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well emough alone, So the ides was given
up, aad the difficulty tided over.

¢Let us take a walk on the beach, then,’
said Bydney, who ‘loved the sea; ¢it is an
hour now till dinner time and the water does
Jook so calm and lovely.” = °

They all went down—Sydney and the
Mosars. Sanderland leading the way, Bertie
and . the Misses Sunderland following. It
was Jovely ; thesoft salt waves cameo lapping
-t their very feet, a faint breeze rippled the
steely surface of the Atlantic, boats floated
over 18 like birds, and Btar Islsad lay like a
greew gem in its blue bosom. The elder Mr.
Sunderlapd bad brought a tolescope, by the
ald of which the revallers conld be seen mak-
ing morry.afar off. L

. 4They’re . the theatrs psople from Wyck-
oliffs;’ Mr. Sunderland said, adjusting theglass
for: Miss Owenson,:*and a lot of young fellows
of the town. That’s Dolly. De Courcy’s acar-
1eé: ‘shawl, for s ducat, and that's her black

ume. . It remiods one of the man in the
—Dolly’s ostrich feather is sure to be
in the thickest of the fun. ‘

.. % And 'mid the thigkest carpage blazed

The helmet of Navarre.'”

¢Who's Dolly De Courcy ?’ asked Sydney ;
and Bertle Vaughan'’s gullty beart gave &
jomp, and then stood still.

1 Ob! a pretty black-eyed actress from New
York.. Very jolly girl—eb, Vaughan? You.
know, laughed Mr, Sunderland the elder.

In-an instant—how Bertle did curse bis
fata} complexior in his heart—the red tide
of guilt had monnted to hiseyes.  Both the
Sunderlands lazghed, & malicious langhb, Syd-
ney looked surprised, and the younger Miss
Sunderland, who was only sixteen and didn't
know much, said :

« Law! look how Bertie's blushking.’

tJ—I know Miss De Courcy—that s,
slightly,’ said Bertie, fesling that everybody
was looking at him, and that he was ex-
pected to say something. At which anawer
the two Mr. Sunderlands laughed more than
over, and only stopped short ata . warning
from Miss Sunderland the elder, and a won-:
dering one from Sydney. .

tSge! they're going bome; they're put-
ting off in two boats,’ cried Miss Susie Sunder-
land; holdiog her hand over one eye, and
squinting through the glass with the other.
¢Ob, I can see them just as plain! one, two,
three, jour, oh! a dozen of them. There's
the yed shawl, and black feather, too, and
there’s Ben! yes, it is, Ben Ward, Mamie,
helping ber in. They've—they've sat down,
and ob! goodness, he's put hiz arm around
her waist ; he, he, be !’ giggled Miss Susie.

« Perbaps you would like to locok, Mamie?’
said the wicked elder brother, taking the
glass from Susie and presentlag it with much
politeness to his elder sister whose turn it had
been to redden at Susie's words.  For the
perfidious Benjamin Ward, Esquire, bad been-
t paying attention’ to Miss Mamie. Sunder-
land, very markedly indeed, before that
wicked little fisher of men, Dolly De Courcy,
had come along to demoralize him. ‘

tNo, thank you, Miss Sunderland re-
sponded, hereyes slightly flashing, her tone
slightly acidulatad ; «the golng cn of a crowd
of actors and actresses don’t interest me.
Mr. Vauoghan, just see’ those pretty sea-ane-
mones; please get me some.’ :

Mr, Vaughan goes for the Sea anemones
with her, and Miss Mamie becomes absorbed
in {hem, suspiciously absorbed, indeed, but
ail the same she covertly watches that com-
ing bost with bitterness ot heart. Alarm is
mingled with Mr. Vaughan's bitternees, and
a8 the boat draws nearer aud nearer, he rather
nervoeusly propoges that thkay shall go back;
the wind is blowing chilly; Miss Mamie may
take cold.

«1 mever take cold,’ Miss Mamie answers
shortly. ¢I prefer staying here.’

So they etay, and the boat draws nearer and
nearer. Sydmey, with an interest she cannot
define, watches it through the glass adjusted
upon Harry Sunderland’s shoulder. They
have & glass, too; the gentlen.an who sits
beside the scarlet shawl and black feather
fixes' it for bhis companion, and she gazes
steadfastly atthe shore. :

Still they drew nearer. Does Ban Ward do
it (he is steering) with malice prepense? They
come within five yards. No need of glasses
now. Dolly DeCourcy is sitting very closge
beside Bun Ward, laughing and flirting, and
shelooks straight at Bertie Vaughan, who
takes off his hat, and never sees him. Mr.
Ward elevates his chapeau politely to the
‘Misses'Sunderland, which salutation Misz Ma-
Iie, with freezing dignity, returns. :

«Pretty Dolly -gave you the cut direct,
Vaughsn,’ says the elder Sunderland, enjoy-
ing hugely his discomfiture. Harry Bunder-
land is a manly fellow himself,and has a thor-
ough-going contempt for insipid dandy Ber-
tie; 1 or else she has suddenly grown short-
sighted.? - - S L

