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One Night's Mystery.

By May Agnes Ficming.
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UHAPTER IX.—CoXTINTED,

The glittering, gas-lit life of the stage, with
its music, its plaudits, its flowers, its rows of
cager admiring faces might be bard to win,
but, once won, would it not be infinitely pre-
ferable to the deathly dullness of existence
dragged out as the wifv of the rich and res-

table Mr. Donald McKelpin? And ifher
dark, bold eyes and gypsy face really brought
her money and fame, why, then, she might
send for Freddy and marry him, and ¢live
ever after.

Mademoiselle Stephanie stood listening to
Miss Hendrick's vehement outburst with
knitted brows and pursed-up lips, utterly per-
plexed and at a loss. A great offence had
been done, unparalleled in the aunals of the
pensionnat, an oftence for which immediate ex-
pulsion, by every law of right and monslity,
should be the penalty. But M that expulsion
was to ruin this young cirl for life, and it was
her first offence, why, then, one must hesitate,
She had ever been such a credit to them all,
and really her story sounded plausible, and—
modemoiselle was staggered, divided, divided
between pity and duty~—completely at a loss.

¢} ou are quite suro your aunt will deal
with you in this severe fashion,’ she asked,
hier brows bent. ¢ Yeu are not deceiving me,
Miss Hendrick ?'

¢1 am notin the Labit of stating falsehoods,

mademoiselle; Cyrilla answered, majesti-
cally.

¢ And she will send you In disgrace back to
your father 7’

t5he will try, mademotlselle, but 1 will not
go. No! papa is poor enough without an ad-
ditional drag upon him. 1 will never go
back to be that drag.’

¢ What, then, will you do ¥’

Pardon, mademoigelle! I decline to an-~
Sﬂb-- ‘Once I am expelled this school your
right t0 Quectinn me ends.

‘But 1 have not eapellad you yet, sud 1
demand an answer, Mees Hendrick,' <cried
mademoigelle, her little brown eyes flashing.

Cyrilla laughed after a reckless fashion.

¢ I might marry the gentleman I met in the

, Brounds. After comprowising me in the
way he has done it is the least 1eparation he
could make, and [am sure he would if I
asked him.” Here catching sight of made-
moiselle’s face of horror and incredulity, Cy-
rilla pearly broke down. ¢ But you need not
fear ; 1 shall not ask hire. I shall go to New
York and go on the stage.’

i Mademoiselle Chateanroy’s eyes ‘had been
urednally dilating ns she listened. At those

;iwful words a gort of shriek vuist frum her

pa.:

- + 0, mon Dieu! hear her! go on the stage!
cried little mademoiselle in piercing accents,
and precisely the same tone as though her
abandoned pupil had said, ¢ I will go to per-
dition!" + Meea Hendrick,;do I hear yousright ?
‘Did you say the stage I’

+I-said the stage, mademoiselle,’ Cyrilla re-
peated,imperturbably—* no other life is open
1o me, and for the stage aloneam I quzlified.
‘When my aunt turns me from her doors I will
go direct to New York—tosome theatre there
—an obscure one, I fear, it must be at first—

_and in that great city, inthe theatrical pro-
fession, make my liviog. I can dance, 1 can
sing. I have perfect heclth, my share of
_good looks, and no end of what our -cousins
..across the border call fcheek.” I shall suc-
.ceed—1it is only a question of time. And
when I am a rich and poptlar actress, Made-
moiselle Stephanie, I shall one day return
here-and thank you for -having turned me
-outt. . . o
. Fer s moment mademoiselle stood speech-
-1ess, rooted to the ground by the matchless

_audacity of tbis reply, and ance more Cyrilla’s
gravity nearly gave way as -she looked+in her:
face. Theu, without a word, with horror in
her eyes, she hastily walked out of theroom,
lockirg the door after her, and stood panting

. onthe other side. .

-+I must spenk to Jeanns,’-ghe gasped. ¢ Ob,
mon Bieu! who would dream of the evil spi-

. rittbat possessesthat child.”

.. Breakfast was brought to Miss Hendrick in

- .the solitude of her prison by Mademoiselle

. ‘Jeanne herself, who also made a fire. ¥iss

Syduney shrugged her shoulders and turned
away.

¢1 shall find ont for all that. It is verp
odd; I must say. How could Cy have got
into any trouble after golog to her room last
night?

