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“1 believe v God,” answered he
warmly, #but you are the firat In this
Christi;m land who has ashed methis
question. 1 did not Anow whether the
people really at heart believed what
Ithey say in the churches. T will read
this book and will seck for Hinvin your
Bible,”

I 4 Itis your Bible as well as ours,
_sald Jula, and wondered at her own
‘courage  When HKamio had gone,
{she thanked the Lotd, who had gwen

Their sweetest odoots 3 feld ther stzength for a ditticult duty,—Ais-
As where the plou;luhuedee' watnhes | dton Dayspring,

Iinh harvests cronn the bicld, N

S0, (o the hopes by sorrow crushed : }
A nobr'er falth succeeds ¢ : |

I

)

The Family.
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BLESSED Ak THLY THAT MOURN.

O3, deem not that eath’s cronniog Liley
[s found in )y alone,

¥or sorrow, bittes thouph it be,
Hath blessings all its onn.

From fips dinlae, like bealing balms,
To harts oppressed and torn,

The hearenly consolation fell,—~

[hessed wre they that mown ™'

Ag Llossomu smitlen Ly the raln

Andlitz, Ly trials turroned, bears AMY'S LANTERN.

L of lavang deed ' . .
The frat of fov “Ritriane 2. Buriagy. |V FATUER, what does God send the

istorm for?" ashed Amy of John Gil
'mare, the rough hindci!{ﬁm"?;nﬁ
T : : APAN e stanted back. He cou car,
A STRANUEK FROM JAPAX 'without alarm, the howling of the bié
“1 wist 1 could only sce them once ! storm that had broken loose out of the
and not merch read about them,” northeast, but that word “God” stantled |

“You can go across when the tide is
out,” thought Ay,

Ves, a boatd was lald from bank to
bank, and a passage could safely be
made.  No chance for passing to-nighs.
‘That great tide had swept the little foot-
bridge away.

But look, Amy,

Yes, how she looked, as she stood

“You make m¢ think of my boy,”
she said, as she followed hlin to the
door. * Won't you come round some-
umes of an cvening aud cheer me up!
a little 2”

Walter promised be would, and he
did not forget his promise ¢ither. Tt
became his patticular missionary work
10 took after poor old Mis. Hawkins !

higher up, In a safe place, hee bright,

‘The school boys laughed about it and |

Rise §f a lady cnters the room after

you are scated, and staud till she takes

a scal,
Look people straight in the face when
they are spealing to you,
Lct ladies pass through a door firsy,
standing astde for them,
In the dining-room,

Take your geat
after ladics and clders,

Never play with your knile, ring or)

shining lantern in her hand,  So in- [Joked him a great deal, but they soon | spoon.
tently did she look., And what dud the learnad to respect bum for the work he,

rays of the child's light fall upon |
A man's face, white, struggling with

|the waves trylng to cover it ?

And what did she hear? A man’s|
voice, calling out, pitifully ? [
She coutd not say.

She only knew that she must stay:
there faithfully  watching, steadfastly !

had chosen to do. It was old Mrs. !
I Hawkins’ last few miles of the joumney
on carth,  She soon went home to be!
with those loved ones who went away
(rom her 50 many years hefore,

Walte: recened her dying blessing
and her lieee Bible, soiled aund worn
with so many years of using.  Ile keeps

Da not take your maphia up in a
bunch in your hand.

Eat as €ast or as slowe as others and
finish the course when they do
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CHAPTER IV.—[IER Owy Way,
Y Liewer a Itte chidlag than & ﬁuat Jdeal of
S

heart-Lreal, afispeare.
1ty Lervethe young and vendes wit s 1y
tned
o folly. Shatespeare,

i, PO g M AN e e Y ’

D3 not ask to be cscused before the Fusy, theny a wonan will, or won' depand
othcrs untess the reason is imperative. | ! ’

Rise when the ladies leave the room, !
and stand ‘il they are out, !

