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tis shooting inte the Smith. Delomine school-
voom,  They aee lighting up an oversat ink-
bottle, topsy-turvy chairy, dislocated Lramnnas
and diseinbowled histories, diverted from - theiy
patural uses to hurtie us missiles through the
aiv: a young Manad, with rent gathers and
tempestuons mane,  yving in stormy gallop,
armed with o fire-shovel over the prostrate fur-
niture in hot pursuit of two fugitive hoys both
belowing-~the one with the joy of battle, the
other with the fear. For the reign of Clios and
old Night Las eome weain, and the young Smith
Dedoraines have o month's holiday.

Thiz the wiy in which they are naugurating
it 1tissudden and unlooked by good fortane
which mostly taros people’s beads, ™ Perhaps it
is the unexpeetediess of theiy hoon of lbeny
which makes then, and frightfully, mismse it
A werk age oo such enmneipation was even
[TIINEH nf, but  to the .-slll‘pl'isv of every ane,
Miss Dering, whose sutumer holidayx have been
delayed thus Tute to suit her employer’s couveu.
ienee, and who, fudeed, has hitherto showu o
sreat tulitferenee as o whether she has oy
summer holidaysar all, sy on the duy after
the Deriing pavey, asked for- with o quiet insis-
tanee which makes retusal ditiendt, ond conse-
quently obtained~ & nonth’s leave of ubsenes,
Tar be oft--to be well awiy before the day of An-
thony's anuousicad oturne-this appears 1o her
the otie necessity which B for her still holds,

[t seems as i sterweevie] angels hiad came tn
her as they Jad vonie 1o Syrian Lot as Be aat at
eoeatiede al s eity gate in the old tine, bid-
ditig Ber arise and ee for life,  And shie, docile-
oly Hateuing te that inner voier, has avisen and
el To-day she has been travelling all day
fong 1 her hedd is fall of nobse, aud Ler eyes of
srit, Bat the maddway part of er journey is now
eided. Tuoa bived By she s tardily jogging
throngh the suhorbe of Helsley, The horse
wors Bet slowdy after its Kind, f* Not uearly sa
Pant as the buteher’s did,” She sivs 1o herself,
with o gritg smile of reeoBectiom ;) so she bas
plenty of leisnre o note the chunges that twa
vours and w half bave wrought.

The seatlold-poles are fewer and the stuccoed
Bearses more. Thee brick-fields have shrmnk and
thy deosdaras graown, The town is stretebing out
thriving arms, which will seon take Portland
Vitla into their embrace,  Fven the hospital
has threwn out ao ngly wing {rom its hald,
~punre bidk, The four little beotherovilias are
i ostght pow ceven on them change has passed,

Savbusgalus has painted its shutters  green,

Cianpadoghio bus added aostory to height. Onldy
Portfand Vil ronains wholly unaltered, save

for the neerssary wtion of tine and deeay. |

There are nfew gnere tiles missing from the

rouf, i few more patehes of plaster from the .
- has made hor more lenient.

walls g bt that s alll Fhe gate s still off its
hinges, and stll tivd up with string. She looks
out with interest, as the driver pulls and fume.
Blewat it To all appearanee it is the Dlentival

fragment of rotten sond which seeured it when

last slie rolled through.

|
They have turned in now 3 down the little |

weedy o drive eomnes the old pattering avalanehe
of Jdogsfeet--the same hallelujah chorus of loud
P volees,  So to the soand of musie Joan's
veliicle dracws up at the portal.

1 yvou please, """ says the driver, return-
iug from useless quest to the tly-doer, ““I'm
afeaid 1 cinnet ring, the beil is broke.”’

Still brokew after (wo . years and a half L On.

this partieniar oveision it is not of mach vonse-
sguence, as the door is now quickly apeaed, and
the spertnne is flled with eager, weleoming fuees
weitll o browd smile, with welcoming voices
cutdoing each ather and alhiost the dogs in loud
wilutations,  The next woment Joan s in her
aunt’s copints cembrace. Oune’ after another
three s of substantial ars wannly infold
fer. A feelinge of remorse nips the gird's spirit
that, after all, she hins perlaps not enongh store
by her place iu these homely hearts. Long ago
inedeed, she has repaid them, amd with ample
usury, her pecuniary  obligations, but love is
paid only by itself.  Ta this ilebt has not she
heen bt a laggard debtor

They have passed into the drawing-room now 3
one of .Ir.»:m'ssmu«ls firmly held by Mis: Mober-
‘t'_\‘, the ather lny [RIR

Formerly she would have
shrunk from having het fingers thus imprison-
el bt time amd itz austere experience of the
outer world’s anlovingness has made her thank-
fully take affection’s clusp, even though it may
b a rather sultry one.

