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WHO WAS HE?

CHAPTER 1
THE GREAT FAILURE.

As the ferry-boat Colden moved out
of her slip at the foot of Cortlandt
street, at ten o'clock of & night in Jean-
ary, & few winters ago, her pilot was
compelled to exira vigilance, for the
river was full of floating ice. Two boats
of the company already were laid up
with broken machinery. Trips were,
therefore, made with gome irregutarity,
and much more time wag consumed in
crossing than wheti the way was clear.
The night was cold, hut not. stormy,
and many of the passengers remained-

~on the decks to wateh the pglitter,

and to listen to the crash of the ice.
Among these was a young man who
leaned over the railing, apparently ab-
sorbed in the turmoil beneath him.

_There was that in the creaking and

groaning, the crushing of the drifting
masses, and the sullen wash of the waters
in keeping with his own mood. The
whole world wags: as chilling &nd repul-
sive a8 that river, to cne. who was usual-
Iy full of courage and energy. Ward
Tunueeliffe had received {wo wounds
straight in the breast, -am} on the same
day—wounds hard for a proud man to
recover from-—one dealt at his heart by
the woman he loved, and the other at
his honor by Iis partner in business,
The firm of Tunnecliffe & "Bowen,
bankers, was to fail on the morrow, and
in such & manner a3 to cast discredit on
its transnctions. There wns to be ruin,

_nqw“t only of fortune, but of good name.

»

For this, his brother-in-law, John Bowen,
was sorely to blame; but he was a wily
man, and Ward Lknew that all which
looked “suspiciously bad in the conduct

“of the Tirm, would be thrown upon him- ‘

self. L
-Burdened with anxiety, he had gone,
this evening, té find solace In the pres-
ence of his betrothed, as well ke to
break to her the news of the approach-
ing disaster. He liad dreaded this
Indeed, it was the bitterest 'pqrtion of

his trouble, to think that he mast grieve

and disappolnt ker; probably defer their
union, and caet the first shadow over
her girlish “brightness. Yet, he hul
trusted her strength of character as he
trusted his own, and would have staked
hie life on her fidelity. What, then, was
his dismay, hid astonishment, snd. more
than pain, when, in response tn Iis
familiar ring and knock, the servant had
announced to him that Miss Arnold was’
confined to her room by a headache, .

and would receive no visitors, but had -

ordered this to be given him if he called
—g note—which, as he opened it beneath
the hall-lamp, lie had found to rend.;

“ MR, ToNNEGLIFFE—]I desire you io eon-
gider our acquainiance at an end. I am fll
this afterncon, or I would give you s person- -
al explanation, for I am no coward. If you
demand {t, it shall be given in a few days,

{* MavDp ARworn.”

The envelop also contained the en-
gagement ring.

This note was now crushed againet
the young man's heart. He felt the
ting hurting him, a3 he leaned over the




" . solved upon any thing, or wished for
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ralling. He had left the house with a
blank, 1ost fecling, thinking that he could
not return to his sister’s, where e board-
ed, that he should choke if he shut him-
gelf up in his room ; and so had walked
on and on for miles until he found him-
self in front of his office in Wall sireet,
The sight of its barred windows was
hateful to him, and he had turned away,
dimly remembering that he had to see a
gentleman in Newark, early in the next
doy—why not go out there to-night?
Ho here he was on the ferry-boat,
looking into the rush of foam, ice and
green water, trying to collect his senses
snd to become accustomed to bis misery.
All the honey of his nature turned jnto
gall as hie brooded over the conduct of
his brother-in-law—" smooth, oily ras-
cal,” de calied bim in hig thoughts—
and of the girl to whom he had oaly
been engaged 1lwee brief weeks, but
who already had. grown to be the best
part of his life. The great wieel of
tie Dboat turned slowly round in the

groaning lce and his brain turned with }

it. ‘There was a spot of fire over his
heart where the ring pressed against it,
but the rest of Lis body was namb and
¢old. He had always been a man of
strong passions, affectiopate but jealous,
. noble but hasty in conctusions; and
now the good died down in him, and
the bad rose up and wrestled for the
mastery, He did not-know that he re-

any thing, only the wheel of the Colden

scemed turning in his Dbrain, which.

ereaked and grew dark and threw ouf
-spoltes of clectric fire, ©If the boat
would pnly get to shore!” he dreamed
that be shoull be safe; but its progress
was slow, and his brain whirled rgund
with 4 pain that was aubearable..

Tihe Loal was but 4 little way from
the Jersey ity slip, and the most of the
passengers had left the stern of the bont
to ga forward, when suddenly the pilot
shouted out: “ Man overboard I"

' The next instant there was a rush to
the afier-deck, the powerful machinery
wis checked a8 -quickly as possible,

while semetbrave fellows ‘had off their

ready to peril their own lites to rescue
this which had been thrown away. But
the ice, the fonm, the darkness and cold
were againgt them; there was not a
glimpse of the object which went down
Dbeneath the drift to rise no more, . !
. It was.a clear case of suicide. One
or two others, besides the pilot, ind seen
the man jump overboard, No gne, how-
ever, knetw him, or conld describe him,
there being ho light on deck, He had
come out of the gentlemen's cabin, at
the time deserted, bareheaded, walked
quickly to the cliains, stepped over and
leaped into the river,

As soon a3 it was quite certain that

rothing eould be dove to aid the unbappy
man, the crowd pressed into the cabin
to see what.discoveries were there to be
made, Upon a seat, near the door, lay
an overcoat.and hat,
« Here! here's his clothes,” cried one,
.catehing up the first garment, “ Why
need u man kill himself with a coat
like that 2 .

The poor fellow whio made fhis re-
mark was. shivering in hig own thin
clothes. Doubtless, physical want was
the only. kind of suffering which ap-
pealed to his sympathies. .

. % Tle latest style,” murmured an awe-
siricken youth bebind him.

“ Here's a handkerclief”

“ And here's his name in his hat
Ward Tannecliffe,”

“The game’s on this here hankercher.” -

“ Impossible " cried some one, in a
startled wolce, « Why, that's Bowen's
Drother-in-law, They are bankers, doing
well, too, .. I saw Tunnecliffe in his office
to-day. I do believe that is his hat.”

Incredulity, consternation, pity, vul-
gor curiosity, were written upon men’s
faces, and. whispered in their voices.
.One gentleman had Jearned that Tunue-
cliffe & Bowen were going by the board
~gomeiling dubious -about it, too—
“was afraid- their transactions would not
bear daylight”

« A hard way to get out of the scrape.”

# Don'tibelieve it.  It's simply absurd
—one of the finest young men in New

York 1" -

_eoats and boots, lholding ;hemselvsas

L

e

«But -what did he make way with
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hisself, fur then? and so on, a Babel
of comment and bewilderment, until the
arrival of the beat compelled the dis-
persal of the crowd.

Tiie next day New York had the
pleasure of & seneation. The failure of
Tunnecliffe & Bowen is not yet forgotten
in some of its business and social circles.
_Although the event dates but a very few
years back, dishonesty in the conduct of
big moneyed affairs was not quite so
ﬁlshioua.llzle a8 at present, '

It seems that the firm had gone aside
from its legitimate banking operations
jnto the most daring stock specnlations,
using the money of depositors in such a
manier a3, in case of ill-success, to de-
fraud them out of it, while it did not
lay the firm .open to criminal prosecu-
tion. Bome of this stock-gambling was
of a very reckless characier. The firm
had also given out a check for forty
thousand dollars, to be drawn the day of
their failare, upon s city bank in which
it had no money deposited. Doubtless
it hoped to raise and pay in the money
hefore the bank closed, the previous day';
but it had got in such straits as to
make this impossible, and three o’clock
had found it doomed. It was under the
pressure of this unexpected disaster that
Ward had flown to his affianced for

counsel aud sympathy.. He knew, only
100 well, that her father wounld be one of
the heaviest losers; and that Mr, Ar-
nold was & gentleman of the old com-i
mercial school, whose ideas of honor
In business -were of the strictest kind,
and who could not tolerate the system
upen which the firm hod operated. To
Maud, and Mand alone, ke had intended
to confide the fact, that all outside specy-
lations had been conducted by his brother-
in-law, against hLis own conviclions of
prudesce, and in defiance of his advice ;
and that the Jast most desperate ventures
had been made during Lis, Wsrd’s; ab-
sence from town during a few days of
the past week. He had arrived home:
at noon of that day, only to have Bowen
demand of him to raise the forty thou-
sand doilars before the close of .banking
howrs, confessing. the. predicament in

rumors,

and astounded, he lad burried out to
Inake the most earnest exertions, and to
Jailin them. He saw ruin coming, and
felt, from his recent knowledge of his
‘charaeter, thiat his smooth, suave relative
would contrive to slip the weight of dis-
Lionor upen his shoulders who was en-
tirely innocent. Going thus, in the first
flush of lHs trouble to her whose fate he
thought bound with his, and being re-
pulsed as he had been, it was not strange
that a sort of madness had come upon
the young man,

The ruin came, in the worst form
The morning and evening papers had
each their share of the news—in the
morning, the painful rumor of the suj
cide of young Tunneclife, in tie even.
ing, the failare of the firm, with hints
of the nature of i3 transactions as ak.
fording & clue to the rash deed.

The indignation of those who suffer
ed loss was tempered with awe at the
sammary punishment, seif-indlicted, by
one of the sinners.  Even those who
lost most heavily could not deny that
they had always liked and respected
Tunnecliffe; and they wished, most
heartily, that he had not thus rashly
thrown himself beyond their forgiveness
and his own redemption. .

Succeeding days confirmed thé worst
The firm had failed in a very
disgraceful manner, Some of the losers
would have dealt with John Bowon ina
summary way;. but he, bowed down
with grief and regret, was in such deep
affliction at loss of his brother-in-law,
while yet he made so apparent that the
dead man had been the only guilty par
ty, that compassion began to take the
place of wrath,” Before a woek had
fled there were those who spoke of set
ting him on his feet again,

If Ward Tunnecliffe, before commit-
ting the fatal act, could have, with a
Seer's eye, perused the newspapers fur
the month succeeding his death, {heit
conients wounld have deterred him from
any sach roshness. Were hiz spirit,
in its present abode, cognizant of the
comments made in public and private, by
friend and foe, it must lave. suffered a

which he had placed the firm. Angry

great change from its earthly nature, if
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it did not chafe with a terrible vexation.
It seemed as if every event of his life
was dragged into view, besides deeds at-
tributed to Lhim to which he had no
claim-—even as the river was dragged
for his body, and his friends summoned
several times to witness dreadful, dis-
tigured corpses whicl were not his—for
his body was npever found. Not that
these comments were unfuvorable—gen-
ernlly he was spoken of with pity, and
his general character admired, while his
first great fault was condemned, yet
pulliated. Bat to the proud and reticent
this very pity is galling; then, too, his
sister's name did not escape some public
remark ; her unbridled extravagance, the
‘glyle of her living, and her influence
upon the firm, were two or three times
very plainly referred to.

One fact, however, did entirely escape
the Argus-eyes of gossip—the engage-
wment between the young gentleman and
Miss Arnold. As we lhave said, it bad
Lieen secretly entered into, and, at the time
of the catastroplhe, was known only to
Maud's parents and Mr. and Mrs. Bowen.

Upon one heart only lay the horrible
consciousness that the world at large
knew not the irue motive of the suicide.

CHAPTER IL
BOME OF ITS CONSEQUENCES.

THERE was ‘another person who broke
all the little heart she had in a wild
uarst of remorse and sorrow, when the
news came to her, coupled with the
knowledge of her husband's failure in
business. 1t seemed too much for one
empty, foolish littie 'braim to bear, and
for a time the altendants upon Mrs.
Bowen were afraid that her reagson would
give way, as her wild shrieks filled the
house, alternating with bursts of hysteri-
cal langhter. , :

Susie Tunnecliffe had been her brother's
pet and idol from her cradie. He had
Leen father, mother, and &l to her, since
the death of their parents when she was
twelvo yoars of age.  Not knowing what
else 10 do with her, he had sent her to

w

the finest boarding-school to be found,
and she had come out of it stylish, pret-
ty, “ perfectly charming” He was a2
proud of lier us he was fond; be fels
that she was vain, and a little selfish,
but that was because she had no mother
io extirpate these weeds from her charac-

fond of dress, setting more value upon a

he could make her, he set down to her
being & woman. For Ward was one of
those men, himself a hard worker, ear-
nest in his purposes, of keen intellect,
who set aside every thing fominine at
one fell swoop, as useless and charming.
At least such kad been his impressions

.until he met the young gixl who taught

bim that somewhere in his bresst had
glumbered g far loftier ideal of woman.

The Lrother, then, had taken it as a
matier of counrse, that Susie should be
idle and exacting, insatizble in her pret-
ty requests for pocket-money, and only
eapable of exertion when a ball was in
prospect, or some other girl. to be out-
shone. Fuir as alily, petite, with bright,
innocent blue eyes, and glistening locks
of the most lovely pale-gold hair, no one
could dream of any thing worldly or
selfish about such a sprite or seraph.
To Ward she always appeared as a goy
child, even after her martinge.. Yet,
fairy-like as she was, she was the es-
‘gence of worldliness, from her pa@sion
for chocolate bon-hons to her affection for
the brother and busband who always
supplied her so generously.

Bhe was s suitable wife for John
Bowen. He was hard, plavsible and
ambitions, wanting a wife to be vain of,
who shonld exeite' envy and spend io
advantage the money he was quite will-
ing to give lher, provided he knew where
.to get it. Ward had never esteeined his
brother-in-law a8 a friend or companion,
their miinds being of a different stamp,
but he had respected his sagacity in
business and belioved him an honorable
man,” And so, perhaps, he had been, at

gambling on Wall street, and Lave's
pretty wife at home to make the most

brilliant uses of a splendid income; let

1

ter. That she should be absorbingly

pew ornament than upon sny other gifi -

the start. But let a man once begiw
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him see others doubling and re-doubling
their thousands in & month, and their
wives and daughters moving into broad-

- er stone-fronts and golhg oftener to Tif:

fany's, and let himself Lave a taste for
a ten-thousand-dollar horse and s quiet
trot in the park after three o'clock of a
nice afternoon, and the risks will grow
greater and less prudent, until it seemsa
but & small matter more when honor
comes at last to go with the ress,

There had been some high words at
the dinner-table of the Bowens the af
ternoon preceding the failure, When
the dread hour of closing had arrived
without the forty thousand dollars hav-
ing been raised, the two gentlemen, each
of thom pale and silent, had entered the
carriage waiting for them, with sensa-
tions quite different from those with
which they usually viewed the handsome
catablishment, with its coal-black horses,
gilver trappings,-and sable, white-gloved
coachman, Neither had spoken on the
homeward way; buot when the long
dirner hour bad dragged itself by, with

* course after course of costly dishes, and

Mis. Bowen looking so happy and well-
dressed, presiding over the dainty dessert,
had come to the coffee, Bowen had dig-
missed the servants with a gesture, and
gpoke up, with forced gayety:

“ Don’t starve yourself'to death, Ward.
You laven't tasted a mouthful. At
least, have a cup of coffee. I tell you
we must begin again, We are young
men, yet; and I mean, in & year from
now, to be as prosperons as ever,”

“I hope you're not sick, Ward,” chim-
ed in Mrs, Bowen, “for I know Maud

‘expects you atthe Academy to-might.

And I want you to see me in-my new
dress—it arrived this morning by the
Persia, There isn't one like it in New
York?” She had been chattering, all

thidugh dinner, sbout the promennde at |

the Academy that night, and her wonder-
ful dress, while her companions lad not
the courage to clieck her. . Seeing that
Bowen siill said nothing, only playing
tuneasily with his fork— Ward burst forth
with the indignation which had been
growing within him, ever since morning,

“Why don’t you tell her, John, it

you're & man, what she has got to ex.
pect? You will go to no ball this night, -
Susie—and never again, if you have the
pride of a Tunnecliffe, We are beggars
—and worse than that, let me telt you !
I don't care for the beggary, but I.de
,care for the dishonor. To-motrow the
names of Tuntiecliffe and Bowen will be
disgraced.  You will have creditors paw-
ing over your pew clothes and your
Jjewels, Susie, and carrying off your eil-
ver forks before your eyes, in less than
o week, But that is nothing. John has
disgraced us, sister ; he has done business
88 1o honest man would have done it”

“ That is false,” retorted suave John
Bowen, growing a little white, but not
futther resenting the words. “We are
both in the same boat, Ward, and I'm
8o more 10 blame than you are, I ex-
pected you would bring the money to-
“day; Ihad every reason to expect it
I think you might have broken the news
a little more gently to Susic—she’s not
strong,"

Ward glanced pityingly at his sister'a
frightened face, the lips quivering like
those of a cliild’s about to' cry.

“ I'should never have placed her in
such a position, John Bowen. I I had
known you for the sconndrel you are,
I would nevér have given Ler to you.”

‘With that, poor little Susie had sprung
up and stamped her foot on the floor,
her blue eyes flashing with a fire they were
quite capable of, when she was angry. -

% You shall not spesk 20 of John, be-
fors me, if you-are my brother. I don't
know what either of you are talking of;
but if there’s eny one to biame about
any thing, I shall think it is you, Ward.'
I wish you would leave my house, sir,
talking in this shameful way about beg-
gars and fuilare, What does it all
mean, John 7

It means, Madame Bowen, that our
firm fajls to-morrow—a bad failure, too
—T'm afraid gvery thing must go” -

He said this with his usual selfish
toolness; he .did not feel a tithe of tho
sympathy with the distress and surprise '

of his wife, that her brother did ; but she,

with her usual meaningless way, tirning

upon some one, unable to distinguish
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friend from foe, again gave bnttle to
Wazd, :
“ And you dare to come and tell me-
this, Ward Tannecliffe. It's your fanit, I
know it i John lLias often told me that
you did not know as much as a child
about business, and now you've dragged.
us down, too.. Y1l never forgive yow”
I don't want you to forgive me;
sigter; ‘but you are a womsn, RoOWw,
capabie of bearing a little truth, and Il
tell you this, before I go, which I otght to
have gaid sooner. Yew:have your full
ghare in:the responsibility and the erime:

A womsn who thinks of nething but.

outshining her frienda—who regards
husband and brother only in the light-of
money-getters—whe hounds them on,
constantly, in ‘the chase for wealth,
ignoring every thing thet ought to be

aacred-—crymg always like the leech,

‘givel give! cam not be held guililess,
when - Irer hosband -loses "his rectitude,
gives up his honor in the mad race.
You will now enjoy the fruits of your
" folly.: I warn you both that I will'not

ba-blamed by either of you, for this.
disaster. Thank God, there 52 a woman-

in‘this world, whose soul is not sold 1o
the -devil of display. I will see what
ehe gays-sbout it

‘As he paused, Ward snatched up his
hat; which he had worn Into the dinfng-
room - in. his excitement, and went out,

" a8 we knmow, 0 scek an interview with:

Maud Arnold—and that was the last his
‘gister saw of him, It was not a plessant

parting to hold in remembrance 68 the-

fiual one,

There had been another scene between

the tusband and wife, after Ward’s exit,
in-which he took all her reprozches and
hypterics with that soothing, imperturba.
.ble manner, which finally had the effect

to quiet her down, so that she went to-her-

chamber in quite a resigeed mood, - But
here a sight met her eyes which brought
home to her very gout all that that dread-
ful word—fiilure—mesnt, "It was nota
- look into the crib where her only child
was sleeping, & boy of two years;, who
~wab named after ler brother, and who
_ layumiling in bis infantile dreams—it was
Dot this which moved her. There, upon

1

the great French bed, spread out to dis-

1 play every fold of its beauty, lay the.

newly-arvived dress from Paris—an’
emerald-green moire-antique, trimmed
with point-lace, and to be worn with a set.
of shimmering pearls—ua costame which
would have made s yery sea-sprite out

| of ita fair owner, with her delicate com-

plexion and pale-gold hair,
Not'to wear a toilette likee this was
misery'indeed | -and Mrs. Bowen fell #t-

so, as she burst anew into {ears, But .

we will not mock the poor little lady.
As she had- been educated, so she
was; and the trial which the morrow-
bmughﬁ to. her, was of a character to
enlist real sympathy., For & -time, the
wing of the butterfly drooped, - In that

- great shoek of death, in that trembling

waiting for some tidings of the corpse,
in that remorse for the unkind words
which had been the lost to him, ber
brother, 8o kind to her always, so hand-
gotne, 50 much better than other men,
ghe was -miserable enough. She took
comfort in-her black dress, and was
‘anxious to.get nll the banbles which were

no longer hers out of sight. . They gave .

up their house, furniture and carriage,

“and Mr. Bowen hurried his wife off to

“vigit sume relativesin a neighboring city.

He did not wish to be disturbed by
any grief or complaint of hers; he was
"bent upon retrieving his fortunes. As for
any sense.of dishonor, which would so
bave tortured some men, it rolled off his
-gleek mind like water offa duock’s ‘back.
-He faced his fellows boldly, regretted, in

"undertones, the reckless way his brother

-had managed sffairs; and took hold with
‘such- energy of new ' enterprises, that
‘even: those who had suffered by him were
‘ready to lend him & helping hand. But
there was ‘ever present with hiln a sha-
‘dow he would have given much to
banish-—the ghost of one whoth he had

“driven out of the world, and whom he .

was still wronging, by inuendo, every
day-of hig life. Had he known that
another conscience shared this blame
with him it would bave ‘been some re-
lief; yet it shows the nature of the man,
that, while he often atarted #nd shivered
as at some unseen touck, he could not
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refrain from taking advantage of Ward's
inublhty to defend himself, by casting the
dishonor upon him.

CHAPTER ML -
-.&. MAN OF ANOTHER TY‘PE.

THE same winter of the failare of
Tunnecliffe & Bowen, perhaps a month
later in the season, 8 workman, by the

" name of David Duncan, presented him-

self at the immense cubinet manufactory
of Bmith & Bardell;, situated near the
East River, in the extreme upper part of
the city, and asked for employment. He
had no references—in fact, he said hat
he had just come oyer, though he had
observed a plece of work done by Lis
own kands, in their show rooms on
Broadway. The inlaid work: of the
beautiful writing-desk which they had
purchiased at the late sale of the effects
of John Bowen, had been done by Lim-
gelf in Paris, where Mrs. Bowen had ob-
tained it. He had recognized it the mo-
ment he saw it. The superintendent,
very glad indeed to obtain such a work-
man, yet eyed the applicant with curiosity
if not suspicion ; he was different in man-
ner and words, from the majority who'
applied—a tll, athletic-looking fellow,;
with plenty of dark hair and beard grow-
ing unshorn about lis face, with an air
quite different from that of an artisan,

“and. with a brown complexion which

spoke more of & warni climate than of a
rough life. His piercing eye met his
employer’s on cqual terms; there was
something peculiar about him, and yet
hie inspired confidence, for he secmed
afraid of nothing, even a refosal,

*“ Your name is Scotch ?” remarked the
overseer.

“ Tt is; but Tam American, as I should
think you might see. However, I Lave
wandered about o good deal. T learned
my trade in Paris. © Iwas thought there,
to have uncommon skill. I like the

work, and try to do my lest, to please |

my own taste. I make most of my own
designs in mosaic work; I have some.
with me now.”

He produced & roll of papers, show-
mg some exquisite designy for small
pieces of oriamental fmnlture, nevel in
their ahape and beautifa] in the detail of
the work. : 1

“If T do supenor WO]k I shall ex--
pect & good price.”

“There will be no quarrel about that,"
said the overseer, who had made up his
mlnd thiat no other shop should have 8
chance to secure this desirable person,

David Dunean was employed at ext
cellent wages, to do the most delicaté
and coslly work, There was a crowd of
artisans in the’pgréat manofictory, and
dozens engaged " upon that particular
branch in which Duncan excelled; ha
worked in & room with several others;
except & - little closet. which: he had to
himself, where he wias sccustomed td
finish off some of his finest pieces. - He
wag on good terms with all his fellows,
but intimate with none, They liked Lim,

‘yet were afrald of him; there was a fire

in his eye'and a latent power in his quiet
manner, which warned them not to pro-
voke him; his sative was such as they

- did not like to cope with, quite different -

from their own coarse wit, It was all
because he bad been over the world so
much they thought. © Soetimes they
called him » tinker, on acceuni of hia
wandering propensities, and rallied him
nn being & Frenchman because he wore
p glittering ring on his litle finger
Buch jests he bore with good-nature; he
was patient with them, too, in instruct-
ing them in amy superior manner of

working which Le had acquired abroad,

and be would tell them amusing stories,.
which were eptertdining, without being

- vulgar, They liked him, though they

got angry with him for refusing to.nt Bao-,
‘ciate with them outside the shop. '
more he excited their envy and car
the more they were determioed to
into Lis past life; they asked Lim if he
had left a wife in a foreign gountry, if He’
hiad any children, Whew he bid himself
of nights, ete,

“You all know my boardmg-place,

‘boys,” ke said to them. *It's respectable,

I believe. 1If any of you like to comne to

-see me there, I shall be glad to sce you.”
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Some of them did go to his quiet
~lodgings, where they always found bhim
either reading; or at work upon some
little article, which he made and sold, at
good prices, to dealersin faucy articles.
“You'll get rich, if- you work even-
ings and spend nething, You don’t even
seem to smoke a pipe, or have any fun.”
“I enjoy myself in my own way,”
replied David, and as it was a way with
which they hud not much sympatly,
they presently let him alone, which was
Just what he desired. !
Quiet and excellent as the general ténor
of his life seemed to be, lhere were
irregularities in the bubits of David
Duncan - which gave the good widow
with whom he boarded, much uneasiness;
He was sometimes out very late atnight,
long afier the places of public amuse-

ment were closed.  As the weeks rolled -

on into spring, and toward sumnmery
these absences beeame more frequent.
- 8he was mueh puzzied as to what it
eould be which was getling thée young
man into this bad habit—his breath never
stmelled of liguor, he never betrayed the
flash or lassitude of dissipation, was
always up and ready for his early break-
fast, showing no other signs of his late
hours than g little paleness and a morose-
ness quite frightful to the timid woman,
“ Wh:'t'tsomever lie may be about,
there’s suthin' on his mind, I know. e
gets thinner every day, I'm sartin,
though ke lets his hair and beard grow
so wild » person can’t tell whether he's
thin or not, Tt's an outlandish way ; but
1 g'pose he learned it in furrin . parts.
He'll be down sick one of these days,
with that trouble on his mind, and it he
docs, it'll he the last of him, for he's one
of ke kind that don't bresk easy, but go

&1L at once when they do break,” she’

mused.

Duncan would hLave been surprised
had le heard this prediction. He was
not aware how the slow fever which
preyedl upon him was wasting his vital
cnergies; he only felt restless and
sirong, unable to keep quiet, with oc-
easional times of dullness, when a novel
weakness would come over him.

Night after night, until finally it came

to be almost every night, he would leave
the house soon after supper, tako & car
down to about Twentieth strect, then
disembark, and begin his evening's em-
ployment. He was playing the part of
spy ; whether in his own interest or that
of ancther person, it is certain that one
who little suspected it was under his
surveillance, A young Baltimorean was
stopping at the New York Hotel. He
had been boarding there since early in
the prévigus winter 3+ his name was Regi-
nald Mugby Randolph; like all southern
gentlemen he belonged to one of the first

families; lhis mother was a Mughy, his fa-

thera Randolpli ; the latter was one of the
leading lawyers in Baltimore, and owned
Jarge plantations in that State, and also in
the far south, being as wealtby as he was
aristocralic.

With such antecedents, and plenty of
pocket-money, young Randolpl had
come to New York to spend a season,
before settling down in his native city
as 4 pariner with his father. Of counrse
he was moch noliced and a favored
puest in many of our best houses
Small, slender, with insignificant features
and a sallow complexion, there was not
much in lis. personal appearance to
recommend him, while hiz mind was
well-fitted to his body. He Lud been
pushed through college, and his man-
ners were tnexceptional, except a
slight touch of insolence inseparable
from his bringing-up; ke had a tolerable
ear for ‘music, und could criticise an
opera; was a judge of horses and wines,
and deferentinl in his manner to those
women whoe happened to be beautiful
and stylish,  These sccomplishments
about exhausted hig eapacity. Our deli-
cate bellea thought him s darling and

their mothers did not dispute the belief. '
It was this gentleman whom the

cabinet-maker had under his espionage
He knew, almost to a dot, how many
thousand young Randolph had lest in
betting and gambling ; he knew where
he spent his e¢venings and bis niglts, to
what lady he-sent the most numerous
bouguets, what were his peccadilloes,
and Lis woise vices, and finally, upon
what plan he had set his heart, It was
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known to all who were interested in
gither parly that Mr. Randolph was
paying his attentions to Miss Arnnld;
and, as the spring rolled by, and he still
lingered, loth to leave, it became gen-
erally  understood that the two were, or
soon would be, engaged.  All the other
) . . s -
young ladies withdrew their hopes, as
his devotion became so marked as to
show that he was quite willing it should
be understood. He had, met Miss
Arnold some time before Cliristinas, and
Liad admired ber from the first. Ward
Tunnecliffe, with his searching observa.
tion quickened by the natural jealousy
of hig temperament, had been the first
to observe this fncipient passion, and his
own declaration had been hastened by a
fenr that a suitor so eligible might flat-
ter Maud away from him. Even after
she hind accepted him, sund he had rend
love in her eyes, and Leard-it in her
voice, and felt it in the rush of their two
gouls together, he had been a little
jealous of the brilliaut stranger—bril.
liant in the arrayeof his wealth and con-
nections, but itmmeasurably lis foferior
in manliness, Only o few days before
the catastrophe, when he had called on
lLis betroibed in the morning, to say
good-by, before going off on. his little
journey, he had 'been vexed and dis-
turbed because a bouguet had come in
with Mr. Randolph's compliments, and
Maud had blushed at receiving it.

No .doubt, his fiery spirit, when he
recelved that note from Maud, leaped to
quick conclusions sbout her and this
rival of his, and it may have been
jealousy even more than despair, which
drove him to the last extremity. Of
course, being of the same sex gs his
sister Susie, Maud would leave a ruined
man for onéd who could offer sueh in-
ducements as this Randolph!

There Lad heen a total severance of
the houses of Bowen and Arnoeld since
the failure. Mr, Arnold, indignanc at
the course pursued by the firm, and
angry at his own heavy losses, had
{given Mr, Bowen the cut direct, and de-
sired his family to have nothing further
to do with thehs. . He was somy and
shoclked that young Tunneclife had

committed snicide, and for some days
wrs very anxzious about his daughter,
who was ill in bed, and from whom the
news was kept until she was again in
her usual health. Xnowing- that the
blow must fall, sconer or later, when
she seemed quite well, Lie began, gently,
to bresk the news to her.

* Don't talk to me about Mr. Tunne-
cliffe, father,” she had said, “I am not

at all inierested in him any more. I

learned something about him that T did
not like, and I broke off our engage-
ment before I heard of the fajlure. - I'm
gorry you've lost by them, father; but I
assire you, I have been deceived in my
sentiments toward Ward.”

“You are certain that you did mot
really love him, then? queried Mer.
Arnold with an eagerness that was
almost joyful.

“#1f I did once, I do not now.”

“Yam glad to hear this, my darling,
I have been afraid to break the bad
news to you. I can not tell how much
I am relieved to think my dauglhter will
not be blasted in her young hopes by
this catastrophe, But it is very sad,
Maud; and I am aftsid it will shock
you terribly, for all”

He was bimself so agitnted, that he
4id not notice the shalp tone in which
she cried:

“ What is it, futher? T can bear it.”
* % Poor Ward committed suicide the
night before the failure, Maud. He
jumped intg, the river off one of the
ferry-boats, and he .never—" He was
brought io a stop in his narration by a
cry from Maund :

“I am Lis murderer, father—1I feel
that T am I* and clutehing at her throal,
a8 if she, too, were drowning, she fainted,

After that, she was ill for two or
three weeks ; but as she had been sick
at the time of the tragedy, and this re-
lapse did not seem at all connected with
it, no one, aside from her parents, sus- -
pected the nature of her malady, Dur-
ing ler confinement tv her room, flowers
and messages came daily from Mr. Ran-
dolph, and as scon a8 permitied, he
called to congratulate her upon her con-
valescence.




. WHO WAS HE?

'Hge parents, with natural solicitude,
fored ber to go out more than ever be-
. fore in her life. By keeping her constantly
surrounded with gayety, and in a round
. of plensure, they expected to divert her
mind from what appeaved to them like
‘a morbid sensitivenéss with regard to
her share in the death.of Ward, She
never told them how cold and curt was
the note which Lad informed him of her
desire to brenk the engagement, and

that ghe bad given Lim no reason for.

puch a step. She had cause to feel re-

morse, more than they knew of, and it-

goawed at the sources of her life, while
they thought hér suceessful in the effort
to forget the pasf. Bhe' did not resist
. their efforts to keep her in society ; she
gave more attention to her toilet, was
moré complaisant to her dressmaker,
more willing to go out to operas, con-
-certs, Germans, receptions, than ever
before—for when she was alone she
guffered to an exient which drove lher
into any company, any occupalion
which could divert her,

But, to return to the cabinet-maker,
who lhag- nothing better to do with his
nights than to speud them in spying out
the sctions of ancther man, It waso
warnt evening early in June; one of
those oppressive  heated terms,” which
gometimes come in the first of summer.
All the front windows of a house on
Madison square were open, as they were
in thuse of most of the neighboring
mansions, The birds of fashion had
not yet taken their flight, and the
pquare was quite gy with the light

streaming from handsome parlors, show-.

ing glimpses of rich curtnins, costly
panels and brightly-framed pictures. In
this *particelar house, a woman was
singljg. A workman, passing, paused,
as if l?m tracted by the music; the voicg
was 8 Sweet one, and -the piano accom-
paniment  delicionsly played ;. David
.Duncad might be a judge of music, as
well a3 'an artisan, for he leaned againat
& tree which DLordered the sidewalk, as
mucln‘ﬁin the shade as he could get, and
there remained motionless while -the
pong went on, As usual, the mansion
was built with a high basement, and he

could not see’ into the room where the
singer was, except the upper portion of
it. For some moments after the last
note of the song ceased he remained in
the same attitude. He bad heard that
song, often, and under different circum-
stances from this; and it had a power

over hith now, which lLe could not -

shake off, wrestle with it as he might.
Presently some one came to the window.
It was a young Iady, and the full light of
2 sireet-lamp. on the square fell upon
lier face, 8he did not observe the man
standing in the ghadow of the tree, and,
ag the night wns warm, and the street

quiet, she remained some time, leaning.

her head against the casement, as if
weary. .

Her soft muslin rohe fell about her
persen in waves of beauty ; the fuce was
a noble one, with durk cyes and a white
brow, whose regal lines were sofiened by
the full sweetness of the month and the
delicacy of the oval chin, Afier a long.
gaze ot the sky, she sighed heavily, and
a8 her eyes fell, becoming more accus:
tomed 1o the darkness, she saw the man
under the tree, motionless, staring at her,
Her first impulse was to start back and
close the shutier, but -being ceurageous
and the hour early, she remained looking

“at him. A strange feeling came over

her, she pressed her hand to her heart ;
but when the sndden dimpess passed
from her sight, the man was walking
rapidly away. ‘

“ How foolish I am," she thought, try-
ing to laugh at herself, “it is one of
Margaret’s many admirers, no doubs,
staring in at the basement window, Wait-
ing for a glimpse of his sweetheurt, oran
invitation into the kitchem.”

While she was gtill thinking of the
fellow, or rather of the eurions impres-
sion Le had made upon Ler, another step
echoed along the pavement, and the
young lady withdrew from the window,
as she gaw a gentleman coming up the
sleps.

“ I wish he had stayed awny,” she snid,
“ mamma is out, and I shall have {o re-
ceive him alome. If he had not seen
me at the window, ] would not be a$
home,” ;
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Her face wazs not partienlarly uni-
mated in expression as she turned to re-
ceive her visitor, who was evidently as

plessed to find her alone, as she was an-.

noyed to be so found,
“ This is an unexpected pleasure, Miss
Arnold,” he snid, with a bright smile.
“Did you call in the hope that we
were already gone, and you should be
saved the trouble of making your adieux?”
‘She gave him o seat on the sofa, and
herself took one at some distance,
% @atirical, as usnal; always a sting
in the honey, You know what I mean,
Miss Arnold—that I scarcely dared hope
to find you alone, and yet I wished it
You go away so soon, now, and I can
not part from you, even for a few days,
without saying what has been so con-

. stantly in my thoughts.”

He arose, took a chair, and placed it
near to hers. His eyes were sparkliag,
his face smiling and confident ; he would
not see that she took on a look of re-
serve and hauteur; thal she was resolv-
ed the conversgtion should not blossom

into an vpen declaration. -

“You will be in Newport by the first
of July, will you not, Mr. Randolph "

#1 hape so. I certsinly shall, if there
is any inducement that way. Only one
thing can keep me absent even so long
ag that, and T will not make myself
miserable by fearing that.”