I all go together, the gentlemen '

Loon'ty
For t she will, 3o™t she will, and there's an
end on't Helt

We must do good apalast evil,

holding the lantern there by that shel-'it as a reminder of his lesson in true
tenng corner of the old fish-house, for Chinstian poliencss, and he says he
somcthing, she could not say just what, | will always pay lus first attentions to the
was nceding her lantern and in a few | wants of the aged, who have travelled

stand by the door till the ladies pass,

Special rules for the moutlh, Smack
ing the hps and Wl nwse should be
avoided.

nminutes the something crawled out of 'so long on the way, and are worn and

sud Mary as she was looking at the;
picture of a Japancse family
“If you would like to have me, 1
wii] invite Mr Kamio to tea semarked !
her brother Philip.” *and you ean asx:
him about his p2ople.  May Imother?”
“ Centamly, your fricnds arc always
welcome,” wasthe answer, l
“Ask Mr Kamio to tea'” cried
Mary with astonishment.  “ What |,
The livle Japanesce student?” 1sked”
imma, * 1 ﬁn’t hnow at all how L1
ought to behave, 1 shall surely talk
too loud, a3 I always do when strangers |
come.” '
¢ Pethaps he will not accept an in-
vitation,” suggested Juha.

“He will not refuse it,” sard Phitip;
“"he s & vety courteous man.” i

“Ofcoursc heus, if he 1s your (nend,” |
sad Emma,

« ghall I insite him to come to-mor-!
tow cvening ? "asked Ihilip. !

“Sa soon'” crnied the guls, * I must
make some impenal cake, that they
surcly don’t have in Japan,” said Mary.

“He will remain here only a short
time longer.  In a few days he will take
his doctor’s degree, and without doubt
will return bome at once,” remarked
Phibip, “Then I must bake the cake
to-day,” smd Mary, *And I will tey
not to talk tos loud,” said Emma,
laughing.

“Is he a Christian ? " asked Juhe

1 don't know," answered Philip
with some embarrassment, ** 1 ought to|
know mote about him.’

* He will not be long in our Christian |
land,” rematked tis mother.

So it wai decided lo invite Me
Ramio on the eveming of the following
day. Meanwhile Julia had her own
thoughis. A short time before she had |
determined to neglect no_oppottunity
of making a confession of Jesus. This!
young stranger would come and go|
away sgain. 1tut what could she say|
to him? She did no: want him to
come.

The evening came and Me Kamio
appeared at tea.  All were attracted by
his gentlemanly demeanor and intelh-
gent conversation. He, on his side, had
every reason to be satuficd with the
hospitality of the famuly.  After tea,
Mary found courage to show him the
picture of the Japanzse family. ‘This
appeated to be very agreeable to him.
He noticed every detail of the picture, |
and explained the wnting which Mary |
had called hierozlyphics. He seemed
to know just what the people inthe|
picture were doing—-yes, even what
they were talking about.  Mary felt as
if she had been introduced into a
Japanese family.

“You are very kind to let me tell
you about my home,”said theJapanese.
* Cestainly you cannot wish to hear any
more.'

* You cannot tell us too much,” said
Maty, So he spoke in a very inter-
esting way of the distant counity in the
East, which has only recently had in.,
tercourse with other nations. Hetold
about the mountains and valleye,
the fruits and ‘lowers, and the
teauty of the scenery of his native
land.  Of the missicnaty work he said
nothing. Perhaps Julia was the only
one who noticed this. No, Philip, too,
nouced this omission, and became con
scious that he hitnself had been some
what romiss in his intercourse vith this
young foreigner, and he remarked that
he also intended to make the journey
to Japan when he should finish his
studies.

“ 1t will give me much pleasure if you
will then make me a visu,” said Mr
Kamio.

“ More than a mere visit,” rephed
Paihip.  *1 hope to spend my life in
Japan.”

Kamio ventured to ask if he intend-
cd 1o be a tcacher in A Government ;
school,  *'No,"” was the aniwer. «pl
mzan 1o go as a servant of the Gospel” |

* Ah, as 2 missionary to my people,” |
:aid Kamio with a polite bow. *You
call us beathen and bung to us your,
Bible.” Emma was surpnsed that he did
not say “the Lible,” or % our Bible."
Julia had now the answer 10 het ques-
tion whether he was a Christian or not,
When Kamio took lcave he had for
cach tne a pleasant word and some”
tnemento of Japan. julia had also:
somtthing for tum, 1t was a Litle
look with the title * Come to {csus."

