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v myboy,
day.my b'OJ’. -

)
Whatever ftbe -=r
They hit on the key,

And pipe in fall cencert aWay,

News from all countries and climes, my boy,
‘Advertisements, essays and rhymes, my boy,
Mlxre)a«li’ lI:p with :{l“ gorts K
of ng repo
And pnbll(shedﬁm. yegular times,

Articles able and wise, my: boy, .
‘At least in the edltor's eyes, my boy,
And logic s0 d -
That few understand -
To what in the world it applies, my boy.
)

Statistics, refleotions, reviews, my boy,

T.ittle soraps to instruct and amuse,
A lengthy debate

U%ou matters of State,

For wise-headed folks to peruse, my boy.

The funds &5 1hey were and they are, my boy,
The quibbles and quirks of the bar, m¥ boy,
And every week :
A clever critique
On some rising theatrical star. my boy-

my boy: .

my boy,

my boy,

The age of Juplter's moons,
£ up oy bOY,

The stealing 0f 30mesbody’a KpoOONSE,
The state of the crops,
The style of the fops, )
And the wit of the public buffoons, iny boy.

List of o'l physical ilis, my boy.
Banished by somebody’s pills, my boy,
T4]1 you ask with surprise
Why any one dles,
Or what the disorder that kills, my boy.

Who has got married, to whom, my boy,
Who were cut off'in the bloom, my bo¥, .
‘Who has had oirth
On the sorrow-stained earth,
And who totters fast to the tomb, my boy.

Thie price of cattie and grain, my boy,

Directioss to dig and to drain, my boy,
But twould take me too long
To tell you in song +

A quarter of all they contaln, my boy.

oht's Mystery.
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By Xay Agnes Ficming.
PART II.

CHAPTER L.
SYDNEY.

¢ Yet, 18 this gir] 1 sing 1n naught uncommon,

And very far from angel, yet I trow
Her fanits, her sweetness are purely human,
And she's more lovable as simple woman

Than any one éiviner that I know.’

Two o'clock of a cold November afternvon,
4 shrill rising wind,whistling up and down fhe
city streets, stripping the giant brown trees
of their last sere and yellow leaf, and making
little ripples all along the steely pools of
water, which the moming’s rain has left.
The rain has ceased now, but s gray, fast-
drifting sky yet lowers over Naew York, omin-
ously suggestive of the first wintry fall of
snow. Qmnibuses rattle up and omnibuses
rattle down, private carriages, all aglitter of

.| tin mines to put-the possibility of.q:ercenulzl

e E net R .
in"het:letters, had done'precisely the iame
with Sydney. i Sir Harry.was a man of thirtv,
‘not bad loolking, and rick enough fn- Cornish
motives entirely out of the question. Misg
Owenson had spent many months “following
her mother's death with Miss Leonard, and
_now the question arose, was Bydney the fiance
‘'of Bir Harry Leonard? Dick Macgreger, his
mother, and sister revolved this question in
all its bearinga and revolved in vain. Sydney
was serenely silent on all these tender mat-
ters, and there was a quaint dignity about her
that forbade questions. Dick's attention she
took with a cousinly indifference and good
nature that was exasperating to a degree.

It seemns & pity to let the fortune—a mil-
lion of dollars—go out of the family,’ says
Mrs. Macgregor, knitting her brows, until they
made ablack archway over her lofty Roman
nose.

¢+If she were to marry Dick, I needn’t sell
myeelf to that fat beast, old Vanderdonck,’
8aY8 Miss Macgregor, with considerable aspe-
rity. ¢One of us must marry money or starve.
Of course I will be the sacrifice, though. Old
Vanderdonck is a8 fond of meas it is possible
for himito e of anything, except his acconat,
and dydney is about as much in love with
Dick as she is with your pew black coachman,
mamma. Who cap wonder, though, after the
men she Las associated with alrroad, and its
not your fault, I suppose, my poor Dick, that
you've neither brains nor beauty.’

tShe's engaged to the baronet—that's where
the trouble s, responds Dick, with a gloomy.
glance at his sister, ¢or that other fellow—
what's his name, the German that wanted to
marry her? Amwerican girls are all tarred
wjth the same stick—they’d mearry the deuce
himsels, horns and hoof, it he only had a
title.

Of this family conclave, of the plots and
plans in regard to her, Miss Owenson was
most Bupremely unconscious. Those bright
gray eyes of hers would have opened very
wide indeed if any one had told her Dick Mac-
gregor wanted to marry her—not only wanted
tomarry her, but had fallen in love with her.
She wonld stay with them for this winter, she
thought, and after that—but the ¢after that’
was not quite clear in Sydney’s mind.
Youth, beauty, many friends, two or three
lovers, and great wealth are hers; but as she
sits here to-day and looks out at the bleak,
wind-blown street, she feeld lonely and sad
enough. The Macgregors are relatives and
very good to her after their light, but their
bouse is not home, not even like the Cornish
honte that was hers so lately, and oh! go un-
utterably like the dear old home at Wych-
cliffe forever lost now. This day is an anni-
versary—this day five years ago was the day
betor® her wedding—this day five years ago,

and jost at this hour, she and Bertie Vaughan

stood looking out at the whirling snow.

