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All around hero lay remnins of an carly

ritish village; stoncs wero placed upright

sn:all clreles, with boundary walls sur-

mnding them; thero woro bigger pens, or

unds, maybo for sheop or cattle; and at
mo distanco ran a long avenue of upright
ones down to the river, such as aro said
bo secn in many other parts of tho world,
Purpos?, unless as a sacred
ost religion, who can say?
Rly th stood still, after they had picked
wir ditlicult way throu¥h all theso blocks
ing closo togother, half hidden in heather
I furze, ar seattered in geeming desolate
100,
uJ's n strange sight,” nhe remarked.
Lah ot that old village lying roofless,
aile the cattle aud sheep have ﬁcon wan.
ring through its walls for how many han-
tof years. Aud yet thero were men
d wowen living in it, Joy, who onco felt
ke ue.”
“I think they must have felt moro like
rages; don’t you think ro?” said Joy inno-
atly  “The father snys, when he was
pany no onc know this was a village, It
¥ . us if & crop of rocks was sown here;
‘ a strange line anywhere.”
“I've read somewhero that they bad reund
i5; 1 en, most likely, they would fill up
esparce between these uprights with peat
d furzo, and roof the top with poles and
,liko a brown bechive,” eaid Blyth,
iling at b~ in a curious way.
“Al* [ 80, you think how ignorant I am
th al! my schooling, whilo you kuow eo
ch, though you only read now at home
mghts,” exclaimed Joy, ingeniously, with
L admiration.  “But then, I have no
hd for learning.”
“Nay* Well, so long as you have heart
gh, the head does not so much matter,”
asmed Blyth, oracularly,
e had not smiled at all in disduinful
y, ae she wrongfully suppesed; no! only
the thought of how many menand young
1s in thoso b; ';{'one, hoary days must have
ol and 10\'ch ere, and passed, hand.in-
bd, ever that old bridge, under which tho
ad stall tlowed, young as cver. But Joy
i nnt understood him.
o they went homne to the farm, the young
nand the young girl, who was still a
1d i heart.

ilatli Berrington, therefore, wailed for
strualia, but Joy went back to her school-
; for another year, only broken by holi-
sat the leasant Red House, that scem.
luncdy now by contrast,

whol of some

lim-
rel nightly across the ford of the Chad;
1 still the “whist” sisters lived their sc-
ded, silent lives in the little cottage at
mouth of the lonely glen; or, if somc.

hes 8cen b{ the peasants wandering over

b moatland, were shunned as witches, in
te of their deeds of mercy.

CHAPTER XXX.
*Ienedsin the timeof ¢ Ly,
Wheane fouls singie In bor lay:
1 lowers on apyl-trees and pery e,
Small fowles singe merye,
Ladses atrowe here bow res
Wath redo roses and Iylye flowers.”
Ramance ¢f “Nichand Cacur de Lion”
Nearly threo years after Blyth Berrington
sailed to Austrulia, Joy stood ono eve-
2at the Red House Farn gate.
ke tields were descrted, the farm noises
ed: hut overhiead, in tho plain of the
R the first faint dights of the watchers of
t wero trembling in the cast, and down
hecopse by the river the nightingales
e singing ravely. Abovs her drooped
s plutnes of golden lobernum, white hilac
ither side of the gate scented the air,
awild-rosc on & bush trained up the
ost leaned over to touch Joy’s check.
ind, even in the gloaming, the Red
loaked ﬁlowing and trim. It had
ech painted fresh, against Joy's return,
he old fanner, and the brick walls and.
l, eep roof, with the dark-red wood-
k of doors aud windows and carved
fe-boa-de, made the fino old fann-stead
quite a proper homo for gay young
y20 he maid,
bhe said'  Joy, turning her head as shie
embered the fatherly glance at hersclf
which good old Berrington had accom-
td the words, thought 1t did truly look
aant home.  She had herself dressed
ke windows with red blinds, to carry
fancy that the color of auch things
Rining to the housc should help to bicar
itsname.  The now shadowed garden
« was full of tall whito lilics and pinks,
abines, monk's-hood, and all such nweot
*

und long-lived flowors; with roscinary and
southornwood, and such-liko pot-horbs, more
for savor than sightliness. But tho borders
round tho house wall gleamed oven in tho
twilight with tho warmer hues of gaudy fa.
vorites which Joy had planted there to car-
r{' out her freal:—apothceary roses, with
their crimson leaves and yellow hearts, red
sweet pea, linunting peonfes, and an army,
not yet blown, of such gorgcous great pop-

fes, emperors of their kind, that all the
arm-house neighbors near and far envied
the show and bcgfgc(l for sumno sced. Kar-
mer Berrington hud laughed at her; sho
might do a3 she pleased, being “the joy of
the house,” he said,

