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| find him.

Wﬂ____-'_-_—_-—__m“ﬂ

in the Night.

sitting alone in the tw
“:.l.::.'l. 'II:I“E the dark m%.

And the cool, night-born sephyrs are creeping
And stealing Enund us and all,

Comes, like the faint, sweet voices of fairies,
The murmuring moan of the breeze,
While it stoops low and kisses the blossoma

And whispers its song in the trees,

Mot a sound, save the sofg of the gephyrs,

Is heard while we listed full luuﬁir
And we break not the silence so ¢ ming,
But list to the night-wind's low song.

Up in the ekies the bright stars are shining,
E‘hu woon has balt vanished away,

And silver clouds are drifsing above us
As fair as the dreawm ot a day.

Far away in the dim, distant westland,
There flashes a faint lame of guld,

And it only adds wore to the beauty
That the bours of the darkness unfold.

Grotesquely the fantastical phantoms
Are flitting out under the trees,

While the leaves aud the branches above them,
Tremble in the gust of the breeze.

Ah! say not that darkneas is dreary,
That no charn can hallow the night,
For there's uever & midnight so cheerless

But in it is hidden delight.

PAULINE.

CHAPTER VI

UNBATISFACTORY ANBWERS,

I travelled in hot haste, as fast as steam
would bear me, to Geneva; where I at
onoce began my inquiries as to the where-
about of Dr. Ceneri. I had hoped that find.-
ing him would be an easy matter. His
words had given me the impression that he
practiced in the town. If 8o, many peo-
ple must kuow bim. But he had misled
me or I had deceived mysell. For saveral
days I hunted high and low ; inquired
every where; but not asoul could I find

say you lie I"
rose, furious as himself, but more col-
leoted.

“ I told you, sir, that I am an Eoglish
gentleman, Either you will apologize for
your words or I will kick you oul of the
room."

He struggled with his passion and curbed
it. * I apologize,” he said, *' I was wrong.
Does Ceneri know it ?"' he asked sharply.

“ Certainly ; he waa present when we
were married.”

Hia passion oncée more seemed upon the

int of masterivg him., * Traditore!" 1

eard him whisper flercely to himself.
“ Ingannatore!" Then lbe turned to me
i1l oo pised features.

“ If 8o, L have nothing more to do save to
ymgratulate you, Mr, Yaughan, Your for-
tupe is indeed euviable. Your wife is
beautiful, and of courie good. You will
find her a ocharming companion.”

I woula bave given much to know why the
mention of my marriage should have sent
him ioto such & storm of rage, but I would
have,given more to have been able to fulfil
my threat of kicking him out. The iutona-
tion of hia last words told me that Paul-
ine's state of mind was well known to him.
I could scaro:ly keep my hands off the fel-
low; but I was compelled to restrain my
anger, a8 without his aid I ocould not find
Ceneri.

“ Thank you,"” I said quietly, * row per.
haps you will give me the information I
want."

“You are not a very devoted bridegroom,
Mr. Vaughan,” said the fellow mookingly.
‘“ If Ceneri was at your wedding it could
only have coocurred a few days ago. It
must beimportant business which tears you
from the ¢ide of your bride.”

* It i3 immportant business,”

“Then 1 fear it must wait a few days.
Ceneri ia not in Geneva. Buat 1 have
reason to think he may be here in about a

week's time. I shall see him, and will tell

whe knew the man. I oalled on every doe- | him you are here

tor in the place; one and all professed

“ Let me Enow vuere to find him, and 1

entire iguorance of such a colleagae. At|will call upon bim, I must speak with

last I felt certain that the name he had
given me was a fiotitious one, or that Geneva
was not his abode.

However obscure & | chooses.

him."™
“] imagine that will be as the dootor
I can only make known your

doctor may be, he 18 sare to be known by | wishes to him,”

some of hia professional brethren in the
same town. I decided to go to Turin, and
try my lcok there.