She ran down stalrs and straight to the
chambre a concher of Mademolselle Stephanie.
8he would find the door locked, no doubt, bat
at least she could talk through the key-hole.
She rapped softly.

1t {8 ], Cy—3Sydnoy,’ she whispered ; ‘come
to the door and & to me.

i Come in, Syd,' the clear voice of Cyrilla
angwered. ‘The door is unlocked. Pull the
bobbin and the latch will go up.’

Sydsey opened the door and entered. At
the window Cyrilla sat alone, calmly perusing
tha excitlog work of fiction, Le Brun's Teleru-
que.

¢I thought you were locked in! I thought
you were in punishment!' Syduey sald be-
wildered.

150 1 am,’ Cyrilla answered, laughiog; <but
I flustered poor littie AMlademoisells Jeanne
when rhe bronght me my breakfast by my
dreadful talk about being an actress that she
went out <all of a tremble,’ as the old ladies
say, and forgot to lock the door.

‘M|le. Stephanio I haven’t seen since she got
up this morning. 1daresay she has fmproved
the raining hours in composing o letter to
Aunt Phil, painting my guilt as blackly as
the best black ink will do it. She will bave
a fit if she finds you here in my company—
the whitest of her lambs side by side with
her one black sheep.’

tNonsense, Cy. What on earth have you
done ?

¢« Has it leaked out, then? ¢ 111 news flies
apace’ Ias Miss Jones told ?'

tAh, Miss Jones is at the bottom of the

Cyrilla drew a long breath of relfef. Thore
bad been a hard fight for it, but the day was
won,

*Thank you, mademoiselle, she said. I
promise indeed with all my heart. Sydney, 1
?w‘e this to you. I cannot thank you, but I

ee —_!

Sydney closed her lips with a jubilant lit-
tle kiss.

*A)l right, Cy—never mind bow you feel.
1 knew ma'amselle was too good to do it
And oh ! ma'amselle, please make Miss Jones
hold her tongue, She hates Cyrills, and will
burt ber if she can.’

¢1 will speak to Mees Jones. You may
send her to mejat once. Go now, young ladies,
and let this be the vory last time, Mees Hen-
drick, I shall ever bave to reprimand you.'
The girls bowed aud departed. Cyrilla
broke into a soft laugh.

+What a tragic scene! ¢Go, sin no more!
Tnat quicksand is tided over safely, thanks to
you, Syd; but 1 have the strongest internal
conviction that one day or other I shall get
into some horrible scrape through Fred Ca-
rew.

CHATTER X.

TUE LAST SIGUT.
It is raining still, and raining heavily; a
Novembsr gale surging through the trees of
the play-ground, sending the rain in wild
white sheets before it. Noout-door remp for
the Chateauroy pentionnaires to-day. They
are congregated in a barn,a Iarge and lofty
building, and ¢ Ferre I'Hermite ' i3 tamultu-
ously beginning as Sydney and Cyrilla appear.
At the sight of the latter, a whoop of sur-
prise goes up, and Miss Jones, standing ab-
gently looking out at the storm, turns round,
and sees her enemy—free.

mischief. My prophetic soul told me so, she
looked so quietly exultant. Youdidn't try to
murder her last night in ber sleep, I hope,
Cyrilla?

¢ Not exactly. IfeverlI getachancel will,
though. I owe Miss Jones a long debt of
small spites, avd if ever 1 get a chance I'll
pay it off. What did 1 do? Why, I stole
out of my room last night at midnight to
meet Fred Carew,’

¢Cyrilla!" Cyrillalaaghed.

tMy dear Syd, if I had assassinated Miss
Jones Iast night in her vestal slumber you
couldn’t Jovk more borror-stricken! 1Is it
such an awful crime, then? My moral per-
ceptions must be blunt—for the lifeof me I
can't see the enormity of it. Iook Lrwna I'I1

tell you all about it.’ .
Aad tlen Miss Heudrick with the utmost

sany froid, poured into Miss Owenson's ear the
tale of last night's misdoings.

¢ If the man had been any other man on
earth than poor Freddy, pursued Miss Hend-
rick, ¢ the matter wouldn't amount to much
afterall. Kxpulaion from school I don’t mind
a pin’s point. I leave at Christmas in any
case, and a shrill acolding once a day from
Aunt Phil until the day I married her pet
Scotchman would be the sole penalty. But
now it means ruin. Aunt Phil will tarn me
out—oh, yes, she will, Syd, a8 surely as we
both sit here. No prospective fortune, no
Mr. McKelpin to make me the happiest of
women, no leading the soclety of Montreal.
no flitation with Freddy, nothing but g0
torth, like Jack in the fairy tales, and seek my
fortune. Jack always found his fortups how-
ever, and 8o shall 1. .

