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One Night's Mystery.
. ..By May Agnes Fleming.
f‘ ‘x.\-":‘_;i_‘.‘_‘_:r :” L
i {OHAPTER: 1 —CoNTINUED.

There“is a moments pause, and teacher
and pupil confront each-other. That an ex-
plosion will follow, Miss Sydney Owenson
fully expects, but what was she to do?
Helen: Heme's name was-on the flg-leaf.
Helen' Heme was a day-scholar, who surrep-
titionsly smuggled storysbooks inside the
sacred walls of ‘the pensionnat for the private
delectation of the boarders. - Helen had been
threatened. with ‘expulsion the next time she
was caught i the.act “red-handed,” soto
say, and it was much more on Helen's ac-
count than on her own that Sydney Owenson

was palpitating now.,
4«1 coaxed 80 hard for that ¢Pickwick,”
Sydaey thinks. «I hope to nesa some

of the girls will pick it up and hide it out-
side. I don't mind mam’selle’s flare-up—

“I'mused to it—but T'd never forgive myself
1f: Nell:came to grlef through me.”

She-looksup now in mademoiselle’s iadig-
nant face, claspg two little white handa
imploringly, and begins, with that voice
angt amile. mademoiselle herself declares to
be the most charming on earth, to wheedle
her out of her just wrath.

-._,u Oh, Mam'selle Stephaule, don't be angyy,
please. I know it's wrong to break rules,
but then I am so tired of the stupid old
-plays ont there, and the girls are =0 nolsy
and rude, and my head did ache, and the book
was not & bad book—upon my word and
honor it wasn't, mam’selle; nota bit like a
novel at all, and I did find it among the cab-
bages last evening, and—"

Mademoiselle Stephanie knows of old that
Migs Owenson is perfectly capable of going
on in this strain without a sinegle foll stop
for the next hour. Therefore, without a word,
ghe pulls a letter out of her pocket and hands
it to her pet pupil.

1 will overlook your disoledience this
once, petite,” she said, *becanse it is pro-
bably the very last time you will ever have
a chance to disobey. Read your mamma's
letter, my dear; I kuow what it contains,
a8 it came inclesed in one to me. Cherie,”
mam’selle’s voice absolutely falters—you
—you are about to leave school.”

Sydney Owenson rises to her feet, the great
gray eyes dilate and grow almost black with
some vague terror. She locksat her letter—
a look of absolnte affright, the last trace of
color leaving her pearl-fair skin—then at
mademoiselle.

u Papa,” she (alters. «Oh, mam’selle! don’t
say papa is—"

«“Worse? No, my dear. You poor child,
you are as white as the wall. No, papa is
not worse—it isn’t that—it is—but read your
letter, tres chere ; it will tell you all about it,
and believe me, my dear,” and mademoiselle
lays two snuff-colored old hands kindly on
the girl's shounlders, “no one in this school
will regret the loss of its most trorblesomeo
pupil wmore than I shall.”

bhe toddles away and leaves Miss Owenscn
to read herletter. ¢ Ah,” she sighs, «it isthe
best, the tenderest iittle heart after all. Tshall
never love another pupil so well. Only
a baby of seventeen, and to be marriedin a
month! Helas the poor little one!”

Sydney tears open her letter; it iz a leng-
thy, spidery, woman’s scrawl.

# OwensoN Pracg, October 25, 18—.

# My Deag Lirrie DaveaTer :—I have writ-
ten to the Mademolselles Chauteauroy, tell-
ing them to have all things ready for your

departure on Monday, the third ot November.
Youareto leave school, and for good. FPapa
is not worse really, but thinks he is, and he
pines for you. He has taken it into his head
—you know how hypochondriacal he is—
that he will die before the yeav ends, and he
inaigts that you must be married at once, else
be will not live to see it. Now don't worry
about this, 8ydney. I know how foolish you
are concerning poor papa’s whims, and it is
only & whim. Bertie is here, came by the
Cunard steamer from England three weeks
ago, and is naturally all impatience to see you.
It is & very absurd whim of papa's, I think
myself, this manrying a child of seventeen
and a boy of twenty-two; but what use is it
my saying 80? 1 was nine-and-twenty when
I'married CaptainOwengon. S5till, I am sare,
I hope you will be happy; and Bertleis so
good-tempered and gentlemanly and all that,
that anyone might get along with him. Re-
becca will reach Petit St. Jacques Saturday
afternoon, and you will start for home on
Monday merning, Papa has actually seat
to Paria for your wedding dress, and pearls
and veil, as  though good enough could not
bave been got in New York City; but it is
another of his whims to look down upon
everything in this country, and think nothing
fit for you that doesn’t come from Europe. I'm
gure sometimes I wonder he never married an
American lady, or that ‘he -found a school on

this continent fit for his only child. I know |
he would have sent you to the Sacre Caurat |-

Paris, only he.couldn’t bear to' put the ocean
between himselfand you. ‘But this has noth-
ing to do with it. So bid the young ladies
and teachers good-by, and be ready to start
on Monday morning with' Rebecca.
- i #w Your affectionate Mother,
- ¢ i -4 CpaBrLorTE OWENSON.

“P.S.—~Bertie sends his love and a kiss, lie
gays, to all the pretty girls in the school. He
in as foolish as:ever; but very handsome and
elegant, I.must say. Christ College’ has im-
proved-him greatly, He wanted "to accom-’
Ppany Rebeccs, but, of course, I wounldn't hear
of anything so improper as that. - =~ * -
. “"P.B.No.2.—~By the by, papa says you may
invite your particular friend, Miss Hendrick,
if you like, to be one of your bridesmaids. He'
knew her aunt, Miss Phillis Dormer, in Eng-’
land;and her mother comes of ons of theé best
families in ‘Doraetshire. As ifthie best family
in-Dorsetshire mattered in América, 0.0 =

"OHAPTER II.
- N CYRILLA. )

" Tas Jong, loosely written, rambling letter
dropped on Bydney's lap, her hands folded
over it, and she gat strangely. quiet (for her)
looking out.at'the faint opaline twilight sky.

