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T H E O P A L R I N G . 

THI WEAVraa OF THE SPELL. CHAPTEB I. 

"LOCK ho ! Lock, lock, l o c k ! " 
" A h , here he is, punc tua l to his regular 

time," said old D a n Bradley, the lock-
keeper a t Stieamside, as he th rew down 
the spade wi th which he had been work
ing in a little slip of ki tehen-garden 
formed ou t of t he peninsula, wi th the 
flowing river on one side of it, and the 
peaceful backwater on t he other, " t h e 
regnlarest custemer as I have h a d this 
gammer; and the best for t he mat ter of 
that, always bidding me keep the change 
ont of t he sixpence, and never grumbl ing 
even when he has to wai t for a s tr ing of 
barges to ge t out of t he lock, or one of 
them screaming steamers t h a t is m i n i n g 
tiie place. H e mus t have been here n igh 
npon three months now, for I recollect 
the first time I saw hiTn was when I was 
nsihng the new n e t over t he cherry tree 
to keep them audacious birds off, and now 
the leaves is beginning to fall like r a in . " 

"Lock, lock, l o c k ! " 
" R i g h t yon are. Good day, Mr. Had-

don," said the old man, teking off his 
weather-beaten s t raw hat , and wiping t he 
moisture from his brow, after the exertion 
of straining a t t h e ponderous gate. "_How 
do you find yourself th i s afternoon, sir ? " 

These words were addressed to a teU, 
strongly-built, broad-chested young fellow, 
dressed in a blue cap, a striped Jersey, 
flannel t rousers t u rned u p a t the ends. 

and white canvas shoes; a young fellow 
whose Hght blue eyes and short curling 
fair beard were set off by the deep red 
bronze with which his handsome face, well 
turned neck, and shapely muscular hands 
were covered. 

As he sat a t his ease in his long light 
scuUing-gig, he looked the embodiment 
of health, s trength, and good humour. 
" I am all r ight , Dan , " he said, wi th a 
cheery laugh, " m a k i n g the most of my 
time, you see, for I ' m going back to tewn 
to-morrow. To town, and to work," he 
added, wi th a sigh. " W e will make it 
half-a-crown te-day, old man, as i t 's the 
last t ime ; and give us a gr ip of your hand 
to say good-bye." 

" Good-bye, Mr. Haddon," said Dan, 
stretching out his fist, knot ted and gnarled 
as a bi t of hickory, after carefully rubbing 
i t on his trowsers. " T o u will be coming 
down next year I suppose; but not alone, 
if all what people says is t rue . " 

" W h a t do people say, D a n ? " asked the 
sculler, looking ra ther sheepish. 

" Oh, not much s i r ; folks will talk, you 
know, sir ," said D a n ; " only if what is 
said is correct," he added, with a grin, 
" you'll have to br ingra ther more of a family 
boat up from Searle's next year. Tha t 
gig a in ' t made to carry a sitter, especially 
when tha t sit ter 's a lady." 

" Get out, you rascal ," said George Had
don, his face beaming with pleasure, " get 
out, and let me out of the lock, for I am 
five minutes behind t ime already." 
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" The party as is waiting for you won't 
have gone away I reckon, though you be 
a little late," muttered the old man to 
himself, waving his hat in adieu to the 
sculler, already some distence down 
stream; "leastways, if she be, women 
must have changed a good deal since my 
time." 

Meanwhile the rower pursued his 
vigorous way, with flashes of light glanc
ing from his dipping oars, over the broad 
water, flushed with the reflection of the 
declining sun, under the shadow of arch
ing trees, among little islands covered 
with nodding flags and mshes, past little 
gardens of lUies sleeping on the bosom 
of the stream and swaying with its cur
rent, untU leaving the general highway, 
he turned his boat into a qniet back
water, ran her aground at the foot of a 
gently sloping meadow, and having made 
her fast to a projecting stump, leaped 
lightly ashore. Away in the distance, 
some half mile over the undulating land 
was to be seen an old manor house, with ite 
imposing stone facade, its gleaming win
dows, its smokeless chimneys, its inde
scribable air of solitary steteliness and 
grandeur. George Haddon looked at it, 
as he pulled his boating jacket over his 
shoulders, and shook his fist at it as he 
muttered, " T o u are duU enongh to look 
at now, but I wonder what you will be when 
she's gone. The one sign of life and light 
that you have had in you for years past 
is going to leave you—do you know that, 
you old wretch ? And yet I ought not to 

f rowl at you, for if it hadn't been for yon 
should never have known my darling; 

never have known the happiness which I 
have enjoyed during the last six weeks. 
What can have become of her—she has 
never missed an appointment before, and 
surely she cannot be prevented on this our 
last chance of meeting." He turned sud
denly as bis ear caught the sound of foot
steps in the evergreen walk which encircled 
the meadow, and rushed off, with both 
hands extended, exclaiming, " Darling." 

"Darling," was about nineteen, with 
dark brown hair lying between her 
shoulders in a broad twisted queue, with 
dark hazel eyes, impudently provoking 
nose, a very kissable rosebud mouth, and 
sound wholesome teeth. " Darling " was 
of middle height, becomingly dressed in 
blue flannel, with a white flannel sailor's 
collar and cuffs, a hat knowingly turned 
up on one side and lined with bine, very 
trim abont the boots and gauntlete, and 

altogether very charming. " Darling's " 
name was Marian Dudley, but her intimates 
called her Minnie; and, somehow, she 
looked more like it. 

"Don ' t say I 'm late, George," she com
menced, holding np her finger in depre
cation of an expected attack. "Mrs. 
Bosthwick absolutely refused to teke her 
nap, and I thonght I should never get 
here." 

' ' Tou are here now, darling," said George, 
placing her arm in his, and teking her hand 
as they strolled np the walk, "and so 
there is no more to be said." 

" Tes, but I can only wait five minutes," 
said Minnie, " at the most. I t would have 
been awful, you know, if I hadn't been 
able to meet you this last time, when we 
have to say good-bye, and so I said that 
I must go to the vicarage, bnt that I 
would be back directly." 

" This is better than the vicarage, pet," 
said George, bending over her and looking 
down into her eyes. 

" Tes, I know it is," said Minnie; " bnt 
it would be horribly awkward if anyone 
were to go there and find I hadn't been. 
I would not mind it 's coming out to
morrow after I have gone away, for Mrs. 
Bosthwick does not correspond with uncle 
James, and she will have forgotten all 
about it by the next time I come here." 

" The next time you come here yon will 
have me to act as your chaperon," said 
George; "have yon forgotten that, 
Minnie ? " 

"No , indeed, I have not forgotten," she 
said. " I think of nothing else. I have 
been thinking of it all night, George, and 
I have decided it would be far best for you 
to write to uncle James." 

" I would sooner see him," said George; 
" there is nothing like facing a man when 
you have anything importent to say to 
him." 

" Tes, that's all very well," said Minnie; 
" but uncle James is so very peculiar. To 
me he is all kindness; if I were his own 
child he could not be more affectionate, 
but his manner with other people is very 
odd and abrupt; and as you are equally 
high-spirited, I think it far better that in 
the first place yon should write to him." 

" Very well," said George, " I will do 
so. The most importent letter I shall 
have ever written in my life will not be 
a very long one. I shall merely tell him 
that I love you, and that I have your 
permission to ask his sanction to our 
marriage." * t-''«=*i'j'ij i 
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" That is all," said Minnie, with a little 
move, " quite a slight affair, isn't it ? " 

" And I am not to see you until I get 
his answer?" said George, not heeding her. 

"Most certeinly not," said Minnie. 
Then seeing he looked a little hurt, she 
pressed his arm and added, " Dearest 
George, I dare not attempt it. It 's 
easy enongh to deceive poor old Mrs. 
Bosthwick, here, who thinks we never 
meet except when I am duly chaperoned 
by her, bnt it would be a very difficult 
matter with uncle James; besides, to tell 
the truth, I would not attempt to deceive 
him. I owe aU I have in the world to 
him, and he is so very kind and generous, 
that I could not be such a wicked little 
wreteh." 

"All right," said George, with a sigh. 
" I will not ask you again. Tou go np to-
moTTOW moming ? " 

"Tes," said Minnie, "by the express. 
Mrs. Gordon, the ricar's wife, goes with 
me, and uncle James meets me at Pad
dington." 

" I thought I might have a chance of 
travelling with you," said poor George, 
"but the ricar's wife knocks that idea on 
the head. Oh, Minnie, darling, how shall 
I erist without seeing you ? " 

" In hope, dearest," she replied, in a 
more serious tone than she had hitherto 
used, " in the hope that this our first 
parthig may be our last; for when uncle 
J,imes knows that my happiness is ^ at 
stake— Î shall not hidefrom him thefeeUng 
I have for yon—he wiU do anything to 
ensure it. Hark, there is the dressing 
hell, and I have only two minutes to stey. 
See, George," she said, lifting her collar, 
" I am wearing the locket you gave me 
yesterday. I have put it on to a chain 
which I have had for years, and I will 
never leave it off while I live. And now 
I have something for you in exchange. I 
saw it once in a dressing-case of my 
uncle's, and admired it so that he gave it 
to me. Now I give it to you, and you 
mnst promise me always to wear it in 
remembrance of me." 

As she spoke she took from her pocket 
a ring and slipped it on to his little finger. 
It was a large and brilUant opal, oval 
shaped, and set in fine diamonds. ^̂  

" I t is wonderfully handsome, said 
George, examining it. 

" So I thought," said Minnie, bnt my 
imcle eridently did not attach much value 
to it, though it seemed to possess some 
kind of fascination over him too. He looked 

at it long and lingeringly, and seemed at 
first reluctant to part with it." 

" I t shall never quit my finger," said 
George, " unless you claim it again when 
you are my wife." 

" Now I must go," said Minnie, " I must 
indeed. Good-bye, George, dearest; you 
know how much I love yon, and how 
anxiously I shall await uncle James's reply 
to your letter. We have nothing, I think, 
to fear, for even had he any prejudice 
against you, I think I have sufficient 
influence to overcome it." 

For one instant he wound his arm round 
her and pressed his lips to hers ; the next 
she was flying towards the house, while he 
stood garing after her, silent and motion
less. 

When George Haddon stepped into his 
boat again the sun had sunken and the sky 
was of a dull leaden hue, a chUl wind too 
was blowing, lashingthe river into wavelets, 
and sighing drearily amidst the willows 
and alders on the bank. George's heart 
was heavy within him; but there was a 
stiff stream to pull against; the exorcise 
did him good, and when he reached his 
rooms at the riverside inn hia spirits were 
calmer and more hopeful, even though, to 
his fancy, the opal ring seemed to flash 
forth gleams of somewhat baleful light. 

CHAPTER II. 

THE friends of Mr. James Lragrave,. 
who were inrited to dine with him three 
or four times during the year, at his resi
dence in Harley-street, were in the habit 
of remarking that the house was well-
suited to the man. Their acquaintance 
with the house was confined to the dining-
room, a large and gloomy apartment painted 
salmon colour, and furnished with dark 
mahogany chairs with faded leather seats, 
a very uncompromising and not-to-be-sat-
upon sofa, wheeled at right angles to tho 
fireplace, and a huge mahogany sideboard, 
under which stood a receptacle for wine, 
also in mahogany, and exactly resembling 
in shape an ancient sarcophagus. On 
their arrival, the guests passed the few 
minutes previous to the announcement of 
dinner in the drawing-room, which was 
a still more weird and ghastly apart
ment. There spindle-legged chairs in 
chocolate chintz covers were dotted at 
exact intervals all round the walls, a 
cold, shiny, rosewood teble stood in the 
middle of the room, haring for its sole 
covering four well-bound, antiquated, and 
unreadable books, a model of the Leaning 
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Tower of Pisa under a glass shade, and 
an enamelled paper weight, and there 
a bronze Ariadne sitting on a panther on 
the top of the black marble clock in the 
middle of the mantelpiece kept eternal 
watch over the Parian vases, with nothing 
in them, on either side of her. When they 
got home, such of the guests as were blessed 
with wives, prosperous proctors, rubicund 
solicitors, and elderly barristers with snug 
sinecures, would slyly compliment their 
spouses by compassionating their recent 
host's celibate state. " Such a pity Lea-
grave never married," they would say, 
" most forlorn-looking place his, no sign 
of a woman's touch about it ." 

And yet if those worthy gentlemen had 
been let into the secret, which they were 
never likely to be, for Minnie had obtained 
from her uncle an assurance that she should 
never be called upon to play hostess On 
these occasions, or to make the acquaint
ance of "h is old fogy friends," they would 
have found within the four walls of the 
Harley-street house an apartment which 
would have put their preconceived notions 
to the rout. That green-baize double door 
on the steircase, which such of the old boys 
as noticed it on their downward passage 
to dinner, believed to be the entrance 
to a smoking-room, wondering they were 
never asked there to finish the evening 
with a cigar, really led to a large passage, 
at the end of which was Minnie's boudoir, 
her own room, which none save the 
pririleged were allowed to enter. Such 
a little room! In rose-coloured silk and 
walnut-wood, with 6tegeres and what-nots, 
velvet brackets, and all the frivolity of 
upholstery in every possible and importent 
place, with a small grand piano, at which 
Minnie used to warble, and a rosewood 
Davenport, with a paper stand always 
full of note-paper and envelopes radiant 
with cipher and monogram worked in 
every kind of expensive way, at which 
Minnie nsed to write. At tho end of the 
room a little conservatory, full of sweet-
smelUng plants, where a little fonntein 
played and little gold fish swam, and the 
gas jets were cunningly hidden behind 
swinging baskets or steined-glass shades. 

This room was the outward present
ment of the sole, supreme, and absolutely 
unspoiled satisfaction of Mr. James Lea-
grave's life. He was a prosperous man, 
and he took a certain pride in his pros
perity, but he was not a happy man. A 
casual observer, who should give himself 
the trouble to study Mr. James Leagrave's 

countenance, and to listen to his remarks 
when any subject removed from the range 
of mere business discussion was under 
consideration, would have had no difiBculty 
in pronouncing him to be a moody man of 
unsociable disposition — not inconsistent 
with a kind heart, for of such he was 
indisputebly possessed—and the last per
son in the world to be suspected of a 
"weakness" in the line of the affections. 
The existence of Mr. Leagrave's niece 
was, of course, known to such of his asso
ciates as had any claim to be regarded as 
intimates as well, bnt little more than 
that fact was known about Minnie Dudley. 
That the penniless child of the dead sister 
of this cold and gloomy man lived in his 
house in an atmosphere of luxury which 
any scion of aristocracy would have been 
content to breathe, and hold in his heart a 
place which only an unusually beloved 
chUd is supposed to claim, would have 
filled with amazement all the "old fogies" 
against whom Minnie protested so effec
tually. 

Her position did not g^ve rise to much 
reflection on the part of Minnie Dudley. 
She had always been used to it. She had 
no memories of childhood apart from her 
uncle's loving care; she had no standard 
of contrast, and her heart turned to the 
cold, stern man, who was never cold or 
stem to her, "free as bird on branch." 
No sense of obligation had ever burdened 
it, no hard lesson of the difference between 
her fate and that of other children, 
orphans like herself, had ever chilled it. 
She had been carefully educated, according 
to her uncle's notions of a woman's fitting 
education, under his own superintend
ence, to an extent which would have 
completed the astonishment of his friends, 
if it had come to their knowledge; but of 
" the world "— în the sense of its harsh 
dealing and interested calculation—she had 
been teught nothing. That when time 
should bring her a dearer interest—a 
closer tie in life—it could produce any 
chiU, any lessening of that which bound 
her to her nncle, was an idea which never 
crossed Minnie's mind. 

We find Minnie in the room which had 
so much meaning for James Leagrave, 
one morning, three days after her retum 
to London, in a deep reverie, with her 
head bent, and her hands idly clasped 
before her. She was thinking of George, 
wondering whether she were really worthy 
of that deep love in which she knew he 
held her, taking herself to task for the 

4'" 
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flighty way in which she had often 
treated him, and inwardly promising 
amendment when she should be married. 
As she was in her day-dream, she felt 
a light touch upon her shoulder, and 
looking np, saw her nncle standing by 
her side. 

A tall, spare man, over fifty years of 
age, a man who must have been hand
some before time or trial had stamped the 
crow's-feet round his eyes, and the deep 
indentetions in his cheeks ; and who, with 
his curling iron-grey hair, his clean-cut 
featares and his erect figure, was stiU 
noticeable and distinguished looking. 

" Unde," she cried, " how you startled 
me! I was in a day-dream and never 
heard yonr footetep, else I should have 
roused myself to receive you in my terri
tory with proper honour." 

She had risen from her seat, and was 
about to make him a mock reverence, but 
she caught the expression of his face, and 
stopped suddenly. 

"What is the matter? " s h e said. "Tou 
gnrely are not vexed at my folly ? " 

"No, child, not the least in the world," 
said Mr. Leagrave quietly. " As you say, 
I seldom venture into your territory, 
and should not do so now, were there not 
a matter of great importence on which I 
have to speak to you. Sit you down 
again, child, while I take this chair, and 
we will discuss the subject." 

Minnie's gaiety had vanished, her heart 
snhk within her, and her face grew deadly 
pale; she had an instinctive knowledge of 
what her nncle was going to say, and 
iawmbled at the resxQt. 

" I have received a letter," said Mr. 
Leagrave, fixing his earnest eyes upon his 
meoe, " from Mr. ," he seemed to 
have diflScnlty in forcing out the name, 
"from Mr. George Haddon, a gentleman 
who tells me that he recently made your 
acquaintence while yon were steying at 
Streamside with Mrs. Bosthwick. That 
i s so?" 

Minnie bowed her head in acquies
cence. 

"He proceeds to say that he has fallen 
in love with you, that you are aware of his 
feelings, and that you have referred him 
to me for a reply to his formal proposal 
for yonr hand. That is also tme ? " 

Tiua time Minnie found voice enough 
to say "Perfectly t m e " in reply to the 
question. 

" Marian," said James Leagrave, bend
ing forward and speaking in a deep, thrill-

y 

ing tone, " I would rathsr see yon dead 
than the wife of that man." 

" Uncle!" cried Minnie, shrinking back, 
" what can you know of George ? What 
can ? " 

" I f you have any love for me," said 
James Leagrave, interrupting her, " in 
retum for the love which I have showered 
upon you ; if you have any gratitade for 
your rescue from what would have been 
a life of poverty and drudgery, and for 
the position which I have given you; 
if you have any desire that my futore 
should not be more solitary, more care
worn, and more embittered than is my 
present existence, I conjure you, if any 
feeling for this young man has taken root 
in your bosom, to pluck it up and cast it 
away." 

Minnie buried her face between her 
hands and was silent. 

" For the first time, during aU the long 
years in which you have lived under my 
roof," he continued, with deep tenderness 
in his tone, " I speak strongly to yon, 
and I insist npon your obedience. What 
my reasons are for being thus exacting you 
need not ask, for you will never know. 
I t must suffice you to believe that they 
must be strong indeed when they impel 
me to speak thus to one whom I so dearly 
love. Minnie, the attachment between us 
two is no common kinsmanly affection; 
you have been accustomed to look upon 
me as a father, and I could not have 
loved a daughter more devotedly and un
reservedly; but, understand me plainly, 
with such horror and loathing do I look 
upon this proposed alliance, so convinced 
am I of the ill-fortone which it would 
bring upon ns aU, that if you set yourself 
np in opposition to me, and refuse to cancel 
any pledges you may have given to 
this young man, in one instant I will 
renounce the affection which has been the 
growth of years, and cast you off for 
ever." 

" Uncle," said Minnie, turning her tear-
blurred face towards him, and extending 
her hand, " may I not speak ? " 

" Nothing that you could say can 
affect my determination," said James 
Leagrave, impetuously. " One would 
think that there need not be much 
hesitetion in deciding between the claims 
of one person who has nourished and 
cherished you since your childhood, and 
of another whom you have known but for 
a few weeks. But there is no time for 
hesitation. Tou must give up this man. 

=r 
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or you must give np me. I declare solemnly 
that, merely teking your own future into 
consideration, I would rather you were 
dead than you should bear his name ! " 

There was silence for a few moments; 
then Minnie said, in a broken voice, "What 
would you wish me to do ? " 

" I would have yon exiimine your own 
heart, before you decide," said James 
Leagrave. " I would bid you let yonr 
memory wander back over the years which 
have passed since I brought you to this 
house, a little child, and try to recall 
whether I havo ever done anything which 
was not dictated by the deepest and purest 
affection for you. What I have done must 
be the guarantee for what I am doing now. 
I t is not, it never will be possible, except, 
perhaps, when I am on my death-bed, to 
give you the reasons for this arbitrary, 
and, as it may appear to you, tyrannical 
behariour." 

" What would you wish me to do ? " 
repeated the girl, sobbing convulsively. 

" Oh, Minnie," continued James Lea
grave, apparently not heeding her, but 
speaking in a more tender and more plead
ing tone than he had yet adopted, " is the 
sacrifice which I ask you to make so very 
great ? Tou have known this man for a 
few weeks, for two months at most; and 
you have been tbe light of my life, the one 
ray of joy in this dark and solitary house, 
for seventeen years. I no longer command, 
I implore you to give him np. Can yon 
hesitate between us ? " 

" I will do your bidding," said Minnie, 
raising her head. Her tears had stopped, 
and there was a stem expression in her 
face. 

" Even so," said James Leagrave, coldly. 
" So that you are saved from future 
destruction, my end is accomplished. I 
will write a formal reply to this gentleman, 
but it must be supplemented by a letter 
from you. In cases like this," he added, 
in a low tone, " an answer is not considered 
conclusive unless under the hand of the 
principal." 

" I wUl write whatever you dictate," 
said the girl, with a gesture of despair. 

"No t so," said her uncle. "Use your 
own sense, and yonr own words; exonerate 
yourself, and lay all the blame on me. I 
only make one stipulation, that is, that you 
should give him no hope, and leave him 
in no doubt; there must be no attempt at 
a reversal of tho decision. I t has been 
reserved for—for Mr. George Haddon to 
impart into our lives the one painful sub

ject which has ever arisen between ns ; 
his name, and his aspirations, must never 
again be mentioned." 

CHAPTEB m . 

THE red-faced moming sun which, on the 
day after the interriew between Minnie 
Dudley and her nncle, looked down 
through the brooding November fog upon 
the tell gaunt house which stends at the 
comer of Wastepaper BuUdings" in the 
Temple, saw some odd sights, and found 
several of the denizens of that nest of 
legal luminaries very differently sitoated 
from what was supposed to be their normal 
position. In the ground floor, for instance, 
it found that gfreat orator, Mr. Sergeant 
Scrunch, who is believed by his eloquence 
to bend Parliamentery Committees to his 
Will, but who was then sitting mute and 
tongue-tied opposite to his indignant wife, 
who had followed him down to chambers 
for the pnrpose of obteining a cheque for 
the domestic expenditure, and who was 
pouring forth a very flood of objurgation 
on the subject of her husband's meanness, 
against which the unfortnnate Sergeant 
could make no head. On the first floor it 
discovered Mr. Bullenden, Q.C., mixing a 
seidlitz powder, and endeavouring to master 
the contente of a French note, written in 
a very shaky scrawl on pink paper, while 
his ante-room was filled with attornies, 
who were assured by the clerk that the 
great man was engaged in consultetion on 
a most important matter. In the second 
floor, Mr. Netherton Whiffle, that rising 
junior, was deep in colloquy with an 
unshaved indiridual in a smeary fustian 
suit, and a battered white hat witii a black 
band, the topic of interest being the price 
to be paid for the restoration of Mrs. 
Netherton Whiffle's favourite dog, which 
had been " found " by some of the un
shaved man's friends, and which was then 
tied up in a back kitchen of an empty 
house at Wapping. But, strangest sight 
of all that the red-faced sun looked upon 
that moming was in the top story of the 
same house, where abode Mr. George 
Haddon, a young man of fortune, who 
had been called to the Bar, but who 
never had, or wished to have, any prac
tice, and who, from his happy disposition 
and general easy-going temperament, was 
known among his friends as " The Smiler." 

Scarcely an appropriate appellation, 
though, for the young man under present 
circumstences. His shirt is open at 
the throat ; he unbuttoned it a few 

=4*5 
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moments ago, when he thought he should 
have choked; his hair, usually so neatly 
arranged, has been pushed from off his 
forehead, and stends erect in a rough and 
tangled, but not unpicturesque, mass; his 
hands are thrust deep into the pockets of 
his dressing-gown; his slippered feet are 
tattooing on the floor; his eyes glare; his 
teeth are tightly set, while before him on the 
table lies a letter, to make room for which the 
untasted breakfast has been pushed aside. 

"Incredible!" he mutters. " I f the 
words were not there in black and white, 
and in her handwriting, which I know 
go well, I never would have believed 
it: 'Never to meet again,' 'eternal fare
well,' ' duty and obedience to him to whom 

. she owes everything in life.' The old 
iarcon of the novelist, which has done 
du^ a hundred thousand times, and which 
is not yet considered worn ont. Why did 
she lead me into a fool's paradise by false 
hopes and simulated preference. She 
might have amused herself with me when 
there was no one better for her to try her 
baud upon, but it was too cruel to deceive 
me to this extent, when, a month ago, a 
word would have saved my making such 
a fool of myself. 

" Can it be of her own free will that she 
has done this, or has she given in to the 
desires of her uncle, that uncle of whose 
kindness and regard for her she was always 
speaking? Puppet to her uncle's threat, 
and serrile to a savage tongue. That's 
what it is! She could never have been 
BO false, she, my Minnie, my own darling, 
whose little hand lay in mine not three 
days since, as she looked up into my eyes, 
and told me she would wear the locket I 
had given her as long as she lived! Hera's 
her ring, too, which has never left my 
finger since she put it on! It 's too hor
rible— ît seems impossible to believe ! and 
yet here's the letter, written in a con
foundedly unmistekeable clear hand : 
'unable to accept your flattering pro
posal for Miss Dudley's hand, and am 
authorised by her to decline any further 
communication.' Flattering proposal! I 
only wish—What a fool I am !" he cried, 
as he threw himself into a chair, and the 
tears welled into his eyes. " I had no 
notion how I loved that girl untd now, 
when I feel that I do not care what 
becomes of me, that life is impossible 
without her. I can't stay here. I should 
go mad! I'll go back to the river, to the 
places where we used to meet, and 
What shall I do ! what shall I do ! " 

He leaned his head on the teble, and 
covered his face with his hands. When 
he looked up again there were traces of 
tears in his eyes, and his cheeks were very 
white. 

