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The Shamroch,

DUBLIN, SATURDAY, MAY 1, 1875.

RE-APPEARANCE OF MICK M'QUAID,

Ar the earnest solicitation of numerous readers of the Smamrock,
Captain Wi LySax has been induced to present the redoubtahle
Mick M‘Quaid in an entirely new and original character. Having
made g0 distinguished a figure in the world of politics, of law, of
logic, and divinity, what more natural that now, when his hot
youth has nearly passed, he should set about making provision for
that time when competence becomes not only desirable, but neces-

sary. Aocordingly; our next acquaintance with our hero will be as
a financier,

MICK M‘QUAID, SPECULATOR,

will advance from small beginnings in the world of finance to a very
exalted position, and we can promise our readers that his humour
shall be as racy and his adventores a3 exoiting as when be last ap-
peared before them. The first chapter of

MICK M'QUAID, SPECULATOR,
appears on
THIS DAY (SATURDAY, lsr MAY, 18735),

and we trust that he will still further extend the oircle of
his already extensive acquaintance, for as the Propristor of the
SHAMROCK spares no expense to cater for the amusement of his
readers, he trusts that they shall, in return, endeavonr to extend ita

circulation as much as possible, in order that his increased outlay
may be remunerative.

‘“ Mrcx M ‘Quar, SPECULATOR,” will be illustrated by appropriate
Engravings,

In addition to “Mick M‘QuUAID” another original 8erial Story is
commenced, entitled—

THE CHAIN OF DESTINY,

By A. SroxEr, Esq.
We also give

A PAGE OF ORIGINAL MUSIC,

Specially Arranged for the Smamrock by T, J, Jackson, Faq.,
Musical Director of the Gaiety Theatre, With the following com-
plete Tales, Poems, &c, :—

The May Charm. A Summer Idyl, By Tiria (Illustrated),
Tom Kearzey’s Visgit to the Lower Regions,

A Remarkable Dream.

‘*Them Grasshoppers,”

Random Sketches—No. II. : The Poor-law Guardian,

The Legend of the Black Friar.

Irish Gallantry.

Genealogy of Irish Names, Cookery Lessons, Diamond Dust, Con-
versazione, &e., &c,

Agents are requested to order early to ensure their receiving their
tull supply

THE MAY CHARM.

A Stuuzr Ipyi.
BY TIRIA,

Wit blush like that of morning
When coldly through the grey

She e{u young fiery Phoebus
Light up the risen day,

Hied Laura to tho arbour
Beyond the orchard gato,

To learn by elves' enchantment
The secret of her fate.

To seok that one revealing
By mystic fairy lore

That gilds or gloums to maiden
Her life, her evermore,

If he or scorned or prizsd her,
The youth whose glances bright
d set her hoart throbbing
With all of love's delight.

For thou?hhia voice like music
Fell softly as he s ke,
To her no words of oving
His ilaintive accents broke.
Though with her ho danced only
Her hand hene’er had rest,
Though sad sighs rack’d his bosom
Their scource he ne'er confest.

Aud 80 the maid half fearful
The fairy wife had sought,

To learn by elf enchantment
Young Colin’s hidden thought,

If for her were his sighings,

His sudden paling cheuﬁ?

Th% ﬁlow that lit his

! comely face

en’er her name he'd speak,

The beldame heard her story
And took the profferd fee,

“Now an’ yo wi »t, my bonnie maid,
Ye'll listen aye to me :

Go take, while April’s dying,
A buédi.ng hawthorn spray,

And hide it mid some garden flowers
Ere breaks the dawn of May.

¢¢ One tiny sli 1 from it
And let it cfonp:i; cling
Around that taper finger,
_Named of the wedding ring,
o;{xr lolwl;'claltx (;.hetn thrice calli )
ou'll hide the spry, from vi
And if it blooms ailz)mgmin?; viem
He holds his heart, for you,”
Young Laura go ht the hedger,
W!sle the 9ve“tagll calm an b‘;};%t
And the mgxugbug, were silent
In the dying April'sIjght,
And she took & bndding thornlet
And she stripp'd a shivo o wegy
Then hid it in a garden vagq ’
While naming thrige her dear,
O blisaful was her dreamip,
That night upon her beq 5
O radiant broke the morrow
a glory o’er her head ;
And the linnets troll’d thejr Wwo
As she blithely stole away
Out to the shadowy arbour
To read the Charm of May,
The May-day sun was shining,
The May-day skies were blue,
The May flowers pesp’d in gladness
With many a rainbow’d hue,
But rival'd she the splendour
Of flowers, and sun, and akieg—
Ah, who could heed their beauty
That looked in Laura’s eyes ?

0d-noteg
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o ' ‘TN From the time whea I lay sick in aallege when Mra. Trovor ap-
THE CHAIN OF D:STINY. pearcd to my fover-dimmed oyes like an_angel of meray, I felt

Ix Four Parts, mysell growing in their hearts. Who can imagiue my gratitude to

BY A. STORER, ESQ. the lady who, mcrely bocause shs heard of my sickness and desola-

tion from a college friend, came and nursed me pight and day till
the fever loft mo.” When I was sufficient! strong to be moved she
L—A WarxnixG, had me brought away to.the ‘country, w ro good air, care, acd
T T was 5o late in the evening when I arrived at Scarp that itention soun'mado wie stronger than ever. From that timo I be-

ARK ey : ok -} came:g. oongtant visitorat'the Trovor's house; and as month after
} :y i hﬁfm‘,’,ﬁ l;ﬁeheo&[:’o:::?xatof m‘;?:;n e::]?i:fi“:ng 'mdﬁﬂaﬁ”ggﬁe» ed by I {51t that I was growing in. thoir affootions.  For
MM e dim tmilicht 36 was & very shoialy aditig ik, .-Sﬁg,: { four m&m I spont my long vacation in their house, aud each year
& [-F greaf :;0, buﬁt (;f white stox:ey‘ m{nIM:‘::l;:’rcg 1 ?Oulq;. Mr.Eevor‘s s)nio Of‘t)h‘ﬂ hzwd grow heartier, and his
228, bowever, I could ‘obssrvo.its in terii ‘,lb“ ooy gyt ﬁuii'g. x:(f):’: me:;: ﬁymgmls;d—for 50 she always ssluted mo—grow
closely, sf:re: ‘:::f: ;Yoggeg.m "Rrgega‘{ln w%:ﬁx%aﬁ;ﬁ t{ox " “Theirliking for me had now grdwna’o much that in their heart of
ze Pa?d%pened onlgto a staircase of darkioak 'so wide aud ‘so | 1eArts—and it wasa sanctum common to them both—they secretly
generous i its slope that a carriage might almast ‘have been driven {:,';d :ﬁg:: ‘d::?;tionTl:gut}a?el EP; . 'gﬁg:.;ﬁem:?{g? gl): iy e ‘!lig"g‘é
OF $he atuboouae, Bancllod itk ik Haoiop s walle Hke $hoe | - 2ihle had fmevensed with Dl ooosh oy e of bis youthy asd b
of the staircase, panelled with oak blackfrom age. This sombre own beart I was ashamed to coﬁ;"wh v I loved them bothehow I
material Wou}gtgavedx_x;gd'e ‘tll:e %:c;’ns:h intengely gloomy but-!o‘tuthii worihipped Mra, Travor as I ldo::; tgnwmot‘!)z‘::- e | M-—hol_ost .
enormous Width-aud height of both rooms and passages, - ol I, L ks ! er whom I. had lost &
was, the effect was & homely combination of size an A warith, :.yonng,i;l?zl w'{mzeveyes shone sometimes oven then- upon ‘me, liko
il weg;s;t mlde%:[l,xe?l;br?lmms' it ﬁl:o gmil.-.ng‘}l'xd Sb;.‘?; i “I.t"i""“‘nz'gém timorous we are whon ‘our affootions are ‘con-
gi:c?:g;r:?é;lni“eg :vl:e olde st;f:, mﬁl’#s:r‘;:nndé:ﬁ y { corned.’ Merely becauso I had never told her how I loved hor as s
masgive' oak carvings, representing on eachsome scene from Biblicil WOther, bécause she had never told me how sheloved me as. 8 807,
i " at the side of each fireplace:  pai 1 used sometimes to thisk of her with a sort of lurking spspicion
history, and fireidors. It way sltorniog Yose & pair of massive ]y, 'y (LT RS %00 miioh to my imngination. Sometiiss even
?;:fghf‘?: defie?hgég;the 'he‘::: of \tg,m Stg:’i such o“t ;‘{’mﬁf ‘T would try to avoi thinking of her 'altogéihe'r' till my " yearning
Hawthomne, & C e St Syl i -Would grow t0o strong to be repelled, and thea I would. think of
The house had been lately-restored ; but jn effecting thie restora- | 1% m.xg.a.nd silently, and would love her more and more,.. My life
tion comfort had not been forgotten, and afly inodern improvementi} o 29 lonely that 1 alung to her as the only thing1 had to love.
which tended to increaso the homelike sppeatarioe of the rooms | Of COWse I loved her hushand, too, but I mever ¢ ought about him
had been added. The old diamond‘pandsi‘ nts, which had | 12 ¥ho sams way'; for men aro féss’ demanstrative about their affec:
remained probably from the -Elizsbethan ag lace_.to | tions to each other, and even_ackuowledge them to themselves less.
more useful plate glass; and, in like manner, m o | 2Mrxs. Trevor was an excellent hostem.  She always let hor gucsts

. 0% B . T W - s
had taken place. But 80 judiciously had everg .| 299 that they wero welcome, and, tnless in the case of casual: visi-
thi, ; th theolds b ‘toed, that thoy spers expeoted. i

that nothing of the new clashed with the

b ! eoted. as may bo’imagined,. very

all the parts scemed complete, - -popular with all glasses ;'but what is more raki, gho 'wag. equally

I thought it no wonder that Mrs. Trevor popalar .with. bofh sexes.  To Be popular with her own-sex is the

Scarp the first time she had scen it, . Mrgi Tre o | couchstone of swoman’s worth. To the houses of the peasantry she

was tantamount to_her husband’s buying it,. :| came; thoy saidy likean angal, aud ‘brought comfort: wherever she
that he could get almbet anything money fgx

7| oamel," S Knsw 3k mroper way 10 dot Soch s oLt e

b alm y ; materially, but never oft
himself a man of good taste; but still be o his |7 g pedpleall :ﬁz:l Sy

I L < her. ended their fesliggain so doing.
mzigas;eﬁmafu?ﬁﬂ? ;'f t!exo?c: i@, ﬁ?{fvm' My ouriosity had been ar. . sod 'tothe sortoiphca Scarp was;
hEd, without exception; the best taste of any ove'wiom T ever kmff | f‘;;; lf.gi‘dizr to give:me a'surprise, they would not tbn‘;mo"quthipg
and, strange to say, her taste was not confined to anybranchiof art, ;mged‘f;f;::fi thas ot walt and ju dgo it for myself. -1 be
She did niot write, or paint, or sing ; but still herfjudgment in writ- When T entoted thy ball o expoctation and curiosity: i
ing, painting; or:music; was unquestioned by her frignds. It seemed and kissed mo on the forstiead sl .‘.'9131!9.1‘ came: qub’*to .welmmfgl_’_? ¢
as if nature'iad ‘denied to her the power of executionin any separate the old servants sam: hud,h v, after her mﬁmm@-, . Several 0
branch of art, in’¢rder to. make her perfect in hér ton of | ¢ %M oater F -Game near; smiling and bowing, and wishing welcome
what Was beautiful and true in'all. ~ She. was perfedtin¥hs art of aster Frank,

23

25 ¢ Ma. ank. "I ‘shook hands withseveral of them, whilst
harmonising—the art of every-day life. Her'busband used Loasy, wit fhi“g:“:mﬂklooked with & pleased emile, - iy ’ e
a far-fetched joke, that her star must have been in the House of Litfray {410 0 W7 s vy k) g&lﬂmﬂ, Wwhere a-table wi Jaid out- with
b;cause everything which shs said and did. ghowed such a nicety.{: s 10r & comfortable supper, Mri, Trevor id to i
of balan ;

o odfyg:ln, Fra.nll:.' . Vl_‘V{q'hig'e;nd,' 70
alone with us'for a fow daya';.aud yon
this' eveaing, for. Charley’is gone fo &

Mr. and Mrs. ‘Trevor were the most model: 6 I ever knew— | P
$hoy really seemed ‘not twain, but one. | They appéared to have | Tik De 40 ne Wik
adopted something of the French idea of nman :and-wife<-that they grwghm sty esenolm,™ e S
should not bo tho lss like friculs because they werolinked togather | o 2. ¢ o 1or HikE F4is'glad that thero was 10 dne clso.a¢ Soarp, for
by indissoluble: bonds—that they should shate their' pleastses as | & ath v_vould..x'qther be with her and her husband than any one ‘else
well as their sorrows. - The former outbalanced the latter, for both | 12 ¥ ; world, ¢ She smiled as she said : LT i
husband and ‘wife were of that happy temiperament which can take lff:k’tl gny ome else said that, I would put it down: as a mere
pleasure from everything, and find consolationn even in $he chasten. °°$%0 b?anal, ut I know you alway 5 speak the truth. It isall very
ing rod of affliction. . . :; e f;)ne with an old couple like Charley and me for two or
till, through their web of peaceful happineéss ran a thread of care, the taten ut ‘f‘“t you wait till Thursday, and you will look on
One that cropped up fn sera\;g; plaﬁ%sl,aggn dha%peared again, but | “"%, W-h‘;_v;]?‘fgm qﬁ: b quite wasted.” " S
i iet tone over: the whole fabric—they, - ild, R ‘
whioh 1efo & quich Some gver; the whole fabrio—they, had 00 ohild. |« Booduge, Fisnl thote iy s girl couing o
e

“They had their share \ofeorrovtr,io wWhen time was ripe ~ | with whom I intend you to‘fall in- love.”
The still affection of the heart becams.an: outward breathing type, | : {‘anawered: J°°°l°1§ o T e g
That into stillness passed again,. : B SR . ; : Oh, thank you, “Trevor; very much for your kind inten-
But left a want unknown before,” . 71, v S f‘(‘)’ﬁ’;;,‘;‘;”;‘;gp{’::d‘°'; moment that they should igix‘hpmoziume.
Tliere s fon}lefthing silgxiplia a“%z hgzli_n t'!éeir ’pz{;,ient 1:l;lr.uluram’:e ‘schemes o’ mice an’ ;‘encff“Etﬁ JShe pond'a”brink. “Tho best 1aid
of their lonely life—for Jonely a liousé'mnet evér be without chil-| - ** Frank, don' be silly. " T do not.want to mike you fall'in Tc
dren to those who love truly.’ Theirs was not the eager dissppointed | against your inclinations Bk I b.von Yo “Hh Jove
longing of those whoss unitr *-_lidd‘fiirgved»g:gi%sz; i was the wiLr T aslination Jub: I hope ‘and, 1 belipve that, you
siinple, patient, hiopeless resignation of those w acommon | -  Well, I'm sure I hope.you won’t bs' disappointed : 3
sorcow draws then more losely Sogother that many oommon Jovs. | yot hased a poreesspmeiols J0U L i ot oxpertones a o, L aever
1 myself could note the warmth of thmrhoart;-qn:i'thexr strong phi. J when I came to kn, ' o8

orwl o ¢ 10w him or her.”
loprogenitive feeling in thely mante towhtds me, “ Fronk, did I praiso aay ons "

stay with me then,
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« Well, I am vain enough to think that your saying that you knew
1 wonld fall in love with her was a sort of indirect praise.”

