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THE CHRISTMAS Q!FT.
F_1 wuld, mr liUke "], 8"
I Til» f»-rtil rerfst, brllllcsl of jllI> on Uud or sel.

1 woulrl Msreh Ih#t wide World orar for tressurei ricli
end r;
ABd glre |I|M for a Cbritlmas giA, mj HU» Itdg

ir 1 «o«ld r<l wcaee Iba suoshlse lato a goldeo

Aod at II|f dalDly faet | woold lay my «ITering ddwa.
| woold dect thy brow wilh Jewels, nch geta» to Sasb

md I1liCP,
lod aparklo liba thoaa merry, bewlldcritig oyes of
tbiao.

Th» atrih la foll of ircaiufes, the «orld Is glad aad

wide;
Bat th« death place to me, ob, maiden Bweet, at

tly
1 aak no bngbter annabloe boncatU iLa a2ure sklca
Thban lba tender of i%alconii wiihin Ihy dear
bina eyea.
| bavo no FIII io offer, CIC\/\PI a loytl hotrt;
Alovarbicli lovea Ih«o 0oW, (\o' Lioar ibce orapart!
WU thou Ecoept luy oITerch ibla Cbnaima» gifl of

mine?
Than IM take niy Cbr>etnaa gifi Cron those tos;j lip»
of ibino. unr, D

A Story of ths

CHRISTMAS DINNER IH PARIS,
1881 A.D.

By JOSEPH HOWABD, Jr.

PAET ONB— THB f RBPARATIOH

T ii tba mornins of tlia tweDtieth of NoToraber,
I 1881, in tlie city of I’aris.

Napoledn tbe Fourth belierea bimself lIrm od
the tlirone of bis family.

Peace and plenty reign witb hini orer Franee,
and Paria ia once more the gajest city in the world.

The Tast corridore of ihe Grsnd flote! are aa
buay ae the outpoali of a hi»e of bees—so busy, ia
fact, tbat no one noticei a one-legged maa who,
by the aid of a crutch, makea bis way to the door
Ol the 1'riTate Office, at wliich he knoeVa.

The man ia tall, «wartliy, inteiligent lookino.
He weara the ilouched hat of an American, hia
other costuming heing in accordance with settled
aaage.

e knocka a second time, iinpatiently pnlling
the end of hia long mustache, from uuder which
be ejecte a flood ol tobacco-juice.

Thbe door opened.

“Can | see tlie managerF’
forwaid and bu”jueBB-lik*

“In person

“ Certninly."

"1 will see, air.'

Again the tobacco-juice, more pulling of the
musuche, and eubdued impalience. I’resently
the door veopened.

< mWaik in, air, Monsieur will atlend you here
isa few mnmenta. Will you allowme yourcard?"

meNever mind the cail. My fiame is Thomp-
ton. | come on business. Gire me a paper. 1l
wait.”’

The attendant retired.

Aa he did ao, in the ceiling of the room a mio-
iature sUile waa drawn from tlie furehead of a fref
coad cupiil, and the eye of the manager looked
down upon the gueat whose peculiar apnoaranee
and extraor.linary coniposure warranted the serr-
int in wiiidering.

“i heg your panion, sir, fot keeping yon so
long," aaid the iimnager of the Grand Hotel, as he
entered the room, and approacUed the geatleman
of the fiame of lThompaon. < Can | aerye you in

BluB', straight-

an)ﬁ qu/f" .

Ir. Tliompeon pushed bis loft hat on the back
of hii head, rerealing a high, broad, well-deyeloped
forehead, ihiek, strong hair, piercing black ejea,
and an unusually acute eipresaioo of countenance.
“ Are y. n the manegetF'

“1am."

“Haré yon any partgera ?”

“ None. The hotel belonga to a conipany, and
am the solé manager."

“ Good. Elefator f"

“ Certaiiily.”

“ 1 wanl to aee tbe best rooms in the house."

“ Tliey are oceupied, air."
“ | don’t caro it they are.
“ 1 think so, bnt------ ”

“ But me no bnt». Allont."

Impressed, amused, annoyed, the manager hesl-
Uted.

“ 1see yon don't nnderstand me, monsieur,"' be-
gan Thompson. “ I don’t come here for fun. |
come on business. | want to see the beet eix
rooms in your hotel. If they suit me, | «ish to
faire tben from the twentieth to the twenty ninth
of December. But 1 must see them first."

The rooms were sliown.

They were on the tirst floor, ahora tha grand
antraoce, communicatiug en enite, carpeted with
relret, furnished snmptuously, curtained g;orga-
onsiy, and filted with erery appliauce knowo to
modern art.

Thompson looked them through without a word.

Being finitbed he aaid: “ Tliis will do for a re-
eeption-room, this for a parlor, these four for bed-
rooms. | wish lliere was a serenth.”

“ For whatr’

“ For a dining-room."

“ And bere it is, sir," eaid the manager, and at
the Word he tlirew open the folding doors which
chut ofT tbe icception-room from an apartment
thirty feet long and twenty feet wide, carpeted
and fnruished with chanJeliera and niirrors oniy.

“ Just the thing," aaid Thompson to bimself.

Theo be closed the doora, walked through the
reception-room into tbe parlor, carefullr noled
orerything, passed into each bedroom, inrentoried
ererything tiiere, and then. as ibough he bad de-
terniin d a matter in bis tullid, said : “ Now, mnn-
sieur, liates. On tiie morning of tlie twentieth of
December thsse apartmeiils bccome mine. If
gueahi are in them, iransier them e'sewhere. Haré
all tbese cuiUiui Ukeu dotrn, remore the carpeta,

Cin’t | see them ?*

FRANK LESLIE’S

clean the rooms thoronglily, relit them perfectlr.
Don’t allow any one who is not here on that hiisi-
ness to enter tUe rooms. The two lelected for tne
reception-room and parlor iurnish appropriately,
but with the greatest elegance. As they say in
America, *do yourself proud.” I shall come here
the day betore Christmaa, to see tbat all is done ai
| order. On Christmas day four gentlemen wiU
difie here. How long they remain is their bosi-
ness, not mine, not youts. They will all be gone
before the twentr.niath. That dinner raust be
the ckef-i‘auvrt of your professional career._ Let
it be superb. Spare no expense. Restrain no
fanoy. Now, then, the pnce. What do yon charge
for the seren rooms from the tweutieth fo the
twentyninth ? Putit in doUars—gold dollar».””

“ 1really cannot-----

“ Oh, ?/es you can. Ge ahead.”

“ Well, if monsieur insista. Say for the clean-
iug and returniahing—but the thing ia impossiblo.
We will let that stand for the present. For the
six apartments, say JSOeach per diem, For the
dining-room—one day?”’

“ No; all the time.”

“ For the dining room—it being on the first
floor, you remember—say t7fi a day?’

“ And the dinner?”

“ That depende; but we will lutnp it at ftre
hundred dolian: and, if other medis are ordered,
the regular pnces will he charged. That would
foot up Bomething like this—

Fix rooms at tSO4$3OO tortea days
Pining-room at $78
rmer

Yes, | should say H,500 would coverit,” said the
manager.

‘mYes. Well, we’ll cali it $5,000. 1’ll gire
TOO $1,000 down as a guarintee of good faith.
On the morning of the twentieth a second
thousand, On Christmas morning $2,000! The
balance the day the last man leaves. la it abar-
gain ?”

“ My dtar sir!”

“ And you can hold your tongae F

“ My dear sir !”

“ All tiglit. Now send for some whisky.”

Theburning fluid was brought.

In a few momente Thompson pulled hii soft
hat orer bis eyes as before ; adjusted hia crutch,
and walked away as quietly aa he carne in; leav-
ing the puatled manager in a condition of mental
fog to which a Newloundland bank isn't a cir-
cumstance.

PARI TWO—THS ARRIVALS.

PARIS was biight and beautiful on Chiisiuiaa
morning

The bella were ringing.

The streeti were filled with gayly dressed
strangers and the boulerards were throoged with
sighUeekers.

The Grand Hotel was, as usual, a social centre.

Rusliing here and puahing there were currents
and crowdi of men of erery nationality,

Each one liad bis cue for the day. All were
busy with their own affairs.

lint, busy as thoy were, erery eye was turned
toward the main entrance when at ten o’clock,
with a dash and a clash, six prancing iteeds, ele-
ganlly hamessed, furiously rushed down tbe
street and noisily entered the conrtyard.

A richiy dressed footman jumpej from bis seat
and officiously opened the door of a buge trarel-
ing carriage, the interior of which resembled a
lady’s boudoir, so well furnished was it with the
comforts of borne.

Throwing off bis rich fur coreringi, an elderly
man slepped carefully to the parement, looked up
at the queer fagade of the hotel, and without
a word hurried rapidly into the eorridor, followed
hy aservant bearing a small box, a ralise, and an
a’\glian, whila with a crack of the whip the
coachman started his lirely horsesinto a run and
at a slapping pace whirled away towacds the
siables.

As thenew arriral proceeded towards tbe hotel
office, his quick eye caugbt sigbt of Thompson,
who quietly beckoned him to follow.

He led the way to the elerator, thenee to the
reception-room, the door of which he opened, re-
realing a glowing fire in a rast flceplace, in_front
of which was a huge, well-stnSed armebair and
a little table with files of late American and Eng-
lish papera.

Presently a modest back stopped at the hotel.

A sallow-faced man opened the door from the
inaide, and with a gray shawl on his arm stepped
out nnaided.

The drirer wis on his feet in a second.

“ How much doyon want, drirer?”

“ Five franes.”

Fire franca? Yon don’t say so.
depet is but a few blocks ofl. 1 could haré
walked easily. | wish | bad. Here, take two
fraucs, and tbat’s more than yon’re eamed."”

“ | want five franca,” shouted tbe drirer.

“ WeII weil, doa'l make so much noise and
By (bis time quite a crowd bid gathered about
the MiapDting men, and a poélice omeer waa about
to interfere, when aman with a sloucbed hat and
a crutch stepped up,

He stipped a fire-franc piece into the drirer’s
hand, and taking the oid gentleman by the arm,
led him into the bote!, and then to the reception-
room, where without entering he leit him.

As berctumed lo the office be saw in tbe nick
of time a tall, well-formed, rather porlly person,
with a grey mustache, English elotbei and eye-
glasses, approach the clerk.

Before he had time to say a word, Thompson
shook bis hand and conducted him siso to the
reception-room.

An honr passed, Thompson still standing at the
office-door.

He was wgiting for the foorth diner.

Time snd again he conaulted his watch.

He smoked incessantly, and after looking np
end down tlie strect, walked to and fro like a dis-
appointed lien.

Ac thtee o’clock the dinner wai to ha served,
and the banda now indicated ten minates of that
time.

Why. the

ILLUSTRATED KEWSPAPER.

W ith an indescribable feslin? of wonder and
opprehensinn he went iip to the rcception-room
and knocked at the door.

It was cantiously opened.

“ Boss,” said he in a whisper, “
can |’eter be ?”’

“Peter f" answered the man behind the door;
“ whj, he’i here.”

“Ilere! Why, how did heget hereP’

“ Blamedif | know. | founJ him reading tbe
Eerald when | carnein.”

That was a crusher.

Wi ith the hat rery much OTer bis eyes, Thomp-
son tookan extra fump of tobéceo, went to the
office, and told tbe manager to serr6 the dinner.

where the deuce

PARI IHBBB—EINNin ASD IIBSSIET.

IIANKS to therigilauce of Thompson and the
puRCtnaliiy of the maitre d*hotet, at the strik-
ingof thehour of three dinner was served, and four
lackeys, “ lilent as shadows, quicV without baste,
and attentire without importunity,” moTcd ahout
the tahle to the infinite delight and entertainment
of the guesls.

They were, as we haré seen, four in nuraber.

The eldest was, perhape, 3|xtyf|Te yeara of age.

His hair was light and thin; hia eyes, a piercing
bine; his skin, paichment; Wis bearmg apolo-
getic; his manner, uuderhanted.

He sat at one sido of tbe table, his vU-a-vie
being the elderly man who dtore to the hotel with
a flourUh tbat attracted universal attention. This
one was an mmsually large framod, large-built
person. He had rery little hair, a full beard,
akindblue eye, a huge pauncb,and at times an
abient look.

The foot of the table was taken by the third ar-

tiral. He wat costumed « la mode and were eye-
glasses with no guani. He seeined oid and young
toget

At the head of the table sat a quiel-manner”,
dark-complexioned man; médium in height, with
tliick hair and mustache tinged with gray. Hia
black eye was never still. It seemed to bore into
the rest of the company. Evidently, like McGre-
gor, it made no apecial diflerence where be sat.
Hia chair. perforce, indieated tbe head of the table.

The dinner was prolonged until neatly nine
o'clock.

The hotel juatified its reputation.

Atnine, the steward.haring placed the fruils,
nuti,yiirei'a,liqueursand eordials withineasy reach,
removed the waiters by direction of the gentleman
at the head of the table; first indicating the ivoty
ker. by a touch of whicli he could be aummoned.

For a few minutes eilence prerailed.

Reaching for a pecan nut, the man in tha eye-
glasses saia :

“ How did you like tbe Egyptians, Connolly f”

“ Not at ail,” replied the man of the fire-franc
dispute. “ They’re a miserable set.”

“ In-Sultan, | suppose,” said the other.

“ Same oid Oakey as erer,” laughingly said the
one calted Boss.

“Why is the Turk like the oid Tammany
gang?" asked Oakey.

“ Gire it up,” said Connolly.

“ The idea of you're giving inything up, ia the
best I’re heard in a long time,” rejoined Oakey,
“ Well, 1’1l tell you why the Turk is likeus: be-
cause he believes in tbe Bos-pbor-us.”

“ Do you think you can erer settle down?”
asked tbe silent man at the head of the table.

“No, | don’t beliere | erercan. Yousee you
are more used to settlementsthan I am. That’s
why ros don’t appreciate my uiisettied condition.”

“ What a lum go this is,” said Tweed.

“ Yes; almost as good asa go ol rum,” replied
Oakeg

h, gire iii arest!” rejoined Tweed.

“ Certainly,” said Oaker; but | thought you
had all the errestyou cared for."

“ Howerer.” interrupted Sweeny, “ | ranst ad-
mit tbatibe Boss iscorrect. This is a queer meet-
ing after so many years of abseuce. 1 think 1
haren'b bad this pleaaure since 1871. What a
change, what achange!"

“ Not 80 much change aa we had before,”
Oakey.

“ Come, come, Oakey; we carne here fora little
comfort,” broke in Tweed, impatientiy.

“Well, all right, oid man; if you're com-for-"t
you ahall hareit."”

At this, they all laughed heartily, especially
Oakey; after which they emptied humara afl
around.

“| hear you cleared a hundred thousand dollare
by your lectnie, Oakey. If there’s no secret about
it, tell UShow it was."”

The apeakersat opposite Boss Tweed, aidlooked
like tbe ghost of his formec self. In spite of all
that bad hardeaed bis nature, dereloping tbe foxi-
ness which eren in early tifo had aecured for bim
the nickname “ Slipperr Dick," there was lunch
that was good in the ola man. He lored his wife,
he lored bis children, and thongh ciése and mean
in all that perlained to money matters, his instinets
were kindiy, and his temper eren.

He toyed with his wineglass, looking fuitirely
at one and another ai though he was not quite
certain of bis poeition eren there.

“ Secret?” replied Oakey; “ the ideaof my bat-
ing a secret is the best joke out.”

Sweeny smiled.

“ Of conree I’ll tell you all abontit. A hun-
dred thousand dolian now-a-dayi is a tolerably
large sum. There was a time when it didnt go
rery far------ "

“ Aa far as Albany,” interrupted Tweed.

“So 1 haré heard. But those rimes are gone.
And as the Squire eptly put it, Whata change ia
there, mycountrymen. ilow fltit is that we should
asaemble here, strangen, and in a foreigu land.
For one, I mean to enjoy myself. Why not? As
the poet said, or would haré said had he thought
ofit—

“ |Ast scene of all,” that ends the year,
AdUuabers in brava Cbrisimas cbaar.
Come, deckad aa thon weji woal to

X restire umlosaiid rerelrj;
W|tb rooated beef aod mmead piel,
gu Bigaolic eiz
F|t eoiblem foar wesllha“ rast sum” ;
I'd be contentad with ajrtust.

said

No, Boss, 1 didu't make a plun by my leciure
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hut I did pretty well. Of all the parte 1
played, | think that wai ttie best.”

“ Did it beat the *Crucible' f*

“No more ot that, if you lore me.

“ Tell UShow you carne to go to London," said
Tweed. )

“Wart for | carne to go? Well, 1 will
One dar, | wassitting in my office, looking tver
the head o! tha Frankiin Statue at IYinting House
Square — by-tha-way, that was a good speech 1
made at tbe Frankiin bangiiet—and | saw Uarry
Falmer atanding on tbe steps of the City Hall.
| sent myboy to him, asking him lo come orer.
He carne, and we taiked aboutererybody and erery-
thing. Finally, we naturally taiked about myself
He fnew howunjusily | had beenaccused of-—-

“ There, there, Oakey, don’t yon think pethaps
yon might retneniber whom you ara talking to
asked S»eeny.

“ By George, | forgot. Excuse mo. Hanged
if 1 didn’t think | was in the Lotos Club. Well,
Harry thought a spicy lectura would pay. |
jumped at the idea, but said notbing lo him.”

“ Oh, that woa't do. The idea of yoursilence
in tlic preience of a second party, you know, is too
absurd."”

“ That's so. | think, perhaps, | may haré said
alittla. To make a long story short, 1 managed
to see a few fellows; Lmpress® on the minds of
each a belief that 1 was about goiug somewhere or
doing Bomething the next day or ths next week;
and then, bnving made all my arrangeinants with
my friends, quietly and mysteriously left Qotham
loi 1/ondon.”

“ Then carne the advertising.”

“ Was there ever such a caril in lhe ITorUf’

““ Speaking of the World remimli me. Yon
seem,” said Sweeny, “to have pulled the wool
completelr oree the eres of its London correspond-
ent.”

Oakey Hall, fora wonder, said notliiog, but bis
wink was rery significant.

“ Then you saw no woman wilh a wartF'

“ Not a wart.”

“ Nora woman T’

“ That 1 didn’t say.”

“ Well, suppose wé resolre ourseirei into a pon-
itential quartet, this room into a confessioual,
ouraelves the priest, and tell each his story.”

“ That would be his-storr,” said Oakey.

“Up to a certain point,”said Tweed.

“ Or an uncertain one," aJded the Squire; but
he spoke to bimself, and no one else heard him.

PARI POUR—THB COHFESSIONAL.

(C nerer was a good hand at story-telling,”

| said Connolly, as he squinted through a
glass of extra dry; “|1’ll listen.”

“ But listeners nerer hear any good of them-
selres,” replied Sweeny. “ 1 think you would
better begin.”

“Yes, and begin botter,” put in Oakey.

“It's rather a singular fact,” said Connolly,
after swallowing his wine at a gulp, “ that this
Irish Ring, aboutwhich so much is said, was com-
posed entirely of Americant, with the single
exception of myself—and what an hmoble part |

“ Ortook,” said Hall.

“You all know. Now look at it. The Boas
was born in New York. Tbe Squire Wes borii in
New York. The Mayor was bom in New York.
| am a natire of Cork--—— "

“ And floated ovar, | suppose,”
ex-Mayor.

“ But my pnreiiti brought me over to this gar-
den--—--"

“ Castle GardeuF’

“To this garcien of the earth when | wat but
three months oid, so that all my education, tastos
and habita are as much those of New York as any
of youre. | mention this fact because it was gen-
erally beliered by the public-----

“ And the preis.”

“ Oh! thepressl What did the prese know,or
care to know ? The Corporation papéis kept still
because they had their pap, and the outaiders be-
cause they boped fot it. As | said, it was gen-
erally hefterea that an Irish Ring controUed
afifirs. As matter of fact, not one oi the Ring
could fairly claim to be an Irishman. Personally,
| tuppese, | worked the two elemente more lhor.
oughly than any of ron—the Irish and the Cath-
otic, All tbe 1'. A'B. societiei, all the Fatber
Hatthew boys, and all the Associatiose were mine,
up to tbe bandie. Whatever they wanted, ' Unele
Dick’ gare them. And the Cathedral! Well,
well, if we didn’t boost tbat along, I doii't know
what | ara talking abont. I don’l regret it. Bnt
I nerer loit anything by that sort of thing, I tell
you. And tbe Fenians. Gracioui me, how we
played the Fenians. Do you remember ths sub-
scription? 1 think we made up $21,000 in about
ten minutes for some of the refugees—but it nerer
did USa mite of good.”

“ There waa no might in ’em,” said Hall.

“ For once you are right, Oakey," said Sweeny,

“1 don’t know,” laid Tweed; “ | took consid-
erable stock in the Fenians.”

“Y'ou? Oh, yon took stock in everythiog,
from a chair-factory to a hotel.”

“ That's so,” siglted the cid man; and, pulling
ont a $10,000 diamond, heldit in tbehollow of hia
hand to admire ita sparkies,

“| gare away a great deal in charity,” contin-
ned Connolly.

“YonF’eiclaimed Tweed. “Why, don’t yon
remember that $50,000 worth of fiour and coal |
gave, at one lick f

“ Bossi”

That was all Sweeny said.

Tweed winked, and balanced aknife on his fst
forefinger.

“Yes, | garea great deal in charity. When-
ever | got $20,000 from Watson, | put $100 in a
piate, or---—- ”

“ Or a sarings bank,” said Oakey.

“No, no-or gare it to some society. The rest
| inrested tu United States stocks and bonds. |
nerer shared your real estate ferer, Tweed. ’

“ No; and roa nerer shared my Ludio» Street
ferer, either,"sung out ths ofd man; at which
they laughed as heartily as hoys who had found a
nest of cuipmuuks.

interrupted the
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“Thatwu vbit nade iCce easj for me to giTe
bii!, Thbat esabled me to offer tbat remarkable
fioancier, O'Coior, « roasd miUion o( dolian—
which, b;r-tbe-'<ra;', he did not take. Thbat gare
me a go6laend-of when | reached thi» part of the
voild, vhere mouey can accompUsb everjtbing
and procure CTerjthing, eren the peace ot an em-
pire.”

“Bat not the peace of misd," said Sweenj.

The iflur looked at eacb other. Thej' ware ab>
lolutely dumb. The Squire’s hammer of fact had
atruck the Rail of fate aquaielj on the head and
drlTen it borne,

Oh, aee bere, this won't do, yon know,” said

Oakey. “ Thbi» isn’t the kind of funeral we Tere
Inrited to. Thii is a corpae of a diSerent com*
plezion. Tell us abont tbat famons Eiamining

Committee, dick.”

A eickIT smile paseed orer the pallid featuree
of the olil man as oe recalled tbe absucd scrutiny
of bis aoconnts by a eelected few of h'ew York’s
great merchanU.

“That wat a rery simple matter," said he.
“ Tbe faotis, not one mercbhant in a bundred un-
deritands books. Wby abould he? He starts
Ufe as a boy-——- ”

“ How queer f”

"1 mean a store boy. He sweeps, runs er-
/ands------ "

" Steala postee etamps.”

**“ Runa errands, and little by little, grows up."

" Queer again."

“1 mean to a poaition, In tbe course of time
he becomes a mercbant He has bougbt and
sold------ T

“ Or been bougbt and sold T"

“ AU bis life, but knowi nothing of book-
keeping. lie is literally at the merey of bis
booltkeeper. ~ Well, these oid geatleinea were
flattered by my choice------

“ Choice flattery, | luppose.”

“ And their ezamination was $veAa farce."

“ Worse than Uakey's *Cruolbla’?” asked
Twaed.

“ Wt till yonr turn comes, oid man,” reioined
Hall.

“ Ob,Tm done to a tum already.”

“ Well, don't tum dun, unless yon want to be
paid in your own coin,”” replied Oaltey.

“lkept in with the 'respectable element’ by
O job printing to its tavorite Journal; witE

igious people by donations and remittance
oi taxes ; with tbe pnliticians by appointments;
with moiieyed men by farors in the Tai Depart-
ment that would roake eren yeur ejes open iike
maucers,"
I nerer saw-eera eyes as those.”

“ The petly derices of our richest men to escape
asseisments and taxes would all a volume, We
played see-saw.”

*Did they see what yon saw f *

“ They serred me by not seeing and | serred
tbem by saviiig their money

“ For yourself,” said Oakey, and then, seeing
that bis jest was ill-timed, added; “1 b” your
pardon ; my tongue is slippery, Dick. ify-the-
way, that’sa Joke. Seeit ? T”hy is my tongue
like the late 6ontroUerP Beoause my tongne is
slippery, Dick, and be is Slippery DA too—tbat
just malies two, doesn't it ?”

“ Well, Oakey, there's no use in being vexed
with yon. Yondon’t mean half yon say,” replied
Connolly. “ My toad has been anyihing but slip-
pery. | assure yon, The fearful sCrugglcs | bad
in £gypt, the constant mortifieations 1 encoun-
tered ererywhere, the sad death of Townsend, my
*on, the neyer-ceasing snfferings of my deyoted
wife and children ; this terrible pain and that in-
fernal judgment of eight and a balf millions of
doilars combinad to giye me a blow from which 1
con neyer hopa to recover.”

Rurying his head in his bands the poor oid
man, albeit he could command the use of millions,
sunk back in his cbair and wept like a child.”

The acene was sad indeed, and embarrassing too.

For a moment perfect silence leigned, and the
sitnation became painful.

Ata sign fi'om Sweeny, Oakey rose, and in
spite of an emotion whieb interlered somewbat
with his utterance, said; “A bumper, friendsi
Here’s to our oid ebum, Dick Connolly. Good
luck to him 1 Having endured like the Tsarael.
ites the plagues of Fgypt for a season, like tbeia
he made bis exodus, and in apite of tbe soten mil-
iion judgment of Judge Noah Davis, may be
neyer siiffer anytbing more tban Koah'a bark.
Bumpers, friends, and tbe best of futuro fortune
to dear oid Dick.”

The three men rose, and taking boid of bands
waited for Connolly to join them.

Witb eyident etfort he did so.

Then with a htnd-ahake all around, each tossed
0S his wine.

“ Mr. Tweed irill now oblige," cried Oakey,
with capital mimicry of a Freeand Easy manager.

“ Oh, eertoinly,” ianghed Tweed; “ kr. Tweed
has been obliging eyerything and ererybody eyer
since he enteren public lile. Wby shonldn’t he
continué? God knows, boys, 1 am fond of all
three of yon, bnt 1 with to Hearen | had neyer
seen either oue of yon.”

“ Come,ofd man," said Hil!, “ that's scarcely
fair to US. We might better haré said that than

yon. Forone, I'm neartilj glad to base known
you. Now, don’t be absurd- We’re all in a bole
together.”

“ Yes, but when | pnt my head ont of the hola
the public chop it off.”

“ That's buanse they want braina. By-the-
way, Squire, do yon remember how they naed to
flatter you «itb that fiame, Btains?”

Sweeny amiied and nodded.

“ Go on, Tweed,” saya he, “ it's geiting late,
and we haye much to do before we part.”

“ | often think,” began the ex-Boss, as he
leaced back heayily in his buge atmebair, and
wonnd and unwound a bit of string npon bia
chubby fiogers, “ tbat | haré been mneb more of
a fool tban a knare. When | aee what a chanca
we had and how ridiculously we threw it away,
1 could cry with anger.”

' How abont ahame f”

s Well, pntit ai yon pleaae. | was fooled by
erery oue | eyer deilt with, and at tbe yery time |
tbought 1 wu smaitei tban they.”

FRANK LESLIE’S

“ They made yon smart," said Oakey.

“ They did. Who gaye money? who loaned
money? who subscribed money? Tweed. Al-
wsys Tweed. And what did 1 get f”

“ That's what | nerer quite footed up,” eaid
Oakey; “but | don’ttbink you lost mnch.”

“ Well, sir, | paid hard onto a million of doliais
to lawjen. Just tbink of that. And all they ac-
complished was io riyet the chaina they fonnd on
me. It doea seem to me 1 mnst have oeen crazy.
One Summer | cleared $150,000 a month in Ene
sp%culation. Fisk and | manipulated the pool,
an ?

“ Pulled iogether, | enppoae.”

" Yes, sir.  What a royal fellow Jim Fisk was,
to be Bure. By George, if be had lired, do you
know, | think we Could bare gotthrongh all right.
| had too many friends, tbat was what ailed me.
They made money for roe and then spent it. 1
gaye scores of tbousands to cliarities. No woman
erer uked me for a dollar that didn't get ten.
Hard up newspaper men bled me. Impecunious
politiciansrobbédme. Erery boy bad bis back--—---

“ And chargedit to the City ?”

“ Charged what F’

“ The back.”

“ Pehaw! E?ery boy had his back at me, and if
it hndn’t been fot my enormous income, I'd haré
been beggared twice orer. One time at Albany |
put $47,000 in a desk for a high-toned Sena-
tor. No one knew it was there but the Sena-
tor, a reporter and myeelf. The Senator didn’t
getit | nerersaw it afterwards. | went up to
Albany with a miilion dollarsin my trunt one time.
It disappeared in $50,000 cbecks in lesa than n
week. | Frided myaelt on being liberal. 1 gare
half a million dolials to one party, and 1’m glad of
it. It did a Worldof good. It | fiadn’t, | wouldn't
be here to-day. Now and then you find a square
band, but not often.”

“ Lid men go back on you?”

“ Yonbet | haré aneasy temperameirt. If it
wssn’t for that, long ago | would haré sunk inlo
the grare. Justlo”™atit. A monarch to-day,a
fugitiva to-morrow. Millions to-day, a shadow
to-morrow. An army of friends to-day, an army of
vilitiers to-morrow. Umnipotent to-day, an outeast
to-morrow. Why, | ye sean tlie day when no
ican’s life was safe an hour, had | willed it other-
wise. Within a week 1 was lucky to preseire my
own.”

“ Whowu the most ungrateful of all yonr crea-
ations ?”

“ Without a moment’s hesitation, | say little
Gunuie Bedford. What a miserable little pusillan-
imous sneak be was. The idea of bis attempting
to cummit me to the Tombs without bail, in a case
of misdemeanor. Well, well, but he was too small
eren for bis insignifieant little carcasa. But he
was well paid forit in his bumiliating defeat.
Serred him right. Persoaally | ied a queer, her-
mit kind of a life. 1 nerer smoked. 1 nerer
drank. | cared nothing for cards, and tarely
Slayed eicept to let some legislator win a thousaml

ollar bribe. By George, | don’t remember a sin-
gle dissipation of any kind.”

“ You dissipated your cash."”

“ Well, partly, yes. But when | see some of
those editors who slangwhang me and those parsons
who use rae as a text, with their fast borses, tbeir
oigais and wine, and their scandals, 1think thatper-
baps after all I 'm not so much worse than tbey are.
That isn't much comfort, but it’s some. | used to
pay newspapers to pitch into schomei we cared no-
thing about, prorided they kept mum about those
in which we were intorested. And isn’t it rich to
read their diatribas now? German, Engliih, and
Irish, it's all tbe same. | fonnd an immense quan-
tity of human nature in newspaper people. The
fnnny thing, tbefunniesttbing wastbe sinecura list.
1 used to haré more Park Inspectorsand Sewei In-
spectora than you could shake a stick at. 1 think
there was a keeper and tan assistant keepera in
charge of Bowling Green.”

“ Andy Green ‘needed more tban ten to watch
him.”

“Yon het. He's a corker, isn’t be ? How near
he carne to being Secretary of the Treasuty. If
Unele Sammy Tilden had been fortunate in his lit-
tle game, Green would haré handied tbe fuads.”

“ And that,” eaid Sweeny, “ would bare been
better eren than the Park Department.”

“ When 1 diicoyered tbat erery boy was going
back on me, and saw tbose double-decked sconn-
drels earn immunity by tuming state’s eyidence and
lying worse tban Sam Hill, 1 made up my mind to
gire np.”

“Yonr money F’
“Well, not exactly.
all they could discoyer.

nobody.”

“ But something to somebody.”