" I cannot stand it," he muttered. 
" I cannot go on here with my usual 
life, knowing that she was within a mile 
of me, without making an attempt to see 
her, and thus lowering myself in her eyes. 
She is desperately proud, and if she has 
pledged her word to this man she will 
keep i t : nothing would induce her to 
break it, and she would only think badly 
of me for endeavouring to make her. The 
mere thought that she was there, with a 
crowd of fellows round her, no doubt, 
would drive me mad. I must go away, 
far away, America or somewhere, until I 
have forgotten her, or at least until I can 
bear to think of her very differently from 
what I do now! Tes," ho said, after a 
few minutes' reflection, "that 's the only 
chance ! Get right away somewhere, 
where I shall have nothing to put me in 
mind of her; not even the ring, for I 
must send that back, of course." Ho raised 
his hand to his lips as he spoke, and kissed 
tho opal ring fervently. " Not yet, though, 
I'll wear it to the last, and post it to her 
jnst before I step on board the steamer at 
Liverpool. I ought to bo horribly savage, 
I know, but I'm only stumped and 
smashed, for I loved her with aU my soul, 
and I love her still." 

He had rung the ball, and hia servant 
stood at the door. 

" Get me a hansom, Wilson," said 
George; "and while I'm away just look 
through my clothes, and see what I shall 
want for the next six weeks. I start for 
America on Saturday, and I shall take 
you with me." 

"Tes, sir," said-the man, who was too 
well trained to exhibit the slightest sign 
of surprise. 

" Now to tell the madre about it," said 
George to himself when the servant had 
left the room; " and that's perhaps the 
hardest bit of the whole affair. She will 
never understend that her son could bo 
refused by anyone, especially by a girl 
with nothing particular in her birth and 
position; aud she will look upon mo with 
anything but admiration in the first place 
for having fallen in love at all, and in the 
second for giving up so quietly. Dear old 
madre ! she has more spirit in her even 
now, at her age, than I have, and she will 
be furious at the whole affair. Hansom 
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here, Wilson. All right. Now for a 
pleasant scene in Portland Place ! " 

George Haddon, on arriving at his 
destination, was shown at once into the 
drawing-room, in a comer of which, near 
the window, he found his mother seated, 
engaged in knitting. A tell, stately old 
lady, Mrs. Haddon, with the regular 
features which she had transmitted to her 
son, who in that respect greatly resembled 
her; her iron-grey hair dressed high above 
her forehead in stiff curls, each curl being 
kept iu ite place by a small comb. She 
wore a dark plum-coloured silk gown, with 
a large white lace cape crossed over her 
shoulders, and plenty of delicate falling 
lace round her small and still plump white 
hands. As she stood erect, and looked 
keenly and somewhat defiantly out of her 
bright black eyes, the lustre of which Time 
had been unable to quench, it was impos
sible to avoid feeling that she was not an 
ordinary commonplace member of society, 
but a woman with a story, one who had 
suffered and been strong, and who even 
now seemed dowered with the " scorn of 
scorn, the hate of hate," if snch feelings 
had been aroused in her. 

Not by any means a demonstrative old 
lady, she put her hand on her son's 
shoulder as he bent over her, and touched 
his cheek with her lips. 

" Twice in one week! " she said, with 
eyebrows uplifted in astonishment. " I 
am honoured indeed ! I t was only two days 
since you came to tell me of your return." 

" And now I am here on a very different 
errand," said George, putting a chair close 
to her side. " I am going away again at 
once." 

" Not back to the river, I should hope," 
said Mrs. Haddon. " Those places arc 
unhealthy at the fall of the leaf, with 
mists and other horrible things. Brighton 
would be much better." 

" I am going further than Brighton, 
mother; I am going to America," said 
George. 

" Indeed! " said Mrs. Haddon, with 
perfect composure. " Someone—oh, Charles 
Panchope—was here yesterday, to tell me 
he is going to America. So many young 
men go there now-a-days. I suppose it is 
an amusing place." 

" I hope I shall find it so," said George, 
moodily, for he was somewhat surprised 
at the calm manner in which his mother 
had received the intelligence of his intended 
departure; " I am going in search of 
distraction," 

"Wha t a restless being you are, George!" 
said Mrs. Haddon, laying her knitting in 
her lap, and contemplating her son. "No 
sooner in London than you want to start 
again ! I suppose that river place, though, 
was dreadfully monotonous, and that yon 
require a little excitement after it." 

" I n that river place, as you call it," 
said George, " I was happier than I ever 
was in my life; as happy," he added, after 
a pause, " as I am miserable now! " 

Mrs. Haddon, who had resumed her 
knitting, again laid it aside. " As you 
are miserable now," sho repeated, folding 
her hands and bending forward. "Tou 
have something to say to me, George. 
Tour visit this moming has a purpose. 
Why do you not tell me what it is ? " 

" Mother! " said George Haddon, " you 
have guessed rightly. I came to say good
bye to yon, for I am going to America; 
but I came also to tell yon—there is no 
one else in the world to whom I conld tell 
it—the reason of my going." 

" Speak, George ! " said Mrs. Haddon. 
" We do not see much of each other now, 
it is not likely that we should; I am an 
old woman and you a young man, bnt we 
are mother and son still; and if you are in 
trouble, as I judge, it is natural that yon 
should come to me before anyone else. 
What is it, George ? " 

" The old story, mother—love! " 
Mrs. Haddon's eyes flashed under her 

knitted brows, and she shrugged her 
shoulders impatiently. "Ay!" she muttered, 
" it is time for that, I suppose ! The only 
wonder is that it has not come before! 
Well, George—you have been in love ? " 

" Have been, and a m ! " said George, 
" with the prettiest, the most " 

" Spare me, please!" said Mrs. Haddon, 
holding up her hand, " recollect I am an 
old woman, and spare me ! I am perfectly 
willing to take all the lady's charms for 
granted. Did you meet her at this river 
place ? " 

"Tes , " said George, considerably abashed. 
" She was staying with some friends in 
the neighbourhood. Her name is Dudley, 
Minnie Dudley, and—and I feU in love 
with her." 

" Did you tell her so, or at aU events 
take care to let her see it ? " asked his 
mother. 

" I told her, and a week before I left I 
asked her to marry me." 

" Practical, but somewhat injudicious 
after so short an acquaintance," said Mrs. 
Haddon, with a hard smUe. " What did 
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Miss—I presume she is Miss—^Dudley 
say?" 

" She accepted me conditionally. She 
told me that she was an orphan, brought 
up hy, and wholly dependent on an uncle, 
who loved her as if she had been his own 
child." 

"Not generally a characteristic of 
uncles," said the old lady, " well ? " 

" Minnie would do nothing without her 
uncle's knowledge — nothing, I mean, 
definite. I offered to go and see him, but 
8he thonght it better that I should write, 
saying that though he was kindness itself 
to her, yet he was an odd man, somewhat 
of a cynic so far as I could make out, and 
as I had a temper of my own—or at least 
she said I had—it would be advisable that 
we should not meet." 

"Miss Dudley seems to have common 
sense, at all events," said the old lady. 
"Did you write ? " 

" I did, and this moming received a 
reply. The uncle is unable to accept my 
flattering proposal, and on behalf of his 
niece begs leave to decline any further 
communication." 

" But does he give no reason ? " said 
Mrs. Haddon. "Are you too poor for 
these people—not sufficiently well-bred ? 
Does the man object to your haring courted 
his niece without his knowledge ? He 
must say something—what is it ? " 

" He says nothing beyond what I have 
told you, mother. I left the letter at 
chambers, but I have repeated to you the 
very words." 

"And is it this rebuff which has decided 
yon upon leaving England, George ; which 
has rendered you miserable, and turned 
the current of your life ? This, and no
thing else ? " 

" This, and nothing else," said George. 
* Mother, I can't tell you how I love that 
girl! I've been knocking about London 
for the last five or six years, with as many 
temptetions, and haring as many flirtetions 
as most fellows, I suppose, but I never 
cared for anyone before." 

" I don't think there is any occasion to 
take the matter an grand serieux, George," 
said Mrs. Haddon, in a graver and more 
kindly tone. " I am an old woman of the 
world, and though my experience is small, 
having had no daughters, yet I was young 
myself once, and in love. Depend upon 
it there is some misteke in this matter ! 
Tou are young, good-looking—I may say 
so, though you are my son—and a gentle
man. Tou have plenty of means to 

maintein Miss Dudley in a position quite 
equal, I should think, to any which she 
has ever enjoyed. This man has never 
seen you, and fancies, likely enough, that 
yon are some idle, worthless young fellow, 
trying to entengle his niece into a promise 
of marriage. He must be shown his mis
teke. Tou must call upon him, let him 
learn who you are, and I'U engage that 
after a time he will modify his tone, and 
be only too glad to have a Haddon as a 
suitor for his niece ! " 

" Do you think so, mother ? " said 
George, with a ray of hope lighting up his 
handsome features. " If you could only 
make me believe that! " 

" I do think so, my boy! " said the old 
lady, laying her hand affectionately on her 
son's. " I am sure of i t ! Why, if only— 
Good God ! what's that ? " she suddenly 
cried, in a shrill tene, pointing with her 
finger to the opal ring. " Where did that 
come from ? " 

Her eyes were sterting from her head, 
her outstretehed finger teembled with 
emotion, and her breathing was hard and 
quick. 

" What ? " cried George, looking up at 
her in astenishment; " the ring ? Oh ! 
Minnie—Miss Dudley—gave me that when 
I parted from her." 

" Where did she get it ? Do you know ? 
Tell me, quickly! " said Mrs. Haddon, stfll 
quivering with excitement. 

" Certeinly; from her uncle, who had 
had it a long time." 

" His name—what is his name ? " cried 
Mrs. Haddon. 

" Leagrave—Leagrave! Good heavens, 
mother, what is tho matter ? " cried 
George, springing up, as the old lady, 
with a cry, fell backward in her chair. 

With a great effort Mrs. Haddon re
covered herself. 

" I t is nothing," she said, after a mo
ment's pause, " nothing to be alarmed a t ! 
Let me look at that ring again, George ! " 

He held out his hand, and she examined 
the ring carefully, but without touching it. 

" Take your hand away," she cried, with 
a shudder. " George, you know mo to be 
a tolerably clear-headed, common-sense 
woman ! At least you have known me as 
such hitherto; what will you think now 
when I tell you that all that I said to you 
jnst now, I revoke! Forget your life of 
the past three months, pluck the remem
brance of Miss Dudley from your heart! 
I t will be best, for she will never be any
thing to you! " 
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" Never be anything to me—^Minnie ? 
—nothing to me ? Why, mother, what 
has caused you to change your opinion in 
this extraordinary manner ? " 

" Don't ask me for my reasons, it is im
possible that I can give them! Let it 
suffice for you to know that they are aU-
powerfnl! Tou will never marry Minnie 
Dudley, George; never, at least, while 
James Leagrave is alive to prevent you !" 

" What makes you think that, mother ? " 
asked George. " Do you know this Lea
grave ? have you ever seen him ? " 

" I can tell you nothing," said Mrs. 
Haddon. " I will tell you nothing, except 
that you must give up this gir l! George !" 
she added, with a sudden softening of her 
voice, "you are my son, and I love yon 
dearly, as dearly as any mother who makes 
far greater show of affection, and seeing 
your heart was set on this marriage, I was 
prepared to help you to the utmost. But 
I cannot do it now, and if I could it wonld 
be of no avail." 

" W h a t then, mother, do you counsel 
me to do ?" said George, upon whom the 
despondency of the morning was fast 
settling down again. 

" Go abroad as you proposed to do 
when you first came here this moming," 
said his mother. " Go abroad, to America, 
anywhere; only stay long enongh until 
yon have completely cured yourself of this 
passion. And, before you go, re tum this 
ring to Miss Dudley; or, if you have still 
a feeling for her and wish her well, take it 
with you and throw it overboard as soon as 
you are in deep water. But in no case keep 
it, if you wish for happiness again. Now, 
leave me, please! Come and see me again 
before you go. I have more to say to you, 
but now I am tired and overcome. Ring 
the bell as you pass, and tell them to send 
my maid to me." 

She put her arm round him, and kissed 
him affectionately; then leaned back in 
her chair, and before he had left the room 
was lost in reverie. 

When George Haddon found himself 
back in his rooms at the Temple, he threw 
himself on to the sofa, and began to pass 
in review all that had transpired at his 
mother's house. 

" I can't understand it," he muttered 
after a time. " There is never much to 
be made out of the madre, who is always 
remarkably self-contained, and she sur
prised me very much by her burst of 
affection, and her declaration that I should 
get the better of this objection, and be 

received by Leagrave as a proper suitor for 
his niece. She was so earnest about it 
that she almost persuaded me into the 
belief. Consequently the shock was 
greater when, apparently without the 
slightest motive, she turned round and 

Now what the deuce can it have 
been which npset her in that way? 
At sight of the ring she turned deadly 
white, and I thought was going off into 
a faint. What a strange thing, now, 
that the madre should have been affected 
in that way! I've heard of the super
stition that opals are unlucky stones, 
bnt I should have thought that with her 
strength of mind she would have been the 
last person in the world to have believed 
in snch nonsense. And yet there must be 
something more in it than that, after all. 
Why did she ask me for the name of 
Minnie's nncle ? and why, when I told 
her, was she so painfully distressed? 
From that moment she abandoned the 
counsel which she had preriously given 
me, and declared that all attempte te 
reverse Mr. Leagrave's decision mnst be 
futile. What can she have known of 
Mr. Leagrave, to make her speak so posi
tively about him ? Why did she so 
peremptorily refuse to give ine any expla
nation abont it ? I t is a most mysterions 
business altogether," said George Haddon, 
rubbing his eyes; " and I am now more 
determined than ever to get away and do 
my best to forget all about it." 

At that moment the servant entered the 
room. 

" W h a t is it, Wilson? " asked George, 
looking up. "Have you begun yonr 
packing ? " 

" Tes, sir," said Wilson; " jnst doing it 
now, sir. Boy come for the l^imes, if you 
please, sir." 

" There it is," said G e o i ^ , pointing to 
the paper. " No I let him leave it. I 
want to see which of the Cnnard line sails 
on Saturday. I hope it may be the Cuba," 
he muttered, after the man had left the 
room; " I know some of her officers, and 
they might help to rouse me out of this 
horribly desponding stete." 

He took np the paper, and throwing 
himself back in his chair, began glancing 
over it in search of the information he 
required. While thus engaged, the follow
ing advertisement caught his eye:— 

" CLAIRVOTANCE AND MESMEEISM.—Pro
fessor Lougueville may be consulted at 
his residence, 44, Adelbei^ Terrace, Co
burg Square, by appointment only." 

C ^ r 
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" LongneviUe !" said George; " that 's 
the man who cured Tom Holdsworth's 
sister of epileptic fits, the man about 
whom Jennison was speaking the other 
day; who, while in a trance at this Adel-
berg Terrace, exactiy described Jennison's 
house at Brighton which he had never 
seen, the situation of the doors and win
dows, the peculiarities of the family por-
tiaite, and the position of a figure of a 
dancing Bacchante on the chimney-piece! 
By Jove! the professor is the very man to 
hdp me in my present difficulty! If he is 
really as gifted as they say, he may be 
able, by his somnambulency or his mes
merism, or whatever they call it, to tell 
me the story of the opsd ring, to reveal 
why the madre was so powerfully affected 
by it, and what i t all means. At all 
events, it's worth trying. I'll send Wilson 
oS with a note, asking for an appointment 
at once." 

In a couple of hours Wilson retumed 
with the reply. Professor LongneviUe 
would be happy to see Mr. Haddon at 
seven o'clock that evening. 

CHAPTER IV. 

" Tma doesn't look very mysterious! " 
said George Haddon, as he glanced round 
the room at Adelberg Terrace, into which 
he had been shown, punctual to his ap
pointment " Portraits, thin-faced old 
Frenchman, decores, of course; ditto of a 
handsome old French lady, hair dressed a 
k Marie Antoinette, and rather like the 
madre. Bust of Mazzini on the mantel
piece—^hallo. Professor, is that your line 
ot politics!—and plaster caricature-steto-
ettes of Roger the tenor, and Rachel, by 
Danton. Books, La Harpe, Dr. EUioteon on 
Mesmerism, and the Zoiat! Nothing very 
wonderful in aU this. I wonder whether 
the professor is an enthusiast or a do? 
Must be one or the other, or probably 
might be a little of both. That's no busi
ness of mine. H he conld teU Jennison aU 
that abont a honse which he had never 
seen, there is no reason why be should not 
be able to help me in my little affair." 

His soliloquy was intermpted by the 
entrance of a middle-aged man, with 
a bald head, a thin wom face, and re
markable eyes. Large thoughtful brown 
eyes, like those sometimes seen in a stag; 
no briUiancy in them, no sparkle or lustre, 
but an expression which, whUe soft and 
almost sad, was very intense. 

"Mr. Haddon?" said he enquu-ingly, 
gpeakmg with a very slight foreign accent. 

and glancing the while at George's note, 
which he held in his hand. " I am Pro
fessor Longueville, but—but surely it was 
not you who proposed to consult me. There 
is no trace of illness about you," he added 
looking at George's stalwart proportions. 

"None, thank Heaven," said George 
with a smile, " and yet that is my letter 
in your hand. I have heard of your fame, 
professor, and I want to see some proofs 
of it." 

" Tou are eridently not aware, sir," 
said the professor, stifdy, " that I give 
consultetions for health alone. If you 
have any other purpose in coming here, I 
cannot receive you." He moved tewards 
the door. 

"Don't misunderstand me," said George, 
with more earnestness than he had hitherto 
displayed. " There are mentel as well as 
bodily complaints, and from all I have 
heard you may be able to give me much 
relief. I am a friend of Mr. Holdsworth 
and Mr. Jennison, who have both spoken 
of you to me." 

" Those gentlemen are worthy friends of 
mine, certainly," said the professor, " but 
you must be good enough to be more 
explicit before 1 go for a consultetion." 

" I'U speak out frankly, then! " said 
George. "The fact is, M. LonguevUle, I 
am in love. The young lady loves me in 
return, but her guardian refuses to hear of 
our marriage, and I am nearly out of my 
mind about it." 

" I pity you very much, sir," said the 
professor, grimly, " butit ia no part of my 
profession to make love-philtres, or potions 
to soften the hearts of guardians." 

" No ! no ! but hear me out! I have a 
fancy—Heaven only knows whether there 
is any sense in it—that these misfortunes 
have come about through this opal ring 
which the young lady gave me; at all 
events that it has played some importa,nt 
part in former events, which now exercise 
a baleful influence on my hoped-for mar
riage." 

" The ring is handsome," said the pro
fessor, looking at it, " but the stone is un
lucky. In the days of Pliny the elder—" 

" Tes," intermpted George, " never mind 
about Pliny the elder, please ; what I want 
to know is this—Can I, through mes
merism, or anything of that kind, leam tho 
story of this ring, to whom it has belonged, 
what it has gone through, and so on ? " 

"Undoubtedly!" said the professor. 
" A somnambulist, while entranced, and 
pat en rapport with the jewel, would see 
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all that had ever happened to it since ite 
origin, and could tell ite history in deteil." 

" The deuce he conld! " cried George. 
" Why that is exactly what I want. If 
you can manage to get that for me, I'U 
give you " 

" We will not go into that part of the 
question, if you please," intermpted the 
professor, holding up his hand. " As I 
have already told you, I only give consul
tations in the matter of health. Bnt, as 
you are a friend of two friends of mine, 
and as you obviously are in earnest in your 
enquiries, I wiU see what can be done." 

" I t ' s awfully good of you, I 'm sure," 
said George. " Ton don't know what an 
immense thing it would be to find out 
what is the matter, because then some 
kind of explanation might be made, don't 
yon know, and the thing put right." 

" If you will wait here a minute, I wiU 
come for you when I am ready," said the 
professor, as he left the room. 

" Going to prepare the hanky-panky, I 
suppose," said George, when he was left 
alone. " What an ass I am to have come 
here on snch an errand ! I don't know 
anything about clairvoyance, but I suppose 
there mU be aU the tomfoolery of the 
darkened room, and the raps from the spirite 
of Julius Csesar and other distinguished 
defuncts. I had better have gone straight 
to old Leagrave and had it out with him, 
instead of wasting my time here, I 
imagine." 

" Will you walk this way, Mr. Haddon ? " 
said the professor at the door. George 
followed him into a handsome drawing-
room, lit with gas and well furnished. A 
young lady, of delicate lymphatic appear
ance, with blue eyes and fine hair, was 
seated at the piano. She rose as George 
entered, and the professor introduced her 
as Miss Comthwaite, " with whose assist
ance I hope to give you the information 
you require, Mr. Haddon," he added. 

George bowed, and thanked Miss Com
thwaite in anticipation, wondering within 
himself what on earth she had to do with 
it. 

He had not to remain long in doubt. 
" I have promised to endeavour to help 
you in this matter," said the professor, 
addressing him, " but before commencing 
the operation, I will say a few explanatory 
words. The principle which 1 am going 
to invoke for your aid is called animal 
magnetism. By his wiU and by the power 
of that faculty by which he moves and 
breathes, a man can often exercise npon 

his fellow-creatures a certein indescribable 
influence. This is mesmerism or animal 
magnetism. To esteblish a connexion 
between the operator and the patient, 
there must emanate from him who mes
merises to him mesmerised a something 
which, for want of a better name, is caUed 
the magnetic fluid. This is merely a 
figurative expression; we know it is not a 
solid and therefore call it a fluid, but very 
little indeed is known about it. In order 
that the mesmeriser may control his 
patient, it is necessary that there should 
exist between them a feeling of sympathy 
both moral and physical. How the physical 
sympathy is esteblished, yon will shortly 
see. As to the moral bond, it is formed 
between two persons by the ideas or 
wishes which occupy them mutually at 
the time. The first condition necessary 
for mesmerising is a strong will, the 
second that the mesmerist should have 
perfect confidence in his own powers. 
The third is benevolence, or the anxions 
desire to do good. I have the two first, I 
know; yonr earnestness, Mr. Haddon, 
inspires me with the hope that I have the 
third. All the necessary conditions being 
thus fnlfiUed, we wfll proceed with the 
operation." 

As he finished speaking, the professor, 
after motioning his visitor to the sofa, 
placed an arm-chair in the middle of the 
room, with immediately facing it a some
what higher stool. To the former he 
conducted Miss Comthwaite, on the latter 
he seated himself, having firet obtained 
from George the opal ring, and placed it 
on the fourth finger of Miss Comthwaite's 
right hand. Then he took Miss Com-
thwaito's hands within his own, and held 
them there, palm to pahn, for a few 
moments, while his eyes gazed steadily 
into her's. The professor's next proceed
ing waa to withdraw his hands, throw 
them out, and aUow them to rest for about 
the space of a minute upon the shoulders 
of his patient, and afterwards draw them 
slowly down Miss Comthwaite's arms, 
with a certein light pressure, from the 
shoulders to the tips of the fingers. 

Under this influence a change came 
over the patient. Her face contracted, 
there was an evident twitching of the 
hands, and her arms hung lifelessly by 
her side. 

When the professor noticed these symp
toms, he placed his hands above the 
patient's head, kept them there for about 
half-a-minute, and then drew them slowly 

=r 



X 
--h 

CharleB Diokens.] THE FIRST ENTRT. [December 3,1874.] 1 3 

down, at the distence of an inch or two» 
opposite the face, until they reached the 
waist, where he leant for a moment with 
the pointe of his fingers, then continued 
the movement slowly along the body to 
the feet. These " passes " were repeated 
many times, and George noticed that at 
the close of each movement the professor 
took care te shake his fingera. At last 
he concluded his operation by allowing 
his hands to meet, and making, at the 
distance of three or four inches, a few 
transversal passes before Miss Comthwaite's 
face. By this time her eyeballs were 
nptemed, as happens to one about to 
sleep, and the professor, closely examining 
her, pronounced her to be in a mesmeric 
trance. 

"Now, Mr. Haddon," he said, " I am 
abont to question her. Do you pay 
attention to aU she says." 

Greorge puUed a note-book with which 
he had prorided himself from his pocket, 
and took his seat close by Miss Com
thwaite's chair. 

"Tou have a ring on yonr finger," said 
the professor, addressing himself to his 
patient " Can you teU ite history ? " 

" I can," was the reply, delivered in a 
low but clear voice. 

"Let us hear it from the very first," 
said the professor. 

THB FIRST ENTRT IN GEORGE 
HADDON'S NOTE-BOOK. 

Tou must be patient; for, although 
I can perceive some Things, I see them 
only as in a glass, and darkly. They 
are shadows coming out of a mist, and 
gaining every moment form and sub
stance ; but when they seem close to me, 
and I would grasp them, lo ! they fade 
away into dim clouds again. I t is as 
though the curtein of a playhouse had 
faUen whfle I recked not of i t ; but there 
are actors behind that veil, and the mur
mur of many voices is incessant. So; 
now the mist clears away, and I can See. 
Shapes of Uvingmenare before me, palpable 
and tangible; and the murmur of voices 
rises to a roar. 

