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a few weeks ' illness , FRANK LESLIE calmly sank to rest at
six o'clock Saturday evening , January 10th, at his resi-
dence , 511 Fifth Avenue .

The funeral took place at the Church of the Holy Pa-
ternity, Dr. Chapin's , where Mr. LESLIE was in the habit
of attending service . The house was crowded . The re-
marks of the venerable clergyman on the occasion will not
soon be forgotten by those present . ' FRANK LESLIE ," he
said , " had devoted himself to the education of the people
in the knowledge and appreciation of the refined , the beau-
tiful and the true in art , in nature and in daily life."
A large number of personal friends , including three
hundred of his employés , followed to the place of inter-
ment at Woodlawn . The day was tempestuous , but, as
the ceremonies were concluded , the sun shone forth, gild-
ing the hill -tops and glancing across the shafts and spires
and monuments of this city of the dead .

It is a little more than three years ago that I first
placed upon my visiting -list the name of Miss Ethel
Kirke , the daughter of a retired naval officer, who lived
not very far from me. She was a pretty girl-a very
pretty girl , I must say in justice to her-a supple creature
with a lovely figure , and great lovely eyes , and a skin like
a pearl shell . Then she always looked elegantly dressed ,
somehow , poor as her father was -a single flower in her
abundant pale blonde hair was more striking than a dia-
mond spray in other girls ', and it was the same with her
dress-when she came to my little garden parties in a
sheer white muslin , she always made other people look
over -dressed and hot by contrast with her vaporous cool-
ness and purity , and , indeed , whatever she wore had the
same effect.

It was at one of these little garden parties that Freddy
first met her , and it was her first notice of Freddy that

It made a fitting scene for the last rites of FRANK LESLIE. roused in my mind a faint dislike to her -despite her
Non omnis moriar.

"AT MISS TWINKLEFIELD'S ."
BY THE AUTHOR OF " THAT LASS O' LOWRIE'S ."

AM Miss Twinklefield , and I am an
old maid . I have no hesitation in
making this declaration -none what-
ever. I have arrived at an age when ,
if I did not announce my old maid-
hood myself , my face would an-
nounce it for me. I am at least
sixty, and everybody is aware of the
fact , and I do not find that I ex-
perience any inconvenience from the
latter circumstance . What does it
matter ? I was not always a little
thin maiden lady, with a multiplicity
of crows '-feet. There was a time
when Miss Rosamunda Twinklefield
-but , dear me , I am actually forget-

ting that I did not intend to talk about myself at all , but
simply to tell a little story about a young favorite of mine ,
Freddy Beverly .
I am fond of young people ; I always was fond of them ,
and I think I may say without vanity that young people
are fond of me. They like to come to my pretty villa at
Bayswater , and stroll about my terraces in pairs , and play
croquet on my lawns , and bagatelle in my little blue-and-
gold parlors . They say I have the prettiest , coziest house
in the world , and that the flowers in my conservatory
and the birds in my tiny aviary bloom and sing just be-
cause I am near to tend and pet them . But, of course ,
that is nothing but a pleasant bit of flattery , still I must
confess to being very proud of it , in a small way .
I have a great number of young friends and visitors ,
and among the many , of course , I have some favorites ;
and the greatest of all these favorites is Freddy Beverly ,
who is not a little boy, as you may imagine , but a tall
young gentleman , at least six feet high. Sometimes I
have wished they would not call him Freddy , it sounds so
boyish , and then again I have thought that no other name
would suit him so well , simply because it does sound so.
Tall and lithe -limbed as he is , there is a positive boyhood
about Freddy Beverly . His fair Saxon face has a fresh , un-
tried look, and his handsome blue -gray eyes are naturally so
clear and honest , I never could understand how it would
be possible for any one to willingly deceive Freddy Bev-
erly. But some one did , and this is how it came about
that I have a story to tell .

