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Of orbed completencss: end this balanoed suc!.
Ro simple in 148 grauceur, onldly bare

Of draperies theatric. aanding there

In perfect symetery of se'f coutrol,

“romae Dot 80 grear at Lirst. but greatsr Zrows;
Still 82 we Jook, aud hy experi: nce wern

How grand this quie: {s, bow 1nably siers

The disciplive that wrought thivugh e g

(.'ND;S! THE ELM.
BY JANES K SSELL LOWRIL.

o Ca dge on the Hucdredth Anni-
PJ?::#.:! W'::m'?oh‘l taking command of
the Ames oan army, July 3, 1755
Words pass as wind, but where great deeds wers
doue

A power abidea transfused from aire to sor;

The hoy fenis deeper mesnir g thrill Lis ear

That tingling threugh his pu sa hie long shall run
With surv hmpuision to keep honor ¢'ear,
When, pottting down, his fatlier whispers, leo.'
Here, whete wertond od hie, the pureiy Gres!
Whoss 0.0 116 siren baseness could nasphere i
Theu namelese, 1.0 4 3 powerand mixed withtaie
Bistorie town 100 hoidest pacred dasr

Ouce known 1o men 43 pious lenrtied, |8

And one memotial plos That aaces to L,

But meniory greets With revcrential b

Ko sapot ianlthy t ! aweet as this,

Touched by ¢ st Zlory us it past

O'er which ye Laath plonsiy dispio red

These bundred yoars ite wopumental shade

Of onr swift pussage through ;lun LIRS 2
OFf (1 fe sud desth e hie than we

What lundm sk s rcongen' i’ as s tres
Repoating {18 green b gend every aprisg

Aud, with o vearly ring,

Recorting the far aen-0na s they 1a
Tups of our hriet hut el rnewnd morta’ 'ty
Wa full as ieaves. 1he immortal trunk v mafne,
Builded with contiy ju'ce of hearts 80d “rane
Goue to (he tuon'!d now, whither ali that be
Vanish returiiess 3 et Are prodrean”
In human 1ves 1o come of goand or i,
And feed noses o the rootsof Destioy

Mon's monuments, grown o'd, forge! their names
They should eternize, but the p'ace

Wihore shiniog souls have passed imbe
Beoud mere vot i aotae swertiees of t]
Leaven (u the eoliits wos 3t ngulshed 1race
Pungert pothe tie and wita tobler dlme

That! peaet at.mour Lives sod heightens (hem or
whames.
tial woid and fle

O A mowent when we stapg

e Derobn fe {

Ones nig ptain sttt ring land

Aud gl 1 aue s burden Ly upbear 2

Nor doomed totroad the pat 10/ things thet met iy
were:

Our sense, tetined with vizt a0 of the apn!

Across | Le i ! La the'a slecoy (T oea

Recalls him, 1w shlef wotiont o« blor

8o more o pailid &e avd ndream

Bul as hedwelt w .t mwen decorously supreme

Our grosser minds need this terreet’al biu:
To raise those buried dayvs'tom tombs of jiini;

Tn that gray miuster frout we call ths Past
Ferls in ite frozen velos our pulses thrill
8 living wir and mocics &t Deat’
At mirtua, i1 ALiEs, comes dowi (o 1S Kt b
1ts teatares homan w t' famitiar Lighs,
A man, beyo o 1he histuriau's art o kill,

Or senlpto's trellace w.il pelicut ehilsci-luight.

Bure the dumb catth heth memory, nor for naught
Was fancy given, ou whose enchanted loom
Present and Pas® commingle, iru't and bloom

Ot ous fair bouga, ins parsbly, wiought

lato 'he seam'cas Lapestey of thought.

Bo churmed. witi uodeluded eye we sne

Loy # fragmentary
tght clows of co ait.

Loarn 1iat bigh ne s over Time preval
And feel ourselves 3 Lok o thet entail

That binds 01! ages past with oll that ams te e,

Bonesth our consesrsl o el

A contary 220 he stood,

Pramed vaguely for that old fight o the »ood
Which rediy toamed round him bat eauld Dot over-

whaeim

The lite foredovmed to wie'd our rough-hewn
belm:—

From collegrs, where cow the gowy

To urms hiad ylelded, from the town

Our rude self summoned avla focked 1o aee

The now-come ehiels and woader whick was he,

No need to question long: ol s~iipped aod tal

Long trained in mucder browling for-sts wne

To bridie others’ clamors aud hisown,

Firmly erect, be towamed above them all,

The tnoaruats dincipline tnat was to fiee

With iron curb thu® armed democracy

A motley rout was that whioh came 10 stare,

{n raiment tanned by youra of sun and ster

Of every shape that wks uot uxiform

Dotted with regimentals he e and there,

An armv all of eapinins, used 10 pra

And stiff 1 fight, but scrious drili's despas. &
Skilled to debat « (heir orders, not obex,

Deacons were toeie, selectmen, mwen of note

In balf-temed bymwlets ambushed ryound with

wi v
Ready to e ttle Froewill by & vota,
But lurgely lUbers! L) (ts private moods;
Promwpt 10 sene 11 0y munvers, voics or pen
Or ruder armas, 1 h Fuglistimen
Nor much fas " il wiier
Yet seasoned siufl and #ite Create
A thought-siaid army or e las!ing Stiale.
Huughty they sald he was, ut firaf, gevers
But uwoed, as ali men own, 106 steady beod
Cpon the baaly, patient 10 command,
Prized, as all prize, the justios pure from fesr
&nd isarned 15 houer fisel, then love bimw  then re-

Nneh nn;nnhrre is in c'ear ayed selfrestraint
And purpose clean as ight from every seitish raiut,

Musing beneath the legendary tree,

The vonrs bet ween i1 off. 1 seem o ane

The sun tlecks, shuken in the stited toliage
through,

Dapple with go'd his sober buff and blue

Audl weave prophetic aureoles round toe hrad

That I-hl.lllal Our LEacon DOW LOT CMrhens W, LN e

de
© wan of sllent mond,
A stranger amovg e angers then
Now art thou aluge renu w aed tie Great, the Good,
Fumiliar as tho dag 1n ali the homwes of wen
The winged yearn, tini wnnow priviss and blame,
Blow many vames out, taey but fas 1o flame
The eelf renewing splendors of thy tame.

How manuy subtiest inflaences unite
With -rnnunl torch ot joy or pain
Tuvisible ns air aud soft as light,
To body forth that image of the brain
We eall our eout try, vislousry shaps
Leved more than woman, fuller of tire than w.ue
Whose clsrm can none defioe,
Nor any, though be tiee it, can eacape’
All parti-0o ored threads the woeaver, Time,
Seta in bia web, now trivial, now sublime
All memories, sl forebodings, hopes aud fears,
Mountain and nver, forest, prairis, ses,
A bill, & rock. a howestead, field or tree.

cusual gleanings of nureckoned vears,
Tako goddess ahiape at 1wt ord there ia She,
Old L our birth, new as the springing hours
Shrine of our weakuess, Latress of olir powers,
Consoler, kindler, peeiless ‘waid her prers,
A force that "neath our ounscious being stive,
A Iife to give our permaaence, whon we
Are borne 1o mirgle our peor estrth with hers
And nL!II Abis glowing world goes with us on eur

ora,

You, who hold dear thia seli’ conesived laea)
Whose fiith aud woilis slone can make it real
Biing all yvour fairest gifts o deck her svrine
Who litts our lives away 1rom Toine aud Mine
And feedn them at the cors with manboud more
divine; .
When all have done thelr utmost, sureiv ho
Hath giver the bt who gives o charagter
Erect and coustant. whieu nor any shock
Of leoseued elements, nor the loroeful ses
OFf flowing or of ebbing fates, can atir
From itadeep bases in the Liviog rock
Of ancwent manhood's sweet security
And this be guve, serenels far ftom pride
As bassness, burn with prospoerous siara ailied
Part of what vobler seed shall in ou loins abiae.