Now if the lady had wished fo lead
him on, she would have asked, after the
innocent manner of women, under such
circumstances, “What can that one
thing be? T can not imagine”

Miss Arnold sald nothing of the kind ;

she glanced unessily toward the piano,

. asking :

“ Did you bring the music you were
speaking of, Mr. Randolph #*

“Yes, itis here. T could forget neth-
ing which is associated’ with you, Will
you try it now

“By all means; bot I am afraid I
ghall not like it as much as you profess to,
Our tastes differ very much, you koow,"

Bhe was glad to get io the piano;

‘she felt what was coming, and was de-

termined to prevent it.  If she could di-
vert him with the music for a time,

| woise than indifference,

other visitors might come in. IL was
painfal to Ler to humiliate sny one, and
she knew that if he persisted in saying
too rouch, she would be compelled to
humiliaté Mr, Randolpli—~urther than
that, she did not fancy the injury would
go. He believed himself an eligible parts,

and hersolf another, and that the two

would make a most becoming match.
Everybody thought so, bér own parents,
along with the rest of the world, Bhe
differed from them all; it was & brilliant
catch, to be sure, and since she never ex-
pected to marry for love, she ought to
gratify her fiiends by securing it; but
ghe felt toward ihis man something
There was
something about him which she did not
trust ; she despised Lis inteliect, and she
had no faith in his moral qualities. If
he had been a good man, she might
have sabmitted to what seemed the cur-
rent of her fate; as it was, she struggled
against it. That shallow, glittering
smile played over dark waters; she did
not like Mr. Randolplh's sparkiing eys,
nor his smali white teeth, nor the glimpse
she occagionally had of his Labit of re-
garding things which to Lier were sacred,
The young gentleman liked the change
to the'plano as well as Miss Mand her-
self; she had chilled him, despiie his
egotism, as he eat there before her; but -
now he conld lean over her shoulder,
and in the pauses of the playing make
out to say what ho was determined

‘ghould be no longer deferred. .
Unwittingly, Mand had placed herself — - ]

at a disadvantage; she tried the new

opera, and they talked about it careless-

Iy but, before she could arm herself

against it, a firm hand ciagped her own, a
warm breath was ou her cleek, and the

words she hiad dreaded were poured into,
her ear—words passionate enough, full

of southera fervor, and urged with the

will of one not accustomed to giving up

that whick he coveted,

Miss Arnold was more moved than
she had thought to be; her voice trem-
bled as she snid : - .

“Why did you take me so by sur-
prise, Mr. Randolph? I would have
spared you the pain of telling you I
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must refuse the honor you have .done
me, I feelit to be an honor, and am
grateful ; but I can not—ever—he your
wife i .

“ And why, pray# he whispered,
growing white with anger, for she had
gpoken in a decisive tone, despite the
Aremble of sympathy, “It is late for
you to teHl me this; ¥ have had no rea-
‘801 to expect guch an answer. 1 gained
your futher's permission this afternoon to
speak with you”

“I know my parents favor you, and
would be pleased. I bhave nothing
against you, Mr. Randolph, except that I
do bot love you, mor believe that we
would live happily together, I tried to
avoid this interview,” she added, gently,

“I do not believe it. Yom brougl}'t
me toyour feet only to mortify me; [I
slall not endure it. You shell not re-
- fuse me.” There was something more’
fierce in Lis low voice than as if he had
spoken sloud ; it only served to show

Maud what she had suspected, that his

temper was fiery and ill-controlled.
“ T ghall use my own judgment, I pre-
sume. Do not forget yourself, Mr
~ Randolph,and please say no more on this
subject. X would rather part with you
l% a friendly manfer”
4+ We ean not be friends,” he exclainx
ed, his black eyes glittering, * we must
be more than that—or enemies, I know
why you refuse me. You still mourn
for a man who died publicly disgraced.
I know what the relations between you
were; I thought you had more pride,
Miss Arnold. I warn yod, it is danger-
ous to play with fire. ~ You have played
with me—lured me on,and now you sirall
accept me, whether you like me or not.”
* This is strange talk for a gentleman.
. I can not hear more of it. I must say
good-night, and if we are to meet again
a3 acquaintances, it will be afler you
have apologized.” '
“ Good-night, Miss Arnold. Remember,
I do not withdraw my suit. You will
accept me yet. When I have set my
hegrt on e thing, I never give it up.
You will see me in Newport.”
e made her a eourtly bow, but his

that made her nervous despite of herself.
She felt aftaid of him, smiling at herself
for the folly of the thing, for how ecould
he hurt ker "

“If my parents could have witnessed
this exhibition of temper, they would

‘not annoy me by favoring his suit,” she

thought. The parlors were no longer
pleasant to her, and she went up to her
own room, glad that the trjal—since it
must come-—was over.

Mr. Randolph had not said the truth
when Le asserted that she encouraged
him. She had received his flowers,
compliments, and his thousand atten-
tions, as she had those of other young
men, and if she had seeined to favor
him more, it was because he had press-
ed his services upon her in such a way
that she could hardly reject them,

Before Maud left her chamber, the fol-
lowing morning, her maid brought in her
letters, among which was the following :

“Tg Miss Arnold aware that a certain
vessel is sailing under false colors? The
real Reginald Randolph is with his fa-
ther in Baltimore. The one now in New
Yorlk is a cousin, who has already played
the family zome dangerous tricks, His
name is thesame, but the most of hisre-
presentations are fulse. He has no means,
except such as they are pleased to give
him, lmvinﬁ already aquandered-all that
he inherited from Ais father. His habits
are bud; the money which be spends
here, he gains mostly by gambling, the
rich young men, whe are flattered by his

patronage, falling easy victims to his skill,
}f Miss Arnotd is sufficiently interested
she can obtain s}l the information neces-
sary, by writing to B. Randolph, Esq.,
Baitimore,” . .

Again & singnlar thrill, lke .that
which she had felt when she saw ihe
gtill figure under the trees, agitated her,
Tt was not the contents of the letter
which disturbed her ; she wag too really
indifferent toward Mr, Randolph to care
whether he were what was represented
or not. She could not explain to her-

self whatit was. The most prosaic and = -

the most coldly philosophic of peaple have
moments when they are depressed or ex-

hilarated by influences which are intan-

gible. Maud held the letter » long time
in her hand, end then laid it carefl}}ly

facp wos pale, and its expression one

away,
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CHAPTER IV,
A BAUBLE,

Davip Duxcaw was busy in his
little private work-rooms, patling tlie
finishing touches to a ladies’ dress-
ing-case. 1t was & neat and elaborate
article, and he bent over it as affec-
tionately a3 an artist over his pieture,

or & mother over her buby. No pret-

tier toy of the kind could have heen
found in Paris or Geneva, "A knock
at his door interrnpted him; one of
the partners of the firm, Mr. Smith,
came in, followed- by a gentleman, the
sight of whom caused the workman a
momentary shock, Involuntarily he

- pulled his straw hat farther down on

11}5 forehead.
" Have you finished that dressing-case,
Duncan ?*

“ Yery nearly, sir.”

“ Well, thia gentleman was looking at
those we have down-town in the show-
rooms. He wants something extra,
None of those pleased him exactly, I
was afrald ‘he would go to Ball and
Blaci’s, and get some of those foreign
nick-nacks ; so I told him about this you
were getting up, if he was a-mind io
wait a day or two. He snid he should
be driving to the Park this afternoon, and
he would turn cuf, and take a Jook at it.

Here's the case, Mr, Randolph ; I think .

you'll own it’s & benuty.”

Duncan stood aside while the two ex-
amined the box. .

“TIv's the prettiest thing T ever saw,”
was the comment of the young gentle-
man, “I hadno idea such work could
be done in this country ;" and he coolly
seratinized the workman, through his
eye-glass, as if he was as legitimate an
object of curiosity as his dressing-cage,

“ Duncan learned his trade in France,”
said Mr. Smith. :

* Aw " politely responded the South-
erner, for something in the steady eye
of the *“ mud-sill” bad camsed®him to
drop his glass; * that accounts for it.
But you don’t mean to say,” quite re-
specifully to Duncan, “that you painted
this little gem of a picture on the

“1 pointed it. Tt is from & sketch
which I made, last fall, whileI was ona
little trip up the Hudson.”

“Aw ! is it possible ? . You may not
know it, but I asznre you, you are a ge-
nigs.  You ouglt to leave cabinet-work
and ‘take to landscape-painting. Td
give a hundred dollars for that little pic-
ture, If it was on canvas or paper, and
it's only four by five inches

* Indeed I’ said Duncan, quietly—his
employer was much the most pleased of
the two ; he began to see that he had a
wonderful fellow in his service, who
could make money for him, and he prized
him accordingly; he grew very affable
abont the case, raising the price, which
had not been given, in his own mind.

Duncan took up a bit of ebony and
begun another piece of work, as if the
two were already gone,

The young gentleman examined the
amber-satin lininge, the silver key and
mountings, the costly fnishing, finally
agreeing to give eight hundred for the
case, which was to be gent, the next day,
to his rcoms at the New York hote], when
he would give his check for the amount.

* Be sure that you admit of no delay
in finishing it,” be said ; “ it is for a lady
"who leaves, the very next day, for New-
port, and I wish her to receive it to-mor-
row evening.”

“ A betrothal present, perhaps?" re-
marked Duncan, with a smile,

“It may even be 80, was the gay
answer ; “ nothing move natural,” and
the graceful Southerner switched bis boot
with his riding-whip, and looked a great
deal more self-satisfied than he felt,

“It would be the most natural thing
in the world,” said the artisan, There
wag, something in his voice and the curl
of his lip which attracted the remark of
the young gentleman ; he was not dis-
posed to patronize that class of follows,
bnt this otie had really something peculiar
about him, and he condescended to ask :

* What is it, so naturaj "

“For a rich young man, who can af:
ford it, to want to marmy a besutiful
woman, And for the beautiful woman
to want to marry the rich young man,”

cover ¥

T

 “These girls take devilish ‘queer
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aireaks, though, sometimes,” said the
‘gentleman discontentedly ; then remem-
-bering whom he was' speaking before,
-added : “ Not that they ever tease me
with their humors. I don't think the
money ought to be all on one side,
either; I've never seen the,womi_m 80
pretty that she ¢ould please me without
she had plenty of cash. I like the En-
glish style of making seftlements—then
a man knows what he lias to expect.”
wA man,” said Duncan, under his
breath— a puppy, you mean.” .

“ What did you remark, fellow ¥

“He was speaking about my dog,”
hastily said the head of the honge, pl.lll-
ing the ear of that animal, and glancing
angrily at his worlman.  “ I'm glad you
like the dressing-case so well, Mr. Ran-
dolph. I think, myself, that the young
lady who gets it, whoever ghe is, will
find it irresistible—it'll take her by storm,
I'm sure” ' )

“ No natter about the yourng lady,”
Baid the purchaser, getting buck upon his
(ignity ; but at that moment he noticed
a8 ring which the workman wore on his
little finger, and a covetous Hght gii;ter-
ed in his black eyes, \

“If you don’t object, I'd like to ex-
‘amine that stone you wear. Did you
piek it upin Paris? I don't 8o how
you con afford to wear such o ring as.
that, my man." '

] got it,’in the course of my wan-
derings.” ‘ “
" “8iole i, of course,” was the mental ’
gomment of the young gentleman, while
he enid zloud, “That's a stone of the:
- first water—really s remarkably fine dia- :
mond. It looks well as a solitaire. It
would make a beantiful ring with which
to bind a lady's faith—eh? Upon my
* word, it just suits me, Perhaps you _don’t
Eknow the value of it. I would will.mgly
ive you three hundred dollars for it.
“ 1t's not for sale” . }
% Rut three hundred dollarsds quite & |
sum, my friend. You might furnish up !
" a little cottage for 6"
* How would you pay me ¥’ suddenly
asked Duncan, looking straight in the
other's eyes, “ In o checkon a bank in

ed his calmness.

“ Ol as to that, any way you choose
Perhaps you play,” he added, in a whis-
per. “If so, I will stake you five hun-
dred against your ring, to-night, at Pugg’s.
‘Whaut eay ¢” ‘ ‘

“] do play, sometimes; but not at
your game, I shan't prt with the ring
at any price.” -
The Boutherner turned angrily away.
If he wanted a workman's dismond
ring, be thought it insolent of the fel-
low not to let him have it. To have
got this jewel for balf its real value, and
added it to the contents of the dressing-
case, would have pleased him much,
“Be certain, sir, to deliver the case
to-morrow noon,” he said to Mr. 8mith,
and presently was on his way to the Park,

It may be conjectured from this that
Mr. Reginald Randolph was not discour-
aged with the rebuff he had received
from the young lady whose fortune he
had resotved should mend his broken one,

To *storm her,” as the cabinet-dealer
had metaphorically phrased it wiI:h
costly gifts and persistent attentions, paid
in such a way thatshe could not entirely
reject them, must ultimately bring her to
‘terms. Whetlier these presenis were
ever paid for, must be the lookout of
those from whom he obtained them.
His credit was good, for he bonrded
at ithe New York lotel, and was al-
woys expecting remittances from the
Bouth. : - _

My, Smith had followed his valuable
customer to the deor, and Duncan was
left with his work before him, Now
that the gentleman was out of sight,

I somé strong passion, which he had re-

pressed until his sinewy, slender hands

expression. He paced back and forth

| through his little shop, like a caged pan.

ther, muttering, .
“If he had stayed one minute longer,
I helieve T should have shaken him to

| picces.”

" When he had partially worked down
his excitement, he sat on the high stool
before his table, and drew the box to-

Baltimore '

ward him, lesning his head on his hand,

+

| +The stranger’s eyes fell, but heregain-

| were in a quiver, took a more violent

¢
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and gazing at the litfle picture on the

“Who would have thought the box
would have fallen into Aer hands? She
has the first little sketch of this picture,

It was made on the day of that exeur-

sign. Bhe admired it, and would Lave
it. Poor Ward Tunnecliffe! How hap-
py he was that day. He-did not fore-
see what a year would bring forth, How
proud he was of the preference of that
young gitl—and how modestly she be-
trayed it! He felt himeself a better man
on aceount of it, I dare say. It was &
proof of his own nobility that she should
~ favor him! Oh, yes! Whnat a pity
that he can not see what & high-minded

auitor she has chosen, as soon a8 he was”
out of the way. It would increase the |

evidence of her fine intnitions in such
matters!|  Poor Ward! ¢ Whom the
gods love die young'-—or kill them-
selves. "It would be bad for him to re-
tarn, were such a-thing possible, to ‘this
world, which he leaped out of so rendily.
Even his golden-haired sister is begin-
ning to emerge, like & mermaid, from her
weeds ; and his little nephew, his name-
sake, hag quite forgotten him, no douht,
His brother don't need him in the kind
of business ke is going into, and Lislady-
lover—uy, there's the rab! Stay where
you are, Ward Tunnecliffe, and 28k no
guestions of the last armival from our
little earth, The circles have elosed
over your head, and were you to come
hack, you would have to look about for
apother ephere of action, Yes, yes!
yours was the true wisdom. I will
doubt it no more.”

‘With this, he shook off whatever of
his late mood still lingered, took wp his
dainty tools, whistling sofily a gay little
tune, . ‘

“T've half a mind to put Ward's,ini-
tials in & corner of the picture, just to
give her a little pleasant surprise” he
whispered, presently. * But why should
I prick a fashionable woman's conscience,
even with & pin? It is made of vulean-
ized rubber, and is quite insensible. Let
her mate with whom she will! ¢ Birda
of a feather flock together.! *

quite complete. He turned the tiny key
in the lock,and pushed it away from
him with a bitter smile.

“8he won't keep it long, after that
letter which was sent-her—at lesst, if
she has common prudence, I suppose
T ought not to have meddled; but I
could not see her going Lo utter destrue-

‘tioh.  She might have married a fool, in
welcome; but I could not—quite—Ilet
her rush into such trouble withont warn-
ing. The responsibility is off my shoul-
ders, now. Nothing to me—1I know it.
But Ward Tunnecliffs loved her once.”

CHAPTER V.
ON THE BRAOCH,

M8 ARNOLD was engrossed in the
great -duty of seeing that her trunks
-were properly packed, when a package
wag brought to her chamber by a ser-
vant, who eaid that it had been deliver-
ed by the city express. Taking off the
various wrappings, she saw the dressing-
caso of which the reader has already
heard. i .

“Oh, how beautifal! charmants!
That must have come from Monsieyr
Randolph,” eried her maid. “ No one
else knows how to send such beantiful
gifts®
Her mistress did not heed this little -
excitement ; she had been on her knees
when she uncovered the box, and she
Bow sat on the foor, holding it in ber
lap, gazing, with a pale face, at the pic-
ture on the lid, ‘

“It i8 the sume——the very sama! This
looks like a French article, and yet it
can not be, for the sketch was only taken
last fall.  No doubt it is a favorite sub-
Ject with artists. “That must be the res-
son why I gee it here, Yet they are so
alike—it i3 certainly a remarkable coin-
cidence. Awnd that it should have been
sent t0 me! I wonddr who—" Here
she Just began to show gome curiosity as
to the sender. -

Bhe locked inside and out for some
note, or at least & card, or initials; but

An hour later, the dressing-case was
3. ‘

thera was no clue to the giver, .
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‘4 He is 8o modest—so prudent,” chat-
ted the maid, *he does not aend his
Tt is like him. .Heis so gene-
rous—not like the young géntlemen of
New York. Of course, Miss Arroid,
it can be no one but Monsieur Ran-

“ ] do pot agree with you,” said Maud,

“ Why should Mr,
Randolph send me any thing 80 costly ? |
You talk too much about him, Marie.”

" Marie shrugged her shoulders, and was
not convineed.
* Mand really had no idea that it came
from the man whom she had rejected

"almost sharply,

snd made angry not forty-eight hours be-
fore. She had smiled at the recollection
of his parting threat, that he would. not
give her up—and then, the picture! She
could not help feeling that there was
gome mystery about the picture ; & mys-
tery which touched her inmost feelings,
and made her fingers tremble, and her
cheek pale, for it reminded her -of the
past in & vivid manner.

‘Who could have known that she had
that sketch? Ah! it must have been
Mrs. Bowen. She had shown itto ber;
they had admired it together. Perhaps
Mrs. Bowen had come across this box,
and had sent it as a cruel reminder. But

. Busie was not able to indulge in . such
costly reminiscences, even had there been
a motive, Sull, it might just be possible
that she had owned this box, smong the
hundreds of expensive trifles with which
her house had been filled, and that ber
brother had painted this picture on the
cover, for he sometimes used the brush
as well a8 the pencil; and that, knowing

" how much Maud liked the original, she
had sent it to her to show her that she
.was pot affected by the alichation which
had taken place between the families.

«“ Poor Susie—dear Susie,” murmured

Maud, while the tears began to flow;
“ ghe Was always an affectionate, forgiv-

ing litle thing, if she was such a butter- |

" fiy. I ought to itave gone to her, in her
. miafortune, despite of father’s command.
Yet, if she knew all, she would have
shuddered to meet me-—she would bave
blamed me for helping drive him to death.

she has returned, I would go to her at
once, if I could obtain her addyesa.”

Mr. Reginald Randolph would never
have put his eight hundred dollars to so
poor & use, could he have guessed the
memories it stirred in Maud, -or the
source to which she attribated the gift.
Afraid to send his name with it, knowing
that it would be instantly ‘returned,
ghould he do so, and yet intending, when
his plans were further developed, during
his vigit to Newport, to allow it to be
‘suspected whence it came, he had ven-
tured upon the present——nol feeling the
risk 30 great, since the toy was not paid
for, and the dealer had received, instend

of his check, only a promise to pay at
thirty days. Should his plans fail, he
could run away from his debts ; should
they succeed, the young lady's money

might pay for the generous attention,
Such fAnesse as this ought to have made
g successful buginess:man of this scion
of chivalry. .
. % We will not finish packing, to-night,
if Miss Arnold sits so long witk her
preuty box,” said Marie, at Iast, who had
been silenced at the sight of Maud'a
tears, but could no longer restrain her
impatience at not being able to examine
the inslde furnishing. *There is the
largest trunk not yet begun—and we
must find room for the dressing-case. It

“was fortunate to arrive before the trunk

was filled.”

“Yes, we must take this” replied the
mistress ; and so the gift was retained,
and the hopes of the sender revived.

The Arnolds were to leave by the
Sound steamer, on the following even-
ing. Maud had paet of a dry before her
in which to endeavor to find if Mrs.
Bowen was in the city; but she was un-
successful in her efforts, and went away
resolved, s soon as she was gettled in

ter.
Poor Susie! She had been such a
belle in Newport, the previous season,
-How it ealled it all back to Maud, as if
it were yesterday, instead of s year ago,
when she found herself af she same ho-

I thought she waa in Philadelphia, If

those of Mrs. Bowen had been opposite.

©cant; “her doll wus stuffed with saw-

" only to dress and bhe admired by a pro-

_ ‘creatures, upon whom Maud now looked

Newport, ta write dear Susie a long let- cony and ball-toom—ffom the sunny

tel, occupying the same yooms to which _
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Then, she had Just begun to think that
she loved Busie's brother; then, the
sweetness of s first timidly-cherished
dream was upon her, giving a charm to
every thing, even to the vulgurity and
frivolity of fashionable dissipation, Now,
&ll was so cold and glopmy; the women
were 8o foolish and the men so insignifi-

dust,” certainly; for Maud’s feclings were
like ashes, ‘ .

Every day made the crowd more re-
pulsive to her; there were plenty of
Dleagant, intelligent friends about her;
bat she did not like to danee, nor to enter-
tamn the young men who always gathered
about her, like bees sbhout a rose. She
found herself growing very satirical;
a judge instead of a devotee. She saw
married women, like Susie Bowen, living

miscuous assembly ; and she judged them
much more harshily than she had the gay
sister of the man she loved. Darling
Busiel Bhe, at lenst, had always looked
innocent, with her fair chiid-face, and
girlish gracefulness. The men- uged
to awear they beleved' Bowen had
brought Rer from the depths of ocean,
with her pink cheeks and glittering hair ;
and, laughing at the fancy, the pretty
gprite ook more than ever to pearls and
sea-weed and sheeny draperies of silver
or emerald. There was something true
-to ber natare and looks, in the innocent
vanities of Mrs, Bowen; but these silly

down with chiding eyes; had no such
excuge for their follies, .
Newport was dreary to Msud ; yet it
was haunted by a charm which kept her
there, and prevented her parents from:
seeing how great the change in her really
was,  The shadow of past happiness
dwelt there, glimpsing at her from bal-

beach and the eternal waves, whose faces,
at least, had wot chfnged,

The sight of the water was awful to
Jher, 8he never looked upon it but that
she saw Ward's dead face fashing be-
neath fts surface ; yet, for that regson, it
had'a féarftl fascination, To séek out

to persuade her friends to Jeave her
there, while they amused themsolves, -
near at hand, with gayer company, was
an almost daily resource with her. Thero
the book would slip from her idle hands,
and she would fix her eyes upon the
sliding waves which came whispering 1o
her feet, seeing visions of which nome
but herself guessed. It was a danger-
ous induigence, calculated to undermine
Ler health, physical or mental; her fa-
ther would have snatched her from' it,
had he been aware of it but, as it was,
he was glad to see her surrounded by
new influences, and to deceive himself
by declaring that she was getting back
her flesh and color, ‘

- When they had been a fortnight at
Newport, Mr. Randolph arrived, stopping
at the same hotel. Doubtless, he would
have preferrad Saratoga, as’far ss his
own tastes were concerned, had not Mise'
Arnold been at Newport ; and there was_
abundance of employment, for his talent
at this place, if not'as much as at ite-
rival.

Maud had never shown her friends the ..
anonymous note she had received, plac-
ing her on her guard with the Southerner.
In the first place, having already settled
moatters with him, as far as their present
relations were concerned, she was too in-
different to have the truth of the letter
investigated ; then, she had a dislike to
gossip, thinking people might find out
- Mr. Randolph for themselves; thirdly,
she had a singalar feeling about the let- -
ter, which made her averse to showing
it. R
But when -he quietly persisted in re-
- newing his attentions, she began to doubt -
if she had acted with discretion. She
resolved to place the note in her father's
hands, ang let him make such use of it
.8 he thought best. More from prede-
cupation than any thing else, this step
she delayed from day to day. :
. In the mean time, she was much en-
“vied the attentions of the southern mll
 Hongire, and much wondered at for the
¢oldness with which ghe received him,
“Don't think it necessary to be chill-
ing in order to keep me at the freczing.

som# secluded spot glong the sands, and

point” he had said to her once. “I
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take back the rash speech I made on
that evening, when I was so stung by
disappointment a8 hardly to know what
¥ was saying, I withdraw all preten-
sions ; but I do not wish to be marked
out from the list of your friends. Treat
me as you do others for whom yon care
nothing, yet who have the pleasure of
being upon the rolt of honor.”

Maud received the explanation polite-
ly, ignored the past, and treated him pre-
cisely as she djd all others in her train.

By this means he again placed himself
upon a footing whence he might hope
to gain a hearer approach. Her fa-
ther treated him with marked cordiality ;
he didn’t like parvenus, and the Ran-
dolphs were a family to which he should
be willing to see his daughter add her
name; he was anxions to have Maud
entirely forget her first disappointinent;
and ke told the young man, quite plainly,
not to be disheartened at a first rejection
—* grirls often changed their minds.”

Thus encouraged, and alss winning
pretty handsomely, just then, at midnight
gaming-tables, Randolph was folerably
content.

There ‘were numerous other young
ladies, as rich-as Miss Arnold, at New-
port, from among whom he might have
had his choice ; and, a8 marriage was &
matler of speculation with lim, it is
gtrange that he persisted in his difficnlt
guit; but certain if is that the most self-
jsh and dishonorable have attractions
which they dignify. by the name of love.
- He would not have married Miss Arnold
without money, but with it, he preferred
her to any woman of his acquajntance,
"Onder the smart of injured vanlty. and
. aflery temper, be believed that he loved
her; he vowed to himself that ber will
should yield to his.

Reginald Randolph was the impostor-

which the anonymous letter had declared
~ him to be; he was the nephew instead
of theson of the Randolph of Baltimore,

But hiz family was the same, his connec-

tiona as good, and his estate had once
been nearly as large, His father before
him, and then himself, had ruined their
fortunes by various excesses; gince he
had parted with the last elave and the

last acre, he had supported himself by
the same courses which had bepgared
him, oftentimes with an impudence that
would have brought him into trouble,
had not family pride compeiled those
who suffered not to betray him, using his
uncle’s npame, and those of other rela-
tives, for his owh Denefit. Finally, he
had ventured into New York, and play-
ed the rdle there of which the Jetter had
accused him, saying to himsell that he
had nothing to lose, and might have
much to gein. He was no volger ime.
postor, for he had the manners and edu-
cation of those among whom he moved;
probably he was just as good, in every
respect, barring the fortune, as the Regi-
nald Mughy Randolph whom he repre-
gented. Still,his game was an andacious
one, and his reception by * our best so-
ciety ¥ would have been quite different
in the light of the truth. Mr. Arnold,
who was severc upon suddenly-made
wealth, and whose doors opened so
slowly to new acquaintances, did mod
dream of the danger le was in. Young
Randolph was a little too gay to suit his
strict ideas; but he was young, and
would improve, while it was a real pleas-
ure to be cordial to one of the blue
blood.

The Arnolds had been at Newport six
weeks, It was their intenlion socn to
lenve, and travel a month through’ the
most picturesque parts of New England,
take & trip up the Bt. Lawrence to Mon-
treal, perbaps go to Saint Catlerine's
springs, and come home by way of Niag-
ara Falls, Mrs. Arnold was not satis-

fied with her daughter's appearance, and '

began to hint at a consumptive tondency
in her family. Mountain-air would be
better than sea-air for Maud. Mrs, Ar-
nold was a delicate woman, disliking
exertion, not fond of change; but her
heart was bound up in their only child,
and she was not too absorbed in her own
litle daily vexations snd ailments, to
obsurve that something was wrong with
the girl, ‘ '

Maud was indeed falling into & mood -

of melancholy and abstraction unnatural
“to a yBung person moving in the midst

of life and gayety. She assented to the

i
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traveling plan with the same shadowy
smile with which she yielded to every
suggestion of her parents—n smile so
sweet and unmeaning, without & bit of
heart, that it was more peinful than to
have seen her fretful and exacting,

" Whatever was the matter with her, it |

did not Jessen with time, as they hagd ex-

pected her memory of her first love

gﬁair, and its tragic termination, would
o. .

- It was one of those cool, bright days
which often come in the latter part of
July, that she went, with others, to see
the bathers, 8he did not wish to go in
the water herself, that morhing, but sat
upon the beach, her face shaded by a
broad-brimmed hat, gazing absently at
the merry, absurd crowd of men, women,
and children, in their blue, searlet, and

- purple suits, running on the beach,

screaming in the suff, looking and be-
having quite otherwise from the same
crowd at dinger or at -dance. “After
time, she aroge arid walked further on.
“ Come, George,” she said to & boy of
slxteen, son of a relative,  you are not
going in the waler. Let ua get further
away from this, where we can enjoy the
society of old ocean, without seeing his
white beard pulled by these rreverent
frolickers. Ihave a book which you will
like. You may read, and I will think.”
“You do too much of that, cousin
Mzud, I'm sure,” replied the youth, very
ready to go with ‘her—for he was just
at the age to worship some lovely wo-
man, preparatory to g real falling-in-love
with somebody else—and in hig eyes,
Maud was the incarnation of feminine
perfections—Vbeautiful, atylish, good, mar-
velons in all that she did, said, or suf
fered. a
' “1 am honored in being selected as
your escott,” he continued, as they stroll-
ed along, *The first thing I know, Mr,
Randolph ‘will be jealous of me. It’s
cruel of you to go-off, and he, helpless
in his bathing-suit, not able to run after
you. Ile was cutting all those wondey-
ful pigeon-wings-in the water on purpode
to oxcite yonr admiration. If I were n
little older, I should feel ticklish about
exciting his jealousy. He has such

wicked eyes—I should expect on dark
nights to fee! him creeping behind me,
with something in his hand as sharp as .
his eyes,” ‘ :

. Maud laughed in an amused manner;
then said more gravely:

* Hush, George ; don't eny such things
even in jest. Fortunately you are not
any older, end you are my cousia, s0 you
are safe, And please don't you tcase
me about Mr. Randolph. It's tirésome
enough to have everybody else doing it
He is very disagreeable to me, and I'd
like to leave him bekind whea I've com-
pany that suifs me better.” }

“T'll never mention his name agaln,
cousin "Mand "-~flattered by her confi--
‘dence, *“ I don't Jike him, either ; there’s
something artful about -hitn. He's not
manly and pleasant, like—[ mean he's
so different from—f{rom—"

A spasm of pain contracted Maud's
‘face. The boy saw i, and paused, with-
out. speaking the name upon his lips.
He used to think that his cousin and
Mr, Tunnecliffe were very much inter-
ested in each other; he had not kuown
that they were actually engaged ; but ha
wag quick to see that Maud was dis
tressed, and could not finish his sen-

.tence,

They wallked on in silence, until Maud
gaid, almost in & whisper;, '

“You sald, George, that you shouid
expect ‘to feed somebody creeping be-
Lind you, in the dark,’ though you did
not know he was there.. Do you ever
feel such things? Don't you think, -
sometines, there are spirits about us,
although we can not see them? And
that, still further, our bodily eyes may
sometimes detect and recoguize those
spirit-forms ¥ )

The boy leooked earnestly into bhis
companion's face, whicl wole an eager,
anxious look, and those sweet, loving
eyes had an expression which filled him
with awe. He was troubled and embar-
rassed, but he had plenty of courage, and
answered decidedly : ]

*1 might fancy that he was behind
me, when le was not; or, if he were
there, I might feel him through the in-

fluence of personal magnetism, although
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I did not hear or see him. * When you
go into a dark room, can you not always
tell whether it is vacant or mot? I
can.”

“ Yes, but the dead, George! Did you

ever see the dead f---plainly, as I see you |.

pow ¥
“Don't look at me that way, cousin
- Maud, or I shall think gou are a ghost,
and rup away from you. Oh, dear, I
hope you are not getting t0 be one of
-those spiritualists.”
“ Why do you *hope’ so P
. “Well, I don’t know. Ouoly T've al-
ways thought you so sensible, for a wo-
man. And it seems a sort of weakness.”
He was much relleved by the smile
which brightened her face, driving out
that, far-away, paliid look. )
“Thank you, for your good opinion.
«  Bengible for & woman'—eh ! Now, I
always thought we were the most sen-
sible half of creation; but perhaps the
boys think otherwise. Well, perhaps it
is n weakness, to believe in any thing we
can not touch or taste, Yet, it appears
to me, that all religious feeling is founded
in our perception of a spiritual state of
which we have no actoal proof. How-
ever, Gleorge, don’t be alarmed. If I
gel to be a ‘spiritualist,’ I will keep it to
mysell. I don't like to mortify my
. fashionable friends. Have you read
Tennyson's * Idyls of the King # ¥
“ Not yet.”
« T have it here, You like Tennysen,
I bhave heard you say, ‘'here is no

place so charming for enjoying troe

poetry as to read it within hearing of
the grand riythm of the sea. Here is
& rock with the sunshine on it.  Bit you
down with your book, and be happy.
I have another for my own reading, If
you grow tired before T do, call me”
" 8be wandered 2 little way from Lim,
seated hersel on the fine, white sand,
where the waves broke almost at her
feet, opened a volume which she drew
‘from her pocket, and appeared to be
reading. Her cousin, content with his
book, full of quiet enjoyment of the se-
tlusion and the bright day, was soon
absorbed in the Idyls. .

In the meantime, Maud's book shut

itself and fell into her lap. Her ey'es.

were fixed upon the blue waters, not
with the look of a dreamer, but with an
expectant esgerness. The spot where
she chose to rest was ¢uite hidden from
the gay people further down the beach,
by 2 curve in the bay, and a smal], rocky
projection rising up nearer at hand.” 8o
lost was she in her thoughts that she
saw-and heard nothing until a hand
closed over her owa with a soft, firm
clasp, and she looked up to find Mr
Raudolph seated by her side. .

“I saw you coming this way, and fol-

‘lowed you, when I had finished my bath,

Your consin is busy, reading, and will
not hear vs,” he began in a low, warm
voice. “I can not live any longer as I
have been living here, Miss Arbold. I
love you more completely with every
day and hour; this suspense is wearing
me out. I followed you in the hope
“—in the hope, Miss Arnold, that your
feelings toward me are kinder than they
were when I spoke to you in New
Yok, If devotion will make a woman
happy, you will be happy with me. Do

not draw your hand away—do not—j

can not bear it.”.

Hie breath played over her cheek, his
glowing, dark eyes shone into hers with
a softness she had not believed themn
capable of; she felt the influence of his
will and passion unstringing her nerves,
but not shaking her resolve; when she
found that she could not relesse her
hand, she 'did not condescend to strug-
gle.

“ Mr. Rando]ph you mlght spare
yourself and me all this pain. I donot
and can not love you, and never will;
and without love, I would not marry you

il you owned the whole State of Mary-

land. I do not intend to marry—you,
nor any one eclse,” slie added, thinking
this, perhaps, might soften the blow.,
He would not be refused ; "he said all
that his eloglience wus master of o in-

duce her to yield soms shadow of & -

promise,
“ You hurt my hand,” she said, at last.
“ I will be obliged to call my eousin.”
Then he got angry, again, as . he had
done at firat; his cheek grew sallow, and
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his eyes were like coals; but he released
her hand,

“T will not be thwarted ; I will have
my revenge, Why do you find me so
unbearable? I am not generaily so de-
tested by the ladies. Ias any one been
alandering me to you #' he asked.

& The simple trath is, as I have told
it, sie. I do not love you. However, I

kave heard,” she continved, locking him

in the eyes, for she was indignant at his
persistence, ' that you are the nephew,
not the son, of the gentleman you repre-
gent ea your father, Do you think it
honorable, Mr. Randolph, to deceive my

" parents in a matter of thig kind? I

have said nothing of my knowledge, as
I have no desire to harm you; but you
must see how litlic chance you stand to,
change my opinion.”

His eye fell and he wag silent for an
Instant ; his rage melted away ; when he
spoke again, it was in an humble tone:

“1 have deceived you and your friends,
Miss Arnold. But if you will give me
any hope for the future, I swear I will
make {he ameonds honorable. I will for-
sake all that you do not like in my pre-
sent habits, und seek to retrieve mysell
and . fortunes. My conoections are
influential; they can and will Lelp
me.”

. Bhe had never felt 8o sorry for him ag
then ; it was evident that he liad grown
to really love her, whatever had been the
motive which first prompted his suit,
Hig passion, such as it was, was sincere,

“1 am glad that you mean to do bet-
ter,” she said, gently, “ I shall pray
that you may succeed in redeeming your
name and honor, When yon do so, you
may count me one of your best friends.”

