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:—; - | "“'“'t“.l- She lwnl_ulm, but huughl'il.\', us' Mr. Valencia turned round and faced the 'ing for your life, what is it that your mas-
rds, five lines, (per year). 5 00 ’:;',:::, lf‘::i“:ll(“::‘;:'f “'“t’”" *"“P(;“"’_‘ ) l“'_d Major 3 I'is“ ()‘nllhlt'num'(' stern, his lips | ter rculiy has in that ebony chest 77
nd others, advertising their business | to that l“m.m‘"‘”4“__:':}‘":_‘ ‘a:‘ *:'l'".“ (":‘rrh‘(;ill-:; d'ruv;'n in. Pardon e, Major Gore, but 11 “ My m wster has Jewels in it, ma’am,”
a 320 will be entitled to 4 | his mistake : S 5 CEE, R ISAC SOURTCCeE )Mfu d ,i{;(.eh-! t'n B ZlAk on some other sub- | was the ready and evidently truthful ans-
fined exclusiveiy to their business, with |« ] beg your pardon, sir ; it is as well to 'I“\tl" iy i .p%'nlv.l.. T Bw‘:l,mr"] oW St betongod o
' be correct.  Mrs. Clytton, not Miss Gore ) A.‘p‘»r‘;mx.g' lﬂ-‘-l“ s sgs 5 Mk gih e e They were to _bave been s her
y tising in all cases exclusive of sub- “1 beg .\'Ul.ll”ri.lllil".llll " re )li:-tll}lxc ca ')- ! ;":t snl‘lc l\-Hll M”;‘.r”u"ﬂm 1J(~l!(::|(~_)~‘ “!ld whlld?‘ but l_hc little ludy .dmd teo. 4“ hen
u to the paper. o tain. * I hiad understood \‘nfl were the \(lalx-’ “"‘p{{{?(.}ls) (;““T.j‘l ey l-l.l:;l‘ll-h‘s“(m'~4 :lgll;l‘l‘. [ Msiongin: e pucling . thewa i fhe
PRINTING of every kind i Pliia and Fan. | j0F'S daughter.” B 5 3 M ".V | ‘” ?‘.Wlﬂ'ﬂ‘ ft'ff' ca 5 yljl" llht‘ l~)"”ll‘l 7 | chest I'u: r};ud he l}ml half a mind !u leave
il e with neatn ‘- 5 and i\lrnlrh- Hh;l\i w. \‘nuchsuﬁng no v!lllu'rllinn Mes. Cl .(.‘ < s d-t“u“. ”."b ”m-) S J,"g - B them lwhmd' so little d"(:ﬂ he care for them.
i e B s nd- | - : b , rs. Clyt-| know, 1 suppuse ; 1 dou't. Perhaps they | Only there were no rclatives to leave them
| s, Cards, Pamphlets, &e., of every va- | ton  turned away, _ahuwmg her flowing | take me for a Spaniard.” { to.”

3! ¢d at the shortest notice. The | black-and-white muslin gown around her! “Nothing less than a Don—whatever |  She heaved a sigh of intense relief. 1
inst been re-fitted with Power | Slight and stately form, and carrying with | that important title may imply — would t av- | heard the sailors whispering the night of
hing in the Printing line can [ Ier the remembrance of a stern face when | el with a chest of jewels such as yours,” in- | the storm, Vincent They said the ship

