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CHAPTER L

FHE MERRIEST ENOT OF S8TUDENTS IN PARIS.—A DINNER AT VERYE——'I‘}IE
RUSSIAN'S INVASION.—HO |, FOR THE OPERA‘

We go twenty years back, and to the queen.like e1ty of bhe world, as tha
Latetians declare their capjtal to be..

There's a glorious set of five young fellows rolling round & corner into the
Palais Royale. They are only intoxicated with some mental dvanght, but that
makes them no less excited than a bottls or two of champagne.

One strikes with his cane the wmbrella over a frnit-stand, and throws a hand. -
ful of coppers to the old woman, Just as she begins to say, & Mol mother I

Another offers to kiss an oyster-woman. A third ealls a tall chap selling five-
sous handkerchiefs his dearest friend and brother. The fourth and his comrade
execnte dancing figures of every extravagant kind, and ot forgettmg to sing out
innumerable tra-la-las and linlon-lteras.

At last they stopp(,d under the shelter of a earriage gat,eway, to deliberate,

- % Come, Mistigris,” said one, “you are treasurer, Let’s go intothe Cafe de
Paris, and divide the eight hundred francs "

«Let's divide 1" chorussed all. . ’

“Ah! said Mistigris, “but how divide. Not equally, for the idea of the
great p:ctm'e thet took the eight hundred franes. ‘The Last of the Old Guard,
Ah! there’s n subject ”

 Yes, Misti dear” broke in another, “but I painted the landscape and the
smoke 17

“To be sure, Louis, but it is I, Chastel de BrillalLeda that designed the
figures 1” cried a third.

“Your pardon!” interposed the man thh the cane, “I--I suggested the
drummer boy with both hands shot off, and holding the ﬁag in his teeth,” ‘

“Yes, Laurentin’s hints were invaluable,” said the Iast, % but what would

your n'reat production have been, if Thad ot borrowed the ‘uniforms frorm the
Jew broker?”

“Ah! there’s a good deal for each of us to put forward,” said Mlstlgrls, and
as the presiding oﬁgmer of this joint stoek nomon, and holder of its reward, I pro-
pose & dinner .

“ (Food I” :

“And the Ball of the Opera to mghb P

“Braveo ! Flﬁnette is dylng to peep ab it!” sighed Chastel
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. “She shall hiave the finest box and the most magnificent fancy dress?” said
Mistigris, ¢ cxcept my Rosinbn!” '

“ And Lilag, my fair1”

“j;greed, then. Come on into, the Rocher, and let’s have oysters I”

% Fie, Lounis I” said the treasurer, # when they have eight nundred, almost a

thousand, look you, they don’t dine on shell-fish ” ‘

“Right. Let’s have asmany torts as we can; eat at Felix's in Panorama
Alley I” J ‘

Lo %Vas that the Hustrious descendant of the Brillats and Ledas that spoke so

grossly,” moaned Mistigris. “I deelare for Very’s new house over yonder.”

« Oh! Misti, you are going it ! Fifty franes.a head, at the least,” said Louis
fearfully. “1've been promising old Gripard that I'd pay him a menth or two’s
rent ¥ : oo : .

Mistigris tnrned round to annihilate the speaker with a Jook.

“My dear feilow, we are going to the Grand Opers to-night. Do not disturb
our harmony by a return to such worldly matters,” said he. “ Learn that there
arc 1o hopes, temporal or spiritual, for any man who pays his landlord I”

So the party crossed over to the famous restaurant, and marched in, bold
as millionaires, : ’

Their rather wild Iook as regarded the arrangernent of their long locks, and
their dress searcely impregnable from fault-finders, led the waiters and guests to
look at them closely. - :

The very thing the herocs wanted. _ ‘

Oh ! if they could only have heard soine voice say : “There go the authors,

, whose united wits produced that new Leonzrdo da Viaci's ¢ Iight for the Stand-
ard, that was given the first prize last night. “The Ldst of the Old Guard~—
don’t yoit remember ¥ ' ‘ ,

That-wotld haeve made them invite the speaker to dine with them.

They bestowed themseives under a window, and, while o waiter steod by,
began n discussion over the bill of fare, ‘

T.ouis was picking out the moderate delicacies, frogs, crabs, veal and salad, but
Mistigris ruled the roast, decidedly. : o

That individual at last wrote down on his eard a4 programnne.which was pre-
"served for some eight years by the establishmont as a curfosity.

To kill the time, the five Friends Dbegan to proposc new means of raising
mohey, a new book, a new song, anew dauce, Not a new picture, No! these

- butterflies of the * Latin Quarter” felt that no fresh attempt of theirs could ever
outdo their recent victory. - - B o

" Up camo the soups at Jast, and the talkative party became wholly interested
in the meal. : .

It is due to the merits of the concoctor of the “ queen’s soup” to say that
Louis, after the first taste forgot the landlord of his, :

The students were just recovering voice again, and murmuring, in a properly
‘subdued tone, panegyrics on the reliefs, macaroni, filet of beef and turkey, when
new;comers took the next place. from them.

- The screen did not prevent their voices being fully audible.

" This accession to the diners were three in number, -

. One was o tall,'grave gentleman, looking older than the six-andthirty yeara
that he was, Like the other two, he was fair-complexioned, and with flowing
red beard and moustache. His attire was very plain, but a diamond cravat-
catoh and the pear] buttons of his wristbands, besides his finé heavy watchehain,
révealed the man of wealth. Indeed, his companions, when they chanced to
-name him in full, said; “ Prince Fedor Khovalenski,” o

" A Russian title, for he was of that natiod, like his friends,

The younger of these was a light made man of Some twenty-five yeurs, Ile

‘was not unhandsome of his kind, and bis featutes tolorably regular. His eyes-

.
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were the worst of them, for, small; savage and piercing, their incessant restless.’
ness and snaley glitter would have well carriod ouf, the Great Napoleon's. saying
how the Tartar underlies the Muscovite. Iis forehead was high enough, but
you could see that the razor had been carefully at work at that, :

He was apparelled like a gentlernan, and had: plenty of jewels and glistening
fne linen. His manner of speaking was very domincering and abrupt, even
to his equals, suppressed though it was. ' : ‘

The last of the trio was of the same age as the one we havo first commented
apon. He sccmed to be more of a favorite with him than Prince Fedor,
probably from his obsequiousness. He answered to the name of Velski
Medikofl, and was only the son of a very rich 3t. Petersburg merchans, and
was without noble rank. . o )

« A Russian invasion,” muttered Mistigris, as the aecent of the late arrivals
struck him in their conference with the waiter. ,

“ An idea V™ ericd Chastel % An idea for the Almanae of Comicalities. You
know we call the ’aris executioner Charlot #' .

“The vulgar do ! returned the Mistigris as he finished separating the skices
of the broiled shad on its bed of picked sorrel. o

« Woll—P1l sketch a Museovite headsman, and put under it Charlotte Russe I”

“ Ia, ha! glorious! finc, fine I” said the students, as they turned to-the side-
dishes, while the seecond service was being brought.

The Russians did not overhear this. 7

« What's to be seen to-night,” asked the youngest. “We must let nothing
ags, for we are soon to go to faly” =

«¥Well, Count Karatefl)” answered Velski. “We must go to the Ball of the
Opera to-night. I thought you had ordered dresses.” S

“(Oh 1 said Karateff, languidly,  so I did thirk sumething about going in cliar-
aster—as a—knight in armor, so I could wear my Ural gems in the helmet and
on the sword-hilt, butiss such a bore, [ won't do it.”

“You needn’s dress up, and mingle with the daneers,” said Prince Fedor.
« (o to look on oniy.” : ‘

“« Wil there be any females there?” queried Karatefl, caressing his red
moustache, . ) . )

“ (I gourse,” said the Prince, laughing., A pretty hall, and all males I”

«Oh! but my lord means, will there be any woren worth his looking at!” -
interposed the merchant’s son. . i
. «Thet's it,” said Ksrateff, playing with his soup-spoon. o ‘

“ My dear count,” said Khovalenski langhing, * allow me to believe that in
an assemblage of all sorts of beauties, from lorettes up to duchesses, even
fastidions you will be suited. Ilere comes your delight—the pigeon cutlets as
entries! Fall to!? - '

So, in both compartients, the repasts were having justice done to them.

Now, although the students had sat down before the Rnssians, the greater
length of their entertainment, and their conscientious attention o delicacies noy
their's every month even, made the two keep pace.

Mistigris's batallion were trifling with the trifles, and trying wines all around.
The fizz of the breaking bubbles formed quite continuous music,
. At last, even such o dirner had to have an end, . :
- Mistiguis settled the charge (% charge of dragoons™ he called it} with the air
of the “ First Hlebrew Baron” himseif. o ‘ .

They all rose, Chastel and a couple more smuggling sweetmeats, wrapped up
in their handkevchiefs, into their pockets, ) ‘ L .

Tt happened that, at the same. titne, that this party strutted forth, the three
Russians marched down the front steps also. o :

Ench of the young men eyed one another with a lingering of the feeling that

~ had beenso ﬁelf_t:é in.1815 or so.
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However, they passed one another, contented with puffing smoke into one
" another’s eyes, quite unintentionally of course, o :

#1 don't like the look of the youngest of the three,” remarked Louis, “He
has 2 beard like my venerable landlord’s I” . ,

“ He looks like the ememy of mine that the enchantress of Good-children
Street revealed to me in the tumbler of milk,” said Mistigris. “ But down with

. the Russians ! Let’s go and tell the fellows.that we've dined at Very's, and
that M. Thiers was in the next stall to us !” ‘

“ Huzza ! and. then for the Opera I”

. *We'll go see if Ivan will come to-night,” said Mistigris.

¢ Iyan,” said one or two, “ whos’ he ¥

*Not to know Ivan ! the painter in Bigarrade Street, number 3417 said Mis- |
tigris, “ shame! He's my friend ! a real artist” .

“Qh! I remember,” said Chastel, *“the German that you had out with you

" last Sunday.” '
_“He’s no German, IHe’s a Breton—isn't Tvan & Breton name I said Mis-
tigris. “But he's clever as an ltalian of old.” = | '

“ Hope he's as lucky as the Titians,” observed Laurentin.

“ Faith, he is! T can’t get a sitter—~I never have soared above grisettes, and
she was free gratis!  But Ivan has them in swarms. Whisper,” said Mistigris

"in a ‘confidential tone, probably made close by the ¥ Clos Vougeot” he had
tmbibed. L :
© All olustered around him to the annoyanee of the passers-by.

“A real countess sits to Ivan! the Countess of Mauleon! one of the old
blood! And more, she introduees him all round! Look at that! Ate the e
not hopes for the student, the man of mind, the hermit of arts, the one horn
under the Star of Genius "

The party lifted their hats enthusiastically, and shook their long hair in the
breeze. : A

“ Honor to Jvan! may he win the prize!”

“May we be invited to the weddidgibreakfasﬂt » ‘

. “May it be as good as our dinner at VERY'S!” shouted Mistigris in the
. biggest kind of capitals. ‘ ' : -

“He saw an acquaintance on the other side of the street, within earshot,

Arm.narm, taking up all the walk, the five-stalked along, singing and
chatting, , . .

Their frenzy was damped, when they-eame to M. Ivan's residence, by the in-
formation that the young painter was out, and would not return that night,
'The portress added that her lodger had departed in such a toilotte that she

. thought he was going to some great appointment. . “

¢ The Countess I” said Laurentin and Chastel in a breath. .

“ Hush 1 spid Mistigris, © confidence.  PIl wager that he’s gone to the

© Qpera with Tittle Dusselle of our street” . i
“ You may dare us to bet, Misti, for yon hold all the money !” observed
- Louis. ' A )

«Still harping on the landlord, Teu! Bah! Now, one, two, three ! who's

for dresses and the girls !”: - co
t Joy ! Il go as Francis the First I

“Ias g monk !

" “He! he as a monk-ee ™ eried the wittiest. “Keep your own costume
" then!” ‘ ' : : : ‘ :
[ Pl be Aymon, nnd I'll get four girls for my sons ! shouted Mistigris.

“(Jome on! we'll dance the cancan in spite of the government.” .

“ Down with every. thing and up with ourselves!” roared the whole of them,
rushing into the costumer’s shop like the vanguard of Aftila’s army. o
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THE FA‘NUY lDRESS BALL.—T0O0 MUCH CHAMPAGNE‘.-"—THE COST OF A KISS.;
TOSSED FROM THE GRAND TiER | .

Tuzre are some brilliant assemblages got together at European capitals.

Berlin, Vienna, Florence, have done wonders in pleasing the senses.

London, no matter how much imported gaiety it may display, is ever cold,
especially when exclusion is so often the order of the day., :

Orver the water, Columbia can sparkle with gems, with gold and silver of El
Dorado, silks that her abundance has bought. ‘

Yes, the Empire City has known with her grand balls, what splendor there
can be when even the ennobled aré away. h

But Paris Is still sovereign in such things as public festivities.,

'The French are immense on any kind of'show, but the Parisians are-above
them again ! : : )

This ball was given in honor of some motion to benefit the people, which had
passed in the House of Deputies.

All the theatres were free this night. Dut most preferred to pay, and be at
the Opera. !

The night was so clear and lovely, the sky streaked with mother-of-pearl
lLiands, with silver clasps of moonshine, that it scemed that no interior could
outlive its attraction.

But anyone that could eppreciate a deluge of tasteful briltiancy, would not
have begrudged Ieaving the outer air to join the throng iu the vast hall,

The stage and ground floor of the anditorinm had been thrown into ene. -

In the centre, raised up, was the large orchestra, several bands, military and

" other, replacing oue another so that no pause should occur in the minstrélsy.

Around this place, the walls glowed with drapery and flags of all nations.
Each columm glared with gaudy brilliants like spiral minarets of a mosquo in
a Fata Morgana. ' .

In the centre hung that immense chandelier, 2 perfect mountain, inverted
though, of gems. ' o

Arago had given his advice, and the gas treated by his method, gave a while
radiance beautiful and softly lnminous beyond deseription. .

Candelabra and side-jets; bouquets of fire held by the caryatides, silver gilt
torches planted here and there in every nook, dispersed such a flood of bright-
ness that esch form that one gazed at was seemingly encircled by a lustrous

-girdle. - X - :

The forms were worth gazing at too.

Some for ludicrousness, many for heauty,

Let the latter have preference.

And et the handsome men pass by, L . :

For we would never have done if-we inerely catalogued the handsome women
in the boxes looking down on the variegated human mosaie, -

Thers were dames of crown-princes, dules, barons, and what' not, boasting
power over thousands of fellow-erentures, and coun‘ﬁng their riches (that they
never earned) in sequins, louts, roubles, thalers, as the ease might be.. o

Unabashed at sitting in front, unshaded by the dark curtains, sat a Spaniard,

Onig of her brown but smaoth and full arms rested easily on the cushions,

The other held the flowers she was slowly fingering,
Majestic and grave, her large eyes and her elegant figure appeared akin to
royalty. - . : :
Not so then: not so for a score of years, Nowshe is the mother-inlaw to
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tlijé'Emﬁeror ﬁapoleoh, it Deing her daughter, the Montejo, that he made his

Hugente, ' ) o ‘
T the next box to this lady, so little dreaming ns she viewed the maskers,

* what a harlequinade her future son was to play-in’this same city, was a different
icture, o . ,
A haughty Austrian, or a coarse Saxe-Hobenhausen. o ‘ '
Then, perhaps, quite a girl, sweetly simple and alluring in a rich dress that
less became her than would a plainer. ' o

By her again, a Turin helle, her face flushed, her black eyes shining as she
. gaw men she coveted gleam in the maze. And hor raven hair Yoose already
from its desire to curl as nature prompted, began to twist out of the golden

_enjewelted clasps, and stray over cheek and neck.

There were fices brown as a berry, orcreamy as Circassian’s, or white as the,

bleached English girls. And hair of all- shades, straw-color, jet, warm brow‘n,
in every mode. Now, classieal, there bonched in clustering haby curls, again
massed up and knoadoed with jewels till its sheen and the gems shimmered in

one all-hucd glow:

But among all these-—countenance to store up in the mind’s gallery till some-

day of despair when you cry for an angel to cheer vou—let me show you ohe
pre-eminent, ' . ‘
© Aye, they werc such as you would dream of row aud then,- o
But this, such as, unce seen, you would have for ali time in your view. And
if' it should vanish, you would miss its evanescent presence more than dearest
friends, ... R o e
Over body and skirt of white just tiited with pink, floats hier dress of easy
“grey gauze. In this cloud, remotely recelling ‘Aphrodite’s elevation from the
sgn foam, is the lady. N o
Her well proportioned form is so exquisitely finished in. every dimple,
round and sweeping line, that it almost becomes delicately frail. _
The plenty of lights all around, almost drove away every shadow, yeta little
much paled, showed the outline of her side face, of her small mouth, and played
gently under her chin and in the little indentation like a cup over the collar-
" bone for Cupid-to sip at. \ ‘ . . B
A smile, that would have rendered o less fair figuro precious by its enticing

gilding, oxcited by the scene beneath is ever on her features, :

It increases, impossible the feat one would have imagined, when she turns.

often to the gentletnan with hew, S :
He. keeps himself in the background. e only came forward toglance about

him to secure some point for Lis sketches. |

For he is busy, with no mpractised in making slight pencilings Of: the scenes. -

in his tablots. ‘
Another reason sways him, too
Tt shall be no seeret, - . e P ,
" Thelady is “ Margnerite Augustinelie Quc_rcl Sainte Michelle de Mauleon,
so the Yearbook of French Nobility says. . .
It is enough for us, she is Countess Marguerite de Mauleon, nicce of the
Baron do la Tremonille and patroness of Ivan the painter.
This latter personage, already mentioned in this ver
guard at-present.
_ Gan-you. not guess
hesitates to bring onc |
himself by her side. | . . ) . A
Such daring ou his part, might Tead scandal.fo riso against her,’ ‘
H& yespects her.  Perhips more than that, for she is, indeed, like -tl}e C;lueen

g

table history, “ilél,‘her

why he,” cotnparatively poor, bt 1}oblesspiritad;? well

Pyl

eye to remark her condescension towlirds him by plaeing.
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Maguerite of old France, ecnamored of whom were all her court from prince
of the blood royal to little page that earried the gilt hem of her train. | ‘

Ivan was a young man of not more than threc-and twenty. He was fair and
had light halr wearing it Jong after the German and the students’ fashion. He was
weli-formed and raanly in all his bearing ard every gesture. That if not revoal-
ing the finikin grace of the courtier-bred, was what would have recommended
him to any one, man or women, that wanted a friend or a lover that would
ueed coming, die for thém. ‘ : ? ’

Of a sudden there was a species of general panse, -

The bands had been hushed, the unfailing ehatter had diminished.

In this semi-sifence, there was hesrd fora fow seconds, the coufised murmur
and ramble of ihetallic thunder., -

“ Hark 17 said all.  “ Notre Dame and the rest singing out twelve.”

Then the wilder danecrs, the men with the {limsiest begarbed girls on their
arms, shouted :

“The procession! the procession ! the infernal gallop ! and then we'll go down
into la Courtille I” , ‘ . o

The whole andience took up the cry for the procession. -

Marshals to form the array were in profuston. :

After awhile the line of battle was formed.

Fvan plied his pencil vigorously, bat it was hard to lreep pace with the never
fixed phases. : : ‘
‘- The procossion was & long serpent, uncoiling from under the southern bal-
cony, Winding half around the orchestral hox, finally erossed. the stage to its
farther end, and Droke up. : o ;

By the wall, under the pair.of .wreathed caryatides, was crected a throne for ~
a king and queer, L ; ‘ ‘ Lo
- Ivan, using the countess’s opera-glasses, examined the painted faces of these

 two royalties, and laughed.

“Is there sométhing you see very, very amusing,” said Madame de Mauleon,

_smiling herself.  “Please point it out.”

“Oh, only the mock monarch is a friend of mirie, o brothor artist, one Mon-
sieur Charles Mistigris.” . '
The lady looked at the enthroned, oncs, but more at his consort than he.
Maybe, she was tempted to inquire if Master Ivan knew the girl also, But she
did not; women rarely let words escape that they afterwards would eall back,
Rosinon, a sauey, pretty-fuced, plump-figured glove-sewor, was Sire Mistigris’s
mate. She was, in spite of her assurance, somewhat uncasy at her clevation,
But he, supported by the reminiscences of the dinner at Very’s (Clos Vougeot

“dwells long ou the palate), looked every inch a king..

Always excepting that he had on: .

Primo: A sailor’s red and white striped shirt.

Becondly : Buckskin breeches, onee white, .
Thirdly and fourthiy : One high horseman’s boot, and one yellow leathar

“buskin. -

On his head a crown, decorated with feathers, two feet tall, and of all imagiﬁ-'"
ary hues and several hues utterly heyond imagination,
[n*one hand a gigantic paintbrush. In the other, a gilt axe, hybrid between

.o wood-chopper’s and a tomahawl,

s v

« Wi prefer to say not a word of his exaggerated eyebrows and falso nose and .

colorist, at.all events, . .. . - ‘ . o

- - the tattooings on his clieels, - These ‘decovativns proved him unrivalled as a

~Past'him defiled the usual royt. Lo e
The spunds weré; a base of Jaughter, and. squeaks, screams, whistles, grloany,

‘eatcalls, imitations of birds and beasts.

The eharacters.were the usual stock, knights of the ééf\icepéh and gl"i:ddl;é',fgirls
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‘boys, ma otmién, whi ite ettes, enlarged

bys, men as women, white cockades, red, white, and blue rosettes, enla

‘ ESnll)asyn:ipping at Don Quixotcs, Flyin’g Islanders waddling beside Bohmson
Crusoes, and evér so ‘many naughty girls, in black or red velvet tights and
whité frilled shirts, pinching supposed friends in the crowd. ,

- As this parade bowed comically to King Mistigris, the view from above was
almost beyond endurance {rom excess of mirthful qualities,

The most dignified of dames laughed like beggar girls at Punch.

The Countess de Mauleon, whom we should have said was but little past
tweaty, and quite girlish when ‘excited, was beyond herself, - She leant over the
velveted sill, laughing, laughing till her whole frame shook with merriment.
* In elapping her hands at some indeseribably ludicrous make-up, which would

- have made a Spanish duenna forget decofum, it chauced that her elbow @hrew
her opera-glass one side and into the next box. .

That was untenanted from the late inmatés having gone home or else to join
the tarigled dancers on the other floor, o

l%veurlgdid not hesitaté, therefore, to leave his lady for a second and go around,
find the box-keeper, and recover the lorgnette,

1 The Countesg e,nwmpt in the enlivening scene, hardly understood Ivan’s
words and freely. excused him., _ o C

While she was thus all alone, there eame two persons around !ay the: gallery.
to the rear of that box. . ‘ ) o

“T's somewhere he—hic-ro!” stammered one; “Velski, I ‘gold you to mark
where i’ was!” - ‘ . Coe e ‘

. %Yes, count,” said the merchant’s son, who was not'so far gone in 11(1’1101‘ ay
his coun,ﬁrvman-. % But-—but I am not so sure the lady was Heckoning !

“Tho lady—ha! ha!" laughed Count Karateff, drunkenly, “Some, lorette
—did iotice—there was no one with her ¥/ T

;‘i’my Egtl so sure of that either. - There seemed to be somebody behind. Oh,
if my glass had not been stolen.when ‘that clown banged us with his sleeves!
Confound costly Paris!” T _ o ‘ ’

0‘1‘1\(?,‘?11&5’5 mé{ley " growled the Count. “ls this—-yes, this is the box—"

“ Don't go in, count, for the sake of —"

“ Lo oo m’ arm [” sald Karateff, savagely, -

e broke from the other, and stumbled into the box of th countess. Velski -

llowed timidly.. - AEEE - . ) ‘
o l\g‘:;am; dle L)Irauleon, intent on the varied panorama, did vot hear this rude

entrance, :

“flood evening, mam—miami—selle I faltered the-Rilssian,lcatching at the :

back of & chair as he all but fell,

Now, his roughened voice was not to be mistakened for a variation in the -
OV , .

continuous strains of melody from the bands.
The eountess awoke as from a dream, and turned her hea_d. S
Her surprised look changed: instantly intc ohe h&lf'jaﬁfrl_ght at view of the

intruder. S s o - N
He, translating her stort in & favorable way, balanced himself on the chair,

and in his best French, atterﬁpt_edé: Lo . =
“T tender you all my wiost singere homa..ge—-- ! ) g
Half a dozen “ hie's” interrupted the flowing langnage. .

* Marguerite rose. Her alarm disappenred under her air of dignity.

~ She looked around qiickly os if she had never kiiown what lack’ef Pr:otedtibn

was before, . . e LB
w?%he% sl;e stepped: forward to pass. the intruder and reach the do?r. .

Velgki stood there in indecision, R TR

But:the count, presuming this to be a very plain reply‘to his implied ¥ Come,,
to -my"a.rms 1" held. out ks hands. L .

Bhe shrank back, drawing herself up proudly as she did so. .

B
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It was like a fawn, that, by chance, come upon a toad at its foet, :
# Bir—this is a private box—you—I-—" said_ she: in the real terror ‘growing
epon her.. ; T - o
PAnd a name that she had long dwelt upon and hoped to have ever beside her
in moments of peril as in those of delight, was almost uttered by her parting
lips, . . o o '
PThe mute invocation ought to have been snswered.

It was so. ' . ‘ ‘ ,
-For when a new incident occurred, there came a deliverer, asif dropped from
the clouds. ' o . ' )

The count, taking all the lady’s confusion by his bemuddled brain, to be
invitations, opened his arms once more, leaning forward, saying:
" “One—only ohe—hie—kiss-~my charmer "
A shadow fell into the box, s
Ivan, et last having been let into the next loge was just picking up the ohject
of his search, when the strange voice came through the partition to him,
By locking around at the front, the intruders and the countess’s attitude was
seent by him, i o ‘ - ‘ : ]
Quick as thought, he grasped the bracket. of the chandelier on the partition
front between the two compartments. He mounted the sill, swung himself
vound,"and leaped over the chairs between the lady and the Russian,
Such.a quick appearance astonished even her who was praying for it.
“The' dount, however, had already pressed the knot of mibbons on the Maweon’s
shoulder with his hosdips. .. .- ' - ‘ ‘
Like vices, he felt Ivai’s hands grasp his shoulders and thrust him bagk:
“Insolent I said the painter, breathiess with rige, '
Karateff turnéd white as a ghost with passion as much as pain. - Ie was con.
giderably sobered oo, o
In & voice, brolken ‘with emotion more than with drink, he tried to shake

- kimself loose, hissing one word only.

It was Russian.- ‘ o ' .

The tone was insulting enough, whatever the syllables meant,

The painter appeared to guess, or know, S '

JFor his eyes and his face flamed up more even than previously. .
-“You dare to befoul the aiv that lady breathes with such a word!” thun.

“dered he. “ By heaven, Fll send you to your level before you shail beg her

pardon "

- With that, he changed his grfp and put all his strength into hftiﬁg up the
struggling “ Russian,” : :
ire the lady could seream, ere Velski could make move, both saw the count

- and a chair he had caught at, flying out of the hox towards the great chande-

Her, : o . :

Deseribing a long curve, the flying man fell plumply upon the base of the
throne, crowded with the subjects of Swe Mistigris, T
-The shriek of ths Countess de Mauleon was the pilot-boat to a whole fleet bf'
sifiiilar utterances from the female portion of the andience, '
The crash that the descending count made, was next andibla. - .

At that eventful moment, a troop of cavaliers on basket-horses wera around

-the dais. ; T R
. #In among and, upon~goddesses, cupids, shepherds, Indians, and their peers,
- that novel projectile landed, - Lo : S ‘

There was great destrietion of Harlequin's sword, Little Bopeep's lances,
plumes, and all the hats. within touch were converfed into * cocked ” ones, i

At first, it was thought to be a dummy ” and s “joke.” A
B.Ht -Rosinon sagely remarked that the m\an,Athou'gh?f speechless, was fiot a

¢ o
f

i
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-""fmdhk‘ﬂ}){%iﬁy. . And Misttgris, examining the insensible count, reported that
. gn'g¥in-of ks was b"r__otgeu;‘f.ahy“how, and, if’ that was-a joke, it was undeniably
a lgme one. FEREL oy
Fhen upruse sucha clamor among the injured for damages out of the per:

.

etrators of thisfresk, - .

" Meanwhile, Ivar had gurned. fiercely on the amazed and spell-bound Velski. ‘

“ Do ‘you pyefer quitting this by the door or as your brother scoundrel went ¥~

said he, advancing. : ‘
i 4 Velski prévented any misunderstanding relative to his intentions by backing
7 out of the doorway. R
¥, Once in the.lobby lie took to his heels and never fels safe till surrounded by
“an gsvalanche of masks-who were swarming up the stairs to seek the finisher of
. his;éompanjon,’ : L E A . ‘
% While he ran, Ivan tried to ealm himseif. .0 A
- As sbon as he coiild mastet his speech, he offered his arm to the countess.
. % beg many pardons, Madame,” said he, © 1 shall never forgive myself for
“# having, so'carelossky left you exposed to. that, ruffian; ~Come to your carriage,
if you will still hohor me.”: T
Marguerite Jiftéd her. eyes to. the young man’s flushed fiee. She took the
arm, and left the box, . T o )
+ @ Monseur Ivan,” she sid in a voice that wag:all feeling. ..* I is 1 .who will
- ‘never be able to show sufficiently my-gratitude for, what youhave donefor: me,”
“She shuddered, as she: fancied she saw the offgnder crushed by the great, fall.
| dbu't think he'is too much hurt,” said Ivan, dtvimng hev:bhought, as they
went down the stairs opposite to them that were heing-ascended. by, the mob.
%I have studied wiany things, and [ ever find that: gnljr the officer, of, the law
hag i hand fatal to cowards that assail women\ % 7 S LE
* They had veached the carriage. ‘ S A

" The news had already spread outside, and the-mobh, gatheregllit;#hgrg fo’_'s_éq_tﬁg: L

ladies’ dresses, were listening to garbled accounts.

“Bog pardoti, Monsicur,” said a lamplighter to & young sprig, dressed as @

* fishowife, who had eome’out -before Tvan. #May L ask what that aceident is ¥

“You may-ask; Monsieur,” returned the youth gaily,  “It is a_gentleman -~

whose firends used him s a billiard ball-and. the pit as thé pocket.” -
» &AW hat's that 27 queried a puzzled applestand kecper. o

- Oply, Madare,” sind the disguised fish-wife, “a'man has béen fiung fiom :

" the'Grrand Tier o top of the people.” w
3 g he talled, sir ™ inquired Tvan C ey
© He had helped the Countess iuto the carviage. Y
‘ "‘.\Nl;); sir)’ responded the Masker, bowing, ¢ e nearly. killed Mistigris,
thoughs® ~ . o S S R

©# Youare sure ¥ )

N . ; o W

0O quite, . Faith-of a Brjllat-Ledn, tg.hé‘fa)réigﬁer—i-‘-hé JERE: foreigner——v’ﬁﬂl-

¢t off all the same except fo¥ one of his arms'that he snapped iu falling ot the

.. shead of one Monsteur Griparfly! who wds askinig a-friend of mine for, a little;bill
“afwo years' rent—judgmént on the landlord, don’t you think, sip P2 ¥ 4
“. Ivan smiled. R R I L

b
o Chustel staited.™ ™ -7 vn ot L gy L
. %1 hope you are not a proprictor; of houses ¥’ said he.
C Dvap bowed, o o0 A AL G
"« Oh, no, only a painter at the-service. of Gne

Mistigris, & mutual friehd, speak hiost deserved
- Phe two cxchanged cards-on the spot. v .

Ivan rode off with theslady - BRI P il P :
7 Chastel returned to'fhe interior of the opera house, gﬁihing-ré-admiésidﬁ’by,@

- loud declaration that he'was a “ physician senf for to see the foreigner” ' 2

v

\

J

l

, . coyelﬁgq a',’t'mch!}iﬂ E]. ¢
. footstoot ‘that belonged t6 tHiy;

iy
"eovded, Migfigrid 6

B
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Notice, he had just been put out of the other A foe ¢ R PR

: r ddgor for throwing an. :

flour in the face of a sergeant of the city police. ** :‘f PR ol e}ggful\l Gﬁ-,‘-’.‘
Count Karateff was speedily removed,” e MR
The bedlam -broken loose T SRSy L

08elE : , grew into o still wilder frénzy.of forced pleas

]‘ And 1bhwas fahr m&:o the morning before the -.Pm-.ti-colore}fi:-faﬁtﬁéticeﬁé lefl':srt?];e-

house, where t ing-li Was homtem s A N Bho:,

chandetier. o davninglight was hegm;n“llng“,:‘to‘ -blanch_,tth»e‘ Tays: from ﬁAhe :

CHAPTER III, g
THE STUDIO.~—~TEHE PA'J;RONEB.E‘.'-e—JJ:‘:i'\fE« ‘THE LEVELER.-—--!I“HE n::'ggnnulpmn'm:‘l
Number fhirby-f'ciur Bi arrétli!t;J:Stﬁ;égt; W Kb‘ 4l 16 wouls 3 e

for a painter's noeds. -+ g AN 48 N0t & P&lace,(]illlf .SﬁlH it woglld.:dol
Ivan had the whole:of the first floor. The front ro s
801 the first foor. The front room. was his reception roorm. .
- The back partor his studio:".'A little room on each side.served higlsenvggglr?' s
a4 }%‘ bed-hchambel‘fa_n\d,l s & kind of sittingroomn, .. . ..., 0 A
. it,?r‘ e: pamtmgmom sf;qg t‘('mk‘crro.w?ded f'o\r mgch co{rpf‘o‘rt to-bo taken
The, furniture Sonsisted only-of a sofs, 2 couple of chairs, onie large velvet'
inail thick Turkey carpet for sitters’ use, the

pistoot ih o %gﬁlges ht?,,lfla-dozen small tables. S
o tables ivere hisaped vy with portfolios, or crowded with gleamix

e@t&% 'Snwg 6 are }?&?:‘ﬁiﬁt?ﬂ;‘ﬁﬁud‘:gowers ar;,d a book or two.. gle.ll.l’nmg st
‘Thé walls: weré hiddén; alinost évery inch of thom, by: pictures o

panel, metal plates, even earthéivwire.  Most of these ;ve{e i)llle a;i?séz: g?vl;lws”
m{l—}‘wllgannchppl‘els_‘of‘: the S_lsi_sin_g’i Chaipel anatomies loured behind little ehildf'én
wit _flll}t}aughs of-delight ringing from the pouting ruddy.dip, or with tears of

. tenderness pendant on the long lashes. . Ivan had caught the very hues of that

* ptismatic bow-of infantine loveliness,i = .

Apostles, severe and commanding, | i Jivin ishim.
o , 5oy mmanding, launching -the divine punishment on Ely.
‘ qls and Ananias.  Delphie sybils, martyred saints writhing on ‘gibbets, nt tge'
?:. 1;3’ %“ld'erddgn? and stoncfa‘si.‘ Or a babbling of green fields, brigh't-,moons\' ‘
s behind dark soreens of foliage,: watermills send Siitn atid the wh
w&%el‘. racing away, . g EER S?ndmg. up -ﬁn}mﬂld. the Wiiste
- Frolies of lambs, combats of sturdy beggarmen, m wchs. in 7obes oterluid |
o L : J onarchs. in:
Wl'blzlh-lewels;and the precious metals, - . e R SO " robe_‘s Oveﬂ.:u.'lc.l‘
- Then, op Yhe floor; in the cornérs; nnder your feet, ever u;h‘ 5of am
.. T ke DU WS ‘ . ! ere, castsi o x
iont torsos;Timbs, and “fingers evén.-. [Teads. asr,lo':.'el:y g;’Chri;bis;n ani‘v:i: ,
‘ y »

" masks of sityrs or satdnic visages. | Muscles of Hercules, long, lithe limbs.of

ﬂyi%g- Mer%ury, "“l“ll’f"‘(?'*f*"‘d;“lplq-‘“’ of Venus, , .
38 a word, so excellent;w@ ethése coples; so-fine the originals, ey 4
‘ 13%8?;9? ® halv[(: coine-from -Iiran’sl‘\'siingll)e' hand.: % | e Orlgl‘nals’,thm:;“:%ey:“'ql‘d” W
i+But it was like a galléry whee were heaps: of Rembrandts frowning fromis,
; od -4 ‘ T Sy RN A : ning froym.,
g',{:i?&“ke‘l“’d Jralls, Rubeng’ glad-gorzeous’ groups; Titians more righ and rm{;}&» ]
Shigs BlvaYs exquisite, Sometimes :eyorid compars; Guido's: endles oloyin T
Swebtioss; the learning : of , Poussini-and the, Caracei, and Raphaels - prin%ei%
RS ARAPEE . A

Ranificence, qrowning all.w & v
NE0 this. cOllBoti OO oL, O TAOTTES 11 1o th e fonnd FLis it mn s g o
i ,‘QGI!%I“:_{G.‘EJ?;%@IMO}}e 1?{}0171?11:;%, 4 month after, thi previous svents ko, - . - * -
covaetl, Vg Jimilgtly entered. 9% Hillo; Tvan! Bh?" he exclaimed, in-"
rrupting Himself. "% He'svnof heve >~ 5., o oo e Al
N Claak & " S T R M U E R e PSR
;¢ logkdd ail around, and e¥en behind' couple of easels’as i€ he suaphoted <

' 50m8 jokefwas being-played on him. . . .