¥o bond of men so strong s common pride
Lu Lames sibiimed by decd s that Lave unt died;
These aro their arsennis these the cxhaustions

mioes

That give o constant hent in grest designy;

These aro the stull whereo!f such dreams are
made

As make Lero ¢ wen; tine surely he

Atill bolda fu place the wasay blocks e Inid

‘Neeth our mew irathe, enforeing sober ]y

The sellrestrant thnt makes wid keeps « people
froe.

Ob. for a drop of that terss Roman's ink

Who zave Agricola dateless leugth of dage

To ceiebraiv lum H1ly neither awerve

To phrase unkemy 1. nor pass d seretion’s brink
With him eo statue like in sad reserve
Nodiffident te i1 s torward 1o doserve!

Nov need 1 ahun due influence of his fvne

Who, mori sl among mort .1+ seamed as now
The equestrian stupe with unimpa-aloned brow
That paces shent on (hrough vistes of acclaitm.

What figure more lwmovably august

Than 1hat grave strength so gentle and so pure

Calm in gooa fortune, when it wavered. sure,

That soul serene, {mpene ¥ Just,

Modeled ou elnssie lines 8o simple they endure *

That soul so roftly radiant and so white

The tinck it lef: seoms less of tize thun Jight,

Jold Lut 1o such us love distemperature '

Aud if pure light. a8 sore deem be the force

That drives rejoicing Patets on their course,

Why for his power D eeek an lmproper

source !

His was the true enthusiasm thad bYurue long,

Domeetically bright,

Fed from itee!f nnd aby of human sight

The hidden jores that wuakes s lifetine strong,

Aud 11t the shert lived fuel of asung,

Passionieas, say sou’' Woat is passion for

But to sublime our natures ard control

To front hetole toils with Jate return,

Or noue. or such s shuwes the copqueror !

That fize wis fed with subatance of ihe soul

Aad not with holiday stubble, that could burn

Throuzh seven slow years of unadvanmng war,
u:lh- hen nr'ld- 'rl:r lost or fir -hb\lvan- won

it Lh of popular appiause or blswe,

Nor fa‘::d nor damped, unguenchably the same,

Too inward to be reachivd by flaws of lale tanee,

Boldier and statesman, rarest unison:
High-poised exnmple of great duties done
Sanp'y as breathiog, & worlid's houors wora
As life's indifferent g111s to all mea born .
Damb for himaelf, fitloss it were 1, God,
But for kis barefoot soldiers eloguent.
Tun.ciu the snow (o coral where thev trod
Held by his awe m hollow-emed content;
Modest yet firm as Natare's selt; unbiamed
Save by the men his nobler temper shamed;
Not honored then or now he wooed
‘The popular voice, bat that he st |1 withatood;
Broad minded, bigher souled, there i1s but ore
ru all tois aud ours, and all men's—Wash.
ngton.

Who
Minde strong by fits, irregularly grest,
the vu' . mab':h“f:"'iu

taroes
This getic passion of reposs,
A nature too rieeorons and severs
Tou self respeeiful tu e griels aud joys
For ardent uirin sud boys.
Who fiud o gewtus o & wind ade ear,
That its grave dopths scem obvio'is and near.
Nor @ sou! great th. t made 80 hitle nowve,
‘They fee] uo furce 1 thet caln cadenced phrase
Tue babitusl fud dress of his well bred miud
That s+etwns 1) pace the minued's courtly maze
Ang tell of ampier | -1sures, roomier length of cays
His brosd-bu 1. brain, 10 seif so littls kiud,
rhiat o tumu'tuary bood courd bu.d.
Formed to cout, ol men, not #mag-,
Loows uot l1ke these tuxt botrow height of Luae
It was a worid of statelier movement then
Than t 1is va fret {n, he w den zon
Of that idew! Bowe ! il wide » mas 17 Taed,

The longer oo this esrth we live
And weigh the vanoos o 1alit es of men,

Sceing Low wost are tugitive,

tir oitinl gifie, at best. of u W and *hen g
Wind-wavered corpee | gt duught«re of the fen,
Toe mote we fer | the ligh viert-wslursd bauty
Of plain deviirdueas 1o duty, 3

Sleadtast and o7 1L nor pua with mottal praise
But findiog smplest rmeomprnse

For life's un nriatid: d expense

In work doxi= squarely and unwasted daye

For 1his we honor brm thet he coi'd kunve

How gweel the service aud how fros
Of her, God's elde t danghtor hers bels
Aud cLoose (1 mesuest ralweout which

[ FETN

Placid compiet ‘ness, 1ife witheut & fall 3

From fuith o biguest atms. tiuth's breachiess
wal

Surely if muy fame oru hwar the touch .

His wili s “Here ! <1 the last trzmpet's cal

Tuo toexpressive wiatd whose Le eXpivssed 80
much.

Never (peee ot ntion hvn

Hath bean giveo (o mott 0 man

Unless (o 11088 who + 1 thel SUMmAT WD

Guzed silent when | » vireat Virginian

Unsheathed the sword whose fetsl el

Sbot unien throuzh (he ineohere t ¢luab

Of vur loose stot . crystallizing them

Around u sing e wil's vupliant stem

And making purposs o1 rmwtion vash,

Out of that seabustd spran., #s frow it womd
1 ot tiret hut Rto&ntar

Through mul wal shate « I sunbunt sud of gloom

The cvmmen taith that made us wiat we are.

That lifted hlade t -arsformerd o+ jangling clane,

Till tien proviucia', 1o Americans;

Here was Uin doom tixed; bers 1o marked the date

When this New World awoke to mat's eatats

Burut its lust ship and ceassd to leok bebind:

Nor tuoughtless wus the cholce; no love r» hste

Could 1rom It s poise move that arliberaze micd,

Welghing betwmen 100 oarly aud 190 inte

Thooe pitfalla of 1he man refusen by Fat -

His was the impw { 8l vision of the gresr

W0o see rot as th v wish, bt aa they ting.

He saw the dangers of vetea!, nor less

The wcomputabie perils of succes:;

The sucred pest thrown by, an emyptv rind;

The future, cloud Iand, snsre of prophs 14 klind

The waste of war, the ignowiny of pesce.

On either hand & sullen rear of woes,

Whoee garoered [ ghtnings none coull grees

Piling its thunder beads and muttering Cease'

Yet drew not back b s isud, but gravely chose

Tho seeming desierate tusk whence our oew oa
tion rose.

