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JANTUTARY.

SONNET BY MENRY PRINCE,

The first-burn of the year, bebald! | come
A frigig beanty, frosh from the emboace |
0 Zem's arms, o take my queenly place

A viiagnand Teader of the mmenths 18 ran,

Nat seulptor's marble is more sabd than 11—

My breath is Keen, wy gentlest humoeur rade
Yot mny s wooser have 1, atheit my mood

Lpems nupropitious for 8 love's sigh.

And the’ wy days and nights are shart and lopg,
My <kies are fuir, my ~tars are brightest goht i—
Nor swain uof waiden thinketh Faw cold,

Tha' ehesks may tingle as 1 pass along,

And when nt [ast all ends and T have ded,

Perhaps some haply think of Jaunary dewd,

Muntreal, Janmary hith, 1895
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PART 1.
CHAPTER V.

When one is twenty years old—when one’s
hoarr is as fall of sadness and tiredness as it
can well hold—when ane has travelled many
hours at a stretch in a noizy teain-- then one s
pretty vertain to sleep deeply and sweetly, even
though one’s matrmss be copiously stuffmd
with cobble-stones, even though one’s hewd
Fae ton fow and one’s fiet too high, and onc's
attegether so surprisingdy narrow as to pe-
- very judicious and suiet Iving in to hine
der one from bodily falling out. Oiten, in her
ccean of dewn in the green-hung room at Der-
tnz, has she slept less completely. Palses
quickly heating to the tune of some past exeite-
ment, or cotning pleasure, have often made her
toss and tarn amld look eagerly window.ward for
the waving of morning’s gry Hag: but now
there is neither excitement behind, nor pleasure
ahwead, end the slower morning comes the betrer:
amd so she sleeps, :

God is goond, and does nat even send her a
dream. I 3 came {1t would surely be o dream
of legter things and better davs, and so it is
well awav,
of her et 3
rer the
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s pillne, sueceeds in giving

Sk might have leen still
' had mnot it heen for the inert-
cieney of the curtain-rings, of wlich Diama
overnight had warned her.  The corking-pin
had indeed drawn the skimped curtains roge.
ther somewhere about their middle ; but up

¥

ot worning light rolls and washes under her eve.
fids.  he turns sleepily over on the other side,
Yt aven then the wavereachss her, and so does
the vigorous melody of o thrush-voice sweetly
rebuking her sloth -

“Arst-nrrow D gead-morrow ! the sup was awake
Lang aure in the blue sununer sKijes:
Birds in the brake
Carnl swaws for yonrsake!
O tady fuir, arise !
That mam fresh grace nay borrow
From yourwar eyes,

He sayvs all this se loudly that the sleepy lady
has to en 1o him. . She turns over onece or
twics again, nearly tumbling ont of her struit
courh ax she dees it. But 1t s useless ; both
plavions lght and happy bird combine to forldd
further rest.  The bird, indeed, sings another
Varse

Erowlomorrow ¥ gogd-morrow
N whispers the breeze,
Oer thie Take d¢ it fintiers and sighe;
R marmne the ees from the sovnted Jimoesrens:
O lady fair arise.
Arise and give gocl-morrow ! N
The dearest of replies,”

Sein despair she sits np, rubs her blue eyes
like a child with her knuckles, and looks round.
It is a well-kpown fact that rade and outspoken
daylight tells many homeiruths about things
that politer candle-light either slurs over or js
If Joan's new reomn looked
unhandsome overnight by the light of one com.
posite candle, it certainly does not look nore
lovesome now that day’sstrong lamp is held up
to its shorteomings. - It ‘woull take n great
effort of memory on the part of its ownery, a
great Hight of Disagination on the part of Joan,
to reconstrunt the pattern of the carpet: so
atterly has it disappeared auderthe tread of
the numberless fest that have evidently walkéd

“upon it.  Of paint on door and wainscoat there |

15 so little as.to he hardly worth naming; there
is a zig-zag crack acrosy the looking-glass inter-
fering with oue’s view of one's nose ; und: the
I'-ieca missing from -the water-jug’s spout iy
arger than it appeared overnight. It is now
seen to amount to the loss of almost the whole
spout,” Bui eight honea of sleep liave put new
strength and courage’into Joan.  Not even the
squalor of Miving a” jug without a spout’ can
wake  her ery ; she feels as strong and ng

“bright as’ the new -day.: - She jumyn out

of ‘bed, and’tuns to the window, - She un.
fastens theé eurtain, carefully laving aside - the
feiendly eorking-pin with & thrifty instinet born
of her new circumstances,  Most likely there is
nat annther in’ the household, " There is no

Bind, as vou kunow, to draw up ; o at oneo she

: Villa are playing in the gapden : the wifeof

twand the sea,
Not even the unnaturad elevation |
vapricioustv-stuifd mattress, !

aoof her head by the Hutde,

4:.11'}\1.

