o i

he
ra
ve
re
ty
It
nd
e
of
38,
re

al-

ng
or,
ly
nd

¥ a
le
)er

a8
10t
ter
bh.

ng
he
ear
ble
ust
all
ng,
on?
for
1ti-
, or

the
res.

ery
the

ing
ta-
ate.
sed
rie-
an,
gh;
the
Irg,
18h;
ern
18e,
eral

ur-
are

y of
oW -
oke

me
cial
1 by

"
has

ame
ntil
(‘or-

arly
icial
ects,
fect.
ples
e of,
pole
eat-
bout
Fall
king
t the
y on

o

THE FARMERS

ADVOCATE. 193

¢“Home, Sweet Home."”

My Sister Margarie.

We were all sitting at tea in un-le Robert’s grim, stiff, din
ing room—a room 80 gloomy, so completely in accordance
with the thoughts and ideas of its gray, stern owner, that the
very sun pever ventured to send a stray gleam to brighten the
prim, old mahogany furniture, and the fire never burnt
cheerfully, but seemed to us to smoulder in a deprecating
manner, as if it was not the correct thing to blaze or crackle.

1 dare say that this was all faLcy, and that uncle Robert's
own manner made his house look unlike home, but years ago
those were the opinions we formed, that the fires were afraid
to burn and the suu to shine in uncle Robert’s presence and
impressions formed in childhood are hard to be shaken off.

Well, we weresitting at tea by daylight on an carly spring

eveuning, our three pairs of eyes turned on uncle Robert’s facc
—Margerie’s half deflant, Blanche’s timid and scared, like
a frightenead child, and mine—well, I think I was frightened
too.
& But it was on Margerie that uncle Robert's stern eyes were
bent during the awful silence that tollowed Margarie’s bold
request for permission to accept an invitation to a military
ball—a farewell dance given by the regiment stationed in the
town.

Margerie sat straight up, and looked uncle Robert steudi.y
in the eyes, without flinching. She wasvery pretty, with a
proud, aristocratic beauty, and she was looking her best,
though flushed and excited, her head thrown back, showing
her white neck, her hands in her lap, her attitude one of quiet
dignity and unstudied grace.

I have seen many pretty faces, but never anc equal to that
of my own sister Margerie. The broad white brow, with the
waving brown hair brushed back, the steady dark eyes, deep
true blue, shining like stars, every feature beautifully chiscled
and the mouth sweet and smiling—the whole combined made
a bright, lovable face, with the red and white blended in the
fair cheeks. And yet uncle Robert sat unmoved by that pretty,
wilful face whose eyes were go like and yet so unlike his own
Steadily he looked at her, and then he spoke

““I forbid it —not another word.”

¢* Please, oh, please, uncle Robert—just this once !”

It was Blanche who spoke —little timid Blanche, who had
never crosged uncle Robert’s will in her life—fair-haired,
baby-faced Blanche. Tt must have been a strong reason that
made her speak.

Uncle Robert guessed the truth; he knew our inmost
thoughts better than we imagined. With a look he cowcd
Blanche. )

*“Why do you wish togo to this ball, Bianche ?” asked the
hard voice.

*¢ Because—because——"" she faltered.

Uncle Robert stooped forward.

T “Speak theYtruth,Blanche; say you want to muet that young
Dale. And Isay you shall not!” And to cmphasise his
words he brought his hand down with a thump on the talle.

Blanche lowered her fair, sensitive face from his guze, to
hide the fast-falling tears. I felt my cheeks huri; it was hard
Uncle Robert turned to me.

* And do you wish to go to this ball too, Jean "

‘“No, Uncle,” I replied quictly.

“He smiled a peculiar smile that made my face onc burning
Dblush hefore the stinging words came.

*No—you would hardly meet anyone to interest you there ™

I knew hismeaning, but kept back the bitter words that
rose to my lips:- Margerie’'s face wag flaming with indig
tion. When unclk Robert at last left the room, she sprang up
and exclaimed passionately—

; .“It"s a shame—a crying shame ! But I will go in spite of
iim !”

Blanche looked up, tears on her cheeks.

‘“ Perhaps I shall never see Charley again’—with a little
catch in her voice.

Poor, pretty little Blanche ! Charlic Dale the ga
soldier, had stolen her heart ;and uncle Robert, likc
had stepped in and forbidden Charley the house, an
Blanche till she cried herself ill.

It was hear, there was no objection to the wnatch.  Charlie
Dale was rich enough to afford the luxury of a wifeif he liked.
But he was a soldier. Uncle Robert hated soldicrs :that w.
enough. He was our guardian with absolute authority over
us anu could do what he liked ; and in thoze days I think
all hated him. This isplain speaking, but wedid. Muargeiie™s
fieryspirit had broken out at last.

