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Our vows be the awift balls bounding,
Our hymns be the trompets sounding,
the earth finsh red,
For our bridal bed,
Hurrah®

# Where freedom’s flag Ls leading,
‘Where tyrant foes lie bleeling,

I pant and plne

For the crimson l:v'lno.

urrah!
o sheath may no lonzercover
lipa from the lips of my lover,
A]l the "‘H‘"ﬁ:ﬁg"‘m'
1 leap to the !
P Hurrah

Then forward! all dangers braving,
A a thame jn my right hand waving,
Whether crowned or dead.
Ero the day haa tled,
urrah!
Forward ! where glory is calling—
Forward! where tyrants are falling—
Where the red ranks ride
I ahall bear my bride,
Hurrah !

As a lover her bright form pressing
To my heart in a mad caressing,
With a wild delight,
As a bridegroom might,
Hurrah!
Thunder with thunder meeting,
Be the chant of our bridal greeting,
At the altar stand
Freedom's sacred band,
Hurrah!

Curse on the cowaid would falter
By suoh a bride at the aitar,
Be her kies rose red,
On the dylg{ or dead,
arrah!
Now the bridal morn is breaking,
The trumpets 1 the awaking,
With my iron bride,
Fate and death are defied.
Hurrah for the bride!
Hurrah!

One Night's Mystery.

By May Agnes Fleming.

CHAPTER XXII.—CoxTINUED.

Next day Fred is taithfully at his post,and
the first bar of f Lu Ci Darem la Mano ' reaches
Cyrilla’s ears at & quarter past three. Miss
Dormer is fast asleep, and she goes silently
out and disappears with her lover around an
angle of the honse.

This meeting i8 but the beginning of many.
At each interview Mr. Carew uses all his elo-
quence, - employs every argument he can
bring to bear to induce Cyrilla to end the
farce she is playing to throw over the Scotch-
man and engage herself to him. Cyrilla lis-
tens, and laughs in his face.

¢And starve with you in a garret, like a pair
of modern Babes in the Woud? No, thank
you, Freddy—I like vou very well, but I don't
wish to commit suicide for vour sake: It's
pleasant to meet you in this way—forbidden
iruit is always sweetest, and it is good to see
a face I knew in the old blissful, beggarly
vagabond days ; but marry you-—poor as you
are now! No! not while I keep my senses.’

About the middle of march, Mrs. Fogarty
gave a.ball at the Fogarty mandfon in Shel-
bourne Btreet, which, for barbaric splendor
and costliness, was long the talk of the town.
Half Montreal seemed to be invited—among
them the rich Miss Dormer’s heiress and
niece—the rich Donanld McKelpin's affianced
wifc. .

Miss Dormer’s niece obtained permission
to go. To despise your hostess and yet cn-
joy her parties is no uncommon phasc of
society. :Miss Hendrick put on the !straw-
berry-ice ' silk, presented her as bridesmaid’s
dress by Sydney Owenson-—a rich and bean-
tiful garment, stylishly made and trimmed.
She wore, a cluster of pink roses (sent by
Freddy) in her glossy black braids, and a set
of pearls leaned her by Aunt Phil for this oc-
casion only. Her bouquet (sent also by
Freddy) was of pink and white roses, And
as she came into Mrs. Fogarty's rooms, her
dark head held higb, her manner so emin-
ently distinguished and self-possessed, she
looked the handsomest aud most thorough-
bred woman in the rooms.

Mr, Carew was there, and on this night
Mrx, Fogarty’s attention to him were pain-
fully marked. To tell the truth, Mrs.
Fogarty had made up her mind to marry him.
She had married the pork man for money;
she would marry Mr. Carew for love! Also
fqr his handsome face, his elegant manners,
his scarlet cout, and bis connection with the
British peerage. His granduncle was an
earl; more than one life as good as his own,
stood between him and tHe succession ; but
these lives might be removed, and he might
write her name Countess of Dunraith! She
was still . young—she owned to four-and-
twenty, and the record of the family Bible

