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One. Night's Mystery.
> ‘ Byl!ay _A_gl-:;_ Fleming.

- Om_;‘;lg V.
¢ pART NOW, PART WELL, PART WWIDE APARY.

Mgzs. Coroxer DeuaMEee,’ & fat, falr, and
forty matron :with the usual comfortable,
placid, stall-fed look, came forward in pearl-
grey isilk to receive her : youthful guests.
Mies Sydney Owenson, her especial pet, she
kissed in effusion. ‘

+You darling cLild! how gocd of you to
come 80 early!l' she whispered. ¢And so
we are really going to lose you for good!

¢tWho told you? Sydney demanded,
opening wide her grey eyes.’

¢ Mademoiselle Chateauroy—I called yes-
terday. Told me you were to be married—a
little girl of sevemteen. My pet, it a
dhame.’

tIs it? laughed Sydney; tbut a little
bird has whispered through the town that
Mrs. Colonel Delamare ran away and was
married at sixteen.’

.+ S0 she did, my dear, and a simpleton
she was for her pains’ Mrs. Delamere an-
swered, shrugging her ample shoulders.
«Sydney, why did you fetch that shrewdish
Miss Jones? I bave a treat in store for yonm,
girls, but It's against orders—three contra-
band admirers who are dying to meet my
pretty pensionnaires. Miss Jones will be sure
to spoil all.’

iPoor Miss Jones! she seems io make
enemles on every hand. It is war to the
knife between ber and Cyrilla. Are you
really golng to introduce the new arrivals!
I bearg the regiment had come. How nice of

ou?!

¢ They will drop in after dinner—the colonel
dines with them at the mess, and will bring
them over afterwards. You are to have pir-
lor croquet, and a carpet dance, and go home
by moonlight. If ouly that Miss Jones would
not tell ! .

tHow plaintively you speak of that Miss
Jones,' Sydoey laughed. ¢Let the most fasci-
nating of your military heroes make love to
her, Mrs. Delamere, give her his arm home,
and so seal the dragon's mouth.’

Mrs. Delamere looked doubtfully across at
Mies Joues.

Do you think eo, pet? But then she is so
plain, poor thing, and not so young as she was
ten years ago, and though they're all plucky
fellows enough, yet 1'm afraid they're not
equal to it. However, we will eat, drink, and
be merry to-night, if we are to die for it to-
morrow.’

All things went on in & most exemplary
way for the next two hours, until the six
o'tlock dinner ended. Not a red coat, nor
even a black coat, made its appearance. Games
of all kinds, books of all sorts, had been pro-
vided by Mrs. Delamere, the jolliest of host-
esses, for her young friends. They dined to-
getber waited upon by a solemn, elderly but-
ler, and even Miss Jones was amused and pro-
pitiated by Mrs. Delamere’s condescending
kindness.

t1 really want the poor things toenjoy them-
selves this evening, Miss Jones,’ she said con-
fidently. ‘You must permit them a little ex-
tra liberty, and at least one hour more than
wsual.’

Miss Jones fixed her dull, glimmering eyes
upon the colonel’s lady, scenting danger afar
off.

t My orders are notto allow my pupils out
of my sight, madame,’ she answered, stiffiy ;
¢and to bring them home positively at nine.
It is as much a8 my position is worth to dis-
obey.’ '

+Oh, nonsense’ my dear Miss Jones. I will
make it all right with Mademoiselle Chateau-
roy. Do recollect how little smusement the
poor things have, and remember we were
once yourg ourselves.’

It was the most unfortumate appeal the
good lady could have made. Mies Jones was
verging upon the thirties, a period when any
unmarried lady may be pardoned for becom-
ing senseitive. Her leaden eves absolutely
flashed.

tMca. Delamere i8 very kind, but my
orders were positive, and it is my duty to
obey.’

She set ber thin lips, and looked across at
COyrilla Hendrick.

4 The military are coming, and I shall poil
your sport, my lady, if I can,’ she thought
vindictively.

Miss Hendrick at the moment was the
centre of & circle of laughing, eager faces.
They bad adjourned to the ample grounds in
front of the house, and seated under a great
scarlet maple, armed with a pack of cards,
Cyrilla was gravely lifting the mystic veil of
futurity.

t1 gee here, my pretty lady,’ she was drawl-
ing in trne gypsy tone to Miss Owenson, ‘a
sudden journey and a change in youar whole
life. Here 18 a fair man who ie destined to
cause. you a great deal of trouble, Here are
tears, a disappointment, a8 sick-bed, and—yes
~a death.

¢Cyrillal Sydney cried, her gray eye
flashing indignantly. :

+1t is on the cards—look for yourself, and
very near, t00. Here i 8 dark man, this
king of epades, who follows you everywhere,
and a dark woman, who is your enemy, and
comes batween you and the falr man, and
—'

She stopped suddenly, as suddenly as if she
had been shot. For a voice broke upon them
as she uttered the worde.

¢ I never go in for high stakee mygelf, said
the pleasant, lazy volee; 'say ponies, or

monkies. My exchequer never stands any-

_ thing higher. My dear colonel, what a
charming scenel a veritable group from Wat-

_ tean, and sitting on straw, like Marjory Daw !

. These are the young ladies Mrs Delamere
spoke of no doubt.