But Bertie is on guard now,: and- his face
tolls nothing, as Sydney wonderingly locks
&b it. ' For she recognized the handsome,
dark girl in the scarlet shawl as the same she
encountered walking late-last ‘evening with
»:iomebody that looked so suspiciounsly like-Ber-

U S T O AN
'The water party float away in the distance,
:Miss: De Courcy singing one of her high, sweet”
‘stage songs asthey go.. As.it dies. out into’
theisunset distance they turn as by one ae~

cord, and go back to the house; two of the:
BRI iy out otsocts with thopaclzes
silent. What did all.this mean ? she won-
dered.; :Most obedient. to her fatber, she was
_most, willing t0 marry Bertie. Vaughan to
“pleiae’ him, without'much' love on éither side;
- Vet that 'hecared for her ad much'as she did
~for hiin, Was ag loyal'to heris she wad tohim,
“&he lisd never for a'second'‘doubtéd.”’ Bat
mow's ¥ague, undefinable féeling’ of wotinded

- ptide’ aiid ‘distrust' had--arisen ‘within ‘her. |

“What waa' the actréss’ with*'tha black, bold
, 8yes to him, that he'shiould redden and' pale
-8t the very scund of her name i+ - - {1
~* It surely :was‘Bertie T saw walking ‘with

her last night?:she’ thoaght; miore‘and:-more
")_e,_l;tur_bed. ‘1 will agk him;-he shall tell
- 1o the'truth,-and that ‘before tlils time to-
TEerrGw¥ C C i
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: 'CHAPTER xIV.
. \MEN WERR DEOMVERS EVER. '
.. Doowww awaits them, .1t wants but three
-;/minntes to the hour as they. straggle, in, and
iOmptain Owengon sits, watch in hand, stormy
& wgther, threatoning: in his.eyes.. The signs
of the tempest clear- awey a3 they enter, and

starlit, clear.. - The wind sighing fitfully
through moaning pine woods, the surf thun-
dering dully on the shore below, ring dream-
ily in Syduey's ears all the way.

"Sheleans forward out-of thewindow, some:
thing in the solemn murmurous beauty of the
night filling her beart with a thrill akin to
pain ; and still that dark and dashing actress
occupies her thoughts—and the more she
thinks the more continced ghe is, that last
night Bertic was her companfon. = If 80, he
has teld her a deliberate lie, and the girl's
heart contracts with a sudden sharp gpasm of
almost physical pain and terror. If he has
been false here, will he be true in anything?
All herlife Sydney had been taught to look
upon lying words with horror and repulsion.

s+Itis the meanest and oat eneaking ofall
cowardfce,” her ‘blunt and fearless old father
bad sald to kér a hundred times; *don't ever
He, Sydney, if you diefor it:* =~ : - = -~

¢It {3-'the most-helnons and ‘despicable of
all sins,’ her ghostly directors had taught the
child, in later years. ¢Nogoodness can dwell
in'an untruthfal soul.’ - o T
And now—was Bertlofalse ? Bertie, whom

| she was to marry and spend all her life with.

I will ask him,’ she kept repeating; ¢his
tongwe may speak falgely, but his face, his
eyes, will tell the trath,: And it thers i any-
tbing between thiseirl and him'—she stopped
and caught her breath fura momeént—!then I
will never, never be his wife.! a
She looked at him wistfolly, but, lying back
in his corner, his bands clasped bebind his
golden head, his face was not to be seen.
‘How silent you young people are, the
squire sald at last ; ¢ anything wrong with you
puss? A penny for your thoughts, Bertie.'

too forced to last, Bertie. Vaughan's thoughts
would bave been worth much more than a
-poony to the questioner—they .were solely
aad absorbedly of Dolly. He must ece her
to-night: imrossible to wait until to-morrow.
Ben Ward had been at-her side all day pour-
ing his seductive flatteries into her ears, offer-
ing, vory likely, to'make her mistress of the
pew red-brick mansion over in Wychcliffe.

And women are unstable,and gold, and offers
of wedding rings, have their charm. He bad
pothing to offer her but’his handsome blue
eyesand Raphael tace; be had never even
mentioned wedding rings in all his love-mak-
ing. Yes, come what might, he must see the

moon was beginning to sllver the black trees
around it. The squire was growing uneasy

about the cold, and it was a relief te all when

thev. drew up on-the front steps, and Bertie-|-

chill old sailor, and helped him to his room.:
¢ Are you.going out again, Bertie?' Sydney.
asked, looking at him in surprise as- he re-
placed  his hat, and turned. to leave the
house.
¢ For my usual nocturnal prowl and smoke.
Couldn’t sleep without it, I assure you. Run:
away to bed, sls, and good night.’ ‘
He left the house and made straight for the
town at a swinging pace. It was almost:
eleven now—if he could only reach the thea-
tre in tima to 'gaa Dnlly leave, = o
He wasin time. Moonlight and lamplight -
flooded the little-sqnare in frent of the play-
house, and standing himself in the shadow,
Bertis saw the Jady of his love come forth in
the famous red shawl and black feather, lean-
ing confidingly on the arm of Ben: Ward,
She was in the highest of wild high spirits,
too, her clear laugh and loud voice mingling
with the deeper tones of hia rival.
¢ Awfully late to-night, ain’'t 17" he heard
her gayly eay; ¢ I expect you're about tired to
death waiting, Den.’
¢ As If all time would be too long to wait
for you, Dolly,” responded gallantly and at-
fectionately, Mr. Ben; and the 1listener
guashed his teeth as he listened. It bhad
come to this then—it was Ben and Dolly;
and who was to tell Lim it was not to be Ben
and Dolly all their lives. R

