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FALSE AFFECTIONS.
cold blast of winter at even doth blow
ﬁzihethe pale moon illumines the brig'ht.

spauvglea sno #,
Andpt.hegangelﬁ of n_lght, gpreads his wings o'er

the vale .
And the harps of ZEolis are loud in their wail,
The travellér stays for the evening to rest .
‘Where the cold bitter ‘blasts his reposings mo-’

lest. b - -
His caﬁnpﬂre he lights on the side of the steep,
Enw]rapped with his mantle he lays him w0
sleep. .

Thr})u&l}l the night asthe firelight is waxing
n ow,

He arises and strengthens its flame to a glow—
In the East, slowappearing, themorning beams

TOW,
An§ the traveller wakes for his journey anew.
More fagots he heaps on the fire of the ave
Torefresh and rewarm him before he shallleave;
Repose of the night; like its shadows, has past,
‘And the traveller starts on his journey at last!

He 15 gone, and the fire that he 1it on the hill

Is burning awny-—burnin%sllenuy still;

And an hour passes on—the fire is no more,
‘And we see but the ashes where flames were be-

fore;
The sno;v by the noon on the cold valley fell—
Not a trace of the camp fire Is now in the dell,
‘And the nextethat in travelllng goes by that

waY, -
Candnot. 'uan of the fire that burned bright yester-
ay. -

»Tis thus with offections, all human and vain,
They are strong during life as the fire of the

aln,
'WTJE:J the hour for departure is drawing full

nigh,
The ﬂime 18 1it up, as tho’ hever to dle.
At times duriug life it may sink for a while;
But revives ata word, or a tear, or a smile;
We part—and the flame that is spoken in vO
Like the fire of the traveller is dwindling now'

And 2 year rolls away—where aflections nave

en,
The nshes remaining, alone can be seen;

And stil] files a year, as already the last,

‘And the snows of oblivion fall on the past,

Apd the next that may pass by that fire-place 60

ht
Clan see not a trace of the once britliant light—
Thus affections unfounded are sure Lo expire,
Asextinguished the traveller’s once warm fire!
JoserH K. FORAN,

Green Park, Aylmer, Aungust 10th, 1880,

One Night's Mystery.
By May Agnes Fleming.

PART II.

CHAPTER XI.
« HER HEART'S DESIRE.”

‘Pz nine days' wonder was at an end ; the
Wonderful Wedding had become a thing of
the past. Mr. and Mrs. Nolan bad been
wandering about for fully six weeks,and were
shortly expected home.

Home! Where ultimately that was to be
Lewis Nolan had not the faintest idea. . His
intention was to take his wife to a hotel upoL
their return, and once he had asked her if
among them she had any preference, and
Sydney had blushed in a guilty way and
evaded an answer. The man’s pride to a cer-
tain degree had been excoriated by his mar-
riage, and he shrank with, perhaps, a morbid
gensitiveness from renewing this subject.
They had gope to Washington first, then
westward ; it did not matter where just at’
p-esent, you know; they did noi tread the
earth, but & sublimated, etherealized, rap-
turous world of their own. Mrs. Nolan bhad
desired 1o go to Europe, and show Mr. Nolan
Italy and the Rhine, Paris, and Napoleon the
Third ; but Mr. Nolan had incisively de-
clined. A six wceks’ holiday he might
aftord ; a six months’ scamper was not to be
thought of. Did Mrs. Nolan expect to hen-
peck kim at this early stage of proceedings ?
He objected to being trotted about Europe at
present ; his wife might consider herself tor-
tunate that be had honored her by leaving
Wall Street, even for » day. And Sydney
had laughed, and given up the peint. It was
delightful to obey Lewis, to feel he had the
right to command, that she belonged to him,
to him alone, wholly and for all time!

But the six weeks ended, and they were
coming back., Coming back—where? Once
more Nolan broached the hotel question—
onoe more Sydney slipped out of it with a
caressing : ¢ Wait until we get to New York,
Lewis ; I'll decide then. All through the
honeymocn & conspiracy had been in pro-
gress; mystericus letters passed between
Mrs. Grabam and the bride, which the bride-
groom was not permitted to see, and which
wreathed Mrs. Nolan’s face with dimples.

©One lovely June morning, a steamer floated
up to her pier, and the happy pair were back
ip the dear familiar din and dust of Gotham.
A very elegant private carriage, with a pair of
handsome black horses and a coacbman,
blacker than the horses, was drawn up to the
pler. Within' sat Mrs. Graham and Uncle
Grif, and handshakings and kissing ensued,
and inquiries all round, and the young wife
was informed she was looking uncommeonly
well, and then the quartette were flashing
away up town. Sydney sat, and talked, and
looked nervous amd cast wistful sidelong
glances at her husband. Mr. Nolan, uncom-
fortably unconscious of his destiny, but with
a feeling that all the rest knew, took out a
dawmp morning paper, and with a troe ¢ mar-
ried-man manner’ calmly began to read.
Yresently they were very farup town in quiet
and dignified streets ot brown-stone stateli-
ness, and before one of those ¢palatial ' re-
sidences, semi-detached, with shrubbery in
front and an air of elegant rusticity, the car-
riage stopped.

