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= Jemwima ?
FPOR THE HOUSEHOLD.

Leave
o dour.
ima? Place it nlsoon

The Wild Cirl and How mr.:glrﬂ:m t
. be Trlltlll.{fi'*‘ muy '?

o—=ut the bacon on, Jemima; see the eggs are

WPA HAPP™

-

is it? How's the

already,
away byuine.

o sleepy, \hough 1 cawe to bed

picely done |
I'll be down in twenty mioutes—or il possible, in

legs ;
llhnllrnmha long, Jemima, when I once begin

to dress.

Bhe is g 'ne, the brisk Jemima ; she is gone, and
little thinks

How the sluggard yearns to capture yet another
forty winks.

Bince the bard I8 human only—not an early
village ecock—

Why ehouwd he salute the morning at the hour
of 8§ o'clock.

Btifled be the voice cf Duty ; Prudence, prythee,
cease to chide,

While {l;“:i ILrlmm softly, geutly, round upon my
other 9.

Bleep, resume thy downy empire ; reassert thy
sable reigu |

Morphens why desert II fellow * Briog those

es Lere in

Whlteollllrgtmnmr 3‘- Jemima ? Nine o'clock!

It canopot be |

Hast prepared the eggs, the bacon and the
matutinsl tea ¥

Take away the jug Jemima. Go, replenish it

anoo ;
8ince t;-nuhlrm of it3 caloric must be very

nearly gooe.
Bhe hasleft me. Let me linger till she reappears

agaio,

Let my :ujr thoughtsmeander in a free and easy
vein,

After sle-p's profounder so’ace, naught refreshes I

like the doze.
Shou!d 1L wuwble off, no matter ; she will wake

me, I su 28,
Bleas me, I: hp Egu. Jemima ? Mercyon us, what

aknock !
Can it ve—I[ can't believe it—actually 10 o'clock ?

I wiill out of bed and shave me. Fetch me
warmer water up |

Lot the tea be stroug, Jamima. I saall only
want a cup |

Btop & wiuute! Iremember some appointment
by the ‘I’i{.

"Twould bhave brought me mints of money ;
‘twas fur 1) o'clock to-dsy.

Let me drown my disappuintment, slumber, in
thy seventh heaveu,

Youmay go away, Jemima. Come and call me

at 11!
—Leeds Mercury.

PAULINHE.

Ceneri was leaning back in his ohair with
& kind of dreamy look on his face, smoking

e

learn that Masoari's explsnation was an
utter falsebood, prempied by malice, or
else my journey would bave beutfited me
nothiog. Isit any wonder that my lip-
trembled as I endeavored to approach tbe
subjeos 7

“ Now, Dr. Ceneri,” I said, "I have a
question of weightier import to ask, Had
Pauline a lover before I married her ?"

He raised bis eyebrows. ' Burely you
have not come here to ask that question—
to bave a fis of jealousy oured ?"

“ No,” I said ; ** you will hear my mean-
ing later on. Meaonwbile answer me.”

“ Bhe had & lover, for Maoari professed
to love her, and swore she should be his
wife. But I ocan most certainly say she
never returned his love.”

““ Nor loved any one else ?"

“Not to my knowledge. Butwyuur man-
per, ycur words are strange. by do n:rn
sak? I may have wrooged you, A
Vaughan, but eave for the one thing, her

| miod, Pauline was fi% to be your wife."

* You did me wrong—you know it. What
right had you to let me marry a woman
whose menses were disarranged ? It was
oruel t1 both,”

I fels stern and spoke sternly. QCeneri
shifted in his ochair uneasily. It I had
wished revenge it was here. Gazing on this
wretohed, ragged, broken-down man, aod
koowing what awsited him when he left
me, would have-filled the measure desired
by the moat vengeful heart.