_To leave school on Monday—to be married ix.{
%, month? ' Burely .enough, to startle :any.|

#chool-girl of seventeen., . Besides being the
double, treble. the spending money of any
other'girl in the pensionnat;: besides having
silkg’and liices' and jewels ag though she wore.

five-and-twenty..and’ ¢ out,” : besides. having |-

_ beaiuty and talent and .goodness-and grace,
Sydney. Owenson had: -one, other. and: still
greater claim to-be 4 queen rose” of : Mlle. Ste-:
phanie’s lroiebud garden of, girls,—she was
engaged |, Alland éach of the four-and-thirty
other boarders of mam'selle—not: to spéak-of:
the one-and-tweiity dap-schelars—looked for-.
wared in the tullmess of .time .to a.possible
lover, s prospective engagement, and, an ulti-
mate hmgband; Bt o 7eal 1over and. a Bong fide.
. engageiment nioé of ‘them' yet attained, with
. the'exdepition'6f Miss Owenson: “That height
ofbliss Miss Owenizon"had roached in her
 Yeenth birthday, "' The ‘midiurme

t- ad o 40‘;“0’1
"over,the: Ohtiada.

.| appoinited " of whom I am one.

daugliter of the richest man, besides, having:f

she reaily? Ob, how nicel OA/ c'est char-
mant! What was his name? Wheredid he
live? How did it come about? What did
boesay? Was he handsome? Washe rich?
Did papa and mamma know? Ob, what a
love of a ring, and how splendid it was to be
engaged at sixteen! And when, O Sydney!
when were they going to be married 7’

& There! there! there!” cried Miss Owen-
eon shrilly, breakiog away from fifty-six eager
excited faces. %1 am sorry I told yon any-
thing about it. One would think I was the
only gizl in the world ever engaged before.
1f you leave me alone I'll answer all your
questions. Stand off, and let me see. ¢ His
name? Well, his name iz Albert Vaughan—
Bertio Vaughan—a pretty name to begin with.
¢ Where does he live? He lives at Oxford at
present ; at least he was on his way back
there when I left home. ¢How did it come
abeut? Well, it didn't come abont; it was
always to be, destined from all time, and that
sort of thing. Ever since I can remember
anythiog, I remember being told that I was
to marry Bertie some day, if I behaved 1ay-
self—family arrangement, you see, like a
thing in story. ¢ What did hesay? Oh,
well, he just came to me on my birthday, and
slipped this ring on my finger, and said, + 1
gay, Syd, I want yon to marry me this day
twelve months, or thereabouts, you know,
and I said, tAll right, Bert, I will.” ¢Is he
handsome? Handsome as an angel, Helen
—brcwn eyes, brown curling halr, fair com-
plexion, rosy cheeks like a girl, small hands
and feet, and the swestest little love of a
moustachel ¢Is he rich ? Poor as a church
mouse, Cyrilla——not got a sou in the earthly
world ; but as I am to have enough for both
that doesn't signify. ‘Do papa and mamma
know? Of course they know, goosie!
Bertie and I would rever have thought of
such a thing if papa badn’t told us to think
ofit. ¢And when are we to be married 7'
Oh, I don't know—not for ever so long. 1
don't want to be mamried—it's dreadfully
dowdy and stapid. We woa't be married for
ages—not till I'm old—ok! ever so old—
twenty-one may be. It's mice enough to be
engaged, but married—bah-h.h !’

Miss Owenson pronounced her ¢ bah!”
with the disgusted look of one who swallows
a nauseous dose, and sprang to her feet.

«] say, girl’s let’'s have a game of f Prison-
ers’ Base ;” I'm dying for aromp. Come?

Miss Owenson bad a romp until the pale

cheeks glowed like twin pink roses, and the
vivid gray eyes streamed with langhing light.
But from that hour a halo of romantic inter-
est encircled ner.
She had a lover, ehe was eegaged, she would
be married in 8 year. Oh, happy, thrice
happy Sydney Owenson! Every month or go
came to hera letter bearing the English post-
mark, dated, * Ch. Ch., Oxford"—real, genuine
love-letters: Mlle. Stepbanie shook her head
and past them over in fear and trembling to
her epgaged pupil. She had never had such
a thing before, and to a certain extent it was
demoralizing to the whole school.

Six-and-forty heads ran more on lovers
than on lessons, an engagements than on
« Talemague” or # Chopin's Waltzes”  Miss
Owenton, a3 o matter of Christian duty, read
those epistles of her young Oxonian faithfully
aloud to her six-and-torty fellow students. On
the whole they wera rather adisappointment.
They contained a great deal of news about
boating on the Isis, riding across country, col-
lege supper parties and a jolly time generally
but very few glowing love.passages to hisaf-
fianced. Indeed, beyond the © Dear liftle
8yd” at the beginning, and  Your affectionate
Bertie” atthe end, they didn't contain a sin-
gle protestation of the consuming passion
which it is supposed possessed him.

