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One Night's Mystery.
By May Agnes Fieming.

PART IT.

€HAPTER 1X.—CoxTINUED.

Thereupon everybody laughs, and the
bright hue of the young lady's cheek growg
brighter, and altogether it isa feast to be re-
membered, a symposinum of the gods. All
the while not a word is dropped that can en-
lighten the mind of mamma. After tea there
is music, and Lewis is the musician, all his
heart in the songs he sings, in the rich
melody his fingers awake. Sydney sits in a
trance, an listens, and knows that if the deep
happiness she teels were toend with this
night, it might still compensate for a lifetime
of sorrow. Presently it is nine, and she starts
up, and announces that itis time to go. She
kisses Lucy and Lucy’s mother, with an ardor
only one of them understands; and so, with
Lewis following, flits away and disappears.

It is a bright winter night, cold and clear,
a night that photographs itself on the me-
mory of both. The streete are full of peo-

ple, but there are two in solitunde—they drift
on slowly, silent again, and neither knowing
they are silent. But, presently, the gentle-
man breaks the spell.

¢ Sydney,’ he says, and the troubled look
that worries Sydney is back in his eyes, ¢ after
all, this is & leap In the darkfor you. What
do you know of me in reality ?’

1t A lightsome eye, & soldler’s mien,

A feather of the blue.

A doublet of the Lincoln green,

No more of me you knew.

My love,

No moreof meyou knew!’”
lamghingly says Sydney, out of her radiantly
happy heart.

But Nolan will not laugh, he looks down at
her with those gray dark eyes of his, Miss
Owenson thinks the most beautiful in the
world, and reiterates his remark.

+ You know nothing of me or my life. I
may be the greatest villain on earth for all
that you can tell!

¢t Excuse me, Mr. Nolan, that is your little
mistake, Partly from Lucy, partly from your
doting mamma, partly from Mrs. Graham,
partly from Uncle Grif—all your deovoted
slaves—I have heard the whole biography of
Lewis Nolan since he was apn interesting
cherub in long robes, tand the best child,” as
Mamma Nolan emphatically tells me, ¢ that
ever layin a cradle.’ Could the most exact-
ing inquirer ask more?’

Mr. ¥olan sees fitt to laugh at this, but to
Sydupey's disgust grows grave again directly.

‘I may have secrets in my life that even
these good friends do not know. Which of
us are known to our nearest and dearest as
we are. Sydney there is something that I
ought to tell you, that you have a right to
know, and—that may part us.’

¢No, no!l' Sydney cries out, holding his
arm tighter; *I do not believe it. Oh!
Lewis, yoa have not—you have not——'

¢A hidden wife? supplements Lewis and
laughs again. ¢My dear child, no. No
woman on earth has the faintest claim upon
me exeepting yourself.’ :

8Bhe draws a long breath of relief. Fora
moment the absurd notion that he has put
into words has actually flashed across her
brain. ‘ :

‘Nothing else can matter then, if yon
love me, and no one olse will suffer. For I
eould not take even you, Lewis, from one
‘who had the slightest prior claim.’

¢No one has a prior claim now. Once—
years ago—1I cared for, or fancied I cared for,
which amounts to the rame thing, a girl who
threwme over. [f(hink of that, Miss Owen-
son) You honor with your preference a
Jjilted man ! : ‘

¢]1 owe Hher ten thousind thanks that she
did jiltyou., But what attrocious taste she
must bave had! Ts that your awiul secret,
Lewis? S

¢No, Bydney; I wish to heaven it were.
In my past life J——— fowionpat

‘Lewis stop! she cries out again, in
aflright, ‘I don't want to know. I would
rather not know: I won't know! No mat-
ter what it is—even if a crime—it has been
repented of and atoned for, I am sure. With
your past life I have nothing to do. I take
you &8 you are, asking no questions. Only
be faithful and true to me, loving me with
'your whole heart always, for with less I will
not be content, and 1 ask no more .’

‘No more, he repeats, strong repressed
passion in his tone, fire in his cye. « Syd-
ney! you mean that ?’

‘ i n;cnn‘_that. I ask no more.’

‘And whalever comss—ii{ in the 1
what I would tell you now comes ton;g;g
ears, you will hold me blamelesg?’

¢ I'hold you blameless, 80 that you are still
all mine. ULLbe

‘ Thank Heaven ! ~—

Did he say it or did she only fancy it?” He

: .¢And you think me

soft “and’| guide? My poor little Sydacyl’ |
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you sfé an ‘angel. No, you are
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»"10h1 no;ng, she said earnestly—¢a very
fanlty dnd erring- woman, wanting a ‘elear
-héad and a loving heart :to guide her; want.
ing some one braverand wiser than herself to
help her through life.”". - - .

that better and wiser

. There was an unutterable bitterness, un-
utterable remorse and pain in hisvoice. Was
he doing wrong in taking this trusting girlat
her word, in all the innocence of ignorance,
and making her his own, the secret of his life
untold ? S

1 too, have my confession to make,” Syd-
ney says, shyly. ¢I too, wagonce befotre en-
gaged. Did you know it, Lewis?

