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L

INTRODUCTORY AND EXPLANATORY, AND
THEREFORE, FERHAPS BETTER SKIPPED.

It was late one night in January (more
years ago thah I think it necessary to men-
tion}, and the snow had been falling beavily
all doy, The beantiful white flakes had set-
tled down like an ermine robe on the honse-
tops opposite, and hung, making a spotless
fringe of rich, colorless chenille, on the bare,
gaunt limbs of the trees in the park. Ouor
ash barrel (which had not been removed from
before our door for some days on account of
an unpleasant difliculty between the street-
surveyors and the street-conveyors), was
frosted all over with this white coating, and
looked precisely ag if it confained a hoge
wedding-cake covered inches deep with lus-
cious sugary ** jeing.”  Our little darling gird,
Baby Lotlipops, who was four vears old and
had never seen the snow, or if she had did

“not remember it, called out to me in a clear,

sharp, Ligh little voice, musical as the clang-
or of a silvery bell, «* Obh, Mamma, look!
somebody’s dawn and emptied de flour Larrel
all over de celler-dodr!” And when I
took the ligtle sprite up, and, lifting her high
in my arms, showed her throngh the window-
panes that numberlesa ** flour-barrels ? had
cast their contents over the grocery-man's
wheel-barrow, and the barber's pole, and the
stationary news-hoy’s awning-covered tent,
and the lamp-post on the corner, and the
stone carriage-siep before the Highuns® door,
and had even left a thin ridge on the old-
fushioned ‘"seraper ” before our own, she
clapped her  chubby -hands  together and
langhed with glee and kicked vigorously,
thereby endangering her personal safety as
she sat perched on my shoulder, holding on

.to my front hair for seenrity—and all the

while she passed baby cemment on the novel

geene before her by repeating the one word
=4 boo-ful ! hoo-ful 1"

It was beantiful. Like all spotless, pure
and heaven-sent things, it was beantiful. So
long as it remained uncontaminated by 1he
touch of ian, it lay in its undefiled glovy like
the down from an angels wing,  Awml now
that the moon was rising i cobil dnd myste- |
rious beauty, casting her steel-blue rays on
the blanched objects at her foet, the frevzing
night air seemed to shut out sounds as thongh
they were too worldly to intrude on this
ghostly scene, over which the orh of night
presided with queenly grace, Ding this was
after dusk, when the darkness had sent good
working-men home (all except Jobn), and
bad working men and badddling menout ; and
lhad bid the weary seamatress rise and secle
relief from the fatigue of sitting, by encoun-
tering tha fatigue of walking; when the
reputable shops had elosed and the disreputa-
ble ones had opened ;. and when, spite of the”
efforts of restless spirits to turn day into
night, and quict into twnult, the general feel~
ing wus one of reat.

During the day it was different.  Then all
had been noise and hubbub and clunor,
The snow had fallen on the pavemoent and in
thio strect 45 well s on the house and tree-
tops. But, alas! on the pavement and ju
the street it bad been crashed and crunched
and blackened, till it no more resembled ita
sister-covering on the house and tree-tops
than the noisy, busthing day resemlded the
calm and peaceful night., The hurrying foot-
steps of hundreds of men and seores of wo-
wen had teanpled it down until the onee gpot-
less snow, as if ashamed of its degradation,
now ran in liguid blackness to the gutters be-
yonil, Mén, slipping and sliding over the un-
certain surface bad ** cursedthe snow ™ and nt-
tered caths at it as if it had bean a living and
sentisnt thing ; and women, contemplating thoe
bedraggled fate of sometime spotless petéi-
coats, had stamped their feet with vexation,
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and tutted-and pished with true feininine as-
perity. The declining sun had sent his
adieux to earth in the shape of two cutting
winds which met and mingled, and called
themselves a Nor® Easter ; and Nor* Easter
langhed at the people as they mufiled them-
selves closer in their outer wrappings, all in-
effectual to stave off the cutting, insidious
breath of the winter's night; and then, sud-
denly Nor’ said to Easter * Halloa! what's
this black water trying to escape us and run
away down into the city sewers? Let's freeze
~it!"  And so the poor snow of the pavement
and the strcet was canght in the act of try-
ing to escape, and frozen into s thin, filmy
substance, ull eraclung into flaws and fuller
of dirt than before ; while the spotless snow
of the lonse and tree-tops looked down
wonderingly at her fallen sister, with some
pity for her in her heart it Is trae,-but still
turning wp hier nose at her vigorously, for
soviety’s sake.

It was past eight o'clock, and John had
not come home. The chops were done brown
and even scorched, and fhe biscuit-crusts
hard as a board, from staying too long in the
oven. The butter, which had been firozen
atiff by the cold weather was now running in
oily streams over the hearth-stone where T
bad placed it to soften.  Again and again I
‘went to the window, and shading my eyes
with my hands peered ont intontly into the
darkness of the night, I was not exactly
worried. - Ok, no! It was an express ander-
standing between me and my husband that [
was not to warry about him if he happened
to stay out late. The chances of his being
Tun over by a street-car and killed, and the
ehances of his being detained an hour or twa
longer at his work were about in the propor-
tion of one toa hundred, ‘Therefore, I mubt
never worry, And I did nof. Ok dear no!
Only I wished he would come, that's all!

I had just seated myself at the table des-
pairingly, having resolved, after many doubts
as to the propriety of such a course, to take
my supper without him, when suddenly I

. heard the sharp click of a night-key in the
front door, iinmediately followed by the dear,
springy, elustic step T {new 50 well.

** Well, darling, did you think I was never
caming ? ™ said John in his cheery tone, hang-
ing hiz cap and overcoat on a peg near the
door. **Whew !” he continued withont wait-
ing for a reply, * whew! isn'tit cold? Give
rae my supper; pet, I am as hungry as a
hound.”

 Baby's been abed these two hours,
What kept you so late, John #" I asked, bend-

_ing down to take the butter-plate with my
right hand, and shiclding my face {rom the fire
with my lefs, .

“ Tell yon in a minute. Why don't you
give me a kiss?" I raised my lips to his, and
ke caught my chin with his right hand and

placed bis left fore-finger in close proximity

fully, * yoa've been crying! Iseeit. Your
eyes are a¢ red as”—and finding himself at
fault for a siwile, he could only say—** possi-
ble. They are. You've been worrying about
me when yoan should not. You know you
shouldn't {ease yourself in this way. My
poor little wife worrying herself to death
about a great, worthless fellow like me.”
“ No, dohn,” T answered, for the purpose
of reassuring him. ¢ You are mistaken. I
haven't worried myself about you—oh, no—
not in the least ! .
I think this was about the most unmitigated
falsehood 1 ever told in my life. 1 hed wor-
ried mysell about him until T was fairly sick,
and no numbuer of doses of valerian except
that single one of sesing John enter the door,
as he had now doue, would have been effect-
ual in ealming my agitated nerves. I don’t
believe people’s bair turns gray from agony.
For the Iast two hours ‘1had seen my Jobn
run over and killed by every individual and
respective horse-car in town, as well as maim-
ed by two trucks, and drowned off one fer-
ry-boat, and yet my hair was 'as brown and
silky as ever! Never tell me! T don’t be-
licve a word of their stupid stories!

“In the first place,” said Jolm, stirring
his coffee and then drinking it down without
taking the spoon from the cup: ¢ in the frst
place I've worked like s horse to-day. and
old Williamson is just tickled to death with
me. Ile says to me, says he, ¢ By George!
John Morris, yowll be a rich man some day,
sir, if you keep on. And I don’t wonder
he's pleased, for, oh, Nelly! she ds beauti-
fult™ -

“Is she, John?® said T, for [ knew to
whom he alluded without questioning.

**Yes; if you could see her sitting the
water like & duck, and with her slender masts
cleaving. the afe and: pointing to the sky as
though to remind ns that up there lived the
Great Boss—the great, great One, Nell,
whose poor frail journeymen we all are.
Kiss me, my girl.”

had to be kissed whenever he grew moraliz-
ing, reflective or theological ; his great warm
heart wus flowing over with love, amd hig
dear nature was one of that entwining char-
acter which finds joy in every outward ex-
presgion of affection. )

“ I'm going up to kiss Baby!” And with-
out another word he departed on his errand,
leaving me in an agony of fear—lest he
should wake hor and give me a slecpy, cross
child to nurse during the rest of the evening,
He soon retarned, however, having accom-
plished his parpose without any disagreeable
conseguences. :

“ To-day we put up the figger-head. Its
£ woman,
that’s the name of old Williamson's daughter;
and he told the carver-fellows to make the
figger-head look like ber. Baut, Lord bless

to my nose. ** Now, Nell,” he said reproach-

you, it’s oceans too pretty for that proud

" proved disastrous, and she now writes to me

_nsked.

I knew this was coming. John always -

They call her Amandy, because
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thing, with a stuck-up nose, It's a regular
benuty. Nell, it looks like you.”

* Nonsense, Jobn,” said ', But T was
mightily pleased nevertheless, If he had
said Hooked like the ship itself, I should have
_been pleased ; because I knew that anything
about & boat or & boat’s gear was handsome
to a man who loved his trade, and whose
trade was that of a ship-carpenter, as my
husband’s was. ;

“ Well, all that kept me Iate; and just as
I was coming away, worried myself because
I knew you'd be worried about me, I met
Mr. Williamson, who called out to me by
name. ¢ Moveis,” says be, “here's a letter
that I think is for you. The address is writ-
ten in such a serawly litle bit of a hand’
(Williamson's fist, you know, is as big as an
elephant’s) ¢ that T 'can scarcely make it out.
Stilt I think it's for you."

It wag for me, Nell," continued John;
“ It was a letter from California,”

“ California, Joln! Who do you know
in California ? "

“ It was from an old aunt of mine, who
went there years and years ago. I have but
very little recollection of her—oxeept that
she was kind and gentle to me when I was
a boy. She was my poor mother’s favorite
gister.  Poor mother! Kiss me, Nell, Well,
Aunt Julia married and went away : and the
next I heard of her was that her hushand
had died, and left hera great fortene, Soon
after that we hesrd she had foolishly em-
barked all her money in a speculation which

to ask me if I can’t give her a home for the
rest of her days, to shelter her old age from
saffering and want."” _

**And how did you answer, JohuP™ I

* Lhaven't answered at all yet. T waited to
see what my little wife would say about it.”

Terept up to him stealthily and, getting very
close, placed my nose under his soft whiskers,
thus bringing my lips almost in contact with
his ear. C

“ Your little wife says that so long os she
has a roof to shelter ;;er. or crust of bread
to eat, she will share both with any kith or
kin of John Morris’s,”

I shan’t tell you any more that he said, for
he always overrated everything I did; nor
how he kissed me and put bis arm around my
slender waist (twenty inches my waist 1ibbon
measured—ha! ha! just look at me now) and
called me « Lis darling—his trye little wife—
his own dear helpmate!” It was a good
deal of undertaking for us, dears, for we
were both young, and expenseg were heavy.
All we had'in the world was John's wages,
t}mugh, to be sure, we were rent free, for the
little bandbox of a hause we lived in belong-
&d to me, having been left me by my grand-
fatller_.- We had, too, our little ehild’s future
to think of; it had always been my hope to

stderations, aven those of our ehild’s pros-
peets, must fade bofore the ‘touching appeal
made us by this friendless, aged woman.

Well, alctter was written and despatched
—a letter inviting poor Aunt Julia to come
ond stay with ua as long as she lived, and en-
closing her the money to pay her passage to
New York (JJohn had to work at outside johs
to get it), and in course of time she came to
us—in course of a long, long time. One
could net_get to or from California as one
can now, in a_ matter of three weeks or so.
It took monthe, The wintkr had gone and
the snow-flakes had melted, and the May
Blossoms had faded, and then the Juaue roscs
came, and with them poor Aunt Julia.  She
waa a fragile, delicate woman of past sixty,
with mild blue eyes, which positively beam-
ed, aa my Jobn's did, on every hwnan erea-
ture on which they rested. Iler voice was
soft and low and mellow; and, alas? alas! 1
saw at once what sho aid in her lettor—that
her home with ns and on the carth, ndewd,
would not be for long,

Aunty and I got on famously.  Tahy ovi-
dently regarded this new comer as a valnable
importation brought expressly for lier enjoy-
ment. During the summer days Aant Julin’s
lile" passed pleasantly as heart could wish,
She and baby sat in the smnmer-honse, which
John prondly ealled a * Bos-key,” somebod
having told him that that was the Frend
name for it. John built it himscll, and I
trained the vinea to run over it and shado it}
and if’ you'll helieve me, in September, when
the grapes wore ripe (we hatra vine in onr
own yard), the great black banches hung
through the lattice-work, and danced Lefore
your eyes and moath as if they were actual-
ly inviting you to eat then.  And, oh?! Lhow
luscious they were, too!  So ripe and sweet
and juicy.

Aunt Julin spoke very little of her lifs in
California, and out of delieacy T refrained
from mentioning it.  On one subject she was
very bitter. Before she had upplliud toJoln
(knowing him to be poor) she had asked two
others, the sole remaining members of her
family, to take her. They had both refused.
John came gladly forward. That was neth-
ing new for John. Jobn was ready to assist
everybody so far as hia restricted means
woulld allow; but Aunt Julia quite ignoring
this fact, was as deeply gratefut to her nephew
as if the single act of goodness in Joln's ifu
had been performed for her and her alone,
As the winter advanced wnpon us, poor
Aunty’s health grew worse and worse from
day 4o day. Her eyes had failed her, and
she could, therefore, neither read nor write
nor sew.  ** What shall I do to amwuse you
dgring the Christmas weck, Aunty " I ask-
ed.

“ Talk to me, dear—talk to me! you talk
likke a book, I love to bear you tailk. ‘Falk
to me,"

be able to leave her something.  But all con-

e

** But T've got nothing to talk about now,
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Aunty. We've talked over everything youn
know

« Then make up something fresh, dear—
make it up.”

< I t}(:ll you what,” said John, whose
voice sounded exactly like bis aunt's, except
that her's was very piano ‘and his thunder~
ingly forte—but they were bot}n in the same
key and both sweetly harmonious, at least
to “my ear! * Nell, you're such a wonder-
fil Land at telling stories! 1 hear you tel-
ling them to DBaby all day iong, about
+QOnee upon a time’ there was a littte girl
and she had a mother;’ or, * Once upon a
time there lived a good man‘'—a circm-
stanve to be faithfully narrated on aceount of
its rarity. Now suppose you devote every
evening of Christinas week to telling Aunty
and me a story! Hey! What do you say
to that?? .

* That would be delightful,” said Aunt
Julia. -

“Will you, Nell? 7 asked John,

1 said of course T would, if T could amuse
them, 1 would do anything for that purpose.
They both knew that. o

«“HMa! Ha!™ laughed Jobm, slapping his
leg as if this were a capital joke,. ““My
lile Nell giving us an Arabian night's en-
terfainment. By jingo?! aint it jolly? I say
Nelly, will you write 1t off during the day ?"

©No,” I replied, perking vp my chin
with & ‘consciousness of rather a high order
of talent, hitherto  unrecognized; * mo, 1
ghall compose them as T go on--that is, ex-
tenipore.® .

“Po so. DBravo!™ shouted he' again,
this fime rubbing bis hands together in quite
2 frantic manner. ¢ Do so, Do it, X-
anyway, and then it will be aH the better for
Xmas—don’t you see? Pick it and puck it,
and wark it—dor’t yon see? and then it will
do fir everybody—and me /" .

The next evening was the first of the
Clristmas weele, I had heen thinking over

our project all day, and when Baby was put
to bed, and tea over, we all sat down quietly,
and I was about to begin my stery.
But, bless you! before ever 1 opened my
lips 1 saw that John had got at least a half
o' ream o paper before him, and more newly
gharpened Jead pencils than I ever before
saw collected together, and “was ready and
eager to write down every word I said.
rotested against this, but in vain.  John
wouﬁl have his way. *I'm a reporter fora
newspaper,” be said, Aunt Julia laughing at
his impudence. <1 am_obliged to report
our speech, madam. Every great party
ﬁas their speeches reported in the news-

gzpers-—pnrbicularly——if not more so, 0 ours.

ar newspaper, Madam ; our gigantic organ
with & }I;O!;‘s Stop. The Daily Blower.
Cirenlation, three million!” R

s Now, John, this is too had!”‘I ex~-

“NoT wont,” he replied, ¢ I'll put yog
in a book when you've done. Come now,
don’t be cross. What's your first story
about? ”

«+ Never mind,” said I, still unmollified, and
wishing to give this * reporter” as little
‘¢ information " as possible, **it's aboute
something.” ‘ .

1 imagined it would be,” said John,

il
ABOUT SOMETHING.

¢ You must give it & name, Nell,” safd my
hushand. ** Come, now, christen it at once,
and Aunt Julia and I will stand as spon-
sors,” T

1 don't see why I need give it a name,
John," 1 replicd. “¢I haven't thoujtht of
one." ‘

« Now look here, Madam,” said Jc_s].m
Morris, *if 1 do you the honor of taking
down your stories with {he ultimate view of—

get money enough, the least you can do is
to act on my reasonable suggestions. LEvery
author does that.” )
“ Very well,” said I, ¢ if it must be, it
must,  Call it .

Roger Thornfield’s Discovery.

“ What did he discover, Nelly P n ns_lged
my husband, laughing a little at my dignified
manner, so different’ now to what 1t was
when I was cooking batter-cakes.

« Listen, and youwill find out ; " I answer-
‘ed gravely. :

CHAPTER 1,

1 By Jove, Hartley! T believe you are’
going to be the lucky one after all.” -

“What! do you think she really likes
me?™ :

« Likes you! You don’t mean to say you
haven't yet asked her if she loves youf

«“Noj and I don't intend to do so!”

The answer was given in such a tone of
decision that conversation at once dropped,
and the two men pursued their way in silence,
The chill air of a November night blew
around the sharp angles of the street corners
aa the first speaker—a gay, volatile youth of
twenty—stopped at s door whose polished
surface, bright silver knob and knocker, with
appropriate continuance of spotiess marble
steps, was the fae simile of the next house,
and the one next to that, and indeed formed
one of a row of bewildering similarity. -

« Bleas this stupid town !” exclaimed the

claimed, ¢ You'll put me out!”

younger man, inserting a small night-key in

. forehead, and his glossy hair, and the soft tinge

ahem-—publishing them inbook form—when I

“diminutive  pistol—*¢ only balfpast twelve

JOHN MORRIS'S MONEY. - 7

the shiving lock—¢ everybody abed at half
past eleven! Good-night, Hartlop.”

“* Good-night,” answered Hartley; and
turning up the collar of his overcoat, to pro-
teet his ¢ars from the cold and damp air of
the fogay night, he quickened lis pace till it
beeatne nearer a run than a walk, and in less
than ten minutes’ time was warming his fin-
ger-tips at a cheory fire which threw out so
bright a glow that gas-light was quite unnee-
essury in the room—one which formed the
first of a suite of bachelor apartments. -

A very handsome man this Mr. Arthur
Hartley, now that his overceat has been re-
moved and bis hat laid aside, showing his high

of his delicate, olive complexion, and the fine
silky black moustache and whiskers encie-
cling the wel-shaped chin.  Something of an
Italian face—soft but not effeminate ; an eye
which could flash as well as plead; and a
mouth a model of sweetness at times, now
set. with heavy lines, and drawn harshily down
at the corners. A man of about thirty—per-
haps a couple of years more; but in his mo-
ments of light-heartedness ten years of this
seemed to vanish, and the face of a youth
just ** of age ™ was older than the fice of
Me. Arthur Hartley,

The occupant of the suite of bachelor
apavtments was evidently not in a happy
frame of mind ; for, flinging himself moodily.
in a comforiable easy chair, he pave vent to
his annoyance by & series of ill-repressed
sighs. .

¢ OFf course she loves me—" he muttered
in a low tone—*¢ of course she loves me—
anybody can see that. She loves me madly,
devotediy, insanely, Curse the luck!”

It secmied. o strange thing to curse the
luck which brought the love of & beautiful
young girl; but doubtless Mr, Hartley had

reasons of his own for speaking as he did, |

and for continuing in the following strain :

** Curse this stupid hole of a town too—if
it were anywhere else I might—no, thet I
could not exactly doy curse the town! New
Y(;nrk’s the only place in the world fit tqlive
int»

"Thig was rather hard on London and Paris,
and Vienna and Brussels, the which cities
are gencerelly supposed by their benighted in-
habitants to be quite fit to live in; hut as in
this country one's though's are free, Mk.
Arthur Hartley wos quite entitled to the
liberty of his opinfon, particularly as it hap-
pened to be expressed in the solitude of his
6wn apartments and not before witnesses,

‘1 suppose I must go to bed now," said
Hurtley, casting 2 glance at his watch and
closing the hunting-case with a snap which
fell on the ear like the sharp click of a

and going to bed ! Oh Lord! how supremely
virtuous I am getting! 1 wish I could see

That he cotld not perform this visual fint
seemed to be anether cause of complaint
against a fife in Philadelphin, and Mr, Harts
ley entering an inner room, hegan divesting
himself of his cont and waistcoat n a drearily
discontented manner,

1 wonder il I dave go to sce her to-mop-
row. Dare! One dare do anything with a
woman who is madly, jnsanely in love,”

e pansed. :

“Is she in love with me?

Another panse. .

“ Yes, to be sure she is,” answered Mr.
Lartley to Mr, ILutley. 1 wish 1 were as
sure of everything as I am of that. Madly,
msanely, furiously, onrageously, absurdly
inlove with me, And I can do anything T
Mease with her. Ile chuekled st ihis anid
repeated the words—* anything I please
with her.” :

Mr. Hartley did not quickly composc his
restless brain to sleep, ” He ‘tossed in the
bed, and crompled the white covers, and
twisted the highly-fluted pillow-slips in his
kot hands, and chuckled exultingly at the last
little idesx which had come across his fertile
brain.

e repeated Itin his waking intervals,
wlich were many during the night ; and the
trim Jittle chambermaid, who rapped at
his_door at 8 o'lock the next morning
and announced boots and hot water, dis-
tinetly avers that she heard Mr. Iartley cin.
phiatically asserting that he could do—¢ any-
thing—be—please de—with—her,"

CHAPTER II,

Iris generally considered a fine thing to
be born rich; and a fine thing to be Lo
handsome ; and better, perhaps than either,
-to be amiable and loving and beloved. All
this was Ruth Villemain, and a very Jucky
girl she esteemed herself, when at the ape
ofeighteen, just entering upon life,—its pleas-
ures and its woes, she saw lhow unmistake
ably superior was her position to that of
most girls about her. Her parents, Loth
rich, died before Ruth had  reached her
sixth year, and from that nge till woman-
hood the girl had been made to fect how
great was the power conferred by fortune ;
and when, with this, dawned wpon her the
knowledge that great personal loveliness was
hers as well, it might have been overlooked
and pardoned if her head had been some-
what turned by the brilliancy of her position.
But it was not so in the least, A more
beputiful character, joined to 2 more lovely
form and face, it would be difficult to find.

Indeed, part of her beauty, was derived

what is going on in New York,”

from her charm of manner, Such a shy,
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tender little way sbe had of supplicating
your friendship by a loving glance from her
soft, dreamy blue eyes! Such a warm smile
dallied on Ber rosy lips, parted just enongh
. to show the pearly whiteness of the teeth
inside! Her form, too, more mature than
is usual with girls of her years, was molded
with a correetness seen but rarely now-a-days
in this, our age, when bodilt(y distortion is the
rule to which women must fain submit.

There was nothing very brilliant in Ruth
Villemain’s mental qualifications. She had
been a good littld girl at school, and learned
her lessons and got good marks and been
obedient generally; and lditer on she had
taken prizés for lessons, and then at length
graduated. Not brilliantly at all, but she
kad graduated; and, so considered, she had
performed the necessary and r}isagreen‘b]e
scholastic duties incumbent on a young lady
of her position in life. She said she did not
rely on her brilliancy to be loved, but on
the hopeful theory—that loving every ome
herself, all would love lher in retarn—as we
are told that like invariably begets like.

And it did in her case, very, very fully.
Not one of the many persone who knew her
even made the effort to withstand her power
—the power of love, and truth, and virtue,
and honor,

She had had many- snitors and had reject-

ed all who had offered themselves; but this
with so much gentleness, tenderness, even
affection, that not one among them had seen
fit to be jndignant, or scornful, or anything
but just forever and ever her devoted friend
and loyal knight. There were many who
‘were this, too, without having offered, them-
selves; and among these was one Roger
Thornfield, a thoaghtful young man of twen-
ty-five, who had known Ruth Villemain to bis
})]easure, as a child, and now knew her, to
\is sorrow, as a woman. To his sorrow,
becanse he too felt the influence which none
could escape who came in contact with ber;
10 his sorrow, because he knew that the day
was not far distant when some preus cheva-
Lier would eome prancing by on his figurative
milk-white steed and capture the pretty little
Pastoral maiden, Ruth Villemain,

As yet, however, Ruth did not seem. likely
to be captured, The figurative milk-white

steeds praneed on the scene and off, and.

there was an end of them. :
Seeing this, Roger Thornfield’s greas heart
rew light and joyous, and on¢ day, survey-
ing his comely young face in his mirror, a
amile flitted across hia lips—a smile of joy—
and he said gayly—** Can it be ppssible that
dear Buth eould—coutd—"

Here his feclings were evidently too much
for him, for his ienrt came high up in his
throat and choked his utterance.

Ah hope! hope! springing eternal in the
human bresst, what flattering tales hadst thou
been whispering to poor Roger Thornfield !

Whatever they were, they soon faded and

died, for Roger's countenance lost ita bright-
ness, and an, expression of anxiety—alinost
pain came across the pale but manly young
face. **Tt is a hard thing to be poor,” he
soliloquized sadly—*¢ a very bard thing to be
poor—harder for a woman, of course, than o
man ; hard enough for a man, too, under any
circumstances ; but under these which sur-
round me now, to know and feel that the
iron hand of poverty has me, and will have
me forever in its grip, while the woman I
love is heiress to two fortunes, and can scarce-
Iy be approached by a man in my position
without the fear of his being considered a
fortune-secker, and ag such discarded, of
course-—oh, it is hard—hard—hard to bear.”

That the man felt whathe said was evident;
for he buried his face io his hands, and a few
hot tears trickled between his fingers, leaving
their traces too on the yet unfurrowed cheeks.

* Come what may,” said be, rising, 1
will tell her that I love her. I will see what
answer she will make, She cannot--it is im-
possible that she should for ame moment
donbt the disinterestedness of the love of her
old friend, Roger Thornfield.”

How well he-knew the path from the little
unfrequented northern thoroughfare. contigu-
ous to unpleasant railways and verging close-
Iy on the confines of nowhere, bounded on
all #ides by roystering beer-gardens and
bare-headed, ill-kempt children—from the
place in fact which was his home, to the fine,
wide, well-graded thoroughfare ranning from
river to river, where stood the house, one of
the legacieg of Ruth Villemain, and now oc-
ctpied by the girl and an invalid aunt—a snf-
fering and rather ill-tempered lady, who had
been transplanted from her native soil in the
interior of the State, to the utterly uncon-
iq_-gnial atmosphere (to her) of Philadelphia

15e. )

* My dear,” said the poor lady, in a con-
stant state of protest against balls, and eop-
eras. and dinners, and theatres—“ my dear
Ruth, we never do this sort of thing 1n the
country.”

¢ No Aunty, I suppose not,” replied the
gitl Taughing; *‘ but dout yon sometimes
wish you conld?” . .

Roger Thornfield’s timid ring at the en-
trance door was answered by & man servant,
who had been lolling in easy indifference on
a hall-way chair, )

“Is Miss Villemain at home? " inquired
Mr, Thornfield,

I don’t know, sir; but Il see.” was the
answer; a palpable falsehood, for even as
the words were being uttered, Ruto’s merry
laugh was heard in the drawing room,

The well-trained servant showed no
token of being disconcerted at this incident,
but, quietly entering the room where Ruth
was siting, inquired, in his usual lazy way,
if “ Miss Villemain waz at home~-to Mr.
Thornfield I :

Miss Villemain answered in the affirmative
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at once ; but before the man had time to take
the message Ruth stopped him,

tCWait a minate, Williams.”

The man bowed and stood still.

«Oh no, no, Mr. Hartley,” answered Ruth,
in reply to some whispered words from that
gentleman, who was sitting near her. «1
can’t senid away my old friend Roger Thorn-
field.” )

Mr. Hartley bit his lip, and looked out of
the drawing-room window inte the conserva-
tory beyond. ¢ Show Mr, Thornfield in,”
said -Miss Villemain; but even as she gave
the order she looked up uncasily at her com-
panion.

*' 1 suppose you consider me very unrea-
sonable, Miss Villemain,” said the latter,
when the servant was out of bearing dis-
tance.

* Yes indeed,” answered Ruth, laughing,
‘“ very unreasonable to expect me to discard
poor Roger, who never did you any harm—"
~ **Upon my word,” said Hartley, assuming
a sneering expression nog very pleasant to
see, ** how poetical you are getting! You
really recall souvenirs of Mother Goose !

“ What is it.

» ' Never did him aty horme——

“ Ah, yes!

“ ' What a naughty boy was that
Tn drown poor pussy c¢ab
“ Who never did him any harm,
But killed the rats in his futher's barn—~"'"

“Mr. Thornfield ! " announced the servant,
openig the drawing room door to admit the
gentieman who had been the snbject of dis.
course between Mr, Hartley and Miss Vil-
fermain. -

** I am fortunate in finding you at home,”
said Roger Thornfield, bowing to the pretty
girl who extended her band kindly to him.

** Yes indeed,” she replied; ** one has so
many engagements out, during the seasen.”

“Bless me!* ejacolated’ Iartley with g
surprised air; ‘‘is there a ¢ season ' in Thila-
delphia? "

« To be sure there is, you rude man. I
pesitively cannot allow you to villify our
dear old town so much. Mr. Thornfield,
Mr. Hartley—Mr. Hartley, Mr. Thornfield,
Indeed, T don't know which of you is the
greater personage, and therefore am in doubt
which name to mention first in * introdue-

“ing.' »

*Hais the greater personage who en-
jeys your greater friendship,” said Thorn-
field, glaneing up at her, full of the love which
was the ruling sentiment of his life, and had
been for ten years back. ) .

* A compliment from you, Mr. Thorn-
field ! said Ruth, smiling.” ** I never expece
ted it.”

It was quite evident Mr. Hartley also did
not expect it, for he looked excessively
bored, ‘and even ill tempered, at Roger
Thornfield.

£ AT HITY I

Thore was an awkward pause for a fow
seconds, during which Roger Thornfield
looked very love~guilty, and Arthur Hartloy
continued te look very hored.

At length Mr. Ilartley rose and said,
# Miss Villemain, I take my leave.”

** Must you go? said she, rather anx-
1oasly, or so it scemed to Rower.

“ [ came first, replivd Hartley, with a
slight inclination of the head in the dircction
of Thornfield. .

Ruth blushed as she remembered the con-
ventional rale, and how eompletely she had
overlooked it in her desire to keep 1lartloy
by her side.

She rose, and her soft hand lingered a little
while in his as he was going. Roger Thora-
field looked at them as they stood together,
and, although he was not any too well pleased
at finding a stranger with Ruth on the very
day he had come to make his love-avowal, he
was too generous a fellow to deny in his own
heart that this new comer was a most bril-
liant specimen of early manhoed, Hand-
some, that was evident; witty, doubtless;
rich, perbaps—altogether a_very fascinating
person. ' Was Ruth fascinated P Oh no, no,
thought poor Roger, it cannat be,

Tt seemed something like it though, for,
when the door closed Ruth sprang to the.
window and pulling aside the curtain, ex:
claimed * O, dear! Come look at Mr,
Hartley's trap, Mr. ‘Fhorafield.”

Roger cast a plance ac the dashing. equi-
page in which Mr, Hartley jumped, taking.
the reins from a knowing groom, attired in a
livery of ivreproachably good taste,

*“ He is saying something,” said” Buth, as
Mr, Hartley touched lus hat, and dashed off
at a rattling pace. I wish I knew what he
said," sighed she, coming away from the win-
dow.

The groom could have told hery for he
told the smart chambermaid at Mr. Hartley's
lod{;ings that when that gentleman left Miss
Villomain's he repeated two or three times
over, that he conld do—~* any—thing—he—
pleased—with—her!”

** Charming person ; did you not think so, -
Mr. Thornfield?" said this silly Ruth, seat-
ing herself abstractedly at the piano, and
nervonsly running hLer {ingers over the keys,

“Rath,” answered the young man looking
steadfastly in her face, ** we have known
each other ten years, and this is the first day
I ever heard you call me Mr. Thornfield,

- Will you tell me the reason of it?"

