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Gmptnggmg,_;hmugh.;nqth Afric’s

aun, %
d the proud. dweller in'énlightenad climes,
ﬁghm:eﬁ by lore. refinement, wealth and peace,
Great source of pleasure find and pure delight.
I love great Natare,~for her varioas forms
Of beaulry, majesty, aublimlity,
Witbh pure emotions flll my er soul,
And ralseit up from earth and Nature's self-
In love and awe and hope to Nature's God.
For when I gaze around me auod behold
The flowers and trees as gay and beautiful,
Therivers, lakes and ever-restlessocean—
The stately mountains, towering over all,
Their snow-croswwned summits rearing to the

sky,
And seeming to connect it with the earth;
Then when [ rajse mine eyes and contemplate
The beauty, ndeur, harmony, design
That’s manifest In th' azure vanlt of Heaven—
How the bright Sun, the dazzling orb of light,
Pursulng his steady course, sheds light and

ea .

And Jife and gladness upon every olime—

How Lunpa and her brilljant trailn by nigbt

The heaven:y dome adorn, and lake and stream
Thetr brilllancy reflecting, all comblue
“To fcrm a scene of falry loveliness—

And how all these, the 3un, the Moon, the Blars
Yea, all the lastrous ornaments of Beaven,

Ia ail thelr motions, all thefr wanderlogs
Throughout the vast, unbouade:: realms of

space,
The dictates of a mightler Power obey,
And like unto a grand, immense machine
With & jar or clash move ever on
In undlvided, changeless unity ]
Throughout the long Azray of countless years.
These wonders all, the lavely parts of one
Great Nature, lead me deeply to refleot,
And feel how great, how wonirous great that
Power,
How wise, how perfect, and bow infinite,
¢ How awful, how mafestic, how rublime,
Who could devlse, design,.and form—{rom
noughi—
So complex, o gigantic & machine—~ ,
So passing fair and Leauteous a structure?
Then may I ever love thee, Nature falr
Tn which a faint reflection I discern
Of thy Crentor, who. when He spoke forth
From His Eternal Throne, et there be Light,
To thee, from gloomy chaos springing, gave
Thy perfect laws and gorgeous, glorious %nrx.

June 28, 1880.

One Night's Mystery.

By May Agnes F.omirg.

CHAPTER XXV.—Continued.

« Then it is all false—all? You owa to
having gone out of the window to meet this
young man ?” says Miss Dormer, checking oft
the indictments on ber skinny fingers, uto
baving met him at the Delamere’s and at the
Yogarty woman's. Youown to having come
upon him by accident in New York, and rid-
den with him in an omnibus. But he never
was your lover, and he is not your husband.
You never lived with him fora week in a
New York botel. This is how the case
stands 7"

Cyrilla bows; her face pale, her eyes black,
her form erect, her look indignant.

# You see I want tv make things clear,” con-
tipues Miss Dormer, almost apologetically;
« my time may be short,” a spasm convulses
her face; “and a good deal depends on it.
Mr. McKelpin will be here next week, and
your innocence must be proven before he re-
wms, I wounld rather believe these women
false than you. You will not mind denying
all this in thelr pregence, I suppose, Niece
Cyrilla ?"

¢ Certainly not, Aunt Dormer.”

#Then I think that willdo. I am tired of
ali this talking 25it down there, and take that
ook, and read me to ale«p.

Cyrilla obeys. Her heart is beating in loud
mufiied  throbs, she feels sick and cold, a
loathing of * herselt fills her. But she will
not go back—on the dark road she ie trending
there seems no going back.

At moon the doctor comes, and Cyrilla quits
the sick room for a breathing spell. In that
interval the doctor receives from his patient
a message for # the Fogarty woman.” She is
to walt upon Miss Dormer with her friend
Miss Jones at five o'clock. She also dictates
& note toa third person, which the obliging
phbysician undertakes to deliver.

Migs Dormer keeps her niece under her eye
until about half-past four in the afternoon.
Then shé despatches her to the druggist’s,
with orders to be back precisely at five.
Cyrilla is glad to get out, glad to breathe the
fresh, clear air. The walk is long, she hur-
ries fast, gets what she wants sod hurries
back. But, in spite of her haste, it is ten
minutes past five when she lets herself in,
aud rong up to her aunt's chamber. She flings
open the door and enters hastily.

4 The druggist kept me some time walting
while he——"

Bhe has got this far when she breaks off,
the senisnce is mnever finished. Her eyes
have grown accustomed to the dusk of the
Toom, and she-seed sitting thers, gide by side,
her two mutual foes—Mrs, Fogarty and Miss
Jones. - ..° g - :

“ You -know thess two ladies, Niece
Cyrilla 77 says the shrill, piping voice of
Miss Dormerg

Cyrilla stands before them, her black eyes
flashing—ryes, literally and actually seemiog
to flash fire. Mrs. Fogarty's gaze sinks; but
Miss Jones, the better hater of the two, meets,
;vith her light, sinister orbs, that look of black

ary.

¢ 1§ is my misfortune, Annt Dormer,” says
Cyrilla in a ringing voice, % to have known
them once. I know them no more, except
a5 slanderers and traducers!”

The strong English words flash out like
bullets. For a moment they, with truth on
their side, fiinch and quail. It is a pugilistic
encounter a la mort, and the first blood is for
Cyrilla. ]

“Hal well put," says Miss Dormer, a gleam
of something like admiration in the look she
gives her niece. « Whatever else the Hend-
ricke lacked, they never Incked plack,
right or wrong. Open the shutters, my dear,
and let in the light on this busivess.”