beauty .
They had been idling through some graceful Summer
pastime or other , I forget what , and at last the majority
had seated themselves to rest and chatter in the uncere-
monious way I always encourage , while they trifled with
their ices and lemon sherbet , and in passing from one
place to the other , I chanced to come upon Ethel Kirke
and a friend of hers , who were under a tree , talking .
Ethel was seated on a rustic bench playing with a va-
nilla ice , but not eating it, for she was looking across the
lawn at Freddy Beverly , who had just arrived ; and really ,
I cannot forget how pretty she was, in a thin black dress
with lone stars of pale amber silk worked all over it-a
dress , I believe , her father had brought from India . She
was just the style of girl who is lovely in black , and she was
more than lovely with her rare blonde face, and her great
eyes , and the sleepy white rose in her pale blonde hair.
The stars in her dress were just the shade of her hair.
"Who is that ?" she was saying- " the tall gentleman
with the handsome boyish face ."
" That ?" answered her companion .
Freddy Beverly ."

" Oh , that is

" Freddy ," repeated Miss Ethel Kirke , in a languid ,
satirical way . "How ridiculous ! Does every one call
him that ?"
"I believe so, 29was the laughing answer . " It suits
him , you see. No one calls him Frederic , at least that I
know. Did you never meet him before ? He is very

nice , Ethel ."
" Is he ?" returned Miss Kirke . " I am glad to hear it.
Is he rich ?"
" Yes."
She took a spoonful of ice , and then turned her eyes on
him again .
" Is he engaged ?" she asked , placidly- " or going
to be ?"
"Freddy Beverly ?" laughing again . "Oh, dear , no !
Why , Ethel ?"
Miss Kirke opened her eyes as if in a faint surprise .
"Why ?" she echoed . "How should I know why ?"
And she went back to her ice again .
But a few minutes later I saw her bending her fair
blonde head lowly in graceful recognition of an introduc-
tion to my favorite , and the minute I sawFreddy's face I
knew that his fate was sealed . He was at her side the
whole of the evening , and it was plain enough , to me, at
least , that she did not discourage him at al

l
.

When everybody was gone home , Freddy managed to
snatch a few words with me . and I had never seen his
beautiful eves a

s bright and eager as they were when he
shook my hand .
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"I never enjoyed myself so much in my life , Miss | she was, and it was so like him to tell the truth in spite of
Rosamunda , " he said . " Pleasure is always more pleasant himself ; but she was beautiful , I acknowledged to him ,
here than it is anywhere else . You know how to manage trying to conquer a tiny feeling of foreboding .
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people so well . Oh , Miss Rosamunda !" the happy ,
straightforward boy broke out , "isn't she beautiful ?"I shook my head , laughing at him. I knew so well who

Of course , in a very short time the poor fellow was so
deeply entangled in the old -fashioned net that he could
not extricate himself , and would not have done so if he
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could . He loved Ethel Kirke so passionately that he
could not live away from her , and followed her every-

where . He was subservient to her slightest whim, and
ready to lay down his life for a smile or a word from her .
From the first I always thought it would have been better
for him if he had not been quite so faithful and self -sacri-
ficing. Some women cannot understand utter unselfishness ,
and Ethel Kirke was such a woman . She led him on
just as fancy prompted her , and played a pretty womanish
game of fast- and -loose without the slightest regard for his
pain or pleasure . Still he was tenderly , almost humbly
blind to all but her sweetness of face and charm of man-
ner , until , as time went by , he was fairly her slave, and in
three months from their first meeting he came to me
almost delirious with happiness to tell me of their engage-
ment .

"I don't knowwhat I ever did to deserve it , Miss Rosa-
munda , ” he said , glowing all over . " Indeed , I know I
don't deserve it , but she , Ethel , you know, has promised
to marry me , and I am just on my way to the jeweler's to
buy the most beautiful engagement -ring I can find ."
And when I congratulated him he actually kissed me
on both cheeks .

I must give him my advice about that ring-nothing
was beautiful enough for his darling's hand -so I gave
him my advice , and he kissed me again , delightedly ; and
the next time I saw Miss Ethel Kirke she wore the result
on her forefinger -a lovely , heavy , rich affair , all large
pearls and sapphires .