He followed in tbeir wake, keeping out o
sight among the shadows. Keenly sensitive
to ridicule, Bertie would not ior worlds : be
feen In the ludicreus role of jealous lover by
Ward. They sauntered very slowly, p-als of
laughter telling how thev were enjoying their
tetc-a-tete. = They reached Dolly's cottage-
bome. and paused at the gate. In the sha-
dow of some trees across the moonlit road
Vaughan hid and glowered. = Mr, Ward
eeemed disposed to prolong the dialogue even
here, but Miss De Courcy, with a loud yawn,
which she made no pretence to hide, declared
she was ‘ dead beat,’ and must go to bed right
away, s S

¢So good-night, Bep,’ cries the actress,
opening the gate and holding out the other
hand ; tand thanks, ever so much, for the
flowers, and ear-rings, once more.’ - ©

- 4But' not good-night like this, Dolly,” ex-
claimed Mr.. Ward, deawing -bher nearer, and
stooping his- head ; ‘not good.night with &
cold shake hands, surelyl- - . . ... !

But the gate was opened and shut
and Dolly on the other-side, had.eluded the
embrace.. R
. tNot if I know it1 There's only one man
in the unlverse I ever mean to klss, and he
isn't yev, Mr. Bepjamin Ward, I can tell you!
Good-night.’ L
. tIs 1t Bertle Vanghan, then I wonder?
Pretty Mivs Vaughani—,The Falr.One With'
+The Golden Locks’ ‘we all bi; {
vie g e tay b ug g lin” co
| that milk-gop, "Dolly, I'm_ snrprised at
| taste, upon my word, and Lonor, [am,’ "~ "
|, tIts. no'business of  yqura, Mr. Ward, who:
1t 18/’ cries out.Dolly, her, black eyes snapplig-
v the moonlight; <1¢ fén't ‘you, anyhow, be:
wurs of, that, . ARd if you" think yoar ea
Tngs are thrown away, I'l ‘give 'am back to
you, - 811 ney o, bo’ B ; F D

: d, that Dolly, D
prosonts under f;

pretehces.’ - ‘!-x“ fromed e © T {

‘Oh! d—the ear-rings " sald Mr. Ward.
‘I never thought' of them; and you know it.
But, seriously; Dolly I:think. heaps. ot you;
, never 8aw a.girl in all my life. I like 5o well ;
and, I'll marry you .pny .day, you: like—so
ithere!, Oan I say. fairer thau that?, It's no
-ose your thinking..of Migs Vaughsn ; it, isn't,
Delly,” upon my, soul.., He's,, booked.for his

o .cousin—she 1gn't his .oousin, hy-the-by—and
| hag: baen, ever, since ke lett,off .petticoats,

. He hasn't got a.red cont. but, what: the old
man will give him; and the wedding is fixed
:to come, off in a-month.... He's spoony onyou,
I. know, Dolly, bat, he .can't marry: you,: be-
cause. he hasn't 8 rap 4o live.on,  Now think
over all this, and make np your mizd to be .

There was & momeuntary brightening, but |

and Perkins gave each an arm to the stiff and |’

sx'nartlj.

| aotress, and a ivonderful
| teting black eyes. * -

glancing up at the one lighted window of the
cottage ; « she's a bowitching littled.vil, and
I'mbound to make her Mrs. W. She's soft
on ¢ The Fair One,' at present, but she'll get
over that. : He,must mar
ney, n,ud‘ then Ddll will have me, If ‘only for
spite.’ . -

PAB hestrode away, out from the dark sha--
dows of the pines stalked Bertle, palid and
ferocious with jealousy. It was precisely like
one of Miss De Ceurcy’s situations on the

stage.

¢Will she bave you if only for 8pito?’ re-
peated Mr. Vaughan between his teeth in
moat spproved style : ‘and she is goft on me
at pregént, is she!” Counfounded cad! 1 won-
der J didn’t come out and knock him down
thereand then. . .

Seeing that sinewy Ben Ward could have
taken Bertie by the waist-band and laid him
low.in the kennel any moment he liked, per-
haps after all it was not to be wondered at.
He opened the garden gate, flung a handful
“of loose gravel up at the lighted panes, and
.waited. There was a momentary. pause;
then the curtains moved about ar inch aside,
and in a tone of - suppressed fury a vaice de-
manded: . - . . g

¢«Is that you, Ben. Ward 2’

«No, Dolly-~it's I—Bertie.' .