It was on the eve of my intended depart-
ure. 1 was strolling about, feeling very
sad at heart aod trying to persuade myself
that I should fare better in Turin, when I
notioed a man lounging along the opposite
side of the street. As hia face and bearing
seemed familiar to me, I orossed the road
to see him to bettsr advantage. Bein
oclothed in the inevitable tourist suit he

resented the appearance of an ordinary
Britiuh traveller—a0 much so that I
pelieved I muat bs misiaken. But I was
right, after all. In spite of his ohanged
attire I recognized him the moment I
drew near. He was the man with whom
Kenyon had engaged in & wordy war out-
pide SBan Giovanni—the man who had
remonstrated with us for our expreased
admiration of Pauline—the man who had
walked away arm io arm with Ceneri.

The chande was too good a one to be lost.
He would at least know where the dootor
was to be found. I trusted his memory
for faces was not 80 retentive a8 mine ;
that he would mnot oconneot me with the
unpleasant passage which ocourred when
we liat met. I walked up to him, and
raising my bat requeet:d him to favor me
with & fow momen1s' converssation.

I epoke in English., He gave me a quick,
penetrsting glauce, then acknowledging my
salutation, professed, 10 the same lavguage,
his wish to place himsell at my service,

“] am tryicg to asoertain the address of

gentleman who,I believe,lives here. I think
you will be atle to ass~ist me.”

He laughed. * I wili if T oan—but being
like yourself an Enoglishman, and knowing
very lew people, I fear [ can bae of little
help to you."

“[ am anxious to find a dootor named
Ceneri."

The start he gave aa he heard my words ;
the lovk, almost of spprehension, he cact
on me, showed me that he recognized the
name. But in a second he recovered
himgself.

wJ oannot remember the name. I am
gorry to say I am unable to help vou.”

“ But,” I said, in Italian, * I have seen
you in his company.”

He soowled viciously. * I know no man
of the name. Good mornivg.”

He raised his hat and strode away.

I was not going to lose him like that, I
quickened my pace and came up with him.

I must beg of you to tell me where I can
I must see him upon an impor-
tant matter. It is no use denying that he
is & friend of yours.”

He hesitated, then halted. " You are
gtrapgely importunate, sir. Perhapa you
will tell me your reason for your atatement
that the man you seek is my friend ?"

« | paw you arm-in-arm with him,"”

« Where, may I ask ?"

«“In Turin—laat spring. Oateide Ban
Giovanni,"”

He looked at me attentively. ** Yes, I
remember your face now. You are one of
thdse young men who insulted a lady, and
whom [ pwore to chattise.”

w No insult was meant, but even had it
been ro, it might be passed over now."

“No iosuls! I have Kkilled a man for
lesa than your frieud said to me?"”

“ Pleass remember I said nothing. Bat
that matters listle. It is on behalf of his
niece, Pauline, that I wish to see Dr.
Ceneri.”

A look of utter astonisk ment epread over
hia face. * What have vou to do with his
niece 7" he axked roughly,

“ That ia hia businessa and mine,
tell me where I oan flud him."

v What is vour name ?" he asked ourtly.

“ (rilbert Vaughban,"

“ What are you?”

« An Eoglish gentleman —nothing more.”

He rewmsivned thoughtful for a few
geoonda., " 1 can take yon to Cinwi,” he
gaid, “but fi;ss I must konow what you
want with him, and why you mention
Paulive's name? The street is not the
place to tulk in —let us go eleewhere."”

I led him to my hot | to a room where
wo oruld talk st our sase,

i Now, Mr. Vaughan,” he said, " answer
my queation, asnd I may asee my way to
helpiog you. What has Pauline March to
do with the mat'er 7"

“ Bhe is my wile—that ia all,”

He spraog to hia feet—a flarce Italian
oath hissed from his lips. His [ace was
white with rage.

¥ Your wile " he shouted. ' You lie—I

Now

% | keep out of my way.

He towed and left me. I felt that even
now it was doubtful whether I should suc-
czed in obtaining the interview with the
mysterious dootor. It depeuded entirely
whether he ohose to grant it. He might
come to Geneva and go away again without
my being any the wiser, uuleas his friend
or himself sent me some ocommunication.

I idled away a week, and then began to
fear that Ceneri had made up his mind to
But it was not so. A
letter came one morning. It contained a
few words only.

“You wish to see me. A oarriage will
call for you at 11 o’clock. M. C.”

