
kissing his daughter's fresh cheeks,
•‘aud when I look at your blue eyes, 1

even feel certain.”

The next day Mina returned to the

handsome sleeper. Sure th.it he would

not woken till her father willed it, she

gazed at him quite at ease.

“Is it possible that the t’omtesse P'tn-

punelle did not love him/' she said to

her«»lf. “Hardhearted old thing! She

deserves to be as unattractive as she

i*. To have nearly caused the death of

this lovable Marquis'. Poor Zephyrin.
how hr suffered. But I sltail make up to

him for it all, I love him so!”

\ud to begin the compensation, Mina
bent aml touched the brow of the sleep-
er with her lips.

Whether the kiss awoke him. or whe-

ther the spell had lost its p >wer, no ore

can say. but at. that instant the Mar-

quis half opened his eyes, and seeing a

feminine iorm bending over him. he mur-

mured :

*(>, Here! My sorrow has touched

your heart, you have come;” and he

raised Mina’s hum! to his lips.
Mina, confused, drew away her hand

and ran bark to the library. Hut she

lingered near enough to livur the young

man say:
“What a swe?t dream!” An instant

later he called Phoebe, who awoke and

Marked joyously, while her master

walked about the room. Then lie sat

down before the harpsichord and began
to sing;

‘•Aimable Fiore,

; Vous quo j’adore!’’

hl. de Kosenberg entered. Mina threw

herself into his arms.

“Papa. pupa, he is awake; but he

loves her still; he will never love me!”
“We shall see ft'hout that; ah! he is

awake. («<• to your chamber, my child,

and do not leave it until t send for

you. Above all, do not cry. I want you
to keep your eyes bright.”

.M. de Rosenberg pushed open the

door and laid his hand on his friend’s

shoulder.
“Well. \'il!ery, how goes it thii

morning’”
“Ab! my dear Rosenborg, ( was happy

in a dream. Flore was there, and—but
what do I see!” he exclaimed, fixing a

frightened look on his friend. "What
has happened to you, Rosenberg?”

“I wHI tell you about that: my hair

and beard seem Io you to have

whitened suddenly; it is a long story.”
“For you to have changed so in one

night you must have had some horrible
grief. Rosenberg, you should not have

hidden your trouble from me.”

“I have no trouble, Villery. Let us

speak of yourself. You have slept well?

had sweet dreams?”

“Alas! Rosenberg, I have bad all

sorts. First. I thought I was with

Flore, and she flouted me disdainfully.
I left her. intending to throw myself
in Ihr lake, when you stopped me and

promised me an easier death. You
brought me here, made me lie down;
•then you stared at me fixedly and I
fell asleep. The sleep was agreeable;
if has rested me. I dreamed vaguely
of music and perfumes; bul this morn-

ing. just now, I had a pleasanter dream:

a sweet voice murmured near me T
love you.’ and I felt a kiss on my

cheek.”

"Ah’ ah! a kiss, now truly?”
“I opened my eyes. I half saw a form

I tried to seize, but which escaped me.

Idiot that I was, I believed for an in-

stant that Flore had repented of her
•r licit y and had come to comfort me.”

‘•No; *he (lid not e»nie, bOt I think
she repents her cruelty and if you still

wish to live for her sue will now per-
mit it.”

“She must l»e greatly changed.”
‘‘She is, indeed, greatly changed.”
“You really think she will deign to

bestow her hand upon me?”
“1 am very sure of it.”

“What enchanter has wrought this

miracle?”

“Time.”

“Time! Since yesterday?”
“Since yesterday iny black hair has

grown white. Cannot- the heart of

Mino, de Pimprenelie change like the
fare of your old friend?”

"Ah. Rosenberg! how happy 1 should
be. But are you sure?”

"I am sure she regrets you and that

she will be glad if you still love her.”

"If 1 still lore her! Can you doubt
it? Ah! come. Rosenborg, come; let us

go and find her.”

“Come!” said M. de Rosenberg,
quietly.