¢ No,’ he answers, ¢I did not know it.’

And the knowledge now gives him a curi.
ous sort of jeslous pain. = = .

s Yes, and was very nearly married, but he
died, poor fellow; was killed in fact. 1
I did not care for him in—in this way. We
had grown up together, and I was tond of him
s a sister, My father desired me to be his
wifa; I was only seventeen, and knew no
other will than my dear father’s. But he
died.

Sydney’s voice trembles even now, as she
recalls that dreadful tmie.

Do not say any more,’ Nolansays tenderly.
¢I can see it pains you torecall it. Let the
dead past be buried, and fiom this night, 1
swear my wholelife, my every thought shall
be open to you. - If perfect love, if perfect
fidelity, all I have to offer,can in any way re-
pay the sacrifice you make for me, then they
are yours.’

«1 wish for no more,’ ske says, and gives
him beth her hands.

They ave at Mrs. Macgregor's door: and.
as she spenks the words, and he clasps 1n his
those two extended hands, that door suddenly
opens, a blaze of light falls upon them, and
Mrs. Macgregor, awful as Macbeth, majestic
and stern, in full evening dress, stood betore
them.

Tableau !

Mr. Nolan takes off his bat, bydney
blushes vividly, Mrs. Macgreger stands and
glares petrified, middle-aged gorgon.

¢ Good-evening, Mrs. Macgregor,’ says Mr-
Nolan, politely, and by no means crushed.

His voice breaks the chilling spell.

¢Will you not come in, Lewis ? says Miss
Owenson, bravely, ¢No? Well, then, goed-
night. Tell Lucy I shall sec her to-
morrow.'

¢ Good-night,’ he says, biting his lip to re-
press a smile, and tuns down the steps.

She lingers a moment to watch him, and
even Mrs. Macgregor cannot but read what
is writen 8o radiantly in Sydney’s lovely
eyes.

y‘ Will you come into the drawing-room,
Miss Owenson ?’ she says, in a sharp metallic
voice. ¢I would like to speak to you before
you retire,
tNot to-night, Aunt Helen,” Miss Owenson
replies, smiling gayly, at the same time
turning to go up-stairs.

It i8 half-paat ten,’ says Aunt Helen, in an
acrid tone, and a glance of the darkest dis-
pleasure, :

tIg it? retorts Sydney, carelessly. t«All
the more reason ! should go to my room at
once. Good-night, Aunt Heler.’

Sheruns up lightly, that smile still on her
lips. There will he a scene to-morrow, and
the truth must come out. The scens will
be unpleasant, and Sydney wants nothing un-
pleasant to mar the memory of this perfect
night. She does what all young women in
love do, in books and out of them, sits at the
window, and contemplates the moon.

Sunday was dreary, yesterday was dull, to-
day had been weary—to-night all that earth
held of ectasy was hers, because a satlow
young man with gray eyes and not a vap.in
his pocket, tells her he is in love with her.
She looks up at her ¢ Sintram '—the moon-
light is full on the dark, sad, remorseful
face.

] have seen Lewis to-night with just that
look,’ she thinks, with a sort of trouble.
+What can his secret be? But it is nothing
that concerns me—he has told me that; and
I shall make his life so happy that he will

Sintram. I never rejoiced in my wealth be-
fore, but I dn now for his sake. And to think
—to think he would have gone away with-
out telling me if I had not chanced to over-
hear.
¢ My life has found
‘What some have found so sweet;
Then let come what come may,

No matter If I go mad,
I shall have had my day.’

CHAPTER X.
) §HALL HAVE HAD MY DAY.”

Sypney goes down to breakfast next morn-
ing with a face from which even the prospect
of what is to come cannot dim the sunshine.
Mrs. and Miss Macgregor are already seated,
Katherine immersed in the morning paper,
and Mrs, Macgregor majestic behind the
coffee-pot, her Roman nose higher in the air,
and more awfully Roman than Sydney ever
remembers to haveseenit. But Miss Owen-
son is the daughter of a fighting sailor, and
not deficient in pluck. She encounters the
stony stare of the mistress of the mansion
with o frankly pleasant smile, although her
heart beats a trifle faster than is its wont.

¢ Coffee or tea?’ says Mrs. Macgregor to her
young relative, as who should say, - Pistols
or poison—take your choicel’

¢Tea, please. Any news this morning,
Katie?’

¢ Nothing especial,’ answers Katie, rather
coldly, and Sydney receives her tea-cup and
stirs her tea.