At 11 o'clock an ordinary hired oon-
veyanoe drove up to the hctal. The driver
inquiced for Mr. Vaughan. I stapped in
without a word, and was driven to a amall
house outside the town. Upon being shown
into & room I found the dootor seated at a
table covered with newspapers and letters.
He rose, and shaking my hand begged me
to be seated.

“ You have come to Geneva to eee me, I

| hear, Mr. Vaughan ?"

‘“ Yes, I wished to ask you some ques.
tions reapesting my wife.”

“1 will answer all I oan—but there are
many I shall doubtless refuse to reply to.
You remember my stipulation ?"

“Yes, but why did you not make
me aware of my wife's peculiar mental
Btate 2"

“You had seen her yoursell several
times. Her state was the same as when
ghe firat proved Ro atirsotive to you. I am
gorry you should thwuk yourself deceived.”

“Why not bhave t.ld me everythiug?
Theun I could have blamed no one.”

“] bad so meuvy reasous, Mr Vaughan.
Pauline was a great responsibility on my
wboulders. A great expensa, for I am a
poor man. And, after all, i3 the matter so
very bad? She is beautiful, good avd
amiable. Sbe will make you a loving
wife.”

“You wished to get rid of her, in faot.”

‘* Bourcely that altogether. There are
circumstances—I oannou explain them—
which made me glad to marry her to an
Eogli-bman of good position.”

“ Without thinking what that man’s
feelings might ba on findivg the woman he
lovel little betier than a child.”

I felt iudiguant, and showed my feeliog
very plainly. Ceneri took very little notice
of my warmth., He remained porfeotly
oalm.

** There is another point to be considered.
Pauline’s onse is, in my opinion, far from
being hopeless. Indeed, I have always
locked upon marriage as greatly adding to
the ohanoce of her recovery. If her mind to
& oertain extent is wantiog, I believe that,
little by little, it may be built up again.
;L]}: it may return as suddenly as 1t left

er."

| My heart leaped at his words of hope.

«Cruelly aa I {feél I had been treated, tool
that I bad been made for thisa muan’s selfish
euds, I was willing to acoept the situation
oheerfully if I had any hope held out to me.

“ Will you give me all the particulars of
my poor wile's state? I oouclude she has
not always been like thia.”

“ Certninly not. Her oase is moat pecu-
liar. BSome years ago she received a grest
shook —eustained u sudden loss. The effeot
wus to entirely blot out the past from her
mind. She rose from her bed after some
weeks' illness with her memory a complete
blank. Places were forgotten - friends
were strangera to her. Her mind might,
#H4 you suy, huve been the mind of a child
But a child's mind grows, aud, if treated
properly, so will hera.”

““What was the cause of her illness—
what shock 7"

“That is one of the questions I cannot
answer."

“B.it I hava a right to know."”

“You have a right to ask, and I have
a right to refase to kpesk.”

“Tell me of her fawily —her relatives.”

“Sne has none, I belisve, save mysell."

I asked o her questious, but conld g+t no
answers worth recording. 1 should return
to Kuglaud not muoh wiser than I lefe is,
Bus there was one question to which 1
iusisted on havieg a clear regly.

“Whoat has #hat friend of youra—that
Eoglish-speaking Italian—to do with
Paulive 7'

Ceneri shrugged his shoulders
amiled.

" Maoaril 1 am glad to be able to
anawer something fully, Mr, Yaughan, For

\» year or iwo before Pauline was taken ill,

Maoari supposed himself to be in love with
her. He 1s now furious with me for allow-
iog her to get married. He deolares he
wus nnI{- waiting her recovery to try his
own luck."

“ Why should he not have served your
purpose as well as I seem to have ?"

Ceneri looked at me sharply. * Do you
regret, Mre, Vaughan ?”

“ No—not if there is a ohanoce, even &
slight ohance. Bus I tell you, Dr. Ceneri,
f:l‘ll have deceived and oajoled me shame-

y."

I rose to take my leave. Then Ceneri
¢poke with more feeling than he had yet
displayed. :

“Me. Vaughan, do not judge me too
barshly, I have wronged you, 1 admit.
There are things you know noth-
ing of. I muet tell you more than 1
intanded. The terr p:ation to place Pauline
in & position of wealth and ocomtort was
irresistible. I am her debtor for & vast
amount. At one time her fortune was
about filty thousand pounds. The whole
of that I spent—"

‘ And dare to boast of it!"” 1 said bit-
terly. He waved his hand with dignity.