“Ts that all P

®All that I can promise” she sadd,
rising to her feet.

He cast & glance about the place, to
make sure of his position.  The boy had
fallen asleep over his boolr; there was
no one else In sight, and by causing
Mand to take a step or two away from
him, her cousin, reclining against the
rock, was also hidden from view,

“T've a mind to kill you,” he sald, he-

tween his teeth.

* Would that be Jike a southern gentle-
man

“ Are you not aftaid ¥

“ Not at all. I you meant to harm
me, you would not threaten.”

She began to walk toward her cousin ;
she did not wish to call him : for she
knew that “a scene” at a watering-
place like that, would be very disagree.
able and momfymg Bhe was ot at all
alarmed ; but she felt annoyed beyohd
expression, and resolved to tell her father
at once what sort of a gentleman Mr.
Randolph was; she would awaken
George, and rétarn.

“ You first humble me, and then laugh
at me” ‘

The grasp on her armi was not & play.
ful one ; a dark face confronted her;

“ I will drown you,” he sald ; “ nobody
else shall have you. I will send you to
find your lovet. Ho liked the water so
well, let us see how you take to it”

“George I” she cried, for she saw, now,
that he was in earnest — “ George!
George, come to me.”

Even then she wonld not shriek any
louder than might answer to awaken her
cousin. A woman's pride is as strong
as death, Maund would, perhaps, rather
have died, than have had the curious,
gossiping crowd running to her rescue,
atid been obliged to explain the nature
of her danger, His hand was over her
mouth,

“T cun drown you and no one will be
the wiser for it,” he continued, drawing
her toward the surf.  “I will drag you
out, for I am & good swimmer, They
will say that you, too, killed yourself,
bccause young Tunnecliffe set tlre fash-
ion.”

Maud could not spegk; but just then
she censed-to struggle, and pointed with
Ler finger toward the bay. "There was
something in her look which made Ran-
dolph, whose back wag then toward the
water, turn around, A small row- -

. boat had shot out from some unseen cove,

or had been gaining way from some
greater distance.  'When he had looked
before attempting his desperate exploit,
nothing was in sight. Now the boat
was not twenty rods away; its single
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occupant was bending to his cars with
all his strength, and his eyes were fixed
directly upon them. Randolph released
Liis hold.
“ Do you not see? 1t is fie !" cried
Maud, in an awe-struck whisper. “I
 have scen him before,”
~ Bhe forgot about her danger, about the
man by her sxde, who said, with a forced
laugh:.
. “I was p]aying, Miss Arnold. T only
wanted to frighten you,” and sauntered
off behind the rocks until hidden from
sight, when he walked away rather more
swiftly than was consistent with dignity.
Maud was unconscious of this by-play:
she gazed at the boatman, whoe was now
quite near to shore, and who arose in
the -boat to keep it off the beach with
bis oar. Since there wasno need of his
assistance it seemed as if he had changed
his mind abéut landing.
“Ward ” eried . Maud, stretchmg out
her arms to him.
. The ‘man, a tall fellow, in the Tegular
" sailor garb, stared at her as if she were
& lunatic, pushed his boat back, and be-
gun paddling away.
“ Ward !” she called again, in a voice
-like'n:shriek, and as the little boat dart-
ed off in the sunshine, she fell upon the
- pands,

That ¢iy of love and despair aroused
the boy; he would not believe that he
had actually fallen asleep over the
“Idyls ;" but he saw his cousin sink, and
sprang to her assistance.

“ What is it, dear Mand ? Pray what
ia the matter ! Are you ill ¥ he asked,
when he had dashed her weil with salt
spray, and she was sitting up on the beach.

-« ghall be well in & moment, George.

But tell me, truly, as you value your
sou), did you see any one in®a boat, and
if you did, who was it "

« ] saw srsatlor rowing away, when I
ran to you. He was a darkish fellow—
a stranger, Wae it that fellow who
frightened you? Iwould shoot him, if
I had him here ]

% No, George, he did not frighten me.
But I saw some one whom 1 have seen
before. Come, let us go home. And
do not say any thing to mother about

my being ill. I shall get over it, pre-
sently.” :

8he had the nerve to walk back ‘to her
hotel without any appearance of the
gcene she had passed through, exchang-
ing salutations with ber fiiends by the
way ; but when she reached her room,

instead of dressing for luncheon, she was.

glad to shut the blinds, and rest herseif
in the cool darkness.

CHAPTER VI
A LITTLE PARISIENNE'S STORY.

“ It was he/ it was he I she muttered,
over and over fo herself Bhe hardly
thought of Randolph, “Yt was Ward,”
she continued to whigper. * Why did
George mot recognize him? Ab, he
shows himself to no one but me, Ittwas
he! He follows me. 'When I gohome

I will find Susie and ask her if she, too,

has not seen him. e loved her so.”

It is doubtfigl if Maund really believed
that she had seen Ward Tunnecliffe in
the body, She was yet too fully in the
possession of her reasoning faculties to
helieve that.  Bhe konew the proof of his
death was positive, At least four per-
sons had secen him when he leaped from

the ferry-boat; he had gone down be-

neath the jce, and bad not risen again,
No human being could have lived five
minutes in those freezing waters on that
winter night. He had never refippeared.
All these facts were as patent to her as
to the rest of his friends. She never,
for more then a moment at & time, over-
looked them. We say, for more than a
moment at o time—because there were
periods when, for a brief instant, she be-
lieved that she saw Ward Tunnecliffe,
alive, beforo her,© This was at the mo-

" ment when- the person who resembied

him, or the spiritual presence of the

.dead, was actually present to her.  Hav-

ing once seen this startling resemblauce,
of course shie was constantly looking out

for it; therefore, constantly imagining -

that she found it; as a {rightened child,
wandering in the woods at twilight, finds
what it fears in every shadow.
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“ He watches over me,” she repeated
to herself “he has forgiven me, or else
‘he wonld net do that. He came, this
morning, to saveme from death, Btrange,
strange I"

‘When her mother came to ask her if
she did not feel well encugh to dress for

the evening, she found her flushed and

excited.

% Your-hands -gre hot—your pu]se is
quick.”

4Tt iz nothing,mother. I have heen

frightened ; but I am getiing over it .
" Maud felt that Randolph’s conduct
could not be palliated, and ought not to
be kept to herself.  She sat-up, and told
her mother about it, only concealing whe
the gailor in the boat had seemed to her
to be. Mrs. Apnold was ‘sarprised, and
slarmed,

“ Your father wiil punish him as lhe
deserves,” o

“‘[hatis just what I dread, mother.
It will make the affair public. I think
Mr. HRandolph will go away, now; it
will not be pleasant for him to.stay ; and
if he does, had we not better keep the
matter between ourselves ¥ I should not
like to become the heroine of sueh a ro-
mance, dear mamma,” and Maud laugh-
ed, & little nervously.

While they were discussing the matter,
a servant handed in a note; it was from
the Southerner, saying :

“ Miss ArNoLD: I do not hope to be
forgiven for what haseccurred, The
curse, which I inlerited from my father,
was & violent temper. Under gour in-
fluence, I should have forgotten that I
could be angry or unjust. But of that T
will not speak. 1 write this to suy thatI
will not furtlier annoy you. "I leave by
the evening train, ‘lyhe greatest fi wvor
you can do Tiim is to forget, R. M R>

“ A favor easily dome; and now,
mamma, I sappose we need sy nothing
sbout the affair on the beach to fallier.

If he vefers to Mr. Randolpl's absence

as if I were to blame, I shall tell him
about the deception he is practicing.
That will be enough,”

Bhe tore up the note, ag she was speak-
ing.

“ 8o be it, for the present. Aboveall
things, let us avoid gossip, We had

enongh of that dreadful kind of notice,
last winter, Maud, shall I send Maris
to dress your hair? If you look and
act a8 If nothing had happened, prob-
ably nothing will be gnessed.”

Thus it proved. Miss Arnold was
unuseally admired during the evening
promenade. All that her beauty ever
lacked fo the common chserver was color
and warmth ; it was too cold ;. but this
evening, the flush lingered on her cheek
and the light in her eye ; she was dress-
ed with care, and seemed gay and happy.
Those who had heard of the sudden de-
parture of Mr. Randolph, scanned her
with curiogity, which was not gratified
by any thing they could learn from her,
and she escaped with & few whispera
about her probable rejection of the Bal
timorean,

But from this time-the change which
Mrs, Arnold had remarked in her grew
under her mother's observant eye, Ii
bad been proposed to her to leave New-
port immediately for their northern tounr;
but Maud was no longer desircus of
leaving., She begged for another week -
or two, All she cared for was to take
he1 cousin for an escort, and to go out
‘along the beach to the spot where their
little adventure occurted; there to si
and watch the in-rolling waves for hours,
while George read, or made paper-boats,
or talked to her half-unheeded. He
was 8 boy of quiet tastes, and very'fond -
of her, 0 that he did not find this kind
of service so wearisome ag it might
otherwise have been, He, nor any other,
had the key to ber actions, ;

* Come, cousin, we must g¢ home. I
am geuting lhungry; and aunt Arnold
warned me to bring you back in sea- .
son,”

Then she would srise, with a gigh,
and a pale, disappointed look, and with
lingering glances backward at the blue
water, return hotne, without appeute or
spirits,

“There must be an end tothis, I

don’t like Maud’s looks. We must have
another change of air’ Mrs. Arndld
finally declared; the trunks were re-
packed, and the change made,
Wherever they stopped, if it were but
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for a single day, Maud's beautiful dress- |

ing-case wust be taken out and placed
on her table.  Quite mistaking the giver,
she loved it becaunse of the picture on
the lid. Bhe would sit with it before
her for hours. Marie jested about the
sender, but her little pleasantries fell on
de;f ears,
he variety of travel did Mand less good
than was expected. Her eyes seldom
lost that eager, searching look, whicl
graduaally grew ic be their one expres-
sion. When her party entered a rail-
road car, a saloon, drew up before &
hotel, or in any place encountered stran-
gers, her swift, nervous glunce ran over
them in a manner which many remarked,
1t 'was as if she were expecting o friend,
whom she was {isappointed not to meet,
The girl herself was unaware of the
" traoes Ler sectet thought was leaving on
face.and manner.
The Arnolds spent several.weeks jour-
neying from one lovely place to another,
. It was the latter part of September when
they reached home, and redpened their
city. house. 'The first thing the mother
did was to send for the family physician.
He did not like the child’s appearance,
_ yet could detect no traces of discase.
He asked her mother if she had any
great mental unessiness, Mrs. Arnold
confessed to the engagement which had
existed between her daughter and Ward
Tunnecliffe,
%It takes a long time to recover from
" mchock like that,” said the old doetor,
shaking his head. *“Maud. was always
high-strung ; her nerves have not recov-
ered their eguilibvium yet. I thought,
last winter, that her sickness was entirely
mental. Poor girl! it was too much for
-her. Does she talk much about her
griefs ¥
“ No doctor ; ‘she never mentions his
name.”
“ That's bad—-«that’s bad. These si-
lent troubles are the most dangerous, I
wish, madam, you would «win her confi-

dence—make her talk to you, The.

more the better. I don't Jike her looks.
Its a bad sign when a woman's tongue-
tied-——it's mot natural, Make her talk;

Prompted by this advice, Mrs. Arnold
exerted Lerself, more than she had ever

done befure, to wateh her daughter and

to win her out of the silent way into
which she was fnllmg

« Why do you grieve so about Ward ¥
she finally said to’ her, determined to
probe the hidden wound. * Hgis gone;
Le can not come back. Ie went, too,
by his own rash deed. Is it right for
you to waste your young life, to make
all who love you unhappy, by your con-
stant sorrow for him? Youave our only .
child, Maud, and it makes us wretched
to see you in this state”

# Tndeed, mother, I ani not so very un-
happy. What makes you think it ? But
I nan never forget that perhaps Ward
would not have—drowned himself"—
with & shudder—* if I had not sent him

.that note, when he was in so much

trouble. Is it not strange ihat girl
should have come here that very day?
If it had been before, or after, we might
Lave talked together, and it might have
been explained. I am so afraid that T
wronged him. Al, mother, there is no-
thing 8o hard to bear as remotse I"
Maud's lhead went down on het mo-

Liear from one 8o young, burst from her
lips,
p“ What is it about & gitl, Maud? I
never heard any thing.”
“No, mother, I never told you, for I
was afraid afier Ward——killed—himself
—that others wounld think more wrong

I thought that he didit. But lately, and
more and more ¢very day, I believe the
girl lied”
“Tell me about it, Mand, It will be
,better for you to talk with me; perhaps
my judgment will asslst yours in coming
1o somne conclusion. I shall not be afraid
of judging poor Ward harshly. What
ever were his errors, they are between
him and his God. He was foo sensitive
to the worid's opinion, else he would
never have been 8o rash.”
Holding ler mother’s hands, Maud
lifted her pale face, with the dark circle
under the eyes, and the desolate, yeain-

and keep her out-of-doors all you can.”

ing expression within them.

ther's knees, and a groan, very pitiful to

of him. I forgave him, mother; when
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“There was o girl came here, mother,

the very day it—happened, She asked
to see me, nlone, a few minutes, and
Marie brought her to my room. She
wus small and young—about my age;
pretty, with black eyes, and dark, wavy
hair; a French girl, speaking our lan.
guage in a broken, childish way, Per-
fraps it was because she was French that
Marie was s0 ready to admit Ler. . When
we were alone together, she burst out

© erying, and when she was & little more

quiet, asked me if T knew of any pupils
I could get in French and music for her
father or herself—they were ver: ¥ poor,
they were not long over, and they had
no references, I dld 1ot know what to
say to ber. I was sorry for her; yet I
could promise her nothing nntil I knew
more about her, even lad I pupils to
recommend. I began to tell her that Y
would speak to you, and that we would
come together to see her, yet all the time
I felt as if I were being imposed upon,
Bhe wus young, and seemed artless, and
in trouble, und yet her eyes did not give
me a pleasant impresglon. ‘While I was
biundering over what to say to her, she
interrupted me:

#¢1 like not to tell mademoiselle w'at
I musz tell ber; but 'tis de right dat she
muz know. She may be very angree,

. now; but she happier, somelime, and

then she went on o tell, in her broken
way, that she wonld not have been in
America now, bat in her own belle
France, where they had fifends, thouglh
they were not very rich, Liad it not been
for that young man—the fuithless, false
Mr. Tunnecliffe, She related to me, at
length, how they had met, when she was
out walking with her father, under the
beautiful trees, and how the young Amer.
iean had been so kind (0 her father;
and they had mel and talked often to-
getber about many things— Washington,
Napoleon, all these great officers, until
her father was quite enchanted with the
charming young man, and invited him to
their poor apartments,

4 Bhe gave me the dates, mother, and
it was the very time that Ward was in
Paris with Mrs, Bowen, last fall, two
years ago, Then she went on to say

“take that they should marry,

how she, too, Iearned to love the fine
stranger; she waschild, but sixteen ; and
he brought her flowers and presu:.ts, and
told Her how sweet and lLow pretty shs
wag, and how he loved 1o hear her sing,
Bhe used to sing for him at her dear old
piano for hours, Then the time came
when he ntust go back to America; she
wag very sad asd wept much; but he
‘kissed her, and gave ler his pietire, and
told her that when both of them were a-
little older he should be ready to marry
~—ihat be mnight never come back to
Parig, but that if her father and herself.
would come over to New Yark in aboyt.
two years, he would find hLer father. s
great many pupils, and he would marry
his litile Antoinette.
“8o her father, who thought so much

“of the stranger’s promise, sold off 4il his

little farniture, the piano, all, gathered in

all his small debts, and had just money

enough to pay their passage. They came
to America, joyous, tull of hopa,” When

they arrived, -they easily found out Mg

Tunnecliffe, for he was a great banker.

He went to Lim, to tell him she had

come. He was not glad fo see her; he

broke ber heart. Ha said she did mis-

He would

do something for her father when he had

time—now, he was very busy. But he .
could not marry poor Anioluette, for he

whs just engaged to a rich ‘and lovely

lady, and she wust not tell Americans

ghe came over 10 see Mr. Tunneclitfe,

“ Motler, I did not believe her yet; I
said 50 ; she bad a gold cliain abont her
neck, and she drew forth from ber bosom
a miniature, and showed it to me, It was
s likeness, mother-—a colored photo-
graph, ou enamel, I think, The locket
was gold, and the picture looked as if
taken when he wag s little younger than
then. My heart withered when I saw
it. T hardly knew "what T did; bat I
believe thal I emptied the contents of
my parse in her lap, aud told her to go
~thit she was weleome to Mr. Tunne-
cliffe, .

“ As soon a8 she was gone, I wrote & -
note to Ward, telling him our engage-
ment was at an cwl, and placing my

-betrothal ring inside the envelope, gave
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directions for it to be handed to him
when he called. At first, I thought I
would see him, and hear his account of
the affair, but I had such & headache I
could not hold up my head, I felt that
I should do my self-respect injustice to

seo him in such a state, so I sent the.

note. ‘That was the last—the very last!
Oh, mother, is it not dreadfinl

“ Bometimes I believe that girl's stery
to be either entirely false or much ex-
aggerated, I torture myself guessing
what Ward suffered when he got my
dismissal in the hour of lis business
irial.  1tis too much! Bomezlmea, Ican
not begdr it,”
. “Have you been to see the girl
since” ¥ <
. Mrs, Arnold’s voice wags calm and
soothing, for sho was alarmed at the
intengity of feeling now revealed to her.

“No, mother. I was so agitated that

I never thooght to take her address, and

she did not leave it. Sometimes I hope
that I may meet ier on the street, IfI
ever do see her again, I will compel the
{ruth from her, whatever it is.”

“/AJl tlis eptanglement can never be

straightened cut in this world, Maud..

It is. your duty to brood as little as pos-
sible over what can not be changed, If
it is any comfort to you to think Ward
‘innocent of such Leartless conduct, you
- may safely believe bim so. You know
that all kinds of impositions are practised
for money; and on some very slender
thread of flirtation or indiséretion, such
a8 any young man might have been led
into without real sin, she may have
strung her story. At all events, he has
gone from ug, your parents are still here;
will you not try, for our sake, to forget
the past I

Maud kissed her mother, while her
tears flowed with a freedom which was
healthful. She did feel the better for
this confidence—yet she had confessed
only half of what weighed so dangerous-
ly upon Lier mind,

For a few days Maud was more like
her old sweet self; she sang to herself,
as she moved about the house, was
playful with hLer father, and willing to
submit to her mother's wishes about

going ont and having company. They
were 8o relieved at this improvement they
were ready to spoil her with indulgence,
One golden Oclober afternoon she was
sent out for a drive in the park. Some
circumstarice prevented Mrs. - Arnold
from accompanying her daughter; but
Maud was quite content to be alone
The pale sunlight, the soft air, the bright
leaves fluttering silently from the frost-

tinged trees, filled her with & melancholy

so calm that it was almost peace.

“ Drive slowly, Robert,” she said to
the coaschman, * it is so pleasant here.”

It wag Saturday, and the usual con-
cert was taking place. - She had-the
carriage stop at a distance from the gay
thousands congregated ou the Mall, 48
parti-colored and gorgeous in genelal
effect g9 were the antumn groves. Soft
notes and louder bursts of melody were
wafted toward her. As she gat dream-
ing, lstering, yielding to every tempta-
tion, of her vivid imagination, it may be
that the old fancy resumed its full power.
Certain it i, that when she reached
home, in the dim dusk, after that after-
neon of enchautment, she burst into the
dining-room where the family were ahout
to sit down to diuner, a wildness in her

‘mauner which caused her parents to

start with an unpleasant forchoding.
She bad not removed her hat or shawl,
and paid no attention fo the presence

" of the man-in-waiting,

“] lave seen Lim again!” was all
she said.
4 Maud, what folly s this? Go to
ybur reom and make yourself present-
able

Mr. Arnold spoke sternly, in mmgled
impatience and alarm.-

1 tell you I have seen him,” she re-
peated, “ Nothing on earth can con-

‘yince me to the contrary. Do yom

think I could be mistaken? Tt was he

_—living, well—not bis spirit. I locked

into lis eyes; I'touched his hand! OD,
why will he treat me thus "

The pathos with which she spoke tha
last fow words brought tears to Mr
Arnold’s eyes, but he would not Iet her
see that be was otherwise than angry;

the fear, of which he and his wife had
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* spoken in whispers, was strong upon

him now—a fear of something less en-
durable then death. :He took her by
the arm and led her into the library,

followed by her mother; he was calm,

outwardly, for he saw how dreadfully
his daughter was excited:

“Tell me all about it, Maud. Just
who_you saw, and where, and how.
+ Only try to be reasonable and gquiet
about it."

“I koow what you think, father—
that T am out of my senses. It is not
trae; you need not be afraid of that, I
saw- Ward again, to-day, and if I had
any_ doubts before, when three times I

believed I met him, I doubt it no longer. '

Living or dead, it is Ward I see”

“What makes you tlnnk you meet
him

“Y got out of the carriage this after-
noon, in the park, to walk a little way
and gather some colored leaves, and
feeling thirsty, I passed under the.arch
of the large bridge near the lake to ob-
tain a drink of water. He was sitting
there, on one of the stone seats, reading
& book. I had time to look weil at him
before. he saw me. He has changed
much, and he wears a different dress,
bot it is Ward, I was not very much
startled. I walked straight up to Lim,
laid my hand on his, and spoke his
name." )

“ You were crazy, Maud. I can not
let you go out again alone.”

“ That was what he said. He looked
at me with a stare, saying in such a
cold, cold voice, ‘a’ mad woman! and
shaking off my hand, he walked away
from me. I would have run after him,
but I had not the power. He wished
me to think that he did not know me,
but I saw his faco fush even when he
spoke so rudely.”

“You have made some mort:fymg
mistake, my child.”

“ Do you think I could look straight

“into his eyes, and not know him, father "

“ What hour was it "when you saw

" him under the bridge? Was it not a

little - dark, there, theso brlel aﬂ;er-

" noons I

“Jt wag aftor sunset ; it waa not browd

daylight ; bak I could see plainly enough.
I would not have gone down if it had
been at all dark; it would not have been
proper.”?

They cross-questioned her, in vain, to
elicit something which they could use
to refute her simple, persistent assurance
that she had seen Ward., They could
gel nothing from her but the reiteration
of this—to her—fact. Bhe grew more
calm as they talked with her, regaining
her natural expresaion, and they thought

best to seem to bo convinbed, and to drop -
‘the subject.

At her mother's request
she prepared herself and came down W
the neglected dinner, but her appetita
was evidently forced.

“If be would -only give me a chance

to explain, mother, I would be content..

I do not blame him for keeping away
from me,” she whispered, when her
mother came to look at her, in bed, under
pretense of the good-night kiss.

CHAPTER YIL
THE SEATING CARNIVAL.

. Mgs. BoweN was again s happy

woman. We will not do her the injus.
tice to say that she had forgotten her
brother, who had cherighed her more
tenderly than ever lLer hushand would
cherish her, admiring and indulging her

in a way that had fostered even her -
gratitnde—she had not forgotten Ward !l

Oh no! there was not & day that she
did not drop some tear to his memory,
while the awful manmer of his death
afflicted her with a frightened, unpleasant
consciousness which never entirely left
her. “If only he had not committed
guicide "—-and she wept in the daylight
and siuddered in the derk, feeling never
quite so gay and at ease as she hiad done

before that calamity. But comparatively, -

she was a happy woman. Mr. Bowen
was reinstated in business, doing: well—
exceedingly well—and bad bought a
atill finer house than their former one,
high up on the Avenue, had fArdished
it “charmingly,” and had recalled her

from that dresry banishment, back to

1
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her own beautiful world of New York,
with her visliing-list restablishing it
gelf, and money, ad lbitum, with which
to go shopping. Her brother had been
dead a year, éind she wes to take off
those Dlack garments, and clothe herself
in robes not quite so gloomy. Much
diserimination could be shown in the
selection of second-mourning. Bhe wus
almost as youthfal snd pretty as ever in
thoze soft, black and white things, and
lilae, and lavender, It gave just that
shade of pensieness which made her
child-like beauty most touching-—as
painters love to depict fair flowers half
" in shadow.

We have hitherto mentioned the eass
of conseience with which Mr. Bowen
slipped the largest load of -guilt on to
- phoulders powerless to repel it; and
with what admirable suavity he persuad-
ed. his frionds that his sins were only.
mistakes of judgment, or rather of cir-
cumstance, and that, really, his business

talents were not such ss should be .
- some time late in the summer, it chanced

hidden in & napkin, A

Three months had not elapsed after
the failure before a most favorable com-
promise had been effected ; money had
been loaned “tle surviving partner,”
and he soon was in the full tide of
business, with none to make him afrald,
Bome faw of his former friends, like Mr.

" Arnold, continued to treat him eoldly;
but, on the whole, the broker was more
than satisfied. Even Mr. Arnold’s judg-
ment had'been Iess severe, after he was
paid sixty cents on the dollar, with the
agsurence that, although no longer legally
responsible, Mr. Bowen held himself
bound, in honor, to pay a hundred cents,
as soon 88 he wag sufficiently. prospered
to doso.

8o great an art had Mr, Bowen of
placing himself always in the right, that
none thought of criticising his taste in
- buying himself a new establishment, and

" dashing out with' mors than his former
splendor, before the hundred cents on
the dollar actuslly were paid. His
creditors, glad to see Lim *recovering
himself” looked confidently forward to
the time when Dhis credit should be fully
redeemed, and when théy, too, should

' rejoice in the full discharge of their

compounded claiims,

In the mean time, there was a little
secret about Lis present rapid success.
‘When the assets of tlie firm were turned
over to the creditors, there were certain
invéstiments in two newly-formed petro-
leum companies, made by Ward Tunne-
cliffe, from mesans of his own. These
at the final settlement were withheld
from the list of assets, as being neither
the firm's property, nor as poasessing any
real value, . The creditors knew nothing
of them, and, it iz possible if they had,

they would have taken no account of

them, as the two companies were then
merely and purely an experiment. The
shares, if put upon the m#rket then
would have sold for much less than

 they had actually cost. Hence, and for-

other reasons, perbaps, Mr. Bowen kept
diserestly silent about thew. OF course
Mr. Tunnecliffe's sister, :Bemg his neawst

 relative, was his heir.,

After the compromise wag effected,

that those two petrolewin companies’
stock suddenly rose immensely. - Mr.
Bowen still said nothing about Ads wife's
share in this good fortune, ,Before sell-

ing out, he saw £t to pay a visit of in-’

spection to the oil regions, when, finding
the property reslly exiremely valuable,
and the companies already beginning to
pay large dividends, he went home, well
satisfied to keep the stock,. Mrs. Bowen,
by her agent, drew her dividends;
Aladdin’s palace was bought and the
Genil of the lamp eitablished therein.
Mrs, Bowen only had to rub the lamp

once in six months, and the Genu would:

be sure to appear.
8o -much for the lately embarrassed
gentleman's present prospects. It be-

came daily more apparent to him that

his brother-in-law had been a great fool
to take so-dark a view of their litile
misfortunes; if Ward had been lesa rash,

' ke might have owned the Jamp, and

been living in comfort and splendor, in-
gtead of making food for fishes, . Yet,

-there was this to be remembered—and

it softened the regret he feli at the
young man’s folly—if Ward had had a
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voice in matters,‘ those profitable shares
would have been divided among the

" creditors, and they would now be enjoy-

ing the magical lamp! Perhaps it was
best as it was,

But why, even as the brother-in-law
assgred himself of this, smiling inwardly,
did the smile turn to a cold chill?. Why
did he, who kunew not what it was to be
troubled with a merve, statt, and glance
about, while & wet and frozen hand
seamed to reach out and bouch his
breast ?

Mrs, Bowen and Maud Arnold were
great friends, nowadays. As soon as
the former returned to the city, and let
her abiding-place’ be known, Maud had
gone to her, She bad her parents’ con-

-sent to this, though not their approval.

If they had denied her reguest to renew
the friendship, she might- have openly
rebelled, for those long months of winter
which had brought so pleasant & change
for Busie, liad bheen less prosperous to
Maud. Her whole mind was occupied
with one illusion, or what her friends
treated as such. She felt that unless
she had a confidante, who sympathized
and believed with her, ghe should indeed

gomad.  She only too painfully under.

stood thet if was alresdy hinted that she

‘was totiched with an aberration of mind.

So pewerful had been hot own con-
viction that Ward was alive, and not

- far from her, that she had over-persuaded

her father and Mr. Bowen to searchout
the pilot of the Cilden, and each separate

_person who lLad seen Ward throw him.

self into thie river, and sift their testimony
more closely even than had been dond
at the time of the occurrence. Nothing
was elicited wpon which the lightest
hope could be hung. The story was,
and remained in all its few details, as it
has been told. A man, without his hat,
of a height and build correspondmg with
young Tunnecllﬁ"e 9, had walked-out of
the gentlemen's cabin, at that moment,
unoccupied, stepped over the chaing, and
leaped into the river, He had never
risen to the surface; he could net. have
heen rescued, for dozens of eyus were
watching, and there were no gmall boats

out, nor could there be, in that drifting,

+

dangercus ice. Immediately after, Tun-
necliffe’'s hat and coat were found in the
cabin; he was known to have gone og
the boat, for the ticket-agent on the New
York side remembered hitn ; he was not
known to have lefi if, exeept in the
manner described—he had never been

' seen or -heard from since, by any one

but thia young lady who clung to her

-Statement with such strange obstinacy,

The inquiries. made to entisfy Maud
were a8 private a3 possible, for her pa-
rents were naturally sensitive about hay-
ing her morbid fancy become Lknown.
Still dissatisfied and urgent, she insisted

- upon Mr, Arnold’s secretly employing two -

detectives to search the city for the miss-

"ing man. This he did, or pretended to

do, in the hope of »qui‘eting‘her, until
her mind should have time to recover
its tone. 'Whother these detectives did
or did net performi their duty, the.tid-
ings for which Maud waited, day after
day, never came. She grew more pale
and listless with each succeeding week,
indifferent to every thing, yet always
with that atrange, bright, eager look of
the , eyes, piercing through those on
whom her glance fell. Many evenings,
at twilight, she would take her seat by
a front window, and there watch the
sidewalk until bed-time. Although not
permitted to go again to the Park, with-
out company, she asked io go nearly
every day, when the weather permitted,
and to win the privilege she would con-
sent to skate, or take any other prescrib-
ed exercise, though her friends knew
that her brain was filled with the secret

thought that she might again meet the

phantom visitor. ‘

Very late in February there came a
cold term which placed the lake in finer -
condition for skaling than it had been
previously. A carnival was talked of
and decided upon. It was.one of the
first of those out-door festivals held in
Americs, and attracted large crowds of
spectators &8 well ‘aa active participants.
The afternoon was as cold and brilliant
as the most zealous devotee of the art
could have desired; the throng upon
the ice was novel and gorgeous to look

" upon, the gkaters being all- in costume,
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and the dresses generally of the gayest
colors, (eorge Arnold, Mau.d's cousin,
prided himself upon his El?lll on th.e
jce, and. would not Le satxsﬁeq until
Maud had promised to go with him, on
this occasion, and in character. I;1 the
cartiage which conveyed them 1o the
Park were two or three older relatives,
who were to.observe a duennaship from
the shore.

Miss Arnold was an elegant.sknter,
if not as proficient as some in this fasci-
pating accomplishment, * Her s_]ender,

. supple figure, and movements It.ull‘of
.éage, always attracted a'dmn'_auqn.
George, with boyish enthusiasm, had
dressed himself in a costly suit of green
velvet and silver, supposed to represent
Endymion, though he had to explain to
all inquiring friends what character it
was expected to support. He had in-
sisted that Maud should play the part of
" Diana, and as Diana she came, but it was
s her serene ladyship under a cloud: I%er
dress of gray poplin was ed_ged with
gilver, snd in front of her liitle gray
cap was a silver crescent; over ber
shoulder appeared the legendary guiver
filled with_ shining arrows, and in her
land she held a Jittle bow,  In hel*pale-
ness and her calmness shie looked very
Hke the goddess; all this gayety was
something apart from ber own mdwul.u-

ality ; she was amongst, but not of if;
"she had only come to please George, snd
—perhaps—1o discover Aém somewlere

" - ip the fantastic crowd. Alas, for Maud !

into this one wild, delusive dream had
her life resolved itsclf! Bhe looked
sweet and sad ss Diana’s sfslf, and

George was proud of Ler as he led 1.1er
out upon the lake, which was ﬁlled*w;th
skaters before their arrival, The' ice
was in, its greatest possible perfection;
gay langhter and merry _shouts rung on
the sharp air; George tired his cousin
out in a little while; but not having in
the least fatigued himself, he left her in
& chalr near the shore, and went'oﬂ' 1o
execate some of his particularly difficult
fea;?['iss Arnold quietly watched the con-
stantly changing scene before her, Bhe

face to protect hersell somewhat from
the admiring attention she received l"rom
passers-by.  All sorts of people flitted

‘and glided over the polished floor in

front of her—awkward but happy Teu-
tons, rogy and fat, in their native skat
ing dress, fairies, princes, Atalantas, .all
the ushal veriety and sameness of liker

_occasions. Fé)r a time she was amused.

But the great grief which Was 50 swiftly
withering her youth asserted itgelf even
here. She fixed her eyes on the frozen
lake, and as she gazed, it seemed to

amidat its shivered fragment(s she saw a
siruggling form. So lost was she in
this terrible work of her fancy that she
was about to start up with a shriek,
when the tone of a woman's voice, who
was passing her, arrested and called her
to the present. That voice! she kpe'w
it in & moment—it was the French girl's.
A couple were gliding by, quite near,
but so absoibed in each other- that they
had not observed Maud ; they were al-
ready so far past that she could not
catch o glimpse of their faces, but _s'he
knew the chattering accents, the slim
waist, the ghort foot and the blagk,
brajded hair of Antoinette. In an in-
stant ‘every faculty of Maud's was on
the alert. She had in her pocket a
black silk mask, which she now put on,

awaiting the return of the two, who
" were skating clowly, engaged in conver-
sation. Presently they turned aboqt
and repassed her. Yes, it was .Antm;
nette, dressed as * La jille du Regwnmf. .
Maud was sure of it, though the girl
also wore a mask., They came so cl‘ose
that she distinetly recognized the bird-
like chatter, sweet, bul not souliful, and
gaw the little, dark hand pressing her
companion's arm, &8 she looked up at
him while she spole.

At first Maud thought she would
speaks to hier at once, asking her to step
aside with her a few moments, when she
would wying from her, in the name of
the dead, the truth or false_hood of the
story she had told, Npthing but the

presence of the stranger prevented her -

had thrown a thin gray vail over her

calling Antoinette by name. She debated

i

break up, groan, <iift and crash, while -

doubling her vail over her face, and .

- tion with the French girl ; so she sat atil),

- dress I shonld pay her » visit to-morrow,”

* upon it, vagte suspicions, which, while
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within  herself - how best to arrest
the girl without including her compan-
fon. In the mean time the two went
glowly on, turned, and came back for
the second time, It was evidently not
skating, nor the scene aronnd therm,
which absorbed them; they were con-
versing hastily and eagerly, paying no
beed to what was passing.

In her desire to be 1id of the person
who accompanied Antoinette, Maud, for
the first time looked attentively'at him,
He was quite small and glender, and
wore a domino, probably for purposes
of conceslment; but Mand .was certain,
afier n moment’s observation, that he was
Mr. Randolph. She had no intimation
of his being in thecity ; nevertheless, she
felt sure of its being him. -Her frst
emotion was fear lest he, in turn, should |
recognize her, B

“I wish I wis back in the carriage,”
she thought, looking after her escort ; but
George, though not far distant, wags
drawing marvelous spread-esgles on the
fce, and did not observe her signals.
Second thoughts assured her that o call
her cousin would be to attract attention
and recognition, for George was well
known to Mr Randelph.  That the
Boutherner had come to the Park in the

hope or for the purpose of ineeting her,
she believed. Yet her dreadand dislike
of him were scarcely so strong as that
wish of hers to have another conversa-

with & quickened pulse, trylng to decide
upon what eourse to pursue,

Slowly they passed by, without turn-
ing their heads in her direction, went
farther on and were lost amid the
throng. :

“They will not leave the Iake so
early; I wish I could trace that girl to
herhome. If I could but get her ad-

mused Maud, “Why are those fwo to-
gether ' was the guestion which next |
suggested itself, and so pertinent was
this a3 1o arouse, the more she dwelt

ehe conld not shape them, would not be
driven away. Her cousin came up to

“ You'll take cold if You sit still 8o
long, Mand.” .

* No, George, Ilike it here. T'm not
at all eold ; T bave a good view of (g
people, while I can be quiet myself!

