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.. to-confees it, Joanna.
-- ig:to amend it.- But I thiok you ought to
. ‘apologize to' Miss Ventnor. L
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. Gecfirey’s ward, as they call her, but in

" This is all very remarkable, but more re-
markable etill ig that look hie face assumes
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PART IL
CHAPTER II.—CoNTINUED,

There is a tap at the door It provesto
‘be Miss Bice In persor, who wishes to know
if Miss Leo will come and practise that duet
shé'ls going to sing to-night with Joanna.
Bo Leo goes, and Mrs, Abbott takes another
stxand of pale gold silk, and looks at Sa-
ranpa’s flowing tresses with a very thoughtful
fics.

She thinks of Joanna and her husbavd.
‘What Leo bas discovered to-day for the fisat
time 18 a very old story te Leo’s mother. It
surprised her at first, it puzzles her stfll, but
she does not orjsct to it—she bas found it
nselul in more ways than one. Mr. Abbott,
in words, has never, since that first day, ob-
jected fu the least to the presence of

sction he has objscted to her, all these five
years, 85 strongly ag man can. He avoids
her na he might o soake; if they meet by
chance he beats & retreat; 1f she enters a
room where he Is, he leaves it; he breaks off
whatever ho is saying to lleten to her when
she speaka. If she stays for dinmer, as she
has on one or two occasions, he dines in foli~
tnde.

st sight of her—that look is eo extraordina-
rily like one of shrinking fear. Who'ls this
girl? What fs she to the Sleafords? What
to bexr husband, that all this should beso?
‘What secret binds him and this man Sleaford
together, In its dark tia ?

For Joanna—she is evidently uuconscious
of her power. Bhe sees that Mr. Abbott
avoids and dislikes her, but she is used to
that, ard does not mind. She dislikes him
in torn, so they are quits, That she has any
fortber hold opon him Bhe is unaware. Mrs,
Abbott thinks of all thie, but she has little
desire to lift the vell ; the screen that hides
her husband’s past life as o merciful ono; she
shrinks from ever knowing what lies behind.
1f she does not wish for the presence of Mr.
Abbott, when her cbildren’s young friends
assemble at Abbott Wood, she has but to
kesp Joanna by her side—he will not come.
She takes advantage of this to see rather
more company thsn wis her wont, Joapnoa's
presence 18 o guarantee that Nr. Abbott's
uncultured remerks will not put hor to the
blush.

Brightbrook has some very desirable rosl-
dents now; very nice people, indeed, come
there for tha summer, and there is abundance
of pleasant society for Leo. Mr. Abbott in-
trudes not, for Joanna is always there to
sing. Long sgo, Mrs. Abbott, who really
likes the girl, would have tsken her to
Abbott Wood ¢ for good' had Giles Sleaford
not resolutely refused to give her up.

Thoss five years have not altered him in
any way, except that he daily grows more
besotted with drink and ‘dry rot.” He lets Mr.
Abbott comparatively alone ; his pockets are
always well filled, his giris and boys well
dressed, the old rude plenty reigns at the
{armstesd, the old ‘awarrys’ still obtain, it is
the rendezvouns of a very lively lot of youag
men and maidens. Peopls have grown to
accept Sleaford and his thriftlers family, and
pretty well ceased to wonder at his connection
with Mr. Abbott. A billionaireYs a privileged
being. They are proud of Abbott Wood and
jts burly lord; he has in a great measure
made the place ; he 1s the selgnenr of the goil,
owaos half the village, and the big white hotel
that in summer Is so well and fashionably
filled. Hillrlde breezos, trout treams, gun-
ning, boating, bathing, fishing, all ate here,
and city folks come with their wives and lit-
tle opes, thelr maid servants and man ger-
vanta (sometimes), and enjoy them.

Mrs. Abbott likes Joanns, and takes an in-
serest in her welfare. Yes; but Joanna
loves Mrs. Abbott, reveres her, admires her,
thinks bher the most beautiful, accomplished
and perfect being on earth. Her worship to
this great lady is, to a certaln extent, her re-
Mgion, her salvation. If she is tempted to
do wrong, to give wsy to paeslon, fhe
thought, © Mrs, Abbott will not like it,” is
Joanna’s guerdon, ber pralse the girl's de-~
light; to please her is the highest ambition
of bher life. 'The Jady bas tried to teach
her, to make a Christian of her, to give
her yot a higher stendard, but it is not so
eagy toevangelize this young heathen. The
leopard does not chabge his gpots. Josona
does not change her natore in spite of beau-
tiful mueic, painted windows, embroid-

ered altar cloths, and the flowery
perfods of the Rev., Ignatius Lamb.
She listess, and chafes Inwardly, and

