PERSEPHONE.

By the author of “ Kate’s Terriblo Cousin,” “ The
Stewards of Abbeylands,” etc.

Valentine Lisle was a vagrant; his whole
life had been one long violation of all social
laws. When a boy he ranaway from school ;
aud when a student he was politely requested
to withdraw from his university at the end of
his second term.  Before he was twenty he
quarreled with his father, left his home in
consequence, and adopted art as a profession.
For a time he got on splendidly, and was as
happy and contented as it was possible for
such a confirmed vagrant to be ; but a few
year's exhausted his credit and wore out the
patience of his friends ; so, when there were
no more uncles, godfathers, maiden aunts, or
confiding cousins to pay his debts, people be-
gan to regard him with suspicion.

Then he settled down to work, lodged on
Ihe second floor of a great gloomy house in
ono of those melancholy streets in the vicin-
ity of the Middlesex Hospital where artists of
a certain class dearly love to congregate, wore
a huge beard, sat or stood all day in his
shirt sleeves, smoked incredible quantities
of tobacco, consumed innumerable glasses of
beer, and finally capped the climax of his
offenses by marrying one of his models. This
act severed >the final threads that still bound
him to his family. His mother, whose favor-
ite he was, died because of it ; his elder and
only brother found it necessary to travel for
two years after hearing of the calamity ; and
his  father formally disinherited him,
without even the customary, though not
very oonsolatory, shilling.

After a time old Sir Jasper was gathered
to his fathers, without bestowing on vagrant
Val even his blessing ; Jasper, his son,
reigned in his stead at Lisle Hall, married
the only daughter of Lord Torpor, and lived
as a respected and intensely respectable
English county gentleman Bhould live.

The bearded and Bohemian painter of
Newburn Street remained an alien and an
outcast from his family. Disappointed, seedy
and solitary, he smoked his “ canister” and
drank his ale in the shade of his dingy
itudio, surrounded by grand pictures—histori-
cal pieces, ideal pieces, landscapes, heads
after every imaginable artist, studies from
life and death—which were to make his for-
tune, but somehow, did not. btill he worked
away industriously, tolerably cheerful in the
midst of his difficulties, and astonishingly
confident of the success of next year after the
failures of nineteen.

Yes, poor Yal Lisle, after nearly twenty
years, was a failure, a vagrant and Bohem-
ian. Diana, his “ model” wife, after growing
coarse, etout and a trifle shrewdish, had suc-
cumbed to the difficulties of her position.
She slept in the calm seclusion of Abney Park
Cemetery, where five little Lisles were already
resting under five unostentatious green
mounds. Diana had her faults ; but, in
spite of them, Yal regretted her sincerely. To
the last hour of her life the contour of her
head and the turn of her throat were models
that any painter might have been proud to
copy ; though towards the end they were
more appropriate for a Juno than a Yenus.
Though her voice was shrill and rather high-
pitched, and her temper at the best of times
rather variable, she bad her good points, and
one of them was a talent for house-keeping.
She made her husband’s odd guineas go as
far as anybody could, and always
managed somehow to secure a maxi-
mum of ailment with a minimum
of expenditure. When sbe was gone, Val
missed the savory and appetising stews whioh
she concocted for supper, missed the tasty
bloater she always endeavored to secure for
his breakfast, missed more than all her daily
and nightly homily on the utterly ruinous
state of their finances and the impossibility
of their holding out any longer. Indeed it
was a marvel how the shabby home in New-
burn street was kept together so long. But
Mrs. Lisle’s management was wonderful ; the
bargains she secured were almost incredible ;
and, when she died, Val missed her solely
and mourned her sincerely.

He had no one in the world then but Per-
sephone, an olive-skinned, hazel-eyed girl of
fifteen, straight-limbed, slender, graceful,
with thick curling lashesto her great eyes
and black hair curling over her head and
shoulders. Call a girl Persephone, but it is
unreasonable to expect her to be like other
girls. Valentine Lisle, being in some res-
pects a not unreasonable man, saw the force
of this ; and he did not expect his girl to be
in the smallest degree useful, or like what
Jane, Emmie or Polly might have been.
Sometimes he feared she was not even going
to be ornamental ; for her features were
sharp, her shoulders narrow, and her com-
plexion was frequently ofthe hue of ydlow
ochre. But she was clever—wonderfully,
prematurely clever. Her paintings her father
said, were as good as his own—in truth they
were much better ; she wrote poetry by the
ream, red romances by the score, and had
managed to pick up, no one knew how, a
smattering of French, German and lItalian.

Every one humored and gave way to her;
and, as the little brothers and sisters one
after another died, her father and mother
more than ever indulged, spoiled, praised and
petted the somewhat selfish and imperious
little lady who, by the right divine of genius,
reigned over the second floor in Newburn
street. If Pierce—so they called her—wished
for silence, it was the signal for an abrupt
termination to the duet of reproach and re-
monstrance that was so often performed in
the parlor. If Pierce wanted paint or pencil,
pen or paper, her need always charmed the
last shilling from her mother’s somewhat
eloseJy-kept purse.

Pierce Lisle was not a very loving or per-
haps a very lovable child. Hers was a firm,
resolute, self-contained nature, neither seek-
ing sympathy norgiving affection. Her arms
were never thrown caressingly around her
mother’s neck, her lips were never pressed
ooaxingly to her father’s, she never climbed
to his knee, clung to his neck, or used any
other childish arts to gain any pleasure or in-
dulgence, possibly because all her wishes
were granted as soon as they were expressed.

From the very first father and mother tac
itly consented to give way to Pierce ; for they
felt they could not hold out against the reso-
lution expressed by the sternly-contracted
brows and compressed lips of achild whobore
every childish malady with the fortitude of
an adult, and was never heard to express a
wish that was impracticable or a complaint
tbat was unreasonable.

Once, about a year after his wife’s death,
Val Lisle turned to hie daughter for comfort
and consolation. He tried to pour his wrongs,
needs and difficulties into her ear, as he had
done into her mother’s ;but the girl shrugged
her shoulders a little contemptuously and
went on with her drawiug.