Well , this is just the beginning of the story . For a
while things went on pretty smoothly . Freddy was won-
derfully happy and proud of his betrothed , and Ethel
treated him as usual , in a pretty, serene , half-languid
style . She never blushed when he spoke to her , even in
his most impassioned words , and she never lighted up
particularly for him, nor put herself out of the way at all
for the sake of pleasing him. I have seen him talk to her
with all his fervent soul in voice and face , in a style which
would have set any sensitive girl's heart beating fast and
softly , but there never was a flutter of emotion in Ethel
Kirke . She would listen gracefully enough , it is true ,
but her fair face was as placid as ever, and the light in
her calm , beautiful eyes as steady .
I think it was this which first shook Freddy's faith in
his bliss -he was too true and earnest himself not to be
troubled a little by it . But he never owned to his mis-
givings quite openly , and always tried to laugh them.
down .

" She is too good for me—that is all ," he would say,
laughingly , sometimes ; "too little of earth-too much of
heaven . But that is always the way-we poor mortals
never quite grasp you serene, white -souled women ."
So he bore with the pebble in the path until it became
something more . Soon after the engagement was an-
nounced , I had a slight attack of illness , which confined me
to the house for a short time , and consequently prevented
my seeing how my favorite love -affair was progressing .
But the week after my recovery there was an archery
party given in the grounds of one of my oldest friends ;
so, after my usual fashion , I took my little basket -car-
riage and drove over , to look on.

Almost the first person I saw on the lawn was Ethel
Kirke . I caught sight of her tall , slender figure and
heavy blonde braids as soon as I left the house , and, of
course , recognized them at once.

No one else had such a figure , nor such fair , shining
coils . But Freddy was not with her . She was standing

near the target , the hand wearing the pearls and sap-
phires resting on her already strung bow , as she talked to

a gentleman in naval uniform , who stood by her. I could
not have complained then that she was too tranquil .
There was a soft pink spot on either cheek , and her misty ,
purplish eyes were warmed and all alight . It really was
very incomprehensible to me that she should lift such
eyes as those to a stranger , and yet smile her betrothed
lover down so serenely .
I began to look about for Freddy , feeling slightly un-
comfortable , and , before many minutes had elapsed , I saw
him making his way to me from the other end of the
lawn ; and directly I saw him I knew that all was not
quite right.
"You are looking tired and pale , my dear , " I said to
him, in my old -maid way . " You are not well."
"Headache ," he said , with a little laugh- "and love , I
dare say."
I glanced up at him shyly, and then glanced round at
Ethel , who was only a few yards from us .
"Who is that gentleman with her ?" I asked , quietly.
He looked round too . She was still talking, with her
face uplifted , and the warmth in her eyes ; and when he
did so , I saw him turn even paler than he had been .
" Suppose we stroll round to the hothouse together, "
he said , suddenly . "Take my arm , Miss Rosamunda .”
I took his arm at once , without another word . I had
known him too long not to understand exactly what the
change in his manner meant . He would tell me all about
it in a few minutes , poor fellow ! And so he did. Be-
fore we had walked half across the lawn he broke the
silence .

" That is her cousin , Miss Rosamunda ," he said , almost
humbly, his voice was so quiet and sad . " I heard to-day
that they were engaged to each other when they were
children , and that the engagement was only broken two
years ago.

79

"Childish engagements nearly always are broken , " I
commented , cheerfully ; " they are scarcely to be counted
engagements at all."
"But ”—he answered me unsteadily- " but they were
engaged five years .”
For a moment or so I really felt that I had nothing to
say in reply . Taken in connection with Miss Kirke's
change of manner , all this sounded very bad ; but I man-
aged to rally at last . I did not know the whole truth
then , and could not bear to discourage him . He had
been so happy only two months ago .
"Oh , Freddy , Freddy !" I said , patting his strong
young arm with a pretense of gayety , " surely you're not
jealous , my dear . You must not be too exacting ; you
know she is too young and pretty not to be admired , and
even engaged young ladies do not quite like to give that
sort of thing up altogether . We mustn't be jealous ,
Freddy ."
But he was not to be comforted .

