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Most of the new hin costumes have puffed:
sleeves. e T

The rage for steel ornaments and ombre
frabrios itcreases. .. - .- _

The, Watteau is again a favourite style for
illuminated foulos dresses.

Toile religieuse will continue in high favor
for artistic summer toilets.

The * Princess. Beatrice” is a slipper of
‘beaded satin, dainty and delicate.

Polka dotted reckerchiefs trimmed with
Breton lace are worn with morning or travel.
ling costumes.

The gracgful little bags of tinted silk to be
suspended from the belt or girder are now
called gipcieres.

New sash ribbons a1ein damier or checker-
board designs, having embre blocks of two
distinct colors,

Thers is an immense demand for large
plaided ginghams, seersuckers, and fower-
bordered lawns,

Quesn Charlotte collars are particularly
favored by young ladies who affect the antique
style of dress.

Shirred shoulder capes of Surah, French
foulard, grenadine er muslin are very becom-
ing to slender Hgures.

Double-faced cambrics showing one side
black and the other side grey arc much used
tor lining grehadines.

Tussore, a standard fabric in Indian silks,
18 very fashionable tor walking costumes, and
ie trimmed with either bayadere cr plaided
Surah.

Evening dresses for young misses are made
princesse style, laced up the back, and are
worn high in the neck with aStuart collar
and short sleeves.

Fans match the costume, and are made of
the same material as the dress. Very often
this idea is carried out with regard to the
shoes or sandals.

A novel ornament to be worn suspended
from & porie bonkeur bracelet, or from a bar of
gold as a lace pin, is a small gold shoe with a
child’s head peeping out of it.

Crape is no longer sacred t0 mourning. A
new gown is called the ¢ serious,” and is of
crape made up over cloth, the sleeves alone
being left unlined. The square opening at
the throat is filled in with crepe lines,

Goods of the crepe and satine species make
thin lawans and organdies less popular than
they would otherwise be. All of the latter
have borders. With wash dresses are worn
many pretty conceits in ribbons and laces.

1t is thought that alpacas are likely to be.
come fashionable again, as the Yorkshire
manufncturers appealed to the Princess of
Wales the other day to help them sell their
goods and she obligingly sent for patterna.

Plain surah, nun's veiling, Indian muslin
delaine, silk batiste and other such materials,

made up with shirring effects, make fresh and
slegant toilets when trimmed with creamn
lace or with the same, material as the
-dresses.

The latest artistic absurdity is & black
parasol having one colored division, ¢n which
18 painted a palette with a picture of a dog's
bead. Parasol handles in the form of sword
hilts or champagne corks nre in not much
better taste.

All kinds of bonpets are worp, from the
pancake to the sugar loaf. BSome have straw
brims, with soft, silk crowns, others are com-
posed of & simple disk of soft straw iastened
on the top of the head by o multitude of pins
and a large arrow.

A new materlal are the gauzes and tulles
woven with jet beads, both dull and lustrous.
These aro used both for the trimming of dres-
ses and for small mantles, jackets and short
capes ; tho jackets are very long and look like
cuirasses and coatg of mail. |

Lace is now made in all colors pink and
pale blue, and valenciennes laces are seen for
the trimming of printed muslins, and twine
lace is in preparation, very fine, but twine
nevertheless, and in its natural color. It is
designed for trimming of liben dresses.

The jersey is atill worn. It is now made
of beads, and is out something like s child's
apron without sleeves. The neck piece is of
bended fringe, and the same trimmlog is on
the lower part of the bseque. Im the back
are two whalebones covered with silk for the
lacing of the waist,

Black toilets in light fabrics, either upon a
black or a colored foundation, are very
fashionable. Such dresses are of black
chantilly, blonde or Spanish lace, or else of
black striped grenadine, t{rimmed with
plaited flounces alternating with lace ones,
trimmed with silver passementeries.

A stylieh and sxceedingly effective border
for the foot of the skirt of a Matinee is formed
of three fringed out plaited ruchings of ombre
silk, the darkest shade being close to the
bottom of the dress. This thing is very ele.
gant when shading from pale gerantum pink
to deep crimson.

Errg’s CocoA—GRATEFGL AND UOMFORTING—
« By a thorough knowledge ot the mnatural
laws which govern the operatious ot digestion
and nutrition, and by a careful application of
the fine properties of well selected cocoa, Mr.
Eppe has provided our breakfast tables with
8 delicately flavored beverage which may
save us many heavy doctors’ kills. It is by
the judicious use of such articles of diet that
& constitution may be gradnally built up until
strong enough to resist any tendency to
disease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are
floating around us ready to attack wheraver
there is & weak point. We may escape many
a fatal shaft by Lkeeping ourselves well
fortified with pure blood and a properly
nourished frame. — Civi} Service Gazette. Sold
only in packets labelled—¢ JaMEs Erps & Co..
Homoopathic Chemists, London, England.”
Also makers of Errg's CHoooLATE E8SENOR
for afternoon nuse.

