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CHAPTER V.

.ONO YELLow NE.» YEAR NIGnT."

After that November afternoon Miss Owe
son complied many times with Mr.. Nolan
request that she would ' sometimes steala
bour from her multiplicity of engagement
and coma to see Lucy.' Twice, at least, eve
week, brought ler ta the little cottage in t
shabby, out-of-the-way Street: 'and wiî
every visit ler strong ~~first liking f
mother and daughter grew stronger. Bo
quets, luxuriant and rare house-plants, ba
kets of luscious white grapes, new books, an
beautilul engravings, new music, all the r
fined and delicate things the invyalid be
loved, began to find their way to the cottag
It was easy for Sydney to imagine her tast
for theyi:ere her own. It was understoo
aliothat theseithings.were notto be mention
ed at the donor's next visit: ;and thanks an
giatitude were tobe understood, not expresse
Best of al, work never flagged now ; ail th
time the widow and her daughter could spar
from their regular customers, Miss Owenso
filled up.

During these weekly visits the sou of th
house was but rarely met. A shyness alto-
gether new in Miss Owenson's experience o
herself made ber abrink from meeting him
when ehe came to sec his sister, althougi
always very frankly and cordially glad t
meet hini elsewhere. They did meet talera
bly often in this way-most often of all a
his friend Mrs. Graham's, rarcly at the Mac
gregor's, and occasionally at concerts o
opera. Mrs. Graham, like most happy littl
wives and women, was a match-maker by
instinct, and conceived the happy idea, fron
the very first night, of marrying Miss Owen
son to ler favorite Lewis.

'It arranges itself as naturally as life, John,
says Mrs. Graham to Mr. Graham, in connu.
bial confidence. 'Both areyouing-he clever
she handseme-he struggling for fame an
a start in life, she with more money than she
knows what to do with. She is the sweeses
girl I met formany a day.-simple, unaflected
intelligent and lovely. She lse ven worth
of him. All le said in that.

SI feel,' observes Mr. Graham, calmly,
'that if this sort of thing goes on much long-
er 1 shall become a victim of the green-eye
monster-ferociously jealous of Lewis No

'Nonsensq, sir! You know you are as fon
of him as I am, and just as anxious to sec
him marry well.'

' Ah i but heiresses don t throw them
selves away, as a general thing, on impecun
ious young attorneys. Money marries money
' Re that bath a goose shali get a goose.' This
Miss Ower', -iwas of English descent-lays
claim on týîàther's side, so I understood, to
birth and blood, and all that. And every.
body knows that Lewis-my junior partner
at present-beganu bis career as my office boy.
That sort oftthing tells with woinen.'

' It does not with Miss Owenson,' cries Mrs.
Graham, with spirit. 'Don't class ber with
the ordinary run of young persons-that fast
Katie Macgregor, for instance.

, Fast, my dear?' remonstrates Mir. G.
'Certainly; she is audacious enough for

anything. Did you bear ber discuss that
odious divorce case last night with Mr. Cuy-
ler 7-Van Cuyler, of all mon, withb is high
and mighty notions of womanly delicacy nd
dignity. And the way she angles for Mr.
Vanderdonck-the way she hias been angling
for the past six years! It is athousand pities
so pure, sotrue, so thoroughly sweet and
womanlyagirl asthis SydneyOwensonshould
ba among them.'

'She is one of the family, and they are go-
ing to marry ler to Dick,' says Mr. Gralan.
'Ah! Dick? Ihope your head won't ache

Until .they do,' darkly retorts Mrs. Graham.
'She wii no more marry Dick Macgregor than
-than I W(mild if I were single.'

lThank you, y' love,' says Mr. Graham,
t4 falls ulieep.

. Mrs. Graham, acting n this philanthropie
idea, took every opportuniff of throwing these
two young people togethet. She conce: a
great and sudden passion for the orphan hei-
rese, carried her about with her wherever she
vould induce her er to came, had her at ler
house a great deal, and gave Mr. Nolan am-
ple opportunity, it he so desired, to win his
way to the heiress' favor. But favors
are vainly thrust upon some people. Mr.
Nolan showed himself insensible, lu a most
exasperating degnee, le 'il this oveliness -;nd
.neal.'lie Hoasd Mise Owensau got jnvoe,
markably well in a general way, aanced to-
gether, talkel together, even daug together,
on very pnvate evenmgs, bdt of love-making,
the alphabet was no aet commenced.

' Perhaps Mr. Nwan's modesty stands in the
way, mv dea.r, le what Mr. Graham said,
soothinglyi to Mrs. Graham, when that best
of women bitterly complained o! her favcr-
ite's defection. 'Bashfulness is the bane of
masl -young barristers' lives.' . .

'Bashfulnes' cries Mrns. Graliam, withi in-
effable scorn. ' The remark, sir, le 1oo con-
templible ta be answered. The worst o! itl
is thmaI I thik--'

But bore lire. Grahamn paused, too houor-
able ta betray' even ta ber husband the secret
o! s sister woman's heart.

'Youm think young Nolan muightl go lu sud
'win, my dean, if lie liked ? insinuated Mn.
Grahami, which coarse remark bis wife dis-
daine lo answer. _

Many' new Irieuds were being made lu the
December weeks, many' invitations pouring
lu for thme fait heiness, many' engagements for
every' day. A uet o! entanglement seemed
to ho closing aund Sydney, lu spite o! ber
rebellions protests sud chafings. Invitations
could uat lie rejected without rudoee, and
althionghi for general society' Sydney did notl
muchi care, shie found herself being drawn in-
ta the rnaelstrom, whether shme would or no.