The Traktir of the Three Emperors at 
Nishni-Novgorod. During how many years 
in days gone by have not the daughters of 
Egypt sung the song, and danced the dance, 
and touched the Balalaika, and toldf ortunes 
te fools, and, with their bright black eyes, 
wheedled greater fools stfll to then: de

struction at the Great Fair ? The Traktir 
of the Three Emperors at Nishni-Nov
gorod! There they are, all three: 
superbly daubed on the sign-board out
side by an artist from Kasan. Here 
and there accuracy of design and pro
priety of light and shade may have failed 
him; but he has atoned for aU short
comings by plenty of bright blues and 
scarlets, and plenty of gold leaf, or what 
passes for gold. Tsar Peter Yelik6; Tsar 
Alexandri-Paulowich; Tsar Nicolas-Alex-
androrich. Tes; here are the Three Em
perors, complete. The artist from Kasan 
was a devotional painter, much patronised 
by the clergy. He has given each Imperial 
Majesty a gilt nimbus, beautifully diapered, 
encircling his head ; and the epaulettes of 
the Tsar Nicolas are so prodigious that 
they look well nigh like wings of bullion. 
In the great inner room of the Traktir, 
there hangs another picture, more resplen
dent in colour, and richer in gold-leaf, or 
what passes for it. I t is in a gaudy frame, and 
in front of it is suspended, by three chains, 
a smaU brazen lamp, the flame in which is 
never extinguished. Nearly all the men 
who enter the room uncover their heads 
so soon as they cross the threshold; and, 
when they pass before this image, they 
reverently bow, and sign themselves. It 
is a Panagia, and is from the great religious 
factory at Kiev, where thousands of simUar 
Panagias are painted and gilt every year. 
But there are customers of the Traktu: of 
the Three Emperors who neither uncover, 
nor bow, nor cross themselves in honour 
of the painting. They stere at it, some
times with a look of blank surprise, some
times vrith an expression of amused in
terest, oftener with a glance of contempt 
and disgust. For what significance can 
the Panagia present to the worshippers 
of Brahma and Vishnu, to the foUowers 
of Mahomet and Moses, of Buddha and 
Confucius, to the disciples of Luther and 
Calvin ? And they are all here. 

Men of almost every physical type and in 
almost every variety of garb in the world 
we call cirilised, and in most parts of that 
world which in our conceit we term uncivil
ised, are here gathered together. They are 
eating, drinking, smoking, playing at 
draughte and backgammon, laughing, 
singing even; but above aU things they 
are buying and selling. This is the Temple 
of Mammon; and in good sooth, the shrino 
is exceeding durty, and the sanctuary 
reeks with the erillest of odours. Things 
of sweet perfume are being sold elsewhere 
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at the Fair of Nishni—^myrrh and frank
incense, and benzoin; attar from Damascus 
and spices from Java; aromatically smeU-
ing caravan tea ; trinkets of sandal-wood ; 
scents, and soaps, and essences from the 
Paris Palais-royal; trunks and harness, 
and boote and slippera from the Gostinnoi-
Dvor of Moscow aud Petereburg, redolent 
of the perfume of the birch-bark with 
which the leather has been tenned. But 
in this House of Mammon only jewels are 
being sold—things inodorous in them
selves, but which become unpleasant when 
golden imperials are wrapped up in dirty 
rags or greasy sheep-skin pouches, and 
when diamonds are revealed from the 
depths of a blue cotton pocket-handkerchief 
long secreted in the mangy fur cap of a 
trader from Ai^isterdam. 

Not a womaa is to be seen amidst this 
crowd. Not until evening are the 
daughters of Egypt allowed to enter, to 
dance and sing and tell lies about the 
future. The hours of the day are given 
up to basiness among the men-folks; 
business, however, carried on with an 
immense accompaniment of cabbage-soup 
and sturgeon eating, of cigar and pipe 
smoking, and notably of drinking. There 
is tea by the cauldron full—^tea dmnk hot 
and drunk cold, tea that looks black and 
is bitter and nauseous, tea that is golden-
hued, and is sweet and fragrant. Still you 
can obtain stronger beverages at the Traktir 
of the Three Emperora. Its customers 
come from all parts of the world ; and 
they may call for the claret and cham
pagne of France, the beer and Rhine wine 
of Germany, tho Xeres and MontiUa of 
Spain, the schnapps of HoUand, the brant-
wein and vodka of the North; and they 
shall still be served. See ; there is a man 
in a tall hat and European clothes who 
has just caUed for a bottle of Dahlia stout, 
and he pays two roubles for it, cheerfully. 
Men are not sparing of their small 
moneys at the Fair of Nishni. Troops of 
waiter-boys ran abont the great room of 
the Traktir, attending to the incessant and 
conflicting ordera of the guests. They are 
strapping young lads, with fresh, rosy faces, 
and curly brown hair. They are clad in 
clean white shirts, embroidered with blue 
and red at the cuffs and collara, worn over 
their baggy knickerbockera, and boote 
reaching to the knee, and girt round the 
waist with silken sashes of bright tints. 
These waiter-boys are so many vralking 
tables of foreign exchanges. They know 
to a kopeck how much a sovereign, a 

Napoleon, an IsabelUno, a doubloon, 
a mohnr, a Frederic d'Or, a gold eagle 
may be worth in Russian money; 
and they know quite as accurately how 
many kopecks they may cheat a strange 
customer out of when they give him 
change. There is not a very great deal of 
cheating going on; for nearly everybody 
who frequents the Traktir of the Three 
Emperora is as sharp as the sharpest razor 
of Sheffield, and keener than the keenest 
rapier that ever professed to have been 
manufactured at Toledo, but was reaUy 
made at Birmingham. The dealers, too, 
keep the watchfollest of eyes on the 
precious wares they are purchasing or 
vending ; and to gfuard against the intm-
sion of suspicious strangera, I see sitting at 
a teble close to the door, two gaunt, 
grizzled-moustached men, in dirty grey 
coats, buttoned up to the chin, and with 
round flat caps with bands that were once of 
sflver lace round them. They sit smoking 
continually, and playing some mysterious 
game, with an indescribably greasy pack 
of cards. From time to time the waiter 
boys bring them drink, tobacco, sausages, 
cabbage soup, bread and cheese, and what 
not. Every four honre the couple are 
relieved by two other men, their very 
images for gauntness, dirtiness, and capa
city for the inhalation of tobacco-smoke 
and the reception of liquor. These are 
policemen, but their serrices are very seldom 
wanted. Here everybody can teke care 
of himself, and tekes it very carefuUy. 

I know the man with the tall hat and 
the European garb—^a traveUing suit of 
grey tweed, such as you might buy on 
Ludgate Hfll—^who has just paid two 
roubles for the bottled beer. He is Mr. 
Louis Vanderplug, of the great firm of 
Vanderplug, Brothers, of Amsterdam, 
dealera in precious stones. Out of the tell 
hat and the grey tweed traveUing suit he is 
seldom seen. His luggage consiste of a 
small black shagreen dressing bag. In 
his breast pocket, perhaps, there may be 
peacefuUy slumbering a six-barreUed 
revolver; but that is no present concern 
of oura. The black dressing bag holds 
millions : miUions worth of diamonds and 
other of the rarest gems: mflUons in bank 
notes and bills of exchange. Vanderplug 
Brothera do business with all the courte 
of Europe. Mr. Louis Vanderplug is as 
weU known at Tsarski-Celo as at Schon-
briinn, at Laeken as at Marlborough 
House, at Charlottenburg as at Stamboul. 
He has rung the area bell at every palace 
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in Christendom, and has the entree of all 
the backsteira. If yon ask him if he 
ever does business at the Vatican, he 
shakes his head, and teUs you that 
the folks there are rather too wide
awake customera for him. But he goes 
to Brazfl sometimes, and looks in at 
Washington and New Tork on his way 
home. Mr. Louis Vanderplug has had, 
in his time—^he is a hard-set, well pre
served man of flfty—somewhat of a surfeit 
of precious stones ; and, in his rare 
momente of unbending, has been heard 
cynicaUy to question whether the Regent, 

1 jAe Lazareff, and the Koh-i-noor, all put 
blether, are worth much more than a 
glass drop from a chandeUer with a bit of 
foil paper neatly stuck at the back. 

This present summer Mr. Louis Van
derplug has come aU the way from Am
sterdam—he paid visite to half a score of 
Crowned Hewls on his way—^to the Fair of 
Nishni-Novgorod to buy—what? Opal. 
There is plenty of opal in the western 
markets, but it is not of the kind he 
wants; and that kind he knows that he 
can only obtein from Li-Chang. 

"No can do," says Li-Chang to Mr. 
Vanderplug; "no piecey opal general want 
belongey my pigeon," which, being inter
preted, means that Li-Chang professes not 
to be able to supply the dealer with the 
article he requires. 

" Piecey fire opal go up topside galow, 
savey," continues Li-Chang; " he muchey 
more big price than come pay last time. 
He go up chop-chop muchy more price next 
pigeon, savey." By this Li-Chang means 
tiiat "fire" or iridescent and flashing opal 
has considerably advanced in price since 
last fair time, and that another and larger 
increase in rates may be expected before the 
ensuing year. Mr. Vanderplug knows that 
Li-Chang is telUng falsehoods. He does not 
m the sub t e s t degree object to his lying: 
it being part and parcel of the Celestial 
way of doing business. So he looks very 
keenly at his friend from the Flowery 
Land, who has the usual tea-tray face, 
with the Uttle black currant eyes and 
the eternal simper, and who is swathed 
in a long caftan of dubious hue, and 
trimmed with catekin; and says, 

"Very weU. Tou no my pigeon, I no 
yonr pigeon. No piecey opal me, no 
piecey diamond yon. And I know you 
want diamonds, you leering rascal, Mr. 
Vanderplug continues mentelly, and m 
Low Duteh. . „ 

" N o can catehee piecey fire opal. 

Li-Chang continues to murmur. "Province 
mandarin catehee aU fire opal belongee 
Li-Chang. Catehee all him sycee dollar, 
make Li-Chang eat bamboo. Muscov 
mandarin catehee more doUar. Make Li-
Chang eat stick. Dam thief both pigeon, 
savey ? " 

" Muchee bobbery Ues, my friend," con
tinues Mr. Vanderplug coolly. " Muchey 
talkee no my pigeon." And he empties 
his glass of Dublin stout as though deter
mined to put an end to an unbusiness-like 
conversation, and begins to draw on one 
glove. Mr. Vanderplug always wears 
gloves—dog-skin; eight-and-a-half. 

"Ingliz general worse than Mellican," 
grumbles Li-Chang. Why he calls bis 
interlocutor a general, unless he considers 
it to be a convertible sum for a gentleman, 
is uncertein. " Mellican man give big 
bootey-kick on Li-Chang's shin-leggee. 
Ingliz much worse. Dutcher worae pigeon 
than aU, topside galow, savey ? " 

" Bring out your pigeon," Mr. Vander
plug repeats in his steady voice. " Muchey 
fire opal buys muchey diamond; both 
muchey sycee doUar pay. All right." 

With much more murmuring and sigh
ing and wriggling, over all of which, how
ever, the twinkling of the black-currant 
like eyes and the eternal simper are pre
dominant, Li-Chang produces from the 
folds of his caften, which is not unlike the 
wonderful dressing robes from which con
jurors produce bowls of gold fish and 
grand pianofortes—I know all their teicks, 
and they are but shallow rogues at bottom 
—a kind of leathern satchel, the original 
colour of which may have been crimson, 
but which has been dimmed by time and 
use to the hue of a bnUoek's liver. This 
satehel is secured by a broad strap passing 
round it. Li-Chang undoes the buckle; 
and he then unrolls the budget, which 
opens like a ' tronsse,' or case of surgical 
instruments, and, when laid flat, nearly 
covers the Uttle table at which they are 
sitting. 

" All opal, these, Li-Chang can catchey, 
says the Chinaman. " Now choose chop-
chop what likey belongey buy. Then 
show Li-Chang much piecey diamond pay 
muchey dollar." He pushes the case 
towards the dealer from Amsterdam. 

Mr. Vanderplug bends over the oase 
spread out before him, and begins te 
examine, one after another, the pieces of 
opal, some cut and unset, others wholly 
uncut which are nestling in so many little 
leathern pockete. All this whfle Li-Chang 
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continues to simper, and to watoh his 
customer with those little twinkling black 
eyes of his. 

" Hum," muses Mr. Vanderplug to him
self, not in pigeon English, you may be 
sure, but in very grammatical Dutch, 
" there does not seem to be anything here 
beyond the vagabond's ordinary stock-in-
trade. He certainly has the finest opal in 
the world, but he's hard to draw—^hard to 
draw. So ; what have we here; ah, sUica 
with at least fifteen per cent, of water, and 
no oxide of iron. Silica and no alkaline 
earths; I can teU that by feeling. A good 
play of greens and reds in this 'noble ' 
opal, but no real fire. A nice conchoidal 
fracture here. A Hungarian girasol: I've 
seen better from Cornwall. Milky opal
escent ; not worth a guflder. Bucharian 
cacholong; not much better than chalce
dony. MenUite; I 'd just as soon have 
a petrified sheep's kidney. Tabasheer; 
you've got that out of the joints of your 
own bamboos, Li-Chang. HyaUte and 
Fiorite, and Miller's Glass; you might as 
well seU me gum arable." He looks up 
suddenly at Li-Chang. " No, my pigeon, 
this," he says, sternly, " good. Hog Lane, 
Kwantnng. No good pigeon, Nishni. 
Fire opal, you rascal." 

" So helpee me chin-chin Joss catchey 
Heaven," answers the Chinaman humbly, 
and throwing his hand flat on the teble so 
that his long finger-nafls clack on the 
hard leather " no belongey Li-Chang more 
fire opal. General, see Hungary girasol 
pigeon, good fire, bnt not much goody 
enough for big dollar price. So help him 
great grandmother's grave, Li-Chang no 
Ue." 

I t is observable that when Li-Chang 
takes one of his ancestor's tombs to 
witness, he is generally teUing the t ru th : 
when he swears by his great grand
mother's grave he is to be believed, 
impUcitly. 

" Very well," observes Mr. Vanderplug, 
pushing back the jewel case, and drawing 
on his other glove. " I suppose I must 
say good-bye, Li-Chang, tiU next year ? " 

The Chinaman's eyes twinkle more 
brightly than ever. He rises in evident 
agitation, and draws from the vest of his 
robe a little leathern bag. 

" Stoppee," he says, with somewhat of 
a quivering voice, " one more piecey opal 
here. Great devil opal. Come Mellican-
Mexican mountein—one great devil moun
tein all opal. Hydrophane, quick, fetehey 
glass water, come bring." 

He produces from the bag a piece of 
opaque stone, which, Ughtly immeraed in 
water, assumes aU the colours of the rain
bow. 

Mr. Vanderplug shakes his head. " No 
my pigeon," he says. 

" Then THIS , " Li-Chang goes on, his voice 
assuming in his excitement a sharp treble 
piteh, " this more precious fire, more pre
cious hydrophane—this opal found Desert 
of GobL Maskey piecy muchee price than 
Three Emperora, with their pigeon crown. 
Look General, look chop-chop." 

Bnt what Mr. Vanderplug is looking at, 
as he stoops over something held in the 
Chinaman's trembling hand, I cannot see, 
for a thick mist rises, and in the haze the 
Traktir of the Three Emperora at Nishni-
Novgorod audits multitude of drinking and 
smoking and chaffering gueste altogether 
disappear. The cries of " Tchelovek "— 
waiter—cease; yet stfll behind the vefl do 
I hear voices. There is the clear, calm, 
hard voice of a man telking French as only 
Russians can telk it:—^faultlessly but with
out emphasis and without melody. There 
is the voice of a woman converaing in the 
same tongue, and in rich, soft, meUow 
tones, but with some dialectical difficulty, 
however, as though the speaker had but 
recently acquired the language of France. 

" Upon my word, Vafra," says the voice 
of the man, " you are too exigent. This 
is the third time this moming that you 
have asked to look at my jewels. Well, 
you must be indulged in this, I suppose, 
as in everything else. There's the key of 
the malachite casket." 

" I love the jewels only for your sake, 
my Serge," the female voice repUes. " Give 
me the key, that I may seem to see in the 
glittering gems the sparkle of yonr eyes. 
All my diamonds should be youra—are 
they not youra already ?— îf you would 
oidy try to see the lustre of my eyes in 
them. Bnt you don't love me, Serge, as 
you used te do." 

" Spoflt child," interposes the voice of 
the man. " Spoflt chfld, that would cry 
for the moon, and expect to find some
body's eyes there. Take the key and be 
happy." 

Slowly and gently the vefl before mine 
eyes melte away, and I behold This :— 

A superbly decorated and furnished 
apartment, which presente in appearance 
a whimsical mixture of the smoking-room 
and library of a bachelor, and the boudoir 
of a woman of fashion. The ceiling is 
adorned with fluted blue satin, the rays 
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converging to a centreformedby the golden 
effigy of a double-headed eagle with out
stretched wings. The walls are also hung 
with blue satin, and the skirting boards 
are of ebony inlaid with ivory and gold 
There is a harp in one comer, a cabinet 
pianoforte in another. The lower half of 
one of the windows is blocked up by an 
aviary full of singing birds ; but over the 
mantel there is a huge trophy of bright 
burnished weapons—fowling-pieces, match
locks, bows and arrows, yateghans, Da
mascus scimitera, daggera and pistols. 
On the opposite wall is a trophy as 
large and as sumptuous of chiboucks and 
narghfl^s, the amber mouthpieces of some 
of them encrusted with gems; together 
with fantasticaUy carved meerachaum pipes 
and cigar-tubes. There is an abundance of 
mirrors, and there are many pictures; but 
of these last the majority are of a frivo
lous, not to say sensuous kind : " Pets of 
the Ballet," "Lights of the Harem," 
"Nymphs of the Sea-side," "Windy days 
on the Boulevards," and so forth. There 
is a large aquatint engraring, glaringly 
coloured, of " Newmarket Cracks " and 
" Derby Winnera." There is a splendidly 
framed picture in oil of a tall and hand
some officer in the full uniform of the 
Russian ChevaUer Guards—cuirass, white 
tunic, spreading epaulettes, jack boots, 
sflver helmet, and alL Next to this is a 
head in pastol of a most beautiful woman 
—^young, dark almost to swarthiness, vrith 
lustrous black hair, and stfll more lustrous 
eyes. She is clad in a half-orientel 
costome. I know the originals of these 
portraite perfectly weU. They are sitting 
now, in the sumptuous room, toying, and 
talking nonsense. The room is one of 
fifty as sumptuous in a palace on the 
Great Movskaia, St. Petereburg. The man 
—he is out of uniform for the nonce, and 
is wrapped in an embroidered dressing-
gown of Peraian make—is Prince Serge 
VacUikoff, of the Russian Chevalier Guards 
aforesaid. The woman, about whose limbs 
floats a gauzy white peignoire, is La Vafra, a 
Neapolitan of rare beauty, a baUet dancer at 
the Grand Opera House at St. Petereburg, 
andwho has been living,thesetwentymonths 
past, under the 'protection' of Prince Serge 
VacUikoff. I know him very well. He 
began life just five yeare ago with an 
mcome of a hundred thousand roubles a 
year, the revenue of his estates in the 
government of Tamboff, in which there are 
not less than fifteen hundred 'souls' or pea
sante, with cotton factories, pottery works, 

dyeing works, saw-mflls, and all kinds of 
means and appliances to add to his revenues. 
He has led the life of most of the young 
Russian nobles of his epoch. Drill, debt, 
dissipation, Dominique's, Chemin de fer and 
baccarat, champagne drinking—only varied 
by an occasional trip to Paris, to Florence, 
to Homhourg, or Baden, or Monaco— 
these have sufficed to mortgage Prince 
Serge Vacflikoff's estates to their fuU 
value, to plunge him over head and ears 
in debt, to undermine his constitution, and 
to harden his heart to the consistence of 
the nether millstone. He is an accomplished 
gentleman. He can speak half-a-dozen 
languages with perfect ease and purity. 
He can draw and paint and model, play 
the pianoforte, and do tambour embroidery, 
beautifully. He is an excellent cavalry 
officer, and has more than once earned the 
applause of the Tsar, for his dashing 
behariour on the parade ground. More
over, he is as consummate a scoundrel 
as you might wish to meet with out 
of Siberia. His word is as good as 
his bond; and both are worthless. He 
is as ready to cheat at cards as to fight 
a duel vrith any one who accuses him 
of cheating; and the infernal ingenuity 
which he brings to bear on the task of 
seducing a woman is only surpassed by 
the alacrity with which he abandons her, 
when he has grown weary of her society. 
Of La Vafra, what more need be said, but 
that she is an Italian, and a ballerina, 
perfectly Uliterate, passionately affectionate, 
and demoniacally vindictive when her 
jealousy is aroused. 

She does not know that nearly all the 
jewels in the malachite casket, the contents 
of which she has been so anxious to explore 
this moming, are paste, and that the real 
gems have been long since pawned, to the 
Armenian usurers of the Apraxin-Dvor. 
She does not know that her own diamonds 
—the gifte of I know not how many 
princes and grandees—have long since 
gone the way of VacUikoff's own valu
ables ; and that almost the only precious 
thing in the casket is a wonderful piece of 
iridescent Opal, bought for him, so her 
lover tells her, from a Chinese merchant, 
by a dealer from Amsterdam, at the fair 
of Nishni-Novgorod. But there is some
thing else of which she is in quest in this 
casket. I t must be there, she thinks. 
When the key is given her, she opens the 
box, and tekes out and looks at the 
sparkling lying contents—all but the 
iridescent Opal, wistfully. She cannot 
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find the thing for which she is craving. 
By-and-by Serge is called out of the room 
to receive a risitor, one of the Tsar's aide-
de-camps, who is waiting for him in the 
grand saloon. Now do I see La Vafra on 
her knees, holding tho malachite casket 
between her two hands; holding it, quite 
empty, upside down; shaking it, and 
putting it to her ear ; then throwing it to 
the ground, and pressing every inch of ite 
innermost surface. 

" At last! " she cries, vrith a spasm of 
rage, fear, despair, in her voice. Her 
finger has tonched a hidden spring in the 
casket. There flies open at its base a little 
secret t rap ; and from it she draws, with 
tremulous hands, a tiny gold locket, which 
she opens, and, with tigress's eyes, glances 
at the miniature within of a woman with 
fair hair and blue eyes. 

" I t is the Countess Katrina Bondinoff," 
she murmurs, sinking to the groxmd, and 
the tears raining down her face. " I t is 
the accuraed Lady of Honour to the court 
who sits in tbo flrst box to the left on the 
grand tier, and eyes me scornfully through 
her glass every time I dance. I t is the 
Countess Katrina, and he is false to me." 

Just then Prince Serge Vacilikoff, 
placidly whiffing at his cigarette, strolls 
back into the room. He sees what has 
been done, and his handsome face tums 
straightway to that of a white devfl. 

" Little traitor—little viper! " his high
ness remarks. " So you have been prying 
and spying have you ? Take that and 
that." And it is a fact that all Prince, all 
captain in the Chevalier Guards, all accom
plished gentleman as he is, the savage 
Tartar seizes a riding-switch that lies on 
tbe table, and strikes his mistress sharply, 
raising purple bars on her white shoulders. 
She utters a shriek of pain and terror; 
and then, lo ! mine eyes are obscured by a 
mist; and of the room and those within it 
I can see nothing more. And, behold, the 
mist is in hue a dull red, as weU it may 
bo—well it may be. 

What is it I discern for an instant 
through the crimson haze? Is it the 
iridescence of that Opal in the malachite 
casket? Is it the gleam of a Dagger, 
snatched from the trophy over the mantel 
by the hand of an infuriated woman, and 
buried, with lightning rapidity, in the 
heart of a bad, false, cruel man ? 

Such would seem to bo the dreadful 
truth, for the mist has cleared away again; 
and I see^ tho Vafra standing up, her 
gauzy whito peignoire all dabbled in 

blood, and her arms tightly held by two 
police soldiers. A group of lacqueys are 
huddled in a comer of the room. They 
dare not approach the corpse of their 
master; and indeed it would be against 
the law for them to touch it until 
Authority had made ite first report; and 
authority, in the shape of a police major, 
is duly engaged at the task of preliminary 
investigation, in which the investigator ia 
materially aided by a pint bottle of cham
pagne which has just been brought in on 
a sflver salver by a paUid and teembUng 
maitee d'h6tel. 

" He stmck me with the whip," says 
La Vafra, calmly; " and I was angry and 
stabbed him. I meant to kfll him. Tet 
he might have lashed me as in his cruel 
moments he was wont to lash his hounds, 
and I would not have murmured. But he 
was false to me. I loved him, and so I 
kflled him. My Serge ! My Serge!" she 
breaks out, vrith a piercing shriek; and 
with a sudden effort of spasmodic power 
she vrrenches her arms from the grasp of 
the police agente, and flings hersefi on the 
body of the dead man. 

"This wiU never do," observes the 
police-major. " Handcuffs, Sergeant Gla-
sorich. Leg-straps, Polizei Nechoff. She 
is one of those subjecte who kick. So; 
now then, gently. Stend at ease—attention 
—march. My droschky is below, and we 
wfll take this impulsive lady before the 
examining judge. The climate of Siberia 
vrill have, I am afraid, a somewhat de
leterious effect on her complexion. 
March!" 

The police agente lead La Vafra away; 
but the major lingera behind a little, 
to set a guard over the corpse, and to 
flnish the champagne: and, perhaps, for 
some other trifling private motive. 

" A remarkably handsome woman," he 
remarks, looking abont him with a thought
fully inquisitive mien. " She has rid the 
world of a most eminent scoundrel. I 
don't think his highness, stood very weU 
at court; so she may hope for extenuating 
circumstances, and get off scot free after 
all. I wonder," continues the thought
ful police major, " if there are any pretty 
little rouble notes abont. He was deeply 
in debt, but he must have had a good deal 
of pocket-money. Jewels I ah, but jewels 
are dangerous! How that opal shines! 
Let us look for the pretty littie rouble 
notes." 

But the Opal shines no more, and a 
great black shadow falls over all. 

2«3~ 
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THE SECOND ENTRT IN GEORGE 
HADDON'S NOTE-BOOK. 

