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. ' THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CHZRONICLE. ‘
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ed, my deu',? ’beeenle I want to show
ings. :
y‘,gydne'yh h‘hd-ﬂmehed, e.nd put‘.lng her arm
around mamma's walst familiarly, went with
her up-gtairs. The bridal apartments were
first shown—sitting-room, bed-room, dressing-
room, all in different colors, all of different
degrees of sumptuounsness. Pretty pictures,
gilded books, stands of music, a new piano
and work-table, knick knacks, pretty trifles,
~~"coeting hundreds-of dollars, and making an
elegant whole. Everyr.hmg was the best
and rarest money conld buy. -

Sydney went into raptures—school- -girl
raptures; but ber color came and went, for
. the first time. For the first timeshe was be-
v ginning to realize that she was really going

L ,” be married. The troussean was displayed
~'maxt. Dresses of silk, biack, brown, blue,
pink, white, all the colors that blende girls
can wear; dresses of lace, black and white;

" dresses of materials thick and thin—all beau-
tifally made and trimmed. Then heaps of
linen, ruffled, laced, embroidered, marked.

i with the letters 4 8. V. 0." twisted in a mo-

’ :nogrnm—ﬁydney Vaoghan Owenson,

Gradually, as she examined and admired,
silence foll upon her. She was begloning to
feel overpowered ; her life of the past and
present seemed closlng ‘forever, nnd another
of which she knew nothingabout to begin.

A seusation, akin to dread of meeting Ber.
tie Vaughan, was inexplicably stealing over
her. Bhe shook it off indignantly. What
nonsense! Afraid to meet Bertie! Bertie
with whom she had quarrelled and made up,
whese ears she had buxed scores of times,
whom she had langhed at and made fan of for
bis incipient young-manish airs years ago—
afraid of Aim! It was all very fine, and must
have cost oceans of money, still she. was glad
when the sight sesing was over and she could
nestle up to her father's side and kisshima
little, silent, grateful kiss of thanks.

¢t Hew do you like it al, Mrs. Vaughnn
Owenson? heasked, patting the cheek, from
which the eager flush had faded.

«It is all lovely—Ilovely, Papa, how good
yoaare to Bertle and me !

4 Youm are all I have to be goed to, child,’
he answersd, sadly. ¢Let me make you
happy—1 msk no mare. You think you will
be happy with our boy, don't you, pettie 7'

¢I like Bertie very much, papa.’

«In asisterly way—eh, my dear? Well,
that is a very good way—much the better
way, in a little girl of seventeen. This time
next year he will be something more than a
brother to you. He will be very good to you,
ihat I know.’

¢It is not in Bertie to be bad to any one,
papa  He always had a gentle heart.

+Yes, my dear, I think he had. There
may be nobler qualities than gentleness and
poftness, but we don’t make oursslves, and, 83
young fellows go Bertie is n harmless lad, a
very harmless lad.. Be a good wife, Sydney,
and don't be too exacting—men are mortal,
my dear—the best of 'em rvery mortal.  Be
happy youraelf, and make’your husband hap-
py—ivs all Iask on earth.

«I'll try. papa, Syduey sighs, in a weary
‘way, leauning against his chalr, ¢ but——'

tBut I wish I need pot be married at all.
I wishk I might just live on as I used, with
you and » amma, and have Bertie for my bro-
sher. It is very tiresome and stupid being
married, whether one will or no, at seven-
Joen.’

That is wbat she would have liked to say,
bué an instinctive conviction that it would
displease ber father held ber silent.

«But what, little one?' heavks.

«Nothing, papa.’

There is & silence for awhile. The gray,
cold evening is falling over wood and osesn ;
a star o: two glitters inthe sky. Both sit and
look at the tremnlrus beauty of these frosty
siars. . Buddenly Sydney springs to her feet.

«Papa, I wonld like to go and see Hetty.
May 5,7

Hetty was ouce Sydney's nurse, very much
tyranpized over,and very dearly loved Het-
ty was martied now and liviog in the sab.
urbs of the town.

Papa glances at the clock. It is close

upon seven, drawing near the time when Mas.
tor Bertlie may be looked for, and it .will do
him no harm to find Miss Owenson has, not
" thought it worth her while to’ welt for him,
S0 he vives a cheerful and immedfate asgent,

t Certainly, my dear. Hetty is a good crea-
ture, a very good creature, and strongly at-
tached. to us all.  Take Ellen or Katy, or
drive over if .you like, or Perkms, the coach-
man, will attend you, or——"'

s Oy, dear,, no, papal' laughs Sydney. ¢I
don’t want any of them, As if one needed an
eeeort Tunning over ‘to, the town | Basides,
I've been watched ‘and looked after so long
that & scamper ‘for once On my.own account
will be delightfal. MayI?

+I4 will be dark in ten minntee, 8yd.’

iT anll be at Hetty’s in ten minutes, and
she will come back with .me if I want_ her.
P—pleass, Ppapa, may 17 :

1' Why do you say ‘may I, you witch ? You
‘know yoa can do as you llke with-me. . Run
awsy. Wrap up, the. evemnga are chilly;
and don’t stay motre than an hour. .