1 Of course not,’ Sydney was wont to cry
out indignantly, when some of the sentimental
young ladies objected to these love-letters on
that head. « You wouldn't have Bertie spoon-
iog all the way across the Atlantic, would
you? I suppose, Helen, you would like the
sort of letters Lord Mortimer used to write to
namby-pamby, milk-and-waterich Amanda
Fitzallan, ¢ Beloved ot my soul! Ha!l ha! I
fancy I see Bert writing that sort of rubbish
to me, He wouldn't do it twice, let me tell
youl”

As may be seen, Miss Owenson was not in
the least sentimental herself—not one whit in
love, in the common acceptation of the word,
with Bertie Vaughan, ' He was the dearest,
jolliest old fellow in the world—Bertie,” she
was calmly accustomed to observe; '"“and
since she must marry somebody sometime,

-elae, but to go spooning as they did in books

senses.”
She sits very quietly now, the letter on her
lap, looking outat that pale yellow, frosty sky
—a little pale, ard very thoughtful. =~
Going to leave school—going to be married !
All the old lite to end, and the new to bugin.
And the old life bad been such a good life,
such a pleasant life ; she was so fond of school
and of all -the girls—well, with about three-
and twenty exceptions. She never could
play ¢ Brother Hermid,” or « Hunt the Slipper,”
or ¢ Tag” any more—never any more! - Mar-
rled woman never jumped skipping ropes,
played ¢ Puss in the Corner,” or got people to
swing them until their heels touched the
beam in the barn each time! Never! never!
It was all dull and stupid, and dowdy, being
married. ' And great tears rose up in Missg
Owenson's gray eyes and splashed, one by one,
down upon the fatal letter. - .
#wAll aloue, Syd ?” crles a brisk voice, and
with a swish of dingy skirts, Miss Hendrick
isin the room. % And a'letter—another Zove-
letter ! Happy girl! Well, +blessed are they
who expect nothing, for they shall not be dis-
‘ And bow is’
our beautecus Bertie?” ' :
«It fsn’t’from'Bertle,” answers Sydney,
hastily wiping dway the last tear. «It's from
mamma, and’—a great gulp—t 0’ Cy, I'm go-’
ing to leave school |” DI . -
- % Happy girl once more! When and why ?’
% On Monday, and—to bemarried.”.. ' -~
% On Monday, and to-be married!: Happy,
‘happy, happy girl! I wish I were;going to
leave achool on Monday, and be married.!’ T
wouldn't sit by myself in the: dark and mope,
I can tell you. But what's all the lgrry
about?” U R
. “Rend the letter,” says:Miss Owenson; plac-.
ing it in ber hand, and’ I6oking out with -a:
‘woe-begone face at the fast darkeéning even-
dng sky, One, two, three, four, five more even-
ings may she watohthat:1ittls: white; ‘cold-
looking, half moon float up. yonderamong the
Aamaracs, five motd everings: may: she * listen
:to the dlscordant shriekd 'of: thie“thirty-four
boarders making day hideoiis,, and then naver
more for all time. "And another large tear
.comes plump down, ot “the misery of the
.thought, In herilapin: 73 iy wadbetinniae
.. : Oyrill Hendricks reads the letter, and

throws

{1 buck with: an snvious sigh..,

| 4 What 4.Iuoky girl you are; 8yd1 A father.
-and mother who dote upon yoti—a rich father

y4hs:yodag Tady had tetirmed o,
BO,

#romher-patersal ' Diaiisloniia:
Ch i i BN Y o

Litaire. dlam

and otherya bandiome young husband: wait-

SNl

[

she would rather marry Bertie than anybody

—no; not while either of them keep their

« Ah, who indeed 7" Miss Hendrick answers
with with another half laugh, « Thereby hangs
a tale’ which I'm not inclined to tell at pre-
sent. But I say again, what a happy girl you
are, Sydoney Owenson I"

« What, because I am to be married next
montb, Cy!” Sydney cries, opening her
great eyes in unfeigned wonder. “You can’t
mean that.”

4T maen that, and,everything about your
life. You are an heiress, you will be a beauty,
you have people who love youm, yon make
friends gherever you go. Why, here inschool
the girls swear by you—even snufly, priggish,
dried-up little Mam'selle Stephanle, in her
dreary way is fond of you. At eixteen you
wear diamondsand ¢ walk in silk array.’ While
J——" Again she stopped, with a gesture
that was almost passionate In the- intensity
of itsenvy. Sydney lookedather in wonder,
The bitterness of her tone and words was a
new revelation; it was a contrast indeed to
the unusually cool, almost ingolent serenity
ot Cyrilla Hendrick’s manner.

«While you, Cy,” Sydney supplemented,
# are ten times over beiter looking than I am
sing better, play better, paint and draw bet-
ter, speak four languages, and are the clever-
est girl, mam’selle says, she ever had in her
schools. You have anaunt who is fabulously
rich, 8o everybody says, who has adopted you,
and whose helress you areto be. While, as
for being married—-"

Cyrilla Hendrick laughed, as Miss Owen-
son faltered and paused, all her easy inzou-
cience of mannuer returned.

« While, as for being mantied, I have only
to walk over to St. Jacques Barracks and ask
any of the officers, and they will take me on
¢he spot—is that what you want to say, Syd?
And I sing well, play well, pairt well,and am
a famous linguist ? Lucky for me I am, since
these accomplishments are my stock and
trade, with which, until some man does com-
parsionate me, Iam to earn the bread I eat.”

« [ don’t understand yon.”

« Don't you? You never suspected, I sup-
pose, that my brilliant role in the drama of
life is that of a governess ?”

« Governess! What nonsense, Cyrilla. The
rich Miss Dormer's heiress neice !”

t. The rich Miss Dormer’s heiress and niece!
Sydney, would you like to know exactly how
much Miss Dormer means to do for her pau-
per niece, Cyrilla Hendrick ?”

tIf you plcase, Cy. You know you and
your history are darkest mysteries to Made-
moizelle Chateauroy's boarders.”

