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comply with her requcet, and seated niy6elf at the piano; il
was a beautiful instrument, but it hold no old memories foi
me, for it wvas a new one, purcliased for Hlelen. I played
ncrvously at first, for I knew my aunt would listenl criticatty
p)resently,,hoNvover, I grew more self-possessed, and forgettinà
my listeners altegether, I lo8t myseif, heart -and soul in th(
music, playing on, on, one piece after another as they cainc
crowding into my mind, gliding at lat, almoat unconaciously
into the famitiar strains ci <'H1ome aweet Home." '1hen I ceased
playing and looked round. Mrs. Godfrey bad let fait hez
work and was leaning back ia her chai r, with closed cyea, hex
liands clasped loosely in ber bnp. Helen was aitting in aNvicker chair ait the open window, wltb lier handa clasped ai
the back of lier head, but I could not sco her face for it was
turned from me. kirs. Godfroy wvas the first to arouse herseif.

ciYou play well,"1 she remarked coldly; Ilyoa have been
%vell tauglit."1

ci Oh 1 Enis, you play divinely," cried Helen in ber im-
pulsive wvay, that I greîv to love so mucli afterwards. "i
shial have you at the piano half the tirne, tilt I amn afraid you
will lie weary of it."1

"it do not think 1 shall ever lie weary of music.",
ciAh 1 yoiu love it ? So do 1; oaly 1 ivould always rather

listentW others, than play myself. Do youising ?"
"Passably."
"Wilt yen sing for me to.night, or arc you tired'?"

ccI will with pluasure; I ar n ft toc tired."1
g"Then Bing this;iwill you? It is a great favorite of mine."
She sclectcd the song froni a pile of others and passed it

to mie.
I glanced at it. It ivas "lDouglas, Douglas Tender and

Truc.",
I lient my head silently over the music. Ilow shall I

describe the conflict of ernotion going on ini =y seul ait that
moment; pride, sorrow, ager wece battling together. Had
1 dared I would have refused te sing that song; but 1 wvas
afraid to do so iii Mrs Godfrey's presence. How otten in past
years I had sung it to Douglas liathburnl 1nnd I seemed to sec
again bis frank blue eycs laugbing into mine as lie leaned
bis tall figure over thc piano. 1 bad neyer sung it since
then ; and now Helen asked me We siug it te lier!I

"lEnis! wbat are you waiting for ?"
I hookcd up quickly, I had forgotten Helen, Mrs Godfrey,

everything prescnt for a moment, I had licou back te the old
golden days of long -ago.

ci1 beg your pardon lehen," 1 said, plncing the music up
before me, net that 1 nceded it, for I knew both words and
notes by heart. I stcadied niy voice and managed te get
through wvith it prctty crcditably until I got te the last line,
then my veico quivcred, liroke and ended in a soli that would
neot bc controhled; I foît deeply disgusted wtthimy weakness,
and very mucli frightencd, for 1 kuow that Mrs Godfrey was
looking at me, and 1 feit, rather tîxan saw, the cold sacar on
ber lips.

":Oh I poor Enis! you are tired I shouhd not have ask-ed
you te sing to-aigh4t" zaiti Helen pityingly.

ccPerbaps Enis bas sentimental moeries connected with
that particular seng," raid my aunt witb slow empliasis.

Té bcli continuecL)

Content.
Contented li@ the noon-tîrne resting bord,
Content A~re dotards, nodding beaids of snow,
Content are prattling babes, toc young te know
The hopes by wbicb the niother's heart ils stirred.

But strong men, fircd with zeal unswerving, gird
Their loins with patience, nnd te battie go;
Their seuls with yearning filled, little they lino w
0f lotus-fed content. The upward-soaringbird

Secs atibl new deeps above, and longing sends
Her song aspirng towards those bottier skies
She may net rcach; and herees, unWo ends

Bcoyond attaining, strive w ith cageroyes,
Ia godlike effort that as far transcenda
Poor duli content as heaven an carthly prive 1
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CHAPTER XIII. <C'ontinued.)

SRIS information atruck me ait first ike a blow, and, as
I regainad contrel 0f myseîf a dazod, confused feeling
came upon me of a dim knowledge of past events tînt

was bewildering. But the idea of Sweeman'a cruelty
was again uppermost la my mind ln an instant.

IlAnd the brute takes revenge on the son for the wrongs
donc him liy the mother," I exclaimed, a hot glow et indig-
nation tingbing la My cheeks.

"iAnd if ho dees, wbat thon V"
For an instant I feit niyself stronger than WVerbbetree,

because of a sense of being la the riglit with hlm defend-
ing a weaker, liecause an unjust, cause. "9What then,"1 1
repoated stili excitedly, cithon hie shows such cowardice as te
make any torment lie has suffored a just retribution."1

"'Listen," returned my companion composedly and auth-
oritatively. "'You are speaking of iwhat you know noth-
ing. 1 have wvatcbed the actions et men la ahl circum-
stances and kaow well the injustice witli wbich. one views
another.'l

"cBut you are net la carnest, sureby, in upholding sucli
brutal conduet as Sweeman's ?"

"No; I rather pity the man for being driven te such
measures."1

This indoed was a aew phase et Werbletree's dharacter.
Mucli as I had. felt resentmcnt Wowards the cruel miller, I
could net lielp admiring my strong, sturdy companlon's pure
charity, and even feit the influence of it myscîf.

Werbbetrce was net a bigot, and bad nothing te say
against bigots. Only minds thnt sec through prejudiced eyes
are enraged liecause others have the sanie fautt, and this -law,
applies We aIt faults simiharly. If a lady disdainfulby ays
cgI can't bear the airs et Airs. se and se," simple reason, inde-
pendent of a knowbedge et huinan nature tebls us that it ils the
same haughtiness et character wbich prompts the jealousy
wvherewith she judges that she condenins la "Airs. se and
so."1 Wbca critics censure they place tbemselvea before
a mirrer. But We retura.

"W-%ell," I said; "gsuppesing lie was justified by circum-
stances, what of thc lioy's mether V'

"i was geing te speak of Sweeman's attacliment te lier,
but ne matter, if you bave loved as devotedly as lie, yen caiý
understand without explanatien ; but if yeur -'incy bas been
led from one te another ne word of mine could convey the
force of bis affection."

I moved uneasily in my chair as his large eyes restod on
me as if te aslz if I understood wliat such love meant.

"lShe was a widow,"1 ho continued at length; '-a young
widow, penniless, but aspiriag; beautiful, but selfish. Hler
own ambition was te lic gratified at any expense, and when
William Elson carne la ber way with-"

"iWilliam Elson !11 I exclaimed haîf bewibdered; ls Airs.
Elson Arthur Drarmcel's mether V"

I saw hlm acquiese and thon felt hlm place his arms
about nae as lie haîf carried me Wo a sofa, and there I bay
down, wcak, balf-conscioua, cager for hlm te continue bis
narrative, yet tee weak te ask hlm We do se.

CHAPTER XIV.
Lôvo rules thc court thc camp, thc greve,
And mon below and saints above,
For love ils hoaven and heaven ils leve.-&col.

Tis net often a person calîs te mind the peculiarity et
~-tie weather la recounting, incidenta et thc past whldli

arc la tbemacîves very engressing, but the apleador of
tînt particular autnmn still romains vividly la my mcem-

ory. Hlaze]grave waa more beautiful new than ait amy oCher
season. The clustercd; nuts were bending their slim bushes,
and tinged -wltb brow an ripe appearnce improved ten--fobd
the moaotony ef the greenness of the proviens menthes; Tic