“ This is but a peor  home-comiug for you,
Joun,* says Mri. Moberley, sinking down into
the roomy shabbinsss of her own chiitiney.cor-
ner chair, and i so doing slightly protruding «
boat burst in exactly the same place as of olid.
Can it possibly, in defianee ,ofnh the probabil-

ities of time and leather, be the same boot7

“CRut you guive uso no notice, chilid 1 if you
had sent us but the least penserateh o week ago
we would have "had a few of them down {rom
thee Bairaeks to make o Httle fun; they ave not ™
iaking her head) **as good # tot ax our old
ware ihelined to be highy awd: et so
v 10 take one as they find one, but still
Awithen smile of vhilosophie satisfaction) -
“ulter wll, the army is the anmy, when ol said
amddone,” : s

*We - did

staves when we ot your. letter,

eries’ Badl, widely opening her large vound eyes,”

her whale  complacenit, = fat *fiuvce, - intricately
towering hair, and lengthily loating enrl, pleas-.
antly agitated by, euriosity. -*¢ [ think "™ (look-
ing: dowu with-an: inexplicable dir of conscious-
nessy. *that if we had not - had . a good: many
things tothink of just lately, weshonl L uever
hrrve Tt il giiessing and wondering about it.”!

“gontle too.

over all his-body.. .

** No disagreeableness, I hope, Joan 7’ Says
Mrs Moberley, with a ot wikindly inquisitive
ness in her jovial eye; ¢ You liave not had any
G with your mistress, ] hope 7

Mrs. Moberley can “never he - persuaded that
there i any differenes between the yhraseology
of that o servitmle and that of tattion. Joun
shakes her head, ) :

“ Oh no, nothing."”

Y What does it matter what has brought,
her £ eries Diana, hrusquely, coming s of yore
to the rescue, since she sees a look of disquict
and embarvassment on her cousins fice 5 “that is
her h‘ugdm'xs‘ 3 she i3 here now-——that is onrs.”

COF course,™ s Bell, still with a con-

) answe
fimumce  of that mystic  consciousness, amd
halding her head extremely on one side ; ¢ only
that coming just vow it happens so Pt that one
is alwnst fuelined 1o think that there is soune-
thing wot qaite canny about it.”

*CTa be sure 1 eries Mrs, Moberley, hartily,
hiongght back by this snggestion to the renem-
branee of their own glovies aud interests, which
her nieer’s avrival us womentarily thrust iute
the - back-ground of her mind. % Well, Joan,
whitever you have to tell us, we have a piece of
news todell vou s we'are going to have a wedding
i the funily. '

“The first break ina family ix a sad thing,
bt in ather respeets | oaan sure [ have not a
word 1o say !t tne of our old Lot and of pour
papis  profession,  and  altogether -] have

said 7wt arelieved Lapse into wivt,
as o stdden us the leap haek into uprightness of
an unsteng bowi—* that it weuld be very
hamdy to have s medieal pom in the Gondly 10
< e is the doetor in the 170th,”* says Dinua,
with lavonic explanation ; <ot you renicmber
him ¢ ’

*Fhe vegiment isat Cork pow,” continues
Mus. Mobwrley, *“the bride and bridegroom are
to Join at wnee after the wedding.®

“he s guite an ohl attachment,” says Bell,
laving by this time recovered the power of ut-
teranee, though she still speaks in o smadl, coy
voice, as i she was saying sonething strange.
S iy more than two vears sinee he hegan to be
particular. | rementher well that the fint
titme | noticed anything out of the way was the
day that you aud Mrs. Wolterstan passed us in
the baroucle ; we had just heen changing hats
for a bt o) fun, and vou eameround the corner so
suddenly upon us, that we had seareely time to
change buck, 1 thought T should have expired !
P remember his saving what o pretty girl you
were, amd that he hoped vou wonlid get a ool
Tusband '

Thyee vears age Joan would have shuddered
aned shrank like o sensitive-plant ar hearing
sueh a wish expressed by such lips, but time

=0

e was very good of him,”" she says, smiling
gently and without frosy: ** I pass on the wish
to you now heartily.”’