yet a8 constant dropping will wesr a stone,
80 five years of this bave eubdued the girl,
and made her turn ber thoughte, with a cer-
tain stricken awe, {0 these great truths ghe
1eads and hears. Troere is a heaven, and she
may go to it—she, Sleaford's Joanns, quite as
veadily @8 fair Olga Ventnor herself. That
fact she has grasped, and it does her good, in-
creages Ler self-respect, and spurs her on to
better things. She is far less fierce,she gives
up bad language, she tries to listen In silence
to the taunts and sneers at home, to rige su-
perlor to her surroundings, But oh! it is
weary worh—it 18 a never-ending stroggle ;
she falls back again snd again; the
old bitterness; the old despair cluich
her hardly at times, Envy, hatred,
snd ell uncharitableness devour her
beart, and tear it to pleces between them.
It I8 an abnormal life she leads—two lives,
and she is supremely miserable. She strives
10 be content, to be thankful—it is impos-
sible. She loves Mrs. Abbott, she reveres
Xer, she would do anything in the world to
win her praise—the best of this poor Joanna
beging and ends there. To her ghe 1a pas-
sionately grateful ; to the rest of the world
her hesrt is like a stone. Even to Geoffrey,
der first friend, she 18 almost apathetic—she
likes Leo, that 1a all. There s, perhaps,
one other exception, but this exception only
adds to her unhappiness—it fills her with a
guawing, miserable unrest. She feels wicked
and kelplees, and all the time ehe longs to
e good, to be noble, to be true, Her good
and bad angele war strongly for the goul of
Joanna.

Long ago she confessed her first sin—her
attack apon Olga Ventnor. BShe goes to Mrs.
Abbott and coniesses it volmntarily, looking
downoast and ashamed. The lady listens
very gravely. -

- # J feared. 80," ghe says; it 1s good of you
To be eorry for a faunlt

¢« Oh1” Joanna gayr, with a gasp.
‘quite another thing—to toll this kind, good,
gentle lady, 18 easy.” -

possible. Wé Kxiow this."| ©

the same way.
- *

room that is kept for her use.
much envy snd bickering with Lora and
Liz, that she keeps but few of her things at
home.
of course, but simple ones always.
will have nothing else, and Mrs_ Abbott
gees that galety would not accord with the
fitness of thiongs.
ot dark blue silk, but so plainly made that
nothing conld bs less smert; a gold cross
and chain, ber abundant reddish hair bralded
a8 tightly and compactly as possible about
her small head, and she is ready. And she
Jooks very well, «slim and genteel, and guite
tho lady,” Mre. Hill, the housekeepor, tells
her, condescendingly, * only she ought to put
a bit of pink ribbon or blue flowers in her
hair.”

at bher approvingly.
stmple, yet well dressed-—it is ar It should
be; Joanna does her no diacredit.

a water lily.
gtlk, half alivery, half green, with quantities
of tulle, and bunches of pale pink roses.
Even Joanna catches ber breath as she
looks at her.
like face, that imperial poise of head and
and shoulders, that exquisite water nymph
dress.

glow as they look on this

later, and he is by her side.
ston, looking Ineoucliant

comes over to present his felicitations to
Miss Abbott.
mingles, disperses
a great jardiniere, watches
engages Leo for the first dance; Geoffrey has
Qlga; others eeek partners; dancing be-

“Thatis |

‘1%.to-your,0wn’ condclende. -, Bat I think yo

ught?"" - LM e

That is all. _
heart ot Sleaford’s Joauiin-—tho. firat’a
between right ind wrong, and right.co
She goes ‘lingeringly up :t¢ Ol
standing’ for a moment alone, ax
out her confeselon. <. ™~ "

It wag me,” she eays, com
didn’t mesn to hurt you—o0n _
beir. P’m veryeorry. I hopeyou—you do
mind I R .

«Youl” Olga exclaim; horror in her eyes,
All the terror of that terrible time returns to
her. She looks at her with fear, with abhor-
rence, snd turns and flles,

Joanna etands mute, motionless. Hali an
hour after, when Olgs, her first panic over
and ashamed of what she has done, returns,
she finds her standing there still.

I am sorry,” Olgs said, but her head is
very erect as she gaye i{t—she does not look
sorry. I donot mind in the least—now.
I did not think when I ran away. 1 hope
you do not mind," o ST
The black eyes look at her.

truggle:
nquers.
entnor,

;mel

X -.

posedly.

Iy to ont off youxr
't

They are 8o

flerce, o foll of hatred, that Olga recolls.

¢ 1 will mind as long as I live!” Joanna
says, and turns from her striking down the

hand she has hslf held out.

* So ends Josnua's first impulse to try to be
igood.! Alas! most of her {mpulses end in’

- * »

There are lights, and tlowers, and fair
faces, and music, and feasting in silent, state-
ly Abbott Wood to-night, tor the Iittle
daughter of the house ls fifteen, and ber,
#riends and Qlga's and Geoffrey’s are down
from the city In force to wish her many hap-
Py returns, .

She bag had her wish. It has snowed all
day, and now the morn, a brilliant Cbrist-
mas sickle, shines down on glisteniog snow,
black, bare trees gaunt hedges snd avenuzs
but it is windless, and still mild. It js no
green yule, and great fires blaze high in
gleaming grates, for no abomination of pipes
or registers desecrete winter st Abbott Wood.
The ¢ miatletos -bongh” Langs from - the.
drawlng-room ceiling, though tae custom
of kissing under it js ore bonoured
in the breach than the observance ; holly,
nud orbutus, apd winter berries adorn.
walls and windows, mnd therc are flowers,
flowers, flowers everywhere. A tolerably
large company are coming—uearly &ll young
people, for it 18 understood it is little more
than « girl’s party after all. .

,* Remember | come early, Joanna,” is Mrs.
Abbott’s last injaopction ; # and be in your
best looks and voice to-night.”

Joanna shrugs ber shoulders.