NI . Ty C T e L o, ] s
b Word ofthonor, fiot* Yo, the' old’ dourkesperedd. helow said he was in,

F 7
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" ¢ ran over to the-door to the left. o
"+ THe breathing of a sleeping man was aundible within,

“Aha P muttered Mistigris.  “ 8o he's heen out late again. At the Countess
de Mauleon’s assembly; T wonder?  She had a grand one last night, for I saw
the carriages around the eorner of the Roe Choiseul.” o R
" Ho took up a maul -sti¢k and rapped on the bedroom door with its muftled
end. . U : e :

“Jyan, Tvah ! éried he.

He swopped to listen, . s . . '

“ There he is, snoring away as if the day was not made for work! IHeigh.
lio! he may well stumber; for forttine comes to him when he is sleeping.” '

He glanced at one of the easels: “,; " o

The other had a blank canvas o it. This held np a picture just begun, the
back outwards. - But as Mistigris was: behind ‘the three-legged supporter, of

course he could see the painting. It was a’ female portrait. Though merely -

outlined and washed in, Mistigris recognia?edf‘the subjeet.”.
Tor he sighed again, much more heavily even than. bq!foxjﬁ;:,_j
"« () hum ! lucky dog! of alucky family too, T1i go' bail:» Though I never
heard him speak of his birth, parentage, contections and all that, have 1 %
He paused to cogitato upon his own question.. -2 . . .
#“No, by Jovel Ah, well, no matter; it! ‘IISQLthg genins %ﬁ}l_‘a.t,gppngs'from
nothing. Lanzio’s father was not much, del Surto’s nglther - Hor is"the sire of
Charles Mistigris of much emimence—enough . " oo ongih 0 o
o resumed the reveille on the door. But ity wis a8 fruitless as before. -
e sab down on one of the tables, pushing:some gwenty” portfolios on the
. floor. - ST : S
ﬂ0=¢1 give in. Look at that face there—and there-—Hebe, Queen }E\fdl Shebe,

Andromeda, and here again as a matter-of-fact likeness—Countess 316(1 auleotl
—everywhore. And onty remember tother night I” IR
He langhed.

« ITe nearly killed me, pitchirig that fellow onmy friends’ heads! There’s an

adventure to elevate s man, Defender of my lady the Countess de Mauleon,
niece of o de la Tremouille, I know the old baron.” )

Again he laughed. ‘ ‘ .

. The cunning dog had palmed off an aberation of a Bonapartist battle as that:
of some victory of the lly flowers: . '

# Only had to alter the flags,” chuckled Mistigris.- “T called it ‘ Ancestor of
the de la. Tremonilies at Fontenay, leading the first charge of the Irish Brigade!
The old baren was deeply pleased, but remarked that he did hof recal an
ancestor of his having been there, | merely answered that the records of the
army, to be seen at the Royal Library, had the incident in full, abd gave himm a

. list ‘of references. 1 don't think the old gentleman will find ;many of:'-the_

authorities I C , : .
Tle burst out into another laugh. It ought to have awakened the sleeper, if
the knocking had not. : . .

“&o the baron, who is dppomnted ambassador to 8t. Petersburgﬁ; ‘p:'omiSes o

recommend me as an attache ! Good—if[ getis!”. . T
The painter’s ardent fanoy cenjured up ever so many scenes of icebergs,
snow, polar bears, furs, train 6il and blue noses. : L -
“Iyvan!fvan! Ohit’s no use. | came to tell him of my little expectation.
Well, steep on, you rogue! Pl leave my card " P S
Shridingpup ;oythc biack canvas, he picked a black crayon from the shelf-box,
and dashed off a monstroug antograph, ' o o
He added a flourish’ under all. Then, seeing some room left, he executed
three notes of exelamation. - o
«He'll be able to see that,” said he, smiling. ¢ And now for—"

7.« Aud do all these fine things.in this raom belong to him.”

IR
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. . A N ' i "
The interruption came as the speaker opened the'door. toﬁgo Q.. DA AR
A curions interruptor, too. - TR L S A
The man that appeared on the threshold was as:strétge In personal appear-

ance as in costume. B R R

His dress was an outlandish one of sheepskin; notwithstinding the seaso.

It was composed of a round Armenian cap, long caftan belted round the waist,
and & curved yataghan stuck in it.~. His breeches, .of the sime material, were
long and flowing. At mid-leg, they enteved into- half boots of untanned leather,

This semi-savage wore a long white heard and moustache, 'His mien was
very grave, and the deep lines of his forehend were fixed by some long 'settled

chought. ITe walked slowly, ‘alinost' as if, keeping pace to some solemh music. .
Startled, as much awed a3 }Vipvitggz would allow him to be, Mistigris -

recoiled. - o o .
Proportionably to his retreat, the stranger entered the room.
Mistigris could only lool at the apparition, hardly erediting it to be human.
The new c'omer,-.ygmoggad.%lisfpap, and bowed very low. .
“Is not this, Moliielar, a%"s,a?‘??ldméigmw " he said.

Mistigris. was: pzzl i b istinetion, . It was asif, inlstéﬁd- of saying “my

sir,” one said “my-lord," L o 4 )

“ My-lord,” muttered the painter. “He must take me for a nobleman—and
?%E;};gﬁﬁh{fﬂ & that Y.  He looks like a wild Welshman or Highlander, in
aith 17 i ' A . '

wered the ‘questioner, wlio stood humbly, hat in hand.
I am not,m ,_ioi‘(l_z'ﬁmg‘fthis‘_,_ié ":Mo’nsieur Ivan’s, nove the less. I suppose
§ou‘ll1,?ve dotmne to be.:ﬁraiwn‘.:"; Ahem ! you would do for some subject, By
ove .l T ’ "

note-book and dashed off aline, ” .

* “Don’t mind rie, old fellow,” said he.  “ Only an idea struck me, Destruc-
tlon of Jeriisalem from a new point of view! [ say, your beard would go in
capital as & prophét!. Do you sit for the head, bust, or extremities?” ‘

The stranger’s face wore @i expression of complete bewilderment.
“You are open to an engagement with me?” '
“1 don’t know, my lord,”, replied the other gravely,
“Oh! come now ! I will be generous ?”
Mistigris put out his hahd to feel the old man's beard.
The latter repulsed him gently but fiemly.
" “Oh! word of honor, it isw't false, is it 2
% No, my,lord,” rejoined the man, . :

““Bother' my lotd.” I am not a nobleman-no pampered aristocrat am I,

Batween us, [am Deputy Grand Master of the ¢ King-breakers and Democratic

. Friends. A child of Paris!”

He flourished his arms to show hoy, at a word from him, a vast secret society
mi'%ht be set to work' ypsefting throhes.. s

he old man seemed to have come te the conclusion that the painter’s eccen: -

tricities were harmless and not to be.noticed. -
. “Is my lord a friend of> Monsicurlvan’s %" he inquired.
% We'are comrades ! "hiothers in art 1" . - ) ]
* This'the stranger said, as he surveyed almost with reverence the niany works
of art, |, - Y- ‘ ’ .

% Yes, dll ate of his handiwerk ! But enough-of him, what do you say to my
offer ‘H; Oue or two francs, is it?" .. - N L o S
‘Théfold man-enly.evinced lack of comprehension. E ‘

i “Ivan never gives more than two,” rattled on Mistigris. “You had better
give me a call. Mistigris, with Charles before it, painter, sculptor, designer for

RO

To thie smazemeit ‘of the stiangor, the impulsive Mistigris whipped out a

SR i o T
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('-the cmq—eentlme xromances;kand depictor of the rallroad disasters and ‘artist on

’ the spot’; for the War In Algeria, of the Ilustrated Sphere.”

“Not'a ngﬂa of, .mtellfgence appeared on the listener’s face. |
Even Mistigris hiad to.give it up. He went towards the door. :
. ¥ Borry-for yéu,” said; hi & parting volley to cover his retreat, © Youw'll
. iose by jt., If you were to be in“my Destruction of Jerusalem, you would be
‘8 proﬁt"to hoth of st :
‘Nodding, he-left the room and ran, ,down stairs.
There he wasted somé mifutes-of
.. portress’s charcoal fire, and asking h 'Wj:'lat natton the queer visttor of Monmeur
. }} ian wag. likely to be. Ty 4
# In-the,, meantlme the old. man w&s exprgssinrr h;s opmlon of his late collo-

"It donsisted in the single blftet' phwsa. -
4 Talkative fool I O :
This uttered, the mysl,enous nnﬂ venerabla mtruder*onée sgam eyed the con-

“tents of the studio. - w P
b So ['am . Paris, ha, ha! m mutbered he. sin Parls, ha, ha!

“And all these marvels are lvan’s ! all these. beautleg from: .‘lus hancI? - What o t

would the old boyard say if he could see these !

A look of hate passed over Khors wrmkle&ifeatﬁres He sm;leﬁ wackedly.‘ “

again, il
B If Ivan only knows what is in’ store f'or htm, ‘er he Iea"ve thrs and f‘ollow
old Khot back for the black bread and the" wh}p'l " Nor,‘not no "” S .
He chuckled at some hidden thoughts of his. e Sl e
# No, he rmust not know. 1 was wroig to cemé her befdt’el SAW my Lord
1 mugt see the count first.” . o
He tupned towards the door.

& Yes it-is well that Ivan is not here. Iw111 ta];e the news to athef ounb‘ and . -

he will give ma money: for b andy, brandy'”

It was evident- that the old sinner was not strictly “ tenlperance ? by hzs‘-‘

o

tone.
“Let old Khor go' Teave these thmgs for van—no! they are held .in the‘

hand of oid Khor! ~Ah!” chuckled he; “poor old Khor-shaip'old KhorI” .

Repeating encomiurns on himself, the man in sheepskm leﬂ& the Toom, -
In his haste, he had closed the dobr rather rudely. “

Ivan had really been steeping during all this time, The termmatlon of his'";'iif':L

slumber had arrived, and the sound that he he&rd comclded w:bh, the Imoclun;cr
of Mistigris, e

He presumed that ng other of' his: few acqxfxamtances WQuld have entered hls '

* apartments and attempted to arouse hlm N ‘ .M
So he called out sleepily: BOURPE Coe R
“Yes ! wait, Mistigris ! F1I be out t6 ytm in a. ‘morde:nt I '

A soon as he had put on his dress, he entered hxs studm. He Was surprised

‘g0 find it vacated, che
*1 could have sworn, somebody knocked "‘thought Iv'n‘aftér he had lookecl

about him unsuccessfuliy X . pora S
Presently the scrawl on thie whlte canvass ‘metbihis eyes.

“Oh!" exclaimed he, smiling. * Fe has been: here, afd Teft his: eard Now y

K3

P've got to ply the turpentine to got that-offy confbund him F* ‘

To remove the erayon marks was an'easy matter, L j:i

That done, he had his-toilette to complate.

The aristocratio sitters.that he had. securéd, by means of h:s patroness?s kmd
ness, compelled him tté&gfvork ifv an attire far from workman.like. .
" ltwas s:mp!e, thougfl as could be, for Ivan desplsed affectation, - .

!

“precious time in lighting his cigar at the

" it evineed.. -

: hps.

Agurpose out of flattery.”” S T o
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It was dark pants that would not show stray dropsxoi‘ aiht,- Tight vesj& and £
loose blouse of dark velvet with open sleeves  that: gav% hi wrmis ’f'ull iy

He had goue the rounds of the works of hlS that neq‘uréed touehmg up.

Then he stood for a moment indecisive. ‘

There was, truth to tell a couple of canvasest atr he mwht hava gdne on thh
just as well as not, '

But it was the porty, ait. on the easel, of thc Countess de Mauleon s Mlstlgms .

had said, that compelled his att:eutum.
He sat down before it, and turned d
Only to look at it, at Tirst.

Then he took up a brush and- Iié;!itehéd up' a blt of shadow ‘Then he had the -

palette in hand, and bef‘ora he Imaﬁa it, he lwas hard at work atit.

Bo enwrapt was he:.in'the chivming task, only lookmg off the colors inte §

vacaney where the mental picture that; he s:ghed to imitate éver shone, that he
did not hear a faint tapping.at the door, -

A lady, in a moriing.dress of light st,uﬂ' her white lace' veil down, and her KR

lace “ cloud” shrouding heg, -wés at the entrance of the room, :
As hard as her tender ﬁhgé' ;‘,dared to strike, she did knoek on the panel
The bloys, of & gmnt § 1y might have failed to thrust the artist from his im-
passumed 'docupation,
- Theiedysitess, with that gentle boldness that can exist with the perf'ectlo'h of

- deheagy, oﬁenec’l the, door, softly and stepped in,

. On‘sesing:. l;he-(pa!nm:x, ddiface was. from- her, » smile, naturally arising,

made hetr fdce (f'ro*msuwhmh‘ she threw baek the veil) stﬂl gweeter by the pleasure
L .\".}“\ _“ £

Had hé: but seeh’ ﬁha% ﬂmﬂe—d-—he must have been a mole not to have divined

the future, oL e
Ivan, however, Wis rapldly usmg the brush, and not even & promptmg be:

. trayed the visitor to his heart, .- . RS

i
[

“He is speaking,” thonght Marguerite,
She advanced cautiously, for words’ were indeed bemg formed by the artlst’

» She. suppressed the rustle of her dress by lifting it and the skirt beneath of
laee and revealing a-tempting little foof, in a sitk cage that some Parisian-
artzste—nkaussew L(if t.haztls correct) probably o]almed 85 4 masterplect, of' his,

las!
. Nobody saw the s.lluremé‘nt exeept the plaster F awns and Satyrs who Ieered
and gloated:at it iniat ecstacy Lot

Bendirig fopward to'drink it every word, she remamed o '

“Oh!” Just audlbly mused Ivan,  “If T could only pmm; as the sun dues' ab |
a flash! T would be w:limg to dle youug as Raphael then' Oh, how pmvok-
1[] \!” '

%He chamged hlS brush 1mpatzenﬂy ‘ R
+*:No, no. I, there’s a ‘bloom upon her cheek that moeks the coarse colors I”
A Taugh'stertled hith, and sounded‘out the emnouncement of the coum.ess likke .
a h?r’;ld’s,sﬂvér ‘brum}?iet ¢

“There! enid’ she, “I hope you ‘dld not hear e tome in, and sald that on

) “

u Mada.mem” A
““Thank you I’
“You hete!” © ‘ 3
. He rgse"antﬂ ‘howed profoundly Iow. P
' “l-‘:}imp ta s¢e how you enjoyed 1ast night ! " smd M ueme, takmg oﬂ' her
bonneﬁ’and putmng it on a table, with*hér mantle, f,@gv s
" i Oh wherever the Countess of Mauleon i 1s, all must be. over_[qyed oo
LI 4
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'Sha la}ughed ugmn ab this gallant response.
% Thank you once morer. You seem to keep all your il humor 10 reproach

yourse]f’ “
‘She wi qulétly’ as:ummg an easy position in the large, cosy arm-chau.
. lvan could nat. hel,p regard her admiring.
There are some few women, you know, who charm in any litle act as much
© iy proportion-as they transport us'in noble deeds..
.. % Well, why don’t you go on ¢’ asked she, “ Am i not in the right light—
must 1 move’z Oh, what‘. tyrants you drtists are.”
% Younuare very well as you arg,” relsurned ‘tvan, absently plying the Penml
“You left us rather early last, night, Monsicur Ivan.”
. *Yes madam,, Lo, s]lght headache 1 gone quite. now.”

“l remérked , that your trouble agose after. some speech that disagrecable
Chevaher‘ Martin made, What was it, may 1 ask "’ -‘;;4 . '

“I'd rather not,” responded: Ivan heswatmgl) L :

His face flushed deeply. K e o ,

“ Why not? Come—1I shall be angry if you keep it & s eret ! 1 do délight in
sharing the’ (annoyances%of my friends,” suid the: dady.

“[t was very little, ' Your uncle was 'so good s fo:pralse. my I1tﬁl%pastoral
scehe that 1 did for -you, and, in pointing ouf 1ts excellences o athv figvalier
Martin, keygaid that I could pmnt historical, subjeci:s still better -

“Well, no harm so far. “As'a favor, contitiie,”, implored, Mar%ueme. v

But her desire ‘sprang. more from her plaasure in heaﬁmg the ‘artist’s full
manly voice, sunk into that deep tht‘lllmﬂ‘ undartone 50, dear. to womau, than
from any great interest in his navrative. -,

“Monsieur Martin said that he beheved tl"mt the deabh of the late dount de
Mauleon—your husband, madame— A

- Yos, yes—" s

“ Way'very tragical, very romantic, and would be wmthy my hest talg,nt ”
Ivan stopped, kegping his eyes ou the hearer,

She, at the point of saying there was nothing so turrlble in thiat, caught a

mklm-r of the. truth,
People were, beginning to remark her purmahty, to give its m]idest term,

towards the young painter. ;
The Connt de M.tu!etm, a week aﬁ;m marriage, had ‘gone away to béar his

_ blade like a man in the rash atterapt &t revolation thav the Duchess of Bem

" had essayed to benefit her son, whom she called Flenr y, the Fifth,

In & skirmish of the Vendeans with some scouts of (xeneral Dgrmoncourt de
Mauleon had been slain at the pmnt‘. of the bayonet.

The marriage had been as usual in France, so that the reader will have,seen
no grief marks on the enticing face of our widow of a. week.

“Strange !” said sho bitterly, to turn the conversation aside. 1 wondei“fhat
the ehevaller should have rememberod my husbandw——that was o whole yea.rs
sinee.”

- “Madame, the worthy are never forgotten,” said Ivan,’ reSolube]y .f‘ We
live on the.past, my lady—we who can give JllStl(!e toal? vt '

“She did not appear.to hear him, so profound was her mieditation, ;

He turned to-his canvas again, but only played w:th the bmsh ata corner of
the drapéry. . '

“You would represent Contemplation admwably,” saxd he at last

The silence had become &wlcward

. Bhe started.

#] was thinking. 1qdeed Some things, 1mp1ess us so, | fear'me tfgat ] shal] .

never forget that feastful night. That man—the’ struggle—the enforced leap it
the erashing fall—the snckenmo sound helow—oh I” _ .
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.Bhe pressed.her hends over her eyes,

“ You——you never have heard from him since ™ ‘she mqmred attemptmg 1o
render her eager voice calm. . . :

« Never,” he replied. Coveben g

She still' looked in uiringly, and he went on, = -+, )

‘;Ancl never shall, I think. He was a coward Fnouuhﬂyou have nothmg
to fear;

“[ do not fear him, Yet I may not hope t0° aIways have: such a def'ender 09
you within call.”

Ivan bowed, but not too low. ITe had pnde enounl: to know that; he was nbt ;
4 mere one of the many. i :

“ He was not a Frenchiman, I, am sure, A German, do you thlﬁk .
- #1 caught & word or two: ﬂ*om hlm n rgphed the amsf. “He was o~
Russian.” :

“Ah! a Russian. They‘ say they ‘are savaae, uncontrolable in theu' cups?”’

“They are sufficiently bad -at othet fimes, madame, At least too many of
the race, and espeexa.li - those elevated' abova the common herd” =
© % Yes. ' What & country, they havé slaves there,”

“Yes, my lady. = White slaves,” answer¢=d Ivan gloomily.

« Brilliant despots; eaneit’ qerfs T'dont think I'am a good haﬁer Monsmur
Ivan,” said the lady earnéstly,  but. I loathe a slave

Iva,n sﬁart.ed and dropped hisBrash. But when he rose from picking 1t upa his

Ll

; countenange Was 1o Jongéy dotivitlsed by a momentary twinge.

. «The Frenchmen werd &ttelly debased under. cruel ancestors of my owh.

' . Yet they endured’ eply ]l "96”

; s

Ivin said nothinr” ‘ : '
% But look &t uss1a Spabmodm revolutlous at every decease of: a.czar. and
yet nous of these rwmgs are’ by the mass.”
“ Madame, you mistake. - YourJacques Bonhommxe were down-trodden mea,
while the'poor Muscovites are nothing more than—than serfa” - :
He shudderad at.the utterance of the last word,.as 1f it choked him.
“ Right,” said the Mauleon bitterly. -
Henven knows that she who generally uses sugary speech :s a hundred~
fold more biting when she does assume the eynie. - i
“ Right,” repeated the lady, “a slave is not a man!” :
"Tvan’s cheeks glowed red with hot blood.- - - S S
- “But { see ['am only wasting your time,” said the countess msmg, “Oh, I
beg a multitude of pardons. I will go, and have:the sitting sofne other. day
- % No, stay, my lady,” said the artist, halt rising -and putting ous his-hand;
L Well, Ewill.  And—oh! you pxomlsed that I’ might look over your- port- :
f‘oho some tirle. No day like the present, our sayitig gues.” ‘
+ She took the first album on the hearest table,
The painter started and made as if to heck her. '
%My, Russian studies,” ; "'he mirttered to himself, ;
He: offored hen another’ volume of drawmgs bus. she had already opened tlm '
ore she had. . " : ,
4 Yes, a&er m*done this, Ill look through them all, lf' I kee m
your door il s wighit 17 'Sa}:]d she. P ,Y c&l‘rlnge at' :
The painter had to-console himself as best he coul&
‘Marguefite turned over the sheets of va.n-colored board scenes of sitow and
suf, valley and, hsll lonely or with figures. -
 Why, they are. Omental ? exclaimed she, No' this is not Asmt
“ They are Russian,” said Ivan in reply to hee looking over at hitn, -
He was lntmg at his moustache the while, in great and warm unegsmess.
The Wountass left off hor emplﬂymenb for-a moment..; ’
N Déir me!” she ejaculated “1'havé quite an mtereay?in thmgs Russian now.

)

i
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o ‘| o .

Last Week my uncIe Was appointed ambassador to St. Petersburg. Poor little |

me has 1o oné else to_cife for me, and so he will have me go to the land of
ice.! .
¥ You‘ gomg to Russm ?” breathed out Ivan, just audibly.
it ‘Oht yes. Ihavebeen p]ann)mg out her dresscs at a great rate. The baron
5,saystlll be wrapped up iike * Baby-bunting’ of the nursery tales. Oh what
“is this 7 sigsiiame under it)l’

She hadiheen attraeted bya dmwmg in. white and black chalk on blwe

paper; " i
¥, eeme to her end stendmg by her side, looked down upon the book.
Beooow Whab fs the sub_]eet; pra; ,Monsmu Ivzm ?” asked she, turning back her
¢ - head ah _}ooklng up at.him. ~ .
Thayig7an attitude, you know, that='-the . quettlsh are fond at having the
~chance to assume, AT
% That' yoiing girl is being led by's q.u‘ -‘overseer to tha' whlpplng -post ‘to be

e whlpped Somo trifling fault, - Shie has spmlt a curl of her mistress, perhaps.”

. Flog women I exclaimed Marguente m&:gnantly e Oh that is hlornble.
7 %1t is done, nevertheless.” PR

The Jady pointed t6 one side of the paper RN i .

“ And who is this young man—with an axe by hm 51de--wh0 seem 0 pam—

. fully ititerested ?*

. “The girl's brother. 1 tried to preservae the hkeness L '

. “Youhave so, yes." ‘Her brother,” repeated: Murguerlte wwhl nse feel
ing. “Monsieur Ivan, we weak women canriot fide:to the sublimit *oir thqughl;

of you, Jords of éreation, but it I were that'min’l-do helievs;th: ',‘(l}hey;rm ht

kill: me—torture me-—buf that axe should be bu)‘xed m the oppresspr 9. brann."
“Yon do hot know, Madame—-” . ; .
“Human nature, oh, yes "

“That country, (mly, my lady ! :

“I aee. . As we said before, slaves are not men ”

The painter turned away and crossed the room to his easel

]

z

“ Indeed how we, who are gwen ‘minds to appreciate’ sueh treasures as ‘ K
: these o
She gIsmeed ‘around at the copies of the wonders of ancient and medem am.' :
“How we should thank the good Giver that our lots have net been ea,ét

among such tiserable ercatures,” y

“Ah!" sald Ivan, bzbterly, %is it & boon or. & curse fo. be thus p]aced? Toi ‘

seo-a beauty that we may not even hope for, not dare to pray for, trying hour

by hourto reach to it! giving a life and when it is gone, still without the | joy s

“(h, Monsieur lvan, y(m are. noh all I beheve Genlus ‘never despalre r
“ Madame—-— . :
1 'said nover 1”

“ But, if it hopes, it is presumptuous P S
“ Na.y Genius may aspire to its own height!™ « "

“ How bigh !” said Iven with & startling quickness. "

It was like flame flying along a train of powder.

% Ag high fis it oaii dream ab the wildest I, said the Countese 11smg

The painter leant forward. ::-

“ But,” said ho, * if the Wwings of Tove should seeond 1t—1mw ]oﬂ;y 1ts ﬂxghl;'

Could one like me, trust in 4 return of my. devotion to a lady of high birth "

She was avoiding his andent eyes. She ‘dreaded the- etrucrole that she had-

provoked, or rather the powerful genius that she had invoked.
" “ Certainly,” returned ghe hurriedly. * But—but that has notiuug to do
with—with painting "

In uttering this, she pre!.ended to recur to her- exammamon of ‘the drEngs,
but her eyes saw nol;hni‘lg but the pmnter 8 burmng eyes upon each leaf; -
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The artist had approached her. : .
He stood before her, nobly erect not bendmo' I{e expected hlS reward to

come to him from a hand at the level of his own. From heaven alone would
he apeept a favor desceriding. -
% You have spoken enough, lady,” said he. . #y pray heaven, not too :muehl
Hear me, in turn.  You are gomtr away, Marguerxheﬂl may say Mmguem,te I
No reply. She avoided his gaze still, . :
“ Marguerite, then, do you—
%18k 17 said she. I hear some one—",
" But he had taken up one of her. han@s,
side.
% Say you love me "
A knock came at the door,

It drowned the faint res ponse’ Bare]yvmeulded by the pretty hps, but Ivan‘:, )

had gained ‘all he wdnl:ed
Yei he persevered, -
When will man e’ content'l

The presence af/the’dopt compelled hlm, nevertheless to. drop lus voice into °
- that low, deep, rdlling" tofie g0 affecting when used with sufficions eioqucnce
« Marguerite;: [ stand on’the: broad footing of mind and art—that kings can--

not stfide over.at will: . Dqesheart speak to heart, or is mine to break when
it learns how it is self daceived”

The-ferewed knoekm* ah't.he door betolxened the unpatlence of the pereon ’

thereﬂ’ete ned; .. %
The 'couhbess started,mjm

4 havepd %s baemunWQmanly, Iven, sald she qmckly “But it is

stronger than’ I ou hiye’ my.answer. | Let me go'l »
If the knock he& not. arisen. mme loudly than bef'ore, the pamter would hewe

ktssed the lady. .*.-

- Unable to speak wn;h l,he f'eelmgs throngmg upon him, Ivan pomted to his

little parlor,. .

"""+ The countess.-éatight up the folds of her robe and d&rted ot of sighs mto the
. designated room. -
Y 1-ﬁBe it mentioned-in passing, that she had much ado to ceol her eheeks by
. #anning at.the open casement. And her hot lips burned with vexatlon, I fear
- hetause the contact of the Tover's Had not molstenad them 1 .

. Ivan sank into his seat, picked up a brush, and managed to say | il

& Walk in 17
The gentleman v who at length was ndmltted wes most fa,smdmus]y attlred

e was our acq uaintance, Prince Fedor hhovalenskl

-

o CHAPTER v,
. THE DUEL PROPOSED. - THE INTRUDER Rmcmvns A LESSON."’"OLD KHOE TURNSB
B TIIE TABLE, —THE PROMIEE OF LOVE.: :
oy
g
. Oxw th Prince’s entrance the pamter Tosel’
_ Each performed an e]aboratewbow :
- Tvan renjained standing, dmng his best to recover calmness

v

“] belisve I have’ the honer' of . addressmg Monsieur’ Tvan the artlst 1" ‘
inquired the prince. . } .

#Ydo," veturned the othér.

Thw supposmg that his v131ter 1ntended to Speek of ordermg plctures ha
eontm‘ued - &

. F:.?F’ |
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o your serviee.”” .- .
know how to. begm,” said. the other. “ However, in a word, I am

%I hardl c{
Prince Fedor Khovalenski, !‘.he friend of Count. Karateff—a noble countryman

of mine whom you—-""

- # think I guess'Jour, errand You are not 2 Russian by your name ¥

“Not iijs Polish, but'we hisye Jong been about the czar. But, to the matter
i kand. < M friend is'the gﬁnﬂeman whom

w1 Rardly. Know how'to Begin;? said Khovalenqkl
fmend of Coqnt Karatei’f‘ & RuSSmn noble whom you

hom L gave a"lesy)n in cozt‘lmon,decency the other evening

“At the. O};)era, yes. Bub don‘n use
self and !

I pre?ented an outrage whmh he: scarca!y,began, and, nevertheless, went too
far in 17 spid Ivan, his eyes flashing,: & 1 @5

“Your prevention was couched in- co‘m’pelhn hlm“to ‘tike a summerset from
the grand tier of the Opera,”. went b thia~princd, ¢ I—Immg somewhat récov-
ered now, he has chosen me for the' present. oﬂice‘” .

“The painter took up his cap from’a table. ' 170 Fow o

“It Js welly” he'said.  “If you will be so’ good’as to vemain: here & few mo-
ments, I will have the honor"of presenting miy friend t¢-you ™ o

. Ho lisitated for an instant whether he' should- not’ riaké: At 5;(0!193 tﬂ sen-the
countess, and put her on guard Bub he thoujght“_obhei’“ s the next’ mi

IIowever, I am the

. and left the room,.

He went straight to the lodgings ot‘ Mlstlgmsh 4
All he found t.here was Rosinon in tears. .

. “My—my Misti,” sobbed she, on being quesﬁohbﬂ‘l*‘ {8 going ofﬁzo Roosha'
and they’ll eat him up, the lears—so they will ¥ ~Oh, oh " Ces . TS
“ Confound the Russians "f thought Ivm’: K They are perpetna]ly in my

. wayh

He learnt that his friend was expected home hourly, so g Teft word tha.l: he
was to come to Bigarrade Street first thing. After seekmg hun in several‘
laces of his genoral resort, Ivan retraced his steps,

‘While he had been gone, fresh complications. had arisen in his little su1te of

TOOINS.

“ Clever artist, » said he, with the air of 4 judge. “There are coples there
that are worth soniething, 1t will be a pity, & great loss to'the fine arts, if he
should fall in the duel, ¢’ a fine fellow, too! 1 regret I ‘Was not nearer and
saw so little of his affair with-Karateff.”

A' pair of fencing irons, thriist through their masks, lay on a smnd

The prince took one up and made a pass or {wo. f ‘
“TFoils, eh 7" muttered he,. “1 hope he practises we]l Wlth them. I woldn’s

" mind if Karateff gets his arm piereed.” ( ' ‘.:,

Suddenly he started. J

He had seen the bonnet and Iace cloud of the countess, which she had left b& '

hind under the confusion of the morrent of her hasty exm

Khovalenski smiled. ‘
My long detention at the door»—-l’ll swear I heard two voices T-—-‘Fi rathes

 suspicious, coupled with those articles.”

He went to the table and eyed them more narrowly
“ Rather too good to be merely for lay- figures,” said he crltmaliy
., e looked all around.
" The portrait under way on the easel ‘net his glance. ,
“Ob!” cried he, divining pretty much the real state of aflairs. « The eyes,

 the face, the form of my new acquaintance, the Countess of Mauléon {? & ‘
There was no_doubt of it. He had been introduced tg the Iady a fow mghts

ghnames. Let us say, he for,crot him-.

Left to himself, Prmce Fedor had examined all the plctures and other Worksh-

4
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before, f‘or her uncle had been quite a host to'the sons, of the Gzar since his am.
bassadorial appointment.

But the prince remembered her well, and tho 11kaness had been sexzed by Ivan,
notwithstanding the latter’s repinings at his shorbcommgs

“Yes,” muttered the Bussian, # The Countesy.de Maglaon! Very fmthful'
bus,” added he sarcastically, # there is a soffhioss. wboup the gyes
fir eqhuess on the lips that I never saw-—at glky ev‘em;. when she Took

While these eomments upon her count-arfe;
the lady in question had not been idle. ., i

She had heard the two voices. Thpn somg; q);le had ]eft: the other

- heard footsteps there stilk. ! S

Thinking only of him, she. con_]eqt- ed that Ivsm, was! ‘there, ﬂlnne agaim, K

Afvaid of the COonsequenges, eVend he had, revealed 50 mueh he Whs. pacmg
the chamber, in nervous indecisiofy . v 04

At sach times, women lova(ml,@wﬂtha mlt;atwe

So she softly opened the: dooﬂ and- eu,t.ered the studio, asking. eagelly

“Jsis he gong ¥ * :

Prince Fedor turne(l I‘fe- reeogmsed her, bowed and, 1mag1mn of coursé,
that she ret’erred uo};he psunlsex‘, answered 1o : y

- kaid Marguerite. T P
-4t ig:only- this momentl a&,the honor of formmg it,” was the reply.
"~ She took her place in"the sitter's chair and, in complete indecision what to do,

trifled ‘withithe book of sketchies again..

Khovalenski sat down by .the’ease], and occupled ]umself in comiparing the
om'%mal with the copy: :
lils pleasant occupatlén was mterrupted by the lady’s voice.
] hope you are going to give the young artist a truly princely commission,”

" were her words, accompanied by a smile.

“Why, no, I am sorry to say. My business rests on somethmg far more

" gerious and worldly than landscape or figure-pieces—l: beg your pardon,” said
" the prinee, quickly.

His tone had caused her ﬂushed cheeks to grow a httle pale 80 he thought. ’

He-was not in errory either.
“ May I be inquisitive a little ¥ the cauntess Wlshed to know.
“It is hardly for a lady’s ears, however. 8till—I believe you were at the -

grand ball some weeks ago at the Opera-house. There was 4 very remarkable

accident and tumult, which you must have heard qf' if still in the house at the
tigee.’

Eﬁl shall never blot it from my memory’ Oh’ the man inflamed with
dunk the daring ‘intrusion—the severe punishment that he met for touchmg
me !

" #You!” eried Khovalenski. :

Tie wasg all amazement.

“ You, my lady

“1 wag the party offended, yos, pmnee .

4 Indeed.: %hat will atter the programime,” murmured Khovalenlkl

[ meant to.ask you, who know all’the Russians in' town, if the person, as 1
faneled from his dress, was any. one of note:?”

“Yes, ,my ‘lady His mobher is the Prmcess Bariatinsli. He is Count

Kara.teﬁ‘

.
o
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4] gee it aII, then,” §a1
- aduel?’ K

The Rusgisn was about ,
. “Do not attempt denial, Tunderstand your absurd code of honor

“My lady, the duel that:wa: it feontemplation will not take place, do not
~ fear. " Neithier he'nor I wete 8t a1k aware of the quuhty of the personage whom
he affronted. -1 éngage to PUEH :
“f accept. the promise, - “This duel must not take place.”
“ It f;phall not, I repea.t‘. May Ihe let. brmg Count Karateff' as & penitent to
‘your'fest ¥, "
“ Yes;'my" lord " she rephed withan eﬂ' rt
Thera cime.n knock at the door. - -
Thie countess took up her bonnot and Leloud !Ishls time.
% Kemember, prince,” said she, makmgfa sign of: allusion to thair agreement.