__ The speaker raised his eye-glass compla-
<cently, and stood surveying the ¢ group from
Watteau,’ as though it had been got up for his

. -8pecia] delectation. "He had spoken in an|
undertone, but in the clear, crisp, atill air, |

"every word had reached the ears of the for~
" tune-teller. Bhe did not siart, she did not
_look up, a sudden stillness came over her:
from head to foot. " Then she lifted her hand-
* gome, high-bred face, and went coolly on. '
*+The dark' lady is’iit’love with the falr
genlleman, and will do ber beat to part him
* frota -you. ;- Whether she succeeds or not is

~'not ‘on' the cards, but I" see béré ‘no'end ‘of

troiible, disappointment; ilckress, and tears.’
"' A A'very dreary prediotion for'lips o gentle
1o pronounce. Fairedt ' fortane-teller, will

"yott ‘ot epéer my futtre a8 well .. -1 1H
"+ -The gentlelnan whose Yets never”excééded
4 ponles or monkles’ had advdnced; bBowlng
- gracéfully, smiling sweetly tpon the' Autter-

‘ing ‘group, 'The seeress lifted het ‘eyes’ from |

" the pack, and glanced up ‘at’ him' with” the
‘"‘careles indifference’ of & practiced coqustte.
* But ‘Bydney Owenson sa®, and Miss' Jones'
‘saw, thiat the faint rich "carnation her ‘olive
- ‘cheeks ever wore had despened to vivid crim-
‘a@om, U L
““- VCertalnly,’’ she answered with perfact sang
" froid; ¢éross the' sibyl's ‘palm’ ‘with -silver,
. my ‘pretty gentleman, and tell me which,

¥~ sHall it be-Lpast, present or future!’ °

pression npon-Miss Jones' vinegar visage, a
bland smile upon Colonel Delamere's.
¢The foture, by all means, the gentleman

coiu. He found a sixpence, and dropped it
with a second Chesterfleldian bow Into the ex-
tended palm. Bhe shuffiled the cards.
Cut,’ she said authoritatively. ‘

The stranger obeyed, a military stranger
all saw, though in mufti. Miss Hendrick
took up the first ¢ cut) and began to read.

t This is the knave of hearts—yen are the
knave, monsieur! This means water—yaoun
have recently made a long voyage. There is
the queen of spades—a dark lady whom yon
are to meet soon, very soon. Let me warn
monsieur against this young dark lady ; she
will cause him endless trouble and miaschief
ifhe does not cut her acquaintance at once.
Here is a blonde lady, the queer of diamonds,
immeneely wealthy. Look at all these cards
that follow her., She will fall in love with
the knave If he sets about it properly, and
may even ultimately marry him. She will
not be young and certainly not pretty, but,
a3 you see, she has a fortune that is im-
mense, and that ia much better for the
knave of hearts, and much more to his taste
than youth or pretty looks. The dark lady
is poor, and really will make monsieur no
end of worry whenever she appears. This
card certainly means a wedding. Here it
all is—monsieur turns his back upon the
evil-minded dark lady—merries the queen
of diamonds and her money bags, and lives
Lappy ever after.’

She sprang to her feet, bowed low to the
gentlemen, and turned as if to depart.

tHa, ha, bha!' boomed out tbe big bass
laugh of the colonel. By Jupiter, that's
good—eh, Carew ?  If she had known you
all your life, by Jove, she couldn't have hit
home better—hey, my boy? Let me intro-
duce you—Miss Cyrilla Hendrick. Mr. Carew
of the—th Fusiliers.

tCarew? The grey eyes of Sydney
Owenson opened in swiit, sudden surprise.
She glanced at Cyrilla, strangely startled,
but that young lady was bowing as to one she
bad never seen before—the gentleman with
equal gravity.

Sydney drew a long breath. After all
Carew was not such & very uncommou name,
There might certainly be two men in the
world who bore it. Ifshe could only hear his
other.

¢ Freddy, my boy, cried the colonel’s cheer-

ful stentor tones, ¢« hereis another. Miss Owen-
gon, Lieutenant Carew.’
Freddy? She flasheda glance of amaze
and delight across at her friend, but the face
of Cyrilla Hendrick was beyond her reading.
She had turned partly away, with only half-
indiflerent, half-disdainful expreesion on the
handsome brunette face.

My, Carew, Miss Jones,’ says genial Colo-

nel Delamere, and Miss Jones makes a prim,
stiffish, little bow. ¢ Aademoiselles Marie
Antoinette Desereux, Mademoisells Angele
Gavnean.’
Twice more does Mr. Carew bestow his
graceful court chamberlain bow and smile on
the bread-and-butter school girls, and then he
is free.

¢ Two more coming, Rosebud,’ whispers the
elderly colonel to Sydney ; ftwo more—good
men and true. Fred Carew and I teddled on
ahead. How does Carew compare with le becu
Bertie—eh, little pearl ¥

¢ Mr. Carew I8 very good-looking indeed,
sir ; not very tall, but that's & matter ot taste,
answers, demurely, Miss Owenson.

¢ Not a bit of a dandy—eh, my dear? Re-
gardez vous, s they say here, thelavender kids,
the shiny boots, the swell hat, the moss-rose
in the button hole. The coat isone of Poole's
masterpleces; but I suppose you are not ca-
pable of appreciating Poole’s chef-d'ccuvres.
But, with all his Dundrearyism, he's one of
the best and most honorable little fellows
that ever breathed, is my young {riend, Fred
Carew.’

+Indeed, sir !

