
then, is the renowned warrior I— Coligny ?— Richelieu?— perhapsMarchal Saxu himself."
The fever of enthusiasm passed away,and the unknown sunkagain into despondency.
"Tago spoke truly," he continued in a low and mournful tone."Iwassoou weary with the vain incense of military fame, and per-ceiving there wasbut one thing real and substantial in the world,Ipurchased,by five years of my existence,the richesIcoveted. Yes,youngman, itis true, though incredible;Isawmy wealth increasebeyond my most sanguine desires. Lands,forests, castles, all were

#mine;even this morningIthought myself— butnomatter;you will
Boon be convinced of the truth

—
oh, how soon!"He approached the clock on the chimney,andlooked at it witha terrified gaze, thencontinued, rapidly."

This morning, on awakening at daybreak, Ifelt a degree ofexhaustion throughout my whole frame that alarmedme. Irangmybell, and Yago answered the summons. "
What is the matter ?

"
Iexclaimed ;"Iam faint." "Itis but the course of nature," heanswered calmly. "Masterthehour approaches— itiscome." «" Whathour ?

"
Icriedin surprise.

"Do younot divineit?
"

said Yago, " Heaven allotted as yourportion sixty yearsof existence. Youhad livedthirty of them whenIfirst became your slave.""
Yago,"Icried,"Youare jesting with me.""No, master,no;in five years of lifeyouhaveexpendedtwenty-

flre topurchaseglory. Theybecame my property,and will be addedto the termof my existence.""That, then,"Icried," was thepriceIpaid for your services?""Others have paid dearer,"he answered boldly;
"

for instance,
Fabert.whomIserved also.""'Tis false, 'tis false !

"
Icried vehemently.

11You will findit true, my master," said the black;"You havebuthalf an hour to live.""Oh, saynot so,Yago;you aredeceivingme ?
""Calculate yourself," he answered;" thirty.five years that youhave actually lived,and twenty-five lost. The account is square.Ititmy turn now; toevery one their own is but justice."

He turned togo,but feelingmyself graduallysinking,Iexclaimedm despair,"Oh, Yago, Yago!giveme but a few hours more.""They would be deducted from mine,' said he"
andIknow thevalue of life better than you did. What treasure is equal to twohours of existence?

"
A dark cloud seemed to pass before my eyes,and the chill ofdeath was in my veins. With a last effortIgasped out, "Take backthe wealth for which Ihave paid so dear.— Give me but fourhours more of life andIresign my lands, mycaßtles, my gold all,"You have been akind master," said he, after apause ;"Iwishto dosomething ingratitude." Ifelt mycourage revive,andventuredto say," four hours arealmost nothing;Yago, Yago,granc me somemore in addition, andIresign the literary fame that placed my namesohigh in the world.""Four hours of life for such a bagatelleas that1" saidthe negro,with disdain;"but for your sake Iwill not refuse your lastrequest."
"Oh1 say not my last," said I,emboldenedby bis compliance;"

give me the twelve hours complete
—

one more day and let thefame of my battles and victories be forever effaced from the memoryof mankind. One day, Yago— one day,and lam willing toresign
all else." X"

You abuse my goodnature," he said,"butIwill not refuse I
giveyou till sunset. Farewell— with the last bpam of dayIcome tofetchyou."— And he left me continued the unknown in the accentsof despair;and this is the last dayIhave to remain on earth Herushed to the window and pointed to the park. "

Ishall never again
behold that lovely sky, that verdant lawn, that silvery stream, never
again breathe the balmy air of spring. Fool— fool that Iwas " theblessings that God lavishes uponall were mine also, and Idespisedthem!NowIknow their inestimablevalue ;andImighthaveenjoyedthem for25 yearslonger ;andina fewhours Imustlose them forever1Ihave squandered my life for a vainchimera— a sterile fame, thathas perished even before myself. Look1" he cried, pointing to agroup of peasants, who, on their return to labour,filled the air withtheir joyous songs ;" what would Inot give toshare their laboursand poverty ? ButIhave nothing now tohope for— not even labourand poverty." A bright sunbeam at this moment fell upon his paleanddistorted features; hegrasped my armconvulsivelyandexclaimedLook— look at that glorious sun;andImust leaveit foreverlAh!letmenot lose a moment of this preciousday, to which, for me, alas !there will be no morrow 1" Thus saying,he rushed into thepark anddisappearedamong the foilageof a shady alley.
tu .. *

T
w,mvßelf uPon the Bof». bewildered and oppressed by allthat Ibad heardand seen. Was it indeed areality, or wasIunderthe influence of some fantastic dream ?— The door wasopened byaservant, who announced theDuke of C

A noble looking personage of about 60 yearsof age,entered,andcordially takingmy hand, apologised for havingdetainedme so loneHehad been compelled," he said," toattend a consultation of thetaculty upon the stateof his unfortunate brother.""He isnot indanger,Itrust ?" said I.'" No," replied the duke, mournfully; '<the disease is a mentalone. From his youthhe suffered the most extravagant ideas of elorvandambition togain possessionof his mind, till his frame weakenedby such violent emotions, was attacked by a feverin which his lifewas despaired of. He recovered, however,but his reason is,Ifeargone forever. The unhappy illusion under whichhe labours is, thatnehas but onemoreday to live."All wasexplained."Now,my young friend," continued the duke," letus speak ofyour fufureprospects. Towards the endof the month Iwill be abletoaccorppanyyou tocourt."
"Hrn fully sensible of your kindness, my lord,"Ireplied, "

butIhave given up all idea of profitingby your generous offer,"
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" How is this ?