I wanted no revenge on the man. His
mapner told me he #prke the truth when
he denied that FPauline had ever been in
love. As, when last I gezed on her fair
face, I knew it would, Mauoari's blackl e
had been socouted. Pauline was innooent
as an angel. But I must know who was
the man whose death had for a while
deprived her of reason.

Ueneri was glancing at me nervously.
Did he guess what I had to ask him?
** Tell me," I said, ** the name of the young

| man murdered by Maocari in London, in

the presence of Pauline; tell me why he
was killed ?'

His fuce grew ashen. He seemed to
oollapse—to sink back into his ohair a help-
lees heap, wichout the power of speech or
movement, without the power of surning
bis eyes from my face.

“Tell me,” I repeated. * Btay, I will

slowly and placdly, taking, as it were,
everythiog he could out of the luxury of a
good ocigar, I asked him to drink numal
more wine, He shook his head, then
tarned aud looked at me.

“* Mr. Vaughan,” he said ; * yes, it is Mr.
Vaighan, But who and what am I?
Where are we? Is it London, Geneva, or
elsewhere? Bhall I wake and find I have
dreamed of what I have s 1ffared ?"

“Iam afraid it 18 no dream. We are in
Biberia.”

“ And you are not come to bear me good
news? You are not one of us-a friend |
gﬂ?ﬁ at the peril of your life to set me

I shook my head. “I would doalll
oould to make your lot easier, but I come
with a selfish motive to ask you some ques-
$ions whioh you alone can answer.”

“ Ask them. You have givem me an
bour's relief from misery; I am grateful.”

“ You will answer truly ?"

“Why not? I have nothing to faar,
nothiog to gain, nothing to hope. False-
hood is foroed on people by ciroumatances ;
& man in my state hasa no need of 1t.”

““ The firat question I bave to ask is—
who and what 18 that man Mioari ?"

Ceneri sprang to his feet. The name of
Macari reemed to bring him back to the
world. He looked no longer a deorepit
man. Hia voice was fisroe and stern.

** A traitor ! a traitor!” he oried. ** Bat
for him 1 should bhave succeeded and
esoaped. If he were only standing 1n your
place ! Weak as I am, I o)uld find strength
enough to oling on to his throat till the vile
breath was out of his accursed bady "

He walked up and down the room, clinoh-
ing and unclionchiog his hands.

“* Try aud be oalm, Ve, Ceneri,” I said.
*“ I have nothiog t» do with bii plots and

litioal treasons. Who is he? What is

i3 parentage? Is Maocari his name ?"

The only name I evar koew him by.
His father was a renegade Italian who sent
his son to live in Eoglaond for feor his pre-
oious blood should be &pilt in freeing his
oountry. I found him u young man and
made him one of us. His perfect knowlede
of your tongue was of great servioe ; and he
fought like a man. Why did he turn
traitor now? Whay do you ask these ques-
tiona 7"

‘* He has been to me and asserta that he
i3 Pauline's brother.”

QCeneri's face, As he heard this intelli-
gerci, was enough to baniih lie number

one from my miond. My heart leaped as I|p

guessed that number two would be dis-
posed of as eacily. But there wau a terrible
revelation to be made whan I came to ask
about that.

‘* Pauline's brother |’ stammercd Ceneri.
“ Her brother! Bhe has novre."”

A siockly look orept over his features aa
he spoke—a look the meaniog of whioh I
oould not read.

“He says he is Anthony Maroh, her
brother.” '

“ Anthony March!" gasped Osneri.
“‘Thnere ia no such person. hat did he
want—hiaobject 7" he coutinued feverishly.

