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CHAPTER IX —Continued.

“It is hardly credible that Grant is her
third husband. Her second husband was an
old man who left her a large fortune ; was it
not co 7' asked Hilda,

“ Yes, and that fortune w«ill be Frank's at
her death. Dun't yon think he will be a good
portd, Hilda, worth captivating when he is
older.”

“And you mean to trv and win him and his
fortune, I sappose, but 1 would advise you
never to marry for money, Therdse,” and Hilda
sighed, while a painful reminiscence clouded
her voung face.

A short silence now ensued
was broken by Therdse,

“Will you pot devide
début in society to-night,
persuasively.

I think I shall. I feel some curiosity to
see this English baronet. I kpew an officer
in the — regiment in Kingston, whose name
was Montague, and I think be and Sir Gervase
are the same person.”

* Very probable, Sir Gervase is in that re-
giment.”

“ How did the acquaintance with him com-
mence, Therése ?™ fngnired Hilda.

# Claritel met him at one of Pauline's select
partics. The next day he made a morning
call, and ma sent him an invitation to this
dioner-party.”

“And where did you see him, There

‘* Last week at the review at Legan's Farm.
He was well monnted and caracoled so grace~
fully I couldn't keep my eyes off him. You
know I was allowed to go to the review, al-
though Claribel opposed it. It was my birth-
dar, and pa did not like to refuse.”

“ And bow old are you now, Therése 7

“ Just sixteen, and T think ma might let
me ‘come out,’ but she will not on Claribel's
account.” :

* You think she is afraid vou would eclipse
Claribel,* observed Hilda, with an arch smile.

“ Yes, Claribel is not as pretiy as I am,”
sald the young beauty, proudir throwing
back her auburn curls from ber Hebe-like
face.

“ What a vain girl rou are! Who has been
giving you this information 7

“ My glass! Haven't I eyes?
children now-a-days.”

¢ It wonld be well if girls of your age werg
more child-like,” said Hilda gravely. © You
want {6 be a woman too sosn, Therése, You
are yet too young to mix in the world, Aunt
Berkeler is quite right to keep ¥ou in the nur-
gery till you have more sense, It is well for
Fou that your way is hedged abent that Fou
are kept in safuty within the precinets of a
happy home, from that world which you long
80 much to enter!”  And Hilda sighed as she
thought of her own miserable girlbood. What
8 contrast between the carly vears of these two
cousins!

“If you are to appear at dinnser to-day,
Hilda, what are you going to wear,” asked
Therére, abruptly changing the convarsation.,
"It won't do to wear mourning. Yon had
better let me help vou o select something
becoming. I am anxions to see how you will
look in colours. You have worn that black
dress 5o long that the gloom associated with
you is oppressive.”

“I have 8 silver poplin, how would that
suit 7"

“ You have a rich mauve silk that will do
better; that, with your handsome jet orna-
ments, will look superb. And rou must allow
me to arrange your hair in the present most
approved fashion, frizzed all over, with a
chignon of iznmense dimensions.”

“ No, thank you, Therése. I prefor arrang-
ing my hair in a more becoming and natural
style?”

‘‘ But wearing the hair as I advise gives a
stylish appearance,” persisted Therdse, ‘“and
it is 50 fashionable i

“I shall never follow any absurdity in dress
although it is the fashion.”

“Then you may aswell live out of the world
as out of the fashion, Hilda ; but I SUPpPoOse you
will do as yon please, However, you will look
elegant i any style of dress ; that is some
comfort,and 1dowant vou to lock captivating
to-night. Now I must go into the conserva-
tory and get a while rose that, with some
geranium leaves, will look tasteful and con-
trast charmingly with your raven hair."

“You are very kind to give yourself so
much trouble, Therése,” said Hilda gratefully.

1*Did 1 not say I wanted you te look irresis-

; at length it

upon making your
Hilda," she asked

a7

@

s

Girls are not

tible and captivate Sir Gervaso Montague,"
remarked her young cousin as she left tho
room. )

As Mrs. Grant Berkeley will be one of the
principal chamcters in this story we think it
necessary {0 relate some incidents of her early
life before introducing her with the other
guests at Mr. Berkeley's dinner-party.

CHAPTER X.
PAULINE FALKNRR.

It was Sunday night in Montreal—a night
In the depth of winter, bitterly cold but fine

and starlit, the myriads of gems in the ebon |

vault sparkling with iotense brilliancy
through the frosty air. In the stillness of
the Sabbath night, sounding distinetly through
the clear atmosphere, rung out the bells of
the different churches, summoning with
solemn peal the thousands of human beings
within the populous city to worship in the
temples of the Most High, Few, comparative-
Iy speaking, answered to the solemn call, and
on the ear of tho many fell unhceded the
varied chimes calling them away for a time
from the too engrossing cares and vanities of
life.