It was mnost difilcult, at limes, ta keep up
ber visits ta Lue>' Nolan, sud lu these latter
weeks Lucy was ailing sud lu pain.

The wan, patient face ssddened whien Syd-
ne>' went, sud lightened int temporary' for-.
getfulness of suffering when she came. Some
o! the Pecember sushine seemed ta enter in
ber face, the little sad house grew glad with
her presence. '9Sydney's days' were the sun-
niest days in the week to Lucy; and Sydney
realizing it resolved that no engagement
should hereafter interfere with those visits.
The place that Cyrilla Hendrick had once
held in ber heart, vacant ever since, was ra-
pidly being filled by this wan, gentle Lucy.

The great trial of i The State vS. .Harland'
was to commence about the close o Decem-
ber, and Lewis Nolau became so busy snd

-absorbed that he no longer was visible even
in the drawing room of Mrs. Graham.. He
came home very late, to sloop, left early, and
was seen no more until the folio wing night.
'Ina. rahcm poured her complaisls intu

3118 lsOwensou'e car.
' le Is working himself to death. I saw

him last evening. I went down tothe office
for Mr. G., and Lewis lifted such a wore
;face from a pil'e ot hideous law papers-those

great ees of his, hollow, and with bistre cir- 'Slieheard it with ,stoiy calm,' uarraetd
. * les beneath. Imisshim 's much at my Mrs. Graham, with .àhalf ,soby-9butlhe

receptions, that tall black head of his tower- grasped Leitis Nolan's band as lie held it out
ing over the bode of his fellow mon. , ta hr, and kissed lit. I will neversee you

Imagain,' she said; • I will never liveo come
ht ever m gladi esanhall out. My sentence is just; but all my life I

And noblest-when she lifted.up her ye, will think and pray for you.'. I cried I assure
And lovedhim with alovethatMasie her doom.'you,.as if my heart would break,' said Mrs.
said Mrs. Graham, gushing.out in the most Graham, who cried as if that organ would
unexpected manner, into blank verse. Syd- break on the smallest provocation. 'Death
ney laughs--rather unsympathetically. was inmrinted uonlier face, poor thing, and

'Dear me I how very tragic. '&With a love for Lewis himself lie hardly looked better.'
n tbatwas herdoomI' You do notmean your- that evening a little note from Lucy reach-
's self, I hope, Mrs. Graham ? For the sake of ed Sydney.

an morality, and my friendly regard for Mr. Gra- <')san,' ilt said, 'come to-morrow. I am
te, ham- ' sick ln body and sick at heart. Let me see
ry 'Ah, you are like the resti' says Mrs. Gra- vour bright face, ad tell you my troubles.

he ham, shaking ler head: ' the girls of the - Lucy!
th present day have no heart. When I was Itl was so rare a thing for patient Lucy ta
or young we would all have lost our heads for complain that Sydney was troubled. She went
n- sucb a fellow as Lewis Nolan.' ta the opera lin the evening, and the celebrated

's- iWhat very ill-diciplined heads muet have Mr. Van Cnyler, the pet this winter of the
id beeu in vogue. And how odd it seems to be . best metro.politan society, came ita their
e- talking sentiment ait the fashionable hour, box, and in a Sultan-like way made himself
st and on the sunny side of Broadway,' answers agreeable ta lier; but aime was distrait, an-

the leiress. swered ait random, heard the singing as in a
e, Mra. Graham might have ber own ideas, dream, and had a restless and broken night,
,d but Miss Owensoa balied even ber. Cer- haunted now by the pale face of the sisterE
- tainly the bright face of this stately young now by the dark face of the brother. It was
d heiress betokened anything but love-sickness a relief when, lucheon over, she could start for
d- ana that frank, rather satirical laugh must the cottage.
e come from a heart-whoIe maiden. fime gen- She invariably walked mow; she liked
e tleman was immersed in a horrid omurder case, walking for walking's sake, and reached the
n the lady in running the round of a New York iouse with cheeks like pale pink roses. The

season-yes, it seemed a hopeless affair. house-door was only closed. nt locked. SheE
e Sydney's acquaintance lad coma long ago nver waited to knock now. She opened lit,
- to the ears of er family. And .Katie Mac- and entered, opened the parlor door, and
f gregor had looked up from a fashion book looked in. The blinds were closed, green

n and the latest style of coiffures, and given ber dusk filled the room; but through the twi-
h blonde cousin a long, peculiar glance. light ele could discern a figure lying on the
o 'So that lis wbere you go?' she said,slowly. sala. She wvent forward sofl, sud knelt

'Do->'anknow if las raller puzzled ne istel> down.
whereso man cf youraternepnezwene speut?l 'Mrs. Nolan,' she said, sligttly touching

r 'Indeed;' said Miss Owenson, going on ber cheek vithhlier hand, 'are you asleep ? ItE
ir . honrknitting l- unnuiled caa. ' 1is I-Sydne'..'

e very unecessar> for yenho have puzzled yur- The figure started upright, and elhe saw it
y self. Had you enquired I would have been was Lewis, who lad been lying motionless,

mosb happy ta have told yau.'hieo face upon hie arn. Sydney sprang t lier
There wae silence. Misa Macgnegan look- foot.

