TRUTH.

THE LIGHT OF COLD-HOME FORD.

CHAPTER LV,

 Woop, foclish beart,
Ford i LA g1t yo part,
‘or death fs dry as H
Eund s the night, -E'ou Sk hus

Your sins express, melt into dew,”

~Q, Husser.
Blyth and Joy looked all round, but only
the wheat-field and the waving branches of
the elms were to be seen, or had descried
them, Nevertheloss, with & sober and de.
Footpath 1 oy festng: specially gty o
cotpath ; Joy feeling spec guilty be-
cause the ro ia her b%u't had ’;IOC yet been
uttered with which sbe must have frozen
the kiss that was 80 -warm on her lips.
atile the path feagiog o whioh . at
9 eading to which ran at
right l:ith theirs, so that the thick-
neas of the tangled hedgerow had completely
hid the lovers from any indiscreet. eyes

spproaching.

A young man waa trying to get over the
stile as they came up. Or, rather, Lo seem-
od 80 ill that being taken with weakness in
the very act, he was aupporting himself on
the top bar.

Joy almost gave a sczuam of surprise as
she saw him,

It was Stecenie Hawkabaw ; but looking
like}s ghost in a living man'xclothes. Death-
ly white, with cboeka so_ <.llow that the

in secmed drawn over theiws with difficulty
only his eyes be!ng wonderfully brightened
and larger, and bis cheek-bomes tinge? with
a round, red fiush in deceptive sppearance
of health, the poor fellow was coughing

as if the fit would rack him to pieces.

*¢Oh, Blyth, helphim ; he mu.i’ fall 2" ex-
claimed Joy, with a woman's quick pity.

More slowly, man.-like Bl comse for-
warl, notliking toseemforciog aid onany one.
But now, arged bg that dear voico of divino
sympathy, he held out bis arm like a atrong
bar for support, ssying smply, in an
boneat, kindly wa‘{.

“ Just take hold of me till you get down,
will you, Hawkshaw ? That cough of yours
would stake any man.”

As Blyth thus atood quite close to the
atile, Steenie collectrd himself. Ie had
seemed ready to faint, and his -brow was
damp with bead-drops, but a faint flosh now
overapread his features, and, summoning all
his remaining strengsh, be struck Bl in
the faco with his wasted, nerveless fist.

¢ There ! that's for you and your belp,”
he gasped with excided, working features,
¢Take that in return fcr 1be day wo met at
Drewaton,”

Joy had grown critscn with fury at the
insult, for her lovér's sake. But Blyth,
though he bad stepped beck a pace, fotbore
to show > aign of anger, after the first quick
sta~. Tie sald, very qufetly,

s ¥ will take that and another blow bo-
sides, Hawkshaw, if in your conscience you
think it right for you to give and me to re-
ceive. Godjudge between us as regardatho
poor, hunted woman that caused our
quarrel 1"

There was a minute's tilence. Steenie
Hawkshaw had succreded in getting down
from the stile unaided, though he was so
weak that he tottered. Then another it of
coughing came on a0 bad he had 4o hold his
head, and it mede them ache with pity to
hear bim. When it was over, Hawkshaw
1sid Lis head ageinst the top bar and

sobbed.

Blyth and Joy watchod him, feeling quite
stricken with pity, and, as it were, saham-
ed of heing s0o well and atrong themselves.
Hagd Steenis died then and there in the
field they would hardly have been
80 pear the end of bis lfe did he seem.
Bodily weakness hsd overpowered hum,
becide:et‘hho”t mgilo& ‘“'errb the ig:pn}n oiil::
anger ytb. ou the forgi
mf:lincu of the latter, added to vhoq“w
what atings of his own ccnscienco abont
Magdalen, that bad long tertured him, in-
fncreased oo seolog Joy, bad broken down
the poor wretch’s pride utlerly.

Ashamed of himself, ho stopped, with an
effort $o laugh.

¢ Well, you've the beet of me, Berrington,
I'm giymf; angd, if not, I'd havo been dis-
inherited, anyway, for & wretched, puling
baby ‘up there at the Barton.
that's bow the world goes.”

