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AN IRISH PEASANT'S
HOME. 3

A What & pity it should ever be mado desolate.]
¢ hAREENEN . }
1, D .

... oursisan island bome, .
' . yrann'd by the breeze;

©Ours 18 a highland bome
Up_.,'monf the trees;

@urs is an humble cot,
High on the hill ;

@urs 18 a fertile lot
Down by the rill!

Parch’d like an eagle'’s nest,
High in thealr, .

@n the rude mountain breast
Freedom is there;

TIove in a sister’a grace,
‘8hines round the spot,

Love in a mother’s face—

© Beams thro' our cot!

Levs in a brother's eye,
Bright as a star—

Twinkling ateve on Ligh—
Twinklliog afar;

Love in a father’s gaze—
Beaming with light—
Leve in each bappy phase

- Makes our home bright!

gilver the streamlets are,

' Verdant the vale,

Parplethe oliffs afar,
Distantly {:ale ;

Blue is the sky above,
Hright is the:un, -

Thus do our joys and love
Mingle and ran!

Lound is the torrents’ roar,
Down from the rock ;

Loud ou the ocenn shore
Btllows may shock;

TLeud is the tempest blast,
Over the sky-—

@alm. when its rage is pnst,
Calmnesson high'!

Soft 18 the summoer breeze,
Sweetly it singe,

And thro? the rocks and trees
Peacefuliy rings,

R!ng out tue_mornicy bell
Calling to Mlass;

Echoes o'er hill and dell,
Onward they pass!

Sweet is the mid-day chime,
Angelus notes,

Bweeler at cven lime,
Measured it floats;

Mournful the bell of death,

" Loud in iis toll,

Sounds with the dying breath
i Prgy for a soul!"”

Brightly the summer sun,
Golden his ray,

W'er hls grand course begun
Heralds the day ;

Red ip the glowling West
Bhines he ateve,

@rimson his conch of rest,
Deep in the wave!

®ursis an island home,
Happy and frir:
@urs is a highland home
Nune oan COMPAre ;
@orgeous the stepe may be,
Humble the lot,
Yel we are jond and ree,
Peace in our cot!
Joskrllt K. FORAN,

Greoer Parlk, Aylmer.

One N Igﬂjﬁ;:;‘ Mystery
By May Agnes Fleming.

PART IT.

GHAPTER VI1I.—CONTINDED.

«0h, Dick, hush!’ she cries out shrinking
away ; ‘ 1on't, don’t say another word. Ob,
how stupid and blind 1 must have been!
How sorry I am for this!

tBydney, are you going to send me away?
Ia thero no hope for me? Iknow I am not
worthy ! -

«+Worthy | Hush' hush! she interrupts;
tit gives me pain to hear you. You are

- o8t worthy, and I like you, but—not in that
wa .‘ .

""I‘hera is no hope for me, then?' Dick
says, hoarsely.

¢tNone. I am sorry—sorrier than sorry;
bat yon must never spesk to me of this

in.”

There i blank silence for a little. Dick
stands and stares at a picture on the wall—
a simpering young person, ina short red pet-
ticpat and white boddice,about to wade, bare-
footed, across a very little brook. And
months after, in misty moonlight nights, ly-
ing beside his bivouac fire, smoking his
shork, black pipe, and looking up at the
shining, Virginia stars, Captain Macgregor
sees the simpering young person in the short
petticoat, with a curfous sensation that s/eis
the camse of the sharp hot pain that goes with
the memory. :

«Dlok,’ Bydney falters at last, looking up,
with $ears in her oyes, and touching wist-
fully his arm—‘dear Dick, vou are mnot
angry ¥

vAngry,’ he answers in an odd, Lushed
sort of voice. ¢No, Godbless you, Bydney ¥’

He goes abruptly, drawing a deep breath,
"and presently the street-door bangs after
him; and Sister Katie, on the watch-tower,
knows that he has gone out to cool off, and
hag put hia fate to the touch, to win or lose
it all—and has probably lost. For Dick’s
success his sharp-sighted sister has had ne
hope from the first.

Miss Owenson’s sympathies have ever been
quick, but just at present she is more than
ordinarily capable of sympathy for Dick.
t A fellow feeling makes us wondrous kind/
The sarprise of this evening has been a most
distressing one. The mystery of Captain
Dick's gloom is solved, but Sydney would
havo greatly preferred it had ever remained
a mystery.

«To-morrow night is the night,’ says Miss
Macgregor, sanntering in—*a big night with
fata for me; for it's my intention fo bring
things to a focus with Mr. Vanderdonck.
The old gentleman has been rather back-
gliding lately—rather inclined to shift his
allegiance to the Widow Chester. I hate
widows.’ :

¢« Yeos, they are dangerous ; we never needed
Mr. Weller to tell us that, langhs Sydney.
« Butpray remember Mr. Vanderdonck was
fidelity “itself until yon set him the exampie
by paying attentions to Mr. Van Cuyler.’