. “You are the friend come to Jpropose

Khovalenski bowed as she 1etumed slnto the little sitting-room. Then he-

turned mund , n
# Come in,” said he. .
The day appeaved 'to be pregnant with surprises. * 1
For he that walked in was not Ivan as the princs. had suspeﬁted

S

" Pale and haggard from the wrestlings of an évil spizit agamst the 1llm.ss that

. had chained him to his bed, the suffrer by the portrmt pmnt¢r 5 strong afm was
searcely reeognizable. : ‘ i
- %In the name of goodness!” exelalmcd Prlnce Fedok:, e
here, Qount Karateff?” L 'J*“'
“Oh 1. T am wretched, impatient, 1 don’t know ‘
walking about like a emred tiger. g
“IIe’s been at the champugne already,” thought Khﬂvalenskl j
“You aave been longer than I hoped, and I have come to seek yog.‘ X
% Be so good as to wall a0r0Ss the room,” said the prmce
Karateff obeyed. :
The other shook his head.
“ ¢ ain’t drunk,” said he in surprise.
“ Not I,” returned the u)unh ll)
than ever | was for wino.

There was no mmtakmg the accent of hate in the tone.- Hls -enmity had

become as deep rooted in that little month as @ great tree in many years,

“ Well,” rejoined Piiice Fedor calmly, “you will have to forego the -

sanguinary draught.” : ‘ ‘

“ What do you mean P ' : : ‘

“ What Is':y ?

# Howwon't accept?”’ eried Karateff,

«Oh, yes. He's willing enough, if that was all.”

« Don's tllﬂb with me, pringe. 1 would rather swallow poison than be poseﬂ
with enigmas.” L%

“ Ghuess whom the lady of that nlghl; was ¥

“1.ady, ha, ha!™

“t, was lady, 1 said.”

“ Some lorette,” snid the count contemptuously,

“It was hor ].d.dyblllp the Countess Marguerite de Mauleon—""

The Russian gave a great start.

“ Niece of the Baron de la Tremouille,” went on the prince, ' “ who has beeu
30 recently placed at the head of the 1epresentatwes of France in our country.”

“ The devil I”

“The character you name may have some thing to do with it all' It is very
pretty as it stands,” observed Khovalenski lightly.

“No duel I

C . Countess de. Mauleon.
am as cool as ice, but thlrsmer for hIS blood,_,‘ ' ‘
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“ Precisely so.” ' :

“ My desire is greater than ever ! o muttered K'.sara%eﬁ' us a ﬁnge in the arm’
that had been broken told him that his hot blood‘did not advance@he kultti’ng
of the bones. it

a httle more easﬂy than we.”

“True, Hark—what’s that?” Co

“ The painter, bringing his second, no doubs o

Karateff moved over to one side careless]y ' : . .

It was Ivan alone that entered, "He did not percewe the counlr, buth&d in
quick tones to Prince Fedor! . b

“I am sorry to say that my f'rlendmas not at home, and—" SRR

% His prescuce has become useléss,” interposed Kurateff,- -

Ivan started. He bent a luok‘pfidisgust and surprisa on the speaker.

“You here? " Do you unot know: that: your presence, contrary ty all rules, is
& repetition of your towardly offence "

Karateff advanced menacingly. :

“TLook you !" began he, fiercely.

“Look youl!™: reto::ted Ivan, in a voice strll mora tembiy I;hveatemug than

the other’s, ~ ° Lo A

“ Wote I not auﬂ‘ermg still'from your brutal outmge, said the eount,\ whose .

m'm hiid; eenfgreat*ly pau‘nbd by his sudden attempt to use it. .
ou’” rot—dur [ “cdfi pity even a maimed dog,” said Ivan, “T would

nave ‘ret‘no d you from mg ap,al'tmuntqmwhere yOUu oh 1o account should have
dared:to gome—by @ simifa ectment to that which pt‘empmated you frcm the -
grand tier.of ‘the Opera}

Count Katatefl turne .prale with, passion. ' :

As for the painter, hv ﬂub_]oined in a cool tone, far more provolun" than a
heated one:. .

“ Fhe court -yard is f'otby feet below and paved w1th gmmto

“The Russtan, hardly restrained by the fear of gmng aamnst the w;sh of the

5

Printe Fedor was as stlent as he,

: It was very pleasant to be the looker-on during such 0 goene.

" Tvan stepped towards the door very slowly,
% As you have not the dehcacy to witaaraw, Iwﬂl” said ‘he; “If I stay

-'Jlonger . may be overtempf:ed and save any .mehhood of oir meetmg in
. comba..”

. Wit. toese words and asteadv‘ look, he left the two Muscovltcs ) themselves
Prince Fedor drew a long breath.
% You see, count, " observed he, ¢ you have blough all of 1 on yom'self‘ by
vour hasty ways.”
% Yes,” replied the: other impatiently. “But, confound: h:s msc‘encc,, he
Woul_a have enraged a saint by his placid defiance.”
.« However that may be, you must put off: your mtentlon for the present-—-
“[ will only defer them for the present.”
Fedor turned away and, while the count repovered some of' his not very calm
equaninmity, he looked out of the window upon the street.

Ivan was going up it in one direction. From the.gther, towards the house,

Wwere comitig two men. One of these Khovalenski recognised, . -
" #Here is Louis, your oourler," smd he. ¢ And he has hhe queereslt of figures
with him.” :

The couitt was too full of his own thoughts to hear, g S

There.was the knocking at the outer.door, the colloquy with the portross, the

coming up the stairs and the rapping at the door of the studio,
“ Enter,” sa:d Khovalensk:, as the count was still silént,

X
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*The first that came in wag,a man in & uniform of dark green, trimmed, Jaced,
frogged with black. That apid; his cocked hat, adorned with 2 large rosette and
_ tassels, and, wmore- than theny;:a. certain jaunty get-on-ative air proclaimed the
- courier attached to avery rich. br noble traveler.
“ My lord count,” said;he, dnegsmg Karateff, * one of your lordship’s serfs,
old Khor, by name, has hrelrg aws from Russta, He' eame to your lord.
-+ ship’s resxdence, andl ventured'ts: rmg him to my lord.”

" share, .
- Khor,” muttered the count. [ remembel. An’old fool of my father’s,
. Bome thmg about the money I sent; for. .. Oh, send him in,” said he aloud.
L The old man'in the sheepskin. stit appeared
' The courier bowed himself out, hat and.all, :

Kher, who had already removed his cap;- c&me s]owly and almost reverently.

to 1Elount Karatefl and, kneeling upon the ﬁoor, would ha.ve kleﬂd the feet of the
no ie, .
" But the latter lmp&tlcntly spumed him away : i B
“Enough, you dog! Rise,” growled he. % WeII what aimisble message do
you bring from home?” .

“ Khor has come to lay the news at the feet nf .I’IIS lord 'I'here is rrood news
and bad news—that is good news and good-bad vews——"" |

“ A serf Sphynx,” said Karateff, “In plain-words, Iiow are th;-)y all a.‘t lhéme P

“The mother of my lord is in health, which; may: she i we;' epjo h Bi’ayer ,

" of Khor, the son of Khor ! whined the old sla.ve (lolefully

“ And my father-in-law,” e

“ ITis bonhes rest with his f'athers — S

111 Eh Q”

“ A woek before old Khor Icft the Prmeess;Barmtmsk:, my Jord’a father dxed
of an allment which the great forelgn doctor of the czar could not unden;tand or
sure,” .

A smile, instantly hldden, scemed to flit across t;he old man’ s faoe. o

“ God's ways are not to be understood,” he added. :

0

He drew from the inner pocket of his “cafian 4 sheet of paper, iiscribed with™

Russian characters, and wound round a eylinder of wood.

The count had cause for the smile of rejoicing thut appeared on lis visage to -

betray his feelings, | .
« His mother had ever let him have his own way, and now that the father had

heir.

“ What is this?” he mqulred 28 Khor held out the roll towards him,

“The accuunts of the estate, my lord”

("Ah [ 24

He ran his eyes over it.

“What rent do you pay, old Khor,” asked he, comparatively good‘
humoredly. -

The old man heaved n sigh, as deep gs if drawn from the depths of an
artesian well.

“ A hundred roubles, my lord. But nh! 1t takes fleshi and blood and bread
“and bones to pay it.”

“ Take your cottage and garden-pateh rent free hereafter,” said the noble.

Khor bowed to the ground at so much generosmy ‘

“ May ali.the saints pray foi my lord and father,” said he.

The count was examining the report of the land.

“Who is this—this—Ivin, who has nothing set‘against his name for sll the
years since four back ¥’ inquired he. :

“Heis my son, my lord,” replied the old man.

|

?mcludmg with an elaborate‘ bUW in which the large cocked hat had a great

" died, the estates were as surcly at his commands as if he had been proclaimed

“Ah! But why has he not made any 1eturns, ‘

“Te lives, my lord. The old lord had hini: ﬂ'ht 1;0 #ead and wﬂte He
can make more money for my lord than any. of; gnm'ant dogs.”. -

« A slave read aud write ! faugh ! upon sucl’y«P my 1 said Kara.t.eﬁ' contemp-
tuously.  “ The old fool I” By % B

a.ai it e

. }‘j
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“The old lord gave me this letter for tu}; SO} “‘before he dlled » sald Khor,:,'

showing anothel paper. o e

“ Lot me see.
He snatched the letter from the bearer, and broke the s11ken thread«that ran

through the seal, as unceremoniously. as.well could be.
While he is readmg the contents; [ét'us mention that Prince I‘edor was look-
ing at some sketches in a portfohb i ficoncernedly as he could
% By St. Georgo!” gjaculated Karateff, - Ty
The vely first words of the letter had causcd the ou!;break

. 3‘. x,u

Vi
r

“s My pEaR

He shopped to 1a,ugh in éeorn
“ To's serf,’, sneered he.”
. Thah he Went on wigh the perusal to himself. ‘
et My DEAR: Ivax'¥ T-am dying, ~ Come back to your second f'ather to receive
his blessmg and yourfréedom P *
S Dl‘lvéling old idiot 1” muﬁtered the reader thmugh his sct‘. teeth,-

There was 'y pause. - .

; “Am T to give my son the paper my lord ¥ Khor ventured to ask.

“ Whage is he’ '3” _ -

“ Here ! ‘

The strangely sngmﬁcant tone in which was uttered the monosyllable, puzzled
Karatefl, ‘
“«Here 7 repeated ho. “ What do you mean by here P
% Here, my lord,” said the old sérf onee more.

“QOh! in Paris?”
“Yes. Here!”
« Not here, this room ¥* said Karatefl, as quick as his ca,ncl brml h could form

the letters,
“Those paintings, all these things of wonderment arc Ivan's, my lord, and

Ivan is tny Tord’s,” rejoined the sert.

The couat eyed him fixedly.- e could see, though that the truth- had been
spoke. There could be no doubt, . ,

The very name of Ivas, too!

; Aqdiscordant laugh | burst from him, which a fiend might have plumed himself
i on. .

“Ha, ha!” eried he. ' o

He. crossed the apartment in three rapld steps, and embraeed the prince in
tha Sclavounie munner,

“Ha 1" gasped he in his cestacy of savage delight., * Do you hear, prince !
Oh, Fedor, think ! he is mine, mine! for my mother can refuse me nothmg,
and all is hers at last 1"

When he recovered from this crowning of his hopes, ke hastened to give *.
several pieces of silver to the patient bearer of this gladsome information.

Khor theast the money into his pocket with every appearance of thankfulness.

“Gto,” said Count Karateff. “Tell my steward that all is to be prepared for
my departure for 8t. Petersburg by the firat steamer.” -

“I'is weil, my lord.”

He went slnwly to the door. Stopping there, he t1m1d1y asked

“ May I not give my son his letter, my lord ¥




“ T will-dve to ths.t; go- -
‘?(*‘M lord is nght, and old; Khor is wrong,” replied the serf meekly, “My
lm‘d s all -'rOO(Iness Maj? e‘ﬁ%ﬁewe his reward !”

A capmous ‘miid fnight :have aneled & secret ‘sting to have lain in the last .

sentence so dubious, o
The eount, however, was ‘m no mood for f'ault-ﬁndmg
© % Khor can, wait,” said he, descending the staircase. * Khor can wait.”

e was repehtmcr this phrase for the fifth or sixth time as he turned the first

.corner in Bigarrade Street, when he struck against {van,
The Iatter was too full of the single purpose on his mind to notice him.

He, singular to note, despite his lately expressed anxiety to see his son, hung -

~ his head and passed on, seemingly congrat‘.ulatmg hlmself' that he had not been
zremarked by the painter, -
Prince Fedor had listened to Khor's words Wmh a'smile.’,
“ Touching effusion of gr .ztltude—msplred by tho hope of gorn- brandy 1" said
he caleleqs]y L
- The eount was still wcaung his holiday look, of ({njbyment

“ Come, Karateff, now / you can promise the Cou}m:ess de Mauleon har desxre ”
said Khmulenskl
. Yes, oh, yes. . But, pringe—-"
"He whlspe‘red the rest in his ear:
“ Do you think that he loves her?”?
- “ Undoubtedly. - I fancy you do—and you hav :
- portrait, * was the reply, : S
““But,” wént.on the esunt in the same undertone, “Do you ﬁhmk t‘hat sh<=
loves hlm (4NN . /
“ There ydu nonplus me. People say—-- o ' ’
““I know already what the rumor is, - It has long been reinarked I hear.”
The prince shrugged his shoulders in & true Parisian style. ~ - ..~
“{an she love & mere pmnter, a—" o
“ Hush 1" ‘
“Eh 2
“8he is here °
“Who??-
“The countess
£°® No [ kel
“Yes. Here, I say, or thers, rather.”
He poinied to the little sidevoom.. :
“] interrupted 4 sitting by my coming,” continued Khovalenski,
 (bh, this is rare, this is rich;” muttered the other in a voice like aghoul
th&t. Was clammg a heﬂrt era devouung it, .
The prince, acquainted as he was with the' nature of his estlmable compamon
- felt displeased no little,
. 'The sudden entrance of Ivan into thc studw did not check the v:I]anous mxrth
Ivan had again been fruitlessly secking Mistigris.
“ [ eannot find my friend yety” said he to Ehovalenski.
The count stepped hetween, with the smile on his face.
“ It less matters than even before,™ he commenced.
“Bir," sdid Tvan, fiving up at the speech, and interrupting fiercely, “ 1. have
already w&iwed my right to decline your challenge, you had placed yourself ot
of the pale st socxety I warn you that 1 cannot submit to another word from
you.”
¢ The question is not of my right to go upon the field of honor,” answered
the Russian,  “T have found that the lady was a lady. Enough, T had deter
mined to let the matter rest there.”
* Oh, a coward as well as a bully " taunted the painter..

'1
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The other bore the saying calmiy.

“ But if the person had not been the (/oum de Mauleonw———- o

He paused to steep this remaining phrase stil ‘rmqre\mtensely in gall
#[ still conld-not be expeeted to ennoble 4 f.by meeting him I” :
&g word from hJ,s Iong fregdom. .

“ A gerf!” eried Ivan, who had forgntben
¥ [Tow dare you »

“1 Know ail 1"

The arm that the artist-had raised, fell, as . if Welghted by ]ead by his side..

that it was like ice on his burning cheek.

“] know all, Ivan son of Khor,”‘ reiterated the noble.

The painter’s head drooped upoh, hig hreast.

The sword that had been’ suspeh&nd over him so long as to have passed out
of mind, gleamed fearfully bughtly and threateningly now.

He lemembered that saying of Mar'rvuemte 5, 80 full of her earuesh soul, %1
loathe @ slave!”:

Hewasa slave . : ‘
All was compressed iy Bt little. word. No. dcadly shell ever, held more

misery-and destruction in ifs'iron roundithan it in its sir-drawn civele.

The prince, the only witness, of this strange snd horrible species of duel be-
twean the £¥0. meny’, falt"his heart wrung by so much agony exhlblted on tho
pairiter’s featires.” ’Ir‘hey count’s was all hideous raptuw.

It was; lwm that broke the, l’ence.
“«Sip asléed he in- - tone' o -more than audlb]e and neatly mdlstmcb from

‘ mtermﬂ stnugglmg # 8ir, does the Conntess de Mauleon know  this ¥

“'Nigt yet; returned the Russmu carelessly.

 You will not-aequaint her ® PP
“Oh, I hardly know. Very hkely, rattled on the eount lightly,
« OR'Y dbimot! I . : :

“ Well.{” ,

4“1 lyve her I” murmured the artist,

#You dare—you g serf!”

Cow Hush ! not so loud! she is in that room !

‘He turned & tearful lock in the direction.

" 4] know it. ‘Beg her to step this way " commanded he.

{van started, bat r9pressed hlS tigerish impulse to fly at the tyrant’s throat

% You will not tell her
. “Do you presume to question i D

«Oh, sir, my lord " implored Ivan, “If T were a conth you would hardly -
str:p my chiains bare and show my brand to the mieanest woman I might love I’

Bee, | beseech you !’
He clasped his hands, while his e es swam in tears. . L
" The count was-smiling, smiling 4 1 'che t:me. y oo

The blaze'in his eyes grew dull, and 5o ehﬂlmg was the cold that erept over h:m ‘

“Oh, my lord, desp;c.e me, StI‘lkP me 6o the dust, spis upon mel But do not, .

do not’ m[m-m her 1"
Thc relaxation of no one muscle of the face, cut as on a- sardanJa' indecd, told

that the count was nﬁ'ected by the despairing entreaby
% She will hear you,” was all he uttered, repeating the pmnter g words as if
-us'mn- his own weapon to wound him. % Arc you gomg to obay " said he

harthv '
Ivan drew a long breath and exhaled it forcibly through his gvmdmg teeth

" and dilated nostrils like a lion. undecided whether to await the first charge or

rend the tormentor on the spot.

SH I go,” suid Karateff, taking a step towards the sitting-room, “if Wlll be to

revea all.”
Ivan overcame his temptation, and slowly crossed the chamber
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© His heart was alterrw,tely swayed by the sanguinary impulses of the body

and the nobler promptings of the.mind.

At the door, with hlSl hancl -:gm the knob, he Iooked a,ppealmgly at Count
Karatelf. - b

But the latter had in" no w:se altered his ﬁrmly set countenance, The ex~
pression was hateful, but otherwise impenetrable.

The prince could not behold ths conquermtr the nobler antagomst without
regret.

“Te'a pressmg him too hard,” was his thouoht

In another instant, Ivan reappeared ushemng in the Lounteqs de Mauleou
e had not dared to lift his eyes to hcr ‘much less 1:0 gay anything beyond the
simplest words.

_ Khovalenski hastened to take the ]ady g hand and mot:on to Count Karateff,
“ [ have the honor to present the Count’ Karateff to your.ladyship,” he said.
He thought it best not to add : “You have met before ..

While Karateff was bowing, the countess tumed half a.way from hun to in-

quire of the prince :
“You have acquainted his lordship with the’ terms upon whwh Ioverlook that

vecurrence ¥ 3
[ am happy to obey, my lady,” Karateff ha.stened ta say o8] amnﬂll anger
at myself for having been blinded by what I,ra.rély,; t,oueh-—«heqca ity more
powerful cffect—and forgotten the respeot due to. your'ﬂankm-—- :
“To my sex, my lord,” corrected she plercmgly A 'y 3
«To your sex and rank and beauty,” sald.‘hie' “I aim. almosif. sorl'y,khat the
condition has not been one of lmportanee N ;-

6« Qip 27
“The contemplated affair is no longer hke]y tn take place.”
“ How—I understand less than before,” said Marguente.‘ ‘4

¥ «

“ (b, this person has rendered a meeting lmposmble, answered the, Russla.n g

glancmn' eondescendingly upon Ivan. e
The painter was standing aloof from'the group, with down cast. eyPs., .
The countess evinced her wonder by her looL o
“ How 7" queried she.
“ Oh, by apologizing to me,” coolly returned the count, ° ‘
g to you! Monsieur lvan apologize to you?’ repeated the Mau]eon in
amaze, * Why, what could induce that ¥ she-added, half aloud. .
) “The unsual cause is to be supposéd i said Karateﬂ' it his ﬂlpPant tone,
"« When one man refuses to fight, there is only one presumptlon %o offer [
The bjood was deeply mantlmg the lady’s cheek. In vain.she- glance& from
one 1o the other of the partles in the roomi-for an explanation of the enigma.
Ivan aveided hor; the prince turned aside altogether, the count’s features were
as impenetrable as unplucable R .
“ Count Karatefl,” said Marguerite haughtily, # pardon mo ! f I do not know
"what influence has beeu brought to begy upon that gentlemzm—w—-
. The Russian smiled sneermﬂ‘ly o
She repeated the title, observing it vexed him. .
“That gentleman! There has been-some agency at work, I can see. Well,
1 cannot hdleve that the person whom I have. befnended has sunk s0 low, as
you would infer,"
Bhe waited for Ivan to spesk. H1s hps were as sen.led
“It is ot iy pldce to say mpre. Sir,” she went 'on, turning to [van, “are

you not going to speak ¥
% Uh I we don’t nsk oven a ¢oward to opeuly proclaim himself I? broke in the

epunt.
He had nok, by his overture, succceded very well with the lady.

““ Coward ! t said Ivan.

. the stairs to buily the coachman of the Mauleon equipage.
- When lvanfelt himself alone, he awoke like a man after having been stunned -
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But memory chained the first prompting again,

The Countess saw that what she had expected to provoke, had died. mmy
utterly, like a spark in wet sand,

Yet the struggle within Ivan was so poignant. that the great awellmg vems
and the quick breathing did not reveal all its intensity - . o

Yet they even caused Prince Fedor to muttel, o g

% Thig is too much ” ‘ T ;

. The group was.more worthy of a painter than any upon canvag in the room.

The hero subdued in unequal contest, the villain triumphant by the most Sa.
tanie ma,hce, the loving woman wrung. to the heart by a mystely her keen wit

eould not pierce.

“My earriage should be at the door,” said the countess. I will wait in the .

room there till it comes.”
-% It is befure the door, my lady, smd Khovalenskl, “I heard it driven up not

ten minutes since,
The eount hastened to offer his arm to Marguerite. But she quietly turned

{o the prince, and took his,
“] will 'see you to the carrmrre * said Karateff, not to be wholly rebuffed.

She nodded very slightly.in- ‘assent as she and the prinee disappeared in the
little parlor.

The count’ turned ta.wards lns prey, and surveyed him for & moment with '

pleasure.
He found o whole cuhfessxon in the long look which the artist kept on the

lady until the door had closed behind her.

The gount went- up %o.his side and said, in his ear, in an insinuating voice, -

neither all hoteful nor. all kindly, but meaning anythmg
‘¢ Yéu see.Likept my word, I did not tell her.”

+ The: pamter eould not control hlmself to -reply, or even to meet the othet’s

eyes,

yThe latter pretended to remember,

“ Oh, by the bye, you can read,” said he most msuItmg}y
He drew from his fob the letter which old Khor had brought.
“I'believe that’s for you.”

So saying, he tossed the paper upon the ground

" " Ivan never maoved.

The count shrugged his shoulders swmﬁcantly and wens to the door slowly.-
Btill his enemy was motionless, hxs head bowed on his breast his arms hang.

B ing inért,’

No more sport. presenting itself after such a full vietory, the connt descended

!

by a heavy blow, ‘ 3
He wondered that he should have had so much strength of mind As to have

gofe through the late torture, exquisite.as Dairien’s so patiently. The only
relief, as slight- compared to the immense anguish as a little flash of lightning

on a wide leachmg storm-cloud, was the noble way in Whlch Marguerite had |

" defended him.
He almost acknowledged to himself that no woman should still love a man

who had #0 proven himself unworthy, to all appearance..,
In glancing about him, his eyes encountered the letter. - icked it up me-

" chanically and in a spasm of anguish. crushed it in his hand he tears in his

eyes prevented him from notmg that his was not the first hand that had broken
ity binding,

When he recovered sufficient calmness to.scan its lines, he ‘fél6. hope rush :

back to the heart, which it had left appparently forever.

e enme o
U —
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“¢Come back 1” read he. ¢ Oh, my second father ! freedom you gay ! God
bless you?”

A Tfight vision sprang up bef‘ore him. -

‘True, he eou]d come back to France, and if ever he met the insulter punlsh
him as man’s code of honor pronounced Two things were possible in that
event, the count’s life, and the hand of Marguerite.

I must go to Russia at onée. That was all hiscourse. He almost rejoiced
anew to think that whatever tna]s the day had’ yet in store, could be eas:ly
borne by him,

He saw the count return, w:th a calmness that he hardly would have dreamt
to possess ten minutes befme

Karatefl went to the little parlor and smnounced the waiting of the carriage.

The count was quite content with what he had gained. 1lle exchanged &
word or two with the eountess, and retired to go to his hotel.

Prince Fedor, with much kindness, affected to study a copy of a Corregio in_

the farthest corner while waiting for the countess.
" Bhe did not let the opportunity escape.
* It was Ivan that spoke. first though.

“ My lady, in three months, | promise you shall know alL.”

She nodded her head in aceeptance of the pledge.

“Monsieur Ivan,” she replied in quick yet well weighed terms. “Our
fam:ly device is an anchor fast set in the deep. The motto., ‘Hold true?
Ivan,” she added stlll more lowly,and lovmgly 25 could’ be, “ Ivan, I will
wait—"

He did not hear that ber lips went farther than even 50 much and modulated
this word : R

“ Torever !”

The grating of carriage whee]s followed by the ‘rattle of it going oﬂ." al; full

“apeed, aronsed Ivan from the profound species of dream into whmh :that mur-
mur had floated him. N
He ran to the window, ) ‘ o ‘,
Too late to catch more than a glimpse,

His feelings were burbulent as the sinds in a simoon, the waves in a whlrl '

wind, they were past man’s endurance.

What wonder that ke, exhausted at last, reeled swung round ugon hunself -

. and fell full length upon the floor.

As great Julius at the base of his uvel’s image, he hod sunk bencath. the e

eascl supporting Marguerite’s presentiment. e
And the night drew nearer. The satyrs and fauns grinned at the prostrate

" man, the very angels upon the wall faded beneath the, veils of darkness, so -

- vanished the ‘goddesses, too... Nevertheless, while the shades grew. thicker, the
- gme on which he had expended 50 much toﬁ, glowed brlghter and still more’
right, )

If he dreamed of that he was happy in h;lS unconsciousness.
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CHAPTER : . 3 .
rHE  ADMIRAL NEVSKOL'—A “WESTER” ON THE NEVA.—INE CITY ON THE
: WAVES,—THE WRHECK.~—THE SAVER! . )

On the last day of N ovembm the steamer “ Admiral Nevskm, of the line
from Dantzie to St. Petersburg was sighted by the looker-out at Whlte Castle
DPoint, at the entrarce of the Neva,

At the Point; there was a station of pilots.

But at this late season, navigation wus considereéd over for the year, and the
steamer had not been L,\pectr-d ‘
Besides, the state of the W(nhhel pretented anybody gomﬂ' off to the new

arrival.

The offieers of the quarantine had '-:peiled out the initials on her flag and, to
save launching their galley in the heavy sea, prudently agreed to let her alone
[f she should earry disease to the eity, why, her eaptain “and owners coutd be
fined just as heavily a week after as at the moment,

For the last forty hours, there had been continued squalls of sleet, snow and
cold rain. * The heavens were perpetually veiled from view by the most dismal -

. of clouds, exther slate color or black,’

The high winds had- ‘leared -the waters and airs of any sign of life, such as
storm-birds, fishing fowls; and wild prigeons.

In the distance, lurldly glimmered the gil steeple% and balls of the mosques
and churches of thie City of the-Car.

That is built mostly upon piles. It is ever in peril at such times as these
and now it seemed fated to be utturly submerged.

The.waves which ran over ‘the waste to dash against its wharves and their
brittle bredstiwdtk of ice, had boei amuemg themselves’ by tossing the ste am

. vossel already mentioned.

She was a powerful little bark, having been a seal-catcher dnd altered for
steam-power to'be apphed. Thus built for suck a climate, she bore the ﬁerce
brunt of the gale‘i rather handsomely.

~ She was trying to reach the city, which lay on her lee, and yeb had to be very
cauticlts in-the’ approach. There was no trusting to the cupricious gusts, and
one more violent than another might impel her uport the- wy barriers much

" more-powerfully than was desirable.

She had lost both her anchors in attemptmg to” Lhcck her way a day bef‘ore

" in the outer harbor, oo
Her spare ones still were under h’ttches, the extreme violence OF her pltchmg o

and heaving having prcvcnted any attempt whatever to get them on deck..

‘When-one had been more daring than the pilots or the quardititine officials,
and had reached the buffeted craft, “this is what he would see. .

Boiling spray ab her plunrrmg prow and around her rudder, Whlch shook
against its pins and chains like a bonded gians.

" Her forecastle incessantly washed by the seas she took as her rather sharp
front was driven into the surge by the mighty breath of the steam; |

That clement, puffing and hissing in the boilers and cylinders, kept the ma- -

.chinery in one endless clank. Every now and then there was a jar, followed by

a harsh grating and grinding as a huge piece of ice ﬂoated in among the floats
of the.paddle-wheels, ‘

But no stoppage resulted from any of these dangerous eneonnters,

Overhead, the inconstant tempest strained the Dolt- ropes and rattled tie ice-
crusted reefilines of the only sails that- they dared to show. The main-topsail
and myin-staysail, and a little rag of a jib for steering aid, all closely reefed,
just dotted the skeletons of cordage and spars,

For a time, no one wag upon deck except a few sailors and’ their oﬁic('rs. \
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These Tritons, crusted with the frozen drift, their mittened hands deep in
their capacious monkey-jacket pockets, were leaning in the most sheltered spoty
%IBJF could find, warming their noses with their pipes like true Swedos ang

aAnes, .

Their conversation was very restricted, as whenever one opened his lips to
speak, a sudden whirl of the rain-daden air would blow. the whole sentence down

e speaker’s throat. . .

However, the snatches of dialogue run somehow thus.

“Ha, Jan Roost,” said a stout fellow, as broad as he was long, some five fest
each way, to his mate, *“ no sheepshead hreeze this !”

@ Right, ho”,” returned the other, “if your head is better ballasted than your
feet, you're like 1o be toes up among the fishes before night.” '

“Cheerful, yon are,” smd a third. ¥ Come, Jan, what if both bowers are gone
and we're Jaboring here in this heavy sea-way, it’s the engine that will take ys
in to dock right enough.” ,

“Maybe so! P'r'aps you'll be glad if the eanvas holds, let alone your new
fangled hoiling-water ! I -never. thought much of it—hear it—fizz.zizz, hufler.
snuffer, buzz !” ‘ '

He turned away in disgust and went farther from the engine-room, although |

the movement led him nearer the water that came inboard forward.

Contrary to the old tar's grumbling, the storm was moderating, and the |

tumult on the long lices of whito rollers was sensibly abating,
The course was altered & trifle now.
The captain gave over his oviginal intention of attempting a mooring ammg

the frozen-in ,shippiu.g at the Romanoff Wharves, The “ Admiral” wag pointed
to pass the first projection in the city front and seek shelter in' the indentution EZ
. there, mueh like a little bay. : N A i

Less caught now than before by the wiives, the stesmor raode ensier,
There was no attempt made to set any more sail, for a man who had been

* sent up aloft, hurried down to report that sheet iron would not hold as high up

as the top-gallant cross-trees,
The wind was raging in the hights of the air,
A quarter of an hour passed in this comparative calm, o
At that moment, the old sailor Jan gave a great shout. Quick as lightning

*he leaped in the foremast, seized a rope’s end there and swiftly wound ¢ round

him,
His warning ery was not needed. .
All saw the peril,
It was already upon them. , A
Away off, a6 an immense distance, a current of air propelling.a black cloud,
swooped down upon the turbulent sea. ’
All grew chscure as night over three quarters of the heaven, \
- This current, once on the surface, began to rush forward, plenghing the water
before it, like Pegasus flying with the share, . ‘
The first mate, who happened to be forward, caught up a capstan-bar, and
pounded loudly on the steerage hatchway :
“Ho! ho! all hands ho! tumble up, ye lubber -
He had hardly uttered the appeal than the enemy was upon the craft,
There was a howl fit to split the ears, a erash.
An immense sheet of snow, water and hail enveloped the poor “ Admiral™

from the tip of her tallest mast to the lines of her eopper revealed as she was |

borne down on her side, :

Like exploding powder, the staysails were blown noisily from their f'aétenings, :

and splinters of the spars flew along with the severed ropes.

The whole three top-masts broke, at different lengths, and snapped every

‘thread loose that should have'held them. '

5 ~After that powerful outhreak had subsided, the captain proceeded to ascertain
the extent of the damages. o . ‘
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There was one immense line of surge that culminated in a daring mass which
clambered up the exposed side like a soldier of the forlorn hope,

It made matches of the house on deck, smitting it like a hammer, and then
separated, Part found entrance in the centre hatch, which it had lifted, and part

went to loosen the deadlights of the eabin. ‘ .
In this assaolt of the elements, the elamor it made prevented the screams be-

- ing audible of halfa-dozén seamen swept away with the shattered jolly-boat and

the remains of the other destroyed portables, ..

For a space that seemed immensly long, the vessel balanced on her beam
ends', groaning in every seam. ‘ ' —

When she slowly fell back to her place, at least as nearly so as possible, for
her cargo had shifted at the shock, the wet-planks were covered fore and aft with
all the teuants unseen before. :

Seamen and poor passerigers in the fore.” R

The latter were a few Russians returning home, a Polish Jew or two; an
English boy who was going to some imperial shipyard or other, and a couple-
of women. = . o ‘ R ) ‘

There was also a mysterious man, a kind of hermit, who had kept himself

wrapped up in the hood of his ample cloak all through the voyage,
From the careful way in which he had always regarded the cabin passengers,

- his supposed business was guessed at.

Who but.a government police spy would have done nothing, spoken to
nobody, and only had eyes to observe every motion of the French Aribassador
Baron de la Tremouille, his retinue, among which one Monsieur Mistigris was
prominent, and. his eleghnt niece the Countess de Mauleon ? EEERE TR

Tence, under this supposition, our mysterious voyager was remarkably well

treated by all his fellow passengers.- '
He paid no attention to any of them, however, st
To repeat, he only noticed the personages above alluded to, and another eabin -

passenger, Count Kavateff.

