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{PART IIL
GHAPTI_‘J'R VI1I.—CoNTINUED.

«QOply that, and you dre generally £0 en- |-

thusiastic! You are strangely qules to-night.
Are you in pain?  Your ankle—' oo

s Ob, it's all right, mawma,’ poor Hitle Leo
cries ouf. ) o -

In pain—yes—but the pain is not in any-
thing so unromantic ss an avkle. If'heis
not engaged to Olga, what then is-tho mat-
ter? Is it that her refosal hags hurt him so
deeply, in epice of his forced lightness of

" [ the clear, bold, familiar Wiiting. .

« Y thank God,” she says'softly, “I have got
the desire’ of my.heart.’  T:thank you, Frank,
for being the bearer of good news, -; And: you
have been there-ever slnce.” =~ . 1 .uts

My mother had gone,” ho-@dys, baetily.
u She had left for Saratoga betora I le't New
-York, I mean to go after her there'at'once.
It reminds ons of ! Japhet .In Search of a
.Father;  and seems almost as-:frnitless a
gesrch,” he laughs, VT e )
i Do not,’ she interposes, and lays her hand
on-his stm, ¢ as a favor -to - me—at least not
yet. Walt. Tell'me” about them. Is Leo

pretty 7

manner ?
« There Is andther friend of the past,” Pr. |-

Lamar says slowly, aiter a eilence, 4 whom 1 }.

supposs you havs never met ia all your wan-.
derings up-snd: down-the world. - I meany
Jeanna " ) . .

The name falls so unexpectedly that all
start at {ts sound. Livingston in the dark-
ness torns quite white. )

« Why do you auppose so ?” ke angwers, and
his voice {s not qoite eready. ¢I have met-
Joanna !” B

There is & universal exclamation.

Dr. Lamar staris to his feet, his mother
clasps her hands, Leo sits crect.and looks
eagorly.

1You bave met her! Geoflrey cries, ex-
citedly. ¢You knuw where she is7 Mother,
you hear this 2" At lastV

¢I have met her—I know where she is/’
Livingston anewers, surprised at the nmount
of excitement they showed; ¢is there any-
thing extraordinary in that 7'

«There is this—that I have searched, and
caused search to be made everywhere all
these yearg in vain. I bad slmost made up
amy mind she was dead—so impossible -hne
ghe been to discover. And all this time you
have known where she was——"

# Not all this time, if you mean these six | gone,

past years—only within the past two
months,” says Frank, feeling oddly cold and
consclous, and wondering what they would
Bay if they knew.

t And where 18 she ? In New York?

¢ At Newport, 1 think, just now, How ex-
ercised yon srs over the matter, Lamar. I
always knew of course——’

1My dear fellow, you know nothing, abso-
lutely nothing, of the truth. Itis the most
Important concern of my life to find Josnna.
She is safe srd well, and married {o Blake?

t Safe and well, but not married to Blake or
anybody else.’ .

¢What! Bhe rsn away with him, you
know—' '

tI xknow, Frank says, wincing; but she
ran away from Lim, as you must recall,

after.’}
«It was true, then? ©Odd girl—strange,

wild Joanna! And what became of her—
what did she do! No barm befell her, I
trost ¥

tNone whatever, but much gocd. Bhe
found friends, honest and real friends, and
ghe kas worked her way to comparstive famo
and fortune. She is wiid Joanna no longer.

¢ Very pretiy.’

-+ Bhe glances at him,a moment. ... .. ...
¢tAnd Mrs. Abbott? she says, then.

- ¢« Ag benutiful as ever, but jess prond, lesa

oold. -You know what 1 mean,  And as for,

Gecff—dear old fellow, he idlcoking splen-

didly. Bhall you fo atonce, Joanna? They

will literally be In a fever, I think, until yon

are with them.’ Sl

‘I will go to-morrow.’ @ . .

4 Ang I inay accompany.you, of courge?
Then I must inform 0lgs, who wishes to visit
them too. "They will owe me -a vote of
thanks, I fancy, for restoring them to their
friends,” =~ - - ’

# Go for your cousin at onve, for I intend
to go nlone. Yes; I will have it o, ~ I pre-
fer it, Do you think I cannot travel slone ?7”
1sughing, and lfting her brave, brigbt face.
« Have you yet to lezrn I am stropg-minéed,
and amply sufficient unto myself? And,
Fraunk, do not tell your cousin any more than
your mother. Tell no one until I give you
leave.”
¢Bnt, Joanna——' ho is beginning, impe-
tuously, when Professor Erlcson enters, and
cuts kim short, Joanna informs him of to-
morrow’s journey; and that Mr. Livingston
will dine with him, and so his opportunity is

He dines and spends the evening, bnt he
docs ‘'mot see Joaona for a moment alone.
And next day she departs, holding to her
resolutiop to go unescorted., He sees her
off, and jtakes train for Brightbrook and his
couein Olga. Will they meet, he wonders,
these two, atthe Lamar Cottage ; aund if so,
how? Will Olga be simple, chlllingly civil 7

.t practical, ¢theré is nothing for
'you to do but step 'Into. the~property, aud
take thé réing of government:out of the
thands of Blaksley & Bird. ::They have men-

"and your. income must. have accumulated:
liké a rolling goldem river. What & ok
‘yoling -pergon you are, Joanna! Quite:a
modern mademoiselle, Fifty millions! And
yeit-,!:toyv quietly you ait thers and take it
" Dr. Lemareays this' in rather an: ‘ipjured
tone. Joanna. laughs.
- .. What would you have?” sheeays; « that
I should throw up my hatv and hurrah? We
don’t do that when we come into a fortune—

-j-the Jyck is something too solid and substan.