+ Mot » second. Good by, papa; ay revoir.
., Bhe ran up to her room, tled her dainty.
ipvelhng hat over her sunny curls, threw a
‘new. and Dbrilllant scarlet mantle over her
abou]dere and in_the steel-white, steel-cold
“gok d for her walk, .

o ' OHAPTERXII,
. 'mu-m.z.n ‘O H!S WOOING HAB' OOH'E’

- Blrnn, otherwree Mrs, Bimpson, lived, a8
“hag béén' ealit, on the outskitts of the strag-
‘gling | town ‘of Wyckllﬂe, ,eboul: three. -quarters
~of a xille. from ‘the’ ‘gates of Owenson 'Place,
mpposlng you took, the high'rdad.’ Suppos-i
% ou tdok’ lneteed thig short cul, ekirting.
“$hi eed slde, ou; ehortened the dletenoe by
Hialf! . Both werg perfectly familiar to Miss:
“Owengon, both perfectly safe,,end vithout’ de-r
libereﬂng bout it, ehe at oncé struck into!
the rshort'cat,' rinning aléug tbe hlgh rocky
Jodge skirting the sea:- - -
H was, & Taugh; rock—bonnd.coest. the et.eep
.2ocks beetling up. in some places slmost: per-
,jpendlenlerly, from ﬁfty to tvyo hundred fegt. :
The steep sides Were overgrown with st.nnted’
spruce_reedy.grapses;.and wild, flame-colored;
,bloeeome weved dn hJe eel('. wlnd , A, wild;

belsiof yellgw sand was left. bare at, low tide ;|-

.88, hl h, tide the big booming waves, washed:
“the oliffs for yards ap. In wild weather the
thnnder of.these huge.-Atlantic billows conld!
+be:heard like: dullcannonading to:the.far-:
s#hest  end-ot-the: fown.... It. was: a.lonesome,
path,i but:one :that:always had. a feeolnatlon
ySox;Bydney,-as far back a8 she:could remem-:
-Bev.!- To lean .over: the:steep top. of s Witob.
1 ook, the highest. polnt of e.ll theee hlgh
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“wetay I'

.Owenson.;; Simpsdon
.mouth, and. pat: up a hewl that made his mo-.

might hn.ve come ont, bad a winter In New
York, another in Washington, a trip to Eun-
rope, ard a couple of seasons nt Saratoga and
Newport. Butofcourse poorsick papa mnst
be obeyed; so with another beavy sigh the
little bnde-elect putaside her grievance, and

wondercd where Bertie might be at that par-
ticular moment, and whether he really would
be at home to-night at all.

It was satisfactory-—very satisfactory, Mles
Owentcon mused gravely, that he was 8o nice-
looking, and was a ¢clothes—wearing mabp,’
and was fastidious, ns mamma had said, about
his nails and teeth and sleeve-buttons. Li
mited as her knowledge of the nobler sex had
been she hnd  known gentlemen-Colonel
Delamere and sundry officers of his staff no-
tably among the number—who were not,

Miss Owenson, musing thus over the serl-
ous things of this very serlous life, continued
her way, a8 you have been told, at first slowly
and soberly, but accelerating her pace gradu-—
ally, and brighteniog up. It was 8o good to
ot home, to be free [rom school discipline;
now and forever done with lessons and lec-
tares. It was Buch an exhilarating nlgh:
too. ‘The stars sparkled brilllantly aud num-
berless. There was no moon, but a steely
radiance skimmered over everything, Down
bulow the protty baby waves lapped the rib-
bed saud, and the great ocean melted blackly
away into the sky. She paused, leaniog over
Witch Cliff, and gazing with fascinated eyes
at that illimitable stretch of black water.
She was still lingering there, when there
cams to her voices and footsteps on the high-
road beyoad. She glanced carelessly over
her shoulder—carelessly at first ; then ghe
started swiftly opright, and locked at the two
advancing, with keen, surpriced interest. A
man aod a woman, both youag, golng towarn
the town, tho woman an utter stranger, but
the man—surely the man looked like Bertie
Vaughan,

bhs caught her breath. Could it be Borhe
It was his height, his walk, his general air
and Jook. His hat was pulled over his eyes,
and in that light, and at that distance, she
could mot disvern his face. His head was
bent slightly forward, moodily as it seemed,
and he traced ﬁgures in the dust with ble
cane as he walked. His companion, a small,
stylish-looking young lady, with a nnging
voice and laugh, was rallying him as she
leaned upon his arm.

¢ T'hat’s all very fine,” Sydney heard ber
say. * Very eas) for youto tell me you ‘only
went to see a friend; but how am I to be
sure it is true?” I know you men—deceitfal
every one of you. How am I to tell you
hadn’t a flirtation on band up there? Oaly,
if you have—'

‘The man raised his head and answered her,

but in too subdued a tone for that answer to |

be audible. It was the refined, the educated
tone of a gentleman, and merkedly different
from hers.

She laughed again at his reply, whatever it
was, and began to sing, in a low, mellow
voice:

“Xt is good to be merry and wise,
It 14 good to be loyal and true,
It 1 good to be off with the old lave
Before you are on with the new.”

The last wards were fuint iathe distance.
The pair—~lovers, it would eesem—passed out
of view,

And Sydrey roused herself, her heart beat-
ing in the most absurd manner. The man
was g0 like Bertie. Could it be ?———Then
she broke off. \What a ridiculous idea!
Bertie was doubtless on his way from Now
York, and.she was 1idly loitering here after
prommlnp papa not to stay a moment longer
than she could help. She hurried on, and in
five minutes was in Mrs. Simpson’s cottage,
and in Mrs. Simpsnn's arms.

