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MARGH OFTHE DEATHLES
] ~.DEAD. '

BY FATHER A. J. RYAN.
Gather the sacreddust .

Of the warrlors tried and true, -
Who bore the flag ofour People’s trast,
And fell 1n & cause though lost mill just,

And died for me and yon.

W
Gather them one and all!

From the Private to the Chlef,
Come they from hovel or princely
They fell for us, and for them shou

The tears of a Nation's grief.

hall
1d 1all

Gather the cor;
O'ermany a

From many agrave that lies 8o lone,

Without a name and without a stone,
Gather the Routhern slain.

5 strewn
itle plain;

We oare not whence they came,
Dear in their lifeless clay !
‘Whether unknown, or known to fame,
Their cause and country still the same—
They died—and wore the Gray.

‘Wherever the brave have dled,
Tney should not rest apart;
Living they straogeled side by side—
‘Why should the hand of Death divide
A single heart from heart.

Gather thelr seatiered clay,
‘Wherever it may rest;
Just as they marcbed to the bloody fray;
Jort as they fell on the battie day;
Bwry them breast to breast. ‘
The foeman need not dread
This gathering of the brave ;
Without gword or tiag, and with soundless
tread,
‘Wemuster once more our deathless dead;
Out of each lonely grave.

The foeman need not frown,
They all are powerless now—
‘Wo gather them here and we lay them down,
And tears and prayersare Lhe only crown
‘We should bring to wreath each brow.

And the dead thus meet the dead,
While the living o’er them waep ;

And the men by [ee and Stonewal! led,

Ard the hearts that once Lcgether bled,
Together xtill shall sleep.

One Night's Mystery.

Yy ¥ay Agacs F.cming.

CHAPTER XXI.—CeNTINUED.

After tea, by order of the chatelaine, Miss
Hendrick aired her accomplishments for the
benefit of her prospective husband; she
played, she sang, she showed her drawings,
she recitgsl a poem in French aund another in
German, of which language Mr. McKelpin
knew as much as he did of Coptic agd Runic.
But he deigned to Jisten soberly to all, his ten

“fingeéts clacped before Zin as though fn prayer
—his chalky sodden facenever losicg its owl-
like solemnity.

¢ Verra good, ver-r-a good, indeed,’ he said,
when the performance ended. ‘You've im~
proved your opportunities 1 make no doubt.
Bat these things are but vanities ard frivolity
at best, Housekeeping in a’ its brenches and
ramifications is the great accomplichment the
young miss o' the praiennt day should lairn.’

tMy niece Cyrilla will begin to-morrow,’
put in the piping voice of Miss Dormer. ¢It
is my intention she shall spend three hours
of each day in the kitchen under the instruc-
tions of Joanna.'

And =olife began for Cyrilla. Three hours
a day in a calico dress,in a hot kitchen, under
the tuition of a deaf old ceok, learning the
mysteries of puddings and pies, roasts and
broiis, for the future deleciation of Donald
McKelpin. Four hours of reading and play-
ing for Aunt Dormer; no visitors, no going
out, except atstated times with a market bas-
ket. Cyrilla’s soul loathed it all. She hated
honsehold duties; she abhorred cooking;
she mearly stifled herself with yawns reading
aloud. Ch! the deadly—deadly dullness of
it! Then Mr. McKelpin evenings, three in &
week, to play long whist at a penny a game
with Miss Dormer, each greedily eager to
win, and taking no notice of her yawning
drearily in the background. What a Christ-
mas that was—what a New Year—what a
Japuary! Would Cyrilla ever, ever forgot
it!

But the stagnant ealm wag near its end,
and Mr. McKelpin, of all men, the man to

8 .

was one of the elect of the earth, one-of the
darlings of the gods. e ;
The second event was the news that morn-
ing’s paper had given her. The————th had
arrived in Montreal, and were quartered here
for the winter. So! Freddy was come, and
?he would see a sympathetic human face at
ast. ’ )
The third event was the departure of Mr,
McKelpin for Scotland on the morrow, to be
absent until the first week in June. The
wedding is fixed for the clogse. This will be
the last night for over three months the de-
voted Donald will spend in the company of
his betrothed. But as she stands bere and
looks dreamlily out, it is not of her betrothed.
I regret to say, Miss Hendrick is thinking.
Where—when —how—will she see Fred
Carew? Poor-Freddy! be hasnot said much
fu his letters about her faithlessness, but the
news of her betrothal has been as gall and
wormmwood to him, she knows,
¢ Shut the shutters, Niece Cyrilla, and don't
stand mooning there all night. I suppose
you have been crying qaietly over the de-
partare of Mr. McKelpin ?
Thus sharply and sneeringly arouted from
her nap by Miss Dormer, Cyrilla obeys.
*I never cry, Aunt Phil; it is one of the
principles of my lite, and not even for Mr.
McKelpin's sweet sake can I break through
it. Shall I tell Joanna to fetch in tea?’
¢ You'll find something to cry for yet, mark
my words, hard as you are,’ croaks Miss Dor-
mer,
¢ As Mr. McKelpin’s wife? I think it ex-
tremely likely,’ cheerfully assents Cyrilla.
¢Stitl, I shall put off the evil day until the
evil day comes. Shall I ¢all Joamna 7’
tYes, call) says Aunt Phil, snappishly.
Their encounters are sharp and frequent, and
she generally finds herself worsted. ©yrilla
is her dependent, certainly, but Cyrilla does
not hold her pauper head in that haughty
way for nothing. She keeps her own waell
with Miss Dormer, and Miss Dormer likes
her norne the less for it.
Joanna comes with their daily bread and
butter and cold meat. It is a silent meal.
The old maid is thinkiog how she will miss
long whist and Mr. McKelpin, in the empty,
endless, March evenings sonear. The young
maid is thinking how much brighter a look
{ife lhas taken on since Fred Carew is in Mon-
renl.
Half-past seven brings Mr. McKelpin. He
shakes bands in a stiff way with his affianced,
and hands her that evening's paper, and sits
down to his last game with MAliss Dermer.
There is silence; a parafin lamp burns be-
tween them, the fire looks red and cheerful,
the room cozy and comfortable, contrasted
with the bleak coldness of the winter night
outside. Miss Hendrick is reading the paper,
searching for further news of the. th,
whon loyd and long there comes a knoock at
the door.
¢The postman!’ cries Cyrilla, starting up;
ta letter from Sydney.
She rushes from the room, down the stairs,
and throws open the door. A man stands
there, but it is not tbe postman. He is not
8o tall as the postman, and he looks military.
He wears a sealskin jacket and cap, the visor
of the cap pulled over his eyes—he wears seal-
skin gloves and carries a cane.
tAh-h I’ Bays this gentleman ; can you tell
me if Mrs. Brown lives hore?’,
Cyrilla stands petrified. Surely she knows
that veoige. Her heart beats as it has not
beaten for four months. Can it—can it be
¢ Does Mrs. Brown live here, Beauty  asks
again that familiar voice.
He raises his cap; the wan glimnmer of the