She gave it to him and said tinudly,
v Won't you read it and accept itsin. |
vitation?” He sad, "I thank you.
Do you believe in it?"™ by which he

meant, Do you believe 1n the name of
Jesus?

" Yes,” was her answer 3 ¥ what would
become of me if I did not; bn whom
elie could I believe 2"

him. It had not been so always, but
of late years he had suffered the cares
of his hfe to crowd the thought of God
out of his soul. Conscience was un
casy.

i Father, what does Goad let it stonm
for ?" insisted his child

Shec was looking out of the window
of the little house in which lived the
fisherman., The sca, as far as it could
te scen, was one wild rout of waves
beaten back from the rozky shore,
broken and splashed with foam. Ina
few hours the sea would advance again,
‘I'he tide would rise, and what huge,
roaring billows would crash upon Stony
Beach, and try to flow over and drown
everything! Would God send that tide,
and for what? ‘The fisherman paid no
attention to the repeated question of
his daughter, but turned to his wife
bending over a cradle in the cotner by
the kitchen stove,

“ Prissy,” he said, I don't want to
be fussy, but this next high tide is
going to do mischief all along the
beach, Of course, you did not notice,
perhaps, at the fast high tide "'——

“Yes, 1 did, John. Baby and 1
were at the window, and we could sec.
It went higher than any time I have
secn it for a year.”

1 Well, I've got to go down the shore.
Don't worty when the tide comes”

“1 will try not to, John.”

w1t won't reach us, Prissy; won't
trouble the house, I mean. It may

jcome a little way up the stairs.”

These stairs led from the beach up
the slope of the hummock 1hat carried
on its broad back the fisherman’s house,

“Oh, 1 shan't be frightened,” said
Prissy, the fisherman's wife. *Amy
wil keep me company, won't you deat?”

" Yes, mother.”

* And what, dear?” said her mother,
detecting a whizper from Amy.

God will,100;" whispered the child
again, ..

#Just think, John!" said his wife,
laging a detaining hand on her hus-
band as he was burriedly passing,

“What jeit, Prissy?” o

*\What do you think that cbild said?”
she asked in a low tone,

* Don't know.”

#She said ' God will’—will kecp me
company,” whispered the mother in the
husband's ear. )

The remark, though, did not seem
to put the fisherman at ease. He left
the room without saying a wotd.

The gteat tide came at the appointed
time, rising higher and higher as the
shadows decpencd ahove the sea. It
Aowed farther and farther all along the
beach, swept over the long sandy slope,
and washed even the lowest step in the
stairway leading up to the fisherman's
house.  ¥rom the window Amy and
her mother watched the rising waters

“It 1s going to climb right, right up
those stairs, mother,” insisted Amy,
shrinking closer and closet to her
mother's side.

#*Oh, no nt won't, dear.  You forget
who you said would keep mother com.
pany.”

“Yes, He is here, isn't He?”

“He is hete, dear.”

" And He is out-doors "

She was thinking of her father who
had not come home yet.

o Yes, and may He keep father 2

“ May ?” That did not sound just
right 10 Amy.

+ Won't He keep father? " she asked.

“Yes, dear, I think s0.”

Her faith, though, was tried, the
night was growing so dark, the sca was
so great and stormy, that tide was
crashing nearer and nearer,and the wind
was pressing angrily against the small,
old-fashioned panes of glass.

 Perhaps, Amy, you would be will
ing to hight father’s lantern and hang it
out at the door ; the baby needs me all
the time?"”

“ Yes, mother.”

