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TWO

CHRISTMASES;

THE MYSTERY OF THE HAUNTED GARRET.

CHAPTER lIL.—(CoNTINUED.) |

I know Hugh Tressilian too well not to
feel perfectly safe in his hands. Any other
man placed in the like position might ask
me, knowing that when I refused him 1 for-
felted Grayacre by the terms of the will.
But Hugh Tressilian is a just and honorable
gentleman--he would never be capable of
such & mean and cowardly act, That he
will ever ask me to marry him in earnest is
out of the question—he knows [ do not care
for him as well as I know that ne ocares for
Lealie Creed.

But who instigated the change in my
woole’s will? At whose suggestion were
those absurd conditions e! Whoever
the meddler was, he has overreached him-
salf. Instinctively I turn from Hugh to
look at my aunt Wills.

I gressed it was her work before I looked
at her—I know it now, Her eyes refuse
to meet mine, the hard unnatural colour has

rd all over her' ace. Yhether Hugh |9
aco

uses her of nnmpliulr{;r not I do
0ot know ; I do net think he looks at her,
or at any one but me. He seems much more
put out by the whole affair than I am—more
Ituﬂnd:f the extraordiuary proviso, more
satounded by the position in which it has
placed him, less satisfied with my easy
solution of the difficulty. Bus I judge only
from the expression of his face.” "Hb says

—never his lips threughout

stern face has

00
Ilnrhng, or the work in the

except to anawer my r

than my own.
of course, renders the other
and void,” Mr. “"F%lndur nhurmth. :
speaking to my aunt. ere mus B
Ei ndmjiulltntinn taken out—Mise
mw will have some legal forms to go
through ; but we are her trustees as before
b be done quite privately —nobody
will of instituting any inquiries about
which does not concera "them—ne-
need know nnythln&;buui it exvept
four people present in room, unlesa”
he looks from Hugh te me witha
sotaloal smile on his chubby round face—
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% unless Mr., Tressilian and his consin refuse

into each other's hands.” l

H F‘r "

I am not afrald of that,” I say coofl-
detitly. *‘ Grayacre is my own as much as
I8 ever was—just as much as if yeu threw
thas will into the fire.”

% Of course—just as much,” Mr. Winder
agrees, still looking at Hugh.

“ Uncle Daniel was so wise and practical
always—I cannot think he knew what he
Wi Sning when he made such an extraordi-
nary arrar gement,” I go on, sitting up in
my chair, with my hands folded in my lap,
com regarding the attormeyl. “'I
dare say I could upset the whole thinfl by a

of undue influence, if I could not prove

t the poor old man was not in his riil:t

mind when he got you to draw up that
document.”

% Mr, Tressilian’s mind never wandered
up to the hour of bis death,” aunt Wills ob-
serves, staring into the fire. ‘* He was as

o as I am when he sent for me to witness
signature to that will.”

¢ But,” I go on, calmly ignoring her—I

ve her, for Laurie’s sake, for attempt-

ing to rob me of my inheritance, buv I can-
not forget it just in a minute—** I am not
to institute any proceedings of the

Mr, Hogh Tr and I under-

stand each other—we are both quite satisfi-
ed to let things remain aa they are, And
will take then steps to validate
will, Mr, Winder, as soon as possible ?"”

* We shall do so without loss of time."”

“ If I wanted any proof of my uncle’s
having been in a manner forced to make
that unjust and foolish condition,” I add,
¥ising from my chair, ** it would be in the
fact of his remorse for having made it act-
ing so powerfully upon him as to give him
strength to rise from his bed—where he had
lain helplessly for six months—in order to

t it where his poor feeble mind imagined
t would never be found.”

‘¢ It would look as if he regretted having
tnade it,” Mr. Winder allows, *‘ if—if he
was not wandering a little—"

* But we have just heard that he did not
wander at all.”

¢t It certainly looks suspicious,” Mr,Curtis
remarks, as I wish them gocd morning and
walk out of the room.