Cyrilla Iaughed, still standing beh’nd her
friend. Iknew it, chere belle, and mysteries
we all like to remain. Let me unveil this
darkness (o0 you a little. I was born in Paris
eighteen years ago, in a garret—mark that,
daughter of Mammon!—and my mother
was the daughter of a baronet ; my father was
the only brother of the rich Phillis Dormer.
My father was one of the handsomest men,
one of the cleverest mepo, and one ot the
most utterly unprincipled men in Europe—a
thorough-paced adventurer, in fact, ns Aunt
Phil takes care to impress npon my innocont
miod every time [ see her—an ont-and-out
Bohemian.

Before 1 was twelve years old I had tra-
versed the Continent from one end to the
other, and had a smattering of every Euro-
pean langnsge. No wonder Istudy them
with facility now. When I was twelve my
father came to England, his native land, and
there, in the parish of Bloomsbury, we set up
our household gods, and from utter vagabond-
ism went in for moderately respectable Bo-
hemianiam. My mother was dead—Iluckily
tor her, poor soul |—and I was housekeeper in
the Bloomsbury establishment—think of
that, Syd—at twelve years old! From that
until I was sixteen, I kept my father’s hiouse,
and I saw more of life—real genuine lite—In
those three years than you, mademoiselle—
only child and helress—will ever see in your
whole respectable, rich, Philistine exictence!
Good heaven, Syd! kow happy I used to be
with my handsome, clever, vagabond {ather
and my poor, dear little Fred." »

She stopped—passionate paln, passionate
regret in her face and voice. Sydney Owen-
gon sat listening with bated breath to this
marvelous and ratber shocking revelation.

It was poverty, Syd, but picturesque pov-
erty; that meant traffled turkey and cham-
pagne te-day, and a dry crust and a cup of
water to-morrow; a seat in the upper tier ot
o Strand theatre or Astley’s circus among the
gods of tne gallery, big bearded men to take
me on their knee, and kiss me, and pet me;
men who wrote books and painted pictures,
who wore sock or buskin, who got tipsy on
gin and water or Cliquot, as their finances
stood. Men who tanght me to roll up their
cigarettes, and to light them after, By the
way, Syd,’ Cyrilla broke off her half-bitter,
half-cynical tone, ending in'a sudden laugh,
#t do you remember the night, after I came
here first, that MissJones caught me smoking
a rose-scented cizarette, a dozen of you stand-
ing around in sn awe-striick and admiring
row? BShe told Mademoiselle Staphanie, as
in duty bound, and got me punished. I
vowed vengeance, and the vcndetta has
waged between us ever since.” '

«] remember, Cy. And what a superior
being you seemed tome, to be able fo sit
there and smoke off four cigarettes without
wincing once | Go on.” Co

« Oh, welll” Cyrilla sald cooly, #there's

nothing more to goon about. When I wag’

sixteen, Aunt Phil sent for me, and 1 bade
farewell to old England and my jolly Bedouin
life, and came to ‘Americs, exchabgéd the
tents of vagabondia for the red brick man-
‘sion of respectability. -She found me half
savage, wholly uneducated, according to:her
‘notions, and knowlng a great deal I.would be
much better without.  She sent me 'here—
‘unfolded something of my antecedénts to hor-
rified ma’'m’selle, and I had . to pledge myself
to keep my disreputablé history to myself be-
‘fore I conld be taken into this epotless fold of
youth- and innocende. -That :is- three:yeats
ago—I am'almost nineteen, and :at Cliristmas |
I am'to leave school forgood?. . ' "

«To go and-live:with:Miss Dormer 7"
- #.To. go and .live with .Miss Dormer,’in the

:dreariest, gruesomest old -house in- Ametica;
companion to the crossest, spitefalest old -

womsn on' earth! Don't be shocked, Syd<—
sheis! IX'm toread toher, write to her, play:

‘for her, sing for her, sew for her,feed’ thé
-birds -and cats; and ‘run her
‘my, clothes and keep.” =

‘errands, all for

“# And her fortune when she dies 7' .
"4 Not & bit of it] |- She has two wills made;
unsigned. - ;. One: bequeaths her -‘hundred |
thousand :dollars .. to ~endéw an asylum:for:
superannuated maiden ladies ; the ether ' be-
queaths that :sumi-:to myseelf, -on - condl~
tion. n P e et :
#“'Well 77 Sydney crled breathlessly. -
"t On condition that I'll swear<<swear on the
Bible; mind !-——fo:.do something she wants me’
to do. I haven't taken'the oath yet,and 1 be-

1feve, oath or.nd. oath, she will never trust nie'

an inch further than she can sse me.:. 't There:

is bad blood'in 1y nlecé- Cyrilla’ P-Mis

offer and its'acceptance; v v -

youy :biit the: old- gir's’ rick

der. ' «I wonder, thinking that she ever
troubled with yon at £IL" :

«80doI wonder. She seems to utilize mo
until the final catastrophe comes, and I disap-
pear in the outer darkness to which I was
born. It is a wonderful old woman—Aunt
Phil! And sometimes, Syd, sometimes,” the
handsoms vouthful face darkened and- grew
sombre, « when 1 think of what my past was,
when { think of what my father is, when I
think of what my future 1s likely to be, 1
rank Aunt Phil among the prophets, and be-
lleve, with her, that her niece Cyrilla will
come to no good end!”

CHAFTER III.
§CHOOL-GIRL GOASIF,

TuesE is a sllence fora while. Cyrilla
Hendrick has walked away to the curtainless
school-room window, and stands looking out
at the pale, chill, twilight sky, where a white
moon hangs silvery, a few yellow, frosty,
sparkling stars near. The tamaracs shiver
and tosa their feathery green plumes in the
evening breeze, & breeze that bears a pro-
Fhecy of comimg winter even now in its
breath. Miss Hendrick's handsome brunette
face looks darker and sadder than Sydney
Owanson has ever seen it before.