* That I should joia him in & memorial
to the Italian. Government, asking for a

reoall the acene to you, and you will know
I am well informed. Here is the table;
here is Macari standing over the man he
bas etabbbed ; here are you, and behind
you ia another man with a esoar on hie
cheek. Ian the back vocm, at the piano, is
Pauline. Bhe is singing, but her song stopa
a8 the murdered man falls dead. Do I
desoribe the ecene truly "

1 bad spoken excitedly. I had used
gestures and words. Ceneri's ear's had
drunk io every syllable ; his eyas had fol-
lowed every geature. As I puioted to the
supposed tion of Pauline, he had looked
there with a quick, rtartled glance, as if
expeoting to see her enter the door. He
mude no attempt to deny the accuracy of

| my representation,

I waitad for him to recover. He was
looking ghastly. His breath came in spas.
modio gasps, For a moment I feared he
was about to dis then and there. I poured
out a glass of wine ; he took it in his t:em-
bling hand and gulped it down.

“ Tell me his name?"” I repeated * Tell
me what he had to do with Pauline 7"

Then he found his voice. * Why do you
come here t) ask me? Pauline could have
told you. She must be well, or you could
not have learned this.”

**She has told me nothiog.”

“You are wrong. Bhe must have told
you. N ope eise saw the crime—the mue-
der; for & murder it was."

'* ['here was another present beside the
aoctors I have named.”

Ceneri started and looked at mae.

** Yes, there was another; there by an
accident. A man wh> could hear buj not
see. A man whose life I pleaded for as for
my own,"

**I tnank you for baviog saved it.”

* You thank me. Wby should you thank
me?"’

* Il you saved any one's life it was mine.
I waa that man.”

“ Yu that man!"” He looked at me more
attentiv:ly—'* Yes ; now the features come
back to me. I always wondered that your
face seemed 8o familiar. Yes. I oan under-
stand—I am a dootor—your eyes were
operated upon?"

** Yea—moat successlully.”

“You caa see well now—but then! I
cjuld not be mistiken, you were blind—
you saw nothiog"

‘I saw nothiug, but I heard everything.”

* Auvd now Pauline has told you wﬁnthap-
ened ?"

** Pauline has not spoken."”

Ceneri rose, and in great agitation walked
up and down the roow, bis obaine rait ing
as he moved. * I kenew it,” he muttered,
iz Italian, ** I knew i1t —suoh a orime ocannot
be hidden."

Then he turned to me. * Tell me how
z:u bhave learned this? Teresa would die

lore she spoke. Fetroff is dead—died, as
I told you, raviog mad."”

From his last worda I presumed that
Petrofl was the third man I had seen, and
also the fellow-prisoner who had denounoced
Maoari,

“ Was it Maoari—that double.dyed
traitor? No—he was the murderer —suoh
an avowal would defeat his ends. Tell me

return of some portion of the fortune you
epent.”

Ceneri lll:lfhlﬂ & biiter laugh, * All
growa clar,” he said. " He betrayed a
plot whioh might have changed a govern.
ment for the sake of getting me ous of the
ilg. Coward! Why not have killed me
and only me? Why have made . others
suffer with me? Anthony March | My
God ! that man ia a villaio |"

"¥u-n are sure that Maoari betrayed
ru'?ﬂuu! yes. I wassure when the man
in the cell nex\ to mine rapped it on the
wall. He had means of knowing."

“ ] don't underatand youn."”

* Prisoners can sometimen talk to each
other by taps on the wall whio' divides
their oells, The man mext me was one of
us. Loong belore he went raving mad from
the months of solitary cooficement, he
rap out,over and over again, ‘' Betrayed
by Maoari.' I believed himm. He was too
true a man to make the accusation without

proof. But until now I oould not see the
objeos of the treason.”

he ensieat part of my task was over.
Maoari's aseumed relationship o Pauline
WA9 dllrond of. Now, il Ceneri would
tell me, 1 must learn who was the viotim of

how you know ?"

“I would tell you, bust I suspect you
would not believe me."

‘““ Believe you !"” he oried exoitedly. *1I
would believe anythiog conneoted with that
night—it has never lefs my thoughta—Mr.
Vaoghan, the éruth has come to me in my
capiivity, I am nod oondemned to this
1fs for & politioal orime. My mentence is
Gd’s indireod vengeanoe for the deed you
witnessed."”

