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SONNET BY HENRY PRINCE.

With berculean forîuî and strength of Mars,
On boreal bisets and teinpesti; fierce and wild;
Behold mel Ma eh!-thbe year's flrht male-boni ehild,

Equipp'd for strife and elexuental wars.

With migbty grasp aou froin the Barth lIli fling
This iey amiour, belted tn her breast;
Su birds, sung-throated. homeward from the west

May' wing their truant fight to welcoune spring.

With t;tn-fluteh'd shield and âpear this wintry gloom
8hall soon be piuemed,-and dormant life shall i-le
From lier long deatb-Iike trance, in sweetsurprise,

And tbro' a thousan'I channeis biush and bloomu.
Like nany ai bero then muet i lie down

To die,-my ears unbless'd with my deserved renown.

JOAN
A TALE,

RIIODA BROUGIITON,

"Goueth up as a Flouer, " "Red as a Rose is *5e " etc.

PARIT Il.

CHAPTER 111.

"Howv yoîî dazzle onus!" cries Lalage, ad-vauciug iùto the rnouu, bliuking bier Pyes, un-
usad, aftsr lber long, dark drive, to the ligt ;
',how briglit you ara !-ia there any oua bers
that I know, I wouder T I bops, if there la,
that ha wiil coins and claini acqaintanca witlb
me, for I eau ses notbing !" Tluen, as bar sighit
suddeuly recovers its wnnted streugtb sud elear-
nieas, she turts lber quick, bold eyea rounud the
room. lu a momtent tbey have lit upoxi Joamu.
"Miss Deriug !-ia it Miss Dariuîg -how very
absurd !-Autboîuy, bars is Miss Dering !-you
do not mesu to say that you do not remember
Miss Deriug 1"

Thers cornes no aususer of any kiud ; at heast
ini words. What auîswer la writteu on bis face,
Joan eau but dimly conjecture, for ber eyes re-
fusa to lift tbernselves to bis. She puts ont a
amahi sud icy baud lu the direction wbere sha
feels that ha is, sud is awsre that it is taken for
a second luto oua as col; then iustautly drop-
ped.

" How smaîl the worhd is 1" criss Lalage,
lightly ; tbeu qpickly turning, lu answer to au
inqniry from bler liosteas, to a subjeet that is
much ucarer ber beart: "Farniabsd, mydear T
of course wa are! do not we look ika it T You
have kapt anme dinner for us, I hope-yea -
that la right!1 And bow soon do yon think it
will be raady ? do beg tbern to make baste !"

"«Certaiuly!
Tbey have left the roorn now, sud Joan

breathes more freely; Lalaga stihl laugbiug, sud
talking ernpbatically sud rather loudly about
ber own bunger, sud Anthony dead--dead ai-
lent. It is somne tirne before thay rtura ; not
until after the honged-for sud so eageriy-asked-
after dinnar bas been doue justice to. Iu the
meantime Joan remains lu the corner of the old-
fashioued sofa bebiud the work-table; the saine
spot where she was wlii the tenes of Lalage's
remembered voies fi-at arnote bier ika a sword.
Her head le dowu, thant over bier work; ail the
pretty tools of bier trade are spraad arouîîd ber.
She bas ail the air of a prsistant iuduatry, and
yet la, lij effect, absolutely idle. About bier
goe8 ou the bum of ligbt talk, utteriy unheard ;
a wave that fiowsa round bier witbout reachiug
or teucbing bier. After ma wbile abs becomes
aware that the 11-tari-ad miliionaire la seatad
alouîgaida of lber.

CHAPTER IV.

Two îîights sud a day have passed since the
arrival of the Wolferstana. Josu's cheeks sud
lips sud beart bave had tbirty-six good hours
in wbieb to recover tbemnselves ; and pretty
well righted tbay are. At least, sncb is the
impression that the outside givas; sud, bappily
for ail of us. îîouae au peep insida the machinie
sud ses wbst tricks oui- whaais sud apniiga are
playig us.

Joa bas borna Rupert's French, sud Fan-
stine's musi-the two moat trying items of the
curiclum-with about as much patieîîce as
usual; sud mow tue workma's ber, bas long
sud loud rang twelve. The lssson.books are
slanîrnad wi ti joynns diarespeet. The cbildreu's
fidgety limba are raléeussad from tiîcir chairs.

'Thaebhldren. parti ci pate theuuîselves through
the door, aud, throwing tluemrselves oun('olonel
Wohfertau, drag hiiîuito the rnom. Faustine
sud Rupert arerginghm with ixuperative
srnall bauds, snuMountacute by moral pressure.

Ha, la in the roonux ow ; thougb (baving bier
back to hlmi) abs dosa not ses hlm, she yet feels
it ; staudiuug taîl asudallant by the door. Sileut
-for it woulti be useleas for bim as yet to at-
tempt to apeak, sncb is the Babel of lond ittîs
voices that îîpifts itself round birn.