Y

THE HOCHELAGA COTUNCIL’S ACTION
MAINTAINED.

Judgment was rendered by Mr. Justice Mac-
kay in the case of 8mart vs. the Corporation of
the Village of Hochelaga,

This wag & petition for a sv1it of mandamus
10 force the Corporation of thatvillage to grant
Mr. Bmart a license to sell liquor. The pe-
titioner alleged that he had a license last year;
that this year he had eomplied with all the ex-
acfions of the law, and liad furnished al]l the
necessary certifieates, and therefore the Cor-

ration had no right to refuse to grant him a
icevse, and that they now ¢id so without
cause.

His Honor said that the law had experlenced
no change since 1874, when a simillar petition
was rejected. Io was there leld thatthe then
License Commissioners were not bound to con.
frm the certiticate of 25 clectors towards a
Yicense for keeping a saloon, but mightrefase to
confirm, and the mapdamus was, in that case,
refused. Inthe present case he considered the
Counci] also had the discretion to refuse the cer-
tifleate {f thev saw fit. 'The petition would
therefore be rejected with costs.

" Taking Europe as & whole the harvest
_promises to yield more tka2 an average.

‘gerofuls, Kidney Complaints, sud-all gy,
arising from impure blood, éonstipated bowels
or disordered secreticus, and the best Nervine
and Tonic ix the world.' 402

THE TRUE WIINESS ROR 135S
The True WirNess has within the past
year made an immense etride in circulation,
and it the testimony of a large number of our
subscribers is not too flattering it may also
claim a stride in general improvement.

This is the age of general improvement
and the Troe Wirngss will advance with it.
Newspapers are starting up around us on all
sides with more or less pretensions to public
favor, some of them die in their tender in-
fancy, some of them die of disease of the
heart after a few years, while others, though
the fewest in number, grow strooger as they
advance in years and root themselves all the
more firmly in public esteem, which in fact
is their life. However, we may criticise
Darwins theory as applied to thespecies there
is no doubtit holds good in newspaper enter-
prises, it i the fittest which survives. The
Truk WiITNEss has survived & generation of
men all but two years, and it is now what we
may term an established fact.

But we waut to extend its usefulness and
its circulation still further, and we want its
friends to assist us if they believe this jour-
pal to be worth $1.50 a year, and we think
they do. We would like to impress upon
thelr memories that the TRur WiTNEsS is
without exception the cheapest paper of its
class on this continent.

1t was formerly two dollars per annum in
the country and two dollars and a half In the
city, but the present proprietors having taken
charge of it in the hardest of times, and know-
ing that to many poor people a reduaction of
twenty or twenty-five per cent would mean
something and would not only enable the
old subscribers to retain it but new ones to
enroll themselves under the reduction, they
have no reason to regret it. For what they lost
one way they gained in amother, and they
assisted the introduction Into Catholic
families throughout Qanada and the United
States of a Catholic paper which would de-
fend their religion and their righta.

The Tave WirNEss is too cheap to offer
preminms or ¥ chromos " as an inducement to
subscribers, even if they believed in their

efficacy. It goes simply on its meritsasa
journal, and it i8 for the people to judge
whether they are right or wrong.

But as wo have stated we want our circula-
tion doubled iz 1881, and all we can do to
encourage our agents and the public generally
i to promise them that, if our efforts are
seconded by our friends, this paper will be
still fieman enlarged and improved during
the coming year.

On receipt of $1.50, the gabecriber will be
entitled to receive the Truz Wirxess for
one year.,

Any one sending us the names of 5§ new
subscribers, at one time, with the cash, ($1.50
each) will receive one copy free and $1.00
cash ; or 10 new names, with the cask, ons
copy free and $2.50.

Our readers will oblige by informing their
friends of the above very liberal inducements
to subscribe {or the "T'nve WirNEss; also by
sending the name of a 1eliable person who
will act as agent in their locality for the pub-
lishers, and sample copies will be sent on ap-
plication.

We want active intelligent agents through-
out Canada and the Northern and Western
States of the Uniou, who can, by serving our
interests, serve their own as well and add
materially to their income without interter-
ing with their legitimate business,

The Truz Wirsess will be mailed to clergy-
raan, school teachers and postmasters at
$1.00 per annum in advunce.

Parties getting up clubs are not obliged to
confine themselves to any particular locality,
but can work up tueir quola from different
towns o: districts; nor is it necessary to send
all the names at once. They will fulfil all
the conditions by forwarding the names and
amounts until the club {8 completed. We
have observed that our paper is, if possible,
more popular with the ladiss than with the
other gex, and we appeal to tha ladies, there-
fore, to use the gentle but irresistible pres-
ure of which they are mistresses in our be-
halt on their busbands, fathers, brothers and
sons, though for the matter of that we will
take subscriptions from themselves and their
sisters and cousinsas well. Rate for cluba of
five or more, $1.00 per annum in advance.

In conclusion, we thank those of cur friends
who have respouded so promptly and so
cheerfully to our call for amounts dus, and
request those of them who have not, to follew
their example st once.

