‘A COMEDY OF TERRORS!.

.

1.
THE MAN WITH THE CHIGNON.

THE elegant residence of Mrs. Lov-
ell, at Montreal, stood just where
Blank Street terminates in Dash Street,
and its windows commanded an™ex-
tensive view of the former thorough-
fare. A caller was just leavirg the
house; while inside was Mrs. Lovell
herself, in such a position that “she
could see out of the window without
being visible, and her eyes were fixed
upon the caller who was just retiring.
‘This person did not claim her attention
long, for he rapidly descended the
steps, and, after walking down the
street with long, swift strides the length
of one block, he turned round the first
corner and disa

Upon this Mrs. Lovell withdrew her
eyes from the window and stood for a
time in deep thought Standing in
this attitude, she showed herself an
uncommonly pretty woman. A minute
description of her, however, is hardly
necessary just now; suffice it to say,
that Mrs. Lovell was a widow ; a pro-
found and pronounced brunette ; young,
wealthy, elegant, joyous, and also very

well able to take care of herself in.

every respect.

_After standing thus for some time
she left the room, and, ascending the
stairs, she entered an apartment at the
top, by the landing.

“0O Maudie dear!” she exclaimed
in' an excited voice as she entered,

1

“who do you think has been here?

_what do you think has happened? O

dear, it’s such a worry!”

Her abrupt manner and excited
words aroused a young girl who was in
the room. She was seated in an arm-
chair, one hand supporting her head,
and the other one listlessly holding a
letter. o

% Well, Georgie dear,” said she,
turning her face, “ what is it?” :

The face which she thus turned was
one of extreme beauty and great refine-
ment of feature, and was pervaded by
an expression of pensive and quiet sad-
ness. She seemed also 3s if she might
have been dropping a tear or two all
by herself. There was a certain family
likeness between the two, for they were
sisters ; but apart from this they were
unlike, and when together this dissimi-
larity was very conspjcuous. Both
were bmgnettes, but the fashion of their
features -and the expression of their
faces were different. In Mrs. Lovell’s
face there was a very decided piquancy,
and various signs of a light and joy-
ous temperament ; while Maud showed
nothing of the kind. At the present
moment the sadness of her face might
have concealed its real expression ; but
any one could see in it the unmistak-
able signs of a far greater depth of feel-
ing than was known to her sister.

“ Maudie dear !” said Mrs. Lovell .
at length, after some silence.

- “Well, Georgie,” said Maud, lan-
guidly. st

Mrs. Lovell sighed. -