% Ten minutes and the study bell will ring,
and this horrid tomult end, for which Dieu
merei. Look at'them, Syd, ‘a motley crowd,
my masters, a motley crowd.” Of course, all
this I've told you is strictly sub rosa. Ma-
demoiselle Stephanie, poor old snuffy soul,
would go out of her senses if she thought I
was corrupting her favorite pupil by such im.
proper conversation.”

She half turned around, all herglocom gone,
the airy ease of manner, 80 uncommon in a
school-girl, and which constituted this school-
girl’s especial charm, back. Independently
of wealth and social vosition (and no one on
earth thought more of wealth and sncial posi-
tion than this waif of vagabondia), she liked
Sydney Owenson for her own sake.

T promised not te tell, you know, Syd;
and, reprobate as Aunt Phil thinks me, I
like to keep my word. I Aave kept it for
three years; all those noisy girls think, us
you thought an hour ago, that my life, like
their lives, has been the quintessence of dull,
drab-colored gentility. Your papa was a
captain in the English navy once, wasn't he,
and is a great stickler for good birth and
breeding? I wonder if he would ask the
rich and respectable Miss Phillis Dormer’s
niece to be your bridesmaid if he were listen-
ing now?"

«If papa knew you as I do, he would like
and admire you as I do,” Sydney cried
warmly. ¢« Who couldhelp it? I never saw
a man yet whom you did not fascinate In ten
minutes if you chose.” F

«If 1 chose?” Cyrilla langhed. « Ah,
yes, Syd, the men like me, and always will ;
let that be my comfort. I shall be one of
those women whom other women lock upon
agkance, and know as their natural enemy at
sight, but men will like me to the end of the
chapter. Only be sure of this, pretty little
Sydney.” She teck the pearl-fair face be-
tween her two hands, and stooped and kissed
her. # Pou need never fear me.”

t«Fear you, Uy? What nonsense! What
do you mean?”

4This Mr. Bertie Vaughan is handsome,
you say, Syd 7 was Cyrilla’s inapposite an-
swer. “ Let me look at his photo again.

As arule Miss Owenson wore her lover's
picture and locket affectionately in her trunk,
but she chanced to have it on to-day. She
snatched the slender yellow chain off her neck
and handed it to her frlend. She had been
tounched strangely by Cpyrilla's confidence,
more touched still by the unexpected caress.
They had been good friends aad staunch com-
rades during the past three vears, with the
average of school girl quarrels and make ups;
but never before had Cyrilla Hendrick been
known to kiss her or any other creature in the
school.

She was wonderfully chary of enthusiasm
or caresses; set down as “ihat proud, con-
coited thing ' by her fellow bhoarders, adgired
and envied for her superior cleverness and
case of manner, and dark, aristocratic, high-
bred face, liked by few, Sydney Owenson
chief among them, and curdially hated by the
many. Without knowing why, without be-
ing able to reason on the matter, they in-
stinctively felt that she was one of them, but
not like them . i

She came into their midst with her pauper
head held well aloft,a sort of defiarce in her
black, derisive eyes, a sort of superior con-
tempt for them and their ignorance of lifs in
her slight sarcastic smile. Wonderfully reti-
cent for a girl of sixteen, she yet said thihgs,
aud did things, besides the smeking of cigar-
ettes, that proved that she had lived, before

any they had ever known. The sketchy out-
line of her life she bad given to Sydney Owen-
son—the sketchy -outline only—there were
details that might have been filled in, which
wonld have raised every red-gold hairon Miss
Owenson's pretty head ‘aloft with dismay.
She kad seen-life with her # handsome, clever,

lot of few daughters ever to seeit. Bac-
chanalian nights of gambling, -song-singing,

was not a capital:in Europe' which 'she and
her doll had not visited at the age of twelve.:
“She had spent three whole months behind his
chair at Baden-Badén, with apin-and a per-
forated card; and starved and feasted as be
lost or won. All the jolly outlaws of Bo-
hemia had lounged in the shabby rooms of
« Jack Hendrick,” where a perpetual « tobacco
parliament " seemed ‘to reign. ' Scions of ar-
istocracy, youtbful sprigs of gentility, deepin
the books of the :chiidren of Israél, made it
:their headquarters and-lounging-place, ‘and
loet their last sovereign to-their genidl host.
‘Clever painters, whose pictnres hung on the
line in: ithe:Royal :Acadeniy, had" painted
« Little- Beauty- Hendrick "~—as Cyrilla- had

-| been 'named-—painted her as Onpids; a8 Un-

dined, as Hebes, as gypsied, agangels, ad every-
thing a plump, prétty, black-eyéd rosebud of
& child could be painted. Clever actors gave
her orders to their plays,  had coached her in-
small private theatricals, 'Old Jean Jacques
Dando, teacher of tht ballet ‘of the' Princess'
Theatre; .taught ‘her t6' dande, and the fite%’
violinist taught her to' play the fiddle. ‘Stié.

" -1 could- jabber. in -five ‘different languages at

twelve, and read French novels by the whole-
-sale, Tall booted and spurred militaryawblls:
‘had carried ‘her aloft on thelr :shoulder, 'and
taught her :to roll and light their oigarettes.
Midnight, a8 a rule, was ‘thislittle-damaels

‘\-hour of lylng’down, and:nobiiday het timeiot

rising up. Then, in the midstiof ‘this:jolly;’
vagabbnd coreer; catne: hﬂs’a’-il’hi_lli}qt" ‘on?er'd
« wWilll.you go, Yeauty?” her fathei sald,
doubtfally, 4 It-will:be beastly; duall without
. oty a.intes to
make' you her holressy 0o 'doubti: '‘he'll send

coming here, In a very different world ‘from-

teprobate father,” ae luckily it falls to the-

‘wine-drinking, and festive uproar. There |

were you. Just tell the old girl and the
other Philistines you meet that ycu came of
poor~—poor, but honest—parents you know.
Mum'’s the word about tbe card-playing and
the scampering over ihe world, and—the
whole thing, in short.”