¢ And Mr. Van Coyler ignores me for you.
Mr. Vanderdonck gees over to the enemy,
and Lewis Nolzn goes to foreign parts,

« Was there evor & maid in all this world

S0 ersssed in tove ag 1?7
sings Katherine, lugubriously, and with a
piercing look at Sydney.

Bat Sydney’s face bafiles her ; it lies back,
pale and rather spiritiess against her blue
<cushioned chatr.

* What is that you are reading? Oh! the
Pleniz Monthly and Van Cuyler’s new novel.
How do you like it 7 ' .

¢ Ad well as most novels. They are all
alike—with a' difference,’ Bydney responds
rather listlessly. ¢ They all sing the same

8ong of woman's peerless beauty, man’s death- |

lega devotion, or vice versa, with a proper sym-
phony of jealousy, heroism, total depravity,
or superbuman self-abnegation.’

¢But they set the song to different tunes,’
#ay8 Katherine; “and Van Cuylar's iz like
himse}f, stately and slow. Do you know
what I believe.?’

‘You,r beliefs are 50 man,y my dear Katle

sIbelicve that Van Cuyler has taken you

for'.__the ']ﬁéroine of his new story, ¢ Fairas s
Star.'” DI —— .
. ¢Very complimentary to me—so compli-

mentary that I am sorry I cannot agree with

you,’

lWl:;y-_'ca.n you not? The description

| tallies exactly—tall, fair golden hair, blue

eyes, a complexion of pearl, a slender, grace-
ful figure ; that is you, is it not?

«It is extremely kind of you to say so.
Pray do not expect me to answer a question
of that delicate nature.’ . )

«QOh, nonsense! Agrd the man is in love
with you—that is as much as the consuming
passion he cherishes for himeelf will allow
him. Itis patent to the dullest observer.

«T must be a very dull observer then, for it
is by no means patent to me. Mr. Ernest
Vandervelde Van Cuyler—that is his distin-
guished nams in fall i8 it not?—has cer-
tainly stooped from those heights of high-
and-mighty-dom whereon genius dwells, to
honor me with his notice on several festive
occasions., Overpowerlng as the bomor is, I
have survived it, as you see, and though it
ghould be repeated to-morrow night, still
hope to do 50!

¢Sydney,’ says Katie, with real golemnity,
tanswer me this: If Ernest Van Cuyler—
rich, ariatocratic, talented, famous, handsome
—~a5ks you to marry him, will yousayno ¥

t Ratie,' responds Sydney, taking an easier
position in her easy-chair, ¢ when Mr. Ernest
Van Cuyler asks me, I will—answer Ernest
Van Cuyler. Now please spare my blushes.’

t1 belisve, after all, she is engaged to the
baronet,’ ruminates Kate Macgregor; ¢she
bas refused Dick, and doesn’t seem -to care
whether Lewis Nolan goes or atays. And
unless she is engnged to Sir Harry, she never
in her senses would reject Van Cuyler.’

For Erneat Vandervelde Van Cuyler was a
great man in very many ways. The oldest
of all Knickerbocker families was his, and it
Mr. V. V.C. had a fault, it was that he was
rather too fond of¢shinning.up his genen—
logical tree.’ Toe family homestead was as
ancient ag the first Dutch settlement of Man-
battan, and that is blue blood surely in New
York., He was rich—held, indeed, the purse
of a Fortunatus, He was clever—his novel
of ¢ Hard it,’ two years before, had bit the
public fancy ; the press called it an Amer-
ican ‘Pellham, and predicted great things
for this rising genius, and the rest of the
press chopped it in vinegar, and the more
they chopped the better the book sold. 1n
addition to all these virtues, he was most un-
necessarily good-looking—a tall, blonde,
melancholy Hamlet, with cold, colorless

eyes, and the general air of an exiled prince.
A trifle sell-conscious maybe, no end con-
ceited, and looking out of those cold blue
vyes of his upon all the delicate loveliness of
New York belle-dom perfectly unmoved.
They sharpened their tov bows and arrows,

did thoss fair daughters of Gotham, and took
aim often and well; but this gold-plumaged
bird of paradise flew too high for their shoot-
ing. Andit was Sydnoy Owenson who in
har gecret heart thought him a prigand a
bore, at whose sbrine Prince Charming
seemed at last inclined to bow.

It -was carnival time; next week Lent
would begin, and the last ball of the season
was to be & very grand one. 1Miss Owensor
in white lace—an imported dress fit for &
lady-in-waiting, and pearls and creamy white
roses, looked like a vision, and g0 Mr. Van
Cuoyler seemed to tbink, In a dignified and
uplifted way he paid court to her all night.
He was harder hit than even sharp-sighted
Katie suspected, and more then once—still
aplifted—made an effort to obtain a private
audience. But Sydney’s intuitions were cor-
rect here, and she skilfolly evaded it. Per-
haps she thought one declaration in a weck

honor your prefercnce does me quite as much
as if I sccepted. But 1 .cannot accept.,
do not love you. "I nevercan. Regretting
that I should give you pain,
+1 am, very sincerely your friend ’
¢Sypygy OwENSON.
¢P. 8.—My decision isirrevocable. I trust
you will not heedlessly pain us both by at—
tempting to chapgeit. 8.0.’