¢« Sydney ' begins Mrs, Macgregor, in a
voice that makes every nerve in Sydney's
bidy wince, ¢it is my duty, unpleasant
though it may be, to speak seriously to you
this morning. Your parents are dead, [ am
your nearest living relative, and youare a
member of my family. All these considera—
tions compel me to tell you that I was
shocked—yes, Sydrey, honestly shocked—Dby
what I saw last night.’

¢ Did you see anything very awful, Aunt
Helen? inquired Miss Owenson, taking some
dry toast.

¢I saw what I did not expect to see—
Rﬁ;lnul? Owenson’s daughter lowering her-
self——

¢ Lowering herself? I do mnot think I
quite understand Mrs. Macgregor.’

Sydney’s voice is quite calm, her blue eyes
look steadily across the table, but she is
growing very pale.
¢+ I repeat it—lowering herself, says Mrs.
Macgregor. ‘Is it necessary for me to say
that Lewis Nolan is no fit companion for
Captain Oweneon's daughter
¢ Your daughter first introduced me to Mr.
Nolan. I take it tor granted she would not
introduce me to any one unfit to be my com-
panion, and I met him next at the house of
one of your most intimate friends. Hois a
gentleman, is he not, Aunt Helen ; and as
such, a fitting companion for any lady in the

land ? ——

‘A gontleman! Xo isa pauper, a aepend-

jufinifely better. for me—a perfect:

cease to resumble poor, tempted, melancholy .

‘1 -both in Bringiog -up and Gonnéctions; -t no,

time the proper associate of a young ladyin’
your position, and notoriously unfit to bé her
solitary ;lescort' home at tem o'clock. ab
-night? .- C ’
" 'Miss.Owenson ‘has thrown back her head,
her face is-pale, her'eyes are shining as only
blue eyes shine in intense, repressed anger.

I have long intended, Mrs. Macsregor's
metallic voice goes on, ‘to speak. to you of
the impiopriety of your frequent visits to
this young man’s house; but, knowing you
were very charitable to the poor, I forced my-
self to believe your visits there were as or-
dinary visits to the homes of your pensioners.
But last night I heard you-—even now I can
scarcely. credit my ears—I heard you call that
young man Lewis, saw you stand with both
hands clasped in his! I know that Mrs,
Grahax, fu her foolish way, has taken this
young man up ; that her equally foolish hus-
band has taken him into partnership. All
the same, he is none the less your inferior,
and beneath your notice; and when you per-
mit him the freedom I saw with my own
eyes last night, you-~it is a strong word, but
I must use it—you degrade yourself, Syd-
ney.’

¢ Mother? cries Katherine, throwing down
her paper.

Miss Owenson rises to her feet, and stands
tall, and stately, and pale as death.

‘It isa word that has never been used to
me before ; it is one thatshall never be used
to me again in this house. All Madison
Avenue, all the friends you have, Mrs. Mac-
gregor, miyht have been standingas you were
last night, looking on, and T would have held
Lewis Nolan's hand all the closer, and stood
by his side, prouder of my right to stand
there than of any one else on earth. For I
have the right,’ Sydney says, a flush of exult-
ant joy, triumph and love lighting her faee,
tit is my great happiress thiz morning to tell
you, the right to stand by his side my whole
life long !’

¢ Sydney !’ Mrs. Macgregor exclaims. She
rises also, blanched with horror. ¢Youdo
not mean,—you cannot mean—-'

-That T am to be Lewis Nolan's wife?
Yes, Aunt Helen, whenever he cees fit to
claim e

Aunt Helen drops back into her seat with
athud. Katherine sits and gazes at Sydney
with glittering cold black eyes.

‘I am sorry it I in any way cause you an-
noyance, Aunt Helen,’ Sydney goeson in a
gentler tone. She is so infinitely happy
that she can afford charity to others. ¢You
are my nearest relative, as you say, aud I am
at present under your care. It will afford
me pleasure to please you in any way io my
power, to yvield to you in all proper matters,
but here you mustnot interfere., I am Mr.
Nolan's plighted wife; you are free to an-
nounce it to every acquaintance you have,
and as soon as you please. Any affront
offered to him Ishallresent, as I would never
think of resenting an affront offered to my-
gelf.’

And then Miss Owenson, still stately and
uplifted, bows her head and goes. Mrs.
Macgregor sits up paralysed; Miss Mac-
gregor holds her Jlerald up before her face and
stares at it, and never sees u word.

*Lewis Nolan! the mother faintly gasps,
at last. ¢Sydney Owenson to marry Lewis
Nolan! Katherine, are you deaf, that you
git there and read? Did you hear what she
said ?

¢1 heard, mother,’ Katherine answers, icily.
+1 am not surprised. She is worthy of him
—1I can praige Sydney no more highly than
that.!

+ Katherine!’

