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"lBut corne now," said John; "let us tind
out Sir Jacob."

He caught ber hand and led ber, his ovn
face lit up by tbe rnost jovial of srniiles, a,
contrast indeed to ber shrinking down-cast
air, out of the library and into the rnorning-
roorn.

Here were Sir Jacob, Mrs. Sarnpson, and
Reuben Gower. As the door opened and
John advanced with ail tbe pride of a -bride-
groom, julian joined the party froin the con-
servatory.

IlCongratulate us, Sir Jacob ; congratulate
us, n-a'arn ; congratulate us, dad. Rose has
accepted me. Sir Jacob, we wvill sign that
deed to-morrow."

IIAyý-ay-ay ?" asked Sir Jacob, with
an air of great surprise. "lMy littie girl has
positively consented to marry my future
partuer, bas she ? Really now-really nowv.
What are we to say, Reuben, to these young
people? "

Reuben had sharper eyes tban bis son.
IlIf Miss Rose loves niy boy," he replied,

"th en let them marry in God's name. If
flo&t,

IlNonsense, father," interrupted John;
"of course she loves me. She bas loved me

for the last seven years-haven't you, Rose ?
-ever since sh e left us to corne to, this great
house?"

Reubeîi stili looked at the girl, who macle
no sign, and wbose eyes were downwarà
cast.

Julian Carteret, at -the door of the con-
servatory, listened, speechiess. Was he
dreaming? Was he awvake? Did the girl
only yesterday really tell hirn that she loveci
hlm ?

"lRose!" lie cried.
At his voice she raised her head.
elOh 1~ - ilian."
Three of the four-her lover was flot

among thtrm-who heard her cry bis naine,
feit that it was the naine of the muan she
loved, so pitiful, so belpless, so full of agony
(,vas the accent.

"lOh! Julian."
"IWhat does it mean-this?" Julian asked.
She recovered *herself, and took John's

hand.

' I have promised to be the wife of John
Gower. Tbat is wbat it means, Julian
IJncie, are you content?>'

(.i be conicluded in: iie next nunber.)

MULTUM IN PARVO.

"To see the world in a grain of sand,
And eternity in an hour."-BLAKE.

C ARELESS is Spring of its buds and its blossoins,
Careless the Summer of broadly-blown petals,

Autumn hangs carelessly ail its rich clusters,
AUl its ripe harvests.

Freely the notes from the ibroat of tbe song-bird
Float ini the air, and with careless profusion
Ail the long grass in the rnorning is jewell'd,

Gossamer-dei'-strung.

Lavishly poured are the tints of the sunset,
No niggard hand-stints the gold and the purple,
Sky cannot hold it, and earth is quite drunken

As froin a wine press,

Lifting its hbis and its pines tbrough the amber,
Bathing its pines and its hilis in the waters,o
Wbere the broad streaks of tbe gold and the purple

Weave ivitti the ripples,
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