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.One summerie.iternoon *pout four— -
TL might: b:tlgss, 113 haﬂm be more— -
0 O
-I ss.tln%e % ‘With-oneof chkens' books! 2
© An hour 'T-thought to:while away, :
ing of-some bygone day,
fortable;you would
I wss—at least 4 ooks

Q,uit.e eomrortahle—yes. mdeed N
But still a line I could:not re&d, = ..
Nor to its meaning could I heed 'ﬁi
My ‘anger’; olt woul
But, tben,in vain ‘eagemess o
Mg’ troe, at times, I bhad w.pause.
’Tis truae, for angerthers wascause—
.But still—’twasbut ithe ﬁies

Ilett the doorway-—in:‘[ came,u Tt s
But in or out, 'twas all the ss.me, ST
A single Ay I could not maim, -

I could not read. To rige
_And put the book upon the shelf,
To swear a little to myself,
To feel like smashing all the delf,

Or murder all the files!

Thesupper called, In-went t0.eat, - e

And here the flies again I meet,

I scarce ha.ve time to take my seat, !
'hey.dart into my ieyes;

They stiek themselves upon the bread,

In tea they’re swimming round half desd,

Some on t! e butter soft are fed,

B € '.l‘he ne,tion's pest—the ﬂl&&!i

i
'rhey!re buzzing here. they’re buzzing there,
They*re buzzing in your mouth.and halr;|
And even to your face, they dare -

To mix.them In the ples!?
In vain at flies, in vain you shout, .
And jast as vain al fies 1o pout, .
-In vs.in you try to drive them out, '
The humming, buzziug ﬂles '
Alas' ’tis true each man has got.
Upon this earth, & fearful lot, .
And woman, too, exempt is notl

Untit the day she dies;
But, of their trials, ohe I know,
Would do them “till 'the day they go.
(Tho’ not the greatest earthly woe)

I mean the summer tlies!

But for the tlies I know a trick,
Giveme a horse-tailon a stlck
And let me beat il I am sick,
Or 'till my apgers rise;
Then I will take the stick again,
And hammer them from wall and pane,
My sirokes shall fall llke summes rain—
111 I destroy the flles!
JOSErH FORAN.

One Night's Mystery..
By htay Agnes ‘Fleming_

PART II.

CHAPTEB Iv.
A BASKET OF FLOWERS AND A DINNER.

¢ KaTeERINEG, S58y5 Mra. Macgregor, “do lay
down that book, get off that sofa, dress, and
go dewn town, match; this ‘fringe, ‘go to
Fratoni's for ices, and to 'Greenstalk’s i‘or the
cut flowers. Do you hear ¥

T hear. Anything else ?

¢ And make haste, Where your own personal
gratification is not concerned, I say you are
unbesrsbly lazy.  Here, the whole forenoon
-wag spont in bed—e'

¢ Did you really expect me to get up, and go
10 mating at St. Albans after dlssipstmg at
Mrs. Grahams' until two this morning ?

*I expect very little of you, my daughter,
that will put you to theleast inconvenience. I
know of old how useless it would be to expect
it. These commigsions I mentioned must
be dome this aftermoon. My dress-

maker is a dead-lock for the fringe. Perhaps,

you expect me—worn out as I am, to go after
itmyself ?’

iBlessed are they who expoct nothing—
o} which number am I retorts Miss
Katherine.

She has been laying on a sofa in the
family sitting-room during this discussion, a-
provoking drawl in her voice—~her eye never
once leaving her book, In an arm-chair by
the window, also reading, and in g dress whose
faultness neatness is a striking contrast to
her cousin, sits Miss Owenson. Mrs, Macgre-
gor, a portly matron, with a frisette of glossy
darkness, coldly blue eye, an anstere Roman
nose, a thin severe mouth, and a worried and
anxious alr generally, looks up from her sew-
ing to regard her undutiful daughter with an
angry glance.

¢ Katherine, will you or will you not get up
and go down town ?’

* Bent of mothers, I would much rather not.
The day is cold and disagreeable; I feel dread-
ful sleepy yet, and this novel—Mr. Van Cy-
ler’s, Mamma~is thrillingly interesting
Send Sugap..

¢Aunt Helen, cries bydney, starting up,
‘let me go. I will match your fringe, and
deliver your other meseages with pleasure.’

¢ Thank you, my love. I eannot think of
troubling you——’

¢It will be no trouble; [ was just medltetrng
a walk on my own account—my daily con-
stitutional, you know. It will glve me pleas-
ure to be of some service to you.’

tVery well, my dear; butif m
thinks she can get me at defian this
fashion, she is mistaken. Katherill® and the
cold blue eyes light and flash, ¢ put down that
book this instant, and-do as I command you.

tWhen my mammy takes that tone,’ says
Katherine, with imperturbable good temper,
and addressing her remsark placidly to Syd-
nay, ‘I know better than to disobey.
see—match the Iringe—order the ices—see to
the flowers. - But the confectioner’s and the
fringe stores are at opposite ends of the towa'
«=—can’t de both In one short, dark- November
afternoon. One of them must -go, dearest
mother,” .

¢You and Sydney can go to Greenstalk’s;
from hére, then she can walk over to Sixth]
Avenué and match the fringe, while vou take!
acar and visit Fretoni's,’ rapidly snd concise-
1y, says Mrs. Macgregor. :

¢ What a business-like head this mater of!
-ours has, Sydney! Pause, wonder, aad ad-
mire.
-be obeyed to the letter but what a pang it
-coBts me to have to gwe up Van Cyler'snovel
There ard times when even ﬁlisl duty is
-a painful thing.’