“Dear, mo, Frank, how modest you have grown. A sort of
indireot praise I~ Your humility is quite touching,” .

“ M:’y 1 ask who tho Iady is, as I am suppossd to be au interested

“1.do not know that I ought to tell you on accountof your having
expressed any doubbt as to hier merits, . Besides, 1 might woaken tho
effect of theintroduction, 1f I stimulate your ouriosity it will be a.
point in my- favour.” : -

“0Oh, very well ;- I suppozo I must ouly wais 1’

“Ah, well, Frank, I will tell you. It is not fair to keep you
waiting.” She isa Miss. Fothering.”

“Foiberiug? Fothering? I think I know that name. - I remem-

r hearing it -somewhore, & long time ago, if I do not mistake,
Where does she come from ¥’ ’ : ]

“Har father is a clergyman in Norfolk, but he belongs to the
Warwickshire family. I mut her at Winthrop, 8ir Harry Blount’s
place, a few months ago, and took a great liking for her,-which she
returned, and so we beeamo fast friends, - I mado her promise to pay
me & visit-this sammer, so she and her sister aro coming here'on
Thareday to stay for some time.™

‘“ And, msy 1 be bold cuough to

“ You. may iaquire if you like,
answer, I shall not try to desoribe her.
for yonrself.” : )
tal‘l. Wai't,’.’:aaid 1, *three wholodays¢ How can I do that? Do,

m‘.l eiee >, . . - .

She remained firm to her determination. Y tried scveral times in
the courae of ‘the cvening to find ont something more about Miss
Pothering, for my ouriosity was roussd ; but all the snswor I could
881';3;1 the subject was--** Wait, Frank; wait, and judge for your:
self,” .. : . . v .

When I was bidding lor good night, Mrs, Trevor said to me—

*“By-the-bye, Fraok, you will have to-give u{{ the room which
you will slesp in to-night, after to-morrow. I will have sucha full
house that 1 cannot let yop have a doubled-bedded room all to your-
self; 80 I will give that room to the Miss Fotheriugs, and anove you
upto the ucons float..-' I just want you to sco the room, as it has a
romantic look about it, sud has 111 the old furniture that was in
lt"whcn we camohere, There are soveral pictures in it worth looking
at.” . .

98
k4

inquire what she is like
ﬂ'nnk ; but you won't gel an
You must wait and judge

My bedroom was a large chamber—immense for a bedroom—with
w0 windows opening level with the floor, like those of the parlours
and drawi ms. Tho furniture was. old-fashioned, but not old
enough to be curious, aud on the wallx huug many pictures—
Portraite-~the House was full of portraits—aud landsoapes. I just
glanced at those, intcnding $o-examine them ia the'morning, and
went to bed. .Lhero was a firo in the room, and I lsy awake for
gome time looking dteamily at the shadows of the furaiturs flitting
over the walls' and. geiling as thé flames of the tird:ledpéd aad
foll, and the rod embers dropped whitening on tho hearth. 1 thied to
Z1ve the rein to. my thoughts, but they ke A e dn
8ubject—the mysterious Miss Fothering,. with whom I was-to fall'in.
love, " T was sure that I had heard her name somewlere; and'l had
at tilnes Jazy recollections of a-child’s face;” Atsnch times I-would
start awake from my growing drowsiness, but befcr I.could collect
my scattered thoughts the ides had eluded me; Icould remember’
Beither when nor where I hiad heard the iame; nor could I recall-even

¢ expreasion of the child’s face. - It must have been long, long ago,
When was young, - ' When I was ,young-m‘ﬁ mother-was alive.:” My
Wother--mothér—mother: .. I found wnyself half awakening, and re:
Deating the word Gverand over again. . At last T-foll uleeefm oy

1 thonght that I’ awoke' suddenly to that peouliar feslis g which
We sometitnes hava .on starting fromil_éef,!sa‘ if sonie one had been
§ agin the room, and the voica is still echoing through it SHIY
Was quite silent, and the fira had .goneout - I looked out of the
Window that lay straight bpposite - the-foot.of the'béd, aid observed
o light outaide, which gradually, grew brighter Sill the room was al-

most aslight ad by day. * The window. looked like & -piokure in the
framonorh-oramed by dhio oo et o oot af (it aad the
Massive pillars shroadediin cdrtains whic vted it. . . .

’ 11 it .
With the hew acqession of light'I” logked round the room, but |
Bothing was changed. " All Was as before, except that, some. of. the.
Sbjeots of farniture and ornament were sho
hitherts, -

wn. in stronger relief thau.

my miad a vision of Shakespsare’s Beatrice, and once I thought of
Beatrice Cenci, Bub this was probably caused by the association of
ideas suggested by the simiiarity of names,

The light in the room continued to grow even brighter, so I looked
sgain out of the window to seek ita source, and saw there a lovely
sight. It seemed as if there were grouped withont the window
three lovely children, who seemed to float in mid-air. The light
seemed to spring from a point far behind them, and by their side
was something dark and shadowy, which served to sefi off their

The cbildren seemed to be smiling in upon something in the room,
and, following their glances, [ saw that their eyes rested npon-the
other bed. There, strange to say, the head which I had lately seen
in the picture rested upon the pillow. I locked at the wall, but’the
irame was empty, the picture was gone. Then I looked at the bed
again, and saw the young girl aslcep, with the expression of her
faco constantly changing, as though she wers 3 .

As ] was observing ber, a sudden look of terror spread over her
facs, and sbe sat up like a sleep-waiker, with her eyes wide opén,
‘staring out of the window. .- - R L I

Agsin turning to-the window; my gaze became fixed, for ‘a- great
and weird change had taken place.. The figures were still there,
but their features aud expressions bad become woefully “different.
Instead of the ha.gpy innocent look "of childhood was one of
malignity. With the change the children had grown old, and now
three hags, decrepit-and déformed, like typical witches, were before

But a thousand times worse than this transformation was the
change in the dark mags that was near them. “From a cloud, misty
and nndefined, ‘it became a sort of shadow with a form. This
gradually, as T looked, grew darker and Jaller, till at length:it made
me shudder. -There stood: before me the phantom of the Fiend.

There was a long period of dead silence, in which I cauld hear the
beativg of my heart; ‘but at length the phsniom apoke to the
oshers. His words seemed to issue from his ers Trechanically, and
without expression—*¢ To-morrow, and to-morrow, and fo-morrow.
The fairest and the best.” He looked so awful ‘that the question
srose in my tnind--“‘ Would I dare to face him without the window

—would any'oné dare 10 'go amongst those fiends*” A harsh,
strident, diabolical :laugh from without seemed {6 answer my un-
asked yuestion in the negative.. -~ - o P

But as well as the Iaugh I heard: another sound—the tones of a
sweet sad voice in despair coming across the room. L
- ¢ Oh, alone; alonse ! 'is there no human {ning neir me? No hepe—
no‘hope. 1l'shall gomad—ordie” -~ .~ * . 7

- The last words:were spoken with' a gasp. o T
-~ I'tried to jump out of bed, but could not stir, my’ limbs were
bound inaleep. The young girl's head fell suddenly back upon. the
pillow,.and:$hé limp-hanging jaw and’wide-open, purposeléss’ mouth
spoke.but $00 plainly of what had happened. . LT
“.Again I'heard from withont the fierce, diabolical laughter, which
swelled lounder ‘and -louder, till at last it grow so strong that in
very horror I shook aside my sleep and sat up in bed. "I listened
 aod heard a knocking at the door, but in another moment I became
more awake, and knew that the sound come from the hall, . It was,
no doabt, Mr. Trevor returning from his party.- =~ = = =
. . The "hall-door was opéned and shut, and then came a subdued
gound of ‘tramping and voices, 'but -this soon. died ‘away, and there
:was silence throughout thehouse, ~  * °° o 00T

Ilay awake for long thinking, and'looking across the room ab ‘the
:picture and at the empty bed; for the moon now shone. brightly,
.and ‘the night was regdered still brighter by oc¢cassional flashes of
-suwamier ‘ hightning. At -times the silenge was broken by an owl

jaoreeching ontaide: = - e e pih e o
ry mudh treubled by.what I

i As I lay awake, pondering, I was

hadiseen; but at length, Euttmg sevéral things together, I came to
the conclusion thiat T had had: s dream of ".k_iifd%l.ﬁ* mighi
o ik This lightuing, : :

expectec ing, the knocking ‘af_ the, ]
‘soreechiing of ‘the ‘owl, thé" smpty o facy

‘when grouped together, sipplied’
wision; The rest was, of courss;
‘the:natural - consequence’ of the’ £o {
aoting with each other'in the mind. ™ '~ " ‘ LU
N ¢ 5 tup and looked out of ‘the window, but saw ndﬂﬁl:g but, the

belt of moonlight glittering on_ thé bosom of the lake, which

extended miles and miles-away, till its farther shorg in, the
‘night hazs, and"the"gresn” award, dotted with, shrubs.and tall
grasses; which lay bétween the lake: e

” The -vision had-utteily faded.. How:
suppose;”I should call it-—was' very powerful,

till tho sunlipht. was stredining broadly in at'the wi
Toll into-wdoze,

ST

. ‘Ainongsttliese, thosemostin ralief wera the other bed, whioch-
¥as placed gﬁg $hé ‘room, ,'aﬁ‘btd"iﬁ_‘c‘hix?\t&%kﬁ@gdfoh-we
vall 6" foob, - An‘the " bed "was mersly -the . counterpart:
of the one in which I l.ig'x!!}x._t‘é!! on beoame fixed on the pioture.
T'obgerved it closely aud with- gréat ‘intereat. It seemed 5&, and’
:‘u the 'port.r:.it-.:if:tgo young Ai‘;l’ wh?”ﬁ;‘g; ﬁ: ufh "kindly. and.

erTyy:hore lgn' is.0f thought and a.capacity for desp fesling—almbost.
for passion. bwuoemomahs&oflmbd‘tﬁt;:itg allod up:before’

{ro B8 coNTINUED )
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THE CHAIN 0F DESTINY.

Iy Fotn Pamts,
BY A. STOKER, ESQ.

II.—Mote LiNEs.

) ATE in the morning 1 was awakened by Parks, Mr.
Trevor’s man, who always used to attend on me wheri
I visited my friends. He brought me hot water and
the local news ; and, chatting with him, I forgot for a
“x time my alarm of thenight, . .

Parks was staid and elderly, and a type of a ¢lass now rapidly
disappearing—the class of old family servants who are as proud of
their hereditary loyalty to their masters, as those masters are of
name aad rapk. Like all old servants he had a great loving for all
rorts of traditions. He believed them, and feared them, and had
the most profound reverence for anything which had a story.

Iasked himif he knew anything of the legendary history of Scarp.
He answered with an air of doubt and hesitation, as of one carefully
delivering an opinion which was still incomplete.

* Well, you see, Master Frank, that Scsrp is so old that it _must
have any number of legends; but it is so long since it was inhabited
that no one in the village remembers them. The place seems to

have becomein a kind of way forgotten, and died out of people’s
thoughts, and 89 I am very much afraid, sir, that all the genuine
history is lost.”

“ What do you mean by the genuine history ?” [ inquired.

*“Well, sir, [ mean the true tradition, and not the inventions of
the village folk. I heard the sexton tell some stories, but I am quite
sure that they were not true, for I could see, Master Fraunk, that he
did not believe them himself, bat was only trying to frighten us.”

*“ And could yoa not hear of any story thaf appeared to you to be

true
Frank, that

““No, sir, and I tried very hard. You see, Master
there is a sort of club held every week in the tavern dowa in the
village, composed of very respectable men, sir—very respectable
men, indeed—and they asked me to be their chairman, I spoke to
the master about it, and he gave me leave to accept . their proposal
I accepted it as they made a point of it; and -from my position [
have of ‘course a fine opportunity of making inquiries. It was at
the club, sir, that I was, last night, so that 1 was not here to attend
on you, which I hope that you will excuse.”