ed back at the heads of hair with compressed 'Mr. Nolan!'
lips. It was nearly a fortnight since they had

-You went first withIl ucle Grif, to have met, and the change in him positively shock-f
, or torn flounce repaired. edher. Worn and haggard, bollow-eyed and
d Yes.' thin, something more than Mrs. Harland's
e I1 kuew they were seamstreeessof some sort trial was at work there.
t -dressmakers.or shirtmaker, I fancied. What 'You-you are nt ill ?' she said with a

kiud o! people are lie>'? Vuigar, or like gasp.
y Lewis?' H passed bis band with an impatient sigh,

1 Vulgar isethe last word I should think of a gesture of spiritless weariness across isSapplying tairs. fo Mise Nolan. If I eve o salfarehead.
ladies, the>oare ladies.' N n I s? Oh, no-I never was ill inmy life-

' Ahfpersane o! oducatian.' only a little used up after my labors"a
- That is understood.' Yoau are looking badly. I am sorry yourf
9 But it must be a very unpleasant neigh- cause was lost, Mr. Nolma,' Ehe said gently.

borhood for u t visit-some low street, le 'Thank you,' he returned, lu the same halfF
it not, near the North River?' apathetic way.. It was justice, Isuppose, and

' jItei a street of poor people, if that is what justice muet be done though the beavens fall.
y' n menu. Doe paverty inevitably include 'Burning for burning-an eye for an eye, alite 1
- wuess.? 1 do ntfind il at all unpleasant.' for a life;' it bolds as good to-day as in the

la' And ihen of course, Lewis is always there old Levitical times. They have kilied ber t
tscenou safel> home,' carelesl suggests as surely as they had hanged her-itl is only

ti se yuMacgyegor. a question of time.' ,
Miss Oweeolife lien'yesftram ber wok 'I am ver> sorr>'.,l

-s wegra ond cissoh breakfast sawl fo 'You are very kind; but why should you
Aunt Heen-and looks across et lier cou- ho pained by such horrors at all? Do nt hl
sin. enthink of i. Lucy expects you, I fancy. This h

cn.Mr. Lewis came home withnme onthe even- miserable business bas upset her too, on myi
ing ofm first visit, as tncle Grif had for- account, as if Ime had nt enough te endure h
saken me. Since that de>'1 have uat bcd already.' ,
siepleasure afmeeting la onceai bis Sydney ascended to the upper room. Lucy h
mther's house.' was not in bede; she was in lier invalid chair, s

mas lione sring of defiace lanSydne y's wi h the little book aie so dearly loved in er 'i

ase. instantl> Katie became cieerful and haml, the &'imitation.' a
apa tgelie. ' Reading poetry,' Svdney said, kissing ber.

apo u .Grif always said the> were the 'Nobody can equal A'Kempis. What is the P

nicest possible people, the Nolan family. I trouble now, dear ?-that weary pain again7'
nover met an> of them but Lewis. He was '.No, no-if it were onlyia i Physical '

a protege of uncle's, as I have told you, and it pain is nl et bardeet tbing in îLe woroldl q
was incie wlio frlet gaI bim mb oMn. bear.'1 b,
Gabam's officet 0 opn and close, sweep, go eon have been crying,' Sydney said, 'you ai
errands-not a very dignified beginning-and who never cry. Lucy,what ls this?'
finally sent him t ttha same school with 'Lewis le down stairs: have you seau
Dick. Dick used to bring him bore at times him '
and we all roumped in a friendly way togethor 'Yes. 'ls it the loss of the trial? Dear
but as we grew up, of course, our paths Lucy-'.2 R
awerved. I have no doubt, however that 'No, no, no, that Fexpected. Ibis-' au
Lewis Nolan will one day be a well known ' What 2' Sydney almost sharply cried. b
name througbout the land.' 'That Lewis l going away .' H

' One, two, three four, five-seven-twelve A stiiled sob broke from ber, as she laid C
op s ogray,' is Miss Owenson's answer t ber ead on her friend' ashoulder- There D

this, a she e ds over the breakfast shawl. was silence-then: t i

,The trial begins to-morrow,' pursues Ka- 'Thiis s very sudden, is it not?' Miss Owen-
tie. 'How I should like to go.' son asked, quietly, almost, il might have

-Should you?' growls Dick, rising sudden- been thought, coldlyc. 'Has tie vçrdi!t af-
1' Iranbils se!lt ln a distant widow an' fected him thmen so «reatly?'
throwing down 11is paper. '1 dare iy i is not ibe verdict, although that bas bi
women are always fond of going whero they something to do with it, rI Hlas been think- re
are not wanted; divorce trials., mnurder trials, ing of it for over a year.' r
everytling new and iaty . They go t '&But hle AIMr. Graham's partner, and his le

hanugings, sometime2s-. and bring their babies. prospects seem excellent. laIthis nota rather 9

i don't pâppm it would do you any harm; foolish notion ?' M
but, for all tbat, you won't go.' 'Ho othinks not, Mr. Graham thinks net. is

c Don't attempt sarcasm, Dick, at least un- He would have gone a year ago, but that I c

til you grow a little oider. I want very much, wae soil.'
ta see Mrs. Harland, and hear Ar. Nolan's 'Yoi are not particularly well now.' D
speech, Mrs. Graham e going, Mrs. Greerson, &No: but if he feels lie muet go, dearly as yî
and lots more. Why cannot you get Syd and I love him, inexpressibly as I shall mise him, tr
me admission, like a man and a brother?' I will not bid him stay.' ael