¢ But, Cyrilla, good gracieus, this is awful.
Do you mean to say your aunt will really turn
you out? .

‘Really, 5yd, really-—raally. And,after all
one can’t much blame her, peor old soul,
Last night Irather dreaded my fate; to-day
I don't seem greatly to mizd. After all, if
the worst comes to the worst, 1 can make my
own living.’ .

tAs an actress ? Never, Cy. ' If the worst
does come, you 8kall make wour home with
me, séoner than-that, Not a word, Cyrilla, I
insist upon it Oh, darling, think how nice’
it will be, psPa and mamme, and Bertie and
you, all in the same house I’

" -Cyrilla laughed, .

¢ And Bertie wishing me :at Jericho every
hour ofthe day. And papa and mamma, pinks
of prepriety, both looking at me askance, a
girl axpelied herschool and turned out doors-
by aer aunt. ‘Oh, no, .Syd; youw're the best
and dearest of friends, but your scheme won't

.. Hendrick partook of that meal with the ex-
. ceéllent appetite of a hearty sckool-gir], Mede-
-moigelle Jeanne eyeing her interror and ask-
.ance. - : ' -
. .. Bow rthe matter leaked out it déemed $m-
_..posgible to tell, but leak out % did; perhaps
Misg, Jones’s exultation over her ememy's
~downfall got the better of kér discretion, but
.65 the four and thirty boarders sat down o
their matatinal coffee and ©pistolets’ 1t 'was.
.darkly whispered aboué'that some direful fate
‘hed befallen Cyrilla Bendrick,, Tnthedark-
ness of the night she, had committed some
fearfu]l misdemeancr, ‘somé ¢ deed without a |
" ‘name,’ and wis under ilock’ and 'key down in
MademoiseHe Stephanie’s.chambur. .. . :
- -Batdrday {m the.school. wag:a half holidiy. |
' In-¥ae afterncon the gixls ‘wrote German &x-|
“ercises and looked over Monday’s lessons. Al
- ‘morping the shadow of mystery and. sns"p_iJ'
-olon bung over the - class-room—giris -whis—
‘pered surreptiticusly bebind big books. What
-tiad Cy Hendrick done? Fourand thirty young
ladies were on the qui vive, some: gecretly Te-,

3
i
|
H

Joicing, eoms simply curious, two or:thrég |

i lightly regretful—for-Miss Hendrick waa by,
‘no means popular—and one, oaly. one, really,
sorry and anxious—Bydney Owenson.. -+ . |,

' What on earth can Cy bave done 7' Bydney:
thought, perplexedly. ¢We partad-all right,
Iast evening, and.this morning we wake and |
find her imprisoned and disgraced for the first |-
time in three years. ‘I wish I,understood.
Migs Jones looks compendiums—sghd knows. |
A1 ask herafter clase.' B R

qng paleand clasping her hands. - -

work. I shall ge.on the stage, as I say. The
dream of my life kas ever besen to be a popu.
lar actruss, and the first time you and Bertie
visit New York yeu will come and see me
play.’ ST L
¢And Freddy?' . - : SR

_"“When'I am rich encugh I shall marry
Freddy. Poor fellow! how sorry he will ‘be
when he hears this.' Itie:all:the fault ot that:
detestable Mary Jame Jones.: If she had not
interfered ‘at: Mrs. Delamere’s, ho ‘would have
sald all-he had to'sag there, and no more abouti
it.- It 18 her:hourot triumph now; but {fmine

ever comeg———! i . oo

¢ Enough'of this, young ladies !’ interrupted:
the shrill vnice ‘of ‘Mademoisélie  Stephanie,
entering hastily. - ¢I have ‘overheard: every
word. : Mees, Owenrson why do I find you

kere?" - ! .

- 'Inher hand Mag3emoiselle Stephanie held -
a létteraddréseed in a most legible writing to
Migs Phillis Dormer, Montresl, It wasOyrilla's’
sentence of doom. - Sydney - started up, turn-’

tQh, mademboleelle, pray—pray, don't send’
that letter. You don't know how her aunt
hates Mr. Crrew—ho' implacablé she is when'
offended. 'You ‘will ruin all Cyrilla's pros:
pects for life. 'It i§ her first offence. She has

jalways been 80 good—you have always been

80 proud of her. -She has been such a credit
to the school. And she will never, never,

.mever do so again,. Oh, ma'ameelle—dear,
kind Ma'umselle Stephanie ! don’t send that
letf\er.‘ o '

| with envy at that thought!