“Why don’t you try to get pupils, papa ?”
she said sullenly. “You teach much better
than you paint.”

Yal glanced curiously at the calm inscrut-
able faeo, and heaved a deep sigh. Pierce
was right perhaps—she usually was—and his
teaching, in her case at all events, had been
euecessful. So he advertised for a pupil, and,
wonderful to say, got one. Then Pierce
roused herself, laid aside her dreaminess and
selfishness, and made the second floor in
Newburn Street seem more like home to the
poor vagrant artist than it had ever seemed
ibefore.

How much of the alteration was owing to
the fidvent of Bex Davenant, the pupil, it is
not Bany to say ; but certainly from the day
he paid his preliminary visit Pierce was dif
ferent. A brightness came into her face
which gladdened the heart of her father, for
at made her wonderfully beautiful, and beauty
was still dear to tho aitist’s soul. There was
a soft flush in her usually colorless cheeks, a
gleam of brightness in her dark hasel eyes,
music in her voice, and lightness in her step
—in short, Pierce Lisle began to live from
4he day she first saw Bex Davenant stand-
ing in their shabby parlor, looking with un-
disguised admiration from the drawings ofthe
artist’s daughter to the girl herself.

He was ayoung man of about four and
twenty, with frank sunny blue eyes, fair hair
curling plosely round his head, a heavy fair
moustache, beautifully white even teeth, and

an honest, resolute, good humored chin.
His face was not a particularly handsome,
striking, or intellectual one ; hundreds like

it are to be seen in every town in England ;
but it was pleasant, honest, and radiant with
kindliness. One would never have taken Bex
Davenant fer the hero of a romance, nor
have fancied him, in any circumstances, doing
anything desperate ; he was simply a good
looking,. healthy, happy young gentleman,
with a loyal, lovable, truthful nature and a
pardonable craze for painting “muddled” pic-
tures in water colors. He could afford to dawdle
with art, being tolerablyrich, not extravagant,
and possessed of splendid expectations.

Not ihe least charm about Rex was his
capacity for making himself at home where-
ever he went. Before he had called half a
dozen times at the house in Newburn street

he seemed to belong to the place; and
the great delight of Pierce’s life was to
make the parlor pleasant for him. He had

three lessons a week—on Monday, Wednes-
day, and Friday, from four to five ; but, after
a few months, he dropped in every evening as
amatter of course. He ordered a pair of pic-
tures for his chambers in Serjeants’ Inn, and
Val worked hard ak them ; but, when the ar-
tist heard Bex’s light step on the echoing
carpetless stairs, brushes and palette were
flung aside, Pierce’ pencils were thrust into
the case, and father and daughter welcomed
the pupil cordially.

Then Bex seated himself in the old Ameri-
can rocking-chair, which had been specially
covered and re-cushioned for  him—
Val had an old cane-bottomed loung-
ing chair on the other side of the
fire—and there they smoked and argued
and criticised literature, music, and the
drama, as we.l as their own profession, while
Pierce, on a low stool in front of the fire,
with a volume of The Modern Painters—
one of Mr. Davenant’s gifts—on her knee,
listened to the conversation, and sometimes
astonished both her father and his pupil by
a.well-timed and judicious remark.

It was a happy autumn and winter for
Pierce—the happiest she had ever known.
She was often ata loss to account for the
new gladness and joy that had come into her
life, and the new beauty she found in every-
thing. Life was a pleasure aud a triumph to
her ; and her father, in his little studio over
head, wondered as he heard her sing over her
work with a voioe asclear and blithe as a sky-
lark’s. The artist was happy himself too ; Mr.
Davenant paid liberally for his lessons, and
brought him various small commissions,such
as fans and hand-screens to be painted, which
Pierce executed ; and altogether the Lisles
were in a much more flourishing condition
than they had been before. It could not have
been an unhappy time for Bex Davenant
either, or he would not have spent so many
hours in that dingy second-floor parlor in
Newburn street.

Just before Christmas the pictures were
finished, and Mr. Davenant gave tho artipt a
cheque for sixty guineas—the largest sum
Val had ever received for a pair of pictures in
his life. He meaut to do magnificent things
with the money—refurnish their apartments,
if indeed they did not leave Newburn street
altogether and seek some pleasanter locality,
buy himself a new ulster, Pierce a black silk
dress that would “ stand alone.” and lots of
beautiful “ mounts and frames for her
drawings.

Bex Davenant wasgoing away for a month ;
and on Christmas Eve he called to say good-
bye to them. Val was out and Pierce was
bending over her drawing, giving the last
touches to a perfect little sketch which she
meant as a Christmas present for Bex. It
was the parlor, with her father onone side of
the fire, Mr. Davenant in the American rock-
ing-chair on the other, aud Pierce herself
seated in front, her face shaded with her hand,
and The Modern Painters on her knee. Bex
took up the drawing and glanced at it, first
admiringly, then critically.

“ Pierce, you’'re a genius !” he cried. “ This
sketch is simply perfect—the likenesses are
unmistakable. You will make your fortune
as a portrait-painter one day, and then you
will win fame as an artist. What are you go-
ing to do with this?”

“ Give it to you if you will accept it, Bex.
I thought perhaps it would remind you of our
happy evenings when you are away.”

“ Do you think I shall require anything to
remind me of them. Pierce?” asked Bex,
turning up her face with one hand and push-
ing back the thick short curls from her fore-
head with the other. “ Do you think 1 shall
forget you for a single moment while I am
away 7’

“Yes, | am sure you will, for a great many
moments. If you think of me sometimes, |
shall «e quite content,” replied Pierce, with a
glad, quick flush.

“ How often will you think of me, Pierce ?”
asked the young man, still holding up the
little face. “ Look at me and answer, Pierce.”

Pierce looked at him, but did not answer,
except by a silencemore eloquent than words,
and with an expression of shy happiness in
her eyes ; but it seemed to satisfy Bex com-
pletely.