'Would you go?' asks Dick, looking at ' Where does ho propose t goVT'
Miss Owenson. '9To California-to Sacramento. He bas a w

'No,' says Sydney, quietIy. friend lu that city, witl more business by far g

'Ahi' Captain Macgregor's manly brow than hecau attend to, and ho bas written is
clnear; 'I thought na. You nma go if you again and again for Lewis tojoin him. It isa
choose, Katio;, you're big enough sud old just an opening Lewis wants, withi hie talents

enoughm ta look euh for yourselft; but I sud energy, for heois taleuted you know, Syd- g
would'nt if I were you. Fellows talk about noy.' .ao
that sort a! ting, sud il spoils your chances.' .' I know, dean,' a little tremor lu the clean pî

'foin. Vanderdonck wouldn't cane,' respande voice. ' And hbois going-when ?'l
Katmerine, with unruflied goad tem per. EarWlui March.- Ho will write sud tell t,

'No btVnCuye might. You've been bis friend so Ibis week. Oh, Sydney' i Syd-
Nokut Vanst Van Cuyier lately', haven't ne>' ' - pI

mau inNot that it's an>' use, mind you' say She flung her arms around hien friend's b
Dick, danki' ' Ho bas registered a vow, bas neck, sud heMli er close, sobblng ns that fa
Dianrmyle.ilke thase fellows withi crosses friend haduneyer heard hon sob before. Sydney

Van Cuylroseged, eh ?-Crsaders, .beld lier without a-word ; but perhaps Lue>' lu
on theirnescos'lae l h oemk Nolan needed no wornds to know that lion son- tl

neve o eardo-be's used ta lb, bloes yon_ row was keenly' felt. îî
sud noue canluk oc ou are ont of hi ' Mise Owensounremained lone .than usuel h
andit. Ibe hn neytis afternoon, ber presence seemed sncb a

sight'be.u lu di ,io .s srte, comfort ta Lucy' ln Ibis new trouble. They' t
observe a sesn lie disguiseis afroer ceased 1o talk o! lime comning bereavement, p

tainerves Kaiath oor 'H e naigî h' touad Sydne>' animatedly' gave Lucy an ecount fj
cta Ie's talearl; rmI should like ta go' a! New Year's Day--the grand levee thiay had bi
certid exten, aften; but lime paeis an~ held, lu robes cf state, with darkened panions îs
Pickdi nrolti roeprtso lietra. an sd fiaring gas, a! thie innumerable celle, lie li

Dpik brough fa ie ers octhen tr .crusli absurdities o! lime mou as the day grew aider d
ipening seecd coanil invelghed against sud the champagne grew hieavy. p
ingth m a ne caa o a nticipates the geat Lucy' absolutely' laughied aloud, sud Lewis, Il
pthegatin o! lome Almight3' sud sonde a busy' among sundry docuents, lu spite o! s le
prel roatie o ' ee ty.' Great interest bad headache, listened with s sense o! abso- a
su fertou ie ide orLMrs. Harland lhad lut pain as Miss Owenson's soft musical c
wasoflt n goo Eeoke sud mnu> ieonde. peal reached hlm. Ho was toa muchi occu- ni
yTh nd goeod a wek Mn. Nolan came ta pied taoput in an appearnce util tea,served lu T

of ,, Unln 1 a rensic skill Lucy's noom; s lime>' met around lie little w

sud acumenLiaI wouid bave doue honor to table, they four, Sydney was more than ever s8
twenty yean t expolece at the ban. That struck by the worn pallor o the young man's 9
wae w yatearme pepers sid, snd Dick ad Mrs. dark face. .r

Gasham endorsd. Ho arose and spoke or ' It is nothing ho said indifferently; ' i will At

his clientein awaythatbroughttears to ever be allright againdirectly. Afew weekshard as
oye . poinutd a long catalogue of wrons cramming in my student days used to knock 1

eo had eudured, the nameless insulte she had me up in the saie way. We colored paople w
undengone, the outrages of ever> kind that a grow haggard upon very little provocation, fe
brutal husband can infict. Hiespeecb, Mrs. but we aretoughest atthe bottom after all.' wv

Gnaham declared, was one outburst of impas- On this evening Mr. Nolan was of necessity t

r inate elnquece-his wbohole heart and soui Miss Owenson's escort to Madison Avenue, 1
seomed to b in it . Sydney listened with pro- for the second time. It was a perfect night; th
found sympthy. Mr. Nolan himself could a yellw. melting full moon flooded the sky t
bfodly hope more ardently than she didnow, with light, and the earth with ambn haze; Om

that the unhappy prisoner might go.forth freo. itwa ntrwild as Sep mber, pe bun ts we e.

But the hope was In vain, the trial end ed, the 'il liant 'ih gas-li sopsad bus>' people. be

sentence was a light one Most people thought 'It is a night likoe a tepz,'ead. is Oweu fa

-four yeara, son-,a night te bcreuerbred,'1I1ts

'It la a night .zI;will remember when my
life iuNew York is•a dream of the past. I
am going away, Miess Owenson-has Lacy
told you?'

' Yes she bas told me,' the young lady an-
swers, in a curiously constrained voice.

