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5 thought possibly he might
turn her attention to himself
from pique, for the party were
leaving in a few days, and if
he could change her opinion
of Cuarleton, and hinder a meet-

ing between them, ho was sure the latter
would be too hurt and proud to ask for an
explanation. Ounce away from Quebee, ho
flattered himself he could oxplain everything,
even his devotion to Kdith, and make her
believe in his honesty of purpose. He awoke
from his reverie to hear Aline asking him if
he hrd seen anything of Mr. Sinclair: “ He
was to have been up ‘here this evening,” she
was saying, absently, “and we have not seen
him for three days.”

“Oh,” said Clifford, deliberately, “I dare-
say he has run up to Montreal to see his
lady-love.” .

“ His what?” asked Aline, incredulously.

“ His lady-love ; it seems he had one hidden
away all the time. Pretty deep fellow, Sin-
clair.  You may remember my telling you
that he was not a lady’s man, so I was
amazed when he told me one evening that
he was going to be married.”

“ When did he tell you?” said Aline, slowly.

“Oh, I forget exactly when. Wait—yes, it
was on our trip up the Saguenay.”

“The second evening 7" Aline said quickly.

Fr.d appeared to meditate. *No,” he an-
swered, after reflection, “it was the first
cvening after he got on board at Riviere du
Loup. He had had to stay behind to meet
this girl on some early train. I believe,” he
went on, bravely inventing as he entangled
himself more deeply in the maze.

Aline’s eyes grew bright and hard, but she
only said, with well-feigned indifference ; “ In-
deed, Mr. Sinclair has never hinted such a
thing to us, but then, of course, we are mere
acquaintances.” Then she changed the sub-
Ject, and as soon as her aunt appeared, left
the conversation to her, and retired early on
pretence of & headache. Clifford left soon
after, being afraid to approach the subjeet of
money, as he might easily have done; and on
his way home ‘his doubts returned, and he
was inclined to curse himself for a fool. If
all the world is divided into “fools” or
“knaves,” he must certninly have belonged to
one ciass or the other.

“I am sure it is all nonsense,” he said, ir-
resolutely, “and” if the worst comes to the
worst, I'll say I only did it to tease her, but
won't Carleton Sinclair be furious ?”

The poison he had cunningly distilled into
Aline’s ear was doing some work, though not
altogether in the way he intended. She told
herself she did not believe it, yet he had
broken his promise to her that evening. after
not secing her for three days. Anud, surely,
after that evening on the boat he should have
said something more. His manner, when he
made this appointment, had caused her to
think he meant to say it this very evening.
Could it be true? If so, she would never
trust & man again. . She certainly did not
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like Clifford, but what could be his object in
telling her a falsehood. Through all her des-
pondency and perplexity, however, one thing
was perfectly clear to her.  Carleton might
bo bound to another girl, might even marry
her (Aline shivered a little at the thought),
but h's love, she saw, had been given to her-
self, and nothing could rob her of the comfort
of thet fact,

Mrs. Fortescuo was quite worried when
Aline confided in her nextday. Not only had
she taken a strong liking to Cavleton, but she
was extremely fond of Ter pretty niece, and
folt responsible for her happiness, so that she
blamed hevself unsparingﬂy for not making
every enquiry about the young man.

“1 don’t think it is truo, my dear, though
I presume Mr. Clittord has somo reason for
saying such a thing. I must take the tirst
opportunity of finding out, and in the mean-
time, if you will bo guided by me, you will
not see him, even if he should be in town
and should call.”

Aline folt the advice was good, and re-
mained in her rcom that evening, which
happened to be Sunday, finding it very dull
and miserable. Of course, Sincluir did not
come, and she was forced to believe he realiy
had gono out of tewn. Down in the sitting-
room, onc of those chance coincidences were
taking placewhich occur oftener than wa think
in real life. A cheery little old gentleman, a
new arrival, commenced a conversation with
Mrs. Fortescue, and gave her a deseription of
the Quebee of tifty years ago, for it appeared
he was an old resident. Speaking of the
changes he noticed on each recurring visit,
he remarked that he scarcely knew any of
the present genecration of Qu- becers—only
occasionally he saw a face wl.ose inherited
features reminded him of the companions of
his younger days. *All the old people are
cither dend or have long agc moved west-
ward,” he remarked, musingly. “ My coming
now is just to see my godson, & young Sin-
cla’r, whom I must look up to-morrow.”

Mrs. Fortescue uttered an exelamation. “Is
his Christian name Carleton ?” said she.