« Lewis,'Sydney said, in a tremulous whis-
per; laylog her hand on his arm, ¢ this is—
homs.’

His eyes answered her; he said mothing,
only sprang out and assisted the ladles,
Uncle Grif ambled after, and the carriage
wag driven round to certain stables in the
Tear.

They entered an imposing hall, hung with
paintings, rich in bronze and statuary, aud
into » dinipg-room, perfectin every dark and
handsome appointment, where a table stood
with a silver and'china. breakfast equipage,
and where Mamma' Nolan came forward to
meet and welcome her son and daughter.
And still in silenee Lewis saw it all.

« How is Lucy 7’ Sydney asked.

¢ Better than usual, and Sydney-sick, as per-
haps her letters have told you. Will you go
up-stairs and take off your things? You
must be famished after your journey. I will
show you the way.’

«Oome, Lewis, Sydnev said, shyly, and
Lowis followed up the long easy stairway, to
another hall, both perfect in every minute de-
tail of costly upholstery. Mamma Nolan
threw open a door and displayed a vista of
three rooms en suite, quite superdb in coloring
and appointment.

+I hope they will plense yon,’ said Mamma

Nolan. ¢Mrs. Grabam followed your in-
structions to the letter. Now make haste,
like good children, and come down to break-
fast.’ _
She bustled away, and busband and wite
were alone.: Sydney stood, that flattering
eclor of hers deeapening and fading, thenshe
turned and threw herselfinto his arms.

+Oh, Lewis! she sald again, ¢this 18
home.’ o

He held her still in silence, gazing alkout
1hq rich and beautifal rooms;,

«You—you are not angry that I did not
consult ‘you? she ‘ said, pleadingly. ¢
wanted to surprise you. It is so long since
I.bave had a home; ‘a realhome, that the
thought of this has been sweet to me. ~ You
‘do” not mind, Lewis? Why don't you
speak ? ' C

" ¢What can I say, Sydney? I feel crushed.
Fortune seems to shower fairy gifts upon me.
I recelve all and give nothing. There are
no words that I can speak. = Some day—if
ever—when I am a successful man, I will tell
you what I (eel; just now I cannot. I can
only say—1I love my wite.’

Perhaps Mr. Nolan could have said in his
most eloquent moments nothing his wife
would have liked so well. dhe laughed as
she threw off hat and jacket, and began to
smooth her hair. _

¢ It is a lovely bouse, is it not? Mr. Gra-
bam, Uncle Grif, Mrs. Graham, and your
mother were all inthe plot.  You never can
tell, Lewis’ sanid Mrs. Nolan plaintively,
¢what I bhave suffered the past six weeks
keeping this secret.’

+I am quite sure. of it, my love. . .

¢And it is the last, the very last I ever
mean to keep from you for a moment. Now
let us go down to breakfast, for I am most ex-
cruciatingly bungry.

Sydney’s new life has tairly begun—her un-
clouded new life. Lewis made his daily pil-
grimage to Wall Street early in the morning,
and madam generally drove down for him
early in the evening. Lucy was well, that is,
much better than usual. Katie Macgregor
wad back, had roped in the erratic old Von-
derdonck at Iast, and was to lasso him for
good at St Alban’s, in early autumn. Mrs.
Macgregor, now that the evil was inevitable,
smiled upon her fair, erring relative once
more, even upon that fuir relative’s pauper
husband. Finally, Mr. and Mrs. Nolan
gave an « At Home,” preparatory to Mis.
Nolan's flitting away before the July heats,
and a large nssembly were binden and came.
1t was an affair to be remembered—the ro-
mavutic interest attaching to the marrrage;
the lovely, blissful face of the voung wite,
her exquisite toilet and diamonds ; the stately
bearing and air moble of the young husband,
carrying himself as one to the manner born;
the magnificence of the house itself—all com-
bined to make this reception quite out of
common—a brief glimpse of romance.

And so Sydney bas her heart’s desire, the
husband she loves, and a home that is an
ideal home in its beauty and perfectness;
and is that world's wounder, rare a8 the blos-
som of the century plant—a perfectly happy
woman. '

CHAPTER XII.
TEDDY.

Trs first days of Julv send Mrs. Nolan to
Newport for . the blazing weeks, and Mrs.
Graham and Katherine Macgregor go also.
Mr. Nolan escorts them, stays s day, and re-
tarns to town. He has grown used to belog
stared at as the heroof a love match, a sort of
modern Claude Melnotte, a lucky young bar-
rister, who has successfully carried off, over
the heads of all competitors, tbe beautiful
heiress of fabulous thousands. Great things
are predicted of this fortunate young man by
the knowing ones.

‘A young fellow of prodigious talent, sir,
eat oratorical powers, keen forensic abil-
fties. With hisown cleverness, industry and
ambition, combined with the great biauty and
wealth of bis wife, and the social power she
will wield, any career is open to Nolan—axy,
sir—bar, bench; or senate. The young man
will be & judge at thirty, sir—a fellow of in-
fiite capabirities, and amazingly shrewd for
a youngater. Lovely creature, the wife.’