- Bydnoey ‘gives a
‘and 8 'little: blush,-as shé mesets his -eyes,

Shestands and looks—mute with surprise.
There is an audacious smile, as usual, on Miss
Hendrlck’s dark face, and an audacious laugh
in her black eyes. She quits Sydney and goes
straight up to Miss Jones.

¢ You are to goto Mademoinalle Stephanie’s
room at once, Miss Jones, she says, With a
most exasperating smile; ¢I think she has a
word of warning for you.'

Miss Jones makes no retort, for the excel-
lent reason that she has none ready. Them
is a pause of three seconds, perhaps, and tbey
Jook each other straight in the eyes. Itisto
be a dnel a la mort between them henceorth
—and both know it. Then, still in skence,
Miss Jones turns, quits the play.grourd, and
ropoiio LGrselt at head-yunrters.

Cyrilla is surrounded, besieged wth quee-
tions, but she shakes them off, snd orders
them imperiously about their bus'ness.

Since she first entered the school she has
been gueen-regnant—queen-regnant sbe will
be to the end. Bhe juine as noisily as the
smallest girl there inthe game, her piercingly
sweet voize rising in the monotonous chant
high nbove all taerest. So Miss Jones finds
her .upon her return. The interview with
mademoise’ie has left Misa Jones a trifle
paler thea Wwas ber wont, with anger it may
he, but she eays not a word as she returns to
her Hrmer occupation of gazing out at the

3,

The long, wet afternoon pagses, night
comes, and all retire. - Sunday morning
breaks, still wet and windy; there is to be no
church-going, greatly to the disappointment
of the young ladies. Instead, mademoiselle
reads aloud for an hour some beook of sger-
mons, They dine at three instead of one, &
high festival dinner of roast-beef and plum
pudding. Then the girls are left to them-
selves to wander about corridors and pas-
sages, visit each other's reoms, gossip, write
letters, or read, &8 they please.

It is Sydney Owenson’s last day. To-mor-

month. Four and thirty girlish bosoms beat
It iej like a
-fairy tale to them ; nothing of the kind has
ever transpired before, nothing else is
thought of, or talked of, all day. Sydney
moves about among them, in'a pretty drees ot
silk, the famous chain and locket about her

finger, a glistening watch at her girdle, all
her golden, feathery camrla falling over her
shoulders—a shining vision. One by one,
she visits the glrls, sobbing & little here and
there, and realizing for the first time how
fond she is of them all. Cyrilla goes with
ber; and so the desolats, lead colored Sab-
bath afternoon deepens iuto night, and it is
quite dark when Mademoiselle Jaannie comes
‘up and says Colonel and Mrs. Delamere have
called; and are in the parlor waiting to. see
her. i
“ ' And,' ¢But, ‘mademoiselle, Mademoiselle
Jeanne says, laying a restraining hand upon
Cyrilld’s arm,”¢ Mees: Hendrick is not to ac-
‘compary you.' = i
** ‘Sydney:-descends, - ' Firelight -and -lamp-
‘1ight {llumine the parlor ‘and dazzle her fora
momént ¢oming out of the dusk. ‘ 8be-looks
and sees, not alome Colonel and: Mrs. Dela-

' mere, -but’ that' most coolly: audacious of

young officers, Mr.' Fred Carew. Opposite
him, her hands folded on her lap, hér face like
‘s small chocolate mask, sat Mademoiselle.
Stophaaie. - o T

little gasp, a litt'le'-laugh,:

“Thén drises Mrs. Delamere’ with effusion, and.
"Miss' Owenson 'is”'folded to her brown silk

{"bosom. ' She shakes hands with the Colonel

and Mr. Carew, and sits demurely down, un-.
derstanding whyMademoiselle Jeanne had put
‘a summary Btop' to Oyrilla’s :accompanying.

‘her. .