+ Bless the baby !' her nurse cried, a buxom
woman of forty, with the pleasanteet of faces ;
thow she is grown! As tall as her mammu,
and a8 pretty as a picture!’

A shower of kisses wound up the sentence.

tWhen did you come home? Mrs.
Simpson asked, placing a chalr for her young
lady, and removing hLer bat.

tAbout two hours ago, and have run over
to see you. the first thing. No, thank you
Hetty, I won't take my things off. I.pro-
mised papa not to stay but a minute.’

¢ Whick he's been that worriting about
your coming, Miss Sydney, that I theught he
would have gone after you himself, sick as he
is. And now your homs aud going to be mar-
ried to Master Bertie right away. Oha! my
dear, derllng Miss Bydney. I hope it may be
for the best.! .

The pleasant face clouded a little ag she
said it, the pleasant eyes looked with wistful
affuction into her nursling's face. . .

tCortainly it will be for the beet Hetty,
Sydney responded brightly, and yet with a
certain reserve in her tone that told Mrs.
Simpson the matter wns not to be discussed ;
¢and you shall have a brand-new brown silk
—you always sighed for a yellow-brown silk,
I remember—to danceat my wedding, How
is the buby, and how is Mr, Slmpson, end
how are you getting on?’

Mre Bimpuon's -face grew e'beolntely radi-
ant. ' The baby was well—bless him! Miss
Sydney must see Lim at once; and Simpson
‘wad well, thank you, and that busy, and mak-
ing that money, all thanks to the start her

“papa had given him,and she was the happlest {’

and thankfulest woman in Amerlce, with not
a want-in the world.
¢ Only the' gold- -brown silk,’ laughed $yd-

-] ney; ¢that's a chronic went, ian’t 1t? Lev

me ses thé baby, and then I must be off,”
Mra. Sinipson left the room, returning in.
a moment with a six.nionths’ old ball of fat,
rosy and gleepy, in her drms, trying'to rub.
two blmklng blue eyes wlth two abeurd lmle

" fists.

“ % Ohl the de.rllngl’ ¢ries’ Mies Oweneon.

jumping up and snatching at it a8'a matter of,

‘course. ¢ Oh, o’love! Oh, oo ‘ittle’ pet—ey..
‘Here'a shower* of kisses. 't Oh, ' oo:
‘little ‘beauty!l' Hetty, he'a splendldl Whe.t
is it's naae?-

#Which we've took -the liberty: of - namlng
bim after your par, Mise’ -Sydney, responded.
the blissful mother ;.. his. name's .Reginald;

-Algernon Owenson. Stmpson, at at its . cbris-.
.teniug your psr.presented him with a sllver!

imug—~-a;real silver mug—and. your mar with;
.a-lovely-coral and silver.b-Hs.)

.. Bydney . hud. & true. girl's. meternel in-
ntmcte, »atrongy though dormant. : Baby. wax
smothered. with: kisses, whivh. neturelly tak- |
ing baby's ‘breath: away, Regloald -Algernon:
-opened: .bis - chernbic,

.ther gpring to the rescue, . :. !
- ¢ Poor 'ittle pets, did.1 scare. it then ?’ cooed
Sydney, pecking :dafntily at one:dittle: pew,

‘Aunty Syd ehull fetoh lt somethtng nllty

tYes; and the best actress of them all
boards in Brown's, next cottage to this—Mias
Dolly De Courcy she calls herself, a fine, fut,
black-eyed, drassy young woman, with more
young men running after her than you eould
shake a stick at.’

tHappy Miss Do Courcy! Well, good-by
Hetty. I'Il run over to-morrow, or maybe

next dsy. Dood-by, beby—-dlv Aunl Syd one
mofe tiss?"

How fnnd you are of bables! Ah! wait
antil you've got ‘em of your own,' says Mrs.
Simp+son very propbetically, at which Syd-
ney langhs and blushes, and runs out, and
storts more briskly than she came on her
homeward walk.

She encounters no ono this time; it is the
loneliest walk conceivable, but she does not
feel lonely. Bhe sings ns she goes; she is
singing as she entera the gates of 'I'he Place,
singing, as it chances, the refraln of the bal-
lad she bad overhenrd half an hour before :

“Itte- 003 10 ba oft. with the old love
 Belore you arc on with the new.”

: .The belated moon "has arisen as she
emerges from the shadowy drive, upon the
broad .belt of award that encircles the house.
On the portico steps stands a tall, dark figure,
smoking a cigar. Her heart gives a guick
bent, but she singe gaily on.

With the last words she runs up the steps
and stands beside him.

He hLas not offered to move—he stands
coully walting for her to come to him.

¢ Bertie!' she exclaims, her frank glandess
at seeing him overcoming her new and dis-
agreoable shyness, and she holds out both her
handa.

He removes his cigar—holds it carefully
between hie finger and thumb, takes the two
proffered hands in one of bis, bends forward
and kieses her. :

tAh! Syd. I thonght 1t must be you.
How cruel of you to run away when you
knew I was coming as fast as steam would
besr me. Stand off and let me look at you.

‘By Jove! how you have grown and how

pretty !’

He says it-a tone of admiration, languid
but real, aud Sydney laughs, remembering
it is the twantieth time within the lust four
hours she has been told the same. With
that langh -every shade of embarrarsment
vanishes. Atter all it is ouly Bertie—the old
Bertle—a trifle more manly looking, but as
affucted and noneensical as ever.