1 It is rather an effort ta pull up stakes and
go ; rather a wrench to tear myself away from
poor Lucy and my mother ; but I feel my
chances are botter there, and have many reA-
sons to urge me to go.',,

' Your friends will miss you very much-
we will all miss you,' MilssOwenson says.

' Ail?' Hie dark eyes flash for a moment
and he looks at her. 'Do you mean that, I
wonder, or le It only the proper thing to say?'

' I mean what I say, as a rule, Mr. Nolan.
I certainly mean that. We will miss you-
some ofus-notAbly Mrs. Graham-will break
our hearts.'

A little tremor, with the soft laugh.
' Mrs. Graham has been my very good friend

always; I owe ber and her husband more
than I can say,' Mr. Nolan answers in a tone
of feeling.

There is silence, and they walk on, and
Sydney seems to feel--to feel with*a sharp,
swift pang altogother new-that it je ber laset
walk.

'When do you go?' she inquires..
'The first of March, probably five weeks

from now, if I can be ready ; and I think 1
can.'

' Then this Je good- night and not good-by?'
she says.

'Good-night, certainly, and not good-by,'
he answers, smiling.

There is an unconscious wistfulness in her
tone, but ho does not detect it.

' Shall you be at Mrs. Graham's to-morrow
evening?,

'I think not. These evenings out unfit
me for work, and I shall not have an pour to
spare before I go.'

< Good-night,' she says abruptlg.
She runs up the steps, rings, is admitted,

and goes at once to lier own room. Her
heart is full of bitterness, full of impatient
pain, full of wounded pride and feeling, full
of anger at hersolf. She site down and lays
her head miserably on the table, and knows
fully for the first time that what Sir Harry
Leonaii bas sought for in vain Lewis Nolan
bas won, unsought.

CHAPTER VII.

" FAIR AS A STAR."

LovE troubles are like other troubles, they
seldom come single. Lewis Nolanmightex-
asperate his best friends by his stoical indif-
ferance ta beauty and fortune, but other gen-
tlemen possessed more appreciative taste.
Foremost among them was the son of the
house, Captain Macgregor. Early in Febuary
Captain Macgregor was to go where glory
awaited him ; his furlough would expire, and
he muet return to his duty and the banks of
he Potomac, This was why, perhaps, so
gloomy a change came o'er bis warlike brow,
why ho fell into moody reveries, and sighed
ike a furnace, why he lost bis apetite, and
weighed five pounds less than bis usual one
hundred and si:ty, why ho est like a death's
ead at the family banquet, why melancholy

had marked him for ber own. On the other
and, as Cap'ain Dick liked his camp life,

with ail its hardstips and skirmishes, muchl
better than the switch-cane and kid-glove
welldom of Broadway, it je just as likely it
was not. But spirits and small talk, appetite
nd 'airy laughter,' the young manhald lost,
eyond doubt; and instead of awaking sym-
atby, bis altered visage was made game of
n the social circle.
'And 'mid his mirti 'twas often strange,,,,"

uotes Miss Katie Macgregor, doubling up ber
wd and gazing at ner brother as if ho were
iwork of art.

How suddenly his cheer would change,
His looks o'ercast and lower,'I

'Where las your appetite gone to, dearest
ichard? It has struck me ai late that 'green
nd yellow melancholy,' like 'the wor.m i' the E
ud,' is preying upon your damask cheek. t
ow does it strike you, Syd?'
& It strikes me,' says Miss Owenson, 'that 1
ick is growing unplersantly like the misan- r
hropic skipper in the poem-
* His armeacross his breast,
His stern brow fIrmly knitted, and his tron

lipcompressed.' ."

'That sort of gentleman has heretofore
eon my Ideal, but I begin to find ideale in
al life are mistakes. If pouring your sor-
ws into our sympathetic ears, Dick, will re-
eve you, you are at liberty to pour.'
Captain Macgregor looks gloomily toward
iiss Owenson. The hour of his departure
hiere, he may never return, and she can

a Knitted?' pursues Katie, still regardine.f
ick with an eye of a connoIsseur. ' WolfC
es, ho does remind one a little of the indus-
ious old lady, who, when she had nothing C
se ta knit, knit ber brows.' 1
cFor Heaven's sake, Katiel' exclaims Dick 3
ith a look of diegust, 'spare us jokes of such
hastly antiquity as that. Perpetual silence 1

botter than the threadbare facetiousness of
n ancient almanac' .
' Emmy Vinton can't bave refused him,'
oes an Katie, mditatively ; 'ber attentionf
f late ta the heir of this bouse have been
ainfuîlly prononce. Can it ho that shie only ~
ured him onuto make the final blow more bit-r
er?' -
' Shows very bad taste au Miss Vintan'e -

art, if she bas,' laughied Sydney, rising from -

reakfast, at which matutinal repast this
amiiy nclave has taken place.t
Alth gh Miss Owenson could laughi at Cap- ~
in Dick without the taintest, remotest idea >

hat she was in any way the cause cf hie gen-
e melancholy, she was by no means in very
igh spirite just at present. E
Her semni-weekly visits to the Nalan's cat-

age continued as usual ; she was far tooa
roud to stay away now, althaughi she ehrank
rom tho thiought of meeting there the son and t~
rother. She nover did meet him. Mr. Na- s
an knew lier visiting days, and on these days ~
ngered an extra houir in the office. Evi-
entlv lie wished ta avoid lier. Pid ho sue-
Bct the -truth ? Alane, as she was, whenl the-
hought fiashed upon ber, thoescarlet blood ~
aped over ber chetk and brow, dyelng bath ~
burning, shameful, terrifiedi crimson. It a
ouid hardly be, sud yet--that ho avoided ~
eeting lier at bis mother's wase palpable. ~
ho red Lido slowly obbed, leaving lier as d
hite as tne white cashmere moarning robe
he wore,
' My going there must cease,' she thought