“The intsrview is not long, Mrs. Delamere
chats with ber in a ‘kind, motherly way.
The Colonel booms in' occasionally with his
povderous laugh, {and Mr."Carew sits and
smiles upon her, and looks  handsome and
well-dressed, and addresses the 'few pleasant
little remarks -he 'does make almost exclu-

row morning she goes, to be married in a

neck, her engagement ring sparkling on her.

fiush to the girl's dark cheek. :

+ Poor foolish Freddy,” she says with a half
laugh, a balf sigh. ¢ What nonsense he writes.
He goes to Montreal for the winter,”and he
wants—actually wants me to marry him as
soon as [ leave school. ¢Something will turn
up,’ be says in his absurd way; !somethlng
always turns up to help virtuous poverty.
And if it doesn’t, why seven and-sixpence a
day will buy dally bread and beefateaks, and
what more do we want? Lord Dunraith will
send usan odd fifty now and then, and Miss
Dormer will come round when there’sno help
for it. Throw over the soap and candle man,
Beauty, and let us be a comfortatle couple.’
Did you ever hear of euch idiocy, Syd? And
the best of it is he means every word.

113 It idiocy 7" asked Sydoey. I don't know,
but it seems to me that, liking him as you do,
it will do something worse than idiocy to
marry the soap-and-candle man. I can't un-
derstand your loving Mr. Cerew and marrying
Mr. McKelpln.’

+ No, I dare say not, Cyrillaanswers calmly :
1but then vou see you've been Lrought up in
the lap of luxary, & bloated artistocrat 5yd,
while I am a pauper, and have been from my
birth. If I married Freddy I would goa pau.
per to my grave. There i3 no choice. ‘Needs
must, says the proverd, ‘when the devil
drives! 1 wish—yes, Sydney,—~with all my
heart I wish I might marry Fred Carew, but
I can't, and there the matter ends. Don't let
us talk about it, it always makes me uncom-
fortable. Let us talk of you. To think that
this time to-morrow night you will be hun-
dreds of milesaway!

They are pacing up and down the long,
deserted clase-room. The rain has ceased,
a few frosty stars glimmer through nfts in
the cloudy sky. Farbelow, the merry tumult
of voices and laughter comes, far below they
can see lighted passages and rooms. Ontside,
the lonesomo wind sighs up and down the
deserted Rue Bt. Dominique.

+ Hundreds of miles away !" Sydney echoes,
with g gigh. ¢ Yes.

¢ Youare not sorry, Svd, Honestly now.
You are nat gorry to quit this stupid, hum-
drum school, these noisy, romping girls, the
drodgery of endless lesgons, for home and
freedom, Bertie Vanghan and bridal blossoms !
Don't say yon are, for it 18 too much for hu-
man credulity to believe.

tSorry, Cy! Well, no. I am gladto go
home, glad to be with paps and mamma, and
Bertle, of course, but still——'

¢ But still that good, tender heart of yours,
my 8ydney, hasa soft spot for «¥Frere I'Her-
mite! and the Demolselles Chateauroy, and
even crusty Miss Jones. It speaks well for
you, cherie, but it is not over-flattering to Mr.
Vaughan. You preached of love a moment
8go, yet here you are golng to marry a man
you don't care a straw for.’

‘Donw’t I? That is your mistake, Cy. I
care whole bundles of steaw for Bertie—
haven't I told you g0, again and again? I
like bim better thanany man 1 know.

¢ And you know—how many? The fatold
colonel—one,’ said Miss Hendrick, checking
them off on her fingers ; ¢the fussy old doctor
—two; little old Professor Chapsal—three;
venerable Jean Baptiste Romain—four; your
papa—five. That comprises the list, does it
not? And you like him better than any man
you know. Happy Mr. Vaughan!

¢I like him better than any man I ever
saw, then,’ cries Sydney, defiantly, ¢ your
pretty little Jover included. And papa and
mamma like bim, and wish me to marry him ;
that is sufficient, i{fthere were no other reason,
1 don't belicve in that mad, selfish sort of
passion we read of, where girls are ready to
sacrifice thelr fathers and mothers, and homes,
and soul’s salvation for some man who takes
their fancy. I hate you when you are cyni-
cal and sarcastic and wordy, Cyrilla. I wish
you would drop it; it doesn’t become you.
Leave it for poor, disappointed, crossed-in-
love, Miss Dormer.’

tBravo, Syd? Who'd bave thonghtit? I
begin to have hopes of yon yet. I only
trust your Bertie may De worthy of his sweet
little wife. For you are a little jewel, Syd-
ney, and better than you are pretty.’

¢ Oh, nonsense, Cy! Drop that.’