CHAPTER VIII.
TWILIGHT IN LUCY'S ROOM. .

Axp now Miss Owenson s rid of all her
lovers, Dick departs for the fighting ground
of the Soutb, and Ernest Van Cuyler disap-
pears all at once, and is in Paris before he
has been properly missed. He 18a young
man not uged to the word No; and wounded
pride, and hurt self-love, and wmortified
vanity, bave perhaps as much to do with his
chagrined flight as the tender passion. In
the mystericus way these things get wind, it
is whispered about in awe-struck undertonen
that Miss Owenson has rejected him, ke parti
of the season.

¢Ia sheinsane, I wonder?’ Mrs. Macgregor
asks rather bitterly, *to refuse Van Cuyler.
For whom is she waiting—a prince of the
royal blood ¥’

For Aunt Helen is fiercely angry and dis-
appointed, not that she has rejucted Van
Cuyler, but that she has rejected Dick.

More than even Katie suspects her mother
bas counted on this match. To keep the
Owenson shekels in the family, to pay her
debts, to provide herself with & home for life
free ot cost and worry—tkat has been ber
dream. -

The dream is at an end. Sydney has re-
fused him, and the way out of her difficulties
seemed as far off as ever. Her daughter is
disappointing her even more bitterly than
her son ; the winter campaign is ended, nnd
Mre. Vanderdonck has left town, his own
lord and master still.  In a few months
another season of expense and watering-
places will begin.

Katherine was five-and-twenty lnst birth-
day, aud is not growing younger with every
passing year. She was one of the innumer-
able ¢Martha's’ of the world, ¢troubled and
auxious about many things, and daily that
austere Boman nose grew more and more
austere, the cold blue eyes harder and more
haggard, the crow’s fect ploughed in deeper
ridges, and her mamner to her cousin's
daughter as frigid a8 her great respect for
that young lady's fortune would allow.

‘S8unday in the Macgregor mansion was at
all times rather a dreary day—the Sunday
following Dick’'s departnre more than usually
dreary. In the first place it rained, not a
hearty down.pour, but a miserable, ceaseless,
chilling February drizzle, that blotted out
heaven above and earth beneath, ina wet
blanket of fog aud mist. Miss Owenson,
who was somewhat of a devotee in the eyes
of the family, arose oarly aud went to church.
Katie slept until noon, and came down,
yawning and slipshod, to luncheon. It was
2 dismal meal; Aunt Helen's face looked
¢old, and gray, and hard as stone.

tPoor Dick! I wonder if they are fighting
down there in this rain,’ says Katie. What
a desolate day Sunday is, wnd only last week
they told-us in the sermon, that heaven
would be one perpetual Sabbath ! Sunday’s
rain is wetter, Sunday’s cold colder, Sunday’s
heat hotter, and Sunday’s blues bluer, then
any other of the week.’

since last night, Sydney remarks. *You
wera in wild, high spirits starting for Mrs.
Holland’s soiree musicale.

¢ Natural reaction, my dear. I am likea
bottle of champagne,all fiz and sparkle over-
night, dead flat next morning. And my lpst

enough! Dick's dreary face made her miser-
able whenever she looked at it. Not that it
would give her the sama pain to refuse Mr.
Van Cuyler, but refusing was tiresome and
profitless work to one not brought up to the
business. So, although the ¢ talented young
author’ did bis best, made his attentions so
pronounced that he who ran might read,
Miss Owenson, with the calm generalship
which comes nnturally to women, outman-
oeavred every move. Not once could Mr.
Van Cuyler find himselt alone with her.

But next day at luncheon tlere lay beside
her plate a letter, in almost illegible chiro-
graphy.

1 Are you certain it is for me ?’ says Syd-
ney, eyeing it dubiously, and trying to de-
cipher her own name. :Ifit werea doctor’s
dun, or a Iawyer’s bill, the writing could not
be worss.'

¢Or an author’s autographb, says Kalis,
maliciously. ¢« Hapd it here. To be sure
—¢ Miss Sydney Owenson,’ anybody might
read it—after studying it ten minutes., Mon-
ogram in scarlet and gold, ‘E V. C.! all
quips and quirle—pale gray wax, with a coat
o¢ armg, and a motto in one of the dead
languages.’

tIrish maybe, suggeats Dick. It is his
lnst day home,.and no one smiles at the
ghostly attempt,

Sydney put it quietly in her pocket. In-
stinctively she felt what it contained, felt
that it was a letter nut to be read here.
Luncheon erded, she went up stairs and
opened Mr. Van Cuyler's clegant epistle :

tCrArENDON HotrL, Feb. Gth, 18—
u My Drar Miss Owengon”

That much Sydney could make out with-
cut much difficuity, but the rest———For-
tunately it was rot long; authors as a rule,
whatever their sins, are seldom guilty of long
lotters. This was three small pages, no more.
Conscientiously Sydney set herself to the
tagk, half-an-hour to sach page, and by dint
of skipping n word hers, guessing a word
there, reached theend at last. It his writing
wag bad, his English was good; in the most
courtly and grandoise manner Mr. Van Cuy-
ler told the tale of his love and asked Miss
Owenson to become his wife.