“ Precisely. So | consenteii. And what did 1

inf lwas fair, but tbey weren't. They made me

bble ont all manner of stuff in tbeir own inter-
est,and | gained nothing at all, ezcept the contempt
of meo who had feit kindly to me, becaute | held
my tongue. It was a sad mistake, and 1 bitterly
regret it. | feel all the time now asif tbe public
ssid ' Well, the oid man hadn’t so much backbone
after all,”and tbat hurte my pride more than de-
tected wrong, or loss of absotute power. In many
senses | am broken np. | pieserye the semblance
of Tweedery, but in reality, boys, I’m sickat bearc.
| haré enough to liye on—you know that. Butto
all intenta andpurposes, | 'mall alone. Outsideofmy
family, not a tear willfall when I die—wben Idie.
Great God! when | die, the flood-gates of scomfnl
obituary will opeo, and a tide of mib'gnant remin-
iscenee will sweep my fiame from tbe face of the
eartbh.”

Tweed stopped shoit.

In his eamestness be bad become eloquent. Bis
companions sat spellbound by the magic of his
manner.

“Let USdrink,” cried he.

The charm was hroken, and all breatbed free
again.

Perhaps you'd like to hear my lecture F' said
Oakey, ashe re6lled his glaas,

“ Spare na, good Hall,”” replied Sweeny; “ hnt
as the dock doee not yet wam us of the newhorn
day, we shall be glad to hear yonr contribntion to
this moet interesting confeesiontl.”

Oakey was dressed elaborately.

I was willing to giTe up
The reat was nofliing to

ILLTISTRATED NEWSPAPRR,

He nerer looked better.

Id spite of adyancing years, whitening locks,
and care and trouble, he preserred bis jannty man-
ner, and was rery little changed, saye that the
Unes were drawn tighter about his moutb, and a
few deep marks radiated from the corners of bis
eyeiids.

Emp%/ing his glass, as he wiped bis lipt be rose
and said;

“ May it please yonr Honor, and gentlemen of
the jury.

'‘Oh, fear col Ina worM like thls,
Anl.’lLt]bOU shalt know ere loag-
£oow how sublime s lhing U is
To suffer and be stroog.*

Don’t yon beliere it? Look at me. What was |
when yon fonnd me P What was | when you left
me ? No bark e'er started on a yoyige more hope-
fully than mine;—was eyer wreck moro sad? |
tell yon, friends, frenzy does no good. Philosopby
is wbat we need; and when men know icAal they
want, what fools are they if they fail to get it.
Don’t you forget it. It's a great thing to know
your weak pointa. | know mine. | am diffusiye.
| haye wasted, not to say waisted, too much in dif-
ferent directions. | bad in me tbe making of a
great editor. Mr. Besnett told me so; and bad |
gone info hainess | might haye Benn-ett now. |
enoceeded as a lawyer. | generally won my cases;
but the caseis | liidn’t stick to mywork. | en-
tered politics. For whatP | rose like a balloon
—and'burst like one. Can you tell me any good
| gained by my Service to the city ? 1’ye han my
triala- two of ’em—as well as yon, | nerer han-
dled any money------ ”

“ Oakey!” said the silent Sweeny.

“ Well, what 1 mean is, | nerer bandled any
great amount oi money, but spent my time in jok-
ing with the boys, and occasionally with the girls.
| wasn't satisfied with my countrymen, so | under-
took to blarney my Erin brothers from lieland,
and one day wore a suit of gteen, with a tprig of
Shamrockin my coat and a shillelah in my band.
Now, what infernal nonsense all that was. Still,
it was my fate. andl dont repine.

"Tia all a areet show,

The World ihst we’re in—

Koue cau tell wben 'twas fiutahed,
Kone SBAV U bogin;

Uen wonder and gaze throngh
Its rourta and its hslia,

Like children, whose lov-e is
The plcture hnog walla'

I don't recognize tbe good in Unele Dick’s a”ect-
ness, fior seo any use in the wailings of the Boss.
| take things as they come. | don’t mean what
you thigk 1 mean, I*bus far | bare had my share
of good and ill. 1 ve been toadied to by toads just
as you bare. |’ve seen throngh them all tbe
time, but wby make tbem unbappy by eiposure P
Why eipose your own wit? | entered heart and
Boul into all your policical schemes, and did my
best to make myselt Goyemor. | failed—so di3

ou. Since then recall my tiibulatione. Great

earens! tbey are an array of gnats, each potent
to aiing a gisnt to death, nnless be ciad himself in
armor. That's what | did; and, as foolish boys
bit an aching thomb lo make it ache the more, so
I, when melting in the crucible of scorn, put up a
Crucihle of my own and tried it on agam. But
there was no gain init. Then, disguated. | fell
back en my legal oar, and, lookiog o’er the field
ahe.ud, made up my mind to enter it as a lecturer.
Printers' ink is a big thing. | had paid printera
a great deal of money, and | determined that
they tbould aid me. My disappearance in the
slums of Brooklyn, cia London, did me a good
turn, and | turned lecturer with ease and prodt.
Well, friends, after long, long years of aeparation,
as the clown saya, 'Here we are again.” We are
knit together like a Cardigan jacket; and thougb
we may nerer meet in life—

' Though the deeF belween ua rolla,
Frieudshtp sball unite our souls;

And in Sancy’s ricb domaln
Oft sball we four mect again.”

Let ui not forget, but proSt, by the past; and
whenever, whererer we hear each otber mentioned,
let it revire only pleasant memories oi the days
gone by. Here’s good fortune forusall!”

The Srst applause of the erening followed this
genuine exponent of Oakey’s better self, and be
resumed bia seat more firmly fixed in bis frienda’
esteem than erer.

“ Good talker, isn’t he ?” said Tweed to Sweeny.

“ None better,” repliod the Squire. “ I bare
often regretted his removol from the District At-
torney's office, He could bare beid that placa for
life with proSt to tbe city and credit to himaelf.”

Tweed sigbed hearily.

“ What timéis it ?”” asked Connolly.

“ Just oneo’dock to-morrow mommg,” reglied
Oakey. *Now, then, bumpers again, boys.
Let's drink to the bealtb and good fortune of onr
oid time chief, the Brains of the Bing.”

Bumpers were filled. in

Bnmpers were drained.

“| euppose,” said Mr. Sweeny, as be pusbed
bis chair and put bis thumbs in his trowsers’

ket, “ you will scarcely ask me te imitate the
&ubriousness of the late Controller—he has a
headache; fior expect me to serve up snob a dish
ofreminisceneeas the Boss—bebas a storehonse
full: not epuld dyonr wildest faney picture me
astride so spirited a Pegasus as that which the
late Mayor has just turned looie. But 1 rery
gladly acknowledge your pleasant compliment. 1|
hareiieen much pteased with the plan of modem
Paris. Its sewage —~

“ What we wantis New York, yon know, not
Paris,”” intemipted Tweed.

“Yes. |I'U come to that. Nothing is so
detrimental to health as bad sewage. | lemem-
ber reading that Alexander's first care was for the
yentilation of the houses in the citiee be had
conquered. Consequently tbe ancient Greeks
had------ "

“ How abont the modem Greeka in New
York,” asked Oakey.

“ Ai yonsay,New York snffers from the same
defect; U | had any influence in New York, |
think the flrst thing i would propose is a chaoge
in ber sewage arrangements. Then | should en-
dearOT to secute an underground railway as by all
ineaus the best-— ”
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“ Oh, come, Peter, yon always got the best of
ereiyhody. Now. what’s the uso of your going
on like thisF’ said Connolly. “ It ncarly hilf.

sst three, and 1am tired aaa dog. | can scarcely
cep my eyes open.”

“ Open another bottle, then,” eaid Oakey, and
he suited the action to the word.

Sweeny bad taken bis seat.

“ Now, then, bumpers,” shouted Hall, and all
fonr drained the long, thin glasses npon the rims
ot which the sparkling buhdles danced.

“ | wantedto iskyea aboutJim Taylor’s will,”
said Tweed. “ Is it trae thatJim’s widow is la
destitnte eircumstances in New York ?”

“You'll bare to ask the Controller abont
that. The Suirogate admitted the will, yon
remember.”

“ Oh, yes; that’s so. It was Rnfe Andrews
fonndit, 1 Selieve, butl’ye forgotten. Queer jig
that. But I'm awfully sorry abont Jira’s widow.”
_“ Well,” said Oakey, “ so am | ; butif we be-
rin to be sorry, when and where are we to stop ?
E/V_ekharé too muchof this, say I. Let's haré a

rink.

‘The thirstj earlb fo&kc op (he rain,
Asd driDbs aod gupce for drtak again

The pUnl”™ eucic In the Mrih, end ere
WUb coD9I&D( drinbiDg ~ h nnd falr:
Fkt) up tbe bewt theo, bU  bith;

FUI ali the gla”s (bere, for wby
Sbould erery creetere drinb but It
Why, man of morais, tell me why

Helio! wby, where's Peter F’
Sure enough, where was he.

[AB,! riY |—TKS riNALI.

TWO days after Christmas the tall man with the
slouclied hat and crutek entered tbe mauiger’a
office of the Grand Hotel.

“ Here,” said he, “is tbe balance due yon.
Gire rao a receipt in full. Thanks. The dinner
was perfect Everytbing was as it should be.
Tbe oid gentleman's fever has left him. He took
the train an hour ago.”

“ Which train F’

{‘I didn't ask. The three beds afforded entire
sat-——- ”

“ Three beds ? Tbero were four.”

“ Thbree only were used. One ot the gentlemen
left town quité early in the morning. Ine others
were much pleaieti, especially tbe largest, who
slept until nine to-day. You will picase divide
these thouaand franes amone the seryants.”

“ Monsieur is liberal. May 1 not oiler soms
refreshments.”

“You may.”

“ What shall it ber

“ Whisky stralght.”

Ic carne.

The slonched hat was pnshed far back on the
stranger’s head. Filling the glass to the brim, be
nodded to bis host, “ How,” said he, drank the
whisky, and hobbled oS.

Miss Dulcimer’s Doilars.

Bj N. EOBiirsoir,

AITHOR or “ I hl LaST PLTTMGI POB A P»AiL.”

E has retired from business. Uve* on Fiflh
n Avenue, and can gire his daughter $300,000,

This is totting him up in a fe* words. He

wears a soft felt wide-awake, a compromise
between the stage rillain’s and a Western stock-
raiter's, and bis superfine black garments, icft as
a pcodle’s ear, cling to him in shioy folds. His
shirt is a Unen snowflake. is lustrous in ita wbite
shine, as are bia easy boots in their darket bues.

“ 1 wear no diamond studs, sir, or pins, orsleere-
links, or a wld watchchain, not I. | loare ’era
to my danghter, sir. A bit of string keeps my
tumip straight "—a $500 watch—" and a few bone
buttons take care of my Unen. | am a queer fellow,
sir, but queer as | am,l can gire my daughter
$300,000 ; yes. sir, $300,000.”

His nose is tinted with the roseate bne of bee’s-
winged port, and bis capacious stomach, £t for i
London aldemisn of tbe oid redime, beapeaks a
lore for tbe mahogany, and for those tidbits, the
consumption of which renders the Uves cf a eertain
class of worthies at once a pleoaure and a pain.
He is jocoso, all iat men are; bnt his juhUstion
nerer comee to a fuU blosscra, it’perisbes in a pre-
mature langh, or diea of sheer ioanition. His
peers rote him a dreadlul bore, bnt yoting, uo-
married men regard him in the light of j ust tbe
clasa of indiridiial a fellow ought to look forin a
father-in-law. There isa “ bleei yon, my children,”
in his fat, oily volee, and an unctuous glow in his
most famons utterance, “ 1 can gire my daughter
$300,000, sir,” whichwould bare made iiis fortune
on the st”e aa the beary father. He is a peculiar
man and does peculiar things.

His entertainments are thoroughiy sonnd. Eren
cid Blake, of Wall Street, who would skip aerees
his iather’s grave to a good dinnei, and who nn-
corks his wine nnder the immediate supervision
of a thennometer, imbibing laffite, Ls Bose, or
Margot, according tu Fahrenheit, grunts a snrly
approval of Tim Dnlcimei’s eAtf, and has been
known to tbrow orer the select eoterl at the
Knickerbocker Club, in order to swim in the
yintages at No. 000 Fifth Arenne.

Miss Dulcimer’s dances, too, are soné of yonr
carpet-beating, piano asd ice-cream gatberings,

“ No, by George,” says young Winkee Irwin, to
me, in a burst of enthnsiaim. “ Misa Dnleimer
knows how to do it, sir, and abe ion itand tbe
bonest fellow bnttoa-holea me witb a vivid descrip-
tioD of floors, fiddies, fooli and flowers, “and tio
Bupper,” amacking bis lips, “ none of yonr lemonade,
sandwich and sawdust busineea. No, begad; lobster
salad with nal salad and real lobster, and cham-
pagne, sir. Champagne to the mast-head. Heid-
sieck, extra dry, and flowing like the North
Eiver.”

Tim D jlcimer wai Incky enough to bare a silver
spoon upen the premisas when he was bom, which
was immediately tbrust into his month by tbat
moet considérate of nursee. Dame Fortune, and al-
tauugh when grown up to tnau’aestate he foUowed
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eonimercc, it was mora
from liabit than any-
thiag else. and aa an
innocent liind of recre-
atiua.'

Of couras he was
eminently  Bueoessfiil,
eTerythiiig he touched
turnmg into green-
backi. Had he heen
an aniious, bard-work-
ing poor devil, heavily
weignted andendeavor-
ing to itruggls to the
froDt, he would have
come to grief aa a
matter of courae; but
ai he was utterly care-
lesa ai to whether he
lost or gained.he won,
and won heavily.

“ My father (that's
hii portrait over the
eideboard) carne toNew
York with thirty abil-
lings in bis ponen. lie
worked niany a lone
day for bis board, and
thought himaelf a very
fine fellow when he
roomed with a fellow-
clerk in a t«o pairback
in the Bowery. He
never miased a chance,
and later on when he
got a good one be took
it flying. He married
money, and heliere me,
fir, thafe the aecret.
Warry for money, sir.
| can gire my danghter
5300,000.”

This wai over a
lecond bottle of Mar-
got. | had dined with
liim; Annabella—Mise
Dulcimer—was at Sta-
ten I5|and spending tlio
day ad had iherrv witli cur soup, hock
with our flsb eliampagnc with tlie tntrér, and a
dash of maraschino aftec the lecond courae. He
was ia a bland and beatifio etate, and | was in
a daring mood. Life was but a fire-escape, the
bolder the climb the more to bo snatched from
tlie devouring element.

This very “inted adrice adhered nght to my
waiscoat, and tollowed up by the declaracién as to
the great sum he intended bestowing upon his
danghter, led me to infer that perhaps this
5300,000 had been accumuUted for lite. Now.my
pecuniary resouree* are of the most hmited and
modeat description. My club subicnplion is the
borderland of my Invuries, and outside of thu theex-
penditure of a fiye~ent car faro must be cautiously
and carefullv considered. 51,000 waa a fortune,
but as for 5300.000! | drank off a bumper to
puli my ideas into aome raional groore of
thou-'ht.  To be candid, | had been attached to
No. 000 Fiith Avenue, nut so mucb by the chale-
lai/i, as by the oook. | freely confess that I
looked more to the pignancy of the enhie than the
vertifiaae of Miss Duloimer ; hnt now that she was
placed ai it were within reaeh, and in such a
golden irame, too, her charmi commenced to reveal
themselvea in the most entrancing way, and a
path eeeroed oponed up to name.farne and fortune.
 This was a chance too good to be thiown aw
and;hastityimbibing anuther glassfdl o'f
Iuscmut velvety wine, 1 essayed to speak.

JOX faueibut AixeU. My volee clung to my
jaws, and | felt as though my heart were a
cricket-hall bonnding against the haré bonea com-
poeing my ribs. At length, however, | gurgleJ.

.*Yon—your d-daughter,” Mr. Dulcimer.

He noddéd.

“ She’a as b-beiutiful aa a picture,” | exclaimed,
rapturonsly.

“ If itwasn’t for her no«e she d be a real pretty
gal,” obserred her father, closing a critical eje as
if gasing through a visionary teleBcope.

“ Her noie is Gtecian, sir—Grecian.”

The fact is, | quite foigot at that particular mo-
mant whether it resembled the nasal organ of the
late Duke of Wellington, or that of King Theo-
dore of Abyssinia.

“ Grecianl 1t has a Grecian bend, upward
and Mr. Dnlcimer coarsely laughed.

It iathe correct thing to follow auit, eepecially
when tmmps are led, and if the father ot a rirl
with $300.000 chooses to langh at his own wooden
jokes, it is oniy good breeding to join in the mel-
ancholy mirth. In an unliappy moment | yielded
to the conventional rule, and suddenly. uponglanc-
ing at tho mirror in the eideboard, and when
grinning from ear to ear like a Chesbiro cat, be-
held, to my utter constemation and diamay.no
anapparition than thatof Misa Dulcimer beraelf.
Mv grin died into a eickiy smile. and I envied, how
| envied the Spits dog uudemeath the table.

“ What are you eaying about my nose " asked
the little lady, in an imperiona tone.

“ He saya It’i a Grecian, my dear,”
father.

“ Thank you, Mr. Knchball,” sayemademoiselle,
taking the aides of her dress in her two dainty
banda and dropping me a mxitiut ie la coar
coortesy. " Thank you very rauch.”

le a’woman ever to piquanle as when abe is
annoyedwilhyou?

Annabella Dulcimer ja petite, bnilt as they say
of sauey schooners, npon beantiful Unes, and as
grtcefui as a yonng willow. Her skin is a mar-
vel of faimess and ner blush lefreehing to bebold
as a ahower of roaebuds. Her olear hlue eres are
full of truth and noiKff, while her tipe red lipa
resemhie criioson flowera npon which the raorning
dew itill lovingly lingera, as hy my troth it ought
Every gesture ia eipreseive, and a fresh grace is
always Corning to the surface when least expected.
Now her nose is not by anv means her worst fea-
ture. "rhatit is rélrouiii fa undeniable ; but that
itiatip.tilMd like the petais of a flower is abo
true, and | have heatd one or two knowlIM, case-
¢ardened down-town men pronounce it ‘adorable.’

roared her
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When in a moment of temporary insanity |1 was
about to ask her father for her hanil and 6300,000
1 never thought about her nose -why should I f

“ Have yon any further fauU to find?” "aaked
Annabella.” “ Whatdo yon say tomy raouth P’ pre-
sentingthat lusciousobject in most tempting prox-
imity “ ormy figureP" tumingapirouette,*“or my
handi, or my feet ?” diiplaying a Cinderella.hko
slipper, surmounted by a pink rosette the aize of a
moM-roso in full bloom. *“ Plea.se say to my face
what you were eaying behind my back; and as for
m

Y %d ot say anything about your nosel” 1
interrupted.

“ Papasiys you did,” she retorted.

“ DoVt blarae Pinchhall,” said Mr. Dulcimer.
” Your father ii the father of the joke. ’

“ A pretty subject to joke upon,” with a losa of
her head.

A eerijpreity subject,” | added.

“ You were Iaughlnq at my pace. little..coeked
noie™_glancing slight yat themiirror. “ Oh,very
weli, Mr. Pinchhall. 1 shall have a chance at
pou aome fine day.”

| didnote..j— fot Annabella. That cursed
i,«<a».uu, ... the author of her being cuC off my
chances Eut | knew threo other fellowe who did
plunge for the $300,000 and like the ruined garae-
ster who, althougli precluded from the eiciument
ot the garoe, feeis something akin to pleasure in
the mere looking-on, | watched the movements
of my enterprising frienda with mtngUd feolitigs
of cuKoaity and chagrin.

It b scarcely necessary to observe that a girl
with a portion of $300,000 b a prise for which a
great raany take tickets, in the hopo that therr
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numher may prove the winning one. Miss Dul-
cimer was fSied, courted, care~  Daskets ot
flowers, epera- stalls boxee of gloves, tained upon
her, W'hile bcnbons carne thick as leajes in\al-
Umbrosa. She was offered the entiro roof of the
Tally-ho coach bv one, while another placed hb
Btéam-yacht at hér di-posal. A third sent to
Europe to match a hit of Chelsea china, and a
fouvth telegrapbed to lajndon foraslug-nosedpng.
| have begged cigars from the best man at the Club
for Dulcimer, cigars that | couldn’t get fot loveor
money, and 1 actuallv innexed—that is nota had
word—Fred Burnaby’s bamboo walking-canewbich
he left one night at my rooms, for the purpose ot
preeenting it to her father. | merely mention these
trifles in ordei to show that 1, too, was in tho cur-
rent—that maebtrom in the whirlin® waters oi
which Boraany good men wentdown. To Annabella
| never gave anything excepta five-cent bunch of
violéis. | must confesa that ray original designa
upon No. 000 were directed against the cook, but
by degreea they ascended from the kitchen to the
drawing-room, and from the ehef to the ehételaine.
Annabella acts in this capocity, as Wra. Dulcimer
is very delicale; at least she imaginei herielf so,
being a victim to lobster salad, pine apples and
patent medieines. The road to her affeotions lies
througH erustaesay home-growa pines and Doctor
Duchendorfs laat; but ai she seldora appears, abe
counts ior very little in this eventful narrative.
llavitg uow safflciently introduced the iumates
of No. 000------ Ah, Ihad nearlyforguttenMade-
raoiselieTouretelle.Annabella'si/ama de campagnie,
a spinster of nncertain age, sffecting literature, and
ot a very romantic temperament. | shall proceed
with my atory.

___“ SBE waS olad to sbe me, a {BAtTIFCL blusb cotebiso
ETKH HBI LITTLE SHELI.-LIEE eAars A3 sHE OAVE Hc BOTB BEB BAKJIS.
TO OIVB ITF YOUB mOAOEMENT TO COMS TO L'8!”

» HOW OOCD OF TOV
’ SBB CBIEI).
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Mrs. Dulcimer was
“ At Home ” on Friday
night, and one lovely
evening in the menie
raonth of May, in the
year of grace 1876,
ehortly after the little
dinner | have been re*
luctaatly compelled to
refer to, incaaing my-
self in costume derU

and with my
opera-hat beneath my
arm—thb U very effec-
tive in entering a
drawing.room, like the
striking of the dock
in the “ Criti ,” “it
begets an awful atten-
tion"—1 strolled up
to No.000. Annabella
was too good-natured
to remember my dis-
comfituTe, and leceived
me with a cordiality
that possessed too moen
of the aisterly to make
it all that could be
desirable to me. Her
eyeswere excepifonally
bright, and a small rose
al on either cheek
rayed an abiding
exdtement.

“You areradiant to-
night, Miss Dulcimer!

“1 feel awfully
jollyl P.apais going to
take mo to Europe T’

“To Europer-" |
gasped. And | thought
of the 3,200 miles that
were to separate us.

“Yes; we start on
the Ist of June.”

“By tho Cunaid
Une P’ cut in a young
fool, standing near.

“Ohdear,no! 1 swoar by the White Stars."

“1 never travel hy any otlier Ime,” observed a
tall, handsome man, aa straight as a whip, with an
Iriih gray evo and a dash of Hibemian inipu-
dence, whom’l had never met at the house beforc.

“ You were the firstperson | lieard apeak of tho
White Starboati,Mr. O’KeiUy, amiif wegodown,
you shall be aceountabU."

“ Make it the Ist of July,and FU go down with
you,” said O Eeilly.

Are pon going to Europe !” arching her brows,
in abeW|Idenng lurprise.

“ 1did not intend it, but «oio | feel that Imuif

This was too much for me, and | retired to an
open wiiidow to cool what poeta are pleased lo
terni a fevered hrow.

That O'Reilly was “on” the $300,000 was evi.
dent. lie would follow herto Europe. .kmecting
beneath the hlue skies ol Italy. or in sunny Spain,
or iii glittering Varis, would bo the inevitable
result His chivalry would reap its rewaid, and
she would rcturn bis afflanced bride. This hideous
cnlculationpasseil through my braiii as | leaiit out
of the balconiedwindow beneath the ivory light of
the young May moou, and | felt dejected, miserable,
despairiug. Someliow or other Annabella carne to
the lore now, the dollara forming a golden back-
ground. Hitherto it had been quite the reverse; the
furtune emiUd beneath my nose, and the fair one
only showed in the dim distance.

So Misa Dulcimer is going to leave us," ob-
aerved Mr. De Laraballe, snoviug his body beaide
mine, and speaking as much lo the placid nioon as
to me

“Yes” | said, bitterly. How much can he
crowded into that email word. It bristled as it
brushed paat my lips.

“ For longP™

“ 1t mwibe formonthe, and it may be for ever.”

“ Good heavens, what do you mean, Pinchhall ?
Yon are fomi da la mauon, your language con.
tains a hidden meaning,” he whiapered, inahoarse,
agitated way.

“1 know uothing hut that she leaTes on the
firat of Juna and—that Mr. O'Reilly croases on the
flrat of July.” »>

“ Why, O’Reilly was only introduced to her at
Nottingham's Ball on Tnesday night.”

“He ia an Irdhman," | rauttered, moodily.”

“ Ah, | had forgotten that,” and De Lamballe,
who waa oi French extraction, sighed a sigh, such
aa ought to have brought the teara into the eyea of
the man in the moon who was gaxing nnwinkingly
down upon us.

“ This u another victim,” | concluded; “ he lit-
de imagines what/ ara luffering at this present
moment.”

De Lamballe Uant his elbowi on the iron lails
of the baloony, and his chin on his hands. He
waa thinking in French, for the words meii, and
millefi anee cscaped beneath his hay-colored mus-
tache. lio waa a good-looking young feUow,
with a pair of very languishing hrown eyes, parted
his bair in the centre and wore gloves imported
direct from Paris. He was notrich, but tana penr
as regarda duns, and tana reproche as tegarda birtlr
and poeilion; a gentleman in every aet and move-
ment.

“ PIl doit,” he said, half aloud. “I’ll ask for
a rendezxout in Enrope, and can leave about the
tenth of June.” .

Another man going on chance while 1 would
have to remain in New York and grill, both men-
tally and physically. Bitter, bitter desiiny.

““What are yon two fellows doiug here, laying
in pneumonia f" and a hand was laid opon both of
WS by Dr. Dennace. The doctor was a great pet
of the house, his father beiagthe family phyaician,
and his mother on terms of the “ waxieat” inti-
macy with the Dulcimers. He was young aml
bafiaseme in the mental qualification of the word.
Tall, alim; with a head fit for the torso of a Gteek
statue, a calm intelli*nce, and altbough but six
and twenty, was glreadvin the ruoning.

“1 am thinking that I'm infemally soriy Miss
Dulcimer is going to Europe.”



SUPPLEJIENT, P ectvbeb 29. 1817.1

“Who stid 80f he aiked, sharplf.

“ She told me herselt.”

He paused for a moment.
Ecemed Btunned at the intelligeace

“ When dees ehe gof"

“ On the first of June.”

“Vho goes with berf"

"The oid man,” and | added with
«a tnaliciouB grim, “ O’Eeilly go« after
ber.”

“~That the dence has O’lteilly t« do
with ber ?" he demanded, imperiously.

“You'd hetter ask ber."”

"1 sball,” and be turned upon hia
heel.

Thia man hadheen hit, too. It waa
a dispase, then. Ererj man in the
room must bave had a bleeding hearc
beneath his shirt-bosom. The idea of
separation had forced all our hande
—a» for rayself | was out of the run-
nine, the madness of the rinous mo-
ment had left but a sort of dreamine&s,
baeked up by a comical despair. There
were moments when | laughed loudly
and long at my presumpiuoii» folly.
Slomeiits, too, when | longed to te'll
A\nnabella what an ass | had been and
«lint a phiiosophec | had become.

" l.et’s haré some champegnenjup,
I'inchbaU,"said De Lamballo, “ and I Ii
lell vou a eecret.”

| knew bis eecret, but | repaired to
the regién of the champagne-oup.

" | lore Annabella Dulcimer,” said
De Lamballe, in a plaintiye tone, after
lie had haatily emptied bis tumbler
twice.

“Sodol,” said I,

“Toa."and be atepped baek a paca
or two,as if about to lunge at me with
a rapier.

“Whynot? But, bless yon, Ihaven’t
a chance.” And | told him what had
oecurred. When a man or a woman im-
parta a Becret to me, | always place
inysclf on a leyel with their oonflaence
by confiding a eecret in return, Thae I can cry
ijuiu, and no person feels oyerweigbted.

“i'nurrs garlén” he said.

“ Why, that is what i was going to eay to you,
De Lamballe.”

" Ah, yon doubt my chances!"

“1do.”

He glancod at himself in tbe mirror, and emiled.
| stared at my big forehead, blue, wondering oyes
—21 hale my owii eyps, always wide opon and be-
wildered, wiiile it 1 ciése them oyer so littJe | ean-
not eee—and frowned. In that glance we caet np
accounts; bis was.a Cr. and mine a Dr. balance.

Dennace carneintothe apartment with Annabella
on hie otm.

"And yon really think of picking us up in
I'aris!" Bge exclainicd.

" | sball be at the Grand Hotel on the eightb of
July,” was bis responso, and we could seo him
prcas ber gloye of eigbtccn buttons against bis
ribs.

| wish | was going to Europc,” | laughed;
" but I’'m not.”

“Why won't yon como with tbe rest?” and,
binsbing dceply—for abe gnuesed I couldn't afTord
il—sha nlundered into some meaninglesa obserya-
(ion about an oid friend—how joUy—eome othcr
uttraction—and nonsense of that descripfion.

“ | haye no money,” | said; “and ii | had. |
viould go with the rest."

And so saying | brushed away.

It was the night of the 30th of May, the eye of
the departure of the Dulcimers for Europe. I had
been to No. 000 but once since the reception. 1°ri-
yate business bad carried me to Baltimore, and 1
got back just in time for a farewell party.
U'Keilly, De Lamballe and Dennace were at their
posta, and Annabella looked positlyely chbarming,
altired in a quaintly cut gray trareling costurue,
lluffy, feathery, but fitling like ouo oi De Lam-
balle’s gloycs.

b, Mr. Pinchbail, 1 was really afraid we were
about to leave without i-aying good-by !" she ex-
claimed, bolding out ber graceful Ilttle band. “ |
sball deyote mjself to you this evcning, aa | sball
see these geuticmen t'other side of the pond," and
ehe actual Ty carne out on the balcony with me, and
we bad Jully fifteen minute» all alone.

A thousand minutes too few, yet ten times ten
tbouaand too raany—nji dt mi.

He
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| vras at tbo dock ia due lime iiext day, and
beféte any of tbe party had arriyed. The first
man “ on *was De I|..ambaUe, bearing an exquisito
casket — | cannotcall it a box— oi “onbons, |
couldn’t haré afforded ten cents’ wortb of com-
mon candy.

" She cannot help thinking of you erery time
she looks at it,” | said, to cheer him up, which it
eridently did. Heaven knows | required a little
cheering up myseif.

“ 1t u pretty,” lie replied, glancing at it with
the air of a man who has picked the beit thing in
themarket.

I ’resenflv Dennace put in an apnearance, laden
with a basket oi rosebuds of erery hue, from inky
black to daazUng wbite, deltlv arranged in color
lines, and surrounded with a blue rim of forget-
me-note, supported by the grecnest of hot-house
ferns.

The chagrin of these two gentlemen, and in-
docd my own, may beiter be imagined than de-
scribed, when, upon the arrival oi the Dnieimer
carriage.'we perceired Mr. O’Keilly upon the box-
eat.

“ Confound his impudence!" cxclaimedDr. Den-

ace.

“ C’Yisi de /roj>" murmure] Do Lamballe,
tbrowing his cigar into the liver, and plunging to
the assistanco of Annabella, wbose skirt had become
fastened on the carriage, therebyreyealingacAaB»-
ture worthy of tbe Boulerard des Itoliens, and
sucha foot and anklc !

I helped Dulcimer to alight; somehow or other
I always found myseif foisted uMn the father
whcenlwould have much preferrel the society of
the daughter.

“ This letter was left for ron at onr house,
Pinchbail, and | took it on”—presenting me
with an epistle addressod in an unknown band.

“1 cannot conceire why any person sbhould
take the libectr of addressing me at youi house,
Mr. Dulcimer."

“ It carne from the Club."

| tbrust it witbout opesing it into my waist-
coat pocket and went on boaro the Gennanie. fn
the saloon, Qennace, hy order of Annabella, placed
his haaket of flowers opposite ber position at
the table.

1 haré bronght you sometbing more useful
than honbom or flowers. A case of vtry dry cham-

ladiss and obntlehen at whose Horass we
WALFINO AT EITItEB BIDE OF A
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pagae,” said O’lleilly, “and if you feel in-
clined to be seasick, think of me and flnish
the contenta of one of the bottles.”