““Why, there i8 no reason at all—that ia
not particularly—only, befors strangers, it
does not sonnd so very familiar. T can't ex-

Iin to everybody, ean I, that 've known
Roger Thornficld ten years and that becanse
I've known Roger Thornfield ten years I cail
Roger Thornfield Roger Thornficld? There !
does that satisfy you? "

He was not a[)togel.hor satisfied 5 but har

tone, halfpetulant, half-joking, re-assyred
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Lim in part, and suceceded in bringing his
chair closer to the piano stool. -

** Ruth,” said he, drawing a long breath.
“ I've got something very seriouz o say to

rou.”

HOh, Roger! ™ exclaimed the girl, giving
a sndden twirl to the stool, thus bringing her-
self fwee to faoe with him; ** oh, please don't
say anything serious, I can’t bear anything
serious.  Now there's Aanty—she's always
serious—vou are sorious. I must say I do
like Mr, Hartley, if for no other reason than
that he is never serious.  He is always light-
beartedl and happy and gay. 1love people
who are light-bearted and gay.” ‘

Poor Roger! He stood little chance of
being loved just then by this token; for
his pabe young face was the very picture of
despair,

**Huth,” he continged, nothing daunted,
“T must speak to you to-day. That is, of
you'tl let me.  May [2Y

** Certainly, Roger,” she answered naively.
* What about—3?"

v+ About—about—Ruth, did it never strike
you how very dear you are to me?

“ Yes, Hoger,” she answered; ** you are
very good to me-—so is every onc about me;
they ail fove me—even Aunty, I believe—
that is, when she i3 well enough.”

* But, Rath, [ don't want you to class ma
with the general throng., I am a plain man,
and can make no flowery speeches. T think
you know that T am honest and upright and
-sincere. 8¢ much I will say, ait.hough it
sounds like self-praise. And, Ruth, } love
you very, very deeply. T have done so ever
-since 1 knew what love was—yes, and before
thut period, too, when you were a sweet
young child, and I was not many years your
senior—even then you were - dearer to me
ahan any living, breathing thing on the face
af the earth, Now, since I*have come to
- be.a man, | know that my whole life is cen-
tered in you, and that to poessess your love
would make me bappier than any king who
wiclds a scepter. 1 ¢an’t be elequent, Rath—
it is notin me; but I feel—1 foel what I
say, God knows how deeply! Theréfore,
dearcst, it you ean find it i your Leart to
give me any hope that at some future time,
by devotion or self-denial, or what you will,
I may, oh, Ruth! Fossess your love, you

can change a life, which hitherto has ‘been

nothing but one of sadness and misery, into |

an e¢xistence as bright and joyous as that of
birds flitting about in the unchanging sun-
shine of a tropical elime,”

His voice had quite died away before he
looked up in her face for areply, None
«Lame.

“Ruth,” he repeated, after a pause —
“ Ruth, will you not answer me?”

Her only answer was a burst of tears,
which frightened poor. Roger to such an ex-
tent that he rushed to her, and throwing him-

self on his knees before her, begred ber fors .

giveness for what he had said.

** Roger,” she replied at ‘length, wiping
away thu tears. ** Thave nothing to forgive—
indeed it is [ alone who am toblame, [ shonld
have shown you—"

“What? " he exclaimed, rising and pae-
ing' the. floor excitedly—* that the dilference
between our relative positions is too great
for me 1o aspire to your hand—that you are
rich, and T poor# ™~ '
L No, no,” she answered guickly ; ¢ noth-
ing of thekind.  Oh, Roger! why did younot
speak thus to me three months ago? Then
my answer would havo beon different, . QF
all the men I have ever known  you were the
ene whom I always preferred until—until— "

Her voice sank, and she Jowered her eyes
as Roger Thornfield stopped pacing the floor
and fixed a piercing gaze upon her thce.

“Until what, Ruth?" he inguired at
length. .

"She made no reply.

**Oh, Ruth,” be said, ** don’t give me only
half eonfidence. Kill me if so it must be,
but do not let me linger in agony,  Slay me
at once.” ’

“*You must kelp me then, Roger,” said
the girl, sadly. -

“Is it,” -he said, in a tremulous voice,
“*that you love some one else?

“ Yes, oh yes,” she answered—** 5o dear-
Iy! so very, very dearly.”

He shrank away from ler as she uttered
ihe words, and bowed his head o silence.

““You insisted on knowing, Roger,” she

sald, perceiving his distress.

1t is-better I should know,” he an-

swered, “ Will you extend the coufidence ?

i Yes.” -

¢ His name is — #7

¢ Arthur Hartley.”

“What!™ he exclaimed, springing up ag
if an electric battery had touched him.” ** The
man who has just left us?

_8he bowed her head in token of affirma-
fion.

* Why, Ruth,” said Roger. I never
heard of the man before to-day. Whoishep™

“ 1 don't know,” she replied.

* What is he?”

*I don't care.”

** What is his parentage? »

# I never inguired,”

¢ Iis' antecedents ?

““1 have to do with his future, not his
past.” - :

*« Then you are fixed irf this?*

““ Yes, Roger, fixed as fate.”

“You love him P ™

“Oh yes, Roger, more, much wore than
I can ever tell you.”

She clasped her hands together and cast
her eyes npward, standing for some moments
rapt m the ecstucy of z young girl's first
love. This being, it was not strange that the
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emotion which was racking the breast of
poor Boger Thornfield pussed without com-
ment or observance on the part of Ruth Vil-
lemain, K

* That is Aanty’s voice,” said she, as the
tones of alady, complaining of the servants,
were heard in the hall-way. !

*Yes, Ruth, and I an in no mood to meet
Mrs, Whining. You must forgive me for

all T have said to you to-day. Believe me, il

I bad known your state ol feeling, 1 never
shoyld have intraded wpon you what pinst
lave been a very annoying avowal. qut
this much T will add to what I have ale®dy
raid: howsoever colily you may re

wy love lor you will never clange.

Jact as long as I last, Roth, and 1l

will not be'for a great kength of time,

von are without male relatives of afty

Will you let me—me, your old friend Rog-
vr Thornfield—will you let me be your
brother?® )

It was nota great deal to ask, but Ruth
hang her bead and wag silent for a moment.
At length, she answm‘%,

¢ Brothers ave—are 30 annoyingly zcalous
sonctimes, Roger”

“ Do you feur that zeal which shall be di-
veeted in a certain quarter, Rnth?

¢ No,” she answered, vehemently. ¢ Be
as zealous as you like; investigate, inquire,
probe, look into—do what you please.”

“ And if the result of all this js unfavora-
blep ™

“ Roger,” answered the girl with great
gravity, and for the first time seeking his
glance and meeting it boldly, ** I love him;
nothing exn change me.”

* And you will marey him?*

“ Yos—if he asks me. Ile has not dene
50 yet.”

There was nothing to be said, and Roger
anid nothing, But he pressed her small hand
very tendevly as he left her, and, with his
eyes blinded with tears, roshed past Mrs.
Whiniftp in the hall, without even so much
as bowing to the lady,

* lHow frightfully rnde these healthy peo-
ple aredd ™ said Mrs. Whining entering the
drawing-room with a languid step. ** Now,
my dear Ruth, there is your friend who has
just.left {ouw-Mr. Rosufield—obh, no, I mean
Yhortfield—and a very nice person too, I
dare~gay, only Le is se very bealthy—so in-
tolerably strong, my dear. Not that T alte-
gether ‘blame him for it, but he is made of

“iron, Ruth, T have not the shightest doubt

thut a post mortem examination on the body
of that young man would disclose nothing
Bt irgn.  Did you hear how he banged the
front door, my dear? Al me! a few more

such bangs as that will lay me in my grave !

“Won't you lie down on this couch,
Aunt?” said Ruth, drawing up a divan,

' Yes, dear—and if you would be good
enough to fan me—that cushion—put it a

little higher—also salts; heve, in my dress
povket-—thank Prnu! Not quita so violent
with the fan. T'here, like that—yes, thank
you, Do you kiow Ruth, dear, you ave a
charming girl—so wany delightful qualities
you know, Dut you have one which is per-
fectly invaluable to me,  Can’t think what. it
is, do you say? Well, I'll tell yon—jyou
never thump chairs,”

A bitter smile crossed Rutl's features, as
the langnid lady sank back again on the
coueh, crashing fhe rich paraphersalin of hor
toilette and making a coverlid of her gaudy
Caslimere shawl, Ruoth plied the fan con-
stantly, however, and onec or twice placed
the flagon of salts under the delteate nostril
of the mvalid lady,

“To tell you,” said the latter, opening hor
eyes, and holding on high a thin white fin-
ger literally sparkling with ges—*fo tell
you how I appreciate a person wha does nof
thuwp chairs i3 goite out of my power!
Why, do you know what my brother—your
poor dear father, Ruth—do you know wlat
he died of ? He died of the thump of a
chair,  He did, truly, my dear. 1la wasn't
very well one day, and some wretehed healthy
person came i to see him, and thumped a
chair, wherenpon your father instantly ex-
pired, Can you now understand why it is
s unpleasant to me, to be in eoutyet with
healthy people ? ®

¢« But, dear Aunt,” said Ruoth, in a tone
of apology, and as if the avowsl was one
which reflected great discreclit on hovself,
"I am a very healthy person,”

**Yes, you are, Ruth. But at least yon
are a considerate prrson, It was.ihe sume
way with my lusband, Mr, Whinieg g he was
a very healihy person; save for that, he was
a gentleman, e saw it was impossible for
so much health to get along with so wuweh il
ness, and one day was thrown olf” his horse,
and died from his injuries, e never conld
have died m any other way, dear, he was so
strong, It was rather unfeeling in lim, per-
haps, to give me the violent shork of secing
Lim brought home dead; bt the horse slip-
ped, it appears, and therefore it was not alto-
gether My, W—"s fanlt. I felt bis death, of
course, very much; bt Lmust say [ shonld
‘have respected his memory more i he had
not been so very healthy, Why, do yon
know, my dear,” continned the widow, partly
rising. supporting her delicate frame on her
elbow, and lowering ber voive as if she were
telling some thrilling *¢ sensation” story, ** he
never took a blue pill in his life ! ™

Raoth bit her lip to preserve hor gravity,
which was always sadly impernled  when
Mrs. Whining began the recital of ler ret-
rospective wrongs, She felt, however, that
it was incumbent on her to coincide m de-
nouneing this ruprelmnsihfe conduct on the
part of the defunct Mr, Whining, and waos

wondering in what terms she should cough
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her feclings. when her aunt spared her all
further trouble by continuning : .

*“ In my opinion, people are very unwise
to marry.  Marriage, Ruth, is so unpleasantly
healthy. Tt entails, slso, such numberless
disagreeable events. ‘The proprietorship
of a joint apartment, for instance; could
anything be more annoying? Yoo go to
look for your persenal effects, and you come
across the unpleasant personal effucts of 2
man, Boots ahound— hats flourish, and
trowsers hang their slow length along in
every cupboard.  And then the man himself,
Ruth! A great rough, healthy being, who is
legally Jicensed*to kiss you whether you hke
it or not, and pull your head down on his
breast, thereby rumpling your hair !—an un-
pleasant finaneial machine too, who lahors un-
dera perpetual state of ** shortness ® ¢* down
town," which of course produces a corres-
ponding ¢ shortness * in your own financial
operationa ** up town.” Oh, marriage is so
unpleasant, my dear—that’s the only word
for it—so very, very unpleasant.” .

Ruth said it must be unpleasant, but as she
had not tried it she did not know. )

¢ But talking of unpleasant things,” said
the invakid, her dull eyes actually brighten-
ing with the interest of the subject, *~did it
ever strike you what a very unpleasant part
of the community little babies are? 1 mean
even prior to the age when banging doora
and thumping chairs forms the amusement
of their days, and to a2 certain extent the
pastime of their nights; previous to that
they have stomach aches, and on their first
entrance in the world, on the making of
their first: toilette, pins prick them, then
they ery. I wonder, now, if some mathe-
matical genius or philosopher—or rather
some philanthropist——could not demonstrate
to babies that crying is of no use in their in-
fantile woes! It does not relieve stomach
aches, netther does it remove pins.  There-
fore, why ery? Do yon not think this faut
could be shown to any reasonable baby,
Rauth, dear?®

I am afraid, aunt, the philanthropist
would have great trouble in making the ba-
by understand wiat he was talking about,”

* And therefore, my doar, therefore do I
aay that babies, of all the human species, aré
the most unpleasant portion — babies and
men, dear, Women, even healthy women, 1
can tolerate. Ah me! I shall beill from hav-
ing talked so much, Would you oblige me bfr
ringing for my maid, Ruth? Pull the bell
twice——she will know it is for her. If there
is anything I can’t bear, it is a great healthy

man servant tumbling in to know what you,

want.”

A white-capped, coquettish little French
mgid answered the summons, and with the
dexterity of long practice began nssisting the

#+Ts my room preperly aired, Louise,” asked
Mrs. Whining. :
“ Out Madame,” was the reply.

““ You &id not thump any chairs or bang
the door while I was out, did you ??

“* Non Madame.”

“ Very good, DBut oblige me by answer-
tng in a lower tone, Indeed, when your an-
swer ia to be a monosyllabic affirmative or
negative, why uiter any sound whatever?
When you wish to say *yes’ just nod your

wish to say ‘No' shake your head also
with an accompanying courtesy. Do you
understand me{ "' "
4% Oui Madame.” -
¢ There, see how little attention you pay
to my instroctions! Why did yon speak?
Ilowever, give me vour arm aud help me up
stairs. Btairs, Ruth, are a very unpleasant
part of a house, but that's neither here nor
there. What I wish to say te youis this;
though to be sure I am a poor creature, de-
pendent ot your bounty, (but know of
course that my society is more thafi an ade-
quate return for all that I receive ) still 1
love you, Rath. In the intervals of.my med-
icine, when 1 have nothing else to do, I
frequently think of yon. And I often won-
der what will be your fate. Knowing man-
kind as I do, my dear, T can only hope
and pray that you will not marry. if you
do, marry an iovalid—a sick man, who will
keep his bed and won't’ bother you, Of all
hushands, dear, I should think an invalid
wonld be the least wopleasant. Dut my
advice to you is, never marry at all, Ruth
—never marry ai all,” ‘

Ruth Villemain heard the words and sat
ondering over them for fully an hour after
Eer aunt left the rooim. In substance Rog-
er Thornficld had given her the same advice
—and now in her shuffling, drawling way
her annt had reiterated it, - These two peo-
ple of all the world were perhaps the only
ones to whose counsel she would bearken,
or to whom she would give her confidence in
return.  Why was it therefore that their ad-
vice fell unleeded now, when before it would
have been received as words of wisdom ?

Because the mad fever which we call love,
had seized the gitl’s brain, and wrought
there delirium of the wildest kind. She
‘loved Arthur Hartley; for him she had re-
solved to sacrifice everything—everybody—-
if needs were. What was poor Roger

aunt?  What, all the world!

Perhaps then, after all, there was not so
much braggadocio about it,"as Mr. Hartley
—at_that very moment sipping wine with a
friend at a fashionable restaurant—muttered
between his teeth, thinking of Rath, that he
could do— - :

Iady to arise,

¢ Any thing—he-—pleased—with ber.”

head, with a slight coartesy, When you.

Thornfield compared to himP What, bLer
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Rocer THORNFIELD left Ruth’s presence
under the influence of two very strong feel
ings. The first was of course his love for
her—that neither her refusal of him nor her
passionate avowal of love for another could
change in the slightest degree. Al hope of
ever aspiring to the bliss of being her hus.
band had vanished. Sbke had said it could
never be, and thus ke knew lte might not
even hope for the future. DBut oh! it was
heart-breaking to remember she had said,
that had he pressed his claim three months
before—ere this man Hartley had crossed
Ler path-—her answer would bhave hoen
different.  Fool! fuel that he was! Why
had he not been less tardy? He loved her
then as dearly as now; he had failed to
speak, a new sentiment had filled lier breast,
and now Roger Thornfield’s doom was
sealed.

Next to the overweening bitterness that
this knowledge brought, came an unguench-
able desire te know something more of the
man who had snevelded in obtaining the
love of this pure and beautiful girl, Tt was
evident Lis history was unknown to Ruth
Villemain ; she in ber blind love had never
inquired into his past, and would doubtless re-
sent what she ealled '* arnoyving zeal,” if she
saw any show of ** prohing Hartley’s antece-
dents ¥ on the part of ker old friend. This,
however, did not deter Thornfield from mak-
ing an inward vow that he would not rest
quiet, day or night, until he obtained some
knowledge of the character of the man whose
wife Ruath —his sweet young friend, the
woman ke so devotedly worshipped—had
avowed herself willing to become, and that
too, merely for the asking.

How was this ta be sccomplished? How
was 1 possible for poor young Thornfield,
without tesources of money or power, confin-
ed by business the greater part of the day in
the quiet and respectable city of Philadel-
phia, to learn any thing of the habits or
haunts of this gay New Yorker who had mere-
Iy visited Philadelphia for a * joke™ in the
first place, met Ruth Villemain by accident,
and sinee that time made’a fow flying visits to
the town avowedly (so he told Miss Ville-

" main's friends), of being near the lady whose

charms had had so potent an effect on the
handsome Hartley. True, he had taken a
hachelor’s suite of apartments and comforiably
installed himself, so as to avoid those ¢ hor-
rid caravanseries ™ the hotels, when he did
come to Philadelphia, which was seldom.
Thornfield's acquaintanee in New York was
of the wost limited character, A few steady-
going mercantile men who did Lusiness with
the house in Philadelphia to which Thoru-
field was attached, heads of fa milios whose
lives were passed between thie busy street
* down town,” where they transacted busis

ness, and the quiet little cottage somnwhore
out of town to which they retired afior busi-
ness ours. Tt was hardly likely these peo-
ple could furnish any information of the
handsome butterlly man whose gandy wings
had attracted Ruth.  Qu application, Roger
found what he had fully cxpedted—that no
?ne knew any thing about Mr. Arthur Lart-
ey.

Since the day of her confossion to him,
Thornfieh] had never erossed the threslold of
Ruth Villemain's door. 1o folt, ay yet. that
he was too unnerved to meot her,  Thesides,
what availed sucli meetings?  Hartley's hold
on her affoctions was without doubt strengily
ening every day, and Rager, powerless to
show this man in another furm thuer that in
which he showed bimself, lkuew well that any
foreboding of a Jack of honesty or upright-
ness -unbacked by anthentic proof, wonld be
langhed to seorn by the infatuated givl.
Thornfield’s fove fur her was one of self-deny-
ing purity, and had he once boen convineed
that this man Hartley was worthy the enviable
position he was to occupy as the husband of
the young heiress, Roger Thorficld would
lrave heen the first to go te his long-time
friend and congratulate on her choice.  For
now it wag eutrently reported that Ruth and
Hartley were engaged, amd would shortly ho
married.  The news had spread like wild
fire, and been received first with astenishmwent,
then with disbelief; and then, when disheliel
was no ]nnget‘ possible, with groat disduiet,
by Ruath's aristoeratic friends,  Who was this
man? Who knew him? Nobody; and
strange to sav. Thornficlds misgivings of Tis
previons good character wore shared by
every one who maot him, By every one ox-
cept Roth whoe, it was said, boeame more
and more attached to him every day.

Thornfickl's sole pleasure, now that this
great blight had fallen on his life, and hig
visits to Ruth had ceased, was to seat himgelf
opposite her door on a stone bench in the
Parle, which frouted her bonse. Here he
enuld see her coming and going: driving with
Hartley every dav, and accompanied by hin
and her aont, Brs. Whining, going about
some gayety every evening. Ilartley's visits
were constant; and every one who had ex-
pressed himself—or herself—in unfavorable
terms of the affianced hushand—was pretty
well excluded from the house.  One evening
Thornficld sat at his post, regardless of a rain
which was coming down quictly hut steadily,
and drenching him from head to foot, when
he saw Hartley drive up to the door, fling
the reins to the groom, who cloared away at
a rattling pace.  Hurtley was evidently * in®
for a long evening of it.

* Poor Rath,” muttered Roger between his
teeth. ' i

Absorbed by Ws bitter reflections, Thorn-
field failed to observe that the stone hench
on which he sat, held another ocenpant be-
side himself.  This occupant was o young
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woman with a handsome painted face, a pair
of bold black eves, and a luxuviant, untidy
head of hair. Her dress was composed of
costly materials, but the rain of to-night and
the neglect, perbaps of weeks, had rendered
it the reverse of handsome. She made one
or two efforts to attract the attention of the
aad-looking young man who sat gazing fixed-
ly on the house across the way, but finding
they were fruitless, she moved along the
bench noiselessty, and, without speaking, laid
her delicate white hand lightly on his shoul-
der,

Roger started and looked around to find
the bold, Wack eyes peering deep into his, and

‘the painted, bandsome lips within & finger's
Iength of his own, Instinctively he shrank
from this woman and turned his back on her,
The rain was pouring down heavily now, and
spite of the aversio which one glanece at her
bad caused him. Thornfield could not help
feeling compussion for a wreteh whose only
home probably was in the pitiless strects.
His eyes wandered to the right and to the
left, in front and back of the bench where
they sat; Deside themselves there was not
a humman being to be seen.  Across the
street, Rutl’s shutters jealously closed, her-
self inside with the worthless man she had
chosen, while the pure young heart which
loved her through all, Roger Thorofick], the
friend of her youth, sat on a cold stone
beneh in the dripping rain, side by side with
a painted midnight tramp !

He Loped she woukd go.  But that he did
not wish to speak to ber, he would lave of-
fered her eharity and told her to go.  While
he was deliberating whether he should say so
much to her, she spoke to him.

4} want about half an liour's conversation
with you, Can I have it?”

“ No,” he said. il give you charity if
you want it, but go away from me.”

s I don’t want your charity, as you eall
it," she answered biteerly, I suppose you
mean woney, God knows 1t's litile cnongh
of any. other charity I get,” .

He dd not answer, There was a pause
for a mement—Uroken by the woman,

* Why den’tyou gothere any more? * she
said, pointing to the honse opposite,

“Where? " said Thornfield. - .

Ol you know well enongh what 1 mean.
To the house oppoesite. 1 have been hanging
about this park longer than yoa have, and §
know you used to go there often, and one
day you eame away looking very wretched,
aud you have not been there since,  Has he
driven yon off 27

Thornfield rose to go.

“You're a fool to try to get away from
me,” continned this woman in a low tone;

1 could tell you something now you'd give
your eyes to know.” .

“ Wiat abiout,” asked Roger, still walking

“What about? Why about Aim, to be
sure. What do I care for anybody else? ™

v About that man, do you mean! Abont
Arthur Hartley # * said Roger, whose inter-
est was now fully awakened.

¢ Arthur Hartley ! That’s what he calls
himself, is it? Yes, about Arthur—what'
was it—oh yes, Hartloy ! and a very pretty
name, too. That's his Philadetphia name.”
¢+ Has he any other, then ? ” asked Thorn-
field with breathless anxiety.

“ Ob ho!™ sald the woman with & conrse
laugh. ¢ That wakes you up, doesit? I
thought you didn't wan't to talk to me—a
poor wretch out all alone in a dark, rainy
night, Where shall we go? In Liere?®

They were standing before the door of &
¢ lady’s restaurant,” one of the best in Phil-
adelphia.  Roger looked up and sbrank
back. Ile shuddered at being scen in the
company of this painted creature with the
dripping dress.

¢ I rather not,” he said hastilv. ©1'd
rather go somewherce where we can talk pri-
vately.  If you are tired or hungry go i,
Here is some money,  Ill wait for you ount-
Side-“ .

4T never feel either fatigne or hunger
when I'm after my revenge. I don’t want
your money, I tell you; I'm after my re-
venge,”  She clenched her bands together as
she spoke, and, in the stillness of the dark
night, Roger heard the sharp grinding of ler
white teeth.

“Whers can we go?™ he said, lhopelessly,

* Why don’t you take me to your rooms,”
she answered roughly, ¢ you lave got some
rooms somewhare, haven't you#?”

Roger thought of the quict lodgings kept
by a pious Quakeress, a widow woman with
half a dozen young clildren. No, no, he
could not take her there, )

[ supposc you would not like to go to
the garret where I live,” said she.

Thornficld hesitated. This woman might
be leading Lim into a trap.  She might be
leagued with a gang of robbers and ruffians.
Should he go with her—io his doom, pevivaps #
Why not? What bad e tolose?  The liitle
money he earned from month to month con-
stituted his only earthly fortone, and as for
his dtfe, what was that worth to him wsince
Ruth Villemain loved another? .
© 1 will go with you,” he said,

They walked off silently, for their way was
through unfrequented theroughfares where no
vars were running. A weary journey over
Litlocks of bricks and débris of demolished
houses—through back alleys, whose effluvia
was  oppressive and  overwhelming— out
i-yond the.-town to the open conatry---anl at
length the woman stopped before the door of
a wretehed looking hovel.

“Go in,” said she pushing the dvor on its
rugty hinges.

on while the woman followed at his side.

Roger Thornfield, the'model young man of

 very unpleasant thing music is! "
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& Co.,

the great business honse of C

%mped his way up the creaking staircase
closely followed by the painted midnight
tramp he had met in the park, on the rainy
night. '

CHAITER IV.

Taar same rainy night, after Me. Tartloy
bad deiven up to Ruth's door and flung his
reins to the. smart groom, he entered the
large drawing-room of this fins house, and
enquired for Miss Villomain.

“* Be down in a minute, sir,™ said Willtams,
* Dear me, sir! your overcoat is quite wet !
Il taka it down staivs to dev,”

The man, leaving the room, met Mrs.
Whining, to whom he gave a respectful how.

“ My dear Hartley,” said the lady advane-
g to meet the handsome New Yorker, 1
knew it was you! I said to Ruth: My dear,
do you hear how lightly that door is shut?
That's Hartley. IHartley never bangs, 1
never knew Hartley to thump in my life.
Hartley is a treasure.  Outside of a hedrid-
den party, who can he made over to paid
nurses at once, I dow’t know of any one who

will annoy you less, as a husbamd, than

Hartley. IIartley, to use some of the horrid
slang of the day, Hurtley is the Ace of
Clubs.* " : .

“My dear Mrs. Whining!™ ‘exclaimed
Hartley, **how black you are making me!
Why am I the Ace of Clubs, pray? »

T don’t mean that,” replied the lady
sinking into an arm-chair.  *¢ I've got it con-
fused.  Iknew [ should. I meana®trump’
I never played cards bnt once. 1t bores me
to fix my mind on stupid little pieces of paint-

. ed pasteboard,  On the solitary oceasion of
which [ spoak, it was observed that the Ace
of Clubs happened to be frequently the teamp,
8o I pgot it eonfused. Pray overlook the
mistake.”

“* Will Ruth soon be down P " asked art-
ley, who scemed restless and uneasy.

“Yes, in a minute, FHer maid was at her
hair when I came down. I woull not have
that maid if she would come to me for noth-
ing, Sach a noisy ercature, and sticks the
hair pins into once’s _head frightfully, My
maid is bad enough.  DBat they are all alike
—they will talk.” I hate talking. I never
would go to the theatre if I could help it, ex-
cept when they play pantomimes and ballets,
No talking, you know. Even then, they
play Lorrid, noigy, distracting music. Whata

¢« How COnfollnrleill)- long Rauth stays |
said Ilartley, rising from his seat and pacing
the floor abstractedly,
“That's her maid’s fanlt! The poor girl
_is positively the abject slave of that woman
when she'’s at her hair. Tf Ruth tells her to

her of that, she pulis her hair cut. * Acciden-
tal,’ did you sugeest? No such thing; ics
milice—pure apite.”

Hartley made no reply, bt kept looking
anxiously at the door,

“Tartley ! ™ continued Mrs, Whining,
“if you had the remotest idea liow nervous
you make me by gazing at the door in that
distressed manner, I am sure you woull de-
gist at once.  'm going now. heawuse 1 hear
Ruth’s rustling dress on the stairs. 1 hate
silks because they rustle, which is unbear-
able.”

“ Pon't let me chase you away, Aunty,”
said Rath, entering with a happy smile, and
extending her littde dimpled hand to ILutley,

* Dear, T wouldn't stay for worlds! Yon
are going to bhilland coo here, and that T posi-
tively cannet stand.  All the emotions—even
the pleasurable ones—are most disteessime to
my nerves,  Joy, for ingtanee, i suel a noisy
emotion! Lean't bearit.  Grief, when very
sulidaed, ts mnch  less  offensive,  Please
kiss me very lightly, Rath. 1 so dislike g
hearty good-night suack, what wretched val-
grar people called a * buse?  Ta-ta, Navley,
Good-night, 'l see yon to niorrow,”

She never saw him again.

“ My darling wife,” sait Hartley, as the
door closed an Mrs, Whining,

*« Not yet, Avthur,” said the i, seating
berself on the sofa beside him.  ** But soun,
very soon,”

He was silent,

“Arthor ! [Tow pale you luok to-night!
What is the watter? ™

¢« Notling, dearest,” he repliod, passing his
hand over his forchead, on which drops of
perspivation were standing, thuugh the night
was 1ot & warm che,

“ Theroe is yomething wrong.,  Ah, Arthar!
ean you keep anything front me, vour own
litle’ Rnth? " He put his arn about her
waistand, leaning over, kissed her fresh young
lips.

“ T would tell you at onece, dearest, ox-
cept that it is a hogrid business affajr—"

** Business, Arthur!* she repeated, I
thoucht you were not in business,”

« Well, it is not business in the nsnal ac-
oeptation of the term, und yet 16 {s husiness,
too, of a certain sort, In [act, it's aboug——
about—"

+ About'money P " she asked.

“ Well, yes —-aliout monuy.”

¢ 1 knew 14, she said, “ money is always
canging trouble.”

There was a 1):11150 for a moment, and then
the pretty girl wound ber arms tenderly
about Uartley’s neck, and, whispering in his
ear, said—

 rthue ! ?

“Well, Ruth.?

¢ Tet me farnish this money.”

* Nonscuse, child — you don't know how
largre the sum s

burry, she sticks pins in ber head.  If she tells

“I'm sure I douw't eare how large it sl
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T've got plenty of money. There were some
heavy payments made me last week, Clome,
say yon will take it from we.”

Tf she had bad more expervience of the
world, especially the world of badness—if
she had been less infatuated with this man,
she would have seen at once that this was
the very point to which e had_been leading
her, and that he now smiled triumphantly at
her folly.

¢ First let me explain the affair,” he said.
£ You sce, Ruth, I'm unfortunately endowed
with a little bit of mechanism they call a
heart—deueed tender, you konow,  Perfect
fool Fve been, or T should have been—well,
rich aa—What d've call em—Crosus-—this
day. Still vou know-—I would not change my
heart, would you? No, of course not;
thought you'd say so, Well, about three
months ago, one of wy school-mates—good
fullow as ever lived. only will get perpetually
into seraprs—came to me and said, * Arthor
my boy ! T want yonr name on the back of
that paper,  Just for form’s sake, you know.
You'li never hear a word about it again, and it
will help me to negotiate '—you understand,
don't you, Ruth=-how business men gecommo-
date one another? Oh, don't you? Well, I'll
explain it some day or another to you How-
ever, having full belief in his honesty, T en-
dorsed the note, and "pon honor, the bill falls
due to-morrow, and I've just this minute
heard that he has run off to Europe, and that
they'll come down on me for the money—-
fiftcen thousand dollars. Isnt it dreadful,
Rath!”

¢ [1ow can men be so dishonest.” said the
girl, drinking in his foolish story with perfect
belief in its veracity. :

*« The worst of it is that my father—never
mentioned to you that I had a father? Why
yes, my dear girl, I did—did'nt I? Well,
that's funny! Of course T've got a father.
Where does he live? Ob, at New York-~and
New England. He'l be mad enough'to
kill me when he lears of it, and ten to one
wont come down with the dust at all, but
just let me sweat for it. O, this is why I
never mentioned him to you. Atleast Ithink
it s, Dil'nt want to hort your feelings, you

know. But be’s as mad as blazes because:

I'm marrying a Philadelphia girl; wanted
me to marry & foreign woman with a title,
Stupid pride, isu’t it? I always said so—es-
iecml!x for Americans. All well enough for
Curopeans, who hold so much to that style of
thing, In the meantime just think of it—
hiteen thousand dellars!” :

¢ Let me draw you a draft for this money,
Arthar,” said Ruth, rising and crossing to
her rosewood Secretaire. ‘

 Oh, you darling girl™ said Hartley, bug-
ging his affianced bride with great fervor, but
kissing her rather abstractedly, for he was

 8top Ruth,” he said, *1 tell youn what
will be better than that. It will look rather
funny for me, I'm afraid, to be drawing a lot
of money on your draft. People are so
cursed ill natured !, Just like *em to say ‘What
the dickens is Hartley drawing her money
for, before they are married ?*  No stopping
their beastly tongues, The way we can
manage it is this —if you really insist on my
taking this money.” She assured him loving-
ly that she did, ¢ Well then, Il come for
vou in a hack to-morrow al ten, and then we
can drive to the bank, you can draw your
money—ah, and give it—nh—to me—and
I'Hl take the eleven o'clock train, arrive in
New York at two, up town and make my
payment before three, and then I am all
0. K. Excuse slang, darling.  Oue contracts
thege horrid phrases among—ali~you know
—business men.”