I do not see Hugh again until dinner-
time ; I believe he spends the interval walk-
ll:gklbont the snowy fields—my fields, which

so strange yet so familiar in their spot-
leas shrouding, spread smoothly on the lqu
alo rounding up to the bare blac
h.%. covering the low walls, lying deep
on hay-rick and corn-stack—dazzling white
in the vool sunshine—so white that even
my white cow Daisy looks dingy as she
stands by the barn door, and my ducks and
!lﬂa gh te yellow and dirty as they waddle
own the lnnwilnlﬂpa to the pond.

The two old Misses Jones dine with us—
they have dined at Grayacre on Christmas
Day for the last thirty years, Aunt Wills
has quite recovered her equanimity, and I
feel too much relieved by the turn affairs
have taken to harbour any spite sgainat her,
even if I could forget that she was Laurie's
mother, or ignore the fact that what she did
she did for Hugh's sake, probably never
wu the conditions would be disagree-

able to me if Hugh cared to make himself | ¥

ble—if he di
one.

We dine in the oak parlor at four o'clock,
and after dinner we all—that is, the Misses
Jones and Hugh Tressilian and myself—go
down to the school -house to help Anne Car-
michael to pour out tea for all the psor in
the village, who have a feast and Christmas-
tree, hen this is over, we go up to the
Rectory and spend the remainder of the
evening there,

We amuse ourselves with crackers after
téa, betore we go into the drawing-room to
sing Christmas 2arols. Hugh takes one
from the dish next to him, where it has been
lying among the oranges, and offers one end
of it to me. 1 pull it, Inug‘hing, but the
gcomfit and motto remain with my ocousin.
He opens the slip of paper and reads it,
then hands it to me,

' Some nonsense !" I laugh, holding it to

the light.
“"“When thou shalt love
In the sweet panga of it, remember me,"

CHAPTERIY.
The busainess which has been chiefl

not there waa no harm

srumental in bringing my cousin to ng- | “ Nor me with you,"”

land detains him longer than he first sup
posed it would ; and I am glad of it, since
he makes Grayacre bhis head-quarters, going
backwards and forwards to London when-
ever he finds it necessary,

The days seem to have passed very quick-
1y since Christmas ; itis February now, and
for the last two weeks the weather has been

like June, the soft warm air filling one with }

dreams of summer, though the sunny blue
haze veils only bare boughs yet and snow-
drops are still to be found in the wood. But
the robins sing, the thrushes hop about the
turrows, the yeuog lamba bleat in the pas-
tures, the air L rognlunl with opening buds,
of freshly turned mould, of moss and the
young green tassels of the larches—indeed
the whole atmosphere breathes of summer
possibilities in a way which is t0 me as
lﬂfl;ﬂ as, if nod sweetet than, summer it-
self,

I about farm as usual—yet not
IIIHE:I usoal :;tyhur, for Iﬂm_ﬁﬂﬂnﬂr in the
sweet g air seems to fill me with un-
tiring v and buoyancy, with a gladness
sach as I do not remember to bave felt
since Laurie and I used to roam the mea-
dows and climb the hills together. I am
up and ous of doors ab six o'clock in the
mnrnl::ﬁ. going about with eold Miochael
Foote the ateward, or overloeking the corn-
en. Some-
times after breakfsst I walk as far as
the moor or the Oak Splnney with Hugh
when he is bound on some shooting expedi-
tion, or ride with him to the village or the
Reotory, or even farther afield. But jrener-

ally we spend the day ind tly ol each.
Dtgﬂ'. meeting only at hmm spend-
we have both learmed te look forward to
the evenings so spent as the pleasantest
hours of the twenty-four. Not that Hugh
and I ever dream of caring meore for each
other than brother and sister, or, perhaps I
should say cousins who like each other frank-
ly and honestly with a calm Platonio affeo- |
on, which though it fills us with no in-
toxicating dullﬂht., yet adds materially to,
our enjoymens of life and of the sweet spring
weather. As for falling in love with each
other, Huyh knows that my heart is buried
in his brother’s grave, and I know that he
hears from his cousin Leslie by every mail.
What annt Wills knows er thinks I cannot
tell. She sita in her own reom very much,
with one of the younger maids waiting upon
her. Hugh seems as devoted to her as ever,