AGAIN the question was asked: " D o 
you see this jewel ? " 

Again the answer came: " I see it." 
" FoUow it, from the point of time, and 

from the place wherein you saw it last, 
and relate ite history. Are you foUowing 
i t Speak!" 

" I am following it." 
The look of painful searehing was more 

marked than on the firat occasion; she 
knitted her brow, and made uncertein 
gestures with her hands. But the brow 
grew smooth again; the hands clasped 
teemselves in her lap; peacefulness spread 
itself over the colourless face and the 
closed eyeUds. She sighed deeply and 
began to speak, in a low, meditetive tone. 

" The jewel reste. I do not see the man 
who chose it from among ite fellows, to 
send it forth in gorgeous company of 
diamonds, full of Ught, but none of them 
with a feU red flame at their heart, that 
it might do ite appointed task among men. 
For a long time the jewel rests in the 
darkness of a golden casket, and the flame 
isduU." 

" Pass over the time of its rest," said 
the mesmerist, " and see it when it is in 
the light again." 

After a short pause she spoke. 

I am in the kingdom of Moming; in 
the east The rose-cloud touches the 
horizon of sand, and dashes the glorious 
blue with long level streaks; the air 
sparkles; it has the desert fragrance m 
it, the scent which fiUs men's nostrils with 
Ufe, and their hearte with yearning for the 
sflence, and the vastness, and the freedom 
which Ue yonder. The golden sunlight— 
not as yet fierce in ite might but gracious 
m its splendour like a prince not yet a 
monareh and crovmed vrith noon—glints 
upon the watera of a great river. I t is the 
Nile. Many boate, of aU shapes and sizes, 
are afloat upon ite yeUow waves; above 
their decks are stretehed awnmgs of gay 
coloure.and from every tint the sun extracte 
a tribute of brightness. The vessels cluster 
thickly alongside an island coast; a green 
island in the sacred river, with long 
reaches of garden wall, and behind them, 
and also on the shore, even to the nver s 
edge, groves of the giant palm-trees of 
Roudah rise in their stetely and unme-
morial age. ,, . , 

Among the crowding craft is a large 

dab^yah of the old form, and with the old 
picturesque rigging. The oblique mast 
and deep orange and brovm sails (furled 
now), are reflected in the amber-tinted 
water, as ia the lotus in white, and green, 
and gold, which adorns her prow ; and has 
a legend round it, in EngUsh and in 
Arabic, which tells that the boat is called 
" The Lady of the Nfle." 

There is a stir upon the broad deck; 
dusky figures are moving about, in pre
paration for a presence yet unseen. A 
vride canopy of Moorish silk—brown, and 
yeUow, and scarlet, vrith tassels and cords 
of gold—marks out a space upon the deck. 
A tell Nubian, clad in snow-white muslin, 
and wearing a white and gold kufieh tur-
banwise upon his head, is arranging a pile 
of gorgeous cushions and a breakfast 
equipage of antique design in sflver. A 
basket full of ripe figs laid on palm leaves 
lies on the mat. A tame gazelle, its slender 
neck encircled with a collar of carved 
amber beads, looks on with shy playfulness, 
then starts away to nibble at the spreading 
leaves of a huge NUe water-Uly unfolding 
its white beauties in a tank cunningly sunk 
into the deck-planks, where one of its 
sister lilies died yestereve; where it shall 
die, tem, like her, fi-om their parent NUe, 
te-night. The crew are busy at the other 
end, only her Nubian and her gazelle greet 
the lady for whom these preparations are 
made, when she comes on deck, and stands, 
for all that she is well used to it, entranced 
in the beauty of the scene. 

I see her, this beautiful woman, who 
looks like the lady and queen of the 
NUe heraelf. She raises one hand, and, 
shading her eyes vrith it, looks out from 
under the rose-tipped fingers, at the golden 
water and the crowding craft with the 
sun of Egypt shining on them and the 
wind from the desert passing over them, 
awaking soft musical vibrations from the 
multitude of unseen instruments which 
thrill to it. Her robe is cream white, with 
a border of needlework, in the tme imperial 
purple, of Greek design; it faUs round her 
tall, fine figure in graceful folds, bound 
by a broad belt of needlework. Her 
head is covered with a square kerchief of 
the same soft stuff, the finest India can 
produce, which is fastened back behind 
the ear on either side by scarabei. These 
are of great price, being amulets, held in 
esteem by one of the Pharoahs, from whose 
tomb among " the kings and councfllors of 
the earth," the first searchers of the secrets 
of the Pyramids took the carven gems. 

-r 
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The head-tire of the Sphinx yonder, where 
the outlines of the Three Giants loom 
upon the far horizon, has some such folds 
and expression as this lady's. Her face is 
clear-cut, commanding, and yet winning, 
with a mouth like a flower, or a sheU, for 
freshness and delicacy, and eyes of the hue 
of the blue lotus. Her hair, folded and 
coiled under the bordered kerchief on 
her head, is black and heavy, and there is 
no more colour in her cheeks than on the 
smooth bell of a magnolia. As she stands, 
shading her eyes with her hand, I see that 
on the third finger a jewel set in a ring is 
flashing. The jewel has green and golden 
gleams in it beneath ite translucent surface, 
and a red flame at its heart. I t is the Opal. 

The gazelle goes np to the side of ite 
mistress, and she drops the hand with the 
ring on it caressingly upon ite neck, as she 
advances to the canopied space. She has 
hardly seated herself npon the cushions 
before a man comes on deck; but he 
walks away to the stem of the boat, and 
passes some time in talking with a man 
whom he calls Mustafa, before he joins the 
lady. When he does so, the Nubian brings 
him coffee, and sets a curious, cumbrous 
pipe, but very precious, with a betassled 
flexible tube, and a water-bowl of amber 
by his sido on the deck. He is an English
man, about thirty, with the English kind 
of distinction in his face and figure; 
and he is in love with the beautiful 
woman into whose eyes there comes a 
brighter light as he draws near, if ever I 
saw, in waking life or in trance vision, a 
man in love. 

" I have been speaking to Mustafa about 
our excursion to Gizeh, and I have told 
him to find out whether the place is 
tolerably free from Europeans just now," 
says the gentleman. "Tou have not 
changed your mind, have you, lanthe ? " 

"About camping in the sands, and 
drawing the Pyramids from every point 
of riew?" says the lady, "certainly n o t 
Tou must think me very capricious, Hugh, 
to ask me that, when we settled it only 
last night." 

"No , no, not capricious, dearest—but 
you look so beautiful, and so dreamily 
happy, and this is all so exquisitely lovely 
—I thought yon might not care to leave 
the boat to-day. That's all." 

When lanthe speaks, it is not with an 
accent like his; her words are fluent, and 
her phrases are correct, but she is not 
English. Perhaps sho is Greek, like her 
name. I cannot te l l ; no part of her 

history unconnected with the opal which 
she weare may reveal iteelf to me. I see 
the two, and I hear this :— 

" Do I look weU, this moming, really? I 
wonder at that, for I have had bad 
dreams." 

" Forget them, or teU them to me, and 
I wQl interpret them for you by the mle of 
contraries. We are in the land, in the 
very birthplace of dreams, and of their 
interpretation." 

He takes the hand with the opal ring on 
it in his, and looks seriously into her face, 
which is touched with gloom. 

" I t is you and not I who should play 
interpreter. Tou look Uke the sphinx, 
before she was roughly handled by time 
and barbarians; vrith your Egyptian 
head-dress, and that dream-expression. 
' StUl gazing on with calm eternal eyes.' 
The Une might have been written for you, 
my lanthe." 

" I am Buperatitious about dreams"—she 
passes over what he has said unnoticed— 
"they always haunt me. My dreams of last 
night were indistinct, I cannot teU them 
to you. They were of being hunted down, 
stealthfly; and the worat was that in my 
dream I knew there was a way of escape; 
if I could only throw away something 
that I was wearing, I should save myself, 
but I could not remember what it was." 

" Edgar Poe comes to my aid, dearest, 
in this very simple case. We were reading 
the Arabian Nighte' yesterday, and yon 
remarked upon the true tragic meaning 
hidden under the orientel style at once so 
bare and so ornate, which lurks in the story 
of Cassim Baba, and ' Open, Sesame;' upon 
the smallness of the effort, and ite tre
mendous meaning, and the real horror of 
the man's situation. Here is, in every 
sense, the word of the enigma." 

" Perhaps so. No more of my dreams. 
What a crowd of boats! and what a 
number of them are making for the 
shore! " 

The man called Mustefa', a cunning, 
vrizened, brown peraonage, approaches, 
and claims the gentleman's attention. 
Meanwhfle, lanthe observes the growing 
animation of the scene—the song of the 
NUe boatman is heard as boat after boat 
shoots past the motionless dab^yah—and 
she watches the long strings of camels 
and asses winding their way to the 
landing-place on the right bank of the 
river. She raises a field-glass to her eyes, 
and again I mark the many-tinted gleam 
of the opal and its heart of flame. She 
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observes it too, as she lays the glass down, 
and is idly turning the ring about in the 
light when her husband approaches her. 

"Our invaluable rascal of a dragoman— 
what a scoundrel and treasure that Mustafa 
is!—wante, no doubt for some reason of 
his own, to perauade us to put off our 
expedition to the Pyramids, untU after 
the great festival which comes off at Cairo 
next week. I t seems that once a year 
the Viceroy sends a carpet, which these 
people caU a 'kisweh,' to the great Mosque 
at Mecca, in honour of the Prophet, and 
that the departure of the Embassy, con
veying the precious gift, with the train of 
pilgrims, is a enrious spectacle. What 
do yon say ? It 's only a little change of 
programme, Cairo firat, instead of the 
Pyramids." 

" I should like it very much." 
Again he leaves her, again he returns. 
" I have come to terms with Mustafa. 

Ton don't forget that our lettere must be 
written to-day ? What a nuisance they 
are ! Bnt I must not complain; they are 
tee sole interruption to our comfort. 
What a successful notion that was of 
mine, lanthe, that we should pass our 
honeymoon on the Nfle ! " 

"Honeymoon! I don't like that one 
English word—that one English idea—it 
measures out happiness, it cuts up love 
into 'portions,' like a dejeuner a la carte, 
of different flavoura. Besides, it's absurd. 
We have been married two months; our 
honeymoon is over. Is there any change ? " 

"None." He looks at her, meaning 
what he says. " None. Oura is a honey
moon that wfll last for ever." 

His glance falls on the opal ring. 
" Ah! yon have unpacked your jewel-

case at length, and deign to wear my gift, 
although it is not antique, and must clash 
with your notions of the poetic harmony 
of jewels. Scarabei of the Pharaohs' time, 
and goldsmiths' work from the Rue de la 
Pais—how can you reconcfle them to 
your artistic conscience ? " 

" Easfly enough. I forget the setting of 
my ring, and think only of the opal. How 
beautiful it is, and how mysterious! The 
living light in it and in the diamonds have 
bumed there long before the Pharaohs' 
days. They say an opal " She stops, 
confusedly. 

" What do they say ? That it is ' un-
l a c k y ? ' " ^ ^ , 

"Some folly of that kind. I dont 
believe i t ; I am not superstitious about 
such things." 

" Of courae not; and I did not give it 
to yon until after our marriage, remember, 
if ever you feel inclined to become super
stitions. I t is to betrothed lovers that the 
opal is of eril portent." 

"Where did you buy this ring. Sir 
H u g h ? " 

" I did not buy it. I should have told 
you the story of that ring, my darling, 
when I gave it you, only that I was bound 
to wait awhile. The conditions are ful
fiUed, and I wfll tell it to you now." 

He places himself on the deck at her 
feet, leaning on his right elbow, draws hor 
arm round his neck, holding her fingers, 
which hang over his shoulder, in his left 
hand, and speaks with his frank face 
upturned to hers. 

" Five years ago, long before I had ever 
seen you, I met, in Paris, a Neapolitan 
lady. She was a beautiful woman stUl, 
though no longer young, of a fierce, pas
sionate nature, uneducated, imperious, and 
with the air of one who had suffered from 
some bitter oppression in the past and could 
live only in wUd and incessant excitement 
in the present. The name I knew her by 
I need not repeat; I am sure it was not 
her own. I met her in society which I 
did not often frequent, and which I should 
have done better to have avoided alto
gether; but there was not a guardian 
angel in my life then, lanthe. I have 
never seen in man or woman such a rage 
for gambling as that which possessed this 
woman. I have known her to lose and 
win and lose again, within a few hours, 
a sum which even a Russian would hold 
to be a fortune. Her wealth seemed to 
be as inexhaustible as her extravagance 
and her caprices. Her furs, her laces, 
and her jewels were the envy of—well, 
of the demi-monde, at least, and, I 
daresay, of the greater ladies. She was 
not vain; her passions were too eager and 
too large for the smaller vices ; and the 
homage which men paid to her exceeding, 
but repeUant, beauty by their admiration, 
and women by their detraction, wearied 
her. I never heard the boldest, the most 
mendacious, of the men who surrounded 
her, boast of having received the slightest 
encouragement in a love suit from her; 
and I once heard her speak of love 
with shuddering abhorrence, in which 
I am convinced that she was sincere. 
This was on the first occasion of my 
meeting her, at a noisy supper after a 
' premiere' of one of Sardou's plays. 
The play was of the fierce order, and it 
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pleased her. She declared it was so 
natural—the perfidy, the hatred, and the 
revenge in i t ! But the love! That, except 
as tho source of the othera, was con
temptible, unworthy of the attention and 
the patience of rational creatures." 

" What a horrible mind I How she 
must have shocked y o u ! " 

Sir Hugh smiles. 
" Not so much as you think, my white 

lily. I had heard this sort of thing talked 
before, and I have heard it telked since, 
though not vrith the fire and the fervency 
of her speech—vrithout atteching much 
importance to it. I met her again; she 
interested though she did not please me. 
People telked about her, and set absurd 
stories afloat respecting the origin of her 
wealth: one of them had it that she was a 
political spy. I watehed her reckless 
gambling with amazement. lanthe, the 
strange, impetuous woman—whose beauty 
had never turned my head for an 
instant, whose character, if character such 
impulses and excesses could be caUed, 
was eminently antipathetic to me — 
fell violently in love with me. She did, 
indeed—giring her own theories the 
strongest possible contradiction in her 
own person. Tou blush, lanthe, and yon 
frown. Tou blush for her; but you need 
not frown at me. I was not left long in 
ignorance of her feelings, and I had the 
hardest task to perform, which can be set 
a gentleman—to reject a woman's love." 

" How did she bear it ? " 
" In a manner which amazed me. I ex

pected a whirlwind of reproach and fury, 
but she was calm and dignified. She 
asked me only one question: Did I 
love another ? I told her—no. We met 
once again, at her request, and she then 
gave me the opal ring. ' Tou will not 
refuse me this one parting prayer,' she 
said, ' for you and I shaU meet no more. 
Keep this jewel safely untfl you love some 
fair woman, pure, aud loving, and noble, 
and have made her your wife. Give her 
the ring as a bridal gift, but until your 
happiness is secure—until the newness 
of love has grown into such firm trust 
that you can tell your wife the story 
of my mistake without a misgiving do 
not tell her that story. Let her wear 
the jewel always, it wfll be a trophy 
the more for her, an additional tribute 
to the charms which shall have won the 
prize I tried for in vain. Promise me 
this. Sir Hugh Trevor,' sho added. I 
promised. She rose, said quietly as she 

placed the ring in my hands, ' Keep your 
word, with your English honour, and I 
shaU have nothing more to desire,' and 
instently left the room. I never saw her 
since." 

Lady Trevor's face is very grave, as she 
asks him:— 

" Do yon think her goodwUl was sincere ? 
I t seems a wfld and romantic kind of 
generosity." 

"Al l her impulses were wfld and 
romantic ; bnt whifle they lasted, they were 
sincere. The time she anticipated has 
come; our happiness is secure, and now 
I have told yon the story. Hence
forth you'll always wear the ring, lanthe, 
will you not ? She was right, yon know 
—it is a trophy the more." 

She smfles, not quite naturally, and 
rises, says she mnst go below to vmte 
her lettere; and so leaves him. I see 
her enter the long low cabin, where a 
female attendant awaits her ; and her firat 
action is to take the opal ring from her 
finger, and place it in a jewel box; I 
foUow the opal to ite dark resting-place, 
and then I see no more. 

• • * • * 
A many-coloured crowd is thronging 

into an open space in Cairo. I t pours 
through the ancient gateways, it comes 
from the plains beyond, it surges around 
the waUs of a citedel, whose gate, of the 
quaint picturesque architecture of Egypt, 
is richly hung vrith gorgeous draperies 
which are grouped under a golden crescent; 
and flanked by the standard of the Prophet. 
The open space affords a long viste 
of mosques and palm patehes, and one 
huge building throws a gigantic shadow 
over the immense square, where soldiera 
are drawn up on guard. Strong excito
ment prevafls among the multitude, which 
is formed of men of many nations in all 
varieties of costume, from the most gor
geous habflamente cf the east, to the plain 
dress of travelling EngUshmen, with white 
scarfs twisted round their straw hate, 
which look out of place beside the turbans 
and the tarbouches. The crowd consiste 
mostly of men on foot, but there are also 
throngs of women—in the invariable blue 
Egyptian robe, with strings of jewels and 
coins hanging abont them—and they are 
wfld with excitement and waiting. Long 
trains of handsome Cairene asses, capari
soned in many colours, and mostly ridden 
by foreignera, push through the surging 
multitude. Wfld harah music accompanies 
and accentuates the ceaseless tumult of 
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human voices, the braying of asses, and 
the guttural grunting of the lumbering, 
bedecked camels, plodding their heavy 
way among the masses. A roar of guns 
comes from the citadel, and a man's voice 
says in English— 

" The procession has started from the 
Gate of Victory." 

It is Sir Hugh Trevor who speaks, to 
lanthe. Tl^ey have taken np a position 
in the great square, in front of the citedel, 
and are surrounded by a strong escort. 
Mustafa is there; and the Nubian, in his 
snowy garmente, vrith a golden girdle, 
holds one of the crimson tassels which 
depends from the head gear of the fine 
dromedary—an animal of pure race and 
great price—on which lanthe is seated. 
The cumbrous saddle is covered with a 
rich crimson cloth; over which the folds 
of a white and gold bumoos fall; the 
golden lines glitter in the sun. lanthe's 
face is almost hidden beneath the hood of 
her bumoos, drawn forward over the 
dusky plaite of her hair, but there is a flush 
of interest and excitement on her cheek, 
and her deep blue eyes scan the crowd 
eagerly. As she site upon the dromedary in 
aU security, her hands Ue crossed in her 
lap, and now I know why I see her again. 
She weara the opal ring. Close to the 
footboard stands Sir Hugh, a Uttle in 
advance of the foremost line of spectetora, 
for the dromedary is placed sideways, and 
his rider faces the gato of the citedel. 
The great procession wiU defile close to 
them. 

I t comes. A long Une of soldiery, of aU 
arms, infantry, cavalry, and artUleiy 
—wonderfuUy barbaric even with their 
discipline upon them—pass, amid the cries 
of the multitude and the salutes of the 
guns, preceding the Viceroy's carriages, 
magnificent in feathera and gUding. A 
moment more and the vast multitude 
buret into howls of ecstecy as two wretched 
madmen rush by, executing hideous gam
bols. The crowd is restrained by a 
squadron of gorgeously attired horsemen, 
mounted on flery, yet docfle, Arab steeds, 
for presently there is a desperate rnsh 
of fanatics to throw themselves under the 
feet of the white dromedary, draped m 
cloth of gold, which now advances, bearing 
under an enormons canopy of green silk, 
glittering with jewels and gold, the Sacred 
Ckrpet The dazzlmg, barbaric spectacle 
passes, vrith ite escort of half naked 
musicians, performmg deafenmg noises, 
and mounted.on beautiful dromedaries, 

painted in henna, and draped in coloured 
stuffs. Amid a tremendous clang of trum
pets, clash of cymbals, and roll of drums, 
the white dromedary halts in the middle 
of the square, and tho procession of 
the pilgrims, headed by their hideous 
Santon, commences. lanthe tums pale 
and shrinks as the horrible fanatic is 
openly adored by the frantic multitude, 
and the women kiss and fondle his drome
dary—an infinitely nobler creature than 
he. Her reUef is erident when tho religious 
orgy is over, and the long train of rich 
pflgrims, with laden camels, and every 
prorision for the comfort of the journey, 
defiles before her. There is but little talk 
between her and Sir Hugh as he stands 
in the same place beside her, through the 
long houra; they are absorbed in seeing, 
and hardly notice that some membera of 
their own escort have thrown themselves 
into the crowd of fanatics and rapturously 
worahipped the hideous wretch who heads 
the pflgrim train. When the poor pUgrims 
—some wearing the green turban which 
tells that they have performed the terrible 
task already, have seen Mecca and the 
Kiiaba—come plodding by, on the firsts 
march of that journey on foot which 
must mean death to so many, teare 
gUtter in her eyes, her voice trembles 
as she speaks to Sir Hugh. She pointe 
with one outstretched hand to an aged 
man vrith bent shouldera and feet that 
falter already; and on that hand the opal 
flashes in the burning sun, well-nigh 
intolerable now. 

" Oh, Hugh, look at him ; look at his 
fixed, abstracted gaze. He is mad, and 
so old and poor ! He wiU drop down in 
the sand and die! " 

"Probably," says Sir Hugh; "but he 
will die happy! " 

The crowd has pressed around them 
with an equal pressure all this time, and 
has had little attention to spare for the 
compact party m the firet line. With an 
exception : one man watehes lanthe with 
unwavering intentness, not to be distracted 
by anything, after the sacred dromedary 
with its sacred burden has passed by. The 
man is of the lowest class; he wears the 
common blue garments of the ass-drivers 
and the water-carriers, and his neck and 
breast are bare. In his sullen face there 
is not the fanatic glare I see on count
less faces around, but there is some
thing frightful in the aridity of the 
gaze he fixes on lanthe. It follows her 
every movement; when she points with 

T 
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the ringed hand, his eyes pursue the 
gesture. When the procession has passed 
by, when the vast multitude begins to 
disperse, and lanthe's dromedary, with 
ite escort, are put in motion, this man 
follows the party unobserved. I learn, by 
the conversation between Sir Hugh Trevor 
and the dragoman, that they are not going 
on board the dab^yah at once, that they are 
going to remain at Cairo untfl their 
" caravan " has been organised, and that 
Mustefa is immediately to devote himself 
to the hiring of asses and drivers. The 
Nubian and Mustefa only are to accom
pany Sir Hugh and Lady Trevor to the 
Pyramids, the rest of their retinue are 
to remain vrith the boat. lanthe and 
her husband enter the hotel, where Euro
peans of many nations congregate, and 
then I see no more, for lanthe goes to 
the bath, and the ring is laid aside. 

* * * * m 
Again it is morning in the east. But 

I see no yellow river, and no crowding 
craft. A vast unequal plain stretches 
away to the horizon, a plain of sand and 
stones, with tracte and spote of roseate 
colour diversifying its grey dulness; a 
plain on which sand-heaps accumulate, 
shift, and change, telling everywhere 
of ruin and of burial; a plain with but 
one green glimpse throughout the vride 
expanse of its sandy desolation. I t is 
formed by a great sycamore which stands 
alone in the sand, and three taU palms 
ranged in the rear of it. A camp is 
formed beneath and around the spreading 
branches of the beneficent desert trees. 
One large tent, two smaller ones, and a 
group of animals, one of them lanthe's 
dromedary, occupy the blessed shade. All 
the customary featares of a camp are 
there in their inimitable picturesqueness, 
and, at the entrance of the large tent 
stands lanthe. The camels, the asses, 
and the drivers are all feeding after their 
various kind and fashion. The activity of 
the day has not begun. 

Beyond the little camp lie several sand
hills, and beyond them rises the colossal 
head in the sand, the ancient Sphinx, 
the sleepless advanced guard of the three 
great Pyramids of Gizeh. lanthe can see 
its calm face, from where she stends, 
though at a considerable distence; the 
face " with a smfle of beatitude, just 
dashed with irony." Presently a man, 
one of the ass drivers from among the 
group under tho trees, comes round the 
tent, and addresses her in an obsequious 

manner. She answera him carelessly, and 
he retires to speak vrith Mustafa. Sir 
Hugh Trevor comes ont of the tent and 
joins lanthe. 

" To the left, below that little patch of 
stones, I wfll have the tent pitched to-day," 
she says; " I have completed the profile 
of the Sphinx on the desert side, perfectly. 
How delicious it is here, Hugh." 

" I t certeinly is, bnt I am getting tired 
of it. I t is aU very weU if one is going 
into the desert in earnest, but I begin to 
want to get back to the 'Lady. ' " 

" Then we wfll r e tum to-morrow. I 
only ask for this one day. My portfolio is 
full; and I, too, long for the boat and 
the river again, and tbe moving panorama. 
Tou might tell them to saddle the don
keys now." 

"When you are installed, I shaU take 
Mustefa and the guns, and try for some 
birds. The Arabs have been telUng me 
about a brackish pool, where there are 
some, a few miles from here. I shall 
get back, I daresay, before you're tired." 