A noble cholea aod of ‘mmortel seed’

Nor deem that ucts beroie wait on chaces

Or sssy were &s 'u a bus's romsnce;

The man's woole 1if - preludes the mingle deed
‘Tost shall decide 1f Lisiuberit ance

Ba with the sited tew of matchlecs breed,

Our race’s sap snd sustensnce,

Or with the nmwotived herd that only sleep and

|l o
Choice veems a thing iodifferent; thus or sn,
What matters i’ Tae Fates with mockisg tace
Look ou inex: 1ibie, vor seem 10 knew
\Vhera‘ the lot iurks that gives life’s foremost

place.
Yet Daty’s ieaden casket holda it atill,
Aud but two ways are offcred to our wili~—
Toll with 1are triumph, ease with safe disgrace,
The problem still for us and sll of human 1 ave.
He chose—as mon ¢ where most danger
show: d,
Nor ever falt sred neath the Joad
Of peity cares, that gall great hearts the moat,
But kopt right on the strectous up-hii rosd.
Strong to tbe end, above complatat ur hoast.
His soul was stiii 1 ite uastormed abode.
Virgiuis gave us this imperisl wan
Cast in the mighty mold
igh-atature » ages old
Which 1nto ex forme our morta! metal ran,
Rhe gave ns this unhlemished geoticman:
What shall we give her back but love aud praise
As in the dear old usrestrained daye
Before the inevitable wrong
Motlber of Sintes aod nundimished mes,
Thou gavest us a ceuntry, giving him,
And we owe niwaye whit wo owed thee then
The boon thou wouldst bave sustohed frew us
agen,
lhlnn’:n vefore with an abatemnt dim
A great man's mewnory e the ouly thing
With intluence 1o outiset the present whim
And bind ne as wien bete be Koit our goldea sing.
All ot him that was suhiect te the houre
Lies in thy soll aod maks s it pact of ours
ACT08% MOre Tecelt 4 wves,
Where uuresentfs! Nature wavee
Her psanons o'sr the shot-vloughed sod
Procimiming the swer ! truee of God,
We from this conmectated plain streteli ont
Our hands as free trom sfim thought o dusst
As hero vhe united North
Poured ber embrowned wanhood forth
1o welcome of our savionr aud thy son
Throug" xluc batiie we have better learned thy
worth,
The deep-set ecurage and undannted will
Which, like bis owe . the day’'s disaster done
Conld safe (o manboud. sutler and el
Bath thite and ours the victory hardly won,
It uver with distempered voioe or pen
We bave misdeem-d thee, here we take it Back—
And for (a6 dead of both dou common black
10 U8 evermors as 1uou wast then
As we forget thou haet not always beon,
Molher of Btates and uapoliited men,
Virgivia, fitly uamed tor Bugland's manly Queen.
—Atianuc
—_—————

MADAME DELICIEUSE,
BY GEORGE W, CABLE.

Just adjoining the old Cafe de Poesis on
the corner stood the litrle one-story, yellow-
wasbed tenement of Dr. Mosey, with its
two gluss doors protected by batten shut-
ters, and its low., weed-grown tile roof
sloping out over the sidewalk. You were
very likely to find tue doctor in, for he was
a great student and ratber negligent of his
business—as business. He was a amall,
sedate, Creole gentleman of thirty or more,
with a lace snd waovpet that provoked in-
stant admiration, He woold receive you—
be you who you may—in s wild, candid
wenoer, looking into your face with Lis
deep blue eyes and reassuring you with a
modest, amiable smile, very sweet and rare
on a man's mouth.

To be frank, the doctor's little eatablish-
mont was dusty sod disorderly—very. It
was curious to ses the jars and jars and
jars. In them were serpents and hideous
tishes and precions specimens of wmany
sorts. There were stufi=d birds ou broken
perches, and drisd lizards and eeis and lit-
tle alligators und old skulls with their
crowns mawed off, and ten thousand cdd
ecraps of writing paper strewn with erumba
of lovely lunches and interspersed with
long lost spatulas and rust eaten lancets.
All New Orlesns, at, least all Creole New
Orlesns, knew, and yet did not know, the
dear little doctor. %o geutle, so kind, so
skillful, so patient, #o lenient; so careless of
the rich and 80 attentive tothe poor: a man,
all in all, such as, shonld you once love
him, yon would love him forever. So very
learned, too, but with apparently no idea of
how to show himselt to his social protit—
two features much more smiled at than re
spected. not to say admired, by a people re-
mote from the seats of learning, and spend-
ing most of their esteom upon snimal heyo-
isws aod exterior display.

“Alae!” sald his wealthy scquaintances,
“what & pity; when Lo mighs as well be
rich.”

“Certainly, aud gives it freely; but intends
his son shall aee nooe of it."”

_“Hissou! Vou dare uot so much as meg.
tion him."

“Well, well, how strange’ But they ean
never agree—not even uyon their nawme.
Is not that droli’'—a mau named General
Villivicencio, and his son, Dr. Mossy!”
*0Oh, that is pothing: it is only that the
doetor drops the de Villivicenrio.”

“Drops the de Villivicencio® but 1 think
the de Viliivicencio drops his, ho, bo, ho,—
diable!”

Next to the tesidence of good Dr. Mossy
towered the narrow, red-brick front man-
sion of young Mme. Delicieuss, firm friend
at once and slways of those two antipodes,
Geoeral Villivicencio and Dr. Moesy. Ita
dark-covered carriage-way was ever ramb-
ling, and, with nightfall, its drawing-rooms
alwsys sent forth a luxurious light from the
lnce-curtained windows of the second story
balconies. 1
It was one of the sights of the rue
Royale to eee by night its tall. narrow out-
line reaching up toward the stars, with all
its windows aglow.

The Madame had fiad some tastes of hu
man experience; had been betrothed at
sixteen (to s wan she did not love, “being
at that time a {00l,” as she said); one sam-
mer day at noon bud been a bride, and at
“_‘ n—a widow. Accid ‘dhoh;r‘o

a tipsy bridegroom's own pistol. Pass
it by! i1t left bat one lasting effect on
ber, a special detestation of quarrels and
w

eapona.
e littls poor parentage

the curve it days and nights,
anhhuhu lnhum-b‘ilx‘

Th maidens whom
has doomed to sit upon street door-sills and

fect maze of waving kerchiofs,
eral looked u;
she was not there. But he remembered the
other balcony. the smaller one, and cast his
glanee onward to it.
and one other person only.
ayed, broad-browed, scholarly looking man
whom the arch lady had lured from Lis poes
by means of » mook professional summons,
and who now <~0od beside ber,
pleasure playi. ¢ on his lips and about his
even.

met the son's.
and caat & bovuet of roses. A girl in the
crowd boundel forward, caught it in the
air, and, bloshing. banded it to the

or delay (for their min
befors hand), it was decided to announce
in the Fresch-English newspapers that at a
meeting of leading citizens it had been
- . - thongzht consonant with the public interest
“'Yes, his father has plenty. to place before the people the name of Gen-
eral Hercule Mossy de Villivicencio. No
explenation was considered necessary. All
had beea done 10 strict accordance with
time-honored eustowms, and if any one did
not know it it wa= bhis owa fault.
giumn was to follow, mo editorial indorse-
ment. The two sonouncements were dea-
tined to stand wext morning, one on the
English eide and one on the #rench, in
severe timplicity, to' be greeted with pro-
found gratificatien by a few old gentlemen
in blue cottonude, and by rou
from a rampant majosity.
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nurse their infant brothers have s game of
& the beaatiful ladits who sweep
by along the pavement; but in Rue Royale

ere wag Do choosing: every little damsel
must own Madame icieuse or nobody,
and es that richly sdorned and regal! favor-
ite of old General Villivicencio csme along
they would lift their big, bold eyes uway vp
to her face and pour forth their admirativn
in & universal— ““Ab-b-h h!” ’

But, mark you. she was good Madawe
Delicieuse as well as fair Madame Deli-
cleuse; her principles, however, not con-
atruoted in the austers Anglo-Saxon style
vxactly (what need, with the lattice of the
confessional not a stone’s throw oft !) Her
kind offices und beseficent sohemes were
almost as famous as Genaral Villivicencio's
splendid gims; if she counld at tiwes do
what the infantila Washington said he could
not, why, no aoubt she and her friends gen-
erally looked upon it as a mere questisn of
enterprise,

She had c¢harms, too, of intellect—alheit
not such » sinper agaiost time and pluce an
to be an “edacated wowmwan'—charma that
wven in » plainer person would bave brought
down the balf ol New Orleans upon ons
koee, with both hands ou the left side. Sue
had the whole city at her feet, and, with
the fine tact which was the perfection of her
character, kept it there eontented. Madume
wae, in short, one of the kind that grace-
fully wrest from society zhn(rrerog-uve of
doing aa they please, snd bad gune even to
such extravagant lengths as driving ont in
the American faubourg, learning the Eog-
lish languags, talking national politics, and
similar lr:ai'o wheréby she provoked the
unbounded worship of her lesa andacioua
lady friends. In the centre of the cluster
of Creole besuties which everywhere gath
ered about her, and, most of «ll, in those
incomparable companies which assembled
in her own aplendid drawing rooms, she
was always queen lilv. #er bouse, her
drawing rooms, ete.. tor tie little brown
aunt who lived with her was a mere picce
of carious fornitnea. Z

Thera was thia nofable c¢harm aboat
Mme. Delicieuse; she imuroved by ¢ompari-
#0n. 8he never looked 40 grand as when.
bangiog on General Viliviceneio's arm at
sowe gorgeous ball, these two bore down
on yoa like a roysl harge laahed to a shij-
of the-line. 8he never looked so like her
sweet name as when she seated her pret-
tiest lady adorers close arcund her und got
them all a-langhing.