« POST” PRINTING & PUBLISHING CO,
741 CRAIG ST., MONTREAL, CANADA.

The proprietor ot Burdock Blood
Bitters challonges the world to produce
the record of a medicine that has achieved a
more woonder{ul success, or better credentials
in so short a period of time as has this great
Blood Purifier and System Renovator. Its
cures are the marvels of the age. Sample
Bottles 10 Cents. 40-2

G. 'T. R, MEETING.
Lonpon, June 28.—A special meeting of
the Grand Trunk shareholders was held to—
day, Sir Henry Tyler presiding. It was

during the last session of the Dominion Par-
linment relating to the Company was satie-
factory. The shareholders also unanimously
approved of the bargain made with the To-
ronto, Grey & Bruce Railway Company for
the leasing and rmoning of that road. Sir
Henry Tyler made a highly satisfactory state-
ment regarding the financial condition of the
G. T.R, showing that the Company would
bez(i,n the new half year with £23,000 to the
good.

For nll purposes of a family medicine
HaGyarp's YeLwow Orn will be found invalu-
able. Immediaterelief will follow its use. 1t
relieves pain, cures chilblains, frostbites,
scalds, burns, corns, rbeumatism, neuralgia,
&c, &c. For internal, use it I8 none the Jess
wonderfal, One or two doses frequently cure
gore throat. It will cure croup in a few
minutes. A few bottles has often cured
asthma. Colic bas been cured In fifteen
minutes by a teaspoonful dose. It cures
with the utmost rapidity. It Is really a won-

derful medicine. 49 2
et~ e e

A dinner-horn——a pint of claret,
—

1t is astonishing’ what a number of our
young people of the present day may be seen
going around with prematurely grey hair,
This comes of the wear and tear of fast living
and the anxiety ongendered by competition;
Luby's Parisian Hair Renewer restores grey
hair to its eriginal color. Sold by all chem-

unanimously decided that the Act passed;

DHAPTER IIT.—CoxTivvuen.
As she thinks this, innocently enough, de~

the door, and Lucy, the maic, comes smiling-
ly in, holding an exquisite bouquet, all pink
and white roses, in her hand. :

« Mr, Charles' compliments, Miss, and he's
waiting for you at the foot of the stairs, when
you're ready, Miss, for the ball-room.”

She starts and colours with pleasure.

« Thank vou Lucy |” she says! taking tke
bouquet, ¢ Tell Mr. Stuart I will be down
in a moment.”

The girl leaves the room.

With o smile on her face it ig just as well
« Mr. Charles” does not see, she stands look-
ing at her roges ; then she buries her face, al-
most as bright, in their dewy sweetness.

« Dear, thoughtful Charlie!” she whispers
gratefully. ¢ What would ever have become
of me but for him 7"

She selects oneor two bits of scarlet blos-
som and green spray, and artistically twist
them in the rich waves of her hair. She
takes onse last glance at her own pretty image
in the mirror, sees that fan, lace-handkerchief
and adornment generally, are in their places,
and trips away and gowes down.

In elegant evening coatums, looking unut-
terably handsome and well-dressed, Mr.
Charles Stuart stands at the foot of the grand
stairway, waiting. He looks at her as she
stands in the full glare of the gasaliers.

« White muslin, gold and coral, pink roses,
and no chignon. My dear Miss Darrell, tak-
ing you as a whole, I think I have seen worse
looking young women in my life.”

He draws her hand throagh his arm, with
this enthusiastic remark, and Edith finds
herself in & blaze of light and a crowd of bril-
liantly dressed people. Tbree long drawing-
rooms are thrown open, then ; beyond is the

gpire all her worldly wisdom, shere isa tap at,

*_. | she is really the ‘most attractive young per-

gon he has ever met,

i Chesbire 7" he repeats with a smile, « how
well yov know my birthplace. ot I
birthplace exactly, for I was born. in London.
T’'m a cockney, Miss Darrell. Betore you all
go abroad, you are to come und spend & week

my aunt and I insist upon it. You don't
know how many kindnesses—how many plea~
sant days and nights we ows to our friends
the Stuarts. It shall be our endeavor when
we reach England to repay them in kind.
#ay I ask, Miss Darrell, if yoo bave met my
aunt 7"’

« No,” Edith replies, fluttering a little a-
gain. I have not even geen lady Helens ag

et.”

Y # Then allow me the pleasure of making
you acquainted. I think you will like her.
I am very sure she will like you.”

The colour deepens on Edith’s dark ckeek;
sho arises and takes his proffered arm. How
gracetully deferential and courteous he is. It
is all custom, no doubt and means nothing
but it is wonderfully pleasant and flattering.
For the momen# it seems as though he were
conscious of no cther young lady in the sche-
me of creation than Mise Darrell—a flirting
way a fow young men cultivate.