- Mrs. Mocgregor’s brow cleared. Sydney
langhed. - “'Katherineg’s babitual manner .of
cheerfal impertinence to her mother at times
startled, at times amnsed her. Real imper-
tinence t‘ne girl did pot mean, but this vapid
- #urface mananer had become second nature.
“The young girle started forth together. Syd-
ney with her seal jacket buttoned across hex
<chest, and a tall black hat and plume, The
dey was cold, gray, and overcast—windy,
dasty, and supremely unpleasaut. *
“¢Ifeel like the little boy. who thought it
- “wag such adelightful thing to.be an.orphan, |
and do as he hhed, says Katherine, bendmg
: - ‘before. a wmdy gust. ‘Poor mamma, she
“works and worries,toils and troubles, year in
and year onf, for Dick, and me, too.: " -
#'When you are Mrs Vsnderdonck the wife

daugb‘ter ‘

- of the millionaire, you: will ‘be eble to do.as |

" you please, with a whole regiment of laekeys
. to fly at their lady's bidding.’ .
¢ I'am not sure of that. A milhonaire old
‘Vanderdonck is, that ia_historical ; and that
he intends to ask me to marry him, Iam'slso
quitecertain ; but aboutthelackeysand liberty
i hsve my doubts. ‘He is sti.nn'y ss a miser

»i | fore he puts the ring on myfinger. " It shall,
"-'| He shall give hiswritten bord to pay msmms’s

|.oolly; txick people slways say that.  They,

[.cure, as: you may have noticed, and dying-—
‘ah1 dying.is something I never want £5think

"{as hesrtless &3 mercenary, as calculating as I

5 -
d relentless ag eNero, lns in

P

‘hitleons’ aa his outward . 'Whi

vor hoad s
.of this; ngns.niege can save us 1 actually WOl

appearances. Lowelt'to her to tide'over thése
troubled watecs. Vanderdonck, miser ag he'
is, shall pay my price to thedaet fsrthmg be~

be a.clear matter of money:from’ ﬁrst to last.”

debts, and settle five or six.thousand'a” year
on me, or he shall never call me wife. If I’
muet be sold I shall fetch a8 good a price ag 1
can.’

bydney shuddered )

¢Itis horrible. . 1t seems to me I would go
‘out asa shopgirl, as a servant, sweep a cross-
ing, starve, sooner than that.’

"Yes, I daresay, Miss Macgregor retorts,

o

would work their ﬁngers 1o the bone, starve,
die, sooner than degrade themselves. Un-
happily, I have no talent for work. I can't
go on the stage and become a Ristori in one
-night, or write a novel and become famous,
a8 they doin ,books Starvstron would;not
agreeiwrth :me;- . am something of an epi-

of. Inmy 1)1sce. bellz cousine, you would be
am. In my place you would marry old Van-
.derdonck.’ . .

¢ Never! : : ‘

tLove is;"all very well,’ pursues imtie,
‘hard, cold look, curiously like her mother’s.
crossing her tace and ageing it; ¢it Is one ofifi
.the.. luxuries .of . Jife—lifels - very sweetest
luxpry perhaps; but for me it is mot to be
thought of. You can afford it, can fall in
love with a beggar if you choose, ‘and’ turn
bhim into a prince. Oh!.Sydney! cousin’
mine, what a lucky young woman you are.
This ig Mr. Greenstalk’s. ‘
. Baskets and bouquets littered the counters
and: perfamed the warm air, Wreaths fes-
tooned the wulls, shrubs stood’ around in
pots. A.damsel in attendance behind the
counter, waiting on the one customer the
shop contained, & gentleman bending over
some curious foreign plant, his back towards
them,

‘What a. lovely basket ? says Kacherine.
tLook, Sydney .’

1t was osmellﬂst basket, such asflorists use,
of purist white flowers, camellias, white roses,
Japonicas, stephanotis. On top lay a card,
having this legend in pencil, and in a man’s
writing : + Wrra Love. L.’ And whetherthe
hand struck her &s familiar, or something in
the back view of the man, Miss Macgregor
turned, and looked curiously at him,

¢You will send the basket the first thing,’
says a voice she recognizes. ¢Here is the
address ; and you will fasten the card I have
1ad on it among the flowers. Don’t fail.’

tAll right, sir; it shall go the first thing
to-morrow,’ cheerfully responds the lady in
waiting.

tLook, Sydney ! says Katheriue ; and Syd-
ney looks, and sees the tall form and dark
face of Lewis Nolan. He pushes a five-dol-
lar bill to the shopwoman, buttons up his
overcoat, and with absorbed look on his face
hurries out without casting a last look at bis
purchase, or first look at the two Jadies beside
it. ‘Lewis Nolan, poor.as & church mouse,
spending five dollars for flowers!?’ exclaims
Katherine, aghast. ‘Now what does this
mean ¥’

You need notlook at me. I am sure L
don’t know,’ answers. Sydney, laughing. * Mr.
Nolan shows very good taste in hig selection—

Let @5

1 evening 7'

Very well, Mrs. Magregor—you shall |

thst,is the only opimon I haveon the sub-
ject.
¢ With love, pursues Katherine, tand the

, T
- |'deE that mamma’sfnsette does not turn’ gdy: [ Broad;
with all the strugglmg sha_has to; keep Jup,

i3V Fully fiftéen Blodks; Yoo

, Y-
‘a.n0blé: <and loving face thet
not mean: Migs Mscgregor.