“You must not work too hard, petite,” he
said, stroking her hair fondly. “You must
take great care of yourself while I am away.
You must not spoil your eyes by painting too
much or reading at night. And, Pierce, I
have brought you a Christmas present—some-
thing | want you to wear always for my sake.
Willyou, little one ?”

“Yes, always, with pleasure, Bex. Oh,
how lovely !”—as he placed in her hand a
velvet lined case containing alarge gold
locket set with diamonds. *“Oh, Bex, how
beautiful 1”

“I'm glad you like it ; but it’s not half
pretty enough for you. Nothing in the world
is,” he declared, looking with admiration at
the lovely radiant little face. “Pierce, Pierce
when you leave the solitude and seclusion of
Newburn Street and gointo the world, you
will do some awful damage ; something terri-
ble is sure to happen !” And he laughed
merrily. “Now good-bye, my child ; take
care of yourself and the dear pater till I come
back. Only a few shoit weeks and then we’ll
begin our magnificent picture of ‘The Last of
the Mohicans.” Good-bye, little gipsy, and ‘a
merrie Christmas.” ”

“Good-bye, Bex, and ‘a happy Christmas,
replied Pierce. “I’ll think of you lots of
times till we meet.”

“And 1’1l go and do likewise—there ! |’ve
only eleven minutes left to drive to Euston ;
and my cabby must be frozen with waiting.
Good-bye, p e tite And Bex pressed his lips
lightly to the upturned, smiling, blushing
face, and rushed out of the room and down-
stairs four steps at atime.

He arrived at Euston just in time to jump
into his train without a ticket, and have his
portmanteau flung after him at random ;
and jn three hours he was at home.

Alter llex was gone Pierce opened
her desk, and from a dozen pencil-
sketches of liis faoe in every possible position
she selected one that she thought the best,
and fitted it into’ her locket; then she put
the chain round her neck and the locketin-
side her dress, throwing all the other sketches
into the fire; and she began a fresh one of
the young gentleman ashe looked in his rough
ulster and traveling-cap.

In the middle of her -work ehe paused, with
a gleeful little laugh at the thought of the
change he would find in tlieir rooms on his
return. A new carpet, a soft fleecy rug, low
comfortatle chairs, a mirror, some vases and
a few flowers would make a wonderful alter-
ation. She would have her new silk dress,
too, and wou'd then, for the first time, wear
her beautiful locket openly. Pierce had a
great idea of the fitness of things ; and a gold
lecket set with diamonds over a shabby black
Eussel-cord drees Bmeared with paints, and
in a room with dingy threadbare curtains and
carpet and riokety furniture, would, she
thought, be quite out of keeping.

Already she and her father had spent hours
in plotting and planning, and had walked
dozens of times to Tottenham Court and
Hampstead roads to examine the furni-
ture-shop windows by daylight and gaslight.
Next week they would make their final selec-
tion, and then there would be the delight of
going to choose the black silk dress which
her father insisted she should have. It was
all Bo dehghtfeil, so different from how things

used to be in tlie old dark dreary day before
tney knew Bex Davenont ! From this Pierce
went ofi into a golden glorious day-dream
of which Bex was .he beginning and end, and
from which she was aroused by the Bound of
several heavy footsteps en the stairs and a
great commotion outside the door.

In another moment it opened, and four
men entered the room, carrying the lifeless
body of Valentine Liele. He had dropped
dead in the street, just outside the door; and
tenderly and reverently they carsied him iu
and laid him on his bed.

Disease of the heart, the dootora said, was
the immediate cause of his death. Perhaps
they were right ; more people die of that mal-
ady than this world dream of; and poor
vagrant Val’s heart was njt only diseased, but
hopelessly, incurably broken.

After the first shock of her father’s sudden
death and the days of dull apathetic despair
that followed, Pierce roused herself and en-
deavored te look her position fairly in tho face.
Young, friendless, inexperienced, poor, and
imperfectly educated, how was she to earn
her bread ? What was she to do? Where
was she to turn for edvice and enoouragement?
In the first hours of her grief and despair she
had written a half frantic letter to Bex, en-
treating him to come to her or write and tell
her what to do. After a few days sbe wrote
again more calmly and collectedly; she ex-
plained exactly how she was placed, and
begged him to write her just aline, as she
was so lonely and unhappy. But to neither
of her letters did phe receive any
answer ; and, with bitter tears and a
dull aching at her heart, Pierce came to
the conclusion that he had forgotter her al-
ready.

It was very cruel and unkind of him, she
thought, to forsake her in her great sorrow ;
and she sometimes felt as if it weremore than
she could bear. She was very young and very
ignorant of the world; and yet she had to
learn how much one may suffer and still live
on, and be even brave, patient and cheerful
under the most crushing griefs.

After the funeral, Pierce thought once more
what she had better do, and finally conoluded
to write to her uncle Jasper ; he would per-
haps help her in some shape or form—send
her to school, where she might fit herself to
be a governess, or procure her some occupa-
tion. It was a difficult matter to write to Sir
Jaeper, and cost many sighs and tears, and
ruined numerous sheets of note paper ; but it
was accomplished atlast ; and then she waited
wjth restless impatience for the reply.

It came at length, aftera weary fortnight—
a cold stiff formal invitation to Lisle Hall,
without a single word of sympathy or affeo-
tion, without even an apology for the delay
in writing. One other letter Pierce wrote to
Rex, and then she came to the conclusion
that he was either dead or utterly heartless
and worthless. In any case it was as well to
set about forgetting him, although the very
idea of doing so almoet caused her heart to
stop beating and filled her eyes with tear«.

It was very hard to go away from Newburn
street, where every step on the stairs she
thought might be his, where every knock at
the door caused her to fly to the window ; but
it was quite impossible to stay, for Pierce had
scarcely any money. Tne expenses of her
father's funeral, the payment of several out-
standing debts, and the purchase of her own
mourning left her only about ten pounds of
the sum paid to her father for his pictures ;
and, when that was spent, what was she to
do ? She had not the least idea how she
could turn her talent for painting to account
and make money by her drawings. If Bex
had only been near to advise her, all would
have been right ; but as it was ehe decided
that she had better go to Lisle Hall and ao-
cept the cold hospitality of her uncle.