Like aflash the muslin curtain was swept

away, and Dolly’s eager face, eager avd glad,

in spite of all her efforts, appeared.. !
tYou, Mr. Vaughan! and at this time of

night! May I ask what thisinsult means?’

. ¢Oh, nonsense, Dolly. You're noton the

stage now. Come down—there’s a darling

girl—I've something to say to you.’

« Mr. Vaughan, it is almost twelve o'clock

—midnight!. And you ask me to come

down! Whafdo you think Tam?'

. + The dearest girl in creation. Come, Dolly,

what's the use of that rubbish ¥’

Miss De Courcy, without more ado, drops

the curtain, goes deliberately down stairs, un-

locks the door, and stands in the moonlight

before her lover, -

‘My darlingl! Hemakes an eager step for-

ward, . but with chilling dignity Miss De

Courcy waves him off. ]

¢That will -do, Mr. Vaughan! I know

what your ‘my darlings’ are worth. If I

told you my opinion of you thie mowent, you

"The withering scorn of this speech could
only bave been doue by an actress.. Miss
Dolly in a fine. stage atfitude, stood and
looked down upon Mr, Vaughan. .
~ sNo, Dolly, I didn't enjoy myself. Was it
Tikely, with you on Star Island with Ben
Ward? 1had to go. - I tried to get out of it
—tried my best—and failed. I can’t afford.
‘to offend my uncle—that is the truth—and at
the ‘bare mention of my Laving an engage-
ment he flow into a passion ; and you ought
to see the passions hecan fly into. No, I did
not enjoy myself, but I had to go.’ : ‘
tOh-h V' said Aliss Le Courcy, coldly. ‘1
always thought you were a8 grown man, not a
little boy, to be ordered about and made do as
vou arve bid. Since you are so afrald of this
awful Captain Owenson, then, and so depend-

entupon bim, of course the moment he tells
you to marry his heirese yow'll buy a white

tie and go and do it. Have youn anything
more to say to me, Mr. Vaughan, because
even an actress may have a reputation to lose
if seen staunding here with you after mid-
night.’

She turned as if to go—then lingered.
For be stood silent leaning against a tree,
and something in hisface and attitude touched
her.

¢ Have you anvthing more to say ?’ she re-
peated bolding the door.

¢ No, Dolly, since you take that tone—
nothing. What you say is true—it is pitiful
in a fellow of twenty-one to be ordered about
like a fellow of twelve, and I ought to have
held out end braved the old man’s displeasure
and gone with you. 1 bave nothing to say
in my own defence, and I have no right te do
anything that will compromise you in the
sight of Ben Ward, He's rich and I'm poor,
and I suppose you'll marry him, Dolly, I
have no right to say anything, but it's rather
hard.’ '

He broke off. The next instant impulsive
Dolly was down the steps and by his side, her
whole heart (and it was as bonest and truela
heart as éver beat in its way) in her dark shin-
ing oyes, :

tNoright?’ she cried out. ¢QOh, Bertie! if
you care for me you have every right !’

_ ¢If I care foryou! the blue eye looks elo-
quently into the black ones ; fdo you doubt
that too?' . '

tNo! exclaimed Dolly, doubt, anger,
jealousy, all swept away in her love for this
man, ¢You do like me, Bertie! Ob,
I Know that] You do like me better than
her? - . .

¢Than her?' Than whom?
~¢Oh! you know—I'veno patience to talk
about her, "your cousin, the heiress, Miss'
Owenson, She's swestly 'pretty, too—but,
Bertle, do say it; tell me the real truth, you
do like me better ‘than her 7’ S
“‘He bends down bis handsome face, and
whispers his answers—an answer that brings
‘the ‘swift blood into the dusk cheeks of the
| light into the glit-
o of it'all 7" shé breaks

¢ But-what 1s the us

;| dat Swith sn impatient sig,h'., ““You are afraid

of her father’ ‘*“You' ‘are’ dependént on " him.

'You' will uot date offend him, sad-—you will
‘warey hers i e T ot E T
' 1 No, by Jovel' 'exclaims" Beitie, - {111

' marty Hobody but 'you, ‘Dolly—that I ‘awesr;
'If I 168t *you, if You ' martied " Ward, ‘T'd blow

0! [ iny braing'out. T couldn’tlive without you,
AT et kngw "how'1''come tDbBBO &anlly x

‘fond of yeu, but I’ conldn’t.” And'Y wish you:
‘wouldn’t’ tke things’ froih Ward; ‘ear rings,’
or; figWers even, ot from ‘any of them:' ' You
‘belong'to e, and T don’t Hke s v i
<~ tVery well, ‘Bettle; assents Dolly ‘with ai
1ong:drawn, bappy breath; I won't. ~ T don't:
care * for “them ‘or' ‘their "presents, "but
I was -mad ' to* ses yon' 'there ‘'on  the
shore ; .and: then: :Bem: - Ward -told me all
| about. you: going to, manry: Miss Owenson,
-and the wedding things coming.from Paris,
and the wedding  to be next month, until he
had me half ;insane... It bas been the most
Mmiserable evening in my life,’, =~ ... '
.. VIndeed ! No one would haws thought sp to
Jear you and Ward langh.’ . ‘

little. Miss Syd- |

. ! would bardly feel flattered. I hope you en- |-
coquettish Dolly before he slept. It was half- | joyed yourself with your charming cousin to-
vast ten when they reachéd The Place,and the'( qayr °