Is waa olear that Oeneri was not such a
hardened rufian aa Maoari. He, at least,
had a conscience. Moreover, as he appeared
to be superstitious, he would perhapa
believe me when I told bim how my acoq.
rate knowledge had been obtained.

“ I will tell you,” I said, * provided you
pledge your honor to give me the full
bistory ol that fearlul orime and anawer
milquntlunn fally and srutbfally.”

e smiled bitterly. * You forget my
position, Mr. Vaughan, whea you speak of
‘honor.’ Yet I promise you all you ask."”

Eo I told him, as shortly and sumply as I
oould, all that had ocourred ; all I had seen.
He shuddered as I again desoribed he ter-
rible vision,

‘" Bpare me,” he sald, "I know {4 all,

that orims committed years ago, and what ' Thousands of times I have seen il or have

why come to me? FPasuline, you say, is
recoveriog her senses—she would have told
you all." \

“I would pot ask her uniil I saw you.
Bhe 18 hersellf again, but I am & straoger to
ber—and unless your aunewer is the one 1
hope for, we shall never meet agaio."

“ If soythiog I ocan do to atone—" he

begun, eagerly, h
* You osn only speak the truth. Listen,
I taxed she murderer, your accomplioe, with

the orime, Like you be could not deny is,
but he justifisd is.”

“ How—tell me ?" panted Ceneri.

For a momens [ paused. I fixed my eyes
upon bim to oatoh every ohange of feature
—40 read the truth in more than words,

‘““ He vowed to me thst the youog man
was killed by your instruotions—that he
was—oh God, how can I repeat it!-the
lover ot Pauline, who haviog diskoaored her,
refused to repair his fault. The sruth!
Tell me the truth I"”

I almost shouted the last words—my
calmuoess vanished as I thought of the

villaio who tad, with a mooking smile, | promise that both she boy and the girl |

ocoupled Pauline's name with shame.
Ceneri, on the other hand, grew oalmer

a8 he grasped the purpiriof my question.

Bad as the man mighs be, even :tained

with innooents blood, I could have olasped)

bhim ia my arms as I read n his wonder-
ing eyes the baielessnesa ol the [oul acou.
eation.

‘ That young man—the boy struck down
by Maoari's degzer was Pauline's brother
—my sister’s ohild— Anthony Maroch "

CHAPTER XIIL
A TERRIBLE OONFESSION,

QOeneri having made this astoundiog
anoouncement, threw bis wasted arms
avroes the rough table and laid bis bead
upon them with a gesture of deapair. Isat
like one stupified, repeating mechanioally,
* Pauline’s brother — Anthony March "
Every vestige of the black lie was swept
wway from my mind: but the ocrime in
which Ceneri had been oconcerned assumed
more fearful proportions. It was more
dreadful than I bad suspected. The victim
& near blood relation—his own sister's
child! Nothing, I felt, could be urged to
exouee or pallints the orime. Even had he
not ordered and planned it, he had been
present; had assisted in hidiog all
tra03s of it; had’ been, until recently,
on fterms of {riendship with the man
who had etruck the blow. I oould
soarcely control the loathing and vontempt [
fels for the abjech wretch before mae. Rly
burning indigouation would soarcely allow
me to ask him, in 1ntelligible speech, the
objeot of the oruel deed. Bus for onoe and

all I must have everything made olear to |

me.

I was spared the necessity of asking the
queation I was trying to foroe to my lips.
‘L'ke conviot raised his head and looked at
me with miserable eyes.

“You ehriok from me. No wonder. Yet
I am not so guiliy as you think.”

“ Tell me all,firat ; the exouses may come
afterward, if anythiog can be wurged in
exouse of the orime."”

Ilt[uka a8 I felt—asternly and contempta-
ﬂﬂﬂ fl-

“None can be urged for the murderer.
For me, God knowa I would willingly have
let that bright boy live. He forscok and
forgot his country, but that I forgave.”