1o one knew but herself. She was very rich,
and balf-a-dozen men this very winter had
asked her to marry them. Mr. Carew was
poor; his admiration of her wag quite patent
to—herself; before May he must propose.
She would accept him, marry him, and take
him for a honey-moon tour around the
world, calling en route, at Duaraith Park |
With all these good resolutions i
mind, she steadfastly held Fred al::Bhle? Bl;(?;
the whole night long. Men laughed and
congratulated him ; the havoc he had made
in the fair Fogarty's aflections, she took no
pains to conceal ; the women, a8 a rule, were
disgusted. For Miss Hendrick, with her
handsome face, betokening only tranquil en-
Jjoyment, she danced the long night through
ithout exchanging a dozen words with him’.

nce, indeéd, he broke his fetters, and
hed to her side, and implored her to dance
bim’; but Miss Hendrick, in a voice
oughly iced, told him she was engaged
every dance until she left, and turned her
ite shoulder pointedly. upon kim, and re-
umed her animated flirtation with Major
Riddell. ' ’ . :
But once at bome a few hours later she tore
~ off her pink silk, her pearls and roses, and
flung. them, a lustrous heap, in a fine fury,
arogs ;the reom. She was by nature in-
gsely jealous ; Mrs., Fogarty’s quiet mon.
ly ot Fred Carew all night had balf mad-
d her, She did hot mean to marry him
If ; but to give him up to that woman—
ious, brainless, giggling woman! No!
uld ruin her eyery prospect in lite, re-
Mr. McKelpin and her aunt’s fortune,
" Then an outbreak of vindictive

The blooming widow took him shoppiag in
her cnaning little blue velvet sleigh, gave
dinner parties, none of which he ever missed,
went to church with him Sundays, and let
him carry hor ruby velvet and gold prayer-
book fnto the pew. Widows have been
dangerous from time immemorial—what was
a poor little fellow like Fred Carew, totally
unprotected, todo when laid sieze to like
this? ¢‘Bamivel bevare of the widders,’ said
Mr. Weller, and Mr. Weller understood
human nature.

The first week of April Mrs. Delamere
gave a farewell reunion; Aliss Hendrick was
bidden and had cbtained leave to go.

¢ But mind, said Miss Dormer, grimly,*it
is the last time. This makes three in two
monthe. You go to no more fandangoes
Niece Cyrilla.’

¢+ am sure I don't want to,’ responded Cy-
rilla, wretchedly; ¢ they don't afford me so
much pleasure. I wish Mr. McKelpin was
back,and my wedding comfortably over.’

Once agaln, as a matter of course, Mr.
Carew and Mrs. Fogarty were present, and
once again also, as a matter of course, inclose
juxtaposition. But presently Mr. Carew’s
order of release came, and armed with a white
#atin fan he sauntered over and took a seat
beslde her.

¢« Well, Beauty,’ he begins, in his pleasant,
lazy voice, ‘I have been waiting to come
over for the last half hour and tell you how
unccmmonly well you are looking to-night.’

t And your keeper Mrs. Fogarty, wouldn't
let you, 1 suppose,’ says Miss Hendrick,
scornfully. She’s loohing uncommonly well,
too, isn’t she? Havevou told her so0?

¢There is no need, Boauty—to look un-—
commonly well in Mrs. Fogarty's' normal
state.’

«Yes,’ says Miss Hendrick, her handsome
short upper lip curling, - there's nothing com-
mon about her, I admit, not even common
eense! Might one ingnire whose very bridal-
like fam that is you wield so gracefully, Mr.
Carew ?’

1This? Nelly’s of course.
are warm, and she kindly lent it to me.
must go back and return it, by-the-by.’
It is the last straw, we are told, that breaks
the camel's back. Cyrilla Hendrick’s eyes
flasbed and her lip yuivered.

tNelly! It has come to that, thern ?’

Mr. Carew raises his eyebrows.

«It is not improper, isit? We are excel-
lent friends, and she gives me the privilege.
It's o pretty name and easy to say. I don't
cotton to Fogarty, strange to relate—no more
does ehe.’

tLet us hope she will like her new name
better. Has she proposed to you yet, Mr.
Carew ?’

¢ My dear Cyrilla, did I ever ask these em-
tarrassing (uestions about McKelpin ?
Apropns, he is coming hack in a few weeks,
Nelly tells e, and the wedding is to come
off—wheu, Beauty ?