/| goane.at all. ; Perking is away. for Dr..H

and bresk it offi—I will to-morrow morn-
ing. Bertie, don’t look like that. I mever
really cared for him, he was t0o _fiery and
'tyrannical.’
“+What i8 ‘his name?’
‘asked. S
¢ What does it matter about his name ?
T’11 never seen him again if I can help it. I'il
write and end it all to-morrow. Come, Bertle,
don't look 80 cross; after all, it only makes
us even.'
t Yeg, it only makes us even,’ he repeated,
rather bitterly; ¢ even in duplicity and dis-
honor. I'm a villain and a fool too, I dare
say, in this buslness, but I'll see it to the end
for all that.”' . -
¢ A vijlain and a fool for caring for me, 0o
‘doubt,’ the actress retorts, angrily..

+Yeu, Doll, but I do care for you, you see,

and 1 have never refused myself anything 1

,Vaughan gloomily

So I shall marry you—how or when I don’t
quite know yet, but I mean to mar:y you and
you only.’ . T Ty

She nestles close to him, and thereis silence.
The pale blue moonlight, the whisperiang
wind, the rustling trees, nothing else to see or
hm").- - AT . - B
«Why didn't -you ' tell:me all- this gooner?’
the girl asks at length,:.* Why did you leave
it to Ben Ward? Kven last night you de-
ceilved mo—making me think she was & little
ugly school girl,’ )

+Why dido’t you tell me about the man in
‘New York? Why hadn’t you told bim about
me? - It won't do for you and me to throw
‘gtones at each other--we have both been iving
in glass honses. Let us ory quits Dolly, and
bury the hatchet. ¥You know all now. You
believe I love you, and meéan to marry you,
and not Mlss Owenson, and that, I take it, is
themain point.’ i o

+ But Bertie, this can’t go on long. She ex-
pects you to marry ber next month.” -

<Her father does—she doesn’t. She would
very much rather not marry me atall. And
next month isn’t this. Sufficient unto the day
the evil thereof.’ o
Unconeciously to himself Bertie Vaughan

 was a profound fatalist, let{ing his life drift

on, a firm bellever inthe “ Something-to-turn.
up’ doctrine. . :
t You see,’ he went on, ‘ the governor's life
hangs ona thread—ona hair. At any moment
it may end. His will is made, and I am hand.
somely remembered in it. - He may diésud-
denly before the wedding-day—in #hich case
a comfortable competence will be mine for
life. The moment hé findes out this he-will
destroy that wil}, turn me out, and disinherit
‘'me. - Have I not reason enough for silence '
Juat let things drift on, Dolly—it will do'no
harm; and ff, on the eve of the wedding-day,
‘'he is still alive, then I will throw up: the
sponge to fate, run away with you, turn actor
or crossing sweeper,and live happy everafter.
There is the programme.’ -~ - - & "~ -
He poused, Dolly De Courcy stood silent,
her xeen black eyes fixed thonghtfully upon
him. -How selfish, how craven, how uttetly
without heart, generosity, honor or gratitude,
this man she loved was! this man who looked
like a young Apollo here in the moon's rays.
False to the core, how could she expeoct’ him
to be true to her?” Unstable as water, would

the end? Might he not play her false, and
marry Captain Owenson's fair young heiress
after all?

tNo!' Dolly cried, inwardly; “that he
ghall not! I have his letters—I will go to
Owengon Place, and show them to thie
haughty Englishman and his daughter first.
He shall never play fast and loose with
me.’

tAnd now., darling, I must be off)
YVaughan sald, looking at his watch. !Ye
gods! half-past cue. Farewell, Dolly; re-
member! no more flirtations with Ward.
Give him kis ear-rings and his conge to-
morrow.’

‘T'll keep the ear-rings, but I'll give him
his conge,’ replied prudent Dolly. ¢ Good-night,
Bertie. Beas false as you like to all the rest
of the world, but be true to me/

¢ Loyal je serai durant ma vie I laughs Bertie
Vaughan, and then he is through the little
garden gate and away. Dolly stands and
watrhes the slender figure of her lover out of
sight, then turns.

