Jlebrasha Advertiser.
0. W, PATRBROTHER & 00,, Propristors.

AUBURN, : : NEBRASKA.

IN DREAMS,

I droama whon nights are oold and winter
winds are blowing,
When the hoar frost on the housc-top glit-
terd In the pnle moon's bemms,
Old summer days oome back, with June's galn
roses glowing,
In droams,

In droams you wander with me beslde the rest-
losn river,
Where the willows kiss the surface Ul the
troubled wator glonms;
And 1 watch the sunshine on It where tho
woepling willows quiver
In droans,

In dreama your soft voloe haunts me; and your
love specoh low and tender, )
As 1 bond my head to llaten, Nkeo sn nngel's
whinper sooma,
Thore s dow upon the grass thore; and | oatoh
the morning s splemidor
In dronms,

In dreams no fate divides us; you are mine to
love forvver,
How the wild nirds sing around us, and the
golden sunlight strenms !
Love s mirrored In your eyes as the willows
I the river,
In dreams,

In drenms, In droama we part not. The day

dawn und the morrow
May take you; but esch morning with the

dresmaer's vision glunm-:

You wre mine whon night rocalls you with your
Young henrt free feom sorrmw.—

In drenms,
A, C, Gordon, tn Our Comtinent,

- - -

HE LAWYER'S SECRET
T il il
-

Hy B. L. Farjeon, Author of * Bread,
Cheose afid Kisses."

CHAPTER V. ~CONTINUED.

“ Ry the train which arrives hore at
half-pust five,"" he said, still not looking
up; “*or should reach here by that time,
rather, for it's gemerally five minutes
Inte. "

“You have been here since six
o'clock '

“Since ten minutes to six, my dear
Ellinor. 1 gave my valise to a porter,
and walked over from the station in a
quarter of an hour ™

“You have heen here since six, and
have never told me of your arrival,
never shown yourself in the honse!™

I have shown myselfl to Sir Lionel.
I hnd some very important business to
arrange.’’

“ Important business?' she asked,

“Yes, to prepare for this journey to
Paris, which you are 80 bent upon tak-

i“ '.l

li erimson flush suffused her face, as
she excluimed:

“Mr. Dalton!"

“Yeou," hesaid, guietly, folding and
scaling a lotter as he spoke, ** it is very
contemptible, is it not? Coming unex-
pectedly into the house by the con-
servatory entrance, which, as you know,
to anyone arriving from the station,

saves about two hundred yarls, T heard,
Involumiarily, o purt pra conversation,
which had so grest an effect on me as
to induce me to remain where 1 was,
and, involuntarily, hear the remaindor. "

“ A listener? she said, with a sneer.

* Yes; it is on a par with all the rest,
is it not? An avaricious man, a money-
grubbing miser; or, perhaps even worse
—a dishonest speculator with the money
of other people. O, Ellinor Dalton, if
ovor the day should come (heaven for-
bid that I should wish to hasten it by
an hour) when 1 shall be freo to say
to you about half a dozen words, how
bitterly you will regret your expressions
of to-day. But 1 do not wish to re-
proach you; it is our bad fortune, yours
and mine, to be involved in a very pain-
ful situation, from which, perhaps,
nothing but a rupture of the chain
wlrch unites us could extrioate us. You
have taken the initiative. You would
leavéd me, and return to your aunt,
in Paris. So be it,  Go!"

“ Mr. Dalton!"

Something in his manner, in spite of
her long-cherished  prejudices against
him, impresses and affects her, and she
stretches out her hand, deprecatingly.

‘Go, Ellinor! I, too, am weary of
this long struggle; this long contlict
with ' appearances, which, in spite of
myself, condemn me. 1 am tired to
the very heart of these perpotusl appeals
to your generosity and confidence
tired of trying to win the love of a
woman who despises me,"

*Mr Dalton, if—ift—I have miscon-
strued’' —— she says, with a tenderness
unusual with her in addressing her
husband,

‘A you have misconstrued! he ex-
olaimed, passionately.  * No, Ellinor,
no! it is too late now for explanations;
besides, 1 ecould give none better than
those you have already heard-too late
for reconcilintions; the breach has been
slowly widening for three long years,
and to-night I'look at you across an im-

assable abyss and wonder that | could

ave ever thought, as heaven knows I
once did, of ultimately winning your
love."”

There are tears in his voice as he
says these lnst words, and the emotion,
80 strange to the ordinaty manner of
the young barrister, affects Ellinor very
much.