This is too much. She, turms upon him,
pagsionate tears in her black eyes, passionate
anger in her voice, and exclaims :

t Fred Carew, how is this to end

The rooms
1

CHAPTER XXIII.
FAIRY GOLD.

Hr raises his eyebrows and looks at her,
placid surprise only in his face.
«How is this to end?’ she 1iepeats, in that
passionately angry whisper.
¢ The very uestion I put to you, if you re-
member, that night under your aunt's chest-
nuts. I forget what you answercd. By the
way things are going on at present, I think it
will end in your leading to the altar the
manly McKelpin, and I the lovely Fogarty.'
¢ Freddy, do you mean to marry that odious
woman.’
1Cyrilla, do you mean to marry that odious
mau ?,
¢ There is no comparison,’ she vehemently
cries. ‘I cannot help selling myself-—you
can. If she were nice, and not a widow, and
not vulgar, and not——'
Miss Hendrick is absolutely growing hys-
terical, and Mr, Carew looks about him in
alarm.
tMy dear child, don’t let us talk here, he
says hurriedly. ¢The Fogarty, confound her,
is watching us with the eyes of Argus. Come
into the next room; there is hardly anyons
there. .
He leads her away—for once in his life with
Cyrilla, he is master of the situation, and for
once in his life means to remain so.
The room adjoining is the back drawing-
room, where the piano stands, forsaken now.
One or two card-tables, also forsaken, stand
in one or two recesses.
They ar¢ more fortunate than even Ered
has hoped. The back drawing-room is de-
serted.
He takes his stand before his fair friend,
leans his elbow in an easy position upon and
prepares to have it out.
¢tNow, then, Beauty,’ he begins, in a tone
Fred Carew does not often use, ¢ let us under-
stand one another once and for all. This
gort of fooling has gone on between you and
me long enough-—it shall end to-night. How
is it to end? In your selling yourself to Mc-
Kelpin and I to the Widow Fogarty? It is
for you to decide.’
¢ Fred, tell me, could you, would you, under
any circumstances marry that under-bred,
over-dressed, loud-veiced woman ?’ '

¢ Shels a very pretty woman, or was fifteen
years ago,’ responds Mr. Carew, ¢and worth a
hundred thousand dollars. Her taste in dress
and laughter I could tone down. Now Mc-
Kelpin at no period of his career could have
1aid claim to prettiness, and I don't think he is
worth a farthing more. Of course, there 18

also your - in the scale. Btill
money is 1 :in this world; al-
most every but not quite.- If
you set me Rilla, you must not
be surprise { may do.!
an‘g ?i(l); 81: -d myt question,’ she
2 lean
Fosarly ?,. 0 marry Mrs,
‘Wh:t h( b ‘:na.ke to you when
you are ¥ VYhether I m
you &ve, | marry her
. ‘What,‘ o ‘et Cyrilla feels that
it does. t: y - her Scotchman and
support li - -ed, i she could only
feel sure ] .

and dle for her sake.

no, we'll never mention her, from the houryoun
promise. If you r‘e!noo—‘-—‘he darkly

pauses,

{Well?’ potulantly, but not meeting the
pleading eyes, ¢ if I refuse ?’
< Ishall ask Mrs. Fogarty to-morrow morn-
ing, I awear it, Rilla; and the wedding shall
come off a week before yours?’

‘Fred" with a gasp, ¢ you—you don't mean
that?

I never meant anything €0 much in my
life, Beauty.'

¢ But to marry you in secret—to to ruin all
my prospects for life—tbat I have worked so
hard for, too! Oh! I eannot ! she cries, dis-
tractedly.

«There will be no ruin in the case. At
present 1 have my pay, and that will suftice
for us in a quiet way—'

¢ Ah, very quiet! interpolates Miss Hen-
drick, with scorn.

«In a quiet way, proceeds Fred. ¢Thenl
shall write to my Uacle Dunraith, he's an un.
commonly game old bird in money matters;
and if Miss Dormer finds us out before she
dies, why she'll come around. 1lts a rule of
nature, that parents and gnardians always Jo
come round. For my own conviction is,
that Aunt Dormer will die comfortably before
finding us out, and leave you her money, and
virtue will be 1ts own reward in the end.