014 Khor, who traveled as a servant of the latter, had been sick all the time.
The sailors swore that the old dog had brought a ease of French brandy aboard:
and had never been two howrs sober since, Under these circumstances, we
cannot say whether our mysterious man would have scrutinized the old serf as
closely as he certainly did the eduntess, or not. ‘

“To resume. . )

s

They were laconigally reported to him. e e
- “ Enginefire out,—chunk of ice bent the governor rods and split the red-hot.
pump-rod by its melting,” said the engineer appearing covered with ashes; spray
and snow., : - AT

« All the mastheads gone; and everything strained 'above the gunnel,” said
the mate. % The foremast 15 as Tose in the socket as an old man’s tooth.” '
~ “Making water fast, seems to be open in every seam near the keel,” whisper- -
ed the carpenter. , C o

Meanwhile, the disubled vessel, her weather paddle wheel all strdined out of
shape-and up in the air like a wounded bird’s wing, drifted . towards' the city
wharves. : ' T

Its outline was cne row of white and dark green mounds,

The breakers thundering up upon the ice. , : :

Although lessened considerably after its late manifestation; so nearly. fatal, -
the farewell actions of “the departing storm. were distinguished by no gentle acts; -

By extreme violence, truth to say. : ‘ : o

As o specimen, take this. Co

The seamen were trying to fasten one of the small signal guns, which had

tatoLL ]

' '
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‘ broken loose art] 'frc"vm its holdi ‘: s
\ “‘K iag}? up .('r(?m' o “planks oldings. A Iurch of the ship jerked the heavy
. At the same time, a sailor missed his footing on the ¢ : . .
. %s he rolled over on the inciine; he slid rapﬁﬂy “ng:!?{)}?:l;?i :f; s:f; the deck,
Thus entrapped, they found onseleiving i that his thigh was broken,
- in pas: g
. low mow. passengers, the lady HOF excepted, hgd one and all refused to go be-
1 prefer to meet death seeing it," said the old baron
& ! Aro H f
ha?‘(%., “ ltl WO,}]]d" be like bural ali’ve, to be sunk whilleni’nléﬁidi:l;%i%f‘ rgucrite’s
ity ;s Ifat? tphl:yI; sa{:d Jan, ?iyeing the countess’s resolute bearing adm'iringly g
4 T ! :
o b KeAa ‘{?rs‘yon er won't spare, the fresh launched any more than the
% Are we in danger now,” asked th i :
« vgith h]an % 0 lleargan_d thé’stor:n pmsidl’gjsterlous man iu the cloak, of Jan,
“.Buch & d. smils ) . :
mahogany 5}?& ; smile of wonderment as .appeared on the ancient tarpaulin’s
“Nothing to hold by and we a log!” responded '
) : d the se “
runming there would s et g seaman. “The surf
aueh.a%hing.” ) Squeezfa the ribs together of a steel ship, s'posin’ there was
. ¥ Can't we keep off—- 7 i o '

% The detice of a keep off,” interrupfed the sailor, “‘;wliy‘thié here breeze sends

theI.)lgows indover head and ears ag it is,” .
~ Disgusted at_such greenhorn queries, he went ¢ thing, b
co?‘l%rfas if ;19 lc}id not believe in his own disrifsﬂ pﬁp‘f:éﬁ{;:t something, bus s
[ we do have to give up our berths,” muttered he ohi ically, ©
:l:lu(l,lix&nsg e:o;ooh}. l.(T an Ro%st., "ve only one thing to be af?'sgdﬂg:?fll;? S:)lril{} si::c.,
A e !5 tke me s ould have never shipped on a- thing worked bya hot.
. There, appeal_'gd- on the wharf upon which they were driving, a ha'nélful'of

men. = .

vgo- o h
Pvd o

~They were such “longshoremen as had overcome the disagreeable facfng of the

weatlier in their humane desire to help the doomed ship,

.- The captain of the “ Admiral," in default of other means, had had.g, ﬂ;rﬁg

made-of a spare boom towed over the side to deaden the drift.

They tried o small kedge, but it would not hold. Either the fukes Had

br%q:hor tl?elbe[;'d straightened out on the strain, -
. Within hail of the projecting pier . ' i
! 8 _pro.]eotmg pier, they were undoubtedly going to sweep

. If the hullk was not checked then, all was over. She would be su}’e' tﬁ'-briné

up against the. opposite wall, the m ico i : 100

go Ttﬁ pieces, sliatrggred o wall. the assed ico piled against the other dock, and’
o new evil that had came to imperil her was this e

The water that filled the Jower hold had so eoinp'r'essed_ the air that it had

tried to lifs up the deck on which was clamped.and rested the heavy engine -

michinary. . . . .
}m{’f}}illl;gééllzpldafm‘ament o‘t‘ the' planks had led to a very ‘fea'lrf;ll event to bé;‘“' iln all
h%i%i{mﬁ%%?% Edii%{{r;;g:uf iron axles, df'{yei?l‘:-ty,l.ciyl;;n,cle‘rt’ ora’
do;;ntgfé&;;égggfg;::gifegggﬁhel‘l. cause the IPoor _réaltreftgﬁl\‘_‘ édmh‘fl ” to go
the ead o th alonked man, and gone o fhe showdear e Hod lowed

. The steamer was off ‘the even'keel, and no little doiv’n by the head.

Hence, it came that the captain's every word was heatd by the whole body of

passengers olike,

formed by her sheltering bulk.

. Old Jan alone offered himself.
. than from any deep belief in the practicability of the pro
v gee,” said he,  that this brave fellow is net so gonfident as
- He took the thin, strong line that Jan had got ready from him.

o #Twilldo it 1 said he. . 3
. Al he spoke, he fastencd one end round
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He had said:
¢ Prepare for the worst,
water, and only heaveri can save any one of us.

In ten m'muteé, we must b forced againét the breal-
The ship will be in splinters

_under our feet.”

“ Not the slightest chance, captain®” . -
The captain was in no mood to play the aristocrat. ‘ -

So he answered : - ‘ ‘ :

“None. We cannot fling a line to'the crowd on that dock, - 'We have no
boat. They cannot reach us, They will see ns die.” '

« How much dead water does the ship make ?” asked the cloak. ,

He pointed to the sort of placid expanse which extended inside the vessel,

1 answered the officer, a little interested.

“ A dozen yards,’ .
went on the cloaked stranger.

« How near will we pass the wharf P
“8ixty to seventy feet.”

« Can’t 2 man bear a line to them }
The captain started. a

But his inspiration of joy was short lived. . e
Jee-cold Water was not the clement for the entexprise that was proposed to be-

easily gone through.. - © ‘
«No man can,” muttered he, shaking his head.
¢ But aman that will try—-" -
“ He would freeze I o
«This man will not freeze I”
“«Who will do it ¥ ‘
&L I!” " . . . .
“You?’ . . . gy
‘«], if your crew does not number the more capable and willing.” e .
The captain, after the colloguy, which had passed more quickly than wo have
been able to write it, went forward. o .
He briefly put the idea to the men in seamen’s way. o I SR

did not want to be behind hﬁ;n‘d in dﬁriﬁg‘
posal. B §

- Yet he did so, more because he

But the cloaked man interposed then.

o o
L

his body just under his arm-pits.
He did this under the cloak. : S ) a
" He had kept himself miffled up more than ever
cabin passengers. ' ‘ e -
« Captain,” snid he, es a last word, when all was ready.
he whispered, “ to save that lady if it can be.” R
.- He leaped up on the Tee-gunnel aud balanced himself by the rain-shroud, sll
stack from the wreck aloft. - . , S e
<4 Al ready ¥ ) : e PR -
« All clear I” L
“Good-bys 1" -
“Good Juck P . ' . © T
With an athlete’s spring he cleft the air and presently the curdling water.
“When he rose he was far from the ship's side, e :
The people on the pier saw all this. - hey knew the intention. They stood

ready with coils of rope and the lcm§l shafted boathooks. - :
The swimmer, for the first time, had cast from him the wide covering which

& had hitherto been his.

since :tl‘my had all»i.jeiﬁqd the

“] on"iy 'a:‘::k‘ you,”

4
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In the transient glimpse that his form presented, those who looked, all from
1ady to cebin-boy, could see that he was a young man.

fier he had begun to swim, with a vigor that promised well to forward the -

undertaking, they could also see his face, but dimly. ‘

Vagve though its features showed, through the scowling atmosphere of the
vanishiug storm, there was something in it that made Mistigris start,

But his eyes were only the friend’s.

The evuntess, from that moment, clasped her hands in prayer for some one.
Her eyes were on the gallant swimmer, who bore the frail thread on which
hung many lives, more precious to lead them out of that maze of dangers than
Ariadne’s of old. :

The vessel forged past the pier-head. - '

Then they saw that the man in the water had under-estimated the benumbing
influence of the frigid water. . . ‘

He ¢ould not reach the dock unaided. g
. With that seaman’s skill that equals the Comanche with his lariat, one of the -

_men upon the dock had launched a coil of cord at the swimmer. :

A dozen rings encircled his head and shoulders;

He dropped his arms down by his side, trod water till he felt that he was
surely held, and gave a shous of joy.

It was too full of delight to have been merely for his own salvation. He
must have meant gladness becavse his life was ransoming the others’,

“In two minutes more he was hauled up on the pier. ) ‘

He was insensible, for the revulsion of over-wrought nature had come. They
took him up the wharf to the tavern, ' . .

While he was being edred for, the task that he had successfully begun, was
continued. - ‘ o

The. line was guickly drawn in. A hawser followed it. The bight of this
instantly passed over a spile. - ,

Thus was the ship stoppel while entering the jaws of annihilation.

All 'precaution were taken to prevent the cable chafing and withix an hour, a

second one was got on shore. Thus secured, the disabled steamer could. wait -

fill ts:;he cessation of the blow enabled communieation to be established with'the
and.
Luckily,- notwithstanding her excessive leakage, the “ Admiral Nevskoi™'
found her level, and floated, despite her depth of water. c
Next morning the French Ambassador's first act was to offer a large reward
to the stranger who had saved hiin and his fellow passengers. e
Wecks pnssed. : Co
Yet neither his promise nor the exertion of the police could unearth tlie stran-
ger who had so nobly devoted himself. - S ' .
" He had recovered at the tavern, and had left it. That was the last seéen of
im, . ' '

[l
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CI-IAP"I‘ER V.-

KALOUGA.—EHOR AMONG HIS FELLOWS.——THE RIPE FRUIT OF REVOLY—A RUB-
SIAN BEAUTY.

Ox the banks of the Dneiper, 2t véry nearly the line where it runs northward
into the government of Smolensk, was situated the Vyksounsky HEstates.. .

These belonged, since the decease of her husband, to the Princess Bariatinski.

She was the mother of the amiable Count Kuratefl,

This part of Russia is subject to strange alterations in the weather.

Although the snow was oi the ground to no little depth, still the- afternoon
on which we visit Ralouga was not unpleasant. . L

It was even warm to those dressed in furs, as the season prescribed.

The sun was within a couple of hours of going down. ‘

" A courier, however, had brought some intelligence from’ Smolensko, which
had induced the prineess to give some little holiday to the serfs. .

Assembled in the vale, in which were clustered the huts of the peasants, they
were rudely enjoying themselves. ‘

They well might be up-roarious on such ehance occasions. For this is their
life :

Taking o ploughman, he goes out at dawn of day, driving the ogen fo the
field to be there yoked to the rude plough, No matter how severe the weather,
he dares not remain in his rmserabie hut for fear of his lord's overseer, At
night only may he end his tribulation by a short repose. Even that.is liable fo
be broken into by any whim of the absolute master. S e

No wonder a sullen spirit of oppesition lurks in them.. . ca

They are loaded with taxes, for auy charge that falls on their master is always
wring out of them. ‘ . :

Their little goods, their outside earnings, the fruits of any labour in-the scan-
ty over-time, eannot be held safo by them. . o
~ Looked upon as no better than cattle, such contempt has led them to be fear-
fu] instruments to those who have been able to wield them:in uprisings.” .

" 'But their previous fighting has always been for others-than themselves. -

When they learn that they are “the people,” and that is a happy land where

" the people are free and the only sovereigns—well, a history, that gur pen is too

feeble to hint at, may be in store for the them:.
" But to return from the irresistible digression.

The scene was quite atluring. : o

The river appeared not far off, in patches of silver on-the snowy robe,

The thick growing trunks and tangled branches of black pine, cedar, larch and
lindon teées, wore glittering in coats of mail of ice. The slight.bresze stirring
made the icicles rattle and fall down on the river or into the snow, with a strange
sound as they penetrated the erust.. = - - : S

Chore were other.sounds than these. . . . . :

The peasants, some eighty in number, men and. women, and not including the
children of all ages, were chatting in low voices. . A few were singing-the old
monotonous ballad of the' King-of the Frost and the Daughter of the Gnome:
of the Mine, so well knows to lovers of Sclavonie legends. _ :

Oue man was thrumming on a cithérn a rude strain, which had much-of the
rhythm of a military march: , . S T

indeed it was that musieal marking-time which traditionally has preserved the
Pyrrhic dance, perhaps. "~ | .. , . :

Inspired by the sound, two of the setfs got up from the snow, ‘on-which they.
had lain, very ‘much like bears,.in their shaggy suits of skins of sheep, rabbits
and hares. ‘ : . . '
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They borrowed bracelets and other ornaments of the women to array them.-
selves more martially. One took a large sheet of bark for a shield; Xach
fortified himself with a hearty draught of Birch wine,

The play then commenced.

They were supposed. to be chiefs or captains, selected like the Horatian
brothers to represent their several elans.

W]th a preliminary whoop, they came towards one another in & most furious

, and made a great fight-in the heroie style, musical time, stamping of feet,

turnmn‘ of backs, The slow act;lVlty, if one may so expross it which they

showed in ieapmg from side to side in the constrained position in which men
with knives fight, seemed very remarkable,

The splinter of pine which each brandished répresented a short sword or a
dagger,

gh:s opening was hailed with applause for both “QOsip” and “ Yatchlka,”

The Littler of the two was Osip. According to the poetical justice, he was
likely to be the vietor.

After a while Osip, who had eontrived to be the hero of the scene, finding
himself evenly matehed, commenced, in pantom:me, to make spikes under cover
of his shield.

These spikes consisted of little lengths split off his dagger, and used, as min-
iature javelins to annoy his foe. S

. The latter, being without a shield was considerably puzzled by this,

Osip charged upon this, and, in the end was' successful, and his foe, lame and

helpless, was dispatched after a courageous pas sewl upon one leg. Thenen.

sued a wild fandango of trinmph round the body, while the single cithern was
played so_energetically that a whole orchestra seemed to be plesent

Presently, amid the yells of the serfs, Osip tore off his enemy’s head—that is
Yatchka's wolfskin cap—and danced about with it On more attentive cxamm.
ation, the miserable man recognized the features of his brother, and howled.
After sunulatmc grief and horror muech ag it is done at an Opera, he adopted a
bold resolutlon, seized his brother’s shoulders, spat furlously into the cap, and
thrust it upon the dead man's head. Upon which the brother leapt to his feet,
and the two exccuted a ‘ pas de congratulation’

The serfs were s0 overcome by the excellence of this ]ast idea, that thelr ap-’

plause was something tremendous,
" The appearance on 1 the road eoming down into their theatre, so to say, of a
stranger catised them to pause.
It was from fear that the overscer was this new comer.
Bus a glance at the long white beard which had made Mistigris regret his in-
ability to have the owner pose for an hour, led to iustant recocrmt‘.lon
Shouts, as loud as the late ones acclaiming the excellence oi the dance, rung
out. ‘
«01d Khor! wdcome Welcome home, Khot I”
Men and women clustered around the o0l serf to shake his hands.
A wild “hooraw 1” not unlike the Cossacks’ charging ery vang about him.
It was clear that the venerable man was looked upon as quite a patriarch from
his being the oldest serf on the domains. -
~ From the hardness of their life, few of the men escape bemg pre‘maturely
aged at about forty.
Khor was comparatively hale, and he was past suity o
He replied profusely to their good wishes, and took a seat on a pile of skins.
“ Glad to see you so well, my children. 1. trust the néw mistress has made
“you all joyful” .
Not a very vehement assent was given to thxs query.
"Khor dld not nomce this,. however He was looking around carefully,
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« But where is my girl—where is Acouling ¥’

At the call, & young girl who had fallen asleep on the lap of s elder]y wo-_
man awoke. She had hardly seen the old man, than she bounded like an ante.
lope towards him. He seemed excessively pleased to enfold her in his arms.

He exhausted over her all the words oi endearment that the Russian tongue

ermits,
i Do I kiss you once more, my da:]mg, gaid he. “My dove! my wood-
pigeon! my blossom of the strawbarry tree!”

Thet he drew from his packet one of those necklaces which are to be bought
for a fow sous at any little toyseller’s stall on the boulevards,

# There,” cried he, holdmc it up in the sun. “See what'I have bmught for
my Acoulina all the way from Paris.”

That was very nearly equivalent to saying that he had procured lt in the
moon.

Simple and unaﬂ‘ected as a babe, Acoulina took the present. in gladsome
amazement.

She went to show it to all the girls, and, finding them lukewarm in praise of
~finery that was not for them, she contmucd to rrloat. over. it all to herself

. She found time however 0 ask her father : ;

“Did you see lvan in Paris, father ?

“Not exactly. But he was there and well,”

¢ Isn't he commcr home ¥’ continued she very eagerly

“1 believe so0, * answered Khor,

And he added to himself: “1 hope so.

“When ¥° .

“1 don’t know." , o

“Soon 7! . ' o 3:':‘

¢ T can not tell.”

Thus rebuffed, she lified her pretty, rounded shoulders, and wenl; awny to har
father's hut. . ‘

She said, to prepare his supper. I am afraid that the neoklace hnd more

« parading before the little fragment of broken glass that formed her mtrror than
- -the corn-cake and can of bitter beer,

In the meantime, Khor had been deeply pondemng over the t;houghts which

Acoulma’s questions upon her brother's whereabouts had evoked.

The serfs had gathered around him, t.hls time bidding the -women to keep

i aloof,

Each was nudging his neighbor 0 be the spokesman, They evxdently had

" some Important communieation to make to the old man, f'or they said :

“ Ask Khor! Youl” :

“ No, you,” each put off the other with

The Ob_]ect. of all this subdued clamor could not fail to bo struck by it.

Perhaps his keen if aged eyes had -espied something in their manner, that
chimed in with his musings, " May beé a promise of the seed ha had scattered
within the last few yeats, yleldmg harvest at last.

“ Well what is it 7" mqulred he, « Somethmg You want to ask o]d Khor ¢

They nodded. -

“ Come, out with it! ’

“There has been nothmg but misery since the old lord’s death,” sald Yatehks

P, , o L

~ at last.

Khor smiled at th@ prelude.
“ Every day is worse than that which went before.”
“ Is the princess so cruel ¥ asked Khor, ‘
-“If she is not,” said Oslp, ¢ Steinhardt is.”
"« Who is he?
“ Oh, you have never seen him.”
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# Who is he, I ask ¥
“The new overseer. A Pole, and their love for the Russians is great, heaven

and the saints know !” groaned Yatchka,
“The rations are reduced,” Osip resumed “hut our tasks doubled, we may

not draw water or hew wood for ourselves”

, “I told you so,” almost chuckled Khor. ¢ After feeding you on cucumbers, ,
" theyll bring you down to munching the peelings alone and grass.”

“Yes, but what shall we do ?” eried all.

“ What can you do, stupids? Have you not heard me speak before ! T who
have heard my fathers tell of the rising in olden time. My children,” said he,
almost eloquently, “1 have been to Paris, and 1 have seen the place where a
king, as great as our father the ezar, was imprisoned like a thief—

“Ah!” murmured the serfs, llcluno- their lips.

% And Pve stood on the spot whre that king and his queen lost their heads,
no-less easily than their crowns. My sons, they had boyards rich as ours in that
eountry, and pessants poor as we.’

“ YesI” said all eagerly.” - '

“But the peasants joined hands one night, Just as we may do.”

HA &, *

“A{ld their brothers in the city Just‘, as mlsemble, were told of it, and they
knew their friends. In a-word, the slaves have been fres ren ever since I”

“Hree, free [ muttered the hearers, rolling the word on their tongues as
luxuriously as the opium-eater his ball of the enchanting drug.

" “Who do you make the whip for # asked Khor.

“ Tor the overscer.’

4 Who does He use it on I sneered Khor again,

. Osip gave a significant twitch to his back.

“ (n us, worse luck I” said he. :

“Jb is-as easy to make a lance-pole as a whip-stoek,” resumed the old man.
« Axos that. will fell great oaks will surely eleave our little great men! and
pine splints will kindle the fire to consume the palaces.”

There was no loud outery at this. The knitting of brows in determination

showed that the insurrectionary teachings were heard, however.
“Old Khor is right,” muttered they.
At this juncture, one of the women began smgmg
“ Sitence,” said Khor: *“There’s Yould's wife giving us the warning.”

The person who interrupted the conference by appearing in' view, walked with

“an air that betrayed how high was his own opinion of his consequence.

He was: a tall, burly ruffia lkn in pretty good dress of black- cloth edged with
black fur. On hls head a fur cap, studded with wild beast's teeth as ornament,
At the other extremity, high boots. In his belt was stuck, ostentatiously, &Whlp‘
of several Tashes and with a short handle. :

He was the new overseer; Master Coghlant Sﬁomhardt

He was not in a bad humm', for. a wonder.

“Oh! sud he, “So this is the celebrated old Khor that my lady speaksso
highly of.! Ah! So. you could not keep away from your kind mistress, eh ¥

“Nor {rom my mastér Steinhardt,” rejoined Khor, bending low.

The fellow was pleased by the humlhty He had had a fear that the old
serf. was going to be a rival in favoritism about the grounds' Lo

"However, he could not long keep in temper,

He turned roughly on the nearest man.

“ Here, Osip,” said he, you will be wanted up at the, great house to-morrow
morning to fetch wood, Noble company is expected.” .

‘He gave a crack of his cat-0-nine-tails significantly, .-

: % But 1 have my wood to bring in, master supermtendent » remonstrated
the luckless fellow.
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" Do you dare argue? Is my lord and his guests to be cold while your cot:

tage roasts with cedar? o as you are bid.”
“ But look you, good overseer————
“Not a word.” :
* The serf had stepped up to him and not very secretly stipped.a coin into hm

hand.
Steinhardt felt that it was a silver rouble. e calmly stowed it away and

motioned Osip to be off,

“«Well,” said he, “now thas [ come to think of it, Yatchka may as well -
bring in the faggots instead of you.” ‘ .

Yatchka felt his pockets in despair.

# Have you anything to say ¥’ said Stemhardt

“Nol” replied the serf, adding to himself; “not a grevenik, not a copper I

“You see,” observed the intendant complaeently, 95 he balanced hxmse]f' on .
his long legs, “I'm not such & hard driver after all ”

“ Oh no I chorussed all servilely.

“ Indeed no,” chimed in old Khor; “ did you mark how Osip convinced him

-with a single word ¥’

“Ah! ah! the intendant’s the man[”
“See here, broke out the object of this adulation, “my lord’s coming home.
There is to be no more of your loitering and grumblmg If Teatch you at any

. more mummery, any more singing and dancing.”

He finish>d the phrase by action. The kick that he gzwe the cithern sent it
from the hokler’s hands half a dozen yards off,

“ Oh I moaned the latter, picking up the split pieces, * you have brokeu my
poor. guitar ”
~ “Your poor head will be broken if you try your caterwauling again,” return-
ed the overseer. * Put on smiling fices, you dogs, for lords and ludies are vom-
ing this night. If you don’t look happy and cheertul, *ware the whip!”

And he let the lashes ont at the nearest of the peasants

The females and children of the gathering had dlspersed and gone into then-
cabins.

The men were stealing away also.

Khor whtched the bullymg manners of the new superior with quite a pleased
air.

The train of his thoughts would have revealed whence came his delight.

“ Ah " mused he, © they are belng ground down to that extent that thelr
wits are sharp. 1 like the promise of things. Thanks to Ivan, I will have a
young soul to my old body at Jast ! He will come, he must come ! Then we
will see if 0ld Khor was not right in waltmg me o

.As he mused, a little hand was thrust into his,

“ Are you going home, father," smd Acoulma, “or are we to stay to seq the
‘Tords and ladies ¥

““No! get you home, and keep yourself shut upf would you go among

" wolves! they ‘are worse than wolves " said old Khor in a fierce undertone,

Its intousity alarmed the young girl. 8till she obeyed aud retraced her st;eps
in silence,
. The old serf went to join the group that Steinhards was _]usa parting from.
He gave them a threat as farewell. .

"“Yes, go!” repeated IChor to them, when Steinhardt was out of hearing.

“Go, put on your clean shirts, ye that have them! ye without, button up your

caftans! And mind and be in smiles if you never wear merry faces again.
The lotds and ladies must see pretty peasants! Go, my lambs ! go, my sheep "
Then he altered his tone to one of deepest bitterness.
“ Go, my dogs!” thundered:he, .
A fow instants aftér the place was deserted,
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‘A little before dark, the notes of a courier’s bugle called all of themm out of
their huts.

They ranged themselres on either side of the road, while half-a-dozen sleighs -

" jingled by,
J ‘1%1 then{ were the Countess de Mauleon, Mistigris, Prince Fedor Khovalenski,
and the servants aceompanying them, in this visit of the Princess Bariatinski,

It was Karateft' that had proposed the excursion, and he had put the invita.
tions in such a way that the Countess de Mauleon had been compelled to yield

. to it'and her unele’s assent, - , ‘

The count intended to come on next day or so. :

“Well,” said Mistigris to the countess when they were inside of the great
house. “ What does my lady think of the country "

“The snow hides it, Ishould say, yet it is picturesque,” said Marguerite.
“T only had a glance or two at those serfs that cheered us—their attire is just
the thing for an artist, is it not ?” )

“Oh, very much so,” responded Mistigris, “ I shall be busy sharpening cray:
ons while I stay. 1don’t suppose you noticed a ver s very sweet face in the
doorway of one of the huts we glided by.” .

“Oh,no! A woman?" S

“Yes, a mere girl. 1 only had a glimpse, and she drew back on meeting my
ayes.” ' ‘
% What was she like, pray 7°

“I meant to sketch her. She—she was the true country maid, freshness of .

health blooming on her nicely rounded cheeks. Her farge brown eyes were
bright and yet peaceful, her forehead sweetly intelligent—m—>

“ What a love of a child ! interrupted the countess smiling.

“In & word, I never saw such rich development in such youthfulness, giving an
artist the idea of complete beauty ! my lady of Mauleon excepted,” concluded he,

The reader will see why we left the painter to draw Acoulina’s portrait, and
did not-attempt it ourselves.

CHAPTER VIL

IVAN AT HOME.;.BROTHER AXD BISTER.—LOVER AND LOVED,—THE BHATTERED
HOPES,, C

Arovr the middle of the following day, the same young man, in the same
cloak and hood that had marked the saver of the  Admiral Nevskoi,” was
slowly approaching the Vyksonnsky Estates, ) . .

At times, he walked with feverish celerity, At ofhers, he scarcely moved
forward at all, as though some forbidding phantom was waving him back., He.
stopped on the summit of the. hill ‘overlooking the serfs’ village. C

“AhY said he, gazing about him. . # The place looks little changed since [
\Svas playing in my father’s cottage, there below, and called little Fvan the

erf, :

The gilt dome of a ‘church in the distance attracted his view. '

_ “Oh! St. Georges still unscathed by lightning or time,” said he, “T wonder
whether the mood Priest,' Papa Polonins, is still alive. He taught me to read
and write. Blessing or curse to me, I owe him purest gratitude for the gifs.”

He descended into the valley slowly: N ‘

Strange o0 say, some forboding oppressed Ivan’s mind. At the threshold of -
the settlement to his hopes, he dreaded to cross it, and know all. . ‘

Yet what had he to fear? Nothing had told him of the facts, and as much as .

he knew was entirely in his favor,

'

ing back 7’
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A fow serfs only were met by him as he proceeded through the peasants

qu?;itse ‘I;;nuﬂiled' up face and shrouded form hardly eaused them to bestow a glatice

upfknlglrtr'l-dmen wolf-dogs, mongrels and strays about the cabin, skulkegi‘up near -
him., A few were puppies. They were setting up.a snarl, when their elders,
mors experienced, gave them a nip or two, which,‘in dog’s language. seemed to
an, * keep quiet.” y .
m(”l‘hé old d%g;ls remembered him, beyord.a doubt. i
“[ gould paint my ¢ Ulysses and the dog Argu;,’ now,” nuttered tvan, )
He sighed, and added in a melancholy tone, like ashes to the sparkle of his

former sp?ech‘: Hold. oaletto again 2" | ‘
" % Shall [ ever hold palette again _ . .
Hi ll?ad rsached thepsmaﬂl but neat hut, in which Mitigris had espied Acoulina

the previous night. : .

Fvan regarded it with something of a smile, .

« suppose father is safely here and dear little sister! She must be a great
girl now |, She promised to be pretty.” : ‘

A shudder erept over him, i : . - |
'+ # Oh, heaven, grzmt my wish, if only that { may snatch her from this lifal” :

As he murmured this prayer, he familiarly lifted the lateh and entered the

cottage. : .

The only person in the room was Acoulina. '

Sh: wasy in]tting by the fire, her back towards the door, which she had not

heard open. o : ' ,

“ Ah, there she is 1" exclaimed Ivan. . ‘
-The eold air that accompanied the artist’s entrance brought the sound of his
rords to her ears, ' o ) )

" OSrh; sprang to her feet, blushing extremely and only delighted with one thing,
She had the new neccklace on. Seeing the handsome young man, fo_r,he‘ had
thrown his mantle open, she concluded it could only be the new lord.

“This is your house, my pretty peasant,” said Ivan, guessing the true cause

of her cmbarrassment. :

“ My futher's, my lord.”

With a profound courtesy.

. %s he not the peasant named Khor ¢”

“Yes, my lord.”
“ And have you not a brother ¥’
“Ivgn, my lord.”
] bring news of him.” - o
“ Oh, my lord 1" ejaculated she. % Have you seen Ivan, is he well, is he com-

%[ have seen him, he is well and is coming home.”

“8oon, my lord ¥’

“To.day " C - . '

“Oht ‘ ' y »

% And don’t 1 deserve a kiss for the news ¥ Ivan said advancing.

“ My lovd " she cried, retreating from his open arms,

But he was more active than she, and: embraced her warmly. -

She still fluttered like a netted dove, and seveamed, '

“ My lord ! oh, let me go, you mustn’t ! what will my father say "

“ Why, don’t you know. me, Acoulinal Don’t know Ivan your brother 2

She hurst out with laughter at her fears, and no longer restrained from
returning the kisses that had covered her lips. .
/4 Oh, Ivan come home ! [ must vun tell futher ! oh, you dear ?
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. And after a dozen ‘kisses more, she plueked herself from the painter's arms

- and rapidly darted ous of the hut. ‘

As Ivin Jooked out of the window at her flight, he saw a group of several
persons that Acoulina had to pass. ‘ : .

~ They were all muffled up in furs, and the distance prevented him distinguish-

inig their features, o
One of the men, there were two, and two females, turned his head and looked

after Acoulina, when she had passed them.

“The yoke sits but lightly en her)”” muttered Ivan. “Butin a year or so
she would learn all the misery, 1 will wait till 1 see father, and then [ will
hasten to the mansion to see my other father. - Fe has the most to give me:
Freedom " ' :

In that word was eomprised everything dear to his heart.

“The four persons whom he had descried through the window, were slowly
walking that way. ' ' o

One, a short, stout woman, in very rich sables, who did not seem to relish
the pedestrian exereise, was the pilot of the little party.

She was the Princess Barfatinski. .

The younger lady, in a dark robe, and with a mantle and cap trimmed with

ermine, was the Countess de Mauleon. Her eyes, through her veil, were feast-

ing on the quiet loveliness of the snow carpeting all around.
Mistigris and Prince Fedor formed the escort, - ‘
“Thére, my dear, this i3 the last of the serf’s, houses,” said the princess,
ointing to Khor's dwelling. “Suppose we go up to the house now. My son
Eas ordered the fluwver garden to be blooming magnificently to please you
. expressly.” ' ' :
“] prefer to see the serfs,” answered Marguerite.
« How singular ! prefer such things to blossoms !
Marguerite smiled. : S ‘
. % The human form divine, you know ! and then serfs have souls, and flowers

do not.” - : ‘ :
_The princess set the poetic speech down as some Parisian idea beneath or

above her ken,

«But do not let me detain you.from the house,” went on the Mauleon. I
will excuse the prince. Monsieur Mistigris will keep me company, I shall
want him to sketch me that old snow-laden tree or that cluster of icicles.”

@ Pleasant sketching with great bearskin gloves on,” said Mistigris not very
-enthusiastically to himself. ' ‘ ‘ ' T

After this, the princess, even if her inclination that way had been less, could

* hardly have remained beside the countess. Bhe took Khovalenski’s arm, and
they procesded towards the mansion. . .

4 My dear Mistigris,” said Marguerite, do .not forget that you are artist; to
the embassy, and that 1.act for my uncle.” R

«QOh, | am ever at your ladyship’s command.” o '

“ Well, as o favor and an order, do go and sketch that little ruined stone
cross in the hollow there. 1 will come to you when you finish.” -

It was equivalent to declaring that she could dispense’ with his company,
also. _ :

« understend,” thought Mistigris to himself. 1 suppose she imagines all

those servants up at the house are spies on her, and she wishes to commune

with herself.” : ' ‘

" He withdrew. ‘ ; ' T o
] may meet that pretty girl again,” anid he, going away. * Some consola-

tion there, at oll events.” s ‘ NI ‘
He had guessed correctly. The countess felt sure that some little hint, per-

haps, in Count Karatef’s letters to his' mother, related to herself, .
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The bearing of the maids that she had been forced to have in addition to fler
own, eonvinced her that every word she let drop was borne to their mistress

Excapt the hours of sleep, this moment was the very first of solitude that
she had. ‘ ‘

She: was alone now, ' :

The hut of Khor was to all appearance deserted. -

She gave free course to her thoughts, as she sat down in the seat in its porch.

They were many and diverse, and yet all flowed from one source: Love, and
to one end, Ivan.. ’ 7

Was it he that had plunged into the waves to save her and her cc-nmpanions?
It wag ke him to have voyaged with het, unknown, unsuspected 's0 a3 to be
“ever beside her if danger should drise. Bhe was happy to believe 'this.

He had fixed a time after which he wis to reveal to her the mysterious cause
of his appearing a poltroon under her very eyes.

The space was now nearly over, T

She felt that her passion was too lasting to bind him to a Shyloeld’s strictness
in keeping the bond. ‘

If he had left Paris and attached himself to her wanderings, where was he
now? Might he not be near her, sormewhere in Russia, in 8t. P;tersburg wh
not nearer still ? T Y

Love finds a way, ‘ .‘

“{0h, that he were by me only for an instant, just till I i
and drank in a gladden:{ng syllugie of hig ” ') breathed one Word'

_As though her wish had been formed of the magician’s words of power, she
beheld a form, unfolding & eloak about it, reveal itself to her. ’

Ivan stood in the doorway of the cottage by her vefy side,

Each started as if they were spectres.

“You? ‘

“You?

“lvant”

. “The countess

They had to recover from their exceeding surprise.

“ lvan, the period is ended that you laid down,” said the 1ady at last, some-

11

*‘what reproachfully.

#1t is indeed nearly gone, my lady. This ver, : ‘painful
& nde . y day I shall end the painful
dou‘bts weighing on me,” said the painter, “Iam her{; for that 'purposel.)” :
The countess was unaware of the speaker’s precise meaning. Otherwise, she -
would have been the instrument to woard him with a crushing revelation.’ ‘
“I ask you, lady, for a little space longer.” : ‘
:: My promise to wait is extended, at your wish.” .
Telldmei, th;sln, iny gd&y’ i}f—when I shall have found that my hopes are
answered~—[ will also find that you are the same Marguerite that |
with that avowal in Paris,” e ueritn ghat blessed me
“ No, not the same.”
Ivan looked at her in anxicty. But she was smiling, 2 lil adly )
‘ . smil
colemnly : y miling, & httlg sadly or rather
“ Not the same Marguerite,” the countess continued. *“ The weeks that have
fﬁtssed bgtw?ﬁn hav&g':yt;n me 4 lesson each day. 1 hope I have profitted by -
em, and will carry out the teachings as a lovin i '
o : g ving woman loving a worthy man
lvlan bowed.
“t was'you that saved all those poor people on the ship?"
I ship?
« Il;T'Iuder God, yes. For love of 1;rou—f—-—B ‘ & '
“Not only. You risked your life in & cause which i
ol ch
than my single existence,”. ’ L vas for more precious :
“ As you will,”

1
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% Tyan, your hand.”

His ﬁngers enclasped hers,

Singular to say, and yet truthfully, thls wasg the first time that their hands,
ungloved had came in contact.

Etiquette and their mutual secret had prevented so intimate a contact.

Ivan felt the tormenting misgivings flee from hun ag the little white mouse
nestled within his larger grasp.

# Ivan, I am sure that Life will be as without the sun if you are not my com-
panion,”

“Tver yours, through life till' death, Marguerite !

As their hands exchanged the paessure, and their eyes a look, the voice of

- Acouling rang out a little way offy

“Tyan " sho called.

“Somte one is calling you V" said the eountess.

She withdrew hér hand and thrusk it ikto the erraine gauntlet agam

% Jvan 1” arose the appeal again.

“ A woman,”: said Marguerite, not without a tinge of questmnmg

“Yes gp friend replied the pamt-er

« All fortune attend you I

% Yes, Marguerite, pray for mel 1 Irm.ve need of prayers,”

As ho said this, he darted away in the direstion where his sister wried out.

He found her éxtremely agitated. . Bub on inquiry. her whole alarm had

sprung from the fact that Mistigris, espying her while drawing, had ealled out’

for her to keep the attitude she was in. Bat her ignorance of I'rench and the
appearanee of a stranger, brandlshmg crayon-holder and sketch-book had induced
her to take to flight.