In a short time aU is ready for the stert. 
A handsome Cairene ass is laden vrith the 
light canvas tent, the easel, the folding-
stool, and the implements which form 
lanthe's equipment, and a second is saddled 
for her own use. Sir Hugh carefuUy places 
her in her saddle, and she tekes the bridle 
in her hand. She weara a plain white 
dress, and a brown Arab bumoos, the hood 
drawn over her face. As she lifte the 
bridle I see the opal ring on her left 
hand, and I take note of the intent gaze 
wliich the man, who is ready to attend 
her, fixes, not npon her, but upon the 
jewel. He is the same man who foUowed 
her after the festival of the departure of 
the Holy Carpet; the same sullen, slink
ing, debased looking man. He has con
trived to get himself hired by Sir Hugh 
Trevor's dragoman, and is apparently a 
selected attendant upon lanthe. I under
stend why, when I see the large, sleek, 
well-cared-for beaste, which are his especial 
charge. Sir Hugh mounte a third ass, 
and the little cortege sterts for the ap
pointed spot, with Tusuf, the ass-driver, 
and Ali, the Nubian, in attendance. They 
halt at the back of a sand-hill, near the • 
Sphinx, which shuts out the camp from 
sight, learing only the tops of the trees to 
be discerned; and is only a few hundreds 
of yards away from the great Pyramid. 
The little tent is quickly set up, the 
easel prepared, and lanthe ready to set 
to work upon the drawing, which is to 

^-
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complete her coUection. On the way Sir 
Hugh and lanthe have telked, as lovers 
telk, of the eternal recoUections which 
they shaU carry away from Gizeh ; and, 
somewhat sadly, as the theme suggests, of 
the desolation and the obUrion of count
less multitades of the human race, te be 
read in the scene around them. The faces 
of the two are solemn, when, after he has 
seen her, as he said, " insteUed," Sir Hugh 
tekes leave of lanthe. The eternal face 
of the Sphinx, reared above the shifting 
ocean of sand, seems to awe them. Abso
lute sflence is around them. Tusuf and his 
donkeys are moving slowly away, tewards 
the other side of the sand-hiU, where they 
wiU rest in a scooped-out hoUow, and AU 
has vrithdrawn to the back of the' tent, 
where he lies, face downwards, on his folded 
arms, perfectly content. 

" When the shifting of the desert face 
becomes irksome, it reste one to look at 
the stillness of the Sphinx," says Sir Hugh, 
as he and lanthe stend in front of the 
mighty watoher, hand-in-hand. 

" Tes; what a multitude of dead it 
guards, vrith all their secrete." 

" The ancient face has never seemed te 
me so mysterions and so beautiful." 

Sir Hugh kisses lanthe, and they part. 
Sir Hugh takes one of tho donkeys and 
rides away alone, leaving Tusuf peacefully 
slumbering between the other two, with a 
few dates and a leathern bottle filled with 
water for his sustenance during the sultry 
day. 

lanthe has been at work two houra, and 
the stillness around is all unbroken. No 
caravan is within sight; the Pyramids, so 
often the scene of a vulgar-enough bustle, 
are as soUtery as their ancient dead. Ali 
has stroUed a little way from the tent, but 
not beyond his mistress' sight, or the range 
of her voice. Tusuf, the ass driver, hidden 
from the observationof both by the shoulder 
of the sand-hiU, is engaged in a strange 
employment He is apparently deepening 
the floor of the scooped-out hoUow where 
his asses Ue, vrith their noses to the sand. 
He has wrenched a shovel-shaped iron 
stirrap off one of the saddles, and is 
digging in the sand vrith it with frantic 
haste, flinging the shovelfuls behind him 
so that they form a little hiUock which 
soon hides his spare bending frame. At 
length, his work is done, and he pauses 
to contomplate it. I hear him speak :—• 

" Deep enough, and wide enough. And 
now, to find him, the good AU, the faithful 
AH; no fear of his coming to see what I was 

doing; he would not stir so far from her 
side. ' With Ali she could never be afraid.' 
I t is a big price for the jewel, but it must 
be paid, and the first proof I shall have of 
the luck it wfll bring me vrill be the safety 
and success of this deed. My father was a 
wise man, and he told me there could come 
no luck to him who did not possess a jewel 
of the kind sacred to the month of his 
birth. I was born in the month of the 
opal, and all my life I have had no luck 
because I never could buy or lay hold of 
an opal. When the jewel flashed on this 
woman's hand, even as ahe turned with her 
insolent Christian disgust from the holy 
Santon,f avourite of Allah, the Prophet sent 
me the inspiration. I knew it should be 
mine; I knew that my luck had come. The 
opal wfll bring i t ; I have waited for it for 
many yeara. Next year I shall make the 
haj, and win the highest paradise. I t would 
have been vain to have sterted without my 
luck." 

Tusuf speaks dreamUy, wagging his 
head from side to side; and in his sullen, 
wizened face there is a half-crazy look, as 
of one who is part fool, part fanatic, but 
completely a base and unscrupulous 
ruffian. He feels in his girdle for a moment, 
gives a sUent nod of satisfaction, glides 
round the shoulder of the sand-hiU which 
hides lanthe's tent from him, and steals 
to the back of the tent There he lays 
himself flat on the ground, and wriggling 
up to the canvas rim like a serpent, he 
gently lifts the edge of it, aud peeps in. 
lauthe is seated before her easel, absorbed 
iu her painting. The counterfeit present
ment of the Ancient Wateher in the desert 
is growing under her hand; her head is 
bent forward in a pause of contemplation 
of her work. Her left hand, holding her 
palette, hangs by her side, and on it glitters 
the opal ring. There is a fiendish beauty 
in the jewel, in its streaks of virid green, 
of faint riolet and yellow, and in the tongue 
of flame that leaps up in the heart of it. 
The glance of the grovelling hidden spy 
passes beyond the figure of lanthe, through 
the doorway of the tent, in search of Ali. 
The faithful Nubian does not lie, as Tusuf 
expects, in the doorway; he is at some 
distance from the tent, and, to see him, 
lanthe would have te rise and hold back 
the curtains. Tusuf, having satisfied him
self on aU points of his enquiry, softly drops 
the canvas rim, and glides away from the 
tent as noiselessly as he approached it. He 
nears Ali, by a wide circuit, and comes up 
with the Nubian as he Ues in his favourite 
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attitude, face downwards; his head and 
neck sheltered by thethickfolds of hissnowy 
turban, and the hflt of his yataghan show
ing at his side, where it protrudes from his 
girdle. For aU his lazy attitude, the Nubian 
is not sleeping; he starts to his feet as 
Tusuf approaches, and utters a gruff kind 
of recognition. 

" The day wears," says Tusuf. " Think-
est thou we shaU soon return to the camp? 
One of my beaste is sick. I think it has 
eaten of some poisonous weed. I t is fll 
luck, for it is the handsomest and the 
strongest of them, even the ass which the 
lady rides. Thou art somewhat of a 
leech: vrilt thou come and look at the 
poor beast ? " 

Ali scans the surrounding plain. There 
is not a human being near. He can discern 
some indistinct forms in the neighbourhood 
of the second pyramid, but they are too far 
off to suggest the reasonable idea of possible 
harm to his mistress. The inconvenience 
of a sick beast of burthen may be con
siderable; he wiU go and look at the 
animal, though it involve his losing sight 
of the tent for a few minutes. So he 
signifies an ungracious assent, and the two 
men strike across the sand plain away 
from the tent, and t u m the shoulder of 
the sand-hill. They exchange but few 
words until they are close upon the asses, 
whose bridles are tied together. Then 
Ali says, 

" Which is the beast that afleth P I see 
nothing amiss with either of them." 

" I t is that one," Tusuf answers, dravring 
near to Ali, and stretehing out his hand 
as though to indicate the animal, so that 
it is on a line with All's shoulder. 
There is a keen-edged dagger in the hand, 
and in an instant it is plunged into All's 
back, below the shoulder-blade, piercing the 
heart from behind, with an aim so fell and 
true, that Ali drops down upon his face 
upon the sand, stone dead, with no more 
utterance than a deep sob, half groan, half 
cry. Quick as thought the murderer 
snatohes the turban from the dead man's 
head, and drags the limp body over the 
few yards of sand between the spot where 
he stands and the hole which is to be its 
grave. In those few seconds the white 
garments of the corpse are soaked in 
blood, and as Tusuf drags it past the 
animals, they struggle np, snorting and 
terrified. He pushes the body into the 
hole, and thinly covera it with sand, all 
withfrantichaste and a vehement trembling 
of his frame, caused, not by remoree or fear. 

bnt byfierce frantic excitement. When this 
is done he snatohes up the dead man's 
turban, and stands for a moment, drawing 
the ends of the strong whito cloth evenly 
together. Now he grasps the centre with 
both hands, and makes a quick t u m out
wards with them. " I have not forgotten 
it," he mutters, as he t u m s them in again, 
making the knuckles of each meet; and 
once more goes in the direction of lanthe's 
tent. 

The sun is high and fieroe now; his 
i-ays strike the distent Pyramids, and the 
crouching Sphinx, and the many-coloured 
sands, with a burning, shimmering light, 
and the air is fuU of vibrating radiance, 
lanthe has left her seat in front of her 
easel, and is in the act of pouring water 
from a gourd into a sflver cup which 
hangs by a sflver chain from her girdle, 
when the darkening of the doorway of the 
tent causes her to t u m half round. She 
has not time to recognise Tusuf, or to 
utter a sound, before he springs upon her 
vrith a bound Uke a tiger's, and bears her 
irresistibly to the earth. As she faUs 
riolently, face dovmwards, the turban of 
her faithful servant does ite deadly work 
in the hands of her murderer. He slips 
the thick folds round her neck, twiste his 
hands behind her head, and chokes her 
vrith a dexterous rapiditiy worthy of a 
Thug. 

Then Tusuf, leaving the twisted cloth 
as it is, pulls the corpse, vrithout so much 
as a glance at the face, so beautiful a few 
seconds before, into a sitting position, and 
propping it up between the bench and the 
easel, strips it of its few omamente. They 
consist of the silver cup and chain, a locket 
vrith a miniature likeness of Sir Hugh— 
on which the pious Mussulman spite, not
withstending his fierce haste—and the opal 
ring, 

" My luck, my luck," he mnrmnra, " at 
last," as he lifte the heavy, swollen, 
purple hand, distorted in the death 
pang, and tries to pull the ring off 
the crookened finger. What a splendid 
jewel it is that flashes vrithin the circle of 
diamonds, with its green and violet gleams, 
and the red flame at ite heart, with all the 
good fortune of a lifetime for Tusuf im
prisoned in it too 1 But the purple flesh 
swells up above and below it, and the ring 
will not come off. So Tusuf hacks at the 
finger with his knife, and when he has 
severed it from the hand, thmste it, with 
the weapon, into his pouch; and, after 
one cautious look round from the door-
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way of the tent, steals out exultant. AU 
is stfll; the dim figures in the distence 
come no nearer, and, save for the little 
group under the shadow of the sand-hUl, 
there is not a sign of life in the plains of 
Gizeh. 

I foUow the man in whose possession is 
the ring. He returns to the shelter where 
the asses are, where All's sand-grave is, and 
muttering fieroely with a horrible satisfac
tion aU the time, he again scrapes away the 
sand for about the space of a foot above the 
breast of the corpse, and caste inte the hole 
the severed finger of his second rictim, the 
locket, and the sflver cup and chain. He 
vriU keep no meaner gems than the one 
object of his desire, to risk detection 
through them: not for these has he thus 
dared. No, they shall lie in the desert 
with Ali the Nubian, who wiU be the 
accused one, whose turban wiU be found, 
the instrument of the crime, and who will 
be sought for vainly far and wide, whfle 
Tusuf goes unsuspected under the charm 
of his " luck." He pUes the sand high 
npon the Nubian's grave; he replaces the 
stirrup on ite leather, and fastens the lea
ther to the gafly bedight saddle on which 
lanthe rode that moming. When he has 
carefuUy inspected his coarse blue gar
mente, and satisfied himself that they are 
free from any trace of blood, he has one 
more task to do. He carefuUy rips, with 
lean dexterous fingera, the Uning of the 
pad strapped on the back of the ass which 
carried the tent and ite furniture. I t is of 
rude structure, stuffed with tow and raw 
cotton. In ite recesses he hides the opal 
ring, after a long and rapturous gaze upon 
ite mysterious lustre. Then he sews np 
the lining of the pad vrith a thin leather 
thong, and straps it on the back of the docfle 
beast, which mbs ite fine black muzzle 
fondly against ite master's arm; and, obe
dient to his word of command, Ues down 
in the sand on the far side of ite companion. 
Besides his turban, Tusuf has robbed the 
Nubian's body of one object only. I t is a 
Uttle pouch of plaited straw, conteming 
two squares of a greenish paste; an opiate 
dmg which Ali was much given to use, 
but rarely shared with any of his com
rades. "When they find her," mut
tered Tnsuf, as he empties the con
tente of the bag into his hand, and 
flings the little pouch out on the plain 
as far as his arm can direct it, " they 
vriU come this way, aud they wfll find me 
in the third heaven, thanks to All's rare 
hachich. By the prophet, they wfll praise 

the cunning and the vrisdom of Ali, who 
sent Tusuf thither, while he had such 
business to do." He stretches himself in 
the sand, his feet within a couple of yards 
of his rictim's grave, his shoulders sup
ported by the side of the ass, his head 
resting upon the pad, just above its hidden 
wealth, the opal, with its gleams of green 
and riolet, and the red flame at ite heart. 
Then he swaUows the drug. 

I see no more. 
The secret of Ali the Nubian is in the 

keeping of the Sphinx. 

THE THIRD ENTRT IN GEORGE 
HADDON'S NOTE-BOOK. 

" CAN you see ? " 
" I can see." 
She touched her eyes lightly with her 

finger-tips, as though they pained her, and 
the mesmerist observed her anxiously. 

" Does it hurt or weary you to see ? " 
" Tes ; I am tired." 
" Can you follow the fortunes of tho 

opal otherwise than by sight ? " 
" I can read anything that has been 

written concerning it." 
" Has anything been written ? I touch 

your eyes with the ring, and bid you 
search." 

He held the ring pressed upon her eyes 
for several minutes while she kept sUence. 
At length she removed his hand and 
spoke:— 

There is a castle in the north of 
England, in a country of hills aud streams, 
which stands farfrom any great neighboura, 
with only a viUage near. In that castle 
lives a lady, quite alone. She has white 
hair, and a proud, sorrowful face—not 
deeply marked by yeara as yet, but full 
of care. She rarely goes out except 
when on errands of friendly kindness 
among the rillagers, and she has little 
communication with the outer world. A 
sUent grandeur pervades the castle; an 
indefinable air of waiting is perceptible 
in the lady's face, and in her gentle, 
lingering ways, and even perceptible also 
iu the manners and the telk of the 
servante. These are quiet times, but there 
shall be great doings when Mr. Drelin-
court comes home. Many stalls stand 
empty in the stables now, but they shall 
be occupied by tidy bits of horseflesh, 
when Mr. Drelincourt comes home. The 
great drawing-room—a noble apartment, 
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with mirrora and chandeliers which were 
the telk of the country when the last 
bride (that pale, white-haired lady with 
the waiting looks) was brought'home, is 
covered np with brown holland, and 
yellow canvas-muslin, and never entered 
save by the housemaids. I t shaU shine 
gloriously and be filled vrith a gorgeous 
company when Mr. Drelincourt comes 
home! He has been away for a long time, 
and nobody knows why—nobody, that is, 
except his mother, who, if there be a 
secret in the matter, keeps it. 

There is a portrait of Mr. Drelincourt 
in the library; it is fitted into the panelling 
of the waU above the writing-table which 
his mother uses. She passes the greater 
part of her time in that spacious, some
what solemn room, where the shadows 
gather in the evening about walls lined 
vrith books in many languages, and 
which represent a large proportion of all 
literature. Mr. Drelincourt is a hand
some man, if his portrait tell the tmth— 
a brave, bright young Englishman, of 
upright, stalwart frame, and a face which 
unites frankness and gallantry of expres
sion to beauty of feature. Bright, fearless, 
happy eyes, dark blue in colour, look out 
from the canvas from beneath a broad 
forehead, crowned with dark, thick, short 
curls; and the smfle on the lips and in 
the eyes is the smfle of a man who is trne, 
and tender, and bold. A son for any 
mother in the world to be proud of is Mr. 
Drelincourt, if his portrait tell truth. 

In the spaciousness of the Ubrary, a 
circle of dusk surrounds the centre of 
light formed by the wide hearth with its 
blazing logs, the old marble mantelpiece 
whereon tell wax-lights bum, the table with 
ite shaded reading-lamps, and the great 
velvet chair in which the lonely lady of 
the castle is half hidden. I t is Christmas-
tide, and there is stir out of doors; but 
the customary sflence of Lynne Castle is 
untroubled by the seasonable liveliness. 
The merriment and good cheer which are 
permitted to the undiminished retinue of 
servante, with so little to do, come not 
nigh their mistress. She is passing her 
Christmas Eve with her son's portrait and 
her son's letters from the foreign lands 
whither he has resorted, for all her company. 
For what ? On the writing-teble there lies 
a miniature, open; it is the likeness of a 
young girl. She has a fair face, with 
golden hair closely braided in a classic 
fashion, deep brown eyes, and a complexion 
of a warm tint, such as seldom goes 

vrith the fairness of Northern women, but 
is a beauty proper to the South. A bundle 
of lettere lies beside the miniature, and on 
Mrs. Drelincourt's lap is a manuscript 
which she has been reading this Christmas 
Eve. She has concluded ite perusal now, 
and Ues back in her chair, vrith her eyes 
raised to the portrait of her son; in her 
face there is hope—on her mutely moving 
Ups there are prayera. 

The speaker paused, and sighed deeply. 
The mesmerist besought my sflence by an 
expressive glance. After some minutes 
he again spoke: 

" Can you read that manuscript ? " 
" T e s . " 
" Do so, then." 
She read:— 

I obey yon, my dear mother; I record 
for you the story of my love. I make 
that clear to you which has hitherto 
been vague, because I could not yet bear 
to look into its depths of misery myself. 
Time, and snch submission as I conld bring 
my rebellious heart to, have avafled; I can 
teU you all now; I can even contemplate 
returning to the old scenes, though never 
to the old light-heartedness vrith which I 
once moved amid them. I t is fitting that 
you should know all before we meet; and 
so I write the story of my stey in Venice. 

I t Unks iteelf by a strong association 
with my sojourn in the East ; for it was at 
Alexandria that I met Paolo D'Oria, of 
whom you have already heard. He was 
on his way home, after a visit to the Holy 
Land, and we met at the honse of the 
Italian Consul. He had pleasant mannera, 
the brightness and courtesy of his nation, 
and tastes which harmonised with mine. 
We struck np something more than ac
quaintence on our first meeting, we agreed 
to visit the bazaar in company on the 
foUowing day, for a common purpose— 
to buy souvenirs for friends at home. 
In the course of our proceedings we 
found onr way to the jeweUers* quarter, 
and there we passed some time, looking 
at many beautiful things which we could 
not buy; and I discovered that my com
panion was leamed in gems. In a dark, 
mean Uttle shop, where the merchant might 
have been the original of any of the people 
in the Arabian Nighte, we saw some good 
turquoises and several fine strings of 
amber. D'Oria and I had selected some 
specimens of each when the jewel merchant 
directed our attention to an opal ring of 
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extreme beauty. The jewel filled Paolo 
D'Oria with admiration ; he declared it to 
be the finest of its size that he had ever 
seen, and a dead bargain at the price asked 
for it. The setting, in diamonds, was 
European—French, D'Oria said; and we 
wondered how the ring had found its 
way to the shop in Alexandria, where 
there was no other article of European 
workmanship. My dragoman enquired 
of the jewel merchant, and was told 
that there was a strange-enough story 
attached to the ring. In the preceding 
year, when the pilgrims were returning 
from Mecca, one among the poorest of 
them (a man named Tusuf) who feU 
sick by the wayside not far from Cairo, 
and was tended by a brother pilgrim, 
who Ungered vrith him when he could go 
no farther, and gave him, of his scanty 
provision, food and water. The hadji 
died, having, jnst beforehe expired, revealed 
to his friend that he was the possessor of 
unsuspected wealth. I t consisted of an 
opal ring, which the wretehed man had 
secreted on his peraon whfle ite price 
would have made him rich, and though 
privation and hardship were the causes of 
his mortel iUness. The hadji had neither 
wife nor chfld; a soUtery dying creature, 
save for his friend, to whom he answered 
when he asked him why he had not sold 
the jewel, that he could not—^he was born 
in the month of the opal, and it was his 
"luck." But he bade his friend teke it 
when he should be dead, and do with it as 
he pleased. The man sold the ring to our 
jewel merchant The story interested 
Paolo d'Oria. 

" October is the month of the opal, he 
said. "My sister Beatrice was bom in 
October; she ought to wear the jewel 
of her natal month. I wfll buy the 
ring." 

But when he came to bargain vnth the 
jewel merchant, he found that the price 
set npon the ring was too high. 

" I am not rich enough," he said, with 
an easy, frank smfle. " Beatrice must go 
without her amulet, or wear a humbler 
one." Then seeing, in hia qmck, Itelian 
way, that I wished to buy the rmg, but 
was resti^ined by a doubt of the good 
tasto of doing so, he said, " Pray buy it, 
Mr. DreUncourt; don't let us both lose it. 
I t is reaUy a splendid specimen, and the 
story of it is worth remembering for its 
fllustration of the folly and fanaticism of 
these people of the East." 

I bought the opal ring, and he chose some 

less costly gifts for his mother and hia 
sister. We saw a good deal of each other 
during the remainder of my stay; and 
when I left by the P. and O. steamer for 
Malte, D'Oria and I parted with an 
understanding that when my roving com
mission should take me to Venice, I would 
let him know of my arrival. Tou know 
aU about the intervening six months. I 
pass on to the time when I redeemed my 
promise ; I pass on to the time which has 
set its mark upon my life. 

I t was not until I had been more than a 
week in Venice that I left my card, with 
the address of my hotel upon it, at the 
Palazzo D'Oria. The wonderful dream-like 
enchantment of the City of the Sea, its 
"insupportable glory," and the "unsub-
stential magic " of it, took such possession 
of me, that I could not have endured 
companionship. I felt I must be alone 
until " the new sensation, new memory, 
and new mind," which are the gifte of 
Venice to those who come to her vrith 
eyes to see and soul to feel her beauty, 
had become a less strange and overwhelm
ing experience. When at length I saw 
Paolo, I found him even a pleasanter 
companion than before, for he, unlike most 
of his fellows, was veraed in the history 
of Venice, proud of her ancient renown, 
and enamoured of her deathless beauty. 
After a whole day passed together, wo 
went in the evening to the Palazzo D'Oria, 
where I was received by the mar^hese 
(his father) and the marchesa (his mother) 
with much distinction as Paolo's friend. 
These excellent people regarded their son's 
tastes with no Uttle wonder, and without 
any sympathy; but they were proud of him. 
That night the vision of the Queen of the 
Adriatic faded from my brain, the spell of 
Venus was loosened from my heart, super
seded by a fairer vision, by a more potent 
spell. Look upon the picture which will 
reach you with this, and you will see 
a faint presentment indeed of Beatrice 
D'Oria, but something like the girl's face 
that beamed upon me in the old Venetian 
palace. The eyes and the mouth are like, 
but where is the light of the eyes, where 
is the sweet flashing smfle disperaing the 
pensiveness of the mouth into the sweetest 
gaiety ? I need not describe her further 
-^indeed, I could not, though I can never 
forget the soft graciousness, the noble 
modesty of her manner to her brother's 
friend, her girlish interest in our talk of 
our travels, and her arch detection of us 
when we told her "travellers' tales." 

z: 
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Late in the evening the marchesa received 
a few visitors, among them a gentleman 
of middle-age, who reminded me, in com
plexion, in expression, in all but costume, of 
one of 'Titian's portraits. II Conte Alberto 
dei Cemtti was, I leamed, a Milanese of 
ancient family and good fortune—for an 
Italian. No doubt he had been eminently 
handsome in his youth, but cold, crafty 
lines about his brow and his mouth which 
must have been there even then, and 
in his black eyes there was a sleepy 
fierceness pecuUarly repulsive to me. He 
mingled easily vrith the general company, 
and, though I observed that he was 
on terms of intimacy with the marchese 
and marchesa, I never saw him approach 
Beatrice after his firat formal greeting, 
nor did he, whfle I remained in the saloon, 
join in the converaation which Paolo and 
I carried on with her. I remember little 
that passed, nor does it matter. The 
Carnival was drawing near, and both Paolo 
and Beatrice were full of its anticipated 
delighte. I t was to be a very good Carni
val, the nobiUty intended to join in all 
its enjoyments, and the ancient fame of 
the Venetian fancy balls was to be revived 
by great entertainmente to be given by 
official peraonages, and by many of the 
leaders of private society, Venetian and 
foreign. I should have cards for the 
balls, Paolo said; and he and I must plan 
our costumes together. I thonght his 
beautiful sister looked pleased when he 
said this; I thought the animation of her 
manner increased. There was special 
mention of a ball to be given by a Polish 
princess, who owned one of the finest of 
the old palaces, and lived in a style of 
great magnifience at Venice for a portion 
of each year. 

" I shall wear my turquoises and my 
amber beads at Princess Lerinsky's," said 
Beatrice. (She and her brother spoke 
French with me.) " They wfll go well 
with my Romaic costume, and I have 
never worn them yet." 

"Tou remember the things she is speak
ing of," said Paolo, " and about the famous 
opal. Have you the ring ? " 

" I have it here; but I have never wom 
it. I t is too showy for a man's ring." 

" What is it, an opal ? The most 
beautiful of aU jewels!" said Beatrice. 
Then we told her the story of our purchases 
at Alexandria, and she declared that I 
must positively wear the ring, in some 
fashion, in my Carnival costume. I had 
fallen in love vrith Beatrice D'Oria before 

I took leave of her that night. She realised 
my ideal of beauty and of charm. 