! s ; fper overnight, or only the healthy working
above there is a vacnnm through which a-wave
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stads face o face with the worning. It is not
early dawn, as she sees at onee; itis dawn’s
elder brother.  The sun is already pretty high's
she Tooks up at him fondly, though he rewards
her by making the water pour down her cheeks.
He and the moon are the only two old friends
that are left her. Then she locks out enriously
at the prospeet.  There is the gate at which her
tired fingers fambled Iast night; there isrﬂle
little mean sweep up which the exeemmtions of
the dogs accompanied hir. - Three of them are
standing at the present moment watchfally on
the lookout for somw passer-by te pounce out
on and insult. A shabby grass p{oi. with a
bed of ill-to-do shrubs, long-legged Taurels, and
eypress abortiong in the middie 5 then the voad,
She puts her head farther out to extend her view,
On the right the thyee lude trother villas,
People got up in them earlier, apparently, than
they do here. A woman is stamdiog at the doar
of oar next-doer neighbor shaking & henrthevug:
bevoud, ngain, the great, unsightly hespital ;)
larger, unsightlier than ever by daylight. She
shudders, * How coald xay vne have butlt his
dwelling so-near that temple of pain and e
cleanness ! Riie Jooks sway quickly, and tarps
her eyes towand the left.

What a contrast ! On one haud, disease; an.
guish, ugly death. On the  other, life that
seems unending ; beauty without peer yjov and
mirth unrivalled. . A great plain of most shin-
ing silver, laughing in white arabis haunted by
the drowsy, booming bees.  Joan smiells all the
flowers ; mounts ot the base of the sundial ;
travez with her finger the trite, sad sentenes on
its “discolored face, *“Tempus fugiv.,” ‘Tiny
lichens, dizsapproving of the traism, are filling
up the letrers.

Then she returns o the lanrel-tive, wnd jooks
carefully and hoperully for the spout of her jug,
but it is not there.  Still nothing happros: no !
one ix vither seen or heand, A tle other honses
are up and dressed.  The veionus of Campidoglio

Sandanapalus Villa s foeding her chickens ;
only Portland Ville still slumbers aml slerps,
Tu despair she teturns to the house : opens all
the doors in suecession as loudly as s{w cun ;
makes her feet tread as noisily as they ave able
on the nil-cloth. 1t is no use : nobody wakes,
She passes down the fittle sweep to the gate:
savs something polite ml suitable to each of
the dogs, who all receive her with an extrava-:
gant and overdone civility ; passes out iuto the
road with all six at her hesls, and saunters to-
Toward, hut not ta.

Her friend  is further off thau she thought,
From the window it had seemed as if by stretele
tngont her hands she might with her finger-
tips have tunched the grear, glaeing silver;
But the nearer sle approaches to it, i
the more its white glory seemns ta recede. She !
frels its conl and bracing breath npen her faee,
but itsell she dees not reach,

Whether it is the sea-air, or the skimped sup-

order in  which ber young organs ure, but she
suddenly becomes aware of bwing inoxpressibly
hungry, and, after having walked ha{f a mile ;
or so, turns back in the hope of at Jength fiml
ing the houschaold aronsed. '

As she reaches the gate again the hospital
clock twats the light air with nine lowd, delibe
erate strokes,  They must be up by now.  Yes,
it is clear that in the interval of her alwens
some une has risen, though no one is visible, for
the hall-deor ix unlecked ; butan pesping into
the dining-room - she is dizpirited at seeing no
smallest sign of coming brvakfast: anly a de:
pressingly dingy baize table-cloth, anit a generl
tmpression of crumbs,
the garden, and tries to recollect when, at what
distant epoch of her life, she ever felt so lam- |
gry before.  Ohf the daffodils and the poly-
anthuses were but eatalide? . .

