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a joy forever.”
aoything they.are told; do.they ?”
« Don't bejcynieal, er," says Miss Peylon,

goftly. What: an awtul thing it-will be if,
now when her story i8 nbsolutely upon her
lips, bhe relapsrs 1nto h's nnsympnthehc
mood ! : i

“Well, T won’t then 1 ssye bcropeJ nmrsbly
which much reh.e.yes her And thenhe looks
lovingly ut Hs pipe, which-he has held (as in
duty bouad) benind his back ever Blnce her
arrival, and sighs heavily, and proceeds to |
knock the ashes out of it.

# Oh don’t do that,” says Clarisea, entreat.
ingly. «1I really wish you wouldn't 7 (This
is the strict trutb.) * You know you are dy-
jvLg for a smoke, and 1—1 perfectly love the
£ moll of tobacco.” Thars is, therefore, no ren-
son why you should deuyyoureelf.”

« Ara *you Teally quits-sure?’ rays Secrope,
; olitely. and bovetfnlly -

« the—utterly - Put.it in your moeutn
again. ' And—do ‘you ‘mind t'-~with a switt
glance upwsrd, from under her soft plush hat,

—u]X wsnt you to coms for a little walk wrth
me. n

“ ’I,‘o the end of the world, with you, would.
be a short walk,” says bcrope. with & balf

laugh, but a ring in his tone that to & woman |

heart-whole and unoccupied with thoughis of
another man, must have meant much. ¢ Com..
mand me, madam.”

“«X have something very—verv—very -
portant to tell you,” eays Mliss- Peyton, ear-
nestly, - This Lime ske looks. at her lonc
black glover, not at him, ana makes n despei-
ate effort to button an already obedient bit of
ivory.

They. have turned into the orchard, now be-
reft ‘of blossom, and are strolling cerelessly
along one. of its side-paths. The earth is
looking brown, the trees bare; jor Autamp—
greedy - seeson—hn stretched its hand «to
reap. the tipened fruits the which the esrih
had veld.”

“ Are you listening to me?” asks she pre—.
gently, seeing he makes o response to her
first move. ‘

uIntently.” He has not the very faintest
idea of her meaning, eo speaks in a tone light
and half amused, that leads her to betray her
secret. sooner than otherwise she might have
done. «1Is it an honest mystery,” he says,
csreleesly, i or o common ghost~story, or state
seorgt ? Break it to me gently.”

¢ There i8 nothing to break,” says Clarlsra,
softly. Then she looks down at the straw-
berry borders at her side-—-now brown anad
asged—and then says, in o very low tone, #1
am going to be married” .

Thoere is s dead silence. Sir James says
nothing. He walke on beside her withan un-
falterable footstep, his head erect as ever, his
hands clasped ia their old attitunde bshind his

|—that the prekent appeers unbearable.

No one' nouadays disputes

parted' ;’rx;any forever. 'The past hag_ been
50, dear;'With all its.vagne bellets and unoer="
tain dreamlngs—-all too, sweet for rea.llzstlon'

.- Tha very air seems dark,” thesky- lee.den,

the clouds sad:and- lowerlng Vainly he trles
to understanid how he hag come to love, with.
such a boundless passion, this girl who loves.
1/ Not , :
wholly to -one’ nnwortby of her—one utterly | <§o hing e true but 1°V° n°'3“3h"'°fw°ﬂh
incapable of comprehending the nobrllty and;

him not at all,. but has surrenderéd herself }:

truthfulness of her natare..

desirable & plsce, to-day bas lost its charm. .
.- « What is life, when stripped of its disguise ?
A thing to be desired it cannot be,” With
bim it 62¢ ms almost at an end. An unpatis-
factory thing, too, at its ‘best—a maere
ke glimpee into the world . .of might have
beon.”