He was always fond and proud of his mother.
‘The windows at Grayacre stand wide

0
tmmuun are up, purple and white and
yellow ; there are narcissuses down by the
pond, the hedge at the end of the garden is
white with blackthorn-blossoms, the long
fields giow greener every day, the sweet-
briar is in full leaf. I find primroses on the
sunny side of the hedgerows and all along
thelane. But just now my work takcs me
to the village printu&lfn.lly, or rather to the
new cottage hospital at the farther end of
the village—the pretty red-hick building
which I have built and endowed with my

r mother’s money, as she always wished
should. It is finished and furnished, and
most of the beds are full, for there has been

a good deal of sickness in the neighborhood
lately—not sickness of any infectiouns kind,
but a sort of low fever for which Dootor
Murray blames the low-lying marshes down
by the river and the y awamps and
““inches.”

One day near the end of February I leave
the hoapital earlier than nsual, having pro-
mised to meet Hugh at our old trysting
place at the foot of the moor fields. Itisa
summer-like afternoen, with a soft gray
mist lying low on the meadows and veiling
the further woodland, while a glory of sun-
shine falls on the nearer slo and throws
my shadow far across the mossy turf, as I
stroll deliberately in the dirsction of the fir
wood.

No shade of sentiment flickers about the
path that my consin and I tread together,
nor am I conscious of any of that intensity
in the atmosphere which is supposed to sur-
round a man and weman when they begin to
care for each other. 8till I am glad when
I see the brown figure coming to meet me,
far down in the ﬁ:llmr. wiﬁ: Rover and
Dash at his heels. I shall feel lonely when
he goes back to Canada; I shall misa the
companionship which has made the winter
mmri so short and pu# new gladness into the
spring.

P‘Wa meet in the hollow, where the path
winds among the flags and rushes, not very
far from where the river steals across the

moor.

‘** Panctual for once, Mistress Joan,” he
smiles under his dark moustache. ** I did
not hnpo to meet you mearer than the fir
Duals o daciyt bbit ; I

carrying a rabbit ; 1 stoop to pat
his enrly head. .
A ;:]I said I would ceme as far as the moor
eld."

ia: Somebody came with you as far as the
rise "

“ Doctor Nesbitt came with me., He lelt
me to walk across the fields to Cecil.”

““ How does he man to have so much
time to walk about with you *"

“‘ He very seldom walks with me.,"”

* Seldom !" my cousin repeats, with a
savage little flash. **I Jon't know what
ou call ‘seldom.’ It seems to me that he
walks with you every day "

“‘ Do you think it such an extraordinar
thing that a young man should care to wﬂ{
with me."”

“On the contrlrf. I should think it an
extraordinery thing if he did not.”

““* Then why do you make a row about
it 1”

“] am not making a row aboutit. I
don't like Nesbitt,
flirt.”

‘* He knows better than to flirt with me!”
—throwing up my head.

“ If I thought he did not— "

‘“ Pray do not trouble to take up my cud-
gels, Mr, Tressilian. I am quite well able
to take care of myself.”

There is glow for glow on our faces as we
stand oppesite to each other in the middle
of the lush green field.

“ Joan, would you quarrel with me for
the sake of that young fool "

““* Would yon quarrel with me because I
allowed him to walk with me for a quarter
of a mile 1"’

““ Nothing would make me quarrel with
you."

ing the evening together ; and by degrees |-

all day long. In the flower-borders|Y

Heo is a puppy anda|¥

We hold out our hands simultaneously.
For a moment we 8 there, hand olasped
in hand, he looking down, 1 looking up, the
d at us suriously, at a loss to com-
end the situation] A
‘¢ | have been thni;l of you all day,
Y Saneh III;}'I. I!ﬂ. .“mhm ﬁah::nnﬁ over
“ I snought of you when W
the rise and saw yzu plodding through the
swamp,"'
¢ \Was that the first time you thought of
me since you wished me good-bye in the
porch this morning 1"
““ It ocould |.;mt have
t i
m‘l'nfﬂ h-sl?:?n you have thought ol me a

hundred timea since 1"

¢ Well, and if Idid? I do not care for
any one else."”

*‘ But me 1"

i | u:; i:mt in love,”

“ And 1 am.”