« You may trust me, father. I know when
to hold my tongue and when to speak. I
haven't lived with you elxteen years for no-
thing,” calmly says Mademoiselle Cyrilla.

# No, by Jove!" Jack Hendrick cried, ad-
miringly, “ You're the cleverast little thing
that ever breathed, Beauty! You know on
which side your bread’s buttered. Axnd you'll
not ferget the dear old dad, eh, Cy? out there:
amoug the purple and fine linen, and your
first taste of respectability "

So Cyrilla came and was received by Miss
Dormer—a pale, dark girl, tall and slim,
quiet, ‘silent ‘and demure. But Aunt Phil
had the keenest ¢ld eyes that ever sparkledin
tho head of a maiden lady of sixty, and read
her like & book.

«Hal” the old voice scornfully cried;
#yon lived sixteen years with Jack Hendrick
and then come to me ard try to take me in
with your mock-modest airs! But I'm an
old bird, and not to be caught with chafl.
You're a very pretty girl, Cyrilla—you take
after your father in that—and you hold your
beggar's head well up, which I like to eee.
You take that and your squiline nose from
your mother. Your mother was a fool, my
dear, as I suppose you know, and proved her
folly to all the world, by running away with
handsome, penniless, scoundrelly Jack Hend-
rick. She was the daughter of a baronet, and
engaged to a colonel of the Guards—Lord
Hepburn to-day—and sheran away one night,
jost three weeks before her appointed wed-
ding, with your father. Ah! well, she paid
for that bit of romance, and is in her grave
long ago—the very best place for her. But
you’re & Hendrick, my niece Cyrilla—n Hend-
rick to the backbone, and a precious bad lot,
I have no doubt. I never knew a Hendrick
yet who came to a good end—no, not one!
and you take care, niece Cyrilla, or you'll
come to a bad end, tco.”

] dare say [ shall” niece Cpyrilla an-
swered, coolly, seeing in o moment that per-
fect frankness was best with this extraordi-
nary old fairy godmother. « My father al-
ways taught me that coming to grief was the
inevitable lot of all things here below. At
least I hope I shal! do it gracefully.”

« I'm going to send you to school,” the old
lady pursued, [or three years, and mind you
make the most of your time. Youare asig-
norant as a Holtentot now of all you ought to
know, and horribly thorough in all you ought
not. 1 sball send you to the Demoiselles
Chateauroy, at Petit St. Jacques—a very
strict school and a very dull place, where
even you cannot get into mischief. And
mind! don’t you go contaminating your fel-
low pupils by tales of vagabond life! Don't
you offend me, niece Cyrilla; I warn you of
that.”

«1 don’t intand to, Aunt Phil,” the girl an-
swered, good-humoredly. 1 shall study
hard, and be a credit to yom; trust me. I
know my igonorance, and am as anxious to
shake the dust of vagabondism off my feet as
you can possibly be. I shall do you honor
at school.”

She bad kept her word. She was bril-
liantly clever, and amazed and delighted her
teachers by her progress. She was the pride
of the school at each half-yearly exhibition;
her playing, her slnging were such as had
never been heard within these walls befere.
And in the small milk-and-water dramas per-
formed on these occasions she absolutely elec-
trified all beholders. In truth she did it
50 well that the Demoiselles Chateauroy were
slmost alarmed.

s 3he goes on more like a real play actress
than a school girl)" they said; it can't be
the first time she has tried parlor theatricals.”

It was not, indeed- And at one of these
exhibitions a little incident had occurred
that disturbed Ma'mselle Stephanie more and
more. The rooms were crowded. ¢« Cinder-
ella” had been dramatized expressly for the
occasion and # Miss C. Hendrick ¥ came ou as
the Priace, in plumed cap and silk doublet,
acting her part, as usual; con amore, and mak-
ing much more violent love than ever Mlle.
Stephanie had intended to the Oinderella of
the piece. As she came gracefully forward
before the audience, singing a song, a tall,
dashing-looking man, an. officer newly ar-
rived from England, had started up.

«Jt381” he exclaimed ; * by Jupiter, it isl—
Beauty Hendrick!”

Miss Hendrick had flashed one electric
glance from her black eyes upon him, and
the play went en. People stared; the De-
moiselle Chateauroy turned pale; pupils
pricked up curious Iittle oars and Iooked ask-
ance of .the big trooper. “He knew Cy
Hendrick, and called her Beauty.
it mean.” - : ] )

'The performance over, Major Powerscourt
sought out Mlle, Stephanie and a low and
edrnest conversation ensued—the gentleman
pléading, the lady inexorable. .

‘W But I knew her in Evgland, knew her in-
timately, by Jove!"” said thé gallani major,
pullipg his long red moustache in perplexity.
# Just let mo speak to her one moment, ma-
denioigélle [ - ‘ |

Mademoigelle was resolute. i

+I would be very happy, monsieur,” was
her ‘angwer, polite, but inexorable, « but.it. is
her aunt's wish that she makes np new ‘gen-
tieman Acquaipntances and renews no old ones.
‘What Monsfeur the major adks is, I regret, im-
possible.’ - ' R
sConfound her aunt!” Major Powerscourt
muttered inwardly, but he only bowed and
turned away. ¢ Little . Beauty Hendrick!
and hers! By Jove! it will go hard with me
though’if I don't see her.”. ..~ .~ = .
8ee her'he did not.  Mademoisella. Steph-