 And when will you vesurn, dear Arthur?™”
asked Ruth.

¢ Obh — return—shortly of conrse—very
shortly, Tie next day or same evening—yes
to be sure, the same evening. And you know
Ruth, soon as ever I have a streak of luck—
no, I dow't mean that, but when dad pays up
my—my half-yeatly income, derived from—
oh, dear child, this must be stupid to you, and
T bate business, too, But what [ mean is
that-—the money shall be returned to yoo.”
She would not allow him o speak of that,
she said, and if the truth mast be confessed,
he seemed very glad of it, He referred to
the subject once again during the evening.

“Think it will excite atteniion, your
drawing such a large amount, Ruth?” he
asked, L

< No, I have no one to qtlestion me, nor
of whom I must ask leave. Dut if those
payments had not been made list week
I don't believe 1/ could bave got so much
money at a moment's notice.”

Mr. Hartley devoted at least half an
hour to desperate Jove-making, which was in-
terrupted by Williams, the man servant, who,

nervous expression of face quite unnsual to
the easy going valet.
+« Please Miss,” he said, *here’s Mr,
Thornfield outside very excited, saying he
must and will see you to-night, he don’t care
how late it 19." :
Buth looked at Arthor, as if to ask what
I]'leply slie shouid make. Acthur replied for
er.
¢ Tell Mr. Thornfield he can’t come in.”
i Mr. Hartley says you can't -come in,”

hall outside. .

“Does he?" yelled Thornfield, poshing
past the man, roshing into the drawing room,
and planting himself before Hartley, ¢« Now
let Mr." Arthor Hartley (as he chooses to

thinking about this money and the means of
getting it,

call himself) say the same to me!”
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© ¢ My dear Miss Villemain," said Hartley,
tarning coolly to Ruth, * i3 this—~ah—your
Quaker friend—eor, ah—an Ttalian brigand P

* Mr. Thornfield,” said Ruoth coldly,
“will you be good enough to explain this
conduct ? ” .

“ I will, Ruth,” said Thornfield—** O my
poor girl, how it will make you suffer!
Read thae letter, Bath—it will convince you
of this man‘s perfidy better than I can. It
tells its own story.”

Ruth took the letter and Iooked atit. Tt
is in your bandwriting, Arthyr,” she said,
She thoughe she saw his lips tremble and his
check hlanch” slightly ; nevertheluss his tone
was firn enough as he replied: '

“lsit? Then read it, Buth. Read jt—if
it is in my handwriting.”  She read alond ;

“Diar CaroLiNg:

“ Why will you wmake an idiot of
vonrself in this way? Can you not see that
I am playing a deep game with this girl, Ruth
Villemain.  Come o, aod spoil all by your
foolish jealousy, do! What if you have leard
I was going to marry heér?  How ean I?

* My idea isto worm a good big sum of
mones out of her, get clear off, and then lut
her whistle for her Y bridegroom.” Don't
yon see?

1 enclose you twenty-five dollars. Go
buy yourself 2 pound of sweetmeats at Mail-
lard’s and when I make the kawl in question
I'tl buy you a handsome dinmond ‘ring at
Tiffany’s; so keep that cursed black Indian
blood of yours under control, and believe
me when I tell yon that, spitfire as you are,
you p’lease me better than any woman I ever
teet,’ .

“ No signature,” snith Ruth in & trembling
voice,

“By Georze, T'm sorry for that," said
Hartley, taking the letor deliberately from

[ n;ch‘ed. 1 should havé placed this in the hands
AR §e L of ¢ sr authoritie - H
after rapping lightly, looked in with rather a of the propur authoritics to-morrow ; but as

i Mr. Hartley said he was quite near-sighted—

F4 Ruth in the same breath.

said Williams to Thornfield, who stood in the .
B in a defiant attitude, with her dripping dress

e hand; if my sigoature had been at-

it is; "—and he seanned. it very closely, for

‘a8 it is, I pranounce it only a very stupid
forgery.”
“ A forgery!™ repeated Thornfield and

_* A—forgery I said Mr. Hartley, conclu-
sively,

“ Fou lie!? ahrieked a fieree voice from
outside, There was a struggle, and a noise,
as of 2 seuffiu. The door was flung open,
anl the handsome, painted womsan, whom
Roger Thornfield had met in the Park, stood

g ind her untidy hair, in Rath Villemain®s
drawing room. .

““Do youn dare to dany me, your wife! you

hase wretch?” screamed this wowman, ad-

It only required one plance at him as he
shrank cowering among the cushions of the
sofs, to see that she was what she proclaimed
herself.  Iis self-possession had entively left
him now. It was evident that this woman's
influence over him was great—cither good or
bad—it was great,

* George Hackley,” she said, frowning
Ldarkly at him, * you are the meanest wretch
that walks the earth. You're a gamhler
and a thief and a liar. T wasan imnocent
girl when you ot lLold of me. See what {
am now. I didn't care how much yon cheat-
ed men. I helped you at it. DBut you
shan’t rain any more women il I can pre-
vent it.  You've senf one to perdition—that's
me—and that's enough. Come, got up, aud
zo with me. You'd better. Buad as I am,
P'm the only friend you've got.”

The man seemed to feel Yis, for he obey-
ed ber passively, and without casting a
glance at cither Ruth or Thornficld, lie
skulked, like a coward cur, out of the house
of which he had been but a few moments be-
fore virtually the master.

*“I've done you the best ture yon ever
had done you'in your life,” said the woman
turning to Ruth; *“the more you hear of
him the more you'll thank me. But § did
it willingly, becauze you're a woman.  As for
you, Mr, Thornfield, T'Hl never forget you
Youw've treated mo with decency—as ['ve
not been treated since~—" pointing her fin-
ger the way in whichk Hartley hal gone—
“sinee I met bim, I feel grateful. I wish
you gocid-bye., You secm an honest, well
meaning voung man.  Keep awnsy from such
women as [ am, and you'll remain so.”

She left them,

When Roger turned to Ruth he found sle
had fainted. He rang the bell, placed ler
in the hands of her fiightencd maia, and
then returned to his distant ledgings,

It-was three years before Roger Thorn-
field saw Ruth again, 8he and her annt left
for Europe the day after the affair, and Rog-

-er made up his mind she woukt marey abroad.

He spplied himsell valiantly to his business,
and by dint of industry, talent and persever-
ance, he becume head of the house in which:
he had formerly been employed. Ile heard
that Roth had lost her fortuue throngh the
dishonesty of an agent. Ife did not know
if this was trae, but one day be wet her
quite unexpectedly in the street, nul asked
her,  She sald yes, it was true she wad re-
duced to comparative poverty.

About three months afterward, he asked
her another question. T scarcely know what
‘she replied to this, but i you feel interested.
in the matter you might go on to Philadel-
hia and ask her. You must inquire for
Mrs, Roger Thernficld, though, or you will’

dressing herself to Hartley,
) 2

not be likely to find her.
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and all—plough-man and_plough-horse, and
shop-keeper, and post-mistress, and hoose-
Twife, and children, and little dora, and
even aome rather high-minded cats roused to
a sense of their own indolence by seeing the

1.

ABOUT SOMETHING ELSE.

o Wuat's vour story abont to-night,
Nell 2 asked Joln, 50 soon ns tea was over,
and we had all got comfortably geated.

« Tt is the story of how a womun loved,
was doulited, tested, and—" .

o Proved true?? asked Aant Julia,

* That the sequel will show, Aunty. Joho,
T've dubbed s '

Minnie's Ordeal.*

Tt was Letween five and six o'clock one
evening in the manth of May, and the wall-
orgasised inhabitants of the Tittle vdl_age of
Marstown were one and all engagm‘l in their
evening weal. Not that the cvening meal
was in common, or that any one family had
whatsoever to do with the evening meal of the
neighbor; far from it.  Butin a quiet, hum:
drum place like Marstown, there was very
likely to be a siwilitude of habics, accompan-,
ied, i almost every case, by a ‘smilitude 'nf'
tastes, It hud been a lovely diy.  The
cool, fresh hreeze of the morning, wafting
across the fichls the delivate odor of newly-
born flowers, had been chaserd away, it is
true, by the heat of a noon-day sun.}ﬂ:lch
was not so unbearable in itself as it was
rather threstening in its promises of the
searching vays it was going to.scnd, ina
month or two fater; but as emly as three
o'elock in the afternoon the glorious orb of
light, seemingly satisfied with the undoubt-
ed taste of his quality which he had gracious-
ly vouchsafed the Marstown villagers, re-
tired majestieally behind some heavy clouds,
and was seen no more that day,

And now that the daylight itself was fad-
ing ont, anl the soft gloaming setiling down
tranquilly on the white-fronted houses of
Marstown, throwing the tall church-steeple in
gloonii lirst, and never stopping till even the
grassy lanes were atone or two darker in
shadow, and from grass-green h'ad become
green-invisible, now was the time to seo
Marstown at its best. Naot the time for a
striet utilitarian to see it at its best—oh, no!
“The time for that was .several hours eatlier,
when the men were in the ﬁcl_ds, and the
dutle store-keepers of the one village-street
busy with what petty traffic the place afford-
red; when if you only took the trouble lto
cast o passing glance into neat kitchens, the
doors of which stoed invitingly open, you
were sure to see busy bousewives engaged
in souwm interesting study of gastronomical
eombinations, coupling theory with practice
m » thoroughly scientific manner. " And one

9 The reader is requested o overlook the very sp-

activity of every boidy about them—all were
1 husy.
to come,

That wus the thue for the wtilitarian

Rut for vou and me, who have emouzh of

business and utilitarianism in town, and who

Jike to rmn down into the country oveasion-
ally und throw off ouir cares, and seribble a
fuow verses about * Tover ™ and “1']:Wae“r.
and il and * HilL" who are prone to think
ourselves very ill-nsed the first day we come,
bevause fate has deereed that we shall ot
inlithit this Areadia the year throuuh; and
who before the end of the first week of our
staying there, have so complately changed
our ideas that we are wishing the time of
anr vaention over, so that we may get back
to town again—yon and 1 yvould soe Mars-
town at its hest in the evening.

It struck Robert Holden as 'hem,l:,r a very
pretty place as, later on this quiet afternoon
in May, he wended bis way up the village-
strect, havine as yot not so far lost his city
habits as to he abie to muster up an appetite
for a five o'clock ‘¢ tea.” . .

He leaned to vest on the heavy stick which
he earsied in biv right band, and serveyed
the seene around him.  Bufore him was the
church where his mother had been married,
and where beneath one of those grey-stone
slabs she lay at rest forever; fmnt,.ofl the
church the time-honored flag-staff which h'e
had so often attempted to uiun_l!, as 2 hoy,
and been rewarded tor his manifold il‘liﬁ;rti;;
by as many tombles down cmﬂ?o' ttflifs:‘ -
grassy carpet bencath. The flag-s l“- ‘-“‘t
been in great requisition duving the past
four years, and had never borne the Stui'ry-
Standard with a prouder air than the day
on which the hero of the village—the great
financial persenage of P«Iﬂl'{lt(.]wn, the uuij:
man in the county who had joined the army
as o first * thirty-daya™ man, and never
Ieft it until he took tea with some (-uum;{s
of his in Ricliond 5 that old flagestaff creak-
ing in the wind never annted out the brilliant
hued banter so gaily ae on the glorious day

town j—temporarily nob  quiet, for (]b!'|‘3.|ll:
were being beat for glory. and children ving
ditto for naughtiness, and fire-crackers wer&
spitting and spluttering at Rohm'l. 3 hee&. (ﬂnd
every man and womian in the pluce was IIO

bless ™ing him, and poor Holden was a ]m?.
py man for the time. spite of that kt ee,s
tronble which he must bear every week an

il the moment shouald come for him to join
ﬁ?smn‘lg‘:h;r in ~the chorchyard. e was
thinking of this trouble as he stood leaning
on the heavy stick, and then he resumed his

inful walk. :

© parent aanchronism of thia story.

It was mot alll for nothing that Robert

when Robert Holden returned to the quiet

every mobth, and every day, and every hour, |8
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Holden bad been a thirty-days man, and that
his thirty davs had lasted il be entered
Riclanond with Grant’s avny.  His uniform
had got very tasty and shabby long before
Gettysburg; and at Gottysbure he received
an nely wound in his thigh, which fortanately
didi’t make amputation necessary, but which
in healing had shrivelled np ane’ of his logs
until it was some inches shorter than the
other, making him limp paintully, and Laving
at the same time a distressing effoct on hig
general health, In about a month afier he
was aboat again he was datailed for ‘picket-
duty, amt lo! a bullet from nowhere, seem-
ingly, shastered his left am, and made him
again an inmate of a military hospital, The
arm had to go; and now Robert Holden, with
only one arm, lame, and heaving withal the
burthen of anceasing itl-health, walke! tp
the prineipal street of Marstown and silently
bemoaned his fate.

In some respects bis fate scemed a pleas-
ant one. He was by all odds the rz:hest
man in Marstown. His father had amassed
something which, even in these' ifays of als
most Sardanapalan fnxury, looked very like
a fortune. The Inst vovawe his father had
taken (for he was a sea-captain and had per-
ished with his vessel, one stormy nighit, off
the Bahama Islands) ; even this vavage had
hrought its peeaniars fiaits to the then voung
lad, Rolert olden. His mother had left
him a fine farm, in the . ndjoining countv,
which bronghtin a good round sum as avearly
rent. The ground on whioh the grovery and
dry-goods store stood was his; and all that
rich land there to the laft——oh, fur beyond
the fence—that too was his; and last, hat
perhaps bost, the house and grounds. hoth in
sach capital condition, where Holden now
made his howe, were his.

Of late, too, a greater source of happiness
than any lands, or houses, or COWS, Or gro-

very honestly and plainly, and she had given
him to nnderstand that she loved him i ro-
turn, and they were engaged, This was all
very geatifying, but still there was one drop
of bitterness in the honey cup.

Poor an opinion as the kind-hearted Teol-
ort lad of himself, it was impossible for hin
to be quite unaware that he was the Lest
fmateh ¥ o the village: that for a wirl in
her position it was the greatest possible fuck
to et sueh an offer; and tey ax he would to
believe tlhe vows of hev love which she pos-
itively asserted she wonld prove some day,
Robert MHolden looked st his majined form
and sighingly asked hinmself what there was
in such a man as he, heside tho money in lis
poeket, which could attract so brilhant and
beautiful a woman as Minaie Davison,

Her history was eather a peculiae one, ps
well 23 being very and.  Het mother had
diod early, and her tather, o harddrinking
money-getting, pushinge, flyine, ineonsequent
New York merchane, had boon lef ag sole
guardian to the pretty little dangliter,  She
had been educated in France, mdl aftor her
aducation had  heen completed had been
hurried over the Continent by her impetions
father, and brought back to go through the
perils of rich young lidyhood i the * first,
circles™ of New York, She bad had hee
own carriage, and hor saddle-horse, and hep
graom; amd one or two propoesals of mar-
riaze, which wore rejected hecanse not con-
sidered advantageous snongh for the stylish
Miss Davison:; and suildenly, in the midst of
all this mrandeor, there eano VILENG BOme-
thing, which seemud to he goenerally known ag
a **Smash,” and away went Cinderellns
pumpkin carvingo, and the vrt-hiorses, ol
ber mice-footmen, Al way over. T'wo years
of grinding poverty followed, and at the end
of that time a fairly besotted and prematuro-

cery stores, seemed opening for the crippled
hero,  His nature was a very self-contained
one, and ap tothe age of twenty-five, his
love for his mother had been all-sufficient for
him; and then she died, and then came war,
and now Robert Holden found himself in his
thirtieth year with some fow gray hairs shin-
ing here, and there amang his soft brown
eurls (for he belonged to a family who grew
gray very early). and until very recontly had
never thought of love and marriage.  The
tian's nature was a retiring one ; there was g
dearth of marsingeable girls in the vitluge
there i3 net nuch of what is lovely in woman-
kind to be seen in the neighborhood of an
armyv; go after all, it was scarcely to. be
wondered at that Robert Holden had remain-
ed heart-whole.

He was not heart-whole now—far from it.
but that was something which had happened
within the last three manths. It was the
simplest story in the world. Ho had seen the
rmtt.y new school-mistress, and had fallen in

ove with her, and bad told her of his feeling

Iy old man died, leaving a benautifal young
zirl, without a friend or a dollar, alone in
the world  to strogaie for herself, Throngh
ane of her former teachers, she heard of this
pluce of school-mistross in the village of
Murstown, and thither she went,

It was not possible—it was not in human
natare, that she should like such a poor, quiet,
Lumdeam fittte place, afier the Lrilliant life
she had lod.  Even after that terriblo broak-
ing ap, when riches and all the Juxuries they
bring had vanished into thin air, she sifl
livedina naisy, bustling, brilliant, wicked me-
tropolis, Her friond, Mrs. Pithole, might euat
her becanse she way poornow; but she could
not shut from her sight the animated seenc
which Broadway, in all its diffrent aspeets,
presents.  And now-to live day after day,
and year after year in a dull, noiscless, re-
mote little Masaachusetts village, surrounded
by pupils consisting of & half-seore ragged,
saucy, thick-headed urchins, who loved har
in the bottom of their perverse little hearts
but who nevertheless saw no reason why they
should not thrust their healthy litde tongues
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out at her whenever she set them the most
necessary task. This lile was death to her
8o Minnie told Robert Tlolden—until e eame,
Then all was different!

Did he believe her?  God knows he wish-
ed to do so! DBut still—~still—

He was ruminating upor it as he reached
the door of the little store wluch served the
triple office of dispensing stationery, news-
paper literature and  augar-plums to the
Mavrstowners, and in one corner of which
there hung a sort of mysterions and suspend-
ed eragére divided off into little pigeon-heles,
"This picce of firniture was nathing more or
less than the Marstown Post-Office itself,
The Post-mistress was selling three cents
worth of molasses candy to an uninteresting
fernale ehild, as Robert entered and asked if
there was a letter fise him, o

** Yes, indeed ! 1 guess there is a letter for
von, Mr. Holden,” suid the" Post-mistress,
dragging off a huge bit of coarse, brown pa-
per. and laving the sticky molasses-mess in-
side—*¢ & lettor —there's twa! There now,
run home, sis; tell your mother if she wants
any lemons again I've got some now; she
needn’t go fo the grocery-store; and two
letters from big towns tooe, I tefl you, Mr.
Holden ; and say to your pap that ['m sorry
he bonght some of those yellow enn-vellopes
that don't stick—lots of people complained
of them; I'll chunge em if he's got many.
Yes, that's ali; and Mr. Holden, on the. big
one there's three cents due,

Rohert crushed the letters in his hand as
he looked at the post marks and saw that
neither was from the adjacent town where
Minnie Davison had gone to spend a week
with the family of one of her pupils. Aequit-
ting bis debt to the post-iistress, he sallied
forth again, and, resuming the thread of his
broken, unspoken thonght, he walked slowly
hack to his own home. Minnie had prom-
ised to write to him; why had she not kept
her word?  He opened one of the letters; it
wag from a relative in Boston—a yonng man
occnpying a rather important position ina
Bank, v cormplained of il health. and in-
formed Robert that he was going.to run
down 1o Marstown the next week, for a fort-
night's relaxation. - The other letter was
from New York. The writer was a gay, rich
young man, who had heen very patriotic for
a short time, anid stayed in the army till the
gold on liis shonlders began to tarnish; then
e resigned.  Robert Holden wrote back to
both to comn down to Marstown as soon ag
possible, and stay nslong as business or
other engagements would allow,

Both invitations were accepted, and on the
following Tuesday Marstown, the unsensa-
tional, was aroused from its usnal apathy by
the arrival of the twe dashing young city

nts. Curiously enough they wet in the cars,
and without previeus introduction, compar-
ed notes, each discovered who the other was,
and so Robert was saved the trouble of

bringing about an acquaintance which had
already browsht about itself.  Of course they
bioth had livard the story of the school-mistress.
Robert Holden was too important a person-
age. and his probable mariage was too im-
portant a business, to remain long a secret.
To Gueorge Wilson, the Bostoman Minnie
Davison was o stranger; but it 3= bappened
that Algernon Deene was one of the ¢ offers
which had been rejected by Minnie's father,

it came that Algernon bad some fine mis-
givings about the school-mistress, which he
felt it his duty to-commanicate to Holden.

“Pray dow’t mention ' that  subject,
Deene,? said Robert, impatiently, when, a
day or two after their arrival, Algernon pro-
nounced Minnie Davison’s name.

« Did you understand e when [ said that
I knew her formerly—knew her well P ™

“ Yes,” answercd Holden ; * what then?

“ And that [ proposed to her obee; and
she n:_jeuted me? "

“ Yes; and again T say, what then? You
surely are not petty enough to bear spite.”

« Spite! My dear fellow, if there is one
atom of spite in the natuve of Algy Deene,
why vou're the first person who ever discov-
ered it, that's all I ean say. But the answer
to the ¢ what then !’ of yoar ‘guestion is this

girl? ™

*Desne! "

* Oh, come now, don't be tragic. I tell
you I know her—know her well.  She was
a dreadful flirt when she—when the old man
had money. ‘

s 80 she las told me.”

« I don't mean to say there was anything
wrong in it, mind; or anything different to
other girls, in the same situation ; still, she
was very fond of society.

++ S0 she has told me,” said Holden again,

*I don’t know how she made out after
the old fellow smashed, but I rather think
that anhered her a litile. Of course, she’s
a brilliant woman and a beantiful one, and
one you could very well be proud of, but my
great fear is (yon must see that I have only
vour interest at heart in speaking in, this
manner, Bob) my great fear is that—that
—by Jove, it’s such a delicate manner I real-
ly don't know how to put it.”

¢ What Deene means 5 this, Robert,” said

and closing the bright wmorocco case with a
snap. ¢ That this girl, being so fond of so-
ciety, having suffered great poverty after
having beld such a differem position previous-
1y, that it is highly probable she has made up
her mind to marry any one on earth who
wants her and has got money.”

‘+« Any one on earth!* Upon my word,
Wilson, you place me in an ennobling cate-
gory,” said Holden with a hot, red face.

¢ Don't, for heaven's sake, don't get an-
gry, Bob,” chimed in Algy Deene, **I tell

in their former days of grandeur. And thus .

~are you sure you arc not mistaken in the

‘out of his head.,

young Wilson, putting back his meerschanm,
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youwomen are all alike. She is no worse, and
very likely fur better, than many of her sex.
But it just this, she is full of health, youth
and he:u:::y. while it so happens that you are
—argm—
** Full of infirmitics,” said Robert, bitterly,
- shaking his empty sleeve, and touching with
his stick the aching leg.

*It's not so much that,” said Deene, ** as
it is your delicate health, Let me ask yon
low you wonld relish being obliged to *do”
three halls a night for a space of four months,
during winter, to he followed by sammer's
vqual parts,—Newport and Saratoga—well
mixed ’

Holden remembered how, even now, the
stightest imprudence of late hours or wine
was sullicient to make him ifl for a couple of
days. ’

*- You take it for granted that we are going
to he ¢ fashiionables,’ ™ said Holden,

# Come now,” retorted Deene, * has she
not exacted of yon a promise to Hve in New
York, her place of predilection? »

*¢ T certainly told her she should live there
if she liked; she exacted nothing from mo,”

b Snppnse you were to tell her that ¥ou
were determined never to leave Marstown——
no, she'd be sure to think she coulit conx you
ont of that-—suppose you were to tell her flat
you-had lost every dollar, and were now as
poar as a churchmonse. Do you think she'd
still be true to you? ™ |
T do.” answered Robert, with convietion
in his tone.

“ Would you like to put her to the test?™

‘“No!” shouted Holden. springing up.
** Deene, this conversation has pone far
enourh. T love Minnie Davison, aud have
confidence in her love for me. Whatever
your motives are, I can no longer permit a
conversation which wrongs the wosan of my
choice,  Let it stop here,” :

Mionie Davison’s name was not mentioned
for several days. Deene, whose motives were
undeniably of the purest, was tao fand of
Holden to tuke umbragé at the impetuons
reply which terminated this conversation;
and like a thorough bon enfunt as he was,
Alzy soon put the school-mistress, and love
making, and dissensions of all kinds, quite

Not so with Holden.  Spite of his vaunted
contidence in Minuie's love, Decne’s opinion
as to the unfitness of the mateh was in great
measure shared by bimself. He loved this
woiman with all the fervor of a first afection,
and had there not existed that blizhting donlit
of the truth of her love for lim is happiness
would bave been altogether .without alloy,
It seems so hard, so wronging, to doubt her;
anil yer doubt her be did.” |

It was Holden kimgelf who reverted to the
forbidden subjeet. .

** Deene,” saidhe, ** I fuar [ was very rade
the other day when we were speaking of Miss

an impossible condition of affuirs that I
shounld he loved for inyself alone

“ Why, yvon dear old fellow,™ said Deene,
¢« T think it just next to tmpossihle that you
should nof be loved for yourself alone. 1
don't see who ean help loving you—I can't,
for one. I don’t doubt Minnie Davison
loves vou—and loves you, as yon sav, for
vourself alone.  Bnb this is the question,
Bob, Do you think she has love enmgh for
you, and strength of mind caough in her-
self, to live the quiet, recluse sort of life
necessitated by the delicate state of your
health? Don’t you think that even with
lots of love to begin with, your difference
of tastes will lead by-and-by to your hoth
pulling contrary ways, like a discontented
double team in a frefting harness, until at
lust the wagon of matrimony will end by
roing to—to—yon know what [ mean—to—
in fact—thunder ! C

¢ The worst of it i, said George Wilson,
who had hitherto kept silence, ¢ that you
can’t believe any woman who walks the earth,
when sha swears she loves you.” Guorge
Wilson had recently had some bitter expert
ence with 2 woman who walked the carth in
the city of Boston, and was therefore not
very leniently disposed toward the sex.

** And you see this girl has such particen-
larly strong reasons (or making an advanta-
geons match,” added Deene,

“You torture me to death,” moanad poor
Holden throwing himself helplessly into- a
chair, What am [ to do?”

“ Put her to the test, as I suggested the
other day,” aaid Decne,

s How?? |

“*Why look here, Bob. Supposing she
were to receive o more eligible otfer—a rich-
er man than you are—a fashionable fellow,
who'd promise her inore socioty than she ever
had in ber gayest days—it would be the best
of all tests, to scu if her love for yon wounld
eause her to reject i

“Who is there to make such an offer? "

Decne was silent.

* Do you mean yonrsel (2" :

* Why not myself, as well as another?

¢ She refused you once, man”

“That was under very diffurent cireum-

stancey, my dear fellow.  8he was then rich

old Davison's beautiful danghrer; not Min-
nie Davison, a poor schoolnistress at Mars-
town. T have inherged iy wothers prop-
erty since then, which gives me a good fifty
thousand more than I had, and my business
has increased wonderfully during  and since
the war." !

*Well, if you propose to her, and.—
and—" [lolden’s vaice trembled and sank
into & low whisper—* snd she aceepts you—
vou will marey hee?

** Indeed, [ shall do no such thing.”

“Alpernon Deene,® shouted Holden,
*fyon are a sconndrel 17

Davison, but you svemed to make it guite
’

b

** Now Dob,” said .the impertarbable
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Deene. “Don’t get excited—don't be ab-
surd, whatever happens.  Why should I mar-
ry a woman who had just committed so das-
tardly an act as to play fulse to the best ful-
low that ever flived? You'll thank me some
day for the ungrateful and disagrecable task
oy cuotting out for myself here. For if

she remain trae to you, you'll be happier for’

this test—and if she prove false to you, why
then also, youw'll he far happier for the test.
That's logie, isn't it? Will you give. your
consent !

Do what you like,” said Iolden, help-
Iessly, ** I suppose you mean it {or my good.”

* You must give me g little help,” said
Aloy. T can’t manage it quite by myself.
Whendo you expect her back from Bounsvyille,
or Suvozewell, or Goosequiil, or whatever
the town's name 152 ?

* To-morrow.”

“ Al! Just oblize me by sitting down at
that desk, will you? "

Holden obeyed like a child.

¢ Now write hera [ow lines to the elfect
that you have last everything in the world.”

Holden looked up into Deene’s face with
an expression of blank amazoment. .

—** Tnthe world," continued the undis-

mayed Aley s+ that yoar health is worse than
ever, and that lier life, if she joins it with yours,
is likely to Le one of constant privation and
of the greatest seclusion. Tell her that,
much as you love her, you feel it your duty
to release her from her engagement nnless she
is fully prepaved to encounter the dull and un-
interesting life which is the only one possi-
ble for the woman who shall be your wife.”
. Y This farce is as degrading to me as it
is insulting to her," ejaculated Ilolden, writ-
ing as lie was hid, nevertheless,  carried’
along by the resistless currens of Algy's
I'eaﬂ(‘ll“ng.

* Now my dear fellow,” coutinned the
latter, seemingly unconscions of any inter-
ruption, *‘just oblize me by going away
from Marstown. You and Wilon can go

hunting, or fishing, or to the—excuse ma,

but anywhers just to leave me the field to
myself, you know. Get off to-day, will
you?”

Holden arose and left the room without a
word.  Wilson lingered,

“DI'm afraid this ia ¢oing to be a serious
business,” be said to Deene. '

‘¢ Beriond !’ nonsense! I am going fo
write a story abont it—eall it Minnie's Or-
deal or Miss Davison's Test—or semething
of that sort.”

I wish T could feel as easy, a8 you scem
to do, It resolves itself ianto this, Deenc-—

1 the givl duserts him, it will break his
" heart, and if she hangs on, we shall have

made a couple of donkeys of ourselves, that's
all.”

The .next dny, when the sun was begin-
ning to get low Alry Deene in most irre-
proachable fenue, strolled down the main

street of Marstown, turned off into a shady
lane, snd rapping at the door of a poor-
looking farm house, asked for Miss Davison.
Minnie, heaving a man’s voice, flew quickly
down stairs, expecting to see Robert Holden.
The bright flush of happy expectation faded
from her face, and gave way to an expres.
sion of bewildered astonishment at view of
the e¢legant stranger.

v Have four years made such a fearful
wreek of him that Algernon Deene is no
longer recognizable, Miss Davison ? ”

# Mr. Deene! How good of you to come
toseg me! T really did not know you at
first. T was not expecting you, you know,
anit indeed you are somewhat changed.”

The truth was, that Algy Deene was one of
those men who grow landsomer and “hand-
somer up to the age of forty., Minnie looked
in amazement at the bright, rosy face which,
without losing any of its youth in the last
four years, had gamed greatly in manly ex-
pression.

“Time is a sad dog, Miss Tuvison," said
Deene, seating himself on a  cane-seated
chair, which was so hard it absolutely re-
quired all Algy’s good breeding to suppress
an ejaculatory * oh!” on coming in contact
with it,

-t Time is nota * deg ? at all, Mr. Deene,”
said Minnie, langhing. ¢ He is a fine old man
with a long white heard, and a scythe in lis
hand—at least so the picture-books say.”

** You are still the same in everything, I
see } Tobe, complexion,— alif?

+ No, T am not,” returned Minnie, ¢ Ag
to * robe,’ I think you remember that I used to
be clad in purple and fine linen; now my
linen is not fine, and my best parple ealico
fades dreadfully in the wash-tub. * Com-
1ph?xicm " may be betier. 1 think it ought to
be. The essence of six balls & week is
a very poor cosmetic, Mr, Deene; it
ean't compare to country air and country
hours as the true bloom of youth-—of nature.”

** Then you never sigh for the city, Miss
Minnie? " asked Algy,

O, yes T do—that is to say;, I did,
At one time, and indeed until very recently,
it seemed quite impossible for me to ever
get used to this most stupid of little villages,
But we have talked quite enough about me;
tell me about yourself. What on earth
brings you to Marstown ? ™

Holden," answered Deene.

“*+ Your old friend!® Ts Mr, Holden a
friend of yours? How glad I am to hear it,”
said Minnie.

**Yus, we are old friends, and T promised
myself a delightful time with him, and should
have had ir, Lyt for tles dreadful stroks of
ill-fortune which has knocked poor Bob com-
pletely off his legs.”

o J-fortaue,” exclaimed Minnie Davison
springing up, ¢ Ill-fortune to Robert Hol-
den! Whatisit? Oh pray tell me!?

Thewr

* I came on a visit to my old friend, Bob .

ot e e Ay
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 Why, haven't you heard yet? Ohtobe
sure not. Bobhas taken such ¢are to keep it
close. Why the faet is, Miss Minnie, Bob
has lost every dollar he bad in the world !