“Mr, Dalton! Henry!"

“You wishwfoto aris, Ellinor. You
shall go! But the man who accompanies
you lﬁi‘:hor must be Henry Dalton!

“ You will take me there? sho asks,

“Yes, and will place you under your
aunt's protection.  From that moment

our are free of me forever. You will
Lve about two hundred a year to live
upon. It is not much out of three

ousand, is it?" he said, laughing bit-
terly; ** but I give you my honor it is all
I can afford, as I sﬁull want the rest for
mysell.”"  He looked at his watch, “A
quarter past twelve," he said. Wrap
yourself up warmly, Ellinor, It will be
a cold journey, I will ring for the

propls to take your trunks down to the
carriage. "

** But Henry," she took his hand in
hers; * Henry, something in your man-
ner to-night makes me think that [ have
wronged you, thm'tgnm Paris. 1
will remnin with you. I will trust
Y,
~ He pressed the little hand lying in
his very gently, and said, looking at her
gravely and sadly, with thoughtful blue
E.\’i'ﬁl
“ ¥You cannot, Ellinor! No, no, it is
far better, believe me, as it is, 1 have
horne the st le for three years, |
do not think that I could endiire it for
another day. ENis?™' he said, ne the
lndﬂ"l mnid entered the room in answer
to his summons.  *“ You will sce that
this letter is taken to Mr Horace
Margrave, immediately, and then look
to these brunks heing ecarried down-
stairs, Now, Elljoor, if you are ready '
She had muffled herself horriedly in
8 large velvet cloak, while her maid
brought her her bonnet, and arranged
the things which she was too agitated
Lo arrange herself,

She stopped in the hall, and sald:

“1 must say good-bye to Horace
Margrave, and explain this change in
our Rlann."

“My letter has done that, Ellinor.
You will not speak one word to Hornce
Margrave while I am beneath this roof."”
* As you will," she answers, submis-
sively.

She has suddenly learned to submit
to, if not to respect, her hushand,
Henry Dalton is very silent during the
short drive to the railway station, and
when they alight he says:

*“You would like to have Ellis with
you, would you not P

She assents, and her maid follows lher
into the carringe. It scems as if her
husband were anxious to avold a fefea-
tete with her.

Throughout the four honrs' journey,
Ellinor finds herself involuntarily watceh-
ing the calm, grave face of her hushand
under the dim carriage lamp, It is im-
possible to read any emotion on that
smouoth, fair hrow, or in those placid
and thoughtful blue eyes; but she re-
members the agitation in his voice as he
spoke to her in her dressing-room. |

“ He i capable of some emotion.'! she
thinks, **What if after all I should
really have wronged him? If there
should be some other key to this strange |
mystery than meanness and avarice? 1f |
he really loves me, and 1 have miscon- |
strued  him, what a wretch he must |
think me!"’

The next evening, after dark, they
arrived in Paris; and Ellinor found her-
self, aftor an interval of nearly four
yYears, once more in her aunt's little
drawing-room in the Rue Saint Domi-
nigque. She  was received with open
arms.  Henry Dalton smoothed over the
gingularity of her arrival, by saying that
it was a visit of his own suggestion.
‘“Everything will explain itself at a
future time, Ellinor; for the present, let
ours be thought atemporary separation.
I would not wish to alarm your poor
aunt!"

** You shall have your own bed-room,
Ellinor,"" said her aunt,  * Nothing bas
been disturbed since you left us. Look!"
and she opened the door of & little npagt-
ment leading out of the diwing-room,
in which ormulu elocks, looking-glasses
and pink curtains vory much prepon-
derated over more substantial articles of
furniture.

“But you are looking very ill, my
dear child,” she said, anxiously, us El-
linor pushed away the unlas!m{ plate of
cold chicken which her sunt had per-
suadoed hor to try and eat. < You are
really looking very ill, my dear Ellinor!"