With a mock gesture of adoration,
young Endymion glided away, leaving
Diana to lier solitary mood. Saddenly,
another figure, among the skaters, drew
lier gaze, as Tt did that of miny others,
It was that of a men, tall and lithe,
dressed in a novel and appropriate cos-
tume, representing the god Uller, dis-
linguistied, in the legends of the North,
for the brightness and strength of his ar-
rows, and the swifiness of Lis skates.
His long yellow hair flowed down his
back in a torrent, and his long yellow
beard glittered with frost as if hig breath
had frozen upon it. - His gurments spark-
led in the sunshine with a thousand
little frost-points, and thiere seemed fobe
ice upon his hetmet ; o steel visor con-
cealed- his face, He, like Maug, had a
quiver full of arrows, bus of giant size,
and he carried an immense bow. Wher.
ever he moved he attracted universal re-
gard, not more on account of the splen-
dor and originality of his costume than
the grace und skill of his movements,
As Maud watched him, the eager
look leaped to her eyes; she bent for-
ward, gazing intently, Ward Tunne-
cliffe had once been unrivaled as a skater,
Often had she, the previous winter, fol-
lowed his gracefut movements with
admiration ; - something now in the forwm
and motlons of the stranger, brought
back his image with strange vividness,
The old mad fancy came upon her. She
started up, with o low cry, which drew
the eyes of several persons upon ler.
“What is it ? are you i 9 they be-
gan to question her,
“It is nothing” she said, sinking
back in her chair, “I was calling a
friend ; but I see that T am mistaken,™
A sort of cunning, not native to her
mind, now actuated her to repress her
excitement, and to await some further
revelation, We call it cunning, but it
was the artifice of o loving. heant, eager
to verify its presentiments—or, was it the-

wsk if she would not skate again.
‘ 5 !

subtle instinct which is sometimes given
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to the insane? Her friends, could they
have scen her fiushed cheek, and wild,
brilliant eye, while they read what was
passing in ber thoughts, would have said
it was the latter. For a long time she
watched the solitary skater, who spoke
to no.one, and to whom none spoke,
_The sun descended on that short Feb-
ruary aflernoon,

# (pusin Maud, they shy it is i
for vs to go home. Aunt is tired and
hangry, and she is afraid you will take
cold”

“ Well I'm neither tired nor hungry,
Qeorge, and not at all chilly. T would
like to stay fer o little while after dark,
to see the illumination, Go and ask
mother if we may stay. We can return
biy the cars ; and we will promise o be

ot home before eight.”

“ GGood for you, cousin Mand, It will

. be Joliy to stop a couple of hours Jonger,”
and he sped away, well pleased with his
- errand. . )
The mo6n was shining in full splen-
dor as the sun went down. A silver
radiance blent with the rosy flush of sun-
set, filling the twilight with a rich bloom
which would have made the glare of the
caleium-light impertinent. The officials
‘had the good faste to defer the illumina-
tion for a brief time. .

No sooner had George departed on
hig errand than Maud arose and struck
out across the lake toward the flying
figare whose long yellow locks and glitter-
ng garh shé lad not for an - instant

-dost sight of. She could not hiave dvery
token him, but that he turned and
glided in her direction. The full moon
slhone against the silver crescent in her
cap; she had removed her mask, and
her face, white and impassioned, with
ita intent, eager eyes, was plainly reveal-
‘ed, Before the god-hunter, with his bow
and arrows, reached her, he faltered in
his course, turned and shot off in anoth-
er direction, It might have been ac-
cidental, but to Maud it was evidence
that he wished o avoid Aer.* She fol-
"lowed after him. - He, not awareof being
pursued, did not exert himself to distance
lier, but swept along ensily, a8 if for the

. know you,

quired all her strength to overtake him.

~When she was almost by his side she

called out pleadingly,

“ Ward I .

The hunter looked beliind him at his
girlish pursder; then, as if sutisfied

-that Le was mistaken in supposing she

spoke, resumed Lis way, but at greater
speed. .

« Ward " she called again, more loud-
Iy, in a voice full of terror lest he should
not lieed or hear her, % Wait one mo-
ment for me.”

The hunter sped on more swiftly
and she sped after him. Forgetful that
others might wonder at what they saw,
oblivious of «vgry thing butsthat ke was
again eluding her, she followed on with

tors began to think that this was a trial
of skill beiween the superb hunter and
this slender, benutiful Dian, and paused
to look after them as they shot by.
Half-way aronad the lake the strange
chase went on, when Maud was again
by the hunter's side, Bhe stretched out
her hand and grasped his arm.

“You can not deceive me, Ward; 1
I always know you, no mat-
ter what shape you takie. Only tell me,
whether you are dead or alive! If it
be gou, Ward, or only your spird, 1 care
not, g0 that you wilt not avoid me thus.
1'want you to forgive me for that cruel
note which T wroteyou. Indeed,indeed, it
was not because you were in trouble—I
did not know of fhet—it wes because
that French girl told me that you were
bound, in honor, to ker/”

along, side by side, he, ag if he beard
her not, she clinging to his arm, and fore.
ing out lher words passionately with the
purpose to say them and to make him
hear'them. :
“Ward,” she continued, finding he
would not speak, * I shall not be long
away from yon. I am dying of grief.
My friends know this thing is killing
me. If I had not been so harsh to you,
B could have borne it better. Oh, my
God,” she added, softly, to herself, “ he
can not speak to me, or he would! It

pleasure of the movement;. yet it re-

“

is his ghost; but T am not afraid of it

a speed wlich surprised herself; specta-

© knew that he was Jeaving her, but be.

“All this time they were speeding'

. WHO WAS HE?

No, no, your shadow is dearer to me
than all the substance of this world”
and she began to moan and sob as sl;e
Flung to bis arm, still fiying over the
ice with her silent companion,

By this time they were opposite the
chair which Maud had oceupied. Sud-
denly the hunter turned, and with a firm
grasp detached her hold from his arm
. and forced Ler into hér chair.. ’

“My ring I" cried Maud, as the moon-.
light glanced like fire frem & ring on the
litile finger of the hand which gently,
hut forcibly, held her down. ’

Then, at last, her companion spoke

. in a cold, low volce which was familiar
and yet strange to her.

“Maud Arnold, you wrong yourself
and others who love you, by this mad
faney which you are nursing. Ward
Tunnecliffe has gone to that

* Undiscovered country from whose hourne

No trave}er returna,'
You can not bring him back, Are there
not others who can take is place? If
he could see you thus, he would he
pained, Think no more of him ; follow
your pregent daty’; be what you ought
to be”. .

A darkness came before her eyes; she

fore she had recovered the will which
his touch had rendered powetless, the
phantom skater had glided away, and
was lost in the throag, .

The hand which had touched hers
was as cold us death itself, but not more
cold than her own, when George came
back, and she laid it on hig,

“Unbind my skates, cousin; T foel
faint and tired, and must go home, after
all. If the carriage bag not gone yet,
I will go home in that, and you can slay
here if you wish™

The carringe had not gone ; in a few
minates Maud was on her way back to
her chamber, which ghie did@ not leave
for many weary weeks thereafter. A
recurrence of the brain-fever of which
ahe had had s slight attack the previous
winter eaused her old doctor to shake his
head,—and still more gravely he shook
it, when the fever had passed away,

CHAPTER VIiI.
4 PLAN URFOLDING.

I was & mooniit February evening
n?ly anight or two after the great cn?:
nival, that Duavid Duncan, the cablnet-
malier, sat at the tea-table with his Jand-
lady. 'The neat but dingy room con-
trasted illy with the pure splendor of the
outer acene of which he had a glimpae
throngh the undrawn curtain, The food
upon his plate wag almost untasted, ag
‘he idly played with his cup, staring :out
of the window with a preoccupied air.

“.You don’t est nothin’, nowadays,
David, 1 declare, it goes ag'in my con-
science, to cherge you for victuals, when
you don’t touch 'em.” '

The widow looked really troubled, as
sl‘m said this, Mr. Duncaa had made
his home with her so long, and had
always been so considerate towsrd her
and such an excellent young man, that'
she regarded him more as o friend than
a b(?arder. He had broken off that bad
habit of staying out of nights, and had
latterly, seemed to be in better spirite and'—
?eallh than when he first came to her:
it pained her to see him again losing b
appetite and wearing that absent, me)-
ancholy look ; and in her simple mind
she turned over & plan for getting him
out of his lenely ways, '

. “He stays too much in his room of
evenings; he needs company to liven
him up. He works too hard, and veads
too much, and don't see enough of the
g?rls," she thonght., "“ Young men of
ll.lB age ought to be fond of female so-
ciety-—it's natur',and I don't believe in
goin’ ag'in natur’” Now, at lenst, she
had come to the conclusion to try artl-
fice to get her hoarder outt of his forfoin
ways, and it was with a purpose that
she made the remark she did, on that
particular evening, .

David looked at her with n plessant
but melancholy smile,

*Don’t let your conscidhce irouble

you on that store, Mrs, Farwell. I shall

recover from my fit of the blues in & fow

days and then I shall eat twice as much as

1 ought, which will balance the account.?

end it was known what a wreck it left.

“1 dort know about that, You ain't

.
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never no great eater. I tell you what'it |

is, if I was your mother, T should bg‘
concerned about you. You work 100
hard, snd you don't go oul enough
After bein’ shet up in that close shop all
day, that smells of paint and varnish,
you ought to stir 'round more of even-
in's. Young folks need amusement.
Now, David, I tell you, candidly, Id
like to see you makin' up to some nice,
likely girl. You've got.enongh laid up,
I know, to keep a wife as she ought to
be kept; and well-bebaved, honest young
men, like you, are not so plenty that
they can afford to shet themselves up.
They're mighty skase, I tell yon"

Duncan laughed, .

“ Well, Mrs. Farwell, you pick me
out a wife, will your”

Sle'looked at him a moment, to find
how to teke him ; he was givem,at times,
to sarcasm, as well as to saying fine
things which she hardly understood.

“ Be you in earnest?” .

% T've no objections to your selecting
the Indy, though I reserve the right of

" refusal if she don’t please, Mrs, Farwell.”

“ Well, now, of all things! I'm
renl pleased, and Tl set to work at once
—though I'm no match-maker, Iknow
geveral smart, pretty girls that would be

- . @ downright help to a man, instead of a
kenderance.” ‘

“ That's what I want. I want a wo-
man to love me, Mra. Farwell—to love
me, for myselfﬂi-not. hecanse I can make
a good living for her, or save her from
work, She must be young and modest
—pure in heurt as » lily, and she inust
have the capacity for loving wonderfully
developed.  As for the rest I don't care;
she may be too poor to get herself the
wedding-honnet—the poorer the bel.r.er 1

"“How you do go on, sometimes,
about the rich, Mr. Dunean! Don’t you
,think that rich people are just as ap$ to
be good a8 poor ones ?”

471 think they are are ad hollow a3
china-dolls, the women, especially. They
ara made to bang fine clothes upon,

. that's all.” ‘

“1 can't think they are all that way,

Davill. But, sbout your future wife!

said.© You don't want no common girl,
for you've got more education yourself
than most mechanics, and you ought to
bave & ladylike wife. There's Alice
Wood, that teaches in the publie-school
in the next block, poor thing, I'd like
o see her able to quit work;and then
there’s that poor Mitle French thing that
gives musie-lessons and boards with my
friend, Mrs, Miller. * I like Mrs. Miller,

enough to eat.”

“ It is not evety one as poorly calen-
lated for alandlady, as you,” said David,
with a emile.

“ Now, what do you menn by that?”
gjaculated bis companion, her benevalent
face taking a puzzied look.

“No matter what T mean. Tell me
some more about the little French girl
But, understand, I don’t like foreigners.
I must have an American wife.”

“ That's right enough, Mr. Duncan.
But this littie thing don't reem so mmeh
like a forelgner as some; and I mention-
el Ler, because you spoke of some one
to love you so dreadful much, I reckon

ing, gentle little thing. , Bhe'd love any-
body to death that was good to her, I'm
sure., And then, she has no relations,
and you would have her all 10 yourself,
and you speak French, and have been
to the country she came from, and I'm
sure she'd take to you, She's right gen-
| teel and pretty, too.” ‘

% Quite a list of recommendations, I'm
almost tempted to make her acqmaint-

ing her, why don't you propose to hef
to board with you? Then I could have
a fair chance to decide whether we
would suit each other. Do you know
her name, Mrs, Farwell 3

“ Really, I disremember her last name,
it's so foreign.” But they call her An-
to'nette, sometimes, to Mrs, Miller's. I've
got an errand around there this evening,
that T've been puttin’ off this long time.
S'posin you come with me, You might
zet a peep at ma'm'selle, in the parlor.”

Duncan had been holding this conver-
sation with his landlady more to di-

that -tickles me. I know several, as I

vert his thoughts from another subject

bus I don't think she gives them girls .

ghe's all affection, shexlooks such a melt-

ance, ' If you think Mrs. Miller is starv-
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than because he had the least idea of
following her kindly suggestion. Noth-
ing could have been further from his
purpose, at that time, than to look oug

for & wife; in lis heart of hearta there’

was a bitterness againat all womsnkind ;
but whein Mrs. Farwell mentioned the
name of Antoinette, smething Iike real
interest took the place of the simulated
attention he had hitherto given,

1 will go with ‘you,” he said, push-
ing back his cup; “but, remember, there's
to be no hint of match-making. I'm

-mot a marrying man—uuless I happen

1o be more charmed than I expeet to be.
When I lived in Paris, learning my
trade, I knew a little girl, quite a child,
by the name of Antoinette—I used to
call hor'* Nettie —she was fond of me ;
1 made her toys oui of bits of wood.
It has given me a fancy for the name.
I will go and see your ma'w’selle, for the
sake of old associations.  Antoineftes
are as plenty in Parls as flowers, Of
course this is not the same one; but I
would like to see her”

“T be as silent as the grave ahout
our conversation,” said Mrs, Farwell, ris-
ing, in high spirits, to go for her out-door
wrappings, “I don't eare, in partic'lar,
whether you marry or not. I only want
to get you out of them low spirite 4 lit-

“tle. A walk 'l do you good this bright,

Lracing night.”

In a fow moments more they were on
the pavement, walking cheerfully along,:
Dancan endeavoring to shorten his long
strides to the step of the round little
woman to whom he had given his urm,
Mrs. Miller's threc-story-and-Lasement
brick boarding-honse, on the Sixth nve-
nue, was notover haif a mile lower down,
and a few blocks across. They were
Boon ringing at the door.

“That's ma'm’selle, singing, now,”
whispered Mrs, Farwell,

Duncun heard a sweet, strong, but

-rather sharp voice, trilling a difficuit

passuge over and over, to the accompa-
niment of a bosrding-hovse piano. When
the frowsy servant ushered them into the
parlor, they found no one there but the
singer.” She turned fo see who had en-
tered, and, not recoguizing Mrs. Furwell,

was about to rise and leave the room, but
the good lady was too quick for her.

“You needn't call Mrs, Miller, she
#aid, first, to the servant; * T know she's
busy, and I'll go right out where she is.”
Then, to the young couple—* Really,
now, I've forgot your name, miss, though’
T've seen you several times, This is Mr,
Duncan, Miss— -
“Bevigne,” suid the young lady, coldly.

“ Laws, yes ; I remember now, though
it's rather Frenchy for me.. You won’t
mind passing away the time for him a
few minutes, while I run up and see Mra,
Mitler, will you -

" Miss Sevigne condestended to smile

~at this informal proceeding, for & glanca

at the stranger had excited her curlosity,
if not a deeper interest; and seeing the
smile, Mrs. Farwell took herself away,
delighted at finding her little affair al-
resdy so prosperous, '

A few commonplace remarks were in-
terchanged between the two thus left to-
gether,  David Duncan saw that the
French girl was indeed very pretty and
very ladylike, childiike in a certain art-
lessness of manger, and with large, soft,
dark eyes, that promised an abandon of

" dependence and tenderness to the one

who shogld win the regards of fheir
owner. Bul le Dad taveled a good
deal over the world, and had met, such
eyes before, especially in French giris.
He was quite certain that, twice or thrice,
when he encountered them suddenly,
those eyes were studying his face with &
curious eagerness. ‘

“It seems to me, Misieer Duncan, as if
I had met you Lefore,” she snid, at last,
in apology, *though I recollect not
where.  But that s impossible — 'tis
ver likelee you do resemble some friend
of mine—though T make not out who,
at this moment.”

“ We may have met in your own land,
Mademoisello Sevigne. I lived some
time in Paris, and before yon came away,”

“.C'est possible ! How delightful! It
makes us like old friends. What did
You there ¥ ,

* T was busy at my trade—that of tine
cabinet-work. Tt is probabie that we

may have met on the streets only.”
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* That is most rensonable; for I never
knew one of your pame. Yet I am B0
certain I-have met you.” R

.Bhe was excited and pleaged to-tal
with some one who kuew her own dear
Paris so well as this American ; her
chattering speech flew from subject to
subject, now in French, now in hér bro-
ken English; and when Mrs. Farwell
retatned to the parior, afler a gond hour's
absence, she was at the piano, singiog a
little Freneh song which David had asked
for. Other of ihe boarders now coming
in, the visitors took their leave, one of
them much gratified with the success of
her experiment.

" And M. Farwell had but littile rea-
gon to doubt that her experiment would
prove & lasting success. Twice within
the following week David Duncan spent
the evening at Mrs. Miller's; and, at the
close of a fortnight, Miss Sevigne had
adopted his suggestion, and had applied
to his landlady for board. A Deiter
room, & more open part of the city, and
two or three new pupils, bad’ heen the
ostensible grounds of this change. It
Was comforting to Mrs, Farwell's moth-
erly soul to see theése two young persons
opposite each other, st her table. Al
réady, in antieipaiion, the arrgngement
was a peritanent one. She knew
that Anfcinette was, day by day, more
fuseinated with the manly and intelligent
young mech'uni_c. wlo, she took care io
let her know, laid up sums of money,
and had the pride to care for a wife as
if she were the first lady of the land;
she could see the fiugh come on the girl's
cheek, and the light to her eye, when
David’s fitnd step rung on the pavement;
she knew. that she held her breath to
listen. for that step, that she put flowers
in her hair, and adopted every litile co-
quetry of dress which her means afford-
ed, to please his fastidious taste. And

David brought books and flowers to An-

. toinette, coming out of his room, where
he tsed to bend over his work of even-
upgs, to while away the lime with ber,
joining bis voice with hets at the piano.
It made Mrs. Farwell’s dull-parlor guite
bright when those two handsome, inter-
esting young persons were in it.

One evening, when she had been af
her new home a couple of weeks, An-
toinette was obliged to go out of an er-
rand. 8SlLe put on a plain closk and

hood, and slipped out, took the first car |

‘down town, and got out near Madison
Square. Here she walked into the square,
and, as she slowly crossed it, she was
joined by a well-dressed man, whose
arm she tool, and the two promenaded
back and forth for a long time, engrossed
in-conversation. Mademoiselle was not
aware that David Duncan had followed
Iter, and wag watching her every move-
ment from the shadow of the park-fence.
It scems that he had not yet forgetien
his old occupation of a spy; it came
quite natural to him, now that he had
woman t0 walch, about whom i be-
hooved him to know a9 mueh 4s possible.
‘When her long consultation with the
gentleman came to an end, they parted,
and she retorned usshe had come. The
next morning a new magazine lay by her
plate, and in it an exquisite carved and
painted paper-folder, which the cabinet-
maker had made with his own hands.
Her smile and blush of thanks were all
that he could have desived,
noon ma'm'selle came home from giving
her lessons as bappy and musicul as a
bird ; she put on her prettiest dress, with

& buneh of scarlet geraniums in ber Lair;

there was an expectant light on her face.
David did not say much to Ler, at the
tea-table; but Mres, Farwell had a wo-
man’s instinet, and she took geod care
to keep out of the parlor that evening.

Antoinette never afterwards remem-.

hered just Low it came about, but in her
desire to be entertaining to Dunean she
talked about a great many things, and
finally began to tell him what she had
Tieard about a Miss Arnold, who belonged
to the rich people, and lived in Madison
Square.

Did he remember, or was he not in
New York at the time when, last winter,
a year ago, a young Wall-street banker
threw himself into the river, off 4 ferry-
boat, and was drowned ? His name, she
thought, was Tunnecliffe, and the affuir
was a great deal talked about, owing to
the high position of the relatives, the

That after-.
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y s
failure of the firm of which he was part-
ner, -and the melancholy result of the
tailure.  8he had been in New York but
a few months at that time, but she re-
membered it very well—the search for
his ody, and his portrait in the papers.

Yes, Duncan recalled it, though he
did not come to the city until just about
that time, ' * What about Miss Arnold 3"

She was, it seems, engaged to Mr.
Tunnecliffe, though the engagement was
recent, and not generally known. She
Lad brooded much over Lis death, and
now, it wag said that her mind had be-
coma disordered, and her parents were
about to sail with her to France, in the
hope that a change of scene, or the skiil
of the Patis medical faculty, would do
soniething for Ler. She was an only
child, and they were heartbroken about it.

“1t is, indeed, & very sad story,” said
David Duncan, in a low volce, * What
shape does her madness seem to take

“ Bhe iusists upon it that her lover iz |

not dead—that she has seen him several
times, alive, in the body or spirit, no
matter which. Bhe snys it is Ze, dead
or alive, PFinally she worked horself
into & brain-fever over the absard fancy,
and wihen she recovers from that, her
mind is possessed with zat one idee,”

“ Au absurd fancy, you may well Bay,
Miss Sevigne.” )

“ WLy she should care 80 much about
it I no guess; she did break off her en-
gagement wiz him before he killed him-
gelfl” ‘ '

“ Who told you that

Bhe glanced up,surprised at his sharp
tone, colured deeply, and stammered,

* Ol it was ze repert, I believe”

“ But nothing was known.about their
affuirs. I never saw any reference to it
in the papers, and I read all I came
across abont i."”

*Oh, I think some one told me, who
knew ze family, It may have been one
of my pupils. I believe she was—jeal-
ous, you eall it.”

“I've just solved a little mystery, in
my own niind, Antoinette,” said David,
after & moment's reflection. * You know
Jou bave ofien said that it seems as if *

by reminding you of some former ae-
guaintance. Now,I don't believe it was
any acquaintance. I guess it was only
young Tunnecliffe’s portrait in the pa-
pers.  You probably saw that s great .
many times; and speaking of him has
retinded meo that T was said to resembie
Lim. At the time of the trageﬂy, my
fellow - workmen, and others, often no-
ticed the resemblance. I used to be an-
noyed with it.”

 Again Antoinette looked into Lis face
with eager serutiny, i

“You are very much alike~—zat is
true,” she said, wiih embarrassment ; .
“but your hair and complexion are
darker, and you ave different, afior all.
but you are right--zat must be ir.”

“ One ean not judge so well from the
crude likeness in a weekly paper add-
ed Duncan, carelessly, “ but I have had
it mentioned to me so often that I can
not but think there must be ‘somethingJ
init. It is flattering to me,” Le added,
lnughing, “since he was sald to haye
Leen a4 handsome man”

“ Yes, very handsome,” res‘pt)ndc.d the
French girl, with a guilty consciousness
of a certain puinted photograph in her .
trank up-stairs—“ but ze flattery might -
be to hém, after all;" and she gave the
cabinet-muker a look out of those soft
eyes very tender and beguiling.
~ “T have heard that Tunnecliffe spent
& year or two in Paris ; perhaps you met
Aém there instead of me,” remarked Dun-
cqn presently, ' o

* Oh, no, I should say not ; zough it
may be,” and the French girl shook her
pretiy head, and looked innocently fnto
his face.

She was very charming that even-
fng, but David did not say what she ex--
pected he would; the more effort she
made to please, the colder and more ab-
stracted " he became; finally retiring 1o
his room at an earlier hour than usua,
Antoinette hurried to her own apartment
and tore the scorlet flowers out of Ler
hair, bursling into tears of vexation and
disappointment. She was tired of tench-
ing music for a living, and of being
tossed about on ihe sen of life, and she

we Lad met before—that I puzzle you

loved the cabinet-maker as well as it was
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possible for a nature like hers to love
any thing but self Sle respected him
greatly, feared Lim a little, and loved
hin bassionately. He was so strong and
selfiveliant, so well-imformed and self-
possessed, he would take such good ecare
of & wife, and there was something so
indefinably attractive and peculiar “in
his manner, Never before bhad a man
gained sucl: absolute power over her ;. for,
although she had had several entangling
alliances, she had always known her own’
part in them fo be more or less selfish,
while now she felt ready to kiss the feet
of this new ruler in humble subjection.

While Antoluette lay gobbing upon hier
bed, too vexed to undress herself, David
Dunean sat by his little work-table, in his
room, lost in study. His mind wus dis-
quieted ; o curious temptation was beset:
*ing it.

“Tt would be the easiest thing in the
world,” he ssid, half alond. *T will do
jt. Yes I will do it; six months ago I
would lLiave scorned the idea; but these
facts which T have learned have chang-
ed my mind. If that poor child is so
gettled'in her belief, all I shall have to
do will be to corroborate it. I shall
have no trouble.” '

He arose and walked twice or thrice
across the floor, with & smile ou his face
which totally changed its usually grave
and moody expression—a smile of tri-
umph if not of joy.

“1 must find out if they actually sail
in the next steamer,” and having settled
his resolve he undressed and went to bed
with the manner of one well satistied
with himself. :

Yet this resnlve, which David Duncan
had fixed upon, was no less than to take
advantage of Maud Arnold's present state

_of mind and his own remarkable resem-
Dlance to the late Ward Tunnecliffe, to per-
gonate that individual, and persunde Miss
Arnold into & hasty marriage with himself,

Btrange and audacions as “the scheme

appeared, it yet promised weli, if one

could view the young cabinet-maker in
the light of a fortune-hunter, for Miss
Arnold was wealthy and beantifal.

Mr. Rundolph would have koown

CHAFTER IX.
 TUNNECLIFFE'S DOUBLE. .
Ir was the day before the one set for
the sailing of the Havie stenmer om
which Mr, Arnold had engaged passage
for his family,  Mrs. Arnold wiis as busy
as people generally are on such occa-
sions, not only attending on the important
duty of packing, but receiving innumer-
able farewell calls from friends, only p

“few of whom were permitied to see her

dauglhier. .

Muud had recovered from her danger-
pus illness, and wag 1o all appearance do-
ing well ; she had been out for a drive two
or three times, and was able to take her

"meals with the family; but her parents,

‘in dread of some fresh and fatal excite-
ment, kept her as secluded as possible.
Her physician had said that when she
was once upon the sca, she would im-
prove rapidly; but uatil then, she had
better not be permitted much company ;
and in this they had acquiesced, not
only from fear of nervous agitation, but
from pride, to prevent her real condition
from becoming konown. TFor they, as
well as the doctor, believed the mind
of their child-~their lovely, intellectuzal
child—to be overthrown; but not be-
yond restoration; and they hoped to.
effect this restoration in a foreign land.
There ceralnly was but one point.

Maud’s sanity. That she bad lost the
gweet composure of former iimes, was
true; that startled way, that eager, lis-
tening Jook, those vervous shocks to

which she was lable, were all threaten- -

ing symptoms, yet her mind betrayed
not the slightest wiandering, except
when she spoke of her dead lover
Of bim she always tallked us if he
were slive, and would come back to
her. :

On this balmy spring afternoon, Maund
was in her chamber, finishing the prep-
arations for her voyage, The soft
blontn of convalescence was on her cheek,
but in her eyes there dwelt an unspeak-
able melancholy.

Mrs. Bowen and her beautiful boy,

how to improve a chance like that,

‘Ward's namesake, were with her, Mis

upon which sny one ‘could question
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Bowen' having come to make ler fare-
well call. Maud laid aside her work,
seated herseif on the carpet, and drew
the child to Ler arms, Kkissing his
yéllow, glistening curls and white fore-
head.

T think he grows more like Ward,

every day,” she said.

“I think so, too, Mand, = He is grow-
ing his very image,” and the tears came
into the mother's blue eyes, “ I can
never forget my brother while I lave
my boy before me, Oh, dear, I feel so
unlappy, sometimes.  Ward wasalways
80 very, very kind to me, and I'm afraid
I used to tease him,” with & tremble of
the volee quite pathetic in Aer then,
lowering it almost to a. whisper, * Do
youknow, Maud darling, I was quite
startled the othier day? I dow't know
that I ouglit to tell you; but nurse had
little Ward out in the Park, and a strange
man eame along and spoke to the little
fellow and kissed him—which is nothing
unusual, since the child always atiracts
attention—but the strange |part of it is
that Ward cried after the maﬁ, and called
 him hisuncle, Nurse told q‘xe, when she
came home ; but slie said it 'was a dark
man, rouglly dressed, and did xot look
at’all like my brother. There! I know
I ought not to have told you,” she con-
cluded, foolishly, for she knew the ru-
mors about the state of Maud's mind,
and that she ought not to excite her
with a story like that. ’

“ I assure you, it will do me no harm ”
#aid tlie young lady, with a snd smile, [
know very well what my fiiends say and
think of me, dear Susie, and L know, too,
or hope, that sometime they will have
reason to change their minds,” '

“I am g0 sorry you are going away,”
broke in Mrs, Bowen, wishing to ob-
literate her mistake as completely as
possible; “ 1 shall be more gloomy than
ever; you are the only one I care to
talk about my brother with.”

“Youwll notbe very gloomy, T trust,
Susie; yon have begun going out, and
you have hosts of fiiends. But as to
going away, you can not regret it half'as
much #s I. If it were not for openly

fuse to take this trip,
go away from here.”
The tears began to fall a3 she said this.
. “Ab, yes, I know, Maud; but the
docter thinks it best, And indeed, in-
Ateed, I bope you will come home very
well, and as happy 88 you onee were”
* That is because you do not know
my heart,” was the simple réply.
_ “ Well, T really must say good-by, and
not keep you from your packing any
longer. I shall try and get down to the
steamer in the morning for a iast peep at
you. + I'm so sorry you did not get
around to see.my new curtains; they are
said to be the handsomest in town, By
the way, Mr, Bowen says he met young
Randolph in a restaurant, last night, [
did not know he was in town again.
Now, Maud, why don’t you take him?
I think he's very nice ; ihough Le could
not be Ward's equal, of course.”
“ Tastes differ, Susic,” answered Maud,
not caring to go into the details of Mr,
Randolph’s character and position., '
“ Well, good-by, darling; if you stay
long in Pazis, you may expect me over
after you.” .
The two friends parted with a warm
embrace, and then Mauad clung long and
sllently to the littlechild, When he and
Lis mother were actually gone, she sat by
the open window, too listless to go on
with her employment. -
“ They will kill me if they persecut
me thus,” she murmured. “I know thai
it is all done in love ; but why can not
they induige me in my own way ¥
They must tear up every root that holds
me liere, and then expect me to blossom
anew,”
' :W'hiie she remained idly grieving,
again, a3 when she was packing hér
tranks for Newport, her maid came in
with an important message; she bad 3
large bounquet composed of avery swees
spring flower, and accompanying it a
sealed missive. .
The delicate odor of a certain rare
blossom, which bad always been a favor-
ite of hers, stole the color from Maud's

I do not want to

| face, it was 80 intense with memoriés of

the past; the strength went out of her

vebelling against my parents, I should re-

fingers, which trembled so that she could
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hardly break the seal. She made some
excuse 1o send Marie from the room—
yet there was nothing which she recog-
nized in the haudwriting upon the euvel—
ope. -
‘When alone, she drew forth the note
and read :

“PDearEsT Mavp: I pray you be calm
while you read what T have to gay. Do.not
allow yoursclf to be surprised or agitated,
lest I have reason to binme myself for ad-
dreaeing you so abruptly. They tell me thaf
yon have been very ill—snd on my account !,
T am sorry that Irepuleed you so, that even-
Ing, upon the ice, atthelake. I might have
known how impossible it is to deceive true
- love. And you have been sick on recount of
1t! 1 had my reasons, Maud, for not wish-
ing to be known. They were good ones, I
theu thonght, but I have changed my mind.
And my harshness made you ili! A They say
that you are énsane, because you trecorruize
me through all'my disguises. I know bet-
ter, Maund, and T have now to atone for all I
have made you suffer. But, as yet, I amnot
quite ready to reveal mysclf to othiers, For
this I will give my reasons; for, can not we
meet, without the knowledge of others?
You go awsy to-morrow. I must see you.
Will you not write a fow words, teliing me
how and where? A boy will eall for your
augwer in half an hour. When I think of the
manner of our separation I would not ask
this of you, had I not learned some facts
which explain your conduet at that time—
and hed I not proof of your love in #il that
you have suffered, for my sake, since. 'When
I come to talk with you, I will fell yon all
Be silent, for the prosent; I only ask it*fora
little time, Direct your answer to David
Dunecan. WaARD TUNNECLIFFE.!

Maud Lield the letter, her face grow-
ing white, but she neither scréamed nor
fainted; only an intense light grew grad-
uslly in Ler fiace, ng if the lamp of joy
had been kindled in her soul and was
shining through her featares. The let-
ter was not 80 much of a surprise to her,
after alll Had she not expected, duily
and hourly, some such tidings as these?
She was, in o manner, prepared for it
Joy iz not balf so killing as sorrow.
Bhe bowed her enraptured face over the
flowers; then read the note again and
again, BShe thought but little of the
handwriting, or any other outward proof

of the trutﬁ of the letter, Sbhe had

within her own heart evidence sufficient -

of it truth, and the more she reulized it,
the calmer she became. There was a
slight tremble in the fingeis which pen-
ned her answer, but it was the thrill of
haste and eagernpss.

“Dgar WarD: I am not agitated; Yam
hardly surprised, I have long looked for
snch tidings, and itseems almostnatursl that
they should come, I scarcely know how to
appoint a meeting ; bub meet we must, though
if shonld be first in the face of the whola

world. Father and mother have promised

to dine with sgme friends this cvening.
‘Phey will leave the house before seven.. You
ean come here. We have a new man, who
will not know you. I will send Marie out
of the way, and will myself receive you in
mamma's little room. You know very well
where that is. Mavp AnrNorn.”

This she addressed to David Duncan,
and shortly after it was written, a boy
calied for it, as promised. .

When Mrs. Arnold: came into her
daughter’s reom, s little later, she could
not but notice the change in her dppear-
ance. It was as if some pale, pensive
lily-bud had suddenly flowered into a
laughing splendor. There was a smile
on the lip, a beam .in the glance, which
had been absent many melancholy
months.

% 'Why, my child, are you reconciled,
after all, to going abroad ?" she asked,
Lier own care-worn face lighting up.

“ Yes, mother, quite reconeiled.”

“ And do you really feel as happy a8
you look t*

“I dou't know how I look, mother,
but I feel happy and contented.”

# This: will be good news for your
father, Maud, It has wortled us so
much to see you ill and miserable.”

« T trust you will have good appetites
for youi dinner this evening, then,” re-
sponded Maud, kissing her mother's
cheel, and laughing.

She was not consclous of any hypoc-
risy ; she only felt that Ward was liv
ing, that she should see him, and that
Lis interests demanded present secrecy.

“ Perhaps I had better decline the
dinner, even at this Iate hour, 'Will you

child’s.
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not need my assistance ? X do not wish
you to fatigue yourself” ‘

“ Marie has ulraady done every thing,
dear mother. There is absolulely noth-
ing more to do, but to Jock the trunks.
I shall rest myself, this evening; and
do yon and fither enjoy yourselves as

.much as possible.”
“T will have John bring a nice llttle‘

dinner to your room, gince you must
dine solifaive. We shall be back very
early And now I must dress, I aop-
puse.”

- % Well, mamma, commfmd Marie ali
you wish. I have nothing more for her
to do. Only, this evening, I'd like her
to go to Mrs. Bowen’s for me; it will
not fake lLer much more than an hour.
And tell John to bring up my dinner
by six. I believe [ am hungry.”

Another little uncongéeious falsehood,
for when the dinner came, Maud could
not eat three mouthfuls of it, though it
was dailnty and delicions enough for a
princess,

“Tt is very nice, John, and I am not
gick, at all, to-day. T too happy to
eat, I believe.”

“You look well, that's certain, Miss
Maud ; and we'régl]l glad encugh to see
it, though'it would be more to our satis-
faction if you'd show it by a good appe-
tite. "When I feel well ’'m allers hun-
gry.!!

Bhe laughed, a ringing laugh, like a

“ Joy acts differently on dlﬂ'erenlz con-
stitutions, I suppose, Johin. There, take
away all but the coffee.”

“It does me good to hear you laugh‘

like that, Miss- Maud. 'We be all sorry
you begoing away ; but if it makes you
well again, "twill be all right, 8o you
won't have notliing more #~—none o' the
chocolate custard 7 .

“ Nothing at all but the coffee, John.
I'm going down to mamma's room prés-
ently. I don't wish to see any one,
since papa and mamma are out, exeept-
ing a person by the name of Dunean.
He is to call abont seven, on a little
buginess, and I will see h1m there, where
it will be quiet.”