“Whbot haré | done to deserve all this f" cried
Miss Dulcimer. “ I think | shallreturn directly for
thepurpose of leaying again;” and shebogan toex-

iate on ber recent aequisitions to a bevy of

lends who bnzzed around her.

“ Now, gentlemen, a parting drink!” shouled
Dulcimer, as if he were lashed to the ri*ing, and
bawled against the storm. “ Ahoy there, steward,
a couplo of bottles of
champagne.”

While thewiiling offi-
cial w;is flyingtoexecuto
fhe order, Dulcimer
asked me if |1 had re.
ceired h.id news in the
letter, as 1 looked so
glum.

I told him | hadn't
opened it, and that 1 was
sore and sorryat parting
withhim and his daugh-
ter.

I lugged Aim in out
of sheer eourtesy, na it
would not dotolean en-
tirely on Annabella,

“ myon ought to come
uith US” said Dulcimer.

“1’lunge, for once in
your lite; 1 °d like you
to be with me, Finch,”

To do Dulcimer ju»-
tice, he was always very
attentire to me.

“1 have no money,” | | %
replied.

“.kh! it’s not the
money; it'a that little

Frenéh milliner, whoso
note | fetched yon, ha!
ha!ha!”

“ A French milliner!
It’s from a man, sic!"
and | pulled it out of
my poclcet, ehowing him
the superscription.

“0¢, that’e all migbty
fine; how do we know
what tender------

| interrupted him at
once, fearing that his
daughter might orer-
hear him, and teering
open tbe enrelope, cried,
“ Readfor yoursell.”

Two pieces of paper
fell to the giound. Ono of them was a cota for
$1,000, and the other contained the following,
writlen in a disguised hand, “ Keatitution to
James Comy Pinchbail,"

Kestitution to itui | had not loct anytbing.
There was a mistake somewhere. | was not the

rson intended. Perhaps il was a prsctical joke.

, the note was pronounced good. W hat could
it all mean? True, some years before |1 had lost
money at eards, but not so largo a sum as this.
liad | been ebeated, and was this tbe outeome
with Interes! added? 1 am dumbfounded, dazed.

“m\Well, are you going to throw the note into
the sea, Pinchbail f" asked Mr. Dulcimer.

“1 must advertise it in the Scrali, sir.”

“Bosh! 1'U tell you what yon'll do.
come along with us, and spend it in Europe.
thatgires out, I'U be your banker.”

What a plunge my heart gaye. W hat a ei»ia of
all that was delightful, bright and wortb livingfor.
W hatarnsh of sensalionwhiried through my brain.
New joys, new impulses, the blesk shadows of gloom
dispersing aa if by an encbanter's wand, and snn-
light rushing into rar very souli For an instant
oniy, for 1 felt bound to let the curtain fall, to ex-
tinguiah tbe lighta, and accept the coid, pitiless
reality.

“ It'a not mine, eir."
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“Your father was in buiiness. |
ofien heard bim say thathe was robbed.
This must beoneof the guilty parties
wbose conscience smote him,” urged
Mr. Dulcimer. “ Come here, Anna-
bella,”” he added, “ and try and per-
suade Mr. Pinchbail to accept a gift
wbich fortune has buckleif on Lis
back," and he told her the story as it
stood.

“1)0 come, oViiF Mr. Pinchbail,” said
she, placiiig ber band caressingly upon
my arm.

i don’t think | would bave minded
that so much, although the pressure was
inconceivably delicious; but unbappily
| looked at ber, and------

Oh, the wrench tbat ‘ no * cost me—
ob, tbe Aeree struggle against an in-
ward something that whispere-.I me,
“ That money is not yonrs. ”

'Dulcimer swove at me, called me an
ass, a nincompoop, and other derisive
appellations; and Annabella—

Ebe did not press me to go, and as
| took her hand at parting she said,
‘ Perhaps yon are riubt, aiter all, Mr.
Pinchbail; butpromise to meet us when
we return, wou’t youi"

The worry bronght on hy tbe pos'es-
sion of tbe luystciious $1,000 bili
proved more or less disiracfing, and
served to wean my thoughts a point or
two, as mariners say, from Annabella.
if there is one position in this liaid
lact called life moresoul-sickening than
another, it is in being left to the
humdrum, overyday routine of a color-
less existence, whiie the girl for whom
erery throb of cne'a heart is ficrcely
beating goee from us, leuving us on
tbe hleak and barren shore—alone. |
felt ali this aaguish; 1 passed through
this vallcy of desolation. and were it
not for tbat $1,000 bili 1 think |
shoutd bave taken to stimulants, or to
learning the flute. The flute ere now lias been a
source of soothing to many unbappy ewains, and
Tompkins, one night, in tbe smokmg-room of the
Club, most generously offered to futnish me with
one. Tompkins is a good fellow; 1 know he fsit
for me during that oespairing time, and | thank
him from my beart to-day.

The three suitors followed Miss Duleimer in due
time, and to me remained the melancholy satisfac-
tion of seeing them off. All promised to write,
hut not one of them kept tryst. Thbe tirsb man to

<m!
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return was Dennace.
moody, very eilent. |
the Dulcimers.

‘eYes."

“In Paris:-”

“ Tes.”

“ How wat Miss Dulcimer looking F’

“Hang Mise Dulcimer j"saye Dennace, flinging
himself inte an casy-cbair, ana pretending to read
i'uneh upside down.

This was very strange conduct on the part oi
Dennace, and | did not hesitate to tell bim so. We
became rery cool towards one anotber after that.

n'Beilly was the next man to tum up.

‘eDii ron seethe Dulcimersf’’

At the Club he was very
asked him if he bad eeen

“ Faith, | did.”
*“In Parie P’
“1did. 1 may as well tell you. Pinch"—every-

body calis rae Pinch; | suppoee it’s all right—* j
popped for Annabella in the gardens of the Tool-
eria, and-----"

He paused. My hesrt ceased to beet.

“ She rtfutii me, Pinch. | wenton a jambo-
ree in Paris, and here | ara. Hurroo!” he gayly
exclaim»!; “ there's asgood flsh in the sea at erer
were canght.”

| hegan to wouder if Dennace shared the same
fate.
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1 liinted aCtliis to O'lUillt.

“Notadonbt of it, PinA  Hs thougbt he'd
baTa a walk cver, but he irasn't eren placed.”

” What chance bas De Lamballe ?*

“| ean'teaj-. He hadn't ahavil while | waa in
faTor,”

Then De Lamballe waa tbe eoming man.
| euTied bim.

e . . e e .
It waa Christmas Daj, and | waa alone in tbe
Clnb. Not a human being put in an appeirance.
Tbe aerrant on dutf aeemed to pitjr me, and waa
ladlp polite and attentiee.

| bad no inTltatioii tO dinnei on tbia moet
joTlal of all featITS days. It waanottbat | waa
unpopular, but jteople imngiued that | posaeseed
borne, iamily, fnenda, and (bat it would be buta
French compliment to aak me. Among all tbe
etoola | carne to thbe ground. | waa Tcr; low—
recj wretcbed. 1 tbougbt of Annabella, and won-
dered wbeCher ehe waa in Merrie Eugiand oc in
ia bt/le France. 1 museJ over the fuck of De
Lamballe—on tbe prize be bod won; not the
1300,000—faugb! but tbhe glorioui girl—abe,
tbat rare and tadiant maiden wbum the angela
ealled not Lenore but Annal>ella. Ilaugbed myself
to ecorn for atill clinging to her im ~e; placing
D7self in tbe pillory of ~ owntbouglits and pelt-
ing myeelf with my dead bops. Yca, | waa aick
and wearv upon tbia Chnatmaa daj', and tbe
withered learee of tbe paat luetled round mj
acbing hearb

o A letter foryou, air,” aaid the aervant, wilh
eometbing approaching a joyouaneaa upon bia
face.

| gazed on it ea it lay on the aalver. The
tupeiacription wat in a lady'a handwriting—very
£ue, very elegant.

1 took it up niecbanically; oponed it, and witb
a heart beating a pa™an of joy, road aa foUowa:

“ No. 000 Fiftb avenne,
“ Christmat moming.

“ Mt Diaa Mr. Pinchball : We artived last
nigbt. Do eome and difie bereto-day if not too
tuongly engaged, and hear all our adventuree.
Papa ia mott anzioue to see yon.

“ Yours, very eincerely,
¢ Annabilla Dulcimir.”

How

| bonnded froni my chair; | danced round lhe
voom; | whooped ; i yelled; 1thoob the serrant
by tbe hand—n fine, worthy fellow wbo bat since
told mt he wat poriectly wretcbhed on my
account—and battily writing n note to Miti
Dulcimer, rutbed to my gnrret to bask in tbe tun«
thine whicb bad tuddeuly burat upon the gloom
of my exiatence.

6hé waa atill unmarried.
to me.

There waa a gulf between ua—a river of gold,
that could not be bridged by me.

She wtt) gladtu i e me, a beautifnl bluab cov-
ering evenner Hule ebell-lilLe eara atabe gave
me Doth her bandt.

“ How good of you to give np your engagement
to come to as," tbhe cried.

But what wat abe

¢l bad no engagement,” | aaid. 1 wat
ntterly forgotten.”

“liot by me.”

| took ber band and preased it ferventiy.

After a deiicioue conversation of acmé

twenty minutea, during wbich abe told me mucb,
Dulcimer carne iu. His greeting wat warm aa
Uauil.

How bippy | felt aa | led ber intodinner.
Sbe leant upou my arm, not plocing tbe tips of
tbree fingere on the alceve of my coat, but clasp-
ing my arm cloae and until bcr beautiful warm
young form leant against mine. Mrs. Dulcimer
wat unweil and dinA in her own apartment.

1 did*nct miat ber lociety.

“ Well, Pincb, how did you spesd tbat thou-
tand dollar bili  asked Dulcimer.

“ 1 didn't spendit. | have it here."

” Well, you aro an houest fellow,"

How beautiful the looked—bawlborn blottomt
on her brow, roace on ber cheeki, and ob! tuch
juttre in her gbrioua blue eyes!

| ventured to atk ber if abe btd teen much of
De Lamballe.

She bluabcd vividly aa abe repHed

” A good dcal.”

| ieli ice at my heart—tbat bluah!

" She gave him bit walking>ticket,” taid Dul-
eimer, witb a facctioug wink.

” Oh, papa !” abe expoatulated.

” Tot, you did, yon hnasy,”” cried her father,
treating it as a very good joke.

When Annabella left ut to our wine, | ulcimer,
wbo bad beca partaking very freely of champagne
and other exbilarating liquida, audoenly cxclaimed:

“ Why don't you get raarried, Pincfc K’

“ | can scircely aiford lo keep mjself, to aay no-
IbIDgof a wife, Mr. Dulcimer."”

“ Why not look out for a girl with a fortune f”

“ That'a a mean thing to do."

" But if the gal witb the fortune bad a aneak-
ing kindneas for you, it wouldn’t do to diaappoint
itr.”

" No girl vrill ever have a anoaking kindnea»
for me," 1 exclaimed, ruefuily.

" I’crbaps notand ho iudulged in a boiater-
oua fit of laugbter.

After a ailcnce;

“Say, Pincb,wbat | waa aaying about giving
tbree hundred thouaand dollars witb my daughter
ia all a fiction.”

A fiction! A mitt awan before my eyet, a
thoutand conflicting emotiona atruggled for maa-
tery; witb one bound my love for‘Annabella carne
tothe front, Now | daré hope. Now 1 daré do
all that might become a man.

" Yea, sul a fiction," he continued, toying with
bit wine-glaB, “ at | mean to gire bar five hun-
dred tbouaand.™*

That moment erutbed my life out.

Happening to gaze upwirda, 1 caugbt sight of
Annabella in the mirror.

“ 1 mean to give her five bundred tbontand dol-
lars, and—toyioi kir ioyou, Pinek!"

| do not ksow what | taid; | havt no recollet*
tion of what I did; | believe | kiated Dulcimer—
I know tbat I kisted Annabella, young, and warm,
and lovely, and all my own.

FRANK LFSLIE’S

It waa Dulcimer who tent me the thoutand dol-
Urbili; bnt I need not go on.

Sach a tad Christmat moming!

Such a glotiout Cbriatmat nigbht 1

Mrs. Fizzleburv’s New
Girl

By E.J, DE OORDOVA

h e first tcene to which | would intiuduce the
T reader of thit narrativo is an atlic floor in

the retidence of Mr. and Mrt. Fizzlebury, in

Never-mind-what Street, and at no-matter-
what number, at a tolerabh thortdiatance up-town
in the City of New York. it was a tquare and very
bare compartment, wbich bad been partitioncd to
make two tmall bedrooma, evidently for the occu-
pation of aervante. Thercat of tbe floor lemained
as the builders fiad left it, aave (pr tbe preaciice of
four oid weather-beaten trunka, which looked as
thongh they might once have been new and could
tell of better daya.

Of the two apartmenta in thia attic both were
rndelv and aparsely, not to say coaraely, fumisbed.
Each bad iU wooden bedstead and ita little table
with a chippcd waabbasin on it. The walls, bare
of paper and ladly in need of paint, were diny,
and exhibited proofs tbat many matchea bad been
made to contribute to tbe burning of Che midnigbt
oil—evidently oil, at there were no gat burncra.
The coverlete bad the appcaranee of baving been
deprived of the atiention of a laundreas for many
montha, and the pillow-caae in each room—tbere
were two pillowton each bedbut onlyone of them
waa treated to tbe luxury of a cose—wat dirty as
witbstaint of grease. k email bit of lug, eo full
of boles that it was bard to tell how little of tbe
floor it might bave occupied wben it was new, or
how much it could ultimately occupy before it fell
altogetber to ragt, was in one room. The floor of
the other chamber wat entirely bare. In the
apartment wbich waa beautified with the mg just
mentioned, there waa a email bit of iooking-
glass, held in ita place against the wall by tbe aid
oi three naila; aglassof noabape known tooivilized
gcometry, though it migbt have found itt counter-
part in any piece, taken hap-hazard out oi tbose
curiout little ivory boxea containing Chinese
puzzles. Both apartmenta were so extremely
email tbat a eervant ealled upon to occupy eitber
of them might properly bave regarded herself in
the ligbt of a document, to bepigeonholed at nigbt
and taken out in the moming.

The chamber whbich had the advantage of the
lug and the looking-glaat was evidently in the oc-
enpation of awoman aervant,for a black dresa and
a I?onnet were banging on naila driven into the
wall. The rugiese and mirrorlcss apartment waa
without an oceupant at the time oi whicb we are
apeaking, and waa cloaed and locked.

To explainwhy Ibave 8aid'*at the time ofwhich
we are apeaking," it ia neceatary to declare at once
lhe peculiar feature (wall known to all the dwellera
in tbe neigbborhood) ol theee two apartmenti.

Mrs. Fizzlebury kept two servanta—that it to
aay, that her reaidence patted at the intelligence
offices for a.house where two servanta were kept.
For contietency’t sake, Iherefore —if for no better
motive—two lervants' rooms wero provided. But
during the fifteeu yeari of Jira. Fizzlebury’a
tenaney of tbat houae, both servante’ rooms had
nevar been known to ti occupied at one and ihe
asme time. The reason whereof waa that Mrs,
Fizzlebury to frequentiychanged her servante tliat
whben abe had a cook abe was alwaya without a
houaemaid, and wat on tbe loekout for one. And
before the bad aequired a bouaemaid the cook bad
eitber been diamieaed or bad giren in her reaigna-
tion and left, of her own tweet will, the Fizzle-
bury Service. Why thia adverse deatiny hung
continually over the Fizzlebury mansion, confua-
ing the Fizzlehury breakfaata and ruining the
Fizzlebury dinners, leaving the honse and furni-
ture unclean and untidy, and in ahort tbrow-
ing everTthing into diaorder ; louring the temper
of Mr. Fizzleburv, hardening tbe beart of Mrs.
Fizzlebury and worrying Misa Fizzlebury out of
mucb oi tbe romance atfccted by tbat young lady,
muat be told iu andtber cbapter.

CHAPTBR Il.— THE rlZZLBBtJRV VAMXLV.

rs. FIZZLEBURY' was a remarkably fina

woRian; witb a remarkably fine buaband
wbom abe “ ordered about" in their domeatic
relations and worried—not to say badgered —
iu tbeic daily Ufe: and a remarkablfl fine daughter
whbo. Mia. Fizzlebury aaid, <hail an eye tbat
sbowed that abe wat hora to oommand.” Mrs.
Fizzlebury was, likewise, one of that very numer-
ous clata of woraen who aim at ao playing tbe
carda of aocicty aa that tbey ahall be regarded aa
very fashionabie persona, without going to much
expense; tbough tbey are ready to go to any
amoupt of tiouble to entitle tbem to that dia-
tinction. To thia end, kfre. Fizzlebury gave,
twice every teaaon, two grand partiee, whereto
very mauy rich people «ere invited oi wbum few
carne, an;, to whicb very iew poor relatirna were
askeil, of wbom all carne. At tbeae spiendid " re-
unious," aa Mrs. Fizzlebury loved lo cali tbera
(though sbe understood no more of French than
the litile dog which abe ostentutioualy carried
wben tbe look her siringa in tbe bire<f cartinge
with a driver in liverv-atable livery, all buttonsand
a bad bat). At theae reuaions, there waa alwaya
“supper’” skillfully arranged to look very grand
and hoapitable, but very weak ia material andeoon
contUDied. Nobody waa ever known to have au
indigeition or a haadache cauaed by a Fizzlebury
supper.

In aU thia Mrt. Fizzlebury was to tbe fashion-
able World whbat tbe fre™ in the fable waa to the
ex. Sbe wat ready and willing to try, even
to bnrsting, to obtain a atatua in wbat persona
wbo are in society cali ““ aociety,” but thé bad not
yet aucceeded.

Mr. Fizzlebury, wbho waa aimply the clerk ia at-
tendance on hit wife, we might say ber caabier.
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paying her billa, and mnning on erranda, aome-
timea to the butcher'a or grocer’a,and aiways to the
intelUgence office, was likewisea veryfine man,and
a bighly piout man, being a churchwarden, and oc-
easionally lettine bis fiame apMar in the newa-
papers in lista of coDections for charitahle, and
especially for missionsry, pnposes. He was to the
general 'body of Chritlian philanthropitu what the
tadpole iato the frog; he might be one of them as
soon aa he found the gtace lo be so, but he had
not yet found the grace.

Misa Fizzlebury was ealled a reraarkably fine
girl by her fiatterers; who might have been sin-
cere if they really liked a tall, meagre, osseous,
higb-ahouldered figure with tbin, compeeeaed Upa,
sandj hair, and tbat eye (it was a gray one and ao
was ita fellow) which showed, according to her
mamma, that 1"ias Fizzlebury was “ hora to com-
mand."

The Fizzlebury family were, tberefore—aa waa
plain to be aeen and underatood by everybody—a
remarkably fine family. But------

But they could not keep a serrant longer than a
week or ten days. Why euch waa the cate | can-
notexplsin.andif Icould 1would be afraid to doao;
| can only repeat whbat was taid, on both aldea, on
thia anbject.

Mra. Fizzlebury aaid that tkt could not account
for it; except that “ the aervants in thia countrj-
are tbe muat horrid, dirty, untruthful, dishoneat,
uncivil, treacheroue, ungrateful wretches, my dear,
that it is potsible to imagine.”

I know of familiea wbo,atarting on tbe principie
that even aervants have feelinga like other Chria-
tiana; Chat they require more fooiF than persona
wbo do not perform manual labor; that tbey can
b« sensible oi a kindnett, can resent an injury or
an intult; oontrive to keep tbeic aervauU for
years, and to make them attacbed to their borne
and ita members.

But Mrs. Fizzlebury, wbo waa a very fine
woman.and Mr. Fizzlebury, who was aremackably
pious and charitable man,Etarted witb servante on
a totalW ditferent tbeory. Tfaete excellent and
faahionable persona regarded servante aa animala
witb pieposteroua sppetites wbich it waa not wise
to indulge; as creacures who, being ignorant and
bolding a atation wbich offered no advanteges
whatever to the Fizzlebury family, muat, irom the
ouCaet, be regarded with suspicion and made to
understaud that everyebing aaid by tbem would be
received wilh doubt until it couid be preved by
eubsequent investigution, In abort, the position of
a aervantwas of iiself primafado evidente that it
demanded vigilance on tbhe pare of the mistress to
prevent the milk from being drunfc like water and
then watered like etrong drink: tbe coid meat,
bread, tugar, coffTee and tea froni being surrepti-
tiously abatracted for the benefit of refativea out-
tide; and tbe coal from being disposed of with
the Bwill, to the diebonest soap-tat man, before the
family carne down in Che moming. Thua tbe idea
oi a servant'e preauming to reapect the comforts of
a moderately well-iumisbed bedeoom, oc being
entitled to euch Inxuries as a aervants' bath-room
oc a clean table-cloth at medis or to reaaonably
freqnent changes of bed-linen, was acouted at
“ aimply ridicuioui.”

“ My dear,” Mrs. Fizzlebury has been heord to
aay tooneof herfashionabie friende," my dear, they
arejuit likethe brutee of the fleld chatwereadof iu
the deriptures. Theycannot appreciate a kindneas.
1 gave tbat rubbishing Maria one of my oid collacs
laat Monday, and she left me on the Tuetday.
You cannot do anytbing for them. They are ao
ungrateful. And liareloh?!”

The servante,on the other hand, told an emiroly
different story. They taid tbat the suppeta at
Mra. Fizzlebury’s parlies migbt look very spiendid,
eked out as they were with ebeap wine from which
tbe labcla had been carefuUy removed before the
bottiea were set on the table; but that the food,
all the rest of the year, was very icant, and what
migbt be ealled “ very short commons "; that the
Cea and sugar which Mrs. Fizzlebury gave out on
Saturday nigbt with the admonition that they muat
serve for tlie eoming week, were insuflicienC for
three days, but that thesupply was never increased;
tbat the help was treat”™ as if they were doga,
and, to sum up, thst the bouse was che meaneat,
stingiest, and most miserable in all tbe City of
New York.

Accordingly, a eervant would tcHom remain
many days, and could leive only after endiess
baggling eoncerning tbe exacC amosnt of wages
due, bow much was to be deducted for the break-
ages and forfeitures for not baviag remained
longer, accompanied sometimea by tbhe calling in of
a policemun to turn outtbe refractory aervant with
lesa money than she onght to have bad; with
other and similar meannetsea for which aoroe
remarkably fine families are unenviably notorioiia.

And tbus it was that the bouse got a bad fiame
at tbe intelligence offices, and tbat Mra. Fizzle-
bury was regarded as a bighly cantankerous oid
girl who waa alwaya wanting a new girl.

THB OPBNISO 8CEWB IN THE
ATTIC.

CKAPTB™* III.-

he reader will now retum with me to the
T ittic mentioned in the firat cbapter, for the
purpose uf being introduced to ike new girl, whose
very brief reaidence in Mrs. Fizzlebnry's bouse is
to be described in these pages.

NO servant bad ever entered that service so un-
willingiy Ol bad elayed in it SO short a time (the
new girl was only twenty-eight hours in tbe Hotel
Fizzlebury), or Waa S0 glad to leave it.

| have, tben, the privilega of preecnting the
new girl to you, as she stood, in an nndecided at-
titude and with a tronbled and eren disdainfui
and angry counCenance, outside tbe bedroom which
had the advantage of the rug and the bit of look-
ing-glass. The other pigeon-bole was cloaed and
lockvai, and we shall have no further business
with tnat department.

Tbedoorof the more favored room already occu-
pied by the cook of tbe cctablishment, was half-
open; and, if yon had stood there, good reader,
as tbe new girl did, you would have remarked, ai
abe did,that tbere carne from it an unplcaaant and
musty odor, aa of long imprisoned clotbing origin-
ally taid in a damp eondition. It may bave been
ioi ,thif reaaon, or iiobl soma equally powecful
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motive, that the new girl, ioatead of entering the
room wbich she was to abare with the cook, and
retiring for the nigbt as any other neiy girl ebonld
and probably would have done, remained onteide
the door with an aniioua, irritated and even terri-
fied countenance, betokeniag, to say the leait,
uneasiness of mind.

She wii a somewhat maKuline womsn was the
new girl, with cunnihg, apiteful eyes, and a rongh
face that might have bélonged to a closely shaved
man.

And there she stood at the half-opened door as
obstinate as a mulé, and as deaf as an adder to
tbe repeated invilations of the other domeatio
siren who, in occupying what she eateemed to be
her “ h~f ™ of the litele bed, almost entirely fiUed
it.

“Whist now!” said cook, “ what ace ye dom f
“ Ain't ye comia’ to bedP It rale coid here any-
how, wid the door open F’

“ Why ean’t | have the other room to myaelfF’
inquired the new girl,

Didn't I tell you already down-atairs ?"' repUed
cook. “ Didn't i tell you theie’aa rat, and good-
nesa knows what besides, dead somewbere in the
flooring, and tbe smeU'a so awful bad tbat yga
couldn’t bear yourself in it atall i | can smellit la
bereibia minute, and the room‘a locked up lili the
amell gees away entirely, ao you'li have lo aleep ia
here wid me, and | wiah you’d come in at onct
and let me ahut tbe door, for I’m shirering now."

The new girl vouchsaféd no answer ani moved
cot a atep.

“1'm only two daya in the bouse myself,” pur-
sued the cook, apeaking fo herself, “ and | don’t
ihink ril atop here long, anyway. Thia la the
moet unconvenient pigpen of a room | was ever ia
inmy life, and the hed’s tbatbard—as bardas owld
eider. It’s your first night here, and 1 don't be-
lieve youTl aleep much at all, at all. But aay ?
Are you goin’ to stay there all night, or are yon
comin’ to bed? | want to shut the door.”

“Tou can ahut the door av you pleaae,” aaid
the new girl at length, with a cuiious acceot,
whicb was neitber Iriab, Germéan, English fior
American, and with a gruff voice (another un-
womanly feature), and in a quick, impatieiit and
somewhat apiteful manner (a perfectly woraanly
feature). “You can shut the door av you pleaae;
1’m not Corning into the room !”

“Eb!whatr’ cried cook, tising to a aitting
poeture in tbe bed and Curning balf round, a
movemont wbich caused so mucb creaking from
the bedstead aa to impresa the new girl with the
idea that the enlire contrivance, cook and all,
muat iuavitably tumbia to pieces. “£h ! what’a
that you say —you're not comin’into the room to-
night?”

“1 am not,” responded tbe new girl, if poaaibla
more testily than before. '

“ The aaiiite be good to na !” exclaimed cook.
“ What’s that for ?” and tbere wasa pause. “Is
it because Xm Iriab that you don’t want to aleep
wid me ?

“ Oh, don’t be a fool,” reaponded the new girl —
her temper evidently riaing; “1’'m Irish myself;
but I’'m not eoming into the room because | don’t
want to.”

“ Holy mother! cried cook, again tnrning
round in tbe bed, to tbe audiblv imminent dangec
of utterly deatroying the ancieiit atructure be-
neach her. “ Holy mother! Maybe it'a because
I’'m CathoUc that you won't come to bed ”

“Oh, go to------ ” bogan the new girl, in an-
Bwer, bnt euddenly eorrecting beraelf. “ Shut up
and mind your own businosa, will you P 1’'m Cath-
olic myae’i ; but the priest has put a penalice on
me that I’mnot to steep in a bed for two montha.”

“ Oh, galory!" cried cook, devoutly Crossing
herself, and falling back to a lying posCure in ths
bed, whereupon the bedstead eo groaned and
creaked under tbe wcight of that lady that ita re-
maining wbole could be regarded only as a miia-
cle—* oh, galory! are you goin’ to aleep out thera
on the coid fioor here iu the dead of Winter i*

“1 am," replied the new girl, aaying wbich ibs
bony, brawny young woman atrode like a danger-
ouB giant into tbe little apartment, pulled a quilt
off the now recumbent form of the sleepy cook,
causing another series of awful groana from the
bedstead, laid the coverlet down on the floor out-
aide in the company of the trunka, wrapped hec-
self in that dirty covering, and, to all appearancea,
went to aleep.

How it fell to Mra. Fizzlebury’s lot to aequiro
the Services of thia reniarkably ungainly, awkward,
ugly and itl-tempereil girl will be explained in tha
cbapter after the next.

CUAPTER rv.—IiB. OTTO POTTHAVBEN.

any Yyears have not elapaed aince tbe memor-
M able season whan the Fizzlebury family apent
a few of the hottest weeks of the year at Lake
Mabopac. Aud it can scarccly be neceasary lo aay
much bcre of tbat fashionabie watering-place.
Everybody knows that while the Siimraer company
ia usuallr slow aud solemn at Niagara; higbly
reapectable but exccsaively old-fogy at Sharon;
fase and aufficiently miied to make it somewhat
dappled at Saratoga; very much et poUoi and ao
mnA mixed tbat one might almoat cali it, in local
language, “snarled" at l.ong Branch; and quiet,
but delishtfuHy social and genial, at that sweet*
American Edén known aa ljike George ; the com-
pany at Lake Mabopac combines the cbaracteria-
Cics of all tbe other watering-places.

Thither, bowevcr, went the Fizzlebury family
—father, mother and daoghter; and thither aiso,
nmong thou'.anda of others, wenta yonng gentle-
man who was evidently a peraon of meaos. He
drova a spiendid team in a coslly dogeait; be
dreased auperbly and in prelty good taate—for
Lake Mahopac; he kept a boat on the lake; bs
played on the piano pretty well, and sang English
and Germen bailada fairly—for ao amateur; he
frequentlv made to hia lady icquaintancea auch in-
nocent presente as the plilopmna permitted and
mammas could not object to: he waa admirabla in
the wallz, laudably perseveting in the galop, and
indefatigable in the German; and hia fiame waa
Otto Fotthaueen.

And this Mr. Otto Potthauaen fell in love with
rawboned Mias Arabella Fizzlebury, wbose eye
“ showed that abe was born to command.”

it was lare fon foi the byatoader» to lee bov
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tanderly ha looked into that ave whea, he san»,
avith 80 jnuch feeling and sentiment that many be-
Jiated him to b« on the point of breabine into
tear», “ Du hast die achbnste angen.” And Ara-
bella went so near falUng ia lore with him aa to
excite irondertbat when he made hia final shake at
‘e Mein liebchen, rraa wiUt do noch mehr i’ she did
not pltnnply ansrrer “ Potihauaen.”  All of which
wai not only Tery delightinl, but «as eren a little
eiciting foi Pott (as his friends were accustomed
to cali him in tiie way of breTity), until at length
Boeiety at the Labe bagan to talk about it, and to
say that if Mies FixiUbury was really “born lo
command"—for that little joke had got *ind in
sotne of the bdtela—she would, in all probability,
shortly command Mr. Potlbauaen.

Mr. Fizxlebury was not a wbit diapleascd at this
aspect of affairs. The rule of his honse was simi-
lar to the rule of the “ Fossil” Club to whieh he
belonged—natnely, that “ poor men were not
wanted there  and he XTes rather tickled with
the idea that a wealthy young fellow «as likely to
propoBe to his daughter. Neaerthclesa, Mrs. Fia-
fleoury, who fully shared her hnsbhand's hopea in
thia respect, adopted the tacties usual with that
deseription of mamma knonn aa the maternal
intriguer. She pretended not to be aware that
Mr. Porthaosen was particularly attentire to her
daughter, and ahe took her hneband and child away
wiih her from the Lake, in order to let “the
World” of that little placo auppose that papa and
mamma did not care to do anyihing that might be
supposed to foster the attadiment. Mrs. Fizzle-
bnry accordingly gave Mr. Pottbausen a cordial,
but by no means pressing, invitation to visit tho
family in the Auturan, and gracefully retired to the
city reaidence.

r. rotthausen did make aereral Tisits to the
Fizzlehury family after they had but a ahort time
returned tothe city; and he muat haré been rather
demonstralire of bis afiection for Misa Arabella,
leeing that, aoon after my return to town, | re-
ceired a riait one morning from a highly starebed
and Tere dignifted gentleman, who looked as
thongh he might reccntly haré ewallowed a
gingham urabrella with the case on—so straigbt
and putled.up waa hia arpearance-and who an-
nounced hiraself as “ Mr. Eliphalet Fizzlebury."