*Yes, that he is. I've known him since
he was the size of this cigar. May I light it?
Thank you, my dear. Miss Headrick hit him
off to the life—ha! ha! ¢Rich wife—not
pretty—not yonng—lots of money,—~ha! ha!
ba! Clever girl, very, that handsoms, black-
eyed Miss Hendrick. Couldn't have struck
home more neatly if she had been his mother.
Hasn't a stiver but his pay—Carew hasn't—
best connections going, but no expectations,
Terrible flirt, but no marrying msn. How-
ever that's nothing to you, my dear. You're
booked. Lucky tellow, that young Vaughan.
I've heard of him, Ah! you needn't blush—
if I were only twenty years younger and a
single man. Well, you may laugh if you like,
—but Yaughan wouldn't have it all his own
way. Yes, as I say—as Miss Hendrick said
rather—a wife with fifty thousand down is
about Freddy's figure. The widow, or the
orphan, my dear, it doesn’t matter which, and
the money not Belfishly tled on herself either.’

Thus guilelessly prattled on the colomnel,
while Bydoey langhed and watched her friend
with intense curiosity. At least Colonel
Delamere did not dream that Mr. Carew and
Miss Hendrick had ever met betore—no one
did except herself. - Yes—one other! Miss
Jones' leaden eyes might be dull, but they
were sharp, and where Cyrilla Hendrick was
coucerned hatred had sharpened them to
noedle-points. She had noticed the first
start, the firet flush tell-tale color; she had
seen for one moment an expression on her
‘foe's face she had never seer there before.
The fortune-telling too, had been peculiar.
Did she mean herself by the ¢ dark lady, Miss
Jones wondered ? Had they ever met before?
Had they met before—in England, for ex-
ample—and was there seme reason for keep-
ing that meeting secret? She would watch,
and wait, and see, ’

Mr. Carew had joined Miss Hendrick, and
walked away by her side. For a moment
neither spoke—the young lady looking ser-
enely before her straight into space, the young
gencleman watching her with a curfous smile.
He was the first to speak,

¢ Well, Beauty L

¢ Well, Freddy ? Cyrilla Hendrick's black
eyes turned from the horizon to hia face at

in the name of all - that
come to'behere ! o
i What!" ‘Mr. Carew sald, lifting his
blonde eyebrows, ¢do you mean to tell e,
Beauty, you did not know 1 was here?’
' *Know ' you ‘wera, here! 'Good Henven !
_Fred, what a preposterous guestion. ' Freddy
‘Cavew away ftfom Regent,Btreet and Rotten
Row! 'Fred Carow out of sight of White's
Club House &nd a- Bond Btreet tailor! " No—
the haman mind refuges to ‘take in'such an’
antithesla! ‘ I would as*soon expéet to mdet
the Czar of Ruesia in the wilds of Canada as
you, Mr. Carew.! - =’ o e
" tAh ! Freddy sighs, plaintively. ¢You
can’t feel sorrier for me, Beauty, than I fésl’
for myself. -But the fortune of war,  my dear

is astonishing do’ you'

I can't say I regret it |
" ¢You knew I was here ?—from paps, T sup-
pose.) . o
¢ Your'papa i8 improving the shining hours
in Boulogne, my dear Cyrilla, and has been
for the past year. No; I knew you were in’

5he beld out her hand, all present looking

Canada somewhers; and that knowledge alone

answered, raking search gravely for the |.

had no idea We Were to meet,: until this very
day, at mess.

¢And thelea.'

¢And then our garrnlous friend, the colonel
—out ‘old lady,’ the fellows call him—let
out the bdlissful secret. ¢ Capital place, Petit
8t. Jacques’ Freddy, my boy,’ says Delamere
to me. ¢Yes mon colonel} I answer. ¢Cap-
ital place for a man to go melancholy mad or
cut his throat, I should say.’ .¢Not at all;
retorts my superior officer; tlots of fun—
fumous for maple sugar and preity girls.
There's a whole seraglio of beauties down
there in the Rue St. Dominique. and you're
to meet two of the prettiest at my house this
evening—azured-eyed, golden-haired Syd-
ney; black-eyed, raven-tressed Oyrilla,
Take either, my boy, with my blessing— you
pays your money, and you takes your cholce.
Need I tell you, Beauty, I woke upat that—
at the sound of yourname? ¢Both Beauties,
both heiresses, my boy, pursued the dodder-
ing old colonel ; ¢ and an heiress 18 just about
what you want most, I should say, Freddy.
¢ Precisely, sir,’ I answered ; ¢ to which doyon
advise me to lay siege—belle, blonde or bra-
nette?’ + Well, my little Sydney. Miss Owen-
son is bespoken, I'm sorry to say’ Delamere
answers, ¢ 8o it munst be Miss Hendrick, Eyes
like sloes, lips like cherries, cheeks lke roses,
and the air ofa duchess. Yes, by Jove!
cries the vagabond old colonel, smacking his
lips, ¢ the air of an empress. Benedicile, my
son, and go in and win. So I came, Beauty
—I needn’t tell you how I {felt, and you met
me as though you never seen me before. I
made sure you knew all about my being here,
and were on guard.’

last. - ¢ It is you, Fred Oarew, after all,, How"

child, however cruel, must be accepted'by a |
soldier. Still, since it has brought me to you,’
| owed Migs Jones to join

tNot I,” Cyrilla answered when your
voice reached me, as 1 sat there telling for-
tnnes, I was struck dumb. But ob, dear old
fellow! joic glad I am to see you—how good
it seems to meet a familiar face in this de-
sert of Canada.