- ¢ Ceainly after all your efforts to improve
me, could I do less? And you—I don't see
much change or improvement in you, Bertie,
except that I think you also have grown!
Then she panses and regards him donbtfully
¢ When did you come ?’ she askas.

tTen minutes ago,’ responds Mr.- Bertle
Vaughan, ‘apd was crushed to the earth ty
the announcement that you hado't waited.
Only one thing could bave euabled me to bear
up under the blow—a ciger, May I gocn
with it? It's-a capital cigar—cost tifty cents
in New York, and yon must own—you really
must, eig, it would be a pity to throw itaway.’

¢ A sad pity,’ says Sydney gravely. ¢ Prey,
don’t do anything so madly extravagant, Mr..
Vaughan. You came ten minutes ago, did
you? Hum-m! that's odd, too.’

¢ Whats odd? My getting here ten ‘min-
utes ago? Explain.'

+1 fancled-—! wag sure, almost—that T met
you half an hour ago with a young lady on
your arm.’

Sha looks keenly at bim as she rpeaks. It
in a fortunate thing, perbaps, for Mr. Bertie
Vanghan that the newly-risen moon does not
shine on the spot where he stands,. He has
the blondest of blonde comprexions, and it
reddens like a girl's as he stoops to knock
the ash, with care, off his cherished and ex-
pensive cigar.’

t1t was very like you, pursmnes Sydney,
slowly; 'the hat, the height, the walk, the
wray overcoat—I could have sworn it was
you, Bert.’

+ Dnungorous thing to swear rashly,’ says Ber-
tie, with that affected drawl that always exas-
perated 8ydney; ¢must have been way wraith
—have heard of such things. May have been
my dounble, and I may be geling to die.’

+ It waan't you, Bertle? -

¢It wasn't 1, Sydney. "Your own common |;

sense might tell you a man can't be in two
places at onco; but then, common sense, 1
am told, jRnot ‘one'of the aciences tenght. ata
young ladxee' boarding school.’

¢ Let us go in,” Sydney says, abruptly. .

8he feels disappointed, she doesn't know,
how, or in what. It begins to dawn upén hor
dim!y that Bertie is shallow and affected,
weak and unstable. The idea hag long been
taking shape in her mind; as she looke at
bim to night, languid and nonchelent she {8
sure of it,

They go in. Captain OWeneone room is
brlllle.ntly 1it with clusters of wax lights.
Gas may illuminate the other rooms—old-
fusbioned tapers <hall light his. Mrs.
Owenson has exchanged the tatting for a
novel, aud sits near a table, reading, A small

Broadwood ' piano that, ten years ago, came |

frem Kugland, standsopen in'a corner.. The;
invalid is in his great chair, bolding a pnper,
but listening for his daughter's footstep in-
stead of reading. . As she enters, Bertie be-
hiud her, his whole face lights.

t Well, puss, he says, ¢you are back eufelv
after all, Did you come and go alone?

CAll nlone, papa. Who was it sald: +ILam
never less.alone than when alone? It was
my case to-night. I have had & surfelt of |
surveilnnce during the  past. three yeere
Freedom I8 sweet.’

tYou.. hear, ..Bertie?’ - 8says ‘the ;;sqmre,
¢ strong-minded - notions, eh? . She.lets:..you

-gee. what's:in store for you betimes.’ :.; .-

Ibtrong-m\nded notions, are very pretty
from pretty lips' Mr, Vaughan answers, and
he gives Sydney -the most thoroughly, admir-
lng glance te hee ‘given her' yet. -

‘She’ looks brilliantly well. - Her walk’ in
the frosty air has flushed " her chesks and.
:| brightened her ayes. - $he standa npright and;
_8lim), her scarlit ‘cloak frdhng back, her yel-
low-brown curls falling” Toosely  over it, _the\
coquettleh bat, withits long plume eettlng off!
the 'fuir, stiirlike face beneath, ~The’ old'
sailor’s doting eyes linger'on’her.
- +She:has, improved :in her dull :Cansdian,

if school—don’t :you.:think: so; Bertie:? ; And!|:

shot up like a bean stalk, little witch? i-..i i
¢ tImproved 'is. hardly:-the word,: answers;
languidly, Mi.: Vaughan. {1 -wonldn't: mind!
volng there. mvself, for a yeat. or two, if -they:
would tnrn me: out, lbeeut.lfnl forever like!
Byd.r oo Conddn ﬁ
ylie leys himeelf out npon the neereet eofe,',
Jong-iand slender,. and' very handsome,: in &'
tuir, efsminate way.
and Bilkinees like the :palertassels of the eorn,

oy e

| cold, and I won't try It on again I'oan:tell you

~He.has hair. in-hue}.

She stops suddenly short, meeting her fa-
ther's knowlog smile, and Be:tie's glance, and
blushes vividly. Bertie probably undesstood,
and the blueh was contagious, for he too red-
dened through Lis thin, fairekin. -

tAnd be brides—oh! yes, we know what
she's to be—eh, Bertis, my boy? What!lyou
blushing too! Bless my soul, whata bashiul

. Char,- shove that 'rlung case over
thle way—-l'll do it yow.. Comes of a very
good family, does your lriend, Miss Hendrick,
on the distaff elde.” Her mother was thlrd
daughter of Sir Huwphrey Vernon—ran away
—distaberited—hmm-m: ~The, Aunt, Miss
Dormer, very wealtliy old Tady, engaged once
to nephew of the Earlof Dunmth—hum-m-m
My dear Miss Dormer.!