seress‘town ‘Sydoey o’ seek Bizth- :Avénue/' |
,and ‘match 'the. Aringe. "

cluded

streets of a city after mghlfsli ‘and - haﬂeda

passing car, which she knew would convey

her within & couple of blocks of home.
“Thecar wag filled, not a' vacant seat,but a

‘vanized ‘at sight of. & beantiful young lady,
dnd with a smile and a little bow Sydney
thankfully took his place. At the next cor-
ner the car again stopped, and an elderly
womdn, with a large and heavy basket on her
arm, got in. Shelooked tired, and proceeded
‘fo'hang hérselfup by the' strsp. “Ths doatbie’

-pEs) saw only an oldworn| sn, rather shabby:of
aspect, and dived back. again. Evidently she
was to be allowed to stand, and Byduey real-
u.rng it drose s.nd i'proffered hér, plsce.

= ¢ Oh; no,’thank’ ’you—-no,"the 'woman said. -
i1 could not think of i, my dear young lady.
Keep your geat.” "

+You are tired acd Tam not; I don’* mlnd
‘standing:’! Oblige e by Bitting dowa. © .

¢Thank, you, I am tired, the  woman said
with a' sigh‘ot' rélief, sinking down; ¢but itis
too bad to make you stand .’

‘I bave not got-far-to go; that i, 1 think
not. How far is it to ——th street? °
.}ong for you to-
sts.nd, Ioughtnot tohave 'taken your'séat?

‘I won’thave to stand ; just wait and see,
whispered Sydney, with an arch smile; and
as she said it the man beaide the old lady got
up, with abashfuls Here,rm.ss, and suspended
himselt in mid-aix.

¢ Did I not tell..you?’ says Sydney with a
subdued Jaugh. ¢Virtue is its own reward.

¢ Ah'itis-a fine thing to be young and hand-
some,’ answers her new acquiirtance. -

Miss Owenson glanced at her and made up
her mind that she must have been. handsome
in her day, also. It was a kindly and inatron-
1y . face, . with dark, gentle eyes, snd EnOwW-
white hair.

¢Tell me, please, when we get to —th
street’ Sydney said. ‘I am almost a stranger
in New York, -and don't want to get belated.
What ncomfortable conveyances these street
‘cars are.’ .

She chatted with her chance acquaintance
until her street was reached, and then witha:
smiling ¢good bye, got out and walked into
Madison Avenue, and her aunt's house.

On Friday night Mrs. Macgregor gave a
dinner party for the special delectation of Mr.
Vanderdonck. There were but seven or eight-
guests in all, and Mr. Nolan made ome of
the number,
¢ Although, reslly, what you want to ask
that young man for, I cannot understand. It
is all nonsense having him here. These sort
of people should keep their place. I can't
see what you want him for, Katherine.
¢Can’t you, mamma? ¢There sre more
things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are
dreamed ot in your phllosophy Perhaps [
want to flirt with this poor young man and
make Mr. Vanderdonck jealous. Isthat not
a landable object?

t Mr. Vanderdonck knows yon well enough
notto bLejealous of a pauper, my daughter.
And Ido hope, Kntherine, you will mansge
to make him speak soon, for these entertain-
ments I can not afford.’

tPoor, dear mamma! Well, never mind;
‘when the five thousand a year are settled on
me you shall have half for life’ ’

Miss Macgregor certainly did flirt with Mr

first thing to-morrow morning. Whom can
theybe for? Sydney,I shall ask.’

¢ Katie.’ cries Sydney, indignantly.

¢No, I shall not. But whom can they be
for! Is he really in love with that horrid
Mrs. Harland?

¢ Are you concerned in knowing, dear ? Mr.
Nolan would feel fiattered if he were awuve
how deep is your interest in him.’

¢ ¥r. Nolan would notfeel in the slightest
‘degree flattered. Vanity, the predominant
wenkness of his.gex, is not his weakness. But
he cannot be as poor as I imagined ifhe csn
afford to spend five dollars in flowers.

¢ Under the influence of the.tender passion
a man may be extravagant to the extent of
five dollars, and still be pardoned,’ says Miss
Owengon. -

The flower woman approaches, Miss Mac-
gregor gives her varlous orders for the day
after to-morrow, which are duly transcribed
in black and white, and the two girls depart.’

¢ I wonder who the flowers are for ' is Miss
Macgregor's thoughtful remark as they reach
the street. ‘Sydney your fastidious notions
are decidedly in the wa.y I'vea good mind to
go back and ask.’

Sydney laughs outright, then stops, and
blushes, for & gentleman, approaching rapidly,
lifts his hat, with o smile, It is Mr, Nolan.

£ Qaand ‘on parle du diable——' beginsg Miss
Mscgregor, in execrable : French, and, with
unruffled coolness. - ¢ We were just speaklng
of you. We saw you in Greenstalk’s, order-
ing flowers, but you never deigned to notice
us’ .

¢ What an unpardonable bllndness P angwers
the gentleman. ¢Iam on my way back to
Greenstalk’s; I forgot one of my gloves.!

¢ Your floral taste is excellent, Mr. Nolan,’.
gays Katherine, miscl:uevously.. ' Your big
bouquet is beautifal, :

+Do you think 507, Yes, it is pretty " She
prefers white flowers, Cold is 1t not,’ says
Mr. Nolan, ¢ for November.

