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ADA MOORES STORY,

CITAPTEL I
ML FENWIOR'S LU |rr-:.

Viorer bl net been s well s wsoal,
Take ull I'"l.’Jt]r-'uI'l'lpli"."l.‘! p:‘ttinni:'-', alin was very
mmprudent @ aned the slightest tmprndenrn s
vory dangerons af Mentone,  The heat there
15 aun-licat; and when the son Los set, or n
the shade where s s do ool peneteote,
it is often bitterly eoll, o spite of Colunel
Ridley’s extreme eare,—and be wateled lis

lovely Violet s o tender mother might have

done,—she lunl staved out too late oue day,
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when a colil wind urese, apd o violent eold
ad greatly merensed her congh and all her
distressing svimptoms,  She wos, however,
so much better o thas evening that her
Erlher could not bear to refuse her when she
entreated hio to Tet her join our party; but
we all saw a preat change in her. Thero
was 0 heetie flush on her cheek and an un-
natoral brilliney in her eyes, a restlessnoss
in her manner, aund the tronsparency of
alabaster in her skin. Poor Vielet! zhe
looked very lovely, bot it was a beauty
that maide one's heart nche,

Colonel Ridley watched his darling dangh-
tor,—the last of so many lovely, loving, amld
beloved givls, his youngest, lus last, is ouly
hope,—and 1 think his experienced eye de-
tected something that alsrmed him, for 1
saw his cheok grow pale, and fears moisten
kis eyelids, He proposed to Vielet to go
home at once, saying she looked tived, and



MR, FEXWICK'S LECTURE, h

onght not to be up late after her recent
ilIness.

Violet wus uowilling to go.  Bhe said she
was very happy, wmd felt se well; but
Colouel Ridley insisted, and os she wos a
sweet=-tempered, dnteons child, she followed
her futher, after havieg embraced uws all
tenderly,

“1 fear that sweet zirl is not long for
this world,” said my mother, as we hemd
{the gound of the wheels of the L'li'l'iu;{H that
hore hor off die away 1 the distanes,

“Whom the gods love die young,” said
Harry Blake powmfully, © and wany deaths
il they sempe by this—the death of fricuds,
amd  that whiclh killa still T, the death
of fricndship,  And sinee the common lot
overtales at Just those whe the longest es-
cape the old archer’s darf, perhaps the carly
grave over which men minn may have been

nresnt to save,”
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“ Omee,” said Alphonse do Monleon, 1
wished to die young, but now the world
soems 50 beautifal, and life so exquisite
now, to dic would seem too termible.  How
I pray for long life! I fecl too happy fo
dic—1I eannot die now,”

As he aspoke, his Leantiful dark eyes,
radiznt with pure love, hope, and joy un-
utterable, met the tinmd, tender glance of
Beatrice’™s shy, violet orbs.  Eloquenily as
a glance (a maiden’s glinee) coull speak,
those eyves said, ‘No! we cammot die wow ;
we are too happy !

Mr. Fenwick, having re-entered the room,
took a seat by my mother, ind resumed the
rather boring olil history of the principality:—

¢ T was speaking of the Port of Herenles,™
gaid Mr. Fenwick, *when we were so0 un-
fortunately interrupted. 1 will only add
that Augustus Ciesar embarked for Genoa
from this very port, om his way io Home,