most artistic manner and at the | ‘I FEPose, vut of a wonderful attractive one | terposed Geraldine Clytton in a tone be- h-mlld not g'u-t along for what was in the
TERMS INVARIABLY CASH. | when a swmile “'}U'““'i‘“'d it—the face of | tween Jest and earnest ; as vhe moved Io}l_'h(‘n'l : llh'\'lﬂpuke of a dead body. Of
e : ‘ - Ne— lTll(lud\ alencia  She was accosted by the tl:q ﬁl:tl.)_”.:‘t l‘l;:.sll:l.}»);.si:;f.ﬁ?‘al']“:t',l;‘::k(ld af- | c(.QIS(.\!Akl,(.‘: it was i“l“?mc“;‘-:i" 1'f .
[~ 3% PPT S i . , il ) . . Mr. Vincent swayed himself to and fr
~ elet lfﬂ (;L UFHBO L = What do you want Simms ¥ 1 The words seemed to surprise Mr. Valen- | a perfect d:liri:m u)l'(lum.l:lhl:r. It was x-:u)n‘::l-
GOING HOME. wmll‘,,:f‘{:', 1\‘:&: L‘;hl,l‘h]ll i:,l;l"h;\,h:i‘;\?jf:ﬂi: ks Wi [ Foa . | moments before he could beg pardon for it,
’ | Wi gt S § 10 told you I travelled with a chest | op speak at all.
js/ i Ahe doas ot His cotings { you \\-.'u‘ld be pleased to ('hnnvsg . of jewels, Mrs. Clytton ” |  “That was my doing, Mrs. Clytton.
ST e T ; _Mrs. Clytton d!-m:wudcd to the cabin, one *“Who told me? Ob, it’s the talk of the [ When we were getting on board at Rio it
5o ot e | with two I.‘..l-llvls init. A young l:uly’ﬂuHu ship. That lurge, b(‘ifutil'ul ebony chest, | somehow came out to the sailors that the
orseemcAib Bl d fatt: as a-h-;._;:unt in form as herself, but \v'llh‘ a | you know, in your cabin.” chest had jewels in it. Knowing what a
& lding their branches i face of little beauty, save what lay m its Had his face turned pale ? or was it only | lightfingered lot Juck is on occasions, I
—old 100f. i fair blue eyes u.nd its sweet expression, [ Mrs. Clytton's fancy, asshe closely watched !tlmu:_;inl it well to put them on another
(he sunbeam merrily minglea | su.md‘ lln-u-: pum:mly waiting. | him. 1t changed ; u}nd .lhc next moment  scent, and confided to them, as a weighty
ld with their sombre woof. * Geraldine, will you be so kind as to | sarcasm was pervading its every live. | secret, that the chest really contained the
' rht:ns«: your berth 7 ) i “Joking apart, though, Mr. Valencia,” | ushes of Mrs. Valencia, which were being
inks as he stands in the doorway, W hich is the most comfortable ? .| she persisted, *“ does the chest contain jew- | brought home for interment. And they
sweet and pure young life “1 think that one ; it seems more airy |els 7" i have believed it all this while.  What soft
1 fondly cherished than this.” L ‘ e It does. Valnable jewels.” fellows sailors are?” ’
larling, trusting wife “ I'll take it, then,” said Mrs. Clytton.— '« And what shall you do with so many?” | Entirely reassured, thoroughly convin-
i her in her givlhood, Aud the younger lady meekly began to put | “Bestow them on my wife when I marry | ced, Mrs. Clytton forgave the man’s famil-
ind praised her beauty rare ; h“l“’“'“ }]1'111.5'9 upon the other. ?uguin,” he rl‘plii.‘dY llmkillg full into her Harity and |uughvd with him, I‘(,rg(.ui“g]wr
silver laughter checred him For a few days there was no great ap- | handsome face. ;(liif:i-ilyA She dismisscd the subject from
W hen 1S soul wastrachal with care }v.l'nucll' to in!inmcy, Mr. Valencia holding ! Had he divined her secret thoughts? For : hier mind fromithat moment. | Vincentien:
e e .-,i:‘x:». ] ll“ g ‘n,.:l-- “l..(‘:“,“:“ “ . he-l(i 0 m[:Ir - n.u.)(:]( E 8 x; l.urn'u l'u ul lrl“-‘tul'Sllnl fipc.x- l.nz,;; | ures of the chest, and th':‘hzstuncd until her :
i o N e o r“,‘l-;‘l-. 3 . \ ‘4.1 ; .\f’ Valencia hi - ;t.)nu._\,‘ : U‘ld,‘ 10w ll}l?“‘f‘ “. you are i pretty mouth watered l\v.u whole hours
, everence on board than Mr. alencia him- | Poor mamma keeps her cabin, ard you sit | that evening was she chatting by the side '
Aud leaving him all alone ; self it was Mr. Valencia’s ebony chest that | here, never looking after her !” {of Mr. Valencia. L3R |
tiiuks of the graceful willow he »kvp! secluded in his q;.l»iu, and before | Auta Gore, meek as ever, and lovelyin| The ship did arrive in port, and safely, in
Thot waves | ove her form ; which a hanllsum(? curtain was gcm_-rul‘y her meckness, was hastening away, when | spite of the prognostics of the sailors ; and |
ders why he hingers, drawn It was of curious value in itself, | Mr. Valencia offered his arm.  She blushed | the passengers parted ut'S\)ullmmptun, only |
d one is now gone. that chest with its elaborate carvings and | as she took it. 'to meet again carly in December, for Mr. |
the adjuncts of silver. ) “Your cousin is curious as to my jew-| Valencia had given a cordial invitation to |
The Gores had left their only son in a
{ " grave il{ Madeira, whither they had gone a | suppose, for a single man to possess so | paternal home in Norfolk —his, now—and |
And el (i | year before, hoping to prolong l”E"Mt‘. So tmany. They were my wife’s. Had my |spend a long Christmas with him.  And |
wuch depended on it. Had he lived l»_ut ! child hived, they would have been hers; but | they arrived early in December, nothing
two months longer he would have come iu- | she likewise died. My wife had a passion | 1oth;, finding a home replete with every con- |
I to =l_1'“".!".hrrt|1m-, :A{n(l could !mvv wdl(:d it | for costly gems.  Many of them were heir- | vemence,every luxury,and a worm welcome |
to his family. He died, and it went from | looms.” from Mr. Valencia, who in his turn had
low murmuar them :n-}l the Major was returning to En- “But do not talk of your wife if it pains ! peen warmly we.comed by old friends
' gland a bitterly disappointed man ; return- | you to do so,” said Auta simply, remember- | around. 1t was an vld-fashioned house,full
‘ ing to poverty and debt, and all sorts of | ing the recently passed scene. “ We can- | of winding passages, in which Mrs. Clytton