“My journey has tired me a little; if
you will excuse me, sunt. 1t is nearly
eleven o' clock —="

“Yes, and rest will do you more good
than anything. Good-night, my dar-
ling child. Lisette—you remember Li-
zette—shall wait upon you exclusively,
till your own maid gets accustomed to |
our foreign ways." |

Wearied out with o day of incessant |
teaveling, Ellinor slept soundly, and,
waking the next morning, found her
asunt seated by her bedside,

“My dear girl, you look a great deal
better after vour night's rest.  Yeur
husband would not disturb you o say
‘Good-by,” byt has left this letter for
you,"

“Is Mr. Dalton gone®

“Yes; he said he had most important
business on the something, and s eir-
enit," said her aunt vaguely; * but his
letter will no doubt t'\lﬁuln all.  He has
miunde every arrangement for your com-
fort during your stay with me, my dear
Ellinor, he seems a most devoted hus-
band.”

a sigh, Her aunt left her, and she
opened the letter—opened it with an
anxioty she could not repress.  Her life
had become so entirely changed in those
few eventful days; and in spite of her
indifference, nay, dislike to Henry Dal-
ton, ghe felt helpless and unprotected |
now that she found herself abandoned |
by him. She could not refrain from
hoping that this letter might contain
some explanation of his conduct-—some
offer of reconciliation. But the letter
was very brief, and did neither:

“MY Dpan Buraxon: When you recelve
theso fow lines of farowell, 1 shall be on my
wu&bﬂok to Engla In complying with your
wish, and restoring you to the home of your
youth, | hope and belleve that 1 have acted
for the best, How much you have misunder-
slood mo, how unl!mli you have mistaken my
motives for the line of conduct which 1 have
boen eompelled to adopt, you mey never know,
How much I bave sutfered from this terrible
misunderstanding on your It would bo
Impossible for me ever to tell you, But let
this bitter past be forgotten; our roads in Hfe
honceforth lle entirely separnte, Yot, f at
uny future hour you should ever come to noed
un adviser, or an curnest and disintervated
friend, 1 must implore you to uppeal to no one
but— Hexiry Davron”

The letter fell from her hand. *‘Now,
now I am, indeed, alone.  What have 1
done,"’ she said, “that I should have

; 5o o kst | would rather sbun me thun seek me
* He is very good," said Ellinor, with | out; for, since the coolness between me

never been truly and sincerely beloved?

It is very bitter. And the man—the
only man I eould have loved--no, no,
the thuu,ght of his indifierence s too
painful.’

CHAPTER VI
HORACE MARGUAVR'R CONPRERINN,

Life in the Faubourg St. Germain
seemed very dreary to Ellinor after the
brilliant London society to which she
had been accustomed since her mar-
ringe. Her aunt's visiting list was very
limited.  Four or five old downgers,
who thought that the gl of the world
had deparied with lfo rbons, and
that France, in the van of the great
murch of civilization, was foremost in
8 demonine species of dance, leadi
only to destruction and the erection o
a new guillotine upon the Place de le
Revolution: two or three elderly but
creditubly preserved aristoerats of the
ancient regime, whose politieal prinei-
ples had stood still ever sinee 1753, and
who somewhat resembled ormolu clocks
of that period, very much ornamented

antd embellished, but entively powerless |

to tell the hour of the day: three or four
vary young ladies, educated in con-
vents, and entirely uninterested in any-
thing beyond M. Lamartine's poetry,
and the manufacture of point lace; and
one terrifieally bearded and mustach-
ioed gentloman, who had written a vol-
ume of poems, entitled “Clouds and
Mists," but who had not yet been so
fortunate a8 to meel with a publisher—
this was nbout the extent of the visiting
eirele inthe Rue St Dominique; and for
this eirele Ellinor's aunt set apart " |
particular evening on which she was |
visible, in conjunction with ecan sucree,
ruther weak coffee, and wafer biscuits,

The very first day of Ellinor's visit
happened to be the day of her nunt’s re-
ception, and it seemed to ber as if the
tiresome hours would never wear them-
selves out, or the eunlly tiresome guests

take their departure. ~ She could not
help remembering how different every-

thing would have been had Horaee Mar- 1
rave boeon pregent, How he would
have fought she battle of the tiers ctat
with the white-headed old parctisans of
the departed noblesse; how he would |
have discussed and eritieally analyzed

Lamartine’s *Odes™ with the young

lndies from the convent 3 how he wonlil |
have flattered the vanity of the bearded

poet; und regretted the Bourbons with |
the faded old downger. But he was

awny —gone out of her life, perhaps,en- |
tirely. I shall never see him aenin,' |
ghe said;  *“that dear and ]lnllnl':lhl-'J
guardian, in whose care my dead father
leit me,”

