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Imsagine a large room, Hghted by two windows
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One side of this apartment served as u wardrobe,
for there was suspended Rose-Pompon's flashy
costume of debardeur, not far from the boatman’s
jaoket of Philewon, with his large tousers of
conrse, g oy stufl, covered with piteh (shiver my
timbers !, just as if this intrepid marine:  had
bunked in the forecastle of a frigate, during a
voyage round the globe, A gown of Roswe-Pom-
pon’s hung gracefully over n pair of pantaloons

the logs of which seemed to come from beneath
the pe'ticont On the of several book.
shelves, very dusty und neglected, by the side of
three old bools (wherefore and
numberof empty bottles, stood a skull, n selontilic
and friendly rouvenir, left to Philemon by one of

lonked on emply

lowest

three boots ?

his comrades, n medieal student
Of pleasantry, very mueh Lo the taste of the stu
dent-world, a elay pipe with a very black bowl
was placed between the wenificently white teeth
of this skul!; moreover, its shining top was  half
hidden benoath an old hat, set knowingly on one
side, and adorned with faded flowers and ribbons,
When Philomon was drank, he used to contem-
plate thie bony emblem of mortality, and break
out into the most poetieal monologues, with re.
gard to this philosophical contrast between death
and the mad pleasures of life.  Two or three
plaster casts, with their noses and chins more or
loss injured, were fastoned to the wall, and bore
witness Lo the temporary curiosity which Phile.
mon had felt with regard to phrenological scionce,
from the pationt and serious stady of which he
had drawn the following logieal conclusion
That, having to an alarming extent the hump of
getting into debt, ho ought to resign himsell to
the fatality of his organization, and accept the
inconvenience of creditors as a vital necossity,
On the chimney. piece stood uniojured, in all its
majosty, the magniticent rowing club drinking.
ghuu. a china Lea-pol without u #poul, and an
inkstand of blaek wood, the glass mouth
which was covered by u cont of greenish and
momsy mold. * From time to time, the silence of
this retreat was interrupted by the ecooing of
pigeons, which Rose Pompon had established
with cordial hospitality in the little study. Chilly
a8 o quuil, Rose-Fompon erept elose to the fire,
and at the same time seemed to enjoy the warmth

in it golden light,  This droll Hitle creature was
dressod in the oddest costume, which, howsver,
displayed to advantage the freshness of her pis
quant and pretty countonance, crowned with its
fine, fair hair, ’lways neatly combed and arranged
the fesl thing in the morning. By way of dress.
fog-gown, Rose Pompon had ingeniously drawn
over hor linen, the ample scarlet flannel wkirt
which belonged to Philomons official garb in the
rowing elub; the eollar, open and turned down,
displayed the whiteness of the young girl's under
garment, as also of her neck and shoulders, on
whose firm and polished surfuco the searlet ahirt
soomod to cast a rosy light, The grissotie’s fresh
and dimpled arms half protraded from the large,
turnod-up sleeves, and her logs woro half visible,
grossed one over the other, and clothed in noat
white stockings and boots, A black #ilk eravat
formed the girdle which fastened the shirt round
the wasp-like waist of Rose-Pompon, just above
those hips, worthy of the enthusiasm of a mod-
ern Phidias, and whieh gave to this style of dress
i grace very original,

We have said, that the breakfast of Rose-Pom.
pon was singular.  You shall judge. On a little
table plared before her, was a wash.-hand-basin
into which she had recently plunged her fresh
face, buthing it in pure water. From the bottom
of this basin, now transformed into a salad-bowl,
Rose-Pompon took with the tips of her fingers
large green leaves, dripping with vinegar, and
eraunched them between her tiny white teeth,
whose ennmel was too hard Lo allow them to be
set on edge. Her drink was a glass of water and
syrup of gooseberries, which she stirred with a
wooden mustard.spoon. Finally, as an exira
dish, she had a dozen olives in one of those blue
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sald Rose Pompon, opening the
door us she finished fastening her dress,

#So! you have at lust returned to the doveeot,
you stray bird?” suid Ninny Moulin, folding his
arms and looking at Rose.Pompon with comie
“And where may you have been, |
For three days the naughty little bird hus
left its nest.”

“rye 1 only returned home last night

BOTIOUSIICSS
pray”’

You
must have ealled during my absence?”

“I eame every day, and even twicea day young
lady, for | have very serious matters to commun
jente,"”

“Vary serious mattors? Then we shall have o
ool laugh at them."