Again she sees him lying back in hiu chair,

T YA T~ . - Y T
tram, wild, pathetic, old legéud that it isf18
worth the whole bolling—> =~ *
,—+I don't care for pathetic things,’ says Miss
Katherine Macgregor, shrugging her shoul-
ders; tone's daily Jife and its worries are as
pathetic a legend as I want to know anything
about.’ ' .

Sydney lifts her eyes and locks at her. A
tall brunette, not really Landsome, but mak-
ing the most of berself, of a fine erect figure,
a pair of sparkling black eyes, and a set of
very white teeth. Vivacity is becoming to
Miss Macgregor's peculiar style, consequently
Miss Macgregor i charmingly vivacious and
high-spirited everywhere except—at home.
Dull parties ¢ go off’ with Katie Macgregor
to the fore; heavy dinners are lightened;
very young men fall in love with her at
sight ; married men are invarlably smitten
when they sit near her. She plays the piano
well, waltzes well, dresses in excellent taste,
sings a little, and can ¢ take’ Broadway of a
sunny afternoon, with a dash and ¢lan that
makes every masculine head turn involun-
tarily to look again. And it must be added
that Miss Macgregor’s face ia very well known
on Broadway, indeed, better and longer than
she likes tothink, herself. - Bhe is three years
Sydney's senior, and as she came out at six-
teen, the ways of the wicked world are as a
twice toid tale to Katherine Macgregor, and
Money and Matrimony—t the twe capital M's,’
as her brother Dick calls them~long ago be-
come the leading alms of ker life. As indeed
of what well regulated young woman are they
not? e

¢ You worried, Katie 7" Sydney says, still
laughing ; ¢do my ears deceive me? - Who
would think Eatie Macgregor, the ‘Sunbeam
of New York,' as I beard poor young Van
Cuyler call you Iast night, bad a care.’

¢ The laughiog byena of New York i8 bro-
ther Dick’s name for it, and the more suitable
of the two,’ responds Miss Macgregor, rather
bitterly. *To eat, drink, and be merry,
mamma told me when I was sixteen, was to
be my role through life—laughter i3 becom-
ing, ycu know, to people with white tecth and
black eyes, s0 I began at ber command, and
bave gone on ever tince. It has become va-
ture Ly this time, but to laugh is one thiog,
and to be happy another.’

(What is the trouble, dear?’ Sydney asks;
¢ig it anything in which I can help you? If
so—'

¢ Thanks, Syd—~no you cannot help me, un-
less you can induce somebody to leave me
fifty or sixty tbousand dollars. Dollars, the
great want of the world, are my want. With
them I need not become Mrs. Cornelius Van-
derdonck-—witbout them I must.

tEatie! Old Mr, Vanderdonck! (ll-tem-
pered, rheumatic, sixty years! Yousarely do
not dream of marrying him ¥’

«] surely do—only too happy and tbank-
ful to have him ask me. I am tired, tired and
sick, Sydney, of the life we lead, hand to

that moody look on his blonde, beyish face;
again she hears him speak,« Who knows what
may happen? In the midst of life we are in
death, and all that, you know.’ His words
bad been prophetic. Au! poor Bertle.

black. varnish, prancing horses and liverled
coachman whirl up park-ward. A few ladies
trip past in the direction of Broadway, a few
beggar children creep around the areas.
That is the. strest scens, the tall young lady
with the fair bair, and mourning dress, sits
and looks at rather listlessly, considering that
more than four years have elapsedsince these
blue-gray .eyes looked upon it before. Tke
young lady is Miss Bydney Owenson, newly
returned from a five years’ sojourn abroad,
and domiciled with her late mother’s cousin,
Mrs. Macgregor, of Madison Avenua,

Her mother, Mrs. Owenson, is dead. Ex-
cept these cousins, Sydney Owenson, orphan

and heiress, stands quite afone in the world. s

Four years ago, one sunny May day, Captain | ©¥¢° will. Whether a murder was done,

Owenson's widow and only child left New whether an accident befel him, may never be
discovered. Of lato years Sydney has in-

York for Havre. Four quief pleasant years
followed for poor badgered Aunt Char; more
ijuiet and pleasant than Aunt Char would ever
have owned even to herself, with no terrible
marital vcice to thunder at her for the thou-
rand and one foolish little deeds and speeches
of every day. There was one long balmy
winter in Florence; another in Rome, whare
the churches and picture galleries, the de-
lights ot hor daughter’s heart, made her head
acbe, and where St. Peter’s with itasplenders

outgrown him, and that they would have
wearied to death of the tie thal bound them.
She knows {hat for herself and her oW hap-
piness it is infinitely better as it is.

the less does she mourn his tragic end. The
mystery of that night's disappearance is as
dense a mystery as ever; nothing has ever
come to light---nothing, it is probable now,

clined to the Iatter belief. Bertie had no
enemies-~not one—and just there an accident,
might very easily befull.
step, and the rising tide would speedily pear
away all traces. ’

the memory of those pieasant by-gone days,
and goes j; gearch of a book. The room
she is i, ig called n library, althougk one
5"3“". bookcase ho'ds all its. literature—the

Looking back now, with the knowledge and
experience of five years added npon her,
Sydney knows that as Bertie’s wife she would
have boen a supremely wretched woman.
Looking back now, she knows he was weak
and unstable as watet—tbat she would have