fOIl WHISTLE AXD ILL

from Montrezl, and that evening there was no
long whist, a penny a game, at Dormer
House. Instead, Cyrillaread aloud a drearily
dull novel, over which she yawned surrep-
titiously, and Miss Dormer yawned aloud.
Apd this was but the beginning of the end,
the elder lady thought bitterly, but the be-
ginniog of a long series of such dnll-as-death
days and nights.
pin was Cyrilla's husband the card-playing
would be resumed, but meantime

career but that old Miss Dormer would have
married Donald McKelpin herself for the sake
of his gociety, in spite ot her fifty odd yea~
and crooked back, if a hopeless infirmity °
not stood in her way. Thbere can also’

Miss Dormer was worth as a-
did,
a sanctuary) he may hav-
dusgk, bandsome niece.
choose between the -
le.5, and the aunt
& million, Donal
He was hard-~
tionality, br’
the test.
chair of
drear
ne-

arn,;ly:, and they sail tor England in April.
If 'she calls do you think Miss Dormer will
let yougo?

you are here. Warn Mrs. Delamere. If my
aunt knew you were in Montreal, I believe
she would never let me out of her sight.
And now, Freddy, I positively myst go.’

He does not detain her, Itis very cold,
and cold Mr. Carew does not like.

¢ Mrs. Delamere shall call to-morrow ; you
will come to her house, and we can talk
things over where the thermometer is not a
hundred or so below zero. Don't make your
farewells to the Scotchman too affectionate,
Beauty, please. because my prophetic soul
tells me you'll mever write your name Cyrilla
McKelpin! ‘

The game of whist {3 finished asshe enters,
and the clock sirikes nine. Miss Dormer
bas won her ninepence back, and is in high
good spirits once more. Colorless and smile-
less, Mr. McKelpin stands up and buttons
his coat to go.

tGood-by, Miss Dormer’ He shakes
hands. ¢ Good-by, Miss Cyrilla! The dead
damp fish is extended to her. ¢ You'll write
to me occasionally, I hope, when I am
gone 7’

¢Qh, of course,’ Cyrilla answers, with cheer-
ful alacrity. ¢I wish you a pleasant
voyage, Mr, McKelpin.’

He iIs gone. Miss Dormer retires to her
room. Joanna bolts and bars the house.
Cyrilla makes her aunt’s night toilet and
sees ber safely in bed. Then she goes to her
own room, lets down her hair, and looks at
her face in the glass—a face that has not
looked back at her with so happy, so bright a
glapce, for three weary months. As she
looks and smiles, Fred Carew’s question re-
turns to her—: Beauty, how is this to end ¥
¢How, indeed I’ she thinks, ¢in disaster for
wme, I haven't the slightest doubt. But
meantime Donald has gone and Freddy has
come, and let it end how it may, I shall be
bappy until the close of June, at lenst.'

CHAPTER XXII.
COME TO YE, MY LAD.
Mr. McKsLrix departed next morning

True, when Mr. McKel-

There can be no doult at this point of her

.| haveit.
t] think 8o, 80 long as she does not suspect |

money out of the ¢

heavy eveni-
(his name

have

yen
w

luctantly ;- “bﬁt, wmind, if she does, no gad-
ding, no flirting with young men—I won't

-t Flirting !’ Mrs. Delamere repeated, in a
voice of horror. ‘Really, Miss Dormer, how
can you think such a thing ot me? No,nol
even if our dear girl were inclined—and I am
sure she is much too sensible —I would never
countenance such levity in an engaged young
lady. 1 receive next Tuesday, Cyrilla, love.
The carriage shall call for you very early.
Only a few friends, Miss Dormer—not three
unmarried men among them. Good after—
noon, my dear lady, and a thousand thanks
for your kind permission.®

¢ Humph !’ grunted Miss Dormer, distrust-
fully. ¢You're a deal too sweet, ma'am, for
my taste—too sweet by half to be whole-
some.’ )

" Cyrilla laughed noiselessly asshe escorted
her fat friend to the front door.

tHow well you did it? she exclaimed
¢ What an undeveloped talent for intrigue you
must possess, Mrs. Delamere. I believe 1
should have gone melancholy mad before
spring if you had not come.’