: et

pupil.’: Mi¥s ‘Hendrick - lstened with down-
‘caast eyesanid closedi1ips’; then she bowed,
Tt ighall ' ibe’ a8 ‘ma'ti'selle - pleases, ‘of
course,” she'answered quietly, '« 1 liave no’
wish to transgress even the slightest 6f my
aunt’s commandai? o i T

péeared no mors. ' Next morning ghe went for’
the midsummer vacation to # Dormer Lodge.”
"When 'she’ returniéd, thé dangerous ‘Major
Poweracourt was gope. it s
* 1 Mias'Jones the setond English teacher, had
‘bean ohe'of ths witnssses 'of this scené. ' Misg’

iconclusions, ' She'hated Oyrilla’ Hendrick
with an" absolute ‘hatred,—hated ‘her> for' her'
i beauty and that indefinable alr*ef 'hatghty '
‘higli-brbd ‘gtaco” that ‘enclreléd “the girl—
‘hatéd hior for her bright clévérness'and talext) |
~-hated hier most of all’ for kigr*copl Hinpér: I
tinence to herasltf.’ ' There’ wis- d'loxg “débt’
btariding betwedn: thesa'twoj:a 'l6tg ‘debt of
‘potty tyrannies on théteschier's pattiof-sérone
‘smiling dndolénde on'the pupilst -

isg Jonos was‘wont to think<=ad I' think'|

RIS

What did |;

‘anie spoke a few low-toned words to her fall |

. Withthe words shie left the parlors,and ap- |-
{9 |Oyrilla smiled—that smile

Jones' get her thin 1ips; and drew. her' own |-

LD

;yt-ua-m the day‘ever!come, Mis Hendrlck) | bog

- — @B - g ——— . —— ! ) r
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ond sblase ot 2211 the freedom and gayety of | Hendrick grows dramatio when she narrates, | youto school, and do.the handsorie thing by | it will—I'll pay off avery affront, every an
.f:::c?m:';ﬂ:ﬁna;'fﬁ:ﬁf‘&ﬁ ? 33:33 2:1:(::1;0?;. at mdntoeﬁ."vevtl{ile l.;::k a Msh;ll;’tt:hgg ggﬂ :homm.___'q mi:h:ht:: yo:ll;';en ‘:h& :'“I'llwm t‘:'n;wered mm:nrgbamﬂo and inuendo with c:::
' A “her t—an )y { for me—ab, well!® with & bitter laugh, as s~ 4 all the k8 Were rep § 1 adl g FRAtoL, )
ﬁgﬁmg :?w‘;?mtt:ir:;t cone:e?nl{.llnyt poor Freddy used to say, « Life em’tnge’ all | —all, eveiy one!’  ¢<Do we gather grapes of | promptly. _«I'll pack my trunk and be ready | That day was nearer than Miss Jone,
she was engsged. beer and skittles’ for the whole of us.” thorns, or figs of thistles 7' . My niece Qyrilla [ at once. Freddy says tgxeres s slesmer to | dreamed.

The first stunning shock of surprize overa| “Freddy 1" Sydney exclaimed, looking up | is—fortunately—the last of the tribe, a Hend- nﬁ d;yl '%o.'mong'ﬁ ath ¥ » —_—
torrent of questions poured upon the blissful | at her friend with sudden curioeity, “that 1s rick to her finger-tips, and mark wy wordf 3 A ly MJ:, or fa ?.r repeated, . OHAPTER IV.
finance. the first time 1 ever heard you mention auy | my #0:0 %yﬂlli Wirlild g’om? gﬁg gogd end. ;‘glnlt;‘:k‘gl ':ol;%n%“b:g“{; y thiﬁ?ka%:a %80 YOUNG, AND 80 UNTRNDER."

’ " o ow ho sal sg Owenson, - :

«Ohlgood grecions! Ob, Mon Dlen ! mas | oo e et Mise Soe wlth'go:;:ethlnz b;twoen a laugh and a shud- | Freddy, or the rest of them over there, if I ‘ Wai,' the sweet girlish voice of Sydney

Owenson cried, ¢ have you fallen asleep over
Bertie's picture, Cyrilla? Whatdo yo
ofit? handsame isn't he ¥ you thizk

Cyrillalooked up. 8he had been critically
examining the well-looking Photographed
face of M1, Bertle Yaughan through her eye-
glags, in ellence, for the last thres minutes,
The dark eyes, brilliant aa stars, were a trifle
short-sighted, black as it is posslble for
human eyes to be, and consequently the least
attractive feature in the very attmactive face.
Bhe dropped her glasa now, and returned the
portrait t:::ndowner.

‘Very some, 8yd; but you won’
offended, will you '~ | o0 Tontbe
10Oh, dear no! Why should I? Goon.’

‘ But rather weak and womanish, rather
‘Bckle and unstable, I should say. Not the
sort of man to pin your faith to too securely,
Men with that sort of mouth and these pretty
girlish dimples in the chin are always weak.
miu;!’ed. Youdon't mind my saying this do
you

¢tNot 8 bit. Poor, dear old Bertie! |
think I like weak-minded men, Cy. Ifhe
were stern and dignified, and all that b
might think me eilly and frivolous,as I - »
I daresay, and try to improve me, and not ;.
me have my own way. I shounld La
being improved, and I always mean to ha.
my own way. Yes, Cy, I prefer w
minded men.

¢+No you don't Sydney. You may th;
50 now, but you don’t. You want a husba..q
you can lean upon, trust, and leok up to.
And there are such men, for I've met them--
glorious fellows, worth a women's giving her
life for. ‘Lhat's the sort of husband for ycu,
cherie, while I——’

«Yes, Cy.