¢ And mother, as Miss Owenson is her own
mistress, and you have not a shadow of right
over her,aud as she pays you trebly for her
board, and is rather a lucrative item in our
household, T would strongly adviseyou to be
civil. An heiress need never want friends;
doors will be open to her if you make your
house too hot to hold her. She may
even marry Mr. Nolan out of hand, and have
a home of her own. I would in her
place?

With which Katherine lcaves theroom, and
her mother 18 alone, to chew thecud of sweet
and bitter fancies. Very bitter she finds
them. "To refuse Dick, torefuse Van Cuyler
—all for this Lewis Nolan, What does she
see in bim? Aunt Helen thinks, helplessly.
If he were a very handsome man she could
understand a romantic girl’s fancy and folly .
but he iz not—he is dark and sallow, and
thin, with prominent features, and nothing at-
tractive about him except a voice for singing,
a gift that rather detracts from a mar's man-
liness, tn Mrs. Macgregor's eyes. He may be
clever in his wap, but if Sydney wanted
cleverness, why did she not take Ernest Van
Cuyler, a gentlemanjand a scholar, and a man
who wrote books, surfounded too, by the
aroma of conquest and fame. Why had she
fallen in love with this young man, Nolan?
What doessheseeinhim? The case is hope-
less ; the conundrum uasolvable. Ia a stun-
ned way she rises and gives it up at 1ast,

Katherine runs up to Sydney’s room and
raps at the door.

t Lot me In, Sydney, please,’ she says; ‘it
isonly I.’

Sydaey obyes. She has been crying, Ea-

pulsively and kisses her.

girl in the world, and I wish you joy. I
think I half expected this from the first.’
Sydney leans her arm on the mantel and

eyes again.

tDon't mind mamma,’ goes on Katherine.
¢ Your conduct is sheer madness in her eyes,
nothing less.
fusing Ernest Van Cuyler last week, and ac-
cepting Lewis Nolan this? How pleased
Mrs. Graham will be; she set her heart on
this long ago, and was tearly in despair when
ghe heard of his departure. Of course the
Sacramento exile is at an end now, says
Katie, with o touch of her old satirical
smile.

+I hope s0. 1 don't know, Sydney an-
swers, i’ a stifled voice.

There is silence, and Katherite stands and
looks at her, half curiously, half admiringly.

¢« And 80, my beautiful Cousin Sydney, cap-
tor so long, is captive at last!  Shall you be
married after Lent, Sydney ?’

«'I don’t know.

¢I would!' says Katherine, energetically.
Why should you wait? you will be ever so
much happier in a home of your own, and
where is the object in waiting half-a-dozen
years while he stroggles upward. One of
you has money, and I know in your primi.
tive creed it doesn’t matter which, though it
would to most people. But then most people
would not throw themselves away—don’t be
angry, Syd—it is throwing yourself away in
one sense.’

t Be kind enough not to say so, Katie. If
I were told a kingdom and a crown were
awaiting xue, they could not xive me a tithe
of the happiness tho knowledge that he loves
me does.
« Tt must be nice to be unworldly and fresh-
hearted likke that, says Katie with a half sigh ;

tbut then it is a luzury you can afford. In

therine can see—the usual ending of feminine
horoics; and Katle takes her in her arms im-

«Sydney, you are the best and pluckiest

her face on her arm, tears welling up in her

And who can wonder? Re-

how Mis. Macgregor accounted for the fapid-
ity with 'which ‘the- stunnipg “fact: of :Mies

Owenson’s engagement extraofdinary: tran-

‘spired. -To ‘Lewis- Nolan! -Who wasg this

Liewis Nolan? cried out the uninitiated ; and
the answer came crushingly :

tA .young fellow withont a penny; his
mother an Irishwoman who sews for & living
—sgon educated for the bar through the char-
ity of Mr. Griffith Glenn and John Graham,
Esquire—man whe plays the organ in - a.
church for a salary, and sings at evening
parties.’

Can it be wondered at, that the best society

‘of this democratic city held up their hands

aghast, shocked, outraged, indignant? One
of the richest heiresses in New York, the last
of a fine old English family, a young lady
who had refused Ernest Vandervelde Van
Cuyler only a few weeks ago! ‘There must
be something intrinsically wrong, mentally
or morsally, with this handsome and high-
spirited Miss Owengon—insanity latent pro-
bably in the family.

-Of course very little of all this came to
Miss Owenson’s ears, but of course also, she
could herdly fail to read the wonder, the
pity, the curiosity in the faces she met; and,
what was much worse, Aunt Helen, afraid of
open warfare, had frozen into strong rigidity.
Not Lot's wife had ever been stiffer, barder,
colder, than was displeased Aunt Helen Mac-
gregor. She had always disliked this for-
tupe hunter, this adventurer, this Bohemian
young Nolan. Asa boy, the money brother
Grif should have spent on Dick had been
wasted on this pauperlad. As a boy, at the
same school, this auuacious mendicant had
carried of prize after prize over Dick’s devoted
head. And now this final and never-to-be-
torgiven sin of winning Sydney Owenson by
his artifices,and for her fortune only, bas been
committed. He had been taken—Dick left.
No wonder Mrs. Macgregor's thoughts were
gzall and bitterness; no wonder that severe
Roman profile grew awful in Miss Owenson's
sight; no wonder every word that fell from
her lips were as s0 many icicles.