“ Yes. I dare to epeak of it. I spent it
all tor freedom—for Italy. It was in my
keeping a8 trustee. I, who would have
robbed my own father, my own son, should
I hesitate to take her money for such an
end? Every farthing went to the great
cause and was well spent.”

‘““ It was the aot of a oriminal to rob an
orphan.”

* Call it what you like. Money had to
be found. Why should I not saorifice my
honor tor my country as freely as I would
have sacrifioed my life ?"

“ It is no use disoussing it—the matter
is ended.”

‘* Yes, but I tell you to show you why I
wished to gain Pauline a home. Morecver,
Mr. Vaughan"—here his voice dropped to a
whisper—* 1 was anxious to provide that
home at once. I am bound on & journey—
& journey of which I oannot see the end,
muoh less the returning. I doubt whether
[ should bave deoided to see you had it not
been for this. But the ochances are we
shall never meet again.”

““You mean you are engaged in some
plot or conepiracy ?"

“ ] mean what I have said—no more, no
less. I will now bid you adieu.”

Angryas I was with the man, I could
not refuse the hand he streched out to me.

“ Farewell,” he said, * it may be that in
some year or two I shall write to you and
ask you if my prediotions as to Pauline’s
recovery have been fulfilled; but do not
trouble to seek me or to inquire for me it I
am ailent.”

BSo we parted. The oarriage was waitiog
t3 take me back to the hotel. On my way
thither I passed the man whom Ceneri had
called Maocari. He signalled to the driver
to stop, and then entering the oarriage sat
beside me,

“You have egeen dootor, Mr.
Vaughan?" he asked.

“Yes. I have just oome from him.”

“ And have learned all you wish to Enow,
I hope?"

“ A great many of my questionshave been

the

| anewered.”

‘“" But not all. Ceneri would not answer

He laughed, and his laugh waa oynical
and mooking. I kept silence,

« Had you quesationed me," he continued,
“ T might have told you more than Ceneri.”

«“] came to ask Dr. Ceneri for all the
information he could give me respeoting
my wife's mental state, of which I beheve
you are aware. If you can say anything
that may be of use to me, I will beg you to
gpeak.”

* You asked him what caused it ?"

“ I did. He told me a shock.”

“ You atk<d him what shock., That he
did not tell you ?"

“ He had his reasons for deeclining, I sup-
pore."

“Yes. KExcellent reasona—family rea-
sone.” Y

“ It you can enlighten me, kindly do so0.”

“ Not here, Mr. Vaughan. The dootor
and I are friends. You might fly back and
assault him, and I should get blamed. You
are going back to Eogland, T suppose ?”

““ Yes. I start at once.”

“ Give me your addrees, and perhaps I
will write ; or, better still, if I feel inclined
to be communioative, I will call on you
when I am next in Liondon, and pay my
respeota to Mrs., Vaughan at the same
time,”

Bo eager was I to get at the bottom of
the affair that I gave him my oard. He
then stopped the oarriage and stepped out.
He raised his hat, and there was a mali-
cious trinmph in his eyes as they met
mine.

* Good-bve, Mr. Vaughan. Perhaps alter
all you are to be congratulated upon beiog
married to a woman whose past it is
impoesible to rake up.”

ith this parting shaft —a shaft whioh
struck deep and raakled—he left me. It
waa well he did so, before I caught bim by
the throat and strove to foroce him to
explain his last words.

Longing to see my poor wile again, I
went back to England with all speed.

CHAPLER VIL
CLAIMING RELATIONSHIP,

Yes, she was glad to see me back! In her
uncertain, clouded way she welcomed me.
My great fear, that in the short time she
would have entirely forgotteu me, was
groundless. Bhe knew me and welcomed
me. My poor Paulinel If I could but
find the way to bring those truaut senses
back once more !