Ivan led her to the ¢dbin,

Acoulina had imparted the intelligence to her f‘athcr.

Ivan laughed at her encounter with the artist. He guessed, from her descnp
tion, what the formidable armament of the unknown was.

“We'll make you aceustomed to chalk and brush ere long,” said he laughing, ‘

Khor came in at this moment, The father and son embraced with no little
warmth, .

Acoulina soon left, them alone, while she busied herself preparmg> simner in

_the other room of the dwelling, ‘

At last, Ivan rose,

“} must hasten to the great house, father, and see the prince. I only delayed
to give you the proper salutation first.” . '

Khor smiled in his mysterious way.

¢ Prince Bariatinski is not up at the house.”

“No! Provoking. Where is he ?”

“ By St. George’s Church.” ‘ ,

% Ah, gone to see Papa Polonius. Oh, then his stay will be short,”

“Ig w1U be till the earthquake of* the L‘lsf: Day comes I” )

% Father ! what do you mean ¥’ L

# The old lord rests in a grave under the southern wall, Even th dead
boyards must not be cold in their tombs ! added Khor, in & biting tone.

Ivan paid that no attention, It was as if' the suspended blade had fallew and
pierced his heart. .

4 Dend, dead,” he 1‘epeated with bloodless llps :

“He dled about five days before 1 left home to go abread.”

“Ah! So it was you that was the old sick man always in the eabin of the
* Admiral Nevskol,” father ¥

¥ Yes, how did you know anything about that 3°
. “Never mind. Oh! Tam out of my mind! Tam like a Wolf ina p1tfall
unknowing which way te turn,” .

;
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Ehor still kept that unaccountable smile on his wrinkled face.

“ But his widow—oh, a woman cannot resist my appeal!”

Ivan was pacing the ﬂoor in anguish,

«T will go to her!” ‘

“Stay, Although she is mistress according to ]aw ? said Khor coldly, * the
real masteris her son.”

s there a child ? Oh, a boy of three or four, t:hat cannot matter.

“ A son by a former marriage, Ivan, A man/

“What kind of a man ¥’

"¢ Hark!”

Khor flung open the door,

The loud chceun(r of. the serfs betokened the arrival at last of the new lcrd

“ He comes.”

The shouts increased in lovdness. The serfs were escortmg their master who
had alighted from his sledge, to walk u? the road.

“I'must go and join in the grectings,” said Khor,

' Darting & soratinizing lock at his son, he left the hut,

In & few moments, “the rich dress of a gentleman appeared among the
tamultuous gathering of whooping savages in sheepskin and furs

Ivan saw the face, and he turned pale.

A voice that he knew as well as the countenance, was rhudﬂulc

“That will do, my joyful but odoriferous f'rwnds, lt sald. “ Keep out of the
wind!” -

« Count Karateff!” eried Ivan, clatching at the door to save him from f'allmg
“ Lord have mercy on me! She is lost to me! 1am loss[”

o ey —

CHAPTER VIII.

THT TRIUMPH OF EVIL—A TORTURE OF THE DAMNED,—EKHOR POURS OIL ON THE
SMOULDERING EMBERS.—THE OUTBEEAK.——LASHED UNDER HER EYES |

Tur eount as we have said \appeared to the applause of his # enthusiastic
bul; odoriferous friends,” to quote from his own speech, ]

Iis mother and her party had espied his arrival from the portmo

. 8teinhardt had introduced himself to the count.

Karatefl saw at the first glance that he was a fellow to his taste, and received
his obeisance very graciously. ‘ |

Karateff examined the facos around him, ‘

“ Khor,” said- he, * you say your son is here. Where 4

Khor motioned to his hut.

% (30 bring him forth.”

But Ivan had heard the order, o R

He ‘opened the door and stepped out, " His face was pale, it was trne. ~ That
lmplled aaything but cowardice.

His air was that couragéons determination to bear even the tortures of the
damned soul, which is worn by the stern fmnmersmeu when chained to the
[ndian’s etake . ) ‘

Karateff was full of joy.

The prey had been lured into the trap,

In Paris, he could have been met with haughty deﬂance

Here, on his grounds, his slightest word was equal to an imperial ukase.

“Jg this the bearing of a sorf before his master 2 he involuntarily exclaimed.
* Bteinhardt stepped up to Ivan, who never flinched.

-
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log}c{thz}mlt mﬁt his Emrfi_e him quail, and almost vepent the act
. “Is this the garb of a serf)” continued Karateff, “ Khor. hs ‘
of a serf, 4 or, have you
caftan. Také your son in, and let me see him next attired as bef)irts hri}I(I)lt’fm o
Slowly Khor led away his son. - '
g’he count laughed inwardly as they entered the cottage.
. F}’ﬁx! fth}:;s is revenge of the right vintage at last,” murmured he
ull of his 5 ‘his progr e, esoc
beore enjoyment, he rclbumed his progress to the house, escorted as
AAE t}ﬁe porhticoi‘ his mother and the rest received him,
t, e S- t, 7 on - Ll . .
b ight of the countgss, Karateff suddenly whlspered somel}hu?g to Stein-
%ﬁe ovgrsleer }\;Vent back on the road towards Khor's dwelling,
¢ sun lay hot upon p i i i
ately m N§ pon tbe front of the house, and the party did not immedi
“1 have a little present to make your ladyship,”
s yship,” observed Karateff, smiling
“Oh! you overwhelm the dear countess wi i ’ said the
“Oh ! with " sai
Prineess Barfatinsli, " your Kindness,” said the
‘I‘( Ees,” went on the count; “sec!”
or, accompanied by his daughter, and his son, who wore th
] i : ¢ ¢ y
frock and rough leggins of twisted straw and willow bark, had ba::r%?‘gglélrﬁ;
+ hither by the intendant.  “Come here,” said Karatoff to Acoulina, “ This girl
will be your maid, my lady. She is [van's sister, by the bye!” ' g
}"me'giucme caughbl}er underlip between her teeth in her sudden stars
- O?l. Itforgqs, ds‘ﬂld tgwI couﬂt, with a pretended frankness, “ you did not
ow the true standing of the ollow- you conde oni
st yon g of & ¥ scended to patronize,
Although Ivan did not dare to look towards the lady 2t this moment, never-
w L
So noble that he, in his rough attire,

e lifted his hand to strike the hat from Ivan’s head, and did it, too, but the

theless his glance was lofty and noble.
seemed a hundred times more ring i i
o : t;he prince than he who domincered over him so
E{I]gtigrls eould hardly contain his indignation.
T};You]see we hi:ve the laugh terribly against you, countess.”
e clements of weakness existing. in the Countess de Maul in ever
con, &s ’
womar, told helr, urged her, that she must now subdue the passi(;n c:vlllli]cﬁv!f;g
spr];ug tromfhehef‘ in the true worth of its object, .
" But one of her bleod t 4 ;
cattlel ‘ od to be fzmmourcd gf a slave, a clog, a ‘sort of human
Perchance her aricestresses, in the days when the manners of Maintenons and

Dubavrys were aped, had let rumor couple their names with those of stalwarth

fo(i;men and handsome lackeys. -
ut' never had they dreamt of marriage, of misalli i

u, they arria : ance with “ such things.”
Should a sentiment, however powerful, 'dl’-ug a Mauleon down to thg It;l‘lglg%f
& groveler in the Russian dust and sleet ? .

Yet the ]ov.e,thgt_t she almost scorned now to entertain, bade her gain time
 She forced a smile, assumed a dignity always at her beck, and g]sﬁlced at Tvan
ins mode that. seemed to bury him in oblivien from that moment, I

“You are right, count,” said she. o

§lg approached him confidentially,

f course, you will not mention my absurd— ' i
mother,” whispered she, d iy absurd espics o your
“ I?f'f{ou may rely on me.”
« H i .
¥y mistake was so uatural, count,” contimied Marguerit ically
% the peasant always condueted himself like s g oo tically,
8 a tl
fongot Rimaclt ot gentleman, so strange ! he never

Ivan the .

e i B R e B i L DoE et TR i
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Karateff prétended' to see nothing important in this sentence or two. But it
was evident that the allusion had struek him. :

« Clome, cbafess that we have the Taugh terribly against you, countess. The
Trench say that open confession makes the heart glad.” .
"« acknowledge it,” said she. '

But she added to herself

«The Freneh also say that they laugh best, who laugh last!” .

"Oh, that Ivan had caught that remark of hers. Its tone was full of trust in the
fature that he had renounced. ‘ , .

Karateff had turned to Steinhardt. . .

“ Overseer,” said he, “see that this man is putto work to-day. I except him
from the holiday. e has been wrongly brought up, and it is quibe time he was
taught his place.” - : :

“Qh, my lord,” intervened Marguerite, bestowing an ap%ealing smile on Kara- °
teff, “please consider. You humiliate me in purishing him in my presence.”

She 1aid her hand on the count’s arm, : )

That little action won her the battle,

« Never mind, Stienhards,” said Karateff. *1 will give you orders to-mor.
row, I see my mother has gone in. ~ May I have the honor ¥
. Rhe took his arm. She durst not glance towards Ivan.

« Acoulina, follow us; your things will be brought up to the house to-night,
See to that, Stienhardt. Come, my lady.” — '

They entered the house. Mistigris and Acoulina brought up the rear. The
former had tried to exchange a sigh with Ivan, but in vain.

Pl get his pretty sister to teach me Russian,” mauttered ho, That will be

some consolation.”
The serfs went off to enjoy their feast of millet and quass, & generous gift in

hotor of the lioliday. ‘ _

“ (Fo,” said Steinhardt, driving them before him. “Go to cram your bellies!
But, are you not going to give a farewell shout to the noble master that lets
yout make brutes of ;yoirselves for nothing! Roar your thanks for the liquor,
dogs ¥ . ' ' : . .

They raised a feeble cheer. -

“ Do you call that gratitude ? cried the intendant, lifting his whip.

He gave poor Yatchka a cut that made him jump ten feet, and emit a bellow
like'a bull’s, :

“ That!s something like; another for your lord and father.” .

Khor plucked lvan by the sleeve. The young man had remained in the same
statuesque position, half calmuess, half defiance. .. '

He let himself be led along the road. . .

He had been in a kind of stupor ever since the mask had been stripped off
hin in her dear prosence. e had dimly seen her pride offended; her almost
caressing of hi§ hateful enemy. -What was all the misery before him, now, as
compared to that torment. ‘

Serf, serf!

It kept toliing in his ear, like the knell over his departed hopes. )
~ In time, under the rude usage.of his future life, he would no doubt become
debased like his fellow-slaves. There was the wish for that degrading springing
up in him, Debarred from thought of her, such blotting out of his mind would
be a merey. Better the boor blissful in ignorance than the enchained freedman
who had tasted of liberty’s fount. ’

Khor had not interrupted his son’s reflections.
estimate of the struggle going on in that brain.

They reached. the hut.

Ivan flung himself upon a stool, and leaning ‘on the table, buried his face in
his hands. : i

He had formed a rather jusf
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If he could have wept, the bitter tears might have 'll'elieved Bim.
Il?}]lt his elxccsswe grief was past sobs or tears. :
or took o bottle and horn out of a secret nook in ¢
He tapped his son on the shoulder. f iotho cqpboard.
rIIY}]aa.ll looked up wildly. g
e old man presented the filled up horn to hi
He shool his head. 2 o
“Take jt, child. - It will comfort yon”
““ Cor.nf;?rt, father? No! what kind of comfort may the slave have 7
I Th}s,h } t(}]m. Oldt{lnala said, pressing it on him. “ Theslave's only :zomfort "
ml . e s a . . - . . i . -
it h%m.“ rive the demons crucifying ‘that love, still alive though bleeding,
Ivar snatehed the ¢ 3 p sther i
bott]e'himsgl ﬁe e cup, emptied, and another and another, ‘ Khor dramgd the

For & brief space the fury-stuff lay like water in his stomach, Then it I‘)eg:m -

to act as powertully as became so large a dose upon one usua

st;o%;geﬁsgiﬁ]y}f{}glalli?si?snrﬁﬁ{d%b'Ga-lhd up visionspcblmposed olfl'{letlm’ﬁﬁaerl?::uties
Fincoe, e o By Ry 0 oo e i o
paill‘;les Iﬁ;?il% el;ggesﬁ:fations, by & phenomenon easily to account for, prinei-
of Ledu’ thore tho myraph chging o e Toor e on dhe roste besor

. Apollo.  Here the litho scrpentining of Venus to approach Adonis, or the leap

of a Bacchante into a Satyr’s arms.

Or the rudely plastered walls opened into endless vistas of glowing eanvas, -

llSunht vales where lovers 1:amb]_ed; moonlit hills where sat the enamoured
"Then, through the thronging figures, now imbued with life glided a for
thaﬁ s}::rpassed them all, one by one, or all in one ) "
alo of purity around her, lovelinessin e : i
: , in every feature, adm in ever
gesture, it was the adorable Marguerite that w:lsyquecn of thosl(-:nabll(fr;:)]um‘mﬁ
splendid phantasies. « S E S
And Khor, who had watched the youn 's kindli '
hor, | man's kindlin '
cheeks, saw him spring to his feet, e 8 eyes ind fished
‘IrIe held out his arms to the phantom, and cried :
Marguerite ! darling of mine forever more ! oh, pearl of my heart !
In seeking to d'etam the vision, he rushed forward, e foll over .t:he stool
and his head striking the wall he measured his length in senselessness '
‘(‘)ki Khor went o pick him up, with a grim smile. .
man that i 0 i " ill bie min
o can find 5o much in a bottle of brandy, will be mine after ali,”

“Ivan had cut his head on the floor. The outlet of blood Testored him in some -

-pa}":;l gc;] gzl;rigt{;) lthperha{); iﬂ,aved his life, as well,
rour, he could listen intelligently to his f s di g
Iblwas most important, gontly to his futher's disoourse.
“In a word, father,” sald Ivan ;3 “ i :
iy word, father, at length, youé propose to give me a command
“Yes. There is only that road out is mi
. of this misery.”
“No! 1 will not do it.” Y
“You have tasted of the cup—can i ini X
—can you submit to.draining it? Oh, Ivan, I
do not know you." I thought that you; br ' Feomen, would n
C u, ough
oW Yot | thoug you, ght up among freemen, would not
“ Father, it is because T have seen the ;
; ccause I ) world that I spéak thus.
can come from such a rising as ours would be. It WOlﬁd only be g;:si HEV:;T‘;
many inoffensive and defenceless, fire to the roof—" : 7 e

‘ puil, will you ¥
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£ ch’ yes__,____"’ ] ‘ -
« But then would come the inevitable reflux.  The emperor would join hands

4ith his nobles, troops would be brougit and we would be hunted down like
wild beasts " ; - - }
«Is not that a better death than ours ¥’ .

“ A quicker that is all.” ‘ ‘
« But the revolution may bescontrolled,” striking at the opening in his son’s.

argument.
“ Controlled I”

He laughed heartily. : ‘ .
«Controlled! Cuan he who sets the snowball rolling at the top of the hill,

check it when, grown to colossal size, it thunders down the slope.”

Khor was silent for a fow minutes,

“8o you will not join us ¥ ‘ . ‘
- #No, father] 1 would readily throw myself into any gulf, but I will nos
pushmen like our brother slaves into certain death and intenser wretchedness.”

“Drink again.” o

Tvan took anothet draught mechanicaily.

O1d Khor studied its effect upon him once more. )

But Ivan let his head drop upon his arm and seemed to sleep. .

« ]} have him,” muttered Khor. “ We have arms huti no head like his. 1am
t00 old, too old.  Yes, Ivan must belong to the band.”

Hours passed, and cach in his unchanged position, ha
syllable. . - _ i

There entered rudely into the hat, Steinhardt and Osip and another serf.

The overseer was come to have the wardrobe of Acoulina transterred to the

master’s house, "
Khot told them that a rode heavy oaken chest in the corner

all. A
It was too weighty for the three men to move along.
Steinhards disdained to lift & hand. ‘

He noticed lvan sleeping, and gave
- % Yeve, idler,” cried he brutally, *pass

@ not exchanged another .

hold the girl's

him s hearty slap on the shoulder,
that rope over your shoulders and

Tvan started up with flashing eyes. . .
/ «Who are you that daves bid men do the work of brutal lLeasts ! cried he.

«TIl show you who [ am ! returned Steinhardt, delivering a sweoping cut of

his whip at the speaker,
Ivan sprang at him, an
whip away. :

- The liguor, the pent-up five, the i
a glant of fierceness and strength.
instant. :

The sledge-drivers outside rushed in.

& Seize him " roared the intendant, serambling to his feet.

Ivan snatched the short axe from the belt of Osip, and held them at bay.

But every moment brought reinforcements to the overseer.

Some few of the serfs, like Khor, did not interfere,

At last they disarmed the young man, bound him, and held him firm.

Steinhardt was wild wilth pain and rage, ’ 7

« Bring him along, men,” said he. “The sun Jies still on the ground under
my lord’s window. Run beforg, two of you, and set up the whipping-post i

Under the window of the grand reveption room, over which again were Count
Karateff’s apartments, the prisoner was attached to a stake. L

At the confusion attending the proeeedings, Mistigris opened the double win-

dows of the parlor. 4 .

d was within his guard in an instant, wrenching the

gnonimy of the blow, all converted him into
He felled the overseer to the ground on the
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- “Ivan! good heavens !” exelaimed he.
The countess rushed to his side, :
She did not feel the frost that prosented such a contrast to. the heat of ‘the
room. ) ,
The central figure in the group of savage forms met her pained eyes,
“IHold I cried she, with queenly eommand, -
Bteinhards laughed. -
“] only take orders from my mistress I” returned he, lifiing his knout,
“ Release that man " ‘ ,
The first strokes fell on the captive’s back as if to prove how powerless was
her interposition. L '
“ Oh, Q‘rod I eried Marguerite, “ must I sce this I”

CHAPTER IX.

THE MIDNIGHT GATHERING.—THE‘DEATHAOA\’ES OF BT, GEORGE’H.-———THE RISTER
_OF THE BHADES.—THE DOOM OF THE FALSE BROTHER,

Tae country about Kalougs is rich with metals,

The mines have been worked time out of mind. L

The extensive excavations near the Chureh of St. George’s had been used for
the depository of a vast.number of vietims in the epidemic that raged through
Russia in 1802,

Some villagers who had gone down into this species of catacombs had repoxt-
ed that the anatomies had not absolutely decayed, but still remalned in heaps,

Their accounts of the frightful spectacles these piles of still-existing skeletons

- presented, had woven a thick shroud of superstitious dread about the place.
No one dared to.go near the quarries after dark. :
On occasions, ltke midnight masses and the services of Christmas, those who

went to the church either remained there till daybreak or returned home by a

road opposite to that passing the line of terror. :
Rumor went still farther and told of the number of shadows that had been
seen often stealing about the tabooed distriet.
An old woman, who had appeared in the villages now and anon for many
years, had been traced. towards the vaults. 'She had always disappeared near ~
' them, ‘
She was known by the single appellation: The Sister of the Shadows.
On the night during which the: Countess de Mayleon sobbed herself to sleep
like a4 child in loneliness, Mistigris dreamt of Acouling, Acoulina sorrowed gver
 her magnificent new lodgings less agreeable than the wretched home, and Count
Karateff drank in rejoicing. till he could no'longer lifi the wine-cup, oid Khor
stole secretly from his house. . : :
* It had no charms for him now, truth to say. .
Avan, released, after a second blow, from his punishment, by order of Count
Karateff, who had his plans laid down, had gone away no one knew whither,
Khor, on leaving the serf’s village behind him, halted, '
In a few minutes a man approached him.
* That, you, Yatchka {7 challenged Khor,
“Yes. Osip’s hore,” o
Within half an hour all of twenty men had collected around the old man.
They waited for a score more, Then all struck across couhtry, straight as pos-
sible for the catacombs of Bt. George's, , o
_»On approaching the spoty covered with mounds, great clefts and £aps, some

-
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white as marble ceiling.
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choked with snow and ice, the large body was challenged by men posted like

regular sentries,

nnniy, ! :
ha;};ggri; 1:!?:; icg, some thirty feet down an opening, much liko the mouth of a

we'll}l‘mere extended before them a tumncl, torning twice and runtting & little

downwards for some forty feet.

Then they were within a vast rotunda, partly matoral, partly enlarged by -

hmI]t;1 \ﬁgsnﬁnﬁp Ey fires of fat-wood, that is, resin lnots and pine branches.

The walls were of ealeareous material, streaked with iron, salt of mercury,

tallie oxides, ) o
an%l’?c:hsglg:]%id stalactites were of the most varied form and hung frqm the

)

Soms of the pendent columus had the semi-transparency of gla.baster, others
the glassy glitter of erystal. . ‘ .

A%l thg ]ﬁnds looked beautifully in the red light. - '

But amid all this splendor, as if in mockery, were, in degp cavities and niches
i walls, the remains of the plague-stricken. .
Gfél;zn aftér their immurement, the water, nnpregn?ted with c::nabu,r {111(1
arsenic, had commenced to preserve them,more suceessinl as nature’s chemists

¥ .

than professional emba,lrr_nerg._ .

All the defunects were in disorder. ' .

A child’s wasted face seemed still to smile over tho shoulder of a withered
sexacenarian, Men and women were intermingled shamg%e_ssly.

Sogme skeletons were porfectly so, a pair of endless cavities represented eyes

the hleached teeth. . :

andSogr];(:v gf('l tﬂgﬁuﬁmies were of dark hus, some yellow-as parchment, some
white as chalk, thanks to the diverse action of the agents they were ?he ]?]re{ cig

The hair clung in many instances to the heads, yet, elsewhere again, the ba
sealps had fallen over the foreheads and left the head bare. e ide.

We should hasten to say that half of these receptacles of the hi el?ui ?iere
hidden by planks-and boards which were piled up like a wall all qrcguud the ab. "

That supplementary enclosure, signif'_ymg a log:house, meant, in the symboli-
cal language of the Charcoal burner, that this was a lodge.

The party that Khor presided over, were not the only oeeapants of the place,
There were mote than fifty serfs there already.

Onu several blucks of stone which formed the seats, at. the farther end of the
chamber, were seated three persons, .

Khor went to instal himself beside them.
In]s? 1deep silefice, the recruits that Khior had brought were, one after another,

T ”
initiated into the first order, that of the “ ,grm&ers? of axes.
" ‘When this had been dcm;a, all were assembled into the hall once more,
Khor was the chief this time; occupying the ceutral seat. One superior was
absent, five being the full number, . o
To his left wasa woman, the Sister of the Shadows, - !

Her face, besides from the effects of her fifty years, had been disfigured acei-

dentally, no doubt, by some powerful agent, Her own mother would not have
seognized. her. ; : .

v Sfe kept the hood of her robe well wrapped about her head, however, so her
i attracted no attentjon, - - .

wsl%%?n"s right hand men were serfs, aged like himself, their faces. were un-

govered, in all boldness, .
Khor lifted his voice amid the silence.
“ Bring before us Kiev and Novgoro,” ordered he.

. Tswo couples drag each a man from » side-recess.. .

this gauntlet of carefulness, the party "descended, by stepy

e
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One was terrible in fear. The other, a little man with foxy muzzle and white
moustache bristling like a brush, was as sell-possessed as couid be.
. “Kiev!” sald the old serf, “on May the nineteenth, 1792, did you not sell to
the Marquis de Boissy, & Parisian aristocrat, the secret of Danton the patxiot's
" house, well- knowing that the royalists contemplaged the great man’s murder.”
It was evident that Khor had not been idle while he had been abroad,

_The prisoner was a little relieved in mind, it was evident, but only a little.

Howaover, he answered quite firmly.

[13 NO !7’ .

“You were in Paris at that time ?” _ '

“ About that year. I forget, it is so long back.”

“1 have been told that you did make that hargain.”

“Some mistake or a lie, brother,”

“ Do not call me brother, A member accused is no longer.s brother. To
¢ome down to a period not so remote, were you or were you not in -Smolensko
last Tuesday ¥”

“Yes. My lord the boyard of Valdeso} sent me there to pay three hundred
roubles to a merchant.” : : ‘

_ “You did nothing else ¥’

“1% Nol” : .

There was a tremor in his. votce, neverthetess,

“ Brothers,” said old Khor, “ look your last on this traitor, who sold a great
chief in other days, and who would sell us now.” .

The eyes of all turned upon the prisoner in no encouraging manner,

But Master Kiev was one of those first-class rascals, castin brass, and he hore
the visual ordeal very well, : . ‘ :

“ Anybody may be accused,” said ho audaciously, “ but blaming a man with.
out proofs is a shame. Where are any 77 - ] ‘

Khor wayed his hand. ‘

# Zarko, Teodor, speak.”

“1 saw Kiev, on last Tuesday, enter the office of the commisseary of secret
police in the Little Perspective, Smolensko.” ‘ ‘

“1 saw Kiev and heard him confer with the commissary. I was hidden in the
next house, by order of the Sister of Shadows.” 4

The gaunt, cowled female ‘arose,

“1 have suspected Kiev for over two years back, T posted Teodor where he
says. 1have the full veport. It agrees with. another sent me by the elerk of
the commissiry, one of the brothers granted unconditional permission net to
come to the lodge.” ‘ ' ’ . '

Her voiee, deep toned, thrilling, sent a shived over the traiter,

The earbonari, standing close around him, were waiting impatiently.

In the stillness, the drops of water could have been counted that trickled off
the stalactites upou the dead bodies. ‘ A

Khor had conferred with his associates,

He rose from his seat again. , .

“ Novgaro, you have been the constant ‘companion of that'false brother for a
long time. His actions must have excited your suspicions. Yet wé have had
no warning word from you.” * : :

“Bave my life,” shricked Novgoro, “ and I will confess all!”

“You have confessed too much by that exelamation alone. Learn that we
_ chiefs spare no pains to gain all knowledge that will aid us to lead the faithful

to the great aim of our’ lives” '

He turned to his associates.

“What do you pronounce,” he ashed.

“ Death,” said each in his turn. .

% Death " 'said the Sister-of the Shadows.

~ peared to be a priest by his look,
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And ¢ Death!” wag the syllable that ran awfully around that vault, where
gc many embodiments of the word grinned and mowed at the living who were

oing to add to the number.. : :

4 Do the brothers confirm the judgment 7*

Not a single voice was in the dissentient party.

The eulprits, moaned.

«Sagrch them,” said Khor, . ,

Not only were the pockets of the two turned inside out, but their garments
were ferreted into.in every seam, Some papers were found secreted in Kiev's
coat, They weore passed up to the presiding four. ’ _
« Confirmation of the previons testimony,” said one of the judges, who ap-

This man rvose.

“ Brothers, when our Lord Jesug—m--

All bowed the head. ,

“Came upon carth to preach peace and good-will unto all men, whichcan only
exist among the frée, Judas sold Him for thirty pieces of silver. Our Judas
would sell the spirit of our society and the heads of this Lodge of the Interior
Beacon, for ten thousand roubles.”” — *

A general clamor of fury and threats raged around the eulprits.

"The woman stood up L ,

“Tet the scholars speal, till we sce if they have remembered their lesson.
Young men, for what are we hand in hand ¥ '

Those initiated that night, kastened to chorus

#To drive the wolves from the forest " :

“Right,” said the lugubrious woman. = * Kiev, what i’ a wolf slips into the

fold ¥ :

He trembled like a léaf and eould .not starnmer a word.
% You are ono under the sheepskin of honest folk,” went on the Sister. “ Woe

to you for having forgotten that oath sworn over the flame !”

“Merey I gasped the two wretches, .
. % You swore,” resumed the woman, “to accept death and shame if’ you be-
trayed one jot of our rules.” 4

“ [n the name of your mothers, children, all”* moaned Kicv.

“You would have dragged them down with our ruin, We are so mighty
that we might be mereiful, but this is not your first crime. 'We hear of your
treachery in France from Khor. We suspect that iv was you also that our

- Polish agent is coming with the proofs against, for having eaused the execution

of several of the Slaying Band.” ‘

A loud murmur ran arcund the rotunda. .

“Qur next meeting is three days hence,” went on the female judge in/her
steady voice, “ You are condemned to be shut up in this lodge. If you, by
God’s, or maw’s, or devil's help, ave living when we next come here, you shall
preserve your miscrable life.” : -

O, pity I? o

“ et the hope support you!” thundered she. “It will be all that will be
left you.” : : ‘

The villain was subdued at last. He fell like a Jump, in a coiled up mass as

- the feet of his captors.

“As for you, Novgoro,” said Khor taking the woman’s place; “ Your death
is to be by the dagger.” ' ‘
Tiiere was a pause, ‘
The culprit did not dare to interrupt by vegging for mercy.
The Sister of the Shadows opened a book,
% Number Seven-aud-thirty,” read off she, . -
The priest stood up.
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“1” gaid he.

“You are to kill your man.” :

“It is well.” ) .

An hour after this, the only living inmate of that part of the catecombs, was
the doomed Kiev, ) :

Without light, food, other water than the salt and’poisonous distillations, his
howls to the unhearing vacancy were as vain as any efforts he might make,

Not to huve {o return to him again, we state that, when the lodge was open
once more, he was found dead on a heap of the skeletons,

He had flung them about in some fight or dance that he had apparent.]y held

. with them, . .
Maduess had preluded his death.

———rr it

CHAPTER X.

THE DEATH-STRUGGLE.-&THE RPOND OF HATE,—THE DOUBLE FALL.—THRE
CONFESSION. . .

In breaking up the meeting of that night, the dispersing members carried
with them the bound Novgoro, and also one of the more perfectly preserved
corpses. - :

. This was to add to the mystery and horror of attending the body of the trai-
tor, if it should chance to be discoverad. ) -
‘On the'edge of one of the many quarry holes, they left the priest, the bound ‘

man and the anatomy, .

The priest waited till the serfs had all disappeared in the darkness.

A small stunted pine inclined over the gap. 1t was but a stump, for light-
ning had split off its branches in the Antumn. - '

At the foot of this, the captive lay,

The priest dragged the man out to the end of the projecting trunk, and hung | '

him, so to say, across it.

Then he returned for the mummy, With great care he interwove the bony
fingers so that they would unite the arms in a loop. This he passed over Nov-
goro's head, so that the horrid object was slung on his back by this means,

Round the feet of the prisoner, the priest twisted the shrivelled but still tough
sinews and Jigatures of the corpse’s limbs. ,
. I.l.{ike an enlarged death's-head moth, the captive -bore the skeleton upon his
ack. ' :
The priest removed the gag that had hitherto compelled his prey to maintain
silence,

The peasant, suporstitious, affected profoundly by the fright of the night's in-
cidents, cried for merey. . ‘

The tormentor, having finished the preparaticns, only smiled.

“ Death, death, a sudden death | cried the serf,

- %If the fall kills you.” '

“ But it may not.”

“ God may releass you.” ‘

“Oh, no, no! For I am guilty of sacrilege to His temple. I robbed your
Church of St. George's at the Czar's Birthday.” ,

“You, was it "

“Yes, Papa Polonius! I——I! Kill me !

" terturer,

B B e NN Y

. were left hanging.
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« Wretch, what have you done with all thoso papers!  They are the lives of

e 1Y
pur agents and brothers.” . o - '
« |31l me!” shricked the man, almost rejoiced at having so exasperated his

e saw the steel flash in the latter’s hand, ‘ .
The knifo at the end of its swift descent, smote the prostrate man on the
hreast, : ' ' o . :

The sufferer yelled with pain, but tho next instant with joy. . i
By chance, the hlade, its polnt only running along a rib, had severed threa of
the cords, encompassing the serf. ' o .

Novgoro made such an effort as was only possible to o manin h}s situation..

To the surprise of the priest, he saw his prisoner lift both Lis arms. The -
snapped cords hung from them. ‘ . _ ‘

A second stab came down upon the vising serf,

Better dirceted than that delivered before, the blade ran through the flesh up
to the hilt, and the warm jet of liquid flooded the hand, and. glued it to the

handle, _ ]
At the same instant; Novgoro glided off the pine. -
But he had ¢aonght at the hands of his enemy in so doing.
" The dagger fell down into the }ﬁtilhoie.
The priest was of great strength however. ‘ , .
Aithgugh he was compelled 1o follow the traitor in the fall, yet he had joined
his feet in hestriding the tree. '
With n shock that made the blasted pine shake to the roots, the two men

Nigvgoro enclasped the priest’s fingers with a pressure that drove the blood

out of them and all but broke them., _ L
- Polonius, hiead downwards, held by his legs intertwined above him as we have

said. ; .

A minute passed, only having its silence broken by the hurried breathing of

each. - . ' . o

“ Tell where the papers arc,” said Polonius, “and 1 w1]‘1 save you.

Novgoro, who was losing his blood by both wounds, said nothing, )
“You may keep the vessels of-the church, and shall go free as & Cossack,
said Polonius, \ L .

* 4 Curse you-—~Come ¥ . . .
Papa Polonius felt a redoublement of the weight suspended by him.
Novgoro was raising himself up by sheer strength of arms. : .
When his head had reached the elevation of his hands and the papw’s, so in-
terwoven, the priest folt teeth on each side of his left wrist, trylng to meet

" through bohe and sinew.

"4 Devil I" yelled he. : ) e

He wrenched his vight hand from the other’s gripe, and struck wildly at the
serf, : .
The latter, whose act had been the last of his fading despair, was only retained
by his teeth above the hand which both-his held. '

But both grasp and bite relaxed in & moment, ) .

A ‘dull crash was audible presently as the body fell, the grinning corpse still
attached, to the depths of the chasm. ‘ e

Polonius united his efforts in an attempt to rise. .

"The blood had descended to his head, dizziness had seized him, sud something
like paralysis had fustened on his legs which had so long upheld & weight so -
fatizuing, . i

l;gut h.ie'munaged to bend upwards and elutch at the tree.  Little by little, he
reached the firm ground. Onece there, he flung himself down as full Jength, to

_recruit after the expense of energy.
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The aching of his bleeding hand, recalled him to himself,

Binding it up roughly, Polonius lefs the quarries and hastened to his house
sitnated by the neighboring church. o g
" On the way, close to it, a man, with the step and air of a maniac, rushed by

im.

He challenged him in the sceret way of carbonari, bus the stranger had passed
him without seeming to see hum, ’ ‘

This unknown went down the road -past the quarries, but, although the fact
was singular on aceount of no serf being known to venture there'ut the late hour
the priest was too intent upon matters more important to pay further heed, ’

As he entered his dwelling, the stranger had gone far down the road, -

In the midst of the solitude and darkness, he stopped.

It was Ivan. - o '

Ivan, who, burning all over with the marks of the whip on kis shoulders, in.
flicted in her presence, had wandered off he knew not where. b

That he resembled one insane was nothing strange. For but a thin partition
divided his hesieged intellect from ene wholly conguered by despair.

In the whirlwind of emotions, the sway of each had short-tived reigns. Now
hate bade him apply the torch to the tyrant’s palace, and the steel to ns throas.

Hopelessness counseled a plunge into the Dineiper.  All he had to do was to
fold hus arms in the dive, and soon the ice would close over him. ’

No blush of shame would then arise at sight of him by Marguerite,

But the tragadies played by revetigeful fancies in the theatre of his thought,
are more easily imagined than tediously detailed. ’

Heo was stavtled from his reverie by a voice, an appeal in agony akin to s
own. :

Sufferers are brothers.

He pushed astde his meditations to lsten.

Agam and again, o heart-rending, but feeble complaint reached him.

The repose of the night and the clearnesss of the frosty air helped the faint

© sound to float to him, :

He moved instinetively towards the spot.

On sending up a shout in answer, the appeals grew louder.

Over the dangerous way full of crevices, pits, snowdrifts, hills of jee, Ivan
came to the brink of a hollow. , ‘ T

In its depths, the weak moans contmued.

Despite the darfmess, he shid and stumbled down the rugged sides till he found

himself beside a ghastly sight. '

Novgoro and the mummy, both shattered and yet hoth embracinggstill,

In a few mimutes, with his hands alone, Ivan removed the bonds. N

But the serf was past humau aid.

He would not let the Samaritan leave him, :

. “lam Novgoro, serf of the Boyard of Lazova. Buried m my hut, to the lefy
of the fire-place, is Some money. 1t is yours for this kindness.” , :

** You have no one more worthy and better founded: in claims on 1t 7

“I am alene in the world, Take the money, as | éay. ‘Thete are, in the
- same hiding.place, some silver and golden plate, vessels of the church,  Don't
shrink from me. L am punished for the saeriloge.” .