They walk slowly down along the brilllant
rooms, and many eyes tura and look after
them. Every one knows the extremely
blonde young baronst—the dark damsel on
his arm is as vet & stranger to most of them.
« Deuced pritty girl, yoo know,” is the unan-
imous verdict ot masculine New York; #who
fs she? ” « Who is that young lady in the
doudy white muslin and old-fashioned corals?”
asks feminine New York, and both stare as
they receive the same whispered reply: #A
poor relation—coentiy cousin, or something
of the sort, going to Europe with them as

ball-room, with its waxed floors and ievisible
musicians. Flowers, gaslight, jewels, hand-
some women, and gallant men are everywhere;
the band is crashing out a pulse-tingling
waltz, and still Edith hears and sees, and
moves in a dream,

« Come,” Charlie says. His arm is around
her waist, and they whirl away among the
waltzers. Edith waltzes well, so does Charlie
She feels as though she were floating on  air,
not on earth. Th-n it isover, and she is be-
ing introduced to paople, to resplendent
young gentlemen. Charlie resigns her to
one of these latter, and she glides through a
mazurka. That too ends, and as it grows
rather warm, her partugr leads her away to a
cool music-room, whence proceed melodious
sounds. It is Trixy at the plano, informing
a select audience in shrill soprano, and in the
character of the ¢ Queen of the May,” that
« She had been wild and wayward, but she
was not wayward now.” Xdith’s partner finds
her a seatand volunteers to go for an ice.
Agshe sits fanning herself, she sees Charlie
approaching with a young man of about his
own age, taller than he is—Iiairer, with a look
altogether somehow of a different nationality.
He has large blue eyes, very fair bair, and
the blendest of complexions. Instinctively
she knows who it is.

« Ah, Editb,” Charlie says, ¢ here you are.
I have beer gearching for you. Miss Darrell,
allow me to present to you Sir Victor Ca-
theron,”

CBAPTER 1V,

% UNDER THE GASLIGHT.”

Two darkly solemn eyes Iook up into Sir
Victor Catheron’s face. Both bow. Both
murmur tbe pianissimo imbecility requisite
on such occasions, and Edith Darrell is ac-
quainted with a baronet.

With a barenet! Only yesterday, as it
ware, she wag darning hose, and ironing linen
at home, going ahout the digmal house slip-
shod and slatternly. " Now she is in the midst
of a brilliant ball,'diamonus sparkling aronnd
her, and an English baronet of tfabulous
wealth and ancestry asking ber for the favor
of the next waltz! Something ridiculous and
absurd about it all, struck her ; she felt an
idiotic desire to laugh aloud. It was all un-
real, all a dream. She would awake present-
ly, to hear her step-mothar's shrill call to
come and help in the kitchen, and the howls
of the juvenille Darrells down the passage.
A familiar voice rouses her.

¢ You'll not forget, I hope, Edith,” Charlie
is saylng, " that next redowa is mine, At
present I am going to meander through the
lancers with Mrs. Featherbrain.”

He takes her tablets, coolly writes his name,
smiles, shows his white teeth, says * Au
revolr,” and is gone. She and the baronst are
alone,

What sball she say te him? She feels a
whimsical Bort of trepidation as she flutters
her fan. As yet the small talk of society is
Sancrit to this young lady from Sandypoint.
8ir Victor leans liphtly against thearm of her
chair, and looks down upoo ber as she sits
with flushed cheeks, half smiling lips, and
long black lashes drooping. He is thinking
what & wonderfal bright and charming face it
is—for a brunette.

For Sir Victor Catheron does not fancy
brunettes, He has his ideal, and sees in her
the future Lady Catheron. In far-off Che-
shire there is a certain Lady Gwendoline;
she is an earl's daughter, the owner of two
soft blue eyes, a complexion of pink and
snow, a soft, trained voice and feathery halo,
of amber hair. Lady (wendoline is his iceal
of fulr, sweet womanhood, turning coldly {rom
all the rest of the world to held out her arms
1o one happy possesaor. The vision of Ludy
Gweundoline as he saw her last, the morning
sunghine searching the fair Eaglish face and
finding no flaw in it, rises tor a second before
him—why, he does not know. Then a tri-
umphal burst of music crashes out, and he i
looking down once more upon Edith Darrell,
in her white dress and coral ornaments, her
dack hair and pink roses.

« You seem quite like an old acquaintance,
Miss Darrell,” he eays, in his slow, pleasant,
English-accented voice ; “ our mutusl friend,
the prince has told me about his adventure
in the snow, and your heroism.”

«The prince?’ she repeats, interrogative-
1y, and 8ir Victor laughs.

i Ah | you don't know. They call him the
prince here—Prince Charlie. I don’t know
why I'm snre, unless it be that his name is
Charles Edwaid Stuart, and that he is the
prince of good fellows. You have no idea
how delighted I am that he—that the whole
family are going across with nsin May. Yon
sccompany them, [ understand, Miss Darrell 7*

« As companion and interpreter on the con-
tinent,” Misg Darrell auswers, looking up at
him very steadily. « Yes.”

u And you will Jike the continent, I know,”
Sir Victor goes on, « Yon will like Parls of
course. All Americans go to Paris. You
will meet scores of your countrymen in every
continental city.”