She had often done it on nights dark
and stormy, when her father was away.
But when she hun{; it there this wild
mght somcthing said to her, * Couldn't
you take it just a little way along the
path to the fish-house?” The fish-house
wa, cloic by,

Beyond the fish-house was a brook
that ran through the flat, far-reaching
marshes, and when the tide was in,
then the sea water poured up through
the marshes in a cold, blue current
As it was a short distance from the
home (o the brook, on the other side
of the rude building where the fisher
man cleaned and salted his fish, Amy
trotted out to the curner of thiy struc
ture and losked down,

** Oh, oh, oh1" that was all she said.
She heard the water taging thrcugh the
brook at a furiout rate,

and led her into the house,

*Why, John!” exclaimed his wife, |
as she saw her husband's dsipping form,.
vlgityoud® v © TNl ‘

* Yes, ‘wife, 1 wenif down the 4ch
10 securé some property’ for the nel h-‘
bours, and when I got back to thef
brook the plank was gone, and [ tried .
foolishly to get across, and was havingl
a hotrible time when Amy’s lantern
came to the brink, and didn't I say
what I havn't said before for manya
day, *thank God ' Yes, and pethaps /|
that is why, in part, God sent this!
storm to reach me, and I want to say
‘thank God' on my knces too, and
gay it now ("

Down theyall
there amid the noises of the storm, the
fisherman's voice went up in tbanks.!
giving, and God's presence came down |
in blessing, filling the room with a new |
sente of safety and peace.—Ket. E. A. i
Rand, in N. Y. Obserter,

fell on their knees, and ‘I
|
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WALTER LYMAN'S LESSON IN
POLITENESS.

"Wy can't that horrid old woman
1o her calling in the day time ?” ex
claimed Walter Lyman as he loocked up
fcom the interesting story he was read-
ing. "I dont want to go way ‘round
to Twelfth street with her”

Mrs. Lyman stood by her son's chair,

shoulder.  * My son, would you allow
that poor old woman to go home alone
to night? Whatif1t were your mother?™

“1 couldn't imagine such a trans
formation, mother.  You'll never be
like her. She's as ugly as—as—well so

“It is very icy, Walter, and just
think how terrible it would be for her to
slip down and hurt herself, it might be
the cause of her death, She was very
anxious to see your father, and she can-
not see bim any time but in the even-
ing, you know.”

Walter was just going to say “Why
doesn’t father go home with her 2" but
he romembered that his father was
always quite tired at night for his work
through the day was very arduous. Wal-
ter got his cap,but he was notina pleas-
ant mood, and it d:d not make him
feel any pleasanter to hear his younger
brother say as he went out of the door,
“1f it was only a pretty gitl, Wal, that

ou had to go home with, you woulda't
ave any cbjections to make, would
you?"

" Now, Walter,” said his mother, as
he waited in the hall for Mrs. Hawkins
to finish her conversation with his
{ather, I want you to be vcr{ kind to
the poor old lady, and give ber your
arm so she won't fall  She wsn't the
most agrecable person, 1 know; but
she has had a great many sotrows.
Shels all 2lone in the world,  She had
a boy like you, but he diéd just when
he was able to be of some help to her.
The Lord took her boy, and now in
her old age 1fe expects other mothers'
boys will care for her.”

Valter was touched by his mothet's
words, for he was a tender, kind-hearted
boy, and he really was very politc and
thoughtful on the way home. He lis.
tened attentively to all Mrs. Hawking'
grievances, which she poured out ina
confidential mannerto him. He began
to feel a sort of championship of the
poor old body.

When they got to the one room in
the tenement house that Mrs. Hawkins
called her home, she said, **Well, now,

ou'te & good sort of a boy to be so
zind to an old body Like me. Most
boys don't want to bother with old
folks. Come in and rest you awhile”

Walter had left his story in a place
where his hero was in great danger of
being lost at sca, but his heait &as so
touched by the old Jady's evident pleas-
ure at the attention he had shown her,
that he went in for a few moments.  She
showed him all her treasures: thegera.
mum in the window that hau its fist
blossom just coming out ; she unlocked
the bureau drawer, and brought out the |
old dagueircotypes, and told Walter
that this one was her husband's pucture
and that onc her boy's, and although
he had been dead over forty yeats, she
dropped & tear on the glass over the

icture.  Once Walter would hase
aughed at the quaint manner in which
the boy was dressed, but it was too
sacted @ thing to make fun of,

«1 think 1 must go now,” he szid,

If obliged to take anything from the

the water, the something took her hand, (fvcble from the cares and sorrows they | mouth, cover it with your hand or nap the house.

hase bad.—Sutan 2eall lerry, in New ' kin, —Christian futellicencer.

