to th
e

fire , stirred th
e

coals to fancied might be of service, wrapped th
e

delicate form in a

1 morebrilliant glow , hoping that the potion would quiet her heavy cloak , and with a few whispered words of comfort, w
e

excitement, wake the chilled blood to a warmer and swifter sallied out together into the black night and mercilessstorm
flow, and that sleepwould follow . And , for a moment , I fancied and cold .

that I wasright . The little handsdroppednervously into her Fortunately , the distance w
e

had to travel was a shortone.

la
p

; the softly -vailedlids droppedoverthe deep -blue eyes; th
e

A few houses passed, and sh
e

le
d

m
e
up severalflights of dismal

head fell forward upon the breast. But , alas ! it was only a creaking stairs into a room .inomentary delusion . In another instant , she sprang to her “ Florence , is that you ? " I heard asked by what my earcon
leet again , pressedher hands upon her temples , as if to stijl vinced mewas a pair of childish , almost infantile lips .
their throbbings , and looked wildly around . “ Yes , my darling . Lie still for a moment .

“ O
h , heaven ! ” she exclaimed ; “ I here amid warmth and “ I am so glad . You have been so long , so very , very long

comfort - and - and - 2 " away , and I am so cold and hungry , and it was so dark , and I
Convulsive sobschokedany further utterance.

" Si
t

down and tell me the reason of your coming here , " I

have been so frightened at the strange noises . "

almost commanded, as I placedher in the chair .

My fair guide had beenmaking preparations to obtain a light ;

“ Ah , I remember al
l

now ! Remember ! Is there no such room , and I knew that many warm kisses were given an
d

re

but when she heard the words , she flew to the other side of th
e

thing as forgetfulness ? Yes . I remember all . I camehere turned .

to - to
“ Be calm . I understand that you are in need, and camefor little remnant of a candle .

“ Excuse me , si
r , ” she said , as she returned and lighted th
e

“ Excuse but I had been so

assistance. "

“ I came, " she replied , and looked upon mewith such utter
long away from Bessie . "

despair ,and spoke so calmly , that itmade m
y

blood ru
n

cold— by love ,that Iwished to linger upon m
y

ea
r

unbroken ,like th
eI answerednot . Her voice had a melody in it , nowattuned

“ I came, doctor , to sell you my body . "

Was I talking to a sanewoman or a maniac ? The latter was ' years .

strains of somesongs I have heard , and which haunted m
e

fo
r

certainly my thought , but I could detectnothing in the clear ,blue eyes of the wanderings of insanity . In a moment the candle shed a sickly light aroundtheroom.

Sell he
r

body ? She spoke of it as an every - da
y

transac- covered be
d

w
as al
l ! Bu
t

within it I sa
w

a sweet , w
ee

fa
ce

th
atLittle , indeed, and unfurnished to nothingness ! One scantily

tion .
“Great heaven ! " ! exclaimed, laying my fingers upon her upon the pulse of the little sufferer .

mademe forget all else . I approached it , and laid myhands
pulse , with the expectation of finding it bounding with race “ Who are you ? ” she asked , drawing back in alarm .

! )

me ,
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inmyhands.

1

" Heisa doctor, Bessie; & dear, good, kind friend,” replied | Bessie, and imprint a kiss upon th
e

curl -wreathedand snowyhe
r

sister; andfromthat momentshe becameperfectly passive brow ; and I thought what desperatetrials one like hermusthavepassedthrough in order to bring hermind to look calmlyIt di
d

not requireone learned in the science of materiamedica upon giving herself to the knife and the ribald jests of the disto se
e

whatwasrequired. I made the properprescription , saw secting -room ! And I thought , too , of the sterling truth of herthat it wastenderlyadministered, told the eldest sister that I young heart , that could resist the allurements of gold when sowould be back in a fewmoments, and resisting al
l

her attempts hedged by want and pain in their most terrible shapes. Ito light m
e

downstairs , gropedmy way out into the street . I thought , too —but she interruptedmewith :hadnoticed an cating -house but a little distance as we came “ My kind - indeed, I might saymy only friend - whom Godalong; and a statement of the case, backed by the al
l

-powerful raised up to me in the hour when al
l

was darknessand miseryking of th
e

world, gold , soon procured the loan of a couple of and black death, and a pauper's gravewas staring m
e

in thechairs, fuel, light , andproperfood , and in a brief half -hour that face — mykind friendBut I am - havebeenkeepingyou fromlittle roomworesomething like an air of comfort . Another rest .

hour, andthe eyes of the child were closed in slumber , and I “ Me ! A surgeon's life is one that is constantlybroken inurgedhersister to , also , seekrepose ; but in vain . upon , and —will you pardon me ?-I have nover had my heart" At least, lie down, and le
t

me cover you with my cloak , " I so deeply touched, or my feelings so much interested, in al
l myurged. life . "“ N

o , doctor, " was the constantreply , “ I cannot . I am so A faint rose - blush crept up from the exquisitely mouldedhappy. It must have been God that directed my wandering throat and mantled the soft cheeks. She took my handandsteps to you. " pressed it to her lips , leaving a warm kiss lingering upon it .And so w
e

sa
t

with the night -wind roaring without , watching Did I suddenlybuild any castle in Spain !th
e

almostangelicface of the peacefully -slumbering child — sa
t

When the morning light broke again over the gay city , theandtalked of what I was more than anxious to hear . But the storm had ceasedand nature smiled - cold , it is true , but brilconversationof those long , dark hours can be condensedinto a liantly . There was a plentiful breakfast served in that littleverybriefspace.

room that samemorning .Sh
e

whowould have sold her body for the sake of giving a As I write theselines , I (with some, at least, of my dreams oflittlelonger of life to her sister , was the daughter of at least wealth and position realized) si
t
in a cosystudy , and listen tosupposedwealth. But a few years previously , she could have the wrathful howling of the storm without . There is a beautiheldherhead as high as the highest . Both birth and education ful , brown -hairedwoman sewing near - a sprite of a girl decofittedher for it . But misfortune came — a series of disasters rating a snow -whitekitten with crimson ribbons on the rug inupon th

e

land and sc
a

- againstwhich no human forethought front of the glowing grate . I look up suddenly fromthe bookcouldguard, combinedwith treachery and ingratitude of the I am reading. Our eyesmeet. Are we both thinking of thedeepest di
e , sweptaway all . In their footsteps followed the past ? It may be so ? She steals softly behind my chair , anddeath of th

e

mother, leaving an infant of but a few months twines her arms aroundmy neck .ol
d

. Thefondfatherstruggledagainst the tide manfully for a “Darling , do you remembersuch a night as this a yearago ? "brieftime — then his health gave way — he followed his wife sheasks .throughthedarkvalley and beyond the shining river , leaving “Yes . I was thinking of it . "th
e

eldersister to providefor the younger . “ And of what broughtme to you ? ”" For a time, " continuedthe poor girl , “ I was able to livecomfortablyby thesale of the furniture and articles of value I She bendsstill nearer to me. I feel her warm breathuponpossessed. Then — but why should I unbosom myself to a my cheeks. I feel her fervent kiss—such a one as only a youngstranger? " sh
e

asked, stopping suddenly , and looking m
e

full and lovely wife can give ; and I hear, as it were, whisperedin theface.

rather by spirit than mortal lips ," Because, " I replied, with a smile at her earnestness—" be “ Now , my darling , I im yours, bodyand soul . ”causeyouhavefound a true heart , and one that can feel for Thank God that it is so !you. "
“ Yes, maykind heaven be thanked ! I feel that it is so . HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS ."Well, I struggled on - no , fought were the better word , ” shecontinued, with thelinesabout her mobile mouth suddenly be CEUFS A LA TRIPE . — Hard boil a dozen eggs, and cut them incominghard—“ I fought fo

r

lif
e
, sometimesteaching , sometimes slices :peel somesmall pickling -onions , and fr
y

themgently in

obtaininga little needlework; in short , doing anything that m
y

butter over a slow fir
e ; dust themwith flour , moisten themstrengthpermitted, until illness came. Still , I gave not way to with equal quantities of stock and cream, add a little salt anddespair. Truly , I w

as

bound tothe stake - a sweet on
c

, m
y

pepper , an
d

stowthem til
l

quite tender ; then ad
d

th
e

eggs, an
ddarlingsister. O
f

th
e

th
e

insults I received while seeking fo
r

give them a warm up -serve as hot as possible ..

work, I shallnot speak. ”" Andfound no employment ? " LOBSTERCurry.- (Time, half an hour . ) One large lobster,

*None ! Pi
ec
e

by piece , I parted with th
e

little furniture I on
e

large onion , a piece of butter ,three dessert-spoonfuls of

w
as

th
e

possessor of , until whatyou se
e

was al
l

that remained . ” curry - paste, juice of half a lemon, a pint of broth , or more if" M
y

poorchild ! " required. Boil a nice large lobster, or procureone readyboiled," It is true " -I sawthat she wasnerving herself to tell m
e break the shell , cut it down the back , pick out all the flesh, and

something th
at

w
as painful ,very painful ,and would ha
ve

cu
t

it in
to

small pieces . Cu
t

a largeonion in
to

slices , an
d

fr
y

stopped he
r

, bu
t

sh
e

resolutelycontinued— “ it is true , some it brown ; then stir in thecurry -pastemixedsmooth, pour in the

an
d

indignantlyhurled it ba
ck

in m
y

insmitersurface.natrneh , pieces of lobster, st
ir al
l

w
el
l

together , cover itclose , an
d

stew

an
d

in le
as

ofered m
e
by morethan one m
an , bu
t I instantly broth or st
oc
k
, an
d

bo
il it up un
til

ratherthick . Pu
t

in th
e

se
at

heaven!upon th
is

litter night , w
ith al
l

of ho
pe

gone , it fo
r

rathermore th
an

ha
lf

an ho
ur
if required ,taking ca
re

to W
oh
at

in th
e

name of heaven co
ul
d

have pa
t

su
ch

an id
ea

to
o

dr
y ; when ready toserve , ad
d

th
e

juice ofhalf a lemon ,

and serve it up bot with a dish of boiled rice .

" Idon'tknow — I cannot te
ll

. Somewhere, I had either heard UNRIVALEDPLUMPODDING. -A contemporaryrecommendstheor readsomething of the kind . ”"Youmusthavebeenvery desperate. "

following ingredientsfor a good plum pudding : one poundand

a

desire –t
o

save m
y

darling even a single hour of pain . ”

esifon th
e

verge ofdistraction ? I ha
d

bu
t

on
e

dream - on
e

rants , on
epound of Sultana raisins , tw
o

pounds of finestmoist
sugar , two pounds of bread -crumbs, sixteen eggs, two pounds"Haveyou no relatives ? ' '

Sh
e

pensed, an
d

turned to smooth th
e

ha
ir

of th
e

slumbering ei
nd
ir

of Tw
o

memons, on
e

ounce of groundnutmeg , on
e

ounce of

Yes . "

into head ? "
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ounce

ground cinnamon, half an ounceof powderedbitter almonds, notching it with scissors; boil an egghard, cut it in half andquarterof a pint of brandy. Stoneand cut up the raisins, but put it into the ear. Make a thick gravy, and fry somesmalldo not chop them ; washand dry the currants, and cut the can- forcedmeat-balls to garnish with. Scald the brains, beingverydied peel into thin slices. Mix al
l

the dry ingredients well to- careful to take of
f

every particle of skin and vein , put them ingether, and moistenwith the eggs, which should be well beaten a piece of muslin , and boil them with a little parsley ; takeand strained, then stir in the brandy, andwhen al
l

is thoroughly them up , put them in a basin, and beat them up well with a

mixed , butter and flour a stout pudding -cloth , put in the pud- fork ; chop the parsley very fine , and add a verylittle fine -driedding , tie it down tightly , boil from six to eight hours , andserve sage, pepperand salt ; beat up one egg and the yolk of another,with brandy sauce. A few sweet almonds blanchedand cut in and mix these al
l

together. Have a frying -panwith a piece ofstrips , and stuck on the pudding ornament it prettily . This butter boiling hot on the fire , drop the mixture in , about a desquantity may be divided fo
r

small families , as the above ingre- sert -spoonful at a time , and fry small -sized cakes of a paledients will make a large pudding . brown color , which place round the dish .

TO CLEANPLATE .-- Plate -powder is made by mixing two table GINGERCORDIAL. — To one gallon of brandy put nine poundsspoonfuls of powderedwhiting , with a teaspoonful of rouge . of bruisedwhite or red currants ( or both sorts mixed, as pr
a

.Rougemay be procuredfrom any good silver -smith's . The pow- ferred ) , fresh and ripe , eight ouncespounded or groundginger,der is to be madeinto a pastewith a little water . To clean the the rind of eight lemons , and two ounces of bitter almonds,plate , dip a piece of flannel into the paste, and rub it well on blanched and pounded ; mix al
l together, and stir themixturethe plate . Allow it to dry on , then rub with a washleather, frequently . Let it stand for a few days , then run it through aand brush the powderwell out of the crackswith a plate -brush , jelly bag ; add four pounds of loaf sugar , not broken intoand, lastly , polish it with a cleanwashleather. If silver is very small pieces. When the sugar is quite dissolved it will be fit totarnished, make the plate -powderinto a pastewith a little gin bottle .or spirits of wine iustead of water . Plate -powder containing Cough . - Syrup of poppies, oxymel of squills , simpleoxymel,mercury is very injurious to silver ; it cleaus it very readily , but of each two ounces. A teaspoonful when the cough is troublewears it , and makes it very brittle . Salt stains silver . All some.silver usedwith salt should be cleansed at once, as if left any

time a stain will appearwhich is difficult to get of
f

. CHAPPXDHANDS. - Wash the hands with oatmeal instead of

soap, and after eachwashing take a little dry oatmealand rubGRAPEWINE . - Take any kind of fresh -gathered ripe grapes, over them , so as to absorbany moisture .strain them , add two gallons of water to one gallon of juice ,

and threepoundsand a half of loaf - sugar. Leave it to ferment BLACKCRAPE. - Skiro -milk and water , with a little bit of glue
for about si

x

weeks, then add thewhites of two eggs to clear it , in it , made scalding hot , will restore old rusty black Italianand , if preferred, a quart of brandy ; but this is not recom- crape . If clapped, and pulled dry like finemuslin , it will lookmended. Barrel , as usual . as good as new .

SCOTCHSHORTBREAD. - Ingredients : two pounds of flour , one RATSANDMICE.— Thefollowing mixture will be foundeffectualpound of butter , a quarter of a pound of pounded loaf- in getting rid of thesehousehold pests: Mix powerednur vomsugar, half an ounce of carraway seeds, one of ica with oatmeal , and lay it in their haunts , observingpropersweet almonds, and a few strips of candied orange -peel. precaution to prevent accidents. Another method is to mixoatBeat the butter to a cream, gradually dredge in the flour , and meal with a little powderedphosphorus .add the sugar, carrawayseeds, and sweetalmonds , which shouldhe blanchedand cut into small pieces. Work the pasteuntil it STEWEDCELERY. - Cut the whitest of several heads of celery,

is quite smooth, and divide it into six pieces ; put eachcake on blanch them , and put theminto cold water. Drain themdry,

a separatepiece of paper, ro
ll

th
e

paste ou
t

square to th
e

thick- and pu
t

them into a stewpan with a little stock an
d

sugar;

ness of about an inch , and pinch it up on all sides ; prick it stew them gently ; take out the celery , stir in the gravy th
e

well , and ornamentwith one or two strips of candied orange beaten yolks of two eggs, and a half a gill of cream, andpourpeel ; put the cakes into a good oven, and bake them from over the celery .

twenty - five to thirty minutes . RuEUMATISM. — The Chelsea Pensioner's Recipe. ---Honey , two
HUNTERS' PUDDING. — Ingredients: on

e

pound of raisins , on
e

phur ,two ounces ; cream oftartar , on
e

ounce ; Jamaicaginger ,

pounds, clarified by a slow fire down to one pound ; flour of sul
pound of currants , on

e

pound of suet, on
e

pound of bread- powdered , half an ounce ;one nutmeg , grated ; gu
m ,guiacum,crumbs, half a pound of moist sugar, eight eggs, one tablespoonful of flour , a quarter of a pound of mixed candiedpeel,

powdered, one drachm . Mix all theseingredientswell . Dose
oneglass of brandy , ten drops of essence of lemons, ten drops two teaspoonfulstwice a day in a tumbler of hot water.

of essence of almonds, half a nutmeg, two blades of mace, and RAMEQUINS O
F

PASTRY.- Make a light puff -pastewith creamsix cloves. Stoneand shredthe raisins rather small , chopthe an
d

butter , ro
ll

it ou
t

quite thin , an
d

spreadover it ha
lf

thesuet finely , and rub th
e

breaduntil al
l lumps ar
e

well broken ; weight of th
e

paste in grated Parmesan or anyfine cheese. Foldpound the spice to powder, cut the candiedpeelinto thin shreds, and roll the pastetwice , that the cheesemay be thoroughly inand mix all theseingredientswell together, adding the sugar . corporatedwith it ; then roll out half an inch thick , cut inBeat the eggs to a strong froth , and , as theyare beaten, drop roundswith a paste -cutter, brush them over with beateneggs,into them the essence of lemon and essence of almonds ; stir and bake fo
r

a quarter of an hour ; servehot .these to the dry ingredients, mix well , and add the brandy .Ti
e

th
e

pudding firmly in a cloth , an
d

bo
il

it fo
r

si
x

hours at rabbit , on
e

large spoonful ofcurry -powder , half a dessert:

A RABBIT CURRY .- ( Time, three - quarters to onehour . ) Onethe least : seven or eight hours would be still better for it .Serve with boiled custard, or red -currant jelly , or brandy spoonful of curry -paste ; one large onion , or two small ones;

one ounce and a half of butter , a rasher of bacon, one large
COOKING A Caur's HEAD . — Takehalf a calf's head, wash it , Cut on

e

largeonion , or twosmall ones , with a large sourapple,

sour apple , a very little flour , one pint of good broth or stock.

an
d

take ou
t

the brains , being careful to wash away al
l

the intoslices , and fr
y

them a nicebrowninto about an ounceand ablood , et
c.
; tie th
e

head in a cloth , and boil it fo
r

an hour and half or twoounces ofbutter ; then st
ir

in th
e

curry-powder an
d

a half , or if a largeonerather longer . Take it ou
t

and remove paste, and pour in a pint of goodbroth or stock .th
e

jawbone ,skin th
e

tongue ,and roll itand th
e

part of th
e

rabbit , an
d

cut th
e

joints into rather small pieces; sp
lit

th
eheadwhence th
e

bone wasremovedtogether , an
d

tie with a head , dredge itwith flour , an
d

add it to th
e

other ingredients,broad tape ; pu
t

the head in th
e

clothagain ,and le
t itboil with alarge slice of bacon cu
t

into little square pieces . Coverabout three -quarters of an hour til
l

perfectlytender , then take the stewpan , se
t
it overthe fir
e , and le
t

it stewgently fo
r

about

it out of the cloth , place it on a dish , with a paste -brushput ona little white of egg, sprinkle it all over with fine fried bread
three -quarters of an hour , or until the meat will leavethebone

crumbs , and pass a salamanderover it . Ornamentthe ear by with boiled rice in a separatedish .

easily , and th
e

sauce is thick . Pour of
f

any fa
t
, and serve it

sauce,

Dividethe
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Who wasDEAD!-A gentlemansaidtohis Hibernianservant:A STRING OF BEADS . “ Pat, herecomesa funeral; “ doyouknowwhois dead?”Faith , I guess, sir, it must be the manin the coffin," wasthereply.
An incorrigibleloafer, being taken to task for hi

s

laziness, re . PLEASINGCHILDREN. - A clergymansays it is curious to notehowplied:" * I tel
l

yo
u

, gentlemen, youaremistaken ; Ihave no
t

a lazy bone their children ; but still more curious toobservethat in many in

manypeople attend a circus “ only becausetheywant to pleasein m
y

body; butthefact is , I wasborn tired ! " stances it takes two or three able -bodiedmen, with as manywoHowthePrince of Walespoppedthequestion to thePrincess of men, to look afteronelittle boy or girl . ”Denmark: “ Please , deign to marry me . " And the fare Dane A DEVOTEE of Bacchuswasoverheard , the othernight, thusallodeigned. dressinghis hat , whichhadfallenfromhis head :The woman w
ho

w
as
“ buried ingrief ” is now alive an
d

doing I leave yo
u ; and he staggeredproudlyaway .

“ If I pick you up , I fall ; if I fall , youwill not pickme up ; thanwell. It was a case of prematureinterment.

“ How do youlikemenow ? ' ' asked a belle of her spouse, as she In the last illness of thewittyGeorgeColman, thedoctorbeingBailedinto th
e

room, with a sweepingtrainof muslinfollowing her. later thanthetime appointed, apologised to his patient, sayingthat" Well , " said he , " to tell the truth, it is impossiblefor me to like he hadcalled in to see a manwhohad fallendown a well ,youanylonger. " “ Did he kick thebucket, doctor ? " groanedColman.

PRECOCIOUS. - A returnedAustralian found the baby he left at He who askedthe daughter'shandandgot the father'sfoot , hadhomea missof five summers. One day he offendedher , and she the consolation of knowingthat his wooingwasnotbootless.fretfullyexclaimed:" I wishyou hadnevermarriedinto the family . " If booksare , as poetscall them, themostjoyousthings in nature,whataretheyalwaysmurmuringabout ?A POSER. - As a schoolmasterwasemployedthe otherday in Scotland in hi
s

“ delightfultask ” of teaching a sharp urchin to cipher A POSER. - If a husbanddesertshis wife , which is themostaban

97 th
e

siate, th
e

precociouspupil put the following question to hi
s

doned — th
e

woman or th
e

man ?instructor: A PHOTOGRAPHERin Bostonwasrecently visited by a youngwo ." Where di
z

a ' thefiguresgangtill whenthey'rerubbit out ? " : man , who ,with sweetsimplicity, asked :HENPHILOSOPHY.-" Now , youngpeople , " said a professor of na “ How long does it take to getmyphotographafterleavingmymeasure? "turalhistory to his class—" now, then, as to hens. A henhas thecapacityof layingjust sixhundredeggs, andno more, and she fin “ HAVE I not offeredyou every advantage? " said a dotingfatherishes th
e

job in justaboutfiveyears. Now , what is to be donewith to hisson .herafterthat? "

“ Oh , yes , " repliedthe youth ; " but I could not think of taking" Cut of
f

herhead, andsellher for a spring chicken ! ” exclaimedan urchinwhosefatherdealt in poultry . anyadvantage of my father. "

ACCORDINGto th
e

latestdefinition, a bachelor is a manwho has gument to a " pint " as quick as anyotherman.

AN ALEHOUSEpolitician was boastingthat he couldbring an ar

lost th
e

opportunity of making a womanmiserable. “ You canbring a quart to a pint a gooddeal quicker, " observed" TIGHT. " -At a school at Newcastle themasterasked a classof & wag .boysthe meaning of theword “ appetite . " After a shortpause,onelittle boysaid : A COWARDLYfellow having kicked a newsboythe other dayforpesteringhimto buy an eveningpaper, theladwaitedtill anotherI know, sír ; whenI'm eatin' I'm happy , andwhenI'm doneI'm boyaccostedthe “ gentleman, ” and thenshouted, in thehearing oftight. "

all bystanders:" A FRENCHYANcannot pronounce “ ship . ” The word sounds “ It's no use to try him , Jim ; he can'tread. "" sheep" in hi
s

mouth. Seeing an ironclad, à Frenchmanasked :" Is dish a war -sheep? " ! In the commission of evil , fear no man so much as thine own

“ N
o , " answereda boy ; " it's a ram . ” self. Another is but onewitnessagainstthee ; thouart a thousand.Another thou mayestavoid, but thyself thou canstnot . WickedA YOUNGladywhopridedherself on hergeography, seeing a can . ness is its ownpunishment.dl

e

aslant, remarkedthat it remindedher of the “ LeaningTower of .Pisa. " “ JOHN , did you leaveMr. Filkins's umbrella at his house 99

" Yes, " respondeda wag , “ with this difference: that is a tower “No , ma , " saidJohn .

In Italy, whilethis is a tower in grease. ” “ Whydidn't you ? Didn't I tell you to do so ? ”

“ Yes , ma ; but didn't you tell me yesterday always to keepIt is saidthat th
e

reason that ladiesare like arrows is because something on hand fo
r

a rainyday ; andwhat betterthingcan 1theyare in a quiverwhen a beaucomes. keep than an umbrella ? "

A COLOREDservant, sweepingout a bachelor'sroom, found a ten A WOMANhaving falleninto a river , herhusbandwent to look foreentstamp on thecarpet, which he carried to theowner. her , proceeding up the streamfrom the placewhere she fell in ."You maykeep it for yourhonesty, ” said he . The bystandersaskedhim if he wasmad -shecouldnothavegone

hi
s

servantif he hadseen it .

A shorttimeafter hemissedhis gold pencil -case, andinquired of againstthe stream. Themananswered:" Shewas obstinate andcontrary in her life , and, no doubt, she“ Yes, si
r , " wasthereply . wasthe sameat her death. "" Andwhathaveyoudonewith it ? "* Kept it fo

r
m
y

honesty, si
r . " FIENDISHREVENGE. - A crustyold gentleman, not liking theway

his landlady's daughter had of makingfreewith his hair - oi
l , filledCARPETS ar
e

bought by theyard , andworn by the foot . his bottlewith liquidglue thedaybefore a ball to whichthegirl had
beeninvited, andshestayed at home.A FENDORof hoopskirtswasrecentlyextollinghis wares in presence of a customer'shusband. “ Massa , ” said Sambo, “ one of your oxen is dead ; t'oder, too .

keeper. "N
o ladyshould bewithout on
e

of theseskirts , ” said th
e

shop-' 'Fraid to te
ll

you of boff ' at once , fo
r

fear yo
u

couldn't bore it ? "

"Well , of coursenot , ” dryly respondedthehusband , who was An Irishman, beingasked by his angrymasterwhat he did to the" sheshouldbewithin it . " dogeveryday to makehimcry out as if cruelly treated, replied :Cruelly trait him, yer honor, not I ! I nevercould hurt a poorNIGHT AN
D

MAIN. — Hood , in describing th
e

meeting of a manand dumb cratur in my lif
e ;but yerhonorbademe cu
t

hi
s

tail ,and so I2. Li
on ,said th
e

man ra
n

of
f

with all hi
s

might , an
d

the lionwith al
l

cut only a little bit off everyday , to make it more aisyfor him. "

UNFORTUNATEAT COMPLIMENTS. — It is related of a Parisianportrait shrinkonequarter of a yard ,

A PERSONwastoldthat threeyards of cloth, by beingwet, would
painterthat, havingrecentlypainted th

e

portrait of a lady , a critic ,who ha
d

ju
st

dropped in to seewhatwasgoing on in th
e

studio, yard ,wouldthere be any le
ft

? "

“ Well , then, " he inquired, " if you should wet a quarter of a

It is verynicelypainted; but why di
d

you take such an ugly PASSIVEVERBS. - A teacher, in trying to explainpassiveverbs to

a class, said to one of theboys :It is m
y

mother, " calmlyrepliedthe artist . “ Now , observe: if I say , John is beaten, ' what is John's rela" O
h , pardon, a thousandtimes ! " cried thecritic , inthe greatest tion to the verb ? "confusion; “you areright_I ought tohaveperceived it . She re “ John gets licked , " answeredtheboy .

“ No , no , youblockhead ; whatdoesJohn do ? ”

Echo . - A travelerinquired of a guide the reasonwhy . " echo . ” “ I dunno, unless he hollers . "

wasalwaysspoken of as a " she , "and wasinformedthat itwas becauseit alwayshasthelastword .

PAINFUL.George : “ I was sorry to hear thatyou had broken
yourarm. I suppose it painedyou awfully , didn't it ? ' 'MyTÇAL AI

D
. — Th
e

race of mankindwouldperish , di
d

theycease
Frank (with much feeling) : " It wasn'tthepain , old fellow - ob ,to ai

d

eachother. From thetime thatthe motherbinds th
e

child's no ! It was being deprived of carrying m
y

hands in m
y

pocketslead til
l

th
e

momentthatsomekind assistantwipesthedeath -damp
which brokemedown. "

fr
om
th
e

brow of th
e

dying , w
e

cannot exist without mutual help .Al
l , therefore,thatneedaid have a right to ask it oftheir fellow .
A FACT. - Courtship is bliss , but matrimony is blister.

mortals: noonewhoholds th
e

power ofgranting can refuse it Not LIGHTLY ._ " I havenot lovedlightly , ' ' as themansaid, when
hemarried a widow weighingthreehundredpounds.

6

somethingof a wag ;

hismane.

exclaimed:

model?

sembles yo
u

completely. "

withoutguilt.



OUR GALLERY OF PORTRAITS .

Miss Smythedoesnot like a retroussénose.

IT WWW.
The ladywhodoesnot like simplicity. The lady whodoeslike simplicity.

Maria Jones doeslike a retrou 720se. Onewholikesa smallmouth. Onewhodoesn't.

Mis3 Gusher, whowritespoetry. Mrs. Virginia can'tbear it. Onewho likesto lookin theglass.

Onewhodon'tlikebuddingMisses. A choiceof beauties. Portrait of th
e

lady who is no
t

vain.
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ends. Three loopsof ribbon,eachwith a fringed end, fallover the chignon.
No. 3. - Straw hat. This

shape is novel and stylish,
and peculiarly adaptedto thecoiffure of the present day.The brim turns up muchmore at the sides and back
than in front. A scarf of
white silk net, starting from
ihe front, crossesthe crown,where it is gracefully draped,
and relievedbybowsof whitesatin ribbon. The very long
fringed ends fall at the back.
At one side is a large pom
pon of fancy straw.

DESCRIPTION OF FOUR
PAGE ENGRAVING

Fig . 1. - Train dressof la
vender-colored poplin. Bias
bandsof blue silk , bordered
with parrow black velvet,

PU
M
A

DESCRIPTION OF BONNETS .

FROMMiss MATHERS, 891BROADWAY.THEthreebonnets from Miss Mathers'sestablishmentare elegant exponents of thatlady's refinedtaste .No. 1 is of rich white lace . Thehigh -pointedcoronet-front is of quilled lace. A bow of white satin ribbo
n

, and cluster of golden -grains ,attachthe widestrings in front . Atth
e

back is a fall of lace ; above it isa large ribbon -bow. A hummingbird, withopenwings , is poiseduponthegoldengrains in front .No. 2 .-- Bonnet of fine straw .strawband, with large loops , crossesth
e

to
p

. Through the two centreloopspasswheat -ears of straw , tippedwith black. A scarf of black lacecrossesthetop , and falls at the sides ;it fastens in front beneath a strawcoloredribbon knot , with fringed

cover the seams of the gored skirt ,and head the two flounces, whichare also bound with blue . The cor
sage is bigh at the back , quite lowand square in front , and entirely
bordered by bias bands similar to

those upon the skirt . Bandsconctalthe seams at the back . In front are
three small lavender -colored bows.

The plastron, or upper part of thefront , and the long straight sleeves,are of blue silk . Small black buttons
fasten the former , four flat rows ofnarrow black velvet trim the latter .A velvet band encirclesthe neck , andknots in front . Collar and under
sleeves of quilled lace. Blue ribbon
bow in the hair .

Fig . 2. - Princess dress of mauvesilk . The long , plain skirt is bor
dered by a piping of the same. The
corsage-corseletbuttons in front , and

is headed by a pinked -out ruching .

A

VOL. XXIV . , No.6-17 BONNETS. - From Miss MATHERS, 891 BROADWAY.



314 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE ,

A narrow ruching supportsthe short puffedsleeves
, and entirely | loops and long ends. A knot of white lace upona lilac ban

edges the waistband, which fastens at the back
, and falls in deaucomposesthe coiffure.

long, roundedends. Under -bodyof white muslin, with bands Fig . 10. – Promenade toilet of black poult-de- so
ie

. The round
of embroiderybetweenthe plaits , and a double ruching of lace skirt has but little fullness . The deepflounce is dividedDear

Above this is a broad

In the hair is worn a satin the top by a rouleau of the same.

around the neck . Muslin sleeves.

bow of the sameshadeas the dress.

ruching of poull - de -soie. A ruching also headsthe flounceupon

Fig . 3. - Dress of light -green foulard . The long skirt is the upper skirt , which is lifted at the back . The close- fitting

without fullness . A bias width forms the scalloped tablier . casaque and straight sleevesare
trimmed to correspond. The

Each scallop is fasteneddown by a small silk button . Bows of very broadwaistband fastens at the back beneath a largebow

green satin , with floating ends, trim the rest of the skirt . The with long ends . Embroidered collar and sleeves. Bonnet of

flounce of the panier is simulated by small satin bows which black silk andlace , with tufts of violets . This costumemay be

confine the folds at equal distances. The pelerine of the open renderedmore effective by employing a colored silk fo
r

therou

corsage is pointed at the back , anrl crosses in front . In each leaux of lowerskirt , waistband and bow , and sleeves.

scallop is a button . The scallops upon the outer seam of the Fig . 11
.

—Here the material is pearl -gray silk . The bottom

straight sleevearecontinuedquite around the wrist .

Here is a of the lower skirt is trimmed by a flounce of the silk , headed

satin bow ; another is placed upon the shoulder . A broad by a narrow ruche of black silk ribbon . The upperskirt is cut

waistband knots at the back . Above the corsagerises a double en tunique, and is rounded at the back , and edged by a flounce of

puffing of white lace , the long ends of which fall upon the black lace , headed by a narrow ruche , like that on the lower

front . Lace under -sleeves. Head -dress of black lace , and small skirt . The casaque of violet silk . The upperpart forms &

blush -roses. pelerine , fastened at the back by a knot , and having long float

Fig . 4. — Dress of silver -graymohair . The backwidths of the ing ends. The casaque is trimmed al
l

round by a quilling of

train skirt are gathered in the upperpart to form the panier . black silk ribbon , headed by a narrow guipure lace. The peler

At eachside is a large bow of black silk with long shapedends. ine is similarly trimmed , but with a much narrowerquilling .

The five shapedtabsuponeachside of the skirt graduate in size , A hood is imitated by the same ribbon and lace, and the long

and the upper one reachesthe silk waistband. These tabs
, as floating ends are edged by the lace, and have the broadquill

well as the ends of the large bows , are tipped with black silking at their extremities only . The sleeves are trimmed at

tassels. Smaller tabs and tasselstrim the very low , square cor the wrists to correspond. Hat à la Casquette of gray andviolet

sage. Two others, much longer , crosseachshoulder , and head silk .

the short sleeves of black lace . Under -body and sleeves of Fig . 12. - Dress of gray mohair . The skirt is en train, and

puffedmuslin . Black ribbon bow in the hair . entirely without trimming . The mantelet is of black silk . It

Fig . 5. — Walking dress of Metternich green alpaca. The consists of a back and front only , is quite open at thesides,

round lower skirt has onevery deepbox -plaitedflounce

, divided and is fastened in at the waist by a belt composed of folds of

near the top by a bias band of the same. A smaller flounce , black silk , a broad bias band of which is carried entirely round

headed by a bias band , edgesthe tunic . This is lifted at each the mantelet . The upper part is covered by a small pelerine

side by a large silk bow . Immediately beneath, and upon the similarly trimmed , to the back of which are attachedtwobows

lower skirt , are three similar bows . The polonaise -basquine is of black silk ribbon , with long floating endsreachingbelowthe

fastened by green satin buttons . At the back it is cut quite mantelet . Bonnet of pink crêpe, trimmed by a roseand buds

square, and is trimmedwith small bows . A ruffle edges the and black lace .

deep fronts . Four bows are placedupon eachshoulder -seam.

Fig . 13 .-- Dresswith two skirts , both of slate -coloredsilk . The

Straight sleeves, with two rouleaux of silk at the wrists . The lower skirt is entirely covered by narrow flounces of the same,

silk ceintureknots at the back . Point d'Alençon cravat . bound with jonquil -colored ribbon . The upper skirt is edged by

Fig . 6. - Round petticoat of blue silk , with broad stripes of a a flounce similarly bound ; it is caught up at the sidesand in

darker shade. Dress of blue silk . At eachside , shapedtabs of the middle of the back , and fastened by a succession of pointed

the samematerial , bound withwhite , lift the tablier front . This tabs , bound with the jonquil ribbon . The upperonespass un

is slightly gathered in beneath a pinked -out flounce , divided der the waistband , and are continued about half way up the co
r

near the top by a plaiting of white silk . A deeper flounce sage, which is fastened by a row of jonquil -coloredsilk buttons.

edgesthe long train skirt . Beneaththe lower tab at cachside is a The neck is trimmed by a narrow tab of silk , boundwith th
e

large bow with long ends, fringed with white silk . A narrow jonquil ribbon , and having short endswhich crosseachother in
ruching bordersthe close-fitting corsage, which is slightly open. front . The sleeves are tight - fitting , and have epaulettescom

At each shoulder is a flat bow with a series of loops . These posed of double frills of silk , bound with jonquil ribbon.

reach to the broad waistbelt , both back and front . Straight Fig . 14. - Toilet of black silk . The long train skirt hasone

sleevesfinished by a ruching . At the neck is a quilling of nar verydeepflounce ; puffings of the sameform the sharply -pointed

TOWwhite lace. Lace under -sleeves. Coiffure of blue satin heading. The front of the skirt is without fullness . Theclose

ribbons . fitting casaque is edgedwith a rich fringe , and lifted at each

Fi
g

. 7. — Dinnerdress of rich mauvesilk , with a full tunic of side by numerous small plaits . The corsagebuttons in front.

the same. This is edgedwith deepblack lace . Low corsage, with Rouleaux simulate revers . Fringe falling from the waistout

ceinture of plaited si
lk fastening at th
e

back beneathlarge lines a deep point in front . Silk ceinture knotted at th
e

back
loops and ends. Lacebertha andsleeves . At eachshoulder is with large loops and floating ends. Fringe heads th

e

straight

a small rosebud in a full puff of lace . Similar puffsand rose - sleeve, which is finished at the wrist by a puffingsilk . Linen

buds composethe head -dress. collar and under -sleeves.

Fig . 8. -Evening toilet . Train -skirt of tea -rosesilk . Panier Fi
g

. 15.- Hometoilet of pale - greenalpaca . Plain train pet

tunic of blue silk , the bias flounce of which is headed by a broad ticoat . Th
e

upperskirt forms onelarge puff , overwhich fa
ll

at

puffing of the same. This is carried up eachseam to the waist the back four large loops of silk of a darker shade. The skirt

band . The Scarabéecorsage is a novelty . It is of blue silk , of th
e

close - fitting basquine is shaped, trimmed with rouleaux
headed by a deepplaiting of th

e

samecolor as the lower skirt of si
lk , and edged by a verydeep - flutedflounce. This trimming

A narrow band of this , with a puffing of illusion , uponwhich is is repeated, en pe
tit
, higher up . Straight sleeves , with fluted

placed a blue bow , forms the sleeves. A puffing risesabovethe cuffs. Linen collar and under -sleeves.

corsage. A large bow fastens the silk ceinture at the back ; Fig . 16. - Costume of cuir -doré. The lower skirt forms a long

from beneath it fall puffed ends, which are flounced and at - train . There aretwo tunics . Each of these is slightly gathered

tached by butterfly -bows Coiffure of rosesand small blue in beneath a deepflounce cu
t

insharp points , an
d

borderedwith
flowers. the same. The plain , high corsage buttons in front .

Fig . 9 .--Princess dress of light lilac summerpoplin , with a

long train . Th
e

high corsageopensbeneath achemisette -front of ou
t

rosette . The straight , half -long sleevesare trimmed lik
esilk ceinture is attached at the back beneath a largepinked

puffed muslin and lace. The straight sleeve has a revers of the tunics .

puffed muslin with a deep fall of lace . Lilac waistband, with l lace and small satin bows composethe coiffure .

Lace collar and under -sleeves. A barbe of white

The
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Fig. 17. - Train petticoat of pearl-gray foulard. Dress ofapple-green foulard. The short puffed skirt is cut in sharppoints, and has a broad pearl-gray border. Four pearl-grayscarf -ends, each trimmed with large ovals of apple-green, andedgedwith a very deep and heavy fringe, fall from the waistbandof the sameupon the seamsof the upperskirt . The closecorsagehas a shapedpelerine borderedwith pearl-gray. Bandslike the scarf-endscover the outer seamsof the straight sleeves.They are met by cuffs of the same color. Coiffure of frostedfoliage with aigrette.
Fig . 18. - Costume of dove-colored grenadine. The roundlower skirt has a deep-flutedflounce. The upper skirt is alsoflounced, and lifted at eachside by a bow of colored silk withAoating ends. The graduatedflounce which crossesthe front iscarried quite up, thus finishing the tablier. A flounceframesthe small panier. A deepruffleand bow upon the closecorsagesimulate a pelerine. Ruffles trim the long loose sleeves. Lacecollar and under-sleeves. Hat of English straw, with a scarf ofrich black lace.
Fig . 19. - Princess dress of ashes-of-rose foulard. The longtrain skirt is plain . The high corsageis trimmed with a smallruffle and rouleaux of the same. From the large rosetteat theback dependtwo long tabs, trimmed tocorrespond. Upon theseand at the shouldersare loops of ribbon to match the dress. Apuff headsthe straight sleeves. At the wrists are ribbon bows.Silk ceinture.
Fig. 20. —Here the material is black silk . Four graduatedflounces, starting from the sides, pass below the puff at theback. The front of the dressis ornamentedwith a row of largeblack buttons. Close corsage. Two ruffles trim the bottomofthe straight sleeves; following the outer seams, they cross theshouldersas epaulettes. Collarette, bow, and under-sleevesofValencienneslace.
Fig . 21. - Louis XV. toilet. This is of claret-coloredgrenadine, and trimmed with silk to match. The first skirt is borderedwith a flounce sewn on with a heading, and ornamentedwith bowsof silk fastenedon the crossband; Louis XV . tunicforming both bodiceand casaque. The front fastensthe entirelength, and the back is ornamentedwith a large Watteauplaitformed on the skirt , and fastenedat the top of the bodicewitha large silk bow. This tunic is borderedwith a similar flounceto that round the skirt , but narrower. The sleeveshave twofrills .
Fig . 22. – Stripedmuslin dress. The round corsageis cut lowand square in front . Long straight sleeves. The short skirthas two narrow flounces. The deeppanier is ruffled.erine mantle, of the samematerial, has long ruffled endswhichcross in front, and are fastened down by lace buttons. Thesmall hat shown on this figure is simply given as an illustrationof the style so much in vogue in Paris at the presentmoment.It is of rice-straw, trimmed with ribbon.Fig . 23. —Dressof silver -graysummer poplin. The first skirtis trimmed with three narrow cross -bandsof silk of the darkershade ; the secondskirt , which is ornamentedin thesamestyle,is looped up first on eachside, with a bow without ends, and atthe back it forms apouf, which is kept in its place by the bow ofthe sash. The high bodice is trimmed round the armholes ,throat , and cuffswith crossbands of silk . Bows on theshoulder ,and a plaiting at the back above the waistband, both likewise ofsilk .

Fig . 24.-Costume for the country . Slip of white cambric .The body , high at the back , opens in front . The sleevesarepuffed. A bow of ribbon with long ends is placed at the backof the skirt . A fiat ribbon divides the deepflounce near thetop . In front a futed ruffle and ribbon outline the largesquaretablier . The silk jacket , without sleeves, is cut with pointedbasques, and embroidered in chain -stitch . Toque of Englishstraw . The round crown is ornamentedwith plaited black laceand ribbon loops .

Fig . 25 .-- Straw hat with a turned - up brim . A scarf of blacklace falls over the chignon ; in front is a cluster of field flowers . Foulard dress. The open corsage has a short , roundwaist with long straight sleeves. The front of the skirt repre

The pel

DESCRIPTIONOF PARIS BONNETS. PAGE322.
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sentsa large, shaped tablier ; from this
seven flounces cross the back. The
waistband fastens beneath a bow with
long, floating ends. Attached to it in
front are two large square scarf-ends,
the bordering of wbich is repeatedupon
the corsageto simulate a pelerine.

very short

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS .

PAGE 319, Nos. 1, 2 and 3. —This is
the back, side, and front of a toilet,
which will be found in our Colorod
Plate.
Page 321, No. 1. - Evening or dinner

toilet of very paleblue glacé silk . The
train skirt is elaboratelytrimmed with
puffings and ruchings of the same.
Above these rises a deep white lace.
Lace with a ruched headingborders the
full panier. Ruchings and narrow lace
trim the Pompadour corsage. The falls

of lace upon the half-long sleevesare
very deep. The silk ceinture fastens
at the back beneath a lace rosette.
Coiffure of small blue flowers, with
trailing sprays.

No. 2.- Reception dress. Train slip
of rose-colored faye, with two fluted
flounces. Low corsage;
sleeves. This dress is entirely covered
by another of black lace. Lace bor

ders the rose-silk panier. Broad cein
ture, attached at the back beneatha
large lace rosette. Silk bows at the

shoulders; white lace underbody, with
short sleeves. Puff of rose-ribbonsin
the hair.

No. 3.— Toilet of violet-colored al
paca. The very deep flounceuponthe
lower skirt is headedby four biasbands
of silk of a darker shade. The shaped

tunic has a narrow flounce, surmount
ed by three bands. Three puffsof silk,

DESCRIPTIONOPCHILDREN'SFASHIONS. PAGE323.
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fastened down at the sides by rosettes,
compose the panier. Close, high cor
sage. The straight sleeveopensat the
wrist, and is trimmed with bias bands
and a rosette. A large rosette fastens
the silk waistband at the back. Linen
collar and under-sleeves.
No. 4. —Walking dressof green sum

mer poplin. The short skirt is orna
mented with two flounces, trinimed
with a bias band of satin. The casaque
has long ends in front, and is looped
up with satin rosettesat the sides and
back, forming a panier. High round
corsage, and coat sleeves. The trim
mings consist of bias folds of satin.
Bonnet of greencrape, trimmed with a
satin bow, pompon, and black lace.
Fig . 5.–Visiting toilet of gray silk .

The long skirt is edgedwith a flounce
of the same, cut in vandykes top and
bottom, and bound with satin. The
front breadth has two additional floun

The peplum tunic is very full ,
and looped up in the back only, and is
quite plain and open in front . High

round corsage, and coat sleeves trimmed
at the shoulders, with a series of tiny
ruffles, vandyked at the edges, and bound
with satin. Bonnet composedof puffs of
ceruleanblue crape and blonde lace, with
a white feather on one side.
No. 6. - Dress of wine-colored foulard.

The round skirt has four rows of fluted
flounces. The two upper and narrower
flounces are separated from the others
by a large rouleaux of foulard. This is
divided at intervals by small bands, thus
forming full puffs. The shorter skirt
has a single flounce, headed by two rou
leaux, and is slightly lifted at each side
by a sinall silk strap. The close-but
toned corsage and straight sleeves are
trimmed with ruffles and puffings. Silk
waistband, with large loops and ends at
the back. Linen collar and under-sleeves.
Page 322, No. 1.–Plain muslin body.

The plaited fichu is rounded at ihe back,
with long endscrossing in front . Lace,
with rouleaux of bright -colored silk and
large ribbon rosettes compose the trim- skirt is longer at the back, and looped

up in the Louis XV . style, with passe
menterie trimmings. The whole toilet
is trimmed with black silk cross-strips.3 Bonnet of fine straw, with a black
aigrette at the side, &narrow silk cross
strip, edgedwith lace, formsthestrings,
which fasten under the chin with a lace
bow.
No. 4.-Evening costume. Dressof

blue silk , trimmed with application
d'Angleterre. Muslin over-skirt, with
a full puff at the back, under which is
placed a large silk bow with ends.
Plain waistband, with a bow. Low,
square bodice, with a bertha edgedby
application d'Angleterre. Short lace
sleeveswith small blue bows.
No. 5.- Dinner dress of mauvesilk.

The train petticoat has a flounceof
black chantilly lace, or, if preferred, a
flounce of the same material as the

dress, headedby a bias band of mauve
satin. In front this flounce outlines&
sharp point, which is met by double

ming. A rosette fastens the very broad bows of satin, and a row of largesatin
silk waistband at the back. The large
scallopedcollar of fine linen, with ribbon
rouleaux, is attached by a rosette com
posed of ribbon loops with floating ends. 5
'The straight muslin sleeves have deep
linen cuffstrimmed to match the collar.
No. 2. - Corsageof plaited muslin. The

large open pelerine is separate. It is
rounded at the back, and pointed infront. The trimming consists of bias
bands of colored silk , and a lace quilling .
The bow and ends are of lace. Shaped
corselet of white silk . The bordering
here and the wide ceinture are of colored
silk . A rosette fastens the latter at the
back. The puffings of the long sleeves
are separatedby bias bands. Deepplain
cuffs, eachborderedby a band.
No. 3. —Walking toilet . Dress of ca

roubier-colored sultana; short under
skirt, trimmed at the bottom with a deep
flounce. Very short upper-skirt , open in
front, with points on each side. This

ces.

77

TIAIR-DRESSING. BARKER, 622 AND624 BROADWAY. PAGE 325.
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1 Nos. 4, 5, and 6. —For descriptionof this toilet, also, we refer to ourColored Plate.

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS .
PAGE 320.

FROM MADAME RALLINGS'SMAGASIN
DESMODES, 779 BROADWAY.

MY--

19.

buttons. The loose-fitting Pompadour
corsageopensupon a lace chemisette.
The shaped basque is trimmed with
laceandbias bands, and is lifted by
doublebows. The half -long sleeve
is borderedwith satin, caught at the
back by a bow, and finished by a
fall of lace, or silk ruffle. With this
costumethe hair should be rolled up
wardandcurled. Mauve plume with
blackaigrette.
No. 6.— Home toilet of currant

coloredsilk poplin. The long skirt
is slightly gathered in at the back
beneaththe two flounces. The upper
andsmallerof theseis surmountedby
abiasbandof black silk . The shapedpanier is framed in black silk , and
finishedbya flounce. Bandsupon thefrontof theskirt meet the silk cein
ture. From this a deep ruffle fallsuponthepanier. Black buttons fasten
the close, high corsage. Bands and
parrowerect ruffles head the straight
sleevesand outline pointed cuffs.Linencollarandander-sleeves. Blackribbonsin the hair.
Page, 323, No. 1. – This is a grace

fu
l

design for a basque -corsage. Itmay be of silk , ' or of the samematerial as the skirt with which it isworn It openswidely in front , and

is entirely bordered by a marquiseruching. The shapedbasque is liftedat eachside by a bow . Ruches trimthestraight sleeves. Silk waistbandwith rosette. Under -body of plaited
muslin, with insertions of embroideryandpointedcollar .

No. 2. -White muslin body . Thisis lowand open in front . The small
bertha is trimmedwith colored satinribbonsand Valenciennes lace . It
crossesbeneath the silk waistband .

A quilling of narrow lace forms theheadingand loops it at the shoulders .

basque and straightsleevesare trimmed to correspond.This corsage is worn over another ,whichshould also be open , plaited ,andedgedwith lace.

No. 3. — This corsage -casaquemaybe either of silk or muslin . It is

bordered by a wide marquise ruche ,which should also be repeated, entablier, upon the skirt of the dress .Muslinbows lift the basque in front .Narrowrufflestrim the pointedcollar ,epaulettes, and deep cuffs of thestraightsleeves. Broad waistband ,attached at the back beneath a rosette.

Nos. 4 and 5. - Ingenuity is almostexhausted in the fashioning of coquettishbows, hence the followingnovelmodelswill surely be acceptabl
e

. They are simply fa
n

-shapedquillings of wide ribbon --one above ,th
e

otherbeneaththe ceinture . Thefloatingendsshouldnot be very long .Page 32
4

, Nos . 1 , 2 , and 3. - Back ,front, and side of a robe de chambre,whichwill be found in our Colored

$
1

i
1

The following are from MadameRallings's latest importation of Parisian novelties . The great favor inwhich Madame's establishment is

held , is certainly based upou a trueappreciation of the refinedtastewhichprompts the selection of toilets as exquisite as the following :

No. 1. - Reception dress of rosecoloredglacésilk . A deepfall of blacklace , headed by a double quilling ofsilk , lifts the long skirt to form alarge puff . At the back a broadruching crosses, and disappears beneath the lace of the tablie... The
low , heart -shapedcorsage hus a lacebertha . Under -body of puffedmus2

lin , with short , full sleeves. 1 hesilk ceinture fastensat the back le
neath a large box.plaiting of silk andlace. The long , rounded tab is ruilled .The lace rosettesupon it graduate insize. Above these is a flat silk bow.

The ceinture , ruchings and ruſies areall bound and headed by bands ofblack silk . Roses in the hair .

No. 2. —Evening or dinner toilet ofpale mauve - colored glacé silk . Theround lower skirt has two decp
flounces of point d ' Alencon, headed lytwo rouleaux of white silk . A fall

of lace similarly headed borders theover - skirt . This is short in front ,and lifted at eachside by a very largelace rosette, thus forming the tablier .The back is a full train . The corsage-casaque is low and square, with
small jockey -sleeves. It is entirely
bordered by a white band , with fallsof lace. Lace edgesround the skirt .

Fluted muslin under -body .No. 3 . Walking dress. Round
petticoat of maize -coloredsilk , stripedwith blue . Dress of dark -blue silk .3

Double rows of blue -and -maize -colored silk cord lift the skirt to form thepuffed panier . A similar trimmingpuffs the long , full sleeves, and borders the deep pelerine which crossesin front . Blue silk ceinture withlarge rosette. Linen chemisetteand
under -sleeves.

No. 4. - Princessdress of Metternich
green silk . High corsage. Straight
sleeves. The casaque is of black silk ,

with a deep fall of rich black lace,

which is headed by rouleaux of silk .The very wide and open sleeve isedgedwith lace, and finished by onelarge silk rosette. The lace bretelles
meet at the back and front beneath
rosettes. Lace collar and under
sleeves. Fanchon of Metternich
green silk and black lace.

THIS TOILETALSOWILL BE FOUNDIN OURCOLOREDPLATE. PAGE316.

1

The shaped

2
1

Plate.
1 , 2 AND 3. BACK, SIDE, ANDFRONT O
F

A TOILET.
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No. 5 .-- This is composedentirely of white lace with double At one side is a rose with bud and leaves . The verywidelace

bows of pale -green satin ribbon , and rouleaux of the same strings areknotted in front .shade. The lacecoronet is supported by a cluster of roses, buds
and leaves. A fall of lace almost covers the chignon . The

( broadsatin strings fasten at the back .

No. 6. — Herewe have a creation remarkably rich and elegant . It is a fanchon formed of one large puff of white lace .Upon this is a cluster of large loops of white satin ribbon ,

framed in a quilling of lace . Long ends of ribbon fall over thechignon . A band of delicate fancy straw forms the coronetfront . From the centre rises an aigrette of small wheat ears.

5

FASHIONS . -FROM MADAME RALLINGS'S MAGASIN DES MODES , 779 BROADWAY . PAGE319.
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narrow band of pale jonquil -colored ribbon, and at the side
there is a group of bows formed of jonquil -ribbon, with a
bunch of violets, a jonquil - colored ostrich feather, and a
white aigrette. At the back is a frill of white blonde, whichis

DESCRIPTION OF PARIS BONNETS . - Page 315. coutinued down the sides of brides, which are formed of jo
n

quil - colored ribbon , and terminate by three loops of ribbon,

FROMMADAMEMORRISSON'S, N
O
. 6 RUE D
E
LA MICHODIERE. in the centre of which is a bunch of violets .

No. 1 is a hat of white silk , trimmed by long white ostrich No. 3 is a bonnet of black tulle , and lace of the samecolor.

feathers, and by a bunch of small rosesand buds . In front are some fullings of black lace and a black feather;

No. 2 is a bonnet of white crape. The front edge is trimmed also , a large bow of black lace , and on the left side is a group

by a quilling of the samematerial , in the centre of which is a l of half -open roses, with buds and foliage . At the back is a

3 5

Dahal

KO

18

1. PLAIN MUSLINBODY. 2. CORSAGEOFPLAITEDMUSLIN. 3. WALKINGTOILET.5. DINNERDRESSOFMAUVESILK . 6. NOMETOILET O
F

CURRANT- COLOREDSILK POPLIN.
4. EVENINGCOSTUME.

PAGE318.
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alsoby largeloops of sky-blue ribbon, a band of which crosses plaits. Short puffedmuslin sleeves.

th
e

back ,and is continueddown the sides , forming brides .

323

non.
ruchingand band of rose -colored ribbon , and a frill of black No. 8 is a bonnet of mauve ribbon and black lace . The
lace, which is continued down the sides , forming an edging to front is of mauve ribbon , slightly ruched , and having in the
thebrides, which are of rose -colored ribbon . There are , also , centre a circlet of jet , and at the left side a bouquet of yellow
narrowstrings of rose -colored ribbon to fastenunder the chig- tulips and leaves . At the back is a band of mauve ribbon ( topassacross the chignon ) , and the bridesarecomposed of mauve
No. 4 is a bonnet of rose -colored tulle , trimmed by white ribbon and black lace .lace, and by bowsand ruches of ribbon of the same color .frontarebows of ribbon , a rare bird , and a white aigrette . The

DESCRIPTION OF CHILDREN'S FASHIONS . — Page 316.

bridesare of ribbon , edged on one side by a quilling .No. 5 is a hat , covered by sky -blue ostrich feathers , and trim No. 1. —Costumefor a little boy . Paletot and pantaloons of

med by largebows of spotted tulle of the samecolor , and also blue summer cloth , ornamented with black galloon and but

by a rarebird , and a group of moss -rose budswith foliage . At | tons . Deep linen collar , with black silk cravat .

In

00
00
00

of
O

O
a

Od

16

5

1. BASQUE 2. WHITEMUSLINBODY. 3. CORSAGE-CABAQUE. PAGE319.

the same.

4 AND 5. COQUETTISHBOWS.th
e

back is a frill of th
e

tulle , with blonde edging , and this is No. 2. - Dress of rose - colored sultane. Pardessustunique of

broughtround to th
e

front ,andfastens under th
e

chin . This is trimmed with rouleaux of silk and a deep
No. 6 is a bonnet of white tulle . The front trimmed by a fringe . Rosetteslift the pelerine and sides of the turic .

quilling an
d

band of se
a -greenribbon , with white lace edging .At th

e

si
de
is abouquet ofpansies , an
d

at th
e

back ar
e

bows sleeves ;Tuchings of greenribbon encircle th
e

ar
m -holes . At

continueddown th
e

sides , forming brides , terminated by bows fronts ar
e

slightly open , an
d

cross up
on

th
e

skirt inlong fichu. a ,

bandeau of sk
y - bl
ue

ribbon , an
d

abouquet of Marquerites , an
d

edged w
ith

la
ce .

an
d

7 is abonnet ofwhite crape, trimmed by a quilling an
d

po
se

th
e

trimming . Around th
e

Skirt is a broadband of le
no ,

A green ribbon passesbeneath the small

of theribbon.

No. 4.- Dress of striped silk , pink and white . with a broad
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1

1, 2, AND3. BACK, FRONT, ANDSIDEOF A ROBEDE CHAMBRE, WHICHWILL BE FOUNDIN OURCOLOREDPLATE.

ruching of pink ribbon upon the skirt . Corselet and tunic of
pink silk ; the former is cut in sharp points ; the latter is open DESCRIPTION OF PALETOTS . - PAGE317.
at the sides, and bordered by a ribbon ruching . Ribbon ro
settesare placedupon the short puffertsleeve. No. 1. – This is madeof rich black silk . It fits closely. The
No. 5.- Little girl's toilet of pearl-grayalpaca, trimmed with back is deepand plain. The shapedfronts cross and fastenat

blue silk. Upon the very short lower skirt are three flounces one side. The entire garment is trimmed with passementerie
of fluted silk . The second skirt is held up by blue rosettes; and a heavy drop-fringe. Short bands of passementeriecross
close corsage; straight sleeves. The deep cape buttons in the outer part of the long, straight sleeves.
front ; a rosettelifts it at the back. No. 2.—This graceful novelty is of plain black silk. It is
No. 6. - Infant's robe of fine cambric. The plaited front is close-fitting, and buttons down the front to the edgeof th

e

framed in richly - embroideredbands , which cross th
e

shoulders scalloped tablier . At the back each basque is puffed an
d

bo
r

as bretelles. Small scalloped and embroideredjockey.sleeves. dered by a scalloped band . A ribbon bow is placedover th
e

A bright -colored ribbon , with long floating ends, knots at the opening at eachside . A narrow scalloped band , with rouleaux
back. and two flat bows , trim the back of the corsage. A narrower
No. 7. — Dress of gray delaine . Both skirts are scallopedand band finishes the straight sleeves. A large double bow fastens

bound with light - greensilk . Upon the upper skirt the scal- the silk waistbelt at the back .

lops are carriedquite up to the broad waistband of gray , bound No. 3. - A paletot of black gros -grains silk . The front is

with green . This fastens at th
e

back , beneath a rosette ; close Close- fitting ; the skirt very deep . At th
e

back, however, th
is

corsage ; straight sleeves. The deep cuffs ar
e

of green silk ; is rounded of
f

to form th
e

tablier , which is finished by a box
the samematerial bordersthe scallops of the pelerine. Linen plaited flouncewith a narrow bias heading. Small box -plaited
chemisetteand under -sleeves. ruffles trim the long loose sleeves and deep pelerine. At th

e

5

4 , 5 , AND 6. FORDESCRIPTION O
F

THIS TOILET, ALSO, WE REFER TO OURCOLOREDPLATE.
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A

edgedwithfringe. A secondpuff also confinetheseends.

condskirtisdrapedat one sidebymeans of a largerosettewith | violet, andso on.

backa largepuff, framedin a wide ruffle, falls from beneaththe piping of black silk , and finished by a black silk fringe.
latter.

Around the neck of the high, close corsageis a flat, scalloped
No.4. - Thismaybeeither of black silk , or of the samecolor band. Straight, open sleeves, trimmedwith bandsand fringe.

as th
e

dress. The chasseur fronts button the entire depth . The large open cape is much deeper at the back than in front ,

They ar
e

edgedwith a deep, box -plaited rufile , and are trimmed and is also trimmed with a bandand fringe . Theseoutline a

withsilkenrouleaux, which simulate revers. In each of these secondcape. The loose , fringed fronts fastenbeneath a ribbon

is a singlebutton. At the back the casaquefits closely . The rosette. A larger rosetteattach them lower down . Linen col
skirt is gathered up to form a large full puff . The upper part la

r

and under -dress .of thesleeve is verywide ; deeprounded cape. FIG . 5.- MORNINGDRESS O
F

PEARL -GRAY LENO. – The roundskirt has three deep, box -plaited flounces. The upper one isheaded by a band of rose silk , upon wbich are small rosettesDESCRIPTION OF HAIR -DRESSING . - PAGE318. of the same. Narrow bands of rose silk trim the closecorsage,and outline a small , shapedcollar and squarebertha. A deep,FROMMR. J. W. BARKER'S, Nos . 622 AND 624 BROADWAY. rounded train , lined with rose -color , falls from beneath thelower band of the bertha . It is trimmed with three rose
No. 1. – For this coiffure, combthe front hair well up . Thenmakethreelargerouleaux . The chignon is formed of rouleaux coloredbands . The sides ar

e

turned backand fastened downan
d

small ourls. From beneath it dependtwo long tresses , finished by three narrow bands . The others ar
e

square and

by rosettes. Double sleeves. The lower are straight andslightlycurled. Branches of flowers and foliage cross the top , hanging . The bands , rosettes and fringe , are al
l

of rose
andfalloverthechignon in one long trailing spray . colored silk .No. 2. - Thefront hair is lifted and rolled loosely to the top FIG . 6.-COSTUME O

F

LIGHTVIOLET- COLOREDGLACESILK . - The

of th
e

head, where it is met by th
e

rolled chignon . Over this long skirt isgathered in at th
e

back beneath a box -plaited

fa
ll

curls of differentlengths ; small wreath of foliage , with a Pounce , an
d

crossed by two erect , bo
x

-plaitedruffles , thus form
largeflower; aigrette in front .

N
o.
3. —Eachside of thefront hair forms threerouleaux . The in
g

the large , full puff . A narrow band of the samedividesthe lower ruffle . Ruffileand bandsoutline & squaretablier . Silk
apper tw

o
ar
e

close an
d

high ; th
e

lower is thrownback .From puffings tr
im

th
e

high corsage and straight sleeves . The

th
e

rolledchignondependsone long and thick curl . A bird of black silkmantelet is linedwith white silk and fringed . Small ,

Paradisenestles in the ruching of mauve ribbon which falls at standing - u
p

collar . Large buttons fasten the garment.

th
e

back in longends.

scarf of violet silk , edgedwith narrow bands and a very deep

N
o.

4.
-

Th
e

lowerpart of th
e

front hair is rolled . The upper fringe of th
e

sameshade , passesaround th
e

waist andconfines

pa
rt

formstwo large braids , which ar
e

carried back , and pass the fronts . The round hat is of black silk , with a fa
n

-shaped
beneath th

e

rouleaux an
d

curls forming the chignon . Two very aigrette of violet silk in front . A vail of white lace falls over

longcurlsfall upon the shoulders . Garland of roses and the chignon .leaves, with a smallhumming - bird .

Fig . 7. -TOILET O
P

PALE -GREENGLACEFOULARD. - The lower

N
o.
5. — Thehair of th
e

temples is combedwell up ; that skirt is plain . The second skirt forms a large puff ,which is

aboveit isdisposed in two looserolls , with small frizzed curls . supported by a fla
t

scalloped band of light -yellow foulard . A

Curledchignon. Small flowersand leaves , with long grasses, bow of greensilk , with one broadend edgedwith a flutedrufile

completea charmingcoiffure.

of yellow silk , lifts this skirt . The upper -skirt falls in a fulloval -shapedpuff at eachside. The back is slightly gathered in .The scallopedbandsare al
l

of yellow silk . From the waistbelt
DESCRIPTION OF COLORED -PLATE .

fall small puffs of greensilk ; the floating ends have yellow ,fluted ruffles. Plain high corsage. Scallopedbands of yellow

Fi
g . 1 — DRESS OF LIGHT -BLUESILK . — The short , round skirt is silk border the loose sleeves. A similar trimming is

withoutfullness. It has one very deep , box -plaited flounce ; large cape, which is lifted at the back by a rosette . Linen col

th
is

isboundwithblacksilk , and headed by twoflat black bands , la
r . Hat of green and yellow silk , with a large aigrette .

th
e

lower of which is rather wide . The front of the upper -skirtformsa tablierframed in a black band , and finished by a boxplaitedrafile. At th
e

back it is gathered in beneath a broad WHAT SHOULD BE WORN , AND WHAT SHOULD NOT .

da
t

band of blue silk , with ruffles of the same, borderedandheadedwithblack. The bertha of the close corsage is similarlyfromeachscallopdepends a largedrop -button . Thisis repeatedaroundthe neck , only enpetit . A narrow scalloped I HAVE just been examining a large collection of silk and
band an

d
tw
o

rows of blue - an
d

-blacksilk cord trim th
e

straight fancymaterials fo
r

th
e

season. They ar
e

pretty and varied .

sleeves. Blueribbon in the hair . In fancy materials there are plain mobairs of all shades of

Fig . 2. —WALKING-DRESS. Herethe material is a light -green color , but especiallygray and buff .

chaly. Theround, plain skirt has a fluted flounce , headed by a Striped or chinéd lenos ; sultane ; a finer quality of mohair ;

fla
t

ba
nd

of si
lk
of th
e

sameshade . This is pu
t

on tooutline a taffetaline , poplinette , and crétonne .roundedtablier, both at the front and back . The upper -skirt A very pretty chinéd wool and silk material is called mignoopensin front . It forms a largepuff . This , at th
e

back ,quite nette , an
d

is especiallyelegant in mauveand blue .

fa
lls

over th
e

flounce, with which it is bordered . Three bands , Small patterns - extremelyfine stripes and chinures— are once
scalloped an

d

boundwith rouleaux ofsilk , confine th
e

small more th
e

fashionthis spring .panier.Plain , high corsage. Full sleeves, with deep , ruffled Another very soft and silky kind of mohair is called cristal.cu
ffs . Th
e

large ruffledcape is lifted at th
e

back by a si
lk
ro
-

A moretransparent so
rt

of material goes bythe name of satin
kette. Linencollar and under -sleeves. Hat of English straw gauze.withloops of greenribbon aroundthe low crown . Brillantine , a fabric something between mohair and grenaF1

4 . 3. —DINNER-TOILET O
F

BLACKSilk . - Tw
o

very large puffs , dine , is especiallypretty in black . Black an
d

coloredgrenadines

each
supported by a bo

x -plaitedflounce ,compose th
e

skirt .Low are al
so

verysuitable fo
r

double -skirteddresses, with an under
Corsagewith a puffedsilk berthaanda quilling of white lace . A slip of silk .de

ep
si
lk

fringeedges th
e

small ,rounded tablier , which fastensol
i

te
be

ba
ck

beneath a ve
ry

large pu
ff

with long , shapedends , ingreat favor . In glacé si
lk
s , Inoticedvery diminutive pa
t

striped

ol
ov
ic
e

in a futed flounce w
ith a w
id
e , puffedheading . Th
e

se
-

colored , re
d

an
d

bu
ff, light an
d

da
rk

green , orblue , mauvo an
d

on
e

deepandwide -flutedend . This is headed by a band and I For brides' dresses there are beautiful white watered silks

upon the

trimmed; FROMTHETABLETSOF A PARISIANLADY OFSOCIETY.
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.

brocaded with white patterns; and fo
r

rich visiting dresses fitting jacket , with a deep -pointedbasque at theback, thenpper
black wateredsilks brocadedwith coloredpatterns. For under- part of which is looped up into a puff . It is trimmedwith
skirts there are striped satin delaines, a wool and silk material , cross -strips of satin and silk fringe . This trimming simulates
which looks remarkably well in green, blue and black , gray , a fichu , and is continued upon the small lapels whichicomplete
orangeand red , maize, black and violet , and so on . the jacket in front . The bodice of the dress is plain , andbut
There is a great deal of variety in the fashions, although they toned down the front . Dress of plain or stripedglacésilk can be

are generally confined to one style , that in vogue about a cen- madeafter this pattern . In black brillantine a very elegantand
tury ago, during the last years of the reign of Louis XV . and useful toilet can be made , composed of a low under -dress, trimmed
the beginning of that of the unfortunate Louis XVI . , whose with five or seven pinked -out flounces, and of a long casaque,

beautiful youngqueenshowedever the most exquisite taste in gathered on the back seams, and fastenedwith loops of black
the choiceand ornamentation of her toilets . ribbon . The tight bodice of this casaqueshould not be lined,

The full tournure is becomeindispensable in al
l

toilets . The and the trimming be put on so as to follow theoutline of th
e

walking dress, of the simplest description, consists of a skirt low bodice underneath. The prettiest trimming fo
r

blackbril
not quite touching the ground , trimmed with one or more lantine is a fluted ribbon of black gros -grain silk . This trim
flounces, and of a tight - fitting casaque, which at onceanswers | ming goes al

l

round the lower edge of the skirt .

the purpose of both a bodice and a looped - u
p

second skirt . If A casaque of black brillantine also looks very well upon an

this casaque is chosen of black silk it can be worn with any under low dress of black silk . Grenadine , or any other light
skirt or under -dress, and thus becomesquite as useful as the material , can also be used as an upper -dresswith an under -dress
black silk paletot , which is now very much goneout of fashion. of silk .

Our lady readersare so numerous that they belong to al
l

But while simple dresses, meant for walking out on foot, ar
e

ranks and fortunes, so that there are , no doubt , some among made with moderately short skirts , the elegant toilets of our
them forced to study economy in their toilet , though still wish- grandesdamesstill appearwith sweepingtrains .

ing to follow the fashions of the day . The last compromisewe hear of betweenlong skirts andshort

To these I should certainly advise the choice for this summer skirts is this : the dress is madewith a first skirt just touching

of an upper -dress of black silk , as it will enable them to wear the ground , and second skirt , very short in front , androunded

al
l

their dresses of a former seasonnot madeexactly after the like an apron , very long at the back , so long , indeed, that to at

fashion of the present moment. Suppose you possess a dress tempt to walk with such an incumbrance is impossible, and
made quite plain , with al

l

the widths gored , and a very long that it must be looped up , or less carried on the arm . The lat
train at the back. Cut it of

f
at the top , leaving the fuller te
r

method is adopted by a few of la crême de la crême in theBois
under part fo

r

the lower edge ; make it of the length of modern de Boulogne when they leave their carriages to take a turn in

skirts - not quite touching the ground — so as not to have to be those wide avenueswhere a few sedan chairs arebeginning to

loopedup at all . With the part cut away at the top , make a make their appearance, as if every fashion belonging to the an

fluting , as deep as the material will allow of , and put it on cient régimewerenow to be revived .

round the bottom of the skirt . If the bodice is still good , you Very old -fashioned, and looking strangely out of place, ar
e

may leave it as it is ; if not , you can wear a white foulard or these same sedanchairs , moving slowly along , while thevelo
cambric bodice instead. Over the shortened dressyou wear a cipedes are whirled at a furious speed, and gentlemen in black
black silk short tunic dress, which dispensesyou from wearing cloth and chimney- lo

p
hats play the courtiers' partwithmuchless

a mantle of any kind out of doors . grace, I am sure , than the marquises of a century ago, al
l

The tunic dress must have a tight - fittingbodiceand a very adorned in lace and satin .
short skirt , open and rounded of

f
, or looped up on either side , For while ladies are coming back with so much enthusiasm

and raised at th
e

back into a large puff . The usual trimming to th
e

graceful and mignardesfashions of a former ag
e

, gentle

fo
r

an upper -dress of this style is a fluting of the samematerial , men keep strictly to their severeblack costume, and thusform
headedwith a crossstrip of silk or satin . This trimming sim- a contrast to their fair companions, and mar the toutensembleof

ulates a pelerine, fichu , or low corselet upon the high bodice. the aspect of many an assemblywhich otherwisewouldmake us

This model is generally preferred to al
l

otherswhen it is of a think w
e

had gone back a century , andweremoving in thecourt
different material to the under -dress, butwhen the costume is of Louis XV .

complete of one material , there are other models also very But , to return to trains . Wearing them upon the arm is no

fashionable. new fashion ; it wasmuch practiced in Paris by the élile of femi
Spring toilets of graymohair ar

e

composed of an under -skirt , nine eleganceduring th
e

last yearsbefore the greatFrench Re

upper -skirt an
d

bodice an
d

mantelet , al
l
of th
e

same material . volution , and itmay be seen in th
e

fashion -albums of the time.

The shapeand trimming of the whole costumesdiffer , of course, the end of the enormously long train was gracefullythrown

in differentmodels, so I can only choose a few amongthosethat over the left arm , and this style of dress was entitled, Robe
seem to me the prettiest , to describethem to you . queue du diable. If the fashion comes in again , I don't se

e
why

For gray mohair , then , I prefer the following simple but taste- this very original name should not be kept ; but perhaps, as ou
r

fu
l

pattern. Dresswith a high bodiceand skirt , fully gathered ears have become more delicate , the namewould prevent th
e

at th
e

back , but plain in front , trimmed round th
e

bottomwith dress from being worn ; which indeed would be no ba
d

thing,

one gathered flounce, headedwith a marquise ruche. Second fo
r

it is as ridiculous as it is cumbersomeand uncomfortable.

skirt edged all round with a fluting of the samematerial , and Without going the length of having to carryone'sdressupon
with a cross -strip of th

e

samematerial also , but of a lighter th
e

arm , onecan have an elegantdress of glacésilk or poult- de

shade of color . It is looped up at the seams of the backwith soie, made as above described, with two skirts — th
e

upper on
e

bows of gray mohair , pipedwith a lighter color . short and rounded in front , and train -shaped at the back.

The mantle forms a slightly - pointedpelerine at the back , with
two roundedlapels fallingfrom under itupon th

e

skirt

;

there inparticular ,was of carmelite brown pouli - de - so
ie ; th
e

fir
st

skirt

I have seensomevery pretty dressesmade in this way - on
e

,

are shorter lapels in front , which are passedunder the waist wastrimmedwith a flounceand ruche ; the secondwith a ruche al
l

band. The bowwhich fastensthe waistband is placedupon the round .pelerine at th
e

waist in th
e

middle of th
e

back . This mantle ment simulated a low corseletupon the high bodice,

All the rucheswere edgedwith satin . A simularorna

is trimmed all round with a fluting and cross -strip like the Another , of the same pattern al
so , was of lilac glacé si
lk . It

upper -skirt .

Anotherstyle of mantelet forms a fichu crossed in front , with deep flounce ,put on with aheading ; th
e

secondskirt w
as

trim
was a dinner -dress. The under -skirt was train -shaped, with a

long -pointed lapels at th
e

back , and shorter lapels in front : med w
ith
avery handsomeflounce of pointlace . A bertha ofwaistbandwith a bow formed of three loops at the back. The the sameornamentedthe bodice.trimming consists of a fluting edgedwith lace, and headedwith Marie Antoinette sleeves, finished off at the elbow, areworn

two rouleaux of silk and satin .

For a si
lk

toilet th
e

following is a pretty model : Skirt trim- ar
e

se
en

trinimed with a futing of the samematerial ; bu
t

in

with evening -dresses. For the day time , a few of thesesleeves

medwith a gathered flounce, put on with a heading. Tight- I generalthe sleevesare tightand trimmed , no longer on th
e

;
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nons.

1

shoulders, but round the elbowsandwrists. There is frequently The Versailles hat is made of felt or straw, and richly
&puffingat the elbows, with a small ruche or frilling on either trimmed with feathers. It is very stylish, and is a perfect
side, or elsea cross strip of the material of the dress, edged finish to an elegantcostumedecourse, either fo

r

riding or driving .

with silk or satin , continued outside the arm into a bowwith It will also ,most probably, be worn by our elegantesat watering
lapels. This style of ornament is called a brassard, in remem- placesthis summer.

brance, no doubt, of the badgewhich knights used in olden times

to wear on their arms. Again , other sleeves are elaborately
trimmedfromthe bend of the arm to the wrist with ornaments ELLEN'S EARTH MISSION .

to correspondwith the trimming of the dress.

Largesashesare still much worn ; but there are no longer “ WELL , darling , shall w
e

ride this morning ? ” ' asked Henry
lapels to th

e

bows at th
e

back ; they ar
e

entirely formed of very Morley of hi
s

invalid wife , who w
as reclining in he
r

easy -chair,

wideloops. The smailer loops , that ar
e

very much used fo
r

with a heavyshawl closely wrappedabout her fair shoulders , as

triremingdresses, arealso madewithout lapels . in seeming mockery of the warm breath of the June morning ,

Nowthat th
e

question of short or long skirts has beenfinally i which was shaking the great drops from the young flowers, and
settled to th

e

satisfaction of al
l parties , the subject of debate is raising their little heads to the glorious sunshine . " Nature is

that of high or low head -dresses. dressed in her most beautiful robes to -day , Ellen ; and Dr. Bell

O
n

onesidethereare ladies, who , having taken up with great said it would do you good to ride , did he not , darling ? "

eagernessthe toilets in the style of Louis XV . or Louis XVI . , “ Yes, but wait until the sun is higher , and it is a little
think it indispensable to complete them by wearing the high warmer, Henry ; and pleasering for Thomas to put a little more
MarieAntoinettecoiffures ; and , on the other , there somewho coal on the fire , for I feel dreadfully cold this morning ? "

condemntheexaggeration of the modern style of head -dressing, “ Cold ! what should make you cold , darling ? It is very
and th

e

immensequantity of false hair worn in modernchig- warm to -day , and the fresh breezecomes to us ladenwith bless
ings ; the choicest of which is a healing balm for my little

Going to theother extreme, they pretendthat the hair should Ellen ! Just wait until w
e get out , darling , and see if you do

be simplyplaited and worn in a net , falling on the neck . To not feelstrong and almost well again ! "

be at al
l pretty, this would require an abundance of beautiful Then , pressing a kiss upon the pale lips , and drawing the

hair, an
d

, as a consequence, the admirers of simplicity havenot shawl closer about the dear form , he went out , and , in hi
s

un
theupperhand as yet . suspectingheart , drewhope from the faint glow which deepened
Head-dressesareextremelyhigh , and theornamentsareplaced on her cheek, so like was it to the rosehue of health .

80 highthat soon w
e

shall not be able to enter a carriagewith The poor wife listened to the retreating step, which fell 60

fashionablecoiffures, or w
e

shall be obliged to do like the ladies lightly along the passage, then to the hopeful toneswith which

of th
e

court of Marie Antoinette , who used to crouch down— he gave Thomas her order ; and , covering her face with her

60 w
e

read in a paper of the time - in themiddle of the carriage, thin white hands , sobafter sobwelled up from her young heart
insteadof sittingupon the cushions , in order to avoid crushing in its great agony .

theirfeathers. As for the queen herself , she used to have hers “ Dying ! dying ! " she gasped ; "and yet he knows it not .

put on whenshereachedthe house in which the ball took place. O
h , Henry ! Henry ! my dearest one -my own darling hus

Bonnets ar
e

high in proportion to coiffures. They ar
e

mere band ! how can I die and leaveyou thus , my husband ? But the
puffs, or diadems of lace, with flowers or feathers. Providence in whom I trust , and in whom I have always found
Herearesome of the latestmodels of the season : my own solace, will comfort you , Henry , " she murmured , as

A blacklacebonnet, forming a diadem of ruches, between sh
e

sank back , weak and faint , upon th
e

cushionswhich sup
whichareplacedbranches of white lace with green foliage . A ported her .

la
ce lapelforms a Benoiton necklace in front , fastened at the

sidewith a smallbunch of leaves. Days, and a few brief weeks, have passed, and Henry Morley

A bonnet of pink silk tulle , with pink blonde to match , stands beside hi
s

desolate hearth , and refuses to be comforted.
arrangedinto a puff , with a small pink feather in the centre. Like the tempest-tossedmariner , with compassgone, he stands

O
n
on
e

side a largebow of pink ribbon , from which springs a alone , with no guiding star to point him through th
e

thick
whiteaigrettetippedwith black . blackness to the bright beyond ! In his wicked , rebellious

A bonnetentirely coveredwith black curled feathers and heart , he murmurs at thegreat Power which has taken bi
s

idol

ruches of black lace ; aigrette of black feathers in front ; on from earth ! Bitterly he paces his lonely room , and calls upon

on
e

si
de
abranch of myrtle -blossomsand leaves ,with a trailing he
r

belovedname,and beseechesher , by hi
s greatlove fo
r

he
r ,

branchof buds an
d

foliagefalling at the back ,over th
e

chignon . to come back to him ! Days , weeks , an
d

months passaway ,

Th
e

strings, also formed of feathers , are finished of
f

with black and yet th
e

proudheart bows no
t

in submission to H
is holy

lapelstiedinto a bow . will !

A bonnet of greensilk tulle , arranged in bouillons , with a At length , from a remote corner of a long neglecteddrawer,

pu
ff

of greenblonde at th
e

to
p

. In the centre of th
e

puff there comes a tiny messenger to him - a messengerfrom heaven !

is an aigrette of white feathersturned back over the hair . Tears had fallen upon the dearpencilings , and the loving band

A bonnet fo
r

a visiting toilet , of white tulle , ornamented ha
d

faltered as it tracedthem there .

withsmallbows of white satin ribbon , and long lapels falling “ Yes , I am dying , dearestHenry , and yet you know it not !

at th
e

back . In front a lo
ng

whitefeather forms a sort oftur- M
y

poor frail lif
e

is fastgoing out , an
d

already I hearthe fatal

ba
n

, fastened at the sidewith a bunch of mossrosebuds. summonswhich is to take me from you for ever ! The fresh

And a bonnetformed of quillings of white straw , trimmed warm breath of the June morning is floating in and out , kissing

withfieldflowersand blacklace , with lappets of white straw the bright green of the summer leaves , and toying with the
edgedwithblacklace, and fastenedwith a bunch of flowers. young flowers ; yet it brings no warmth to me ! There is an

If on
e

ha
d

bu
t

kept some of th
e

curtains of th
e

large Leghorn ic
y

chilliness about m
y

heart , an
d , er
e

another June shall come
fonnetsworn te

n

years ag
o ,they would be quitesufficient to to yo
u , I shall havelong ag
o

be
en

carriedfrom dearyour pres
form by themselvesthe diminutive modern chapeaux. The coffin - lid will have closed above all that is left of

In ba
ts , the shapes ar
e

getting a little large . At th
e

la
st your lo
st

Ellen ! The joyous birdswill sing as sweetly th
en

as

ne
s

of La Maube a ne
w

and very elegant model made its no
w , ye
t I shall hear them no
t ! Th
e

so
ft

breezewhich fans
appearance. It is th

e

Versailleshat - quite in the Louis XIV . your heated brow

, and lifts the curls which cluster there , will

op de ratherhigh crown ,oval shape ,worn very much slanting sway th
e

grass abovemygrave ! O
h , it is ha
rd

toleave yo
u

ov
er

th
e

forehead -shadingtheeyes . This hat is extremelythus , m
y

dearestHenry , er
e

on
e

brief year of weddded bliss is

proceful an
d

coquettish , an
d I think w
emay safelypredict ours ! an
d

bu
t

to
o

well Iknow how long an
d

deeply yo
u

will

It is far more becoming mourn for me ; but remember it is His will , dear Henry , and le
t

th
an

th
e

fla
t

toquet,which ha
s

been almostexclusively wornby bothladiesandchildren fo
r

someyearspast .

not onehard , rebellious thought enterthat dear heart . Promise

me this , dearHenry ; ' ti
s all I have to ask - I , who , when your

t

u

.

;

ence.

greatsuccess to it during the summer .
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A Span

T

which penetrate the city in all directions. Thesecanalsare being informed of her faithful servant's good fortune
, toldhim

tearful eyes shall scan this page, will sleep sweetly, with the Few of thesemagnificent structuresare now occupiedbytheir
flowerswhich you have plucked still pressedin my cold hands ! noble owners, but are le

t

out to wealthy foreigners. The Pa

Promise it , Henry - oh , promise it ! " lazzo Grimani , one of their finest , is now used as a post -office.

And down upon his bended kneesHenry did promise. Then But a few still retain some of their ancestralglory , and many

th
e

angels smiled down upon hi
m , and Ellen saw that her abound with valuable pictures , which ,however , ar
e

growing
" earthmission " wasaccomplished ! fewer every day . The Palazzo Manfrini contains a magnificent

collection of valuable paintings .

THE PALAZZO FERRO , VENICE . A STRANGESTORY. - A more than ordinary interestingrumor
reaches us from Spain ; and , though we will not vouch for its

VENICE, which Byron poetically calls “ the bride of the sea , " strict accuracy, there is , doubtless, sometruth in it .

is divided into two 'unequal parts by the canalazzo, or grand lish lady , it appears, has had in her employment fo
r

sometime

THE PALAZZOFERRO, VENICE.

S , and The latter

canal there is only one , the famousRialto .

an English coachman, steadyand well conducted.

Th
e

grand canal varies inbreadthfrom on
e

hundred to on
e

rounded th
e "Laikes " w
ith th
e

sa
m
e

respect aswhen no
t

be su
r

ce
nt

palaces , among whichthePalazzo Ferro isconspicuous or printing i pe
ne

Indy , w
in
o , It is sa
id , isunmarried , would fin
is
h

up th
e

romance, and give her hand to this romanticknight .