‘tial,” Besides, {t comes fo me s6—wsll, not
pledgantly. { It fe.nof d'cémidytable. reflec-
tioh, that thd*bost, the denreBt friends evor
foglorn walf-{ound in- Her néed, “aro thrust
out to meke room for-—I had almost 8iid,
the viper they had nourished. If takes ull
hentt out of your millions, Geoffroy.”

- 40l if you look at it io that light” says
-Geoflrey, covlly, # being a woman, of course
you will take the romantic and unpractical
side of it first. But having taken it, look
at the other—at the birthright usurped for
years. And as our golng out was inevitable,
you mnst know what a delight it will be to
-ug'all to sep you step in and reign at Abbott
Wood 1inptead of © stranger. You have
grown stdch a regal-lcoking young woman,
Joanus, that you will grace the position and
the house. I know of no one,” says Dr. Le-
mar, making a courtly tow, which includes
the two ladies, ¢ so fitted, In mind and per-
gon, to sncceed its late illustrious chate-
laine.” :

They laugh, and all restraint and embar-
rassment fly. ‘Flme has so softened the past,
80 blunted the pnin, that they can bear to
tolk of it all with hardly a pang.

#We have kept it & secret hitherto, even
frem Leo,” eays Geoffrey, ® because until yon
were jound potbing could be gained by tell-
ing. Now everything : ad better be told, and
the cooner you are inetalled ut Abbott Wood
the better, Whal are your plans, Joanna?
Whatever they are, for the futura ;emember
von are tc command me. I consider myself
quits a8 much your brother ay Leo is your

And how ia it that Lamar and his mother
take the finding of Josuna so greatly to
heart ?

In the late afternoon of that day acab
sets Jonnna down in front of the Lamar
Cottage. They have not expected her so
soon, and Mrs, Abbott alonels in the house,
Ag ehe sits the door opens,and a tall young lady
enters hurriedly, and falls on her knees be-
side her, and olasps her in her arms.

+Mrs. Abbott, the familiar voice cries,
titis I. Oh; my friend, kindest, tinest, dear-
est, best, look at me—bid me welcome—say
you forgive me~cay you are giad to see mo.
It is I—Joanna—come back,’

CHAPTER 1X.
KOW JOANNA PAID HEB DERT,
They sit in the half-lit parlor, the lights

She I8 a refined and thoroughly well- | tarned low under shades, and Joanna listens
bred young lady with gracious Inanners, | once more to the story Jud Sleaford has told.
and all womanly sweetuess, and goodnees and | Her hand is clasped in Mrs. Abbott's; Leo

grace.

nestles beside her after her usual clinging,

He epeaks warmly, his handeome face | childish fashion, and Geoficey 18 the narrator.

fluehes in the daik.

No eound disturbs him; there are tears in

«Thapk Heaven!' he hears Mrs. Abbott | his mothers dark eyes, otherwise she is
mmmur, and Geoifrey, too, seems deeply ( calm. Inthe startled eyes of little Leo there

moved.

are wonder and fear, but ehe says rothing,

#] am more thankful than I can eay,” he | althongh whkat sbe hears now she hears for

eays, safter a liitle, “I always knew the
elements of s noble character were there,
crushed, warped as they had been. Thank
Heaven, indeed! Bat tell us about her,
Frank. You can form no idea of how deeply
we are all interested in the well-being and
history of Joanna.”

So Frank tella it, Out there, In the sweat
summer dark, be tells the story of provoca-
Hor, and reprieal, and flight, and palp, and
gtrupgle, and hardly-won victory. Joanna
hss told it to him-—simply, unconscious of its
renl pathos—and he repeats it tenderly, dwell-
ing on all her goodnegs, her free generosity,
her brave great-heartedness, her bounty to all
weak, oppresged, and eéuffering things.

uShe gives like a princess, freely, with both
bands, to all who need,” he gays. “Iknow
that the dearest desire of her heart ia to gee
you all sgain, She speaks very little of her-
gelf, but that much I know.”

¢ Will you bring her to us 7" Mre, Abbott
gays, with repressed eagerness, great tears in
her eyes.  Ob, my poor, wronged, fll-treated
child! Bring her to us, Frank, at once—at
once! Geoftrey, you carenot go-for her—1
know—if you could—-" :

« Quite impoeeible, mother—-quite unneces-
sary nleo. Livingston will tell her, and she
will come, I will write to-night and say—
well, something of what there is to be said—
and she will come. The rest she can learn
here. Frank, you have done us to-night a
gervice for which I thank you with all my
heart. You do not understand now, but
you will Jater. Get in lights, Leo. I will
write my letter at once, befors I am ocalled’
away.” ' )

So they leave the sweet-smelllng garden
and the starry sky and go in. Ligkts are
prought. Geoffrey sits down to write, Mrs.
Abbott goes to the pisno and plays dreamy
gonatas, Leo gets some needle-work, Frank
gits near, with the paper Gecflrey hasthrown
down, and says little, Presently it is eleven,
and the letter in finlshed—a very long one—
and 1t 18 bedtlme, and they all stand up to say
good-night and good-by.