I pass over the ensuing days. They 
were full of intoxicating pleasure to me— 
pleasure in the beautiful city, in the strange 
water-streete, in the gorgeous sunsets, in 
the wondrous atmosphere of poetry and 
romance, in the companionship of Paolo 
D'Oria (who was as good as his word about 
proriding for my Carnival divereions), but, 
above all, in the love which grew dafly, 
and to which I gave myself up utterly. I 
knew nothing of Italian social life, I never 
looked below the surface; I only knew that 
with the sanction of her parents and her 
brother, I passed several houra of every 
day in the society of Beatrice D'Oria ; and 
that, though I was not a moment alone 
with her, I was not prevented, either overtly 
or covertly, from talking vrith her in a lan
guage which neither her parente nor their 
gueste understood. With one exception— 
Count Alberto dei Cemtti, spoke French; 
but he disliked the exercise of that ac
complishment, Paolo told me, and avoided 
it. To me heTarely spoke at all, though 
we met every evening. But Count Alberto 
did not share the general propensity of 
his countrymen for late houra, and when 
Paolo and I arrived at the Palazzo d'Oria, 
we frequently found his gondola in wait
ing, and met the count himself coming 
down the wide marble steps overhung by 
the balcony where Beatrice loved to sit 
late into the night. On these occasions the 
count and Paolo would exchange a famfliar 
greeting, but with me Count Alberto never 
went beyond a grave and formal bow. 

One Sunday moming, a week before the 
beginning of the Carnival, I was enjoying 
the spectecle of which I never wearied— 
the piazza of St. Mark, and the picturesque 
groups who traversed it and entered the 
wonderful church which neither pen nor 
pencfl has ever portrayed, or ever can 
portray. The people came and went 
through the ever-open doorways, and 
as I watched them I caught sight of 
Beatrice D'Oria, who was learing the 
church, attended only by a woman 
vant. I advanced and saluted her ; 
in the quick flush which suffused 
beautiful face I read more than the 
barrassment of a sudden meeting under 
unusual circumstances. I was not so 
ignorant of Itelian manners as to venture 
on detaining her long, but the few 
minutes of our incoherent talk were price
less. Beatrice loved me ; might I not hope 
that her parents would look favourably on 
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my suit ? I would make it known to them 
after the formaUest fashion of their own 
mannera when I should have learned from 
Paolo what that fashion was ; as soon as 
possible after I should have received from-
her the farther assurance which I must con
trive to procure. 

For the firat time since my arrival at 
Venice, I did not see Paolo that day. We 
missed each other by a series of accidents. 
When I arrived in the evening at the 
Palazzo D'Oria, my gondola was deteined 
whfle one just ahead discharged ite load 
at the marble steps. Two peraons landed 
from i t : Paolo and Count Alberto. I had 
never seen them together before, and I 
experienced an unaccounteble sensation of 
discomfort at the sight. I t was not simply 
fear, or suspicion, or foreboding; but a 
mingling of the three. They ascended the 
steps, and entered the vestibule. I foUowed 
quickly, and reached the saloon a few mo-
mentolaterthanthey. The marohesa, Paolo, 
and the count were ite solo occupante; 
and tdl three were visibly discomposed by 
my entrance. The marchesa received me 
coldly, the count made me his usual 
grave and formal bow, and Paolo, after an 
expression of surprise and regret at the 
clever manner in which we had contrived 
to miss each other aU day—I easfly dis
cerned that the snrprise was affected, and 
the r ^ r e t unreal—glanced uneasfly at the 
count, and said no more. Tbe Count Alberto 
came to my aid. He asked the questioni did 
not dare to ask; he enquired for Beatrice. 

"She is indisposed, and keeps her 
room," was the answer; and, as she made 
it, the marehesa in her tem glanced 
uneasfly at the count Then came another 
pause, happUy broken by the arrival of the 
customary visitore. After a few moments 
of very painful indecision, I resolved upon 
my courae of action. I mingled with the 
other people, aired my bad Italian m a 
brief dialogue vrith the marchesa, observ
ing Paolo all the time, and when he left 
the room—again, to my surprise and 
annoyance, vrith the count—I foUowed 
them, and overtaking them on the steps, 
told Paolo I wished to speak with him. 

"To-night? " asked Paolo. 
"To-night Now, and here, if you are 

not going away vrith the count. ^̂  If you 
are—later—anywhere yon please." 

Again Paolo cast an uneasy glance at 
the count, who stood aside with an osten-
tetious air of politely suffering an mter-
mption, but the tone of Paolo s voice as he 
answered me was kind and cordial. 

" I shall be back in five minutes. Wait 
for me in the balcony." 

They passed on; I re-entered the saloon, 
unobserved, and went into the balcony. A 
shawl of striped crimson and black hung 
over ite stene front, where Beatrice was 
wont to rest her fair arms, while she 
watched the lights glimmering in the 
canal, and the flitting of the silent 
gondolas. 

Within the promised time Paolo joined 
me. I leaned npon the balcony, out of 
hearing of the people in the saloon, and 
came to the point with him at once. 

"Tou are avoiding me," I said; "some
thing has come between us. Tou are too 
true a gentleman to deny it, or equivocate 
in word or deed. Is the reason because 
you have discovered that I love your 
sister ? " 

" I have discovered that," he answered, 
not angrily, or offensively, but sadly; "or 
rather, I have been told it." 

"By Cemtti?" 
" Oh, my poor fellow!" Paolo went on 

in the impulsive way which was nateral 
to him, and laid his hand on my shoulder, 
" you Englishmen are so much in earnest; 
you take things so much to heart! Beatrice 
has been beteothed to Cerutti these three 
years, and they are to be married after 
Easter! " 

* » * • * 
Paolo came with me to my hotel; he 

steyed vrith me untfl the night was far 
spent; he was kind, compassionate, 
reasonable, and inexorable. He admitted 
at once that he as weU as Count Alberto 
was aware that I had won the heart of the 
beautiful, innocent girl, who had never 
had a glimpse of a possible love in her life 
before, but had been the unresisting 
rictim of a bargain whose terms she did 
not underatand. She had come to know 
them now, and she might vrish—did wish, 
no doubt—to break the bargain; that, how
ever, could not be. The family honour was 
pledged to the maintenance of the contract, 
and it must be mainteined. He excused me 
for urging the possibility of my own 
suit being enterteined, in consideration of 
my ignorance of Itelian social customs 
and famfly government; but he would 
not enter upon the question of the pro
bable feelings of Beatrice, or consider for 
a moment the fact, that, as an affair of 
interest, I had more to offer than the 
count. He listened courteously whfle I 
explained to him every point of my posi
tion; but he returned inexorably to his 
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own. The contract mnst be fnlfllled, and 
while I remained at Venice I could not 
be permitted to see his sistor. There was 
no violence or unkindness in all this, only 
a calm matter-of-fact granting of all the 
circumstances, while proceeding as if they 
did not exist. This quiet, resolute cruelty, 
might well have deprived me of all hope, 
considering that I had no promise, no 
assurance from Beatrice heraelf, and that 
she was an Italian girl, under the tyranny 
of such social customs as these; but it 
did not so drive me. To set against 
despair I had the remembrance of Bea
trice's beautiful face as I had seen it that 
morning, and I had the eridence of the 
count's jealousy. The two conquered. I 
knew in my inmost soul that she loved 
me, and that she was doomed to the 
misery and the shame of a loveless mar
riage. To know this, was to take the 
resolution which I formed. 

Paolo and I parted that night vrith 
mutual cordiality, and I fnUy believe he 
did not regard the matter as one which 
need make any difference between him 
and me. We should meet as usual during 
my stay in Venice, though he said frankly 
it would be better I should not present 
myself at the Palazzo D'Oria: such a 
course would only lead to Beatrice's being 
kept in a kind of gentle imprisonment 
untfl my departure. I allowed him to 
believe that I accepted my fate, and would 
obey his injunctions ;-r-but when I left the 

' palazzo that night, vrith a glove which I 
found on the floor of the balcony, and 
which I knew to be Beatrice's, hidden in 
my breast—I vowed, if resolution and 
dexterity could accomplish such a tesk, 
that his sister should be saved from her 
cruel, treacherous Itelian suitor, and made 
as happy as love and care, could make her 
in my English home. 

Tou will be prepared to leam that I 
met Beatrice on the following moming; 
that I waited for her, near the great 
church, with a grave apprehension that 
this time her mother might be vrith 
her. I t proved to be unfounded ; Beatrice 
was alone. She looked pale, iU, and 
frightened. This was no time for hesi
tetion. I spoke to her as she was learing 
the church; I walked by her side across 
the piazza. Pate favoured us. No one 
whom she knew was there, and I was 
made doubly certain of two things: that 
she loved me, and that she abhorred Count 
Alberto; but I leamed also that she 
regarded her marriage vrith him as inevit

able. She protested that for us there could 
be no hope. I tried to re-assnre her, but I 
had no time for argument or protestetion. 
I could only arrange with Beatrice that 
she should send her attendant to meet me 
at a certain shop at a certain hour, when I 
wonld meet her, and give her a letter for 
her mistress. We parted, and I went to 
my hotel to vrrite the letter. 

I need not teU you what I vwote; in 
what coloura I painted the EngUsh home 
to which I would take her if she wonld 
trust heraelf to m e ; the future happiness 
and consideration which would vrin her 
parente' pardon and ensure their content
ment. I told her that if she would consent 
I should at once leave Venice for the pur
pose of making all the necessary arrange
ments for our marriage at Genoa;—it 
would not be safe, and I wonld not return 
untfl the day before that which we should 
fix for our flight. The maid was punctual 
to her appointment, my letter reached 
Beatrice's hands safely, and her reply was 
in mine the same night. I pass over her 
fears, her hesitetion, her natural reluctance 
to violate aU the traditions of her race 
and country, even to abandon a home which 
she acknowledged to be most unhappy. 
Briefly, she consentod; and I purchased 
the assistence of her attendant and 
her consent to accompany Beatrice in 
our flight. In two days I was ready 
to leave Venice; during those two days 
I saw nothing of Paolo, whose cold 
indifference to his sister's wretehed-
ness shocked me, apart from my own 
feelings. My flnal instructions to Beatrice 
were as foUows:—I would return to Venice 
on the day fixed for the masked ball at 
Princess Lerinsky's, at which Beatrice, her 
mother, and Paolo were to be present. After 
they had started for the ball, Francesca 
was to leave the Palazzo D'Oria unob
served, in a gondola which I would have 
in waiting, and foUow the conconrae which 
would be speeding to the palazzo of the 
Polish princess. Arrived at the landing-
place, Francesca wonld remain in the 
gondola untfl I should bring her mistress 
to her; which accomplished, we were to row 
for the spot whore the boat from my yacht 
(at present lying in harbour at Genoa) 
would await us. 

On board the yacht Beatrice should find 
every necessary for her toflet, and pro- • 
vision for her comfort. I would see her 
safely on board, be put ashore again in the 
yacht's boat, and leave Venice before the 
morning, travelling by vetturino. I knew 



that Beatrice had no fear of the sea; I 
was certein of the fidelity of the captain 
and the crew of my yacht, and I resolved 
to shield the girl, who was risking so much 
for me, from reproach as far as it should 
be possible. We should not meet again 
until a few hours before she was to become 
my vrife. Purauit of her would be im
possible—she would be in safety on the 
high seas—and even in case of accident or 
delay in onr meeting, my skipper would 
have the fuUest instructions. There re
mained the plan for our meeting at the 
baU, and for the actual departure. AU the 
ladies would wear the invariable black 
dominos, and these would be deposited in 
the vestiario adjoining the grand saloon; 
so much I had contrived to learn of the 
topography of the palazzo of the princess. 
When the gaiety of the baU was at its 
height and Paolo at a distance from his 
sister, she was to draw near to the door 
opening upon the great corridor, and 
pleading a torn dress as an excuse for 
leaving him, to her partner in the dance, 
pass through into the vestiario, put on the 
first domino which came to her hand, and 
go out at the other end. There she would 
find me, in mask and domino, and in a few 
minutes she wonld be by my side in the 
gondola. One precaution remained to be 
taken: I mnst proride her with a safe 
means of communicating vrith me at the 
last honr, lest anything should have in
terfered to thwart our projecte, or necessi-
teto delay. I arranged vrith her that 
I wonld go to the baU earUer than the 
Marehesa D'Oria ever presented hereelf on 
snch occasions—so that Paolo should not 
by any fll chance hear my name announced 
—and standing behind one of the pUlars at 
the entrance of the saloon, I would wateh 
for the arrival of the marchesa and her 
daughter. If aU was not right, Beatrice, 
who knew what my costume was to be, 
was to drop her glove, weighted vrith the 
opal ring—I sent it to her with my letter 
—te ensure its faUing to the groxmd, and I 
should then withdraw, and await tidings 
from her—through Francesca's agency— 
on the foUowing moming at the Piazza 
of St. Mark. 

I^ on the contrary, aU was right and 
our project was secure, Beatrice was to 
wear the jewel hidden in her bosom, and 
to touch it with her fan as she " 

Even now I could not endure to dwell 
npon the feelings with which I lived 
through the time after I received the 

assent of Beatrice to my plan. I went to 
Genoa, made all the proposed arrange
mente personaUy and by letter, and found 
myself again at Venice, the yacht in 
readiness, and my presence unsuspected 
by Paolo, on the appointed day. The 
Carnival was at ite height, and with the 
evening the Queen of the Adriatic put on 
aU her splendour. The city blazed with 
light and colour, the air was full of song; 
laughter, and radiance. The Grand Canal 
presented a scene of magical beauty and 
of incessant motion. I had kept out of 
sight aU day: I dared not risk discovery 
by trying to get a sight of Beatrice, though 
I did not donbt she had been displayed by 
her mother and the count wherever fashion 
demanded. Paolo would have had his own 
amnsemente, as I knew, on hand, but 
Count Alberto might have discovered me. 
He was not going to the ball; I had heard 
him say so, and had laid aU my plans 
accordingly. 

The night came, and I went to the 
palazzo of the Polish princess. I yore 
the conventional dress and cloak of a 
medisBval student, with a flat cap and a 
flaxen vrig—the most widely different cos
tume from that which I had arranged 
vrith Paolo in tho days of the friendship 
which love had destroyed, which I could 
contrive—and, even without my mask, I do 
not think, my dear mother, yon would have 
known me. I was among the earliest arri
vals. The scene grew rapidly brilliant; but 
I hardly noted it, and took up my position 
at once vrith sensations which I cannot 
describe. At last, at last, I heard the Mar
chesa D'Oria announced. She entered the 
ball-room, accompanied by Paolo and by 
Beatrice, whose face was perfectly colour
less, but nevertheless more beautiful than 
I had ever seen it. My heart beat heavUy 
as they passed me, the black-and-sUver-
broidered skirt of Beatrice's Romaic dress 
touching me. Though the entertainment 
was called a masked ball, it was an under
stood thing that every one entered the 
ball-room unmasked; so that the disguise, 
when resumed, was not real, but only a 
test of memory. Beateice's mask of black 
velvet and laoe dangled from her right arm. 
Her hands were gloved, and she carried 
a black-and-sflver fan. Only my eyes 
could have detected that she saw me, as the 
fan touched her bosom for a moment, and 
was then dropped by its riband at her side, 
as she mingled with the crowd. I watohed 
her and the others for some time; until I 
saw that the marchesa was surrounded by 
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gossips, Beatrice by admirera, and that 
Paolo was intent upon the business I 
knew of. I ascerteined that the gondola, 
under my ordera, was lying by the marble 
steirs, one of a flotUla; the signal-scarf 
was tied on the arm of the gondolier. 
Then I took my domino from among the 
number in the vestiario—deserted by the 
attendants—put on my mask, and, passing 
through the outer door, found the corridor 
empty. Hearing, as if in a dream, 
the jubilant strains of music from the 
ball-room, I waited at the closed door. 
My watch was secure and uninterrupted. 
I t had endured perhaps half-an-hour 
when I heard a step within ; the door 
opened, and a figure shrouded in a 
domino appeared. The folds of the 
domino were held across the breast by a 
hand I knew, and on it glittered the opal 
r ing! 

" My own Beatrice! my tme love !" 
There was no time for speech. She fal
tered out something as I bade her hide the 
ring once more in her bosom, lest Paolo 
would recognise it should iU luck send 
him in our way; and we went swiftly along 
the corridor to a second door which gave 
admittence to the vestibule. I t was half 
full of people—guests arriring, guests 
departing, and servante ; but no one 
heeded us. We went on, steadfly and 
slowly now, a stately dame and lawful 
cavalier, down the marble staira to the 
landing-place, where the gondolas lay. 
One was in the act of shooting away; 
mine was the second in place. 

" Is it there ? Are we safe ? " 
" We are perfectly safe, my dearest." 
In another moment I had handed her 

into the boat, and stepped into the gloomy 
carriage-like receptecle, in one corner of 
which a cloaked figure was seated, The 
gondola moved; it was being pushed off. 
Beatrice clutched me by the arm, and 
whispered hoarsely: 

" That is not Francesca." 
" Not Francesca ! " I exclaimed, and 

caught hold of the cloak. The figure rose 
with a cry like that of a vrild beast:— 

" No, it is I ! I bribed Francesca higher." 
Count Alberto dei Cemtti flung himself 

upon me, dagger in hand. There was a 
moment's violent struggle, in which I 
almost dashed him off; I saw one of 
Beatrice's arms between me and my 
assassin, I felt the other clasp my neck 
from behind ; while he held me round the 
body with the deadly grip of hate, I felt 
the boat strike something, and lurch. I 

lost my footing; the lifted dagger feU, and 
buried iteelf in the breast of Beatrice. 

* • * • * « 
Now you know the whole truth, my 

dear mother. Do you wonder that it has 
banished me from England and from 
every famUiar association for two yeara; 
and that it has been impossible for me to 
put it in writing until now ; when I have 
lived it out, and Uved it down? Keep this 
story safely, with my lost love's picture— 
Paolo gave it to me, when he pardoned 
and learned to pity me—until I come 
home. STEPHEN DEELrNcouET. 

"Untf l I come home." Stephen Drelin
court's story has been in his mother's 
possession two months, but no other 
communication from him has reached her 
during that time. As she lays it by vrith 
the miniature of Braitrice this Christmas 
Eve, and prepares to retire to rest, she 
sighs deeply, a sigh of weariness of spirit. 
" Am I ever to see him again ? " she mur
murs ; " is my waiting never to end ? The 
only son of his mother and she a vridow. 
He has Uved it ont, he says, and Uved i t 
down. I cannot live ont and live down 
his absence." 

She is crossing the spacious room, when 
a loud ringing at the entrance door and a 
vehement barjring of dogs arrest her steps. 
The sounds mingle with the midnight 
chimes, and the outburat of the joy-bells 
which welcome Christmas morn. She goes 
hastfly into the haU, and is caught in her 
son's arms. 

" I t is Christmas in earnest, now," is the 
general sentiment at the castie " since Mr. 
Drelincourt has come home." 

THE FOURTH E N T R T I N GEORGE 
HARLINGTON'S NOTE.BOOK. 

I. 
PAEIS. In wintry weatiier. Not slush 

and damp; not chfll, yellow fog; nor 
dreary, driving rain; but high, vaulted, 
steel-blue sky; hard, crisp earth; slanting 
sunlight, merely touching, not melting, 
the frost crystels which gem the leafless 
trees, stud the scroUed balconies, and shine 
everywhere. Paris, in its vrinter splen
dour, vrith brilliant equipages rolling along 
ite great thoroughfares, conveying women 
wrapped in velvet of price and furs almost 
priceless; women vrith eyes and cheeks all 
the brighter for the shrewdly biting cold. 
Paris, with ite poor, to whom that same 
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shrewd bite, catehing tender flesh through 
thin garmente, is deadly; and the breath 
of the frost-demon is more cruel than the 
pangs of the hunger-wolf. 

Through the ihrong on the long, long 
boulevards, whose idlera are pressing to 
the shop-vrindows to admire and appraise 
the last novelties in 6trennes (for it is the 
final fortnight of the year, and the obli
gations of the jour de I'an are jogging 
memories and opening purse-clasps); 
where the carriages are setting down and 
taking up purchasere, and the flaneur has, 
notwithstanding the cold, quite a busy 
time of i t ; I follow a woman. She is 
making her way to the Place Pigalle, and 
she pushes on, undistracted by the objects 
which claim the attention of the crowd, with 
steady persistency. She is a young woman, 
plainly dressed, but vrith a touch of the 
Parisian in the neatness and perfect fit of 
every article of her attire; she is not hand
some, but has an attractive face, mild, 
intelUgent, and purposeful. She carries a 
Ught shiny black box in her hand; and, as 
I foUow her, I see that she halts only once 
in her long walk, it is to buy a bunch of 
Parma riolete, at a shop where they are 
fresh, but not cheap by any means. 

The young woman reaches her destina
tion. I t is an old house, vrith a deep entry, 
in the Place Pigalle. I t is not in good 
repair, nor are the court, the conciergerie, 
or the steircase very clean, and their defects 
come out strongly in the vrinter sun. The 
young woman ascends the staira, until she 
reaches the fourth landing, which is narrow 
and bare, but lighted by a large window, 
through which one sees the busy street 
below dwarfed by height. She opens a 
door on the landing, which admite her to 
a narrow passage, leading to a small 
apartment, consisting of two rooms and 
a tiny kitohen. The furniture is poor, 
bnt not squaUd, and in the Uttle domain 
cleanliness reigns supreme. The young 
woman goes on through the firat room, 
salon and salle-a-manger in one, into 
the second, which bears an air of much 
greater comfort and has a tenant. A 
carefuUy-husbanded wood fire is burning 
in the open grate, a screen stands before 
the bed, and a conch, well prorided with 
soft piUows and warm covering, is drawn 
close to the fire. On the couch Ues a 
woman, the perfect stiUness of whose 
limbs, the pinched paleness of whose face, 
and the patient weariness of whose faded 
eyes, tell a story of lingering and hopeless 
illness. Perhaps only an artist's eye could 

now discern that she had once been beauti
ful, for only the lines of the face, only the 
correctness of form and delicacy of feature 
remain. The deep blue of the large eyes 
has faded, and for their brightness there 
is heaviness; for the rose-tints which 
once bloomed on the cheeks and the lips 
there is an evenly-spread pallor, and for 
the masses of golden hair, some thin folds 
Ue smooth beneath the border of a snowy 
muslin cap. She lies back upon her piUows, 
quite still, her hands folded over the edge 
of a warm quilted couvre-pied, aud her 
shoulders covered with a fine but faded 
Cachmere shawl, a real Indian fabric, 
once, no doubt, the realisation of its 
owner's pet ambition. She is looking at 
the light coming through the window-
panes, as sick people, whose sickness is 
unto death, love to look at it, when the 
young woman comes in, with the freshness 
of the wintry air on her, the flush of 
exercise on her cheek, and healthful 
brightness in her eyes. With a quick 
glance she sees that all is right, and smiles 
at the sick woman on the couch, who 
smUes at her in return, and stretches out 
a hand to teke the riolete. 

" I knew you would bring me riolete," 
she says, " but how quickly you have come 
back. I t is a long way, if I can remember 
rightly, to the Rue des Saints Peres." 

" I t is a very long way, bnt the dry 
cold is pleasant, and I liked the walk. 
And then, Madame de Croye praised the 
wreaths so much, it was quite encourag* 
ing; she has promised me many orders; 
and given me one. I t is for a bunch of 
water-lflies, and she wante them for the 
jour de I'an." 

" Short notice, Stephanie, vrith aU you 
have to do beside." 

" Oh, no," retumed the younger woman 
cheerfully, "there's plenty of time for 
aU." 

She has teken off her bonnet and cloak, 
put them away, and arranged a little table 
at the foot of the invalid's couch; and 
she now seats herself before it, and tums 
out the contents of the shiny black box, 
which consist of some of the materials 
used in the making of artificial flowers. 
Bright-coloured muslin, crape, silk, and 
feathera; spirals of wire, tinted paper— 
she inspects them, counts up their price, 
selects the articles she requires for imme
diate use, and, after she has eaten a sparing 
meal in the adjoining room and served to 
the invalid some delicate food, she sets to 
work as if she had not done anything 
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fatiguing previously, vrith a smiling face 
and fingers whose rapid dexterity the sick 
woman watohes vrith sad, loving eyes. 

While she works, Stephanie also telks. 
She has wonders to toll her companion 
abont the boulevards and the shops, the 
carriages and the toflettes, though she 
never paused for a moment to look at 
them for her own delectetion; and it is 
noticeable that she is especially communi
cative respecting the theatres. She has 
looked at all the " affiches " on her route, 
and actually purchased the day's Entr'acte. 
When the snn sete, and she has to light 
the lamp, and to leave the invalid by 
heraelf while she attends to her business 
in the kitchen department, she pute the 
Entr'acte into her hands, and the invalid 
studies attentively that apparently most 
uninteresting topic to a peraon in her 
position, the Ust of all the spectacles at 
which Paris may divert itself on that 
evening. I t intereste her, however; 
and when the evening closes in, bring
ing no change to her, or to the steady 
industry of her companion, she talks 
of plays which she has seen in her time, 
and tells Stephanie anecdotes of singers and 
dancers and actors, who are mere names to 
the listener. And yet the ' ' time " she alludes 
to as if it were very old indeed, is not in 
reality far past, for GiuUette Silva is not 
thirty-five years old. I t is just eight 
o'clock wben the bell is rung on the land
ing, and Stephanie says, 

" There is Pierre ? May he come in 
here ? Tou are not too tired ? " Receiving 
an affirmative assurance, she lays down 
the tiny blade with which she has been 
crimping the leaf of a carnation, and 
leaves the room. She does not retarn 
immediately; there is a pleasant sound of 
cheerful voices in the Uttle saloon, for ten 
minutes or so. When she comes back, she is 
accompanied by a slight, dark young man, 
whom the invalid welcomes as her brave 
Pierre. 

The brave Pierre has gentle mannera, 
and a low voice, and he has hardly teken 
his seat on the other side of Stephanie's 
teble before he 'begins to roll up little 
spirals of green paper, and to diride small 
bits of feather into smaller bite, trimming 
them with sharp shears, slender enough 
for a fairy's work-box, mechanically assist
ing Stephanie, as a matter of course, but 
with fingers curiously deft and delicate 
of touch for a man's. 