Tt seemed as if Nolan himself, who said
very little about it, had notions that coin-
cided. Certainly he did not spare himself ;
he worked without stint or measure. Syd-
ney entreated him, when he made his tiying
visits, to remain & week; he kissed her,
laughed at her, and returned inexorably.
She was growing jealous of these grimy big
tomes, of his oftice and profession, that en
chained him. How much stronger hold they
seemed to have upon him than she had.
Ambitious he had always been, and his affec-
tions for his wife was but an added spur.
She must be proud as well asfond of the
penniless husband she had chosen, and he
grudged every lost hour ag one that kept suc-
cesg an hour longer off,

Every Saturday evening he went to New-
port and spent Sunday with his wife, Asa
matter of course, therefore, Sunday became
the one day ot the week to this infatuated
young woman. Htill the intervals, wit: their
water parties, driving parties, horseback
rides, long walks, evening hops, surf bathing,
band, the well-dresred. well-mannered crowd
of men and women, all the light insoucient,
sunny, sensuous life of a fashionable water-
ing-place, could hardly drag to any very wear-
isome extent. Sydney grew plump and rosy
as Hebe's self, and seemed to have found a
fairy fountain of percnnial beanty and youth.
Mr. Nolan, on the other hand, as August
blazed to a close, began to look a trifle jaded
and worn ; hot weather and hard work were
bezinuing to tell upon  him, and Sydney,
quick to note the slightest shade on that one
face of all faces, grew alarmed, and despite the
expostulations of friends and admirers, flitted
back to the city to see that Lewis did not go
off with congestion of the brain from over-
study.

«. What could that beautiful creature have
seen in that fellow? queried the Newport
gentlemen, pulling their pet mustaches me-
ditatively. ¢ A clothes-wearing fellow, with
nothing to say for himself, nothing in the
way of looks to speak-of, besides a tolerable
figure and a pair of overgrown eyes. What's
there about him that she should have thrown
away herself and her ducats upon him, and
after four month's of matrimony adore the
ground ho walks on?

Sydney was looking forward toa very gay
winter. -She knew tbat she could further her
husband’s views by her own gracious hospi-
tality. In the case of almost every success-
ful man there is always a woman who does
for him what he cannot do for himselt, a
good genius in petticoats without whom suc-
cess could never have been achieved. She
may be his wife or she may not, the world
may know of her or it may not, but she clings
to him and loves him, and her slender hand
either pulls or pushes him to heights he else
would never attain, So Sydney purposed
taking Society by storm this winter, giving a
series of brilliant entertainments, and making
her husband’s face as familiar to'all influen-
tial New York as thestatue in Union Square.
But - woman proposes—the Infinite Justice
that disposes had decreed very differently
from Mrs. Lewis Nolan. :

September wa3 here, and September in New

York isa perfect month, a gem in the neck-
lace of the year. .
Coming home from a shopping expedition
one atternoon, Mrs. Nolan was informed by
the smart black boy in buttons who answered
the bell, that & -caller awaited her- in the
drawing-room.’ ' :
'« Been waitin’ more’'n half-an-hour, missis,’
says Jim; ¢sald jest to tell you, please, as
how a very old friend : wished - to see you.
Didn't give me no name, nor card, nor
unffin, misels, Got a“little boy wid her,
EIBBIB.' t o o . :

Sydney descended to the drawing-room..
A lady, dressed in black sat on a sofa, her
back to the door, turning a photograph book,
and for ‘some seconds did notturn. A child
of four,ya handsome little fellow, in velvet
blouse and breeches, golden ringlets and &
pait of shapely juvenile legs, 1ooked up at her
with a friendly smile. .

" Yery much puzzled, Sydney drew near;
the child was a stranger to her—who was
the lady ? o »

The lady arose at the moment, turned, and
faced her. There was a gasp, & cry, & rush,
and Sydney was clasping in her arms Cyrilla
Hendrick !

¢ Cyrilla! Cyrilla! oh, darling Cy !

¢ My dearest Sydney I’

Yes, it was Oyrilla’s voice—Cyrilla’s dear,
familiar face upon which she was raining
kisses. The old fascination of her school-
girl days was not outgrown by later loves.
As the world held but one perfect man, that
man her husband, 80 it held but one Gyrilla
Hendrick, friend dearest and best beloved.

¢ My pet, my pet ! cries Mrs. Nolan, in a
rapture, ¢ what & surprise this is! Oh! Cy—
darling—how I have longed for you, worried
about you, all this time! Where have you
been ? Why did you not find me out before ?
Let me Jook at you and make sure it is my
very own Cyrilla.’

She bolds her off and gazes. Cyrilla
smiles. She is changed, but not greatly.
There is the creamy, colorless beauty, the
youthful roundness, the perfect contour of
other days, the old haughty poise of the head,
the great dusk, sombre eyes, the high-bred,
dis]tinguished air Sydney reinembers so
well. .