Yot none the less does she regret him, none

A slip,a F e

She rises froimn her TeveTia with a sigh to

and its vastness, and its majestic music and
wondrously beautifnl ceremonies, nearly tire®
4ot to death. Physically, mentally, and ':xm:
ally, Aunt Obar wes weak, and ™ owing
weaker every day. For Sydney th °p o o
winter was one long dream < gopapg it
seemed to ber mother she’ ’

i atterally lived in
the churches and Piicyre galleries. The

SUMMErs. were sTunt rambling ina vagabondd
sort of ¥ay through Switzurland, Germany
7% Bavaria. The fourth winter was spent
Jn Paris, and ir that city Aunt Char's feeble
hold on life grew weak.er and weaker; and
one bleak spring morning Sydney awoke, to
find herself an orphan, indeed, and that weak
and gentle mother, “ying with folded hands
and placid-faceand life’s labor done.

Four years before on that December morn-
ing when she knelt down by her dead father’s
bed, the girl had been a child, a very child in
hesart and knowledge, in thought and feeling.
But with that day ber childhood seemed to
cease, and womanhood to dawn, She had
loved her feeble little mother very dearly, but
never—no never—as she had loved her
father. In those years of aimless wandering
hers had been the guiding spirit, hers the
tuling voice. To rule was not in Mrs.
Owengon’s pature—all her life she had been

meekly under orders. until its very last day.
Strong, self-reliant, tearless, she looked upon
her slim, stately young daughter with wonder
and admiration,and leaned upon her from the
first day of her husband’s death. That by-
gone tragedy had left its impresge upon the
girl forlife. Grave beyond her years, with
a gravity most people found very charming,
thoughtful, but very gentle and sweet, her
seriousness was an added witchery. She had
shot up in these years, supple and tall,
healthful and handsome, with eyes as bright
as these southern skies at which they gazed,
a complexion not pale, and yet colorless, and
a {earless frankness of manuer, that ber un-
fettered, wandering life conld not fail to give.’
In her heart, her whole life long, she would
monrn for the father she had 8o deaily loved,
the brother who was to kave boen her hus-
band ; but Lier face was bright as the sun-
shine itself, and the handsome American heir-
es88 did not reach her twenty-first birthday, be
very surs, witbout more than one manly
heart and hand (more" or less short of ready
money) being bad at her shrine, and just at
present it was the business of the Macgregor
family to discover whether their fair and rich
relative had brought her heart home with
her, or had left that useful organ behind in
foreign parts. She had been with them three
weeks now, and the discovery had not been
satisfactorily made yet, and Dick Macgregor,
son of thehouse and graduate of West Point,
_v;:.: growing seriously anxious on the sub-

Miss Owenson had remained a full year
abroad after her mother's death with some
English frlends, whose acquaintance ghe had
made in Paris. These friends were Sir Harry
Leonard and his sister, a maiden lady of
forty. With the sister, Miss Owenson frank-
1y owned to have fallen i love at gight—the

tures there are in profusion—chromos and

‘acgregord are not a reading family. Pic-

engravings mostly ; the carpet is soft and
rich, the curtaing are elegant and ct stly, the
furniture is black rep, and there are half-a-
dozen loungipg chairs. How Mrs. Mac-
gregor furniches ner house, dresses her
daughter, keeps her carrriage, gives her
quantum of parties in the season, and goes
everywhere, is a conundium several families
on the avenue are interested in solving, and
cannot. All this shedoes and more. Newport
and Saratoga know them in the summer &ol-
stice; their seat at the opera and at Wal-
lack’s is always filled; they have an openac-
count at Stewart’s and another at Tiffany's.
¢ Aud how ou earth does Mrd. Macgregor do
it, asks the avenue families, ' when we all
know how John Macgregor left her nothing
but the house she lives inand a beggarly two
thousand a year.
-Miss Owenson takes down a book at ran-
dom, aud retwns to her chair. The bock
turns out to bo ¢ Sintram,’ a very old friend,
and a very great favorite—one that will. bear
reading many times, and the closing pages
of which Sydney has never yet:reached with
dry eyes. She opens mnear the mjddle, and
begine to read, and soon all things, all cares
of her own, the very memory of her own life-
gorraws, are lost ir the ideal sorrows of ¢ Sin-
tram.! Brave, tempted, uoble, forsaken, her
heart is with him through sll, far more than
with Sir Folko, stainless knight and heppy
husband. Har eyes are dewy as she reads
lines that tell poor, tempted, sorrowing Sin-
tram that his trials are almost done.
» Death comes to set thee free;
Gh! maeet him cheerily,
._As thy true friend;
Then &all thy fears shall cease,
And in eternal peace
Thy penance end!”
tSydney,’ calls a voice, the clear, fresh
voice of Katherine Macgregor. Then theli-
brary door is thrown open by an impetuous
gloved hand, and Katherine Macgregor, in
stylish carriage costume, stately as her name,
tall and elegant, rustles in.
t What! reading, she exclaims, tand not
dressed—and it is balf-past three, and we
promised to be ready at three, and poor Uncle
Grif pottering about the drawing-room wait-
ing for the last hour? Oh! this is too much!

even my patience has ita limits. What is
tbat you have got hold ot now? ‘
Without ceremony Miss Macgregor

spatches the book, and her little, piquant zez

title. .