CHAPTER XN,

JOAN's return is now a three-days-oll event,
She is no longer treated with gnest-privileges or
guest-formality; but has subsided easily, and as
a _matter of course,” into her niche as one of
themselves. Even their curiosity as to the cause
of her swlden reappearanee among them—a cu-
riosity which ought to be all the keener, seeing
that it is never gmtified —-has died, swallowed
ap by the more absorbing and personal topics of
Bell's  trousseau, Bell’s cake, Bell's hrides.
nuaids,

Joan has smiled 1o he
ironic sadness at the ree
cessary fears as 1o the dithenlty she would find
in parrying their questions and batfling their

I oner or twice with

kindly inquisitiveness ; when in fact, there is -

after all no one sulliciently interested in the
matter to try to foree the lock, or rven turn the
ey of her shut confidenee,

She las reached the wood again, and is ont of

the rough wind's reach.  Shehay sat down at «

bireh-foot, and ¢clasped her hands round her !
knees while her eves stray pensively over the

woodland pagennt vound her. It is quite a Jif-
ferent show frout that which Nature set hefore
her on that her first visit, which to-day brings
<o vividly baek. ~ Then evervthing was waxing ;
now -everything is waning.  There is now no

atumlant noise of lowd wusic in the air: only .

onve again a little volin’s pipe, wintrily cheertul
as if it were his duty, not his pleasurs, to sing.
Whete the primroses opened their voungeves on
a strong new  world there are “only long, limp
lenves, supless and outworn 3 and where the Tow
violets shook .ont their perfume, o -d the ground
ivy spread its little blue earpet, the sorrel amd
the mg-wort, that sadly close” the procession of
the swmer - fowers,  reign unloved  and
alone,

But suddenly, inonemoment, she has sprung

Anto broad  wakefullness to find hersell’ sitting

bolt upright : - the dogs at variance, but  now
united in one vociferous din of angry barking; to

find her own heart bounding, as i it would leap |
away from her body ; to tind, lastly, one stand- |

fug over  her, deathepallid, statnesstill--one
front - whom five. days-ago. she fled . for: her
life! e . )

£ Did you think that you had escaped me ¥
he suys: slowly, in - hollow. voics, ‘not holding
out_his hand: or otfering her auy other greet.

ing
i¢

thit is almost compnssionnte, stern, yet most

ATnder that veiz

¢ he winees, and ashiver runs
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ollection of her unne. ;

Why have you comie I' she says fna voier |

“When you look at sne like that,” he says,
shudduering,” “* when you look at me like that,
you-make: me feel as if | were some unclean
ereeping thing, that wust erawl away out of
your sight; but yét—but yet”--stammering
awd breathing  heavily, as oue oppressed by
some great and ponderous weight—“ to-day not
even - your eyes shall daunt me —for onee [
shake off their tymuny "

He stops suddenly, as it suffoeated, and so
stands, with dilating nostrils and  clenchedt
hands, before her.

“Why have you come ¥’ she repeats, in the
sime tone of inexoralde iey gentleness, still
bolding him ‘with  that austere  yet pitying
Haze,

“You know what my life is,” he replies in «
rough low voice, as though afraid that if he
paused for one moment, or gave himself any
hreathing-spaee, his nerve would fail him ; hilled
hy the stony taisery of that face of hers§ ““ you
have seen with vour own eyes—close, so thal
there can be no mistake about it-—~that ghastly
comedy, that caricature, that we are pleased to
eall marei efwith o most bitter sneer
“you know as well as 1 do, that this is a theft
that robs 1o one ! Joun ! (his voiee rising to
new heights of woful eniveatyd-1 tell vou
thaet i all this wide, full world theve is not one
living sonl but vou that wants me ' But still
there is neither voice or movement—only the
grave, meen forest silence. ** Npeak 77 he eries,
madidened by her dumbness, laving lis hand
heavily on her shoulder, as it to wake her ont of
sleep s € speakt Dspenk ! yon can say nothing for
which I have not an answer ready. You can
use no words to e that 1 luve not used to wmiy-
sedt beforehand. Speak ' there is no extremity
of yonr anger which Tam not prepared to bear
tiie brunt of 5 but, fu the nae of all merey and
sanity, let it be an anger that speaks.”

Then, indeed, she obevs him.

A uger U shie repeats, lifting her eyes with
diffiealty, as i there were somte great weight,
from the grassy earth at her foot, to the smoke-
wray sky, fiintly seen between the tossing trec-
tops overhiewd 3 and speaking very slowly, in a
tone of heaviest, lieart-wrung anguish. ¢ An-
ger does one hurt ws 1 feel auyer 7°

At the wnmeasured sorrow vet aneckness of
her words, a wave of unspeakible shame and re-
muorse rolls over his stormy <oul; but it is too
Iate to ge back now.