Of the two balconier which overhung the
banquette on the front of the Delicieuse
house, one was a sma!l affair and the other
a deeper and broader owve, from which
madame and the ladies wera wont upon
gala days to wave handkerchiefs and cast
tlowera to the friends 1n the processions,
There they gathered one eighth of January
morning to see the military display. It
was a hright bloe day, and the group that
qnite filled the halcony had laid wrappiogs
aside, sa all lower buda are apt to doon
euch Creole January days, and shone re-
splendent inapriog attire

The sight-scers passing below looked np
by bundreds and smiled at the ladies’ eager
twitter, as, flirtirg in hamming-bird fashion
from one subjrot to another, they laughed
away the halt hours waiting for the pageant.
By and by they fell a listening, for Mme, De-
liceusa had begun a2 narrative comcerping
Dr. Mossy. Sbe sat somewhat sbove her
listeners, her elbow on the arm of her chair,
and her plamp white hand waving now and
then im graceful gesture, they silently at-
tending with eyes full of laughter and lips
starting apart.

“Voas savez,” she said (thay conversed
in French, ot course), “you know it is now
long that Dr. Moeay and his father have
been in disaccord. Indeed, when have they
not differed ? For. when Mossy was hut a
little boy, his father thought it hard that
he was ot a rowdy. He switched him once
because he wonld not play with his toy gun
and drum. He was not so high when hia
father wished to send him to Paris to enter
the French army: but he would not go.
We used to T." often together on the ban-
quette—for § am not 8o very meny years
younger than be, mo, indeed—and, if |
wanted some fun, I had only te pull hia hair
and run into the hous: he wonld ery, and
monsieur papa would come oat with his
hand spread open and —"

Madame gave her hand a maliciona little
nwec-g and joined hewrtily in the laugh
which followed.

*That was when they lived over tha way.
But wait! You sball =e¢; I have something.
This evening the General —

The bouses of rue Royale gave a start
and rattled their windows.. In the long,
irregular line of balconies the beauty of
the city rose up. Then the houses jumped
again and the windows rattled; madame
ateps inside the window and gives & mes-
sage which the honsemaid smiles at in re-
ceiving. A she turns the houres shake
azain, and now again; and now there comes
a distant strain of trumpets, and by and by
the drams and bayonets and elattering
hoofs, and piumes and dancing banners; far
down the long street stretch out the shining
ranks of gallant men. and the flutterinz,
overleaning swarms of ladies shower down
their sweet favors and wave their countless
welcomes.

Iu the front. *owering abeve his captaina,
rides General Villivicencio. veteran of 1814
15, and with the gracioua pomp of the old-

time gentleman, lifts his cocked hat, snd

bows, and bows,

Madame Delicieuse's baleony was a per-
The Gen-
for the woman of all women;

There he saw madame
A small, bloe-

rmile of

“Vite!” said “fadame, as the fathet's eyes
Or. Mossy lifted hie arm

lumed
rant. He bowved low, first to the girl,

thets to the b:lcony above: and them, with
2 responsive suile, tuased up two splendid
kisses, one to M «damwe, and one, it scomed -

*‘For what w s that cheer!”
“Why, did 100 not see! General Vil-

livicencio cast + kiss to bia son.”

The ataff of tieneral Villivieencio were a

faithful few wk: had not bowed the knee
to any abominstion of the Americans, nor
sworn deceitfnily to any species of com-
promise; and this band, heroically un-
conscions of their feebleneaa, putting their
trusta 1n “‘resctiona” and like delusions,
resolved to m.ke one more stand for tha
traditiona of
cerning this tha. Mme. Deiicienss wae in-
cidentally about to speak when interrupted
by the boom of cannon: they bad promised
1o meet at her bouse that evening.

their fathers. It was con-

With very little discussion

They aet.
were made up

Xo enlo-

s of lsughter

As the junto were departing, sparkling

Madame Deliviense detained the General at
the head of the atairs that descended into
the tiled carriage way, to wish she was a
man that she might vote for him.

“But, General,” she said, “had I nota

beautiful bouquet of ladies on my balcony
this morning?’

The Ganerpl replied, with mnjes(ic gal-
antry, that ‘it was as magnificent aa ecculd

be expeeted with the central rose wanting. "
And so wadame wus disappeinted, for she
was trying to force the General to mention
his son.
shall not rest.” she had said to her little
aunt, “until be has either kissed his son or
quarreled with him.”
had answered that, “‘couse que coute, she
not ery about it;" nor did she. Though the

“I will bear this no longer; he
To which the aunt

neral's compliment had foiled her throst,

she answerad ?yly to the effect that enough
was enough; “but, ah! General,

her voice to an undertons, “if
heard what some of those rose!
you!"

uf ," dropping
oupplnd
said of

4
‘nooldeﬂehdnplih.wuw

besn. Madame laughed to herself, “Mon-
sieur Peacock, I have thee:" but aloud she
said gravely:

“Come into the drawing room, if you
pleass, aud seat yourself. You must be
greatly fatigued.”

The triends who waited below overheard
the invitation.

*‘Aqg revoir, Genera!,” said they.

“An revoir, Messieurs,” he answered, and
followed the lady.

“General,” sail she, a8 if her heart were
overflowing, “sou have been spoken aguinst.
Please sit down.”

*14 thar troe, Madame !

*Yes, General,”

She sank into a luxarious chair,

“A lady said today—but rou will be
angry with we, General ™

'}"_“'i_th you, Medame ! That is not pos-
L HUTH

“Ido not love t» make revelations, Gen-
era’: but when a noble friend is evil spoken
of '—she leaged her brow upon her thumb
and forefinger, and looked pensively at her
slinper's tos peeping out at the edge of her
skirt on the rich carpet—“ones heart gets
very big.”

*'Madame, yon aro aa angel! But what
said she, madame !

“Weli, General, I have tb tell vou the
whole truth, if you will not be angry. We
were all apeaking at once of handasome men,
She said to me: *‘Well, Mume. Delicieuss, you
may sey what you will of General Villivi-
cenecio, und Lsuppoas it is true: but every-
body known'—rardon me, General, but just
#0 she said—‘all the world koows he treats
hia son very badly." "

“It i not true,” said the Goneral,

“If 1 wasn't sngey!” said tadame, mak-
inz a pretty tist. ‘Mow can that bhe™ |
said, ‘Well)' she said, ‘wumma says he has
been angry with his son for fitteen years.'
‘But what did bis son du* [aaid. *Noti-
ing." said she. ‘Ma foi.' I said, Jme, I, too,
would be angey if n:y sorrhad done nothing
for fifteen yeara'—ho, ho, ho!”

The old General civared his throat, and
swiled as by compulaion.

“You Lknow, General® said Madame.
Inoking disfressed, it was uothing te ioke
aboat, but I had to say so, becavse [ did
not know what your sou had doue, nor did
I wiah to hear anything against one who
bas the honor to call you bis fathee.”