“ Just what it is,” answered the old gentle-
wan, beaming on her.  “ Now, I daresuy you
have run across him in this small place.”

“Yes, I have met him, and he seems a very
nice young man,” said Mrs, Fortescuo, guard-
cdly.

“That he is, madam, as fine a lad as T know ;
and likely, from what I hear, to make his
mark in the world.”

“ He seems clever,” answered Mrs. Fortescue,
and seizing the moment, added casually, “he
is engaged to be married shortly, is he not ¢”

“Well, that is what I have come down to
see him ahout now, to tell the truth. I have
always laughed at him for not caring for
wo-nan’s socioty, aud told him he would soon
be an old bachelor like mnyself, though not
for Jhe same reasen,” said the old gentleman,
with a sigh, for he had loved Carleton’s
mother. * Howayer, some time ago I re-
ceived o lotter from him, telling me he had
fallen in love at lpst, and wishing to know if
I thought he was justified in asking any girl
to share his small means with him. Such
rubbish. In my day, madam, young people
married early, worked hard, and made small
means do tiﬁ they earned larger; but times
are changed—times are changed,' said the old
man, testily.

“Then, I suppose, he lost no time in pro-
posing ?” enquired: Mrs. Fortescue.

)

“Ihaven't h ..d from him since. I wrote
him a line to give him my blessing, and tell
him how pleased 1 was to see him so sensible,
and then ll went out to the Const, and by this
time he is probably cngaged to her -- marvied,
in fact, for aught [ know to the contrary.
When these deliberate fellov  onee get start-
ed, there is no knowing where they will stop,”
he answered, nodding his head knowingly.,

“Well, I think I can assure you he has not
taken the final step,” Mww Forteseue said.
masking her anxiety, “ What is the name of
tho young lndy ¢”

Her new acquaintance ruminated for a mo-
mont and then said. I am very stupid about
uames—never could remember a new one,
though it was repeated often enough in the
letter, too, I vemember. I saw he had it
badly. Stay, perhaps I have it here,” fum-
bling in his pockets. “ No, I haven't, either,”
he said, & second lnter, “it's in my valise,
that's where it is. I'll look it up and tell you
to-morrow, if you would like to know.”

“Thauk you,” replied Mrs. Fortescue, rising
to say good-night, * I have a pavticular reason
for asking,” and she rvetived to her rcom with
a heavy heart.
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"The morning post brought Aline a note from
Cavieton, which she devoured with sparkling
eyes. Itran:

My pear Miss Ansg, --Clifford will have told
you, as T nsked him, that T sprained my anklo slightly
a few days ago, and thus waz unable to keep wy on-
gagoment with you yesterday,  Let mo mako wny own
apolegies now, and telt you how long the timo has
been sinco last Wednesday, 1 cannot beliove that
this is only Sunday. Tt scemn wocks, at least, sinco
I saw you, I wonderf you have thought again of
that last everung on the Saguenay boat, and perhaps
considored meo presumptuous forsaying what 1did. 1
hope not, for your \lisvlumuro would he hard to bear.

i think I shall be ablo to got up to the Chateau on
Wednesdny eveng, sud till then will you give mo an
oceastonal stray thought, and

Bolieve mo to be,
Now and always,
Yours devotedly,
CARLETON SINCLAIR,
Seplember 3, IS0,

Just before Aline received this note, Mrs.
Fortescue was having another interview with
the old grentleman.  * Good-morning,” he said
briskly, comiing into the drawing-room, where
she sat with her work. “I am just setting
off to discover the whereabouts of my godson;
and, by-the-by, here is the leuter, and the
givl's nume. TLet me sce”—adjusting his
eye-glasses—* some new-fangled thing; plain
Mary and Jame are not good enough now-a-
days, it scems. Here it is—A-l-Aline, it looks
like; Aline Darrell.  Why, bless me, madam,
anything the matter {” he enquired in aston-
ishment, as Mss. Fortescue rose suddenly, and
began to shake his hand vigorously, while his
glasses fell off his nose and the letter found a
resting-place on the carpet. ) )

“ Excuse my impetuosity, my dear sir,” said
Mrs. Fortescue, laughing.  “If you will just
sit down a moment I will explain everything.”

Aud half an hour later Aline found them
there, was duly presented, and informed, as
the kindly shrewd ecyes looked at her ap-
provingly, that this was Mr. Sinclair'y god-
father, of whom she had heard him speak.
She blushed with surprise, and looked so
altogether chavming that old Mr. Stanton
gave her u place in his !xcm't. at once; and
then hearing the news in Aline’s note, he




