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From Dickens’s Household Words.
SPREINGS IN THE DESERT.
I pace the long deserted rooms,
,<,Sti,11,stt‘ivigg torecall
“The sounds of footsteps on
Or voicesin the hall,

the stairs,

Along the walksand up the lawn,
. I wander every day;
. And #it beneath the' mulberry’s shade,
‘Where most we loved to play.

No stir of feet the stillness breaks,

No dear familiar tone ; !
Siace, taking each her separate way,
~ 'They left me here alone. d

To love them, and their love to share
Was life and joy to me ; X
I was the eldest of the house;
- My pigters they were three.

As one who, markg the budunfold,
A flowerof radiant -hue; -~

‘I'marvelled day by day to find
‘How beautiful they grew.

@

I knew them pure, and fit for life,
If earthly life were given ;
. 4Axd 0!I knew, if they should die;
They were as fit for Heaven.

‘Our-childhood was a merry time ;
And grief—if grief we knew—

~Seemed only sent, likerain, to make -
The flowers spring tp ane’w.

L

“We parted ; one tolordly halls
. An foreign climes. was led ; :

Where love each day some new,delighf
O’er hierlife’s pathway shed. {®

“The other chose a lowlier ot ;

" "A'poor man’s home to share,

To_cheer him at his daily toil,
4. ,And soothe his daily care.

The last-anc youngest,—where is she’—
I thought she would have stayed

"To talk with me of other days
Bencath the mulberry’s shade.

I loved her, as 2 mother loves ;
And nightly, on my breast

-She laid her fair and gentle head,
And sung Lerself to rest.

I knew she could not find her peer
Among the sons of clay ;

Yet how I wept, when Angelscame
To take my fiower away !

And years have passed—Ilong -silent yeara—
Since first I dwelt alone

Within the old deserted house,
Whence so much love wss gone.

L was not, like my sisters, fair,
Ner light of heart as they ;

I always knew that mine would be
Alowly, lonely way.

But they who deem my portion hard,
Knows not that wells ave found
In deserts wild, whose silent stream
Make green the parched ground.

"There’s not a blade of grass—a leaf—
A breath of suminer air-—

But stirs my heart with love for Him
Who made this earth so fair.

And many a Jowly friend have I,
Or sick, or sud of heart,

‘Who hailsmy coming steps With joy.
And sighs whea I depart.

No day is ever long ; and night .
Some gentle spirit brings,
‘Eo"whisper thoughts of other ‘worlds
" And of diviner things.

And if, when evening shadows fall,
I sad or lonely feel.

I kneel me down in that same room
Where we four used to kneel.

And there I say the evening prayer
We four were went to say ;

‘The very place hath power tocharm
All gloomier thoughts away.

1 have a thousand memories dear,
‘And quiet joys untold ;

For God but takes hisgifts away,
To give them back tenfoid.

From Chambers’s Journal for November.
TEE PRANTDORT EORsS®,

;- Du Foinvert was a bandsome and fas¢inating
man, of distinguished family “and rank ; the
marchisness was young and a widow, and life
at thechateaw was somewhat lonely for her.
Very soon after thig, the marchioness ‘found
herselfseized with a Strong desire to proceed
torParis also,

As her carrisge was proceeding alorg the
Boulevards, she observed a glittering party of
gentlemen on' horseback approaching, riding
<n either eide, and inthe wake of a wery

| making about the finest and most interesting

sump-

tuous chariot, drawn by four white ponies. In
the chariot was seated a gentleman of 2 some-
what dissipated appearance, apparently beyond
middle hife, but still of &' vivacious anid lively
temperament, ~This was the Duke of Orleans, |
cousin of the king, and afterwards celebrated as
the Egalite of the Revolution. - These, how-
ever, were the days of his' luxury, pomp, and
insouciant intrigues. On his right' bhand rode
Du TFoinvert, on his black and white horse,

figure of the goodly company. The count rai-
sed his bat rad bowed low as ke caught sight; of
his charming country neighbour in the carriage
- marchioness smiled and blushed, and bow-
-ed in return. g

‘Hey! ‘what is' the meaning of this? ex-
claimed the duke. ¢ Du Foinvert, what have
you been about #  Who is she 2’

¢ The Marchioness de Beauvoisin—a ‘neigh-
bour of mine in the country, monsiegneur, an-
swered the count,

* A country neighbour come to town,’ retur-
ned the duke, looking up in the ' face of his
young courtier with a 'scrutinising glance.
¢ What ! "DuFoinvert actvally blushes !’

¢ Not I, monseigneur. It is your fancy.’