Mrs. Graham, on the contrary, was trans-
ported, and embraced Sydney over and again
in an ectasy of gushing match-making joy.

¢You were made for each other, my dar-
ling! I saw taat from the first. I should
never have forgiven you, Sydney, if you had
let him go.’

Mrs. Grabam was Sydney's one friend. At
her house she and Lewis sometimes met, but
not often, but Mr. Nolan was, as usual, very
much occupiel, and seemed to have received
a new impetus to work. He had even for a
brief time no intention of giving up Lis Cali-
fornia project—he could attain the desired
end go much more quickly there. Sydney
had looked reproachfully and imploring, and
Mrs. Grabam had scolded him roundly for
such ¢a tempting of Providence; Lucy and
his mother had pleaded, and finally, not
without some reluctance, it was abandoned .
He was working bard, as had been said, with
thoughts and hopes that made the dry-as-
dust office work sweet, and at infrequent in-
tervals he and his affianced met chiefly at
Mrs. Grabam's. Mrs. Macgregor's doors
wero closedagainst him. On Sydney’s visitws
to his home hewas almost invariably absent,
and his partner's house was the only one he
visited. .VWhenthey met in company here, it
was good to see Sydney take her place at his
side, as one baving the right, jealous least
any should fancy for a moment that she was
either afraid orashamed of her choice. The
reserve that would have been hers had her
lover been what the world called her equal,
and that would bave forbidden any public
pronounced attention, she resolutely ban-
ished. The world should respect, if she
could make it, this man whom she delighted
to honor.

But it was a false position, aud the girl,
delicate and sensitive. felt it.

As the Spring wore on and Easter drew
near, her lifeat the Macgregors’ began to grow
intolerable. Katherine was kind, but unsym-
pathetic. Katie's mother was simply unen-
durable. All her life Sydney bad been the
petted of the household—unkindness, cold-
ness, covert sneers, icy glances, stabbed her
like daggers. Without creating infinite gos-
sip and scandal, she could not uit Mrs. Mac-
gregor's house, and gossip and scandal were
the nightmares of her life. Her wealth would
have opened scores of doors, but not one home.
She was happy, infinitely happy in her heart’s
choice, but that did not prevent very many
bitter tears being shed in the solitude of her
ownroom. She grew pale and nervous, lost
flesh and color rapidly in this ordeal, and a
troubled startled look was growing habitual
to the lovely serene eyes. Mrs. Graham
saw with her growing indignation the crange
in her young friend, and at last her feelings
grew too many for her, and she lifted up her
voice and spoke.

¢ I never thought Lewis, whatever your
faults—and their nume is legion, very likely
~—that you were altogether heartless!’ cries
Mrs. Graham with compressed lips and flash~
ing ayes.

+ My dear madam,’ expostulates Mr. Nolan,
looking up laughingly from a pile of legal
cap, for the lady had gone allthe way to the
Wall street oftice torate thedelinquent, twhat
have I done now ?

t What are you not doing, rather? Have
you no eyes? Cannot you see that she is
growing thin asa shadow and white as a spi-
rit in that house, under the tyranny of that
old gorgon? But, of course, you cannot. Men
are proverbially as blind as bats. Other peo-
ple can see how wratchedly the poor child is
looking ; but you, who ought to be the first,
don t or wor't see anything at all. Go tol’
cries Mrs. Graham, who laid down an Eliza-
beth novel just before coming out. ¢I have
no patience with you.

Do you mean Sydney? Lewis says,in a
troubled tone, ¢ My dear Mrs. Graham, what
can I do? ILkave seen the ehange in her;
I know they make her suffer for my sake,and
I am powerless to help her or take her from
them.

His dark eyes glow, his lips set sternly,
Nover has he felt the bitterness of being s
poor manas he feels it now. e would give
hig life to save her pain, and he must stand
by and see her suffer, powerless to help her.

"What can you do!' retorts Mrs. Grabam,
with a scornful little snort. ¢You can marry
her, I suppose.’ ¢ 1f I wereaman,’ cries this
stout and exoitable matron, ¢ and a lovely girl
were ridiculous enough to love me, and that
girl had money for a dozen, do you think I
would leave her to be made miserable by a
cantankerous old cat like Helen Macgregor?
No, sir, I would marry her out of hand, and
give her a home of ‘her own, and a husband
to take care of her, and never stop to think
of it twice.