¢ Miss Hendrick!' peals forth a sharp ac-
cented voice; and Miss Hendrick wakes up
almost as from a dream at the too familiar
sound. ¢Miss Hendrick, you are wanted in
the drawing-room to sing.’

Mr. Carew's glass goes to his eye; Miss
Hondrick turns halt round upon her foe, with
her usnal air of serene impertinence.

¢ Couldn't you take my place this once, my
dear Miss Jones?” (Miss Jones has about as
much voice 26 n consumptive raven.) *You
gee I am well amused as it is.’

+I must insist upon you returning to the
house, instantly,’ crics Miss Jones, ina rising
key. ¢ My orders are, as you know, not tolet
you out of my sight.’

She advances upon them. 3r. Carew, his
glass still in his eye, regards her as Le might
some newly-discovered and wonderful speci-
men of the British megatherium,

+ Put, my dear Miss Jones,’ he begins, in
most persuasive accents, with his most win-
ning smile, ¢there is really no need of all
this trouble. Your natural and affectionate
apxiety about Miss Hendrick does egqual
honor to you head and heart, but, I assure
¥you, no harm shall come to her while she is
in my caro. I am rcady to shield her, if ne-
cessary with my life.’

t Mademoiselle Chateauroy’s orders were
not to let any of my pupils out of my sight;
more particularly Miss Cyrilla Hendrick—
most particularly with gentlemen, I shall
obey Muademoiselle’s orders,’ is Miss Jones's
grim and crushing reply.

¢ It's of no use, Freddy,’ Cyrilla says, in an
undertone; ¢we must go back and part. I
don’t care for her,’ motioning contemptuously
toward Miss Jones, nor for Mademoiselle
Chateauroy either; but I do care for Aunt
Phil. To offend her means rain to me; and
the deadliest offence I can give her is to have
anything to say to you. Lct us go back,
and for pity's sake don't speak to me again
until you say gcod-night.’

¢ Bat, Beauty, tnis is absurd, says Fred, ag

they turn to retrace their steps ; ¢ don't speak
to you again until I say good-night! What
ridiculous unonsense!' I have ten thousand
tbings to say to you, and I mean to say them
in spite of all the Gorgon aunts and grim
duennas on earth. When and where will
youn meet me?’
I will not meet you atall, Freddy. I tell
you itis impossible. I am watched more
closely than any other girl in the school, and
all are watched closely enough, goodness
knows, Miss Jones's basilisk eyes are upon
we this moment, and Miss Jones will faith-
fully report every word and look to the
powers that be the moment ghe returns to the
penstonnat,

¢ Hang Miss Jones!’

t With all my heart,’ eays Cyrilla, laughing;
tnothing would give me greater pleasure. At
the same time I can’t afford to have my mis-
deeds reported to Aunt Phil; and so, sir, let
us shake hands and: part. -

t Never, Cyrilla, you must meet me, and at
once. Appoint some time and place, here in
the town, and I will be there, whether it be
midnight or midday.

«Impossible. I am never permitted to stir
outside the gates alons.’

t Then, by Jove| we shall meet inside the
gates. I will scale the wall this very night,
and you steal down and meet me in the
grounds, Cyrilla, for Heaven's sake don't say
no, 48 I see you aregoingto! It is three years
slnca’ wemet. Have you forgotten all that

I have forgotten nothing, Fred--nothing,’
the girl answers almost with emotion; better
for me perhaps if I had. Yes, I will meet
you—at least I will try. I risk more than
you dream of, but I will risk it. If you can
got over the wall of the pensionnat to-night, I
will try to meet you in the grounds.’

¢My darling’—under Miss Jones's argus
eyes, Mr, Carew takes and squeezes Miss Hen-
drick’s hand—+are your windows high? Do
yourun any risk in coming down 7’

I run risk enough,as I told you, but not
ot that kind. My room ison the second floor.
and there i8 a tree close to the window, from
whose branches I have often swung myself
‘Into the playground. Get over the wall about
.eleven to-night, and if it be possible at all. I
will meet you. But mind—only thia once,
F,re;id,,v; not even you will tempt me to do it
again, . ) o oo
_ ¢*Youwill write to me, Beauty, and allow
me to—— = ‘ o
" .4 No letter comes in or 'goes oyt of the pen-

atet o, Fred; there can’
“be no writibg and no meeting éxcept this one.
‘Fate 18 ‘against us, as it has been from ,the
first. " We were not one iota further apart
‘when the Atlantic rolled between us than we
‘will be here together in Canada.! ;|
swered. ¢ My own opinion ie that fate has
not brought us face to face in this queer old

‘| world forgotten town for nothing. We shall

meet—you and me, 'Rills, love—and  go on

chapter, e
They had reached the honse. Cyrilla went
in at once, while Mr. Qarew lingered snd al-
him, The yellow
.half-moon was lifting her face over the treé-
.tops, the air was spicy with stomatic odors’
from the pine woods.. Through the open
‘windows camé the gay.stralns of ‘La Cla‘re
‘Fontaine,’ the national air of Lower Canada,

played by Miss Sydney ‘Owenson,

-sionnat that does not pass under Mademoiselle
| Chateauroy's’ scrutiny. ‘a

meeting, piease Henven, to the, end .of the,

his slow, sleepy smile. ¢It is a lovely night,
a little coldish, but I perceive you have a
shawl across your arm ; allow me to putiton
—you may take cold—and permit me to offer
you my arm for a walk.’ :

He removes the shawl as he speaks, and
adjusts it as tenderly and solioltonsly about
Miss Jones's apgular shoulders as though it
had been Miss Hendrick herselt; then, still
smiling, be offers her his arm.