Parks’s air of mingled pride and condescension, as he made the
announcement; of the club, was very fine, and the effect was
heightened;by the contiding frankness with which he spoke. I asked
him if he could findno clue to any of the legends which must have
existed about such an old place. He answered with a very slight
reluctance— .

¢ Well, -sir, there was one woman in the village who was awfully
old and doting, and.she evidently knew somethiog about Scarp, for
when she heard the name she mumbled out somathing abou: ¢awful
stories,” and ‘times of horror,’ and such like things, but I couldn’t
make her understand what it was I wanted to-know, or keep her up
to the point.” S

‘‘ And have you tried often, Parks? Why do you not try.again 7

‘‘She is dead, sir 1” = .- .

1 had felt inclined to laugh at Parks when he was telling me of the
old woman, The way in which he gloated over the words ‘¢ gwful
stories,” and -*‘times of horror,” was beyond the power.of descrip-
tion ; it should. have. been heard aund seen to have been..properly
appreciated. His voice-became deop and mysterious, and he almost
amacked his lips at the thought of 8o much ‘pabulum for nightmares.
But when he calmly told me' that the woman was dead, asense of
blankness, mingled with awe, came upon  me. Here, the last link
between myself and the ‘mysterious past was broken, never to be
mended. - All the rich stores of -legend and -tradition that had arisen
from strange conjunctures of - circumstances, and from the -belief
and imagination of long lines of. villagers, loyal -to.‘their suzerain
lord, were lost forever. I felt quite sad and disappointed ; and no
attempt was made either by Parks or-myself to continue the con-
versation. Mr. Trevor came presently into' my roem, and having
greefed each other warmly we went togetherto breakfast, - ~ .

Atbreakfast Mrs. Trevorasked me whatIthoughtof thegirl’s portrait
in my bedrcom. We had often had discussious asto characters infaces
for we were both physiognomists, and she_asked -the question_as-if
she were.really curious to hear my. opinion; :I told her that I had
only-seen it for a short time, and so would rather. not.attempt to

ive a: final opinion without a more careful study ; but from what 1

d seen of it "I had been favourably impressed. .

‘“Well, Frank, after breakfast: go and lopk at it again carefully,
and then tell me exactly what you think about it.”

After breakfast I did as directed and returned to the breakiast
room, where Mrs, Trevor was still sitting. )

“‘ Well, Frank, what is yonr opinion—mind, correctly. I wantit
for a particular reason ¥’

I told her what I thought of the girl’s charaoter ; which, if thero
be any truth in physiognomy, must have been a very fine one.

‘‘ Then yon hiko the face?’

I answered—

“ It is a great £iw that wa have none snch no¥-a-days, They
seem to have died ont with Sir Joshna and Greuze. 1f 1 oould meet
such & girl as I believe the.prototype of that portrait to have been
I would never be happy till fmh'a,dfmgde her my wife.”

To my intense astonishment my howteas - jnmped up and clapped
ber hands. Iasked her why eho did it, .amihhe langhed as sbe re-
plied in a mocking tone imitatin My -OWR -¥0ioe—

““ But supposs for :a_moment t%at‘yonr kind intentions should be
frustrated. ' ‘One man may lead s horse to the pond’s brink.’ ‘The
best laid schemes o' -mice. an’ men.!. Eh?” : ¥

* Well,” said I, - * there maybe some point in the observation. I
Eu . th?e must be since you have .mmade it. . But for my part 1

on’t see it,” o !

““Ob, I forgot to tall yon, Frank, that that porteait might have
been painted og,mpmdﬁg.a JOA% Slak-pord nug

L felt & blush stealing over my face. She observed it and tock my
ht::gbftw”nhm” wo sat-down on the sofa, and said ts me

erly— I ) ot :

. Frank, my dear boy, I intend to jest with you no more ou the
subjeot. I have a conviction that you will like Diana, which has
been strengthenad by your admiration for her - rirait, and from
what I know of human nature I am sure that she will like you.
Charley and I both wish to seo you married, and wo would not
think of a wife for you who was not in every way eligible, I have

never in my life met a girl like Di; and if you and she fancy each
other it " will be ‘harley’s pleasure and my own to
enable you to mMarry—ag as means. are ' concorned.

Now, don't speak.  You
much we both love you,

son, and we intend to treat
God ta separate us, There

must  know perfeotly well how
We have always regarded you a3 out
you as our only child when it - pleases
now, think the matter over, after yod
bave seen Diana.  But, mind me, nnless you love each other well and
truly, we would far rather nof see you married. At all events,
whatever may haﬁmn you have our beat wishes and prayers for your
ha'ppmess. God bloss you, Frank, my dear, dear boy.”

There were toars in her eyes as. she spoke. " When the had
finished she leanad over, drew down my head and kissed my fore-
head very, very tenderly, and then got up. softly and left the roon.
1 felt inclined to cry myself. Her words to me were tender
and sensible, and womanly, but I cannot attempt to describo the
infinite tenderness and gentlencss of her voice and manuer.
prayed foy.e %’ébleumg on her in my secret heart, and the éwelling
of my threat'did ot prevent my rayers finding voice, ~There way
have b8br¥ women in thé world lilge Mrs. Trevor, but if there had
been T-had naver met any of them, except herself,

I slept in my new room, and had neither dream nor vision.
a0 a2l ebamd o bving v i oy s
; a oire g 13
night in an old houge, o ovie0 % & strauge dream in my
Atter breakfast next morning, as I was goi .along the -corridor
I saw the door of my.old bedrosm open, a'ngd :egxitgx go havo another
onr_gt_;thafortmt.'  Whilst I was looking at it I began to wonder
0% it could b that it was so like ‘mﬁnlgochering a8, Mrs. Trovor
;‘;ﬁa i waa, - The more I thought, of -this the s o puzzled. me,
h.ﬁ“@iﬁﬂ ly. the dream .came back—the. face in the pioture, &b
the figure in the bed, ‘the phantoms out in" the might, and tho
opimous words—** The faireat and the best.” A, 1 thought of thes?
tﬁmgs all the possibilities. of. the lost ;legends of the old house
thronged so quickly to my mind that I began to. feel g bugzing it
down, o1 hesd bogan to arim, a0, that I Was obligad fo st
o oould:it be pomsible,” I asked mywelf, .* that some o1d curss
hangs over the race that once dwelé ?v?:hm these walls, :n(c’l’%an gho
be of that race? Such things have -been before now
The idea was & terrible one.for. me, for it ‘made t; me g peality
that which I had come to look upon as meraly ‘the dream of g dit’
tempered imagination.. »Ii._t,hq-th%h&hﬂx 00me t6 me in thg dark:
Deas and stillness of the night it wonld hiave been awfy], T e
T was that it had como by daylight, when the sun"'yyor-]
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bnfhﬂy, .sad the air was cheerful with the trilling of the song birds,

and the lively, strident cawiog irom the old rookery.

[ stayed in the room for zome litle ‘time longer, thinking over
the scene, and, asis natural, when I had got over the remoants of my
fear, my ressombegan to question the genuineness—rrai-ssmllance
of the dream. I 'began to look for the internal evidence of the un-
truth to facts; but, after thinking earcstly for some time the only
fact that scemed to me of any importancs was the confirmatory one
of the younger Miss Fothering’s apology. In the dream the
frightencd girl had been alone, and the merefact of #1eo girls coming
ou & visit had sosined a sort of disproof of its truth. Buf, just
as if things wero conspiring to force on the truth of tho droam, oune
of the sisters was not to come, and the other was she who resem-
bled tho portrait whose prototype I had seensleeping in a vision, I
could hardly imagine that I had only dreamt.

L determined to ask Mes. Trevorif she could explin in any way
Miss Fothering's reseiatlanco to the portrait, and so went at once
to sack her.

I found her in the large drawingroom nlone, and, after a few
casual remarks, 1 broached the subject on which I had come to seek
Lir information. She had not said anything further to me about
marrying since our coaversation on the previous day, but when
J mentioned Miss Fothering's name 1 could sce a glad look on her
f:ce which gave mo great pleasure. She mnade nonc of those valgar
¢'mmoaplace remarks which many women find it necessary to make
whcu.talking to a man abous a girl for whom he is supposed to have
an aflection, but by her manner she put me entirely at my ease, as
1satfidgetting on the eofa, pulling purposclessly the woolly tafis of an
aulimacasear, painfully conscious that my cheeks were red, and my
voice slightly forced and unnatural,

She morely said, ¢ Of-course, Frank, I am ready if you waunt
to talk about Miss Fotheriug, or any other subject.” 8he then put
awarker in her book and laid it aside, aud, folding her arms,
looked at me with a grave, kind, expectant smile.

1 1 asked her if she knew anything abont the family history of

Hiss Fothering. She answered-- \ .

" Not further than I have already told you. Her father's isa fine

o\l family, although roduced in circumstances.” -

‘‘Hag it -over. becu connected with any family in this county ?
With the former owners of Scarp, for instance ?”

“ Not that I know of. Why do you ask?” .
“I want to tind ons how sho comes to be so like that portrait.”
*“f never thought of that. It may be that therc was some re-

moe connection between her family aund the Kirks who formerly

oward Soarp, - I will ask her when she comes, Or stay. Let us go
8ad Jook: if there is any old book or tree in the library that will:
throw o light upon the subject. .\Ve-bave wather a good library:

Dow, Frank, for wa. have all our own books, aud a!l those which be-:

louged to. the Scarp library also. They are in great disorder, for

Weo have boen - waiting till you came to arrauge them, for we. knew

that you delighisd iu sach work.” . ‘

* There is nothing 1 should enjoy more than arranging all these
ﬂplem_lid books. _\What a moeguilicent library. It 1s almost & pity to

°8p it in a private houge.” . e :
.We proceeded .to look for some of thoss old books of family
tory which are occasionally to be found in old county houses.

The lwra_ryvgiAScarp,, 1 saw, was very valuable, and as we prosecuted

our search I camé across many splendid and rare velumes which Ide- |’

termined to
00g visit, ) - . L
We searched first in the old folio shelves, and, after some fow
8appointments, . found. at . longth o large volume, .magnificently
prntod and bound, which contained views and *plans.of the houss,
Wuminations - of -the armorial bearings -.of the family of Kirk, and
II" the - families. with whom it. was connected, snd -having the
hlsto_;y‘of all'these families carefully set forth,. .It.was called on
the title-page *“ Tho Book of Kirk,™ and waa full of .anecdotes and
legends, and contained a large stock of family tradition. - As this
1as exaotly the book which we required, we searched no further,
ut, having: carefully dusted the.volume, bore it to Mrs; Trevor's
boudoir where we could look over it quite undisturbed. . ... .
d the name of Fothering mepn-

examine at. my-loisure, for I had .come to Scarp for a

.On looking in the index, wé' fou
tigied, ‘and. on turning age.
one of the daughters’ of Kirk iad,m the  year. 1673, married

and on turning’ to_the; page specified, .found the arms of
i h_z.i.Ql;z',q'.mxfl;ermi on those of Foth From the: text_we. learned
the danghter of Fothering against thennited wills 6f- her. father and

brother, and that after & bitter féud.of some ten or. twelve years;

the Jatter, then master of Soarp, had met the” bro

In & Quel and had, killed -him.” “Upon. reesiving. the: news.
Pothoring had sworn a great oath to revenge’ his. brother, invoking
the ‘moat fesrful vurdes upon himself and his race if he should fail to
out; off the hand that had slain his brother, and to nail ;

b . Yo nail it ‘oyer;the
gate of Fothering. The feud then became so bitter ?I‘:Jéktsz Seern

ther of Fothering |-

‘before that evening. :

to have gone quite mad on the subject. 'When he heard of
Fothering’s oath he knew that he had but little chauce of escape,
since his enemy was his master at every weapon; so he determined
upon a mode of revenge which, although costing him his own life,
he fondly hoped would accomplish the eternal destruction of his
brother-in-law through his violated oath. He sent Fothering a letter
cursing him and his race, and praying for the consammation of his
own curse invoked in ease of failure. He concluded his missive by s
prayer for the complete destruction, soul, mind, and body, of the
first Fothering who should enter the gate of Scarp, who he hoped
would be the fairest and best of the race. - Having despatched this
letter he cut off his right hand and threw it into the centre of &
roaring fire, which he had made for the purpose. When it was
enti({ely consumed he threw himself upon his sword, and so
die

A cold shiver went through me when I read the words ‘¢ fairest
and best.” All my dream came back ia a moment, and I seemed to
hear in my ears again the echo of the fiendish laughter. I looked
up at Mrs, Trevor, and saw that she had become very grave. Her
face had a half-frightened look, as if some wild thought had struck
her. I was more frightened than ever, for nothing increases our
alarms 8o much a3 the sympathy. of others with regard to them ;
howerver, I tried to conceal my fear. We sat silent for some minutes,
and then Mrs. Trevor rose up.aaying :

‘““Come with me, and let us look at the portrait.”

I remember her saying the and not thas portrait, as if some con-
cealed thought of it had been occupying her mind. The same dread
had sssailed her from a coincidence as had grown in me from &
vision. Surely—surely I had good grounds for fear !

We went to the bedroom and stocd before the picture, which
scemed to gaze upon us with an expression whieh refiected our own
fears. My companion said to me in slightly excited tones:
¢ Frank, lift down the picture till we see its back,” - I did so, and
we found written in strange old writing on the grimy canvass a
namo and a date, which, after a great deal of trouble, we made out to
be ““Margaret Kirk, 1572.” It was the name of the lady in the
book, ’

Mrs. Trever turned round and faced me slowly, with a look of
horror on her face. -

‘“Frank, I doun't like thisat all. There is something very strange
‘here.”’