“You know what my life is,” he goes on des-
perately ¢ pushing away from his forehead the
hair, damp and marted with the cold sweat of
that agony ! *“have T aot read it often ju the
pity of your fuce ¥ you know what—but for you
~—it might have been! honest and just as you
are, do you dare look me in the face aud t0ll
me that you owe me no reparation ?”

s dark 1 she says stammeringly —** oh !
dark ! dark © What greater depth of darkness
van there be than when Wrong wears Right's
face t-right te-wrong 1 she repeats, a little
wildly « ¢ the one ixa word and [ do not know
which is which ! but yet—but vet ""——lifting
her haggnrd eves uncertainlyi——*1 know that
on the other side of this night God's day is
shining, though ne gleam-—none - cotnes to me
here now !

Her voice diex away in a sob; and, for a
while there is a miserable silence. Then An-
thony  breaks  ouce  again into ansteady
speech.

“ I vou think that it is only a mad, unre-
Hecting mge of mere passion that has brought
me here,” he says, inoa thick, low volee, ““ you
are wrong! 1 think that any such would fall
deal under the rebuke of your eyes ! Joan, you
“were always calling me to vise to the better ife ;
I tell you I cannot ! Without you I cannot ! 1
sunmnon you to a task  that is worthy of

P As he speaks she turns, and facing him, fives
i him with o stewlfast regard. The wilduness has
gone out of her eves, they have resnmed their
look of infinite pity, of wmeek, unwmeasured
L woe,

“This is my punishment, then,” she'says, in
an mtense low voice ; ** Fam fitly chastised for
my presumption in thinking that my love for
vou -was of so high and pure a spuality that no
utclean thing could come nigh it 0 Lwould have
meddied with the futctions of the angels,” she
says, “and now --{breaking into an agony of
sobhingd -~ what bhasest, vilest among wotnen

f

Ceould have dmgged  vou lower,  or sunk-you
§ deeper, than 1 have !

g Again - there isacsilence, broken only by the
¢ slender woodlind noises.  Anthony has thrown
Phimself on the ground and suddenly covered

his face with his hands, as it to take shelter
from that guzeof hery, intolerable else. . By-
amd-by she speaks again 14 Fdid you a wrong,”
she says, very humbly, in w0 soft and broken
volee—*“a great wrong; [see it pow 31 wonld
have loved you bLetter than any other woman
toved, and instead 1 loved you worse ! 1 wanted
to be kinder to you than any other, and instead
1 have been erueler than any ! 1 made a mis-
tuke, and in my obstinacy and scl-opinion |
elove to it in the face of all reason and sense ;
ves, Ldid you a wrong, and for that ™ —her self-
! command gives. way . little)--1 have been
»asking your pardon on my heart’s kuces for the
Iast two yeurs and a halt'! 1£ .4t makes your
pain: any easice to know that 1 suller too, well,
otheny Leanstriuly tell you that ju all God's ar-
wory. 1 think' there.is no sharper sword than
! that with, which. I am to-duy sutten.” ‘

oAt the “exceeding gentleness and- truth of her
tone. he” takies: cowrage todrvop his shielding
Phands: STt s molonger the upbmiding  angel

that speaks——it is- the woman' who loved him
and lay in his arms. He lifts his miserable gray
eyes haggardly to hers. : :

“ Day and night, day and night, day and.
night " he says, with a slow and dragging em-
phasis ; ““Joan have you counted how many days
and nights -there are in fifty years? "We are
strong and healthy !—there is no reason why we
should not live for fifty years! :

The dark, apathetic despair of his voice
makes her own heart sink lead-heuvy within her,
She sits down on the leafy couch of herbs and
moss beside him.

1t is dark t—dark I she says in an awed
whisper ; then, aiter a panse, lifting to his her
streaming eyes, in which there is yet aray of
purest, tenderest heaven-lght--* Anthony !
she says, solemmly, ‘¢ whether it be ten, or
tweinty, or fifty years, | think that neither yon
nor I will be able to bear our lives uuless we
Ly fast hold of the thonght thit out of our mis-
tiakes Crod builds up his completeness.”