He drives his mistress

its beauty
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NOTSODIY BUTTHATSHESAWTHE TWOFIGURESSLOWLYPASSINGBY."

unclouded eyes, which had bardly looked on sorrow—the sweetLESLIE GRAY . child -mouth, where the trusting smiles of childhood still lin

fered , and then she looked up to heavenwith a vague appealLong, long ago the autumnfled, is , half reproach , half prayer , “ Who has made us to differ ? " 'When on the meadowgatewe swung, She was in this mood to -day . The heavy -heated air madeAnd rowan berries ripe and red
her templesthrob ; she felt as though a myriad of wheelswere

Werefor a coral necklace strung ;Half proud, half 'sham'd of loving you , turning in her brain . How many days like this would makeAnd blushingwhile I answer'd " Nay , ' up the sum of her life ? How many dull gray mornings mustOur teasingschoolmatessaid 'twas true , she drag herself up into the pallid light , kindle the fire , cookYouweremysweetheart, Leslie Gray . the breakfast, hear her sickly mother's complaints , worry overlittle Rex , wend her way to the great brick building , toil overOh, Leslie, love, the saddesttime colored wools , breathe the fluffy air , listen to the whirling ofThe dreariesthour in all my life , the wheels, to the grumbling of some, the bold jests of others ,Waswhen I heard a wedding chine , see the day golden into noon , and die into a purple flush ofAnd yor rode forth a baron'swife .Downo'er thygolden links of hair sunset — to go home to finish the householdduties , and then toThevail fell in a filmymist , bed ? Could this be all ?—could this beher life till the end ?Upon a cheek as pale and fair A great engine stood in one of the rooms on the ground floorAs thewhite pearls claspedround thy wrist . -a great insensatemonster , that turned every wheel , and wasthe source of everymotion in the vast building . Alice hadI thought of olden days and sigh'ı ,

Whenrowanwas thine only pearl often watched it with a feeling half of fear , half of wonder . SoI couldnot love the baron's bride , softly it used its ponderous force , that there was scarcely asound.As I had loved the peasantgirl ; With its polished steel and shining brass bands , itNor could I check a bitter smile worked its noiselessway like a thing of life . Should it forgetTo see thee 'mid that gilded state, its work one moment , the great industry would stand stillIt seemed so shortlysince thewhile every wheel would cease to turn - every motion die . AliceWe swungupon that meadowgate. looked up at the mid-day sky , where the fiercesun was playingwith a whimsical but not irreverent thought of the greatmoving -power of the universewho dwells beyondthat unfathomASHES OF ROSES . able blue . If He could forget her for one moment, thesemaddening wheels that turned in her brain would stopforever . WasBYMRS. H. W. PIERSON. she ready for that ? No ; not yet , although she had been 80ready with complaint . The cup of life had beenbitter enough,A FIERCEAugust sun , tree and shrub motionless in the sultry but sh
e

hoped fo
r

th
e

sweetness to come. And therewasRobertai
r

without ; within th
e

long rooms of th
e

factory , a myriad – RobertBrent , th
e

foreman , who came in no
w , with akindofwheelsthat turned an
d

turnedwith a maddeningdrone , til
l

word fo
r

every on
e
- a fresh ,heartyfellow , who came in lik
e

aAliceSevern, spent an
d

gasping , felt like cryingout ,with a breeze ,and seemed togive th
e

oppressive ai
r

a little of hi
s

own"Hush ! be silent for to -day . ” buoyancy.Only to havesome break in this weary life — anything — any Alice had not put him in the picture of her life , or amongthing - ev
en

a fierytrial - something to provethat sh
e

was no
t

the figures ofthehome -scenes,although he ha
d

boardedwithpa
rt

of th
e

vast machinerythat carried on the great works them for a year , becauseshe felt that any change or chancebo
rn

only to guide th
e

tintedthreadsto have no other bright- could take himaway ,and sh
e

must resolutely look at th
e

pale ,de
s

in he
r

lif
e

than th
e

gay fleecythings ,rose -flushed, purple- du
ll

stuff thatmade up he
r

lif
e

without hi
m

.dyed, or with a romanesqueafluence of color that la
y

in heaps “Let me kiss him for his mother , ” whispered a rosy -cheekedgirl near her , with a mischievousglance.Sometimes sh
e

followed in fancy a bi
t

of airy head -genr, that “ Arrah , but I've spint my last sint on the beautifulestbreastlooked lik
e

a sn
ow -cloud , to itsdestined home to some petted pi
n

fo
r

th
e

hall th
e

night , "saidCatharine Daly , a black -eyedchild of fortunewhohad always " fe
d

on the roses ,and la
in in Irish girl , leaning a littletoward he
r ; "an ’me father udgive

Sure an ' he tuk all meth
e

jolies of lif
e . "She sa
w

th
e

dainty well -poised head — th
e

I m
e

a blue b'atin " ef he go
t

to know it .

franticmoan,

aroundher .
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ba
re
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is
t

Sym

ar
ba
i

; bu
t

sh
e

wage last week to feedthim botherin ' young ones. Bread and mounted higher , it scorched her hands , it leapedlike a light
butther is al

l

the cr
y

. Talkin ' to m
e

iv breadand butther whin ning flash to her brain , and seemed to burn there fo
r

ever.

I was sufferin' for a breastpin ! Sure, Alice darlin ' , will Mr. Then something put it out . Was it Robert's cool hands, or

Brint be at the ball ? ' ' the snow -fieldsand cold , biting air ? What frost - jewelsglittered

“ I cannot tell , " answeredAlice , with a little sigbingwish to about--whatwastes of snow, just touched with a faint rose
go herself — she had known so little pleasure in her young life , bloom — what pines , in deathlessstillness , greenand sombre in

for an innate refinement kept her from entering into the bois- that white calm ! Was the earth dead, she wondered, andlaid
terous merrymakings of the other factory -girls . Besides, sh

e

out in a snowy shroud ! She felt a bolt of ic
e

transfixed he
r

;

was pale and plain , and no one sought her out . The common she was growing white as the snow , cold as the ice. The skele
men saw no beauty in the facethat lacked the coloring and even ton arms of the treesseemed to point to a distant , shuddering
the roundness of youth ; but it was clear and pure as a lily in sky where the white clouds were al

l

huddled together fo
r

cold ;

the sun , and Robert Brent looked at her with a curious , exam and she saw a vanishing of angels' wings ; but shecould not
ining gaze as sheworked awaywithout a glancefor him . She was frozen fast in that desolate and illimitable
She hardly looked up as he stood near her , although the waste. In vain she struggled with her numbedfeetandrigid

faintest breath of fire seemed to kindle in the sluggish tide of hands ; in vain Mrs. Severn settled into a mild miseryafter
life and send it leaping through every vein . A weary spirit , awhile .

struggling to be free, looked out of her eyes as between prison Alice grew quieter in a few days , and her mother found a

bars , a hungry look , as though searching fo
r

al
l

shehad missed painful pleasure in talking of the accident over a cup of te
a

in life . with her neighbor and friend , Mrs. Crane . This goodwoman,

How white and quiet sh
e

seemed in th
e

midst of al
l

th
e

riot- whosetemper might have been styled a pleasantsour -some
ous color , and life , and motion . A strangepity , akin to love , thing in the cream of tartar style - I supposehad no bereave

in the strong man's heart . He looked at her in a new ments of anykind to match Mrs. Severn's ; but shehad a living
way . husbandwhom she considered much worse than six deadones,

' Alice , you look like a spirit . The day is too much for you . that gentleman being much addicted to “ a go of rumandsugar
Don't you want to get away ? I canmanage it . ” warm , " and immediately becomingwhat his wife termed " fea

“ I think I will go , Robert , ” she said , with a choking feeling riocous . ”

in her throat . “ This heat seems to pressdown on my brain Mrs. Crane had indeed very little sympathy to spareafterher
like a heavy hand . ” own needswereattended to ; but in consideration of the excel

“ I think we'll have a shower soon, and that will clear the lent tea and buttered toast which her neighbor furnished, sh
e

ai
r

. You had betterstay out a day or two , Alice . " gave a little .

" Ah ! but I cannot lose so much . " “ Poor dear , " she murmured , as she peeredinto the flushed

" You shall not . " Robert paused, and colored from the in
-

face on the pillow , “ what a butcherin ' slash it was . I reckon
nate delicacy of his soul . “ I will make it all right — if you her market's spoiled ; an ' perhapsshe's reason to be thankful.

will allow me to do so . " I'm sure if I'd beenable to look into the future , I'd a - bi
n grate

He had drawn near her as he spoke, and bent over her , till ful to have bin choppedinto mincemeatsoonerthanhavefallen
her faceburned, and a crimson flushdyedher cheeks. The next into a drunkards hand's . It's all for the best, Mrs. Severn. "

moment a pallor coveredher facelike a mask . “ O
h , it's easy for you to say that , as has neverhad a chick

“ Take care , " she cried, and started up . nor a child , ” said Mrs. Severn, with an impatient sniff ; " an ’

The movement pushed Robert Brent aside, and at the same she my main -stay , for she kept up the house entirely , an ' Rex
instant part of the machinery struck Alice in the face. Then a -howlin ' after her , and won't even say his prayers like a Chris
che busy wheels stoppedturning in her brain , the heavy band tian since she's bin a -lyin ' here. I believeno human bein' ever
weighed her down no more -through crashing spaces she had so outrageous a boy , an ' he onlysix yearsold . What do you
seemed to fall into the blackness of darkness - into an utter think he said to the minister the last time hewashere ! When
coolnessand calm. the reverend gentleman asked him if he would like to have a

When Mrs. Severnsaw Alice bornehome in this state ,although Bible , he said , immediately , “ Yes , si
r ; I should like to have a

she had beenprepared in somemeasure by Robert Brent's kind Bible , and a squirt ! "

way of breaking the dismal tidings , she immediatelywent into a “ Sakes alive ! I hope the grace of God ' ill changehim be

fairt , and revived only to be useless. A pale, faded, nervous fore he grows up , or I pity hi
s poor , unfortunate wife. What

woman, who played al
l

her sorrows as so many trump cards does Crane do last night when he comehome in the most obupon society. This new and shining onewasbemoaned to every streperousstate. I was a -setten as peaceable by one of thewin
neighbor who came in . ders a - fannin ' myself , fo

r
it was too hot to breathe, an ' he se
z

,

If one could judge from Mrs. Severn, sheknew the flavor of ' I wish the devil had that fan ! ' • Would it cool him , do you
every cup of grief , and drank no other beverage. This last think ? scz I. An ' with that he up with a three -leggedstool,
drop in the cup seemed to hold al

l

the bitternessfor her alone . an ' if I hadn't got out of the way , I'd a -beencoolenoughbefore
Shebemoanedher own fate as if Alice sufferednothing ,and the long , I'm thinkin ' . Now , did you everhear of such an onrea
severeststing was the thought that her girl would have no sonableanimal , when I give him such a peaceableanswer —mildchancenow in the matrimonial market . as the flowers of May ? " .

" She was plain enough before, " said this mother , with a And Mrs. Crane looked sourly into her teacup, with an aspect
self -pitying sigh , “ but this scar will make her a positive that might have curdled the cream.fright . " Mrs. Severn sighed, and sipped a little .

Alice , meantime, lay on her bed in a merciful trance of insen “ But he's a good perwider - that you can't deny , ” sh
e

said.

sibility , and even when life seemed to stir in her veins once “ You need never go into an empty cupboard ; an ' he saves &

more , sh
e

tossedabout in delirium , and felt no pain . She lived neat little penny , if he does treat himself to
o

often . But what

in a fantastic realm full of weird , wild scenesthat shifted like kind of a prospecthave I go
t

? I had th
e

kindest an
d

be
st

th
e

figures of a kaleidoscope. Tropic fruits an
d

palms in ciuster husband , of the mildest temper, an ' of course he w
as
to
o

good
sprangaround her . Shewalked kneedeep in fragrant blooms- to live . Now , you have that comfort , Mrs. Crane - youwon't

a lawless vegetation swarmed about her - cactii -like serpents loseCrane on that account . ” .

crawled over the ground , or twined around her with prickly “ Th
e

more's th
e

pity , ” snappedMrs. Crane, eagerly, as sh
e

bristles , and vivid star - like flowers -- the orange -trees swung bit into a slice of toast in the most vindictive way .

their pendulous spheres of gold within her reach -- bright “ There's he
r

father's relations , to
o , ” said Mrs. Severn, lo
ok

winged birds fluttered lik
e

flyinggemsover th
e

woodlands - an ing plaintively atAlice , “ al
l

well to do , an
d , if yo
u

believe it ,emerald - coloredstream fe
ll

over th
e

rocks — a stream that flick- they have nevergiven ' m
e

thewrappings of their finger - na
ils

ered in th
e

light like a dying flame, that rose and fell with a -Do , ”she added , after a reflectivepause, as if to addnew emsentient life , that creptnearerwith a cruel , slow -pacedmotion , phasis, " not even th
e

wrappings of their finger -nails . " .low and sure . Ah ! it touched her feetwith liquid fire - it What advantagesuch a peculiar andinexplicable gi
ft

could

nell Ik

citeen, as

laras .
13 ; bu
t

sh
e

deOn

*упрял, bozinsteaches, &

brugh th
e

a

bokedinto

in be
r

th
as . Sh

e

étus dibet
deek.Thesotever.
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havebeento Mrs. Severn, she did not explain, and Mrs. Crain a -standin' on you? There's a picture of one, an'a giil ridin '

di
d

not trouble herself to inquire , being absorbed in a second on one foot , and— "

cup of te
a
, andbecomingvisibly mollified thereby. “ O
h , do be good to -night , Rex , ” saidAlice , wearily . “ If

" I like RobertBrent well enough , ” Mrs. Severnwent on , re
-

you go to sleep in ten minutes, I'll give you tenmarbles . "

flectively; " but I'd a -seenhim further afore I'd have taken “ No , you don't , ” said Rex , scornfully . “ You must tell me
thatgash to savehim ; but Alice wasalways that kind of crea a story - a good long one. I don't want to hear about that boy
ture. It wouldn' : have spoiled his prospects a mite , for a man whocouldn't tell a lie -either , I don't believehim . He could if

kinalwaysgit someone to have him . " he tried . Why , if I'd cut that plum -tree, I'd a -sed, “ Wasn't

“ Yes ; when Cranewas a -courtin me, there was a black -eyed me, pa ; ' twasJim Grey . ' I'd rather tell forty lies than get a

jade- SamanthyAnn Smitheres lived near -and the way she lickin ' . "

courtedthatman - I only wish she'd got him ! " Alice sighedsoftly , as shewent up - stairs ; but shewaspatient

" Alice is on my hands for good now , " sighedMrs. Severn, enough with the frolicksome child , although she could hear
selfishly; " not but she'll earn her way ; but everymother has Robert pacing backward and forward in the little porch with

a desire to seeher daughter settled, and who'd want her with quick steps, and her heart beatwith an indefinitepleasure at the
thatscarredface ? " thought of the coming walk .

A movement at the door startled the two women. It was a The sun was setting as they went out ; a damp, cool air blew
sultryAugustevening, still bright as day , and doors and win- freshly about them , a leaden sky seemed to bendheavily over
dowsstoodopen. They werenot surprised to seeRobert Brent their heads, only in the west it was warmedinto billowy waves
standingtherewith a paleand anxious face. of purple and red -red gold .

“ How is she to -night ? ” he asked, in a low tone . Was shedreamingnow ? Was a remnant of her old delirium

" O
h , come in ! She don't know an earthly thing , ” said Mrs. hanging round her still - a feverish phantasy that would dis

Severn. solve the next moment ? Or was it true that Robert Brent was
And Robertwalked quietly to the bedsidewithout another asking her to be his wife ?

word. “ They stood by a bit of gayly -coloredwoodland at the end of

H
e

lookeddown on her poor bandagedfaceand closedeyes, the little town , and they paused tliere in the walk , as if the

th
e

ho
t

hands that moved restlessly, the flushed cheeks, the questionbad brought them both to a full stop in life .

straylocks of pale, lustrelesshair . Somegrave purposecame Her heart throbbedwith a sudden ecstacythat was almost
into hi

s

heart as he looked - somesolemn resolvewaswritten on pain .

hisface as he turnedaway. “ Shedrank thecup of a costlydeath,

" She's better, I think , " said the mother . " I've beengiven Brimmedwith deliriousdraughts of warmestlife . ”

he
r

themslimedraughts al
l day . ” But she would not be rash ; she would be as calm and delib“Will it - doesthe doctor think it will disfigureher much ? ” .

he asked, pausing at the door . erate as if she judged for another .

“ Look at me well , Robert , beforeyou pledge yourself , " she" H
e

said it would leave an ugly scar , " said Mrs. Severn, said . Will
ravenous fo

r

sympathy, as usual ; " and poor Alice , she can ill you never grow tired of this plain , scarredface ? "

bearthat ; but she is the best of girls . " She turned fully toward him as she spoke, and the pale No

“ Howwell I know that ! " Robert Brent said , in a reverent vembersunshinebrought out cruelly al
l

the defects of that pa

w
ay
; az
d

then , as if he could not trust himself to speakagain , thetic face, the smooth, lustrelesshair , the quiet gray eyes, th
e

he hurriedaway. sallow skin , the long scar, that seemed to crimson and throb

" H
e

seemsawfully cut up about it , ” said Mrs. Crane. with some of the old pain under his examining glance. He ac

“Yes ; bu
t

she's a great deal worse cu
t

up , ” retorted th
e

ceptedthe situation , though hi
s

heart grew heavy as he gazed .

mother. "He'll pay Whydid an old line of Scripture echothrough his brain— " Histhe expense, suppose — that's no more visagewas marred more than any man's " -- or something like
that ?

Weekswore on . Sultry August daysburned themselvesaway Becausethis slight girl had in somesort beenhis savior ; le

in
to

a vaporous, hot September. Then the leavesflamedwith cause her face had been marred for him . He drew her softly

th
e

frost -touches, and the “ flying gold of the ruined woodland into his arms for an answer.drovethroughthe ai
r

" before Alice Severnwalked out again . “ Scarred for me , " he murmured, tenderly . " Can I ever

Sh
e

looked into th
e

mirror that day . There was a stern , he forget that ? It is th
e

sign and seal of m
y

love , What heroicro
ic

stuff in her that forcedher to face the truth . She faced it stuif must be in you , to start up in that way and take the blowrelentlessly. She looked at the long , ghastly scar that spoiled fo
r

me , " and he kissed her , not passionately, not tenderlyeven,th
e

sweetness of her mouth , that ra
n

its zi
g

- za
g

course through but in a grateful , reverendway .he
r

palecheek. The mouth had beenher only beauty ; nowthatwasmarredfor ever. Alice wasnot critical . She only felt that theworld hadgrown
She took a farewell of al

l

sweethopes as suddenly bright to he
r

. The gray November sky flushedand

sh
e

gazed. N
o

man could ever look on he
r

with love — that goldened ; the dull earth , soddenwith cold rains , seemed todrearowasover ; the dull , gray life , the apathetic end , thatwasal
l

thatremained. wear the tender greenery of spring ; a light that never shone

on sea or land lent its glory to all , and eventhe river , swollen
Shelooked up with a mute appeal to heaven. God would and turbid , crawling by them , made a music of its own in the

helpher, fo
r

vain was the help of man . H
e

had given such soft plash of its waves on the bare , pebbly shore .strength to th
e

martyrs of ol
d

that they stood rejoicing in th
e

She put up her hands to her face, and touched the long ,

torture, andonlylooked on the flames as on a chariot of fire that If it called out his love , it

wouldbearthemthe sooner to heaven . Surely H
e

would give was dearerthan a kingly crown .

ghastly seam in a caressingway .

H
is grace to he
r

in this fiery ordeal — to her , " a martyr by the Poor blind Alice ! and still so willing to be blind ! Shehadpang, withoutthepalm . ” known so little love , how could shejudge of this , its quality or

She took up th
e

ol
d

burdens , on
e

by one , with a weary degree ? Shewenthome in a dazed an
d

happystate , as if shethoughtthat it would be sweet to lay them down fo
r

ever . She were floating in a vaporous, fragrant summer-cloud . Shewas

la
ad

no illusions now to glorify th
e

hard , bare reality , an
d

so only brought down to earth by he
r

mother's cool announceN
o
: embercame on gray , and cold as her life . ment :

" Yonwant a walk , Alice . ” Robert said to her one evening. “ I've taken a new boarderwhile you've bin out . "

" Yo
u

have beenkeeping to
o

much ou
t

of th
e

ai
r

. Come ou
t

“ A what ! ” Alice exclaimed; in surprise.

" A boarder . Why , you look as if I said a hyena , " cried

“No ; she's a - go
in

' to pu
t

m
e

to be
d

, ” said little Molock , Mrs. Severn, in a moaning way . “ Sheworks in the factory ;

atherwisecalled Re
x

; " an " she's “ a - go
in ' to be a lo
ng

timeand she's su
ch

a mite of a thing , I'm sure sh
e

won't ea
t

much ,

about it , for there's a circus comin ' , an
d I want to ta
lk

to he
r

and sh
e

won't take upmuch ro
om .

about it . Say , Alice , ho
w

would you like to have an elephant " Where is she to sleep ? ” askedAlice , in a slightly irritated

thanright . ”

15thmeforawhile . "



FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE .

room.

11

youp

voice. “Mother , I think you might have said something tome would drench al
l

that sparkle and color from her life . She
before would grow querrulous , and full of stinging reproaches. God

“ There it is again , ” complained Mrs. Severn. “ Parents , pity theman who choosessuch a frail reed fo
r

hi
s prop through

obeyyour children . That's the new command, I suppose. With life , to find it fail and break , and piercehim to the heart in his
all I have to bear, Alice —and I'm sure if I can stand Rex darkesthour !

prancing about my bed like a youngcolt , and a - turning somer Flossy queened it in the little circle in a regal way. Even
Alicesets into my very mouth -you needn't complain of this little . Robert felt the charm , and obeyed like a born vassal.

• Silky , ' I think , she said her name was, and an orphan , saw him yield to little whims and fancies, and she felt a vague
too . " torment which shecould not explain . This spoiledchild , with
Alice saw that it was too late to remonstrate ; besides, she her appealing eyes, and pretty white hands , and fresh, pink

felt to
o

happy fo
r

that ; so shewent up silently to her own cheeks, was more potent already as an authority in th
e

house
than the daughter who had a better right . Even Rex appealed

A vision met her there, at which shestarted back . Her mo- to her on the subject of kites , and hugged her with delight
ther had , in her usual inconsequent style , failed to mention when she went out with him and helped hi

m fly hi
s

on th
e

that the young girl was already in possession. She stood by common.

the window , with a lighted candle near her - a little pink and It was a crisp , frosty day , but the last sunbeams struck
white creature, pinker and whiter because of her black dress, athwart the iced branches, and they glittered in their crystal
with rings of reddish-brown hair lying like a child's curls al

l

mail . Alice paused in her evening work to look out . A sense
over her head. Truly , “ Silky " was a good name for her , Alice of loneliness and coldnessfell upon her as she gazed. A third
thought , if it was her name. party had joined the kite - flyers - a tall , stalwart form , a grave,

The little creaturewasmore self -possessedthan the owner of handsomeface. She could hear the gay tones of Flossy's voice
the room. -the ringing laugh . She could see that upturned face, fresh

“ Your mother sent me up , ” she said, “ and I made a mis- and rosy ; the tossedhair , that lay in tangled curls , half pushed
take . I opened the other door first , and frightened a young back under the quaint little crimson hood . How they lingered.

man who wasthere. H
e

had his head buried in his hands , and The sup seemed to be suddenly quenched in a bank of coldgray

he started up as if he had seen a ghost . Is he in trouble ? " cloud . The wide , silent winter night was stealing around, and

A coldnesssettled on the beating , bounding beart at these still they lingered . She turned away full of self -reproach at

words ; but Alice did not answer the question ; she only quietly her own doubts. Why should not Robert find it pleasant to

showed the unwelcome guestwhere she might lay her things , talk to the merry little creature as one would talk to a pretty
and then askedher name. child ? And the flushed and sparkling facewas like a charm

“ Florence - Florence McCarty . Isn't it horrid — the lasting picture to look upon . What man would not look at it with
name I mean ? But wewomen can change that , ” she added, pleasure ?
with a quiet consciousness of her own power. " Poormother Still Alice took a resolvethat night . It was right for her to

calledme Flossyalways . I wish youwould alwayscall m
e

that ; tell Flossy al
l , and she did so while they were preparing fo
r

it would make me feel at home - won't bed .

Perhaps, after awhile , " Alice said , reluctantly , as Flossyruf Flossy paused in brushing the shining brown rings of hair
fled the silken little curls , and prepared to go down -stairs . about her little fingers , and looked at Alice in round -eyed
Something rankled in her heart -- the random arrow shot by astonishment.

this new -comer. What troubled Robert Brent on this night , “ Is it possible ? " she began, in a breathlessway.

that he had not told her ? Ah , well , perfect confidencewould “ Why should it seem strange ? " Alice asked, quickly .

come in time . Some day she would have the right to comfort “ O
h , because—" Flossy was too polite to criticise the lack of

bim . charm in the face into which she was coolly gazing , but shehad

O
r it might have been a mistake , after all . H
e might have such a firm belief in the omnipotence of beauty, that shecould

buried his face in his hands for happydreams. What could not solve the problem of this love affair " because he doesnot
this girl see ' or read in that one startled moment that he had act like a lover . Well , I wish you joy ! "
looked on her ? And she put the troublesomethought away as Alice said nothing more , but this last shaft sank into her
bestshecould . breastand rankled there like a poisonedarrow . How did lovers
Robert was down so early the next morning , with hi

s

helpful ac
t

, then ? She had small experience in suchthings . Perhaps-ways, making everyhousehold duty a delight to her , sheen- oh , how her heart sank !-perhaps he wasnot a lover . Perhapstirely forgot th
e

new boarder in he
r

happiness. But Robert re
-

pity or gratitude had prompted hi
s

generous offer, bu
t

what acalled her . cruel kindness that would be . It would not make her happy.

“ O
h , I had a visitor last night , " he said , laughing . She could not feed for life on the husks of a poor pity whenher“ Like what ? " Alice asked , in a dreamy way . soul was famishing for love , when she gave such a boundless

“ Like a walking -doll , I think , ” he said ; " only she carried self -abnegatinglove to him .a lamp in her band , and talked . "

Alice cameout of her dream at once, and gravely explained .

She turned sleeplessly in the bed. After al
l , should shetake

Flossy's ideal of a lover for her own ? Were her needsandherRobert listenedwith an impatient shrug .

“ A chattering , silly little thing , I'l
l

be bound . Won't sh
e

he
r

standard of requirements ? Robert Brent could neverhave
nature like this gossamer little thing that she should accept

be terribly in our way , Alice ? " sacrificedhimself to a woman whom he did not love from a misThey looked up at a little rustle which madeitself heardthat taken idea of gratitude . It could not be .moment. It wasMiss Flossy herself , fresh as a rose in thedew.How much had sheheard ? Nothing , they hoped ; fo
r

shecame
Then , in the silence of the night -watches, she took & resolu

forward , pleasantlyenough. tion if at any future time she should find that he hadwearied

“ I am not a ghost , you se
e , ” she said , with a defiant laugh to hi
m

- sh
e

herself would break the bond which perhapseven

of her , or , worsestill , had never loved her , she would not cling

at Robert , when shewas introduced.

eirough la
st night ; anyonemight suppose yo
u

were ahaunted bosom thoughher heart were at th
e

root . So , at la
st , sh
e

fe
ll

“ You looked frightened now galled hi
m

to weariness . She would pluck this from he
r

into a troubled sleep .“One might pray to be haunted by such visions , " said Ro

be
rt ,with a gallantry that sent a pa
in

- an unreasonable pa
in , earth blazedwith frost -jevels . After th
e

day's work Alice di
dThe next morning ushered in a diamond day. The whole

she said - to the heart of Alice .

What a fluttering little butterfly sh
e

w
as
-- empty -headed, fu
ll

might se
nd a warmth through he
r

tired , numbframe . Th
enot hasten home . She felt that a brisk walk in that crisp ai

r

of petty vanities ; but th
e

head was so prettily furnishedoutside girls flocked about he
r

part of th
e

waywith laughs an
d

an
y

that on
e

forgave th
e

la
ck

of furniture within . Sh
e

glancedfests . How happy , ho
w

thoughtlessly happy they w
er
e

! Sh
te

,about like a sunbeam in the plain , dull old house.

that shewas onlymade fo
r

summerweather ; storm an
d

trial though a fe
w

weeksago sh
e

would havesmiled inscorn at su
chButone felt could almost find it in her heart to envy them this night,

12

man . "
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a thought. How soon can doubt eat like a canker into the Which Flossy di

d
, with a little shrug , andwent out to Robert ,

loveliestrose of love !

ready to give him the privilege of seeingher in any light .Alice walked rapidly over the crisp , white road - pure and And she wasalone to think . In the morning shemust act ;white enough, she thought , for the footsteps of angels, but now she need only lie there supinely , and le
t

the salt waves ofdoomed to be troddenonly by sinful , soul -burdenedmen. She this sorrow break over her , drenching all the color out of herhardlyknewthat her feetwere bearing her to the spot where life . No use to strugglenow . All that wasworsethanuseless.Roberthadaskedher to be his wife . But when she reachedthe She would be stranded on someshorewithout an effort , becauseplace it seemed to cheer her in someway , as though the tones life seemed a worthless gift ; it would be left her from theof hi
s

voice still echoed there — the tender , earnestvoice, that wreck of more precious things . So she lay , thought aftercouldnot lie .

thought throbbing through her with an endlesspain .Shewassure of it now . She had vexed herself with fancies . Ah ! if the hour had only come, the supremehour when sheSh
e

stood back in the shadow of a great oak . She leaned would la
y

down her hope . How would she meetRobert ? Inagainst it , in trembling weakness, and looked out on the white what words would she make him free ? How would he receiveearth. Did it look like a bride or a white corpse laid out stiff it ? With a sudden joy impossible to be concealed, or withan
d

still in its winding -sheet ? The treeswere bare and dark , some cold , conventional politeness ? and after , she would go toth
e

river , not yet silent , made its way betweenmargins of ic
e
. the mill and work , and life would go on . How strange to thinkSoon, soon the icy fetters would bind it fast . And Alice that life could go on after that !thoughther heartwould be like the river if she suffered this The air seemed to swoonabout her , and something like sleepic

y

despair to settle on it . steeped her senses in forgetfulness. Then came a strangeglim
But that wasovernow , she said , and sh

e

repeated it again mer through th
e

darkness of he
r

dreams ; it deepenedinto aA blast like the hotan
d

again. The chill of th
e

night was hardly fe
lt
in th
e

new light thatseemed to burn into he
r

brain .glowthatkindled in her heart . Betweenthe dark branches a breath of a sirocco swept over her face. She openedher eyes,shiningvistaopened. Not the glittering ice -palace of nature , and the full horror of the truth rushedupon her . She started
with its crystal lights flashing a co

ld

splendor , but a pleasant up with a wild cr
y

of " Fire ! fir
e

! "homebeside a householdfire , and one beside her so dear that Flossy shook the sleep from her drowsyeyes, with a halfhe
r

eyesgrewdim with th
e

happinesswhich makes the heart comprehension of the truth ; but Alice di
d

not wait . Throughafraid as she gazed. all the chambers of her soul one name only rang for everNot so dim but that she saw the two figures slowly passing “ Robert . "

by , walking with a lingering fondness, as if th
e

way they la
st

fromthe stupor brought on by th
e

heat and smoke.

Faster than the hungry flames shesped, and roused him at

Mrs.walkedtogethercould never seemtoo long . The crimson bood
upon th

e

flower - lik
e

face, th
e

fresh , cool , creamy curves , th
e

be
-

Severn , in a pitiful state of woe, and Rex , in a half exultant
wilderingeyes, th

e

warm ro
se
-tints , th
e

fluttering , shining curls , moodover such immense fireworks, free , weresoon standing inAlicecould see themall even in the moment of passing. She the cool night -air , watching their poor home and household
couldhear, to

o , as one lears in dreams, these words : “ W
e

goodswhirling up in smokeand flame to heaven. How th
e

demaketerriblemistakes in these heart affairs, Flossy . What is vouring tongues of flame seemed to lick up every trace ofthem !one to do , though ? Honor holds us . I am sure I did not know
All at once, Robert sawthat Flossywasnot there . He turnedthat I wasofferingpoor Alice a cheat and a lie in return for her ingreatlove. I think I would have died sooner . But I have angry amaze. He forgot all but his selfish , absorbinglove .“ Where is she ? ” he demanded, fiercely. “ O

h , my poorturnedover a newpagesince . I seewhat might have been . AmI to blamefor this ? Can we make the earth stand still , or our lamb ! What is my life worth without her ? ' '
ownlivesandexperiences ? ” A convulsive working cameover the white face of Alice , andthe scar seemed to burn and pale like a live coal . Her heartH

e

had evidently gone beyond the understanding of the ceased to beat as she listened to the anguish of those tones.

prettylittle flutterer at hi
s

side . Flossy was in a dazeddream, H
e

had never noticed her ; he had never thanked God that anybu
t

sh
e

felt that this grand and noble -hearted fellowwas a wor- life was spared, even hi
s

own ; but fo
r

this doll , this pink -andshiper at her shrine , and a subtle jo
y

of conquest took posses- white baby -face, hi
s

whole soul cried out in agony .sion of her. "Ah , Robert , ” Alice heard her begin , with a “ I will find her for you , Robert , or die , ” cried Alice , with aprettyaffectation of sentiment, and then the childish voice and great heart -throb , which seemedher last of life .wordswerelost to her hearing , and she sank down , careless of Before they could detain her , she was in the burning house.th
e

co
ld ,andpressedhandsful of th
e

snow to he
r

burning head Indeed , it was only Mrs. Severnwhomade a mild effort to keepher back . Robert rushed in a dazedway to look for his treaBut lif
e

clung to her still ; it would not go , though hope andlovehadgone. Life , importunate with al
l

its cares, its needs, Flossy's childish shrieks soon marked the spot where sheits demands,called out to her , called her back to her dreary stood . In her bewildermentshehad taken the wrong way , andtasks. So , as onestill in a drearydream , she went home. found herself stifled with smoke , fumbling blindly at a lockedRexmether at the door with loud reproaches. She had pro- door . She heard Alice call her name .misedhim shortcakes fo
r

te
a
, and had forgotten her promises. “ You must comeand leadme , " she cried . " I cannot see.O
h , ho ! shewanted him to be like the little boys in the S. S. Alice gropedher way ; the air snappedabouther ; her brainbooks. Wait till she was like their sisters you read about . seethedand cracked ; her eyesseemed on fire ; the blood turnedTheydidn't tell lies ; they di

d

everything they didn't want to to lava in her veins ; burning brands fe
ll

in a perilousshowerdo fo
r

theirlittle brothers — they did . about her .

Eventhis seemed a blow to the faint heart of Alice . She was “ Life is no more sweet, so death is no more bitter , " sheglad to excuseherself by a plea ofsickness , and go
t

of
f

to be
d

, thought . “ I will savehis treasurefor him . "groaning to think that even there shecould not be long alone , At the word , a charred and loosened beam crashed its wayfo
r

he
r

mother followed with a dose of mint - te
a
, and thenFlossy,with her facefull of prettier pink blushes than ever , asif sh

e

had just learned the is secret of a happy dream she di
d

no
t

care to speak, " cameand tortured her with various offers

andlips .

sure.

andsuggestions.

" Robert is out in the wood -shed, " she exclaimed , tryingth
e

funniestchemical experiments ; making a new dy
e

, I believe . H
e

ha
s

been looking at m
e

in a blue light , and he says

“ Flossy, m
y

head aches, ” cried poor Alice ; “ if you wouldonlyleaveme alone . " EGYPTIANCUPS. - PAGE334.
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down, and fell - down, down —a terrible crown of martyrdom
for that devotedhead. Only onemoment, and she had lapsed EGYPTIAN NECKLACES AND ORNAMENTS .
in the cool, dewy-dark of an eternal rest.
Another ear heard Flossy's call, a strong arm boreher out ; Among the Egyptian curiosities in the Museumof the New

hi
s

foot touched some obstacle on the way , but with that pre- | York Historical Society is a necklace found on a daughter of

ciousburden he did not stop to see. Onceout under the frosty one of the Pharoahs , and the signet ring of the great Sisostris.

sky , he whispered : They are made of gold , and are in the highest state of preser

“ I have savedyou fo
r

myself , Flossy . This fire has burned vation . Our picture representsnecklaceseven now used by th
e

away all my false reasoning. You must be my wife . dancing -girls of Egypt . Strange to add , although their dances
Then Flossy , with her coquettish ai

r

still abouther , answered: excel the ca
n

- ca
n

in their features, the girls themselves ar
e
ge
n

“ Ah ! but I am promised to another . How odd that I never erally of very good reputation for the East .

told you ! ”

SHADOWS .

EGYPTIAN CUPS .

WIEN the children are bushed in the nursery,

THESEcups are made of several materials, but principally of And the swallow sleeps in the eaves,

a red earth , baked almost into the hardnessand toughness of And the night wind is murmuringsecrets
iron . Lanesaysthat hehasseensomewhich werethreethousand Apart to the listening leaves ;

years old , perfect in form and color , and although composed of Then I open the inner chamber
That was closed from the dust of day,clay , yet their preparation had given them a metallic ring

And gentlyundrawthe curtainthat resemblediron . It will be seenthat their shapeverymuch Where myholiest treasureslay .

resemblesthe coveredcups of the presentperiod .
Sweet spirits that maynot slumber ;

Cool shadowsfrom lights nowgone ;

LADIES ' COSTUMES OF THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY . And the echoes of voices sounding,

All soundingfor me alone.

With the exception of a lily , there is no more beautiful ob And , blending amongthe others,

ject in the world than a well -dressedwoman. The importance One echo is softer yet ;

of the subject has consequentlybeen elevatedinto one of the One shadow is cooler , deeper ;

fine arts , of which every girl is a born professor. How won And mydimmingeyes growwet .

derfully fashions repeat themselves is known to all who study
the science of French costume. Our engravings on page For the image I gaze on longest

Is the image that blessedmyyouth ;336 represent the styles of dress of two classes of society in The angel that lit my journeythe reigos of Queen Anne and George the First of England . With her lamp of love and truth .

That of the ladies ascendingthe stairway of St. James's Palace We traveled life'sway together
representtwo peeresses in the court -dress, which included a train A little while side by side ;

and hair elaboration, going up to the presence-chamber of the And , when I grew faint or weary,

Queen, while the second represents the attire of the middle That light was my strengthand guide.

classes. It will be observedthat the hoop flourished a century
and a half agowith as much vigor and amplitude as it did some And dearer it grew - how dearer !

Till I watched it wane and fade ;five yearsago in our own fashions . And my angel said as we parted,

Be patient, be not afraid .
MADAME RECAMIER . And when I am sick andweary

With the heat and the dust of the day,

This celebratedbeautywasborn in Lyons , France , December How the sense of herwords comeso'er me

3 , 1777, her maidenname being Jeanne FrançoiseJulie Adelaide Her words ere shewent away !
Bernard. Her father was a post -office contractor, and being a

man of wealth , was enabled to give her a very completeeduca And I ask for a patientwisdom,

tion . In April , 1793, being only sixteen, shemarried Monsieur As I journey theway alone ;

Till I tread on the golden thresholdRecamier, a wealthybanker of Paris , but considerablyolder than Of the heavenwhere she is gone.herself . Established in a luxurious home, she gatheredaround When the children are hushed in the nursery,
her the most celebratedmen of her time , and the brilliancy of And the swallow sleeps in the eaves,

her conversation, the charm of her manner , and the surpassing And the nightwind is murmuringsecrets
loveliness of her person, madeher the centreand attraction of Apart to the listening leaves.

suchmen as Lucien Bonaparte, Moreau, Talleyrand , Bernadotte,

La Harpe , Benj . Constant , David , and others. But as the so OUR HONEYMOON .

ciety thereadopted a tone hostile to theFirst Empire , shewas or

dered by the Emperor Napoleon to leave Paris immediately . “ AUBREY, there she goes Do comeand look at her , just to

She resided for some time in Lyons , her native city , and then please me . I wonder who she is , and what her story is ; she
went to Italy . On the downfall of the First Napoleon she re has such a proud , handsomeface , and looks so dreadfully sa

d
!

turned to Paris , and reopenedher saloons, which , as before , Isn't shehandsome ! " I added, as m
y

husband, at m
y

request,

werecrowded by all that was famousand learned in Parisian so came to the window to look at the young lady who had so

ciety . piquedmy curiosity .

In consequence of a severe reverse of fortune , in 1819, she We had only been married a week , and were enjoyingour
was compelled to give up he

r

mansion in Paris , and retire to honeymoon at a quiet little seasidetown in Dorsetshire ( En
g

.

Abbaye au
x

Bois , near that city ; but , evenhere, he
r

housewas land ) , where th
e

fresh se
a

breezesmitigated in somedegree th
e

the resort of all the celebrities of the time . scorching heat of the July sun .Among her most intimate friends were Lamartine and Cha We had takenrooms in the airiest housewecould find , and ou
r

teaubriand, both of whomwere he
r

most devoted admirers. only fellow - lodgerwas aMrs. Hall , a tall , handsome, gipsy:Through her connectionwith the circlewhich regardedMadame looking woman , with great lustrous dar )

de Stael as its centre, sh
e

was enabled to exerciseconsiderablestep , an
d

a look of haughty sndnessthat roused m
y

curiosity.influence in the social and literary world .

She died in Paris ,May 11 , 1849, having reached th
e

ag
e

of lodger ,except that sh
e

believed sh
e

was seeking a place as govi
My landlady , Miss Rowe , could tell m

e nothing about he
r

seventy - tw
o . H
er correspondence w
as published in Paris , in two erness or companion ,andscemed fa
r

from rich . sh
e

could no
t

volumes , in 1860, an
d

displays considerableliterary ability an
d

ev
en

discoverwhere th
e

interesting strangercame fr
om ,thoughvaried information . she had several times asked her as plainly as shecould.

eyes, and a queenly
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work."

" But she's a perfect lady, ma'am,” added the quaint old | ward misery, and I exclaimedeagerly, while the tearsstartedto
maid, “ and speakslike a duchess, so dignified and grand-like ; my eyes:
I'm sureshe's al

l right , ma'am . ” Oh , please forgive me ! It was very rude and unkind of mo
What theold lady's ideas of " al

l right ” were, I had no idea, to ask . I am so sorry . "

but I quite agreedwith her that Mrs. Hall was “ a perfect Mrs. Hall pressedonehand to her throat , and looked straight
lady . " The quiet , courteousbow with which she passed m

e
on out to se
a

, struggling hard fo
r

composure.

thestairs, the white , well -formed hand , with its handsomering , “ Don't speaklike that , ” she said, hoarsely. “ I can't bear
thewhole ai

r
of good breeding and refinement spoke for her sympathy yet . But it doesnot matter - it doesnot matter ! "

evenmorethan the plain but good clothes shealways wore. She rose and walked hurriedly away , her head thrown

“ She goes out everymorning at this time , ” I said , as my back with a defiant ai
r , and her carriage more queenly than

husbandleaned over my chair and watchedMrs. Hall pass the usual .

window, " and comesback in about an hour , looking wearyand I was more sorry than words can expressfor having allowed
depressed, and then sits on the beach by the hour together, my curiosity to leadme into such an error , and thus thwart it

either painting or doing embroidery. I fancy she sells her self , fo
r I felt convinced that th
e

young strangerwould avoid m
e

for the future .

“ Verylikely , poor thing , " replied my husband, compassion Aubrey wasprovoking enough to laugh at mewhen I told him
ately. “ She is probablysomeyoung widowleft without a penny , of my failure , and said he thought that Iwas betterwithout such

an
d

to
o

proud to be dependent on her friends . She is certainly a mysteriousacqaintance; but I di
d

not mean to give up al
l hope

veryhandsome; but nevermind her now ; comeout for a walk . yet of getting at Mrs. Hall ; so the next morning I watchedfor

I promised to go and se
e

that horse this morning at Dyke her to pass th
e

window again ; but she did not appear at her
Farm. I think he is just what Fred wants , so I don't want to usual hour , nor did she go to her accustomedseat on the beach
losehim. " at all that morning , and I began to fear she was ill , or deter

“ O
h , Aubrey, I can'twalk al
l

thatway in this broiling heat , ” mined to avoid me.

I exclaimed, languidly . “ Can't we drive there this even “ Is Mrs. Hall ill ? " I asked of Miss Rowe , as she laid our
ing ? ' ' luncheon . “ Shehas not beenout thismorning . ”

“ Not verywell , ” replied Aubrey , “ for I made a positive en “ She's gone, ma'am , ” replied the old creature, sententiously;

gagementwith the farmer at twelve . Besides, I want to drive " she went away yesterdayafternoon while you were out driv
you to thoseruins this evening. I don't mind the heat , but I ing . Poor thing ! I found her crying bitterly when I took her
don'tlike leaving you alone . ” her bit of lunch ; but she tried to hide it from me, and never

“ O
h , nevermind that , " I answered, laughing ; " it will be a said a word , only askedme to bring my bill , as she was going .

greatrelief to lose sight of you , after being together for a I took it to her , and she paid me, and walked away at four
wholeweek. Pray , go . I shall go on to the beachand sketch o'clock , and a portercameand fetchedherbox . I only hopethere
thecliffs. " ain't nothing wrong about her ; but she don't write or receive

" That rude speechhas quite se
t

me at rest , ” returned my lno letters, and there weren't no direction on her box , for I

husband, pulling my ear . “ Don't expect me till you se
e

me , looked particular myself . Shewere a strangelady ; but my

fo
r
I shan'treturn until I've made you repent it . I expectyou heart ached fo
r

the poor thing when I see her so sad and
want to getmeout of the way , to scrapeacquaintancewith Mrs. lonely . ”

Hall . I expectshe'll ask to tell your fortune , ” he added, and , The kind -hearted old womanwiped her eyes, as she left the
laughingmerrily at m

y

indignant “ Nonsense ! ” he ran down - room, and I turned to my husbandwith a blank look of dis
stairs, andleft the house. may.

Aubreywaspartly right , fo
r

the idea had flashedthrough my “ O
h , Aubrey , I wonder why she's gone ! I believe it was

mindthat if he was out of the way I might make friends with because of what I said . ”

this interestingstranger ; and , full of this thought , I put on “ It looks like it , ” replied Aubrey , pulling at an obstinate

m
y

hat, put my sketching materials together, and made my cork in a bottle of ale until he wasblack in the face. "Bother
way to thebeach, sitting down close to the spotwhereMrs. Hall this cork ! I wish it was as easy to get rid of . Thereyou are , you
generallytook her seat. obstinatebeggar, ' said he ; and he put the bottle on the table,

I had just finished th
e

penciling in , and was toning m
y

paper and proceeded to wind the cork of
f

the corkscrew, as if there
when sh

e

cameslowly toward m
e , he
r

eyesfixed on th
e

ground , was no such thing as a beautiful , mysteriousyoung widow at al
l

an
d

herwhole ai
r expressingmore dejection than usual . She in th
e

world .

di
d

no
t

se
e

m
e

until sh
e

was very near m
e
; she then started, “ How provoking you are, Aubrey ! " I exclaimed, impati

an
d

raisedher head, looking undecidedwhether to stay or go ; I ently . “ I was so anxious to know more of her , and do away

sa
w

thattearsweretrembling on her beautiful sweepinglashes, with the pain I had given her ; andnow she is gone — afraid of

and it emboldenedme to speak. my prying into her affairs, most likely - and I must seemlike an

" I hope I have not taken your usual seat, " I said , timidly ; inquisitive busybody to her . ”

" I want to get a goodview of the town , and that cliff oppo “ So you are, dear , " said Aubrey , coolly , as he cut up the
site. " cold chicken ; “ but youwon't feel it so much when you've had

" Itdoesnotmatter at al
l , " sh
e

replied , hurriedly . “ There some luncheon . So , come along . Be thankful you've go
t

a

is still plenty of room fo
r

m
e

in th
e

shade , if I shall not be in good husband of your own , and don't ask about other people's
yourway. " for the future . ”

" Not in the least , " I replied , quickly . “ I shall be very “ O
h , Aubrey , don't tease , " I replied , dismally . “ I really

glad of a companion, fo
r

m
y

husband has left m
e

alone . ” am so sorry . I never sawanybody who attractedme more. I

Something in m
y

speechmadethe rich color deepen on he
r

wish sh
e

had no
t

gone ; I meant to make friends with he
r
. ”

cheek, and a lookof keen pain dart acrossher features ; and “ Well , Minnie dear , ” said my husband , more gravely , “ I

evidentlywith a greateffort , she replied , in a low tone : can't say I wish you to make friends with every prettymyste

** You ar
e

so young a wife , that I suppose a fewhours ' separa- rious woman you meet. I don't care for my wife to make ac
tionseemslong to you ? ” quaintance with people she knows nothing about ; and this

** Th
is

is ou
r

first , ” I said , laughing ; " 80 I ca
n

hardly sa
y

lady was evidently hiding , or why w
as

sh
e

so secret as to where

ye
t

. Butwhere is your husband . Have you been long separ- shewas going , and what was there in your simplequestion to

upset her , you say it did ?. I own I'm glad she'sgone before

It w
as
a mostimpertinent question , an
d

regretted as soon as the matterproceededfurther . ”

asked, fo
r
m
y

companionwinced , as if sh
e

had beenstruck , and I felt that Aubrey's remarks werevery sensible, and I said no

turnedvery pa
le . Fo
r

a fe
w

moments sh
e

w
as

silent , an
d

th
en , more on th
e

subject , bu
t

rosefrom th
e

luncheon -table to wander

in a cold, dry voice, said , firmly : through the open window on the lawn , and wonder where the

“ I have no husband. " sad, handsomeMrs. Hall had gone , and whethershewould ever

M
y

heart smote m
e
, for I had never heard such a tone of in
-

! cross m
y

path again .

4

ated? "
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CHAMBEROFMADAMERECAMIER.

There are somewomenwhohavean irresistible fascination fo
r

of her , and draw from her the cause of the sadnessthathungothers of their own sex - for whom those younger than them over her .

selves feel an admiration and attraction almost equaling what I think melancholy has a peculiar charm for the young, espea man would feel . I had neverbeen a girl to make rapturous cially when it is accompanied by beauty ; and herswas a facefriendships ; and though I had many companionsand friends of thatwould haunt any one who saw or who met theglance ofmy own age andsex, I had never had any of th
e

demonstrative, those dark , lustrous , heavily -fringed eyes. But shewasgone,absorbing affection fo
r

other girls that I had oftenwitnessed, and I sat down on the grassybank in front of th
e

honse, an
d

and secretlydespised. But this woman had cast a spell over gazed out over th
e

deep blue se
a

, feeling almost sa
d

as I re
a

lized it .From the first moment that her beautiful dark eyesrested on

m
e , and the faint smile passed over he
r

sa
d

face as I met he
r

still inthe sitting -room , looking at a distant vessel through
Presently I was aroused by an approaching step. Aubrey w
as

on the stairs , I had felt irresistibly drawn toward her .

watched her everymovement, so full of grace and dignity , as

I had the great telescope, so it was not his step. Turning m
y

head, I

saw a tall , fair , handsome young man enter the garden. H
e

sh
e

daily passed m
y

window , an
d

longed to know he
r

history , started violently when he sa
w

m
e , an
d

a bright look ofdelightwhy sh
e

w
as
so lonely an
d

sa
d

; an
d

ha
d

hoped to make afriend I passed overhis fin
e

features ; bu
t

it vanished in a moment,

me .

712

LADIES' COSTUMESO
F

THE EIGHTEENTHCENTURY. - PAGE 334.



OUR HONEYMOON .
337
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and he strode past, and rang a quick, sharp peal at the front , my husband, laughing. “ Nevermind, Minnie, itwasto be ; sodoor-bell.
don't cry over spilt milk . I only hope you won't follow her" Another lodger," I thought to myself ; but his words example, and run away from me, for it's a great deal too hotstartledme into a more lively interest. to scour the country after you, and you'd get into all sortsof“ Doesa Mrs. Hall lodge here ?” he askedof Miss Rowe, in a scrapes.”toneof ill -concealedanxiety , when she appeared. " Nonsense, old conceit ! " I replied , with mock indignation ;" Shewashere, si

r , " she replied , slowly , “ but left yesterday as if I could not get on perfectly well without you ! Now ,afternoon. " go and get my work -case and your book , and we'll sit out hereThe gentlemanuttered an exclamation of intense disappoint- under the trees : it is cooler than in the house. "ment, andwheeled round on his heel , as if unable to control We had been sitting there half an hour when the strangerhimself.

once more made his appearance, this time with so slow and" Goneagain ! ” he cried , impatiently ; “ so near , and yet to weary a step, and such a look of misery in his blue eyes, thatmissher ! By what train did she go , and wherewere her boxes my heart ached for him . He lifted his hat as he metmy eye,directed? "

and coming up to us , said , in a quiet , subduedtone :"She went by the 4.20 , I think , si
r , " replied the old lady ; " Will you forgive me for addressingyou , and for asking if

cije

MADAMERACAMIER. - PAGE334.

" bu
t I can't sa
y

fo
r

certain , as there's a down and up train you can te
ll

m
e

what has become of Mrs. — of m
y

wife ? Iabout th
e

sametime , and shemight havegone by either . There have lost al
l

trace of her ; perhapsyou ca
n

give m
e

someclue .weren't no directions on her box , si
r , for I looked . ” I am quite worn out with searching for her . "The strangermade no reply , but with a heavy sigh and a His voice sank , and leaning down on the iron railings , heslowerstep, he left th

e

garden , and went toward the station . buried hi
s

face in hi
s

arms , and remainedsilent . I looked atAubreyand I looked after him , and then our eyesmet . Aubrey , for I did not like to speak, and , with some hesitation,**The plot thickens , " he said , half laughing . “ I wonder he said :who he is ? Sh
e

ha
s

evidently ru
n

away from somebody ; bu
t

“ Indeed , I would gladly assist any waywhetherhe'shusband, brother , or nothing , I can't say . " but Mrs. Hall left the housewhile we wereout , and we know

" Po
or

man , " I sighed , howdisappointed he seemed ! H
e nothing of he
r , exceptthat m
y

wife ha
d

a shortconversationmust be he
r

husband or he
r

lover . And but fo
r

m
e

they withher yesterdaymorning . ”

How I wish I had not spoken to He raised his pale , wretchedface, and fixed his eyes on me ,

while great drops, telling of the depth of his misery, stood in

" An
d

verylikely have ha
d

a worse ro
w

than ever , ” returned them , in mute inquiry .

you in in my power,

wouldprobablyhave met .her ! "
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eagerlooks.

tery ?”

de p
or
t

O

22 ; th
e

a

lopes

1 or bo
ok
in
g

You had better advertise in the Times.I repeated, word for word , what had passedbetween us , and thing to assist you .

spoke of her extremeagitation , while he drank in al
l I saidwith She is not a common- looking woman . People would not

lightly passher by or forget her . ”

* What can it mean ?-what can it mean ? ” he exclaimed, " There is no fear of that , ” replied Mr. Ray , proudly . “She
wearily , as I ended. " I begin to feel as if I were in somehor- is fa

r

too queenly and beautiful to passunnoticed. I will do as

rid dream. Oh , would to heaven I were to wake and findMaud you advise . "

once more by me ! Can she have gone mad ? She told you He rose and walked slowly to the house, while Aubreyand I

that she had no husband ! Will you le
t

me tell you what has discussedthe strangestory w
e

had just heard. Presently, M
r.

happened, and lend me your help to unravel this fearful mys- Ray returned , sadand dejected, but calm and composed.

" There is no trace of any sort , " he said ; " nothing but a

H
e

looked at m
e
, turning , as a man always will , to woman fo
r

rose in a glass , and a half -finishedsketch of this place. I shall
comfort in his hour of sorrow ; and I replied, warmly : sleephere to -night , and start again to -morrow on my wander

“ Indeed, I shall be very glad to hear , fo
r I never felt more ings , though I do not know where to look for her now . ”

interest in anybody than I did in Mrs. Hall . " We begged him to join us at dinner ; but he refused, saying

H
e

laid himself down on the grassnear us , resting his head hewasnot fit fo
r

anybody's societybut his own .

on his hands, to hide at times the emotion that nearly overpow Poor fellow , he must have spent a sad, lonely evening in the
eredhim . room that was so true a picture of his life now , deserted by al

l

" Hall was no more her name than it is yours , " he said , that had made it bright and beautiful .

sadly . · My name is Harry Ray , and she is my wife as firmly He left us on the following morning , leaving us bis address
and surely as church and law canmakeher . We were married to telegraph to him should w

e

discoverany trace of his wife ;

last February, after a year'sengagement , and I do not think and he went on hi
s wearyjourney , even more touching in hi
s

any one on earth could be happier than w
e

have been ever manly sorrowand loneliness than the beautiful womanwhohad
since, for I loved -- nay, loved her as I believe fewmen do love , caused it .

and she returnedmy affectionwith equalardor . Yes , if I never
see her again, I cannot and will not believe that she did not Weeks passedaway ; we left our little seasidelodgings, andlove me as truly and devotedly as I could desire. I am a bar- settled down in the cozy cottage in Surrey that was to be ourrister , and live a few miles out of London , and am of course home ; but in spite of al

l

that I had to engrossmy thoughts, Igenerally tied by the leg . But last month I fanciedMaud was could not forget the misery of the deserted young husband;looking pale, andwanted change, and w
e planned to go down and I at length inducedAubrey to write and ask if he hadfoundto Bournemouthfor a fewweeks. Would to heaven Ihadnever the wanderer. The answer came ; its quiet , hopelesssorrowthought of such a place ! We were to go together, of course ; sending a pang in our hearts as we read it .but just at the last momentsomebusinessoccurred to keepme “ I am still alone , ” he wrote . “ Every effort hasfailed toin town a week longer ; and , as the lodgings werealready en- discover my lost wife . I begin slowly to realize that herwordsgaged, I persuadedMaud to go down first andwait therefor me. are true , and that I shall never seeher again . I havereturnedShe went, and I had a happy , loving letter from her , saying she to my home -- if home I can call it — and am striving to bearmywas thoroughly enjoying the place, and longing for me to join burden like a man and a Christian . Your kind sympathygivesher . I went down the moment my businesswas ended, and me as much pleasure as anything now can in life ; but do notfound the houseempty, and Maudgone ! I havenever seenher le

t

remembrance of my grief damp your happiness. I cannotsince ! ” look forward . I dare not look back ; but I live from day toHe stoppedand hid his face, while his whole frame trembled day with no thought , no hope , no joy , no fear . My heart iswith his efforts to commandhis feelings. The tearswere in my broken . "eyes, andAubrey looked fidgetyand uncomfortable. Presently , It was a miserable letter ; but what comfort could w
e give ?Mr. Ray raised his head, and in a low , trembling tone , con- Truly , life had lost everyray of sunshine for him ; and if heartstinued :

can break, his wasbroken by the woman to whom he hadgiven“The landlady told me that she had gone of
f

in the middle it . Often and often did his pale , handsomeface, with its melof the daywith a box , and had left no message, except to say ancholy blue eyesand quivering lips , haunt m
e
, and th
e

words,that I should be there by sevenand would explain everything . Oh , Maud , Maud , why have you left me ? You will breakmyIn her roomwas a note addressed to me , saying only this : heart ! " ring in my ears in those tones of bitter anguish. And" You will never see me again . It will be quite useless to so summer faded into autumn , autumn shiveringly gaveplacesearchfor me. I have found out everything. I do not reproach to hoary winter , and the lonely man sa
t

by hi
s

desolatehearth,you . Your own heart will do that bitterly enough. Farewell and bore hi
s

ruined lif
e

.for ever. ' One chill Decemberevening I was sitting by the fire , listen“ All the jewels and presents I had given her were left , ex ing for the step in the hall that was the sweetestsound in the

weddingrings . Sh
e

loves m
e

st
ill ;but oh , Maud ,Maud ,why that called m
e

to hi
s

si
de ; bu
t

th
is

evening he came in quietly ,
cept a locket containing m

y

miniature , and he
r

engagementand day to m
e
, when m
y

husband returned from hi
s

dingy London
Minnie - wifey – whereareyou ? ”haveyou leit me ? You will breakmy heart ! " and bowing hishead on the grass, he sobbedlike a child . and enteredthe room in silence. One glance at hi

s

faceshowedIt is a terrible sight to see a man crying ; andmy own tears m
e

that something was wrong , and , with a vague feeling offell fast , while my husband roseand pacedthe lawn with hur alarm , I sprang forward .

ried steps. “ Aubrey , what is the matter ? Why are you so quiet ? " I“ Cheer up , my poor fellow ! ” he said , in a husky voice,

asked . Is anything wrong ? ”kneeling down , and laying his hand on the other's shoulder. “ I'm afraid there is , dear , ” he said , passing hi
s

ar
m

round** It is al
l

somehorrid Inistake ormischief -making , an
d

will al
l

had a letterfrom your mother to - da
y , to sa
y

that your father is

“ but my little wife will bear it bravely , I know . I havecomeright yet , takemyword for it . We must set the police towork . They will soondiscoverher . ” very ill , indeed, and begging m
e

to take you to him to -morrow.

The young man raised hi
s

flushedface, an
d

dashedaside hi
s

best ; but yo
u

ha
d

better ge
t

ready tostart by th
e

fir
st

train to

It may not be as bad as she thinks . We will hope for thetears.
“ I am very weak , ” he said , tremblingly .

morrow . '

It is no
w

te
n

dayssince I lo
st

he
r ,and I have hardlyeaten bu
t ,withmany a silent prayer and unseentear , I packed al

l
w
a

I would not worry my husband by giving way to

or slept ; an
d

no
w , ju
st

when I thought I ha
d

found he
r , I am should need , gavethe necessary orders to m

y

servants , an
dthrown back and further off than ever . "

“ It is very trying , ” repliedmy husband, gently ; “but bear
startedby the first train .

up bravely , an
d

hope fo
r

th
e

best . I w
ill
do al
l

in m
y

power to th
at m
y

mother ha
d

feared had beenwarded of
f ,and th
e

visit

O
n

the following morning I found my father better ; th
e

fithelp you . G
o

and look in her room if you candiscover any- lof woewas turned to one of rejoicing . We stayedfor Christ

ad

Lieu qu
i

Hong m
ay

sipenting,
1.Hanie,

brinteltel
etreguarne

vs et ca

I si ve
de

qu
e

en be“ D
o

not despiseme. mygrief,

is
te
hs
al

isjurist
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once."

mas, andcamehomefor New Year's Day ; and aswe nearedthe “ Oh, Aubrey, she might be savedif wecould gether home.
quiet little station that was nearestto our home, I said to my Run to the station, and se

e
if you can ge
t

any sort of convey
husband:

ance ; otherwiseshe will die in this cold . "“ How little I thought , Aubrey , that w
e

should return so Aubrey went , but not to the station . One of the unbroken
happy ! I made up my mind fo

r

th
e

worst , for D
r. Taylor said carriageswas being detached, and was going to be pushed by

last year that he was afraid papa would go of
f

very suddenly the men , filled with thewounded, to the station . It wasstoppedsomeday. How well it has all ended ! ” just in front of me , and I , with my charge, wasplaced in it ,

I turned to myhusband as I spoke, when I felt as if somebody while Aubrey ran by the side. The journey was soon accom
hadstruckme a violent blow on the head , and I knew nomore . plished .When I came to myself I was lying out in thecold winter night Once started, the carriage, impelled by a dozen eagermen ,

on the embankment, and Aubrey , with a very pale face, bend- went easily enough, and in a few minutes I was seated, withingoverme, and pouring brandy down my throat . Mrs. Ray , half sitting , half lying , by my side , in a fly , and

" Thank God , my darling ! ” he cried , as I openedmy eyes. driving homeward.Areyouhurt ? "

Shewas still unconscious, though her breathingwasnow aud

I tried to raise myself , and , though feeling very stiff and ible , and w
e

left word at the station for Dr. Thompson to comebruised, could do so , and soon found that I was unhurt . I to us as soon as he possiblycould . We also telegraphed to Mr.
lookedaround. What a fearful sight that pale winter moon Ray , to say , “ We have news of your wife . Come to us atlookeddown upon !-carrriages smashedand overturned ; onehugeenginelying on its side , almost hidden in the clouds of It was late at night whenwe reachedour quiet little home,

whitesteamthat escapedfrom it ; the other mounted high on a and the servants, who had heard a rumor of the accident, were
heap of ruins , as though exulting in the mischief it had done ; on the watch . A bed wasquickly warmed, and the still uncondeadandwoundedstrewing the lines , or proppedagainst the sciousladywasundressedand placed in it , and then al

l
w
e

could
frozengrassembankment ; while cries and moans soundedon do was to si

t

still and wait for the arrival of Dr. Thompson ,th
e

still night air , telling piteous tales of the pain and grief though I still persisted in my doses of brandy at intervals . Itaround us . With a cry of horror , I struggled to my feet , and might have been from this , or from the warmth of the room
clung to m

y

husband.

and bed, that the color cameslowly back to the lips and cheeks,

" O
h , Aubrey, Aubrey , how terrible ! What can w
e

do ? ” I and a faint sigh escapedfrom her , as she slowlyopenedher eyes
cried, while I shudderedfrom head to foot at the fearful sights and whispered, “ Harry . "around us — limbs and mangled bodies, blood , or dead faces My heart gave a great jump , and I leanedeagerly forward ,amongthe crushedcarriages. saying , gently :Comeaway, dear one , ” he said , passinghis arm roundme ; “ Do you want your husband ? "" this is too fearful a sight for you . The station is within a Shegazed at me in bewilderment, and tried to speak ; but be

mile. Wehadbetterwalk on . ing worn out and exhausted, she fell asleep. Long andsoundlyI obeyed, and w
e

made our way through the terrible scene, sheslept , in spite of the arrival of Dr. Thompson , who , after atil
l

on
e

body , lying fa
r

apart from the others , as though flung slight examination , declaredthat he did not believe sh
e

had rethere by theviolence of the shock , a young woman , her hands ceived any injury at al
l , but had fainted from terror andweakclaspedtightly together, and her pale face upturned in the ness .moonlight, mademestopwith an exclamation of horror . “ She is as thin as it is possible to be , " he said ; " but I can“ Aubrey, Aubrey ! " I cried , lornlag sick and faint , ' !! see no sign of injury . I will call again in the morning , andMrs.Hall - Mr . Ray's lost wifol Oh , in the quito learl Po

s antil then give her brandy and arrowroot , or beef - te
a

- someshizg that will put llio into her . "Kneeling down by her side , I laid my hand on her neart . He left us ; and I sat by the bedsidethrough the long winter
Alas, itwasquitestill . I could not feel the slightest pulsation ,andgivingway to this last shock , I burst into tears . night watching the sleeper, while Aubrey took the rest heneeded so much more than I did . I could not haveslept if IAfter al

l

that long , long search, al
l

thosemonths of misery had tried ; my brain was fa
r

too excited by surrounding events

an
d

watching, was this al
l

that the poor husbandwas to find and the scenes I had so lately passedthrough . But menneed
thatstill , coldbody ?

sleep more than women, and he had to go to business in theShe wasfearfully thin , and there were lines of pain round morning .th
e

beautifulmouthand closedeyes, and I knew that the mis Hours wore on , and there wasno sound in the room but thattakenwomanhad suffered as deeply as , or evenmore so , than of the moving coals in the fire , and the heavy breathing of th
eherdesertedhusband.

sleeping invalid , who seemed, as Dr. Thompson had said, con" O
h , Minnie, Minnie , this is very sad , ” said Aubrey , sor- pletelyworn out and exhausted.rowfully. " Is she quite dead ? Here , Thompson , " he cried ,catchingsight of a medical man he knew , “ comehere for a The casementslowlygrew a glimmeringsquare,moment, andtell m

e
if this poor woman is really dead . " when the sound of approachingwheels made my heart beat,

andhur

“ Glad to se
e

both of you al
l right , ” replied D
r. Thompson , and rising softly from m
y

chair , Icrept from th
e

room ,es he approached. “This is an awful sight . It's lucky I was rying down -stairs with noiseless feet , I opened the hall -doorbere's
just as Mr. Ray , pale , eager and excited, raisedhis hand to theH
e

knelt down by th
e

still body , and placed hi
s

hand on he
r

knocker . H
e

seemed struggling between linde and fear , and ,heart. H
e

shookhis head , and raised himself . without a moment's pause, he exclaimed, hoar uly :" Maud ! Where is she ! Is she alive ? "

" She'snotquite dead , ” he said ; " but it's only a matter ofa fewminutes. “ Hush ! Yes , " I replied , placing my hand on his arm , and
Do you know her ? "

" She is hereand sleeping."Yes , " I answered: " w
e

have m
et

before, an
d
I know he
r

drawing hi
m

in
to

th
e

dining -room .

She was inbusband. O
h , D
r. Thompson ,can yo
u

not save he
r

? Aubrey , WithGod's he
lp , w
e

may ye
t

restore be
r

to you .th
e

brandy - quick ! " the train to which the accident happened last night , and weI took itfrom hi
m , an
d

placing he
r

head in m
y

la
p

, forced found he
r

and brought he
r

here . Sh
e

ha
s

only spokenonce ,tomebetween he
r

teeth , while th
e

two gentlemen stood byand an
d

then it wasyour name . ”

Thank God ! ” burst from the young man's lips , in tones ofThat is th
e

be
st

thing , ” sa
id

D
r. Thompson ; " bu
t
I cannot such heartfelt gratitude that th
e

tears sprang to hi
s

eyes .te
ll

whatinjuries sh
e

has . If w
e

could only ge
t

he
r

to a house. “ Takeme to her . Oh , let me seeher while she sleeps ! I willBu
t Imust be of
f. W
e

shallmeet again , "and , raising hi
s

ha
t , no
t

speak no
r

move ; only le
t

m
e

sc
e

he
r

fa
ce

again . "I could not refuse, though I felt doubtful as to the prudenceMeanwhile m
y

patient began to show some slight signs of of acceding to hi
s

request ; so , slipping of
f

hi
s

boots, he fo
l

lif
e .Slowly an
d

faintly he
r

heart beganto beatperceptibly , lowedme up -stairs . She still slept , her dark hair fallingand,with renewedhope , I exclaimed : loosely about her pale face, and one thin , white hand, on which

91

watchedme. 44

he hurried of
f

.
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here."

still glittered her wedding-ring, and a handsomediamond one
, bitterly most of the time. She was not a lady, for her father

restedon the counterpane. was a bookseller in London ; but she waspretty and gentle, and

Harry Ray knelt down by the bed, his breathingcomingthick had al
l

the softness and refinement of a lady ; and it seemed

and fast , and gazed at her with eyes of such deep, devotedlove , that a young man who dealt with her father ( a gentleman, she
that I began to realisethe depth of the misery be had suffered. said , and a rich man , though she did not know what hi

s profes

There werelines on his high forehead, and a firm setting of the sion was ) had fallen in love with her , and succeeded in gaining

finely -cut lips that told their own tale of sufferingand self -con- her affections in return . Then , when he found she lovedhim,

i trol , and I felt convincedthat the noble nature had beenraised he told her that his father , who was a very proud man, would

and purified by the ordeal . never consent to his marrying so far beneath him , and, after

Meanwhile Maud , as if conscious of the presence of her hus- much persuasion, he induced her to run away with him , and to

band , even in her sleep , began to show signs of awaking ; and , becomehis wife secretly .

fearful of startling her , we drew back behind the curtains . “ Theywere married , and for some months they lived very

Then the soft dark eyes unclosed, and the samecry as before happily ; but then his love began to cool , and he left hermore

broke from the pale lips : “ Harry ! " and more often . He kept her in comfort and independence, but

I sawhim shiver from head to foot as thenamefell on hi
s

ear , slighted and abusedher , and told her again and again that he

and I steppedhastily forward . wished with all his heart he had never married her , as he loved

“What is it you want ? " I asked, gently . “ Are you bet- another girl , a handsome girl , with plenty of money, and but

ter ? " for her he should make that girl his wife .

“ I want my husband , ” she said , faintly . “ I thought he was “ The poor young wife cried as if her heart would break as

she addedthat she had not seen or heard from her husbandfor

“ So I am , my darling ! " he exclaimed, drawing aside the six months , and feared that he had married this rich , beautiful

curtain , and bendingover her . “ Maud ,myown love ,mywife ! Maud Alders .

have I found you at last ? ” ' “ You may imagine my horror , for that was my ownname be

Her head fell on his shoulder as he caught her to him . I fore I wasmarried ; and I asked her breathlessly whather hus
heardher murmur : band's namewas ; she told me it was Harry Ray !

“ O
h , Harry , forgive me ! " and I stole away , feeling that that “ I can hardly bear even now to think of what I felt as th
e

was no scenefor a third person to be present at . words fell on my ear . The poor girl must have thoughtme

Surely no joy on earth could surpass theirs ; and I sought mad , for roseand left her without a word . I went back to my

Aubrey , with a brimful heart , to tell him that the husband and lodgings like one in a dream. I could not collectmy thoughts,

wife had met . We left them alone together, for I felt that he or realize anything except that I wasnot Harry's wife - thatthat

would prove a more efficientnurse than and I went down to young girl was the real Mrs. Ray ; and I —what was I ? I had
prepare breakfast, for I knew that the two gentlemen, at al

l only one thought . I could not meet Harry again ; I must go .

events, would need it , and I was beginning to feel very much But where ? I did not know nor care ; but , like one in a horri

exhaustedmyself . ble dream , I packedmy clothes .

When I went up -stairs again , Mr. Ray was standing on the “ Since then I havewanderedabout from place to place, mak
landing , waiting for me, such a look of intensehappiness in his ing just enough to exist on by selling paintings and work. I

deepblue cyesthat they seemedactually to glow . He took my would not go back to my own home , for how could I face m
y

hand in both of his , saying , earnestly : parentswith such a tale ? Besides, I knew that Harry would

“Mrs. Merton , no words of mine can thank you fo
r

what you find me there , and I could not meethim again ,

have done ; but surely it must be almost reward enough to “ At last a craving cameover me to seethat younggirl again,

know the unutterablehappinessyou have givenme . It wasall shewhose life had beenwrecked by the same hand that had

a terrible mistake. She has told me all . Will you go to her ? wreckedmine , to hear more from her — to know if he had re

I do not think there is anything the matterwith her but ex- turned to her now that he had lost me ; and I went back to

treme exhaustion. " Bournemouth . I carefully shunned my old lodgings , fearful of

I went into the bedroom, and found Maud lying back , with a being recognized ; besides, they were fa
r

beyond m
y

scanty
bright spot on each cheek, and her eyesclosed ; but oh , such means. I knew where the young girl had lodged, and I went

a happy smile playing round her beautiful mouth ! She looked thereand asked for her .

very weak , and I would not let her speakuntil shehad had the “ She's dead , ' said the woman who openedthe door . “ She
breakfast I brought her ; and , before she had finished , Dr. died three weeksago . Her father's in there , if you want to se

e

Thompson arrived . He corroboratedwhat Mr. Ray had said , him . '

and told me to feed her up , and shewould soon be well and “She flung open the door as she spoke , and I foundmyself
strong , and told her to lie down and go to sleepagain . face to facewith a white - hairedold man , who seemedbowed to

“ I will , " she said , taking my hand , and lifting her lovely the carth by his grief .

eyes, pleadingly, to mine ; “ but let Harry come and si
t

with “ ' Here's somebodyasking for your daughter , ' saidthewo

I will not talk . I will go to sleep ; but I want him by man , and left us .

me . " “ The old man rose, and cametoward me.

I could not refuse such a request, and I felt , judging by my “ Were you looking for my Annie ? ' he asked, in a lo
w ,

own feelings, that shewould sleepthe sounder by having him trembling voice . She's at rest . She's gone from me ; but

by he
r ; no
r

was Imistaken. Through th
e

whole da
y

sh
e

slept , I'm soon going to he
r

. Only a littlewhile , a very little while . "

only waking now and then fo
r

the food she so greatly needed, “ H
e sank back into his chair , and the tears ran down hi
s

and she rapidly grew stronger. witheredcheeks.

Two days afterward her happy husband carried her down “ Dead ! ' I exclaimed ; but th
e

question I longed to as
k

died
stairs , and laid her on the sofa in my little drawing -room ; then

I heard thestory of her disappearance, fo
r

sh
e

told it to m
e

he
r

- ol
d

manwiped away hi
s

tears and raised hi
s eyes.

on my lips . I could not ask if Harry had beenwith her. The

self as I sat by her , Harry leaning over her , and drinking in the
sweet tones of th

e

voice he loved so well , an
d

had thought { po
or

childwas murdered .He took m
y

on
e

pe
t

lamb , an
d

th
enYes , dead , ' he repeated, slowly . H
e brokeher heart ; my

never to hearagain . killed her .

“ Harry told you ,” she said , “ of m
y

going to Bournemouth cruel letter ! O
h , he might have le
t

he
r

di
e

in peace, m
y

poor
She never spokeagain after that letter — thatcruel

,

to wait for him , and then vanishing the veryday he came ; so I little Annie , my poor child ! '

will begin there . I had madeacquaintance, by accident, with a " . What letter ? " I asked, m
y

heart beatingslowly andheavily
young woman who had interestedme verymuch , she looked so

sad and so very delicate. She used to comeand sit in the wood
before this touching witness of the baseness of th

e

man I

loved .

with me, and by degrees w
e

became so friendly that I askedher
one day why shewas there al
l

alone , though as yet I did not put it into my hand .

“ The ol
d

man fumbled at hi
s pocket , and producing a letter,

even know her name. Then sh
e

told me he
r

history , crying husband'swriting , and a sharp pang shot through m
e

.

Oneglance showedme that it wasnot m
y

Was it ,

me .
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TK

!

then,a mistake, after al
l

? With m
y

whirling brain I readthese rank , like a great full -fetaled blossom ; the aromaticsmell of

words:
the trodden grass ; the sudden blare of bugles and clash of

" • You ask me to own you for my wife beforeyou die , to let cymbals ; the shadow of the banner flowing over the luminous
you tell your father so . Tell himwhat you choose, you are no roof , or the lesserspot castswiftly from the wing of somedart
wife of mine ; Harry Ray is no more my name than Dick Jones , ing bird ; the ring , round which a certain awfulnessdwells ; thenor do I intend you to know what it is . If you want more curtain opposite , that will blow asideand let us seethe horses
money, you ca

n

have it ; but I cannot come to you , as m
y

wife which , al
l

flags an
d

spangles, stand ready with their knights

is ill . You had bettersend for your father . ' and ladies to prance in presently at full gallop , whenour hearts

" I gave back the letter to th
e

ol
d

man , who sa
t

weeping si
-

shall rise in our throats fo
r

the hundreth time , just as madly
lently . I fe

lt

sick andgiddy ; and m
y

heart achedsorely fo
r

th
e

and with th
e

samedelicious suffocation as when , in our earliest
cruellybereavedfather .

childhood , w
e

first gaped aghast at the bewildering and en

" Godcomfortyou ! ' I said , “ for I cannot . I did not know chanting sight .therewassuchwickednesson earth .
The senorita, who seems a mere butterfly floating at the will

" I left hi
m
, fo
r

my whole being was yearning to seeHarry of the wind , on the stageand behind the footlights , is onlyoncemore, my poor deserted husband. I hurried to the sta- heaviness beside this thistledown of a womanwho adds to al
ltion, got into the next London train , and you know the rest. the poetry of strolling outdoor life , her own boundinggraceand

Had I been killed , my poor Harry would have been made vigor and the fire and spirit of the steedupon whoseback shewretched fo
r

life bymy hastypresumption , my want of faith in stands a -tiptoe, or which she touchesfor relieving -point in herhim ; butGod wasverymerciful . " flight aloft through hoops and over banners.She ceased, and w
e

were all silent . Two heartswerevery He may be the dullest old drone of a treadmill horse in allfull , and myown was almost equally so at the sight of their the world , to me he is always the fleetest of Godolphins ; she
happiness.

may be the clumsiest creaturewhoseslipper ever felt the chalk ,We are fast nearingmiddle agenow , but we aregrowing old but my heart is underneathher feet , and sendsher up elastic .in friendship; and the more I know of her , the more do I bless The jokes of the clowns - I can repeatthem , everyone, if youtheday on which I first met her . like — comejust as freshly to their point as if the witty fancyhad for the first time exploded in the jester's brain .And when it comes to the crowning performance of promiscuA BATTLE FOR LIFE .

ous rides upon the resisting mules , although I know as well asyou do the spectacle I should make of myself , I always try toI havealwayshad a singular liking for a circus - a low -lived mount and try my best, as enthusiastically as the raggedestliking, it is veryprobable I might hear you say , were I near little imp that is there in the sawdust, tumbling , and scramb
enough; but I scorn to dispute the point . ling , and catching hold again , and finally rolling ignominiouslyTell mewhatthere ca

n
be in high life more intoxicating , with over and over in an outward direction , till dangerand the mulea sort of bubbling, effervescing pleasure, than the whole para are left within the ropes.phernalia of a circus ! I was thinking al

l

these thoughts over one day as I enteredWhy, youropera is child's play beside it — besidethe firstmo one of these sunny pavilions with the escort which my commentwhen th
e

tent rises like one great swelling cloud , and the panion had picked up of a half -dozenlounging but penniless ur

fla
g

, flutteringand flapping above, makes your heart flutter as chins , and thinking whether , in spite of al
l my love of motion ,wildly to
o
; your approach through such throngs of strange and swiftness , and strength , and grace, so timid a person as Ipeopleneverunearthedbefore ; through al

l

the tremendousas- would have had much enjoyment in an old Roman circus wheresurances of the side-shows, whose allurements you steadily re men and beastsencountered in contests of blood , and where lasi
st ; th
e

triumphantpurchase of your tickets from the man at dies , whosehearts could have beennot greatlydifferentfrommyth
e

back of somepaintedwagon or traveling ticket -office ; and own , applauded the death -struggle of a gladiator as I did th
ethen th
e

stepping in betweenthe mysterious canvasfolds that summersanlts of little Ninonito .sweeptheir greatwrinkles down to your very feet , while the I had no idea how nearly the performanceswere going to apsunshinefalls through them, siftedmagically fromeverything proach th
e

ol
d

Roman standard before w
e

were through withbut a soft and dreamylight ; the opening upon the great am them .phitheatrealreadycrowdedwith faces and colors , rank above The presententertainmentwas called upon the bills Great

.
1

a

Q
uc
e

cocter
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then as

---

Moral Exhibition ;" and as with the circus it combineda supe- | nified my wish to hasten
; " it is a trite thing enough; th

e

rior menagerie, in which Asiatic jungles andAfrican desertshad creaturesare gorged with food and dandled from their birth ;

contributed, clergymenand otherswere
cordially invited to wit- the exhibitor is in no danger . "

“ You are mistaken , si
r , " said one of the group of bystand

ness the trained lion and the lamb lying down together, and “ In the first two cages they are certainly tameenough;

particularly to inspect the picturesupon the flags of the various ers .

stages, which werenothing lessthan scenesfrom the
Holy Scrip- but the last beast is the true Nemæan, raging fo

r
hi
s liberty , as

tures — constituting, on the whole , an Illustrative Bible Show . ready to rend a man to pieces as ever his wildest ancestorwas. ”

So far from striking the community as a statement having " Then , why is he in that cage, si
r , " I asked, shivering be

any relation to blasphemy, the compromise between sin and neath the blaze of those eyeballs like coals .

sanctitythus effectedaffordedmany unworldly men and women

“ He was only added to the collection a fewhours since, "

" Somesailorsbroughthim
opportunity to take their broods to seethe gambols of the lion said another gentleman at myside .

and the unicorn , and give themselves, meanwhile

, a side -squint home on their own account ; the ship happened to arrive in

at the clown .

harbor on this very morning , just as the menageriewassetting

For myself , I will hide my faceand confessthat I liked the up its tent ; the sailors lost no time in making their bargain,

exhibition bestbefore it waspronouncedMoral — to come, from and the animal was transferred immediately ; but

, an injury

my own monotonouslyvirtuous life , so near these people , be happening to his own cage, he was temporarily shut into this

tweenwhomandmyself an impassablegulf was set , and yet to one till better accommodationcould be arranged, I believe. "

see their faces, and their smiles , so like those of my virtuous " But is it strong enough ? " I asked, with a quaver.

neighbors, gave a piquancy to it al
l

that reformation could but “ Oh , without doubt . "

destroy.

“ And then the exhibitor doesnot venture into that compart

Oncesitting on a low seat, I had thrown a rose to the woman ment ? " '

just springing from her horse ; she sawme giving greeting , “ Not unless he is insane , I fancy . "

caught the roseand kissed it , and put it in her bosom, and I felt “Ah , what a roar ! It is thunder's self ! ”

I had been in the inmost circle of that immoral life Possibly he has not beenfed to -day . "

-if immoral life it is — and had somehowcomeout without a “ I think we had better go , " I said then at that . “It really
blemish.

makesme ill . "

“ No , indeed, ” was the response I metwith . “ If there is go

of the performance, of which I am particularly speaking , the
last item had beendescribed in the advertisement as the “ Ter- ing to be anything unusual , le

t
us have the benefit of it . "

rible Exploits of the Dauntless Bartouro in the Den of Wild “But it seems to me the exhibitor is not very ready - I don't

Beasts ; " the capitals had beenthrilling . believebut that he is afraid himself . "

And accordingly, after a sufficientquantity of little boyshad “ He has no occasion, ” said the second bystander again.

beenthrown by the mules , and a teamster, in thetruly wonderful | “ In spite of our friend's opinion of the beast, unlessthe ex .

disguise of a verdant youth from the country , had tamedone of hibitor should open the door of the third cage, there is abso

the fierylittle beasts to the extent of riding him out of the ring , lutely not a shadow of danger . "

an enormous carriage, that filled nearly half the space, was “ And if he should ? "

slowly wheeledupon the scene, the sideswere let down , and the Why , then I imagine he would get his deserts. "

Den of Wild Beastswasdisclosed. “The lion would , at any rate , " said my companion,

It was in three compartments, with strong partitions made of “ O
h , how nervousyou make me ! " I exclaimed. “ I wonder

lattice -work of iron barsbetweenthem. In the first one some why the dauntlessBartouro doesnot come, and have it over. '

leopardsand a Bengal tiger of great beautywereroaming rest “Possibly he asleep, " said the second bystanderonce

lessly round , up and down , out , in , and round and about , in a more ; " he has a little habit , they say , which occasionsdrowsi

way to make one'sheart ache. ness ; I suppose so bazardous an occupation as his mayhavebeen

It was an unnecessaryheart -ache, though — fo
r

so far from in the beginning , required stimulants , and he has abused th
e

ne

longing for the wild freedom of native forests, thesebeastshad cessity. And if they are not sobering him with bucketfuls of

beenborn in a cage, and had known no other existencethan by cold water dashedover him —the way they are cooling thepoor

night the traveling over the highway , and by day the throngs polar bearyonder-they ar
e

probably assisting hi
m

to hurry on

of faces ; and theyhad alwaysappeared as harmlessand playful | his tights and spangles . ”

as kittens , wheneverthey had occasion to exhibit their propen As as he spoke , a man , carrying a little switch , boundedinto
sities . the ring , made his bow to the audience, threw openthecage o

f

In the central compartment a lion was striding up and down , the leopards, leapedlightly up , and in an instant had shut hi
m

lashing his tail about, while his lioness, lying in one cornerwith self within .

her two whelps fawning round her , looked with complacent cu He wore onlyhis silken tights and the glittering silver breech
riosity at the crowd, who returnedher gaze. Theywere large cloth . H

e

was a man of splendid physical development; and
and tawny creatures, and , though born in a cage as well as the so quick had been his three movementsthat onehadnot time
others, and civilized from their birth , there was an unpleasant to se

e

hi
s

flushed face and its swollen veins , before it seemed
suggestion in the massive limbs and red jaws to any onewho that the exertion of seizing a leopard and tossinghim into th

e

has everseenthe beasts of a menageriebreak their fast , tearing ai
r

had occasioned it .

therawfleshwith talonsandtusks — thoseterriblewhite , crooked “ What a handsome fellow ! " cried my companion. “ What
tusks . shoulders, what a forearm , his neck is a white column , it is the
But when the lids werelet down from the last compartment, torso of a hero . Was he put together in that splendidway, I

al
l thought of th
e

occupants of the othertwo was fo
r

a moment wonder, fo
r

nothing else than to play with kittens ? "

forgotten, as the immenseand single lion within that onesprang
upon hi

s

hind - legs, pawing at th
e

side of th
e

cage as if he with a paw on hi
s

either shoulder , th
e

spots seeming to waver
He was a picture as he fronted us ; the two leopardsstood

would break through and bound ou
t

upon us , and uttering sim- and verylike flames in their supple sides , or like th
e

sparks a

ultaneously a roarthat resoundedand reverberatedfrom side to glows in half -blackened fir
e
-brands , while th
e

tiger bounded
side, and madeeveryheart stand still . and fro over the switch he held for him as if his sleek cur
We werealmost al

l decorouslyplaced on the tiers of seats, but at weremade of nothing but caoutchouc.

the soundand the sight thewhole audienceshook a little closer
together ; and , fo

r my part , never liking such scenes as this out their long , rough tongues an
d

licked him ; he ha
d

fe
d

th

It was plain that the creaturesloved the man ; they reach

promised to be , I hadrisen to go , and wasdown upon the grass and tended themsince they first openedtheir eyes, and w
as

near the ring , waiting fo
r

my companion to collect the urchins them their only visible Providence .

for whose safety w
e

were in a manner responsible, and who
seemeddetermined to se

e

th
e

show ou
t , an
d

have ou
r

money's iron bars ,with a thrust , an
d

was in th
e

central cage,steppingAs I thought thus , Bartouro flung aside the first partition of

worth .
“ Never mind , ” said m
y

companion to m
e
, as I excitedly si
g-

fe
et , catching th
e

hairy little cubs in hi
s

arms an
d

throwing
quickly to the lioness and switching her till she roseupon he

r

--
PK
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th
ey

$
10

themaboutlike jugglers ’ balls , calling the lion to his sideand seemed to reachhim like mereechoes a dozenmiles away . Не
lying down betweenthem al

l , as if fo
r

peacefulrepose in the neither movednor rose .

bosom of his family .

His own lion came and bent over him caressingly, his long
Meanwhile, the tiger cameand stretchedhimself at his feet , mane sweeping across Bartouro ; but , at his touch, as if some

andone of the leopardsamusedhimself with boxing an imper- glimmer of sense returned in a sudden flash , Bartouro must
tinent little cub , while another leopard retired to the furthest have felt that the animal should not lap away , however inno
corner of the cage, and appeared to keep watch like a sentinelcently at first , the blood that was streamingdown his own side ,

overthedomesticscene.
and he pushedhim of

f
, and sprang to his feet .

It was, after all , a charming sight — the place rang with With that he was a man again , a soberman , too , in onesense;

plaudits; it seemed to teach us how little was required for al
l

but , in another sense, moremadwith rage than he had been be

God's creatures to dwell together in harmony ; and one could fore with liquor ; fo
r

he , Bartouro , the lion -tamer, had been
not but think how shameful it was that when this man could struck to the earth in the face of all men by one of his own
thustameravingwild beasts, he was unable — as well as we also creatures.