The temptation is great. Miss Jones is nine-
and-twenty, and ot even at nineteen was her
head ever turned by the flattering attentions
of fickle man; and Miss Joneaalbeit the milk
of human kindness has been somewhat cur-
dled in her vestal breast by a long course of
refractory pupils, is human, very buman.

tNo come!’ says Mr, Carew, sweetly., <It
is really = sin to spend such a night in-doors,
The young ladies? Ob, the young ladies are
perfectly eafe. There isno one tbere but the
colonel and Mrs. Delamsre. The other fel-
Jows said they would come, but they haven't
asyou may percelve. All the better for me,
Miss Jones,’ smiles Mr. Carew, drawing her
band within his arm, ¢ since it allows me the
pleasure of a lefe-a-tete stroll with you.’

A flush, an absolute flush, rises to Miss
Jones'’s sallow cheeks. Yet, since none of
those military men had come, there could
surely be no harm in a little walk with Mr.
Carew. She coughed alittle cough of assent,
and meandered away with her subtle tempter.

- O, Cy, look ! do look !’ cries Sydney Owen-
son, springing from thepiuno. ¢Here's rich-
ness! Miss Jones and Mr. Carew getting up
a fiirtation in the moonlight! She nipped
yours in the bood, and now she leads him oft
captive herselfl’

tHaw! naw! haw! Yes, by Jove!' booms
the colonel ; - Carew has trotted off Miss Jones !
The wolf spares the lambg, and makes off from
four of the prettiest girls in Canada, and be-
gins spooning with the old maid! What a
capital joke for the mess table to-morrow !

¢ Amost capital joke,’ says Crrilla Hen-
rick; but her black eyes flash as they follow
the two retreating figures. She knows as well
as that she stands there that he is doiog it for
lher sake, martyrizing himself to propitiste
the dragon, but in her heart she loves this
elegant, soft-spoken dapdy so passiopately
well, that the bare sight of him flirting with
even poor, plain Miss Jones is hateful to her.

The lamps are lit in the drawing-room ;
song and music, and gumes of all kinds go
on. An hour passes,and the truanta have not
returned.

1 You don't suppose Carew can have eaten
her, Dorothy, my love 7' says the old colonel,
with a diabolical grin to his wife. ‘Degad!
ifthey’re not here ia ten minutes, I shall con-
sider it my duty to go in search of them.

They eater as he speaks—Alr, Carow calm,
complacent, lietless, but met looking more
bored than customary—Miss Jones with a
flush, either of pleasure or night air, still
glowing frostly on either pippin cheek.

+Mr. Carewasked me to explain the process
of converting maple sap into maple sugar,’ she
explains elaborately, to Mrs. Delamere; so
wo wandered down by the grove of maples,
and I really Lad no idea an hour had passed.’

#'Pray, don't apologize, my dear Miss,’ an—-
swered Mrs. Delamere, demurely. ‘1am only
too gratetul to Mr. Carew if he has belped to
make your visit agreeable, What! going so
soon ? Ob, rurely not, Miss Jones.’

But it war past nine, and Miss Jones, con-
scious of having swerved from the stern path of
rectitude, is resolute. So the girls flutter up-
stairs after wraps, still giggling in chorus over
Miss Jones’s unexpected flirtation. Miss Hen-
drick does not giggle, she smiles scornfuily,
and transfixee her teacher with her derisive
black eyes—a glance Miss Jones for once did
not care to meet.

tBegad, Freddy,’ says the colonel when
the ladies had left the room,:I expected it
would have been a case of love at first sight
with you this evening, but I didn't—no, by
gad, 1didn’t think it would have been with
the old maid.’

¢ MissJcnes is a most intelligent and well-
informed young lady, answers Mr. Carew,
imperturbably, and with half-closed eyes.
T am going to see her home.

They flutter back as he says it, and he and
the cclonel rise. Goed nights are spoken
while Mr. Carew draws on his overcoat and
gloveg, looking very elegant and amiable, and
a little vibrating thrill of expectation goes
through the group of girls. To whom will he
offer hisarm ? He walka up to Miss Jones as
they think it, with the air of its being an un-
derstood thizg, and once again draws her
hand within bis coat sleeve.

t En avant, mon colonel’ he says; ‘ we will
follow.?

The colonel gives his arm to his favorite,
Sydney, the other to Cyrilla, and leads the
way. The two French girls come after, Mr.
Carew and Miss Jones bring up the rear,
sauntering slowly in the plercing white moon-
light. All the way, along the deathly silent
streetn, the colonel cracks his ponderous and
rather stupid jokes. Sydney laughs good-
nataredly, but Cyrilla Hendrick’s darkly
handsome face looks sombre and esilent.
They reach the gates—Babetts, the porteress,
is there awaiting them. Universal hand
shaking and adieus tollow. For one second
Cyrilla’s cold fingers lie in Fred Carew’s close
clasp, for one second the blue eyes meet the
black ones meaningly.

¢ At eleven,’ he whispers; ¢don't fail.’

Then the great gates clang upon them, and
Babette, yawning loudly, gees in before into
the gray, gloomy pensionnat.

CHAPTER VI.
WHY MISS DORMER HATED FRED CAREW.