“ Very well, Miss Maud. I won't Jet

curable,

nobody else in, becanse missus sald yon
mustn’t be worried with eallers,”

When he had gone out w ith the tray,
Mand sat & little while sipping her cofe
fee. Marie had already assisted Ler to
dreas, and had gone out, not only on an
errand to Mrs. Bowen, but with permis-
sion to take the rest of the evening for
making such farewell visits as she wished,

.88 she was {0 accompany jthe family

sbroad.

. They all say I look so well,” thought
the young girl, setting aside her cap and
going to the mirror, -

8he had vexed Marie, and disarranged
half a trunkfu} of chesacs to take out o
rebe of dark-blue silk, Ward's favorite
color. Bhe had placed a knot of tha
Dbiue violets from the bouguet in her hair
ind another on her Losom, She was
prettily dressed; but it was not this
which made-her so lovely. It waa the
radiance of happiness which emanated
from her whole expression, or, rather,
the diviner radiance of love, beaming
from her soul as from a sun; for hers’
was one of those natares for whom love !
makes an existence. When Ward Tun- -
necliffe gave into her keeping the heart
he had so long withheld from others
equally beautiful and equally his mates
so far a8 the eye of the world could
discern, he had believed that lers was
Jjust such & pature, and he had looked
forward to a union with her with a deep
rapture, feeling that it woucld be one of

* the world’s great Lridals.”

Equally deep had been his disap-
pointment on that terrible day when she
had sent him from her, as ke thought,
beecause of a business fallore,  The truth
was that poverty, or disgrace itself, would
never have kept their hearts one hour
apart; but to a woman who loves well
and nobly theve. is, one sin which can
not be forgiven—the sin of the man’
who professes to love her, agninst an-
other woman whom she generonsly cred-
its with a love a8 profound as her own,
That Ward should have pledged himself
to that foolish, fond Fronch child, and
come from ler to Maud, was the one
cruel wound which to Maud proved in-
Yet even this did not kill het
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love. It might have done $0, had mnot
that tragedy torn him so quickly from
her and from life, as to fill her with re-
moree, and to awaken the dreadful doubt
that she might bave judged- him upon
too little evidence. Why had she not
_first made the-accusation and heard his
defense, instead of sending Lim that note
of dismissal ?

This sgony of remorse it wag, 10
doubt, which hightened her love and
grief until it took the complete posses-
gion of her whicl we have seen—and
from the first moment when she con-
ceived ihat. she had beheld Ward alive,
this was merged in the keen desire for,
atonement. She wished to atoune to him
for that harsh dismissal ; to explain the
esuse of her conduct, even though she
reocived no sausfymg account from him’
of his acquaintance with Antoinette,
was the oue longing of her lfe. Espe-
cially since the day when she had seen
the French girl and Rundolph togetler,
in confidential disconrse, were her sus-
piclons awakened that she and Ward
had, in some manner, frora soMe wrung
motives, been made victims of 2 con-
spiracy. All the conduct and character
of Randolph were sach as to justify
this puspicion. The more she brooded

_ over it, the more palpable became this
theory, and the wilder her desire to meet
her lover, in spirit or body, she searcely
cared which, so that she conld communi-
cate with Lhim and express her penitence.

And here approached the hour! Ward
was alive; she had seen Agm, warm,
breathing, hiuman-—no chilling phantom |
of another world. Ward was alive!
The infaljible prophecy of her heart had
told lLier no fulse promise! : He was.
coming to see and speak with her; she
held lis written confession in her hand ;
_the past was annibilated—all that stood
between her and the hour of their last
happy meeting—she neither doubted nor
feared—she did not
“look before or after "
one consciousness only possessed her—
that ‘Ward lived, and was coming !
Her face shone with a calm rapturey
yes, she looked lovely and happy enough

In the mean time, David Duncan, with
a step which noWw quickened and again
faltered, as if his mind still hesitated over
the scheme it proposed, approached the

"house where Maud waited. He passed

and repassed it before finally ascending
the steps and ringing the bell, Maud
gat in- her mother's boudoir with ¢lasped
hands and inctined head; when she
heard the bell, she arose to her feet and
stood motionless, bright and still as if a -
statue had been carved of light instead
of marble, and thus David found her
when the servant bowed lim into the
room and retired. ~ For a moment the
two gazed at each other; seeing that
rapt countenznce, it may be that the
man had soul enough to feel regret at
the deception lie was practicing—or it
smay be that joy iand passion ot sight of
the Dbeautifgl prize before bim, over
whelined Lim for & moment with silence.
Mand was the first to move; she held
out her arms to him, with a smile, and
then each sprung into the other's clasp,
as if there was no mora scparation for
them.

After a time the girl raised her head
“from his-breast and looked him keenly
in the face; it was not that she doulted,
but that she could not too.eagerly agsure
herself,

“Itold them so, Ward. . I repeated
it again and again, They said to each
other that X was going mad—as if T did
not know best /” and she laughed, in
happy mockery of others’ uruelief.

" % Tt was a blessed madness,” said the
man, kisging her.

41 always felf it, Ward; I was a8
certuin of it then a8 now, But you are
changed—rvery, very much changed, for
so brief o time ;"—ngain ‘with that keen
look from which he shrunk,

Tt does not scem & brief time to me,
Mand.”

“ Nor to me, either; you know that!
Ttis a }ifetime——longer than all the rest
of my life, though it is but fifleen monthsa,

late——no, Ward, I do not wonder that
you have changed 1,100, have been sick
—and sad.  Huve I changed so much ?

to give joy to the coldest suitor, -
-

—have I grown old teo fast, Ward ¢"

And you have been so lonely, so deso-

-traced it partially ont”
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Preity coquetry of women! with
which, in their moments of profoundest
agitation, they would disguise something
of what they feel. Mand knew that
she was more beautiful than ever; mnd
the shy, loving glance wlhich she raised
to his as she asked this, had in it no

-fear that he would coudemn her for
faded cliarms.

* You are improved in every way, my
datling. Once you were too tinid—Ilove
was too new lo you You would not
let me guess how much you loved me-—
but to-night, our sorrow has madesour
love so sacred that you are willing I
should see and feel it all. This is hap-
piness.”

The cabinet-maker was doing very
well with his part of the play.

Maud blushed, drawing a litle fmther
away from him.

“Let us sit here, on mamma's sofa.
You can stay but an hour, Ward, and
88 yet you have told me nothing, Wiy
must you still conceal yourself? Why
not remain here until my parents come.
in, and let them Eknow, at once, why it
is that I have recovered’ my happiness ?
It will be terribly hard for me to keop
your seeret, I'm afratd.” -

“There is no very good renson for
my remaining amongst the dead any
longer; indeed, thexe Wwas never any

good reason for it, and that is what
makes it harder, now, to invent some
excuse for my folly Desperation, shame,
and despair at ‘having lost you, Maud,
tempted me into hiding from my ﬁlends
and the world. T have still too much
pride to acknowledge my weakness—to
fake my old place, and bear the *nine
days’ wonder' of my acquaintances.
Yet, when I found that you still loved
me—when I heard that your very reason
wasg shaken with doubts and hopes—I
could not longer withhold myself from
the impulse which wged me to your
side. Mnnd, since we do thus traly love
each other, tell me what it was that
urged you to return me your betrothsl
ring? There is a mystery there which I
do not entirely fathom, thongh I have

French girl’s vlisit—all that she gxid, and
the likeness which she had “in her pes.
session,

“1 did know & ehild of that name, in

* whose falher was a music-teacher. He
was old and poor, slmost dead with con-
samption. I did Iim . many favors;
sometimes, of an evening, when my
work wag done, I went to sit an hour or
two with him, for he liked ‘my compa-
ny. But I pever paid much heed to
Autoinette ; she was pretty, but a little
too bold to please my taste. ‘T saw that
she was an artful little creature, capable
of caring for herself, and I did not lay-
isk moeh pity upen her, Where she
obtainéd the picture, I can not” guess;
for I did not know that one of that
kind was in existence.” 1

Maud did not doubt a word of this
explanation ; she thought she saw™far-
ther into the matter than her lover ; she
was certain that Randelph had some
connection with it, which was enough
to explain any amount of treachery,

“1 was too hesty, Ward.  If it had
been any thing but #ka?, I should not
have heeded it. But I said to myself,
¢If he can deceive her, has he not also
deceived me?  You musi forgive me.”

“I will, most fully; but' I shall im-
pose a condition-—that you never doubt
me again! never, under any cireumstances.”

was the half-laughing respouse.
promise implies. Bupposing, for in-

stance, that I should be unable ¢ rrove
my own identify —that your friends

. and mine should sny—' this is not Ward

Tunnecliffe l-—this is some bold impos-
tor, making capital out of your insane
fancy'— t]mt all the world, save yon,
should fail to recognize me.“

“Such a thing would be simply im-
possible, Ward. You have not been ab-
sent so long as to prevest you from

quaintance, Just as I koow {hat I am
not insane, do I know that you are
Ward Tenneeliffe,  Stay here, and hear
what my father says.”

Maud Isid before him the story of the

“ Not to-night—1I can not, just yeL?

Paris,” sajd her companion, in answer,

bl anesi et sy

“I am ready to promise any thing,” -

“You do not know how much that

being known by your most casual ac. -
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. “But to-morrow we go.  Can you let
the sea divide us, Ward ¥ .
“Phat is what I wish te talk about,
and we have Lut a fow moments left us,
Ma:d. AsI have said, it is hard for
me (o come out now, and make the
necessary explanations to my friends.
Besides, T am counfident that Mr, Bowen
will dispute my identity ; he has prop-
erty of mine in his hands, and will be
loth to give it up. I wish to avoida
fuss, here and now. I will follow you
to Paris, hy the next steamer; in four
weeks we will meet -sgain; and then,
if my darling has that faith in me which
I believe she has, she will consent to a
private marringe.  When it is all over,
and nothing others can say can change
~ the facts, we will go'td your parents,
and explain all, to.their eatisfaction.
Will not this hope sustain you, Maud,
for a few short days '

%1 .do not like to let you go again, so
utterly. I am afraid this will all seem
like a dream to me, when I do not see
or hear you.” , '

“ But, sweet, you believed in me when
you had so litile proof, how can you
doubt pow? I swear to you, if we
both live, you shall see me in Paris
within & month. You shall be my wife,
within a month, if you consent, Maud.”

« Not till my parents know and ap-
prove, Ward. But they will Of
‘course they will be only too glad to see
me well and happy again. You are not
going—-s0 soon—are you?” and she
clung to him with tears.

41 must go; the hour is more than:
up. . Believe me, if important interests
were not at stake, I would not torture
you by any necessity for concealment,
even for o few days. But it is best so,
believe me, darling. Good-by, for a lit-
tle while, only a little while. You ought
not to weep, child ; you should, rather,

Le very happy.” .
« know it, snd I @m happy, Ward
—only it is go hara te let you slip from
me again, But I will be brave.”
“Qnly a month, and then my darling
will be my wife.” :
She folt the almost flerce pressure of

CHAPTER X
A WOMAN'S MADNESS.

Tr was a disagreeable ‘surprise to the
Arnolds, to find, when they were 8 few
hours out at sea, that they bad Mr
Randolph for one of their fellow-passen-
gets.  ‘They acknowledged his acquaint-
ance only by & chilling bow, for Mra
Arnold had reveated to her husband the
false eharacter in which the young man
had appeared, though-she withheld from
.him the deadly sssault he had once
made upon their daughter. The young
gentleman received their coldness with
humility—not presuming to intrude him-
gelf upon their notice through the early
purt of the voyage. But one sunny af-.
ternoon, when Mr. Arnold was leaning
idly over the rail of the vessel, in a .
pleasant mood with himself and all the
world, sceing that the weather was 8o
prosperous and his daughter so much
more like her old self, the gracefal
Southerner ventured to approach him.
With that winning candor which so
quickly disarms an adversary, he revert-
ed to the past; spoke of Leing left an
orphan st an early age, and exposed to
all the temptations which wait upon
youth and riches—flattery, indulgence,
the influence of gay sssociates—and of
Low he had thus been led astray inte
courses of life which his maturer judg-
ment was now learning to condemn,

He confessed that he had assumed
his consin’s name, in New York, with &
vague idea of retrieving hig fortunes by
a wealthy marriage ; and delicately in-
sinunted that it was the beauty and no-
bility of Miss Arnold’s character which
had first awakened him to a sense of his
own bageness, and led him to abandon &

thy a party. - He stated that after leav-
ing Newport he had returned to Balti-
more only to find that the better part of
his nature was thoroughly aroused; he
Jost all taste for his former gay snd
extravagant pursuits, and had finally
gone to his uncle with a full confession
of all his fanlts and follies, 88 practiced
in New York, .

his arms, and the next moment was alone.

His uncle had forgiven him the use

“dolpl to call occasionally at thelr hotel
switto which he felt himself 20 unwor- - )
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of his.name and influence, snd finding
after several months' trial, that his efforts
at reform were sincere, had proposed to
liim that he shyuld go into business for
himself, as some settled occupation
would be the surest means of diverting
Lis mind, and keeping him from & re-
tarn to lis former dissipation, As a
proof of the trust he was willing to re-
pose in him, he offered his nephew his
shure of a profitable partnership which
he held in the house of Gaizots, Alower-
makers, Paris,  Randolph, senior, had
transferred his interest entire to his
ncpliew, with no other provision than
that he should pay him back half the
P?iginal cupital, at the end of five years '
if he found himself abundantly able tc;
do so. In proof of all this, young
Randolph showed the papers to Mr,
Arnald, who could not refuse to look at
them, so Lhumbly and graciously were
they offered; nor could he withhold
from the warm-hearted and eandid
Southerner his sympathy, and his ear-
nest'hopels that he would be able to hold
to his good resolutions, and be prosper-
ed in his present career.

].Elis good wishes were received with
lavish gratitude; but the young gentle-
man did not yet consider himeeif wor-
thy of being re-instated in the friendship
of the ladies of Mr. Arnold's family
and presumed upon ne such request.,
He did not seck to approach them even
thugh the courtesies of the table, kegp-
ing his seat at the doctor's table, while
.th.e Arnolds were, of course, at the cap-
tain's. Bo much did this modesty win
upon the favor of Mr. Arnold that, be-
fore they parted, on the arrival of the
vessel at Havre, he invited Mr, Ran-

as they should be lonely, and glad to
welcome familinr faces, As he remark-
ed, afterward, to his wife, *there was
tothing so exeellent fur keeping young
men ont of bad habits as the society of
really refined woraen ; and if poor Ran-
dolph had truly set himself to the task
of reform, they were bound to render
him this much assistance. If they should
continue’ fo discountedance him, he

llimgplﬁ that if good people considered
him irretrievably bad, he might as well
become g0.”

All this was true enough, and Mr.
Arnold would not have been the kind-
hearted gentleinan he was, if he had not
fel.t. 80; the trouble was, in Lis own sim-
plicity of _character, he was incapable
of fathoming the duplicity of a nature
like Randolply’s, |

In inviting Randolph to eall upon
them, the father -did not consider that he
wag renewing the right of the young
man to become his daughter's suitor ; he
did not sappose he would aspire to this:
also, Maud was, now, in the eyes of he;
parents, an invalid, whose peculiarities
of mind would prevent their encouraging
any one's atlentions, at present,

The family obtained snitable apart-
ments looking on a wide and Apleasnnt
boalevard; the May weather was en-
?hanting; and so many of their Amer-
ifan friends were in Paris, they were
soon awrounded by a gay cirele which
ha_d little to do but to enjoy itself, In
t‘l_us circle, Randolph became a favorite,
hfs ngme, his southern assoclations and
h_ls chivalrie manners being quite sufi-
clent to recommend him. In the mean
time Mr. Arnold neglected to call a1
Guizots, flower-makers, to find if the
young gentleman had duly presented
his papers and been installed a member
of the firm.

If.'was rot Randolph's firsh visit to
P.arxs; he ‘was quite at, home in that
city, and almost as good a Frenchman
a8 8 native. Mr. Arnold, also, when i
active business, had made frequent voy-
ages to France; but Maud had not been
abroad since she was quite a child, and
had mpuch to see and admire. Her .

“parents were delighted and  suryrised

at the genuine Interest she took in what
p.assed around her; willing to walk
ride and visit, charmed with the bright,
beauliful French capital, as full of Won:
der'and joy as a child, she was go well -
and blooming that it seemed useless to
co.ns,u.lt any physician in her case. That
this improvement was real, and not &
feverish impulse, they became convinced, .

might lLecome discouraged, and say to

Maug, nowadays, never referred i¢
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Ward Tunnecliffe, and they believed her

healed of her mental malady. They

~ did not drenm of the sweet secret which
she held in her heart, the source of all

her happiness and bloom.

 But when a first steamer and a second
arrived at Havre, and Maugd received no
letter nor intitnation of her lover's pres-
ence in Paris, her brilliant spirits began
again to droop.

“ Tt geems to me you sr.udy the pas-
genger lists with great intersst. One
would think you were expecting fiiends,”
‘her mother rematked to her, the day
after the third arrival of a ship.

Mand dd not hear her ; she was say-
ing over to herself, “I swear to you
that, if* we both live, you shall sce me
in Paris within a month1” ' The month
had expired, and she had not seen him ;
what had happened to Ward? The
paper fell listlessly from Ler fingers.

~ “You look pale, this morning. 1
hope you are not going to be il again,”
continued her molher, uneasily. “Do
you see any names of friends cn the
passenger liat 7.

“No, mother;” bul ag Maud's eye
. again ran over the cplumu, a ﬂush rose

to her face.
“Who is it?” agked Mrs. Arnold, who
noticed the flush of recognition.
%7 see no name that we are familiar
with,” was the g¢vasive reply, and Maud
handed the paper to her mother, who
_seanned it carefully without finding any
name sho recognized.
On first reading the list, Maud had
passed over this—David Duncan-—for
all ber emotions on that night of Ward's
visit had been so engrossing that she.
had not since recalled the direction he
had given for her note. Now, however,
she remembered it, and knew that Ward
had come.
Whers he would first present himself

to her, or in what guise, she conld not
guess; she could scarcely conceal the

flutter of expectation which kept her 80

resiless. ‘That day she accompanied

Mrs, Arnold on a shopping expedition ;

in the afternoon they bad a drive on the

with the cream-colored horses!
lieve it's the Princess B

or a green silk, or in what part. of the
city they wete driving ; the answers her
companions elicited were ridicalously
vague, when they addressed Ler; her'eyes
scanned every passing form, expectmg,
every instant, to belold Ads.

. %Do see that lady in the carriage

I be-

P osaid -
Mrs. Arnold, ina low voice, )
“Yes, mother, it was delicious,” mur-
mured her daughter. She had only
caught the word “ cream,” and supposed
she was discussing their dessert,

“ How fashionable these little dogs
are l=—glmost every carringe has one,”
was the next attempt of the matron,

«1 suppose the Empress encourages
their manufactave,” responded Maud.
“'Why, child how absurd! But, see,
there gues—."

“Who ? cried Maud, turnlng pale.

# Vietor Hugo, himself; 1 know him
very well, by sight.”

“ Pshaw [” said Maud, in a vexed toue,
regafning her color.

«1 thought you admired him very
much”

“Go I do, mamma.
and the girl ra]hed and tried to appear
interested,

# He is lost in the crowd, now; you
¢an nol distinguish him.” .

Maud strained ler eyes, but it was
not the great novelist she was endeavor-
ing to find, She “adored” Victor
Hugo ; but what was he to her, cn that
day of days, when; every moment, she
expected some word, or signal, or sight
of the dend alive?

Her expectations were doomed: to
disappointment.
came back to their apartments, she had
received no.token of Ward’s presence,
por was therg any missive awaiting her
When Mr. Arnold came in, he had tick-
ets to the theater at which Ristori was
then playing.

% Come, ladies, make lmsbe thh your
tea, we ghall be late.”

thig evening, father.”

Champs Elysées; but Maud could not
have told whether ghe purchased 8 red

«Then 1ce shail not go,” sald he, de-
cidedly. . :

‘Which is he?”

When, at dusk, they.

«1 pelieve T am too tired to go out " tigued
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His wifesaw that he had something im-
portant upon his mind, but his danghter
-was too engrossed with herself to notice it.
* 'Well, papn, T certainly do not wish
to disappoint the whote party. I know
that mamma has been very anzious to
see Ristorl. But I must dress, I will
not be fifteen minutes about it.”
Mrs, Arnold, whose dress required no

changes, leisurely sipped her tea, while |'

Maud, calling on Marie, flew to her
chamber ta prepare for the evening,
“My blue sillt, Marie. No; I will
not touch the white one !—anﬂ those
violets in the vase—place those in my
bair and bosom. Lot those curls fall
upon my peck, just as they are now.
—Ward always liked my hair so,” she
was thinking, as she gaid it. “ Now,
Marie, how do I look %—as well as
ugual #* and she gave a triumphant
glane ﬁ? at herself in the mirror,
ademoiselle knows that blue is
her color,” said the maid, “and as for
her looks, T think she must expeet Mr.
Randolph: at the theater—her cheeks
and eyes are bright, s if she expected
an admirer” . i

“1 presume Mr. Randolph will be
there, but you know I do not like him
Marie,” laughed Maud. ’

8he had recovered all her #pirits,
which had sunk when she came home
and found no word awaiting her. Tt
now seemed to her most probable thag
Ward would bo present in the thenter
to which “ all the world” was flocking,
and that e would there contrive some
communication with her, This hope it
was which, upon second thought had
decided her Lo go,

While she was preparing herself, Mr,
Arnold was making an excitmg revels-
llOIl to his wife. '

“I do not know whether it §s pro-
dent to take Maud out to the theater to-
night, or not,” he remarked, in a voice
which caused Mrs, Atnold to set aside
lier eup and give him her full attention,

“ Well

“1 should not like Maud to meet that
person suddenly ; the shock might be
fatal to her.” -

“ Who was it

% And he may be at the- theater fo-
night, - If it gave me such a tremendous
shock, what would the effect be tpon
-her P’ musingly.

“Who ean you be talking about,
Mr. Arnold ¥

“T1 tell you,” he said, leaning for-
ward, and speaking in a whisper, “ It
is Ward Tunnecliffe I

His wife gave a slight scream.
possible 1”

“You may well say that." Yet how
can a man- doubt the evidence of his
own. genses?: I met him to-day at
James Munroe & Co.’s Banking. Otfice,
No. 8, Rue de Ia Paix.  He watked inte
the reading-room when I was there. It
was broad daylight, and I saw him more
plainly than I see you now, What
makes me the more certain that it was
ke, was, that upoam encountering my
glance, hre slightly started and colored” .
“Did he seem to recognize you ¥
“ He bowed, went hastily to the clerk
with whom he had business, oltained
some money, dnd went.ont. He wonld
have bowed, I suppose, if he had not
known me, seeing the manner in which
I stared at Iim. I must huve turned
pale. If it was not e, it is the most
remarkable case of resemblance that I
ever knew or lheard of—voiee, step,
manner, form, features—why, I tell you,
Mus. Amold it was he!”

This he smd with an air as If more
to convince himself than her. ~

“How could -it be het Of course
you inqaired his name ?”

“No; 1 went to the clerk, and ashed
who it was, saying I was quite certain. 1
recognized one of my New York ac-
quaintances. - He referred to his book.
and gaid thet the gentleman was  David
Dunean, New York City,” that he had

% Im-

“On account of her being so fa~

“No, notthat. I met & person in the
city to-day-—ifie last person in the world,

only arrived in Paris the previous
night, and had come there to registor
his name, and open a bank account.”

“Well, Mr, Arnold,” said his wife,

certainly, whom I should expect to meet,”
o 4

with a sigh of relief, * you are ag foolish
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as Maud,
who strongly resembles the late Mr
Tunnecliffe—perhaps a cousin, or ofher
relative—and you, influenced by poor

Doubtless this is some one | him, I am Tesolved to compel him to

disclose himseld. In the mean time, I
pray that Maud may not meet him.” .
“ Perhaps we had better not go out

Maud's assertions and fancies, at once | this evening.”
»

see the man himsell Truly, now, if
Maud had never got that crotchet in her
head, would you have been so guick tos
day to sce a dead man in a living one?”
1 really believe that it has made no
difference. I tell you, wife, the resem-
blance is remarkable! In fact;it's Ward
himself. Nothing can persuade me to
the contrary. I'now believe that Maud
has been in the right all the time; that
ghe has really seen him, and that ber |
gonvictions have Leen as reagonable as
mine are now. We hinve perseouted the
poor child without cause. Why he
should pursue such a strange course of
‘aetion, 1 can not conjceture.”
-“Tean but think that you arve mis-
taken, Mr, Arnold.”
«f it.was not he, it was his ghost!”
#That's. Maud over again,” said his
wife, impatiently. ¢ Here is some per-
gon who happens to bear a sirong—an
astonishing, if you pieaseﬂlikehess to a
dead man, and you two, at once, lose all
cool power of observation, and declare
that & man wio has kilied himself is
stilt alive. How can. Ward Tunnecliffe
be: alive? and why should he be moving
“nbout the wotld under a fulse name,
making his friends so much unnetessary
trouble ¥ )
41 can -no more afswer these ques-
" tions, than you can, my dear wife, All
I ean sty is, it seemed to be he. There
was some slight difference, of course,
This man was thinner and davker
—perhaps o trifie taller, though his
thinness would give that appearatce
—buat in all other respects he was the
exact gounterpart of Ward.”
~« Better say counterfeit,” added Mrs,
Arnold. ~ “ You do not intend to men-
tion this to oyr child ?”
L No; T am only afraid that she, too,
-will meet hiin, and that the consequences
will be dangerous. If T had had a mo-
ment for reflection, I should have ad-
dressed the person, and satisfied myself

Just then Maud entered the room, ra-
diant and beautiful.

«T have half resolved not to go ounf,
gince you are so tired,” said her father.
«Oh, papa, I am rested now, and de-
sire to go very much. I ghall be vexed

“at having taken all this trouble to no

purpose, I know that I am lockipg my
‘best this evening, and I don't wish to

~ #tWaste my sweetness on the desert ¢If® "
Tt was not often that Maud betrayed
go much . girlish vanity, or put on such
pretty, wiillful ways; her father was
overpersuaded by them, though secretly
doubtfal of the propriety of yielding,
Half an hour later, the Arnolds were
in the brilliantly-lighted theater. Ristoxi
was. magniﬁceni that night, quite en-
thralling Mrs. Arnold; but the secret
which burned in Maud's heart, and the
strange conviction which had taken pos-
session of her' father, prevented these
two from yielding to the spell of the
actress. 'The glance of both roved in-
cessamily over the house. It was in-
tensely amnoying to Maud, when Mr.
Randolph came to them, between the
_acts, chatting alout the people and the
place, and demsanding Ler opinion of the
queen of the stage, Maud had formed
no opinion; and her mind was too
erowded with its own hopes and fears
to have room for his commonplaces,
Presently, he, too, grew impatient of
her indifference, as she of his presence.
Leaning over ler, 50 as to speak un-
heatd by the other oceupants of the Lox,
he suddenly remarked, in & venomous
whisper, whicl recalled to her vividly
that ugly scene on the sands at Newport,

“He js not in tbe house, Miss Ar-
nold; so you need not grudge me a little
of your complaisance.”

She -could only reply by a look of
pale surprise., ' i
. %Ah, youn change color; your con-
gelence is not easy. You scorn. me,

more fully. ~ Sheuid T again encounter

1 Migs Arnold! «Supposing I-tell your

- conirol now. You can not make me

‘8ave the woman 1 love from becoming
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fatber, whe is so proud of his family
honor, that Miss Maud has s secret ua-
derstanding with a poor adventurer,
base cabinet-maker, = mechanie, v;ho
takes advantage of his likeness to a man
she once loved, to imposo upon her cre-
dulity, and betray her into a marriage
beforé her friends are aware of her d:n-‘
gfar? This is fortune-hunting extraor
dipary ] 1t shames my poor ‘attempts;
for, Miss Arnoid will do me the justic(;
fo believe, that I loved %er even beiter
tha}n her fortune, while this fellow is
guilty of every conceivable baseness,”

Maud could not arrest his wordy
could not amswer him ; she grew coId’
from head te foot, staring hini in th{;
eyes vecantly, while his own glittering,
triumphant glance never left hers, .

“ He is not here to-night ; but we both |

know that he is arrived.”
. “'Will you be so good 28 to leave
me, Mr. Randolph # Maud finally said.
8She did not believe his assertions ; he
had not staggered her faith in Ward—
anq yet—and yet l—oh, that horrible
dotibt which just darkened the mirror
of her love for an ifnstant, and passed
away. Bhe wished to be alone; to ges
hqme——to get away from that wicked
fe,]oicing look of her mortal enemy, for’
in that hour, she hated Randoiph more;
than she had ever despised him.,

. “No, Miss Arnold,” he said, sofily ;
I shall not leave you, You drove me

from you once ; you enraged me; and I
forgot myself But I am under better

angry with you. Iam resolved to pro- -
tecl and defend you. 1 ceme.across the
water with no other object than to watch
the machinations of -David Duncan, and

the victim of his fraud, Ttis my duty
:? let your father understand the posi-
lon in which you have pl -
e hict ¥ : placed your
.Ther ‘orchestra wes playing a fas-
Cinating overture, which had the effect
to attract the attention of others, and
Drevent this conversativn being over-
heard, - o
Maud’s eyes flashed ;

1 am quite able to take care of iny-
gelf— '

“Your friends think differently,” .he
genlly snggested.

laugh, “ some of them think me insane
I believe, - Perhaps you do, But f
know perfecily what I am about, If I
have made any mistake, I shall be more

correct.ed. It will not be necessary for
¥yom, sir, to trovble my father. I shall
lay my own case before him; and,

| doubtless, Mr, Tunnecliffe will soon be

present, in person, to support me. At
all events, it-can never become necossary
for you to interfere in our family affairs.
It will not be permitted.”

“'Your parents may not be so un-

feel themgelves under deep obligations
to one who shall inierfere betweer a

and an unprincipled adventurer,”

Maud shronk under the infliction of
these subtle stings. Here was this man
addressing her in 2 tone of assmmed
superiotity, as if she were, indeed, a
mad or foolish child, who must bhe
watched as one not capable of self
government.  Selfrespect would not al-
low her to reply to him; she turned to

Agein he bent over her: -

“One word more, of friendly advice,
Do not confess to your parents the mis-
take you have made, It will only con-
firm them in their fears a3 to your men-

and the victim of this person’s strange -
resemblance to another, and his inten-
tion to deceive you. But if you tei
your parents how far you have been
fooled, especially if you grow excited,
and declare this -adventurer to be, in
truth, the dead Ward Tunnecliffe, Jo
you not gee in what danger you place
yoursélf? It will probably end in your
being turned over to & Prrisian mad-
bouge, My advice to you i, to say
nothing to your friends ; bat when David
Duncan contrives to keep his appoint-
ment with you, that you at once assure

“Itwill be unnecessary, Mr, Randolph. |

him that you have at lest discovered the

“Qh, yes,” said Maud, with a bitter’

anxious than any one else to Lave it~

grateful as you, Miss Maud. They may

child laboring under a mental disease, .

lhe stage, as if ignoring his presence.

tal state. I believe you sane enough,’ -
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I
fraud he is practicing, and will deliver
him over to the proper authorities if he
continues to persecute you further.”
" Finding that Maud made no reply to
this, he concluded : . -

“1 do not expect that you will judge
my motives geperously. But I bave
pointed out what I regard as the safest

" course for you. If you are discreet you
will follow it,” and with a bow to her
and Mre. Arnold he returned to his
seal. . "

Maud did not know when the play
ended, She arose with the others, me-
chanically, took her father's arm, and
wag placed by bhim in the carriage.
Her brain felt heated; weary, and diazy.
‘Was she, indeed, going mad ?  She asked
hergelf this gquestion over and over, each
time feeling less assured as to the answer
her own reason gave her. Perhaps she
was going mad, Perbaps her friends
were correct in their fears for her. How
had Randolph learned of the understand-
-ing between her and Ward Funnecliffe ?
How did he know of that one visit, made
only the evening before he and she left

_ New York? - How had he so swiflly made-
his own srrangements to accompany her?
How long had he been on the track of
this David Duncan ? What did he know

. in support of his assertions? Could it

.be that what he had said was true?.

‘Was she the victim of & cruel deception?
More rapidly than the whitl of the car-
riage-wheels, these, and & hundred other,
questions whirled through her brain, pro-
ducing confusion and weariness, Before
reaching home she had resolved to tell her
father all, and to obtain the bepefit of
his. judgment and advice; he would, in

. & few days, at furthess, know that a Ward
Tunnecliffe, real or pretended, had arisen
to claim her hand—why not tell him all,
that night #

From this step she was deterred by
the fear that he would pronounce her
jngane. If Le suspected her sanity, all
that she might say would only damage
her counge. Mr. Randolpl's warning
was a wise one, in that respect. Mad!
Gireat heaven, that ske should be go hu-

. miliated ! Perhaps she was mad, she

that persons becoming insane never sus-
pecied their own danger. And her
heart again bounded to be free from this
dreadful ides.

By the time they bad alighted and
ascended.to the saleon, she had resolved
to be silent for the present, and to allow
Ward Tunpecliffe to appear and plead
his own camse with her parents. She
would consent to no secret marrings, nor
to any further delay in his announcing
himeelf to thoss who had a right to

morrow —yes, to-morrow, she felt sure, -
he would come, and make all right. .
Kissing her parents, she hastened fo
her own foom, before they had time to
remark upon her agitation, :

CHAPTER XL
A ivOMAN’B CUNNING.

Tae evening after the departure of
the steamer which bore away the Arnolds,
David Duncan was lying on the Hitle
hard hair-sofa in his landlady’s © parlor.”
The hour was late, and he supposed the
Jumates of ~the honse were all ir bed,
he having gained admittance with &
night-key ; but too restless to iike the
thought of bis close room, he had come
in here, turned up the light, and was
trying toread & newspaper. Iis con-
tents, however, would make no impres-
sion on his mind, it being too full of other
matter; only the passenger-list of the
Havre steamer, to read which he had
obtained the paper, continnally stared at
him. '

“f3o Randolph is on board the same

I know the fellow too well. Strange,
that he has slipped through my fingers
in this style! T thought myself o match
forhim. I wish, now, that I had brought
matiers to. 4 crisis here; or had sailed
with them,

and I must be after them by the next
steamer, He will gain nothing by his
adventure, e has probably nothing in

mused again. Yet she had heard it said

view but to try his Juck again with' Miss

know of his existence and claims, To

. when I heard you come in from out-

~ alone—nlone I” with a piteous fittle sigh,

ship,” he mused,” * It is nul by accident.

“A few days will not suffice him,
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Amold; he thinks that in & foreign land,
with no competitors, ke may have better
success.  What a thorough rascal he is,
. any how " )
Here the door from the hall softly
swung open and he was starded from
big meditations by an unexpected visit-
or. Antoinette Sevigne came ing and,
93 he arose from his lazy attitufle, ap-
proached smilingly, seating herself on
the same sofa, and beginning with some
embarrgssment ; '
] “Ig it late, Mr. Duncan ? 1 suppose
it must be, but I was sitting ap, sewing,

doors, and as I did not hear ygu to come
up ze staivs, ¥ knew you was in ze sa-
10{1. I had something so much on my
mind-—you will pardonnez me, that I
came down so late  and she gave him
o halfshy, Leseeching glance whieh
would have made some men forgive Ler
any thing. '

. “What is on your mind, Miss Se-
vigne? Our good landlady will prove an
excellent counselor, if you are in trouble,
I }mve 8o doubt.” Not that I am not
willing to serve you, but I suppose wo-
men are the best advisers for their own
sex.” :

“1 think not s0,” said the French gir,
with a shrog of disdain.  “ Women, zey
hate each other, I like not a woman
confidante.  But, Meester Duncan, ’tis
not myself I come to you abont. -No,
no. IfT have trouble, I put it up with;
I‘have great courage. Since my father
died I have grown quite accustomed to be

) “ You are tao tender and gulleless to
live alone, Miss Sevigne ; you ought to
marry,” was the response,

Again she gave him one of those sharp
g¥ances, but he was looking down on
his paper, and she could .not tell how
much or how litile he meant,

“Ab, Meester Duncan, do not jest
with Antoinette,” she whispered; then,
afler & pause, “ but you ask me not what
I have came here about.” :

“I'am waiting for you to tell me, A
woman can not keep a secret long.?

- “If you have no curiosity to hear, I

At first, David had felt no desire to
Histen to the communication prepared
for him. Hoe read the girl as plainly us
ke did his paper ; he kdew that she was,
or imagined herself, desperately in love
_with himseclf, and he had no intentior
of encouraging her further than was nee-
essaly to complete the links in the chinin
of evidence he had of her playiugﬂ bad.
part in a certain bistory. It was this
purpose to obtain, unawares, her testi-
mony, which had led him to.fall so gra-
clouwsly into good Mrs. Farwell's plana
in his behalf, and to encourage her in
getting Antoinette as a boarder under
her roof.