For months nothing of importance
occurred, If my love's mind was, as Ceneri
predioted, to be gradually restored, the
procees was a tedious one, At timea I
thought her better— at timesa woree., The
fuos 18 there was little or no change in her
condition, Hour after hour she sits in ber
apathy and lstlessness; epeaking only
when epoken to; but wiliing to come with
me auywhere; do anytbiog I sugyiest,
whenever, alas! 1 express my wish in
worda £he can comprehend. Poor Pauline |

The greatest dootors in liogland have
seeu her., Each says the same thivg., Bhe
may recover; but each tella me the
recovery would be more poseible if the
¢ X108 oiroumstanoes which brought about
the oalamity were known. These, I doubt,
if we shall ever learn,

For Ceneri has made no sign, nor has
Macari sent his promised information,
The latter, after hia last malicious words,
I dread more than I wish for. Teresa,
who might bave thrown some light on the

subject bas disap
for not haviog asked she dootor where she
was to be found ; but doubtless he would
have dealined to tell me. Eo the days go
on. All I can do ie, with Preiociila's assist.
ance, to insure that my poor girl i made

a8 happy a8 oan be, and hope thas time lm’ll

oare may at leogth restore her.

We are still at Walpole street. My
intention had been to buy a house and
furnish it. But why? Pauline ocould not
look after it—would not be interested in it
—it would not be home, Bo we stay on at
my old lodgioge and I live almost the life
of a hermit.

1 oare to see no friends. I am, indeed,
blamed for forsaking all my old acquaint-
anoes, Bome who have seen Iauline
attribute my lack of hospitality to jealousy ;
some to other oauses ; but, as yet, I believe
no one knows the truth,

There are times waen 1 feel 1 cannot
bear my grief—times when I wish that
Keuyon had never led me inside that
church at Turin; but there are other times
when I feel that, in spite ot all, my love for
my wife, hopeless as 1t is, has made me &
better and even a happier man. I can sit
for bours looking at her lovely faoce, even
a8 I could looking at & picture or a statue.
I try to imagine that face lit up with bright
intelligenoce, as onoce it must have been. 1
long to know what oan have drawn that
dark ourtain over her mind, and I pray
that one day it may fall aside and I may
see her eyes responsive to my own, Ifl
felt sure thia would ever be I would wait
without a murmur, if needs be, till our hair
has grown gray.

I bave this poor consolation—whatever
the effeot of our marriage may have been
upon my lile, it has, at least, not made my
wile's lot & sadder one. Her days I am sure
must be brighter than those when she wus
uoder the supervision of that terrible old
Iianlian woman. Priscilla loves her and
pets her like a ohild, whilet I—well, I do
every thing I can which I fancy may give
her such » pleasure as sghe is capable of
feeling. Bometimes, not always, she seems
to appreciate my efforts, and onoe or twice
she has taker my hand and raised it to her
lips a8 if in gratitude. She is beginning to
love me a8 a child may love its father, as
some weak, helpless oreature may love its
proteotor. This is a poor recompense, but
I am thaokful even for this,

S0, in our quiet household, the days pass
by and the monthe glide away until the
winter is over and the laburnums and
lilacs 10 the little plots in front of houses in
the suburbs ure 1n bud. It 18 fortunate
that I am fond of books. Without that
taste life would indeed be colorless. I have
not the heart to leave Pauline alone and
seek sooiety on my own account. I epend
many hours every day readiog and siudy-
ing, whilst my wife sits in the same room
pilent unless I address a remark to her.

It is a matter of great grief to me that I
am almost entirely debarred from hearing
the sounc of musio. Isocon discovered that
its effect upon Pauline was prejudicial.
The notes which soothed me, in some wa
seemed to irritate her and make her
uneasy. Bo, unlees she is out pomewhere
with Priscilla and I am left alone, the
piano is unopened ; the musio books lie
unused. Only those who love musioc as I
love it can understand how great a depri-
vation thisia to me,

One morning as I sat alone I was told
that & gencleman wished to see me. He
gave theservant noname, but instruoted her
to say that he was from Geneva. I Knew it
was Muacari. My first impalse was to send
back word that I would not see him. Again
and again since our first meeting, his words
had come back to me—those words which
hinted at something in Pauline’s past
which her unole had an objaot in conceal.
ing. But each time I thought of them 1
decided they were only the malicious insin-
uation of a disappointed man, who, having
fsiled to win the woman he loved, wished
to make his favored rival suspicious and
uphappy. I feared nothing he could say
againet my wife, but disliking the man, I
hesitated before giving instruotions for his
admittance,