Tuesday night was five days off, and dur-
ing these five days Miss Hendrick saw noth-
ing of Mr. Carew. She received several
notes from him, however, in his usual brief
and trenchant style;- and brightened up so
under their influenceand the thought'of Tues-
day night, that she looked quite a new being.
Miss Dormer saw it, with a great many sneers
and croaks, but Cyrilla bore all with angelic
patience. Aunt Phil would not retract her
plighted word, and she asked no 110re,

Very early—before eight o’clock, in fact—
the Delamcre sleigh was at the door, and
Cyrills, lopking very eager and bandsome,
threw on her wraps, and was driven off,

* Mind, be back early —by midnicht at the
latest! croaked Miss Dormer after her.
¢Joanna shall sit up for you.’

The drive was not ten minutes long. Mr
Delamere’s ¢ furnished apartments’ were * %
liant with gaslight; and, early as ¢ oril-
Cyrilla found one guest beiore h- -4€¢ Was
tall, elderly young lady, wears <T—8 very
and cerise silk, and to whom <98 diamonds
duced as ¢ Mrs. Fogarty,  ° 3he Was intro-
I bad no idea she- .}

- w0ild )jawm i
s ot Wrey e s ol
er proleged.  ¢She'g g Wi *
you 26, immensely ‘Jow, sut of weeds, as

T 4c d v uch
sought atter on that a:gf,’;m?_“ Le‘:;rvyin;}n hcer

,uestion, she has that kit
. style that takes—Heaven
«th men, and is sure to makea
.og go off. The late lamented
makes patent his nutionality) was
rs her senior, a pork man, and, as 1

said, immensely rich. Alter two
.8 of nuptial bliss ke departed—toa hetter

tenish, coquetish
knows why—w~

forty yer

8
aad

doubt but that Mr. McKelpin wou™ 06 DO
married her if she made ita sine g ad have
one in Montreal knew exactlr .znon. No

+ bow much
~curately as he
ae possessed such

& preferred the slins,
, but if he had bad to
alece of nineteen, penni-
of five-and-fifty, with half
.d would not have hesitated.
-nearted by nature and by na-
.6 he was not destined to be put to
Miss Dormer dying slowly in her

« ‘an incurable distemper, could not
- O f marriage for herself, and so, a8 the

In his secret soul (it "’

hail lamp falls futl oo his face, the serene,
smiling face of Fred Carew.

Miss Hendrick gives one gasp.
tOb, Freddy ! is what sbe says.

¢ How do you do, Beauty ?" says M
pleasantly, ¢Shake bands, wor’
it permitted the future Mrs. "
that far? You seo I got
merning, and naturally
to look youup.’
‘But to chtho
houi‘e] hoh, E'tef:d P
tTo the < gy ’
know, 1 dragon’s
courag- ,
no o
Yo

A Carew,

scKelpin to go
to Montreal thi:
the thing I did wus

dbtg—to Aunt Dormer's
O yrilla gasps again.

fen. But then, realiy you

POSEess 0¥, pyarwhelming amount of
And & "gnew from your letters that

49 OVEY CW' ;35 0 'the door but yourself.

4 told me, "y remembeor 7 v

break it! .
Stolid, dull, slumbering a8 the man was, he
yet was a man, and as such had {rom the firs’
cust an eye of approval upon the tall sy
metrical figure and haughtily bandsome
of Miss Dormer’s youthful relative.
«'There's a disparity o' years, 1
aware,’ slowly and austerely said I’
Eelpin, :but the disparily i ¢
gide: For my own pairt, I tb’
best for a frivolous young
female sex to be united in v
considerably her senior.
me to understand, Mise
look wi' the eye o’ fr
so, if Miss Cyrilla’s
Providence, we'll
-And the thing
1o this impasair
knew ; she wr

a hysterical “4..i74 to burst out laughing.

But Aunt "~ g o)
soshe co _F nil's fierce old eye was upon her,

and the
McKE+

#

.

. fnc;

am well
sonald Mc-
A the right
.ok it's always

«ediock wi’ a man

. Dormer, that you'll

_was settled. What she said

A ‘became the affiagced of Mr. Donald
Apin, The next time he came he

Pt
? 4@ worn rather thin, and with elephantine
playfulnens pressed it upon his bride's accept-
rauce,

Miss Hendrick took it with an unmoved
countenance, and put it on the finger that
wore poor freddy Carew's. Poor Freddy
Carew, indeed! He wrote to Miss Hendrick
regularly, and as Miss Hendrick always an-
swered the door she received his letters with-
out the slightest tronble or danger, and most
regularly responded. Mr. Oarew, therefore,
was not left to pine in ignorance of Miss
Hendrick’s matrimonial good fortune, This
cold February day on which she stands, idly
gasing out of the window, has beena day
more than usually eventful among the event-
lees days of her life, The early morning
mail brought a letter from Mrs. Owenson
anrouncing her deperture with Sydney for
New York, tospend March and April.