¢ Well 7’ Cyrilla says coolly.

tYou have changed, dear, and yet,- where
the change is I canpot make out. Oh! my
Cy—my own dear friend, I cannot tell you,
indeed T cannot tell you, how happy it makes
me to see you agaio.’

«I was sure of it,’ is Cyrilla's answer, ¢ else
be very certain, Sydney, I bad never come.
It is.my turn to look at you,
changed certainly. How handsome you have
grown! You were always pretty, but not
like this.’

¢Happiness is an excellent cosmetic,’
laughs Mrs. Nolan, ‘and I am very happy
Cyrilla.’ .

t You look it. And 50 you are t wooed and
married and a'—what a fortunate man is Mr.
Nolan! 1 hope heappreciates it.” -

¢ Fully, I assure you.

All this time they have been standing
clasping each other’s hands, gazing in each
other's faces. Now the youthful personage
in the velvet blouse, who has beea standing

unnoticed regarding this scene, pulls Cyrilla’s
dress and pipes in:

¢ Mamma-~mammas,
lady ¥

¢« Mamma! Sydney starts as if she was
shot, and looks from one to the other. She
has absolutely forgotten the child in the sud-
den surprise of the meeting. Cyrilla’s ron,
surely, for Cyrilla’s black, solemn eyes shine
in the baby face, although the small, fair fea-
tures and flaxen curls are very unlike her
friends dark skin and jetty hair.
¢This lady is Auntie Sydney—pyou know
Auntie Sydney? The small head nods in-
telligently.

«Now go and tell Auntie Sydney who you
are, my pet.’

tThe young gentleman advances, very
much at his ease, 1noks up into Mrs. Nolan's
face, and gives his bivgraphy.

¢ [ is Teddy Croo. .

¢ Ob, Cy ! Sydney says, and snatches Leddy
Croo in her arms and takes away his breath
with kisses, + I mever dreamed of this.’

She is paler than Cyrilla with emotion, as
she bends over Cyrilla’s son, all the maternal
heart in a wife's bosom aroused.

«You know that I was married, did you
not 7' Cyrilla says quietly. ¢You remember
my visit to you at Mrs. Macgregor's five
vears ago last May? That was my bridal
tour, Sydmey. 1 had been married two
woeks then.’ .

She stops amoment. She has great self-
command, always had, but even Zer self-com-
mand is shaken a little as she thinks of then
andnow.

«T married Fred Carew at Mrs. Colorel
Delamere’s house, Sydney, and, under pretext
of visiting you, came to New York with him.
It was all of a piece—duplicity on my part
from first to last, dupliclity that worked its
own retribution, The very day I left you I
met Miss - Jones in a Brondway omnibus, and
she went all the way to Montreal to tell my
aunt. The deceit, the plotting, the lalre-
hoods, from beginning to end, were mine—
mine alone. Fred urged me to tell the
truth—he only yielded to please me. I
wanted him and I wanted Miss Dormer’s
money, and in trying to secure both, lost
both. It wassimple justice—I acknowledge
that.’

1 wrote to Mr. McKelpin,' faltered Syd-
ney. *There weresuch extraordinary rumors
afloat. Some said you had been married to
Mr. Carew ; others, that although you were
with him in New York, you were not his—’

¢« His wife—go on, Sydney. ThatI should
lose reputation as well as husband and for-
tune, I also richly deserved ; for across my
aunt’s dying bed, with Fred’s eyes upen me,
I denied our marriage.’

¢+1 never believed that story,’ said Sydney.
«1 mean, that you were not married. Ifyou
were with Lieutenant Carew in this city, 1
knew as surely as I lived, it was as his
wifel’ .

tMy loysl Sydney! Yes, I mever feared
your hearing, I never doubted your fidelity.
Whatever has befallen me, I have fully
merited. You know how poor Aunt Phil
hated Fred—well, she was dying, and she
asked me to swear that I was not his wife.
1 see the scene at this moment, Sydney, a8
vividly as I saw it then. I live it over in
dreams. I awake with a start a dozen times
a day, and come back from that dingy,
stifling room, with Aunt Dormer, a ghastly
sight in the bed, Mrs. Fogarty and Miss
Jones watching with deadly hatred for my
downfall, and Fred standing with folded arms
walting for me to speak. I bave never seen
him since, Sydney—no, not once—never even
have heard of him from that dreadful day.’

For a moment—only a moment—she fal-
ters and breaks down, but ghe neither sobs
nor sheds a tear. It is Sydney’s eyes that are
full.

¢T lost all, Sydney, Cyrilln goes on. ¢ Aunt
Dormer died and lett all she possessed, all I
had slaved and sinned for, to Donaid Mc-
Kelpin. 1 fell down ina fit of some kind
on Miss Dormer's bed. I remember that,
and I know tbat it was Fred who iifted and
“carried me to my room. I heard him whisper-
¢ good-by,” and go. After that all is hazy—
my head was not clear, it had the queerest
feeling, ns if it were grown enormously large
and as light ag a cork.