¢But you will scon return with Olga? Mrs.
Abbott says.

¢Olga will soon be here, he answers, with
& Bmile, but Leo notices he says nothing
about accompanying her. Then it is her
turn, and tkose two hard words ¢ good-bye I”
are spoken, and his visit has come to an

-«end.

- - » L

« A gentleman for you, Miss Jenny." Her
maid hands her a card. Joanua looks &t it,
and her face lugshes. Frank returped.

She I8 alone in her room. A week hos
passed since Jud Bleaford told her his story,
and no action bas been taken yet. Bhe
hardly knows why she walts, but it s for
Livingston’s return, and now the week {s up,
snd he 1s here. Bhe pgoes swiitly to
where he waits, and he comes forward, both
hauds outstretched. ‘

¥ You did not expect me so'soon? he says,
the first salutation over. No, I know, But
the oddest thing has happened.. Whom do
you think I bave mst?’ ' .

Bhe has no ides; she says, and smiles at the
bright ezgerness of his face, . . R

¢ Leo Abbott:=Geoff-—~theéfr mother—and 1
have bedn stopping with them ever since’ ---

‘Fﬂhkl, ‘ ;....- ‘-‘_»' K .\,_-,‘ ‘ ), [T S
+I thought you wonld'be hstonished. ¥on
cannot ‘ba more delighted: than- they were,
when (hey found, 0ut'l knew you and:where
you were. * They hgve been looking for you;
3 appeas; - all; thjs“time, You know’ {hey
Hiive glven up everything=-the "Xbbott' ‘pro~
+ perty I mean—and Geofirey supports them by

"|'in agony, in rebellion, in despair. I would

the first time. For Joanna, she sits quite
calm, and listens to the end. Kven then
thereis not much sald—there is not much
that it is easy to say., Leo buries her face in
Joapnw’s lap, and is sobblng softly.
« Oh, bow could pepa-—~how could he—how
could he 7’
It is not in that tender little heart to
blsmo any one too hardly. Shoeisafraid to
look ot her mother, at Jopuna, her sister, both
50 deeply wronged. Her eister | how straunge
that thought. A thrill of gladness goes
throngh her as she clasps her closer in ber
arms. Bhe has grown so famous, she besrs
herself e0 nobly—she feels so proud of her—
it almost compsneates., And she will bea
great heiréss—Joanna—it 18 her birthright,
all that splendor and luxury—beautiful lost
Abbott Wood.,
.Ah! her heart aches for Abbott Woed
often and often, her stately home down by
the sea. All i8 Jonnna's now. Not one
spark of envy or jealous grudglog is in her
—all good fortnne that can befall her, Joanna
deservee, has bravely eatrned. They were
the wusurpers, and held from her for
vears what should have been hers. Her own
gister! How good, how comforting is that
thought. She has never felt the need of a
glster; mamma and Geoffrey have always
sufficed, but it s a rare and sweet delight to
find cne at thig late day. And this is why
everything had to be given up, why mamma
‘togk her former name, why papa shot himsolf.

1 Poor papal he used to be so fond of his
little Leo.”

She sobs on, her face hidden, the sobs
stifled in Joauna’s lap. No one has a tesr
for.the dead sinner but tender-hearted little

Leo.

All this time they have besu talking,
brokenly, disconnectedly, but Leo has not
been listening, She has only been hesrken-
ing to her own thoughts, Now Joanna lifts
the bowed, dark head,

+Cryipg, lirtle Leo? why, I wonder?
Surely not lecause poor Joanaa I8 your
plater? Ab, my darling, it 1s the ono bright,
bright spot in all this darkness, and sorrow,
and sin.

«Qh, my dear! my dear!” Leo says, fling-
ing her arma about her, # do you not know I
foel that? I thank the good God for giving
me so great o gift. 1 love you, Joannn—no
sister was ever more dear—but I cannot help
thinking of—of him, He was fond of me,
you know,"

Sha droops her faco again, crying with all
her heart.

«Fend of you, my little oue?’ Joanna
says, her own eyes moist. “1 wonder who
waquld not be fond of you? And we all
love you the better for those tesrs, But
you *—~Joanna lays her hand on Mrs. Ab-
bot’s, and. looks up with wondering eyes
into her calm face,—* how you bear it, I
wonder a8 1 look at you, And you uged to
be so—" . . ) )

« So proud,. so imperlous, so exacting, s0
haughty. .« Ab, gay 1t, Soanna! Do 'l not
know it well ? ..I needed the lesson I have
recelved—the.only blow, I believe, th t could
haye bumabled me. - All other. things, sick-
‘1apR,;poverty, death itself, I could have borne
'and kept; my; pride—this 1 could tot. Pride
'had to fail. ", X bore it badly enough at.first—

fnot bel{eve such-shame, guoh-disgrace could’
tonch-me: .. Ilay.for.woeeks at deeth’s door.
1 .was:vwioked ‘embugh’ to/wish .to idie. .Buf
all thatsde: a::inémory - of . the . past now;
1 L:canr happy—ves; quite .happy. Joauna,

sister.”