*My dear girl is still in miserably poor
health and low epirits, wrote Mrs. Owenson,
‘and Iam taking her to my cousin’s, Mrs.
Macgregor of Madison Avenue. Change of
acene and the cheerful companionship of her
cousing will no doubt cheer her up. In May

we go to Europe, to romain two years at least. | .

Sydney will write further particulars by next
mail,’ L d Y
Huppy Sydmey Owenson! Oyrilla en.
viously pighs. Yes bappy, thrice happy in
spite of her bereavement. . To Miss Hendrick
it looks no such great: bereavement after all.
- .Sbe didn't care for Bertle Vaughan, empty-
“headed, conceited noodle that he was! and
for her father—well, of course, a doting, re~
spectable and rick father ia a perscn to be
grleved for—still, to Miss Hendrick’s philo.
sophic mind, it wasn'ta grief to embitter the
life of an heiress. ‘A winter in New York—
ahi lucky Bydney—iwo years in Europe—
‘thrice-blessed orphan heiress! Beauty and

worth qinlimitad Y ) Redn-v. Himc -

LS

, pairson of thae
You have given
.vor on the match, and
willing, in the name of
consider the thing settled.’
smed declaration Cyrilla never
45 only conscious at the time of

Atrolled the insane desire, and there

bIo" oht with him an engagement ring of
¥ Jbm gold, his mother's wedding ring, in fact,

tBut I do'ro not étay. Aunt Dormer will
miss e ; “she and Mr. McKelpin are playing
cards noty !

 But you can ga'beck and steal out again,
can't 'you, Besuty? Sayyou ‘have a head-
ache rnd want to go to your room. D'll wair
yorder under the trees. Only don't keep me
lanyz. Even friendship so glowing and ar-
Jdent ns mine may get chilled it kept too long
in a Montreal February night.’

¢T'll tryl I'N1 come!’ Cyrilla exclaims.
tWait, Freddy; I'll be with you in ten
minntes!’

tShe shuts the door and flies back. The
glad, excited gleam of her cyes might tell the
story, but the card players are too much en-
groszed with their game to take heed.

¢Well who was it?' Miss Dormer querul-
ously asks. She has lost ninepence and feols
badly accordingly. ¢Morelstters?’

1No n mon ; he asked if Mrs. Brown lived
here, demurely answered Miss Hendrick.

tMrs, Brown, indeed. Your deal Mr.
McKelpin; luck will surely turn this {ime.
Did you bolt the door after him, Cyrilla ?

t Certainlv, Aunt Dormer.’

‘Well P

t While you're finishing this game I'll run
up to my rcom—my head rather aches, and
T’ll bathe it with camphor.

Miss Dormer is too deeply absorbed in the
new deal to reply. Cyrilla departs. Five
geconds later and she is under the stripped
chestnuts, both hands clasped in Fred
Carew’s. .

Oh, Fred, I am so glad to see you. How
good of you to come.

tGoodness is my normal state, Beauty.’
The first greetings are over by this time.
tAnd so I really behold before me the affi-
anced of Mr, Donald McKelpin ?*
tYou really do, and as such please relin-

your fur gloves. Mr. McKelpin doesn't ap-
prove of indecorous familiarities.’

tDoesn’t he? Excepting himself, of course.
He is privileged, luchy beggar! says Mr.
Carew, with a sigh.

tNot even excepting himself. He comes
three eveningsa week, says ‘How d'ye do,
Miss Cyrilla? ke gives me a hand like a
dead, damp fish. I never know what to do
with it,s0 I give it back to him again.’
tAnd when is the wedding to come off,
Dieu volante, the last week of June,” .
t Beanty,’ Mr. Carew gays, gravely, { how is
this toend ?'
¢Inacold in the head for me most likely,’
langhs Oyrilla, wilfully misunderstanding:
tDon’t look so doleful, Fred—it doesn't be-
come you. June is June—this is February,
and I am Cyrilla Hendrick etill. He goe
off to-morrow—Dien merei—to be gone. ghrap
months, Oh, if some kind Chrigttan wenlg
invite me out to spend an vehing we might
meet and have a chat now tind then.
* That is easily enough tansged, if yeur
dragon ‘will let yoi go. Mrs, Delamere is
bere,and she nhal_l .call upon you and Invite

me . v

»a

«t you, or is | nevel until the Finis was reached.

quish my hands; my shawl is ag #arm as|.

At Wost thing, passed him on to Cyrilla.
iR 8r,y case she meant him to have her
mor,ey, and he could hardly do less than take
he': destitute niece with it.

Another heavy day, another dragging even-
ing, hoth ladies maping over their insipid
Outside,
thin February winds rattled the trees and sent
the slect drifting against the windows. In-
side, firelight and lamplight did their best to
dispel the vapors, and did their best in vain.
Phillis Dormer’s old eyes went drearily to
the card-table; Cynila Hendrick’s looked
restlessly into the ruby heart of the fire, and
both could have wailed with Tennyson :

¢ Oh, for the touch ofa vanished hand,
And the soundofi & volce that 1s stit!»

Only naturally, each was thinking of a
different hand and voice. ]

The atternoon of the third day breught
Mrs. Delamere. Cyrilln, as usual, answered
the door, and after ten minutes’ private chat,
came back to her aunt’s room, a flush of hope
and expectation in her eyes.