Yet Macari was the only link between
Pauline and her past ; Ceneri I felt sure I
never should eee again ; this man was the
only one remaining from whom it was pos-
sible to learn anything respeoting my wife.
The one person whose appearanch could,
by any ohance, stimulate that torpid
memory, and, perhaps, influence the state
ot her mind by suggesting, no matter how
dimly, scenes and events in whioh he must
have played a part. Bo thinking, I decided
that the man should be admitted, and,
moreover, that he should be brought face
to face with Pauline. If he wished to do
80 he might speak to her of old days, even
old passion—anything that might aid her
to piok up and resrace those droppad
threads of memory.

He entered my room and greeted me
with what I knew to be assumed cordiality.
I felt, in epite of the hearty grasp he gave
my band, that he meant his visit to bode
no good t> me. What did I oare why he
oame? I wanted him for a purpose.
With the end in view, what mattered the
tool, if I oould keep it from turning in my
bhand and wounding me—and this was to
be eeen.

I met him with a greeting almoat as cor-
dial as his own ; I bege¢ed him to be seated,
then raog for wine and oigara.

“Yousee I huve kept my promise, Me.
Vauchan,” he said, with & amile.

“Yen. I truasted you would do so. Have
you been long in.England ?"

“Qualy a couple of days.”

“ How long do you stay ?"

“ Uutil I am oalled abroad again, Things
have gone wropg with ua there. I must
wait until the atmosphere has quieted
down."”

I looked at him inquiringly.

“ I fanocied you knew my trade,” he said.

“1 puppose you are a conspirator—I
don't usre the word offensively ; it is the
only on I ean think of.”

“Yen. Conspirator—regenerator —apos-
tls of freedom, whatever you like,”

“ But your country has been free for
gome yesars."

“*O:her countriea are not free. I work
for them. Our poor friend Ceneri did the
game, but his last day's work is done,”

" Ia he dead 7" 1 asked, startled.

“ Daad to all of us. I caunot give yon
partiovlara ; but a lew weeka after you lefs
Geneva he was arrested in Bt Petersburg,
He lay in prison for some months awaiting
hia trial. It has come off, hear."

" Well what has happened to him ?"

“ What always happena —our poor friend
is at thin moment on his way to Biberia,

» 1 blame mrulllmdnmnad to twenty years' hard labor in

the mines."

Although I bore no partioular love toward
Ceueri, I shuddered as I heard his fate,

“ And you esoaped 7" I said.

“ Naturally, or I should not be here
smokiog your very good cigars and sipping
your capital olaret.”

I was disgusted at the indifference with
whioh ne sp)ke of his friend’s misfortune,
If it seemed horrible to me to thiok of the
man working 1n the Biberian miues, what
should it have seemed to his fellow oon-
spirator ?

““ Now, Mr. Vaughan,” said the latter,
‘ with your permission I will enter on
business matters with you. I am afraid I
shall surprise you."

“ Lot me hear what you have to eay."

“ Firat of all I must ssk you what Ceneri

| told you about myself ?"

* He told me your name."

“ Nothing of my family? He did nok
tell you my true name any more than he
told you his own? He did not tell you it
was Maroh, and)Qthat Pauline and I are
brother and sister 7"

I was astonished at this announcement.
In the face of the dootor's assertion that
this man had been in love with Paauline, I
did not for & moment believe it ; but think.
ing it better to hear his tale out, I simply
replied, ** He did not.”

“ Very well—then I will tell you my his-
tory as briefly as I can, I am known by
many names abroad, but my right name is
Aothony March., My father and Pauline's
married Dr. Ceneri's sister. He died young
and left the whole of his large f!ﬂpﬂﬂ? to
his wife absolutely. Bhe died some time
afterward, and in turn left everythiongin
my uncle’'s hands as sole trustee for my
sister and myself. You know what became
of the money, Mr. Vaughau ?"