“Nol at all=<they are really
Ninny Moulin, seating Lhimself

:hli'l
YRBul, first of sll,

serious.”

left your conjugal and Philemonic home? 1 must
know all ubout it, before [ tell you more.”

i

“Will you have some olives siid Rose-Pom

pon, as she nibbled one of them herself

]

“Is that your answer? [ anderstand !  Unfor-
tunstePhilemon !

“Phere in nounfortunate Philemon in the case,
slanderer.  Clara Lind a death in her house, and,
for the first few days after the funeral she was
ufraid to sleop alone, and | was obliged to go and
keop the poor girl company.”

At this assertion, the religious pumphleteer
hummed o tane, with an incredulous and mock-
ing nir

“You think I huve played Philemon tricks””
eried Rose-Pompon, eracking & nut with the in.
dignation of injured innocence,

“1 do not say tricks; but one little rose.colored
trick."”

“I tell you, that it was not for my pleasure |
went out.  On the contrary—for, during my ab.
sonce, poor Cephyse disappenred.”

“Yaou, Maother Arsene told me that the Bacelian.
But when |
tulk of Philemon, you talk of Ceyphyse;, we dont
progress J

“Mauy 1 be enton by the black panther that they

ul.Qaeen was gone on a journey.

tell you the truth.  And, talking of that, you
must got tickets (o take mo Lo see those animals,
my little Ninny Moulin !

never were such darling wild bonsts.”

They tell me there

“Now really, are you mad 7"

““'h." CTi

“Phat 1 should guide your youth, like a vener.
able patriarel, through the dangers of the ‘Btorm.
blown Tulip,” all well and good—I ran no risk of
meeling my pastors and masters; but were | to
take you to a Lent Bpectaclo (sinee there are only
bensts to be seen), 1 might just run against my
saeristans—and how pretty I should look with
you on my arm!”

“You ean put oy a fulse nowe, and straps to
your trousers, my big Niony; they will never
know you "

“Weo must not think of false nowses, but of what
[ have to tell you, since you assure me that you
have no inbrigue in hand,”

“f swonr it " said Rowe-Pompon, solemnly, ex-
tending her left hand horizontally, whilst with
her right she put & nut into her mouth, Then
she added, with wsurprise, as she looked at the
outside cont of Ninny Moulin, “Goodness gracious
what full pockets you have got!  What
in them”"

“Romething that concerns you,” said Dumoulin,
gravely.

Ao 7

“Rose. Pompon 7" said Ninny Moulin, suddenly

is there

with a majestio nir, “will you have & carriago”?
Will you inhabit a charming apartment, instend
of living in this dreadful hole? Will you be
dressed like a duchess?”

“Now for some more nonsense! Come, will
you eat the olives” If not, 1 shall eat them all
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thie young girl, ns she held up the hracelot to the
"“Why al

ways the sume furce aud no elinnge of bills ¥

Always the sume nonsense,  Get along '

light, still continuing to est her nnts

Niony Moulin again planged lis hand into s
pocket, and this time drew forth an elegant chain
which ho hung round Rose-Pompon's neck

COL ! whnt a beautiful chain ! eried the young
girl, nn she looked by turns at the sparkling orn.
ament and the religious writer.  “If you chose
But um |

not & good-natured girl to be your duramy, just

thut also, you have a very good taste

to show off your jewels””

“Rose-Pompon,” returned Ninny Moulin, with
a still more majestic air, “these trifles are noth-
ing to what you may obtain, if you will but fol.
low the advies of your old friend.’

HRose began to look nt Dumoulin with surprise
and said to him, “what does all this mean, Ninny
Moulin?
you o gi\'lf

Explain yoursell; what advice huve

Damoulin did not apswer, but re ||'r'||.;='|,; hiis
hand inte his inexlisustible pocket, he fished up
n pareel, whieh he earefully unfolded, and n
which was s magnificent mantilla of black luce,
Rose- Pompon sturted up, full of new gdmirntion,
and Dumoulin threw the riech mantille over the
young girl's shoulders

“It in saperb ! 1 have never seen anything
like it! What patterns ! what work !” said Roxe.
Pompon, ns she examined all with simple and
perfectly disinterested curionity,  Then
added, “your pocket is like a shop, where did
you get wll these pretty things 7'l Then, bursting
into a it of lnughter, which brought the blood to
her cheeks, she exelaimed, “Oh, 1 have it ! These
are the wedding-presents for Madame de ln
Bainte-Colombe | congratulate you, they are

whe

vory choice.”

“And where do you suppose 1 should find
money Lo buy these wonders” said Ninny Mou-
lin. "I repeat to you, all this is yours if you will
but listen to me'"

WHow is this 7" said Hoss Pompon, with the ut.
most amazement; “is what you tell me in down-
right earnost "

“In down right enrnest "

“This offer to make me o great lndy””

“The jewels might convines you of the reality
of my ofler.'