As Algy Decne told this rool falsehood,
the expression of his distingué face was as
innovent as that of any child.  And yet his
fashionable code of henor would have been a
blow for the man who dared call him a liar!
A somewhat singular inconsisteney—qguite in
vogue in Algy's set.

“ Lost his - fortune ! — Robert llolden
poor!* echoed Minnie Davison. -

#“Poor! Poor's not the word -for it,  Hu's
just next door to a beggar,” continuud the
sklful Algy. -

Minnie Davison burst into tears,

“I'm so—so sorry for him,” she sobbed
at lenpth.

¢ And so am L” said Algyin a sympathiz-
ing tone; “ very sorry, and if you wont take
awmiss the bluntness of an old friend, I wiil
say to yon that the only eause for congratu-
lution 1 see in the whole aflair is—well, I
may as well out with it 2t once—that you
are not narried.”

“ e told you of our engagement, then,”
said Minnje,

*“ Yes, and 1 think he's very glad this hap-
pened before matrimony,”

-+ Diel he say so? " asked Minnie.

** N—no—not exactly that. But stll T

know ke felt what a blow it would be to you.

- You have suffered such great poverty, Miss

Davison. You don't mind my brusqueness,
do youp?

I kave suffered dreadfully from poverty ;
T am suffering now,” sighed Minnie. ** But
don’t talk of me—what will Robert do?™”

*+ O, he can get a clerkship, 1 suppose—

- or be somebody’s secretary, no doubt.”

** Robert iiolden in a elerkship! Robert
Holden somebody’s secretary !

“Why not? Better men—I mean as good
mer: have had to do it, and scores of them
too, before his time. But these delicate
hands of yours were never meant for any
household drudgery. Minnie, you were not
born to be the wife of a poor man®’

*“ Dear Mr. Deene, yon are very good,”
said Minnie viging., ** %ou will pardon wmy
asking you to leave me now, will younotd®

“ Oh’ certainly, Miss Minnie,” said Algy,
in reslity very glad to get away; ** will you
permit me to come agamn? ?

“ Very ghdly.”

(3 whcn ? ”

 To-morrow,” )

** Bob was ripht," soliloquized Algy as he

“durned into the main street. ‘I am an un-

principled ruffian,  How I lied to her!  And
how she swallowed everything !  Never once
asked how it happened, but took every word
T eaid for gospel truth, Well, women are
green ones, there’s no mistake about that.”
lgy wes more struck with Minnie's beauty
the second day than he had been the first

for to Niis taste the pallor whieli this great blow
had spread over her face was far more beau-
tilul than the ruddy glow of health which
had bloomed there the day before.  Her long
brown lashes were wet with tears, and, as
Algy enteved the wretched little parlor of the
farm-house, he found both her attitude and
speceh indicating the greatest dejection.

I have wmore news [or you to-day ;™ said
Algy seating himesell boside her,

WYes?" said she, eagerly, © Whatisit?”

¢ A letter from Robert,™ He held it up,
and she snatched it quickly. She read it
aloud, It ran thos—

My Drar Mixwne:—It is with the ut-
meost grief I ‘announce to you the complete
loss of my fortunc. I need not tefl you that
I feel it my duty to at once release you from
your engagement of marriage made to e
under such very different ciremmstances. R
is the bighest proof of love I can give you
thusto relinguish what is fur dearer to me
than fortune or friends, or all the world be-
side. But I must give you this proof, and I
fecl doubly constrained to do so by the knowl-
edge that my health was never worse than at
present; this, coupled with my wretehed pe-
cuniaty position, will entail npon the woman
whe consents to be my wife the greatest self-
abnegation in all that relates to society and
the varied charms of a city life; for, withont
doubt, I shall be tied to tlis miserable vil-
lage for the remainder of my days.

“ Minnie, 1 shall take it very kindly i€ you
will write me & word on this subject. 1 know
your answer in advance.  Duespair has told it
me.  Dut nothing can sting e so much com-
ing from you—nothing so much as silenee,

Your loving, R. i

¢ Bravo, Bob ! ™ was Alizy's mental eriti-
cism on this piece of e{niut.ulm'y literature,

When he looked up be found Minnio lean~
ing back, with elosed eyes, in her chair, look-
ing so ghastly white that Deene thonght she
must have fainted,  He seized her hands and
began chafing them violently.

“ Dot be alarmed,” sho soid; **it ia
nothing. It will soon be over.”

“ There is no more in that letter than I
tald you yesterday.”

¢ Noj; but seeing it in his hand-writing,
and poor Robert's way of putting it touched
me a little, you know. Where can I send
the answerp ™

“You needn't trouble yourself abont the
answer for a week. Bob is off, and writes
we be will be back then, when he hopes I
shall be able to band him yeur reply.”

¢ T shall have it ready ;" said Miss Davi-
son, shaking her Lead sadly,

** Minnie, how it grieves me to see you g0
distressed !

Then there was a long pause and at length
Dueene said in alow voice,

“Do yon know Minnie, you were very
cruel to me once?”
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* Have you not forgotten that yet?™
asked Minnie,

+No indeed—not T—and never shall until
you cause nw: to do so by some very great
act of kindvess. You know I loved you
desperately, du you not? "

| suppose you thought you did, or you |

never would have proposed to me,”

» Iloved you very, very devotedly, and
your rejection of me nearly broke my heart ;
and Minnie—why should 1 conceal the trath #
I love you now more, much more than ever.”

# Mr, Deene! " exclaimed Miss Davison,
“tis this an insulg? *

« Is it an insult to ask you to become my
wif-2 7

Slhe looked at him with astonishment de-
picted in every feature. ‘He continued,
without waiting for a reply : )

** You are now off with this unfortenate afe
fair of poor Bob. He releases you himself;
and quite the correct thing in him, under the
cirenmstances,  And indeed, dear Minnie,
it would not have been a very suitable match
fur vou atthe best ; 'pon my word, it wouldn't,
His ill bealth, his fondness for this stapid vil-
lage where they don’t even have the decency
to manufacture anything even of so prosaie
a vharacter as shoes —like Lynn, you know,
fur instance—which are uselul in the main,
though unpleasant to the olfaciories when
new, On the other hand, myself, gay like
yoursell, fond of society, in splendid bealth,
with pleaty of money, and loving you very
dearly, I repeat Minnie that I olfer ynu my
haud and--you know what 1 mean—my
heart.” :

* 1 am very much astonished at this," said
Miunie Davison. ,

** 1 don’t want to hurry you, *pon my word
Tdowt. Take time before you answer. Dl
give you a week, if you like, Ouly promise
me you'll think about it.” .

[ promise,” said Minnie,

It wus very well for Miss Davison that
there happened to be vacation at her school

that week, otherwise Mr, Doene’s attendance

would have interfered sadly with ber duties;
for he was with her almost constantly, every
day from noon till long past sunset. The
week passed quiekly to beth, and now ihe
day had arrived for Robert Holden's return,

* Have you written Bol's answer? ™ said
Algy thut ¢vening, holding ber band, as they
stood leave-taking at her gate,

“Yes, here itis,” snid Minnie, drawing
the futter from ber pocket, and placing it in
s band, .

*“You won't say positively whether you
will have me or not, Minnie,”

** You rezlly bave given me such a short
time forrefloction.  What'sa week after wll?
But I tell you what," she added, ** you
will know very well when Robert reads
out that letter how I feel toward you,
and what your chances are for the future."

* Dear, beaotifl girl! " exclaimed Algy,
pressing her hand violently. ¢ Ah, Minnie !
won't you give me a kigs before 1 go? ?

¢ No," she said with pretty archoess of
tone; ¢ Idon’t think that would be right
just yet.”

+ There's no objection to my kissing your
hand, is there? "

There wns no objection o his kissing hex
hand, and so he kisged it, )

Holden and Wilson had arrived an hour
before Algy returned to the house, Holden
did not trouble himself to make any compli-
mentary inquiries in rvegard to health or
weather, but blurted out instantly :

* 'Well, what's the news? ”

“ My dear fellow, you are a goner.”

** For heaven's sake, drop your scnseless
jargon and tell me plainly—is the girl false
to mef® ‘

“ Read for yourself, my boy,” returned
Algy. **And read out loud; mind, that
was one of the conditions.”

Robert seized the note roughly, tore open
the envelope and read: :

* My Desr Ronerr:

** When T was more accustomed to soci-
ety, and knew exactly when men were saying
what they did not mean, and when they meant
what they did not say, I should perhaps have
been better able to comprehend the exact
bearing of your letter,  But now that 1 have
become to a certain -degree unsophisticated
and weak, it is dificalt for me to understand
whether you really wish to release me from
my engagement of wmareinge to you or
whether you desire a velease from me.  This
mekes your letter a most delicate one for me

to answer; for | fear, reply as I will, T must -

appear to yon either very indelicate or very
heariless.  Heartless T never have boen—nor
indelicate either, I crust; and now my only
course is to be simply truthlul, at whatever
cost, .

* Rubert, I thought you knew from the firet
day I told you I loved you that T loved you
to the exclusion of every human being at
that time, ‘and meant to continue to do so for
all thme, What jmports it to me that yon
are poor! Tleie Robert Holden—not the
farm that Peges rents, or the grocery shop,
with Mrs, Flyun in arrears. I your health
is bad, s0 much the more reason for me
to be near to render vou those hittle services
which you require. Don't think me immod-,
est when I say that your dear image is in my
mind from morning till vight; and in my
dreams, from night till worning again, 1
love you deeply, truly; better than any man
¥ ever saw; better than any I ever-shall aee.
I would rather be your wife i you were a
coanmoun laborer in the ficlds than the wife of
Algernon Deene {who has bad the ineffable
impurtinence to propose to mwe again, and
that too, not five minutes alter I got your let-
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ter) were he fifty times a millionaive, T will
not release you Rub rt, until you write to
me frankly that-sach is your desive. Defir
our marriage, .if you tlink it necessary,
though I see no reason why T may not con-
tinue my school-teaching as well then as
now, Do as yon like, my darling; but do
not—ob do not take from me your love,
for I only live becanse I am your own, own
Minxe.”

Algernen Deene gave a long whistla,

s Thknew my gitd! I knew my girl! Ttold
yon 20,* said Robert Holden, trFumphﬂm!y.

< AWell, wy dear fellow, at least give me
the credit of having had the bLest inten-
tions—"

* Certginly, Algy, vour were all right.
But, so far as * good intentions’ are concerned,
did you ever Lear of a certain place being
pave:! with them?®

Rohert and Minnie still live in the country
at Minnic's express request, The house is
very comfortable, and it ia sb, quiet there
(for baby is very good, and doesnt cry
much)—so different, you know, to the noise
and bustle of the ¢ity. Minnie hever findsit
dull; for, with her husband’s soviety, and his
books and her magazines, and her haby, and
above all, Robert's love, she declares she
knows the exact geographival position of
Utopia, for she inhabits it.  Perbaps ohe is
very silly to be content to pass hev life in a
stupid Massachusette village ; but so long as
she 1 happy, there is no use trying to wake
the once brilliant New York givl from her
dream, is there?

iv.
ABOUT NOTHING,

¢ My story to-night John,” said T taking
a little sip of water to wet my lips: **has for
title ;

¢The Countess Carry's Canary Bird

Gloa.l!;?" v

John burst out laughing.

4§ knew it would come to- that,” he ex-
claimed. -

“ Come to what, sir? ™ I inquired, some-
what indignantly. '

“ Why, to talking about women's duds,
cloaks and dresses and bonnets—and—and
hoop skirts "

““If you teaze me T shan't open wy lips,”
I replied, pouting; for I was a novice at this
story-telling business, and anything like
ridicule completely upset me,

« Nonsense, ¢lubd,” said Annt Julia. « Be
quiet, Jobn. Go on Nelly; you are getting

on very well indeed—at least that is my
opinion.”
Thus encouraged 1 began,

¢ [ don't see, grandmamma, why yon should
always force us to c¢oax you so before you
ever tell us a story,” said Annic poating.

** But. my dears,” remonstrated grandimam-
ma, ** you keep me at it so constantly that 1
neglect other duties just to amuse you.”

41 think, to" amuse her grandehildren
shonld be the first duty of every right-mind-
ed grandma,” said Will, a saney lut of aix-
teen, ** And as for Countess Thingemy's
Thingemy-bob cloak, you bave promised to
tell us about that more times than 1 can
count.”

*That's no rign that it has heen often,”
saith Annie, making rather a pointed allusion
to YWill's arithmetical deficiencies.

“1If T prowised,” said grandmamma, pick-
ing up her knitting and resigning all hopes
of a visit to the kitchen and laundry for that
morning: *¢if I promiséd I will do so né
once, I'm always as good as my word.”

* You are better than your word, grand-
ma. Yon are better than anything. You.
are the best grandwa 1 ever knew,  Perking’
grandma can’t hold a candle to you; for
thongh she gives T. lots of money, still she
seolds him like—Tike—T don't know whate—?"
concluded Will, in hopeless despair of find-
ing a simile.

*Well, alter 1 begin no interruptions,
please,” said grandma.

“ Not an eruption,” replied Will, who had
been reading some of the funny papers,

¢ Well, dears, the frst time I ever heard
uf the strange creature, who weut by tho
pame of the Countess Carey, I was quite a
young girl—almost a child, it seems to me
now; but I think, nevertheless, I must have
been nearly twenty, Twenty appuars very
young when one gets to bo almost seventy,
as you will find if you live so long, my dears.
I was living then with my mother in a very
fashionable  strect—don’t laugh, please—a
square or two below Canal strect—and as it
was generally known that we were not only
rich people, but people of good blood as
well, we were treated with much deferenco
by all our neighbors. Tn fact, owr doings
and our sayings absorbad the attention of all
ahout us, when one fine day our bnlliancy
was destined 1o receive an eclipse by the
advent of the Countess Carry, .

No one knew exactly who she was, and
she took goed care no one should find aut,
and perlaps from the very mystery which
surrounded her she attracted don-fold the
notice she otherwise would have done, She
never appeared in public except when she
went for a deive in her great, beavy, coro-
netied coach, the blinds of which ware care-
fully drawn down during the entire thoe the
ovrupant was inside.

I don't see what good it did her to drive
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out; for surely never a breath of air pene-
trated those heavy, yellow silk carvinge cur:
taing; and as for view-—why of course that
must have been quite shut out, unless she
permitted herself to enjoy it when she got
out of town, on the Bowery.

The house which the Countess Carry had
taken stood direetly epposite to ours, and,
from the day she entered it till the day she
left, I never saw any of the shutters open.
People said she kept her lamps and candles
burning all day long; and that there was
truth i this, 1 myself know. I will tell
how, presently.  She lived gnite alone with
a solitary attendant in the shape of a shriv-
elled-up old man, a foreigner, who drove her
eoach, and groomed her hovses, andl cooked
her dinners, and did her chamber-work, the
neighbors sald, after the fashion of foreign
men-servants.  The Countess herself was a
foreig -er.  Oh, yes, to be sure; we haveno
titles— you know that; and bad not then,
any move than now. ’

It sppears that we wera even in the darl
a8 to her true name. Lawyer Watkins, who
hived next door to ns, said it was the Count-
ess Quarrie, or the Conntess Corrie,- ur
- something like that. But we always called her
the Countess Carry, from the -day she came
amongst us ‘till the day she left. You can
easily imagine that the curiosity which such
& woman awakened, coming in the midst of
guict people hike ourselves, was intense,

Not that she was otherwise than quiet;
she was as quiet as the grave itself.  Except
for the noise of the rumbling eoach which
rattled down the street twice a day-—once fo
go and once to return—never a sign of life,
never a show of being, issued from the
Countess Carry.

But it was the very mystery which envel-
oped her—the deathlike silence as of the
grave, which seemed to throw a im]l over the
existenve of a human being full of life and
health probably, that awakened the wonder
of the neighbors, and gave rise to a thon-
sand wild theories concerning the strange
self-immuring of this foreign lady. .

A story gained gronnd that she was in-
sane, and that the old man-servant was her
guardian or keeper. There was not any
foundation for this, however, and it seemed
scarcely probable that a person who had
free ingress and egress to her carringe
every day (for the man-servant always boaw-
ed her out and bowed her in at a respectful
distance) should not call or ery out to pass-
ers-hy if it wére true that she was under re-
straiut of any kind. Another was to the ef-
fect that she was a beautiful young ereature
who had been abominably treated by a
wretch of a husband-—another was that she
was n beautiful young wrerch who had trear-
ed a good hoshand abowmmably, and boen
deserted both by Lim and the man she de-
ceived him for; another was sometling else,
and another something else again—and at

b

last speculation about her ceased, for noth-
ing could be found out, Whether the heavily-
veiled, gracefully-draped figure which glided
daily into the carriage was young or old,
besutiful or bilecus, rich of poor-—or, {ur
the matter of that, male or female—who

| eoutd tell?

Some of the more determined neighbors
had called upon her in the carly davs, bug
the old man-servant who took their names at
the door said that Madame the Countess
felt very grateful for their courtesy, but beg-
ged to be excused from recciving their visits
or making any in return,  Amd so, little by
little, the mystery, still unsolved, of the
Countess Carry died by dogrees.  That s tn
say, lively curiosity died beennse the uavel-
ty of the affuir bad worn off ; but the embers
wonderment, unquenched, were only swonld-
eving, and might ecasily be revived with a
breath. .

Yon know, my children, how very fond I
am of birds, Everything relating to these
heautifil feathered tribes—the lively denizens
of mid air—has the greatest interest for e,
It is not to be wondered at, thevefore, if my
specie] curiosity was awakened on reading
the fllowing advertisement in ** Hornt's New
Yorx JourNal™ (and a very nice paper it
was, my dears, though of eourse it is a thing
of the past now).

T'he advertisement ran thus

# WaNnTED.  Any number of canary birds
alive or dead; Ighest prices will be paid.
Address C. C. at the Post Ofice of New
York, America.” ;

« There's a chance for you to make some
money. Muaria,” said mwy mother to me, on
reading it.

“ Indeed 1" replied T, tossing my head,
+ It's very probable T should think of selling
my cannry birds that William Allston brought
me [rom—Irom—China."

I was an ignorant httle puss, dears, as
most girls of my age were then. But I knew
that your grandfather, handsome Will All-
ston had brought me six beautiful canaries
from some foreign country where he had been
with his ship—Tne Resrn CoLoNtsT—and
[ knew that ¥ prized them very highly, both
for the sake of the birds, which were indeal
vare at that thne, a3 well as for the sake of

think about a week had elapsed sfter the ad-
vertisement censed appearing (for it appesr-
ed many times) when T was busily oceupiied
eleating my bird eages and giving the mock-
ing-birds a new kind of seed which had just
come oat, and trying. to keep the English
larks alive by another treatment, and survey-
ing my Robin Redbresss admiringly,  and
perking out my lips with little morsels of pared
apple on them o my darlingd of all, the ca-
narivs, when chaneing to turn my eyes to-
warda the house opposite I saw o female

higute standing at the window, minutely

this sailor lad to whom I was engaged. I

Nl ——
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watching my netions witha telescope, ot a
large ‘sprelass, or something like that!

knew it was the Countess Carry ; hut she had
got to be rather an old story now. It was
a nuisance, wondering who she was, and what
she looked like, and never heing able to find
out.. So I finished my birds tailette, prshed
the aviary into the sun, and left the room.
¥ called it my aviary, dears. I suppose it
was very pretentious in we to do s, for jt
was only a great eage, about as lonwy as that
piano, dwided off into compartments for the
different birds.  That was ny aviary, T had
seurcely got down into the brealfast, parlor,
whore T generally sat jn_the morning il
worked at uwseless and  ugly embroidery,
sneh as was in style then, when Susan, our
fittle Enulish maid, roshed i, and told me
that ¢ Please Miss, that strange Indv—the
Countess Carry—is in the deawing-room, and

asking fo see you!”

Here was astonnding  condnet!  This
extrao rdinary ereature, who had refused {he
visits of the first people of the neighbor-
hood-—hemds of fumilics and theiv stuek-up
wives~—coming of her own aceord to’eall on
little Mavie Wentworth! T really fult quite
nervous, and gave my white neckerchief a
new fold, and my hair an elalwiaic re-ar-
rangemefit, before I mustered up courage
enough to go in and mewt her, ‘

She rose as T entered, and. throwing hack
her heavy veil which, though she sat alona
and in a darkened room, still covercd her
face, advanced toward me. She held out
both bands and, drawing me on to the sofa
beside ber, kissed me first on one cheek, then
on the other, before she spoke a word. Then
1 had time to scan her features, She was
old; oh, yes, past fifty, T shonld think! ITer
Bair was gray, but her eyes, thongh evidently
weary with mental cares and physical suffer-
ing, were bright, soft, and beautiful; ber foa-
toves were repalar to perfeotion 5 and though
- Jtittle, inexperienced givl, with scarce-
Iy any knowledge even of the heauty of my

cownsex, | could not help seeing how marvel.

ously lovely this woman must have boen in
her prime. '

** You are astonished to see me,” she said
after a pause, spesking in such defective
Engligh that I could scarcely nnderstand her,

Of course I answered that 1 was very glad
to see hey,

**You are a sweet enfant,” she enid,
‘*what you call one liwle darling!” Then
she kissed me again,

I did not know what to reply to this. By-
and-by she spoke again, '

*“You are fond of birds? ¥
L Oh, very,” I answered, aronsed hy the
mtrgd’:mtion of my favorite topic. ** Are
you? ] - .

« Some birdy I like,” ghe replied, “ Some

"1 hate,” hissing out the word in an extracr-

hate thew ol exeept one kind, and thoso 1
love to distraction.”
“What kind s that P T acked wondering-

She looked abent thie room as if to assire
hersell that no ene bat myself was Hstening,
and then Teaning over towards me, she whis-
pered mysterionsly—

* Caparies,”

< Those are my favorites too,” T repliedd,
X am never so happy as when Fam_ caring
for them, and ministering to their litde com-
forta, and keeping them from sickuess—f{or
birds do get sick, you know,”

4 Yeos, but T don't care for that,
care if they die.
dead as alive.”

“What ! said T, horrified.
them as well dead as alive! "

“Better,” answered she inoa chuckling
tone ; ‘' it saves so much tronble.”

I dow’t mind the trouble,” 1 replicd, in-
dignanily, I would elean their cages, apl
put {resh water into their baths n dozen
times a day, if it were necessary .

*Yes," sald the Conntess Carvy, ** that's
all very fine.  But when thoy dic uataeally
it saves one the tronble of killing them, 1
don’t like to kill them. Tt pains one st ag
el to do it as if it were o homan heing
O wire ki"ing’. Sﬁ”." she t'unlilmud,
with a sigh, ** it bas to be done.”

I thought now of the report which hail been
circufated to the effect that she was insane,
and I fully believed it. I wns beginning to
he terribly frightened of her.  Soppuse she
were to bnagine I waaa canary bird, and (hat
* killiig » me ¢ had to be done !

The bell-pull was at an tmmense distance
across the room, but the Countess Carry was
teaning back on the sofi, with her eyes elosed,
the long lids sweeping the fuded heck, anik
the soft ripples of her silvery haiv shading her
wrinkled forehead,  How lovely she looked
thas! Spite of time and age, and suflering
awd infirmity, she was emplatically the most
beautiful woman I had ever seen.

She sprang from her recumbent position
so suddenly that it gave me a shock which
sent my poor little heart quite into my mouth.
Bhe started on s new ** tack ™ this time,

** Do you like dress?  What we call, you
know, la todlette 27

*“Yes," ] answered lesitatingly, ** 1 sup-
pose every young girl does,"

“Young girl! Faugh! what are vonng
girls? What do they know ahont tatletts?
No, no, no, no! 1t is wu—zlil—h‘x grandes
dames de la eour, who look well with dress—
we must have it. I nous lg_funt !

* Lvery woman, then” T ventured to re-
mark, ** every womun strives to he s beat-
tifully dregsed as she ean,” .

** Yes,” she anid again chuckling; *¢ but
let thew strive as they will, they will never

1 don't
I like them just as well

“You hke

dinarily vehement manner.  **Indeed, I

bave anything like mine. So original, so
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very heantifnl, so delicate to the complexion
—ah how belle I shall be!”

“ You are that now, Madame,” I said,
with truthiul admiration of her beauty.

“ You think 8o ? ¥ shie exclaimed, evidently
pleased.  ** But wait till you see me—will 1
ever be finished ? or shall I die frst? Ak, mon
Diew!™

I had not a word to say, for what with lher
rambling disconrse and her dreadful French-
English, I could scarcely understand what
she was talking about,

“TLet me see your birds,” said she, with
sudden animation,

I did not want to take her where they
weve. T bad a sort of inward warping that
I mnst beware of this woman; but 1 was
afraid of Lers positively afraid to disobey
her, and I really believe il she had asked we
for the earving-knife, so that she might eqt
my throat neatly, I shonld have rushed off
with great alacrity and brought it to her,

* Where are they ? ¥ she asked.

“* Up stairs.”

1 hate stairs,” she murmured.  ¢T hate
stairs and people, and creatures of all sorts,
except=—cunarics.”

** Perhaps youw' had betber not go up,” I
suggested, hoping she would decline on ac-
eonnt of the stajrs. -

 No. 1n0,” she answered, ** No, I will go
where they are. I wonder if there are any
canary birds in heaven! I suppose so. Al
me 1™ with » deep sigh, ** it must be a bean-
tiful place if there are. T hope 1 ghall go
there. [ think Tshall. T have nevee done
anything very wicked. Tt iy not very wicked
to kil poor little canaries—still—" (sighing
again,) ¢ It is painful,”

1 determinud that this flighty Countess
Carry should not get very near ny canaries,
Whether or not it was wicked to kill them was
an open question. My own opinion was that
it was frightfully wicked to doso, Howuver,
she sliould have no opportunity, so far as
ming were concerned, to commit this wicked
or inhocent act, -

I opened the deor of the bird-room, as
we called it, and saw that my little canavies
were al there, all right in the cage. T pre-
ceded the Countess, and intended to keep in
front of her the whole time she was in the
room, but, bless you ! before ever she crossed
the threshold, and as soon as she eanght sight
of the cage, she uttered a piercing sleick
and fell down on the floor in a dead swoon !

I tried to raise her, but contd not, 1 enll-
ed for help, but no one came.  That stupid
Susan had gone cut, and so had all the family,
leaving me alone in the house, [ chafed the
Countess® codd hauds trying to revive her,
but there she lay, prone like a dead thing, in
the passage-way before the door of the bird-
roon.  Suddenly a frightful thought crossed
wy brain,  Wus she dead @ Quck as lght-
ning I sprang over her prostrate form. and in
a minute after I was pounding away ut the

house opposite, the door of which was opens
ed by the foreign man-servant.

¢ Come,” said I, seizing his withered arm,
“ Come aerosa the street to our house, Your
mistress—1'm afraid she's dead !

“ Grand Diev!” he muttered, rajsing his
bony hands-and shaking them above his
head, *¢is it possible ! *

By this time a crowd had assesnbled, and,
as I retarned with the old man, our house be-
gan to fill with gaping creatures, wandering
about the rooms after they had fully swrvered
the prostrate form of the wretched woman,
who lay exactly where T had left her, having
apparently never stirved. The old servang
lifted her tenderly in his.arms, carpied her
acrass the street, banging the door in the
faces of a dozen inquiring people ; and little
Dby little the excitement faded oot and quict
was restored.  Mamma returned to the houss
antd put me to bed with a nervous Leadache,
and there I stayed till the next worning.
The tivst thing I thought of on waking was
my birds; and so, loading myself with sced
and apples and fish-bone, which we kept in
the pantey, I threw on my wrapper and went
to the bird-room, .

Oh my darling childven! Tt makes me ery
now to think of it Al my beautifild cana-
riez wore gone !

1 knew that woman had taken them. I
vould have sworn to it.  Every hit of passion
in my nature was aroused, and T feis I could
almost kili this hideous female fiend who
had first stolen my beautifiul pets and then,
no doult, in her mad folly, killed them, I
cry now, but I eouldn’t ery then, for all the
devil in me was awakened. [ had lost all
fear of her, and her insanity. T walked
across the street, and pounded lustily at the
ugly green-panelled door. I think T mwust
have been there ten. minntes before any no-
tice was taken of the noise I was making—
enough to rouse the sleepers in Trinity
churchyard, At length the old man peered
from a window above. '

“ Wihat you want? > he asked.

# Come down here at once,” I screamed,
*and listen to what I've got to say.” !

In a moment he opened the door—only
partly lowever, und determined to oppose
any effurt wihich might be made to foree an
entrance. d saw that.

* Let me in,” I exclaimed. ** { want to see
your mistrerg [ ™

Ak je regrefte ; butimpossible. Madame
la Comtesse—poor lady, so very ill—very
near to die ; but slie get better,

* Where are my canaries? You dreadful
old man, you know well enough if you weuld
bat tell.”

 4h Mademotselie, and I who can not
comprehend but so very bad the English—
and some other day when Madame will be
better—permeftez that I present my respects

to Mademoiselle.” So saying he closed the
door i my face, .

ki }—%:c;‘d—;\uks e i sk b e
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The samo scene or one very similar occurred { dare say you have sbveatly killed many per-

every day for a month. L

" There was no tse remonstrating with me on
the fully of my determination.” T had re-
solved to gce the Countess Carry onve move,
At the end of a month 1 suceeeded in my de-
sive, I was standing in the lall-way of her
rattlestrap of a house, when she suddenly
burst ont from a Foom ak iis remote end.
Thougls the door of this room had ouly been
open [ur a moment, I saw that, broad sun-llght
as it wag outside, the windows and curtuains
were closed and the room lit up with candles,
There was a musty odor issued from it, and
it apprared to me that on the air was borne
& curious sort of floating down not unlike
that which covers the breast of swang.  The
Countess broshied ber dress nervously as she
approached me; perhaps she was afraid some
of this was clinging to her gown.

<1 wantmy birds,” 1 said, ronghly—*¢ my

. eanarivs.  Where ave they 2% .

« Toor child,™ she saird in her bad English,
*¢is you often-—what you call—orazy.”

o Madaw,™ said I, **this 13 no langhing
matter. I am not crazy,  The day you were
at our fouse I lost my six beantiful eanaries.
You cannot wonder, after vour singular con-
versation that aday, coupled with the disap-
pearance of my hirds, that I should susprct
you; and L ask you again, where are my
canaries ¥ L

My ¢hild, was T or was I not to faint in
your house "

¢« You did,” T answered.

And you suppose T amuse mysell by to full
down, to cut my head, and then to get op,
take vour birds, and Iall to faint again?®

[ 1Jon't knoiw wwhat you did, or what you
would do,” I replied savagely.

1 But it is necessary to rememhber that 1
have pienty of mouney, Money buys every-
thing——yuu know that, Tcan buy eanaries.”

“You cant,” T retorted, ** you can't. You
put that advertisement in, and no one had
any birds to sell you. You know that as
woll as 1 do, Canaries are most difficalt to
got,  They come from a far distant’ country
—~Clina— or — or Anisterdam — or — some
place.” | .

o What shall T say?” she veplied shrug-
ging ler shouiders. ¢ If you want money
from me I will give money. I know nothing

- about your birds. low should T? What
meney will yoo havel?” ;

-« None,” Ireplied. ** T wantnothing but
wy Dirds, and as I annot get them I will go
“away from you.” )

(st celw,” she answered, ¢ that is best.
Aud ah—one word. Do not come here not
one time wove. I hate you vory much. 1
might kill you, T haveno knives. Constant
takes all the knives away from me, Dut 1
have scissors. Ak, mon Dien! One must
have seissors for my work., Don’t you think
I could kil you with my scissors?”

« T dare say you could,” I answered, *‘1

sons, you wicked woman I

s No, no,” she replicd coolly ;. youmake
a mistake. T have never killed any person,
Birds—that is ditferent. 1 do not like to do
that. But gue voulcz-vous? 1t has to be done.”

Disgusted with ber jargon aml the sentinent
of it, I left the liouse.

1 never saw the countess again but on one
occasion. 1t wag at the Gevernor's ball, OF
conrse we were invited, and a8 no one scemed
to believe me when I asserted that she waa a
m'viug mad-woman, she was invited also, 1
shall never forget how beautiful she looked,
Her hair was powdered until it was a dowd
white, and that was greatly the fashion then,
No douht she was rouged slightly, and per-
haps her eyelids blackened with nofr fudien ;
but if this was the case it waa mest skilifully
done——exacuted probably by a master-land.
Her costume was composed of the richese
waterials, her dinmonds were positively daz-
zling fo the eye, while over her shoulders
was flung a delicate lemon-eolored cloak of
some cirious and, to me, unknown fissoe.
At first T thought it was satin—then it struck
me it was fur; and when 1 drew neaver, what
on eartls do you suppose 1 iound it was made
of?