Yort fivangelist,
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TOO MECH FICTION,

I [s hardly too muth’to say that
modern sociclK and life ate suffering
greatly from what may be fairly describ.
cd as a debauch of fiction.  We do not
now tefer to the “dime novel,” with
its blood and thunder machinery, its
boundless gush of silly sentunentalism,
and its array of mock hcroes, ‘I'he
scous misci;icf wrought by this vile
stufl on the impressible minds of boys
and girls has often becn pointed out in
these columns.  Almost every dally
Ian:er contains shocking accounts of
ads who have been enticed, by Wild
West and other stories, to run away
from home for an Indian hunt, or to
kindle incendiary fires, or to form thiey-
ing companies of self styled brigands,
Tnese evils are readily seen and felt by
intefligent and elderly people. But 1t
docs not scem to occur to the intelligent
and mature people themselves that

-

| they, too, are frittering away a dea) of
ttime and energy, under the fasctnation )« Bat since they will not, the very best wiy
The effort)
to keep up In abihty to understand the)
ficutious characters and situations that
other people are continually talking,

of the latest popular novel,

about, amounts with cerain person: to
a craze. They neglect history, bio-

a supcrfical way about thewr contents.
This habit 1s not simply 2 nervous
strain, and a waste of nervous force. It
involves positive and perilously njuee-

tt is of -any 104 rpel)tal dissipation, There is no
:,’f,'gﬁ, l?:nni:;uoﬁ ?r?thd‘w of -any roomy s it for careful and painstaking
here and Twelfth strcet,” and- discrimitiation, no dehberate sitting of
laughed in desision. ! A ghts, and wise adjustment of their

teal ‘and just relationships. ‘The mind
hurties on in an agitated and slovenly
mood, to sec how the plot will termin.
ate, and then the book 13 tossed sside
for the next comer awaiting a similar
fate. ‘I'be judgment of the inveterate
novclreader s notoriously worthless.
He has tead himself into imbecility, and
now he staggers through a maze of de-
lusions and realties, unable to detect
the difference between the two. The
wrelched sophisthizg of Robert Elymere
are accepted as good logic, and its sham
tournaments of reason as actual battles.
Again, how sadly the wholesale fiction
reader forfeits his opportunines. While
he is wading through the endless vol-
umes of novels good and bad without
learning anything in particular, he could
become acquainted, through biogra.
phies, with the careers of many of the
Egeatest. noblest benefactors of man-
ind, and find himself stimulated to
high thoughts and helpful deeds. At
the same time the pleasure of biograph-
ical and historical reading—when once

far greater than that of novel reading.
For there is a genvine satisfaction Fn
realizing that one is dealing, not with 2
tale-writer’s idle fancies, but with truth,
and with life and human nature as they
have actuallf diplayed  themselves.
History s said to be the teacher of wis-
dom by the lessons of experience, And
by a little care our children can be
taught to find a charm and delight, as
well as instruction in history. Higgin.
son's History of the United States,
Motley's Dutch Republic, Prescoit's
Mexico and Pery, Green's England,
MeMaster’s account of cur country, and
many others that might be mentioned,
are as interesting as imaginative staries,
and infinitely more wholesome 1n thew
influence over our intellectual and
moral processes. Ve wisth that the
lightning  presses tunning night and
day in the frantic endeavour to multiply
frantic illasions by the millions, would
just give us—a test l—Christian at
Work,

—— . g

MANNERS FOR 1OVS.

In the street, Tt lifted when say
ing **Good-bye,” or " How do youdo ?"
Also when offening a lady a seat, or ac.
knowmledging a favour.

Keep step with any one you walk
with.  Always precede 2 lady upstaurs,
but ask if {lou shall ptecede her in go-
Ing through a crowd or public place.

At the sireet door.  Hat off the mo-
ment you step into & private hall or
oflice.

let & lady pass first always, unless
she asks you to precede her.

In the parlowr. Stand tili every lady
in the room, also older people, are

when the pictures were put away.

scated.

“Tlm Children's Corner,

CONSOLATION,

Wity Molly came home from the pacty to-
night—
The party was out at nine—
Thete were tzaces of teats ia her bLiight blue
cyes
That looked moumnfully up to mine.