Late one evening, towards the end of Janu-
ary, she arrived, cold, weary and wretched, at
Lisle Hall, after a long journey in a third-
class carriage, with no rug or warm cloak.
She drove from the etation alono in afly ;
and the servant who opened the door looked
at her superciliously as he showed her into
the library, and said he would see that his
mistress was informed of her arrival.

For fully twenty minutes Persephone sat
alone in the great room waiting for some-
thing, she scarcely knew what, too weary
even to glance at the splendor and magni-
ficence of the apartment. At length the door
opened, and a young lady entered—a tall,
slender, stately girl with golden hair, pink
cheeks, and white shoulders. She wore a
rich dress of soft black silk, which hung in
heavy folds about her graoeful form and
trailed along way behind her. A drapery of
white lace was artistically arranged so as to
relieve the sombre hue of the dress and show
the beautiful texture of the old “ point” to
best advantage.

She extended her hand graciously to

Pieroe.

“ How do you do, oousin ? You must be
very weary."

The voice was low and sweet, the
smile winning and pleasant; but the
poor tired, shivoring orphan felt a
terrible emptiness in both. She was so

lonely and sad ; and for the first time in her
life she felt a wild cravingfor affection—some
one to love, some one to love her—if it were
only a dog. But her stiff bow and admission
of fatigue expressed nothing of her real feel-
ings.  She was even less demonstrative in
her greeting than her cousin Ethel had been.

After abriefexchange ofadverse sentiments
legarding the weather, and just at the begin-
ing of one those awkward pauses whioh
are so uncomfortable, agentleman in evening-
dress entered the room—the grandest-looking
personage Pieroe had ever beheld. After a
steady prolonged stare, he greeted her even
more formally than his daughter had done,
and elevated his gray eyebrows in anything
but pleased surprise at her costume.

“ Not dressed—and dinner will be an-
nounced in ten minutes! How is it Miss
Lisle was not shown to her room at once,
Ethel 7”7 he said coldly.

“ 1 don’t know, papa. | told Jackson

“ Bing for your maid to attend to her,” in-
terrupted Sir Jaeper eharply. “ | have not
the pleasure of knowing your name, Miss
Lisle I'1

“ Persephone, uncle.”

“ Per— Per What ?” said Sir Jasper,
putting up his glass and surveying his niece
with something like horror. “ | failod to catch
what you said. ’

“ Persephone,” repeated the girl, meeting
his look with clouding brows.

“ Why, that’s a fearful name—a profane
heathen appellation—not fit for any Chris-
tian 1”7

“lam not a Christian then, | suppose;
for | have been oalled so for nearly seventeen
years.”

“ What was your mother’s name ?”
S:r Jasper coldly.

“ Diana !I” was the
haughty reply.

“ Almost as bad !
heard of such athing !
is it not, Ethel ?”

“ 1 don’t know, papa.
very pretty name.”

“ My father called me Pieroe"—with a
grateful glance at her cousin—*“ and my
mother sometimes Percie.”

“ Hem—that’s something better 1 Now go
and prepare for dinner, and pray do not keep
us waiting any longer than you can help,”
said Sir Jaeper stiffly.

“ Cousin Pierce looks so very weary, papa,
that | think we had better excuse her to-
night. | am sure she would rather go to

asked
equally cold and

Peresphone ! | never
It’s positively awful ;

It seems to mea

her room and have pome tea. Would you
not, cousin ?”
“ Very much rather,” answered Pierce,

with another bright grateful glance at the
fair vision beforeher ; “ my head aolies so.”

“ Then we will excuee you this evening,”
Baid Sir Jasper, holding the door open for
her to pass out ; while Ethel directed her
maid to see that Miss Lisle had everything
she wanted.

“ A very plain, rude, awkward girl, Ethel.
| wonder what we are to do with her,” re-
marked Sir Jasper, as he led his daughter to
the dining-room.

“ She is ehy, papa, and weary, but certain-
ly not plain. She has most wonderful eyes,
and in adifferent dress she would look beau-
tiful.”

“ We do not want a seoond beauty at Lisle
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read French and German with them, see that and, after that, by his death ; how, when he oys talent tor painting.  Flatterers say there ‘;;al_poe:g iebS:ust, rl;(iercT:eivr:eomcylus)soul.l’_"e \Il‘/;(;unqduﬂg
they learned their lessons, practised their returned to London, he heard of the death of j i i i int- § .
y p is no room for improvement either in paint young, too, about 24, perhaps. We had a

musio, took daily constitutional walks in the your father, aud that you had gone away no- jng or anything else that the beautiful, gifted
park, and always had dean muslinfrocks and body knew where ; how he sought Jyou for fortunate Persephone undertakes. Lady Lorn-
pink sashes to go down to dessertjin—all for months, and at last concluded that you were ton, always consoious of one great weakness
ahome at Lisle Hall, a new dress whenever dead, orhad left the country. Honestly and and wickedness of her life, is always humble
she wanted one, and ten pounds ayear pocket- loyally he informed me that he lures you gpg gentle, pitiful to the faults and failings
money. Pierce called it a salary ; but Sir still, begged my pardon for the great wrong of every one ; and iu her the weak, the
Jasper elevated his eyebrows and grew pale he has done me, and asked me if 1was will- \avering, the Buffering and the wretohed have
with horror at the idea of a Lisle being a ing to marry a maa knowing that hu whole gyer a firm and faithful friend.
hired domestic. heart belonged to another womaa. ‘If yon are
After the first few months Of coldness and willing, | am prepared to stand by my en-
reserve, the life was not unpleasant. Maud gagement, Ethel,” he said ; and | replied that
and Beatrice were merry, good-natured, | would leave it all to Pieroe.”
though not very clever children, and fond of  “Leave it all to me?” oried Pieroe.