OFf the feathera of hundreds and hundreds
of poor litthe canary birds! o

Oh, my deavs, 1 pusitivv_ly .r:wcd! _llns
then was the grave of wmy six little darlings,
All gone—sacrificed—killell to satisfy #he
vanity of this bocrible, passée, wicked old
court flirt!

She was dancing in a beantiful, stately
manner with the Governor, aml [ walked
straight up to him and touched Lim on the
shoulder,  Mamma tried to bold me back,
but 1 woull go. i

s Don't,” said I—* don't, your Execllency
—don’t dance any more with that wicked old
woran—that—that surderess ! ™

Such a seenc of confusion as enened I Papa
and mamma burried me away.  They were
afraid something dreadful’ would happen to
me for my boldness; and, going home in the
carriage, they settled to seud e to the conniry
the nest morning, out of this woman’s reach.
But, bless your hearts! before ever the sun
rose the next morning, every vestige of the
Countess Carry, her old man-servant, and her

vattle-trap house with the green-panelled
door.
- She had taken ship for Prance.

And now comes the strangest part of all.
Bofore the year waa out I got a letter from
her. It ran thus: -

« Potite Miserable :

«s [ am vory good enfant, or I should have
killodl you for what yen did that night, But
I have mever killed any bumnan being yet,

and hope I shall never be obliged to do so.
I think { can get on witheut killing any one.

canary-bird clonk, had disappeared from the *
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I bave killed quantities of cararies. Yo,
dear, 1 killed yours. 1 squeezed  their
throats so they should make no noise that
day wlen vou thought T was fainting on the
staivs,  Was it not cleverly played. that
furce?  You cve, Tor fifteen vears T have
Leen working at o beautifol garment.  Re-
cherehé in the extremeo-—a eleak composed
entively of canaries! feathers. It wonld have
Beeyr a pity to dizappeint me, wonld it not,
T had set tny heart on it for so long?  Such
an ariginal ileh, too ! My relatives in France
say 1 am insane, and for that resson they
sent me over to America for change of air.
Bul? snel trash. They sent that goed ca-
naifle Uonstunt with we,  Ile is idiot, bot
olwedient,  Sometimes 1 think of killing him
Bueanse hie has yellow skin, the same color as
wy cloak, Bach impertinent vivalry of my
favarite color, and by a servant!

“ 12l 1 not look beautiful that night ? The
Governor was, just felling me how ravishingdy
belle 1 was when you stepped wp to him.
You poer litile cat! Which do you think
fooked most Jike a mad-woman at that mo-
ment, yon or I? -

o dpropos, wag not the cloak becoming!
That debicate shade, oh, like citrons. Your
Lirds jiat finished the collar, T don' know
how 1 should have cvompleted it without
them. Oniy think—fifieen years' work, 1
think you onght to be delighted.

“Fake the bank-note for twe handred
franes, which you will find in this lotter, and
buy sourself o new gown.  That will be
more valuable to you than any birds,

*Ito as T bid you at onee s and rememher
all your life, you stapid little republiean, that
you bave bad the henor of receiving a letter
from a titled Lwly of France.

“ L Comrrsst CLanisss pe T4 QUarnn®

1 wae w0 outraged by this impadent letter
that I wae just on the peint of throwing the
wicked eld thing's bank-note into the five,
but mana stopped me by saying that T hiad
better keep ity as it would buy many little
things that [ wanted for my weddmg ontfit.

William Allston and T were married in the
spring, amd what do you think your grand-
father gave we for my wedding present ?

A dozen—a whole dozen—beautiful young
canary birds!

A———

Y.
ABOUT NOTHING—SHORTER. -

*¢ What shall I write you down—ahem t-—
to-night, Nell?” asked John.—*My Crr-
EXT vrRoM BROORLYND? ™

* Your client?  Well, upon'my word—the
deas of worman.  Eh! yourelient ! So you're

** Very angry st you, sir, if you don't stop
teazing me. ¥ )

* Do be quiet, my dear boy,” said Aunt
Jdulia,  **Silence in the court-house !
**Yes,” vontinued Joln Morris,

cat’s a going to speak.

¢ the

My Client from Brooklyn.

A Tawyer's office is not a very attractive
place.  lts only merit, if & necessity can be
calléd a merit, cnnsists in its exquijsite neat-
ness.  Those innumerable bundles of pa-
pers, systematically arranged, correctly la.
belled, and jauntily tied with the muoch abus-
ed red tape, those mysterious tin boxes,
whose contents are happily unknown to the
uninitigted, ahd spring-lock drawers, which
vpen  but to the master's key. That key 1
pussessed.
1 was the master. At No 21 Wilsop street [
was monarch of all I surveved, and it is bot
fuir to say that my kingddom none did dispute,
I hope it will not be undersiood by this that
T was a poor starveling, with i empty purse
and a full green-bag,  Nothing of the sort,
I was overwhelmed with business, and if it
had not been for the merest accident 1 might
have sent away, and never seen my client
from Brooklyn.

She had called several times and sent in.
her name—Miss Wharton; but I way busy
each day, and sent out polite regrets, and
the desire that she might ¢all again, She
did s0, and again I was occupied and could
not see her. But, on a certain Monday
morning, [ sat alone in_ my office, conning
over the papers in re Daily Comet Tle
Daily Comet was a newspaper which had
been set afloat by a capitalist who was assur-
ed by the would-be editor that there was

which was now presented to his admiring
goze,  And, indeed, this was quite true.
Never was there such an investment for sink-
ing funds., The paper, deeply in debt before
my client took hold of it, bad an odd peculi-
arity of getting more 30 the more money
furnished it; so, afier bearing this literary
attas fur 4 period of ten months, my client
threw up the concern in disgust, and vowed
e would have nothing miore to do with it.
This, however, was casier said than done, Tt
Aavored of a good joke—his saving he would
have ‘* nothing more to do with it ;" for the
Daily Cometl was not a load to be shaken off
lightly, as he found, to his cost.

The Oid Man of the Sea never clung to
the sailor's back with move tenacity than did
the floating debts of the Dafly Comet to my
unhappy client. 1In vain he writhed and
groaried and tried to repudiate; creditors
seewned, like the victims of jealousy, to make
the meat they fed on, and no mushroom
growth of & vight ever sprung up with more
rapidity than did this Daily Comet fangi,

8 lawyor, are you? What'll you be next, T
wonder ? ?

poisoning the happiness of my unfortunate.
friend.

v e b

Coue of my clerks.

Of those drawers—of that room, -

nover such an investment offered as thas
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On this particulaf Monday morning then,
be it known, I had an engagement in my
asffice. with the gentleman in guestion, and [
had Igﬁ word that on no condition was I to
he distarhed by other parties. The hour
fixed fir our meeting was ten o'cloek, and. @
had specially. enjoined my elient to be pune-
thal; La spite of iy request, ten, half. past
ten, n quarter to eleven arrived, and still no
Comet wian, [ rose impatiently, and ealted

» Rodgers," suid T, 1 can’t stop any
longer for Mr. Indette. Tell -him to call
again, at five”

The elerk answered *¢ ves'er,” and hand-
ed me. my wnhrella from the corner, (for it
was raining eats and dogs, as the saying is).
1 put on my hat aud stepped ont into the

RRSATE,

¥t was rather dark there, and my eve-sight

is none of the best, Lut I immediately saw a

slender fiznre shrink back in a corner as
1 emerged noisily from my rooms, 11
mystery. T hate'it of all things; and given

" a rainy morning in the dull, suicidal month of

Novewber, a dark passage-way in an offices-
building, a shrinking female dressed in black,
loonming out of a cohweby back-ground, amnd
what ean von make of it but a mystery of the
most myvsterions sort? I was deternined to
probe it. Yes, probe it 1 would; and that
quickly.

“\What do yvou want, my geod woman?®
T shouted, as if she were very deaf. T had
somehow vonceived the idea that she was old;
50 T called her ** my good woman.”  Women
are generally more * good” at an advanced
period of life than when they are young and
pretty, and hove temptations cast in their
way,

The * paod woman ™ came forward timidly,
and then | saw that she was a girl of about
twenty, with a fresh, blooming young face,
but with a scared expression’ of eyes, as
though she were laboring under a great foar
of some terrible catastrophe about to happen,

«1 want to see Mr, Alexander Bywood,”
said the ** wood woman ™ looking about as if
such a desive were highly reprehensible, and
wonld presently meet with the punishment it
deserved.

“That’s me,” said I, with a patronizing
air. 1 should bave said * that’s 1, shouldn’s
I? Iknowit. We lawyer-folk ought to be
‘mighty particular about our grammar. But
we're not. We fall into error as well as un-
legal people, once in a while. ‘

* Indeed, sir,” said she in a tremulous
voice and looking more frightened than ever;
segould I—if it will not take too much of
your time—consult you sbout a little affair—
very trifling to be sure—but I have come
several times to see you and never succeeded
—and it's something of a trip too—1I live in
Brooklyn.” -

_ I confess T was cross that morning. The
Comet man bad made me lose a good hour of

T hate {

my time, and [ had a vague idea that this wus
a client who was never going to pay me any-
thing, 1had no positive engagement out,
and the Comef, in its vecebtric flight, might
dash in upon.me at any minnte ; so [ resolved
to go back. I putmy latch-key into the key-
hole of my private office, and let my cliont
from Brooklyn enter.  Before she seated her-
self she deftly slipped some noles into wy
hand, and I saw at a glancu that they connt-
ed up into a larger fee than I generally re-
ceived for a first visit: so it was ovident she
was not going to be anunremunerative client,
The knowledge of this mollified e a litile,
though I took up the notes with n disdainful
air, and placed them far away from me at the
remote end of my desk as i€ they and there
like were thoroughly beneath the notice of a
great person like myscell.  This was far from
being the case; for I was buying mysell’ an
expensive house in an up-town strect, paying
for it by tri-yearly instalnents, and all fees,
large or small were of the greatost nse,

Hiaving pretty welt satistied hor, ¥ fancied,
that T was & very important individnad, with
whom there must no fooling, I rocked mysclf
back in my chair, clasped my bhands at the
back of my head, and staring determinedly at
the ceiling, told her sharply to ** go on.”

She went on.  She wont on very nicely,
Poor young thing! she went on with a most
trying and delicate story, fn sueh o clear,
concise, madest little way, that before shu
bad balf finished her recital, wy dricd-up
parchment-like bit of a heart was all aglow
with interest in my client {from DBrooklyn,
It was an mwful task, Ler getting out that
story. DBut she diil it, never omitting a de-
tail that might enlighten me; the same ns a
conscientious witness in an infantivide cuso
*outs with ™ everything, from the miontest
particular in vegard to the birth of the «hild
down to every known detail of ita murder,

Miss Wharton's story was to the following
effect—

Her mother had died when she was too
young to remember mueh about her, aud her
father, who had been in business in New York,
had retired to Brooklyn, on a comfortable in-
¢ome, within the past three years. 1o was
now little better than a hopeless invalid,
however ; and deeply prounded in the hearts
of both father and ¢hild was & reverential al-
fection tor the deceased mother.  This quict
condition of affairs bad gone on uninterrupt- .
edly until about two months back, when the
peace of the family, or at least of Miss Whar-
ton, had been seriously disturbed. Such
disturbunce was cansed by the appearnnce
of a strange looking man, who, after having
dogged the girl's footsteps for many days, at
length succeeded in so working on her fears
a8 to induce her to give him a fow minatey
heaving, and in that hearing she learned hin
story.

His story was to the effect that his name,
coupled with his rank, was Captain Louis Bel-
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kamp; that shortly after her .mother’s mar-
riage, himself and she hud met, and accord-
ing to the Captain’s story, fullen desperately
in love with each other. After the captain
left the port of New York in bis merchant-
man, bound for the Wost Indies, he had re-
ceived severyl letters of the most erlininating
character trom the infatuated Mrs. Whar-
ton, and the Captain now put it plainly to my
client whether she did or did not think it was
quite worth her while to band him over one-
half the monthly allowance hier father was in
the habit of giving her for the laudable purpose
of indnciug bim to keep his tongus betwaen
his teeth, It appears Miss Wharton showing
extraordinary fllrmness for her, had held out
ngainst this impudent demand until he told
her plainly somcthing which be kindly said
ke wished to spare her, and which was that
she, Caroline Wharton, was bis, Captain Bel-
kamp* dangliter ! Of conrse this was a ter-
rible blow to my client. What one might eall
a stageerer.  But he rallied enoongh to ask
him what proof lie had of such a thing,

« Oh, proof’!  He had proof enough, e
had destroyed all his davling Mrs, Whar-
ton's letters—all except one, which told the
whole story. Tdd Miss Wharton wish to
read it? + No, no," she replied shuddering.
“*Very well,” answered the Captain, *¢ very
well, ouly when you do, my dear, there's 2
verbatim eopy of it,” and he slipped the paper
in lier hand.  ** The original I will part with
for— let me see—1 would mive it to you,
mind, for five hundred- dollars.  In the
meantime, dear, only half your monthly
income will prevent’'my going to—oh—old
Wharton—and destroying his belief in the—
of cotrse—you know—defunet angel:  And
as for you, my dear, it seems to me that the
ties of consan—, what-d'ye-cell-"em-—guini-
ty, ought to induce yon to give that much
of your paltry wmoney to your poor father ! "

© 8he shrank away from him thoreughly
borrified, and for two months had paid kim
over haif ler income, This foolis’ﬁ aceos-
sion to Lis demands had of course cembold-
ened him to further importunity, and he wag
now loudly ealling for two hundred dollars
in cagh, in defuult of which he was to po
within a weck to Mr. Wharton, Iny the
criminating etter before the sick man, and
then take upon himself the pleasant task of
oing about to her friends in Brooklyn and
informing them of the stuin on Miss Whar-
ton's hirth.  In this moment of sore distress
{for she really conld not get so much money
and pay it out without fully accounting for
it) she theught she had better consult a8 law-
yer, and came to me.

T was infuriated at the conduct of this man-

Belkamp.. In all my professional experi-
ence I had never heard of anything more

base and vilg, than pursuing this innacent |

young girl in so savage and indecent a wan-
ner. Those timid eyes of hers would have
penetrated the heart of a stone—and this man

who pretended to be her father--I did not
believe a word of it!
Looking at it either way, the wretch must

.be the greatest dastard that ever walked nn-

hung, supposing it were true! Whet'a hor-
rible act this, to be making capital out of the
letter of a woman, who bad doubtless loved
him with foolish and bling devotion! and if
it were false, was it not unheard-of and hid-
cous cruelty to be l[;.Iu.;r'ing.; this sharp game on
a guileless and inoffensive givl?  Somehow, T
had fully persnaded myself that it was a
lie from bheginning to end.

“ What a brute ! " [exclaimed, walking ex-
citedly to the window, ‘¢ What a complete
brute! Why, law is far too good for such
scoundrels as he! My advice is to hire some
one to kick him.? o

*Oh, no sir!” she answered horriedly,
**oh, no, pray don't think of anything of that
kind; you don't know, indeed you don't—
how terribly vindictive he is! Is that really
your legal advice " ’

TPoor child! T suppose shg thought she
had paid her fee to a curious sort of lawyer,
whose first advice to her was'to drop law and
adopt kicking.

‘.; Where ;'1:‘3
replying to her question.,

L ‘Vﬁat letterq? " : }

“ Why—the lettor that this man has—or
at least the copy. . You said you had it.”

Abh yes, she K:ul it. 8he had alinost forwot-
ten it. She had never read it. She had
always shrunk from acquainting herself with
more of the facts than she was already pos-
sessed of,  Iread the letter, expecting to find

it of a very criminating character, but T was

disappointed. It was criminating in a meas-
ure, certainly. It was a silly woman's silly
love-letter to her < Darling Lounts.” There
wag but a single line of relerente- to my
client, ‘

** Little Carrie Wharton is well, and often
zsli-ls :1ﬂ:er the gentleman who gave her the

oll. .

Miss Wharton blushed dceply at these un-
derscorings; her sensitive nature leading her
at once to infer that this was & subile hint of
a common knowledge between the party
writing and the party receiving.  Of course,
I observed to her that we had no certainty
that such underscorings existed in the original
document—this copy being in the precious

hand-writing of Captain Louis Delkamp; and -

even if they did, might they not bave been
placed there by the hand of that honorable
party himself?

No, she was disposed to see it at its worst.
Her mother—and she pronounced the word
mother nervously—her mother had in sarcasm
ealled her Carrte Wharton, becruse she had
no-right to that name, and—

«¢ And she called him, in sarcasm, the gen-
#leman, beeause he has no right to that name
also, I suppose.” :

“ What 1s to be done? " she asked ih des-
mair.

that letter P * I asked, without

iAoyl iy

“Tone! why, it’s as clear as daylight. T
have the fellow arrested for illegal attempts
to extort money from you—that's what L'l
do.”

A perfect volley of no, no, no's, at this.
She would not hear of it for a moment.
Such a conrse, no matter how effectually-it
put an end to Captain Belkamp's extortion
m the Mture, wonld give the afliir a notorie-

ty which she was determined at any cost ta.

avoid, ¢ Ouly think how much saffering it
would cause poor, poor Papa;™ and she
blushed as she used the word. ** Even sup-
posmg the letter a forgery, and the whole
affair a filmication,” said my client, ** it can-
not fail to be almest as harmful to us as if it
were strictly true.  Hvery one has enemies,
rou know Mr. Bywood, especially men who
have been or are n basiness, as well as mar-
riagealle girls,” and here the timid eyes
were lowered,  “Papa and I have enenies,
I presume—not that E inow of any—bnt
there are some doubtless, and they woull

fasten upon this and hart ws just as much-

‘with it, as if the stories were all true, as |
said before.  Therefore, my great desire is
to try and conciliate this matter, Mr, By-
wooill; conciliate it. I assure you papa
woulil die if he were to hear a word of such
a dreadfal affair.”?

I thonghtif any old mah were silly enoligh
to die jost beeanse a scoundrel was extorting
meney from his daughter, he ought to be
permitted to do it as expeditionsly as " possi-
ble.  DBut I did not say this to Miss Whar-
ton,

“ Wonld you therefore, Mr. Bywood, so far
ollige me—I should take it as a personal fa-

vor ? (and Iknew she was willing to pay for’

frvors) ** as to consent to see this person—
this Captain Belkamp, and find out if some
arangewent can’t be made by which I can
ohtain possession of that letter.”

** He can fudge op another in twenty-four
Tours' time," said L.

“No, not another like that,” she said.
And then she confessed to me that, though

- she was not very familiar with her mother's

handwriting — Mrs, Wharton having died
so many years ago—and though she had
only obtained a burried glimpse at the let-
ter in this wan's possession, she nevertheless
felt convineed that the docnment was an aa-
thentic one, and was in fact what it was
clsimed to be by Captain Belkamp.

** T don't see what good there was in your
coming to a lawyer, Miss Wharton, if yon're
going about it in such an unlawyer-like way,
Why did not you address yourselfto any—any
male of your acquaintance,”

“ I have very few male fiiends, Mr. By-
woeod, and none of those fow would I take
into my confidence. O, ean you not under-
stand that 1 wish to avoid the seandal of ¢
that I want t2 keep the knowledge of the ex-
istence of snch an affaie away—altogether
away from talkative people? Therefore, as

e eyl o IR
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I sald before, if concilistory measures can
be used— "

e lecilintm'y devila,” 1 (lj:u'nlntcd. now
myself becoming very unlawyerdike,  + The
scoundrel ought to lave his neck wrung,”

¢ Then 1 am to understamd von will not
see bim P gaid Miss Wharton, rising.

“Wait a minnte.  Wien are yon gaing
to e him again? ™

I have promised to meet lam in
Park, Brooklyn, to-morrow at two v'elock.”

“ Very well, 1 shall be there

She svemed very gratefiul, and as she was
leaving T offered my hand. Not expecting
this, the movement had fallen abortive be-
fore she extended hers. I, seeing this, prof-
fered mine onee more, only to miss lera
again ; and it was not until Rodgers openal
the doar and announced *¢ Mr. Tndette "
that I langhingly seized her baud, gave ita
hearty shake, and thos took leave for that '
day of my new client..

On the morrow [ crossed the ferry aceord-
ing to ber directions, and made the best of
my way to the Park she had mentioned, 1
was not familiar with the streets of Brookiyn,
and was thercfore obliged to enequire & half
a dozen times before 1fonnd the place of
rendezvous. Onee in the Park it was all
plain sailing: for scated on a stone heneh,
not wdozen yards from the gate, was the hean-
tiful girl dressed as before in Dlack, side by
side with a shabby individual, whom I at
onee recognized as her persecutor,

Thinking -me mevely a passer-by, T sup-
pose, Captain Belkamp was donbtless sonre-
what astunished when Lstepped op to Miss
Wharton and said—

“ My denr young lady, wonld you-oblige
me by leaving me alone with this. gentlo-
man? *

She obeyed me without a word ; hut with
a_look of gratitude on ber sweet foatnres
which I shafl never forges.

I have seen a good number of scoundrels
in iy time, but of all the thorough rifians I
ever laid eyes upon I award the palm to
Captain  Louis Bebearp,  Ho was u sloach-
ing, skulking brate, with Meary dranken
eyces, dl-kempt hair, and a strageling, irreg-
ular  beard. A thorough hang-dog counte-
nanee; a face of itsell that ought to have
sent him o the gallows,

“Well,” he said iwpudently, after T had
surveyed him at wmy case and donbtlesy ex-
pressed my disgnst of him by facial confor-
tion, ¢ well, what do you want with ine?"

I can answer that  question in four
words,” T replied bluatly! I want that
fetter.?

* Oh, indeed,” exclaimed Captain Diel--
kamp. ¢ Oh, in—deed ! she's been blowing,
has she? Well, she’ll wish she ladn't..
That's all T can say. She'll wish she hadu't.
Who are you, that you dare speak to me in
this toue, sir.  Are you a lawyor or a police-

man ?
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« No matter,” ¥ replied #* Tam aman, T
am not a timid gird, ke Miss Wharton, 1
want that letter,”

# And] how, pray do you pro—pose to get
it? By money ¥ lie agked eagerly,

* No, I o nof, yon raseal,” I exclaimed;
“ Yon've had the last dollar you shall get
from Miss Wharton. Yes, and the last
cent.” . -

** Oli, then you mean to get it by coaxing,
gaid Captain Belkamp with fine irony.

4 No, not by coaxing,” T replied quietly.

* You don't mean to say you'd try to get
it by foree ™ he stattered,

< Vel 1 replied very coolly, ** that's ay
may be, [t gbems to me as if § were a poor
feelle old man like you (given to drink too,
which makes the strongest man powerless),
wied had possession of 2 document which
I knew a nmusenlar fellow like myself™—anl
I twirled my atick vapidly—**a muscolar
fellow fike myself wanted, T think Il be
likely to keepout of his way o' dark nights.”

b "thv, vou wonldn't knock me down,
would you?  You wonlduw't dare do it. Id
digve the law of vou.”

“ Al, ha! Bt how about our having the
law of you! ¢h?  What do you say to that?
Threats, you know-—threats-—cxtorting mon-
ey—and so forth.  You old scoundrel, that's
what 1 ought to do now; and I wonld if [
bad my own way in the matter. I'm acting
cleun wgainst principle and precedent and

rudenee in this affuir.  And you know it.
Jut I'm obliged to do it becanse T promised.
Only 1 sny—keep out of my way o' dark
nights.” . .

' Now look here,” said the Captain, trying
the ** conciliatory ™ himself, * yvlmt‘s the nse
of Leing so ill-tempered about it?  Why nat
give me something a little handsome—and
take the letter—and be done with it, for good
and all.” : Lo

“Not a cent!* [ shounted emphatically.
“*Not one. Understand that at once—
and—" repeating what ‘I saw had been an
effective phrase—* keep out of my way o
dark nights.” ,

+ Now, there’s no use of you're being so
‘violent, Mr. whatever your name may
be. No nse under the sun, What earthly
-good would it do for you to attack me of a
-turk night, as you say? What good would

it do you?” . -
* T might obtain possession of the letter,
I said.
t No youwonldn't. You wouldn’ doany
such thing. You wouldnt, I tell you, I
dom't carry it about me.” .
e saw immediately that he was giving me
a clue to its whereabouts by this avowsl,
amd it was evident he at once repented hav-
ing made it. N

*1 onght not to have told you that,” con-
tinued the ruffianly old scoundrel. **But [

think, 'Mr.—~Captain Belkanp.
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having ugly toward me, which wouldn't do
the stightest good. - I repeat—not the slight-
est.”

s sasily hambogged as vou
I'm not so easly S o
dealt with -too many wily old raseals like
yoursclf not to know how they will lie, anil
swear to their lies, to throw an advursary off
the scont. 1 dare suy you've got the letter
row in that breast-pocket,” I said, moving
up towarl him a littie munacingly . .
« I wish [ muy die if [ bave,” ‘he whined,
in a maudlin tone, at the same time emipty-
ing, not only that but every poecket ahout
his elothing. ** 1 haven's it at all. Lo=ok
yourself, Examine every scrap o’ paper 1.‘:@
got about me. Why, you must know it's
hardly Hkely that a poor old fellow like me
—who is as weak as a reed, anvl gets drunk -
as you say-—itls hardly likely T'd carry
aronnd such a precious document as that,
Worth money to e, that letter 1s, anfl
came, of course, from my dear—well, she's
dead now, poer thing. \r_Vh_v. [ was robbed
the other night; got a littie how-come-you
so, and the next morning found that I was
robbred.  Stolen every dollar from me, sir;
mooney too, that Misa—thn't. is, my ('ienr
daughter, you know—had given me! Too
bad, wasn't it? No, no. -Cateh Loo Bel-
kamp being soch all'onl as to carry that let-
ter aronnd,” .
* Well, if you haven’t got it about your
erson, you've got it secreted somewhere,
i said, : ] .
s Certainly T have. Cer-tainly I haveG
But where?  That's the question, WaERe?
Irose to go, for I was getting so out of
temper that in a couple of minutes longer [
fult 1 should pounce on this blackguard and
give him a sound drubbing, which would
have done **uo good,"” as he sald-.—-aml
might have done a great doal of harm, in the
way of leading to an exposure, which my
client so seriously dreaded,  As I way walk-
ing off, Captain Belkamp spoke again:

“ 1F you want to know where the letter1a?
(and involuntarily 1 stopped), 1l tell you.
[t's in Bank. In. the bank of a dear [riend
of mine. Hedl go throngh brandy und
water—I mean fire and water,—for me.
So would s Safe. It's in big Safe. Great
strong safe. Five locks. Secret keys.
Letter sealed np—my seal—tied with red
tape. Ia!. Ha! Where is that baok?
Don’t you wish vou knew? Where is that
Safe? “Dont you wish vou knew? Where
is that Lerrer? Don't you wish you knew
~~wish you knew—wish you knew? ” ‘

He rubbed his villainous old hands to-
gethar, chuckled in a sort of low laugh, and
supperting himself on s heavy notched old
cane, shambled away. ]

T returned to town, and took no steps in
the matter for more than a week. I wanted
the Captain to believe that I had dropped

bad to do it. [ wanted to prevent your be-

the affair, seeing the utter hopelessness of

. me.  If it were true that he had deposited
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ever obtaining possession of the letter for
whith. (for the sake of her mother's rep-
utation and for her own position in society)
I knew and fe knew, Miss Wharton would
give every dollar she could muster,
At the end of ten duys T again went to
Brooklyn,
It was & very easy matter to find out
where Captain Belkarp lodged.  The land-
lady was a tatkative old woman, whom 1
frightened inta sccresy by my legal hearing,
and the assurance that theugh she had un-
. wittingly been so unfortunate as to harbor
an escaped state’s prison convict in the per-
son of Captain Belkamp, I would gracious-
Ly protect her from all harn if she would
carciuily aid me In my plans, and abstain
fren giving her lodger the slightest hint that
the “ dogs of law ™ were on lis track.  This
she promiseds so frightened by my story
that she was nearer dead than afive. But 1
told her that her sanitary and social condition
would be better after I hnd ousted her lodg-
er—but this I said must be done cautiously,
Finding the man was out (but whether
ke would return late or carly the landlady
eonld not tell,) T ordered Mrs, Daif to Tive
me the pass key of her rooms, 8o that 1 might
take a winute survey of Captain Belkamp’s
premises. .
She gave it, without the least hesitation,
Captain Belkamp’s room was quite at the
top of the house, with a sloping veiling, and
two low windows looking down on the
shabby strees.  His bed, a fit lair for such a
dirty wretch as himself, had not been made
since its ovenpancy of the preceding night,
At the foot of the bed stood an oaken cup-
board or wardrobe, and this piece of lurniture
I carefully examined, for, spite of Captain
Belkamps story about the letter being de-
posited in the “*bank™ of a ** dear friend "
who would go through brandy and wa-
ter® for him, I somehow fuir convinced that
the ““ bank,” and the ** safe " and the ** lat-
ter " itseif were all within the four dirty white-
washed walls which now encompassed

it, then of course the fimurative search for
the needle in the haystack were no more use-
less than mine, But I felt that the story was
a fabrication from beginning to end. Head
men at the banks do not usnally  select
their friends from the low grade of society
in which move sueh persons as Belkamp and
his illk, I felt that the letter was conceated
in this room. \

. L was proceeding in my search, peering
mto every nook, examining every corner,
when 1 was suddenly stopped by the loud
voive of Mrs. Daff on tho stairs.” In a mo-
mene 1 understood that Captain Belkamp had
Teturned unexpectedly, and that she was try-
Ing to prevent his going up.
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“I'm doing nothing of tho kind,” she
answered, ¢ I say I was cleaning up there,
and went in there with wy pass key, which
IleRt in the door. And that is alil. Aud
was thinking, only thinking, that you might
think it just the Jeast bis strange that 1 should
go in your room when you was out; and if
you'd just step away for ten minutes 1'l)
have your room cleaned bueautiful and all
tiy, s0 as youd hardly know it—will youl ™
All this in dn extremely high kay, evidently
intended to reach my ear, and spoken by ny
ally below.

** No, I'll do nothing of the kind,” he re-
plisd angrily, ** and as for your pass key [l
take it Curse it, Tworn't lave anylody pry-
ing into my matters, and going into my ronm
when ['m absent.  Get out of my way, I tell
you; T'm going np.”

I heard her heavy footsteps deseending
kitehen-ward, and his wonnting leisnrely 1o
the little cell in which T was regnlarly enged.

Here was a dilerama for a respectable aml
well-to-do lawyer!  Here o disgracetl
siteation ' Why had T come here to this low
dirty place, to do the low dirty work of 0 po-
lice detective
Why?

Because 1 was desperately. madly, insane-
Iy, outrageously in love with my client from
Brookiyn., I would have done anvthing for
ber—anything to obtain her geatitado.
wanted to got this letter for her myselt—amy-
seff~—without a finger's turn of nid from any
detective or lawyer or private individual in
the world—or Brookiyn. In the meantime
e was momnting—monnting—and now had
reached the lass step of the staircase.  Quick
as thought T sprang into the wardrobe and
closed the doors, holding them toguther in-
side. This was my only move, e might
hot want 10 get open the wardrolie; if he
tid—why I must just make the best of it.
Knock bim down, perhaps, and clear away,

But I did not want anything of this
kind, T wanted to keep quivt. As yet [
hud not discovered anything to give me the
slightest trace of the letter, and had the old
wreteh onee bocome awave that his private
quarters were likely to be entered at any
moment by bis enemy, he would bave ro-
moved the precious paper of course nt onee.
As T crouched in the cupboard, my limla
siiffening with the posture, and my chest
heaving with short gasps from the confined
and fnpure state of the atmosphere, I fots
then on what & wild-goose chase I liad started,
1looked like the culprit—n regubur jackein-
the-box, he like the feee man, smoking  bis

short pipe, and walking deliberstely up and
down the narrow room. One preat hope
buoyed me up-—might he not now go to the
letter, thus showing we the hiding place P
For I conld distincely see all his movemuents

“* What the devil are you trying to keep | from a crack in the wood of the cuphoard.

me out of my own room for? ™ I heard him

I was beginning to get tired of this game

shout at the poor frightened creature.

of hide-and-seek. The Captain had come
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back to kis room, evidently for the purpose
of réposing himself merely; for e smoked
one pipe after another, lolicd on the bed, got
up agsin, loafed up and down the floor,
gazed stupidly out of the window, whistled a
nautital air, and then finally began waking a
fresh toilette, priog, perhaps, to going. out
again. Ilis ablutions were of the simplest
charaeter, consisting of & slight ** dab * witha
wet towel on his forchead and cheeks, abd a
half second’s immersion of his finger tips in
a basin with a limited supply of water.
Then the Captain took off his shirt, and fling-
ing it on the top of a very diminutive pile of
soiled Hnen, proceeded to unlock bis trunk in
search of & ¢lean garment. The trunk, of
course—the trunk! The letter must be in
there! 1 watched him eagerly as he laid out
the trifles it contained, and then after select-
ing the second shirt, perhaps because it was
in better condition than the first, he laid them
buck again one by one.  He had emptied it,
[.could see, to the very bottom, and there
wag not the slightest vestige of writing or
papers! '

This was a disappointment. With mute
rage- I saw the ofd fellow complete his toi-
lette, leaving off the ragged-boltomed trow-
sers which he bad worn when he entered,
and putting on a somewhat better pair, which
hung over the ehair back, and whose pockets
1 had previonsly searched; he slipped on the
same coat, gave a coiquettish brush te his
hair, and then devoted his attention and the
efforts of a ragged silk handkerchief to the
smootbing of his hat. T conjectured at once
—and my surmise I ultimately proved to be
true—that he wus getting himsell up in 1his
seductive style for the purpose of waylaying
Miss Wharton. I conld have killed him
where he stood. I am not sanguinary as a
general thing, but 1 could have murdered
that man in cold blood. For was be not
persecuting, tormenting, fiendishly annoying
my love, my beauty, my darling, my client
from Brooklyn ?