For someone had rald, she whispered to me,
With her face on my shouldes hid,
Someone hal safd {thete werz wby in het
volee)
That they didn; like something shie did,

i Se I teck my little pitl up on my knce—

Yam old and erceedingly wise:
And 1 141d ** My dear, cow listen to me ;
Just Listen and dry your ¢yes,

« 4 This world is & difficult world, Indecy,

And people are hard to sult
And the man who plays on the viclia

It a bore tu the man with the flute.

4 And I mysell bave often thought,
| How very much better ‘twould be
y H every one of the folks that [ know

Fgraphy, scientific discussions, and aley

: 1 most everything else, that they imay rush |
aind she touched him gently on the atrace-hotse specd l.lhl'ough new worlds | Indians tells us about onc of them who

of exciting imagination, and gabble in has leatned that our Lord looks not 10

the habit of such reading is formed —is

Would only sgree with me,

To make this world took bnght,
18 never to miad what jeople pay
But to Jo what you think s tight *
—St, NMicholar for Mlarek,

-————— 4 P
JusT RIGHT,
A Lapy who has gone to teach the

much at tekat wie do as Lo we doit,
She says, ** One of our young men beg-
ged as a great favour that he might ning
the chapel bell evety Sunday, 1 was
very glad to have him relieve me, and
he is trying 1o Icarn to ring it just right,
20 God will be pleased.”

* Ah, dear little white men, if you
can only ring a belt for Jesns, learn to
ring it just tght."—Sunbeam.

el - Pemrr———

HOME HAPPINFSS.

Dear boys and gitls, you can add
very much to home bappiness, espec-
ally if you have a mother who is not
very strong, or a grandpa or grandma
who is aged and feeble, by bewng
thoughtful and mannecly, Thete is a
right way to open and shut the door;
a right way to move from one part of
the room to the other, a right way to
sit down, to rise, 10 hold a bosk~a
tright way to do every thing that is
worth doing atall. And yet we have
known children togivetheiz parents sad
hearts by the neglect of these little
home duties, It is more casy todo
ihese things right than to do them
rrong. .

Qae very ugly habit some young peo-
ple have it that of calling aloud the
name of a brother or sister, or even of
a father or mother, who may be in an.
other room, or upstaits, or in the yatd.
A polite person will always go to the
one whcse attention Is required and
speak In a low and modest tone of
voice. The home might be faz more
pleasant by a strict observance of man
of these little matters.—Qur Litte
LPeople.

&

A BRAVE BOY,

A rov about nine years old was
bathing one day, when, by some mus-
chance, he got into deep water and be-
gan to sink. His elder brother saw
him and ran to save him, but, lacking
strength or akill, he also sank 10 the
bottom of the nver. As the two
drowning brothers rose to the surface
for the last time, they saw a brother,
the youngest of the family, running
down the bank for the purpesc of try-
ing to save them. Then it was that
the dying ninc-yearold boy acted the
patt of a hero.  Struggling as hc was
with dcath, he gathered all his strength,
and cricd to his brother on shore,
* Don't come i, or father will Yose all
his boys at once!” Noble lintle fel.
low! ‘Though dying, he forgot hum.
sclfand thought only of his father's
gricl. He was a genuine hero.  His
Lrother obeyed his dying command,
and was spared to comfort his father,
iwhen his two dead sons were taken
from the tiver clasped in cach other’s
arms. Bot‘s, you arc not called to be
heroes in thisway, but you are called
to consider the fecling of your parents,
and 10 study how (o avoid giving
them pain.  Dles«cd are those children
whose words and deeds make sweet
music in their parenty’ souls,—Ex
change,

.ﬂal'uﬂa",

i Tuk afternoon was a bullant one ;
(indeed, the day had been so suitry and
.sunny that Helen had hoped a thunder-
stonin might rrcvcnt Gnzelda leaving

‘ lut Nature often scems
rhostile to our best desires ; every ane
yhas expetienced this opposition of the
“clements.  About three o'clock a fresh
breeze sprang up. It madz the forvid
air deliciously coal, shook the scents
sout of the drowly flowers, and called
 the birds from their green hiding-place,
ll!roods’or gutgling grouse with their
“'cheep” **cheep” cheep,” began to
whirrabout. The whinchats again dart-
red nousclessly across among the gorse
Ithe wheatears among the grey sloné
iwalls; and through the sentinel rushes
of the mountain tarns, the summer
snipe went wailing.