" Don't you think you have tried your 
eyes enough for to-day, Pierre ? " says 

Stephanie, as he sets to work seriously. 
" There is more doing than usual at your 
fabriqne, you say, and you get your full 
share of i t Why not rest to-night ? " 

" Because I am not tired." replies Pierre, 
"and I suppose I am not tired because 
I have had my spirits raised to-day. 
Madame," he addresses the invaUd, but 
goes on vrith his dexterous fingering of 
Stephanie's flower petals the whfle, " I 
have had my spirite raised. By whom ? 
you ask. By Gusteve Leblond, onr fore
man, I reply. And when yon ask me how, 
I teU yon, vrithout vanity, by his praises 
of my designs for ladies' omamente in 
jewels, and my workmanship. I have 

f lined many of the ideas by watehing 
tephanie at her work, and studying with 

her the Uving models she works from, the 
flower-chfldren of the gardens and the 
fields; and I have put them into designs 
which onr foreman finds original. He 
finds also that I do my work weU; my 
eye is true, and my hand is neat and 
steady, and so Gnstave Leblond tells me 
to-day that he is going into the jeweller's 
business on his own account, and that he 
wfll take me as his foreman, it I vriU agree 
to work for no one but him, and to give 
him my designs as a speciality." 

Pierre Gironx is then a working jeweller, 
and the deft dexterity of his fingera comes 
by practice as well as by nature. 

" This is indeed good news," says Ma
dame Sflva; " and I rejoice te hear it. 
What do you say to it, Stephanie ? " 

" I say that it is good news, bnt—" she 
smfles with an aroh sweetness which makes 
her face charming, " I say it does not 
mean aU that Pierre would have it 
signify." 

" Hear her now I I appeal to you, 
madame, if she is not proud! When I 
told her a Uttle of this just now, and 
asked her if she did not think we could 
be married soon, and have a snug little 
home to begin vrith, instead of the long, 
long waiting that seemed before us only 
yesterday, she gave heraelf aira, and asked 
whether I supposed she was going to 
marry a day beforo she should have saved 
her dot of three thousand francs, because 
fortune had come my way. I t is aU her 
pride, and what does it mean ? I would 
say nothing if there were my parente to 
be regarded, who might think Uttle of her 
because of her d6t ; but I am alone in the 
world, stfll more alone than she is, for she 
has you, and there is no one to talk or to 
interfere. So her pride is aU for me, to 
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my address, who only want her love. 
Don't you think it is a shame, madame; 
and that I am fll-used ? " 

"Very Ul-used indeed, Pierre, and I 
promise you I shaU bring Stephanie to 
reason. When does this M. Leblond talk 
of commencing business on his own 
account?" 

" Early in the New Tear, madame." 
" Indeed. And you and Stephanie have 

been affianced—let me see—how long ?" 
" A year to-day." 
There is a pause. Madame Sflva terns 

her head npon her piUow, away from the 
light and closes her eyes. The conversa
tion is thenceforth confined to the betrothed 
lovera, and it laste untfl ten o'clock, when 
Pierre Gironx takes his leave. Madame 
Sflva is weaker and wearier than usual 
that night, and when, vrith aU conceivable 
care and attention, she has been transferred 
from her couch to her bed—the only tran
sition her life ever knows—and Stephanie's 
monotenous day's work has come to an 
end, they are both sflent 

" To-morrow is our good doctor's day," 
says the invaUd, as Stephanie stoops to 
kiss her on the forehead; " after his visit 
we wfll talk of this good news." 

A sofa-bed in the salon is Stephanie's 
own resting-place. I t is so placed that she 
is within reach of the invaUd's low tones, 
and the intervening door stands open. 
Long after the girl is sound asleep, Ma
dame Sflva's eyes remain unclosed, wateh
ing the wood ashes as they drop, and 
smoulder, and die. Not pain, but thoughts, 
hold her eyes waking to-night. 

n. 
I t is the close of the year; the rigfl of 

the great Parisian festival, the Jour de 
TAn. In the Uttie apartment au quatrieme 
of the old house in the Place Pigalle are 
the three friends. But a change has 
passed over their aspect and their relations. 
Madame Sflva has acted on her conriction 
that Pierre is very iU-used by Stephanie 
with such effect that Stephanie has 
repented of her pride and her stabbom-
ness, and has consented to marry Pierre 
out of hand, and to put off the completion 
of the d6t The quiet wedding is to take 
place on the morrow, and the newly-
married couple are to teke possession of 
a Uttle home of their own, no farther 
removed from Madame SUva than the 
other side of the landing, after an excur
sion to Asnieres of two days' duration. 
Stephanie wfll not desert her post for a 

longer time, and has been brought to con
sent only by the admirable conduct of a 
young peraon recommended by Doctor 
Leroux himself, and by whom she proposes 
to replace heraelf for the nonce. The 
young peraon has been dismissed, and 
Stephanie and Pierre sit beside Madame 
Sflva's bed. Doctor Leroux has visited 
her several times within the last fortnight. 
Her one transition is made no more, and 
Madame Sflva knows well that this Jour 
de I'An is the last which she shall see. 
But she keeps her knowledge to herself, and 
questions Stephanie gafly abont the little 
preparations for the wedding, which she 
cannot vritness. Spread out on the disused 
couch is Stephanie's wedding gown and 
bonnet, and everything is ready. Madame 
Sflva has told Pierre that she wishes to 
speak with him to-night, and there is 
a little air of solemnity about the three. 
Madame Sflva Ues high up on a pile 
of piUows, her right hand slipped under 
one of them, and addresses herself to 
Pierre. 

" I am going to tell you a story, my 
brave Pierre—a story which Stephanie has 
never heard. I t is my own. Tou will 
soon know why I tell it to you now, and 
have said nothing of it hitherto. The firat 
thing I can remember of my childhood is 
the wonder and delight of seemg a lighted 
stege, and actora on it. My father had 
some employment, I don't know what, in 
the Fenice, at Venice, where I was bom, 
and my mother was a kind of head house
maid, and attended te the dressing-rooms. 
All my recollections are of the seamy side 
of theatrical life; I ran about the place 
like a dog or a cat, when I was little, and 
nobody minded ' GiuUette,' not even my 
father or my mother, of whom I have 
no dearer memory than I have of many 
of the Signori and Signore who used 
to make mellifluous love to one another 
on the stage, and quarrel and back
bite one another plentifuUy behind the 
scenes, thereby causing me profound 
astenishment until I was of an age to dis
criminate, in the broad sense, between the 
real and the fictitious scenes in the midst 
of which I Uved. 

"Whfle I was stiU a young chfld my 
mother died, and then I must have been 
shockingly neglected, for I remember 
being hungry, and cold, and very lonely, 
and wandering away by myself along 
the terraces by the canal, and making 
friends with the boatmen. Next to see
ing the stege lighted, and peeping at the 
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performances, I loved a row in a gon
dola, and I often had one; for I had picked 
up a playfellow, one Renzo Silva, a boy 
somewhat older than myself, whose father 
owned three handsome gondolas. I dwell 
on this seeming trifle, it held the germ of 
all my fate in it. When I was ten years 
old some one found out that I could 
dance, and my father, who had married a 
woman who ill-treated both him and me, 
determined that I should be a stege-
dancer. I was delighted vrith the idea, 
and though I suffered horribly during 
the training, I was not displeased with 
the reality. I reaUy did dance well, with 
great spirit; and as I always danced to a 
story in my mind, I suppose there was 
something original and characteristic in 
my performance. I t was weU for me that 
I did like it, for I never had any rest, and 
I never reaped any reward. I performed 
second and third-rate parts in the now 
old-fashioned baUete en action in vogue at 
that time, much before any of my comrades 
were out of the crowd of the corps de 
ballet, and my stepmother got all the 
money that I earned. I must have been 
sixteen when my father died, and at that 
age great things were prophesied of me. 
I was quite at my stepmother's mercy, and 
she was most unmerciful, so that after a 
year I began to contemplate the escaping 
from her by any means as an object to be 
atteined, if possible. Some one also had 
found out that I could sing, and I had, 
nothing loth, cultivated that telent 
too, so that when Renzo and I ex
changed sentiments respecting the com
parative hardships of onr lot—he was a 
gondolier now, on one of his father's 
boats, and a very handsome, fine fellow, 
no better treated at home than I was— 
it was not unnatural that we should 
think we might improve our circum
stances by joining our fortunes. We 
loved each other more faithfully and 
worthily than might have been sup
posed possible, considering our respective 
manner of life, and there was some real 
romance in our folly, when we made up our 
minds to m n away together, and to seek 
our fortunes in France. We settled the 
details of our plan in aU but one momentous 
particular—where the money was to come 
from, to pay for our joumey, and to support 
us afterwards, until we should get engage
ments in Paris; for that was what we 
were bent on doing, Renzo entertaining 
no doubt that he too could dance and 
sing, and act too, for that matter? We 

had to face this important question, and it 
was decided that on a certein night I 
was to refuse to appear on the stage 
unless my stepmother agreed to hand 
over a portion of my salary to me, 
and that this course should be puraued 
untfl a sum sufficient for our purposes had 
been accumulated. We parted, and I 
proceeded to carry out my promise. The 
result was that my stepmother beat me 
with a broomstick, and threatened to tum 
me into the street, but neither the beating 
nor the threat shook my pnrpose. I t was 
Carnival time, and the general merriment 
enraged and embittered me the more. An 
hour before the time when I should have 
carried out my purpose, and thrown the 
stege into confusion, a message from 
Renzo reached me, through one of the 
hangers-on at the theatre; it was merely 
this—' Dance to-night, and come down to 
the Piazza early to-morrow.' I did dance 
that night ; I did go down to the Piazza 
di San Marco the next moming, and there 
was Renzo, who told me I need not trouble 
myself about money—^he had more than 
enough. No efforte of mine could ex
tract from him the origin of this un
expected wealth; he wonld do no more 
than assure me that he had not taken 
money which belonged to his father 
or to any other pa-son. I was easfly 
satisfied, and we made onr escape the 
next day. 

" W e traveUed to Paris, and began to 
seek for employment, which I was long in 
finding. I suffered a great deal in the 
process, in many ways, which I do not 
wish to recal. At length I got an 
engagement at one of the minor theatres, 
and I made an instanteneous success. My 
husband (we were legally married in 
Paris) got no employment, and after a 
time ceased to look for any. I loved 
him, I revelled in my success, I was 
happy in onr disorderly life. Bnt there 
was a sort of speU on Renzo. He idled, 
he sulked, he smoked, he drank, he 
gambled. At length my fllusion cleared 
away, and I knew him for what he was. 
His mysterious money soon melted, and 
he never earned a shUling. We had been 
married four yeara, I had just signed an 
engagement at a theatre of a rank far 
beyond my expectetions, and a riste of 
something like wealth was opening before 
me, when Renzo was brought home one 
night, senseless and mortelly hurt. He 
had thrown away his life in the quarrel of 
a worthless woman, in a tevem brawl. 
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He did not know me when he came out of 
the swoon, and he never spoke coherently 
during the twenty-four houra he lived. 
His wandering utterances were all of 
Venice, his father's gondolas, and a 
certain Count Alberto. I remembered the 
count weU, and the girl he stebbed, in the 
Carnival time, just before Renzo and I 
went away from Venice, and how the 
people howled at him when he was taken 
away to prison after his life sentence. I 
found out, through Renzo's raving, what 
was the source whence the money he 
never would account for had come to him. 
It was the price he received from a Jew 
dealer in precious stones, for a rich jewel 
which he found in a gondola belonging 
to his father. He telked wildly of seeing 
the jewel shine, when the boat put in to 
the landing-place, and the people were 
crowding round, and how he had picked 
it np quickly, ' out of the blood,' he 
said, but that, of courae, was only 
raving. He died with his head upon my 
arm, and the name of another woman 
upon his Ups, and I forgave him for that 
and for aU. 

"The manager gave me a week, and 
then I entered upon my new engagement. 
It meant a new life. A very different 
audience applauded me now, very different 
temptetions beset me. My salary was 
good, and I spent it aU. I teuched no 
other money. My life was fuU enongh of 
pleasure, but there was no guUt in it. I 
pass over a year, and I come to one even
ing which has a double importance in my 
memory. When I arrived at the theatre, 
I found confusion and dismay prevafling; 
an accident had occurred among the ma
chinery, and one of the carpentera had 
been killed. The man was honest, indns-
bions, and esteemed, a vridower, with one 
child, a little girl of eight. A subscription 
for the chfld was proposed, but I volun
teered to take charge of her future. The 
chfld was Stephanie. Poor chfld! it was 
not for long that she had an efficient pro
tector; it was not long untfl our r61es 
were revereed. That was one event of the 
evening. But there was a second. In the 
course of the performance a slight inter
ruption, which the audience were inclmed 
to resent, was caused by some men who 
came in late. I looked at them, and saw that 
one of the number was looking at me in
tently, and I was afterwards conscious that 
he never desisted from the watch he kept on 
me while I was on the stage. Some one 
near me^ told me his name—^never mind 

what it was, I will call him Prince Michael. 
The next night he came again, the third 
again—no need to dwoU on that part of 
the story. He made my acquaintance and 
paid me the ea9.y insolent court which a 
man of his class deems fitting to a woman 
of mine. I put it aside lightly, the man 
had no charm for me. He was piqued, 
his temper was roused, and he either felt 
or affected a grand passion. I laughed 
at the teagedy as I had laughed at the 
farce; and then he offered me marriage. 
Had I loved him, I should have been too 
wise to take him at his word, but I had 
come to hate him as I never hated any 
human being. I had a superstitious dread 
of him, the old fears of my childhood 
returned to me, I felt that the man was a 
jettetore, and that tho Eril-eye might any 
day be cast on me. At length this weak
ness took such hold of me that it injured 
my health, and began to teU on my nerves. 
His ceaseless pursuit became a torture, and 
I determined, when my engagement should 
terminate, to leave Paris, and hide myself 
somewhere. The sight of Prince Michael 
became an omen of sinister augury 
to me, and he knew it. The cruelty of 
making me dread him, of forcing me to 
feel that he was keeping a constent 
watch on me, pleased his cruel nature, 
in which what he caUed love was always 
akin to hate. 

" Within a week of the close of my en
gagement, I suddenly missed him. The 
moming brought no letter or message; 
the afternoon no visit; I found no 
bouquet in my dressing-room at the 
theatre, and the prince's place in the 
saUe was vacant. I wondered for a day 
or two, then I began to breathe freely. 
After all, his melodramatic threate had 
meant nothing, and he had retreated from 
the ignoble contest in which a woman 
had beaten him. I received the ironical 
compliments which were paid me on the 
disappearance of the prince with genuine 
good-humour, and laughed at myself for 
my notions about the Evil-eye. 

" A week had elapsed, and the last night 
of the season had arrived. I had neither 
seen nor heard anything of Prince Michael. 
When I went to the theatre, a letter, a 
bouquet, and a small packet were handed 
to me. The letter contained only a few 
lines: "Good-bye, Giulietta. Tou were 
right, and nothing is eternal—not even 
my despair. I have got over it, according 
to your amiable prediction; and as I am 
as tired of Paris as you are of me, I am 
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off. But I always part friends with a 
woman, and I like to be remembered other
wise than as a bore and a tyrant. Wear 
the ring I send you, it not for my sake, 
for ite own. The Jew who sold it to me 
at Venice swore the opal was a jewel richer 
than aU ite tribe, and I do not think he 
foreswore himself very widely." 

" The ring was a splendid one indeed. 
The centre was an opal as large as a filbert, 
with gleams of red, and green, and yeUow, 
and violet in it, set in diamonds. I 
put it on my finger and admired it with 
genuine pleasure. My spirits were at their 
highest, the prince had gone away, and I 
might wear the ring without blame or fear. 
I shewed it to some of the others in the 
green-room, and they praised ite beauty; all 
but one. A southern girl said : " Opal is 
unlucky, if you were not bom in October. 
It 's all right if you were; if not, it's a 
porte malheur." I was on the stage a 
minute later, vrith her words in my ears. 
Was I bom in October ? I could not tell; 
my birthdays had made no mark in my 
childhood. Back with a rush came my 
superatitions dread; whfle I was singing 
the words of my r61e, my eyes sought for the 
prince in the accustomed place ; bnt vainly. 
He was not there. The piece was a Feerie, 
in immense vogue, and the leading part 
was mine. In the second act I had to 
stand on the brow of a rock, overhanging 
a river, and summon the water-sprites to 
slow music, singing the incantetion whfle I 
swayed myself about with the rhythmical 
motion of Oriental dancing. The scene 
was always enthusiastically applauded, and 
had never presented the slightest difficulty 
to me before. Nor did it now. I ascended 
the slope easily, was greeted as usual, 
raised my arms so as to extend them over 
the flood, made one step forward, and 
feU headlong down. 

" Since that night I have been a helpless 
invalid. At first the injury vras believed 
to be mortal, but that sentence was com
muted to the imprisonment for life which 
my adopted chfld has cheered. Every one 
was good to me. I had a considerable sum in 
my possession when the accident occurred, 
and my friends subscribed enough to add to 
it so as to buy for me a small annuity. I was 
not patient or submissive for a long, long 
time. I t was very hard to bear, especially 
when people began to forget me, and soli
tude set in. I kept Stephanie at school for 
a few years, but I could not afford more ; 
my small income had no elasticity, and no 
supplement She came home to me; she 

leamed a mode of earning money which 
need not separato her from me. Tou know 
the rest, Pierre ; yon, who have won her. 
I t has not been an unhappy life ; no life 
can be unhappy which counts snch love 
as mine for Stephanie, and here for me, 
as ite best treasure. 

" Now, I am going to explain why I teU 
yon this story on the eve of your marriage-
day. I t is because I have never parted 
with the opal ring, the porte-malheur 
which fulfiUed ite weird to me. What has 
been the fate of the man who meant the 
gift of it to bring me misfortune—for he 
believed in all the superatitions of his 
nation—^I know not. I have kept the 
ring, with the intention of revereing the 
speU, if such there be in it, in our case at 
leas t" 

Madame Sflva draws her hand from 
beneath the pillow, and stretehes it 
towards Pierre. A jewel gUttera in the 
open palm. 

" I have never wom the ring, and Ste
phanie has never seen i t ; I knew she would 
have had me seU it, when it has sometimes 
been hard to get the comforts by which she 
would have had my lot always aUeviated. 
I have witnessed her untiring industry, her 
nndeviating thrift, and, looking on at her 
life, have leamed what there may be in a 
woman. I have seen the time love come 
into that life, and leamed from it what it _ 
was that never had any existence in mine. 
Tou can appraise this jewel, Pierre, you 
can tell its value, and that sum is Ste
phanie's d6t. Hush, my children, I vriU 
hear no objection. This has been my 
purpose throughout I only lay this con
dition on you, Pierre, that you never put 
that ring on Stephanie's finger for even 
one moment Take it away, out of -my 
s i ^ t to-night, and seU it as soon as 
possible." 

" I think I know someone who wfll buy 
it, at ite full value," says Pierre, when, 
after he and Stephanie have striven to 
thank her, the invalid dismisses them to 
their brief parting for the few houra which 
remain before their marriage. " Leblond 
has brought a clientele from the old 
place; and there's an EngUshman among 
them, who ordered one of my posy breast-
knots lately.. I t was for his fianfde, he said, 
and if it pleased him he would purchase 
some other things. I wfll send Leblond 
to him vrith the ring to-morrow moming." 

" Pray do, Pierre. So we shaU be rid 
of the omen, if indeed there be one, on 
our wedding-day." 
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THE FIFTH ENTRT IN GEORGE 
HADDON'S NOTE-BOOK. 

I SEE before me a broad expanse of turf, 
green and fresh, and beautifuUy kept. I t 
is bordered on either side by trees : some 
of enormous girth, with hnge limbs and 
wide-spreading branches; others appa
rently newly planted, fenced round te 
protect them from being hurt by the 
children, whose shrill laughter I hear 
from time to time as they carry on their 
play in the bright cheerful moming sun. 
At one end of the turf wall I see an old 
cumbrous red-brick house, stending in a 
stiff and formal garden, which I recognise 
at once as Kensington Palace. Up to this 
time no human being has been vrithin 
sight, bnt now I see two figures emerging 
from the trees, and walking at a slow 
pace towards the palace. A man and a 
woman, both young, tall, and good-look
ing, dressed in a strange odd fashion: she 
with a high waist and a huge bonnet, he 
with the velvet collar of his coat standing 
up round his eara, his broadly cut trou-
sera hiding most of his foot, and tightly 
strapped, the fashion of thirty yeara ago. 
They are walking side by side, and very 
close together: the woman's white un
gloved hand, on which I see glistening 
the opal ring, lying on the man's arm. 
Hush ! the young man speaks : 

" No, darling ! " I hear him say. " No ! 
I dare say yon, who are fuU of a girl's 
romance, wfll think me but practical and 
prosaic when I tell you that I am bound to 
confess one of the greatest sources of 
happiness to me is that the courae of our 
tme love has run so smoothly. If I had 
been differently situated, I might have 
gbried in encountering teouble for the sake 
of winning you; and loving you with my 
whole heart and soul as I do, I have no 
donbt I should have managed to surmount 
them. But, lookmg at my present position, 
with aU the weight and responsibility of 
my father's business on my back, having 
to be aU day long in Lmcohi's Inn, and 
nearly aU night long readmg up cases, 
vrith these few minutes with you m the 
early moming as my sole recreation, I am 
thankful indeed that my suit is favoured 
bv vonr father, and that there are no ob
stecles m ite way. Tou foUow me, Mar-

^ ^ T e s , James! " she replies; "IfoUow 
you, and I am sure you are right. I t v^as 
merely a littie girlish waywardness which 
prompted me to say what I did just now. 

Tour work is so hard that it would be 
dreadful indeed to think of your being 
harassed vrith complications about me." 

"Recollect," he says, laying his hand 
lightly on hers, " that such complications 
have already existed! I have not forgotten, 
if you have, the tortures which I suffered 
when Mr. Frederick Haddon " 

" What! " cried George, springing up, 
" what name was that ? " 

" Silence ! " said the professor, motion
ing him, with a commanding gesture, to 
his seat. " Tou will awake her, and the 
thread of continuity wUl be lost. Go on!" 
he added, turning to the patient. 

" When Mr. Frederick Haddon was 
pleased to pester you with his insolent 
addresses?" 

" J a m e s ! " says the girl, looking up 
honestly into his face, "Don't recur to 
that dreadful time! I t is all gone and 
past, thank Heaven! Mr. Haddon has 
long since given up his pursuit of me, and 
his famUy, who I thought were at one 
time inclined to be vexed with all of us 
on my account, must have forgiven my 
refusal of him, for my brother Mark, as you 
know, was taken into their bank, and speaks 
highly of the kindness shown to him." 

" I know it," mutters the young man, 
" and looked npon it as a sop at the time. 
However, as six months have elapsed since 
Mark took possession of his ledger and 
stool, and that precious Frederick Haddon 
has not tried to renew his acquaintance 
with you, I suppose my lawyer's caution 
made me suspicious without a cause. Tou 
wear the ring stiU, Margaret, I see ? " 

" StiU, James! I hope to wear it to my 
dying day," she says, raising it to her Ups. 

" Wear it on your wedding-day, my 
darling," says he, looking at her with 
eyes full of love and admiration. " Only 
another two months to wait, pet. Before 
the leaves are brown the long vacation 
will be here, and I shaU take my bride to 
my old Devonshire home. Nine o'clock ! 
There never were minutes melted away so 
fast as these. Walk with me to the gate, 
Margaret, and let my last glimpse of you 
comfort me among the deed-boxes and 
tape-tied papers." 

I see the girl again. She is walking up 
an old-fashioned suburban square. At the 
door of one of tho houses sho stops and 
knocks. She lives there apparently, for 
when the door is opened she is passing 
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through into the hall, when she notices 
tho scared look of the servant. " What is 
the matter, Hannah ? " she asks. 

" I don't know, miss, I 'm sure, what it 
is, but something dreadful has occurred I 
About an hour ago a messenger from the 
office brought a letter for mistress, and 
she opened it when I was in the room; 
and all of a sudden she went as pale 
as a ghost, her knees trembled under 
her, and she would have fallen, but I 
pushed a chair forward just in time. Then 
she burst out crying, and cried for more 
than an hour; and now she has locked 
herself in her room, and I can hear her 
from time to time sobbing as though her 
heart wonld break !" 

" Did my mother say anything as to the 
cause of this trouble, Hannah? " asks Mar
garet, hurriedly divesting herself of her 
bonnet. 

"No, miss, she didn't say anything; 
but when she had her firat crying fit she 
dropped the letter on the floor, and in 
picking it up I just glanced at it permis-
cuous, and I saw Master Mark's name." 

"My brother?" 
" Tea, miss, and I think Master Mark 

must have been taken fll, for whfle the 
mistress was sobbing, I heard her say to 
herself several times, ' My poor misguided 
boy ! my wretched, wretched boy ! ' " 

" I will go to my mother at once! My 
father has not yet come home ? " 

" No, miss. The letter was from the 
master, as I've said, but he wasn't at the 
office, for I asked the messenger, who said 
he had fetched a hackney-coach for the 
master, and had told the man to drive 
to Haddon's bank." 

As these words ring in her ears, Margaret 
turns very pale, and hurries up the steirs. 
Her mother must have heard and recog
nised her footstep, for the door is open, 
and in an instant the two women are in 
each other's arms. 

" What is this I hear from Hannah, 
mother ? I t is true, for I see the traces 
of tears on your cheeks, and you tremble 
BO that you can scarcely stand. Some
thing dreadful has happened. What is it ? 
Tell me, I implore yon ! " 

" I cannot tell yon, Margaret," says the 
old lady, whose tears buret out afresh. 
" T o u r father wiU break it to yon when 
he comes." 

" I t is something about Mark! Is he 
fll ? Is—is he dead ? " 

" No ! he is not dead!" cried the mother, 
whose voice is almost inarticulate with 

sobbing; " I almost vrish he were! I 
almost wish he were ! " 

" Mother! mother! what are you saying ? 
Think of Mark, onr handsome, splendid 
Mark! " 

" I do think of him, Margaret! I think 
of the pride I have had in him, of the way 
in which I have worahipped him since his 
birth, and I wonder whether this is not a 
punishment upon me for having made an 
idol of a human creature, and preferred 
him to his Creator." 