He carne, he aaid, “ to inquiro into the standing
and means of Mr. Otto Pottbausen, who has been
—fth_paying visiu at—ah—my home, and who
acema to have intentiona touching—hem —my
family in a manner—hem!—oot now noceasary
further to particularize. lie has spoken of you to
my—ah—my daughter, in fnet, as a friend, and |
would be ohiiged for any inforroation on the sub-
ject.”

Kow, Pott w»8 a good fellow, in the social ap-
.lJrieationofthissomethtcommon phrase; and |

ankly told Mr. Fizzlebury all that 1 knew con-
ceming that young gentleman. Said that | did
notregard Mr.I’otthausen as a rery learned parir ;
but that I knew him to be an amiable, honorable,
genetoue, good temnered, one-bottle man, whom it
was a pleasure to know, and whoie friendship it
was a ptivilege to oblain.

eelbte,” inquired Mr. Fizzlebury, “is he—ab

wealthy P—that is to say, has he any means?’

“ Not much of hia own that 1 know of,” 1 in-
awered; “ butit isgenernlly beliered thnthiafather
isreaaonably wcaltny, and it iawithin my kiiowledge
that he is extremely gencroua to bis sou.”

«‘Ah ! then,”” said Mr. Fizzlebury, “ bis iather
is liring P”

«Oh, vea.”

“In this city?”

“ Certainly,” said I, “in the Eighth Arenue.”

There was a curioiis expressioiioii Mr. Fizzle-
biiry’s coiinlenanoe when 1 mentioned the Eighth
Arenue as the residence of I'apa I’otthausen. It
might liare meant constemation, anii it might haré
meant disgust, or it might haré been iiiduced by
a mixture of both.

“ lu the Eighth Arenue I’ exelaimed Mr. Fizzle-
bury.

“ Preeisely," said I.

“ What, then,” iugiiired Mr. FizzlebatT—*" ex-
cuse me. but what, then, may be the eider Potthau-
sen‘a profession, or busineas p”

“ What, oid rotthausen? ’said I. “ Don’t yon
know ? | thought that ererybody had heard of oid
I’otlhausen. He is and has been for erer so many
yeats at ihe old-ostabliabed placein the Eighth Are-
nue. He iaa haker.”

Now Mr. Fizzlebury had fot many yeura been a
carringe-buihler, in wbich capacity he had not
ahrunk from building carts, and, 1 beliere, eren
wbeelbarrowa. But be had retired from busineas,
and, as a retired capitalist, naturally looked down
on bakers, butehers, and other persona whose ideas
were a0 gioreling aa to lead them to be still indus-
teious. 80 that when hia ariatocratic mind waa in-
formed that the eider Mr. Potthau.sen was onlg a
haker, Mr. Fizzlebury exelaimed with dignity “ A
haker!” and took up bis bal and cafie for an im-
mediate departure.

*Yes, a haker,” said I, aa Mr. Fizzlebury, palé
and eridently horiified, prepared to leare mi,
“And a rery oxcellent haker, too. | asaure you.”’
Mr. Fizzleimry was going without eren say’ng
“ good-mornitig.” 1 ssw at once thathe waa a
fuily deseloped “ snob,” and, unwiiling to spare
him, | bawled lo the rctrealing oid foni, pursuing
him eren to tbe landing outeide to finish what |
had to say; “1 cannot boast of bis German
bread, becaiue | never eat that kind of atuiF, and
don't like it; for of hia twista, whieh are rather
mofier than suita me; but hia French bread is
eicellent, and his tolla and petiii pana are deli-
cioue.”

Mr. Fizzlebury had deeamped, and | relumed to
my easy-chair and laughed till 1tairly wept.

ft appeared, howerer. that | had unwittingly
done young Potthauaen mueh misohief by my too
fraok rerclations to Mr. Fizzlebury. A few days
aiterward Pott, accompanied by our mutual friend,
Fred I’arkin, who waa somelhing in the Custom
House, carne to consult rae conceruing the totally
unexpected and most delibérate insult wbich had
been put apon Mr. | ’otthausen, janior, by the Fiz-
zlebury family.

Pott said that Mr. Fizzlebury was a putae-proud
ariatocrat, who, after inTiting him and recei itig
aerei’al of his Tirita, bail rccently left a icissago
for him with the serrant to the effoct that ¢ a
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family would in future he rery bappy to lake
their daily supply of bread from hia fsther, but
that the risite of the son could no longer be tole-

Under thesg ciroumstances, Pott, who had rainly
Bourht effectlTe counael from Patkin—a most
agreeable young fellow, but utterly bankrupt m
the commoditT of adrice - had come to consult me.

I recommefided him to write tn the young lady
and requeat her to say Irankly if the conduct of
her pérente in thia matter met with her approral.
But Pott aaid that he had written to her raany
lettera—as manyas three in one day—and that
be was certain that they were intereepted and had
not been allowed to reach her. lie had eren laid
in weit, at the corner grocery for the Fizzlebury
seTTant, and had preaentéd her with a fee of tive
dollara as a recompense for delirering aletter into
Mies Arahella's own hands; but he had since
learned that the serrant had been discharged that
aame dar» «nd turned out of the houae, through
tbe ageney of a poHceman, and—a« Pott belicTed
—had not had an opportunitj of delivenng the
letter.

“ Suppose,” | Buggested, “ suppose yon try
another lire-dollar bili on the new serrant.”

“ My dear friend,” responded Pott, “ it would
be of nouae in the world. | tried that this rery
morning; but thew are alwaie changing girls in
that houso, and seidom or nerer bate a serrant,
When I rang the kilchen-bell thia moraing, expect-
iDg to see thbe cook answer it. Mrs. Fizzlebury her.
self carne to the door—frightening me almost out
of my wiis—and alamraed it in my face. | went
directly up to the comer grocery, and was there
informed that there were not any serraota in the
Fizzlebury establishment, the two girls haring
left, the evening before, in a condition of remark-
able emaciation from the want of food.™

CHAPTER T.— POTTHAfeBN, PABRIN 4 CO. IN THS
“ INTELLLIQBKCB OFPICB ” BUSIKZSa.

rrllE N there are not any servauts, at present,
J. in the Fizzlebury mansion P’ said I.

“ So it would appear,” said Pott, somewhat
equivocallg; “only a cook; and she cannot be
subomed, beeause she does not go outat all. Oid
Fizzlebury does the marketing and the erranda, |
auppose.”

“Then they want a girl nowr | inquired.

“ Of course they do,” replicd Pott. “ They are
alww wanting a girl.” )
“Well, then. my dear Pott,” said I, “ the

means of communicating with the young lady are
at once apparent. They know you, and you csn't
go there. Mr. Fizzlebury knows me, for he was
at my apartments a few days ago, and | cannot
go there. Now, Parkin, do they know you ?”

“ They nerer saw me in their lires,” auswcred
Parkin.

“Yon do not risét them P’

“Not I,” replied Parkin.

“ Did you never come in contad with Mr. Fiz-
zlebury in the wav of business 7’

“ Nerer,” said i’arkin. “ Being in the Custom
House, as vou are aware, | nerer go out in the
business parte of the city, and, as Mr. Fizzlebury
nerer has anything to do in the Custom House, he
would not know me from Adam.”

“ Then, Parkin, my hoy,” | exelaimed, “as
Nathan the I'rophct said unto Uarid, ‘Tliou art
the man." The moment has arrived when you can
tender youraelf immortal by performing an act of
deroted friendship. Pott.communicateimmediately
to Parkin your message for the young lady. Send
directly to tbe costiimer’s on the avenne for the
complete coatume of an Hibernian Eiddr. Send
me a shaving-brush and a razor, and ] will at once
share |’arkin, and he shall cali this evening pro-
vided with a character whieh 1 will write for him,
and he shall hire himself to Mrs. Fizzlebury in tbe
capacity of a chambermaid, in which position he
wul remain in that famdy a quarter or half an
hour, or as long aa may be oecessary for the
delirery of your message and the obtaining of an
answer. Ilis interview with that young lady will
enable vou to know her aentimentd by eight
o'dock this evening.”

Pott’e countensiice brigbtened at the idea,
whieh, | rather fiatter myaelf, waa an excellent
one. Parkiu’a face, on the contrary, was palé,
and exhibited eridence of great perturbation of
mind. He was a fellow of a quick sense of
humor; but he was afflicted with a feeling not
common in the New York Custom Houie—he wb
basbful.

“ Do you mean to say," cried Parkin, in alarm,
“that lamto goto Mrs. Fizzlebury's asa new

irl?”
ot You undoubtedly are,” said |, peremptonly.
“You haré guessed it rightly the firsttime; and
uncommonly well you will 160k wben dressed fot
tbe character.”

“What, with a mustacheP” exelaimed Parkin.

“ A mustache " said 1. “ Certainlr not. | am
about to take that off. It isn’t mudi of a mus-
tache topart with, you know, Parkin,” (and really
it was not; a little, fluffy thing, and notbing to
Bpeak of in sneietv, thongh probably what is vul-
garly called a “ biy thing” in tlie Custom House.)
“ You will haré that taken off, Parkin ; it doesn't
amount to anything, you know. And, after all, it
will only be a masquerade of.;an hour at tbe ut-
moat. There is nothing in it | would do it my-
aelf ii | were not known to Mr. Fizzlebury,
and-----"

In ahort, we orerruled Parkin’s ohiections hy
loud talking, and refusing to listen to his excuses.
We eipatiaied largelj- on the proof whieh he was
about to render oi hia friendly derotion to Pott-
hauaen, whieh we greatly applauded. | shared
him cirefully, if not so closely as an eipcrt might
haré done, after whieh solemn performance we
diiied Bumpluousiy at Pott's expenie and in his
aparlment The liired coeturae arrived at half-
past four, and by fire o’clock we bad Iarkin ele-
gantly rigged outin serrant's costnme, with a red
wig and an oid bonnet oii him ; making up for him
the indispensable “ bundle," «omposcd*of his coat,
waistcoat and trowiers, envelopea in two copies of
the New York Jerald, after transferring hia walch
and mODCy to the pockeU of the cotlon gown now
npon his person,

Pott and | then did oui be«t to put Paikiu

ILLTISTRATED NEWSPAPEK

through hia paces, whieh were much too energeiic
fot his coslume, and to drill him in the tactics be-
coming his assumed position. Our greatest diffl-
culty was in the proper toning dovm of his roioe
lo the feminine key. He inrariably hegan rery
well, in a fine falsetto, in the aentences prescribed
for repetition in our improvised rehearsa!, but
before he finished a eentence his own roice would
lapsa again into tbe hoarae gruffneas of a Cu”m
House offleial replying to troubiesome inquiries
from a member of the etupid and importlnate
nblic.

P However, we had him drilled and fairly ready
for our enterpiise by about half-past fire o'clock,
at whieh hour we endearored to start him on his
friendly miasion. But all onr persuasién failed to
prerail on Parkin to go out into the street, appar-
eled as be waa, before dark. He did not care, he
said, whether the place was filied or not, before he
arrived at Mrs. Fizzlebury’s house. “ 1 am mak-
ing an awful fool of myaelf,” aaid Parkin, “ and
lor no other man than Pott would T haré con-
aented to sacriflee my mnitache, wbich 1 haré been
80 long and so carefuUy rearing. But, if I go ony
further in this most fooliih and ridiculoua affmr,
| muat be permitted to have my own way in it;
and my own way most decidedly ia, not for any
consideration that can be named, to apnear in the
Street with this abqurd costume on, uetore it is
quite dark.  If the situation be alresdy taken by
sonie other girl------ ”

Up to thia point we had fairly kept our counte-
nances; hut when Parkin so far me”ed his iden-
tity in hia own proper character, aa to speak of
anoiher girl as bis alternatire, Pott and i could
not contain ourselvea any longer, but broke into
udcontrollable laughter.

Parkin ground hia teeth, and eontinued his re-
raarks with a determination of manner wérthy of a
coUector of cusloms. ‘I say agaiu, if the situation
he already filied, 1 shall not  sorry—indeed, 1
shall be.rery gW —for you fellows are taking ad-
vantage of my good nature and my unfortunate
inahility to say ‘no,' eren when I positirely ought
to say 'no’ to my hest friend, to make a perfect
fool of roe ; a dolt- an ass—that's what | am!”

We did all we could to consolé Parkin with the
reflection that bis masquerade and the duty
whieh he had ao nobly undertaken would not
oceupy more than an hour. But Parkin was deaf
to our remarks, and almost burat into teara when
in bis angry strides he chanced to pais the looking-

lass.

g Howerer, as there wna nothing to do but to
wait, we waited until it was quite dark, and then
Parkin ennsented to go out. And such, indeed,
was our own want of sagacity, that, unmindful of
appearances and unahle to dissociate in our
minds the absurd figure before us from our
friend, Fred Parkin, ws actually salUed forth to
accompany him to the near neighhorhood oi Mrs,
Fizzlehurr’s reaidence. We aorely repented this
lack of discretion when we met on our way three
aeveral parties of ladiei and gentlemen at whoa®
houses we visited, and who frowned ominously as
they beheld Pott and me walking at either side of
a gigantic serrant-givi, whose newspaper bundle
| was actually carrying for her.

To confesa tbe truth, we were both heartily
aahamed of Ihe company of our poor victim before
we bad gone a hunarea yards with him, and were
reij glad indeed when, arriving at the correr
whieh had been agreed upon as our stopping-
place, we bade him God-speed and left him to
perform the remainder of his mission uniided and
alone.

There were teara in Pott’s honest eyea at this
proof of Parkin’a devolional sacrifice on the altar
of friendship, as he remarked while watching the
new girl's inonstroua strides down the Street,
“ He’a agood fellow, now, and | 'm Bure it's most
kind of Mm, and | shall nerer forget hii friend-
sliip. But, as you Bay, it will be only half an
hour's inconvenicnce for him, and when he
comes back we'll dtink a bottle of champagne
with liim, and 1 declare | don’t know of any-
thing that he asked me to do that | wouldn’t
readily do for him.”

rrobe centiauedmAiP. LfJ eiof Frapk Latit'tRhatrcUtd
i twtpalxri.i?

The Captain’s Christmas
WeddIDg.

By Walter Edgar McOann,

AUTBOB Oi “ Tes Chubob Clock Secbet,” Etc.

T is within a week of Christmas. Mildred
BoBsenthwaite, from tbe famous eminence
whieh, as all tourists who haré visited that
part oi the country know, eommandaWymond-

lev and its Urge sweep of splendid acres, with
the hickground of forest and mouatain, utters a
little sigh as she looksdown. She ia mistreas, she
i8 solé mistreas, of all this, and of I know
not of how much wealth besides; and yes
tbere is eomething strangely patbetic in this
ecrutiny of ber posseesions and in that deep-drawi)
reapiration. The omaipreienee of Buffering ia
not a newtheme. Thia young lady who h.ia ao
much wealth and has exercised its power, and
who, one would think, ehould not haré a care, haa
yet her secret unhappiness, the torture of whieh
is cruel at times and aa much as human nature
can bear.

Desoiate and cbill ia theWinter evening, and
the lest faint gtow of the rieb Bunset is dying out
of the western akies, and orerhead the crowa,
with melancboly cawing and in wide ranks, fly
homeward to their dormitories in the distant yoods.

Miss l)aa=enthwaiteis not alune. A few prds
away atands sbivering, with one foot on a large
stone, a tall.slightold lidy.dreased in black silk,

“ Oh! Aunt Don,” calla the young girl, sud-
deiily roUiing Irom her rererie, *'ian’t it growing
reryUtef”

Miss Donica Torrington,kindest of oid maids,
looks np from aome objeet ahe has been attentively
obfcrviag in tlie windinT lune below, and, with
a r.'itlicr tliuughtful and puzzlcd expiession On her
Ipleasant face, ipproachea.
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“ Verg late, and we must go.”

“ Stop.  Ixiok i.t Wymondicy now—ner«
so pretty as in that bght! The oid chimneys and
the gray gables peeping through the ioliage.
Such melancboly aa3 seclusion 1 Dear oid
Wymondley! mine no more after thia week,
Aunt Donica. | bring Captain Daryl a handaome
Christmas gift,” says Miss Mildred smiling aadly,
“to make up for my own want of beauty.”

Plain, cruellr plsin, is this great heiress; very
homelv Bome cali her, with her small gray eyea,
and coarsB, eren raasculiue featurea, in whieh there
is, in certain moods, eomething sinister and very
nearly repnlsive, Suffering and reseotmentharé,
perhape.bad their sh.are in teacing these forbid-
ding linef, for Misa Bassenthwaite is perfectly
aware of her want of beauty, as she haa just
owned, and brooda erery moment of her Ufe upon
that dismal fect.

“ Captain Darjl ia too sensible, i hope, to car*
about mere beauty,” obeerrea Mies Donica, with
a rather etem-cloeing of the lipa. “ Expresaion
and—a—animation, and that kind of“‘thing, ara
much more likely to piense a hushand.

“ But you know what Shakespeare says, dear,
*the eye mustbe ied,” and it is so true! When 1
think of the contrast | sbudder. Ho is 0
divinity handaome!”

So he is; the very handsoraest man in
tho whole world, | beliere.”

“ And | the plainest woman! Oh, Aunt Don,
how can | hopa to keep his lovc P’ She claspi
her hands almost in a sort of agony.

“ There, dear, don’t let us talk of it. | dar»
say you will make a very happy couple. Dont

you notica somelhing in the road there P asks tha
oid lady.peering downward anxiousiy. “ | haré
been watching it for the last ten minutesand cant
make out what it is."

“ | see—something red - suarlet,” repites the
young lady, whose gray eyes, though small and
uninteresting, are quitelieen and serviceahle. “ It
is a woman with a red cloak on. How very odd
that she should stand there alone so long, isn’t
itf 1 can make her outrery Uistinctly, now, and
she seems lost and bewildored.  Let us go down
to her.”

Miss Donica, whose curiosity end intereat,
already piqued, ara much hciglitened by these
revelations, agraes with alacrity, and, walking
swiftly, tlie two descend to where that straage,
motioiiless figure ie barely risible.

More in eridence it becomes as they approach,
and a very singular apparition is presently dis-
closed—a tall, dark, and extremely leautilul
woman, wearing a scarlet cloak. Litbe and
slendcr she is, with wild, starry eyes, and a face ia
whieh there is something peculiar and/utiMia.

“ Wliydoyou stand here, my good woman P’
asks Donica, rather abruptly, and, perhaps a little
suspiciousiy. “ You must be very coid without
any wrap butthat thin cloak. Are you not well ?”

“ | have lostmy wav,” lepliea the wornan, in a
low, rich volee, ahuadering; “ | o»i told—u
told!™ .

“ And hungry, | daré say,” adds practica!
Donica, with aiharp nod. “ i suppose you have
no idea of remaining here all ni*ht ?”

“1—I don't know where to go.’

Mildred and her aunt consult. Who it this
odd person with the heautiful, tawny face and
lustrons black eyes P How curioiisly romantio
and pictiiresque she looks in her scarlet cloak !

“ Well, you must come with us,” saya Donica,
with her customary decision, at the ciése of the
whispered confab with her niece.

The stranger demurs, but they are resolute, and
the end isthat she walks beside them homeward.
Mrs. Linnett, tho stout housekeepcr, is a good deal
puzzled at the introduction of this new guest at
Wymondley, and with a rather dry hospitality
takes chaire of her,

Although the Christmas wedding of bandeéme
Captain Daryl with Miss Mildred Easaciithwaiteis
stifi a week off, the houso haa already begun to fil!,
and a very pleasant company are enjoying these
country quarters. The three Mi-s Fentons, with
their small nosea.distinguished by ihe family leaa-
ing to redness, and bilioua cottplexions, haré ar-
rived, and are to figure as uridesmaida. Oid
Doctor Scorton and bis conceiled and rather bril-
Uant and sarcaatic nepliew, Lionel Denhigh, haré
also made their appearance. Mr. I’eterneld, tha
family lawyer, ia here, and stout Doctor I'rawley,
the ciei*yfnan, who ia a relativa and under «n-
gagement to perform the marriace-serrice. Other
coanectione of the family and friends, whow
flames | know not, also tbe shed the light of their
presence within the sombre confines of the oid
mansion.

Some of these gneets are, 1 am afraid, rather
fond of gossip and satire, and speculate freely upon
the approaching wedding. Nobody can pretend
that Miss Mildred Bassenthwaite has any attractions
but her money, although in her two seasons sbhe
has besa very mueh pursued. s, then, the affec-
tion of the remarkably handsome Captain Diryl
altogether disintereated ? There are, alas! storiee
about ibis Adonis. Very wild he has been, say
those who shonld know-a rake and a gambler,
and something perhaj:s worse—and peojde have
been shaking their heads over liis wooing ever
since it bogan. Mr, I'eterfiehl, who has been a
kind of fatber to the young lady moat enneerned,
had a hanl battle with her, but carne off discora-
fited. It is simply falo-she ia infatualed wilh
ber handsome and penniless aoldiec, and resigned
to take tbe futnre on risk.

Carda, rausic and the dance make a pleasant
evening, and about nine Mildred steals away from
ber guesls and seeks out Mrs. Linnett and the
black-eyed stranger. That sad and mysterious
beauty has by this time really distracted good Mrs.
Linnett, who is a somewhat inquisitivo lady, and
has been piitting her unwelcome guest through a
very unsatiafactory catechism, now at length ex-
hausted-

“Ilave vou found out anything about her P” in-
quired Miidred. in a «hisper, drawing the house-
keeper apart, wbile ihe stranger, sitliiig by the fire,
eyes tbe stranger with a stern and haughty atare.

“ Sbhe dn puzzle me, misa,” saj-s Mrs. Linnett.
“I'm only sure ol one thing - she'sag "SL; but
sha seems kind 'o lady-like, ana, though she's as
pool as pan be, she's just aa piowl ae H she owned
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WTmondley »nd «Terybody in it. 1 think »he ha»
irou”le in lier tira®; but ®he won't sa*so—
woa't »»y Bliythidg—not «Ten her fiame.”

Mildred went orer and took the stranj;er’i hand.

“Yoa mo*tatay with os to-night, and to-mor-
ro»—aa long ai you please. Yon mnst be very
tired, and wliat ibiU we cali you? You intereat
me very much.”

“ Chbanniau Trent.”

“ Charraian? That isa T*ryprettyfiame, and
a little peculiar, isn’t it? Weif, Chamian, you
will remainbere tn-night, won’t yon? Yon look
10 wornand lacigned. Yon iball bave a room all
to yourself, and stiall be treated aa a gneat.”

Alrs. J.innelt congbed uneomfortably, and held
ber head higber at this propoeition, fot in ber se-
cretbeart she had ber own noiions abont tbis band-
edme penen, and alao abont tbe propriety nt
admitting unknown people to Wymondley on the
térras suggesled. But
Mildred waa firm. Aa
abe DOW chatted gencly
wilb tbe atranger, ber
ilitereat in ber nnac-
countably deepened. She
had nerer eeen any one
balf so beautiiul — and
was she aiso redned ?—
and tbcn ao lad, baughiy
and nntatbomable.

Ve know mi‘fortnne
intuitirely, and shun ot
pity it aa our tempera-
menta diapose, and here
was that aspcct of
miugled pride and
wretchedness whbich ia
soraetliiug BO intinitely
touebing, and alwaya ap-
pealiug. 'ibis Cbhatmiaa
Trent—if snob was ber
flame —accepted cbarity
aa a favorgranted, not
5;1I'en, and yet eomehow

not repel aympathy
—iurite<lit, ratber—and,
in 6bort,wasgrowinginto
a Tery pleasing enigma,
sucb as Misa Bassenth-
waice did not anticipate
being puzzled abont
whbcn tho episode of tind-
iiig ber, balf frozen and
JosC, in tho road, began,

Noitday, Mildred saw
more of ber odd giiest.
Yes; it was quice trne;
abe was a gypay, and ad-
mitted it; buC that was
all.  L'pon esery other
point abe waa reticent,
and tbough Mildred quea-
tioned her wittt a very
adioit cii‘cnntapection,
the young lady vas gnice
balHeil.

The SHOWis crisp, and
the ice as iron; bnt tbe
sun will Burely melt it,
Kindness aod sympatby
found a way at last to tbe
beart of the gypsy girl.
A gentle lady, un”oiled
by wealtb, was Mildred
Basaenthwaite; perhaps
tho secret torturo of mor-
tification at tho ugliness
with wbicb natura bad
branded her made her

compaseionate; butatall \

events she took a won-
derful interest in this
wandering Egyptian, and
in a day or two almost
lored her.

Charraian's ehyness
wore ofT, and she allowed
betself to be intro-
duced amongthose guests 11
more en régle than ber-
self. Bonica Torrington
disapprored, and aome
others tbougbt it scan-
daloue, and oid Mrs.
I 'rotberwood threatencd
to go borne; bnt aiter
fill, as my fat friend,
Doctor Scorton, argued
one erening in bis quar-
tors, with bis particular
friends and tome capital
whisky and eigara—was
there in this anythiog
more tban awbim, a ca-
price? M ildred had
always been a little ec>
centrie, yurer, by Jore,
at limes; tobe so
confoundtdly ngly tnTI
niake a girl mortid, you
know; and tbe vhole
tbing briii lieet be pnased
over unmiticed. Chriitmaswas nearer b~ four dajs.
Nearly all who were eipected bad amved except
Curaaiu Datrl biraself. Outaide, the snow waa
Oeep and still falling: within, crowded parlera,
light, warmth and enjoyment. Laughing.chatting,
and busy in all aorta of ways are these good
people; the elden chielly at carda, the yonnger
disposed about varioualy; bnt those of a flirting
t'im of mind chietly in comer4 and other aecluded
Ecee, and Mr. Lionel Denbigb, who arows that

plays nothing bnt waltzes, usefnlly eraployed
io that Itind of performance at tbe piano.

It it very sWking, | know; buc Charmian
Trent ie preeent, in obedience to Mililred'a en-
treaty, and the two are eeateil together. Mildred on
V'i otconinn, and the wise and beauliful daughter
<ii Egypt is abont to reveal ber fmure fortune by
the linee upen ber paira.

“ Crosa it with ailrer,” smilt* the sibyl.

Mildred does so, and presents her hand, and
Charmian, atill smiling, looks down at it, and in*
stantly her dark eheek palee.
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«ly,
in a ahtrp, cutting whisper. “ Misery fot me—
you see it in my hand. Oh, my God, girl, you
might haré seon it in my wickedly ngly face!
Why did He gire you such beanty—a etroiler, an
ontcaat of the peoplee of theeartb—and me—the
beiress, the choeen—the hideous maak | wear I”

“ Misa Mildred,” said the gypay, atartled, and
with a riaing fluab Tiaible through her tawny akin,
“you inenlc rae. Doa’t envy rae my beanty.
Know this—beanty will be the canse of misfortune
toboth yonand yonr husbtnd.  You laugh at my
fortune-telling, perhaps—the bnca in your hand
haré told me—and you will see.”

” Yes, he is beautiful, Charmian," said Mildred,
calmiag berseli, but laughing a little hysterically.
“ | erpect my lite with him to be torture—notb-
ing else, nothing else. But there, fo”re me, and
tell me why I sbould not enTV you your beauty.”

ILLT'STRATF.D XF.WSPAPER.

handsorae, this man—deep, dreamy, violet eyee,
the complexién ui a girl—lilken hair and rnuataebe
—tbe fonn of a Greek god. lie slepped in, smil-
ing, and kissed bis betrotbed, and she tumed to
preeent him, when, on a eudden, Captain Daryl’i
gaze snddenly was smitten with the sigbt of Cbar-
mian Trent.

A society man, the Captain was not eaaily put
out; but Bow ho looked at the gyjisv with a dark
and frigbtened stare, as a man might look at a
tiger Buddenly enoountered in bis path and pre-
pared to apring.  His rery ill.bred atare waa re-
tnrned witn oneof haughtyand listless indifference
__nota rebnke, but aornetbing too much like con-
tempt,

But he recoTered, and so was preaented, and
presently he and bis aflianoed bad quite a chat to-

her on the sofd.  Dry work fot the Captain, |

e say, fot he got up soon, and circnlatod else-

WLS

6>i-.

“ Because it has been my tnin. Misa Mildred,
| bave done you a gieat wrong. | wiahed to tell

, but waa so afraid you wonid despise me.
<ou bave called me an outeast; it is so—eren from
my own people. | hsve been betraved she
spoke sofUy and hung her head, an image of
beautiiul shame and penitence,

“Oh, Charmianeried Mildred, shocked in
spite of herself. “ 1 never _thonght that, of all
things.”

“lee. | bave told it and am better. | raust
leare your house tbis night, ior 1 am no ionger fit
to slay."

“\ nu shall not go, Charmian. W hat you bave
told me 1 vill repeat to no one. But you-----"

At this point there was tbe soiind of sleigh bells
outaide, and after a miaiitc a sharo and merry
jingle at tbe door-bell. Mildred Bassenthwaite
rose to her feet, ber hand upon her beart, and wild
pleasure dancing in her eyes. It was be.

Anotber minute, and before sbe could get to the
dooi to welcome him, in he carne.  Strangely

__“*8 Hs LomoBn sRotT THE Roow, psrstKO eowaTiaEa to T*i.r to a prkttt gibi., besdiso ovzb
BUa ASD POUBISa tuto HEB EAB tho BELTIHO IfCSIC of bis PLATTBRy, ME, WATCHISG BLSIWBBEB, WAS IN BIS TL'BS WATCHEU.

where abont the room, all the vhile keeping the
corner ot his eye npon tho beautiful ereature who
aat, likeCleopatrs, alone over by tbe window.

Captain Daryl wgs one ot thoeo men, sucb as
most of UBbave seen, who can scarcely meet any
woman without cenveying is tho manner, aititude
and voico, an indescrihable airof flirtation. As he
lounged about the room, pansing eometimee to
talk to a pretty girl, bending over her and ponr-
ing into her ear the melting muaic of his flattery,
be, watching elsewhero, wasin bis tum watched.

If these mano'uTres were prt of a concertod
plan, it sneceeded; forbya little adroit manage-
nient he fonod himself in a little while by the side
of Charmian Trent. His first words to her were,
i'm afr.id, ratber coarse.

*What the deuce are you doing here?” ha
asked, smiling, but a straage glow of repreased
rago in the depths of his violet eyee.

“ | havB the privilege, Mr. Damley.”

“ Mr. Damley—bosh! You bave heard my
real iame. Weil, | faneied | was past the age of
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Borptises; bnt this, | contess, knocks me orer
quite. llow did you find out this place, | Bayf”

“ By accident.”

“ Do they know who yon are? | ratber think
not,” he sneered. " Itis only reasooable tosuppose
yonrpreeence here denote® misebief.*

“Vivian, yon muat gave roe back my little girl.
Erer Bince you cast rae off and took her away
from me | haré been searehing for you. You
muit gire her back to me."

““I shall do no sucb thing. I’te no idea of
allowing herto be brougbt np among a band of
strolling Tagabonds. Aa for yon, the very wieest
thing you can do will be to return to them and re-
sume your fortune-telling, horse-steiling, or what-
ever it is.”

“ Whbat on earth can you haré to say to Mies
Trent, Captain Daryl, that is ao absorbingf”
cMled out Mildred, a very marked uneaainese in

her tone—so marked that

several loeked up.

” We are diBCUsaingthe
origin and biatory of the
numadic tribea on tbe
earlh,” replied the Cap-
tain, agreeably.

“You cast me ofl to
marry thii rich young
lady, Yirian," said Char-
jnian. " Youdo not love
ter—only her mnney—
but abe adores you. |
can prevent tbe maniage.
| bave akeady told her
that | had been lietrayed,
but she doea not know by
wbom. Sbe pities me,
and aswildly as she lores
you, she could yet giro
vou up if Bhe learned
the truth. You aee fato
has been very kind—
nothing but a single ac-
cident has thrown me
here—1 bold all the
cards; would | not he a
fnol to play them.”

“ By Jove, ytu talk
like aii actresa in n inelo-
drama! A little ex-
pcrience in faebionlabo
society has done wonders
for my Charmian. Well,
if Mi."s Bassenthwaite
has been so kind to you,
it would be bnt a peor
return to break off ber
marriage with the man
ahe, as You say, adores.
| have always heard your
noble race bad a ratlur
quixotic sense of graii-
tude, and can't be per-
suaded to steal a fellow'a
polltry who has given
them tbe use of his hay-
stack.”