Sydney sighed a little as she laid it down.
Afterall, to win the affections of such men as
Sir Harry Leonard sod Ernest Van Cuyler
was an honor. Why was it she could fesl
no answering affection for either? Why was
it that erratlo heart of hers, untouched all
these vears, had gome at last, unasked, to a
man whom the world would have called be-
neath her?—a mun far lesss handsome, and
no more falented then Van Cuyler, with nei-
ther name nor fortune to offer her? Why
did she care for him? Why did hig face
haunt her so persistently, his voice sound
ceaselessly in her ear, his most careless words
linger in her memory? Why did she not
forget him? What was there in him or
about him, beyond other men, that he and he
aloze should have power to disturb her
peace ?

' Curlous love bestill—

Is human love the growth of human will 9
Burely not, for Sydney Owenson had never
willed to fall in love with Lewis Nelan.
That very night Mr. Van Cuyler received
bis answer; next morning he departed from
New York; a week later, and on a Havre
steamer he was half.way across the Atlantic,
Perbaps the nuthor of # Hard Hit ” and # Fair
ag 8 Star’ wag right__there can La no mors
effectual remedy for love-sickness than sea—
sickness. It was a short answer, too, to send
a man on §0 long a journey :
¢Dgar Mnr. VAN Cuvier: Your letter has

stato is worse than my first.  After all, T am
balf glad the wear and tear of the season is
over, and Leut at band, to give us a chance
to recruit. Even perpetual parties become a
bore, the theatre monotonous, the opera a
dreary delusion. Daily church-going will be
andiversion,and Idon’t mind fasting on rock-
fish and oysters. propes ot the opera will
you go to hear* Il Puritani’ in the Academy
to-morrow night '

tYes—no—I don’t know, I will be better
able to tell yon when to-morroew night comes,
Sydney answers wearily,

The weather, the change in Mrs. Mac-
gregor, or something, is producing its effect
on BMiss Owenson's splendid vitality and
spirits. 'To-day she looks pale and fagged,
listless and dreary, and the moment lunch-
eon ends goes back to her own room.

‘It's my opinion, madre moi} says Kutie,
taking up a novel and glancing carelessly at
her parent, ¢that if that Spartan severity of
manner of yours doesn’t thaw out, Sydney
Owenson will take wings oune of these days
and fly back to her English friends. You
see she i3 not used to that sort of thing ; she
has lived in an atmosphere of petting all her
life, and doesn't understand it. Miss Owen~
son was one of those weak characterless crea-
tures who never scold and make everybody
about them miserable for their good, and Syd-
ney naturally doesn't take to it now. I
merely throw out the suggestion, mamma;
you will continue to act of courseas your
superior wisdom may suggest.’

Then, novel in band, placidly ignoring her
mother’s irritated reply, Katherine saunters
away to read until dinner.

Katherine was right ; Sydney was half me-
ditating s flight across the ocean. Low
spiritsrarely, almost never, attacked her; her
nature was thoroughly strong, sunny, and in-
clined fo ¢serve the Lord with a cheerful
heart; but she was miserably out of sorts
to-day. How unkind of Aunt Helen to visit
it upon her that she could not marry Dick.
In spite of her riches how poor she was after
all, fatherless, motherless, homeless—alone.
She closed her eyes, and leaned her head in a
tired way against the back of her chair. If
she could only have said ¢ Come ' to Sir Harry
Leonard, and sailed away with him to the
dear, romantic old Cornish house, where cold
looks and icy speeches would never have em-
bittered her life. And yet how could she
go back now?

¢ If mamma had not sold Owenson Place I
might return there, find some nice old lady
to keep house for me, and havea homs, a
real home, & home of my own at last. Or if
I could find Oyritla Hendrick—dear old Cy
—we might start off to ltaly and be free and
happy in tbe gypsy, rambling way bpoor
mamma and I lived solong.’

The rain beat and pattered against the
glass all day and Sydney sat homesick and
lonesome. She had folt from the first that
this house could never be home, her relatives
never [riends, B8he was convinced ofit now.
To be in Lucy Nolan’s little white chamber,
with Lucy’s gentle face to make her patient,
Lucy’s’ tender voice to soothe Ler sorrows,
would have been comfort; but Sunday was
kis day home, and on Sunday she never
went. :

Sunday ended, and Monday morning’s snn-
shine and bustle dissipated the vapors.
After all, what was she that life should not
bring its dark days? She must take the bit-

tor with the swest, like the rest of the world,

and make up her anind to life as she found

it.
Monday morning brought a note from
Lucy Nolan.

touchcd me deeply ; belleve me I feel all the

¢ To-morrow {s Shrove Tuaesday,’ Lucy

Il

¢Your meuntal thermometer has fallen |

‘wrote ;-$ and mofher is famous for her Shrove
.Tuesday pancakes.” Will'you not come and
try one? , You-have not-been to seeme in
five days.” ...~ & ° :

ney thnught half remorsefully, ¢ why should
any foolish teelings of my own keep me away
‘gince my going gives ker pleasure? Ske
poor child, who has so few.’.