No wonder Joy thought of his words, for
ghe know what he meant,  They had had
no letter from Blyth for somo ten months,
and yet in hislast ho had said lis unclo was
failing.

“l amnot tho mun I was, cithai; sol
h(:}w my son can bo spared to come home,”
old Borrington had opened his lips to re-
mark. Ilo was hoarty still, but had grown
80 heavy that it was a trouble to him now
to walk tnuch about the farm, His broad,
ruddy faco had becomoe grayer and heavier,
either with timo or perhaps hisson’sabsence,
for such silent men do not take to other
folks' company lightly, or at all, maybe,
when those tth most care for are gone from
them, But still his glanco wonld always
light up at Joy’s presence, at tho flash of
her splendid black oyes and her sunny
lnugh ; and she knew what a warnm, stih
quick heart housed in that mountain of flesh,
whero careless or dull oyes only saw a stolid
and ponderous old man, oft-times afilicted
with gout or shortness of breath, and such-
like ills.

Joy had grown taller, fuller in form,
fairer to look on in tho last thrce years,
Now, as she stood there in a pale cotton
dress, with a white muslin kerchief folded
over her bosor, she was—Db:autiful! She
laughed in her heart, being young and glad,
as she thought of F:mner%errin n's say-
ings, audhalf bid her face, blushing at its
own fancy, in her arms folded on the rail.
But then she sighed soon, and raising her
head looked down the lane, us if her
thought would fain sce inte tho dark future
as her eyes sought to pierco the shadows.
For Blyth had not come home; and—ho
might have changed his mind. Ho was
only a boy in heart, though a man in years
when he left, she believed.

And when he had asked her to plight
her troth down by the great holed atone
she herself was a mero child, and knew
nothing of lifo orthe world, and had seen
so few besides himself.  But now - Well,
now, not a young farmer for sixteen miles
round tho moors but wood gladly ride far
on the darkest night on the chance of mect
ing her at any merry-making. For she
was reckoned the test beauty in all the
country, so thoy toldher. Butshe thought,
alas ! so many of themn mere yokels, how-
ever well-grown of body and well-housed
athomo. Perhaps it was her schooling had
done it, or some inbred greater geutlencss
of racc ; but sho felt thero was sometbin
in herself they lacked cach and all, an
longed for woro signs of gentility in her
lovers.

Stephen Hawkshaw, indeed, was beyond
thu rest.  Bat then ho had been to college
(though he could not nass his examinations,
it was rumorcd), and ne aspired to bo con-
sidered an cqual by the younger =ort of
gentry, as his father loved to bo called
¢ squirc " by all 'tho mecancr sort of folk
who wished toscrapo favor withhim, Yes,
he was handsome and merry, and admired
herself, without doubt, Did she like him ¥
Joy asked her heart.  Why, yes; she did.
Better than all others, even old friends?
she must seo them again to knmow.  Heigh-
ho ! ..aat would Old Hawkshaw say, though,
should his zon ask leave to bring homo a
dowerless maiden to the Barton Y And Joy
began singing to herself, carcless and happy
whatever might betide.