It is the first time in all her life that Miss
Dormer has cslled the girl “my dear.”
Cyrilla stoops over her, and for the third time
in her life kisses her.

“Do not believe tbeir falsehoods, Aunt
Phil,” she cries .passiopately. “I am your
niece; your own flesh and blood. They
hate me, both of tbhem. They have laid
fth,i'e plot to ruin me. Do not let them do
1 \ . -
“Prove them .falgs, and they shall not,”
Miss Dormer answers, her old eyes kindling
with almost a kindly gleam. ¢ You are my
own fiesh and blood, a8 you say, and biood is
thicker than water. Open the shttters and
Taise me up.”

Bhe is obeyed. It is to be a duel to tbe
death. Every merve .n the girl's body is
‘braced, she will stop at nothing—at nothing,
€0 defeat these two, A rain of amber sun—
set comes in; over the thousand metal roofs
and . shining.crosses of. Montreal the May
sun ia getting. Miss Dormer is propped up,
and locks for_e. moment wistfully out at that
lovely light in the sky—laat gunset she will
ever see, .

It 1s a highly dramaticecens. Tha degth-
T00m, the two sccnsers sitting side.-by-side,
the culprit standing erect, her haughty head
thrown baok, her eyes afire, her Iips one rigid
hu‘eﬁ liler héndsi lunc%nacionsly clenched.

Niece Cyrilla, there is a Bijble
tho table, ~Hand it here. yonder on

slept I sent for my lawyer and made it. It
-bequeaths evérything—everythiog, to Donald
McKelpin—it does not leave you a penuny. If
I die without a will,all is yours, as you know,
Prove these twc ladies wrong in what they
have come here to accuse you of, and I will
give you this paper to burn or destroy as youn
see fit,and my solema promise to make no
other.’ ‘

‘A gleam like dark lightning leaps from
Cyrilla’s eyes. Prove them wrong! Whatis
there that she will stop at to prove them
wrong ?

t My Niece Cyrilla,’ goes on the sick woman
turning to Miss Jones, t admits that she stole
out of her room to meet this young officer oue
pnight in the school garden. She admits/’
looking at Mrs. Fogarty, < baving met bim at
your house and at Mrs. Delamere's. She
admits,’glancing again at AlissJones, ‘having
encountered bim by accident in New York,
and ridiog with him a short distance in an
omnibus, But all else she denies, Mr. Ca.
rew I8 not her lover, ia not and never will be
her husband. She is to marry Mr. Donald
McKelpin next wesk. Now which am I to
believe—my niece, ladies, or you ¢

¢ Your niece 18 a most accomplished actress,
madam,’ says the saw-like voice of Misg Jones ;
t she can tell a deliberate falsehood and look
you straight in the face while telling it. She
may not be Mr. Carew’s wife—all the worse
for Mr. McKelpin if she is not: for she cer-
tainly lived with Mr. Carew as Mrs. Carew in
New York for a whole woek. I gaw them
enter the hotel together, I erquired of the
clerk, and he told me they had been there to-
gother five days as man and wife.’

tNjece Cyrilla, says Miss Dormer, ¢what
have you to say to this?

t Nothing to her; replied Cyrilla; <to you
I say it is false! totally false: a fabrication
from beginmiog to end.’

tLet us call another witness,’ says Miss
Dorwer, tgince we don’t seemn able to agree.
Open that door, Mrs. Fogarty, and ask the
geotleman to walk in.’

The widow arises sad does as she is told,
snd for the first time Cyrilla starts and
blanches. For there enters Fred Carew!

She tusns blind for an instant—blind, faint
sick. Al her strength seems to go. She
gives aniovoluntary gasp, her eyes dilate, she
grasps a chair-back ' for support; then she
sees the exultant faces of her enemies, and
she rallies to the strile again. No, no, no!
thoy shall not exult 10 her fail.

Fred Carew advances to the side of the bed
nearest the door. Cyrilla stands directly op-
posita. He looks at ber, but her eyes are up-
on heraunt. Henods coldly to Mis. Fogarty,
and addresses himself to the mistress of the
house.

tYou gent for me, madame? he briefly
68Y8.

She looks at him—a strange expression on
herface. ‘lam going to see a ghost, she
bad said to her niece. ¢Snrely it is like see-
ing a ghost to see another Frederick Carew
with the same blood in his veins, the sanme
look in hia eyes, at her bedaide after five-and-
twenty vears.

The old smouldering wrong seems to blaze
np afresh from its white ashes! As in that
distant time she hated and cursed the father,
s0 now she has it in her heart to bate and
cursa the son.

1 gent for you, sir, she answers, *to settla
a very vexed question. A simple yes or no
will do it, for you are an officer and a gentle-
man, with noble blood in your veins—the
blood of the Carews—incapable of deceiving
a poor, wenk, woman.' - Oh! the sneer of dia-
bolical malice in eyes and voice as she says
it] Fred's face flushes. (It is only this—is
!11yt ?niece, Cyrilla Hendrick, yonr wife, or
not ?’

He looks across the bed and their eyes
meet.

tFor heaven's sake, Fred, say no! her
eager, imploring glance says. (Tell the
truth, Cyrilla!’ his command, imperiously.
tFor my sake! their sof{ening look adds.
‘Speak I Mise Dorrier crles fierrely;
‘don’t look ut her. Speak for yourself! is
she your wife or mot # :

t1 decline to answer so extraordinary a
question,’ Fred says coolly If [ had known
y.ur objact in sending for me, Miss Dormer,
I would not bave come.’

+ Do you deny thatshe is ?