grave dug under the great tree—a trooper,
who came from Boggobu, the nearest town-
ship, read the burial eervices ; he was rolled
in his blankets and a few sheets of bark, and
laid in the grave, there to rest till the univer-
sal call. Alas! how many such burials
have | assisted at, and how many nameless
wanderers - eaoh, perhaps, the pride of a fond
mother and the hope of a circle of friends—
have lain down to die in our Australian bush.
It always makes me miserable to read the

. . i long lists of “ missing friends” in the colon-
Some time since the Free Press contained ja| papers. * * * | was terribly frightened

tbeir cousin. They had their apartments— 1 do not understand.” i i N H . N

echool-room, bed-rooms and a little private  “I said that if you still oared for him, it— 3hhiz(réntohr:tu;rﬁgzrsnOwu:|:)toeentr@yf;f;ihgo'it;alal\(ngﬁk ?nneunlgtr:)tr]l1n cQaLrJr?enfsiLindatb%izg?aﬁtmar \:\/Igs
sitting-room for Pierce - quite at the back of if you had not forgotten him, I would give Sunday World. It depicted a man'a struggle qugitepaloney | he’;rd My horse ngigﬁing and
the house, with a separate entranoe to the him h_|s||berty, I weuld absolve him f_rom his \yith a gas meter. First he used an ordinary another oné answering in the Maldas bushes
garden, through which they passed into the promises, and hoped you and he might be ,,0unt of gas and at the end of the month | qot d out 9 d kg bri th
park, where they took their daily walks, and happy ; but, if you had eeased te care for ynepillcame in for $8.50. Tbe poem has ;OI g0 “% and pu t\INOO' otn, rt?]a 'f‘gla ??h

so knew almost as little of the doings at the him and refused to be his wife, I wonld fulfil passed into oblivion but it is quite easy to | ahztebaﬁlne ap;?:sr;mye{nmboendiﬁl Clrgveel? hiz
Hall as if tbey lived ten miles from it. my engagement.” make another just like it. For instance : (g)mmel ith his aras straw hgt Slouched

On Sunday morning Sir Jasper would see “Bnt he told you thathe oared forme,” He closed his mansion tightly up p C )

the little girls in the library for a few min- said Pieroe—*“that he had not forgotten ! And hied him off from hence over his eyes. | took n:y revol\{er off my
utée and hear tbem repeat their collect, Ethel How oould you become his wife, knowing that, Butat the month's end the bill came in saddle and sung out : * Good night, mate !
would look into the school room occasionally Ethel ?” For $8.50. You travel late. Will you have a drink of
on her way down to dinner—for, after the first  “What does it matter ?" rejoined Ethel a  The gas company seemed to be going onthe tea?” Not aword of answer. Justthen my
few weeks, Pierce expressed a wish to remain little wearily. “I am not going to marry principle that the amount of gas consumed WO dogs, who had been eniffing about, set
entirely with the ohildren, and Sir Jasper Lord Lomton for his love, but for his had no relation to the bill, so the consumer UP such a terrible cry it made me jump again.
graciously acquiesced—and that was all the money.” acted accordingly, because next month : After a Dbit | beganjto open my eyes
intercourse they had with the family. But “ What do you want me to do ?” Day and nightthe burners blazed fo the state of affaire, and mustered courage
they were merry enough the greater part of Pieroe. And he did loudly lau enough to walk up to the horse and take hold
the'time. The sohool-room piano discoursed  “ What you think best ; but listen to my W<t‘geg(<the gas-man’s bi of the reins. While doing so 1 touched the
most extraordinary sounds under the im- side of the story. | do not love Lord Lorn- . " h imil . rider’s hands, whioh were oold as ice. 1 tried
promptu touch of Pierce, the walls were deo- ton; I never did nor could; aud I have loved Is ease, or rather one very similar to it, to'get him off the saddle, b.m't was of no use.
orated with trophies of her skill in caricaturing, somebody else—loved him all my life—ever 0°cCurredin New York reoently. The resi- His legs were out of the irons and wound
and Maud hai developed a remarkable talent since | can remember. But he is poor, and I, UeNts of the aristoorati« region of Murray tightly around the mare. | had to cut the
for mimicry which usually kept them in roars Pieroe, am a beggar ; and, if this marriage ' found that the amount of gas used bore reins from the grip of his fingers. 1 packed
of laughter during the evening: and, when falls through, we shall have to leave Lisle 1O relation to the bills.  They reduced the him on the horse when sunrise oame and led

Captain Archer Lisle was at home, nothing Hall and go and live in some poor cottage and consuntwr?tlon t‘gemlgﬂl’ﬁ pbgr oent.b But ttr;]e him into Tambo, where I found he was well
oould keep him oui of the school-room too work lor our daily bread ; and I eannot work. MOre they reduce e bigger became the known as a digger. He had set out thence

. A K . . bills, and there seems no reason to doubt that morning—after drinking nearly a bottle
during the boys’holidays there was a perpetual Notonly that; papa will be disgraced as well . :
entertainment. So months passed away; as ruined ; he will never be able to hold up that if they hal‘stopped the use of .the gas of brandy—to go to a place distantabout forty
and if Pieroe ever thought of Bex his head amongst honorable men again ; Ar- altogether the bills would have ruined even miles, and | was only twelve miles from the

Davenant, the memory did not seem to bring cher will have to leave the army, and Edgar PEOPIe of such wealth. —Investigation showed township when he paid his ill-timed visit.
her sorrow, for she was always gay and and Nere must leave Eton. O, Pierce, think that the gas meter differs irom mankind— There was no doctor within 200 miles at that

happy. of it—our grand old home sold, our honorable the more water it absorbs the more unreliable time. However, they held a kind of inquest,
It was not till a year and a half after her and honored name trailed through the mire, it became. There was water in the meters, at which the P. M. talked learnedly of muscu-

h h . : : to the amazement of the gas company. It lar oontraoiion and sunstroke, and was puz-
arrival at Lisle Hall that Pierce got any in- my poor father an object of scorn aud oon- f . ' p
sight into the true state of hernude’s affairs ; tempt ! you are a Lisle, oousin; hdp me to Was found that the meter had falsified the re- zled to decide whether the brandy had any-

and then it was quite by aocident. She save our name from disgraoe ?” turns, and a new oount was ordered. New thing to do with it, ae he oould ewear, from
ueard Sir Jasper tell Ethel that if she did not  Pierce looked up at her cousin, a curious Meters were putin, and as they aronotyet his own experience, that the liquor was first-
marry Lord Lomton soon they would be ut- expression on her face. accustomed to their work yet they are class. He praised me more than I deserved
terly ruined. The Hall was morgaged, every  “You ask a great deal, Ethd,” she said easonably truthful so far. —Detroit Free for | had had a mind to run away at first.
tree that could be sold without open confes- slowly. “ You ask me to do what unde Jas- ©'€U- When | am camped out even now alone

sion of poverty was gone, and every acre of per never did for my father.  Lisle Hall can strange thoughts of that nocturnal horseman
come into my head.