Mcanwhile, at this samo hour, on this
samg evening, a young man was walking to-
wards the Red House Farm, nlong tho laue
that led from Moortown., 1o was very
tall aud b.oad-shouldered; ho wore a
large soft hat of fashion unknown in those
parta, and a short, yeilow-gold Leard that
was likewisc a rarity in thoso days. Even
by tho mako of hisclothes ho waa a stranger
for certain; so that tho maidens by the
bridges over tho hill-streams, and the men
jogging homewards on their rough ponics
while they called out ¢ Good.evening’ in

tho fricndly fashion that wasusual, wonder-

ol who ho might bo, and gazed curiously
after him,

* Qood-evening,” he always cried, but
strode on with tho help of his big stick,
never atogping to havoa chat, nover think-
ing how, behind him, all tho girls eald how
handseme ho was, and the men how big and
strong. And yot he felt as if ho loved them
all, li.[e loved the soft-faced maldens, and
tho men with their kindly, lazy speech, tho
nestling villages in the wooded coinbs, the
tumbling brooks and mossy millwheels.
Then the sight of the wide moors and the
freo hills and craggy tors up yonder, tho
flocks of sheep, the soft.oyed red cattlo
kneedeep in tho fords, awnd in the brooks
the heds of tall, yellow-hlied iris, and the
sweet, breezy air he had drunk into his
lungs since boyhood—ho loved them all.
For he way Blyth Berrington.

As Blyth neared his home with swinging
pace, leaving mile after milo more and more
gladly betund him, bo did not hecd that ho
was becoming footsore—ho did not wasto
thought in grumbling that he had not found
man ond cart, or any vehiclo or beast even,
to bring him fror: Moortown,

He thought, instead, how purely whito
the lano glistened liero and thero in tho
twilight, with tho granite dust ground down
from tho rocks ; and again, hew deeply rich
and red was the carth whero ?loughc«l, the
land his forefathers had lived on so 1ang.
Then never had sny other country such
hedgerows, such banks and lance, so great
and deep, so massed with holly and broam,
and wildly luxuriant with all twining, tiwist-
ing plants, that curl their tendrils with tho
sun or contrariwige ; ouch a paradise of
ferns, or such an English wild garden of
flowers, from tho Lent-lilies opening the
season, with their yellow bills shaking music
soundless to our grosser cars in the mad
March v.ind, to the great summe: army
that followed, and the last of the laggards
of autumn,

Biyth's heart gave a leap in his Lody for
pure gladness whor first ho saw the Chad
again; and then ho hurried on faster than
befoure, while it camo foaminﬁcsund singing
and tumbling alongthe road beside him. As
cach well-known landinark came in sight,
his eyes grew dim often cnough, and his
henrt felt very soft, while his threat fuolish-
ly swelled. And, 68 among much we love,
one object is atill singled out specially, so
even while Blyth watched for the first sight
of the Red House chimneys above the vak-
trees, and often wondered how his old futh-
er might bo_and whether he was yet hale
and well, stlll truly the most eccret fires
and decpest tenderness of his feelings were
reserved for the image of ono other well
beloved —wero urfinw his Wcll-ni%xh jaded
body on with fresh ctfort to seo Lt dear
self faco to face again.

He remembored o young, slight girl,
half.child still, with flying feet and lissom,
still unformed figure, whoso darkscycs wero
flashing with merry mischief, or opened wide
in pure deep innocence,  What would Joy
be like? how would she meet him * and
whero~—

Ho was near home now. e camo up the
lano with beating heart, and sarely, survely
thero was :\shu(ﬁ)wy figure ﬁlcaming pale
at the gate, Who wasit? Was it- counld
ithosho?

Mcanwhile Joy, straining her cyesight
at the handsome stranger in the darkened
light, watched and wondered too.

Blyth approached, then atnp}{c«l short,
and, taking off his broad, hat while he Lent
forward to sec the maiden closer, ashed.

“1Vill you hav etho kindness to tell e
docs Farmer Berrington live here now at
the Red House Farm ¥

“ Blyth!y screamed Joy the instant he
had spoken, and held out her two hands to
him across tho gate.

He caught and pressed them hard, and so,
approaching close, they looked at cach
other, quite near a few moments, in utterly
astonished breathless silence,

Joy saw heforo her no raw, fair-haired
lad such @3 ho who had gono from them, but
a fincly -made man, with a handsome, open
face, and who carricd himself with an up-
right, steadfast air, as one who knows hic is
of some worth in the werld, but assumes
neither mnore or less.