+] shall mise you horribly, ckere belle! Cy-
rilla gees on, plaintively. ¢You were the
leaven in this dull houge, that leavened the.
whole mass. 8till, it's only till Christmas,
and then, ! her eyes sparklein the dusk,
she catches her breath, and her color rises.

+You will go to Montreal, and Freddy will
be there. - You will see him surreptitiously,
and ail the time you will be promising Mr. -
McKelpin and your aunt to marry him,’ sup-
plements Miss Owenson gruvely. (Take
care, Cyrilla ; that’s a dangerous sort of game,
and may end In bringing yon to grief.’ .

¢Little croaker! the danger of it will be
the spice of life. = And, meantime,'if your.
papa writes a mice diplomatic note fo”'Aunt.
Phil, and gets her consent,,I shall « hiaste :to.
the wedding, see Master Beértle, and hestow
my benediction on your nuptials. T will,
never forgive Aunt Dormer if she doesn't let
mo go. | b 4

Arm i

n amm the -two girls pace up ‘and,

.down the Iong, chill'room, talking eagerly in.
anundertone, In ansther half hourthe bell for.

gvening prayers ringg, and their last fete-a..
tete, where they bave held so many,
end. .. Co .
..t Good-by, old ‘class-room,  Sydney  sald,,
wistfolly.. ¢I. have spent some . vexy .jolly,
days here, after all.’ A
.. Prayers and. pioas reading’ Were long onm.

Sunday night ; most of the girls Wefe yawn-
Jog audibly, a few were noddiog, and one. or

two of the most reprobate fast dsleep before.

‘the close.  Then to their rooms, and silence.

and . darkness brooded over the ‘miblature
warld of the boarding-school, with its bread-
and-butter hopes~and fears; ~heart-burnings
and passions, . ‘ .

e

ig'at :an, | y0u-call-'em Bertie a1
Phe- | were bosom friends at college, and naturally

1lov

before they are half way
to the station her tears are dried and sheis
listening cagerly to Rebecca's account of all
at bome.

The station is reached—smiles have totally
routed tears, the pretty gray eyes sparkle, the
delicate cheeks fluth, The otd life iaatan
end. After all, Cy was right, it was dull—
and the new one is begun. The old one
ended in darkness and rain, the new one be-
gins in sunshine and brightness. It is em-
blematic, the girl thinks, and ske gives the
engagement ring a shy little kiss, and thinke,
with & happy blush and emile, that she is go-
ing to Batie, to her bridegroom—and so for-
geta the pensicnral.

CHAPTER Xl
€A LAGGARD 1Y LOVE.

«Cnantorte, what time s it? If it lsm't
past four that confounded clock must be
slow.’

Captalu Owenson— Squire Owcaeon ' as
be is known to all men hereabouts—arks this
question for the twentieth time within the
t.our, tarning over with an impatient half
sigh, balf groan, In Lis Lig invalld chair.
And Charlotte, otherwise Mrs. Uwenson,
looks up from her tatting, aud answers pla-
cldty, as she bas answered placidly also
twenty times before:

¢ It wants twenty minutes of four, Reginald,
and the clock is right to a second.

1Oh-h-h!' sayas tho Captain. It is a half
groan of pain, half grunt of anger, and im-
patiently the Invalid flounces over on the
other side, and sbuta his eyes. He bas not
seen hia Sydoey, the tsole daughter of his
house and heart,” his one best treasure in life,
for close upon a year, and all that year scarcely
secms as long to his intolerable impatience,
as do the hours of this lagging day that is to
bring ber home. At no period of his career
has patience been the virtue upon which the
friends of Reginald Algernon Owenson have
placed their hopes of his canonization, and
years of ili-health bave by no means strength-
ened it, a8 his wife knows to her cost. Heis
a tall, gaunt man, with & face still handsome
in spite of its haggardness, bright, restless
ayes, and that particularly livid look that or.
ganic heart disease gives. The large, gray
eyes, closed so wearily now, are the counter-
part of Sydney’s, and the abundant and un-
slivered hair not many shades darker.

By the lace-draped bay window of this her
husband's invalid sitting-room sits Mrs.
Owenson, serenely doing tatting. A tall,
thin, faded lady, with pale blue eyes, pale,
tairieh complexion, and a general air of
cheerful insipidity. Jn early youth Mrs.
Owenson was & beauty—in the maturity of
seven and forty years, Mrs, Owenson fancies
heraelf a beauty still.