The letter was speedily written, folded and
sealed. More music 10llowed, more talk. Mr
Bertie Vanghan was rather silent through it
a!l, rather tired-looking, rather bored, and it
mlght bo a trifle gnxious. Certainly hls fuce
woro anything but the expression of a raptur-
ous lover. He lay on his sofa, pulled the ears
of Mrs, Owenson’s favorite pug, Rixie, and

watched Syduey askance.

Early hours were hept at Owennon Place.
Sydney, accustomed to going to bed at nine,
and fatigued with her journey, was struggling
heroicully with yawns before the clock struck
ten. The striking of that hour was the sig-
pal for prayers. Tho servants filed in, the
squire in a eonorous bass voice led the exer—
ciges, Then good-nights were said,snd. lean
fog on his wife's arm, Sydney golng bufore,:
the master of the Louse started tor his room.

tAnd 1 will smokea cigar for Lalfan hour,
ontside,’ eaid Mr. Vaughan, vising leisarely.
s Virtuous as I am, and always have beeu, the
primitive hours of this establishment are a
beight I haven't attained. Good-night, gov-
eruor ; good-night, Aunt Char; good-night,
Syd.
y‘ Sydney must cure you ot smokmg cigars
after ten o'clock,’ the squire answered, good-
bumoredly. ¢ (-ood-nlght to you, my lad.

¢ Good-might, Bertie,’ eald plactd Aunt Char;
«put on your ovorcoat, my dear boy, and tle a
scarf around your neck, or even your pocket
handkerchief will do. Consider these fall
nights are chilly. and you might catch a cold
{n your head., -

¢ By-by, Bert!' laughed Sydney, flashing a
mischievous glance over her shonlder. * For
goodnes3 sake don’t forget to tie your hend-
kerchicf round your neck lest you smould
catch that cold in yoar poor, dear head, Toll
bim to put on overshoes, mamma—the ground
may be damp—and hadn't Perkins better
hold an vmbrella over him to keep off the
dew?

She ran off, her mocking laugh coming

back to him, and vanished finto her own
voom, And Mr. Vaoghen di1 put on bis
overcont, and button it up carefully to the
throat, - before going out for that last srmoke,
‘It might be fan to Syd, but Aunt Char was
right—he »ould taket.e proper precent!ons
against a cold in the head.
" He lit up, and walked and smoked, a re-
flective frown on ' his face, and saw the lignt
vanish from the upper windows. ~ Mr.
Vaughan was doing what he was constitution-
ally unfitted for and unused te—thinking.

tShe's very pretty—uncommoanly .pretty,
some fellows might thiok'—a pause and a
puff—fand to to think ot her secing me to-
night, By George!’

He looked up again—Svdney's light winked
and went out.

{Yes,! Bertie mused, ¢She.s pretty, and
she's doosed good etyle, and she's an helress,
und a very, jolly girl go far as 1 can see¢, but
still

He seemed unable to get any farther. .
looked uneasily up at the house once more.
All was dark and quiet. He pulled out hia
watch and looked st that. It was twenty
minutes past ten. The moon was shining
brilliantly now, silvering woods, and flelds,
and house. His eyes went slowly over the
silver-lt prospect.

¢1¢’a al] hers, evecy inch of it, and mine the
day I marry her. It'sa confounded muddle,
lock at how you will. .
yes, by George, I wish I had never 8000 ——'

Ounce more he abruptry broke off. This
time ,he flung away.his smoked.out Havana
and started rapidly for the eates.
bolted’ and a -huge Euglish mastiffstood on
guard, avery ununecesiary precaution in that
_peacetul place, but of a piece with the eqnire's
general fossiness,’

and Trumps’ hoarse how] rumbled.away into
silénce. He slid the balts, operied the gate,
closed it, and struck.at ence into the rocky
four hours before,. He met no obe until he
town, Here all wis ‘quiet too, 'the. stores
closed,, a fow. bar-roome alone sending their
fatal light abroad,  He drew neara large
building, at whoee entrance lamps burned
and from which strains of ‘music’ came,
Tusning an angle. of this buxldmg, he. came
tpon a young girl etandlng alone, her ‘shawl
wrapped about her, her beck egmnet a deed
well-—evldently waltlng ;

tAm I 1lats,..Dolly " demended Mr.
Vaughan, in’ s, breathless tone. ¢Awfally
sorry, npon my Thonor, but T couldn’t help it:
I couldn't, upon my word.’

He drew her hand, duder hle arm nnd led
her off, bendlng ‘down’ efl’ectlonetely to ‘catch
a. gllmpee of her faca, A plquent fnce, it
with bright restless’ eyes, and plamp &g an
apple. There. wes rouge on; bor ‘cheeb§ aind
lips, and powder, thick eyerywhere ronge, wué
not, but, the face he l(Joked at was pretty, 4n
eplte of thet, ,w:,tl:, a cer;eln Ghfe and deeh. "
vk Are - JOU  BNEY,: lDollyv? :{Upon my eonl
I'm sorry, .but.I-couldn’t Help it.. vBy Jove|
.Dolly,: Troonldn't. -y . b artirpss § oy

tAngry? Oh, dear, nolt e.newered Mme‘
.Dolly, wlth a ﬂeeh of her: dark eyes~—! not I,
Mr. Vaughanl' (Only.when s youag gen.
leman- tells. a young. lady.helll 1meet ler a
-qoarter of ten, and doesn’t come till a quartor
past eleven, it'a time for-thatyoang:lady-to
:find.. another escort: home, 11t 1snlt. pletsant;|.
-walting three-quarters of an-hour out ini.the