I had it on my tongue to tell her my dream, but was ashamed to

doso. DBesides, I feared that it mighy frighten her too much, as she
was already alarmed. - ‘
- I continued to look at the picture as a relief from my embarrass-
ment, and’ was struck with the excessive griminess of the back in
comparison to the freshness of the front. . I mentioned my difficulty
to my companion, who thought for a moment, and then suddenly
said— w0

“ I see how it is. Ithas been turned with its face to the wall.”

Isaid no word but hung up tke picture again; and we went back
to the boudoir. ) o i :

Ox the way I began to think that my fears were too’ wildly im-
‘probable to bear to be spoken sbout. = It was so hard to believe in
the horrors of darkuness when the sunlight was falling' brightly
around me. The same idea secemed to have strack Mrs. Trevor,
for she said, when we entered the room :

¢ Frank, it strikes me that we are both rather silly to let our
iwmaginations carry us away 8o, The story is ‘merely a tradition,
-and wo know how report distorts even the most innocent facts. It
iy true that the Fothering family was formerly connected with the
Kirks, and that the picture is that of the Miss Kirk who married
‘asainst her father’s will ; it" is likely that he  quarrelled with her
f.ur so doing, and had her picture’ turned to the .wall—a common
trick of angry fathers at all times—bit that is all. There can be
-nothing beyond that. Let us not think any more upon the
subject, as it is one likely to lead us into absurdities, . However, the
‘picture. is a really beautiful ode—independent of its being. such
K like‘ness “of Diana,  and I will have i placed in the dining-
sroom.” . o . oy

The change was effeoted that afternoon, but she did. not: again
“allude to the'subject. She appeared, when talking. to' 'me, to'be a
‘little constrained in manner—a very unusual thing with her, and
secmed to féar that I would renew the forbiddén.topic. .I- think
‘that she did not wish'to let her imagination. lead her astray, and
was distrustfol of herself.” However, the feeliug of constraint wore
off bofors might--but she did not rénew the subject, = . -

I slopt well that night, without dreams of any kind; and next
morning—thé third to-morrow premised in the dréam-—when I came
‘down to breakfast, I was told that I would sée Miss Fothering

I'could not"help blushing, and “stammered out some ‘common-

place remark, and then glancing up, feeling very“shdspish; T maw
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my hostess looking at me with her kindly smile intensified. She
said :

““Do you know, Frank, I felt quite frightened yesterday when
we were looking at the picture; but I have been thinking the
matter over since, and have come to the conclusion that my foily
was perfectly unfounded. I am sure you agree with me. In fact,
I ook now upon our fright as a good joke, and will tell it to Disna
when she arrives.”

Once again I was about to tell my dream ; but again was
restrained by shame. I knew, of course, that Mrs. Trevor would
not laugh at me or even think little of me for my fears, for she was
too well-bred, 2and kind-hearted, and sympathetic to do anything
of the kind, and, besides, the fear was one which we had shared in
common. N

But how could I confess my fright at what might appear to
others to be a ridiculous dream, when.she had conquered the fear
that had been common to us both, and which had arisen from a
really strange conjuncture of facts. 'She appeared to look on the
matter so lightly that | could not do otherwise, And I did it
honestly for the time,

(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

A GAS-MANAGER'S TALE.

BY J, 0'C.

o UR clock slowly struck the hour of midnight as I sat
} in my little office busily epgaged in making a report
for a special meeting of our diractors, which was to be

J held onthe next day. .

%) We were just then in the height of rage ef com-
plaints from-the consumers, who charged us with

giving them no pressure on the gas.

The morning papers usnally contained two or three letters con-
demning the gas and the gas compaay, and attributing our arbi-
trary conduct to the want of a second gas company; and
ocoasionally these were backed up by a leader condemning us in still
stronger terms. .

Suddenly the night inspeotor of the pressure rushed into ms, ex-
olaiming : ¢ The pressure is falling fast, sir, at this rate we will be
dark in a quarter of an hour.” »

It may be imagined what an effect the words produced on me,
I immediately ran out, glanced it the row of white pressure clooks,
and found that the pressure, whigh should have been at ten, was
falling rapidly below three. e

To fly into the governor-room and retort-house (where my
fellows were working away as only stokers can work) was but
the work of so many seconds, and I stood sorely puzzled as to
what had caused the. sudden change, finding for the first time
in my gas-making career, my knowledge perfectly at fault.

Hardly daring (as I expected to find them all out), Iraised my
eyes'to the lamps that were fixed along the high street near our
works, and to my unutterable astonishment, found them all burni
brightly. The fact was, that our rivals, who were just starting, hal
obtained permission from the authorities of our town, without our
knowledge, to connect the lamps, and they had thus unwittingly
gaved us from ruin. L :

I harried off next morning, andre
fraordinary accident, showing him ¢
boration of my statement, . ;

He.appea.redy nonplussed. I now suddenly remembered that two
of the ringleaders in a recent strike on the works, had refused to
return for the advanced wages, and had gone over to the other com-
pany ; one particularly, a man named Williams, had given me a very
malicious look when leaving, saying, “I'll be even with you yet.”

However, 1 kept my fears to myself, and as night approached, I
concealed men in several out-qf-the:wa.y parts of the works., I
walked about myself; and by the advice of the Beoretary, kept my
eyes and ears open. o ] i

Next night I contrived the same arratgements with but as little
success, On the third night, however, when passing -the large gas-
holder, which contained nearly half the quantity of gas prodaced, I
thought Lheard voices, as if proceeding” from the inside, This of
course wonld have been impossible, so I was about passing on when
I felt sure I heard a faint hammering and suppressed whispering
from the top, - ‘ . T I N

I went back as silently as poasible,’ called all the men on the
works, -procured a ladder, and with'a hardihood which has since
often surprised me, I ascended close to the top of the i{n}ne,ns}_a iron
platform. I looked eagerly around, but could ses nothing from the
intense darkness.

rted o the seeretary the ex-
© pressure papers as a corro-

I groped on my hands and knees, and soon came into contact with
a man's prostrate form,

‘¢ Here they are,” I shouted as loud as I could, at the same time
throwing myself forward on him.

Heo wriggled from under me, throw out his foot, $ripping me with
great force on my facas, and, as I fell, he dealt me a torritic cat bo-
hind the ear from some blunt instrument (probably a hammer) which
stunned me,

When I recovered consciousness I found that I was being rolled
towards the edge of the holder; with the instinct of pretervaticn I
tried to raiso mysclf up, but the weight of a lot of hands on seversl
parts of my body prevented this,

Tho sound of footsteps running up the ladder how became audible,
and, with a muttered curse, they gave me one great push which sent
me flying over the odge, ’

1 gave one piercing scroam and throw out my hands wildly when
I found I was falling, and as I thought of tho iron spikes around
tho bottom. Luckaly I caught the swall ledge which ran round the
top, and held on by it shouting lustily for holp, as my strength was
failing, and I know if assistance did not arrive I would soon be im-
paled ou the irons below.

At last I had the gratification of finding myself being hauled up
by the shoulders. i RIS 8

““Pat,” said Ito the herculemean foreman stoker, who was tho
frl:t tgnamve on the top, and who bad pulled me up, **are they
aken ? .

He appeared surprised at my question and replied——

‘‘Oh, yeah, sir; an'is it aiteg laving the :;,;.lpeons go we'd be,
afther we heerd yourself huzzain’ for’ i i

g when he riz the hammer to strike Dan
Malone. Faith it reminded me of the ould daysin New Pallas.”

Lemiled at this sally from the usually reticent Irishman, and
tried to raise myself iu order to desoend, but found myself too weak
fx;)m tlou of blood, which was thickly clotted over my face aud
ches

The honest fellow ground his teeth and muttered something about
“doin’ for um” when he saw my oondition. He then took me in
hisarms and walked carefully towards the ladder, Assoon as we
were seen by those below, a wild cheer rang out, and, after a wash,
and the application of sticking-plaster to an ugly cut in my head,
Ifound myself none the worse of my adventure,

Oa the next morning I proceeded With my seoretary aud directors
to examine the top, and we found that a large hole which had been
beaten in on the first night was Plugged up, but on the night in

prising the rapidity with which thejr contract was broken off, the
complaints soon ceased, i
nal course, .

and things speedily returned to their origi-
Williams wag han,

) ded over toth horiti he ob
tained the roward of wis ﬂi %o the authorities, from whom

; Vitlainy, while { was rewarded for my ex-
ertions on the holder-top by the y‘;ddjtion of 555 a year to my salary-

One must be gentle and courteons : all times
aud in all places.—St, Liguors, - " 0 PTAS YTy one, at '

You irritate yourself at the slightest offen, . hich is offored you?
Have you not offended the Lorg gates ce whic d yor!
—=8t. Gregory of Nyssa, d, and h‘?,‘ﬁ' often, and how groviously

FROVERBS.—~Waste nothing—ueither

Always tell the trfth; you will find it

time, money nor_talent.
.easier than lying. He W i
the trile, * A heart full o
bt i Men' lm.)kingm.&t tvl;:
o ize
have };‘o drop as hastily, - A . L Toses tophasise "
UREP, FAINTING, APOPLEXY,~When 5 man 'is ‘asleep, his pulse
beats and his lungg play, bug.he i without sense, and yof can easily
r Up- It aperson faints, he too is -without sense, but be
%10 pulse and does not bieatha. - poplexy is betwaen the tw0;
the heart beats as in slosp, and there is no sense as in fainting, bUb
you can’ ttshake.the‘ man back to lifs, -In ‘sleap the face js natural
In a fainting £it it hag the pallor of death. - In apoplexy it ig swolled,
burgid and fairly Liviq, It ‘a’'man fs asleep, lot him ‘alone; nature
Will wake bii up when hé  has got sleep enough,’ “When 5 - person
fainte; all that s neoded is to'lay him-down Hat on the Aoc Lod bo
;. %9me %o,” in-double quick time. I, then, 4 man is aslecp)
lothim alone, for the face is natural. * If & man he fainted, lay bim
flat on his back, for*his fase is deadly pale. " If & mey 1 apoplotic
806 him in & chair, beoause the faoe 38 turgid, swollen and Logs with

it oxoéas of blood,
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08 V. ve, and aunby thonght ehe had carricd her powmt when
THE CHAIN OF DESTINY. gewsg&w,dd‘gmmg,me,,

IXK Four ParTts. “ ¢ Deborah, Disna bas promised to pay BMre. Trevor, of Scarp, a
visit, and, of course, must keep her engsgement, And if it were
5T 4. STORIR, ESQ. for no other reason than the one you have just alleged, I wouid
—_— strain a jmint of convenionce to h;x“ her go tt: ‘t&:f:rp. Ih:savo
‘my children in such a maouer that they ourht rot

IiL—Tus T 5 atoRnir. always educated my ohildren in a y oug

1o be influeaced by such vain superstitions ; and with my will their
N the afternoon I was out in the garden lying in tice shall never be a$ variance with the presspts which I have
the shadow of an immense beesh, when I 2aw | instilled into them,’

Mrs. Trevor approaching. I had been reading ““Poor aunty was quite overcome. She acamed almost spacchless
Shelley’s “‘8tanzas Written in Dejection,” and my { for a time at the thought that her wishes had beenu neglected, for

heart-wag full of melancholy and a vague yearning | you know tha¥ ‘Aant Deborah’s wishes are commands to ail osr
after human “sympathy. I had thought of Mrs, ¥mily."

Trevor's love for me, but even that did not seem | Mrs, Trevor said— :
sufficient.’. T wanted the love of some one more *‘I hope Mra. Howard was not offended?” . . . fa
Resrly of ‘my own level, some e:‘nal spirit, for I|  “Ob, no. Papa talked to her _serionely, and’at-lengfh—with s
looked on'her, of courss, as I would have regarded % deal of difficulty I must say—enoceeded:in oo vinging her that
my.mother. Somehow my thoughts kept vetarn- ﬁ:‘fm were groundless—a% least, he forced her-to confess thst
ing to Miss: Fotheriog till I-could -almost see her such thingeas she .was afraid of ‘sould not ba.”
before me in " my memory of the portrait. I had| [ thought of the couplet— pEe s
begun to.ask myself the questidn; “ Are you ia love ?” when I 4¢A man convinced againet his will
heard tha.voice of my hostess as'she drew pear. R | of the eame opinion still,”

* Ha-Frank, I thought T wonld find you here. I want you to} butsaid fickhing., .. ..
come to-mybondoir.” =~ : . Miss Fothering finished her story by saying— .

** Whst for ?” 1 inquired, as I rose from the grass and picked up| “ Aunty.er ded'by hopiog that I'might enjoy myaelf, which I 2m
my'vdgume“nf Shelley. - . . sure, my dear Mra. Trevor, that I wi.lf do.”