weyiew Inight, humiliations, for he had fully counted on | ot always bear to speak of the lost when | and Auta Gore lost themselves pcrp:-luul-
Lold stona, this coming money for years, and had lived | they have been very dear to us.” ly
been with a mess accordingly. ~ Mrs.  Claytton, his ouly “True. But my case is an opposite one. [« It is a perfect home ! cried the Major,
1 ‘,“lmfm,lwm daughter, had been a wife for six months | T did not love my wife, Miss Gore. Her|in a rapture of admiration. “You have |
vhere Lis bride is waiting ; | only, and had been back under her father’s | memory is paintul to me ; I had almost given it everything, Mr. Valencia, that can|
i to that beautiful clime, roof, a widow, these three years.  She was | said hateful.” assure happi;wss and comfort.”
Where love shall outlive ¢'en time. | ive and-twenty now, and had no fortune| “Oh !” exclaimed Auta. “Not quite perfect yet,” dissented Mr
- - | whatever, but plenty of [.»ridf‘. Auta Gore, |  “She gave me cause to hate her,” he con- | Valencia. It wants one thing more, Ma-
Slll\t‘ll‘ﬂ Eﬂlf {an orphan and the Major’s niece, lived with | tinued, in a Iqw tone. “It was not a hap- jor, which I suppose 1 shall have to give it
= . i them ; she possessed abont a hundred a|py marriage from the first ; she was older | --a mistress.”
g e year, ninety of which the Major and Mrs. | than I by some years, and we did not assim-|  “ Shall you add that ?” inquired the Ma-
THE CHEST WITH THE SILVER Gore took, leaving her the rest for clothes | ilate. 1 m.nrri()-d her for money, not for jor, his u)')c resting, po:rhupsqunc'msciuusl\’,
MOUNTINGS, land pocket-money.  Tolerated as a depen- | love, more shame to me ; still I—I--tried | on his daughter. )
= ) | daut more than a relative, poor Auta had | to do my duty by her. There’s a confi-| I hope so. The happiness denied me
> sailing ont of -\l“"',‘”'“v the good | heen tanght the lesson of huwility, and had | dence for you, Miss Gore. But I'm sure 1 ! me in my first wife may be mine in the sec-
Star, a line, trim British vessel, [ learned 1t effectively. don’t know why P've told you ; unless it is {ond.  What do you think, Miss Auta ?”
refor cargo thau for passengers, | Certainly the ship did not appear to be | that you seemed to belong to me since 1| Auta Gore colored so vividly at the un-|
ryieg the latter when she could get {a lucky one.  Contrary weather pursued it [ knew  your name was Auta ; it was my | expected question, that she was glad to|
O tier way home from Brazil she | yfter quitting Madeira, just as it had pre- | child’s ; let the confidence rest between ' escape in very self-consciousness ; and |
wtered a succession of bad wea- | vionsly ; violent head-winds one day, utter | us.” { Mrs. Clytton, full of contemptuous pitv,l
Ulid put into Madeira for repairs | calm the next ; and the voyage promised She blushed again in the prettiest man- | said Auta was growing more absurdly shy
ons. - Scme of the crew quitted | o be unusuaslly prolonged. It seemed to | ner possible, by way of answer, and glanced [every day. e
Wl whispers went about that | Mys, Clytton, who was a remarkable |up an assent from her blue eyes, as Mr.| The days went on for all parties in a sort
afvaid of er. Two passengers | shrewd observer, that some sort of dissat- | Valencia resigned her at the stairs leading {of Elysinm. Major and Mrs. Gore had vev-
we 1u ber from Rio - de J welro, |isfaction reigned amidst the sailors which | to Mrs. Gore’s cabin. er been so luxuriously off in their lives :
van and his servant. - At Madeira | was not allowed to transpire beyond them- And the contrary winds continued, inter- | Geraldine was indulging blissfull visions
board a Major Gore, his wife, | selves.  Meanwhile an intimacy sprang up | spersed with dead calms ; and the sailors | their whole Lasis, gold ; and Auta was in
caut young ladies, and their maid | between the Gores and the Anglo-Spaniard, | looked gloomy as death. How long was | the mazy depths of a first love-dream, whose
nowmourning. The Major's | pather remarkable from his pl:('\‘l'ulm cold- | the voyage to last?  One thing it favored | idol was George Valencia. Her heart had
raitened, and the moderate 1 ness. They were together always ; he | —and that was the close and ripening in-| gone out to him in those days when they
vzes of the sarling vessel, a8 compared | paced the deck with one or other of the timacy betwen the passengers ; and Mrs. | were on the broad sea, when he had taiked
pissage-money of  the regular | young ladies--generally Mrs. Clytton--at Clytton might always be seen by the side {to her in low tones, unexpected by any-
5, biad been the inducement to choose | Lis side, or sitting under the awning in the [ of Mr. Valencia. For hours together they | body, and gazed into the depths of her blue
Sotith S ey had come on board | autumn sun, while he told them tales of { would pace the deck, her arm in his—- |eyes.
it and the usual confusion | Brazillian life.  And Geraldine Clytton had | Whispers went abroad in the ship that he Aund the ebony chest? It was in Mr.Val-
[ begun to think the wealthy Don worth her | surely meant to make her his second wife. | encia’s private rooms m the west wing of
wre, please; that's the state | yotice.  The hidden treasures of that chest, | It might be so.  Mr. Valencia was not the | the house, its contents (as was understood )
s to the Don,” cried a | fijled to its lid with diamonds and jewels, | first man who has succumbed, spite of will, | as yet undisturbed.  Geraldine Clytton's
sort of uniform, whose du- | tloated before her in a dazzling vision by [to the charms of an attractive woman. {desire to see those priceless jewels, so
¢ to show hiscli in all parts ' pight and by day. Simms had craftily e shortly, as she hoped, to be hers,was grow-