¢I deny nothing—ILaffirm nothing. What-
ever Miss Hendrick says, that I admit.’

tShe is Miss Hendrick, then—you own
that 7'

‘1 have never heard her calied nnything
elze, madam.'

Will you speak, or will you mot!’ cries
Miss Dormer, in a fary. ‘¢Are you my
njece's husbund? Did she live with you in
New York as your wife?

He folds his hands and stands silent,

tAud silence gives assent,’ says the spite-
ful voice of Miss Jones.

¢Spesk, 8ir!' goes on Miss Dormer. ¢1
am a dying woman, and I demand to know
the truth. What is my niece to you”

: My very dear friend.  More, I positively
refuse to say.’

¢Cyri'lal’ the old woman almost shrieks,
the will not speak---you shall, Come
nearer and repeat what you have already sald.
Is that man your husband or not !'

The agouy of that moment! There are
drops on Cyrilla’s face.--cold, clammy drops..
A rope seems to be tightening around her
neck and strangling her. Across the bed,
Fred Carew's eyes are sternly fixed on her
changing face. :

tSpeak’ her aunt screams, mad and fari-
ous,

t He---is not.’

-+ You never lived with him in New Yoik as
his wife?

¢I did not.’

¢You are not married % him and never
will be.’

+I am not, and never will be.

‘Swear it!" cries the sick woman, frenzied
with excitement. Tour word will not
suffice. I must bave your oath.’ Sheflings
open the Bible at the Gospels. ¢Lay your
hand on this book and say after me! I gwear
that Frederic Carew is not my husband, and
never will be, so help me God I’ :

She lays her hand on the book blindly, for
she cannot see. A red mist fills theroom and
blots out every face except ome, the one
acrosa_the bed, that Jooks like the face of an
avenging angel—the face of the husband she
loves and is {oretwearing. - )

Speak the words, cried Miss Dormer: ¢I
swear that Frederlc Carew is not my hus-
band '—begin!

Oh! the terrible, ghastly silence. The two
women have arisen, and stand pale and
breathless.

‘1 gwear—that Frederic Carew —ig——'

Her face, the livid hue of death a second
Lefore, turns of a deep dull red, the cord
around her throat, strangling her, all at once
loosens, and she falls headlong across her
anut’s bed, .

*She has been saved from perjury,’ says the
sombre voice of AlesJones,

Fred Carew ig by her side us ghe falls. He
lifts her in his arms and carries her out of the

fainted ?’

Oyrilla has not fainted—vertigo, conges-
tion, whatever it may be. She ie consclous
of who carries her; knows when sheds laid
upon ier bed, in a dull, painless, jar-oft way.
She tries to open her eyes; the eyelids only
flutter, but he sees it. His face touches
hers for a second.

t Good-bye—good-bye !’ he says.

Then, stil] in that dulled, far-ofl-way she
koows that he has left her; she hears the
honse door open and shut, and feels, through
all ber torpor, that for the firat end last time
In bis life Fred Carew haa crossed Miss Dor-
mner’s threshold.

CHAPTER XXVI.
‘ol THE LEES ARE BITTER, mnsa.”l

Sue lies there for the remainder of the day,
while the rose light of the sunset fades out,
and the pale primrose afterglow comes. Tt_le
1moon rises, and her pearly lustre miagles in
the shy with the pink flush of that May sun-
8ct. The house door was opened and. shut
again and agaio, while she lies mutely there,
and she knows that her triumphant enemies
have gone, that Dr. Foster has come, for itis
his heavy step that ascends tbe stairs now.

A torpor, that is without pain or tears, or
sorrow or remorse fills her. and holds her
spell bound in ber bed. Her large, black
melancholy eyes are wide open, and stare
blankly out of the curtainless windows, as she
lies, ber hands clasped over her head. She
can gee the myriad city roofs, sparkling in
the crystal light of moonrise and sunset, a
dozen shining crosses piercing the blue
heaven, which she feels she will never see.
As she pazes at them dreamily, the bell of a
large building near clashes out in the quiver-
ing opal air. It isa convent, and the bell is
the bell of the evening Angelus. How odd
to think that there are people about her,
scores and 8cores of people, who can kneel
before consecrated altprs, with no black and
deadly sins to stand between them and the
holy and awful face of God.

And now it is night. All the little pink
clouds have faded in pallid gray, and ths
clustering star» shine down upon Montreal.
How still the house {8.  Are they buth dead
—her aunt and Joanna? No! Whilt she
thinks it, Joanna comes in with a cup of tea
and a slice oftoast.

t Better, miss 7’ says the old servant inter-
rogatively. ¢ Would have come sooner.
Could not get away. Waiting on her. Very
low to-pight. Eatsomething, miss!

Cyrilla drinks her tea thirstily, and makes
an ofter to get up. Itis & failure—there is
something the matter with her head; she
1alls heavily back.

tLie still, miss. You look ghastly. 1l
stay with her to-night. Have a sleep, miss.’
And old Joanns takes her tray and untouched
toast, and goes.