My looks do not matter in tbe least. My
voice I will try and hava to order,” is her an-
swer. 1tisior her voice she is hLere, she
knowe, not for herself.

She comes early, and dresses in & little
There is &0

Mrs. Abbott provides her dreeses,
Joanna

She wears to~-nighta dress

Joanna langhs.
#«To put pink ribbon in ved halr would

be to paint the lily, Mre. Hill," she says,
good-humouredly. Of personal vanity she
has not a particle; her red hair does not
discompose her in the least.

She goes down, and "Mrs. Abbott glances
Quite plain, severely

4 If only you sing as well as you look, my

dear, I shall be quite satisfied,” she says,
kindly.

Leo is there, all in white~-a costly toilet,

white luce over pearl-coloured silk, and
strands of pearl in her dark perfumed hair,
Her bronza eyes shine, her cheeks flush, her
childish face is bright with excitement.
kieses Joanna in childinh glee.
reconnoltres once, sees Joanua, aud flees.

She
Mr. Abbott

The company come esrly, and come rapidly

—it is in tbe country — city bours do not
obtain, and it is only Leo’s party.
ber of youtbful guests are staying in the
bouse ; nearly a dozen more coms from Vent-
por Villa. with Olga and Frank.

A num-

Olga is like a vision, like an Undine, like
She wears some pale, sheeny

That gold hair, that clear, star-

«QOh " Joanna sayd, “ bow lovely! how

lovely 1"

« How lovuly !” & volce echoes.

It is Gecficey Lawmar, whose deep gray eyes

Perl, A second
Frank Living-

and handsome,

The rainbow tbrong meets,
Joanns, {n the shade of
it all, Frank

gins almost immediately. Colonel Ventaor
seeks ont Mr, Abbott in the library, and

with two other papas enjoy a quiet game of
whist.

& The band music ringes merrily out, the
young people merrlly dance. Joanna does
vot dance. Ycung ladies are in the mejority
—as it is in the naturs of young ladies to be—
and no one notices her until it 1s time to
sing. 'Then she glides to the piano at a
signal from Mrs. Abbott, and her fine volce
breaks through the chatter and hum, and
talkers stop perforce to listen. Hhe sings
alone, then with Leo, then alons agsin, for
people crowd around her, and there la soft
clapping of gloved hands and gentle murmurs
of pralse.

4Sing us a Christmas carol,” says Mrs,
Ventoor ; ¢ to-morrow is Christmas Eve.”

She thinks a moment, and then in a
softened voice, a little tremulous, she sings a
very old hymn :

* Rarthly frlends may change and falter,
Earthly friepds may vary; °
He is born, who cannot alter,

Of the Virgin Mary.”

«Ob, how sweet!" Mra., Ventoor says, tears
in bher eys; “ please—please sing another.
Your voice goes to my heurt.”

The girl lifts two dark, melancholy, grate-
ful eyes to tbe lady, and sings agaln :

* He neither shall be born

In house nor inhall,
‘Nor in the place of Bnradlse,
. But in an ox's stail, L
. He neither shall be rocke
. _In sllver nor in golq,
But in a wooden manger
That rocks upon the monld.”

i . P 1 N
Tliere 1s a struggle in thewild

1| moutk

“|'than moonlight on snow ; it' suits “her,mood,
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*wJoanna laughs. The complinent-is am-
biguous, to say the laast, but her sombre face
‘lights into momentary brightnesd at bis care-
eag 'Words.' "The next moment e 18 goxe.
‘He Bos éspied Olga standing:in a window
recese alone,  He bends over hé¥, ays some-
thing laughingly, encircles her slight walst’
with his arm. Only for a second—with
a most declded motion she  frees hergelf
and walves hin offi It is all in
B ‘moment, but in that ‘moment every
trace of gladness leaves- Joanna’s face.
Bhe tures angrily, frowningly away. She will
not sing any more. She goes out of the ball--
room, finds her shawl and hat, and gullenly
quite the house. ' She glances back at the
lightedwindows ‘with' a darkening fice., Music
follows 'her, danclog i8 recommencing, she
will not be migged.” She does not care if she
is. : .

Bhe walks down under the black trees to
the gate, There she'stops, folds her arms on
the top of the low stone'wall, and stands still.
Theére -1s nothing more coldly melancholy’

1

this Bteel-cut ‘landscape, all ebony and ivory.’
-Ag'shestands, a figure comes out of the shadow.
snd approaghes her. ““She stares at It, but in
surpriseor alerm~ . ‘ Cole o

o Bays, RDgraci

ously eliough

o

s you!l” -~ : ] Lo

ult'ig I. - I'thought you would come oul,
Jonnna, You’' mostly do, you kmow." Are
you going home?" 7 .
" " What are you doing here?” Joanna dé-
‘inands,:still ungraciously, and not meving,

« Oh, you know,” George Blake answers.
# [t ig my_off-night, ard I could not keep
awoy. Try and be clvil to s fellow, Joanpa.
Are you golng home? Let e go with
you.” T o

She stands silent. Georgs Blakaisin love
with her—she ig amazed, Dut oot In the lesst.|.
flattered by the fact. Plaln Bleaford’s
Joauna as she i¢, she has ‘some nameless
fascination for him. e has besn in the
habit of going to the Sleaford’s for years,
without being in the least srcitten by either
of the falr Misses Sleaford. ~ ‘Suddenly
without knowing the why or wherefore. he is
poseeseed of a passlon for this girl Joanna
that holds him as with bonds and fetters.
His motker would not approve; Joanna
snubs bim unmercifully—nll the same his in-
{atuations deepens with every dsy.