She senta brief word of acceptance with
the messenger. In the afternoon she went
with Eatherine to return calis; in the even-
ing she went with her cousin’s party to the
Academy. It waga moro than usually brii-
liant night—bows and smiles greeted them
on every hand ; Miss Owenson was & univer-
sal favorite in society.

¢I said yesterday I bad no {riends’ she
thought, with a balf smile. It seems I was
mistaken. I shall never lack friends while I
remain an heiress.’

tEvil communications, etc. Five months
of Katherine Macgregor's society was making
eéven Syrney cyiical. Sha sat rather silent
in the midst of her gay circle, lying listleasly
back in her chair, her eyes fixed upon the
stage and the singers. Preseatly Katie
leaned forward, and spoke in a half whis-

er:

b ¢ Look, Sydney, there are the Graham f_am-
jly. ‘I'bat very stylish girl in the striped
opera-cloak and with the scarlet camelias is
Mrs. Graham's sister. And—positively, yes
— Lewis Nolan is with them. I thought he
had left this wicked world altogether of late’

Hydney glanced across,and saw her large
friend, Mrs. Graham, as usual, in loudly
swearing colors,aud by her side an extremely
gracefal and rather fragile-looking girl, inan
opera wrap of distinguished hues. Leaning
across Mrs. Graham’s chair was Lewis Nolan,

evidently absorbed in the music. The young
lady leaned back in her chair, and addressed
him with a coquettish smile. Ha bent his
tall hend to catch her remark with an
amused expression.

«What!’ exclaimed a gentleman of Miss
‘Macgregor’s party, is Nolan going in for
Nellie Lincoln? I never thought of it be-
fore, but the wholething would arrange itself
beautifully. She is Grakam’s sister-in-law;
her family have both money and influence.
With his talents all he wants is & push up-
ward, and if he does not get the pusb, even
bis talent will find it up hill work, heavily
weighted as he is in the race oflife.’

¢] understood Mr. Nohan was going to
California to seek his fortune,’ observed
Katie. ’

¢ But if he finds the fortune ready made to
his hand athome? Why go to California for
what he can getin New York ¥

¢Why, indeed if he can get it, of which 1
am not at all sure. He is a friend of the
Grahams, and has a passion for music, conse-
quently Mrs. Graham makes him do escort
duty for ber husband. I do not believe
there is anything between Miss Lincoln and
—Sypney, they are bowing’

Mrs. Grabam, sweeping the house with ber
double-barrels, espied the cousing, and bowed.
Then she spoke to herescort,and Mr. Nolan,
glancing across, bowed in his turn.

t What & very lovely face! said Mrs. Gra-
ham’s sister. ¢ Your description has not done
Miss Owenson jastice. Does ske not make

all that golden hair and that scarlet drapery?
I never saw n sweeter face/ .

t About Miss Owenson’s beauty there can
be no two opinions, is Mr. Nolan's answer.

t And as good as she is beautiful,’ Bays en-
thusinstic Mrs. Graham :—fit is a heart ot
gold, 7Thaere is a fascination abont her that

won my heart at sight.’

¢ Ah! but Mrs. Graham's heart is so very
ensily won,’ says Nolan.

tAnd so very often,’ says Mrs., Graham’s
sister, ¢TI mever pay any attention to Lella’s
rhapsodies ; she i8 always infatnated about
somebody; but really Miss Owenson justi-
fies « little raving, They say she even cap-
turedthe invincible Eraest Van Cuyler.

¢So it is said; Nolan answers, *Mr. Van
Cuyler’s taste is excellent.’

¢ 1 wonder if there is anything in that, Syd-
ney ? Katie remarks as'they go home; ‘I
wonder if Lewis Noian is really epris of
Nellie Lincoln? As Major Lloyd said a little
while ago, it is just the start in life he wants.
He could not do better.’

-t Let us hope that it is 8o, then,’ Sydney
responds, serenely. ¢ Whatever good fortune
befall him, I am quite sure it is deserved.’

Katie looks at her earnestly; she is
shrewd, but she is baffled,

tNo,' she thinks, ¢ she does not care.
never could look like that if she did.’

An influx of callers next day detained Syd-
ney in the drawing-room until quite late.
It was hali-past four before she conld make
her escape and change her dress to visit
Lucy. She was feverishly eager to go—per-
haps there she would hear whether there
were any truth in this new rumor or uo.

She rode to her destination, but it was
nearly six before she reached the house.
Lucy would be waiting, would think she did
not mean to come, and she bhurried in opening
the house door without knocking. She
looked into the parlor—no one thera. She
turned and ran lightly up to Lucy’s room.
In the doorway she paused, struck by the
picture before her. ~ Coming darkness shad-
owed the little chamber, the fire in the grate
had burned low and cast fitful gleams over
everything. Lucy sat in her accunstomed
place, and leaning over the back of her chair
was Lucy’s brother. Neither saw her from
their position, both were absorbed, and it was
her own name, uttered by Lewis Nolan, that
chained her to the spot.