** His country | his father's ocountry was
Eogland "

‘“His mother's was Italy,” replied
Ceneri, almost Hercely. ** He had our blood
io his veina. His mother was a true
ltalian. Bhe woull have given fortune,
life—ay even honor, for [taly.”

‘* No matter. Tell me the whole terrible
Btﬂr}ri"

He told me. In justios t> & penitent
man, I do not use his own words iu re-tell-
iog it. Without his acent and stress they
would sound cold and unemotional. Crim-
inal be had been, but no: so utterly black
a8 my fancy had painted him. His great
fault was that in the cause of liderty any
weapous were allowable, any crimes were
pardonable. We Evglhishmen, whose idesn
of tyranny and oppreesion is being debarred
frcm the exercise of the franchise, ocan
neither underatand nor eympathize with a
man of his type. We may call ths Govern-
ment righteocus or corrups a8 we are Whigs
or Tories, and one side bappens to be in or
out; bat, at least, we are ruled by our
countrymen, eleoted by some of us for that
purpose. Lst us be for years and years at
the meroy of a foreigoer, and we may
uuderstand what patriotism in Ceneri's
B6D8E MEeAns,

He and his sister were the children of
respeotable middle-c'ass people—not noble,
a8 Mwoari asserted. He had been given a
liberal eduoation, and adopted the prcfes.
gion of & dootor. His sister, from whom
Pauline inbherited her great beauty, lived
tha life of an ordinary Itilian girl—a duller
lile, perhaps, than any of them led, as,
following her brother's example, she refused
to share in gayeties whilet the white-ooated
foe ruled the land. No doubt she would
have been faithfal to her mourning for her
country had nct love come upon the soene.
An Eoglishman named March saw the {air
Italian girl, won her heart, wedded her and
carried her away in trinmph to his native
land. OQeneri never quite forgavé his sister
for her desertion aud defection; but the

| prospec‘e opened before her by the marriage

were 80 great that he made but little oppo-
tition to i, Maroh was & very rioh man.
He was the only son of an only son, which
fact aoccounts for Pauline haviog, so far as
QOeneri knew, no near relatives on her
father's side. For several years the yousg
husband and his beautiful dark-eyed wile
lived in great hnEpinul. Two children, a
son and a daughter, were born to them.
When the son was twelve and the daughter
ten years old the father died. The widow,

| who bad made few olose friends in England,

and only loved the oountry for her hus-
bdnd's sake, flsw back to her native land.
She waa oordially weloomed her old
friende. Bhe wae oonsidered fabulouily
wealthy, Her husband, in the firet flash of
his passion, had made a will bequeathing
everything he presessed to her absolutely.
Although ohildren had since come, 8o per-
feotly did he truet her that no ohange had
been made as to the dispoeition of his pro-
perty. Bo, with such a fortuame a¢ her
command, Mes. Maroh was honored and
ocourted by all.

Bhe had, until she met her future hus-
band, loved her brother above every one in
the world, Bhe had echoed his patriotiem,

sympathized with him in bia sohemes, and
Ilynhna-ﬂ to the wild plota he was always

planniog. He wes some years older than

wan the reas n for the foul deed. I must I dresmed it —it will pever leave me. But|she was, and vpon her return to 1taly she

found bim, ouswardly, nosthing more sthan
& quiet, burd.workivg, ill-paid doowor, Bhe
murvelled as the obmoge from the head-
Btrouvg vicionary, deriog young man she

ber heart bad not forssken her oouu-
iry that Ceuveri allowed her to see that
uuder his prosaio exterior lurked oue ol
the subtlest and ublest minds of all those
eongeged in workivg out the liberation of
Italy, Then ull bis old sway came back
Bhe admired, almost worshipped bim. Bue,
100, was resdy to wmake apy saocrifios when
time should eome.