*You dine with us, do you not, on Friday
inquires Katherine. <Mamma
‘sent you a card, I know, but I want to add a
verbal mwtetion. '

+Thanks, very much ; but I am afraid I
.cannot bave tbe pleasure 1 am very busy,
Mies Katie.’ .
+You are never too busy to go io Mes. Gra-
ham’s, it seems,’ says Miss Macgreger, with
her most effective and best—pre.ctised pout.
+T Insist upon your coming. .That stupid
‘trial will surely take no harm for being laid
agide one evenmg
+You are most kind, and I am most grate-
ful ; all the ssme———-’
tHe paused, and involuntarily, unconscions-
1y, glances at Miss Owenson. Shemeets thet
glance with a bewitching smile. .-,

‘I think I'must add' my entresties to Ka-
tberme‘s, she says. ‘I would very much like
to hear Korner’s Sword Song once more.’

‘ You will come?’ asks Katherine.

¢You do me too, much honor,’ replied Mr.
Nolan, flushing slightly. ¢ Yes 1 will come.’
Then he. was gone, and the cousins.go on
their way, in. silence for a moment, silence
-broken firat .by Bydney.

¢t What a greatdeal of couxing your Mr No-

lan takes.
gence g not .to be lightly bestowed.’.
‘But he.yields at your request, dear, not
mine, says Katie, with a sudden gharp ring in
her voice. . And for & mement there is silence
sgain.

Evidently the honor of hig pre- |

Nolan, and as certainly succeeded in causing
Mr. Vanderdonck to scowl with melignant
blackness, as they reversed the general rule,
the gentleman singing and the lady bending
devotedly by his side and turning his music.
But at last Miss Macgregor deserted him
for her Auld Robin Grey, and Mr. Nolan
gought out the owner of the ‘noble and lovely’
face, and lingered in its vicinity until the
hour of departure. They seemed to find end-
less subjects in common, those two—literature
art, music, travels; their conversation never
seemed toflag.
T Decldedly, Mr. Nolan improves on ac-
quaintance,’ thought Miss Owenson, enroute to
bed; ritis a positive plessure to hear him.
¢ To know her is a liberal education,’ quotes

Mr. Nolan, wending bis homeward way.
«What o very excellent thinking machine
there is bebind that Madonna face, How
poor Von Ette would rave at its beauty, how
he would delight to paint it,

“ And if any painier drew her

He would paint her unaware,

‘With a halo round her hair.”
‘What a contrast she is to that dark
daughter of the earth, Katherine Macgregor.’

CHAPTERY.
A LONG TALK AND A LITTLE WALK.

‘The dizner was a pleasant affair, and my
chat with Mr.. Nolan most agreeable, but,
after all, I doubt whether the game was worth
the csndle !

Miss
.makes it to herself alone. She holds up to
‘view, at the same time, a mass of rich Chan-
tilly lace, woefully torn and rent. -On Friday
night last it was the coslly appendage ofa
silkenrobe, upon which a mascualine boot heel
had accidently trodden, with the aforesaid re-
.sult.

It is theafterncon of Mondsy, and w1th the
exception of Uncle Grif, Miss Owenton is
quite alone in the coziest apartment of the
Macgregor house, the family sitting-room.
Her aunt and cousin are out making calls, in
which soclal martyrdom she has declined
participaling..

¢I must have it mended,’ thinks Miss Owen-
son; ‘but who is to do it? * Experts in lace
work are rare, 1 fsncy, 1n New York. I
must ask Katie,’

18 anything the matter, my dear Miss Syd-
ney?’ inquires Uncle Grif, in his timid way,
coming forward.

tDo I look so woe-begome over my. torn
flounce, then? says Sydney, laughing.
+'This is the matter,’ she holds the lsrge rent,
inot a matter of life or death, you see.’

‘{Ah1 torn,! says Uncle Grif, in profound
sympathy. ¢ What—what is it] -

(It was a flounce, and will be again’ lf I can
get it mended.”
1+ Are you going to do it yourself, Miss byd-
ney ? asks Uncle Grif, and his dull eyes light
suddenly.: .

" +Not1! roplies Miss Owenson. +1 never
did anything half so useful in my life, This

lace belonged to my poor mamma-—ghe wore

{it-whena gir], and.it 18 a souvenir, so of more'
_value than itr Tatrinsic worth. - '
The sparkle in, Unele Grif's dull eyes grows

brighter, und more :eager. -

¢ Migs Sydney,’ be says, ‘I know a. person—.
alady who will mend fhat for you. Bhe makos

lace—and embroidery, and all that, ' 'Bhe was

‘educated in a convent, -and does the loveliest.

‘Whllfi doﬁﬂ Knﬂmrinn M“’“’!eg{.‘: '.:‘.ea:‘. b:v'

"eadlanun yuu uvcr BaW, -4l Jou ¢ome vmn

WO. cousins parted at:the Junctlon of | /hag
yend Grand Street, Katherine to' go |1

Thig was a_tedious __,b
.proeess, nnd the street lemps wers. twinkling B
inthe grsy November’ dusk before it was con- |
: Fearless in most. things, Bydney yet |
‘had & nervous dread of being ont ‘aloneiin‘the|:

very youthful gentleman sprang up asif gal- |*

row gf:men glanced over. the tops of.their pa- |

-t ber-

Owenson makes the remark, and’

- 1 "f]: e gy
.y 9';’,%,.1_1,9\1561},“\,_ ceasure |’
oy, rélling. up’ Hetrlace and i
nutes and:I-will.bé"

