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TRUTH:

John Re(jfern's Will

Wilfzred,” sho said—angd her volco was
calm and firm—*ho cannot prevent my
wiiting for you—and X will walt for you.”

¢}My troo darling! But, Conatance
dear, yor do nop kuow what your promise
implles. I have no prospecta—absolutely
none. It might Lo yeara—"

¢Well, Idon't mind how meny. Five,
wn""‘"'”

¢ No, dearcat ; 1 sco now that it would
be utter sclfishnets in mo ovon to wish to
bind your bright young lifo to so hopeleas
a prespect an that of walting forme. Be-
aides, even shonld I be willing to do so, X
have you fathor's exproased wish to tuo
contrary—expreased in such a8 way that 1
could not with honor dleregard it. No,
Consatance, wo must part now—ay, now,’’

Sho felt as if aho could bear his remwrks
no longer.

Yoo, my dear, quito go—in faob, it
was of something olso that I wantoed to
speak to you. I have—this is—in short,
Constauco, this morning I had a proposal
from a gontloman for youn.”

A propcaal 1"

¢Yes, a propossl of marriage.”

“Toll him, papa, that I am very much
obliced to him, but I caunot accept it.”

“My doar——"

“Pape, 1t 1s only three weeks tlnce X
was the betrothed of Wilfred Alnslie;
how conld I think of another 9"

“Be reatonable, my ohild. I havo
owned that thai was a very distressin
alfalr, bubnow it is past, Wilfred
you have parted ; and I am sure that he
would bo tho last in the world to dealre
that you shyuid roln your prospects for
his sake.”

“ Ho would indood. And do you think

he repeated almost bitterly, as tho clock | that I

struck a quartec to ono. ‘‘Mr, Joyco
limited me to half an hour.”

How the ensulng few minutes pasaed
Wilfrod scatcely know ; his next coberent
thought was, as ho went down tho stalr-
case, amid all tho moulding, gliding,
stalnod glass, and rare flowers, that his
life-atar was 2ot and his futare one dark
cloud of rayless desolate blackness,

* * * * £ *

Throo weens had slowly rolled away
since the day on which Uonatance and
Wilfred parted. The poor glr] had trled
to bear hor trial bravely ; bat she found
i hard to do so. To Conatance Joyce,
whose ninstesn years had been years of
unbroken sunsbine, this was hor first
oross, ond it was s heavy one., As day
after day dawned and brought no Wilfred,
she grow palo and aspiritless. Lvory one
romarked that she was n~t “looking
well;” and her father was not blicd to
the ssmo fact ; but with his theory con
cerning modern arts, he was not much
concernod as to the nltimato result.

“Of course sho fcels it aomewhat, poor
girl,” lin wounld ssy to himself—‘it ia
natural enough; but in a week or two
she will be all right.” And on the
strength of this concluslon ho allowed
three to pas in pcaco; then he began to
change his tatics.

1t was a bittorly cold mornlog in De-
cember, 1574, and Constanco was rveclin.
ingin a low casy-chair bufore a bright
fire, thinking, as was her wont when
alone, of Wilfred, vhon tho opening of
her door roused hor, For a moment a
half-deliricus hopo possoesed her; tho
next it way atiflod by tho soand of tho
meaaured atep that announced Mr. Joyco.

“Papa she crled, rising, I mover
expezted to £00 you at this hour of the
morning "

“Porhaps not,”" smiled the merchant ;
“but X havs como tc tho conclusion that
on3 may spend an hour profitably clse-
where than in the clty.”

*8o you are going tastay all tho fore-
noon with mo? Ob, how kind of you!
Chero, sit down"—pulling forward an-
other eaay-chalr—**wo shall have auch »
nice timo.”

Mr, Joyco looked round him rathor
unemlly, thon 20t down and gazed into
the five, then at hix danghtor.