1

t-hat” . HARL I ey ielonite
-;¢Come now, Dolly, you don’t meen'to quat-
reI with me, do-you?-.1 couldn’t .stand tha.
I told you I positively conldn’t got.away, and
I couldn’t. » Thore. twas'rwa momentary. hesi-:
tation—t.a- vmtor at the/house and I; hed -to
ﬂtey and uothe olvllibe T b v
A :young i lady; - Bertie 7 jasked Dolly,
qmoklv, with ;] endde‘n, ewift., Jeeloue ehengen
«of tone, - saidann v Ctenl |
. 4.0h, yee, a young le.dy. ‘In polnt of fnot,
my- my conein home from echool oo

0% '

o i1
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Sometimes I wleh—_

- They were |

"t Here, Trumps—(jnxet old boy," he said, |

path by which Bydney had come end gone .
left it-and took ‘the ﬁret street leading to the .

|- Welt); otled the,old, martingt,in an omin-

¢Fall in love with my " oousini.ba). hal'
laughs Bertio again. *That's a good joke
Oh, no, Doll ; one young womn's enongh to
be In lave with tetlme. i ,1

tAnd that's me, says Dolly glvinz his arm
a tender Ihitle squeeze, ber adger totally gone,
and the tirain walk in delightful silence on
for some yards, ‘I suppose! that grumpy old
tiicle of yours wounldn't consent to your mar-
rying an actress,though?' the girt asks agnln,
with an impatient sigh.

¢ Well, ne, Bolly, Iam afraid he wouldn't.
My nncle is & man of tolerably strong preju-
dice, and tolerably strong selfishness. I bate
selfiab peoplel’ says Mr. Bertle Vaughan,
javagely.

‘tHeo would cut you off with a shilling, I
suppose as the heavy fathera do In the
pleces!’ suggests Dolly.

Precisely, cut me off without a shilling;
aud, by Jupiter, Doll, 1 haven's & penny, bo
not a halfpenny, bnt what the old duffer
gives me.

. ¢Well, you conld goon the stago,’ says
Dolly, reusurlngly. t With your face and
your figure, and your aristocratic sir, -and
-your education; and everything, you'd makea
tip top walking gent.'

tDon’t say ttip-top.) Dolly, and don't say
tgent,’ correcta Mr. Vaugban. :Yes there's
somecthing in that.- I could go on the stage,
and I always liked the life. Well, if the
worst comes fo the worst, who knows?—I
may don. the sock or buckskin. Meantime,
here wae are at your lodgings.’ .

.Andoh! by-the-by, Bertie, I nearly for-
got" cries Dolly, neeping fast hold of his
arm, .- ‘We're to bave a sailing party over
to Btar Island to-morrow aftetnoon, after.1e-
hearsal, & clam chowder, a dance, and- a good
time generally, I've retused everybody, be-
cuuse [ wanted to gowithvou. You'llcome?
—half-past one sharp.’

t Really, Dolly, much as I would like to,
I'm afraid

¢ What!

¢«I'm atzaid

tYou must stay home and make love to the
boarding-school - cousin. Oh, I ree it alll
cries Miss Dolly, in hltterneee of spirit.

¢ Nonsense, Dolly! Make love—-nothlng of
the sort; only my uocle——'

+Oh! yonr uncle, of course, cried Dolly

again, with ever increasing bitterness. ¢ Very
well, Mr. Vaughan! do as yon please. I
wnuldn t think of coaxing you for the world.
Only I can tell Ben Ward ! take hack my re-
fusal and wil! go with him. "I hope you'll
have a good time with ycur uncle and
cousin!” The sneering Bcorn with which tho
actress brings oat these two famiiy titles is
not to bs described. ‘A real good time.
Gond night M1, Vuughan.’
" Ben Ward is the richest and beet-looklng
F young mill-owner In Wyckeliffo, and Miss
Dolly De Courcy’s most obedient humbte
servant. As she fayr good-night'sbe turns to
‘go, leaving him standing irresolute at the
gate. She is balf way to the door, when he
hfts his head and calis: )

«I say! Look here, Dolly. Dont ask
Ward, confound him. * Iv'l! be all right. 11l
be there = - :

You won't come '.”

CHAPTER XIII,
U ALLAN-A-DALE 18 NO- BARON OR LORD.’

It is the morning after,  half-past eight,
and breakfast time. Out of doors, yellow,
crisp, sparkling sunshine lies over land and
8es ; thy orange -and scarlet maples and hem-
lock glow'and burn like jewela; A few gor-
geous dahlias yet lift their bold, bright headsg,
where all the summer ﬂowere sre dead and
gone, and the scarlet clusters hang frem the
rowan-trees like bunches of vivid coral. In
doors, the breakfast-table is-apread, and sllver
and china and crystal flash back the sunlight
cheerily. ' A fire Buaps on the hearth, and
mukea doubly coiy the wholeroom. Around
the table all are assembled—no terdlneee at
meal times will be tolerated in the household
Squire Owenson rules. Bertie Vaughan looks
a trifle fagged and aleepy, and atruggles man-,
.folly not to gape in the face of the assembled
company. .Sydpey, who has been up and
doing since half-past six, sits down with eyes
like stars and cheeks a8 .rosy almost as the
g',"m" of rowan . berrlee *ln her lovely leoee

fr.. . -

+ Liook. et t.he.t chlldl' ee.ye the equlre. hle
whole fece aglow with.the love and dellght
he cannot hide ; .tshe might sit for a portrait
of the goddess. I{ye:ee ,And wa uged to thiok
her_delicate! Upon.my, .word, a Canadian
boardlng-school leng laesgons, .and gbort com-

tie, my lad, what's the mattar ,with.yon this
morning 2, Didu’t your last cigar it well last |
night, or had you .the nlghtmue? Yonu look | ;
rather white about-the,gills’. ; .