« Are you coming ?” young Blake aske, ¢ or
are you golog back to the house ?”

She glances over her ghoulder once more at
those lighted windows with a frown.

# I will go home, Oh, yes, you may come,
They will not miss me—they are toco well en-
gaged.”

« [ snppose all the cream of the cream are
there ?” he eays, gayly, drawing her arm
throuch his, quite happy for the time—¢ the
Van Rensselanrs, the Ventunrs, and the rest.
Livingston is there, of course ?”

u Of course,” she Bays, shortly,

v And devoted to tho lovely primcess!
Ab, what a match be will make!—beanty,
riches, everything—must have been born
with a silver spoon in his mouth, that fel-
low.”

She doea not reply. She sbivers. and draws
her shaw!l with impatience about her.

« How cold it is |” she saye, almost angrily.
#Do not talk, Let us hurry, Itis nearly
two o'clock,” )

But George does talk, gally and floently,

He talks so much that he is unconscious she

lstene in silence, They reach the tarm,

wrapped in gruiet and darkness, without meet-

l1‘n;=,v a soul. All are in bed, but Josnna bas a
oy.

« Good-night,” she says, “and don't bs so
foolish waiting for me another time. What
would your mother say 7"

He laughs.

# My mother thinks I am virtuously asleep
in New York. We do not tell our mothers
everything. It would not be good for 'em,
Good-night, Joanna.”

He goes off, whisiling, tbrough the white,
still, frozsn night. Joaznna gets in, and
reaches her room, but she does not go to
bed. She sits ithere in the chill, ghostly
moonlight a long time--so long that the
moon wanes, and sets, and the stars fade out,
apd the deep darkness that precedes dawn
falle on the earth. Far off at Abbott Wood,
the gay birth night party iz breaking up, and
good byes are being spoken to the merry
music of sleigh bells. But the dark moraing
sky is not darker than the set tace of Slea-
ford's Jonnua. ’

CHAPTER lII.
IN WHICH JOANNA CAPS THE CLIMAX.

It ig the afternoon of New Years Day—a
windy and overcast afternoon. Fast drifiing
clonds are blown wildly over a leaden sky,
wonding on Bnaw;" a gale surges with the
roar of the dea through the pine woods; far
off, the deep diapason of tbat mighty sea
itself blends its hoarse ronr in the elemental
chorus. The marshes lie all flat and sodden
with recent raln and melted snow., Itisa
desolare picture on which the girl looks who
leans over the gate at Sleaford’s, and gazes
blankly before her. with eyes as dreary ad
the landscape itself. She looks flushed and
weary, and with reason; the long soughlog
blast sweeps cool and kindly as a friend's
hand over her hot forehead, Her wild
hair blows about in its usmal uan-
tidy fashlon—her dressis a torn and soiled
calico wrapper, No ¢ neat-handed Phillis”
this, no spotless dimity household divinity,
but simply Sleaford’s Joanna resting after
the toils of the day.

The red farm-house behind her [ies silent
and sombre, the bark of one of the many
dogs, now and tkep, alons breaking the
silence. The hounsebold are away, except,
the master, and he {8 sleeping off a heavy
dinner, washed down by copious draughts of
whiskey, in the upper chawnber, saored to
his uee., For it 18 not New Year's Day, and
have not Liz and Lora to receive their gen-
tlemen friends? Nelther the weather nor
the roads being propitious, and Bleaford's
being two or three miles out of the way, the
young ladies have accepted the invitation of
a couple of thelr iriends, and have gone en
grande {enue to Brightbrook to recelve. Dan
and Jud, in thelr Nunday best, are ¢ calling ;’
Giles, Joanna and the dogs are keeplng
house.

It has been no holiday for the girl; she
has never had a holiday in her life. ‘Ll'here
has been a dinner-party at the farm-house,
and she has been cook. The office has been
no sicecure. There has been a goose stuffed
with sage and onions—a large, vulgar, savory
bird to roast—a turkey with dresging to
boil—a -plum pudding ditto, sundry vege-
tables, and. stewed fruits to go with these,
dain(es. . Yesterday'a. huge becfsteak and
kidney psstry was concoctéd, and s ham

~} charii. .

i it | 1ast.” Omce 'mors, very 'young" men flock"
‘{ around her as butterflies round ‘s rosebud:

“nte pain st her heart makes tHe Song—a"de-

e

-

b Sate goGo 0 mosting ni
and brotght.-thele-friends-back. with them.
Jganna hine cooKed; bt lias refused to walt at 1.
e e :,/ -3 . /,u.x:‘!"'!‘ :‘-
our-dinner, wait on’ jcitil;selvog,i
" shé has;esld, briefly; and they:
ave! ‘waited;-on' themselves withoat! muchi,
grambling-for-everything has been done-to'a
harti . Now they bre gone againj she has
washed the dishes, and ¢ redd up,” and;tFéd,
flughed, hedvy-hearted, she’stands leaning
over the fénce, looking - with ~those:
black, melancholy eyes of. hers, s
lying, fest-drifting sky; 7r.qi i
But- it is neither the waariness £ labour,
the dreariness of utter solitude, the loss of a
holiday that all the rest of the world is enjoy-
ing, that welghs her down. To all these
things she is_inured; custom has blunted
their edge; she hardly feels their pain. It is
gomething else, romething belonging to that
other life that is not connected with Slea-
ford’s—~that. other life that seems to belong
to another world. , y :
“The changes that have occurred since the
Christmas birth-night party sre these: The
Ventnors have returned to town, their visi-
‘tors with them. Before going- they had
given a party, to'which Joanna was bidden,
'‘in kindliest, gentlést words, by kindlf, 'ngI],e
Mrs. Ventnor. The girl bad gone, of |
course ; it was not optional with her to’ de-
cline ; she 15 asked to sing, and goes for that
purpese. The Abbotts ore’ there, mll who'
‘were at Abbott's Wood the other night, and
Taany more. Once more Olgs, in palest rose
slik, looke lovely as”n dream’; everything
‘she weats geems to becomo her more than the

‘And ot this pilfy something hes ‘occurred’
that had stung’ this' poor Bensitive, morbid
Joanna to the veryheart. 'Oily Mrs. Abbotk;:
and one other, have power enough over that’
héart to sting it fo its corelit is that other

who unwittingly has dond it
- ‘Joanna has ‘been gfuging. Some passion-

spairing love-songz—ring'ont ¥1th an intensity’
.of power that-thrills ‘all ‘who listen,' Mrs.'
‘Van Rensselaar, the prestest of all great
ladies, has taken the girl’s hand ia her grand
duchers manner, and ‘snid some” overpower-
ingly condedcending things.” "It is one
of Joarna's innumerable faunits-that she hates
patronsge and all who patronizs. Instead
of being overwhelmsd by tie gracious kind-
ness of Mrs. Van Rensselaar, who has patron-
ized the greatest artists in her time, Joanna
frees her band, and cuts the lady brusquely
and dectdediy short. She turns her back
deliberatsly upon her—her—Mra, Van Rena-
gelanr |—aud moves away. The lndy stands
petrified—the expression of her rigid amsze-
ment snd dismay, her rtrong stare, are too
mauch for Frank Livingston, who witnesses
the periormance. He retreats into s window
recess to Iangh. There he encounters Geof-
frey Lamar, who, with knitting brows, has
also beheld ibe little scene.

« By Jove!” Frank cries, throwing back
kis head, and laughing explosively, it is the
most delicious joke! the great Mrs. Van
Reosselaar snubbed—snubbed by Bieaford’s
Joanna! Behold the glare ot that Medues
face! Onmy word, I believe she will have a

an exquizite voice, and such women as that
thisk to uplift her by their patronizing
praise. She hasserved Mrs. Van Rensselaar
right 1” ‘

“ Bravo, Gecft'! set lance in reet, and ride
forth in defence of yomr protege. Do you
know what it reminde ome of?—that old
story of James the First, the baronet-mak-
ing kiop, and his nurge. The old lady asks
Lim, you know, to make her son a gentle-
man, «I'll wmak your son a baronet,if ye
like, Lucky,” says the king,  but the deevil
himseY wadna mak him a gentleman." The
cases are similar. You may make Sleaford’s
Joanna a singer if yonlike, Lawar, but—your
mother herself cannot make her o gentle-
woman,"”

He goes off laughing. A figure, standing
motionless, bidden by a flower-wreathed pil-
lar, hag beard every word. Aud the white
marble of the pillar is8 not whiter than her
face. Liviogston 1 quoting Shakespeare
aver his shoulder as he goes : £ .

% Oh, when she’s angry she i8 keen and shrewd ;

She was & vixen when she went to school
And though she is but little, she is fierce I

An hour after he comes up to her, as she
atanda a little spart, after sioging again o
sweet little Scotch ballad, that has tcuched
even him.

st | foresee we sre all going to be proud
of our Brightbrook nightingale,” he eays,
gaily. ¢ when your biography is written,
wo will rscall—and put on airs in conse-
quence-—that we knew and heard you firat,
By-the-bye, the honor of discovery lles with
Lamar. How was it. I wonder, that I,
knowlag you go loong before him, never
frund you out, or thought what a slnging
bird von were ?”

She looks st bim, To thie day he does
not understand, perhaps, the fiery wrath and
gcorn of her eyes.

# You!” she gayr. and he winces and stares
at her tone “You! Why, you never
]til;o?,ght ot any one but yourself in all your

e !" :

# Upor my word,” says Mr, Livingston,
when he recovers a 1ittle, « here is a facer !
First she floors Mrs. Van Rensselaar—-now
me. What have I done, I wonder? I
baven’t been patronizing—have I, Olga?"

Miss Ventnor's beautiful shkort upper lip
curls,

% Bhe i8 never very civil, but to-night sbhe
I8 really quite too horrid. Mrs. Van Rens-.
gelaar is very angry.” ‘lhen she remembers
Joanna is her mother's guest, and stopa. 1
suppose it is to be expectad, poor creatuore;
the bstter way Is to eay notbing to her at all.
This wallz is yours, I think, Frank, if you
wish to clafm it,” -

If he wishes? Frank’s blue, speaking
eyes anawer the question, but Olga only
langhs.