“ Come out , come out ! " w
e

cried , in one voice. “ O
h , you

whobeheldhim — to keephis own blind passions in check .Suddenly, th
e

dauntlessBartouro sprung to hi
s

feet , bowed aremad , Bartouro ! "H
e

did not deign us a look ; but his voice roseover the snarl ,

again to theaudience, stepped to and threw open the last parti
and roar , and cry of the struggling beasts, and over the uproar

tion.
M
y

tongueclove to th
e

roof of m
y

mouth with horror , th
e

awakened in th
e

neighboring cages, like a blast of wind :“And leavemy leopards to die ? "

wholeamphitheatrehung upon one breath . The three com

In a moment he had darted forward , the helplessarm dang

partmentswerenow a single cagealone ; but the animals in thefir
st

portion hurriedly huddled themselves together in th
e

re
- ling from hisshoulder , bu
t

hi
s righthand grasping bi
s

whip ,and as the lion , turning at the side -glancewhich he caught of

motestpart , cowering, and whining , and trembling abjectly .Bu
t

with a magnificent fearlessness Bartouro trod swiftly of
f

with a mighty shudder , and collected himself fo
r

a second

his first assailant , regardless of leopards or tigers , shook them
towardthe lion , who stood erect, holding by his tremendouspaws to th

e

si
de of th
e

cage , hi
s

huge black manerising and leap upon hi
m , Bartouro ra
n

up with hi
s

whip , an
d ,suddenly ,bristlinground him as if instinct with savage lif

e

itself , while in on
e

eye of th
e

lion , and then in th
e

other , slipping aside as

with the precision of a marksman , he had fleckedits thong first

he turned hi
s

head at th
e

clang of th
e

iron bars , and glared th
e

lio
n

rose on hi
s

spring with a yell of pain and agony , and
withredhot eyesupon Bartouro .

fell sprawling and rolling over , striking against the iron sides of

“Come back ! For God's sake , comeback ! ” cried the ring- the cage, gathering himself together again , and crouching as

master, darting across the arena toward the cage. “ It is the still as the sphinx .newlion ; wild from the woods . You are a deadman ! ”

Another ray of light never enteredthose thong -fleckedeyes ;

Thewhole audience rose - oh , the cruel , handsome faces of the lion wasstone -blind from that day .

thosedead-and -gone Roman women ! These were not their The whole scenehad not occupiedthreeminutes . At this its

ghosts.

close, Bartouro caught his torn leopardsand tossedthem into
But Bartourodid not vouchsafehim a glance - only he trod the other end of the enclosure, single -armed , drew his tiger ,

swiftlyforward, and struck the great beast a tingling blow in already badly maimed , away by the jaws , clanging down the

theface.

iron door between, steppedout , shut the cage behind him ,

It wasthedeathblow of courage .

bowed to the audience — just as the ring -master and his assist
The lion , amazedfor one heart -beat, with the next did not ants dashed in with guns and swords — and ran of

f
.

pause to crouch ere springing , but had thrown himself in one But , as if it was necessarythat something should appear to

massupon Bartouro, who tottered and half failed , but rose testify to the terror of the occasion, I fainted awaymyself , and
again, and lifted his arms , that were like springs of steel , to never since that time have I steppedinside the pavilion of any
thrustthe beastaway, when , as if lightning -struck , the arms greatmoral exhibition .droppedpowerless, the man sank down , his eyeswide open , andstaring on the lion , his facewhiter than ashes, the blood pouring alonghis side in a scarlet torrent . WOMEN OF CERVETRI IN ITALY FETCHING WATER .Womenwere fainting now in the audience, children were In many parts of Italy everything is in as primitive a state

shrieking, menwere springing forward -therewasneither gun now as it was in the days of our Saviour , when he met the wo

no
r

pistolamongst al
l

the throng — the people of the menagerie man of Samaria at the well . Our engraving representsthe

wererunning fo
r

someweapon — an ax , a revolver , anything ; women of Cervetri , a village in the Pontifical States, fetching
therewasnot onewho dared to enter the cageand snatch his water for their daily purposes. Cervetri is remarkable for the
preyfrom th

e

dreadful thing which would devour it before tomb recently discoveredthere , andwhich ,there is every reason

their eyes, fo
r

al
l

w
e

knew , and which dragged it a few steps, to suppose, war that of the Tarquins . This wasdiscovered in

an
d

thensettledhimself upon it with a growl like the rumble 1846. It contains two chambers , one of which is called by th
e

of an earthquake, while Bartouro gazed up at hi
m ,the color peasantry th
e

GrottodelleIscrizioni, from the number of its in

now of a corpselong dead, and utterly paralyzedand insensible scriptions .alike to pain or terror in th
e

lethargy of th
e

beast's benumbingstroke.

All at once in that swift , breathlessinstant , a ball of fire shot INFLUENCE O
F

HAPPINESSOVERTHE MIND . - It should never be

throughthe ai
r

from oneend of the cage to the other . forgotten that the happier a child is the cleverer he will be .

It wasthe leopardwho had sat sentinel . This is not only because, in a state of happiness, the mind is

In a momenthis matehad followed . free , and at liberty for the exercise of its faculties , instead of

Onehad no time to note their superb beauty , nor to wonder spending its thoughts and energies in brooding over troubles ;at their furious spring , before th
e

tiger had hurled himself but also because th
e

action of th
e

brain is stronger when th
eafterthem,and al
l

threehad fallen with a yell on th
e

lio
n , frame is in a state of hilarity ; th

e

ideas ar
e

moreclear ; im

who to
re

bi
s

clawsaway, and half forgot Bartouro , to turn on pressions of outward objects ar
e

morevivid ; and th
e

inemorywill not let them slip . This is reason enough for the mother
Whether it w

as

love of their master , or whether someforest to takesomecare that she is th
e

cheerful guideandcomforter
scent, st

ill

lingering about th
e

wild brute , ha
d

roused th
e

never- of her child . If sh
e isanxious or fatigued , sh
e

w
ill

exercise
before-awakenedrage of their blood , no one ca

n

sa
y ; theywere some control over herself , and speak cheerfully , and tr

y
to

givingtheirlives fo
r

Bartouro , so much was certain . enter freely into the subject of themoment ; to meetthe child'sAn
d

Bartouro la
y

there an
d

looked at them , an
d , no
w

that he mind , in short , instead of making hi
m

sink fo
r

want of com
wasfree, forgot to stir , or could not . panionship .Th

e

peoplewereshouting to him to savehimself ; their voices Most personsknow what they hate , few what they love .

53

them.
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THE OLD STONE HOUSE .
345

REALISE

ing his suspicions. He must have contrived, however, to escapeunnoticedduring the stormy winter's night, and had, probably,either committed suicide or fallen into the streamby accident.The nephew's reputation being unblemished, the authoritieshad no alternative but to acceptthe theorythus offered, and thematter appearedto setat rest for ever.
A few months after these occurrences, the nephewhimselfpassed away, even more completelyand inexplicably, from human sight and knowledge. Not the slightest traceof him wasever recovered, nor could even a plausible conjecturebe hazarded concerninghis fate, except that he too had strayedawayin a fit of insanity , though never known to have beenthus affected.

His affairswere left in a very disorderedcondition , the houseand grounds being heavily mortgaged. A foreclosurequicklytook place ; and thus I was enabled to becometheir proprietor.I wished to take up my abode in the picturesqueold mansion ;but my wife , who was in a delicate state of health , was sostrongly opposed to the idea that I was compelled to relinquish it .

Then I sought for a tenant , and soon found one in the personof Squire Goodrich , recently arrived in our neighborhood. Hestaid twenty -four hours on the premises, and then gave up hisoccupancy, declaring hi
s

willingness to forfeit a year's rent rather than face the terrors of another night in the old stone
THEOLDSTONEHOUSE.

house.
By his account, and that of his family , nothing unusual hadTHE OLD STONE HOUSE . beenseen, but he and his wife had beenkept awakeall night byscreamsand curses, seeming to come from beneaththe floor oftheir room, togetherwith sounds as of " pounding and hamANY yearsago , in the village where mering ' ' on the walls .I then resided, a dwelling , common I released the squire from his contract on very easyterms—ly called “ the old stone house, ' only requesting him to keep as quiet about the matter as possitogether with the small but fertile ble . His successorwas Deacon Trowbridge , whose eminentfarm on which it stood, was offered piety , I thought , would surely render him proof against al

lfor sale . This property had de- diabolical assaults and visitations . In this belief . I was sorelyscended in the family of its original disappointed.

owner for nearly a century , and the On the third morning after beginning his residence, the gooddeparture of the last heir gaveme man called on me in a high state of alarm and indignation ,the opportunity I had long desired protesting that I should pay dearly for inveigling him uponof becoming its possessor. The premiseswbich I must have known were already occupied by

In vain I affirmedmy ignorplace was handsome in itself , while the Evil One, or his emissaries.the rapid rise of real estate in its anceand incredulity ; the deaconwasnot to be pacifieduntil Ineighborhoodwould , I knew , soon cause it had not only canceledour agreement, but paid him a considerdouble in value . I was not to be deterred able sum by way of indemnity , and to prevent further expofrom so desirable an investment by certain unpleasant rumors which had lately attached So far as I could gather , bis experiencehad not variedmuchthemselves to this ancient home of the Ward- from that of Mr. Goodrich , the nightly disturbances still co
n

laws . The foundation for these had , no sisting merely of sounds.doubt , been afforded by the following circumstances:

The blood of the family just named hadbeen taintedwith insanity for several generations , and its two last surviving members hadcome to sudden and mysterious ends. Thesetwowereuncle and nephew — both single men ,and residing almost alone together in thefamily mansion .

Somewhatlate in life , the former had been visited by the hereditarycurse of hi
s

race , and , in consequence, was removed toan asylum. The nephew, of course , succeeded to the virtualownership of theestate.

After th
e

lapse of a year , however , th
e

eldlerWardlaw unexpectedlyrecovered hi
s

reason , returned home , and resumed hi
s

formerposition. A few months later , he suddenly disappeared.H
e
w
as

neverafterwardheard of , no
r

was any clue found to hi
s

fa
te , excepting that someweeks subsequently a strangemancalled at th

e

house with a hat , which , he said , had been takenfrom a mill -dam te
n

milesoff , whither it must have been conveyed by th
e

swollenwaters of the creek that ran through ourvillage.

This ha
t

boreMr. Wardlaw's name , and was recognized as hi
sby the nephew. The latter stated that his uncle had forsometimepreviousgiven tokens of returning mental disorder ,an

d

w
as

therefore watched as closely as possible without arous
VOL. XXIV . , No. 5–18

sure.

THE DISCOVERYOPTUE DEADMANIAC.
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ness.

By this time I was naturally a little discouraged as to the ber who offered themselves, while the wiser portion of theas
prospectof finding a good permanenttenant for the old house. sembly openly manifested their opinion that the terrorsof the
The unfavorablereportsconcerningit hadgainedadditional force previous night had unsettled my reason.
and currency, and few, indeed, for miles around,were thosewho I at once led the waywith my chosenauxiliaries, al

l

othersbe
could now have been induced to spend a night under its roof . ing excluded, to the haunted chamber. There w

e

proceeded to

To sell the place at presentwould involve a heavy sacrifice. I sound carefully with iron bars the oaken paneling of thewalls.

was beginning to think of tearing down the house, and divid- All seemed firm and solid , except at one spot , behind which it

ing the farm into building - lots . was easy to detect that an empty spaceexisted. The boardwas
Just then , mywife , whosehcaith rendered a change of climate broken into without ceremony, when w

e

found that it hadbeen
advisable, accepted an invitation from a former schoolmatewho a sliding door , fastenedwith a spring , and openingdirectly on

was settled in Florida , to spendthe winter with her at St
.

Au- the head of a narrow , precipitous stone staircase, constructed in

gustine. My businessmade it impossible for me to accompany the thickness of the wall , and winding down into utter dark
her , andwhen she had left me I was at liberty to enter upon a

personal investigation of the mysterieswhich threatened to af Lights were procured, and w
e

descended, but soonencountered
fect seriously the value of my new acquisition . a most dreadful and overpowering odor . This grewstronger

I at onceproceeded to shift myquarters to the old house ; until w
e

reachedthe foot of the stairs , as low down , apparently,

but , as I had expected, no one could be persuaded to sharethem as the foundation of th
e

building . There w
e

stumbledover an

with m
e

at night . If I persisted in my enterprise, I must face objectwhich proved to be a dead body . It was that of an aged
my ghostly adversariesalone . The prospect, I confess, wasnot man , coveredwith blood and filth , and emaciated to the last de

an agreeableone ; but I wasnot to be daunted. gree. His only garmentwas a shirt of the coarsesttow -linen, and

I began by providing myself with an excellent si
x
- shooter ; his gray hair and beardwerelong and matted. Deathappeared

next I made a thorough exploration of the premises, without to have beenrecent, as the body still retained a trace of warmth,

finding anything remarkable. When night came, I retired to and a deepwound on the back of the head seemed to showthat
the large chamber on the second floor which had beenoccupied it had either been caused or hastened by a fall downtheflinty

by my predecessors. steps. These steps, w
e

found , led directly into the cell which
This roomwas built and furnished after the quaint fashion of had evidently been the abode of this unfortunate . What here

a long -past generation. Its walis were wainscoted in heavy met our gaze is almost too horrible for belief or narration.

oak . The bed — a huge four - poster of funereal aspect - stood in The cell was of stone, scarcelyeight feet by ten in dimensions,

the middle of the floor , facing a large bay -window which was and lighted high up by a single aperture resemblingthegrating
deeplyshaded by ivy , which was trained over the front of the of a drain . Its bare walls and floor , as well as the rough
house. woodenbedsteadwhich comprised al

l
its furniture , werethickly

Altogether , the apartment , though fa
r

from comfortless, wore besmeared, or rather plastered, with clotted blood, mingled
decidedly an ai

r
of gloom . I sat up reading for about two here and there with pieces of half -putrid flesh. The disjointed

hours without being disturbed in any way ; and then , feeling bones of a human skeleton were strewn in everydirection, 80

half inclined to laugh at my previousapprehensions, prepared that it seemed as if w
e

had penetrated to the cavern of some
myself for bed. carnivorous beast.

I looked carefully to the priming of my revolver , and laid it In one corner an earthen pitcher lay overturnedandbroken,

within m
y

reach on a small stand beside th
e

bed, togetherwith and near it was a woodenplatter , which had oncecontainedfood.

a lamp , which I kept burning . Thus prepared, I fortified my . As w
e gazed, the hideous picture of madness, crime, andretri

self spiritually by reading a chapter of the Bible , and soon fell bution seemed to rise before us in al
l

its imaginabledetails.

asleep. The corpse w
e
at once recognized as that of the elderWardlaw

I dreamed, andmydreams in the beginning were of an agree- --the insane uncle -imprisoned in this unsuspectedden by hi
s

able character ; but at length I seemed to be wandering in a only relative , while supposed to have wanderedforth andper
forest , where I was surrounded and taken captive by a band of ished long ago .

Indians . I was bound to a stake, and , as a hideousold squaw Startled , probably , the night before by the report of mypis
advanced to apply a burning brand to m

y

shrinking flesh, m
y

to
l
, he had fallen down th
e

stairs ,and fractured hi
s

skull . Th
e

appeal fo
r

mercywasanswered by a malignant warwhoop . At bones — th
e

blood — th
e

mutilated flesh - what was to be inferred
this moment I awoke. from these, savethat the nephew, while visiting hi

s
victim, had

The moon had risen , and her rays , streaming through th
e

beenaccidentally caught in hi
s

own device of th
e

sliding panel,

ivied and diamondedpanes of the bay -window , fell in a fan- with its secretspring , and had expiated hi
s

crime by death at

tastic pattern on th
e

bare oaken floor . Everything wore th
e

th
e

hands of the maniac , andpartial interment in a livinglomb!
same ai

r
of sombrerepose; yet still the notes of that barbarous w
e gazed a fewmoments on the accursedsight , and then, as b
y

outcry werefalling , fully and distinctly , on my astonishedears . a common impulse , turned away , and sought the upper ai
r

withThey ceased - could I have beendreaming with my eyes open ? out a word .

No ! Again the shout arose, shrill and appalling , as if from the Assembled in the chamber above, w
e pledged each otherbowelsof the earth . never to reveal to theworld the truth of whatwehadwitnessed.

Every hair of m
y

headseemed to stand on end, and I grasped N
o good purposecould be served by dragging before th
e

general
convulsively th

e

handle of m
y

trustyweapon. The soundsdied gazethose desecratedrelics of humanity , or subjectingthem toaway , and then came a dyll ,muffled noise, as of blowsagainst th
e

idleformalities of an inquest . Th
e

panel wassecurelyfast

th
e

paneling of th
e

walls . I fired in th
e

direction thus indi - ened up , an
d

the deadwere left as w
e

found them. There , fo
r

cated ; a deepgroan followed , and al
l

was still again . aught I know , they still remain , awaiting th
e

dreadsummons

As may be supposed, I slept no morethat night . With on
e

which shall rouse from their graves th
e

innocent an
d

th
e

guilty,

hand on my revolver , I la
y

for some time peeringvainly into and la
y

bare the secrets of the “ Old Stone House. "

the surrounding darkness. Neither sight por sounddisturbed
me further . Having regained composure, I began to reflect
upon the circumstances, an

d

finallyresolved on aplan of pro- children who make up 60 unconsciouslyour lif
e -disappoint

A LINK BETWEENHUSBANDSANDWIVES . -Blessed be th
e

little

ceedingsfor the morrow . ments,

When morning came , I ro
se

early , partook of a heartybreak- other's faults , or to bearthe causes of irritation , fin
d

solace
How many couples , mutually unable to bear each

fast ,and m
et

th
e

inquiries an
d

congratulations of m
y

neighborsfor their pa
in

in these goldenlinks which still continue towith a degree of coolnesswhich , I could plainly see, rather unite them . On that they are one.disappointed them . I merely said that a revelation had been pose.

There they can really re

afforded me last night which might lead to an important di
s

heartened by life's road -side .

Those fragile props keepthem from quite sinking di
s

covery , bu
t

that , inwhat I w
as

about to do , I should require to drawnamicably together two el
se -unwilling ones, an
d

movie
How often has a little hand

be accompanied by three stout , courageousmen , if suchwould inem se
e

no
w

brightand blesseä сarth may become in pr
o

volunteer their services. Theseweresoonselectedfrom a num- nouncing that little word " forgive . "
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“ Well !!
!AT BAY

Sir George very pompouslyhanded her his card , saying tohimself :She turnedfrom his pleadings ; her womanlyheart “If that does not put a curb upon the woman's impudence,

Grew strong as her white lips refusedhim ;Sheknewthat his passionateprayer was a part nothing will . "O
f

the play that so long had amusedhim ; But it did not put a curb on Mrs. Cornford's impudence.

Sheknew that her namehad beensported, the jest She gave an incomparable little "whew ! " of astonishment,

of his frivolousfriends ; and the coward and said , very unceremoniously:

Had boasted of woundingher innocentbreast, “ O
h
! you're Sir GeorgeBartelotte , are you ? Well , there's

He ! whomthat love had endower'd !

no telling who turns up . I'm sure I should as soon have ex
You couldtell by the colorless lines of her face, pected to seethat artful little dodger, Miss Kitty , herself . "

By theprondnostril's tremulousquiver, “ I believe you have known Miss Silver from her earliest
The fathomlessscorn of her soul , till the graceOf her wrathmadehim trembleand shiver . “ I should just think I have . 'And yet shehad loved him , had lived in the light “What was her father ? " he asked, in rather a crestfallen

O
f

his tendernesstill life was gladness;
manner .Till soono'er the buds of her joy camethe blight
For the first time during the interview , the motive of Sir

O
f
hi
s

cowardlyfolly and madness.

George'scoming dawnedupon Mrs. Cornford's mind ; now poor
Ay , madness! for never till now had his pride Polly Cornford had not a particle of malice in her composition,

Felt the sting of a pure woman'sscorning , and had forgiven Kitty's shortcomingstoward herself long ago ,

His wealthand his beauty by virtue defied, but for the life of hershe could nothelp playing Sir George a

His life's night been lit by truth's morning. trick at Kitty's expense.

Ay , folly ! for pricelessthe wealth of that love

“The pompouslittle monkey , ” she thought , “I'll teachhim
Shehadpouredthroughhis heart like a river ;

not to insult artists again . ”

Zor he knew now the treasure he prized far aboveAll on earthwas lost to him for ever. “ O
h
! you've come here for Kitty's character, have you ? ” ' .she asked.So he knelt at her feet, and with passionatewords “ I have come, madam , " replied Sir George, with the inimita

Besoughther to pity and savehim ;

ble loftiness of little -mindedmen , “ to inquire whetherMiss Si
l

:

Andher beautifuleyesgrew as soft as a bird's , ver's family is of such a stamp as would justify me in retaining

As sheturned, and in sorrow forgavehim.

her as the companion of my daughter. Miss Silver's father was
But neveragaincould the broken shrine sendUp the incense of purest devotion ; in the church , I believe ? "

“ I should think he was in the church if anybody ever was !

N
o , neveragaincould her life's streamletblendWith thewreck -burdenedwaves of his ocean. He was a Presbyterianminister , and his namewas the ReverendNehemiah Silver , and he married the only daughter of the

Sheturnedfrom his pleadings ; her womanlyheart younger son of Sir Thomas Mistletoe , who hated the match ,

Grewfaint as her white lips refusedhim ;

and he ( theparson ) went out as a missionary to try and convert
Shefeltnow his passionateprayers were no part the Himalayan Mountains . "In theplay that so long had amusedhim ;Shepitied, forgave al

l

his folly and sin , “ I presume, madam, you meansomeuncivilized tribesdwellAnd sheleft him in sadnessand sorrow. ing in the Himalayan regions ? ” said Sir George .O
h , crucifiedheart, may the darknesswithin “ Just as you please, " Mrs. Cornfordwent on ; * all I knowGrowbright in the glow of to -morrow ! is that he did not make many converts, and it so preyeduponhis mind that he died of a broken heart , and if you ever gothat way — his grave lies exactly half way betweenAstracan andKITTY Pekin - youwill seewritten so

m

whereon the stonehis name ,age, and birthplace . Ah , poor Kitty , little you know what &father you lost in him ! "CHAPTERXXXVII. - WHATMRS. CORNFORDSAIDONKITTY'S BEHALF. And Mrs. Cornford held her apron to her face to hide theEVER had Paradise Place looked laughter that sh
e

could not control .

“And you think that - ahem - no inconveniencewould arise
more unmitigatedly disreputable

to us in consequence of Miss Silver's early connections ? ” '

than on the occasion of Sir George
Bartelotte's visit . Inconvenience ! ” cried Mrs. Cornford , indignantly . “ Kitty

On seeing Sir
George knock at aunty's door , Silver would scorn to put us to shame by th

e

spectacle of herBinnie refrained from sending a own grandeur ; shewould rather sufferdeath by slow fire thanwell -aimed snow -ball at hi
s

face, | bumiliate her ol
d

friends ! "

" That sentiment does her honor , " replied Sir George,

and rushed to open it , calling outat the top of her voice : brightening up— “ verygreat honor , indeed ! ”“Aunty , here's a gentleman ! " And then Sir George very politely took his leave. He wasdeThen Miss Binnie slammed the termined to form no opinion on the matter of Mrs. Cornford'sdoor violently , leaving Si
r

George in th
e

dark , disclosures til
l

they had beencommunicated to Ella .dirty passage, to await Mrs. Cornford's pleasure. " A most extraordinaryperson that , ” he mused, as he walkedH
e

stoodaghast . It seemed to him that Kitty's back to Sloane street ; “ so unpleasantly familiar , and yet eviself , Kitty's devotion, and Kitty's economieswere dently intending no harm . ”lost to him and to Ella for ever and ever. - “ What a little prig , to be sure ! But I took him in gloriouslyAs he waited thus , Mrs. Cornford's voice camedown about the Himalayan Mountains , ” said Polly ; and sheassemfromone of the upperrooms . bled all her friends to laugh with her over the story .“ I hopeyoudon't mind waiting ? " shesaid . Takethings easy, and you'll grow fa
t , ' as the snail said In spite of their affection for each other , in spite of Ella'swell -bred self -possessionand Kitty's innate tact , the two girlsIn a fe

w

minutesshe camedown , usheredhim into th
e

same were ill at easeduring Sir George'sabsence. Just a touch ofLittlesitting - ro
om

where Laura ha
d

fir
st

se
en

Perry , nearly tw
o

reserve , ju
st

a shade of coldness ,crept in
to

th
e

daily intercourse
years ag

o
, an
d

where Kitty had given Laura adrawing -lesson, that had hitherto been so unalloyed and sweet to both ; an
dw
ith al
l

sorts of visionsfloating before he
r

mind al
l

th
e

time ; Arcachon seemed fo
r

th
e

time adreary , monotonous, unbeautian
d ,motioning to hi
m

to take on
e

ar
m
-chair ,dropped into th
e

fu
l

place .otherwith a somewhatabrupt and catechetical : “If I lose Ella , " thought Kitty , " what beggar in al
l

the

to the grasshopper. ”

;



848 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE .

me,

" Yours ever,

same carriage, ate at the same table, calledeachother by the ideal, is like going into a strange land, where I shouldbeof no

world will be so poor, so fr.eadiess, so forlorn as I ! I am like ago when wewere first thrown together; but I have always
the prodigal —I cannotwork, and to beg I am ashamed." beensuch a cowardwhere my affectionsareconcerned, andI 800n
She felt morally certainthat Si

r George'sdeparturehad some grew to care for you more than for al
l my other friends , " Kitty

thing to do with herself . went on , very proudly and calmly ; " and you werefond of me

At that thought Kitty woull walk up and down her room in a -were younot ? "

passion of indignation against the Fates for baving used her so “ Oh , Kitty ! how can you speak as if it were a thing past
hardly . and done . I shall always carefor you more than for any other
But if Kitty's mind was in a ferment wasn she bad only bus - friend . "

picion as a basefor her uneasiness, what was her condition after “ Well , " said Kitty , “ I am a social gipsy - born of them,

reading the following letter from Mrs. Cornford ? bred among them , madelove to by them . We lived like vaga
bonds on the face of the earth , taking no care for themorrow

“ ParadisePlace , Tovember 10th . feasting one day , starving the next ; but we broke no laws, ex- .

"DEAR Miss GOOD- FO
R

-NOTHING—, úttle , youngish -oldish , cept those of custom and comfort . The menwerehonest, th
e

Jack - in - the -box -looking man , with as much hair on his face as womenwere good , and a universal tie of kindness andcharity
would maketwo or threeclothes -brushes,camehere yesterday bound them together . It was a merry lif

e

that w
e
le
d

in th
is

to inquire about you and your belongings. I gave the first Bohemia of ours , Ella , and as free from care as the life of th
e

thing in the way of a pedigreethat came to my mind , and if he birds in the woods. If one of us wanted a shilling , a coat, or a

took it as true , he must blame bimself fo
r

being a fool , and not loaf of bread, there were our neighbors ready fo
r

us ; and , to

for taking him in . ward myself , the goodnesswas such as I should be wicked to

Well , I told the little wretch al
l

this , and much more , and forget . It was not a life of inward , if of outward , vulgarity.praisedyou up as much as a shopmanpraisesdamagedgoods he We adoredpictures , and music , and beautiful things , andoften
wants to get rid of . Your father was an English divine , re

-

went without food to get a taste of them . Yet , as I grew to be

memberthat , and he went to India as a missionary , and died a woman, I hated the life . I longed fo
r

softnessandrefinement,

there , and is buried at the foot of the Himalayan Mountains ; as other women long for finery and admiration . Perhaps it was
and your mother was the daughter of the younger son of Sir because I came of gentle blood - so they told me — and the in

Thomas Mistletoe - rememberthat , to
o
, and shewasdisinherited stinct of respectability was too strong fo
r

m
e

. I felt like an

becauseshe married a poor curate. Whatever you do , don't alien , and I determined to elevate myself , someday or other,

muddle thestory . at any cost . I used to si
t
at home - a very Cinderella among

“Good -by , little Daughter of Mammon . the dirt - thinking , thinking - scheming, scheming. I had no

POLLYC. " talents ; that was the worst of it . I could act passably, but
not well enough to go on the stage ; I could sing and play a

Think of what Kitty must have fe
lt

as sh
e

read this letter ; little , but ha
d

no real music in m
e ; I could no
t

draw a line topicture , if you can , ber rage , her terror , her mortification . savemy life . My only natural gift seemedthe art of acquiring
Nothing as ye

t

ha
d

happened so adverse to he
r

fortunes as this ; popularity - I ought to sa
y

affection . People always liked m
e

and as sh
e

held th
e

letter in her hand , looking like a ghost , it betterthan anybody else. It was as if wherever I went I exer
seemed to

o

horrible to be true . Fo
r

a short time th
e

blowpara- cised amagnetic influence , and this often without an
y

volitionlyzed her . of my own . If we weredunned by somehard -heartedgrocer or

“ Povertywould soon kill me , I do think , " she said ; "and

if it di
d

no
t itwould make life morehateful to m
e

than death butcher , Iwent to him and talked him intowaiting fo
r

hi
s

itself . Oh , what shall I do ? ' ' money a little longer . There was a poor old Pole in our little

When sh
e

ha
d

calmly consideredthe question in al
l

its bear- bu
y

m
e

sweetmeats. If Mrs. Cornford's pupilsbrought littlegifts
colony , a teacher of languages, who would go without bread to

ings ,she came to th
e

conclusionthat if sh
e

couldmend mat- of flowers orfruit , they were always presented to m
e . Whenters at once, shecould only do so by onemeans. Shemust tell

Ella th
e

truth , an
d

throw herself upon he
r

generosity. Ella house in th
e

country , an
d I went , of course D
r.

Norman, w
hoone of them , Laura Norman , asked me to stay at her father's

loved her dearly ; a sister could hardly love her better ; and
she was of a most constant, clinging , loyal , fervent nature . was a widower of forty -two , fell in love with me ; andhis son,

Would El
la

tolerate the idea of he
r

friend ,her darling , he
r

sought theirlove than I had sought th
e

love of th
e

others at

a youth of twenty , fell in love with me too , and I had no more

counselor, going ou
t

into th
e

unkind world alone ? Would no
t

home . In an ill -advised moment , I consented to become D
r.

affectionfor onceconquerpride ?

Kitty w
as

no
t

well versedenough in th
e

hearts of other w
o - he
r , I should havemarried him —whether fo
r

good or ev
il , INorman's wife ; and , if Myra had not offeredme a homewith

men to feel sure on this point . She knew how generousmen
could be when they love ; but wasthesame spirit of sacrifice leanedupon m

e

and looked up to m
e

.

know not ; I fancy for evil . You know how entirely Myra

I believeshewouldhaveto be expected of a woman toward her friend ? It is true that
theywere dearerthan most friends , an

d

badloved to styleeach fection ; an
d

w
e

were as happy together as tw
o

women ca
n

be .
given me the half of her fortune in her generous, impulsive af

other “sister ; " their affection ha
d

been based onmutual es
-

when th
eonly tie that binds themtogether is that of helplessteemand admiration ; their sympathieshad drawn them nearer

from day to day . ness on one side , and capability on the other . Myra is a mere

Yet Kitty —who judged al
l

women by herself - doubted. child , as you know , and it was not likely that w
e

should have
much in common.

An
d

ye
t , how little di
d

these tw
o

womenread eachother's I have grown fonder of yo
u

than of al
l

these loves of mine ,, ?

Then I came to know you ; and just when

thoughts ! ho
w

fa
r

were they fr
om knowing each other's hearts ! must go . To lo
se

th
e

others pained m
e

chiefly on their account;O
n thisparticular da
y , fo
r

instance , th
ey

sa
t

face to fa
ce in th
e

bu
t

to lo
se yo
u ,who have been m
y

companion , m
y

teacher.ring
same sisterly names of endearment, whilst each had her own
painful secret, and still morepainful suspicion. more account than thousands of forlorn emigrants. It is very

hard , " Kitty said , sorrowfully ; " so hard that it leads m
e

to

It is easier to talk of painful matters at twilight , and as Ella broke of
f

into a vehement, indignant sob .

doubt whether things ar
e

always ordered fo
r

the best , " and sh
e

rested on her sofa , and Kitty sat in her easy -chair opposite, she Just then Francine enteredwith a little lamp , and Kitty sa
w

began. in a low voice :

" Ella , I have something to sa
y

to yo
u

that lie
s

on m
y

heart w
as
at he
r

friend's side ,holding he
r

little hands ,calling he
r

by

| by the light of it that Ella was crying also . In a moment sh
e

lik
e a lump of lead . I must ge
t

rid of th
e

lumpwhilst w
e
ar
e

pe
t

naines , an
d

begging he
r

to be comforted in a dozenlovingalone . "
“ Yes , dear , ” Ella said , with plaintive resignation .

phrases.

She did not say , “Come close to me and say it , with your at last .
O
h , life is so short ! It must not , must not be ! " Ella said,

hand in mine , " as Kitty had hoped, but hardly expected.

“ If I am dear to you , are you lessdear to me ? Stay

“ I take greatblame to myself that I did not speakout long with us , dear Kitty , at least whilst you are happy . "

“ How can I stay ? " Kitty cried . “Are you not a high -born

1
N
E

* *
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" O
h ,

andever.
lady ? Am I not a gipsy — a pariah ! Ah ! you do not ye

t

know one's own sake , and one naturally likes others fo
r

the samo
all , ” she added, without looking at her friend's face ; “ Si

r

reason.Georgehas seen theseold protectorsand companions of mine . Then she rose from her station by the sofa , and began tho

H
e

will not think I ought to si
t

down to table with you after usual evening amusement of reading aloud , as if nothing hadhappened."Oh ! " Ella said , “now it is my time to make a confession ;andyouwouldneverguesshow ignoble it is . When I think of Everything went merry as a marriage -bell till Sir George's

m
y

own capabilities of littleness , I hatemyself . It was I who return , which event naturally changed the course of things .

instigatedpapa to act as he has done ; I did it with a good in
-

Ella wasdetermined to keep Kitty , and Kitty was determined to

tention. I wanted to offer you a home with papaand me , as stay ; but Sir Georgemust be umpire , and he was a very practi
long as you might find it a happy one ; and it seemed as if I ca

l

person ; concurring himself — not as theydid , with high feel
had no right to make the offer unless I was quite sure that ings , and noble sentiments, but with expediencyand the mate
nothingstood in the way of your future happiness and com- rial bearings of the question .He and Ella had a greatmany talks without coming to any
Sheleanedforward , so that her head rested on Kitty's shoul- conclusionwhatever . Sir Georgewas shocked at Ella's want of

der, andadded, in a penitent , pathetic voice : prudenceand common -sense ; at her recklessness in moneymat

" Why ca
n

one's affectionsnever be good and unselfish and ters ; at her willful opposition to the line of action he chalked
unworldly - oh , why ? " out for her . Nothing could be more ladylike and sensible, he

"You wished m
e

to stay with you always ? " Kitty asked , urged , than to showcarefulness regarding th
e

disposal of one's
breathlessly. income ; and Ella seemeddetermined to dispose of her income

" Couldanything else so good have happened to us both ? ” as carelessly as if shewere a speculator.Ella said, with a sad smile . " You don't know how different “ After all , mydarling Ella , ” Sir Georgesaid , “ I don't think
papa'slife andmine havebeensinceyou came to us . We were you have adjusted the moral balance of the case so well as I haveoftenquitetired of eachother's company before . " done. Every value in this world is a relative value , and let usbe as fond of Miss Silver as we may , we are only justified in

Kitty's heart beat fast , but she listened in silence. It was giving her what her care, gifts , and talents would gain for her

verysweet to her to be so praised by Ella .

elsewhere. ""Rank doesnot naturally imply refinement , ” Ella went on , “ Oh , papa ! as if I could think of Kitty in that way . "

in the sameplaintive voice ; " you must have seen that for “ You have never studied political economy, my dear , or it

yourself; and littleness of every kind has beenthe bugbear of

would comenaturally to you . Society is madeup of exchange,

mylife ever since I was a child . But there is no littleness inyo
u

that I coulddiscover, and it breaks m
y

heart to ac
t

meanly andeach member is only entitled togive th
e

real value of th
ething he obtains . Now , our dear Miss Silver is a noble crea

towardthe person I most love and admire - in all the world , ” ture - I don't know another woman like her ; but it will be a

shecried, throwingher arms around her friend's neck .Kitty , whywas I not also born a gipsy - as you call yourself ! ” ' disadvantage to her through life that she comes of - well — ofwhat classshall I say ? -of the people ? and in offering her a

Andshelaughedand cried , and kissed Kitty as frantically as home under our roof we are bound to take that fact into con

if thatverymomentthey were going to be separatedfor ever sideration . "

Ella's heart was swellingwith indignation ; but she lovedher

“ Thinkwhat it would be fo
r

m
e

to go back to a life without father too well , and wastoo used to suchdisplays of feeling on

yo
u

! Womenlike me , who spendtheir days on the sofa , must his part to takeoffense.livewithwomen fo
r

the most part ; and how dull theyare ! O
h ,dear! howdull they are ! Fancy your poor Ella shut up with CHAPTERXXXVIII . - GOODNEWS.

ConstanceGardinerand her snails ! "

Thetwogirls laughed in the middle of their tears . T IS a questionwhether the no“Or with Madeleineand her dried plants , " Ella went on , blest and bravest of us couldwiping he
r

cheeks ; " and they ar
e

exceptionally intelligent fo
r

long support the small vexationsth
e

girls of my set , I assure you . that will disturb even the best
There isn't anything like

orderedlife without the stimulus

originalityamongst them , poor things ! Kitty , having faredsumptuously, I can't content myself with the crumbs that fall of a pleasantsurprise . Wisemen
from th

e

rich man's table . I can't go down from Kitty Silver and good women can doubtless

to theMissGardiners. "

do a great deal toward prevent“ Bu
t

, dear , " Kitty said , very thoughtfully and gravely , “ if ing sordid or unworthy elements
youreallycare fo

r

me so much , there need be no question of from spoiling the barmony of

pridebetweenyou andme . daily existence ; but who can

I was too proud to acceptDr. Norman'shome, since I could not love him ; I was too proud to eat command those happy accidentsupon which we are all so de

of Myra's breadwithout paying back in such kind as I could ;bu
t

I caremore fo
r

you than fo
r

both of these , and I will not pendent ! We learn - ah , howbitterly ! -- the mirage - like na

be proudnow. Let m
e

stay with you as your hired servant inth
e

eyes of th
e

world ; le
t

me eat at a separatetable ; le
t

m
e

ture of anticipatedjoy ; but happl
ay

th
e

dependent'spart - I could do it easily - only le
t

m
e

piness , that comes to us as unexpectedly as treasuretrove , howstay. Imuststay . " good and reviving and blessed it is ! We may respect ourElla looked up , radiantwith smiles and tears . preachers, but let those who like listen to the best sermonthat" As if I should accept such a sacrificefrom yo
u

, yo
u

dear , ever w
as

preached , an
d

give m
e

fo
r

m
y

soul's good a suddengenerous,high -souledthing , " sh
e

cried , fervently ; " bu
t

no
w , piece of welcomenews instead !I'l
l

te
ll

youwhat I think will be the wisest fo
r

us to do . Hav Whilst poor Ella waspondering upon the numerousvexationsin
g

relievedour minds , w
e

ca
n

afford to be happy again .Let cropping up in he
r

daily path in consequence of he
r

father's inun
d

behappy fo
r

th
e

presentand no
t

take any trouble about th
e

tractable temper, an unseen force w
as at work that would fo
rfuture. You understandwhat Imean , she said . “ I'm deter- | the time turn the lion into a lamb . It must be mentioned,mined th

at

th
e

happiness is to la
st ; bu
t

I ca
n

do nothing til
l

th
en ,that Si
r

George's temper ha
d

been of la
te

years tr
ie
d

,papacomeshome . You areasfree to ac
t

as the winds of amongstother things , by a lawsuit .heaven; bu
t

a girl living with he
r

father is as dependent upon The question was one involving twenty thousand pounds,however ; and when news came one morning that he was17
t

is ea
sy

enough fo
r

m
e

to be happy , no
w

th
at I know ho
w

master of th
e

fie
ld , he hardly knew ho
w

to ke
ep

hi
s

exultation
muchyou care fo

r

me , " Kitty answered. “ There is , after within decorous, much lessdignified , bounds .al
l , someconsolation in being a social gipsy ; on

e
is liked fo
r The two girls were sitting in their pretty summer -house one

+
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-
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him as a baby . "



850 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE .

1

“ Dear papa

fine morning, looking across the orange-treesat the beautiful onemoment, she was sure to receivesugar-plums thenext. One
purple mountains, and talking over their needlework, when he day, it wasa pretty silk scarf Si

r Georgegaveher ; on another,

rushed in , flourishing a letter over his head, his teeth chatter- a Spanish fan ; neither of them costly gifts , certainly , but as

ing with excitement, his black hair blown about his eyes, which tounding as coming from him . He used to apologizefor this

were like the bright little eyes of a terrier who smells pleasant new kind of spasmodicgenerosity to Ella by sayingthat he had

prey . never showedhis appreciation of Kitty's devotion to her during
“ I've gained it ! I've gained it ! " he cried , throwing the her illness ; and that it was high time to do so now .

letter on the table , and taking it up the next moment , as if it One day , when he had beenunusually provocativeandunu

was too precious to be out of his hands . “ I've gained it ! " sually generous, having presented Kitty with a pair of Malaga

Then he laughed, almost a maniacal laugh , kissed Ella , and figures in colored terra -cotta, of the value of twenty francs,

made toward Kitty , as if he intended to kiss her too , upon Kitty made a show of deprecation .

which Miss Kitty blushed , and drew back with a lady -like “ You are really too good , Sir George , ” she said. " I feel

amount of shyness, and Sir George shook hands with her in- quite ashamed to take so many gifts from you . "

stead. “ I am sure you deservethem , " be answered, ratherbluntly.

When the first preliminaries of congratulations were got “ Oh ! indeed, I deservenothing . "

through , Kitty , with her usual tact , left the father and daugh He looked up , with a curious mixture of suspicion, irritation,

ter alone . Sir Georgelooked up , as much as to say , " Ob , what and dismay .

can it matter who hears about a lawsuit that has put twenty “ There is nothing in the world I would not give you , " he

thousandpounds in my pocket ! " said , in an eagerundertone . “ On my soul , nothing ! "

Ella looked up , as much as to say, “ As if we had secretsfrom Then , sceing that she blushed and dropped her eyelids, a
s

you . " But Kitty's tact wasnever at fault . She was, in truth , much disconcerted by the manner as the matter of hi
s speech,

an epicurewhereher friendship was concerned, never acceptinghe added :

immoderately of the good things her adorersofferedher , never “And I tell you , once for all , that if you marrythat co
n

.

taking an el
l

if her friends offered her several inches even. founded doctor , I shall be the most miserable beggar on the

Time cannot state the infinite variety of a person so rich in face of the earth . "

gifts and graces, and so temperate in using the tribute paid to He looked at her sharply for a minute , as much as to say, " If

them . that confession does not take you aback , nothing will , " and

So Kitty smiled and nodded to her friend ; and , pretending went away .

that she wanted to write some letters that very minute , left When she was alone , Kitty closed the door softly , andwalked
them to their cheerful little tête- à -tête. up and down the room , coloring , smiling , almost laughing to

cried Ella ; " what a weight of
f

your mind ! herself at this unexpectedturn of affairs . So utterly astounded

I am so glad ! " and amusedwas she , that she could not restrain one or two

" But it makes such a difference in our income . In fact , it little ejaculations -- ejaculationsnot perhapsself -congratulatory,

makes al
l

the difference, " Si
r Georgewent on , now quite calm but certainly not expressive of displeasure.

and collected. “We neednot keep away from England al
l

the “ What next ? ” she said , as she thought of Sir Georgebeing

year round , as if w
e

weredunned — not that I like England - it's in love with her .
growing so abominablydemocratic ; but you should be in Lon Kitty , of course, kept her own counsel about this little decla
don for a seasonnow and then . " ration of feeling on Si

r George'spart ; but shedid not forget it ,

“ Kitty would no doubt like it , " Ella said , reflectively ; " and and acted very warily during the fe
w

days that followed.

I would like it for some things . " Her behavior to her new adorer was admirable. In the 80

“Or w
e might go down to Akenholme Park ; I want very ciety of others it was precisely her ordinary behavior, even

much to ge
t

my booksrecatalogued. I shall put up a memorial Ella not noticing a shade of difference ; but whenalonewith
window to your mother in the church now , Ella ; and oh , my Si

r George , which happenedpretty often , shemanifested a w
o

darling , I could di
e

with an easymind any minute , fo
r yo
u

will man - like , lady -like show of embarrassment, would evade a tê
te

have enough to live upon . " à - têle, would make a pretext fo
r

running away, in fact, as any

Si
r George'seyeswereactually full of tearsjust then , but the modest girl behaves to a man who is more than a friend , an
d

next moment he was laughing again exultingly . not quite a lover . Sir Gcorge found her more bewitchingthan

“ It'
s

about the only piece of good luck that ever overtook ever , but he lacked courage to say so , feeling as ye
t

to
o

fright
in my life , " he went on ; isn't it ? Al

l

my laborers ' wives ened at hi
s

first piece of audacity to venture upon repeatingit .

bore them sons ; but no boy waseverborn to me . Your poor One day he asked Kitty whether she would not walk as fa
r

mother died when w
e

were both in th
e

heyday of ou
r

youth . as th
e

Consulate with hi
m , and Kitty said sh
e

shouldverymuch

In thematter of property, how shamefully di
d your uncles and like a little walk at such a beautiful hour of th
e

day .

aunts treat me ! In fact , without wishing to find fault with So they set off , side by side .

Providence, I must say I've been all along more hardly used “ You don't object to a cigar , do yo
u

? " asked Si
r George,

than my neighbors, though I'm a good churchman, and lead a after a considerablesilence.

proper sort of life . ' And of course Kitty did not object .

“ But now , " said Ella , affectionately, for she was too used to " Would you like to take m
y

ar
m

P " againasked he
r

companion.

her father's somewhatpompousorthodoxy to be shocked by it , “ You must be a little tired . ”

" all will be well with us ; and if we are not contented and And of course Kitty accepted his arm , sayingthat shewas &

pleasant, an
d

charitable to ou
r

neighbors , therewillbe no ex
-

little tired ; adding that exercise w
as

most refreshing, however.

cuse. " “Don't you think w
e

have had a pleasant day ? " Si
r George

Bat Ella went back to the subject of the twenty thousand went on .

pounds, and brought out al
l

the salient points of it with so " Delightful , indeed . "

much discretion, that Sir George's heart softened toward the
whole world in general , and Kitty in particular , and he pro- why should you not marry me ? ”

“ But , seriously speaking , if Ella's consent can be obtained,

mised to treat poor Kitty more leniently in future . Kitty was silent .

In the few daysfollowing , Si
r

Georgewashighly busy in consequence of his newly -acquired property , writing letters , mak- sharply .

“ You wouldn't object , would you ? " asked th
e

baronet,

“ A bird in the hand is worth two in thebush, you
ing calculations as to investments, and so on .

him slyly to go to England . Kitty advisedhim to go to
o , in marry a title and a comfortablehome every da
y

. ”Ella advised know ; and a penniless girl , nomatter how handsome, can't

her business-like , superior sort of way ; but he declared that
nothing in the world should induce him to make the journey

“ I know you do m
e great honor , " Miss Kitty said, slowly

just then .

very great honor , indeed . But

Kitty was treated by her fiery little patron very much as a that . "
“ O
f

course there must be a fe
w

" Buts ! I quiteexpected

spoiled child at this epoch. If shewas scolded and punished “ I was only going to sa
y

that nothing would induce m
e

to

1

me
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come.

marry you merelybecauseyou have a title,” Kitty went on, tender little looks and speechesthat, he thought, must moro
with somethingof offendeddignity in her voice. “ I am not than compensateforovert castigationsand hostilities. He would
quitesomercenaryas you seemto suppose." talk to her in a confidentialway about their future manner of
“ Oh, I take it for grantedthat you like me pretty well ," an- | living , interlarding hi

s

words with “ my love , " and " my
sweredher lover , coolly . “ We have beensuchcapital friends , dear , ” as if they weremarried already . Once or twice he had

al
l

along, and I'm sure if ever a man was desperately in love , it attempted to behave in a more lover -like fashion ; but Miss

it is myself ! But what about Ella ? "

Kitty , who was as proud as a peacockwhere her personal dig

“ DearElla ! she must not be madeunhappy , of al
l

others in nity wasconcerned, had repelledtheseadvanceswith a charm
theworld. "

ing show of haughtiness , saying :“ No ; I must sooner give you up than spoil Ella's peace of “ You forget , Sir George, that w
e

are not engaged as yet ;

mind. It would be morally impossiblefor me to grieve her . ” and though I am the Beggar's daughter , and you are King

“ And I love her so dearly that I would almost give up my Cophetua, I presume that the Beggar's daughter is not to be

life for her sake. ”

thought worse of for having a little womanly pride , si
r
! "

“ I knowyou would , " Sir George said , eagerly ; "and she And this little touch of coquetry , prudery - call it what you
knows it too . Surely shewould make a little sacrifice in order will — made the baronetswear a hundred secretvows that a girl

to haveyoualwayswith her . ”

with so much spirit should be his wife at any cost.

Kitty , who knew Ella better than her father did , simply be They were talking one day about their probable return to

causetheywereboth women, was silent . England , and Si
r

George, who had beenextremely fault - finding

“ Supposeyou name it to her ? ” Sir Georgeadded, with con and captiousthat morning , mentioned a season in London by

siderableuneasiness in his voice . “ O
n my soul , I don't think I way of a compensatingsugar -plum .

could ! "

Kitty's eyes sparkled , and her cheeks glowed with pleasure
AndKitty promised to name it to Ella . at the bare thought . For a few secondsshe could not speak.A season in London !Si

r

Georgeand Kitty agreed that it would be best to keep As if in a vision , al
l

the delights of such an old , old dream
their own counsel fo

r
a day or two . Certainly , to comedown fulfilled , passed before her mind . She saw herself , the Cin

from th
e

affection of suchmen as Dr. Norman and Perry to the derella of by -gonetimes , driving through the parks in the full
affection of such men as Si

r

George, was coming down from sunshine of a June afternoon ; her equipage flashing by , the
grapes to thornswith a vengeance. Kitty , whatever might be dusty , eagerfoot -passengerslooking on ; her toilet as eleganthe

r

weaknesses, had the keenest perception of the reality of as thoseshewas wont to envy when she also had gazed at the
things, and, whilst accepting Si

r

George's love , valued it ex . gay scene, dusty , and on foot ; shesaw herself , leaning on her
actly fo

r

what it was worth . She , moreover, looked into the husband's arm - he a baronet !-ascending carpetedstaircases,

future, and sa
w

what it would be worth during the years to and joining crowds of fashionable men and women in brilliantly - lighted reception rooms ; she saw -what , indeed, didIn thefirstplace it would bring her a title , and Kitty exulted sh
e

not se
e

during that momentaryrapture ?childishlyover the idea of being called Lady Bartelotte . She Sir George'svoicebroke the spell .repeatedthewords to herself again and again , and wrote it on “You have too much goodsense to careabout conventionali
littlescraps of paper in her clear fine band : ties , I am sure , " he said ; " and, of course, we could not do asother people do ; but w

e

should seethe pictures, and Ella would
LADY BARTELOTTE

hear a little goodmusic ; " and , adding , suddenly : “ You don't
and dreamedpleasantly at night of being called M

y

Lady by care fo
r

gayeties, I hope — do you ? ”Francineand therest of the servants. Thus much would Sir Upon which Kitty blushed guiltily , and said she did not care
George'slovebring her . And it would bring her , if not .wealth for them.-for Si

r

Georgewas the last person in the world to win his • Because, it is betterwe should understand eachother uponDóna in a shower of gold — th
e

appliances of wealth : a train of that point without delay , ” her lover went on . “ We could notservants, a well -appointedhouse to live in - homehardly seemed pretend to fashionablegayeties in any shape, and Ella does not

th
e

word to use — a carriage to ride in , fashionable clothes to like them . We should be able to stay at Clarges street , or at
wear; perhaps a fewjewels .

Akenholme Park , and be verycomfortablewith a little economy ;If al
l

wentwell — that is to say , if Ella could be brought to but there would be no sort of surplus fo
r

conventional ex

consent— sh
e

shouldmarry Si
r

George, and make him as good a travagances. I must think of the future , and provide fo
r

you
wife as his heartcould desire. as well as Ella , in case _ ” he broke of

f

hesitatingly— " in

During th
e

two or three days that followed Si
r

George'spro- case it should be necessary. You will have as comfortable a

posal ofmarriage, hi
s

behavior washardly what could be called home as any lady could desire ; and you know that I will leavedignified. In Ella's presence he conducted himself with so no stoneunturned tomake you happy. But there is a medium
muchdiscretiontoward the woman he adored that no one in al

l

things ; and , if comforts will not satisfy a woman , no

wouldhaveguessedhis secret sentimentsfor an instant . He amount of luxuries ever will . "affecteda sort of patronising ai
r

to her , which to anyone less I want no luxuries . You aremuch too good to me , " pooramiableand long -sufferingthan our Kitty , would have been Kitty said , humbly , feeling ready to cr
y , less overcome by Si
rintolerable; askedher to run and fetch this ; to si
t

down by George'sgoodnessthan by a feeling of childish disappointment.

hi
s

sideandwrite that ; correctedher of faults of pronuncia “ Nonsense ! ” he said . And , not daring to kiss her , thouglıtio
n

; flatlyquizzed he
r

fo
r

suchnaivelittle blunders in etiquette sorely tempted to do so , he clasped he
r

hand , and spoke ou
tas th
e

mostcareful and clever personscan hardly help making boldly , like a lover :whohaveupheavedthemselves from the proletarian to the “ I will be as good to you as my meanswill allow whenpatricianstrata of society ; in fine ,whilst intending to blind ar
e

m
y

wife : ,and you ar
e

a little fond of m
e

— ar
e

you no
t

? " .El
la , an
d

to pu
t

hi
s

relationshipwith Kitty on a sureand stable O
f

courseKitty was fond of him . Was she not naturally disfooting by a little wholesomediscipline ,made himself appear posed to befond of thosewholoved he
r ,and gaveher th
eas unlike a lover as could well be . things in which her soul delighted ?Now , full credit must be given to Si

r

George fo
r

wooing Poor Kitty's moral notions were, it must be confessed, sadly
Kitty in this frank and unceremoniousmanner . Sir George muddled. She could not seewhat goodwomen - indeed, mostw

as

endeavoring, therefore, to curb Kitty's ambition , hoping women — perceive, by intuition , that where se
lf
-sacrifice is aby th
is

means to preventallmisunderstanding in th
e

future . positiveduty , on
e

is generally as happy as on
e

could be under
Kitty ha

d

much better marry hi
m

with hereyesopen if sh
eanyother circumstances, an
d

often more so .married hi
m

at al
l
; and , though he felt that to lose he
r

now Sir Georgeset off for his walk that morning in high glee .woulddisappointhim andenragehim beyondmeasure, he was “ Mind and do your best for us both - your very best , ” weredetermined to make courtship à fit preparation fo
r

marriage . hi
s

la
st

words toKitty .Whenalonewith he
r

he would permit himself to indulge in Kitty smiled to herself as she walked home in the blazing

66

you
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noon-tide. What a parody upon love-making was this ! and to Kitty ; whilst that of being Lady Bartelotte, and the mig
yet it was the o: al

y

love -making which she had ever willingly tress of Akenholme , was eminently so .

listened to ! Had shepossessedthe faculty of humor in equal
degreeswith other faculties , she would have seen, not only the “ I do wish you to marry one day , " said Ella to Kitty that
strangeness of Sir George's conduct , but the glaring whimsi- afternoon as they sat in Ella's room . “ I am not selfishenough

cality of it . Shewished that he was different in many things , to hope fo
r

a moment that of al
l your lovers noneshall win you

but she did not seethat his conduct toward herself was as un- and make you happy . But there is time enough yet , and w
e

dignified as it was comical . are very happy as we are . "

TI
LE

DISCOVERY O
F

TH
E

REMAINS O
F

RAFFAELLE, TH
E

GREATPAINTER IN TH
E

PANTHEON, O
N

SEPTEMBER, 1833.—PAGE 35
4

.

“ After all , it is better he should be away , ” she said . “ Itwould be intolerable to me to see a quarrel arise betweenEllaand her father on my account. I will banish myself , a beggar,to the uttermost ends of the earth , rather than make them somiserable . "

But the idea of being banished, and a beggar, in remoteplaces of th
e

earth , wasnot a cheerful subject of contemplation

“Very happy , " Kit said , and sighed.

Ella looked up anxiously ,

" What ha
s

happened ? " sh
e

asked, laying one little hand 04

her friend's arm .

“ O
h , Ella ! you would never guess. "

" You are not unhappy ? ” '

" Si
r Georgewants m
e

to marry him— if yo
u

don't mind it . "
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LA FORNARINA.-PAGE354.

We urged. Ella , however, persisted in remaining where shewas.
“ I am too impatient,” she said, “andI do believethat papa'sproposalsto youhave cured all my aches and pains formonths to come. But we must soon putthese romantic ideasout of his head, my

Thispieceof information at first affectedElla in a wholly unexpectedway.haveheardof earthquakesand other sudden convulsionsof nature, or shocks ofan
y

kind ,actingmagneticallyuponchronicdisease,whethermental or physical ; andsuchwasthe effect of Kitty's disclosureuponElla .

Sheforgotthat sinceher last severe attack of illness at Arcachonshehad neverrisenfromher couchunassisted ; she forgo
t

that evenmoderatelaughter was almostsure to bring on a fit of coughing ;in
d

sh
e

forgot everything in comicimazement, jumping from her seat , walkng up anddown the room , and laughng th
e

loud enjoying laugh of a robust

dear . ”

erson,

Kitty looked a little shocked at Ella'slevity .
“ It is no laughing matter , I assureyou , ” she said , with great seriousness.Isuppose it is difficult for you to look

upon Sir George in the same light that
other people do . But he is no older
than Dr. Norman , and you saw no absurdity in Dr. Norman's attachment for
me . ”

“ That is quite another thing . " Ella
answered, gravely comic . “ Dr. Norman

is not my father . "

“ But the circumstances were , in a

measure, similar . Dr. Norman's oldest
son was as old as you are , " Kitty con .

"Oh , that is delicious ! ” shecried ; and'henher first ebullition of amusementas over, she sa
t

down by Kitty's side ,ad begged to be told al
l

about it ."But youwill be so tired . Do let meakeyoucomfortable on the sofa , ' ' Kitty RAFFAELLE. - PAGE354.
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tinued, "and people fall in love irrespective of any circum- ycalculated to make you wretched. You know aswell as I do
stances." what papa's failings are. Could you bear to be tied to him, to
“ You have not fallen in love with papa, have you !" Ella bedependenton him, al

l your life ? "

asked, with another outburst of genuine laughter . “My dear , * One cannot have a perfect life , Ella . I would make any
I adore you ; but I couldn't endure a stepmother - I couldn't , sacrifice to have you with m
e

always . ”

indeed. " “ What if you should find the sacrificegreaterthan you could
“ D
o
be serious fo
r

fiveminutes , " Kitty said , still as grave as bear ? What if papashould grow hateful to you ? O
b
! Kitty ,

a judge . next to him , you are the dearestthing I have in the world , and

“ I can't be seriouswhere papa's love -affairs are concerned. I would rather die than lose you so .

How can I ? " asked Ella . “ He is quite unlike other people, And , saying this , Ella cried bitterly , and could not be con
and I know him so well - dear , good , fidgetypapa. What glamor soled , though Kitty said a hundred loving things , made a hun
have you castover his eyes to work this mischief ? " dred loving protestations.

“ O
h , Ella ! as if I ever dreamedshat such a thing was going After the storm came a lull .

to happen. " Seeing Ella so implacably unhappy , Kitty could not do other

“ Dear Kitty , I only spoke in jest . It is so much better that wise than le
t

the question of a marriage betweenherselfand

w
e

treat the matter as a joke . It is , indeed. " Sir Georgerest for the present. She had tried argument ; she

“ Si
r Georgewould never forgive m
e

if I so treated it , " Kitty had tried entreaty ; she had tried coaxing - al
l

failed ; and
answered. Kitty , who combined the wisdom of theserpent with the gen
Seeing that therewas no prospect of coming to any conclusion tleness of the dove , saw that it was not only kind bu

t

expe
whilst shepersisted in her sportive mood, Ella returned to ber dient to wait andbide her time .

sofa , and declaredherself penitent , and willing to be good and
tractablefor the term of Kitty's good pleasure.

“ Nothing could have happened so embarrassing, " Kitty SANZIO RAFFAELLE .

began, " and you will readily believeme, when I say so unex
pected. You have seen al

l along how frank and friendly has
been the intercourse between Si

r

George andmyself , and how March 28 , 1483,and , by an odd coincidence, died in Rome on

This great painter was born in Urbino , Italy , on GoodFriday ,

little I dreamedthat it would ever change. But th
e

mischief is Good Friday ,April 6 , 1520. H
e belonged to a family ofartists,done pastcure and his father , a man of moderateability , was his first instruc“ We won't say so , " Ella interposed, cheerfully . “ Papa tor .

loves m
e

too dearly ,and ha
s

to
o

much friendship fo
r

yourself , gino , where heremained fo
r

eight years . In 1504 he firstvisited

In his twelfth year he was placed in the school of Peru

to be incapable of making a sacrificefor us . H
e

must se
e

things Florence . Soonafter he returned to Perugia , and employed hi
s

in the proper light erevery long . " time in painting altar -pieces. H
e

then returned to Florence,Kitty shook her head. and devotedhimself to the study of the famouscartoons of D
a

“ Indeed, Ella dear , I speak without exaggeration, when I Vinci and Michael Angelo ; after which he went to Rome, wheresaythat the mischief is done past cure . ' Then she added, with he was employed by Pope Julius the Seoond in the embellishemphasis : " I am sure that Si
r George's liking for me is no ment of the Vatican . He also painted several fine pieces fo
r

passingfancy . I am sure that I shall not be able to stay under Francis the First of France , who liberally rewardedhim . Leoyour roof , unless as Si
r

George'swife . Would that , fo
r

your the Tenthemployed him in designing th
e

coartons fo
r

th
e

tasake, this werenot the truth . "

“ O
h
! Kitty , it cannot be the truth ! I will not , I darenot , sent to Flanders to be copied, and , after remaining there a cen

pestry to be hung in the Sistine Chapel . These drawingswere
believe it . We are both in a nightmare , from which we shall
wake soon . " tury , sevenwerebought by Charles the First ; they are at pre
Again Kitty shook her head , and this time there was even sent at Hampton Court , England .

more of stately sadnessand resolution in the gesturethan be The works of this , the most eminent painter of moderntimes,

fore . Can a mind like Kitty's be swayed by th
e

paltry con- National Gallery ofLondon there ar
e

a St
.

Catharine , portrait
are very numerous, but are chiefly to be found at Rome. In the

sideration of rank ? Would she sacrifice her freedom, her
youth , he

r

beauty , fo
r

the scant privileges of beingSirGeorge of Julius th
e

Second , aportion of a cartoon , an
d

th
e

Vision of

Bartelotte's wife ? Would sh
e

consent to gi
ve
up somuch in si
ty

ofOxford , England ,also possesses a fin
e

collection of hi
sreturn for so little ! These were the thoughts that flashed

acrossElla's mind . drawings . He lived in princely magnificence, honored by th
e

“ Putting myself wholly out of the question, would you chief statesmen, authors , and artists of the day , with the soli

marry papa ? " sh
e

asked, at length , turning suddenly co
ld

and targexception of MichaelAngelo , whoseproud and overbearing
pale . spirit could bear no brother near his throne . Amid al

l
the

** M
y

darling , it is impossible to pu
t

yo
u

ou
t

of th
e

question . youthful passion of hi
s

soul , an
d

numerous Madonas an
d

H
ol
ygreat designs and works of Raffaelle , he did not neglect th
e

If I marry Si
r

George , Iensuremyself th
e

happiness of spend Families testify to hiswonderful power ofdelineating th
eing my life with you . If I do not marry him - into such straits

ha
s

this madness of hisbrought us - I could no
t

with comfort , Beauty of Womanand th
e

Innocence ofChildhood .

with dignity , nay , with decorum, remain in his house . " H
e

was also celebrated fo
r

his portraits , of which he painted

An
d

then Kitty crossed over , an
d , kneeling by Ella's si
de , theSecond, Le
o

th
e

Tenth , Cardinals Bibbiena , Bembo, D
e

lic
en

over eighty , the most famous of which are those of PopeJulius

kissed he
r

pule cheeksand he
r

cold lip
s

. For a time El
la

la
y

di
ci , an
d

D
e

Rossi ,Joanna ofAragon , an
d

th
e

Fornarina ,whichwholly silent , sighing gently , andmaking no sort of responseto Kitty's caressesand tenderwords . By -and - b
y

she asked : was long supposed to representone of his mistresses, butwhich

“ Did papa know that I was to be told thismiserablesecret is now considered to be the portrait of a celebratedImprovisa
during his absence? " trice named Beatrice Pio .

“ Si
r

George ha
d

no courage to te
ll yo
u

himself , an
d

deputed mante , in 15
14 , hedirected th
e

construction of St
.

Peters.com

We must not forget to mention that after the death of Bra

m
e

to do it , ” Kitty sa
id

, blushing a little — as w
as

surely na
-

di
ed

of a fever , caught in superintending subterraneanescaria

" . Yo
u

could no
t

marry pa
pa

? El
la

cried , more impetuously di Bibbiena ,niece of th
e

Cardinal of th
at

name , towhom he he
r ,than ever. “ It would not be good ; it would not be right . A

woman should love her husband, at least a little . " oncebeenbetrothed. His remainswere exhumed in September,

" It wasmydream , once , to marry a husbandwhom I shoula 1833, and reintered , October 18 ,with great ceremony. W
e

gi
ve

love a great deal ; but I suppose al
l

women have thosewhen a picture illustrating this remarkableincident on page 35
2

.

they are very young , ” Kitty made answer, sadly ; " but how
seldom do they cometrue ! ”

“To me it seems, " Ella said , "that nothing could be more | book .

EVERY great book is an action , and every great action is &

1
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be
s

.

60

--

egg ? ”

TV

--

2

“ Kasper , " said he to me one day— “ Kasper , what is the

A CHINESE PAGODA . soul ? ' '

In China pagodas form a very conspicuousand characteristic pedantic ai
r , “ According to Thales , it is a kind of magnet - ac

Proud of displaying my learning to his eyes, I replied , with afeature of the scenery,and are generally towers of nine stories cording to Asclepiades, an excitation of th
e

senses. Anaximan

in height. The most celebrated of thesewas the porcelain pa- der saidgoda of Napking , which was destroyed by the Chineserebels in “ Yes ! yes ! but what think you of the substance of the
1856. This famous building was begun in 1412, and finished soul ? "1431, and having been erected as a mark of respect to an emperor of th

e

Ming dynasty , it w
as

called th
e

Temple of Gratitude . must come of th
e

senses ; and , since th
e

soul doesnot fa
ll

under

“ Me , Wolfgang ? I know nothing about it . All judgmentIt was octagonal in form , and two hundred and thirty - six feet my senses, I canmake no judgment concerning it . "

high, inclusive of an iron spire thirty feet in height , whichsurmounted it , and from the summit of which eightchairs de
-

sects, fishes , etc. ,live ,wanting one or more of the senses. How

Nevertheless , Kasper , see how many animals , such as inpended, to each of which wereattachednine bells ,while to each do w
e

know whether w
e

have them al
l

ourselves ? May there
angle of th

e

lower roofs a bell wasattached, making the total not exist some of which w
e

have not even an idea ? ”

number of bells one hundred and forty -four , which tinkled in “Quite possible ; but , in the doubt , I hesitate to say . "

harmony to everybreeze.

" DoThe most striking peculiarity of this pagoda, however , was , having learned it ? "

you think , Kasper , that we can know anything withoutthat its brick walls were coveredwith porcelain, producing a “ No ; all science proceedseither from experience or from
singularbrilliancy of effect. Almost every town in China pos- study . "sessesone or more of thesestructures - al

l

alike in design , but “ But , then , comrade, how happens it that the little chickens ,

differing in dimensions, and in the richness of the material and when they break th
e

shell , start of
f

to run and take their food
ornaments.

of themselves ? How is it that they discoverthe hawk far up

In Burmah these edifices, although differing somewhat in in the clouds , and take refuge under themother's wings ? Did
shape, ar

e

very lofty , one at Pegu rising to the elevation of they learn to know their enemywhile they were yet in the
threehundredand sixty -onefeet , with a base of three hundredandninety - fivefeet. There is one in Burmah , called the Kho “All that is the result of instinct , Wolfgang ; al

l

animals
mado, which is situated on the banks of th

e

Irrawaddy , nearly are obedient to instinct . ”oppositeAva . It is one hundred and sixty feet high , sur “Then it seemsthat instinct consists in knowing what has
mounted by a spire twenty -two feet in height and fifteen in never beenlearned ? "diameter. The circumference of its base is nine hundred and “ Oh ! ” said I , " you ask me too much . How can I tell ? "forty -fourfeet, and it is surrounded by a stockade of dwarf pil He smiled disdainfully , threw the corner of his cloak over his

la
rs

of sandstone, about five feet in beight and eight hundred shoulder , and went out without adding another word . I lookedandtwo in number.

upon him as a lunatic , but of the most harmless kind . Whowould have thought that the passionfor metaphysicscould beTHE THREE SOULS . dangerous ?

Things stood thus when the old cake -woman , CatharineIn 1845 I finishedmy sixth year of transcendentalphilosophy Wogel , suddenly disappeared. This good woman, as was heratHeidelberg. You know of what a lordly sort the university custom, came to the beer -house of Gambrinus at about elevenlif
e

is . You get up at mid -day , smoke your old pipe , drink a o'clock . The students joked with her about the freaks of herglass or two of schnapps, and then youbutton your coat up to youthful days , at the remembrance of which she seemedmuchth
e

chin , se
t

your hat on one side , and go to listen calmly fo
r

amused , and laughed heartily . Her disappearancecame to behalf an hour to th
e

illustrious Professor Hasenkopf . Every one remarkedthe third day after this .is free to do as he chooses — to go to sleep if he likes . The lec “ What can have become of Catharine ? Can she be ill ? Sheture over, you betake yourself to the tavern of Gambrinus , seemed so merry the last time w
e

saw he
r

! "wherethe pretty servant -maids , in black silk bodices, bring My opinion was that the old woman, having drank a littleyouplates of sausages, with slices of ham , and glasses of strong too much kirsch -water , had fallen into the river during thebeer. You whistle an ai
r

from the “ Robbers ” of Schiller ; one night .calls hi
s

dogHector ; another seizesCharlotte or Gredale by the On the morrow , coming out from Hasenkopf's lecture , I metwaist; or , sometimes a quarrel begins , when in comes the Wolfgang . As soon as he perceivedme he hastened towardwatchman, andyou ar
e

carried of
f

to pass th
e

night in durance m
e
, hi
s

ey
e

sparkling , and said , " Kasper , I've beenlooking fo
r

you ; man , the hour of triumph has come - followme . "In thisway the days , months and yearspassed by . His look , his pallor , his everymotion , betrayed extremeagiI w
as

thenthirty - tw
o

years ol
d , and th
e

bottle , th
e

pipe , and tation ; and , as he seized . by the arm , leading me towardsaur -kraut had begun to fall in my estimation . I felt th
e

need the quarter of th
e

Tanners , I could not keep down the feelingOften did I say to myself , “ Kasper Zaan ! it is of undefinedfear that creptoverme . The streetthrough whichno
t

good to know toomuch ; nature has no more illusions fo
r

we proceeded at a sharp walk led behind the minster into athee! ' '

collection of housesold as Heidelberg itself . The squareroofs ,Suchwas m
y

melancholystate of mind , when , toward the close the wooden balconies, the exterior crooked stairways ; theof th
e

spring of 1845, a terrible eventhappened which taughtmany wan an
d

curious facespeeringwith eager ai
r

down on th
e

m
e

that Iwas fa
r

from knowing everything , and that the path strangers from the garret windows ; the long poles stretchednot always strewn with roses. from house to house, loaded with dripping skins ; the denseAmong m
y

old comradeswas acertain Wolfgang Schart , th
e

smokeescaping from th
e

rudechimneys — al
l

this scenepassed bemostinflexiblelogician I have ever met with .Figure to your- fore m
y

eyeslike a vision of th
e

middle ages ; and th
e

few brightse
lf

a littledried - up man ,with white ey
e

- lid
s , an
d

ey
es

sunkenrays of lightwhich found their way throughthese manyobin hi
s

head, with bushy re
d

ha
ir , an
d

hollow cheeks adornedstructions ,gilding the dilapidated walls where they touched,with acoarsebeard ; wearing ,moreover , atatteredcloak over only added to m
y

emotion bythe strange contrast theyprohi
s

broadshoulders, and you have him before you . Wolfgang duced .thoughtonly of metaphysics. For five or si
x years he had lived There are momentswhen a man loses all presence of mind .on breadand water, in a garret of the old meat -market ; so It never occurred to me to ask Wolfgang where w

e

weregoing .that th
e

poor fellow was frightful to look at . the - .being, in hi
s

voluntaryisolation , seemedto fe
el

fo
r

m
e

alone a Al
l
of a sudden Wolfgang , whose dr
y ,cold hand seemedH

e

came to se
e

m
e

from time to time , and , riveted to m
y

wrist , le
d

me into a hovel , between th
e

hay -loftgravelyseated in m
y

ar
m -chair , hewould impart to m
e

hi
s

wild of th
e

Landwehr an
d

th
e

cattle - pe
n

of th
e

slaughter -house.

“ Go on a -head , " said he to me .

vile .
of a change.

of thephilosopher

little sympathy.

meditations.

—
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me.

I followed along a wall of dry earth, at the end of which Why , it's a theory, like any other : the only difficultyis,
wasa brokenstaircase. We climbedthrough the rubbish; and, that the proof is wanting.”
although my companion kept al

l

the time repeating, in an im A sort of frenzy seizedWolfgang at this reply . He sprang
patient voice , “ G

o on , higher yet ! " I stopped several times , from his seat, exclaiming , “ Yes — jes — the proof is wanting ;

seizedwith fear , under the pretext of regaining breath , but in that is what has troubled my soul for ten whole years ! That
reality to askmyself if it were not about time to turn back . has beenthe cause of all my sufferingsand privations ! Upon

At last w
e

came to the foot of a ladder , the top of which myself ; yes, upon myself , Kasper , I tried to experimentfirst.

was hidden by the darkness, reaching up into a loft above. | More and more was this sublime conviction forced upon me,

How I had the folly to climb up that ladder , without asking the without my being able to prove it . But at last the proof is

leastexplanationfrom my friend Wolfgang , is a mystery to me . found ; I have it here ; soon shall you hear the three souls

It would seem as thoughmadnesswerecontagious. manifest and proclaim themselves ; you shall hear them ! "

Up I climbed, he behind me, until I reachedthe top . There After this burst of enthusiasm, which sent a coldchill through

I steppedupon the dusty floor of the loft , and looked around m
e
, so much of fanatic strength did it display , he suddenly beIt was an immense garret , the roof pierced with three came calm ; and , sitting down , and leaning hi
s

elbows upon
windows, and in the midst stood a small table loaded with the table , he went on , pointing at the sametime to the wall in

books. It was impossible to look outside, for the windowswere which was the opening beforedescribed :

at a height of ten or twelve feet abovethe floor . I did not at “ The proof is there - behind that wall ; you shall soon se
e

it

first perceive a low door , and a large , square hole at some fo
r

yourself . But first , you must follow the onward march of

height up , contrived in the wall . Wolfgang , without saying a my ideas. I have maintained the distinct existence of three
word, pushed toward me an old box which servedhim for a souls . Reason told me that every man , before reaching his
chair ; and, taking up in his his two hands a pitcher of water , final development, must pass through the condition of th

e

he drank a long draught , while I looked on in silence. plant or animal . I determined to resolve this problem. To do

“ We are in a loft of the old slaughter -house , , ” said he , with this it was necessary to extinguish in myself the three souls

a strange smile , setting down bis pitcher on the ioor ; " the successively, and then to revive them . I had recourse to &

council has voted funds fo
r

building one outside the city . I rigorous fast ; but , unfortunately , the human soul had to yield
have been here for five yearswithout paying any rent . Not a first, in order to permit the free action of the animal soul.

soul has come to interrupt my studies . ” Sitting down upon Hunger mademe lose the faculty of observing the animalstate
some old logs of wood in one corner— " Now , " continued he , in myself — the exhaustion preventedme from judginganything

" le
t

us come to the point . Are your certain, Kasper , that w
e concerning it . After many fruitless attemptsuponmy own or

have a soul ? " ganism , I felt convinced that therewasbut onemeans of reach

“ Hark you , Wolfgang ! " replied I ; if you have brought me ing the desired end - I must have some one else. But who
here to talk metaphysics, you've made a great mistake . I had would be willing to submit to such treatment ? "

just comefrom Hasenkopf's lecture, and wasgoing to the beer Wolfgang paused ; hi
s lips were contracted ; and , in a quick

housefor dinner , when you stoppedme. I have had my dose tone , he added, “ I felt I must have a subject at any price ; I

of abstraction, and that is sufficient. Explain yourself clearly , determined to experiment on someone ! "

then, or elselet me return to my dinner . ” I shuddered, for this man was , I saw, capable of anything.

“ You live , then , only to eat ? " said he , in a harsh tone . “ Do you understand ? " said he .

“ Do you know that I have passedwhole dayswithout tasting a Perfectly . You wanted a victim
morsel of food , only for the love of science ? ' ' "To analyze , " added he , coolly .

“ Each to his taste ; you live on syllogisms and dilemmas - I “And have you found one ? ' '
love sausagesand strong beer. What else do you want ? " I promised that you should hear the three souls. It

H
e

becamevery pale, and his lips trembled ; but , restraining will be difficult just now . But yesterdayyou could have heard

hi
s anger, he said , “ Kasper , since you won't answer me , at them , of
f

and on , howling , groaning , praying , and gnashing th
e

least listen to my explanations. Man needs admirers, and I teeth ! "

want you to admire, and be in some degree astounded by the My face grew pale ; but Wolfgang calmly lit a small lampyublimerevelation that I am about to make to you . It is not which he used fo
r

hi
s

study , and , approaching the hole co
n

10
0

much , I think , to ask you to listen fo
r

an hour to that trived in the wall , “ Look , ” said he , advancingthe lampintowhich hascostme ten whole years of faithful study . " the darknessbeyond, that we might seethe better ;"Well , go on ; I am listening . " , look - and then listen ! "

His facewas agitatedanew by somepowerful emotion , and I In spite of my fatal presentiment - in spite of the chill whichbegan to bitterly repent having climbed up th
e

ladder . I as
-

ran through m
e
, drawn on by a mysterious attraction, I bentsumed a grave expression in order not to anger him any fur- forward and peered into thespacebehind the wall . Then, by

ther ; and this appeared to calm hi
m

somewhat ; fo
r
, after a the faint light of th
e

lamp , I saw a rude apartment, about fiffe
w

moments' silence, he exclaimed, “ You ar
e

hungry ; well , teen feet high , and having no other outlet than that by th
e

there is my bread, and there my pitcher - eat - drink - but garret wherewe were . At first I could perceivenothing, andlisten . " told Wolfgang so .Never mind , Wolfgang ; I will listen to you without that . " “ Look closely , ” said he , in a low voice ; . “ do you not se
e

He smiled bitterly , and went on : what looks like a bundle of clothes in one corner ? It is old

“ We are not the only beings that have souls . From the Catharine Wogel , the cake -woman , who "plant up to man , al
l

beings live — theyare animated — therefore H
e

had not time to finish , fo
r

a sharp , angry cr
y

, like th
e

bowltheyhave a soul . Yes , al
l

organized existenceshave at least of a ca
t

in agony , was heard , and an enragedbeing sprang up ,in
e

soul ; bu
t , themore their organism is perfected, the more and seemedtrying to climb up the wall with its nails .complicateddoes it become, and the number of souls is in

creased. This is what distinguishesliving beings, th
e

on
e

from forehead , I drew back , crying , “ O
h , it is horrible ! "

More dead than alive , with the cold sweat starting frommy

tbe other . The plant has only onesoul -the vegetablesoul .Its function is simply to obtain nutriment from the air through an infernal joy .

" Did you hear it ? " said Wolfgang , hi
s

face lighted up with

th
e

medium of the leaves, and from th
e

earth through the The old woman has beenboth a ca
t

and a panther .

“Wasn't it the cry of a cat ? Ha ! ha ! Yes !

Yes ! yes!roots . The animal has tw
o

souls : first , the vegetablesoul , Hunger and thirst work wonders , I ca
n

te
ll

you . ”whose functions are the same as in the plant ; and the animal
soul , strictly so called , whose organ is th

e

heart .Lastly ,man Th
e

howlingof th
e

poor ol
d

woman ha
d

ceased ; and th
eH
e
di
d

no
t

look atme ; hewas enjoying hi
s

infernal triumph.

has threesouls — th
e

vegetable soul ; the animal soul ,whosemaniac , laying his lampdown upon thetable , added, in esfunctions are carried on the same as the brute ; and the human planation :soul , or the reason, whoseorgan is the brain . "

HereWolfgang paused fo
r

somemoments , an
d

, looking at der pretext of selling he
r

somekirsch -water . Imade he
r

so
m“ This is the fourth day of her fast . I enticed her here un

e

me , said , “ Well , what do you think of this po
i

down into that room , and then I shut her in . The first two

“ Yes ;

comeand

41
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one came.

daysthe humansoul wasstrong in her. She prayed, she im- , tance. Wherewas thewretch going ? I knewnot ; but through
ploredme, sh

e

protested he
r

innocence, saying that she had al
l

th
e

day and following night he di
d

not return .

rever injured me in any way ; then she loaded me with re It was not until the morrow , at about eight o'clock in the

proaches, denounced m
e

as a monster and a wretch , and called evening , at a moment when the ol
d

woman and myselfwere

downupon m
y

headthecurse of heaven . The third day ,which shrieking to make the very walls tremble , that he cameback .

wasyesterday , Wednesday — the human soul disappearedalto- I ha
d

not onceclosedmy eyesduring th
e

night . I no longer
gether. Hungerwasstrong , and shebegan to mewand to howl felt either fear or anger , but only a devouring hunger , which I

like a ca
t

. Luckily w
e

are in an out - of -the -way place , for last knew would increaseall the time .

night youwould have thought that there was a regular battle When I heard the faint noise in the garret I becamesilent ,

of thecats — thecrieswould havemadeyou shudder . But , now , and , looking up , saw , by the brightness coming through the

Kasper, when the animal soul shall be extinguished , do you opening, that Wolfgang was lighting hi
s

lamp . I doubtednot
knowwhatwill coine then ? The vegetablesoul will have its that he would come to seeme ; and with this hope I prepared a

time, and it is the last . It has beennoticed that the nails and touching supplication . But the light wasextinguishedand no

In the
hair of theheadgrow while the body lies in the grave . This was the most frightful moment of al

l
. I

sameway, there is formed in the openings of the skull a kind seemed to feelmy hair whiten upon my head — which it really

of humanlichen , which is thought to be a species of moss , en did at this very moment , until at length my agony became

gendered by the juices of the brain . At last , the vegetablesoul such that I lost al
l

consciousness.

itselfwill die . So , you see, Kasper , that the proof of the three About midnight I was aroused from this stupor by feeling
souls is complete. "

something touchmy body . I started up from my position with
Thesewordsstruck upon my ears as the ravings of a maniac . disgust . The old woman had approached, urged on by hunger .

Thecry of Catharine Wogel pierced to my very marrow . I Her hands were on my clothes , and at the samemoment the
seemed to loseall kuowledge of where I was , or what had hap cry , as of a cat , filled the place, and sent a cold shivering
pened. But , al

l
of a sudden, waking from this moral stupor , I through my whole body . I expectedshe would attack me , but

sprang up , seized th
e

maniac by the throat , and dragged him the poorwretch had not strength enough left ; this was her

towardtheladder.

fifth day !" Villain ! " ' cried I , “ how have you dared to raise your hand Then the words of Wolfgang returned to my mind : “ As

againstyour fellow -creature to satisfy your infamous curiosity ? soon as th
e

animal soulbecomesexhausted, th
e

vegetablesoul

I will giveyou up to justice ! " gets the advantage ; the hair and nails grow under the ground ;

H
e

was so much surprised at my attack - fo
r

to him hi
s

ac
t

the greenmosstakes root in the openings of the skull . "seemedperfectlyinnocent — that at first he offered no resistance I pictured to myself the old woman reduced to this state
and I draggedhim easily to the ladder . But there , turning on her skull covered with moldy lichen , and myself , lying near

m
e

with astonishingquickness , he in turn seized m
e

by th
e

her , our souls intertwining their vegetation, the one with th
ethroat, lifted m
e

from the floor , and with one handheld m
e

other , alone in th
e

silent darkness !

tightagainstthewall , while with the other he openedthe door This image took such possession of my mind , that I scarcelyof that terrible hole . Seeing hi
s

intention , I made a frantic felt any longer th
e

gnawings of hunger . Stretchedout against
effort to breakaway, but in vain , fo

r
he seemedendowed with the wall , my eyeswide open , I staredbeforeme into the emptysuperhumanstrength. After a desperatestruggle I felt myself space.againlifted of

f

my feet andhurled into space, while in my earsrangthesestrangewords :

" . So perishthe rebellious flesh ! So triumph the immortalsoul ! "

There I la
y , bruised, exhausted, on the floor of this chamberof horrors, while the heavydoor was closed on me , shutting outth

e

grayishlight of the garret .Caught thus, like a rat in a trap , my consternation was suchthat Iuttered no
t

a single cr
y

. Slowly raising myself up , andleaning m
y

back against the wall fo
r

support , Kasper , " said1 , with a strangecalmness, " now you must either devour th
eol
d

woman, or else be devoured by her . Make your choice ! Itw
ill

be only lost time trying to get out of this hole . Wolfganghasyoui in hi
s

clutches ; he will not let you go . The walls arestone, and th
e

floor is of oak ; no one sawyou cross the quarterof th
e

Tanners; no one will think of looking fo
r

you here . Itis finished, Kasper - it is finished . The poor Catharine Wogelis your la
st

resource; or , rather , you ar
e

the last resource th
eone to the other. "

Al
l

th
is

passedthrough m
y

mind like a flash ; and , when atth
e

samemoment th
e

pale face of Wolfgang , with his littlelamp, appeared at th
e

opening above , I tried to supplicate hi
m
,bu
t

onlystammeredhorribly , and no
t

a word came from m
yremilinglips .