"And you propose all this Lo w6 for soune ond
l‘.|-.i" my poar xiliil\ Maoulin 7"
with

me

“Oue moment,” said the religious writer,

a comienl nir of modesty, "you must know
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“Whot u pretly carriage’ How eomfortable o
body'd be nside of it

“Phat earriage is yours, It is weiting for you."

CWaiting for me'" exclaimed Rose.Pompon;
vam | to decide ns short us that ¥

“Or not st all”

“Toduy" "

“On the instant,”’

“But where will they take m»

“How should | know?"

“You do not know where they will take me?”

UNot 1" —and Damoulin spoke the truth—"the

"
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“Come, Lhen

“Bakh ! nll,
Rose-Vompon, resolulely

With a skip and a juwp, she went to feleh o
rose.colored cap, and, going up (o & broken look-

el s sel

aflter they esl me,”’ said

ing-glass, placed the cap very much cocked on
one side on her bands of light hatr., This Jeft un.
covered her snowy neck, with the silky roots of
the hair behind, and gave to her pretly face a
very mischievous, not to say licentious expres-
Ni‘fll-

"My clonk !” said she to Ninny Moulin, who
secined Lo be relieved from s considerable amount
of unensiness, since she had sceepted his offer

Wiie ! a eloak will not do,” snawered her eom-
fratiion, fesling emee more in his pocket, and
drawing o 4 & fine cashere shawl, which he
thro ¥ over i:u-r'-l'ulnlmn s thoulders,

“A cashmere " eried the young girl trembling
'[ i“'”
It s settlod !
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waorthy greengrocer wa ul her post,
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well "Il'lrl;{ll. my baloved |r'1}rl], to fesl cortain
that 1 should be incapable of inducing you lful
anlfl

too mueh for that=leaving out the consideration |

commit an hmproper aetion | respect Iy
|
that it would be unfair to Philemon, who confided |

to me the guardianship of your virtue.”

“Then, Ninny Moulin” said  Hose FPompon
more and maore astonished, "on my word of hon-
or, I can mnake nothing af it.”

"“Yet, "tis ull vory -'.|n.|nit-_ wnd |

0% ! 'yve found i erled Rose-Pompon, inter.
rupting Ninny Mouliu, “it is some gentleman
who offors ma his hand, lis beart, and all the rest

of it. Could you not tell me that directly 7"

snid ghe Lo the young girl
"Yer, Mother Araene
k you,

now I think of
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portress, “what i Lo
“Philemon?

411 he shiould arrive
Ol ! the de pnid Ninny Moulin, s rateh -
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they

Philemon should arrive, what will

sy Lo hiima? for | may b a long Lime alys

sent,’

“A marringe? oh, lnws, yes!” said Dumoulin,
shrugging his shonlders.

"What! is it not n marriage

?

sld RosePom-
pon, again much surprised

[ x” L

“And the offers you make me are honest ones,
my big apostie””

"“They could not be more so.’
spoke the truth,

“1 ahall not have to be unfaithful to Philemon?”

i Nll "

“Or fatthful to any one else?

.
o

Here Dumoulin

I:’I-‘I'"l"illlllflll looked confounded.  Then she
raltlod on:  “Come, do not let us have any jok-
ing' 1 am not foolish enough to imagine that |
am o live just like a duchess, just for nothing.
What, therefore, muost I give in return?”

“Nothing at all.”

up. There is only one left,”

“Pliree or four months, I -°-l|-;rf:'"-

"Nol mors 7"

] should think not

“Oh | very KU'HI o4 Then
turning townrds the greengrocer, ghie said Lo her,
after 8 moment’s reflection "Mother Arsenas, if
Philemon shonld eome home you w il tell him f
have gons oil=—on business,””

“Yos, mademoinelle,”

vAnd that e must not forgel o fesd 1y
geons, which are in his study.”

Y ex, Mademolesello,”

“rood ’-_’,‘i', Mother Arsane.'’

“Cood-bye, mudemoisello

gl l:'r-! l'-r’h]r 11

pi-

A\nd Hose-Pompon
entered the carringe in triumph, along with Nin-
ny Moulin

"'1':4' dovil take me if I know whal is to come
of &1l this,"” said Jueques Dumoulin to himself, as
the carriage drove rapidly down the Rue Clovis,
“| have repaired my error—and now 1 laugh at
the rest.”

"Nothing®?"

To he Continued.