¢8ydney Owenson,” he was saying in an in-
tense tone of concentrated fe-ling. ¢ Yes,
Lucy, you have guessed thetruth. Itis be-
cause I dare not see her that I avoid her, be-
cause I have no trust in my own strength
that I shun her presence. If 1 met her
oftener thau I do, I would have neither gelf-
control mor power left. There are some
temptations a man can face, defy, and tram-
ple under foot—there are others from which
flight is the ounly ealvation. Thisis one.’

I have suspected this,’ Lucy said. ¢ Who
could see her and not love her, so lovely,
and 5o lovable, 50 true and tender, and
sweet '

tAnd so far above us. She does not sas-
pect my presnmptuous folly ¢’

(1 think not. I amsure not. But, Lewis,
js it such presumptuous foliy? I know she
is very wealthy, and of & very proud family;
butis mere wealth, then, such an insuperable
barrier? Why not tell her at least before
yougo? It isonly fair she should have a
voice in the matter, since you go on her ac~
count. She is so gentle, 8o good, she would
not look upoun it ag presumptuons folly even
if she refused you——m—'

+ Evén if she refused me,’ Lewis repeats
with a laugbh, tYour knowledge of the
world ig so limited, Lucy, but even you can

She

herdly doubt that. She is surrounded by
suitors of n beauty and fortune equal to her
own, and Van Cuyler, surroanded by a glamor
at thalr hcgd' Nnﬁklng ownaandn

of fome 2TTTLTGS

like suc::ess. Van Cuyler will win her, and
I—will carry the crowning madness of my
life with me to Sacramento, and in new
scenes and hard work live it down.

The epell is broken, Sydney makes a step

{Poor little Lucy! Yes, I will go.’ Byd- |

his eyes upon the prima donna ot the night, |

a picture, Mr. Nolan, as she sita there, with,

forward and. stands still.  Lewis Nolan
starts around, Lucy utters acry ;. Miss Owen-
son, pale as ashes, trembling violently, comes
forward. ' G Ty

"« I—I beg-your pardon,’ she 5ays, in a gasp-
ing volce, ¢ I did not mean to listen: ButI
caught my name and—-" - :

She comes over fo Lucy’s side ; and takes
the two hands, impleringly held out, in hers,
and clasps them hard.

¢ You have heard,’ Mr. Nolan asks, quite
white with the shock of his surprise. .

¢All. Oh! forgivo me. Indeed I did not
mean to listen——m-!

t Forgive you ' hé repeats, mastering him-
self by aneffort. <But yon will do me the
justice, I am sure, to believe I would not wil-:
tully bave pained you by this avowal. R

She stands silent, but her color is coming
and going, her breath quick, her eyes intent
upon the carpet pattern. :

Lewis Nolan, in spite of the poverty of his
antecedents, is an adept in the polite art of
self-repression. He holds himsslf well in
hand now, - . -

+My sister has been trying to overthro
my resolution of going away next month,’ he
says, but the deadly pallor of his face belies
the calmness of voice and words, ‘and in an
uucontrollable moment I have told her the
truth.  That I have learned to love youis at
once my loss and my gain but knowing its
hopelessness -1 -never meart to pain - you by
the knowledge. Now that by chance you
have heard, if it does pain yom, you will atill
forgive me,I am surs.’

She stands silent.
only asks that.

tHave I indeed offended you? he says
coming nearer. ¢ Shall we not part friends,
then, after all? o

Part? She cannot bear that. She sinks
down on her knees, and lays her face against
her friend. .

«Tell him, Lucy'—clinging to Lucy’s
bands—* you know.” ‘

And Lucy laughs softly at the little com-
edy of errors, and holds her close, and looks
triumphantly at her brother.

¢ Miss Owenson! he
what does this mean ?’

t Oh, stupia Lewis!" Lucy laughs; show

blind menare! It means you are not to go
to Sacramento—that is all.’

CHAPTER IX.

MY LIFE HAS FOUND WHAT BOME HAVE FOUND
80 SWEET.”

It is half-an hour later.

I'wilight, pale and gray, has given place
tonight ; outside the frost February stars
sparkle, and a new meon glimmers like a
broken silver ring.- Inside, the red glow of
the fire still fitfully lights the room, and
lingers on the two figures standing at the
ivy-wreathed window, and on Lucy Nolan

¢t Forgive him1' He

cried—¢ Sydney,

‘telling me

"~ tMy own'! how can I ever

a8 oné not yet used to its sound.

lying back, ber eyes upon them, her hauds
clusped, praying, perhaps, but with a face of
infinite content. Forthe two persons most
interested, they just stand here and say very
little. They have said very little in the past
half hour, but Sylney knows that the desire
of her heart i8 here. And Lewis Nolan
knows, that what in his wildest moments of
hope he never dared hope for, what Ernest
Van Cuyler has vainly sought, is his. And
among all the elect of Mammon, whom the
news will probably shock and amaze, notone
will be more honestly surptised than is at
this moment the happy man himself. He
has spoken little either of love, or rapture, or
gratitude, as they linger here. Long ago—
he is thinking of it as he stands by Sydney
Owenson's side and gazes out at the starry
darkness—the strong passions nature has
given him slipped their leash, and the mem-
ory of that time has dakened his whole after-
life. The power of self-rupression, his life—
study since, bas become second nature now,
and he stands beside the beautiful woman he
has never hoped to win, and keeps those tur-
bulent emotions of joy and love well reined
in, But Sydney is content. the silence is
elogueant, and bis few broken words, his face,
his eyes bave told her atl she asks to know.

s Sydney, he says, and the name comes as
naturally to his lips as though they had
rpoken it for years, ¢ Mrs. Bacgregor will
never consent.’