Padl Denjun.

THE TRUTHFUL UAS METER.

“How ?

asked

Ttame
Il came ia the same,

HANGING A MAN AT NEWGATE.

the park was enoumbered with heavy and scarcely be called my home ; still, I will give
pressing debts. up Bex for your sake. | will do all in my An execution at Newgate “ Here is a
It was a severe shook to Pierce ; and she power to secure you the wealth you s* muoh -rrow Btony court incloBed in high stone A QUEER CHINESE TALE.

could not understand how people oould go on coyet. Yes. | will never come between you
living in suoh slate, keeping a great retinue and Lord Lomton. No, don’t thank me;
of uselesss servants, having grand dinner don’t gush aboutit; don’t even speak to me
parties, and being apparently so happy and ofit. it is athingto do and be silent about
prosperous when they were poor and in debt. forever after,”

It did notseem right—and surely it could  “ Will you write to Reginald and tell him o {pe place of execution ; the murderer is
not be comfortable. She longed to go to her so, Pierce ?” asked Ethel, startled in spite taken within it and hanged f’rom a bean under With reference to a very anoient and wide-
uncle and tell him that she could not accept of herself at the strange, stern expreisien ot the shed root - he and the executioners and SPread belief that the fox hasthe power of as-
his money or his hospitality, since he was her cousin’s faoe and the far away look in ihe \witnesses (')f his death standing all upon suming the human form to lead mortals to
not in a position to bestow either upon her. her eyes. a level, and all in the little space between the their destruction. The same powers are also
However, a little reflection convinced her that “ Yes—no, | cannot do that, Ethel—I can- pitiless:. walls. While | waited in an outer ascribed to the badger by the Japanese. In
the ten pounds a year was more than notwrite to Rex ; but | will give him up. room, dreadfui it was to see a little knot of this case the story is given as a true one, and

walls, and a barrier across it fencing the door
through which the criminals are brought, and A story That Might Have Been Told in
thereby a bright structure of wood not unlike the Arabian Nights.

a loose box—not unlike a cabman’s ehelter— . .
but the sides of it only waist high. This shed A correspondent forwards the following il
lustration of superstition amongst the Chinese

saved, for the child_ren would either will never oome be_tween y«a and him.  Now \\orkmen souffle by, beforehand, with spades the fa‘ct's are_stated to be well known to every
have had an expensive governess or leave me. Good night, cousin. 1 hope you 5.4 piokaxes, and one with a bag on his back °Ne living in the Great street outeide the
been at school ; and, besides, she will be happy with Lord Lomton. I trust \vith lime in Yit' these to prepare the grave. Chien Men (Front Gate) at Peking, where the

dreaded letting Sir Jasper know that she was you may never repent this night’s work. Tell
acquainted with his circumstances. Who this him | hope he may be happy too —and—and
Lord Lomton who was to be married for his some day, Ethel, will you give him my port-