¢ The strain had been too much for me~—
the illness was coming on even then that
nearly ended my life. I had but one iden—
to get away from ;that house, from Montreal,
before MoKelpin came. I did it. I goton
the train, found a seat somehow, and seemed
to be soing spivning through empty air. I
can recall no more for many weeks. 1 was
in a Boston hospitai when iife came back,
so weak that I could neither lift my hand,

who is the pretty
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nor speak ‘sloud, tor care-whather I lived or
died. 'T'hey were-very.kind to me. One of
the physicians bad takén s faficy.to.me, it

Gradually I grew stronger, and from Dr.
‘Digby I discovered where .l was'and how I
had come there. . .

¢tSome time in the evening, it appeared,
the conductor going his rounds, had found
me lying in my seat to all appearance dead
or dying. There was Sreat excitement and
alarm, and the moment we reached Boston
I was brought here. I had been ill, very ill
—=s0 ill that at one time Dr. Digby had
thought death inevitable. My friends in
Montreal had advertised for me, he said. I
stared at this—one of them, he went on, had
even come here to see me. His name was
McKelpin, and he bad left a note for me, and
the sum of five thousand dollars to my credit
in the bank. Donald McKelpin, whom T had
always even laughed at, whom I had shame-
fully led on and deceived, was an honorable
gentleman after all, it seemed. I cried over
bis notc, Sydney—I, who never cry, but I was
wealk and bioken down, and kindness so un-
deserved moved me. It was acoldand civil
note; he made no allusion to my merriage or
my treachery; he simply said that his late
lamented friend, Miss Phillis Dormer, having
left him her'whole property, he considered. it
his duty to see that the services I bad ren-
dered his esteemed friend in her last illness
were not unrequited. It was what I had no
right to expect from him, of all men, but I
felt that it was no more {han I had rightfully
earned from her. Twice that amount would
not have repuaid me for the life Iled at Miss
Dormer's, 80 I answered Mr. McKelpin, ac-
cepted the money humbly ard gratefully, and
then turned my thoughts to the future., I
was not to die, it seemed, and lonely and de-
solate as life would be, T clung to it as we all
cling. T had five thousand dollats, and
youth, and just then that seemed affluence.
Long before Dr. Digby thought me fit to
leave his care, I bade him good-bye and came
here to New York, found a boarding-house,
and grew strong at my leisure.

I am not going to tell you, Sydney, how
desolate and heart-sick, remorseful and de-
spairing I was at times. If you had been
hereI would have come to you; you were
just the only person in the world whose pity
I could have borne. I had not one friend
in the whole great city, and of all loneliness
the loneliness of one utterly alone in a great
city is the most utter. To see thousands
pass you by and not one familar face, to feel
a lost, unknown creature among all who come

and go, to know that you might drop down
and diein their midst and not one to give you
a second thought. Oh! you cannot realize
this. It was the most absolutely wretched
time of my life; but in spite of that I grew
strong and hearty, and the old question rore
up—what should Idqe? Five shousand dol-
lars would not last forever. I mustearn my
own living. -

«My firstthought, one that I found hard to
give up, was of the stage. IfI had capabili-
ties for anytbhing, if I had a vocation in life,
that was it. I wasan excellent elocutionist
already, thanks to long training and natural
taste; I had a tall and good figure, a passable
face, a head of good bair below my waist, and
two black eyes. I took stock of myseif as
any manager might appraiso me; I had a
flexible voice; I could dance, 8ing, speak
French, and would never know the meanlng
of stage fright. I bad money enough to live
upon until the ipitiative training was com-
plete. I felt certain of success if L tried, and
still—and still I hesitated. I had outraged
my husband, driven him from me, and now
that I had fost lost him, I did what I never
had done before in my life—stopped to think
whether or no he would haveapproved of my
impulses. Easy as you may have thought
him, free from prejudices, he yet had very
strong pride and prejudices about certain’
things. One of these was the stage, for me.
He had vetoed it ever since I had known him.
¢ It's no place for you, Beauty,’ he would say,
¢ with your gunpowder temper, and peppery
pride, and overbearing little ways generally.
Ynu would come to griefin the green-room in
a week. DBesides, the theatre's well enough
for those that must goin for that sort of
thing ; some of the women are trumps, take
‘em anyhow you like; but it’s not the place
for you, Beauty ; I never want to see your
face behind the footlights.’
tAnd I knew Freddy feit much more
strongly and deeply on this subject than he
could express. And I, who had never ac-
knowledged any will but my own heretofore,
now that he and I were parted forever,
obeyed his wishes, gave up my one ambition,
and resolved that my life for the future
should be one of expiation for the past. I
had found a quiet home about this time with
a widow, ¢ poor but houest, as they say, who
took no other boarders ; and here, one Janu-
ary day, my baby arrived.  Life all at once
grew bright again ; I had something to love,
live for, and work for, After all the tears
and weeping, joyfulness has been poured in
at last.