The next day she went with her aunt |
to the Louvre, to sce the improvements
that had been made beneath the sway of
that new ruler, who had already began
his work of regeneration in brick and
mortar. The pictures only wearied hoer;
the very coloring of the Rubens' seemed
to have lost half its glowing beauty
since she had last seen them; and Marie
di Medici, Norid and resplendent, bhored
her terribly, Many of the recent ac-
quisitions she theught frightfully over-
rated, and she hurried her aunt away
from the splendid exhibition before they
had been there half an hour.  She made
a few purchases in the Palais Royal;
and loitered for a little time at a mil-
liner's, in the Rue de I'Echelle, discuss-
ing & new bonnet, and then declared
herself thoroughly tired oot with her
morning's exertions,

She threw herself back in the car-
riage, and was very silent as they drove
home; but suddenly, as they turned
from the Rue de Rivoli into the opgn
space  between the Tuileries and the
Louvre, they passed elose to o h:u-km-ly
conch, in which a gentleman was seated,
and Ellinor, starting up, cried out;
“Aunt! my guardian, Mr. Margrave,
Did you not see him? He has just this
moment passed us in o hackney coach.'”

She pu‘lml the check-string violently
as she spoke, and her aunt’'s conchman
stopped; but Horace Margrave was out
of sight, and the vehicle in which he
wus seated lost among the ecrowd of
carrigges of the same discription, rat-
tling up and down the bustling street.

“* Never mind, my dear Ellinor,” said
her aunt. s Ellinor, letting down the
carringe window, looked eagerly out;
*if you are not mistaken in the face o
the person who passed us, and it reall
is Hornce Margrave, he is sure to call
on us immediately,"

** Mistuken in my guardian’s face! No,
indead.  But of course he will eall, as
you say, aunt."

“* Yes; he will eall this evening, most
likely. He knows how seldom I go
out.”

“What can have bronght him to
Paris?"! thought Ellinor, *1 knew he

and my hushand, he has always scemed
to avold me: so I can have nothing to
do with this visit. But surely he will
call this evening ™

All that evening and all the next
morning she constantly expected to
hear the lewyer's name announced, but
still he did not come. * He had im-
portant business to transact yesterday,
perhaps” she tbught, ** and he may be
omployed this morning; but in the
evening he is sure to call.”

After dinner ghe sat by the low wood
fire in her aurt's little drawing-room,
turning over the leaves of a ll(mt; which
she had vainly sndeavored to read, and
looking every moment at the tiny buhl
clock over tha;ﬂmne 4 but the evenir
slowly draggeditself through, and sti
no Horace Mggmve. Bhe expected
him on the folowing day, but aguin
only to be dissppointed; and in this
manner the wesk pu.ueci. without her
hearing any tidings of him.

‘‘He must have left Paris!" she
thought; ** left Paris without once call-
ing here to ses me. Nothing could
better testify bis utter indifference,”
she added, bitterly, **It was no doubt

ouly for my father's sake that he ever

orphan girl."”’

‘he following weok Ellinor went with
her aunt once or twice (o the opera, and

The victim of & marriage of interest! | pretended any Interest In the friendless ruece, not feeling himself strong enough

to combat these difficulties, considersd
it his duty to call in another physician,
I was, therefore, summoned.

to two or three rewnions in the Fan- the case, as my colleague had found it,

bourg, at which r handsome face and
elegant manners made some sensation;
“If he
had been in Paris, we should have seen
him, most likely, at the opera,’ thought

but still no Horace Margrave!

Ellinor,

That week elapsed, and on the Sun-
day evening Ellinor Dalton sat alone in
her own rooi, writing a packet of let-
ters to some friends ﬁ1 l!’ _
she was interrupted by a summons from
her aunt. Some one wanted her in the
drawing-room immediately,

Some one in the druwin{;-rtmm. who
wanted to see her? Could it be her
gunrdian ut last?

A lady or a gentleman?’ she asked
of the servant who brought her aunt's
mossare.

“A lndy—a Sister of Mercy."

She hurried into the duwinﬁ-mnm.
and found, as the servant had told her,
a Sister of Merey in conversation with
her aunt.

“My dear Ellinor, this lady wishes

You to necompany her on a visit to u sick |

person; & person whom you know, but
whose name she is forbidden to reveal.
What can this mystery mean?"'