She stands before him a struggle going on,
he can see, her chest heaving. His eloquence
is not the cause, sheis not listening toa word
of it at all ; she is simply thinking, ¢ 1f I do
not marry him Mrs, Fogarty will’

¢+ Mrs. Delamere will be our aider and abet-
ter,’ goes on the voice of the tempter, ¢ so will
the colonel. The chaplain of the regiment
will marry us, and after that——Ah! well,
'Rilla, love, after that there will be no more
Nelly’'s nor Donald’s to trouble our peace.
We »ill belong to each other—as we do, for
the watter of that, now—to the end of our
lives. Beauty say yes?

But she cannot—not even with Fred's
fiushed, handcome pleading face so close to
her own.

«1 cannot! she cries out in desperation;
tat least not now. Give me until to-morrow,
and I will decide’

¢ You are sure—to-morrow?’ he asks.

t] am sure—to-morrow. Come at the
usual hour, give the usual signal, and it it be
posssible I will steal out and meet you. But
mind don't hope too much—the answer may
not be yes.

He smiles.

{ Would youreally throw me into the arms
of Nelly Fogarty ?' he asks, and as he utters
the name a sound startles them. Doth look
up, and see Mrs, Fogarty's white, angry face
looking at them through the half closed fold-
ing doors.

He drops her hands and they start apart.

¢ The devil " exclaims Fred Carew.

The next moment he is alone—Cyrilla has
walked straight over to the folding doors,
but Mrs. Fogarty has fled. Sheis talking to
Colonel Delamere when Miss Hendrick
passes through t: e other room, and keeps her
back turned toward her.

Can she have heard? the girl wonders.
No, that is impossible. She has aot heard,
but she has seen quite enough to know that
Fred Carew will never be her husband.

For Fred himself, he lingers a moment,
that well-satisfied-smile on his lips.

The woman who hesitates is lost, he mur.
mers. ‘I think I may look out for a special
license the day after to-morrow.’ ) )

The fifteenth of April was the ay appoint-
ed for the departure of the Dalameres from
Canada. Very early on the morning of the
fourteenth a little party assembled in Mrs,
Delamere’s drawing-room, on matrimonial bu-
siness intent—the chaplain of the ——th,
Frederick Oarew, Cyrilla Hendrick, the Colo-
nel and his wife. With locked doors and
closed blinds, a ceremony was performed that
required but a very short time. At its close
the chaplain and Mr. Carew stayed for break-
fast, and ‘Cyrilla returned to Miss Dormer’s
house on foot—Fred Carew's wifo.

It would have have been a curious and ra-
ther cynical study to bave analyzed the dlffa.r-
ent feelings actuating the different peoplo in
the little bridal group. Fat Mrs Delamere,
with her head a little on one side and a
pensive simper on her fair and forty face, felt
she was living a page out of cne of her favo-
rate romances. She had plaintive, senhmgn-
tal theories about ¢ tvo souls with but a sin-
gle thought, two hearts,” etc. The Coloncl
with a jolly smile on his jovial fuce,. gives
away the bride, feeling that she is an uncom-
monly pretty girl, that he would not mind
being in Carew's place himself, and thatit is
a capital joke to help outwit the two sk‘m-
flints, McKelpin and Phillis Dormer. The
chaplain is a dark and eaturnine gentleman,
of a billious kabit, about as social and conver-
sable ag an oyster, who keeps secrets ao.well
that he mostly torgets them hims:lt. Cynl[a's
principal emotion as Fred slips the wedding
ring on her finger is, that he cat never, never
flirt with that detestable Nelly Fogarty
again, Forthe bridegroom, his are the best
and honestest, and simplest fedings of all.
True love shines in his blue eyetas they look
in his bride's face, and he is recprding a vow
in his inmost heart that Cyrillashall never
repent this step she has tak:m for his sake.

* . . . N Y -

tAunt Dormer,’ says Cyrilla lcoming into
her aunt’s room with anopen letter in her
hand, ¢ here is a letter from Sydoby Owenson.
See what she encloses—a throuth ticket for
next week to take me to New York. * Sheand
her mother gsil for Europe on the tenth of
May, and she begs I will gpend 4 week with
her before she sails. We maytzever meet
again, she 8ays, and we have beeh such good
frionds, aunt. May I go ” : .