She paused s moment tz‘}’et the flattery
take effect, and then proceed®d:

“But then auother lady said to me, sha
said, “*for shame, Clarisse, to laugh at good
Dr. Mossy; nobody—neither Goneral Villi-
vicencio, nwither any other, has @ right to
be apgry agaiost that aoble, gentls, kind,
brave—"

“Brave!" said the Genera!, with a touch
of ireny.

“S0 she eaid,” snswered Mme. Deli-
cieuse, “and [ asked her, ‘how brave?
‘Brave! ahe said, ‘why, hraver than awy
soldier, in tending the small pox, the choi-
era, the fever, and all thoss horrible things.
Me. 1 saw hia father ones run from & snake;
I thiok Ae wouldn't fight the amall-pox—
wy faith,”. she eaid, ‘they say that Dr.
Mossy does all that and never wears a scap-
ula! and does it nine hundred and pinety-
nine times in & thousand for nothing! 7y
that brave, Madame Deliciause, or is it
not” Aad, General, what could T say?”

Madame dropped her palmson either aide
ot her apreading robea and waitad plead-
ingly for an anewer. Thers was no sound,
but the dromming of the Gereral's fingers
on hig sword hilt. Madame resumed:

“I said, ‘I do pot deny that Mossy is s
noble gentleman;—1 had to say that, had i
not. General?”

“Certainly, Madame,” said the General,
“my son is & gentleman yes.”

*‘Bat,’ I said ‘he shonld not make Mon-
sieur; bis father, angry.'”

“True,” said the General, eagerly.

“Bat that lady said: ‘Mooaienr, his
father, makea himself angry,’ shosaid. ‘Do
you know, Madame, why s father is angry
a0 long” Anpother lady says, ‘I know!
‘For what? said I. ‘Because be eefused to
become a soldier: mamma told me that.” ‘It
can not be!’ 1 said.”

The General tlushed. Madame saw it,
bur relentlesaly continned:

“* ‘Mais oul,” swid that Jady, *What " I
said, ‘think you €eneral Viliivicencio will
not mather be the very twan moar certain to
respect a son who had the coursge to be
his own master? O, what does he want
with a poor fool of ason who will do only
as hesays! You think Le will love him
less for hesling inatead of killing! Mesd:-
woiselles, you do not koow that noble
soldies!”

The noble soldier zlowed and bowed his
ecknowledgrmenta in a dubious, half re
remonstrative way, as if Madame might be
producing materisl tor her nexr eonfession,
as, 1udeed, sha dilligently was doing; but
ahe went atraight on ouce more, as asur-
geon would.

“But that other lany said: ‘No. Madame,
no, ladies: but I am goiog to tell you why
Monsieur. the General, is angry ‘with his
son.” ‘Very well, why”—Whv"" It is just
—becanse—he is.—a little man!”

General Villivicencio stood steaight up.

*Ab! won ami,’ cried the lady, rising ex-
eitedly, “I have wounded you and made
you angry, with my silly revelatiops. Par-
don me, my friend. ose were foolish
giris, and, apy how. they adwire you.
’i‘hey said you looked glotious—grand—at
the head of the prosession,”

Now. all at once, the General felt the tre-
mendoun fatigues of the day: thera was a
wild, swimminog, whirling seusation in his
head that forced bhim to let his eyelids sink
down; vet, jost thers, in the wmidst of his
painful bewilderment, he realized with
ecstatic eomplacency that the moat martial-
looking man in Louisiana was standing in
his spurs with the hand of Lounisiana's
nuarenlicst wowwo laid tenderly on his arm.

“I am » wretchad tattler!” saik she.

“Ab! no, madame, you sre my dearest
friend, yes.”

“Well, any how, I cailed them fools. ‘Ah!
innocent creatures,’ I said, ‘think you a man
of his sense and goodness, giviog his thou-
sands to the sick and sfilicted, will cease to
iove bis only son becanse he is not hig likea
horse or quarrelsome liks » dog? No, Iadies,
there is & great reason which none of you
know." ‘Well, well,’ they eried, ‘tell it; he
bas reed of a very good reason; tell itnow.”
*My ladies,” [ waid ‘1 must not'—tor, Gene
eral, for il the world I knew not a reason
why you shonld be angry againet yonur son;
you know, General, you have mever told
me."”

The beauty again !aid her hand on his
arm and gazed, with round-syed simplicity,
into his somber countenance. For an in-
stant her witchery bad almost eorqnered.
*Nay, madawe, #ome day I shall tell yon;
! have more than one burden /ere Bug
iet me sak you to b= seated. for I have a
queation, also, for you, which I have longed
to sek. It liea heavily upon my heart; |
must ask it now. A watter of #o great im-
portance—"

Madame's little brown annt gave a faint
cough from adim corner of the room.
*'Tis & beautiful night,” she remsrked,
and then stepped out upon the balcony.
Then the Goneral asked his question. It
was & very long question. or, may be, re-
peated twice or thrice: for it was fully ten
minutes before he moved out of the room,
saying good evening.

Ah! old General Villiviceneio. The most
martial-locking man in Louisizna' But
what would the people, the people who
eheered in the moming, have sald, to see
the fair (Jueen Delicicuse ar the top of the
atair, sweetly bowing voun down into the
starlight—humbled, crest fallen, rejected !
The cawpasign opened.  The Villivicencio
ticket was read in French and English with
the very different sentiments alresdy noted.
Iu the Exchange, sbout the courts, ameng
the “banks,” there was lively talking eon-
cerning its intrinsic excelience and extrin-
sic chances. The young gentlemen who
atood about the doors of the 8o called “cof-
feehouses” talked with a frantic energy
alarming to any stranger, and just whea
you would have expected to see them jump
und bita large mouthfuls out of each other's
tase, they wonld tarn and enter the door,
talking on in the same furious wanner, and,
walking up 20 the bar, click their glasses to
the auccess of the Villivicsnecio ticket. Sun-
dry swarthy and wrinkled remnants of an
earlier geperation were still more enthusi-
astie. There was to be a happy rensissance;
a purging out of Yankee ideas; a blessed
home-coming of those good old Bourbon
morals and manners which Yankee notions
bad expatriated. In the cheerfulness of
their anticipstions they even went the
lenzth ot throwing their feet high in air,
thus indicating how the Villivicencio ticket
waa going to give “doze Americaina” the
-kick under the nose.

In the three or four weeks which fol-
lowed the General gathered a surfeit of adu-
lation, notwithstsn which hs was con-
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imagining a confused cha'ter of la-
dies, and when he shut his eyes with annoy-
ance, there was Mme. Deliciense standing,
and saying, “Iknew pot a feason why you
should be angry with yeur son,"gazing io his
fuce with such simplicity, and then—thut
last soene om the staire. ] .

Madame herself wus keeping good her
resolution.

“Now or never.” she maid, “a reconcilia-
tion or & qurrrel,”

When the General, to keep up appear-
ances, called agein so0% atter his late dis-
vomfiture, she so moved him with an ac-
count of certain kindly speecheas of her
own iovention which she imputed to Dr.
Mossy, that he prowised to gall snd see
his son; “perhaps:” “pretty soon;"” *‘proba-
bly.”

Dr. Mosey, sitting one February morning
among his specimens aud books of refer
ence, finishing » thrillicg chapter on the
outicie, too absorbed tv hear a door open,
suddenly realized that something was in
his light, aod, leokisg up, l_u:held General
Villivicentic atanding over him. Breathing
» pleased sigh. he pur down bis pen, and,
rising en uptoe, laid his bmgd upon his
father's shoulder, and lifting his lips like &
little wife, kissed him. . X

“Be seated, papa.” he maid, oftering hia
own chair, and perching on the desk. .