*‘You are not lookiug vory woll, Con-
stance,” was his first remark,

“I~X daro say I shall b3 boiter by-
and-by,"” ahe replied quictly, a slight
color tinglng hor checks,

“X hopeso. 1 am afraid, Constanco,
you are thinking to0 much of—of that
unfortunate affairz—young Ainalle’s, you
know."

Constanes did not answer—sha conld
not.

“Very uwnforlunate affalc—vory un-
fortunato indced,” went on hor father.
*‘His nnclo used him very badly.”

Sl no romark from tho young lady.

“] am zeally very corry: but, as It
was, of conise,”"-=ho pauzed, ovidently
hoplng for some comment, but none camo
—>there waa no holp forit.”

“Psape, lot ny talk of somothing olsa.”

¢ And,” wont on Me. Joyce, not heed-
ing tho Interruptlon, “‘ho would be grie-
ved did he know what a morbld atate you
havo allowed yourzelf to geb into. Why,
Constance, you kavs not even had the
curloalty to ask the gontleman’s name {”

¢ It does not matter, pape,as I donot
mean to accept him,"

¢ It does matter ; and, although you are
s0 upgrateful tokim, I shall tell you, He
is Mr. Lauronce Markham,”

‘He | " oxclalmed the girl, springlng
to her feet. *¢ I would accept almost any
ono in great Beltaln soonex,”

¢t Conatanco, I am sarprised to hear
you speak In sach & way of a man against
whom tho fingor ofscandal has never been
ralsod——a stoady, well-principled yoang
man, handsomo—if you wish for beauty—
and, last, not loast, one who adores you."

“¢¥ cannot help 1t.”

“ Canatance,” satd her father slowly,
“ifyou ore Inexorable, X will tell you
somothing that othorwilse you should
aever he-2 known, I foresas great com-
merelal aiffizalties at hand. You do not
underatand these things, but I may tell
youthat, unless some powerfal ald isinter-
posed, I shall bo rulned ; I shxll not have
mors than themiscrabls beggar whocraves
alms from dvor to door.”

Coratance tammsd white and trembled.

¢ Avd my merrlago—whab can it have
to do with this "

‘¢ Everything, ‘With ready money at
the time whon it will bo wanted, I shall
be saved ; with the owner of four hundred
thousends poundsat my back, all will bs
well; if not—= DBat no—I dare nod
think of that."”

Oonstanco was trembling Inevery limb ;
nob only tho magnitude, but also the in-
definitencss of tho calamity frightened

hez.
“And doos it all depend upon me?”
sho falterod.
¢ All,” returned her father solemnly.
*Jf 1 marry Iaurenco Markham ¢”

“Youn are going to consont ! Ay own

svoeb Conatance. I knew that I should {f;

not appeal to Fou In vain ! Yet, belleve
=, my boloved child, had the man been
other than what ko is, nover shonld I have
szkod you to consent. But yoa will be
tho adored wlte of an uprighd, honourabls
man ; you will have saved yourasif from
suffaringy thet you cannod {muglne ; you
will have aaved yoor father from a
honoured gravo! Aly Constance, kow
can 1 thank you ¢

¢ Bat,” she protosted, with one laat
effort, ** I have not sonsentod yet.”

¢ Bot you will, my own swaetgirl; I
know von will1 StillX do ol wish to appear
unroasonable, Constance, nelther would
Mr., Markham, DBy hlsparticalarand, 1
will asy, most conslaorato whk you will
havo throo duyx to think overis; bot 1
know that my darling ctild will not con-
zigo harssdfand horfatker to cartalnmisery
—ay, and I feed that it wonld ba omtaln
death to r3--morely to gratify a feclln
—a muet uataral and leadabla feeling, §
own, bab sti—""

« knotw, I know,” ano Interrupled,

‘ brt, oh, paps, Isave me now.”
¢ And wg:t thaa?”