" It was îîot îuîy fanît ?,"ieha ays, lu s low
voies of. apology, speaking with au uncertain
4mile ; "1 did not mean to disturb you !

"lIt-lt-a of n consequeuce 1" she says,
stamrneriîug s littîs ; déyou-you ara welcorn-
we have iulsbed lassons."

As asespeaka, aseturus quickly away, sud
beglus witb trembliug bauds to collect the

Igramniara, dictionaries, and copy-books, wbich
the pupils, in tbeir laudable eageruess to arrive
at a juat knowie'uge of the lawa of inorality,
have forgotten and neglected. Tbey bave agaîin
seized npon their gueat uow, rather perbapa to
bis relief, aed bave dragged bimi off to the win-
dow, to show him Fauatiue's canaries, and

sot' scoldiug bullfiîîcb, wbo are swinging
alf ngay cages. They keep bini tbere, en-

gaged in desultory conversation for souxe min-
utes.

Joan blesses tbem for it. For a little wvbile
abe is flot aware of wbat is paaaing. There is
a sort of tbickneas in bier bearing ; but, by-and-
by, she is berself again. She bears* Rupert'a
voice successftilly lifted ahove those of bis bro-
ther mnd sister, and apparently engaged in giv-
ing a fragmentary biograpby of bis farnily.

31Y papa is a very nice gentleman, " he issaying, boastfully; and bie bas a beautifuldog-cart ; and wben he dies it wiil be mine 1'
" But you would rather have your papa than

the dog-cart, would not you V" snggeats Wol-
feratan, mildly.

" Y-s" (very liesitatingly and doubtfuliy,
"but" (witb gi-est ale crity and animation)-

but it is a beautiful dog-cart !"
" Tbere is papa !" cries Faustine, prickiug up

bier ears at the sound of distant ocs lei
talking to manun.ia." vie;"el

In a moment tbey bave ail spsd away on this
freab track ; out of the rooîu, aloug the pas-
sages, down the atairs, tbeir six feet go fiyiug
and pattering. Tbey take noise and easse with
tbem-they leave silence and embarrasament
bebiud.

Deprived of their chaperonage, the two vie-
tima, wbom tbey have led into» this snare sud
then left to make the beat of their way out of
it again, stand stupidly mute ; Anthony by the
wiudow, Joan by the table. But for thbe abril-
liug of tbe cauarisand the iittle bopping noise
of the sleek bullfiuch from perch to percb, there
would be dead silence. Anthony is the first to
regain the power of articulation :

" So-so-this is your kingdom 1" lbe says,
sudileniy and awkwardiy, snatcbing a burraed
glance at the face from wbiclî be bas, for the
lsst two days, been avertiug bis eyes as if it
were some unpleaaant aight.

" Yes, thia is my kingdlom 1" s answers,
laugbiug nervonsly.

Then there la ailence again. To botb it seerna
as if, lu the wbole range of language, there
were nothiug else left to say.

" Tbey are kind toyou, I suppose 1" he says
abruptl; "they trea t you well V"

Shedrawa a long breath, and passes ber band
over ber eyea as one that awakes from a trance.

-"Yea, " as a ays, with almost ber nouai coin-
posure, smiling quietly. "1 arn afraid that 1
cannot poser for an ili-uaed governeas. 1 have
not oneaingle sligbt or inisult to boast of. 1 can
only hope that Faustine will be as slow as sbe
caui in growiug up ; 1 sbudder to sea how taîl
site is already 1 "

'«They treat you quite like one of tbe family,
in fact Y'"lie says, witb a bitter, short laugb.
" How kiud of tben! Well" (with an impa-
tient toss of bus head), "we ail kuow that it is
a topsy-turvy world. Wben I think-wben I
reniember-"

" Wben you remember the old Deriug days ?
she says, with a sad trauquility ; 1"the days
wben tbey wers plain Smitba, belor. tbey had
effloresced into Deloraines : wben 1 used to ask
tbem to nîy rixnm gatherurn parties, and think
myself very condescending for shaking hands
witb bim! Well" (witb a siightly ironical
smil2). '«I1bave my reward. Now that the
tables are turned, bie very seldom forgets to bid
mue 1good.nîorning," or ' good-evening.'

She aaya it with a matter-of-fact composure
that ber auditor la unable to emulate. Neither
voice nor face is weil under bis commnand. He
turus away sud leans out of the window, round
whicb. the clematia-spraya nd the flusbing Vir-
ginia cresper make a tbick sud pleasantf rame.
Questions that bie could flot shlow himseif wbile
be was facing ber, bieecan put now.