oalled upon it is impossible to say; but
ohildren’s fortune would have been
speot in the good oaunse, As it was she
died long before the pear was ripe, and
wheu she died, such was her faith in her
broiher, everything was lefs in his bands
a8 sole trustee for her children, In her last
moments the thooght of bher husband's
decided Eoglish proclivities made her exaot

should be given an Euoglish eduoa‘ion,
Then she olosed her eyes, and the orphans
were lelt entirely to the srustee's meroy.
He obeyed her spoken commands to the
letter. Authony and Pauline were sent to
Eoglith sohools; but having no frieuce in
their father's native land, or all old friends
baviog bsen loes might of during her
mother's widowhood, the holidays were
epent ia Italy. They grew up almost as

wuoch It alian a8 Eoglish, Ceneri husbanded, !

inveated and mavaged their fortune with
oare and in a business-hke way. Ihave no
doubt g0 far as it went, his horesty was
waimpaachable.

Tuen the longed-for moment ocame!
The great blow was struck. Ceneri, who
bad kept himself ous of little abortive
plots, {c1t that ubw or never he must do ail
be could for his country. He hailed the
coming man, He knew that Garibaldi
was to be the savior of his oppressed land.
The first rash step had been taken

scene of war, but the ory was ‘“money,
money, money !" Money for arms and
| vmmuvitios—money for stores, fcod and
«l nbiog—money for bribes—money for
everything! Those who furnished the
sinews of war would be the real liberators
of their coun
Why should, he hesitate Had his sister
|lived she would have given all the fortune
she.poesessed -as freely as she would huve
given her life ‘Were not her childten half
Italians? Liberty laughed at such a small
thiog a8 breaoch of trust.
Exoept a few thousand pounds, he ruth-
leesly realiz:d and saorificed the whole of

thousands and thousands into the hands
bheld out for them. The large sum was

|spent where it was most wanted, and

Oeneri averred that he freed Italy by the
uplpl;ﬂuna aid. Perhaps he did—who cin
tell

Titles and honors were afterward offered
bhim for his great though seoret service. 1t

refused all reward. His consoience may
have told him he had not robbed himsellf.
Avy way, he remained plain De, Qeneri,
and broke with his old leaders and friends
when he found that Italy was to be a king.
dom, and not a republio.

He had kept, I eaid, a few thousand
pounds. The boy and the girl were grow-
iog up, and their uncle thought that even
his patriotism permitted him to keep back
enough to comwplete their eduocation and
start them in lite. Paulioe was promising
to be g0 beautiful that he troubled listle
about her future. A rioh husband would
set everythirg right fo her. But Anthony
—who wss becomiog a wild, headstrong
fallow—was another affair.

As soon as the youth should reach man's
estate, Cener1 had resolved to make a
olean breast of his defaloitions—to tell
him how the money had been spent—to
beg his forgiveness, and, if necessary, bear
the penalty of his fraudulent act. But so
long as any momney remained he delayed
doing 8o, The young man, il evincing no
sympathy with his uncle’s regeneration
sobemes and pursuit of liberty, fully
believed in his integrity. I'eeling assured
that when he came of age he would succeed
to & eplendid inheritanoce, swelied by acou.
mulated saviogs, he threw away money in
& thousand and one extravagant waye, till
Ceneri aoon saw that the end of the reserve
fund was drawing near.

Solopg as he had money in hand to meet
Anthony's demands, he postponed the evil
day of confession. The 1dea, which Maoari
had tried to work out with my aid, of appeal.
ing to the Italian Government for a return
of some of theamountsexpended, suggested
iteelf to him ; but to carry this out it would
be necessary to let his nephew know what
had taken place—the appeal must be made
in his name.