More terrible that, to me, than all that fol- aff"fur is supposed to have ocourred : .
lowed. Hurriedly, in a shambling, furtive, A certain Ningpo man kept a druggist’s
money was she did not know or oare—some folio of drawings when I am gone ?” And silent ey, the two that were to d_ie_ were f:gr?e;t T)i/kilpheg:t\gl'nn?ire%deti %g(r):m(ejﬁi!e(g
great gentleman, no doubt, who would find in without waiting for an answer, Pierce pushed E;’:;%Zt_lntlgdthee:ﬁ:rts ’tEZI t\r/]ferrye x;:sféegéog wholesale business as well as the retail one.
Ethel’s beauty a very fair equivalent for his her cousin gently out ef the room and fas- gac, p ps. ini He theref b ht h for stori
y y a gently to be an end—one of them of sinister look, M€ therefore bought a warehouse fTor storing
wealth. ) tened the door. . the other and the greater villain boyish and drugs and put it in charge of a nephew. His
ShiA fv?/‘.,avsv;(ta:kisnla?trtshheeIlle;I:n:idtht?ltaTISEI%(:I_ Lhendsze begafnhto tthkhOfd w_hl?t”shte;] hadt oiarked with the criminality of a born fool. venture_pr:*ovedd glmmeptly SIFCC(iSSfliLandthe
andphe wereyto gbe married ih October. That fﬁ:e V\?t?ole gggp?nesgv:)fs Iﬁeralif‘é\“ aiid);—aléiv Yvhen all v’vas prepared, "Good-bye," they said ; g:g‘;;a:;crezgo:Itr)::altp:mchprig{ sfgredeirix t';lae
was in July; and the whole month of August perhaps she had wrecked the happiness of t%ﬁg?-bgﬁd sz]te\/\r/]eeir:] tah:n}n;gitﬂ;ﬁel;, edxi(:;;: warehouee were less liable to get damp or
passed without her catching even a glimpse Rex too. She put on her hat and jacket, Y f R moldy than anybody else’». As the nephew
of the gentleman who had won beautiful Ethel and quietly left the house, with only one g}f{g‘?; for beneath the shed is a pit. No was ;’t work inythe)\,/varehouselhe used topcon-
Lisle's hand, if not her heart. Maud and fixed idea in her mind—to get away from ‘ stantly notice the prettiest girl he had ever seen
Beatrice talked a good deal about him, and Lisle Hall and Rex forever. Whither she —San Francisco has not yet been cured of passing by the door. Though he sorely longed
de?jlatl;]ed he \{\/as(,j Faﬂ?fsolme, I<tin(%i,be§nd bcle;/r(]er, wo#ld gr(]), whr?t she wo:lld do, never foost her its love of titled aristocrats, and therefore to try to make acquaintence with her, he was
an e mos elightful  sort of big brotner a thought—she was only conseieus of a great continuel to be a victim of pretenders. lhe restrained by her modest and retiring
any one could have ; but even they saw little desire to escape. Mechanically she walked latest of these was a clever rF:)gue who called demeanor. Time went by, and one day an old
of him—only for ten minutes at dessert now across the park iu the direction of the mere, himself Ceunt You Schiller. He made ac- gentleman with a long heard aud leaning on
and again ; and his chief attraction in their alarge sheet of deep still water that layin quaintances in snobbish society, and then a staff called at the uncle’s shop. In the
eyes was undoubtedly his oapaoity for mak- a valley about a mile from the house, in the pretended to fall dangerously ill. He dictated course of conversation it appeared that he
ing present . quietest aud tho most remote part ofthe a letter to his father, directing him how to oame from the borders of Snensi and Kansa,
In the general rejoicing and active prepar- grounds. make a remittance of 86,000, and induced the and had originally fled to Pekin to esoape
ations for the wedding Pierce seemed to be Lord Lomton, smoking a cigar on the ter- young man who acted as his amanuensie to from the Mohammedan disturbances in teh
quite forgotten. No one thoughtof her atall, iaoe after dinner, and wondering much what lend him $1,000 until the money came. Then west.  Finally he said that he had often re-
or offered to introduce her to the man who would be the result ot his encounter with he feigned a M ief that he was about to die, marked the nephew at work in the warehouee
was soon to be her cousin by courtesy ; and, Pierce, and what conclusion Ethel would and made a will in whioh his San Francieco and had been struck by his steadiness and
strangely enough, Pieroe exhibited no curiosi- ultimately come to, caught a glimpse of a friends were liberally remembered. On the diligenoe, and he would like to marry his only
ty whatever ; but she thought of Bex Dave- slight black-robed figure flitting through the mtrength of theBe bequests he borrowed numer- daughter to him.  He had sufficient money
nant a little oftener, and her sketches and trees, and, impelled by a sudden and irresist- ous small amounts. He has at last been ex- to make liberal arrangements with regard to
drawings were of the old room in Newburn ible impulse, he followed leisurely, thinking posed and arrested. the trousseau and wedding presents, and
street and of the pupil with the frank honest every momentthat the form was strangely . would not quarrel about terms.  The young
face and sunny eyes. She always put them like Peieephone’s, and longing with a strange —The late Empero_r .N'ChOIZ?S happened man, being so far from his home at Ningpo,
into a drawer and locked it when she heard jealous dread to know whither she was going. ©N€ day to be engaged in inspecting a State «a¢not petrothed to any one.  His unde,
the children coming. Itwas a clear moonlit night, still and Penitentiary in one of the provincial seats of . ef0re gladly accepted hie proposal.  As
One day at the beginning of September, a warm : and, as he emerged from the shade 9government, and took it into his head to i narties were strangers in Pekin, every,
glorious, genial day, when everything‘in na- of trees into an open‘space near the mere, he duestion some of the conviots respecting the ;0% aq settled and the marriage ceremony
ture seemed happy, restful, and entirely un- saw that the woman be followed was making Nnature of the offences for which they were ,o.t5meq without any unnecessary fuss or
conscious of the approach of chilly winter- directly for the water and walking very fast, Suffering punishment. * What areyou here o aiity When the time oame for the bride
time. Pierce and the children went out as In another moment withont even wait- for ?* he asked of one. 1 am innocent, 4, hyeil the bridegroom who had never yet
usual into the park, the little girls chasing ing to discover if she was pureued, she !MPerial Majesty,” replied the prisoner, fall- (o ey "\was most anxions to know what ehe
each other through the shady walks and sprang in. There was a dull splash, then a iNg on his knees ; “ avictim of falsa wit- ke’ Atthe first glance, what was his
making nosegays ot such flowers as they few circling ripples on the placid surface of Ness! A  churoh was robbed—a beadle o, 45 giscover that she was the girl he used
could discover. ~Pierce walked slowly up and the mere, and Pierce Lisle was out of sight, knocked on the “head—the peasants caugh 3, geq passing his warehouee. The marriage
down a broad smooth path, bordered on each without a cry or groan, or even a motion of hold of me, and I knew nothing aboutit.” "2 2000 one. He was the fondest of
side with trees, the branches of whioh let in despair. Similar replies were given by other prisoners. ,,shangsand ehe the most loving and duti-
straggling rays of sunshine. She was read-  For a moment Rexstood spell-bound ;then, 1 N€ Emperor, obviously bored by these suc- ¢ "ot wives.  Before long the young man’s
ing an odd number of a magazine, and the with an exclamation of horror, he cleared the CeSsive protestations of guiltlessness, casta gayher in Ningpo, wishing to see his new
story reminded her strangely of her own life intervening space at a few bounds, and was glance along the line of prisoners until his g, ,gnter in-law, wrote and told nis son to
and of Bex. soon striking out for the spot where he ©¥¢ fell npon a ragged, wretched-looking p iy her home on a visit. The son accord-
Suddenly she looked up dreamily, and saw thought it likely Pieroe might rise to the sur. gypsdy, vxh(o)rfn he beokonezti forwarc:] with the 14 made preparations to start off as soon  as
him within a few yards of her, coming to- face. He had not miscalculated the distance ; ‘fl\gl)sre iyhar A ,f,,ourfeNyoot“E'l l;)'?ofar?t e;e ronMaa possible. For the last day or two before his
ward her, with Ethel leaning proudly on his and, as her white face appeared, he seized her 2% C regliéd the Tai anl ! Ilt isy ;“ toy departure the uncle, who had not been home
arm. He was looking down at her, with a firmly, andin a few minutes had her safely 1 dy’ P P 9 L d 1 for many years, was consequently coming to
patient sort of interest in his face ; but in On shore, but in a stale of unconsciousness atnl ;quare fas ar ?B q am csn(:f-::rgi y his house, as he had a thousand things to
amoment he looked up, started violently, resembling death. For a moment he knelt Stolé Spony from a tradesman. 0le @ talk about—reminiecenses te recall, messages