« Four months after baby’s birth!I set nfy-
gelf resolutely to 1 ok for labor. I had lived
s0 economically that I had nearly four thou-
sand dotlars still, but I was growing nig-
gardly for baby’s sake, and must keep that
for him. I advertised in the daily papers and
answered advertisements withoat number,
ladies wanted companions—families wanted
governesses—there seemed mo end of situa-
tions ; but when one applied there was al-
ways something that rendered it impossible
to accept. I advertised for pupils in music
and French ; but the market was drugged, it
seemed, with French and music teachers.
Four months had passed, and I seemed as far
off a livelihood as ever, but baby thrived and
grew,and I was happy, Sydney, as happy as I
could bein this world ngain. At last, it was
by the merest chance I saw an advertisement
of a young ladies’ seminary in Chicago that
stood in need of & French, and music, and
singing governees. With credentials from
the clergyman who had baptized Ted, and
the doctors, I went to Chicago, suited the
vacancy,and got it. I had lost my husband
I told the gentlemanly principal and his wife,
&nd they looked sympathetic, and did not
prees me with questions. Of course I could
not keep my bdby in the school, and - the
thought of parting with him almost made me
resign the position. But thiz would have
been folly, and I was worn outtrying so long,
so the sacrifice had to bemade. After some’
trouble I found a young married woman, with
a soven-months baby of her own, willing to

to her care I wasobliged toresign him. One
inducement was, that she kept a cow, and
Teddy could have plenty of fresh milk: And

nurses to my boy; he has been with Mrs:
Martin ever since.

Gyrilla paused, as if her story had come to
an end, and looked wits tender eyes at her
little son.

¢ Who is he like, Sydney 7' ste wistfally
agked. e

tLike Fred Oarew, with Cyrilla Hendrick's
black eyes. My own dear Cy, how Jonely
and miserable you must have been all these
years—how much you have'suffered since we
met last.’ o

I have wrought way own destruction, Syd-

seemed, and gave me devoted care and!skill. '

that I bave wrecked his life, and hatp myself
forit.’ - ST N 3

those years?’

¢ Nothing of him or from him ; I ne‘vex"»e";;-'

pect to—1I do not even wish it.’

«Not wish it? o

« No—we could never be happy together;
ke could never trust me, he could have no-
thing but contempt for the wife who so
basely denied him. If he took me back at
all it would be through pity, and I would
rather be a8 1 am than that.” o Gl =52

TAh! Cy, the oid pride is not dead yet.
If it were my case, I think I would only be
too glad to be taken back on any terms. It
is strange to me tbat Mr. Carew has not
sought you out. He was so fond of you,
Cyrilla, I can't understand his resigning you
wholly for one fault; love forgives every-
thing.’

«Not such a sin as mine; and Fred, slow
to anger, is also slow to forgive. Don't let
us talk abol® it. I am resigned, or try to be.
But to go on---I have to think of the future,
not the past.’

¢ And all of these years you have been &
governess in a school. What a destiny for
you, my brilliant Cyrilla?

Cyrilla half laughed.

+Do you remember Aunt Phil's cheerful
prediction, croaked out so often ? ¢Mark my
words, my niece Cyrilla will cometo no good
end” She was a true prophetess, was she
pot? And it does notlighten labor, or cheer
the monotony, to fe=1 that I owe it all to my-
self. Well, I ought to be thankful in the
main, T suppose. 1 have Teddy, & respect-
able home and profession, they are all
kind and friendly, and 1 save money for a
rainy day. Itis bettor fortune than I de-
serve.’

¢ You are greatly changed, Cy; thissad, re-
signed yanner is not much like the bright
ambitious Cyrilla Hendrick of Petit St. Jac-
ques. What shuttlecocks of fortune we all
are !’

« Life's battledore has hit you, gently, Syd :
I never thought that you would grow half so
lovely. Can vouimagine why I have sought
you out at last?

+ Bemorse of conscience at having neglect-
ed me so long, Ishould hope.’

¢1 am afraid not. I have come to remind
you of a promise—meade first in school, after-
ward in your old home; a promise that if
ever I stood in need of a friend, do what I
might, you would be that friend.’

¢I remember,’ Sydney answered, with emo-
tion. ¢To see you and be your friend is all
that has been wanting, since my marriage,
to ma'te my happiness complete. What is
it, Cyrilla?

+That you will take my boy and keep him
for me until I can claim him. Mrs. Martin
and her husband are going to Galveston, and
Teddy will lose his home. 1o give him to
strangers I camnot endure; but if you will
take him, Sydne !

Sydney's answer is the delighted hug she
inflicts on Master ‘[eddy.

'Oh, Cy! how good youare to think of me.
I love children; do I need to tell you that I
love yours above all! My pet, kiss Auntie
Sydney! Iamgoingtobeyourmamma,now.
You will stay with me, Teddy, won't you?

take charge of Teddy on reasonuble terms, and:

she has been the best and most tender of

¢t Does you have Johnny-cake for tea ?' asked

Teddy cautiously, before committing himself
torash promises, ¢Cause 1f you hasn’t I
won't.!

" «Johnny-cake, pound-cake, jslly, oranges,
candies, ice-cream—everything !’ says Auatie
Sydney, magnificently.

tSen I'll stay with you,’ says Teddy, mani-
festing no emotion of any kind. ¢I like
oranges, and candy, and ice-cream. Does
you keep a cow ?’

tNot a cow, Teddy, but I think we might
get one if you wish it very much. And a pony
—can you ride a pony, Ted ?’