«Who is it?" Miss Dormer fretfully
asked.

+Mrs. Colonel Delamere, aunt. You have
heard me tell how kind she was to me at
Petite St. Jacques. The Colorel is about to
retire from the army. and they sall for Eng-
land, whero he has a large estate, in April.
Menntime they are staying in Montreal.
She wishes very much to make your ac-
quaintance, Aunt Dormer. May I ask her
up ?’

Miss Dormer looked keenly and suspi-
ciously at her niece.

¢ What does she want to make my ac-
quaintance for, a crippled, miserable old crea-
tare like me? What does she want of me ?

15he wants nothing but the pleasure ot
knowing you, [ told her you never saw any
one, but she begged you would kindly make
an exception in her favor.  Shall I tell her
you will not see her?’

¢And insult a stranger in my own house?

No, niece Cyrilla. 1 will see her. Show her
up.’
Mrs. Colonel Delamere, imposing in brown
silk and velvets, was shown up accordingly ;
and quite awed for a moment, by her size
and splendor, even grim Aunt Phil. But she
was 8o cordial, 80 chatty, so friendly, that the
awe speedily vanished, and a pleasant excite-
ment took its place.

She stayed for over an hour, retuiled all the
news of the day, discussed ‘Canada and Eug-
land, and 1Miss Dormer actnally experienced
a feeling of regret when at last she arose to
go.
¢t] have overstayed my time,’ she said, with
her soft, mellow laugh; ¢ but really it is so
pleasant to meet a kindred spirit, and coun-
trywoman, with whom to abuse Canada, its
dreadful climate, and dreadful customs,
Dear Miss Dormer, you really shouldn't laad
the life of a recluse, a8 you do; it is posi-
tively unkind to your friends. At least yom
must make me the excepticen to your rule.
And, meantime, a8 a great favor, I must beg
of you to let this child come to see me. She
was one of my espeefal pets at Petite St.
Jacques, and, remember, I leave in April, and
may never see her again.’

Miss Dormer'a face darkened.
¢ She never goed out,’ she said, querule”
¢I can't spare her,’

‘Abl but gear Mies DortBor, %5 5 preat
favor ggme. ¥he and MiS8 Q" wenson were
fulte liko my own daughters And ss she
tells v he is to be Marr'{ed gp soon to &
mos} estimable man—Juary, i it not, Cyrilla,
love b=~you should allove: her a little more
liberty. She must kevyy somebody, as Mr.
McEelpin's wife. 1¥ra gure he wonld wish
it himself, and I prowaige you sh

asly;

none biat the very tilcust people

y
.

e shall k‘nov,,

|

.orld, let us trust, since he was frightfully
hen-pecked in this.

Miss Hendrick laughed as she threw off
her cloak, and smoothed her shining coiled
hair.

¢I haven’t seen much of Mrs. Fogarty as
yet, she said, ¢ but from the little I have, I
should think any change the pork man could
make would be for the better. Two years of
her unalloyed society 1 should say would be
enough to kill any man.’

«The droll thing about it is,’ pursued Mrs.
Delamere, with an odad little sidelong glance
at her young friend, that she has come
here at this unheard-of hour, and over-dreased,
as you perceive—all for the sake of Fred
Carew.’

¢ What I' exclaimed Cyrilla, knitting her
brows.

t Perfectly true, 1 assure you. She met
him three days ago for the first time, and con-
ceived a tendresse for him at sight. Sheal-
ways has a lendresse for some one. This
morning she encountered Carew and the
Colonel in St. James Streot,. and the Colonel
in his usual ridiculous way, told her Freddy
was coming early—very early, to smoke a
cigur with him, and he hoped she would come
early and help entertain him! The result—
there she is !’

¢Is the woman an idiot ?’
fully asked.

tOh, dear no! Freddy generally does
make an impression on ¢lderly young women
at sight. Witness Miss Jones of the pension-
nat. Only it i8 not every elderly young Indy
who wears her heart on her sleeve as frankly
a8 does Mrs, Fogarty.’

¢ Por the sake of common decency Ishould
hope not,’ retorts Miss Hendrick with cold
scorn.

¢« Hush, dear! here we are,’ says Mris. Dela-
mere. She opens the door of the drawing-
room and sails majestically in. DMiss Hen-
drick follows and sees——Frea Carew, faultless
and elegant to behold, a camella in his but-
ton-hole, sitting on a sofs by Mrs. Fogarty's
side, submitting to being made love to, with
his customary serene and courteous face.

+ Mr. Carew, Miss Hendrick. You may re-
member meeting Mr. Carew once before, Cy-
rilla, love, says Mrs. Delamere, blandly.
And Mr. Carew arises. and bows pleasantly
and makes n smiling llitle foolish speech
about ‘the pleasure—er—eof renewing Miss
Hendrick's—um—acquaintance,’ eto.; and
Miss Hendrick bends her rather haughty.
looking head, and moves disdainfully away.

A batch of arrivals enter; the hostess
sweeps forward to meet them. Mr. Carew
makes an effort to get up and follow Miss
Hendrick to where she has seated herself at a
distant table, and opened that refuge of the
destitute, a photographic album. But Mrs.
Fogarty is a veteran of four-and-thirty, al-
though she does not look it, and is equal to
the occasion. For the sake of Mr. Carew
she bas put on her diamonds, her Point d'Al-
encon, and her cerise silk, and come to Mrs.
Delamere’s ¢ Tuesday ;' is it likely then she
will allow Mr. Carew to fly off at a tangent?
In her practised hands, Freddy is an artless
mouse in the grasp of a skiltul, slderly
mouser, By her side he is, by her side he
shall remain.