¢ While I want one who will lock up to me
—not a Bertie Vaugban exactly—I wouldn't
like a fickle man—but a husband whom I can
rale, who will let me henpeck him, in short!
I couldn’t loves wan I had to look up to—
it's dreadfully tiresome, lookingup. And [
wouldn't live with a man I couldn’t love. It
would bore me to have a supreme being for
my lord and master. And I never mean to
bore myself. Those are my principles’
Sydney laughed.

¢ Mon Dieut only hear her! One would
think she had all mankind Ly heart. Have
you ever met your emall, gentle, henpecked
ideal, Cy.’

Cyrilla Hendrick did not apswer at once.
but over her face a smile broke, a smile &0
soft, so tender, 50 womanly, that for a m..
ment it transformed her.

t Yes, 5yd, she said, softly ; I have met
my ideal, poor, dear little fellow, and loved
him well, before I ever saw you. Ah! those
were the best days of my life I begin to
think ; and, like all best things, they are gone
for ever.’

‘You can't tell that. To a girl as hand-
some ag you are infinite capabilities lie open,
as Carlyle would say. I predict tbat you
will make a brilliant match Cyrilla’

¢I mean to, Sydney. That is why I am
here. Every accomplishment, every one of
my looks, are 8o many steps toward that end.
1 mean to marry well—that is, arich man.
He may be old as the everlasting hills, he may
be ugly as Caliban, he may be vulgar, he may
be absolutely idlotic—I will twine roses, like
Titanin, around his ass's head, and bow my.
self down, and do homage before him, so that
he may possess the bags of ducats. Yes, Syd,
my aunt may design me for a life of drudgery
in her bleak old house—7 mean to marry one
of the wealthiest men on thia continent be-
fore another vear ends.’

¢ And henpeck him afterwards 7’

¢By no means. That is my ideal. I won't
henpeck my wealthy husband. I shall sim-
ply do in all things as 1 please. But if the
fortune of war shonld go against me, Svdney,
and I fail and come to grief, as Aunt Phil
says I shall. I wonder if, under sll circum-
stances, I can count on & friend in you.

tUnder all circumstances, Cyrilla, through
good report and evil report, for better or for
worse, I will be your true triend always.’

+You vow this, Sydney ?” She came closer,
the black eyes eager, dark, intense earnest-
ness in her face. ¢It is no schoolgirl pro-
mise, made and forgotten in a moment. You
meen this?’

«With all my heart!” Sydney exclaimed,
carried away by the moment’s excitement,
her fair ¢ flower face’ flushing, ¢ Your faith-
ful and firn. friend to the end.’

tShake haunds on that!' Cyrilla said, hold-
Ing out her own; and the white, diamond-
starred hand, and the brown ringless one met
and clasped for a moment firmly and strongly
as the clasp of two men. :

It is & compact between us,’ Cyrilla Hend-
rick said. ¢I havea presentment that yew
will be called uron to fulfil that promige.
There goes the study bell at last,'

‘{And you haven't promised to be my
bridesmaid. Will you, Cy!'

«0f course. If your father will wrife to
Aunt Pbil and agk her. . I know she will be
delighted to éay.yes, In common with all
virtuous people she has the intensest reepect
forrich and respectable associations. Apro-
pos of the rich and fespectable, we're asked
to a small dinner at Mra.. Colonel Delamere's
on Friday evéning—Hallowe'en yon know.
Willyougo? = ‘

¢Only to glad. Who knows—we may see
some of the new officers. _You've heard that
another regiment was quartered at the bar-
racks Iagt week.. The colonel may fetch
some of them along/

tAh'! pigs may fiy, but they're munlikely
birds !’ is Miss Hendrick's more expressive
than elegant answer. ¢ No such luck, Syd..
‘Mademoiselle Stephanie, or, Mademoiselle
Jeanne will be'along as' usual, to play shesep-
dog for us lambs—or, worse still, Miss_ Jones.
—and tusn to stone any military interloper
n:nd_e,r, fifty with' one’ glance, of her Gorgon
eye,". no .,'f:”'. - v, .‘v'_ ": (;. ‘-“b;‘-ll ,. 5‘. ;]' o

yThe' “folding doérs of the "Sohoolroom flew

open and Miss Jones came in, the four-gud-
thirty Goarderd at' heels.” " 'Cyrilla sauntered
away to her desk, singing a8 she.went:"

b y ht‘d PRI
b *J%‘éﬁﬁ%t gémﬁmmlhg :
Oh, for Friday nqxhtr— .
. Friday/s.long s-coming.!’ :! :
" ¢+No singing::injistudy: hours; Migs - Hen--
‘drick |!.oried Miss Jones;: sha.rply',: w-i_%h‘g ﬂ ash

in herpalg.eyed. ¢t

Lot -
R

Poie ol :
that always
galled Miss Jones more'than wardé,and went
humming on her way unheeding : :
I L riu Ohy for \Friday might, ¢ et T
i Then, my,truaJove’s comIng. ;!

i 't I ghall report; youto:Mademoiselle, Cha--
‘Ee‘nuroy, Miss Hendriok!" Miss. Jonés.-angrily
orled,.iff crnd? ftpadd ulbatd foes ~U‘ CL
4« What! .again }.Poor.:Mademoiselle; Chat-
eauroy, to be_compelled to listen,’ Qyrillaan-

‘swered, mockingly, taking her seat and her

(.‘béc.k'éfi.!i'lf}'." ¥ : :u ‘h" N:T! ‘.._:1\7;';'{‘ : - ..,.'..'_ L
i tfohga’ ot P aihRd-ihility, ild, bent.
fivetd:thirty) ‘ovar . five-and-thirty, .

’ Esqef ] SRR L Sty N e b S0 e .
lodd Tiig'6F & bell; “thed 'a'stmultanbens jump.

tHd'sPhop Of half an hour—then. the" ;
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