Seeingthis he began to laugh ; and , in th
e

silence , I couldne
ar

himsaying, “The coward ! he implores me ! "Thiswasmy finishing stroke . I fell facedownward on thelo
or ,and it w
as

onlythe fear of being attacked by the ol
domanthat kept m
e

from swooning . She , however , hadnots ye
t

moved, or in the least manifested her presence.ic
e
of Wolfgangwaswithdrawn ; but I could hear the maniacalking to an fr

o
in hi
s

garret . My ea
r

was so quick that th
eightestnoise did not escapeme . I heard the old womante
r

a kind of yawn , and ,turning round , 1 perceived fo
r

th
e' st time he
r

eyesglittering in the darkness .At th
e

sametime Wolfgang descended th
e

ladder ; and Iunted hi
s

stepsone by one until they died away in th
e

dis A CHINESEPAGODA. - PAGF. 355.
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As I lay thus, more deadthan alive, a faint light penetrated is, that I remained two days longer in my prison house, under
the surroundingdarkness. I raisedmy eyes. The pale face of the eyeof the maniac, whose enthusiasmat seeingthe triumph

Wolfgang appearedat the opening. He did not laugh ; he of his ideawas such, that he did not hesitate to call in several

seemedto experienceneither joy nor satisfaction; he merely of ourphilosophers, that he might witness their surprise.

observedmewith a cold, pitiless eye. Thus we remained, our Six weeksafter I awoke in my little room in the RueduPlat

eyes fixed upon one another - 1 fear-stricken- he cold, calm, d'Etain , surroundedby my comrades, who congratulatedmeon

attentive, as though looking at some lifeless object. The in- having escapedthis lesson in transcendental philosophy. Poor

sect, piercedby aneedle, which we look at through a micros- Catharine Wogel had died.
cope, if he could think, if he could understandthe man's eye, It is needlessto add that justice laid its heavyhand uponthe

would have just such a vision as I then bad . I saw that prayer wretchedWolfgang ; but , in place of hanging bim , according to

would be worsethan useless, and I said nothing . his deserts, after six months ' investigation it was established

After scanring me thus , the maniac turned his head in order that this vile fellow was a lunatic of the most dangerouskind.

to look at the old woman. I followed mechanically the direc- H
e

was placed in a cell of Klingenmunster , the mad -house of

tion of his gaze. What I saw, the human tongue cannot ex- Rhenish Bavaria , where visitors heard him dilating in a quick,

press ; a face ghastly meagre ; the limbs shriveled , and so peremptorytone upon the three souls .

sharp that they seemedabout to pierce the rags which covered
them ; somethingshapeless, frightful — a death's head, the hair THE MISER'S BEQUEST .

mattedaround the skull like long , withered grass, and in the
midst of this , two eyes burning with the fever light , and two The hour -hand of Philip Acre's old - fashioned silver watch
long yellow teeth ; and , horrible to tell , I saw two snails crawl - was pointing to the figure eight ; the snug red curtains shut ou

t

ing over this living skeleton . the rain and darkness of the March night , and the fire snapped

Then , closing my eyeswith a convulsive sigh , I said to my- and crackedbehind the red -hot bars of the little grate, in a most

self , “ That is what you will be in five days ! " . cozy and comfortable sort of way , casting a rosy shine into the
When I again openedmy eyes, the light was gone . thoughtful brown eyesthat weretracing castles and coronets in

“ Wolfgang , ", ” cried I , “ God is above us - God sees us , Wolf- the brightly burning coals .

gang ; His curse be upon you ! " For Philip Acre was , for once, indulging himself in thedan
My worst sufferingwas from thirst ; at this point it was in- gerous fascinations of a day -dream.

tolerable. When the first uncertain light of the morning ap “ If I were only rich ! " he pondered to himself . “ Ah , if !

peared, suddenly a wild fury seizedupon me . Then good - b
y
to all these musty old law -books ; good- b
y
to

“ The villain is there , " said I to myself ; " he has some mended boots, and turned coats, and all the ways and means
bread, a pitcher of water - he drinks ! ” that turn a man's life into wretchedbondage. Wouldn't I revel
Then I imaginedhim raising the pitcher to his lips . I seemed in new books and delicious paintings , and high -steppinghorses!

to see the torrents of water passslowly down his throat . It Wouldn't I buy a set of jewels for Edith - not pale pearls, or

was a deliciousstream, which flowed - flowedunceasingly ; and sickly emeralds, but diamonds, to blaze like links of fireupon

I saw the throat of the wretch rise and fall voluptuously with her royal throat ! Wouldn't I -what nonsense I'm talking,

the refreshingcurrent . Anger , despair, indignation , seizedme , though ! " he cried , suddenly , to himself . “ Phil Acre, hold

and I began to run round my prison , crying out , “Water , your tongue . I did supposeyou were a fellow of more sense.

water , water ! " Here you are , neither rich nor distinguished , but a simplelaw

And the old womanroused up , repeating after me , “ Water , student ; while Edith Wyllis is as fa
r

aboveyour moon-struck
water , water ! ” aspirations as the Queen of Night herself ! She loves m

e
,

In themidst of this scene, the face of Wolfgang appeared fo
r

though - she will wait — and the time may one daycome.

the third time at the opening. Then , stopping , I said to him : only Dr. Wyllis were not so distrustful of a fellow ! However,

“Wolfgang , listen ; le
t

m
e

drink onlyonedraught from your I must learn to provemyself worthy of the sweetestprizethat
pitcher , and you may leave me to die of hunger . I will not ever-- Hallo ! come in there , whoever you are ! " .

reproach you ! " And I wept. Then I went on , “ Your im It was only the serving -maid of the lodging -house, carrying a

mortal soul will answerfor this beforeGod . Yes , fo
r

the life letter in the corner of her apron , betweenher finger andthumb.

of this old woman. But I have studied, and I find your “ Please, si
r , the postman has just left it . "

systemvery fine . I admire it . Let me only take a drink of “ All right , Katy . Now , then , " he added, as thedoorclosed

water . I haveneverseen so sublime a conception as yours . It behind Katy's substantial back , " let's se
e

what m
y

unknown

is certain the three souls exists. Yes , I will proclaim it . I correspondent has to say. A black seal , eh ? Not havingany

will be your fir
m

adherent . Won't you le
t

m
e

take a single relations to lose , I am not alarmed at the prognostic . "
swaliow of water ? ' ' H

e

broke the seal , and glanced leisurely over the short, busi

H
e

drewback from th
e

openingwithout answering . M
y

ex
-

ness - like communicationcontained within , with a fa
ce

th
at

asperationthen knew no bounds. I leaped against the wall , varied from incredulous surprise to suddengladness.

bruising myself. I called upon the wretch in the hardest terms “Am I dreaming ? ” he murmured , rubbing hi
s eyes, an
d

I could command. shaking himself , as if to ensurecompletepossession o
f hi
s

senses.

In th
e

midst of this fit of fury , suddenly I noticed that th
e

“ N
o , I'm wide awake ,and in m
y

right mind ; it is no delusion
old woman had sunk down all in a heap , and the idea came -no part of my waking visions . But who would ever suppose
into my head of drinking her blood . that old Thomas Mortimer , whom I haven't seensince I was a

" What need ha
s

sh
e

of blood ? ” said I to myself . “ Sh
e

boy of sixteen ,and picked him out of th
e

river ha
lf
-dead be
r

must soon perish , an
y

way . If Idelay , all he
r

blood w
ill be tween cramp an
d

fright , would di
e

and leave m
e

al
l

hi
s money

dried up Why , I'm not the shadow of a relation ; but then I neverheard
Red flamespassedbefore m

y

eyes ; and , as I bent toward th
e

that the ol
d

man had any kith or ki
n , so I can't imagine an
y

ol
d

woman , m
y

strength gave ou
t

, and I fe
ll

near her in a harm in taking advantage of hi
s

odd freak . Rich - am I really

to be rich ? Is my Aladdin vision to be an actual fact ? O
h ,

How long I remained unconscious I know not . I was roused Edith , Edith ! "

by a strange circumstance, the remembrance of which will re How full of heart -sunshine were the weeks that fitted over

main with m
e

always : I w
as

awakenedfrom th
e

swoon by th
e

th
e

head oftheaccepted lover - brightened by Edith'ssmiles
plaintive howling of a do

g
- by a cr
y

morepiteous , moremoving made beautiful by th
e

soft radiance of Edith's love . There w
as

no
t

knowing whence these cries came , so suitable to m
y

ow
n

distrust an
d

suspicion w
ith

which stern ol
d

D
r. Wyllis regarded

agony . I listened , an
d

judge of m
y

astonishmentwhen Ifound hi
s

futureson - in - law . Ah ! he feared to trust hi
s

on
ly

ch
ild

to

that it w
as Imyself that lamented thus , without beingaware th
e

keeping ofany man w
hohad no
t

been proved in th
e

fie
ry

of it . The animal soul ! Here wasthe explanation ! furnace of trial .

From this momentall remembranceceases. All that I know It was precisely a week beforethe day appointed fo
r

th
e

wed

It

i

ت
ه

Swoon.



HUMMING -BIRDS.
359

hu
r
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ding, and thesoft lights vailed by shades of ground -glasswere of pearlsand satin werehidden in velvet casketsand traveling
just lighted in Dr. Wyllis's drawing -room , where Edith sa

t

trunks — and Mr. and Mrs. Acre , old married people of full a

among he
r

white rosesand heliotrope ,working on a bi
t

of cam- month's duration , were driving along a country road , in the

br
ic

ruffling ,andsinging to herself . Shewas a slender , beauti- amberglow of a glorious June sunset .

fu
l

girl , with violet eyes, a blue -veined forehead, and glossy , " Hallo ! which way is Thomas going ? " said Philip , leaning
abundantcurls , of that palegold that old painters love to por- from the window , as the carriageturned out of the main road .

tray.

“ I told him the direction to take , Phil , ” said Edith , with

" I wonder if Mortimer Place is so very lorely ! " shesaid to a bright , sparkling eyes. "Let me have my own way , just for
silver-haired ladywho sat opposite. " Philip is going to take once . We are going to our new home . "

m
e

there, when w
e

return from our wedding tour , aunty ; he " Are we ? ” said Phil , with a comical grimace . “It is to be

says it is the sweetestplace a poet's fancy can devise, with love in a cottage, I suppose ? ”fountainsand shrubberries, and delicious copses. Oh , shall we “Wait until you see, si
r , ” said Mrs. Acre , pursing her little

not be happythere ! "

rose -bub of a mouth . And Philip waited duteously .

Shestarted up , with a bright , sudden blush ; for even while “ Where are we ? " he asked , in astonishment, when the car

th
e

wordsweretrembling on her lips , Philip Acre cameinto the riage drew up in front of a stately pillared portico , which
room, hi

s

handsomefacelooking a little troubled , yet cheerful seemed to be not unfamiliar to him . “ Surely this is Mortimer
withal. Mrs.Wyllis , with an arch nod at her niece, disappeared Place ! "into theperfumedperspective of the conservatory, leaving the “ I shouldn't be surprised if it was ! " said Dr. Wyllis , emerg
lovers to themselves.

ing from the doorway . “Walk in , my boy - come, Edith !

“ Youarelooking grave , Philip , " said Edith , as he bent over Well , how do you like your new home ? "

andkissedher cheek.

“ Our new home ? I do not understand you , si
r . "

"And I am feeling so , darling . I have a very unpleasant “ Why , I meanthat your little wife yonder is the solesurviv
disclosure to make to -night - our marriage must be postponeding relative of ThomasMortimer , although she never knew it

indefinitely. "

till this morning . Her mother wasold Mortimer's cousin, but

" Philip, for what reason ? "

someabsurdquarrel had caused a total cessation of intercourse

“To enableme, by diligent labor at my profession , to realize betweenthe two branches of the family . I was aware of the
sufficientmeans to supportyou , dearest, in a mannersatisfactory factsall along ; but I wasn't sorry to avail myself of the oppor

to yourfather'sexpectationsand my own wishes . " tunity of seeingwhat kind of stuff you weremade of , Phil Acre !

“ But, Philip , I thought
Andnow , as the deed of conveyanceisn't madeout yet , I don't

" You thoughtme the heir of Thomas Mortimer's wealth ? supposeyour lawyer need troublehimself about it . The heiress

So I was, Edith , a few hours since , but I have relinquished al
l

won't quarrel with you , I'll be bound ! "

claim to it now . When I acceptedthe bequest, I wasunder the Philip Acre's cheek flushed , and then grew pale with strong ,

impressionthat no living heir existed . I learnt to -day that a hidden emotion , as he looked at his fair wife , standing beside
distantcousin — a woman - is alive , although , my lawyer tells him , when the sunsetturned her bright hair to coils of shining

m
e
, in ignorance of her relationship to Thomas Mortimer . O

f gold , and thought how unerringly the hand of Providencehad
course, I shall transferthe property to her immediately. " straightened out the tangled web of his destiny .

“ But, Philip , the will hasmade it legally yours . ” Out of the darknesshad comelight !
Legally , it has ; but , Edith , could I reconcile it to my ideasof truthand honor , to avail myself of old Mortimer's fancifulfreak, at this woman's expense ? I might take the hoarded HUMMING -BIRDS .wealth, but I shouldnever respectmyself again , could I dreamof legallydefraudingthe rightful heir . Nay , dearest, I may lose These delicateand beantiful creatures, peculiar to America as

nameandwealth, but I would rather di
e

than suffer a single the sun - birdsare to the old World , havealwaysattractedatten
stain on my honor as a Christian gentleman . " tion , even from the aboriginal inhabitants of this continent .

" Yo
u

havedone right, Philip , ” said Edith , with sparkling The ancient Mexicans worked their feathers into mantles , pic
epes “ W

e

will wait , and hope on , happy in loving one an- tures , and various ornamental articles . N
o

epithet has been
othermoredearlythan ever . But who is she ? What is her spared to convey an idea of the richness of coloring of these
name? "

birds , and yet al
l

fail in comparisonwith the reality . The lus

" That'sjust what I didn't stop to inquire . I will write tres of the topaz , emeraldsand rubies , the hue of roses steeped
gain to m

y

lawyer to ask these questions, and to direct that a in liquid fir
e , have been applied to the surpassing beauty of

de
ed

of conveyance be instantly madeout ; and then ,dar- their plumage . As w
e

leave th
e

tropicstheir numbers decrease,

ling "

and but a very few are found within the limits of the United
His lip

s

quivered a moment — ye
t

he manfully completed th
e

States .bittersentence:

When hovering over a flower , their wingsaremoved so rapidly

" Then Iwill begin the battle of life over again . ” that they become invisible , causing a humming sound -henceAndEdith's loving eyes told him what sh
e

thought of hi
s

their name . They rarelyalight on th
e

ground , bu
t

settle readily
noble se

lf
-abnegation -- a sweet testimonial . on branches. Their nest is delicate, but compact, and linedHem ! ” said D

r. Wyllis , polishing hi
s

ey
e

-glasses magis- with the softest vegetabledown . It is about an in
ch

in diame
terially,with a si

lk

crimson pocket -handkerchief ; " Ididn't ter , an
d

th
e

same indepth , an
d

placed on trees ,shrubs and reeds .suppose th
e

young fellowhad so much staminaabout him - a Their eggs , on
e

or two in number , ar
e

about th
e

si
ze
of smallaboutPhil Acre'sbeingworthy of

ve
ry

honorablething to do . Edith , I have never fe
lt

exactly hazel -nuts ,generally of a whitecolor , an
d

ar
e

hatched in te
n

oryou before twelve days . They live upon insects, and occasionallyhoney.

Papa ! "

The species of the humming bird are very numerous, there be( Bu
t

m
y

mind is made up now . When is he coming again ? " ing , it is sa
id ,more th
an

fo
ur

hundred ; of th
e

curved bi
ll* Th
is

evening, " faltered Edith , th
e

violet eyes softly droop-humming - bi
rd

there ar
e

nearly on
e

hundredspecies . Th
e

common speciesthroughout the Eastern States, extending to the* Te
ll

hi
m , Edith , th
at

he m
ay

have yo
u

next Wednesday, high central plains and south of Brazil , is th
e

on
ly

throatedin
st

th
e

same as ev
er
! And as fo
r

th
e

law.practicing - w
hy , humming - bi
rd , th
e

trochilus colubris of Linnæus . The length of

there'stimeenough fo
r

that afterward . Child , don't stranglem
e

withyourkisses - keep 'em fo
r

Phil . ” “ this glittering fragment of the rainbow " ( as Andabon callsit ) is about three inches and a quarter , with an extent of wingH
e

lookedafter hi
s

daughterwith eyes that were strangely of fo
ur

inches an
d

a half . Th
e

upperparts ar
e

uniformmetallic green , with a ruby -red gorget in the male , a white collar on" Tried — an
d

no
t

found wanting ! ” he muttered , instinctively . th
e

throat , an
d

th
e

deeply -forked ta
il

brownish violet . Th
e

femalehas not the red throat , and the tail is rounded, emarginTh
e

perfume of orange- blossoms ha
d

di
ed

away , th
e

glimmer late , an
d

braided with black .

Free

ing

11
dim.
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BYMRS. HARRIET
PRESCOTTSPOFFORD

1

a

I

selvesforall of any

see, in reality .
THE POINT LACE

though Laurence is
BARBE.

poor, wevisit among
the rich.
I was an orphan,

and entirely penni
less myself ; but I

I KNOWvery well
have flock of

that Laurence is

cousins, all of them
only a bookkeeper

rich as need be,and
with moderate

al
l

of them stingy ,

salary; but then

as , I'm sorry to say ,

he knew very well

rich people are apt
before he married

to be - or perhapsme that I had an
they think , with

inordinate love of

Laurence, thatsatins
diamonds, anddres

andvelvetswouldn't
ses, andfeathersand

become my posi
finery ; and a per

tion ; I'm sure they
son'stastesare not

do , now I think of

so elasticthat they

it , and at any rate
can always be ac

I'm glad that it is

commodatedto that

so , for I don't want
person'smeans, and

any of theirgiving
thefactthatweare

suppose it's
poordoesnot hin

spiteful . But some
derme from going

times when I see
intoecstaciesover a

Lavinia's long ,

piece of lace that

white hand reach
looks like a tangi

forward for any
ble hoar-frost , as

thing , and the light

if it werespun by

suddenly dip into
thewinds, and that

it , so that you lose
might just as well

sight of the hand

be spun from the

itself altogether for
starbeamsthem -

the flash of thejewel
there — or when , I

purse of mine.

* plodding along in

It is true I had ,

brogans, Catharine

of course, rather
lifts her skirt and I

pleaseLaurence in

that French
myappearancethan

brodequin, making
anybody else

her foot look as if
carth, and it is also

an artist had sculp
true that Laurence

tured it or when
wouldnever know

Amelia comes into
whether I wore an

the room at some
Antwerpsilk or a . IT IS A PLEASURETOME 10 SHOWMADAMEMY WARES.

one of their countLowellprint , provided my hair was still glossy as black satin less parties , and the wilderness of her white net flows round

an
d

m
y

cheek di
d

no
t

lose its color like the heart of a te
a
-rose. her like acloud ,and as she sits down to talk with m
e
, I sink as

Fo
r , yo
u

se
e , I am really quite afine -lookingbrunette ,rather ifcompletelysubmerged in th

e

foam of it -well , I am free tolarge-molded an
d

rich -tinted ,and absolutely designed byFate confessthat there ar
e

timeswhen I couldfairly steal .to display th
e

sweep of splendid tissues as I walk ; any one “ You ought to keepaway from such places, then , "

would sa
y

whodid not first observe that Fate had planted meinside a brownmerinoand bade m
e

stay there irretrievably . But how can I ? They're my cousins ; it would be odd and

If I had an
y

finger -knack I might make myself useful , turn envious an
d

churlish enough if I di
d

so , andthey never le
tonanhonest penny by means of trifles of daintyworkmanship but what I am dressedlike a princess , an
d

ar
e

always intro

th
at

needfemininetouchdecalcomanie ,tatting - and ek
e

ou
t

ducing m
e

to everybodyand making much ofme altogether ,Laurence'ssalary w
ith

sufficient to giveme tw
o

ne
w

silks ayear . an
d

wishing they ha
d

m
y

hair or m
y

teeth , or m
y

eyes , as if I

Bu
t I haven't ; I'm anignoramus , an
d

don't know enough to could do without everything .teach, can't spellwell enough to write , don't play or paint to But there ! they're dear good girls , and I love thein everyspeak of , an
d

though I could possibly do worsted -work an
d

one , an
d Itake back what I said about stinginess —they ar

emake itworth m
y

while to us
e

a tricot -needle , it neverwould thoughtless , I suppose ,and fe
el

asort of delicacy about givingdo in ou
r

se
t ,anyway , an
d I ha
d

better gowithout in th
e

begin- m
e

things that would imply Laurence'sinability to gi
ve

them ,ni
ng
: When I spoke of itonce to Laurence , he negatived th
e

knowing how high -strung he is . And then , the fact is , I do

de
a

in a singlebreath.

contrive to make a very respectable appearance on mightyFr
an
co

, m
y

de
ar , " sa
id

be , " I shall gi
ve

m
y

consent to nothing little ;and , since m
y

de
ar

litle Laura ha
s

come an
d

fil
le
d

th
eve th
e

ki
nd . Ihope I ca
n

clothe yo
u

suitably to ou
r

position tim
e

so , Idon't go in
to

their ol
d

gayetiesnearly as much ; bu
t ,be
tt
er

perhapsthan aclerk's wifereally ought todress .Any- for al
l

th
at ,when I do go , Ilike to go fittingly , an
d

m
y

manias,

bingbeyondthat must throw suspicion both upon m
e

and on

as Laurencecalls them , are as strong as ever .ourself. Pu
t

such id
le

wishes ,and al
l

they lead to , ou
t

of “ You'd give anything for my eyes ? " I said , in reply to

ou
r

head, Charlotte ; an
d

be content , m
y

darling ,with th
e

lo
t

Amelia , th
e

other da
y

. " And I'd give my eyesfor your point

f a poorman'swife , which you chose long ago . lace. "Po
r

al
l

that , I wish Laurencewas a rich man ! Because, you “ Then we're quits , " said Amelia .

see
on

rence. says Lau

YOLXXIY . ,No.5-20
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Now, if I'd been in Amelia's place I should have said , “ Take customaryululu . But he had not been gone an hour before I

the point lace , dear . ” But she didn't . And just that little returned to my idols .

thing is the root of a dilemma that was exactly as grievous to For , you see, possession of a point lace barbe had become a

me as ever the dilemma of the diamond aigrettewas to Anne of sort of insanity with me ; and the thing was to get it beforethe

Austria - if that was the right lady . I'm not very well up in dress to wear it with was worn out , and while Laurencewas

thoselittle fictions , you see. gone. I could not at any rate betraymyself by talking about

Laurence had made m
e

a present of a new black silk , thick it in my sleep, as I was sure I di
d
.

and heavy, and looking as if it had a treasure of lustre inside So all that week , to begin with , I had no fire in the drawing

its web if the shadowswould only let it out . He never could room . But I had not dreamed of the embarrassmentsa saving

have afforded to buy it , in al
l

the world , at Stewart's ; and it of coal might occasion - quite equal to the annoyance of being

was only because a packman, going through the counting- seen without a point lace barbe . For , of course, the natural

rooms, offered it at some miraculous figure , that he secured it . consequence of having no fire in the drawing -room was, that

O
f

course it was smuggled, and I told him so ; such a thing had every soul on my visiting -list took that week to call upon m
e

.

never entered hi
s

head ; and as he regardssmuggling as positive of course Ihad to resort to al
l

manner of subterfugesthat kept

theft -- not any the less theft , he says, becausestealing from a the blood flowing rapidly enough in my veins , so that I , at

great many instead of a single one — he would incontinently least , was not cold ; finally , though , I sent word to th
e

door

have given it back to the packman — but the packmanwas not that I was not at home . The housemaid refused, on moral

to be found . I had not so many scruples, so I took the dress grounds , to take any such message, and insisted upon saying

and had it made ; but the scrapeinto which that dress brought that I was extremely engaged ; by which means I offended th
e

m
e
, shows m
e

now the real folly of a person's trying to make very people I would not have offended on any accountwhatever,

an appearancebefore the world exceedingthat allowed by their andwho were of the sort neverwilling to admit that you ca
n

be

acknowledgedmeans. toomuch engaged to see themselves.

O
f

course th
e

making up of th
e

dress w
as
no trifle . I do be
-

breakfast , reducedthatmeal to little el
se

bu
t

bread an
d

te
a , an
dMeanwhile I dispensedwith chops or steaks or omelets at

lieve that mantuamakersthink moneygrows spontaneously in

the pockets of people's husbands, like fire in the end of a abolished dinner
altogether . After three days of no joints or

match. It should havebeen trimmed with lace ,but that being roasts ,the rebellious housemaid
left m

e
in high dudgeon, an
d

utterly out of the question, the last cent of since then no doubt has scattered broadcast her views of my
money in my private

pursewasgonewhen it camehome se
t

of
f

with a fringe ; but th
e

parsimony — andhaving al
l m
y

neighbors imagine m
e

a miser is

fringe was rich and long , so I didn't care. certainly as unpleasant as going without a point lacebarbe.

When you are in any trouble , somehow or other everything

I tried on the gown . I was perfectly delighted . What a helps to heap it up . I don't se
e

why it was that I couldn'thave
sweep it had ! I had neverworn such a superb fabric ; how it the barbe and keep th

e

housemaid to
o

. It was al
l

the harder
becane m

e
! how round an
d

handsome it mademy figure ! Ab , to have he
r

go just then , fo
r

little Laura had caughtcold in th
e

what would Amelia say now when she saw it ! If only I had drawing -room and was down with the croup. I forgot about
the properdecorationsfor my throat and wrists ! My old Honi everything else with that , and bung over her in a fevermyself.

ton setwasdamnedtoo much to look like anything but rag - fair , Nobody knows how a day tells in a child's life ; perhaps in re

or a satire on the dressitself . My one little collar of point did ducing our diet I had robbed her of the very strengthshe
look so skimpy ; however, it would do - if only I could get a needed to resist the attack ; if it had not beenfor mygoing
barbeto match it . A bo

w
of point lace and long hanging ends without fires sh
e

would not have hadthe attack at al
l

. I ha
d

of th
e

webbishbeauty — that wouldjust make th
e

whole toilet great firesroaring up everychimney in th
e

house, now th
at

they
ravishing ! But I couldn't . I hadn't a cent in the world . I

must just do without it . There was only the month's house were of no use, and the doctor hardly quitted her bedside.

I never dreamed of what Laurencewould say , when he found
keeping money in the the drawer — and if I were willing to how it had all comeabout ; I didn't carewhat he would say to

starve, Laurence wasn't - and there wasn't a dime too much of

that . And then it grew upon m
e
, like an ague, that th
e

dress he wished . If she ha
d

died Idon't know bu
t

I shouldhave
me ,while shewas in danger ; he might kill me , and welcome, if

wouldn't be fit to be seen without thatbarbe , would be per- killed myself . And ju
st

as she rallied , th
every day that La
u

fectly ridiculous , tell the whole story of how everything had
beenspentuponthe silk and nothing le

ft
fo
r

accompaniments. thrown from th
e

track , and whether he w
as

dead or alive Irencewas expected, the very train in which I expectedhimwas
Onemight just as well wear a printed placard of poverty upon could not know fo

r

four mortal hours . And I ha
d

so indiffer
one'sback . I tore of

f

the dress andhid myself in mywrapper , ently le
t

him leave me .

an
d I was sovexedwith myself an
d

m
y

circumstancesthat I an
d

sound , I ju
st

betook myself to be
d ,and never le
ft

it fo
rWhen he walked in , at last , al

l

safe

could have sat down and cried with a good relish .

tell you right out what a fool I am . three weeks , and the doctor's bill was somethingterrible.

When Laurence camehome to dinner that day , he told me ,

So , my economy proving almost ruinous , I did have, fo
r

a
gently as possible , that he w

as obliged to go on a journey fo
r

barbeout of mymind . Perhapshalf ofwhat gave m
e

th
atlittle while , the strength to put al
l thoughts of a point lace

his employer, and should be absent more than a week.

usually made a great fuss when he went away. I couldn't bearI

strength was the fact that the thoughts were of no manner of

to have hi
m gone ; I missed hi
m ; and I w
as

afraid to be alone , envying th
e

women who went stepping by withtheir beautiful
What I couldn't have , I couldn't . But I didn't cease

an
d

afraid something wouldhappen to hi
m ; an
dhealways laces floating ou
t

like th
e

gossamer de
w

that of a Junemorningwent under protest from me, and in the midst of tearsand em

braces that were a perfect nuisance. He must have been sur
you have seen rising up into a sunny sky , and that in France

prised at th
e

patient way in which , on that on
e

da
y
, I received of th
em

al
l

ha
d

only loosened,and th
e

la
ce

ha
d

gently fluttered
the peasantscall the “ Virgin's thread . ” If the pi

n
ofany on
e

his announcement.

abstaining fr
om

dinners , ofdollars enoughsaved fr
om

th
e

bi
lls

havepicked it up til
l

after sh
e

was ou
t

of sight , an
d

whenot
Visions of housekeeping economy, of to th

e

ground , I don't know , I don't reallyknow , as I should

ofgrocer , butcher ,and poulterer tobuymemypoint lace I couldn't have returned it to he
r
.Dear me ! th
ey

ta
lk

about
barbeflashed over m

e

now an
d

obscured hi
s

departure ;and 1 money's being th
e

root of al
l

evil ; fo
r

m
y

pa
rt , I think it isbadehim adieuwith equanimityand an absentmind , to sayno

thing of the absence of my heart ,which had absolutelybeen completely demoralizedme .

the want of it that is the root of all evil .

stified the visionary folds of that point lace barbe. I know

hewas amazed an
d

puzzled by m
y

tranquillity ; fo
r

after he door - be
li

tinkling fo
r

th
e

secondtime , an
d

as nobodyseemedto

I was just going across the hall one day , when I heard th
e

had goneonce, he camebackand peeredinto th
e

drawing -room be attending to it , I went to the door myself .where I sat by the fire quietly adding up the sum of my pro
posedeconomies, and lookingovermy shoulder , he asked m
e
if there .
It was a peddler , with a basket on hi
s

ar
m ,who wasstanding

I w
as consoling myselfwith figures .And then , indeed , all m
y

little speech al
l

readyprepared,which ifthey ca
n

force th
is

Indiferencecrumbled , an
d I treated hi
m to a touch of th
e

w
ay

in
to
a housewhile uttering , it is all up w
ith yo
u , and bu
y

Now I know that al
l

th
e

peddlers and agentshave a

You see I

use.

At all events it has
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be
st
e

you must. So I never le
t

them so much as begintheir little to -day , to -morrow a worthless ra
g

. This little strip of lace will
speech. But this onewas a cunning dog . He looked at me , be as valuable a hundred yearsfrom now , if you can take care
and then he lifted the lid of his basket, held it open, and of it " -already assumingthat it would be mine to takecare of

looked at me again ; while , taken unawares, I surveyed the — " as it is to -day. You wear it at your throat at the next din .

contents. Laces — Valenciennes, Mechlin , Limerick , point - ner -party , at the opera. By -and - b
y

there are calls to be mado
foldedawaythereover their colored silks like so many clouds and only a commonplacebonnet to wear, or one even that
curdledover a bed of flowers. madame'sfingershave shapedthemselves ; let , then , this bit of

In spite of myself, and though I should have rememberedthe lace be twisted here and there , as may be , in the folds or over
absurdity of letting him waste bi

s
time with me , before I knew them, and th

e

bonnet has come from Paris , and is worth a

what I di
d I had thrown the door open ,and he was in the back couple of hundred dollars fo
r

al
l

that the wisestcan tell . O
r

parlor, spreadinghis wares upon the table , and expatiatingover when there is nothing but mull muslin fo
r

the great ball where
theirbeautiesvolubly enough to drive onemad . satins and velvets and diamonds reign , this lappet of point ,

Therewas a bridal vail ; of course I had , fortunately , no need | basteddown the centre of the front breadth, leaves the dress
forthat ; but then it could be worn as a mantle . The price of rich enough in its simplicity for a princess. Ah , there is no end

it was a thousanddollars . I touched it with a kind of awe, al
l

to the uses to which a bit of valuable lacecan be turned ! And

th
e

morethat I was sure the price ought to have been three then it is a heritage fo
r

one'schildren , besides. "

thousand. Then it cameoverme that it had beensmuggled. I I stood stupefied by his eloquence, which piercedme to the
recalledLaurence'sdescription of the packman who had sold heart ; not noticing that this was indeedhis little speechwhich
him m

y

silk . This was the identical individual . And I knew he had beentoo skillful to utter at the door , nor heeding that a

that th
e

part of honestywould have been to turn him out of man talking this way , but doing suchquestionable things , was
doorswithout another word , and , instead of even wanting to more than likely to be a villain fallen from high estate. I for
buy hi

s

baubles, to save my pennieswith a different view , and got al
l my prudence in the truth of what he said , and sat and

somedaysend to the 'Treasury, in conscience-money , such a sum stared at the lovely streamer of lace as if my salvation de

as wouldhave beenthe governmentduty at the custom -house pended on its acquisition .

uponthatpiece of silk . « Let me see, recommencedthe oily tongue, “ if madamo
But I am weak-minded . I just le

t

that piece of airy loveli- has not a silk dress, a little past its best ; a poplin ; a shawl too
nesshangovermy hands , and wondered if I ought not to send much soiled fo

r
a lady to wrap about her ; an atom of old

th
e

man to my uncle's house, where Amelia would have bought china ; or , indeed, any underclothing , such as ladies have a

thevail out of hand. And while I wondered, he went on un- habit of making up and putting awayagainst somefanciedneed
folding, one by one, Aounces and shawls , and peplums and of it . It will not take an armful to reachthe pitiful amount of

berthas, and at last — a barbe. A barbe, and what a beauty ! It seventy - fivedollars , " said this son of Jewry .

wasmorethan a yard long , of exquisite shape, curving in and Suddenly my face must have brightened ; he took the cue,

ou
t

like a strip of se
a

- foam blown by the wind , and with its and grewmore fervid in his plausibility ; but I did not hear a

dainty an
d

perfectpatternmight have been a bannerol fo
r

the word he said , fo
r I was reckoning over m
y

possible treasures.

armies of Oberonand Titania . There was my bright ruby silk - to be sure it was hardly

If mymouthdidn't water for it my eyes did . The price of wrinkled ; but Laurencedetested it , and I had not worn it for a

it ? Seventy- fivedollars . Real point , he assuredme, and worth year and a half . Perhaps that would balancethe barbe. I ran
twicethemoney, as I must already know . I threw it down in and brought it down , leaving little Laura in the room with
despair. Seventy- fivedollars ! I had ten in my purse, which him .

Laurencehad handedme the day before, to go and comeupon , I must have known , be it ever so faintly , that I was doing

as he phrased it . somethingwrong ; for a fright took hold of me , lest in my ab

" It is of no use , " I said , dismally . “ I must not make you sence he should run awaywith the child , and I flewdown the
wasteanymoretime , and ought not to have le

t you come in , staircase like lightning But he had a more profitable game

fo
r I cannotafford to purchaseany such things . ” than that on hand . I eagerly unfolded the dress.

“ D
o

notmention it , ” said the merchant, graciously . “That “ It is but a poor color , " said he . It was the richest of

is of no consequence. It is a pleasure to m
e

to showmadame rubies . “ One of those pronounced things , ” he added, “ that

m
y

wares. They areseldom so well appreciated. ” are seldomavailable . And the fashion is old - ah yes , very old .

“ Ye
s

, " I answered, instead of allowing him to depart with Has madame no silk of neutral tint , no pearl -color, no black pº '

no morewords, “ I can certainly admire , although I have no Balance the barbe, indeed ! He was not going to take the
money to buy . " dress at any price , apparently. I saw that my plausible gentle

" That is of small odds , " said th
e

merchant , again , gra- manmust be bargainedwith .

ciously. “ What is money ? A mere measure of the value of “ First , let me know , " I said , “what price you would set on

otherthings. What is there in this little silver piece, " fillip- this . ”

in
g

betweenthumband finger a coin which he took from bi
s “ Madamemust sether own price . "

pocket, “ to give it value ? Nothing whatever . It is merely a Well , it cost me - material , making and trimming — a hun
writtenorderfrom th

e

world at large to give m
e

such and 80 dred , " I ventured .

much at sight. I had as lief receiveother commodities in ex “ Alas ! " said the worthy . “ Madame is proceeding on an

change fo
r
m
y

goods as th
e gold andsilver ,which in th
e

end entirely falseassumption. And to put he
r

right at once, Iwill
onlyprocuremethesesamecommodities. If madamefeels in- tell her that I will give her ten dollars for this dress, and no

clined to trade, I have no doubt shehas half -worn dresses, more . Six is the usual allowance ; but the guipure on this

linen, napery, books ,silver spoons alittle battered, for al
l

of shall make th
e

difference . "

which I shall be glad to barter with her . How is that ? To be What a simpleton I had been ! Why hadn't I remembered
arranged? " " this old guipure when trimming my new gown ! The thought

H
ebad seen m
y

hungry gazedevouring th
e

barbe ; he ca
n

only flashedupon m
e

an
d

w
asgone ; fo
r Iwas in a stupefied

ningly to
ok it up again an
d

displayed its broidery against th
e

condition atthe idea of th
e

beggarlysum he offered fo
r

m
y

light, gathered it into th
e

various shapes inwhich it might be splendid ruby silk .

worngraceful, as only lacecan be , and displaying perfectly the “ No , " I said , valiant with indignation . " You may keop

transparentlinnea -bells of its design everywhere caught upon your laces . I had rather give th
e

dressaway . "

th
e

awns of th
e

blanchedand bearded grass that seemed to “ Madame must not be vexed at such a matter . It is an

affair of bargain and sale. Let her considerthe case. I receive

“ It is a lovelytrile , indeed , " he said . “And what pure art a dresscut to a certain form ; I shall not perhapsfind so good a

in th
e

execution of th
e

fancy ? One ne
ed

nottell m
e

there is form again in al
l

m
y

transactions ,andtherefore nonewhom it

le
ss

ar
t

in the design of a rarebit of la
ce

than in agreat will su
it , an
d

whowill ta
ke
it of
f m
y

hands . It is a fashion of

painter'sfresco, fo
r Ideny it ! Nor is it as if th
e

purchase of three yearsago , an
d

in purchasing it I take th
e

responsibility of

it w
er
e

an extravagance, awhim of th
e

passing fashion ,costig | meeting , by th
e

barest Chance , w
ith

three conditions — a pornom

rele.

11

ba
re

le

thread it .
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who doesnot carefor the fashionof it , who is brunetteand able money, it was not to be thought of. But what mere triflesall

to wearit, who is of as fine figureasmadame is herself. It is these things in the future seemed! I liked best to walk; 1

to be allowed that with so many risks ten dollars is al
l

the didn't approve of street -beggarsand promiscuouscharity ; per

amount with which I should be right in burdening myself . Let haps I should need no cotton or nicknacks till Laurencehanded

madame reflect if she has nothing else of value ; ladies will me another bill .

keepworthlessthings in their wardrobesfor years , that in truth The lacemerchant put away the piece of paper in his pocket,

aremere lumber and food for moths . " and changedthe figures on his note -book .

And he folded the dress up leisurely and placed it on one “ Twenty -eight , ” said be . “ Courage ! We are more than

side, and set down in a little note -book, which he had held a third on our way already . " He threw his hawk's eyesround
open, the sum of ten dollars . about him . “ Ah , ” he cried , “ I see here a bit of old china , "

I was evidently destined by him to consummate the whole for little Laura had succeeded in opening the closet-doorwhere

arrangement. I knew he had defraudedmy country , and now I keepmy bestdinner -service and one or two old familykeep

he was stealing my dress. Why didn't I order him out of the sakes, and the contents were al
l displayed. “ Ah , " said he

house ? On the contrary , I went meekly and brought down my again , bending forward , " there is something, not so very ol
d ,

foulard ; once it had beenthe pride of my silly heart , but I had but still it may be better than delf . Shall I see it ! The Little

spilled a cup of cream on it , and now I wasjust as dishonest as bowl with a cover . I pay my bestprices for old china . "

he was , for I wasn't going to say a word about that unless he “ D
o you mean this ? " I asked, taking down a little sugar

himself discovered it . Unless he discovered it ! His lynx -eyes bowl that had beenmy great -grandmother's. “ O
h , no , I could

lighted on it as if by instinct . not sell that at any price . "

“ That's done, " said he , disdainfully . “ Shall I exchange “ But shall I take it in my bands one moment ! ' ' be asked,

point lace for greasespots ? Say two dollars . " humbly , and admiringly .

And he laid it in a little parcel on the other , and wrote down It was a small oblong bowl , in the shape of a half melon, the

in his note -book two dollars . cover completing the other half ; over all the ribs ran a tiny

I humbly went up -stairs again , and this time brought down vine of sweet -briar , tinted as exquisitely as if a painterhad
my French cashmere. Aunt Jane had paid fifty dollars for it spent his lifetime upon the work ; it rung to the touchwith a

once, but I had alwaysdisliked it , and had hardly ever worn it . tone like silver , and it was as translucent as though it hadonly

" Ah , that is entirely out of date , " said my cozener. “ Those beenthickened out of ice . The peddler bent above it in a sort
palm -leaves, that border, are of the style of half a generation of rapture . I believe he thought that I was so silly it was no

since. It is worth very little to me , absolutely almost 80- object for him to conceal his feelings . “ And one heavenly

thing . Hem ! a bit of fringe gonetoo ; a badcrease ; it has not little crack , " I heard him murmur to himself .

beencarefully folded . awl should always be put away in “ You shall have ten dollars fo
r
it , ” then he said, glancing

the samefolds it worewhen bought ; no , it has beenvery badly up at me .
treated. " “ No , indeed, " I answered. “ It is an heirloom ; I couldn't

I am thankful to say that the Adam in me turned under that think of parting with it . "

treading, though it was only for a moment . " I will say fifteen, " he urged . “ Nay , not to haggle,

“ You can take your basket and go . " I said . “ I do not care twenty . "

for any further dealings with you to - day, si
r
. " I took it from him , and set it on the shelf again .

He becameservile in a moment . “ I should feel as though I were selling 'my great-grand

“ A thousand, ten thousand pardons ! Madame must not mother's bones , " I said . " But here is a tablecloth and nap

look at my poorremarks in a personal light . I intend no reflec - kins I could do without , " as they caught my eye.

tions upon herself . She must understand that I but give her I queried , afterward , if taking such articles as that , and di
s

the reasons fo
r

m
y

price . For th
e

shawl w
e

will sayfive dol - posing of them in such a manner , were not as much theft , on

lars , " relapsing from the gentleman to the Jew again , in his as my part , as if I had been a light -fingeredhousemaiddoing th
e

tonishing way , and without budging an inch he folded it care But I did not think of that then , feeling so virtuous, as

fully and laid it on the pile at hi
s

left , made another entry in I di
d , at not selling m
y

great -grandmother's sugar -bowl; an
d

hi
s

note -book , and I crept awaylike a spaniel , doing hi
s bidding . my companion had no more consciencethan at themoment ha
d

Two gowns and a shawl gone . I paused to consider whatII, an
d

he added th
e

napery to hi
s pile , and somesmall figure to

could add to the holocaust. There was an organdy that I could his pote -book .

spare — that went over my arm - but then I recollectedthat it After that I scrapedmy memories and my closets fo
r

an ol
d

was the dress I wore on th
e

daywhen Laurencefirst kissed m
y

grenadine, a little scarf , a coat of Laurence's, a cloakthat I ha
d

hand ,and Ihung it up again .In its place Igatheredtogether hung out togive toBetty ,the poor washerwoman ; adozen

& parcel of odds and ends , that I knew he would flout , as he small articles wereadded to hi
s

selection ; these he threwaside,
did — a sacque, an apron , a cape, a hood , a waterproof. and would have none of them , so contemptuouslythat m

y
ears

“ Poor duds , " said he . And he beld them up to the light , burned , and I grew momently more abject ; those he depre
that I might be satisfied, without words , as to how threadbare ciated to the last thread ; now he paid a half dollar , now a fe

w
they were, felt of the edges to assure me they were ragged,

found th
e

stains by natural intuition , and then showedthem to grew'so slowly that in a despair I could havetorn m
y

—chignon
cents, while I tremblingly awaited his fiat . And the sumtotal

m
e

with an eloquentand reproachful glance, intimating that be to think I had ever begun such a bad business at al
l .

did not care for them , did not know as he would take them
away even if I gave them to him fo

r nothing ,but finally rolled ber . I hadsold aquantity that indeed I couldn't spare, an
dI had , at last , nothing left that I could spare or couldremem.

them al
l

together an
d

sa
id

he would allow a dollar fo
r

the lo
t ! the sum total w
as ye
t

but thirty - fiv
e

dollars . I began to be

That was eighteen dollars . What elsebad I to makeup th
e

woefully ashamedof m
y

poverty , an
d

tothink that I ha
d

taken
fifty -sevenstill wanting ? he would beg to ask . up a whole hour of this man's time fo

r nothing . I w
as

afraid,

“Nothing ! " I said . Nothing at all . It is impossible ! "

“Not so , " cried my companion.

to
o , that if w
e really concluded nobargain , he would be impu

An
d itwould indeed be a po
or

business to retreat fr
om th
e

pu
r-

m
y

very ey
es ; an
d

there never is a policeman in si
gh
t

when

" Nothing is impossible . dentand ugly , perhapssnatch Laura an
d

ru
n

of
f

with he
r

before

chase ,when with so little trouble aquarter of it isalready pr
o-

you wantone , though atany othertime they are marching
cared . ' Has madameno small sum of moneyshe can add to the down the sidewalk six abreast.

amount !!
!

I thought of my ten dollars . To be sure , if I gave it up I

any other possible possessionthat I had .

should have to go afoot , an
d

neither ca
r

nor carriage fo
r

m
e

th
e

the trunk in th
e

attic , fu
ll
of articles made up in th
e

usual us
e :“ I supposeyou don't care fo
r

ol
d

linen ? " I asked, recalling

re
st

of th
e

season . I should have toturn overy beggar fr
om

less profusion at th
e

time of m
y

marriage , an
d

no
t

ye
t

en

the door , which I had never beenobliged to do yet . I should croached upon .

be positively unable to buy so much as a spool of cotton al
l

winter ; fo
r

as to telling Laurencewhat I had done with the madame, " said he .

“ O
n the contrary , it was one of th
e

things I mentioned to

same.

I sat down and tried to recall
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And I ran up the stairs to overhaul the trunk , without loss of trifle , and fearing that Laura would articulateplainly enough to

time. I recollectedwith what pleasure I had set every stitch be understood, somethingaboutmy transactions ; for they had

in that pile of whiteness ; the things there seemed, in a way , entertained her so highly that she had fashioned them into a

sacred to menow , and their sale to the packman a sort of sacri- sort of lyrical recital .

lege.

“ What is that which Laura keepssinging , " askedher father

I took them up tenderly , one by one ; the chemises with oneday , “ about a man with clouds , and a man with spiders'

theirdaintyruffles, the pretty little underwaists , the skirts , the webs, and a man with a big nosecarrying of
f

your clothes ? ' '

night -dresses, full of puffs and insertings . Once I dropped · Nancy has been teaching her • Mother Goose , ' " said I ,thembackagain, but a second thought of the barbe, a second tremblingly , though really that part of my reply was no fib .

fear of the man, and I gathered them all up in one heapand “Is it that ? The man in the moon , or the maid that was in

sprangdown to the back - parloragain .

the gardenhanging out the clothes, when along came a black

“ Theyhave never been worn , ” said I , abandoning them bird and snipped of
f

her nose ? "triumphantly. I had never deceivedhim about anything before in my life ;

“ Theyhave beenmade a long time , " said he . “ They are and I cried so much , in consequence of al
l

this , that if tears
veryyellow. Perhaps starched when put away ; if so , then madeanybody immaculate, I should bave beenwashedclean of

veryrotten. And then there may be moths , and , possibly , al
l

the sin of it very soon.It was not very long after this that Aunt Maria said to mo ,

H
e

displayedthem to the light , peered among the gathers , “ What are you going to wear to our great dinner -party next
pulledthem in one direction and another , and grew sharper- week , Charlotte ? I rely upon you and Laurence to take a great
featuredthan a buzzardwhile he hunted them over . deal of

f

my hands . Your Aunt Jane's girls , Lavinia and Catha

“ When I bought that cloth , " murmured I , “ I paid eighty rine , that is , are always so much taken up with themselvesthat
cents a yardfor it . ”

they are of no service to anybody . The general and his chief

" Dear, dear ! ” he answered. “ Theytook advantage of you . of staff are to be there , and that new poet , Sluiceaway, and the
Andthatwaswhen goldwasrunning up among the two -forties . very grandissimi of the city ; and Mrs. Vandervan , too , who
Now, I canbuy it anywherefor a shilling . ' alwaysdresses so tremendouslythat it is no matter what any .

" It is very fine , " I urged . body elseputs on at all , she has quite enough to go round . "

" And al
l

theworsefor wearing , then . Home -made, I venture “ I can wear my new silk that Laurence gave me the other

to believe? "

day . It is a beauty , " I said ." Certainly. Imade them al
l

myself , " I replied , with proud " Ah ! That is nice . All complete ? Do you want anything
fatuity.

more!!!" An
d

, in no disparagement to madame'sfinger -work , there Why wasAunt Maria 60 solicitous concerningmy toilet . It

ar
e

thosewhosebusiness this work is , and who do it so much was a new freak on her part . Was she going to make me &

thebetterthat their livelihood dependsupon it . " present ? All at once it occurred to me that perhaps if I sugHowmuchmy contrabandistaknew ! How well he talked ! , gested a point lace barbe, she would , in the plenitude of her

I was so overawedthat I said no more , and sufferedhim to lay suddengenerosity of the moment, give me a checkwith which

on hi
s

growinghillock al
l

my precious garmentsthat had been –I could buy m
y

own ! or , at any rate , could make good the

pu
t

away fo
r

the rainy day , and to se
t

down fo
r

them , without things I had thrown away fo
r

it .a remonstrance, the pitiful sum of fifteen dollars . Yes , " I said ; and it was such an artful fit that I felt as if

“ Wewantbut twenty -fivemore , " said he . it were an innocent one . I never knew I had such a capacity

" Andshallhave to want , " I cried . I had sold him a trunk for wickednessbefore. “Yes , I do want to wear with it a pointfu
l

of newclothing , m
y

gowns , m
y

shawls , m
y

hoods , a part of lace barbe. It is such a handsomesilk that anything elsewould
my table-linen - presently I should be beggared. “ I haven't beanotheratom of anything . I have stripped my house. I have A point lace barbe ! " cried my aunt . " What is the child
beenverywrong to undertake th

e

thing . I cannotconclude it . thinking of ? It would cost a hundred and fifty dollars . "Youpositivelymust take your lacesaway . " “ No , indeed , " said I ; " only seventy -five . "“ Madamemustreflect , " said the robber , now severely, “ that “ You could not get it for twice that in any store in town , "

I cannotafford to wastevaluable time in this way . It would be said m
y

aunt . And verytruly , fo
r I rememberedthen what theimjustifiable on her part , if , at this stage, th
e

affair werenot packman had told m
e

. “ What would people say of you l " 'continued to the end . There is the trifle of old china . I continued my aunt . “Every one knows Laurence couldn't
offeredmadametwenty - Iwill sa

y

twenty -five dollars ; and afford it . I wouldn't have you wearone if you had it ! It is

thatwill close ou
r

bargain , andmadamewill bethe richer by a the very reason that I never give you anything inconsistentrare bi
t

of pointlace that a princessmight wear . with your position ; for would not for the world have people" Take it ! " I cried , glad now to ge
t

him out of th
e

house on think ” -Aunt Maria doescare so much fo
r

what peoplethink !

anyterms.

- “ that you were an extravagantspendthrift of a wife , leadingAnd I ra
n

and pu
t

it in hi
s

hands , and helped him tie up hi
s

Laurence to hi
s

ruin , when you ar
e

such a nice , careful house
bundle, an

d

shut th
e

door upon hi
m

at last , an
d

fle
w

up -stairs keeper fo
r

hi
m ,mydear . " I twinged , I know I did .to hi
de
m
y

barbe,and to bathe m
y

head , which ached asthough theywould certainly have to thinkthat yo
u

ran bi
m

in debtfor
theveinswerefull of fire .

it , or else came by your toggery in someway not so pleasantIt w
as ve
ry

strangethat that very da
y

Laurence , searching in even as that . ”th
e

backparlorcloset, should have turned to me and said , ““ I " Why , Aunt Maria ! "supposethat ancestral sugar -bowl of yours , Charlotte , was “ Yes , child , " shaking her head , dolorously ; " there is littlebrokenwhile youand Laura were sick ? Too bad ! Iwould Mrs.Venning ,whose husband is M
r.

Marvaughn's clerk - th
eratherhavegiven a gooddeal than that sh
e

shouldn't have had rich Marvaughn . They live in Mr. Marvaughn's house, and , as

thatdelicate bi
t

to show her own children ? How did it her husband is that gentleman's secretary, to be sure that is al
lhappen? "

well enough. But you have only to look that womanover toBut by th
e

mostfortunateaccident in th
e

world , showing that se
e

that he
r

husband'syearly salarywould no
t

pa
y

fo
r

ha
lf

he
rsometimesaccidents ar
e

fortunate ,justthenlittleLauratripped evening dresses . An
d

when I met he
r , th
e

other da
y , in anan
d

fe
ll , an
d

raisedsuch anuproar that ihad to ru
n

andcarry Indiancashmere that co
st

fiv
e

thousanddollars if it co
st

acent ,he
r

fr
om
th
e

room fo
r

vinegar an
d

brown paper, an
d

trust ,with why , I cut he
r

dead ! "aheartbeating in m
y

throat , thather fatherwould have forgot “Why , Aunt Maria , I never thought of such a thing ! "

te
n

hi
s

question by the time I returned . “ I dare say not . You're not a woman of the world , thankIt w
as

plainthat I nevershould dare to te
ll

Laurence of th
e

goodness ! an
d

you'reveryinnocent , fo
r
al
l

you're such agreatquantities of things I had th
at

da
y

sacrificed onthe shrine of handsome thing . Now , my dear , " concluded Aunt Maria ,m
y

vanity . I fe
lt

as if I ha
d

stolen hi
s

purse ;and it w
asdays tumblingoverher bureau -drawer , "whatled to al
l

this , is thatan
d

da
ys

before I le
ft
of
f

starting , as if Iwere stung , at every I have is little Valenciennes se
t

w
ith

ro
se -coloredHbbons , th
at

oc
h

de
t

de e
st
a

" And!!

th
e

her

11
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is too gay fo
r

m
e
, and just the thing fo
r

you . It only cost a plainingly , and when hi
s moody idlenesspinchedeverything in

trifle , and I want you to wear it . Now , good - b
y
. I must see the household, she never complained. The fits grewmoreand

my dressmaker. I had rather it were my dentist . Don't you more frequent .

fail me on Thursday . " Where was it to end ? Just then a ray of relief came: a gen
You may be sure I walked homewith my cheeks tingling ; tleman in feeblehealth had come to themountains by hi

s physi
and , meeting Laurence on the steps, 1 pouredthe whole conver- cian's order , to try , as a last resource, the pure ai

r
of their

sation forth with onegush the moment w
e

were in the parlor . breezyheights . The curé to whom he applied, aware of Perine's
“ She was very right , dear. Your Aunt Maria is a woman of embarrassment, directed him to her cabin . Shecheerfullyun

sense, " said he . * Every oneknows that your relations do no- dertook to give him such accommodations as her roof could af

thing for you sinceyour marriage, except the small kindnesses ford , and even Pierre seemedrelieved.

which are al
l I would endureyour accepting. And you would But as the health of Mr. Saunier improved , a newcloudcame

stand in a very questionablelight in every one's eyes . " over the brow of Pierre . His solitary wife found pleasureand

“ What do you care fo
r

everyone's eyes ? " I asked, pettishly . forgetfulness in the conversation of her guest during th
e

long

“ We al
l

care, " said Laurence. absences of her husband .

“ I'm sure I don't . " Pierre becamejealous ; he now remained at home, notwork

“ If you didn't , you wouldn't wish to wear this finery . Eh ? | ing , but sulkily lounging . His wife's irreproachable life gave
And either disagreeablethings must be thought of you , or else no ground for suspicion, and the fact that he could detectnot a

it would be supposed that I was embezzling my employer's shadow on which to base an accusation seemed to makehim
funds . " only more fierceand brutal .

“ Embezzling ! ” One day theyneededfuel ; the large pile alwaysnearthedoor

“ And nothing less — if yon are seenwith a bit of lace at your having gradually dwindled down , the consumedportionwasnot
throat worth a couple of hundred dollars . " now replaced by Pierre . She asked him to go and cutsome. It

Why , Laurence ! " I cried . “ I only paid seventy - fivefor it . " was Mr. Saunier's last day , and with the morrow his departure

“Only paid ? " said he . would deprive them of what had long been their solesupport.

And then the mischief wasout , and out came al
l

the rest of This thought , too , seemed to cross his mind , and with an oath
the story . he declared that he would bring her the branches of theEcorc

“ And that waswhere the china bowl went to ! " I said , de- pine , a well -known tree that for generationshad stooduponthe
spairingly , as I finished. brink of a fearful precipice, untouched by woodman'shand.

Laurencedidn't say a word ; but he walked up and down the “ Don't talk so , Pierre , ” she cried ; “ you can getwoodwith
room with such a graveface, and then went out . H

e

was so out tempting Providence ; " and shewent on busilywith th
e

disappointed in hi
s

wife . By -and - b
y
he cameback ; and as I washing at which she was engaged.

was crying fit to breakmy heart , he came and took me in his Pierre strode of
f

with his ax in hand , and climbedthestep
armsand kissedme, and forgaveme . like whitened rocks on which the old tree stood. H

e

climbed,

“ We will think no more about it , now , " he said . and began to lop off . Branch after branch fell , somewhere h
e

' Oh , I'll never wear it , Laurence ! " I cried , through my might get them , others far below in the deepravine, that no

sobs. “ I'll keep it for little Laura , when she'smarried . " one had ever ventured to descend. As he got up , a sort of fury

“ It will be no more fit fo
r

Laura than fo
r

Laura's mother , " seizedhim , and he resolved to cu
t

of
f

th
e

topmostbranch; bu
t

said he . “ N
o ; w
e

will look at it now and then , to grow wiser when no
t

half a dozen remained, a shudder ra
n

through hi
s

by . Perhaps some time w
e

shall be rich enough to wear it . It frame as he heard a crackling sound fa
r

below that he knew to
o

is not the barbe, Charlotte , that was a mere indiscretion ; it is well . The old treewas snapping of
f

below ; the incessantblows
the first want of confidence, the firstdeceptionbetweenyou and of hi

s
ax had given it the impulse . With a prayer thathardly

reached his lips , he flung his ax to the winds , and clasped th
e

"Oh , Laurence ! " I cried , " how good you ar
e

! What ever tree with th
e

agony of despair . With a crash, th
e

giant of th
e

madeyou marry such a selfish, unprincipled wretch as I am ! " forest swung ; not whereother treesmight havebroken its fa
ll ,

" Perhaps becauseone loves a person al
l

th
e

better fo
r

not and given him a chance fo
r

lif
e , but headlong downtheabyss.being quite perfeet, ” said he , mischievously . One fearful cry , and al

l

was still . The cry brought another
But hi

s

kindness, do you know , washarder to bear than if he woodcutter in sight of th
e

broken stump , and he hastened to

had beenangry . I made so many good resolves on the spot. 1 Perine to announce the fate of her unhappy husband . It was a

have been trying ever since so hard to keep them . And the work of hours to reach the spot where he fell . Rough bu
t

veryfirst thing I di
d

was to take Nancy fo
r

an escort, that very kindly hands raised the corpse , and when placed in its rudeevening, and run up to Aunt Maria's , andtell her the whole coffin , the woodmen gathered to bear it down on th
e

curious
story . And , do you believe, the good old soul bought the hate- railroad of the mountain to the chapel door , wherethe last se

r

fu
l

little ra
g

on th
e

spot , and gave m
e

just what I paid fo
r it , vices were to be performedorer th
e

victim of hi
s

ownjealousy,only gave it in money, and wore it at her dinner -party , and has and the Ecore pine .

beencongratulatingherself ever since on the bargain shemade

in that point lace barbe. But the very sight of it makes me
shiver . THE CAT AND THE HEN .

THE WOODMAN OF THE VOSGES . A HENwas once very sick ,and confined to her nest ; thishav
ing reachedthe ears of a cat , she resolved to pay th

e

hen a visit
The Vosges is a country where mountain life and existence

and condolewith her . When the hen sawwho her visitorwas,

buried in the forestshas given the people a stampand manners
she was greatly agitated.

peculiarly their own . Wood -choppers, charcoal -burners, and “ Don't alarm yourself , " said th
e

ca
t ; “ keep up yourspirits.

others , thriving by woodland industries , make up the popula I hope you will soon be abroadagain . Can I do anything fo
r

tion . The ax does no
t

swing as freely as in ou
r

forests . To fe
l

yo
u , or ca
n

I be of any us
e

to you ? Yon maycommand m
y

a tree is a matter that few can attempt. It is the perquisite of

services . "

the favored fe
w

. Most of th
e

woodmen , like Pierre Rosier , be so good as to leave m
e
,

“ I am much obliged to you , ” said the hen ; " but i
f

werebut wood -choppers, allowed to lop of
f

the branches. I am sure I shall soon be better. "

Pierre was a surly , fitful man ; at times industrious , active ,energetic ; then again moody, sullen , roamingoff to the wildest THE DOG AND WATER - LILY .

part of the mountain , not to work , but to brood . What caused

,

an
d

be
st

woman th
at

entered th
e

portal of th
e

mountainchapel . an
d

Water - 11
3 . r it isfounded on an incidentwhich th
e

fo
rOne of Cowpers sweetest little poems is entitled “The D

og

All acknowledgedher merit , while they wondered at her choice mous artist ,Harrison Weir ,has beautifully illustrated, an
d

ofaf such a husband.

Still sh
e

bore al
l

hi
s

waywardnessuncom- which ou
r

engraving is a faithful copy .Themelancholy po
et

me . "

youwill
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to
od ap
a

di
n

Bedie

Vi
re , th
e

was taking his customary noondaywalk by the side of that “You wanted to see a charcoal-burner , " saidMadameRodiere
prettylittle river , the Ouse, accompanied byhis favorite spaniel , to m

e

onemorning . " Well , herecomesthe charrette of Pierre ,

Beau, when Cowper'sattention was drawn to some beautiful the charcoal -burner . Now you can talk to him , monsieur, if

water- lilies at a short distancefrom the bank .

“ Withcaneextendedfar , I sought I ran out into the road , and followed the wheels of the cart
To stretch it close to land ; till they stopped at the grocer'sdoor . Then a tall , spareman ,

But still theprize , thoughnearlycaught, with iron -grayhair , sprang to the ground , and enteredtheshop .

Escapedmyeagerhand.

His face was hard and bronzed, the features good , the eyes
Beaumarkedmyunsuccessfulpains

piercing , the cheeksthin and hollow , the mouth firm , andgrave
With fixed , considerateface,

to such a strangedegreethat it seemednever to have smiled . It

And puzzlingsethis puppybrains
was this which gave to his face a peculiarity so remarkable , that

To comprehendthecase.

I couldnot refrain from watching him almost rudely . He tookno notice , however, of my steadygaze, as , with a singular dis

“ My rambleended, I returned,
play of memory , he enumerated the puzzling varieties of arti

Beautrottingfar before,
cles required by the community , whose commissioner he was .

the floatingwreathagaindiscerned,

For all these things he had a pile of little packets, eachcon

And , plunging, left theshore.i sawhimwith that lily cropped taining money , and , to my surprise , he made no single error
Impatientswim to meet either in the reckoning of this , or in the name of the person to

My quickapproach, andsoon be dropped whom it belonged .The treasure atmy feet . " “ I am astonished you should trouble yourself to rememberall this , ” said L “Why not write it down ? "" Monsieur , I cannot write , " returned the charcoal -burner ,

PIERRE , THE CHARCOAL -BURNER .

gravely . “We cannot learn writing in the woods ; we musttrust to our memories. And the memory of a charcoal -burneris good , " he added.ASTRANGEraceare thecharcoal -burners . Living apart among He said this with a suddenflash in his fierceeyes, while there

th
e

woods, in huts roughly put together , and rarely mixing fell on hi
s

face an expression of hate and sufferingindescriba

with the denizens of town or village , they seem, by their wild ble .ways, to be a link betweenthe old savagetimes and the modern “ Thatman has a history , and a strange one , " I thought , as

days of civilization . They are a solitary people, pursuing their I watched the shadow of pain comeover his hard features, and

calling in the loneliestglades of the forest , never seeking to as- leave them as composedand passionless as before .

sociatewith others, never seeking to changetheir mannersand “ How old should you think Pierre to be ? " askedthe grocer ,

modes of living , never assimilating themselves to the refine - in hi
s

usual mincing voice , as the charcoalburner strodeaway
ments, th

e

religion , or the culture around them . Some sa
y

they to help Adolphe , the shopman , to stow the packages in the
never g

o
to mass, and al
l

their baptisms ( if any ) and their mar cart .riagesaresettled by laws of their own . At al
l

events , they “ I should think him betweenfifty and sixty , " I answered.

marryonlyamongthemselves ; the reason, perhaps, being , that The grocerchuckled with delight at this reply .

to th
e

rest of the community they are pariahs , with whom a “Why , te
n

years ago , " he cried , “ therewasn't a handsomer
manwould be ashamed to connecthimself . young fellow in thewoods than Pierre . At the utmost , he is

Awfultaleshavereachedmy ears of the savagery of the char- not more than thirty -four . "

coal-burners.

I was so astonished, that I could only turn my eyes in bewil

“ Theirchildrenare as untaught and wild as young wolves , " derment on the worn , hard face , whoseagedlines of care and
saidong. “ Theyattend no school , they go to no church . " sorrow seemedutterly to belie the grocer'swords .

“ Theirdwellings are foul with smoke and dirt , ” cried an . “ Ah , " said he , " you may well look surprised, but I tell
other. “ N

o

doors, no windows , no chimney , and as to water , you the exact truth . That man has not seenmore than thirty
theycan't understandthe use of it . In fact , they live like four years of life — a hard , strange life , certainly , and it has
savages.

made him what you see him . In fact , he has nover smiled

"But theymust come to market sometimes , " I observed, since. "mildly. “And theymust buy clothes . " “Since what ? sincewhen po ' I cried , half angrily .

" Clothes! I don't think the little ones in the huts trouble " Sincethe murder . O
f

courseyou know all the story , mon
themselvesmuchwith clothes . And as to provisions , they are sieur ? "fetchedfrom the villages as seldom as possible ; then usually “Of course, I know nothing , " I answered. “ You Ardennais

on
e

of theirmen comeswith a cart and pony , and procures ar
e

th
e

most aggravatingpeopleupon th
e

earth . N
o

soonerdoes

enoughfor al
l . "

a strangercomeamongyou than you talk to him as if he knew

" Andwhy do they live such a strange life ? " I asked . al
l

your village gossipsince the days of St
.

Hubert . "

" Idon'tknow . They have always done it . They lived like “ Monsieur is half right there . But I thought Madame Ro

thathundreds of yearsago , and they live so still . " diere had told you the story of poor Elmire's death , " said the
Thiswas th

e

answer I invariably received. N
o

one seemed to grocer .possessanydeeperknowledge ; 80 I was fain to put up with the “ I would rather hear it from Pierre himself , " said I , “ if , as

scantyinformation I could ge
t

. And , indeed , this is al
l I know I suppose, th
e

story is connectedwith hi
m . ”

of th
e

th
e

charcoal-burners to this day , fo
r

their huts lay so fa
r

“Hush , here be comes ! Pierre ! " cried the grocer , " willyouin th
e

recesses of th
e

forest , t'hat I neverfound time to pa
y

take a glass of pêkie ( th
e

Ardennesgenièvre) . "

them a visit , and prove , by the evidence of my own senses, “ Monsieur knows I never drink aught but water , " returnedwhetherthe strange tales told m
eof their savagelives were th
e

man ,taking up hi
s

lastpackets fromthecounter .

toohighlycolored or not .

“ Thisgentlemanprays you to drink a healthwith him , andtell

I couldfancythat in th
e

lonely glades of that greatwooded him ho
w

it is your facelooks so ol
d

when yo
u

ar
e

still young .

be
lt ,whichstretchesinto th
e

Black Forest , a race ofmenmight Why , Pierre , he ha
s

just guessedyour ag
e

at sixty . "

growsavage. And finding themselvesdespised and shunned , We al
l

smiled except the charcoal -burner , whoseharsh face

th
ey

mightlearn , on theirside , to contemn th
e

civilizationand seemed togrow a shadeolder as be listened .

thereligion of thosewho scornedthem . But would this make “ I am little used to talking , " he said , “ especially in houses.

themwicked ? Surely in th
e

green ,quiet cloisters of th
e

wood , Out in th
e

woods Imight te
ll

th
e

story , if th
e

gentleman is no
tin th
e

lo
ng ,leafynaves of th
is

great temple , in itsshadowy afraid tocome . ”an
d

archedchoir , the human soul wasmore attuned to worship “ I am not afraid , Pierre , " I answered.th
e

holy and th
e

purethan in the festering city , where si
n * We charcoal - burnersare a wild lo
t , " be continued, " and Iwalksunabashed, insolent , showy , and loud . should be sorry to tell a tale beforethem ; butanywherebeneath

threads

gårde
KAB -
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shadowy, bathing the eye in deliciousrest,and filling everysensewith beauty!For a true and noble temple, commendme to the woods. What cathedralnave can equal this avenue of elmis?What tracery in stone, carved by themost cunning hand, can rival this fretwork of leaf and light abovemy head?And as for music and for prayer - onevery sideI hear going up to the summer sky sounds that speak of joy andpraise.
Down in a little glen, where the treesgrew thick and tall , shutting out thesun, and the loneliness was so intensethat the voice grew husbed, and theheart seemedstirred with memoriesofother worlds, I heard in broken phrases,uncouth and roughly -spoken, the storyof Pierre, the charcoal-burner.
“ I am the poorest man alive." saidPierre ; in all the world there's nonepoorer or rougher. In saying I am acharcoal-burner, all's said in one word.I am an outcast of the wools , and Iknow it, and I rarely trouble a town,for there I feel myself alone - not

tuned, as it were, to the tone about me.Here ' tis different ; my spirit does notjar with these trees and rocks , theselong -stretching shadows and fantasticlights , thesewild cries of bird and bcast,and this mysteriousmoan , which comesat times upon the wind's breath , shaking the forest with the wail of someunspeakable sorrow. No ; I love thewild , freewoods ; and she loved theforest, too , with all her heart . . Therewasn't a sound in it she couldn't tell
and interpret , from the song of thenightingale down to the weakest cryof the small insecton the grass .

“ People said shewas ignorant . She
THE CATANDTHEHEN.-- PAGE366.

couldn't read and write ; she couldn't

th
e

trees in quiet, I might , in my rough way , draw you out a say a ' Pater ' in Latin to save her life ; shewas untaught and
shadow of th

e

truth - only a shadow at the best , fo
r

words don't ignorant as a bird or a beast. I've heard the townfolks say
tell sufferings. "

this of her often , and I've smiled , and wished they were out

" I will meetyou whereyou please, " I cried , eagerly. “ The ) in the woodswith us fo
r

a while .lonelierthespot, thebetter I shall like it . ”" I'm watching a pile of burning wood inth
e

forest, nearthe old cross in the Bastoigneroad, " he answered, “ and if any day , for aweek to come, monsieurwill travel that wayandblow hi
s

horn " - (travelers and sportsmencarryhorns in their pockets, to blow iflo
st

) — " I shall hear it , and I will makemywaythroughthe trees, and bring you to thespot. "
" I will come on Monday , Pierre , ” I said ,at twoo'clock . "

without more ,departed.

"An uncouthman , ” said the grocer ; " butthere Iwonder he is alive or in his senses.Far lessthan he has sufferedwould make alunatic ofme . "I wouldnot be irritated into asking questions, so I bought a bundle of cigars , and badeth
e

smirkinggrocergood -day .
1.

CREATE AN
Y

EIN

Hebowed tome , a word and

1 )

CHAPTER II .

THROUGHwhat wonderful green glades Ipassed! Whatcoolarcades, and lofty archeb,roofedwith fluttering leaves, soft , shining ,

---- E Evans

THEDOGANDWATER-LILY . - PAGE336.
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no.

“ Ignorant, wasshe? Why, she knew everytreethat grows ; “ We wild children of the woods have an instinct, which
she knew everyherb that springs out of the grass ; she could warns us of a hurtful reptile or a poisonousplant, and thuswe
tell you where the freshestwater ran, and the greenestcresses avoid them, though we know not their names, and thoughwe
grew. There wasn't a healing leaf in thewoods thatshehadn't could no' , in our ignorance, utter our reasonfor our fear. So
learnt to understand; and if you di

d

but hurt your finger , she with her : she hated this man from the first , and one day in

would spring aside, and come back smiling , with somesweet- our wanderings, she told m
e

she thought he would kill her, as

smelling remedy in her pretty hand . a snake or a wolf might whenhungry , or angry . I laughed at

" Then the flowers ! There was no eyelike hers for flowers. this .

She knew them al
l , and never gatheredthem as town -folks do , " • He dare not lift his hand against thee, Elmire , ' I said.

to throw awaywhen they faded. N
o ; she dried them in the ' H
e
is a coward, and he knows that I should kill him if he di
d

sun , and kept them fo
r

the sick in winter . The roseand gilly- but touch thee . '

flower for colds, the lime - blossomsfor fever. Ah , what a store “ Indeed , my anger burned so fiercely against the villain that
she gatheredeverysummer ! And with what wreaths and po- Elmire had with difficulty kept us from blows . But fo

r

her
siesshedeckedout our little hut ! prayers and tears, I would have rid her path of him long be

“ We werebrought up together, si
r , so I know what I amsay- fore . There wasanother hindrance , too - her father . With him

ing when I tell you she wasnot iguorant . But , like us al
l , she lay al
l

the root of this misery . He was a drunkard , and fo
r

had no town -learning ; her only books were the forest and the drink he was willing to sell even his daughter . H
e

was lost,

sky ; but out of these she got a wisdom that might have put swallowed up in that one vice ; reason, affection, conscience, al
l

learnedmen to shame. " drowned in it . He was so weak beneathits sway , that hefell
Pierre pausedhere, and his eyeslooked out fa

r

away beneath into the pitfall laid for him , as a blind beastwould .

the greenglades, as though he saw there somesight that filled “ Luc Leroy had but to say , ' Here's a drink for thee, Pere
his soul with the unutterable longing of sorrow . Martin , ' and forthwith he would answer, with a cunning leer:

“ Down there, at that old gnarled tree, sheused to meetme " Elmire is down in the dell yonder , or she hasgone to the
everyday . Sometimes, at sunset, I think I seeher still ; but I old cross to -day . '

know it is only fancy. If I were a townsman, taught out of “ And grappling the bottle fo
r

which he had sold hi
s

child's
books , these fancieswould not comeupon me strong as they do peace, he would depart , muttering and chuckling with drunken

But I don't wish themaway . No ; it doesme good to glee .

fancy I seeher . “ To save this miserable wretch from my contempt, Elmire

“ I wish you could seeher , si
r , as I do now . I am so afraid , bore al
l

this , and held her peace. I guessedsome of it ; Inever

as you listen to m
y

poor talk , you will think her rude and guessed th
e

whole til
l

to
o

late .

rough like me. You will think , becauseshe was a charcoal “ Look yonder , monsieur , down that deep, Darrow pathway,

burner's daughter, and becauseshe loved such a man as I am , wherethe treesarchoverhead so closely that the sunlightdoesbut
that her waysmust have been like m

y

ways ; but I tell you , sprinkle sparingly the ground beneath. D
o you se
e

, high up on

It is not in me to have such thoughts as she had , and to the tallest tree , a white cross cut in the bark ? That sign, cu
t

put them in such noble words — words that had a music and a by these hands , is a memorial of the foulest murdereverdone
measure in them , like the winds have on a stormy night . And in this land . There is not a lonelier spot in al

l

the forestthan

it is not in me to learn thethings from sky , andherb , and tree , the little glade that lies beneath that tree .

that she learnt . Every little leaf and flower -cup told her its se " It is autumn now , and the leaves are spare ; but in full
cret , and the stars, as they looked down on her , breathed into summer the tiny pathway you seeyonder is covered up withfo
her soul such thoughts of an infinite love , of an ever -yearning liage and long grass, so rank that only a forester's eye ca

n

tracepity , and eternal glory , thatmy heart would stop beating as I the track . And scarceany but a forester's foot can follow it as

listened to her . it winds down , over crags and precipices, into the solitarydell

“ Was she beautiful ? you ask . I don't know , si
r
. Her face below .

wasnot like any face I have heard called beautiful in townsand “ In that dell th
e

undergrowth is clearedaway, giving place tovillages ; but once, in a picture , I saw a face like hers . It was softest turf , and through the midst there runs a little rill , trick

th
e

picture of a woman in the wilderness, weeping, as she la
y

ling music al
l

the day . Lilies of the valley , forget - m
e
-nots,

on the ground , with her hand resting on a book . " and wild rosesedge the stream, with manyother herbsandflow

“ Mary Magdalen, " said I. ers , for which my rude , unlettered tongue can find no name.

“ It might be , si
r
. But he
r

name, you know , was Elmire . But Elmire knew them al
l
, and she camehither constantly in

I've made the woods ring with her name many a time in the summer time to cull and dry them in the sun .old joyous days ; and in the sad timessince, I've whispered it “ Except fo
r

that tall , solitary tree , the dell is open to th
e

to myself in prison , in such bitterness as few menknow . You sky , and though it is so small that a man may pace it from en
d

wouldn't think , sir , that she was a girl , whom a wicked man to end in a minute , yet here he seems to breathe a freer, fresher
would dare to love in a wickedway ; ye

t

thatmisery came to he
r
. air , as , looking upward ,noshadow falls between th
e

face an
d

If you were to climb to th
e

to
p

ofthat greenknoll , andlook the blueheavens . Standing al
l

around , a se
a

of green, ar
e

hi
ll

westwardover th
e

slopingtrees , you'd se
e

th
e

smoke of th
e

vi
l- upon bill of forest , and countless shadowscomecreeping ,withlage where he lived . I never go there now . The sight of the silent tread , to the stream's edge, advancing, retiring , passing,placewould setmy brain on fire . repassing, telling each hour of the day to a wary eye, til

l
th
e

“ H
e

was a farmer's so
n

, well to do . A coarse, drunkenbrute , su
n

goes down , taking th
e

brightnessfrom th
e

grass, an
d

ca
r

vile and cruel as a wolf , but clever , so the schoolmastersaid , rying the shadowswith bim .and rich , as al
l

the world knew . And , you se
e

, shewasonly a

charcoal -burner'sdaughter , an outcast , ignorant as a bi
rd , an
d

forest ,and al
l

th
e

shadows , thrust back by th
e

su
n , do bu
t“ But at noon -day, this brightness glanceslike a jewel in th
e

wilder . Sh
e

neverwent tomass , sh
e

never came to confess, sh
e

fringe the brook ,standing like a dark setting round about th
e

neverjoined a procession, she never danced at a villagefête , she dell .could neither read nor write , and in all her life she had never
seen atown . So sh

e

was to
o

fa
r

beneath hi
m

to be thought of into th
e

streamstartles th
e

ear ,and th
e

sound of afootfall

“ Think of the loneliness of this spot , where a pebbleflung

as a wife ; shewaseven in his eyes so low , that he kept his base comes like a wonder .love a secretfrom al
l

his neighbors. If a shriek of agony — if a cry fo
r help

“But he crept into the wood , and cameupon her in lonely hear it .

went up to heaven from this lone place , no human ea
r

would

places ,and insulted he
r

with hotwords ofpassion . O
r

he stole wouldwitness it - no tongue could ev
er

testify against th
e

ev
ilIf somedreadful deedweredonehere , no human ey

e

upon her unawares, when shesat at work beneaththe trees , and doer .fawned and cringed fo
r

a word from her . O
r
he threatened,

an
d

frightened he
r
,whenshe cameinto th
e

village fo
r

fla
x

an
d

in th
e

sk
y , I crept awayfrom m
y

fellows , an
d

bent m
y

steps to

" Ten years ago , one August day , when th
e

sunwasblazing

wool . All things , al
l ways , he tried , and he gained only her ward this dell .quiet scorn, and her untold loathing . All the hot morning , as I worked, I ba
d

thought of it longingly , and the sound of the cool ril
l

trick
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thegrass.
Isaw

ling overthe pebbles, had hauntedme, whispering of rest and “ ' Elmire ! Elmire ! they say I killed thee! Iwho lovedthee
freshness. So, while the others betook themselvesto the siesta better than my life. Are you mad, comrades? I tell you Luc
beneaththe trees, I creptaway,and wound round through the Leroy is the man.'wood, following the music of the brook. " Luc has just leftme. He has beenin my but with meall
"Somehow it seemedto me that I did not step through the the morning,' said PereMartin .underwood, but that I broke through it suddenly, like a man “ As he said this, I flung myself on the ground in utter de

would in a dream, and then I sawElmire lying on the grass, in spair, and sufferedsilently the cordswith which my comrades
theglareof the noon-daysun. It did not comeupon me gradu- bound me ; then somestaid to watchme, while otherswent to
ally thatshewasdead. I knew it like a flash, evenas I beheld the village to apprisethe authorities of the murder.
her.

“ You perceive, monsieur, that when the gendarmesarrived
“The placewas silent as a wrecked ship in mid -oceanmight they were nccessarily alreadyprejudiced against me, therefore

be. Not a leaf stirred in the hot ai
r , not a blade of grassquiv- my bearing and my words all seemed to themproofs of guilt .

ered as I stoodlooking at her . I saw shewas dead, yet I would But a morecertain proof was now forthcoming . Down in the
not see it - I would not believe it . So , as the color came dell , near the body of the murderedgirl , they found a knife
slowlyback to my face, as my heart began to beatagain , I cried , my knife ; it was coveredwith blood , and it hadevidentlybeen
softly :

the weaponusedagainst her .

"Elmire ! Elmire ! '

“As the men spoke of this , I rememberedwith a ghastly

“ Therewas no answer — no movement in the prostrateform ; sinking of myheart that I had lost thisknife a day or twobefore in

andthen I knew the silencewas the silence of death . the wood , but I hadmentionedthis loss only to Elmire andher

I sprangacrossthe brook and lifted her in my arms , and as father . I appealed to him , now reminding him of this fact

I touchedhermy handswere coveredwith blood . I do not tell but he answeredme angrily that he rememberednothing of it .

youwhat I felt . As I have said before , sufferinghas no words . “Then I sank into sullen despair, and went silently to prison .

The tonguecannot betray the agony of the soul , strive as itmay. N
o ; it cannot even utter the pangs of the flesh ; true

CHAPTERIII .

griefand pain are silent , and the woes that chatter of theirsmartare nothing .

" The trial drew crowds to the court . The chief witnesses

" Shewas stabbedagain and again beforeshe died . I could against mewerePere Martin and Luc Leroy .

se
e

the bloodupon the grass. I could seethe placeswhere she " " The girl lovedme , ' said this last villain , insolently ; ' na

hadknelt andbeggedfor mercy . And from her kneesshe had turally she preferred a man of my station to a mere charcoal
fallen on her face, and so I found her - her hands clasped as burner . She flatteredherself I should marryher . I had no in

shehad lifted them in prayer , and her fair facepressedagainst tention of the sort , but I amusedmyself in talking to her . 'When did you last seeher ? asked the judge .

"From the woundsuponher neck , her hands , her arms , " At a quarter to ten o'clock , in her father's but . '

th
e

murdererhadstruck again and again in a frenzy of cruelty , 6 • Was her father there ! 'of savagehate or jealousy .

No ; and I onlysawher for a moment or two . Sheseemed

“ ' It is Luc Leroy , ' I said , as I laid her back gently on the frightened , and begged me to go away. She said the man
grass.

Pierre was jealous , and she should not like him to see us toge

" I hadnotcriedaloud for help - I had not even thought of it . ther . 'Whetherthe horror of the scene, or the instinctive knowledge " " Did you leave the hut at her request ? '

of the uselessness of cries in this lone place kept me silent , I " " No , I refused to do so ; and thenshe left it herself , saying ,

knownot . Neither do I know how long I sa
t

with my dead she wasgoing to gather herbs to sell to the chemists . '

love in my arms before I roused myself , and rushed from that “ ' Did you follow her ??

drearysunshineinto the dim wood . Only a stop or two , and after a little talk beneaththetrees,

" I came up this ruggedpath a madman, blind with grief and I returned to the hut where her father found m
e

. '

rage. Had I met Luc Leroy then , I should have torn his heart " If you loved the girl , and was pleased to be in her 80
out. I ran on toward the placewhere I had left my compan- ciety , why did you not accompanyher in her quest for herbs ? '
ions, but before I reached them , I met her father staggering “ • Well , the truth is , I didn't much like being seenwith a
throughthe wood, stupidly drunken . H

e

stared at me with charcoal -burner'sdaughter ; I should have beenjeered at by my
blearedeyes, and saw the blood on me . friends . Then , again , I was unwilling to arousethe prisoner's

" " What's this ? he said , eagerly . jealousy ; he had threatenedme on various occasions, and I" Seeinghim helpless, Iwould have passedhim in a silence wanted to avoid hi
s

violence , fo
r

th
e

girl's sake . '

thatwashalf pity , half disgust ; but the miserableman seized “Other falsehoods he uttered , I cannot repeat to you . They
me, andshriekedaloud for help . madden me with indignation even now as I think of them .

" Le
t

me pass on ! ' I cried ; • your daughter lies murdered Enough , that he slandered th
e

girl he had murdered , while he

in thedell . '

strove to swearawaymylife ." Thesenseleft in him was so little , that he caught at the “ I never doubted he had killed her , and as I looked in hisshrinking , cowardly face, I knew it , as surely as I knew there" • D
o youdare to own that you havekilled her ? ' he shrieked . was a sun in the heavens.' Help, comradas! help ! “When Pere Martin was called , I gazed at him eagerly , to see

" W
e

were struggling together on th
e

ground when they if there were any signs of sense in hi
m

. But no ; hi
s

facewascamerunning to th
e

spot , and , as they lifted m
e
, m
y

ghastly hopelesslydull , hi
s

brainhopelesslydrowned in intoxication .

looksmightwell makethem deemme guilty . " • When did you last seeyour daughteralive ! ' was the first

" . He comes re
d

from the deed ! ' cried Pere Martin , shaking question to hi
m .withterror. Look at his hands ! ' " I don't know the tour , but I think it was about half -past

"The ol
d

man'sdrownedsenseswere so bewilderednow that nine . 'he struck at m
e

frantically , crying aloud th
e

while on hi
s

daugh " " Why did you leaveher , and what wasshe then doing ? 'ter'sname, andraving of her beautyand goodness. " ' Shewas sewing . I left her to fetch a jar of pékie , which" H
e

w
as

jealous — this assassin here . H
e

knows a rich Monsieur Leroyhad pu
t

fo
r

m
e

behind th
e

ol
d

cross, on th
e

roadmanwanted m
y

child ; Luc Leroy would have made he
r

hi
s

in th
e

forest that leads to Bastoigne . '" 1. At what hour did you return to the but ! '"Meanwhile I fought with m
y

fellow -workmen like a ma " • At te
n
, and I then found Monsieur Leroy therewaiting fo
rniac. I strove to speak to them Istrove to tell them al
l

that me .ha
d

happened to m
e
; but m
y

reasonhad gone wild , m
y

heart " • But if you do not know the exact time at which you leftw
as

breaking, m
y

lip
s

were cracked , m
y

voice only came in th
e

hu
t ,how ca
n

you te
ll itwas te
n

whenyou returned ?

gaspingsobs.

" ' I know , becauseMonsieur Leroy showedme his watch ; it

wordswrong

wife . '
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came.

wanted two minutesof ten. He wasangry becauseI kept him “And I did not. I escaped; but how, and by what means, I
waiting. He had been there, he said, nearly half an hour.

am bound never to tell .

This is how I becameaware that it washalf -pastnine when I “Four years of prison had so changedme, that noneof my

left home.' old companions, looking on my face, would have said, “ There

" You seemto know the time only from Monsieur Leroy - goesPierre, the charcoal-burner.'
how is that ?' “ To a freemanof the woods like me, chains had beena liv

" • I did not know it from him ; I looked at his watch my- ing death , andmy anguish had mademe old andghastly , when,

self . ' once more at liberty , I breathed again the fresh air of the

" “ And what did you do when you reachedthe hut ! ' forest.

" • We drank pékie . ' “ I knew it was dangerous to return hither ; nevertheless, I

" 1 . Till what hour ? ' I trusted one of my old friends , and he provedfaithful .

" I don't know . We drank together till just before themo- He hid me, and supplied me with food till the heat of the

mentwhen I met the accused, and he told me he had murdered search for me was over . It is a hard thing for gendarmes to

my daughter . ' find a man in the forest ; as well hunt for a wolf or a wild boar

" • How did he look when you met him without dogs, as look for a fugitive in this wilderness.

" . He waswild and haggard, and his hands and arms were “ In si
x

months my hair and beardhad grown long andthick

coveredwith blood . ' -it had becomegray , nearly white , as you see, and I felt that

" Do you recollecthis having told you he hadlosthis knife !! the eyeeven of a detectivewould scarcelyrecognizethe escaped

“ I remembernothing of it . ' forcat ; much less , then , would the villagers see in this white

“ I repeattheseinterrogations and replies , monsieur , to show haired , agedman , Pierre , the charcoal -burner .

you that the chief point at the trial rested on a question of " Claude , ' I said to my friend , ' I shall hire myself as a

time . servant to MadameLeroy . '

“ Up to a certain hour I was toiling with my fellow -work “ He was frightened at my scheme ; but he could not dis

men , and I was supposed to have committed the crime in the suademe from it .

periodwhich elapsedbetweenthe time I left them and the mo “ I had heard from him that Luc Leroy's mother hadmarried

ment I was seen by Pere Martin . On the other hand , was Lue again , but her new husband had died suddenly , leavingherwith
Leroy really found in the hut at two minutes to ten , or had he an infant of whom shewaspassionately fond . This child was
put bis watch back , and by this and other meansdeceived his the source of constant quarrel between Luc and hi

s

mother,

half -drunkencompanion ? and in this dissension I hoped to find a weapon of defenseand

“ According to their own testimony, they had sat together retribution .

drinking for nearly two hours ; but I did not believe this . I Moreover , Pere Martin , no longer supplied with drink by

imagined they had been together only an hour , and the im- young Leroy , was now his sworn enemy. Thus the groundwas

pression of a longer period had been cunningly made by Luc prepared fo
r

me , and I entered on the battle without fear . '

Leroy on the drunkard's mind in order to screen his own
guilt .

“ But it was in vain my counseland I questionedand cross CHAPTERIV .

examined ; we elicited nothing beyondthe fact that Pere Mar “ ' Do you mean to hire that old man ? said Luc Leroy to hi
s

tin had ' tasted' the pékie on his way to the hut . mother . • He is a fool , and pastwork . '

" Did you sit down to taste it ? ' I asked. " ' He canwork hard enough , ' returned madame, and hi
s

" " Well , yes ; I think so . ' age is in his favor ; old folks are scarcelysuch fools as young

" • Did you taste it more than once ? '

" I don't know ; but I might have. ' “Words grew high between them ; but , after a bitter dis

" • And you sat down each time ? ' pute , the widow had her own way , and hired me for a year.

Well , yes . ' " • Look bere , ' said Luc Leroy to me the next day, whose

" " Then how could you ge
t

from your hut to th
e

crossand servant do you mean to be - hers or mine ? If you ar
e

her's, I'l
l

back again in less than half an hour ? ' put your bonesunder the harrow every hour of the day ; if you

16 I walked fast . ' are mine , and you please me , you may have as muchdrink as

“ After these questionsand answers the distance was mea you like , and we'll cheat the old woman together . '
sured, and it wasfound a man could walk it in half an hour . " " I'm yours , young master , body and soul , ' I answered;

" "But not an old man , ” saidmy counsel, ' not a man who give m
e

a drink now . '

sits down four or five times by the way to drink . ' “ I never touchedanything but water , monsieur, and I had a

" " H
e

must have le
ft

th
e

hut earlier than half -past -nine , " ob
-

hard time in striving to deceive Luc Leroy with regard to m
y

served the Procureur du Roi . His ideas of time arevague til
l

drinking propensities ; ye
t

, nerved as I was, andknowingfail

he seesLuc Leroy's watch . ' ure would be death , I succeeded in this as in all else.

“ We fought a good fight , monsieur, my counsel and I , but

w
e

were defeated. I was found guilty , and condemned to a at last put his life in my hands .