As the inevitable exposure drew near he
dreaded i3 more and more. He had studied
Anthony’s oharaoter, and felt sure that
when he knew the truth his one wish would
be to take revenge on the fraudulent trus-
tee. Oeneri could see nothing before him
but a well-deserved term of penal servitude.
It the English law failed to touch him, that
of his own ocountry might be broughs
Iaglinn him,

It seems to me that until this time he
had committed no orime from whioch he
oould not absolve himsell on the grounds
of patriotiem ; but now the desire to saye
himself from punishment grew upon him,
Innd he determined to avoid the o .
quenoes of his aots.

He had never felt any great affection for
the two ohildren. No doubs they had
latterly appeared in the light of wronged
innocents who would one day demand a
reckoniog with him. They were in dispo.
sition too muoh like their father for bim to
be greatly drawn toward them., Hedespised
Anthony for his glg. frivolous lile—a life
without plans or ambi
it with bis own. He honestly believed he
was doing good work in the world; that
bis plots and oonspiracice guiokened the
steps of universal liberty. In his dark,
soret oirole he was a figure ol considerable
importance, If he were ruined and
imprisoned he would be missed. Had he
not the right to weigh hia own high pur
pses against the butterfly existenoce nr his

nephew ?

Bo he reasoned and persuaded himsell
that, for the sake of mankind, he might do
almost anythiog to pave himeself.

Anthony Maroh was now twenty-two,

\Trustiog bi+ unole; oareless and easy- !in Now Ocleans.

T T — _—— e—

goiog ; 80 long as his wants had been sup-
plied bhe had wocépied, until now, the exouse
mude for deferiiog the settlement of hias
uffwirsa. Woether his suspioivus had st
lust been awakened or ot caunot be said ;

had lofs, It was Dot uotil he was certain | but recently he had taken auother tone,

aud was ipeistiog that his fortuoe should
be b once placed in e bands, Cener,
whose schemes oalled bim for a siwe to
Eogland, pacified him by sssuring bim
\bat he would, during his stay in Loodon,
explein eyerythivg.

he explauation must indeed be given

the ohildren's inheritanoce. He poured their | po

tion—and contrasted |

now, a8 Authouy's lact drafts had reduoced
the remnant of his father's wealth almost

What she would have done had she been | to nothiog.

Now, ug to Maocari's part in the affair,

there is 1.ttle doubt but her fortune and her | he had been for years a useful and trusted
freely | agens of Ceneri's ; bos most probably with-

out the latter's lofty and unee!'f . aima
He :Ep!-lrl to have followed munﬂ; a0y aa
& trade by whioh money might madea
The fact, which seems beyond a doubt,
that he fought bravely and distinguished
bimself on the battle-fleld, may be
acoouuted for by the natural ferocisy of the
man's nature, whioh bade him fight for the
sake of fighting.

Being mixed up in all his plots he was
often av Ceneri's house, wherever for she
time being it might be, and on many eeea
sions saw Pauline. He fell in love wish
ber when she was but a 3uunigirl.uul
tried everything he knew to win her hears.
To her he was solt and kind. Bhe bhad no
reason 0 mistruat bhim, but she uiterly
refused to give him the love he asked for.
The pureuit went on at intervals for years
- the man, to give him his due, was eon-
asanoy iteelf. Again and again Pauline
assured bim of the hoplesaness of his suif,
but alter each rebuff ne returned so the
attack,

Coneri gave him no encouragement. He
did not wish to offend him, and seeing that
the girl was proof agaioss his blandish-
ment, let thioge alone, hoping that Maoari
would grow weary of urging those requests
whioh were always met by refusals. He
believed that he was not seeking Pauline

aud led o success. The time aund |forthe sake of the money whioh thould
the man were at hand. Reoruits |bave been hers. Maoari knew what large
were flooking by thousands to the |sums Ceneri bad poured ioto the pl'lﬂnlil