“ Di-hasoome-ever 60 long ago; and I want to introdncs you ** L hope you will, my love,” .
and e,sthst_be{ore.dm;iar,” said ghe, 35 we went towardis the | I had been atruck during:the above conversation by the mention
bouge.: Wl T . e - | of Mrs. Howard. il 3 88 tryiug to'think of where I had heard tho

“ Bat won't oulet me chings my . dresa’ I am not in corréoct | name, Deborah H ;"whin: Buddenly it all came back tome
outnux_q‘;fotftﬁa-pt'gkmt}ou ” Voo ad beeh-Mids Fotheriog, and was an old frieod of my

I»{nlg,pﬁewghat.n&aldzlof the unknown ‘beauty when the fntro- - ¥t ‘wasthis that I had bcen accustomed to her rawe
duction ‘was. imminent, * Perhapa it was: because I had-come-to ‘ohild. " T remembered now that once sho had brought

vétoo-Brmly in Mrs, Trevor's prediction. . girl, almdoét'a baby, with her to -viait, %*child was
my ]

‘' Nonsense. Frank; just as if any woman worth ‘thinkidjy-abont A thos that I'now aocounted for alt-recollec:
oares Bow a man is dressed.” - . - o S s e stance

W entired the boudoir and'found a young lady seated by
window.that overlooked the crogquet-ground. ~ She turned Tound -
Wo - cams ‘in,-g0. Mra. Trevor jmtroduced us, and we W

m:ﬁ:ﬂ;}:on?tanogon tlie ﬁr:i‘t’nighs of n:)or'
‘thonght of my dream ere récaded mo
ob in biing; ":’_{Fq ; ;

a
hér-boudoir, s0

ligve theén Jogends 2"
10 not, Mr. Stan.fo_rd;

vig®. T £ 2 Rt s P - g Tz o q s .! ¥
did-not.seem o me 8o perfect as it afterwards did, onacocust of | Mot Certainly not.¥ . ©
her wonderful resemblance to the portrait with whose beauty I was | How.oonld L telt my ¢ ’
already acquainted. But it was not long before I came to'expe- | balief? “And yet
riencs the difference between the portrait and ‘the reality.: No tell it to her. Tt
matter how well it may be painted a pioture falls far short of its & dream, bt I’ g to rigk being
prototype. There is something in a real face which esnnot exist on Iagghed at, ‘and-unb; ind, wh Trevor started up,
oanvas—some difference far greater than that contained in the .con. Jooking at hs Baying-. i S
fxast between the one expression, howaver beautiful of the pigture, never thought “‘W’o

and ‘the moving featares and varging expression of the re an 78 have come, It will not-db,
We allleft the bondoir, and ‘ag

¥e is something living and lovable in a real face that no art caa
" e ' il oohy
. yvhen ‘we had been talking for . a while in the -ganal .c 1 dinner, and 8o We eaoh 856
tional etyle,”Mis, Trevor said, ** Di, my love, I want¥o tell “yor of ben I' came ‘dowi £ the ‘drawin,
I dx;eﬁorvels'yhmk and I have made. You must kriow that I always 3

lj numbér of persons wh ‘arrived 4
aalle . , Frank—he is more like my own igoh’than my | noon. I'wzl\): me'l"oauaﬁd”if?xi‘;“‘in‘
fdgg&fh ‘that I am very fond of him.” A dinner v?aya'”m_.l_;g;’ 364,71 Was" giviay

theracmaronnd Miss Fothering's wa.ist;-',a_;_f_they,ut
- togéthi nd kissed her, and.then, turning: towards me,
Jo t-approve of kissing girlsin the Presence of gentlemen,

Yory much, 8he ;
at her 1 thought with-a glow o ‘of.

gcasionally I saw our hostess' obasrvig:
-chatting pleasantly together as thoyg
py look came into her face. - It w,

24 One

Prou -the loge 1'ponts that in the midat of galety, '
nsme of Margaret Kirk on the back™6f ths pictur ; 3 o, 8he “Bpecially- remembered . her. pa
Miss Fothering laughed gleefully:as she hgard ¢ at position ‘she might be placed in
#ald, suddenly, TR PN Co e 4§ there were some persons who would”
““Oh, I had forgetten to tell zgotff"dm d'|'a6h moments. . - A

such a fright the ether day. I thought:T-was 5 R fber
ooming here. ~Annt Deborah’came;
and v:;éu-sue heard thicz g&:@b:gﬁ;@‘ o088 0
seemed quite frightened, an wont “straig as. 6
him to forbid mg to go... Papa asked her why alis
so she told a loag family legend about any o
Jjust the same story that you hia :
was sure that some misfortiing wi
$hat the tradition exists in o b

an’t fanoy the scene there was: Betwat
T:must langh whenever I think of it, althi di
for ¥ - was'greatly afraid that aunty would provent:

: -_ bought over things in gene _
j&:subjeot was soch ’gfgieaianﬂ' .one th
ii;tra'ycaixqﬁ‘ farther-th,
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of the weird pictares which William Blake so loved to paint. There
was a sort of vaguo melanoholy and ghostlineas ‘in the place that
made me ehiver, and I hurried on.

At length the walk opened and I came out on a larga sloping lawn,
dotted hore and thero with yow trces and tufts of pampass grass of
immense height, whose stalks were crowned with'lerge flowers. To
the right lay the house; grim and gigantio in the glosm, and to the
leit the lake which stretched away eo far that it was lost in the
evening shadow. The lawpeloped from the terrace roand the house
down to the water's edge, and was only broken by the walk which
continned to run on round the house in a wide sweep.

As I come near the house a light appeared in one of the windows
which lay before me, and as I looked iuto the room I saw thatit was
the chamber of my dreem. o

. Unconsciocsly I approashed nearer and ascended the terrace from
the top of which I could sze across the deep trench which surrounded
the house, aud looked earnestly into the room. I shivered as I
looked. My spirits had been damped by the gloom and de-
sohtiox; of the yew walk, and now the dream and all the subsequeat
revelations came before my mivd with auch ‘vitidness that the
horror of the thing again seizud me, but more forsibly than before.
1looked at the siceping arrangemeats, and groaned as I saw'that
the bed whero the dying woman had scemed to lie was alons pre-
pared, while the other bed, tbat in which I had slept, had its
ourtains drawn all round. ‘This was but another link in the ohain of
doom, Whilst I stood looking, the sorvant who was in the room
came and pulled dowa oas of the blinds, but, 23 sho was about to do
the same with the other, Miss Fothering  entered the room,
80d, sesing what she was about, evideatly gave her contrary

tions, for she let go the window string, and thea weat
and polled up sgain the blind which she had let down, Having
done 50 she followsd her mistress on: of theronm. . So weapped up
was Lin all that took placo with refersnos to thaschamber, that it

Bever even sbruck mo that I was guilty of any impropriety in watch-
ing what took place, : )

I stayed thera forsome little time Jonger purposeless and terriged.
The horror grow so great to me sa I.thought of the eventsof the
last fow days, that I detorminod to tell Miss Fothering of my dream,
1o ordsr that aho might not bs frigatened in cass she snoald eee
anythtgg Liks i, or at leass that shs might be propared for anything
that migut happeu. As 600 as [ had come to this detormination
the imevitable quostion * wheu?’ prescated itsslf The means of
making the communication wai a subject most disagreeabls to con-
template, but as I hid made up my mind to do it, I thonght that
thers was no time I ko the present. Aoccoriingly I was determined
to sek the .drawingroom, whwe [ koew [ should find Miss
FOthermg and Mcs. ‘Lrevor,- for, of courss, -I had determined to
take the litter into our confidenca. - As I was-really afraid to
80 through the awfal yew walk: again, I comploted the half
circlo of the house and. ontered .the .backdoor, from which I
easily found my way to the drawiagreom. . e
When I entered Mra. Trevor, who was sitting near the door, said
fome, “ Goad gracious, Frank, whera have you boen to make:you
look &0 pale? Ouo would think you had seen'a ghost!” :

L answered thas I-had heon strolling in the garden, but made no
other remark, as I did..not .wish to say.anything about-my dream

ofore the pargons to whom.zho was talkiag, as they - wers strgngers
§° me, I waited for-soms time . for an-opporkunity of -speaking to
ﬂ:r alone, but her dusies, as:hostess, kept her so constantly oocnpied

86 I waited in : vain.. -Accordingly [ determined . to tell: Miss

cfhering at all ovents, at. onoe,«and then to tell-Mrs. Trevor as
8oon ag-an opportunity. for doing so presenteddtgelf, < - - ;

With :%oo.d deal of - difficulty—for I-did not wish to -do anything
’;““‘kOd ~Lsucceeded in getting Miss Fothering away from the persons

Y Whom ahie was surrouaded, and ook her to ono of the embrasuves,
under the pretence of looking-out ab the night view.. ‘Here we were
‘lillte removed from observation, as ths heavy window ourtaing com-
Pletely soverad the recess, and almost isolated us from thi rest of the
%ompany as perfeotly as if.we were in a separate.-ohamber. - I pro-
%esded at . onos to ‘broach-the.subject . for which I had sought the
interview; for, I feared less contact with the. lively company of: the

rawingroom would do away with my present:fsavs, and .80 break

0% the only barrier. that stood betwesn her.and Fate.

Miss Fothering;-do.you ever. dceam ?”.

. 03, yes, often, But I generally:fiad that- my.déeams aré mosb
"dlohloug,a" . -

:: Howgar? :
th Well, you.ses, that no matter whethar -they:are: good'or had
wﬁy appear. real -and- coherent whilst I:am-dreaming them ; but
o on L wakq I fiad them- unresl -andiincohérent; when:I romombar
°m at all, = They are, infact, more disoonneoted nonsénse,”
Are you fond of dreams ?"

“Of course Iam. Idelight in them; for. whether they are sense
or gibberish when you wakse, they are real whilst you ara aslecp.”

Do you believe in dreams ?” - .

¢ Jadeed, Mr. Stanford, I do not.”

“Do you like hearing them told®"' .. =

1 do, very:much, whea they are worth telling. Have you been

ing anything ? If you have, do tell it o me.” -

1 will be glad to doso. It is-about a dream which I had that
ooncerns you, that I cams here to tell:you.” . .

‘¢ About me. Oh, hownics. . Do, goon.” -

1 told her all my dream, after ing. her, attention to our con-
veraation in the bondoir a§ a means of:introducing the subject. 1
did not attempt to heighten the effect in any way or to draw any
inferences.. I. tried to suppress my owa emotion and merely to let
the facts speak for themsulves. She listeaed with great eagerness,
bat, as far as I.could see, without a particle of either fear or belief
inthe dream as a warning. . When I had finished she laughed a
quiet,.soft langh, and gaid=: . . . s e om Tt

“That is delicions. :Aud was I really the girl that you saw afraid
of ghosts 2 . .Xf papa heard of such a thing as that even in a dream
vl:khatalaotm e would give me! I wish I could dream anything

ike that.” SR

+ ¢t Take care,” 8aid I, - you might find it too awiul. It might in-
deed prove the fulfilling of ths ban which we saw in the legend in
the old book, and which yonr heard from your aunt.”

She laughed musically agaia, and shyok her head at me wisely
and warmagly. - T :

““Oh, pray-do not talk nonsense and try to frighten me—for I
warn you that you will not succeed.”, . -... o

¢ Lassure you on my honour, Miss Fothering, that I was never
mozre in earnest in my whole life.” . . S e

““ Do you not think that we had battar go -into the room ?” said
she, after a fow moment'spause. . . ... . .

¢Stay just a moment,: I entraat .gon,” ssid'I. < What I say is
true. I am really in earnest.” - <.~ e e

¢ Oh,. pray forgive me:i{ -what I said led: you to believe: that I
donbtéd your word. It was msraly your inferenva which I disagreed
with. - I thought you had bean. jesting to-try and frighten me.”

“ Miss Fothering, I would not presume to take such.a liberty.
But I'am glad that you trust me. May. I :venture to ask you a
favour? Will you promiss ms one thing ?”

Her.answer was characteristio—

“No, Whatisit?” - -

“ That you will not be frightened at auything whish- may take
place to-night?” - . ... .. : -

She laughed softly again.

‘[ do not idtead to be.” But is that all #*

“Yey, Miss Fothering, that is all; bat [ want to bs assured that
you will not be alarméd—3hat ;you will be prepared for anyihing
which may-happso. - I have a horrid foreboding of evil-—some evil
that I dread to think of—and it will be:a- great comfort to me if
you will doone thing,” = - . ;o - L Do

¢ Oh, noasense.. Uh, wall, if you really wish it X will tell you if
I will do it when I hear whatit 18.” - -~ .- ¢ -

Her levity was all gons whenx'she saw how terribly in earnest I
was, She looked at me boldly and fearlessly, but with a tender,
half-pltying iglance as if conscions of the :%ouessiqn of strength
supe * her: fres, independent

parior to' mine. ' Her-fearlessness was in
attitude,-but her pity was ia her eyes. I wention= )

‘“Miss Fotheriny, the worst part of my.dream -was seeing the
look of: agony.on the.facs :of: the girl ‘when she looked round and
found herself alone, -«Will:you take-some-token and .kesp it with
you-till morning to remiund you, in case anything shonld happen, that
you are not alons—that there is ons thi of yon, and onc humaun
intelligence awake for-you, though all the rest of:the world should
beaslespor dead ?”- . S

In my ekditement I spoke with fervour, for the possibility of her
enduring the horror whick had assailed me seemed  to be gr"”i:ﬁ
mors and more each inatant. - At tinies sinoce that awful night I'h
diabelieved the existencs of the warning, but when 'L thonght of it
by night I could not: but believe, for the"very. air ia (the darkness
seemed to'be psopled by phantoms to my fevered imagination. My
belief had bsan perfested to-night by the horror:of the yew walk,
n;d- -all:the ‘sombre; - ghosely :thonghts that had arisen amid its
gloom.: o : e v

There:was a short pause. Miss: Fothering leansd. on: theedge of
the window; looking out at the dark, moonless sky. . At length she
turnad - and:said :to me,- with some lesitation;' ¢‘ But veally,Mr.
8tanford; I do-not-like: doing anythidg from fear of supernatursl

ings, or ffom’a belief duthem: - What you' 'wans me todo is so
simple a thing in 1tself ‘that [.would not hesitabe a moment to do it,
but that papahas always taught me-to-belisve that such ocourrances
ey you seem to d are quite impossible, and I know that he
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would be very much displeased if any act of mine showsd a belietin
theml]

“‘ Miss Fothering, I honestly think that therc is not a man living
who would wish less than I wonld to see you or anyone else disobey-
ing a father either in word or aipirit, and more. particularly when
that father is a clergyman ; but I entreat you tc gratify me on this
one point. It cannot'do you any harm; and 1 assure you that if
you do not I will be inexpreasibly miserable. I have endured the

test tortures of m?euo for tho last three. days, and to-night I
gglaa nervous horror of which words can give yoa no conception, I
koow that I have not the smallest.right to make the request, and no
reason for doing it except that I was fortunate, or unfortunate,
enough to get the warniag. I apologise most sincerely for the

t 1 which I have taken, but believe me that [ act with the

intentions.” S

My excitement was so great that my kness were trembling, and
the large drops of perspiration-rolli down my face. o

There was a long pause, and I almost made up my mind for
a refusal of m request when my companion spoke again. .