In a richly-furnished room in a handsome
residence in St. Anteine street, sat a fashion-
ablr-dressed young lady, indolently reclining
on a low rocking-chair before a coal-fire burn-
ing brightly in & handsome grate. An open
bible lay on a rosewood-stand beside her, but
she was not reading now ; she was looking
dreamily on the burning mass of coals within
the burnished grate, as if watching the bright
jets of flamea which burst forth from time to
time, glaring with such fitful brilliancy. Sud-
denly the door-bell rang violently. The roung
girl, roused from her revery, listened eageriy
to the unexpected sound.
wards a light step was heard bounding up the
stairs ; the door opened, and a very handsome
girl entered.

“What! not yet readr, Edith? Are you

not going to 8t. George's to-night 7” she asked |

in surprise.

¢t No; the weather is so cold I feel unwill-
ing to go out. I was at church this morning,
and feel no inclination to go again; there is
nothing to tempt me out such a freezing
night.”

“*Then you do not knaw that a stranger
from Torooto will preach at St George's to-
night, the Rev. Mr. Castonell, an elonuent
preacher and o handsome young man. I wonld
not miss hearing bim for the world | Iam such
an admirer of pulpit oratory. Really, Edith,
¥oun must come ; I cannot go alone, and [ de-
pended on Four driving me to church this cold
night.”

‘“ Then your aunt is not going. I thought
she went to church in all kinds of weather.”

‘* So she does, but to-night she went to hear
8 converted Jew hold forth in some Wesleyan
Chapel. I wonld not go to hear the old
Hebrew. I have no sympathy with the
Jewish race. It is, I suppose, because I hear
f0o much about their conversion. Aunt Gor-
don is positively crazed on that point, 1
shouldn’t wonder if she would marry this old
Jew and leave him all her money.”

“That would be unfortunate
Pauline,” said Edith, smiling.

“30 it wonld ! but let us not borrow tronble.
¢ Sufficient to the day is the evil ¥ That's my
maxim !

“ And a very sensible one it iz,  But about
my going to St. George’s Church to-night, 1
am afraid it iz too late to think of it now,
Pauline.”

“ Certainly not! We can drive there in a
few minutes, and if we are late s0 much the
better; our entramce then will not pass un.
noticed. You really must nat stay moping at
home, I wonder you would think of it. It
is 50 much pleasanter spending the evening
in a crowded church, seeing and being seen,
I never mies the night service. It is almost
the same as going to the Opera—the fashion-
ably-dressed throng, the brilliant light, the
delightful music, make it quite a place of cn-
joyment”

“It is well your aunt does not hear you
speak of church and its solemn service in that
irreverent way, Pauline,” said Fdith reprov-
ingly. “She would be quite shocked, and not
without reason.”

‘“Oh, I know I am very wicked! And yet
are there not many who look upon the evening
fervice in a faghionable church in no holier
light than T do 7"

“1am afraid your observation is too true,
but listen | positively the bell bas stopped
ringing {"

“Nol there!l it begina again. It will ring
for five minutes; you can be ready in that
time, and do not forget your purse. Mr.
Castonel] ig to preach inaid of some charitable
institution, and remember something hand-
some will be expected from Miss Harrington,
the heiress.”

“ 1 suppose I must give for you as well as
myself,” said Edith, smiling as she left the
room, requesting Pauline to ring and order the
sleigh to the door immediately,

In a short time she returned, wrapped in
costly furs to protect her from the intense
cold. A moment afterwards and the two
friends were seated in Mr. Harrington's Juxu-

for you,

rious aloigh, borme by tha apirited hornes

A moment after-!

rapidly towards St. George's Church. Although
the bell had censed ringing for some minutes
when the sleigh drew up before the entrance,
there was yel a stream of well-dressed people
pouring into thesacred building with as much
emprestement to hear the cloquent preacher as
if they were going to a place of amusement,
The service bad commenced ns Edith Har-
rington and Pauline Falkner, with some other
fashionable worshippers, swept up the princi-
pal aisle. It was the familiar voice of Dr.
which Edith heard as sho ontered the
church, buf as she reached her pew sho per-
ceived a white-robed figure in the chancel,
whom she supposed was Mr. Castonell;