 Degidedly not, Uuéle Gril‘,.’ A
should TP=— =
tKatie does ; that is sll " One: has 1o, _ride}]
with sucha motley e.ssembly ‘of the Great Un-
washed—thnt is what she, seys ) ’
“+ Katie says more than she mesns
not take her literally.: There {8 nothing I
‘enjoy more- than riding in ‘thoge city* street
cats, and watching the different phases of the'
human race divine, . It isquitea new expe-
rience to me. :Who is the—the lsdy who does

the lace work 7'

" Tt ATibEL réspectableperson; Miss: '-*Sydney"“

Oh, a most respecta.ble person,’ cries . Uncle
an eagerly v 1 d.ch il s 3:5
'Of course,’ Sydney. angwers; thst goes
wrthout seying, since you-are taking me te
But who i8 she, maid or; mstron, wife or
widow? - .
it A widow lady and her daughter there me
:(two.- : Once she was-well off; and shels a.pér-
gon of culture and refinement, . They .are.

‘| poor now, and she ekes out her income by |.

doing fine: neediework for lndles, and for fu.ncy
stores.’ .:

They are ridmg up town now, und 88 Mlss
Owenson doesnot.fancy conversation at the.
pitch it must.be carried on in a sireet car,
sharelapses into.gilence, . and watches with.
never-flagging .  interest ..
the people who perpetually, get in and out.

Presently their turn comes, and they walk
three or four blocks. westward, and stop at
last befors o two-story wooden. house, Sadly in
want of paint.” A tiny. plot of grass is in front

Owenson notices, and angnrs well therefrom.
Uncle Grif knocks with his knuckles, and

distely. An elderly iady openg the door,

-smiles upon Uncle Grif, and glances at his

companion.
' exclamation.
¢ My dear yonng lady?
<My ‘dear old lady! Sydney was “on the
point of saying, but substituted ¢ madam ;’ and
Uncle Grif gazes agape from one to the other

Then there iz a sxmultsneous

yon ?' he asks..

4 We met ; twasina crowd laughs Sydney,
¢ we met by chance the usual way, last week,
Uncle Grif, in & car. Really it is quite a coin-
cidence.’
¢ Come in, says the mistress of the house,
and ushers them into the tiniest, the trimmest
little parlor Miss Owenson bs.s ever seen out
ot a doil's hovse.. A flower stand filled with
pots isin each window ; muslin curtains, deli-
cately embroidered, draped them ; a little up-
right piano, its keys yellowed by time, covered

- with music, stands in a corner; one or two

oil chromos and steel engravings, in home-
made rustic frames, hung on the papered
walls ; books in .profusion litter the centre
table. The chairs are cane, the carpet old
and faded, but the little room is sosunny, so
sweet, so dainty, that it is a positive pleasure
to b2 in it.

¢ People who haye seen better daysdecided-
ly, Miss Owenson infers, taking. all this ir
with one cemprehensive feminine glance,
¢t What a very nice face the old lady has.’

.« Will you not introduce this young lady,
Mr. Gler ?' says the mistress of the house, as
she places chairg. ¢We bave me* before, and
the young lady did me a favor, Lut I have
not had the pleasure of knowing her name.’
¢1 beg your pardon, I—I forgot to introduce
you, Uncle Grif responds in his flurried ner-
vous way. ¢This is Miss Owenson, Mrs. No-
lan—DMiss Sydney Owenson., And this is my
old friend, Miss Sydney.

¢t Nolan,’ thinks Sydney, a little startled.

+ You—you know Lewis, you know 7’ cor-
tinues Uucle Grif, apelogetically to Sydney.
¢This is his mother. BShe—she is acquainted
witb your son, Mrs. Nolan, and—and her
lace is torn, ard I made her bring it here to
have it mended.’

Uncle Grif pulls out his handkerchief and
wipes his forehead, very much upset at find-
ing himself master of the ceremonies, even
on this smali scale. Mrs. Nolan looked at
her fair visitor with a pleased smile,

+You have met my son, Miss Owenson ¥’

¢« More than once, madam. ButI had not
the slightest idea, I assure you,’ says Miss
Owenson, blushmg suddenly, ¢thatin commg
here——

¢Didn't I tell you it was Lewis' mother?’
says Uncle Grif, looking surpr:sed ‘No,
by-the-by, I think I didn’t. She tore her
—what was it, Miss Sydney ?- Oh, her flounce
and I asked her to bring it here, and let you |
mend it- You can mend lt, you know, Mrs.
Nolan ? :

«I will be able t.o tell batter when 1 gee it,’
Mrs. Nolan answers ;- and Sydney unwrsps
ber parcel and bands it to her, feeling oddly
nervous herself.

tLewis Nolan's mother—-Lewxs Nolan’s—
home she looked at both with new and strong
interest. Thatwashis piano, those his books
—how refined everything wasin its poverty.
What was the sister like, the girl wondered.
Mrs. Nolan took the torn lace to the window
and examined it with.the admiring and appre-
ciative eye of a connoiseur in laces.

' . What exquisite Chantilly—what a beautl-
-ful pattern—what e pity itshould be torn. I
never saw a lovelier piece of lace—it must be

very valuable.

+ 1t is Sydney answers ; : but its chief value
in my eyes, is that it belonged to my dear
mother. Canyou mend it, Mrs. Nolan? Un-’
cle Grif ngsures me you work mxrscles with.
your needle,’

<My eyes are very bsd for ﬁne work, par-
tioularly black ; but Luoy can, I am positive
Lucyis my daughter, Miss Owenson, and very
proficlent in lace work. She isan invalid,
and cannot come down-stairs, but I will brmg
it up, and show if:to her, if you like.