" It isn't jealousy , Miss Rosamunda , " he said ; " it is
something worse. She never looked at me as she looks at
Captain Blake . She never blushed even when I kissed her ,
and she blushes like a rose if he only passes her . But it
serves me right . She is too good for a foolish fellow like
me , and I ought to have known it from the first , but-
but what I cannot understand is , why she said ' Yes ' when
she could not mean it ."
And he looked down at me with his honest young eyes
questioning , but still absolutely free from doubt of her .
I do not think I am a very worldly , or even a very ex-
perienced woman , but I inwardly felt that I could have
told him why , and the reason would have been a very
commonplace one , too-a reason which might truthfully
be given in nine such cases out of ten in these days .
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Being a beauty , Ethel Kirke was practical enough to feel | him ; she was gay , and sad , and rarely sweet, by turns ; she
the disadvantage of poverty and determine to play her even descended to court his attention by little graceful
cards as advantageously as possible . Her faultless attire efforts ; but , though she never seemed to lose ground , it
cost pounds , shillings and pence , and she must barter the was plain enough that she never gained any . Now and
charming result for as many pounds , shillings and pence then she looked so desperately eager, despite her fine ,
as she could obtain . Quiet little old maid as I was, I had fair mask of tranquility , that I was absolutely sorry for
read this much , or something like it , long ago , in her cool , her .
lovely eyes ; and that was why Miss Ethel Kirke had
never been one of my favorites . This was also why I had
not felt quite content to hear Freddy's rhapsody about her
loveliness . I had more than fancied that if it had not
been for his eight thousand pounds a year she would not
have worn his beautiful ring so readily . There was one
thing , however , which puzzled me somewhat , as time
progressed .

I began to notice that , though Captain Hector Blake
was very attentive to her , he did not conduct himself ex-
actly like a man who was deeply in love . He was too
quiet and self -possessed , and too prone to divide his at-
tentions among other young ladies . He did not seem to
trouble himself at all about Freddy Beverly , and always
gave way to him as if he understood his rights and re-
spected them . I saw, too , that this very thing made Ethel
angry sometimes . I saw it more than once in her coolness
when her betrothed approached them , and her studied
neglect of him when chance threw them together to the
outbarring of Captain Blake .
I believe that there were times when she actually hated
Freddy. But Freddy behaved himself very well indeed
-so well that I was quite surprised at his manliness , often .
He had always seemed so like a boy before that I was
afraid the pain of his position might make him a little un-
dignified . But it did not . He was wonderfully patient ,
and wonderfully tender . Iknow that he never reproached
Ethel openly , and I scarcely think that he ever reproached
her even in thought.
Any other man on earth would have seen her as she was
-a designing , selfish , beautiful creature , who would have
been ready to have walked over his very heart , if by so
doing she could have gained any trivial wish . But Freddy
was too honest and generous himself to understand , so he
was faithful and chivalrously attentive in his manner
toward her even when she neglected him most openly .
The rumor of her past engagement to Captain Blake
was quite a true one. They had been affianced when both
were mere children , and just as every one was expecting
their marriage to be announced , the affair was broken off
-none could explain why .
If it had been the girl's fault , she was certainly pun-
ished during those three months . Captain Hector was
gallant and cool and debonair , and never committed him-
self in the slightest degree , however attentive he was , in a
good -humored way . He flirted enjoyably with other girls ,
too , and was anything but as downcast as a jilted lover
ought to have been .
I used to watch Ethel Kirke's face often , when she
thought she was unnoticed , in the gay rush of our little
gatherings , and I saw oftener than not that she was inde-
scribably wretched and uncertain about herself . I was of
the opinion that if her quondam lover had been more
tender and less at ease , she would scarcely have thought

of breaking her promise to Freddy Beverly ; but when
she began to discover that her power was lost , or at least
only shared equally with twenty other pretty girls , I be-
lieve that she awakened suddenly to a full consciousness
of the fact that it would be easier to risk losing all-even
the high stakes she had played for-than to lose the man
she loved with all the strength of her smooth , shallow ,
selfish nature . She put forth all her energies to enthrall