There is a long, Jong silence. Those last high

words of hers have tied the young man’s tongue,
and stemmed the torvent of his agonized, 1ad
pleading.  Of what use any longer to streteh
out his empty, rash arms to hers? She hus
soured beyond their reach,  Inutter dumbuness
they sit side by side ; he has again covered his
face with his hands,  Only a low groan of »x-
tremest pain now and thin distarbs the stillness,
The green gloom of the wood has grown deeper
the night is gently Llen.
3 v, with a loug, soft sigh, Jean slow.
Iy rises to her feet. Her movement rouses her
companion from his stupor.  Fora moment b
fove she can stop him, he has thrown himself
prot before her in the grass.

© Trample me " he says, in a hoarss, rongh
voire. ¢ 1 am not worthy that yvou should
vour feet on my neck ¢ Oh, high, pure love!
tifting his bowed head and his face disfigureld
and furrowed by rears), ¢ who have ever warmly
striven to lift me to your level, forgive me thut,
brute-like, following my naturve, | have striven
to drag vou down to mine !”

At his last words she stretehes out both her
hands to him, with a <olemn smile of parden
amd farewell

“Love,” she savs, very sweetly, while, for
the last thue, her blue evex wetly dwell on his
-~*“for this oner | may eall von <o, seving that
it is it 1 stond by vowr deth-hed - love: vou
used 1o tell me that T was vour guandian anyed
—eyour better selt ! and of all yvour render names
there were none that 1 <o deariy loved : perhaps
it is a foolish thought, but ~sutfr we to keep
theny still ¢ Sulfer me to think thar by-and-by,
in the after time when life is going hardly with
vou-—when the earth-fogs close around you,
when the satyr-voices eall vou down--that then,
perhaps, my face, my veice, which hitherto
have brought you nothing but disquiet and woe,
muy “be present with you in me=mory, asa so-
lace and a4 sustainment " Then, withour ane.
ther word, she slowly draws away her hands
from his, and, with one solemnést good-by
smile, passes away from him. into the falliug
night.
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LITERARY.

Mrpnar Pasia s engaged inwriting a book,
t will be published at Vienus.

D, Russent's aceount of the Prinee of
Wales's tour in Indin will be published in o few days
1t is said to have been carefully revised hy his Ruyal
Highness, who has manifested great interest in i proe
geresx, anid has onlered o anmber of copies for preses.
tation in India,

Tur 400th anniversary of the inveation of
printing will be sigoalized by an exhibition in Sta.
tinner's Hadt of the works of Caxton and other antigai-
ties comnected with printing, and doubrless collecton
thranghout the countey will be proml o deud their add
ta the sgeeess of the nadertiking.
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axrorp University students want Matthew
Arsold to 1 the chuir of poetry which has been held
by 8ir Franeis Doyle. But while Mr. Amiold bas few
eqiuils as a writer, he is helpless on his feet in g Jevture
roum s though his father had vot bean one of the i
mired preachers of the Farablished Churel,

Mu, Joseriy Miteer is in Washington, and
one letter writer thus  mentious him: He wasan in-
teut listener during the reading of the returns, awd one
Bad- o fine oppormnity Sor studying his appsaranee.
His soft, fine hair is of 4 riehly goldes hne, his beard
tawny,and his eves hrightly blue. In sunset HehtJoaguin
is A pertect pictnre that an artist wonld despair of repro-
ducing. Oune who saw him standing on a hill near Santa
Barbura at sunset, lovking out over the goiden wiaves
of the Pacifie.said that the vision el nog be efaced from
memory. . The Hoen locks were onger then, the beann-
of his fresher and younger, snd the figars <howy
in its perfection by the picturesque costume he wuarn
before he loft the Sierras and the sea to receive the
Laurely conventional society henped. upon bim. 1o his
appenrutice there.is nothing of the fop boots and ted
shirt that seusatione] reports have: credited him with,
A belbernwued felt hinto military cloak, siiver-hended
cane, and large solitaire damond studs and ring ave
the only noticenble features of his dress,
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An article which has long been. songht after
and but vecently made known in this country is-
Luaby's Payisitic Hiddp Reaewer e, A few applica-
tions as an ovdinary hair dvessing is all that is
necessary fo restore gray hair to its natural co.
lor, after whiol -one application a week will 1w
sulicient. I imparts amost heautitul perfume
and gloss o the hairand keeps” the head conl
and entirely free from dandeafl, - 1t7is quite o -
favourite: toilet dressing with Ladiey, as-1t"does
not soil‘the most delicate head dress. 1t can be
had of all ¢hemists in Iarge sized bottles 50conts”

‘each, DEvINg & Parrox; Dimggists, Montyral,-

are agents for Canada,