treacury, and, no doubt, gaessed wheunoe
they came,

Pauline remained at school until she waa
nearly eighteen ; then she spent two years
with her unole in Ltaly. It was a dull life
for the girl, and she sighed audibly for
Eogland. Altbough meetiog him seldom,
she was passionately attached to her
brother, and waa greatly delighted when
Ceneri told her that business wou!d sake
bim tor a while to London, and that she
might accompany him. Bhe was growing
tired of Maoari's pertinacity, and, more-
| over, longed to see her brother again,
Ceneri, for the sake o! receiving bis many
litioal friends at what hours of day or
night he choee, took a farnished house for
& short term. FPauline's disguet was greas
I when she found that one of her firas visit-

or8 was Macari. His presence was so
indispeneable to Ceneri that he t20k up his
abole with them in Horace street. As old
Teresa, the dootor's servant, accompanisd
the party and waited upon them, the change

makes me thiok better of the man that he | t0 Pau'ine was a very slight one.

Macari still persecuted the girl without
sucoess. At last, almost desparate, he
formed the wild plan of trying to enlist
ber brother on his eide. His1dea was that
Pauline’s love for Anthony would iaduos
her to yield to any wish he expressed. He
was no partioular friend of the young
man's, bus, haviog once rendered him a
sigual servioe, felt bimssif entitled to sk a
favor at his bands. Knowing thas both
brother and sister were penuniless he had
lees hepitstion in 8o doing.

He called on Anthony and made his
request. Anthony, who seems to have
been & proud, arrogant, and not a very
pleasant young man, simply lauvghed at his
impertinence and bade bim begone. Puor
boy, he little knew what that laugh would
cost him !

It may have been the retort made by
Maocari, a8 he departed in a whirlwind of
rage, thut opened Anthobny's eyes as to the
J2opardy in which bis fortune was plased.
Aoy way he wrote at once to his unole,
iutisting upon an immesdiate settlewneut,
In the event of any delay he would consult
& solicitor, aud if necessary take criminal
proceediugs againat the trustee.

The moment whioh Ceneri had so long
dreaded—so long postponed—had o)me;
only now, tae_ocoufes ion, instsad of being
a8 he intended & voluntary one, would be
wruog from him.

Whatbher he would be amenable to the
Italian or Eoglish law he did not koow,
but he felt certain that Anthony would at
once take steps to insure his arrees and
detention. The latter, il only temporary,
would ruin the soheme upon which he was
now engaged. At any oost Authony March
must be silenced for a time,

He assured me with the solemnity of a
dyiog man that no thoughtof the dreadfal
means whioh effecied this was in bhis mind.
He had revolved many plans and fioally
settled on one whioch, although diffioult to
exeoute and very hagardous, seemed to
give the best promise of success. His
intention was, with the assistance of his
{riends and subordinates, to carry Anthony
abroal end depoeit him for some months
in & lonatio ssylum. The cinfinement
was only to be temporary ; yet, although
Ceneri did not confess to it, I have little
doubt but the young man would have been
asked to buy his freedom by a promise $>
forgive the misappropriation ol the trusp
munai.

And now as o oarryiog this precious plan
into ex¢cation. Maocari, vowing vengeanoe
for the words of insult, was ready to aid in
every way. Petroff, the man with the
soarred face, was the dootor's, Lody and”
soul. Teresa, the old servant, would have
mmmiti;ﬂ ﬁr orime A% her ml,-l.t;gn
command. @ neoessary papers could be
obtained or forged. Let tE: conepirators
get Anthony to visit them at the house in
Horace street and he should leave it only
as & lanatio in charge of his dootor and his
kecpars, 1t was a vile, treacherous schemae,
the success of whioh was very doubifal,
neoessitating, as it must, oarrying the viotim
to Italy. How this was to be done, Qeneri
did not exaotly explain—perhsps he bad
not qaite worked ous the detasils of the plot
—perhaps the boy was to be drugged —per-

.|hupi he counted vpon his frautio state

when he discovered the true position of
affairs to give oolor to the statement thab
he was of unsound mind.

(To be sontinned.)
A photograph of lighining has been m 1de
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