¢ Faithful unto death,’ she says to herself.
¢ Yes you will ba that to me, for I shall make

ou.’
¥ The clocks of Wychicliffe were striking two
a8 Vaoghan came in sfght of his home. To
hls surprise & light burhed in Captain
Owenson's chamber, and figures flitted to and
fro. He etoppéd; a sudden thought—shall
it be said hope! sending the blood to his face.
Was the squire sick, was he-—dead ? The rest
of the honse was unlighted. Perbaps, his
absence had not been discovered. He soitly
inserted his latch-key and opened ‘the door.
All was darkness. Heclosed it and stepped
in. Ashe did so a light appeared on the upper
landjog, and some one lightly and awiftly be-
gan descendfng thestairs.

t Perkins, is that you?’ the Boft voice of
Sydney asked. ' o

There was no reply. She descended two or
three more stalrs lamp in hand, wrapped In a
white dressing-gown, her yellow halr stream-
ing over her shoulders, and came face to face

with Bertis Vaughat. ‘-~ - -

. CHAPTER XV..-
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. THERE wag; an . Instant’s pause—both : stand
and: looked, each other foll in.the eyes.;. Then
Bydney.Bpoke. v toopre widE ol ne

-4 ¥ou,:Bertfe 2! she;sald, in. slow wonder,
«,+41:8ls, ha-answered, light]y.. .¢I:have been
to: Wycheliffe...: The; -engagement ;-1 : had, to
break this.morning I kept to-night, But what
18 the matter? Yourfather—I ... . . :.
-::$ Hag, ‘been takensuddenly ill—a sgort, of
ague,: . Ho must havegot thoroughly, chilled
on-our. Way.home.  ,Ohl.1.-wish .wehad not

ard.,

Ahlherehais now.) ... ... i oeeae
.-;’The dootor:entered with the coachman,and
.went straight to,his patient's.room. . . Bydney .
and Bertie waited outside, both. silent, . both !
. pale.and anxious, though from' very different:
.causes. If theold man died, the young man:
-thought, with his . will ;unaltered, his course:
lay straight. before. him, ; He would marry
Dolly .out of hand, and go off with her to New.
York. , :‘There.wounld be & nine days’ scandal
~8yduey. would despise; him—he winced at
the thought—but otherwise she wonld not

| fovttug; to=-bed.-- "¢ Good for a dozen years

cared for, snd don't. mean to begin now.|

- ‘miserable all his life.

justing his deuble eye-glass, read it sonorously
aloud, Sydney's éyes were left the plate, her

not the love of wealth prove the stronger in | .

.tury or so! She's not bad looking either—got|
.eyed like Dolly.! ., ;- i

you, sle.* ! ‘
Sydoey shot off like an arrow, anJ
Bertie went slowly, and with a disgusted

yotl
Oh, no doubt, no doubt at all. It isin the
nature of rich fathers, and uncles, and guard-
ians to hang to the attenuated thread of life,
when they and everybody connected with them
would be much more comiortable if theywent
quietly to their graves. :

¢« No fear ‘of his golng toes up before the
wedding-day,’ thought Mr. Vaughan, bitterly.
t He'll tough it out, as old Howard says, to
dandle his grandsons, I've no doubt. And
then there's nothing left for me but the ¢all-
for:love and the world-well-lost' sort of thing.’
Dy Jove, Dolly will have to work for ‘me as
well ag for ‘herselr when' I make her Mrs.
Vaughan.' - ' o "

Next day, by noon, Squire Owenson was
ablé to descend to lincheon. A letter from
Montreal in a stiff, wiry ‘hand lay beside
his plate. It was from: Miss Phillis Dormer,
and cintained a gracious assent fo the visit
of her nlecé, Cytilla. That same evening
brought a note from Cyrilla’ herself to

Sydney: )
e “«PeriTr 5. Jacques, Nov. 8th.
. VDearest SYb :—It is all arranged. Aunt
Phil chserfully ‘consents, and has actualiy
[who says the days of miraclcs are past 7] sent
me tén pounds to buy my brides-maids dress.
‘Three days from this I will be with you on’
unlimited Teave of absence. In haste (class-
bell is ringing), but, as ever, devotedly yours,
) CryRrILLA "

Two days before, Sydney would have
danced with delight, but now she read this
vote, her color rising, a look of nudignified
trouble on her face. Everything seemed
settled—her trousgean had come, the very
bridal vell and wreath were up stairs,
Cyrilla was coming to be bridesmaid, and
Bertie had never spoken one word. She
glanced across the table—they were at
dinner—to where he eat trifling with a
chicken-wing ‘and tasting, with epicurean
relish, bis glass of Sillery. Was she worth eo
little, then, that she was not even worth the
asking? Less vanity a pretty girl could
hardly have than Sydney, but a sharp, morti-
fied pang of wounded foeling went through
her now a8 she looked at him—cool, careless,
unconcerned.

¢ capa forces me upon him, and he takes
me because he cannot help  himself) she
thought. *He i3 in love with that dark-
eyed actress, and he will marry me and be
Oh'! if papa had only
tet us alone, and never attempted this match-
making ! ’ ‘

t Bad news, puss ?’ her father asked. ¢You
look forlorn. What's the matter, little one?
Lt me see the letter. oo
" 'She hesitated & moment—then passed it
over to him reluctantly, and the ‘squire ad-

‘cheeks tingled; Bertie sat, an ' indifferent
auditor, his whole attention absorbed by his
champagne. - ‘

Sqnire Owenson
looked straight at
glasses.

¢ Well, petite, that's all right, isn’t it? She'll’
be heré in three days—two more; and you
and Bertie shall meet her at the station.
What's that tronbled look for, then? You're
tond of this young lady, are you not !