"Are you happyT"lie asks, in a snddsn
quick voice, an low that abe eau scarceiy catch
ti words, which aeem to, be addresssd rather

to the birds mud the flowers, that at lest, rnigbt
certainly auawer " yes," tbau to ber.

She starta a littie at the unexpected question,
sud aighs.

" 4Happy ?" sbe repeats witli s lingering ac-cent of reflection ; it is s question that 1 neyer
ask niysel; wbicb, 1 suppose ila aagument

"You know that the Abbey is let V' he goes
on, preaently, casting (lown bis eyes and speak-
ing in a toue of sullen dejection ;I'"it bas been
in our family for tbree centuries and a half, and
it has neyer been let before. Do you think that
that is a bitter pili to swallow? or will one grow
used to that, too ?

Joan sigbs.
" At least it is flot sold !" she says, "at least

it is yours tili; was it quite-quite unavoid-
able ? was there no help for it ?"

diWe might have gone on living there, if we
had lived very quietly," hie replies gloomily,
flot raising his eyes; " i f we had sent away hlaf
the servants aud foregone society ; but" (shak-
ing bis head) " that, of course, was a sacrifice
that one could flot ask of auy wornan !

"ui1 siippose flot," she answers, with slow sud
dbious assent ; but agrainat even such assent

bier wbole soul rises up wîthin her in rebellions
outcry.

" So it is let l''ie repeats, with tbe saine de-
pressed intonation. «1I1axa no longer Wolfer-
stan of tbe Abbey ; 1 am Wolferstan pure and
simple-Wolferstan on bis own merits, ani 1
find" (laugbing ironically) '"tbat it makes a
good deal of difference ?

A great wave of compassion rushes over bier
heart as she looks in bis good and soberod face,
ont of whicb tbe young jollity, the bappy,
causeless bilarity, foolisb, yet beautiful, too,
have forever disappeared.

I 1amn sorry !-oh, sorry !" site says, in a
sigbing whisper under bier breath. Tben, a
moment later, raising eyes in wbicb a steadly
ligbt is burning: "And yet," sbe says, wvitb a
spirited look of courage and faith, "as 1 told
you long ago, 1. bave always tbongbt that un-
broken good luck is a doubtt*ul boon to any one;
it 18 wbat God gives to bis choiceat ones 1

"You know," hie says, " that it is bard to
learn one's alphabet wben one is grown Up.
Well, that is j ust wbat 1 arn doing : 1amn leartu-
ing my A B C, like a great overgrowîî dunce.
No cockney that ever lived ail bis life witbini
the'sound of Bow Bella knew lesa about the
management of an estate than 1 did, s0 late in
the day as it is-do yon kniow" (with a fleeting
smile) " that 1 bave struck tbirty ?-l bave put
myself to achool to my own agent. No!
(seeing bier questioning look), ''îlot at Helm-
Isy 11 Ido not know wbat beigbts of heroism
1 may yet cliînb by-and-by; as yet the wound
15 too raw ; as yet" (writhiug a little and flush-
ing painfully) "I do flot think 1 could miake np
my mind to leave carda at the Abley, and ask
permission to drive tbrough the park"

He bas finisbed, and ahle makes for the mo-'
ment no comment. She would ind it, indeed,
rather difficuit to do an, for the picture bie bas
drawn of bis present life, set aide by side itb
that of bis past, wbich is standing out so vividly
and in such glorious gay colours, against tbe
background of bier memory, makes bier utter-
ance uncertain and lber throat choked.

CHAPT1ÊR V.

Down-stairs tbey are dancing- -dancing to a
piano in the hall. Faintly, but yet clearly,
the sounde of tbe oft-repeated valse corne* mer-
rily stealing througb the shut doors and along
the passages. Joan does not even lift bier, beavy
beadtolisten. Wbit good news or beait-light-
ening could auy air brlng bier? An utter dis-
conragement of soul is pressing lier to the eartb;
pressing down and slaying the gentle valor of
ber usually steady spirit.

She presses ber forebead barder still down
upon bier small wriats, until the atrong pressure
is painful, and pincbes bier lips tigbt together,
to keep in the pain-cry that seenis as if it must
issue from tbem.

Wbo is it tbat thus inopportunely aeeks bier ?
-that, in this ber time of freedomn, wben she
is utterly defenceleas and off guard, cruelly in-
trudes hiniself upon ber?1 And in what plielit
is she to meet any curious face ? any prying
light ? She will make no answer at ail ;sudd s
perbapa tbe unwelcorne visitor will conclude
tbat the room la empty, and will go away.

So she lies quiet as any partridge in a furrow.
But the kiîock is a third'time repeateul; and,
since it is still uinaitswered, tbe door opens
softly ; a river of liglit streains mn-a rivéàr
whicb dloes not reach bier, as she is at the farth-
est end of the room ; and on that river, lit bv
that eudden fiame, a man's tail figure-a man"s
inquiring face-make themselves seen.