¢ No, o3 myeyes are still good y and:did 1
not see that  the lady; your country ‘neighbor,
blushesalso ? " I take it you are well disposed
towards each other.’ s

¢ dt would become us to be o, mounseigneur

since our houses are but little better thana gun
shot apart.’ . e 1

¢ You are right ;and it is well to obey thelt
behests of our most holy religion, : which’ com-
mand us to love our neighbour as ourselves | —
and especially when the neighbour happens' to
¢e a charming young marchioness.  But
my dear Du Foinvert, where is her husband all
thnla wl;ile ?gis be not accounted within the
pale of neighbourship #’
s The ﬁgy hag nolt) such 2 thing at present,

‘monseigheur,’said Du_ Foinvert. ¢ Her part-

{meris deccased, and sheis keeping the shop
open on her own account.’ |

* My dear count, if she has capital, she would
make an excelient sleeping partner—that, T war-
rant, aas already had your due consideration. |
{ But Ishould Tike to” see something more of
this most »miable marchioness.’

¢ Mylord, Iheg that a passing salutation,
sincerely - respectful onj my part, may not
lead you to faney that the lady is to be trifled
with.’ : :

¢ Ob, don’t be frighténed ! You wrong me in
| your jealous terror, my dear young friend, So
far from being inclined to play aby tiicks, I
feel myself warmly disposed to behave. like. a
father to you—like a father so you Foinvert,—
I see how you are disposed, and will make in-
quiry into the illigibility ‘of the affair; excuse
me, mon ami ! simply paternal—simply pater-
nal. 1 am afraid my son, that, considering how
you Have been spending money lately, you
must be near the bottom of the chest; and’ in
that case the alliance my be advantageous—
Confess, Du Foinvert, you have nearly’ got
through all ¥’

¢ Never fear, my lord ; I can find plewty
rmore where | found the rest,’ returned Du
Foinvert impatiently— the last words in a some-
what suppressed tone.

¢ AR ! but this is no veaon why we should ne-
glect this promising little affair,” continued the
duke, ¢In fact, I will send Madame the Mar-
chioness an invitatien for our little fete next
Wednesday, and the Duchess de Blanverie shall
be her chaperone.’

¢ I have reason 10 to believe that the mar-
chioness, since her widowhood, leads a strictly
secluded life.’

{ ¢ Only seeing a ncighbour now and then,
1 perhaps ¥’
¢ I mean to say, she never oges into saciety
1and I am by no means of opinion that she wanld
enjoy anything like the fece we are looking for-
ward to at St. Cloud.’
¢ Be not alarmed, my friend ; she shall be
humoured most assiduously—not delicately.;
the sweet widow shall have her very whims res-
pected. Be at rest, and confide in me, vour
paternal guardian.’

Du Foinvert did not look by any means
| pleased, notwithstanding the gracious  interest
4 the duke manifested in his aflairs. In sgoth,
he knew his grace far too well to be unable to
appreciate correctly the paternal :attachment
accorded him ; and he by no means relished
the idea of his versatile patron coming between
{ bizx and the widow Beauveisin, When a man
| begins to . entertain a tender passion, he does
i not feel ineined toallow the mierferenee ot an
accomplished and"potwerful roue, however fair
sounding the offered ‘countenance and encou-
i ragement of the latter. ITe does ‘not want -to
be asssisted 1n &is love affair by another, espe-
| cially-when that other considers all the chajeest
of the sex as fair game, and' wasmever known
to'be troubled or restricted by anything like a
scruple.  Du Fotnvert, therefore, anathmatised. |
with his whole heart the chance - that had:
brotight the marchioness and bis own acquain-
tance with her under the' ehservation of the
duke 5 for by this time he had many times cast
over ‘in his mind the numerous graces and

him to begin life agaid‘with a clear course before
him, - vl

The duke was as good as his word. The

marchioness received a polite and respectful in- |
vitation'to honour. the 1;'

her presence, and the the duke’s experienced
friend, the Duchess'de Blanverie, herself con-
veved it to her, with assurances that it would
afford her a pleasant evening, and that she, the
duchess, would ‘take care that she should not
want the countenance and assistance of a good
chaperone. What wonder that our young, vi-

ete at . St. Cloud with

vacious,and beautiful widow was dazzled, and
that she at once took it for granted that she

could ‘make an excellent figure, even amidst

the glittering conrt of the ex-regent !
The appointed evening arrived : the gardens

and terraced walks of St. Cloud were splen-

didly illuminated, and the fine old chateau it-

self looked like the palace of a fairy tale—the

radiance of myriad lights blazing from the win-

dows. ' The carriage of the marchioness made «
one amidst the long train of equipages that

were drawn up at the gates. * The spirit..of fes-

tivity was upon theplace; the air was full of
music, of the sound of gay and hilarious voiees