“ I grew apparently so helpless and drunken that thevillain

prison fo
r

life . My exact statement of the truth wasentirely “ See here , ' he said to me one day , seizing hi
s

little step

discredited — th
e

lo
ss

of m
y

knife especially w
as

looked on as a brother by th
e

ar
m , isn't it hard a man should be cheated ou
t

flimsy invention ; and , but for the .extenuating circumstances' of hi
s

inheritance by a weazel like this ? Why don't youtake th
e

which werepresumed to exist in my passionatejealousy , and fever and di
e , little miserable ? Pshaw ! not you ! there'sno

poor Elmire's love for the villain Leroy , I should have lost my such luck as that for me !

head under the sword of the guillotine .

“ Ah , monsieur, when I tell you that I , an innocent man ,

“ I watched him more narrowly afterthis , and twice I saved

spent four years in al
l

the sufferings of the Bagne, you will not to death.

the child's life , when a seemingaccidentwould havecrushed it

wonderthat m
y

fa
ce

ha
s

th
e

lines of ag
e , th
e

marks of an iron beneath th
e

heavywheel of a loaded wagon ; and again in th
eFirst , when stumbling against the boy , he flunghim

servitude, the scars of a fire not yet quenched.

“ Haveyou ever seen a wild bird beat itself to death against tricated him from a frightful fate .

mill , when only a desperateexertion of strength on my part ex .

the bars of its cage ? “ But this constant watch over the child woreoutmy nerves

“ Well , I should have done that bu
t

fo
r

on
e

thought — th
e

and strength ,and I resolved to pu
t

an en
d

to it . So on
e

night
thought ofElmire — th

e

burning desire to avenge he
r

kept m
e

late , when Madame Leroy an
d I sat up together , waiting fo
r

he
r

alive , and sustained m
e

through al
l m
y

miseries. This gave m
e

dissipatedson , I said , suddenly :hope to study a plan of escape; this gavemecourageand forti “ Madame, if you wish to saveyour little child's lif
e , send

tude to pursue it . it away . '

“ . God is a just God , ' I said to myself continually ; there
fore I shall not fail in my purpose. '

" What do you mean, imbecile pº she cried , angrily . ' Ar
e

you drunk again to -night !
ones . ';
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ror.
--

her inagony.

1

way.'
1

away !'

" ' I thought, madame, you knew by this time that I am not “ •Arrest him to-night,' was the order given by his chief.
80 fondof drink as I pretend to be. I tell you, your son Luc •We must prevent the crimehe meditates.'
is resolvedto kill the little Henri .'

“Alas ! we weretoo late ! It wasnot prevented.
“The woman turned pale, and looked at me in ghastly ter " As I sat that evening at my postby the fire, a messengercame running eagerlyfrom the little Henri's relativesto Mad
" I believeyou,' she said ; ' I know Luc is capableof any ameLeroy.wickedness.'

" Thepoor little thing is ill , desperately ill ! cried the wo

" " I am worn out with watching the child , ' I returned ; man . Come at once ! 'and I will not promiseyou that I can save his life again . ' “Sick at heart , and faint with fear , I followed the distracted

“ Here I told her what had happened, and though she had mother , as she rushed from the house. The cottage, wherethe
heardthis before from the child's imperfect speech, yet now child was staying with his grandmother , was half a mile off ,

that it came to her circumstantially , she trembled . but we reached it in a fewminutes , and the first glance I took

" • I will sendthe child to his father'sfriends to -morrow , ' she at the little sufferer'sface , told me he wasdying -- poisoned.

cried ; and I will delay no longer to makemy will . Luc shall " " Thiswas how his fatherdied , ' saidold MadameCoupienne,

gainnothing by his wickedness. '

as she seizedthe hand of her daughter - in - la
w

.

“ Keepyour own counsel as to that , ' I answered, and take “The younger Madame Coupienne - or Leroy , as I have con
carenot to betraywhat I have said to your son . If he dis- tinued to call her - sank down by the bedside, sobbing. Al

l

her
chargesme, you will have no friend . '

heartwaswith the little creature, whosearms now clungaround

" Sheknew this , and fearmadeher cautious ." " What newwhim is this of my mothers ? ’ asked Luc Leroy “ O
h , my darling ! my darling ! what shall I do for thee ? '

of me on the next night , when he found the child gone . she moaned, piteously .

16
.

Howcan I tell ? ' I answered.

" •What haveyou beendrinking , little one ? "said I.

" ' Find out , then , ' he retorted . What do I pay you and “ Only eau-saucré, that brother Luc gaveme . '

andgiveyou drink for , unless it is to be my spy ? ' “ I could bear no more . My heart reproachedme, as though

“ You le
t

your motherperceivetoo clearlythat you hatethe I had been guilty of this little sufferer's pain ; and running
boy, ' I returned ; that has made her send him out of your wildly toward the village , I calledupon al

l I met to help me toseize Luc Leroy , the murderer.Ah , likely enough , ' he said ; " and I do hate him , and let " We found him at work in the hay -field, sullen and quiet ,

m
e

tell youthat when I hate any one it is a bad thing for him . but with a suppressedexcitement in his manner , which told his

I bated a fellow once, and thought I should never get a chance guilt .of doinghim an ill turn , but the chancecame. ' " • Unhand me , sot ! ' he cried , as I clutched him .

How, monsieur ? said I , in a stupid way , as I filled my “As my fingers gripped him , I lost that quiet self -command
glass. "

that for yearshad hiddenmy rageand despair .

" Nevermind ; I found a knife of his in the wood . ' “ ' I am no sot ! I am Pierre , the charcoal -burner , whose af

" And how could finding a knife hurt him ? ' said I , with a fiancedwife you murdered, and whose life you tried to swear
drunkenlaugh .

“But I couldget no more out of him then . " I was mad , and they had to tear me from him , as he lay

" A fewdays after this , it came somehow to his knowledge writhing with terror on the ground . My unexpectedwordshad
that hi

s

motherwas going to make her will in hi
s

brother's piercedhis shrinking soul , and in abject cowardice, he confessed
favor. This madehim resolve on a desperatecrime . his crimes ." Jean , ' he said to me , you are a goodherbalist . Can't you “ His little brother's lifewassaved, monsieur ; but Luc Leroy
gather m

e

somethingthat would kill a dog ? was most justly guillotined at Liege for the murders of his

“ Yes, monsieur , ' I answered. ' I know where the hemlock | step -father and of Elmire , the daughter of PereMartin ,the char
and th

e

deadlynightshade grow , and if you made a decoction coal -burner .fromeither of these it would kill a man , much less a dog . ' “ I saw the villain's headdrop into the basket, and I turned

" 'Gather m
e

some to -night , ' he said . away, sick and wearywith blood . Elmire was avenged, but I" Instead of gathering them , I went to the captain of th
e

was a lonely mon henceforthfor ever .gendarmes, whowas a keen , quiet man , and I told him as much “At Luc Leroy's trial , he confessedevery circumstance of his

of th
e

truth as I thought safe . I did not confessmy identity , guilt . To ensure Pere Martin's absencefrom the hut , he had

bu
t
I le
t

him know that Luc Leroy had confessed to m
e

th
e

informed him the night before of th
e

spot where he would find
finding of a knife in th

e

wood , which an enemy of hi
s

had lost , liquor in th
e

morning . N
o

soonerwas he
r

father gone than be

an
d

he hadalsoavowedthat he had drugged old PereMartin on presentedhimself beforeElmire , who , to be rid of him , escaped

th
e

morning of his daughter's death . from the hut , and ran , as she thought , unseen, to the dell . But

. " Thislast fact had escapedhim when talking to m
e

of the he followed her , and grew so insolent that th
e

unhappygirl told
nightshade. H

e

tried to recall hi
s

words immediately he had him that she hated and scorned him . H
e

laid hi
s

rude hand
spokenthem ; bu

t

seeing m
e

stupid , careless , an
d

unheeding , on he
r

at this , an
d

then sh
e

shrieked aloud on m
y

name fo
r

help .hegrew at easeagain , and droppedthe subject . That roused his jealousy to madness, and he struck her , first

" Th
e

captain of the gendarmeswas a keen -witted man , with his hand alone , then witb the knife . Even with the firstsilent an
d

cautious. H
e

hid a detective in th
e

farm -house, who , stab , he remembered th
e

knife was mine ; and when hi
s

fury

by m
y

ai
d , creptabout unseen like a ca
t , and from a chink in wasover , and hi
s

victim la
y

dead , he began to think hemightth
e

wall watchedLuc Leroy , as he brewed hi
s

deadly drinks . pu
t

th
e

crime op m
e

.H
e

had, of course, gathered the poisonous herbs himself , and “ He washed the red stains from his hands in the brook , and

it w
as

easy to se
e

by th
e

skill with which he distilled themthat returned to th
e

hut . Here he put back his watch , persuadinghe ha
d

taught himself something ofchemistry . H
e

tried th
e

thefoolish ol
d

man , whom he had drugged , that hehad been
poison, on a do

g

and a tame rabbit - both died . And now , ap
-

bu
t

half an houraway . O
n

hi
s

return home he pu
t

hi
s

watch
parentlysatisfied, he ceasedhis work , after filling a goodly right again , and took care to compare it with a neighbor's .

sizedphialwith th
e

deadlywater he had distilled . “ Monsieur , you know the rest , and there is much I havenot"Thedetective an
d Iboth thought th
e

wretchedman aimed toldwhich you ca
n

guess. I havenot touched on al
l I sufferedat bi
s

mother'sexistence ; therefore w
e

protected he
r

lif
e

by again in confinement —while th
e

tedious process of Lu
o

Le

everypossibleprecaution. I feigned illness , an
d

neverstirred roy's trial , and m
y

réhabilitationwere go
t

through with . The

fr
om m
y

se
at

by th
e

kitchen fir
e ,where Isaweverymeal cooked lawwould no
t

give m
emy liberty thiswhile ,though justice acknowledged I was innocent ; and when freedomcame at last , itAs fo

r
th
e

policeman, he ha
d

hi
s

own food , an
d

no on
e

sus- could no
t

bring m
e

back m
y

youth an
d

m
y

deadlove . Neitherpected hi
s

presence, hidden carefully as hewas in th
e

lumber- could it efface fr
om m
y

memory thosesufferings in th
e

Bagne,which aremarkedbere on my face.

-

of which w
e

partook .

room.

1
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“ Asfor PereMartin, I worked for him, and took care of him , flower is a very poor thing ), and send them to tablewhole,with

till the day of his death. I cut that white crossyou seeyonder melted-butter in a sauce-tureen. It requirescareto send them
on the tree on the day the law at last pronouncedme a guilt- to table nice-looking and unbroken. Four small heads, si

x

lessand injured man . I shall always keep that crosswhite and very small ones, or one of a good size , are as many as can be

neatwhile I live . It is the only memorial Elmire has . Mon- well served in a good -sized vegetable-dish , and while theycook

sieur , you have heard now al
l

the story that Pierre , the Char- the saucepanshould be kept well skimmed , or the dark scum

coal -burner , has to tell . " will settle on the flower and entirely spoil the color and the ap

pearance. If more are required than a vegetable-dishwill hold,

or if they are very large , it is best to serve them on a flat dish,

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS . and to place them on table the last of the course ; for , to be

good , they must be servedvery hot ; the choicestmain dishes,

The following receipts are valuable as suggestions for the served in the bestmanner , will not compensate fo
r

delicate ve

utilizing of the cold poultry left over from a previous meal : getables being spoiled in the cooking . Those are the bestpro

POELTRY CROQUETTES. - CROQUETTE D
E

VOLAILLE. — Melt a bit of viders and cooks who place on the table first - rateviands, well

butter in a stewpan ; put into it chopped parsley and mush- dressed, and accompanied by really good and well -dressed

rooms, two spoonfuls of flour , salt , pepper, and nutmeg . Fry sauces, vegetables, and other addenda. With money in thepurse,

it , and pour in stock and a little cream. This sauceought to it is no difficult matter to place lots of dishes on the table ; but

have the consistence of thick milk . Cut up any poultry which ever 50 plain a dinner , well provided , well cooked, andwell

has been cooked the day before into dice ; put them into the served, is a credit to a lady , be she rich or poor .

sauce, and le
t

it get cold ; form it into balls , and cover them GATEAU D
E

POMMES. — Boil a pound and a half of lumpsugar
with bread -crumbs ; wash these in eggswhich have beenbcaten in a pint of water till it becomessugar again ; thenadd two

up , an
d

ro
ll

them in bread -crumbs a secondtime . Fr
y

them to pounds of apples , paredand cored ; the peeland a little of th
e

a good color ,and servewith a garnish of fried parsley . Cr
o
- juice of two small lemons . Boil it quite stiff , an
d

pu
t

it in a

quettes of rabbit or veal may be served in the sameway . mold . When cold it should be turned out , and beforebeing

BLANQUETTE D
E VOLAILLE. — ENTREE. - Cut up cold roast fowl sent to table should have a thick custard douredround it . The

into thin slices, and put them into a white sauce. Let it sim- cakewill keep several months .

mer for a quarter of an hour , and serve. FRUIT JELLY . — Take two quarts of red currants , two quarts of

CAPILOTADE D
E

VOLAILLE. — ENTREE. — This dish is made of the raspberries, pick and bruise them , and put them into a flannel

remains of ponltry . A little butter is melted and mixed with bag to drain , which should be done the night beforethey ar
e

flour , salt , pepper, herbs , and mushrooms which have been wanted. The fruit should be quite ripe . Then clarifysome

scalded and cut up small . When this begins to turn yellow , a isinglass according to the size of the mold (whichmust be earth
mixture of equal parts of white wine and gravy stock is poured enware ) , have some clarified sugar to make it rich ,and pu

t
it

in . After it has beenboiled for twenty minutes , the pieces of in ice to cool .
any sort of roast poultry , having beennicely cut , are put into RAISINE. — Pick thoroughly ripe grapesoff the bunch ; press
the sauce. It is le

ft

overthe fir
e

fo
r

a quarter of an bour , and th
e

juice out ofthem ; boil this juice until it is reduced to half .

served .—Anotherrecipe: Take poultry which ha
s

beendressed fo
r

Pu
t

pears which have beenpeeled , cu
t

in quarters , an
d

fr
ee
d

th
e

da
y

before, and cu
t it up . Put it into a stewpanwith a fr
om

their cores ,into this syrup . Iet it boil , an
d

reduce th
e

thickening of butter and flour . Add half a glass of stock . Let syrup by one -third . When the grapesare not thoroughlyripe,

it simmer. Beforeserving put in gherkins cut in slices. sugar must be added in the proportion of a quarter of a pound

SALAD D
E

VOLAILLE .-
-

ENTREE.—Take a fowl dressed th
e

day of sugar to one pound weight of juice , without which th
e

ra
i

Lefore, either whole or cut . Remove the flesh in nice slices. sino will not keep .

Arrange themwith taste, with a lettucecut up . This should be To WASH ANDPINK SILK STOCKINGS. - Wash the stockings in

placed at th
e

bottom of a dish or salad bowl . Add other le
t- soap andwater , and rinse themwell in clean water. N
ow

make
tuces. Garnish with anchovies cut in slips . Seasonwith the a rinse -water , containing the juice of half a lemon, in which
sauceusually made for salads. This dish may be madewith wash of

f

the color from a pink saucer til
l

it gives th
e

color de

game. sired ; finally , dry and iron them between flannel . The iron
POULTRYSALAD. - SALADE D

E

VOLAILLE. — Take a cold roast must not be very hot , otherwise the color will fade.
fowl and cut it up . Put it into a deepdish or salad -bowl ; min DERBYCAKES . — Mix one pound of butter , one pound of sifted
gle it with bits of the hearts of lettuce. Add hard eggs, an into

chovies cu
t

in strips , gherkins , and herbs . Vinegar and other a paste ; roll it into small cakes, which bake on a tin .
sugar , one pound and a quarter of flour , with a beatenegg,

saucemay be addedafter it comes to table .

WHITEWASHTHATWILL NOTRUB OFF . — Mix up half a pailfal
APPLE CREAM. — Boil twelve apples in water til

l

soft ; take of
f

of lime an
d

water ; take half a pint of flour an
d

make astarch of

th
e

peel, an
d

press of
f

th
e

pulp through a hair -sieveupon half it , and pour it intothe whitewashwhile ho
t

. St
ir

it well , an
d

a pound of sugar ; whip the whites of two eggs ; add them to make it ready for use.

the apples, and beat al
l togethertill it becomesvery stiff and

looks quite white . Serve it heaped up on a dish . To COLOROLDSTRAWHATSANDBASKETS.-Take either red or

black sealing -wax ; to every two ounces of sealing -wax add on
e

ORANGEPUDDING. – Grate th
e

peel of threeorangesinto a pint ounce of rectifiedspirits of wine ; pound th
e

w
ax

fin
e ; si
ſt
it

of good milk , with three ounces of sugar and th
e

crumbs of a through a fine lawn sieve til
l

you havemade it extremely fin
e

;

five cent loaf , and the yolks of four eggs. Let it just boil , put it into a large phial with the spirits of wine ; shake it ; le
t

steam it through a cloth , ad
d

the juice of four oranges, an
d it stand near th
e

fir
e

forty -eight hours , shaking it often ;thenbake it half an hour . with a brush ( a hog's -bristle brush ) la
y

it al
l

over th
e

baskets.

TO BOIL BROCCOLI. - Cut of
f

the stalks and outsideleaves, let Let it dry , and repeatthe application a secondtime.

ting only enough remain to make them look well , and to keep

th
e

flowercompact .Put th
em

in
to

hot water ,and le
t

themwith coldwater , an
d ,after it ha
s

soaked an hour ,pour of
f

th
eBAKEDMACARONI. — Fill a small pie -dish with macaroni, cover

bo
il

gently until th
e

flower is quite tender - no
t

lo
ng

enough fo
r

water . Then bo
il it in milk about an hour , afterwhichdrain

them to break . The rule of cooking them until th
e

stalk is soft it .Procure somenice cheese, and grate it very fin
e

. Butter &

holdsgoodonlywhen they ar
e

fresh cu
t ,and then on
ly

ifthey baking - di
sh , an
d

sprinkle in a little cheese , somesmall piecesof

have be
en

quickly grown ,otherwise th
e

tower breaks before th
e

butter , a littlewhite pepper , an
d

sa
lt , álayer ofmacaroni,the harder stalk becomestender . If fresh , they take about a

quarter of anhour ; bu
t

if they ar
e

not quite fresh , or haveuntil thedish isfull ,putting th
e

cheese on la
st , w
ith
bi
ts

of

another of cheese, pepperand salt , then macaroni, and so on ,

been rather long growing , they take longer . Drain them, put butter .

them to keep hot until the moment of serving ( fo
r

a cool cauli- | twenty minutes .

Put it into a pretty hot oven to brown fo
r

abont
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Poundstock." Johnhadplayedhimsucha trickabout thesaleof a

heforgaveeverybodywho had injured him “ except John Bat, of / amphantly.
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MOCKTURTLE.--Half a calf's headwill bequite sufficient, even CLEVERCHILD. - AParis papergivesa conversationbetweena fa

if it be small, to providesoupenough for a moderateparty, as ther and hi
s

littledaughter:“ Whathaveyoudonewith yourdoll ? " .

it will fill a tureen of two quarts ; but it must be fresh and un “ I haveput it away , to keep fo
rmychildrenwhen I grow up . "

stripped of the skin , which is the most gelatinous part . Take “ But if you shouldn'thaveany ? "

out thebrains, cleanthe head carefully in hot water by squeez “ Ah ! well , then it will do fo
r

mygrandchildren. "

ing it with the band to pressout the blood , and leave it after IMPOSSIBLE. - A debatingsocietyhadunderconsiderationtheques
ward fo

r
an hour in cold water ; then put into it five or si
x

tion ; " Is it wrong to cheat a lawyer ? " The decisionarrived atwas ," No , but impossible. "

quarts of warm water , along with two pounds of veal , twopounds of delicate pickled pork , chiefly fa
t , a roastedonion or familyphysician , “ ki

n

yo
u

te
ll

m
e

ho
w

it is thatsomefolks is born

BORNDUMB.- " Doctor , " said an oldlady , theotherday , to her
two, stuckfull of cloves, and the thinly -paredrind of a lemon , dumb ?togetherwith a large bundle of savory pot -herbs , two sliced “ Why , hem ! certainly, madam, " repliedthe doctor ; “ it is ow .

ing to the fact that theycameinto theworld withoutthepower of

carrots,and a head of celery . Let this boil for two hours , then speech . ”

take up the headand the pork . The headmust be stripped of “ La , me , " remarked the old lady , " now jest seewhat it is to

its skin , and the brains , tongue , and eyestaken out . Let the have a physic education ! I'vę axedmy oldmanmore nor a hun .

bones of th
e

head be broken andreturned to th
e

soup , and boil died timesthat ' eresamething , an
d

al
l

that I couldever ge
t

ou
t

of

himwas , ' 'Kase they is ! ' ”

two hours longer — thebrains being made into forcemeatballs ,th
e

tongueskinnedandsliced ; th
e

black part of the eyeshould agentleman ofone of hi
s

laborers , looking around in surpriseupon

BETTERTHAN A DOZEN .- " Howmanychildrenhaveyou ? " asked
also be taken out , and the remainderminced ; the skin being the family .cut into pieces of little more than an inch square. While the “ Betterthan a dozen, sir . "“ I onlymakeout eleven, " satdthegentleman.

stock is boiling , put into a stewpan a small quantity of butter , “ Faith ,an ' isn't that better than a dozen , sir , when onehas to

with someonions , sliced thin , a little basil , marjoram , and feed ' em ? ” exclaimedthe happyfather .

parsley, a small quantity of thyme , three bay -leaves, two bladesmace, a fe
w

allspice ; sweatall thesewell over the fire ; when
Here lies a manwho lovedthe simpletruth

done, addsufficientflour to thicken the soup . Stir in the boil An uprightmanhasfallenlow , forsooth !His virtues - hold ! whatcanhis friendssaymore !

in
g

stock by degrees, to avoid its being lumpy ; le
t
it boil gently

Here lies at lengthwhoneverlied before .

fo
r

an hour , then rub it through a tammyand set it overthefire ;when it boils add the meat . When thoroughly cooked, season An honestfarmerwas invited to attend a party at thevillagedoc
tor's oneevening , when therewas music , both vocal and instru

th
e

soup to your tastewith salt , a small quantity of cayenne mental . O
n

the followingmorning hemetone ofthe guests, who
pepper, lemon -juice , together with nearly a pint of sherry . said :Servewith two lemonsupon aplate , cu

t
in half , as someper- th
e

quartettesexcellent ? "

“ Well , farmer, how di
d

youenjoyyourself lastnight ? Werenot
sonslike thesoup to be somewhatacid . Mushrooms are some Why , really , si

r , I can't say , " said he , “ for I didn'ttaste ' em ;

timesadded. The soupwill take at least seven or eight hours but thepork -chopswerethe finest I ever at
e . "

in preparation. A calf's head requires its own weight of meat AFTER THE DANCE .

to make th
e

broth of proper quality .

CHARLES ( loquitur ) .

GIBLETSOUP. - Scald and clean a set , or more , of giblets ; Tell me, Laura ,why thatsadness?Tell mewhy that look of care ?

stewthem in a little gravy , with two onions , a bunch of sweet Why has fledthatlook of gladness
herbs, two glasses of white wine , pepper, and salt , until the That thy facewas won't to wear ?

gizzards ar
e

quitetender ; then take out the giblets and strain
LAURA.

th
e

broth. Make a stock with two pounds of gravy beef , three Charles , ' tis useless to dissemble;
Onions, andfivepints of water . Skin someonions , slice them , Well my facemaywear & frown ,For I've lostmy largesthair -pin ,

and fr
y

them in butter , with a small quantity of basil , marjo
And my chignon'scomingdown !

ra
m , and parsley ; take them out of the pan ; add sufficient to A SOLDIERbeing asked if he metwithmuchhospitalitywhen in

thickenthe soup, and le
t
it be slightly browned . Then stir in Ireland , replied , “ That he was in thehospitalnearly al

l

thetime he

th
e

boilingstock ; let it boil half an hour , pass it through a was there. "tammy, put it again on the fire , and skim it carefully ; add the SHOEMAKINGBYMACHINERY. - A countrycobblervisitedone of the
şiblets, tw

o

glasses of sherry orMadeira wine ,and alittle large shoemanufactories th
e

otherday ,and fo
r

th
e

firsttime in hi
slife sawshoesmade by machinery.

lemon-juice. Season it highly . The gizzardsshould be cut into “What do youthink of that ? " askedtheforeman.

quarters, or theywill no
t

become so tender as th
e

other parts ; into hi
s

pockets ,gazing at th
e

wonder -working machinebefore hi
m .

The astonishedcobbler stood breathless, with his handsthrust
divide th

e

liver ,feet ,neck and pinions in moderate -sizedpieces; “ It beatsawl , " was thelaconicreply .

take of
f

the bill , and cut the head in two . In some marshy
We believe it is rarethat an editorindulges in a drop ; but when

situations, wheregeese ar
e

reared more fo
r

the profit derived they do , theirreaders ar
e

sure to findthemout . A contemporary

fromtheirfeathersthan their flesh , and thus not properly fattened, th
e

wholebird issometimes made into soup ,ready headwasratherheavy , an
d

di
d

it up after th
e

followingmanner :

trussed fo
r

th
e

table , the giblets being dressed as above — th
e

th
e

hole of hi
s

stocking committedarsenic by swallowing adose offactsin

aircass,which is served upseparately ,being smothered in onions . suicide. Th
e

inquest of th
e

verdictreturned a jurythatHe leaves a childandsix smallwives

Itmust bestewedvery slowly , an
d

will take fromthree tofour accordancewith hi
s

death.to lament the end of his untimelyloss . In deathwe are in the

hours, according to its size ,before it can be brought to table ; midst of lif
e . ”bu
t

th
e

soupwill be of first -rate quality . Duck giblets make a SOMETHINGLIKE A LOVE .- " Amelia, for thee - yes, at thy com:

verygoodsoup, but , beingmuch smaller than those of a goose , mand , I'd tear this eternalfirmament in a thousandfragments ;l'a

alargerquantitywill be necessary ; and those ofother fowls , gather th
e

stars , on
e

by on
e , as they tumblefrom th
e

regions of

turkeys, and gamemay also be used with nearly the same etherealspace, and putthem in my trowserspocket ; I'd pluck thethatOrientalgod of day , that traversestheblue arch of heavenin such majestic splendor ; I'd tearhimfrom thesky , andquench,his bright effulgence in thefountain of myeternal love fo
r

thee ! "

À STRING OF BEADS . Afew daysago alittle urchin up -townsaw a fivecentpiecelyingon the footway . He had no soonerpicked it up than itwasclaimed

& roburn, believinghimself to be dying , sent fo
r

a clergyman, by a carman .“ Your'shadn'tgot a hole in it . "

which he announced hi
s

fitness to di
e . Pressedupon certaintopics , “ Yes it bad , " saidtherogue of a carman.

particularlyupon th
e

question of forgiveness to hi
s

enemies, he sa
id “ Then, thisone ain't , ” coolly repliedtheboy , andwalked of
f

tr
i

m
io

edim Impressed by th
e

eshertationis of th
e

Clergyman , an
d

ofeightconsecutivemonths ,whichwere accepted. Th
e

fir
st

notowasprotested, on it'scomingdue ; and on thecreditor's askingthe

si Ye
n

he turned to th
e

minister an
d

sa
id , w
ith

an or Satisfaction debtor fo
r

an explanation, tỉe latter sa
id :'altell tewhat ,maister, if I di
e , itficutgive un ; bu
t

if I ge
ts

w
el
l

, debt in
to

smal1 "portions tosave yo
u

th
e

stock of losing it al
l

at

affect.

sun ,

I'll at un agen. "

once . "
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MARRIAGE as IT OUGHT TO BE.

11
11 11

SCENE- GRACECHURCH,NEW YORK.- " The happybridewas attendedby th
e

variousdomestics of herfather's house, who bore in

their hands the emblems of her proficiency in th
e

useful arts . The diploma ofher domesticmeritiswas handed to theRev.Mr.
Clarke , who forthwithcommencedreadingthemarriage ceremony. " ' - New YORK PAPER.

SMARTBoy . - A manfromthecountrywas accosted by a juvenile DURINGthewar a lady was distributingtracts to the occupantsof

polisher of begrimedunderstandingwith theusualquestion: a military hospital , andwas excessivelyshocked to hearonepoor

" Black your boots, sir ? ' ' fellow laugh at her .She stooped to reprovethe wretchedpatient.

" No. "

“Black 'em fo
r

a penny ! "

“ Why , ma'am , " said he , “ you havegivenme a tract on th
e

si
n

of dancing, when I havegot bothmy legsshot of
f
. ”

" No. "

“ I'll do ' em fo
r

nothing ! " A NEW YORKurchin unconsciouslyperpetrated a great joke at

“ All right . ' ' theexpense of hi
s

teacher . Theladywas announcing to herpupils
The younghopefulsetabouthis workwith greatenergy, andsoon the holiday of February 22d, and asking themsomequestions c

on

had on
e

boot in a bright , shiningcondition . " Then ,turning up th
is

cerning its observance " ; amongothers ,why th
e

birthday ofWash
face to theblackee, he gravelyannounced: ington should be celebratedmorethan that of anyoneelse.
Now , you'll have to givemefivecents to do the other. " Why , " she added , “ more thanmine ? Youmaytell me, " sh

e

That boywill yet be somebody. said, to a little fellow , eager to explain .

" Because, " he exclaimed ,with great vivacity—“ because he
UNFEELING. – WidowGrizzle's husbandlately died of cholera. In nevertold a lie ! "

themidst of themostacutebodilypain , afterthe haud of deathhad
touchedhim, andwhile writhing in agony, his gentlewife said to GoodFor Hogs.-Dr. Johnson was onedaydining at th

e

house of

him : a lady , whenshe asked hi
m

if he did not thinkher puddinggood..

" Well , Mr. Grizzle , you needn't kick round so , andwear all the “Yes , " growled the greatmoralist ; " it is very good fo
r

hogs. "

sheetsout , if youaredying ! " Shaú ihelp you to another plateful , then ? ,asked th
e

polite
hostess.

A in

ha
d

sandedsugar so
ld

to hi
m ,inserted in th
e

local paper th
e

follow " backstedtlements , an
d

stopped" at a cabin ,where th
e

oddiad th
eLost SHEEP. — A Methodist preacherwas traveling in one of th
e

ing :

Notice - I bought of a grocer in this village a quantity of ceived him verykindly . After setting provisionsbeforehim , sh
e

fromwhich I obtainedonepound of sand. If th
e

rascalwho cheated began to questionhim .

mewill send to myaddresssevenpounds of goodsugar, I will be “ Stranger,where monghtyou be from ? ' '

satisfied ; if not , I shall exposehim . “ Madame. Ireside in Shelbycounty ,Kentucky ; " .

The followingdaynineseven-poundpackages of sugarwere left here ?Wall , stranger

, no , offense, but what moughtyou be doin' u
p

at his residencefrom as manydifferentdealers, eachsupposinghimself theoneintended. “ Madame , I am searching fo
r

th
e

lost sheep of th
e

tribe of

Israel . "

conntry . “ I have on
e

th
at I raised fr
om a pup.thing to a good st
ol
t

minnit ; "here's a stranger al
l

th
e

w
ay

fr
om Shelbycounty KendurekinJohn , Jolin ! " shouted th
e

ol
d lady : “ comerighthere th
is

fellow , an
d

a heavybarker an
d

feeder . Th
e

man of whomhonght a huntingstock , an
d

I'l
ljust be
t

m
y

lif
e

th
at

th
e

tangle-haired ra
m
,

him said hewas a thoroughbred,but he begins to have a mongrel that's been in our lo
t

al
l

lastweek , isone of his’n . "

kes an
y

suspiciousperson about th
e

premises, Hegoes right in
to her venster praying fo
r

ra
id , ha
d

re
ly

cabbages cu
t

up bekella
hoase , an

d

he scratched al
l

night to ge
t

ou
t
!strohenkerttuime in hi
ne

storm , an
d , on viewing th
e

wreck ,remarked th
at

sh
e :never kn
ew

out , and he scratched al
l night to get in . Thenwe tiedhimup in him undertakeanythingwithout

overdoingthe matter. "

the garden, and he howled so thatthe neighborsshot at himtwicebeforedaybreak. Finally wegave him away, and he cameback ; HAPPINESS.—A little girl ,attending a party , wasasked by be
r

m
or

andnow he has just recoveredfrom a fit , inwhich he hastorn up apatchthathadbeensownfor our spring radishes. " ** O
h . "said sh
e

" I am full of happiness. I couldn't be an
g

ha
p

pier unless I could grow . "
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2
back. Black ribbons fasten beneath the chignon.
No. 3.- This is a jaunty littleaffair, of white Neapolitan andblue silk . At one side the brimis turned up, thus revealing thefull silk lining . Around the

crown is a loosely-rolled blueribbon, and upon the top is alarge flat cluster of white daisies
and green leaves, with one longtrailing spray.

DESCRIPTION OF FOUR
PAGE ENGRAVING .

Fig . 1.-Dress à deuxjupes ofgraysilk, shadedwith blue. Thelower skirt is trimmed all round
the bottom by two rows of ruching of the same silk . A largesquaretab is imitated at eachside
of skirt by similar ruches, whichdisappearbeneaththeupperskirt ,and in the centre of which are

DESCRIPTION OF BONNETS .

3

are many,

FromMiss MATHERS, 89
1

BROADWAY.

Some ofthe prettiest and most elegantmodels of the seasonwe find atMissMathers'sestablishment. Thereand al
l

are charminglygraceful. This month , however , w
e

shallspeakexclusively of the roundhats ,whichstill continue à la mode.N
o.
1. - Ahat of fineEnglish straw .Thesides of thebroadbrim are turned up , and finished by a quilling ofWhitesilk ribbon . A band of ribbonencirclesthe high crown , and knotsin front in a large loosebow . Frombeneath it springs along white plume .N

o.
2. – A Bergère (shepherdess)ha
t
, as novel as coquettish. It is ofwhitechip , quite flat , and edgedwithblack lace. Black satin ribbon ,framed in lace , outlines a squareuponth

e
to
p , where it is fasteneddown aton

e

side by two large red roses , withbudsandleaves. The long laceends ,finished by ribbon bows , fall at the

placed bows of the same silk . Theupper skirt is composed of a tablierand a tunique bouffante, both edgedby single ruchings . Those on thefront sides of the tunique are continued up the sides of the corsage,and round the neck . Squarecorsage,the lower part fastened by silk buttons ; the front is also trimmed bylarge bows of the silk . The sleevesare edged by frills of white lace ,

headed by ruchings of silk . The
coiffure is simply a band of blue ribbon , fasteneddown at each side by arosette, and a fall of white lace .

Fig . 2. - Costume of pale straw -colored silk . The round skirt is trim
medwith three ruchings of blue silk .A narrow ruching heads the lowsquare corsage, which has one large
rosette at the side , andanother ,some
what smaller , at each shoulder .Above the corsagerises a lace ruffle .

The straight , half - long sleeve is fin
ished by a deepfall of white muslin ,lifted at the inner side , beneath a

blue bow with ends. Similar bowsVOL. XXIY . , No. 6–21 BONNETS. – From Miss MATHERS, 891 BROADWAY.



890 FRANK LESLIE'S LADY'S MAGAZINE .

and small rosettes loop the short muslin over-skirt at each | corsage, which opens upon a lace chemisette. Lacetrims th
e

side. Blue waistband. In the hair is a white rose, with small long , straight sleeves, and forms the bowwith broadendswhich

blue flowers. fastens the ceinture at the back . Orangeblossoms in thehair,

Fig . 3. — Toilet of pink grenadine. The round lower skirt with a largevail of white tulle .

has one deepflounce of rich white lace, headed by a wide puff Fig . 10. –Visiting toilet of lilac -coloredsilk . The long skirt

ing of white grenadine. The second skirt is quite open in has very deepflounce with a puffed heading. The front of the

front , and forms a long train . It is slightly gathered in at cach basquinesimulates a buttoned vest ; the sidesand backaredeep

side, and is edged with a ruching of pink satin ribbon , and a and shaped. A narrow silk ruching crossesthe corsage, and is

lace flounce. The Louis XV . corsage is very low and square in continued quite around , thus supporting the bouffants, or puffs,

front . The guimpe, or stomacher, is of muslin , with a narrow at the back . The ruching heads a flounce of black Chantilly

ribbon ruching heading the ruffled edge, and a broader ribbon lace . Lace bow , with floating ends. Straight sleeves. The

encircling the throat . The half -long sleeves are trimmed to large puff is framed in a narrow ruching . Lace finishesthe

correspond. A silk waistband, with long fringed ends , knots small cuffs . Collar and under - sleeves of white lace. Bonnet of

at the back . Coiffure of pink roses. white tulle , and lilac ribbon , with a lace vail falling overthe
Fig . 4. -Dress of emerald green mohair . The gored skirt chignon .

has a short train , and is trimmed with three rows of green rib Fig . 11. — Dress of gray foulard , the bottom of skirt trimmed

bon , dottedwith hlack . At the back this skirt forms a large by five flounces, composed alternately of gray foulard and of

puff , wbich is supported by the two rounded basque-fronts , and Metternich green silk , headed by a band of green ribbon. A

a large flat bow with ends. These are edgedwith dotted rib- biais band of foulard , bound by green ribbon , is carried up to

bon , two rows of which head the fluted ruffle upon the fronts . the waist , and continued up the corsage. On it areplaced, at

The corsageamazone opens in front . The revers, the long equal distances, bows of Metternich greenribbon . The upper

straight sleeves, and the ceinture, are all ruffled and trimmed part of the skirt is trimmed by a bouffant like the dress, edged

with ribbon . The latter is fastened at one side beneath a ro- by flounces of Metternich green silk , and of the grayfoulard.

sette, with a black silk button in the centre. Chemisette and From underneath this bouffant appears, on eachside of theskirt ,

under - sleeves of fluted cambric. a long , pointed tab of the foulard , edged by a frill of thegreen
Fig . 5. – Visiting toilet of mauvesilk . The lowerskirt forms silk , and trimmed by bows of green ribbon . The corsage is

a long train , with four pinked -out flounces. The second skirt edged by a band of green ribbon , and headed by black lace.

is shapedand trimmedwith rouleaux , and large mother - o
f - pearl The front is trimmed by three bows of ribbon : ceinture of gray

buttons. The upper skirt is short in front , and very long at foulard , edged by the green ribbon . The sleevesaretrimmed
the sides and back . It is entirely edged with a rich white at the wrist by deepcuffs of Metternich greensilk , with narrow

Jace . The pointed side -widths are open, and lifted to form the black lace edging , and having at the bottom frills of blacklace.

panier. The high corsagebuttons in front . The pelerine is A lace shawl or mantle may be addedfor outdoorwear. Lego

quite open, and finished by a narrow lace . Straight sleeves. horn hat , trimmed with pink ribbon , black lace, and a white
The deepcuffs are framed in lace , and have a row of mother- feather .

of - pearlbuttons upon the outer side. The rouleaux , or pipings Fig . 12. - All -round skirt of mauve mohair , borderedwith a

of silk , are repeatedhere as well as upon the corsageand upper flounce , the plaits of which are laid one abovethe other. The

skirt -shapedceinture. Lace collar . Bonnet of mauve crape flounce measures twelve inches in depth , is cordedwith mauve
and white lace, with a large golden tulip in front . satin , and the head of it is scalloped. The secondskirt forms

Fig . 6. - Walking dress of salmon - coloredfoulard . The high a puff at the back ; under the puff there is a bowwithwide
corsageopens upon a front of green silk , which simulates a hanging loops and short ends, al

l
of the samematerial as th
e

buttoned vest. The basque-fronts are shaped ; the back is dress, the band being satin . The border to the secondskirt is

rounded. Biasbands of green silk , with leaves of the same, likewise mauve satin . The bodice and basquesare trimmed
and a fluted ruffle , compose the trimming . Ruffles edge the with satin .

deepcuffs of the straight sleeves. Bands and leaves outline Fig . 13. - Bismark brown foulard costume. The firstskirt is

and trim the tablier of the round lower skirt . The four pinked borderedwith a marquiseruche , and a similar ruchebeing re

out flouncesare alternately green and salmon -colored. The peatedsix inches above it . The secondskirt corresponds, and is

short upper skirt is open in front , and looped back beneath looped up at the back with a large rosette of ribbon. Another
groups of leaves in passementerie. Toque ofwhite tulle . The rosette on a smaller scale, is repeated at the back of the waist.

full puffs of th
e

border ar
e

separated by buttons of green silk . The head - dress is composed of white blonde, studdedwith
Feather aigrette . flowerets, and terminating behind with two long ends of black
Fig . 7. - A Watteau robe - de - chambre. This is of pink leno . velvet that cross the chignon and descend to the waist. The

The fronts ar
e

quiteopen , and thrown back to revealthe lining ends ar
e

ornamented in a spiral pattern with white blonde.

of white silk . The back is sewnon in three large folds to the
yoke . The small ornaments ateachside ar

e
of pink si
lk ; from a flounceeightinches deep ,headedwith three cross - cu
t

bands to
Fig . 14. — Dress of grenadine . The first skirt is borderedwith

these fall th
e

broad ribbonswhich knot and support th
e

fu
ll

match . The secondskirt is open in front ,rounded at each si
de ,

puff . Around the lower part of the skirt is a broadflutedband .

Small pelerine . Straight sleeves ,with deepcuffs . Collar an
d

headed by two cross - cu
t

bands of satin . This secondskirt is

and edgedwith a flounce five inches deep, which flounce is

sleeves of embroideredmuslin . A puff of muslin , framed in gathered up as a puff at the back , which puff is fastened b
y
a

lace, composethe small morning cap .

Fi
g

. 8. —Dress of ashes - of - ro
se

foulard . The long train skirt a flounce of four inches , headed by two cross -bands, al
l

la
id

on

satin sash tied underneath it . The high bodice is trimmedwith

is gored . The corsage is high an
d

plain ; th
e

sleevestraight , to simulate a bertha . A satinrosette in th
e

centre . There is a

with a large puff covering the upper part . This is headed by a basque fastened to the bodice. It is short at the back, but in

narrow black lace, and supported by a broad band of straw- front is continued to a long point . At the hips it is crossed b
y

colored ribbon ,framed in lace .Verydeep blacklace cuffs . the sa
sh , an
d isbordered al
l

round w
ith
a flounce,measuring

White lace collar , with a large rosette or black lace.

ceinture , of straw -coloredribbon ,edgedwith narrow black la
ce , Above th
e

flounce there ar
e

tw
o

cross -bands. A gold Louis XY .

The wide six inches at th
e

front ,but decreasing to two inches at th
e

back.

is fasteneddown in front by ablue ornament .At th
e

back it locket ,tiedwith velvet th
e

color of th
e

dress . Earrings to

is attachedbeneath a largedoublebow , with ends. In the hair match.

is worn an ornament similar to that upon the waistband.

White blonde lappets , falling in streamers a
t th
e

back,

Fig . 9. — Bridal toilet . The material is white gaze- de -soie; the greenribbon .

and ornamented with a wreath of honeysuckle, and loops of

round lower -skirt is trimmed en lablierwith falls of deepwhite
lace - applicationd'Angleterre. Theseare disposed in rounded tine . The he

m
is ornamented with bows sewn on at regular

Fig . 15
.

— The first skirt is of malachite greenmohairbrillan

flounces, eachwith a heading of ruchedsatin ribbon . The up
-

intervals ,and about eight inches apart . The secondskirtformas

pe
r

skirt is an open train , edgedwith aruching ,above which a puff at th
e

back ,which is gathered up so as to form festoons;

ris
es a single fla
t

row of lace . A ruche borders th
e

Pompadour ] at th
e

commencement of ea
ch

festoonthere is a bo
w . Th
e

hi
gh
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bodiceis plain, and the sleevesareornamentedon the shouldersand wrists with ribbon bows.There is a bow in front at the top of the bodice, another at the top of the back, and athird at the waist ; the two latter are joinedwith ribbon ends, which cross the back lengthwise. All the bowson the dressare composedof four loops with a strap across. Those atthe top of the bodice, on the sleevesand cutfs,are of medium size, the rest are larger in proportion. Linen collar and cuffs. Chignon ofcurls.
Fig . 16. —Dress of grenadine barège. Theunder-skirt is trimmedwith six small flounces,headedbya pnff. The upper-skirt , boundwithsatin, is also of grenadine barège, and in frontfalls as low as the third flounce, but is loopedup at the back very high by meansof a hugesatin bow. The skirt is laid in folds at theback, so as to simulate sash ends, as seeninthe engraving. High round corsage, trimmedwith a ruffle, put on so as to simulate a pelerine, and headedwith a fold of satin.Fig . 17

.
—Dress of Roman striped grenadine .The skirt is arrangedwith a double panier atthe back , and a fringe to match the brilliantcolors in the dress is put on so as to simulatea tablier (apron ) in front , and is continued beneath the panier , terminating in broad sashends, edgedwith fringe . Low , squarecorsagewithout sleeves, beneathwhich is worn a waistof wbite guipure .

Fig . 18. - Dress of gaze - de -soie . The underskirt is long , and trimmedwith a puff of satin ,a fall of lace , and Marguerite bows. Tunicover -skirt , which forms in front two roundedbasques in butterflies ' wings ; these basquesare trimmed with a puffing of satin , and aflounce of white blonde, which continues at theback , and falls over the trained skirt . Thepuff is held back on eachside by Margueritebows . The very low body is trimmed inberthe braces, with a wide puffing of satin surrounded by blonde, lessening in width as it approaches the waist. The round band is fast
ened in front by a white satin bow . Threenarrow white blonde fiouncesform the sleeves.Manon head -dress with a row of pearls anda Marguerite bow on one side . All the bows

of this dress can be intermingled with pearls ,if desired to make it more splendid . A very
beautiful wedding dress can be made of thistoilet by adding a stomacherand white blondesleeves with satin rolls , and a high blondebody . White satin Dauphin shoes, with high

DESCRIPTIONOF PARISBONNETS. PAGE399.

--
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heels, surrounded by white blonde ,

completethis magnificent dress.

Fig . 19. - Dress of foulard . Round
skirt , trimmed at the bottom with
two cross pieces forming flounces ;

theseare veryslightly gathered. For
heading, a very small flounce, closely
gathered at the edge. Puff tunic ,

rounded at the back and long , trim
medwith a violet fringe , with a jet
headingsurmounting it ; two inches
and a half abovethis trimming a ga

thered black lace is placed reverse
wise ; above this another row of

fringe , and again above this last a

second row of lace is rounded and
turns upon the sides. These two last
trimmings of lace and fringe , very
much raised over the sides, aremade

to form the small round and short
basque chatelaine, which ornaments
the front of the dress. The sashhas

a wide bow of satin , surroundedwith
black lace at the back ; it hasthree
short , fan - like endswhich refallover
the puff , and two half long ones,

trimmed with fringe and lace, which
descend rather low down on the
dress. Bonnet of black lace.

Fig . 20.- Train skirt ; the front
breadth describes a deepscallop, th

e

remaining portion of the skirt is

vandyked . Betweeneach largevan
dyke there is one
scale ; al

l

are edged with mauve
ribbon , brocaded with flowers of a

darker shade. The ribbon is fe
s

tooned at one edge ; the heading is

pinked out with narrowmauvesilk.

The basque, which is in thesamestyle,

is fastened up en pou at th
e

back
with a large bow , the ends of which
are likewise vandyked and embroid
ered . Alengon lacecollarandsleeves.

on a smaller

od

le

5 6 7

DESCRIPTIONOFCHILDREN'SFASHIONS. PAGE400.
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centre of the back . This
tunic is looped up at eachside with ribbon bows. The
sleeves, which descend as far

as the elbow , terminate with
embroideredruffles . Hair arranged in curls . The head
dressconsists of a puff , with
small roses placed at theside.

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS.- PAGE 397.

No. 1. -Dress of violet
barège. The long train skirthas fiveflounces. The upper
skirt is finished by a deepfringe of a darker shade.Shaped bands outline the
verysmall tablier , and separ
ate the large puffs. A simi

la
r

trimming is repeateduponthe close corsageand long
sleeves. A silken ornament
fastensthe waistband at the

3

White blondefanchon bonnet , ornamentedwith a bouquet of azaleasthesamecolor as the dress. The blondestringsarefastened to the bodicewitha mauvesatinbow.

Fi
g

. 21. - Short costume, composedof blacksilk and black satin . The
skirt is trimmedwith a deepflounceof silk, vandyked at both edges, andpipedwith black satin . Silk basquine, forming a tunic , and loopedor bunched up at the back . It isedgedwith a flouncevandyked in thesamestyle as that which ornamentstheskirt . The bodice is buttoned toth

e

waist, the top is vandyked withsatin, andthesleevesare ornamentedto correspond.

Fig . 22. – The Countess du Barrytoilet. Whitemuslindress, with longtrain at the back, and trimmed witha richembroideredflounce, sewn onwith a cross-cut band of silk . Thebodice, which is low and square, isborderedwith a ribbon ruche , and isthenenrichedwith a beautiful em
broideredtunic , arranged à la LouisX " . , with a wide box -plait in the

greentulle .

0000 no
AC

0
pinked -out flounces, the upper ofwhich is erect. The tunic is roundedin front and open at the back , andis bordered by a bias band of thesame, and a deep tassel - fringe tomatch . The corsage is close -fitting ,with long straight sleeves. A bias
band and fringe outline a shaped pelerine . At the back are five loops ofsilk ; these graduate in size. The
broad floating ends of the silk waistbelt are fringed . Linen collar and
under -sleeves. Bonnet of

At one side is placed a pink rosewithtrailing sprays of foliage .

No. 4. - Dinner - toilet of rose -colored grenadine . The long skirt isentirely covered with small pinkedout flounces. The paniersare bordered by narrowbias bands of rose -color

ed satin , and finished by a very deepwhite lace. Leaf -shaped tabs of
grenadine, bound with satin , andgeranium flowers with droopingsprays are placed at eachside of thefront . Lace edges the low square
corsage and short puffedsleeves. Apuffing of grenadine, with a fluted
ruffle , forms the bertha. The bias
bandshere and upon the sleeves, as

O

WT) TUTTTTT

5

back . Embroidered collar
and cuffs. Bonnet of white
tulle and violet ribbon , with
feather aigrette at the side.

No. 2- Bride'stoilet . Dressof white silk . A deepfall of

white lace (applicationd ' Angleterre) , surmounted by a

ribbon ruching , simulates a

tunic and pelerine . Lace
and ribbon composethe cuffs

of the straight sleeves. De
licate sprays of orange blos
soms are gracefully disposed
upon the corsageand at the
shoulders . These spraysare
carried quite around the
waist , and meet at the back ,

falling upon the skirt . Il

lusion vail . Coiffure of or

ange flowers, with trailing
sprays.

No. 3 . – Dress of light
green glacé silk . Upon the
round lower - skirt are five

DESCRIPTIONOFWHITEMUSLINWAISTS. PAGE401.
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No. 6. Toilet for a young girl .
The material is raw silk of a Scotch
plaid pattern. The round skirt and
the deepbiasflounceare scallopedand
bound with green silk . The low
squarecorsageand short puffedsleeves
are scalloped. Puffedunder-bodyand
sleevesof white muslin . Ceinture of
green silk , with very large bow, and
long, fringed ends. Head-dress of
green ribbons.
Page 398—Nos. 1 and 2.- Backand

front of a looped-up skirt . For those
who will not wear short costumes,
all sorts of contrivances are had re
course to for looping up train skirts.
Our illustrations show one of these.
As will be seen, it is managedby but
tons and loops ; the buttons are sewn
on the centre back seam, and the
loops on the side breadths 'at the
back. There is also a loop below the
lower button. No. 2 gives the effect
when looped up ; the upper button is
sewn six inches below thewaist ; the

3

well as those which border the ceinture
and the leaf-shapedends of the large ro
setteat theback, areof rose-coloredsatin.
Head-dressof rosesand leaves.
No. 5. – Dinner or evening toilet .

Long train petticoat of white Chambery
gauze, with a flounce of the same, bor
dered with a bias band of light green
silk . The second flounce- white gauze,
striped with green-is bias. The striped
skirt follows the outline of the petti
coat. The very wide flounce of white
gauzeupon this is bound at each edge by
bands of green silk , and is divided near
the top by a bias striped puffing. The
upper-skirt is similarly trimmed. Large
bows of light greenribbon lift it at each
side to form the panier. The back of the
close corsage is high ; the front is low

It is trimmed with laceand
bias bands and bows of silk . The ker
chief is of plain illusion . The half -long
sleevesare trimmedto correspond. Broad
waistbelt and double bow of silk . Green
ribbons in the hair.

No. 2.- This is also of black silk. It
is rather loose-fitting; the skirt is shaped,
and finished with a ruffle, headedbythree
rows of black silk cord. The pointed
cape, the straight sleevesand broadends
falling beneath the three large loopsof
the ceinture, are al

l

cordedand ruffled.

This casaquemay be made of whitemus
lin ; in that case a colored ribbon is sub
stituted for the cord .

No. 3. - Round petticoat of whiteSwiss
muslin with a flounce and a widepuffed
heading . Dress of thesame. Lowpuffed
corsagewith a bertha of rich whitelace.

Lace falls from the short , full sleeves.

Long train skirt with oneflounce of lace,

surmounted by a ruched heading of th
e

same. This skirt is lifted at eachside

and gracefully draped. Supporting th
e

puff at the back is a very largebow of

and square.

5

distance of the second must be re

gulated by the height it is desired to

drape the over -skirt .

Nos . 3 , 4 , and 5. — Back , front and
side of a toilet which wili be found

in our Colored Plate . Its elegance,

novelty and peculiar grace entitle it

to a closeconsideration.

Page 400, No. 1. - A casaque of rich
black silk ; it fits closely . The
rounded skirt is gathered in beneath

a ruched puffing and a deepflounce .

From the waistband fall two small
bouffants or puffs . These are ruffled
and separated by a silken ornament
with a heavy cord and a large tassel .

Straight sleeves, ruffled at the wrists .

The large cape is ruffled . Black silk
cord similar to that upon the puffing

of the skirt trims this capeand traces

a pointed hood , which is finished by

a ruffle .

UAIR - DRESSING. BARKER, 622 AND624 BROADWAY. PAGE401.
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a

colored ribbon with
floating ends. The lit
tle mantelet of white or
black silk should be em
broideredwith silk of a
vividly contrastingcolor,
with tassels to match.
Flowers in the hair.
No. 4. - Dress of bot

tle-green summer mo
hair . This is princess
shaped, with long
train. A black passe
menterie trims the cor
sage and outlines a
deep tunic. Louis XV .
sleeves. Thesearehalf
long, pointed, trimmed
like the dress, and com
pleted by a fall of Chan
tilly lace. Collar of
Valenciennes lace.
No. 5.-Toilet of light

blue silk . The long
train skirt is quite
plain. The short upper
skirt has a scalloped
flounce; the puffedhead
ing is confined at inter
vals by large buttons of
blue satin. It is open
in front, and lifted at
each side beneath a co
quille of blue satin.

DV
AAAPAVA

3

@

T

DESCRIPTIONOFMANTLES. PAGE401.
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NA
Satin waistbandwith large loops at the back. Plain corsage.Straight sleeves with large puffs and small cuffs, all of satin. DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS .Marie Antoinette bonnet of black lacewith small blue maraboutfeathersat one side. FROMMADAMERALLINGS'SMAGASINDESMODES, 779BROADWAY,No. 6. —Dressof piain blacksilk . The long lower-skirt is gored; From Madame Rallings's large and varied assortmentof el

eit ha
s

a fluted flouncearranged in scallops . These ar
e

separated gant summer novelties , w
e

have selected th
e

following recent

by doublebutterflybows of broadblack ribbon ; higher up , a bow Parisian importations .is placedupon eachside of the skirt . The close corsagebuttonsin front . Straight sleeves, with a small butterfly bow at the white silk gauze.

No. 1. —This is an evening toilet of pink glacé silk beneath
The long skirt is gathered in to formtwowrist . This secondskirt is short , an

d

shaped in front ,where it very large puffs . Upon th
e

deepflounce thus arrangedfails

isedgedwith aflutedflounce . Th
e

back breadthsare gathered rick white lace . Thegauze oftheupper and larger puff is

up to form large puffs. A bow and pointed ends fasten the worked with goldl. At each side is a large oval tab of gauzewaistband. Lace collar an
d

under -sleeves. Bonnet of white puffed betweencross -bands of pink satin ribbon . Theseare
tulle , with a cluster of violets at one side .

framed in ribbon , fastened down by small silk buttons, edged

5 6

FASHIONS . – FROM MADAME RALLINGS'S MAGASIN DES MODES , 779 BROADWAY .
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with lace, and finished eachby a large bow with floating ends.
A narrow dotted band heads the fringe of the low corsage; ' sleeves. At the back a draperyof silk falls from thewaistband.
above it rises a lace ruff. The sleevesare very small. With This is caught in front beneath a puff with four loops. The
this dress th

e

hair should be worn high , with white flowersand deep rounded ta
b

is framed in a wide - scalloped, slate-colored
leaves at one side. A tiny hat of pink silk is placedwell in band . Linen collar and cuffs .

front . Over it falls a very large and deepvail of white illu No. 3. — Walking dress of light -green summer silk . The
sion dottedwith gold . round skirt has one deep box -plaited flounce. This is headed
No. 2. - Round petticoat of slate - coloredsilk , with one deep- and bordered by rows of black silk pipings . A similar flounce

fluted flounce. Robe -casaque of violet silk . This is open in outlines the largest tablier . Those of the two upperandsmaller
front , and is entirely bordered by a piping of the same, and an are narrower . Close corsagewith long straight sleeves, the
erect row of small slate -coloredscallops . Smaller scallopstrim deep cuffs of which ar

e
ruffled . The large cape ha
s

threerows

th
e

corsage, th
e

deep collar and th
e

full puff of th
e

straight of piping , and is lifted at th
e

back by three loops ; beneath it

3

ure VIDA

1 AND 2. BACK ANDFRONT O
F
A LOOPED- UP SKIRT. 3 , 4 , AND 5 , BACK, FRONTANDSIDE O
F
A TOILET, WHICHWILL BE

FOUNDIN OURCOLOREDPLATE. PAGE394.
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falls a pointedend . The loops arerepeated at the shoulders Em
broideredcollar and under -sleeves.

No. 4. – An exquisite evening
toilet of pale -blue glacé silk beneathwhite dottedmuslin . Fluted
flouncesform the tablier - front . At
each side is a series of puffs , andthe back breadths fall in a longtrain . The corsage is low and
close- fitting , the sleevesvery small .With this is worn a draped covering of white lace , and the effectthus produced leaves nothing tobe desired. In the hair should

be placed a white rose with greenleavesand tiny buds.

There is something remarkablyelegant in the present style ofbonnets. Particularly in thoseairy nothings ” of Madame Rallings's fine showrooms is there anovelty and a delicate freshness
which speedilycaptivates ; indeed ,the pretty wildwood blossoms andlong dew -spangled grassesare extremelysuggestive. One could almostbecomepoeticalover them .And these bonnets are small80 small ! Truly , it appears thatin the construction of these little
wonderswe are actuated by a ferventdesire to compress al

l

beauty ,eleganceand novelty imaginableintothe least spacepossible .No. 5 . This is of pale yellowsilk ; it is simply one large puff ,framed in a broad rouleau of thesame. Across the front are tinywhitemaraboutfeatherswith greenleavesanddrooping clusters ofpurpl
e

grapes. Secured to the tempting display by the finest metalthread is a golden dragon - fly withoutspreadwings . The effect thusproduced is really charming . Attheback a fall of fine black lace isloopedbeneath a fringed bow ofA larger bow confines thelacescarf -ends.

No. 6. -Here we have a creationof white silk and blonde lace . Itis somewhat of the Marie Stuartshape. The lace , starting fromthe front , is carriedover and quitedown the sides . It crosses thechignon instead of falling aboveit . A white feather , a spray ofblossoms,and a fewfrostedleavesareplaced in front . Broad silk strings .

is con --

Koos.

fastened by bowsand ends of blackribbon .

No. 2 is a fanchonbonnet of skyblue tulle . The front is trimmedby blue satin bows, and by a largetea -rosewith budsand foliage . Thebrides are composed of quilled bluesatin ribbon , fastened by a group ofbows.

No. 3 is a hat of black tulle ,having a frill of black laceall roundthe edge. It is trimmed by aplume of black ostrich feathers,and by bouquets of violets withtendrils and foliage , with a trail ,which falls over the back .

No. 4 is a round hat of whitechip , trimmed by a bandand doublequilling of sky -bluevelvet , andhaving at the left side an ostrich feather of the samecolor , with a roseand foliage . At the backare longfloating ends of white lace .

No. 5 is a fanchon bonnet of

white tulle , trimmed in front by

large Margueriteswith foliage , andat the back by several bows of whitesatin ribbon , intermixed with whitespottedtulle , which also coversoneof the Marguerites , and
tinued , edged by white blonde ,down the sides, forming double
brides, a spray of buds and foliagefalling over the oneon the left side .

No. 6 is a bonnet of white chip ,

trimmed in front by a ruche of

black lace, a bouquet of white lilac ,and a group of bows of black satin
ribbon , in the centre of which is a

small rosette of black lace. At the
back is a double frill of black lace ,

which is continued down the sides,falling over the brides of black satin
ribbon , which are fastened by loops

of similar ribbon , with a small
eventail of black lace , and a bunchof white lilac in the centre.

No. 7 is a fanchonbonnet of pink
tulle , trimmed both in front and at

the back by frills of pink , crape
scalloped out at the edges. Tbe
top of the bonnet is trimmed by

bowsand ends of pink satin ribbon ,

and by a large Marguerite . In the
front are also three emerald -green
bees, placed at equal distances ;

and the brides , of pink satin rib
bon , are edged on one side by scalloped frills of pink crape, and are
fastened by large bows .

No. 8 is a fanchon bonnet of

black tulle . The front is trimmed

by a large group of bows of black
ribbon , and by a double plaiting of

black tulle . At the left side is a

bouquet of double Narcissus, with
foliage and a long trail . The back

of the bonnet is trimmed by a frill

of lace, which is continueddownthe
sides, forming brides, headed by a

ruche of black lace. The bridesare
fastened by bowsand ends of black
ribbon .

ob
en

silk .

--3

DESCRIPTION OF PARIS BONNETS.- PAGE391.

FROMMADAMEMORRISSON'S, No. 6RUEDE LA MICHAUDIERE.

No. 1 is a bonnet of black tulle .The front is trimmed by a largebow of black lace , surrounded byje
t

ornaments, and havingagraffe of jet in the centre ; alsoby a rose and a black ostrich feather. Doublebrides of black lace ,

an

1. LIGHT-COLOREDSILK CORSAGE. . 2. MUSLINCORSAGEFOR A BALL TOILET. 3. FICHUOFBLACKDOTTEDTULLE. PAGE401.
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DESCRIPTION OF CHILDREN'S FASHIONS . - PAGE392. basque also crossesover the left one, describing the vandykeof
the bodice. The sleeves are ornamented both at the topand

No. 1. —Short skirt of pearl-graysilk , shotwith pink, trimmed bottomwith a pink ruche; a similar ruche likewise borders th
e

with three flounces si
x

inches wide , and edgedwith pink silk ; polonaise. Pink sash, fastened in front under a small bow,

short polonaise to match. The bodice fastens à la Russefrom without ends. The bodice is fastenedwith ten buttons. Cam
right to left , describing a very pointed vandyke. The right I bric collar and cuffs ; gray buttons .

5 6

JUD

CANADA

1 AND 2. CASAQUE O
F

RICH BLACKSILK . 3. ROUNDPETTICOATOFWHITESWISSMUSLIN.SUMMERMOHAIR. 5. TOLLET O
F

LIGHTBLUESILK . 6. DRESSOF PLAIN BLACKSILK .
4. DRESSOF EOTILE-GREEN

PAGE394.
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No. 2. - Dress à la Princesse, with square corsageand short No. 5. —This is another gown in cambric. It is gathered at
sleeves, of maize-colored silk . The front of the skirt and cor the shoulders in large puffs, and falls loosely. A marquise

sagefastenby blue buttons. The skirt is trimmedentablierby ruche of the same forms the trimming, and two cords, with

bowsof blue ribbon, betweeneachof which is placeda button. | large lace buttons, fasten it in front .
This trimming is carriedup to the waist, and continued Page 399.—No. 1. - A charming pattern for a light -colored

sidesof the corsageto the shoulders, the final bowsforming a silk corsage, to beworn over a muslin skirt . It is cut low, and
heading to the epaulettes. The top of the corsageis trimmed the heart-shapedfront opensupon a small chemisetteof tucked

bya narrowbandof blue ribbon. Chemisetteand long sleevesand embroideredmuslin. Pointed revers, with a large round

of whitemuslin.
collar. The basqueis roundedat the back, andsharply-pointed

No. 3. - Costumefor a little girl. The short skirt is of pink in front. An insertion of guipure, bordered with a narrow

silk . The corsageand basquesare of light -blue summerpoplin. ruching of white silk gauze, composesthe trimming.

The full puff upon the latter is headedby a narrow bias band No. 2.—Thisis a muslin corsagefor a ball toilet. It simu
of a darker shade, with a delicate passementerietrimming to lates a plaitedscarf. At the back it forms a rounded pelerine.
match. Straight sleeves. Pink silk ceinture fastening at the The open fronts cross. It is trimmed with colored ribbon,

side beneath a large double bow. Linen collar and under- which is coveredby an insertion of guipure, and edgedwith the

sleeves.

lace. The rounded basque is slightly lifted at each side by

No. 4. - Dressof light-colored foulard, with a deepflounce, bows of ribbon. A large double bow fastens the broad' waist
surmountedby a puffedand ruched heading. The secondskirt bandat the back.
is open in front ; it is finished by a silken drop-fringe, and is No. 3.-- Fichu of black dotted tulle . It is rounded at the
lifted at eachside by large double bowsof silk . Close corsage. back like a small pelerine. The fronts fall upon the skirt in

This slightly crossesin front, and is fasteneddown by one large long shapedends. It is trimmedwith several rows of narrow

silk button. Straight sleeves. Silk ceinture, with a bowat the black velvet and lace. Ceinture, and bows of bright -colored

back. Linen collar and under-sleeves.
ribbon.No. 5. - Skirt of blue foulard, trimmed with six flounces,eachtwo inches deep; white foulard overskirt, which reaches

DESCRIPTION OF HAIR -DRESSING . – Page 394.

bothat the backand front to thesecondflounceof the first skirt ;it is looped up at eachside to the sixth flounce. This second FROMMR. J. W. BARKER'S, Nos. 622 AND624 BROADWAY.
skirt is edgedwith a narrow blue flounce, headedwith three Nos. 1 and 2.—Divide the front hair into eight parts, and

rowsof blue rouleaux. Low square-cut white foulard bodicemake them into relevés, turned inward, those on the eighth

with long sleeves; it is borderd with a narrow blue frill with a side almost touching eachother. With the short hair on the

quilled heading; a secondblue frill ornamentsthe top of the forehead form four very light curls. Add a creole chignon,

frill . Blue ribbon sashfastenedin front with a rosette. Cam disposedin two large octagons, from which proceedsa bouquet

bric under-bodyand sleeveswith festoonededge.
of unequal curls. The flowersas indicated in the engraving.

No. 6. - Evening toilet for a little girl . Straw-coloredpoplin No. 3. - The front hair is rolled back, and formsa puff upon
dress, trimmedwith narrow flouncesand cross-stripsof orange the top of the large roll, which is encircledby a bright-colored,
silk. The first skirt forms a cut out Grecian pattern, the second beadedribbon. At the back fall long frizzed curls. The hair
oneis loopedup back and front with silk bows. Low square across the forehead is also frizzed. Ribbon bowswith orna
bodice, worn with a plaited muslin chemisette. Silk waistband ments ar

e

placed at th
e

backand at one side .

with largedoublebow .

Nos . 4 and 5 make the front and cross -partings . Prepare a

No. 7. - Dress à deuxjupes. The under -skirt is of silver -gray point of support on the to
p

of the head by means of a small

foulard. It istrimmednearthebottom by threerows of gray and plat turned round . Comb up from the roots th
e

hair on th
e

greengimp . The upper -skirt and square body , à la Princesse, temples. Make a number of loops and relevés interlaced , and
are of stripedgreenand black foulard . Thebottom of the skirt form a small Circassian cordonwhich passesacrossand orna

is cut up at equaldistances al
l

round , so as to form a succession ments the loops and relevés. Add a cluster of drooping curls .

of broadtabs , which are trimmed al
l

round and up the open- Ribbons and trailing sprays of roses, as in th
e

engraving .
ings by greenandwhite gimp . At eachside of theskirt pocketsar

e

imitated by the gimp . The top of the body — which is

MANTLES . - PAGE395.

square in front only — and the sleeves, at the arm -holes andwrists, ar
e

similarly trimmed , the gimp being carried slightly No. 1 .-— This is of black silk . It is close -fitting . The front

up at the back of each wrist to represent an opening. The simulates a small tablier , the sides are shaped, and the back
silver -grayfoulard , like th

e

under -skirt , appearsabovethesquare forms a large puff . Straight sleeves. A fla
t

band of passemen
body, and is carried up to th

e

neck en chemisette. Linen collar terie , with deep , narrow scallops of silk , each tipped with a

andunder-sleeves.

drop -button , composesthe trimming . It borders the corsage,which opens in front . Waistband with rosette at the back .Beneaththe puff dependtwo large tassels.

DESCRIPTION OF MUSLIN WAISTS , ETC. — PAGE 393. No. 2. -Here , too , the material is black silk . The paletot israther close - fitting , with long straight sleeves. A very rich
No. 1. - Nansoukcorsage. This is close - fitting . The trim - tassel -fringe outlines a shaped pelerine, bordersthe skirt , and

ming iscomposed of a band of narrow plaits and a wide inser - edges th
e

long -shapedendswhich fall at th
e

back . Uponeach

tio
n . It simulates a rounded pelerine at th

e

back , an
d

shaped of these is placed a large ornament in passementeriewith a

revers in front . The sleevesare trimmed to correspond. knotted cord and tassels.No. 2. - Muslin body . The small pelerine opens in front . No. 3. — Thevery deep fronts of this mantle are open and
Straightsleeves. Insertion an

d

flutings of embroideredmuslin rounded . The back is gathered in to form a puff , and th
ecomposethe trimming .

the sleevesare large and open. It is trimmed with bands ofNo. 3. — A loosejacket of finewhite cambric . An embroidered passementerie an
d

a tassel -fringe . From an ornamentplaced at

bandoutlines a lo
w -shapedcorsage , an
dismet byotherswhich th
e

waist in front a bandwith a border of scallopedsilk is ca
rcrossthe shoulders. The fronts cross , and the two rows of ried quite up and around th
e

neck . This garmentmay be of

puffing, framed in flat embroidered bands , are carried quite silk or cashmere, either black or colored .

around. Sharply -pointed collar , similarly trimmed . Straight No. 4. — This is of white Swissmuslin , and is intended to be

sleeves, with acuff formed of a single puff and narrow bands . worn with a dressof the same. The front forms a deep, squareN
o. 4.
-

This is agraceful design fo
r

a peignoir , ormorning- apron . There ar
e

neitherside -pieces no
r

sleeves, an
d

th
e

back
gown, of cambric,either white or colored . It isgored . The is sharply hollowed ou

t
at eachside . The ceinturefastens be

frontscross , an
d

th
e

sleeves ar
e

straight . It is trimmed with a neath a pu
ff ; from this fa
lls

another larger puff ,with tw
o

veryband of embroidery between narrowplaits , an
d

finished by a deep oval tabs . Pipings of coloredribbon and white lacecom .pose the trimming .

1

flutedruffle.

1
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FROMTHE TABLETSOF A PARISIANLADY OF SOCIETY.

DESCRIPTION OF COLORED PLATE . ,

Fi
g

. 1. — WALKING -DRESS. — Thismaterial is crystal , a very soft WHAT SHOULD BE WORN , AND WHAT SHOULD NOT .

andsilky kind of mohair . The round gored skirt has one fluted
flounce of black silk . A narrow bias band of the samedivides

it near the top . The short front width of the upper -skirt is en Fashions decidedly adhere to puffed -out dressesand paletots,

tablier; the others are gathered in to form a full puff , and the although somenew models appearwith long points at the back,

the whole is finished by a deepbox -plaited flounce of black silk . or with large square lappets ; these have no puffs , or paniers,

Silk flutings upon the closecorsagesimulate a double pelerine . but are always completed by a large bow at the back .

The straight sleeves are trimmed to correspond. Linen collar The short costume is more in vogue than ever, now that the

and under -sleeves. under -skirt is only just short enough not to touch the ground,

Fig . 2. - EVENINGTOILET O
F

PALE STRAW-COLOREDGLACESILK . thus rendering it unnecessary to loop it up in any way, and

-The lower gored shirt has a long , pointed train . It is lined train -shaped skirts are exclusively reserved fo
r eveningparties,

with white silk , and has one wide ruching of black silk divided and fo
r

visits of ceremony.

down the middle by a rouleau of the same. The upper -skirt is The walking costumesare either composed of a skirt and a

similarly shaped and trimmed , and both ar
e

quite short at the tunic -casaque, forming at once a second skirt and a bodice, or of

right side , thus revealing the richly -embroideredpetticoat . The a double -skirted dressand a mantelet . The latter arepreferred

corsage is low and square, and bordered with a flat band of for dresses of any thin material , such as grenadine, barege,

black silk , narrow bands of which divide the puffs of the long gaze de Chambery, and so on . The bodice is madequite plain , to

sleeves. Upon each upper puff is one large rosette of black wear under the mantelet , trimmed with flutings or ruchings ;

lace . From beneath the bow of the black silk waistband fall but frequently a small pelerine or a berthe is made of the ma

six puffed ends of the same. These vary in size. The lower terial to wear over it when the mantelet is removed.

one , however, is very deep and shaped, and al
l

are edgedwith We see some very nice costumes of toileindienne, a sort of

wide black lace. High under -body of plain white cambric ruf- mohair of good quality , composed of a skirt trimmed roundthe

fled around the throat . Ruffledunder -sleeves. bottom with a flounce put on with a heading , and of a very

Fig . 3. -Walking Dress O
f

Blue -GRAY CRETONNE. — The round stylish Louis XV . , with a squarebasque, open in front , or else
gored skirt is without fullness , and has one deepflounce of blue a casaquevery long at the back , looped up at the sides, slit be .

silk . This is gathered in near the top to form the full puff and hind in the middle , and edgedwith a fluting down the slit ; or ,

box -plaited ruffle. Upon the upper part of the skirt a narrow again , a short paletotwith revers, edgedwith a fluting , in which
box -plaited band outlines deepsquaretabs. These are finished case a second skirt must be worn , looped up at the backand

by a handsomedrop - fringe to match . Similar ruffles trim the sides, and trimmed al
l

round like the first , with a flounce.

close corsageand double sleeves. It will be observedthat the These costumesare also made of striped material , but w
e pre

upper sleeve is very deepand open. Plain linen collar . fer , in that case, the vêtement to be of another tissue. Thereare
Fig . 4 - CostuMEOF LIGHT LEMON-COLOREDSILK .-- Above the some very pretty paletots made of white alpaca, of a very

deep flounce upon the lower skirt is another of Chantilly lace . graceful shapeand pretty ornaments .

A bias band of silk divides this near the top . The skirt of the Besides fancy woolen tissues, which are mostly self -colored,

princessdressforms a rounded tablier , or apron , and is gathered or more or less finely striped — these are also fo
r

walking co
s

up at each side beneath a large lace rosette . The sides ar
e

tumes -there ar
e

very pretty striped coutits-toiled'Irlande, and
shaped ; the back is rounded. A pipedbias band of silk with foulards of different kinds , and also striped materials of foulard

a fall of lacecomposethe trimming . The lace only is continued and satin , which ar
e

much used fo
r

under - skirts , with tunic
around the tablier . The close corsage opens upon a plaited dresses of the samecolor , but without stripes.

cambric chemisette, and is fastened by two large silk buttons . These materials , tastefully made up and ornamented, form
Narrow lace edgesthe deepcollar . Extending half way up the very elegant costumes. Soft tints , such as fawn , buff, and

front of eachstraight sleeve is a quilling of lace, headed by very salmon-color , ar
e

particularly fashionable.
small silk rouleaux . Waistband of the same fastens at the Plain or short glacé silks and faille composethe moststylish

back beneath a large lace rosette. The Versailles hat is of fine dresses of the season, and costumes of black silk ar
e

always
white straw and light greensilk , with long white feathers. consideredmost lady - like for the street , whether they consist o

f

Fig . 5. — TOILET O
F

PALE LILAC -COLOREDGLACE SILK .—The a black tunic dress over a colored skirt , or of the dress co
m

round skirt ha
s

one very deep- flutedflounce of pink silk with a plete , ornamentedwith pink , maize, blue , cerise; or , again, ar
e

ruched heading. A narrower flounce simulates a secondskirt , entirely black and trimmed with lace or fringe ,

and , crossing at the back , disappearsbeneaththe flounce of the We also seethis summer , for dresses of a lighter description,

full panier . The closecorsageand double sleevesare trimmed

to correspond . Ceinture of lilac si
lk

with pink rosette . Linen sultana , florentine ,gaze de Chambery, plain , or stripedwith satin ;

a numerous collection of barèges, grenadines , plain or striped,
collar and under -sleeves. Pink ribbons in the hair . chaly , and Chinese crape, in white or colors .

Fig . 6.- COSTUME OF GREEN SATIN -GAUZE. — This material is a With these materials , dresses are very elaboratelytrimmed
kind of mohair , much lighter and more transparentthan the with flutings , edgedwith satin of th

e

samecolor , or with la
ce

crystal . Here th
e

round skirt is composed of one large puff and ruchesandsatin rouleaux . The out - of -door garment is either &

a very deep -fluted flounce, which is ruffled at th
e

to
p

and bot- tight -fitting paletot , puffed ou
t

at th
e

back , or else a mantelet
tom . The short upper -skirt is gathered in beneath a fluted with long lapels .

ruffle , and slightly lifted at eachside, where it is met by a puffed Long dresses, being more particularly destined to veryelegant

and ruffledbandwhich entirelycoversthe seam. Small bows of toilets , are mostly made of glacésilk or faille , poult- d
e - so
ie
, or

the same are placed down the front of the closecorsage. A gaze de Chambery.

ruffle edgesthe shapedbasque ; others headand trim theHenry The most tasteful ar
e

madewith a verylong train , veryample

IV . sleeves . Silk waistbandwith a small rosette at eachside . at the back and sides , but plain in front . They ar
e

trimmed
Linen collar . round the bottomeitherwith three narrow lace flounces

, headed
Fr. 7. — Walking Dress of LIGHT -BROWNPOPLINETTE. — Th

e

with a vandyked border of th
e

material of th
e

dress, edged
lower -skirt ha

s

on
e

deep -fluted flounce, with a puffedheading with satin ; or , again ,with fiv
e

or seven flounces of th
e

mate
framed in Darrow ruffles ;the upper on

e

falls upon th
e

puff . ria
l

of th
e

dress gathered an
d

pu
t

onwith aheading . These
The secondskirt is quite short an

d

draped in front ; th
e

sides trimmings ar
e

placed al
l

round th
e

dress, or elsetheysimulate

ar
e

shaped, borderedwith si
lk

rouleaux of th
e

same shade , an
d

th
e

shape of a tunic , open in front ,and come up to th
e

waist
ruffled . A deepruffle supports th

e
fu
ll

panier . Down th
e

front on either side ,while th
e

bodice is trimmedwith five or si
x

ro
w
s

of th
e

close corsage is a double ro
w

ofbuttons . Th
e

small , of lace , forming a jabot . The greatest nouveanté of th
e

season
square pelerine is trimmed with rouleaux an

d

silk fringe to for dressy toilets is th
e

bodice , open in front in th
e

shape of a

match. Rouleaux and narrow ruffles simulate cuffs uponthe heart , with revers à châle, orelse in the shape of a plastroon,

straight sleeves.Ceinture of th
e

samefastens at th
e

back be
-

with sleeves á la Marie Théråse, no
t

coming down further th
an

neath a rosette. Scallopedlinen collar and under -sleeves. the bend of the arm , and finished of
f

with deeplacéengageante.



THE MORNING BATH . 403

course.

.

an
d

1

--ad

: � d ]

--

ha
ck

at
10
0

% !

Theza
cl
f -cared

Frizi, &

Not a few of our grandes-damesadhere to the rules laid down , and al
l

round the edge, a ruching of shadedred ribbon , vailed

in th
e

Sport, a Parisian journal of high life , for th
e

costume de over with black lace ; at th
e

side , a rosette of th
e

sameribbon ,

This costume, specially and exclusively destined to be from which springs a white aigrette, tipped with black ; the
worn at the races, is to consist of a skirt just touching the strings are formed of crossstrips of black silk , edgedwith lace ,

ground, of faille, or other silk material , and the color of which fastenedwith a large rosette of red ribbon and lace .

mustdependupon the state of the weather. A train , madesep A Montespan puff of mauvetulle is borderedwith a rosette
aratefrom the skirt , is added to it at the back . This train is , of violets , continued into a necklace in front , with a fluting of

of course, of the samematerial as the dress. In the carriage it mauve tulle . At the back a bow of mauve silk , with fringed
may be left to fall loose or draped round the figure, and for ends. On the left side, in front , a bunch of ivy leavesand bril
walking it can be looped up with buttons . A mantelet , with liant grasses ; one blade of grass supports a beautiful amethyst
lapels in front , completesthe dress, which has none of the ex- fly .

travagantsash bows of which some of our éléganteshave been Then there are diadems of black lace and black satin , with a

making rather an abuse of late , but merely a high waistband small bunch of flowers, or a brilliant little bird in front , and a

with a strapand buckle holding a small aumonière, much re white or black aigrette .

semblingthatworn by Marguerite in Faust . The hat to beworn It is singular , indeed, to what extent black lace and black
with this costume is the chapeaude Versailles, of which w

e spoke satin are used this summer fo
r

trimming even white straw
lastmonth. hats .

Although costumes complete of the same material render We must mention , also , the coquettish bonnets called nid
blacksilk mantles lessnecessary, yet theseare still so useful on d'oiseau, which certainly have very much the shape of a bird's
manyoccasions, that they form an indispensable article in a nest . Though worn by someladies of fashion , w

e
do not give

lady'swardrobe. They are made much in the samemanner as these as la modegenerally adopted ; no , by no means. But as
those of the samematerial as the dress. There is the Watteau they are very much spoken of , w

e

could not omit including
casaque, the tight - fitting paletot , the long paletot , tight- these fanciful little chapeaux in our list of nouveautés.

fitting at the back, but loose in front ; the Louis XV . jacket One of them, madefor the beautiful Polish Princess Tablon
with squarebasque, the pelerine mantelet , looped up at the owska, is composed of fern leaves, moss, tinted foliage , and de

back; the scarfmanteletwith long lapels , and other models in licate blossoms, such as wood anemones, hare -bells , cuckoo

th
e

samestyle , al
l

trimmed with flutings , satin rouleaux and flowers, forget -me -nots , and lilies of the valley . A small hum
pipings, silk fringesand black lace . ming bird is posed upon this pretty nest , which is bordered
Elderlyladies generally prefer the mantelet of a more ample with a ruche of black Chantilly lace. The lappete of black

shape, andfalling in wide lapels in front . Very pretty mantles tulle and laceare tied in front a la Marie Antoinette .

ar
e

alsomadethis summer in white cashmere, and in white or Hats arealso of various shapes. The chapeauxRusses, which
blackgrenadine, striped or embroideredwith gold . weremade of Astrakan fur last winter , are now made of black
Almostall the long -neglected fashions seem to be coming to ! tulle and lace ; the ornament , whether a sprig of flowers, a

lif
e againthis year. Even Indian cashmereshawls are brought feather , or a bird , is placed as an aigrette in front .

outagainafterbeing left in the shade so long . But ladiesseem For the races there is , besides the Versailles hats , the Ga

to haveforgottenhow to fold and drape thesebeautiful shawls , brielle , which resembles it in shape.
oncethedistinguishedmark of a real grandedame. There was A pretty model of the sort we have seen is of white straw ; a

a timewhenonebelonging to la crême de la crêmecould be recog- very large white feather is turned back over it , and fastened in

nizedmerely by the way in which she wore her cashmereshawl . front by a ruby -colored bow of satin ribbon . At the back a

Bu
t

this is no longer the case ; the Indian shawl seemsnow to similar bow is completed by long fringed lapels.
havecomedown to the rank of any ordinary mantle . Without Other hats , of white crinoline , are trimmed round with a

beingcut, it is gathered in at the waist , and arranged so as to wreath of flowers ; but a satin bow is generally added to the
form a casaque, fitting at the back ; in front it is also gathered trimming .

up overthearms, so as to form sleeves, and it falls loose from Chignons are decidedlyless in favor than they have been ;

th
e

neck. Shawlshave beenmuch worn , thus arranged, during and w
e rejoice to se
e

a great many of our most elegant grandes

th
is

spring ; and even now , from favorite manteaux de voyage, dameswearing their hair simply plaited , and arranged in droop
Chinesecrapeshawls are worn in the sameway . ing loops at the back of their heads ; sometimes in a net , and

As fo
r

lace shawls , with lace flounces, they ar
e

no longer sometimesnot . Exaggerated fashions last a while ; but , hap
but they can very easily be transformed into tunic pily , one is always sure to se

e

them disappeareventually .

dresses, which look remarkably well upon colored silk dresses.

Thesetunics, with the fichu to match , are very fashionable, not
only fo

r

evening, but also fo
r

dressytown and visiting toilets . THE MORNING BATH .

The same ar
e

made in lama lace of good quality . In this
kind of lacevery pretty dresses ar

e

also made, either with long PAULMarcoy , in his amusing travels in South America , gives

duchessskirts , made up with thick plaits behind , or half - long, a very graphic description of bathing in th
e

Ucayale , a branch

in th
e

Louis XV . style , looped up at the sides ; or , again , à la of th
e

Amazon ,near th
e

mission ofSarayucu . H
e

statesthat a

Pompadour, shorter behind than in front . All these dresses more pleasant spot for a bath he never saw, the water being

havehigh or lo
w

bodices of the same lace , an
d

look extremely cold , placid , and just deep enough fo
r

th
e

purpose. The high
prettyuponunder -dresses of mauve , blue ,maize , or rose -colored treesand tropical foliagemade a delightful shade,and it seemed
silk. a retired spot in Eden . There was one little drawback to this

O
f

models w
e

havealso various new models to mention ; al
l

terrestrial paradise. It was haunted by alligators , who la
y

con

ar
e

small, but their shapesvary : cealed, ready to spring upon someunwary victim . To obviate

Here , fir
st
of al
l , is an Egyptian bonnet , formed by tw
o

their danger , Paul Marcoy an
d

hi
s

companionshired a number

flutings of whitecrinoline , with smallbunches of re
d

berries ofthe young natives ,who jumped in
to

th
e

river with sticks ,

betweencachplait ofthe fluting . Infront a bo
wof black la
ce , beating th
e

water ,and yelling , shrieking and hallooing at th
e

an
d

a whiteaigrette . Black laceborder at th
e

back ,continued to
p

of their voice . This strategy so effectually frightened th
e

infront upon th
e

lappets of crinolinelike th
e

bonnet , an
d

fast- alligators that Paul Marcoy an
d

hi
s

fellow -travelers to
ok

their
ened by a bunch of red berries . bath in easeand safety . When theyhad bathed to their heart's

Then a Flemishbonnet of ric
e

straw , with a ruche of pink content th
ey

gave asignal to their body -guard of water -thrash

si
lk al
l

round ,and a bo
w of th
e

same in front ,fastening abunch ers ,and al
l

sprang ondry landagain . The boys of th
is

region

ofroses an
d

a small white feather ; a ve
ry

small straw curtainare very fond ofball -playing , an
d

this pastime makes th
em

as

is turned up at th
e

ba
ck ,with another very large bo
w

of pink expert inhandling th
e

stick as though they were Irishmen

si
lk
. Strings of widepink ribbon . wielding a shillalah . They consequentlybeatthewaterwith such

AnotherFlemish bonnet is ofwhite fancy straw , edgedwith vigor th
at

it is so disturbed as completely to blind th
e

alligators

black; curtainturned upwith a bo
w

of black satin . In front , to th
e

lavishbanquet within theirreach .
witha

ar
ealga

dra

à lamode;:���������;

describe

witat

trimoni
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CKCOCCIG *

" PUSITOFF! ANSWEREDJULES ILAVIER, " I SHALLNOTCOME. "

DY ETTAW. PIERCE.

CILLITER I.

-men
women ticent eye.

A M A D PASSION. at the other side of the board), with eyes fixed on the famousgarden and the young moon shining out through long lines
of waving trees. Monsieur the capitaine, you would have ob
served, was a handsomeman, with an air of the old régime.

Anautumnmoon is shining golden and warm over the gar- the sansculottes— th
e

men who clustered, savageand cold , alout
Monsieur the lieutenant , on the contrary , has the bearing of

dens of th
e

Palais -Royal . Al
l

Paris is ou
t

this night . Hun- th
e

dripping guillotine ; th
e

men who sang th
e

awful " Ca ira "dreds of peoplelounge through th
e

stone galleries - hundreds of of th
e

faubourgs . He has a

people crowd the tables of the rugged face, dark as a mulatcafés of the republic , to ; a fiery mouth , a keen , rebeautiful in classic Born the son of adraperies, solliers of the army wine - seller of the Rue Dennis ,

of Italy and Egypt , with the while yet the Bourbon leidkissesof a southernsun brown the throne of Henri Quartre,upon their faces, and such Jules Flavier had receivedhis
umes as Lodi and the Pyra- education in the school of themids written in their hearts. Revolution — a frightful school ,It is the year 1801, and Napo- indeed, but the like of whoseleon is First Consul of France. students the world will rarely

At a table of the Café de la seeagain .