Andhe does.  He cannotf break away—he
cannot tell how—he makes half-a-dozen at-
tempts—she skilfully meels and bafiles the
all. Without positive rudencss he ca~, ¢
quit her side; and positive rudeness, ‘év;n to
a Mrs. Fogarty, is something Fres

Cyrilla =corn—

< 4 is quite
incapable of, He sees Cyrillg, ~ A
by half a dozen of his brother n’ﬂ;g:‘:g(}%%]l:izsg
s s ]

handsome and brilliant—b
laugh comes to him wh-
groans in anguish r_ -
never knows how-

ar lear, sarcastic
erg he sits, and lhe
of .Spirit. At last—he
thing— Mus. ~he rises—he eays gome-
ne‘:ﬁ do;_,]:or Larty may know what; Re
- aakes & bow, and finds hithgelf

by Cyrill® b _ ‘
wirrﬁrgl"- side. She is alone; the last'of the
and »  for the moment 'aag deserted Her,

she looks upon Mg, Carew -with o

fo- andly eye,

¢Man’s inhumanisy to man,’ muymurs poor,
Freddy,in a pl'sintive tone, t makes countless
thousands mo'arn But what fsit—oh}| what
is it—comp ared with the f{dEumanity of

woman ? o
‘I dor’s know what yot ire talking about;
8ay8 M’ o8 Hendrick scornfilly.
‘T ! gled to get away, codtinues
int' o same pitects'voice,

‘WHat dtd.she do it for?

* aouldn’s let me.

anything to %er?

«Clan't ‘von séd—im

J

M. Carpw
tgive you my honor

Qid Beauty, more than once, and .she |
What grudge does she bear me? Inever did

bectle; gays Mise Hen-

laugh ; ¢ the woman's in love with you—
painted,”simperivg niuny! I gat here and
watched you, and thoughtl never in all my
lite saw a more Idiotic-looking pafr!’

+In love with me! O, good heaven !’ ex-
claims Mr. Carew, o much ‘genuine, un-
affected horror in his tone that Cyrilla laughs
outright. ¢You never mean totell me thatl'

tMy dear Mr. Carew,’ replies Miss Hen-
drick, ‘a woman who will paint and powder
to the extent that woman fs paioted and
powdered is simpleton enough for anything
—even to falling in love with you. BShe's
seven-and-thirty if she'a a day, and she's
made up to look seventeen. Observe those
shounlder-blades aud those cheek-bones—
women never get that look thisside of thirty.
She's worth no end of money made in. Pork—
with a large P—and she has cast the eye
of favor upon your manifold churms, Freddy.
Let 1ne be the first to congratulate you!” -

{Beauty, says Mr. Carew, in a depress,q
tone, tlet us change the subject. There
isn't anything that woman took into her head
she couldn't make me do. So the dragon let
you off duty, did she?

tAs you see, Fred, else I wouldn't be
hers.’

tArs youaware I have been on the look-
out for yon ever since that night at your
aunt’s gate ? I have patrolled your street
like a sentry on guard, early aud late. Do
you never go out?ft

‘Hardly evet.  On66 a week i dd the mar-
keting—give the ordeft; that In. Sometimes
I have my ‘Sund.y out® I e¥press a wish to
go to charch ar,q gm dliowed to go. Aunt
Dormer i8 a  professed heathen herself—
another go',q tnrn she owes that false and
faithless* 05 of yours, my Fred.’

‘Wb _¢" church do you patronize Sundays,
pray o

"« Motre Dame principally, for the sake of
the music.’

¢Shall you be there next Sunday ?

:If next Sunday i8 fine, and Aunt Phil's
temper doesn’t turn to gall and bitterness.

tWhen do you go—morning or evening?

¢ Moming/

¢]1 shall attend Notre Dame next Sunday
morning,’ says Mr. Carew gravely. ¢Pending
next Sundav, cannot you manage to meet me
somewhere, Beauty. Ihave amillion things
to say to you. I proposed to relieve myself
of a few to-night, but Mrs, Fogarty —bless
her !—has frustrated all thai. By-the-by,
ome of them was—what sort of a parting did
youand Sandy bave? Not too affectionate, I
hope?

tMr. McEelpin’s highly respectable name
is Donsld, I think 1 bave informed you be-
fore. For our parting—that js ne concern
of yours, The a8t f¥ewell of those wiho love
is much too sacred a subject to be exposed to
the profane levity of outsiders.’

tAh! gays Freddy, in a quenched tone,
and the depressed look returns. Miss Hen-
drick compassionately cemes to the rescue.

¢ You said there were a million things you
bad to say to me—this is only one. Proceed
with the rest, and quickly; forin the distance
Mrs. Fogarty is eyeing you asa vulture its
prey, and will swoop down upon you in three
minutes.’

+1 want to see you, Cyrilla—T1 want to talk
to you seriously—seriously, mind! says Mr,
Carew, ‘about this engagement with Mr. Mc-
Kelpin. At what hour, daily, does Mise Dor-
mer take her after-dinner nnp? Old ladies
always do take after-dinner naps, don't
they 7' -

¢ My experience of old ladies is extremely
limited, I am happy to say. Miss Dormer
goes to sleep at three oclock every afternoon
with the regularity of clockwork !