tDelicagy. . is ..my .normal state’. Mr.
Vaughnan - answers,: languidly. ¢ Aunt Oher,
11 _troubla you.,for another .steak and a
eecond help, ‘to those very. excellent fried po-
tatoes. .I am . buts Iragile blossom at best,
that .any rude wind .may nip at the bud:
A: gecond cup of coffee, Aunt. Char,.if, yon
please.. Really . Eaty..i8 a, cordon bku ; I
never tasted better in rey. lfe. S

! He moets Sydney’s langhing eyee wlth pen-
elve gmvny. and the eqnlrerboome ont e.great
langh' in high- ‘humoriii it e e

¢ I'll .tell. you:.whdt: it is,» my- 'fraglle blos-
som, hae :gays, Awa:swill iry «if.change. of -air
won't do, vou:gdod.i1, Bpdndy, -I've.a treat in
‘store for you; ..Ooe bour after. breakfast let
‘all he:ready nn‘thriruvery‘ best - rigging—-the
carriage will;:'bentiithe door and- we:will:go
and make.-a; diy:ofvit' at the{Snnderlands..
We'll seo if we can't blow the wilted roses
back into the lily-l'll:’e cligsks of our ielr,
fragile, Me; - Wanghanly iy <oLi 1,000

+0h, how nijce .of, you, papal’ crles out
Sydney, in her sohool-girl way ; ‘how glad I

.Agaim ;And. we.can; bave.a.row in. the after-
hogn: Aacrosg the bay,to Star: Ielend Xon are
,the,.very..best and :kindest pepe, thet aver
‘uved.-w”"ll vl e e g s
»10LQF cougse,: of _courae—besk of ;men ,and
fathers. ., »Hey, , Bertie; what:)do, iyoth. 8aY.?
;Oonfound the a1, he.looks as;glnmyas,if, he
.had heard his death eentence., N I;lpy donlt; you
.want to.go 7. g e T
. The flush {n, Squlre Ow,enson’a ljen Jlke pye
m.gh.. have: intimidated, a; tolerahly: strong
RN, A Strong, mAR-—~mentally, ;mgraliv, or
,physlce.lly-—Bert.le N pughan ;was 2 not. 1. Bis
.tpre. was depracating’ and:subduedito a degtee
when.,he Epokﬁaj g v 310 Jaane s llT ad}

plensure, bﬂb—-— .!!'!,ll wdl e d ypgunat (pe uJ

.ond. voloe, {what? : No lt&mmerlnz—apee

BN Outp { IR o
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~+Byt. pk
.ne;t, it isn't fair to make him break

‘mons must. be onpltel things forhealth.. - Ber- |

the pluck af.Mafi
pi; Il Bertle really hu 81 engage.

“Wben he made it, how was beto know you
would propose this? Let him keep his’ep,
gagement whataver it Is, and afterwards |
bim join us. 1am sure that will do e‘-e,.,
blt; 'ell:' led th
tHumph ! grow e equirs, ‘tyom
taking. up the cudgels for him, -are yo::
Well, 1ad, lot us hear what this'wonderfa)ly
im t ent is all abont, and if jt
really {8 . worth, notlnlng ®o will et you off
duty. Come—spe-kn p-
Hut ‘speak up’ was the last thing Bertjq
could do on that subject. Good Heaven! by
thonght his blood absolutely chilling, If ths
ry old sallor really knew. A lie M.
Vanghnn would not have stack at a secong,
but he was not quick-witted enough to ip.
vent & lie. So there was but one way lo pa
out of the dilemma.

t1t is an engagement of noimportance,' by
eald hurriedly, that sensitive consclous color
deepening again * only a trifle.  1'm eorry |
mentioned it at all.’

‘So am I said Captain Owenton, curtly,
and then pro!onnd and most uncomiortable
silence fell.

¢ Bertie has no tact,’ Sydney thought, apro.
voked feeling rising in her mind agaiust her
good-looking fesble flunce. +If his enpage.
ment really was an engagement, wby didat
he keep it through thick and thin—pap
would baverespected him for it, even if it dil
cross his will. Ifit was only a trifle, a8 he
says, why did he mentionit stall? Nowb:
has spoiled everything beforeband.’

The meal ended with a sonorous grace, said
with lowering brow and suppressed, angry in.
tonation by the master of the house. Thep
he arose and glared defiance acrosa at Bertie,

¢ Be off to your rooms everysoul of you?’ he
ordered, iz what Sydney called his ¢ quarter.
deck voice, ¢ and woe betide that ono who 5
two miauter later than half-past mne !