She stretches out her hand.

« More than brother always, Geoffrey—bast
and stanchest of friends, And so I may
command you in all things? You promise
this

« Undonbtedly—in all things.”

t Vory woll—the first command I lesued s,
that you will not say one word of this to any
one. To the lawyers, if you like, but make
them the only exception. Not ope wotd,
remember, to any living soul.’

¢ Bot, my dear Joanna——'

t But, my dear Geoffrey, vou have pledged
yourself blindly to obey, and muet abide
that rash promise. I will it so.

¢ And Joanna {8 queen regent now ; it mast
be «as the queen willg 7” cries Leo, gaily.

4 Well—if I mast, I must, but I see no
sense in it. Amnd your plans ? for that is not
one. But perhaps it is too early for you to
have formed any.”

« No—my plauvs, such as they are, are form-
ed, and are fow and simple enough. In the

first place, I leave the stage.”

1 Of courge !" promptly  that goes without
saying.

#In the second,” smiling, »1stay heraa
week or two with you all, it you will bave
me,” ‘
Il we will have her—oh!” says Leo,
opening wide her velvety eyes.

¢ Then 1 start for ¥an Franciace, escorted
by oy desr old professor, who would escort
me to the world's end, at an how’s notice,
and take my mother, my poor mother, out of
her prison of years.”
@« Good child,” says Mze. Abbott. *You
will tind her well, too. Geofirey bad a let-
ter from the docto:, only a fortnight ago,
saying 60, and eaying sbo stlll kecps calling.
tor you. Ah! Joanna, that fatat fortune
will do some good, after all—it will rescue
her.”

«In Joanna's hends it will do muck good,”
gays Geoffrey, with decision. ¢ Well, aud
atter that ?

tAfter that—after that the deluge! I
hardly know. Thus far I have planned, and
no further., I do not quite realize it all yet.
My plans and wants will increase, I supposs,
as I do. But oh! through it all, this fairy.
fortune—this strange, tragical story, there is
one thing 1 do realize to my heart’s core—
how glad I am to be with you all again.
Wkat wonld it all avail but for your goodnets
in the past? Geoffroy, my first friend, I
cannot thank you—Iindeed, I will not try, but
you know—yout know what I feel! And Leo
ia my slster—my very, very own sister. It
is better than o score of fortunes. And you!”
she puts her arms suddenly about Mrs. Ab-
botr, *my dearest! my dearest, my more
than mother, how good you were to me in
thoso long gone days. Your lessons of love,
of patience, of gentleness seemed to be
thrown away then, but T hope—oh! I hope
they have come back and borne fralt. No-
thing good 1s ever lost; it all refurns
sooner or lator, I have found my own mother,
but I cou never love her botter than I love
yeu,!

It isa scene, and these women weep to-
gether, and when, an hour Iater, good-nights
are gaid, It 15 a very happy little houschold
that retives to sleep.

But Josuna does not slesp—at least for
hours. She 18 excited, she wants to be
alone, I think. BShe hasthe room lately
vacated by Livingston. Some relics of him
yet remaln—a glovo on the table, a flower
given him by Leo, degd and dry on the win-
dow-sill. It is of him che is thinking—he
is rarely absent long from ber thonghts,
Ho i3 coming to-morrow with his cousin
Olga. He must not know—mnot yet, not yet.
In these dim plans of hora for the future,
his figure does not appear; she ftries to
plnce him there, bul she canmot. A week
with Leo, and already the abrupt mention
of his name sends a flush Into the aark,
mignonno face, Isit se, then? And he?
She is the sweetest little blossom posslble, a
tender, gentle, adoring little heart, the sort
to sit at her hushand’s feet, and worship, and
gsee no faunlts. No, in the picture of her fu-~
ture, Joanna cannot fancy bim, try as she
may.

. Next day he comes, and with him Oiga
Ventnor.

¢ Dr, Lamar is very busy in those days, and
jd;taoase and death are very busy, too, in the

ALY, ¥ : -
f Ho' and -they. do battle by day and by
night; he has very litile time to give them
af bome. Fever Is spreading, and will not
‘e stamped .out; the weather 1§ hot, damp,
murky, oppreeeive—:seal fever . weathér, and
An:the pestilential purllous many lie ill anto
-death-theso*July days. A He js indefatigable,
iin.his ,profession; he seems to 1ive ic his,

iwith a deéper, ‘sndua-.troer, and. more,
lasting happiness, Do you remember the

icatriage; ho beglns:.to. look fagged and,
wern, strong ard robast as he {s, splendid

‘aged the eatate very well in ml] thefs vearg,|:

Standing.in thé parlor, nlone, the last light
full upon her, dressed -In " some gauzy, eilky
:robe, that floats ke a cloud, softly over the.
.carpet, her golden. bralds twisted coronéf.
fashlon arourid Berhead, a diamond star flagh-
-Ing at her throat, he secs—Qlga. L
.- 1t comes upon him like a shock of rapture,

He bas not been thinking of her at all, and
‘“sl,i,_e is before him, a dream of light, of loveli..
~ness. ~ He stands quite still, quite pale, up-'

able for a moment to sdvance or.speak, look-
ing at her. It is she who comes forward,
bleshing slightly, smlling snd holding out

-her-hand. .

i:Are you going to swoon at my fest, Dr.
Lamar? Do pot, X beg—I would not hnow
in the least how to bring you to.  Yes;it is
1 1n the, flesh—Olga—shake hands and see.
How unflattering amszed you look, to be
gura! And yet,’ with the prettiest of pouts,
You muet have krown 1 was coming.