Rotonde, a trifle withdrawn from " Parbleu ! " cried the fair
the crowd , sat two officers. captain, setting down his wine
The first , a fair , blonde fellow , glass ; “ know you aught of

wearing the epaulettes of a this miserable island where
captain , was sipping a glass the blacks have nearly , or

exterminatedcf La , el talking at inter- quite , the"SISCOMBAT. vals to the locas seated / whites ? "

TE :

POTEN

ID DWARDA SINGULARCRY.

TCL T. ,Mo. C - 22
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his eyes.

19

yourfriend

Monsieur the cap- shewouldmarry him - would go toHayti . To hearthisfromher

Thewhole housewas a seaof light blinded eyes from her. He tried to look at the lights, the

" It is called Hayti,” replied the lieutenant, without turning |with a rose in her bosom, resting one arm on the velvetcushion
of the railing - this was MademoiselleClarisse.

“Well ,what would you ? We embark at Brest, or, perhaps, “ Marchioness,” said the captain, “ I have broughtmy friend,
Lorient. We go upon a tediousvoyage; we broil indefinitely M. Flavier . I beg leave to presenthim.”
beneatha tropic sun, because, forsooth, the First Consul must The old marchioness stretched out her hand. Jules Flavier
needspunis this mad negro chief, l’Overture. Bah ! rather groped for it like one in a dream.
give me the Alps again, the Nile , the desert!" Mademoiselle Clarisse had turned her head, andwas looking
Thegloomy faceof Jules Flavier lifted a little . He shrugged at him .

his high shoulders. She was looking at him with a facewhose beautywasa di
“ Monsieur, we soldiers cannot choose; we can only obey." vine despair ; she was looking at him with eyespurpleasahya

“ Ah, Clarisse !" sighed the captain, his mustachetaking a cinth, and full of that fatal delusivewarmth rarely seensavein
downwarddroop. Frenchwomen's eyes.

As Jules Flavier looked, heaven itself seemedbreaking uponA group of gay grisettes came chattering past the table, him.
smart and coquettish, in holiday attire, as only the Parisian
grisette can be. Jules Flavier Jooked at themaskant, but with “ Ah," whispered theold marchioness, “ seehim stareatma
a cold, unbending mouth. demoiselle! You have brought us more of your canaille, Gus

“ I see," he said, addressinghis comrade, “ you have a mis- tave. They have no manners.
tress." “Be not angry, I pray you," pleadedM. Victor, in thepink

ear of his betrothed.The captain lifted his eyebrows. “ He saved my life at Arcola. You are

“ No, but a betrothed-the loveliest woman in Paris. She heavenly to-night, mademoiselle—begracious, also.
will go with me to this island of fever and butchery. Mafoi ! Mademoiselle turned to the silent lieutenant with a smile.
what will not a womando for love ?" " Monsieur, ” she said, sweetly, “ I have heardof you. You
Jules Flavier staredfull at the other. were in Egypt and Italy ."
“ A betrothed !” he echoed. **Pardicu! may I ask her He did not answer; he had not spoken a word sinceentering

name !" the box ; he had not oncewithdrawn his eyes frommademoi
“ What ! You havebeenin Paris a month, and you have not selle's face.

heard of Clarisse? There is but one, I assureyou —the daugh “ Monsieur," she tried again, “here is the book of theora

te
r

of the old Marchioness de Charrier . Monsieur , shehas fifty torio . The First Consul is very fond of this opera. It is on
e

of

thousandfrancs, and she is an angel . ” Gluck's . "

* You love her , then ? ' ' said the lieutenant , still regarding Still he did not speak. Onemight have thought themanhad
him stealily . taken leave of his senses. Mademoiselle de Charrier flushed,

Monsieur the captain laid a hand upon his heart . and turned her shoulder upon him .

" Von Dieu ! yes . " “ Entre nous, " she whispered to her betrothed, “

After a little silence, Jules Flavier pushed hi
s

chair from the is very stupid ; he is also very ugly . D
o not bring himhere

table. again , monsieur . I do not like him . "

" Allons ! ” he said ; “ themoon is sinking . Let us go . " “ Fie ! ” said Victor , in great mortification . Then both
looked at the stage . "The captain rosealso, rung fo

r

the white -apronedgarçon , and
paid the bill . The crowd had now begun to ebb a little . As for Jules Flavier , he had heard every word . He wasnowHe
linked hi

s
. arm through hi
s

friend's , and strolled ou
t

of th
e

utterly incapable of speech. He continued to stare at the

garden. shoulder mademoiselle had turned upon him in her contempt.

As th
e

tw
o

gained th
e

streets , Paris looked a great gilded , It was a full , soft , and dazzling shoulder , melting into a st
ill

paintedsolitude. The lampswere lighted along the boulevards more dazzling bosom. One long , tawny curl trailed across it

—they streamedfrom all the cafés, but the pavement itself was
like a sunbeam. He stood , lost in a maze of madness. Sud

nearly deserted. Only here and there a carriage rolled by to denly therewas a whisper .

the theatre. Only now and then a bourgeoisewith her husband , “ Doesthis sans-culotte g
o

with you to Hayti ? " askedMademoi

or an artisan in blouse and sabotsscurried past, and madeno
selle de Charrier .

sign . Monsieur the captain looked at his companion. “ Oui , "

“ Let us go to the grand opera, " he said . “ You aregloomy

A sudden shudder convulsed that bosom. Shegrew a shade

and distrait ; that will revive you . "

paler .

Jules Flavier smiled , grimly . " Ah , heaven ! Is it not strange , monsieur , that to speakthe

“ Monsieur , I know nothing of the music ; I carenothing for name of that island costs m
e

a pang ? I assureyousomefright
the hallet . Pardonme . ” ful fate threatensme there . "

" Nevertheless, I wish you to go .

Victor lifted his brows.MademoiselleClarissewill

be there. The marchioness has a box in th
e

first tie
r
. My th
e

whole armywill have returned to Paris . "

“ Mademoiselle , in six months the island will be crushed

friend , you will not refuse to be presented to my betrothed ?

Come, come. " ** Alas ! my prophetic heart ! Why does it tell m
e

other

A fiacrewasjust passing. They called to it , entered, anddrove
wise ? ' '

to the opera -bouse. “ Good God ! mademoiselle, do not talk thus . Madame Le

Men , pressing on the verge of fate rarely know it . They walk clerc goeswith the captain -general —

blindfold . This is inevitable , but it is sad. Jules Flavier ,

She put up her hand .

on this night , was going to his doom, but unconsciously as a

" Hush ! not a word more . The marchionesswill lear us . '

child . Jules Flavier started , as from a sleep. O
f

what had he been
They entered the opera -housetogether. dreaming ? This girl wasthebetrothed of his friend . Yes ! yes!

tain made his way to the first tier , and opened the door of a

box . His friend followed . own lips wrung his heart with twofold agony.

and flowers and perfumes. In the royal box , whereMaria An crowd arch of stage Vain !

Josephine . A hundredmusicians, the best in the world , crowd
the hushed and scentedair with music . The stage is a subor

his feet !

After awhile the old marchionessarose to go ; Victordinate piece of light and color .

MademoiselleClarisse was left to Jules Flavier .

" Come, ” whisperedCaptain Victor to hi
s

friend .

Jules Flavier enteredtheMarchioness de Charrier'sbox . Within
He was dreadfully pale . She looked at him with concern.

Monsieur , you are ill ? "it sat two ladies. The first an old woman, busy with a jeweled " No. "

lorgnette - this was the marchioness. The other a young girl , “ Let us hasten. M. Victor and mymother ar
e

disappearing. "

)

39

He torehis

Monsieur the lieuten

gaveher

his arm .



A MAD PASSION .
etcabina 407

mşireni

egalno

atein

to the şca.P24

A stepforward, and the rose droppedfrom her breast. Jules , ward. A single word, Toav, broken, but full of wild appeal,
Flavier spatcheditup, then raisedhis hand, as suddenly to hurl droppedfrom hi

s

lips :it away.

“ God ! "“ Ah , monsieur , ” she said , “ thethorn has stung you . " The petalsscatteredlike a flock of birds . Hither and thither

“To the heart ! ” he answered, then drew her savagelyafter dashedacrossthe pavement, whirled into the river . When the
him throughthe crowd .

last fell , the quay was quite deserted. The two menstanding

At thedoor of the opera -house, Victor receivedhis betrothed. there had parted in utter silence - partedand disappeared - one
He foundher a trifle paleand discomposed. back toward the Pont Neuf , walking slowly and thoughtfully ;

“ I am ill with the crowd and the heat , " she said , springing the other scurrying away in an opposite direction , lost in a

into thecarriage.

breathamid the silenceand darkness of the faubourgs.

The marchionessleanedout to look at the pale , dark lieutenantleft alone on the pavement.

CHAPTER II .

" Monsieur, I bid you good -night , ” she said .N
o

word from mademoiselle. The carriagewent rolling off A CURVINGshore , with stupendouscliffs beetling over , casting
downthestreet. Jules Flavier turned and rushed away. their shadows to a great distancuon the deep. A dark , retreat

H
e

rushedaway into the black midnight of Paris , that swal- ing bay , alive now with French warships at their anchorage.

lowedhim up in pity . Hither and thither he fled fo
r

an hour A drowsy , tropic town , stretching up from the water's edge, the

or morc - now through the still dark faubourgs , now on the white housesrising tier abovetier , and semi -circled by a broken
lonesomequays, staring down at the lights mirrored in the amphitheatre of hills . Thesehousesare al

l

built after the fashion
Seine, hearing the river washing sluggishly against the piers . of France . They are two or three stories high , coveredwith
Monsieurthe lieutenanthad unquiet thoughts . tiles and mahoganyshingles . Past them , down every street, go

Presently a man , turning from the Pont Neuf , camewalking the wide gutters , conveying the mountain rains from the hills
rapidlyalong the quay . The two jostled violently . In the en The gorgeoustropic twilight has fallen . The great
countersomethingwas shaken from Jules Flavier's breast to the southern stars glow in the purple sky . Not a breath stirs the
ground. He was the first to recoverhimself and lay a hand on dense bamboosand the ribbed banana leaves of the gardens.

hissword.

Only the fountain plashes on in the parched square ; only now

* Gardez! " he cried , threateningly . and then a strain of music , floating out from the openwindows
Theotherlaughedaloud .

of the general - in -chief'sheadquarters, setsthe fiery scentedair

“What ! Monsieur Lieutenant , it is you , then ! Pass ! " palpitating with voluptuous life . Day is dead, and Madame
Jules Flavier's hand slipped from his sword -hilt . Leclerc is holding her nightly revel under the great Haytien

" Pardon ! " he faltered , guiltily . stars.Victor stooped, and caught up the something that had fallen “ I will have a fête every day , ” cries this famous beauty,

fromhiscomrade'sbreast.

“ and a ball everynight . Thoseare our last moments ; let us

" Ah ! ” he said , " what is this ? Mon Dieu ! a rose ! " spendthem in pleasure . ”H
e

held it up , pale and withered , the same that Mademoi O
n

the broad balcony of the house, under some awnings of

selle de Charrier had worn in the opera -box . He recognized it Indian silk , a lute , swept by a master hand , was tinkling
with a hot Aushstreaming up to his hot temples . dreamily . Near by a divan , heavedwith satin cushions, had

" Peste! youwear this on your heart - you ? Monsieur , it was beenplaced. O
n

this MadameLeclerclanguished, holding court .

mygift . A month henceshe will be

She
my wife . You are a man Napoleon called her the handsomestwoman in France .

of honor. "

wore a green silk turban , claspedwith emeralds, twisted about
JulesFlavier wasdumb . He stood staring down at the black her magnificent hair . Her matchless beauty filled the place
riverwhereinthe lamps were mirrored like floating fires . He with a new day .seemedhardly to breathe. Victor moved nearer . “ Clarisse , " said Madame Leclerc , turning her head toward
Monsieur , you have a sword at your side ! ” he said , loudly . the awnings , and speaking in an undertone, “ look into the
Thelieutenantliſted his eyesthen . ballroom , and tell me if Colonel Petion has arrived . How can

" GreatHeaven ! she loves you , and you throw your life away people dance on such a night ? The wives and daughters of
for a rose ! "

these planters areall bourgeoise. ”Theotherpressedhim hotly . The tinkling lute ceased. A hand drewthe Indian silk aside,

" That is m
y

affair . The quay is quite deserted. We shall and Clarisse stepped forth upon the balcony . She turned and
not be disturbed. Draw ! "

looked into the ballroom , magnificentwith its gilded ceilings ,

Both threw of
f

their cloaks -- the two swords leaped from its marble floors , and glass doors openingeverywhere to reveal
theirscabbards. The face of monsieur the captainwas flushed silent courtsand galleries , where fountains tinkled , and scents
andhaughty- that if his lieutenant stolid and cold . Their of flowerssteepedthe ai

r
.

bladescrossed
The gold -embroidereduniforms of the officers of the expediAt th

e

first pass, th
e

weapon of Jules Flavier penetrated hi
s

tion were flashing everywhere ; bu
t

sh
e

saw no Colonel Petion .

antagonist'ssleeve, and grazed , fine and cold , against the flesh . “ Madame, no ; he is not here . "At th
e

second, he turned the point of Victor's weapon aside “ Ah , great heaven ! only last night he swore that he adored
from hi

s

ownbreast. At th
e

third , the edges of the two blades m
e
! Look at this turban , Clarisse - is it not becoming ? You

clanged. Then somethingflashed inmid ai
r , cu
t

a swift half will se
e

m
e

in m
y

palanquin to -morrow in Creoleshort waist
circle, and descendedwith a dull splash into the river . Mon- and skirt of striped muslin . ”sieur th

e

captainstoodupon th
e

quay , pale and disarmed, with “ Madame , ” answeredClarisse, “ youare always beautiful in

an emptyscabbard at his sword -belt . anything . "Fo
r

a moment he eyed th
e

other haughtily . Then , advanc “ And you — mon Dieu ! let me look at you , petite. You are

in
g

a st
ep

or two , he threw open the linen upon hi
s

breast. heavenly to -night . But oneneednot always be lovely for one's

" Parbleu! you have donewell . My sword is in the Seine. husbandalone . Why do you not flirt with some of thesestupid
Strike ! "

officers ? Look ! yonder is monsieur the lieutenant . BeckonJules Flavierretreated a step as th
e

otheradvanced. H
is

face hi
m

forward , Clarisse . O
f

al
l

men , he is the only on
e

, I think ,

still kept its look of coldness and repose. He drovehis own who tells me the truth . I must speakwith him . "

weaponwith a dull thrust back to its sheath . MadameVictor lifted her eyes. A few yards distant in the

" Not so , " he answered ; " sheloves you . " ballroom , his face bent upon his breast, stood Jules Flavier .In th
e

dust of th
e

quay at theirfeet th
e

rose w
as

st
ill

lying . Sh
e

signed fo
r

him toapproach ; heobeyed he
r , growingdeadlyEachhadtrampledupon it in turn . As Jules Flavier spoke, he pale .

He stripped the bruised and During the months that had elapsedsincethat night at theHe uplifted a dark and haggard opera, he had neveroncespoken to her -- never lifted hi
s

eyes tofa
ce

toward th
e

stars . H
e

tossed th
e

pale petals suddenly up - he
rs . As hi
s

fo
ot

touched th
e

balcony , sh
e

stoodleaning ,silent

.

bentdown and picked it up .scentedleavesfrom the stem.
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ness.

and absorbed, over th
e

gilded railing . Her facewas pensive, pressedher . Her heart waslike lead in her bosom. A sense of

and a little pale ; her golden hair made a halo there in the impending peril crowded upon her like suffocation.

darkness. The gauzy folds of her white dress, the marblearms, At the end of the long garden MadameVictor paused. Here,

bare to the shoulders, the unutterable grace of ner figure - al
l

lost in painful thought , she stood , when a rustle in the bloomy
were ravishing . Jules Flavier advanced to MadameLeclerc's thicket at her side startled her . She looked around. The large
divan . His eyeswere cast down . She saw, too , that he was cup -like blossoms of somescarlet parasitesgrowing therewere
trembling . swinging on their stems, shaking out clouds of incense as they

“ Monsieur Lieutenant , ” she said , with an adorable look , swung . This was odd . There was no wind in the garden. The
" tell me, where is Colonel Petion to -night ? " night was still as death itself .

The lieutenant regardedher coldly . “ Who is there ? ' ' said MadameVictor , aloud .

“ Madame, " he answered, “ Colonel Petion died an hour ago No reply . Only something , like two coals of fire, flashed

of the fever. " through the blossomsfor an instant , and weregone.

“ Mon Dieu ! he was not false , then ? Proceed, monsieur . “ It is somebelated bird , ” thought Clarisse, and stepped ou
t

General Hardy has not arrived yet , and he promised to be upon the narrow terraceoverlooking the se
a

.

early . " Heavens, how fair was this Haytien night ! How lovely this

“ Madame, do not look fo
r

him longer . H
e

was buried this purple sourthernheaven that smiled only to destroy ! Bursts
morning . " of music came floating out from Madame Leclerc's ball -room.

“ Alas , this frightful fever ! ” said Pauline , putting up her Large and luminous the stars shone from above. Below, the
charming hands to arrange her greensilk turban . “ What is sapphire bay lay smooth as glass , dotted only by the masts of

to becomeof us ? ' ' the French war -ships.

MadameVictor turned suddenly from the railing . Monsieur MadameVictor stood for a long time with eyes turnedsea
the lieutenant felt her eyesupon his face, but he darednot look ward . Where now was the grand army which Leclerc had
up . brought to conquer this fearful island ? Dead of the yellow

" I implore you to tell us truly , monsieur , " she said ; “ is fever and the sword of the blacks. Only a remnant remained,

the wholearmy dying ? ” scattered in different garrisons . A passion of terror and home
Madame , " faltered Jules Flavier , " the city is one vast sick longing cameover this young girl . She leanedagainst th

e

lazaretto. From three to four hundred persons perish daily . hedge , pale as a Niobe . Her golden hair was dampwith the
The army is a wreck. We have not sailors enough left to man dew of the flowers . Her attitude was one of unutterable sad
the ships . "

MadameLeclerc started up from her divan . " France ! La belleFrance! " she cried , stretching her arms

“ Clarisse ! " she cried, “ I shall go to my country -house to- | toward the sea.

morrow. This stupid city is doomed. And you -you must go Hark ! That rustle in the thicket again ! The twoburning
with your husband to that westernstation of Verone . " coals there glare out through the parasites. Clarisse neither
Jules Flavier stood paralyzed . seesnor hears. A mist of tears overspreadsher eyesandweighs

" Verone ! Good God ! madame, you cannot intend that down her lashes. The movement is repeated. Somedry twigs
MadameVictor shall accompany us to Verone . The entire west crack , as under a cautious step. A fiery breath sweepsacross

is a prey to that Congo negro, Lamour de Rance . " her cheek. She starts from her fatal stupor , at last , with a cr
y

“ Monsieur , " answered Madame Leclerc , “ it is her wish . of alarm .

Moreover, to remain here is to die . You would not have her Too late ! A hand , thrust out of the thicket , clutchedone

di
e , monsieur ? Lamour de Rance has not approachedVerone , arm , and held her fast , as she turned to fly . It was a horribleI am sure. hand , black as night , and furrowed and scarredwith strange

“ N
o , bu
t

he ha
s

laid th
e

Highlands in ruin . H
e

ha
s

ravaged characters to the finger -tips . Following after it , a figure

a hundred plantations in th
e

plain of Léogane. The war that steppedout upon th
e

terraceand confronted MadameVictor.he has instituted , madame, is the war of the knife . " For a moment her very heart stood still . The figurewas“ Alas ! monsieur, what is this savage like ? ' ' . that of a gigantic black - a full -blooded Congo -- with a fright

" He is a half naked black ; more ferocious, perhaps, than fu
l

tattooed face , that belongs to the coast. His half -nakedDessalines. He wears his epaulets tied to his shoulderswith a limbs shone like ebony in the starlight . O
n
hi
s

shoulders he

cord , as hi
s only token of authority . W
e
, who go ou
t

to punish wore a pair of general's epaulets, tied with hempencord.him , find nothing but vast seas of fire and ruin , which every “ Hist ! " cried this apparition , in tolerable French , devouringwhere mark his flight . " MadameVictor's facewith fierceand threateningeyes. " LookMadameLeclercmade a gracefulgesture. at me , and be silent ! ”“ Ah , go , monsieur ; tell meno more of thesehorrors . You Clarisse gazed at him steadily . It flasheduponher at onee

ar
e

a hero . Se
e

that you protect m
y

dearClarisse at Verone . whothissavage might be someoutlawed chief of th
e

blacks,

Heaven be thanked ! hither comesGeneralRochambeau ; he , at prowling about th
e

headquarters of th
e

hated Frenchgeneral,least , is not dead. Adieu , monsieur . ”

As the swart figure of Rochambeau, the second in command, vain .

She sought to shake of
f

his frightful hand from her ar
m

. In
He held her fast .appeared on the balcony, MadameLeclerc took his arm , and ,nodding to the impassive lieutenant , steppedout into the ball- haughty gesture.

“ Release me ! ” said this daughter of a marquis, with a

“ How dare you , slave ? Releaseme, I com
mand you , or I must summon help . "Jules Flavier looked around . He was alone . Clarisse also The black laid one hand on theknife in his belt . H

e laughed
had disappeared.

Sadand depressed, shehad madeher escapefrom the balcony .

derisively .

“ This garden is deserted. Well !She was passing, even then , unnoticed , through the winding terrace, Leclerc's sentry is pacing . His face is as black as

passages of th
e

house . Crossing apaved courtwhose flags st
iú

mine . shriek ! H
ewill no
t

heed yo
u , though yo
u

bring th
e

reeked with th
e

la
te

mountain rains ,Madame Victorentered henvensdown . H
e

knowswho walks this garden in sp
ite

ofupon the honeyedgloom of the captain -general'sgarden.It was a vast and odorousgarden, silent as the grave . Over- you like a flower in my hand . ” .

friends or foes. Meanwhile , you frail whitething , I ca
n

crush

head the featherybambooand the orange -treesformed a densecanopy, underfoot th
e

life of countlessflowersexhaled in intoxi- Victor grew pale as death .

A moment of utter silence followed these words. Madame

cating sweetness.

MadameVictor turned into a labyrinth of walks flaming with

“ Who are you ? " she demanded,eshuddering.

bloom . Past thickets of penguin , aloe , and white jasmine , Lamour de Rance . "

“ I am a bird of the night and the mountains . Men ca
ll

m
e

whose pointed leavescaught at he
r

th
in

dress lik
e

so many re
d

with fu
ll

force on Clarisse . It w
as " no man w
h » stood before

At sound of thất name al
l

th
e

peril of he
r

positionrushed

17

room. 19

Yonder , at theend of th
e

3

straining hands . Sh
e

walked slowly . Dark fo
r

sodining op he
t

there on th
at

dafarianeilonesometerrace , bu
t

a de
vi
l
,whose
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atrocitieswerewithout parallel . Villages sacked and burned , He drew his sword , and plunged it into the thicket . The
high -born and beautiful womenoutraged , appalling midnight parasiteshad beentrampled down by a heavy foot , but that was
butcheries, al

l

the catalogue of his crimes leaped like fire all . Whatever had been there to alarm MadameVictor was

to her brain.

there no longer .“ Monster ! " shecried , with a gesture of horror , then turned “ Monsieur , " he heardher calling . He returned to thewalk .

to fly .

She stood awaiting him . “ Monsieur , w
e

are losing time . I

H
e

sprang before her . H
e

barred her way with a brawny , beg you will conduct me from this placeimmediately . I have
outstretchedarm .

news for General Leclerc . "“ Stay, fairest of al
l

the Frenchwomen ! " and now his voice He gave her his arm in utter silence ; he saw that shewas
took an undertone of tenderness that was frightful ; “the shivering violently in the hot night ai

r
. They hurried through

heart of Lamour de Rance is not always hard . Listen to me . the walks , neither speaking , and entered on the paved court .

This is not the first time I have enteredyour captain -general's Here MadameVictor turned to her companion.

garden. God ! were I to si
t

at his board , as Dessalines and “ Monsieur , ” she said , gently “ you have done me a great
Christophehavedone, I should drink his dastardbloodwith my servicethis night . I thank you . 'winc ! He walks here often with Rochambeau. They discuss Then shesaw that a man in the uniform of a French captain
their plans to eachother and to me . They torture their wits had enteredthe court also , and wasadvancingacross it to meet

to know how they shall punish that black barbarian , De Rance . them . Shesprang forward , and threwherself on her husband's
Mistress, I see you often walking on this terrace. You come breast.herealone, and when the stars are up . To -night I swore to “Ah , Gustave , " sh

e

cried , weepingbitterly , “ le
t

us go from

speakwith you . "

this frightful city . I implore you , if you love me , to take me
Mockingandsweetthe music floated out of MadameLeclerc's away . 'ball -room. O

h , wasthere no one there who would come to seek " Monamie ! ' ' answeredCaptain Victor , “ be calm . We start
her ? No one to deliver her from the hands of this wretch ? to -morrow for Verone . '“ You are late , " he went on ; “ I had almost despaired ofyou. As youpassedthe hedgeshereyour stepwas noiseless. Iwas of

f

my guard . Had you stirred a single blossom, you CHAPTERIII .wouldhavediscoveredme . '

The station of Verone lay on a broken chain of hills in the

" I see, ” said MadameVictor , struggling hard to commandwest . It was a position nearly surrounded by moats , cut in a

hervoice, " youwish to rob me .

hard soil . It was of someimportance, inasmuch as it seemed to

Sheput up her swift handsand tore from her hair its band of protect the route of General Leclerc's provision trains . The gar
pearls. The long tresses, thus loosened, rolled heavy and rison commanded by Captain Victor consisted of his lieutenant
goldenadownher neck . She unclasped the braceletsfrom her and fifty colonial troops -- blacks andmulattoes .

wrists, thegirdle from her waist . And Clarisse ?“For the love of heaven ! " she cried , " take these and let She dwelt secure in her low white dwelling inside the fortifi
me go ! "

cations. She swung in her gay Indian hammock on the broad
Lamour de Rance devoured her with his fearful eyes. He balconies in the hot and starry night . From thenceshe saw a

took th
e

jewels she held out , and casting them on the ground wonderful countrystretchingaway on al
l

sides, broken bygorges
betweenthem, set his foot upon them , and ground them into and defiles . Forests of mahoganyand logwood covered the
dust.

hills . Nightly the large stars shone in the bald , blackmoun

" No , " he answered ; “ I camenot here to rob you ! " tain of Gonaires. Daily , prodigious flocks of birds came sweep

“To murderme , then , ” said Clarisse . ing up from the savannahs of La Desolée. The heart of this
but to look upon your face - to seeyou passback and girl , in her fancied security , grewjoyous . Only now and then

forth here under the stars — to hear you talk to the flowers , or the old hatred of the island oppressedher . She was unuttera

to your own pining heart . Ah ! never has the Frenchman bly lovely , and wayward as a child . As for her husband, he

brought to this island so fair a thing as you to be the spoil of adored her . They had been at Verone a month . During this

hi
s

enemy! "

time oneman of the garrison had neither restednor slept .

At last she understood him - at last she saw the fate that This was Jules Flavier .menacedher . N
o

sound in the garden - no footstep . He sawher bornepast him in her palanquin on the shoulders

"You loathemenow , cried the black , watchingher , fiercely , of her slaves ; he sawher aswing in the gorgeousnetwork of
hungrily ; " yo

u

shudder to look atme . M
y

hand upon your the Indian hammock ; he sa
w

he
r

hanging pensiveover he
r

twi
armjustnowwasagony . Listen ! Beforeanothermoondawns light balconies. Hardest of all , everywhereVictor was at her

on this bay , th
e

Frenchmanand al
l

he possesseswill be the prey side , eachhappy in worshiping the other .

of the blacks. You see this city . It is your last stronghold . No torture of the rack could have beengreater ; yet , seeing
God ha

s

sent th
e

pestilence already . Lamour de Rancewill al
l

this , Jules Flavier walked hi
s

daily way and made no sign .

send th
e

torch and the knife . O
n

th
e

day when you se
e

these The heart of the man was of iron , and hi
s

nerves of steel .

roofsaflame, you will know that I have comefor you . Do not “Oh , he is very odd , ” said Clarisse to her husband , “ and
think to escape m

e
. You cannot . Dessalines may have the very distrait . Monsieur , would you believe it , he never looks

warships, Christophe th
e

imperial power ; but I – I will have at m
e

— he never speaks to m
e

. I think he has some affaire

you! "

d'amour.Ah ! has a wind risen in the aloe walk , or is it the click of Captain Victor gave his wife a long , searching look .

spurs, th
e

clattering of a sword , as someone advances ? Clar “ Sacré ! ” he muttered, " so also do I. ”is
se

hears it . With a shriek , she thrusts asidethe arm of La Shortly after this , the superior officer received a little visit
mour de Rance ; she flies pasthim . The thick shrubberycloses from his dull subordinate.after he

r

and separatesthem for amoment . Ah ! he has seized Monsieur , ” said Jules Flavier , “ w
e

have in this garrison

he
r

again . N
o
! it is but th
e

prickly leaves in th
e

thicketsthat fiftyblack soldiers . I have been watching them , monsieur .catch at he
r

draperies as sh
e

rushes by . Then th
e

garden , with Out of that number Ifind there is no
t

on
e

who is no
t

brooding

its fatalsweets, seemsreeling aroundher . Some onebendsover treachery. Will you look to this ? ”he
r

; sh
e

looks up into th
e

cold , sternface of th
e

lieutenant , Captain Victor regardedhis lieutenant in cold amaze.Monsieur , I thank you for your information . GeneralLeIn th
e

name of God , madame, what ha
s

happened ? ” he cried.clerc assuredmethat thesemen were pickedfrom hi
s

forces at

Sh
e

w
as pastspeaking ;she could only point back toward th
e

th
e

Cape, an
d

could be relied on . Monsieur , bo
n

jour ! "Jules Flavier flushed to his dark temples, bowed, and withJules Flaviersprang ou
t

upon it in th
e

starlight . It la
y

be
-

drew .fore ki
m , dim and deserted in the shadow of the garden . N

o After that he never seemed to sleep. His nights he passed inwalking about the fortifications . The black sentriesfound him

“ No ;

is
J Je

JulesFlavier . 66

terrace.

humanthingwasthere .
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such a cry

following them on their beats through the darkness, noiseless Then, for the second time, the strange boding call cleft th
e

and terrible . His fierceeyeswereupon themeverywhere ; they | ominous stillness . Throat of beast or bird never gave forth
trembled at sight of him . Jules Flavier's blood seems turning to fire in hi

s

One man was trying to fill a breachwherein a thousand were veins .

needed, alas ! " Hark ! a long coying tread approachesthe earthworkfrom
He hears a panting breath - theAt the expiration of another week, Captain Victor's lieuten- behind . Another follows .

A man leaps upant surprised him with a secondvisit . He was admitted to a rattling of gun -stocks as they strike the wall .

room on the ground -floor of the house. From thence a glass and hangs for an instant there , close to his side.

door opened on the veranda. Through this door Clarisse could All along the wall he sees them- black heads rearing, black,

be seenreciining on a bamboocouch in a thick gloom of orange- stealthy faceslooking into the moat .

trees. A negress, with a Madras handkerchief about her head , With a cry of fury , Jules Flavier sprung at the throat of the
stood fanning her enchantingmistresswith a bunch of scarlet black at hi

s

side. H
e

tore the pistols from hi
s

belt . H
is eyes

feathers. blazed in the darkness .

“ Monsieur le Capitaine, ” said Jules Flavier , speaking in a loud , “ Traitors ! " he shouted ; “ back to your post ! Back ! or I

clear voice, " the plantations at St
.

Millais were ravaged last will shoot you like dogs . "

night , the dwellings burned, and every white inhabitant butch A yell of unutterable hate answeredhim .

ered. Monseiur , this is the work of Lamour de Rance. He has “ Death ! death to the Frenchmen ! "

abandoned hi
s plans upon Leclerc and returned to the west. A The black struggled in his grasp ; raised the stock of lii
s gun

request fo
r

more troops should be sent to the captain -general and struck blindly out beforehim . The blow missed its mark.

without delay . " Jules Flavier fired , and the soldier flung up hi
s

arms and fe
ll

Captain Victor twisted his mustachesand frowned . back dead in the moat . He emptied his two remaining pi
s

“ Diables! if Lamour de Rance appears at Verone , themessage tols . A horrible death -cry rose up from the water at each dis
that I send to Leclerc will be his black head on a charger ! " charge .

“ Monsieur , I assureyou that the need of fresh troops here is “ Treachery ! " shouted Jules Flavier , and leapeddownfrom
most pressing. " the wall .

“ Pardon ; you have told me this before. Yet you were a He rushed into the open space before the barracks. Here a

brave man in Italy . There is something, I fear , in the air of volume of smoke, bursting out of the long , low buildings,

this island fatal to the nerves of Frenchmen . " drove him back half strangled . A spiral column of flame fo
l

Jules Flavier grewdeadlypale. He laid hi
s

hand on his sword- lowed. The whole place glowed and shonewith the light of

hilt , dropped it again , and walked away in silence. day . The barracks were on fire .

Then MadameVictor sprang up from her bamboocouch , and Suddenly a haggard figure emerged from the smoke, and
ran to her husband. rushed toward him . It was Captain Victor . The face of th

e

“ Lamour de Rance ! " she gasped, “ here — in these gorges ! | superior officerwas as the face of the dead .

Gustave ! Gustave ! monsieur the lieutenant is right . Send for " Monsieur , " he cried , “ save yourself ! All is lost . ”

men at once, or we are lost ! " ' No , no , " answered Jules Flavier . " To the guns ! They

“ Clarisse , since you desire it , the messengershall be disc will storm the works . Let us sell our lives dearly . ”patched to -morrow . ' “ Monsieur , the guns are spiked . Lamour deRance is with

" To -morrow ! ” she echoed. " Alas ! who knows what fate out . He can carry the works in fiveminutes . "

may befall us before to -morrow ! " They confronted eachother there in the awful light , those* Fie ! These are idle fancies. That black brigand will two desperateand forsaken men .

never dare attack a position like Verone. Ah , love , can harm • My God ! is no one left ? ” cried Victor .

come to you where I am ? I swear to you no ! " “ Gardez ! ” ' came in a sharp , warning cry from the lieutenant.

Yet , long after he had left her , MadameVictor pacedthe ve The figure of a man came dashing out of the burningbar
randa , pale and troubled . The terrors of her heart were not to racks . Another and another followed . They tore acrossthe

be so easily appeased. open space, making for the wall . The flames shoneon their
Presently sh

e

becameawarethat th
e

negress, still standing in black an
d

distortedfaces. They grasped their firelocks as th
ey

the shadow of theorange- trees, waswatchingher with singularly ran .intent and glittering eyes. “ Stand ! " thundered th
e

two officers, hurling themselves be

“ Honoré , ” she said , sadly , "why do you look at me like fore the flying troop .that ? Are you , too , faithless ? " A wild yell answeredthem .The black started, made a step forward , and threw herself at ** Death ! death to the Frenchmen ! ”MadameVictor's feet . She lifted the hand of her mistress to There was a scattering volley , a splashing in the waters ofher lips .

“ Non, non ! " sheanswered ; "the poor black loves you . She arms of his lieutenant .

the moat . Captain Victor staggered and fell back into th
e

would give her live for yours . ' “ Mon Dieu ! ” he cried , “ I am killed ! "Tears fell on MadameVictor's hand . She shook them off , Jules Flavier bent over him . He tore the linen from hi
s

shuddering .

breast. The thick blood welled up smoking under hi
s

hand. A“ Go , Honoré , go . The sun is setting . I would be alone . ”As for Jules Flavier , he had returned to his watch .

horrible gunshot wound had nearly laid the heart bare.

Night drew on apace. It w
as intenselydark . A suffocating da
y ; forgive m
e . It is Iwhohave brought this upon us . Non

“ Monsieur , " murmured Victor , “ I called you a cowardthis
heat and silence filled the air . Nature herself seemedfore- sicur , Ipray you draw th

e

pistols from m
y

belt . " ,boding disaster. Inside the earthwork , the tall logwood -treesstretched long and black , without a shiver .

Jules Flavier obeyed. His own facewas nearly as white as

N
o

soldiers were the other's . Over both th
e

ruddy glare of th
e

flamesplayedanywherevisible .

Jules Flavier went up to the bristling wall of logs and earth ,

mockingly .

scaled it like a cat , and peeredover into the moat .

“ Ah , great heaven ! " faltered th
e

dying man, " m
y

wife!

This moatwas si
x

feet deepand twelve wide. There was in Nevertheless, you are the noblest of men .

Monsieur , I have watched you well ; I have hated

it four feet of water. Three guns , wheeled into position , Well ! Kneel here at m
y

side . I command it . ”frowned abovethe edge of the wall . Jules Flavier knelt .Hanging there, over the turbid water , Jules Flavier heard asudden and singular cry . “Monsieur , you know the fate of women that fall into th
e

It came from some point near at hands of Lamour de Rance .hand . It was shrill and long-drawn , something like the escape .

For either of you there is no

scream of a mountain -bird. He listened. But you will di
e

one death, monsieur, and she te
n

thousand . Swear to m
e , as you ar
e

a inanand a Frenchsoldier,

ping of the water .

thesepistols , there is enoughwithin themfor yo
u

both . Swear

you well.

You love her still .

Al
l

w
asstill fo
r

amoment . N
ot asound bu
t

th
e

du
ll

la
p-

that siamour de Rance shall never lo
ok

up
on

he
r

living . Toebe
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to me thatsheshall die beforehis accursedfoot has passedthe “Take goodcare , " answeredJules Flavier in her ear .

wall . Swear it ! ”

the first sign of treacheryyou shall die ! "

Jules Flavier reeled sick and faint above the dying man . The black made an appealinggesture.

" I swear it ! ” he answered.

“ Look , monsieur , look ! "

“Go to her - yonder - hasten ! There is not a moment to They had reached a strip of solid wall , forming an angle of

lose - youroath - your oath ! "

the narrow court of the house. Jules Flavier saw a mass of

His headfell back . The blood dripped thick and sluggish crumbling masonry , laid in blocks ,and overgrownwith para
from the wound . Jules Flavier bent above him -he was sites in great profusion . Honoré tore them aside with both
dead.

hands. Nothing wasvisible but the barewall .

Dead ! The lieutenant staggered to his feet . He looked at " Traitress ! " cried Jules Flavier , white with despair .

the weapons in his hand . They were loaded , cocked, and For answer, the black swung herself with all her force
ready. He shuddered.

againstthe wall . The solid stoneseemed to resist for a moment
Hark ! A long , wild yell resounds outside the wall . They then a creviceappeared. She inserted both hands , and the

ar
e

coming ! They plunge into the moat . They are swarming entire block slid back , disclosing an aperture of a few feet
and struggling up the earthworks . Yell echoes yell . Jules gaping there in the wrinkled wall .Flavier turned from the deadbody and fled . “ Come ! " cried Honoré .He filed as the wind flies . He leapedupon the low veranda She was the first to spring through ; Jules Flavier and his
where he had last seenher , and threw himself against the door . companionfollowed . They heard the stonerumbling back into

It yielded. He rushed in , and drew across it the bar of heavy its place — the vines falling against it . They stood in utter
mahoganyand the iron chain . This would give him a moment darkness.of time.

Monsieur , descend, " said the voice of the negress, some

All within was dark and silent . The blacks there had fol . where from below .lowedtheblackswithout . He tore along the passage, and ap H
e

held MadameVictor firmly . The dust of falling masonry
proacheda door at its further extremity . It was locked . He rose up around them -slid away under their feet . H

e

made a

se
t

hi
s

shoulderagainst it . The hinges snappedlike reeds. He step forward , and , losing his balance, was precipitatedwith bis
dashedinto the room beyond. She was there . companion a dozen rods or more down -down - he knew notH

e

sawher kneeling before a carved crucifix , her white dra- whither , in the intenseand stilling darkness.

periestrailing around her , her head bowed on her hands . A “ Are you hurt ? ” ' he cried , as he lifted MadameVictor .

lamp, swingingfrom the ceiling , shone upon her with subdued “ Monsieur , no , " camethe answer, clear but tremulous.

light . Shewaspraying .

Honoré groped toward them , noiselessly.

Grim with powder and smoke, Jules Flavier dashed in . “Here is a mantle for madame, " she whispered. “ Take it ,

MadameVictor rose from her knees. Her facewas heavenly There water here , and the air is cold . ”

with the calm of prayer . Her disordered hair made a glory “ Hold ! ” said Jules Favier ; “ where are we , and whither
abouther. Sheadvancedtoward him .

arewegoing ? "" Prepare to di
e
! ” he cried , loudly and wildly . " Monsieur , we are under the earth , " answered the slave .

Shelooked at him . Her eyesdilated , but she did not speak. “ We are going to the gorgesand the sea. '

H
e

wentclose up to ber . “ Lead on - leadon ! "" Shall I tell you who is without ? Lamour de Rance ! Your Gradually , the darknessaround them cleared a little . They
husband is dead. We are the last that is left . Great God ! began to see that they were hurrying through a subterranean

I shall not outlive you a momeut. Speak ! passage. From its sidesthe dampdripped , and strange forms
Dareyou die by my hand ? " of fungi hung . Here and there rifts of star -light fell through
Onecry escapedher . It was the wail of her widowhood.chinks in the rude masonry . Underfoot the waywas rocky and

Then shedrewherself up to her full height . Her eyes sought wet , and impededconstantly by fallen debris .

bis . H
e

sawthat she comprehended al
l

. They bad fallen on an old haunt of the Buccaneers— the men

* Monsieur, I dare ! "

who ruled this island onehundred years before, and who made

“ Adieu, then ! When w
e

meet again you will know all ! " these ravines their hiding -place and the storehouse of their
He retreated a pace or two , and took deliberateaim at her . booty .Shestoodwith her head drooping a little , her eyes upon hi

m . Jules Flavier looked at his companion. She had fallen be

A convulsivetrembling seizedhim . He fired . The ball whistled hind him a few paces ; her bowedhead, the drooping languor of
pastthatgoldenhead, and shattered a mirror on the wall . her figure, filled him with unutterablealarm . He held out his

" Courage, monsieur ! " she said ,calmly— " courage ! I do not hand . She laid her own in it like a child . For the first
fear to die . "

time , those two hands met . His trembled violently . He

A thunderingblow at the outer door . He heard the panels turned his face from her , and went on in silence.

crack like glass. The iron chain creaked. He raised the More than a mile of this strangewaywaspassed. Then acry
secondpistol .

broke from Honoré . A burst of moonlight smote the faces of

" Turnyour eyesfrom me ! ” he implored , in agony . the three ; they plunged through a thicket of guava -bushes,

She obeyed. Unbidden she advanced a step. Her arms fell and stoodunder the open sky at the bottom of a gorge .

at herside.

Far andwide the hills stretched, with their frightful steeps

“ Dieuvousgardé! " shemurmured . “ Aim at my heart . ” and declivities . The sound of rushing rivers filled the air .

With a cr
y

of mental pain , as if , indeed , hi
s

own heart was Vast forests of mahogany and cancagonwoods darkened the
pierced, Jules Flavier sought to obey ,but ahand from behind horizon . They saw that th

e

clonds ha
d

parted , and th
e

brazen

ha
d

clutched hi
s

ar
m

— the pistol wasdraggeddown . Someone shield of th
e

moon was just showing over th
e

peak of th
e

black
rushedbetween th

e

two , holding them apart with uplifted Gonaives .

Honoré pointed silently upward. Lo ! the whole zenith was

It wasthenegressHonoré ! crimson with the glare of fire . It was the flames of Verone .

" Fo
r

the love of God , ” she shrieked , " kill her not , mon- Faint , muffled crieswere borne to their earsdown the gorge.

sieur! Iwill saveher . Quick ! Follow me ! ” Jules Flavier felt the hand he held tighten on his own convul .

She rushed to the door and threw it wide open . Shebeckoned sively .

Let usMonsieur , ” said Honoré , “ yonder lies the sea.

" Quick ! I implore , or it will be too late . ” hasten. Every step is fraught with danger ; treadcautiously ;

MadameVictor neither stirred nor spoke . Casting an arm speak not aboveyour breath . "about he
r

, Jules Flavier plunged into th
e

dark of th
e

outer pas MadameVictor lifted her eyes to his . He touchedhis sword
sage, close on the heels of the slave . hilt , significantly .At thismomentthe outer door fell . " Fear nothing — this is left to us . "" Hasten,monsieur, in the name of God ! ” cried Honoré . So they took up their noiselessline of march - toilsomeand

BE

there is no escape.

65
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hands.

themwildly .
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the way .

you are hurt . "

هشقن

th
1

41

slow . Not a wordwasspoken ; not

a sound broke the portentousstill
ness. Massive granite walls lined

The cabbage-palm and
the treefun cast gigantic shadows
athwart the moonlight . Multi
tudes of wild guinea fowls , di

s

turbed from sleep, sprang up in

their path . Overheadthe parasite
fuchsia , touched by some vagrant
wind , shook down showers of crim
son bloom . Honoré , who was in

the advance, paused, and laid her
ear to the ground. She made a

warning gesture.

“ Monsieur , w
e

arepursued ! "

" Diable ! "

* They are in the gorges above
hasten ! hasten ! "

After that the slow march be
came a wild and desperateflight .

They came to a mountain stream
crossing the path , broadand rocky .

Honoré plunged in , and waded to

the opposite bank ; Jules Flavier
looked at his companion.

" I must take you in my arms , "

he said .

She resigned herself to him in

silence. The water was intensely
cold and strong . His arms closed
about her like iron ; he held her
abovethe current , her long hair rip
pling against his breast. She felt
his heart beating like the blows of

a triphammer . When they reached
the oppositebank , he leanedagainst

a tree , and , drawing forth hi
s

handkerchief , pressed it against hi
s

side. Then she saw him tighten

his sword - hilt , burriedly .

“ Monsieur , " she said , regarding
him timidly , “

“ It is but a scratch that I re
ceived at Verone , " he answered.

Nevertheless, his face was like
ashes. As for Honoré , she hadher

ear to the ground again.

“ Ah ! do not pause, ” sheplead

ed , pointing back up the defile.

“ They are there . "

The fugitives pressed on again.

Hour after hour passed - t
o them

eternities . The moonbegan t
o sink

behind the beetling cliffs ; the dark

ness deepened; the huge forests
disappeared ; a range of naked

chalk -hills appeared on thehorizon
Suddenly , Honoré , who still kep in

the advance, raised a shrill cr
y

.

“ Look ! look ! ” she screamed;

“ the sea ! the sea ! "

Straight beforethem , through an

opening in the cliffs , it lay , burnish.

ed and low in the last light of th
e

sinking moon —the broad, purple

sea.

They descended to a strip of

carving beach. Close beforethem

,

so near that it seemed as if a sim
ple hail might be heard from

thence, lay the French warship

Le Pont . The shadow of herhull

stretched broadon the water.

20

1

"

PARA

BRAZILIANTREE. — PAGE415.
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Jules Flavier advanced to th
e

water's edge ; as he di
d

so a beach, with th
e

huggard light of th
e

setting moon on both their
dip of oarsnear by struck his ear . A boat , with a pennonflying faces, he stood up before her , bitter , desperate, and told her

at her stern, appearedrounding the point whereon he stood. all .

His loud hail rang over the water like a trumpet . The row She had beenwidowedsix hours .

er
s

slackedtheir speed. An answering hail rang back . “ To love you , " he cried , is alike my heavenand my hell !

“ Who are you ? ” cried Jules Flavier . You are my life , my breath, my universe, my torture , andmy
Frenchmen. " despair. There is nothing but you . To die here at your feet,

* Whitherbound ? ” , as you stand looking at me , would be rapture unspeakable. I

A shining oár pointed to the hull of the Le Pont . ask for nothing . I hope for nothing ; I only love you . Yonder

**Approach, then , in the name of God and of th
e

Re
-

ship is about to sail fo
r

France . You will go with her — yo
u

will
public. " forget this night and me. Well , go ! You cannot escapemy

Th
e

boatturned in he
r

course. Sh
e

cime shootingshoreward, love ; it will follow you fo
r

al
l

time an
d

al
l eternity–in this

like an arrow, through the shadow of the cliffs . world and in the next . As I love you now , without hope,

Jules Flavier advancedtoward Madame Victor . Sh
e

stood on without limit ,without reason , Imust love yo
u

forevermore .

th
e

sands,exhausted an
d

worn , he
r

eyes fixed on th
e

boat , he
r

Now , farewell ! "

uncoveredhair floating in the wind . She neither stirred nor spoke. She stood speechless, over

* Hear, then , ” said Jules Flavier , " al
l peril ceases. Yonder whelmed, growing paler and paler as he raved on . Something

ship is a saferefuge. The admiral is friend . stronger than anger overpoweredher — something deeperthan

"And you , monsieur , ” sh
e

answered , sadly , “ fo
r

al
l

that amazestruck he
r

dumb .

you havedared and suffered fo
r

me this night - how am I to Then the boat gratedagainst the sands. Honoré cast lierselt
repayyou ? " at her mistress'sfeet.

Her eyes, overspreadingwith tears , sought hi
s

. He saw her “ For the love of God , take mewith you ! " shecried.

standingthere in her fatal beauty , and th
e

strength that had MadameVictor pointed to the boat . The negressleapedinto

be
en

hi
s safeguard fo
r

so manymonths desertedhim in a single th
e

bow . With a single repellant gesture MadameVictor fled
past Jules Flavier , and followed after . He was left alone on the

A suddlenfrenzyoverpowered him . The blood leaped like beach.

fir
e

through hi
s

veins ; flashes of light passed before hi
s

eyes. • Monsieur ! monsieur ! " cried the voice of Honoré .

There, in vi
ew

ofthat advancingboat — there on that wild , dark " Allms ! " called the oarsman. . We cannot stay . " ' .

moment.
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nearer.

" Pushoff!" answeredJules Flavier . “ I shall not come." “ Ah, monsieur, you know me not-you look at me in amaze.
They entreated. Only one voice remainedsilent. I am the Marchionessde Charrier. I am the motherof Madama
“Monsieur," cried Honoré, "you aremad ! The wolf of the Victor."

hills has followed us he will find you here. If you love your At the sound of that name a deadly pallor overspreadthe
life, come.” officer's face. He seemedabout to faint.
“ Push of

f
! ” repeatedJules Flavier , loudly and clearly . “ I “ Monsieur , I implore you to tell me how you have reached

swear to you that I will not come ! " France . Ah , I have prayed to live , that I might look uponyou
The boat recededfrom the shore . oncemore ! ”

He cast himself down on the sand. His agonized eyes fol “ Madame , " answered Jules Flavier , in great agitation, " I

lowed it hungrily . She was in the bow with Honoré . Once returned with Rochambeauand the wreck of the army . "

she looked back. He saw her hair fluttering in the wind . Long “ Great heaven ! The admiral could learn nothing of you,

and steadilyshegazedupon that shorethat shewasnow leaving , except that you had fallen , wounded and sick with fever, into
widowed and alone . Then she flung up her arms in a passion thehands of the blacks . "

of grief , and , sinking forward , hid her face on the breast of “ Madame , yes. Nevertheless, in their mountain fastnesses
Honoré . I learned that they could pity a helpless and dying enemy.

Stark and motionless, he watched it all . Stark and motion- Under God I owe my life to them -the fiercestfoe the French
less, he saw her borne further and further away . Then he men ever had . ”

thrust his hand into his side, and tore from thence a handker “ But how - how did you escape ? "

chief reeking and red with blood . He cast it on the sand beside “ I fled their camp by night . I made my way to theCape in

him . A bitter smile passedover his lips . Nothing now was time to embark with Rochambeau. "

left but death. “ Alas ! " cried the marchioness, “what misfortunes! That
The moon sank behind the black mahoganywood . The boat unhappy Madame Leclerc returns with the dead body of her

had reached the side of the Le Pont . Those strained and husband, and her jewels concealed in the bottom of hi
s

coffin;

anguishedeyescould pursue it no further . He looked down at she cuts of
f

her hair and goes into retirement . Alas ! "

the ground beneath him , and saw it reddening slowly , as it The carriagerolled into the Faubourg St
.

Germain.

licked up bis life . “ Madame , whither are you taking me ? " falteredJules
Wild visions began to dance through his brain . Hot fever- Flavier ..

thrills passedover him . The waves of the sea seemed to arise “ Monsieur , the carriage bas stopped. I wish you to alight.

and tramp upon him in multitudes . Nearer they drew and I have brought you to dine with me . "

The beach echoed with stealthy footsteps. Jules H
e

was like a man in a dream . They passedtogether th
e

Flavier looked up . gloomy , arched entrance of the house. They ascended th
e

Ah , it was too late ! The glare of a torch lit the strip of grand staircase. The old marchioness opened the door of acurving beach Surrounding him he saw a circle of armed and salonand beckoned in her guest .

naked figures. Black faces glared down on him , half afraid This salon, with its carving and gilding , might havebelongedeventhen of their prostratefoe . The instinct of self -preserva to the days of Pompadour . A fire burned on the polished
tion , which departsonly with ìife , fluttered in Jules Flavier's hearth . Standing before it , in the warm light , Jules Flavierbreast. He staggered to his feet. He gropedfor his sword -hilt . looked again upon the object of his long , mad passion.As he did so , the blood gushed in torrents through his fingers.

" Surrender ! " cried a voice. At the opening of the door she had turned .“ Surrender, brave French
All was there unchangedthe fatal face, with its warmand

The half -drawn weapon dropped from Jules Flavier's hand . sumptuous beauty , its splendor of yellow hair . She wore a

A black and brawnyarm receivedhim as he fell . dress of black lace, with a white rose in her bosom.

“ Lay him down , " said another voice. “ He is hurt unto “ Clarisse , " said the old marchioness , “ see ! I havebrought
death . " you a guest . '

Then the red torchwent out in darkness, the circle of black H
e

advanced toward her without speaking. They stood on

facesfaded, and al
l

was a blank . the tiled hearth of the salonand looked at eachother. A long,

long gaze, wherein was blent al
l

the passionatememoriesthat
The grand review was over in the Placedu Carousal . The stirred them both . Jules Flavier's chest heaved. With a cry

dense crowds that filled the streets of Paris began to move . of unutterable pain , he stretchedforth hi
s

hands to her. The
The close -packed lines of carriagesdissolved quietly and disap white rose trembled on her bosom. Her warm, delusiveeyes
peared. That of the old Marchioness de Charrier was one of the fell . She glided to him , and laid her own hands in hi

s
without

last to depart. As it rolled under the archway of the Louvre , a word .

the marchionessput her face to the window and looked out . The Marchioness de Charrier took these claspedpalms an
d

She saw, standing a few yards distant , as she passed, a group pressed them in her own .

of staff officers. This group numbered a score or more. Hand Monsieur , ” she said , “ I give her to you . Embraceme,

some, covered with scars and gold embroideries. my children . ”Among them stood a man in the uniform of a colonel . He had

a dark , fervid face, and an air at once reticent and cold .

“ Mon Dieu ! " cried the marchioness, leaning over the side of LADIES OF AREQUIPA , PERU .

her carriage.

* She beckoned to this man . He approached, but reluctantly , AREQUIPA, a city of Peru , is about four hundred and fifty
and in great surprise . miles south -east of Lima , and forty miles from th

e

shores of

“ Monsieur le Colonel , ” said th
e

marchioness, “ I wish to th
e

Pacific . It is finely situated on th
e

river Chili , which isspeakwith you . Comeinto the carriage . ” herespanned by a fine stone bridge . It enjoys a mostbeautifulHe did not stir .

climate , and it has th
e

reputation of being on
e

of th
e

bestbuilt

“ Monsieur , I beg, I entreatyou to come into the carriage ! " and most refined cities in Peru . It has a population of nearly
repeatedthe marchioness. forty thousand . The housesare massive, in order to resist th

e

“ Madame slighter shocks of earthquake , which ar
e

very commonhere,

" Monsieur le Colonel , at la
st I look upon yo
u

. Your name having been la
id

in ashesfour times previous to th
e

la
st

andis Flavier . You were in Hayti with Leclerc . Come ! come ! ' ' most terrible visitation of August 13 , 1868, when it wasalmost

H
e sprang into the carriage. She pointed to the seatoppo - totally swallowed up .site . He took it in silence. They moved on . Then the

marchioness ,leaningtoward hi
m , to
ok

th
e

hands of th
e

officerill -fatedcity .We must no
t

forget to ad
d ,that it has be
enW
e

give a sketch on page412 of some of th
e

ladies of th
is

in her own . She pressedthem tenderly . Tears gushed fr
om famous fo
r

years fo
r
its woolen an
d

cotton manufacture, an
d

also for its gold tissue.
man ! "

*

heroic men ,

her eyes.
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IfOverspreadto

ouharereached
htlookupas

atagitatie,“
learby,
.nothingdi

re

with fe
ra
r

, in

this landing the newly -electeddoge receivedthe beretta of his

THE WAX -PALM OF THE BRAZILS . office,

The palacecontains many magnificent rooms, one of which ,

This most singular tree rears its lofty trunk to th
e

height of th
e

Hall of the GreaterCouncil , is one hundred and seventy
nearlytwo hundred feet . It is found in various parts of South si

x

feet long , eighty -four broad , and fifty -one high . It is en

America, and is one of the most singular and magniticent of richedwith splendid paintings , some of which ar
e

among the
trees. The trunk is markedwith rings , which show th

e

places earliest large specimens of oi
l

painting upon canvas. Other
where th

e

large leavesoncegrew ; but , as they fell of
f
, and the apartments are the Hall of the Four Doors , so called from the

tree rose in height , they left behind the base, or ends of th
e

four doors designed by Palladis ; the Hall of th
e

Colleges, in

th
e

leaf -stalks, forming these sharp , scaly rings . The leaves which the doge and hi
s

council receivedforeign ambassadors,

ar
e

from eighteen to twenty feet long . The tree has received andthe Hall of the Council of Ten , in which the famouscouncil

its name from the fact that the spacesbetween the leaves of a of that nameheld their sessions.fullgrown tree are covered two inches thick with a coating of In the lower stories are the cells described by Hobhouse, in

wax, of which excellent candles ar
e

made. The fruit is bitter , hi
s

notes to the fourth canto of Byron’s “ Childe Harold , ” and
but furnishes anıple repastsfor monkeysand parrots , and even at the top are the cells called Under the Leads , where Silvio

th
e

Indianseat it greedily . Pellico was confined by the barbarousAustrian government.Theseare now used as lumber -rooms. Among the mostsplendidstaircases in the world is the golden staircase, of which our
RICHMOND .

engraving on page417 is an exact representation.

intainfestes

d dyingea
ts

fo
r

th
e

Frank

y to th
e
Co
py

fortuna! Is

pa
d

bo
ek

om of hi
s

cr
é ;

main

sh y
a

babes

ad he
te
r

th
e

ha
re

lens

Jo
ls Ilz

bareh
c

Th
ey

ai
n'
s

DATES

RICHMOND, a town and parish of the county of Surrey , England, stands on an eminence on the south bank of the Thames ,

FLORENCE'S BET .

ten mileswest of St. Paul's Cathedral , London . It is a spot ofgreatcelebrity, both for the beauty of its sceneryand from its “ AND so you have really and truly enjoyedthis month in the

beingtheseat of a royal palaceduring several centuries . This country , Cousin Clive ? ”

palace is now totally demolished , and its site occupied by “ I have , indeed , Florence ; and the only thing that takes the
severalhouses. The rich scenery of Richmond and its vicinity sting from regret at leaving this dear old place, is the thought
hasbeenthe theme of general admiration , and has attracted a that you are to return with me , and that I may try my utmost
number of families of distinction , whoseseatsrender the town to make you enjoy the next month as I have done this . "

andneighborhoodremarkably gay and splendid . The town ex “ To introduceme into society , to bring me out , I suppose ? "

tends a mile , or more , up the hill , from the Thames, skirted saidFlorence . “But don't you think I am rather old for that
and intermingledwith agreeablegardens. The church , dedi- sort of thing ? I have seentwenty , Cousin Clive . "

cated to St
.

Mary Magdalen , consists of a nave , two aisles , and a “ Without oneseason in New York , ” said he ; “ without one
chancel, built of bricks , with a squareembattled tower at the admirer save the clownish young men of the neighborhood,

westend. Among its monuments is one to Thomson , the poet , without a single offer of marriage , if I mistake not , Floy . It

andalso to Kean , the actor . In the village there are several is really shocking to bury your beautyfor so long in such a re

alms-houses, and a charity -school. An elegantstone bridge , of mote place as this . "fivesemicirculararches, was erected over the river here . Its “ As to offers of marriage , you arewrong , " replied theyoung
population is about ten thousand. Richmond park adjoins the lady , laughing . “ I have been honored by two - onefrom Mr.
town, andhas a circuit of eight miles . It is first mentioned in SamGregory , who , with a greatdeal of bashfulnessandfidget
thereign of Edward L. ; and severalornamental buildings were ing about , asked my consent to be Mrs. Sam, and the other
erectedhere by Caroline , George II.'s queen. GeorgeIII . fre- from the ReverendWestrop Dean, a poor curate, who couldn't
quentlyresidedhere in the early part of his reign . At a short soundhis r’s . I didn't accepteither . "distance an observatorywas erected, from designs by Si

r

Wil Mr. Clive Hardinge lifted his hand with a gesture of disgust ,

liamChambers,and amply provided with the finest astronomi- and , shaking hi
s

head , replied , dolefully , " Which it will
cal instruments. Part of the old park forms a grazing and eventually come to , perhaps, if you are not quickly lifted out
dairyfarm , formerly occupied by George III . The remainder of this mediocreclass into that higher grade of society to which

is occupied by the beautiful royal gardens, which in summer you are entitled by birth and position . I am very glad you are

ar
e

opened to the public . The new , or great park , formed by going to my mother for a little time ; for , although there is
Charles I. , is well stockedwith deer , and is enclosed by a brick not , my dear cousin , a more perfect lady in al

l

New York than

wall .

you , yet the constant companionship of this so -calledupperclass
Theview w

e

present on page 413 is taken from the brow of of the village might in time cause you to forget that your su

Richmondhill , and is of the raost picturesque beauty. The perior birth precluded th
e

possibility of your ever choosing a

river flowing before is the Thames . The house on the banks husband from among the young men of the families you are in

is th
e

famousvilla where Pope , the poet lived and died . The th
e

habit of visiting ; fo
r
it would ill beseem th
e

blood of a

littleisland in th
e

centre is Ee
l

pi
e

Island , a favorite resort fo
r

Hardinge to matewith one beneath he
r

. '

pi
c

- ni
c

parties. It derives its namefrom the pies made of that The hot blood flew up in a torrent to the girl's face as her
fishthere, andwhich are renownedfor toeir exquisite flavor . cousin uttered thesewords , for she knew that her mother hadbeen so considered to demean herself , when , two -and -twentyyearsbefore, she disobeyedthe commands of a stern parentand
THE GOLDEN STAIRCASE O

F

THE DUCAL PALACE , sternerbrother , and proudly placed he
r

hand in th
e

strong ,VENICE .

warm grasp of a man who had no sin against him but hispoverty , his ambitious day -dreams, and his love for her . She

O
ne
of th
e

most imposing an
d

interesting buildings in Europe rememberedhow , in th
is

obscurespot , they had eked ou
t

hi
sis th
e

DucalPalace in Venice . Itwas first built in 82
0 , an
d

ha
s

meagre pittance ; how th
e

gloriousproductions of ar
t

, that hi
ssincethat time been once demolished by amob ,and twice glowing imagination had vivified into almost living creations ,

totally , andthreetimes partially , destroyed by fire . It stands had passedaway , and left the noble face drawn and sad, and

on th
e

easternside of th
e

Piazzetta , an
d

is built intheform of the large , eloquent eyes, that had fought so bravely fo
r

them ,

an irregularsquare in the Gothic style , but in many of th
e

re a closedvolume of blindness and death. Then the strugglefor
pairsandalterationsthe later Italian style is introduced . life , for existence, the long years of sufferingand sorrow of her
Among th

e

more modernadditions is th
e

beautiful entrance early lif
e , an
d

subsequently th
e

one thousanddollars a yearthat
calledPortadellaCarta.openingfrom th

e

Piazzetta into th
e

great someunknown relative , dying , le
ft

them .

court. Opposite to thisentrance is the celebrated giant's stair She had never seen a single member of her mother's family ,ca
se , whichderives its namefrom the colossal statues of Mars until afewmonthsbefore ,when Clive Hardinge , so

n
of that

an
d

Neptune by Sansovinostanding atthe head of it . Upon / brotherwho hadsealed uphis father's heart against hi
s

sister

1paid
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al
l

th
e

days of hi
s

life , camesuddenlyupon them in their quiet , short weeks to heartily despisethe hollow mockery of what th
e

country home, was struck with the refinement that pervaded world calls pleasure — she now stood this last hour in the ball
theatmosphere in which his aunt and cousin lived , andcharmed room in anything but a happy frame of mind . At last there
with the rare grace and fresh beauty of the young girl . He was a break in the circle , and the low tones of the votaries of

hastened to create an amiable understanding betweenhis mo- fashion ceasedfor a moment , as a young man of quiet , gentle
ther and Mrs. Lysle , which , being easily effected, as Mrs. Har manly bearing , madehis way up to the young lady .

dinge entertained no feeling of resentmentagainst a woman she “ Miss Lysle , " said he , “ permit me to conduct you to the
had never seen, he suddenly fancied that the cool fresh breezes conservatory. You werespeaking of "

of Hillside might have a beneficial influence on his town -bred They had passedthrough the rooms , and she turned to thank
constitution ; and , therefore, without much circumlocution , he him for bringing her away .

gave a broad hint to that effect. His aunt took the hint , and “ But where is Clive , " she asked. “ Are we not soon going
invited him . During his stay he and Florence had been a great home ? I am so tired , Willie . "

deal thrown together, and , with a constant interchange of “ Tired of dancing , or of New York dissipation, Florence
thought and opinions passing betweenthem , grew in a month which ? ” he asked.

pretty well to know and appreciateeachother . “ Both , " she replied . “ I wouldn't live here for worlds, if I

Clive Hardinge was neither handsome nor young ; but he am to be draggedabout night after night like this . "

possessedthat which our people, and our women especially, “ Then such a life has no charms for you ! " ' he said .

value more in men than correctness of feature, or even youth “ No , indeed, " wasthe reply . “ I am disappointed in Clive
strength, courage, and manliness. Five -and -thirty years had Hardinge . I thought him superior to such frivolity . He
rolled over his brown head, and left the wavy hair still brown , seems to like it . "

and the gray eyesundimmed in the fire of their boyhood . H
e

“ There you mistake , Floy , ” said her companion. “ It is

consideredhimself a middle -agedman now ; and , if any mid- society that courts hi
m

- not he who courts society. As you
summer day -dreamever had tinged with a transient brightness say , he is superior to it . ”

the eventenor of his life , it was long since rolled up in the for “ Then why does he go into it so much ? " she asked.

gotten past . He took an interest in Florence , a deepinterest , “ H
e
is performing a sort of penance, ” was the reply , " and ,

by reason of her beauty, her innocence, and her unprotection . mixing in gayety , which he detests, fo
r

the sake of onewhom
Man of th

e

world as he was, thoroughly understanding al
l

the he caresfor much , to se
e

if th
e

puregold of spirituality in he
r

ins and outs of society, he felt that his cousin was no common heart will stand the test of the scheming world . "girl -thatshewas at onceadapted to fill a higher position than She looked up into the clear dark eyes of Clive's dearest
that in which she had ye

t

moved . H
e

took this interest to friend ; but , beyond the smile upon th
e

lips , und th
e

slight
heart, and actedrather vaguely upon it . pressure of her hand upon his arm , she could readnothing .

In the pause that succeededhis last remark , his keen dis “ I am going home in five days , ” she said , as theypassed
cernment instantly detected the insult he had unintentionally through the rooms.

offered her , and , with a slight embarrassment in his face, he “ Are you sorry or glad ? " he asked.

bent forward , and said, earnestly, “ Forgive me , Floy ; do not “ I shall be glad to seemy mother again , " she replied ; " bu
t

misunderstandmy meaning. I am referring to yourself . You I shall be sorry to leavemy aunt , she has been so kind to me
will be engagedbeforeyou leaveNew York . Mark my words . " and — andCousin Clive . ”
The flush died out of her face , and a merry sparkle danced “ He is rather old , don't you think , Floy ! — something of th

e

in her eyes as she said , gayly , “ What ; in one month ! My old bachelor about him — too old to marry , in fact . ”good cousin, how quickly you are going to dispose of me ! “ Who - Clive ? " she said . “ He is not old - is he ? I never
Make no suchrash prophecy, thou oracle of evil . ” noticed it . His hair is not gray , and his face is not wrinkled.“ But I do , " said Clive . “ Let me bet you a dozen pair of He is very handsome, is Cousin Clive . "gloves thatmy prediction comestrue . ” “ Handsome, Floy ? You must have put on Love's spec

" Against what ? " sheasked. tacles, surely ; friend as he is , I could never call him handsome
Against - a kiss , " he replied . yet . "

“ Si
r , you surprise me ! " said Florence . “ But you would “Don't talk nonsense, Willie , ” said Florence , pettishly. " Ilose your repeat, Clive Hardinge is handsome. He has more strength,

“ If I lose, I will pay , " said he , “ and if you lose , you must might , and majesty in hi
s

countenance than a dozen ordinarypay . " men . Here he comes ; now , judge for yourself . ”“ But I shall not lose , Cousin Clive , " said Florence . If a very wearylook and a pale face denoted a handsomephy
sure that none of the gentlemen to whom you introduce m

e

sique , Clive Hardinge certainly possessed it at that moment.will satisfymy fastidious taste. " He cameforward to Florence .“Wait until you seethem , my dear child , " saidClive . “You Would you like to go now ? " he said , kindly ; my motherare veryunsophisticated. I only fear they will find too easy is alreadycloaked , and waiting fo
r

the carriage . ” .ingress to that little untried heart of yours , "

She laughed a laugh that had a ring of scom in it , which to Clive's friend , badehim good -night .

She quietly took hi
s proffered arm , and , extending her hand

made him look up with a puzzled expression, as though hecould not quite fathomher , as she left the room . Miss Lysle sa
t

at work in her aunt's morning room th
e

da
y

Mrs. Earldale's saloonswere crowded with fashion , beauty , suited well th
e

purity of he
r

complexionand th
e

ric
h

curls of

beforeher departurehome . The blue cashmere robe shewore
and wealth . It washer last ball of the season, and the most glittering hair .brilliant sh

e

ha
d

given . Amongst th
e

assembled ladies it was thought Clive Hardinge , as he made it bi
s

especial business to

She looked marvelously pretty, and so

evidentthat on
e

w
as
th
e

centre of attraction , th
e

dazzling st
ar

visit th
e

room thatmorning . Bu
t

he
r

eyelasheswere w
et ; sh
e

aroundwhich the smaller starsceased to shine .

surrounded by gentlemenobtrusive in their attention an
d

tire- to herself ;and , perhaps th
e

softness an
d

tenderness in he
r

fa
ceShe wasquite looked as if sh

e

ha
d

beenshedding a tear or two , silently , there
some in their fattery . She seemed to feel it acutely , as she made her appearmore beautiful still . Clive carried a long
stood ,with heightened color an

d

disdainful lip
s ,mutely in th
e

narrow bo
x

in hi
s

hand , of blue enamel an
d

gi
lt , an
d

placed itmidst . She scarcelylYted the curling lashes from her dark under her eyes.black eyes, or gave the leastmovement to the hair that coveredher white shoulderslike a golden vail . “ The bet , Florence , " said he . “ Had you forgotten it ? You
She was perturbed an

d

havewon itquite fairly - orwill have done so to -morrow, fordistressed, and wanted to get away from them .in
g

sh
e

ha
d

been herselfmerry an
d

ga
y ; bu
t

he
r

mostcareless Now , will yo
u

tell m
e

w
hy

yo
u

have socoldly declined th
e

tw
othere remains ye

t

one more day before the month is completed.

glance ha
d

be
en

m
et by on
e

almost passionate in its admiration ,offers ofmarriage yo
u

havebeen honoredwithsince yo
ur

st
ay

her laughing tonesanswered by the most fulsomeflattery , that , with us ? ”angry with herself and them -- having aptly learned in three “ I did not feel myself honored , " she replied. “ One w
as

bet . "

I am

1
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ber

afla

froma spendthriftand debauchee; the other from a brainless cameI could sleepsoundly enoughat night, and wakerefreshed
fo
p

, whopossessedbut one idea in the world — that of admiring in the morning ; but now my dreams ar
e

wild and feverish , of

his own figure. ”

bewildering eyes, and glittering golden hair , and oneethereal

"But you have repelled admiration so persistently , " said form that comesbetweenme and slumber . "

Clive ; " others , who certainly admired you , might have " Pleasedon't , Cousin Clive , ” said Florence .

" Thankyou , Cousin Clive , for the bet . May I look ? ” ? in “ But I will , ” said he . “ O
h , you shall fairly win your bet ,

terruptedFlorence Lysle , as she put out her hand fo
r

th
e

m
y

little Floy . I am a cross , old bachelor, cousin ; bu
t

, fo
r

al
l

box.

that , I mean to tell you that I love you with al
l

my heart and

* Certainlynot , until to -morrow , " was the reply ; then you soul . "maywearhome the prettiest pair of gloves the box contains , if Her head droopeddown suddenly , and the long hair fell over

--I ?

7

11
ER
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r

EAST
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LL
O
T
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yo
u

lik
e ; an
d

when yo
u

ar
e

gone , perhaps I shall be ab
le

to ge
t

he
r

ho
t

cheeks , an
d

he
r

hands trembled an
d

claspedthemselves

ba
ck

m
y

re
st

again , an
d

m
y

appetite .You have robbed m
e

of together on he
r

la
p .bothsinceyouhavebeen here . " There was a painful pause ; and when Florence dared to lift

" CousinClive ! " she exclaimed.

her eyes, she saw Clive Hardinge's face buried in his folded

" I sa
y

you have robbed m
e

of both , " repeatedClive . “Be- arms , quiet and still . She rose, hesitatingly , and thenwent upfo
re I sawyou I w
as

ab
le

to ea
t

lik
e

an
y

other ordinary mortal ; to hi
m ,placing on
e

so
ft

hand on hi
s

hair , while with th
e

other

bu
t

no
w

th
e

dazzlingthings at th
e

table ar
e

no
t

th
e

plate an
d

she extended th
e

unopened bo
x
.crystal, bu

t
a pair of snowy hands that keepmoving up and " I don't want your gloves, Cousin Clive , " she said .

down, an
d

mesincrisemy black eyes to look atthem . Beforeyou Why not ? " he asked, with white lips .
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“ BecauseI have lost my bet," she replied, turning away her " What can it be ?" asked Florence.

shy face. To this no one ventured to reply for several moments. In

“ Florence- my darling Floy , have I won it ?" he exclaimed, the meantimethe tolling of the bell had becomesquitedistinct,

rapturously, starting up, and catching her hand. and Adolphus Fitzgibbon gave a yawn, a groan, a kick, and

“Yes , and me, too," shemurmured, as she lifted her blush- awoke.
ing face to his, and his arms closed round her in a tight em “ Aw - yes- aw - I was about so suggest- aw -- that the tea
brace. bell should ring - aw - aw - aw !" he stammered, confusedly ris

ing to his feet , and pitching back and forth . Then , seeing us

A MYSTERY OF THE SEA . al
l

in the attitude of attention , he asked, “ What - aw - the
dooce is is the matter ? "

A TROPICALnight on the Pacific ! The sky is studdedwith “ It's the Bell of Doom ! ” exclaimed Backstay Bob, a tall ,

stars, which are mirrored in the vast deepbeneath. There is scarredsailor , fromhis position at the wheel .

just enough air to keep the Dolphin moving at a quiet rate , “ Pshaw ! you're too childish , ” replied the captain. “What
and the passengersaregathered on the deck to enjoy thematch- ever it is , w

e

are rapidly approaching it , for , notice howmuch
less evening. louder it sounds . "

A short distance away stand two lovers - Edmund Prescott Such was the case. The bell was nowheard clearanddistinct

and Florence Harris - looking out upon the ocean, and meditat- to the south , and was approaching nearer every moment.

ing and conversingupon the scene. Shortly after , the captain took his night -glassand gazedlong

“ How different this sky from our northern firmament ! " re and intently in that direction . When he lowered it , he said:

marked the latter , after a pause. “ I can hardly recognizemy “ I can just discover a dark body rising and falling on the
favorite constellation. The Southern Cross is beautiful , but waves, but nothing more . BackstayBob , you have got thebest
then I miss the others. Ursa Major has entirelydisappeared, eyesight of any one on board . See what you can make
and as for the Minor Bear , scarce a star of him is visible . " of it . "

At this observation, which was intended for no particular Bob resigned his place at the wheel to one of themen, and

cars , Adolphus Fitzgibbon arousedhimself . cameforward and took the glass . He held it to his eye fo
r

seve

“ Aw -what's that , Miss Harris ? Aw ! have you seenbears eral minutes without speaking , and , to al
l appearance, without

at sea ? ' ' evenbreathing , while we awaited his word with the deepestin

“ Ye
s

, and monkeys, to
o , ” was the quick but good -natured terest. Finally , he gave a great sigh , and lowered it .

reply . “ Blow me if it ain't old Davy Jones afloat ! "

All of us laugbed, while Fitzgibbon looked very silly , then “ How does it look ? " several of us inquired in the samo
grinned hugely , then seemed to meditatesomescathing witti- breath .
cism, then concluded he would not , and stretchedout upon his “ I'll be hanged if I can tell ! There's no bowsprit , and
side with his back toward the lovers , and pretending to , or Here he leveled the glass again , and shortly after continued
really did , fall asleepwithin the next fifteenminutes . his observations:

I was reclining on the deck , about a dozen feet from where “ There's no sail - no nothin ' . "

the lovers stood -not with any intention of listening to their There must be something . '

words , but simply because I had taken my position first , and Aw - certainly -- aw -- something, certainly , if your vision
was too languid to change it . I had beenan invalid for years , aw — is able to discern it , " ventured the gentle Adolphus Fitz
and wasnow recoveringfrom a very severespell of sickness. gibbon .

I was lazily drawing at my Havannah , puffing the thin fra “ Don't you see anything like a sail ? ” inquired thecaptain.

grant smoke from my mouth without removing the cigar , and “ Not a speck, nor any place to put one , either . Hold a min
gazing upward at the brilliant stars as they slowly sailed over- ute , " exclaimed Backstay Bob ; “ I've got her in range no

w
.

head. I was in that delicious dreamy state, half asleep and She ain't got the least mite of a boom , yard , or anything like .

half awake, hearing only the murmur of the voices around me She looks like somegreat hulk of a light -boat . Hold on again

as one hearsthe fairt sound of a distant waterfall . I seethe bell . The've rigged it up at the mast -head, so that it

I presume I ha
d

lain thus fo
r

nearly an hour , and m
y

cigar swings back'ards and for’ards every time th
e

thing gives a

had burned almost to m
y

mouth , while the long column of lurch to leewards . ”

asheswasstill unbroken, when somethingstruckmy ear like the “ Can you seeanything aboard ? ”

sound of a bell . It was not until I had heard it several times “ Not a creetur , living or dead . "

that it seemedreally to affectmy senses. Keep away a couple of points , cried the captain to th
e

All at once I gave a start , the ashesdroppedupon my bosom, man at the wheel .

and I arose to a sitting position , and gazedaround me. “ Ay , ay , sir ! "

“ Hark ! ” said I ; " didn't you hear that bell ? ' ' And the ship's coursewas altered , so as to bring her rapidly

“ Just what I have been trying to make Edmund believe ! " near the mysteriouscraft toward which al
l eyesweredirected.

laughedFlorence Harris ; " he persisted in not believing it . " Several of the company now openly remarked that therewas

“ Listen ! " I said , raising my hand . something supernatural in the appearance of this boatwith its

And immediately there fell a death - like silence . tolling bell . To al
l

of theseFlorence Harris and her lover re

And while thus intently listening , there cameacross th
e

se
a

, plied lightly , neither of them having th
e

least faith in their
faint but distinct , the soft , distant sound of a bell . We scarcely credulity .

breathedfor a minute . The strange, solemnsoundwasrepeated The captain listened impatiently , and ther . Laid :

at regular intervals , as if swung by the hand of someexhausted “ You are al
l

a se
t

of cowards. N
o doubt you imagine O
ld

sufferer, or tolled by the swell of the ocean. Nick is aboard, with a crew of little imps , bound fo
r

th
e

Galla
The captain by this time had approached, and stood in the pagos Isles with a load of brimstone. If you'll Contentyour

attitude of attention . self fo
r

half an hour longer , I'll tell you somethingabout it ,

“ W
e

must be near th
e

land ? " I ventured to sa
y

, rather in fo
r I intend to board that ol
d lumbering hulk , even if it turnsthe form of an inquiry than that of an assertion. out to be th

e

Flying Dutchman , or Davy Jones's flagship, an
d

" No , si
r , " respondedthe captain . * The nearestisland is a shall explore it from stem to stern . "good eight hundred miles away, and this doesn't come from To show that he meant what he said , orderswere given to

there , I should think . ” heave to , and to get one of the boats in readiness. By thistime

" What can it be ? " askedseveral, in the samebreath .

“ The sound comesfrom that direction , " saidFlorence Har
the nondescriptwas plainly visible to al

l
.

ris , pointing toward the equator. It appeared to be an ol
d

hulk , with a singlemast in th
e

cen

tr
e
. The bell was suspendedfrom the mast -head, and everand

* Perhaps it is on board a ship , " I again ventured.

" Don't think it is , ” replied the captain, with a shake of the with the heavings of the sea.

anon sent forth its solemn tolling , as the hulk roseandsank

head.

Before the ship was brought to w
e

had passedthehulk somo

1 )

2
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distance, so that when we halted there were several hundred “ Comeaboard," said they. “The dangeris over."
yardsintervening, and it wasonly dimly discernible. The next instant we wereon deck. I rushedto the hole, and
A boatwas lowered, and the captain having selecteda crew, gazeddown. Merciful heaven! what did I behold?

pulledawaytoward the hulk . I askedpermissionto accompany By the dim light of the lantern we beheldthe mangledbody
it, but, on accountof a recentillness,was refused. Fortunate, of Captain Luster. The headand oneof hi

s

limbs weregone,

indeed, for me wasthat refusal ! and therewas scarcely a semblance of humanity in the remains
Therewas something so extraordinary regarding the appear- before us . Near him wasthe gaunt , terrible form of an expir .

anceand action of the hulk , that th
e

curiosity of us al
l

was so in
g

Bengal tiger , killed by th
e

bullets , cutlass, and dagger of

intense as to be painful . We strained our gaze, as the captain Prescott and BackstayBob .

andhis crewdrew rapidly near it . The two latter , on entering the cabin first , saw the mutilated
We sawthe distanceswiftly decreasebetween the two boats body of Captain Luster . low growl warned them of danger,

until the shadowyforms mergedinto one . And then followed and as Prescott turned his gaze, he saw the tiger crouching , and

an impressivesilence - suddenlybroken by a howl , a pistol . in the very act of springing . Dropping his lantern , he fired his
shot, and a scream ; and as our hearts almost stoppedbeating , revolver ; and , as the terrible animal borehim to the floor , he

w
e

saw, a moment later , the boat put of
f

from the hulk , and drew his daggerand stabbedhim again and again . Theneedle
themenrowing with all their might back to the ship . As they pointed instrument reachedhis heart , which , united with the
camenearer w

e

discernedthat the captain wasmissing . slashing blows of BackstayBob , settledhis hash before he could
BackstayBob dashed toward the boat, and , shaking his fist inflict anymaterial injury .

at themen, demandedfuriously : We now made a crititical examination of the place. A num

“You cowardlydogs ! Where is Captain Luster ? " ber of human bones strewed the floor , and severalarticles of

“ The devil hasgot him ! ” . wearing apparel, which seemed to indicate that the placehad
Absurd as the rply might have seemed at any other time , it been tenanted by two human beings of oppositesexes, and had

wasuttered in solemnearnest, as the ghastly faces of the crew probablybeentorn to pieces by the famishedtiger . The roomwas
attested. long and low , extending the whole length of the vessel, and

In reply to our eager questions, they said the moment they having at eitherextremity a massive iron chain , terminating in

camealongsidethe craft they heard a low , hollow , unearthly a heavy ring at one end, the other being fastened by a strong
sound, which causedthem to hesitate. The captain climbed up staple to a beam in the vessel's side.

th
e

side of the vessel, descendedthe hatchway , and disappeared The brute had a chain to his neck , and had beenconfined to

fromview. H
e

was hardly out of sight when the noise they one corner of the room by a delicateiron ring , which had been
hadheard at first wasrepeated, fa

r

louderand fiercer. The next put there to be broken . Over the centre of the roomwaswrit
moment th

e

report of the captain's pistol washeard , followed te
n

something in an Indian dialect , which waspronounced by

by a terrificshriek , and then al
l

was still ! the mate (who had spent several years in India ) to read :

Horror -struck, theycalled loudly and repeatedly to their com “ I have sought - I have found that which I sought - ven
mander, but receiving no answer, pulled away from the sbip . geance . ”

“ You're a purtyset of cowardly sneaks, ain't you , to go and Carefully removing the body of the captain to the little boat ,

desertyour captain that way , when , like enough, he needed we scuttled the mysteriouscraft , and saw it sink to the bottom
you to save hi

s

life , ” exclaimed Backstay Bob , forgetting in of the ocean. Shortly after , the captainwas wrapped in his

hi
s furythat th
e

first matewasamongthosewhom he denounced. winding -sheet, and followed .

" I'm going back to that old hulk ; and if I can't get at the The strange, awful tale regarding the old craft we never
devil in way , I'll put a keg of powder in it and blow learned. It everremained to us al

l
an unvailed mystery of the

it to blazes ! "

" Bob is right , if his excitement does make him forget his
manners, " said the mate . “ It was not my intention to desert
CaptainLuster in trouble . The men were so frightened that I WATCHING A WRECK .

thought it best to comeback and get a new set . ”

Therewas somedifficulty in procuring the requisite number ;

and accordinglyPrescott and myself were accepted.

THE exposedcoast of almost everycountry has a class of peoAs the ple who obtain a precariousand occasionalliving by picking up
formerwentover the ship's side , Florence Harris said :

" Don't yo
u

comeback , Edmund ,until you have heard what the fragments of wrecks which have been washed on shore .

hasbecome of poor Captain Luster . "

Frequently when a storm is raging a number of thesewreckers
watch from the rocks any vessel that may be off the coast, and

H
e gave her hi
s promise , and a few minutes later the boat

shoved of
f , an
d

w
e rapidly neared th
e

hulk , which ha
d

acquired socompletely ha
s

the greed of gain overcometheir humanity

,

such a strangeinterest to us all .

that they hail with pleasure the prospect of any of the storm
tossedvessels being dashed upon the rocks . Even women are

Prescott, in addition to hi
s

revolver , had a small Italian dag

ge
r

, which I observedbim handle , as if to assurehimself that
seen in these parties, watching with the keenest anxiety the
battle of the ship with the storm. When the vessel strikes ,

it wasreliable. Then , as he replaced it , he remarked to me :

1 There's no telling what's inside that mass of lumber , an
d

they rush down to th
e

beach,sometimes to assist in savinglife ,

this but always to share the plunder . Our engraving, on page 420,maybetheweapon I need, after all . ”

Arrivingat th
e

craft , after ashort consultation , it w
as agreca represents a party of wreckers on th
e

coast of Brittany on th
e

th
at

th
e

four oarsmen , th
e

mate an
d

myself ,should retainthe look ou
t

fo
r

theseflotsams an
d

jelsams.

hind, while BackstayBob and William Prescott should explore
DREAMS. - Who cares for dreams ? Who attaches any im

As it w
as morally certain that somedreadful dangermenaced portance to th
e

idle shadows that fit across th
e

brain in sleep ?

We would

al
l

who entered th
e

cabin , and as Iwas good fo
r

nothing , 1 It is in vain to as
k

su
ch

questions or reply to them.

needed no more urging than th
e

mate toremain inmypo- despisedreams if w
e

could , bu
t

their effect on th
e

mind by no

meansdepends on volition ; places and things in externalna

Prescottwent fir
st , holding hi
s pistol in on
e

hand an
d

a la
n-

ture , peculiar in their localities , have beenknown to agree in a

te
rn in th
e

other , while Bo
b

closelyfollowed with hi
s

cutlass . remarkable manner with midnight prefigurations, and to a

W
e

saw themdescend th
e

hatchway . Al
l

was still , and then I visible testimonywith respect to th
e

oracle of slumber ,which
heard th

e

singleexclamationfrom Prescott : we cannot choose but recognize. There are more things in

" O
h , myGod ? " heavenand earththon are understood - ay , or dreamt of — in the

This w
as

followed by a terribile roar , a quick succession of pride of philosophy .

ne
xt

moment, bo
th

Prescott an
d

Backstay Bo
b

emerged to vi
ew , which ar
e

ou
t

of the ordinary ro
ll

ofevents , ye
t

no
t

th
e

le
ss

coveredfromhead to foot with blood . true , make what use of them you will .

anyctherIk sea.

thehulk .