Yy oyoung
rim fate,
geolded

«'I mean to marry whom I like,” she said deflantly, Jraawing
herself up. “ Blanche and Jean, why dou’t you dofe Lan?
How dare he choose our future? He shali never have o word |
to say about mine—my mind has becu long mude ) wout |
that ” ) ] )

« Tt is eagy to talk, Margerie,” I said. **What can I do?

¢« Do? Marry Philip Hillard in spite of him ! That
1 should do. TIf I likeda man, I would risk and dare any
for his sake.”

I made no answer. Margerie's idea was all very wol in
theory, but, in practice even Margeiie herseli hud rdared
to ac\iin direct opposition to uncle Robert. 1 b stonn wod a
romance of my own, which may be told in a ver hort ’

tence—¢* For lack of gold we partad.” Dhilip
brave, loving Philip was only a curate,
hated clergymon as much as he hated sold
and I had learned to love each other a
Hillard ieft uncle Robert’s study :
banged, and the romance of my life
« When I have 2 home of my own,
had inquired ; ant uncle Robert
smile —
““When you have, yes; butin the
communication whatsoever between you

¢ May I see her again ?”

«No, and give me your word now. as a gentleman and a
clergyman, that you will never address a word to my war.d.
or communicate with her in any way, till Igive you permis-
sion.”

And, though Philip Hillard knew that that permission, if
ever it did come, would be long in coming, he kept his pro-
mise. He was the soul of honor, and though we passed each
other almost daily, he never spoke asmuch as a word Our
¢ yes would mect sometimes, and perhaps our looks conveyed
what our lips could not. That was a year past; and in my
heart I vowed to be true to Philip, as I knew he would be to
me. I think uncle Robert imagined 1 had forgotten him—
forgotten the one love story of my youth—for I was out with
him one day when Philip passed, and I, knowing uncle
2obert's keen eyes were searching for some sign of cmotion,
schooled my face so that not even the tell-tail crimson died
my cheeks.

““You are a sensible child Jean,” said uncle Robert,
smiling.

Scesible ! If he had only’known how my heart was break-
ing for a word from?Philip Hillard’s lips? But what was the
cood in saying anything? I only bowed my head and hid my
sceret from his gaze. But this is a disgression from that
pariicular evening.

Blanche cried a long time, and Margerieand I cried a little for
sympathy ; and we watched the darkness gather over the
town, and listened for the sweet notes of the bugle sounding
tattoo. Blanche, looking out into the darkness, wept afresh
for, before many suns had risen and set, her soldier hero
would be marching away, and she would be listening to the
bugie of another regiment. Poor little broken-hearted
Blauche ! Siie looked up at last and wailed outdesparingly—

“ What will my life be worth now ? 1 wish I could die.”

«“ Hush, Blanche,” I said quickly—‘“don’t say that.”

But Blanche was two miserable to weigh her words; she
sank back inZ the window, and we all three again became
silent, each thinking her own thoughts.

It was a very dreary evening, and we were not sorry when
it was time for bed. Blanche and I slept to-gether. Margerie
came iuto our room for a chat.It was a lovelv moonlight night
tiic airwas very fresh and cool. Margerie opened the window.
and .ocked out over the town. Up behind the housetops were
dark masses of trees, with Deleware Castle in the midst, and
all its lights twinkling in the windows. Margerie sighed as
she shut the window.

“T wish I was ag rich as the owner of the Deleware Castle,”
she eaid.

““ What good can riches do after all?” inquired Blanche,
thinking no doubt of Charley Dale, with his fifteen hundred a

ear,

e (tood 7" cried Margerie, tossing her head with a digdainful
westure. ** They would make uncle Robert eat humble pie !
1 belicve Sir Jaspar Deleware is coming home ; and a8 our
guardian is evidently reserving us for the highest bidder,
most likely he is keeping us that Sir Jasper may make his
choice,”

She laughed a mocking little laugh as she left the room,
humming the *“ Laird of Cockpen,” and Blanche and T, hoth
rather out of sorts, and not in the humor for talk, went
tilently to bed. )

In the middle of the night I woke, I heard Blanche sobbiug;
«t *he samemoment a light shone under the door and Margerie
cume softly in in her dressing gown, a candlestick in her
hand.

Llanche hid her tears in the pillow. I sat up.

“ What has happened Margerie ?” . .

“Nuthing.  Only I have been lying awake ever since.
Lt nie gev into your bed, Jean. I8 Blagche asleep ?” .