‘Cannot Miss Owenson -go up too?’ ories
Uncle Grif, in his eager :way, ‘I.—I should
be glad to have her know Lucy.'

¢And Lucy will be very glad to.know her,’
says Mrs. Nolan gently, ¢if you wrll come up,
my denr Migs Owenson—-" - -

+Sydney rises at once; .that strong feelmg
of profound interest still upon. her, and fol-
lows Mrs. Nolan up a little flight of stecp
stairs to an upper landing off .which three
-small rooms open The door of each stands
‘opén; tthoy are; oil _bed-chambers, all spotless
.and tastefui, .one'the mother’s, one the. son’s,
the young lady. decides, and this front one the,

con the threshold und takes in'the picture. The
‘green carpet on the floor; thé: small white: bed’
inthe corner, the two pictures-that hang near.
'it—tEcce Homo,' ‘and. -+ Madter), ; Doloross,'—a
| trailing Irlsh lvy filling'. one.window, roses
‘and, geraniums ftheother. - The® game:muslin
‘draperice as down-stsirs, a, 1atge. photograph
of Lewis Nolan’s ;strong: fsoevond thonghtful
forehesd over the mcntel; a‘table: with .a

uun.uy mme sna. 00 or: iwo otner books of &,

Ly ey ;—-,,
.

i rises ityone. seson,d
- 8on's’ r‘egards,' wb

levidently, so slight, so fragile,.'s0 bloodless,
=7 |ihatsthe thin face and hands 'secm almost.

th }tr'-nsparent. But it is the sieetest iece,“Svd-
"I ney-“thinks,” -her eyes_have ever“‘looked en.
L with an expression of 0 gentle, 80 patient, sot

- | glance.
‘| Brother in thesister, the same dark; deep eyes,

and amusement | ..
:there are flowers in .all the windows, MISE '

this primitive summons is answered imme-.|

t Why, you're not acque.mted already, are |-

invalid daughters, Bydney pauses a moment _a

0 itsnoccupsnt\
! 0 8 great in=
air she sits,no girl-—a woman of thirty

womanly, thather-heart i8'tdlen captive at:g:f
There is a subtle.likeness to the

‘the same thoughtful brow, the .same cast of
feature. Only the somewhat stern mouth of |
‘the - young man i8' soft and -tender in the’
'woman, and the likeness makes the contrast
between thém more marked and pathetic—he,
the "very ‘'type and embodiment of perfect

death, it seems to Sydney, already imprinted
on her tace.

*Lucy,’ says Mrs. Nolan, « thisis Miss Owen-
son. -8he has brought some lace to-be repair-
ed, and . Mr. Glen, with his customsry kxnd-
ness, recommendedus ,

‘MJBE Owenson ?’ Lucy Noisn’s iece lights
up ¢The Miss Owenson who resides’ with
Mis. Mscgregor »L

<Mrs. Mncgregor is’ my relstive—yes !

Sydney thinks, when she smiles, and where—'
where has she seén Lucy Nolan before. Ideal-
ized, and as thig lsicir woman mny have look-
ed ten years ago, hef face is the plct red fsce
of ¢ The Little Sister) '

¢ Evidently Ménsieur Vou Btté derives his
msprr&hons {rom this family,’ thinks Sydney,
‘smused. . ¢ That ‘is &, very good likeness of.
Mr. Lewis, over the mantel, That strong,
dark face, and those piercing eyes of his pho-
tograph well.!

¢You can do this, can’ you, Lucy P says
her mo*her, exhibiting the rent; and Lucy
examines it in her ‘turn through a pair of
glasses with & practical eye. , . .

¢I bawe to wear glasses at my work,’ she 1n-
forms Sydney. - "'What lovely lacel Yes, I
can do this essily, and go that the mending
will never be known from the original pat-

.| tern; but not this ,week Areyou in a hurry,

Miss Owenson?’

«Notat all—next week, nert month will
do if you like! .

tAh! but we dor't like, responds Lucy
Nolan; ‘twe do not wantto keep a flounce.
wortha thousand dollarsin our possession any
lon ger than wecan help, 1 shall do it early,
next week.'

«I must go and see after Uncle Grif;’ says
Mrs. Nolan, leaving the room. ¢He is !an-
guishing in solitude down stairs.’ ’

Owenson. *Your windows are perfect floral
bowers, Miss Nolan.’
¢ Yes, plants flourish with me. Is not that
calla beautiful ? My brother takes the trou-
ble of banishing them every night. He has
hygenic notions about their absorbing all the
Oxygen my poor lungs need.’
¢Your brother is right. Yes, your calla lily
is a gem. And what a superb ivy. This,’
Sydney pomts to the basket, *is an old ac-
quaintance.’
¢ Yes, Lewis sent me that on my birthday
I way one-and-thirty last Thursday; and he
told me he met you and Miss Macgregor at
the florist’s. T am glad I have met you, Miss
Owenson,’ Lucy says with a smile. -

¢I have heard of you until my curiosity hn.s
been strongly aroused.’

yHeard of me ?’ Sydney repeats, her blue
eyes opening,

¢I never go out; it is months since I left.
this room, and Lewis tries to amuse me by
telling me every evening what goes on in the
outer world, the people he meets, and the.
sights he sees. And he has told me a great
deal about you/

. *Indeed,’ says Miss Owenson, colormg

‘I wish I might tell you what he has said.
I wonder if you would be offended, langhs
Lucy.

tWell, so that it be not too uncomphment-
ary I think I might stand it. It is well some-
times to see ourselves as others see us.’