—ofjest and laughter —of the dainty rustling of
silks and satins—of the sparkling glitter  of
jewels and precious stones. '

As soon as the marchioness entered the salle
d'entree, the Duchess de Blanverie was by her
side, all smiles and compliments. . The young
widow looked extremely handsome ; her dress
was utiexceptionable;  The ‘presenece of a new
beauty in that sphere was always a theme for
observation, gossip; and speculation. " The mar-
chioness found herself an object of attention,
and in some quarters of admiration, and straight-
woman as she was, - began to felicitate ~herself
upon  her auspicions entrance into  the!
highest society, and to feel interest and enjoy-
ment in= all that, was going on all around
her. ' |

She had been a couple of hours in the house.
and was'wondering whether' she should sce the
Count du Foinvert there, as she had - expected,
he being one of the intimate associates of the
duke ; and whether, indeed, she.should see the
duke himself, for as yet he had not made his
appearance in any of the groups through which
she had passed, “As ghe ‘was still ‘speculating
on this Frobabihty,'a voice at her shoulder pro-
nounced her name in q low tone, and, ts‘u-nu;;g7
she beheld the Duke of Orleans himself.’

¢ You are thrice welcome, dear madame, to
this house, and 1 am sorry to remember that
we have never bad the honour of your pre-
sence before,’ he said, with a courtly gmile and
bow.

¢ Monseigneur is very good !’ exclaimed the !
marchioness.

1 am sorry to hear, my dear lady, of the sad
repute into which your neighbourhood has fal-
len. . I hope and trust you may never share the
fate to which so many who pass your road have
been exposed.’

¢ Monseigneur, you alarm me ! exclaimed
the marchioness, in astorishment. ¢ To what
do you allude ?  What peril awaits those who
pass along our road ? 1 am veryrarely in Pa-
ris=—and thusdo not hear the news.’

¢ It'is sad work ! six robberies on the high-
way between St. Germain and Paris within the
past month, and as yet not the slightest clue
to the perpetrator ; who, according to all ac-
counts, is a cavalter seu/ mounted on a black
horse.

The marchicuess started and turned pale with
terror as a wild suspicion darted through her
mind.

¢ Al'! you may wellb e affrighted, my dear
young lady,"said - the duke. I hope provi-
dence may save you from the wretch, whoever
he may be. [ have pledged my word, that im-
mediattly upon discovery he 'shall expiate
his crimes upon the scaffold. But what is the
matter, my dedr madame ? are you faint? are
you ill ®

¢ Excuse me,! said the marchioness, ‘in great
disorder. % A black horse, did you sy ? and on
the St. Germain road ? Then there have been,
robberies ? * Did ' mot gee that horse myself
and did not Antoine see it twice, and did he
ot say it went straight to his door ? Can it be
possible ¥’

¢ What do you ‘mean, my dear 'mddame ¥
asked the duke, exceedingly dstonished at the
confusion and the agitated words of his fair vi-
sitor, - ¢ What horse did yousee ? and to whoge
door did it go ¥’

¢ Excuse me monseigneur ; the news has so
startled me 1 hardly know what I am saying,’
answered the marchioness, seized now with a
new texror. ¢ There were some idle stories of
a horse being seen running past my house with-
out a rider—perbaps it belonged to some one
wha had been robbed,’

¢ But to whose floor it run, my dear ma-
dame ?  Did you not speak of its goitg straight
to some person’s door P* asked the duke. with
eager interest.  * Come, come ! 1 am delighted
by the hope that you may be able to give us
some clue to the villain, Society will ‘be be-
holden to you, my dear marchioness.’

¢ No, no! I know nothing whatever— I had |

i charms of the young widow, and the -solid-and |
 substantinl assistance her-ample: fortune might
;afford in the way of retrieving his affairs, which,
{to say truth, were in a state of desporate em-
barrassient aad canfusion; and] in helning

heard of no robberies, before your grace inform-
ed but this moment,’ said  the poor lady, in

]extreme perplexity andalarm. It is all fresh

news.to me,’,
¢ Ay ! but this about the horse without o rider
vwhich you have seen once, and which Antoine

has seen twice,. and which Antoine rays went
straight to somebody’s door,’ persisted the
duke impatiently. «To whose door, madame 7’
¢ I cannot; telly monsicgneur—the 1nan - him-
self was alarmed, and his statement is not to
be trusted. Myown inquiries have discovered
that) he was ' entirely mistaken —entirely mis-
taken. Exeuse me “monseigner—1 could not,
for my iife, say a word which might throw
suspicion upon an innocent person.’