« 1 am not sure that that is an advantage,”
responds the yourg lady coolly. ¢ About my
liking it there can be no question. It has
been the dream of my life——a dream T thought

companjon to Beatrix.”

Edith seea the locke, and the color deepens
to carpation in her face. Her brown eyes
gleam, she lifts her head with haughty grace,
and flashes back almost defiance at these in-
solent starers. She feels what it is they are
saying of her, and Sir Victor's highbred cour-
tesy and deference go to the very depths of
her heart by contrast. Bhelikes bim ; he in-
terests her already ; thereis something in his
face, she can hardly tell what,—a sort of som-
bre ehadow that underlies all his smiling so-
ciety manner. In repose and solituds, the
provailing expression of that face will be mel-
ancholy, and yet why? Surely at three-and-
twenty life can have shown nothing but her
sunshine and roses to this curled darling of
fortuna,

A stout, elderly lady, in gray moire and
chantilly lace, sits on a sort of a throne of
honor beside Mrs, Stnart, and a foreign gen-
tleman, from Washington, all ribbosis and or-
ders. To this stout, elderly lady, as Lady
Helena Powyes, h1s aunt, Sir Victor presents
Miss Darrsll.

The kindly eyes of the Lnglish lady turn
upon the dark, handsome face of the Ameri-
can girl ; the pleasant voice says a few plea-
sant words. Miss Darrell bows gracefully,
lingers a few moments is presented to the rib.
bon-and starred foriegner, and learns he is
Russian Ambassador at Washington. Then
the music of their dance strikes up, both
smilingly make their adieux, and heasten to
the ball-room.

Up aad down the long waxed room, in and
out with gorgeous young New York, in all
the hues of the rainbow, the air heavy with
perfume, the matchless Gounod waltz music
craghing over all, on the arm of & baronet—
worth, how much did Trixy say ? thirty or
forty thousand a year 7—around her slim
white muslin waist. Edith is in her dream
still—she does mot want to wake—Trixy
whirls by, flushed and breathless, and nods
laughingly as she disappeats. Charlie, look-
ing calm and languid even in the dance, flits
past, clasping gay little Mrs. Featherbrain,
and gives her a patrenizing wnod. And
Edith's thought is—« If this could ouly go
on forever!” But the golden moments of life
fly—the leaden ones only lag—we all know
that to our cost. The waltz ends.

¢« A most dulicious waltz,” says Sir Victor
gayly. <1 thought damcing bored me-——I
find I like it. How well you waltz, Miss
Darrel], like & Parisienne—but a1l American
young ladies are like Frenchwomen. Take
this seat, and let me fetch you & water ice.”

Ho leads her to a chair and depats. As
she sits there, half-emiling and fluttering her
fan, looking very lovely, Charlle saunters up
with his late partner. ¢ If your royal high
ness will pormit,” cries Mrs. Featherbrain,
laughing and punting, I will take a seat.
How cool and comfortable you look, Miss
Darrell. May I ask what you have done with
Sir Victor ?”

«8ir Victor left me here, and told me he
would go for a water ice. IfI look cool, it
ismore than I feel—the thermometer of this
room must stand at a hundred in tho shade.”

# A water Ice,” repeats Mrs, Fentherbrain
with a sigh ; ¢ just what I have been longing
for this past half boar. Charlle, I heard you
say something about bringing me one, some
time ago, didn’t I? Bat I kuow of old what
your promises are worth., You know the
adage, Miss Darrell—never more true than in
this instance,—* Pat not yourtrust in princes.”
bigs Darrell’s dark, disdainful eyes look
fall at the frivolous matron. Mrs, Feather-
brain and Mr. Stuart have been devoted to
each other all the evening.

4! know the adnge” she answers coolly,
“but I confess I don't see the application.”
What! don't you know Charley's sobriquet
of Prince Charlio 7 Why he has been Prince
ever since he was five years old, partly on ac-
count of his absurd name, parily because of
is absurd graod seigneur airs. 1 think it
fits—don't you 7’
 And if [ were Prince,” Charlie interposes,
before Miss Datrell can answer, “my first
royal act would be to order Featherbrain to
the deepest dungeon beneath the castle moat,
und make his charming relict Princess Con—
sort, as she has long, alas! beon queen of my
affections!”

Helays his white-kidded hand on the region
of his heart, and bows profoundly., Blrs,
Featherbrain's shrill, rather silly laughb, rings
?ut—she hitg him a blow with her perfumed
an .

“You pracocious little boy !” she says,
“ag if children of yourage knew what their
affections meant Miss Darrell, you'll not
credit it, I'm sure, but this juvenila cousin
of yours —Charlie, yon told me Miss Darrell
was your cousin—was my first love—actually
my firat love—actually my first!”

* And shejilted me in cold blood for Fea-
therbrain. Since tbea I have been a blight-
ad bolng—hiding, like the Spartan chap in
the story, the fox that braygon my vitales,
and going through life with the hollow mock-
ery on my lips.