Sydney, leaning lightly against the win-
dow frame, her eyee fixed on that broken,
little yellow moon, smiles dreamily, and,
glunces shyly up in her tall lover's face.

tWill ske mot? Very likely. But it
doesn’t matter, does it? A second cousin is
—well, a second consin; I am not sure that
her consent or approbation signifies.

He smiles at the easy air and tone of utter
indifference.

tBut I am afraid it does, my little princess.
You are making a very shocking mesalliance,
stooping very low in stooping to me. Do you
not know that.’

¢« I did not before. You should know best,
however, I bow to your superior wisdom,
Mr. Nolan.

tAh! it is mo laughing matter. Mrs.
Macgregor's house is your hom.e ; she cnn make
it very unpleasant for you, Sydney’

Sydney knows that; Mrs. Macgregor has
made it excessively unpleasant for her al-
ready. ,

tAnd you bave no other home. Do you
know, my princess, that rich as you are,
you are not as well off as other girls after
all!

¢Y am to-night she answers, so softly,
snd with a glance that thrills his inmost
heart. : T

¢If I only had a home,’ he says, drawing a
tense breath ; ‘a home, no matter how inferior
to what you have been used, to cfter you, I
would take you from them atonce. But I
bave not ; 1 can offer you nothing.’ .

‘Except yourself. Oh! Lewis, I ask nothing
in all the world beside.’

They clasped hands, and again there is
silence; one of those long, delicious blanks
that are better than words. But the clond
still lingers. on the young man'sbrow; her
faceis radiant.

+1 suppose you know, Bydney, that yoa
will be set down as the prey of a fortuno-
hunter. And very naturally, too, when a
pauper aspires to a princess what other
motives can actuate the pauper than mer-
cenary ones ?

t Lewis,’ says Sydney, ond the way in
which ehe utters her lover's namwe for the
firotitime is a caress in ilgelf, :don’t be
disagreeable, please. What does it matter
to you or to me what all the world says?
You are the only one who will have the im.
pertinence to repeat such a thing in my pre-
sendce.’

He laughs, then sighs.
~¢+ ] am not su sure of that. Mrs. Macgregor
will consider it hor duty and her privilege to
put things before you very plainly—oh, very
plainly indeed. She will tell you—what is
trne—that I am beuneath you in every way.
That while you were born to the purple, I
wasg born a newsboy; that whils you walked
in gilk attire, and siller had to spare, I swept
ofices and ran errands; that while you
reigned tquoen, lily, and rose in one,’ ina

faghisnable boarding-aschosl, I was sdarated

by the bounty of ber brother; that while you
are an heiress, and of the salt of the earth, I
sm an out-at-elbows Bohemian, fighting my
way inch by inch, obscure, unknown to tame,

schos “ e

with a mother and sister who sew for a livell-

—
hdod. And all Madison m

scandalized, and the best metropoli A
will cry -out that ome of tllt‘é;%cxet!
has put them . to .shame. Qpj 'l’rder
princess, thlnk of it In time. It i not""'
too late to draw bacl,"to repent of yq, [
against soclety. - . T Eig
‘That 'is a very eloquent outburg
Nolan; replies Misa Owenson, coolly. 1o,
a rule eloquent outbursts are thrown n'wnu-tas
me. If you have beeu surprigeg ¥ oy
you—you care for g 0
little, and want to get out of it, pleage v, 2
in plain words. If you tell me to gi‘.su“t
up, 1.will do it; if not, the rest of thgy wm
though it cried out to me with one vgic, i°'ld
nothing.’ ' 5 a8
TOVE My et
tude for this ? FIOTE my g
¢tBy never saying such hatefq] bhiges
more. All New York can neither makg o
mar my happiness, but you can with g . t:!r
Al the wealth of the world, if 1 possessed[.t'
would not weigh a fealher-weight againgt o
—lovel - . my
She speaks the last word in a shy Whigpg
and twenty years she has gone op i‘:: ;:?'
ber heart her owp, to lay it down hnmbf !
bere, She is sweetness, and nobleneg; 'mg
generosity itself, but even yet this diﬂ'i;ul
Mr; Nolan is. not at rest, for he know-t
she spesks of wealth and position wit th.
grand disdain of one who has never 'sunwe
the lack of either. 1

And now Mamma Nolan puts in he best
black Sunday cap, and camly annongey
that the pancakes are ready, snd wil} u,e:
plense come down to tea, and at this ey,
from sublimited sentiment to flap-jacke, )
laugh. ‘

¢ Dear me,’ says Mrs, Nolan, ¢ what aze ¥ou
laughing at and what ave you all doiug in'the [
dark? Lewls, I think you might have Lit the B
lemp. It can’t be pleasant for Miss Owong
to sit in darknes: likean owl.?