It is the afternoon of the last diy of April;
but Miss Dormer, in her stuffy roon, gits hud-
dled and shivering over a glowiig coal fire.
She lifts up her fretful, sour old face, all
pinched and drawn, with it customary
growl.

tAlways gadding, gadding! never done! I
thought when that Delamere wolan went, a
fertnight ago, there would be an ad of it, and

here you want to begin again.}
¢Have I been anywhere sfa'ce Mrs. Dela-
mere did go, aunt?’ S I

to New York, and you shall see Dr. 8——for
me, explain my case to him, and bring me
back his medicines. I suppose your rich
friend will give you a return ticket, since she
seems to have more money than she knows
what to do with.

«] am sure she will aunt. As you say, it
will be an excellent opportunity to lay your
case before the famous Dr. B——. I have no
doubt his prescriptions will add twenty years
kto your life. Let me see. To-morrow is
‘the first of May. This ticket is for the
fourth. Of course I can easily be ready to
go on the fonrth.’

So it was arranged. That there was any
duplicity about the letter or ticket, that Fred
Carew had obtained a fortnight’s leave—sick
leave—how was Miss Dormer in her stifling
prison to know ?

Cyrilla made her preparations—not 1naay
—with so radiant a face that old Joanna
lifted bher deaf head irem the work, and de-
clared it did her old eyes good only to look at
her. There was new light, new life in her
dark face that turned the grave beauty to ab-
solute loveliness. She sang to herself as she
moved through the gruesome rooms, quite a
new sound in Miss Dormer's dreary home.
tLet us crown ourselves with roses before
they fade,’ says a Sybaritish old French pro-
verb; her roses bad bloomed, and she would
gather them at their brightest. She was
happy to-day. She would not look forward
to to-morrow : her day would last until the
tenth of the month. Ifthe night and the
darkness came after, so much the more need
to enjoy the sugshine of the present.

Early in the morning of the fourth. Cyiilla
started on her journey for New York. 1t was
& veritable May day, even in Canada, of soft
winds and melting sunlight. She lay back
in her seat, and looked with radiantly dark
eyes at the flying prospect. How good a
holiday was! She had been on the treadmill
80 long—such a treadmill! that liberty alone
seemed a foretaste of heaven. The girl was
a gypsy by nature. In the Cedar wood pal-
aces of her soul’s desire she would have had
backward yearnings for the canvas tents and
fetterless freedom of the nomad tribes. She
was free now—one, two, three—nine whole
day she was to be happy. Nine whole days
only. Ah well! people bave gone through
life without even nine hours of perfect bliss.

The day wore on —noon—afternoon—even-
ing—night. She did net feel even atouch of
weariness, her vitality was perfect. Other
people around her slept; het eyes were like
dusk stars. Nineo’clock, ten o’clock, eleven
o'clock, and :Boston' shouts the conductor,
putting in his head. Her journey for the pre-
ent is at an end.

There were not many people nor many
hacks at the depot at that hour, but one of the
few persons in waiting made his way in-
stantly in. While Cyrilla was gathering her
belongings together, some one came hastily
to her, stooped down and kissed her.

¢t My wife.’ .

Her answer is & smile that repays Fred
Carcw for tiresome hours of waiting. He
gathers up shawl, bag and book, draws her
hand through his arm, and leads her away to
a back.

¢ Tremont,’ he calls, and they go rattling
over the stony streots of Boston.

¢And this is the Hub of the Universe,’ says
Cyrilla laughing. ¢It has an English look.
We must stay here to-morrow and explore it,
Freddy.’

¢ Certainly, Cyrilla. Ah!
mer could only see you now !

But Aunt Dormer uneasily asleep at home,
dreams not of such bhorrors. That she has
bren outwitted, defied; that her niece has
secretly married the son of her arch-enemy
—that the trip to New York is her honey-
moon trip—it would be difficult indeed to
convince Aunt Dormer of this.

They spend the next day in Boston very
agreeably—take the eveniug. boat for New
York, and wake up next morning in the Em-
pire City. They drive to an up-tuwn hotel,
breakfast, and then start out for their first
day’s sight-seeing.

¢+ T shall putoff zoing to see Sydney until
the very last day,’ says Mrs. Carew to Mr.
Carew. ¢‘She will ask questions,and I cannot
tell Sydney lies with those inmocent,crystal
clear eyus of hers on one'’s face, one hates one-
self for being false. It is odious enough to
be obliged to tell them to Aunt Dormer.