There is silence in the room for a fow
minutes. Itis a very large and airy room,
furnished with the taste and elegance of cul-
ture and wealth. There are plctures on the
walls, busts on brackett, statuettes in corners,
bronzes on the chimney-pieces, books and
flowers on the table, and over all, more beau-
tiful than all, the crisp golden sunshine of
the November afternoon. From rhe window
you saw & lovely view, spreading woodland
all glowing witb the rubies and orange of
that most exquisite and poetic season the
wFall,” emeralds slopes of sward, and far
away tbe great Atlantic Ocean, spreading un-
til it melted into the dazzling blue sky.

The minutes drag like hours to the ner-
vously irritable man, who bears suffering as
most men bear it, inangry, vahement protest.
A brave man in his day he has been, but
brave under ill-health, slow, cruel pain, he is
not. Placid Mrs. Owenson, who sits, seeing
nothing of the gorgeous picture before her,
whose whole small soul is absorbed in her
tatting, who jumps on a chair and shrieks at
sight of a mouse, would have borne it all
with the pathetic, matter—of-course, infinite
patience of woman, had she been chosen for
the martyrdom.

Presently the sick man opens his eyes,
bright and restless with impatience.

¢ Bertle 18 late, too, he growls; the was to
return by the two o'clock train. A pretty
thing for Sydney, & fine compliment indeed,
to get Lere and find bim gallivanting away in
New York. Itseems to me he does nothing
but gallivant since his return from England
—returning placked foo! Young dunder-
head! . I don'tlike it! I'won’t haveit! He
shall stay quietly at home or I will know the
reason why!l' . : ;

¢My dear, says Mrs. Owenson, calmly
measuring off her tatting, *you muen’t ex-
cite yourself, yon know. Doctors Howard
and Delaney both said particularly you were
_never, on any, accqunt, to excite yourself.’

. ¢ Hang ., Doctors.. Howard, and- Delaney!
Don't be a fopl, Mrs. Owengon! I'm not
talking .of those two licensed quacks. I'm
talking of Bertie Vaughan's gallivanting, and
I gay it shalliend .or I will. koow the reasen
why.'.. T A '
.. :f%V_a”l,‘l, .now,’ .says Mrs.. Owenson, more
“placid if possible than ' ever, ¢I'don’t believe
Bertiels gallivanting, whatever that may- be;
and as for his going to New York two days
‘ago, yon know, . Rerinald, yon gave hir’ per-
‘mission yourselt. Lord Dearborn is stopping’
theye ata hotel,before’ going to shvot what-
you-calllems—buffaloce—and Bertie and he

_Bertie. wanfed to ses him béfors’ he  left. |’
.And you told him yourself~now Réginald,

e, you know you told him yourself, £6 in-’
.vite him to the wedding, snd—"" "~
. {Ye8, yes, yes, yes!. O Lord! ‘what a thing

men may. go, but it goes, on forevér, ' Don't
Lknow all that, and don’t I know, too, that he
promised faithfully .to be here by the two
o'clock train, in time to meet Sydney.  And
now it’s nearly four. People who won't keep

-

_. 1 Paps,. how.

a woman’s topgue I8! Meni may come and |,

nelghborhood, as erstwhile on the quarter.
deck, yoars of suffering have rendered Lim .
ritable and savago to sn almost unbeanatle
d . Death is near, he knows, hovering
outside his thresbold by day and by night—
may cry ‘comeo!’ at any moment, and his pa-
stonats protest againat the inexorable decree
never coases. His longlng for lifo is almen
piteous in its intensity—he Lolds his prasp
upon it as by a hailr, and each outbreak of
anger or excitement may snap that bair in
twain.

The great house ia very ftill—the i L.
room is far removed from all houschold ¢
mult. It is a great houss—t'a house upon s
hill-top, a buge red brick sructure, witi:
acres of farm and field, of orclard upg
kitchen garden, belts of lawn nnd wooded
elopes. It stands nearly half a-mile from any
other dwelling—a whole mile from the towg
of Wycliffe. A broad sweep of drive leads
up to the portico entrance in front, sloplns
away in the rear down to the fea-shore.
There are many great men in the Fmeky
manufacturing town of Wycliffe—as great as
Lkalf & million dollars can make thenr, but
ever and always Squire Owenson, 1. great
man par excellence, He it the wealthicst, ke
lives in the finest hause, he drives the finest
horses, he owns the finest farms, he keeps the
largest staff of servauts, snd above all he has
the air of one born and bred to commard,
Lottily gracious and condescending, he tas
walked his uplifted way among these good