Agaln M, Featherbrain’s {oolish little
laugh peals out. She leans back, almost a-
gainst him, looks up, and hslf whispers some-
thing very during in Fronch.

Edith turns away disgusted, gleams of dis-

a8 likely {o be renlized a month ago, as that

ists, Price 50 cents. 26

1 should take a trip to the moon. For you,

dainful gcorn in Ler shining hazle eyes,

_ kY ;:',..:“;;x;— RN
1'What s little painted “gigelin
70| woman is-~what 16018 mast youngimen are?

No,'not my.

or two down in my sunny Cheshire;; both'

‘|"What 'business bave married women : flirting,

‘and-how much more sensible aud. agreeable
Euoglishmen are than Americans. ...\

it Migg Darrell -looks sick of our.frivolity,”
Mrg, Featherbrain gaily exclaims; “the
wickedness of New York and the falsity- ot
mankind are now to her ag yet.. You saved
Charlie’s 1llfe, didn't. you, my love?
Trixity told me all aboutit, and remained
all night with him in the snow, at the risk of
your own life. Quite a romance, npon my
word, Now why not end it, like a romaunce
‘of the kind,in a love match and a marriage 7"
.- Her eyes glitter maliciously and jealously,
eYen while;  she-langhs. 18 it in .the shal-

to care for any human being, she has cared for
Charlie Stuart. .

 Mrg, Featherbrain!” Edith exclaims, in
haughty surprise, half rising .

My dear, don’'t be angry—you might do
worse, though how if would be difficult to
say. Isuggested it, because it is the usual
ending of such thiogs in noveis, and on the
stage—thatis alL.”

s« And as if I could fall in love with any
one now," Mr, Stuart murmurs, plaintively,
# Such a suggestion from you, Laura, i add-
ing insult to injury.”

« Here comes our baronet,” Mrs. Feather-
brain exclaims, “bearing a water icein his
own arristecrattic hand. Rather handsome.
isn’t he?—only I detest very fair men.
‘What a pity, for the piece of mind of our New
York girls, he should be engaged in England.’

" Ah! but he isn't engaged—I happen to
know,” said Charley; ‘g0 you see what
comes of marrying in haste, Mrs. Featber-
brain. Ifyou had only waited another year
now, instead of tbrowing me over for old
Featherbrain, it might have been for a bar-
onet—for of course there isn’t a girl in New
York could stand the ghost of a chance be-
side you.” ‘

¢ A most delicate compliment,” Edith says,
her scorntul lip curling; ¢ one hardly knows
which to admire most-—the refined tact of Mr.
Stuart's flatteries, or the matronly dignity with
which Mrs. Featherbrain repels them !”

She turns her white shoulder deliberately
upon them both, and welcomes Sir Victor
with her brightest smile.

t And for a rustic lassie, fresh from the
fields and the daisies, it isn't so bad,” is Mrs.
Featherbrain's cool criticism.

« Aund I hope, despite Sir Victor's aristo-
cratic attentions, Miss Darrell, you'll not for-
got you're engaged to me for the redowa,/
Charlie finds a chance to murmur, sotto voce,
in her ear, as he and his flirtee moves on.

s You see the poor child’s jealous, Charlie,”

is the Featherbrain’s 1ast remark—* a victim
to the green-eyed monster in his most vir-
ulent form  You really should be careful,
my dear boy, how you use the charms & bene-
ficent Providence has showered upon you.
As you are strong, be merciful, and all that
gort of thing "
‘thé hours go on. Edith eats her water ice,
and talks very animatedly to her baronet.
Balls (he bas had B surfeit of them, poor fel-
low!) mostly bore him—to night he 1s really
interested. 'The Americans are an interest-
ing people, he thinks that must be why.
Then the redowa beging, and Charlie returns
and carries her off. With him she is coldly
silent, her eyes are averted, her words are few.
Be smiles to himself, and aske her this plea-
sant question :

#1f she doesn’t think Laura Featherbrain

the prettiest and best-dressed lady in the
room 7’
% think Mre, Featherbrain is well named,”
Misg Darrell answers, her datk eyes flashing.
41 understand Mr. Featherbrain is lving sick
at home. You introduced me to her—while
Ilive in tbis house, Mr. Staart, you will be
kind enough to introduce me to no more—
Mrs. Featherbrains.

She brings out the obnoxious name with
stinging scorn, and a look toward the lady
bearing it sharper than daggers. There is »
curious smile in Charlie’s eyes—his lips are
grave.

% Are you angry, Edith? Do you know—
of couise you do, though that it becomes you
to be angry? My charming cousin, I never
knew until to-night how really handsome you
were," :

Bhe disengaged herself with sudden abrur t-
ness from his clasp.

« I am tired of dancing,” she says. ¢ I de-
test redowas. And ba kind enough to keep
your cdious point-blank compliments for the
prettiest and best-dressed lady in the room.”
1 don't appreciate them !’