The duke looked round the salon with an
eager glance. ¢ Why is Du Foinvert net here p'
he muttered gravely.

The miarchioness blusbed amidst her agitation
at the mention of that name, and became.still
more distressed. The duke observed the cir-
cumstance, and smiled mischievously. *‘inke
my arm, my dear madame. I will beg you to
accompany me for a few moments.’ -

He conducted her to a retired apartment,
motioning ‘ first the Duchess de Blanverie te
follow. When' they were alone, he whisprec -
some instructionsin the ear of the latter, apx
she retired, leaving him with the marchiones.’

¢ You have dropped some hints—some words
madame, which must. be cleared  up,” he zaid
with judical gravity, ¢ It is my belief you bave
it in your power to afford us a clue ot imper-
tance let. me beg of you not to allow your ti-
midity to impede the course of justice.’

*+You' frighten - me monseigneur ! What
have 'I'to 'do “with the ‘course of justice ?
AT know is that 1 saw a horse run past my
house one night without a rider.’

¢ And Antoine saw it twice—and, pray, who
is Antoine ?

¢ One of my servants.’ v

« Bien ! he shall be arrested. Doubtless.-he
will be more communicative than his mistress.’

¢ Oh, monseigneur, he is & gossiping noodle,
and his statement is not to be trusted.’

¢ We can judge of that when we hear what
it is, rejoined the duke drily,

Here the’ Duchess de Blanverie re-entered
‘the room, followed by six gentlemen of various
ages, but most of them young, and wearing the
gallant, reckless,and high bred air of courtiers
to the manrer born,

* Behold, madame, the vietims of the robber!
exclaimed the duke, waving his hand towards
these gentlemen with a smile. ¢ These six
gentlemen have all been robbed within the past
month by ‘the mysterious - cavalier seul, who
rides upon a black horse.’

¢ A horse that runs like the wind, and makes
no more noise !’ eried one. ¢ Four hundred
louis the vil'ain eased me of.’

¢ A horse whose hoofs you can hardly Lear
when he is galloping close a% your side I’ ex-
claimed another.  * A thousand louis am [ the
poorer, entirely because 1 could not hear the
creature coming after me !

¢ Plainly a horse out of the devil's stables,
added a fourth. ¢ It's my belief the brute has
wings. Six hundred and fifty louis, my friends?
—no joke to lose.”

And as the ¢ victims’ proceeded - thus - with
their complaints, the agitation of the marchion-
ess increased, for the peculiarity they ell ally-
ded to established the identity of the phantom
horse. ‘

“Gentlemen,’ said the duke, waving his hand
with an inclinatien of his head towards the mar-
chioness, ¢ this lady and her servant have, on
three - occasions, seen & horse running away
without a rider, in the neighbourhcod in which
you were robbed.  Her servant'saw the - horse
g0 to acertain person’s door. 1t is my belief
that she may afford us some clue of importance,
and I have called you to her presencein order
that her pity may be excited, and induce her to
reveal all she knows.”

¢ Did the horse run in a strange, silent man<*
ner ? asked one.

¢ It did—it did ; but I know ncthing about
these rehberies, and have never heard of them
before,” exclaimed the marchioness, her aflright
greatly increased.

¢ To whose door did it go ¥’ cried the chorus
¢ His name—madame, his name !’

¢ Lwould mot cast suspicion upon an inno=
cent person for the world !"exclaimed the mar-
chioness.

¢ No harm shall befall the innocent, de-

pend' upon it madame. His name, we pray
jou !’
1 ‘We must secure Antoine, the lady's servant,’
sud the duke, as the marchioness still hesita.
ted.  « Him we will muke more communica-
tive,’

He rang'the bell, and to the dismay of the
marchioness, Antoine, apparently frightened ot
of his wits, was hurried 1ato the roem by a cou-
ple of Lackeys. .

‘I have sent for him,iyou sce.’ said the. duke,
« Now we shall hear something.’ 4

He then proceeded to- question the ‘wonder-
ing Antoine as to all be knew about the han-—*
tom horse;and at length drew forth the whole
of bis story—the company learning that the
horse had stopped at the country-house  of the
Count Du Foivert.

The name was echoed in s gencral shout the
moment Antoine mentioned it. -

¢ Du Foinvert | the villian ¥

‘ Du Foinvert ! the traitor !

¢ Du Foinvert ! the cheat !"

¢ I suspected it must be sonie one always pre-
sent at our plag,” cried one;  for whenever any
gne gained o lucky pull, he” was sure to be'reb-

ed !
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