I once.  “The Don doesu’t| thrown out delicate questions on the sub- Was it a dream 7 Mrs. Clytton sat up in | ing itresistible, fevering her spirit with its

wybody to go into it” v.i”“l to the servant, Vinceut, and he respon | her berth, the drops ot horror gathered ou | excitement.  Why could he not show them
clder-looking of the two young , ded without reserve. They were almost | her brow. The ship was tossing about in|to her 7 The guestion began to tormeut her

descent he thus interrupted. priceless jewels, he affirmed ; necklaces, [a fearful storm, and she suspected they | more than was good for her equunimity,

> ed hier imperiously handsome  face gs, armlets, all fit for a queen ; one tia- | were in danger.  Not at that was her ter- | and it gave rise to thonghtsnot justifiable.
y. and hier fine dark eyes flashed | ra of diamonds was said to be worth eight | ror awakened, for she was constitutionally But, let us hope that accident alone led

wighty questious, just as plaiuly | thousand pounds. Geraldine Clytton turned | brave, but at the whispered words of two | to the step ske finally took.  On Christmas

At { half faint with delirions hope as she gath- | of the crew who had come down to secure | Eve they were sitting out of door, wheo

i ot Whois the Don?  What do ! cred this, and made up her mind, in the | something or other that had broken from | Mr. Valencia in taking something from his
b ! congciousness of her irresistible charms, to | its fastenings close by her head.  Snatches | pocket, let fall a key, with a small silver
~ b, said the boy, pointing to a | e George Valencia’s second wife.  Nor for | of words, at the best, but tneir import all | chain attachedYo it He did not perceive

1ol the deck. © He is as rich | Limself did she care ; but to be the mis-|distinet aund terrible.  The ebony chest | the loss, and Mrs. Clytton steathily secured

mines of Brazil knocked into one, | tress of such gems she would have well | which had been the subject of so much |it It was one of the mildest days cver

good as master of the ship, for | yign bartered her soul.  The chest was of | covetousness to her, did not contain jewels | known at that season, the sun shining, the
sw. It he had nothing else but| curious shape, beantiful as it was, very [ but the wife of Mr. Valencia ; the wife who | air balmy as in spring,the violets and prim-
bis cabin he'd be richer than be | long and narrow ; and Mrs. Clytton some- | he was stronglv suspected of having mur-| roses raising theiv modest heads.  Nothing
for it's full of gold and dia- | times saw the sailors look askance at it, | dered The remaius had been smuggled | of the unusual beanty saw Geraldine Clyt-
"more in dread than admiration. That some | on board in that chest, out of the way of [ ton ; that key, lying unsuspected in her
[ her hanteur, which was nat- | mystery, and not a pleasant one, was con- | the South American authorities, and he | hand, was obscuring her vision physically
razed in curiosity.  Lean- | peeted with it in their minds was  evident, | himself set afloat the false report that it {and meutally. Instinct had told ber it was
ver the side of the ship was a | and she wondered greatly.  Did they fear held jewels. There had lain the cause of l the key of the chest, and she had resolved
, with a pale fine fuce, aud | temptation?  Not so she, “T would give | all the ill the ship had encountered ; it had | to take a sly peep for herself, like Blue-

k eyes.  She remembered tolall I am worth to lift the lid !” she passion- | led to the desertion of most of the crew at | beard’s wife,
i there when they came on | ately murmured, gazing in at it one day | Madeira ; and these two sailors lamented | She had to wait for the opportunity, and
[ she had poticed  that he uever | from the cabin door, as it stood revealed |in rather strong language that they had | some delay there must necessarily be ; yet
s cyes towards them, but re-| behind  the undrawn curtain. “ And 1'd | not deserted too ; and they spoke mutin- | her mind was in that feverishly excited
terly indifferent to the new com- | not go anigh it to be made skipper to-mor- | ously of the captain for not hauling the | state that brooks it not. At the dinner ta-
: otion they were causing | row,” shuddered a passing sailor, in whose | chest overboard, instead of keeping it there | ble that evening an excuse was made for
cur only eabin passenger,” con- | hearing she had unwittingly spoken. to curse the ship and put their lives indan- | Mrs. Clytton ; she was “lying on her bed
peaker, “until you come cu!  “ Have you been long in the Brazils ?” | ger. Geraldine Clytton’s hair stood on end l with a violent headache, and inust on no
We brought him from Rio. He's [ asked Major Gore oue day, as they were | as she listened, aud her face turned cold faccount be disturbed.”  Haif an bour of
no »o's his servant Vineent ; a | all, except Mis. Gore, who suffered from | and damp with faintness. | impatient waiting yet, that they might be

s wlways larking.  The Don can | sea-sickness, sitting on deck, Mr. Valencia The storm subsided. Not 80 the tu-|fairly settled into the dinier, and then she

ough, with half o turn of his | leaning over the side in his customary man- | mult in the brain of Mrs. Clytton. Over: stole away on her expedition.  She hated

s You mast get a sight of | ner, while he watched the waves. { and over agaiu she asked herself, did she | to lose her dinner : but what was dinner, |
such a big one ! It is of carved “Ten years.” { really hear such words, or were they the | even though taken by the side of George |

v th silver mountings.” “Ten years of exile ! A short while, | fancies of a troubled dream ? In the broad | Valencia, compared to the gratification o

s he called the Don ? though, to make a fortune in ; which you light of day, in the reassuring bustle of so- } that irrepressible longing—the sight of those

use he's mo vich, 1 suppose. He ! have done, 1 believe 27 cial life, she laughed at the utter absurdity | glorious gems.

ite and child out there, they say, | “ A larger fortune than I shall know how | of the strange tale ; nevertheless. down| The movulight was streaming in at the

comi wme for good.  She was | to spend,” said Mr. Valencia. “ We were | deep in her heart lay a doubt--true or un- ' corridor windows as she made her way to

X v Portugese, and there was some- | originally Spaniards ourselves, and have | true? Aund she saw the sailors exchange | the opposite wing of the house, shielding
i abont her, 1 tancy.  The sailors, | connections still in Brazil, so that 1 went | discontented whispers one with the other, | with her hand the candle she had brought.