Isit jealousy ? Charlie wonders, compla-
cently., He eits down beside her, and triea to
coax her into goecd humour. but she is not to
be coaxed. In ten minutes another partner
comes up and claims her, and she goes The
pretty dark girl in white, is greatly admired
and has no lack of paitners. For Mr. Stuart,
he dances no more—he l2ans against a pillar,
pulls his mustache, and looks placld and
handsome. He isn't devoted to dancing ; as
a rule he objects to it on principle, ag so much
physical exertion for very little result; he
bas only fatigued hizunelt tonlght as a mat-
ter of abstract duty. He stands.and watchea
Edith dance—this country girl has the lithe,
willowy grace ot a Bayadere, and ghe is langh-
ing now, and looking very bright aod ani-
mated, It dawns upon him, that she is by
all odds the prettiest girl in the house, and
that slowly but surely, for the bundred-and-
fiftieth time in bis life, he is falling in love.

“ But I might have known it,” Mr. Stuart
thinks gravely ; # brown beanties did always
play the dickens with me. I thought that
at five-and-twenty I had outzrown all that
sort of rubbish, and here I am on the brink of
the pit again. Fallingin love at the present
invilves matrimony in the future, and matri-
mony has heen the horror of my }fe since I
was {our years old. Apnd then the gov-
ernor woulda’t hear tell of it, I'm to be
handed over to the first ¢ daughter of a hun-
dred earls’ across in England, who is willing
to exchange a tarnished British coronet for a
Yaukee million or two of dollars.” .

It is Trixy who is danocing with the baronet
now—Trizy who descends to smpper on the
baronet’s arm. Sh@'dances with him .once
again aftor supper ; then he returns to Edith.
So the hours go on, and the April morning
is growing gray. Once, Edith finds herself
seated beslde genial Lady Helena, who talke
to her in a motherly way, that takes all her
heart captive at once. . 8ir Victor leaus over
his aunt’s chair, listening with a smile, and
not saying much himself. His annt's eyes
follow him everywhere, her voice takes a
deeper tenderness when she gpesks to him,
It i8 easy to see sha loves him with more than
a mother's love,

A little after and it is all over. Carriage
after carriage rolls away—Sir Victor and Ldy
Helena shake hauds with this pretty, well-
bred Miss Darrell, avd go to. She’ sees
Obpuarlie linger to the last moment by fasci-
nating - Mrs. Featherbraln, -whispering; the
usual inanity in her preuty pink ear. Ie
leads her to her carriage, when 1t stops the
way, and he and the milliomaire’s wi® VaD-
ish in the outer darkness.

“ Now half to the setting moon ~® 0n&,
And half to the rising day:
Low on the sand, and louson the stono,

The last wheel echoss pay.”

low pretily-painted, pretily-powdered woman.

+| the carpet for the space of a couple of yargy

. - —
dith hums egs she teils up to
room, ‘Trixy's grand ﬂelclpnighth f; 0,:&“7
Editb’s first ball has come to an eng andek
first night of her.new life, » 0d the
.- CHAPTER 'V,
.. OLD COPIES- OF THE ¥ COURIER,"

% Two waltzes,” aaid Trix, coutting opy,
fingers’; toat's:two; one cracovienpe th S'
three; les. lanciers,;-thavs four; ong ]m
that’s five ; and.one polka ‘quadrile thotp,
six. Six dances round and square, ‘;vithas-i
Victor Oatheron. "Edith,” cried Migg Sty N
trinmphantly, “de you hear that 7 i,

4 Yes, Trixy,I hear,” said Edity dre
ily. o ) A,

# You don't look as if you did, or i 0
hear, you don't heed. 5ix dances—ty, mu b
I am certain, than he danced with anp ot%re’
girl in the house. That looks bromig] o
now, doesn’t 1?7 Edith, the long gy !hng,
of the matter is this : I shall break my Y, ort
and die if he dossn’t meke me Lujy o
theron,” &

A faint, half-absent smile—no otye, rep]
came from Miss Darrell, In ths handsom

girls sat. It was half-past threg |
noon of the day succeeding the baﬁ the]ﬁﬁﬁ;'
luxuriant deptks of a puffy arm-chair recli i
Edith Darrell, as much at home a5 ued
puffy chaira and luxuriant reclining had ey,
been her normal state. The crimsop satie;
cushions contraated brilliantly with her dark
eyes, bair, and complexion, Her back silrk
dress wasnew, and fitted well, and she hag i
it up with aknot of scarlet taugled in som“
white lace at the throat. Altogothr she
madea very effective picture, v e
In another puffy roching-chair

I C near, g
Trixy, her chestnut hair crepe to e

her €5

to her waist. i
Her voluminous draperies balloon ‘Syer

on either side, and she looked from top to toe
the ¥ New Yorkiest of New York
They meade & very nice contrastif ycu had g

April afternoon, the raw, easterly A pril wing

expected of him. Still, I down't believe he
would have asked me six times I1f—Edith!
how often did he dance with you "

« How often did—1I beg your pardon, Bes.
trix ; I didn't catch what you eald.”

«I gee you didn't.
'nt you? A penny for your
Dithy.”

swered, contemptuously.