So shelies. Presently the high bright atars
and the twinkling city lights fadeaway in
darkness. There is a long blank—then all
at once, without sound of any kind, she
awakes and 8its up iz bed, her heart beating
{ast, Some one isin her room, and a Yght is
burping. It is old Joanaa, standing at her
bedside, shading a lamp with her hand.
tShe's gone, miss,’ says Joanna.

tGonel' Cyrills repeats vaguely; ‘who?
Gone where?' |

tYes—where?—I'd like to know, says
Joannag, staring blapkly furinformatiop at the
papered wall. *The Lord knows. I don’t.
But she's gone. Went half-an-hour ago.
Four o'clock to.a minute, The cocks began
to crow, and she riz right up with a screech,
and weat.' -

The girl sits staring at her—her greal
black eyes looking wild and spectral in her
white face..

tAll night long, she talked, pursued Jo-
anna ; ¢ talked—talked stiddy. It was wear-
in’ to listen. About England and the time
when she was young, I reckon and Frederic
Carew and Donald AMcKelpin, and her wild
brather Jack. That's what she called him.
And she talked it out crazy and loud like,
elze I wouldn’t a-heerd her. It was awful
wearin.! Then she was quiec. Kind o
dosin.’ 1 was doxin’ myself. For it was
very wearin’. Then the cocks crowed for
mornin’. Tken ghe riz right up with that
acreech, and went. Will you come, miss?
It’s wearin’ there alone.!

Cyrilla rises and goes. The house is so
still—so deathly still that their footsteps
scho ioudly a3 they waltk. The shaded lamp
still burns in Miss Dormer’s room, and on
the bed, stark and rigid, with wide-open,
glassy eyes and ghastly fallen jaw, Miss Dor-
mer lies—~the ¢ rich Miss Dormer.’ Lonely,
loveless and unholy has been her life—
lonely, loveleas and unholy has been her
desth. Even old Joanna, not easily moved,
turns away with a creeping teeling of repul-
sion from this grisly sight.

t She won't make a handsome carpso, poor
thing,' remarks Joanna, holding up the lemp,
and eyeing her critically, as if she had been
waxwork; tbut I suppose we must lay her
out. 'We must shut her eyes and put pen-
niesen 'em., And wash her. And make a
shroud, and straizht ber out. And——

¢I cannot!' the girl cries out, turning
away, deathly sick, it would kill me to touch
her. You must go ior gome cne or else wait
until some one comes.’

But Joanna does neither. Dead or alive,
she is not afraid of Miss Dormer. She goes
phlegmatically to work and does all herself,
while Cyrilla sits or rather crouches in a cor-
ner, her folded arms resting on the window-
sill, her face lying upon them. She has stood
face to face with death before, calmly and un-
moved, but, never, oh ! never with death Iike
this. So—when morning, lovely, sunlit,
heaven-sent, shines down upon the world
again, it finds them, The sun floods the
chamber with its glad light, until old Joanna
impatiently jerks dowa the blinds in its face.
On her bed Miss Pormer lies, her miastly
eyeballs orowned with coin of the realm, het
skeleton arme stretched stiffly out by her
sides, but the mouth is etill open, the jaw
still fallem, in spite of the white bandage.

¢T knowed it,' Joanna observes, with a de-
pressed shake of her ancient head, stepping
back to eye her work. ¢You can’'t make a
handsome corpse of her, let you do ever so.

Then her eye wandera from the dead aunt
to the living niece.

¢ You ain't no use here, miss’ she says,
with asperity. ¢Youn'd better come down
with me to the kitchen, and I'li make yon a
cup of gtrong tea. It's been a wearin’
night.

They descend, and the strong tea is made
and drank, and does Cyrilla gond. Joanna
bustles aoout her morning duties. At nine
o'clock Doctor Foster knocks, is admittod,
hears what he expects to bear, that his work
is finished, and his patient Las taken a jour-
ney, in the darkness of the early dawn, from
this world to the next.

After that, many people, it seems to Cyrilla,
come and go--come and look at the rich
Miss Dormer in death, who would never have
crossed that doorway in her life. Mrs.
Fogarty and Miss Jones come with the rest.

room. Old Joanna is without in the passage,

She sees them from her bedroom window, but

.

two!l it eeems a lfetime! Bhe keeps her
room through it all, stealing down to the
kitchen now and then, through the satartling
stillness of the bouse, fqr the strong tea or
coffee on which she lives. No one eees her,
though dezens come with no other object.
For the story—her story—is over the city.
Mysterious hints of it are thrown out in the
morning papers ; itis the chit-chat of barrack
and boundoir, mess table aud drawing-room.
Nothing gquite so unromantic and exciting
has ever before happened in their midst, and
Mra. Fogarty and Miss Jones awake and find
themselves famous. The heroine keeps her-
self shut up, athamed of herself, very pro-
perly; the hero is invisible, toe. And how
has Miss Dormer left her money! That is

| the question that most of all exercises their

exercised miunds.

The day of the funeral comes, and Miss
Dormer, in her coftin, goes aut, for the first
time in years, through her own front gates.
It is quite a lengtby and eminently respect-
ible army of caririages that follow tke
wealthy lady to her grave.

‘I am the Resurrectton and the life. He
that believeth in Me, although he be dead,
sball live; and every cne that liveth and be-
lieveth in Me, shall notdie forever!’ says the
reverend gentleman in the white bands who
ofticiates, and they lower Miss Dormer into
her last narrow bome, and the clay goes rat-
tling down on the coffin lid. Tt is a wet and
windy day ; tbe cemetery lookadesolation it-
self~a damp and uncomfostable place in
which-to take up one's abods. The sexton
flings in the clods, and no tears are shed, and
no sorrow is felt. They are glad to get
back to the shelter of their carriages, and men
laugh and crack jokes abont Fred Carew and
the dead woman's niece all the way home.