 Yes, papa, very fond.” Dear old Cy !

tThen what ig it ? It isn't that you're
afrald she'll make love to Bertie--hey 7 and are
jealous beforehand ¥

But Sydney has finlshed her dessert, and
jumped up abruptly and ran away. It was
little short of maddening to sec Bettie sit
there, that languid smile of his just dawning,
and feel all the cool, self-assured, almost in-
solent indifference with which he took her
without the asking.

The two days passed. Bertie spent a great
deal of his time away from The Place, doing
home duties at intervals, when it was impos-’
gible to shirk it without arousing the quick
suspicions of the ¢ governor.’ He drove Syd-
pey and her mother along the country roads
together, he rode out twice wilh Sydney
alone, but that conversation had not taken
place; the explanation Miss Owenson meant
to have shelhad not had as yet. It was one
thing to resolve to ask Bertie whether or no
he was in love with the actress, to tux him
indirectly with falsehood, and another thing
to do it. Bertie Vaughan, her old comrade and
play-fellow” was a man—‘a gentleman
growed,’ as Pegotty says, and every instinct
of her womanbood shrank from broaching
the subject. It was for him to speak, for her
to refuse or accept, as she saw fit. "He never
did speak—never came within miles . of
the subject, avoided it, ignored it utterly,
as the girl could hardly fail to see. And sy
the day and the hour of Cyrilla's arrival
came, and matters matrimonial were in statu
quo.. . : Ptk . Lt
. It was a gloomy November afternoon,
tonding on snaw, gky and atmasphere steel
gray alike, & wild, long blast rattled the
trees and send the dewd leaves 'in whirls
beforeit. A few feathery flakes were drift-
ing_through the sullen air, glying promise of
the h.ﬁ;st. snow-storm of the seadon, before mid-
might, = e v
. 'The train ¢ame thundering Into the lighted
ation as Bydney and Bertie took theli places.
velet Jacket, b velvet cap, crowned
with rich’ feather, on lier bright, wind-
blown'hair, and In a plate of eager expectation,
For Mr. Veughan, he had not deigned to take
much inferest,{n thanew comer from thio firat ;
judging, tfom Sydney'a ta1k, ‘ho was prodls-
posed.to dislike her indeed, a8 & young person
inclined to { ¢haff.’ " People inclined to chaff,
Bertlé had found " from. experience, gerisrally
ohaffed him, and, like moit weak men he.was
acutely gensitive to rdifcale. 7.

laid down the letter and
his daughter through his

. The "train, stopped ;. the - passengers;.far |

Wyscheliffe, half a dozen in number,.came out. |

Among them atall young lady, in a travelling |
Buit,of dark:green serge, at sight of whom 8yd- |
ney uttered a joyous cry and plunged for#ard
straightway into her.arms., ... .2 .

-4 Oh, of coutse,”snys Bertie cynioal
the palir, ‘they must gush. A.quatter of an,
_hour,of kissing .and .exclamation. points, as;

Ahengh they had not seen.each:other for a.cen-:

1y, yeing

She might have eyes lli!l:eDcsl‘l'y:htlt there )

| that no other; answer was. needed,,

: aom@fg,ﬂ,ng very,

i| o0

sight, but the truth is, he can think of nop,
Her pronounced manner has taken him g,
‘¢idely aback. ~- He-had expected to ' meet,
gchool-girl, more or less.gauche and bread-apg,
buttdry, 'and’ instead -he:Baw a regal-look;
lady, with the (atilly tranquil' manner sy
graclona civility of a grande dame.  Thegy,
'uressive feeling he had feft before he saw he
deepened ten fold. -He had intended to

| very civil—crushingly civil indesd—to Syq,

ney’s little school friend ; to patronixze her |y
the most oppressive menner, to get up amiy
(lirtation with her even, if she had any pretey,
sions to good looks ; and behold, here she wy,
absolutely patronizing him, and looking bhiy
through, to the very marrow of his bones, wity
those plercing, steddfast biack eyes—like iy
cvolor, but wonderfully unliike in every othe
respect, Dolly's. - . . o
] expect you two to become faat triendsa
once! cries Sydney. ¢ You know all abogt
each other beforehand, and are compatrichy
vesides.’ .
“+ None know me but tolove me,
None name me but L0 pralss, * **
says Bertie holping themin. *¢I have hewg
Miss Hendrick’s praises sung so assiduousy
for the past week, that—-—'