+I can wide a wocking hoss, answers Ted-
dy, rousing to enthusiasm at last. ¢I can
make him gee up, bully, iike everything !’

¢ Then consider yourself master of & wock-
in’-hoss and a cow, and oranges unlimited

Oh! Cyrilla, why cannot you stay as well as
Teddy, and make your home with me? I
would be so ha py—'

+And Mr. Nolan also, no doubt,’ says Cy-
rilla, smiling; men 2re so fond of having
their wife's bosem friends domiciled with
them. No thank you, Syd; I have my life
work to do, aund will do it. You have made
me unutterably grateful by taking Ted.’
+You will miss him dreadfully, Cy.’

¢ Naturally, butit must be done. Ilook
forward to a time, a few years hence, when 1
will have a home of my owp, however hum-
ble, where my pupils may come to me. And
now tell me about yourself, dear; I have
selfishly monopolized the time with my
talking.’ .

« What shall I tell?” Sydney answers with
a radiant look. 'In a happy wife's history
there is no romance. Itis only life's sorrows
and sufferings that make interesting stories.
No, there is nothing to tell. I am manied
and happy—all is said in that.’

¢] have neverseen your husband. What
is he like? Tall, short, dark, fair—which?’

I will show you his photograph. I have
a score more or less, about the house. Oh,
dark of course, but it is useless to ask me
what he is like. I don’t know- It is months
since I ceased to see him—as he ia.

She taughingiy produces two or three large
sized photographs, taken in different attitudes
Gyrilla examines them thoughtftlly.

tIg—is Mr. Nolan handsome? she asks,
hesitatingly. ¢ These things are such carica-
tures sometimes.’ : ‘

«Handsome ? repeats Mr. Nolan's wif
still laughing ; ¢I am sure I do not know. I
see only an idealized Lewis, with a counten-
ance like a king, whom nothing else, not the
real Lewis himself, perbaps, would recognize.
I only saw him once as others see him, and
then 1 recollect- I fancied -him rather plain
Need I say it would be rank heresy to call
him plain in my presence now ?'

Oyrilla laughs in answer, but she also
sighs. ) C

‘Happy Sydiey! It is o face one likes
strong and intellectual ; better still, the face
of a good ‘man, ‘Give me one, and one of
your own; it will be pleasant to have them
in my room.) = '

¢ And go you will not stay ?’ .

«Not another moment. No, Sydney,do not
entreat, please; it was difficult to get off—a
great favor, anu I'am bound by promise to
make no delay in New York. I shall start

.again in an hour/

. Bnt you will wait and see my husband?'
Bydney cries, aghast, '

¢ Not'oven that will tempt me. A promise

given should be a promise kept. - I must go
this very instant. Teddy, mamma's going;
what have you got to say ¥ n '

_ +Dood-by,’ says this young pailosopher,
his two little paws in his two littie pockets,

and not moving a muscle. Oyrilla's lips
quiver as she clasps bim and kisses him.
tTeddy will be a good boy, and not make
Auntie Sydney auy trouble ?! B
¢ Yes, I11.be dood when I gets de wockin-
hoss, Teddy replies, still careful not to com-
mit himself, “He accepts rather than returns
his mother’s -caresses, and sees her depart

without winking once. Ofa phlegmatic and

+You. have heerd n&ﬂﬁgﬁg -_from,. himx_dl_l‘,

| other will make it'br

unemotional nature, evidently, is i
Carew, junior, ' 2y, 18 Frederio
8o Cyrilla goes, and Sydney leads ¢
Ted up to her own reom, tee);ing as ]ilg&::ter
(dream, feeling also that the;last-drop of co[,a
tent has been added. to;ber cup, and that on;

¢ Prifi over ‘with bliss.
(To bé Contrnued.) -

IRISH CRIMINALS IN AMERICA,

How They Compare Iin Number Witk
Thoseof Other Nationalities.

The oft repeated and cant saying, u yw
built our jails, etc. ?”” has long beeﬁ in“ulsg
by the political; as well as the religious bigot
who, when beaten in fair, manly arguments
takes to mendacity and ruffianism in the
dernier theme of « our jails etc. are filled |,
the Irish.” 'That the Irish possess the név
cessary skill as_well as muscle to build jaj);
is undisputed ; but the tenth annual répor;
of the Board of Commissioners of "Pullje
Oharities of the State of Pennsylvania fo,
1880, and to which is appended a statistica}
report, fully attests to what extent prisouns are
filled by the Irish.