Lt least become Infrequent, until ho goes.
fter that I may surely visit Lucy as much
s I please.' a
Her lip quivered slightly, with a sense of
ounded pride, perhaps, but with a deeper
eling beside. And from that day, once a
eek was as often as Sydney could find time V

o visit her friend. V

Lucy was poorly, these January days; and
he sea-gray eyes, wonderfully like ber bro-
her's would gaze in silent reproach at Miss
wensan wlien sho came.
&Forgive me, dear' Sydney said, kissing

ier. ' I know I should have beeon here be- l
re, but indeed Iam very busy. 'From sport n
o sport they hurry me' etc. I am on a sort t1n

dearly--"
7(To be Continued.)

t
WORKINGMEN.t

Before you begin your beavy spring work
fter a winter of relaxation, your system
needs cieansing and strengthening to pre-
ent anu attack of Ague, Bilious or Spring
ever, or some other Spring sickness that c

will unfit you for a season's work. You j
will save much time, much sickness and c
reat expense if you will use one bottle of
Hop Bitters in your family. Don't wait.
ee other column.

Deaf lady: tgWhat's his name ?" Young 1
ady : "Augustus Tyler." Deaf lady: "Bless j
me, what a name i Busthis Biler I Eliza you 1
must be making un or me, à

before the lrank in so ,iey next abov lthoem-
he commons before the lords, the lords be-
fore the royal familly. They are the certain
prey of any quack loud-voiced enough to
noise abroad his nostrunis, whether those
nostrums be political, social, or religious.
And being for the most part ignorant and yet
confident. it Is a matter of course that when-
ever the most part of them bave to make a
choice, they will make it hastily and ill."

At a crowded French country theatre a
woman fell from the gallery to the pit, and

was picked up by anc Of the spectator, who,.
hearing her groaning, asked her If shewe U
urod. ' Muah lnjured Il exclalmed ttliriT"
uan, I aould think I am. 1 have lost the

maL fIshoU c+i c ntn
um m us ewo o mUA'4. u

of treadmilt, my Lucy, when once on, t stop
is impossible.

. Yon go out too muoh, I, am afraid, Lucy
returned, clasping iuiboth her fragile Ones
the warm jewelled handàs of ber friend. 'Dis-
sipation does not agree withyou. Yeu never
liad much color, but you are growimg white
es a lily, and as thin.'

' Are lihes thin,' laughed -Sydney. .It is
news to me that lilies lose flesh. Too much
dancing and dressing, gaslight and glitter. are
not conducive to rosy bloom. But I am won-
derfully strong, I never even have % headache
-that pet feminine disorder. My patient
,Lucy, I wish I could you a little of my super.
abundant mitality.' .

- You do when you come ; if I saw you every
day I believe I should grow well. Yet it is
selfish to wish to bring you to this ioom,
although your very presence le a tonic.'

Sydney laid her fair, rounded cheek ten-
derly, pitifuully against the hollow, wasted one
of the friend she loved.

"Wait a little, dear," she said, softly.
" When Lent begins, dissipation muet cease ;
and then even every day may not be to often
for me ta find my way here."

" And do penance," supplements Lucy',
with a little laugh that ends in a little sigh ;
" Lewis will be gone then-how loncly we
shall be."

Miss Owenson is silent, but ber fair head
still resta in îympathy on Lucy's pillow, and,
perbaps, in the way women know these things,
Lewis Nolans sister knows that lier trouble
was felt.

Sydney was very busy-was on a sort of
social treadmill, as she said, from which there
seemed no escape, even if escape sie wished.
But she did not wish very strougly-it was
plensant enoumgh to meet kindly new faces,
and be petted, and admired, and made much
of, wherever she went. She was tolerably
used to admiration, and so that it was not
effensively paraded did ot dislike it. Mrs.
Grahatm regarded ler with eyes of silent re.
proach. Was she a frivolous gbutterfdy of
faehlon," like the rest? Sydney understood
the look, and smiled rather bitterly herself.

" She thinks it le my fault lie le going,"
Miss Owenson thought.

c I suppose yeu know Lewis Nolan isgoing
away ?" Mrs. Graham asks, looking the young
lady full lu the face.

" Mr. Nolan ? Oh, yes, hie sister told me
-he mentioned it afterward to me himself.
A very good thing, is it not for him ? In-
quires Miss Owenson, calmly. "Although you
will miss him," she laughingly adds, as an
afterthought.

" Although. you will miss him," aud she
smiles as she says it, Mr. Nolan may go,
and deeply and keenly Miss Owenson may
feel it; but the role of the "maiden all for-
lorn" is one he le not prepared to play for
any man alive.