“1 had forgotten' cays Dr. Lamar.

The words are not flattering, but he still
holds her hand, and guzes at her ag though
he could never geze enough.

« Compliementary, tpon my word ! But it is
just like you all—out of sight, ont of mind.
Lo and your mother had not forgotten, gir!
Men have no memorics.  'Will you notcome
in ? The houge i8 thine own—or do you mean
to stand staricg indefinitely. You remind
me of the country swain, who sighed and
looked, sighed and looked, sighed and looked
and looked again, If you sigh and look in-
to the dining-rcom it will be more to the
purpose’ Your dinner is walting there, and
your mother hes been left lamentirg over
your prolonged absence, and the fowl that is
spoiling whilas it waits.”

She rnus on gally—she sees &1l the sur-
prise, the admiration in his face, und she
likes it. Bhe is a bero-worshipper, this fair,
white Olga, and Gecifrey Lamar is har latest
hsro. She does not understand very clearly,
but for honour's sanke ho has given up a for.
tune, and gone out single-handed to fight
with fate. He is m hero In that, to this ro-
mantic yoang lady, he Is working himsslf to
dsath among the poor snd scffering, heedless
of rest, or food vr comfort; he iz & hero in
that algo. Anud it is n grand thing to be like
that. She adores strength, bravery, uarel-
fish deeds. And—what a distingulshed-
lookinag man he has become; but themn he
always had that alr-noble even as a boy,
which she admires s0 much,and sees so
saldora. .

Dr. Lomar is off daty that eveaing, really.
off duty, and epjoys bis homs circle with a
zost, a delight that is not untinged with pain.
To sit and look at that lovely face is a pleas~
ure 8o intense that he i slmost afrald of it,
Frank {3 thers near Lec. Mrs, Ventnor, too,
Is pregent, talking earnestly to Mrs, Abbott,

They have much to say and hear of the
past five years, and once mutual friends. She
and her davghter, with Frank, are stopping
at tbe hotel near by—the bandbox cottage
accommodates but one guest at a time. That
one, Joanna, is at the plaro playing softly—
80 soitly that she disturbs the talk of no cne,
Livingston tries to be devoted and turus the
wusic, but she sends him away.

« 1 play from memory," she says, “or I im.
provise. Itis my way of thinking aloud;
and I like to be alone when I think.” Go
and talk—go and amuss little Leo,” smilingly;
t ghe bates to be alone.” -

80 he goes, and tkus piired off, theeven-
ing passes delightfully. It {8 an evening
Geoffrey, for one, never forgets. Olga is by
hia side; Joanna ia playing softly, . softly,
and a littlo sadiy.. Is she happy? Her face
tolls npotbing. The others ara—bw is,
supremely so. Outeide there is the summer
Carkuess, the stas, the whispering wind.
Yes, it is 8 plcture he will recsll to his Cylng
day. '

Miss Ventnor has met Misa Wild, the
veealist, with some surprise, and extreme
cuariosity. Arnd so the i3 Joanna?—really?
How stupid of her and Frenk not to bave
recognizsd her at once. Bat she has so
changed—eo -improved. Miss-Wild will
perdon her, she truste, for saying ss much,
After all, she is privileged, being such a
vory old—acquaintance. May she congratu-
Jate her ?—her voice is enchanting, she en-
vies her whenever she Lears it. How charm-
ing tbat they should ail meet agnin ke this.
And so on—more then civil—gracious, in-
deed—quite tho. manner of some fair young
grand duchess, £o uplifted that she can afford
to stoop and be sweet.

Joannn smiles at It all, not embarrassed,
not overwhelmed, and responds very quistly.
Olga does not dream-—nons of them do—the
double secret she holds. Her manner to
Livingston 18 so simply that of a friend,
S¢11l he fesls uncomfortable, and urges her
to let him tell, @ Wait, wait," is all she will
say, It is her anawer to Geoffrey, too, when
he relterates his wish to make known her real
positlon to the Ventnors. fOh, wait,) she
eays ; ¢ time enough for all that.,’ And they
obey her. She bas a strong will, this gentle
Joanna, and it makes itself felt. She forms
her own plsne, and abldes by them. She has
great falth in time, and waiting, and patlence,
to set the moet crooked things straight. A
little, indeed, is revealed—sho bas discoversd
her mother oul in Ban Francisco, and Josuna
is goiug thero to join her mext week, Itis
her intention to return with her and make an-
other brlef visit to the Lamars.