# Keep your sentimentsal looks for Resa
Brevoort, sir,” ghe says, tnssingz back her sun-
shiny tresses ; ¢ she belleves in them—1 do
not. No, nor your pretty spevches, either—
80 don't go quoting Tennyeon at me! Young
meén who quote poetry and look as yon do at
svery girl you dance with, ought to be bow-
strung or put in the pillory.”

‘Migs Olga spenks with some irritation. She
means what she rays. She laughs at Living-
ston’s love-making ; she derides his tender
glances ; she declines buing flirted with, hat
for somu cause it annoys her. Perhapa sbe
does not choose to make obe in the long
litany of Frank's flirters. Of that f{amily
compaot, settled five years ago, she has not
Heord a word. '

And this Lelng New Year's Day, as she
stands iiere alone, and untidy, and at the gare,
Joanna Is thinking of all this. = Every day of
her Iife shv chafes more sud more;, elther
 uxistence perhaps sho could staid, but both
gro.killing her, . :..° RO E
" #« Why have I evor known' thess people 7

bolled. To thess viands a select company of

her soul ciies out in its bitterness. “Batter,

{ M%sig'ht M%?E&a

much solltude has tanght herthe hebit—a:
‘man ¢otties”up-the.slnshy rdads, and stands:y,
‘pear. hér, unseen. ., =

gt -« Kill mydalf,’
w-|"tone,.#and why
| solutlon to the difficul ,
would care then ! ‘Bot ‘0o, contemptuously,
the would. say “ By Jove, you know-—poor
Joanna " and waltz with Olga ten minutes
after.
go down to Black’s Dam and.de.it?”.... .

low cheeks [flushed, her black eyes shining
with uanboly fire.
.hand, in her. desperate mood, on the bar, so
a8 to bring blood. The strange fascination
that hes held George Blake from the first
swesps over him like a restless torrent now.
He leang forward, his face flushing darkly

compoae her u theleast. | She looks st him
= full minate withoitt spesking. ' Tt is oue of
tbe traits of J
she can stare any man or woman alive, out of
countenance, without winklug oncs. ', .

't Do better !” sko repeatz. » Wounld thatbe
"doitg better 77 Ber oy :
‘k'ate yourich?” alie demands. ‘
YW No, pdof ~podt 45 a church ricure, & pen.
‘nileks begiar of.a poragiaphist, oot it would
Be better than Blatk’s Dam.” " * = 7
"« Wonld 1t 7" she says again. *I am not eo
sere of that. Black’s Dam wotuld end every-
thing—going with you would not.
‘be only 'exchapging one sort of hardship
_for stother.
o

poor young fellow plemda.
for you. )
pay. And you would have a good time.
got free pasees to sll the theatres, you know,
and all the sights, und that,
bosrd, you know. You would not have to
worle, ¢
think of it, Joanna!"

eyes light. A
1 will think of it, George Blake.”

even ask her adorer ip, and dismisses him
summarily enough.

tatk.
tired!" drewiog a long, hard breath.

up nesrly all last night.
to bed.”

to go to New York.
life here much longer.”

impetiently, balf indifferently.

of it with bitterness of epirit in arter days. |
But the glamour i8 upon bim now; he would
not have his eyeu open if he could.

will risk all things, ro that you come’

nounces a secoud change.
my son and I ars golog to New York to rpend
s month with the Ventnors,

ference 1t will make to you, Joanua, is that
you go to Migs Rice's cottage for your daily

walk.

ing sorry for anything—loving anything ? It

grouvnd, wbite and undefiled, here In this

blue, rich with sunset tints, pearl, ruby,
orange, opal, paling slowly to silvery gray.
There I8 no wind.
gem, sel in hazy mist.

are discussing some matter with conslderable
esgerness,

it you offered her as mush again.

The old man ought to know'd bstter than
ever let her go."”

jan would want her now,” remarks Jud.

the conversation imm«diately stops.

slwayd plonty tor her to do when Bhe gets

Here's a chance for you to turn an honest
penny at last.
pocket money, woulda’t you

anPwer.

enness included.

tone; “him a8 keeps the lager bler garden
and concert hall np the village? He's lately
coms from New York
they do it there.? :

drinking place, where the .roughs of; Bright-
brook most do congregate, acd wherethelow-
est of both sexes perform for the amusement

| By ““df.bt‘_‘,m.mera of

;—l"

Thousand ¢

¥

“eady as wink;‘and play.the planny like ever.
! think. “Well—=(mind you, the beet singers of
annot  eéndtive 1t | much “longer. . it | New Yorki¢ome and-sing for him ; the high.
her end'fn my killing myself or run- | est sort o ladiesl)—Watjen wants to engage
{1 Ve g T iilyoulis Hell glve you: onefifty. a night, ang
8. and /sho”gpeaks slodd-i--‘In’Ll_, ;{Yq you over and back!every eveuin’,
Cherel? (& L Ly cemiiiE o
‘Dan .oloaes this- bfilllant. offer with o
fiourish. “To do Hérr Watjen justioe, he hag
offered -double_that-asmount for each night
with™'ihé"promise of an increase, shonlq
Joanna find favor in the eyes of his patrons,
-But Dan judges it is not well to dagzle het
with the whole splendid truth. Joanng sity
mute as a figh. e
# Well,” he cries, “don’'t ye hear.[} One.
fifty. a night to do what you, darn please with!
D'ye hear ?”
. «J hear.” . Lo :
She strikes her clenched | “Why don't ye answer then ™ Dan’s voice
and.temper are rising. The girls exchangs
aggravating I-told-you-so. pmiles. I wayg
an.pnswer, I8 it yes orno 7’
«itismo,” -~ . . . |
She says it 80 composedly, that fora mo.