¢ Sintram and His Companions! That you
ghould live tobe two-and-twenty, and still be
addicted to fairy tales!

tIt ig'at & fairy tale, says Miss QOwenson,
laughing.

¢It is all the same—goblins and demons,
skeletons and death’s heads. Ugh! I began
it once and had the pightmare after it. How
any one can read such rubbish, with dozens
of delicious new novels out every day, I can-

not imagine.’

would be only too glad—’

aboutit!’ cries Miss Owenson starting up.
( Tep minutes is it, Eate?
ten minutes I will be ready.’

jacket over her black silk dress, a black hat

retrousse curls scornfully as she glances at the |

wits' end. Oh! you don't kuow! In my

less as 1 am.’

zled look, ¢that Aunt Helen wasrtich?' (Aunt | 5

dear,’ responds Miss Macgregor, still 1

y:
t

t!

or swindling you to your face, I
But this is

Von Ette's stu-
I give you just

{The new picture! I had forgotten all
Very well—in

Strange to say, Mies Owenson keeps her
word. In ten minutes she descends,a seal

with a long black plume o3 her head, and her
fair face and golden hair, very (air by contrast.
Deep mourning Sydney has left off, colors she
hae not yet asumed.

t Uncle Grif grew tired ot waiting,'says Miss
Macgregor, as they enter the carriage, ‘and
toddled off by himself to meet us at Philippi
—1 mean Von Ette's.

¢ Who is this Monsieur Von Ette? dydney
aske. ¢ His nameis new to me.

¢The name is new to us all. A year ago
Carl Von Ette wag a beggar—iterally a reg-
gar in the streets of New York hawking _hla
own pictures from door to door, and earning
a crust and a garret, - One day he fell down
in a fainting fit in the street, from sheer star-
vation, and » man nearly as poor as himself
took him home, nursed him, encouraged Lim,
and the result—YVon Ette has painted a pic-
ture that the town talks of, and is on the
‘high 'road to fame and fortune.’

¢ And - his. friend—the good Bamaritan—
what of him? : :
Sydney’s eyes glisten as she asks the ques-
tion. Her sympathetics are very guick—it
is things like these that go home to her heart.
For Miss Macgregor her cynical look comes
back. .

«The good Samaritan is precisely where he
was—the usual fate of good Samaritans, i8 it
not 7—plodding sloag in a lawyer's office.
Lewis Nolan may be the.canse of greatness
to others, but I have a presentiment,he will
never be great to himseif. He has exploded
theories about honor and honesty, that keep
men back. Here we are. Raise your dress,
Bydney. These stairs may have been swept
during the last ten years, but I doubt it.
Your true artist i8 a dirty creature, or no-
thing.’

She lifta her glistening silk train and runs
lightly up the stairs, her vivacious society
face in its best working order. Miss Owen-
son, with an expression of extreme distaste for
the dirty, unswept stairs, gathers up her
skirts and follows. .

+Shail we see the artist, Eatie? she
asks .

¢ No, decidedly. Von Btte iz a perfect
miracle of ngliness—is next door to a dwarf,
and h.e e bump. No one ever enters his
atudio when he is there but Uncle Grif and
Lewig Nolan. v

«The good Samaritan! Shall wesee him/’

They have reached the landing. Miss
Macgregor gives herself one small shake and
shakes every ribbon, every silken fold into its
place in = second. She pauses at her
consin's question, and looks at her for a
moment.

t Perhaps !’ sheanswers, slowly; <andif we
do, I want you to Jook at him well and tell
me what youthink of him. LewisNolan has
bsen my puzzle for the past ten years, and is
more my puzzle to-day than ever. Let me
gee if you can solve it.’

She tape at the door, opens it, and the {wo

« Younr new novels are the rubbish, judging

Drother, Mrs. Owenson had more than hinted

by the criticisms I read of them, One Sin-

young ladies are in the studio.

uncle.
elevated to office-sweeping, was one of those
boys you read of in Sunday-school books, and
goodly literature generally, who are athirst
after knowledge, spend their leisnre hours in
hard study, rise to be prime ministers, and
marry a dnke's daughter.
pot had greatness of any kind thrust upon
him yet, but afterall, I shouldn't be in the
least surprised to see him a rulerin the land
before his bair is gray—one of those self-
mouth, pinching here, saving there ; servants | made men,

unopaid, bills, duns, mamma nearly at her | and pompous,
their lives.

place you would baas mercenary and heart- Now Itt us go and look at the pictures.’

duce ‘him to marry me?
minded or bad-bearted young woman by any
The | means ; slmply a latter-day young lady, true
to the teachings of her life, and of the world,
worldly, to her inmost sonl,

CHAPTER II. = °

R W GINTRAM,P T o pE L
. It'was & large and well-lighted room, the
floor covered with dark-red wool carpet, the
wallg colored of eome dull, neutral tint and,
containing by way of furniture three queer
epindle-legged old fashioned chmrs. Three
or four ladles and as many men stoed clus:
tered around a picture—the picture, the
only picture upon the wall. At the extreme
end of -the room two or three others hfing—
excepting these the plastered walls were
quite bare. S