¢ whisper about it, but they won't| ont under good auspices. The lady I mar- | and heard them say, as they glanced around | Her heart was beating, her veins were
ried was also very rich.” with ominous faces, that they should never | throbbing : not at the dishonor of the act

pray who are you 7" demanded the “She must have died young. You can- | see land again. { she was about to commit ; not at the dread
iny , resenting the familiar mauner. | not be more than forty.” “1 cannot stand this suspense,” she mur- | of detection, but with the morbid eager- |
0 a middy. That's what they “ Lam thirty-six; I dare say I look forty.” | mured on the evening of the second day. |ness for the sight she had so long and ar-
s, atleast ; and a precious sham it is, Geraldine Clytton’s lips parted as she “Yet how end it? It i8 not a thing I dently coveted. Of detection there was
vwe don't know it before we sail. The | waited for more.  She had beeome anxious | can speak about. The ship would conciude | little fear at that hour.  Mr. Valencia was
I to know somewhat of his first wife. Mujor | that the fright of the storm had turned me | heading his own table, and Vincent was |
i temporary surprise of his listener, | Gore continued : mad —" | safe behind his master’s chair.  Opening
Young gentleman suddenly vanished. “ What did your wife die of, Mr. Valen-| ‘A regular gale, ma’am, that last, was|the green baize door that shut in the wing,
vzaound, she saw the “skipper” ad- | cia.” it not? But we shall go along well, I hope | and closing it softly after her, she turned

2 wlong with the gentleman passen-|  Mr. Valencia extended his arm. “See !| now. The weather seems to have cleared.” | into the second room on the left.  There it

¢ captain stopped asghe came up, | Is that a petrel 7 Weshall have bad weath- “Vincent, tell me !” ghe cried out, lay-|was! the long, beautiful ebony cheat; it

Ay thinking it was his duty to intro- | er again” ing her hand upon the man’s arm in her fe-| stood agaiust the wall, opposite the fargre
"_’f o to cach other. ‘ Mijor Gore took his glass.  “1 think it’s | verish impulse—for the interruption had | wiu.dnw, in the muuub.cams, which ghittered
\i'v” . Valencia ; Miss Gore.” lonly u sea-gull.  Your wife, Mr. Valencia— | come fiom him, as he was passing her. iun its mourtings of silver. There was no

>
~
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aleucia raised his straw hat and | has she been dead long ?”

tection and shame, was not impossible,
though unlikely ; and she hastily put the |
key into the luck. Even as she did so a |
tremor shot through her whole frame ; for, |
in that moment, she knew no* how or why, |
the whispers of the two sailors, that mem-

orable, stormy night on boa:d the South |
Star, flashed into her mind.  What if the |
chest should contain, not jewels, but—— 7
As she turned the key the lid shot back
with a spring, startling her well nigh to
death.  Surely 8o large a lid had never so
I shot back before | But Geraldine Clytton
was not one to yield needlessly to supersti-
tion, and she took a good look in at the
chest. It was about three parts filled, and
evidently had been unpacked, perhaps set
in order, siuce its arrival at its present rest-
ing place  Numbers of small parcels, cov-
| ered respectively with paper, with cotton
| wool, cardboard boxes, as the case might
| be, completely lined the chest zll round, to
the width of some inches ; they were, no
doubt the jewels ; but Mrs. Clytton’s atten-
tion was caught by what was lying in their
midst. Nearly all down the middle of the
chest was laid a snow-white damask cloth,
lightly covering what might be underneath.
Parures of diamonds no doubt ; and she
picked off this cloth with so impatient a
jerk that the current of air whiffed against
the candle, and put it ont  But not before
she had caugnt a glimpse of what looked
like a human face lying there, with wide-
open, flashing, black eyes. At first, she
could see nothing, the moonlight being so
faint as countrasted with the recent light of
the candle, and a superstitious terror as-

sailed her, and turned her heart to sick-
NEss.

“ What a fool T am !” she ejaculated, in a
tew minates, “I um thinking of what the
sailors said. Those two things that luoked
like eyes must be gleaming jewels.  And
the candle out !—and I not to have the
sense to bring matches with me !”

She put out her hand ; she meant to pull
them forth, those gleaming jewels, and

els, Miss Gore. It does seem strange, I [ the Major and his family to meet him in his | look at them ; but her fingers came in con- | has obligingly caused me to forestall the

tact with—what? A face. A dead face, :
beyond a doubt, for it was cold and stiff— !
A cry of awful terror broke from her, echo- |
ing in the silence of the dead room ; and |
Geraldine Clytton flew away, she knew not |
how or where.  Instinet took her towards
her own chamber, and near it she ran!
against Simms, the maid

“Ma’am ! whatever is the matter

Seizing the astonished servant by the |
arm, she pulled her into the chamber, and

” |

closed the door. She clung to her as though E
she would never let her go again.  She !
crouched down in the warmth and light ()f!
fire, her teeth chattering, and her Lreath
coming in gasps.

“Buat what is it ?” reiterated Simms,more |
and more amazed : “has anything frighten-
ed you, ma’am 77 {

“ I—thought-—I—saw something in the |
corridor,” came the evasive answer, “‘Per- |
haps an owl had got in, Simms.” ]

She caused .aerself to be dressed ; she |
was alive to the importance of diverting é
all suspicion from herself, when Mr. Valen- |
cia should come to discover the raid on the |
chest : and she descended to the drawing |
room. Mrs. Gore, its only imnate, was !}
asleep by the fire ; the Muajor was sure to |
be in the dinning-room, for he liked to sit !
long and enjoy a private cigar ; but where §
were Auta and Mr. Valencia? A soft, sil- |
very, happy, langh seemed to answer from
the conservatory, and Geraldine Clytton
turned to it ; the mirrors, as she passed
them, reflecting her own scared face, into
which the warm blood had not come.