All dispersed—Sydney with fun 'n ber eyes
linger~d long enaugh togive her irate tather's
erizzled mustache an audacious littly tweak;
Bertie looking pale and uneasy ; Mrs, Owen-
son, slow, sedste, and aerene undor hor ti-ry
lord's wrath, as under all sublunary things,

¢What uhall Ido? Bortle thought, bmng
bis Jip and getting himself hurriedly into ail
the purple and fine linen the law allows bis
zovereign fex. ¢ Dolly will ruise the devil!
Yes, by Jove she will, and Ben Ward—hang
hing--will cat in and: have everything his own
way., The mill-owning cad wants to marrr
ber, and will ifonly to spiteme. And if Syd-
pey insists on dolng over to Btar Island in the
atternoon, a3 she will besure to do, with the
confounded contrariness of her kind—by Jove,
,what .an infernal muddlse! Ten to one if
Oolly. sees me there, with all those girla, she
will make a scene on the spot.

But I won't go to Star Island—no, by
George ! wild horses .won't drag me to that
beastly little twopenny.ha'-penny istand '

But what could be do 7. At half-pasttwelve
precisely Dolly would ke awaiting him,and to
wait for any buman being sat sa illy upon the
imperious little actress as though she had
been Grand Duchess of Gerolstein in her
own right. He bad kept her waiting last
night, and with this added she would never
forgive him—never. She would go of in
dire wrath, and breathing vengeance, with
that clod- hopplng mill-man, Ward, and the
ordu were he would lose ber forever. To lose
Dolly De Courcy was to Mr. Vaugban's
miad, this morning, about the bitterest
eurthly loss that could befall him. As faras
a thoroughly weak, thoroughly. selfish, thor-
oughly shallow man can love, any one, he
loved thie black-eyed, loud-voiced, aharp-
tongued, plump, dushing dazzling, epmkling
notress. She eang the most auducious soogs,
dance the most andacious dauces, played the
French 8py and Mazeppa, and set all the men
in the house crowing and clapping over most
audaclons. double entendres and the air of in-
nocence with which she satd them. Three
weeks ago be had lost his head—on the first
night indeed on-which he had aeen her atthe
little Wyckl)ﬁ‘e theatre, in the dashing role of
Juck Sheppard. For the matter of that s
dozen other young men bad lost thelr hesds
on the same auspicious occasion, but smong
 them all the blue-eyed, fair-haired, aristo-
cratic-looking . young English. .gentleman
proved the conquering. hero. . Pretty, plamp
Doliy had.a romantip, .if rather fickle fancy,
and he captivated it.. Aby one:exactly like
him, with bis slow. trainante vojce, his soft,
lenguld la.ugh ;h1s_ gentle,: bbsequious man-
-nsr, the provinclal actress had never met be-
_fore, .and .all the: rich young mill-men.had
.bgen nowhere in the tace,.. They might eneer

at ¢ Migs Vaughan's? pretty white hands, cutl-
rug Hyperion.locks, soft 1ittle moustache like
‘the callow down upon goelings back, his lav-
-ender and. lenqon kids, his.scented nnd em-
“broidered:; he.ndkerchlefe ,Miss. De Conrcy
liked all ithese elegant and patrician things,
.becausa, she .wasn’t use to them. .Ho was 8
gentlvmen pure and simple, bara and. bred,
.and that is whatthey were not; plebeian, un-
educuted, aud ignorant tc, the core. herself,
Dolly hed an intenss admiratlon of ' these
things :in him, In. point of .fact, Bertie
Vnughen Was A ‘thlng of -beauty and a. joy
forever’ in. her eyes, nnd she would  rather
bave warried him, to nse her.own forcible,%if
not ‘too delicate expression, ¢ without a shirt
to his back,’ than Ben Ward or Sam Hacker,
or any other mlll-mllllonelre of them all
‘hung with'diakionds.’ She tock hle‘bouqnete, '
-and-hig - costlier-presenta, and smiled ‘pon

-This Bertle knew....i How,: thien;: would it be.

shall be'to gee Mamis and Suéie: ShnderlanA; .npof,he;!y and pley:cheua!:en servante : to hle
.cousinillf:a T R

wwhole thing will .blow upand reach the gov-
iernor’s ears; andithen—==t: 1atiy (i
-5 Ar cold thrill: yan- throughrhlm, he eenld not
pursne.the borrible subject. .41+
.4 Il - write ther.a:note and ' send - 1t with '
-Yurpby,}

Jknown him  snch. s, frisky, idea, as.this ever

,pilbehlng npop,tl.\le dny of all, deyel . Bang it
: 4 Beally,: sir, nothing:, would.give e, more .| .a I i

v sl nqthlng v R M, ,Vebghsn completed, hlq toila
‘greetly 1Yl turbed Stateof m,lud,,‘ hanglng’

hlm, :and loveduhlm,l’end"}wee’ p»eetouetely
joalous of -evéry lodk ‘o smile given-to'the
humbleel;endn‘.hoinellekt :ofcher: sisterhood.

‘when 1 he-found him ! ‘breaking - hia: promise,.
staying:iiaway:: from:i-her'| pic-nic.i'to. attend

AR T e,

11i/PLiere; willdbenthe lvery dlekene fo pey,
groaned poor: Bertie, +and sooner or.later.the

i
EI RN
‘he::thoaght; afteri.:a:-moment's.
profound-eogltntlon.-z +1It'atithe. best I can
do—the pnly thing::I ean-de::: Confound:the-
governorl It's the first time since I have

fame:into, hla,,head. -and fo. think.: of, his

wirsiia sl

Jns

‘end thnfoqngllng' things; snd prople gener-
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