+Von Ette's studio is as grim -4nd ugly as
himself,’ remarked Miss Macgregor, taking in
the place and the people with an American
girl’s cool, broad stare. !There 18 Tacle
Grif gazing through his venerable old specs,
lost in a trance of admiration, just as if he
had never seen it before,. The desr old soul
has no more idea of art thaz a benevolent tom
cat, but a sign.board painted by little Von
Ette would.be in his eyes as a Marillo ora
Rubens in those of other peopie’ '

«M. Von Ette is then a protege of Uncle
Grif’s, asks Miss Owenson. ¢Letus take a
seat until these good people disperge. 1de-
test looking at a picture over other's shoul-
decs. . o
tCarl Von Ette is a proteye of Lewis Nolan.
Lewis Nolan, since he was twelve years old,
has been a protege of Uncle Grif's; while
Uncle Grif, ever since I can remember, has
been mamma’s abject slave. I never krew
him torebel except on one point, and that
poiot this same Lewis Nolan. :The money
you spend upon that Irish boy, Brother Grif;
gays mamma, looking &t him with ’er glance,
beneath which the stontest heart may well
blanch, ¢ would be more suitably employed in
educating your obly sister’s children. Char-
ity begins at home, sir.” And Uncle Grif,
bless him! quaila and trembles, and makes
answer, in quivering falsetto, ¢ Little Lewis is
like a son to me, Sister Hielen. It is but lit-
tle that I can do for bim ; that little I mean
to do; whateveris left, you and the children
are welcome to, I'm sure.!

Miss Macgregor, in her most vivacious tone,
parodies her mother and uncle without the
smallest compunction, and the mimicry is so
good that Bydney has to langh.

t Mr. Nolan is Irish, then, and poor?’

+ Of Irish extraction, and poor as a rat, his
mother and sisters are seamstreases. He'sa
lawyer now, admitted to the bar, tbanks to
He bLegan life selling papers, was

Mr. Nolan has

who are so dreadinlly priggish
and who npever tell a lie in
There! an opening at last.

Kate Macgregor’s cypicisms and worldly

tBut 1 thought, Sydney enys, with a puz- | knowledge, her sarcastic strictures, on every

ubject ugder the sun,.were a never-failing

Helen a convenient term for her mother's cou- | source of wonder and amusement to Sydney.
sin.) ¢ If money matters are your only trou- ' A very good type of the girl of the period was
ble, Katie, why do you not draw oggme? 1) Miss Macgregor devouring with relish the
have more than I can possibly use, and you { nuwspaper literature of the day, murders, di-
must koow, Aunt Helen must know, that I | vorces, scandals the most atrocious, and ready
#0 discuss and analyza the most revolting
-1 We know you are generosity itself, Syd— i cases with perfect sang froid—a girl tp whom

ney,
with thal toitch ot ¢
she keepsstrictly for family dse, ¢ but even 702
might grow wearty after a time of supporting
a large faunily of third cousins. And of the
two evil g_marrying sixty years, ill-tempered,
and v sliness,
ren, 1y think I prefer the former.
r.(1 waste of time.’ Miss Macgregor pullsat  t
Ler watch. ¢Twenty minutes tofourand the | in her mind:
daylight waning already, and
dio cloges invariably at five.
ten minutes to dress, Miss Owenson.
carriage is already at the door.

ove had meant nothing since her seventeenth

Tnicism in her voloe that | birth-day, and marriage and an establish-
nent everything—a girl who flirted, waltzed,

ook presents, went to watering-places every

summer, went to parties every winter, and in

he midst of all kept & bright look-out for the

main chance—a girl who looked calmly in
the face of every man to whom she was in-

roduced, with these tw guestions uppermost
+Is he rich? and *Can I in-
Not an evil-

The little group before the péinting had

dispersed, and the cousins were free to look
at their leisure.
her gray gloved bands, pursed her ligs, and
get hersulf to find out its fanlts.

Miss Maceregor doubled up

¢H'm! a wery pretty picture—subject

somowhat /riste—¢The Little Sister’ Nuns
are rather a hackoeyed eubject, but always
effective. 'The gas-light falling on that girl's
face is very good—very good, indeed—x fal-
len woman in more senses than one.
ter's dress is painted with pre-Raphaelite
fidelity, and the face—I should say, now, the
face was painted from memory—not exactly
pretty, but very sweet,
of Charity with just that expression. Do you
like it Sydney—you, who have lived in an at-
mosphere of pictures, 8o to speak, for the last
five years ?' )

The Sis-

I have seen Sisters

tLike {t?—yes. Sydney answers dresm-

ily, and that elogquent face of hers—truly an
eloquent face, where all feellngs of the heart

are concerned—seays far more than the quiet
words. The picture pleases her artistic sense,
but 1t bas done more—it has touched her
hear(, and she stands very eilent and looksat
it long. It ’8 a city scene—a twilight scene,
A primrose light yet lingers coldly in the
wintry sky—the baze of early evéning fills

| the air, and the street lamps blink dimly

through it. One or two bright frosty stars
pierce the chill opaline lustre, but day bas
not yet departed. Inthe archway of a large
building & women—a mere girl—seems to
have fallen, huddling her rags about her in a
strange distorted attitude of pain. Her face
is upturned, the gas flares upon it, and- the
baggard eyes stare flercely {n their infinite
misery, their reckless, crazed despair. ‘Above
her, bending over her, her bagket on her aim,
stands a little Sister of the Poor, in her black
aun’s dress. Imfinite compassion, angelic
pity, heavenly sweetness, are in the nun's
wistful face, its peace, its purity, its tender
gentleness, in striking contrast with the fierce
despalr, the haggard 'pain, the reckless
wretchedness of her sister.