“No.” And then I whispered, as Margerie lay down beside
me, ¢ she is crying.” )

' Blanche, wake up !" said Margerie, ‘I have planned it all.
I mean to go to the hall I”

“Margerie " And Blanche turned her wet face, the
candle-light shining on her tears, towards us. »

It all for your sake, Blanche,” said Margerie, laughing
softiy ; ““ I know you want to see Charley. I should, I know,
i smy case. Well, ltsten to my plan. You know

| Crofton’s wife has often offered to chaperon us to
partics ; well, I mean to ask her to take us to the ball. T know
she will.”

“ But, Margerie, how can we go? Uncle Robert will never

ive us leave.”

“We'll go without it then. Leave it all to me, Blanche ; 1
haven’t being lying awake for three hours without planning
everything. Promise to go if I arrange everything, will you 7’

Go! Blanche was ready to go there and then, if Margerie
liad said the word. Right joyfully and willingly she made the
desired promise, and we talked and laughed so long that the
daviizht was shining in cold and gray before we fell asleep.

The next afternoon Margarie came into the drawing-room,
which was just as stiff and prim as the dining-room ; she had a
bunch of crocuses and snowdrops in her hand. .

¢« Jean, 1 am going to take these to Mrs. Crofton—will you
come ?”

I feit my face grow crimson, and Blanche's was equally red.
Uucie Robert looked up from the letter he was writing
Margerie came to the rescue.

«Come Jean, and get ready—it is a lovely afternoon,”

I was glad when we were fairly out in the street, the cool
air fanning my hot cheeks.

Margerie, you don’t mean to ask Mrs. Crofton

course I do; Jean, Itis for Blanche's sake ; she will

| §:0t herself to death if she doesen't go to this ball.”

‘v heart beat very fast in Mrs. Crofton’s drawing-room,
<hite I listened to Margerie telling the whole story to her
1, who entered quite into the spirit of the thing. It al-
ok away my breath—in halt-an-hour the whole thing
vus planned. We were to go up stairs a8 usual on the night
o1 the ball, and then Margerie and Blanche were to dress,des-
1w from the window by aladder, previously jut there caten-

¢ to nail up the rose-tree, and Mrs. Crofton was to be in
waitine at the garden gate. It was a bold scheme, and 1 did
Lot b f like it ; but Mrs. Crofton, who was quite a girl, was
as high spirited as Margerie and twice a8 danng. )

< Chariey Dale is in dreadful spirits at golng away y\ltlmut
,vour sister agiin,” she said * Poor fellow he ig very
it ; and I do not wonder—your sister Blsnche is 8o

fricn
most t

= Tt:vw, Margerie,” I urged, what good can pussible come
It wiil more like'y do harm.”

rie leant forwari!- her sweet face

¥ \;T. Crofton, you know

vy sisterand Char
with me in thinking thas

if they could say good-h) ¢

was very earnest.
rmuch they care for each
Dole; and do you not agree

il make the parting less bitter

R
¢ Yes,” said Mrs. Crofton, I think so.”

There were folding-doors to Mrs. Crofton’s dra
room, and for sometime I had notieed one of the doorssligh
moving, Suddenly it partly opened, and a gentleman’s face
for a few moments looked ouvt straight at Margerie.

1« He did not know 1 saw him, and for some seconds I steadi-
ly regarded his face, while he as steadily fixed his eyes on
Margerie. " b

As far as I could judge, he was not v eung—| f
I should think- with closely-cut curly l‘;rry)\in hair, m‘ Qm
bronzed face.- He had no whiskersonly a long woustache,
which did not quite hide a smile that seemed to be hoverlng'
round his mouth ; he had bright dark-blue eyes, which were
literally dancing with suppressed amusement.

I turned hot and cold. Most likely he was one of, the of
ficers of Charley Dale's regiment, and as in all probability he
had heard every word Margerie uttered, what fun the story
would be told at thle mess-table !

| looked warningly at Margerie, who was artlessly
all Blanche’s little love-stoql:gso cruely nipped in the btl.(%n 1‘;3
the hard uncle ; but #he never saw my entreating glance, and,
as I turned away, I met the full glance of the merry-blué eyes
looking in at the doorway. He gave & comical little start,
and then put his finger on his lip—and somehow all my
dn'}‘l‘ll)ts vanished, His was a face to be trusted. z

en Margerie rose to zo, in high spirits about th ‘ooma- ning
escapade. She was delighted at hg;r sﬂceeu. and u:o wal
down the street she could talk of nothing else. I made a last
rm‘n(i;lstrance. 10 el b nn— i

‘ Margerie, do give up this mad scheme.! You h:
dress, you know ; nor has Blanche one.” ‘ oyt il

She looked down at me—there were teare glittering on her
eye-laghes.