Yictor?"

# I asked how often Sir Yictor danced with
you last night.”
four times. Why
didn’t dance more than halias often Witk any
one else. Mamma thiuks he means some-
thing, and he took me to supper, and told me
about Bogland. We had quitea long conver
sation ; in fact, Edith, 1 fairly grow crazy with
delight at the thought of one day being « My
lady. ”

#« Why think of it, then, sincait sets you
crazy 77 Edith suggested, with cool indiffer-
ence, “I dave say you've beard the preverd
Trix, about counting your chickens before
they're hatched, However, in this I dou't
really see why you should despair. You're
bis equal in every way,and Sir Victor ishis
own master, and can do as he likes.”

« Ah, I don't know I” ‘Trix answered witha
despondent sigh, ‘ he's a baronet, and these
English people go somuch for birtk and
blood. Now, you know we've neither It

an ew, like everybody elge, and say hes de-
scended from the royal family of Scotlaad—
there's something more wanted than that
He’s sent to London, or somewhere, for the
family coat-of-arma. You may laugh, Edith,
but he hag, and we're to seal onr letters with
a grifin rampant, or a catamount couchant,
or some other beast of prey.

the tallow business until the breaking onto

know, that's quite auother matter. Iso't he
just aweet, though, Bdith 1"

o Who? Sir Victor?

glad to ssy he didn's strlke me as belng
¢ gweet '—contrariwize, I thought him parti-
cularly sepsible and pleasant,

« Well, can't a person be sweet aud sensible
too?” Trix answered impatiently. “Di
you notice his eyes? Such an expreesionof
weariness and sadness, and—now what an

as Charlie. I cau't express a sipgle opinis
that he doesn’t laugh at, Call meseatime
tal if you like, but I say again he has tit
most melancholy expreseion I ever looked at
Do you know, Dithy, I love melancholy

men.” ) .
«Do yon? said Edith, still Inughing.

foss myself, I prefer ‘jolly ' people. Still
you are not altogether wrong about our
youthful batonet; he does look & prey at
times to green and yellow melancholy. You
don’t suppose he bas been crosged in love, do
you? Are bsronets—rich baronets—ever
crossed in love, I wonder. His large, rather
light blue eyee, look at one somotimes &
though to say:

«¢I have & secret ro*row here.
A grief I'll ne’sr impart ;
It heaves no sigh, it sheds no tear,
But {t consumes the heart!”
e—she

Miss Darre]l was an actress by natar l

repeated this Iachrymose verse ina $6PBI*

chral tone of voice. ) ne.
« That’s it, you may depend, Trizy. T g

poot young gentieman’s a prey to unreqmt:d _

affoction. What are you sbaking your he

8 hemently at ?”’

0“vIet :sn’t tb);t,” gald Trix, looking solemD

and myaterious, « it's wores 1"

“Worse! Desr mo, ) a

thing could be woISe. What is it, then'

« Murder I"

Darrell rponed her big brown eyes.
Stuart's charnel-house tone was really
curd!(ng. N

a My desreat Trix!|  Murdsr
ocious, you can’t mean to say that we've b“@':,
dancing alt night with a murdsrer? Who-
he killed 7"

« Edith, don’t be nu idiot! Did 1 ssy be
killud noy one? No, it {sta’t that—it's amal
der tbat was comwnittsd when he was 8
bahy?

«'When he was a baby !* Mies Darrell ré-
peats, in dense bewilderment.

blood

ad

Good gfﬂ'

“Yus, his mother was murdered, Poor R

reception room of the Btuart mansion, the ty, B8

brows, and falling in a crinkling shower dowy B

girle” §

oye for effect—blonde and brunette, dash anc [
dignity, style and clagsic stmplicity, gorgeoy i
furniture, and outside the gray, fast-drifting

* Of course,” pursned Miss Stuart, going off
with the web of rose-colored knitting in byl
lap, “being the daughter of the house, an:l
considering the occasion, and everything, |8
suppose a few more dances than usual werj§

Yow're holf nsleep, are B
thonghte g
# They're not worth a farthing,” Edith anJ8
#1 chanced justlgh

then to be thinking of Mis. Featherbrain. [
What was it you asked—~something about SirlE

u 1 really forget; four times, I think—yes

« He danced eix with me, and I'm sure he[,

all very well for pato name Charlie aficr aH
prince, and gpell Stuart with a u instead of J

Slill the griffiajs
rampant doesn't altar the fact, that pa began i
lite sweeping out a grocery, or that he wasla F

the rebellion. Lady Hulena and Sir Victorare

everything that's nice, and civil, and cour-J&
teous, but when it comes to marrying, youl

Poor fellow, what i
bas he ever said or done to you, Trix, to de-3&
serve such an epithet as that? No, 1 anjE

you laughing at? I declare, you're as stupid

«My dear Inckadaisical Trixy! I must col- g

{

though
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I didw’t think anoy--|

1t was THixy’s turn to be sepulchral. ﬁ}:: 1