$

sition.

C

pi
st
ol ,shots , a fie
rc
e

struggle , an
d

th
en

al
l

w
as st
illagain .The circumstanceshave actually occured w
ith

reference todreams
5
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HONOR'S FORTUNE .
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When

3ghs

" HEREIS THEBRIDEGROOM, GERTY," ANDHONORTURNEDTOFOLDBOTHHANDSTENDERLYABOUTTHEARMOFTARIFA."
She did not truly love young St

.
John , but his devotion

SWEET ROSE ADAIR .

touched and charmedher ; her heart was free , and she believedshe could easily learn to love if she becamehis wife . Shehated
The pallid night falls like a cloud ,

with all the vehemence of a passionatenature the cousin who
The pallid night falls like a shroud,

grudgingly gave the orphan a home, and madethe favor hård
Betweenmy handsmyhead is bowed,

to accept by reproachesand injustice .

SweetRose , sweet RoseAdair .

“ I shall do something desperateunless I break away , for thisO
h , saddning tears fall salt and slow ! dreadful life will kill me , ” shemuttered , as she glanced about

O
h , madd’ningtears confessmy woe ! the poor room , and the shabby dress that could not hide her

Deep in the grave they laid thee low , beauty. “ Gertrude thinks I have no spirit , and believes I will
SweetRose , sweet RoseAdair . remain her drudge for ever . She fancies I've neither money ,But once thy tremblinghand I pressed, sense, nor courageenough to escape; but I haveall three . St.But once I held thee to mybreast ; John opensthe way , and I'd gladly go if it did not seemwrongBut nowthou art amongthe blest , to accept his help and marry without love . Poor boy ! he is so

SweetRose, sweet RoseAdair . ardent , and I cannot deny that it is sweet to be loved . There isFrom love's deeptrance too soon I woke , no other way ; I must fly to -night , or wait years, perhaps, foranother chancelike this . '

I reeledbeneaththe cruel stroke ;But hopestill clasps the ruined oak , She stood a momentwith her eyesfixed intently on the outerSweetRose, sweet RoseAdair . gloom , as if to pierce the future ; then a smile broke over herface, and she threw up her hand with a half -triumphant , half
Two starsgaze sadlythrough the skies, defiant gesture, exclaiming :

Two stars that seemthy earnesteyes ; “ I'll go ! Surely with youth , beauty , courage and talent , I

Thineeyesbeseechingme to rise ,

can win liberty , and earn the right to enjoy it . "

Sweet Rose, sweet RoseAdair .

As if afraid her decision might waver, she bestirredherselfO
h , swift their glancing light must be ! energetically . A few garments from her scantywardrobe, and a

But swifterthan it comes to me , few little treasuresweresoonmade into a portable parcel . Her

M
y

joy -winged soul shall sweep to thee , plain cloak and bonnet were soon on , and , leaving a note of

Sweet Rose, sweet RoseAdair . brief but bitterly ironical thanks for her cousin's kindness , sueglided through the silent house out into the autumn night .On the threshold she paused, with a sudden sinking of the
HONOR'S FORTUNE .

heart , for the great world lay beforeher , unknown , untried , andshe was leaving the onerefuge she possessed.CHAPTER I.

As she stood there , a freshgust blew across the lawn , a brilSh
e

stood therealone , fa
ce

to fa
ce

with agreat temptation , liant st
ar

shone through th
e

flying clouds , and across th
e

silence

fo
r

sh
e

held he
r

fate in her hand . A few girls of seventeen came the quick tramp of horses' feet , the signal that the hourwouldpauselong in decidingbetweensunshine andshadow . As had come . The free wind ,the propitious star , th
e

welcoine

he
r

ey
e

glanced over th
e

ardent letter of he
r

bo
y

-lover , sh
e

sound , allcheered he
r

heart , confirmed he
r

courage , an
d , w
ith acontrasted th
e

lif
e

that would be hers if sh
e

fle
d

with hi
m , an
d

silent gesture , as ifshe ca
st

of
f

achain , th
e

gi
rl

sprangforward

th
e

lif
e

sh
e

mustcontinue to lead if sh
e

refused . O
n

on
e

side , tomeetliberty an
d

love .love, wealth, pleasure,freedom ; on th
e

other , neglect , poverty ,distastefullabor ,andthe bitterest dependence. The carriagewaited at the appointedspot , but her lover was| not there.VOL. XXIV . , No.6—23
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“He was detained by his father's illness, miss ; but here's a “Pardon , mademoiselle. It was impossible to restrainmy

notesayinghe'll meetyouwithout fail at Croydon. The night- admiration ; though by not doing so I deprivemyself of the
train gets in at four in the morning, and we shall be there by rest of this charming matinée."
two, so there is no dangerof missing," said the confidential Honor made no answer, but stood regarding him with the

servant, as respectfullyas if shewasalreadyhis mistress. grave scrutiny of a child ; for, as her alarm vanished, curiosity

Away they went, and for an hour Honor enjoyedthe excite- awoke . lustrous,
ment and the romanceof the flight with al

l

the zest of a girl . A slender, swarthy man of five -and - twenty,

But , as the time approachedwhen she should meether lover , dark eyes, a thin - lipped , scarlet mouth , under a delicatemus

her couragestrangely failed , and shealmost longed to be safely tache, luxuriant black hair , and the well -cut features of an

back in her dreary room. The thought of that hastymarriage Arab . Plain as his dresswas , it received an ai
r

of elegance

dauntedher , and she began to frame excusesand delays. from its wearer, and the sinewy , brown hand that held hi
s

hat

By two o'clock shewasquietly settled in a room of theCroy- was as small as a woman's . Something in the cordial ring of

don Hotel to await St
.

John's arrival . Two hours werehers in the voice, the frank gaze of the fine eyes, the wholesingularly

which to make or mar her fortune , and , as shepacedthe luxu- attractive expression of that peculiar facepleasedthegirl , and

rious chamber, she was suddenly inspired with a thought that won her confidence. With a little sigh of relief shesaid, in a

opened a way of escapefrom both the old bondageand the new . tone of satisfaction and pleasure :

“ How often I have longed to be on my way to London with “ I thought it was that boy . Thank heaven it isn't ! I'm

money in my purse, and no one to control or counselme ! Now glad you came
my wish is granted, and I should enjoy it heartily but for that * Unhappy boy , to be so shunned, and thrice happy m

e
, to be

poor boy. If I could leave him out I should be entirely con so welcomed ! ' ' broke in the stranger , as she pausedwith a su
d

tent , and " den blush at his smile and her own words .

There she paused, abruptly , for the new thought camefilling “ I meant I was glad to meet any one who would tell methe
her w th fresh courageand energy. way to the station . I haven't been here for years, andforget

“ Why not leave him out fo
r

a time , at least ? Why not go the place . "

privately away before he comes, leavingword that he shall hear “ I am going there . May I show you the way, mademoi
from me soon ? London is but fifteenmiles away ; I have ten selle ? "

pounds in my purse. I rememberMadame Paul's address ; she " Thankyou , yeson one condition , " she answered, slowly,

loved her little pupil long ago, and will help m
e

now . I have fo
r
, though irresistibly impelled to trust the stranger, sh
e

re

heard more than one persontell Gertrude that my voicewould memberedthat shewas a runaway .

make my fortune ; now I'll try it . I'll sing , earn money , re “ I agree to anything , " he said , still addressingherwith th
e

pay St
.

John , and make m
y

peace. Then , if I ca
n

love hi
m , I ai
r

which a well -bredman assumestoward a pretty child of th
e

will ; if not , he'll soon outlive hi
s boyish passion. Come, this fair sex. Honor liked it , fo
r
, with al
l

her stength of character,

is a good thought ; I'll act upon it . " shewas as artless as a little girl .

Putting back the curtain , she looked out . A balcony ran “ Please, don't tell any one you met me. Will youpromise
along that side of the hotel ; stepsdescendedfrom one end into that ? Indeed , youmay . I'm doing no harm , and onlyleaving

a small garden ; a low wall shut it from the street, and beyond thosewho wrong me , ” she said , earnestly .

wasthe sleepingtown , the wide common, with London looming “ What a heartlessboy , to wrong so sweet a sister ! Can no

dimly in the distance. thing be done to make him behave ? ' ' he answered, laughing.

“ It is possible, " muttered Honor , looking and listening Now , you mistake , " she cried , hastily , unconsciously be
a

keenly . “ Nearly an hour before the train is in ; by that time traying that shewas no child . “The boy isn't my brother, an
d

I can be lost in the great park yonder , and take an early train he loves m
e

too well to trouble m
e

. Let him be. It is an un

on the other side. " kind woman who drives me away. I'm going to an oldfriend
Hastily writing a fe

w

lines , sh
e

le
ft

them on th
e

toilet -table , in London , and I go clandestinely , because I will haveliberty.

and stole out to essay a secondflight . D
o you blame m
e

? " she asked, with kindling eyes, ye
t

a wist
Gliding like a shadowpast the curtainedwindows looking on ful look that evidently touched him .

the balcony, shecrossedthe gardenunseen, leapedthe low wall , “ I love freedomtoo well myself to blameany one fo
r

secur
and hasteneddown th

e

desertedstreettoward th
e

opencountry . ing it at al
l

it costs. Permitme to offer m
y

help , fo
r

Once in th
e

park sh
e

felt safe , and walked rapidly on in th
e

to
o

young , an
d

– pardon m
e

that I sa
y

it to your face — to
o

beau
gray dawn , meeting no one but th

e

deer, who eyedher with tiful to travel alone , mademoiselle . "

mild surprisefrom their layers among the fern . She shook her head impatiently , but gave no sign of grati

When th
e

sun rose , it shoneupon her sitting alone on th
e

fie
d

vanity , as sh
e

fixed he
r

lovelyeyes on hi
s

in a graveglance
wide common, with unwonted color on her cheeks,unwonted of inquirythat would have aroused in an

y

man a sinceredesire
light in he

r

eyes, unwonted happiness in he
r

heart . A blissful to win herconfidence .He bore that scrutiny successfully, fo
r ,

sense of freedompossessedher ,andyouth's hopeful spirit made with a sudden smile an
d

an impulsive gesture fu
ll

of grace, sh
e

all things fair and possible. offeredher hand , saying , frankly :

“ It is too early yet for the seventrain . I'll sit hereand rest , " I trust you , si
r
. I don't know why I do so , but I am sure

and try my voice, for no one can see or hearme, and it must be you will be an honest friend to me .in order for MadamePaul's criticism , " she said , smiling , as she “ I will . "

glanced about her in al
l

directions , and sawnothing but a few
sheep , heardnothing but th

e

larkssingingblithely asthey factory than th
e

mosteloquent protestations , an
d

th
e

cordial
The hearty brevity of hi

s reply wasmore emphaticandsatis

went up . With a music as sweetand effortlessher ownfine pressure ofthe hand was a better pledgethanany oath .voice rang out as she sung her most difficult airs , and rejoiced

to find how perfecther execution was.

“ Thank you ! Now I must go , for the early trainwill soon

Very lonely di
d

sh
e

look , thatyoung gi
rl

, sitting alone on th
e

that a night of excitementand fatigue w
as beginning to te
llpass. Is it fa
r

? " she said , rising , with a suddenconsciousness

wild common. Her bonnet lay by her side ; the wind lifted he
r

vpon her strength .bright hair from her forehead ; the sunshineglittered on itsgo
ld , an
d

touched th
e

delicate bloomof he
r

cheeks as sh
e

su
ng , the valleyyonder . N
o , I carry th
is ,and have st
ill
an armelo

“ Just over thecommon -- you can se
e

theroof of th
e

station in

with a smile on he
r

lip
s

an
d

a brilliant light in he
r

violet ey
es , of
fe
r

yo
u , m
y

tired comrade , " he answered, lifting he
r

parcel,fixed on the far - of
f

city whereher future lay .

As she ended a sparkling canzonet, a soft sound of applauso
and respectfully proffering the much -neededsupport.

startled he
r

to he
r

feet . Turning like a frightened do
e , sh
e ing it very pleasant to be traveling in suchcourteouscompany

But Honor shyly declined it , andwalked on besidehim, find

faced a m
an

who ha
d

noiselessly approached, an
d

seemed tohave H
e

smiled , bu
t

sa
id

nothing , till th
e

gi
rl

asked , abruptly, as itbeen listening delightedly , as he leaned on a mossystone . He following her own thoughts :swept of
f

his hat with a smile and a bow of half -playful , halftarnest contrition , saying , gently , and with a foreign accent :

“ Did you really like my singing ? "

“ I did . You have a wonderful voice . "

youare
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In

“Do you think I could sing for moneywith any chanceof “ Nineteen,” sheanswered, coloring ; then shebroke into a
success?”' shewent on, in a pretty, business-like way that would silvery laugh, and exclaimed, with charmingfrankness, “ Iknow
have amusedhim had he not beentoo much interestedto ob- it must soundvery childish and silly, and I daresay I am out
Berveit. raging all the proprietiesby running away twice, and telling all
He glancedat the young facebesidehim, anda shadowpassed my affairs to an utter stranger. But I've been so shut up, I

over hi
s

own as he thought how soon its innocent freshness know no more of th
e

world than a child , and I really can't
woulddisappear in such a life . trusting you , si

r , you are so kind . ”

* I have no doubt of it . But is that necessary ? " “ Thank you . I'll prove worthy of your confidence, Miss

| “ Why , ye
s , of course it is , ” sh
e

said ,opening her eyes at Honor , " began th
e

stranger ; bu
t

th
e girl exclaimed , abruptly :

him, as if surprised at the question . “ I've nothing in the “ How do you know my name ? I didn't tell you ? !

world but my voice and a little borrowed money. I wish to H
e

bit his lip , his brown cheekflushed a little , and his keen
supportmyself, and I'll do anything rather than go back , or eyeseemed to glanceover her with a half -scrutinizing, half an
marry — someone I don't love . " noyed expression. Then a quick smile appeared, and with an

She checkedthe name on her lips , and looked abashedthat ai
r

of relief he touched the handkerchief that lay in her lap ,

shehad allowed so much to escapeher . The strangerobserved saying , quietly :

this , and mademental notes, but betrayed no especialinterest, " I read it there. "

andreplied, kindly : “ What sharp eyes you must have ! The words are almost

“ Youare right ; and , if your friend possessesthe power to washed out , " and the girl gravely examinedthe corner of the
helpyou, both freedomand independencemay be yours . ” handkerchief.

“ I'm glad to hear you say that . I'm very hopefui - veryig He smiled , and changedthe subject, and beguiledthe way so

norant; but I really wish to help myself , and feel that I can if pleasantly that Honor was surprisedwhen the journey ended.

I am only let alone . " The noise and bustle at the Waterloo Station so bewilderedher
Sheglancedoverher shoulder as she spoke, and uttered a low that shegratefully permittedher new friend to take care of her .

cr
y

of terror, for severalmen wererapidly approaching. Placing her in a cab, he gave Madame Paul's address to the

" It is he ! -- St . John ! Don't le
t

him takeme away ! I don't man , pressedher hand , and said , emphatically :

lovehim ; I can't marry him ; I'll go back and be miserable “ I do not say adieu, because I shall see you again . In any
ratherthan do that ! Oh , help me -- I've no friend but you ! " trouble send to me , and remember I am your friend . Here is

Sheclung to his arm as she spoke, with the vehemence of my address. Be of good courage, little Honor ; you will find
mingledfearand resolution . your fortune soon . "

“ N
o

one shall molest you , my child , " he said , soothingly . With a smile that seemed to prophecy al
l good things , he

“ Tell m
e

how it is , then I can serveyou better . " vanished , leaving a card in her hand, bearing the words ,

Breathlesswith the haste shemade, and still holding fast to “ H
.

Tarifa , St. JamesHotel , London . "

th
e

strongarm of her new friend , Honor poured out her little
story as shewent, unconscious of the suddenand entire change
whichpassedover her hearer as he listened . CHAPTER II .

Rest tranquil , my girl ; I shall protectyou . See, the st
a

A WEEK later a similar cardwas carriedup to Mrs. Gertrude

tio
n

is here, an
d

the train already approaches. Hold fast , and Avon , and threw that lady into a state of joyful excitement.w
e

shall be there in time to escapethose persons . "

Casting a quick glance behind him , the stranger strode on , “ News from Unclue Hugh . This is the name of his partner

half carryingHonor . Just as th
e

train thundered up , they in Calcutta . Perhaps he is coming . How fortunate that Honor
reachedthe platform , and , with a word to th

e

guard , they has lost al
l hope of the fortune ! Is this H
.
Tarifa an ol
d

man ,

spranginto an emptycarriage . N
o other passengerswaited at Annette ! " she asked of he
r

maid , who was helping he
r

to give

th
e

little station, and they rolled away beforethepursuers , if a fe
w

effectivetouches to he
r

dress .

suchtheywere, appeared in sight . “ No , madame - young , and very bandsome. "

Pale and panting, Honor la
y

back , quite spentwith this last

“Ah ! the son , doubtless. Give me the wrapper trimmed

flurry. Shedimly wondered at the exulting laugh which broke with Valenciennes, and let down a fewmore curls . They give a
from he

r

companion as they shot away, and was touched by the
youthful look to my face . "

gentlecare he took of her , trying by every reassuringwile to The ten minutes ' delay caused by Mrs. Avon's desire to make
cheerand restoreher . Shewas soonherself again , and during a coquettish toilet cost her more than she knew ; for while he

th
at

brief journey sh
e

permitted him draw from he
r

th
e

story to some purpose . A cardwith thesewordspenciled under St
.waited, her guest strolled about the room, using his keen eyes

of herpastlife .

. Papadied long ago , and mammaoffendedUncle Hugh by John's name w
as

on
e

discovery : " Sh
e

is atMadameP.'s , bu
t

refusing to marryhim .

will not seeme . A portrait of Mrs. Avon causedhim to mut
He went away to India , and w

e

knew

no more of hi
m til
l

two or three yearsago he sentword that te
r ,after a long survey , “ Insincereeyes, and a hardmouth . Poor

he wascominghome, and the niecewho was the best in every
little Honor must have fared ill in thehands of such a woman . "

w
ay

should be hi
s

heiress. There is only Cousin Gertrudeand And th
e

prattle of a child playing in th
e

room , whom he ques

myself, an
d

of course he will choose her , fo
r

sh
e

haswritten tioned , brought out th
e

fact thatHonor wasmuch beloved an
d

hi
m
al
l

sorts of ba
d

reports of m
e ,and tried in everyway to mourned by he
r

little pupils .

winhis favor. I don't caremuch for his money, but I do long With a soft rustle , a beamingsmile , and a white hand hospit .

fo
r

hi
s

love, I've had so little sincemammadied . ”

ably extended, Mrs. Avon glided into the room , pausedwith

Why di
d yo
u

no
t

write also , an
d

se
t

th
e

matter straight well -actedsurprise , dropped he
r

fin
e

eyes, an
d

murmured , with
with th

e

ol
d

man ! " asked the stranger , as she pausedwith
charming embarrassment:

tremblinglips .

" Pardon me. I fanciedmy dearuncle's partnerwould be an

1.
I

di
d , bu
t

m
y

letterswere no
t

allowed to go . I tried to do olderman . Nevertheless , permit m
e to welcome yo
u

toEng

well, andlive on patientiy til
l

uncle came ; but Gertrudewas so

land for his sake . ”

tyrannicalandunkind I could not bear it . She is a widow now , M
.

Tarifa bowed, and replied , in a cool , calm tone , which

an
d

I taught he
r

children , but she wouldn't le
t

them love m
e
, madeMrs. Avon look

keenly at him :

an
d

I wasmiserable. Then St
.

John sawme by accident, and “ I am now the only remaining member of the old firm , my
Excusemy

loved m
e . Gertrude refused hi
m , bu
t

he managed to write , father having retired an
d

your unclebeing dead.

an
d

so it cameabout th
at I ra
n

away . If I on
ly

cared fo
r

him abrupt announcement of th
e

fa
ct ; bu
t

th
e

le
t dispatchedbe

I should no
t

leavehim ; but I don't , and everyhour makes m
e fore I sailedwereevidently lost , therefore I find you unprepared

surer of it . Am I doing very wrong to disappoint the
for the sadnews . ”poor

boy ? " “ Yes , " sighed Mrs. Avon , from behind her handkerchief,

* H
ow ol
d

is th
e

bo
y

? " asked he
r

companion , knitting hi
s

which sh
e

ha
d

lifted to hide , no
t

tears , bu
t

exultation that th
e

brows, tbough an amusedsmile lurked about hi
s

mouth . fortune was so near her grasp. • I will not detainyou by any

ads
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selfish grief, for I loved the old man, though we have been old man's niece, and Iwill. may come again?" he added,

partedso long ."
rising.

“ I fear that I have yet another disappointment for you, “ Yes," was all she said, but her eyesbadehim welcomeso

madame; but perhaps your knowledgeof
your uncle's whims eloquently that hecould not doubt the sincerityof her invitation

.

may have prepared you for any caprice of
his. What caused “ And your unhappy sister, is there no way in which I can

the suddenchangeof purpose, I cannot tell, unless it wasgrati- aid her?” he asked, pausing, with a significant look
.

tude for a small favor I oncedid him ; but when his will was “ If she is Mrs. St. John , shewill need no help. If sheis

read, it appearedthat his whole fortune was left to
me. " not, I no longer have a sister. Of course, you areat libertyto

“ You !" and Mrs Avon's eyes Aashedwith
irrepressible an- do what you will ; but remember that you choosebetweenus

,

ger at the downfall of all her hopes.
for I decline all further friendship, if those recklesschildren

"To me, with no mention of his nieces,
excepta wish which are to be taken up after the disgrace they havebroughtupon

I find it somewhatdifficult tomention, though far less difficult me."
to obey than I had expected.” “My dear Mrs. Avon, have no fears. My choice is already

Something in the tone of the young man's voice, the smile made," and kissing her hand in his graceful foreignfashion
,

that touched his lips, and the softenedglanceof his brilliant
M. Tarifa took his leave, wearing an expressionof satisfaction

southerneyescauseda suddenhopeto spring
up in thewoman's which both puzzledand charmed the ambitious widow

.

heart. Vailing her sharp disappointmentunder a half -timid
, For threeweeksthe young millionaire cameandwent

, always

half -melancholy air, she said, sweetly:
with some pretext of business, to preventawkwardnessin the

" Believe me, rejoice at your prosperity, and am sure that interviews, which werealways verybrief
, in spiteof Mrs.Avon's

you will pardon a mother's regretat the loss which affects
her fascinations.

fatherlesschildren. May I ask what my uncle's wish was ?”' “ He is young,” she thought, “and has seenlittle of women
,

“ That I should share the fortune with one of his lawful evidently. This coldness is assumedfor my sake. Amanwith

heirs by marrying her."
sucheyesand voice must be full of fireand tenderness.

A little

“ How cruel of him to hamperhis bequestwith so hard a con- patienceand his passionwill breakout, andthenwhatamagnifi

dition !” and Mrs. Avon gave him an eloquent look as she cent lover he will be ! Thank heaven Honor destroyedher

spoke. chance of winning before he came, for her blue eyeswould

“ Not hard, but everymomentgrowing easier
," gallantly re

-

surely have bewitched him . "

plied M
.

Tarifa . “ If you will permit me to make a few inquir One thing struck Mrs. Avon , which was , that at eachvisit

ie
s concerning your sister, I shall be betterable to conduct this M
.

Tarifa alluded to her sister ; but she fanciedthat th
e

girl's

delicateaffair . She is with you , I believe ? " picture had awakened an interest in the youngman'smind, and

" Alas , no ; she eloped a week ago , and is now married , I set herself to efface it as fast as possible by artfully -worded in

hope . ” sinuations , accusations, and regrets ; al
l

of which werereceived

“ You know nothing of her , then ? " in grave silence , and with a look of satisfactionwhichdelighted

“ Nothing , except that she rejected my love and protec- her .

tion , and left me for a wild boy , who will soon desert her , I On the fourth week he arrived , radiant with somenewhappi

fear . ” ness, which madehim so charming that Mrs. Avon felt thatthe

“ If so , you will receiveand protecther again ? " long -desiredmoment must be at hand when the lover'sardor

“ Never ! How can I , with my little daughters growing up was to replacethe stranger's natural reserve.

about me ? I pity her ; but I must think of them , for I have “ I have a favor to ask of you —may I sayGertrude ? " he be

no one to lean upon , and , though five years a widow , I havenot gan , with a new softness in both face and tone.

yet learned to bearmy solitude with courage. You know you may . What favor , Henri ? " andthewidow

" I may then regardMiss Honor as no longer worthy a share uttered hi
s

namewith the timid tenderness of a young gi
rl
.

of your uncle's benefaction ? " “ I want you to forgive your sister . ”

“ I leave that for you to decide , " and Mrs. Avon's scornful “ Never till she is married . "

face plainly expressedher opinion . " She is married . ”

There was a little pause, in which M
.

Tarifa seemedlost in “ Who told you that ? " and the widow's shynessvanished

, as

thought , as he sa
t

looking at the handsomewoman beforehim . she put the question sharply .

She fancied he was embarrassed at the position in which he “ I saw it done , ” was the cool reply .

found himself , and she came to his assistancewith an artful “ You ! When ? -- where ?-why ? "

question : “ Two days ago , at Madame Paul's , and because I fe
lt

that

“May I ask if this singular desire of the old man is in any the young creatureneeded a protector . "

way binding upon you , si
r
? " “ And that boy actually married her ?

Truly , it w
as
th
e

least

" Not in th
e

least ; but I desire to showmy gratitude by com- he could do after the wrong he had done he
r
. "

plying with it , if possible. I am anxious to settle in England , "He felt that , and gladly made the only reparation in bi
s

to make a homefor m
y

father , and find happiness fo
r

myself . power , ” replied Tarifa , with a tranquil smile .

Being heart -free, and baving seen pictures of both nieces, the “ How good you are ! That sad affair needed a wiseand

task seemed fu
ll

of romance to m
e
, and I came, hoping to pros- energetichead to settle it , and in the midst of your ow

n

duties

pe
r

in th
e

only means of restitution which it is in m
y

power to you found time to do it . I hope they were truly grateful. I

make . But as Miss Honor is lost , there is no hope of success, never can thank you for your
brotherly care of that headstrong

perhaps ; at least , I darenot believe so , unless girl ; " and Mrs. Avon put both her white hands in hi
s

with a

As the last wordsfell slowly from his lips , Mrs. Avon , colored tender look .

with soft confusion, droppedhereyes, and tenderly caressingthe “ They werevery grateful , and if you will promise to pardon

child leaning on her knee , shemurmured, in a low tone : them , I shall consider your debt to me well paid . ”

“ It is so very sudden and unexpected - such an embarrassing
position — I would do much for my darling . My first marriage

“ Anything fo
r you , Henri , ” whisperedthe widow.

« Thanks !

was a loveless one, but I have honoredmy husband'smemory sake, Gertrude ? "

And will you receive inem to -morrow fo
r m
y

by a long widowhood. In time I might find my loneliness too
hard to bear. Indeed , I need a friend . Be that to me at least, satisfy you ? ”

“ I will , and gladly forget and forgive th
e

past. Does th
at

and ask nothing more as yet ! "

As a piece of acting ,that speech w
as perfect , an
d

would havereceive m
e

with asmile like this , an
d

find th
at

virtue is always“ Entirely . Now I must leave you ; bu
t

when I comeagain

touchedanyman but the onewho heard it . Being forewarned, its own reward . "

he was forearmed, and a satirical smile passedacrosshis face as

he answered , in a voice towhich a softer languagethanours facewore its sweetestsmiles as sh
e

rose to greet he
r

guests ne
stMrs. Avon's toilet was a marve !. of taste, and Mrs.Avon's

lent its music :

Thank you for that permission. I promised to befriendthe well -actedaffectionand delight .

da
y , when Tarifaled her lovely sister in to beembraced w
ith
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beton

roughtin

ei
n

fin

" Where the bridegroom ? Does he fear to face me ? Ah , In 1617her son , after Louis XIII . , and others , conspired

Well he may , after robbing m
e

of my dårling ; but I havepro- againsther authority ,and deposedher , exiling her to Blois ,and
mised to pardon everything , and will keepmy word for your putting her chieffavorites , the Concinis , to death . Through the

sake, Henri , ” she said , longing to have the scene over , that mediation of Epernon , a reconciliationwas effectedbetweenher

shemight receivethe reward .

son and herself , and shewas suffered to return to Paris . Here

“ Here is thebridegroom, Gerty , " and Honor turned to fold she entered into an alliance with Richelieu , through whose as

both hands tenderlyabout the arm of Tarifa , who looked the sistancesheregainedmuch of her former power . But her Italian

lover to the life now .

love of intrigue was too much for her prudence, and shewas

" You ! It is a lie ! " cried Mrs. Avon , in a tone of despair , tempted by the enemies of Richelieu to conspireagainst him .

forhis faceansweredbefore his lips .

The wily priest was , however , too much for her , and shewas

“You told m
e

to choosebetweenyou , and I did so . I gave defeatedand imprisoned in 1631. Escaping to theNetherlands ,

you manyopportunities to save your sister , but you rejected she remained there till 1658, when shewent to England , her

them al
l , to yourownloss . I loved her imagebefore I foundthe daughter , Henrietta Maria , having married Charles I.

fairrealitywaiting for me on the moor , and when you casther In England she became so unpopular that the Long Parlia

of
f
, m
y

hearttook her in . If the old man wrongedher , I have ment requestedher to leave the country , and , to induce her to

atonedfor it by giving her all I possess. go quietly , they made her a present of threethousandpounds ,

“ And she — that imprudent child has won the fortune , after and promised her six thousandpoundsmore on her arrival on

al
l , " gaspedMrs. Avon , as her last hope vanished . the Continent .

“The only fortune that I covet is here , " and Honor leaned Consequently, in August , 1641, she left England , and soon

herbrighthead on her husband's breast, thinking only of the arrived at Antwerp , taking up her residence in the house of

generousandtenderheart that took her in when most forlorn . Rubens , the famsus painter , whose patron she had formerlybeen. Engaging in someintrigues againstthe French govern
FEMALE COSTUMES IN THE TIME OF JAMES I. ment , shewas ordered to leaveAntwerp and take up her residence at Cologne , whereshe arrived October 12 , 1641. Shewassoon after taken ill , and died in comparativeobscurity and

In nothingdoesthe human mind show more caprice than
want , after much suffering , on July 3 , 1642, in her sixty -ninth

in its shiftingfashions of dress . One of its remarkablefeatures year .

is , that, like history , it is always repeating itself . The singlearticle of hoopshas appeared, disappeared, and re -appeared re

THE AMAZON CAPTIVE .

peatedlysincethe time of Queen Elizabeth . In one respectfemaletastevaries considerably from the standard of earlier
This beautiful statue is one of the finest works of the famous

days. It was only in the reign of Charles II . that theladiesworetheirdresseslow in the neck . Our ancestorswere French sculptor , Geoffrey, a pupil of Ramey and of Franceschi ,

verycareful in covering that part of the person . In the cos both celebratedfor their genius . The pose of thecaptive is very

tumes w
e

haveengraved it will be seen that even the mouth fineand very natural . She is seated on a rock , her hands are

w
as

closelycovered. Our fair friends , whose bonnets are now bound , while her buckler and helm are thrown upon the

no
t

largerthan butterflies, may congratulate themselves that sound . Her head is bent earthward , depicting confusion and

theydidnotlive in the times of James I. grief . The composition at once arrestsattention , on accountof its simple grandeur , and its easygrace. The only defect isthe modeling , which is comparatively feeble, and betrays a

MARIA DE MEDICI .

young and somewhatinexperienced hand . But , with al
l

theseimperfections, the AmazonCaptive , being a first work , is full of

Thisfamoushistoricalpersonwas the daughter of Francis I. ,GrandDuke of Tuscany , an
d
of th
e

Archduchess Johanna of promise , an
d , doubtless, is th
e

herald of agreat reputation .Austria, andwasborn in Florence , May 4 , 1574. She was edu .cated in utterseclusion, and knew nothing beyond the Floren KITTY .

tin
e

court, when, in 1599, being then twenty -fiveyears ol
d , herhand w
as

asked in marriage by Henry IV . , of France . The
CHAPTERXXXIX.-- SUCCESSFULDIPLOMACY.

offer w
as

accepted, and , in 1600, their nuptials were celebratedwithgreatsplendor. . In 1601she gave birth to thefirstDauphin KITTY determined to marry Sir George Bartelotte ; Ella
that ha

d

beenborn since 1543. This son afterward became equally determined not to have he
r

dearestfriend fo
r

he
r

step
LouisXIII . , of France . The marriage of Maria with Henry mother . How were theseparallel lines ever to meet ?

w
as

no
t

a happyone , the fault being equallydivided between Two months of pleasant distraction had slipped by , and nei

te
r

obstinacy,jealousy , and violence of temper , an
d

hi
s

numer- ther Kitty no
r

Ella ha
d

yielded an inch . The obnoxious sub

ou
s

infidelities, whichwere to
o

flagrant to be concealed. O
n

ject waswholly ignored fo
r

th
e

most part , bu
t

whenever it

on
e

occasion sh
e

flew at her husbandwith suchviolence that she came up , each of the girls felt a transient bitternesstoward her

wouldhave struck him had not his Prime Minister , Sully , friend .steppedbetweenand intercepted th
e

blow . Henry frequently “ Kitty saysshe lovesme better than anything in theworld , ”

threatenedto sendher back toItaly with he
r

favorites ,the reasonedElla , " an
d

ye
t

sh
e

cannot se
e

how thiswretchedmar

Concinis, who had considerableinfluenceoverth
e

queen , and whose dangerous counselsfinallyengulfedher in ruin .O
n

May13th, 1610, she was crowned withgreatmagnificence, and a few days afterwardhe
r

husbandwasassassinated by Ravaillæ , aJesuit. Somehistorianshave endeavored tom
ix

be
r

up in that event ,but impartial writersdo no
t

sustain th
e

accusation, which restsonlyupon th
e

prejudices of her snemies . O
n

thedeath of he
r

husband , through th
e

machinations of th
e

Duke ofEpernon , Colonel -generalof th
e

French Guard , she became Regent .H
er

firststepwas to ge
t

rid of Sully , and toru
le

throughher favorites, and soonher governmentbecameone of the worst known in

FEMALECOSTUMESIN THETIMEOF JAMES T.

>

th
e

annals of tyranny .
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ture."

own.

Kitty , moreover, wore & ring of Sir George's giving. There

riage must come betweenus. If we were indifferent to eachy “ Oh ! how can you talk of such cruel things?'' Kitty said.

other, there would be no cause for me to raiseany objection “ My dear, I did not mean to be cruel. It is only right to

to it. ” think of the future. Ella has got plenty of faculty, but she

“ Ella is so sweet and unselfish,” Kitty thought, " and yet is a little inclined to be over-generous; and, without some

she cannot understand that I am capableof unselfishnesstoo. friendly guidance, would inevitably crippleher resources. Now,

I suppose al
l

women , even the angelic ones , are jealous by na- you are the very soul of prudence. ”

“ You think much too highly of me , " Kitty began.

Thus they naturally went on misjudging and misinterpreting " Nonsense . I should be a fool if I did not know what a

eachother . It was as little likely thxt Ella should comprehend treasure I have won in you . Why , I do believe you will cost

Kitty's ambitious eagerness, as that Kitty should comprehend me less as my wife than as Ella's companion , ” si
r Georgesaid,

Ella's generous scruples. gushingly . " And then the difference to me in comfort ! "

Between father and daughter the subject had beentabooed

“ I think I could make you comfortable ; at least, I am sure

from the beginning. Once or twice Sir Georgemade a feeble ef
- I could , ” Kitty answered, “ if Ella will only le
t

me tr
y

. "

fort on behalf of himself and his bride -elect ; but Ella's depre “ She will - she must , " Sir Georgesaid . “ I have no influ

catory look and word were enough to awe him into immediate enceover her whatever ; but I am sure shewill listen to yo
u

. "

silence. “ She did not listen before . ”

He was alwayssaying to himsilf , “ To -day I will speak out , " Supposeyou try oncemore , " Sir George ventured to sug

or , “ To -morrow I will constrainElla to listen ; " but to -dayand gest .

to -morrow passed away , and he had not spoken out . There “ I cannot help thinking that the second overtureswould

weremore reasonsthan onewhy Sir Georgewas so eager to con come best from yourself , " Kitty said , feeling , in truth , hardly

summatethis marriage. courageousenough to fight Sir George's battles with Ella over

In the first place , he was in love with Kitty after a fashion . again .

In the second, it was reasonable to hope that a young wife Sir George was silent ; but , by the curious contortionthat

would bring him an heir . passed over bis features, she saw how unpalatablewas the

In the third , he had a man's natural wish to bequeath the advice .

estatesthat had come to him from his father to a son of his After a little reflection, he said , briskly :

“ I really see no necessity of speaking to Ella anymore. She

Poor Sir George felt that such a blessingwould indeed be a knows well enough what you and I have determinedupon.

recompensefor the crossesthat had befallen him , and the up- Let us follow our own devices, and take her consent fo
r

right and Christian career on which he pridedhimself . The an- granted . ”

ticipation of it madehis heart light and his stepelate . “ Would that be quite fair toward Ella ? " ' Kitty asked.

If only Ella would listen ! “What can w
e
do that she will considerquite fair ? "

Ella's uncompromisingattitude drove him to Kitty fo
r

conso " Ah ! true . "

lation . It was like a suddendescentfrom mountain regions of “ Ce n'est que le premier pas qui côute , " Sir Georgeadded.

perpetual snow to soft green meadows, laughing streams, and “ Dear Ella cannot fail to see, by -and - b
y , that your marriage

hedgerowsfull of flowers . with me will be for her own good ; and till that time w
e

must

When they were alone , Kitty petted Sir George as only wo bear her vexation as bestwe can . The soonerall is settledthe

men like Kitty can pet men , women, children -- any one whose better , I say . "
liking they covet. Shesaid all sorts of pretty things that meant This was exactly what Kitty had thought for a long time;

little enough, but effected a gooddeal , for Sir Georgefelt him- but she listened in silence.

self younger, more confident, and of moreworth in the world “ We might as well be married quietly without any loss of

for hours after. She told him , moreover, that nothing short of time ; don't you think so ? "

Ella's persistentopposition should induce her to break the pro “ O
h
! that is for you alone to decide , " Kitty madeanswer,

mise she had given him ; and that “ because I should be modestly .

80 wretchedawayfrom you now " -she would say , with insinu “ I decide in favor of the proposition - taking it fo
r granted,

ating fondness. Whereupon, Sir Georgewould boldly kiss the of course , have no womanish notions abouttrousseaux

pretty hand that was never withdrawn , swearing to reward her and that sort of thing . "

for such constancy, and to stand by her as long as he lived . Kitty had very womanish notions about trousscaux"and

When a young and beautiful woman makes love to a man that sort of thing , ” but was too much overcome by herlover's

double her years, he is sure to lose hi
s

head, whether he pos- condescendinggoodness to confess her weakness. Si
r George

sesses a heart or no ; and Sir Georgesoon lost his head under went on .

the influence of Kitty's fascination . " You will find m
e

a much more practical person to dealwith

One da
y

, with Kitty leaning on hi
s

arna, Kitty looking up into thanElla ,who , I verily believe ,would spendeverypenny sh
e

hiseyes , Kitty's caressingwordssounding in hi
s

ears , Si
r George possesses in decking you out with finery.Beauty unadornedis

grew intoxicated. Never beforehad Kitty allowed hi
m

to taste adorned th
e

most , to m
y

thinking , an
d

you alwayslook hand

th
e

sweets of courtship ; never beforehad she frankly and somer than otherwomen , no matter how you dress . ”

fondly talked of the future they were to spendtogether ; never Kitty acknowledged the compliment , though in he
r

secret
beforehad shesaidhow dearhis affectionwas to her . heart she prized beyond expressionthe adornments o

f th
e

outer
Truth to tell , Kitty's patiencewas giving way a little . She woman he seemed to think so supererogatory. Sh

e

w
as
to
o

rebelled equally against Ella's willful hastility an
d

against Si
r

well satisfied , however ,with Si
r George's ne
w

mood to cavil at

George's long -continued supineness. Such a state of things minor mortifications , and had , moreover , schooledherselfreso
could not go on forever . Comewhat might , she determined lutely into an attitude of meekness. I have, indeed, won a

to act boldly now .

After al
l

th
is

friendly ta
lk
, with ju
st

a little show of shyness heart the teachings of adversity . What other womanwouldtreasure in this girl , Si
r George thought , who had so taken to

on Kitty's part , by w
ay

of tempting Si
r George's outspoken ad
-

recognize he
r

true position as sh
e

does — to th
e

nicety of a

sairation , shesaid, blushing and sighing :

“ Bu
t

ofwhat us
e

fo
r

us to build up so many card - houses by way ofrewarding he
r

fo
rhermeekness , an
d

himself fo
r

bi
shair ? And he snatched a kiss fromthe object of hi

s

affections,

which dear Ella is sure to blow down ? Most likely the end generousbehavior .

will be that I shall leave you - as I came — a poor outcast, and
never onceset foot in Akenholm Park . " Thus th
e

matter was settled , and Kitty fe
lt

sure at la
st

th
at

“ I fiercely .

she should becomeLady Bartelotte .

Ella was no
t

slow to interpret the sl
y

looks an
d

signsinter

You will Kitty's somewhat artificial though devoted mannertoward

anything happens to me

that you 11

" If I liv
e , yo
u

shall be mistress of Akenholm , an
d

w
ho

knows changed by th
e

lovers ; no
r

w
as

sh
e

le
ss

sl
ow to understand

managethings beautifully , to
o , fo
r

th
at

po
or

darling gi
rl

when herself , an
d

Si
r George'saffected ea
se

an
d

unaffectedbilariere

1
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427was no need to ask questions. The truth was so plain, that could be kept within reasonablebounds, and a trousseau fo

r

thosewhocanmight read .

twenty pounds wascertainly reasonable.

In Ella's pure heart waged a terrible conflict . She would “ What is your opinion ? ” he asked of Kitty , as her eyeran

fain haveexoneratedKitty from blame , and loved her as dearly over the advertisement.

as ever ; butsomestrong spell seemed to hold her back. Per “ It would be as well to have samples, " said Miss Kitty ,

haps, indeed, she did love her as dearly as ever. Only how artfully determinednot to displeaseher lover , andnot to have

terrible ar
e

our affections to us when the leaven of mistrust has the trousseaufor twenty pounds .

leavenedthewhole lump !

“That is an excellent idea . Ah ! you will not be imposedupon , I see. If Ella were only like you ! but don't say a word

But Ella could not support her unhappy scruples long . The to her about this advertisement, for shewould think memuch

atmosphere of solitude and mistrust was so unbearable, that too miserly and interfering . And what about your allowance

she determined to come down from the high level on which in the future ? "

Kitty's spirit had once moved in unison with her own , and “ That is for you to determine, " Kitty answered.

abidewhere Kitty willed . She reasoned with herself , thus : “ Nonsense ! What can a man know about the price of ladies '

Kitty is surelynot to blame if her ideal of life and conduct is clothes ? I only know that I haveheard my poor mothersay ,

less lofty than mine . I am rather to blame fo
r

carrying an she and her five sistershad to dress upon thirty pounds a year

inborn and nurtured fastidiousness into my affections. Kitty each ; and they were of the very bestblood in England . "

is what she is as much by the force of circumstances as I am Kitty castdown her eyesvery meekly .

myself. Wemust havepatience - God only knows how much ! “ If I had only myself to consider, I could dressupon almost
-with thosewe love .

any sum , ” she said , "but , as your wife , I must keep up a cer

What Ella suffered in this conflict can hardly be told . To tain appearance. "herloving , religious nature , Kitty had come as a sweet pariah Oh ! thesewomen — thesewomen ! sighed Si
r

George Barte

from the outerworld of sin and suffering , and she had set her- lotte , how they befool us with their handsome eyes and in

self the task of turning the pariah into an angel . Loving sinuating ways ! Then he waited for what Kitty should say ,

Kitty passionately as she did , shehad hitherto borne the moral he quakingwith fear , and determined, at any cost, to hold his
defects of this superbly -endowed, captivating , enthusiastic own .creature, hoping to seethem amended in time . But now what “ Pray , understand that I wish to avoid meanness on the one

hopewas therefor Kitty any more ? Was she not selling her hand , as well as indiscretion on the other , " he said , at last ,

self to a title ? Was she not forfeiting al
l

that good women growing impatient . “Tell me in plain English what a certain

bolddearandsacred — the closeaffectionand friendship of mar- appearance' means in L. S. D
.
? ”

riedlife ?

Kitty still pausedirresolute .

Kitty badsaid , that but for her friend she would never have “ Would fifty pounds a year hit the mark , eh ? " asked her

promised to marry Si
r

George ; and Ella knew well that she lover , eagerly . “ If fifty pounds isn't liberal for a poor devil
believedsuch a statement to be true . Would Sir George have like myself , I don't know what is . ”
had to go away , an unexpected wooer , in any case ? Ella “ O

h
! Si
r

George , ” Kitty said , smiling sweetly ; "as if the
doubted.

beggar -maid did not acceptwhatever King Cophetuachose to

There was only one Kitty in al
l

the world , however , and bestow uponher ,and be thankful ! ”
Ella felt that she could forgive even more at her hands than “ But , for all that , it is better to be business- like , and know
this. Accordingly, when the two girls were next alone , Ella's where w

e

are . I always like to know where I am in money
embarrassedmood.melted , and she clasped her fricad's hand , matters , ” said the bridegroomelect , eagerly . “ Ca

n
you dress

saying, tearfully :

like a lady , and keep your temper , on an allowance of fifty

“ I hopeyouwill be happy in your own way , dear Kitty . If pounds a year ? ”

I havebeenangry that your way is not mine , I am sure you Kitty burst out laughing ; and , laying one little hand on Si
r

forgiveme . '

George's arm , looked up comically and caressingly into his

O
f

courseKitty declaredthat she had nothing to forgive , and face .theykissedlike children who have quarreled about a cake . “ I stould make a point of being good -tempered , ” she az
After a greatmany protestations on Kitty's part of her entire swered ; " but I can't answer fo

r

th
e

other . You se
e , it takes

se
lf

-abnegationanddevotion to Ella in th
e

future ,why was it twice as much stuff to make m
e

a gown as it doesmost women ,

that th
e

loyal Ella made no promises ?-the conversation na
-

I am so tall — so unfortunately tall , ” sh
e

repeated, rearing he
rturally fe
ll

uponwedding -clothesand other topics of the sanae neck , and surveying herself from head to foot with a verypar
kind.

donableamount of satisfaction .

There is a comic vein running through every tragedy , no This little bit of coquetry so fascinated Sir George , that he

matterhow dismal it may be ; and , after th
e

agonies of dis- committedhimself to an ebulition of generosity on the spot .

may , suspense, and apprehensiondescribed in theselater pages, “ On my soul , ” he said , “ I can refuse you nothing . Well ,

al
l

th
e

comedy of Si
r

George Bartelotte's engagement to Kitty then , le
t

us sa
y

a hundred . That will do — won't it ? " "And poor Kitty , whose ambitions had aimed much higher ,

Having secured hi
s

bride , hi
s

whole being seemedconcen- felt compelled to say “ Yes , ” and look delighted . How often
trated on th

e

economic arrangements of his ne
w

household . in th
e

day was she obliged to sa
y

" Ye
s

, ” and look delighted ,

H
e

was like a miser who has indulged a whim in buying a when her inmost beart was full of rebellion !

prettytamebird , and begrudges hi
s

pet any but the cheapest The matter of allowancebeing settled to Sir George'sentire

cageand the commonest food . That the bird would rebel satisfaction , another no less important filled his mind . Since
against its ugly prison an

d

uniuviting fare never onceoccurredthe fact of hi
s

engagement to Kittyhad become an accepted

to hi
m . O
n

th
e

contrary , he w
as

always chuckling overKitty's on
e , Kitty bad assumed a sort of half -playful , half -serious,

goodluck , an
d

congratulating himself fo
r

disinterestedly mak - wife -like manner towardhimthat he found inexpressibly be

in
g

he
r

th
e

mistress of hi
s

houseand the partner of hi
s

fortunes . witching . If only bewitching things did not interfere with

H
e

darednottalk to Ella in this strain ; but , “ ou
t

of th
e

full- one's purse !

ness of hi
s

heart th
e

mouth speaketh , " and Ella , perforce , For instance, no sooner was Kitty put in the sort of au

heardmuch that wasunpalatable to he
r . To hi
s

brideelect he thority over hi
m

whichthe position of affiancedwifeimplies ,W
as

muchmore communicative ;and aperson le
ss

good -naturedthan sh
e

began toscold an
d

teasehim about hi
s

shabbyclothes .

thanMissKitty Silver must certainlyhaveresented hi
s

prosaic , She attachedthat overweeningimportance to appearanceswhich

no
t

to sa
y

indelicate , w
ay

ofputting things . Fo
r

instance , hi
s

people of inferior or uncertainbreeding ar
e

sure to do , and
eyefell by chanceoneday on an advertisement in the T'imes thought it an affair of exceeding concern whether or no Sir
hewspaper, headed “ A Trousseau fo

r

twentypounds , "which Georgewore a threadbarecoat or a ha
t

that co
st

le
ss

than hi
she cu
t

ou
t

andbrought to Kitty in greatglee . After al
l , a neighbor's . O
f

course it flattered he
r

elderlylover mightily to

penniless w
ife

w
as

no
t

so ve
ry

expensive aluxury , if he
r

wants I be to
ld

he looked well insuch an
d

such a dress, an
d

ill in

11

Silvercameout .
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another; bu
t

what Kitty found becomingwas sure to cost th
e
; and , over a supper, improvised on th
e

moment, they sa
t

talking
most money, and love versuseconomywaged fiercewar in the over the past till midnight had long passed.

baronet'sheart . After a few days he fell into his old habits — painting when
the humor seized him ; playing on the piano for hours at a

Whilo Kitty was undergoing al
l

those petty anxieties and time ; doing the things he liked to do , and avoiding those he

* t

2

MARIADE MEDICI.- PAGE425.

annoyanceswhich theschemerhas to endure, Perry wasleisurely found irksome .strolling through Spain , painting his way , so to speak , till one

H
e

seldommentioned Kitty's name, an
d

al

wayswith the utmost bitterness.fine day he suddenlymadehis appearance in Paradise Row .Mrs. Cornford's heart openedwidely to receivethe prodigal ; ) for him .

a healthy sign that at last he acknowledged sh
e

di
d

no
t

ca
reMrs. Cornfordacceptedi
t as
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our

“ Shewill marry that mean, little beggar, Si
r GeorgeBarte- | Kitty getshalfpence to -day , I'm glad ; and, if kicks to -morrow ,

lotte , " he had said once or twice , telling Mrs. Cornford at the r'll put salve on the bruises, and make no remarks. "

sametime al
l

sorts of stories he had picked up somehowabout “ You think she will be unhappy ? " asked Perry , with a

Si
r George'sodd ways . And , true enough , before Perry had touch of self -reproach . “ O
h , Kitty , Kitty ! " and , saying this ,

beenhome a week, camethe following confirmation of his fears he rushed up -stairs to his studio , and locked himself in for the

in the CourtJournal — theparagraphhaving sent orn- rest of the day .

ford by a friend who was a dressmaker in the West End : “ A The news of Kitty's approachingmarriagereachedDr. Nor
marriage is about to man's quiet housc
take place between hold at the same
Sir George Barte time . Laura cut

lotte , Bart . , of out the paragrap!

Akenholm Park , and sent it to Regy ,

Berks, and Miss who professed him
Catharine Silver , self to be Kitty's de

daughter of the late voted admirer still ,

ReverendNehemiah and Prissy deluged

Silver, of London. " her elder sister with

" Well done, thou questions a bout
daughter of Mam Kitty's future rank
mon ! " cried Mrs. and position in the

Cornford, after read
world . Dr. Norman

ing the extract to made no comment,

Perryovertheir din determined to let

ner-table. " May matters take their

w
e

all serve course ; but , when
gods as faithfully day succeededday ,

as thou hast done, andKitty's marriage

andget as well re was still the theme

warded! Health at meal -times, he

andlong life to my said , one morning ,

LadyBartelotte, and in a very decided

a good appetite to tone of voice :

her for the flesh “ Children , let
pots of Israel. " this be the last talk

Perry'seyeswere
about Miss Silver .

devouringthe para It is right that w
e

graph, and he did forgive her for the
notheedMrs. Corn wrong she has done ,

ford'sspeech. us ; but

“Come , Peru never have part or

gino, " she said,

lot with her any

with, perhaps, more , andthesooner

little forcedgayety, her veryname is for

" toastour old com gotten the better . "
rade. Let bygones May Laura and

I talk about her

be bygones, and
wish Kitty good

when are by

luck. " ourselves ? " Prissy

" I can't be a hy asked.

pocrite, " said poor

“ I think you

Perry, looking ut might easily find a

terly miserable. more pleasant sub
ject , " Dr. Norman

perdition. said , smiling bit
should I wish her terly .

goodluck ? " Laura doesn'tI hope
shewill be a little my subjects,

unhappy some papa, and likes to

times. walk for mileswith

" Stuff and non out speaking , ” Pris
sense! ” interrupted
Polly . “Have you

Laura blushed

no religion in you ?

deeply.

D
o you take Kitty

“ Settle your sub

to be like the brute
ject , whenoutwalk

beasts, bornwithout
ing , as you like , "

a soul ? I've other
THE AMAZONCAPTIVE. - PAGE425. Dr. Norman answer

notions, and I wish th
e

poor thinz guodluck . " ed ; “ but , for Heaven's sake , let us have our meals in future

* Yo
u

ar
e

th
e

mostextraordinary inconsistent person in th
e

without al
l

th
is

talking about Kitty . ”

world, ” Perryanswered, savagely. Had Kitty done the right " O
h , papa, dear , how cross w
e

are to -day ! " cried pert Miss
thing, andmarriedme , I suppose you would have blamed her Prissy , patting his hand , reprovingly .

conduct as much as you seein to topprove of it now . ” “ We have enough to make us cross, I think , " Dr. Norman

Who says I approve , oh !paragon of donkeys ! ” sa
id

Mrs. said , no
t

heeding hi
s

little girl's caress .

Cornford. “ It isn't fo
r
us , poorfools , to judge each other , or " Have we , papa ? but Dr. Watts says that we should not

to do
le

ou
t

th
e

kicks and halfpence of th
is

world ,either . If Ic
t

ou
r

angry passions ris
e

, ' papa . ”

we can

a

we

"She has beenmy
Why

carefor

sy said .
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1

and Polly went to bed, feeling, that if one thing in theworld

“ Dr. Watts wasa fool," Dr. Norman answered. “ An artist," said Perry, waving his hand, " isalwaysa gen

“Then I won't learn anymore of his hymns," Miss Prissy tleman, and my prospectscould not be better."
rejoined. " Your clothes might be a trifle better,” Polly said, quizzi.

Dr. Norman felt hereuponbound to give his little daughter cally. “ At any rate, don't go a' courting till you havegota

an explanation. new coat."

“ Pray, understand me, Prissy," he went on, “ that if Dr. That Perry seriously entertained the idea of proposing to

Watts had said we shovid not le
t

our angry passionsrise for Laura , she never for a moment suspected. The idea wastoo

nothing , he would have been right . But there are occasionspreposterous .

when it is one's duty to be angry . For instance, Martin Lu But Perry had never been more in earnestduring the term of

ther was right to let his angry passionsrise against the Pope . " his existence. He yearned for sympathy, and had not Laura
" And Kitty is your Pope , isn't she , papa ? Naughty Pope ! given him sympathy of the sweetest kind ? He yearned fo

r

Poor Martin Luther ! " somewoman's love , and washe not as sure of Laura's love as

Then the patting and caressing began again , and Dr. Nor- of Kitty's indifference ? In fine , he yearned to turn over a fresh

man , seeing no way to enlighten Prissy's moral notions further , page of life ; and this one promised to be very fair . Perry's

took refuge in his library . His experimentsand lucubrations genius was not baffled

by such considerations as difference of

did not go on well for the next few days. The former seemed social position and want of money . He consulted one of his

unsatisfactory, the latter uninteresting . He invited a friend or friends , CrosbieCarrington , who promised to help him .

two to dinner ; but the conversation lagged, to his thinking , “ I know some peoplewho sometimesmeetDr. Normanand

and the dishes were ill -cooked. H
e accompaniedLaura to a his pretty daughter at a house in Bayswater. I'll ask ' em to

small evening party , and found the women very dull , or else take you , or get you invited — being a distinguished artist ,

very frivolous . and , once there , any one will introduce you to the old buffer - I ;

In plain English , tidings of Kitty's approachingmarriage put mean the doctor . "

Dr. Norman in a state of irritation which lasted for several Crosbie Carrington was as good as his word ; and soonthere

days, and might have lastedmuch longer , but for a severe at- came a formal invitation from the family at Baywater to an

tack of lumbago, which he caught whilst moodily studying the At Home. Perry got himself up magnificenty, thanks to a dress
binary stars from the house-top onedampautumnal night . suit borrowed of Crosbie , and a new pair of shiny boots, and a

The lumbago, with its attendantdiscomforts, kept him to his dress -shirt , on which he had laid out his last guinea. More

bed for a week, and effectuallycuredhis discontentedmood . over , he had his hair cut , and his bearddressed, by a barber,

Meantime, when the first flush of her great joy had passed and got someone to lend him a limp French hat to carry in hi
s

away, Laura's heartwasfull of wonderand uneasiness. Should hand , as the delectablefashion of the day requires.

sheencounterPerry again ? Did he care for her still ? Would Perry felt considerable elation as he alighted from his Han

he devise some way of seeingher , and speaking to her some som cab about eleven o'clock at a well -appointed, spacious

times ? She rememberedthat shewas no longer a child , and house in Porchester Terrace , and heard the big footman at th
e

that Perry's friendship fo
r

her must henceforthmeanmore than bottom of the staircase call out , stentoriously , “ Mr. Perugino

it had a year ago. And , in thosesweetdays of comradeship, it Neeve ! " and then the big footman at the top, as Perryafter

had not been al
l

over with Perry and Kitty ; but Kitty was lost ward jocosely related , “ took up the wondroustale ; " and th
e

to Perry now , and Laura read in hi
s bright looks and buoyant mistress of the house came forward , and the master of th
e

manner happyauguries for herself . bouse came forward , and he was made much of , as , being a

She did not grudge Kitty the early , faithful passion of that genius, it beloved him to be .

dear heart - fo
r

Kitty had been a goddess to Laura also —but It was not a crowded party , and the first persons on whom

she longed to recompensehim fo
r pastsufferings by loving him , Perry's eye lighted were Laura Norman and her father . D
r.

and clinging to him till life should end . Norman recognizedMrs. Cornford's friend at once, and heldout
This was sweetLaura's sole ambition . his hand . Laura felt that shemight do the same, and th

e

three
talked like old acquaintances.

Perry shut himself up in his studio fo
r

several days , and re “ Your friends and the public have had great cause of un

fused alike counseland comfort from everybody . When night easiness on your behalf , ” D
r.

Norman began ; and , feeling å

came on , he would wrap himself up in hi
s Spanish cloak , and friendliness fo
r

the frank , handsome young fellow , whom he

stalk up and down th
e

lonely Brompton lanes , to th
e

infinite imagined to be struggling with want and obscurity, he added
terror of any benighted little milliner's apprentice or timid one or two gracious little speechesabout his last picture in th

e

elderly gentleman he might encounter. Solitude , he said , was Academy .

what he wanted, and he could never get half enough of it .

Those w
ho

loved him now could bestshow it by betaking th
em to So - an
d

- 80 and So - an
d

- so ; and Laura's heart bounded at th
eBy -and - b
y Perry's hostesscame up , wanting to introducehim

selvesout of his sight . " After Kitty's marriage, the deluge , " homageher hero was receiving . The mistress of thehousewas

he reiterated to Polly Cornford . " Th
e

world fo
r

me is vir- a most amiable and Christian -mindedlion -hunter, who di
d
in

tually at an end. I am a ghost ; I consort only with di
re

finite service to artistic society in jederci , by collecting in he
r

shapesand spirits . My nightly visions would terrify you , so drawing -room no
t

only th
e
bi
g

lions who could roar, an
d

show
that your hair would stand on an end . "

“ N
ot they , " good Polly would answer , cheerfully . " I have toothless lions , an
d

th
e

little lions who ha
d

verysmall ta
ils
,

their teeth , and lash their tails , but the timid lions , and th
e

never beenfrightened in my life but once, and that was when I and didn't know in the least bow to lash them.

slipped down into a hole among the rocks at Ramsgate, and
there stuck like a jelly - fis

h
. "

Perry , coming under the last category, was trained accord

Perry gave vent to his feelings in painting a picture on an

ingly . His hostesshad heard of Mr. Neeve's greatmusical a
t

tainments.

enormouscanvas, which he saidwas to be hi
s

bridal - gi
ft

to other ? And , of course , Perry sa
t

down , an
d

played on
e

of

Would Mr. Neeve play some little bagatelle or

Kitty .Thecomposition w
as
in th
e

worstmanner ofGustave ! tw
o

enchanting fancies of Heller in hi
s

best ,most fantastic
Doré , and the executionperfect as scene-painting .

When the picture was done , Perry felt better .

manner , and then a delicious French melody , light andairy as

His frenzy a play of fountains , and his audiencelistenedwith delight.

passed as an ague - fit . True , he had only to talk to Laura fo
r

five minutes ; bu
t

then
Then his thoughts reverted to Laura .

" I have sowed my wild oats, Polly , " he said , seriously .

what an auspiciousbeginning !

" Like th
e

AncientMariner , I have become asadder an
d

a wiser Mrs. Comford , w
ho

was sitting up to le
t

hi
m

in an
d

he
ar

bi
s“ I wish you had beenthere , Polly , ” he said to poor, patient

Why should I not cast anchor , for once and fo
r

al
l , by report . “ It was such a jolly party , and I cu
t

as good a figure
marrying that sweetgirl ! "

“ Why should you not , indeed, " cried Polly , “ if she would

as many of my betters, I assure you. "

have you , and if Dr. Norman approved of a scapegracefor a

Then he told he
r

th
e

whole story from beginning to en
d

;

son - in -law ? "

would recompenseher for the kicks andcuffs

of malicious fo
r

1

5

1

man ,

1



A PENGUIN HUNT.
431

summerday, but I would sooner trust my golden guineaswith / arise from differencein position.

ture."

Laura is

tune, it washer boy's successin life . Why should not Perry | worth a dozenof her. Now, Perry, mind that you don't lose

marryLaura Norman ? Why should not Perry make himself a the substanceby snapping after the shadow, as the foolish dog

reputationin the world ? After al
l , Kitty's evil behaviormight did in the fable ; fo

r

Dr. Norman is not a man to endureany

prove hi
s

salvation instead of his undoing . Who should say ? nonsense, besides, he has been jilted by Kitty himself , and

Perry rose next day , determined, as he said , to strike while therefore he won't like you to be groaning over the sametune

the iron was hot , and declare his intentions to Dr. Norman as himself . ”whilst Dr. Norman's favorable impression of him should be Never had Kitty looked so lovely as when she stood at the

green.

altar of the English chapel in Paris , a willing sacrifice to the

Mrs. Cornford sent proverbs and wise saws at his head , as social vanity of ascending a step in life . Si
r

George felt proud

thick and hard -hitting as hailstones , in dissuasion of such a of the admiration she excited ; but still , 'midst it al
l , a faint

proceeding, but Perry shook them of
f

.

whisperwould steal upon his self -satisfaction, that possibly she

" Now or never is the time fo
r

m
e

to marry and make a man might not be so docile and amiablewhen the novelty of he
r

po

of myself , " he said ; “ if I once beginshilly -shallying , the end sition had worn of
f
, and when she felt that she could entrench

will be that I shall take to thinking about Kitty again , and herselfbehind the impregnable stockade of a marriage certifi

have no couragefor anything . "

cate . It would be difficult to accuratelydefine bat Ella's feel

“ Well , wait a week . ”

ings were . That the result loweredKitty in her estimationwas

" Not a day -- not an hour , ” Perry said , authoritatively ; and , undoubted ; bu
t

then there came that sober and unselfish se

ringingthe bell , cried out to Mary Hann : “ Mary Hann , black cond thought , which made her reconsider th
e

question , and

m
y

boots to th
e

best of your juvenile ability , and then bring almost , as it were , to reverse th
e

decision of he
r

impulses.

'em to me to finish off . ”

“Poor Kitty , ” shewould say to herself , “ I am unreasonable

As soon as he had finished breakfast , Mr. Perugino took of
f

to expect that you would throw away so rare a chance of ac

hi
s

coat, and worked away zealously at his boots till the de- quiring an assured position . In the same circumstances I

sirable polish was attained . Then he dived into the little might have acted so myself , although L feel now so inclined to

scullery, and , filling the largest bucket to be found with warm blame her . I am afraid shewill not be happy as poor papa's
water, went up -stairs to perform his toilet . wife ; but , at al

l

events, shewill escapethe subordinateposition
Thetoilet occupiedupward of an hour , at the end of which of being my frail companion. Alas ! dependence is a bitter

timeMr. Peruginoemergedlike one of th
e

Trojan heroeswhom draught to quaff — inadvertencies ar
e

tortured into slights - in

th
e

wand of Pallas Athene has washed, curled , perfumed , and attention into insults . No , Kitty ; you , perhaps, knew your

arrayed by magic .

own nature best , and consulted the happiness it craves for

“ My stars ! ” cried Polly . “ I'm sure the world must be most , when you married a man you could not love ,merely to

coming to an end . "

be abovethe possiblehumiliation of dependence. "

"I'm sorry to say my cravats ar
e , ” Perry said , dolefully . And now w

e

will drop the curtain on Kitty , and leave her , as

“ A dark -bluenecktie would be just a point of color in the pic- Lady Bartelotte , to reap the reward of her scheming. Doubtless , Perry will discover that Laura's gentle companionship is

" I'l
l

run to the bottom of the street and buy you one , ” fa
r

morecalculated to makehim happythan th
e

inconstant and

Polly said, good -naturedly ; and , quick as lightning , she pu
t

fascinating creature, who by turns electrified and paralyzed

on herbonnet, and performedthe errand . him ; while Dr. Norman will , as time heals the wound he had
When, as Perry complacently observed, the last touch had so unwittingly invited Kitty to inflict uponhim , rejoicethat he

beenput in , he sallied forth , Mrs. Cornford singing after hi
m

: has retained his happiness in his own hands , instead of perilingit on the breakers and quicksands of a secondmarriage , more

“ – froggywould a -wooing go ,Whetherhismotherwould let him or no ; especiallywhen the bride is young enough to be his daughter .

Roly -poly gamageandspinach, Polly Cornford is one of thosecheerful natures that Fate ever
Heigho ! says Roly . " deals gently with , and she feels that onegreat trouble , her boyPerry's future , had beenwell secured. Myra , as Mrs. Longley ,

Nothing could be more cordial than D
r.

Norman's reception reaps th
e

reward of an easyconscience —that most priceless of

of Perry . H
e

had heard of hi
s

ol
d

infatuation fo
r

Kitty , and al
l

gifts to a fashionable lady , excepting, of course, a charming

he
r

heartlessbehavior to him had struck a syınpatheticchord complexion.

in hi
s

bosom. To a certain 'extent it had somewhatreconciledhim to the treatment he had himself received. Without hisat al
l

suspecting, it had to a certain extentsoothedthe irritationwhichhad fo
r

sometime existed in his mind , since the rejection A PENGUIN HUNT .

of a young and brilliant artist led him to regardher rejectionof hi
s

suit with more composure. Without , therefore, com This peculiar bird , which is renowned for its stupidity , is

mitting himself to Perry's suit with Laura , Dr. Norman gave found in immense numbers aboutthe Straits of Magellan , the

hi
m

that rational encouragementwhich every sensible and Falkland Islands , and th
e

westerngroup of th
e

SouthPacific Is

affectionateparentbestows. Perry , therefore , returned in that lands . They group themselveswhen on shore , which is only

peculiarframe of mind which everyman feels who has made during the breeding season, in regular ranks , like soldiers ,

hi
s

first offer of marriage which has been partially accepted. classedstrictly according as they ar
e

young , moulting , incu
Nevertheless, itwas with a bitter pang he read in th

e

fashion- bating , or with perfect plumage , those of on
e

class no
t

being

ablepaper of the day , that she , who hadbeen so long the idol allowed to intrude upon another . Their appearance, as they sit

of hi
s

dreams, whom he had so petted , and fo
r

whom he would upright , is very strange . They la
y

their eggs on th
e

ground , or

havedied, had renounced hi
s

love without a sigh , and given in holes . Their bill is moderate, strong , compressed, grooved

herselfaway to a manwhom she never could love , whom she on the sides, and slightly hooked at the top . The tail is long , of

mostprobablydespised, and whose claim to he
r

hand was an narrow , rigid feathers . The toes ar
e

long and strong . They
emptytitle .

are about as large as a stout duck , black aboveand white below,

Despite al
l

hi
s

resolutions to banish her from hi
s

mind , her with a yellowish white crest on eachside of th
e

head ,with re
d

fascinatingimage would rise before hi
m , overshadowing th
e

bill and feet . The Magellanic penguin is much longer than th
e

holier semblance of Laura's . During this mental struggle other species, many of them weighing nearly thirty pounds ,

PollyCornfordwas aministering angel to him , fo
r

sh
e

alter- an
d

measuring tw
o

feet in length .

natelyscolded, consoled, and cheeredhim ." Bless m
y

soul , ” she would say , “ you can't make a silk
purse ou

t
of a sow's ea
r

, and what is the use of crying after THEREmay be as honest a differencebetweentwomen as be
spiltmilk . Kitty was a very nice , clever girl in he

r

way fo
r

a tween two thermometers. The difference in both casesmaya highwaymanthan m
y

happiness in he
r

hands . MISERYrequiresaction - happinessrepose.

THBEND.
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CHAPTERI. - ALONEIN LIFE.

twenty, his father announcedto him that he had found & wife
TRUE . for him. The girl was the only child of a well -to-do peasant

near Blois, was well brought up, not pretty, and would at her
THE fair, frail bloomswhich loved the sun father's death inherit sundry strips and morsels of land - du
Grew faint at touch of cold, bien! as the peopleof that class in France call it .

And, chilled and pale,fell one by one They married, and went to live with the peasant father near
Dead in the dust andmold. Blois. They had two or three children, and, in courseof time,

And thoughthe friends I once held dear the two fathers both died, andClaude Raynal and his wife came
Are far, or false, or flown, into the enjoyment of whatever they were to be possessedof.
I neednot grieve, for you are here The bits of land ruined them utterly, as land in such conditions
My hope, my love, my own! ruins many thousands of petty proprietors in France. Claude

fancied he had some aptitude fo
r

agriculture , and , not having
land enough to test these aptitudesupon , he borrowedmoney

SAVED BY LOVE . to buy a bit or two more , and a very short time sawhim beg.

gared of almost everything he possessed. When the irretriev
able ruin bad set in , then , as invariably happens in such cases,

beganthe martyrdom of the wife . This endured fifteen years,

LMOST in the middle of that wind- the onegreatmarvel being how the poor wretchedwoman co
n

swept plain which lies between trived to keep al
l

their headsabovewater fo
r

such a long lapse
Blois and Chartres, and dooms to of time Luckily , about two years before the period at which
unsightly monotony the central our story opens, Claude Raynal died , and his wife regretted
provinces of France , stands a small him !

village , called St
.

Martin . Yes ! Claude had been weak , lazy , ungrateful , useless — he

Flat , flat , dreary, bare, uninter- had drained to the verydregseveryresourcewhich his helpmate
esting. That is the traveler's im- had to dispose of , and had never thanked her ; he halmadeher
pression as he crossesthesemono- entire existence one long succession of various and unceasing
tonous plains , whereon a bush is a toil , whilst he indulged in al

l

the debauchery he could practice
prominent feature, and a group of without falling under theclutch of the law ; he hadcomeacross
trees, what French people call an the path of this poor , striving , honest woman, and doomedher

event. Uninteresting ? Yes , to you who pass on and to incurable misery , and the only child that was left of them

go your way ; but to thosewhoseway it is to abide a girl — to total destitution .

here, full of interest, life -stirringand terrible as any Besides all this , too, the man's illness had costmoney, for it

that ever formedthe ground -work of historic dramas. had lasted long after repeatedattacks of deliriumtremensbad en

Nearly opposite the little dilapidated church , with feebled him ; and hi
s

burial , which the widow resolvedshould

its dumb clock , whoserusty hands eternally pointed to be a decent one, cost something more , and her own strength
half -past three, and whose rusty , arrow -shaped weather -cock momentarily shattered, was insufficient for the increasedwork
never swerved from N.N.W. , stood a shop with barred door demanded of it , and so the Widow Raynal had to sell the last of

and closedshutters. Upon a broad stripe of dirty wbite , which her small belongings , a cottagewith its kitchen -garden, a source
extended al

l

round the habitation , was inscribed , in big , black til
l

now of gain .
letters , the following legend : When all was settled a small sum remained ; it wasvery

WIDOWRAYNAL, GROCERANDVINTNER. small , but it would vanish if not utilized . And accordinglythe
The shop formed th

e

corner of th
e

street, inasmuch as , whilst | Widow Raynard decided upon purchasing the goodwill of the
one side of it openedupon the street, the other had its windows grocer's businessbelonging to the corner shop w

e

havedescribed
upon a small , openspace, terminating in a narrow , muddy lane , in the village of St

.

Martin .

and the door of the shop itself formed the apex of the uncouth To do this , she had to borrow five hundred francs, herown
triangle , blunted and flattened by two uneven door -steps of | meagre resources not sufficing, so she beganher newbusiness

Just across th
e

open space w
e

have mentioned, with her future profits already , to a certain degree, pledged.

sometwenty or thirty yards square, rose a building three stories However , the ol
d activity reawoke, and , at the end of a year,

high , with a smart balcony to its first floor - a hotel , forsooth ! th
e

widow was straining through her hardships , and hadpaid
not an inn , or an ale -house, or anything so rustic or unim - half her debt .

portant — but a hotel , with a bran new sign , on which was She had added to her grocery and odds -and -ends trade ( al
l

blazonedforth , in gold upon bright blue , nothing less than the things generally from woolen stuffs , writing -paper, and fire
words , A l'Hôtel de l'Europe. works down to marbles ) a manner of wineshop, and in a side
Yes ; the flauntinghouse of cheermight well look down upon room there were two or three tables at which the wine of the

the gloomyhouseover the way , with its sealedentrances ; fo
r , country could be drunk , pipes smoked , and the Siècleread.

behind those closed- u
p

channels of light and life , there had But one day the progress of our age asserteditself , andthe
passed a miserable series of woful scenes, which would only housewith a balcony, and three stories , and a bright bluesign ,

have been a shademorewoful still , had th
e

poor , hard - striving, rose up overthe way ,and th
e

Hotel de l'Europe overwhelmedutterly helpless, and , at last , despairingWidow Raynal , Grocer th
e

miserable drinking -shop opposite . The Hotel de l'Europeand Vintner , lived to witness them. opened a caféwhereabsinthewas to be had , andwherein a coun
TheWidow Raynal had no

t

always been alone and a widow . te
r

of shining zinc mirrored itself in a glass with a gold frame,

Her history was that of many of the women of her class , and I and the days of the wineshop were numbered.none the lesssorrowful for that . The widow struggled still , for it was in her nature to do her
Some thirty years ago , Claude Raynal , th

e

so
n

of th
e

land- utmost ; but sh
e

struggled feebly , fo
r , in th
e

first place, th
e

flesh
steward of a wealthyproprietor near Chartres , started in lif

e

wasnot equal to th
e

will ,and , in the next , sh
e

knew herself
with what w

as

called a good cducation ,very little money , bu
t

vanquished.The spirit of the time had beaten he
r

, an
d

sh
e

the protection of his father's employer ; and this very protec - despaired, without knowing why .tion ruined him . Though his school -gains amounted to what A month beforeour tale opens, the Widow Raynal haddied.might be deemedlittle enough, Claudeproved , for his particu

la
r

character, tohave toomuch education , an
d

to
o

little money . crifice ,stood a gi
rl
of seventeen ,utterly unknowing what th
eBy the side of the woman , whose life had beenonelong sa

H
e

wasalways thinking of enjoymentwithout labor , and grew immediate future of life would be to her .to be so convincedthat mere protectioncould and ought to se

cure fo
r

him all he desired , that when protectioneither could time sh
e

could receive impression th
e

difficulty of living ha
dMadeleine Raynal was familiar with hardship. From th
e

or would not do what he expected, he regardedhimself as an impressed itself upon her . All the children born beforeherinjured man . Oneday , when he wassomewhereabout five -and had died ; she alone remained, healthy as fa
r

as merehealth

gray stone.
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upon it.

went, no
t

active , and not possessed of any attraction — a tall , on dividing he
r

humble cheerwith he
r

guest , an
d

sought vainly

pale girl , with a muddy skin , on which the fair hair made no to find some employment by which Madeleinemight earn her

contrast, and what th
e

other mothers of th
e

placecalled an un- livelihood . She found nothing . But there was in th
e

sabot

pleasant look about the eyes. Her own mother loved her maker's dwelling some one who looked grudgingly on the

dearly.

portion of existencewhich was subtractedfrom the little house

Life was a shipwrick to them , and a day lived through was a hold by Madeleine, and this was the sabot -maker himself .

gain .

Denis Perrot was ten yearsolder than Madeleine, and had once

Madeleinewas brought up as best she could be ; sent to the or twice , as a boy , taken notice of her . But Denis had met

salled'asilefrom the age of two to that of seven, and to the com with an accident to his hip in the early autumn ; an abscess

munalschooltill she was fourteen . She could read , write , sew, had ensued, he had had to take to his bed , and , for the last

and cast up accounts tolerably , but she was decreed to be a three weeks, had been incapable of any work at all .

dull child , and so indeed she looked ; and she wasnever any As he lay in his bed in the small room on the ground -floor ,

body's pe
t

or favorite . The Sistersnever pettedher , nor M
.

le which was kitchen , shop , bedroom, everything , you might se
e

Curéeither , nor any of the ladies in the chateauxroundabout ; him casting glances of fierce envy at Madeleine , as she took

andMadeleinegrew up an unnoticed , uninterestinggirl . from his mother her bowlful of the soup , into which it cost so

The Widow Raynal was beginning to think of what she dear to put even pork , le
t

alone a bone of beefwith any flesh

could do with her daughter when she died -died suddenly .At hermother's death Madeleine learnedwhat it is to be des The doctor had said that the invalid's strengthmust be kept

titute. She had only known privation hitherto , and though up , and herewas this strangersappingthis strength by her un

cold and hunger had approachedher more than once, she did consciousappetite. Shewas devouringwhatwas to be themar

not knowwhat it was to shiver and be without one log of wood row of his bones. He hated her -one day he told her so . They

or evenwarmashesfor the foot -pan , or to crave and be without were alone ; and the hard wordsand bitter reproachesthat is

one crust to still the craving . This it was which she learned sued suddenly from the lair , on which she thought Deniswas

whentheWidow Raynal died .

sleeping , stung Madeleine to the quick , and roused whatever

As the ha
lf -yearly rent fo
r

the shop had beenover -duemore was dormant in her sluggish nature . Perhaps some spark of

than a month , the proprietor took his precedence of other cred her mother's energy lay under the ashes, after al
l

.

itors, and seized. As the poor wooden coffin , borne on one " You have no right to stay here , ” said , at last , the sick

man'sshoulder, was carried out of the shop , the bailiff walked man , in a queruloustone . “ Youare eating my mother's sub

into it , and took possession of al
l

it contained, exceptone bed . stance ; you should go away . '

When Madeleine came home from seeing her mother's re “ Go where ? " ' retortedMadeleine .

mainsput into the common grave of paupers, she found the " I'm sure I can't tell , " was the reply ; "but somewhere
men of la

w
at their grim work ; which was soon ended , there anywhere. You ought to do something . "

was so little to seize. The proprietor wasnot a badman , and “ Do what ? ” asked the girl .

he saidthegirl might stay a fewdays . Shetried to do so ; and , “ Well , I'll tell you what , " and Denis raisedhimself on his

fo
r

two days, continued to ea
t

the small remains of food she elbow with a sudden inspiration ; " go up to the chateau yon

couldfind

der . This very morning , the gardener, Jean Louis , was down

She thought that grief for her mother's loss possessedher ; here about his sabots, and told how the ladies have as good as

so it did til
l

the animal wants came. But the cold ( it was a sharp lost their maid , who has got the typhus fever . They're going
November) pinched her , and hunger gnawed at her ,and th

e

up to Paris next week . Go and get 'em to take you as their

darknessand solitude frightened her , and , on the fourth day , maid . G
o
! that would be a rare fine thing . "

sh
e

ra
n

out , leaving the door open behind her , and darting over The girl had risen to her feet , and wasstanding looking in

the threshold of a neighboring dwelling (the little sabot- tently into the fire .

maker'sshop by the church acrossthe road ) , she caught at the “ A chambermaid ? " she repeated, glocmily . " A servant ?

figure of a womanwho was bending over a pot upon the fire , –a drudge ! "and, joining her hands , exclaimed :

“ Yes , " growled the sabot -maker ; " you'd rather beg than

“ O
h , MadamePerrot ! " and burst into a fit of convulsive work - rather eat my food than work . cr your own ! ”

sobbing.

There was a suppressedsavagen : in his tone that overawed

The sabot-maker's mother , a widow also , and also very poor , Madeleine .took the unfortunate girl to her heart , warmed her , fed her , “ I will go and tr
y

, Denis , ” said she , submissively ; sheput
soothed he

r
; and , with a charity which rarely fails women of on her shawl and her sabots, and went he

r

way to th
e

chateau.

thepoorerclasses in France , prevented Madeleine Raynal frombeingcrushedout of reason or lifeby th
e

overwhelming sense of utterloneliness.

72

CHAPTER II . — THEAPPEAL.

A MONTHwent by , and the keenwinds of the plains madethe frostsof Decembermore biting . Madeleine Raynal had been warmedandfed , and therewas a low strawchair by the side of the fire in thesabot-maker'sabodewhere the girlmight be seen, day after day ,coweringoverthe carefully coveredembers.

11Those who rememberedClaudeRaynal, shrugged their shoulderscontemptuously, and opined thatth
e

father's lazy , dependent characterwas fast coming out in thegirl . Poor Madame Perrot saidnothing, uttered no reproach, went A PENGUINHUNT. - PAGE431.
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S

The Chateau de Clavreuil was about a mile of
f
, in a straight | between Madame de Clavreuil and Madeleine Raynal would

line . You went down the road from Blois to Tours , crossing have been inclined to suppose that the dauntlessenergyand
the road from Tours to Chartres , and , on the other side, at the self -reliance of the poor dead widow had left to her child an in

end of a long , straight , lime avenue, stood a massivebuilding , heritance of distrust . Shewas evidently distrustedbecauseher

in the style of Louis XIII . , the habitation of the Comte Rene mother had committedthe impiety of over - trust in herself . All
de Clavreuil , one of the four or five large landowners of the this time Clair de Clavreuil never took her eyesfrom Made

province, who lived there with his wife and only daughterdur - leine's face, but gazed at her with an intent andcuriousgaze.

ing seven or eight months of the year . After a short pause in the conversation:

It was past threewhen Madeleinesetout on her errand ; it “ What can I do to help you ? " said the countess, compas
would take her nearly an hour to get to Clayreuil , so she had sionately . “ What was it you came to ask ofme ? ' '

to makehaste, for the daywas a lowering one, with dark clouds Madeleine stared in amazement, for the original object of her
upon the horizon , and night falls early in December. visit had been driven momentarily out of her head, and the
She walked quick , and reached the house before the clocks consciousness of her fearful needsbrought it back to herwith a

struck four . With somelittle trouble , she obtainedadmittar.ce shock . She blushed , and then turned pale , and , clasping her

to the countess'spresence, and began to recount the sad story hands together :

of her life , and her mother's trials , before asking for any “ O
h , Madame la Comtesse, ” stammeredshe, “ take me into

thing definite ; for it becameapparent, even to her dull percep- your service . "

tions , that therewas a terrible gulf betweenher own wretch Madame de Clavreuil put away her embroidery frame, and
edly clad person and the meanest domestic of this well -ap- turned her chair half round , so as fully to front the supplicant.

pointed household. She felt shemust first interest her hearers. " Take you into my service ? " she said , kindly ; “ butmy poor
She tried to do so , and failed . girl , what can you do ? "

Madame de Clavreuil's reputation for charity stood firm At this question , Madeleine revived as at the contact of a

and lofty in the neighborhood of St
.

Martin . There was no vaguehope.

school , no asylum , no refuge, no foundation of anykind within “ What can I do ? ” she repeated, almost briskly ; " I canread
twenty miles that did not count her among its patronesses. She and write well , and do anything in the way of work . O

h
!

was active and large -handed, and still fair to look upon , and madame , " she continued , emboldened, and comingnearer to the
all goodChristians blessedher . countess, “ take me as your maid in place of Mademoiselle Ce

In the roominto which MadeleineRaynal wasshowneverything leste, who is so ill . "

breathed comfort and peaceful happiness. There was warmth The difficulty was surmounted, the worst wasdone ; shehad
and the perfume of sweet flowers, and pure women ; and no made the request, and now she would struggle hard to obtain
goodlier sight could be well imagined than Madame de Clavreuil | it . Madame de Clavreuil's first impressionhad beenevidently
bending over her embroideryframe , on which glowed a magni- one of blank surprise, and she instantly repressed it . It was
ficent priestly stole , and her young daughter Claire , who was succeeded by a look of pain and pity .

readingaloud io her the life of St
.

Elizabeth of Hungary . " The place of lady's -maid in Paris (and w
e

shall be there
When Madeleine entered, the countess looked up from her next week ) requiresexperience, which you have not , " observed

embroidery, her daughter laid down her book upon the table . she , gently ; " it would be impossible fo
r

you to fulfill its du

Both ladies looked at the unattractive, meanly -dressedgirl , and ties . "

she felt that al
l courage, and nearly al
l

coherence of thought At the word impossible, the whole sense of her destitutepo
had departedfrom her . She told her story lamely . sition rushed back upon Madeleine , and lent her an energy

· Why did M
.

le Curé never speak to me of your mother , which wasnot in her every -day nature .

my poor child ? " inquired Madame de Clavreuil , with a gentle “Oh , madame ! " she cried , desperately, “ try me. I can do

ness of tone and look that ought to have encouragedthe peti- more than you think , and I must starve if you do not take
tioner , but did not do so . me ! "

“ We scarcelyknew him , " was the reply ; " he never came Madame de Clavreuil made an imperceptible sign to he
r

to us . daughter , who left the room .

“ You should have gone to him , " rejoined the lady . Madeleine , " said she, rising , and coming close to thepeti“ Mother had no time. + was al
l

work at home. There were tioner , “ your inexperienceand incapacity ar
e

not the real readayswhen shewas up at two o'clock in the morning , and there sons fo
r

my being unable to give you a situation in m
y

house.

werenights when shenever got to bed at all . " The real reason is " —she hesitated— " the real reason is , that it

“And Sundayswhen you neverwent to church , " interposed would be giving a bad example . ” '

Madame de Clavreuil , not severely, but as though it pained her The girl fixed her eyesupon her in speechlessbewilderment.

to say it . “ My poor child , " continued Madame de Clavreuil , with real
The girl hung her head . compassion, and taking the girl's hand in hers, “ youandyour

“ Madame la Comtesse, " murmuredshe , “ le
t

alone thework , unfortunate mother have never se
t

a good example. I do no
t

mother had not always clothes in which she could go to mass. accuseyou of unbelief — God forbid ! -- but you never showedShe had beenbetter of
f
, and was ashamed. " any piety ; you have not beenwell -noted in your classes, m
y

MadamedeClavreuil shook her head. poor Madeleine . I do not speak of laziness, doggedness, hard

“ Ashamed ! ” sh
e

echoed, with a sigh— " ashamed to go to ness of disposition ; those ar
e

human defects — bu
t

yo
u

havethe house of God ! I am afraid , Madeleine, that what has been shown no love fo
r

our divine religion . You have se
t

a bad ex

said to me more than oncewas to
o

true ; that your poormo- ample , Madeleine ; it was remarked that you passedthroughther relied too much upon herself , and not enough upon the your first communion with indifference, and fo
r

two yearsyouonly support that avails . It is a grievous fault ; but w
e

will have not been to confession. M
y

poorgirl , if I took yo
u

in
to

hope that it is forgiven her . Sh
e

died , having received al
l

th
e

m
y

house I should be flying in th
e

face of m
y

duty , an
d

doing
sacraments, did she not ? "

All , " answeredMadeleine ; adding , naively , “ M
.

le Curé I could not allow "

an injustice . I have a daughter ; my maid attendsupon he
r

.

said al
l

wasquite in order ; but I neversaw him again sincethe “ Madame la Comtesse, " burst forth the girl , with suddenfuneral . "

“ You have lived sincethen at Mother Perrot's ? " ' observed
fire , “ no one living can say any harm of me . "

the countess ; “ M. le Curé could not go there . Denis Perrot I should“ In a certain sense, none, Madeleine , " wasthe reply ; " bu
t

is a noted scoffer, and his mother performsfew or none of her engaged you in my service .

rewarding a manifest neglect of religiousduties if I

I have , moreover, alreadyproreligious duties . " misedCeleste'splace to Justine Vaud . "“ I was dying of want , and had not a crust when Mother
Perrot took me in , " objectedMadeleine. “ To Justine Vaud ! " ejaculated Madeleine— “ to th

e

daugh

“ If sh
e

ha
d

no
t

given te
r

of th
e

carpenter, who ha
s

beensavingmoney al
l

hi
s

lif
e

! "me food , I must have starved in the street. "

A casual spectatorwho should havewitnessedthis interview reuil .
“ And who is a model of piety , " rejoinedMadame de Clar

“ But , my dear child , I will come to your ai
d

also,

26
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unchristian, and all thatsort of thing, but the poor are always speculation. Women of rank waited half the day, and strove

436

ausehe

you."gaze.

compie

ctof he
r

an
d

th
at

er witha

-
fplicet
tepper

bu
at

di

Canal

le

though in anotherway . Go home , be patient , offer up yoursufferings to our Lord , go to the Sisters , go to M
.

le Curé ; I

THE SOUTH SEA MANIA .

will see them al
l

to -morrow on your behalf , and be convinced
that it is never too late to mend . Return to God with truefervor, and you mayyet set a good example to thosearound IN 1720 a great number of the English peopleindulged in amania , which , even in these days of gigantic speculations, is

Madeleinewept, and knelt , and implored , but al
l

in vain , and looked upon with wonder . In that year a number of men ,

when sheleft Madame de Clavreuil's presence, she did so with some rich , and othersmerespeculators, concocted a scheme to

out batingher , for she knew Madame de Clayreuil was sincere. be called the South SeaCompany . This theysaid was to be the

In a passage leading toward th
e

door , which openedon th
e

richest company th
e

world ever sa
w
, every £ 10
0

stockbeing

steps descendinginto th
e

stable - ya
rd , a tall , slight figure guaranteed to produce a large income to th

e

stockholders .

brushed by , a light touch was laid on Madeleine's arm , and a ExchangeAlley was the seat of the gambling fever ; it was

silveryvoicesaid :

blocked up every day by crowds , as wereCornhill and Lombardstreetwith carriages.