Auta was indeed there, with Mr. Valen-
cia. But how? Her hands were clasped |
in his ; his face was all close to her bent §
and blushing one. For one blissful moment |
Geraldine Clytton truly thought she saw |
some deceptive vision that had no place in |
reality—that could have none.  The next, |
she had awakened to the truth, and stood
there spell bound.  She had never dreamed
of this. Auta his Jove! when she had
surely thought—But whispered words were
stealing distinetly on her ear : words that §
well-nigh drove her mad, aund turned the |
current of every pulse she possessed in!u‘
one living anger i

“ My heart went out to youfrom the first, |

i
H
2
{

Auta ; and I think you could not have mi
voderstood e, Geraldine?  Nonsense
She sought me ;I did not seek her. I nev-
er had a thonght of love but for you. My i
darling ! My darling !” i
Auta Gore started from his arm with a !
cry. That angry woman, with inflamed face |
and hanghty mien, was bearing down upon
them like one possessed of an evil spirit.——
Auta never distinetly remembered what §

tollowed. There were raised voices, recrim-
inating words and some strange charge
that lifted ter very hair from her head. Ma-
jor Gore stood holding his daughter back ;
and Mrs. Gore, only half awake, was star-
ing with her cap hanging to one ear by a
single string. Mr. Valencia alone remaiuned
The first consecutive wordg

{
;

calm and cool.
came from him.
“1 do not understand it any more than
you do, Major. I do know that thisis
the happiest hour of my hfe, for your niece

s

har promised to become my wife ; but what

“Tell me truly, as though you were speak-!time to go to work deliberately ; for inter-

lit is Mrs.Clytton would accuse me of I real-
"1y don’t know.”

| “She can never be your wife,” retorted
i Mrs. Clytton.  “ You marry again ! Would

i vou wake a second wife, to murder her as
. 9% -

y

vou did your first
Mr. Valencia’s sleepy eyes for once were
opened as wide as his antagonist's.
“ Marder my first wife !”

! joined. “Thank you. I was not aware that
{ had done anything of the sort.”

“ You know you did,” came the panting
suswer. ““ You know that you have got
her concealed in that ebony chest; that

“you had her in it on board while falsely

| pretending it was filled with jewels. The
sailors knew what was in the chest, and
nearly broke out in a mutiny ; they said it

i hrnu;}ht a curse on the ship. I accuse you,

(ieorge Valencia, though you have escaped

accusation from others. 1 have seen the

chest and its horrible burden; 1 have
| touched it—the cold dead face of her you
keep concealed there.”

' The bewilderment in Mr Valencia’s coun-
tenance gave place to a sudden smile of
licht, as if the puzzle had cleared itself.—
“We will go and see this dead face, if you
please, Major, all of us.  Mrs. Clytton, I
must particularly request your company. —
it will not alarm you, believe me, Mrs. Gore.
Auta, my dearest, do not tremble so ; 1 will

! tuke care of you.”

ruption, involving the awful agony of dc-’

i ker !

3 “ Well, now, I do say,
| rusha, “ 1 don’t slander my neighbors;
Did youever |

he quietly re-!

It lay in the ebony chest, exposed at
once to their view—calm, peaceful, infinite-
ly pretty.  Not the dead face of a once liv-
ing women, but the waxwork model of a
lovely child, its dark eyes wide open, and a
rose-leaf color on its smooth cheeks.

“When my child died, my little Auta,—
who was more precious to me than any-
thing I have yet possessed on earth-—1 was
fond and foolish enough to have a wax mod-
el taken of her,” said Mr.Valencia, in a low |

tone.  “I brought it home in my treasure
chest.  As you may perceive, I have not|

yet disturbed it.  Mrs. Clytton ; she died
peacefully in her bed, surrounded by ser-
vants and friends, and she lies buried in
Brazil. May I be allowed to inquire, mad-
dam, what can have givenrise in your mind
to so extraordinary a delusion ?”

Ab, they were soon to know. The culprit
was Vincent. The explanation he had giv- |
en to Mrs. Clytton,on board the South Star,
was the simple truth, though not quite all!
the teuth.  In his propensity for joking— |
and perhaps really wishing to guard the |
chest from sacrilege—he had whispered the |
foohsh inventiou(of the body, not the ashes, |
and hinting at foul play) to the sailors, as |
the ghip sailed out of port at Rio Janeiro ;
hence the disaffection aud fear that arose |
among them--Mr. Vincent himself being |
perfectly aware of the state of things, but
1'l|.in’\‘iu;; the J'ukv too grl'uﬂy to contradict
it. Geraldine Clytton listened to the man’s
shamefaced explanation to his master, and
rather wished the boarded tloor would give
way and let her in.

And those were jewels, the parcels lining
the chest ! And as Mr. Valencia took thew
out, parure after parure, and tried their!
glittering beauty upon the shrinking, timid,
happy girl, so soon to be his wite, she—
that other one—had to stand and bear it

“ But what shall yon do with them all,
Mr. Valencia 7”7 asked Mrs. Gore. I never
AW 80 many precious stones in my life !”

“ They are Auta’s trom this hour,” Le re-
plied. “I did not intend
her until our wedding day.

to give them tui
Mrs. Clytton |

gift. Some of them must be reset.”

“1 don’t believe they are so very valu-
able, after all,” burst forth Mrs. Clytton her
agitated voice vascillating between a tear
and a ®ob ; and--no, mamma, there’s no
necessity for you to say it ! it’s not a case |
of sour grapes.”

“Of course not,” said Mr. Valencia, the
faintest shade of a smile at the corners of
his sleepy eyelids.  “Bat the next time
you accuse a man of murder, Mrs. Clytton,
I’d make sure beforehand, if I were you,
that it did not end iz wax work.”

g
“SOME FOLK'S FAILINGS."