"ila hee nyon breT"ass. hema'
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ng bis question sud suswering it by another;
"'dosany one want me.T

."Tbey are danceiig!" lie ssys, still feelinglis way giugerly aloug by the table ; belpiug
himself on by the laîîduîarks of loan's
desk, Mouty's bigh chair, Faustiue's work-box.

"And tbey wsut me to play for tbem, " (in a
toue of consternation, raising frightened flugers
to bier own face, to feel bier wet eyelasbes sud
bier bot sud biistered cheeks).

IlNo, tbey want you to dance, they are ail
dancing; 1 waa the oniy parsoîi that waa not ;
that waa wby thiey senit me, I suppose ; 1 would
not have corne" <lu a toue of expisuation and
apoiogy) Ilif tbey liad not sent me !"

"lTo dance 1" repeats Joan, lu s voice of bur-
rled apprebieîtion ; " oh, it is ont of the ques-
tion !-quite ont of the question 1

There is s little scraping aound ; and in a
momnt tbe candles are relit. The vanished
light bas lesped joyfully back again, driving
before it the safe couvenient darkness. The di-
rection of bier voie bas guided hlm. very accu-
rately. .

"Is this tbeway in wbich you generally spend
your eveuings ?"ie asks, abruptY.

"No, tbat it la not !" as cries, enîphatically,
wbile s beamn of eager lght shoots ont from the
depths of bier drowned eyes; " please do not go
sway witb *tiat ides ; do not tbink of me as
sucb s miserably poor creature ; it 18 not once
lu a twelveuioutb that sucb a thing happena
if you liad corne yeaterday-if you carne to-
morrow-you would find me rationaily occupied
like auy one else ; oh, why "-(witb an accent
ofbin) vaiec)- If you must corne at all-

why id ou iotcorne yeaterday, or to-muorrow,
iustesd of to-iiight T"
wbihlooka re wanderiutg round the room,

whic. loksmors of salprisonx sud lesa ofa
bower, iitow that its.- plain furniture, its globes
sud nîas, are iîudicated by the littîs spires of
ligbt of the two composite caudies, than wbeu
tbey were flooded by the general wash of the
royal suubeams.

"Do you apend ail your ife within these
four ivalla r' hiea ska. "Do you neyer mix
witb t,4ern " -nodding bis bead lu the direc-
tion wbeuce '-the sound of the unerry jiggiug
company nasas in muffled inirtb.

" lSometimes, " she aswers, evasively ; it
is as it hajpsns-uow sud then."

"ITbe cildren tell me," bie says, speakiug
slowly, sud shiftiug bis position to one in wbich,
the fulleat light the uiggard caudies give falîs
upori ber, Il that formaeriy-uîîtil quite lately-
until a few dsys ago, iii fact-you always used
to niake your appearance svery eveuing ln. the
drawiug-room, after dinner."

"The children have very long tougus," as
says, petulantiy, witb an embarrassed laugb.

IlTell me," hae cries. stepping yet nearer to
bier, sud fixinR bis grey eyes searchingly upoit
lier, as if lie wou id, ilulber despite ' perce
throngh the poor maak of bier troublect, dis-
figured face, sud reacb the verities of bier dlean
soul-"tell me, la it a coincidexce, or have 1
snytbing to say to it T We were always honeat
with eacb other, were not we T la thera any
reason why we sbould not ha boneat still T"

IlThere le no bonssty lu the mattar," she
answers witb s quiet diguity; Ilit 18s aquestion
that you bave as littîs right to ask as 1 to an-
swer!

"lThen 1 withdraw it," bie answers, gravely;
"but, ail the samne" (shaking bis bead mean-

iugly), 'lit la not ouuly aaked, but answered.
Well 1" (turning slowiy away, sud beginning to
walk toward the door), " you know best-yon
always kuow best ; sxcept once, "-owering
bis voice sud speakiug quickiy, yet empbati-
caly-"« once I arn very sure that you did not
know beat ! 1 tbiuk that now ynu know it
too."'

He bas reached the door. The baudîs is ai-
ready turning ini lis fiugk.ra, wben hae is aware
that she stands agsin beside hlm> sud la lifting
bier cbsrmiug face witb a look of pure friendi-
nas, augzel-mild, to bis.

"lYou 'kuow," ase sys, in a quiet, mnoved
voie, I"that it la not from. any ilI-wili that 1
bear you ; if 1 couild do you any gond-if 1
could ha of any use or profit to yn at any
tixue of rny hife or ynura--iudeed, 1 would
not spare labor or trouble to ha an but you
kuow, as well as I do, that I cannot."

For a moment hae moo'ka at lber uncertainiv
witbout anawsring; t.hen, taking bis reanlutioji
lu botbbanda,-speaka.
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