Avy ig stil} when they enter; the pension-
naires are safely in their rooms and in bed.
Mademoiselle Stephanie, looking like a snuff-
colored spectre. n a loose, white wiapper,
awaits them. A few questions, a recognized
tormula, ara asked and answered, then they
are dismissed with * bon nuit, mes cheres’ and
bed-room lamps, )

‘In twenty minutes, young ladies I will
coms for the lights,’ is Miss Jones's valedic-
tory, as she monnts up to her own room, "

tGood night, Cy,! Sydney Owenson, ories,

,Carew if you can help.” His mad passion for
Miss Jones is patent to the dullest observer.’
Bonne nuit et bonnes reves, ma belley Cyrilla
answers, with . rather a forced smile, ¢we

Mr. /Carew.or any other ofhis kind.’

;of Dante, In . thie original, toward her, with a

trauslating.
Miss.Jones finds her, | e

. Industrions, upon my word!" sheers Miss
Jones, She i3 generally worsted in the fray,
but she can méver. by any chance let ‘her,
enemv pass without a cut-and-thrust. .

¢ Yes, Miss Jones, Cyrilla replies, 4and 111
.contiuue to be industrious until I am—well,

the elevated, &pnltlpix.,fﬁlf fourth-tate teacher
In a second-rate Canadian school ; I may even
aspire to entertaln military men, six or seven

years my junior, by an hour's dissertation on’
the art of oabing maplesvgar,’ ~ °

gavly tdon't dream of that pretty little Mr. |

would all be happler if we never dreamed of.

.. .'Tolnette, goes virtuously and sleepily to
| bed at once, gaping sudibly. | Miss Hendrick,
l A 1 ) ; .. + .|, throéws off her hat and jucket, draws a Yolume
. ¢ That remains to’ be seen,’ Fred Carew, an- |- '

book ;of Italian’ exercises, and sets to work.
Bo, the twenty miinutes ap,,

nine-and-twenty say—I may hope to attain.

stant and the door closes behind

and she isalone. . ;, .

1t is a vividly, brilllanily, bright night.
The yeltow mooushine floods the room as Oy-
rilla ralses the window, wrapsa shawl around
aer, and sits down. "Toinette’s watch. lying
on the dressing-table, points to ten. Another
bour and she and Fred Carew will be together
once more. Her pulses thril] at the thonght.
She loves this man; she hag loved him since
she was ten years old—of all the bliss that
lite holds it holde mone greater than his pre-
gence for her. The mystery and danger of
the adventure, too, have thelr charm. Life
has gone on, for the past three years, so flat,
stale, and unprofitable that to-night’s excite-
ment and wrong-doing, if you will, poasess an
frresistible fascination. If it is ever dis-
covered, if it ever reaches Migs Dormer's ears,
all is up with her torever—hery last hope of
Migs Dormer’s fortune is gone. And she
longs for and covets Miass Dormer’s fortune,
this school-girl of nineteen, as the blind de-
sire sight. Miss Dormer hates Fred Carew,
and all of his name, with a hatred as intense
as—oven Cyrllla must own--in & retributive
light is just. The story I this—told with
passionate intensity and vivid flercceness by
Miss Dormer herself, the girl remembers
well.

Forty years before, the father of Phillis
Dormer had died, leaving a fortune, & widow,
and a daughter of eight. Two years passed,
and the widow was a widow no longer—she
had taken for her second husband good-look-
ing, good for-nothing Tom Hendrick. Of
that manriage came Jack, the father of Cy-
rilla. It Mr. Tom Hendrick had expected
to possess the late Mr. Dormer’s fortune, as
wall a8 his widow, he was doomed to he dis-
appointed—the sixty thousand pounds were
tightly tied up on Phillis. Aunt Phillis, even
as a child, was not easily to be wronged.

She endured the reckless, riotous life of her
step-father's bouse, the daily insolence of her
Lold, handsome, half-brother Jack, fora dozen
years or more; then her mother died, and
Miss Phillis Dormer separated herself en-
tirely from her disreputable relations, and en-
gaging & dame de compaiyne, set up for herself
as an heiress. The wife of the member for
her native county brought herout, one or two
fine ladies took ber up, sbe was presented at
court, ran the round of the season, and fin-
ished by finding herself engaged to Frederic
Dunraith Carew, nepbew of the Earl of Dun-
raith,

She was three and twenty years old,
slightly lame aud pathetically ugly. Fred
Carew of the Blues was handsome of face,
gracetul of figure, elegant of dress and man-
ner, all that his son was to.day, and more.
He was poor—a beggar abrolutely, over head
and ears in debt—=s rich wife his one earthly
hope of salvation from Queen’s Bench for
life. fhe ugly, the rich Miss Dormer fell in
love with him. Mr. Carew was teld so,
pulled his long blonde whiskers perplexedly,
thought the matter over, ‘more in sorrow
than in anger,’ faced the worst like a man,
and went and proposed to Miss Dormer.