"The iour was full of the glory and
isweetness of summer: Nature herself
scemed to be dreaming idyle, and Griz
‘clda’s heatt, beating to sweet imagina-
[tions, was responsive to it. She ar
trayed herselfin a dress of exquisitely
finc mustin,  Its pearly white, tinted
with a wandering vine, gave an cthe-
real beauty to her dazaling coraplexion.
| A floating gauze scarf was across her
'shoutders ; a litle straw bonnet on her
| head, tnmmed with cornflowers and a
1 few cars of wheat,

Never bad tHelen seen herlook more
Hovely, mote full oflife, more certainly
Ihappy. She went with her to the door
Ileading 1nto the garden, and put her
rhand in Grzelda’s. ** Are you quite
j sure you are doing tight, dear?" she
asked.

lam quue sure I am doing what
will make me happy.”
¢+ Zelda bear withme a moment.  If
1this love 13 necessaty to your happt-
ness, then, dear, 1 will speak to father,
he is so gocd, so self denying where
our wellare is concerned, that 1 am
sutre he wmill be quite reasonable about
Lord Maxwell.  Write to Lord. Max.
- well now, and ask.bim to call bege,
-will send a'servant with the note.. Is
I not our drawing.700m. bitter for ad. in
| terview than the public moor » Thiak
|of what people will say.”

“¥Yery few people cross the moor,  1f
Isecean one coming, I shall retreat
anz?{)(gl ¢ pmt;." 0h

ou mean that you will hide vour-
scif, Oh, Zeldal Does not thltyvery
s necessity show you that there is some-
' thing wrong?"
1 “Notatall. Many things are inno-
| cent that are not to talked ahout,
And how 15 it possible for Lord Max-
~well to come here 7 Father would get
[into one of his passions, and order
[ him out of the house.”
I Fatheris not unreasonable. l.ord
| Maxweil has only to offer an apology
{ —sny nlun woulti dﬂ .t)t;at under the
circumstances. I wy on your side,
1 Zelda,  Write a few lincs, dle. and let
your maid take them. Do not go to
your lover—let him come to you, ‘That
13 only maidenly and modest.”

“ Helen, you are never on my side.
Any other sister would take some in-
terest in such a love affair as mine;
and I do not want cvery thing steaight-
formard and agreeable just yet. A
secret tryst 13 the only romantic one,
and I do not thank you at all for inter-
fering with mine, Even this talk about
it has robbed me ofsome of its charm.’

“If you meanto marry Lord Max-
well, it can never be done in this way,"”

“[ meantom him, and I know
better than you do how to succeed. 1If
my father had said ** Yes,” and the
door was set open forhim, he might not
want the “ yes" or the upen dooe But
it is different where there is anger and
opposition ; love 13 stronger for it—
yes, and sweeter too !l

“Then, to gain your own desire, you
| wouid give 2l your fanuly the annoy-
n‘altl'u:ek o/f Télgc,l; and olpposition. And

ink, Zelda, how cruelly you pla X
\\’ha{t{ shall 1 do 2" Y yoU Place e

“If your conscience troubles you,
tell father.  That s what you mca: to
do, of course.  Ur you might sct Colin
to watch me, Maxwell would enjoy that
only, you may depend upon it that I
should be true to my love though all
the world was against me.”

* The wotld cares nothing about you
and Maxwel).  No one i3 specially
against you, I only want Maxwell to
com¢ openly to the castleand woo you
asa lacjy should be wooed.” ol

“With father and a couple of lawyers
Letween us, and you to play propriety
1 prefer a little romance, Let me go,
Helen.  You are only making things
worse,"

She drew her hand away with the
wotds, and went swiftly down the gar
den.  Helen watched her until ‘ghe
passed into the pine wood. There
the girl-slackened het pace and stocd
still a moment to regain her mental
poisc and serenity, for her breath came
quick, and shewas in a flurry of eme-

Thiak-.
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