T will do my beat,” ahe replied,
“My true, noble child—beat and mosb
dutitul of daughters 1"
* * * * *

Be.fore My, Joyoe had come Into the
room, Constance oconsldered that ahe was
tho most miserable glrl Ir England ; atter
he had left, her fature appeared more un-
faviung silll. Look which way she would,
no frlendly ray shones upon her, Lifs
without Wilfred had saemed desolate in-
deed ; bnb she had never quite glven up
hope, although she had told herself oftan
that she had dore wo. Only now, when
she ‘was bro ught faco to facs with the pos-
albility--nay, almost the necosity—of

1ganoth er, did sheknowhow strong
that hope ha® been. Throngh the loag
afternoon anti svening, through the w
hours of the vrovbled night, did she do
battle with hexr heard

Next day the thooght of the man who
would ve her husband came prominently
Lefore her, and this by no means lessened
her trouble. Constance had never liked
Lauronce Markham, but ahe oould ssalgn
no reason for her dialike ; no one had
ever by the alighteat word assailed his
charactar—aven Wilfred himssli had
aometimes taken hiy gbu.t. Her father had
spoken truly of Markham's love for her;
ahe hadlong known of it and perhapait
wounld nof beauch utter wretchodnees after
all, sho thought. Avrived at this stage,
ghe roproached herself bitterlyof unfaith-
fulneas to Wilfred in even thinkingof ever
being happy with another, and wen’ to
bed to apend a night moro riiserable than
the preceding one.

Wadnesday morning dawned—ralny,
foggy, and pitilesaly ocold ; even withgreat
fires {n every room, she shivered, then
Earisbige ‘ala ‘Bovesty o, goeat thab i

v ofa pov %0 grest )
Xon’d gpgnib]yeé:ot adoizof & ei;li:.l at kl‘xliLg

man In ragged garme 4 pasved, Joo
blue and wretched ; she rememberad what
hex frther had sald of begging slms from
door to door. Anotherides hero intrnded,
and demanded oconslderstlon. Wilired
had rofased to let har walt for him—had,
of his own free will, *iddon her farewell
for ever ; was not 3¢« uscrifics of all for
him then almoat the cefinecaent of xoman-
tio devotion  Was it a devction for which
he would thank her 2 So ths battle went
on, somotimes one thought victorl-
ous, somstimens another; and thus the
forenoon and afternoon bringing
the hour for recording har declalon nearer
and nearcr.

Sinoe Monday forenoon Me, Joyoce had
never once alluded to that which was up-
ﬁermont {n her mind ; but cnthis evaning

omid, as ahe rose fro=u the dinner-
table—

¢ At nine Laurence Markham will be
here ; my Conatance, what amwer shall
I glvehim 3 o

**Send bira to me, paps, and 1 will
answer him."

“You will asy-—" Withan expres.
afon of palofal anxlety he looked into her
ace,

1 shallaot fall you papa ; donet aak
ms to say moze.”

“My beloved Conatance! Was sver
an 80 blsssed in hischild ?

Bat no ray of brightnesa gleamed from
the palestill facs as Constancewent quistly
oat of the door and up-stairs, pah the
brilliantly-lighted drawing-room, %o her
owr byudelr, whare, Iz darkness, bad for
the bright firs, in allencs, save for the
ticking of the clock, she walted with the
calmnessof despalr for the hourof her
doom.

Ting, Ung, ting—a quarber to nlne—
fooateps In 1he passage oGislde the door.
Hs was before his time. Ah, well, what
1&1& lb‘xr!a&tor 71t was only fifteonminubes
0 ening suspense.