¢ 5till, for anovice, my love, I am quite sure
you do remarkably well,’ murmurs the ador-
ing husband, ¢ as you do everything.’

All her after-life, Cyrilla looked back with
a sigh of endless regret to that week, ehe was
so free, 650 happy, and with Fred. Everything
was new and delightful—the streets, the
stores, the parks, the people, the theatres—
everything. Otherdays ofdelight the {uture
might bring, but never again any like these.
The bloom would be brushed off life’s peach,
the first f:cshness and zest gone, she could
never enjoy again as she enjoyed now. Ruin
and disaster might be in store for her when
Donald McKelpin came home—she could not
tell—her gold might be fairy gold, after all,
that would turn to slate stone in her graep,
but oh ! how brightly it shone. What a good
and satisfying thing life could be made to
two people who were fond of each other—and
had plenty of money.

The tenth of May, as has been said, was
the day appointed for Mrs. and Miss Owenson’s
departure. On the afternoon of the day pre-
ceding, Cyrilla presented herself at the door
of a stately brown front on Madison Avenue,
with the leger.l ¢t Macorecor' on a silver
plate.

You will wait for me in Madison Square,
Freddy,’ had said Freddy's wife. It will
never do to shock littls Syd by telling her
the horrid truth, so you must not be seen.”

Mr. Carew, in the present stage of his exis—
tence, lived but to obey.

Cyrilla rang, and the ring was answered by
an ebony young inan in livery.

+Was Miss Owenson at home ?’

tYes, Miss Owenson was at home,’ made
answer the ebory young man, throwing open
a door and ushering the visitor into a perfum-
ed and elegant reception room.
+What name shall he say 7’

¢I will not send my card’ the lady a=-
swers ; ¢tell her an old friend.
¢ These Macgregors must be very xich peo-

if Aunt Dor-

you have grown. Have you been ill ?

¢No, not ill exactly, and yet not well.
I suppose 1 got too great a shock—it was all
so dreadful.and I was 5o little used to trou-
ble. I donot think thatI can ever foel again
a8 I used—obh! how long ago it seems.’

But you will, dear; we all think like that
trouble. And Bertie—no news of him has
ever transpired?”'

*Nonvu—none—none! Oh! Cyrilla, it breaks
my heart! To, think of khim hurried into
eternity withoat a moment's warning, full of
life and hope, and unprepared for death. If
we could even bhave found his body, if we
could have given him Christian burial! But
all is mystery ; not even a trace of his body
can be foucd.’

Her voice breaks and she turne away; Cy-
rilla sits silent. With this last sorrow she
cannot sympathize, The body is not found,
because there is no bouy to be found. Ber-
tie Vaughan carries that about with him, and
cares for it as tenderly as ever, no doubt. .

« But youdon’t tell me how you came to
be in New York,’ Sydney says, turning bright-
ly around. Is it not something wonderful for
Miss Dormer to let you out of her sight !

t Wonderful indeed ; but you know, Syd,
wonders never ceage. Herel am ; and my
dear child, I want tobeg as a favor that you
will ask me nothing about how or why I
came. Aunt Dormer knows I am here; the
rest is & secret. I am stopping at a hotel,
and leave for Mentreal to-morrow. Oh! how
1 hate, how I abhor, how I detest and dread
the very thought of going back.’

Sydney sat gazing at her, silent, wondering,
but unsnspecting. Cyrilla always was a girl
of mysterles and secrets ; that she was so still
did not much surprise Miss Owenson.

¢But now that you are here you will stay
and dine with meof course,’ shesays. ¢Aunt
Macgregor and my cousin Katy will be
charmed to meet you. They have heard of
you go much from mamma and me. Poor
mamma i8 never done singing your praises ;
how good, how tender, how sympathetic you
are. Sbe is out just now shopping, but will
be back in an hour. Come up to my room
and take off your things.’

tNo Sydney. I can't stay. Don't be
hurt, dear, but my time is limited. I will
remain balf an hour longer, and I want yon
to tell me all about your winter here, and
your plans far over the ocean.’