After tbat—Livingsion glances at her with
a somewhsat anxfous fece, bui she smiles
back et him with a brightness all her own.
She bas tbe brightest smile, the frankest
laugh, in the world—in her prorence there ia
a sonfe of comfort, of peace, of reet. That
sabtle fascination of mauner bas its effect on
them sll, snd her singing charms care from
every heart. Mrs, Ventnor is bewitcned—
Olza says 50 laughiogly ; she ia rendy to lia-
ten for kours, rapt, if Josnna will only sing.

«I repeat if,” Miss Ventnor says, * you
have bewitched roamma, Miss Wild. She is
under the spell of 8 musicnl enchantress.
What sorcery is in that voice of yours that
you steal cur hearts through our eara?”

This 18 very graclous, Olga goes with the
majority, and does real homage to her old
foe. The clear, noble face, the quiet well-
bred manner, the slren-charm of volce, win
golden opinins from her, fastidious as she is,

«] never eaw any one Bo changed as that
—that Joanna,” she says, half laughingly, half
petulantly, to Frank; <tshe is a witch, I
think, Even J cannot resist, There 18 a
sort of charm about her—I cannot define it,
but perhaps you can see—that compels one’s
liking in spite of one’s self.” :

¢ Apd why in spite of one's gelt,Mile. Olga?
Why ehould one try to resist ?”

« Ah! why? We were always antagonistio,
you know. Andeoyou can ges it? Now,
really you'are Bharper-sighted than I took
‘you to be, 1 tbought yox saw nothing but
little Lieo’s riante facel? o

«What ?” Liviogston  orles, consclence-
Btrlcken; “do_vou know what you ars say-
ng? Lied'"- What i3 Leo to me? .t . i
" *otI do not know what Leo msay be to yon

at this present moment,” says Olga; cooily,

ingston’oovered with confusion as with & gar-
ment, and Olga’s sapphire eyes laughing  with
meiice. - | . v

. The days-go By ; Joenna's week has nearly
merged into two. They hold her by force,
it seems ; Mra. Abbott's pleading eyes, Lieo's
.pleading lips, Geoffrev’s pleasure in her pro-
‘longed stay. Thé Ventnors are- still here;
Liyingston -la. svery, day, and sll day every
de, almost, at tho cottags. .~ Tt
v -Dr, Lamar works &3/hard as.-ever, epares
himself ag little &3 ever,'nnd‘"b_,egins to look
really haggard snd ill.'- His mother and
Joanpa watch Lim. with anxlors eyes, and
what they fear comes to pass. Olga’s berd
goes.down on his battle-field, but facing and
‘fighting the foe until-he fallg, prostrate and
conquered,

And then there are tears, and paric, and
terror in tho beight little household, and a
sudden scattering of the happy circle. And
in this hour, Joanua comes forward to pay
her debt—to pay if, if need be, even with her
life., She 1s calm and self-possessed, whero
sll i dismay. She takes Livingstou aside,
axd speaks to him as one having authority.

uLnet night I spoke to Geolfrey,” she
quictly eays: ¥be felt this comidg cn, nod
know he could rely upon me. He wished to
bo taken to the hospital, but that I weuld
not hear of. He wished me to go, but that
was 8till more irxpossible. Then we declded
what to do, and you must obey. You must
lesvé st once, and take Miss Ventnor, and
her mother, and Leo with you to Brightbrook,
if yon sre wise; this city iz not safe. I re-
mein with Mra. Abbott. A professional
purde is coming and his friend, Dr. Morgan,
will‘attend. To obey ia the only way in
which you can help ns, and with the hsip of
Heaven, Geoffrey will be restored fo us
soon.”

© Bat, oh, Joana,” the young man cries ont,
tiit may be death to you.”

Sho smiles; it is o smile that gcesto the
heart.

+«J{ Heaven pleeaes, but I think net. I
am g0 strong, 8o well. 1 have never been
ilt In my life, and 1 am pot in the lenst
afraid. I do met think that for me thers s
the slightest deuger. DBat for your cousin
and Leo there may be much. Take them
away, Frank, and do not come here any
morg., " :

u I will take them away,” he answers, “bat
&8 for not coming here any more-~"

He does not finish the sentence ; he turns
to go. Then sudaenly hs comes back, and
he clasps her closely in hig arme, and kisses
ber again and again. :

©God bless you, my own darliog—my
brave, noble, great-hearted Joanna, and make
me worthy of you in the time that is to
come.”

Olga Ventnor, and her mother, and Leo are
taken away. Not willingly; rebelling, and
undor loud plrotests and tsars on Leo's part ;
white, mute grlef on Olga®s. Her heart
buras os she thinks of Joanna there in the
post of danger, by his side, and she here
solfishly safe and free.