« Then what i8 to hinder your stealing out
every afternoon at three o'clock?’ cries Fred-
dy, eagerly. -

¢———and wakes,” pursues Cyrilla, tas I was
about to say when you interrupted me, on an
average every fiveminutes. She looksabout
the room, and if I am not visiblashe calls me.
The instant I stole out to meet you, that in-
stant the dear old lady Would wake.'

«5till let us try it goes on Freddy, un-
daunted, for yov see I must. Look bes,
Beauty—every afternoon I will goto your
house—wind aund weather permitting—and
Pll give you some signal to apprise you.
Letme see—ah ! I'll whistle a tune—¢ La Ci
Darem,! for instance. And you shall come
to the window and wave your handkercbief if
there is a chance of your getting off. If to-
merrow is fine——'

tOh, Mr. Carew! exclaims the vivacious
tones ofthe Pork gentleman's widow, ¢ we ake
making up a card table,and we just want one.
Do come and be my partner—you will be for-
tunute, 1 am sure, aud I am so unlucky at
cards. Miss Hendrick will excuse you, I am
sure.

Miss Hendrick bows frigidly and turns
away. And betore he quite realizes it, Mr.
Carsw is captured andcarried off.

¢TI am so unlucky at carde,’ gushes the
widow, ¢tand I do wont a good partner so
much.’ )

The last thing that reaches Miss Hen-
drick’s disgusted ears is the imbecility Fred is
murmuring : ‘unlucky at cards—lucky in
love—the inexprezsible pleasure of belng’
Mrs. Fogarty's partner even for an hour, stc.,
etc) Then & brother officer of Carew’s ap-
proaches, and asks her to walta, She goes,
and a8 the gentleman knowswhat hels about,
enjoys the dance thoroughly.

She sees no more of Mr. Carew that even-
ing, but she does not allow it to spoil her
pleasure. She frowns a little, to observe
how closely Mrs. Fogarty keeps him pinneg
to her side ; but all the same, she thorouyghly !
enjoys this small reception of Mrs, Dela-;
mere's. 'The last thing she wotices as she'
flits away to puton her things an’g go home fs’
Fred Carew meundering langridly theough a
square dance with his wido: ' -

(To be Cogtinued.)
T ————

Consumption Cared.

An 0ld physiclan, retired from pradiice, hav-
Ing bad ;lagcd In his hands by 8n Hast India
mlssloni}ry the rorx‘nuln r?f %&mf:;?,'e Zegeta?_le
remedy for the speedy and p ent cure for
A Bx?onchltls Catdrtin, Ashma, and

all Throat and Luog A.ﬂ'ectld!:s-. wiso a positive
and radical cure for Nervoirs Dehility and all
Nervous Complaitits, aftér aving tested its
wonder{ul curative powers [k thousands of cases,
has felt it his ity ta 'make'’t kiiown to his suf-
foring fellows. Aoctnatéd P this motive and a
sl o to rolleve humsh fufering, I will send free
of 'chatite to gll who disire 'it, this recipe, in

Consumpiion,

This nobleman, with
deacribed by acontem
eaten up by his zeal for-the Ho
over,.was remarkable for belng
prom{ses on all occasiows, ahd valued himg
particulary on befng able to antici
words or the wants of the variou
who attended his Zovees before they uttereq
gyllable. This weakness sometimes led hip
into ridiculous mistakes and absurd ep.
‘bairasstien?s; but it was his propensity
make lasish promises, which
forthe'following ancedote. .

Comwall, where the Minlsterial ang 0}.
position Intereats were almost balan
single vote was of the highest impo
This object the duke—by cert-in well-applie
arguments, and by the force of urgent persy.
verance and personal application—at length
attained, and tbe gentleman recommend
Treasury gained his election.
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EAvVe occasigy
At the election for a certain borougt,

ced, o
riance,

ed by
Inthe warmth of gratitude for so signal,

triumph; and in a quarter where the ministe
had gen¢rally oxperienced defeat and disyp.

poinvment, His

Grace poured forth ac.
knowledgments and promises, without ceaz

ing, on the fortunate possessor of the costing

vote ; called bim his best and dearest friend;
protested that he sbould coneider Limself gy
for ever indebted to bim ; that be could never
do enough for him ; that he would serve him
by nigbt and by day.

The Cornich voter, in the main an honet
fellow, “as things went,” and who would bavs
thought bimself already sufficiently paid but
for such a torrent ot acknowledgments, thank.
ed the duke for his kindness, and told hip
that the supervisor of excise was old and in.
firm, and 1 he would have the goodness to e
commend his son-in-law to the commissione
in case of the old man’s death, he should
think himself and his family bound to rende
Government every assistance in their power
on any future occasion.

“My dear friend,” exclaimed, His Grace,
#why do yon ask for such a trifling cmploy.
ment? Yourrelatien shall have it ata worg
speaking the moment it is vacant.”

«But how shall I get admitted to you, my
lord? for in London, I understand, itis a very
difficult thing to get a sight of you great
folks though you &re 8o kind and complal
sant to us in the country.”

#The instant the man dies,” replied ike
piomier, uged to and prepared for the fres
doms of a contested eloction—tthe moment
he dies, set out post-haste for Lendon ; driw
directly to my house, by night or by day,
sleeping or waking, dead or alive; thunde
at the door ; I will leave word with my porte
to show you up-stairs directly, and the em-J§
ployment shall be disposed of according to
your wishes, without fail.”