Toward the end of the Summer I sent out cards for a
final croquet -party. Croquet was just becoming fashion-
able in those days , and all my young friends were croquet
enthusiasts ; so that the whole of the season the grounds
of all the adjoining villas had rung with the click of mallet
and balls , and the gay chatter of players . Accordingly ,
as the weather was beginning to grow cool , I made up
my mind to send out my invitations before it was too late .
My little blue -and -gold parlors were quite filled when
the day arrived , and the players almost crowded my
small lawn . All my favorites were there , and among the
rest, of course , came Freddy Beverly . But the poor
fellow was not himself at all , it was evident . He was
listless and disturbed , and when he came , he made his way
straight to me instead of joining in the game. Captain
Blake had made his appearance early , with a graceful

American beauty who was creating quite a sensation in
society at the time . Miss Kirke had not yet arrived .
"Where is Ethel ?" I asked of my favorite , when he
had seated himself at my side , on the rustic bench I oc-
cupied .

" I have not seen her for several days ," he answered ;
"we have had a little quarrel , Miss Rosamunda . ”
I had not the time to ask him how it had arisen or how
it had terminated , for just at that moment I caught sight
of the thin black dress with the pale amber stars on it , in
the passage across the lawn . The dress in question had
stopped for an instant near Captain Hector Blake , as
Ethel Kirke spoke to him.
I had never in the course of all our acquaintance seen
her in such a mood as she was this day . The one slight
defect in her almost perfect loveliness was the faint lan-
guor or coldness of her manner ; but no one could have
complained of such a languor then . Her sometimes too
fair cheeks caught a soft , misty glow of scarlet ; her serene
eyes were brilliant beyond measure ; her low laugh rang
out clear and frequently . There was always a group

about her , but on this occasion the group was quite a little
crowd , who listened , half spellbound , to her light ba-
dinage and gay bons mots . She outshone every woman on
the grounds , and held her own against the fairest of her
rivals as I had never seen her do before , popular as her fair
face necessarily made her .

Still Freddy Beverly kept away . Bravely miserable as
he was, he was yet man enough to restrain himself and

hide his pain in his deep , true young heart . He knocked
the balls about with the rest of them , winning golden opin-
ions through his skill . He talked to the numerous pretty
girls cheerfully , and let them flirt at him, as pretty girls
are apt to flirt , in a happy , innocent way , at or with
handsome , good -natured , eligible or even ineligible young
men.
But toward the close of the afternoon he drifted back to

me again , and after some desultory rambling we found
ourselves together in the conservatory , quietly ensconced
behind a wall of flowers and the giant cactus -the giant
cactus is my gardener's botanical lion , and he gives it a
corner to itself and half unintentionally we had slipped
into talking about his engagement to Ethel .
"I have found out my mistake at last ," he said to me,
sadly . " She only deceived herself in imagining that she
loved me, so you see that the only thing for me to do is to
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wait until the time comes when she can find courage to tell | lay beneath her tranquil serenity a strength of passion and
me so, and then to free her and let her be happy . My poor desperateness of which I had never dreamed .
darling ! It is not too late to make that reparation , at
least ."
If I had not been so very fond of him, I should have
felt halt angry at his blindness . He believed in her yet ,
simply because he was too true to comprehend that a
woman who has not lived half a lifetime may yet be delib-
erately worldly and unscrupulous and calculating .
We were talking so earnestly -he was so full of his gen-
erous , sorrowful penitence , and I so full of sympathy for
him-that we
did not hear
what we could

not have failed
to hear other-
wise , namely ,
the sound of
some one en-
tering ; for
some one did
enter , and
suddenly our
low conversa-
tion was bro-
ken in upon
by the voice
of a woman
speaking hur-
riedly and
almost plead-
ingly , a few
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She broke in upon him with actual wildness , her voice
all broken and tremulous .