Some words read o weok ago come to -him
now, sud ring thoir changes c¢n his brain.
# Rien ne va plus,"—the hateful words vetarn
to him with a pertinacity not to besubdued.
It is with difficulty he refrains from uttering
them sloud.

#“No; be doses not disapprove,” says Clar-
iess, interrupling his reflections aft this ‘mo-

ment; ¢ he has given his full consent io my
engngomoent.” She speaks somewhat slowly,
&8 {f romembrance weighs upon her. “ And,
oven it he had not, there is still ‘romething
that must give me happinesa; it is the cer-
tainty that Horace loves me, and that 1. love
mm "

Though unrnennt this iz a cruel hlow
Sir James turns away, and, paling vxslbly,
bad she cared to see it,—plucks ‘a tiny. piece
of bark from the ald tree against which he is
‘leaning.

Thers is something in hrs face that, thonvh
she understands it not, moves Clarissa to pity.

“You will wishgme'some good wish, after
all. Jim won't you ?" she gays, very eweetly,
almeost pathetically.

“ No, 1 caonot,” returns he, with a brus-
querie foreign to him. “To do so would be
actual. hypocrisy.

#There isgilence for 8 moment; Olarissa
grows a little pale, in ber turn. ln his turp,
he takes no notice of her emotion, having his
faco averted. Then, in a low, {aint, choked
voice, she breaks the silence.

«IfI had been wise,” she says,* I sghould
bave stayed home this morning, and kept my
confidences to myself. Yet I waunted to tell
you. So I came, thinking, believing, I
should recoive sympathy from you; and now
what have I got? Oaly harsh and crael
words! If I bad known——""

% Clarissa I”

“Yes! Ifanyone had fold me you would
80 troat me, I should, I should—"

It ig this supreme moment she. chooses to
burst oot crying ; and she ciies henrtily (by
which I mean that she gives way to grief of
the most vehement and agonlzed description)
for at least five minutes, without a cessation,
making ler ]Jament openly, and in a carefully
upnreserved fashion, intended to reduced his
heart to water. And not in vain ig her

back. The sun is shining ; come birds are
warbling faintly (as though under protest) in
some neighboring thickels; yet 1 think
Scrope nelther sses the sun, nor heeds tho
birds, nor knows for the moment that lifo
'llows within him, after that little, low-toned
speech of hers.

Then Lo awakes {from his stupor, snd, rous-
ing himself, says, husklly, yvet with a certain
amount of self -posseszion that deceives her,—

r;u

#Only that I am going to be married,” re-
peats Clorissa, in a somewhat chenged tone.
‘The_ nervousness has goune out of it, and the
natural hesitation ; she is speaking now quite
ooxnposedly and c]esrly, ag if eome surprige be
{rays itselt in her voice,

Berope is aware that his heart is beating
madly. He has stopped, and is leaning
against the trunk of aoc apple-tres, facing
Clarissa, who i3 standing in the middle of the
path. His face is ashen gray,and hie man-
ner is quite calm.

« Who i8 it ?" he aeks, presently, very slow-

Iy.

#Mr, Branscombe,"—coldly,

#tDorian 7

«No. Horace.”

« ] wish it had been Dorian,” he says, im-
pulsively.

1t is the last straw.

v And why ?” demands she, angrily. She is
feeling wounded, disappointed at his recep—
tion of her news; and now the climax has
come. Like her father, he, too, prefers Dor-
jan—nay, by his tone, casts a slur upon Hor-
aco. The implied dislike cuts her bitterly to
the heart.

# What evil thiog have you to say of Hor-
ace,” she goes on, vebemently ; « that you so
emphatically declate In favor of Dorian?
When. you are with bim you profess great
friendebip for him, and now behind his back
youn seek to malign. him to the woman he
loves.”

“You are unjust” says Bcrope, wearily.
«] Enow nothing bad of Horace. I merely
sald. 1 wished it bad been Dorian., No, I
bhave nothing to say against Homce.”