The corner of the park that we savs

at the beginning of our story was part-
ly torn away; the bench was broken,
the Sphinx, had lost her head, the

nymph also; it could easily be seen

that the destructive agents of the Re-

volution had passed over the place.
An old and wrinkled woman, in whom

it would have been difficult to recognise
the brilliant Comtesse de Pimprenelie,
was seated on the debris of the bench.
Marthon—-the lively, bright Marthon—

grown yellow as parchment and sulky
as an owl, was knitting as she leaned

against the pedestal of the statue. The

Comtesse was thinking of other days,
and she sighed.

“Do you guess my thoughts, Mar-
thon?” she inquired, turning to her

maid.

“It would not be difficult. Madam
dreams of the days when she was beau-

tinil. when all the court was at her

feet. I also dream of my youth. It is

long ago naw.”

“I bat abominable .Revolution made

us grow old.”
“Yes, and the years also.” ’
‘‘How sad it is io be alone! If I had

known— -

”

“Madame would have married; and

she would have done well; she had

enough to choose among. But was she
too disdainful! When I think of all
lhe lovers she cast off! above all, that

poor Marquis de V’illery. I was sorry
tor h:m. He was so handsome, kind,
and generous. One evening he was

seated where Madame is now, and he

gave me ten louis only because I an-

nounced that Madame was coming to
talk to him. Ten louis—and the day
after that he went to America. But
what is the matter with Joseph? See
how he is running!”

As she spoke a domestic in livery ar-

rived all out of breath.

“Monsieur le Marquis de Vi-lery, re-

turned yesterday, asks if Madame la
Comtesse will receive him?”

“lhe Marquis de Villery!” repeated
Ihe Comtesse,. overcome with astonish-
ment.

“Well.” thought Marthon, “when one

speaks of a wolf he comes out of the
woods. Madame is lucky; she may
marry him yet.”

"Madame will not rece: ve him?” ask-
ed the valei, taking the lady’s s: fence
for a refusal.

“What! not receive him! You for-

get, Joseph. M. de Villery, an old

friend, whom I highly esteem. Run and
tell him that I await him.”

The valet bowed and obeyed.
The Comtesse passed her hand vapidly

over her hair, arranged her curls, her

laees, Iter skirts, and recalled her
smiles.

“Am I looking' well, Marthon?” she
asked, anxiously.

“Certainly, Maclaine;” then she mut-

tered between her teeth: “As well as

one can at sixty."
MM. de Rosenberg and de Villery ad-

vanced.
“Good Heavens!” cried Marthon.

“Look at M. de Villery! Madame, he

is exactly the same as on the evening
we were talking about. Well,. America
must be a land where people keep
young. 1 wish we had both been there,
too.”

The Comtesse was petrified with

amazement.

Zephyrin advanced, his eyes lowered;
he saw a skirl and laees. and not dar-

ing to look his divinity in the faee he

dropped on one knee.
‘■Permit me. Madame, to repeat to

you to-day what ! said yesterday.”
"Yesterday!” cried Flore.
“The time must have seemed to him

short,” ‘bought the maid.

The rather cracked voice of Mme. de

Pimprenelie made the young man raise
his eyes. For one instant he stared at

the old faee to which rouge and white

powder gave an artificial vivacity; at

the sunken eyes, at the grimacing
smile, and through it all. seeing some-

thing which resembled the Flore of

olden days, he gave a scream of fright,
rose, and fled.

"What, does that mean?” cried the

Comtesse, with irritation.
“Pray pardon my friend. Madame,”

replied Rosenberg with a mischievous

smile; “he has just returned from the

Wild West, where he has grown a lit-

tle savage. It is not surprising that he

could not hide his emotion on seeing
the changes brought, about by years.
He will soon return to present his ex-

cuses and respects.”
M. de Rosenberg, bowing politely,

took leave, and hurried after his friend.

"Rosenberg! Rosenberg! what has
happened?” demanded the Marquis.
“The change in you and in Flore cannot

have been the work of a single night;
you are deceiving me. I want to know

the truth.

M. de Rosenberg then told the youth-
ful olil man all that had happened.

“Conic, now.” he said at last, “did I

not do well? Are you not cured of your
love and glad you did not drown your-
self for the sake of that old woman?”

"I agree with you,” said Zephyrin.
“And when I think of my dream this

morning and remember that kiss! Ah',

what a pity it was only a dream!”