"Hush !" she said ; " for pity's sake don't speak in that
tone ! It seems as if-as if everything was so far away-
as if we could never bring it back ."
Her last word was a sob . She loved this man , and was
ready to lose all , to humiliate herself even , to win him
back , now that she feared she had forfeited his esteem
for ever. Though I could not see her , I knew that she

100000

face

had ended by
dropping her
burning
in her hands ,
and so hiding
it. There was
a slight pause ,
and then Cap-
tain Blake
spoke again ,
and his tone
was a half
pitying one ,
unrelenting as
his words
were.
"Ethel ,"he
said , " it is
too late ."
I looked
round for a

feet from us.
"Don't say
that ;it sounds
like blame
from your lips ,
and-and ," in
a softly
dropped tone
that was fairly
thrilling , "I
have not so far
outlived the
old days thatI can boar
blame from
you ."
It broke
upon us SO
abruptly that
the sweet , lin-
gering voice
might have
been a thun-
derbolt , it so
startled us.
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I looked up at Freddy , and saw that his Saxon face was
deathly pale-had grown so all at once-for the voice was
Ethel Kirke's , and we both knew, as if by instinct , that she
was talking to Captain Blake .
"I don't mean to blame you," said Blake's cool , gallant
voice . "I never exactly blamed you, even in those long-
past old days you speak of. I never like to blame women .
They have reasons for their actions which we men cannot
understand ."
I never was so troubled and astonished in my life as I
was by what came next . I thought I had understood
Ethel Kirke , but I knew then that I had not-that there

mode of es-
cape,but there
was none . We
could not
leave the place
without pass-
ing them , and
that would
have been
worse than
staying , so we
were obliged
to remain si-
lent . We could
at least keep
their secret
sacred.
"This has
come too
late ," Blake
repeated ,"and
I was not to
blame , Ethel .
If-even if it
were possible

to bring the old days back again , these people tell me
there is some one else in my old place , a lover who is
more fortunate than I was. That is true , is it not ?"
Another breathless little pause , and then I heard a
strange sound , a wild, sudden sob, and then a rustle of
her sweeping dress. In her despair and misery , the
wretched , humbled creature had slipped down upon her
knees .

"Hector," she panted , with her beautiful shamed face
hidden still , "only bring them back to me, only say those
days can come back to us , and I will send him away . I
never loved him ; you know that , you must know it. Oh ,



270 BLUE-BEARD .

my God ! howI am humbling myself ! But it is you I love ;
it is you whom I cannot lose and live . I have found out
now that money cannot buy what I once threw away for
money's sake. "
He stopped her here , sadly , it seemed , almost tenderly ,
but without a touch of anything like passionate warmth .
"Hush !" he said , kindly . "You must not say this ,
Ethel ; honor will not let me listen . I thought you loved
this man , and were happy . I never dreamed of this . We
could not bring back the old days if we would , and-for-
give me for saying it , Ethel-you would only tire of it
again , as you did then . I know you too well to be vain
enough to think that I could satisfy you entirely . I did
not blame you—I say again-I did not blame you when
you told me that we had better forget the childish dream
and be worldly -wise, and I do not blame you for it now .
Perhaps it is better as it is for us both-I know it is better
for you."
Surely her punishment was bitter enough then-surely
it was bitter enough to bear . She had cast her bread upon
the waters , and it had come back to her after many days-
salt with tears-salt with burning, bitter self-humiliation
and reproach . She had dragged her woman's pride in the
dust ; she had abased herself in the utter wretchedness of
despair , clinging to the one wild , desperate straw of hope ,
and the end was this.
But it was all over at last , and the two were going away
to join the rest of the guests together ; and just before
they went I heard her stop at the door , with a soft , bitter
laugh.
"Look at my face , " she said ; " does it look like the
face of a woman who has humiliated herself for nothing ?
Do you think I can act out the lie of my life with éclat ?”I think he must have been somewhat tired of his posi-
tion , for he answered her coldly enough .
" I think you can act any part you choose ," he said .
It was not until they were gone that I began to under-
stand exactly how my fellow -hearer must have suffered ;

but when I met his once sunny blue eyes , I felt keenly
that in this brief quarter of an hour a great shock had
come to him. The light had gone out of his face some-
how , and there was a new expression in its fine lines . But
he did not utter aword of comment upon what had passed.
His dream was over quite , and its end had been one bitter
enough , God knows !
"Let us go back to the rest ," he said , simply. And ,
seeing it would be best, I took his proffered arm , and we
went .* * * * * *
Two days after my little party, he called on me, and we
had one of our long , friendly talks together , but , until he
was going away , he did not recur at all to his love -affair .
But , just before he bade me good -morning , he drew a small
box from his pocket , and handed it to me.