These.carefully arranged tables at the eng
of the volume show that 3,417 persons were
convicted of crime during 1879, of whom 57
were in Philadelphia. Of these ten were
hanged, making just 250 persons thus exe.
cuted in that State daring the last ‘hundred
years. Of these convicts 84.2¢ per ~ent, are
native Americans; 5,09 per cent. Germans :
5.53 per cent. Irish ; and 3.40 per cent. Eugf
lish. That the data given in these statistics
is a safe criterion on which to base a fair
average for the States, must appear manifest
to any fair and impartial person. Indeed, the
chances are that it would be in excess, inas.
mx_:ch as the unfavorable circumstances angd
evil influences under which Irishmen were
placed renders the assumption highly iusti-
fiable that crime, among them, was at the
maximum during the past few years in Per.
sylvania. '

One of the oldest and most reliable mags.
zines in this country, the Penn J[ontizblr/
published in Philadelphia, in its issue for
August and in an article entitled «'pe
watch over our public charities,” pp. 452
ard 653, comments as follows on the above
statistics :—

i These proportions are certainly not such
as coincide with popular impressions. There
is a very common notion that the Irish in
America contribute more than their share to
omy criminal class. But this expectation is
contradicted by all the statistics ot crime in
their own country—which is more free from
offenseg against person, property and chastity
than any other country in this world—and
also by these Penngylvania tables. On the
other hand, the English, who form but a
small percentage of our population, furnish
nearly as many criminals as the Irish.

& This fact has importance far beyond any
honor it may do to the Irlsh portion of our
population, it refuates one of the most specious
objections made to Sir Waller Crofton's prison
system, which has been in force in lreland for
nearly a quarter of a centary, and which has
reduced the (never large) criminal class of
shat country to half its former dimensions.
Sir Waller divides the term of each convict
int6 three equal portions. The first is spent
in an ordinary prison ; the second in an en-
csmpment in an open plain; the third in ap-
prent'cesbip under police surveiilance. In
case of any .attempt to run off, the convict be-
gins the whole term over again. It is claimed
that this system embodles the best and most
advanced ideas of prison disciplive. The ad-
vocates of the Pennsylvania system dispute
this claim. When they are pointed to what
it has been done for Ireland, and asked what
Cherry Hill has done for Pennsylvania, they
are apt to shake their heads and hint that our
prisons are full of Irish convicts who have
escaped from such lax custody, to renew their
depredations in the new world. The statis-
tics of such escapes are easily accessible,
being reported periodically to Parliament,
But they are never alleged by the opponents
of the Irish system. Neither do they tell
us that the Irish convicts in Pennsylvania
prisons form less than five per cent. of the
whole number.

P. T. Lvoxs.
Leavenworth, Kan., Aug. 15th, 1880.
-
A QUEER DUKE.

In 1851 the Duke of Brunswick loft Eng-
land suddenly for Paris, chosing as an accen-
tric 1node of conveyance Mr. Green's balloon,
the Nassau, in which he aseended from Vaux-
hall. He arrived in Paris with hia enormous
baggage, some chests of which were reason-
ably detained at the custom-house, owing to
the suspicious circumstances of their cohtain-
ing uniforms, which caused great excitement,
After the coup d'etat our duke established
himself in the Champs Elysees, at Lola
Monte's Hotel, which he gradually trans-
formed into .a sort of Eastern Palace, full of
extraordinary caprices and devices, out of the
Arabian Nights. But under the blaze of
gold and decorations whick adorned his bed-
room, everything wag of irom, to guard
against assassiation—floor, ceiling, and door
—so that it was in fact an iron cage in which
this unhappy sultan lay down to rest. The
various portions were entrusted to different
sets of workmen, o that the whole combina-
tion was a secret. ' In tbe wall was contrived
a recess, opened by a key which was always
attached to his person, where was hung by
chaing an enarmous coffer, which a touch al-
lowed to sink into a‘deep well that reached
far below the foundations of the hotel. Here
were stored his bonds, jewels, and golden
tablets, some ot which were cast in the shape
of chocolate slabs. The whole house was as
gorgeous as money and extravagauoe could
make st. Forty horses were in the stables,
and as many servants waited on him. The
visitor, after innumerable precautions, was
geated in a rich chair, which carried’ him
aloft to the upper floors, which in the. days,
before  lifts * were familiar, was considered
something out of the fairy tales. But the old -
iden of beieg poisoned clung to him,the very
milk arriving from the ,uountry under locks
and bolts, His regular dinner ke parteok of
not at home, but at the cafes and restaurants.
At the theatres and on the boulevards for
many years the spectacle of this strange
duke became familiar.’ He was always care-
fully palnted and bewigged for the day ; and
the story ran_that he had a room full of
‘waxen images of his own face, tinted in_dif-
ferent fashions, according to which he would
‘color his own. A Nubian slave always
attended him. One night, at a party given
by Prinee Jerome, the duke, impatient al
being unable to get through the crowd of
empire  magnificoes Who ‘blocked the way,
called out fiercely tohis black-— Make a pas-
sage for me. Use your sword." His ‘grand
passions were lawsuits and dismonds. e
went to law with a’ washerwoman for a bill
of seven iramcs, ' He weii {0 Jaw Witk biS
architeots, upholsterers, gordeners, His rage
‘for jewels was extraordinary, and when he
appeared on some great gala, bearing all hie
treusures, lie' was o sight to'see, ‘He wore
two epaulets oflarge yellow diamonde, each
worth £40,000, while his chest was encrusted
with a dogen jewelled orders, from the Golden
Fleeco to the Lion'and Sun.~—Ai tre £vw
round, - o ety