1 knew it,” I laugh, looking at him,
““You said so at Christmas,]though you bave
denied it since 1"

¢t T denied that I cared for Leslie Creed""

¢¢ And I did not believe you. Feople al
ways deny that sort of thing."

* Do they "

« I think so. Nobody has a right to ask
—at least only one person has a right to ask
such a queation.”

** Yon havea right to ask me any queation
you please, Joan.”

“ Ob, & cousin's riiht "

* ] am going t7 wsk you a question now,"
he says ﬂﬂﬁohﬂ.'l

been since I came here

tely, as we cross the rise and
walk slowly into the solemp depths of the
wood—** not on the strength of my cousin’s
right, but as & lover. Joan, will you marry

e?

At first I think he is only apeaking in jest.
He knows I will never marry him or
other man, and I believe him to be engag
to Leslie Creed.

* | would not jest on such a serious mat-
ter, Hugh."”

“ Nor would I, Joan."”

** You are jesting now."

¢ ] never was more in earneat.”
 Why,” L say, not yet comprehending
the situation, ** you know I do not care for
you, cousin.”

* T think you do care for me, Joan.”

* ] oare for you as a cousin,”

»»No more than that "
¢ Certainly, no more than that.”
* Will you marry me, Joan?'
His persiatence in the joke annoys me.
“ If you say that lgain,lulnﬂ quarrel
with you.”

*¢ I ghall say it till you answer me, * Yes’
or* No.” You shall not play with me any
lnngar, Joan Ludlow.”

*“ | play with you ! I echo, the smile on
my face gradually darkening into a Irown.
“ ' What do you mean, Hugh Tressilian

¢ | mean that if you do not care for me
ou bave been playing fast and loose with
me all these months.”

“ ] am at a loss to understand you.”

** You are at no loss to understand me.
You know I love you.”

“ | donot believe it."

“ You do believe it. You know I have
loved you since the first day I saw your
face.”

Looking at him, into the passionate eyes,
my heart beats fast.

‘¢ Hugh Tressilian, how dare you speak
those words to me ?"

¢ Becanse they are true.”

“ They are not trne. You love Lealie
Gmd‘ll

‘¢ T have never loved any womau bub you,
and never shall, as long as I draw the breath
of life.”

Is this the end of all our friendly inter-
course, of the plrasant Platonio affcotion on
the calm tenor of which I was priding my-
self a little ago ?

] wish you had kept it to yourself, or
gone away I” 1 exclaim petsishly, turning
away my face. He has spoilt all oar friend-
ly relations towards each other by these few
foolish passionate words.

“ I could not keep it to myself ; but I can
go away if—if you send me away, Joan.’

** You have left me no alternative.”

“* Except to marry me.”

“ ] ghall never marry you—you know
m i

““ Then why, in heaven's name,” he ex.
claims, in a sudden fury of indignation,
*did youn lead me to think Euu would 1"

¢ ] never led you to think it. You might
have heard me say a thousand times that
such a thing could never be.”

“ And yet you let me be with you—you
looked at me—you smiled! Joan Ludlow,
did you think that I was made of stone, and
not warm flesh and blood ! Did you think
that a man could live under the same
roof with you, see you every dlnu I have
seen you, without falling madly in love with
you?! For, if you did, you made the great-
est mistake youn ever made in. your life I”

I do nob anawer him, for the good reason
that I do not know what to say. His ve:
hemence frightens me—the idea that he loves
me is 8o nevel that it takes away my breath.
It makes me happy, in & tumultuous kind
of way, to think tha$ this brave, broad-
shonldered cousin loves me so much ; but
is isa happiness that has a good deal of

nin it, a good deal of vagune regret. It

80 nseless—so worse than useless unless—-
But my thoughts will go no farther than that
‘““unleas,"

] will make you love me, Joan, if you
will only give me the chance.”

It seems like the answer to my thought.
Could I love him? Fool that I am to ask
myself such a question !

““]I am so all this has happened, cou-
sin Hugh ; for, though I am fond of you as
a cousin, 1 could never love you well enough
to marry you.”

““Then you refuse "

Something in his look or tone, I know not
what, or whether he intends it, brings a
sudden thnuqht into my mind.