“ There are other re-
vengee. Give me back
my little girl or yon moy
regretit.”

“ Captain,” calla hliss
BasBcntbwaite, interrupt-

ing, “ Misi Fenton is
anxions to bear you eing.
She told me to ask
you.”

He rises instantly and
eignihes bis pleaiure, and
so the next moment is at
the piano, delivering with
woiiderful ekill Che sere-
nade from “Don |’as-
quale,”

But nomore Ibat night
he talka with Charmian
Trent, and next day also
be avoidaher, He i not
much more with his be-
trothed. It is sucb a
bore to talk with a plsin
wcnianwhen there are so
many verv pretty once
avaiiable, and as for love-
making, all that will keep
very well for the honey-
rooon; and bo the Cap-

| tain, aa his marriage
draws nearer, etill re-

! liabes tbe little reraain-
der of hia liberty.

| And the next day is
Christnias Eve, Captain

i Daryl ia guiliv of an

' atrocioue scanaal—he

I< HCOilfi

. lakea a long walk with
: Charmian over the snow
to Knowlton churchjard

(o lead the epitaphs,

forsooth! The dowagers

bridle and grow red iii

the face, tbe oid gen-
tlemen cali him “a scarop, sir,” and Mildred is
wretched.

" That baggage has led him into a flirUtion,"
says Aunt Don, sevcrely. “ You should never
have brought her here. | raally never heard of
such a thing—a gypay tramp, ot whotn one knows
nothing, brought la and made a—a—an equal of!
But so it is—all women will fall in love with bis
pretiy tace, and he will always be ready with an
unlimited amount of en”ourageraent.”

In a sliort while the pair were discovered return-
ing, the lady nalking very fast, slaring luridly at
the glbtening snow, and her carriage as suggestive
of Bwagger as feminine grace will permit; the
gentlercan aerenelytwirling his mualache, and ap-
paiently not much more agitated than so siraj'le an
exp”ition as he bad been npon called for.

Capital apirito he waa in at dinnet. He told
several good atories, vas bright and satirioal, put
down that coneeiied fellow Denhigh more «han
once, and certainly did not neglect the wine. Mil-
dred kept her oyes fiied in hia direction. He had
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UiTer looked handsomer, had neTer app«sred to
mote adrantage.

A ralbar quiet eyenin? lollowed. Charmian
Trant appaired; but ihe flination waa apparanily
OTir: for tha oaptain resolutalr aroided bar, and,
like a trulv panilent einnar, mide amands foi hia
moming'a (ollj hy rerj deap derotion at the proper
ibrise in the arening. He taiked more witb bii
affianced Iban at any time sioce hia arrival—doabt-
leai tpoke leve, and cartainlj looked it

And ao in due coursa tbe company (ook tbair
candiel and trooped avray to their bedrooms. Cap-
tain Daryl, and one or two otber fellowe, oid and
Toung, had, »u4 *s«», a weed and a “ nip” in oid
Scorton’a chamber before retiring, and my friend
the doctor, irbo, after bis tankard, nbich, I must
aly, «ai alnaya modest, waa giren to joking,
poked a littie fun at tbe bandaome eoldier.

“ What a pretty fury the gypsy wa» in to-nigbt,
Daryl! It waa Incky there «aiii't a paper-knile

air of iciisors about, or | tbink ve should bave
a a tragedy.”

Tbe captain pooh-poobed all thiswitb tbe serene
indiffereiice of a man wbo baa had abundant expe-
rieace wiib the jealoas tex, and preaently, «ith a
yawn,«entawiy tobisownquarteri. Apleaaint Are
«as buming there, and, thougb arrfully sleepy, be
andressed jazily and alowly. As he took off bis
crarat he stood before tbe glast, and,«ith alistiesa
fimper, stndied tbe refiection of bisbandiome imsge
in iu d”tha,

" 1f 1 am not the handsomeat man that cver
lived,” be taid, and added, «ith bated breath, a
vicked imprecation, at «bich, «ben it bad paaied
bis lips, be bimtelf was a littie appilled.

And so at Uit be eitinguiebed bis light and got
into bed, and in a few minutes «as asleep.

Two hourt must bave passed «ben be «as
awakened by that uncomfortable tense of danger
vhicb is experienced by tbe suspected presence of
some one in tbe room. He drowsily called out,
" Who's there i" and sat up, trying to pierce tbe
profound darknese ; but there was no reply, and he
«as about to lie do«n again, «ben bis alert ear
caught tbe sound of breathing. The captain in
bis time had seen outpost serrice on the frontier,
and had so trained bis iaculties as to bave them at
eommand instantly; and now he sprang out of
bed, and bad taken a stop acrosa tbe Soor when be

hed against sometliing—unmlstakably a human

re—and giappled vicb it. The struggle lasted
but a second; in the next, something wat tbrown
into bis face which made him cry out witb anguish
and release bis bold upon bis mysterioos assail.
ant. The burning pain of this llquid rendered bim
very nearly frantic. Frenzied with hit torment
anii bis rage. he heard hia enemv moving away,
and Blaggered in pursuit. The liooc leading into
the eorri&r oponed, and in the dim light be aaw
tbe tall forra oi Charmian Trent; and tben it cloaed
witb a crusb, and he fell to the Iloor in a swoon.

Cbrlstmas moming—Capmin Daryl and Mil-
dred Bassentbwaite's weddmg-day. Up carne Mr.
Gridler, tbe butlei, to tbe capttiu’s room with
tbat gentleman's shaving-waier. It was not
eiactly Gridley'a busiiiess; buttben, is not Cbrist-
mas the season of gifts and otber pleasant things P
and would not, by to-morro\r, tbe captain be mas-
tar of Wymondley, witb tbe absoluto control of
ita relainers? In a tad plight boncat Gridley
found bia prospeclire master—Ilying on tbe lloor,
grotning witli torture, bis face a mast oi blistera.

The alarm nai giren. In carne Scorton,M. D.,
and otlisrs. and ihe general agitation roay be fan-
cied. Sccrton g»t the captain to bed, tumed out
intruders. and sent post-liaate for Doctor Langbam,
the local practilioner, and for cerlfim drugs, and
then put soine shrewd qucstions to tbe paticut.

“ 1 know what you mean," whispered Daryl,
faintlr. " It occurred haré about two or three
o’clock, and was done by Charmian Trent. She
carne to my room expreasly for the purpote, and
not for any other resson. For God’e take atop the
pain; | haré fainted twice, | think!"

“ Tbe shock, you see,” said Scorton, concecned
and pallid. “ Tbe woman’sgone,! beliere; Grid-
ley saya no one has seen hei this moming. 1—I
wish tbat fellow «ould come witb the things—and
_ a—thia - the wedding, yon know; you are not
in a State, yon aee; and I'm afraid you're in for a
—a -siego. Lord, what an unlortunate thingl"

“You—yon don’l think | am maimed for Ufe, |
hope P" inquired the captain, witb a audden and
rery stern anziety.

“Well—a—acid, you know,” stamTDered Scorton.
“Youreyeaare all right, thank hearen—and----- ”

“ Tell me the trutli,"iaid Daryl, aeizing hia «riat.

“ There—1—there may be a’mark or so; noth-
ing serious, let us hope—and drink thia. The shock
baa been tererer tban | could bare belUred.”

* Mildred—does abe know i"

Mrs. linnett carne in crying, and, when she sa«
tbe captain, uttered a littie shriek, and for a min-
ute hysterics seemed imminent. But «ben sbe
bad grown a litile calmer her newi «as unfolded.
Ererybody in the bocee knew of the accident; Word
had been sentto tbe pélice in tbeneigbhboringtown;
Mildred «as nearly «lid; all things in diaorder.

Doctor l.anghtm and hia medicines arTIred,and
for an hour he waa closeted witb the patient and
cid Scorton, and at length carne the bulietin tbat
tha captain'i pain had left him. tbat hia eyesight
«as certainly safe, and tbat mattera «ore a much
better aapect than at 6nt.

How about tbe «eiidingP To the general
amazement Mildred insisted that it sbould take
place. Listen to what her friends called reason—
one’a own view is, of course, always the oniy
reaaonahie one—alie would not And ao it fol-
lowed ihit on this beautiful Clirirtmas day, wbich
had promised to be so metrr, a marriage took
place in Captain Daryl'a bedchamber like one in
tztreiMI$. A strange. sad scene it was; the bride-
groom sitting up, bis face corered witbh bandages ;
the bride slandiiig at bis b-jdaide, sobbing convnl-
sirely; all the ladiea of the company in tears ; the
fnttenieu palé and depreased; and good Doctor

fawler, «ith Viroken roice, mating Virian Daryl
and Mildred Bassenihwaite man and wife until
death sbould thecm part

And 60, Ibis done, the pleasant party at those
hospilalile country giiarlers suddenly broke up, and
ihe” Cliristmas festirities carne tn an untiniely end.

About a month alterwards, Captain Daryl waa
«ell enougb to take 1~ wiie upon their honeymoon

FITAKK LESLIE’S

tour. Eather oddly they cbose to leare Wjmond-
ley by night. To ererybody’s surprise, they went
to Europe. | haré a letter by me from Mias Caro-
liae Mannering, who met them unexpectedly in
Paris, in wbich that oharming young lady saji:

“The Daryls haré resolntelv aroided erery one
but to day | accidentally caughta glirapae of the
captain, and now all is explained. You know how
handsome be was, He iato-day tbe nglieat manin
Europe, a perfect fright. Hia face is a masa of
terrible scars, reroltiiig to look on, and when 1 saw
bim | almost screaised.”

Captain Daryl, | haré leamed, was rery anxions
to seek out and briug to justice, Charmian Trent:
but bis «jfe would not listen to ii In fact, sbe
had grown more eccentric than erer in her ways,
and the couple were a source of wonder wherever they
went She seemed to iore her captain witb an adota-
tionborderine uponlunaoy. Atkmet she waaseized
witb atrange fita of gloom,when for days she would sit
in her room, crying ceaselessly; at otber perioda
she would be extraragantly gay, derouring the un-
fortinate captain witb kissei and saying : “ Now
Iou are uglier tban myself, darling, and no one will
ore yon but m e a t wbich the captain looked by
no means consoled.

On a audden, one day at Nice, Mri. Daryl fell
down in a fit, and when the doctore rerired her,
she ordered thens outof the room and called ber
husband to ber side. She apparently bad some dj-
rection to gire bim, in case of her death; but on
second thougbts seemed to haré postponed it, and
rery unluckily, for that night she had another con-
riilsioQ anddicd.

Sonow Captain Daryl was a widow«r,and master
of all hii late wife’a great wealth. Afterahrief pe-
riod of monrning, he attempted to re-enter aociety.
Somehow the nian'a liideously acartcd face made
him shimned. Women shuddered in bis presence,
and children ran away, crying witb terror. Sarage
with mortification, he left Europe and returned to
hia own country, with the single purpoae in bis
heart of finding out, if poaaible, the fiend who had
tuined him, and puniahing her as she deserred.

For a year he trareled, visiting erery band of
grpaiea he could hear of, but nerer learniui any-
tiiing of Charmian Trent. Another Christmaa waa
nigh, and he was in the South. He wasreturning lo
bis hotel from a long lide, when in a field but a short
distance away, he noticed, with a thrill at hia beari,
the familiar eridence» of a gywy birouac—the
gayly painted wagons, the corral of horses, the
swarthy and atalwart mcn lounging about in erery
attitude of lazinesa, the withered crones by the
can”-Sres. the dark and handsome giris.

He approached and entered tbe encampment,
under tire of all those weird black eyea, and one
who was apparently the chief, a atrong fellow of
forty, carne lorward.anticipating, | presume, a horse-
traie ; for a man with such a malign conntenance
as Captain Daryl's must haré long ago giren up
any hope of luck in lore from bis planets.

“ Is there a voman in your party by the flame of
Charmian Trent  asked Daryl, as he had gsked in
many a camp before.

He had scarcely spoken when the cuitain of a
tent was puUed asido and a tall, beautiful
woman stepped forth, Charmian Trent, and but
littie changed.

Daryl in bis astonishment was
Charmian Trent burst into tears.

He got off his borse and atrode towards ber.

“You cry at the sight of my face, do yon f * he
said, hoarse with passion. “ fou may well weep
at your damnable work, you hag 1"

“ 1did not do it, Virian,” abe eaid.

“You did notdo it!”and be langhed with a
kind of hysterical irony.

“ Your wife did it.”

“ Do not wrong the raemoryof the woman who
was eo kind to you, witb that infernal calumny.
She is dead.”

“ She did it, | swear, Virien," smd Charmian,
with uplifled band and a choking tob. In her
roice and manner, there was that accent of trutb
whbich appalled him. “ | knew there was danger for
Iou tbat night and | could not sleep. | rose
rom my bed to go to you and gire you warning,
and when | reacbed your door | heard your cry,
and met your wife, white and haggard—maa !'—
Corning out  What she had done | knew not; but
roy heart toid me it was sometbing terrible. Sbhe
had befriended me, and | «se detérmined to sare
her, and, Virien, | closed thbe door against you that
you might not aee her face, and you saw only mine.”

He felt that this waa che trutb; for iceiplained
all that bappened afterwards—bis wife’s strange
perioda of gloom or fondnets—her insanity—fot
such it was-the secret she wished to disclose on
her death-bed ; but would not, for iear he might
hale ber memory when she was gone.

“ Sbe was mad with a jealoui lore, Virien. Yon
muil know. What molirsbad | F Yon bad told
me where to Snd my littie girl on Chat rery morn-
iug, when we risitea Enowlton chutcbyard. Oh |
it wai your unhappy wife, Virian, and not | ; for
| lored you too much, and lored you differently F’

When be parted with Cbarmian for the last
time, Captairt Daryl returned to Wrraocdlsy and
lired a life of strict, and iudeed, morhid seclusion.
Some rather queer atoriea were toid of bis capricea
whicb, perhaps, are scarcelr worth repeating : fior
are they, in fact, quite autnentic. Brooding orer
the paat. be Ured m bis solitude for aereral years,
and finally died suddenly, like bis wiie, oi aneu-
rism oi the beart.

speecbiess,

Christmas at Valley Forge.
By EDWAED ETEfiETT HALE,
Aeraos OF “ A Man WiTBOir a Cochtet.” Etc.

CHATTER |I.— THAXSSQIViaO HAT.

(t = here I" aaid Elam Ford, swinging him-
T self down from a beary woodea Cable en
whbich hehid beenstanding, “ I'll slump

all lhe dogs in the harén to pusb her open
now I” and ihe sqgiiad of lazT soldiers aroiind bim
rang applause and approral of the succeas of an
euteipnae for which soné but Elam bad the tpirit.
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“Elam means to haré one hull turkey for
himself, and he’s afraid the doga will get part of
his abare.”

“ Or the cata!” growled another of the aquad,
and a general laugh saluted the jest, wiiich
contained an allnsion to sorae wretched mesi
anecdote.

Nobody langht so easily as boya or girls off
duty.

“yWeII," said Elam, “ | said last night, I did,
ses |, when oid spitlire there Céme sneaking up
from the cellar and poked bis nose in and then
come in himself, | says, aays 1,1 did, “i’ll be
darned U | don't get the trunnion of the gun we
bust and hang it fur a weight to that 'ere dor,
and I11 be darned if I lie here all night and haré
doga and cata and weaseis and kittens and nuppiee
smellin' orer my bunk, 'coa Enos or Jotham or
Micah, or any of you fellers, waa so stoonid yon
could not latch tbe cellar-door.” | said I would,
and | ’re gone and done it.”

And with one last, loring touob h© tested his
bandiwork.

He swung th© door open, and the pulley weight
of the beary trunnion banged it too, with forcé
that shock the whole cabia, from ground-sill
to roof-tree.

It was a wretched -hole at the best. It waa a
log cabin which this squad of men had built for
themselres as the Winter carne on.

The English armr, nnder Howe, was taking ila
ease in rbiladelphia; and Washington, on the
Wissahickon Creek and the Schujlkill Rirer,
was watebing them, and occasionally makicg a
itroke at a foraging party.

The particular company with which we are
coneerned bad been tent up to inspecta ford of
the laiger ri»er, and erentually to throw up a
redoubC which ahould eommand it.

They h¢l made themselres as comfortable
as they could by building thla cabin for their
quarters.

In the hoie below, dignified by tbe fiame of
“cellar ” or “ suller,” as the roader choosesto take
the English or the Yankee pronunciation, they
had suen stores of potatoes, of cabbages, and of
salt pork as tbe commissariat or their own rigor
out foraging provided.

Bunkt, in which they slept, were arranged
around the walia ; a fixeS table, with benchca on
each side, oceupied the middle of tbe cabin, and a
fire, which would haré serred Cycicps, blazed at
one end.

“ We can’t do nothin' mote about dinner,” said
Elam, who waa eridently tbe most energctic per-
son in the party, “ till "Siah's offand Micbael.””

And after looking out at the opea door, be
turned back a littie ¢issatisfied.

“In theyre, pinkin’and foolin', in powderin'
their hair, most likely, for the Generara party
and the women folks there. There's that poor
more looka ’zif abe d freeze, while Micbael's put-
tin’ more pomatum on hia queue.”

Another general gufiaw saluted tbia irrererent
alluaion to an officer.

For “ Josiah " and “ Micbael,"as Elam callad
them, were the Captain and Lieutenant in com-
inand of the outpost,

They were oid companions in 'Khool and in
piar of tbe men whom they «ere now auppoeed to
eommand.

It was by a aorere strain that the traditional
decenciee of English and Germén armies had
been so far preserred tbat tliey had a different
cabin from those oceupied by the men,

It was «ith the greatest difficulty thatthe men
were beid to any Cokens of outward respect on
drill or paraje.

Whben they were by themselrea the ofBcers
were plaiu “ Micbael ” and “ Josiah ™ again.

To-day they were going to eat their Thsnks-
giring dinner with General Knox at bis bead-
quarters, and at this moment tlie mice «ere «ait-
iog for tha cate to gq away, that their own
Thanksgiving might begin.

The Thanksgiving day was, in fact, appointed a
week Uter than that.

They had not to «ait long.

In a few minutea the jingle of iloigbbells toid
that the toilets of the officers were completed,
and in a moment more Captain Josiah Marién
knncked, and witbout wsiting an answer carne in
on_tbe men.

Thetokens of respect which met him were of
the slightest.

Butsuch tokens there «ere.

“Well, boya," he said, “it's a apare Thanks-
giring any of us will haré at beat; but I've
brou”tyou orar all the rnm we haré left, and if
you take it all, it will not burt you ; you're «el-
come. You got the big rooster? | wish there
were anyching else. But roa must make the
iunk do for filling. You (Jape Codders, 1 son.
~se, like a Cape turkey best. A pleasant night
toyou all. You know Silas is on duty. Don't
mase them wait for the relief, but | shall be back
before then.  Good-night to yon.”

“ Good-nilht, good-night, air.”  And the cap-
tain joined bis companions, and waa off.

No sooner bad the door closed tban Elam
swung back his ceUar-door and ranished, only to
reappear with both hands fnil, and a rery droll
imitation of the captain's manner :

“ Wal, hora ; it’s a spare Thanksgiring any of
W will haré at best,” he aaid. “ But | re'brought
you this oid gobbler; and these three littie biddiea,
and ibis here gooae, and a pair of ducks; that was
all strutting and parading last erenin' down to the
oid Dutchman's at the erossing. The Dutchman
did not know it waa Thanksgiring day ; so he djd

"not know what they was good for. But | know’d
mighty well, only I thort 1'd let bim keep ’em for
us lili we was ready. Now, here'a my ramrod, and
that goet through gobblers and quack-quacks.
Who gires bis ramr” for littie quack here F not
so littie eitber, and for young cut-cut—ke dar
cut---—--"

There was no lack of lamrods, fior of cooka to
lend the toast.

Br preconcerled inritatios, tbe men from tbe
captaiu’s quarters and those irom another cabin in
the liollow }oon joined. And what with the cap-
tain‘a rum and cid Freinhardt's poultry, the rerel
of the Thankigiving evening went foiward «ith
as much (denCy, ii not aa much elegance, u would
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haré been found that night in any household in
New England. -
“ Hall'an houryet before the relief," cned Mi-
esh Stearns. “ Tlere’ll be noneed gf luming out
till tben. Gin us another song, Dot.”
And Dot wet bis whistle for thetenth time, and
sang—
g “Twas op to trnde Tracy’s,
The afth of Norember,
Lase Thanks*rtDX night.
As | rerr «ell remember.
And there «e bad a irolic,
A frol

ic iDdeed;
And we draok ten full glassea
Of good amsecd.

“ And Hiero «as Kr._Jones,
d thero «ws Persa brew,
And there was Ee'h Gilout,
And Seth Thomas too.
And tbere «ere loo manr,
Too many for to neme’;
And by-and-by I'll toll you how
We carried on the gante.
“ We ctrried on Hie game,
Till 'iwis late In"tbo night;
And one {Jrett%/ girl
Almoat lost bor eiesight—
No wonder—ng «obder,
Ko wonder indeed.
For_sho draiik ten full glasees
Of good sniseed i

A heary knock at the door broke in on Ihe cloi-
ing words of tbe song, and again Captain Marrin
ihrew it open.

“ That's right, boys ; make a jolly time of it |
looked in to see if you «ere all ready for tlie re-
lief. But I see nobody's asioep here.”

And he did his best not to see the careasacs of
the turkey, the ducks, and the chickens, which lay
in horrible disorder on thetable.

Elam, witb a wholly uunntural effort at mililary
etiquette, sprung lo bis feet, and salute<l. “ All
riglit, captain. | eommand the relief myself, and
I'm aober—lober—sober, captain, as the dock.”

“1 see you are,” said tbe captain, laughing,
and tuming away as quickly as he could from the
soene he was sorryhe had looked in upon.

“ Ligbta and irs must be out, after the relief
marches, boye. Parade at sunrise, you know,”
and he waa gone.

Alas! the prorant was all gone, too ; the reault
of Elam’s injudieious foraging. The last drop of
the rum had gone to wet Micah Steariis's wluslle
and the company «ere fain to break up, when a
biigle from below announced that tlie olficer oa
duty expccCed the relief.

'lhe men put on such apologies for orercoata as
the;|y had. . .

he guesls of tbe cabin hade good night.

Elam gare the word, “ Forward, macoh," and tbe
Thanksgiving rerel was ended.

CHAPTEE Il.— BSCOMPESQE.

'PIIE morning parade of the corapanr was steady
L enough. It was not till Saturday moming
that compenaaiion carne. We are never so stiff the
day after a rough ride as we are oii the second

ay.

%)n Saturday moming erery man who could be
spared from the litlle outpost was marched a mile
and a half or more, to brigade headqunrters, no-
body knew why. The men, as they marched, eren
gnessed that some sudden dash at one oi Howe’a
outposis mightbe proposed. But nobody could giiesa
«hy the regular arrangements for the reliefs and
duty on the picket-linea were hroken up. Broken
up they were; and, if anybody had notice.1, tha
whole party of Thanksgiving revelers were pra-
aent at tbe parade of the brigade.

The parade went off suffeiently well, thougb
some pecple'a banda were coid with handling mus-
ket-butls in the frosty air. But, after the parada,
the menjwere held while a brigade General UrJer
was read. The major-general commanding that
divisién had been appealed lo by oid Freinhardt,
wliosB poultry-yard had been stripped. It was at
the rery moment when they were deciding at
headquartera whetber the whole armr should not
he brought up for the Winter to Valley Fonie.
It was particiilariy dcairable, therefore, that the
few faimers in tbat regiéon sbould be conciliated.
And so it was that one example oi great sererity
had to be made, of the frolic which might haré
been winked at otherwise, of Elam Ford and the
other boys. Much of lilis was set forth in the
rather cumbrous General Order, which ended hy
ordering six of those soldiers under arrest for a
week, and by direeting tbat Sergesiit Ford should
be reduced to the ranks, and be kept nnder arrest
for a month at that. The Order went so fur as to
say, that, but for fhia act of disobedience, he
would haré been promoted to a lieutenaney on the
6rat of tbe year. Now a lieutenaney wat exaclly
what Elam had been looking forward to, with good
reason, erer since they ctossed the North Rirer.

The rage of the whole company knew no
bounda. Marrin and Guthrie—who were both
rery fond of Elam-were as aorry aa anybody
could be, and had been at work, if he had but
known it, all the day before, nleading with the
colonel, and been doing tbeir Dest with General
Glorer at brigade headquarters. But nothing would
do. The Dutchman mustbe conciliated. Thewhole
armr was probably to more it once up the rirer
and take piet at Valley Forge, and there must he
an example made, and poor Elam «aa the ex-
ample. Sour and cresa, the company marched
baci to lis gnarters, the men under arrest follow-
ing behind. Sour and croes they sMnt the daye,
not to say, tbe weeks which followen. When the
whole army marched aereas to join them, from
the Wissahickon and up Irom below, that changed
tbe externais of things a littie, but what are the
externais? At heart, erery man, wheiher under
arrest or no, was enntged. All the rerelera were
as gnilly as Elam, afiil thoee not punished used to
1-0 to the captain and lieutenant, Muiviii and
Guthrie, and to say ao, with a freedom which in
any other serrice would harg been sererely pun-
ished; but which in the democratic New F.nglaiid
reoiments of those days was univci-sal. Yet Marrin
and Guthrie could not eren wliispcr that the pun-
ishment had been inllicted in face of their eager
protest. The lie wliich held prirates witl» tbe
armr «as none too strnng at best, and it waa uot
for them to loosen the corda of discipline.
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Rtaders most Dot eoppose that ttiese men who
were under arresl were chained, like Barén Trenck,
Dj wriato and anklea, to blocks of atojie in under-
ground dungeoru. The reaourcee ot Valley Foi”
»ete not equal to auch confinement, had thare been
ctuefiy enougb.to desire it, aa tbere waanot. It waa
ezpected tbat they would report at tbe guard-boiiae
sereral timea in a dar. It aras alao nnderstood
that tbey vould not appear atgaard mounting and

ada. But not a roaii of them eren affected to

plaaaed by tbia relaxation irom duty. Tbey
«ere diagraoed before the brigade, and it waa a
diagrace tbey did not deserre, they aaid. Aa for
nilitary duty, that «ae «hat tbey bad come for,
nnd tbey tbougbt it no bardahip. Indeed, «ith
the acanty reaonrsea of tbeir outpost, the peor
occapation of drill and guaed-moanting waa more
a Reatare than toil.

The» bung about, grumbling. Elam's puniah-
ment laated three weeka longer than tbe othera.
For amonth he had nothing to do. To pasa away
tbe time be amused bimaelf with oid Freinbaidt’a
children, not becaiiae they were bis enemy'e chil-
deen, but becanse tbey were aomebody'i cbildren.
Not one of Freinhardt'i family conld speak a
«ord of English, and Elam did not know tbat be
could speak a word of Germéan. But he soon
found out that “ come here,” with a red apple,
preaented by tbe speaker, meant mucb the same
to a little Germéan tot, as it he had said “ komm
hier,” and ha and the army ot brata became good
friends. The heavy teams and the artillery aleda
hauling atones up irom the Schuylkill bad made a
very tempting coaat, and the bigger boya bad arailed
themaelrea'of the facilitiea thus giren, to make
a crowd of what the Canadians eall “toboggina,”
and of little “ iumpers,” to boirow a Virginian
phrase. But Elam and Micah aatODiahed them by
a Yankee combination of two rery large sleda, in
the genuino pattern ot the largeat of “ double-run-
ners" of the New England billa. And, when a
party of twenty were piled npon this craft and it
ehot down near half a mile npon the frozen rirer,
eren grumpy oid Freinhardt himself would take
out bis eternal pipe, long enough to expresa his
approbation. There waa not a woman in bis
bousehold who did not, looner or later, take a ride
down the bili on the *John Hancock” as the
rude rehiele was ealled. And Gottfried, the big
boy, whom Elam secretly meant to enliat into his
company in the Spring, was soon as akillful as
Elam himself in all the mrateriee of steering. For
other amusement Elam fiad akating, in which he
waa an adept, from oid Merrimac experience, and
Gottfried stealthily purreyed a oaic of Dutch
akalea frora the garret of Frcinhardt'ahouae, lo the
Boldier'a cobin for Elam'a personal use. Lutle did
the “ oid Dutihman,” aa be was always ealled,
thotigh be nerer wasin Holland—little did he sup*
pose that bis arch-enemy waa gliding on bis own
lieet irona, when be had to grumble out bis eon-
feasion tbat the Yankee'a skates aesmed to answer
aa well aa if tbey had been made in Amater.
dam.

None the lesa, in all thsae sports, was Elam dis-
enated; a little diagusted with himaelf, pethapa,
bnt ihoroughly enraged with bis colonel, and with
tbe brigadier. Such waa his condition at bottom.
Saperficially, at top, his rage waa that he should
be “ fooling away hia time.” For to the genuine
Yankee, eager of purpose, and with a quite de-
finite eonvietion Ihat Almighty God has left to
him, perionaily, the greatei shaie of the direction
of the World, mere recreation, after tlie third day,
always becomes an insiitferable bore. He deapises
tny peraoii wbom he sees engaging in it. He de-
apiaes himself equally if circumstances haré forced
him into it.

Jfeanwbile, the entire neighborhood of Villey
Forge asBUmed unwonted aclirity. The whole
army under Washington had been ordered thither,
to hold a poaition |Aere General Howe, the Eng-
li h eommander, could be watched through the
Winter. Axea were serred out, and heary timber,
aa tbe men were to build cabins for tbemssiree.
The cabin which Elam'a men bad built, somo weeks
before, when they were firat biddso to hold tbis
beidge over the SchuylKkill, beeanie a pattern much
Btudied and mucb afimired. Wood tbere was in
plenty, for the billa were eorered with it. But
there was little plenty of anything else.  Still the
army was in good apirita, and did not yet know what
was before it, aa that wearj- Winter ahould pasa
by. The regiment to which Marrin'a company
bélonged was already so well huUed, tbat no groat
change was made in their quarters. And Elam
and fiia eompaniona were free to gire such eounsel
and assistaiice aa they might to working parties
who had not had their experience.

CMAITEN 111.— Suapais™.

SO mattera gronnd alonj for the first three weeks
of poor Elam Ford’s disgrace. The other
privalca tried to be sneciallykind to him,but their
clumayeSorta in that liaesaeemed only toremind him
of hia miafortane. liia superior offieerain tbe im-
inediate oommnnd—especially Marvin and Guthrie
—also tried to be kind to him, but their kindneas
he could and would reaent as almoat su insult.
Not tbat he once suspected Captain Marvin of
having 'peached upen him. He knew perfectly
well that it wat by other testimony that he bad
been convicted at bricade headgnarters of the on>
slaught on the Dulchroan’a henyard. But he waa
angry that tbeae men, who were of hia own time,
olif schoolmatei and alUes, had not used their in-
fluence to save bim. For little did be know that
tbey bad boih slrained all tbe meana of grace they
liaii to Ihe very utmost.

At last the month of “ arreat” waa nearly over.
But the last days were, perbsps, the worst of all.
Every cabin near him waa tinished, and be had
no excuse for lending a band among working-
parties. The very worst day carne, when Marvin
and Guthrie agaia ordered round the eleigh which
was the only vehicle for tbe use of the whole post,
and with the poor oid mare thatbad taken them to
Thanksgiving at General Glover's, drove off to a
grand Christmas dinner wbich waa given by Small*
wood. of the Marvland line. Elam was quite alone
as he aaw them go. All of his measmnies were on
picket duty that day. He would haré been, were
it not fot his cursea arrest. He crawled up into
his iiunk, pulled over him the wretched blanket
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which waa hia only night-corering, turned hia face
from the light, and did hia best lo aleen.

He had not lain tbere Ore minutes before the
door of the cabin waa fiung open, and, to Elam’a
surpriae, a crowd of menthronged in, voluble with
oatns and ejaculationa. An instant teught him,
thongh; as he lay, he could see that theae were
a squad of Engliah dragoona, who had itealthily
crosaed the little patch from the wooda behind,
where they had been waiting till the detall of
Americana should more down the hill, and now, so
Boon as their backa were turned, had takcn possei-
sion of the cabio.

“Allgonesaid the officer in coramand, with
more oatha than need be repeated here. *“ So
much the better. Every ahot eaved ia ao much
time gained. A good tire they have left ue—no
thankato them. William, take the boya down the
bili. Perguson will stop ereiy blaekguard in the
other barrack here; do yon Join his men at the
fork; wait for the paity of the Queen’s at the
barn in the hollow, and 1 will find you tbere. 1’1l
just warm my flngers here, and make sure about
tbe lane road.”