The dead woman's niece has not gone to
the funeral. Old Joanna alone repregents
the bousehold. The doctor ia there, ind the
lawrer is there, for they expect ample fees for
their pains presently; but the dead woman's
piece expects nothing. Sha sits in her lonely
room ; a lost feeling that something has gone
wrong with her hend ever since that cord
snapped around her throat and she fell
across her aunt’s bed—ber p-incipal feeling.
She puts ber hand te it in a forlorn, weary
way, wondering why it feels so oddly hollow,
as If the thinking machine inside had ron
down aud the key was lost. She suffers no
acute pain, either mental or physical, only
she geems to have lostthe powcr both tosieep
or eat, and does not feel the need of either.
There is a tiresome, ceaseless sense of aching
at her heart, too; » blauted sense of misery
and loss, that never for a moment leaves her.
She plucks at it sometimes, a8 if to pluek
away the intolerable gnawing; but it goes on
and on, like the endless torture of a lost
soul.

Mr. Pomfret the lawyer has come to look
after bonds and mortgages, receipts, bank ac-
counts and papers of value, to remove them
to his own sate, until the arrival of Mr. Me-
KEelpin. He is engaged in this work when
the door of the room opens, sud a figure
comes gliding toward bim—sa figure with a
fair face so white, eyes so black, and weird,
and large : that, albeit not a nervous man,
Mr. Pomfret drops the deed he holds and
starts up with a stified ojaculation. It isthe
dead woman’s niece.

tDon't let me disturb you.' The weird,
dark eyes look at him—tbe faint, tired voice
speaks. ‘I will only remain a moment.
You are the lawyer who made Miss Dormer’s
will

tYes miss—I mean Mrs.—~' Here Mr.
Pomfret comes to a dead lock. Hehsad heard
so much about Miss Hendrick being Mrs.
Carew, that he i at a loss how to address
her.

¢+ I am Miss Dormer's niece. Will you tell
me how she has leit her money?’ He looked
at her compassionately—how wretchedly {11
the poor girl is looking, he thinks. A band-
some girl, too, in spite of her pallor and
wild-looking cyes—Lieutenant Carew bas
had taste. ¢ Has Mr. McKelpin got it all?
Don't be afraid to tell me, or—am I remem~
bered ?’

¢ kixcept a small bequest of one hundred
dollars to her servant Joanua, Mr. McKelpin
bas it all,’answers the lawyer.

¢ am not even mentioned in her will ?

Again Mr. Pomfret is silent-—again he looks
embarrassed and compassionate,

t Please answer, she says, wearily.
wouhd rather know.’ )

tYou are mentioned then, but only to say
she has disinherited you by your falgsehood
and deceit, and to wara Mr, McEKelpin in no
case to aid or help yvou.

She bends her bead with the old graceful
motion,

t Thank you,’ ehe says. and goes.

8o it is over, and sbe knows the worst—it
is only what she has known all along, the
laywer has made but assurance doubly sure.
In striving to keep love and fortune she has
lost both. She bas lostall, good name, lover,
home, wealth, everything she has held most
dear. Aund her own falsebood has done itall.
1f she had been honest and dealt fairly by her
aunt, she would at least, as Donald McKelpin's
wife, have been a rich woman. If she had
been honest and dealt fairly by Fred Carew,
she would have had his love and presence to
comfort her. Butghe has lost both. Tiuly,
even for the children of this world, honesty is
‘the best policy—truly, also, the way of the
transgressor is hard,and the wages of gin ig
death. *

Another night falls npon the lonesome,
dark old house, another ghostly, hushed
sleepless night. She lies through the long,
black, dragging hours, and listens to the rain
pattering on the glass, and the wind blowing
abont the gables, tblessed is the corpse that
the rain rains on,’ says the children’s rhyme.
The rain is beating on Auit Dormer’s grave
—is Aunt Dormer blegsed? she wonders.

Again it is morning—another gray, wet
morning. In the early dawn, sleep reluct-
antly comes to her, and with sleep dreams.
The sleepiog is more cruel than the waking,
for she dreams of her husband. BShe s back
with him in New York, liviogover again that
ons bright honeymoon week—that week that
will stand out from all the other weeks of her
life. With a smile on her lips she awakens,
and then a moment after there I3 a desolate
cry. For the iruth has come back.to her
with a pain sharper than the pain of death.
She has heard nothing of him or from him
since their parting she never will again—
that she knows. That whispered ¢Good-
bya’ was for all time. Why should she ex~
pect otherwise? In theface of all she denied
him—foreswore him. .What could he have
felt but scorn and contempt for her. It
never occurs to her to think of seelng  or
hearing from him again, ° Her sentence is
pazsed—Iits justice she doee not dispute.

That forenoon brings a telegram from Mr,
McKelpin. He haslanded at Quebec—by to-
morrow he will be in Montreal. Her brief
respite is nt an end—she must be up and
doing now, She has no right in Donald Mc-
Kelpin'a house. He s an honest man, and
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sha has betrayed him. She has no intention

ney is far away. Still she has her plans.
In the long watches of the night she has made
up her mind togo to-New York. Why, she
does not kuow ; only in a great city it isso
easy to lose one’s self, to die to all one has
ever known. Perhaps there she will get rid
of this gnawing, miserz.ble pain at her heart ;
perbaps there, her wandering braln may feel

as 1t used. And-sbe has beenso happy there |

—s80 Lappy. She will goback, and walk in
the places where they used to walk together;
as Eve may bave come back and looked over

the closed gates of Eden. And then—well, |

then, perbaps, there may be mercy for her,
and she may die. She isof nonsein the
world, of no use to any one—she is a wicked
wretch, of whom the earth will be well rid—
¢a sinner viler than them all.’ DPeople dle
e{ery day, every hour; why should not
she?