Buat, though not intending to per-
suade her into any deeper passion for
himgelf, he did not think it prudent to
chill her into anger or reserve; so he
now laid aside his paper and bent to-
ward her with an air of interest, -

“ What is it, Antoinette P

“Cun you not guess P’

“1f it does not concern yourself, who
does it concern ¥ :

“Who should it concern but you,
David? You remember our conversa-
tion, a few evenings ugo, about your re-
semblance to the young man who com-
mitted auicide " ‘

“Very well—every word of it.”

Bhe gazed straight into his eyes a
montent or two, trying to read his na-
ture by the light of her own, It was a
dering proposition which sha was alout
to makej if it shopid be rejected, she
would have taken a false step not easily
gone back upon,

* What have you on your mind, An
toinette P

Her little dark hand fell lightly over
his.

* You are ambitions, Meester Durcan ;
you are educated more than most men
in your rank of life. Why will you stuy

a poor mechanic, when you mighi be
rich and honorable—when you might
have every thing ¥ -
“How can I have it? Dear me,
Miss Sevigne, if you have any royal road
to fortune, pray point it out to me, I
have gnswered a good nany advertise-

will not tell,” she pouted.

ments propesing to teach the secret,
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‘How to get rich; but the recipes
. were all unsatisfactory”

“1 do not think this would be unsab
jsfactory. But youn would have to aoct
with cournge. All that will be neces-
sary is the buldness to grasp and hold
—i0 not you understand ? do you not
fhoe) ?n . .

“1 am still in the dark. You must
gpesk plainly to me, You know I am
tertibly rough in my dealings—I have
none of your French finesse.”

“ That is why I admire you so much,”
she said, softly. “But I did hope‘you
might help me to say it—for it isa

_daring thing. You say, all your ac-
quaintances say you so much resemble

. 7o late Mr. Tunnecliffe-—why not ussert -

. yoursel{ to b¢ him ? . ' Why not take his
place, he ¢quit go suddenly

There was a silence, and then the cab-
inet-maker asked,

“ How could I do it P—such a thmg
would not be so easy—and what would
F'gain by it? Sorely, Antoinette, you do
ot wish me to marry Miss Arnold, un-
der such a deceptxou, and get rich in
that way

“ No,.no, nol I never thought of

_zat!  You would not do zat ¥’ she ex-
claimed, with a sudden fright in her
voice. “ Miss Arnold has gone to France
—she sailed to-day; and I do not be-
lieve she will ever come back ; her health
is poor, they say,” and her voice grew
nore assured as she recalied these facts.
“ What I meant, was this: Mr, Tunne-
clitfe left someée property to his sister,
which has since become valuable, You
might claim it. If you could get i,
you would be a'rich man. Of course,
you will have to prepare your evidence,
and study your lesson well. It will not
do 1o come forward as the dead man, un-
til you make ready much proof. You
must get his handwriting and learn to
‘imitate it ; you must be familiar with his
family history—1I know all gat.”

Bhe spoke rapidly, leaning toward
him with a persuasive earnestness.

“ Of course the ground would have to
L earefully laid ont,” he said, after some
deliberation ; he had no idea of betray-
ing to her that this plan was not new

$o him—that he had already advanced
far on the way to its compleuon-—nbova
all things, that his Drst revelation had
been made to her rival, Miss Arnold.
“ Ope would have to be cautions--—and
wise. You musi have thought this
thing over in all its ‘aspects, Antoi-
nette?”

“I have I;hought it well over,
convinced it can he done.”

% What ghare in .the benefits do you
propose to yourself, child?  Surely, your
interest Is not purely unselfish #”

She blushed, and lowered her eyes.

“It would be quite enough for me to
see you successful *

“Then "you do not demand a share

A
1am

in the profits, though you originate the -

enferprise

% Oh, Meester Duncan "

“ Well, well, little one, we'll not talk
about that to-nigit. I should not be so
‘ungrateful as to forget my best friend.
Do you propose to help me in this dif-
fiealt undertaking ; and if so, how ¥«

“ I saw fAés in one of the morning pa-
pers, and it helped me to a plan,” she
said, giving him a printed slip—an ad-
veriisement for a French maid, to which
was attached the name and address of
Mrs. Bowen, to be answered on Monday,

A, M., this being Saturday, .“ Above all .

thipgs it will be necessary that you shall
become familiar with ze leetle detail, ze
small affairs of ze family—things- which
happened in ze past, most espectally, when

zis Ward Tunneeliffe was a child—and -

you piugt have some of his writing for
to copee—don't you see? If you wish,
I shall apply for zis situation ; when I
get it, I shall be so sorree—so sympa-
thetic—wiz de lady for her loss of such
fine brother. I shall make ber talk
much, T shall find ont all, and I shall
tell you all, so fast as I learn it, I will

make her taik of old times-—ze little -

boy's childhoed, when she was baby. I
shall ook about very quietly, and geg
some old letters, and ozer things, T will
work very quick and very silent. Shall
I ?’l!

There was a flush on Duncan's dark
face ; he shut his teeth together hard to
keep back what he was near saying..

" be here, Antoinette.
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“ What a little ghe-Lueifer if is1-And f ahall thus be able to keep—her where I
she purs as soft as the pretiiest puss! ' can fnd lLer at & moment's notice. And

Little wretch!” was what was on his
tongue ; but he repressed 1& and instead,
said thoughtfully,

“You might serve me very much ig-
deed, in that manner. Itis the most
plausib]c method by far. Indeed, with-
outit, I should find it hard to play the
part of an impostor, And to you belongs
all the credit I”

There was admiration in his tone, and
she looked up with a smile, She hoped
that he would say more, that he would
declare that if they succesded she would
share, as his wife, in “all the benefits;
that he would show Lis appreciation of
her devotion by a pressure of ‘the hand
and a kiss—any thing to betray that she
was gaining over him the power she
coveted.

But the grave young cabinet-maker,
to whom she lad ‘succumbed more be-
cause he was indifferent to Der pretty
ways than from any other reason, did
nothing of the kind. He arese and
walked wp and down the room a few
mpments, thinking over what had been
said ; then he paused before her, held
out his hand and drew her up from the
sofa. :
“It js midnight, and we ought not to
I think favorably
of your suggestion ; there will be anoth-
or ovening between this and Monday,
To-morrow, then, I will meet you here
again, Xt will be Saiday, and we
shall be alone in the evening, probably.
‘We can then finish whit we have (o
say.”

He led her to the hall, and she ran
up stairs, satiefled, yet dissatisflied. He
followed elowly after, returning to his
own room,

* % Pve heard aboutsuch women agthat,?
heé muttered, * but I never had the pleas-
are of an ncquaintance with one before.
Her art beats the deuce! Now,if I had
need of her assistance, nothing could be
more admirable than the step she pro-
poses, but I have another way of manag-
ing the business. I have gone straight
to: Miss Arnold, instead of attempting the
Bowens, Still, she may help me. I

when the time comes to punish her for
her tricks with that Randolph, T shall be
able to make the punishment all the more
complete. Yes, Lihink I shall allow the
little minx to act out the part she pro-
poses.””

The result of his night’s deliberations
was that Antoinette Sevigne, when they
again met on the Babbath evening, for
further consultation, was encouraged in
all her propositions.  She was to be garly
in her application at Mrs. Bowen's, ihe
following morning, for the situation of
lady’s maid, and she had little doubt of
her suecess; ifshe obtained the situation,
she was to acquire, with as little delay as
possible, all the requisite knowledge of
the antecedents of the Tunnecliffes by
nieans of which David Duncan would be
engbled to personate the young gentle-
man, Tt would be easy for her to com-
municate with Duncan once or twice a
week, 45 he would always e at Mrs.
Farwell's, on her evenings out, and they
wounld be allowed any amount of private

conversation in the little parlor, Mrs.

Farwell being rejoicingly confident that
an engagement existed between the young
cotiple.

“Are you competent fo play the
part of lady's maid ? 1 should think it
would require - different class of sac.
complishment from yours,” and the
cabinet-maker smiled ag h? regarded the
girl by hig side.

“Ah, I will make very good maid.
Madam Bowen will never have a bet
ter” she answered with a langh. « My
embroideree looks like palnting, Mees-
ter Duncan, I assure you, I am very
skillfel with ze ncedle, and as to ze
bair—look at mine! Is it not well
done ™ I

Antotnette had'beantiful black, ghisten-
ing hair, and she was always very care-
ful in its arrangement; he appreciated
the coquetry of this appeal

“ Your lialr, Miss Sevigne, ia so fine,
it could not lodk otherwise than charm«
ing. Perhaps this Mrs. Bowen has not
such beantiful locks for you to display
your taste upon.”
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“1 have seen her, Meester Duncan.
Bhe is very pretty, her hair is like floss-
gilk, of & gold color; -she is & blonde,
very handsome, 5o men say, but she has
no depth—no expression ; she is too
fuir I

“1don't fancy blonde beauties, wy-
self said the cabinél-malker, with & smile.
# 1 like some spirlt, some daring in & wo-.
man ; Ilike black hair and bright cyes,
So you think you will make a satisfuc-

tory maid, do you, little one ¥* -

" % QOh, I ghall be very humble and pa-
tient, Ishall put vp wiz all ze humors
of madam ; I shall adore Ler lestle boy,
go like his poor, dead uncle. I shall do
much nice work, and be very iuch
liked, Nevér you fear! But L do mnot.
say, Meester Duncan, zat-all this will be
pleasant. I shall have to associate wiz
servants, and I must give up all my music-
elags, a serious loss. But I do it all
.most willingly, for your sake. When
you get to be ze. great Meeater Tunne-
cliffe, whom all ze young ladies were 8o
fond of, yow'll not forget poor Antoi-
nette?”

v Never! T shall never forget Antoi-
nette. She shall have her reward, If
our plans are consummated, she shall set
herown price. 'What she demands, thai
ghie shall have.” - '

“Your gratitude, zat will De'all she
will demand,” was the low answer.

The gil's cheeks were flushed, and her
voice trembled. David did not doubt
the nature of her feelingg for him, nor
that they were sincere of ' their kind.
How passionate, how engrossing they
were, he did not, indeed, divine. Ho
thought a creature of her artfulness, and
who had lived a life of coguetry since
she was old enough to run alone, would
easily recover from any fancy she now

cherished for him, when Lis union with |-

another would put an end to her hopes.
He had not much respect for her attach-
ment, or perbaps, despite the part he was
playing, he would not have allowed her
to go on gerving him. But the French
girl's nature was one ofe those which,
though untrue and bad, has a boundless
capacity for devotion when i does form

CHAPTER XIIL
. TwWo LETTERS.
Mgus, Bowen was delighted with her
new French maid, A creature of such
taste, intelligence and industry was rarer
than diamonds. She might buy jewels,
whenever her purse was full, but this
kind of a jewel was notoriously rare
Bhe was so glad that shie had secured her
services in season for her round of water-
ing place visits, The pride of her life,
her matchless golden hair, never be-
fore had been dressed to such advantage.
Hhe krew thai she had exquisite taste in
judging of what became her Undine-iike
style, yet this quick-fingered maid would
make suggestions which certainly were
improvements.
that of an educated person; she quite
corrected her own, under ite- influence,

was a freasure, never presumed. She

too. She would wile little Ward from-
the arms of his nurse, and praise him to
his mother, until smiling Mrs, Bowen
would repeat how much he was like her
dear lost brother, after whom he was
named. When ber tears came, Neitie's
wete always ready to follow, unm the
sister took solid comfort in grief which
was &0 sympathetically encouraged.
Bhe found herself talking hour afterdiour,
when the girl was sewing in her room,
or brushing out her bright hair, sbout
that datling brother: Until, unconsciouns-
ly to herself almost, she bad lived over

youth, in all its trifling incidents. Nettie
certainly was a good listener, who never
yawned nor diverted the subject, but who
led her on with delicate guestioning, to
speak all that was in her heart.

Mr. Bowen, 00, was led to tske mueh
notice of the pretly ¥rench girl; first,

to her perfections, and secondly, because
Nottie herself willed it. Bhe wanted
him to be pleased with her, and did not
fail to make him so. Bhe always had
a pleasant or sparkling reply, when he
chanced to address her, which made him

s true attachment.

- was. At the same time she had’ plenty

Then her French was -

and the girl, although she must know she - ) :
- kind, smooth and shining in its finish,

was patient and willing—fond of children,

their happy childhood. and brilliant

. clutching at his heart.
because of his wife's constant reference -

think Xow pretty and how smart she
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of dignity, the real article, and very be-
coming to her piquant features when
they were forced into an appealing gravity
by any attempt of his at too rough a
jest.  8he expected, some day, to be this
gentleman’s sister-it-law, and she held in
memory what would be becoming to such
a change in their relations.

Mr. Bowen wag not a person of over-
scusitive perceptions. He could lJaugh
with a pretty servant and bandy a joke
with Ler without any sense of personal
degradation—as he could cheat a man on
Wall street, and feel never the worse for
it, provided it were done in" the regular
way. Honeverdid that which was openty
bad, and would have been indignant at
the assumption that he was capable of
any thing not becoming in g stock-broker
and church-member ; but he had a pa-
tent conscience of the vulcanized rabber

and watranted to smetch withont in-
jury.

In these days of his renewed pros-
perily there was a radiance of success
which emanated from him like an
aureole. He was In ligh plxyswal
health, while his mind: had just active
employment enough and of a kind
which best suited it, in conceiving and
executing schemes for Lis dggrandize-
ment. Good dinners, sat at long, with
congenial friends to Lelp him with the
wine, and a-lovely wife to grace the
head of his table, were beginning to
have their legitimate effect, in & broader
~contour of the smooth face, and a slight
fullness of person, not unbecoming,

His former fiilure, and the sad catas-
trophe of his pariners suicide, were
fuding into the dim background of the
past.  He seldom started, nowadays,
with the feeling of the frozen hand
If Susie bad not
sometimes disturbed Lim, by talking or
crying about dear Ward, he would have
ignored the past successfully. . It annoyed
bim to have her “go on™ about her
brother, though he had the good taste
not to betray it. It cerfainly was u for-
tunate thing for Busie that Ward had

to grow into the vast proportions which
it bad assumed since his death. The
income from her interest in that com-
pany was quite equal to all that he
made on Wall street, though Lis opera-
tions had been gralifyingly successful.
-He would not like to be deprived of so
handsome a thing as that ; and if Ward
had lived—why—of coarse—he and
Suste would have liad no share in this
good luck, That serious-faced Misa
Arold would have been Mrs. Tunne.

cliffe, apending all- the money which his
Susie now spent so delightfully. Prov-

idence had not been so harsh -in jte

dealings, after all

Why, then, should & shadow fall, in
the midst of this noonday brightness?
One pleasant day, late in Aprii, he came
in from lonching on oysters at Down-
ing’s, and settled himself, with & satisfied
&#igh, in his office-chair. He had done
& good thing, that morning, with Xries,
and was comparatively indifferent to the
rest of the day. The sun shone through
the plate-glass of his window, on the
green velvet of his table and the swept
nicety of his fresh carpet.

“ Here's a note wes left while you
was out, sir,” gaid his office-boy,

He opened it immediately, scarcely
pausing to observe that it was not in the
usnal business-envelop and masculine
writing of his correspondents,

" If there had been any eye upon Him
while he read it twice over, it would
have percetved a slight pallor subduing
his high color—a perplexed, mystified
expression stealing over lis smooth
sharpuess; but the boy was whistling
on the door-step, and the office, at thas
moment chanced to be empty of visitora
* Whet the old Harry can that mean P .

| —and he read the note the third time, now

beginning to serutinize the handwriting
which he could not decide upon as being- .
that of 8 woman, though it did not look
like that of & man: It was ag follows: .

“MR. BowEN:

“ Dear Sir : Weare in possessior of informa-
tion which renders it highly probable that
your brother-in-law, Ward Tunnccliffe, who
was sapposed to have committed suicide by

left that stock in the Petroleum Company

jumping from the ferry-bouat Colden, the
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winterbefore last, is alive, atd will shortly re-
tarn to his fiends. Not doubling but you
will be glad to receive this information, we
nave taken the trouble to tranamit it to you,
It your brother does not appear, within &
month, in his ewn person, to conflrm -our
suspicions, we will then give you our grounds
for belleving as we do.

“ New York, April 20¢h, 18—

No name was signed to this com-
munication. ) ‘

Mr. Bowen was natarally startled
by this unexpected revelation; surptise
waa his first and strongest emotion ; the
noxt—shall we admit it? was not joy;
it was mote like vexation. His thoughts
were something in this wise:

“ 4 When a person is once dead and
buried, why don't he stay so? I call it
confoundedly impertinent to make peo-
ple sil this trouble for nothing. The
disgrace and annoyance of a suicide
ought to be sufficient, without making
& nine-days’ wonder by coming back to
life when they're not expected, There's
poor Susie’s never got over it! If he
ghould happen to really go off the hiandle,
before her, she will have it all to go
through with again! That's what T eall
adeuced selfish proceeding—getting bne’s
friends in mourning twice. It won't be
agreeable to give up the house and fur-
niture, and the Pennsylvania income,
even for the sake of having Ward
back, A good fellow—-but squeamish.
Shouldn’t eare to go into partnership
with him again. Sticks about wrifles,
But, pshaw! I don't believe a word of
this impudent note. Why don't ‘ we'

- sign our name? Somebody who has
heard of Miss Arnold’s freak of fancy,
"{s trying to fret up a sensation.  It-can’t
be truel It's simply absard. He
drowned himself before plenty of wit-
pesges, I'm gure, I wouldn't say a word
aboni it to Susie, for the world. Her

" mind is none too strong, and it might
affect Lier as it has poor Miss Arnold,
« Well, if it ¢ true, I hope it will not

be announced to Susie too suddenly—he
ought o have the sense to come to me
first, It will be a great shock to her.
Mr. Bowen was restless the remainder

looking at every one who passed the
window, or entered the door, with a
nervous glance, 4s if he expected to be
confronted by Ward, or his ghost. This
unensy sengation did not leave him
during the evening, nor the following
day, nor for many successive days. He
kept looking behind bim in the streets,
and starting in hall and corridor, as if
ghost-haunted. This uneasy state of
mind fretted his temper; he was less
bland than usual, and Antoinette, who .
had sent him the note, as an initiatery
step, and who secretly watched him,
wag alone aware of the cause.  He said
nothing to his wife of the mystetious
communication which he had received;
and he was almost as startied us when
he firsy read that, when, one night, she
turned in'the bed, stole her hand into
big, and breathed in ap awe-struck
whisper :

% John, what if Ward should not be
dead, after all? Do you know, I often
feel as if he were not 7—as if he were
coming back to us.”

“T guppese all who lose dearly-loved
friends feel that way, Busic; especially,
when the death las been sudden, and
the body not recovercd,” he answered,
after a moment’s siience. “ It s natural.
But I pray you not to cherish such-
morbid funcies. Take warning by Maud
Arnold”

She said no more.

fluence which had produced it. The
writer of the note was also the authior
of this presentiment. Within the last
week or two, she had once or. twice,
when Mrs, Bowen had been talking over
her bLrother's death, insinuated a doubt.

“ Bt why is madam so certain thut
her brother is dead? There may have
been a mistake—it might have been
another.” :

# No, Netife, don’t say that. If it was
not my brother, prey what becameé of
him? ‘What objéct would he have in
staying away from us? Dbreaking my
heart "

Then Nettie shook her head, sa if the

of the afternoon. He could not help
I

matter was too deep for lher, In ths

She could not ac-
count to herself for her present frame of
‘mind, for she did not recognize the in-

!

.. hoplnig that there would be a letter for
* her, under cover to that good Iady, but
. ¥
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WY, unconscionsly to Mra, Bowen, who
scarcely noted from whence the sugges-
tion first came, she gradually produced
a state of mind favorable to the dénoue-
ment whicl she meant to haston,

With all this uneasiness which she
had provoked in others, Antoinette was
herself uneasy, and growing more so
every day. For the first fortnight,
every thing had progressed to her liking ;
‘but then, to her great disappointment,
on one of her visits to Mrs. Farwell’s,
Duancan had informed ber that Ppressing
business must take him out of the city
for at least a mouth, .

“ Tt is business which can not be put
off,” he said, “and, in fact, T should
have gone 4 week sooner. I lose much
by the delay. I would not attempt it,
at this time, but that it is important to
the very matter we have in hand, It
will not give you any too much time,
Antoinette, We must not move too
quickly in this game, lest we lose it by
rashness. When I return, every thing
will be in train, and the end not fur
Oﬂ'.”

So"he bad gone away, and she had
felt desolate and jealous. The strongest
passion of the poor French girl's natare
wag jealousy. Why could Duncan not
have told her the precise nature of his
business, and o what place he was goQ '
ing? She had confided all to him,
risked much for him-—why had he not
placed equal confidence in her #  If she
had not known, positively, that Miss
Arnold was in Paris, she would at once
have suspected the truth—that Duncan
was following Ier up with the intention
of working upon her diseased fancy, and
securing the heiress, before attempting
to deceive the Bowens. But that he had
actually sailed for France never came
into her mind, She thought that game
too bold a one, from the first; and she
believed that Dancan felt a tender inter-
est in herself,. No, Miss Arnold was
safely out of the way, but where was
David Dancan, and what was he doing ?
Why did he not write to her? She
called often. at Mrs, Farwell's, ‘always

never asking for it, for fear of betraying
“her disappointment, and knowing that it
would be delivered, if there. She re-
celved no message whatever; instead,
she was obliged to parry Mrs, Farwell's
questions about David—where he was
—when he was coming back-—wag the
wedding to be this sumimer, and would
they board with her?
Antoinette, always said that he was
well, and was coming back soon, as if
she heard frequently from him ; laugh-
in.g in answer to the marriage question,
without meking any direct reply, For
one thing, the girl was devoutly thank-
ful to her good gening—thai wﬁs, that

. Mr. Randolph bad betaken himgelf to a

foreign land. When she read his mame
on the list of passengers who sailed with
‘the Arnolds, though surprised at Lis ab-
rapt depariure, which she was aware’
must have been suddenly resolved upon,
she was immensely relieved. Nothing
could have given her more satisfaction.
Now that she was in love with Duncan,
and meant to marry him, she wished to
disentangle herself from the relatiosa
which bound her to the Southerner,
Randolph was mot a lover of hers—at
least, not now—though she had sided
him in some of his bad practices, She
knew that he had sworn to marry Miss
Arnold, in spite of her scorn and cold- .
ness, that he had never entirely aban-
doned the project, and that it could only
have been her influence which carried
him to.Paris. That he should gueceed

-in-marrying her, was the second dearest

wish of Antoineite’s heart. If he had
remained in the city she would constant-
ly bave dreaded that some knowledge
might come to Duncan which wounld
ruln her hopes of winning his love. His
love and respect seemed to her the things
in the world most werth gaining. At
the same time she had a keen apprecia-
tion of the temporal advantages waiting
upon the position of his wife, should he
be enccessfil in Iis attbmpted imposture,
As she looked around upon the luzurious
home of her mnistress, as she folded her
silken robes and fingered her flashing
Jjewels, she said constantly to herée]f,

T @

“ Soon all these will be mine I
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Success was not yet so sssured but
that she lhad many forebodings of fail-
ure. Nothing was mneglected, on her
part, which promised aid in this danger-
ous undertaking ; sly and subtlo as the
alr, she (pervaded every thing with an

“unseen influence. While she acknowl-
edged to herself the bolduess of the
scheme, and expected success, she was
prepared for the worst, If Duncan
‘should be discovered an impostor, he
could leave the country. HShe, who
knew all things, knew that he had quite
a sum of money saved from his earn-’
ings; and since he waa'so familiar with
Paris, and liked it so much, they could
return to her own country, where he
could find plenty of employmient in the
rare branch. of his trade which he prac-
ticed. In dear Paris they could live and
love, and be happy in their own way.

‘With such thoughts she kept herself
pufficiently busy, while the month of
David's prescyibed absence rolled away,
It was now well into May ; Mrs, Bowen
was full of plans for the smnmer; so
many light dresses and shawls to be se-
lected, so much business with the dress-
malker, such important consultations with
her French maid! TReally, it would
seem that the geiting up of a ‘summer
wardrobe was a serious labor, taxing the

pliysical and intellectual powers of a
pretty woman in the severest manner.
This labor quite agreed with Nettie's in-
stincts, also; and the two got along to-
gether without a ripple of disagreement.
Nettic took all the deeper interest in-her
mistress’ preparations, that she hoped
goon to, be making similar preparations
on her own account; she took lessons
for-future use. 'That all should be con-.
gummated this very season was her hope;
she wanted Duncan back before the
Bowen cstablishment should be closed
for the sunumer, that the birds might be
caught before they took wing
The four weeks of his expected ab-
gence passed without bringing his return.
That vague unessiness grew upon her;
she was jealous of—she knew not m:ho
nor what. In the light of her growing
"+ deapondent mood, the folly of their con-

If Duncan would only come back, she
would ask him to abandon the project
ghe had originated; he would marry
lber; she would give up these visionary
splendors which she had coveted. Thus
her mood vacillated, a8 the moeds of a
" guilty mind generally do.
In the latter part of May she chanced
to be looking over the Saturday’s paper
when she saw a letter advertised for
Antoinette Sevigne. She at once asked
permission to go for it; her heart
throbbed with impatience until the letter
was in her hand, Then a dull weight
of disappointment settled down upon it
It was not from Duncan, after all, It
wag & foreign_letter, postmarked Paris.
The writing was Mr. Randolph's; she
recognized it, before breaking tiwe seal.
Her curiosity to learn what lhe might
have to say to her was not equal to her
regret at not receiving tidings of Duncan.

# He wishes to inform me that he is
about to be married, or is married, to
the heiress, at last; and to inclose a
final check which shall pay me off for
the iniquity I have practiced for his
benefit, and close our acquaintance. I
despise- him-—and, doubtless, he despises
me. But he was the meaner—he was
g man! I hope heis married. Inever
wigh to hear from him again” She mut-
tered these things to herself, in: rapid
French, with quivering lipa, as she made
her way out of the crowd at thepost-
office, and entered sn omnibus which
should take her back up-town.

She felt no inclination to read the let-

while she sat gloomily wondering where
Duncan was, and when he would return.
It wag not until she was in the littlo
chamber at Mrs. Bowen's, with her hat
off, and the door locked, that .she eared
to find out what Randolph had thonght
of sufficient importance to warrant writ-
{ng from Pavis. It possessed more in-
terest for her than she had imagined :

< Parts, April 300k,

“ MY CHARMING LITTLE ANTOINETTE !—
You wilt be delighted to hear that I am in &
fair way to another disappeintment. If Ido
not look sharp, I shell be cutwitted by a

tempiated crime hecame more apparent.

" leaving New York sosuddenly, without ask-
- Ing you if you had any messages tosend back

- had any one of a dozen others, for the ask-

. missed your interesting eabinet-maker, who

ter, which she’ thrust into her pocket,.

greater rogue thon Lam ! ‘Cest impossible
*
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—notatall, mydear, There he manyrogues
Ja this wide world, as you and I ought to
kaow. Bui I owe you an explonatien for

to your many friends in this witching me-
tropolis. Of course I but followed my bea-
con ster. I learned that Miss Arnold, as you
easnred me that evening in the park, was
destined for this country, and I resolved to
follow. I'told her thet my uncle, on my
reformation (1) had consented to give me an
Interest in a business here, and I thought it
an excellent time to be taking the benefit
of his goodness. I am going into the man-
ufuctare of artifiefal Aowers, as something
eminently fitted to my abilities. I have
dealt in things pretty and artificial so long,
that this just suits me. If I can I intend to
persuade Miss Arnold that Paris agrees bet-
ter with her than New York, and that her
futher con return whenever he finds 1t neces-
pery, leaving her to the care of & devoted
husband, Iam not at sll sure of success in
this. After two yesrs of ‘tolland trouble,
which you alone can folly apgreciate, Ido
not seem {o be gny nearer the prize than at
first. I don’t know, really, why I did not
abandon the track long sgo. I might have

ing. But this ‘falrest, coldest wonder' Just
suits my fastidicus faste. I shall prize her
all the more, for the diffeulty I have had in
persuading her. '

““But, to the point, I suppose you have

has, If T guess right, quite run away with lif-
tle Antoinette’s hesrt. You told me of his
remarkable resemblance to young Tunne-
cliffe. I remembered the fellow very well.
As I told you, I once bought u dressing-case
of his manufacture, and eaw him in the shop,
where I went to take e look at the article.
A sharp, shrewd, intelligent fellow, He
snapped me wp, once or twice, on that ocea-
slon, which made me take more notice of
himy. Whenyou told me about his Iooking
so much like Tunnecliffe, I contrived to get
a glimpse of him, a few times, when he was
comlog from his work. What do you sup-
pose was my astonishment to see this very
person come out of the Arnolds’ honse the
evening before they sailed? I knew the old
folks were not at home, for I had been lin-
gerlng about the premises, as I have & habit
of doing, and saw them going off in thefr
carriage. This person went In, stald an hour

tinetly; you know there is a lamp opposite
the house. I followed him back to hislodg-
ings, which were at the address you gave me,
I was thoroughly puzzled, unifl, by hard
thinking, a little light dawned on the affair,
He js making capital of his likeness to her
dead lover, to win upon the young lady’s
feelings, and induce her to a marriage—prob-
ably & runaway affair. Buch were my sus-
Picions, and acting upon them, I resclved to
follow the pair, and interrnpt the business ;
for I expecied nothing but that he would be
on the same vessel. I had no time to see
you. I hod diffienlty in obtaining passage
at 80 late an hour, but & merchant who, from
fllness In his family, desired to delay his -
trip, sold me his ticket, and I got on, ab the
eleventh hour. -
“The cabinet-maker was nof on board. But
I did not regret my undertaking, as I sua-
ceeded in getting back into the good giaces
of the old money-prince, and had opportuni-
‘tiea of renewing my friendship with his fam-
ily. Ikeptagoodlook-out, after our arvival,
and was not atall surprised to see, yesterday,
the nameé of David Duncan, a8 just arrived
from your city. Have you missed him ? I've
got him under my cye, and intend to keep
him there. He ¢ playing o deep game,

-Miss Arnold is completely duped by him. I

don’t doubt that she will marry him, the
first hourshe can escape from her parents. I
am bound to give them warning.- In their
gratitude, perhaps they will insist upon her
matrying me. SoIhope. Ihave sent you, °
by express, 4 box of our choicest manufae-
tures. Money is rather scarce with me at
present, a8 Thave, as yet, drawn nothing from
the firm. I don't know, however, thatI am
indebted to you. I paid you, I believe, for
the service rendered. '

“* Thinking you might desire {0 know my
prospeets, and where your cabinet-maker

_bed gone to, T have written this, Beagood

girl, and I will send your Duncan back to
¥ou in a very short time. .
“Asever, dearcoz, R RN

. As she read this, the ghtl's face grew
farious. When she had finished, she .
threw it on the floor and stamped on i,
while the dark red rode of her cheek
grew yellow and pale,

* Fool, fool that I was1” she exclaim-
ed, in her own language, “That I did
not see it, that I did not suspect it ! Ha!
he bas abandoned me for that young

by my watch, and came out, I sawhim dis-

v

lady! Tam notto his taste! the base
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mechenic! the low fellow ! He saw the

chance to marry that proud creature,

. and he has fled away from ma, secretly
—he has left me to the ruin of my hopes,
and gone to her! Why did I'not see it
gooner, and set the officers of the law
after him? Ha! I hope Randolph will
be too quick for him. Ha, ha! he will
not get her, after all his trouble! Ran-
dolph will see to that "

Of all suffering, keeneat and most pit-
iable is that cansed by jealousy, There
is nothing to mitigate the pain.” One
miay find comfort even in sorrow for
lost love, but in jealousy there is no con-
soling batm. This girl, who had once
made another suffer, now shrank from
the sherpness of the serpent's tooth,
Once, she had gone to that good and
beautiful Miss Arnold with a story which
she knew would poison the springs of

- her life. By some curious fatality this
. same woman now caused her to wiithe
under similar torture, She had robbed
her of her faith in the man to whom she
was betrothed ; now, the man whom An-
. toinette had chosen &s the object of her
passionate devotion despised her, and
was making himself dear to Miss Ar-
nold, Bhe scarcely thought of the ret-
ribution, or its justice. Bhe lay erushed
beneath the rain of the fairy structure
ghe had built. Alone, deserted, in a
false position, with Duncan at the feet
of Miss Arncld! She was afraid he
might succeed. ‘To her bilterness was
added the fear that herself had placed
the tempiation before him. She had
urged him to a crime, and he, once
gtarted on this new road, did not intend
to hotd back at the spot she pointed
out. He had broken from ler, and gone
on, with the mighty will of a strong
man.

Yes, there i3 one mitigation to the

pangs 'of jealousy ; a mitigation possible

only to the bad; but poor Antoinette

was bad—-she was cursed with an impul-
sive nature which had never had the
benefit of right {raining-—and she gave
way to bad impulses quite as easily as to
good. There was revenge! Buch re-

venge a8 was possible to her, she would .

have. But how to effect any thing in

time, was the question. Tt was clearly
impossible that she- could reach Prris
before matters had righted themselves’
there. Eitlier Randolph would have vx-
posed the imposiure, or Duncan would
have suecceeded in obtaining Miss Ar-
nold’s hand in the fulse character which
he had assumed. She could do nothing
to prevent that, and, as shie realized this
she stamped again in impotent rage.

But she would do all the injury which

vet lay in her power. If Duncan ex-
pected fo come back, and impose on
these Bowens, attain their property and
live at his ease us Ward Tunnecliffe, he
should be disappointed in that. Although
the confession of the plot existing be-
tween them would be to her own detri-
ment, it should at once be exposed;
these people should be placed on their
guard, And she would scme time have
the satisfaction of facing Duncan’s wife,
snd showing her hOW ghe had been
fooled,

Bhe heard the door-‘hell ring and the
servant admit the master of the house.
It must be near the dinner-hour. Mrs,
Bowen was out, and might not return
uniil late, ag she was going to dine with
some friends, and with them, visit.the
opera. Her husband had declined the

invitation, as he had some business in

his libriry, at home, that evening.
Antoinette smoothed her hair and
changed her dress; then waited, about
a8 patiently ag a caged panther, roaming
back and forth across her little room,
until assured, by certain sounds, that

dinner was over, and Mr. Bowen gone

to his library. She was not at all huo-

gry, and she wished to gain his ear

before he became absorbed in other
affaira; so she picked up the trampled

letter, descended, and rapped at the li- -

brary door.

The man of business was surprised
when his wife’s maid came in, with ex-
cited face, and a letter in her hand. He
supposed it some of her private matters
about which she wished to ask advice,

and, theugh busy, was disposed to make =

himself amiable, and meet her reguibe-
ments. He was seldom cross to a pretty

woman, and he now laid aside a bundle -

" Meester Bowen. .
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of docwments, and looked at her pleas-
antly.

* What is it, Nettie? A letter from
home? No bad news, I hopa P

“It concerns you as much a8 me,
Meester Bowen, so I will be obleege to
trouble you to rveed it.”

She reached him the letter, and he
read i through with one or two exclam-
ations of surprise. When he bhad fin-
ished, he laid it down before him with
an annoyed air. '

“ It seems there is never to be an end
of this bosiness. Poor Ward can not
be allowed to sleep quietly in his wa-
tery grave. Somebody isforever see-
ing his ghost poking about gomewhere,
What with Maud Arnold’s mad fancy,
and this man’s impudence, we are likely
to have a mess of it. - T suppose it is
this fellow, then, whom poor Maud
has seen from the beginning, and mig-
taken for Ward, Of cowrse, if she had
heen in possession of her right senses,
she could néver have made such a mis-
takte. I “think her brain has been
affected, since that first atiack of fever;"
then, after a pause, with a suspicious

" Took at his visitor, who stood before his

table quite "self-possessed, because so
thoroughly aroused, he asked,

“Who is this R. R. ™

 Mr. Reginald Randolph. You know
ze gentleman, You are aware zat he
was a suitor for Miss Arnold’s hand-—
and fortane ¥’

“ Yes, yes, ¥ve heard Mis. Bowen
pay & good deal about it. I knew he
was rather fast, but I didn't think him
so unprincipled. Why, he belongs to
the real F. F, V', I thought him a
gentleman.”

“ Quite as much so a8 ze most. He
ought not to be severe upon this Dun-
ean, for he passed himself off upon yon
rich people as his wealthy cousin in-
stead of his bankrupt self

“How came you to know so much
of him ?" with another suspicious glance.