As he tpoke, he drew a bit of tracing-paper
from hii pocket, opened it on the table, and Segan
to atudy the map imon it, as he clapped his coid
hands together. 'The aubaltern touched his hat
and withdrew'the men.

The ordera given were enough to show to Elam
in the instant what waa tbe deaign; and a deaign
wonderfully well-laid it was. Eelying on the
Christmas fsstivities of the I’ennsylrania brigadea
as confidently as Washington, a rear before, had
reliad on tbose of the Uesaians, tfie English colo-
nel, who bad, by a boid push, ridden round the
American army with two companiea of dragoona,
bad broken tiiem into amall squads, who bad
worked their way through the woods, and were
now on the eve of reunién quite jnaide the only
picket linea beld by the Ameticans on that side of
Valley Forcé which waa most diatant from Phila-
delphia. Had the roads been baid, aten minutes'
gallop would take them to the very faouse where
thirty of the most distinguished offieera of Waali-
inglon’s right wing were dining. Aa it was, they
were expecting to arrive tbere juat after dark, and
in the confusion of such an onalanght, tbey would
have a good chance to make prizea. All this
Eaaaed tbrougli Elam Ford't mind in an iuatant.

le aickened as he thought of the treachery which
had taugbt tbem where to strike their blow. He
did not daré to move, lest he should losa every
chance of rendering Service, yet be should die, he
knew, if he did nothing.

From thii distress, bowever, a single minute
relieved him. The English captain, perfectly un.
conscioua in the darkness of the cabin that he waa
not alone, turned to the fire to warm bis banda
over the embera, and lifting a beavy log, Sung it
acroaa the bricks wbich servM aa andirona.  Avail-
ing himself of this noise, and the movement of the
other, Elam turned instantly on bis elbow, aaw tbe
aituation at once, sprang from the bunk upon bis
feet bobind the otoer, and, taking bim wbolly un-
awares, pushed him down as be bent over into the
very flreplece which he was feeding. Then, with-
ont pausing a moment, Elam drew open the cellar
dooi, sprang down tbe rough steps into the dark-
ness, gave one wrench at this iadder, enough to
looaen it and throw it upon the grouud, and then
pushed open a bulkhead at a passage where they
were used tu haul in such atores as were kept
there. He could hear the oatbs and cries of tfie
ofBcer above him, and he knew that at best his
time was very short. He was even glad to see no
movement at the other cabin, and to hear no
sounds irom below; although these were indica-
tions that tbe raiding party was already some min-
utes on ita way towards ita quarry.

He waa closely puraued, as he knew that he
should be, but fortunately for bim the pursuit
waa arrested as suddenly aa it bagan, The Eng-
lish captain recovered himaelf from hia fall, not
witbout scorebings and burninga, which at another
time be would have thought horrible, but which
at this inatant did not binder bim for a moment
Thbe bang of Elam'a door had taugbt him only too
well the way of bis escape, and it required but a
minute to und, in the gathering darkness, tbe
trick of opening it He awung it back and boldly
sprung down aathe other had done, but to a
longer leap. He fell, badly bruised, upon the
rough atepladder, and as fie tried to eitricate
himself found bis hands and arma fettered by the
accident tbhat bia dragoon‘a cloak, trailing behind
him, bad caugbt npon sometbiug in the floor
above, and waa already flrmly secured by the
heavy swing of Elam’a door. At first the poor
captain bad a feeling that botb above and below
some bearor pintber bad pounced upon bim; for
the English army waa full of imaginad terrors of
the witdemesa; and in a dark hale like this, slone
on a 'Winler’s night, eren a man of his experience
recurred to the stories which told of tbem. But
in an inatant more be made aure that nobodj waa
pinioning him but himaelf. He did not, bow*
ever, so quickiy find how he waa te be unpinioned.
His left arm, wbich lay under him, refnaeti ao stub-
bomly to come the reseue that be waa afraid
it waa broken. Hisrightarm waa all twisted out of
its place by the tight atraia ol the cloak upon it,
and, when ho brought round the bumed fingere lo
tbe clasp which Mund this at bis throat, it
aeemed only too clear that thia waa ia one of
lhoae tangiea which eren the aaints cali “ in-
fcmsl,”” and that no power which those poor,
blistered fingere could bring upon it would m » e it

ield.
y With every effort which he made to rise upon
his kneee, the steps of the ladder beneath him
aeemed to trip bim and tumble him over, and
every such effort taugbht him that his left arm
was broken, or dislocated at the shoulder, Once
and again, indeed, in such efiorta, be thought
be ahould be choked by the brating of the
throat-Uteh, which would not be undone. He
waa in utter darknesa, because Elam had closed
the opening through wbich be had rushed into
the opea air. It waa thua tbat the unfortunate
officer lost tbe precioua minutes in wbich alone
bis pursuit of Elam would have beqp effective.
lhese mioutoa, indeed, were very few. Be-
fore two minutes were past, Elam Ford was
hali a mile away, safe on the fiim ice of the

.amooth surface on bis larboard aide.
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Schuylkill. 1f, as ha left the cabin, he had the
slightest doubt as to hia courae, that doubt was
solved for him aa, with hia first glance around he
saw the bulky form of the “ John Hancock” by
the roadway, where Gottfried and tbe other boya
haé left her when aummoned borne by the hom
which ealled them to their Christmas dinner.
Had regaaue, fuU-winged, stood before him, or a
champing war-horse pawed to do him Service,
Elam would not have been so well pluaaed. Fot,
indeed. here was a chalet whose paces he under-
stood better than those of hippogriff or des-
trier. In half a minute he had drawn tbe “ John
Hancock” to the brow of tbe hill. Lesa than half
a minute was enough to roll and throw upon tho
hinder aled a heavy loe, wbich tbhe men had
haulcd thus far to cut and split for firing. Then
Elam started the hnge machine, rsn an inatant bv
its aide, fiung himself upon the foiemost sled witn
the two ateering-spikes which bad lain upon it,
and with a apeed auch as raeo-horse never rivalod,
dasbed down the ley hill.

Colonel Belford’a line of mounted picketa had
been thrown out with truo military precisién, to
make sure that no atraggUr of the Rebela carried
any news of the English advance down bis well-
wom way. In that line of picketa was a York-
shiremin, as near-sighted as the average York-
shireman, and not badly mounted. He sat upon
bis horsé, wondeting how long it raight be before
the main party should return, and with aufiicient
care watching the roadway in the gathering twi-
light.

gThe sun waa already down. But what care
could arrest the flight or the headlong cbarge
of the well-directed “ John Hancock ” P nay, what
horse of the best of training would stand nithout
flinching the aight of auch an apparitign ? Ai
Elam dashed by on hia lightning track, the troop-
er'e horae shied wildly, and although the man fired
bia piatol.he fired it at nothing, and tbe only effect
of the diacharge was to startle the American

ickets, unconscious till this moment, that they

d been wholly outfianked, and tbat an enemy
waa inside their linea.

Elam Ford ruahed on, on hia unobstructed way.
From the crest where he started to the imooth
ice ol the river ia perhaps half a mile. And for
such a rehiele, well ateered, thirty aeconda waa
enough for the deacent. I'lunging upon the glar-
ing ice, Elam threw hia whole weignt upon tbe
Sharp steering-pike, which he. drove into the
The hugo
iledge obeyed its helm, and, after one critical mo-
ment. when it seemed tottering as if to turn over,
it daahed down the river. It shot forward nearly
half a mile more before it lost the impulse
of tbe bili. So soon as its motion slackenci,
Elam drew himaelf up, loosened from one of tbe
posta of tho aled a pair of ekates which bung
tbere, and, before tbe “ John Hancock ” had well
atopped. he bad strapped them upon hia feet, and
was ready fot his furtfier iourney.

Just aa he stood upon the ice, against tbe wbite
anow of the hill, he aaw another moving figure
Corning fearlesaly towards him. Elam could not
avaid tbe atranger i1 he would, and in an instant,
waa glad he had made no effortto, when he re-
cognized the friendly volee ol Gottfried. “ I
shouldnt ’a been more tickled,” aaid Elam, after-
wards, “ had it been an angel from heaven.” To
eend Gottfried to the guard-bouse above, and warn
Lieutenant Faunce of tbe enemy’a puaition, while
hebimselfcariiedtbealaimto the Chriatmaaparty of
offieerabelow -if yet tberewere time —this was his
effort. But how to send a messenger who doea not
speak one'slanguage P Elam seized thatintuitionof
apeakingloudiyandslowly, which has served so many
wavfaring men, though fools, ever aince the dgya
of babel. He pointed to the block-houae, which
waa full in aight, though near a mile up the river,
and cried, “ Faunce! Fauuce I" “ Ja wohllja
wohl,” cried tho willing Gottfried, “ Faunce,
Faunce.” *“ Ahundred troopera I’ screamed poor
Elam, ao loudly, that even Faunce himself could

VtAavsi Ma liaVAnintT To wnVkl
wohl,” said Gottfried, again, “ hundert truppen,
hundert truppen, ich veratehe.” * Sroallwood,”
acreamed Emm, pointing now down the river.
“Ja wobl,8maUwood,"” aaid the otber, towhom that
generaTs fiame and perion were perfectly well
known; and, bad Elam written bim a diipatch of
forty folios, he could not have underatood better
than he did, tbat a forcé of a bnndred cavalry waa
tbreatening Smallwood, and that be waa to carry
that news to Faunce’s little outpost. He daahed
up the river faster than a bird. Never bad he
skated on auch an errand, or with auch a motive.
The little mile between bim and the outpost waa
notbing; in aalittle time as one describes it, be had
pasaed over the distance on the river, and as he
clambered up the low bank waa within cali of
Eaunce’a pnzzled men. The bugler bad already
given tlie alarm. The picketa were falling in from
every aide, leaving only a line of observation.
Lieutenant Faunce himaelf, perplexed, ran down
to the bank to receive Gottfried s measage. The
boy waa too well known in the whole company to
be doubled. There were men who well underslood
him when be spoke in his own language, and his
perfectly coherent story was enough to induce
the lieutenant to lead the greater part of bis de-
lachraent, by the quickest pace poasible, through
the heary snow by the river load, direct to the
Forge in the Valley.

CHAPTIU IV.— A DINKSR PARTT.

MEAXWHILE, at the little central village of

the improvised tewu, General Smallwood bad
collected hia Cbriatmas party. It wasmade up on
no principie ot rank ; but, by hia inviting gentlc-
men whoro he had met in the aevere aervice in the
last year, whatever the State line to which they
belonged, Smallwood pleased himself with the
thougnt that lie was thus bringing together offieera
from all parta of the country. Marvin liad been
bis capecial favorite, since he covered the rear in
that sbarp akirniish in Greenwood, the day of the
fatal tattle of Brooklyn. And Smallwood was
never more pleased—though he was certainly sur-
prised-than when the young New Englander
told bim, as he entered the loom, that this wns
the first Cbristraas dinner he had ever caten with
the lecoUection that it waa Christmas-day.
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General Smallwood'a satisfactiun was completo
when, just as thev were to sit down, oi;e of hia
aida carne clattering up to the door *ith a measage
from the “ Marqiiis,™ as Lalayette waa every-
whbere ealled, to say that he wca unexpecledly at
liberty, and would accept General Smallwood a in-
vitation, which he had before declined, The table,
aerved for thirty, in the long log cabin which had
b«n runout behind the little inn to serve as a
dining.room, waa readily arrayeU for the distin.
guiabed guest, and De Kalb, whom he had brought
with him. The vaned uniforma of the different
State “linea” had not yet all given »ay to the
Continental blue and bu'ff, and bine, white and
groen varied the long line of the table; and even
the red coat, which was, iu general, the sign of an
enemy, appeared in two instances, as tbe uniform
of Morgan’s horeo. Never had a more distin-
guiehed party gathered under the newly-baptized
American fiag.

Marién winced a little aa Smallwood turned to
him, as aoon as-he bogan to carve a twenty-pound
turkey which lay before bien. “ Marién,” aaid be,
“ we nave not let Glover’s line eat al! the gobbler»
for their Thankagiving. We have a few mor»
left in the planlationa ; and they do say there ar»
some of the blue hen's chickena at the other end
of the table.”

The Thanksgivmg Order of the Day at Gloveri»
Brigade had become camp talk.

“1 am afraid,” aaid Marién, “ that the Mary-
land turkeys travel better than cura irom the Mer«
rimao Valley."

The anawer pleased the Marylander, who ex*
Elained to Latayelto, who sat on hia right, that

ia wifo bad sent a spaoUl expresa to camp, which
had arrived only the night before, to aiipply the
stores for the full fenat which waa before them.
But it waa imposaibU for the genial MarUander to
undarstand that feeling—closer than feudal feel-
ing.—which bound the New England captain to
hia privales. And dttle did he think (hat in bis
joke he had tenewed tlio only bittec sling which
that day could have to the brave young officer of
whom fie was so fond.

This little story must not stop to tell of the gay
talk of that gay dinner. l.afayette told bright
stories oi London life, even of the very men who
were in front of them in I’liiladelphia. He spok»
grammatical English, with a iascinating Frenoh
accent, and an occasiimal blunder in idiom which
gave a zest to his alow natration, whoae enforced
delay contrasted oddiy with tbe caicrness of the
flow of bis thought. Even De Kalb told atorie»
from the French meaa-rnoms. The Southern gen-
tlemen had negro stories, Indian stories. and no
end of rallying of the New Englandera, who knew
so little of Christmas. The New Englandera were
not behind in pity for men who had never tieard
of Thanksgiving. Evervbody who bad been within
a hnndred miles of Trenton and the dash on Itahl,
the year before, fought that hattle over again;
and gayer and gayer sounded the talk, and brigliter
and moro ioyoua was tlie song, in German, in
French anii in English, as tbe afternoon pasaed
and aa the sun went down.

Lafayette had just been ainging, to the amuae-
ment of everybony, some new French words to
“ Jfirenion. Aftronion, AfiVontaii.e,” when, at a
word from Smallwood, a wbile haired oid negro--
the same who had convored the pouitry from hia
plantation—entered at the head o! a black procea-
aion, who bore three extemporized chanuelicrs,
made from barrel-hoopa wreathed in evergreen, and
tollow-dipt, which were already lighted.”

“Yes, Zeno, you may stand on the table,” aaid
Smallwood, laughing.

And the oid man mounted with dignity, and
bung hia elegant circle of liglit on a hook in the
rafter, already provided. lie took a aecond hoop
from the man behind him. and the gentlemen
fairly clapped him, In laughing praise of his dex-
terity, when tbe further (loor of tbe dining-room
waa fiung open, and at the eame moment a bugle
outaide sounded “ Tohorse,”” ina strain wbich every
man there iinderatood perfectly.

Elam Ford sprang in at the open door. He waa,
of courae, inaUntly recogniieu by Marvin and
Guthrie.

“ Belford’s horse—a party of two eompanies—i
on the river-road.”

“ General,” aaid Elam, eren in that moment re.
porting with military preciaion to his own lirigadier,
General Glover, “ they have dodged onr pickets.
They met at tbe bollows, and are coming down
the river-ioad to this place. | have beard the
order.”

And outaide, aa he spoke, Hany Lee’s hugleman
sounded “ To horse—to horse—to horse!””

The gay party melted from the acene no man
knew how. Everv man of them, of courae, was
dreased according to the oid rule of chivalry, which
required that a gentleman ahould always be ready
to mount and to ride as for his life. Windows
and doora flew open, and in a moment there waa
no man at tbe gayly-lighted board. Each officer
was searching for a borae and on bis way to bia
command.

Light Horse Harry himaelf sprang on a wbite
borae he found at the door—he knew not whoae —
and rodé to tbe sideof bit bugler, wbo was still
sounding “ To horae to horse."

Elam Ford aa he left the table, aeized the Amer-
ican flag, which hung*over tbe host's chair. H;id
Elam known it,it had been embroidered in ailk bv
Mrs. Smallwood'a frienda on the “ Eastern Sliove.”
Elam thruit the steering-pike, which be etUl beld,
through the silken folds, and ran out to the road,
which was as light aa dar from Zeiio'a blazing
chaudeliers within the open room.

“ Rally on the colora,” cried Elam. luitily—
“rally on the colors! Yes, boys, form by twos
on tbe colora,” in the language of tacticalong siiice
forgotten; “ Form on the colors-form on the
colora—for God's sake form on tbe colors! Where
are you going, butternutb  Form on the colora,”

“ Looking for ray company," aaid the friglitened
Jerseyman.

“ Con-ipany! dangit! Form on the colors, or
you’ll have no companv, That's right, ahirt-
aleevea; form on the eofors.” And then as oid
Zeno ap[*eared behind bim, “ Take theae colora,
darkey, and stand bere till i bid you more.” lie
ran down tbe extemporized plutoon, and dreased it
by puahing or puUing the men. *“ Xioad while w|
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wait,”” he said to them ia a loud tone, and then
running back to tbe black man, “ Form on tbe
colora, Doya, form on the colora.”

A minute waa enough to bring in tbirty ot more
men of erery arm —dragooiia without hornee, artil-
leryinen from Koox’i brigade, rifiemenof H 0 * n ’e,
and inbntij from balf a dozen regiments. Well
pleaaed, Elam noir took tbe colora from Zeno, and
gare them to a lufooter from the Ulue Ridge, aay-
ing:
9'Bid tbem form on the colore, and when tou
get forty mea, find an officer, if you can. feut
anjeray, aa aoon aayou have forty, follow rae,”

Tben, running in front of ifiie eitemporized
comnany:

“ Mark time, gentlemen: poiee firelocke, colutnn
of foun—Ilorward, match-quick time.”

And the liltle company disappeared into the
darkness, vbile the Virginian in bia turn eboated:

“ Form un the colore. "Vbjdon'tyou form on
the colore ?”

A minute more, and
Elam had bie raen on
tbe run, iu double-quick
time. Just in tirae was
he to post them bebind
the wieck of a fence
built abore eome pcoe-
trate loge «bero the
ofid road raade a eharp
bend nortbward, and
avbere they bad tbus
much coTer as they lay,
wbieh in tbe darkness
.migbt deceive the ad-
vancing caralry.  Not
nne minute paseed be.
foro, at a hatd gallop,
tbe Englishmen carne
down the road in fours,

“Hold your tire till
1 bid,” said Elam.
“ Remember Bunker’a
Hill, erery babyof yon.
llold your fire. | tell
you 1 was tbere. Buc<
ceniut, Shirtaleevee,
No. 2, and I'eleg, coree
your men when they
pass the tree, and fire
wben you haré them.
That wiil do.”

Crack t crack, crack!
ctack ! These were the
aniirers to tbe order,
and tbe peor dooraed
felloirs rolled off their
horsea, erery man of
tbem. The trbole ad-
vancing column reined
np in wild confusién.

“ Storrow’s company
to the light! Double-

quick timo!” cried
Elam, ” Thbree files to
tbe bridge! Double-
gnick time ! Curtis,

send to the General
that ve havo erery man
of them.”

mWhetber these im.
promptu comir.ands to
imagined forces were
heard or not, it rrould
be bard to say. The
unfortunate cummander
of the Engliah party
rraa killed. Hia roost
experienced captain,
with a brnken arm, was
at that moraent feeling
bis wayaround theinner
rralls of Elam's cellar,
tiro miles airay. The
otber captain, in the
rear, ira» giving orden,
whbieh no man neard in
tbe wild confusién. A
stormof random pistol-
shots from e xcited
tcoopers coefused erery-
thing, and made order
impossible. A1l of
tbem had for Ave min-
utes heard tbe drums
of Fautkce'a oompany
bebind tbem, and from
the way bis boya beat
tbem you would haré
tboughbt tbere were
forty drums. They
daréd not, therefore,
turn upou theii tracks
to meet a legiment of
iniantry iu their rear.

Tbe rear files of
borsemeu tbougbt, and
thougbt rrisely, that dis-
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part of valor. They
leaped tbe loir fence on
their rigbt, ran their
borsee to the rirer, and
croesed it on the ice. Aimonient more, and tbe
same morement became univeriml. Men wbo
thongbt, thougbt it bad beeu ordered. Men rrbo
did uot thiuk, followed because it promised
safety. Sooner thin be meaut, soouer than be
wished, Elam saw bis eaerav retiring.

“ Gire tbem a volley, boys1l Firel*” ho cried,
almost disappointed. And tbe men flred, probably
with no enect. At tbat momeat Ligbt llorse
Uarry himtelf, with a squadruu of eome tbirty
men, appeared. Elam pointed esgerly to tbe fly-
ing foe.

Eee thanked him and followed.

“ Tally-hu! gentlemen!” he cried to hii men,
and ther aleo leaped the fence in pursuit.

Well, b'iTs!” said Elam, “ guess ourjob’i done.
Form on your sergeants! Column of fours I Uuick
time - match!”

At this moment Faunce and bis men carne np,
well fluehed with runuiiig, and bel! pleascA wiili
auccees. They followed Elam's command. He led
tbe wbhole party back to General Smallwood’a bead-
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qu-nrlers. He met the tall Virginian with the
second cumpany.

“All out!” he called; “ aUoutl” in the gnaint
phrase of the old-time fire companies; and thie
company alao returned to the siable-yardof the oid
tareru, and, like Furd's and Faunce's, stood at
easy rest, iistcning to know if tbere were any otber
alarm.

No! The work was done, and well done. Small-
wood himself, with the gentlemen of bis etaff, were
eicting 00 their horsea, From time to time one
and anocber orderly or mounted officer rodé in,
and reported that all wae sCill, A buzz and nbisper,
aftec balf an bour, told tbat young Uamilton had
ridden in with a mesaage froto tbe commnmler-ia-
chief.  Smnilwood hiniaelf now rodé across to the
improrised infantry.

“ Captain,” he said to Elam, “ His Excellency is
in the road, andwUI be bereiu aminute, Willyou
cali yonr men into Une tbat wc may aalute bim."
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“ Attention, company! Sightdress! Poisefire-
locks ! Sboulder firelocks! Slow time—march I”
cried Elam.

“ Attention company! Sight dress! Poise fire-
locks ! Sboulder firelocks! Slow time—march!”
cried the fail Virginian.

And Faunce repeated the order.

The clatter o( horsei' hoof.-, and the well-ap-
poiated staff ot tbe commander-in-chief rodé up,
aud he himself was at Smallwood’s sido, and gave
bim his band in eager congritulatiou.

“ Present armi! presentarms I’

AVashingtou turned to the men, uncovered hb
head, and said:

" We cannot tbank you enough, gentlemen!
AQith such soldiers, America will aever be con-
quered. A metrr Christmas fo you all I’

Then he bentin the saddle, took Elam Ford by
tbe hand, and said ;

“ The best parkde | ever saw, sir! May | know
rank and fiame F’

“ Elam Ford, Private, Massachusetts 19tb,
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under arrest,” said Elam, proud as Cteur de
Lion.

"1 am obliged to you, none the jese, captain,”
said 'Washington, pressing his band this time.
“ AVe shall know each otber better. You may dis-
miss your men. The alarm is all oxer. A Merry
Ctaristmas, boysl"”

“ General,” said Smallwood, “ if you would dis-
mount, there is a coid turkey here and a glass ot
good Madeira. Ask your gentlemen to join us.
Colonel Lee will be tiiirsty nfter his ride, and we
sball all wnit for him. fihen, turning to Ford,
and beckoning to Faunce and to the Virginian,
“ Gentlemeo, will you also join us in a glass of
wine f*

He whispered to bb orderly, and in a minute
more the bugler, wbo bad just now blew so dif-
ferent a strain, was sounding forth to the
wind:

“ Peas upon a treneber—peas upon a treneber.”
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AE SB| SPOKS, TBE IICTTED TOfHO WOHAN FBLL TPON HKB KNEE8 AND HELP IT HER CLA8PSU HAND3 IK PITEOU8 PIIADINQ.
BBPOBE THE OLD KAN COCXD 3PEAS THS DOOB WAS OPENfcD, Asn THE WOHAN WB HAVE SEEN ENTEJUNG HEB CABELAGB
ASTONISBKENT AND SKOTBERSD BAOE, LOOEING UPON TBE SCBNE.”

The eitemporized party was scarcely as noisy
as that whose places they had taken.

The start whicb they all had was too fresb,
and sil ears were too much on tbe alert for a uew
alarm.

AA'ashington was courteons; Hamilton was affa-
ble; Reid made himself at borne. Smallwood.
tryiug to pnt all his guests at easo, called Lafay-
ette, whbo bad returned with tbe commauder-in-
chief :

“ Marquis! if you ever want to teach the king’s
infantry of the liue bow to rally in a panic, ask
this gentleman to give von leesons. By Jove 1.1
tat on my horse in wonder to eee tbose frightened
boy» faU in.”

And be preseated Ford to the Marquis, andtbey
took wine together.

A minute more, and with a little bustle, Glover
and Learaed and Patterson carne in.

“We tere come to finisb the Madeira, Gene-
ral,” said Patterson, laughing.

“ Then my bugler blew loudcnongh tecaliyouf”
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“ Weheard him as we carne. To tell t'ie truth,
Gloxer thougbt hii glass was no; empty,” And
tber conid all afTord to laugb now.

fhen they also saw the commander-in-chief,
and apologisei to him, and exchaiiged their for-
mal congratulations.

“ Glover," aaid Smallwood, wbo did not mean
to forget bis friend. “ You Yankees do not know
miich about Christmas.”’

“ We know good Madeira when we see it,” said
Glorer, laughing.

“ They do say that you Marblehead men steer
rour regiments with a liller and rudder,” said
Smallwood, and the laugh was tumed again. “ |
won't say as rauch for yon, generdis; biitif I am
to turn lint in two minutes in the dark ngain, |
bope | may bate a private of tbe 19tb to rally my
men under fire.'

For the first time, Glover (ook in the position.
But he was quick, and tiiough he 'id not know
Elam Ford by sight, he
imderstood it. He
bowed, well pleased at
the compliment

“ 1 alwayi told you
tbat I bad uot a man in
my brigade but would
make a good colonel.”

“ AVell said, Uene-
ral,” said Wasl injton,

- = smiling, “ and vety true.

TMiil.  "mya*»  Will yon oblige me,

m .1 V%Iliyi [ ] General and gentlemen,
A A wBll by drinking tbe health

ot Captain Elam Ford ?
To our btfller ac-
quaintance, Captain
Ford. Really, Small-
wood, 1 iiiust not stiiy
another minute. AV
tbougbt we would look
at all tbe forte, If we
find any otber company
paraded, we sball nave
to wisb them * A Merry
fiTiii Christnias.” "

)
-JB CHAPTBB THE LAST. —

PHOMUTIOW.

t Brigade General
-I-' A Headquarters of
|i] “Glover’a,” on the 27th
of December, the wbole
brigade paraded. At
tbe end of the parade,
ihe officer on duty read
the General Order,
whicb closed with the
words :

“For gallanfry in
actiou, Private Elam
Ford is relieved from
arrest.”

“For gallanlry in
action, at the special
request of bis Excel-
leacy, the Commander-
in-Chief, Private Elam
Ford is prumoted to
serve as Captain, rice
AAVilderspeir, transferred
to tbe Naval Service.”

Out in tte Coid,

By Hra Ann 3, Stepbena,

AUTHOB OF “ FaRHION
AND Famine,” Etc.

CHAPTEE I.

ICARRIAGE,_ to
A whicb a pair of
fine baya were at-
tached, stood be-
fore the Thurber man-
sién, wbere it bad been,
as usual, permitted to
wait until all Ibe fash-
ionablelouugcTB passing
up or down the Fifth
Avenne in that neigh-
borhood bad full oppor-
tunity to admire tbe
coslly splendor and
newness ot iU appoint-
mente. The portiy
black coacbman on the
box ratber liked tbis
soit of display, and
looked down from bia
higb seat apon the
pedestrians below with
the benign eell compla-
ceney of a monarch on
his tliroDe. Tbe borsee,
Imwever, fnll of animal
spirit, were eager to be
off, and made a litlle
eommotion en the pavement, cliaraping their bits,
toesing their heads, and pulling at the reins in the
hands of that grand potentate, with rescleis im-
patience.

A young mnlatto, in new livery, posed himself
magnificently againit a pillar of the brotd store
enCrauce-steps, sunning hinuelf in tbe admiration
of the crowds, until the door opened, when be
made a rusta for the carriage door, «bich he opened
with a dash and noise tbat drew general attention
that way.

The lady, who appeared at the door in full car-
riaga eoetume, fluttering with lace and bright with
jet, pansed a moment, as if it ratber pleased her to
complete the sumptuous picture wuh her owii
pretty person; then walked witU slow grace down
the stepe and stood upon the pavoment long enough
to give what seemed very elabérate diteotioiis to
the footman before sbe entered tbe cacriage and
drove off, assuming an exceptionally eaay attitude,
such aspersous to whom the pooccccioQ of asplendid
equipage is a novelty sometimes insist on taking.

STOOD IN A HAZB OP
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This carrioge waa scarcely loet sight of in the
gigudiof %ekinted goiug te- ine. 'ark when a  0ung
woiTian appeared before ine mansién it n i juae
left, She went hnrriedly op the «teps, faen
paused and stood lor a while with het face half
turnad to the Street, as if tempted to return to the
raTement again. Slie was plainly, eren poorly,
dressed, and the sweet young lace, though palé and
worn, «as beautiful in spile of some tcouble that
must bave swept away its drst bloom.

After a brief delay sha attempted to puli the
bell, bnt hcr hands, eridently tremblijig ifrom
nervuusness, failed to move the bronze knob, and
she took a stop downwards as if again tempted to
go away; but, suddenly posaessed of deaperate
courage, she turned, with ptessod lips and shinmg
eyea, gaye the bcll a shatp puU, and stood waiting
foT some one to let her in.

A middlo«&god negro open”d tbe door, but drew
back with a startled look when be recoguized ihe
young creature standing theie.

“Thomas T'

" Miss Ella, how did yon come hero f

“ Oh, Thomas! | am so glad thej have not
sent you away."

The negro laugbed cautionsly.

“ Sent me away! Not that, anjhow, as yet,
iiiiss. The new madanie tried it, but master sot
bis foot down there, and this oid colored nerson
Btays on; though the Lord-a-mercy oniy knows
how long he'U be here to stand by any one.”

“ Oh, Thomas | Is be so yery ill ?

The negro shook his head.

“ Mighty bad, I’'m afeared ; mighty bad.”

“ Thomas, | must see my father—I
Again and again |
will help me now f *

“Yes, I’'m going to do that anyways. Mighty
lucky this oid man was about when yon rung the
bell. Don't stand on no eeremon'y. but tun right
up; and if any one asks who let you in, tell ’em
it was oid Thomas, and
heTl do it agin.”

The young woroan
gaye him one grateful
glance, and went up-
stairs in swift hasta.

She knew the bouse
well, and went straight
to a doic in the second

must 1
have been refusod: but you

story.
Softiy tuming the
latch, sbe enterad a

largo chamber that
seemed strange to her,
though she bad played
ia it. as a child, many a
time, and erery object
in thero ought to haye
been familiar, but for
the pain that took away
her breath and almost
blinJed her. nt

The irindow-curtains i
of rich, beavy silk; the
bed with its semi-
canopy, from which like
draperies fell to tho
lloor, casting faint red
shadows on the snow of
the pillows, were to her
one confused mass of
coloring.

But, neating the tire,
buminginits grate of
poUsbM steel, she saw,
with terrible distinct-
ness, a large, cozy chair,
in which was an oid
man, with his feet rest-
iug helplesily on a Per-
sian rug, spread. in all
the blending of its rich
tinis, far beyond tha
glow of light that re-
yealed them.

One glance at this
half-prostrate figure, at
the noble bead press.
ing the cushions so
wearily, the face, worn
and white with con-

. tinued ‘)ain rendered

more pallid by the contrast of color aroundit—a
single glance had turned everything else into
nuthiugness.

One momenttbe young woman stood dumn upon
the threshold. Then she went swiftly across the
room and fell upon ,her knees at the oid man’s
feet.

“ Father! oh,my father!”’

The oid man atarted and iifted himself upright
in his chair.