"
exclaimed the duke, '" you know not whatyou do. Good HeavensIsuch a brilliant careeropenbeforeyouf In

tan years"" Which would be ten years of a life lost," said I,with a
smile."

Lost1
"

cried the duke ! " would it not be cheaply buying
glory, fortune andhonours? Come,come,youbut jest; youwill go
with me to Versailles ?

""No, my lord,"Ireplied,ina respectfulbut firm tone;"Iwill
return toBrittany, whereIwill ever retain a grateful sense of yourlordship'sgoodness and condescension."_ "This is madness— downright madness I

" muttered the duke,inadisappointedand angry tone."
Ifeel it is soundreason," whisperedI,asIthought of allIhadseen and heard so lately.

The next morningIwason the road. Oh, with what inexpres-
sible delightIbeheld again the sweetsky of Brittany— the trees cf
my noble park— the turrets of my ancient castle ? ThereIfoundmy
belovedmother,my sweetsisters, my faithful vassals ;and there I
found true happiness, whichIhave neversince quitted. Blight dayi
afterwardsIwas the husband of Henrietta.

—
Exchange.

A HEROIC NUN.

(From the Brooklyn Oititen.)
Inthe presence of all the French troops guarding the Capital of
Tonquin, theGovbrnor-Generalreverentlybestowedthe cross of the
Legionof Honour on a nun, Mother Mary Teresa,Superioress of the
Sisters of Charity in thatEmpire.

The troopsweredrawn up in the principalpiauaof the city ina
square surronnding a platform on which was the Governor-General
andhis staff. When an aide-de-camp was sent tobring the nun ha
found her in thehospital consoling a soldier who was having his leg
amputated. She refused to leare thebedside until the operation was
completed,and then followed the officer to the square, where she wai
receivedby the General in person, and led to the platformamid tha
joyfulexclamations of the "oldiers.

The General then commanded silence, and in a solemn and
impressive tone addressedher asfollows :" Mother Mary Teresa,whanyou were twenty years of ajje you
receiveda wound from a canon-ball whileassisting oneof the wounded
on the field of Balaclava."

In 1859 the shell from a mitrailleuselaidyouprostrate in the
frontrank on the battle-field of Magenta. Since then youhave been
inSyria,inChinaand in Mexico,andif you were not woundedit was
not because you have not exposed yourself to the shot of gun and
cannonand the sabres andlances of the enemy. In 1870 you were
takenup inReiechoffen covered with many sabre wounds among a
heapof deadcuirassers."Buch deeds of heroism you havecrowned a few weeks ago with
oneof the most heroic actions whichhistory records. A grenade fell
upon the ambulance which was under your charge ; itdid not burst,
butitmight have done so at any moment andcaused new woundsin
thebodiesof those who werealready wounded;but there you were—

you took up the grenade in your arms, you smiled upon the
wounded, who looked at youwith feelings of dismay, not for them-
selves,but for you, and you carried it away to a distaace of eighty
metres. On laying it down you noticed that it wasgoing to burst;
you threw yourself upon the ground; it burst ; you were seen
covered with blood, but when persons came to your assistance you
rose up smiling, as is your wont,andsaid, ' that is nothingI

'
You

are scarcely recovered from your wound, and you return to tha
hospital, whenceIhave just now summoned you."

During these wordsof praisethegoodnunheldher head modestly
cast down, withher eyes fixedon her crucifix thathungby her side.
Then the General made her kneel down, and, drawing his sword,
touched her lightly with it on the shoulder three times and pinned
the cross of the Legionof Honour onher habit,saying withaquiver*
ing voice:"Iputuponyou the cross of thebravein thename of theFrench
people andarmy ;no onehas gained itby more deeds of heroism nor
by a life so completely spent in self-abnegnation for the benefit of
yourbrothersand service of your country. Soldiers !present arms I

"
The troops saluted, the drums andbugles rang out, the air wai

filled with loud acclamations, and all was jubilation and excitement
as Mother Mary Teresa roseup,her face suffused with blushes, and
asked:

"
General have you finished with me ?

""Yes,said he.""Well, then,Iam going back to my wounded soldiers in the
hospital."

"Rough on Itch."—" Rough on Itch
"

cures skin humor,
ruptions, ringworm, tetter, salt rheum, frosted feet, chilblains, itch,
vy poison,barber's itch.

TheJapaneseMinister of Marinehas decided to give anordar to
France for thebuilding of serenteen torpedo boats at acost of three-
andone half millions of francs.

Marshal MacMabonis about topublish a book on the Battle "(
Sedan, where the army of France was so lamentably crushed. The
ex-presidentof the Republic has almost finished the writing of hit
memoirs.

Theelection toParliament of Sir. George Tr«velyan as thenew
Liberal member from Glasgow may have a result in the Tutors
whichis hardly anticipatednow. The number of prominentLiberal!
in theHouse of Commons is greatly decreased since the defectionof
Hartington andGoshen andChamberlain andHenry James, and th«
downfall of Dilke. When Gladstone passes away there must be a
new leader, and after Sir William Harcourt, Trerelyan may flatter
himself that the party will look tohim. Hehat been unstable, itif
true, andis hardly a manof political genius, but in the dearth of
giants smaller men look large,
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