‘{But as I am so utterly poor, what would
the world say! Would it be honorable———r-'

tA fig for the world—that for your honor.
What isal! the world to you compared with
Sydoey’s health and happiness? Honorable
—I like that. Is it more honorable for you
to grub alongin this office for the next ten
years, making a competence while youlet her
life be tortured out -of her, than to marry her
and make her happy? Iadmire such honor!

Good morning to you, Mr, Lewis Nolan. Un-

‘Graham’s excitement and findighation are 80\

‘it Mrs. Graham isright? Is Sydney unhappy
.among the Macgregors, and for his sake? - If

~In'8pits of himself, Nolan'langhs—Mré;
real. -He escorts ber to'hertcarriage, - -
- -+¢ Beggar~that T am, I .am poor even in
thanze, but I thank you,’ he says, ¢for your
more than {riendly interest in Sydney and
me, Y S : .
¢Show your gratitude then by acting as you
should. Home, Thomas,’ retorts Mrs. Gra-
ham, spappishly. ‘ . :
He .returns to his ‘work; but ‘he cannot
work., It has been his dream to make a
pame'and & home for his bride, butnot such
8 home as she has been accustomed to just at
first; but still one of his making.; But what

80, isit mot his duty to take her from them,
to pocket his pride and ambition, defy the
world’s scoff, and make her his wile at once?

He tries in vain to concentrate his mind on
the briet point before him. He throws -it
aside, puts on his hat apd coat, and goes
home. It is one of Sydney’s days, he has a
chance of finding her there yet. He has
noticed, with keenest pain, how fragile and
changed ghe has growa of late. He can in-
fer pretty well what a kind of enemy Mrs.
Macgregor can be.

Sydney is still thero; is alone in the little
parlor, playing for Lucy in the chamber. She
starts up, a flush of surpriseand delight mak-
ing her face bright at sight of him.

¢ You, Lewis, and before five! How could
you tear yourself away from that enchanting
offico and those fascinating big books bound
in calf?

‘Don't be sarcastic, Sydney. says MTF.
Nolan; :sarcasm is not the strong point of
your sex. I tore mysclf away because I fan-
cied you might be still here, and 1 was hun-
gry to seeyou.’ &

The bright color stays in her face under his
gravereyes and at his words, but in spite ot
it he ®an see thé change in her. The hands
that lie loosely in her lap are thin and trans-
parent. Hetakes one and slips off without
an effort the simple engagement ring he has
given her.

tThree weeks ago, Sydney,’ he says, that
troubled look In hig eyes, ¢this ring fitted so
tightly that it was an effort to get it on. Now
see it drop off. My princess, what iz the
matter ?

The rosy light leaves her face; she looks
away {rom him, outinto the grimy street, up-
on which the red flusn of an early April sun-
set lies.

‘You ave suffering for me,’ he goes on;
¢ Mrs. Macgregor is making your life misera-
ble. Youare not happy there, Sydney, 1 cau
see that. I have seen it from the first. And
I—it will be so many years befors I have a
fitting home to offer you/

She does not look at him, she watches those
raby gleams of sunlight on the dusty street,
her color coming and going. Her heart is
full of words, but sheisa woman, and her lips
may not speak them. He had dropped her
hand, and is walking up and down, his brows
bent. He stops abruptly before her in his
walk, takes both her hands, and gazes down
at her, a resolute look in the shady darkness
of his cyes.

‘Sydney,’ he says, ¢ witheut a home ; with
neither fame nor fortune to offer you, will you
marry me—at once ?’ .

She lays ber face down on the hands that
clasp hers, almost with asob. .

¢ My only home can be where you are,’ she
answers; that is no home. I dam—oh! so
miserable there, Lewis; I cannever have any
home except as your wite.’

So it is settled. -

. - - E - * .

Now that the plunge is taken, Mr. Nolan
shows himself a man of energy and decision.
The marriage shall take place at once—this
very month. Miss Owenson pleadsfor a lit-
tle longer respite.

¢ Not this month, Lewis—say next.
never be readv.’

tReady ? What do you call being ready ?
You donot mean to goin for an expensive
trousseau, I hope. At our wedding such a
thing would be a mockery.’ :

Sydpey knows that,.and hesitates. Then
Mrs. Graham goes over to the enemy, and
her side kicks the beam.

¢ Married in May! Don’t you know Mayis
the unluckiest month in the year for mar-
riages? Itis not tc be thought of.’

¢ They do all their marrying and giving in
marriage, in May, in London, says Miss
Owenson.

tThey may do in London as they please :
you shall do in New York as New Yorkers
do.’

t Does nobody marry in New York in May,
Mrs. Graham ? .

«+Don't ask ridiculous questions, Miss
Owenson. Be guided by the superior wisdom
of your elders. May is an unlucky marrying
month. Let us call it the last week of April
and be happy.