“QOh, I am his fourtieth cousin,
He has French blood
In him, you know. Our families were
related.  But mine had ze misfortune
£ grow poor” with ‘a shrug. ¢ But

when he came to Paris, we chanced to
meet. I was a leetle girl then, . When
my father died, I made my way to Balti-
more, but my relatives were not pleased
wiz zeir poor cousang., They got me sit-
nation in New York, a8 music-teacher.
Whenr Reginald came to this- city, be
found me ont, and we were very good
friends.”

“Indeed * Mr. Bowen had scarcely
heard the explanation ; he wag thinking
of the letter which Ae¢ had received
three weeks before ; be spoke his thought
aloud, unconsmously

. “ Perhaps, after ll, Ward is really
alive. Rither that, or eIse it i3 all one
piece of plotting. [T got a note s short
time ago, warning me that my brother
would soon reiippear.” .

«] know it, Mr. Bowen. T-can fell
you just what was in tha nofe, for 1
wrote it mysalf” ‘

“You}’

“1 wrote it,” she repeated, defiantly,
“and I am going to tell you just how
bad I have been. You see, in that let-
ter, Randolph accuses me of being in
love with this Duncan. I was in love
with him. He had great power over
me, and when he proposed {0 me to

1 come to this house to find out all I

could about the true Tunnecliffe, zat he
might imitate him, you eall it, I did -
consent to come for zis mole purpose.
He know zat Mrs, Bowen had much
propertie zat was her Drothber's, and he
wanted zaf, you seel We should be
rich, great people. I was persuaded
when I knew it was all wrong.- Bnt I
did not think he would serve me so,
else I would see him dead, first~—her
black eyes blazed, 80 as almost to scoreh
Mr, Bowen,

“It was very wrong of you," he said,
gravely,

“0h, I know zat, . We are all poor
ginpers, Bowen. You was not
veree particu]nr when you made your
grand failure, and poor Antoinette, she
thought it would be fine to be great
lady. Besides, I loved zat hig rascal--
but I kate him now I”

The sleek stock- broker, albeit nettled
at her impertinent reference o Ads
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peccadilloes, could not but laugh as the
angry gitl brought Ler foot down with a
stamp, like a passionate child, to em-

. phasize her assertion.

% 8o- you wrote to me, to pave. the
way for further deception?” he re-
marked. o

“ Yeg; we had our plans weil laid.
1 think we should have succeeded. But
he has gone over to Miss Arnold nnd 1
care not.”

" Hae referred again to the letter, read-
ing it through less hastily than at first.
When be came to a certain paragraph,
wherein Randolph refurred to the dress-
ing-case, a pecnliar expresgion came
over his face, which Antoinette eould
not interpret. It was as if a sudden
‘dght had broken upon him, revealing
gomething unpleagant. He, flung him-
self in his cushioned chair, and stared
at the wall, He was interrapted in his
reflections by his visitor :

“« 1 will bid you good-hight, “Meester |

Bowen. I will go, Jirectly, and pack
my leetle trunk. I will leave hers this
evemng 1 care not to. meet madam
again, She is a good leetle lady, and 1
regret my duplicitie wiz her.”

" “Where will yon go, Nettie "

“To my old boarding-place, for the
present. T will get back my pupils and
tezch music.again. I am well-punishod
for making & lady's-maid of myeelf, and
telling so much falsehood, I could kill
him, if T had him-here, ze villain.”

“Not so bad as that, Nettie, Per-
haps, if he don’t get Miss Arncld, he'll
come back to you yet”

# 1 will not have ze traitor.”

« But what I was going to say is this.
Do not leave here to-night; and do not
say any thing about this matter to Mrs,
Bowen, You can give her warning and
leave in the regular way. I do not
wish her to be frightened or shocked;
ghe is too delicate to bear such excite-
ment, I will write to the Arnolds by
the next mail, to keep me posted, and
use my judgment about how much or

It is the least you can do to repair the
injury you have intended, to remain a
few days longer at my request.”

“ Perhaps you mesn to have me ar-
regted,” suggested the suspicious girl.

“ And if T did, I conld arrest you at
your boarding-place a8 easily as here.
No, Nettie, I will deal more honestly
by you, than you have done by us. I
have no object in makiug this request,
except 1o save Mrs, Bowen from_excite-
ment and distress.” Since your attempt-
ed fraud has failed, I shall not geek to
punish you forit. Wil you remain "
“ Willingly, if it will save madam
any trouble, She is like & child, so
gimple and so pretty. - I like her much;
but zat Duncan I

“'There, there! Go to your room,
Nettie, and compose yourselfl There's
no great harm done thus far, 1 have
work to do this evening and must set
about it.” :

He waved his hand with his usual
graceful snavity, and she retired from
the room. But when she had disap-
peared, something very like a frown
gathered on his brow, which grew
blacker the longer he reflected. Thers
was something whick gave him more
uneasiness than he confessed.

“I ought to start for Paris by the
-next ship. Yet, if I shounld be mistaken,

it is inconvenient for me to leave my

| Dusiness, with no partmer to take my

place. Mrs. Bowen would insist wpon
accompanying me, too;
at Paris several times of late. The

better way will be to write. It will

must answer."

He at once drew writing wmaterials
towards him, and, with some care, com-
posed the eplstle and sealed it ready for
the mail. 'When Mrs. Bowen came in
from the opera, celestial in blue and
white, with water-lilies in her shining
hair, her husband met her with a com-
pliment; he hud cleared his brow, and

how little I make known fo Mrs. Bowen.

# Richard was himself again”

- vonfronted each other, Randolpl's eyes

T would have my trip for nothing, and -

ghe has Linted |

keep me longer in suspense, but a letter

" wore her pl‘etuest white morning-robe,
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CHAPTER XL
“ WHEN GREEK MEETS GRERR."

It was the morning after that iittle
side-scene at the French theater which
had not been set down in the play
and which concerned so few of the
spectators,  Before the hour of a fagh-
fonable hreakfast Reginald Randolplh
was s-luntexing up and down the pave.
ment In front of the Hotel de Tours,
He bad already discovered it to be

the stopping-place of Dawd Durean.-

% about nine o'clock that person came
orth and, apparently unaware of the
8py upon Lis mmovements, walked rapidly
away in a direction leading toward
the boulevard at No. 20 of which were
domiciliated the Arnolds. Randolph
followed him, at first keeping some
distance behind ; but, as they appmached
their destmatlon he hurried forward so
as to place his foot in the open lail-
way at the same instant with the
other, who halted and looked him in
the face, instead of addressing the con-
cierge. For -a moment the two men

glowing with hate and tricmplh, while
the glance of Duncan was cool and
contemptuous, Then the former turned
quickly, asking to-be directed to the
apariments of Mr. Arnold. To make
this important visit in the company of
another, and that person his eneiny,
did not sait Duncan's purpose; as Ran-
dolph ascended the staircase, he turned
away without even lgaving a message
with the attending servant;

In doing this he made u mistake, giv-
ing his rival the opportonity he most de-
sired of appealing first to Mr. Arnoid, |

The family were at breakfast in the
Pleasant parlor when Marie brought in
Mr., R. Randelpl's card. Maud, afler
a restless night, had srisen and dress-
ed with a mind comparatively quiet,
Fully expecting & visit from Ward, she

witlt a.rose in her hair and fairer ones
in her cheeks, Now, as she sat at {able,
sipping the strong cgfé aw lait in the
hope that the stimulus wonld guiet the

strained to cateh every sourd in the
halls or on the street.  When Marie eame
in with the card, Ler face grew as white
as her dress, 'Who else would call thus
early ¥ - Who but Ward?

“Who is it ™ asked Mrs. Armold,

© % Mr, Randolph,” said her hushand.

Maud caughs her breath, and the color
came back to her face along with a lovk
very much like anger, Why did Ao re-
main away and that detestalle person
come ?

“He only asked for Mr, Arnold,” said
Marie; “ he did not inquire for the ]adles.
He said he would like a few moments'
interview on important business.”

“Very well. Iam at Jeisure. If the
ladies have finished their breakfast, you
‘may show him in here”

Mrs, Arnold roze to reure with Maud,
who paused before leavmg the room,
She knew, very well, what the important
business was, and she feared the effect
of the communication upon the preju-
dices of her father.

“ Walt a moment, Marie, before you
show Mr, Rnndolph in, Fathef I know
his business. He wishesto persuade you
that white is black, that Mr. Tunnecliffe
is not himself, but. an impostor, using
his name. Fwther I Enow better, I ‘
saw Ward before we left New York, He
came to me and told me ull, promising
to follow us here by the next steamer,
to gee you and explain all. He is now
in the city; I saw hizs name (an assumed
one) among the arrivals yesterday, He
will visit us to day~-I know he willl—
and your own senses shall convince you,
All T ask is, that you will not allow Mr.
Randolph to prejudice you, so as to
cause you to refuse to see Ward, He
is a bad man, you know, quite unworlhy
of your friendship. I tell you Ward i is
alive and loves me still,”

Bhe observed a glance of intelligence -
pass between ler parents when she
mentioned that Mr. Tunneclife was in
the city and that she expected a visit
from him that day. Instead of treating
Ler statement lightly, as had been their
wont, they listened attentively. Mr
Arnold forgot that an impatient visitor

flutiering of her pulse, her ear was

was walking up and down the hall,
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~ vineced of your mistake,
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you are speaking before I give my
opinion. Be seated, Mr, Randolph,” said
Mr. Arnold, somewhat coldiy. .. ‘
“T pm impulsive, as nsual;” and the
young gentieman smiled, as he seated
himself comfortably on a sofa. T forgot
to state my cusc before I asked your
opinion upon it. The fact is, sir, that
the story I have to tell is a singular
oné; but, since it can be corroborated
by numerous witnesses, I need not be
afraid of your incredulity, I have found
out to my satisfaction, the caunse of Miss
Arnold’s curious hallacination coneern-
ing Mr. Tunnecliffe. You must, you
will, pardon my intresion upon your
family affairs when you learn the dan-
ger she is in, this day and heur, from
the deception which lLas been practiced
npon her feelings. I should be a party
to the threatened catastrophe if I did
not interfere to prevent it, even at the
risk of making myself still more disiiked
by Miss Maud. There is to-day in Paris
a certain mechanic, s cabinet-maker,
who plied bis trade with ihe firm of
Smith & Co., New York—David Duncan
by name—who, I.am authorized to
state, upon information given me, has
taken advantage of a singular, a really
wonderful likencss to the late Mr, Tun-
necliffe to' palm himself off as that gen-
tleman. His ebject s to oust Mr. Bowen
from such property as Lis wife inherited
from hLer brother, and to secure a double
good fortune in'tlie hand and Ieart of
Miss Arnold. The game is so bold
as almost to insure success. by its
very audacity. I should not seek o
thwart it, had T not indizputable proofa
of his identity, antecedents, and ioten-
tione. I, myself, purchased the dressing-
case which I had the pleasure of sending

wondering why he was kept so long
waiting. .

“ Mand, T must confess that I yester-
day met a person, who if he was nol
Mr. Tunnecliffc was enough like him
to be his double. I think it was he.
But I am pot absolutely certain, We
have all heard of these remsrkable re-
semblances, and there is much reason
to fear tliat you have been imposed upon,
It Ward was alive, and in New York,
pray why did he approach you secrétly,
why hide from me, why act, in any
manuer, as e has acted? We used to
esteem him a most honorable young
man, and this conduct does not seem
hative to him”

“1 can not explain it, father. T only
believe that he will make his own ex-
cuses, and that befove many hours, T
lope so, for 1 am tired of the position
jn which T am placed. It is not pleasant
to be treated like a—mad womdn.”

A flush mounted to her father's face.

“ It will take something effective in
the way of excuses to make me forgive
such a Lide-and-seek game ag this, if Le
has really played it. I quite agree with
you that this folly has been sufficlently
prolonged; to-day it must end. I willfind
Tunnecliffe or his double, and quickly
bring out the truth, If 1t is Ward, he
must at onge resume his proper relations
to soclety ; if it is not he, you shall be
confronted with the impostor and con-

But we are
keeping Mr, Randolph in the corridor all
this time.” '

As the ladies passed out at one door

- the southerner entered at the other,

“ Pardon me, Monsteur Arnold,” he
-eaid, with his usual deep bow, “ for this
early call, I desired to steal a march

upon another visitor; and I was not a
moment too early, for he was upon the
gieps when I arvived. It is sald that
guilt is always cowardly. I leave you
to judge if it looked well that he should
tun away when he saw me, (who came
purposely to  confront him,) instead
of attempting to carry ont the rble

which he has had the pssurance {0 8-

sume,” )

to your danghter, of Bmith & Co., snd
saw and tulked with this inan, in their
warehouse, He made the case; and it
was an exquisite piece of workmanship.
T was struck, at the time, with the fel-
low's taste and intelligence, and o cer-
tain impudence in his mannper, which,
were he in the South, would soon be
taken out of him.
Mr. Tunnecliffe clearly enough to re-

“ 1 must know of whom and what

~induce her to pursue s courge contrary

I did not remember

mark the likeness, at that time; though .
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.it_;‘s altogether probable thai jt made an

Impression -upon e, unawares to iny-

self  There was a sort of daredevil air

sbout him which I absolutely admired

I gaw that he had originality about him:

bat, I must say, I bad no ides it woulci

teke such o startling way of ghowing
Itsell  To conceive and execute sueh a
atr:z‘t;gy requires fine talents '
ou appreciate them P

Mr, Arnold, with » quiet smr?l!:m;;g
was absorbed in the young gentleman’s
reclxtnl, but eould not withhold taig bit
of irony. * How came you so soon to
know of his arrival in Paris P

“ Because I was on the look-out for
him. I came over on pur—" here My
Randolph, remembering  the Guizots"
‘li‘lower-n.mkem, stammered in his'Speech,

I received intimation before I left N en;
- York, of this person’s Plans. I need
not say that it is he whom your daugh-
tet has constently mistaken for ]g/h'
’I::::mtla:cllﬁ'e; and when you geo him;
fa ke;mll not be ‘surprnseq at her mig.

Mr.-Arneld did not gg that h
seen him, and had beenysimilarl;?:f
pressed; he preferreq, first, to hear all
that his accuser had to say. '

“I was not surprised that, at a dis.
tance, on the street, or in the park, she
should have mado this mistake; but I
tas surprised,” continued the visitor

when I saw this person come out of,
your own house, the eveniﬁg before
your de'parture, having sought an inter.
View with your daughter during your
absence, knowing you to be absent in
ordex; to take advantage of the enfeeb,led
condltlon. of her mind, (cavsed by il
ness,) to impose upon her as the man o
whom she had been afflanced, and to

to ingti
nattgxr:.:glsttncts of her lovely and candid
Here he paused, disconcert

sudden start with which Mf.d zfnglll;
Tose to his feet, and . the wrath which

gap}.1ered on his brow; for ke could not

devide whether he had any share in the
anger which he had provoked, It was

certalnly not pleasant for a man of Mr.,

who hqd o particular right to such free.
do-ms, that his daughter was of unsound -
mm(?, or that ghe had been guilty of
holding secret conference’ with- an ad.
Venturer, For many long years the
quiet gentleman hed not been warmed
by such a fire of rage 8 now suddenly
burne_d in his veins, He wag tempted
to strike the daring informer, thrust hit
out of hig honse, and then cal] Maud up
before the bar of Lis displeasure. Hpo
could not doubt Randolpl’s statement
_that she had been induced to hold an
}'r;lterview with this persony, and to keep
:n ui’e;;et, for had not' she confessed as
He hod thought, at the motnent, such’
& proceeding to be suspicious op the
part of the pretended Tunnectiffe, but it
had not struck him as being 8o extreme-
ly bad as it did now in the light of
another man's opinfon, If the double
Duncan had come into hig Ppresgénce
Just then he would have been permitted
_smali chince for explanations, Walk-
Ing once or twice across the floor, Mr, .
Ar}mld paused befoie his visitor wit'h at;
attitude unconsciously so threatening
that the Jatter shrmk a little into thej
corner of the gofa,

" _],L\To more, Mr. Randolph, untii I have
questioned my daughter, She is nory-
ous and morbid, we know, bat Maud is
prudent and thonghtfal, for all. Bhe
Ili.ls meant to do nothing wrong; but I
will see that this matter is untangled at
once, I thank you for your good in-
tentions, It may be that your commu-
nieation will be of great service to me,”

“ Believe me, sir, it was not pleaem;t
for me to makeit. But [ have resson
to think that & secret and speedy . mar-
nage.will be the result of his visit to
the city, and I could not do otherwise
than warn you, T have had my eye on
.this Duncan a ong time. I assure you
3*‘, after seeing him, he succeeds in wah:
ing a doubt in your mind as to his
identity, and you then can have the pa-
tience to walt until I can obtain proofs
from across the water T will convince
you by many witnesses, I know hig
boarding-plece in New York, and some

Arnold's hauteur to be remjnded, by one

of his friends there. But enough, I

-
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have plaéed you on your gusrd, }\To
more can be necessary, I do not thm]{
myself competent to aadvi.se—~but, this is
glorious weather, and a little jonrney io-
to Germany or Switzerland might fo,ﬂ
the fellow and benefit Miss Arnold’s
n
he?‘uih'thank you.” Mr. Amold waved
his hand with an air which coulfl ho:rdly
fail to be understood as one of dismissal,
and his visitor immediately took leave of
hmks he went down into the street he
looked about him with some hesitation.
Untruthful as Mr. Randolph was by na-
ture and habit, and -gelfish as he was in
his present aims, he was at least sincere
in his belief that Duncan was an adven-
turer of the worst kind, aspirm‘g to se-
care the heiress by means which even
ke despised. Not for a moment lla:d it
crossed hig thought that t}le c_abufeb-
maker might be Tunnecliffe in disguise.
That view of the subject had not oeccar-
red to him, Had he entertained such a

suspicion, however, the only change it

would kave made in Lis feelings would
have been to awaken hatred instead ?f
contempt. He despised the n}echamc,
and felt & zort of bage pleasure in show-
ing lim that he knew and would expose
him; but, Tunnecliffe he wonld l.mve
hated, a8 an equal and a successful rival,
had he imagined the person really to
be Ward, In that ease, the umscrn-
pulous mature which bad first set the
French girl upon an attempt to brenlk
" the engsgement between -the lov§1s,
would now have exerted all 1ls‘ .subtl.lty
to prevent 2 meeting of the pz.xr'nes wh:ch-
might be followed by recognition by the
parents of the lady. o
As we have said, descending into the
broad, sunny street, ‘he looked about
bim with hesitation. After .the haste
and excilement of his interview, there

.

chaﬁge had taken place 'in Durncan’s
tout ensemble, and one quite favorable.
His hair and complexion were lighter,
by several shades; the former was cut
and dressed in the latest faghion; the
rough beard had “been shorn away
and only a small mustache left, such as
Tununecliffe slways had worn; his dress
was fine in material and stylish in mnkt.a.
« Jonfound his impertinence | he !.hd
lnok like a gentleman-—and like Aim,
teo—too mach like him to suit me. I
suppose the fellow has got hold of some
old likeness of Tunnecliffe; and has got
himself up in a8 close imitation as pos-
sible.”" )

Just there and then it struck him, for
the firet time, and with nearly the force
of a conviction, that perhaps this was -
Tunnecliffe ! that the game might be
just the reverse of what he had been
believing! He turned a sickly yellow
at the thought., He had wasted too
much time, conscience and money, 10 be
thwarted now by any thing 50 sunpl_e
and fatal as this; No, it was impossi-
ble! he would not make himself uneasy
nbout such a bughbear- as that. Yet,
somehow, the ides, being once lodged
in his brain, would not be ‘driven out.
It staid there, and it troubled him,

All this time he was walking slowly,'
back and forth in front of the Arnolds
like o sentinel on guard. In faci, he
resolved to constitnte himself o guard.
If it should be Tunnecliffe it would l:!e
all the more necessary to prevent his
meeting the family, though how it was

lan. _
’ #1f T could ouly secure his arrest! If

I could invent some complaint against
him which would consign him to a
Paris prison until Mr. Arnold could be
jnfluenced to leave the city I" .

But, Duncan could not be airested,

_8ave by 2 haughty glance, so full of

to be prevented he could not reasonably 3
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would scon rtenew his call, and he would
- come through this park, Randolph fi-
nally croszed over, entered it, and sat
down on a bench near the arch, where he
could sec whoever passed. He had not
waited many minates when he saw Dun-
can coming from the direction of his
hotel and entering the further side of
the park ; there was but one thing ke
could do, with any promise of slceess,
and this he resolved to attempt. Rising
and walking to meet hiin, with an ag-
gravating sneer upon his face, he inter-
cepled Lim, in the pleasant, trec-shadow-
ed avenue, in the midst of passing groups
of children with their bomngs, and ladies
out for the morning afr, There were
not many of the braver sex on the gay
little promenade at this hour of the day;
but one of Louis Napoleon's semi-
military police sicod not far away,
looking towards the two men at th
moment they met. ‘
“You need not Jjeopardize yourself by
calling upon the family whose acquaint-
ance you are so anxious to make,” seig
Randolph, standing so squarely before
the other as to compel him to stop. “I
know you, fellow, and assare you that
your game is blocked. Mr. Duncan will
not find it so essy to impose upon o
gentleman of Mr Arnold's sagacity as he
did upon the credulity of a soft-hearted
young lady.!
- The blood mounted to the face of the
one addressed, but bhe.made no reply,

fire and so free from guill, that his ene.
tion; a8 the other attempted to pass on

he stepped backward, keeping himself
in front of him..

surveillance since they have heard of
your designs,”

“ Insolent I" muttered Duncan, grow-
ing white, as quickly ag he had grown
red, at the manner injwhich Miss Ar-
nold ‘was spoken of. Every nerve in
his body, thrilled with a sudden fury ; his
insulter's face was beforé him, sneering -
quietly, provoking the blow which, the
next second, would have been planted be-
tween Randolph's eyes, had he not dodged:
and received it on lis shoulder, Tt
laid him flat on his back, and made
stars dance before his vision, but he
picked himself slowly up, 28 if with
great difficulty, while the bonnes screamed
and the ladies turned pale, :

Duncan was passing on, without look- _
ing to see what became of his antag-
onist, when the hand of the offficer was
laid upon his arm. He was under ar-
resi! How annoying! how unspeakably
exasperating, just at this time! Ag the
truth forced itself wpon him, that his
anger had got the better of his discretion,
ho caught Randolph's eye. Thero was
& malicious smile in it—although his face
was white with the pain in his shoulder
—which allowed Duncan to see that he
had jnsulted him and spoken lightly of
Miss Arnold for no other purpose than
to provoke him to an sssault. And he
had fallen into the snare! "The subtlety
of the enemy was an overmateh for his
prudence. 7T'o be deprived of his liberty
for twenty-four hours would not op-
dinarily be so important 4 matter; but

now it was not only vexing but danger-
my's recent suspicion grew into convie- ous.

OF course Maud was aware of his

arrival, and already wondering why he
did not fly to visit her.  His further de-

“The cabinet-maker has taken to the
garb of » gentleman; but Mr. Arnold is

prepared for bim. If you make the:

smallest attempt, sir, to pass for what

such object us this in view,

lay would not only cause her great .un-
happiness, but would probably be used
by ler friends to get her out of the ity
—for he maw that Randolph had some
Of eourse

either as a political enemy fo t.he great
Napoleon, nor as & criminal fleeing from
his own country, A block or two he-
Jow the hotel ‘otcupied by the Arnolds,
on the opposite side of the boulevard,
was a small park, acrogs which was the
pathway which he and Duncan had fol-.
lowed that morning. Doubtless Duncan

~ you are not, steps will be taken to ar-
Test you for a conspiracy with intent
to defrand, Neither will you sacceed
in trapping Miss Maud into & seeret
marriage.  The lady hergelf may be
willing—she is rather romantie, I be.
lieve, If hot absolytely afflicted with

. lanacy; but her parents have her under

he should eventually discover her where-
abouts, and reassure her as to his inten-
tions—but, in the mean time, days must
pass and Mpud would suffer.

Whilo Le was biting his lips with im-
patience 8t these reflections, Randolph
Wwas pouring forth voluble complaints to -
the policeman, accusiitg his ussailant of

flashed across kis brain, in the first mo-
ment for reflection, a vivid picture of
Duncan as he had appeared when they
confronted each other on the steps.
Then, bie had been 100 full of his pur-
pose to receive the fuil‘lmpressum, or,
at least, to be consclous of it; but.n.ow
be remembered that quite a striking
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belng a quarrelsome person who had as-
gailed him upon elight provoeation, ag
well as hinting that his business in the
city was not of an honorable character,
and that Le had left his own country
for reasons best known to himselfl
Dunean, a8 we know, was no at.rangr:\r
" to Paris, its lapguage wag fully. at his
command, he was familiar with its peen-
liarities, and knew that he could defend
himself when brought up before the
prefect—but the delay he could not _oha
viate. A light fine und twenty-four
hows' imprisonment were the least he
eoulkl expect. . )
Worse than this was in store for him.
When the prisoner and his accuser were
brought up for hearing, more atten-
tion waa paid to the case from the fact
that they were Americans. Raudo!ph
boldly aceused his assailant of bc.mg
there under s false name, for some crim-
jnal or political purpose, and of bearing
# very bad character in his own coun-
try. He stated that the only cause of
the assault upon himself was that, recog-
nizing the person from his nmoriet]f in
New York, he bad warned him agmnst
getting into trouble. With adn‘nrab{e
frankness he gave references, for his
own character, to the Guizots and to
several prominent Americans then in the
city. :

As to Duncan, what friends could he
appeal to? If e sent for Mr. Arnold,
that gentleman would doubtless at once

- confirm the statement of Randolph tl}at
he was aa impostor, going about with
two names. Now,if this double-faced
individual really were Ward Tunnectiffe,
here was a dilemma which must have.
forcibly taught him the folly of ih'n.)w-
ing away a<good name and position,
oasting bimself bankrupt upon the w:orld.

t was considered syspicious of itself
that he could give no references, and hé
was sent to prison to be kept in con-
finement wntil his case could be more
tully investigated,

It would have aggravated a more
saintiy goul than Duncan’s to hm:e seen
the pieasure with which his rival llstel‘xed
to this decision of the cautious justice.

- besides the inestimable Marie.

he eaid, in English, with an accent which
should have made his enemy thoughgful
of the future,

#] gwed you something before, but
ihis doubles the debt. When X get oub

of this we will setile our affairs, Mr,
Randoliph.”

The southerner langhed as he turned
lightly on hig heel, leaving Duncan to
the solace of prison refieclions.

CHAPTER XIV.
AT CROSS-PURPOSER

Ix & quaint little French village, c]?sa
by ‘the sea, the Arnolds were spending
the hot sammer days. Their establish-
ment was delightful—a tiny, furnished -
villa, built expressly for summer dwell-
ers, with two excellent French servants,
They
had good cooking, cool rooms, the sea-
breeze, the level stretch of sandy shore
for a promenade, the blue waters of
ocean for & glory in their sight; slto-
gether their lifs would have been as
pleasant, picturesque and free from care
as their hearts could have desired, ha}d
not the great disappointment of ber life”
continued to bear so Leavily upon f‘Maud.
They had taken her out of Paris the
day after the events recorded in our last
chapter. All that day and evening she
had remained in & state of intense -sus-
pense and expectation. But when the
last hour at which visitors could be
expected bad gone, and there was neither
caller nor message, she passed into n soré
of dead stupor or faint, the result of

this alarming condition she pout.inue.d
half the night, and only came out of it
so exhausted and listless as to £l her
parents with apprehension.

gilly pranke, I would shake the folly
out of him,” muttered her father, an-
noyed béyond endurance by this new
excilement. ‘

for to-morrow we glxall move in search

Powerless to revenge himself at present,

" of somne new scene of quiet. I trust pot

- seg-shore, that very day.

overtasking her still delicate system. In

“If I could get hpld of that scoun-.
drel, wers it Ward himself, playing these

“« Pack our trunks, Marie;
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even that intrusive southerner will be
able to find us out immediately.”

Bo an bour was spent, in the morning,

searching the papers for an advertise-
ment of some sea-side situation which
he thought would suit them. During
the search, he came across, in the police
report, a brief veference to the arrest of
the American, and immediately gnessed
that Duncan Dhad goiten himself into
trouble, and was glad to know him eafe,
until Maud could be taken out of his way.
He ‘now understood why Duncan had
not presented himself, but thought best
to keep ihe knowledge from her; I
wao his first intention to seek an inter-
view with the prisoner, and decide for
himself, once for all, who Le was,

. While deliberating upon the course to
be pursued, the son of his former part-
ner in business, wiien he had an interest
in aome French manufictories—a young
gentleman wio bad been very polite snd
altentive 1o them, during their stay in
Paris—called to pay his respects to the
family, and to propose taking them upon
some excursion to the environs.

Mand, pale a8 her morning-dress, was
reclining in a Jarge arm-chair, looking
so drooplng as to fully cermborate her

- father's statement that she was ill, and
that they thought of leaving, for ihe
The young
French gentleman cast upon hera glance
of tender concern which betrayed the
manner in which his feelings were inter-
ested. The lovely American girl had
not been five weeks abroad without mak-
ing & conquest. 8t Bernard, who had
waited npon them soon after their arri.
val, had not oniy been charmed with hig
father's old friends in general, butiwith
Mademoiselle Mand in particular. He
was in love with the genial, homelike
air of the Arnolds’ ménage, and mere in
love with the fair dabghter of the Louse,
Mzaud met his look' of solicitunde, but it
_brought no flush to her check ; she felt
not even a thrill of girlish vanity at this
evidence of her power.
Monsicur 8¢. Bernard immediately in-
terested ‘himself in helping Mr. Arnold
to s decision as to where to go. e re-

resolved to select, as a lovely, retired

place, yet with sufficient reputation as a

watering-place to insure the accommoda.

tions which they would desire. Befors.
noon it was all arranged, and the sunset

found them whirling rapidly away from

beautiful Paris toward the solemn sea.

They took with them the same sorvanta

they had previeusly employed, and were

careful not to leave their address with,
the office or attendants, As their apart-

‘ments were rented for the season, they

left them in charge of the concierge,

“ Aund where does Monsieur proposs
to travel " . ‘

* Oh, several routes. We may go to
Geneva,"—a sort of duplicity which Mr.
Arnold excused in himself by promising
Liis conscience to go there before the sen-
fon was over. A

‘When Mr. Randolph ealled, the even-
ing of their departure, he was well pleased
to flnd them gone, and that they had
neglected to leave any particular address,
He trusted to his wits to discover their
whereabouts should be think it prodent
to trouble them by Lis presence during
their absence,

Not s0 well pleased was the man of
two names, who called af the same house,
making the same inquiries, about half an
hour later. '

Randolph bhad entertnined no idea of
appesring against his assailant when he
should come into court; and as the scru-
tiny of the police conld detect nothing.
abgolutely wrong against Monsieur Dun-
can, be was released ot payment of &
fine, and was again & free man, though
Iie understood that he still was under a
surveillance which would have been un-
Pleasant had he been conscious of any
guilty plans against good order and law.
As soon after quitting the court as he
could make himself presentable, Duncan,
(or rather, Ward Tunnecliffe, as it waa
written upon the card he handed tha
attendant) was inquiring for Mr. Arnold,
only to be disappointed by hearing the
news of lis departure. 'When he coujd
elicit notlung from the concisrge except
that he mentioned Geneva, and that he
retained his apartments in Paris, the vis-

commended the small village which they

i

itor set out to trace the travelers to some
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depot, to find, if possible, the route they
bad taken. Before he had been gone
ene minute, an officer of the police had
Yiis.card from the hand of the concisrge,
and was shzking his head overit; to be
registered as Duncan and to be \‘riqiting
as Tunnecliffe was certainly suspicious;
and the young gentleman ought to have
known enough of Poris not to have made
the mistake. In the mean time the young
man had got upon the track of another
American family, and was about to step
aboard s train bound Vienna-ward, in
full belief that'he was pursuing the Jady
_of his heart, when the hand of the offi-
cial pressed his arm,and he wus informed
that he could not leave Paris until he
had explained the litle difficulty nbout
names. Vexed and thwarted as he had
been for the last two days, the Amesican
could but laugh o think of & criminf_t]
or political coloring being given to his
little game. )

He explained to the officer, with great
volubility, that it-was but an offudre du
eur—a little Jove-affair in which no one
was intorested but himself and the lady ;
and ihat be had assumed a fictitious
name to blied his rival to his Dbeing
across the water—that it was only jeal-
onsy which had tempted the other to
cause his arrest, ete, ete.— that there
was not a shadow of freason or intrigue
upon his conscience—laughing in so
trank a manner and looking so hon.esr.
and handsome, {and a trifle threatening
as he referred to his American's rights),
that the man was fain to let him go just
as the train was moving off He had
Lis ticket, however, and managed to se-
cure & place at the last instant, and was
goon moving away, happy in the speed
of the steam-giant, quite unsuspect?ng
that another similar. giant was hearmg
poor Maud as rapidly in the opposite di-
rection. - )

Thus it chanced that Maud was in
the village by the sea, trying, at last,
resolutely, to convince herself thfxt her
father and friends were in the right—
that she had made & terrible mistake,

Teving, too, to teach her heart forget-

fulness, and to please Ler-father, by look-

This gentleman had followed them, abnfla
a fortnight after they were domiciled in
their tiny villa, and had sought an In-
teyview - with Mr. Arnold, asking per-
mission to address his dsughter—solie-
iting the parents, after the ‘French
fashion, to lay his offer of marriage be-
fore their child. . . .
At first, Mr. Arnold had refused con:
gent, explaining, that, although higl}ly
flattered with the compliment, and sin-
cerely admiring the character of his
friend’s son, he did not think the state of
his daunghter's health warranted him' in
encouraging a snitor; and that she, being
their only child, was too dear to them
“to be resigned to a foreigner, with .the
prospect of Jong intervals of separation.
St Bernard would not receive tlrese
excuses, saying, that as long as they on-
tertained no personsl objections to him-
seif, e must request them to ab least
allow mademoiselle the privilege of ex-
pressing herself on the subject. Mr
Arnold then went so far as to confesa
that Ler present ill-lhealth was due to
the melancholy induced by the death
of a young gentleman to whom she was
betrothed. 'This information gave S:t.
Bernard great pain—he staid in the vil-
lage a day or two, looking pale m.ld sat.l,
then retarned to the father, renewing his
offer, and saying that he was convinc_ed
a woman capable of mourning.so sin-
cerely for the dead, must have 2 most
loving heart, and that it was his hope
to be able to awaken in it & sccond st-
tachment. hen they saw how true was
his regard, and of how many pleasant
qualities he was possessed, and contem-
plated the change whieh had come over
their onee joyous child, the parents be-
gan to wish that his hope might be ful-
filled. )
They told Maud what he had said.
To their surprise, she asked time for
deliberation, The offer had come at a
lucky moment for the suitor, though‘ at
o threatening one for the absent claim-
ant, We all know that after Jong pe-
riods of suspense, despair, inaction, there
succeeds a mood of desperation, when
one iy eagily moved ‘to consent to what

ing with favor upon young St. Bernard.

the fates would appear to have in store,

WHO WAS HE?

Maud, having resigned the prospect

of happiness, and grieved to see ile
anxiety of her parents, was tempted to
¥yield to their advice—to aecept o heart
when she had none to give in retury.
Any thing seemed to her belter than this
dreadful monotony. She asked a few
days for deliberation, which all concern-
ed were quite willing to grant her. Poor
child | none suspected the extent of her
suffering during the time of probation.
In one Lour she wopld almost bring her
mind to a calm, full consent—in the
next the image of Ward Tunnecliffe
would rise up before her as she saw him
thet last evening in New York, and she
would call herself mad to doubt that he
wad alive and would speedily find ker.
In the mean time, letters were for-
warded to Mr. Arnold from Paris, among
which was one written by Mr. Bowen
after the confession of Antoinette,

*“ A very singular thing has ocenrred,! the
letter went on to say, “since your depart-
ure, and as you may be as deeply interested
in it 08 myself, I fake the liberty of malking
you acquainted with the particulars. Weo
are both aware that since my brother’s snd-
den qQeath your daunghter has fancied that
she hus-seen him alive. I hove now learned
the reason of her superstition on this. sub-
Jjeet. 1t scems there is a person in this city
who closely resembles him—the Hkeness is
sald to bo marvelous. Hels a cabinet-mak-
er, whose name_ Is Duncan, Well, & fow
weeks ago, in fact a day or two after you
eniled, in answer to an advertisement of Mrs,
Bowen's for o lady's maid, there came to her
& liitle French girl, whom she engaged, and
who gave entire safisfiction. Mrs, Bowen
- was never tired of dwelling upon her perfoe-
tions. This evening the little fermagant
burst info my library, in & rage with some-
body who had written her a disappointing
letter, and, under the excitoment of her an-
ger, made a startling and eurious confession.