* Hugh," 1 exclaim passionately, all the
blood in my body rushing back to my heart
—*“Hugh Tresillian, do you know what
ou have done?”

“] have asked you to marry me.”

““ But only in jest—say it was only in
jest I I cry seizing him by the arm. *‘ Say
you were not iu earnest, Hugh, for Heaven's
sake—say you never meant me to take it
seriously, and I shall pray for you ali the
days of my life "

““ I meant it qaite serionsly,” he reiterates
sullenly.

“* And do you know,” I say, dropping his
arm and standing betore him—‘''do you
krow the consequences to me?!”

‘““ ] know what you mean,”

‘““ And yet you deliberately presist in put-
ting that queation to me!”

‘“Ido tin it"”

*“You have rebbed me of Grayaore I" I

say, in a lower tone, staring ab

deing,

in the |
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dim green light ol the pine wood. * You
have ssked me to marry you, knowing that
I lose Grayacre if I refuse 1"

‘* You have not refused me yeot."

“]tis not I yon want, but Grayacre !
You never loved me you never wanted to
marry me —you asked me because you knew
I should say * No'"

“ You wrong me, Joan Ludlow,"

““You are & liar and a robber!" I ery,
beside myself with on, ‘“You laid
your plans deliberately to deprive me of
my inheritance—you told me you would
never do it, but you have dene it "

“ I told you I would never do it, because
I would never bave asked you unless I
thought you cared for me,”

“ I do nut care for you—I hate you! You
came here and sat at my hearth and ate
of my bread, and now you turn round and
rob me ' What do you call yourself, Hugh
Tress liant"

| a0 not want Grayacre—curseit! I
am only fool enouyh and mad enocugh to
want you "

“ It is a lie 1"

“1f it is, I am pot worthy of you,” he
says more quietly. ** If it is not, Joan Lud-
low, you are not worthy of me."”

** Oh, no, I am not worthy of you !" I ery

ionately. ‘* And yet— yet—yon
ared iust now to ask me to be your wite 1"

““ And I ask you again,”

“ And I——'

‘ Stop, Joan 1 I will not take your an-
swer now."”

*“ You shall take it ! I know what I am
1f I refuse you, I lose Grayacre, and
I do refuse you. Grayacre is mine now——"

““ And you may keep it 1"

** But it will be yours in a minute—— "

*¢ Wait, Joan 1 Let there be no queation
of Grayacre atall. Will you marry me? I
ask you for the third time.’

“ No—no—no I"

(TO BE CONTINWED.)
———

An Accomplished Swindler.

Thirty yearas in the livery business gives
& mAn :r?uhd “Eerhuu and a knowledge
of men as well as hurses.

Iwaas in the door of my stable
one afternoon just ad the cloee of the oivil
war, when a medium-sized, hunoh-backed
man walked up and inquired if he could be
accommodated with a first.olass for a
few days, suying that he wished to inveati-
gate an extensive traot of mineral land in
that and the adjoning country in the inter-
eat of a large syndicate in east, I ex-
ercised the usual precaution of his
name, where he was from, and if he oeunld
give me references. He readily answered
my two first queries, bub atated that he was
a stranger in the slml, but had letters, and

roduced a half dozen intreductory epistles
rom many gentlemen of national reputation,
One was from our co man, whose hand
wri I knew, and another was from the
overnor of our state. It struck me that
is credentials were strongly worded, but
my desire to please se good a customer, and
one associa with the elita of the land,
induced my willing acceptance, and I order-
ed out the finest double team we had. In
fact, it waa the only pair in the stable that
pleased him, and, as he seemed to have
plenty of money and proposed paying an
exorbitant price, I saw no reason why Mr.
Albaugh should not have the pleasure of
rid.ingsbahlnd my $800 bays. he took
the lines preparatery to starting he turned,
with the air of a man who has forgotten
something, and inquired if I wished a de-
it, stating that he might not return be-
ore the t day. I replied in the nega.
tive, wished him a prosperous trip and bade
him good day.

!

I watched them disap with a feeling
of pride—proud te be the pessesser of an.
out-fis pleasing a man of such fastidious

tastes, and proud to know that my name
was 80 well known with those occupying
seats 80 high in public life. .