He could not slir yet; bardly k.
Joy pitifully beat over him and vip:s.t‘he
dampe from his brow with her hondker-

Ha, ba—

Hewkshaw suffored her to do it,then
spoke, tvith some relenting in his bittameas,
thoss Seldn pesiapes Deriogson This peth

036 fio. gton,
was oomeﬁxnpe:t uﬁ' to be a publio %:w,
though we tried to stop ita being used.”

* You are weloome to .i at all events,”
suswered Dlyth, tﬁ:"ly' * Bt will you
do either of two ? Let me give you
my arm back to the n, for you are not
strong enough to be left by yourself ; or, if
you can get as far as the Red House, I'll
drive you back myself.”

Without a word, Hawkshaw looked Blyth
in the faoe awhile.

Then he slowly said,

41"l do peither ; but 'l believe you're a
ghood lo:t, u;fur all. And,if I m?;:ld l‘l‘lve

6 pAs' e over sgain, we ¢t have
been friends. 'Well, no matter now | Bat
still I may be able to do yon both a good
turn, lhvoyonboan to the fair at Moor-
town to-day?”’

¢ No,” aaid Blm. wondering. He had
sent bis farm. tboug. and his
tbomu flashed at onos to wandering what
f%co o:llththt gndiv!du(ll counld hv;z)deen
about ; 0 sup & very superior
Su0CeNOr (o n&d Digkorwho ‘was now bed-
ridden and in a state of dotage.

“ Qo bo?i‘ of yqq:, then, and ses the
travelling show. ore’s an evening per-
formance. I went last night, and—taough
be sure—J hardly slept after-
wards t.hinklng of what I saw there, You
go espacially 1" (to Jog) ‘it g‘ou don't, you
may regrot it to your dying day.”

is two listaners tried to make Hawk.

sliaw speak more distinctly on the subject | diy

- L wind, by nataral queries, objections,
surmises.

But Steenie would by no means say more | disa

than—

¢Go, I tell you, go! I never supposed
two ﬁn’e, tnvclle&gpeople like you beth
would care the smmuff of a candla for the

show; but still yon go. Wait for the wax- | H

works to be opened—ncver mind the other
formances, the puppet-show and the fat

y and Zulas, a lot of them—you watch
for the mutic in the waxwork tant. Good-
by. Imake no promiss, for I may beall
wrong—I couldn't be sure. But jut you
8o and see.”

With which oracular words, and a4 more
of explantion vouchsafed, Steenis left them
slowly, leaning on & atick heavily, and every
now and then stopping to rat and watch
the yellow bu es fluttering by, snd the
darting swallows in mid-air, with a sort of

envy.

I‘gyth and Joy watched him & little, theo,
seemg he was better, and apparently able to
ute is own way back, both looked at each
other.

“ What does he mean?” asked Joy, ber
woman's curionity all alive.

41 don't know,” answered Blytb, musing
+Bat wo bad bettor go and ace.”

CHAPTER LVI.

¢4 The first company that pasec by,
Say na, and let gt
The next company that passes by,

Firstlot the black, Janet,
And mop.Tet pess the brow-
But g1ip yo tothe milk-white sood
Azd, pu’ tho rider down.,”
—TAe Youny Tamlane .
The sun was sstting behind the Moortown

rised | hills as Blyth diove Joy up to thelittle

town,

Thers was a small square in the middls of
the town, in which atood ar old market
croes, raised on throe tiers orstops. And
round this contral spot—a atrange ocontrast
—were pitched seven yellow wagons,

These blocked up the little side-stroets,
one leading from the gray church with ita
lové towg,“ mdbnotbc:h soe
sad anof ending tho roed u m the
valley. Th;d traffic wuhctl:,oskos,‘l?nd the
country crowd, wedged into narrow space,
mmgmulﬁpﬂod. The tops of the t
vass were on alevel with the little -
roora windows above the butcher's and
Laker's and grocur's shops, and evem o
scured these of the ** Three Crowns Ine.”