As she wanders disconsolately abont she hears
after a while a window thrown up. Diana looks
slespily out. Can it be enlled Diana :-~1iana
without any of her - distinguishing  features ;
Diana withiout her sausage fnsettes, without hey
piled fulse hair, without the plomed and flow.
ered abomination of her hat & Diana, as God
raade her ; not as Helmdey fashions, as trollop-
ing curls, ‘as  chesp elothes--as, in  short,
the desire to shine in the eves of the 170th,
have made hur !

It would never have steuck Joan as possible
avernight that Diana conld be a pretiy girl
It-comes upnn her uow with the foree ol o sur-
prise. that she is one. A little carly head ;
youny dewy eves full of color and light ; pinky
cheeks ¢ red Lips made for kisses and laughter,
The beanty of a Jittle dairyomaid dndeed, but
still beanty. Tt ix diffienlt 10 Yook vulgar when
one {5 very young, wot inordinately fut, aml
when one has done nothing distiguring to one's
self. e

“You .out!" she eries, in i drowsy voices,
wherein surprise struggles with departing shon.
ber. “SWhy o earth did you get up so early?
I3 not the day long enougli in «ll conscienee |

‘1 never eanw sleep after eight o'clock,” an-
swers - Joan,: half - apalogetically o and there
isino. use in staying in bed wheu one is wide
awake, is there i R

* 1 do nit know " {indistinetly with a yawn),
“ Lthink it is better than being up, whew there is
nothing to do.”. ¢ . !
oA _panse. - Diang leans her arnis onthe'sill;:
and _looks aimlessly out at the wakeful flowers
and the preoecupied bees, 0w Do e

“1s your gis-—is Arabelln up I' nsks’ Joan,
with. a'small, vain hope: that one of the house-

3

7

i danghters,

Dinua-lnughs, showing many neat little white
testh. : i . .

“Up b she is not awake t—RBell " (turning
towanl the inside of the room, and mising her
voice), **Joan wants to know are: you up. yet t
Joan is up and dressed, and 'out’y you must gel
upl it is yonr week. for making teal if you do
not get ap, 1 shall come and shake you'!

But not even  this threat has uuy . effvet,
Diana- turns agiin to the window, ‘replaces her
arms on the sill, and shaking her head 1~
SPiR o the volee of the sluggard; 1 heand her vom-

plain, :
You have. wakal me too won

let e slamber
ngiin— : .

she says, with o langh; ¢ she will not be down
for w conple of hours,™

* Have you sny idea what timeit is 7

“OJr must be aquarter past nine,”

“lx that all¢ 1 hoped that it wax ten at
Teast ¢ 1 always think that there are just twice
oo many hours in the day, do'not you?

Joan s siletit.** But to be supe your hoxes
Wil come towduy,” vontinnes Diana with a'live-
Her aiy, tonsitgg herself Crome the pensive strain
of thought inte which she has fallen : ** that will
give us something to do 1 it will take aloug
tisme, no doubt, to examine all vour things.”

Joay swallows a sigh, amd strangles a shud.
der. . .

1 dare say it will )" :

“Mavbe they will be here quite early,” re-
sumes  the gir'l. now  thoroughly awakened ;
“then 1 owill deess at onee; 1 do wot take
long when ones [oset abent it Bell says
twenty minutrs--1 ssy a quarter of an hour.”

Joan shublors outright this time, and does
uot try to strangle it

“You did not see auy sign of breakfast, |
suppose,” says Diana, preseatdy ; Jippily un-
conseions of the effuet her words have produced
“nathing Teid #°

** Nothing !”

1 thought not ¢ there never is; o duto the
dinfng roowm and ring for breakfast.o go on
ringing till she comes ™ :

CHADPTER VI

T fionily is assembled at length, Di having
successfully mwoved or  eoneenlad nearly all
tnwes of  the beanty that God has  given
her.  She has, indeed, been unable to Jdo
away with ler eves, or make then look as un-
derbred as the rest of her. - They shiue apd
langh aut of her distigured face,  She has, how-
ever, violet-powdered her froshcheeks, piled
her hinir (o more than its pristine height and
bulk, and  trailed by spurious cusls to even
greater length than on the previous evening.
The dew has spparently taken every morsel of

Courl out of them ¢ and, ws she is pretty sure to

s nooone toalay, Dinns has not thought it
worth while 1o

They ther-fove wamder in perfectly straight
amd lustreless  disonler down  her back., Nor
hax  her. sister  had less prosperity in the
tack of selfudisfigavement. - Her lakor has in.
deed been fess, as’ she has bed less originat
beinty to spoil. .