A man of interesting appearance he certain-
Iy wns. A figure tall and dignitied, featores
finely cut, the complexion pale, the eyes dark,
glowing with intellectual light.  When he
ascended the pulpitevery eye was turned ad-
mirinuly towards him, every ear listened with
pleasure to the full, rich tones of hig voics.
His discourze was eloquent—its subject the
worth of an immortal seul.  He spoke of lifu,
its vanitics, its fAleeting jovs, its earking carva,
He denounced the worship of riches—ihe Beal
of the present day-—spoke of the soul-destroy-
ing inftuence of worldly pursuits, the selfish.
ness of prosperity, ite hardening power mak-
ing men and women inditferent to the suifer-
ings of theic fellow-creatures.  Many a world-
Iy-minded man in that large congregation was
moved by these words of truth, so fenrlessly
spoken, and under the softening influence of
the hour the collection taken up for the pur-
pose advocated by the gifted preacher was un-
usually large. Miss Harrington and her friend
listened with delight w the eloguent discourse,
and as they drove home they spoke in rap-
tures of the handszome stranger. Edith was
deeply impressed by the baautiful sermon, the
more worldly-minded Pauline laughed at these
improssions.

1t is Mr. Castonell’s splendid eyes which
give his words g0 much weight, depend upen
it, Edith.” she graid. © If he were not so hand-
some you would bave listened to him un-
moved ™

# BRut what he did say was so frue” urged
Edith. ¢ Just to think how [ have squander-
ed money—spent 5o much on selfish gratifion-
tions "

“ My censcience i3 easy on that head. Un-
fuortunately I had no money ta squander,” said
Pauline, laughing.

I wonder if Me. Castonell is ns good as he
looks ! said Miss Harrington.

¢ I shouldn’t wonder if he was a hypocrite,”
observed Pauline. %1 always suspect a hand-
gome saint. I think a clerical Adonis is just
as vain and conceited as any other man, It
is not bercause he wears a black coat and
white cravat that he should be different from
others ™

“ Oh, Pauline ! after such a sermon caa you
doubt Mr. Castonell’s goodness 1

“ Well, T must confess I do feel inclined to
think well of him. Did he not look angelic
when in concluding the sermon he lifted his
mugniticent eyes to Heaven, raising one white
hand =0 gracefully. 1 wonder if that attitude
is studied.
practice before the glars”

* Really, Pauline, vou

are

with him, and s0 mnch the better ; you would
vot do for a clergyman's wife,”

“And wherefure, ma chire amie,” asked Migs
Falkner, with some aRnnoyance in her tones.

 Beecause you are not at all religions, You
even ridicule those who are®

“Those who pretend to be what they are
not! Such ax Aunt Gordon for instance.”

* Pauline ! how can you speak so of nne who
has been a mother to you? asked Edith re-
provingly.

“ Well, T am grateful to her for Lhat, but T
cannot be blind to her fuults. You know how
crabled and uncharitable she is, frowning on
all the innrocent amusements of youth as if
gossip and scandal were nol really worse than
balls and dancing 1

“Do you know what siny Mr, Castonell is
going 1o make in Montreal,” asked Edith, after
a short silence.

“ He intends to remain rome days. He is
staying at Mrs, Frazer's, who is a relative of
his, and, by the way, she intends to give a re-
ligrious party to-maorrow night, Aum Gordon,
who is her particular friend, is going.”

“ Conld you manage to procure an invitation
for yourself and me,” was Edith’s CARCY qTeR-
tion.

“ Aunt conld do so, if ghe were so obliging,
and when she knows that you are particularly
anxious to meet Mr, Castonell,” added Pauline
smiling archly, ¥ I have no doubt she will,

They bad now reached Miss Gordon's house,
and the young friends separated, Miss Har.
rington, as she drove home the rest of the way
alone, allowing her thoughts to dwell uninter-
ruptedly on Mr. Castone]l,

CHAPTER XI,
THE HEIREBS.

Ax invitation to Mrs, Frazers party was
casily obtained for Miss Gordon’s nicce and
Edith Harrington. - Both girls were particn-
larly anxious to look well on this particular
nizht, for both were desirous to captivate the
handsome stranger, in whom ench felta deeper
Intoreyt then sho eared tg acknewlodge.