He tried to smile , and did smile , in a half -sad fashion.
"I thank you ," he answered , "I hope it will. Perhaps
it may , but I cannot think about that just yet , you know ;
and in the meantime I like to think the woman I honor
cares for me enough to wear the ring I once gave to the
woman I loved ."
And so I wore it , and in wearing it, I think , comforted
him a little ; and, though all this happened two or three
years ago , and I wear it still, I do not despair of the time
coming when I may take it off my old withered forefinger
and place it upon the fair young hand which is to hold my
favorite's all through the long journey of life.

THE SECOND WIFE .
BY ARTHUR MATTHISON .

SHE lightly trips o'er the garden path ,

Her young heart quickly beats ;
And the soft , fresh bloom of youthful life
From her rosy cheek retreats .

His children , not hers , await her there ;
His mother , not hers , she sees :
Will they smile a welcome , or coldly greet ?
Shall her young heart glow, or freeze ?

The husband , silent , stands at the gate ,

And with eager eyes looks on ;
Shall the fair young girl be loved , as once
They loved the dear one , gone ?

Yes ; the children run with flow'rets fair-
Ah , happy day of her life !-
And the mother's love smile sweetly beams
On the welcomed second wife !

BLUE -BEARD .
IT has more than once been asked what truth there is in
the story of Blue -Beard . More than once , also, the strange
and loathsome story of Gilles de Laval , Sire de Raiz , Mar-
shal of France , and Lieutenant-General of Brittany , the
companion in arms of Joan of Arc , has been quoted with
the view of showing that his evil doings gave rise to the
Blue -Beard legend . True enough , the chroniclers of the
time report that his long beard of swallow -tail form was
bluish -black in tint , and that the surname of Blue -Beard
was given him by the Bretons among whom he lived ; still ,
not a single particular of his career tallies with the popu-
lar nursery story . He might be more rightfully compared
to the fabulous French Croquemitaine , for his victims
were not his wives -he had but one , Catherine de Thouars ,
from whom he lived apart-but the children of the peas-
antry and townsfolk , who dwelt around his many castles ,

of presents . Once the drawbridge raised behind them ,
they disappeared for ever from the outside world .

“ Miss Rosamunda ,” he said , his dear young face look - whither the poor little innocents were attracted by promises
ing a trifle pale , " when I bought this, I bought it for a
woman I loved , to wear . She gave it back to me last
night, and now , if you please, I should like a woman whom
I love to wear it still . Will you take it ?"
And he held out to me the ring I had helped him to
choose for Ethel Kirke -the ring that was all large , pure
pearls and sapphires .
My poor , altered Freddy ! I held out my withered old
hand to him , and let him put it on , while the tears were
running down his face.

"Yes , my dear," I said , " I will wear it for you until
you find a woman who is worthy of it ; only till then , my
dear , because, indeed—indeed , that time will come some
day .”

When Gilles was eventually brought to justice , after
having carried on his atrocious practices with impunity
for eight years , it was found impossible to compute the
number of his victims , for , after having strangled or de-
capitated them , he caused the bodies to be burnt. On the
26th of October , 1440 , the miscreant was hanged on the
pré de Biesse , just outside Nantes , and when his body had
been slightly scorched by a fire lighted under the gibbet,
it was placed in a coffin and conveyed to the church of the
Carmelites , where , with great pomp , were celebrated " the
obsequies and funeral of most high, most powerful and
most redoubtable lord, Gilles de Laval , Sire of Raiz , in his