- o dkiage 1o
leafdfd's kitohen,td,cook. dinpets,‘arid wash; L
- ‘m: win%%mﬁﬁ & Well—be's ut-and-ouf J\good follow 15
ifral doed then—eatyand |- Watjen, and{he d:0f | your?singin'—hoy
sleep, and.neyer think. - But to-kaew-themy| you'dan tip 'em!|Frenchland Ditch songg ug
to

) Beg, thelx” life, to imifgle T with “it;
oy famongithem, bub- never; of them

she’ jépeat;":i'ji"h“_low\tense
i%nbt? It is: the shortest
culty. , Perhaps.even he

Still, I swear, I have balf a mind to

- At {his moment she ig bandsome; her sal-

red. - ) S ‘ ment ho cannot take in the full force of the
¢Don't 'drown yourself, Josnus,” he says;|refusal. Hegives a gaep, end sits with his

ido better.  Manty me!l'. = © 77 |mouth open. . vl L

- Bbe looks at him.- 8hé has not heard him'; {1  ¢Wh-a-t!" - o

he, has ‘'overheaid her, but he does not dis-| “I&sy mno. I wouldn't sing in Watjen'’s

£

beer gardens for a thousand dollars a night—
for 'ten thoussed dollarr a night! I wonldn't
set foot in it to save his-life and yours!”

Thers is no mistuking this time. Her
voice rings with scorn, ard she turns to leave
the Eitchen,. Dan Siesaford leaps to his fest
like a tiger, and seizes her by the arm.

« Say that sgaio,.d—— you!” he cries
hoarse with passion—« say it again !”

. Slhe looks .at him unflinchingly, hor oyes
flsshing fire—l1tterally flashing fice.

« I wouldn't go to save your neck from the
gallows,” she eayr; between her teeth, Swhers
it is due!”

He walts for no more. 'The array of
horeewhips from which QGiles was wont 1o
select for her benefit is still there. Ho
Seizes one, blind with fury aed drink ; there
is » shurp hisding through the alr, and it de-
sends, It riges an] falls .again, quick as
light. Then, with a gcream of passion, pain,
rege, that those who bear never forget, she
turns vpon him. In that moment a mad
power possesges lier—she i strooger than he,
She wrenches the whip out of kis grasp, lifts
it—the butt-end this time—ard brings it
down with all ‘tho torce of fury across his
head. It lays it open—the whip has a heavy
handle; a rain of blood pours over his eyes,
and blinds him. He relaxes his hold, stag.
gers backwards blindly, and falls. Therois
a simultaneous shrieh and rusb. Joanna
ginga the whip into tbe midst of them, and

ies,

She i Vueide hersell—she knows not
what she has doue, or whither she is going,
She rushes on like & med thing, heodless of
o}l obstacles, and fulls prostrate st last on the
adge of Black’s Dam.  As s huuted animsl
flies fzstinctively to tts lair, g0 her feet have
carried her here, and hers she falis, panting,
speat, for the time being perfectly insane,
Jud Sleaford has often predicted that she will
murder some of them, and Jud's prediction
goems to have come true at last.

na’s ‘cnrions character that

LeT 8y €8 never

teave his face.

S

It would
_And I don't wont to marry—
‘awfuliy fond of you, Soanna,” the
- w] would work

We could live in New York on my
1

“Y am’

We could

And you would like New York, Do
wNew Vork” she repeats, snd her great
# Yen, I wounld like New York,

She declines further cocrishfp, does not

u«] wish you would go. [ don’t want to
I sm tired to death—ob, s0 tired ! so
1 was
I will go ia and go

« And you will think of it, Joanna ?"
« Ob, yes, I will thipk of it. I would like
1 canzgot endare my.

#« And I may come eoon agsin 1”
% Como whenever you like,”’ sbe enys, halt
w1 suppose 1

fit! . ought to fesl pleased—I bave so few friends
«Mrg, Van Repsselear deserves it!” Geof- | —bat I don't. If I ever runaway with you,
frey says, flushing with anger, ¢ Why cannot | you will be sorry for it all the test of your OHAPTER LV
they let the gir! alone? God has given ber | life. AFT *
IN WHOICH JOANNA RUNS AWAY,

1t iz an ominous prodiction, apd he thinks i
How loug she lies she cannot tell. A

poric of horror sna dsepalr at herself ang
the deed she bas done fills her, Has she
purdered him? 8he hkas threatened often
euough to kill some of thém in her uogov.
ernable bursty of temper if they will not let
Ler slone—has she done it at l1ast? [t ig rot
sorrew that atirs her, nor fear; itis s panic
ot darkest despair and misery auch as in all
ber mizer ble life she has never felt before.
She crouches there in the snow, feeling no
cold, zomb soul and body. A hurried step
crunches over the frozsn ground—there is an
exclamation—sa hand touches her shoulder,
and strives to lift her hesd,

tJoanna !’ a breathless voice says. Jonuna,
whnt is this ?' L

It is a frlendly volce. She lifts her M
stricken, despairing oyes to a friendly face. |
The sight breaks the torpor of agony, she
aprings to her feet, and flings her arma about
his neck.

t(yeorge Blake! she cries, with a choking
sob; ¢ George Blake! George Blake ! ,

The young fellow holds her to him—pity, }§
terror, blank consternation in his face. ¥

«.Joanna what igall this? What have you §
been doing ? What has that—that brute been §
doing to yon? Do you know they say that §
you "—he chokes over the words—¥ that you
have killed him

She gives a gasp, and still clings hold of
him, The whole world scems slipping away ;
she seems to stand in the wide universe alone [
in her desolatlon, with only this siogle @
friend.