‘Then! you're not to be offended, mind !
He told von Ette he had seen many b’eautrt’nl
faces in his time, but never one of such ideal
pu]nty and nobllity, half womanly, half an-
gelic

tOh ! Sydney cries, thushk ! Therose-pink
bluch i8 scarlet now. ¢If'Mr. Nolan had the
"bad taste to say that, you should not hsve re-
peated it)

‘I apologrzed beforehand, remember .'He
would be as indignant as yourself if he knew
I had told. Von Eite saye you have bought

ness?’ -

'your brother in 8o tragic a frame of mind.,
So you never go out; how gad that’ must be.
Yéu look very iil-—too ill to work ' Have
you beeu av invalidlong? =

{For'ten yesrs,’ ’ssid Lucy Nolan.
. ¢OhY
. I have consnmption; as you' may see,’ pur-
sued Miss Nolan; with perfect cheerfulness,
¢and ‘complaint of the spine, that chains me
to this chmr But T am quite sble to work.
Ob, I assure you, yes : and my ‘work and" my
books are the two chief pleasures of my life..
You don't know. how thankful I am to be
able to work and help motherand Lewie, who
work so hard, My needls’passes -the days,
and then'there'are the evénings. My sun
risps, Miss Owengon, when other paopl#s set;.

and the news ‘of the ‘world outside. And I
am happy, I assure you Oh, Jjust as: hsppy
as the days are long.

There are tears in Sydney's’ eyes as she

wan face, all drawn and pallid with pain.
tBut you must suffer, surely—your face

shows that.

ness, ‘a little’ eometimes ‘My back’—a

times with my back. 'The worst of it 1s, I
bave a nasty, hacking cough that worries

nights.?
1t keepsyou swake too, 4088 it not?
‘Yes, but it. doesn’t matter so much about
me.. . They. have to work so hard all day, that
it is'too bad their rest should be broken by
my. wretched cough '

at herself, that Sydney smiles, slthough teers
Sl stand in her eyes. . -

, $ Misa, Nolan !—how comical that ‘sounds;
ssys ‘the invalid langhing. ' ‘Osll me Lucy,

name. Yes, I am sombotimes, when' my’ back'
is very bad,and then poor, mother ls nesrly
worn to death weiting on me,and Lowis will
haves dootor. and exnensive mgdicines, -
what I will. ' 1 am. 6 dreadful drag: o "them

both—all Lewis éarns ho' is'c bllged to's snend

.on me. Ahi ‘you doni’t know oW g0 ,he

e | place. - ‘The tr ‘ble of my hfe 1s th
1 |- give them.’.

cen ['thou mayestgb I
N\ thinks bydne\y

'heslth,astrong -and -manly« vigor—she;--with.|

. How mugh the sister resembles her brother, |

¢ What very lovely flowers,” remarks Miss |

«Slatram.’ Whai: do you thlnk of the like-.
| bas never been +SUre before, but she t.s to-

It is & very good one, if oue coulcl imsgme-

for the evenings bring Lewis and Citl von,|
* Etto,and wé have music aud the msgatines,, i

listens to the bright voice, and looks in the
Yes,’ Lucy says, and says it with cheerful- |
spasm twitches the psle lips—¢I1 suffer at’

mother and Lewis, nnd keeps them swuke:

Lugy Nolan says this with ‘such gonufe |
‘&ympathy. forthem, such genuine indigriatich ||

“ FAre'you ever confined to bed, Miss Nolad

,plesse—I don’t know myself ‘by' any other’

ssy‘

thier's going;
& tl‘nubh

X

« Honor -thy: ,f;slthe
: lJOn the 0
4, 1good; oniand g00 l;ud "
M, Lewldiisa: gentlemen and g Qhy; .
tisn; and'I-like'hifi . iy
So they gt and; tsﬁ:, and the minuteg g
Sydney is so vidvxdly,;nterested that the, ,ey
noon :wanes and sheldoes 210t see it,
‘chatr of nianner thatimakes ihe brothe,
sgreesble B compamon'ie possessed by the
valid: sister. ‘Her needle-ﬂxes a8 ghe ¢
-her eyes latigh behmd,eher glnsses, she ig fr,,
of pain to day and qiiits Kappy . It is only Whey
| Lucy lays down.-her” ‘'Work that” Sydney g
the shadows of coming night ﬁlling the o, N
. $0hY she exclaims, starting up in constm
nstion <how I have lingered. I ig neare]r
dark.  What will Uncle Grif say y
t Uncle Grif went away half an houyr
gays Mrs. Nolan, entering. 1 left him tq
.somethingum the.kitohen, and whep 1 100k
in again he was gone. xed
1 ‘Highly.,;ébmnctenshd off Uncle Gl g
Lucy, ‘laughing. ' “Don't “be mortiﬁed lhs‘
Owenron, but . he, forgot all about you s
minutes after you were out ot hig Blght e
! What hall I do v crled Sydney .

‘ther. -

'\go‘

U HerelsLewis—youlmnst let hu.n take yp
home,’ says Mrs. Nolan. ¢It is ﬂltoveth;
too late for you to venture alone.’