i i i beside her, chafing her hands vigorously, and POnY, did yon ?” said the Czar, with a laugh, i i _
and, with an exclamation of joy, sprang for- g9 g9 y and then, addressing the governor of the to be delivered and the like. When the mo

ward. trying by his kisses to restore some fainttinge * . ith well d st w7 ment for them to commence the journey
“ Pierce my darling, thank Heaven | have O©f color to her lips. prison with well-assumed sternness, urn actually arrived the unde went acroes for the

,, ! . ; that good-for-nothing rascal instantly out of | . d by b hi ish

found you !”"—and he held her close in his Then he saw that stronger measures wonld doors. 1 cannot allow him to remain a asttlme'to say good by, Ut.tO is astonish-
arms. “ Petite, why did you leave me ? ®h, be required ; and, taking her in his arms, he ) ment neither nepnew nor niece was to be

minute longer in suoh honorable and virtuous
company, lest he pervert all these good, inno- 46 1oyse of the girl’s father to see if he could

happiness, was raised for a moment—"let her unceremoniously on the hearth, despatch- cent people ! learn anything there. But there waa no house
tne go, pleaee.” A dark shadow passed over ing the man for the nearest doctor, the chil- —Along with the news that the English standing, merely two or three wretched little
it as ehe met the haughty indignant ques- dren to the Hall for help, and assisting the yachtsmen are taking an unueual interest in rooms in ruins without doors or windows.
tioning glance of Ethel. “ I knew Mr. Daven- gamekeeper’s wife to use every simple remedy the cup won at Cowes in 1851 by the America, He made inquiries among ihe neighbors but
ant a long time ago, Ethel,” she said calmly ; within their reach. At last Pieroe opened hor comes the information that this yacht has none of them knew anything of the old man
“ he was poor papa’s pupil, and we were very eyes in wonder, and a faint smile passed over been thoroughly overhauled. She was floated or the house. Everything was then plain.
dear friends."” her faoe as she saw Rex bending over her. the other day from Duffy’s marine railway The old man and his daughter were foxes

“ This is not Mr. Davenant, Pieroe, but “ Thank Heaven, she is not dead!” he at Boston. In epeaking of her improvements, and had made away with the young husband.
Lord Lomton,” replied Ethel frigidly. “ I cried, fervently. " She is mine indeed now, her commander, Capt. James Beid, a Boston Butstranger than anything else was the fact
think I had better walk on, my lord, and and no power op earth gan part us !” branoh pilot and a deep water navigator of that from that day forth the drugs stored in
leave you to renew your very pleasant inti- N ‘ celebrity, said : “ The America has been re- the warehouse became just as subject to mold
macy with Miss Lisle.” It was a long time before Pierce recovered ; built from four strakes below the water line, as those kept anywhere else."— London TcU-

my darling, my darling !"* oarried her to a cottage a little farther on, found. After a frutless search he went to

“ Bex”—and the little face, radiant with where the under-gamekeeper lived, and laid

“No, no, cousin, please donot; | am and, in tbe fever that followed her mad with new top timbers and knees of hackma- gradh.
going !” oried Pierce. “ Good-bye, Bex ; | plunge into the mere, her ravings disclosed to taok,and ceilings and beams of yellow pine. The
did not know. | am so sorry !” And, drop- Bex, who was ever beside her, the trne state fastenings are of copper, galaanized iron, and —Something in Boeton displeased Brother
ping her magazine, sbe ran up the broad of the family affaire and Ethel’s unselfish but locust tree nails. Below deck tnere are four Sankey. He Baya: “ The Boatonians have a

path, crossed an angle of the park, and never misguided intention of sacrificing herself to large statesrooms and four berths. All has great deal better opinion of themselves than
paused till she reached her room ;then, lock- save her fatber and the honor of their name. been finished in ash, with polished mahogany the Lord has of them.”
ing the door, she threw herself down by the  When Pieroe was well enough to be moved, trimming. She has now the same spars as —It has just been discovered that one of
open window and endeavored to think of all Ethel accompanied her to the seaside ; and when sbe sailed againet the Magdeleine in many subterranean passages with which
that had happened. there ehe made the acquaintance of a Mrs. 18V6, twenty miles from Sandy Hook and Rome is burrowed, leading from a lonely spot
First of all, Bex was found, and he loved Fortesque and her son Sidney, who greeted back for the Queen’s Cup. In order to reme beyond the Porte Angelica and passing be-
her still. There was no mistaking the ex Ethel with a kise, and seemed inolined to be- dy a trick the America has of running hereelf neath the walls. has lor soﬁ1e time been util-
pression of his face, the warm pressure of his stow a similar favor on Pierce in the exuber- out of the water and settling aft, all the tim ;-4 by smugglérs as a route lor introduciog
lips, and the clasp of his hand. It seemed ance of his spirits. Then for the first time making a wake like a Virginia fence, she has into an old stable in the Borgo, bales of sugar
too glorious and delightful to realise. More- Pierce learned that Bex had acted as if he been provided with an overhang of six and a and various comestibles an% the quantity
over Bex was not Bex any longer, but Lord were indeed Sir Jasper's son. H« had ad- half feet.” Cast. Beid adds' that he intends '\ oo s0ind stored tHere it is evident that
Lomton. But he was engaged to cousin Ethel ; vanced money to enable him to inept his most to bring her out in racing trim early the com- a flourishing contraband trade has been
and her unde’s words flashed across Fieree's pressing liabilities, and had helpted him with ing season. driven with impunity for some time.