They sit and chat, and the mements fly,
Cyrilla half wishes she could stay to dinner
80 interested does she become in it all, but
she thinks mercifally of Fred, wandering aim-
lessly through the verdant groves of Madison
Square, among the nurse-maids and peram-
bulators, and arises at last and goes.

tYou will not forget me, Sydney. You
will write often and tell me all about your
wanderinga 2’ is her last injunction.

Sydney promises; there is a last embrace
and they part, to meet again neither knows
when.

Cyrilla rejoins her husband. They hail a
passing omnibus to returnto the hotel,

Four people are in the stage, three gentle-
men and a lady, when they enter. This
Cyrilla carelessly sees, but she does not glance
at any of them specially. She generally
finds men's eyes fixed upon her with a stare
of broad admiration which, though it does
not disconcert her at all, she does not care to
meet. A handsome girl in & Broadwav stage
is no such rara avis; still Mrs. Frederick
Carew comes in for even more than the cus-
tomary amount of staring. She sits su-
premely unconscious of it now, gazing out of
the window, while Freddy passes up their
fare, and resumes his seat by her side.

t Look—not for an instant yet—at the
woman sitting opposite,’ he says in French,
in a guarded tone.

She issurprised, but she waits the moment
and then glances across. The woman, a thin,
faded, youngish woman, sits directly oppo-
site, her eyes fixed {ull upon Cyrilla a glare
of deadly hatred in fheir pale depths. It is
—Mary Jane Jones!

For a moment they transfix each other,

mutual recognition in their eyes. It isa
fortunate thing for Cyrilla that her creamy
complexion never changes color. Then she
looks straight over Miss Jones' kead out at
the crowds pouring up and down Broad-
way.
The ride to the hotel isa shost one. Mr.
Carew pulls the check string, and they get
out. Miss Jones waits until another block
is passed, evidently thiuking deeply; then
she, too, alights, and walks back to the hotel.
At the door of the reading-room she passes
Fred Carew. She takes no notice, she goes
on into the office and up to the desk, and ac-
costs the official enthrouned there.

¢Are there a Mr. and Mrs. Carew stopping
here ? she inquires.

tYes Ma'am. Mr. Carew’s at the door
there,” answers the official, with a nod, and
the admirable brevity of his class.

tThey are from Montreal I’

¢ From Montreal.

+ How long have they been here?

Official refers to big book, looking bored.

tFive days.’

“tThank you.’
~ With a smile on her lips, Miss Jones quite
the office. Fred Carew is still standing
where he stood when she entered, as she
passes ont. She pauses before him, with that
smile—as unpleasant a smile as can well be
imagined—and looks upin his face.

+ How do you de, Mr. Carew !’ she says.

Mr. Carew puts up his eyeglass and looks
at her in a bewildered way.

(To be Continued.)

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-
ness 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 Notro
Dame street. ‘ 44-tt

« Why,” asked a governess of her lttle
charge, « do we pray God to give us our daily
bread ? Why don’t we ask for fopr days, or

five days, or & week ?” . # Because' we want it
fresh,” replied the ingenious child, J

| ware, orockery, outl:i;. sic,

man's wealth; for they.were the growth of
many years either of successful toil or lucky
speculation, or both combined. By M:
Mackay, as the Courier remarks, was 30 yegy
8go a pennilees boy in Ireland. Sixtes,
years ago he was b pt; and now p,
the owner of the richest silver mine that bag
ever been discovered. There is, therefors,
hope for all the penniless boys in “Qnlq
Ireland.” We commend to them the examp,
of Mr. J. W. Mackay, who, it appears, is 2oy
only 45 years old, and it ke goes on at
same rate as during the last 16 years wip
have ample time to treble his fertune and
possess an income ten times as lnrge o5
that of the Duke of Westminster. Ajrengy
the capitalized value ot his property is got
down at 55 millions sterling, against the pg.
dest 16 millions of the Duke.
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INSECTIVOROUS BIRDS.