“No one shall know of it, by me, at least. You shall be. buried in. holy
ground all the same. , Father Polonius is a friend of mine, he will vield to my
request,” said. Ivan, to cheer the sufferer, ’ . '

“Papa Palonius your friend,” alinost sereamed the other. ** Are you—"

He made a sign.  But he could see, by Jvan's completely perplexed expres.
sion; that his suspicion was unfounded. The painter was not & metnber.of the
secret order, it was clear. s X . . e

“ Who are you ¥ asked he, changing his tone, |

. before.
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# Jvan Khorviteh I” ‘ ‘ .
« fyan the son of Khor ! the serf that the old prince treated as a son?
“This the man spoke in a very strange tone.

“Yes, yes. Well?” o |

Novgoro was muttering to himself.

«Vas. -1 shall be avenged on that old wretch Khor, at least. A serf makes
the hardest serf-driver! ﬁﬂ, ha ! he laughed. . b :

[van fancied that the dying man was m delirium, .

“Tyan” said the latter earncstly. *You know the upper room, next the
belfry, of the bell-tower of Kalouga.” ‘ ‘ ‘

«Well. It was my studio in my young days.” .

“ Right. There ate a quantity of rubbish, canvas and marblgs, there, Ivan,
if.you would rise above your highest hopes, swear to obey me,

“[ will do anything that is reasonable. Take my word. ”l need not swear,
for T am not at any onc’s disposal from oue howr to the next.”

Tho refloctions on suicide had not quitted the artist, it was plain.

% (o to that Toom,” said Novgoro, in his weak voice of death. “ Under tI}e
window-sill in the northern wall, search, My accomplce, one of your master's
serfy, hid bis shave of the plunder there. { slew him since—naver raind that, -
now. Listen to me.” :

His breath was shorter and shorter.

Ivan stooped over him. = X . .

1 could read 2 little—I apened one packet of papers—your life—your future
is there—forgive | one good act——pardons-—oh I

The revelation, mevely hinted at, expired with him.

Yet the indication was instantly seized upon by hope. )

Tvan rose from receiving the traitor’s last, words, not so lost a man as

CHAPTER X1

— MISTIGRIS RECEIVES AN APPOTNTMENT AND MAI('EB ONE.~—

THE BALL-ROOM,
' IVAN ON THER BEARCIL.—KHOR AND REVENGE.

Tue ball that Count Karatefl was giving to celebrate his return was a great
‘suceess. . L

His mother’s term of mourning not being ended, she had not given it.in her
name. She appeared in a dark robé, iv token of her recent bereavement, but -
it was so brightenod with jewels that its gloom acted merely as a foil.

" The rooms woere heated and perfumed so that the atmosphere was as tempe-
rate as that under o Syrian sun. : :

The guests were the gentry and nobihity of the vicinity.

At one wnd of the,%al{ the servants were admitted to view the splendor.
Acoulina and others of good personal appearance, carried refreshments and ices
to the dangers. ‘ ) -

Mistigris was in his glory. He had, with & quickness only his, acmall_y_r a0-
quired a smattering of Russian and, helping it out with his: natural pantomimic
gifts (inherent to Frenchmen) could make the domestics understand him.
Most of ihe guests, though, spoke French after a fashion. :

In one of the young painter’s flights about the room, he stopped to exchange
some compliments with the Countess de Mauleon, -

~ -
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She was 1 ; B
Bu(: v:izlglm?t completely confined to ihe aitentions of the ost. . # Monsieur Mistigris,” says she, ¥ the cause of m makm this & omtmem;
g advantage of a momentary absence of Count Karateff, Marguerite Sl gris, - say s y g PP

lays deep on my heatt, .

made a sign to Mistigris. She slipped & note into his hand and whispered :
“ with caution.” o “ And on mine, my lady.”
Mistigris withdrew to a mde chamber and mgerly perused the communieation. She took his gallant tone for one of fervency. "
« Come i an hour, to the second story of the belltower of the eastern wing. g . I thought so.  So, Tike me, you will do a.nythmrr for your friend 77
They tell mo it 1s never entered. No better pIace can be for the inferview “Eh? \
sought with you by ‘ de M. 3 #Ts not Tyan your friend ¥
M}smgns felt-his brain whirl, ‘ ' The mask had fallen. The Parisian, in all justice be it said, stlﬂed his chi-
H:re'was an adventure to cap the climax ! * mera on the spot,
Not knowing the lady as well as.we, he formed the surmise natural to his “Oh yes, Bo it s Ivan in q“esm’“ eh ¥
“lvan, of course.’

lgnomnce and his tastes. 5 o :
An intrigue with that beautiful dame was all he could see in the engagement. ; d“ ‘ghﬁt a fool | was,” muttered the young man. ¢« Well, my ]ady, what ean
LY

Ah, would he not be able now t h ld up his h i
¢ oW Ee ROTE up A ead among his old faunes and . %A1l that I cannot. e is in the hands of one who will show him no'merey.

commdes
A love affuir with a real countess ! He must fiy.”
“ o has fled, they say.”

* While indulging in rapturous anticipations, a supplementary pro_;ect. entered « Monsiour MlStlgI‘lS Ibelievp he 1; nearar us than you or they think.”

his head.
To carry it out he made several philosophical inquisitions among the Russian . “Nearer me /” she should have said.
“ Here ia some money to aid his escape.”

girls, and then drew Acoulma aside,- l
Within the hour, Mistigris had dissappeared from the ball.room.  Soon after “ Good,” said Mistigris, receiving o pocket book. “Iam ready to aid my
the -Countcss de Mauleon® found that her robe had been tom by her careless friend with head and purse——but, both are somewhat light.”
;mmg while her chair was on her flounee. Of course, Karateff had to excuse - d “1?‘;',’,1 have no passport,” continued Marguer:te “Yon carry yom‘s, no
er oubt i
- Amnoyed by her coutluned absence, he refused any other partner and, havmo' “Oh, yes, I always keep it on me. You sce, my lady, the gons ¢ d’armos
wandered into the anti- chamber, lildu[(red in the wines. can vavely dlstmgmsh between artists and vagabonds :
‘While 50 ingaged, two of the domestws unaware of his proximity, ]eanmg . He Pmd“ced the paper in request.
against the wall, were chatting, : 3 __. %It will do,” murmured she. ‘ : . :
He heard every word of thp following dn]ngue o . “Yes,” he coincided. It is rather vague. Xyes sn-so. nose unnoteworthy,
“ Basi},” said one, ' what did the Frenchman ask you? v ‘ mouth passable—altogethel more faint than flattering.”
“ You will find him, and give him these. e may be able to reach some

“What was the Russian for * bell tower.”
country where his troubles cannot follow. "

“ And he gave me a Jouble f'm' telling him what * two hours henee was,. He “73 It ”
ut am I to say ——

must be making a dictionary.” : . T No! Take th 1 ' I d_
Ha, ha! Very like. But, whisper, hc’ll not progress very fast if h ) ence come they? No: lage the gratltu e to yourse ou deserve
much’tame to plgtty Acoulma pen P y fast if ho gives so . it.  ¥le must not know that [ had a hand in this.” Monsieur Mlstmi-m I am t.u
They went away. ' be as one dead to him.” ‘
“ As you will my lady. But donot helieve that you can ever be forgotten

Kar ateff' rose to s feet.
The *pretty Acoulma” was [van's sister! Ivan had fed. She was in his "There was truth in the tone of his compliment.
“ His path eannot oross mine again.  We have spoken our farewell.”

hands. Tlis cunning could understand what Mistigris had been planning. '
-« Oh, French f(,\," muttered he, “ beware of the Russian vmlfF') He is afloat ' She gave her hand to her ally, pressed his, and rapldly left, the room and the
to snabch away your game.” ower,
In the theanwhile, Mistiguis had chmbed p the tower starrs. , ‘;B‘Ilsﬁlﬂ'l‘l‘i, the money and the paper in his hands, remained eonfounded
It had two entrances, one from outside, one from the wing of the honse. TE? @:a‘i“ilsy ny cxpsctanﬁly b torvid '
at was his comment on the intorviéw,

The latted was used by the Frenchman,
The bell was rung to direct the serfs in their labors, and for any sudden : %?ev;tz:m%??v:glgivagolﬁgrﬁetﬁggﬂgm fug;twe l
. t

alarm, such as fire, and $0 forth. ‘ ‘
Hence there were no fastenings to the doors on the ground floor, ' He was revolviug this problem of a needle in a hay-stack, when he felt an
The Parisian had not long to wat in the chill yet bearable air of the tower, avm thrown around him, and a hand at his throat. )
“ A sound—and you die I” said a fiorce voice.

g}}:: ﬁ:glt:e;zlff::i&i tltfr"tiﬁqd] s, . o “ H?,m_ren.‘ Ivan 1" - gasped the Frenchman half ehoked.
H %h gotod ,you are here!” exclaimed she eagerly ) ;Il:h:;;g;‘;é hf{tnthousand pardons
o L:; ug ng(tmlt(.)ii ::l ?;“l;;]gm " : ‘ S ' Tvan had entered the tower by the outer door, He was‘ coming: to \'ferify
?{f[lsmgm was ¢ little amazed at this alacrity. ' Eizgsiftf(’;gg Oiath(ieérimraga";zoﬁ;& sa{;iIe had seen the Frcnchmun I the
owever, ho acquiesced to her desire. } o | “By Saint ﬁlstl:)gns 1 if there be one,” said the Pansw.n, recovering f‘rom the
violence of the attack and his astonishment. * Here 43 a lncky meetmg v

b
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- In-a fow words, he imparted-to him the plan of evasion, :
.To his unutterable amazement, Ivan would not accept the passport or the
bank bills. ’ - ‘ )
«No, my friend,” said he, “ partner in that glorious art in which I shall never
" more struggle. 1 mean to stay here, on the battle-fie]ld where I fanéy the con-
test is to be fought out. The only person that I could have lived for, has turned

from me—"

# Oh, no, I—7

“ Not you—" ,

Mistigris gucssed all. But he did not like to betray the eountess, ‘

“T thack you from the depths of my soul” said Ivan, #I eannot, 1 repeat,
‘acoept your kindness, A shake of the hand.” ‘ L

They embraced, in the French manner, and as the knights of old sealed their
friendship. - ‘ ' , .

With o pair at his heart that he varely had known, Mistigris laft the serf

alone. .
Ivan flung hiniself- down by the barred window, and on'the foot of the stairs
leading to the upper room. C ‘ o )

&« The friend so faithful,” sighed he. * The loved one so'untrue! 1 came to
this place, in spite of myself. I peeped in at the windows, unseen. I saw,
through the double glaze, Marguerite, more lovely than ever, amid -all the bril-
‘lancy. Karateff was by her side. She talked with him, smiled on him. Not
an instant did she seom to think of me.” . ’

‘Why should-she think of him now. She had seen him treated as a dog. She

had pitied him, true. “Would she not have pitied the hound chastised cruelly ¥

The appeal told of kindness, but not necessarily of Jove.

The darkness seemed to grow thicker about him, ‘

It was only the vanishing of his most cherished dream.

At intervals, the straing of musie flowed from the ball-room, and came even
o him. ‘ : :

Its sweetness but inereased his anguish. - ‘

It was the same air to which he and Marguerite had wound through the pre-
seribed figures, in her uncle’s at Paris, Her breath on his cheek, her hair on
‘his ‘bréast, her form in his arma! - o -

e ground his.teeth and felt the tears come to his eycs, as stch pietures pre-
sented theinselves, , " g

So enwrapt was he that he did not see that a-figure had entered the room and

o N .

"way beside him. ‘

- Tvan's fuce was towiards the doorway, and the apparition had net eome -

through it. _ _ : .
Indoed, ohe of 'a pair of statues of the saints Gabriel and Gebrge, the only
ornaments in the chamber, had worked on a pivet so-as to uninask a trap'in the

floor. S . ‘ .
These images had been wrought for the ehurch of Vyksonnsky by'a foreign

artist, Bul as the Greek church admits no images in-its precinets, Prince

Bariatinski had bought them of the seulptor, who had made 'such & mistake, and
hzd them set up in this toweb, : -
In his life-time, the edifice had heen vsed for an astronomical observatory,
His taste for learning had indirectly conduced to Ivan’s superior education,

The man, who had made use of this unsuspected means of ingress, clapped
kis liand on lvan’s shoulder, '
- @ Ivan my son " said he.

¢« My ‘father, hote 1™ )

He locked around puzzled. S

"¢ 1-31d not see you domie,” said he, - “ How did you enter ¥’

“ How-does the rat‘enter whenevér he would? "Kher is a ¥at!”
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" # A truce to enigmas. Leave me to myself. 1 thomght this would be -
solitude.” B ‘ )

“So did I

“ Why so?’
- % Humph ! a secret.”’ =

“What ! have you a secret from your son 7 ‘

 (Jan slave father over trust slave son 7" queried the old man bitterly.

# As you please ;[ am in no humor to be a confidant.”

% Do you hope for nothing ¥ ) ]

“ Tather, the woman I loved has abandoned me. 1 did not know I loved her

But I am glad at having found you,”

so much. Father, my grief is so, that I have not room for hope !”

“You ave young, Iam old, yet Thope. I saw the woman 1 luved outraged
by a.man I hated, yet I lived and hoped. There’s a lesson, profic by it.”

“Your old words, father. I do'not care to have Aés life even, If I must be
amurderer, it will be in injuring his detested race.” S ;

« Right I eried Khor, in & joyous tone. * You are with me, then, at last.”

“ What can we do—dust of the earth ?”

“Jvan, my old withered hand holds in ity grasp all those lives that are merry
at this moment 1" . :

The music.came to the tower loudly, langhtér of the revelers mingling with
it ‘ '
- 4 A1l are mine I repeated Khor,

“What do you mean?”

Tn 1 voice, steady with his fixed design, Khor told his son what we repeat, in
substance. ) . :

In the disastrous Russian campaign of Napoleon, part of his division “the
guard of the emperor,” composed of fragments of every arm of the serviee,-
threatened to take Kalouga in their line of march. ~

Prince Bariatinski, who had disbanded & regimont that he had raised on a false
rumor.of the French heing elsewhere, found himself likely to be visited by the

legion. :
He could destroy his house by fire and rob the foe of that shelter, like the

- people of Moscow had done.

Bus he preferred & more murderous plan, ' ‘
e, Khor and a few other serfs had stowed dway in the vault under the tower -
and the eastern wing, a guantity of powder, intended for his regiment.
By leaving the house standing, the French would no doubt rush into it, such
& thing as a roof over them being a marvel. Then, in the fight, while the
great soldier of fortune become emperor, with his braves, should be snatching
a little sleep, a daring hand might fire the slow match,
Chance willed otherwise. S
The Trench passed the distriet without the delay, which would have been so
futal to them. Lo o '
“All in the sccret are dead excopt me;” said Khor. - “Jvanl.will not the
tyrants die in the same fire that would not have spared the foreigner 1
“ Do you alone know this ¥ asked Ivan abruptly.
Khor laughed slily, ' : : : -
“ Not such a fool,” said he, “I belong to a baid of men sworn: fo attain
freedom. We have no secrets of siich importance from, one another:” '
Ivan seemed to give over some intention, that he had'saddenly formed, -
- You see the rope there” ' S -
A knotted eord hung down ‘the stali-case well and dangled in plain sight.
“ Yes,” said the younger serf. . “To the bell above ™ - CT
“ Right, ' Under, the vaul®,of the house. are twenty of my ftiends; T the .
serfy’ village are many more, our weapons are fude, but will kill,‘all the same,
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- “The match 1%111 be llghted and the tyrants m]l end theu- mght’s amusement
ed for the Frenchman!” ‘
! there are women and children —-7 ‘ .
8 ves,” said Khor.
i mghters and sisters to be scourged ! Children, who have great men tortured
a5 their least whim ! No merey for such!”
“ But, father, there is one lady that must not dxe 1
He rose. .
“ Must not, do-yeu hear 2"
The old'serf only smiled.
“Oh? cried Ivan, maddened at the other's mockmg dewltry
tid I am ab your beck 1
“ What ! caught up Khor with quickness of thought.
loague, and be the leader we seek !” .
| WIH I ) :
“ Yout hand on it "
#There—on one condition I
# Condition ¥’
“ That she lives!”
I don’t know—"
[ will go in among the wretches, and denounce you ail to my enemy even!”
“ And, erc your llpS reveal one word! you and that hated one, and your
| vied one, will waste away like wax in the furnace.”

“It will be something to die with her!”
“ But do not fear,” said Khor. “ Your life i3 so precious to us Lhat you may

vrosom hers.  Stay here. 1'will return.”

“ Bpare her,
“Will you join our

“ Women who order their maids, our

[Te went $o the statue, touched some hidden mechanism, and it wheeled to B

o1y side,
“ ] bear your acceptance to the chiefs,” smd he.
e laughed, and pointed to the trap, into which he deseended
“See! the rat’s hole”
The statue rolled into u:s place over his head.

CHAPTER XII.

.

TIE BTOREN PAPERS,~-THE FRUBTRATED OUTRAGE,~~THE LEAP 70 A s[s'rERB
AID,—~MISTIGRIS HAS A DELIGHTFUL DUEL ON I8 HANDS,

" Tuae menace of his father had stunned the serf,

Th@ thought. of death sleeping under the feet of the comntess, 1eady to anni-
i lute all in its path, wag tremendous.

This new.turn of affairs made him forget the purpose of his visit to the tower,

More to relieve his mind, condemned to wait for his father, compelled to rely
m: his vaguo promise; Ivan ascended the stairs slowly.

It was lighter in the upper story.
“The apartment was a mere lumber-room, In one corner.were dimly outlined
ey al heaps of canvases, blocks of marble just shaped for the chisel, and -others

v {van’s boyish attempts.

serious nature came,
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It made him sigh, the recollection of the petfy triumphs which had fir:
brought the attentlon, aud then the. affection. of the former lord to ba expende.!
on him.

He had the end of a eandle By striking the pomt of his kmfe on the wall,
he caught sparks on 4 rag of his clothes, and, blowing it into a light, 1gmted e
taper.

This feeble illumination, he carefully veiled.

“Then he exgmined the northern wall, under the window. - - .
In fulfillment. of Novgoro’s words, a stone was loose. Behind, in & ecavity,"
was a large packet of papers, an empty money bag, and a couple of sitver ean-

dlesticks battered out of shapL.

He hurriedly opened thé ‘papers.

that moment,
They related to the secret order, being lists of the affiliated, rules of assembl\

copies of orders, aceounts of agents. All were signed by Polomus, clerls.

They explamed why that prlest; had been so eager to _obtain them frorm
Novgaro.

Suddenly Ivan's eyes glistened. ) , ‘ :

A number of folded sheets bore this endorserment :

“The Important Confession made to me, April 20th, 1819, by Khor, serf‘ tor
Prince Bariatingki.”

Afier a cross on a seal, was © Michael Polomus’ »? signature,

Ivan opened the bundle avidly.

But he had not found which was the ﬁrst page of the many, and had only -
perceived that his name oceurred throughout, when an interruption of the mos:

They were 1mportant but not to him &

"o explain we must go baek to the room below. i
With a fluttering of the heart which she could not account for, Acoulina,
judging that the two hours had elapsed, lefs the other servants cIa.ndestmer. :
She procesded to the tower, as Mistigris had appointed.
She found the chamber empty. Ivan had but recently vacated it.

“ Gomg to take my portrait, he says he is)’ murmured Acoulina, *Ivan

* told me it was nothing to hurt me, and [ am sure that the Frenchman is very -

kind, always smiling. - My lord the eount is always smiling on mo too, bub nok

. the sarie ' way as my lord Mistigris.”

A step’ on the staris was audible, ‘
- “Dear me, I am so trightened ! said the little one. * Here he is "

With an unsteady step that betrayed the depth of 111s potatmns, Count Kara.-
tefl’ staggered into the room.

His bloodshot eyes brightened at the swht of the g1r1 ‘

She reooiled at this apparition, alarmmw in all sooth to oneg less mnocent and
gentlé than she,

% Ak, my hittle lass,” said Karatefl, toying w;r,h his 1ed beard in drunken
ungmcefumess ““You forgot to render your duty to your lord Don't you
know that you ought to kiss his hand.” ‘

“(h, ho, my Iord ? faltered Acoulina.

She receded to the other end of the room, while he fo]lowed :
“But 1 will excuse you from that and salute your~ cheek, showing you
homage.” - . _

She shrant from him still. She had reached the wall. :

The darkness added to her terror. . 8he could only dimly se0 the count, but
his enflamed eyes shone Jike a t]ger.cat’s,..

% 0Oh, my lord™ moaned she,

“ One kiss, my charmer I

She eluded his embrace,
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“ No, my lord' help I”

He pursued her fiercely. ‘

He caught her as she reached the doorway and c]asped her tightls

% One; kiss, my dear I”

“No! my father wouid kill me 1”

“ A fig for your old knave of a father ! here ! you must! "

 Help 1”

It was this struggle that Fvan heard, '

He recognized the tones of his sister's voice,

He did not wait to descend the stairs, but caught at the bell -rope and swung
himself by the gigantic leap down the staircase well-hole.

Like a thunderbolt he landed hy the side of the man and woman., Like a
thunderbolt, too, he dashed the count from the girl,

But like & man it wad that he seized the scoundrel by the throat, bent him
back on' his knee and preceeded to stifle-him,

At the uproar, Mistigris, a lantern in his hand and the Countess de Mauleon
appeared on the threshold,

The lady, on hearing that [van had efused her pift, determined 1o befriend
his sister. To spirit her away, in a word. Mistigris, well aware whiere Acon
lins was, had guided the countess to the spot.

Mistigris had the pleasure of catching the swooning peasant girl in his arms,

“ Count Karateff?” exclaimed Marguerite.

At the sound of her voice, Ivan flung his enemy away from him,

Karateff, sobered, tried to recover his coolness,

“Yes, my lady,” "said he in.a husky voice, effects of drink and the throttling.
“One has to defend one's self even when & hound springs at one’s.throat.”

Ivan disdained to touch him.

“You may thank this lady for having preserved your life, You look sur-
prised, madam, went on he, sarcastically, that a slave should presume to de-
f'end hig sister.  Yes, a serf, my lady- Jam iz serf—bus her brother 1"

" He embraced Acoulina tender]y

# Count Karatefl)” said Marguerite, “1 am new to Russia, and I have seen -

many things aIready that fill me with pain. Insucka place, | fear, that even
my rank will be no protection. 1 had previously erred in behewng that to a.
gontleman, woman's helplessness was her best defence.
longer under your roof.”

“f am ever at your la.dyshlps orders,” returned the Russian.
depart when you will.”

Ie lowered his voice to add:

“ My mother?”

# She shall not hear for my lips, what would make her blush for her son I

Karatefl' bowed, a little to conceal his smile in the belief that a flirtation with
a serf.girl would mﬁch grieve his parent,

During this time, Ivan had rapidly and in low tones commaned with Misti.
%IS . He implored him to leave the palace aid go to the cottage of his father

hor, and stay theve till morning, Mistigris at first demured, but* ‘finally prom.
ised., He observed to himself, however, that there wasno harm in promising.

The rough voice of Stemhnrdt broke in upon the party.

“In the devil’s name, who's this kicking up a disturbance here ?” shouted he.

At the view of the party, revealed by Mistigris’s lantern and thav of the over.
seer, tho lattds altered His accent.

“[ bheg your pardon, my lord,” sald he dofting his cap, “and my lady the
Countess.”

“ Bteinhardt,” commanded the count, © you will have horses put t.o my Iady 8
slelgh at once.” .

- “You may
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I beg. leave to stay wo :

prefer Ivan’s plan.”
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“Yes, my Jord.” ‘
In Russian, and in a quick undertone, Karateff subjoined :

“ Have the runner briees sawn three parts through.”

T understand, my. lord,”” rejoined the ovarsear; Jeaving. the room.

The count motioned away fvan and Acoulum.

“S0,” said he. * Your reckening is to come.’ o ‘
Ivan drew himself up proudly.

“May you be as able to meet yours, when yours comes,” he, deigned to.

retort.
"The next instant, consoling his smter who hung upon his arm, he qultted ‘the

tower.

The countess, not daring to look af or speak to Ivan, prepared to go away
also. But she could not resist throwing a sereen more or Iess faehle betWeen
Hier lover and him who so hated him.

“ My lord, remember that I am nicce to the Amhaswdoumt France. T shall

take care that whatever may befall those unhappy people:within your power,

shall be known at St Petershurg. You are aware that the Nmperor rarely

overlooks those cases of eruclty which forelgners have inadvertedly witnessed.”

The count merely bowed. -He had taken his preeautions.

The countess stretched out her hand towards Mistigris,
his arm.

“If you could do me the greater honos of desccudmg alone,” said he, | ¢ Iw—-—
I have a little business to go through here.”

She understood. Love sharpens owr discernment of another’s love. She. ac-
cordingly found her way out of the tower aloue.

“Am 1 at least to have the honor of M, Mistigris’ compnny, ? asked the .
count affecting a carelessness not his. ‘

“Fora whlle,” rejoined the Parisian,

« Ah! and finish the portrait of presty Acouium w

“No!" responded Mistigris to the sneer. “I should not like to trace’ her
figure when 1 should see the sardonio visage of a fiend in the background.”

The count started, but he did not drop his ill- boding smiles,

« That face wonld bear a very resemblane to Count Karateff”

The Russian said nothing. "

“In fact,” went on Mistigris, like a physician puncturing a wound to see where
the. mosﬁ{pam was received. “I do not lmow in whom qlse I could find such a

perfect phmtophelesb’?
“Indeed ! And do you foel eager to play the part of Valentme ¥ said the

Count.

“He was a brave soldier, a character for any man to be proud to essay

“ Remember that Mephistopheles killed Valentine,” said the noble,

“Yes,” quickly retorted the Frenchman, ¢ by a foul thrast in the back ! that
ig an action quite natural t0 one that would attempt the outrage of -2 girl in the
presence of her brother~quite natural to o C’ount Karateff, to he brief?

“You mean to fight 1"

“Of course—parbleu ! Unless such a man is so deeply a coward that I must

But he did not‘. offer

He motioned towurds the large barred windows. ' .

. %]t is about.as high as the grand tier of the opers,” eoncluded he.
“You may spare your wit, sir,” said the Russian, © When shall it be ?"
“ (Oh, after supper,” ‘
143 Wh '-!.”

- % Why—-g--why not here ? We £an ]oek the door agamsb intruders.

“Pigtols ¥’ . | .
% As you please.” & ‘ :
“I will go find a friend.”
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“ Khovalenski will act.for me,” said Mistigris, ‘

Thej exchanged a bow of the most exquisite character,

Upon this the count left the tower, .

Mistigris stood regarding himself before the lantern he had brought.

“ Adventures aré heaped upon me,” he mused. “The countess’ mbroglio
has not resulted quite as charmingly as | was led to fancy, but then this is a

 delightful duel to have on my hands, - It shall appear in ‘ Galignani’ and the -

‘Mercure Francais,” with my name in full, never you fear!”
- He went to the door, o B

“ l’:eou]y to bind Khovalenski, and puthim up to the affair. Then lock the
door, : ‘
“ An easy matter, only that there was no key in the lock. : ,

The painter remembered that he had seen the old housekeeper jangling a
bunch of antediluvian keys at her girdle. In all likelihood she would He sble
-to find one for this door in the eollection, ‘

At the foot of the'stairs he met Ivan, to his surprise,

“You will not forget your promise, my friend,” said the serf, -

“ Oh, no, I never forget promises.” ‘

He added mentally 4 It is the fulfillment of them that usually escapes me,”

“ Shall 1 promise again 7" asked he willingly.

“Go to my father’s cottage, I tell you, and stay there till morning.”

“ All right, my dear fellow. Good bye. IIl see you agsin, and maybe have
good news for you.” ‘ !

He alluded to his contemplated  winging” of the count.

bvan smiled sadly, shook the other's and hand they parted.

CHAPTER XIIL

THE BREAE-DOWN,~—THE COUNTESS'S RETURN.—ENCAGED !—THE AVOWAL AP THE

BRINK OF DEATH. N

Wrra loud whoops of the driver and amid much rattling of the trace chains

- and jingling of bells on the high collars of the half-wild horses, the sledges con. i

taining the countess and her two French maids, started off from the mansion,

The speed equalled that of the passing before Margueritc’s oyes of all the

. panorama of pleasant thoughts in which:the abandoned Ivan had had s part,

A hollow murmur that was in the air, grew deeper and the scene darker. A -
fall of snow was adding to the mantle upon the ground, '

They had reached the serf village, when the countess’s sleigh, leaned to one
side, and at another leap of the horses, fell altogether,

The driver jumped off into the snow bank and extricated the lady.

Instantly all the train stopped. The runner of the sledge, most singularly,
had snapped off under its light load, and yet those carrying the two maids and
the baggage had born their heavier burdens well, - -

They proposed that -the lady should go into one of the serfs’ cottages until a

. new vehicke should be brought. , :
She left her women to do that. But she, from an unaccountable urging, re-
" solved to turp back to-the mansion, whose windows were marked out in misty
glimmering on its dark mass, - ,

She mounted one of the sleigh horses, sitting on the doubled up- furs which
served as saddle, in-a etyle that showed that her equestrian skill displayed in
Longchamps or the Bois had been founded on more than mere elegance,

Disdaining an escort, she rode rapidly on the backward direction.

In that short gallop, a thousand apprehensions assailed her,
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seemingly natural accident perplexed her. ST
%‘Plg dread %ty something usknown impending, of whicb the check in her de-
arture was but a link, caused her to hesitate on approaching the mansion, .
The horse had “ balled” his hoofs and his steps emitted no sounds on the

" gnow. But the bells in his collar would have signalled her coming. ‘With

difficulty she alighted, tied the horse to tho stump of a large tree near the
beaten track, and went forward on foot. o

_The ouly person on whom she could rely was Mistigris, - ol that b

Her late confidence in him had made them quite intimate. Bhe felt that he
had divined her passion in all its extent and that his friendship for Evan, apa;t
from' any fecling of zltdoration he might have had for her, would cause the
Fre to defend her. ‘ , )
MK;SZIIE att:; enter the palace by its main porch, where a cluster of gervanis gilt-
laced and bedizened were stared at by the serfs, she made a circuit. s

In doing so she had to push through the soft snow in more than one place
where sho quitted the track, being blotted out by the falling snow,

She grew bewildered, fancied that she heard voices calling her th1sAwa{.or
that, ag- if’ the flakes were enchanted like the speaking stones of the Arabian
ngzzss:taggered, fell twice, and, by miracle only, found her hand on the door

er, ‘ ‘
Ofifl[?sf{.;i?g\:is had last been seen by her there. He might be there now. N
Scarcely pausing to shake off the snow on her cloak and furrod h:\g‘hA oots,

she dashed up the stair-casea in spite of the darkness. -

topped once. o ‘
ih?hflloga?verncus roar, like the rumbling of a subterraneous river, mowrnfully .

boomed out under her feet, . _
It was not repented, and she set down to o fresh fancy of hers. .
But it was really a low assent. of the many serfs harbored in the vault, to the
proposition that Khor had brought to them.  To have Ivan in their.ranks, they
would spare the Frenchwoman’s life, all the more easily from her not being a
Ru\%?ll?;; the Countess de Mauleon, breathless with her ex'ertzion, care into .the
room of the second stovy, she found herself in darkness, except on one side.
There the bars of the window formed black squares on the leaden spow--ﬁlled
ky. i :
’ ?:Mistigris 1 Monsieur Mistigris I” she called in louder and louder accents
ach appeal wis unnoticed. )
* 'f"lll(; sfg:ll;d of steps overhead, and the glimmer of a light at the head of the
stairs, warned her that some one there had heard her at length. -
It was a mutual surprise that the two had, ! )
For it was Ivan, the? candle end in his hand, & handful of paper in the other,

f eared on the steps. - . ‘ )

thr?-}g%)ly re—commenuihl; the document, he had been thus a second time called
-om the perusal, ,

OfrI?i;) [ﬁmk .hI;d beent 2 settled one of blank despair, for he had seen the sledges
leaving the palace, and watched the countess disappear, without & turn of her
head or o rearward glance evineing any recollection of him.

His look now sas painful surprise. o B

She had never been fairer than in this dim light. It imparted a dreamy lus-
tre to her that was irrestibly alluring. L

Her eyes were full of tender, melting joy atthie meoting. They were widely.
opened in their astonishment. - - o o ;

She had lost her fur cap, and her hair had broken from its net and braids agldl
was flowing down.upon her shoulders, Her dress was shining with half.dige:
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. solved snow, but here and there a sparkling unthawed flake was like a lily star
an thie-dark folds. Some- of the ey particles glistered. like dismonds on the
curls around her forehead, : ' ‘ '

']Ivg:; descended' the stairs hurriedly.
* (bh, mademe! you here ! how comes it! I thought you happily away I
“ T had spoken so harshly to battle against the engchar{tmentpgf ﬁer‘:-i{fiéhing
. ' presenco. ' .
A thrill of agony ran through him as he remembered what an infernal out-
burst lay beneath those walls ready to be unloosed at any momens, ‘
- She paused to-sssume a tone as far from her natural bent as his,.
Neither heard the sharp but faint grinding of & ki '
which Marguerite had flung to, behind her, . ‘

. ‘With a smile, Mistigris was performing that operation. He had found- the
implement. . ) ‘ ‘ i '

" ®There I snid he to himself as ho returned to-the ball.room. “ The placeis

. secure from any intruders.” . . . : : o
. When Marguerite could trust herself to speak, it was in rather proud, dispas.
sionate tones, o .

“8ir! [ returned on account of an accident arriving to my vehicle. I suf-
‘ﬁared:,myself to be needlessly alarmed perheps. I do not wish- to- remain
ere. : ‘
. “No! youmustnot!” eried, Ivan setting down the light on the pedestal of
- one ?,f the statues. “Oh, madame, for your own stke, begone from here at
onge.”. : C ‘
. He erossed the room at a bound, and caught at the handie oft he door to fling
it open for her egress. - S ‘ : : :
She was frightened by his frantic accents.

“Oh! what menns this,” exclaimed the serf, abl-uj)tly. % The door fastened

onus? . :
In vain he tugged.
The clumsy Russian lock held firm. ‘ )
“Ah!" almost sereamed the lady. ¢ Is this some treachery ¢’
“-A vague suspiclon burned her brain.. How like Count Karateff' to have her
dishionored by the serf whom. her conduct might have exssperated to that point,

and then seal her lips-upon the subject of his crime, by the threat of publishing -

her enforced shame. =
' Bhe shrunk away from Ivan,
He guessed at her dread.
<] deceive—I betray you 1"
It needed only that. K ‘ : o
. 4]V repeated he reproachfully. “Let my actions speek agal i
hever dreaxl)ned of™ ¥ - Y . Y -Pl agajust this PIOF !
! He relinquished his fruitless exertions dgainst the door. There was not &
splinter of wood in the room for a battering.ram, '
He rushed to the window,

*The bell-rope strack his cheek.

"He caunght hold of it eagerly. ‘ ; .

* “See, madame, I can lower you down to the ground. You must escape now.
- if only to clear my fame in your eyes.” ’

‘ 'gadfdenly, he started back, . - - : .

_'The gratings over the window were only now perceived by hiwm. I3
one in §0ﬁh hends, and. put forth all his stieﬁgth? : d y him. - He grasped
- IT{he ir%n hel(?i ﬁll;m as ? ligmflfm vitm(l))ough to its trunk, '

‘e exhausted himself in efforts. Onece a mighty tug, Titanie, ule
. madle the bar bend. But the lozenge was ouly a %tﬂ); wi%’ehed?. Al;ilggé h:::]d’ '

~would scarcely have gone through. o o

!

ey in the lock of the ﬂoof

. ity of mnd,
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He sank upon one knee, panting fieavily. He lifled his eyes, full of tears of
rage and wretchedness on her. : ‘ ‘

She interpreted it rightly as meaning : ‘

“Yousea! [am aman who loves you—but I can do nothing.”

Still another chance presented itself. ~ He rushed to the image of St. George
and laid hands upon it radely. . C .

The serfs were below, Khor had said, wherever that concealed trap-holo led.