““Mr.. Stanford, on that plea alone .l will ‘grant your. request.
I can see that for some reason which I cannot quite comprehend
you are deeply moved; and that I may be the means o . saving
pain to any ons, I will do what you ask.  Juat please to state
what you wish me to do,” - :

. I thought xt:;r;i:n lexder manner
owever I explai my e :

‘1 want you to keep‘%r;nt you, when you go to bed, some
token which will remind you in an iustant of what has passed
betwesn us, so that you may not feel lonely or frightened—no
matter what may ha‘ix:en." :

“I will do it. What shall I take?” .

She had her handkerchief iv.her hand as she spoke. - So I put
my hand upon it and blessed itinthemmeof&; &n,
and Holy Ghost. I did this to. fix its existence in her memory
by awing her alightly about it.. “This,” said I, *“ shall be a token
that you are not alone.”. My.object in blessing the handkerchief
was fully achieved, for she did seem scmewhat awed, bat still she
thanked me with a aweet smile. . ** I feel that you act from your
heart,” said she, ‘“and my heart thanks you.” “She gave me her
hand as she .spoke, in an.honest, .straightforward manner, with
more the independence of -a man than the timorousness of a
woman. As I grasped it I felt the blood rushing wo my face, but
before I let it go an impulse selzed me and I. bent down and
touoched it with my lips. . She drew it .quickly- away, and said
‘@imor:hﬂ colély than she’ yot spoken : “I.did not mean you to

o 3; . . o . .

““Believe me I did not mean ta take.a liberty—it was merely
the natural expression of my gratitude. I feel as if you had done
me some great personal service.- You do not know how much
lighter my heart is now. than it was. an hour ago, or you would
forgive ms for having so offended.” - . Se o

As I made my apologetic excuse, I looked at her wist{ully.
She returned my. gls co- fearlessly, but with a bright, forgivi
smbi!e.ct. She then shook her head slightly, as if to banish the
subje .

There was a short pause, and then she sald : -

“I am to.be of any service to you;. but if there be any
possibility of what you fear ha pening it .is I who will bs bene-
fited, ' But.mind, I will upon you mot to say a word of
this to.anybody.- I am :afraid that we are ‘both very foolish.”

“‘No, no, Miss. Fothering, . I may.be foolish, but. you are acting
nobly in doing what seems. to you to.-be foolish in order that you
may save mie from pain. Butmay I not even tell Mrs, Trevor ?”

““ No, not even her. I should be ashamed of myself if I thought
that anyone except.o ves. knew about it.” )

¢ You may depend upon me. I will keep it secrat if you wish,”

““Do so, until niorning:at all events. Mind, if 1laugh at you then
I will e .you to join in my laugh” - - .

““I will,” said L.: *I will be only too glad to be.able to laugh
at it.” And we joined the rest of the eomgm o S

When I retired to my.bedroom that aight I was too much excited
to sleep—even had my-promise not f.orbugden me.todo so.- I paced
up mmwntha room for some time; - thinking nnd-dpnbting.x I
could not believe complstely in what.I-expected to happen,:and yet
my heart was filled with a vague dread. I thought over the évents
of the evening—particnlarly my stroll . after dinner through that
awful yew walk and my.looking into. the bedroom where.l had
dreamed. ‘From these my.thoughts wandered to.the de :embrasure
of the window where I had givenMiss Fothering the to . T could
hardly . realise tha$ whole Interviow as a fact. ‘I kneyw that it had
taken - place; but. that :was all, ! “It:waé so:strange to recall: a acene
tha, now that it was enacted, seemed half: comedy. and:half tragedy,
and to remember that it was played in $his practical nineteenth

that she was offended with ‘me;

——

cantury, in secret, within earshot of a room full of mple, and ot
hidden from them by a curtain, I felt myself blushing, half fror
excitement, half from shame, when I thought of it. But thea t
thoughts turned to the way in which Mias Fothering had acceded
my request, strange as it was; and as I thought of Ter my blush
shame chan to a deeper glow of hopo. I remembered )
‘Trevar’s iction—** from what I know of human nature I thi
that she will like you™—and as I did so I felt how dear to me )
Fothering was already becoming. But my joy was turned to aoxi
o thinking what she might be calied on to endure ; and the thos

of her suffering pain or fright caused ‘me greater distress thani

auffered myself. Ag:x; my thoughts flew back to the time of

own {right and my m, with‘ﬁl the subscquont revelations o
cerning it, rushed across my mind. I felt again the feeling of extrer
terror—as if something was about to happen—aa if the tragedy w
approaching its climax. Naturally I thought of the time of oig!
aud 60 Ilooked at my watch. It was withiu o fow minutesofc
o'clock. I remembered that the clock had struck twelve after b
Trevor had come home on the night of my dream. Thore was
large olock at Scarp which tolled the hours o loudly that forslo
way round the estate the oountry ‘people all regulated their afa
by it. The next few minutes passed so slowly that each mome
scemed an age.

I wasstanding, with my watchin my haad, counting the momen
when suddenly a light came into the room that made the candle
the table appear quite dim, and my shadow was reflected ont
wall by some brilliant light which streamed in thron%h the winds
My heart for an instant veased to beat, and then the lood rushed
violently to my temples that my eyes grew dim and my bnin b
toreel.  However, I shortly bocamo more composed, and the
to the window expecting to see my dream again vepeated.

The light was there as formerly, but there were no figures
children, or witches, or fiends, The moon had just risen, ax
could see its reflection upon the far end of the Iake. I turned my¢
in trembling expectation tothe grouud below where 1 had teen
chbildren and the hags, but saw merely the dark yew troes and
tall orested pampass tufts gently maving in the night wind.
light caught the edges of the tlowers of the grass, and made th
most conspicuouns, ‘ ‘ ) )

As I looked a eudden thought flashed liko a flame of fire throt
my brain. I saw in one second of time all the folly of my ¥
fancies. The moonlight and its reflection on the water shiniogi
the room ‘was the light of my dream, or phautasm as I now undé
stood it to be. Those three tufts oF ‘pampass grass cluo}
together were in turn the fair young children and the witheredhs
and the dark foliage of the yew beside them gave sabstance 0
semblance of the fiend. For the rest, the empty bed and the 5
the picture, my half recollection of thie name of Fothering, ‘”(}”
long- grpotten leged of the ourse. Oh, fool ! fool that I hd
How I had been the victim of circumstances, and of my o¥e ¥
lmagmation ! Then came the bitter reflection of the agony of®
which Miss Fothering might be compelled to suffer.
not the recital .of m dream, and . my - strange \‘Ofl““tr,
garding the token, combined with the natural oauses of
and scens, roduce the very. effect which.I so dreaded ? Rl
only at that bitter, bitter moment that I realised how foolish 1
been. But what was my anguish of mind to her's? I
instant 1 conceived the ides of rousing Mra. Trevor and telliog
all the facts of the case 50 that she might - ‘go to Miss Fotheri§
tell her not to be .alarmed. . But I had no-time to aot upot
thought. As I was hastening to the door- the clock struck 0
and & moment later I heard from the room below me 8
soream—g cry of surprise rather than fear; " Miss Fotherics
no doubt been awakened by the: striking -of the clock, 804
;een outside the window the very Ggures which I had describe

er. N S T

I rushed madly down'the stairs and arrived af the door o
bedroom, which ‘was direotly under the-ono whiob I now goctl
As I was about to rush.in I was instinotively restrained fro
dmf:)l{ the thonﬁxnh of propriety ; and ‘so for & few momé®
sloac. sllent, trembling, with my hand upon the door-handle. i

Within I heard a voice —her. voice—exclaiming, in-tones of
stupified surprise— ... - .. .- ... Lenae L ET . ,
. “Has "it_come then? Am I alone 7~ She -then cont!
joyously, ““No, I am not alone;: :His token § Oh; :thank God

Through my heart at her words came a rush of wild delig)
felt my bosom &well and the tears of gladness - gpring to' my
In that-moment ¥ knew that I had strength and “gograg o to fac
world,.alone; for her ‘sake; -But:before m‘y?bopu; d well #9
mauifest themselves. they. were destroyed,: for again the. volco
Wailing from the room of blank despair that made me oold
head to foot,
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“Ah-b-h ! still there? Oh ! God, preserve my reason. Oh !
for some human thing near me.” Then her voice changed slightly
lo & tone of eutreaty: “You will not leave me alone? Your
token. Remember your token. Help me. Help me now.” Then
her voice became more wild, and ross to an inarticulate, wailing
wream of horror.

As I-heard that agonised cry, Irealised the idea thsat it was
madnees to delsy—that I had hesitated too long already—I must
cast aside the shacklosof conventionality if I wished to repair my
fatal error, Nothing could save her from some serious injury—
perhaps madness—perhaps death ; save a shock which would break
she spell which was over her from fear and her excited imagination.
[ fung open the door and rrshed in, shousing loudly :

“Courage, courage. You are not alone. I am here. Remember
the token.”

She grasped the handkerchief instinctively, but she hardly com-
prehended my words, and did not seem to heed my presence. She
was sitting up in bed, her face being distorted with terror, and was
gazing ont upon the scene, lhea:ffmmwithontthohooﬁngofm
pwlug!ﬂewwmn the border of the lake, She heard it also, and
screamed—

“The laugh, too! Ob, there is no hope. Even he will not dare
R vt wild, palling that, as I

en she gave vent to & soream, so wild, so & ing that, as
seard it, I trembled, and the hair on the back olpmy head bristled
ip. Throughout ¢he house I could hear screams of affright, and
he ringing of bells, and the banging of doors, and the rush of
sirried feet ; but the poor sufferer comprehended not thess sounds ;
he still continued gazing out of the window swaiting the consum-
uation of the dream.

1 saw that the time for action and self-sacrifice was come. There

a8 bpt one way now to repair my fatal error. To burst through
l:‘e window and try by the shock to wake her from her trance of

T,

I2id no word but rushed across the room and hurled m 3
ack foremost, against the massive plate glass. As I turned I saw
frs, Trevor rushing into the room, her face wild with excitement.
ho was calling ont—

Disna, Diana, what is it?” .
oﬁigdh!:. omed and shivered intok: thousand kgtieces, sgdti
168 8 edges ocutting me like so many knives. Bu

eeded not the pan, for above the rushing of feet and crashing of
lass and the shouting both within and without the room I heard
er voios ring forth in a joyous, fervent cry, *Saved. He has

' as she sank down in the arms of Trevor, who had
hrown hersalf upon the bed.

Then I felt s mighty ahook, and all the universe seemed filled
{ﬁth sparks of fire that whirled around me with lightning speed,

I seemed %o be in the centre of a world of flams, and then came
A my ears the rushing of a mighty wind, swelling ever louder, and
hen came & blackness over all things and a desdness of sound as if
1 the earth had passed away, und? remembered no more,
(To BE CONTINUED.)

PAUL REVEREK'S RIDE.

BY H. W, LONGFELLOW,

{One hundred years ago, Paul Revere, in the dead of night, rode

om Charlestown to L:‘.;n': n and Concord, calling the Massachu-

#¢ men to arms to meet the British troops. Next day was fought

o ﬁ{lt battle of the war that made the American Republic. On

¢ 19th of last month, Lexi calebrated the 100th anniversary

‘t““‘i ht, and 40,000,000 of free people looked back with full hearts
ho ride of Paul Revere.]

Listen, my children, and lyau shall hear
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,
On the eighteanth of April, in Seventy-five ;
y & man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.
He said to his friend : **If the British march
g;;nhnd or sea from the town to-night,

g & lantern aloft in the belfry arch
Of the North Church-tower as a signal light,—
Oneg, if by land, and two, if by sea;
And I on the opposite shore will be
Ready to ride and spread the alarm
Through every Middlesex village and farm,
For the country-folk to be up and to arm,”
Then he said, ¢ Good-night I” and with muffled oar
Silently rowed to the Charlestown ahore,
Just as the moon rose over the bay,

ere swinging wide at her moorngs lay

The Somerset, British man-of-war ;

A phantom-ship, with each mast and spar
Across the moon liks a prison bar,

And a hoge black bulk, that was msgnified
By its own reflection in the tide.

Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street,
Wanders and watches with eager ears,

Till in the silence around him he hears

The muster of men at the barrack door,

The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,

And the measured tread of the grenadiers,
Marching down to their boats on the shore.

Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church,
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,
To thm—chamber overhead,

Ands the pigeons from their perch
On the sombre m&rﬂ, that round him made
Masses and moving shapes of shade,—

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall,

To the highest window in the wall,

Where he paused to listen and look dewn
A moment on the roofs of the town,

And the moonlight flowing over all.

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,
In their night encampment on the hill,
Wrapped in silence so deep and stil

That he could hear, like a sentinel’s tread,
The watchful night-wind, as it went
Creeping along from tent $o tent,

And seeming to whisper, *“ All is well !

A moment only he feels the.:sell

Of the and the hour, the seeret dread
Of the lonely belfry and the dead ;

For suddenly all his thoughta are bent

On a shadowy something far away,

‘Where the river widens to meet the bay,—
A line of black that bends and floats

On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,
Booted aud spurred, with a heavy stride
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.
Now he pasted his horse’s side,

Now gazed at the landscape far and near,
Then, impetuous, stamped the earth,

And turned and ﬁtﬂxtened his saddle-girth ;
But inoetly bewatched with eager search
The belfry-tower of the Old North Church,
As it rose above the graves oa the hill,
Lonely and tral and sombre and still.
And lo! as he looks, on the s height
A glimmer, and then a gleam of hight !