Syduney laughs, blushes, glances shyly at
Mr. Nolan, and yields the point; but in her
eyes no month will be unlucky that will
make her Lewis's wife. As this is the close
of the first week, there is very little time for
preparation. Sydney screws her courage to
the sticking place, and announces the fact at
home, and Mrs. Macgregor turns yellow with
passion,

I cannot prevent this madness of yours,
Sydney, she says, in a voice of concentratod
rage; ‘but in no way will I couuntenance it.
No one from my house shall be present.
Across this threshold that man shall never
come.’

¢That is understood, said Sydney Owen-
son, very pale, but quite calm, ¢What 1
wish to know is, if I have your permission to
remain here until my wedding day ? I would
prefer it myself. An open family feud is,_de-
testable. If mot, I will go to Mrs. Gra-
ham's. }

¢ And add insult to injury.
never forgive,’

¢Then I remain.
Helen, I thank you.’

But Aunt Helen’s answer is a look ofexs
ceeding bitterness. Katherine says little;
but, two days after she diecovers she owes a
Jong-standing visit to Philadelphia, and flits
away to pay her debt.

And now the daysgo by: one by one they
dawn, glide by, and are over, and ali at once
the wedding day is here.

A lovoly day—sunny, serone, cloudless. In

Ican

That I could
For that, at least, Aunt

Mrs. Grabam’s carriage, by Mrs. Graham’s |

gide, the bride goesto church. She wears a
pale gray travelling suit, with a trifle of white
lace and blue ribbon at the throat, a gray hat
and gray gloves. Not a flower, not a jewel;
a shop girl would have thought it plain. She
ia quite pale with emotion, but in her heart
there is nota doubt, not a tremor. That
other wedding day, with all its bridal bells and
bravery, its bright array of bridesmaids, comes
back for a moment, but she banishes the un-
canny resemblance. Indeed, Bertie Vaughan
i8 but the palest memory now, and has been
ever since she met Lewis. 'I'o-day there are
neither bells. nor bridesmaids, but in the
church the bridegroom stands look{ng as he
always looks in Sydney’s eyes ! a man of men.'

Uncle Grif awaits her at the door, and on

-Nolan. And now she kneels, and he is be
side her, and the marriage is ‘begun.’ UncI;
Grif gives ber away, blushing ‘all over hjg
bald head; Mrs. Graham' snifis audibly be.
bind 'her pocket-handkerchief, and in Mg
Nolan’s eyes there dre quiet teavs; byt Syd:
ney lifts two eyes of beavenly radiance to the
bridegroom’s face as he slips the ring on her
finger, and knows that the desire of her heart
is here. : '

They are married. For the last time the
door of the: Macgregor house has closed upon
her aghome ; it 18 to Mrs. Nolan’s they go to
_breakfast. ."And there Lucy awaits them, angd
into Lucy’s arms the bride goes and cries for
& moment hysterically.

¢My own dear sister, Lucy says, ! Heaven
bless and keep you both.”

" So she has been married, and the outrage
upon society consummated. With neither
bridesmaids nor bridal gifts, nor Teception
nor veil, nor wreath, nor trailing whitenegs
of wedding-robe, nor anything proper.

But it is doubtful if ever more blissful’
bride stood by her wedded lover's side than
Sydney Nolan..

(To be Continued.)
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0TI TAWA COLLEGE CALLED T0
ACCOUNT,

Some two years ago a leading journal i i
States complained, that the Ot,gtalwa Colllégo.ullg
which their voung gentlemen were flockin
was & French establishment ; certain journalg
11]: Egnﬁldalllntgv(geﬂ the wsorlid,jtlmt it is'a down-
rig nglish College. tis, ¢
-3°6"r1{'£“'e€ l'A7lw "y Q y ' Le meunier,

ese two charges the second is true ;s s
its truth has been é)roved to a demonsir’atligg
by the editor ofa Canadian Journal. Takin
the trouble to overhaul the programme, he
makes it a8 clcar as that three-times-three is
v roetvcn 1o Kom, ond Hhe ot aoa

0 Englis ot the clasecs :
taught in English, fc. &6, classesareali

This 1s all true and clear; but the editor does
not, of course, ignore the fact, that Frepeh is
taught here, and taught with VEry great care
and by French-speaking masters,—~some native
Canadians, some native Frenchmen.

‘Well, thefact is true; that langnage which is
overrlmnln%t.he globe has established itself in
the Ottawa College. But does the fact need an
apology ? Is it amystery? We think not.

Whatever the natlonality of the heads and
professors of the college may be, the greay
majority of the pupils are English speakers and
of the Irlsh race. It was impossible for the
founders of the college to foresee what race
vould contribute most to its support. But as
time went on, the Irish element prevailed, and
that 10 such a degree, that English became the
langusge of the playground, This Issue declded
the adoption of that language as the teaching
medlum, and yearshave now elansed since the
business of the College began to be comducted
in the lavguage of the puplls. So far they have
but followed the over-ruling guidance of Pro-
vidence; but, in the revolution of time, with the
ever-changing tide of human aflairs, it may be,
that the French will gain the ascendency, or
else, that in the other Catholic Colleges in Can-
ada, English will claim its place.