‘What of that ? =

Could an army of even such desperate men, checle him, stop him, when e,
though unarmed, should be bearing Marguerite on his arm? ,

But the statue and pedestal were as immovable as if again the solid rock out
of which they had been hewn, - He bethought him of the secret spring which

_must exist, His fingers traveled rapidly over every square inch, but no res-

ponsive yielding was given to their pressure. , - !
Again he had to rest'from so much toil of body, so much disappointed anx-

The countess had beheld all his gigantic attacks upon the oak, the iron, and

~ the stone, with admiration, but with bewilderment.

« But what is the meaning of this? Oh, lvan! you will not let them harm

" the woman that loved——that lov: »

% The meaning !” cried he, “Oh! that it Were not so! Learn, madame, that
death is beneath our feet—aye, death, sudden, horrible, terrible I*

“Qh, help!” L

A voloano is ready to blaze at the will of a host of desperate men! slaves!
Yes, their hands are chained, free only to destroy !” ‘

" «Qh! help! help!” she shrieked hysterically.

The walle beat back her erfes. A faint peal of the minstrelsy arose and fint-
tered through the iron bars and through the broken pane of coarse glass, which
gap Ivan had made. ' i o .

" It was the merry march to which the guests were proceeding to the supper-

saloon, . . L
The anguish of the countess made Ivan repent that he had revealed the terri-

ble truth, : - .
There had over been something gentle and child-like in her endearing ways,
there was something child-like in her fear of the unseen, indistinct death.. :
“ S0 young, so young to die!” she murmured of herself. - “ Ivan " she cried
in a louder voice, “ ever my preservér, save my ungrateful self again,” '
He only shook his head, and dashed away his tears. -
“ What can I do—for you, even !” -
_ «When you, a brave man, can so despair, I may well believe I am lost.”
She took a sudden vesolution. .’ : . ‘ ;
“QOn the verge of the grave, oh, Ivan!” she said, drawing nearer. him, “I
may surely fling etiquette, petty doubts, miserable rules, aside.”
She paused to clear her voice of sobs. o .
%] have horne myself shawmefully towards you, my noble sir I” she resumed,
&1 tried to crush the passion that had entirely sbsorbed my heart, and thought
that I had stiffed it forever. YetIlabored for you, even after that—to mako
amends for such cowardice. I descended to the meanest wiles of my sex, to
deceive Count Karateff, and relieve your misery.” . '
That explained her smiles upon the noble, witnessed furtively by Ivan and
nearly driving him mad. . _— : o
“ But, the farther I withdrew myself from you, the stronger beeame my love !
Ivan, forgive me! love me a little in return! If you have suffered most, still
I have suffered much ! and | am only » woman—all women now that. the titles
and riches are nothing before death 1 : \ ‘ ' ;
- She had insensibly come to him, he had gradually inclined to her.
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He was holding her in his arms, almost beforé he knew it .

It was o moment of such bounteous reward for their individual woes, that the
past disappeared like the frost on a pane of glass at o warm breath. :

- She nestled by his side, her right breast foeling his great heart beating, not

. wildly, but grandiy with the suprerae joy. The serf’s rough sleeve hung down

from her shoulder against her left side. Ifis other hand was holding one of hers,

_Sobbing on his breast, not caring to hear verbal acceptance of herself when

his embrace declared it, she, no more than he, heard the sole sound in the
chamber, N - b '

The 8t. George was slowly wheeling round as if imbued with life and over-

comning the dragon once more, ' ‘

It might have seemed, to poetic eyes, an embodiment of their love conquer-
ing the personation of worldly venom.,

- . They did not hear Khor enter, nor see the rage follow the surprise on his
face. : '

CHAPTER XIv. -

. THE BIGNAL OF DESTRUCTION,~—THE GRAPPLE,—THE DEATH OF KHOR.—THE
REVELATION,—THE DEAD ALIVE, v

“Taar woman here I" muttered Khor wrathfully,

- At the least, he felt sure that his son would claim another delay.

He darted up the steps and caught a5 the bell-rope.

The first boom of the all-important tocsin awoke the loving couple from their
engrossing, blissful dream,

. The countess coupled the melancholy clang with the peril said to be in em-
bryo, but knew nothing certain, '

On the other hand, Ivan swiftly tore himself from her claap, and pursued
the old serf, L

A second stroke went forth before Tvan could cateh hold of the old man.

“Hands off I cried he struggling to recover the cord.- :

Ivan dragged him down to the foot of the stairs, '

Strange to say, no appeal to affection’s bond came from Khor,

He drew his knife fiercely, more like a savage over a fos than the Abraham
over Isanc, immolated to carry out his dream of liberty,

Thay fell, : T

Khor, with a sudden effort that one so old could hardly have been believed
‘eapable of, rose uppermost, -

The eountess, overcoming her fright, dashed forward to intervene between
her lover and the falling steel, .

At that fatal juncture, a key made a rapid turn in the door, and it flew
open. '
PMistigris, Prince Fedor, another Russian and Count Karateff rushed in,

Two carried candlesticks, : .

- Mistigris had a pistol in his hand. ‘
- Karateff snatched its mate from the open box that his second carried.

The two weapons rang out as one. : v

The cotntegs shrieked and fell as i dead, ’

One of the combatants had also measured his length,

But Ivan was the one that stood erect. ’

‘eame into the tower and on the scene,
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‘ is - £l 16 his ball ly be- ~
istigri fired to save his friend, but his ball had flown harmlessly
twﬁftéﬁzl:#g.d E:ewas the eount’s bulleé, meant for Ivan, that had buried itself 7

in old Khor's gheek. bt kept on monaing . .

f did not rise but ke ; " ) -
?}:hs'a;lylchild ! let me see my child ere I die! my child I o &d
Ivan had lifted up the countess, only swooned. He turned to the wounded.

man. '
.41 am here, father,” said he.
The serf repulsed him.
“ My ehildl? my Acoulina !” groaned he. |
istigris darted from the chamber. _ :
flﬂﬁﬁ; E:)[f: t?3&1"'3.111;5, and Stienhardt the overseer, hearing ﬁhe double sl"fot, \

.

, One of them, who examined Khot’s wound, confirmed the injured man’s own
inion, It was mortal. - - ‘
OPK::(())ilin'u, found in her father’s cottage, was soon brought to the tower by the
Frl?;lc;lrn:;giamced her eagerly, and he poured out ove.f her all the caresses, all
the fond words that a dying parent might conceive of in the way of furewell 't‘o
lwilf}%rg:irite, who had bestowed on him many cares, ventured to hint that his
ded his adieu no less than the daughter, _ ‘
Sorjl&gi(;iefe?nlinstmnce all could see on the aged face, convulsed by pain of the
wound, an expression of a mental contest far surpassing that of physical agony.
He éonquered in the end, for a smile; mora becoming his aged countenance,
appeared on it. He rose to his feet, supported by the serfs, .
g Know, all ye,” said he in steady voice, “that Ivap here is not my son—no
? ”
i lood in remotest way. Lo
of Rlljlr \E;e astounded at this preamble of the man in the grave. -
# Know that the Prince Bariatinski seduced my wife, Mavrouska years.a;c;
—~vou know that serf.girls are toys for noble chi'ldl-en! In revénge, 1 chang] !
ouz offspring, my boy went to his wife’s cares, his to the coarse and rugge% ot -
of a selr)f. { killed Mavrouska, but all believed my tale that she had been
od in the t floed.” . .
me\;;gei\;gi:c}::sg;t?go& ?%hast, and _drew the eircle arcund the narrator more
t to lose a word from his paling lips. i . :
cﬁﬁl‘{v;]iohed ere [ slew the prince—for I wished to live for my groat purposg.‘
But last year, a poison of my preparafion took him on. the rond even b'(])ya.r 8
e f hi boso‘m and
lled the papers from the secret _receptacle, out of his s
ha'fl‘é?:l t];;iltsm, with £ s?gn of care to Mistigris. Ivan was all of & tremour with
tion. o o ‘ ' ..
en}?slgnpeasants, behold in Ivan the heir go this housi. IObe,'),; him, serve him,
| ife i ill be: - to love. :
he knows what your life is. He will bea master to lo .
f“m‘Th?ls{?ar, Count Karateff had kept, silence, like all the rest, - e could contain
i no longer. J ' o
husssei}ginhardtg!” yelled he,. “seize the babbler! He may be a murderer, but
. . )
thing more of his tale can be helieved.’ . y
nOIv;1§ leaped before the daring man and thrust back the overseer,. ¢ dviag’
« Back 1" cried he, with a majestic gesture, “back before the truth of dying
rords I” o s . R
W~c"1r‘he command was eloquent, but habit had made the serfs more obedient to
Count Karateff or the whip-master. - |
Tn spite of Mistigris, of Prince Fedor and of the countess, all might have been
smothered of the important revelation, o , ‘
Bus the interposition of another personage gave justice its field.
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“The rebels, finding the signal only two thirds made could only surmise that
Khor had come to some harm, or that a fresh combination had changed his plan.
They waited for a space. '
He did not return, and hence, after the example of the mountain and
Mahomet, they carnve by the seeret way to find him. ‘ '
“8o, when-a womean's voice eried out:
“ Stay ! he dies who lays hand on the trae lord I” ‘
The serfy and ‘the nobles were amazed to find 4 line of grim guards drawn
around them.

The light glanced from an ugly array of Toula gﬂns, knives, Hatehets and .

's‘cythe-blades and reaping-hooks set on poles.

The-leader of the force had advanced fearlessly as an Amazon between Ivan -

and those who manaced him,
% Strangers,” said Mistigris. “If you will see justice done, let me read this
paper aloud.”

“ We are sons of justice, of free and equal law to all,” said a man in ablack

gown, who scemed the woman’s lieutenant,
. '“Papa Polonius !” cried Ivan, recognizing him, °
- They shotk hands. . '

“We are all the more attentive,” said the priestly slayer of Novgoro, “and
I 4ll the more cager to hear, for that the document you hold, sir, is-one thas I
know of.” o Co

Mistigris read-the parchment. -Khor, too weak to spesk, nodded his assent
to every paragraph, o ‘

It was-u formal confession of what he had already spoken, Polonius, sworn
not to divulge the avowal, could, of course,offer no opposition toits perusal when
in hands not posessing it by any breach In his sacred faith,

It annjhilated any hopes that Karateff might have had. .

Ivan stooped by the dying man’s side, and solemnly pardoned him in' the
name of his father and himself and of his mother, who had gone to her early
grave in mourning a$ the death of a babe, only hers by fraud. ‘

. Acouling, with tear-streaming eyes, was about to imitate that example, and
- condole with her oriminal father for her mother’s death.
But the woman-chief of the league interposed.
She too knelt by Khor’s side, and began to whisper in Russian to him,
Ivan and Acoulina, the only ones who understood what they were near enough
to hear, listened to o strange story then;
‘ 'Mavrouska had not died from the effects of her husband’s hate. Wounded

and thrown into the Dnciper, she had been saved by some fishers, She had

Tived'with them for & year and more. 8he found that her love for Khor was
great. She disguised herself, and, as she cared no longer to be admired by .
man, she had had the courage to alter her visage by burns and euts, :

' Then she had returned to"her native place, to be near her husband,

One night, following ‘him too closely, the secret ‘assemblage had besn. sur-
prised by her, or, rather, they had -surprised her. She so boldly argned her
cause, that they let her join the band. “Her energy had led them never to re-
gret the innovation, _

' Khor had much to repent for. He had the consolation of knowing that one
of his vietims hnd escaped, preserved that he might die in her arms,
% #* # * & % # * *

“ My Marguerite,” said Ivan, as he entered the palace, the countess on his
arm, “I-seo that Acouling is.smiling agnin at last.” ‘

“Yes,” replied the lady, “ she poured out all her tears till she sank to slum-
‘bor-on my breast, and she smiled, as if the same’ truth had been impressed on
her, as upon us, that- . ‘ ) )
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CHAPTER XV.
THE LABT.

' ‘ have pointed out hefore

: ho have gone so far on .the pa:th that we . efore
ths'aIx;I: OfinIIvnoﬁ thani% us if we, in matter-of-fact terms, try to. measm"ie ;he; u}rc:;‘
T hanpiness of the Prince Bariatinski, Count de Mauleon, and de la lre

frllltl){;li)lllz };ﬁpﬁrance, and his partner, Form your brightest wish, and give it them

i t of our cold pen. . . . B
ms]ge:él vs?g tmhiy trace anothe}; thread or two that; ran, knotted and twined, through
the skein unraveled. ok one’by
'S near. 4Ve I . .
awf llifc'zrs };::i s\irlithinySebastgpol, bearing still the Russian and the yellow hosi-‘ .
ital ‘ﬂﬁo's ?hat.'were soon to fall before the allies’ red and tri-color, were many o
Ehe French wounded in a late assault. .
‘T a corner, set apart for thosg: oi rank, 2 major
ine from life to death.
\fages‘}ggiy‘ﬁgsu?g; either fatal, were covered by the bandages on forehead,
shoulder, and breast. :
By his side, 2 Siser of the \
watcher, . . . ‘ ‘
heyt:l:l?: g:st look of any duration that she had given the wounded man, she
started. ' But, giving up following the searches foxlr ﬂle;gé‘().unds Olf her‘;ei'u;%r?l’fé
mly - ith her duty. Tt was simply to drop ecol water on th
~?ihn(isr(:&;,nmc%yk;?}:hgnwvgfuds efI';'om {he fover that would else make the soldier's
decfﬁs%oﬁ;i: E‘-}Il): ]?i;spt at the task, the more oppressive became the worldly

ich her acquired habits had bidden her drive away. '
thc{l%f&lgnwﬂﬁgr an -hm(}lr, the major moved and spoke in seml—dchr:pm, the sister

eould be impassive no more.
Not of war were his mutterings, but

] it with smiles, : \ L
anH?: rﬁ;?i murmured indistinetly of “Ivan, comrade in art,” of n* countess to

\ the old blood—word of honor!”
make cur fellows stare! a real eountess of t i : &
mai‘t(:e?l he shuddered as if the cold of death had touched him. i al
He breathed & playful maledietion, “on lt’l?iel?-l,gld St{;{wdl{?siaa] lt Bﬁfﬂé wl;)?irf
“sharper than the natives ” He mumbled of balls, -
{:ﬁ?:ﬁs oFf r:lgbll;gll.en'léhénphis sinile grew so brilliant that his face searad twenty
r .

ears younger.
Y He open%d‘ his eyes.
that first look.

“ lina 17 L -
‘ Slﬁe;:?a;r[l)zd the hend that groped feebly for hers, in answer to the appeal.

Mistigris’ lips unconl;v.ciously gssumed that peculiar shape, seen on childre
implote a kiss, ‘ ‘ , o

whrf\hléll;:getlgr glfnced down the ward. No one was noticing h_er.’, Shhg ;)er;t over
sthe bed, so that her large hood completely curba‘med the; soldier’s head. o

So cold were his lips, even though the little life left in heart and br%m 1 }tlaw
‘o 1eet hers on their edgre, that Acoulina felt a pang in her bosom as though a
shiver of ice had been driven into it ’ :
‘ » % % X

of chasseurs de Vincetines

Greek Church Charity of Bomansund, was tgi{ing

of sweeter things which made his face be

They fell upon the nurse, and never quitted her from

* & S K 2
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In one of the Crimean correspondents’ letters to the Paris “ Debats” appeared
this paragraph : , 4 .

“The very loud détonation of a new piece of ordnance in the British camp
caused all that had telescopes in hand to level them on the ¢ity, The shot was
geen to go far beyond the former limit of the English range. .

%7The immense ball was the first fired from the * Lancaster’ or ¢ sailors’ gun,”
it betng under charge of a crew of picked artillerists from the British fleet, .

. “We'only learnt to-day the effect of the projectile. .

“Tt passed over the left abutment of the Redan, entered the town, passed
through o stone house where some Rugsian officers of Gortschakoff’s staff were
dining, and only ended its flight by killing -the driver of a country cart and a
Stister of Charity in the same conveyance. : _

. “Among the officers who died,.was: that captain of the Polish Legion, whe,
it will be remembered, had that affair with Msjor Mistigris (14th Chasseurs de
Vincennes). The major secms to have been right in declaring the man no Pale,
but one Count Karatefl of Russia, as he ‘deserted to avoid the duel, and now he
is slain in the ranks of the enemy, A proof as plain as one can have them, is

it not ¥? L . ; ‘

. THE EXD, -

.

' DIAMOND  CUT DIAMOND,

4 Awaxs, master dear, and hearken to the bad news I'll be telling you,”
were the first sounds that broke on the slumber of Gerald O/ Donnell, one bleak
November morning, as he lay on his somewhat civeumseribed couch, in a small
apartment of the Caserne at 5t. Germains, ‘

"% Who's that ¥ cried the young soldier, stavting up, and shaking off’ the stout
arm which had been applied to his shoulder,

“Who'is it but meself, your own Lanty M'Carthy, that has made so bould
- 88 to rouse you, that you may get out of this with speed.”

“ Mille diables ! what fool's errand are you come on now ¢’

“Whisht! master, darlint! or they’ll heat us colloguing, and enter without
gang ceremonie,” o

“Golly ! the Grand Monargue, Louis the Superb, or my own King James
could not break in on the privacy of an officer of the [rish Brigade,”
. % Much them devils below cares if you were the commander of his Holiness
the Pope’s army, they’d walk in, and make you walk out, and away wid you to
that sweet place they call the Consurgery. I wonder which of the bla’guards
that you dealt wid in Paris—and sartainly we left in sucha hurry, I hadn’t time
to go-and settle wid "em, even ift you'd had- the means, so the fault was in the
suddent order we got, and not yours;—I wonder which of them has demaned
himself by sending the civil officers to take the body of ome of the Boddy-

uerds ¥ '

& M’Carthy, we must manage to avoid them to day, at all hazards; it s my
tour of duty at the palace, and to be absent from my post would cost me my
“commission,” ' : o v

4 Och, then, good luck to them thaps, serjeants as they call themselves, you're
© safe, my jewel, 'for the next four-and-twenty hours, anyway ;. they can’t take
" you whilst on f(ing's guard, so Pll lead them off the scent, whilst you get drest
~and malko the best of your way to the parade. Onct there, and I'd like to see
"the murthering villian of a eateh-pole that would dare put'the tip of his. ill-look-
ing little finger on the fringe of your epaulette!” :

Away hurried the faithful Lanty to mislead theé myrmidons of the law, and
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as he belonged to a nation, celebrated, in a .thousand stories, for i)pihefing
bailiffs, his master was exabled to reach the parade ground without being in:

terrupted, : - o ‘) o C
Gerald O’Dongel was a cadet, belonging to one of tho oldest families in

Ireland. . - g oo
Their adherence to the canse of James had deprived them of their paternal

acres, }

The head.of the house, Sir Theophilus, after witnessing the fall of two of his

" gons on the memorable battle-field, near Boyne Water, had followed his exiled

master to I'rance. : ,

Unable t¢ support his youngest boy, he had gladly accepted for him a com-
mission in the Irish Brigade, and shortly after sought a refuge from worldly
cares in the monastery of St. Denis. , " .

Better would it have been had he watched over his. high-spirited son,” who
with all the impetuosity of youth, soon involved himself in debt in “ the good
eity of Paris,” his handsome person and gaiety of manner easily obtaining
credit from divers tailors, cutlers, hatters, plumassiers, glovers, and tradesinen

enerally. - Co

Littleydid he dream, or little did he heed, that these obliging Messieurs, who
protested that “ they were only too much honored in.receiving .the commands
of such a gentleman as she O’Donnel,” would ever become the mest inexorar
ble duns:. - : ) o ' o :

Still less, indeed, did he imagine that they would become sa attached to their
gallant cavalier, as to desire to have him in safe custody, that they might occa, -
sionally gratify their oyes hy.peeping at the fine bird. through the bars of his
stone cage. . . : Lo < ) ‘

‘There was an air of triumph in his look and step, as O’Donnell marched his |
men to the Corps of the Guard, that attracted the notice of many of the spee-
tators, who had assembled, as was. customary, to see the parade at the usual
howr, . . -

None knew the cause of* this excitement, or- guessed that the proud, almosk
hauggty bearing would be humbled on the following.. morning, by a sourvy
bailiff. ‘ ‘ o = _ . :

Left to himself, he struggled to shake off the painful thoughts attendant on
his situation, and gladly caught at any object which was likely to divert him
from contemplating the degrading fate his past imprudence now threatened
him. : ‘ ‘

" The arrival of a cumberous eafeche, which drew up.at a small door near the
grand entrance of the palace, could not fail in his present mood, to attract hiy
attention. L o ST

But when he beheld descend from the carriage a lovely girl, whom he had .
‘seen at a ball given by Louis XIV., in honor of James’ birthday, he hastened -
to the spot to gaze upon that heauteous face, which had so often appeared in hig

dream, ' C .
An old man, muffled in a cloak, observing the advance of O’Donnell, drew

" the arm of his fair charge through' his own, and hurried -away towerd the

ostern. N . . - o -
¥ But ere they disappeared, a glanee .from a pair of brilliant eyes went to'the
heart of the young Irishman, and left him transfixed tothe spot, gazing sfter
the ‘conquering fair; as though his looks could-pieree the solid earve-work of the
oaken door. . ] . T
" How long he would have retained -this statue like position-if.is
tell. - L o

: IRTE
impossible to -

v

. - Fortunately, the ery of % Aus atmes/” foused Him from his-trance, ind o

hastened: to-tender. military honors to. the exiled 'King, who, attended by.one
gentieman only, lefb-thepalace on foof., "~ . .. ol T
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For'many an hour the fair form O’Domnel had gazed on, banished from his
thoughts the dreaded morrow:; so ahsorbed, indeed, was he in delicious reveries,
-8 to be scarcely conscious of the entrance of Lanty, and the various prepara.

*,; 'tlons he made for % the-master’s dinner.”

* *Shure and 1 thought I'd never get shut of them devils incarnate, but lave
me aloe in the long run.” -~ "
“ Oh, those cyes ” sighed O'Donnel, :

“By me soul you may say that! Il engago they’ll not be able to see out

of them till day’s dawn to-morrow, for Pve sewed e up.”

“And what & form— 1" - ‘

g '1;510}711'0']301311 lyiug on the same form, at the cabéray where I gave them the
treat. : .

. “And such = foot 1" ‘ :

“By Jagurs, but I gos the length of it, any way,” continued Lanty; “ there
now, I'll engage there's as pretty a guard-room dinner as heart can desire. A
nice tureen-of pottage dever, solfrit, and & rotes, but whither it’s made of heet
or pig, meself don’t know, but 1'll engage it smells ‘elogant 7

“Charmante fillette ” sighed O’ Donpel. ,

““ls it a fillet of vale?" asked Lanty. “Ahnow, sit down and tiy,”
. “ I:xe no appetite,” languidly answered the strieken deer. “After such a
east!” : ' .
“Qch then, the divil a mouthfal you've tasted this blissed day, for to my
sartain knowledge we hadn't the vally of a tas dee cafley, or a petty pang in the
house; but here, the ‘dinner’s purvided by the noble Louis: he ought to-have
been born in ould Ireland for that same ginerous notion, Musha, what ails you,
master dear ? take your nourishment ;” and he poured out a bumper of Hermi-
tage: “ that's o fine glass of 'wine, I'll e bail, and will cheer your heart; pitch -
sorrow to ould Serateh, and don’t think of them two” '
- “1 can think of nothilig else—one of them at least.”
. “Your mighty particular, any way I—och, I s8¢, sure you mane the principal,
and don’t care for'the follower ; but your soup’s cooling,” ‘

Witha sigh deep enough to make a furnace ashamed of itself] the' unhappy
O’Dionnel took his seas, and for a man over head and cars in debt, and steeped
from crown to sole in love, contrived to make a very tolerable dinner, Lanty
plying him witht the generous wine, and saying with 5 look of delight:

“Two bottles is the riglar atlowance, but | persuaded the mayter dotel to let
me have an extra one, that [ may make you i eup of spiced drink the last thing
at night, to prevent your draiming about those you don’t want to think on; so
Master Gerald ‘dear, tho' Pll clear away and lave you, don's be in Oh dissyspwar
while you'ro vissy vee by yourself, but drink your wine, whilst I go look after
them sleeping beauties, the curse o’ Crimmel on thelr carkishes.” :
' The shades of evening fell on the palace of St. Germaing, (" Domvel had drawn
his chair closar to the rude hearth; watehing the eraekling logs, and thinking on
those bright eyes whose fire had proved so dangerous to his peace, when. Lanty
re-appeared with o fuce of bedevilment and mystery, whispering to his master,

i “Therc’s one without that has to spake to your horior, sdys its on pressing
business, and only to yoursolf.” i ‘

“Is it man or woman?" demanded O'Donnel,: with some undefined hope
epringing to kis heart.. : . ~ '

If “Why then, it's nayther the one nor the other, for by the same foken it's a
riar.” ;

“Maybe 4 ‘message from my- father, ‘or perhaps some half:starved monk
craving charity—Lanty, adwmit the poor devil.” : _

I “The holy father is anythitg but starved, an Plase: youn horour, by the size
of his’ girdle, but .you will judge for, yourself." - Lanty opened the door, eon-
tinuing, “Step this way, your riv’rence, the master will have gpeoch wid you,”

b 4l she could save or spave after her donations fo

B she, with much risk, :
B thers was given up to pill

B Orange William, ral

§ in memory of days gone by.

¥ ffectionately on t

i from ireland that will -joy. his heart.

5 countrymen, and tool his leave. .

87

The ;S‘erf s Or, Love Levels All

clothed in tho habit of the Franciscan order,

and throwing baek his cowl, exhl}nfted a face redo-
od livi ; v y of fust or penance

living ; there was no trace of fust ¢

o of s hur_nour Etnd gOOd‘Lﬂ‘ £ of erimson spread over his capacious cheeks

won its round oily surface; a tin : o . his capacious chiooks

i pd hanging j0w1~whilst the deeper hue of the mulberry inv led 2 nose &

ﬂli § resembling in shape, the fruit from which the colour seemei doriy cd'"

" :‘?Benedicite‘ ?{1y son!” said the fat churchman, 1 erave a short audience

ks ] .

iwith you." .

-~ (’Donnel signed for Lanty to retire.

«]s i, meself, such a night as this, to lav L wi
| ’ i sast taste in life
 Share the haty father would like the lcabq'd‘ n life,
; ar im, whilst he’s disecorsing wid you ] : -
: B et Ofﬁnmi d on table the chet(’ariug heverage, saying, “Shure did “.bI
et b e enient ¥ and lefs his master to ledrn
i tould you, the extrey bottle would be convenieut i and 1
i B H N
 the tidings the priest had to enmmunicase. ‘ . .
th?stltc{[};lfosn ? scEd the friar, with an air of mock solergmty, as he {;Il\i)lcg;;srg;ji?
lest § cligious t f tind can never be be .
b ouare blest in & servant—a religious turn o n never be haite: ‘
o o fu'eb 2 consideration for tho comforts of the elergy.”" After taling the
o e dea i inued, “ [ am but a few days from our dear island,
- Jenothened dratught, he continued, “ L ant but a day ur doar slaud,

t:Jan'rlgham made this visif at the express desive of the jovial, opon-hearted, hosp.
ia, now with the saints.” N . . ‘
al?}(]’)ladx?’ oI;I(f IX-E[HE Norah dead!” said Gerald, smiling throngh tears at he}:
p]easai‘: imagel «Then my father and myself are all now left upon this cart
! . H l 37
owerful house of (¥Dounel. ) ‘
f‘t‘h&ont:‘eup ‘my som, in you that house will revive, for you look, to say the
 loast ;egmnl';ing man’3 ~but listen; your aunt iutru'sted me to dehwlalr"t(,)tym;
hose ket » the one contains & smali boquest in-gold; good soull.. was
ot ’ holy church; and the other,
o lefs of the former glovies of your race, the large dmmond 1-11.15;;
enturies been the ornament of the O"Donnel family, and w h;f?
gecured about her own person, when the house of her fa-
age, to those children of Sathan, the followers of
¢Tell Gerald, were her parting words, ¢ to guard this ring

A tall and burly figure,
b dvanced towards O'Donnel,

e vou widoud something to drink ?
T to lceep'thoacould from

g the only vestig
| which has for ¢

“ Her injunction shall be obeyed,” said the young soldier, placing his hand

he casket, containing this unexpected treasure. . . ..

“I now go to seel his sacred Majesty, with news

Williain of: Nassau will not long usurp
My mission to you s fulﬁlle@,lbur. my

“My son,” said the friar,

the seat of the anointed James Stuart.
. o i o T ' N
g{aﬁseﬁ(::liost‘;zing-his goblet, the friar drained it with a parting blessing onhis

i 1 - in Paris do nos
« §urely never did money arrive more apropos : my debts in Paris do

| cxceed n hundred and seventy louis:d'or, and my poor-aunt's supply amounts

Tl wear it tho moment I've paid those harpies. I'll wear
v they say there is an attraction in.diamonds

oo oy oubt.
to a couple of hundred ;.and then this ring; it is indeed magnificont, and d

less of great value.

it under Aer window to-gl()rrow;

that ladies seldowmn 1‘(;515?:. .
Such was the cogitations o

o Lcstilcty was half frantic when he learned his master’s unexpected good fortune,

called on all the saints in the calender to bloss the Lady. Honoria ;ntd 1;1'&1::
the turret clock struck eight on the‘folloml'ftg' morning, he had ,.'set‘ob ' ](]) a asz
in company with his troublesome friends of yesterday, .empoweted: by his.m
ter to arrange the various claims existing against him.

f O'Damnel; whose heart.was lightened of a.load
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©O’Donnel, relieved from his duty, devoted more than-usual attention to his
toilet, and spite of the absence of his vale? de chanibre, saliied forth for a prom-
enade in his best suit, his nowest plume, ahd his easiest gauntlets; these he
preforred, as he could not resist the pleasure of occasionally pul]i_ng._eff' the lefy
‘hand glove, to contemplate the sparkling ormament that adorned hislittle ﬁnger,
. Defying the sharp air, and unwilling to conceal  his finely formeq ﬁgu.re ina
cloak, O’Donnel paced up and down in frot of the apartment he imagined to
be oceupled by the enslaver of his heart; hué not a glimpse of her could he
" obtain. . : ‘ .
Btill he persevered in confining his walk to shis portion of the terrace, and
was somewhat annoyed at having his solitary promenade breken upon by a
party of his brother officers, who joined him. _ o _

After exchanging his courteous salutations, without which, in thuse days
friends could not meet, the new comers expressed their surprise at finding him
. so near the guard-room, after having heen condemned to pass the last four-and-
twenty hours within its walls.

He did not deign to comment on their various conjeetures at his selection of .

80 dull a guartier, but with anatursl and pardonsble vanity acoepted a proffered
prise de tabac fon the express purpose of -dazzling the eyes of his comrades.

No #sooner did tho pure water of thissplendid dague glisten in-the wintry
gunbeams, than various exclamations of astonishment burst from the lips of his
brother soidiers. ) : ‘ , e

“Superbe I “ Magnifique’t” ¢ Lucky feliow I “ Won af play ¥* * A wo-
man’s eadeau?”  “ Plunder?” were the interjections and interrogations that
beset him. ! — co

“ NiPune ni Pawire,” said O’Donnel, with an air of nonchalinee ;  part of
my family jewels;” and walked away.. . -

“ Tle'd better pay that poor devil Monsteur Dechet, the merchand des gands,
in the Rue St.
¢ fomily jewels’” . R

“ Or get a decent chair or two; and a spare table, put into his quarters :_ the

0ld ones have been burnt for lack of the price of fiiel, and all that he may be’

‘better dressed than the rest of us. Such vanity and misery forsooth ”
"These, and similar remarks, followed the departure of our hero,

Furtunately for the speakers thoy did not reach the subject of them, or they

would have learned that he was: the last man breathing who would suffer his

- name and ‘character to be made a theme for levity; though having now the.
power-to tell his accidental, unintentional; and unconscions slanderers, “ By this.

time, gentlemen, my; rascally ereditors are all satlsfied”—he might have con-
tented himself with cautioning his friends not to meddle with his affairs in
Tuture. : ‘ ‘

Their ohservations overheard the day before must have been punished, for
then they would have been unpardonably true. . : ' .

" Before sunset the honest Lanty returned from the capital, having executed
his mission ; he recounted to his master how completely he had astonished the
various tradesman by his voluntary. discharge of debis they had feared eould
only ba procured by legal process. i :

. 1t was whilst rendering an account of his stewardship that the eyes of the
faithful domestié first:fell upon the diamond ring. ' L

“Saints presarve us! Master, jewel, but that is a magnificent bag. Fll en.
gage Lewy Cotose hasn’t got such & one to wear on high days and holidays and
honfive nightsy but.och, what a thing it would be; if by bad look you were to
lose it, or ‘have it stolen from you, either by man-or woman! My beart wounld
break at such a misfortunate loss,. Get a big iron box, Master Gerald, and lock

artin,” said one of the group, “than strut about with his
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it-up, as though ’twas the apple of your eye—or—I have a schame ‘Lhz‘xjf: \vilf

. presarve it from harmy’s way, if yowll take a fool’s advice.”

+“ Out with it, Lanty |? . . .
% Get one made as like if as one pea is to the other, only of false stones, and

' You ean wear the rale thing by day, and the substitution at night. Devil 4 one. -
i will ever diskiver the differ; besides, you may be pushed for the ready coin
- some day, and you ean raise & big sum upon that beauty, and yet make the
< world belave that ’tis still on the finger of ye.” L

Lanty so harped. upon the expedience of having a facsimile, ring made, that

his master acceded to. the proposition, and sent the original to Paris for that
- purpose, . ' ‘

The next day found him ‘tmversing the tertiace, full 'of the hope that he should -

get a glimpse of ‘his charmer, but the same ill fortune befel him ss before, she
¢ wag invisible, - .

Day sueeeeded day, and still he fgile& in obtaining‘ another sight of her wh,o‘sgal A

| image haunted his thoughts. -

In due time his ring and its double reached him ; the imitation was admira-

ble, and the literal Lanty, on hearing his master express his satisfiction at the

paste counterfeit, satd: - ,

“I wonder was it by baking or boiling they found out the knack of making
such sparkling stones out of four and water 7! B T

The palace elock had chimed six, and Lanty was puzzling his brain with va-
rious eonjectures as to what could detain his master so long from his dinner,
when Grerald entered his barrack-room, his countenance bearing evideres of -
some recent exaitement, - S ‘ 0 S

# Musha, then, "tis méself that is glad to see you safe hack this dark evening
—but what ails you'entirely? -Something has” happened to yon, and oh, holy
Paul, ‘the ring’s not on your finger; tell me,. master, what's gome of it, and
what's come of you, that your cheeks are like 'damask roses, and your eyes

[ glisten like—what’s lost for ever P thinking.”

“ Fear nothing, Lanty, you shall know all. I was sauntering in the fovest,
this morning, tempted by the clear sky and frosty air, when I encountered his
Majesty, alone; he greeted me with the most gracious eondescension, and
signified his pleasure to speak on a matter of 'some moment, Tt appears . that
the good Father who had brought me the late news from Ireland has given such
details to the Royal James as renders the return of the Friar an object of the
greatest cousequence ; but one ohstacle preventéd—~the' limited mieans of the

b Monarch did nof enable him to dispatch the Friar on this important mission ;

| and his Majesty, in- lamenting the state of his coffers, without resérve inguired
| if L could devise some rieans to assist him in this emeigency. Lanty, 1 have

g lent King James my ring.”

“ You'd better say gave, Master Gerald, dear, for sorrow. the sight you'll ever
et of it again.” e ' o T T ‘
“Pshal I have the sacred promise of James, that, as sbon as Louis opens

Y his‘treasury in his behalf, it shall be restored ; and as & proof of especial favour,
j [ have received a command to attend his Majesty this evening.”

“The laste he could do, Pm thinking ; you'll get a petty spu;‘)e‘.y,‘or‘ mayhe

| only a bisky and a glass of Osacray, fov whist wag worth a hundred million of
| Ecuses.” : o Lo RO

Our young Hibernian was réceived with unusual distiiction by. the M:)ﬂ@réll
he had served. - - ’ ' ' N :
A brilliant assemblage filled the suite of rooms, and as O’Donnel survayed :

|| the various proups, he saw the face of her he had so often’ soujht in vain, -

The especial notice bestowed on him by the King induced the nobleman who

g acted as Chamberlainin the little court of St, Germains, to proffer his services,

—
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should they be requived, to obtain O'Donnel a partner for the danee, which
would shortly commence. . '

Gerald eagerly inguired if his new friend knew the name of the lady leaning
on the arm of an old gentleman of most forbidding aspect, and learnt that she
was the niece of Monsieur Fernet, one of Louis X1V.’s private bankers; that
Mademoiselle Angelique was well know to the Chanberlain, and that he would
introduee O’Donnel to her for the first cotilion.