"And if it were not ?”

“Wluit!”
“If the kiss were really given by- a

lovely girl of 1(1 what would you say?”
”1 should be the happiest of men, for I

must love some one. Think, Rosenberg,
my heart was filled with Flore for forty
years and now it is empty.”

"We shall try to fill it,” returned Ro-

senberg. “Be patient and at present
let us sit down to eat; you have not

dined for forty years, my friend.”

A splendid repast has been prepared.

M. de Villery, in spite oT his long fast,
did not do it much honour; he was pre-
occupied with the thought of the gentle
sylph who had visited him.

Mina appeared at dessert, dressed in
white with a blue ribbon in her hair.

“Well,” said M. de Rosenberg to his

friend, “how do you like my daughter?”
“1 ' find her so charming,” answered

the Marquis, “that I ask your permis-
sion io offer tier my heart and hand.”

“You have it, my friend.”
“Mademoiselle,” said the Marquis,

courteously; bowing before the young

girl, “will you be Marquise de Villery!”
Mina blushed and made no reply;

but she held out her baud to the young
man, who kissed it.

A few days after Mina's marriage
with the Marquis was celebrated, and

never was seena lovelier bride or a mere

devoted brielegroom; the Comtesse de
Pimprenelie was punished for her pride.

Zephyrin and Mina were as happy as

the people* in fairy stories, and lived to

see an amiable family grow up around

them. The Marquis had the charming
manners of the old Court; his political
ideas were a little behind the times, but

that was excused by alt who knew of

his strange adventure, and there were

few who had not heard of de Villery’a

long sleep.
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V V 'GUARANTEED
AGAINST ANY DEFECT
IN MATERIAL OR CON-
STRUCTION

RHEUMATISM BANISHED.

Zam-Buk Successful Where Many

Treatments Fail.

“For about seven years.” says Mrs

Mary Ayton, of 65. Newman-street,
Newtown, Sydney, “I have suffered with
Rheumatism alt over my body, being es-

pecially severe in my ankles and knees,
and had great difficulty in getting about.
In fact, at times 1 have been laid up

altogether, and unable to attend to my
household duties. As you may believe,
I tried many professed cures for Rheu-

matism, both internal and external, but

could get no relief whatever. I was.

laid up in bed with a bad attack, when
I happened to see Zam-Buk advertised
as a cure for my complaint, and I

straightway sent for a pot, and rubbed
the balm well in to the parts affected.
In a short time I felt great relief, and.

thus encouraged, I persevered with the

treatment, with the result that I was

thoroughly cured. I am now able to

do my own housework, washing includ-
ed—a duty I have not ventured on for

some considerable time.” Zam-Buk, the

great healer, is a speedy cure for Piles,
Eczema, Boils, Running Sores, Sore
tLeg.s, Ringworm. Barcoo, Etc.. As an

Embrocation for Strained Muscles and

Tendons, Zam-Buk. rubbed well into the

parts affected, is unequalled. As a

household Balm for Cuts, Burns,
Bruises. Pimples, Blackheads, Prickly
Heat. Rash, and Bites of Insects, Zam-

Buk is invaluable. From all medicine
vendors, 1/6 or 3/6 family size (con-
taining nearly four times the quantity),
or from Zam-Buk Co., Pitt-street, Syd-
ney. Send a penny stamp for FREE

SAMPLE POT.

“RUB IT IN.”

THE JlATlOflflli JVIUTUfIIi LIFE
ASSOCIATION OF AUSTRALASIA, Ltd.

HEAD OFFICE FOR NEW ZEALAND—-

CUSTOMHOUSE QUAY, WELLINGTON.

FUNDS OVER £3,700,000
ANNUAL INCOME OVER £600,000

OyifjOC I MONEY TO LEND ON FREEHOLD PROPERTT.
. AGENCIES THROUGHOUT THE COLONY.

SEND FOR PROSPECTUS. Bonuses Large.
J. KEW HARTY, ORTON STEVENS,

DISTRICT MANAGER,

QUEEN STREET, AUCKLAND.
ReSld<mt SeeMUr> for New Zeal »n 'L
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