#] have been to the hause,” he goeson;
« all is confasion there. Jud has gone for a F
doctor; there Is blood on the floor, and on
the whip.handle they ssy you struck him
with, He is lying, bleeding stiil, and stunned,
on the settee in the kitchen. The gicle €8y
you bave killed him, Oh! Joanns, spesk
and tell me what it [s.”

She tries to do so. Her words are broken
and incoherent, but he manages to get at the
story—the provocation, the attack, the re-
prisal, His eyes flashed witn honest indig:
nation.

«The brute ! the cowardly sconndret ! You
served him right, Joanna—you acted in self-
defence. Even if he is killed, which I don't
believe, you served him right. But be wiil §
not dic. A beast llke that stands a grest
deal of killing. Don't shake so, my deal;
don't wear that haggard face—it will be sl
right. I tell you it s only what yOU
ought to have done long ago. The
black, snilen dog! to take his horsewhip 10
you! He grinds his teeth. ¢I hope he will
bear the mark of your blow till his dving
day !

She slips out of his arms, and sits down 08
a fallen log, her bands clasping her kne:E
after her old fashion, that miserable, bunted
look never loaving her eyes.

# I knew you would come here,” the young
man goes on, seating himself beside her ; “t
is slways vour sanctnary in troubled timed
my poor Joanna, Oh, my dear! my dear! mJ
poor, ill-used, suffering girl? if I could
only take your place, and endare all this for
youl”

She holds out her hand to him silently.
He 1a 80 good, so leal, her one loyal friend
and knight. Great slow teara well up, 8nd
soften the blank angulsh of her hopeless eyek

¢¥ will risk it} he answers, fervently. ¢I

Three davs after this Mrs. Abbott an-
¢ The week after next,’ aho save, * Leo, and

‘I'be only dif-

lessons, instead of coming here.’

Joanpa listens almost anathetically. Yas,
the only difference. Aud yet she is uncon-
scious of a pang in listening to the lady’s
calinly kind worda. She loves Mrs, Abbotf,
and she loves 8o few—go fow,

She goes home that evening, home to Slea-
ford’s, and no prescience tells her it is for the
last time—the very last time for ever. She
has no intention of running away with George
Blake—she thinks as little of him as of the
very twigs that enap under her feet.

Shbe feels wearied aud aimless; the {eeling
is growing upon her day by day; she saun.
tered listlessly along, after a fashicn very un-
like her wuaturally swift, strong, springy

What is the use of feeling sorry Mra. Ab-
bott is going away ? What is the use of feel-

{a ouly added pain.
It ie » perfect January evenlng—cold,
sparkling, clear. ‘There i{s snow on the

woodland path—feathery snow on the black,
bare boughs. A brilliant sky 18 above, pale

It is a sparklipg January
She reaches the
bouse, takes one last wistful look at all that
loveliness of sky and earth, and goesin, The
famlily aro assembled, nll but old Gfles. T'hey

#She won't do 1t,” Liz is remarking; # not
Sthe hag
got nll sorts of stuck~up notions since theae
people bave took her in hand. S8he won’t
go a slep—you’ll see.”

“ I will see!” growls Dan Sleatord; « and
what is more, I will make ber feel if she re-
fuges., Set a beggsr on horseback Indeed !

 If she hadn't gone, neither you nor Wat-

# Hush !* gays Lora; ‘there she i8!" and

at them carelessly, and
There is

She glances
throws off her jicket and bat.

home, but for a wonder neitber ot the girls
fssue orders now. There i & pausse—Dan
breaks it,

3 .+ Look here, Jo,” he begine, in a wheedling
tone, #I've got some good news for yonm,

You'd like to earn some

Bhe looka at him distrustfully, and does noi
Rough Dan Sleaford in tbis lamb-
like mood is a little more to be suspected
than in hle natural state. He is a younger
copy of his father, coarseness, crusity, drunk-§ ¢<1 will tell you what I will do !’ he say®

7 after apause. tI feel suro the fellow wil B
not die—these venomous reptiles are &0
teuncious of 1ife—still wo both feel anxioné: §
It you will walt here I will go back to th¢
house and find out. I will return and te
you the truth—the worat certainly is better §
than suspense. Only promise me’—he claspé
the c5ld hand ho holds hard—tyou will-a0f,
‘do anything—anything rash while I am gone:
He looks toward the pond, lying dark 48

(Oonn'nyed on Third Page.)

“You know Waljen's? You've heard of
Watjen's ?” he says, in tho eame insinuating

) You know, and does ng

Yes, she bas henrd' of Watjsn'e—a low