The Genera! wok 1t, und, elearing his
throat, gaz-d around upon the jars an {nra
with their little Adums and Eves in zoolog-
ical gardens,

“Is all going well, papa’ finally asked
Dr. Mossy.

n\'“."

Then thera was a lung panse,

*'Tis a beantiful day,” said the son,

“Very beautiful,” rejoined the father.

*1 thought there would have been a rain,
but it has cleared off,” raid the son.

“Yes,” responded the father,
drumwed on the desk.

“Dues it sppeac o be tarning cool!”
asked the son,

*Nu: it does not appear to be tarning
coo! at all,” wus the answer, .

“H'm'm!” said Dz, Mossy, *

“Hem!" said General Villivicencio,

Dir. Mosay, not realizing his own action,
stole a glance at his maouaeript.

“I aw interruptiog you,” said the Gen
eral, quickly, and rose.

“Nu, no' pardon me; be seated: it gives
me xreat pleasure to— I did not koow what
I was doing. Jtie the work with which [
til! my leisure moments.”

S0 the General gortled down again, and
father and som sat very close ta each other—~
in a bodily sense; spiritually they were many
miles apart. The General's tinger-ends, softly
tapping the dest, had the sound of far-away
nmusic.

“The city—it is Lealthy' asked the
General, .

“Did you ask me if—='" said the little
doctor, starting and looking up.

“The city—it hus not much sickuess at
present?” repeated tha father.

“No: yes—pot much.” said Mossy, and,
with utter unconsciousness leaned down
upor his elbow and supplied sn omitted
word to the manuseript. .

The General was ou Lis feet as if by the
touch of a spring. E:

“I must gu!

*‘Al! no, papa,” said the son,

“But yes, I mus:.”

“Buat wait, pa{p.‘, I bad just now some-
thing to epesk of—"

“Well!” said the Genoral, standing with
his band on the door and with rather a dark
countenance.

Dr. Mossy touched his fiugers to his fore-
head, tryinﬁo remember,

I fear I bave—ah’ I rejoice to see your
name before the fublio. dear paps, sad at
the head of the ticket.”

The General's displessurs sank down like
an eagle’s feathers. He smiled thankfully
and bowed.

“My friends compelled me,” he said

*“They thiok you will ba elected?”

“They will not doubt it. But what think
you. my son’”

Now the son had & convietion which it
would have been wadoess to express, 8o he
only said:

*Thev could notelect one more faithtal.”

The General bowed solemnly.

“Derhaps the
frienda believe they will.

“Your friends who have used your name
shouid help vou as wuch ss they ean,
papa.” said the Doctor. “Myself, 1 ‘should
iike to assist you, papa, it I conld ™

“A bal!” said the pleascd father, incred-
ulpuaiy.

“But, vea.” said the son.

A thrili of delight filled the General'a
frame. T was like & son

“Thank you, my =on' § thank you much.
Ab. Mossy, my dear boy you make me
happy!™”

“But,” added Mosst, realizing with a
tremor how far Le bad gooe, ] see npot
how it in possihle.”

The General'a chin deopped.

**Not being a public mun,” continited the
Doctor: “unleas. indeed, wy pea—you

might enlist my ﬁwﬁ

He pansed with a smile of hashfal inquiry.

The General stood aghast for a mowent,
and then caugbt the idea.
_ ““Certainly! cer-tain-ly ! ba, ba, ha!"—back-
iny out of the door— “certaioly?
Mossy, you are pight. to be sure; to make a
compiete world we must have awords and
@n vevoir; no, 1 can not stay—I will return.
I basren to tell my friends that the pen of
Dr. Mossy is on our side’ Adien, dear
son. &

Standing outside on the banquette he
bowed—uot to Dr. Mossy, but to the bal-
cony of the big red-brick front—a most
‘sunshiny amile, and departed.

The very next morning, as if fate had or-
dered it, the Villivicencio ticket wus at-
tacked—ambushed, as it were, from behind
the American newspapsr. The ovslaught
was—at least General Villivicencio said it
was—absolutely ruffianly. Never had ali
the luf!y courtesies and lormalities of
chivalric contest been so completely 1g-
nore®  Poisoned balla—ut least personal
epithets—were used. The General himself
Wus called “antiquated " The friends who
had nominated Liw, they very positively
sneered at, dubbed *‘fossila,” "uh‘l ludies,”
and their caucus termed “irresponsi-
bie” -~ thunder and lightning! gentie-
wen of homor to be called *not re-
eponsible ™ It was asserted that the
nomination was made secretly, in & private
Louse, by two or three unsuthotized harum-
scarums (that touched the very bone) who
had with more caution than propriety with-
beld their names. The article was headed,
“The Crayfist-caters’ Ticket.” It continued
farther to say that, had not the publieation
of thia ticket been regard«d as a dull hoax,
it would not have been suticred to pass for
two weeks unchallenged, and that it was
now high time the universal wish snounld
be realized in its withdrawal,

Ameng the carliest readers of thia pro.
duction was the young madime. She firat
enjoyed 8 quiet gleetul smile over it, and
then called:

“Nannie, here, take this down to Dr.
Mossy—stop.” Sue marked the communi-
cation heavily with Ler zold vencil. “No
auswer; he need not peturn it."

. About the same hour, and in » neighbor-
ing street, one of the “not responsibles’
knocked on the Villivicencio castle gate.
Toe General juvited bim into his bedfoom,
With a short and strietly profane harangue
the visitor produced the offensive newapaper
and was abont to begin reading, when one
of those joud nasal biasts, 8o peculiar to the
Gaul. resounded at the gate, and another
“'not responsibie” entered, more excited, if
possible, than the first. Several minutes
Wwere spent in exchanging fercs sentiments
and slupping the palm of the left band ra
1dly with the back of the right. Presen y
thers was a panse for hreath.

_Alphonse, proceed to read,” said the
General, sitting up in bed

“De Crayfish-eaters’ Ticket"—began Al
phonse; but the third rapuing at the gate
ioterrupted hiw, and a third *‘irresponasi
ble reinforced their number, talking
loudly and witdiy %o the Walting man 3 he
came up the hall.

Finally, Alphonse read the article. Lit-
tle by little the incensed gentlemen gave it
a hearing, now two words and now three,
Interrupting it to rip out long, rasping mal-
edictions, and wag their forefingers at each
other as they strode iemetoufy about the
apartment

Aa Alphonse reached the close,. and
d::h:dnth p:epegﬁto the floor, the whole
quartette, in terrifiz uanison, cried
blood of the editor. =
But hereapon the General spoke with au-
thority.

“No, Messieurs,”
dresaing-gown sav
fight him. I forbid
“But,"” eried the

staatly

and

he said, buttoning his
ely, “you shall not
t—you not !"*

thrée at onoe, “‘one of us

people will think eo: my |

must fight, and you—you csa pof; if you
fight oug cause 18 loat ! The candidate must
B

i oo syl
ing his breast and lifti eyes, *'
cigl. I bave a son. Yol-.n‘ my beloved friends,
a son who shall csll the villain out and
make him pay for his impudence with
blood, or eat his words in to-morrow morn-
ing's paper. Heaven be thanked that gave
me & son for this occasion ! I shall see him
at once—an soon as I can dress. i

“We will go with you.

“No, gentlemen, let me see my son aloue.
1 can meet you at Maspero's in two hours.
At}‘iau, wmy u{ fr'i‘mdl. %

6 Was resolved.
“Au revoir,” said the deat friends. a

Shortly after, cane in band, General Villi-
vicencio moved with an ireful atride up the
Just as he

banquette of Rue Royale.
the ;lod-hrick front one of the batten shut-
ters opened the faintest bir, and a certain
pair of lovely eyes looked aiter him, without
any of that round simplicity which we have
beiore discovered in them. As he
turned to knock at hisson'a door he glanced
at this very shutter, but it was aa tightly
closed as though the house were an en-
chanted palace,

Dr. Mossy’s door, on the coutrary, swung
ajar lwhen he knocked, and the General en-
tered.