January goes out and February comes in,
and in three days Captain &acgregor departs
upon the war-path. Deeper and deeper grows
the gloom that manles bis manly brow.
Fear, wild hope, dark despair, alternately
play upon his vitals. So many men are after
her-Van Cuyler, the best match in the city,
among the rest-what chance bas he, without
beauty or braine, as bis engagingly frank
sister las told him, with nothing to offqr but
his captain's pay and the deepest devotion of
an admiring heart, etc ? There are times
when ho resolves to rush away and bury bis
secret in the deepest recesses of his soul,
others when hope reigus paramount, and heo
resolves to pour out his passion before her.
Complicating feelings tear him, and lie b-
comes a spectacle of pity to men and gode.

" If anything were preying on my mind,"
remarked bis sister, one day, casting up her
eyes to the ceiling, and apparently addressing
the observation to the chandelier, "I would
speak out or perisli ! No secret sorrow sbould
consume my heart-not if Iku ovmyself, and
the object of that secret sorrow my own third
cousin.

She Is a woman-therefore may be wooed;
She is a woman-therefore may be won.'"
Miss Macgregor sailed out of the room as

she concluded. Dick never looked up from
he book ho was not reading. In the back
drawing.room Sydney sat playing softly to
herself, dreamy Mozartian melodies. After a
moment's deliberation ie threw down his
novel and went and joined ler. The gas
vas turned low, a that bis sudden paleness
was the less observable, and the soft musical
nurmur drowned the dull heavy tbumping
of bis heart.

She looked up wlth a emile cf weicome.

Of al thoebousebold«she liked Dick bec, sud

was really sorry to see him go. But of the
wild work she had made inside the blue and
brass she never for a moment dreamed. A
coquette in the very least, in the most inno-
cent way, Sydney Owenson was not, she was
gnorant of the very rudiments of the pro-
ession. Dick and she were good friends and
distant cousins, nothing more.

The melancholy c "Moonlight Sonata"
changed, and, with a mischievous upward
ook, "lPartant pour la Syrie" began the
roung lady. Dick gave er no answering
mile; he leaned moodily against the piano
with folded arme, and looked down at the
lender white hand on which diamonds and
opals shimmered in the sofl light.

"PDick, hoaw dismal you look," aime says, ~
mal! laughing. "If I did not know what a
ire-eater you are, I shiould think war and ils
glories were depressing your spirite. I ouet
wornk a scarf for aur young knighit before lie '
etut·ns la the battle-field ; sud E mma Vinton ~
-little Emmy>, who le dying for you, Dick ~
-shahl ie il round your arm, a la Millais'
Huguenot Lovons!'"
"e Ili necessary' ta give il ta Emmy> Vin- ,

ou when it le worked ?" oays5 Pick lu ani
*gitated voice. " I should value il mare if ~
orne one else lied it ou." C
-" Shiould you ?" Syduey' sys, opening ber ~
yes. "Paoor little Emmy I Whio Pick?" E

,'ou1 said Pick Macgregor. J

"Yo->'uSydne-ou 1" ho replies, inu
voic tha ytremible with the ilneity' of!

lie passion lie represses . " Oh, don't, don't t
a> that you nover knew Ibis 1" - t

"I-never-did," .slowly sud blankly' r

ydney anower u do know, you will not- r
ydney, youm will not send me away i I am r
at worthy o! you, I know that. I have been s
*fnaid la speak, but I lied ta tell youm before I '
enut. Give me just tho least hope ; I t
il o ask too muchi. I love you so t

GOLDENJUBILEE.
Testimonial te Sister ThIbadeau-An jlu

teresttiig Ceremony.

Yesterday morning the ceremonies in con.
nection with the " golden jubilee" in hone
of Sister Thibadeau were continued. la the
nmorning pontifical:mass was celebrated at the
Basilica, when Rev. Father Dawson preached
au interesting sermon inEnglish, aud Re,
Father Audit one il French.

PRESENTATION.

In the ev'ning a prosen'ation taok pî,
at 6.30 o'clock n the presence of the folow.

ing gentlemen:-Hon. Jòhn O'Connor,Benoit, B. Suite, F. A. Evanturel, P.
Chabot, Cassault, J. A. Pinard, Martin BIl 0
Dr. Tache, J. W. PeacbyJ. Auges, J. D ufresne
S. Drapeau, J. C. Tache, jr., A. A. Boucnler
A. F. Baillairge, Ald Heney, and the celer

gation from other cities.
THE ENGLISH ADDRESS.

Mr. Martin Batle, in the absence of the
Chairman of the Committed, rend the follow.
ing address in English:-
ro the 'Reverend Sister Thibaudca., ,

Commwnuty of the Bisters of Chari, yj
Ottawa:

REVEMEND SISTem,-The Catholie ort tde8tro tojolu iu the expression or the îVishes .tg.
day of the religious, the pupils. the aged ai,,
orpbhans of the venerable bouse of which yoiihave been -for lhlrty-flve years oueofitî, pinci.
p1neuportsbyot eIlngyou ourcongratuli,1io.,
and expressing our deep gratitude on tis le
occasion of the fiftleth anniversary of your re.lîglous proieRslin.

You have been closely identidfed durin tilat
fruitful lapse oftime witheach of the ad Lmirable
institutions of chailty sprung from the Aime
M 'ar e ofwhIch au Yourseyf formed nthe bas1.wvith the regretted Sister Bruyere. ou th,, 21mb
June, 1845; you have aiso invariably devoted
your virgils Iu sprending consolation far uni
wide, and t causing hope t spring in the pop,,.lation et Ottawa lu day's nt trial.