The parties separated ; the duke drdve to
a friend’s housein the neighbournood wher
he wat visiting, without a thonght of seein |
his new acquaintance till that day seven year;
but the memory of a Cornish elector, not
being loaded with such a variety of objects,
was more retentive. The supervisor dieds |
few months afterwards, and the ministeria
partizan, relying on the word pfapeer, was con.
veyed to London by tbe mryﬁ and ascended
thesteps of a mansion in Lincohi's Jun Fields,
at the corper of Great Queen Street,

And here it should be explaimed that
precisely at the moment when the expec.
tations of a considerable party of a borough
in Cornwall were roused by the death ofa
supervisor, no less a person than the King of J
Spain was expected hourly to depart—anfs
eventin which all Europe, and particulary|§
Great Britain, was concerned.

The Duke ef Newcastle, on the very nigh! B
the propristor of the decisive vete was at his |
door, had sat upanxiously expecting despatch- |
o8 from Madrid ; and, wearied Ly official busi. |§
ness and agitated spirits, he had at lengthre |
tired to rest, having previously give particuln
instructions to his porter not to go to bed,
as he expected every minute a messenger
with advices of the groatest importance, and
desired he might be shown upstain}
the moment of his arrival. : :

His Grace wassound asleep—for, witha}
thousand siogularities and absurdities, of
which the rascals about him did not neglect
to take ac vantage, his worst enemies could
not deny him the merit of good intentions [3
that best solace in a selitary hour; the por
ter had settled for the night in his chair, and |
bad already commenced a sonorous nap. when
the vigorous arm of the Cornish voter roased
him effectually from his slumbers. .
#]g the duke at home ?" wag the first ques-
tion of the honest burgess. :
“Yes, and in bed,’ replied the porter,«but j
he left particular word that come when you
would you werc togo up to him directly.
uGod bless him, for 8 worthy and honest
gentleman !” cried the Cornishman, smiling §
and nodding with approbation at & prime §
minister's havitg &0 accurately kept hispro- §
mise. «How pnactual His Grace is! I kuew
he would not deceive me! Let me hear no
more of lords and -dukes not keeplng their
words; I believe, verily, they are a8 hones't,
and mean a8 woll, as other folks—but I cnn't
always say the same of those about them.

So saying heascended the stairs und the bur- |
8B 'i’f 4 “was ushered into the dukes §
d-ckamber. ;
ke d His Grace, tub- 3

wIx he dead ?" exclaime :
bing his eyes, and scarcely awake from dream- H
tng of the King of Spain—¥is ho dead ™
«Yes, my lord,” replied the eager oxpedt-
ant, delighted to find that the electicn pro-
mise, with all its circumstances, was &0 fresh
in the minister’s memory.

«When did he die ?” :

uTheday before yesterday, exactly at half-
past one o'clock, after belng confined three-
weeks to his bed, and taking a power of doc- |
tor's stuff ; and I hope your Grace will be 88 )
good as your word, and let my aon—m-iaw
succeed him.” :

" The duke, by this tlme fully awake, stsz- |
gered at the i

impossibility of receiving intel-
ligence from Madrid in so short a spaco of
time, and he was perp

lexed at the. qbsurdity !
ofa King's messenger applying for his son-in--
law to succeed the King of Spain.
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| 3rrERAR.110 Powers* Block Rochester, N.Y. | tily drawing back bis curtain, when, ‘Patg t.
; D'G_BOL"—';ﬂH.————— of aroyal courier, his eager.eye recognizd °f3

Probably iio ¢ne article of diet is so gener—
ally adulterated as ia cocoa. This’ article in
'its pure state; scientifically treated, is recom-
"mended by the highest medical “authority as.
the most ioarishing and strengthening beve-
rage, and’is strongly recommended to all a8
an atticle that will tone and, stimulate :the
most  delicate stomach. Rowntree's prize
medal“Rock Cocoa is the only article in ‘our
' has pacsed the ordeal to which
gubmitted by the Govern-
ia certified by him to be
“ure, and to contain no starch, farnia, arrow-
‘toot, or any of the deliteriousingreidents com-
“monly nsed to adnlterate Cocoa. When b}:s;;
ing be partloular and secure # Bowntree's.

|

markets that
theése articles are all
'mént analyist, and

known, countenance of '

the bed-side the well- king low |

his friend in Cornwall who- was ma A
‘bows with hat in hand, “hoping mY k:‘ i
‘would mot forget the gracious promiga 10§
wias so good as to makle in i;avour o’f his son-- g
“In-l¢ the last election of ———
'm\l?e:eztht'ao untivgily ‘a. disturbnncoldﬂi(:ig
disappointed of '.*Imm ‘Spain, the -sgon
frowned for a few Torautes,but chagrin g
gave way to mirth atjso singular and T et
lous a combination otopposite clrcumsial eh':
and yeilding to the irdtati-n, he sank 91:1 tha"'
bed in a voilent fit of-aught- which, like 28

electrical fluld, was cpmmuni.ated i 8 mo-

t to the attendants. .
n,]ell: is needless to add that the wortl;Ym%‘:.‘.;}-"

Other kinds are often substituted for t}:?__agko

nishman's son-in-la¥ duly received th
anvated'abpointment of supervisor. . -