At length e went. T eonld bear bim lock-
ing the door outside and removing the key—
the pass key, which he doubtless pocketed
according 1o his threat.  Thump, bump went
his feet and his cane, step by step, down the
rackling stnir-gase. Thump, bump,—faint-
er, fainter, ﬂ\ir’;r. I ran to the window and
sgw him in the street. :

And for mysell! Here was I, a highly re-
spectable person, the eounsel for the great
Mr Indette of the Daily Comet, besides be-
ing the sttorney in numberless prominent
sutty for numberless proininent persong, lock-
ed np in a dirty garret by a half-tipsy old
sailor!

I examined the lock of the deor, T could

" not possibly force it. It was téo strong for
that, But I immediately remembered wmy
ally below stairs, Mes, Pralf, whom I did not
doubt would soon come to wy rescue. I did
not want her yet. No, not yet, by any

means, T wanted to be alone and undistutb-
ed, so that T might hunt for the Jotter.

I Legan by ripping up the old carpet con-
fined here and there by small-headed tacks,
and thrasting my hand snder as far as it wonld
go, No letter. This work was tiresome in
the extreme, for I was withont tools of any
kind except my amall pocket-kmfe, With
this I ripped open thie mattress, and probed
there,  With no soveesss,  Pillows likewise
were oblized to undergo the same vandal treat-
ment.  And all for nought—all for nought!
Again T turned to the trunk. The lock of
this gave way with one strong pull; the rot-
ten wood ejecting the poor old lock, and look-
mg ag if greatly relieved by the operation.
I need not have given my time to this, for 1

-had seen before that there were no papers in

it. Dot I wished again to assure myself, and
I did—that there was nothing in it.  Abont
the echairs there was not the possibility of
corrcenling even the smallest article; the
seats were of cane—not stufling.

The table which also served as wash-stand,
contained in its little drawer (which came ont
halfway and then staek there, relusing to po
either back or forward) a rusty razor and a
Jeather strap, Even the Raven wonld have
been obliged to conless that there was ** noth-
ing more, only thesc—and nothing wore,”

By mevely raising mysetf and lifting my arm
1 could pass my hand along the ceiling. In
some places the plaster was broken, and it
strack me that as the letter was 2 small oh-
ject it would be easy enough to insert itin
any one of these little woolly irterstices,
stading greatly in need oF a coas of white-
wash, ** A coat of whitewash!® I repeated.
to myself in thouglxt—“ they need a coat and
a pair of trowsers of whitewnali!” that wis
wy joke, and a very good one I thonght i,
A coat and a pair of trowsers of —

A coat and o pait of trowsers—and a pair
of trowsers—a pair of trowsers!

By Jingo! Why didn't I thivk of them
before ?  That vwas not the pair I searched
before he came ! Certainly not. That
was the pair he took off, P

I seized them and turned both pockets in-
side oul, - Not a thing: not a vestige of any
object!  Still, mot discouraged, I passed my
hand over .the seams, coolly ripping them
open in such plaves as they appeared thicker
than nced be, carefully Investigating the
filthy mud-crosted hems at the Uottom,
Notihing-—nnthing. I flung them from me
in disgust and despair.

As they lay with their two black bag-like
portions (inaptly called *“legs™) sprawled
apart on the bed before me, I saw that upto
this moment I had overlooked something in-
portant. There was a third pocket which I
had not examined. It was a wateh or fob-
porket, and close to the waist-hand peering
(uietly out, as one might say, was the tip of
u folded paper. :

My heart actuully stopped beating; or so |

nponme,  Across the lower end of the FOOT,

‘Four of the pegs were gone, having doubt-

- another .room, which opened this one very
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it seemed to me, for [ was fully satisfied that
gt Jast T had suceecded in finding the much-
Mesired object.  Stealing noiselessly towarnd
it as iF it bl both the seuse of herring and
the power of getting away when alairmed,
advanced to the bed. palled ont the paper,
openent it with trembling hands, and found it
—blank!

I can vever deseribe ‘my rage and disap-
pointment. I tore the paper in half, flung i
on the floor, trod on it, crushed it beneath
wy heel, and paced madly np and down the
tloor.  Ol! to be batled in this manner! T,
such a bighly respectable persan, and work- 1
ing in such a good cause! e, snch a low-
lived old raseal, workving the heart ont of
my  little darling—my pet-—my  beautiful
Brooklyn elient! ’

L stoppud, and picked up the torn fram.
ments befiee me, and examined them ance
more.  This was not the letter—oh no-—no
such Inek as that,  Bnt in one corner of the
paper, written in a riserahly cerampoed hand,
was A memoranduam, which I had overlooked,
Tt was this:

9 (Qonnting all).

9 (Gaond).

9 Counting all, 5 good! What on earth
was the meaning of that? 9! 5! To what
did these fisrares refor? i

T left convinced they had seme bearing on
the letter.  Soime hint—some reminder of
the spot in which it lay bidden. 91 51 T kept
repeating the words, and gazing about the
room. § tried to connt the tacks in the
drageed-up carpet, the feathers, emptying
ont of the ripped pillow-cases, the straws
from the mattress ticking—-

Traised my eves, and a new light burst

there was nailed a rack for hanging clothing,
originally composed of twelve large wooden
pegs. On the eleventh peg there hung an
old hat, but all the others were empty,

less heen pulled down, by an overweight of |
hanging garments 3 and thus the fifth good
one was the ninth peg, counting all1~
With a sudden wrenel, [ dragped it away,
and there, in the centre of the wooden pepr,
which had of enurse been hollowed out, on
purpose to receive it, was hid the leffer !
es, there it was! An old, thin, flimay
document, so weather-stained. and pocket-
worn, that it barely held together. Tt read
word for word, like the copy I had seen and
was signed like the copy, ** Carry!™ The
underscorings too were there, but it struck
me that they looked done with fresher ink
than the rest of the lotter, I was not cer-
taim of this, and indeed it didn’t much mat-
ter. as [ had got the letter,
And now, to get out. A fow kicks at the
door brought” Mes, Daff with the key of

7

ges T had committed was greatly lessened Ly
the present of a five dollar bill.

Making my way at once to the Tark, T
suw, as [ expected to see, my dirding girk
seaterl on the stone beneh with her eyves red
with weeping, and the old sconndrel by ler
side, laying down the law to her with vehe-
ment wavings of the knotey stiek.  The smiled
atfably as T approached, and bowed with
mock snavity,

“Ab, in-deed!™ he exelaimed, < Do T
havd the pleasuro of seving von ance acain?
Believe me, sir, T am traly vours! My dear
young lady—or rather, my dear—danaitor,”
(and the girl's lip trembled as he apoke),
4 this is_your friend—this is vour very good
friend, Mr.—al—what was it now, My, Gam-
mon and Spinach—Mr. Gunsmon anl Spinach
—Mr. Threat—Mr. Bluster—Mr, All-talk-
and-no-cider—Mr, Bombastes-Fariose !

“Yoes T replied, with ss much coolioss
as T could command, for I felt an ircesistible
desire to knock him down every time | ap-
proached this hoary-headed old villain, < Yes,
Miss Wharton’s true and devoted (riand, who
has ut Iast succeeded in obtaining —the letter I

I spread it ont before them both as | spoke,
and *pon my word of honor as a gentleman
and an American attornev, T never saw a
more magnificent conp de Théatre! Tiwe
girl actaally flew to my sido Jike a bird frecd
from its wivy prison; and the man, rising to
his feet, uttered a Joud groan as he assured
himself it was really the aothentic document
which T lad obtained possession of, and
then foll with his whole length on the
stone beneh, completely inert nod power-
less!

*Oh dear, dear, duling Mr, Bywood,”
sait my girl, luighing and erving togethor—
‘“you are the loveliest, dearest, swuoctoest,
darlingest lawyer T ever knew. Iow cau |
ever repay you? ™

I told her how she could some montlys
afterwarls—not then,

* You're a thief! ™ waid Captain Belkamp,
rising and fixing his bleary eyes upon my
faue—“ a thief and a—a—burglar, to break
into my room and steal that letter, Wont
you pay me for itp "

“Not a cent, yon brute,” T exclaimed,
‘“not & cent,  Pay, indeed! Well, that isa
good joke, *pon my word,”

* Well, something for charity, then.”

Miss Wharton's pocket book was out in a
moment, bat T put my hand on her and pre-
vented her opening it,

*Ob, how cruel you are,” he moaned,
beerily *‘liow eruol, But come now, I'll
tell you what I'll do if youll—if yowll give
me five dollars. Il “tell you “something
yo'd give fifty dollars to know.”

I would not give five dollars for the fifty
dollars worth of inforination,
* Well, three? ™

easily. Hér horrcr at the sight o the rava-

“ I would not give three,"
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* Two and a half? ®

No answer.

< Cnep"

Before 1 could step ler, Carry had slipped
a dollar bill in his hand.

I observed that Captain Belkamp got safe-
1y out of kicking distance before he spoke. .

¢ Well, then histen.  This young lady was
just three years old before I ever saw her
mother I

W th a littie chirp of joy Carry pressed
close against we”and looked gratefully up
into my eyes as if she fully considered that the
fact of her being the legitimate offspring of
her lawfully wedded parents was due entirely
to my single and unawded efforts. I received
her tri mte of thanks without disclaimer.

“ Arvd now, if you promise you won't dis-
turb me, but just let me go my way and you
yours, Pi tell yon something else about jt.»

I would promise nothing. I felt guilty to
the last degree in allowing this fellow to go
seot free, probably to again prey upon some
innocent party.  But Carry wanted secresy ;
what could [ do? ‘

{ did not answer; but I knew that Miss
Wheoton was nodding her head, and wink-
ing, and encournging bim to go on, as who
shoulit say, *«'T'ell what you ltke: I'll be re-
sponsible for him ;" meaning me. .

*< That letter was not written by your moth-
er at all,” .

““ What!” we both exelaimed.

“No. Don't be angry. It was written
by a vousin of hers, whose handwriting was
very similar.  Slie was unmarried, and we
were engaged, but the whole thing fell
through after I went away,  She used to
take little M.iss there ont for a walk some-
times, and one day when I met thém I gave
litthe Carry a doll. I did indeed, you un-
grateful girl!  What is the paltry one ben-
dred dollars I've had from yon, compared to
that?  Dolls wers very expensive sixteen or
seventeen years ago.  Wont you open your
heart now, and—"

I could stand it no longer. I made a
sndden thrust at him; but he, doubtless di-
vining my purpose with an alacrity of which,
1 did not deem him capable, fluw out of the
Park, cleared the corner, and was soon out
of sight, .

We never saw him again. Y think he
must bave left the country, for Mrs, Daff, to
whom he owed a fortnight's lodging, institu-
ted a searching inquiry for her missing lodg-
er, It was thoroughly unsyecessful, how-
ever.

Things went famously for me after that—
things in the way of business. I pulled the
Comet, tail and all, through lots of difficultics,
and nade such good arrangements with the
creditors that Mr. - Indette” generousty gave
me twice the fee I should have asked; and
I don't mind asking a pretty big one, either.
Then eame the Willis will case, and so 1
very soon paid for the expensive house in

the np-town street. Of course my darling
married me—bless her.  She said she fell in
love with me the first day she ever saw me,
at the time when we had all that missing-fire
sort of business in our first shakine of
hands; but, dgar me! 1 was in love with her
at least twenty minutes before that ! ‘

I think I'vetold you all.  Oh, by George!
yes; there is just one thing. No, on sccond
thoughts, I'd rather not mention that. It
seems so stupid. Besides, Carry would he
vexed if’ she knew I'd told it, '

You wont mention it, ¢h?  Honor Lright
now! Make me look sucha guy, you sue
—an old fellow like me, as T am now at forty-
five, with a red faee and a bald spot on the
top of my head, as big ag the paln of your
hand. Ha! ho! By George! yes—thavs
it; you've hit it. i -

8he fs—she is jealous ! .

Stapid, of her, isn't it? Soch a pretty
creature as she is, and such a fat old cur-
mudgeon as Tam! Bat she doesn't sve tny
defects.  Oh dear, no. She kisses me so
aweetly every day before T go 1o the office,
and ralls me all those mythological fil-
lows, Beau Brummel, yon know, and T¥Orsay
and Apollo and Adonis and the rest.  Ab,
come now, don't langh. That's really not
kind of you; and—I say, one word belore you
go! As you value my friendship don't say

anything ‘of this to Carry, for I've mado

her two promises—one is not to reveal her
wealnéss, and the other iz to humor that
weakness by never again serving a lady-
client from Brooklyn,

[ VL
SLIGHTLY SENSATIONAL.

“ Pm glad of that,” said John; **the sen-
sational is the only care !V

** How learned you are becoming, John! "
T exclaimed. :

“Ain't T though? That's Shakspeare!
Only more so.  Ah, Neliy ! you havent't dis-
covered half my taleuts yet!™

** Begin Nelly,” said Aunt Julia.

Major Fim.

My name is Peter Barclay, and Tam senior -

partner in the house of Barelay & Co., dry
goods” dealers, No. 10 street New Or-
leans. I am not of a nervous teinperament,
nor am [ in any way timid or cowardly. 1
was forty-five years of age last June; but
the events of whieh I am going tospeak hap-
pened nearly twenty years aga. . .
At that time | was head book-keeper in
the house of which I am now the principal,

having bought of my former employers with

money which was willed to me by an uncle

o
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of mine, who died in Australia some cloven
or twelve years ago. | was a poor lad when
I first wont to them; but I think wy employ-
ers Pespected me, awl that they had coufi-
dence 1n my honesty the story will show.

It happenced at that time that our Grm bad
business relations in New York with a party

who owed them whit is widely known in the’

commercigl world ag a «* bad debt,” aml this
bad debt amounted to several thousamds of
dollars.  They had tried hard tq collect it—
tried in every wayx—aund fuiled signally. They
had tried lawyers and doctors, apd threats
and persuasions, and vaws of vengeanee and
promises to ** knock off ¥ a good round sum,
but. to all their manceuvres the bad debtors
in New York smiled swueetly at’ the mad
creditors in New Orleans, and continued as
mueh in debt as before.

This being the state of the ease, it was nt
last proposed to send me on to the Metrop-
olis, to vee if the acteal presence of an an-
thorized deputy, coming {resh from the spot,
would not have the desired effeet. T lad
full power_to receipt for the firm, and the
only fear was that [ should get nothine to
receipt for from the recalcitrant New Yorl-
ers, 1 took passage on one of the fine
¢ packet-boats ® plying between New Or-
leans and Cincinnati, and, after rather a te-
dious teip of five days on the river, found
myself at the pictueesque landing of the
Queen Cityrof the West, We had arvived
too late for the midmight train for the Tast,
and there was nothing for me to do but to
wait until the next morning, at cight o'elock,
when the express train went out.  Many of
my fellow-pissengers slept that night on the
boat; but [ was tired of the narrow berthin
which I had lain and tossed for five mights,
and, late as it was, | got a strapping negro
to shoulder my trunk and carry it into &
public-house on the wharf,

This lionse was called the * River Quecn
Hotel,” and was a favorite with those men
who earned a livelihood on the river., It
bore a reputable name, and the charges were
moderate. Both of these facts made it a de-
sieable place of regort, 1 had stopped
there once or twice before, and the landlord
(an ex-clerk on one of the steamboats) ree-
ognized me as [ entered. '

¢ How de do, sir! How de de! coming
to spend a few days in Cincinnatti? 9

He rubbed his hands together cheerfully
a8 he spoke, but, little as I knew the man, 1t
strack me that beneath his apparent goad
spirits there lay some unspoken trouble
which he was trying bis best to conceal.

“No™ I answered; **I am going East
to-morrow by the first train; but I wanted a
good night's rest in a bed before I started:

80 I came here”

* Buttainly, sir, suttainly,” hereturned, still
with an asswaption of jollity. < Here, Bill,
carry this trank up to No. 12.%

he porter did so, and the landlord ac-

companivid me to the room asgigned me, and
busied himsell with some tritling details for
my comfortable oceupancy of it durving the
night,* Everybody spolke of him as o good-
hearted, woll-meaning wan, and, knowing
this, [ asked him blunkly what was the was-
ter with him to-night. .

* Did you observe that there was some-
thing the watter with me when you came
in?™ he asked, suspiciously. |

“Yes, T did" I said: ¢ you startel
when [ dpened the door.”

“Did 1P Well, I gacss I'd better tell
you the whole of the story, or vou might
think there was something wrong in me."

* Linight, That's trae enough.™ What
made vou start when I opened the door? ™

* Because,” he answered, slowly, *“the
fivst glimpse 1 got of you [ thought you was
the Coroner !

** The Coroner{™

 Yes, the Coroner, We've sent for lim,
though I don't believe he'll come before
morning,  There's been a dreadful accident
to-night,  Oue of my customers—-a read good
feller—has been drowned 1Y

His eyes Olled with tears as he spoke.

¢ Drowned!" I excluimed. * llow did
that happen ’

“ I don’t know a thing about it. e was
down atairs, drinking at the bar, about eight
o'clock this cvening, and I mixed Lhim o
mint-julep myself’ just before he went out,
saying ho was geing for a walk on the wharf.
Seems to me it couldn’t bave been moro than
a couple of hoars after that when two men
brought in his dead body. Ie lhad been
drowned.” :

* Do you think it was an accident. or foul
play? " I asked.

“ [ think it must hwwe been an accident.
Perhaps the liquor be'd taken made Lim kind
o unsaurtin where he was going, 1 don't
think e had any encmics, [le was ax good-
hearted a chap as ever lived. Dvor Major
Jim! "

* What was his name? ™

¢« Major Jim. That's all [ know. That's
«what everybody callud him.”

¢ What was his business? " T arked,

“Well, I've always thought he was &
sporting-man.  Still, P'm not sure.” .

A **sporting-man ™ was 1 sort of compli-
mentary syaonym for a ** gambler.” 1 be-
lieve the term is obsolete now.

I only know,” he continued, feelingly,
* that he was as frea with Iiis money as if he'd
been a prince.  Poor 'Yfellow! How hand-
some he looky, laying dowa there in the back
parlor, with bis new brown overcoat lined
with gray silk, and his big cluster-diamond

in stuek in his shirt bosom!"™ Awl the
andlord passed the back of his hand across

Lis eyes. ’
+ Dud you try to restore him when you first

found him# "
“Yes; we tried everything, We had
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two doctors in, bat it was too late. Poor
fellow | I suppose the Coroner will ‘be here
the first thing in the morning.”

« Don't forget to have me waked at hall
past six.”

* No fear., Good-night, sir.”

¢ Crood-night,” c

He lelt me,

I vonfess T did not think much more about
the deowned anal after the door closed on
the landlord. I am not at all a heartless
persun, but Major Jim was a stranger to
e [ had never seen bim ; never should do
Bu; I was tived and sleepy, and had only a
few hibars for repose bLefore me; so, hastily
dotfing my clothing, I tambled into bed,
aund was soon fast asleep,

[How tong 1 slept I cannot tell, but my
slunber was an uneasy one. I dreamed that
1 had collecied the bad debt in New York,
and was returning home with the money,
when 1 was set upon by thieves, overpowered,
and robbed of every cent. I awoke sud-
denly, and, sitting up in bed, Ilooked arcund
the room for the robbers, )

It had been a dream, and thers were no
robhers whatever, It was not yet daylight,
and the fire was still burning brightly enough
to make all the objects about the room as
visible as thongh it were morning. I wus
just comiposing myself to slumber again
when the door, which I had locked and bolt-
ed inside, opened noisclessly, and gave
ingress to a man,—-a man in a brown over-
coat lined with gray silk, and with a great
cluster diamond pin stuck in hiy shirt !

e walked over to the fire and began to
dry his clothes which were dripping wer!

T cawe say 1 fels afvaid. 1 knew at once,
or thought I knew, who it was, by the land-
lord’s deseription, It immediately siruck
we there lad been some mistake about his
death, :

 Say, stranger!™ I sang out, ** what are
you domg in my room? ™

« Drying my clothes ! he answered, with-
out taening around.

“ Whio are you?”

“ Major Jim! "

“Oh, Pmso glad!” T exclaimed. < The
kindlord will be delighted. Then you were
not drowned after all! ™
“Yes, I was!" he said, still without turn-
ing. ’

% Yes, but I mean not dead. Not
drowned=--dead " : : :

* [ am dead! " bhe snid.

*+{h, nonsense ! "

 If you doubt it, took at me!" ‘

He turned bis face to me now, and to my
dying day, I shall never forget the sight !

The eyes were open, and were distended,
glasay and staring. The jaw had dropped,
and was fixed in that position. = Across the

forehoad there was a deep cut, from which |

thick, black blood wa- <luggishly issuing, and

the goft brown locks were covered with green
slime from the river!

“ Do 3ou doubt it now? " he asked, almost
in trinmph,

v N—o," T answered, horror-stricken.

He approsched the bed, and placed him-
self in an easy posture across its foot, while
I sat bolt upright at its head, with evéry drop
of blood in my heart frozen into ice.

* [ auppose I'm not a very pleasant com-
panion just now,” he continued, ‘*though
when—when 1 was alive, what man on ihe
river was as good company as Major Jim?
If T was kind o' lucky at * seven-up’ or at
¢ euchre,” nobody ever seemed to feel bard
#gin me.  Ab! well, tha's all over now "

And he heaved a sigh which so greatly

awakened my pity that it almost dispelled -

my. fear,

Still T did not speak.

“You may be surprised ai my coming in
on you in this way,” resumed the ghastly

¢ sporting-man *—Alas! the +sport” was

sorry enongh now !—** You may be surprised
gt my coming in, and waking you up when
you was sleeping quietly, and not thinking
of the poor chap—me, you know—who, ag
this minute is ]aid out down stares in the
back parlor, with two men watehing him !

“ Are you aghost,” I murmared, fuintly,
“or a mudman? " ‘

s I don't feel myself justified in’ answering
that question; so, with your permission,
we'll lay it on the table as they do in Con-
gress, you know.  All I've got to say to you
is this: I've come here to do you a favor, and
if you want to know how. listen! IF you
don't, say the word, and I'll be free to go,”

Althongh I would have given a kingdom
if I bad had it to get rid of this nocturnal
visitor, I neverthieless mastered my fears, and
begged him to remain. ‘

It appears, I'm obliged to tell the sceret
to the first man that sleeps in this room. If
he refuses to avail himself of my knowledge,
then I've got to tell the next man that sleeps
here, and so on until some one takes advan-
tage of it. Jt's about money, and for that
reason I'd rather Korley should know it, for
Korley is about as good as they make ’em
now-a-days,”” - )

Korley was the landlord.

wIf Igorlejr had slept here to-night, I conld
have told him; but, poor follow, he's down
stairs watcliing my body, while you, an oztsid-

er—a person I don’t care a red for —have the -

awlul streak of luck of hearing the secret.

[ bave not heard it yet,” I said.

“ No," he answered; * but here it ia,
Do you see that hearthstone !

+“Yes,” | answered. *¢ It is cracked."

** 1t is not only ¢racked but broken. Bro-
ken clearthrough. With any strong artiele for
1 wedge, the biggest blade of a kaife for in-
stance, you could lifs half of it up as easy as
rollin’ off a log. The right half of it—what do
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you think you'll find under the right hal{ of
t? Come, now, guess!  Guess what a Taeky
- fell” like myselt—a high old sport, who's
been travelling up and down between here
amd Orleans for the last ten years—guess
what e’ have to hide under a hearthstone'!
Guess 7 ' :

< Money?®

“1la, bhal™ he shouted; and his laugh
was so loud  that it seemed impossible
that thore helow shonkl not hear dr, and
come mushing up. ‘< llow fuony it is that
yonu should have goessed 1t right the
very firstpop ! Yes, sir! itis money—mon-
cy that 1 have carned by the sweat of wmy
brow and the manipalation of pastehoard,
during the last ten vears,  All in zoid, too!
all sorts—benntiful Spanish doutloons, and
American vagles, and Frenel loneys, and En-
glish sovs! Splendid! 1 dido’s want to
put them inno baok,  No indeed. There
mn't one of thom that won’t break before the
year's out,  No, sir! none of your rotten
shinplusters for me! Al gold!  Now don't
you consider yoursell a most all-fired lucky
coon, sir.” :

“Why 2 T asked,

** Because you are the first man who sleeps
in this room—and therefore all that money is
yours ™ ’

[ confess to a sort of warming up in the
region of the heart and pocket at this an-
neuncement, What [, poor Pete Barelay, with
fifteen dollars a week salary, the possessor of
the large winnings of ten years, balonging to a
suceesstul **eport ! It took away my lLireath,

* Got up and look at it," said Major Jim.

I drew un somne of my clothing, rot out of
bed, lighted a candle, and walked over to
the fireplace.  There was the stone just as
Le had said, cracked through. The fissure
was wide enough for me to insert my finger,
I probed about curiowsly. There was carth
beneath, X woadered at that, as this was
not a reom on the ground floor; but then [
remembered that the wharl ended in a steep
hill, and-that all the honses on what we of
New Orleans eall the levee, were backed
by a lank.  Thig explained the eartbwork,

* You sece,” said Major Jim, tiking the
candle from my hand and spilling the sperin
abent, 1 found mysell in possession of a
ot of gold, and I hidn’t want to bank it. I
didn't think it would be safe in bank. This
room was mine. Nobody else ever occu-
pied it. Korley wouldn't have let it to you
to-night if T hadnt been dead.” (And he
looked up at me with bis stony eyes steadily,
and with perfoct composure}. 8o T bought
an earthern erock, and 1 put wmy gold in it,
and | burivd it under this bearthstone. Every
*pall* I wade on the river, P'd come up here,
lift up the stone, and cuddle away my new
Leautics with the rest unti it iy now almost
chock-full.  Just think of it! Chock full of
gold.  And all yours! Ain’t you a lucky
goonP ™

I folt that T was lucky., Dy horror of
this dreadful dead Major Jim had vanished,
and the innate eupidity which burns in cvery
man's breast had become thoronghly aroused
to the extinetion of every other fecling.

 Mow shall I get the stone up? " 1 asked,
breathlessly,

“ Haven't your got a pocket-knifeP " he
respondud, ahinost as excited as wyself.

* 've gota pen-knife,”

*“ Perbaps that will do; iff the blades are
strong, 1I'm sure it will,”

T put my hand in my pocket and drew out
the knife. ’

“ Open several of the blades together, for
strength,” he said,

I opened all the Dlades which hinged tho
szne wiay, and, inserting them under the
stone as n wedge, gave it as powerful o
“lift ™ as 1 vonid, ’

The bladles snapped off like bits of thread
leaving the hatidle in wy hand, Quick as
thonght I tried the other side, ouly to repeat
the expevienve.  Disgasted, I flung the knifo
from me and began wilaly clutching at the
stone with my fingers, lacerating thew pain-
fuily in the effort to lift the stone.

1 always wsed a great strong serew-
driver, which answered the purpose splen-
didly. o Tean’t think where I put it.  Yon
see when 5o severs an aceident happens to a
wman as what's happened to me to-night—
getting drowned you know, and thumped
against the boulders at the wharf until 1 was
stone dead—it's apt to make one forgetful 17

Heedless of his remarks, bent on ubtain-
ing the treasure, I shricked to him to help
me move the stone; und, ag he stooped to
do so, there came a thundering rapping at
the door.

Major Jim laid his lank finger on his
bloodless lip, and whispered hoarsely :

“* (Go see who's there ! "

I walked to the door, and opened it sufli-
ciently to soe that it was the house porter,
come to wake e according to my orders,

*« It's past half past six, sir; in face, nearly
seven. [ overslept mysellf this morning.
Better hurry up, siv, if you want to catch
this train,  I'll come n and take your
trunk.”

* Wait, wait!” I shouted, **I'll let you
in ,zu a moment. Don’t attempt to como
mn. :

And I pushed the door to, and bolted it
again.

I rushed to the fire-place, to speak to
Major Jit. . .

He was gone,

Not a trace of the drowned *sport™ to
be soen!

At that moment the sun, which had barely
risen yut out of the murky fogs of the river,
lit: up the heavens suddenty, and showed me
the reality of the commonplace and the ab-
surdity of the supernatural! Had I been
dreaming? There were the spots of sperm
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spilled ahout an the cracked hearth-stone,
the broken pen-knife, myself half-dressed,
the vivid ** truth-seemingness™ in my memo-
ry of the features of 2 man whom I had never
geen in Nife —what did it mean?

“You'll be left, sir, if you dont hurry
up,” said the perter, outside,

My sensvs now returned to me. I walked
to the door, threw it open, and hurriedly
beran making my preparation for departure,

¢ Poor Major Jim ! said the porter, as he
shouldered my trunk, * many’s the dollar hill
hes slipped into my hand for carrying bis
tronk out, and in this room.” .

So this wase his room.  How did T know it
way his room before the porter spoke? Kor-
ley had said nothing about it.

1 gave the man some money, and, taking
my travelling-bag and wmbretks in my hand,
walled down stairs. In the bar-room, I met
the landlord.

* Korley,” said I, ** did you sit up with
the body of the drowned man last night? ™

 Yes, T did,” he answered, with a look
of surprise.  ** How did you know that?”

Without answering his question, I asked
another.

. ** Did the hody—move—Ilast night—at any
time?

** Move!” he echoed.
erazy | "

** Let me see the body," T whispered.

This would be confirmation, Here wasa
man I had never seen, L might bave dreams-

“Why, you're

ed about him, but it was searcely likely a

vision seen in a dream wouald be correct.

Korley opened the door of the back parlor
and-there was the very man !

TFhe brown overcoat lined with gray silk,
the great cluster-diamond pin stu(ﬁ: in the
bosomn of the heruffled shirt, the neat pa-
tent leather boots, the cut scross the fore-
head, the dank weeds, green and shny,
clinging to the brown, soft hair; the eyes,
closed now, but staring stenily nevertheless
throngh their lowered lids straight into the
depths of my awe-stricken bheart! I could
not fook. 1fled from the room.

What had I best do now? 'That the mon-
ey was there—up-stairs, in the very place he
had deseribed, T could not doubt.  Should 1
go back and get it sacretly, or sbould I tell
the affair to Korley, as Major Jim had said
he wished the landlord to have the money ?

¢ Rorley,” sail I, while I was paying my
bill, -« that was Major Jim's room you put
me to sleep in dast mght!" |

“1 know it was, It was the only room
vacant in the honse,”

“Well,” T said, slowly, ** something very
curious happened to me while there.”

“* How curvious #” he asked,

“ What would you say if I were to tell
you I'd seen Major Jim's ghost 3

1

“I saw his ghost, T tell vou, and from
what be said to me, I think you'd better sleep
int that room to-night.”

No sir-ee!
I wouldnt de it for—

the ghost of poor Major Jim?
Not mueh, T won't.
for a pot of gold!” .

Without waiting to say good-by, I ran out
of the hoase, and never stopped till T found
myself seated in the cars going East,

Po my great surprise and gratifieation, I
collectedd the money in New York, much
more easily and more expiditionsly than I
had expected. The bad debtors_happened
to be *“ilush™ throngh payment of some of
their own outstanding accounts, and they
treated me with that politeness and liberality
which characterizes the New York mor-
chant,
arount due us, on a well-known banking-
house in the Crescent City, and, my business
being now terminated, I turned my steps
homeward, ' g

1 should have stopped at Cincinnati, evenif
T was not obliged to do so, as [ was, My mind
was now fully made up on nue point—if no one
else had oceupied the room in the tendays 1
had been away I was dotermined to profit
by my former experience, and dislodge the
broken hearthstone, in search of the treasure.

Rorley was out when T arrived; bat [
asked immediately to be shown to room No,
12. Entering the' room, my first thought
was of the hearthstone. © I walked averto i,
What a. metamorphosis was herc! In
place of the broken stone, there now lay a
new slab, without flaw or crack! Strongly
cemented, too, on every gside! While 1 'was
survaying it with amazement, Kovley on-
tered.