The ev als was noissy with the bray-
ingof abrass ttached tothe great show,

and preluding ons of the various perform.

auces which sucoeeded each other. Mingled
with this came the baaing of many aheep on
the air, that were being drivea away in
different flocks; the giod-humored and
sloepy voices of fat farmer’s staniing about
the inn door in groups broken by an occa-
aional great] laugh ; the excited calls of the
village goseips, noise of the children, and
disregarded hoarse abouts of ‘‘Aunt Sally ”
and “‘shies-at-a-cocoa-nut” men, whose mean
baits wers altogether outdone by the big
yellow caravan, which combined so many
attractions in iteelf,

As Blyth Borrington, sfter putting up his
dog-cart at the “Three Crowns,” esco
Joy turough the good-humored crowd of
sight-seers, the busliiess of the day was
;ovel;,g and the fun of the little falr in full

swing,

Here was one yrllow house on wheels
with the hideous’ .st lady, who resided
squeezed thereln, portrayed outside ; re-
resembling much, apparently a Yorkshire
Ellfn 1f, by chance, the moved one of the

ds for air before the tiny windows of the
cu-rhge house in which she was boxed, or
that, by chance, a glimpes of a stout bare
arm oould be
children outaide, who could notafford tojay
el e, B

e Po] of » shooting-
heard pi;.:. Mmgg imctiogl: another
wagon disgo » movable w
stage, on which m:gionetm had lately been
put through their puppet dauce ; while
some last sonnds of mest  hideous clamor in
in a tent signified thut some ‘‘xeal Zulus »
woro just onding their native war-dance,
hoarse with shouts, and no doubt leg-weary,
to judge by the violent sumgng that shook
the protzuding boards of their temporary
b i-voom,

Blyth and Joy passed all these attrac.
tions, andjwent towards the wnrworks, as
ected. The skow was not yet open.

Feeling a little fooliah, and still curious,
yot prepared by their own anticipation for
ppointment, they conversed together in
whispers upon Steanic Hawkshaw and his
mysterious words ; tried to pretend interest
in'the scene around ; and half thought of
driving straight home again to the R~d
ouse,
¢ Theso good peaple are all looking at us,
and wondering what we am hero for.” IfX
thought it was a hoax—" said Blyth, ha'f
gruflly, feeling uncomfortable in tuc
aituation.

¢4 Ok, no, no, one so ill as Steenie wonld
not hoax. Having come 3o far, we must
seo what thereis to be seen,” pleaded Joy,
whose curiosity, though mixed with donbtas,
had only grown with the delay.

At that moment the brass band atruck up
again, The ovening show of the waxworks
was nbout to open.

The largeat yellow wagon, which had un.
roofed itself, now let down a row of flap-
shuatters from its sides, displaying behind
these a atriklag portrait pﬂery of the
quoen and all her ministors, both in and o2t
of office, with strict impartialit,. The floor
of the wagon became a pliatform, on which
the effigics of 1ix gilded knights apparentl
brayed from trumpets, while very rui,
untuned sounds came from a group of mort-
al musicians behind them.

¢ Waik up, walk up,” cried a red-faced
showman, with a tall hat stuck much on
one aide of his head, muvmg Joy's
beantifal face undee her gypsy bon-
net. “ Walk up, and the gen'l’'man will be
'appy topay for you, I'll be bound.” Then,
in & hoarse-whispered shout to aunother as-
sistant at the back, ¢Isay, Bill, make
room there inside,
hu f"‘ coming.”

yth and Joy found themsclves minglin
with & crowd of bettor-class aight secrs, al
uﬁor to partake of the atmosphere of art
and refinement in this department of the
Siravelli exhibition,” reported to be
much superior in its elegunce to the other
more vulgar entertainments in its company.

They stumbled up some wooden steps on
to the platform, stumbled down more on
the other side, and found themselves inside
s dark tent, surrounded by mysterious
curtains,

The showman now seized a long whip,
snd, as prelude, gave it & sharp flick over
the heads of a group of Mocrtown childran,
whom he transtixed with his eye.

*¢ Do X hear a noise there ; oha and
disturbing ladies and gents, besides all this
assembled company ? 11l turn you all out,
every one, next minute—this instant—and
return your money, at balf-price. Money
indeod ! What do I oare sbout momey?