But she gays little. What is there for her
to say ? and malden pride is very strong in
Olga Ventnor. They see that she is pale;
that as the days go on she grows thin as a
shadow ; that she wanders about like n rest-
loss spirit; that she listens breathlessly to
the report Livingstone brings daily, ard
many Umesa dey. For they have not gone—
thst would heve baen too cruel—and Frank
hove:s coastantly abont the cottage, inter-
cepts the doctor, waylays tho nurse, and tries
to catch glimpses of Joannan. There
are not many glimpses of Joanea to be had ;
zhe literally lives in 1ihe sick.room, she
shores the nizhtly vigils, ghe gnatches brisf
naps 'n her clothes, while she fnsista vpon
iis mother takicg her proper rest. No Sis-
ter of Mercy, no adorinz wife, could kave
watched, nursed, cered for him more de-
votedly tban coes shs., And the daya pass
—the long, sunny, summer days. Iivery-
thing thet medical skill can do, that tireless
aursing can do, are done. And they triamph.
There comes a day and n night of agopized
suspente, and wailine, end heart-bhreak—a
night in which Olga Ventnor knows in her
agony that iIf Geoffrey Lamar dles, all that
life holds of joy for her will die too—a night
in which Leo weeps, and Livipgston roams
restlessly, and Joannn watches, and walts,
aud prays. And as’day dawns, and the first
larcos of sunghine pierce the darkened siok-
room, she come3d out, whito as o spirit,
wasted, wan, but oh! so thankful. Ohl
t0 glad., Oh! 50 unspeaksbly blessed.
Frank Livingston starts up and comes for.
ward-—pale too, and worn and thin, He
does not speak—his eyes speak for him,

« Do not come near,” Josnna eays, remem-
bering, even in that supreme hour, prudence.
% Go bome and tell them all to hless God for
us. Geoffrey will live.”

He goes and tells his glad news. Mrys,
Ventnor and Leo cry with joy, and are full
ot outspoken thanhsgiving, but Olga issilent.
And presertly she rises, fesling giddy and
faint, and goes tu her room, and falls on ber
kuees by the ted, and there remains, howed,
speechless and motionless, a long, long
time. And whetker it is for Geoflrey she ia
praying, or—Joanna—¢ehe can never tell,

CHAPTER X.
S THE TIME OF RGSEB.”

« ] never thought to see it again, the dear
old place. Nowhere Ia the world can ever
seem g0 much like home to me as Bright-
brook, 1t is good, good, good to be buck.”

So says littlo Leo, drawing a long, content-
ed breath. She stands leauing pgainst a
brown tree truuok, her kat in her Land, the
sunshine sifting down upon her like a rajn
of gold, flecking her red cambric dress, ber
braided dark balr, her swest, 8oft.cut face, the
great black velvely eyes.

Those dark eyos gezs with a wistinl light
in tbhe dircction of Abtott Wood, whither
she nag not yet been. Sittlog in a rustic
chbeir, pear, Frank Livingston looks at her,
thinking, artist-like, what an unconscious
pletare she makes of herself, and with some-
thing deeper, perhaps, than mere artist ad-
miration in his eyes.

They are all hers, the Lamar family, and
have been for two days. To Leo it is as
though they had never quitted it. The
villa, the village, the faces of Frank snd
Olgs, overything seems as though ehe had
only left yesterday. The gap of years is
bridged ovor; she is rich nnd prosperous Leo
Abbott once more. Oaly her old home she
hns not 8een ; she longs to go, but dreads to
agk .- -
".In an Invalld chair, close by, sits her
ibrother, very much .of an invalid still, pallid
and thin to a most intoresting degree, and
petted by all the womankind untfl Living-
ston declares in disgust :the after .coddling
must e ten times harder for Lamar {o bear
up against than the fever bout. .Olga isan

;| exception.; Olgs, now that ghe has gotfen

" him safely here, feels o limitless content, but,

she does rot ‘coddle.” ' She watches the re- !

'on~—~li’_a£'-‘alee’i’a for.any man, ‘dick or well,
She is a falr, & graclous, a lovely young

hostess, full of all"igentld care for the com..

fort of her gmesls ; but Geofftey is her

mother's * especial province, and to her

mothér che quietly leaves him,

16 18 rather against his wiil, truthto te
thit: Dr. Lemar is here .at.all’ but :eg
little volce was given him in 1be matier—
his faint objactions were overinled by o vggt
majority, and ‘he was ez roufe hither almost
before he knew it.

Colonel Ventnor had come for his wife ang
daughter, alsrmed for their «catety, apg
finding the patient convalescent, hed wnited
a few days, and abducted bim, willy~ailiy
‘The. cottage had been shut.-up, snd th;
family are safely here, recuperating in the
frosh, sen-scented broezes of Biightbrook, apd
Ulga and Leo at least, iu their Lidden hoarts
supremely happy. '

For Frauk and Geoffrey—well their ros
ara certainly not thornless. For Gaoii‘l:-e;mltl’g
finds himeelf yielding' irresistibly fo ‘th
spell of otber days, and it threatens to b a
fatal epell. * In thoso other days it was dif.
ferent—he might have koped then—now
hops would only be another nams for pre-
sumption. Hoe has loved Olga ever sivee be
can remember, it Seems to him, and even
when he thought her assigned 1o Livinpsto-n
had hoped, fesling confident of belng able tc;
hold bis own with that careless woger. But
ull that has been changeld; in thosze dsys he
wis the heir presumptive of a very rich man -
in these days ke i8 a penniless doctor
able to carn his daily bread, and littlc
more. And for all 1ho best years of
his 1ite it seems likely to be 8o. For himaslf
he has quite made up his mied (o it, hag not
been ushappy ; but now-—now, afier tais in.
oppoitune visit, alter long days spent in her
eociety, it will be different. He cen bardly
love her better, and yet ho drends 10 stay,
He will £pcil bis lifa for nothieg, a hopeless
passion will mar all that is bestin him, g
lqve she must never know of will cousnzne
bis life, eat cut his heart with useless long.
ings and regrets.