She was intensely, infatuatedly, insanely
almost in love with him. Like many very
plain people, sbe had a morbid adoration of
beauty in others. Mr. Carew had fascinated
her &t sight—he continued so to fascinate her
to the end. If anything rould have made
plain Phillis Dormer lovely it would surely
have been the pertect, the intense joy, that
filled her heart when Frederic Carew asked
her to be his wife. Here was the perfect
love that casteth out fear. Sheaccepted him,
ghe trusted him—in one word, she bowed
down and idolized him,

The noble relatives of Mr Carew were de-
lighted, and made most friendly advances
toward the bride-elect at once, It is true
the sixty thousand pounds had been made in
coal, but tha coal-dust did not dim their
golden glitter in the leart. There had been
talk ol some penniless girl down in Berk-
shire with two blne eyes and a pink-and-
pearl face alone to recommend her; but that
waa all atan end, no drubt. Fred had come
to his senses, and realized that love is ail very
weoll in theory—a pretty girl is well enough
to waltz with, but when a wife is in th= qnes-
tion the thing to be looked at is her bank ac-
count, Frederic had done his duty; his
noble relutives were quite prepared to do
theirs, and accept the coal merchant’s heir-
ess as one of the family. The season ended,
they invited her down to their country place
in Sussex, the accepted suitor dutifully play-
ing cavalier servante to a by no means exact-
ing mistress,

She gave 80 much and was satisfied to re.
ceive 8o little, that it was really patbetic to
watch them. Frederic was perpetually run-
ning up to town, and staying away days ata
time, even when the wedding was not two
weeks off, But Miss Dormer asked no ques-
tions, gave him wistful glances and smiles at
parting, joyful glances and smiles at coming
—come when and how he might. In secret
she had made over her whole fortune to be
his indisputably in the hour that made him
her husband. A fool you think her, perhaps.
Well, very likely, but a folly none need quar-
rel with, since it is very far from common,

Three days before the wedding-day there
wesa dinner party, given by the Earl and
Countess of Dunraitb,in honor of the approach-
ing nuptials, Mr. Carew had run up to town
a8 usual, two days before, but had promised
to be in time for the dinner. He failed, how-
ever, and to the chagrin and annoyance of
host and hostess did not put in anappearance
atall. The bride-elect bore 1t bravely—some-
thing had detained Fred; she missed him
sorely, but in all things his lordly will was
herlaw. ¢The king could do no wrong.’

One hour after dinuer, asshe sat inthe draw-
ing room, listening to the song Lady Dun-
raith was singing, loeking out at the tremu-
lous beauty of the summer twilight, gemmed
with golden stars, and wondering wistfully
whereabouts her darliing might be, a note was
presented to her by & servant. It was from
him—her heart gave aglad bound. Thia was

Miss Jones,

| to explain satisfactorily his absence, no doubt:
With a smile she opened the nots; from that-

until the hour she died no smile like tbat
ever softened the hard face of Phillia Dormer.
© ' tDOVER, September 18th—.

" My Dear Miss' DorRMER :—Wlhile ‘waiting
for the Oalais boat I'drop 'you aline. Iam
awfully ‘sorry to’disappoint you; but really
when it came to the point, I was not equal to
jt. ' I mean my'marriage with you. ‘Besides

I was engaged to another voung lady before I"
‘ever ¥naw, you, and my honor was gerionsly

comprormised. She is poor, but we must make

"wis married this' morning, ahd weare HOw on’
our’ way to Paris to spend. the honey-moon.

| Regrétting once more any little 'dissppolnt-’

ment I may have “cdused you, I remain,
dear Miss Dormer, very truly yours, . =
o ¢ FRE0BRIOK DUNRAITH OAREW.” |

1 Love not| love not! Oh, warning ‘valnly

gald,’ sang Lady Dunraith at the plano. Phil-
lis Dormer cruslied ‘the note, in her hand, and.

listened to the song, ~To,the;last day of her.

lite the words, the. air, the look of the violet-

twilight landscape Wonld remain photograhed
ou her brain 'and heart, . 'She had. loved him,

words are weak aud poor to tell how greatly,

‘| mersioseed their land a

' chenged.
iprige..”
.moderate.;

‘up-our minds to that,'{ suppose, ‘somehow. | ucerns. . Tares coniinue firm
¢ Better is a dinner ‘of herbs where love ‘abi-'
deth 'than ‘4 stalled ox ahd-contentions’ X[

‘8t,, Catherine, St.. Denis, tt. Hubert and many
.| other streets who use it:on, their. tables a3
luxury

no one, to the end of her life.

Her song ended, the countess came over t,
her, a8 she stood in the bay looking fxedly
out at the rising harvest moon.

¢ Was that note from Fred, tiresome boy ?
Why was he not here 7

¢« It wasfrom Fred,’ Miss Dormer answereq
tHe could not come.” | '

Lady Dunraith looked at her curlously
What a livid colorher faco was! whata black,
dilated look there was in her eyes! ¢ Fred g
well ' she anxionsly agked.

¢He is quite well, I think, Lady Dunraith

Her ladyship moved away, too well bred to
ask farther queations. An hour later—with.
out one farewell, without taking a single one
of her trunks or boxes—Phillis Dormer van.
ished from Duraith Park {orever.

She went straight to London, packed a fow
things with her own hands, wrote & brief [et.
ter to her' mamn of business, sent for a cab,
drove to Kuston Square Statior, and disap.
peared for all time from London, from Eng.
land, from all who had ever known Ler.

Two days after, the truth cawe out, ang
all London was laughing over the last goog
Joke. Fred Carew’s pluck bad failed at the
eleventh hour; he bad shown the white
feather, and fled from the clutches of the ugly
heiress. He had run away with a pennilesg
little country lassie, pretty as a rosebud, and
poor a8 a church mouse. His noble rela-
tions cast him off forever. He sold out, anq
with the proceeds lived abroad, and fiom
thenceforth became as socially extinct a3
Phillis Dormer herself.