I fancy it cost him some hours' |

incorrigible, !
There is no danger of your falling in Inve |

it hert

Edith Harringlon was an heiress, but ne
beauty—very seldom aro raro personal attrae.
tions combined wilk golden charms.  Th,e
beautiful and the gifted are rarely among the
favoured children of fortune. Very often in
the crowded thoroughfares, borne along by
spirited horses, may be seen reclining in ap
elegant chariot some dumpy figuro ¢laborately
got up, the vulgar face looking out from ap
exquizite Parisian boonet, while on the aide.
wiulk an elegant looking woman walks wearily
nlong plainly dressed and unnoticed,

Edith, though not handsome, wns lady-like,
and her pale plain face had a very sweet gx.
pression. Paulino Falkner was really beautj.
ful—a brilliaut brunette, fascinating and ele.
gant-looking even In the simplest costume.
Tho contrast between theie two girls, as they
cutered Mrs. Frazer's drawing-room, was strik.
ing—the heiress richly attired, glittering in
jewels—Pauline plainly drecsed, yet dazzling
by her brilliant beauty. The cyes of Mr
Castonell were soon attracted by the beautify]
face, and he requested an introduction to Mjsy
Palkner. From the quict corner whero Eiijr),
sat unnoticed-—at least unnoticed by the
cynosure of the evening, the handsome clergy.
man—she watched with jealous eyes the flirea.
tion which now ensued, for the clerieal Adoniy
could tlirt, and Pauline brought all ber powers
of fascination to bear upon his heart, deter-
mined to secure the prize. She succeeded ad-
mirably, for she was an experienced coquette,
possessing & witchery of manner which wag
irresistible.  Poor Edith was in deapalr. She
had not yet won even a passing glance from
Mr. Castonell, He prided himself on being a
connoisscur in beauty, and such o plain facs
had no attractions for his critical eya. The
evening wore on pleasantly for most of the
zuests, but wearily for the heiress.

At a late hour the party broke up. Pauline
declined ber young friend’s offer to drive her
home. 8he preferred walking and a mocnlight
téte-n-téte with her new admirer. Mr. (as-
tonell's stay in Montreal was prolonged, Ay
the house of Mrs. Frazer he frequently met
Miss Falkner. His attentions to her were very
marked, and Pauliov flattered herself she bad
won his affections, when suddenly all these
bright hopes were blighted-—these charming
illusions dispelled.

One day when Pauline was driving with
Miss Iarrington through the crowded tho-
roughfare of Notre Dame streel they met Mr.
Castonetl. The very clegant equipags at
tracted his attention, and he inquired of My,
Frazer—with whom he was walking—to whom
it belonged. The answer, Miss Harrington, an
hriress worth severs]l bundred thousand dol-
lars, fell rather startling on his ear, giving rise
instanty 10 a new train of thought,

“Then that plain-looking girl seated beside
Miss Falkner in thet handsome sleigh was an
hieiress ; what o pity he had not known this
beforet A rich wifo would be very dexirabis
for & poor clergyman. I he only could win
And when be thought of his own very
attractive appearance the thonght did nat
seem impossible,  But then he must give up
hiz pleasant flirtation with Pauline. Hereally
did admire her intensely, and she, poor girl,
loved him, he was afraid, If she only were
the heiress, how vory delightful it wonld be
to get her for a wife, but she was penniless, ac
pour as himself, and he c¢ould not afford to
marry for love.

Mr. Castonell, notwithstanding his etoquent
preaching, his grave deportment and spiritual
imaginings, was worldly-minded,—the idols
of carth though often loftily denounced from
the pulpit, were enshrined in his own heart,
the sanctimo-iious deportment was only as
sumned,

That evening ai Miss Gordon’s hause Edith
Harrington again met Mr. Castoneil. He soon
procured an introduction and devoted himself
to the task of winning the heiress, Pauline
Falkner looked on apparently unmoved.  She
had sufficient tact to hide her anger and mor-
tification, and quite cnough knowledge of
human nature to understand the cause of this
desertion,  From that moment ehe felt thai
Edith’s gold had won the heart of Mr. Casto-
nell, taising up a glittering barrier between
herself and him. This was no small dixap-
pointment, calmly as it was borne, for a passion
as vielent as it was sudden had been awakened
in the girl’s heart by this gifted and fascina-
ting man.

To win the affections of the heiress was not
a difficult matter, but to gain her father's eon-
sent to the marringo was not so casy, The
old gentleman was quite indignant at the poor
clergyman’s presumption in aspiring to the
hand of his daughter. He had sufficient in-
sight into character 1o sce that it was BEdith's
fortune, not herself, that had captivated the
hypocritical worldling. e did not withhold
his consent to her marriage, but he gave Mr.
Castonell to understand that he should receive
no dower with his wife—the small sum of one
thousand pounds was all she posacssed in her
own right—the large fortune she expected
from him would be withheld ; not one dollar of
it shoulll go to enrich o son-in-law who was
not of his choosing,

The marriage took place, Mr. Castonell fully
persundced that Mr. Harring on's snger would
mear itself out and that ho should eventually
poskeso the fortuny he coveted. DBut ysar
aftar yoar pasicd wizhom v Lo kel Lor reeom-