Meantime Joonna specds on by day nnd
by night, on her loog jouraey to her mother,
Her prediction has proven true—sLe doss not
teks the fever. Ard the dector tells themy
sll thet to her icdefatigable nursing more
;_I}En anything olee do they owe Géoﬁrey’s

ife.

“Thank her if'you cun,froung mag,’ D:,
Morzan Bays; 'she never spared hercelf by
night or day. But for her you would baa
dead man this morning.’

But Geeffrey does not even try to thank
her—there ave things for which mere words,
be they never ¢0 eloquent, are a poor retam,
Others overwhelm her with tears, and grati-
tude—hismother, his siater, Mrs. Ventnor,
Olga saya little, but it is at her Joanns
looks. She {8 very pale in these first days
with a tense sort of look in her blue eyes
but she holds herself well in hand, and even
Joanoa turns away dlssppointed, from that
gtill, proudly calm face. Only when they
eay good-by does a glimpse of Olga's heart
sppear. She is the last to eay it, and they
are alone. She bas held out her hand at first
with a smile, and the conventionsl good
wishes for a pleasant journey. Suddenly she
flings her armg aroond Joenna’s meck and
holds her almost wildly to her.

“You have saved his life," she whispers, 3
“ 1 will love 3§

kissing her again and again,
you while I live for that.”
Aud then she i3 gone.

Joannn looks after her, a glad, releved,

triumphant emile ou her face.

« 1t isco then,’ sha ¢ays, softly, <in pite
of all—in epite of pride. I am ro glad—so
very, very glad.”

And row they aore all here, aud the five
last miserabls years eeem to drift awar, and
the old tims—«the time of roses”—comes
baek. Leo vicits Abbott Wood to Ler Leart's
content, a0 one otjects, and wardsrs sadly
uncer ihe trees, and down by the blue sum-
mer 8¢a, through tha glowing rooms, epeakicg
of her mother's refined taste, her fathers
loundless wealth.

Poor papa! Leo's tender little hsatt i3
ead for bim yet. Here {s tho chape),
beantiful St. Wealburga’s, with its radiant
saints on golden backgrounde, the crimson
and purple and golden glass castiog rays of
rainbow light on the coloured marbles of the
floor ; the carved pulpit with its angel faces,
fiom which Mr. Lamb's meek countensnce
ueed to beam down on themall. Up yonder
is the organ where mammea used to sit and
plsy Mogzsrt und Haydn on Suunday sfter-
noons. How sllent, how ead, how changed,
it all is now. Here is her own white and
blue chamber, with its lovely picture of Christ
Blessing [ittle Children, its guardianangels
on brackets, her books and toilet things, all
as they ueed to be. '

Here ia Geoffrey’s room, bare encugh azd
without carpet, for bis tastes were preter-

natarally austere in those daye, with lois of

gpace, and littlo else, excopt an iron bedstead,
acd tables and chairs, And books, of course
—oeverywhere books. And a horrid skeleton
in a closet on wires, and a dismal skull erin.
uing at her under glass.

Leo gets out again as quickly as may by
with a sbndder at Geoffrey's drendful tastes.
Her first visit leaves her very sad ond
thoughtful; she loves every tree in the old
place, avery room in the stately house, and it
1s never to be home to her any more! It i8
Joanna's, and, of course, ke s gled of that.
No good too geod, can cowme to Jcanna. But
for all that, it makes her heart ache. She may
come to it as a visitor, but dear, dear Abbott
Wood will never be home sny more.

No one else goes, not her mother, not ber
brother. They drive in every other diractlon
never in that. Leo goes often, and frequent

goieg blunts the first sharp fueling of los8 [

nnd pain. Another sense of loss und pain;

keoner yet follows Lhis.

be avoids her, indeed ; ba is mnever her
escort if be can help it. Someiimes
he cannot help it. Olgs, in her {mperlous
fashion, orders him to go and take care of
Leo, and not let the child coma to harm mov.
ing abeut slone, Leo tries to assert himself,
and summon pride to her aid ; but Leo in the
role of a haughty maiden is a fallure. The
sensitive lips quiver, like thelipsof a grieved
ohild; the velvet black eyes Erow

‘What has she done to make Fraak
'dislike her? .He used not to be like tHls;
‘he used to be nice, and attentive, and poite.
But it 15 80 no more, He goes with her
when he must, and talks to her after a con
atralned fashion, snd Jooks at. her forivels,
‘and seems guilty when,caught in tle act.
Why should he look guilty; and glamws haa;
tily away?  There ié no harm in lgking a
ber~—Leo has a seorst consclonsnesy that she
16 mot bad-tolook &« . = ./ - .

" (Continugl o, Third Tag.) -

/]

What has she don¢ [§
to Frank? He is her friend no more; §

dewy |
snd deep, with teers hardly held back. :

TR T L T e S e v

Phobll ol L dd it At o m e . m

g g m