¢Qh? Sydney says halt under her breath,
< how beautiful it is, how pathetic a stosy it
tells| Katie, your Von Ette is a geniua.’

s Very likely, says Miss Macgregor, with
one of her sbrugs; ¢ he is hideous enough, I
am sure. The contrast-between, those two
faces is very good.. By-the-bye, there is Mrs.
Grierson—odious, greature—and, as usual, dis-

gustingly overdresged. - I must go and speak
to her. The idgapf.that woman coming to

see a picture! thq‘.'pnly painting sl.e has soul
enough to appreciaté is the drop scene of a
theatre, when Qrierson isn't there, and she
has a new flirtation in hand. o
And then Miss Katherine sweeps grace-
fully and graciously over, and kisses her
friend with effuslon, and in a moment they
are in the midst of a most animated conver-
sation, abusing their. absent and mutval
friends, no doubt, Miss Owenson thinks with
disdain. She presontly leaves the picture she
has come to see and saunters down theroom to
view the others. They are not of equal merit,
rather poorin fact, with the exception of one
which rivets her attention from the first. For
itis called » Sintram,” and is oddly enough a
scene from the story she was reading an hour

ago,

-Tt§s8 very small picturd butin a différent
‘way, quito a8 jtiiking as «The Little Hister.’
‘A dead white’expanse-gf frosen snow, paling
away into the gray'and low:lying sky. Black
and spectral against. this ghostly whiteness
stands out the tall powerful figure of Sintram,
his dark face, full “of passion, remorse, and
borror. Behind him, leering and evil, tempt-
ing bhim to the murder of afriend for.the sake
of that friend's wife, crouches (The Little
Master! Away in the distance, at the foot of
an icy. precipice, lies prostrate and helpless
the gallant Sir Folko: - But the Interest of
the picture centres in Sintram. ~ You can fee
the fierce battle between temptation and
honor, between the inherent ferocity and no-
bility of his nature, and you wonder almost
painfully how the straggle will end.

stands, Katherine deserts her friend and re-
torns to her. An exclamation from Miss
: r -makes her glance round; that
young lady pauses and gazes at ¢Sintram’
with an inexplicable expression of face.

‘1g it not exquisite 7’ Sydney asks; ¢even
better in ifs way than the other? You can
8ee the torture poor, tempted, loyal Sintram
is suffering in hia very face.’

‘I don't know how it may depict Sintram,’
says Katie in.her most caustic voice. ¢I
know it is. & very good portrait ot Lewis
Nolan, although I never saw him wear any
snch gruesome expression as that.

She stands and regards it with a look in
her eyes that Sydney does not understand,
but which i8 something deeper than mere cri-
ticiem )

‘1 wonder If it is for sale? Svdney eagerly
qus. ¢I should like to buy it. Itis my
deal Sintram exactly.’ .

¢You can very easily ascertain. Uacle
Grif will negotiate the transaction for you
with Von Ette. I will call himnow.’

She breaks abruptly off. Uncle Grif still
remains where she has left him, but no longer
meekly alone. A man has entered and
stands talking to him, his tall head slightly
bent, a grave smile on his face, Mr. Nelan,
Sydney knowsin s moment, partly by the ex-
pression of her cousin’s face, partly by his
vivid resemblance to the * Sintram.’ Miss
Macgregor is right, the likeness ig a very good
one, lacking of course, the agony of despair.
A very tall man is Mr. Nolan. Sydney |
glances approvingly at the active figure and
broad sborlders, with a black, close cropped
bead, and a dark, rather sallow face, a face
whose habitusl expzession will be that of:
profound gravity, but which is lighted just
now by a very genial smile. By no means a
pandsome face, but a very good one, a think-
ing face, a strong face ; the face, it might be,
of a wan of powerful passion, held well in
hand by a still more powerful will,
tHere they come,’ says Katherine * Mac-
gregor, half under her breath. ¢Now, then,
Sydney, solve myriddle if youcan. Tell me
what manner of man Lewis Nolan ig % -
¢He is a man who carries himself well, at
least, says Miss Owenson, with a second
calmly approving glance. ¢Your very tall
metn’ slouches as a rule; Mr. Nolan does
not.
¢ Lewis,” says Uncle Grif, shambling up to
hie niece and looking at her in meek de-/
ptession, for the old man stands in mortal awe
of his dashing young relative, ¢ this is Kather-
ine, my niece, Katherine. Youremember,
Katherineg, don't you ?

It is much easier to remember Miss Kath-
erine than to forget her.'says Mr. Nolan, with
an amueed glance into Miss Katherine's
laughing eyes. <My memory Ir. some cases
i3 fatally good.! : . .
tUncle Grif himself never remembers my
existence five seconds after I am out of his
sight, and naturally takes it for granted the
rest of mankind are equally criminal,’ says
Katherine.

¢ We have come to see the picture, you per-
ceive, Mr. Nolan, Itis charming. I have
fallen quite in love with genius.'