Looking down upon her with dark, keen eres,
Wloty tw penetrote eyeryihing they
searehed, he said, with more strength of voice than
seemed compatible with the feebleness of his
frame:

“Ella, haye |
house again F’

“ Oh, father, father! do not be so bard with
me. | conld not keep away. | could not keep
away; forgiye me, fot'ya me. It was only be-
canse you were lick tbat | carne. | ask notbing.
| want nothing; only one kind word, onolook.”

“ Are kind words and loobs a fit leward for
tieicheryP’

“ Treaehery! No, no, father; I wasnot treach-
erous. Neverl neyer!”

Sbe took the palé hand that lay on tbeoidman’s
knec, and would have kissed i* but he resistod
her flercely as bis strength would permit.

“ Do not touch me. girl

“ Oh, father I"

This cry of pain sent a shock through the sick
man. A faint moan broke from him, and bis eyea
closed.

The yonng woman dropped betb hands from
ber face, and looked at bim, breatbiessiy.

“Haye | kilied you, fatherF’ she whispered.
“ Has the aight of your only cbild kilied you P’

“ 1 haye no cbhild.”

Ella could scarcely make ont the words, they
carne so feebly from his lips; but the whispar was
faint with pathetic anguish, and beneatn the quiy-

not forbidden you to entor my

0THB8 ESP OP THB TABIK." ”
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ering eyelids she saw a tear steal slowly—one of
tho4 dropsof pain that are wrung from tho aged
withsuch agony.

The dangbter's heart aehed at the sight.

“ My father," she said. touching bis hand with
her lipa, and gaining houe when she saw olher

lears vetting the oid man scheek. “ It youcould
ouly learn to endure me near you. It you would
onh readone of my letters!”

The cdii man opened hiseyea.

“|.etter8!"

“ My peor letters, heggiag forgiveness. Slie
promised me, again and again,"that you would an-
Bwer them, but yon neyer did."

“ Letters? Who promised?”

“ My goyeiness; tbe lady you raairied."”

During some minutos, ilr. Thurbet hﬁr mo-
tionless; but aerees his face carne a flush 6f ¢olor
that dried up the toare on his cheek like dame.
Thén he sat upright, and the oid fire carne back to
his e”es.

fou are making some charge against my wife,
the woman who tried so hard to keen you Uonest;
who was scarcely my bride helore she was torced
into becoming my nurse.!

“No, father; 1 make no charge. If she letme
have my own way in that which gires you so much
offense; if she was wiong in promising that you
would consider how dearly | loyed the man |
was 60 rash in marrying and he sure to forgive
me,it was not her fault. Sbe thought yon lored
mo alittlemore than you did. Itwae notber fault
that you wcre implacable, and gtew angry when
she pleaded for me.”

“ Implacable.”

“ M’hen she gaye ordersto the serrants not tolet
njein__when they shut the door in my face—I
knew that she cculd not help it. She told mewith

tears in her eyeahow powerless she was against
the bitter anger you £el( against me and m" peor
husband."”
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“ She told you all this?

“Do not blame her, she had to tell me
Bomething, tcouble made me so importanate; and |
carne so often, hoping that you might see me, or
answer my letters; but when you forbade her to
see or speak to me | had no friend left in the
house bnt dear oid Thomas; but for him | never
might haye have seen you again, neyer, neyer."

“ Thomaa 1" exclaim” the oid man. “ Thenhe
has yentured to dieobey my wife.”

* Oh, do not blame him—I pleaded yon were
ill—I was heart-broken at the thought of never
seeing you again. Oh, father, he knew me when
| was your own little cbild. lie saw how heart-
broken | was and let me in; for pity’s sake do
not blame oid Thomas.”

As she spoke, the excitod young woman fell
upon her knees and held up her clasped hands in
pitoous pleading.

Before the oid man could speak the door was
opened, and the woman we have seen entoring her
carriage, stood in a maze of astonishment and
smothered rage, looking upon the scene.

A moment of pause, then the lady'i face was
brightened by an appearance oi welcoming sur-
prise. As the daughtor ar6se from her knees, abe
stole across the room and bent over the inyalid. _

“ At liftyou two have been brought together!”’
she said. “ Ah, if yon knew wbat a satislaction it

* As'the woman’s delioatoly glored hand fell with
a caress on his head, a etrange spasm swept his
face, and the sick man closed bis eyes aa if to
shut out the features that bent so lovingly over

“ Ah, he is so weak, the least emotion OTercomea
him. | hope ha has not hurt himself by an at-
tompt at conyersation; to forcé that upon him
woiud be cruel.”

The oid man shook his head and seemed to
breathe moie freely when the motion dislodged
her hand,
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A gleam of salisfaclion shot into the hlue
eyes, now tnmed upon the daughtor.

“1 am glad you haré done nothing to ercile
him! ’sbe said; "but we must not run the lisk.
He does not seem angry. That should be enough.
Another time he will i» able to conyerse.”

The young woman did not moyo, but stood,
with hsr eyes, full of tender yeaming, fined on
the oid raan's face.

Mrs. Thurber )eft her posilion by the easy-
chair as she spoke, and laying ber hand firmly. but
caressinglv, on the daughtor'e arm, drew her aside.

“ You see how corapletely he is eihaustod,”
she whispered. “ The yery sight of you has done
that—go now—go, if you would not kill him!”

“ 1 must speak to him, I must He was about
to forgiye me, | know he was,” answered the poor
woman, alouil and passionatoly.

The invalid moyed in his chair, as if disturbed
by this outburst, and meetipg the eyes of bis child
iinploring him through their toare, made a faint
motion that his daughter should leavetho room.

She went at once, weeping bitterly.

“ Come again when be is stronger,” said the
wife, stoaling after her.

“ m\Vhen can | be sureofseeing him? |
waited so long!™

“To-morrow, any time. Now that I have per-
luaded him to seo you once, all will be easy; but

I hope II leally hope you liare bad no disturbing
.Bralinn

“1 don’t know; all that I thought of was his

fotei eness the_time was 80's

o short for explanatlons I know but they
will be quite unnecessary. Reraember you haré
a friend in camp.”

Then the poor woman was drawa into her
itepmother's arma and kissed effusively. liy the
time they were at the Street door, which Thomas
carne forward to open; but Mrs. Thurber sayed
him the tiouble, and turned the latch with her

liare

pnr

own hand. When her gnest was gone she lost all
compoBure, and clinching both hands in suppressed
passion, turned upon Thomas,

“ Who let that woman in f"

“| rather think it might a-been me."

The woman was palé with rage, hut her power
over this man had been tosted and toiled, so she
put constraint on herself.

“ How long bad sbe been up-stairsF*

“ No time worth counting up.”

“ m\Well, hereaiter, nnderstand me’clearly, Mr.
Thurbet can see no one whom | do not myself in-
troduce into hiacbhamber; raost of allthat woman !”

This command might have had litiie forcé with
Thomas had he been at the door when his young
mistress carne each morning, with her palé face
and aniious eyes, praying to see her father; but
hia duties were in the rick-voom, and ihe spruco
mulatto that answered the bell felt great satisfac-
tion in sending her awy broken-hearted as ahe
was. One day she was sfruck dumb at the foot of
the stops ; fot long strearaera of crape fell gloorail
from the door knob and the shuttore were all
closed. YYhen sbe knocked at the basement door
and besought permission to see her dead father the
seryante lefased to carry up her piteoua request:
snch were tbe lady’s orders, they said, and she was
solé mistress now; for it was known that a will had
been made leaving everything to her—no othei
relation even menrioned—so ahe need not cate so
much for going in. The servant told her this,
barring eren that humhle entrance with his inso-
lent person, and when she persisted in her wUd an-
"uish he shut tho door and left her Ont in tho
Coid.

rilAPTELt II.

HEOUGHOTTT this World of onre, pictures or
T social life sometimes present themseWes in
contrasto so ataitling that they shake aU faith in
the integrity of human justice.
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On the first Christmas after the death of Mr.
Thurber, two such pictnrei stood out from tbe
evente of the year with cruel prominence.

One was the mansiéon he had owned, adomed
and enriched eren beyond the magnificence of bis
time by the woman he had raised from obscuiity,
and to whom he had bequeathed a yast, undiyided

The oid man had not been dead a year yet.when
the blinda of bis oid home were flung open thai
Christmas morning.

All traces of mourning were awept away fror’
those spacious rooms where statnes gloonied uur
pictures glowed, and silben draperies enriched thi
yeiy sunlight as it poured through the Windows.

While the mistress slept, eerrant6 were busy
completing the prepnrations for a sumptuousdin
ner-party that was to open a new lifa for thi
widiiw.

They paased in and out through tbe rooms, oar-
rying greenhouae planta that were to fill all yacan!'
spaces with bloom and odor; trailing eyergroeii
wreaths oret the moss.llke carpeta and oriental
rdes that half covered them with a luxunous
beauty of coloring, and weaving them among the
cut-crjstal of gasaliere or brackete luden witli
delicato objeets of art.

For on hour all this pleasant confusion gave an
aic of tumult to the house.

Then the Christmas Day wore on, clouding over
at 00en With a threatdning of storm, which brpko
atlast luto guste of wind and clouds of whirhng

\%hﬁd Mis. Thurber took ber brealkjfast that
moming »be wore a dainty littla cap of whitelace,

heautifuly crimped about the face, under which
her brown hair had miraculously turned golden
during her ton months of widowhood, but when
she carne down from her dressing-rooman hour be-
fote the dinner-party was to assemble, this was cas
aside, and tho golden glory of her hair surmounted
ber head in pufTs and
braids,and fell down to
her bosom in ene soit
tiuffy curi, that turned
to sunbeams in the gas-
light.

Not a shade of color
was allowed to desecrato
the spotless white of
her second mourning,
but the material wasot
lace, delicate as frost-
Work on a window-paac,
and under it you caught
the shimmer of a silben
gannent that rustled
Deneath the soft flow of
lace as she carne down-
stairs.

In a little bouJoir
which she had fur-
nished anew, as a aren
feathe» its nest wit>
bits of down and solt
threada of silk, the
widow found soma one,
waiting hy proviou.'
arrangement, an houi
before the cther Chriet
masguesto shouldarrirc
—a slight, dark-haircc
man, who was ball-
lounging among the
cushioDS of her nest-
like couch when she
carne in, and held out
both hands to teceirc,
eren witbout rising, as
if the hondoir had Mcn
his, and he had a right
to welcome her there.

She gaye him both
her hands, and be drew
ber down to bis sido,
kissing her upon tbe
smiling lips.

“ At last, at last!"
he 'said, “ 1 see ybu
without that bideous
cap! Bressed ss a

tide too!”’

“No, no; you must
not say that. White is mourning. As for the
cap, | am sure you are the last man on eatth to
gibe at it. 'Think what a faity cap it has been
fot us.»

“That raay he, but 1 shall always hato it,.
thinking of the two black years that | suffered
whilrou----—-- ”

“ Wrhile | suffered a thonsand times more than'
von could, and only that we might be sure of all
this at last, aa we are—oh. Alien! as we arel”

“ Did you really Oo this for me? Were yoti
notjuata little weary of the oid goveniess life as
well ?”

“ 1 was wearv of the poyertythatkeptus apart;
(errified hy the’ restlessiiess that drove yon into
such doubtful ways of liviug; but forthat, | never
would have married the oid man; or helped tbe
girl to disinberit bersell by that love-matcU
with themusic-teacher.”

“ A thing that |1 am very much obliged to her
for doing,” said the man ; “ though it did lead to
the awful wrench oi giving you up for what
seemed an endiess time. Even now | can scarcely
forgive vou.”

“ Notwhona fewmonths more will make you mas-
tot of all this, and my own, own husband. Ah Inow,
1cin nnderstand the infatuation that made Ella
so reckless of the weallh she flong away. Still,
that was nothing to the life I took up for your
sake; the deceptioa, the eonstant vigilance lest the
father and daughter should meet and be reconciled
before all was safe.”

“ But they did meet at laat.”

“ Yes, but tbat was after the will was made.
Oh, how frightened | was! But for some instinct
that sent me back from tha very entranco of the
park that day, all might have been lost, She wa»
on hcr knees by bis side, and lo was crying.”

«“ It is strange that, after that, he left her no-
thing,” said the man, thoughtfully. “ 1 do nos
wonder you were frightened.!”

“ So neai- the end, too. | think in my whols
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hfe, | De>er spent euch s dsj. Ersiy time tbe
bell ran?, I expected tbat tome lawyer wat coming
to allerliit will”

“ Fortunately for us, no one carne, ian't UP”
taid the lover, drawing bit companion cloeer to
bim.

“Tet,yej; Int tbinlt of my anxiety.”

“ItmutthaTe beenan aniiooi time," taid the
Topsg man; “buteTenir be bad forgiren ber, the
law voulli bare made yon ricb.”

“ Tet, ii biawealtb bad been leit in real estéte,
where be made it. But Mr. Thirrber wat a threwd
man, and watched the market clotely. When tbat
wat at ita bigbest, be foretaw the reaction «likb
bat ruined to many ; sold ont and inveeted every*
thina, exc”t tbis bouse, ia personal tecuritiee. A
third of ibis bouse I migbt bare claimed for life;
b’ut little more than tbat, if he bad sent fora lav-

er, and changed bit will in ber favor, aa |

eared.”

“ Whbew ? That would have been a pretty look
ont," taid the young man. *“ But fortunately for
v1, he did not tend for the lawyer."”

" No: only one or two ol5 friendt, that he
alwaye woulii see, carnein altee tbat Sol became
tnn”il about it.”

“ Tranquil! 1 «bould lhink so. He only trou-
bled yon a week after tbat; for which | pay devout
homage to hit memory. VTe wiil drink to it with
the best wine in bis cellar on our wedding'day
But when it tbat to be, aweet jady-birdp The
migbt of thia dreti makei a fellow impatient,” taid
the gentleman.

“ After two raolithsyou shallname the day,” an
iwered the widow; Yieldinghertelftotheclatpofhit
arm, and resting lier head for a moment on bit
mboidder.

“ And lhen t" he taid, trinmphaniy.

"And than,” tbe whispered, " Ithtalknow what
it ia to be happy.”

CKAPTEB I11I.

h e other picture. Ah mel 1 do not like to
T draw it; op tfaere m the very garret of a
tenement boute, crowded with coarte, poveetj-
Btricken people, that hopeleat young couple were
aheltered.

No, not aheltered; for botb wind and hail carne
whistling ihrough a broken pane of glaet, from
which tbe piece of paper Ella bad paitedoverit
bad been torn away by tbe storm ; and the could
find notbin_g witb whicb to replace it.

Two chaira, mended carefully ; apifie tahle and
a small ttove, in which a handful of fiie gleamed ;
and a eooking utentilor two, were oli the house-
hold goods leit to them.

But in a cérner of the room, furtberest from tbe
window, and nearest to tbe ttove, ttood wbat bad
been a baby’t carriage, with tbe whbeeis wrenebed
off, and many of tbe willow-twigs broken about
the edgei.

In tbat lar a little girl, ecarcely more tban two
yeara oid, asieep, yet troubled in ber sInnibera, at
an eider person migbt have been; for now and
tben ber forehead, white and ilmost transparent
iniu fairnese, waadrawn tog;ether, andshe moaned
faintly, aa if pleading for eometbing in ber wild
dreams.

By tbis eradle sat a young man, whose fine, ten.
litive featuret contricted painfully as be watched
the child—hit dark eyet full ot gloom, bis lipa
quivering now tnd then, aa tbe little creature
moved restiessiy or moaned in ber eleep.

" 1 will liglit the caiidle. Tbere aie a few dropi
of milk left m tbe cup, and 1 am keeping it warm
over the tire."

The tire!

Edward Hunter turned bia face towarda the
itove, and a bitter smile crossed bit Upa.

“ Ob, itiienough to keep ber supj>cc warm. |
will pour a little water iuto the milk and it will
teem more,” asid the mother, abaolutely smiling aa
the lighted a few incliea of candio, which abed a
aickiy glow of liuht over the empty tabla, but only
drovedeeper abadowt backagainat the brokenwallt,

“ Andyou, Ella—where,it your tupper Corning
from r' queationed duncer, rising from bia seat in
a pauion of diatreaa. “ Tou have notbad a mouth-
fnl aince yesterday, and thit it Cbristmae.”

“ Uh, Dj-aiid-by we will attend to tbat,” an-
Bwered the wife, putting on a jaunty little air, aa if
plenty of food lay about, whicb siie did not care
lor; "of conree we muat tbink of the baby first."

“ Think of the btby first!”—as U botb were not
thinking of it all tbe time, readj lo give tbe best
blood of their bearta to the pretty lipa moving ao
bungrily, if tbat could bave appeaaed their long*

ing.

gI'he child iwoke, sat np in ber eradle, and
called out, "Mamma, ohImammal ’ittle Claras
bungryior supper—nice tnpper, ‘cause ita Eismua.”

Ella Hunter wentto the stove, tnd cama back
with a amall tin cup ia ber band, which abe ahook
gently, to make it ftem as if running over with
milk, and beld it to tho cbild’s eager moutb. She
draok greedily, tben looked down in the cup and
ahook it for beraelf.

" Host gonc,” she said, with balf-ruefsineas.
“ Now Clara'll take bread, an’ cake, an’ oh | ever
ao many, ‘cause it's Kismus; Clara wanta aupper
ao0 big.™*’

Here the child aproad oat ber little thin arma,
as if abe expected a worid of ChrUtmai gifts to
fiU them.

“ But, Clara, | bave got notbing more," faltered
tbe poor mother, tnrning ber face away, that ita
ao”ish need not pain ber buiband.

He could not bave aceu it, for botb bandt were
preeaed to bia face, and bis frame ahook from,head
to footas it bad never abaken with the coid.' At
last be atarted up, daahing bis banda apart.

"1 have done my bit—God knowa, | bave
done my best: begged lor work at bung” doga
acout for bonea; but no one carea, no one will give
ittome! | have not asked alma yet, bat I wUU
Twill?”

Before the vnbappy mother cefiid move to pre*
Tent nipi, Hunter soatched up bis wom bat and
weut down one rickety fiight of ttairs after another
tul he reacbed the Street. There he panaed an
inataot to button tbe thia Summer coat over bis
ebest, aad then faced the atorm.

Up tbrough the dark, narrow Street be went,
{olding botb arma over the thin coat tbat ecarcely

FRANK LESLIE’S

ibeltered bis boeom, with an unconscions effort to
abield himaelf from the sbarp wind nnd tbe eleet
tbat pelted bim as if witb human malice.

He carne out rear one of the pubtie aquaretin a
neighborhood whbere be bad given lessona before
bis clandestine marriage with a rich mao’a
daugbter bad made people airaid to trust bim
in their familiea.

Now tbe place aeeined siringe to bim, coming
aa he did, out of utter darknesa, for tbe mansiona
were all lighted up, carriages were moving to and
fro, and men paased him every moment hurriedly,
too eager for amusement for any notice of bis
wretchedneaa.

Once or twice be attempted to reach out bis
band, but sometbing etrongei than bungei or coid
held bim back.

Tbat woman and child were ireezing and starv-
ing at borne, and he bad caten notbing since a
longer time than tfaey dreamed of, but the man
could not hold out bis banda for alms or stop any
one of those prosperous men in tbe Street and cry
out:

“1’m hungry, and my iamily are petiahing at
borne. Helpme!help me!”

No, he could not do tbat.

But in tbe very depth of bis misery a thnught
tbat was like an inspiration carne to bim.

Once he bad poesessed a fine tenor voice.

Had want taken tbat from him t

Be did not know.

But there was a time when good judgee bad felt
it a pleasure to hear bim sing.

He had known people give money even to organ-
grinders. He bad aeen silver pieces tbrown from
Windows before now. Surely bis siiiging would
be better than thaU

Cibse by bim was a mansion lighted up bril-
liantly.

Througb the Windows he could see young people
moving to and fro, chattiug and laughing, now
and tben, till he could hear tbem in tbhe itreet.

The poor man turned bis back to the atorm, and
made an effort to clear bis voice.

It was hoarse, and partook of tbe coid shivers
that ran tbrough bis frame.

* But he would not be congneredso.

AVitb a great efibrt he threw ont bis volee, but
the wind swept it away from bis very lips.

Drawiog ciése to the steps, be made anotbet
eSort so stroog and Aeree, tbat it broke forth in a
sbrill wail, tbat softened and aweiled into some-
thing weird and indeseribably moumiul aa be
went on.

There was a hush inside.

Two or three blooming faces appeared at tbe
window.

Tben the door opened, and a aervant cama
down tbe steps.

Hunter stopped singing, with a great sob, and
eagerly held out bia band.

“ Ficese to stop ainging,” said the man, ao busy
aheltcring bianncovered head from the storm, that
tbe nutstretched band etcaped bis notice. " It
quite damps all the fun in tbere; sobe so good aa
to.move on.”

He did move on.

Tbe abivering band fell to bis aide; bia head
droemed forward; a groan broke from bim tbat
would, indeod, have made tbe young people sad,
could tlieybave heard it.

Then be moved slowly away, with ieara drop-
ping down upon bis beard and freezing there ;
away from tbe lighted iquare, down tbe narrow
Btreets, and UE into bis garret again, where
be aat down ebivering and dumb, giving out all
the misery of bis disappointment tbrough bis
eyea without tbe need of speech.

"His wife knew it all, and ber beart yearned
towarda bim with unutterable sympatby.

" Be patient,” she said, moving tbe little girl
from ber Up. “ Do not give way, tiushand! Wait
a little, my darliugl and you iball bave aome
aupper.”

" Great big supper f" questioned the child.

“ Yes, dear; only be a good girl! That’s right,
BDuggle ciése into papa’shosom | That will keep
you botb warm till I come back,"

" You muatnotgo, EIU. Thenightia terrible!
asid Hunter, too. broken fot an earnest proteat.
“ Stop! stop! l.«t me try again.”

With tbe child huddled ¢lose to his breaat, he
foilowed the resoluta little woman to the top of
the atairs, but while he waa apeaking abe had dia-
appeared.

Out into the storm she went, the wind whistling
througb ber scant garments and aweeping back the
thin Summer sbawl which was all the coveringshe
had to breast it with. Unlike her busbind, sbe
bad a settled destination and made her way direclly
to the oid borne,

Tbe mansién waa lighted np ao brilliantly, that
the sieet, wind and snow took golden tinta as they
swept by the Windows. Ella gave no heed of tbis,
but rang the boil, with a sbarp, desperate poli.

Tbe door opened at once, and Thomaa atood on
the tbreehold. When be aaw ber, tbe faitbful
fellow reacbed out his banda.

" Misa Ella—ob, Misa Ellal come in ont of the
atorm 17

He drew her into tbe hall, and ahook the hail
from ber dresa, which melted aa it fell: for it was
like paasing from GreenUed into a tropical climate
when she crossed th”t threshold.  The aoft lighta,
the delicious warmtb, and a sweet gust of perfume
tbat atole over ber made tbe womau faint. She
leaned agaioat the wall, dazed by tbe aodden
change, and bewildered by a scene that presentad
itself throngb the part; iolda of an Oriental
portier at the dining-ioom door.

Tbere, beneath a gaaalier of cnt.cryatal,spark-
ling with tbe light of shattered rainbows, sat ber
fatner's widow. presiding with queenly grace at a
table suTToandeo by a band of gnesta in the fnll
tide of laxnrious after-dinner enjoyment. In front
of each was a crowd of glaases, filled or half-filled
with wine, ruby-tinted, ambet-bued and deep-red,
all huddlél togetber in the rich confnsion of a
bongnet almoat compUted. Fruils tnd Aowen
added a deeper glow to tbe fearive acene, which
mocked the woman in ber wretcbedneaa, but gave
the strengtb of righteoua indignation to her pnr>
pose.

“1s any one in myoid room F’ ibe aaid, etanding
npright. “1 wil go thbere. Then aak tbe lady
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yonder to come to me. Sbe cf.n leave ber gucsta

so long."

Thomaa led the way into wbat bad been EIU
Thurber’a sitling-roora, but was now transformed
into the ailken bondoir, where tbe widow bad re-
ceived her lover tbat evening.

Ella did not sit down among the cnsbions as be
had done, bnt atood before tbe Are wbiie her wet
garments dripped upon the rug, as Thomas went in
to bis mistress.

“ A lady wants me—in my bondoirf What
lady F’ queationed the widow, when Thomas whia-
pered bis mistress;

"One who must aee yon!” be answered.
ii waiting.”

Mrs. Tburber made a gracious anology lo ber
friends, and went out, balf-ingry, half-curious.

When she entered the bondoir and found tbe
woman she had wronged, and, tberefure, haled,
etanding by the Are in her poverty-strieken gar-
ments, a Aasb of haughiy red shoi across her tace
and she drew back imperiousiy.

“ What, you here, Mrs. Hunter! Did not the
servant tell yon tbat | was engaged with eom-
panv

“ Yes; he told me all Ihatyou would wish; but
| bave come at last to ask something like justice
at your bands. Surely, I, an only cbild, bave a
right to Borne small portion of my fatber’s wealtb.
Ib\(\llguld not ask it nut my husbaud, my auffering
il dmmme- ”

The widow interrupted her.

“ Do not goon. Thereiano need of that. |
bave never been wanting in cbarity,” she said.

Going to a little cabinet, she took aome money
from a drawer, and held it out. “ 1 am willing to
belp you now and then, but these demanda must
not bé often.”

EIU Hunter drew back, and a Aasb ot pride
bigher and grander tban the other woman’a was,
shot acroes her wliite face,

“Put away your donation,” she said. ™|
claimed aome right in my fatber’a wealtb; not
charity from bis widow.”

“ Indeed, if you are so well off, I will not in-
aist,” said tbe widow, tossing ,the money into tbe
open drawer. “ As for your cUim, tbere is one
tning my busband desired tbat you shonld have.
To eave you the trouble oi coming again, 1 will
getit now.” "

She turned away, went swiftiy up the staira,
and carne back again, cirrying an oid BiUe in ber
band ; very oid it was, for the covers were woru,
and a Urge cUsp of oxidised silver held it cloaed
togetber,

“ Thia is all that he desired you to have,” said
the woman, forcing the book upon her. “ Now,
perhape, vou will permit me to join niy friende.”

Wi itb these words she swept out oi the room.

“ 1t was my motber’e BioU," murmured Ella,
gathering the oid book reverently under ber
ehawl, “and he’s left it to me."

Her eyes were full of tears as tbe went out, for-
getful for the moment tbat she had notbing but
that to Carry borne.

Thomas insisted on going witb her, but she
refuted bim with Arm gentleness,

Still tbe oid servant left his post, and foilowed
ber progresa tbrough the atorra unnoticed throngb
tbe dark atreeta, and up to tbe very top of tbat
tenement bouse.

Standiiig back on the staira, be eaw ber enter
the garret room, where a guam of candU-light
revealed tbe ligare of a man aitting by the stove
with a child in his arma tbat waa answering bis
careases with piteous sobs of diaappointment, but
struggled down as the [raotber carne in and ran
towarda her, cqnng out:

“ Mamma—mamma ! ia de supper comed ?”

Thomas waited no longer, but weut blundering
down-stairs and into the atreet,

Ella Hunter turned away, smitten to the beart,
by the hungry erv of her child.

“ 1 bave brougbt but this,” sbe aaid, with sad
hnmility to ber bushand, as abe Uid the book on
the table and drew little CUra within her arms.
" Don't, don’t aob ao, darling; it breaka my beart,
You aee, it was Clara’s grandrootlier’s big book.
W ill Clara aee the picture* in it? Pretty pie.
tures.”

Clara checked |her tears while her mother
nneUsped tbe book with her numbed banda and
Uid its great black-Utter pagasopon, notat a pie*
ture but wbere two folded papera were presaed.

One of these papen wasaddressed to berself.

Drawing the candU ciése, abe read it:

" She

“ My cbild I my only child! | have been un-
just, but tbere iayet time. | have been up all
night long, writing with my own huid the will,
wnich you will And here. God baa given me
strength to do tbat, aad 1 am ready to die in
peace. Yovb taTUEB.”

Hunter bad risen to bis feet. Tremhling with
weakneaa and excitement, he sank to his knees by
the table, and tben read the wiil; wiping away the
great tears tbat Aowed from his swelling eyes as
be read.

“ This, loved busband! isit true F'

“True as Gode own boantiful merey!" he
answered, adding, “ Oh, EIU! oh, my cbild—my
child?”

" Ob, papa, papa,doesit say supper ia coming F’
said tbe child, cUpping ber bands and dancing
freely up and down.

“Yes, btiie darling, it doea just that, and oid
Tom with it. Just you come here! Lady’s-fingers,
candy, quarts of milk, and cbickens roasted, a
whole pailful of hot coffee, and the bestsup” all
round tbat lhe oid darkey could get hot from a
restiurant.”

Thomas unloaded a great market-basket as he
ipoke. and looked round for a fire. Then seeing
a Utle basket of coal boarded in one comer, be
emptied it into tbe atore with reckiess prodigality,
ana ligbting a new eaudle, plantad it in front of
the book.

“ Read it agin—read it agio i while | set ont the
eatibles,”” be said, laughing and crying, as be
worked. “ It’s the very paper he wrote tbat night.
His two best friends carne and eigned it next day.
| wentafter 'em myself. Hey Betty Martin ! wbat
will the say? Here, baby. is a cooky for you.
Tbere now, ChrUmas supper is readyi”
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Little Willies Christmas Greeting.

S1 m? darlitiE poppet™ swett!
Are joa come mxniDA to freet
Witb ki8S ibis Cbrtst&as
Y«f> 1 boow wbAt 70a would ssj;
Gllbbnt l1oDSUS cogkl oalj teU
Whbat 7oor brifbt «7es uj u welL
*NsAlh 70ur sprig oi mistlstoo
EIM me, Popo7, so, eo, so!
Vy pei. Wilhe, brifthl.ejed WIRie,
Tbus | bies 70a, VIN7.111U7 :
First a quie”™ lioscnof klss ;
Tbeo Uke ihts, aod ibis, aod tbia!
So mj kissea fsR hke rain
Cpoa lipa ibet kisa a™aio.
Come, m7 iambkm, to your mother!
l«et me bog you. aJmosi smolbor
Toa with loriogesi caraaaiogs ;
May aU cbolceat Cimstmaa bleaslogs,
All uieal ibiogs beoeath tbe aoo,
FaR to 70a, m7 pretty ooal

The Story of a Pilgrim Bottle.

(Cenfiwusd /rem paffe 300.)

I never saw the oid pocket-book—a peculiar
one, of a dull olive green with a red rim
about it—without recalling tbat time with a
ahudder. This emnty poclret.book was all the
heiitaie left me. He bad probably been robbed,
for there waa no raooey Uft about him. Empty,
did | eay ? tbere wire a few scrapa of torn paper
in it wbicb | had kept, and tried sometimes to put
togetber into aome sort of meaning, but in vain.
| tiok them out mecbanically on thia night, thosa
yellow bit* of paper : but | waa in no mood to
inalie any more vain attempts, | sooii pushed
them back again, and abut the drawer.

| believe | said | had no reUrires. | bad,
however, a godmotber living about eix miles
off, and | decided on going down tbere on Chis
night, Her busband, my godfatber in-Uw
I migbt cali him, was a gruff, oveibearing,
purse-prond man, who esteemed a penen accord-
ing to his success in life. You may, therefore,
imagine bis opinién of me.

But, there was a daugbter.

| could not spend tbat evening alone with my
deyiair. The very thought was maddening.

Ipickedupthe remains of the pilgrim bottle
and gazed at tbem witb the grief of one who seei
a shattered bope before bim.

“ As Icoles a Tathcr on the ihiaxs
it bia Usad son, 1 loobed on tliose.”

There were the strange,tawnypink bujs, strug.
gling out of the cloudy blue gloom of the
background; the yellowish green leaves had
caught the very tintof tbe original—and tbe wan.
dering stem: ah !it was too niuch.

f laid tbe fragmente down tenderly, and hurried
away.

Mrs. SprouU eyed me snspiciouilyas | psssed
ber open door, aa if sbe feared 1 carried my be.
longings surreptitiously away.

‘The night bad claseg, in storniy and coid, but my
oid frieze overcoaC, once purple, but now with a
bloom all over it like a plum, kept out the
rain,

It was the Ust of November and tbhe stores
alreadyhad put on a holiday appearance.

| could see their bravery tbrough the [Unting
ehowers: their aplendor siruck athwart lhe gloom
of the night, anJ brougbt a new pang.