¢8yd, what a bewitching littla tarn.oy,
and what handsome steppers! you will I
me drive - yeu, won't you? ~ I'm a capiu
whip.! : Lo AT
iI'll let you do anything you please. Oh'
‘Iatling, how good it seems to have you with
me again! Sydney said, cuddling close tg
Jyrilla's side. - ¢ How ave they.sll in Petite &,
Jacques? How is Freddy?
t1 have not seen Freddy since the might I
risked a broken neck and a shattered reputa.
tivn getting eut of the window to mest him. I
ranaged to answer his letter, and there things
remnin. For the rest-—MIss Jones has left
the school.’
¢ What !’ ‘
tParfectly true. It was suddenly discovered
tuat she had & passion for navel-reading
{Mile. Stephanie’s pet abomination), and was
urubscriber to the town circulating Hbrary—
that one of the French girls-was in the habit
of emuggling in the forbidden fruit, and baving
all her:lessons done by Miss Jones in return.
“The crime was proven beyond refutation and
~Miss Jones suddenly and quietly left the
school. =~ s : ‘
10h-h '—a very prolanged ¢ oh, indeed—
Mlle Stephanie dismissed her ?'
¢So T presume. The fact remaing—she
went. ‘ .
- ¢Cyrilla,’ Sydney said, a look of pain on her
face, ¢did—did you do this?’
t And -what if I did,-Syd? - There was little
love. lost .. between. us .from the first, and it

‘The very sound:of her name bores yo |
—yes, 1 understand,’ Interrnpts Oyrills, |

pleased Heaven to diminish it on fucther ac-
juaintance. Yes—indirectly it was. through
matbat Ma'amselle Stephanie made the dis.
"+overy, I must own.’ -

T'here was silence; unconscicusly, invol.
untarily, Sydney shrunk a little from her
ltiend. . .

« Well, 8yd, did I do wrong? Were you so
fond of Miss Jomes that you puton that
ghocked face ?’

. ‘Food of her?—mno,’ Sydney auswered,
slowly ; ‘but [ am sorry you did this. Poor
Miss Jones! life kad gone bard with her, [
am afraid,and soured her. She stood quite
nlone in the world, and it was all the homs

‘I'she had .’

+My dearest Syd,) Miss Hendrick said,
laughing,¢ if you carry that tender heart of
yours through life you'll find it blesding at
every turn. I owed Miss Jones a long debt,
and I have paid it—that is all.

¢And she will pay you if ever she has the
chance, you may be sure of that, Cyrilla.’

I am gure of it, dydney. Butitis not my
intention to let her have the chance. She
does not know Auat Phil’s address, and most
likely never will. People who have gotto
work for the bread they eat have no time for
vendetta., = Why.do we talk of so contempt-
ible a subject atall? Let us talh of yoursell,
chere belle. So that is our Bertie. He s as
handsome as Narcissus,’ . i

tAnd, like Narzissus, knows it only too
well.' .

There was a tonch, all unconscious, of bit-
terness in Sydney’s anawer that did not es-
cape the quick ear of her friend. .

« Everything is settiet, I suppose, and the
happy day fized? = When is it to be, darling,
this month or pext? .. . . . . . .

_tThe- happy day. is not fixed, Sydney .an-
swered, trying, to speak ligbtly, and feeling
the color burning in her cheeks ; ¢not this
month certainly.- Next very likely, ifat all)

‘My. dear , child) Cyrilla cried, really
startled, tif at alll’ What an .edd thing to
8a, 1’"“"' - - I T T

:‘{I,s 4t? But-who knows what may happen?
Who- can tell what a day may bring forth,
much less & month? I have the strongest
prophetic, conviction there will be no wed-
ding at all.’ L.
- She spoke almost without volition of her
own—something within her seemed to .say
the worde. .In the tragic time that was to
come, that was even then &t haud, she re-
called that.involuntary sentence with strange,
gombre, wonder., For Cyrilla—she, sat .and
looked at her, rendered utterly. speechless for
& moment by this.unexpected declaration. ...
;. ‘Don’t gtare so Oy, Sydney, langhed, recover-

ing :her . opstomary, good. . humor. ., It's :very
rude, ; Why,: I may.be.dead and buried: In =
anth l'.'..‘,--. s 7 it i: o
i1, Vary; trug-—or, Bertio!! s
:-:‘.Or.igu“a."‘- diri g da P
;. Quong,of you may prove false.! , - ...
.+ 4Qrjone.of s, may proye false, but as Syd-
ney; rapeated.the.answer the.color slowly, died
Qﬂ?ﬁ-”‘,‘:.‘&?ﬁ:_&-*:qmn doero oo Fueio
1.1 Bydney.y OFsilla, exclaimed, ¢1t lan'tpos-
gibJes~no,,it.isp't; ; that ,you: have gong, and
fallen inlove slmce ynu.left school T';; . 1. .
_.8ydney’s, clepr laugh, rang out aso,_.-mgrsﬂv
was. noeded, and Bertie
turning, .round,, demanded to know the joke.
‘Nothing concernipg, .:you,_Bertia——only
) witty Miss drick  has
7 acoldent,  Tlore we' are. Cy—w
) me, which I*hope you will
wasreceived with profound-
‘Captain’ Owonson, "with a

said

to my. hon
yours very,
.. Misg Hendrick
est ‘deference’ by,
smiling kida by
pretty a pri

make
. Miag

all resémblance ended. . Miss Hendrick's.tall, |,

pliant figure bore no slmilarity to Miss De

ity “voom pripared”for Her—1
By “far that, she hdd ‘dVer” ocoupled ;" aad he
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