¢ Happy Von Ette—happy genius? Would
that I—but of what avail are wishes? I
shall trapsport Carl to the seventh heaven
this evening by letting him know.’

tAg for this,’ says Miss Macgregor, with a
graceful motion toward the *Sintram,” ‘my
cousin is enchanted with it. Oh!—excuseme
—my cousin, Miss Owenson, Mr. Nolan.
Quite a foreigner, I assure you, and a judge of
pictures ; has spent the lastfive years of her
existence ranning from one picture gallery of
Europe to another.’

¢Pgor Von Ettel How wretched the
knowledge will make him, that s0 formidable
a connoisseur has been criticising his poor at-
tempts.’

+] am afraid that speech is more sarcastic
than sincere,’ answers Miss Owenson, coolly.
I am not in the least ~ critic. I know when
a picture pleases me, and very often the pic-
ture thaf pleases me is one connoissears pass
over in contempt.’ :
tAnd ¢ The Little Sister,
tyou really like it, I hope?’
¢I reslly do. It is & cbarming subject,
charmingly executed. But it may surprise
you.to hear, 1 1ikethis better.' S

«That! ¢Sintram? Why, Von Ette put
that in a corner outof the way. Iam not
a judge myself; I faucied it rather good. I
am pot unprejudiced, though, for Sintram, on’
canvag or oft it,is a very old friend .of mine.

¢Is he? Miss Owenson relaxes into an ap-
proving smile. ¢ Youhave sat—stood rather
.—for this Sintram evidently! Mr. Nolan
laughs.

tYeg~Von Ftte read the book in one of
his lazy evenings, and conceived the happy
idea that I resembled the hero. Sintram had
a black complexion, if you remember, and a
corresponding feracity of disposition ; so the
happy idea wag not personally flattering. I
posed with a tragic expression accordingly,
and you see the result. -

¢A very satigfactory result,’ Interposes
Katie; you have the look of a first marderer-
in a melodrama. Did'you really hurl the
gentleman yonder over the precipice in &
trangport of madness, or how? My recollec-
tions ot Sintram are hazy.

Both young ladies, as it chances, ave'look-
ing into Mr. Nolan’s face, and both see a most
remarkeble change pags over it as Kate Mac-
gregor speaks. The dark, color}ass compiex-
fon fades slowly to s gray white. But he
peither starts nor turng away ; only Sydney
notices that his hands tighten over the felt
hat he holds. e

i My tavorite Siatram does no such das-
tardly deed, she 8ays, coming intuitively to
the rescue, aud glancing away from Mr. No-
fan’s altered face; ¢ Sir Folko falls over and
Sintram files to the rescue like the gallant
‘knight hie {s. Is the picture for sale, Mr.
Nolan ? - I shouldlike to have the pleagure of
possessing it.’

" #Ttig for sale, he answers. (Von Ette
will only be too glad to dispose of it.” - -

He speake quite calmly, but the -traitor
blood does not return. He is deadly pale
still, and his eyes—very handsome dark gray
eyes Sydney netices—are fixed in a curious
way on the picture.

¢ Then, Uncle Grif, may I commission you
to purchase it for me,’ says Miss Owenson.
‘I really have seen nothing in a long time
which has 80 completely taken my fancy.

Uncle Grifis ne kin of Miss Owenson's, but
be is Uncle Grif to all who have ever known
him, Indeed his sprightiy niece goes 8o far

' Mr. Nolan asks,

T rrm e e g

Sydney lingers, fascinated, and while she |.

try to prove her before men.’

*| amined separately by

‘ssto affirm that 1n. his tender years
¢Uncle Grif’ to the other boy'il'zf the"::b:;s
A thin; patient-looking old msn, whom ycy
intultively know for an old bachelor at sight
badgered by his strong-mitded sister, patron.
ized by bie nepbew and niece, and imposeq
upon in a general way by.all-the world. Ope
of those men who battle weakly all their lives
;viﬂ]; Mammon, andfead as they began, hope.
esgly poor-—one of the great:brigade
Un%:ccessfnl. & - Bade of the

«Uncle Grxif tells ua vou are engaged i
gregp Harland case, Mr. Nolan, rmemarkgnﬁtﬁg
therine Macgregor. Co

¢As jonlor counsel—yes.

He answers rather dreamily, his eyes sti]
fixed with that curiously intent look upon the
t Yintram.’

¢It is a great opening is it not! You wip
have a chance—and you only need a chance‘
I am sure, to distinguish yourself. !

tMr. Graham - will--have chance enough -
there i8 very little for me.’ '

He takes no notice of her smooth compli.
E:'entth; hgh:‘!pe':l: t;o answer mechanically,

is thoughts wi e picture, or ing
it soggests. “p _ N ’ Something
+You are for the defence, persists his fa]
incﬁi'sltor—'l,ror Mrs. Ht'ull:md, ares :?;ll:
no )

tYes. ’
¢Poor thing ?'—Katherine. heaves a sym-
feel,

pathetic sigh—* how dreadfally ehe muat
to be tried in a week for her life.’