** What's the matter?™ asked he, seeing
my look of disgust.

“*Look here, Korley,” said I, ** what did
you have a-new hearthstone put here for? "
“ Why, the most curious affair happened
two nights after you left, Mr. Barclay. Let
mg sce, it*s nearly two weeks ago now, isn’t
itp ™

“Yes,” said I, impationtly; ** what was
the affair—what happened? ?

traveller to sleep in here, and the next morn-
mz he walked down stairs, paid his bill, pot
off, and when the chambermaid came in here
to. do the roowm, what do you think she
found ? ™ )

** What, what?® . :
*That that broken hearthstone lad
been pulled up, and broken again by who-
ever did it, and underneath, imbedded in

ware crovk—"

* Filled with gold?”

* It might have been at first, It was
empty when we discovered it, But near the-

* O Lordie! "  ejaculated the susceptible
Korley, lis teeth chattering already. :

door there, we found fwo picces of mone

*Me! In aroom where a ghost comes—

I got a draft from them for the -

* Why, two nights after you loft, I puta

the earthwork, there was a great earthens
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ey—an American fen-dollir cagle and a
Spanisk donbloon,™ . .
.1 proaned aloud and dropped into a chair.

Why had [ not staved? Why had I been
such an idiot? I couid have Killed myself,
Shounid I tell Korley ? Noj he, too, had let
the treasure slip through his fingers. It was
more metrciful to let him remain in igno-
rancve.

* 80, as the stone was too badly broken to
be put back, I bad a new one laid in,”

T could not speak to him.

That afternoon, I went on board the Au-
toerat, bound for New Orleans, Korley was
with me to the last.

“1id I tell you the Coroner came that
morning, alnost mmediately after yon left,
and gave a verdict of ¢ aecidental drowning.”
Then we buried him. Poor fellow! We had
to sell that diamond pin e wore, to pay his
funeral expenses, He had no money, not a
cent, and yet people used te say he cheated
at cards—dern ‘em all!?

S Welre ofi'I™

A simultaneous shout from wyrinds of
voices—young and old folks, rich and poor
folks, white and colored folks,—-a creaking of
machinery, & prolonged whistle from a steam-
boiler's pipe, and the huge beat moves slow-
ly awny from the shore!

Korley springs off on to the wharf, waving
his handkerchief in token of adicu, and the
last I'see of him he is standing in the door-
way of the ** River Queen Hotel® -

I can give no’ eluchiation of the events I
bave related. They happened justas I bave
told them. If it was a dream it was a very
vivid one; and if it was a vision, wasn%t [
gmaidi()t. & donkey, not to take advantage of
157

T have thought over it now pretty continu-
ously lor twenty years. If any of my read-
ers feel like devoting the same length of time
to it they have my full consent to do so.
Twenty yearsis a long time, jsn't it? [ am
forty-five years old now, In many respectsI
think T am a better man than I wae then;
but, howsoever that may be, in regard to this
affair of Major Jim, I'll be banged if I am
in the least degree a wiser one! -

VIL
SOMEWHAT RELATIONAL,

+ In other wards, My Coosin Frank,” said
I. ¢t A relation in two senses of the word.”

“How s0 ? * asked John.

“ 'Why if he is * my cousin Frank,” heis a
relation of mine; and as it is a story, that is
& relation of mine also. Don't you sue? "

# 15 that where the langh comes in?

Joln got up gravely, shook hands with me
with tears in his eyes, and moumnfully re-
summed his seat,

I repeated the title.

My Cousin Frank,

“ Say what you please, old fellow, it's
slow, deunced slow,” said my consin, throw-
ing his newly-lighted cigar ont of the win-
dow with sneh foree that it vontinued its course
on a straight line for many seconds throngh
the sweet spring air, which grected owr nos-
trils, redolent with the weight of June roses
and duffodila. 1 could not agree with him,
although he brought all sorts of argaments
to testify to the truth of his assertion. Tt
was an incontrovertible fact that we had left
Nuw York while the capital vet bore its gay-
eties like Wolsey, his ¢ blushing honors, thick
upon it;” that we had come to a srcluded
place early in June; that we did nof know a
¢ soul M and werestotally macquainted with
8 *“ body ” within fifty miles of our present
place of residence; that there were no clabs,
no theatres, no sipns of an opera, no balls,
no hops—=literally nothing, Frank said, to
enliven the dullness of Hvertou Point, We
differed ag widely on this head as we did
on those of our physical and mental structure.
1 considered the place little short of an carth-
ly paradise—if such an anomaly can exisf—
sl bad made arrangements to kpend the
smmer on the picturesqite banks wiich skict
the waves of the silvery Hudson stream.
Qur present domicil was. an slmost prince-
Iy residence, built but a few years ago by
one of our then new rich, who shortly after
became a prominent member of the numer-
ous class of new poar,  Secluded in a mel-
ancholy towa in Germaay, the Lumily who
once held state within these walls was eking
out a miserable existence, whose sole support
consisted of the rent of this bouse, the mad
speculator, the father, who had raised thom
s0 suddenly from peverty to wualth, and
more stddenly still lowered them from wealth
to poverty again, having sunk bueneath the
woight of misfortune and of sickness—not
of the body, but of the mind—and dewmand-
ed no longer any domain on earth save a
quict and perhaps forgotten resting plaee in
a vemotery where buvial lots are (:lwz\r. tad
he disd before hia splendid soap-bublie-
fortune had burst, he would now be lying in
Greenwood with perhape an obelisk, or other
flaunting loere-bought thing, bearing upon
its marble surface a list of virtees which only
vich men possess, reaving its Imperishalle
head fur above the perishalle any which
crmbles inte dost beneath, It was not a
pleasant story to have hanging about cvery
nook and corer of our summer retreat,
surely ; bat who, now-a-days, is so forlish as
to busy himself about the antecedents of the
place which for the nonee he inhabits ? Mat-
ters it aught to you that on the deck you now

“Te i

tread on one of our ocean palaces was en-
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“self’ presented the fwo extremes of man-
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acted a w'dnight erime ?—that at -this point

a troublvsome heir to property was pushed

tled here and possessed princely domains—
whole duchies and principalities’ of grounds

from his hold, and then (after a few midutes’ | —but who fled’back to England wlen onr

lapsé of time) a loud cvy of < man overboard
—my cldest brother overboard "—was raised P
Who knows of such things? Who cares to
hear them?  What good conld we do if even
we did know and hear? Noj let it all pass,
Let the Everton family die of starvation in
the Gemnan village if soch is their destiny,
while [ run viot in their princely balls if such
is mine,

But T am not a man to run riot: every-
thing in my nature relels apainst that ex-
pression and #gainst its enactment. Not
that L am an invalid; but in my vonth 1 was
always delicate, and now in my manhood,
little as I care to own it to wyself, T am not
sirong.  "Tis troe every person [ know (ex-
cept one) extols my face, my figure, swears
I am a very Hereules for strengib, a very
Apollo for groce; but, thauk Heaven. my
louking-glass is no fAatterer (caring litile and
knowing less whether the imape it reflocts is
that of a rich or & paor man), and it tells me
my cheek is sallow, my eve lustréless, and
my form thin and emactated, My physeians

have often recommended a life rosidence in,

the more genial elimes of Europe, or on our
own far Southern coast; but T cannot go.
Perliups as the story progresses the secret of
this wall divalge itself,

I said above that my eousin Frank and my-

nature. Al that eringing sycophants sajid of
me was troe of him—tall, manly, athletie;
“an eye like Mus, to threaten and com-
mand, Hyperion corls —all the graces that
poets and young girls dream of were the
birthright of ¥rank Harley. We formed a
etriking contrast as we trod together the
smooth gravel walks of Everton, or, mount-
ed on English thoronghbreds, scoured the
woods surrounding.  He, straight as an In-
dian, elastic as a gazelle, soft-eved and
ruddy-complexioned as a girl. 1, round-
shouldered, careworn, malancholy, though
two years the junior of the dashing fillow
who was my almost constant companion,
And yet such is the ingratitude of mortals,
to hear his story you would think I was the
lucky one, and he the poor, wretehed miser
able who folt that a great wrong had been
dune bim in bringing bim into the world, and
numberloss frightful acts of injustice com-
mitted since that interesting period. T can
hear his complaint now: it always ran:
* Divilish unlucky dog ¥ am; not & penny
of my own in the world, while you-—thousands
upen thousauds.” Faugh! money, maney,
nothing but money ; the very sound of the
word nauseated me, :

Frank Harley's futher and mine were two
brothers, belonging to a family which hoast-
ed, even on this democratic soil, of breings
purely aristocratie ; their ancestors belonged

Revolution broke out. Some member, how-
ever, remained here, and this was our pro-
genitor, who when he died left something
more tangible than his name to his post erity’,
Thus Frank’s father and mine were hoih rich
men at the outset of life; but hefore long my
 father had made himself theice richer than
when he started, and Frank's father had wasted
his patrimony till actual poverty stared him and
his young wife in the face.  Then a groat ex-
pediency was thought of—the babe about to
visit this mundane ephere, and who now

been called upon to make that entrance,
should be nawed, whether girl or boy, after
the bachelor uncle, Francis Harley, who
would, of conrse, in gratitude for said con-
deseension, immediately constifute the as-
yet-unborn member of the family his heir or
heiress.  But two months after the arrival of
the little savior of the fortunes of his futher's
house the bachelor unele became a bachelor
no longer, and, in conrse of time. in answep
to Heaven's eall, and in direct antagonism to

now, at the are of twenty-eight, stood be-
reft of all relations in the  world except
Frank, possessed of my father and mother's
eombined fortunes, of a weak constitution,
and the paternal name of Francis Ilarley,
My cousin was, I believe, cliristened this,
too; but it woulil have scemed as ludierous
to call himi Franeis as.it would to call me
Frank. He was frank, gav, dashing, beil-
liant. T was Francis—cold, melancholy and
il-favored, I must not forget the other differ- .
enve between us, which always formed the
staple of Frank's conversation when we wers
quite alone and not likely to be overheard, I
was tich.  He was poor.  We lived together,
and had done so foryears, he consenting 1o
this arrangement because of no ‘reason” on
earth but of my being * the desceduest nicest
fellow going,” and 1 falling in with it because
it snited my fancy to have something that
could claitn kindred with near me in solitude
or pleasure.  Sometimes I grew vastly tived
of him, and often have been on the point of
making a different arrangenent ; but. as often
have gazed into his face and scen the look of
his father there, which brought mine back to
memory, and then [ said no word of my plan
in regard 1o separation, )

** Now, isn't it slow?™ reiterated Frank,
throwing himself at full length on a damask-
satin divan, and kicking the sofa cushion ont
into #pace. | picked it up from the floor and
brushed off the dust which his foot had left -
there. 1t was of no great value, a worsted

thing, made by some woman's hand; but I
placed it cavefully ona chair. Then. I an-
swered him;

** Why, Frank, T see nothing * slow * abont

to that select few of English nobles who set- | it.  We have horses, carriages, boating, fishe

complained so bitterly of his éver having

my uncle’s forvent pravers, [ came, and |
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ing; later we shall have gunning, long
walks, all the new books to rs-ad,_all. the
prominent New York journalsand periodieals
to devour, a luxurious house to live in, and
magnificent grounds to surround us.”

4 Yes, but we dontsee a single hody from
morning till night: we dont know a human
soul within fifty miles® .

To this argument of bodies and souls 1
could but remain silent, having no proof to
the contrary to adduce, . .

« Why don't we go to some of the fashion-
able watering places?” )

He knew well enough why we did not. 1
lad left the city for health, and I did vot
think it very probable that searce comumodity
was to be found in one of the watering pla-
ces, where'so much stronger liqoid than wa-
ter is drunk—especially under the gueidance
of my friend Frank.

¢ The house here is taken for six months,”

spid evasively. .
! ¢ That’s not)hing,” he answered, Truo, it
was nothing tohim. ** Weare forced-to pay
fov it for that length of time,” said he, using
the first person plural, with dﬂ]lgll"!‘ﬂl eoo)-
ness; * but, by Jove! we arc not forced to
live in it.” s

True, again; but T still held out for my
present place of sojourn, He harped at the
different watering places with unceasing vig-
or, however, until at length T sald, impa-
tiently :— L.

+ Go there alone, since Everton is 30 un-
pleasant to you.” : - -

A bot blush, part of anger and part humil-
tation, suffused lis handsome _fe:u.uro.s. H_ow

could he go to those expensive places with-

out meP My conscience smote me for my
hastiness, and T at once said
“ Well, Frank, give the orders to the
sorvants.  We will start next Monday.”
That was Friday, and a child who longs
impatiently “for & new toy could not have

pined with more eagerness than Frank did

for the arrival of the day of onr departure.

It eame at last, however, as_everything docs

in this world—joy, pain, health, sickness,

death—and, like all these, feli short of the
expectation.  § fels that in leaving Everton

T was leaving quict, rest of mind. tranquility

of heart: and that,in seeking the gay haunts

of pleasure’s votavies, 1 was rusiung onward
to wisery, anguish and despair.  Nay, smile
not at the thonght. A sick man who lives
within himsel{ sces the kaleidoscope of hu-
man life ¢lad in far less brilliant hues than he
for whom woman's heart yearns aud her eyes
averflow.  What was woman's lhicart to e ?

What did 1 know of that incomprehensible

iece of mechanism? [
Frank had no such misgivings as myself.
If he Lad been on the direct road to Cansan,

mumberless  elegancies for the trip—titile
comforts of which I was utterly destitute—
having a marvellously fine light gray silk
coat, to protect his under one from dust, a
jaunty hat, which beeame him 'm‘!mh. nnr.l
carrying in his hand a bag containing, T af-
terwards discovered, as many necessaries of
lite in the shape of knives, forks, hrandy
flasks, &e., as it Sararoga had been a distaat
wilderness -and we were gaing to found o
colony there., Travellers spoke to us, and
paid much deference to Frank, leaving me
and my thoughts to keep each other com-
pANY.

. ' Lanry Asheton will be there,” axid Frank,
careleasly gazing out of the window after a
way traveller, wit}'\ who‘m he _had boen carry=-
ing on an interesting_discussion on the rela-
tive beautiea of English and American girls,
Where? ™ said I, all the blood in my
heart rushing up to my face, and then desert-
ing it, leaving me pale ana ey cold.

1« At Saratoga, to he sare,” answered my
cousin, ** Everybody will be there; arn’t you
glad you came?™ o

S Glad! T was intoxicated with joy;
mad with delight. She was to be there—I
: | see her.

‘!h(‘,}ﬂI;uw did you know this, Frank?” I
asked, . .
T got a letter from .hor aunt this morn-
ing, and she mentioned it .
Strange that Mra, Warner should write to
my cousin, o -

“ FPrank,” said T again, just as he was
composing  himsell to slomber, *are yon
sure that letter was for you? .

* Iere it is—perhaps it was written to
yon. On the whole, 1 think it was, for there
is an aflusion to money in it,  Nobody cver
alludes to money to me, as I have none to
allude to. o

He handed me the letter, which was ad-
dressed to ¢ FL Harley, Hsq.” It was bt
natural that Frank should open it, ami yot
his having done so angored we. 1t contain-
ed but n fow words, saying that Laura had.
been recommended to drink the Saratoga
water, and asking we In‘ivutuly (of course
without Laura’s knowledge) to advance her
quarterly income. , ,

My father had been Laura’s _guartl:an at
one period, and had invested hér money m
some railway stocks, which paid & very hand-
some percentage ; hut for wany years now
the railway had ceased to exist, and all mon-
eys which had been invested therein were
among the things of the dead, Put for all
that 1 had kept on_paying the amouut she
had been in the habit of receiving, often ad-
ding to it, under pretence that the rond was
doing better,  She thanked me ocensiouatly
for the interest T took in ber affairs, bus of

he could not have tooked more screnely bap- § conrse suspeeted nothing further. iI.layl:u
y than he did when coinfortably ensconced | claim to the title of generous for thig—
in the railway car which was steaming on to | feeling for her was of a different stamp.

Saratoga.

e -had provided himseff with | would have beggared myscll for ber,  And
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now the sccret which prevented ‘my going
South or to Enrope is out—not such a very
mysterious one after all. I was in love with
Luura Asheton. I could not leave the coun-
try she was in,

It was night when we arrived at Saratoga,
and found our way to one of those wretched
caravanseries yelept a hotel. 1 toiled pain-
fully up to the topmost story of the house, to
reach the only room whick was atill vacant,
leaving Frank to inscribe our aames on that
ponderous caleadar of mortal (few immortal)
cognomens, the register book,

The next day I made reseavches for Laura
and hey aunt, but found they had ot arrived.
My next duty was to send Mra. Warner a
draft for twice the sum she had requested,
This done, I wended my wuy toward the ho-
tel.  There I found Frank conning the pages
of a pigmy newspaper with great and evi-
dent intevest. At last a emile of self satis-
laction broke forth, and with 4 low laugh bLe
sxelaimed:

Y There it is; look at it, Francig,”

It was notling more or less than the an-
nouncement of the arvival of F. Harley, Esq.,
under the head of * distinguished visitors,”

“Did you ask them to pul your name
there, Frank " 1 asked.

“ My name!™ le vjaculated. *< What do
they care for my name? I'm not vich, am T?
‘A rose by any other name would smell as
sweet 1 but Frank Harley, were he suddenly
dubbed Rothschild, would occupy a far dif
ferent status in the financial and social world
to the one in which cruel fortune has now
placed the individual in guestion.”

““What interest can it be to any one at
Saratoga or ont of it to know that [ am
bere 2 T said sullenly.

*The interest of the public is a newspa-
nm"s capital, he answered. ** My being

ere is of interest to no one.”

At 1his moment we were interrupted by
the entrance of the clerk, who cahe rushing
foward us, and, with great velubility and no
little  condeacension, informed wa that the
‘¢ Ambassndor su-¢f of rooms on the first
floor™ would be at our disposat the next day,
as the ministerizl party now ocenpying them
were to leave by the early morning tyain,

“ Very well,” said my ~cousin, waving off
the officious personage with a gestare worthy
an emperor,  ** Have them ready as soon gy
poesible, and then send up some porters to
assist our valet fo move our trunks.”

The official retired somewhat abashed,
but, on the whole, serenely happy. He was
a pleasant man, looking as if he had been
first well sernbbed with a serubibing brash,
and then suddenly fmmersed in larze and
snowy vestments of the material known as
*tduck,” Tn this state of spotless purity in
regard to clothes he remained during the
whole period of our stay.

*“Did you bespeak that suit of rooms,
Frank?“ 1 asked.

‘¢ Yes, to be sure. 'Who everheard of I,
Harley, Esq., being stewed alive ina box

apartments we shall have to-morrow are
something like— they are grand, noble—

that does not matter. For see the advanta-
ges. We can entertain in these rooms—
there are some professional singers hore now
—for a mere trifle we could give a splendid
musical soirée.”

“ When ‘you give that, Frank,” I said,
smiling, ¢ please don't Invite me.” -t

* What a deuced low spirited, uncomfort-
able sort of a misanthrope you are, Francis,?
he exelaimed, petolantly.

Though it was scarcely fair in him to make
this rebuke, T felt what he said was true, [
was fast becoming liypochondriacal.  Well,
that was my fate; but was it not a huge
piece of seliishness in me to trammel thia
joyous, {rivolous spirit which restlessly flut-
tered its wings against the iron-bound’ cage
in which destiny bad placed it?

terfere with your plans for enjoyment. Be
as gay as you can while you ean, If I feel
fike it I will drop in at your fostivals ocea-
stonally,” 8o saying, I filled up a check for
an adequate sum, and, after signing, handed
it to himh, He was all smiles, all thanks, all
praise; pleasant words to hear; but as often
before it bad done, the sound of the voice
secmed to me false and hollow. 'The bright
eye was rendered brighter still; It it struck
me that the increased brilliancy caime from

from gratitude which the act called forth,
After he had left me I corsed myself for a
mean-spirited, narrow-minded, suspicious
nature, and regolved to harbor no more such
itleas abeut Frank,

Lanra and her aunt arrived the next day,
and alighted at the hotel where we were
st(:[:ping. I met her in the vast space they
call the * ladies’ parlor,” whither 1 had flis.

ing the day. She came at length, however,
accompanied by her aunt, in response to the
card I had sent up to them. I watched heras
shie walked zeross the bong room, and noticed
that she was blushing, deeply enhancing her
beauty thereby, and that she glinced ner-
vously at every gentleman she passed, look-
ing for kim who had sumwmoned her, Heav-

Jens! coull so mueh emotion be cavsed by

the knowledge that she was soon to mect
me? My heart bounded with joy. She
passed me; for I sat half hidden Dy o win-
dow enrtain,  As she did so I pronounced
her game.  She started and tured, and ber
took of blushing happiness was chunged for
one of disappointment,

* Why, Franeis, ig it you ? * she sald care-
lessly. ** I thought it was Frank's card.”

I said nothing,

v

** You ought to bave some distinguishing

of a room on the fifth story? Now these’

they're dear, to be sure, very dear; but

* Well, Frank,” I said, ** don’ let me fn- .

the greed which the money awakened, not

ted, hoping to see er numberless thnes dup- -

. mé too, for that matter, that the former was
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mark on vour cards, so that one wight know
which it 13 that calls.”

Was this the greeting she gave me after
three months absence? Was this the en-
counter which I bad longed Jor, yet shrank
fromn for very fear of her too great power
over me P

+ T don't know what we conld have put on
our cards,” I answered, in a tone as careless
as her own, i

“ Why not senior and jonier? " she asked
Javghingly. <Ol no, thay would never do;
people might think that Frank was your
son.”

** You forget that he is my senjor, Laura,”
- True.  She had forgotten that,

“You ought 1o semlt np your cartes de
visite when you eall,” said Mrs, Warner.

A hot flush suffused my features ab this
sumrestion.  The difference in the individu-
als rendered even mistaking the photograph
of one for the likeness of the other an ntter
impossibility. Perbaps 1 was morbidly sen-
sitive on the sulject of this great disparity
in personnt advantages between my cousin
and myself; but it never troubled me except
when I thought of Laura.

“By the by, where is Trank? " she in-
quired.

' Driving, 1 believe. I have not seen him
this morning.”

' Will ke soon he back?

I suppose s0.”

‘At this pmeture Mrs, Warner took vcea-
gion to thank me for the promptitude with
which [ had attended to ** that little matter
of business: ™ and thus, after the interchange
of & few common-places, ended my first in-
terview at Saratoga with Laora Asheton.

Perhaps 1 ought to explain bow we beeame
8o intimate as to drep the titles of ** Mr.”
and ¢ Miss™ aud call each other by the
Clivistian name. Frank and T bad lived
with Mrs. Warner for several years during
our youth, Frank was an orphan, I mother-
less, and my father plaved us under the
charge of this good lady, than whom none
better fitted to bave care of the moral eul-
ture of two growing boys, Our intellectual
requirements were more than satisfied by
competent teachers, who gave ug lessons at
the house. My father was always prejudiced
against boarding schools, and my health was
certainly fostercd with more care by Mrs,
Warner than it wonld bave been by any

matron of an establistiment of the ** Dothe-

boys Huall” order. Frank was educated by
my father in the same manner as myself, [
liave often wondered why my father nover
left him any money in his will; but to this
day I can remember his telling Fravk, and

¢ an ungratefisl, worthlesa fellow, whose only
chance for becoming & solid, steady man was
being thrown out into the world and left to

it waz ‘one of my pet pland to marry Frank
to the girl e loved, liowever poor or lowly
she might be, and then on kis wedding da
hand Lim u check for as many thousand doi}:
lars as he had vears, providing Le mareied
before he was fifty (which there was every
probability of his tloin;:f). [ could do this
without seriousiy interfering with wy own
yenrly income. It was in thi manner that
we three children, then ealled eagh other
Frank, Francis and Laura, and to this day
we liave adopted no other made.

I don't know whether Laurn Ashoton was
considered a heanty by anybody but nysclf.
Sle was atender-eyod, pink-cheeked, amiable
looking mrl, elegant in her dress amt figore,
bt laying no chaims to the deseriptive ad-
jective < Tast,” being as directly opposite to

Srapid * In every particular as well might

be. I heard a ghastly pale ludy say ouce to
her that if'she were dvessed in costume
Laura would took only like a peasant girl,
and nothing more, with those red cheeks.
Ah, lady ! if Arcardia’s peasants were like
Laura, how fain would T leave the atmos-
phere of American bon ton to fly to thuse
lealy bowers and dream away wy life!
Frank returned from his drive in due
comrse of time, and, on cnlering the room
made & vigorous attack, in which the safety
of the bell-pull was greatly comprowised.

¢ Bring me up & bottle of Veuve Cliqnot,”
stid my cousin to the waiter who answered
the sammons; *‘the real thing; do you
hear? —no trash!  Be off, Ay, begone,
Clear ont, will youP™

This to the Hibernian who was wasting
precious moments in the inspection of the
arrangements of our drawing-rosm, which
tiad been enlivened a little by the introdue-
tion of some few objels d'arf, bronzes, cte,
Theatrical slaves, when they fly to do the
bidding of the genii who commaml them,
cotld not have disappeared faster than the
Celt did on hearing Frank’s peremptory order,
{le flew, and presently the champngne flew
uil over the cloth of the eentre table, much
to my annoyance; for I am a neat person
naturally and cannot bear to see destrovtion
of any kind, Wanton carelessness positive-
ly pains me. :

* By Jove, sir," suddenly ¢jaculated my
counsin, after paying his devoirs to the bottle,
which T refused to salute, ** she's the most
gorgeous woman 1 ever saw. * She's all my
faney painted her, sho’s lovely,’ ete., ete.
Have you seen herf?

“ Yes,” I answered, looking out into the
hot, dusty street, at the jaded creatures who
came here gnder pretence of seeking country
air, and now pitying, now despizing thom
for their sheeplike proclivities, in thus herd-
ing topether m untoward places, boeanse,
forsooth, fashion witted it so.

* Where did you see her?™ demanded

struggle for himself,” This be lad never
done since my accession te the fortune. and

Frank breathlessly., as if it had been o ques~
tion of life and deatk.
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*t She came into the drawing-room to see

me.” 1 answered, quietly. ** L sent.up my
eard.”
A prolonged stare, in which both eyes and
mouth opened to their fullest extent, then
an uncontrollable burst of laughter, were the
signs of wonder and mirth with which my
cousin greeted this remark, -

« Well, well, I've always heard that still
waters run deep; but to think of a quiet, re-
tiring fellow like you having the *cheek’ to
send vp yowr card to a woman you don't
know, And she came down! Of course
she did! She’d beard you were one of the
richest men in this country.”

“ Woman I don't know—* cheek,*™ T re-
peated, in no very amiable tone of voice,
* Who ave you talking about ?

* Who are you talking about? ”

¢ About Laura Asheton.”

v The devil take—that s, T reant to say,
T wasn't speaking of Laura Ashcton. T was
talking of the new arrival who has set every-
body an the qut vive—the renowned French
lady, Madawe de Viron.™ .

I listened, but heeded not his wholesale
praises of this lady; she had only been at
Saratoga two hours; yet Frank at that mo-
ment coald have written her biography if the
pigmy newspaper had chosen to ask it of
him.

* She's a young widow, just twenty-three;
was married gzt some barbarously yonthful
period to an andient brick, who considerately
departed this life two years ago, leaving her
an immense fortune all in her own right,
Her mother is travelling with her, and they
are visiting this country on'a tour of pleas-
use, and will return to Parts in November,?

It was not until this therme was well nigh
exhausted (my paticnee had been long be-
fore) that Frank thought of the person who
80 constantly occupied my reflections.

+¢ So Lolly has arrived, hasshe? Did you
say anything about sitting next them at din-
ner? ™

I frankly confessed that while with them I
had never so much as thought of dinner; at
which avowal of imbecility Frank gazed at
me with an expression of pity for my weak-
ness and sorrow for my incapacity, whichwas,
positively spenking, ** And this is the man ”
—I know he was inwardly saying—** who is
rich, while I, such a man as I, am poor.”

+ T must see about it then,” said he, more
scornfully than the heinous eircumstance
secmed to me to warrant, '

I aceompanied him down stairs, heard him
give the order, saw him fee the waiter, and-
then we strolled out together fora walk. It
was a little before the dinner hour when we
returned and repaired to the drawing-room
to await the coming of the ladies. Laura
and her aunt were among the first to appear.
The beantiful blush which I had observed on
her face-in the morning again suffused her
features as her blue eyes fell on Frank,

* Why, Lolly, how do you do? ™ said he,
gazing over her shoulder at a bevy of -ladies
who were entering the room, and searcely
glancing at my beautiful peri, whose hand
he was holding. * 8o you've come, lave
you? I told Francis everybody would be
here.
ist You can't be well, System ont of or-
der, eh? The water will do you good.”

So saying he droppod the little hand, and
Ieft her to encase it in a tiny glove, as she had
done to its mate alveady. T kuaew the cause
of the cold hand. I knew all the symptoms
—contradictory, extraordinary, ingxplicable
——which the emotion of the heart will awak-
on in the body.
myself. She loved Frank Harley—it was
as plain as day—the boy whe had teased her

4as a child, whom she knew as a man to he

fickle and faithless. -She- now bardly dared
to lift her eyelids to him, investing him with
that sanctity which was the reflex of her own
pure feeling, amd not in any manner a part
of the man’s nature,

- By some singular ccincidence—perhaps
not 5o mysteriout to. Frank as to the rest-—
the new arrival and her mother sat dizectly
opposite nz at dinner, and thus T had a good
opportunity of scanning the features of the
““renowned ? - French lady. My first in-
pression was not altogether a favorable one;
that is, my first impression of ber face.  du
reste, all was charming. Her dress was a
pleasing mixture of grave colors and gay,
and of a cut which, though youthful, still
partook of a matronly character, suiting thus
at onee hier yvears (yet few) and her position
int Jife, which was advaneed, as she had been
wife, and was now widow, at an age when
many of her sex are yet maids.  Iler figure
was fill of grace; but it struck me that the
face, which all lauded for its piquaney, many
for its prettiness — which Frauk apostro-
phized in a rather singular, but perhaps not
mappropaiate, phrase, as ** deoced Jovely *—
wis more marked by an expression of com-
bined holdness and cunning than I conld have
wished,  Still, the more 1 looked at it the
more atraetive it became, and before the
dinter was over 1 agreed with Frank that
Madume de Viron was a very fascinating
persorl m appearance. .

** Fasvinating! She’s bewildering! be-

witching! I say, Francis, did it ever strike.

vou that our [iend there on your right, Lol-
ly Asheton, is a deuncedly ipsipid givl?2 ™~

At anothor time | would have struck him
to the carth for sueh an expression, My first
impulse was to do this now; buos then a sec-
ond thought, guicker than lightning flash,
came to me, whispering, ** Lot him think
slightingly of her,  When she findy he does
not love her perhaps she will transfer her af-
foctions to you,” 1 do not say I clutehed at
this idea eagerly. I have ever been too
proud to be wmean, and what meanness could

be greater than to underrate a woman you es- -

Why, bless me, how cold your hand ~

I knew it, and then cursed
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teem under such circumstances as these? T
did not reply to his question, the very gnb-
jeut of our remark causing a diversion by ob-
serving that everybody lad gone, and as the
dinner” was over she saw no reason for not
fulling in with everybody's examiple.  Every-

. body was pone exvept the Freneh party op-

posite, who sat sipping their wine slowly amd
sensibly, after the European fashion.” The
two companiens of the lady who hud so cap-
tivatedl Frank were her mother, between
wham and her danghter there existed not the
slightest resemblance, who was called Mad-
awe de Monsel, and a short, chubby, slightly
olearinous gentleman, whose name T never
canglt exactly, but who, like the ladies, re-
Jaiced inthe arirtocratic prefix of * de”

We left thew in the dining-room, and,
Laura and ber aunt aevepting a «drive with
me anid Frank, we lost gsight of Madame do
Viron for that evening.  On the next a hop
was to be given at the hotel; and Frank in-
formed me in the morning that ** this nixht
or never " lie would be introduced to the fair
French fady. I did not ask him how this
waes to be bropght about, and was utterly
amazed afterwards to sca that he had some-
how or other scraped up an acquaintance with
the Frenel gentleman, as my consin left me to
discourse with him.  After they had taken
¢ & (rink ” together and indnlged in other
friendly provedures, Fraik came up to me
and asked me in a low tone if T wanted to
use the pleeton and horses that morning. -1
sald no, and before the monosyllabic word
Lad well passud my lips Frank was hack
again at the Frenclinan’s side, and begaing
that petson to join him in Lis morning drive.
This offer was graciously accepted, and the
Jast T heard of the pair the Frenchman was
londly complimenting Frank on the beauty
and good taste of his  eqnipage, assuring
Lim that it was far too stylish an affair for
this country, and, to be properly apprecia-
ted, showld be rulling along the smooth ave-
nue of the Champ Llysees,  They both pass-
e me without 2 look or gesture, and I went
to seek Laura. I found hor, and, accompan-
il by hev wunt, we took a stroll through the
town. Ider manner was, as usual, perfectly
kind to me—a mixture ‘of sweetness and
friendly familiarity which oppressed. me.
How gladly would I have exchanged this for
the blushing nervousuess she displayed to-
wards Frank! She inguired where he was,
and seemed very uncomfortable when T told
Ler who his companion was in the drive,

*“ Frank is rather remiss in lis attentions
to old {riends,” said Laura, with unfeigned
annoyanee. '

“ Ah, my dear, said herannt, T always
told you Trancie was the kinder of my two
hoys.