The door opszed—hs was In the xoom ;
but she 41d aot turn her hed. Hissteps
came neare?, he kmelt down bealds her—
ttll she did not look ;thena Dboe that
was not Iyurence Markbam's  reathed
her nama. °

4t Oonstnooe 1™

She looked now, looked right Into the
1oving brown eyea she knew 20 well, and

hesrd the soft tones that wers to her the

sweetoat njuslo In all the world murmur—
My darling Oohitancs, mino onoco

more ; now we shall naver part agaln )

The threo weaksthab had boon sotrylng
to Conatance Jojoo hadbean little leas so
o Wilfrad Alnslle, Mr, Joyoe's quotation
of ““ What cav you do ¥ " pressated
ites? t0 him {n many and varlous forms,
it not In motual words, ‘“‘1f you wero
ﬁsnger, Mer. Alnslle,” ¢ If you had ever

any business , Mr, Aluslie,”
were the words which grew too famlliar
to his ear, and never failed to aend a
oold chlll to his heart, At the end of his
three weeks of diligent search for work
he had to scknowledge that he was still

oary | very far from any tidal wave bearing even

the smaliest promiss of fortune. Only
one o presented itself ; through the
efforts of Mr. Parker, the family lawyer,
he was offered a olassioal mastership Ina
school near London, Workham Academny
seemcd to be hls deatiny, for nothing else
presentod 1itself ; so on the evening of
the day that Qonstance had made up her
wmind to save herfather, he alowly wended
his way towards Mr, Parker's oflice, to
tell that worthy geatleman to inform Mr,
Grindboy that Mr. Alnalls would accept
the responsibllity of instructing the youth
of Wor Academy in that most use-
ful branch, a knowledge of the tongues of
Greeoce & dRome.

Ibwar nob » very brilliant prospsct
certainly; and; Wilfred, with tha} nstinc-
tive putting off of the evil day common
to all, let it be ratherlate in the evening
oro he proseuted himself at Mr. Parke~'s
office. 8o Iate was it that hefeared as
ho knocked at the door, lesb Mr. Paker
—eonthusisatle workor though he was—
should have goneaway. Such however
‘wax nob the cass ; novertheleas acraething
wonderful had happened—the old gentle-
man had fallen salesp | The consequence
of this unheard-of event was that, when
‘Wiltred entered the room, all wasdark,
safe for the light of the fira, Mr, Parker
start>d from tie depths of his esay-chalr
as the door opened, and the light waz
bright enough to enable him to recognise
m’*ﬂ.wi'smu ib 25 yon! Well, wha

9, 1b i3 you what
sittobe?” ¥

¢“J am como to say that X accept Mr.,
Grindboy's ofter.”

“Veary gonl—I, shall write to.night.
Y don't f2:>-; you will tike it, my boy;
its only reommendation is the handzome
aalary. I wih yonr uncle—But thero—
{t can’'t be helped ; atill it wag a groad
plty—s great 913

“*Jt may be all for the beat ; and per-
haps my oousl= will do mors good with
the money than Ishould have done.”

¢t No, he won't, nor half as much good.
Oan't fancy what your ancle was thinking
of. 1 waslooking over his wiil jusy be-
fore—ahem {—jast before you csme in,
and wondering ovor it. There it ia on
i‘._h% :l,alo; sib down while I zing for
18 1

Mochianically Wilired hed lifted the
sheet of paper as the old gentleman spoke,
and sab down with 1t before the blasing
fire. The next moment he bad sprurng
to Lis feet, with a half-articulate
exclumation; and as Mr. Parker looked
round in surprise, Wilfred put the psper
nto tis hand, and pointed to the middle
of the sheet,

0 Tooked agatos aa I vy Tooking cvata

, a8 if any ©0
alter the fact that the pa on which
was written thes will dated 18GS bore a
water-mark of 1874 1

As the two looked at each other Laur-
stios Markham, by some strange coindl-
denoe, entered the room.

*“Yon here, Wilfred 1” ho mld iz an
alry manner. ** Imay, old fellow, what
areyod polng to do t”

¢ Take on of his fortune, Mr,
Markbam,” broks Inthe lawyer suddenly,
Hxing hlseyes on Markhaw's fsce—** take
posseslon of his fortune. A clevecforgery,
this will—very claver—batsilliaf !

Tagrence Markham turned while ay

death,