¢ Then wby do you look asif you had!”
says Miss Peyton, pettishly, frowning a little,
and letting her eyes rest on him for a moment
only, to withdraw them again with & deeper
frown. ¢ Your manner suggests many things.
You are like papa——"
she has made a false move, and wishes vainly
her last words nnsaid.

# Does your father disapprove then ?” asks
he, more through idleness than a desire to
know.

Inatinctively he feels that, no metter what
obatacles. may be thrown in this gitl's way,
still she will -carry her point nnd marry the
man she hag elected to love. Ney, will not
difficalties bwt increase her steadfastnoss, and
make stroog the devotron that is growing in
her heart!

Not until now, this ‘moment, when hope
has died and desepair sprupg into life, does he
know bow freely, how altogether, he has lay-
ished the entire atfection of his soul upon her.
During all these past months he.has lived and
thought and hoped but for her, and now——u
allizgatanend. : .

Like a heavy blow from some unseen hand
this terrible news has fallen upon him, leav-
ing him epent and broken, and filled with
something that ia agonized surprize at the
depth of the mistortune that has overtaken
him. It s as a revelation, the awakening to
a genee of the longing that has been his—to
the knowledge of the cruel strength of the

tenderness that binda his heart to hers. .

With a slow wonder he -1lifts his eyes and
gases at her. T'herd is a petulaut expresslon
round her mobile lips; a faint. bending of her
brows that bespeaks discontent, bordering on
anger, yet, witha), she 15 quite lovely—so
Bweet; yet €0 nnsympethetlc ; 80 gontle, yet
80 ignorant of all he is at present feeling .-

With'a sickening dread he Iooks forward to
the future that etill may lle befors him. It
seems to him that he can view, lying stretch-
ed out in the distance, a Jonély cheerless road,
over which he must travel. whether he will or
not-—a'road  bare and 'dusty and companion.
leas; devdid of shéde, or rest or joy, or that
love that could trsnsform the bnrrsnness into
a «flowery mead.”

ﬂ.ﬂe that ' 10ges; bope ”—-ssys Congreve-—

LAt

She panses, feeling {.

t“wesk endeavour,”

Sir James, when the first sob falls upon his
ear, {uras from her, and, as though nnable to
endure the sound, deliberstely walks away
from her dowa the garden path.

When be gets quite to the end of it, how.
ever, and koows the next turn will hide him
from sight of her tears or sound of her woe,
he hositates, then i3 lost, and finally coming
back again to where ehe is standing, hidden
by & cambric handkerchiss, lays his band
upon her arm. At his touch ber sobs in-
creaso, :

n Don't do thet I he says, so rouzhly that
fhe kunows his heart i3 blceding. « Do yon
hear me, Clarissa ? stop cryingl It isn’t doing
you any good, and it js driving me mad.
What has happened ?—what is making you so
unhappy?”’

u You are,” says Miss Peyton, with-a final
sob, and a whole octave of reproach in her
voice. « Anything s0 unkind I neverknew.
And ust when I bad come all the way over
liere to teil you what I would tell nobody olee
except papa! There was o time, Jim"” (with a
soff but upbraiding glance), ¢ when you
would have been sweest aud kind and good to
me on an occaefon like this.”

Sho moves a step nearer to bim, and lays her
hand— the little, warm, pulelng hand he loves
8o passiopately—-upon his arm. Her glance
Is half oftended, half beseeching; Bcrope's
strength . of will gives way, and, metaphor-
leally spesklng, he lays himself at her feet.
«If 1 have been uncivil to you, forgive me,”
he says, taking her hond from his arm, and
holding it closely In his own. «You do cot
Eknow ; you cannot understand; and I am
glad you do not. Be happy! There i8 no
substantial reason why yon should not extract
from life every sweet it can afford; you are
young, the world is before you, and the Iove
you desire {s yours. Dry your eyss, Clarisza,
your tears pierce my heart.”