He springs to the saddle, the bridie he turns,
Bat lingers and gazes, till full on his sight
A second lamp in the belfry burns !

A hurry of hoofs in a village street,

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,

And beneath, from the pebbles, in ing, & spark
Struck ont by a steed flying fearless and fleet :

That wasall ! And yet, through the gloom and the light
The fate of a nation was riding that night :

And the spark struck out by that steed, iu his flight,
Kindled the land into flame with its heat.

He has left the village and mounted the steep,
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep,
Is the Mystic, meating the ocean tides,

And under the alders, that skirt its edge,

Now soft ou the sand, now loud on the ledge,
Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides.

It was twelve by the village clock

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town,
He heard the crowing of the cock,

And the barking of the farmer's dog,

And felt the damp of the river fog,

That rizes after the sun goes down.

It was one by the village clock
When he gn&oped intogiexinghn.
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THE CHAIN OF DESTINY.

Ix Four Parrs.
BY 4i. STOKER, ESQ.

IV.—AsTERWARDS.
g %M HEN I pext became conscious I was lying in bed in a

dark room. I wondered what this was for, and tried
to look around me, but could hardly stir my head.
I attempted to speak, but my voice was without
power—it was like a whisper from another world. The
effort to speak made me feel fant, and again 1 felt a
darkness gathering round me,

. . o ° . . . . .

I became gradually conscious of something cool ou my forehead.
Y wondered wha it was. All sorts of things I conjectured, but
could not fix my miud on any of them. I lay thus for soms time,
and at length opepad 'my eyes and saw my mother bending over mo
—it was her hand which was so delicivusly cool on my brow. |
felt amazad somghow. I expected to eee ber; and yet I was sur-

tised, for I had not seen her for a long time—a long, long tim-,
fknew that she was dedd-—could I be dead, too? T looked a% ber
again more carefully, and as I looked, the old features died away,
bat the expression remained the same. And then the dear, well.
known face of Mrs. Trevor grew slowly before me. She smiled as
she saw the look of recognition in my eyes, and, bending down,
kissed me very tenderly. As she drew back her head so:wething
warm fell on my face. I wondered what this could be, and after
thinking for a long time, to do which I closed my eyes, I came to
the conclusion that it was a tear. After some more thinkiog I
opened my eyes to mee why she was crying; but she was goue,
and I could ses that although the window-blinds were pulled up
the room was almost dark. I felt much more awake and muach
stronger than I had been before, aud tried to call Mrs. Trovor, A
Wwoman got up from a chair behind the bed-cur'ains and wen! to
the door, said somethiog, and came back and settled my pilluwa.

B V,Yhere is Mra. Trevor ?” I asked, feebly. “‘ She was hereo just
now.

The woman smiled atme cheerfully, and auswered :

““She will be here in a moment. Dear heart ! but she will be
glad to see you so strong and sensible »

After a few minutes she came into the room, and, bending over
me, asked me how I felt. I eaid that I was all right—and then a
thought struck me, so I asked, -~

“ What was the matter with me 2” )

I was told that I had been ill, very iil, but that I was now much
better. Samething, I know no%.what, saddenly ‘recalled to my
memory all the scene of the bedroom, and the fright which my
folly had caused, and I grew quite dizzy with the rash of blood to
my head. But Mrs, ‘I'revors arm supported me, and after a timo
the faintness passed away, and my memory was completely ro
stored, I started violently from the arm that held me up, and
called out : . o i

““Is she all right ?” I heard her say, ‘saved.’

I‘f‘ ,1’Iush, dear boy, hush—she is all right.
self, . i ' . : i

“Are yon deceiviog me?” I inquired. . * Tell mo all'~T caa bear
it, . é; al;:e w;ell or no ?” o : ‘

¢ She has been very ill, but she is now getting strong and well,
thank God.” 2 s RS g

I bezan to cry, half from weakness-and half from joy, and Mrs.
Trevor saeing this, and knowing with the sweet instinct of woman-
hood that I would rather be alode, quickly left the room, after
making a siga to the nurse, wio sank again to her old p'aze behind

the bed-onrtain. -

I thought for long; and all the time from, my first coming to
Scarp to the moment of. unconscipusness after I sprung throagh the
window came .back to me as in a dream. ' Gradual'y the room be-
came darker and darker, and my thoughts began to give semblance

%o the objects aronnd me, till at length the visible world passed away
from my wearied eyes, and in my dreams I continaed to - think -of
all that hd been. ~ I have a hazy recollection of taking some food
and then rel psing into sleep ; but remembsr no more distinctly
watil | woke fully in the morniog and found Mrs. Trovor’ again i
the room. She came over to my. bedside, and sitting -dowa, said
aily— : : R o
£ Ab, Frank, you look bright and strong this morniug, dear boy.
You will soon be well now I trust.” . e D N
Her oool deft tingerssettled my pillow and - brushed back the bair
from my forshead. ~ I took her hand and kissed it, and the doing 8o

Is she all right 3
Do not ‘excite your.

made me very happy.
Fothering, .

‘“ Batter, much be’ter thix marning.  She has been askiox afier
you e¢ver since she has been able ; an! to.day when [ told her how
much batter vou wero shs brightene | up atasce.”

I folt a flu h painfully strong rushing over my face as sha spoke,
but she went on—
¢ She has asked me to leb her soo you »s soon as both of you ere
able. She wants to thank you for your conduct on that awinl
night. But thure, I won't tell any morv tales—let her tell you shat
she Jikes herself.”

¢ To thank me—me~for what? For having brought her to the
verge of madness or p-roaps death throagh my silly fears and ima
gination. Ob, Mrs. Trevor, I know that you never mock anyonc—
but to me that souuds like mockery.”

She leaned over me as she sat ou my bedside and said, oh, &
sweetly, yet so firmly that a sense of tho truth of her words came at
oDoe upon me—

*“1f 1 had a con I would wish him to think ay vou have thousht,
and to act as you have acted. I would pray for it night and dar,
and if he suffered as you have dome, I would lem over bim
as I Jean over you now and feel glad, as 1 feel now, that be
had thought acd acted as a trae-hearted man should think an i sct. 1
would rejoice that God had given me such » son ; and if be should
die--as 1 feared at first that you should~I would be a prouder zud
happier wom:n kueeliug bv his dead body than I would in ola-ping
a aitfercnt 8, living, in my arms. .

Oh, how my weak fluttering heart did beat as sho spoke. With
pity for her blighted misernal instiacts, with gladuness that a true-
hearted woman nad approved of iy conduct toward a woman whom
[ loved, aud with joy for twe de-p love for myself. There wasno
mistaking the honesty of ‘hor words—her facs was perfeotly radiant
as she spoke thim, -

I put up my arms—it tnok all my strength to do it—round her
neck, and whispar-d eoftly in her oar one word, ‘‘ mother.”

She did not expect ir, for it seemed to startle her ; but her arws
tightened arcund me ounvulsively. 1 could feel s perfect rain of
tears falliog on my uptarned face as I lioked into hor eyes, full of
love an‘i lng-sought joy. AsIlook-d [ felt'stronzer and better;
my sympathy for her joy did muoh to restoro my streng:h. :

For somo little time she was ailent, aud then she spoke as ifto
herself—‘* God has given ms a son at last. I thank thee, O Father;
forgive me if I have «t any time repined. The son I prayed for might
have been different from what 1 would wish, Thou doest bestin
ail thinge.” .

For soms tims after this she stayed quits silent, still supportinl
me in her arms. | felt inexpressibly hippy. Thers was an atmos
phere of lovo around me, for which I had longed all my 1.fe. The
love of 4 mother, for whica I had pined since my orphan childhood,
[ had got »4 last, and tho love of a woma+t to becoms far dearerto
me than amoth-r I folt was close at hand. .

At lengih I began to feel tired, and Mrs. Teovor laid me back on
my pillow. It pleased me inexpres.ibly to observe her kind motherly
manver with me now. Thoe ics between us had at-last been broken,
ws had declared our mutual love, aud the whise-haired womal
w3$S as happy in the declaration as the young maa

The next day I felt a shade stronger, and- a similar improvement
was man fested on the next, . Mra, Trevor always attended me
herself, and her good reports of Miss Fothering's progress helped t0
cheer mo not a Iittla. and so the days’ wore on, nnﬁ magy Pﬂv’sad
away before I was allowed to rigo from bed.

One day Mrs, Trevor came into the room in a atate of mppreﬁ,ﬂd
delight. By this time I had been allowed to sit up a littlo while
each dfxy, and wae beginping to get strong, or.rather less wesak, for I
was still very helpless, .

*“ Frank, the doctor says that you may be moved into another
room to-morrow for a ohange, and that yoa may sse Di.” p

As my be supposed [-was anxious to gee Viias Fothering. WWbilst
I had bzen abl- to tnink during my illaese, I had thought ahout her
all day long, and sometimes all nigt loog I had been ia love with
her ev-n bsfore th it fatal nighs. My heartftold me that secret whlist
I w8 waiting to hear the clock strike, and saw-all my folly about
the dream; bat now I not only . loved thé woman but I almost
worshipp:d my own bright ideal which. was:merged in her. The
consta- t series of kind me-sages that passed botween us tended not
a little to increase my attachment, and now I eagerly looked forward
to a mue-ting with ber face to face. (e g

L awoke earlier than usua' next morning, ani grew rather foverish
u8 the time for our interview. aporoached. However, I sgon coole
dowa apon a vague threat being -held out, that if I did not become
more composed I must defer iny visit.

The expocted time at length atrived, and I was wheeled in ny
ohair into Mrs, Trevor's boudoir; As I entered the door I Jooked

By-and-by I asked her how was Mia
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eagerly round and saw, seated in another chair near one of the
windows, a girl, who, turnicg her head roand lauguidly, disclosed
the features of Miss Fotbering.  She was very pale and cthereal
looking, and seemed extr-mnely delicat~; butin iy opiaiou this only
heightened her ratural baauty. As she canght sight. f mea beauti-
fal blash rushed over her poor, puc face, and even ting:d her
alabastor forehead. Tais prs-ed qaickly. a-d she bzerme calm agaia,
and paler shan before. My chair was wreeled over to har, and Mrs.
Trovor's said, as she bent over and kissed her, after soothiog the
pillow in her chair— .

“ Di, my love, I have bronght Frauk to seo you. : You may talk
together for a little while : but, mind, the doctor's ord<rs are very
strict, aud if oither of you excite yourselves about aaything I must
forbid you to mest again until you are both much stronger.”’

Soe gaid the last words as she w s leaviag the room.

I felt red and pale, hot and coll by turns. I looked at Miss
Fothering and faltered. However, ia a momentor two I sunmoned
up courage to address ber.

* Miss Fothering, I hope you forgive me for the pain and daoger
| caused you by that £50.15h fear of mine, 1 assare you that nothing
I ever dil"——

Hore she ioterrapted me.

“ Mr. Stanford, I beg you will not talk like that, I must thauk
you for the care you thought me worthy of. I will not say how
proud I feel of it, and for tho generous courage and wisdom you dis-
played in rescuing we from the terror of thasawful sceue.”

She grew pale, ev.n paler than she had bean beforo, as she spoke
the Jsst w.rds, and trembled all over. I feared for her, and said as
cheerfully as i counld : '

“Don’t be alarmed. D> calm yourself. Toat js all over now
“9,938'5- Don't let its borror d'sturb you ever again.”

3ly speaking, although it calmed her somewha’, was not sufficient
to lanish her fear, and, seeiny that she was really excited, I called
to Mrs. Trevor, who came iu from the next room and talked to us
fora little while. Sbe gradu=ily did away with Miss Fothering's
fear by her pleasant cheery .conversation. Sue, poor girl, had re-
ceived a sad shock, and the thought that I bal oeen the ouse of it
gave mo great mnguish, After a lit le quist chat, however, I grew
more cheerful, but preseutly feeling faiutisa, was wheoled bick to
y own rcom ant put to bed.

for many long days | coutinued very weak, and hardly made any
advance, Iasaw Miss Fothering every day, and eacn day I loved

er more aud more. She got stronger as the days advanced, and

alter a few weeks was gomparativelyin good health, but stili I con-
tinued wesk. Her illness had beon merely the result of the fright
the had sustained on that unhappy night ;;but mine was the nervous
Drostration oonsequent on -the long period of aoxiety between the
roam and jts seeming _fnl_ﬁlmaqt'-united with the physical.weak-
Dess resalting from my wonude caused by jamping through the
window. Dariog all. this tima of weakaess Mrs, Trevor wasy, in
deed, a mother to me, She watched me day and night, aud. as far
3 a womaa could, made wmy life a dream of bappine:s. . But ‘the
Crowning ylory of that time was the thought that sowetimes forced
1tself upon mo—that Diana cared for me. She continued to remain
‘ét Scarp by Mrs. Trevor's r.quest, as her father had gone.to the
t}:’mmem for the winter, and with my aloptel m>ther she shar d

o atteudance oo me. D.y after d.y her care for my «very want
grew greater, till I came. to fancy herlike a guardian angel keeping
Watch over me, . With the. peculiar delicate sense that acoompanies
ltix:remos phyaical prostration 1 conld ses that the growth of her pity
£0pt pace with the frowch of her strangth My love kept pace witn

oth. I often wondered if it counld be sympathy and not pity that
% forestalled- my wants and. wishes; or. if it could be love that
308wered in her heart .when mine; beat . for her. She only showed
}"t}’ and tenderness in. her acts and words, butstill I hoped and
onged for something more. . - . .. . .
e hoge days of my long-continued weakuess were to me sweet,
cetdays, - [ used to wafich ber f r.hours as 81 8a: Ouposits to
e reading or. working, a :d .my eyes would fill with tears as I
‘tfught how hard it woald bhe to.die and Jeave her behind me. So
M,‘"‘,S was the .flame of my. love that.{ “believ-d, in spite of my
i i8lous teaching, that, should [ dis, I would leave . the better part
my being behind me, [ used to.think in a vague unaginative way,
Wwas no less powerful becausait was undetined, of whak speeshes
n‘?lﬂd make to h-r—if [ were well . How. [ would talk. to her in
obler laoguage than that in whioh I would now allsw my thoaghts