" There is my father's knock," says the 
girl, sterting at the sound. " D r y your 
eyes, mother, and do not let him find 
you in this steto. I t is too lato. He is 
here! " 

The room door opens, and a small man, 
irith delicate features and snow-white hair 
and whiskere, enters. He has a wearied 
look, his shoulders are rounded, and his 
step slow and laboured. He bends over 
his wite and kisses her on the forehead. 
Then he takes his daughter's hands in his, 
and gazes long and earnestly into her eyes. 
As he does so his own become suffused, he 
tums hastfly away, and throws himself 
into a chair. 

" Tou have been to the bank, Edward P" 
asks the wife, timidly. 

" I have," he replies, in a husky voice. 
" I have just come from there." 

" What news is there ? have you seen 
Mr. Haddon ? Is there any hope ? " 

" There is hope—if hope it can be caUed," 
he replies, in the same voice, with his eyes 
fixed on the floor. " On one condition." 

" Oh, thank God ! " cries his wife, with 
clasped hands. " There is no condition we 
would not fulfil to save our son." 

" The safety of the person you allude to, 
but whom I wiU never again acknowledge 
as my son," says the old man, looking up 
with a fierce Ught in his blue eyes, " does 
not depend on you, Jane, nor on me; bnt 
upon her ! " and his trembling hand is out
stretched towards his daughter. 

" Upon her ! " repeats the mother, look
ing aghast. Then, sinking her voice to a 
whisper, adds, " She knows nothing of it, 
Graham, nothing of what has happened. 
Tou bade me be sflent, and I have told 
her nothing! " 

" She must hear it now," says the old 
man, in a broken voice, " and it is best 
that it should come from me. The honour 
of the family is given into her hands to do 
with as she Ukes—^it could not be more 
safely bestowed. Margaret, my child! " 
turning to her, and laying his hand lightly 
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on her head ; " a blow has fallen on us all 
which we shaU never recover from, which 
wfll haunt us in our secret houra and be 
ever present vrith us, driving us to dis
traction with the fear of its discovery—but 
from the pubUc shame of which you can 
absolve us, if you wUl." 

" Do you doubt my vriU, if I have the 
power, father ? " cries the girl, half indig-
nantiy. "Do you doubt that if by any 
sacrifice of mine, you and my mother could 
be spared an instent of uneasiness, I 
would not go through with it ? Tou have 
bnt to name what I have to do—and it is 
done!" 

" Tou speak bravely, Margaret, but you 
do not know the extent of the sacrifice 
you are caUed upon to make. Would to God 
that the power of rectification had rested 
with me alone, but that was not to be. 
Listen, Margaret! This morning, on my 
arrival at the office, I received a letter 
stating that a forgery, by which Messrs. 
Haddon's bank had been considerable 
losere, had, late last night, been traced to 
your brother Mark." 

" Good heavens! a forgery! to Mark!" 
" The proofs were such as not to admit 

of the slightest doubt! But the letter 
was marked ' Confidential,' and in it I was 
requested to call this morning at the bank 
and see Mr. Haddon." 

"Was Mark arrested—in custody, I 
metm ?" 

" N o ; np to this time he is unaware 
that his crime has been discovered. I 
went to the bank, and saw Mr. Haddon. 
To me pereonally he vras very kind, and 
spoke in the most feeling manner of his 
sorrow for the effecte of the blow on your 
mother and on you. But as regards Mark, 
he spoke vrith the strongest determination. 
He had been well treated, he said, and had 
deliberately betrayed his tmst. If the part-
nere were to forgive him, or even to con
done his offence, they would themselves be 
compromising a felony, and acting discre
ditebly towards the whole commercial 
world. I t was a hard case for the family, 
but the law must take ite courae." 

" Oh, father! the shame, the misery, the 
overwhelming degradation ! After all our 
strivings, we shall never hold up our heads 
again!" 

" D o you imagine that I do not feel 
it acutely, Margaret? I implored Mr. 
Haddon to give me time, and I would 
repay aU the defalcations, though to do so 
would take the savings of my life, and 
leave you and your mother destitute. 

should illness or death overtake me. He 
would not hear of it. ' Let the young 
nian's crime fall upon himself,' he said; 
' it is not fitting that the innocent should 
suffer for the guilty, that those two ladies 
should be impoverished for the sake of a 
criminal who well deserves all that is in 
store for him! ' Then I pointed out 
Mark's position at home, how you and his 
mother worshipped him beyond anything 
on earth, and I sued for mercy for your 
sakes." 

"Tha t was right, father! What did 
Mr. Haddon say to that ? " 

" He was silent for a few moments. 
Then he said, ' Tou mention your daughter, 
Mr. Spencer; is her attachment to her 
brother very great ? ' " 

" ' So great ' I replied, ' that I think the 
news I have to bring her is likely enough 
to cause her death.' He hesitated again, 
then said, 'We are both of us men of 
business rather than of sentiment, Mr. 
Spencer, but we each of us have a tender 
spot about us; and however much you may 
cherish your daughter, you cannot be 
fonder of her than I am of my son. I 
love that boy Frederick as the apple of my 
eye, and my whole existence is bound up 
in him. For weeks past ho has been visibly 
ailing; he has lost all interest in those 
pleasures and pastimes in which young 
men usually take delight, and sits apart, 
moping and dejected. The doctora have 
seen him, and can find no cause for the 
change, can assign no reason for the 
dejection. But a parent's eyes are keener 
than a physician's, Mr. Spencer; and the 
diagnosis which I have made of Frederick's 
malady is clear and correct. He loves 
your daughter, Spencer—^loves her still; 
and her rejection of him is costing him 
his life.'" 

" Father ! " cries Margaret, with a 
sudden intuition, springing forward and 
casting herself on her knees at her 
father's feet; "father, spare me! oh, spare 
m e ! " 

" Listen, Margaret," says Mr. Spencer, 
raising her tenderly in his arms. " Hear 
all before you speak. I will detain you 
but a little longer. After speaking further 
of his son's affection for you, and of the 
effect which, blighted and misapplied as 
he knew it to bo, it was having on his 
health, Mr. Haddon said, ' Now, Spencer, 
I will give you one chance, and you shall 
save your own son in saving mine. Let 
Miss Spencer consent to marry Frederick, 
and not merely shall Mark's crime never 
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be made known, but I vrill see that a place 
is found for him in the house of our 
correspondent at Sydney. If you refuse, 
the law must take its courae.' " 

He looks at her, expectent of some 
reply, but she answers nothing. Hangs 
there, mute and immobUe, round his neck. 
Only the teara stealing down his coat 
testify that she is aUve. 

" I did the best for you, my child," he 
says, looking dovni npon her, and his own 
eyes filling as he speaks. " I told him 
that you had refused Frederick Haddon 
by your own free vriU, without any 
pressure being put on you either by your 
mother or myself, and that I feared you 
could never love him. He said he did not 
ask that you should love, but that you 
should marry his son. ' I am old enough 
to know,' be said, ' that the supposed love 
which burned so brightly was soonest to 
dim, and that the esteem which grew up 
between a husband and wife was more 
reliable, and served its purpose better.' 
He told me aU that, my dear! " 

" Father! " murmura Margaret, hiding 
her head on his shoulder—" James ! " 

" James ! " repeats the old gentleman, 
doubtfully—" oh yes, of course ! James 
Leagrave! yes, I mentioned him and said 
I thought there was some sort of engage
ment between y o u ! " 

" Some sort of engagement, father ? " 
" I thonght it better to put it in that 

way, my dear. Mr. Haddon was very 
firm upon that point. He would not listen 
to any thing of the sort; he said, ' If Miss 
Spencer refuses her consent, the law must 
take its course.' That was the utmost I 
could get him to say. Margaret, I told 
you our rescue from infamy lay in your 
hands. Tou can now calculate whether 
you are disposed to pay the price at which 
it is fixed." 

She says nothing, bnt sits with her head 
pUlowed on her father's knees, her long 
hair, which has become loosened, hanging 
round her hidden face. Mra. Spencer, who 
has been silently weeping tho while, leaves 
her chair and takes up her position near 
her daughter, fondly stroking the girl's 
head, and looking enquiringly at her hus
band, from whom, however, she receives 
no intelligible sign. At length, Margaret 
raises hor head, not high enongh, indeed, 
for him to distinguish her face, and says, 
in a low dull voice, " I cannot—I wfll not 
do i t ! " 

" I t is for you to decide, my dear," says 
Mr. Spencer, shruggfing his shoulders, 

"and to weigh well the extent of the 
sacrifice." 

" D o not imagine for an instant that 
that weighs with me ! Such poor sacrifice 
of my liie as I could make, I would make 
wfllingly, to save Mark from degradation, 
to save a pang to you and mother. But 
think of him, father! think of James, 
whose whole life is bound up in mine, 
who has tofled so long and so hard, vrith 
my love as his sole sustaining aid, my 
hand as his sole hope of reward! Tou 
know his devotion to me ; but you don't 
know, no one can ever know, except my
self, his manly honour, his bright sted-
fastness of pnrpose, the labour he has 
undertaken, the privations he has under
gone, vrith this one beacon in view, ever 
cheering him on to the accomplishment of 
his task. Am I, by one act, to steep such 
a man in trouble to the lips, to plunge him 
into darkness, to leave him in the miry 
ways of Ufe vrithout any hope of extri
cation, to bring a curse upon his honest 
well-spent youth, and hold myself np, a 
thoughtless, feckless girl, who, for mere 
fiirtetion's sake, made myself the blight 
and bane of his existence. N o ! not for 
ten thousand brothera would I do i t ! " 

Her head is erect now, her face aglow 
vrith honest pride in her lover, and deter
mination that his cause shall not suffer. 
Hush! the mother speaks now. 

" T o u say you are not pleading for 
youreelf, Margaret!" she says, in a weak 

'and broken voice; " and neither your 
father nor I have any difficulty in beUev-
ing that, for a better or more selfless girl 
never breathed. Tou are pleading for 
James Leagrave, your betrothed, a young 
man whom to know is to honour and 
respect. Bnt you are just and honourable, 
Margaret, as weU as good and selfless, and 
you vrill follow faithfuUy the contrast 
which I am going to show you. Suppose 
you do what is asked of you ? Tou teke 
away the taint from off your own and only 
brother's life, that Ufe which has jnst com
menced and promised so fairly, and enable 
him to make a fresh stert in that world 
where without your aid, he must never 
again hope to find a friend in an honest man 
or woman. To such poor remainder of Ufe 
as may be left to your father and myself 
—for at our age, deprived of both onr 
chfldren, and crushed and humbled in 
spirit, our tenure is not likely to be long— 
you give peace, such peace as is to be 
found here below. Ton refuse to do thL", 
and to-morrow sees your brother a felon, 
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the dweller in a gaol, branded with the 
prison curee, a leper, a pariah, an outcast 
from aU that is decent and honourable tUl 
his latest day; sees the good name for 
which your father has tofled for forty 
yeara swept away at once, leaves us heart
broken and alone, the object of scorn, or, 
stfll worae, of pity, to drag out our few 
remaining days in obloquy and neglect. 
And now for James Leagrave. I have not 
forgotten him. Tou marry him, we wiU 
say. Do you think that marriage vrill be 
a happy one ? Oh, he wfll be to you all 
that a husband should be. I do not doubt 
that for an instant, he is far too honourable 
a man to act otherwise. But do you think 
you wiU be happy ? Do you not imagine 
that from time to time there wiU come 
across you a vision of your brother in his 
misery and degradation, surrounded by 
the herd of vfllains to whose companion
ship he is henceforth relegated, and that 
your heart wiU teU yon that but for you 
he might have had the chance of con
doning his guflt, and re-esteblishing his 
position? When yonr father or I sink 
beneath the burden of onr disgrace, aa 
sink we speedUy must, wiU not the 
thonght strike you that we might have 
been kept aUve, and our last days need not 
have been thus embittered but for you? 
James Leagrave loves you weU, you say, 
and I do not doubt i t ; he need love you 
well, indeed, to be able to close his 
eara against the whispera and his mind 
against the knowledge that he, so up
right and so just, has a brother-in-law 
who is a conricted felon, and whose 
reflected dishonour temishes his own fair 
feme." 

Margaret's head moves under the caress
ing hand. " Mother ! " she murmura, but 
her voice &ils her, and again she is 
sflent. 

"Now, my chfld," continues Mra. Spencer 
in firmer tones, for her strength increases 
vrith courage and vrith hope; " now, my 
chfld, let us look at the other side. 
Suppose you consent to do as you are 
asked, and to save your brother. Tou 
break your word to James Leagrave. Tou 
find some pretext—for he must never 
know the tmth—for releasing youraelf 
from the contract. Tou cut him adrift. 
Ton think his great loving heart vriU 
break, that his life vriU be blighted, that 
he vrill never again know human happiness. 
Oh, Margaret, believe me, an old woman, 
speaking out of the plenitude of her 
experience. Men's hearte, the best and 

kindest of them, do not break for love, my 
chfld. That it will be a blow to him, 
a stab which may leave a visible scar for 
years, I do not pretend to deny. But 
your rejection of his love wUl not be to 
him what your acceptance of it would be 
to us. He is young and we are old; and 
there is no shame accruing to him. The 
mocking laughter of the world at his 
faflure would have no inflnence on such a 
man as James, and the very consciousness 
that he was in the right, and had been 
hardly done by, would help to heal the 
wound. I can say no more, Margaret. 
I have placed the matter before you 
according to my Ught. I t is for you to 
decide upon it." 

No sound for a few moments, then tho 
girl moves, writhing as though in great 
anguish, her face hidden on her father's 
knees. " Oh, if I could only die my
self !" she says, and the father is about 
to speak, but Mrs. Spencer raises her 
hand and moves her head quietly as 
who should say, " Let her make her 
plaint, poor child ! let her sorrow have 
fuU vent! she is more Ukely to yield if 
this be done ! " 

And she does yield. Slowly and sadly 
ahe raises her face, flushed and tear-blurred, 
pushes aside the tangled masses of her 
hair, and looks half-vacantly round her. 
Then she shivera, and covers her eyes with 
her trembling hands. The contect reminds 
her evidently of the presence of the opal 
ring, for she sUdes it gently from her 
finger, and covera it with passionate kisses. 
" Go back to my darling who gave you to 
me," she murmura, proudly regarding i t ; 
" go back to him, and if there be any power 
in you, as I have heard, teU him, what he 
must never hear from me, that never since 
we flrst met have I loved him as I love 
him now, never has my heart yearned for 
sympathy and communion vrith his as it 
does at this instant, and that, come to me 
what may, I in my secret heart shall cherish 
him, a thing apart from all else, to be 
worshipped and to be mourned! " She 
breaks down afresh with this, writhing on 
the floor, her head resting on her breast, 
her whole frame convulsed with sobbing 
and the ring in her lap between her rigid 
hands. 

Mr. Spencer is the firat to speak. " Tou 
have done bravely, Margaret," he com
mences, laying his hand upon her head, 
but the girl shrinks beneath his touch, and 
her mother motions him to retire. 

" Ton have saved what is more to me 
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than Mark's lite, his honour, Margaret," 
she says. 

" And lost my own ! " intermpte her 
daughter. " Mother, I have decided ac
cording to your wish ; what now remains 
to do, let it be done quickly, for God's 
sake, and then teke me away, far away 
from every one; let me have some weeks 
in calm and rest vrith you alone, or I shall 
go mad! " There is a fierce light in her 
eyes, and an air of desperation abont her, 
quite foreign to her gentle nature. 

" Tou must writo a letter, Margaret— 
I— Î promised Mr. Haddon that should be 
done to-day," says Mr. Spencer reluctantly. 

" W h a t ? " cries Margaret, " I vmto to 
Frederick Haddon to inrite him to his 
conquest ? I " 

" No, no ! I wfll do that. Mr. Haddon 
vrill hear from me ; I wfll go to him this 
afternoon. But I mnst teU him you have 
written to—to the other—to James Lea
grave." 

One short sharp shudder passes through 
her, then with a mighty effort she recovers 
herself, rising to her feet, and throwing 
her hair back over her shouldera. " I wfll 
do it at once," she says. 

There is a table in the comer of the 
room with writing materials on it. At this 
she seats herself, pulls the paper to her, 
and writes rapidly, never pausing to think, 
though the pen trails sometimes, and once 
a tear falls, which she quickly wipes away. 
These are the words I see : 

" I retum you the ring, and with it the 
troth which you plighted when you placed 
it on my finger. I claim mine from you, 
but if you do not surrender it, as is pos
sible, it will not matter, as I shall never 
see you again. I have done you an inex
piable wrong, which I cannot soften or 
explain away. Tou wiU learn to hato me, 
and I pray that you may do so quickly. 
But lest you may ascribe this letter to the 
effects of jealousy or pique, or some tran
sient passion, about which you could 
reason with me and overcome, I think it 
best to tell you, not merely that aU between 
us is at an end for ever, but that I am 
shortly to be married to Mr. Frederick 
Haddon. MAEGAEET SPENCEE." 

As she ceases writing she takes the 
ring, presses it once more fondly to her 
lips, then envrraps it in the letter, which 
she seals and directs to "James Lea
grave, Esq." She is calm now, and her 
hand trembles no more, though her face 
is deadly white, and she can scaroely speak 
for lack of moisture in her mouth. But 

as she hands the packet to Mr. Spencer, 
she says, " Tour bidding is done, father! 
Mark is rescued, and I am sacrificed. 
Tluit is what was wanted, I believe." 

After a pause, during which nothing 
was heard bnt the restless scratehing of 
George Haddon's pen, the professor took 
the opportunity of renevring his passes; 
and Miss Comthwaite, the tension of whose 
limbs had decreased, and whose voice had 
gradually grown weaker, proceeded:— 

I follow the messenger bearing the 
letter in which the ring is enclosed untfl 
he stops at the door of a large old-
fashioned honse, in a duU street in Soho. 
There a sUpshod slatternly servant-maid 
tekes it from him, and carries it up the 
broad steircase, to a room on the second 
floor, where she deposite it on the teble. 
A dark room vrith heavy oaken fnmiture, 
large presses fiUed with big books in 
leather bindings, a worn Turkey carpet, a 
smaU camp-bed, and the table littered with 
papera. Only one thing significant of 
youth among aU the surroundings, a 
pencfl drawing of Mai^aret Spencer, 
in a gold frame, hanging over the mantel
piece. 

As the dusk closes in, the door opens, 
and a man appeara on the threshold. The 
same man who was with the girl in 
Kensington-gardens, in the early moming. , 
His step as he entera the room is slow, Ins 
face pale, his whole aspect tired and wom. 
He advances towards the teble, and when 
he sees the letter lying there, and recog
nises the handwriting, his eyes brighten 
and he smiles in delight He tekes it 
in his hand and, feeling the enclosure, 
sterts at firat but smfles again. It 
is a present from her, he thinks. He 
goes out to get a light, and returns vrith 
it, the letter stfll in his hand. He seate 
himself at the table and breaks the seal. 
The opal ring falls out; it is enveloped in 
paper, and he does not at firat realise what 
it is. When he does he tnms pale again, 
and his lips and hands tremble. He opens 
the letter, and, holding it to the candle, 
reads it quickly through. Then the paper 
fluttera from his hand to the ground, 
and with a groan he throws his arms 
on the teble, and hides his head between 
them. 

When ho looks up five minutes after
wards, his Ups are set, and the rest of his 
features tolerably composed. " So," he 
muttera, " that hope perishes with the rest. 
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I t has taken me many yeara and much 
labour to fiU my cup, and now, just when 
I was about to raise it to my lips, it is 
dashed down! There is a fatality in it all, 
and it was meant, I suppose, that mine 
should be a ceUbate and a lonely life, and 
that what might have been my heart shall 
be dried up vrithin me. But," he cries 
with a sudden access of wrath, " Curaes 
be upon those who have reduced me to 
this! My curse upon you, Margaret 
Spencer, for your vanity, your wayward
ness, your wretched worahip of wealth, 
which has led you to mate vrith a rich 
man whom you cannot love, and to steb 
me, who so fondly cherished you, to the 
heart! My curae upon you and yours 
to the last generation ! May you know 
the pangs which I have suffered, the misery 
which is upon me now! " 

As he speaks he opens a leather dispatch 
box stending on the teble, and throwing 
the ring into it, locks it from my sight. 

Miss Comthwaite's voice was very low 
and indistinct, so much so that George had 
had difficulty, notwithstanding, or, per
haps, owing to his extreme excitement, in 
catehing what she said. The professor 
was attentive to this, and as she ceased 
sneaking, he rose hastfly. 

" I must stop the seance," he said, 
crossing to George, " she must be roused, 
it would be dangerous to keep her en
tranced any longer. I am sorry, for your 
sake, Mr. Haddon, though I almost hope 
you may have heard enough." 

"Enough!" cried George, putting his 
note-book into his pocket; "enough, I 
firmly beUeve, to ensure my future happi
ness ! How shaU I ever thank you for 
your kindness ? " 

" By going off at once—a patient gene
raUy objects to being aroused in the presence 
of strangera—and by letting me know 
whether your 'evening with a clairvoy-
ante ' has reaUy effected the good you 
anticipate!" 

" Ton may depend on my doing so ! " 
said George, shaking the professor's hand, 
as he emerged into the street. " And now 
for Portland Place. I t is not yet eleven 
o'clock, and I want to see the madre 
before I sleep to-night!" 

THE BEEAKINO OT THE SPELL. 

In a handsomely-furnished room of one 
of the best hotels at Brighton, on a briUiant 
November moming, when aU the gay world 

is riding, driring, or promenading in the 
King's Road, while the music of the band 
on the pier comes wafted in through the 
open window, a man is sitting alone in an 
arm-chair, drawn before the fire. James 
Leagrave, for it is he, heara not the band, 
nor does he take any notice of the pedes
trian and equestrian crowd filing perpetu
ally past his window. OccasionaUy he 
glances at a pile of manuscript on a table 
by his side, then he carries his eyes back 
to the fire, glaring at the cavernous depths 
of the glowing coals, as though in them 
he could trace those scenes of his bygone 
life, the memory of which the perusal of 
the manuscript' sheets had just aroused 
within him. 

"And so," he says to himself, slowly 
shaking his head the whfle, " during the 
whole of my life I have been labouring 
under one gigantic error, and for thirty 
years have done one of the only two 
women I ever cared for tho grossest 
injustice ! When Margaret sold herself 
to save her brother she never loved me 
better, and her last act was to kiss the 
opal ring before sending it back to me ! 
Ah, if I had only had then the clair-
voyante's power: if I could only have 
seen her do that, what consolation it 
would have brought to my lonely life! 
I should have been lonely all tho same, 
but I should have known the difficulty 
to which she had yielded, and I should 
have pitied instead of cursing her! I 
wonder now, I have sometimes wondered 
in the past, that I, did not make a despe
rate attempt then to discover whether the 
action which went so near to breaking my 
heart, the action which chilled it to the core, 
was her own doing. Had I bnt sflenced 
pride, put down anger, and thought 
of her as I knew her to be, rather than 
taken her own word for her own baseness, 
Margaret might still have been mine! 
And yet what could I have done ? Money, 
if I had even possessed it at the time, 
would have failed to buy off Haddon. 
Strange that the son of a man who was 
capable of making such a bargain, of 
accepting such a sacrifice, should bo a 
fine fellow, as Minnie's lover evidently is, 

ao steady, and bravo, and constant " 
" A gentleman to see you, sir," inter

rupted a waiter, handing a card. 
" Show him in," said Mr. Leagrave, 

glancing at it. " Now for such amends as 
I can make. I expected you, Mr. Haddon," 
he continued, advancing to meet our friend 
George, " and am very glad to see you. 

_ ^ T 
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Sit yon down, Mr. Haddon; I am a man 
of business, and accustomed to come 
straight to the point. I have read the 
papers which yon sent to me, and which, 
as I underatand, contain the history you 
took down from the lips of a clairvoyante. 
So far as I can judge, that history is 
exactly correct; to the portion of it which 
relates to my own days I can swear, even 
after such a lapse of time, and I am, there
fore, bound to beUeve the rest. WhUe 
reading them I have been profoundly 
affected, and, I am not ashamed to add, 
moved to many teara, and I have grown 
from their perusal a vriser, and, I hope, a 
better man. Blindness has faUen from my 
eyes, and the only woman whom in my 
long life I ever regarded vrith a lover's 
worehip—^your mother, Mr. Haddon— 
stends again in my idea as she did thirty 
yeara ago, an angel! " 

Mr. Leagrave paused here, and made a 
great gulp at something in his throat. 
Then he said, 

"However, I shaU have time and 
opportunity, I hope, to explain that to 
her ! Tou sent me those papera with 
an object; to induce me to withdraw 
my opposition to your marriage with my 
niece. So far as I am concerned that 
object is attained j as for Minnie you wfll 

find her in the next room, and yon can 
leam her answer from her ovra Hps." 

Two hours afterwards, George and 
Minnie were standing at the head of the 
pier. The band had gone, and all the 
teshionable frequenters had retired to 
luncheon. Here and there some chfldren 
were playing abont, but the lovera were 
completely isolated. 

George was the firet to speak. " Minnie, 
darling," said he, " I brought you here 
for a purpose." 

" Did yon, George ? " said she, looking 
up at him intently. Her face was pro
vokingly near to his, and not even the 
chfldren were looking. 

" I did not mean that ," he said, after it 
was over, " bnt this. Ton shaU go vrith me 
to Hancock's when we go back to town, 
and choose your own engaged ring, but 
you shall never wear the opal again. I t 
has worked enongh misery in ite time, and 
was very nearly bringing us to grief. I 
wfll take care that it never has another 
chance." 

As he spoke he took the opal ring from 
his pocket, and flung it from his extended 
hand. One flash of lurid light it emitted 
as it fell, then sank beneath the wa\^s, to 
remain there tiU the end of time. 
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