No person, be he ever so sordid, but i ja
some way sensible to the charms of natye
and among the charms of country life the’
presence of birds, and the delights deriveq
from their cheerful song, are among the mogt
popular. Hardly any one would care to be with
out them, and yet thedamage they sometigeg
do is 80 provoking that it iz no wonder 4t
times people grow out of patience with thep_
It is very hard in these cases to discuss the
bird question properly, and thus we read ip
various * transactions” of the most contradiet.
ory opinions in regard to the value ot birds,
1n some quarters people are praying for birds,
and petition the legislatures for laws to pro-
tect and encourage them ; on the other hand
these people are regarded as mere sentimen.
talists, and ¢ fire and brimstone” is voted ag
the true deserts of what the others regard as
feathered pets.

The truth about birds lies midway between
these two extremes. That theylive fornine
months in the year on insects is clear of
birdsasa general thing.  There are perhaps
a tew that live wholly on seeds and fruit, but
none of these are among the birds which give
our agriculturists and frult growers so mucig
trouble, Ifit were not for the myriads of in-'§
sects which these birds destroy in that time, it
would be perfectly useless to try to raise grain
orfruits at ag. Now, when we look at these
facts the kinQ-hearted are veryapt to decide
that the pocr ttings are entitled to some of
the fruits which, without them, we could not
have atall. Butthe trouble is that in many
cases that they take all the crop, and under
these circumstances one is mot apt to care
much whether they eat insects for nine months
or not. .

In this conflict of facts the wise man is he
who ignores none, but adapts things to circum-
stances. We must have birds, and they should
be encouraged, and to have fruits we must.
guard them from birds who will take more
than their share. Agricultural writers tell
us that in Europe, where the birds are in-
finitely more numerous than they are here,
they suffer very little from insects. The birds
keep the noxious insects pretty well dewn,
but when the grain fields are sown, or the
fruit about to ripen, boys are hired, who with
clappers walk about the field and keep the
birdsaway. By thus spending a trifle fora
fow weeks they have no difficulty in fhaving
full crops in spite of the great number of
feathered tribes,  Our true policy must bea
similar one, to encourage the birds and pro-
tect the crops. There is no other rational
grounds to take.—@ermantown Telegraph.

-

Daniel Webster was a great mau, but when
he found the pigs in the front yard be got
right down to other men's level in a minute
and a half, and he didn’t climb back until
he had used up every brickbat around the:
place. \

Tae Burceer anp tAE Doa.—Wo cannot
vouch for the veracity of the following story,
neither can we reject it as quite unworthy ot
credit. Webave heard o many instances of
a dog’s sagacitv that we do not know where
to draw a line of distinction between what a
brute can do by mere instinct, and what is
beyond the power of instinct. Weboard the
stery told, and we give it ns we heard it. A
dog was trained by it8 master to go every
morning to the butcher for meat for the fam-
ily dinner. He bore in his mouth a basket
with the money. One day they resolved on
putting thedog’s wit to the test. The butch-
er took the money, but gave him no meat.
The dog, seeing the butcher attend to other
customeis and neglect him, tried to attract
his attention by whiripg, but all in vain.
He bad to go home. The master pretended
to scold him ; and the poor dog, mortified
and humiliated, was quite ashamed of himself.
The next day he went as usual, but this time
he dropped the money from his teeth on 8
bench and put his paw on it to preveut his
being cheated as on the former occasion. The
butcher was highly amused, and bastened to
place the meat in the basket. He was going
to take the price as usual, when the dog swept
the muney from the bench into the basket,
and ran away home with it.

DOCTORS GAVE HIM UP.

«Js it possible that Mr. Godfrey is up nqg
at work, and cured by so simple s‘remegyf

«T assure you it is true that he i8 eqtuely_
cured, and with nothing but Hop Bitters;
and only ten days ago his doctors gave him
up and said he must ¥~ _

¢« Well-a-day! If 11 go thif
minute and get som ‘ eorgh. Ly
know hops are good L

FURNITURE SALER - . naldson & .:f
Co., 464 Notre Dam: . ..te the Ot-.
tawa Hotel), invite . the pub- {
lic and rountry buyi. - k of new 3
and. second-hand 1 é lvsur?o(:xv: 5
very large and comp . ‘-, Ty

furnishings wnecess:.: -
Carpets and oil-clotl .. ..
some parlor gets fro.:. -
room sets, ash.and "7
Bureaus, mirrors,
counches, tables, cbal-

ery hand-
and bed-
- 5 to$30.
« deboards, .
.66, glass- ;.
Jo46el

LG AT W 8.

o

PR