To-morrow morning comes. She has
packed her trunk -’ and her little hand-bag.
Old Joanna fetches her a back, and she puts
on ber bat, and holds put her hand and says
good-bye to the old creature mechanically,
and tells her (when asked) that she ia going
to New York. &She never once lifts ber eyes
to tako a last look at the gloomy red brick
house as the hack bears her away.

She has some money—not much, but
enough. Since their marriage Fred bas made
her his banker. It wiil take ber to New York
—~anfter that, it doesn't matter what hap-
pens.

Bhe is in the cars. She lays her head with
a tired-out feeling against the window, and
closed her eyes. They are flying along in
the warm June morning, and thoughtsof the
last time she made this journmey, not yet a
month age, drift vaguely thdugh her mind.
She never looks up orout. Her forehead is
resting agaiust the cool xlass—it feels to hor
like a friendly hand; and so, dead to all
about her, dead to hergelf, to everything that
makes life dear, Cyrilla drifts out of the old
}ife—~whither, she neither knows nor cares.

(To b¢ Covntinued.)
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IRISH RELIEF.

Splendid Collection.

An eloquent address was delivered to the
parishioners of St. Edward's Church, West-
port, on Sunday, 4th inst, by the Rev. M.
Stanton, P.P., in behalf of the suftering poor
of Irelsnd, which, considering the size of the
parisk, was generously responded to by the
warm-hearted people, the handsome sum of
$435 34 being realized. The following is a
correct list of those who subscribed :—

Rev Father Stanton $109, John Whelan 20,
Jeremiah Donshue 10, Wm Bird 10, 0 Mc~
Nally 10, M McCann, sen, 6, Wm Fitzgerald
5.50, Mrs Nefcey, sem, 5.50, James Ryan 35,
Peter Rooney 5, Jamees Kane 6,50, John
Donahoe 5, Patrick Donahoe 5, David
Kennedy 5, John Hamilton 5, Henry Kelly 5,
Micbael Quigly 4, Mrs James Kelly 4,
Thomas Lynatt 5, Alrs James Eiley 4, John
Madden 4, D Harrington 5, Terrence Nefcey
4, Whalter McNicholls 4, Owen Murphy 3,
Thomas Ryan 3, Patrick McCann, Bedford, 3,
Andrew McCann 4, John Murray 2.50, Ed-
ward McCann, Bedford, 2.50, Mrs Golden, sen,
2.25, Patrick Hagan 2, Thomas Fraynor
2, Thomas Bird 2, James Lynch 3,
Dr Parkar 5, Wm Foley 2, Patrick McCue 2,
Thomas Martin 2, Terrance Scanlon 3,
Patrick Murphy, NP 2, James H Martin 2,
Owen Walsh 2.50, Patrick Egan 2, Michael
Grady, sen, 3, Mrs Thos Egan 2, Michael
O Neil 2, John Garvan 3.50, Mrs Cutting 2,
James Coulter 2.50, John B McCoy 2, James
Tobin 2, Patrick Jourdan 2, Edward Grennan
2, W E Whelan 2, A McCabe 2, John McCue
2.60, John Egan 1.50, Thos Hastings 1.b0,
Peter Brennan 1.59, Lounis Badoerr 1.50,
Patrick Murphy, 1.50,Michael Daley 1.35, Miss
Hopkins 1.25,  Hazelton 1, Henry Bebnet 1,
M Bennett 1.50, Patrick McEeon 1, Peter
Bradey 2, Patrick Carle 2, Mrs Fahey 1,
James Burns 1, Mrs Hogan (Chicago) 1,
Michael Grant 1.50, John McCoy 1, James
Mulvahill, Bedford, 1, A McAllister 1, Mrs
P Donohue, ten., 2, P O'Hora 1.50, P Donnslly
1, Mrs Ellen McCarthy 1, Jobn Martin 1, Al
McCarthy 1, Wm Mangan 1, Thos McKea 1,
Johu Kalaher 2, Patrick Cawley 2.25, Mrs B
Smith 2, Al Gradey. jr, 1, Louts Wood 1, John

Moriarty 1, M Coburn 1, B Carberry 1," Mrs’

Jas Lappin 2, O Martin 1, Thos Quinn 1, Mrs
Joseph O’Connor 1, Jobn Kennedy 1.50, Mrs
Toppiogs 1, Mrs Peter Kelly 1 Wm Carty 1,
Patk Benmett, jr, 1, James Speaglel, J Sul.
livan 1, Eate Jourdam, 1, A McCapn 1,
S5 Raspberry 1, O Donnelly 1, Fatrick
O'Hare 1, Mra E EKelly 1, D McCarthy
1, J Clifford 1, James Murphy 1, James Byrne
1, 3 Murphy 1, J Renaut 1, Mrs Trayner, sen
1, M Gaughan 1, Hugh Hagan 1, Mrs Bryans
1, T Garvap, sen 1, P McDonald, 1. James
Downey* 1, Patrick Conners 1, O Kelly 1,
Thomas Hickey 1, P Kiley 1.50, Fater Carey
1.25, Patrick Judge 1, P Kennedy 1, M
O'Conner 1, J Badour 1, James Barrett 1, J
McAllister 1, James Kiley, sen 1, John
Noonan 1, J Hastings 1, M Frawley 1, M
Kelly 1, T McGowan 1}, P Tarner 1, Mrs Thos
O'Neil 1, James Donahoe 2 ; Patrick O'Don-
nell 4, small subecriptions 6.50.

-
FEELS YOUNG AGAIN.