people, and the rich, shrewd manufacturers °

submit good-humoredly to being patrovized
and smile in their sleeveover it. ‘A tip top
old swell," i the universal verdict, ¢ in spiteof
his British airs, free with his money as s lotd,
ready to help any one in distress, and a
credit to the town every way you fake him -
A havghty old sprig of gentility this Squire
Owenson, setting a much greater value on
birth and blood than either of these ueeful
thingse are entitled to, and loving, with a love
great and all-absorbiog, bis slim, pretty, yel-
low haired ‘little maid’ and heiress. The
one desire of his heart, when first he settled
here, had been to found a house and a name,
that would become a power in the land, to
bave ¢ The Place’ descend from Owenson to
Owenson, for all time. But Mrs. Owenson,
who “disappointed hiin in everything, dissp-
pointed him in this. Bix bables were born,
and with the usual perversity of her contrary
sex, each of these babies was a girl. To make
matters woree, five dled In infancy, and Syd-
ney, ¢last, brightest, and best,’ alone shot up
and flourished. Shot up, slender and pretty
an Owenson her father rejoiced to pee in face
and nature, It was then hia thoughts turned
to DBertie Vaugban. Since Providence
deigned him no son, Bertie should be his son,
should marry Sydney, should change bis nams
to Vaughan Owenson and so in spite of Mrs.
Owenson hand down ¢ The Place’ to fame and
posterity. The thought grew with every
year. No exception could be taken to the
orphan lad en the score of birth, and for his

— - ——— .
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poverty the captain did not care—he bad ;

enough for both., Yes, yes! the very hour tho
boy and girl were old enough they should be
married. It was the one hope, the one drean
of his life, growing stronger as death came
‘near. Of late he had been a little disap-
pointed in young Vaughan. He had re
turned from Cambridge * plucked,’ his name
never appeared in the ¢ University Eight;’ at
nothing, either physical or mental, 8o far as
the old sailor could ses, had he distingnished
himself. He was without ballast, withont
s backbone,’ and never had Capiain Oweneon
sighed 8o bitterly over the realization as oD
his last return.  Still all things cannot be 18
we would have them here below. He would
love Sydney and be good to her, he could
hardly fafl in that, and with that both she anc
her father mustfain be content.

t We can't make statesmen, or orators, or
great 1eformera to order,’ the captain thought.
¢ The lad’s a good lad, a8 the class go—has no
vice in him that I can see; will make are
spectable, easy going gentleman farmer, quite
willing to be tied to his wife's apron-strings
all his life; and as that’s the sort of men
women like, why, 1 dare say, it will be all the
better for the little one that he's not clever.
Your clever men rarely make a good hus
band.'

He lay thinking this for the thousandth
time, with knitted brows and that expression
.of repressed pain that never left his face, more
strongly marked than ever.

Twenty minutes had ticked off en the
clock, the yellow lines of the slanting after-
noon sun were glimmering more and more
faintly through the brown boles of the trees,
whon carriage wheels came rattling loudly up
the drive, He staried upright in his seat, 8
red flush lighting his haggerd face, his heart
throbbing , like a sledge-hammer against his
side. Thexe was the sound of a'sweet, clear
girlish volce and.laugh,, then.a footstep came
flying up the stairs, :the door was flung wide,
and fresh, and fair and breezy, his darling was:
in .the room, her arms, abopt his neck, her
kisses;ralning.on his face. R

Papal papal dear, darling,, blested old
papal. fow glad I am to be with you again?

. He..could not speak for a . moment; ho

conld-only hold her to him; hard; gasping
with that;convulsive beating ,of the hestk
The , heavy, .1abored, pulsations frightened
Syduey; she drew hergelf away. and looked at

him' ! . R BT .

yout Heart beatal Ob, pap
dow’t- say you are any. worse!’ she cried ouh
in a terrified voice. .. ... .,
. ¢No—darling, he answered, & gréat pant
between every word ; ¢ only—the joy—of your
coming—" he stopped. and pressed his band
bard over the guffocating throbs, = ! Give mé
—that—medicine, Sydney.’ .. . .
¢I'Il do {t, Sydney,’ ber mother said, coming
in. . ¢I.told you, Reginald, not to.exalte your-

their promises in Uftle things won't keep
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