- Bhe avowed that she was engnged to be mar-
ried to the aforessid Duncan, and that they,
being eognizant of s resemblance to the
late Mr. Tunncclifie, had formed o plot, be-
tween them for imposing upon his friends
and relations as the person himself, The
plan was 50 audacious as to be scarcely ered-
ible; yet it showod great cunning, aud might
have succceded.  An important part of it

of alady's maid, in order o obtain such
knowledge of Wrrd’s habits, history, hand-
writing, cte., as should erable them to carry
forward the frand. Another curious matter
is the manner in which the thing has been
betrayed. Mademolselle 18 jealous—and a
Jealous Frenchworman, you know, isafury. I3
seems that this enterprising cabinet-maker
has deceived her ladyship, as well s the rest
of the world. Instead of being content with
what he would have made by claiming
Ward’s property from us, he has proferred
to secure Miss Arnold and her fortune, by
deluding Ler into a hasty marrigge, before
knowledge of his treachery couid be divulg-

ed by Antoineite. But the curious part of

the matter is that ‘that elegant sontbern-
er, Mr. Randolph, who is a second cousin

1 of hers, should be her informer, As Lo, al-

80, 13 & guitor for your daughter's hand, jeal-
ousy has made him sharp-cyed,and he has
informed himself of tlie affuir in progrese.
He wrote that Duncan was in Paris. I do
really trust that this will reach you in eea-
son to prevent any serions termingtion of -
his fraud, or that you have yourscif datect-
ed him as an impostor. I would slso caa-
tion you againet Mr. Randolph, whom, from
the tone of hig letter, Isnspectto bo almostas
much of a scamp as the cabinet-maker,
With Mrs, Bowen’s aud my own slocere
regards fo Mrs. and Miss Amnold, I remain,

* Very truly yours, Jonn Bowzx.-

“P. 8. One trifling fact causes me some
annoyance—indeed, it throws me into a state
of doubt to which I would putan end by a
trip across the water, were not my business
in such a condition 13 to demand my pres-
ence here. I js well known to many of his
friends -that Ward, with that cecentricity
whieh always marked him, dabbled in cab-
inet-making while he was abroad—indeed,
learned to do some very pretty work, The.
colncidence is strange—quite enough to
awsken suspicion. Ifsuch o thing did not
seem ahsolutely impossible, I should almost
believe with Miss Maud, thet my brother-in-
low iz-stilt alive. However, I can not really
think 50. I tell you, that you may he helped
to the truth of the ense. I dare say nothing
to Mrs, Bowen, for she is 0 susceptible
that we should have nothing but hyeterics
for o month,”

This letter threw its recipient into a
long reverie. He was not 50 much as-
tonished at the body of the epistle as he

wag lier coming into our house, in the guise

was at the postscript, The story in the
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former lad alrm_dy' been partially re-
vealed to him by Randolph; but that
éven the matter-of-fact John Bowen
ghould begin to Lint at the possibility of
his brotherin-aw noy having left the
world as abraptly as was supposed, gave
him “food for thowght” He recalled
with & new interest, instead of endeav-
oring lo defuce the impression, the vivid
picture left upon his mind by the person
whom he had met in the banking-house.
1t was true that person did not seem fo
recognbize him, did not even give any
gign, 89 would have been natural to the
real Ward, yet an inexplicable expres-
sion had flashed across his fuce ag his
eye encountered Mr. Arnold’s.

#The long and the short of 1t 13, Lam
going to Paris to hunt him ap.” Having
decided this, Mr. Arnold folded the letter
without commupicating ils contents to |
the ladics, and the mext morning an-
nounced his intention of guing to the city,
«for g change,” hiesaid, “ and to purchase

- some little articles needed in the family
sypplics. In the mean time,” he said, to
Maud, “leb this matter of 8t Bernard's
remain in abeyance until my return. I
will take him back to Paris with me and
persuade him to wait patiently for your

deeision,”

CHAPTER XVL
RECONSTRUCTION.

M=z, Anxotp had been three days ab-
gent in Paris. It was a lovely sammer
‘morping ; the sunlight, warm but not op-

regaive, shone into the little parlor of the
villa, and glittered on the blue ocean visi-
ble from its windows, A light breeze
from the sapphire walers fluttered the lace
curtains of these windows and brought in
the gcent of flowers from the tiny garden
bepeath them. A great peartree shad-
owaed half the plot of ground; on a rustic

seat against its trunk sat Mra. Arnold,

rending a new Englich magazine, and oc-
casionally esting o berry from a basket at
her side,
parlot.

Maud was afons in the sunlit
She, 100, had been reading ; bus
- the hook wearied ber, for she dropped it,

upon the floor. Long and solemnly she
pondered.  She was thinking of 8t Ber-
nard, and the answer she should'give him
when her father and the Parisian returned.
That mood of commingled indifference
and weariness which had induced a tacit
consent to the youny man's addresses,
slowly but surely passed away,

-« No, no, never /!

She spoke the words alond, Her own
voice roused her from her reverie. 8he
arose and walked réstlessly sbout the
room. Now she locked at herself in the
tall mirror, now hent over the vase ol
flowers or the little marble slab under
neath the glass.  Pethaps it wag the odot
of these flowers which so. affceted her?
It was o simple bouguet of violefs, fresh
and fuil of sweeiness, Noinfiuence is so
searching, not even {hat of astrain of re-
membered music, as that of the perfume of
flowers with which some act or thought is
agsociated, to recall the past to memory.
Maud was in America sgain. 8She
was at home, in their own charming
villa on the Hudson ; it was a day late
in summer, a golden morning Mhe this;
shie, dressed in blue, and happy as girls
are, in their girligh dreams, was walking
about the pleasans parlor, even as sho
walked now, when she was surprised by
the entrance of an unexpected visitor;
sho blushed, she looked besntiful; she
was afraid he would notice the sudden
throbbing of her heart; it was Ward
Tannecliffe, who had come out froin. the
city to call upon her, and whom she
now suspected, for the first time, to bo
the hero of her future—-the arbiter of
her destiny. He brought her a bunch
of violets—the simplest thing he could
bring ; but he gave it to her with » ook
which. changed her girlish fancies to the
emotions of & woman,

As she drew bresth above these vie-
lets here in Fraunce, she was living over
again that happy morning in America.
All consciousness of St. Bernard fled
afar—a foreign, & distasteful memory ;
only Ward and herself lived and loved,
were together, and were happy.. The

listlessly, from Dber hand, fixing her eyes

the bright-flowing waves of the Hudson.

blue waters which glimmered, instead of -

pelne the sea wpon an alicr shore, were - A
g I ! _explain P"
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N 8o fully was she engrossed in reclaim-
ing the post that she hardly changed
color when she heard some. one apeak
her name; and turning, beheld Ward
Tl}nne(:liﬂ"e standing in the room, alone
with her, bis hands held eagerls,r forth
lo grasp hers and draw lher to- him
Again doubt vanished, as it always did.
when she actually beheld. this person.
“ Ob, Ward,” she eaid, simply, % how
criel you have been to me I" ’
“Iknowit. I have been every thing
that was impatient and wicked and sense-
}ess, my darling. . But, my foolish farce
Is at an end, never to be played again
I am not to blame, however, for om"
painful separation since we came to Paris
It has worked wpon me, I think, as se:
verely as upon you. That first day of
my arrival I could not get my affairs in-
to shape in time to present mygelf prop-
erly before your father, as I intended
gfor I did not propose to test your fuith,
in me by agking for a private marringe
as I had suggested in New Y.orkl) aud,
.the following morning, that hm;nting
shadow of ours, Randolph, contrived o
have me arrested, and before I could
free myself from prison, you had again-
ts:k.en'ﬂight. I gave chase in the wiong
d'u-ectmn, and have been following will-
o-the-wisps ever since. I havem?’t the
grace to explain it all now.  Your father
is in possession of the faets, All I de-

not doubt him—that she was willing to
take the past on trust, Complete as was
her own confidence, Liowever, she felt
that there were others to be propitiated
a “ Fat-her has ‘already gaid * his say":
lt‘ remains, now, for his davghter to de-'
;ﬁ? :vhether shg can ‘forgive and for-

Maud turned in éurpriae. Mr, Arnold
stood in the room, looking so placid ap
.to show that the astonishment, on hia
part, was all over with. ’

“ Father "

“T went to Paris expressly to find the
~young gentleman. I have been entirely
Successful in my miesion. This is the
person. whom I found, after o shorg
searcl.  He wns as diligently occupied
af the time, in searching for me. Wlxo:
ever or whatever lie is, was, or shall be
such as I found I accepted. I leave i;
for you to decide, Maud, whether this be
Ward Tunnecliffe, his ghost, ‘his double
or #Mase counterfeit of the orizinal man.’:

“You laugh, father. Bus you are
new convinced, surely, who it is 2"

“There have been complications which
make thé matter doubtful, Do pot be
to?‘e{}sily convinced, my -child,”

ou may say any thi ’
fs.lt]lel‘. I will nyz;t d{sputl:agnﬂ(:\l: p??:;
simply fully satisfied.” '

“ Without an explanation "
“ Without 8 word” There was a

sire—all T ¢ —i : i
can do—is to look at you, to +bright smile on ler face—more like a

t9uch you, to be gure that I really have
siglit and hearing of my darling.”

I-_Ie held her hand tightly, he drew her
close to his side, and smiled dowy into
her eyes with his own full of joy.  The
long anguish of a year and a half swept
oqt of rer memory ; like a child wearied
with some excitement, she leaned her
hea.d againgt him, answering: his smile
?ﬁ"hllﬁ tears gathered and fell from thé
intensity of ler content. As he Jooked
upon the happy face, so bright, yet so
worn and pale, a spasm of remorse con-
tracted his owny he felt that Lot film
pass over his eyes which is the near ap-
proach of strong men to weeping,

“What will father say? Can you

still radiance than 3 smile; there was
;:o kcolor in her cheek, yet she did not
ook pale—light seemed to take ¢
of Lloom, 7 ¢ he' place
) “ Well,-Mr. Tunneeliffe, all I can By
ig, th:tltf you have not, a3 yet, proved
yourself worthy of such faith,” remgr,
Mr. Arnold. ’ whed
. “1 klkOV’ff it,” was the humble reply,
I onbf wish that to confess my faults
was lo Insure their forgiveness—ihat to
repent of them was to overcome Lheﬁx.
The}"e isa 101.1g end frightful list of them:
o})sl-mrfcy, high temper, impatience, in-
dlscreho.n, wrath, blindness of passion,
foolhardiness—every thing but rascality, -
Fhat T leave to my excellent, brother-in.
Iaw, and Mr. Reginald Randolph, F.ER.V »

It was strange to herself that she did

“It will be very pleasant to you to
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find fault with yourself, when that young
lady shakes her Lhead in such flattering
disgent,” said Mr. Arnold, good-na!.ure(}ly.
“ Well, well! maske it up between your-
selves, For my part, Lam hungry. ' And
1 wish to greet Mrs, Arnold with a good-
" morning. Where shall I find your mo-
ther 7

“ Biep through the window into the
garden, papa‘——she is there under the
pear-tree.”

“1 will bring her in to witness the
wonderful resurrection; and then I shall
demand some lunch.”n

Prosaic middie-age] The yotng peo-
ple in the parlor did not feel as if they
sh.oulds ever require food ag-min

Arnold returped, in a few mo-
ments, with his wife. He, evidently, had
not prepared her whom to expeel, for
when ghe saw the young man standing
there, holding Maud’s hand, and looking
alightly embarrassed and Ligh-colored,
ghe paused, broke off ihe sentencedhe
wa# speaking, growing quite pale; but
‘her piercing glance rested on him, until,
apparently assured, she held out her
hand, saying,

«If it isn't Ward, it’s his ghost ¥

“ You calied me inszne for saying the
game thing." cried Maud, nrchly.

“Well, you have made us a great
deal of trouble, Ward; I ouly hope that
you have reasonable excuse to nrge.”

“ My excuses are far from reasonable,
dear Mrs, Arnold. They are as wild
snd wrong as they can be; but, such as
they are, you shall have them. Will
you ligten to them now?"

Mr. Arnold slipped out on a foraging
expedition to the pantries; he had heard
the story once, and was not interested
in its repetition. -

Ward led the two ladies o a sofa,
and was not reproved when he chose a
eeat very close to the younger.

CHAPTER XVL
HOW AND WHY,

As Ward Tunnecliffe leaned over the
" railing of the Colden's deck, on that

niglt of accumulated wretchedness, upon -

which he had learned the dishonesty of
his partner, and the unfaithfulness of
his affianced, he had not, at first, con-
templated suicide. The temptation came
to him, as he grew dizzy with the rush
of fosm and water and the crackle of

way of ridding himself. of this sudden
burden which was crushing him. He
thought himiself more ill-uséd and un-
happy than aby other human being;
but, alas! on that very boat was some
other unknown, wretched creature more
desperate than he; for, even as be
leaned there, clenching his teeth and
hands, came that lond cry to the pilot
— Man overboard 1" .

Then occurred that rush to the end
of the boat which already has been
described.  Ward did not join in the’
crowd. A cold thrill ran through his
veins as he listened. The same impulse
had Deen upon hém, only he had not
been quite miserable enough to ohey it,
At the same instant, a curions thought,
or impulse, took possession of him.
‘Why not die, to the world, and yet, live
in reality, an attendant, as it were, upon
hig own funeral ¥

If he had had two moments, mstead
of one, to resolve this idea, he might
Lave rejected it; but, acting on the first
impulse, he slid into the deserted * gen-
tlemen’s cabin.” Every eye, at that in-
stant, was fixed upon the waler, waiting
for some glimpse of that which wus
never to reappear,  Upon a seat, near the
door, lay an overcoat and hat, His in-
stinet assured. him .that these had been.
left there by the suicide, who had leaped
bareheaded and coatless inte the water.
He quickly exchanged these for his own,
which he put in their place, and had
hardly completed the disguise, when the
crowd began to return to their seats to
discuss the melancholy circumstance.
He glided, unperceived, into the fore-
cubin, where he kept as much as possi-
ble in shadow, fearful that some one
might get a chance to recognize the
appropriated clothing, He heard many
of the remarks made, and already began
ta experience some of tlie unplessalit

congequences of his rash proceeding,

shivered ice. It would be such an easy -
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The discovery of the suicide's hat and
coat, on the vacant seat, gave free flow
to conjecture and gossip. People were
too much excited to heed him particn-
larly, in his shabby coat and hat. In-

“deed, they did pot at first come into

that part of the boat; and when they
did begin to straggle to the front, he
went ont on the fore-deck, and kept his
face from the light.

Several persons made remarks to him
about the tragic incident, which he was

“forced to answer, in order not to appear

strange, *“ Hadn't a dime left to buy

himself a drink with, I reckon,” said one.

% Mabbe the police was after him with
sharp sticks, and he didn't like the
notion of being up in the papers,” added
another. * Oh, that's nothin’, nowas-
days,” remarked a third; “ I wouldn't
mind it a Lit. Forgery and fraud is
guite the fashion, very aristocratic, as
the big-hugs say. It's a credit to a man
to fail, if he only smashég up big encugh,
That young feller was a fool 1—to go and
make way with bisselfl He ought to
have considered “it a feather in his cap
If e had failed. Don’t you say so,
comrade ” to onr hero. * A big fool,”

he answered, curtly, turning away from -

these men. He thought over Lis con-
templated errand to Newark, He could
hardly make an errand there now, yet
he must go somewhare,

In the mean time the boat was again
under way, approaching the Jersey City

“slip.  Young Tunuecliffe, no longer

himself, dead yet alive, in the garments
of an unknown, himself a stranger to hig
own disguise, with a cavious feeling of
mingled freedom and hondage, worked
his way through the pressure, o the
front, and was the Arst who leaped

" ashore.

To call New Jersey a * foreign land”
is a stale joke to New TYorkers, but it
indeed seemed a foreign land to him, as
he pansed in the ferry-house, and strove,
against the whirl of his brain, to recol-
lect who and what e was. “ Who and
what ?"—he laughed one -of those low
laughs more appalling than groans, In
the morning he had been a flourishing

‘banker—young, with great personal and

'mental advintages, affianced to a beaus
tiful girl, and with a name of which it
was his pardonable weakness to be
proud. Now he was nobody; he had
cast away his own identity. Homeless,
friendless, penniless, and nameless ! Ab-

solutely nameless, isolated ifrom what

had beea his world. . The sensation was
& novel one, and the young man tried
savagely to believe that. he was pleased
with it,

“1f T were only on one of the Fejee
Islands, now, all would be ss it should
be,” he muttered, )

The whistle of u locomotive reminded
him that he was still in the center of
civilization ; the night-train was going
out, the bell rung, and he had only time
to dash through the gate, and jump on
the last car without Lis ticket. There
were not half a dozen persons in the

car, and the lamps burned dimly, The-

train was approaching Newark before
the conductor reached him; in the
mean time, he had found a stray bill in
his vest-pocket, with whick to pay his
fare. His gieat fear was that the con-
ductor might recognize him ; but, as he
had never Dbefore been on the night-
train, and the felt Lat was drawn over
Lis face, as if he wighed to sleep, he es-
caped that danger. He had time, be-
fore reaching the station, to examine
his -inside-pocket wallet, and was. not
displeased to find that it contained
about three hundred dollars in green-
backs,

When he stepped out on the platform
at Newark, he hagd taken a new resolu-
tion, Bince he was not on a Fejee
island, the best place in which to cou-
ceal himself would be the great city
from which he had just fied, He had

-heard of men, whom the officers of jus-

tice were in search of, concealing them-
seives for months, successfully, scarcely
a stone’s throw from thelr former haunts,
If they, why not he, after whom no
pursuit would: be made ? * Police-officers
do not pursue dead men,” he very sagely
retlected.

It was now after e]éven; hefore day-
light the western express would pass on
its way to New York ; he told the station-
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master that he was going back on that,
and, curling himself np in a corner of the
waiting-room tried to sleep. EKnowing
that he locked like a suspicious character,
he began to feet like one,  Htill, thus far
in his- own experience, lie felt no regret,
save a shorp pang at the thought of the
shock of Lis suicide (be already thought
of it an 2 suicide), to his sister, Mrs,
Bowen.  Dear, preity, careless little
Busie would almost -bresk her heart
over it. 'Frue, she was thoughtless and

improvident, and her extravegance had-

been the means of leading her husband
into dishonorable 1i8ks, and when there
had been high-words between the two
men, in her presence, that evening af
"dinner, she had sided with her husband,
and was Ditter and sarcastic upon her
brother, throwing the entire blame npon
him ; but, she was his sister; hie only
near relative, and with all her feminine
fitilts, was very near to him, as he to
her. He knew now, thinking it over,
that she would be frightfully afllicted
. for a short time, and reproach herself,
and hug her darling little boy, Ward,
his namesake, to her heart, and drop
burhing tears on his golden curls,
However, she had a lhusband and

child ; she would soon forret the lost:

Brother,

There was shother idea over which
the young man brooded, which gave
him o feeling of absolute joy. It was
not & pure joy, but of that bitter, un-
healthy kind, of which human nature
becomes capable when some injustice
has turned its honey into gall. If he
returned to ‘the city, e would watch
Maud Arpold. Arnold was a traitor's
name, and he should have known it from
the first 1 His eye should be often upon
her when she knew it not. He would
mark what manner of man would be
her next cholee, Doubtless it would be
that contemptilile sclon of chivalry, Ran-
dolph, Women were all selfish, even his
own sister Susie ; and hecause this Bal-
timorean hnd been introduced to her
with a grand flourish of social trumpets,
Maud bad become greedy for an excuse
to break with kém/! e could ses just
how the thing had worked, She had

heard some rumor of the coming failure,
perhaps of the abused credit, and had
seized the opportunity to break the tie
which bound her to & man poor and dis-

“graced. Blie would run no visk in deing

so, of failing of a Letter suitor, for it
was evident to all eoncerned, that Mr
Reginald Randelph was infatusted with
her. All women were selfish -triflers,
looking out with & sharp eye for the
best bargain, and an unlimited supply of
future dress-goods; and yet, he had
thought Maud of & mnobler gquality.
Yes! hie had not loved her for Ler beauty,
delicate and proud as it was; nor for
Ler girlish charm of manner, her ‘accotn«
plishments, Lier pretty dresses and ele-
gant surroundings. These were all well,

-and belonged to her'as & matter of right:

but he had believed her of o pature as
passionate ag his own, fiper, more ex-
alted, to. which love could ecome 'but
ouce, to awaken and develop all the pos
sibilities of sense, soul and spirit. That
she moved in & fasliionable world, wlose
aims were beneath her own, and that
she graced it by her loveliness, while
yet she shone above it like o star—with
fancies like these he had delighted to re-
gard her. e had gazed into her eyes,
until in their dark blue depths he bhad
beheld hesven itself, and had resolved to
purify himself for this sweet compan-
fonship. Mand! Maud! if it had been
any one but fer, he should Lave expected
it] What a fool he had been! Be-
cause he desired to see perfection in her,
he believed that she possessed it. Well,

Lis pride wanted humbling, no doubt,

and, God knew, it was humbled enough,
The note and the ring made a burning
spot over his heart, but all the rest of

"his body was cold as ice.  Buch thoughts

were not conducive to sleep, and be
héard exch quarter as it was strack by
the city bell.

Qur hero was never mors self-deceived
than when he said to himeelf that his
pride was humbled : it was never more
fierce and intractable than at that very
moment. It was pride which had driven
lim into - this curious isolation, whiie
Jjealousy gnawed at his vitals, he ignoring
the pain, and cheatling Limself into
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. belleving thut he was amused with Lis

expetiment,

Even in the midst of these engrossing
passions, hiz nice sense of personal ex:
clusiveness made him loathe the touch of
the strangely-borrowed garments. e
knew not what of foulness or disease
‘might cling to them. The coat did not
fit him well, and tliere was about it an

odor of drags, When there was ne one,

to observe, he took off liis hat and ex-
amined it, a8 well as he could by the
tared-down light, Tt ceemed clean: and
decent enonglh ; there was no name in
it, save that of the maker.

- Presently be began to feel a curlosity
sbout this unknown wreteh, in whose
garmente le was clisporting ; he pitied
litn, even to ‘tears’ Le would like to

know if he left wife or child ; for, if sn,

he felt ‘the impulse to aid them, could
hie find then cut.

Overcoming, as much as posmble his
distaste to & closer contact with the coat,
e felt, in all its pockets, for some clue
to the ideniity of the suicide. His
search resuited in nothing, excepting a
lalfemptied bottle of landanum. Not
a serap of paper, no card, purse, hand-
kerchief—only the hottle of Lethe.

Two men, that night, had passed, each
from their little stage of action-—one to
that futare from which we need seek to
know no more of him—that “bourne

. from wlence no traveler returns "—the ¢

other to enact a new tragedy or comedy,
as the futes should dictatle, on a new
arena, not that of the iminortals.

We need not detail, step by step, how
he got back to the city without 1ecogni-
tion, how he took obscure lodgings from
which, for many days, he dared 1o ven-
ture ohly at night, and how he succeeded
in considerably changing his personal
appearance, by durkening his hair and
complexion, and allowing his beard m
EFOW Over Liis face at will,

The money he had with him enabled
him to pay his way, aud; though, doubt-
less, obzerved with some suspicion on
aecount of his want of employment, and
keeping his room through ihe day, he
wus charitably supposed to be nothing
more than some gambler, or forger,

hiding from the detectives; and as he
had ehosen lodgings purposely disrepu-
table, so long as ‘he paid, the mistresy
was not disposed to “ peach.”  Not even
when his likeness appeared {an excellent
caricature) in the pictorial weeklies, was
lie ever associated in' the least with it.
His occupation, during those dreary daya
of confluement, was reading what was
said ubout himself and his family, and
sneering at the weakness of human na-
ture, (without applyhng his homilies to
limself ) This kind of life soon grew
too tiresome to be endured. As he wag
now & bitter condemner of fashionable
society, and the ways and morals of ‘the
rich, he resolved to identify himself with
the working-class—to become a bona fide
toller, earning his daily bread by the
sweat of his brow, mingling with honest
workers, and doing his best in a sphern
of life ns far ag possible removed frém
former influences, Now came inlo use

that skill which he had aeqiired, while

_abroad, as a worker in fine cabinet-work.
During the two years which he spent,
with his sister, in Paris, he had devoted
many of bis idle hours to mdstering a
trade. This was partly owing to a great
taste which he had for that kind of
Iabor, end also to a theory of his that
every man, however independent, should
provide himself against contingencies by
learning & trade. BSusie had laughed
and scolded ; but he had persevered in
his idea, until, with much pleasant. tri-
umph, he had presented her with some
exquisite specimens of hiz workmanship.
‘Therefore, . being already fitted for this
calling, lie natarally chose that of a
cubinet-maker,  He used to bave & rep-
utation among his friends, as an artist of
noe mean powers, and, by adding beauti-
ful little pictures to-ihe other fine finish-
ing of his handiwork, he rendered it
more ¢ostly and desirable. By the time
when he applied to Smith-& Co., as re-
lated, the unchecked growih of hair and
beard, with the change in their eolor,
the difference in the style of his dress,
and such other artifices as he conid

adopt, rendered him tolerably secure -

against casual recoghition.
Much of his hfe for the succeeding




80 WHO WAS HE?

fifteen months already is in narrative.
He quietly pursued_his calling, only dis-
turbed by the necessity for great watch-
fulness in avoiding former acquaintances
—and by a restless longink -and jeal-
- ousy, which all lis pride and anger
coald not stifle, which led him to haunt
the vicinity of Maud’s home. He said
to himself that he was indifferent to her,
yet be would linger for hours in the
square to obtain a glimpse of her at the
window, or alighting from the carringe
on her return from some evening amuse-
ment. The same feelings induced him
to observe gharply the habits and doings
of the man whom le supposed would
shortly marry Miss Arnold ; and, in this
manner, he became aware that he was &
gambler, and that he wag deceiving the
circle of his New York friends. Now,
although Ward persuaded limself that
he despised Maud, he could not think of
allowing her to marry & man of that
character without fair warning,

When the Arnolds went to Newport,
after they had Leen absent o few weeks,
his uncontrotlable impulses got the bet-
ter of him, and he too took ashort holi-
day of a fortnight, going up to Newport
18 a sailor, and hangiug abont the beach,
where he could obtain daily glimpses of
Maud. Here, on being.n witness of the

. scene between her and Randolply, he first
began to suspect that Mand did not favor
the southerner's attentions.

. That fall and winter some other cir-
cumstances gave Lhim 4 hint of the rea-
son which lad induced her to send him
that note, breaking their engagement.
Once with the clue in his hand, he fol-
towed it up with steady persisiéncy.
Mand’s exclamation, when she recogniz-
ed him at the skating carnival, helped
him materially to hi3 conclusions; but it
‘was ot until after Antolnette Sevigne
went to Mrs. Farwell's to board: that Lie
obtained the whole story of the misrepre-
sentations she had made to Miss Ar-
nold.

. He had known Antoinette in Paris,

where he was fond of her, and kind to

her, a8 a brilliant child, while le did

many favors for -her poor old fatlier, a

musician of much taleut, but impoverish-

edge of her

ed and unhappy. The old man died
shortly after the Tunnccliffes’ retwrn to

America ; his daughter came over, first’

to Ballimore, then to New York; buthe
did not know of Ler presence in the
city. 1t seems that Randolph was better
acquainted with her, and when he saw
that his rival had been successful in Qs

suit, one of the first of his many disgrace-
ful plét_s, in his determination to break .
up the mately, was to bribe his pretty

French covsin (who had told him of
their former acquaintance) to undertake
the part which she acted with such
spirit. He had obtained a carie de visite
of young Tunnectiffe, from which a
larger copy had been taken on ennmel,
painted, and inclosed in a gold locket.

" Antoinette, who evidenily always had

cherished a passion for Ward, and whe
was fiercely jealous of Miss Arnold,
entered willingly into the deception.

It was doublless lLis resemblance to
Mmeslf, which, unknown to her, led het
afterward futo such an attachment to
Duncan, whom she only believed to be
what he appeared.

Ward, siiting on the sofain the sunlit
patlor, holdieg Maud's hand in his own,
tnd telling all this- rapidiy to Mrs. and
Miss Arnold, was very cffective in those
passages where “he dwelt on his great
love for Maud, which he had fought
against in wvazin; he laughed 4i his at-
tempts at self-deception, when he had
persuaded himeself that it was dislike,
and not the strongest jealousy, which
had Jed him to kecp such watch over

her. The mother quileiL gave way to

{ears, and his own eyes were not dry,
when he spoke of the effect upon hin,
when he heard of Maud’s illness, of her
constant love for him, and that her friends
doubted her sanity becavse she asscrted
her belief that he was alive.

“1 felt thet I must run like & mad-
man, storm the dgor, barst in upon you
alland avow thefrath. But the knowl-
ml health warnzd me
againgt such & shock. T knew thut I
must proceed more eamtiously. More-
over, something was due to the. friends
whom I had deceived; I once had
brought them very conspicuously before
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the public ; I did not wish to act the farce

over. I thonght the best and most dis-
creet woy was to have the dénouement in
& foreign land—+to allow rumors to reach
our friends by degrees ; and by the time
Mand and I were married, and had com-
pleted our wedding-tour through Ger-
many, Bwitzerland and Italy, and were
once more back in New York, the buzz
of gossip would have subsided, and we
counld be happy in pence”

He looked inte Maud’s face as he
uttered the. lagh bold seantence, and was
not displeaged at the biush which over-
spread it. By this time, Mr. Arnold
had succeeded in allaying the hunger re-
maining after o hasty breakfast at a sta-
tion, and was ready wuh lus part of the
explanation ; -

“ I received a letter from Mr. Bowen,
as I bave already stated to Ward, giving
some singular information ‘which would

have rendered me certain that David
"Duncan was s dangerous impostor, had

not a l_ittle fact in the postscript taken
strong possession of my mind. I well
recollected a conversation I once held

" with Ward, about the time his attentions

to obr daughter were growing marked,
in which ha avowed his belief that every
healthy young man ought to learn a
trade, no matter how fine his education
¢r how brililant his prospects, and stat-

“ing that he had carried Lis belief into

practice. ‘I am as good a cabinet-ma-
ker as there is in the land, he said,
Isughing. While I admired his princi-
ples, I could hardly consent to them, for
I am, a8 you know, a little prejudiced
in favor of the nobility of leisure and

culture; but, no matter about my ideas |

at this time,” When I read the para-
graph, this conversation returned fo me,
and along with it a return of the sudden

conviction T had feit, when I met a cer-

tain young man at my banker’s in Paris.
I &id not attempt to explain to myself
why be should be mgmsquerading in this

faghion; I only said, * It is Ward, afler |
all, and I'm resolved to find him within

a week' Whether I should thank hin

for the tronble e had madeé us, cut his

acquaintance, or forgive him, I did not

attempt to decide ; the fitst thing was,
. 6

to see him and hear him, and leave the
rest to fate. I started for Paris with
this determination. On the morning
after my arrival I went to Munro's to
agcertain if the name of David Duncan
was still upon their bools, when, whom
ghould I see, looking over the files ‘of '

. New York journals, but the very man I

was after? I went and stood near him,
without, speaking, attentively scrutinizing
him. He did not perceive me for some
moments. I was convinced -of 'Ward'’s
existence, and that I saw him before
me; however, I thought I would notice
what effect his sudden discovery of iny
proseace would produce. Presently he
looked vp. I met his eye, bt gave no
sign. A flash of joy shoné over his
face, not at ail like the look of guilt; he
sprung toward me, grasped my hand,.
made two or three efforts to spesk be-
fore he succeeded in saying, ¢ How for-
tugate! T have looked for you until T
gave up in despair, Only give me an
hour, Mr. Amold, and I will explain
myself'~—and I dréw his arm within -
mine, walked out with him to a restav-
rant, called for dinner, and gave Lim the
hour he asked for,, He might have made
out & better case, but, also, he might
have made out a worse one, Suffice ii,
that T gave him permission to amend
his ways, Then, as [ had an appoint-
ment with 3t Bernard, I was obliged
to meet thit gentleman and explain to
Lim why his snit must be abruptly ter
minated, He behaved well—was glad
that Mademoiselle Arnold was to be
regtored , to happiness, (for my part, I
should like him better for a son-m-law
than this romanlic runaway,) but, girle
will have their way, Don't pout, Maad
—8t. BeEnard behaved most creditably,
snd endeavored to conceal his disap-
pointment I shall always like and ad-"
mire Lim.

“ Then, to finish up the business, as 1
wag walking, next day, with Wm{lu—nwho
was hnpatiently waiting for me to attend
10 some affuirs of my own before leaving
Paris—-1 encountéred Randolph. - He
turned a sickly green when be saw who
was my companior, end was passing on
with & bow, when I detained him &
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moment, *8ir, I gaid, * I have a Jeiter
from Mr. Bowen. Your French cousin
has betrayed you. 1 do myself the jus-
tice to bring our acquaintance to a close?
He had o very unplessant expression,
but ¢id not make any answer.”

@ Yesterday was one of the longest

days of my life,” said Ward, when Mr.
Arnold closed his narration. “1 per-
suaded your father to {ake the night-
train, and he put himself to that discom-
fort to oblige me.. Bo here we are, this
morning, and may this be the last of our
melodrama.” -

“ 1 think, myself? said Mr, Arnold,
half angry and half rejoiced, © that the
sooner you make an end of so foolish a
play the better. Let the last scene be a
wedding, of course—Ilnst scenes always
are! Maud, I'll give you five thousand
francs to go out and buy the dress and
vail—and give you a week to get them
made up. I'm tired of this”

“Jet us go back'to Paris, then, at
once,” cried Ward, growing wonderfully
animated.  “ Let Marie bring the bon-
pets and shawls. There will be a return
train this afternoon. Poor Susie! I
wish she were here to go with us, Bhe
likes shopping better than any other
earthly employment—she would be so
delighited, little darling [

“1 think to-morrow will be quite soopn
enough for our expedition,” answered
the mother.

# Nay, Ward, you have not done Su-
sie justice,” said Maud, gravely; “she
has been very sad about you; and she
will be the happiest woman on the face
of the earth when she hears of your
gafety. Only, we must be very cautious
in bresking the good tidings.”

# Yeg, yes, I will see to that,” remorse-
fully; “it was a shame, I know, My
whole course has been absurd, But, I
o not change it by repentance. I will
write to Bowen, and he will tell Susie
all. The sbock won't burt hém any)
except the grief he will feel at giving
up that ofl-stock. T'm afraid he and I
will .never coalesce. I would rather
thrash him than shake hands with him1
However, for Susie's sake I shall restrain
myself. Iear Susiel Youw'll help me

buy a shawl for-her, will you not, Mrs.
Arnold

“ Dop’t melt into air in my ahsence,”
said Maud, looking back and laughing
o8 she went for her wraps, for he had
asked her to walk withh him by the sea,

4 No danger of that, My old self
fits me too well for me to forsake it
again. T'm better satisfied with myself
than I deserve to be.”

How delightful that walk on the shore

proved—how unaccountnbly it was pro-.

longed—-what a new blue there wasin
the sky, and new meaning in the whis-
pet of the ocean as it melted at their

feet, youth, love and happiness alone can.

understand. Only one shadow foll aeross
the Lrightness of that perfect day, for
Maud ; and that was the thought of Bt.
Bernard, alone and wretched, in Paris.

Poor 8t. Bernard! The light of this
bright star of the occident Lad shone
upon his dreams only long enough to
reveal to him the possibilities of his own
nature.  All was dark to him now ; but
~—he was a Frenchman, and, therefore,
it may be inferred, a philosopber. Let
us hope that ke consecled himself after
the manner of a true Parisian.

The next day there was a shopping
expedition to lo belle Paris; but the Ar-
nolds were too much pleased with their
sen-stiore residence to desert if, and there
all the preparations for the marriage
were made, and there it took place, not
a mouth later, in sight and hearing of
the eternal sea, whose monotone of mu-
sic ran on under the lighter melody of

joy. 8t Bernard, chivalrous as any

knight of olden time, did nof refuse to
be present at the wedding. His face
was a -little pale as he wished the lnide
& happy future, but he did not “mope”
or look pensive. On the contmry, he
exerted limself to make the oceasion a
metry one ; and Mrs, Arnold, in ber ad-
miration of his conduct, assured him
that if he wonld visit her, in America,
she would find him a bLride quite as lov-
able ag the one he had lost,

When Mr. and Mrs. Tunnecliffe arrived

home, in the autwmnn, Mrs. Bowen was.

quite prepared for the occagion, and gave
the fullest scope to inquiry and explana-

%,
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tion, by havmﬂ a magnificent party, and
telling every body all about her brother's
running away fu a fit of il humor
“The world™ thought he lad, all this
time, been in Paris, and that Maud had
met him there by chance; and as he
was more interesting than ever, and
seemed to have plenty of money, the
past was politely ignored. Mr. Bowen

made the best of what he could not
Lelp, warmly welcomed his former part-
rer, and requested his gratitude for tho
adimirable manner in whieh le had
managed Ward's property in the latters
absence, As for the other conspira-
tors, thn,y vanished from the scene, and
were wise enough not to again appear
upon it