« My mother was afflicted a long time with
Neuralgia and a dull, heavy inactive candition
of the whole system; headache, nervouas
prostration, and was almost helpless. No
phvsicians or medicines did her any good.
Three months ago she began to use Hop

Bitters, with such good effect that she seems

and feels young again, althotgh over 70 yoars
old. We think there i no other medicine
fit to use in the family."—A lady, in Provid-
ence, R.I.

—

Probably no one article of diet is 80 gener-
ally adulterated as is cocoa. This article in
its pure state, scientifically treated, is recom-
mended by the highest medical authority gg
the most nourishing and strengthening beve-
rage, and is strongly recommended to all as
an article that=wiil"tone-and- stimulate the
most. delicate .stomach. Rowntree's prize
medal Rock Cocon is the only article in our
markets that has parsed the ordeal to which
thesearticles are all submitted by the Govern.
ment analyist, and is certified by him to be
pure and to contain no starch, farnia, arrow-
root, or any of the deliteriousingreidents com.
monly used to adulterate Cocoa. When buy-
iag bevparticalar and secure * Rowntree's.”
Other kinds are often substituted for the gake
of larfer profits. 11.G:

SPECIAL NOTICE.

The Pianos manufactured by Weber & Co.,
of Kingston, Ont., are acknowledged to rival
the best Imported Instruments in durability
and elogance of finish, while in delicate even-
nesa of touch and purity of tone they are un-
surpassed by any other. They are also much
lower in price than any Imported Instru-
ments. Montreal Ware-rooms: 419 Notre
Dame street. 44-tf

sanctuary would be thrown open for it}
away

gpection. Alsny ;eu-l bave now paase

since the Rev, ther Lavolr, to Whou‘- un
lenting seal and assiduotie 1abors we owg 11;
monument of Cathalle plety, undertook ty it
up tbis beautiful edifiee 1n hamor of Qur Higrs
Lady the Mother of God. The undertai:. >4
the outset seemed, In & human poin of v g5 ')‘
nost imuoesible, on account of the expuyy, ,','
would evidently Inour and the SRy
stacles whie? were thrown in

church, which is not only a glory for At
and Canada, but for {he continentof A
Blessed be God and His Hoely Mother, the worlk
proceeded alowly, the faithful boesme war k.
interested in the enterprise, and whey anap e
was made 10 thelr gaNerosliy, numhers cagipn
z6lzed the opportun-ty of mabifesting Leirtgg
and devolion to Mary by giviDg Al atmn g aiy
B e el domaions mos po. 2
e lav eir dopatlons most pro;.
bat the pence of the poor have alwey.1Cl:

Alwuy s bee
forthcoming, and, would space perm s, "
intereaiing Setails might bo glven n:;l;u:.‘i‘};“

thesacrifices many of the poor have voluytarie
and willingly impesed upon themselcc. v
they might ilkewire throw o thelrmite,

The exterior of thls chureh is wnoyt .:-
snd lmposlnm As the eye follows the
lines of archilecture It inds a0 many beanp::
things:to admire that U would be almo in.
soss le to give an adequate deserlption .f y

ae of the leading features isthe dome, wiic},
mounted Ly a beautiful eross, 1owers 13-
cally ioto’ the alr. The windows arc moy
beautifully shaped and tastefuHy decoratog
thelr symmetry Is perfect. and the gl whith
they shed fnto the interior nf 1his tewnpire ;43
greatly to ret off the magniticence of 1 11e ey
tlons. The lacade is very pleasineinali it« pzyq..
the large round window abovetheelegunt piy ..
18 & beautitul plece of warkmanshipand remarg
ably well carved: a Iitttle higher, In t)- s
letters of gold, 18 engraved AL ineerip:toy
ing the foilowing wordstn Latin: * Dy ry, v
titulo Marin Immaculate erecerup: Cano.
dences, Anuc Domin{ ISIL” In a word, i r;‘
quires to be seen 1o be admlred,snd i1 yna, por
be ont of 1‘)lace here to remark thar the w1
hut A reflection of that {geno) artint:-
which lurks in the heartof the gifted M.
rassa, who, by his success, has endegy,.!
se’lrr hto the Chna'c.ﬂarn‘r:ee.h \

e basement o @ ChaPel Was oreg-d o
worship two years ago. when the first ’,,‘,2;1’ ,;a’r
celebrated by His Lordship the Biskop of 3o
treal. since that timeit hasbeen crowded by
thousands of visitors, and slmaest at any :eur gf
the aay many may be seen wmpt 15 il
prarer and meditatiog fn the sililnecd of 13,
sanctusry on the virtues of the Mother ¢r Giod
More than oboce has God detuned (o m.xn;iey
that this devotion to His Mother, upi.- 'y,
title of the Immaculate Conception, 1¢ mags
agreeable to Lbim; cares Of cure have been re.
corded, und many obdurate and hard.ped rin-
ners, at the sight of the gentle and w;nyipe
form of Mary, have shed tearsof repentarce an )
returned to God; yes, speaking of the chupel of
Ou; Lady of Loardes we may truly vxelaim, iy
the wordsof the prophet, “Dominc o} (v pms
—0,God, It Is thy work. In the meant:mnthe
chapel itself war closed to the public unt;l tye
decoratlons might be brought to an enl,t..y.
the faithful’s patience was put to the tos? by de-
barring them from entering until stch u time
as the surprise and joy might be greatsr. and
compensita for the waltine,