. The house door opened and closed,a May's
‘stép came'two ot bhréent a'time up the stalrg
and Liewis Nolan, ¢ booted and spurred, \th;t
is, in ‘great coat’ and ‘hat ~=stood in the dogr-
way amazedly contemplstmg the group,

¢ Misg OwengoR " * :

The color flashed v1dv1dlv into Sydngy;
cheeks, but she held out her hand with a ney.
.vous laugh.-. -

Y oulses: before’ you a dsmsel in distres,
Mr. Nolan. Uncle; Grif—perfidious, like 4))
of his klnd—mveighed me here aud then
basely deserted me. .

In a few words Mrs. Nolan explained the
‘situation, while'bydney hnstlly drew on her
gloves, i .o.p i . .

tYou must pelmlt me to teke “Uncle Grif3
place, of course, said Lewis Nolan. ¢ His log
is my gain. Uncle Grif i8to be trusted 5,
further than you can 8ee him. If he were,
genius he could not.be more absent mindeg,’
"t Stay for teu, said Mrs. Nolan, hospitably,
¢ The evening is cold, and & cup of tea wi]|
_WArm you. !

1Tea is my mother’s panscea. for all theilis
of life,’ aid Mr. Nolan.

But Sydoney would not listen to this—she
was nervonsly anxious toreach home before
Aunt Helen and Katherine, and avoid ques-
tioning. So ‘taking the arm of Mr. Nolap,
Miss Owenson went forth lnto the gaslit high-
,ways of New York. °

“Come again soon—do;’ pleaded L:cy, at
parting ; ¢ you don't know whstu pleasure it
will be to me,

. And Sydney bad kissed the potient, zentle
face, and promised

+ Your sister is charming, Mr. Nolan, she
said; ¢ she bewitchied the hours, I believe,
How patient she is, how sweet, how good.

¢Poor Lucy!—yes. 1 hope, among your
multiplicity of engagaments you will some-
times steal an hour for her, Her pleasures
are few, her sufferings so great.’

She does sufter then? She would nut siy
so to me.’

¢+ Miss Owenson, her_life for the pastta
years has been one long martyrdom, aad she
hai borne it all with patience angelic. Sk
doés not seem to think JOI her own suffering,
only of the. pain and ouble she gives us.
Her heppmess is in days like this, when she
can git up and, work, ot talk to a friend. %
it will be a work of chsrlty if sometimes—

+I shall come often—very often,’ says Miss
Owenson. ‘The visits will be a greater pleas:
ure t6 me than they can possibly be to her,
I owe Uncle Grif a debt of gratitude for bav-
ing brought me.

«In spite of his Leartless desertion? asks
Lewis Nolan. ¢Migs Owenson, shall we walk
or ride? The caxs are sure to be crowded at
this hour, and it is doubtful it you will be
able to get a seat. Besides thelr progressis
g0 slow, with continual stoppage—~—-’

+I will walk, then,’ Miss Owenson answers.
¢I have no fsncy for bad ‘atmosphere and
hanging’ suspended in mid-air, Besides I am
an excellent walker; I have had no erd of
practice among the bwrss mountains and over
the Cornish moors.’

" +Yon have beén in Cornwall then ?,

"t+For nine moiiths—and thougnt 8 &ix-
mile ,walk between breskfest and luncheen &
mers. bngntelle ,

" +She pauses suddenly with a'keen sense of
psin, There is Miss’ Leonsrd’s letter to be
snswered, and it flaskes. upon her she can
never say ‘tcome’ to bir Harry Leonard, She

-

‘night;.

The’ walk is nesrly an hour long, and the
frosty stars all a twinklein the November sky
‘when they reach the palatial brown stone
front, and lights flash from dining-room and

‘| hall."

-+ Will you come 1n P Miss Owenson 8aySs.

<If you will excuse me, mo. I shall be
busy writing until mid-night. Gooed-night,
Miss Owenson.’

He nings the bell, and waits to see her ad-
mitted ; ; then, with enother good-night, Lewis
strides owsy

"¢ What a long walk T bave given him, and
nodoubt he I8 tired enough atready,’ Sydoey
thinks.

lbusen, have Mis, Macgregor snd Miss Ka-
the-rine returned P~ ,

N 0, Miss Sydney, not’ yet !
) ieu merci I’ thinks Sydney, running up
to her own room. Strangely énough, when
they do’ come, and all mieet at dinner, she

| says not a word of where she hss spent the

afternoon.

‘At ton o'clock she goes ap ‘to her chamber,
but before she goes to bed she writes her lat-
ter. Itis rather a difficult letter to write;
but since it must be written, why the sooner
the better... Near the close she gays this:

¢1-hardly know whether to. be glad or sorry
Sir Parry hias not salled with: the expedition.
I am glad for yoursake, certainly. Butdear
friend, I can neversay to him the word he
‘wants—I can never say ‘come.t . If I ever
-doubted, I doubt-nolonger.: I do:not love

'| him, worthy ot-all love as.heds; and I sball

‘lovemy husband, or go.to my grsve unwedded.
Tell him this as gently as you.can,and for-
give me the «psl.n I cause you both.: .
R To be contmued

; L WOBKINGMEN
) Before you begln your ‘hedvy’ sprlng work
;siter a, winter of relsxntion, your system
nveds mesnslng and . strengthening‘to pre-
jvent an sttsck of’. Ague,.Bilious or: Spring
_Fever, or some “gther’ Bpring siekness tkat
‘will unfit “you' ’for 4 geason’s ' 'workl' You
‘wlll suve mnoh tune, muoh *slekness and

greet expense if you ‘will usé -one ‘bottle of

Hon # rn "n ynnn fnmllv.nlﬂnnlf welt.
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