Mould thewselves, ..Ho #, as [ talkad, ny passion, and hoaesty,
o purity would make. me 8o eloquent. ‘hat.s2e  would lo @ to hear
gl ‘d'Pelk- How [ ‘would. wander .with -her through the; sunny-
Wi d‘d woods -that atretohed away. before. me throu:h _the opea
podow, and: sit by her feqt on,s mossy bavk beside some purling
h:‘”" that rippled gaily.over.the'stones, gazing into. the:deptus of

¥ oyes, where my fature life was piotured in one long sheen of

lisht. How I would whisper in her ear sweet wards that would
make me tremhle t> speik the n, and her tremble to hear. How
She would bead to me znd show me her love by letting me tell ber
mice without repro»f. Aund thea would come, like t:ie shadow of
a su‘den rain-cloud over an April land-cape, the bitter, bitter
thought that o1l this longing was but a dre-m, and that when the
time had come when such things might have been, [ would, most
likely, be eleeping und-r th- greon turf, And she might, perhaps,
be weeping in the silence of her chamber sad, sad tears fur her
blighted love and for me. Then my thounghts would becowme lesy
scllish, and [ wou!d try to imsgine ke bitter blow of my death—if
she loved me—if r I kuew that a woman loves not by the value of
what she loves, but by the strength of her affecticn and admiration
for her owa ideal, which she thinks she szes bodied forth in some
man. Bat these thoughts had always the proviso that the dreams
of happiness were prophetic. Alas! [ hai aitogether lost faith in
dreams. Still, L could not but feel that even if I had never
frightened Miss Fo-hering by telling my vision, she might, never-
theleas, have b-en terrified by the effect of the moniight upon
the flawers of the Pampass tufts, and that, under Providence, I was
the instroment of saving her from a shock even greater thau thab
which she did experience, for belp might nos have come to her
so soon. This thought always gave me hope. Whenever [ thought
of her sorro x for my death, 1 would fiad my eyes filled with asudden
rushof tears which would shut oat from my wak ng vision the object of
my thoughtsand fears. Thenshe would come over to me and place her
cool hand on my forehead, and whiser sweet words of comfort and
hope in my ears, As I would feel her warin breath uooa m/ cheek
and wafting my hair from my brow, I would 1+s+ all senss of pain
and sorro # and care, and live only in the brightness of the p-esent.
At such times I would cry silently from very happiness, for I was
sadly weak, and even trifling thing+ touched me derply. Many a
stray memory of some tender wo'd heard or some gen:ls deed dune,
or of some sorrow or distress, would set me thiniing for hours and
stir all the tender feeliags of my nature.

Slowly—very slowly—I began to get stronger, but for mauy days
more | was almost comgletely Lelpless. Vith retarning strength
came the strengthening of my passion—for passion my love for Diana
had become. She had been s0 woven into my thoughts that my l,ve
for her was a part of my being, and I felt that away from her my
future life would be but a bare existence and nomore. But strange
to say, witn increasing strength and passion came increasing difhi-
deoce. I felt' in her presence so bashful and timorous that [
hardly dared to look at her, and could not speak save to
answer ag occasional question. I had ceased to dream entirely,
for such day-dreams as I msed to have seemed now
wild and alm:st sacrilegious to my sur-excited imagination. Bat
when she was not looking at me I would be happy in wmerely seeing
her or hearing her speak. I could tell the mowunt she lefsthe houss
or entered it, and her footfall was the music s wéetest to my ears—
except her voice, Sowetimes she would cateh sight of my bashful
looks at her, and th=n, at my conscious blushiny, a b:ight smile
would flit over her {ace. It was sweet and womanly, but sometimes
I would think that it was'no more than ber pity finding exoression,
She was always in my thoughts and these.dvubts and fears con-
stantly assailed me, 8o that [ could feel that the brooding over the
subject—a matver which I was powerless to prevent—was doing we
an iujury ; parhid =seiiously retarding my recovery.

One day siew very sad. There had a bitter senss of loneliness
come uver me which was unusual. It was a good sign of returning
health, for it was like the waking from a dream to a world of fact,
with all its troubles and cares. There was a sense of coldness and
loneliness in the world, and I felt that I had lost something without
goining anything in return—I had, in fact, lost somewhat of my
sense of dependerce, which is a consequence of prostration, but had
not yet regaized my strength. I.sat opposite a window its If in
shade, bat looking over s i :r.len that iu the summer tad been-bright
with fl swers, aod sweet w.th their odours, but waich, uow, was lib
up oaly ia patcass by tae qaiet raellow gleans of tus auiuwn suy,
and brightened by.a fow stray Howers that had survived the firss
feosts.

As I sat. I'oonld not help thinking of what my future would be,
I felr that I was pettiny strong, and the possibilities of my life
seemed very real to me. How 1 longed for courage éo a:k Diana to
be my wife! -Any-cscéainty: would be bubtar tiai-bthe suspense [
now coustaatly eudared, [ had bus littls hope that she would
accept me, for she secmed to care le-s for we now-than in’ vue eatly
days of my illuess.. As I gr:w stronger she scemed to hold some-
what-aloof-from me; and as my. fears and doubts grew more aud
more, 1 could hardly bear to think of my joy-shoald sae accept we,
orof my despair should she refuse. KEither emotion seemed too
great to be borne,

To-day when she entered the reom my faars were vastly inoreased.
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She seemed much stfonger than usual, for a glow, as of health,
ruddied her cheeks, and she seemed 80 lovely that I could nok con-
ceive that such a woman would ever condescend to be my wife.
There was an unusual constraintin her manner as she came and
ke to me, and flitted round me, doing in her own graceful way
?ﬁothe thonsand little offices that only a woman’s hand can do for an
invalid. She turned to me two or three times, as if she was about
to speak; but turned away again, each time silent, and with a blush.
T conld see that her heart was beating violently. At length she
spoke, . .

“ Frank.” :
Oh! whata wild throb went through me as I heard my name
from her lips for the first time. The blood rushed to my head, o

that for a moment I was quite faint. Her cool hand on my forehead
mﬁ‘gm&wﬂl 1 k foraf honestl

b4 ill you let me apeak to you for a fow minutes as honeatly
s I would wish to speak, and as freely ?”

a“ 00 on. ”

*“ You will promise me not to think me unwomanly or forward,
for indeed I act from the best motives—promise me 3"

This was said slowly with much hesitation, and a convulsive
heaving of the chest.

4% I mmi‘e.l)
**We can see that you are not getting as strong a8 you ought,
and the doctor says that there is some idea too much in your mind
—that you brood overit, aud thatitis retarding your recovery. Mrs,
Trevor and I have been talking about it. We have been comparing
notes, and I think we have found ont what your ideais. Now,
Fg,z,xk, you must not pale and red like that, or I will have to leave
““I will be calm—indeed, 1 will. ‘Go on.”
““We both thought that it might do you - good to talk to you
y, and we want to know if our idea is correct. Mrs, Trevor
thought it better that I shounld speak to you than she should.”

““ What is the idea "

Hitherto, although she had manifested considerable emotion, her
voice had been full and clear, but she-answered this last guestion
very faintly, and with much hesitation.

‘* You are attached to me, and you are afraid I—I don’t love you.”

Here her voice was checked by a rush of tears, and she turned her

away.

‘‘Diana,” said I, “‘dear Diana,” and I held out my arms with
what strength I had. .

The colour rushed over her face and neck, and then she turned,
and with a convulsive sigh 1sid her head upon my shoulder. One
weak arm fell round her waist, and my other hand rested on her
head. I said nothing. I could not speak, but I felt the beating of
her heart against mine, and thought that if I died then I must be
happy for ever, if there be memory in the other world.

or a long, long, blissful time she kept ‘her place, and gradually
our hearts ceased to beat 8o violently, and we became calm.

Such was the confession of ourlove.” No plighted faith, no pas-
sionate vows, but the silence and the than of sympathy through
our hearts were sweeter than words could be.

Diana raised her head and looked fearlessly but appealingly into
my eyes a8 she asked me— ‘

‘' On, Frank, did I do right to speak? Could it have been better
if I had waited 1
She saw my wishes in my eyes, and bent down her head to me. I
i her on the forehead and fervently prayed, ‘‘ Thank God
that all was as it has been. May He bless my own darling wife for
ever and ever.,”
“ Amen,” said a sweet, tender voice. .
We both looked up without shame, for we knew the tones of my
second mother. Her face, streaming with tears of joy, was lit up
by a sudden ray of sanlight through the casement,
THE END,

RaTHER SLoW.—A reverend doctor of Georgia has rather a slow
delivery, which was the occasion of an amusing scene in the chapel
of a lunatic asylum.” He was preaching, and illustrating his subjeot
by the case of a man condemned to be and reprieved under the
gallows, He went on to describe the gathering of the crowd, the
bringing out of the prisoner, his remarks under the gallows, the ap-
pearance of the executioner, the adjustment of the halter, the pre-
paration to let fall the platform, and just then the appearance in the
distance of the dust-covered courier, the jaded horse, the waving
handkerchief, the commotion in the crowd. At this thri point,
when everyone was listening in breathless silence, the dooctor me
a little prolix, One of the lunatics could held in no lenger; he
arose in tho co tion and ehouted—SHurry, doctor, for mercy’s
sake, hurry ! oy’ll hang the man befere yo get there {”

MARGARET FULLARTON.

A GENTLE LI¥E OUTLINED.
BY E. J. O.

CuaptER I.—AnTt SymraTHIES.

OT altogether unknown to fame is the heroine of thist
The achools of painting can connt fewer self-taught ar
than the schools of ‘poetry Perhaps after music the
no art go difficnlt of attainment as painting in its bi
sense. 'We seec why poetry can come from untuts

N lips, why it can afford to dispense, in so many c

with the words of the master. Poetry is nature Ix

ing through the human soul, in all its freshness

beauty, forcing itself out from its flesh-prison,

though by well-di-ected articulation it may resch the worll
streams of liquid music, yet by speech of some kind it gets upa
surface, and, as dew-d::lps at least, diffuses sweotness and vivify
power. But painting, althoagh resembling poetry in some cf
traits, diverges far enongh from it to make it marvallous that

considerable proficiency can be attained by the self-taught stad:

The ‘‘Woman Bathing” and ‘“Christ in the Storm" 8pn

from an unasmisted intellect, but with how many yean

inding application did not Rembrandt pursue his ideas?

hild in the Water” is perhaps the best of our heroine’s achie
ments, but no one can ever rightly estimate the hours of sux
thought and painful labour which its production entailed.

Margaret was quite familiar with the silences of midnight; q
familiar too with the dreary noises which now and then surged
$hrough that solemn time. ~ The crying of the wind in the trees,
breaking of the thunder overhcad, the rain attering on the
the owl calling to its mate—all these ahe hncf heard, and heard o
again, as she sat in that lonely attic with the oil-lamp burning bef
her, and paint-pots, and brushes, and papers, and canvss,!
pencils, strewn in very direction ronnd about, .

Margaret was now in her eighteenth year. She was mil
sized and delicate. Her lustrous black eyes contrasted strans
with her pale chesks and paler brow. She was amiable, thot
retiring; warmly affectionate, though undemonstrative. Of
evening, when the sun would have ndganed in the west, she m!
be seen with an old man moving slowly along the bank of the S
Then she looked cheerful and happy, and her sweet voice coult
heard at intervals ing music_in the air, .

The old man was her father,” He could not be otherwise !

leased with the beautiful child that strove so much to solace b
%th. t would life be to him without her? He had just tarned
fiftieth year, but in mind and body he had saffered the griel
twenty years besides. He held the staff unsteadily, and mo
forward with difficulty, affecting an interest in every word that
from Margaret's lips, but in reality hearing only an occaslt
syllable, for sunset and the fowing river and the n grags sl
turned back his soul upon other times and other faces, Marg
perceived his abstraction well enough ; once or twice she had ¢
cately tried to sound its oause, but in vain, The ourtain remsi
down, the secret sealed up. For a year she had never alluded &
bad forbidden even her own mind to meditate upon it. She hat
balm, shs felt sorrowfully, to pour upon his wound. -

A times, however, the 6ld man would warm up into actives
pathy, The one -yearning that possessed the girl's !
was that she might obtain access to the master-performa
in the art she oherished, and at the times ‘reforred
she hung upon each faltering word -as he = describod
glories of the Sistine chapel and the ravishing besuty of
creations of Raffaclle, He had scen them all. He had dwel
their shadow, and when he suffered a recollection of them to per¥
his thoughts, the worn features became endued with -a pe¥
But this happened rarely. Margarot burned and longed to visi
store-houses of Art, and when, after the passionniad beett
kindled, she found herself alone, the bare walls of her room ¥
become lighted up with faces and forms of imaginary beings;
would seo the ** Madonna da, Foligno,” which her father declared
left him doubting and dreaming for months; the *¢Ascensiod
Titian ; the * Nativity,” of Corregio ; the ** Crucifixion,” of that
universal spirit, Rubens,” ‘Toears would then flood her eygs 8¢
unreality of the spectacle, and while the grateful illugion vani
she would cry aloud for the fultilment of her desires,

But she never mentioned anything of this intense -feeling ¥
father.” The cxpenses of the-house:conld not be frrther enls
and though given to silence and reserve and secret soirow, be ¥
she felt assured, coms out of his private griefs to meet; her 47
aims with fresh concern and pain,
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