Here's a couple of real

soen, the excitement of the|in,

Elegant behavior's the thing for these wax
worka,

The frijghtened ohildren had been as mum
a8 mjoe, huddled together ; but flick ! wens
tho whip a second time over their innocent
heads,

Joy was indigant, about to take their
pcr:‘ when s whisper from bebind a curtain
noard thrilled her atrangely,

Do quiet yourself, stupid man, or Iwon't
slog! you hear—behave bettor at
once.”

The red-faced man, who had his arn
sharply from behind the curtain,

ked nonplussed a minute, Then recover-
himselt.(the litttle acene being perceived
by few,) he grew instantaneously milder,
ough his bat more rakishly than
ever on one side of his .head, by the way of
self-assertion. He began now to draw back
the curtains one by one from before various
inamely mmn{ waxwork f Then,
turning the light from some strong reflecting
lanterus, managed by his sasiatant, on
each in turn, went on eloquently explaining
their merits and meaning ; rolling his r's as
he deciaimed with an uaction, r-rrepresent-
superfine education,
vt Joy heeded not a clammy group, cot-
t}n'g forth the story (recitcd at some leng(.h)
of ‘Amlet and the lovely, unfortunate Ho-.
lis. She never gave a loyal glance at the
yal Family riendiog life-sise in real
though faded ball-dresses, and all wearing
bigger or lesecr gilded coronets. The ghastly
horrors of the 1ast ocslebrated murder were
loat upon her ; though the murderer's head
was .f::n on one black-draped pedestal
glaring at its pale victin's face on another
(the latter being represented with a red gash
on his foreh.3d, * 1o give the company pre-
sent a hexcelent idea of the suffering of this
r gentleman.')

Joy could heed nothing, fix her eyes on
nothﬂ: . bm c;"pemin from whence had
come that whisper.

“You are not well, I think; it isvery
hot and stafly. Would you like to come
away ? There is nothing, afterall, to be seen
hers,” asked Blyth, in a low tone, in her ear,

¢ No, no ! He said we were to wait for
some muaic, didn't he? We'll not go just
yet ; at loast, unless you wish it, Biyth.”

So Blytb, marvelling, and having come to
the disgusted conclusion in his own mind
that ho was a fool for his pains, waited of
course patiently at his dear sovereign's
biddisg.

They bad atill to wait some time.

Oace more Blyth asked Joy preseatly, if
she would cow hiko to come away, And—
hesitating, with a senmation of faintness
stealing over her, not 30 much from heat
and closeness of the as from an in-
describable disappointment and hcart-sink-
ing, when yet—no, surely l—she bhad not
allowed herself to think, except anything—
she tit‘in angwered,

¢Shall we just wait to sec it all ended ?
Unless you very much mind, dear Blyth.”

At Izst the showman had goneround all
the waxworks in their separately draped
Little stalls,  The curtains had been drawn
t~ck from all but one side; that where Joy
still kept her eyos fixed in a fascinated way,
while her ears were atrained to catch the
slighteat sound, though all behind there was
now still,

¢ And now, Iadies and gents, for the Iast
and crowning attraction of this performance,
Tae gifted Countess Maddalcw., & Suanish
lady of high descent, who has (onuescaned
for a while to ’onor the boards of our Royal
Travelling Theatro as & bright, par-tic-ular
star, will now sing a native so0g in the cos-
tume of an Indian princess.”

With a aharp rattle the curtains were
pulled back from tho end. There was ro-
vealed a tiny, low stage, the interior dnﬁd
a8 & tent, with bright, Eastern-look
colored atuff, And,on a low divan o?
cushions, the light throwa full upon her,
tat—Magdalen !

CHAPTER LVII.
' While sadly I roam, I regret my dear home
Whers 1ads and young lasece are makiog thebay ;
The merry bells ring, and tho birds sweetly sing,
And maldens and dows are D} t and gay.
Oh, its home, dearest home,
1t’s home I faln wonld det
Yome, deatest home, in the North country.
For the dak, and the ash, and the bonny {vy-tree,
They grow dest at howe Ia the North couatry.”

Joy had Blyth's arm tight, and
leaned hu\;‘i?yp g;in it for mgnport. ant sho
did not or move on sesing her mother.
He, for hia stood s as a rock,

though feeling most pitifully forthe heart
bea;gng y-lngtlly bogdo ln’;n. The semi:
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