+I don't mind being an owl tor a little while
Mrs. Nolan, res onds Sydaey, demurely’
¢ Mr. Nolan and I have been discussing sociofy [
aud creeds, and forgot that it was lamplipp;
time.! N

¢ Well, come down to supper, says Mamy,
Nolan, innocently, Lewis, be very carefu} ip [
carrying Lucy on the stairs.’

For it is one of Lucy’s test days, and spe
is to guv down stairs. The iwarning
is not needed, no woman could be more
tender of touch than is Lewis with hig frai)
sister.

He carries her down to the cozy narler
where fire and lamp make warmest lighg’
and where china tea cups glisten, sad an ol
gilver tea-pot, the one relic of affluent day;,
sparkles, ind where there are cakes, ang
coffee, and ohicnens, and ruby jellies apg
snowy breud, cold ham and hot pancakes, 3]
tempting and nice. It s a delightivl mea)
although Sydney finds to her surprise that
she has no appetite,and her effort in the eat
ing way is only un effort 1o please herhostes,
Lewig is rather silent, but he looks wonder-
fully happy, even bis mother noticer, and he
artless remarks on the subject make Mg
Owenson blush. There is a ribg ia one of
these pancakes, Mrs. Nolan gravely informs
her company, whoever gets it is to be married
before tbe year ends; and this bliesfal sym-J§
bol, the propitious Fates will, shall fall 1
Miss Owenson. :

(7o be Continued.)

RAILWAY DISASTER.

A Coach Filel with Excarsionist:f
Telescoped by a Locometive. ¥

Two Persons Xilled and Tweniy live
Othera Injmred.

Arraxtic City, N.J, August 11.—At half
past six this evening, the second gection of
an excursion train which left Atlantic City atf
six o'clock, ran into the first section, telescop-
ing the rear car, and killlng two persoas nudj
injuring about twenty-five others. The pas
sengers on the ill-fated train, who arrived on
5.30 exproess-from Camden at midnight, give
the following account of the disaster .—Th:}
excursion train consisted of twenty-six cars,
sixteen in the first and ten in the second sec-
tion. The train was filled with 5. Ann's
Catholic excursionis’s from Kensington,
Philadelphia. The first section left this city
at six o'clock, and the second followed scon
after. When the first section reached Mary's§
Tanding the engineer slowed and started to
Tun on the siding to allow the passage of the
5.30 express from Camden. Al the carshad
passed the switch except iwo, when the
second section came thundering on behind.
The engineer of the latter se-tion whistled%
down brakes as he approached the awitch,
but when the brakes were applied they failed
to work, owing to their being wef, and the
rear locomotive crashed into the last car of
the first section, telescoping it and causing s
feartu! wreck. As the locomotive forced its
way into the car, the cylidder heads were
forced open, and dense clouds of steam poured
through the cars, acalding mnearly every pas-
senger in it. In an instant there waea scene
of fearful excitement. The sound of hissing
steamn and the shrieks of the terrified pas-
gengers were blended and carried through the
cars, striking terror to the hearts of all. The
crowded cars were speedily emptied, and
every effort made to aid the wounded. Thel
express-train arrived just as the accident oc-
curred, and the passengers from it also hur-
ried to render assistance. The wo:k of re-
moving the injured was immediately begun
and medical ald summoned. The wounded
were taken to neighbouring houses. The
best cars of the express train were ewitched
off and fitted up as hospitals, ahd attached to
the excursion train. In these were placed
the Teast injured, and the train went onto
Philadelphia. Physicians from Camden, whe

—

,sociation of Almonte: Revd. Father Coffey,

came down on the wrecking train that wes
telegraphed for, forbid the removal of a nam-
ber ot the injured, who still remain at May’
Landing. '

g

Correspondence.

|

To the Editor of the TRUE WITNESS.
Dsar 81r,—You will oblige me by inserl-
ing the following returns of our Societys

semi-annual election :
Father Matthew’s Total Abstinence As-

Revd. Director ; John Q'Rielly, President;
M. McAuliffes, 16t Vice-President; P. J.
Doherty, 20d Vice-President ; M. Nolan, Se-
cretary ; J. Btafford, Assistant-Secretary; P.
Daly, Treasurer. Committeo of Management—
Mesgsrs. D. Malone, D. Maher, P. Delaney, P
Dowdall, R. O'Sullivan, J. E. Bouehil, E.

Letang, I. Letang, A. Maddon,
& . & Yours truly,

Jony O'RmLuy.
Almonte, August Sth, 1480. :
- -

« No, Algernon, dear, I say that the boy
shall not be brought up on the bottle, Leok

at its grandpa’s nose.” . '