“ Mercy knows,” said Aunt Jerusha, as
she settied herself in her small rocking
chair, and wiped her steel bowed specs on
tier apron before placing them astride her
nose, “ mercy knows 1 never slander my
neighbors  I've enough to do to take care
of my own affuirs. Now there is Dorothy
Aun, always knows just what every one |
has on at charch ! The idea of looking at
prople’s dress in church 7 But that is some
folk’s failings. We all have our failings, |
s'pose,” and a sigh finished the sentence.

Whether thia harangue was addressed
to the world in general, or was for the es-
pecial benetit of a tall young lady seated at

a table near by, inserting o sharp pair of
shears intw a piece of cloth, we do not

know. The young lady made no reply, but
a4 mischievous smile thtted over her face,
aud a silence followed, unbroken by
tiee vengeful snap of the shears as they !
clesed over the cloth, and the foud tick of
the clock in the Suddenly Anut
Jeresha peered out of the window.

“ ook, Minerva Jane--ain’t them
Carpenter girls going by "

“Yes.” was the laconic answer

“Do see how they are dressed ! The;
came salling into charch duriug prayer
time last Sunday, lo like
I watched them down the aisle clear to their
seats. They wore green silke, velvet cloaks,
and their bonnets looked like flower

save

cornes

the

1
Kilg peacochs.

gar-

dens. I notic:d their furs in particular,
they were new and fashionable.  Mach
caase they have to be prond ! 1 should

think a glance at home would lower their
feathers some.  But there comes Mrs. Ba- |
Oh dear ! She is & regular gossip,
and we shall have to listen to
yarne all the afternoon. Whata bore shie i1 |

A vigerous knock at the door was follow-
ed by the eutrance of the lady in question. |
Aunt Jecusha rose with a beaming  face to |
greet her

“ My dear Mrs. Baker, how do you do?
I was just thinking about you.  Lay aside
cour things and spend the afternoon. Min-

wr long

{erva Jane, bring ont the rocking-chair for

Mrs. Baker.”
The two ladies were seated witl:
their sewing, and Aunt Jerasha asked :

“ Have you seen Mrs. Nase re
wonder if her husband is as bad as cver?
I declare, that woman has a time of 1t 1
s’pose you kuow he stole the pork from Mr.
Brien's cellar a few weeks ago 77

“Yes I heard of it.”

“Have yon scen Mrs. Slocum riding with
the young doctor 77
“To be sure ; some folks say he's her

i consin, but 1 dow’t believe it.”
y

soon

but
that's pretiy doings anyhow.
hear what a wild girl she was before she
was marricd ¥ My sister’s husband’s cous-
in used to know her before, and she said
she was perfectly independent ; dido't care
what folks said aboat her.
; you have heard of Mr. Este’s failure ?
my part I don't wonder at it, his wife was
s0 extravagant ; you've no idea how much
wasto there was in that house; I don’t
slander my neighbors, but I do say I'm not
surprised that her husband has failed.
They say he drinks ; 1 should think Mre.

Smith would feel dreadful bad to have Su-

i

{ I wouldn’t have him courting Minerva Jane

ter than she should be ; I don’t slander my
neighbors, but I must say I should not

Why, Mrs. Baker, you aint putting up
your work ; do stay till after tea. Well, it'
you can’t, good-bye ; come again soon,”
continued Aunt Jerusha.

“There ! if I aint relieved. Did you
neighbors ?  The idea of slandering every-
body as she does ; to be sure, 1 have to
talk with her when she’s here ; but mercy
knows 1 don’t slander my neighbors !”

{of a drunken debauch came over her.

| men,
{ing yet I think, a model of personal purity,

| some venom either against

ted without it !

ently 7 I|

replied Aunt Je- |

But 1 suppose |
For |

gan marry him ; they're engaged, I'm told. |

for anything ; but then Susan aint any bet-|

want a daughter of mine doing as she does. |

ever hear a woman go on 80 about her |

THE ONE SPOT-

One single spoton the fair face of a sheet
of the best letter-paper will cause its rejec-
tion when the manufacturer assorts it for
ale. In obtaining recruits for the army, a
single blemish in the eye, a little defect in
hearing, the loss of a finger or toe, the
slightest limp or haltin the gait, is the one
tatal spot which canses rejection, however
perfect the health in other respects. A
faultless specimen of m.my vigor offers
himself for examination, tor the purpose of
obtaining ao insurance on his life, but at
the very first trial ot the pulse under the
surgeon’s finger, the certificate is perempt-
orily dened, because there is a fatal heart
disease lurking under that fair exterior.—
Here is a man who for a life-time has had
uniform good health ; never dreamed but
that he was perfectly well, but noticed for
the first time, an hour before, a little white
punple about the mouth, surrounded with
several red ones giving a dull hurting,
cuasing, however, not the slightest appre-
hension ; but mecting the family physician
accidentally on the sireet, he inquires very
carelessly : “Whatis it?” On a close in-
spection, the experienced practicioneer de-
tects the existence of a “malignant turber-
cle,” which he knows will rapidly spread

] , ¥ 'y " .
| with a discoloration, and end in death with-

in twenty-four hours ! as in the case of

Miss M. A. B- last week 3 of Mr. Hen-
ficld, six months ago ; and of Mr. Casey,
awhile before that, all of Brooklyn.