¢ There J8 no question of her life, says Mr
Nolan, still in that absent tone; ¢they can.
not bring it in wilful murder, do their worst
It will be outrageeus to bring it in ever map.
slaughter. Our hope is that we will get a
verdict of ¢ not guilty.’’

tBut she is guilty,’ says Miss Owensop
opening her eyes; ¢she killed her husban,|
Killing is murder, is it not? '

tGod forbid? cries Lewis Nolan, so sug-
denly, so energetically, that Katie absolutely
recoiled.

¢ What then do you call it? asks Sydpev
looking at him with wandering blue e,-};f‘e”

¢ Not murder certainly, elae Heaven help
the world. To hate a man, to lie in wait for
him, to assassinate him, coolly and deliber-
ately with malice prepense—that is murder, if

 you like, and worthy of the gallows.’

tAh, yes! says Katherine, wit
sympathetic sigg. ' ’ a second

‘Idoq‘t see that it makes much difference
to the victim, though,’. says Sydney ; the re-
ault is the same so far as he is concerned
whether he is murdered in hot bloed or cold .'
Mr. Harland was zent into eternity by the

"hands of his wife juct as surely as though she

had lsin in wait there for hou i i
pad la 8, pistol in
tHe was & brate,’ exclaimed Miss Macgre-

gor, ¢ for whom thooting was too goad.

¢ A brute I grant, if what papers say of him
pe troe, who most shamefally insulted and
ill-treated bis wife. All the same, he has

died by her hand, and his blood is upon her.’

¢She did not mean to kill him.
¢Can that avail the soul sent before its
Maker in a moment of time, with all its trans-

gressions upon it?' cries Sydney, her eyes

kindling. . *She did kill him, and she is his

murderess.’

¢« Mijss Owenson, she is guiltless, exclaims

Louis Nolan, a+ answering fire kindling in

his eyes—: guiltless before Heaven, as we shall

tAnd I hold her guilty, with blood to an-

swer and atone for, in this world and in the
next.’

(To be Continued.)
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A LONDON PRIEST AT KNOCEK.
ANOTHER un}axangg APPARITION,
The Rev. Joseph Eavanagh, of St. George's

Cathedral, Southwark, lately spent a few days
at Kuock, which he had been led to visit, like
go many others, by the account of the appari-
tions appearing there.

Father Kavanagh re-
mained at Kuock four days. He arrived thers

on the Monday preceding the feast of Corpus

Christi, and - found the place besieged with

visitors, many of whom had come from great

distances in the hope of finding relief for their
ailments. Amongstthem was & woman {rom
Deptford (a village near London), who had
visited Kuock on the recommendation of her
parish priest, Father Fenton. She suffered
from paralysis of her right arm and band,
which had assumed ashruoken and withered
appearance. Aftera stay of some time she
returned home able to use the hand and arm,
but she is now subject to fainting fits, Father
Eavanagh corroborates the statement of other
visitors as to the number of crutches
and walking-sticks loft behind, he himself
counting as many as seventy in one heap. He
said Mass in the chapel each morning, and
while offering up the Holy Sacrifice on
Thureday, the feast of Corpus Christi, some
members of the congregation called out im-
mediately ‘after thé. E]Jevalion that they saw
a vision on the wall'above the altar. The
people at once became very excited praying
aloud and with great fervor. Archdeacon
Oavanagh, the parish priest of Knock, en-
tered the chapel from” the’sacristy* and be-
sought tbe people to remain quiet and to
calm themselves. Fatber Kavanagh states
that at the time he could perceive’ nothing
uausual in the direction ia which. the vision
was seen. After Mass the people who afiirm-
ed that they had seen the apparition were ex-
: ‘Archdeacon Cavanagh,
and their accounts a8 to what they saw did
ot vary in any essential ‘particulars. After
her Kavanagh, accompanied by the

Mass Father Eava
Archdeacon, endeavored to accouat for the

apparition of the morning by tracing the
course, of the rays of sunlight entering the
windows. While doing 5o they perceiveda
light iu the form of a star above the altar on
the wall of the church, which remained sta-
tionary for a considerable time. AB it was
entirely. out of tbe line of light of any of the
windows, and rémained intact éven after sun-
set, its presence could not he accounted for
by either of those who witnessed it. During
his stay at Enock Father Kavanagh saw
many inatances of the fervour and devotion of
those who crowded around the shrine, and
was thoroughly impressed with the plety of
the visitors. He also bears testimony to the
courtesy of Archdeacon Cavanagh, whose la-
bours are most haraesing’ and- constant.—

Liverpool Catholic Times.

Truth says ;—4 The wholesales do not visit
the retaile at Ciapham,” said Mrs. 'Potiphur,
in her v cartain” lectures. , And it would ap-
pear from the following advertisement that
the children of the upper classes cannot even
meet at church those of the middle and lower
classes at Sydenham. But who, I should be
glad to know, decided upon the right of each
child to rank smongst the Sydenham upper
clagses 7  Was it the Bishop of Madagascar
or the beadle?’ it N.B.~—The afternoon ser-
vice on June 27 will be for the children of
the upper classes, when the Bishop of Mada~
gasoar will preach to them .on missions.
Tickets for this service may be had of L'ha
vioar or the churchiwardens of St Matthew's.
‘Each child is requested to bring a small coin
for the Madagascar mission, and & cut fower,
which will be left in the church, and for-
warded {o the Children’s Hospital.