““Jean, have you not seen that this disappointmen
anxiety is killing Blanche ; she is wearing to Bplohsdow. $ I:nlg
for her sake I am braving uncle Robert, She must come to
some sort of understanding with Charley Dale. You would
not wish our sister die. Jean ?

There were tears in Margerie’s voice a8 well agin her e
I gave in, that I thonght that Blanche might live down ‘:
ioiimgee audldisapPolill\tm?lns, uu I had done. But then she

ha n always frail and delicate, and I was always stroag
enough tobear my own burden. ; y "

Margerie went on presently in a lighter tone.

““And. a8 to dress, I have thought of all that too. We will
slip out after tea, when uncle Robert has gone to his study,
and It;uy our dresses.” .

‘“ But the money ?” I gasped, thinking that M
gone mad. y BARTeS . mad i

““ The money will be forthcoming. Trust me, Jean, I mean
to be fairy zgodmothor for the eccasion. Don't you think
plenty of white tulle would look well over our white silks
looped up with water-lilies 7"

‘“ Margerie, are you going to ask uncle Robert for money 1"
s *“ Not quite,” she answered,laughing. *‘Don't agk questions,

can,”

When we reached home, remembering Margerie'
noticed Blanche more particularly, Yel:? lhergr:l:‘ "M'ﬁc;
small face was smaller, and thinner than it used h';ng:d and
the color went and came fitfully. My heart sank like lead. I
had read of gentle, timid natures dropping and pining away
making no sign—just fading and dropping off like flowers
killed by an earl‘y frost, How blind I had been not to have
seen this before !

After tea, during which little was said, uncle Robert being
too taciturn, and we too excited to talk, I followed
up stairs, where I found her bending ever her little trinket-
box, looking over hertreasures—not many—only our mother’s,
jewellery, which had been divided among us. llmno.
looked up, an old-fashioned diamond-ring in her hand ; the
light of the candle flashed from the diamond as she turned it
round. It was too large for her slender white finger.

‘I wonder what it is worth, Jean ?’—*“I don't know,
Margerie. Why 7 .

‘‘ Never mind,"” said Margerie, slapping down the lid of the
trinket-box, but keeping the ring rn her hand. *““Put on
your cloak, Jean, with the hood over your head, and come
with me.”

* Margerie, if uncle Robert thought we went out in the dusk,
what would he say—what would anyone say ? 1 cannot go
with you.”

““ Then I will go alone.”

There was no help forit. I put on my cloak in silence,
Irawing the hood well over my head. We cautiously decen-
ded the stairs, went out into the strect. 1t was a misty wet
night, and I wus a8 glad so fow people were abroad. At a
jeweler's Margerie stopped and went in. I followed deter-
mined to let her have everything her own way.

The blaze of the gas light fell on Margarie’s bright, fair face
looking out from the dark hood. A tall figure in a long,
rough overcoat, was standing in the shop, looking at some
gcarf-ping. When Margeric spoke, he turned quickly round,
and I recognized the bronzed hero, who had poez:d n at the
folding-doors at Mrs. Crofton’s drawing-room on that afternoon.
His eyes were at once rivited on Margerie's unconscious face,
In a of sudden fit fear and trepidation I clutched her by the
arm.

«“ Margerie Margerie, come away !”

“ Preser tly,” she replied, without looking round.

“What can I do for you, miss ?* the shopman was saying,

With crimgon cheeks .nd faltering tones Margerie held up
her ring.

 Please can you tell me what this ring {8 worth 7°

The stranger in the overcoat was aga'n bending over the
scarf-ping, but I kno v he was listening to every word. The
diamond geemed to take the jeweler's fancy—it was a very
large and beautifu. stone.

“ Do you wish to part with it, miss 7' he asked ““I will give
you ten pounds for it.”

“ OQh, thank you !" raid Margerie, joyfully, her voice trem-
bling a little

.
)

The tall figire beside me tuns ed again and looked over my
head at Margeuic, who, flushed and trembled with excitement,
speedily conclndod the Largain for the ring, accepting, with-
out hesitation, about one quarter its value.

“ Be quick, Margerie I" 1 whispered, for I was terribly
frightened

The tall man in the overcoat stooped, bringing his eyes on a
level with mine

“Cyou may trust me,” he said, in a low voice ; and then in
a moment he was lovking at the scarf-ping again.
With a sigh of reliet I followed Margerie swiftly out of the
shop.
(To he continued.)