From ithe earlydays of Bytown until thiseer
to be remembered date. which will henceforti,
be an epoch il the preclous annais of our noblecommunity, there le nota family iii ottt,,;,
unniss arrived yesterday, who> have not liai re-
course ta your apostleshlp of charity ln sronanth.
ng the way from time te eternity of some on tmembers.

We also love to recail your watchbul andlmaternal solicitude for the little ones left to
publi c charity. and Whm you tl, hnnit. hyIllehearlrending entreaties of LMe dyi,îg witîo%%. ta

receive in the orphsnage-of whom a great
number understand to.day the meaning of thehymnsogratitude which asceud on aitsiîîe, inyour hanar and awaken the lîveliest eniotlons.

We ourselves rejoice to see you 0foow, withl ali
the ardor of a generous soul, iis carcer, wiollyone of devotedness and scîf-deulal, and \we only
Iterrupt il a moment labear , itneie oou.

admiration, and offer you the homage four
respectful attachment and sincere sud astinggratitude.

gr expressing their wlshes te see youF pend
many more years in this bouse, so dear to their
bearts, and of wbIch yoy have been for s'eli-a lime the edificatiln and support, lb. -Catlin] ,e

of the Capital ask permission t otier yen an
humble token as a sligimt proofof their grairtuile.

For the Catholice aitOttawa.P. BAS1<ERt 11,-,
Pres lent.

T. W. Peachy,

Ottawa, 29th July, 1880.

TITE REPLY.
At the request of Sister Thibodeau, [on.

John O'Connor replied in Englisi as fo!-
lows:-
To P. Baskerville. J. W. Peachy-. andÈtitLe Uil-

ilcren of the Cenonifter acting on behlialofthe Cat ha tics o Otawa :

GENTLEMEN,-The Reverend Sster Tuiba-
deau, whlom you have just addressed in terms of
warm-hearted kindness, lias desired tiai I
should, an lier houait Iand on liaits of liewhole Slstcrimaod of wlmieu she lias so long bei
a nmember, acknowledge your kind expression
and generous appreciation of her labors In the
service of Hln wbo alone ean reward sich ser-vices as bers have heen. The gaad sîste r feels

dieeply grateful for this public manifestation or
gratitude, whicl she feels altogetber above her

The pub le fort e many generousorerings nialeber uduring ber long carcer or charity, wlue
enabled hr ta fulfil her mission amiong;I
poor, the sick and the orphan, It ls the urthe
iesre af Sister Timbadear. that I simuld savlforlier thi Iill beii a nsource of bappinesta lier
ta continue todevote ber euergie t the proiLresof lime works orcimarty petaiing te the Insti-
tution which abe.,witlithealdof theSterhood
had the gratillention of founding ; anr thatIi
connectioan vili the good work ta wiich lierlire Is devated. sbe tianks flime public mioo't

heartiy for their generous offering on this cra.
sien.

THE FRENCH ADDiESS.
Mr. J. W. Peachy then read au addres2 ii

French, ta which Dr. Tache replied as fol-
lows :-I have been asked by Sister Thiba-
deau to thank you for yourkindaddress. She
is thankful to you not ouly on lier own behalf,
but especially grateful for the words o sym-
pathy and kindness which you have expressed
towards the community of the Sisters of
Charity of Ottawa. Sho is aisea deepi>' rovud
Cy the remembrance you have recalled o the
bfundressuand first Superior of this bouse, the
lamented Sister .Bruyere, a woman distin-
guished by the qualities of ler heartand ber
intellect, and whose Eouvenir shall never
depart from the memory of those who have
had the happiness of ber intimate acquaint-
ance. On the occasion 01 the fiftieth anni-
versar>y of a religious consecration, Sister
Thibadeau understande that your den:enstra-
tion is nt simply oitered herself, but it is a
recognition of the part played in Christian
life by religions congregations. These inli-
tutionsissued from the fecunadity of the church,
and based on the doctrine of ieversibility of
merits, have a necessary role ito perform. They
pray for thase who do not pray or do nat pray
enough. They mernt far those in whom nmerit
e wanting, sud they' help spiritually' and

physicahlly the sufferers nlot cared for b>' the
world. It je ln that lighit 'that Sieter
T'hibodeau views your presence before ber,
and your action undernthe circumstances, and
I again'inu hor name thank you moast cor-
dially.
It 'mighit ho metioned that the Frenchi

address was accompanied b>' a purse contain-
ng several hundr ed dollars. The tolowing

are the names o! tbe committee who had
charge of the testimonial :-Messrs J. Tasse,
Ml. P., P. B3askerville, M. P. P., Robt. O'Reilly',
8. D'apeau, A. A. Bouclier, A. Evantural,

.W. Peachy> and J. A . Pinard.-Ot/an"
C'izcen.

SKETcHED FRoM LîFE.-The following not
oo fiattering, but withal very' truîtul, ipic-
une of the English people le from the cur-
ont number o! Vanity, Fair:-." The English
eople believe themselves lo be sober, self-

especting, and wary. In realt>'yIthe greater
Lumber o! thiem show theelves by' thieir
cts ta be impulsive, servile, and dupes.

They take lu oly' One notion at a lime, and
bey are moasly stark mad on the nation.of
hie marnent, whiether it be tliat cf a Buligariani
atrocity, a Tichiborue trial, or tho cunrent
nurder a! the.week. They crawl slavishly