“ Dr. Ceneri told me,” I said, impressed
in spite of mysell by the ocorreot way in
whioh he marshalled his faots,

“ Yes, it was spent for Italy., It paid for
the keep of many a red shirt, armed many
a true Italian. All our fortune was srpent
by the trustee. I have never blamed him.
When I knew where it had gone I freely °
forgave him."

“ Lot us say no more about it, then."

“ I don’t quite look upon it in that light.
Viotor Emmanuel's Government i3 now
firmly established, Italy is free and will
grow rioher every year, Now, Mr. Vaiughan,
my idea is thia: I believe, if the facts of
the oase were laid before the king, some-
thing might be done. I believe, if I, and
you on behalf of your wile, were to make
it known that Ceneri's appropriation of
our fortunes for patriotio purposes had left
us penniless, a large portion of the money,
if not all, would be freely returned tous. You
must have friends in England who would
aseist you in gaining the ear of King Victor,
I bave friends in Italy. Garibaldi, for
instance, would vouch for the amount paid
into his hands by De. Ceneri.”

His tale was plausible, and, after all, his
soheme was not altogether visionary,

I was beginning to think he might ral..l:ly

¥ | be my wife’s brother, and that Ceneri h

for some purpose of his own, concealed the
relationship.

“ Bat I have plenty of money,” I said.

“But I have not,”” he replied with a
frank laugh. *“I think you ought for the
sake of your wife to joipr me in the matter.”

“ I must take time to coneider it."

“ Oertainly—I am in no hurry. I will
in the meantime get my papers and
petition in order, And now may I see my
Bister ?"

“ She will be in very shortly if you will
wait.”

* Is she better, Mr. Vaughan ?" I shook
my head sadly. ¢

“Poor girl! then I fear she will not
recognize me. We have tpant very few
days together since we were ohildren. I
am, of course, much her senior ; and from
the age of 18 bave been plotting and
fishting Domestio ties are forgotten under
such ciroumstances.”

I was still far from putting any faith
in the man ; besides, there were his worda
on & former occasion to be accounted for,

“ Mrc. Macari,” I said.

“ Excuse me —March is my name.”

“ Theh, Mr. March, I must ask you now
to tell me the particulars of the shock
whioh deprived my wile of her full reason.”

His fuce grew grave. ‘1 ocannot now.
Some day I will do so.”

“ You will then, at least, explain your
words when we parted at Geneva?"

“ I will ask pardon for them and apolo-
gize, as I know I spoke hastily and thoughs-
lessly, but having forgotten, 1 am, of course,
unable to explain them."

I said nothing, feeling uncertain whether
he was playing a deep game with me or
not.

“ 1 know,” he oontinued, * that I was
furious at hearing of Pauline’s marriage.
In her atate of health Ceneri should never
have allowed it —and then, Mr. Vaughan, I
had set my heart upon her marryiog an
Italian. Had she recovered, my dream
waa tbat her beauty would win her a hus-
band of the highest rank." i

Any reply I should have made was pre-
vented by the entranoe of Pauline. I was
intensely anxious to see what effect the
appearance of her so-oalled brother would
have upon her,

Maoari rose and stepped toward her,
“ P?uliuu,“ he said, " do you remember
ma L1

She looked at him with eyes full of ouri-
ous wonder, but shook her head as one in
doubt. He took her hand. I ncoticed that
she seemed to shrink from him instinot-
ively.

"{‘uu: girl, poor girl!” he said. * This
ia worse than I expected, Mr. Yaughan,
Pauline, it ia long siuce we have met, but
you oaunot have forgotten mel’

Her large troubled eyes were riveted on
his face ; but she made no sign of reocog-
nition.

“Try and think who it is, Pauline,” I

said,
(To be continued.)

j—

He who lives_but for himself lives but for
a little thing.

It is stated that nearly 400 sugar
eataten in Cuba have been either deatroyed
or abandoned by their owners in the last
decade.

Prinoe Crosby, who was the rlave and
servant of Eoooh Crosby, who fijured as
Harvey Biroh in Cooper's story of the
Revolutionury apy, died a few days ago ak
his residence near Carthage Laundiog, N. X,
Home two or three years sgo he cousidered
himsell to be 103 yeara of age, bul some
beliove that he was 110 on the time of his
death,