The third day came, and the 1ourth, and
still no return of mf team. Leaving my
businesas in the care of an employer, I start-
ed in pursuit. At the railread station I re-
ceived a dispatch from a party inquiring if
I had lost a pair of horses; if so te awail
further particulars, I wired that 1 had,
and demanded information about them. The
next train breught the author of them e.
who was the exact i of the man who
had hired my team, excepting the hunch-
back, The man who drove m t-an.m,'nw&y
was in this particular very much deformed,
while this one was straight ef build and dif-

ferently dressed. This similarity was
easily nocceunted for. The man who
hlreci my horses was his twin broth-

er, and an accident in childhood had
occasioned the defermity and affected his
mind. A ftimu he w;tddhmlihlhu
possessor (0 : and, du aaa
riods of mpzp:ﬁnﬂ-n would ococasien
s friends much trouble and anxiety. One
of these spells had seized him after leavin
my stable, and he cencluded to drive to h
home in Cincimnati, While en rounte to that
int the horses had taken fright at a mev-
g train and run away. 7The bugey was
dashed te pieces. Albaugh was badly in-
jured and death ensued, as the undertaker's
certificate teatified. One of the horses was
killed and the other so crippled that it had
to be killed. This was all told in such an
eirneat, plansible manner that it carried con-
viotion, and when he begged to know how
much money would settle the unfortunate
affair, 1 was more than ever persuaded of
thes genuineneas of the man’s atory.
I anewered thas one thousand dollars
would uot have tempted me to part with
them.

“ Under the circumstances,” said he,
““ will you take that? I am sorry for you,
but could you know what a life that brother
has led me, and the money his kleptymania
has cost me, your heart would pity me, 1
know,"”

And to tell the truth, I did pity him. te
had turned from the burial of his brother to
pay for his brether’s full{. and his crushed
spirits showed the anguish of his faalin?.

5o I took the fellow’s hand after receiving
the $1,000, and thanked him for the gentle.
manly manner in which he had tried to
right his brother's wrong, and we parted.

A few years later, I war attending the
fair at Louisville, and admiring the beauty
and speed of the fine horses exhibited on the
track, when my attention was directed to a
splendid pair of bays driven by a colored

oom ; they looked so like the pair I had
ost that I took advantage of the firss op-

rtunity to critically examine them, amd

rem certain peculiar marke soon satisfied

myself they wera the identical pair of horses
the olly humch-back had three years before
drivea from my stable,

Finding ﬂlrtﬂln I inquired of him how | performanes of & Chinese

L e NN o

r

\ed,
pair that I onoe uwu'd."wl

said be,

=i -

ke came to find :
s0 like a hmlnh,“ﬂh beautiful ma

spko
hing‘to
and nos caring to leave thl:: int N

necessitated his eelling,

“1 bought the pair for $2,000, and ha
many times been offered more than ﬂuuﬁ:
that money, bus §5,000 would not tempe
me, They have beauty and s , 8nd are
to-day the fastest double team in thelState,"

“* Could you describe the man from whom
you bought them " 1 asked.,

““ Yes,” said he, * the man from whom [

urchased was medinm sized, apparentiy
orty years of :Eu, with heir quite grey-
prematurely, I should think—and his gener.
al a rance olerical, One would not have
taken him for a steckman. He was well la.
fermed and eme of the most agreeabls coa.
versationalista I ever met.”

[ explained my part in the bistory of the
horie:i and how I loat them. He
my balief thas they were the same horses,
but I broughs forward such overwhelming
evidence in proef of my ownership that ha
agreed to surrender.

I paid him $1000, the amount which I 2.
ceived from the royve, feeling that he waa
::.:k more injured of th]? two, Ii.:d recsived

my team, mutually a to spend
another thousand, if nlm, lEI brln.‘lx
to justioe our thief ; for we were persuad
that the hunch-back, the twin brother and
the clerical look person were one and
the same individu

A minute description was given to detecs
tives in the various large cities of our coun-
try ; police reports were carefully read, bug
vothing from our man could be discovered.
Finally, believing that he had been picked
:5 under some assumed name and imprinon.