And what reason can be assigned for
this attack made on an XEnglish-speak-
ing establishment? It {8 that there Iis
a dearth of colleges in which the Cana-
dian can confine himeself to his mother
tongue ? But he has access to some fourteen of
them. Is't because there is no Irish population
to be attended to? Butwe find that the Irlsh
are in numbers equal to the support of three
colleges. It is because tbe Ottawa College basa
certain atiraction, for the youth of the Provinee
of Quebec? Butin thissense too itis true, that
¢ Massis quidem multa, operarie auler pauei,”
wilth almost a glut Jof French colleges, will the
severe editor grudge the Irish this college in
the neighborhood?  Must it not be a subjeect of
congratulation to every Catholle mind, that
the nation of the kind heart ard generous hand
has there an educating establishment, which
readily welcomes the young of cvery nation?
Fleon such narrow minds?

An hypothesls may illustrate the sublect.
Suppose an editor placed in stuch clrcumstances
as those which have spmaped the destinies of
Ottawa Colleze. Hels qualified to edit his paper
either in Freneh or in Euglish, but three-
fourths of his subscribers will be Englismen.
‘Will he address them in French? Or, will it
require much sense and selfishness to sugegest
and enforce the neeessity of using their own
tongue? To the editor, the subject of the hypo-
thesis, who would make It a charge against a
college, that it trained its puplls by the mediuom
of their own dear mother-tongue, it might be
replied: * Habes confitentem reum, sed lamen
ita confitentem se in ea parie fuisse, qua te.”

But, away with natlonal prejudice: let higher
religlous and soclal views prevail, Canads is
well represented in the Ottawa College. There
the young French Canadiansg, show a wonderful
aptitude for a language so diflferent from their
own, where they find a real home; there, whlle
they are taught to speak and writeon the model
of the best French writers, they gradually
master and love the Janguage and literature ot
another branch of the great human family.—
Com. -

BREVITIES.

—An aged woman died in Philadelphia
from fright at seeing her son and a burglarin
conflict. :

—~—A little Rochester boy said, « Let's play
butcher,” and carried out the suggestion by
chopping off one of his companion’s toes.

—~Balvini will speak Italian during his
tour next winter in this country, while the
subordinate parts in Shakespeare’s trugedies
will be in English.

—A physician in Pierce County, Wisconsin,
hired two pugilists to accompany khim on a
collection tour, and every man who could
pay, but wouldn’t, was soundly whipped.

—Gustave Dore is engaged upon a picture
painted ou a colossal scale like the majority
of his Scriptural subjects, and illustrating the
text, « Come uunto me all ye that laborand ure
heavy laden.”

—The Rev. Charles Dana Barrows ot Low-
¢ll, Mass, tcok some of his friends out on a
coaching excursion. He drove very fast, the
day was hot, and the exercise killed one ot
the horses, while the three others barely sur-
vived.

-
IND.GESTION.

The main cause of nervousness is indiges—
tion, and that is caused by weakness of the
stomach, No one can have sound nerves and
good health without using Hop DBilters to
strongthen the stomach, purify the blood and
keep the liver and kidneys active, to carry off
all the poisonous and waste matter of the sys-
tem, 8See other column.

What the Nuns in the United States and
the Ladies of the Congregation of Notre
Dame in Canada think of the New York

Weber Pianos :— :
The Lady Buperigr of Mount 8t. Vincent
York, says: :
Aga&;a:?lsgvggvged Mr. A.yWeber’s Pianos in this
Institution for several years, and feel pleasure
in-recommending them for their fine tone and
durability. .t'.}‘,hey give entire satisfaetion im
overy ree P . MARY ANGELA HUGHRS,
' Superloress.

Rev. Sister St. Romouald says:

ork Piano Co.,—
N%vgl;{lemen.—n 18 with pleasure that I hasten-
to announce that I am Berfect.ly satisfled with
the Weber (New York) Plano, which I bought
It gives every satisfaction, and I

on.
fromd happy to have it introduced Into all

would be

wish t.oypuy & fine plt.arml’]'v
ours respecLitll)
B1oTwe BT, ROMOUALD, Superlor.

Congregation de Nojre Dame
e nglene. June, 1878, ’ f

These wagnificent Pianos are sold to thg‘
Nuns at whoiesaie pricer. W hoissais aat.
Retall Agents for the Dominion at New
York Piano Co.s' stores, 226 and 228 8t
James street, Montreal.

p&s™ Beware of the Bogus Weber Pianos
made in Ontarie, and sold by unscrupulous

his arm goes up the aisle. Little Monsieur

Agents as WEBER Fianos, 51-3

our establishments, as well as to all those who-

B —.