" "This was beyond the lover’s most sanguine expectation. .

The beauteous Angelique was led to the selon de danse by the enraptured
soldier, and whether or no gratitude interfered with justitce in the decision of
James, as far as the cavalier was concerned, we cunnot determine, but Gerald
- and Angelique he declared weré the handsomest couple in the assembly,

W shall not attempt a description of what passed between the young people;
we need scarcely say that ("Donnel, being an Irishman, made the best use of
his time, and that the fair Angelique, without confessing that she had surrender-
ed the citadel of her hearb to, the gallant besieger, permitted his applying tor
her uncle for an entree at their house, where he might try his chance of winning
her favour. , ' } ‘

Gerald was not the man.to lot a purpose cool ; the following merning found
him in the apartment of the banker; a passionate avowal of his, love; and
demand of leave to address Angelique, was received with the same cold blank
look by the man of wealth as though two hearts: were not concerned in tho
affair. ' )

* Monsieur O’Donnel,” suid the banker, “a Lieutenant in the Irish Brigade,
whose only wealth consists in a ring of some inconsiderable value, is not the
match for my niece. I am surprised that you retain that bauble, learning, as [
have done, that you are, or have been, encumbered with debt.. Should you
. ever feel disposed to part with it, perhaps you will permit me to become the
purchaser ; but on the other subject I must decline communication with you.”

“ Will you.not allow me to receive my dismissal from Maam’selle Angelique?
suroly she should be'the. party to crush my hopes, and not you.” i

5

¢ Maamh'selle Angelique is & giddy givf: her fortune is at her own disposa]; ’

tis true—that is”—he added, endeavouring to withdraw so important an ad-
mission—* that is, when she comes of age—with my consent : beside which, her
respect for my judgment and knowledge of the world would at all times induce
her to consult my wishes on & matter of importance. However, to change the
subject—I've taken a fancy to your ring.” C Q\

“Psha!” said O’Donnel, irritated by the manner of Fernet; “why talk about
such a,thing ag this when a jewel beyond price is what I seck to possess ¥

“QOmnce more, pray Jet me beg your silence on that thema; for the rest, a
thousand erowns must be of more consequence to you than a mere toy ; ot that
prico it is mine.” ‘ . ' ‘ c

“That priee,” rejoined O’Donnel, “were about as much too low for the
diamond this appears as it is too high for—paste.”

“ Paste, indeed ¥ echoed old Fernet ; “come, come, I happen to know bester
‘Why King James wanted me te advance him a certain sum on that identical
ring, but | never lend even ou such terms.”

“Well,” langhed Gerald, “you may be a better lapidary than either his

Majesty or myself; of course we know that no one would suspect kim of an
atterpt to raise money on a paste ‘ring—yet, if you really believed this
diamond, why did you refuse the royal request? and why do you now offer me
80 mean 4 sum ¥’

“ Perhaps,” drily retorted the hanker, to bribe you out of your silly-auit ¢ :

my-niece.”

s
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“You would fail, theﬂ,‘if you forced a diamond mine.on me,’in eXchaqég for
- e ) . . , ) S
tha‘s: H{:figj’fl;iféered Fei-net, “-ybu‘aflhere to‘thz‘tt story, fearful of being robbe@
of your only treasure ; trust me it will be safer in my custody. o
% At loast you will not xob me of it, if'you pay one ‘tho‘usand Crowns. .
“«Which I will do,” promptly answered the millionaire, eager to overreach
this inconsequent, he seized a pen, and wrote, adding, “ Give me your paste,
and this order on’my house in Parisis yours” o P

“My servant waits without, let him and. one of your people witness the.

transaction,” said O'Dounel; gravely. = : - g
"« With ploasure,” suiggered Fornet, calling in a clerk devoted to his interest,
at-the same moinent that Gerald summoned Lanty. .~ S
“ Here, Lucas,” ‘said the banker, « I give Monsieur (’Donnel one thousand
crowns for the ring of which I told you.” :

S

The man smiled his felicitations at his master. ‘ L

“ Which 7 say is paste, Lanty,” firmly uttered Gerald. |

“Mark that, Mounscers,” cried Lanty ; < divik a harm to the master’s chas:

pacter, if he takes the gould mow-—though ’tisn’t as much as I'd say by his as
offers, if tho thing should be rale.” ' .

“That's my affair,” said Fernet. ' ] ] .

“ Bign,” added Gerald, mischicviously ; ¢ then lot grasping obstinacy lind ous
the mistake ab leisure.” . ) ‘ T

« When 7 call it paste,” conctuded Fernet, hastily withdrawing the ring from
onr soldier's finger, ” then you may claim my niece and her dower, Bir; take my
order.—Lucas, [ have made a harga'm'!”‘ e

« May you always bé as content with it as [ am [ said O'Donnel 3 and pock-
eting the order, he walked away——followed by the exultant Macarthy. .

That very evening Gterald was again sent for by the King. - Louis, learning
the strait into which his royal brother had been driven, had gently chidden him
for not having applied to the friendship of Y'rance, and forced on him an addition

to his usual ailowance, which enabled James at once to recluim and roturn the
. il ' P .

Q' Donnel ring.

~
f

Next day, (rorald, again chattiug with his fellow-soldiers, was joined by old

Fernet :—our hero, aside, and in English, bade one of his friends rally him on
the loss of his ring. . R o : . . .

« Fa,” commented the banker, rubbing his-hands, © that diamond, Lucas was
taken to a Paris joweller, from whom I expect, every moment, to regeive 7'atl+er
more than [ gave you, Monsieur.” . . 2

“More or less,” said O’Domnel, “1 told you it was paste.”

“You did, knowing no better.”

 Knowing, at least, that #his answers my purpose quite as woll,” said the -

oung soldier, withdrawing kis glove. -
¢ Piable 1 exclaimed Fernat; * two vings, exactly alike ?

% T all but value,” quoth Gerald : “one for my King and myself, the other -

for Monsieur Fernet; and, considering the obligations under which his manner -

of receiving my proposal for his ycice has laid me, it is natiral to concludé that
1 should part with my family jewel to him for a’ third of its worth, with plea-
sure. The amount he offered did credit to. his integrity ; he scorns to 'La,ke ad:
vantage of a brave man's poverty, at the very moment when he is baffling that
man’s dearest hopes.” . ‘ ‘ e

« What mean you?” demanded Fernct; but ere Gerald could reply, Lueas,
on his way home, and closely followed by Lani';yé'accosted his master with,

% Oh, Monsieur, you have heen insulted in my person, by that accursed
jeweller ; he says the ring js—" ' - S o
. % Paste,” chorused Grerald; Lanty, and’ the bevyy\ of officers.

“ Pyste ¥’ repeated thé dismayed Avaro,
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% Yes, paste " articulated Luecas. :

“Bless me!” said Gerald; ccolly ; “ were you young, and a man of rank, Sir,

1 ought 4o take satisfaction for this doubt of my word, given you before two

witnesses, As it Is, | suppose you know that your attempt -at—I may call it—

. defrauding me-of my diamond, here, has placed your reputation entirely at my

meroy.” o E ‘
4That it has!” chimed in the O'Donnelites. :

% (Qch, the negur!™ shouted Lanty, “cotched it his own trap.” .

“Of course!” continued Gerald, “Ishall feel it my duty to apprize both
our sovereigns of the facts, lest they should imagine me capable of passing coun.
terfeits, It will be nothing new for a grey negociant, a merchand, to have at-
tempted a miserly transaction ; but the name of -an officer of the Irish Brigade
must not suffer injustly.” = ‘ . ‘

"¢ Certainly not,” coincided Gerald’s amused c&r’npeers, while Fernet and

Lucas stood

>t Maet statues for the Court of Foar.”

’

“1t 45 paste, thon,” sighed.the aged man.

“If you admit that,” took up the lover, # you know what follows ; you said,.

before your own man and mine, that whon you called it sd I might claim your
niece and her dower.” . ‘ : .
“You did that, ould Jew—as T am ready to testify,” said Lanty. -
% Poo,” eried.one of Gerald's friends, *the canaills care nothing for break-
ing their words ; if they were men of honour no witnesses were needful,”
"% Monsiear O'Donnel,” pleaded Ternet, attempting to laugh, “I own that
ceven in your candour you have been too deep for mey honesty, it scems, is the
" best poliey, after-all, T dssure you my only wish was to procure, at tho highest
sum [ could afford, & present fit for my dear Angelique—what I have purchased
of you is unworthy of her acceptance.” ‘
. % Oh, sir,” said Gerald, “this statement accords but ill with that of your
having striven io sell the ring. Its original shall be Angelique’s when she is

mine ; pray wear the copy yourself, for my sake.”

- The merriment of the juvenile hearers was now so boisterous that the unele,

~ wag fain to retroat, leaning on the arm of the lover—and hoped to hush up &
story so little to his own advantage, by bestowing Angelique and herfortune on
the gallant son of Erin; but no sooner was she the © fast married ” Madame
('Dionnel, than Lanty, and wags of a higher grade, including Louis X V1. him-
self, revived the tale, to the constant annoyance of Monsteur Fernet, who, to his
dying day, had to bear the sobriguet of Tur Diamoro MErcrANT, 4

s

‘ ———

‘

S THE YQUNG HEIRESS,

« Huxrierta! this is the last conversation I will have with you for a long
“time—for years—few or many, I know not, and that will depend upon yonur-
self——u. . A o

“Speak, Maurice, speak I” was the rejoinder. “H wo must part, if I'can
shorten the time that will separate us, you know with what an intense will I
would do so.” ‘ o o

“What I have to say is of great moment,” continued Maurice : %1t Is a seri-
ous, matter, and, as such it must be seriously argued. I have ceased to be a boy,
tand as I have & man’s part to play, and & man’s difficulties to meet, | must

speak of them as & man ought ,to do;” and the vouth took hold of the beauti- -

tiful girl’s hand, and for s m/()ment gazed anxiously into her face.
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“You are now, Henrietta, beginning to stand upon perilous gromd. You'
are ahout to leave nature for the world. Lit, which-has been actual to you,
which has been no shadow, but the passing along as one traverses an enchanted
valley filled with flowers, streams, and odours, will be all artificial to you, It~
will be glistering, but evanesecent : brilliant, but its surface will be as water. It
will be homage, and flattery, which you will find all false—all one lie, unless,
indeed, you—as many others, pure, innocent, and strong of heart and resolution,
be drawn into the vortex, and believe that zsei you are happy, and thit the past
has been delusion.” . .

“Oh! no, Maurice,” interrupted the lady, ardently ; “ I cannot. think so of
the past.” : ‘ .

“You have not yet been presented at Court, 'To.morrow you go there when -

- perhaps thoughts will be totally different;” and Maurice paused.

“In what manner ?--how do you mean ?” o

*I cannot tell you the precise way. That which is now mere curiosity may
become passion :—but encugh of this, and now of ourselves. ,

“Ah! yes, let us speak of ourselves; Mauriee,” she exclaimed, with an earn-
est gesture; “ for when you speak of other things, of other people, your voice
grows doep and bitter. Speak of yourself, Maurice: it will please me best.”

“ You are very beautiful, Henrietta,” said the young man with an impulss of
overpowering afleetion, laying his hand upon her head and stroking the bright,
tresses - with an inimitable—a superb grace of action: it so well becama his
heroic-looking frame.. “You are young and beautiful, and you are worth one
hundred thousand pounds, and have fifteen thogsand a-year. Da you compre-

. hend your power ¥’ and he bent his eyes keenly upon her noble frank face.

“ My ideas of the power you hint at are very indistinet, Maurice,”” was her
reply; and a shade darkened her lovely face, :

“ You will soont be taught better,” this he said with such a sudden fiereeness
as to startle her, ' ‘

“But yor Maurice, are called Lord Gower; you have estates, and mensious,
and great wealth, too. Do you comprehend your power ¥’ '

“ Better, far better,” ho answered, *than you do the question you put.” .

Before very long others than myself will know it too; the world wili know
it, and I &hall be langhed at for & fool.”

- Henrietta drew back half afftighted, He went on:—< You are young, rich,
and noble.  You have heen taught that these ave the greatest of earthly bles-
sings ; that they are the privileges of the favored few, that to be thus sitmated s
the great end and aim of life. If you say to me you do not think so, I reply it
is because you are at the moment unconseious of the prejudices which have been
ingtilled in you from your mother’s breast.” . R -

“ But surely, Maurice, to be thus, to strive to be thus rich and noble cannot
be a sin in your eyes ¥’ . ‘

“Yea, but it is, though? His reply was bold, quick, and distinct. * For
my part, I hold these nominal ancestral honours in the deepest—the most un-
speakable contempt. I have norespect for that muddy stream of deseent which
men trace up with such persevering adoration to the conquestoand when they
have got hold of some robber whose large hand was ‘more grasping, whose soul

- had more cupidity than that of others, they take his name; tho herald tortures

his confused brain in order to discover symbols and sentences more or less ex-
pressive of this bandit quality. Tloath, I.abhor with all the might and power

of my soul, the fustian dignities which your pancled carriages and emblazoned

brms indicate ;—and: even wheu arriving at the conquest, why pause, there?
Trace your ancestors farther’and you discover a set, of barbarians with intellects
murkier than the night, beggarly braggarts who, in trampling down the peasang
or the artizan by the iron gripe of power, only retarded the divine ligh, which

1
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i ‘ strai ALl shed throughout the world.

an nature of itself, when unrestrained, wil . g ' ;

léL:‘I:; me the man whose honours spring from himself, and I myself will be his
e i;Ié unstained ? ‘

“ But you—your hatne, no aiped-—-> '

« }\37‘?11)?] huwycem [ tcll’," W:LS, his rough interjectionary exelamation, “Do
you ims wine that 1 will swear to the immaculate virtues of every lady of my
house who held office at any Queen’s chamber ?—or thab my sire’s sires weve
open-handed, just, or liberal? No, It is sufficient for me to know that my-
mother was good, pious, and kind ; that my father killed her, and that the poor

wept whemr she was laid in the dust—-"
% Your father—Xkilled—her ! she gasped out. , .
% ['speak metaphorically. What was my father’s cha.ractell' - e
 Courteous, Jearned, lofty, esteemed, and honoured by all who knew him,
" rd 'y, .. H t ﬂ(. - B . .
an?‘“lggi{;glélfl?:](?ofutmst!” exclaimed Maurice, bitterly. ¢ Now, [ call it'eold,
selfish, and arrogant: eringing to the King, haughty and Em?dhto. hls e_quals,l_a
demi-god shrouded in his cold, iey manners to the low, ‘buc i he -‘\;’df,[]i\] reali-
ty; but the world. beheld him not in his ~own house, To my ot e:] he WL:; 3
m(:nnrch ;' and because'she embellished his name, he tolerated h(?r, an rﬁga{; ef
the decencies of life; but on human fondness, no spark of \gﬂeemon, no If} 0]
that blossed passion which God has implanted in every he‘m'i:———execp?, thi. ;e(?
in hearts stately, artificial, and arid as my father’s was ever shown tow MQ”S er;
~ for me, first I fearad him, then Tdespised him, "Who'respects him now ¢ ]
“ M:’,mrice, you torture and god alamll me.f é’x}ll tgzge}flge:)f him esteeme
I ard that mony—many lamented his decease. ' '
hlr‘r‘l,’ﬁlnei IliI:cl]vih}:: ]"(} IE}Ea:Jn'ice }{ad grO\gr-n a porfect savage. * Henrietta, listen
to me,” he continued. “Those who mourn him, speak the set ]angua,ge usfu;mE
on theso occasions. Ko is missed in the -cabinet ; his ﬂ_ntelicct‘-wab powerful ;
his talents great; his vote always useful ;—above all, h¥s- powers of dlplom.‘ac%’

were equal to any émergency. You do not lmow .\‘th-‘chplor.naoy 1;19&115,!; i

is anything but honesty. But for every one who pretends to mourt him there

arc scores who despise, detest, and have causc to eurse 111:1‘1-—«--—-r - I

« Merciful heaven !” she cjaculated, in a sort of fright; “ you cannot miean &
o

L}‘u‘s“'I'Ie lived extravagantly, The country paid him enough, heavcln_ -kn?WS;
" but he went beyond this. e lived-and tradesmen niust sup_liyly : his wa,n{:s.

Their bills were not paid. They made others pay for him while tlcy'c}(:u ,

and then becamé bankrupt, In the ¢ Benel’ a few days ago, I beheld ;31% t };)r

ten men with Targe families dopondent upon them who had been rum‘%;h i;Y Jﬁ.

prodigal rapaeity. Ilo obtained goods on aredit, and d]d not pay. a t?a.

1 4l g 97 ‘ ,

Yo l%llllf ;uruly he had wealth enough to B./cfmcgl aélli El}ese debts,” suggested
" Henrieita, daunted at the shocking pieturc Maurice drew. o ‘
F?? ﬁf)t]t:c’a;}:cl:g‘tgcgnd the gamingiﬂﬁe received the greater port:on'of lni. relad’y
gold year by year. “He was a fino old English nobleman. - FPah! the 0](; Gil ¥
of all this. ' Ho was beggared. He died a beggm‘: I am going to ﬁaﬂ a . }1019
debts. It is by the saerifice of my birthright that his name at least, shall not he

sed in the grave.” L .
eurs ?tdi; noblegof'. you,” said Henrietta, with a gesture of admiring fondnlfsg:ﬁ‘ ‘
“True " he replied ; “ but wait a little, and you ghall hear 1;;1(311‘ s;:ea t‘l ezci
dntly.”  There enssied a lorg pause, W(-ihleh l\ga}urlce broke aftor having mustere

is ions. His tone was now tender and low, ) o

hlb“eﬁ]:rtl‘:'?gtia, § have been endeavoring to tell yon how fervidly—how mightily

1 love you; and I can find no words sufficiently strong to express that love. -
H

How ‘we first met ; how we first plighted troth; how.you have comprehended a

s

‘
1

nature strange beyond anything you will find in “life, T do-not know, and I do
oy care to find reasons for.  You have told me that you loved me—for the. last
-time before parting I ask, do you repeat it ?" ‘ .
“I1 do, Maorice.” There was a sublime devotedness int the manner of her re-
. Ply that heightened the flush in Lis checks, ‘
“I am rich—TI shall be miserably poor,” ho countinued. “ Will you love me
then 27 : ‘
“It cannot make a difference to me. . Then and now, once and for ever,”
“You will not join the world in mocking the fortunes of the ¢ broken lord i
you will not find in his shrunken powp-food for wit and laughter ¢ :
“No, Mauriee—néver ;7 and Maurice believed har,
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The following scene took plaee about & year after the last conversation, at a
# diplomatic” party, given by Lady Phillis Doricourt, a well-known leader of. -
London “ton”  All was splendid, all lied glibly in blue and searlet, in gold

- and decorations ;—and finaily, to tell this collosal lie—all nade up of Jittle

ones, till the apex wag like that of a pyramid,—all the world was there.

“Have you heard the news?” asked the Hon, Caspar Haggard, a Jong-whisk-
-ered, lagubrious-looking gentleman.  “ But here comes Lady Phillis Borieourt,
How charniing her ladyship looks this evening ;" and he vose up from his chair.

A tall, handsome, but bold £nd aven fmpudent-looking woman, in Full dress.
approached them,  Her walk was majostic, but it was that of art, not ature.

“Ah! you naughty crcatures,” said she, flivting her fan at Mr, Vincent
Howard, who was very rich for a corhmoner, and the lady had an unmarried .
daughtor, “* laying your heads together to plot treason.”

“ Not against your ladyship, be assured,” was the reply of that gentleman.
“ But shall we not see your lovely ward this evening.?”’

“All in good time,” was the lady’s reply, who folt a little piqued that Mr.
Howard did not show more anxiety regarding her accomplished and very
eligible daughter. - : .

“Is it really frue,” demanded the Fon, Caspar Haggard, in a half whisper,
“that the proposed uniow, so much talked of, between Lord Maurice Gower
and the Lady Hentietta is to be broken off 2 '

** Why, you dow’t suppose she can marry such a fool,” said the lady, seorn-
fully. - “I'could not allow my ward to be hound by prowmises to a ruined man.

_8he understands her worth far too well.”

The Hon. Caspar Haggard shook ‘his head. e had thought that she might
marry him.  He was no fool, but still he mused, o

“The man’s about to subvert the existing institutions of the country,” contin-
ued the tady, “He is going to cut off the detail, sell the property, and pay his
father's debts—there’s a Goth I ‘ . .:. .

“It’s almost tneredible,” murmured My, Howard, # I presume this was what
our friend was going to inform me”—the other bowed— and if.it did nob .come
from your unimpeachable authority I should have doubted it,”
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“Qh ! rest assured, my dea
lawyers are already gone to h
off the const of Seotland, where h
wood, in'8ir Walter Scott’s romance

upon the subject.
“T thought he ha

Haggard, : C
.. #YWhy, so he has been,” was the lady's reply; “but the danee is beginning
. —permit me to offer you my arm.” And they moved with a slow and stately
step to the upper end of the vast chamber. ~. . A : )
Il the meantime, beautiful, proud, and haughty; the majestie form of Tenxi-
“etta appeared, her dress blazing with jems, and her hair flashing with starry
brilliants. Nothing could be conceived more superbly lovely. Nothing more
‘delightful than her ease of conversation, her grace ‘of eavriage, nothing more
magnetic than the prestige of her wealth. She drank in adulation and flattery,
with an avidity that showed it to have become an alinost morbid disease to her,
and -even while she despised that glittering throng, she lost no murmur of the
admiration so many expressed. T
angerous guardianship--that of an intrigu-

She had been consigned to most d i
d at the rumours which went abroad of Maurice,

“being continuaily told that his lavish absurdity in ridding himself of his posses-
repeatedly, in what a erippled

sions was to be replaced by her wealth, told too,

state her life, now oll splendour and variety, would be passed, she begen to be-

lieve that past protestations were the absurdities of. youth, and that under no
bound by the romantic ties of her earlier

eircumstances whatever could she be

yenrs; and therofore it is no marvel, that with. the examples and temptations

surround ing her, she became as witty, as charming, as insineere, apd as morbid-

Iy sad by turns as & woman-can wheh better feelings come across her, and with

a sort of remorse, fill her soul till in the giddy vanities of life all are forgotten.
The séhemes too, st in action by her assidious friend, the lady Phiilis Dori-

conrt, were no less effective ; Maurice was being forgotten,

r Mr. Howard, that it is true, . Those disagreeable
im to some out-of-the way castle in a bleak island
e lives something like the master of Ravens-
1 and the lady looked remarkably warm

d been abroad these two years;” said the‘ Hon. Caspar

ing, fashionable woman-—offende

d stormy habitation where Maurice Lord Gower now
turrets. stood on the verge of the rugged cliffs, and
" the winds and waters of the sea sung for ever one huge psean of rejoicing around
the hoary walls. Like a man who shunned his kind, brooding over dreams that
were impracticable, communing with the elements, wearing out his soul in, the
ardent devotion ho felt for Henrietta, so for many months had passed away the

lifs of Matirice, .

For he loved her as the strong-love the wealk,
strong, deep-hearted man alone can love the woman on whom he has bestowed
thie purest, most passionate imputlses.of his heart. He had already taken the

step which was'to strip him of all- his pessessions, having nothing, more left of
his once enormous revenues and wealth to comeo between him and the sublimity

'i‘ruly it was a bleak an
dwelt; for the castellated

as the poet the beautiful, as'a
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which reigned around. His love i ' '

) . I grew like a iy
by thoughts which were never known at the 8512:?&0}1 l:;k; UBO&J " li'f'l e_s,‘fostere‘d
cm.gt, at all events.. : dy Philis: Dori

e knew where Henriotta was, "He knew 4
| [ . well the holio ificial -
zgrme I?Qf]h;goini; m.lde.lé whose care and guardisnship she wa‘: ;Il:gegmﬁf{lgl\;;?i

rended the Insidipus temptations which surroun : ‘
OYgTNWh;Ch she hung, and he would make no effors tdlig:sg (]ain por=—the  dunger
e lm(:, he e:;cla};med!, “if she loves me she will be ag deat as the adder; if
sho e 1]1}(3 not, she will not be to me worth reclaiming, . I would sacrifice b
hathmtise _ to principle. * She hath sworn deeply—let me see whether be aer
hath e power to change my form and features to her, whether there bag . 1‘{
;10 é:g tz:asr ;ntaznse 11;1?% and &truth in woman’s heart. If it be as I fear, I caus?'e“}el
orture than my doub iled t ' ‘
pa:;} phier forturo tha wof-y;.t.’?u ts have{pd_ed tipon me, and before many months
ne morning while musing on the ¢liffs he beheld beuti ‘

. N . a b f. }
::gkéng Ifm-h the httle. haven at the foot .of the lofty cragagvieﬂ'la%?)ﬁgeﬁ:sht
I‘Ld?es. 3 ad lby this time ©cast anchor, and a fashionably-dressed part; :f?
tlﬁ : ﬂ'nh gentlemen were being landed from it... Having mnerely glaneed lJlr .
t’hgms "‘t;“i Zometl_ung .ll}te an impatient gesture, he walked away "gand entélgzn
o :hz eh y but ruined pile, he gave orders to his domestics to offer the strany erg

ospitality the place afforded, if they should offer to requira it, wl%ieh

. Was probable, as there was no other habitation near; he then retired into his

own chamber, = .
Casting his eyes through ( ked & ‘
 Custing his. hrough the casement that overleoked the shelter ;
::(}11311 awn:és in a state of the most beautiful. preservation, very highilvzcltlsggll;dt?l?é
hotth an be}ilsfdpr?tef:tlng‘the fruits and flowers from the inolemency of that Iat-
-y et 1en etha::ﬁl;i:;l?gfzﬁrcgzgls o‘f; him,léeaning familiarly upon o gentleman’s
, seen, it could never be forgotten. It was Henri
etta! Bhe turned round and , : Yo Romeribo what Maconk
Bt would be st nd he beh‘elfl‘her face! To deseribe what Mauriee
i o H H
tow&[;g; (ilt,hmy.diar " exclaimed a voice, that of Lady Phillis Doricourt, comin
i em: “can you possibly imagine anything more distmal—me :
arous-—than this place ?” wmere bar
“L protest,” was Henrietta's reply, « ifi :

s 5 e ply,  that if it were not for th i i
atr(;krthu_n tour will give us the ensuing season, I should be -{'rie 1111'?91;101{1191537 ‘ghwh
a ‘t: IE 'asp}?ct of s’}mh a repulsive spot,” aened to doath

15 tae spot,” .muraured Maurice to himself, wi i
inhe heart, # where I have invited her to come, Sl’le‘mhhi t(%:;iadﬂﬂ tS St
alldlﬂ. Henrietta, thou art lost [ : £ + 80 To summer

It is decidedly of a very Gothic e

, of a ver ast, and remarkably well ad
%lll]i‘)g c:)f;‘ nll)etaph_ysws?” sgld the Hon: Caspard I—Iaggard{ “but }iefg Z%(inf?srflltmgz
Juko of erwentwater;” and a smile brightened the face of the beriu'tiﬁll
you % :Hy, as ? handsome, foppishly-dressed young man sdvanced.

all people in the world, who do you think this place belongs to ¥ asked

.the Lady Phillis,

“It’s Lord Gower's,” repli . ‘ L
startod ” ;- replied Hﬁﬁrletta, at once. “I knew that before wo
113 . b . . .
y dear Henrietta,” exclaimed \ T .
af':-:‘ti gé’f meefing with M ed her dtll‘enn&‘,» with a start, © Wero you not
“ Oh, as for that,” was the answer, *he, is man P NI
o y e, a.is man of ‘ :
ths’flt‘hev%ﬂlhmg changes in time, We are not chﬂdréél imn;’lt_l.enoqgh to know
" ex(;; fe;’sriofifo?&?;"g"iﬁffaﬁef, ugblsu:xlcad .upon the fair speaker for & momenf with
‘ X 23 what can we say of Mam'ice—"‘f}low'felt"he'; Tt

would have been 'humiliati;lg bo witness’tho great anguish that wrung groans

oo
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forth from his deep heart at hor light words---at her heartless manner, Maurico
deplored this change in ser more than he would her death. -
She knew the spot—she who had his letter even then in her bosom-—she even

knew Maurice was at hand!  Years that had past, the vows long since spoken,

the hours spent together, were evidently annihilated. \

“ A man who contemns wealth and rank—who despises his own lofty class,
and looks with seorn upon nobility— must be at least devoid of common sense.”

It was Henrietta 'who spoko thus, still in the hearing of Maurice.

% You know not haif the delight I feel, madam,” 'said the Earl of Derwent-
water, gallantly lifting up -her hand to kiss, “in knowing that 1 am a member
of that order, whon [ hear it defended by lips like yours.” :

This was at the least a plebeian compliment, and the lips of Maurice curled

 with fierce Ditterness, “And- she oan listen to words like those? Well.” .

Heuvrietta did, however, and similed radiantly.
«Oh, my lord,” said she, “you have no idea how much my opinidn of the
gorage has risen of late. I must confess that the assiduities of Lady Phillis

oricburt have done much to eradicate many false tastes which an old compan- .

“jon used to fustil into my bosom;” but as Henrietta uttered this, the paleness
that overspréad her checks inade hor feel the falschood of her own words,
In the meantime, with & proud, stately step, Maurite, who had descended to
the garden camte forward to meet them.. o
; His magiificent, face had that wordless calm of despair which 1mpressed the
Beholder with the idea that he had suffered the agonies of death, and that by a
supernal power he yet lived and moved about. When the two stood face to
face, Ientietta’s soul heard: thot of Maurice speak to her in a language that was
-never obliterated from her brain. - o
With a stately, cold eourtesy, he did the honors of his house, and without

refercnce to the past an hour or two went away, and they parted.

L
It was the height of the London season, The Lady Phillis Doricourt was
‘giving one of her most splendid reunious. The marriage also between the
Duke of Derwentwater and the lady Henrietta was not only falked of, but
preparations upon the most magnificent scale were going forward.

- % The Duke of Derwentwatcr was speaking in a low tone to some friends, and
in the embrasure of the window sat Henrietta, beautiful as ever, but pale, hag-
gard and worn. ‘ ‘ ’ ‘

The lawyer at last said that all was ready, and the lady Ihiilis was summon-
ed. They were gning to sign deéds’of settlement regarding the marriage.

'inee her last mterview with Maurice a change had fallen over her spirit.

A deep, sttled sorrow was at Her heart, and night and day there was unrest
around her, -~ S T T Lt ) . o

When' the lawyer s?oke,'sh'e started with a shudder, and then advanced to
the table. The Lady Phillis gazed with some apprehension upon her, and the
Duke'of Derwentwater also seemed to be'ill at ease. The Lady Henrietta took
up a pen, when the lawyer again said, we require 2 witness.”
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« will act as one,” was uttered in a deep impressive voice that made all
gtart, and drew a repressed screnm from Henrietta. Turning round they all
racognised the form and face of Mawice Lavd Gower,

- With a faint moan, exprossive of intense pain, Henrietta laid her hand upon-
her side, while gazing, almost glaring upon him; but.there was such a dull and

_vague meaning i her look, that no one could have attributed any particular ex-

pression to it, Maurice stood confronting het, :

He was booted and spurred, and’ his dress was splashed and soiled as if he
had ridder hard. His long and dark hair was matted on his brow that was of -
an'unnatural whiteness. : ‘

Henrietta waited for him to speak ; but his lips were closed. She then tot-
tered to the table and scrawied her namo on the parchment ; but so blinded was
she with tears, sho saw not what she did. The Duke of Derwentwater had
already signec.. The Lady Phillis, with an air of terror and surprise, signed
hers; and breaking the spell of stillness and silence that bound him, Maurice
advanced, and, taking: the pen, signed his name also, : C

%It 15 now completed,” said he, 1n a breken voice.  Henrietts, I thought at
the eleventh hour you would have hesitated 1"

“ls it now you speak to me ¥’ was her reaponse.  * Good heavens! -had you
nought to say before it was too late ¥° o ‘ :

“11 achoed Mautice. * Wherefore should 1?7 Tad I not-done all that &
man could, or shoild do? Was it-not all in your own hand ?” ‘

“] have heen walking blindfold,” she murmured. “My faet have been’
stumbling hither and thither in darkness: there was none to guide me, and you
—where wore you ¥ : L ‘ O o

“ thought; 1 dreamed, I hoped with all the ardour of my soul that some
memory of the past full of might and saving power would awaken within yeﬁf
breast: [ hoped that you would have dpprecisted the value of a man whose
wealth lay in his-own.sense of magnanimity alone. You have been told that
your wealth was too groat a sacrifice for you to make—that to heal the breach
of my broken fortunes it would have been ‘as ridiculous in the eyes of the
world, as [ have made myself when reséuing my father’s name from the infamy
of depriving his .creditors of their just rights. You, who have no heart,” he -

" continued, with bitter anger, ¢ kuew not the value of mine. I left you to your

own choice; nor would I by the weight of a feather have influenced you either
way ; but had you appreciated me—mnmy fcelings—my affection, it would have
lifted you to a height so infinitely lofty, that the degrading depth’ into which
you have now fallen, bears no proportion to it. . o
I left you to yourself, and dweltin my owu proud poverty, which you—once )
so kind, once so noble, in falling it with the paltey conventions of rank 'joihed .
in despising. You insulted me--laughed 2t my rulned home—found,’fodd for.

. mirth in my scanty means; and all this [ bore because I thought you required

only thought and courage to allow your better nature to break forth, and say tol

"me when the great erisis of your fate and inine came, ‘ Maurice, I have wronged’

yous; but i love you still '”

Henrietta sanl half-fuinting fo a chair.. The soul-crushing certainty that she
had sealed the eternal misery of both—the awful sense of desolation and of fu-
ture woe, pressing upon her like the hand of death. ‘The duke, the Lady Phillips; -
began to remoustrate, , ' P T

#Peace ) said Maurico; “ what 1 have to say must be-said, and after that I
will trouble you no more, ,I would rather have been born a pesasant, and with
my two hands tilling the soil, than repossess all | ever hid of those Iorzalyi laxids,
whieh ['have cast aside as if' they were so much dross ; but in ker I ﬁhdught- I, :
should have found a peerless reward for all.  She has eorhe to know the extent '

3
i
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of héer powera—the value of her wealth, Let her then remain on this false emt.
nence of state, let her be flattered too, and Hed too, and have every.fulsome
aduolation paid to her; for the dark and dreary hour will' come when she, too,
will 'be left lonely and neglected. A marriage of convenience, my lord duke,”
“he added, turning to her betrobhed\husb&ﬁd, “has ever these sure results; and
when she does find herself so, | would then, and not else, have her think of me,
5o that she shall feel for 2 single instant a portion of the fire-she has heaped upon
my head.” : o

)i{em'iett’a rose up; and with uplifted hands fell at his feet. * Maurice!” she
gasped out, “ have pity on me—do not erush me utterly.. It was in your power
when I 'Was in your housd to have checked me—the words of surrow and repent-
anee were on my lips; but yoi did not—you might have commanded, you did
npt oven solicit. From your pride, I derived mine; but you should have
known the differences of our naturves better. I have signed my own death-
.. warrant, | know ; but I conld die easier than retract; forgive me, then, before

" you leave me, or curse me-that [ may shelter my humilistion under some
cloak I - L ) :

The Duke of Derwentwater paused. His heart was moved, and the evident
repugnance of Henrietta to the unfon was so manifest that he did not hesitate.
Taking up the parchment,'he cut the signature out with his knifa hefore any”
could prevent him, and said,.“ Lady, you arefree,” and turning to Maurice, added,
“ My lord, you are bolder in your broken fortunes than I. If in resigning my
claim, in retiring from & rivalry where even to win would be no gaim, I ean
- ¢onfer on her the happiness so nearly being wrecked, I shall be hippy ;” and
gently raising Henrietta from the ground, he placed her hand in that of Mau-
rice and-she was ¢lapsed in that fond embrace which told that everything was

" not forgoter. : . .

_THE END.