And he? Mo had never thought Juy
could have grown 20 beantiful ! Her eyes,
full of dark liquid light, flashed & welcome
mn which surprisc was lost in great gladness.
They wero the sawe cyes ho remcmbered
well ever since Dick had first lifted hor as
a little child out of the wagon at theirgate;
Lbut othorwiso all featurcs scemed to ham

not changed but glorified, o had loved

bor over since sho was o littloe rose-bud

child ; whon ho left sho lad been liko the

E.‘mng flower only beginning to unfold its
auty 3 but now sho was

*A rogo In Juno's most honeyed heat,

A redanouthed rogo, that woman of the flowers.”
More by token she wuro a full Llown red
roao in her bosom, which sho rivalled in
glorious beauty and sweetness,

So helooked at her a few moments with-
out speaking, The hush of tho hour was
around them, the night-scents of tho flowery
in the garden waa fragrant on tho air; and
from the long lush-grass of the mcadows,
still standing in their summer pride, camo
tho hoarse cr-a-ik, cr-a-ik of tho landrsils,
the night-watchmen of birda.

Then, with all these sights and sonads
and scents around him ho had known sinco
boyhood, Blyth found his voice again, 1le
cried, hardly knowing what he said, only
conscious of glad surprisc,

“Why, Joy, you are a woman !”

(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

0ld Friends.

It was the saying of Abbo Morcllot that
“if tho gods wero to pormit him to rcturn
again to carth in whatover form ho might
Ghoose, hoshould make, perhaps, the whimsi-
cal choico of returning to thiz world as an
old man.” Whimsjcal as this may scem,
thero are some reasons that would justily
sucha choico. It does not necessarily follow
hecause & man is old, heis, therefore, incap-
acitated for cmjoyment or improvement,
Thore is the steady vitality of ripcuess to
his youth, which is strength and reliabidity.
His expericnco isa store houso of knowlege.
As tho explorer actually cvjoys more,
becauso ho Knows more, after his return than
while in active and anxious pursuit, since
ho can gather it all up and think it over
calmly, yet with & vividness as great as at
the tirst sight, and again and again with
increasing enjoyment, so an old man has a
full storc-house in his experienco, and can
be continually using it to tho prohit of others
and his own cnjoyment.,  Things that were
matters of uncertainty and perplexity in his
youth are now scttled, and atford a gohd
satisfaction beyond the most dazzhing anti.
cipations of youth. There is no want of
material for comfort and joy even in the
surrows that often overshadow lus path.

And w)icn we come to friends, w can -
dorse the expericuco of Mana hdgeworth,
“'In tho worHl in which 1 have hived nearly
three-quarters of a ceatury, I have fouud
nothing onc.quarter 8o well worth hiving fov
as old friends.” Youthful fricndslnps%mvo
their charms, and often their disappoint-
ments, but old tried friends aro a permaneuy
joy. Itisthooldest cask that has the sweet-
cst wine, Itistho ripe fruit that is the
nost Juscions, 1tis tho old violin, whose
practiced strings havo scasoned the instiu-
ment, and filled every poro with meclody,
that the gentlest touch awakens to a rap-
turous Larmony. And that immortal hatp
of a thousand strings in tho souls of men
gives swecter strains by the mellowing touch
of age. Old friends aro prized for their
worth, through many trals. Their love is
tempered to an even tirmness that does not
change. You can lean upon it without
doubt or suspicion. It has lost nono of its
power. Coals contain the strongest™ heat
with their covering of ashes, and there is
a beauty in their glow supesior to flame.
Gad bless our old fricnds,  Wo wish they
could know how much we prize them.  ‘tho
very remembrancoof them is the charm of
our past lifc, and the hopo of mecting them
int the endless futire fills the soul with joy.
—Cur. Watchman.

Skin tight sleeves are things of the past —
thanks to the Godidess of Lashion,

To take dust out of stecl rub tho stecl
withsweet oil 5 ina day or two rub wath
finely powdered unslaked lime until tho rust
all disappears, then oil agam, roll inwoollen
andd put 1 a dry place, especially if it be
table cutlery,

A Georgia paper tells of a farmer who
had a calf ircnk its leg last February, lhe
owner tried lus surgieal skl upon the
broken itmb and succecded an cutting off tho
broken leg and curing . He then attached
a wooden leg to the st®b, and reports that
tho calf has as good uso of itsclf as it had
bofore the injury,