These are spots physical and fatal, all !
There are moral spots just as fatal to char
acter, health, and life itself. I koow a
voung wite, first at Rockaway, who could
boast ol family, fortune, education, health,
and great personal beauty ; fascinating in
her intercourse with society, and of a be-

| nevolence so hearty and so tree, that it was

impossible for her neighbore not to love her
with their whole hearts. But there was
one spot, only one ; that not known, even
to hier husband ; she would take opium,and
died of its over-use at 28. I have been de-
lighted by the honr in listening to the reci-
tations and- readiLg the manuscript poetry

lof Mrs. L ——, of Kentucky. Neither beau-

tful nor ugly, but the spoiled and edaca-
ted child of a rich father. She had a ge-
nius and a power which won all hearts,

purely. One morning I learned she was
dying, although in perfect health the day

before. At intervals of a year, the demon
It

killed her husband, one of nature’s noble-
The one spot ! T knew a wife, liv-

of domestic industry, system, order aud
thoroughuess. A slave to the care of her
family of healthful beantiful childrven. there
was uo sacrifice, no selt-denial which she

| was not ever ready to make or practice for

their comfort.  Her husband, as the world
woes, was all that could be desired as to

]
,Hu]lh’lr_\', rRystem, temperance, rvguhu'll_v,
and order,

It onght to have been a su-
premely happy family. It was wretched.
Tie one spot was her insufferable ill na-
ture. It would be untrue to say she seldom
came 1o the table without some expression
of dissatistfaction. In tweuty-six success-

live weeks, during which I daily sat at the

same table, she never failed once to emit
the children,
the servants, the food, or the weather, or
something else. The whole house was
kept in a turmoil ; no sinzle day ever pass-
Her only son was driven
to an engine-house, did not sleep at home
“once in two years ;” thence to the gutter;
her daughters married for a home, and she
went to an asylum in ber old age. There
are many young men with whom you can-
uot help being pleased, frank, courteous,
magnauimous, sud kiud ; they always meet
you with a smile and a welcome, and you
knew it is cordial and sincere. On inqui-
ry, they ““drink.” The one spot ! It blasts
all things else. The danghter ia beautiful,
amiable, and courteous : in all she says or
does there is nothing to hang an adverse
criticism upon. The moment she puasses
from her father's door, dressed in faultless
taste, go to her room, and every article it

contains has impressed vpon it the one
spot of an ill(‘nl'l'igﬂllt'slu\'vlv.
Let the reader this moment inquire,

What spot have 1?7 and begin on the in
stant to wash it out at any and every sac-
rifice, for they only who are admitted to the
mansions of the blessed are those “mnot
having spot or wrinkle, or any such thing "

— Hall's Journal of Health

FUN, FACTS AND FACETIE.

A Ricayoxp paper says matrimony is as
valent as measles and whooping cough, and
ws to be twice as contagious.

A Micnican soldier, arrested for stealing
# goose, said he found the bird hissing at tie Awm-
erican flag and arrested him for treason.”

A BURGLAR was once frightened out of his
scheme of robbery by the sweet simplicity of a sol-
itary spinster, who, putting her night-capped head

ont of the window, exclaimed: *Go away! ain't

| vou ashamed ?”

Mgs. Gruypy is opposed to gambling. She
calls for a Red Sea, like that of old, to destroy
Faro and all his hosts.

Tre sugar wedding, thirty days after
marriage, is the newest thing out.

Oxe oF THE Maxias oF Bagin.—Wihen
does a baker's wife become one of the fixtures of

| his shop 7—When she is a little-lovin’ (a little ov-

en.)

A Barper in England durine the preval-
ence of the cholera, expressed the opinion toa
| customer on which he was operating, thut after all
cholera was in the hair.  *Theu, yon onght to be
very careful what brushes you use.”  +*Oh, sir,"”
l’l'}:hul the barber laughing, I didn't mean the
‘air of the 'ead, but the hair of the hutmosphere.”

“ Wy, Bill,what is the matter with you ?
| You look down in the mouth.” <Well, Pete, I
| guess it you had been through what Thave you'd
logk 80 t00.”  What's the matter?’  “You know
Sarah Snivels, don't you, Pete?” *Yes,” Well,
1 discarded her last night.” *“You dad! What ?”
“Well, I tell you. She said she wouldn't marry
me, and I'd discard any gal that would treat me in
| that sort of way.”

| A Boy's idea of having a tooth drawn
| may be summed up as follows :  The doctor hitch-
‘ ed fast on to we, pulled his best, and just before it
killed me the tooth came out.

1
’ A goop deacon making an official visit to
a dving neighbor, who was a very unpopular man,
pu(.(lu- usnal question :  “Are you willing to go
| my friend 7' ©O,.yes,” said the dying wan. I
am glad of that,” iid the deacon, “forall the neigh-
! bors are willing.”

| A writer beautifully remarks that a man’s
mother is the representative of his Maker. Mis-
| fortune and mere crime set no barriers between her
| and her son. While his mother lives, a man has
| one friend 01 earth who will not desert him when
| he is needy. Her affection flows from a pure foun-
| tain, and ceases only at the ocean of eternity.

TaoueHT 1T was o Cosvxprey — The last
effusion of the renowned Artemus, we have not yet
seen in print. It is said that A. W., h.:mg at one
of the New York churches, recently edified the au-
dience by his very unexpected reply to the pre ur}x;
| ers text, which was, ‘‘How are the mighty fallen?
After a short pause, Artemus loukcd”up inquiring-
ly, and said meekly, “T'll give it up.
| \Wpar is the use of sighing and weeping
as we float down the stream of (iu'm? Why make
the voyage of life a wailing voyage ?

i
|
|
\

[ 1Ir you were obliged to swallow a man
| whom would you prefer to swallow ? A little Lon-
don porter.

Tue Russian telegraph through Siberia
will be economical on account of the number of
{ Poles on the ground.

i Apaw's wife was called Eve .lwv:mse
when she appeared, man's day of happiness was
drawing to & close.
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