What part bad I in Christroas ebeer and joy P—I,
with starvation etaring me in the face, a gaunt
apeccre which would not be Uid.

I must confeas tbat the fat turkeya aggravated
me, so gorged with over-feeding aa they appeared;
and the aavoir strings of aausages, how appetizing
they appeared. | did not notice the fruit much;
1 was too hungry.

1 had six miles before me, and | felt already
faint and sick; so 1spent my last cent for a peony
roll.

What a wretched walk it was, tbrough mira
and water, with a keen wind eutUng my face like
a knife allthe way; but | tramped on in a sort of
grim despair.

| woula look once more in Nelly Maatera's sweet
face, aod tben—Iet death come : “ tbe iborter the
stru”le, the longer the sleep.”

Hiram Masters bad been a banker in tbe citv |
was Uaving ; but had retirad two years before and
boughC a nandsome place in the country. | bad
often been tbere, although | could see tbat | was
nota welcome guest to bim. | braved all bia
soeers and cutting words for Nelly’s sake. Her
mother, a silly, incoDsegnent sort of woman, who
had beencowed loto imbecility by her ferocions
busband, still seemed to have some lingering ten.
demess for me in ber beart which she dared not
show; bnt | felt grateful for it.

Oh! how long the way was. My head fairly
reeled before the end, and the road seemed to rise
and fall like wavea. At last, a few twiukling
light* sbowed tbe HttU vilUge of Bombara—a
mere suburb of the city.

| dragged myself tbrongh the gafe, and leaned
exbausteSy againat the pillan when | rang.

I was shown into the library, where the warmth
and light olraoet sickened me.

The family were all there. Nelly, in a pretty
olive-green silk, with her fair hair gathered in a
mass of curia bebind, and short enea clustering
about ber white forehead. Ferbapi she was not a
regular beauty; but ber face seemed swecter to
me than all tbe fabled beautiea of che Greek
ideal. Sbe bad aoft, bluish.gray eyea, of the ap.
pealtng kind; a stiaight little noae, and a moutb
—uwell, ifa no use tryinu- to describe Nelly’s moutb
—in fact, most descriptions are 'bosh; | could not
even paint tbat soft, fieeting imiU, or the ghoet
of a dtmpU tbat always------

But | muat not linger over Nelly, or | shall
never get on.

Oid hlastera, whose head was aa btre aa a pias,
ter cast, save for a fringe of grey hair about it, bad
fieroe, grav eyes under a gray thatch, and a set of
false teetn which he seemed to gnash as he
talked.

“Ob! bullo. Noel I he growled.
again? No business yet, 1 suppose P"

" Not just rsw,” 1 aaid.

" Dovru
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“ Oh! how wet you ar«rcried Nelly.
Bam take your coal”

“Tou’re dripping all orar the carpet,”” growled
oid Mastora.

“ Coma near the fire," BHggeated hiavife, mahom
| htd tlways callad Aunt I’am.

| hurrle<l out of the library—which, | haré for-
gotten to aay, waa iurnished in most luxuiioua
ecyle. Ofd Maatera prided himsalf on haTlag all
that Tnoxiev could buy, and he kept an accntata
accoant oi the pricea, ao that be could atate tbem
to any Tiiitor. ~ lie Itnew nothipg oi bric-a-brac,
but he boughtit, aa he did hia library: ao much
a yolume. ile nerer read one, ot unéentood the
other, He would, neverthelesi, point tarioua
objecU out with pride;

" UideoBi, ianx it, tbat majolica piate f Well,
it atood me in—about fiftr dollara. 1fa genuino
—wbat doyecallitP Yo'u Imow—weU authenti-
cated wbat'a-ita.nanie P"

| had aent away my rough, iret coat by Sara,
and fat down beféte tlie cheerfu! fire, ahiyering
iomewhat from the chill of the weather and the
chil! of the welcome. Nelly was ailent, but ber
tweet, pitying eyes were upon me. Aunt Pam
irent on nerToualy knitting, and oid Masters eyed
me malicioualT.

“Let

“ Eh !" be grunted; “in m% day a young fellow
would Bcorn to be dawdling arbuna in such a ube-
leaaway. 1'd go and break stonca in the roed------ ”

«~gut Noel i not slrong enough,” Tentured
Aunt Pam.

“Then let him aell peannts.” growled tbe oid
hyena; “ or dance a tight-rope, or learn to eat
fire. Blaet me! juggling tricka ate _better than
idlenesB!”

| did not anstrer. | felt that | waa turning
whbite, and the room began to twim.

“mBlesB me, theboy'a foing to laint,” cried Aunt
Pam ; and Nelly forgot ptudence and aprang to
my Bide.

“ Can we get you anythingf" abe whiapered.

“ I’'m—hungry,” 1 answered, in an almoat in-
atliculato Toice, forgetting ail pride; “tbat ia
til.”

The otherB did not hear, but Nelly sprang up
and diaappeared. Soon an ampie tea-tray wai
brougbt in. How delicioua wa» the bread and
butter; how tbe coid meat disappeared.

“Umpb | not very ill, | take it.” growled the
oid man. “Did you erer read Solomon, young
man —'if a man will not worV, neither let him
eat.””

“ But Noel wanta to work, papa,” aaid Nelly,
goadcdinto my defense. “ Hecan’t getit; bea
tried eyerytbing. Y'ou know these times are not
like when you were a yonng man.”

“Boshl Where there’a a will there’a a way.
Look at me. | began without a cent; no help,
no faTor from aiiy one. Let him begin® at the
bottom of the ladder; aell peaiiuti, | aay.”

And then he buried himself in hia newapaper,
and | waa thanhiul.

“ 1 did know a man, really. Noel," mildiy mean-
dered Aunt Pam, “ who made an iramenaefortune
out of dolia’ eyea; the flrst who made thera open
and ahut, | beliore. Don’t you know, Nelly—those
Beadlea, who 1iTcd in Park Place: you tumed
down AVintergreeu Street, and it waa a white
bouae two, or, well, perbapa three doora from the
corner, on tbe right tide. And they had aucb poor
relationa, too. Why, Mr. Beadle’a cousin’a aiater
uaed to------ ”

And ao on in a mild atream till bed-time.

“ S’pose you mean to atay all night?" growled
oid Mastera, (it latt getting up with a yawn.

Nelly and | had arranged by cabalistic aigna,
nnderatood by ouraelres, that we niuat bare a
few worda alone; ao, wben 1 waa aure the oid
folki were in bed, 1 took off.my alicea and atole
Boftly dowii-ataira to the library where my dariing
waited for me, hioking very sad. We had known
each other from babiea.

" Oh! you poor, poor boy,” abe cried, “to
think tbat we bave so much andyouarestarring.”

“Ne'ermind; it is a cordial to see your deac
face again, Nelly. | can live on that fora weak.
But | own | feel pretty low to-night,” and then
| told ber about my diacouragementa and the
pUgriro bottle.

“Why | think we muit hive' one very mnch
like that,” ihe aaid, more cheerfully. *“ Dear oid
boy!don't eive it up. See hete; | bave a five-
dollar gold piece here. You must take it for a
new capital—and —rU lend yon oura to copy. It
ataiids to reason tbat you’U do bettei with one be-
lore you. Now, Pm ture yon’U aucceed thia
time, and there ia really aucb a faney ioc thisaoit
of thing at preaent--—-— "

| took the ahining gold piece the dear ilittle
girl preaeed upon me so anxiousiy.

“You are on angel,” | aaid, “ and | muat take
beart again ainceyou do not gire me up.”

" 1 never know eiactly where papa keepa bis
keys,” Nelly aaid, as abe rummaged about. “ He
likea to change tbe place, | think. | know the
pilgrira bottle ia in tbia cabinet, and he’ll never
misa it for a few dava.”

Sha bad found the key of the amall,drawen
which were in the bottom of the cabinet, and |
atood by ber aide looking on aa abe oponed tbem.

Aa abe oponed the last—eof courae the key waa
in tbe very last—I saw lying there a small olive-
gieen pocicet-hook with a rim about it, the
eiact couaterpart of the one 1 bad left lying
in my drawer at heme.

| cannot tell why the inaane idea croesed my
mind that thia pocket-book aiso contained aome
acraps of paper. or why | felt an irreaistible long-
Ing to examine it. Butldid; 1itaredat it asif
it bad been tbe ghoat of mine, and, wbile dear
little Nelly had ber back tumgi, I snatched np
the Btrange phenomena and slipped it into my
pocket. f must see wbat it beid,and | promised
myaelf tbat | eould make a chance to retum it the
next day even if | bad to tell Nelly the whole
atory.

“Hereitia,” aayl Nelly, holding Op the pil.
grim bottle before my coretona eyea.

It waa 1 gem. T¢e gruundwork a lich brown,
paling into a buff, and out of the gloom, great
white trumpet-sbaped fiowera bloomed amid odd
tufta of groen.

"But it iaao large,”” aaid Nelly.

“ Ub, 1 thiuk 1 have a pocket in my oid friea
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which will hold it,” 1 Mjd; and on making the
atlempt it proved auccesaful.

“ But how gingerly I will have to walk with
auch a precious load f | aball start out on my
pilgrimage with new conrage, dariing.”

“ 1t is solittle, aoiittle I can do for yod," mur-
mured my dariing, in such a anftly pathetic voiee,
tbat I could not resist anatching ber up in my
arma and pretsing Lias sfter kiaa on ber awcot lipa.

“ You nave done everjthing,” 1 cried ; “ you
have given me back hope and life! Oh ! Nelly,
if 1 could only believe that one day you would be
mine | could bear anything. But that oid cur-
mudgeon of a father of yours--——- "

“Humpi!" aaid a gruff voiee at the door,
whicb made us atart and tremble aa if a tbnmier-
elap had interposed, or tbe floor yawned in a gulf
unoer our feet. In fact, | ahould have welcomed
any such yawuing chasca at thatmoment if | could
only have vaniabed in it utteriy.

“Humph!” growled oid Mastera, a baleful
fire gleaming out under the gray thatch of hia eye-
hrowa. “I'ha oid curmudgeon would see you
hlown into perdition before he would give you bit
daughter. lio, ho! thia is the plot, isitf Yon
are to atep into fortune by an eaay prooeas; no
hard Work for my gentlemani ByJove! an eaay
way to get rich, by deluding an innocent girl. Go
to bed, Nellyl You ate a buisy—a bold, for-
ward busay! So yon meet young fellowa when
the oid foiks ate enoozing, do you P Go, girl! |
sball notlorgetit.”

" How can you abuse your poaition to aiander

ut daughter,” | aaid, ronaed to indignation for

felly. “It it anything tbat abe abould have
remainad hete with me a few momenta; haven't we
played togetber from cbildreuT”

» You__young jackanapea,” he cried, almoat in-
articulate with fury, “ don't let me aee you again.
You’ve abused my kindneaa, you Kamp! You
betrayed my hoapitality, you villainl Don’t
darken mydoors any more. 1'U not turn you out
in the ttorm, to-nignt, because 1’ve promised my
foolish wife; butdon’t let me aee yon in the morn*
ing, sir.  Mind tbat, youidle dog I’

Nelly atood there palé aa a ghoat, ber pretty
bcaeeching eyea fixed on my face, or i am sute |
abould bave felled tbe oid man to the floor. My
blood boiled ao that it teemed at if a bundred
wheels were turning in my brain. | longed to go
out of the houte at once, but the atorra waa territic
and | waa not atrong enough to face it.

“You are arrogant because you are prospei-
ous,” 1 aaid, ina choked voiee; “but there are
worae ways of getting money than marrying a
rich wife.””

| dont know what demon prompted me to aay
thia. 1 bad heard vague rumora tbat he bad not
been very aorupuloua| but | never calculated on
the effect of my worda. Ilis face flamed and |
heard hia teeth gnash frightfully. A sort oi con-
vulsion paased over bis face; but he could not ar-
ticilate a Word, and he turned away, and wslked
up-ataira, holding on to the baluatera like a weak
oid man.

| crept up to the little bedroom appropriated to
me, trembling from bead to foot with eicitement.
The gas waa bnrning low, and | aat down weak
and anaken beneath it.

“ The purae-proud oid wretch,” | thought; and
then | remembered the pocket-book. How could
| ever retura it now ; what raadneae ever to have
taken iU

| opened it, wondering at my own temerity.
Why ahould it be odd that there were two pocket-
books alike ? Probably there had been a tbouaand
made at the same time."

But-ah! thia tcat odd. No one could deny
tbat thia waa a singular coincidence. In oid Mas-
ters’a pocketbook there were terapa of lon poper;
juit aa yellow, just the lame in number, and with
disconnected letters on them aa in my fathera."

Thia roused rae from dwelling on the stormy
icene that had juat paased, and took me into a be-
wildering region ot doubt and conjecture, which
kept me awake all night.

The morning was frosty and clcar. A new day!
Somehow it always brings a little hope. Thcre
aie ao many possibilities in a new day. | rose
very early, and waa slinping i“uietly out of the
house when Sara arreetea me.

“ Misa Nelly, sir, aaid aa "ow huaineaa would cali
yon up beriy, aa tbe oook baa a bit o’ ateak an’ a
‘ot biacuit leady, sir.”

Dear Nelly! | thanked ber in my beart for ber
thoughtiulnesa, for I had lived low lateiy, and did
not feel very atrong for the walk.

It waa atill early when f found myaelf on the
road, the ground froten, the frost aparlriing «very-
where. rieasant little couotry bouses were acat-
(ered here and there. One, half-bidden in boney
auckle, which atill bravely held ita leavea and a
few fragrant butf bloeaoma, bad a bili on it, “ To
let.” That bili aeemed to open the gatea of
dieamland to me. If Nelly ana 1 had the place,
what a delightful heme it would make. Just
imagino what a Chiiatmss would be together, in
our own bonae, with so ogro to gnash bis teeth at
ua—alone with our love. Ah |

A long.drawn aigh over the bliia of it waa
brought to a sudden end by the fall of aomething
almoat at my feet. The eomething waa a man.
lie bad not fallen from the clouda evideniy, but
from a higb, ipiked «all tbat he bad apparently
been trying to acale. He lay as one deao, and |
aaw he wore an odd nnifocm, and hia bair was
cropped. .

“ An eacaped Innatic. | anppoee,” | thonght,
lemembering that thia waa the wall of an asyliim.
“ Poor dog, he baa eacaped the madnesa of life
altogether.”

But, bending over him, I found he atill lived,
and 1 looked aMut for water, and remembered the
pilgrim bottle. o

He has never had such a lordly drinking-cup
before,” 1 thought, when I had found aome water
and was trying to lestore him to consciouanesa,

| batbed hit head and he opened ble eyea, then
swallowed a mouthful and looked around timidly.

“ Oh!” he aaid, with a ahudder, and most pain-
ful utterance. “ Don’t —let—them take me
agsm.
| felt sure the poor fellow had had a fatal fall,
and that it would not be long befure he would be
beyood all mortal feoc.
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“You are safe,” 1 aaid, eonaolingly. “ I will
take cate of you.” And | strippw off the oid
friete coat and put il on him to cover the well-
known uniforin. A cérter happened to be paaaing
by, and | hailed him.

“ Just take my friend to the nearest cottage,” |
aaid. “ He hasbad a bad fall.”

Between ua we lifted in the groaning man, and
in a few moments he was laid in a de&n bed in
Mrs. Grigs'a cottage, and the good woman bersclf
was waiting on him kindly, while her son went for
the doctor.

The man lay there ailently, with hia eyes fixed
onme. He waa not very oid, although gray waa
aprinkied in bis hair, and deeper linea than those
of time marked bis face.

“1 am going to die,” he asid at laat, quite
calmiy. “1 have really eacaped thia time.”

“ Oh.wraiitfor the doc'tor’s opinién,” 1 anaiviPcd,
cheerfully.

“ You will see.
am glad.”

lie was right. The doctor said at once that he
would not live till night. He forced the truth
from the suave man of medicine, and smiled.

“ It ia the beat newa | have had for ten years,”
he said, looking at me. “ Man, you wonder. But
if you had been bnried aiive for yeara you'd be
glad to die out and out.”

| was once more alone with bim when he asid
that, and | felt an awlul pity for the poor crea-
ture, so—

I am right,” he said, “ and |

“ Usd from Life's hlstorv,
Glad to Deavb’s my”ury—
Olsd tobebarled

Anywhere, aoywbere
Oui ol the World."
“ If there ia any one to whom you wish to aend
alastmessage--—- 71 aaid.

“ Yes, there ia aome one,” he cried, with sud-
den strength. “ TellHiram Maaters that 1 have
gone to tell my atory to the Judge of the living
andthedead.”

The worda atruck me like a blow. A coid sweat
broke out on my forehesd. | drevr ont my hand-
kerchief, and the oid olive-green pocketbook fell on
the bed. The man, ernahed and dying aa he waa,
aeemed to recoil in ahsolute terror.

“ What 1 -whosef” he faltercd. "Who are
youF’

“ My fiame ia Noel Grandon," | began.

“ Grandon! Oh! my God!” he groaned.

“ And your father—how 4id he die P’

“ He was fouUv murdered,'’| answered. “ And
now you muat tell me why you ask.”
“ I will, with God’a help,” ho moaned. *“ He

muat have brought you here. But | muat tell it
in few words. You wiil not give me up, now |’'m
going before—a bighercourt? A little water.”

I gave him a dmk, and he began to speak very

feebl

“ ¥0urfather and | were friendo—such frienda
aa boon companiona make. We drank together,
we gambled together, we won-mark you, we
altcapa won together. We had our own ways.
Well, at one place our gaina amounted to twenty
tbouaanddollars; we had broken the bank. There
was a hue-and-ory about cheating. We took our
galos and escapea. We wished to deposit them in
a safe spot till the noiso waa ovar. Your father
thought of Ilirara Mastera. He was president of
abank. We did notdore togo openly. Wewent
at night. He took the money and gave a certili-
cate of deposit We did not trust one another, ao
we eut the paper into bita, and each took half.
The money waa not to be glven till botli halvei
were produced. | happened to bave two new
pocket-booka, which my nephew had given me as
aamplea—he was in the poc'ket-book Ime. | gave
one to your father, and kept one. Weput the
papera in them.”

he man pauaed and choked. | gave him more

ater. L

“ As we went away, in a lonely apot, the devil
took posaession of me. I1wanted all. | tried a
blow first, but he defended himself. Then | took
aknife. But | did not find the pocket-book. Sorae
ona paased, and | was forced to hide mvaelf. So
| committed the erime, bat did not get tne prize.”

“ And then P’ | mutterod.

“ Then, aiter ayear, | wentto Mastera, fo try and

t my half of the money. He isa worae villam

an |I. He denounced me, or threatened. | was
weak. He offered to take care of me. He took
the pocket-book and sent me to the asylura. There,
among gibberiag maniaca, | have lived. Part of
the time 1 was mad.”

“ And if the papers are put together m these
pecket-booka ? * | asked.

“ They make a certificate of deposit for twenty
thoueand,” he answered; “ and it ia youia, if you
are Jamea Grandon’a son. It is a small repara-
tion foi me to make, to give up my abate, which |
bave never bad; but tbat rascal Masters can be
brought np now. If he can be punished, 1 die
happy. 1 have repented my crirae, with tears, for
ten yeara. God must forgive roe. | wish | had
died when | was leamiog my prayers at my moth-
er's knee.” .

The disclosnre overcame me. | felt stifled, and
went to the door for a bresth of fresh aix. Oid
Mastera waa juat paaaing along the road, and |
slipped back, that I might not be s«n. Bnt tbe
lynx eyed oid manwas not tobedeeeived. Stranger
atill, he crossed the road towards «he houae. When
| aaw thia | went back boldly and met him at the
door. | saw that hit whole face was convulsed
with WTSth, but | was ready for him. He did not
aeem able t6 speak.

“ Well, air F' I began to help him along.

“ Blaat your impudence!”” he said, in quite a
hoarse voiee; “ 1 want mv property. If 1 had
my way i’d bave started ont with i poEceman,
thongh 1 didn’t know you were akulking in the
neignborhood.” ) .o

“1t’a well you thought twice before hringing a

liceman,” 1 aaid, “ or he might have had more

aincat than be expected.”

The oid fellow grew blasphemout.

“ My pocket-bouk, yon aneak-thief I’ he cried.
“and that other thing, blaat me, the whst's-its-
name. Oh ! my daughter owned up.”

“Then she told yousha lent me the pilmm
bottle! Aa for the pocket-book, it does notlelong

.to you.”
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HU face twitched. “ What—what?”

He could not aay more.

“ 1 know what i am lalkiug about,” I answered
coolly, “ because the real owner of Ihe pocket-book
is lying here at the point of death, and he has
told me bis atory?”

“ His story, eh F A lunatic'a atory!
not make much of that,” he faltered.

“ We’Usee. Remeiuberthat | have the other
pocket-book, and between them we raay make a
certificate ot deposit for twenty thousanil dollars.”

The man's courage left bim then.

He saw the game was np.

"la poor Neiil in there?” he aaid, his face
quite white. “ Dying, did yon aay ?”

“ Dying, because he tned to escape from
the living death to which you hadeonsignedhim,”
| answered.

“1’d—'d better not see him, | think------ ”

“| thinkyou'd better not.”

“ We can anar.ge thia, Noel,”” he went on in a
Cringing tone that | hated more than his tyran-
nical one; “no need to let it get ont of the
family; the money’a all right; you cau have it.
i 've uaed it, it'a true, but I ’ve pleuty to payup.”

“ And Nelly,” | aaked. “1 care more for tier
than for Ihe money.”

“ Yon aball have her,” he answered, looking aa
if he had swallowed a very bitler pilL “ She,
poor little girl, it would break her beart if this
got out.”

“ 1t shall not, if yon keep the conditiona,”’
| said.

And then | went into the poor man, who had
fallen into an uneasy alumber.

He did not wake from it, but slipped quietly
away from the trouhles and the crimes that bad
embittered hia life.

1 shuddered as | looked at him, and remembered
how be liad stnick down hia friend in coid blood,
and aenthim allnnprepared beféte hia Maker. ii*
bad time given bim at least torepeat, What a
myatery it all was!

Oid Mastera had forgotten the pilgrim bottle
altor all, and 1 had the courage to go to tbe house
to retum it.

Im eta verydilferent leception from the laat;
80 1 grew bold enough to preas my auit fora very
early day.

“1'wenty thousand ia a small fortune,” | asid,
“but under i/n circumitaneei®*— "’

“ Yea; under the circumstances I” aaid old Mas-
tera, gnaahing bia teeth; and I felt that | ahould
nevar love my fatber-in-law.

Nelly made a few objectiona wben | told her
my dream of keeping Chriatmas in our own house.

“ Only four weekt I” she exclaimed.

“ But money will doit, and we will be at home.
Oh | what unuttorable joy to me, aftor Mra.
Sproule'a lodgings.”

“| euppoee it isn’t very nice," aaid my dariing,
neetling up to me.

“ Oh, iva charming T’ | aaid, laugbing; “ fur-
nished in stricUy Eastjake style. No bentwood."
And then 1 told her of the pretty little cottage in
the honeyauckles, and ahe conaented.

Whbat a Chratmaa day i( waa, to be sural
Never did the solemn yet joyoua church-bella uaher
in greater joy and peace to two hearts than to
ours, as we looked about our home, decked in holly
and evergreen, and furniabed according to mji
ideas of correct decoration.

Nelly fliuing around in her palé blue merino;
with hoUy-berries in her haii, waa quito eorrect
art also in my opinion.

We did not c.ire that the atorra fell without.
Indeed, when Nelly peered through the window,
and announced that the alcet wasdrivingl'kemad,
and that papa would never venture outsuca a day,
| felt I only needed that to complete my felicicy.

And Nelly baa enshrined the pilgrim bottle aa
one of our household goda, for abe sap, ” If you
hadn’t broken yours, you poor boy, you’d never
have walked out that stormy night, and 1 ahould
never ;liave offered you ours, and you would not
have seen thepocket-Wok.and youwould not bave
had tbe quariel with papa, and gone out early in
the morning and met the man who told you the
atory_ " and ao on, like the House that Jack
Built.

You'll

A Chiistmas Cream.

D xab, dainty little mias '—she has dropped off
into alumber, and ber dreams are peopled with fan-
tastic sbapes from £1f and Fairyland. Christmasia
at band, glowing with mirth and happineas and
joT. There shall be no atint to plum-pudding and
miRCe-pie, to applea, to oranges, and preservad
fruits. These tricksome elves are wantonly aport-
ing with ber fears. One spider-legged little fellow
makes a footbaUof tbe precious plum-pudding;
another mocks ber with a minee-pie balaneed on
bis ontlandish bead. A ihird offera ber an empty
giass, tbe wine being spilled from a decantor in |
ahower-bath over a whito-faced urchin, directly
overhead. Two eires toara bonbon apart; an-
other conple amuse themsclves with the nut-
crackers, one of thembeing squeezed with itevise-
like grip. What frolics are ljeing played around the
preserved ginger jar, and how merry is that long-
nosed urchin at her feet, who balancea .an orange
with the skill of an acrobat! Sweet little princess,
dreamon until you are awakened,as was thealeep-
ing beauty in the wood—by a kiss 1

OASTLES IN VALES.

T hb border barons of Norman blood, who took
poesetsion of thia region forcibly when Wiiliara
the Conqueror became King of England, were com-
pelled to hem in the Welsh people by a ehain of
tremendoua militaiy castlea. Thbeae atructure*
were not enough for the Norman lords marchera;
in aome cases mey uaed the tito of the Saxon for-
tress to build their atone castlea on, but the site
was all that had valué to them. In order to keep
what they had forcibly aeized, they must intrencn
themselves in strongholds, defying tbe most torrifio
sieges, and which, furtbermore, mnst be large
enough to hold their families and retainers, as weU
as the.r warriors in enormous numbers, Henee
the prodigious strength and extent of tbe bordet
caatM, wboee ruins now make the country pktui-
, caque.
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The Story of a Pilgrim Bottlo.

By HELEN W. PIEESON,

AriHOB OF “W ho Bueaks, Pays,” E tc, Etc.

to haré no notion of what the puhlic require.
Now, ia that yonr idea of a pleaaant design for
wall-paper, sir F 'This thing, which looks like
the half of a scarecrow, what do you cali that, sir?”
That's the split-eagla pattem,*' I answered, in a crest-
fallen tone.

“ Split eagles 1 And who the deuce wants to see a bundred
~a thoueand—no,bundredt of thousands of split eagles on
his walls ? IVhy, sir, it wonld be a sort of delirium tremens
lo a fellow. Kot that any one would recognize a likeneaa
to our noble national bird in these things—tbey are more
like skeletons of starred chickens. 1'm sorry to disappoint,
but we don’t likc your style. Nuw, hcre is sometbing like
a wall-paper.”

And tfie wretch beid up a rery lirely design indeed: a
garden trellis, with motning-glorrvino running all orer it,
and pink and white blossoms everywhere.

“ There, you see; Nature itselfl Makes a perfect bower
of a room. If yon could do anything in that way------ ”

“ But decoratire art should not copy Nature," | said, rery
firmJy, tbough there waa a strange cnaking in my tbroat.
“1t should typify,not imitate."

The fellow imiled, as though compassionating my ignor-
auce.

“All right, sir. | know what my customers jike, and
what will aell.  Good-morniag.”’

| bowed in a dlapirited way, and went out. It was a

dtsar Norember day, and a fine, mist-like rain wai falling.
1 had eaten a peuny roll for biwakfast, aud | was prorided
with the requisite amount for the same ampie repast for
dinner or supper. | was a young man, with plenty of energy,
but | belonged to the great amy of the unemployed, 1
was artistic in my tastes, and bad adranced ideas on tbe
snbject. 1 was an aitist ot the futuro, and therefore at
iresent could find notbing to do. | waa just starting in
ife, but could not get the chance to start, 1 bad wonder-
ful ambitiona. | saw Fame'a miity ladder rising before me,
its summit cloud.capped, but | coulii not find a place for
my feet, eren on the first round. | wdVed gloomily to my
lodgiags, but made a ilight detour tbat I mjgbt look once
more in a ceitain window, to which | had made many pil-
grimagea of late. 1 had stood there sometimes a balf-hour
at a time, studying a certain Limoges pilgrim bottle. |
had rashly spent my last money io buying one of the same
ebape, io the bopethat I might succeed in makiog a good
imitation and sell it luckily.

Tbe clonded blue background baffled me; the strange
tawny tints of an inexplicable flower were bard to caten;
the heaped.up color, as if it bsd been thrown on in lampa;
tbe long, straggling sfem, tbe half.fided leares—all tbese
made a aifficult task.

After making another stady of it | went on towards
the gnarter whece | lired. The mist bad tumed into a de*
cided rain, and it was nearly dark, sltbough not yet flre
o’clock. In the narrow Street where stood the dingy bonse
in which | made my borne the lampe were already lighted,
and showed the dirty, glistening walks and squalid aurround-
ingi. But | bnrried to the shelter, miserable as it was,
(or a cbhill, not whoUy from the weather, seemed to fieeze

NO .sit; we can’t make any useof them. You scem
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my blood. I[eart-sick ab | i*»s, | went first to tlia win-
dow to examlDe luy pilgrim bottle. Ii that aolU, my-
prospectB would brighton. | could not aeo the outline of it
Btanding tbere, so 1 groped about for a match. llorroi!
it «as sot there!

Ono glauco at the floor showcd me the fragmeats. My
last hopo wae ehattered. | eat down and eoTered my face
with my hands. | muit own to some unmauly teare. |
had no money to buy again, to experiment any more. |
had no friends from «hom | could borrow, for the peor
haré so few frienda, and | bad aeeu how eoon a man’a
friendly amile froze orer «hen the idea of borrowing was
introduced. | was bicle, faint, hungry. There lay my
Work, ruined !

And the tints were so good ; a little brighter, perhaps,
but a snccess.

| lat for a few moments paralyzed, and then | called Mrs.
Sproule, my landlady—dcferentially, of course, becauso |
owed her rent. Besides, she was stout, and resented coming
up-staira.

“ Look at that,'” | said, with contained wrath.
know how it happeued ?"

“Lon, DOW how shouldl f” she aniwered, indifietcntly.
“ Likely it's that Lucindy, drat hec; she's allers a-droppin’
somethin; oc the cat.”

“If Lucinda did it, she must pay fot it!” | eiclaimed,
leriring somewhat at the idea of getting damages out
of aoroe oue.

" llore libe the cat, eince yon set it in the windy,”
answered Mrs. Sproule; ” an’talkin' of pay, Mr. Glandon,
it would come werry conwenient like if you'd eettie up.”

“1’'m sorry,” | answered, “but just uow it is impos.
eible. Neit week, perbaps*—"’

“ Oh, come uow,* faid Mrs. Sproule, wotking berself
np inlowrath, “ | cau’t stand tbis lort o' work uow, | can’t.
Irties as can’t pay must go. That’s the ticket. Come
now!”

“1'tb giren yon an answer," | said.

“ But not the money," she answered sharply. “ igh!
I're no patience with ye's. An able-bodied young fellow
a’“pongin‘on a poorwidder! Go to work! a-wastin’ of
yer time daubudi up crockecy, an’ hidjui daubs too, yon
make. Aa 1 wae sayin’to Lucindy,Woterer i thetbing
iike? Nothin’ in tEe ’evings abore ot in the earth be-
neath!” Bemember, now, young man! my money in two
dsye or goitib I”

And then she was kind enough to leare me alone, and 1
heaed the dock strike aix. | took out my pocket-book and
mcrutinized it carefully. 1 squeezed it, in hopee a lucky
dime had lodged somewhere. Then | looked through the
rickety cheit of draweis fot sometbhing to seU or pawn.
They were, alas | almostemptied already.

One by one | picked up tbe lew articles lying there, and
dropped them again with a sort of groan. It was no
use. Fate was too bard for me. Hcre was an oid pocket
book that had been taken from my faiher's pocket when
he -was found dead, murdered, and thrown into a diteb.
My fatber, it must be confessed, was a mauvaia tujel, and
1 fiad noreason to moumbis demise. | was no more alune
afterward tban beféte; yet I conld not forect the shock
of it. 1 was oniy a boy of flfteen at tbhe time, and
it seemed to open oefore me terrible rietas of crime, Mar*
dered! | was haunted for days by tbe fearful scene called
up by a vivid iroagination. Tfie stealthystab with u sharp,
gfittering knife—the groan—the fall j

(Fer contiRxaSfon. au po " 20S.
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