I pressed my.good friend's hand for thanks,
and looked up at Laura to see il she coinei-
ded in the sentiment. Alas! ler thoughts
were far away from me; for at that moment

4

Frank came dashing by in the phicton, and
the Frenchwan  directed  his  eye-glass to
Laura’s flushed face in so deciled a maoner
that my very Llood boifed at the sight of his
now {ast-retreating form.,

“ Inzaleng fellow ! T exelaimed.

“Who? Not our Frank, 1Tope?” By

ahll the saints i the calendar, the girl had

seen bat him, nor even notieed that the
Freuchman sat by his side!  Onee home, 1
shut wysell i my room, and, engrossed in
the reading of a boolk apon which I foreed
my mind to dwell, heard nasght more of the
actors it my drama Gl long pust nigltfall,
when an unusuad buery and Tustly was heard,
on the stafrease, and sonnds of music began
to iszuc from the dancing hall below.  1then
rememnbered the hwop, and deterwined to go
down—not to join in it, but to gaze at Laura
in her ball dress, 1 knew she would be
beautiful, and reason whispered me to shun
her on “that very aceounty still 1 eonld not
resist the temptation, and, afler a ball hour
of indecision, [ fouad myself” at the door of
the dancing-hall, I settled mysclf in a soat
behind the door, or partly se, and, glancing
across the room, beheld Laure sitling with
her aunt, and listering with downeast eyea
and happy, happy smiles to the platitude of
Frank, who stood bending over hor and
whispering, fairly whispering, in her car.
They made 8 fine pieture thus togather, the
Lamdsome featercs of both enlianced by the
excitement, and perhaps by the sulject they
were talking about, and for the first time in
my life, for the first time in all the yeara [
had known lLim, 1 felt that 1 lated Frank
ITarley,  Hated him, not with 4 mean, pitiful
spite which would wear itself out, but with
the deep, undying hatred of 2 mun who has
been artacked and worsted in that which he
holds most dear.  Yes, there wus the sting !
Y was worsted. IfI had felt that he and'}
stood on equal grounds, as we did when we
were boye, I eould have fought the battle
bravely, aod if vanguished have succumbod
but to fecel that he had conquered without
even laving 50 mach as made an oflorl to
abtain the prize which now luy quictly with-
in his grasp!  Why, why Lhad Le the advan-
tage of me in cvery pavticular? And yoo
—no, Laora Asheton was not a mercenary
girl-~perhaps if she had been i would
have been better for my peace of mid; for 1
would have loved her less for that defect.

My mind was diverted frow e seene
which was passing bolore me by hearing my
name provounced repeatedly gnite closo to-
me—my name or Frank's, I kncw not which,

« But how did you findd out he was so rich,
mon cher2® asked the younger French lady
of their male companion ; for it was he who-
bad pronouneced the name of Harley,

“ Eyerybody says he's worth more than a
million of dollars. Dollars?! do you under-
stand ; not francs,”

s Ak, mon Dicu!™ exclaimed the lady, with
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# Little scream of ‘delighted surprise; ¢ intro-
duce him at once, cher ami.”

Thig little conversation wag carried on in
French, and I presume that. oven if they
saw me, they deenied me far tvo unlettered
to understand their courtly langnage. My
gurprise at the disclosure of Frank's sul-
den aceession to fortune was enhanced by
seeing that gentleman himself” approach, and,
afier introduection by the Frenchman, be be-
gan paying the wost false, most shallow, most
egregious compliments to Madame de Vir-
on which it ever cculd have been that
lady’s lot to listen to. Disgusted at his in-
sincerity, Ileft my retreat and went across
to Laara. I observed that she refused all
invitations to danve now, aml 1 therefore
deemed the moment a fit one (or a tele-n-tete.

“ You are not dancing, Laura? ™ I suid,
interrogatively,

““No,” she answered, T don't feel much
like it; but what good genjus brings you in
such a scene as this, Francis?

**The same who I hope will accompany
me out of it. Will you go back on the
piazza with me, Laara? ,

She gathered up a lupe shawl or eloak
which was hanging on the chair behind her,
and easting it over her shoulders formed an
admirable relief of dark blue to the delicate
tinting of Ler face and hair.  She took wy
arm with perfect freedom, and, when answer-
ing my questions, looked into my fiee with a
guileless, indifferent expression, which was

- greatly in contrast to the trepidation and,

fluttering she had displayed when Frank
spoke to her.

* Laura,” T said, walking with her quite
out of earshot of others who were engaged
in the same pursuit, ** this is rather an unto-
ward plave for a scrious conversarion; yet
circumstances which have lately transpived
force me, na it were, to bhave an immediate
cxplanation with you,"

“Dear me, ¥Francis. what a portentous
tone,  What has happened to vou.”

¢ There has happened to me the greatest
misfortune whichit has yet been my unhappy
Jot to sustain.”

“ (Oh, Francis! my dear, dear Francis!
how sorry T am forat! What i it? What
can it be? ” :

She accompanied her éndearing words by
. ook so full of sweetness and sincerity that,
coupled with her angelie beauty, T forgot all
I had previously seen, and in a moment of
idioey fancied that perhaps, after all, she did
love me.

“ Laura,” I exclaimed wildly, * can you,
-do you, love me?™

“ Love you, ¥rancis? you know I do. If
you were wy own brother L could not love
you botter.”

“ But only as a brother, Laura? Only as
a brother?” ’

 Of course, Francis, a3 nothing else.”

‘“ Not as a husband, Laura? Tell me—
speak quickly !

“t No, oli! no, Francis, that could never
bet?

« And why not—why? "

““ Because I love somebody -else. if you
must know the truth.”

¢ And that somebody is-—"

¢ Frank [avley.” .

A groan burst from my lips. O, Heaven'!
must this man stand ever between my best
hopes and their fulilwent?  1F he had rob-
bed me afapything but her—her whom I had
loved so lung, so wildly,

* Liaura," T said, with an effort to be calm,
‘* lister to reason. Do not be insane in this.
Frank is not worthy of your love. Oh! I
am aot pleading for nyself now, but for you;
your happiness, [Ie does not love you.™

* He does, gir. He .swore it to me to-
night, there mn the ball-room.”

My head fairly swam at thisevidence of
his hypoceisy. I, who had but now listened
to his avowals to Madame de Viron, was
half bewildered at seeing this pure girl so
firmly convineed of his love for herself
And he, the man, what did he deserve?
Naught but contempt—he was ‘unworthy re-
Vﬁﬂgﬂu

*'0Oh, Lauara, be warned!” I caclaimed;
“how I could undeccive yon in regard to
that man if I ehoge.”

* In doing so you would betray your cous-
in's confidence, for which you would meet
with his anger and my lack of esteem.
Good night, Francis.” .

She left me and joined her aunt, and I

rushed up to my room, where I remained a-

close prisoner for a weck. My servant,
used to wy vagarwes, vefused admittance to
all, aven to Frank, above all to Frank, and
I had no opportunity of watching lLis pro-
rress. either with Lasra or Madame de Vi-
rvon ; but I cherished in my heart such 2 ha-
tred for him, for his fickleness, bis frivolity,
that 1 dreaded to meet him, fearing that, in
the cxcess of my rage..I would do him an
injury—him, the only living thing on earth
in whose veins coursed kindred bload. .

“ Borry to disiurb you, sir; but there are
two ludiva standing ountside who wish to
speak to you,” smd my servant, in a low
tone, fearing to disturb my reveries.

“Who are they, Williams P " 1 asked.

o Myes, Warner and Miss Laura, sir,”

My fivst impulse was to start and rush to
them ; my next, to falter like a man who
had committed some crime which in a mo-
ment of weakness he has eonfessed, and now
stands convicted of. I managed, however,
to open the door, and there saw them dress.
ed in travelling costumne, evidently on the
cve of departure.

“We couldn’t go away without wishing
you good-bye, Franeis,” said Mrs. Warner,
holding out her hand to me,
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* Are yom leaving Saratoga?™ I asked
feebly. ",

* Yes, by the next train; and if we don't
hurry we shan't eatch it,  Come, now, say
good-bye to Laars,”

All my old love returned with redoubled
ardor at sight of ber, and with it something
of my old strength.

¢ May I speak with you for 2 moment?
Iinr]luir-ed—-“ only for a moment, but pri-
vately ? 7

< Oh, yes indeed, Francls,” she answered.
“Tve been so unbappy thinking you were
angry at me.” .

¢« Great Heaven ! was the girl mad to keep
saying such things, which, while meaning
nothing, on her part, totally nnmanned me?
She withdrew with me to the embrasure of a
window, and there I asked her bluutly, with -
out a word of preparation or apology far my
brusqueness, whether she still loved Frank.

‘¢ Yes,” she replied, ¢ more than ever.”

I ground my tecth in an agony of disap-
pointed love; and yet what else could I ex-
peet?

¢ And you think he loves you?™

“ 1 am certain of it.”

“ Laura Asheton, answer me one quostion
more.  Ave you under an engagement of
warringe to my cousin

* Not a positive or definite one, but one
that is understood. Fravk js poor; so am
T; before he can'marry lie must contriye to
oltain a position of some sort."

Fhank God, there was this impediment in
their way, I revelled in the thought that I,
with one stroke of my pen, could make the
happiness of both these people—one of’ whom
I loved, the other whom I hated. | T would
enrich Frank, 1 thought, and thus at least
obtain her gratitude. ~ No, no, I could not
sell magnaninmty cven for such a price. 1
haard wy cousin’a veice on the stairs, and
koew that he was coming to bid them make
haste ; so, not caring to maet him, I cast a
patting look at Laura and entered my room,
shutting them and him ont, Would that [
could have barred the door to my own weary-
ing wearing thoughts as well ! .

Tn the evening, on returning to my apart-
ment, to my anger and surprise I found my
aousin installed there—awaiting me.

*« Francis,” be began, in a would-be swect
tone, ** I have been cut to the beart by your
treatment of me lately; I have, indeed. I
have done nothing to merit it; I Laven't,
really. I never was so sorry for anything
in my lifeas I am by your giving me the cold
shoulder in this manner,”

“*What do you want of me?” I asked
sullenly, rightly divining that that” was she
cause of all this wonderful affection.

© Francis, don't taik in that sharp tone;
it's not & bit like ‘your uswal one. You
know, Francis, iil or well, I have always
remained with you, for no reason on earth

“gxeept that you were the nicesi fellow—

“What do you want of me? ™ T reiterat-
ed still more savagely; for the hollow mask
had deopped from hig face now, and 1 saw
the fawning, sycophantic featurcs in their
true hideousness.

# 1 hate to ask yom, for you Lave always
been so very liberal with me; but the fact is,
['m going to be marrted, and if you wouid
just mve me the-—to you—dnsiznifieant sumn
of five thousand dollars, T woald love von
and teach my chilidren to revere the Lesefie-
tor of their father.”

His chillren—TLaura Asheton’s ehildeen !
and ¥ the poor tool that must needs fioenish
the reans for the marrvinge! It was (oo
much to bear.  The room swam round, my
eves seemed injected with blood.  There
waz a struggle between ns g foe | foll nuadly
upon him, und all T remember now s that,
poltroon like, before he was touched, cow-
paratively speaking, he eried * cnongh,” and
slunk away, 1 determined to leave the
place the very next day, and bade my serv-
ant prepare for departure.  As may o sep.
pused, [ saw nothing of Frank, and jost be-
fore the hour of closing 1 presented myself
at the principal bank of the town and hand-
ed in one ol my checks for o trifling sum-—
just enough to pay the bit at the lotel dnd
leave neurples for travelling expenses,

« Money goes fast, sir, «t Sqrutopn,” sl
thee eashicr, opening his eyes wide when he
saw my check.

“ Yes," Lanswered, wondering wliat it was
to Lim, but not wishiug to be rodo.

< Get that five thonsand dollurs all right
this morning, sir?” inquired the cashier,

I gave a stare of surprise; bat, remoembor-
g st in other instances than cases of more
bodily danger presence of mind is reguired,

"I said—

 Did yon eash a check of mine for $5,000
this morning ! 7

*“Yes, sir. It was your signatere; all
right, vou know. Your cousin drew the
money."”

- ¢ Liet me see-the cheek ™ T said.

He had no difliculty in Anding i€, and 1 saw
at a glance that the signatnre was a forgery,
exceuted by my cousin Frank, I cared notithe
rustling of the wind fur the money 5 Lt the
worst part of my nature had been doniant
ever smce owr strugeale of the aight beloee,
and a wicked joy took possession of ne whien
I reflected that | held inomy hand that wineh
would separate him ctevnadly from the wo-
man to whont, 1 tancied, [ had o better right
by reason of my undying constancy to ler,
1 would take this document, proclaba it
alond a8 forgery; deprive Frank of the
lihorty he was now revelling i, and thag
trivosphi: . Who counld tell whether in disgust
for him Laura might not fly 0 me, 1
am sorvy for these feelings ‘now; but [ ean-
not help them, as they are of the things of
the past, Who amongst us has not lbad his
wicked moments
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T want von to give me this cheek,™ I
said: ¢ please balance my account and let
e have 8.7 '

The man made no objection to this, wnd

in a short time banded me my bank book,-

with the eaneelled checlks.

1 wallked away trinmphantly, with the con-
vieting doemment in my pocket, vowing in-
wardly that throngh it 1 would he revenged

con Franke Harley. At the ladies’ entrance
of the hotel I met the mother of Madame
de Viron. 8he was weeping bitterly, and it
was some fime before T could eomprehend
the vance of her grief, At last i cawe out
out, Trank IMarley and Madame de Viron
had cloped together! They had last heen
geen together in a carrtage after Frank's re-
turn firom the bank, and nothing huther had
transpired in regard to them, although many
honrs bad since elapsed.

I was bewildered—perfectly thunderstroek !
ilad I known that it was the French woman
he wanted to niaery T would luve given him
double the money he asked for-—aye, triple
its amount, :

“ Americans are honoralle, are they not 27
asked the mother; “* be will marry her? ?

“ I dor’t donht it,” I replied. :

While we were yot speaking there avrived
a toloeram for Madame de Monsel, It was
from her danghter, announcing that the mar-
ringe ceremony had just heen performed,
amd begging forgivencss for their cavalier
style of eave taking,

* Ah, thank Heaven!” sighed the Iady,
“how glad I am it las turned out so. 1 as-
sure you she loves him troly. It was not his
tmense wealth that dazzled her-—indeed it
wus ndt.”

1 shoold think not,” said a lady near,
who knew all abont our fanmily, and lad
Ienown us personally for some time; *fshe
must bave been dazzled by very little if that
was the case.  Why, do you wean to sy
that yonur daoghter dida’t know that Trank
1larley hasn't a penny 27

SAWWhat I sereamed the old Freneh lady;
“do yon mean to say that Francis Harley
it a willionaire ? Y

¢ 8o b i, madame—this Franeis Harley
—but his seapegrade cousin hasn't a penuny
to bless himsell with.®

Another shrivk frony the French lady, salts
produced, handkerchiefs - demand, and 1
lefi, * . '

Flaed had searveely thmne vot to realize all that
Ind passed. There was much bitterness n
tie news to e there was sorrow for Laura
whon abe shooald bear i6. Bat one good
Fanmie of the evil it all—the mad, blind
fury, the beast-like rage had passed away,
and there remained nothmg i my heart
aguinst Bim but pity for his{unlt, pain for his
position, T Bl vowed to have revenge
through the forged chevk-—E would take it
npow,  Fenclosed it and another for. a Tike
amor nb in & letter of congratulation to Frank

aid wishes for Lis happiness, T knew little
then of what T learnt afterwards.

“ Bythe Lord, Harley !™ said my friend
Stevenson, whom [ et In Br‘oadwav'short-ly
after this ocenrrence, “this is a j;.ﬂly dis-
graceful alfair Franl's not himself into.”

*What afluir?* said I, foaring & repeti-
tion of the check business,

“What affaic? Why, mn.z‘rying that in-
famous Anette,”

* Who's Anette? ? T asked, wonderingly.

“Why, that Erench wowman, Anita, aliaa
Lz Precicuse, aliss Madame de  Viron,
alias—

v Stop! stop!™ said Ty “that will do.”
I wished not to hear the detwils of her Hfe.
I knew by this desesiption that diszrace of
the blackest kind was efitailed upon the
name. ‘ :
Laura took the news very quietly, -She
said that her love had been rooted ouf sur-
prisingly, and instantly on hearing of his
wartizgge, leaving no lingering pang to cast
a blight on her vouthful pathway. I never
spoke to her of the theck.

I bardly dare tell the rest; for 1 have
shown wysclf such a prgsisnate, nnthinking,
unrensonable man that 1 fear *twill jeopar-
dize Laura's good taste. when [ say that Ly-
and-by she bestowed on e the Tove T had
coveted so long,  She fonnd ont, through no
indiseretion of mine, all about her veal posi-
tion in a financial sense, and gratitude caused
her to entertain a warmer fecling than friend-
ship for me.  She tells me that perbaps this
feeling is not that blind, nncertain affection
she onee entertained for Frank, bat *is a
flame which will still be buwrning brightly
when the ashes of the other have lain smoul-
dering for vears. :

I heard from Frank three months after his
arrival in Parjs (for they sailed for Europe
inemediately after their warvisge.)  Soon
discovering what iz wifi: was, he lelt her,
not autil she bad avowed to him that it had
been a sottied ])lzm between hersefl, the wo-
mau who personated  her mother, and the
man, to go to the United States and cutrap
some vich Americaninto mgrrying her,  The
sintilarity of names betwedn Lnn and myself
vaused the mistake, aud, finding that be was
not the williowire, she was as happy to be
rid of hiw as e was glud to have no wmore to
do with Ler.  With the little that remained
of the five thousand dellars T had sent bim,
he was an the point of sailing tor Australia,
wliere a luerative sitnation lind been offered
hioe, | Lo sent Lis love to Laora, and trusted
that she stillbore in wind the pleasant thongh
** limited flirtation ® whicl thiey had had at
Saratoga,

We went there again this vear—for all those
avents occurred in "85, Wo occupied, as
Fhad before, the Ambassado's si-éf of rooms,
and fonnd zgain the Wlentical clerk, clad as
before in spotless duek, and looking ruddily
bappy from over the bosum of hts claborate
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shirt. His worldly fortune, too, was evident-
ly in a more flourishing state than before;
f?)rr now he wore a diamond eluster ring,
where of yore ho wore one which we will
say was gold, the device of which was a
large shield wherven might be read the
touching announcement that it was given by
“P.B.T. to F. A, W." IHe jocosely in-
sisted on our having the bridal chamber;
but Laura shrank from the notice which that
would entail.  She had her wish in that, as
she has in all things, and as she shall have as
long as T have an ano to wielld in herde-
fence, gold to humor Ler fancies, and life
Dbreath to give power and animation to the
heart wiose every throb beats responsive to
lier own.

. VIIL

CONTAINING GOOD NEWS FOL ALL, RSPE-
CIALLY FOR THY READER, AS IT I8

THE END.

Tus recital of this story bad ondy brought
me to the end of the fonrth evening of the
Christinas week,  But T was not destined to
continue my pleasaut fask,  On the fiftl day
Aunt Julia was taken down with a Ligh fover,
and when we sent for Doctor Dons’eny, he
shook Lis head gravely, and said there was
little to be done. It 1« bak justice to him to
gay thet be did, bttle caowch.  dohn was dis-
gatisficd with him, and sent for another doe-
tor who lived In one of the finest streets in
town and charoed a dollar w minute for his
time. e was more expensive, bat not Jess
unsutisfivciory than Doctor Doslem.

# You see,” said he with a chotee of lan-
puage which sontdded anything but choiee—
1o uwe nt least, < Natnvre, in this female, is
about gone under,  What ean materier mod-
iker do agavnsf a gin’ out nature ¥ 1 yod e
bronght this woman to me about twenty five

vears ago, when ghe had a certain amount of

vytality in her, vou'd sedh what Pda’ done
then, wizhiy quick ! it is, however, that
preseription will calngher neryes—=%keep dewn
what we eall hystericr—and—(live dollary
first visit, yes sil')mif she poets worse, yon
might send for we, thongl T think 1 shall go

< out of town to-morrow,”

We tricd another and another, Beally con-
seivntious men these, whose practice lay among
paeple who had notbing to say aboat any
subject, bot the one of the iilness which had
vigitud o member of their Baek, and whiose at-
tention was perforce centred on the patient.
All to no avail. .

The service-bells nshered th the Cliristias
morn, and from the Jittle chnvch across thwe
Wﬂ)’ we hea[‘d t].le pt‘UIP]C -‘_:illgill'c‘" }()l“] -

thems of jov for the hivih of the son of God.
We sat by Auntie’s bedside—Jolin ad 1—
holding her veinous bands, our two ohii-
dren down stairs kindly cared for by o
neyghbor from the corner. Qur litde girl
ptead stannchly to stay near Aunt Julia, But
our ireesponsible baby Johnnie, ouly a fow
months old; sereaimed and kicked and was
nanghty generadly 5 so both “chitdren hawt 1o
0. At noon, the sen rose glovjously in the
heavens, and the bells pealed ont gladly
again, and the happy-hearted stream of' joy-
ous hmoauity emerged from the churcl and
liad pleasant thoughts, in which perhaps the
knowledge of a turkey at® dinser was not
the least consoling, especially ws plum-prdding
wenerally formed an adjunct, and ey snap-
dragon  gleamed in advanee hefare juvenils
and scholastic eyves. A little  equestrian
statuetio of Godivey de Beonillon, which Joln
cave me in the first year of our murriage,
staorl on cur wantlepicea, and, though 6 was
so familiar to me that for mowths T had
seareely turned my exes toward it, on this
duy [ fixed my gaze upn it stealdfastly, and
it impressed me steangely.  They el me
(for I have it still) that it is a eopy of a lili-
size one which adorns a public squarve in Bros-
sels, It minst be worth crossing the Atdantic
(o see.  The air of forvent piety, valor ami
devotion stamped on these foatnres nost ads
wivably indieate the character of the bevoie
conquerar of Jerusalem, who meckly refiaed
to wear o crown of gold in the ety where
bis Redeemér bad horoe o crown ol therns,

o Feebler and feebler grows Aunt Julin's
prlse.  Fainter and fadater is heard the
breathing of enr patient,

B! my ani, exn [ do nntllin;_‘; for yoni®
moans my John, burving his bead Doside
hers an the pillow. )

v N(\Ihillg‘. I]l_\/'.l)l)_‘n". It i atmost over,
Did you not hear what the doctong said ?
Nature is tived in me and must rest. Moe
than that, 3 must Tmsh, The works are
Lroken, my chililron—the clock mnst stop.”

John solss Toud and heart-rendmg, The
silont ftears eomse down my cheeks aud
Bedew  her thing white  luesids, while the
watch ticks with uneooeerneld precisi moon
the table heside her hed, morking the tine
for Annt dulinto die.

oGl Bless youadl D she whispers, © Te

will eare for e, e whose birtlubny this s,

Tmean.  Kiss the childeen for wme; and tell
Ainbrose and GJosepl T oformave them for
tnrning their backs, awd refasing to shelior
the poor old womnan 3 b, and a faint smile
paved on her dips, ¢ 1 think ey will o
aorry,

Tliy moou rase again in it coll heanty,
throwing once move its mysterions steel-hlhig
]‘[l‘\'ﬁ nn e ])TII'U RNy “t. [I][! hf]|l>(‘ and Teee-
topa, and on its Dlackened nid deliled sistor
of the street, The children were in bed
honrs ago, and now fast asleep, snd the
kind peighbor from theé eorncr had long
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ginee gone home; and just as the ticking
of thé never-tiring watch pointed with ifs
slender Lands to midnight; and the elock in
the church-steeple oppesite proclaimed that
hour to those who, sleepless, heard it, 1
raised mysell noiselessly and peering into
Aunty's face, saw that af that moment, too,
the suffering of her physival frame was over,
aml the tired spivit at rest.,

Jolin had to be kissed continuously for the
space of three years! I thiuk 1 told yoo of
this litite pernliarity of his. Whenever any
gorrow or grief fell upon him the entire
availalle force of his honschold had to fall
upon him as well, soothing his spivit with
consoling kisses. Qur little girl who had
bad five vears® apprenticeship was quite an
adopt ; but little Johnnie, who understood
nothing about it, and evidently considered
caresseg bestowed uvpon his bald head a
great infrinzement of persenal dignity, be-
haved, I am sorry to say, in the most re-
fractory and undutiful manner to s father,
even going 8o v as to remove his tiny knit-
ted suck from his rosy foot, casting it unfil-
ially in Papu’s face, seenring to say ** There's
my gauntlot, and dowan Ifling it! Pick it ap
il you dare.” :

And now comes the most astounding part
of all. It took me exactly six months to
believe 1t so [ ean’t expect you'll take it in
(I.-m it were) all at once, What do vou
think eame ont after Aunty’s death? That
she had left a fortune—an immense fortune,
whioh ber hasband had made in Califorimia,
aml which she had inereased nearly three-
fold Ly judivions and happy specalations ;
and this fortune—this large fortune, mal-
t'l])l)‘ing into the hundred-fhousands, she
Tad willed uncontisionally and dnreservedly,
the very day she veceived our letter, ¢ to her
dear nephew, Jobn Morris—minus one hun-
dred thousand doflars to be hy him bestowed
on Ellen Ann, bis wife!? )

Ab ves, to be sure, s you say ! It
doesn't astonish vou so muoeh as it wounld if
yon bad knoww us under difforent eircum-
stances,  Yon have been se long accus-
tomed to bearing John spoken of as the
o4 pich My, Morris," and me as thas ** wealthy
Mrs. Morris—not a bit proud,” that you can
form httle idea of the joy, tempered with
thankluliess to God, dears, without whose
grace  riches and  worldly honors are as
nonght, which filled onr quiet household at
this wuexpected news.  Think of my dear,
darling husband being rvlieved from the
wenisome labor of the hammer aml the
mave! Tk of the first luxury of the
sweve flr afente ! (L got that out of a book,
but 1 know what 16 means) te o man who
had toiled with body and mind, Jday in and
day vut, ahnosgt from childhood !

Bui, dvar me! all his riches conldo't take
away bis old love for ships, Al the poli-
ties in the world did not interest him one
third se much. a8 & new invention in a

i graft’s,” machinery, or the hope of being

able to better her <“build;™ and when ont

boy Johnnie grew up a little, and began to
develop characteristics of his. own, w;lmt chan-
nel do you think his tastes ranin? The
channel of the sea, dears, the chunnel of the
soa ! . :
Then on his pretty listle bed-room wall, all
Linng with white paper, and on his slate, q.nd
everywhere where it would receive the ins.
pression, he drew ships and ships, and then
again ships and ships, and still more ships
and ships, and  after that ships out of all
wlhooping. Ships, with hulls and "bottoms,
and spars, and sternsons and stemsons, and
much more besids, And finally, one day he
marched in to the drawing-room  where
John and 1 were sitting, and said © Father I
want & ship of my own. DBuy me s yacht,
will you?”

“Buy yon one!l” saya John pulling the
pretty lad of fourteen down on to his knees,
+ Kiss me, my hoy, 'l build you ‘one, Yes
sir, bufld ir,” What do you think of that?
Well build it torether —you and T Tl
teach yon how. Illshow you what = fine
workman 1 was, when I first married .that
wood fat lady—your mother—there (kiss me
Nell), and what sort of jobs I_used to turn
out before yon weve borm, sir — born, or
thought of”

< Oh, father, how good you are!”™ says
the boy, twining his arms about his father’s
neek, much as [ used to do in years gone
by. (I doit yet when we're alone, but T'm
such an unromantic figure now, girls, I don't
much like to talk about it.)

* Good 1" says John. * Nensense, sir!
kiss me, sir! 1w not good, Do a brute to
you. And I den't love you not a bit—oly
no! and Pm not at all proud of you for be-
ing your father's own son and showing me
that, like myself, yon love a shipbetter than
your dinner.” ’

Well, if you'll believe me, these two crea-
tures set to work like two common journey-
men and worked and toiled and thumped,
and eame home at night looking like two
tattered and torn ragamuffins, with appetites
like cannibals and spivits as high as high

could be, lauzhing and roaring, and talking .

abont **afis™ and **sterns™ and ** hateh-
ways,” and * midslips,” until, if T hadn’t

had the earringe the same as ever, and this _

house, you know, 1 shiould really have been
tempted to bulieve that we had got sudden-
ly poor again and that John .and our boy
were paid ship carpenters at so mech a day
——which **so much” was, alas! so little then!

I dowt mund it myself, for I'm a sort of
old-fashioned body ; -but our danghter, whois
four years older than her brother and conse-
quently just of the age for * socnety._"—-she
said she really folt ashamed about it, and
she did wonder what the Highuns must think
when they saw Mr. Morris and his son com-
ing homy like two laborers from work

i
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But when the yacht was finished, and we all
took 2 sail in it, and pronounced her motion
delightful (though I was as sea-sick as possi-
ble, but smiled grimly at John and let him
believe T' was enjoying it immenscly) then
everybody apreed, even our girl, that it was

very pleasant to have a private yacht, espec- | hevself.  And Johnnie's
iatly one that onc’s private father bad pub- | futher nearly wild with g

Liely buile.
But, upon my word, all this time I've heen

80 ocenpied telling you about other things

that I've never said a word in vegard to the
storfes, Well, John published them. Yes,

‘published them, at his own expense.  All the
-publishers refused them, with deep and heart-

rending thauks for our having presented the
MSS. to them. They said they were every-
thing in the world except—something which
they ought to he. Bnt when John said he
would pay all the expense himself—ol dear!
that was a different matter.  Then anybody
wonld have poblished them, from Messrs,
Big-Bug and Co., No, 2, Book-Publishers
Square, down to In-Significant Brothers, in
Tuppenny street.

Jobn says they look beautiful in print—my
stories do; but that’s only his flattery I know.,
T can scarcely hope that you think so, tco.
Cmne_now, one word—do you? Yon cant
believe what pleasure it would give me if 1
thought you liked them. 1¢s all very well
for one’s husband, or ones wife, or one's
children, or one's parents, to think well of
their relative as an anthor, but the true Vox
Dei for us, as well as for thoso whe trust to
the elective, dears, is the mighty voice of the
people alone.

And liere another year has passed away,
and Christmas come once more. Sweet,
beautiful day, franght with holy, tender and
touching memories for every sinmer saved
throngh Him. : :

I bave had lots of presents, In the first

bo

place, John has given me a copy of my book
Ermted.on tinted paper, and perfumed, and

ound in white moroces and gold, with a
great cherry satin book-marker, to mark the
place; and my pirt some fine mouchoirs {nu

she persists in calling them), embroidered hy
rrcsent serds hig
: ee. Tt is a little
ship, ﬁl]l_y manned (of course not womaned ;
our sex is too unimportant for that), which
Jolinnie has awled and maaled and ?mmmer-
ed and bannered and finally made with his
own hands—a surprise for his father, but
ostensibly, a Christmas pift for me. I pre-
tend to be vastly pleased, and indeed I am.
But how the pesky little thing is to be made
to stand on the table, or the cfagére. without
“keeling” hev over ignominiously on one
side, i3 more than I knaw! Until mv John
Pells me he will sock it in a dock, or dock it
in a sock—1T forget which; bat some opera-
tion which will make it stand npright; for
whieh I shall be traly grateful.

~There is the moon again sliding ant from
behind the clonds and illumining once move
the newly-fallon show! Our cheerful fire
casts fanfastic shadows on the ruby-rolored
walls, and John and I, and our two buirns,
sit in subdued and silent happiness.

We scarcely speak one word, John, ina
low voice, aska us all individaally mul eol.
loetively to ¢ kisshin; ™ and we all lovingly,
—&0 lovingly ! — comply with his reguest,
And thus, slowly but snrely, midnight creeps
upon us, and the day dics as the same day
died when Aunt Tulia died with it, long years
ago. The anniversary is past, mul Christums
over; butthe glorions beams of PBethlchem's
Star_surely must be shining in our bearts;
for deep down in thom—even at the vory
core—dwell peace and love for cach other,
and for all men our brethren—on Christmina,
and on all days—now and forever more.

END.