Daylight is no kinder to Mrs. Moberley than
it hay already been to her furniture and her
She looks, if possible, fatter then

w1 them,

ever.

She has been holding Joan's most reluctsnt
hand for full five minmtes, and starivg intently
with pathes into hee face, asshe trivs o dig nut
frot aniong her Datures a resemblance to some
member, alive or dead; of her own familv, Xhe
is interrupted in her hopeless search by [iaga.

She goes ont again into | And she takes her seat in silence st the
socind

briard, defore she bhad entered the
roonr,  doan had eredited horell with anoap-
}n-tih- to which any food short of tripe . or
wmggis would he welcomes  She had said to
bersedf reassuringly that they are not likely o
have tripe for  breakfust.  She had  pietured
heraelf as pasturing with'wlish on all mounner
of plain and  homely food, thick: bread-and-
scrape, portidge, perhaps treacle.  But the firat
‘glanen that she vasts on the table armageinents
rofis ier at onee of half herappetite—a rnmpled
table-cloth, rich in yesterday's stains; o dull
tenpot o din spoons ¢ cupsoall eracked uore or
less, mostly more 5 and not & flower © - Not one
of all the thousand prituroses that are palely
smiling from every hedge-row ! Treacle ! pot-
ridge 1 Whe could eat” treacle or porviige on
suchia table.cloth ? :

Her meditations are interrupted by the sound
of the two girls’ voiers, mise-{ it recriminntory
dinlogue.  They are wrangling as to who shall
make the tea, or rather who shall not make jt,
for it is elearly anunpopular office.

After a_few momenta of argument of ** you-
are-inother " nature; during which no approach
is apparéntly made to-a decizion, Joan's soft
vaire strikes in, or rather steals in, between the
shrill “shapness of those of the two combiat.
s s e R -

O you like T will nwke tea o Uam consaids
ered " (with u fuint smiled ‘“mther & good ted-
maker o Palways ased to make v atomnteDer.

it all “the loveliness o spotless elenuliness,
brilliantly-polished old- silver, ind -airy china ;
‘the sidebonrd temptingly spréad ; the wealth of

inan, who always gréeted her so lovingly'; the
pleasant, well-bred  gaests. — Hor offer is necep:

hold may be np and atirring,

4 place at-the head of the beard. il

ted: with-effusive gratitude, and she tukes her

A8 Jsh'c,e',apénks, ‘the birenkfast-room at I’):.fixig.
rises before hee mind’s eye; the hrenkfast-table.

eliente flowers ;- the kind and-courteous-old

*Take eare of the lid of the: teapot,” weys
Rell,as o parting  injunction ; *the hinge s
broken, ‘so it is loose, andif yon are wot cape.
ful 1o pour very slowly, it “tumbles into thn
cups and upsets tham,” :

SSCAnd s it uever to b monded eithor 2 sy
Joan with a langh that tries to be playful,
anly succeeds in being snd.: *' Do du,« doges Liker
it too 17 L
“odoan's wmotive for her propesal has heey
chiefly good-nature, but there lins also boey iy
it a gnun of selfsinterest.  Behind the ey she
will he Jess observed-less compelled 1o oy,
But here she is mistaken.  Diana, whose shury,
eyes are appuivatly ss shavp s they are cdeay
and shining, detects the emptiness of ber pla,
and the fdleniege of jaws,

“Why, Joan, you ate eating nathing ' ke
cries in a high key of surprise, **jasitivels
nothing !-~have: some beef ¥ indicating a dich
wherein appetizingly rz:}uhu: some thick slices
of meat, lavishly danbed with all but wmastarnd,
aud whieb, usq-amm.ly, iv the nearest apprine!:
to a gl that the Moberley cher ean wffeer,
“No b Seme heoiled ham, then 7 Nao? 1 ses

~u flood of color despening the rosetints iy
her tresh face, and a tane. of wortification i
her voice—*and 1 do not wonder,”
“inderd . you care wistaken,"” eries Joan,
now thoroughly - disteessnd, - redilening till 11,

toars come tufo her blue eves, with a veyed
searfet 1hat” outflsmes evon her cousin's, and
ready 1o voluntesr to eat any abomination tha
can be offerad to her. U I0 vom will let e
will ehange mymind, Yes, T will have v
——some—beef, please ™ donking anxionsdy i
one dish to the other 1o sea whose contents W
will most likely e able to swallowd, ¢ No»
very mach--only a litte”