“*A sick person, who wishes to see
me?' said Ellinor. *““But 1 know so
few people in Paris; no one likely to
send for me,"

“If you can trust me, madame,” said
the Sister of Merey, ““and if you will
necompuny me on my visit to this per-
son, I believe your presence will be of
great serviee,  The mind of the invalid
is, I regrettosay, in a very disturbed
state, and you only, 1 imagine, will bhe
able, under Heaven and the chureh, to
give relief to that."

I will come," said Mrs. Dalton.

“But, Ellinor"—execluimed her aunt,
anxiously.

*If 1can be of any service, my dear
aunt, it would be most cruel, most cow-

.

| ardly to refuse to go.”’

“But, my dear child, when you do
not know the person to whuom you are
gninF."

‘s
Ellinor, “and I will go. 1 will throw on
my bonnet and  shawl, and join you,
madame,” she added to the Sister of
Merey, us she hurried from the apart-
ment.,

*“When these girls once get married,
there's no manaring them,” murimured
Ellinor's aunt, as =he folided her thin

[ white hands, bedecked with a great

many old-fushioned rings, resignedly,
one oyver the other.  “Pray do not let
them detain her long," she continued
aloud, to the Sister of Merey, who sat
looking gravely into the few embers in
the little English grate,  ** I shall suffer
the most excruciating anxiety till 1 see
her safe home aguin.

* She will be perfectly safe with me,
madame, "

** Now, madame, T am quite at your
service," sald Ellinur, re-entering.

In a few moments they were seated
in a hackney coach, and rattling
through the quiet Faubourg.

‘*Are we going far?' asked Ellinor
of her companion,

*“To Meurice's Hotel, "

“To Meurice's? Then the person 1

am going to see is not a resident in |

Paris

“* No, madame.”’

Who could it be? Not a resident in
Paris. Some one from England, no
doubt.  Who could it be? Her husband,
or Horace Margrave? These were the
only two persons who presented them-
selves to her mind, but in either case,
why this mystery!

They reached the hotel, and the
Sister of Mercy herself led the way
up stairs into an inclosed hall on the
third story, where she stopped sudden-
ly at the door of a small sitting-room,
which she entered, followed b 'illlinur.

Two gentlemen, evidently physicians,
stood tulking in whispers inthe em-
brasure of the window. One of them
looked up at secing the two women
enter, and to him the Sister of Mercy
anid.

*Your patient, Monsicur Delyille?"

“He is quieter, Louise. The deliri-
um has subsided; he is now quite sensi-
ble, but very much I.?.\‘Illlll.‘“h'lt“ raplied
the physician.  **Is this the lady?" he
added, looking at Ellinor.

“Yes, Monsieur Delville,"

“Madame,” said the doctor, ** will
you favor me with a few moments' con-
versation "'

* With pleasure, monsieur. But first,
let me implore vou, one word. This
sick person, for mercy's sake, tell me
his name?"

“That T ecannot do, madame; his
name is unknown to me."*

“*But the people in the hotel?

* Are also ignorant of it, His port-
mantean has no address. He came
maost probably on a flying visit; but he
has been detained here by a very alarm-
ing illness.™

**Then let me see him, monsieur, 1
cannot endure this suspense. 1 have
reason to wp?m that this gentleman is
a friend who is very dear to me. Let
me see him, and then 1 shall know the
worst,”

‘* You shall see him, madame, in ten
minutes. Monsieur Leruce, will you
prepare the patient for an interview with
this lady P’

The other doctor bowed gravely, and
opened a door leading into an’ inner
apartment, which he entered, cloying
the door earefully behind him.

** Madame," said Monsieur Delville,
1 was called in, only three days ago,
to see the person lying in the next room.
My colleague had "been for some time
uu.t.‘.mliugﬁ\im through a very difficult
case of t{'phus fever. A few days ago
the case beenme still more complicated
and difficult, by an affeotion of the hrain

which supervened, and Monsicur Le- | he only wishes to step over a

sngland, when |

will trust this lady,” answered |

a most extraordinary one. There wns
not only physical weakness to combat,
but mental 1Iprrf_-stsiun mental depres-
sion of %o terrible and gloomy a char-
acter, that both Monsieur Leruce and
myself feared that should we even suc-
ceed in preserving the life of the pa-
tient, we might fail in saving his res-
son.

“ How terrible! how terrible!” said
; Ellinor.
| **During the three days and nights in
which I have attended him,” continued
the doctor, “we have not suceeeded
until this evening in obtaining an inter-
val of consciousness; but thronghout the
delirinm our patient has dwelt upon two
or three subjects, which, though of a
different charncter, may be by some
| chain of eircumstances connected into
the one source of his great mental
| wretchedness, Throughout his wan-
derings one name has been incossantly
upon his lips." '

““And that name ig——pP"'

* Ellinor Dalton!"