“Well, my som, have you seen that news-
paper’ No, I think not. Iseeyou have
not. eince your cheeks are not red with
shame and anger.”

Dr. Mossy looked up with
from the desk where he sat writioz.

“What is that, papal”

“My fa:th! Moassy, is it possible you have
not heard of the sttack upon me, which
has surprised and exasperated the city this
morning’™* -

“Ne¢, " said Dr. Mossy, with still greater
sarprise, and laying his hand on the arm of
his chair,

His tather puot on a dying look. “M
soul!” At thst moment his glence fell
upon the paper which had_been sent in b,v‘

we, Delicituse, *“Bar, Mossy, my son,’
he acreamed, *‘fhers it is!" striking it ra-
pidiy with one finger—‘‘there! there! there!
read it! {toalls me ‘not responsible!’ ‘not
respotzible’ it calls me! Read! read!”

*But, paps.” said the quiet little doctor,
rising, and accepung the orumbled paper
thruat at him, *“Ihave read this. Ir this
is it, well, then, alreads | am preparing to
reapond te it.”

he General seized him violently, and,
spreading & suflocating kiss on his face,
sealed 1t with an affectionate oath.

“Ah, Mossy, my boy, you are zlorious!
You had begun already to write! You are
glorious! Read to me what you have writ-
ten, my son.”

TFhe Doctor took up a bit of manuscript,
and. resuming his chair, began:

“Mgssrs Eprrors—On vour journal of
this merning’'— -

<Eb’ how! you have not written it in
English, is it, son?”

“But, yes, papa.”

“Tis a vile toggue,” said
“but. if it is necessary—pr

“Mussrs. Epitors—On your journal of
this morning is puoblished an editorial ar-
ticle upon (Ee Villiviceneio ticket, which is
plentiful sud ab t with mistal
Who iz the anthor or writer of the above
said editoral article iour correspondent
does at present ignore, but doubts not he is
one, who, hasty to form an opinion, will yet,
however, make bis assent to the correction
of some errors and mistakes which”—

“Bab!" cried the General.

iah .

the Geceral;

De. Mossy | d up, blash i

“Bab'" oried the General, still more for-
cibly  “Betise!”

“{iow?" ssked the gentle son.

* 'Tis all nousent!” cried the G 1,

painfall .ndnbmuzw.....
wl'i.v io{ly did not :t;r:sd. o

'here came a ra glass door differ.
entfromduhon:nhnhd n
lurl:l:. !a‘ul goa.:lg. c.llnl‘l:d,. m.. ,?ul

and

felt in all his veins that it came from thy
young Madame. Yes, there was her glor.
ous outline thrown sidewise on the glagy,
He bastened and threw open the dosr,
bending low at the same instant, and ey
tendinyg his hand.

She extended bers also, but not to taks
his. With a calm dexterity that took the
General's breath, she reached between him
and the door, and closed it.

“What have you!” anxiously asked the
General—for her face, ia spite of of i
amile, was severe. ; i

*‘Genersl,” she begap. ignoring his fp.
quiry—and, with all her Creole bows, smileg
and iosinuating phrases, the severity of hap
countensnce but partially waned—"I came
to see my physician—your son. Ah!
eral, when I tod Eou reconciled to your sog
it makes we think I am in heaven. Yoy
will let me say s0o? You will not be offsng.
ed with the old piaymate of your son !

She gave him no time to auswer.

“He 1 out, I think, is henot? Butlam
glad ot it. It gives us occasion to rejoice
together over his many merits. For yon
know, General, in all the yeats of your
estrangement Mossy bad no friend like my-
self. I am proud to tell yon so now; isit

t ?
noTh.:Genaul was 80 taken aback thltl,
when Le had thasked her in a hani

way, be could say nothing else. She d
to fali for a little while into & sad medits.
tion that embarrassed the General beyond
measure. But as he optned his mouth to
speak, she resumed:

“Nobody knew him so well as I: though
I, poor me, I could not sltogetber under-
stand bim; for look you. General, he was—
lv:::t_do you think !—a great man' nothing

“How " asked the General, not knowing
what else to respond.

“You pever dreamed of chat, eh?” con-
tinoed the lady. “Bat, of course not; no-
body did but me. Some of these Awer-
icans, I suppoee, knew it; but who would
ever ask them?! Here in Royal street, in
New Orleans, where we people know noth-
ing and care nothing but for meat, drink,
and pleasture, he was only Dr. Mossy, who
gave pills. My faith! General, no wonder
you were disappointed in your son, for you
thought the same. Ah! yes, you did! But
why did you not ask me, his old ‘rl.ymul
I knew better. I could have told yon how
your little son atood head and shoulders
sbove the crowd. I could have told yon
some things too wonderful to beliove. |
could have told you that his name was
known and h d in the aci fie sohool.
of Paris, of London, of Germany! Yes' I
could have shown yon"—ahe warmod as she
proceeded—*I could have shown you let
ters (I begged them of him), written as
between brother and brother, from the fore-
most men of science und ggncovery!”

_Bhe atood up, her eyes fiashing with ex-
citement.

“But why did you never tell me?” cried
the General.

“He never wonld allow me—bunt you—
why did you not ask me? [ will tell you;
you were too prond to mention your son.
Bat he had pride to match yours—ha!—
achiesing all—ev hing—with an assumed
nams ! ‘Let we tell your father,’ I implored
him: but—‘let him find me oaut,’ be said,
and you never found him out. Ah! there
he was fine. He would not, he aaid, though
only for your sake, re.enter your atfections
as anything more or less than just—your
son. Ha!”

And so she went on. Twenty times the
old G 1 was ished anew, twenty

batsting into English. “Hall you 'ave to
say ia: * ‘Sieur Editeurs! I want you a'all
give de mem of de indignan’ sconandrel who
meck some lies on you' paper about mon
pere et ses amis!" "

“Ab-h!” said Dr. Mossy.in a tone of
derision and anger.

His father gazed at him in mute astonish
ment. Hae atood beside his disorderly little
desk, his small form drawn up, a hand
thruat into his breast, and that look of in-
vincibility im his eyes such aa blge eyes
sometimes surprise ua with.

*You want me to fight,” be said.

“My taith!” gasped the General, loosen-

Ab ']

ing in all his joints I believe—yon may
cul me in pieces if I do not believe you
were going to reason it out in the news-
papet! Fight? If I want you to fight?
L pon wy soul, I behieve you do not waat to

| fight

CuN0" aaid Mosay.

“My God!" whispered the General. His
heart seemed to break.

“Yes" suid the steadily gazing doctor,
his lips trembling as he opened.them. *Yes,
your God. |} am afraid’ —

“Afraid " gasped the General. &

“Yea” rang out the doctor. “afraid:
afraid! God forbid that I shouid not be
atraid. Bat1 will tell you what I do not
lear:_—l call your affairs of bhonor~—mur-

er!

“My eon ! oried the father,

“1 vetract,” eried the son: “‘consider it
unsaid. [ will never reproacn my father.”

“It is well,” enid the father.” “I waa
wrong. Itis my quarrel. I go to séttle it

mysalf.,

r. Moas{l moved quickly” hatween hin

father and the door. General Villiviceneio
atood before him utterly bowed down.
“What will you?!" sadly demanded the*
old wan.
“Papa,” said the son, with mnch tender-
ness, “1 can not permit you. Fifteen years
we were strangers, and yesterday were
friends. You must not feave me so. 1 will
@ven settle this quarrel for you. You must
let me. I am pledged to your service.”