“ My poor, poor girl - take this , " and a small silver medal
On theday the bill waspassed by Parliament the shareswere

wasput into her hand .

Sh
e

looked up , an
d

met th
e

sweet , sympathizing , pure glance directorsopenedtheirbooks fo
r
a subscriptioa of a million , at

310 ; next day they fell to 290. Within five days after , the

of Claire de Clavreuil .

“ I havenothing else , ” said Claire ; " but promiseme to wear the rate of £300for every £100capital ; and this first subscrip

th
is

always , an
d

to pray fervently to th
e

BlessedVirgin . Sh
e

days th
e

stockadvanced to 34
0 ,and th
e

subscriptionsweresold

tion soon exceededtwo millions of original stock . In a few

will help you . ”

Then the directors

Th
e

look w
as
a dull , stupid one ,with which MadeleineRaynal fordouble th
e

price of th
e

first payment .

staredfirst at th
e

medaland then at its giver , an
d

beforeshe announced a mid -summer dividend of te
n

pe
r

cent . upon al
l

couldthank the latter , she was gone . subscriptions. A secondsubscription of a million at 400 per

WhenMadeleinereachedthe stable -yard it was raining . She cent . was then opened, and in a few hours a million and a half
was subscribedfor .

putheroldgrayshawl over her head , and went towardthe gateopening on the road .

Innumerable bubble companiessoon started up , by which onemillion and a half , sterling , waswon and lost in a very short

As shepassedbefore an open door , sheperceivedtwo young
time . The absurdity of the schemeswasmonstrous. Onewas

menstanding at it . They were in riding costume, rather bespatteredwith mud , andwereapparently but just arrived . Why “ a company for carrying on an undertaking of great advan

sh
e

stoodstill when sh
e

cameclose to them , she di
d

not herself tage , but nobody to know where it is . ” In al
l

thesebubbles,

know.

persons of both sexes alike engaged — the men meeting their

" Whoareyou ? ' ' said one of the two . " Where do you come brokers 20 taverns and coffee-houses, and the ladies at the shops

from ? D
o youwant any one here ? ” of milliners and haberdashers ; and , in ExchangeAlley , sharesin the samebubble weresold , at the sameinstant , ten per cent .

Shecamecloser, and drew her shawl tighter over her head .

Yet the South

" I am th
e

Widow Raynal's daughter , from St
.

Martin , " sh
e

higher at on
e

en
d

of the Alley than th
e

other .

replied, “ and I am starving . ' Sea Stock was quoted at 550, and in four days it rose to 890 ;then fell to 600 ; but was finally raised to 1,000per cent . , and

“Starving ! " echoed he who had already spoken , but not ina particularlykind tone ; however , he put hishand into hi
s

then fe
ll

to 700. The alarm now increased, and , in a fe
w

days ,

pocket, an
d , holding ou
t

a fiv
e
-francpiece, “ take that , then , " bank ,which w

as

saved by th
e

intervention of a holiday ; but

the price fell to 400. This occasioned a great run upon the

he added, “though I confess I never exactlyknow what peo-the South SeaCompany was wrecked , and its stock fe
ll

to 15
0

.

pl
e

meanwhen they talk of starving - nobody ever actuallyslarves.

The Governmentwerenow implored to punish the directors,

“ Ye
s , they do ! " retorted Madeleine , and , as sh

e

came though the ministers were fa
r

from blameless, and th
e

nation

nearer, the light of the lamp over the stable -door fell upon her was as culpable as the company. It wasgravely recommended
face.

in Parliament that the people , having no law to punish the di

Sh
e

le
ft

th
e

yard slowly , lingeringly , and before sh
e

had rectors , should treat them like Roman parricides - tie them in
done so , sh

e

overheardthe following dialogue betweenthe two sacks , and throw them into th
e

Thames !

youngmen:

The cry out - of -doorsfor justice was equally loud . Mr. Aisla

"Good God ! what a strange face , ” said one . bie , the Chancellor of the Exchequer , and Mr. Craggs , were

" Strangelyugly , ” said the other . openly accused. Five directors , including Mr. Edward Gibbon ,

' Strangely, euriouslybeautiful ! ” replied the first the grandfather of the celebratedhistorian , wereordered to the

" That'swhatcomes of being a painter , " observed hi
s

friend . custody of th
e

Black Rod . Meanwhile , Knight , th
e

treasurer
miloupainters se

e

what you ca
ll

beauty in what is positively ofthe company , taking w
ith

hi
m

th
e

books an
d

documents,

hideous
and secrets of the directors , escaped, disguised, in a boat on the

11 se
e

beautywhen it is only latent , ” w
as

th
e

rejoinder . Thames , an
d

w
as

conveyedthence to Calais in a vesselhiredfor the purpose. Two thousand pounds reward was , by royal

“ Look at th
e

form of that girl's mouth and noseand brow ;lo
ok
atthe lin
e

of th
e

eyebrows ; itreminds on
e

of th
e

Me : proclamation ,offered fo
r

hi
s

apprehension . The doors of th
edu
sa ; ho
w I should lik
e

to study that head !You ,Olivier , only House ofCommonswere locked ,thekeys wereplacedupon th
elin
e

th
e

muddy , insignificant coloring ;but feed th
e

gi
rl

well , table , an
d

th
e

inquiryproceeded. TheSouth Se
a

directors an
dyou would soon see how she'd come out . She's only officerswere secured ; their papers were seized, and such as

Lungry. ”

wereMembers of Parliament wereexpelled the house, and taken

“ Br · r - r ! ” responded he who had been called Olivier . “ I into custody .have no tastewhatever fo
r

a hungry heroine . I tell you it is Our illustration on page436 is a faithful transcript of a scene

in
ly

yo
u

artists w
ho

se
e

beauty in your dreams ,anddistribute of daily occurrence in Change Alley , a narrow court leading

it to thosewho have no trace of it in themselves. Besides, from Cornbill , and where the once famousGarraway's coffee

ho
w

ca
n

a woman beotherwise than uglyunless she is dressed: house is situated . This renowned resort still exists, withAs our readers will perceive from the

hesloppy,ragged ,draggle - ta
il

gi
rl

with a dirty shawl over he
r

very little alteration .Bah ! my dear Henri , it may be hard and sketch , the fair se
x

was equally bitten with this madness fo
rugly. "

their blandishments to secure a preference.A hunchbackmade a large sum of money by letting out hi
shump as a writing -desk to the various brokers and dealers. In

Th
e

noblestspirits ar
e

thosewhich turn to heaven no
t

in th
e

aword , it w
as arepetition of th
e

Mississippi bubble , th
e

calami

ho
t

of sorrow , bu
t

in that of jo
y : lik
e

th
e

la
rk , th
ey

wait fo
r

tous effect of which di
d

no
t

seem to teachwisdom ,although

th
e

clouds to disperse, to soar upintotheir native element . almost contemporaneous.

� d ?

pokea

�.
head is not a woman.

21
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eventsto children ; forone day they feel that they are beroes. but if they only knew howmuch suchsouvenirsare
cherished

by

436

and big brothersand sisterssink into insignificancebeside"little

BIRTILDAY9.– Keep the birthdays religiously. They belong Charlie," who is "six to-day," and is soon " going to be a

exclusively to, and are treasuredamong
, the sweetestmemories man. Fathers who have half a dozen little ones to care fo

r ,

of home. D
o not le
t anything prevent some token , be it ever are apt to neglect birthdays —they cometoo often — sometimes

t

GARRA
AERIE

NCE ALLEY BUT

OMP

FLICORADA

THE SOUTHSEA MANIA.- PAGE435.

so lig
ht , to show th
at

it is remembered . Birthdays ar
e

great | when th
ey

ar
e

bu
sy , an
d

sometimeswhen th
ey

ar
e

m
en
o

di un

or trowserswith pockets, or the first pair of boots , ar
e

donned ; I stepbetweenthem and a parent's privilege .



“ LORENE ."
157

to be
i

omites

" THENSHELIFTEDHERWHIP, ANDSTRUCKHIM WITH IT ACROSSTHE BAD, BEAUTIFULFACE. '

Gracie, niece number one, was a pretty , enthusiastic girl ofSEP A RATION . sixteenyearsold , and had only just returned from Boulogne,

where she had beeneducated. Shewas standing at the tableFILL high , my friends ! to -night is ours , before a heap of glossy , dark-green leaves, which she wasTo -night, kind speechandcordial hand ; twining into a wreath to decorate the chainber of this sameTo -morrow — andtheearly showers Lorene.Blot fromour eyesthe lesseningstrand. “ She is so beautiful ! ” was her somewhat indefinite answerFill high to thosewho love us well , to my inquiring glance.Or seem to love us — who canknow ? 6. But who ” I began.Oh, folly ! for our last farewell “ That is it , ” she interrupted. " I don't know who she is . "Shall be forgottenerewe go . “ Rather a strangestate of affairs , ” I commented.

Andwhomshouldour departinggrieve ? " You see , ” said Gracie, explanatorily , “ sh
e

was at schoolSuchguestsare borne by everywind . with me at Boulogne , and when I was taken ill she was kind toWe — whatarewe — thathope to leave me. If you could but see her ! ” dropping the wreathswith aRemembranceand regretbehind ? pretty , excited face. ' Ah , Uncle Philip , I am sure she has astory ! ”Onlytoo pleasantwas theshore, I smiled . This was the secret of the great enthusiasm. A· Toosweet its songs, too fair its smiles ; schoolgirl friendship , whose object was supposed to have aAndwell for us thatsail and oar
romantic history .Shallbear us from thesegoldenisles ;

“ My dear child , " I moralized, “ every woman has a story .Shallbear us down to otherskieg, How old is your heroine ? ' 'Past barrenshores, throughadversefoam, “ Nineteen , ” said Gracie. " But she looks like a child .Until therevanishfromour eyes Madame Duprez saysshe is the daughter of an Indian officer.Thisvision of a happyhome ! A gentlemanbrought her to the establishment three years ago ,

and she has never left it since. She has a great deal of money," LORENE . " but she never receives letters from home, and never says any
thing about her parents. Babette, the head waitress, told me
that a man brought her in a carriagevery late one night , and
that she fainted three times in the parlor . The girls used to

“ David Copperfield " in a sort of despair. make up romances abouther , and tell them after we went to“Who is Lorene ? ' ' I asked . bed. Loria Marcelli told us one about the Vendetta that madeTheyhadbeentalking of Lorene fo
r

a week , and yet she was us al
l

scream, and the English governess heard us , and put us“ Lorene is coming , ” they said . " Lorene will on the ' no pudding ' list fo
r

breaking dormitory rules . "“ When Lorene comes, ” etc. Here is aEven six “ That is so like a party of schoolgirls, " I said .ye
ar

ol
d

Fl
o

ha
d

something to sa
y

about th
is

wonderful visitor . pretty ,reserved little creature ,whose friends prefer sh
e

shallen Who is Lorene ! " Irepeated, an
d

m
y

tone w
ashalf -impu- finish he
r

education before returning home , an
d

accordingly
waitress, laundress, and pupils pounceupon her as a fit modelM

y

go
od

sisterlooked up from th
e

miraculous pattern sh
e

fo
r

th
e

heroine of a twelve ac
t

tragedy . M
y

de
ar , I have no
t

w
as

braiding on the dress of my fifth piece. the slightest doubt but that your friend will tell me her girlish"Lorene is Gracie'sfavoritemystery .She ca
n

answeryour history before sh
e

ha
s

known m
e

a month . ”questionbetterthan I. " Gracie shook her head.

BY MISS F. HODGSON.

I THREWdownmy

a myth to me .

be here on Friday . ”

tient.
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11

With my

woman.

"Ah, yes.

" I wish sh
e

would . Why , Uncle Philip , she never says a , her secluded schoolgirl life showeditself plainly , no
t

in

word about herself. " gaucherie, it is true , but in a certain girlish reserve.

“ When is she coming ? ” I asked, turning my attention to thirty years of experience I could afford to look upon her as a

* Mr. Micawber " again . child , and this mademy efforts at gaining ber friendshipmore

“ Friday , we think . Uncle Philip , you will fall in love with successful than they could have been with a more matured
her . "

But I was toomuch engrossed in the history of David's re A few weeks' watching and kindly , unobtrusiveattentionand
union to heedthe prophecy. her sensitive shynesswore off , and she seemed to begin to un

Later in the evening, as I la
y

on the sofa, preparing myself derstandand have a sort of confidence in m
e

.

fo
r

a composingsiesta, my charming young niececame to me . “ I thought you were very much older than you are, Mr.
“ Uncle Philip , " she said , twisting her belt stud in the Carlyon , ” she said to me one day , lifting her large, sombre

nervouswaygirls have, “ I want to ask you a favor . " eyes to my facewith the grave childishnesswhich was peculiar
Graciewasmy favorite niece, and noticing that she seemed to her . " When Gracie said • Uncle Philip , ' I fanciedyouwere

rather more earnest than usual , the interest I always took in an old man . "

her little whims becameheightened. “ Are you glad or sorry that you were mistaken ? " I asked

“ What is it , my dear ? " I asked. her .

“ I want you to promise to like Lorene , " she said . " I did “ Glad , " sheanswered, a little shyly . “ If you had been an

not tell you everything this morning , because it would not be old man I am afraid you would not have liked m
e
, and you

fair to disclosewhat I learned by accident ; but I - I think she know I am so lonely that I need friendship more than other
needs a friend , Uncle Philip , I do , indeed . " (The dear child's girls .

eyeswereactually full of tears . ) ? And I should be thankful “But have you no friends ? "

if you would try to love her . She is very young and lovely , At Boulogne every one was kind to me . "

and shehasno mother . " That wasnot what I wanted .

“ Have you tried to help her yourself, Gracie ? " ' “ But I mean relatives . Lorie , how is it you never tell me
Shehesitated a little . of your life in India ? I should think it was themost interest

“ I havetried my best, " she said , blushing . “ But , you see, ing portion of your history . "

Uncle Philip , I am not as wise as you are , and I could only love I had expected to see her look startled , but I was not pre
her and try to showher that I wanted to make her happy . " pared for the agitation that showeditself at my speech.

I drew the loving young facedown to mine . “ I cannottell you about it , ” she said , passionately, the hot

“ Kiss me, dear child , " I said . " Ifyour friend has need of blood flashing to her face almost as though in a fierceshame.

a brother she shall find one in me . Ah , little Gracie , " I said , “ I hate it , I hate it ! Oh , I hate it ! "

watching her as she left me, “ how much wiser you are with I hardly knew what to say , so I droppedthe subjectquietly;

your soft , loving eyes and sweet sympathy than a sage who but this much I had learned, that , if there was a tragedy in he
r

might readthis girl's secret at a glance. " life , it had beenenactedbeforeshe left her father's home.

A few daysafter the expectedvisitor came. But a little later another link wasadded to the chain.

I had beenabsentall morning , and on my return was told by We bad beentalking of family jewels , and in a pretty, girlish
Flo that “ Miss Maynewaringwas in theparlor ,and had a brown pride , which was very becoming , Lorie brought some quaint,

rich ornaments to show to me . They were in a curious, heavy

I do not know why it was , I am sure , but I actually stood at case, evidently of Indian workmanship , and th
e

gemsthem

th
e

door holding th
e

handle in m
y

hand fo
r

five minutes before selves were antique and rare to a wonder. Great, massiveI turned it . blocks and claws of gold , set with emeraldsand pearls, andone

A girl was standing by the fire , resting one elbow on the long , slenderserpentwith ruby eyesand crest.

marble mantel pillar , and looking down at Gracie , who sat on Gracie was kneeling beforeher , and as she took the things

th
e

rug at he
r

feet . A straight , slenderschoolgirl , in a dress of out held them up , one after another , fo
r

m
y

admiration. Su
d

sombre brown , relievedonly by a frill of soft white lace at the denly , a little cry of glee broke from her , and sh
e

caught up &throat . A soft , duskyskin , with a rich color burning upon slender chain of brilliants that linked together tw
o

hearts of

cheek and lip , great dusky eyes, almost hidden under heavy gold .

down -droopinglashes, and thick hair thrown back and fastened “ What a bo
n

-bon of prettiness ! " she exclaimed. ? " Where
loosely in a gilded net . did the little beautiescomefrom ? They werenot here a minute

It was easy to understand Gracie'sworship of her , for , child ago . "

as shewas , she looked like a young sultana or some rajah's Lorene glancedup with an almost terrified face.
daughter. “They were in a letter , ” she said , "and musthavefallen
But I was a man , and the days of my romancewereover , so , out . I do not see it now . Please, find it for me, Mr. Carlyon. ”

as I looked at her from shapelyfoot to graceful head, I decided It was not necessary to search long , fo
r

it was lying at he
r

that m
y

niece'sheroinewasonly a reservedgirl with a wonder- feet ; but as I picked it up , I sa
w

that a picture ha
d

half -slippedful passionatepower to be developed. from the envelope - th
e

picture of a man with scarletlips, an
d

But the moment after I had mademy decision she caught a scornful , wicked , handsomeface.sight of me as I stood in silence. A little start , a slow dilation I handed it to her without speaking, but looking down at he
r

of the intenseeyes, and then her facequietened. steadily and unflinchingly .

“ She has a story , " I said , inwardly . “ No woman is terrified at the sight of a strangerwithout cause. " Her very lips werewhite , her extended hand trembled, an
d

her head droopedasidewearily beforemy inquiring gaze.Gracie had seenme , too , and rose with a pleased exclama She was a woman in years , but a verychild in worldlyknowtion . ledge , and her innocencehad made her so dear to methat I was

“ This is Uncle Philip , " she said . “And , Uncle Philip , this filled with a sorrowful pity ..is Lorene - I ought to sayMiss Maynewaring . " Was there anything of shame in her story ?I took the slight , soft hand in mine , wondering at the strangeexpression of relief which seemed to have crept upon her face.

I could not , nay , I would not le
t

the thoughtmakeitself a

possibility .“ Gracie's friends are always my friends , " I said .

Maynewaring , le
t

mewelcomeyou to LondonandThe Heights . " went to my room .

I turned away in silence , leaving th
e

girls to themselves, an
d

All the day I watched her closely, and in watching learnedtopity he
r .The shadowyeyeswere filled w
ith
avague fe
ar , imagined it could have su
ch

a connection as th
is . H
ad

sh
e

th
eI had decidedlong ago that she had a story , but I hadnever

th
e

girlish mouth curvedwith an uncertainrestlessness ,which friend in whom sh
e

couldconfide ?Did sh
e

be
ar

al
l

th
e

weightwas terrible in one so young .

As Gracie said , a strangerwould neverhave imaginedher to ' so much at the mercy of the world !

of her sa
d

mystery alone ? Poor child ! So young an
d

tender

be more than a mere child , fo
r
, in spite of her nineteen years , that la
y

upon her fair young life ?

dress on .

**
*

F

“ Miss

What wasthe blight
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beras

lip ar
t

tin ei

bac

interest

ES

cyes,
M
y

heart had ached fo
r

her a thousand times before ,but to- sent to her , apparently without any previous notice or after

night , as the shadowedeyeshad droppedaway from mine , full remark .of mutepleading, my very soul cried out for pity . We knew that her father wasan officer in the Indian service,

I hadbeen in myroom about an hour when Gracecame to the and that she had beensent to Europe for her health , but more
door.

than this none of us had learned.“ I amobliged to go out , ” she said , timidly . “Uncle Philip , She had beenwith us three months when a letter came to

won'tyou, please, go and talk to Lorene while am away . her bearing a foreign postmark . If she had been in the habit
Gracehadmade no exclamationwhen I found the picture , but of receiving letters frequently , I should not have noticed it , but

I couldread in her troubled facethat shehad seen it . Perhaps as this was the first that had reachedher sincethe commence
this suddenplea of businesswas a little innocent diplomacy to ment of her visit , I observed it particularly . It wasenclosed in

givemethechance to seeher friend alone . However that was , a narrow envelope, and sealedwith a tiger's head on yellow

I availedmyself of the opportunity . wax . We were at the breakfast -table when it arrived , and

I found Lorie sitting on a low chair before the fire , leaning as I handed it to her , I saw her eyeswiden as with absolute
her headupon her slenderhand , and looking into the glowing i terror .coals. The jewel casket lay upon her lap , the crested snake She opened it , and a slip of paper fell upon the carpet. She
twineditself round her slight wrist , and the linked hearts lay picked it up , mechanically , read it , and then rose from her chair

on herpalm.

and left the parlor , crushing it in her hand .

Shedid not noticemy entrance, so I went behind her and laid From that time such a changecameoverber as astonished us .

myhand on theback of her chair .

Sheseemed to havecast of
f

her old self utterly , and blossomed

“ Gracie says I must entertain you during her absence. May into the sweethappinesswhich wasnatural to her youth . The

I , or areyourdreamssufficientamusement ? " rare girlish face, with its rich glow of color and its dusky eyes,

“ I had forgotten I was dreaming , " raising the dusky eyes ; bloomedlike somegorgeoustropical flower . Quainthumor and

“ but I hadthoughtyou had gone out , too , Mr. Carlyon . ” pretty whims began to flash through the old vail of timid re

I drew a low divan to her side , and , seatingmyself , took the serve. Instead of being silent , she was brilliant and gay ,

ornamentfromher hand .

brightening the whole housewith her presence.

" I have heard it said that every trinket has its romance. Her secretappeared to be forgottencompletely, andsometimes
Whatstorycan this bijoutell ? " shewould even tell us stories of her past life . In the long ,

" A bitterone , ” she answered, lowly , the flush reddeningher dark evenings she would bring Gracie into my study , and , sit
cheekagain.

ting on the hearth -rug , with her pretty hands clasped, would

I di
d

notspeak at first , but the next moment I bentoverher , relate weird Eastern legends of gods and Brahmins that her
andcaughther hands in mine . ayah had told her in her babyhood.“What is this mystery ? ” I demanded, with a quick passion . Shewas so pretty and winning , with her fanciful conceitsand

" Child, child, what is this shadow that has darkened your childish whimsicalities , so different to any other woman ! It

life ? ” '

would be hard to say how dearshe was to me - harder still to

I ha
d

not intended to speak, but the mist of unshed tears in tell how anxiously , almost fearfully , Iwatchedher , hoping that
her thewearzring in her voice, forcedthewords fromme . at last I might win her for my own . As I look back upon therises in

Sh
e

drew he
r

handsawaywith a passionategesture , pushing the past , a stanza of Poe's “ Annabel my mind :

casketfromher knee .

“ Shewas a childand I was a child ,

“ I cannottell you , " she said . " I cannot - cannot. I thought

In thiskingdomby thesea . "
youweremy friend . Oh , why do you ask me ? ”"Because I amyour friend , " I cried . « Because I love you . I loved her so that I was content to let the mystery rest ,

Dearchild, I would give my life for you . " trusting her completely.Sherose to her feet , and stood before me , bolding up her One winter morning , she came into my sitting -room, as she
handswith a motion that had something of horror in it . often did , to showme a poem that , had pleasedher . Shewas"Hush , hush ! ” sh

e

exclaimed ; "you don't know what you ready dressed fo
r

a ride ; he
r

heavyrobe swept th
e

carpet in

aresaying. I darenot listen to you . Let m
e
go ! " fo
r I had great folds , her cheeksbloomedlike vivid scarletroses, he
r

eyesdrawnher to my arms , and was holding her there . were glowing like stars ." Not until you have told me the truth . Have you no trust She was in one of the rare sweet moods that ruled her so

in me ? "

often , and she laid the book upon the table, smiling .

Butsheturnedher faceaway . “ I want you to read it to me before I go , ” she said . “ I" I have sa
id

I cannot tell yo
u

. I dare no
t

. O
h , M
r.

Car- want to think of it while I am ou
t
. ”lyon, pityme - saveme from myself ! " It was one of her quaint fanciesthat I must readsomepoemShewas shuddering from head to foot , and her large eyes to her everymorning .werealmostpiteous in their appeal. I loosenedmy grasp , and I took up the book , smiling . The piecewas a selectionfrom

sh
e

slippedinto th
e

chair as though she had beenpowerless. the “ Idylls of the King " :“ Lorie, ” I said , “ you ar
e

a child , and I a manwith a worldly “ Sweet is true love , thoughgiven in vain , in vain ,

experience. Is it right to throw awaymy profferedassistance ? And sweet is death, who puts an end to pain ;

Is there no chancethat I might help you ? " I know notwhich is sweeter - no , not I.

" None, ” shesaid— “ none . There is no help for me . “ Love , art thousweet ? Thenbitterdeathmust be .

saw m
y

questionsonly tortured her , and so becamesilent . Love , art thoubitter ? Sweet is death to me.

Whatever it was, her trouble was beyondmy grasp . Oh , love , if death be sweeter, let me die . "I di
d

not speak to her on the subject again , but as the weeks “Why did you choose that ? " I asked, when I had finished .

* passed on I tried to win her trust . I had no hope that she “ It is too sad. "would te
ll

m
e

th
e

secretwillingly , but I wished that when th
e

“ I don't know , " with the fringed lids drooping , thought
timecamethat sh

e

needed a friend and brother , shemight feel fully . “ ; s has been ringing in my mind all the day like some

th
at

sh
e

could turn to m
e

fo
r

help . I think in time th
e

dear mournful echo . ”childgrew to love m
e , fo
r

sh
e

seemed totry to show that sh
e

There was a pause, in which she stood by me with downcast
understood m

e

and was grateful . Little Grace and I were eyes, toying with the handle of herwhip . Presentlyshe looked
leaguedtogether to make he

r

forgetherself ; and sometimes I up with a deeperflush on he
r

cheek , an
d

spoke,hesitatingly :

fanciedthat w
e

were almost successful, and that he
r

facehad “ Sad as it is , once it would haveseemedtruth to me. Mr.
grownmorerestfulandquiet .

Carlyon , thetime has comewhen I think I cananswerthe quesW
e

ha
d

persuaded he
r

no
t

to return to Boulogne until th
e

en
-

tion yo
u

asked m
e . ”suingsummer, andshehad consented. There seemed to be no I knew that she alluded to themystery, andmyheartthrilled

controllingpowerover her . When she needed money it was ! with a passionate, hopeful happiness.

be
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“ I want you to know the truth,” she said, with a little sa
d

She dropped her faceupon the marble balustrade of theter
ness threading her voice. “ I want to feel that you know the racewhen first he spoke, now shelifted it , and gazed at him fo

r

truth . Ah ! Mr. Carlyon , you have trustedme so long , I won a moment in passionlesssilence .

der if you will trust mewhen I have told you all . " “ Come into the house, " she said , and turned away.

Her slender hands were outstretchedwith an unconscious I knew that she was coming to me , and in a fewmoments I

gesture, which had a world of pleading in it . I claspedthem heardher footsteps in the hall .

in mine , and drewher to my side. She did not knock at the door , but opened it without sum

“Dear child , " I whispered, “ I love you . " mons , and camestraight to my side .

I had learned my fate . She did not speak, only waitedwith I took her little cold hands in mine with a wild longing to

a fluttering color and down -drooping lids , and , for the firsttime , give her strength .

I bent and kissedher . “ I have heard it al
l , " I said . “ Is this true ? "

“ I will tell you al
l

when I return , " she said , shyly , at last , She raisedher white face in a very passion of despair.

" if I may , Mr. Carlyon . ” “ It is all true . I have been his wife for three years. I

When she had gone, I returned to my work , employing my thought he was dead. Now you know what my misery ha
s

self busily , and at last finishing my task , flung myself on the been. God help me ! "

sofa by the window to await her coming. She had not intended " For three years ! "

to be absent long , and I could while away the time with my “ Yes. I was only sixteen when he came. A motherless
dreaming child , without a friend in the world but my foolish old ayah,

Ah , the fair hope that rose in my heart , the tender thoughts and she, in her ignorance, brought my childish madness to its

of the past , the tenderdreaming of the future ! completion . We were married privately , and whenmy father
My blossom ! my love ! my sweet -faceddarling ! Could it be discoveredour secret he separatedme from him andbrought

that she wasmine at last , that the fair , innocent life wasgiven me to Boulogne . Before I had beenhis wife a month, child as

into my hands for ever ? I had dreamed an hour away, and I was, I knew that he would be the curse of my life . Whenmy
still lay on the lounge, when I heard the sound of horses' hoofs ayah sentme the notice of his death , I thought that theshadow
on the road. It wasLorene. Gracie had not gone with her , as was lifted and that I might find rest at last ; but he hashunted

I had expected, and shewasalone . No , not alone ; for as she me down . "

rodeswiftly up the avenue, I saw that a man followed her , urg I was silent a moment .

ing his horse to a furious gallop . “ Wait here , ” I said at last . “ I will go and se
e

him . ”

What was the matter ? I rose to my feet. The girl's facewas I found the man in the parlor .

blanched to an awful pallor , her hands clinched upon the reins , “ Listen here , " he said , when I had spoken to him . “ When
her eyesdilated and flashing . It seemedalmost a racefor life . I married that girl I made a fool of myself . Shewas a little
She did not glance backward, only struck her horse as though to innocent baby , and fo

r

the time , I dare say , I loved he
r

. Well,

in vite him to fresh efforts. It had been a fiercestruggle at first , ! in time , like many a betterman , I tired of her schoolgirlpret
but when she reached th

e

terrace, sh
e

sprang from the animals tiness , and when cherpapa discovered th
e

truth and sent he
r

to

back, and , holding thewhip in her hand , turned and stoodwait- Boulogne , I won't pretend to say that I wasabsolutelydiscon
ing her pursuer'scoming, like somewild hunted thing at bay . solate. Unlike the inconvenient husband in novels, I don't

“ Why did you not go to her ? " you ask . wanůmoney ; and my coming here to -day was as much a whim
Why not ? Because, as the man slackenedhis speedandcame as anything else. I may be a scamp, possibly something of a

nearer , I saw that his was the wicked , handsome facewhose scoundrel, but la belleLorenehas beenmy wife , and a somewhat
counterpart lay hidden in the jewel -casket, the samebad, hand - inconsistent consideration for her innocenceinspiredmewith a

some face, with the scarlet lips curveddownward in a scornful wish to warn her that at present it would not be in strictaccordsmile . ancewith the rules of propriety to form anotheralliance. If I

I wasgoing to hear the story , indeed. hadbeen a betterman , I should , I daresay , have lovedhermore

H
e

dismounted, and , flinging hi
s

reins back , stood beforeher , truly , and w
e might have beenenjoying ourselves on th
e

jungle
smiling still . à la Darby and Joan . As it is , I acknowledge I am going to th

e

“ Well ! ” he said , coolly_well ! " devil with greatdispatch ; still , I don't want to dragherwith m
e

.

She caught up the word with an indrawn breath that had a I amnot going to borethechild . You maykeepher if youwanthot , fiercedefiance in it : her , and when I have filled out the list of my enormities (which" Well ! " I shall doubtless do in a year or so ) , I dare sayshewill make" Is it well ? ' ' he asked, in the low , musical voice. “ To you a goodwife , as wives go . don't want any scenes; theyShakespeare, or Byron , or somebodyelse, or the prayer -book , we boreme . You can tell her what I have said. I believe I have
are indebted for the patheticsentiment, ' Not dead, but sleep - made al

l

necessaryobservations. If you havenothingmore toing . ' And so you thought you were a charming young widow , suggest, I will bid you a very good -evening . 'monamie ? " I looked at the man in astonishment. He might havebeen
She di

d

not speak ; sh
e

waited a moment , with al
l

th
e

hot , speaking of somepuppet, so utterly and coolly di
d

he flingawaytropical blood staining her cheekand blazing in her eyes . Then al
l

responsibility .she lifted her whip , and struck him with it across the bad , “ And you do not wish to seeher again ? " I asked.beautiful face.

He shook his head, with a nonchalant smile .He wrenched it from her with a contemptuousexclamation , " No ; I'start for Baden to -morrow , and leaveyou to make m
y

snapped it in two , and flung the piecesfar on to the lawn ." Bah ! ” he said . adieu. It occurs to m
e

that in so doing I displaybothgood“ Scenesfrom Aurora Floyd ' have be- tasteand consideration . ”come stale ; try somethingoriginal , my angel . Three years at I watchedhim mount his horseand ride away,Boulognehave not improved you . " back to Lorene .What doyou want of me ? " shedemanded, sbarply . “Love The room was dark , and I could barely se
e

her , as sh
e

kneltor money ? ”

He laughed again . by th
e

couch , her arms flung out , her headrestinguponthem.

Madame Duprez has not improved you , " he said .

“ Lorene , " I said , “ comehere tome . "

She roseand came to m
e
, and stoodwith claspedhands, lik
e

serve you are emotional. Tragedy becomescomedy in private a little wearied child .life . What a pity you werebrought up in the jungles ! Love ,

did you say ? Hardly . Money ? Not yet . I drew her into the firelight and raisedher face.Doubtlessthat will
come al
l

in good time . I merely wished to let you know I was

“ Do you know that he has gone ? "

still living and in the filesh, thinking that , taking your new
She bent her head, without speaking . " Trustthink thatflame into consideration, it might interestyou - nothing more .

you you can trust me ? " I went on .

Being a moral charactermyself , and opposed to bigamy as a

me wholly ? ' '

general rule , I fancied I might be doing you a service . ” “Will you promise that whatever I te
ll

yo
u

to do yo
u

w
ill

andthenwent

6 .

" I ob

“ Do

" Yes . "
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rememberthat I love you
and adoreyou as I would a

dcarlittle sister ? "

Shebegan to shiver , cling
ing to my handstightly , and
the thick sobsalmost smoth
eredhervoice as shewhisper

ed heranswer:

" Yes, I will remember. "
Shewas so near to me , and

yet so fa
r

away. My darling ,
my little darling ! So near

to me, andyet I might not
stretch forth my arms and
fold her in them .

" You are very young , "I said, hoarsely ; “but you
mustlook thissorrowbravely

in theface. I think it would

be better that you should
return to Boulogne with
Graciefor a year , and then
perhapswe may both be
able to accept our crosses
morecalmly . Are you willing to do this ? "

Sheonly answered as be

fore, with a weary , listless
assent, and, afterplacing herself in a chair , I went to Grace.I thought the dear child'sheart would have broken
when I told her the story .In a moment she was with
Lorene, kneeling before her ,with both arms flung roundher waist, kissing her bent
face, andsobbingout her loveandpity in a thousand little
tender, caressingwords .

" O
h , my love , my dear ! "

sh
e

cried . “ O
h , my darling !if I couldsave you from thispain ! "

With Lorene'sconsent, mysisterwastold all , and , withher womanly sympathies,shetook the poor child toherheart.

From the time he had dis
coveredher marriage , Lorene'sfather, a proud , haughty man, hadcast her off , sayingthatwhen he left her atschool he washedhis handsof her as regarded al

l

butpecuniarymatters.

plied her liberally withmonsy, but apart from thathadleft her to herself .

It wasarranged that thetwogirls should return toschool together, and , in asort of silence, all the necessarypreparationsweremade.A weekafterthat sad dayweleft Londonfor Boulogne .“ I will take care of her ,UnclePhilip , " promisedtearſu
l

little Gracie, when I bade

THE BLINDRAT ANDHIS FRIEND. - PAGE443.

dow of fear and pain darkening her wearyeyes.6. Remember that I loveyou , " I said to her at thelast ; “ rememberthat what
ever happens, you may trustto me .

“ You have been very
kind , ” with wistful eyes.“ I never knew what it was

to have a friendbefore , Mr.Carlyon . I shall always
trust you . "

When I returned home, it

seemed as though the wholeworld had darkened. The
very house was haunted by

the presence of the dark ,

girlish face , every roomechoed with the soft , low
laughing . Here on thepianolay her music, here on therug by the fire she used tosit with clasped hands,

dreaming or telling us thequaint Oriental stories.

Once in my room I cameupon the volume of Tenny- ,

son she had brought me onthat eventful morning . It
had slipped behind a lounge ,

and lay open , with a dead
flowermarking her poem:

“ Sweet is true love , thoughgiven in vain , in vain ;

And sweet is deaththatputs

an end to pain.I know notwhich is sweeter,

no not I. "

I laid it away reverently ,just as I had found it , and in

someway for days after the
words rose in my mind and
haunted me, as shehad said ,

like a mournful echo.

Letters came to us every
week, sometimes from Lo
rene, but oftener from Gra
cie . It seemed as thoughmy
little niecehad changed, she
had grown so thoughtful .

“ How can I be thought
less , " shewrote to me , in her
pretty , tender when
my dear love is so sad, andI cannot help her . Oh , if I

only could ! She is like a

tired child , and I cannot
rouse her . Her face has
grown So white and her
beautiful eyes so dark with
pain . Sometimes I think
she must be ill , but she says
shedoesnot suffer. "

But as the year grew , Gra
cie wrote oftener of Lorie's
seemingsickness, sayingthat

andshe appeared weak
weary , and could not be

roused fromher apathy, and

at last there came a letter
putting an abrupt end to the
strangedram

CH

way ,He sup

hergood - by .

Lorene had fallen backinto her old self , silent andwatching, the old , sad sha A POMERANIANDOG. - PAGE443.
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“ Shehas gone back to India," said Gracie. " Her father , she A stop, and then an exclamation of surprise. ""Jove,

cameand took her awaywith him. I enclosea letter sheasked there she goes. Look down the street, Carlyon. Mrs. Inges
me to deliver to you." tre, you know, the old major's daughter !”
“ My father has forgiven me," the letter ran, " and wishes An old gentleman was cantering slowly by, and at his side

me to return homewith him. What can I say to you to show rode a slender, supple-figuredgirl , on a spirited black borse.
you how thankiul I am inr your kindness, to convince you how I drew a sharp breath; for, as they passed, I noted a grace
impossible it would be fo

r
m
e

to forget it ? If I haveever un- fu
l , dusky throat , heavy , down -drooping lids , and a flame of

consciouslypainedyou , please tr
y

to forgive m
e

now ; andsome tropical crimson , such as never glowed on any girlish cheek
times whenyou si

t by the fir
e

in the twilight I loved so well , but one.

think of the lonely little girl who had no friend but you . “ Go on , ” I said , knocking the white ashesfrom my cigar.

“ LORENE. " “ What wereyou saying ? " ' .

“ I was only going to say that , girl as she is , she is a widow.Nothing more -nothing which I might use as a clue to her
whereabouts. When I had read it I put the letter back in its Some scamp eloped with her ; or , rather , married her clan

destinely when she was a mere child ; and , when her fatherenvelope, and laid it awayout of sight , drawing a deep sigh
over th

e

strangechapter in m
y

history , which seemed to have found the affair out , he brought he
r

to Boulogne, to keep he
r

out of his way . She finished her education, and thenwentbackbroken off disconnectedlybefore its closing .

to India . She has only lately returned to Europe. Fellow'sGracie cameback from school in a few months , sweetand af
namewas Ingestre ; a regular scamp. From the thirdmonthfectionate as ever, but she had very little to tell me.

“ He was a very stern - looking man , Uncle Philip , ” she said , of their marriage she never saw him fo
r

years. But , a fe
w

speaking of Lorie's father . " But when he saw Lorie he took weeks ago , there was quite a furore among her friends, fo
r

a

her in hi
s

arms, and called he
r

.my darling , ' and ` m
y

little man , who had been stabbed at some gambling table, sent fo
r

la belle Lorene to come to him . It was her husband, and hedaughter ; ' and he sent fo
r

me and kissedme, and he took us

both to Paris and showed us th
e

lions beforethey left Europe . died that night ; so , you se
e

, th
e

poor girl is free at last . ”

I put my hand up to my throat , and unloosedmyI think he wassorry that he had been so cruel , he was so kind necktie.

to dear Lorie . Perhapsshemay be happy , after al
l

. " “ A glass of water , if you please, " I said , in answer to

“ But did she not ask you to write to her ? ” Tresbam's astonished glance ; and , when he gave it to m
e
, I

Gracie blushed. swallowed it without a word . An hour after I stood at Gracie's

“ Shecameinto my room the last night she staid at school , " door , knocking for admittance.

she answered, in a low tone, “ and , Uncle Philip , she knelt on “ I have seenLorene , ” I said , excitedly . “ She is in Paris .

the floor by m
e

in th
e

moonlight , and put her armsaround m
e
, Gracie , her husband , is dead . "

and cried, with her face on my lap . She said she had been a I can hardly remember how the rest of the daypassed. I

little lonely girl , and no one had loved her , for her mother was have some faint recollection of wandering about the streets,

dead. Her ol
d ayahwas a foolish ,ignorant woman, and thought vainly endeavoring to discover Major Maynewaring'saddress,

it would be a fine thing fo
r

her baby to marry so young , and and of m
y

anxiety being at last ended by Treshammarching
when that wickedman came he seemed to love her so that she into the hotel in the evening, with a cigar in hi

s

mouth.

went to him . " Gracie's arms were round my neck , and her “ If you want an introduction to Mrs. Ingestre, prepareyour
soft cheekwaspressedagainst mine as sh

e

whispered th
e

rest of self fo
r

a visit this evening . I have procured cards fo
r

th
e

her story . And ,Uncle Philip , sh
e

learned to love you , and Delauny's reception, and th
e

major is sure to be there ; " and
shewasafraid that if she receivedletters from us it might make then I remember standing in the crowded, brilliantly - lighted
her forget that she had no right to think of you as she once hall , and Tresham was saying :

did . Was that wrong ? " “ There she is . This way , Carlyon . Mrs. Ingestre, you

“ N
o , dear , " I said , huskily , and , kissing her , I broke from know . "

her twining arms , and went away . Lorene , just as I had seenber first , as she leanedagainsttheMy little innocent darling - my own pure heart ! marble ma te
l

pillar — the glow upon her cheek, th
e

down
drooping lids and dusky eyes, only with a little proudcarriagoTwo yearshad passed, and I was sitting at the window of an of her slender throat , and a soft curve on her lip , I had never

hotel in Paris , listening to the rhapsodies of Gracie's favorite seenbefore.

cavalier . Gracie was a full - fledgedyoung lady , now , with a Treshambent forward , smiling and bowing ; and, catching
whole retinue of courtiers, and great reputation for belle -dom ; sight of him , the major stopped to greet bimbut she was Gracie still , sweet and tender -hearted , and still " I am glad to see- ” he was beginning , whenLorielookedcherishing the old affection for Uncle Philip . We had been up . A little start , and thentraveling together in Europe for severalmonths . “ O

h , Gracie ! Oh , Gracie ! Oh , Mr. Carlyon ! " andshewas“ Gracie will enjoy it , ” said my good sister , and accordingly closebesideme, andthe two slender hands wereclaspedtightly
the young lady wasdelivered into my hands . in mine .

We hadsauntered on the banks of theRhine , and pretended to Two months , two happy months , which I will passover,be connoisseures of art in Rome . Like th
e

celebratedMrs. Gill , w
e

were in England again . It w
as
a fancy of mine , that I wouldwho was very ill , and said nothing would improve her , " we say my say for the secondtime where I had said it first .

“ Had been to seethe Tuileries, It was the evening after our return , and Lorie wassitting on

And patteredthroughthe Louvre . " the rug by the fire , as in the olden days, looking into th
e

coals.

We had criticised the Vatican , andbecomeerthusiastic on the

I took a book from the table , and began to read , in a low voice:

lighting of the great St
.

Peter's . We had decidedthat Naples “ Sweet is true love , thoughgiven in vain , in vain,

was charming , and that Venice the real , comparedwith the
And sweet is deathwho puts an end to pain.I know not which is sweeter - no , not I. ”ideal Venice of the stay - at -homes, was rather a failure . Itspalaceswere dingy , and th

e

gondolas ha
d

to
o

substantial an gently onmine , an
d , claspingthem in m
y

fingers , I went on to

Before I had finished the verse two soft hands were la
id

appearance; besidesthat , instead of being superbyoung noble- the end .men , habited in the somewhat thin disguise of a black velvetcloak and a guitar , the gondolierswere sturdy , commonplace

“ Do you remember ? ” I asked.

individuals , who evinced a mercenary disposition to look

“ Yes , ” whisperedvery low .

sharply after their pay. “ You did not answerme that morning . Win you answer
me now ? ' 'To tell the truth , w

e

both agreed that , to useGracie'swords ," It was ever so much nicer in books . " But , at last , w
e

were

“ Yes . "

in Paris again , and Treshamwas bashfully eulogizing Gracie's

· How , Lorie ? "

beauty and Gracie's riding . “ As I meant to answer then " -the leaping fire flashedupon

" I neversawmore than one womanwho rode like her , and loved you always . "

th
e

duskyeyes, dropped in sweethumility " I loveyou -ſhave

+

and

66
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any of his food was too hard for him to bite . They used to

THE BLIND RAT AND HIS FRIEND . give him pieces of a very hard cake, made of treacle, which he

had always beenparticularly fond of , just for the fun of seeing
Oneevening a gentleman was out walking in the meadows, him gnawing away with the few teeth he had left - now giving

when he met a company of rats al
l going in one direction . up the task in despair, and then again going at it with fresh

Now, as he knew a great deal about al
l

kinds of little animals , courage, not being able to make up his mind to le
t

the sweet
and rats among the number, he soon guessedwhat they were bit alone ; like some little people, who would rather put up

doing - leavingtheir old home, and going to seekanother some- with a little toothachethan give up thosedearbut mischievous
whereelse -- and so he watchedthem . sugar -plums.

In themiddle of the crowd of rats , he saw one poor old fel
low thatseemedquite blind , and walked very slowly ; but that A POMERANIAN DOG .

was no reasonwhy he should be left behind ; and , so , when he

looked a little closer, he found that one of its friends was lead

in
g

th
e

poor ol
d

ra
t

along by a piece of wood which theyheld Pomerania, a Prussian province . They ar
e

mostly white , al

This dog, which is very sagaciousand lively , is a native of

betweenthem in theirmouths , andhis guidetook as much care though somefew havevery light -brown hair mixed with theof him as you would of your papa if he wereblind .

A kindred circumstancewas witnessed in 1757 by M
r.

Pur- white . They ar
e

about th
e

height of a chair , and al
l

bu
t

their

de
w , surgeon'smate on board th
e

Lancaster . Lying awake on
e

and stick up ,which gives them a sharp , knowing lo
ok ; and

facesand legs are coveredwith long hair . Their earsare short ,

evening in hi
s

berth , he sa
w

a ra
t

enter , look cautiously round , theyhave fin
e

bushy tails , which curl like a feather over theirandretire. H
e

soonreturned , leading a second rat by the ear ,

and which appeared to be blind . A third rat joined them backs. They aregenerallyverymuch petted by thosewho keep

shortlyafterward , and assisted th
e

original conductor in pick- them ,which sometimes ,like al
l

other indulgences, renderthem
ing up fragments of buscuit , and placing them before their in very snappish.

firmparent, as the blind old patriarch wassupposed to be .

A ladyfromDutchesscounty , New York , tells us , that once in A PLEA FOR CHILDHOOD .

heryoungerdaysshe saw two harvestmice in the samemanner
leadalong a blind companion. THERE is a babit among parents about which , although w

e

A driver of an omnibus in London once found a rat in very hope it is not as prevalent amongst our readers as others, w
e

greattrouble, and squeaking most piteously . What do you feel moved to say a word . It is that of impatiencetoward chil
thinkwasthe matter ? Why , just this : his mamma had put dren , because of their propensity to ask many questionswhich
him to bed in the hay - loft of a stable , and , having tucked him seemsilly to the adult and experiencedmind .

up snugly, she had gone out to find some supper, and was a A writer , who has given evidence of a wide range of observa
verylongtime gone , at least so her baby thought . Perhaps he tion , and a discriminating judgment , hasfurnished a striking

w
as hungry, and thought it very hard to go to be
d

without an
y

plea fo
r

childhood in this matter . H
e

asks parents to imagine
supper. Atall events, he began to cry , and wasmaking a very themselves in a strange country , where everything would be

dismalnoisewhen the omnibus -driver found him . The man unknown to them , and asks them if they would not be apt to

thought he would take th
e

baby - ra
t

home to show hi
s

children , make constant inquiries of th
e

older inhabitants ,and so not

an
d

so th
e

little fellow wasput into hi
s great -coat pocket , and only exhibit their ignorance , but do it in a way well calculated

wenthomewith him . He soon grew fond of the coachman's to excite the mirth of the questioned ! He goeson to answer
children, and became their greatest pet . They called him hi

s

own questions affirmatively, and to showwhat these adults

" Ik
ey , ” after their eldest brother Isaac , and I am afraid they in a strangeland would do , unless theywere downright dolts ,

spoiledhim sadly, fo
r

he was allowed to go wherever he liked , as the only means of acquiringinformation .

and do just what he pleased. What are little children but “ strangers in a strange land ? "

Now , therewere two things that Master Ikey disliked very Everything is strangeand new to them. The range of their
much, indeed - cold and dirt . His favorite seat was on the vision is very narrow at first . As it gradually widens, they be

kitchenhearth, bu
t

he would only go there when it was very comeactively curious ; so much so , that it requires a very well
clean; andwhen, in the evening , the room got cold , and the informed and wide -awakeparent to satisfytheircuriosity . But ,
windblewoutside, he would lie down at fu

ll

length before th
e

suppose he or sh
e

fails to answer th
e

hundred and one question ,

fir
e

to keephimself warm , an
d

in th
e

night he w
as

sometimes prompted by this curiosity , is th
e

questionedjustified in getting
veryimpertinent, indeed, fo

r

he would creep into hi
s

master's ; ou
t

of patiencewith th
e

questioner ? Surely no
t . Much less

be
d

, and lie therejust as comfortable as if it werehis own . should the little prattler be scoldedfor “ asking so many silly

His mastertaught him many funny tricks . One w
as
to come questions ” —perhaps by way of covering up consciousignorance

when he calledhim , and to jump into hi
s

coat -pocket, which he of things which ought to have beenlearned by the parent, as a

heldopen to receivehim . H
e

sometimes staid there the whole preparation fo
r

parentage.

day, goingwith his master on the omnibus about London ; and Have patience, parents, with the intensestdesire to ask ques

at other times he sa
t

in th
e

boot of th
e

omnibus , to take care tions , however foolish they may seem to yo
u

, which may be

of thedriver's dinner . He was a good little rat , and never ate shown by your little ones.

it , unless it happenedthat there was someplum -pudding in the
basket, andthen it wasquite impossible to resist the tempta
tion ; and, so , when his master came to look fo

r

bis dinner , he The ideas of right and wrong in human conduct are never

generallyfound al
l

th
e

plums gone , an
d

Master Ra
t

looking observable in a youngchild . How manyacts of an injurious

veryguilty and frightened by the side of what he had left . nature
would he commit if not restrained, without allowing

that they were injurious . He seizes everything within his
And no wonder he was frightened , fo

r

hi
s

master had made a

littlewhip onpurpose fo
r

hi
m , an
d

whenhe di
d not behave reach ,without any sensations relative tojustice or injustice .

properly, it w
as brought ou
t ; an
d

then th
e little fellow began Th
e

humored child always thinks th
at

he ha
s

a right to every

tosqueakmost piteously ,andwould ra
n

an
d

hide himself in thing that he desires , an
d

resents a refusal as an injustice an
d

thedarkestcornerhe could find .

cruelty . The little tyrant behaves, in his small circle , like

This little ra
t

lived al
l

hi
s

lif
e in th
e

coachman'sfamily , an
d

great tyrants in their largespheres, as if th
e

whole creation

seemedveryhappythere , and very contented. But , though he

were at their disposal, or formed for their sole gratification .

We ought
knew al

l
th
e

children very well , and wasnever afraid of any of Life is a book in which we everyday read a page.

A crowd

th
em , he alwaysbecamevery sh
y

if any strangerscame in , an
d

to notedown everyinstructive incident that passes.

wouldnever comeout of hi
s hiding -place til
l

they weregone, of useful thoughts cannot but flow from self -converse. Hold

boweverhungry he might be . everyday a solitary conversation with
yourself . This is the

When he began to gr
ow

ol
d , hi
s

teeth becamevery ba
d , an
d

w
ay

in which to attain th
e

highest relish ” ofexistence ; an
d , if

th
e

childrenoftenlaughed to se
e

how distressed he waswhen wemay so say , to castanchor in the river of life .

illist.is

de
l

mustb
e

prostori :.
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IDEALS . THE SOLDIER'S SON.

You maytalk of your ideal It wasat a fierceand critical period of the war in the Penin.
Paint her finer than a queen, sula, that General Morillo , then commanding the fifth Spanish

And try to makeour lowly lot army, about 4,000strong, passed down the PortuguesefrontierAnd lowly living mean; to the Lower Guadiana, intending to fall on Seville assoon asBut I tell you, sir, the fairest Marshal Soult should advanceto the succorof Badajoz. In theAnd the best that I have seen,
beginning of April , while the French weredisheartenedby the

Were commonmen andwomen, sudden news of the fall of that city, Morillo , issuing out of
Used to humblework andways, Portugal, crossed the Lower Guadiana, and marched toward

Doingwhatwas right and honest Seville.
Without favor, without praise, But the hopesentertainedby the Spaniards of being speedilyLighting up the night behindthem
With thewhitenessof their days. in possessionof Seville, werecut off by a pieceof deceit. False

information, adroitly given by a Spaniard in the French inter
There is one that shinesuponme est, led Morillo to believe Soult was close at hand, whereupon
From the mists of memory he immediately retired to Gibraleou.

A woman, with theweakness This disappointment and failure in the executionof a favoriteOf a woman, it maybe, project, cherishedfor many months, irritated beyondcontroltheBut awaywith your ideals naturally severe temper of General Morillo . It was evening,While theworld holds such as she!
and the division of the army under him were encampedsome

To clothe herwith your fantasy hours' march on their retreat. Preparations might havebeen
You neednot be at pains, seenfor a military execution; and a couple of French prisoners

Her homespunsleeveis more to me capturedin the last skirmish were, according to the cruelprac
Than al

l your broideredtrains ; tice of many chiefs in those times , to be put to death. Thecap
For in the blessedrealm of love tives were guarded by a file of soldiers , and the executioners,

She sweetlyrules and reigns. waiting the word of command to draw up , wereleaning on their

So keep to your ideal , weapons, and talking of the events of the last two days.

But I prayyou , of your grace, Just then , one of the inferior officers returning to hi
s

tent,

To leave the little homelyhouse, after giving some order to the men , was interrupted by a hoy,

The flowerygarden-place, apparently , ten years of age, who , seizing his hand, andspeakAnd thewindowwith the sunshine ing in an accent slightly foreign , besought him , with piteous
of this dear, rememberedface ! entreaties, to procurehim admittance to theGeneral. Theofficer

Ah , keep to your ideal , found , on inquiry , that he was the son of one of the prisoners,

But I prayyou leave to me a soldier distinguished for his eminent personal bravery, who
The chair there in the corner, had not been taken , evenwhen overwhelmed by numbers, with
Just theway it used to be , out giving and receivingmany severewounds.

And the dear, devotedmother, This soldier , weariedand wounded, but invincible in courageWith her childrenat her knee. and spirit , for he scorned to ask clemency of his conqueror, was
now to suffer deathwith his companion in misfortune. The te

r

A CADAVEROUSWHmm. – Greek scholars recollect the pathetic rible order had beengiven , fo
r

Morillo would not be impeded in

story in Herodotus about the daughter of King Mycerinus , hi
s

march by prisoners ; and he so hated the French , that th
e

who , in dying , made he
r

father promise to le
t

th
e

people bring bravestand most generousamong them could havefound no

he
r

body forth once a year into th
e

sunlight . Ages pass , but mercy at hi
s

hands . The prisoner's little boy, refusing to be

human heartsremain the same ; al
l

the wisdom of thePharoahs separatedfrom hi
s

father , had beensuffered by the Spaniards to

could not comfort the Egyptian princess against the darkness,

follow him .

and al
l

thewit and philosophy of Goethe'sbrilliant timedid not “ You shall seethe general , boy , sinceyou wish it , " said th
e

steel Rachel Levin ,Varnhagen's beautiful and famouswife , officer, in reply to the child's passionate entreaties; “ but he

against th
e

samefeeling of dread an
d

lethal loneliness . Thirty will no
t

grant your father'slife . San Lucas ! but theseFrench
years ago she died, and last week but one shewas interred . dogs have given us too much trouble already . "
Partly fearing to be buried alive , partly moved -like the Nile They entered the general's tent . Morillo , by the light of a

lady — by someyearning wish fo
r

th
e

presenceand remembrance lamp burning on th
e

table , was reading a dispatch he ha
d

just

of the living , she left orders in her will that her coffin should received. Two of hi
s

officersstood near him ; therewas no on
e

else in the tent . The brow of the chief was contracted, and
watchedfor a month after death , and that then for thirty years
more it should be deposited in a special chamber. Her friends looked up with an impatient exclamation as th

e

officerentered
havecarriedout thesestrangeinstructions to the letter ; and the with the boy . The child , as soon as Morillo waspointed ou

t
to

time beingexpired fo
r

this vain lingering on th
e

threshold of hi
m , rushed forward , and knelt at hi
s

feet .

the tomb , they have laid Von Varnhagen's wife in her grave at " What doesthis mean ? " demandedthe General.

last . Pity sheshould havemissed its gentle , necessaryoblivion “ Spare him ! spare my father ! " sobbed the youthful sup

60 long ; for the body of the wisestand fairest is but a gracious plicant .

dresswhich the soul has donewith , to exchangefor a robe that The officerexplained hi
s relationship to one of th
e

prisoners

" no moth corrupts . ” ' about to be executed.

SINGERSANDTHEIR VOICES.-According to a French journal , an “ Pero , nine is the hour .

" Ah , that reminds me , ” said th
e

chief , looking at hi
s

watch;

astonishing variety of articles are used by celebratedsingersfor businesssoon over . '

Let them be punctual, and have th
e

the purpose of strengthening the voice . MadameSontagusedto take sardines in oil betweenacts ; Dorus ate cold veal ; Des- life .

Again , with moving entreaties, the child besought hi
s

father's

parresdrank warm water ; Cruvelli took Bordeauxwine mixed
with champagne ; Adelina Patti favors beer ; Sass eats beef

father sendyou hither ? " asked thegeneral.

steak ; Cabel ate pears ; Ugalde , potatoes ; Lucca took pepper

“ No , senor, he did not . "

" And how dare you , thenmint drops and candy ; Michot swallowed an enormousdraughtof coffee ; Troy drinks milk ; and Mario smokes continually . the lad .

My father ha
s

done nothing to deserve death , " answered

It is binted that a certain prima donna in New York depended

" He is a prisoner of war . "

for successupon sliced sausagebetweenacts. “ H
a
! who taught you to question m
y

justice ? Answer

;

“Did

me . "
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“ N
o

one, senor ; but bravegenerals do not alwayskill their WINE SAUCEFORPUDDING. — Half a pint of sherry or Madeira
prisoners. ”

wine , and half a gill of water ; boil together, and add four
" I kill whom I choose! " thundercd Morillo ; " and I hate tablespoonfuls of sugar, the juice of one lemon, and the rind

the French. Boy , your father shall die ! I have said it ; be cut into small pieces. To be pouredover the pudding just before the latter is to be eaten.The officermade a silent sign to the petitioner , to intimate JOCKEY CLUB PERFUME. — Orris -root extract , two pints ; triple
therewas no hope, and that he must begone. But the boy's extract of rose , one pint ; extract of cassiaand extract of tube
countenancesuddenlychanged. H

e

walked up to the general , rose , of each half a pint ; otto of bergamot, half an ounce ;

who had turned away , and placedhimself directly before him , and extract of ambergris , half a pint .

with a look of calm resolution worthy of a martyr ." Hear m
e ,senor , ” said he ; “ m
y

father is gray -haired ; he of zinc ,two grains ; an
d

so
ft

water , tw
o

ounces .

WEAK ANDINFLAMEDEYES.—Tannicacid , onegrain ; chlorideis wounded; his strength is failing even now , though he stands With a softup to receive th
e

fir
e

of your men . I am young , an
d

strong , day , an
d

le
t

a fe
w

drops fa
ll

into each ey
e

. If used bu
t

once a

rag wettedwith this preparationwashthe eyestwice or thrice aan
d

well . Le
t

them shoot m
e

in hi
s

place , an
d

le
t
m
y

father day , just before retiring is th
e

proper time . If to
o

strong , itIt wasimpossible to doubt the sincerity of this offer , for the may be diluted to the proper strengthwith water .face of thedevotedchild was kindled with a holy enthusiasm. RaNcID BUTTER. - To a pint of water add thirty drops (about

A darkflushrushed to the brow of Morillo , and for a moment half a teaspoonful ) of liquor of chloride of lime . Wash in thishe looked on the boy in silence . two and a half pounds of rancid butter . When everyparticle“ You ar
e

willing to die , ” at length he said , “ for your fa
-

of the butter has come in contactwith the water , le
t
it standther ? Then , to sufferpain for him will be nothing ? Will you an hour or two , then wash the butterwell again in purewater.loseone of your ears to savehim ? ” The butter is then left without any odor , and hasthe sweetness“ I will , " was the firm reply . of fresh butter ." Lend me your sword , Pabla ; " and in an instant , at one EVERTONTOFFY. - Melt in a shallowvessel a quarter of a pound

blow, the general struck of
f

the boy's ear . The victim wept , of butter , and then add to it one pound of brown sugar. Stir
butresistednot ; nor raised his hand to wipe away the blood . them together for fifteenminutes, or until a little of the mix

“ So far , good ; will you lose the other ear ? ' ' ture droppedinto a basin of coldwaterwill break cleanbetween“ I will , to save my father ! " answered the boy , con the teethwithout sticking to them. Any flavoringthat is desired,

vulsively.

as lemon, pineapple or vanilla , should be added just beforetheMorillo's eyesflashed. The heroism of a child compelledhis cooking is complete. The toffy , whendone, should be pouredadmiration; but unmovedfrom hi
s

cruel purpose, he smote of
f

into a shallow dish which is buttered on the bottomand sides.th
e

other ea
r

with hi
s

still -reekingsword . By drawing a knife across it when it is partially cool , it canTherewas a deadsilence. easily be broken into squares.“ Andnow, senor ? " said the boy , breathing quickly , and WuftR HANDS.- The bestmeans to "whiten red hands " is to

looking up into the general's face .

wear a pair of cosmeticglovesthusprepared: “ Fresheggs, two ;

“ Andnow, " answeredMorillo , “ depart . The father of such oi
l

of sweetalmonds , two teaspoonfuls ; rose -water , one ounce ;

a child is dangerousto Spain ; he mustpay th
e

forfeit of hi
s

life . ” tincture of benzine, thirty -six grains . First beattheThe maimedchild went forth from th
e

presence of this in oi
l

together , and then and the rose -waterand tincture . Wellhuman fo
e . Presentlythe report of fire -armsannouncedthat he daub à pair of ki

d

gloveswith th
e

mixture on the inside , and
hadwitnessedthe execution of his father .

wear them during the night .

DOCTOR F. BARKERrecommendsthe following rules for avoidHOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS . ing sea -sickness: 1. Rest yourself on the eve of your departure,so that the nervous systemmay not be over -excitedwhen youPOULTRYCROQUETTES. — Melt a bi
t

of butter in a stewpan ; put go on board . 2. Li
e

down beforeanchor is weighed , an
d

keep
into it choppedparsleyand mushrooms , twospoonfuls of flour , in a horizontal posture fo

r

two days running . 3. Eat as much
salt, pepper, andnutmeg. Fry it , and pour instockand a little as you can at everymeal , but without raising your bead. Incream. This sauceought to have th

e

consistence of thick milk . this way th
e

stomachdoesnot lose th
e

habit of digestion ; youCu
t

up an
y

poultry which ha
s

beencookedthe day beforeinto keep up your strength , and gradually ge
t

accustomed to th
edi
ce . Pu
t

theminto th
e

sanceand le
t
it ge
t

co
ld ; form it into | ship'smotion . By following theserules , th

e

heaviestgalesmay
balls, and cover themwith bread -crumbs ; ' wash these in eggs be encounteredwithout se

a
-sickness .whichhavebeenbeaten up , and roll them in breadcrumbs asecondtime. Fry them to a good color , and servewith a gar Borax . - Thewasherwomen of Holland and Belgium , so pronish of friedparsley. Croquettes of veal or rabbit may be pre verbially clean , and who get up their linen so beautifully white ,pared in thesameway . use refined borax as a washing -powderinstead of soda, in theproportion of a large handful of borax -powder to about tenEurs A LA TURQUE. — Pound in a mortar four ounces of pista- gallons of boiling water ; they save in soap nearly half .

Allchionuts ; add a little milk ; put them into a stewpanwith a the large washing establishmerts adopt the samemode. Fordessert-spoonful of rice flour , th
e

yolks of eight raw eggs, half laces , cambrics,etc. , an extra quantity of th
e

powder is used ,

pound of powderedloaf -sugar , and a stick of cinnamon ; stir and fo
r

crinolines (required to be madevery stiff ) a strong solu
well , and graduallyadd a quart of cream . Take out the cin tion is necessary. Borax being a neutral salt , doesnot in thenamon, pour th

e

compositioninto a dish ,place round it a dozen slightest degreeinjure th
e

texture of th
e

linen ;its effect is to

eggspoached in a sweet syrup ; garnish the dish with small soften th
e

hardestwater , and therefore it should be kept on

macaroonssoaked in brandy , and servehot . every toilet - table. To the taste it is rather sweet, is used forSWEETBiscuit . — O
ne pound of flour , half a pound of butter , cleaning th
e

hair , isan excellentdentifrice , an
d

in ho
t

counth
e

same of powderedsugar , an
d

two beateneggs ; make th
e

tries is used in combinationwithtartaricacid an
d

bi - carbonatewholeinto astiff pastewith cold water , roll it out , form it into of soda as a cooling beverage.littleballs , flatten, and bake upon tins .

TIPSY CAKE . — Place a sponge -cake in a glass dessert-dish ;BAKINGPOWDER.: - " Th
e

best I have ever tried , ” says a cor- prick the cakewith a fine fork , pour over it raisin -wine andrespondent, “ is made of bicarbonate of soda an
d

pure cream brandy in equal parts ,and when well moistened strewsiſtedof tartar – on
e

smallteaspoonful of soda tothree of cream of sugar ov
er
it , an
d

place round it a veryrichcustard . O
r ,simplytartar . Th
e

above quantity is enough fo
r

on
e

quart offlour . steep small sponge -cakes inbrandy ,stick in
to

them th
inslipsIt is best tosift th
e

cream of tartar with th
e

flour in order to ofblanched almonds , or sprinklethemthickly w
ith

candied - pe
el

folve th
e

so
da

with alittle boiling water , an
d

ad
d it th
e

la
st

surround th
em

with a custard , an
d

add preservedfruit ,such asbrandy -cherries, etc. , divested of syrup .
eggsand

freno:

Santo

thing.

-
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CHOCOLATECREAMDROPS. —Boil two poundsof sugar with one SavoyCARE. - Ingredients: The weight of foureggsin pounded
quart of water. Boil until you canmake a soft ball. You can loaf sugar, the weight of seven in flour, a little grated lemon

tr
y

it by dipping a stick in the sugar, and then putting thestick rind , or essence of almonds , or orange - flowerwater. Mode:

in water. If done, it will form a ball . Pour the sugar on a Break the seveneggs, putting the yolks into one basinand the
marbleslab ; when partly cool , stir with a saddle, or stick , until whites into another . Whisk the former , and mix with them

it returns to a cream. Flavor with vanilla , or any kind of fla- the sugar, the grated lemon -rind , or anyother flavoring to taste.

voring . Prepare a broad box about one inch deep ; fil
l

with Beat them well together , and add the whites of th
e

eggs,

corn starch ; . smooth the top ; have large marbles fastened to a whisked to a froth . Put in the flour by degrees, continuing to

stick with sealing -waxabout three inchesapart . Thesemarbles beat the mixture for a quarter of an hour , butter a mold, pour
form the molds whenpressedinto the smooth starch . Put the in the cake, and bake it from an hour and a quarter to an hour
cream into a pan , melt it , and pour it into the molds . After and a half . This is a very nice cake for dessert, andmay be

doing this , leavethem to get hard . Take chocolate, put it into iced for a supper -table, or cut into slices and spreadwith ja
m ,

a pan, haveanother pan on the fire with boiling water in it , se
t

which converts it into sandwiches.

the pan containing the chocolate into the boiling water until To CLEAN TINS AND Dish - Covers .-- Mix some whiting withthe chocolate is dissolved. Be careful not to getany water in . cleaning oi
l

to a paste . Rub it thoroughly on the tinswith aLet the drops fall in the mold while hot , and let them harden . piece of flannel ; have two or three old soft dusterscharged
TWELFTII-CAKE. — One pound fresh butter , beaten to a cream, with dry , powderedwhiting , and use them , oneafter theother,

the same quantity of sifted sugar, and a little lemon- zest ; till the tin is freed from oi
l

and looks clean, then polish with a

add six eggs, two at a time , two pounds of currants , half a leather . Dish-covers cleaned in this way once a weeklook as

pound of orange, lemon , and citron peel, and , lastly , stir in a bright as silver . The dusters should be cleaneverytimethey
pound and a quarter of flour . Trim it neatly round the sides are usedfor the tins .

and top with a sharp kitchen-knife until even. When nearly MUSHROOMSAUCE. — Peelbutton mushrooms, and puttheminto
cold , ic

e

over with sugar, spreadcarefully over ; ornamentwith water and lemon -juice to keep them white . Strain them, andan emblematicalfigure in the centre, with bo
n

-bons, liqueur orna
ments, et

c.

Fasten themwith icing , introducing a little piping teaspoonful ofsalt and pepper,mixed , an
d

th
e

juice of half a

put them into a stewpanwith a quarter of a pound of butter, &

in coloredicing betweenthe ornaments. lemon . Stew half an hour ; then add a teaspoonful of flour,

To SOFTENTHEHANDS. - Half a pound of mutton tallow , one with half a pint of cream, or white or brown sauce, and boil
ounce of camphorgum , and one ounce of glycerine ; melt , and five minutes . If pickled mushrooms be used, omitthe lemon.

when thoroughly mixed , set away to cool . Rub the hands with juice and wine .

this at night . It will render them white , smooth, and soft . To Take out MARKING- IN
K

. — Before sending to th
e

wash,

SULPHUR IN THETREATMENT O
F Croup . The us
e

of th
e

perchlo- touch with a solution of cyanide of potassium til
l

th
e

stainride of iron and of the bromide of potassium has been much disappears. N.B.Oxalic acid and cyanide of potassium ar
e

advocated of late in the treatment of croup and diphtheritic an- poisons . Careless persons should not be allowed to usethem.

gina . The flour of sulphur , which had already been pointed They should not be used by one whoseskin is cu
t

or cracked.out by differentwriters as an excellent remedy in similar cases,

is now spoken of in most laudatory terms by a French writer , bottle by th
e

neck with th
e

lefthand , an
d

place th
e

fir
st

finger

TO TAKE STOPPERSOUT O
F

BOTTLES O
R

DECANTERS.—Take th
e

Dr. Feyreigne, of Toulouse , in whose hands it producedmost
wonderful effects. Dr. Feyreigne only recordsone case, but it at the back of the stopper. Take a piece of wood in th

e

right

w
as
a peculiarlybadone . The patient , a little girl of four years , hand , and tap th
e
stopper first on
e

side , then th
e

other, turning
was in a dying condition with intensediphtheritic angina , when

the decanter round in the hand . A quick succession o
f little

the administration of the flour of sulphur brought her back to short
taps is the most effective. If this fails , wind a bi

t
of rough

life . The dose employedwasfive grammes of sublimatedsul- string once round th
e

neck - on
e

end of th
e

string beingheld by

phur to one glass of water ; a teaspoonful of the mixture to be one person, the other by another ; pull backward and forward
given every hour . til

l

the neck becomeshot with the friction , then ta
p

as before.

Cure fo
r

SPRAINS. —Make a paste of fresh butter andpulver- stopper being used . Toavoid this , th
e

bottom of th
e

stopper
Stoppers often becomewedged into decantersfrom th

e

wrong

ized rosin , spread it on a linen ra
g

, and apply it to th
e

part should be scratchedwith a number ,and a correspondingnumberaffected.

scratchedunder the bottom of the decanter.
FRICASSEEDCHICKEN. - Ingredients : The remains of cold roast

or boiled chicken , a strip of lemon -peel , a bunch of savory A STRING OF BEADS .herbs , one onion , pepper and salt to taste, one pint of water ,

four tablespoonfuls of cream, and the yolk of an egz . Mode :

Cut someniceslices from th
e

remains of a cold chicken , andput sured says a marriedmanshould insure hi
s

life fo
r

manyreasonto

IMPORTANTReason . — Theagent fo
r

theoffice in which w
e
ar
e

in .

th
e

bones an
d

trimmings into a stewpan, with th
e

lemon - pe
el , Bu
t

th
e

mostimportant of al
l

is th
at

it wouldprove a greathelitianherbs, onion , pepper, salt , and the water ; stew for an hour , in business.

, hi
m

strain the gravy , and lay in the pieces of chicken .through , add the cream and the yolk of an egg ; stir it well A WITTY VETERAN. Si
r

John Burgoyne, thoughnoweighty- si
x ,

round , and ,when getting thick , take out the pieces, la
y

them ful effusions,both in proseand verse. Thefollowingtells its own
wields a vigorousand gracefulpen, and throws of

f

copies of play.

on a hot dish , and pour the sauceover . Garnish the fricassee tale :with sippets of toasted bread. Celery or cucumber, cut into “ You wishme a happynewyear as a toast,small pieces, may be put into the sauce ; if the former , it must And a kindly goodact itappears ;be boiled first . But when you perceiveI'mdeaf as a post ,

You shouldwishme two happynewears . "TO TAKE GREASEOUT O
F

WOOLENS.-If there is any thickness BLINDNESSCURED. - A blind beggar recentlybegged of a Scotch

of grease , such as drops from a lightedcandle , it should be innkeeper .He to
ld

a pitiful story . Th
e

quid wife fe
d

hi
m , th
e

scrapedoff the surface. This can be most effectuallydonewhenthe grease has becomecold . To take out the remainder , make received hi
s

sight — and a basting.

curewascomplete . The beggarstooped fo
r

th
e

coin ,miraculously

a common poker red -hot , and hold the heated end over thegreasyspots, about one and a half inches from the material , the ocean.

“ MOTHER, thisbook yougave m
e

tells about th
e

angry waves of

Now , whatmakesthe oceangetangry ? ”moving the poker a little backward and forward to prevent “ * Because it has beencrossed so often,my son . ”scorching. If the material is fine , such as French merino , it is ANYTHINGFOR A CHANGE. - Mamma:better to place a piece of blotting -paperover the spots, to pre

“Where is papa ? Why , h
e

has gone to town , of course, to earnsomemorebreadandbutter. "

vent the hot poker from scorching or taking the color out ; but sometimes, instead ! "

Very Young Lady of the Period : " I wish he wouldearn buns

fo
r

thick things , such as table -covers, blotting -paper is not necessary. N
o

Doubt . - A manwhohad a scoldingwife , beingaskedwhat he

did for a living , replied he kept a hothouse.

When warm

--
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legratedle
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a m
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day . "

HYGIENE. — Hearty ol
d

Gentleman( to dyspepticfriend) : “ Doesn't A MAN, hearing of anotherwhowas a hundredyears old , said ,

agreewithyou ! O
h , I never le
t

anything of that sortbotherme . contemptuously:I alwayseatwhat I like , anddrink what I like , andfinishoff with a “ Pshaw ! what a fuss about nothing. Why , if my grandfather
goodstiffglasso'grog at bedtime, and go fastasleep, an ' le

t
’ m fight wasalive , he wouldnow be a hundredandfifty years ol
d . "

' t out 'mong 'emselves. "

ADVICETOOLATE .-— " I meant to havetold you of thathole , " said

“ Waar's jografy,Bill ? " !

a gentleman to hisfriend , whowaswalkingwith him in hisgarden,

" It's a -tellin' of forrin landsthatwe knowsnothin'about by cute andstumbledinto a pit full of water.

chapsthat'sneverseen ' em . "

“ No matter , " said his friend, blowing themudandwater from
CONCERT. - M . Bellows on finishing hi

s

songhasbeenvociferously hismouth, “ I've found it . "encored.

SUCCESSFULOPERATION. - A surgeon,whowas on hisway to per .

Bill : " What'sthatchapbrought back for ? ” form an operation on a patient , had his carriagerobbed, andlost

Harry : “ Why, he sung hi
s

song so badly , theyaregoing to make his surgicalinstrumentswhilemaking a temporarystop, whereby, "

him do it all overagain . "

adds thereporter, “ theoperationwas prevented, andthepatient'slife saved. "

ONEMORNINGPat was takingdowntheshutters, when a brotherIrishmanwaspassing by ,

A FRENCHCOURTSCENE .-- “ Prisoner, didyoustealthissilverfrom

“Why areyou takingdowntheshutters, Pat ? ” said he . thisgentleman'shouse ? "

" To le
t

outthedark , to be shure, ” wasthe reply . “ Yourhonor, aponmyword , I thought it waspewter . "CAMBRICSANDGINGHAMS. - A funnyfriend suggeststhat if ladies What KILLED HUM ?-A fewyearsago , whenJudge Gould , lately
werecontractorsandbuilders, the favoritebricks with themwould deceased, washoldingcourt in thiscity , a prisonerwasbeingtried

be cam-brics. We suppose he would arguethat if they were pro before him forwillful murder, in causingthe death of a manby a

visiondealers,the kind of hamstheywould be mostlikely to keep pistol shot. An eminentsurgeonwas called as a witnessfor the
would be ging -hams.

defense.

The prisoner'scounsel, an adroitlawyer , attempted to show that

A HORSE-DEALERwas asked if an animalwhichheofferedfor sale the man, who lived somelittle time after beingshot, mighthave

wastimid.

" Not at al
l , ” said he ; " he often passesmany nights by him died from some other cause, and examinedhiswitnessafter thisstyle :

self in thestable. "

* Doctor , would not suchandsuch a thingcausedeath ? ”

“ WHEREshall I put this paper, so as to be sure of seeing it to “ Oh , yes , to be sure. "morrow? " inquiredMaryJane of her brotherCharles . “ We'l , doctor , might not thismanhavediedfromsuchandsuch

" O
n

thelooking-glass ? " washer brother'sreply . causes? "

“ O
h , yes , he might . "

ThePYROTECHNICALREMEDY .- " I say , ma , " exclaimed & little “ That is quitesufficientfor us , ” exclaimedthedefendant'scoun
minx of thirteen, “ do youknowwhat thepyrotechnicalremedy is sel , with an air of triumph, twirling hi

s

eyeglass.

fo
r

a cryinginfant ?? '

Judge Gould turned onhis seat , benthis penetratingblack eyes

" Goodnessgraciousme, no ; I neverheard of such a thing. " full on thewitness, andsaid , a little too sharply :

" Well, ma, it's rocket "

“ Doctor, youhavenow told us whatmighthavecausedthisman's

To Rent TO PARTIESWITHOUTCHILDREN. - A week before the death ? "

death ; now , will you be so kind as to tell mewhatdid causehis
commencementof thequarter in Paris , a gentlemancame to the pro “ The bullet , si

r , ” answeredthewitness.

prietor of a houseandcommencedthe following conversation: This endedthecase.

“ One of myfriends, who is unable to comehimself on account ofillness, hassentme to rent for him thesecondfloor of your house. " “ I HATE to hearpeopletalkingbehindone'sback , " astherobber

“ Yourfriend is not married ? Has he no children ?! said when the constablewaschasing him , and crying , “ Stop

“ No , si
r
. "

thief ! ”" I will accepthim only on those conditions. My house is veryquiet; and tomakesure , youwill be goodenough to mentionthat VIVIDDESCRIPTION. - Aunt : “ Now, Jimmy , tell me al
l

aboutyour
thetenant is a bachelor, in thecontract . "Thesickman'sagentagreed to theseterms, and, by virtue of his Jimmy (whohasbeenout visiting ) : " Well , aunty,wehaddinner
power of attorney, signed a leaseof the roomsfor threeyears . directlywegot there, thencakeandwine , andteabeforewe came
When th

e

day fo
r

taking possession of th
e

premises came, four away .children, theoldest of whomwas not morethanten , arrivedwith “ A PASSIVEVERB, ” said a teacher, “ is expressive of thenature

th
e

furniture. O
n

hearingthis , theproprietorrushedout in a rage , of receiving an action , as , “Peter isbeaten. ' ' Now , whatdid Peter
and, addressingthe officiousVriend, who was superintendingthetransportationof the furniture, remindedhim of the specialagree.

ment in thelease.

" Well , " I don't know , " said the scholar, deliberating, “ unlesshehollored . "“ Mydear si
r , " he answered, “ you haverentedyour apartmentstomyeldestson, thatyoungladwho is suckingbarley -sugar at the A PAINTERbeing employed to representeomecherubimand se

foot ofthe stairway . I assure you that he is notmarried no
r

the raphim, in a church not a hundredmiles fromhere , hemadethem
father of a family . Youhavenothing tofear from hi

s

children fo
r

appearwith very sorrowful , cryingfaces .His reveredemployer

alongtime to come - only be extends to his fatherandbrothers ask ng him hisreasonfor doing so , he repliedthathis prayer -book
thathospitalitywhichyour signitureauthorises hi

m
to exercise fo
r

informed hi
m

that “ cherubimandseraphimcontinually do cry . "
thenextthreeyears . "

A PARADOX. - TheBest of Writing.- " To right wrong . "

A RIDDLE.- " I will consent to al
l

you desire , " said a facetious
lady to he

r

lover , “ oncondition that you givemewhatyou have SLATES.—" Please, si
r , mothersays, what is the coalsnow ? "

not,whatyounevercan have , andyet whatyoucangive m
e

. ” Retail Vender : “ One andfivepence a hundred. ”

Whatdidsheaskfor ? A husband. Girl : “ O
h ,how dear ! The last wasonly oneandtwopence . "Retail Vender , “Very true ; but you must know that coals is

Don'TPUTTHEHAY TOOHIGI.- A transcendentalpreachertook coalsnow .fo
r

hi
s

text , “ Feedmylambs. " . A plain farmervery quaintly re Girl : “ Oh , won't motherbe glad ! She said the last was all
marked to hi

m
,on comingout of thechurch : slate ! "" A verygoodtext , si
r ; but yo
u

shouldtake carenot to put the
hay so bigh in the rack thatthe lambs can'treach it . " RECIPE. - A lady , beingaskedfor a recipeforwhooping.coughforlittle twin patients, copied by mistakesomethingreferring to the

IDon'tmissmy church so much as you maysuppose, " said a pickling of onions ,which sa
ià

:“If nottoo young , skin themprettyclosely, immerse in scaldingmakeBetsy si
t
at th
e

window as soon asthe Bellsbegin to chime, water ,sprinkle plentifullywith salt , an
d

leave them fo
r
a week in

an
d

sh
e

tells m
e

who aregoing to church , an
d

whethertheyhave strongbrine . ”

gotanythingnew. "

The following touchinglines are inscribed on a tombstone in &he is dead. "A COFFIN, ” said an Irishman, " is th
e

house a manlives inwhen countrychurchyard :

“ Died , whenyoungandfull of promise,“ Youhave a verystriking countenance, " as th
e

donkeysaid to of the whoopingcough - our Thomas. "to th
e

elephantwhen he hi
t

hi
m

over the back with hi
s

trunk . “ WAAT ! Mr. Brown & brate ! Why , he writes to hiswifeeveryweek ! "A CATcaught a sparrow,andwasabout to devour it , but th
e

spar “Yes , he writes a parcelof flummeryabout theagonyofabsence,

" N
o

gentlemaneatstill he washeshis face. " but he has never remittedher a shilling. Do you call that kindThe cat , struckwith this remark , se
t

thesparrow down , and be

ga
n

towash hi
s

facewith hi
s

paw , bu
t

the sparrowflewaway . This “Decidedly , anremittingkindness. "vexedpussextremely, and he said : An indignantYankeeorator , at a recentpolitical meeting, in re

at
s

As long as Ilive , iwill ea
t

fir
st , an
d

washafterward , " which al
l

futing an opponent,thundered“Mr. Chairman, I scorntheallegation, and I defytheallegator. ”A CYPHER. -dressedyounggentleman ,after buy you should evermeetwith an atthat hewould — ah - like to have — ah — somethingengraved on it tune tosend it entirelyout of the dish into thelap of a youngladywho satnext to him , on which he lookedher full in theface, andn'iCertainly, certainly, " sa
id

th
e

tradesman; “ I'l
l

pu
t

a cypher said , with th
e

utmostcoolness :“Madam , I will thank youfor tbatgoose ! ” .

do ? "

PSK

fin

rowsaid:

ness ? "

cats do even to thisday . "

"Shatnother se
al

to dangleabout hispersonemalaman me
t

ee
n

ho
ge
re
r

beteimposeduldegen tremencarving a toughgoose ha
d

th
e

misfor

ab - to denotewhathewas ah ! ”
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اراسار

Komo

have grown an inch during th
e

night . '

The family retired to rest;

but , before he went to sleep, theman who had committedthe
theft , thinking to outwit thepriest , cunningly cut off an inch
from his stick , firmly believingby thismeans to attainthelengthof the othersby the nextmorning . The sticks werereturned,

and, by comparingthem , the
priestwas instantlyable to pitchuponthe offender, to his greatsurpriseanddismay.

A GASCONnoblemanhadbeen
reproaching his son fo

r

impa
tience. “ I oweyou nothing, "said the unfilial young man.

“ So far from havingservedme,youhave everstood in myway;

for if youhadnever beenborn,I should at thismoment be the
next heir of my rich grandmo
ther . "

HOLINESS. — At one of therag.

gedschools in Ireland, a clergy
man asked thequestion, " Whatis holipess ? ”

A poor Irish convert, in dirty,

tattered rags, jumped up andsaid :
“ Plase, yourriverence, it's to

be clane inside. "

" Isn't it strange, " remarked

a lady , " that theMissSmiths
are so gross ? ”

“ Not at all , " wasthereply,

" their fatherwas a grocer. '

VELOCIPEDESANDCENTIPEDES.

YOUNGLADIES .— “ O
h , ma , do buyus a velocipede! ” .

UNSOPHISTICATEDPARENT: -— " My dear , they'dkillyou . My brotherGeorgediedfrom a bite hegot in Jamaica from one of thosevenemousreptiles. '

“ SOLDIERSmust be fearfully
dishonest, says Mrs. Parting
ton " as it seems to be a nightly
occurrencefor a sentry to be re

lievedof his watch. "

“ WHAT class of womenare
mostapt to givetone to 80

“ The belles. "ciety ? "

( W
W
D

BARONROTHSCHILDAT BUSI
NESS. - Amongthestories told ofthe late Baron Rothschild, of

Paris , is this. Hewas a business
man in businesshours , and so it

wasnatural in him to say, with
out looking up from his paper ,what rather offendedtheearsof
the dignifiedCount F. , who , by
somemistake, was led into the
banker's privateroom :“ Um ! Take a chair. "

Silence, and then :

“ But - ah - pardon me, I amtheCountF. "

" Oh , um ! taketwo chairs. "

A high party comes to close

an importanttransaction— a mat
ter of moving somemillions of

francs from one country to another.
" Whatwill be therate of exchange ? !

The baronrings , and puts hisinterlocutor'squestion in German to the clerk who answersthebell .

“ Oneper cent. , " saysthe special clerk , in German.Two per cent. , says the
baron , turning to thehighparty .“ Pardonme, baron, but I understandGerman. "

“Ah ! Well , in thatcase, andbetweenfriends, for youthe rateis oneand a half

FOUNDOUT. A Hindoo priestcalled in all the membersof a

large family, one of whomwas
known to havecommittedtheft,andthusaddressedthem:

“ Take each of you one of

thesesticks, which are of equallength, andputthemunderyourpillows to -night . I do not at
presentknow the offender, but
youmustreturn the sticks to me

to -morrow morning ; and the
one belonging to the thief will

19

per cent . "

O
f
a longtrain of absurd fashions , th
e

Grecian BendBrings UT THEREAR.