Thils time has come. On_the 22nd o: th:.
month the public was allowed forthe first e
1o cross_the threshnld of this venerable <an.-
tuary. To find worde adequate to eonvey the
surprise, wonder, acmiration and overwheim.
ing joy of ihe firs: visitors would be Impussible,
The object of these few lines 18 not to give »
descripiion of thischapel buttoextend an {uvity
tlon 1o all the citizens of Montreal to pay 2 visy
to this monument of thelr eity ; yet, to prenare
you better for the treat in store for you, we will
make & jew remarks on the beanties to be seen,
On entering one is aAlmost overcome at the sizh!
of 1he gorgenus display of art that crowans the
walls and ceiliny. The face of the visltor may
be seen to low with admiration while he gazes
al tbe ornamental desigos of the church, This
church {8 consecrated 10 the Immaculate Con-
ception of Mary, that la tosay,we horor here, in
a special inanzer, Mary conceived without sin,
Eura and spotless from the very firet moment ot

+r conception. With thisview in his mind.the
artist directed his labors ta this one end all the
painlings have Son.e relation 10 this dogma of
our faith. Overhead,on the right hand, are the
Propheta of the Old 1estament, wlo predictid
thata Virgin would give a faviour fo the world:
ou the lef, are the Virgins of the 0'd Law who
typified the Blessed Virgin ; in the middie of the
celllng are three figures of the sacrifice o the
Old Law, flgurerk of the sacrifice which Jerus
Chrisl born of the Virgln Mary. consunmated
on 'he helghts of Golgotha. To spesit of the
artistic meril of these paintings vou @ Le use-
less, »8 the reputation of Mr. Bourassa needs no
comment, As wesndvance we behald paintinas
of the Sainty and Doctors who have wriiten and
been most devoted to Mary. Inside the dome,
which is not yet terminated, will be painted
Plus IX., of ymmortal memory, proclaiming
this dc-gma, which is now ap aruicle of our falth,
We nowstand In frant of the Altar and the
beautiful snd heavenly-like statue ofthe Rlessed
Virgin Be‘ors this statue of the Blessed Virzin
thie vislior stands almost awestiuck ; Wig ef'es
riveted on the jorm of this spotlefs Queen, his
thoughts are carried away from thia world of
tie to thut of eternlty. Tl is sratue represcnts
Our Blessed Mo ber, after her appearay ce to
Bernadette, returning to her hame beyond the
skies. The calm apnd placid expression of her
cO niepance inspires the beholder with genti-
ments of respect ard veneration for her who
left the side of her Divine {fon through love for
hber childreniin this valley of tears. The Altar
on which the Holy Sacrifice will s500n be offertd
i5 rich a- d of a beautitul design, and in perfect
barmony with the rest of the church, Before
te'minating this description we wotlid Oall par-
ticu'gr attention to the beaubrfut gas.llightsor
braclets, which, when lit, reflects & most bril-
llant light throughout the bhumh. fothat nota
corper remalns jnvisible to the eye. ' Buch |sthe
rRight awaiting the people whom we hope will
flock 1o visit and examine this structure. Tue
price of admission 1s only 25 cents, this smail
sum which we axaoct 10r \he entranoce fee will
heto to pay off the debt of the Chuich andto
bricg [t to a speedy concluston. Glve itasan
aims, ap offering to God; remember that a glass
of water 10 His name will meet itsraward ; thus
the donsation of 25 cents, given with this inten-
tion, wiil not only be agrecable to Jesus, but
also 10 Mary the Mother of all Christians.

The bours of ndmissinn are from 910 1, 2t0 6,
and 7 to 9.— COMMUNICATED.

———————— P~ ——
THE EMPEROR OF AUSTRIA.

Francis Josepl, Emperor of Austris, iy one
of the most amiable:monarchs in Europe, and
is well beloved by the people whom be
governs. ; It ig' claimed for him that he bas
nooe of the ordinary vices of despotic ruers
——he is neith'er Tmpatient, idle, nor dissolute.
Married to & beautifnl and genial Princess,
helives with her & life of great simplicity, su-
perintending tha . education of his children,
read’ng, . studying, aud . taking hardly avy
other _recreation than ‘shooting. Many a
tourist has met him strolling umattended in
tbe park of Schonbrund ; and it always
pleased him when “such persons, mistaking
him, from his Tyrolese hat and green-collared
gray jucket, for some upper keeper, asked
him to show them their wayabout. Itissaid
that an Eoglish family whom he once lead
over his palace and grounds wound up by pre-
senting him with twoe floring, which he pock-
eted with becoming gravity, remarking aftar-
wards that it was the first money he bad ever
earned, ‘

It is not always fo plain with his Majesty,
however. We have seen him in satate so
‘grand and gorgeous that it was dazuling to
behold.

The following Irish rembers voted In the
Bradlaugh  case against his admision:—
Messrs. Blake, Brgoks, Colthurst, Daly, Daw-
son, Errington, Findlater, Foley, Lalgr, Lea,
Leawy, | Lever,  Litton, Lyons, M'Carthy,
M'Coan, Martin, Marum, Meldon, Molloy,
O'Beirne, A. O'Connor, 0’Donnell, 0'Donog-
bue, 0'Shea, O Sullivan, R. Power, Redmond,
Richardeon, Smithwick, Stuart, Sullivan (2),
Syoan. The Irish members who voted for
Mr. Bradlaugh were—Messrs. Barry, Biggar,
Commins, Fay, Finigan, Johnson, Law, Nolan,
T.P, O'Connor, O'Gorman, Mahon, O'Kelly,.
and Parnell, :

The New Orleans Picayune 5ays that the
puzzle blocks originated in Philadelphis,
where the blocks of houges are 2o much alike
that & man is puzzled to know when he gete
home.
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