Of Miss Dormer no one knew anythigg,
Tke ground might have opened and swyl.
lowed her for all trace she had ieft behind.
Her solicitor knew, no doubt, but be held kg
professional tongue. Her balf-brother, Juck
Hendrick, was the only beiog on esrth inter.
ested in her, and his interest was chicfly of g
pecuniarv nature.

tShe usen't to be half a bad sort before she
fell in with that duffer, Carew, ¢Jack wag
wont to say. ¢ Would pay a fellow’s debts as
quick as Jcok, but with the devil's own tem.
per all the time.

A few years later Jack’s own little romance
came off The daugliter of a baronet eloped
with him, of which elopement Cyrilla was, iy
due time, the result. Then, sixteen year
after, came that letter dated * Montreal,” anq
signed : Philis Dormer,’ asking curtly cnough
that her niece should be sent out to her to be
educated and decently broughtup. ¢If :he
pleases me I may leave her all I possess one
day. If she does not, she can go back to vou,
the better at lenst for a few years ina cood
school.’

Phillis Dormer had gone straight to Mcao.
treal, where some of her property lay, and
there buried herself, so to speak, alive. Oge
year after her coming she read in the IV
this announcement :

¢ At Brussels, the wife of Frederic D,
Carew, Esquire, of a son.’

The old wound, not even yet seared over
was torn open afresh. In a paroxysm of fury
she tore the paper to shreds and trampled it
under her feet, cursing in her mad rage, the
man who had betrayed her, the wife he had
wodded, and the son who was born to him.

Fifteen years after, and in the same paper,
at the same place, sheread the death of Fred-
eric Dunraith Carew. In ail these years no
softening bad ever taken place in her bitter,
deaperate heart. In all these years tha” o-
ment perhaps was the happiest. Now he
wasg as lost to her rival at least as to herself
—the grave heldhim, Bitter, lonely, wicked,
most wretched, most unrepentant, she lived
alone, served in fear and dislike by all. Sud-
denly the resolve seized her to send for her
niece. Jack Hendrick’s daughher could be
no good, but she was the unly creature on
earth, except her worthless father, whom she
could call kin. Old age was upon her—a
most unlovely old age—and desolate and for-
saken | her heart cried out for Bome one. At
least this girl would serve her faithfully in &
the hope of a future fortune, and ask no
wages. For avarice had been added to her
other infirmities, and Mies Dormer, once gen-
erous, had grown a miger.

Cyrilla came—a slim slip of a girl, with
Jack Hendrick’s dark, thin face, and bLold,
black eyes, her mother’'s aquiline nose, as
Miss Dormer said, and that way she liked of
holding her pauper head well up. Cyrilla
came, and with the intenso curiosity of a
woman hungry for news of that world which
had once been hers, Phillis Dormer plied her }
with questions——qnestions of her father, of |
her father's friends, of her mother's tamily, 3
and thefr bearing toward herself. 4

‘I Enow nothing about them, Cyrilla an- {&
swered. ¢I desire to know mnothing. Ny &
mother's relations have never noticed me in
any way, although my father wrote to then &
at her death, and since that time again and
again,’

tY am quite sure of it said Miss Dormer,
grimly, +Jack Hendrick is not the man fo
let any one, who has the misfortune to ba
connected with him, aloge on the subject of
money. If he had my address I should bave
had begging letters from him by the bushel.’

+Please don’t say anything unkind about
papa, Aunt Phillis, the girl cried imperl-
ously, ‘I am very fond of papa, and he was
very good to me. And he always spoke well §
of you.’

(To be Continued.)
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The Greatest Bleasing.

A simple, pure, harmless remedy, that cures
every time, and prevents diseass by kesping
the blood pure, stomach regular, kidneys aud
liver active, is the greatest blessing ever con-
ferred upon man. Hop Bitters is that remedy,
and its proprietors are being blessed by thou-
sands who have been saved and cured by it.
Will you try it? See avnother column.—
Eagle. :

THE SEED TRADE.

Mesars. John Shaw & Sons, seed merchants,
Mark Lane, London, write under date of March
Slat, as follows :—"' A daily increasing demand
18 now experienced for farm seeds. The very
lew rates which, with scarcely ‘an exseption,
prevail this seeson in‘London for all theleading
_varietles, prove & source of satisfactior to tho
agricultural -community, and will enable far-
] AR A o2 Sl Sere
than uaual, Canadlan clover .seed, ir pa M
lar, being this year exceptionally handsome and
unprecedentedly cheap,” meets patumlly with
growing. favor. B gln cow grassis also now
very ressonsabla. . Superfine. wheat; 18 searce
and’ comparatively dear. Trefolli are un-

&Nj Alglide keeps remarkably low in
Ttallan rye'grass is likewise exceedingly
.Sanfoln being.in strong demand
and very .scarce, shows a further adwince of- 24

rqr.. There is'more‘enquiry for Timothy and
' ; of good, oleap
ones there are not many here. Brurswick gore:
vetches sell at 49s per qr; hemp aeqd; 81s.”

o pett ..~I. - . 4 -

. The advertlsing of our Altar Wine has.met
with very great cuccess; we have now aristo-
cratic customers on Sherygke, Dorchester,

wine. For the convenience of poor
clagsea will sell it by three-half pints, . Price
as usual, $1.50 per gallon, . Resders of thy
Posr please tell your frlends to buy the pape’ §
and read it In preference toany other. $10(
réward will be .given. to the person, that wil
‘prove.that ouraltar wine isnot.suld as pur-
it 1s imported. - Coutu & Co., 245: Noto:
X ) ) 17-g-00%: B

Dame stioel, Montroal.