The peace-loving little doctor did mnot
mean “to settle,” but “to adjust.” He felt
in an instant that ke was misunderstood; yet,
as quiel people are apt to do, though not
®ishing to deceive, he let the misinterpre-
tation stand. In his embarrassment he did
no!l! certainly know what he should do him-
eell,

The father’s faca—he thought of but one
way to seitle n quarrel—began instantly to
brighten. “I would wyself do it,” he said
apologeticaily, “bat wmy friends forbid it.”,

“And 80 do 1, said the doctor, “but 1
will zo mywelf now, wnd will not return
until sl is finished. Give me the paper.”

“My #on, I do not wish to compel yon.”
There waa something acid in the tor's
smlf: as llz‘v answered:

“No. but give me the 3 A
B F's paper, if yon
The General handed it.

“Paps,” said the somgeyon must wait
here for my retarn.”
“But [ bave an appointment at Maspero's
“I will call aud
Faid Theson.
“Well,” consented the almost ha
fatber, “'go mwy son: I will atay. Bu’:pivf
wome of your siok shali gall **

USIt gniet,” said the spon. “They will
think noone is here.” And the General
noticed that the dust lay so thick on the
panes that & person onlsid’; would have to
put Lis facs close to the glasa to see within.
In the course of half an hour the Dactor
had reached the newspaper office, thrice
addresed himself 1o the Wrong person, final-
Iy found the courteous editor, aud easily
vonvinced him that his father had been im.
osed upoo; but wken Dy, Mossy went
arther. and asked which one of the talent-
ed editorial ataff had written the article:
“You ses, Doctor,” snid the editor—*jusg
ate h:nw my private (;ﬂil:a a4 moment,”

ey went in together. The next min
saw Dr. Mossy departing hurﬂ@dl;ufr:::
:g?nplﬁ;". while the zl(liimr complacently re-

ed his pen, assur
s It that he would not
General Villivieencio sat and waite
among the serpents aud innocents, .iflz
Spirite began to droop again. Revolving
Mosay’s words, he could not ®8cape the
fear that possibly, after all, his aon
might compromise the Villivicencio honor
in the interests of peace.  Not that he
Krah-rred to put his son's life in isopardy;

® would not object to an adjustment,
rovided the enewy should beg for it
at if not, whom would his aon  melect
to perform those friendly offices indis-
ll:i?a:b{: “l_n pollze' quarrels !  Some halt
. half womuan ? m;
v?rr:x.' He sutfered. SONA ipestasiod beok
+he monotony of his passi

relisved by one or two c&leu ’:h:.ﬂd‘l'l::
sagacity (or bad manners) to peer through
3}3 dlﬂ“}lll and then open the door, to

make excuse for you,”

y m_ his chair, he an-
swered, with g to smile, that the
waa out. nor could he M:h?og:“::

might be absent. Still .Ux tims dragged

times was angry or alarmed enongh to cry
out, but twenty times she would not be in-
terrupted. Once he nt!emgtcd a laugh,
bat in her hand commanded silence.

‘“Behold, monsieur, all these dusty speci-
mens, these revolting fragments. m
have you blushedy to know that ounr idle
psople laugh in"their sleevea at these
thinga! How have you blushed—and yon
bis father! But why did you not ask
me?! [ coold have told yoa: ‘Sir, your
80n is not an apothecary, not one of f
ugly things but has helped him on in ths
glorious path of discovery; discovery,
General—your sm—known in Earope aa
a scientitic discoverer! ‘Ab-h!' the blind
Q_mpls 8uy, ‘how is that, thit General

illivicencio should be dissatistied with
his son! He in a man and & good doe-
tor, only a little careless, that's all.” But
yow wera more blind still, for you shut your
wyes tight ITke this; when, had you searched
for his virtaes as you did for his fauits, you,
too, might have known bhefore it was too
late, what bobility, what beauty. whas
strength. were in the character of your poor,
poor son!”

“Just Heaven! Madame, you shall not
#peak of my son as of one dead and buried!
But. if ybu have some bad news.”

h.’.'? our son took your quarrel on his hands,
e

I believe so—I think —"

“Waell; T saw him an hour ago in search
of your sianderer!™

“He must find him!" said the General,
plucking up.

*‘But if the search is already over," slowly
responded Madame.

The father looked ove instaat in ner face,
then rose with an exclamation:

*“Where 18 my son? What has bappened?
Do you think I am a child, to be trifled
with—a horse to be teased’ Tell me of my
son!

l:dnme was stricken with genuine an-
guish.

“Take your chair,” she begged; “wait:
listen: take your chair.”

. ‘;il\'ﬁver!" cried the G?:neul;
o find my soa—m; ! mada
locked '.hlyl door! ;)

What are you that yon
a{::u‘ld treat me so! Give {ne. this y;;.
stan 4

“Ob! monsieur, 1 beseech you to take
¥our chair and I well tell you all. You ean
o nothing now. Liaten! suppose you should
rush out and find that your son had played
the coward at last! 8it down and .

“Ab! madame, this is play!” cried the dia:
tracted man.

*But no; it is not play. 8it down; T want
to ask you something."

nﬂeﬁa;nk ddo;n nnflh she stood over him,
anguish aud triamph strangel ingled i
her beautiful fm.P ST SR

“‘Grneral, tell me true; did not vou force
this quarrel into your son's hand! J know
he would not choose to have it. Did you

“I am going
me, you have

not do it to test his courage, because all *

these fifteen gcm you have made yourself
a tool with the fear that he became a stu-
dent only to escape being a soldier! Did

’nlI; not?

er eyes look i

thmugh.y 8 looked him through and
“Aad if I did?” demanded he with faint

de ;nu. 438 Reh
“Yes! and if he has mad

and proved his eonr-zo-;ﬂ n.koda dm:ht!.“l s
*“Well then,"—the venerul straigbrened

up trinmphantly—*then he i 4
He beat the dusk. S o

“And heir to your wealth, for examplel™ |

“Certainly.”
.’l"he lady bowed 1n solemn toockery,

1% will make him a magnificent faneral”*
'ﬂ;l:u: rl:l;l;,e”r bo;_maett n.?’ and stood specels
loan, og from head to f adi
Iookfd straight in‘his eye, i
ti;;: our son has met the writer of that ar

Where!” the old man’s Yips ¢ried to ask.
w-;‘idd"'“-‘" umexpectedly, in g Dasssge
“My God! and the villain--*

‘l'l[.xvea!l;' ::lried ll:-d-mo.

© rushed to the d
W oy vor, forgetting that it

“Give me that key!™ he cried, wrenchod
at the kuob, turned away bewildered.
turned again Yoward it, and again away:
and at every step and turn he cried, **0) %
my sor, wy eon! I have killed my sou’
OL? Mossy, my son, wy little boy, Obi mg
gon, my son!”

Madame buried her face in-her hands aid
sobbed sloud. Then the father hushea his
cries and stood for a moment before her.

;;Exve me t?‘el:‘?‘.lfhmr isse, let me go.**

¢ ro8e an T b .

";_Vlnt ia it, Clarhle!”‘::k‘:i hl:.'houd“

“Your son and 1 eArs
trothed.” — "en 2 -

“Oh, my cli‘i.l,d P

S use, being disinh
B e s g disinherited, ha would

LAlaz: would to God I had ktowg it?

Oh! Mosay, my son.

-

.

e pagde 2ol

-3 d B-A B - -T B |

” -

-

o Pl e A B A B A S D B S DO NI T B P S g et el i MRt e e S g R

B B TR B e et B o B S e b Bl b B st ) B R A S Bt B e e A b B B e b R Ao

aits L L e AN E LA A B ™ e D

. mate W

BN B S0P P B s ol ol &