» 1 had almest allowed the matterto § de
from my mind, when one winter, my health
failing me, I heeded the advice of my phy-
sician and went to Florida. Im St. Augusy.
ine I took board at a sort of select hotal,
patronized principally by northern familise
win there for health and pleasure,
and all of them representatives of wealth,
Among the guests at the dinner tabls my
first evening there, was a young of
rare beauty and engaping manners to w
I was introduced as Miss Effie MocKnight,
the only davghter of a widow from Balsi.
mars.

Our landlady turned to the daughter and
said ; ** Miss Effle, 1 have pleasing newa foe
you, Count YVan Harl has written, .
ing rooms, saying we may expect him in a
day or two.”

At this announcement the count became
the topic of cenversation, and I saw in the

emile whieh fitted across Miss Effie's
ace that the countes’ coming interested hee
F&rtiﬂnlu]? ; and in the two days preced.
ng his arrival, I noted the eager interast
she took in everything pertaining to him.

I have often thought that the pursuit of
any coveted objeot up to the very eve of ita
possession is the most blissful state of hu.
man existence ; there is nothing in the pos-
sessing of that object that even approaches
the dreamy, hopeful, happy longing for the
time to ceme when the cherished idol of ons
hesarts will be ours to beld in contentment.

But this aside, Count Van Earl, I learned,
had not only an immense fortune, but was
heir prospective to an extensive landed es.
tate in land and Wales, He was an
Oxford unate and had taken an extra
course in Edinburg. His travels had taken
in ev point of the compase, and he talked
like a k about the beauties of Siberian
wilds and the splendor of Oriental skies :
he had touched the mould and must of
ancient tombe, and walked with the Tark
ameng his medern b&ﬂm ; in faot, this
titled scion of mebility was so promising
an acquisition to our select circle that it
was nod surprising to see an extra display
of silver on the table for the greeting of the
count.

I remember well the morning of bis arri-
val. My reem opened fronting the hall,
and as be ascended the broad stairway in
company with his vales, I)had a fair view
of his face. It was theface of my notorious
swindler and thief ; a face that once seen
could hardly be fergetten, especially when
the force of circumstances had photographed
it on the memery, as in my case,

New here was a dilemma. This man was
rociety’s pes and the affianced husband of a
beautifal and aristoeratic lady, and I a
stranger. DBus I resolved to act, and act at
once. Se leaving the house I sought and
obtained an interview with a well known
detective’who oarried the seal of authority,
and acquainted him ef the faots. Together
we returned to the house, and walked
boldly to the ‘‘count’s” door. The officer
introduced himself by giving his name, but
not his business, and nili :

“‘ Here is an old aequaintance who deaires
an interview.”

“« How do you de, Mr. Albaugh,”’ said he
t glad be see yeu.”

““ What de you mean, sir,” said he, “‘com.
ing into a gentleman’s room in this rude
way?! I am Count Van Earl, sir; here is
my card.”

““ And here ia mine,”’ I answered. ‘f You
remember that team yeu hired at my stable
for a three days'drive. I recovered it three

ears afterward and new I want you, Capt,
wen, to take charge of this man ;" and the
detective ebeyed.

The rogue wilted at ence and|be to be
shielded from ex re. The affair had
been so quietly worked that when I went
down aaod asked that dinner be sent to the
count’s reom and explained the reason, it
fell like a bomb,

Mis Effie at firsé spurned the idea of his
guilt; but the detective’s shrewd questioning
secured such a confession as to condemnfhim
even in the mind of his affianced, and she re.
fused to see him again,

That night he was quietly removed, but
while in the care of a deputy officer, who
was guarding him, he managed to escape,
and was never n seen or heard of F;:y
me. He was, without doubt, the moat ag.
complished scoundrel on sea or land, and if
living to-day is sailing under brilliant colors

somewhere,
. - -

The music of the Chinese theatre at San
Fransirco has made the following impression
on & looal journalist :—** hul’n’nn oursalf
in a kettle manufactory of four Enndnd
hands, all busily in hammering,
S you have on the right a rivet wor
in full activity and a quartz mill on the left,
Add six huondred drunken men in front
supplied with kind of instrument, and
four thousand ted oals on the roof
You may then form seme faint idea of the

erohestra.