1t i on hier plate now, and they wne all Lok
ing at her.  But the etfrt is vain. The e
plenteous mustard makes her speeze and oy

S Yau eannot manage it asks Diana, in
disappointed Key, after watehing the illsuoo-
of her guest’s endenvars with an intent inteves
[ was afraid that you woeuld not, but ™ ook,
ing at her with round childish eyes, fo :
eopeern and apprehensiony *f what wilf
all the fime you are living with us? Iy
telancing roefully at the untempting dains. o

“4 iy never any better than this
starve,”

“There is not much fear of thut 7 ryplie
Joan, smiling faintly, though indeed the vy
game idea has just teen presenting itadf batf.
her own mind’s eye. "hm, to teil the tned,
[ do nat think 1 am quite s hungiv as 1w
agined 3 at braxt more brewland.butter hungo.
than anything else”

CGive 1 Lo the dogs” sdd Mr<o Materls
placidly, not disquicting hersel? mnch as oo
freaks of appetite displayed by |

LA RN

Hieee,

*“Here, Mr. Brown, you are the one who de
not wind maustard ! Wi, afeng !

Mr. Brawn is o the other ssde of 5 )
standing on his hinddegs, with bis foregean - on
the eloth, but, on hewring himself addioent

i}

drops down aa atl-fours ngain, and rashes roo
the table in n stormy gallope Tee woll h
knows the mdnvers of kis brotliers wnd sistor
to give them any chianee of interpiwing heiuaon
hitn and his jeberitance,  Joan loves g Lo

wver noisy, rrde, snd grosdy they may be o sk
loves them sll, and at the present momeur e
is also deeply grateful to Mr, Brown, a1 e dies
ing her of her beet,  Ro she steops dows ane
pats hig smooth head,

“He ds very like soslog belonging toa B
of mine,' sho'says 5 hy-the-by, ihink e o
an acquaintanee of yours 5 1 mean nat the J
but the mau, 1 think~1 am almest sure the
he said he knew you”

A dight pink celors her chesks ag she wav-
these last wanls, a tint eallad up by the ool
Teetion of the way in which Woailerxtan had ol
laded to his knowledge of her annt.

*What regiment was he in 7 oasks Bl
‘' When was he quartersd here 7 The 7th woe
here Jast, and before thenn the 35th, and Jwha
them the §8th—-""

“ He never oonld have been quartered Lore”
replied Joan, ** bepanse he isin the Gaanis, b
[ L_-li«*v(e that he Jives near here—at least his
Lwnplﬂ do; his name is Wollerstan ; do vin
cnow any such persou T '

She is looking from one to the ather of the
three faces ronnd her, and ax she menticns te
name of Wolferstan a ray of intelligence and ye-
cognition itlumines thenm all.

“ Hesaid he knew iy P asks Dinna in o tone
of surprise and semi-gwe ;< he mast have meant
by =i 'lht«" : .

£ Nonmense, Dit" erien lor mother, tarthy
*he does know me quite well, - Heabways takes
off his- hat to e whenever he meets me i
Helmaley L

**Is uot he stylish-looking ¥ eries Bell, cn-
thusinatically ; * he looks 0 nive in chureh 17

*CHis father was. o very istauggy-looking
inan, when first 1 eame here,’ says M. Mober
ley, pensively, ** thongh 1o ane would believe if
naw to lpok at him 3 he is quite silly, poor old
gentleman, and has to go n‘lmut in a-whented-
chair, with his valet to blow his nose for him !’

4 1w mother is a-made-np old Jezebel 17 rries
Bell, nerimoniously. *¢ Kvery yene her hair is
n ditferent color; she drives. past. as_sometines
in“the road, and Jooks at'us na if we were the
dirt under her feet,*! (RN S

¢ Andiall beeanse whie is.an Honorshle, 1sup-
pose,’’ says Mra. Moberley, shiaking hor head |
und, after all, it is thi lowest thing that you
c;m he in the peernge, withont heing nothing at
all.” e fh

$ And so-you know yonng Wolfurtan 1" snyy