“* My own name!"

“ Yes, madam, your name, coupled
| with perpetual entreaties for pardon;

for forgiveness of 0 great wrong--a
wrong done long since, and serupulous-
ly concealed.™
“*A wrong done! If this is the per-
gon I suspect it to be, he never, never
wus unything but the truest friend w
me; but for pity's sake, let me see him.
This torture of suspense is killing me."
“One moment, madame. | had some
difliculty in finding you, but mentioning
everywhere the name of the lady of
whom I was in search, I fortunately
| happened to make the inquiry of a friend
of your aunt’s.  This good, devoted
Louise, here, was ready to set out on
her ervand of mercy, and 1 thonght that
CYou might feel, perhaps, more couli-
dence in her than in me.”
| At this moment the door of communi-
cation between the two apartments was
softly opened, and the other doctor en-
tered,

“I have prepared the patient for your
visit, madame,” he said; * but you
must guard against a shock to your own
feelings in seeing him.  He is very {117

“In danger?’ asked Ellinor.

“ Unhappily, yes—in very great dan-
ger!"

“Throughout the brief interview
with the physician, Ellinor Dalton had
suid to herself: Whatever it is that
must be endared by me, I will bear it
bravely—for his sake 1 will bear it
bravely.  Her handsome face was
white as death—the firm, thin lips rig-
illy locked over the closely-shut teeth—
the dark and mournful gray eyes tear-
less and serene, but her heart knocked
iu;.:nins! her breast so loudly, that she
seemed to hear the heavy throb of its
| every pulsation in the stillness of the

|r room.
Her worst presentiments were real-
ized. .

| Horace Margrave lay with his head
 thrown back upon the piled-up pillows,
and his attenuated hand stretched list-
lessly upon the cider-down counterpane
' which was wrapped about him. His
head was bound with wot linen, over
| which his nurse had tied a handkerchief
of scarlet, whose vivid hue made his
white face seem by the contrast still
more rhastly.  His dark brown eyes
had lost the dreamy exprossion usual to
them, and had the bright and feverish
. luster of disease. 7T ey were [fixed,
| with a haggard and earnest gaze, upon
the door through which Ellinor entered.

** At last!" he eried; with an hysterica)
cry. ‘At last!" ’

She pressed her hand tightly over her
| beating heart, and, fulling on her knees
' by his bedside, said to him, very quiet ly:
| **Horace—Horace! what is this? Why

—why do 1 find you thus?
| He fixed his great lustrous eyes upon
her, as he answered;

*What is it, Ellinor?
[ youp"

“Yes--yes! if you can tell me with-
out unnerving yourself,"

*“ Unnerving  myseli!  He laughed
with a bitter, unnatural cadence. * Une
(nerve  myself—look at that! e
stretehed out one thin, half-transparent
hand, which trembled like an aspen leaf,
until he let it fall listlessly upon the
quilt.  ** For four years, Ellinor, I have
been slowly burning out my life in one
long nervous fever, and you tell me not
to unnerve myself.”

He guve me a restless, impatient sigh,
and, tossing his weary head back upon
the pillow, turned his face to the wall,

Ellinor Dalton leoked round the room
} in which this brilliant, all-accomplished,

Shall I tell

admired and fascinating Horace Mar-
grave had lain for eleven dreary days —
eleven dreary nights. T

It was a small apartment, comforta-
' bly furnished, and heated by a stove,
| On the table by the bedside a Book of
- Hours lay open, with a rosary thrown
 Across the page where the reader had
| left off, Nleur this was an English Toes-
tament, also lying open. The Sister of
| Mercy who had been nursing Horace
Margrave had procured this Testament
in his own language, in hopes that he
would be induced to read it. But the
sick man, when sensible, spoke to her
|in French, and when she implored him
| 1o 806 a priest, refused, with an impa-
tient gesture, which he repeated when
she spoke to him of a Protestant clorgy-
| man, whom she knew, and could sum-
| mon to him,

[Tro BE CONTINUED, )
—_——

—One of the effects of the intoxicat-
ing fungus used by the Tartars is an er-
roneous perception of space, A person
under its influence will tuke a jump suf-
ficient to clear the trank of a tree when
struw,

found¥
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