He has quite regained his self-control by
this time, and, having conquered his emotion,
speaka dlspasslonetely. Clarissa, as he has
said, does not nnderstand the terrible strug:
gle it costs him to utter these words in an or-
dinary tone, and with a face which, if setiil
pale, betrays no mental excitement.

She smiles, Her tears vanish. She sighs
contentedly, and moves the hand that rests
in his.

«]am goglad we are friends again,” she
says, “And now tell me why you were so
horrid at first ; you might juset as well have
begun aa you have ended; it would have
aaved trouble and time, and’ ” (reproachfully)
# a1l my tears.”

“ Perhaps I valne youso highly that I hate
the thought of losing yon,” saya Scrope, palii

may. His voice is very earnest. -

‘ How fond you are of me I” says Misa Pey
ton, with some wondex, and much pleasure. .

To this he flnds it impossible to make any
answer.

She does now whst ghe has not done since
'she was a little, impulsive, loving girl; she
lifts her head and presses her Iips to his
cheek.

- For one brief raoment he holds her in his
-armg, returning her careas, warmly, it is trus,
but with ineffable sadness.
brace is but the seallng of s fregsh bond be:
tween them. To him 1t is a silent farewsl];
a final wrenching of the old swéet ties that
have endured so long.

Up to this she had been everything to him
far more than he ever dreamed until the rude
swakenlng came—the one bright spot in his
existence; but now all changed, and she be:
longs to another.

He puts her gently from him, and, with a
kindly word &nd smile, leads her to the gar-
den gate, and 50 round towhere her poniesars
impatiently awaiting her coming ; atter which
he bids her good bye, and, turning, goes in
doors, and locks himself into bls own private
room.

- CHAPTER XII.

‘* The snowis on the mountam.
The frost 18 on the vale,
The ice hapgs o’er the fountain, ' -
The storm rides on the galc "
USELREY,

" Cranmssa's letter to Georgle Broughton, re-

* The world, that only yesterday seemed "0

-and the servants’ delinguencies.

ps.thyv.» N

“The Letter is short, but. full-of feeling. :It

: conveys to-Clarigsa - the sad impression that

the poor child’s heart is dry and-bafren "for:
lsok .of that gracious dow called love, with.
‘out which.uot one of us can taste the bleseed-
.ness. of life.

Love ‘18 the incense which doth swea ten
eartn. .

‘So sings Trench.
his words convey nothing less than tiie very
smbodiment of trnth, That Georgie should
Yo unhappy for want of this vital essence
cuts her to the heart—the more so that Geor-
gle: persistently refuses to como to Gowran.

"« DBAREST Or.smsss,—-Do you think me cold
or ungrateful,”-—30'dhe writes— but, were I
to go o you and feel again the wnrmth and
tenderness of o home, it might unfit me for the
lite of trouble and work that must lie bofore
me. :Summer is when wo love and are be-
loved,’ and, of course, such’ summéris over for
me, Iknow my task will be no light or easy
one; but I have made up my mind to it, and
indeed am thaok{ul for it, asany change trom
this must of neceszity be ploasant. And, be-
sides, I may not be a governess forever. I
have yet another plan in my head—some-
tking papa arvd I agresd .upon before he left
me ~that msy put an end to my difficulties
sconer than I ihink., 1 will toll youof it
some time, when we meet.”

« Poor 'darling,” says Clarissa, “ what a
wretched little letter?” She sighs and folds
it up, and wonders vaguely what this other
plan of Georgie’s can be. Then she writes
to her ngsm, end describes Mrs. Redmond as
well as is possible, &

“ Accept her offer by return of post,” she ad-
vises, earnestly.  «Even if, after & trial, you
do not like her, still this wi]l be an opening
for you; and I am glad in the thought that 1
shall always huve you near mo—at loast until
that mysterious plap of yours meets the light.
Mrs. Redmond is rot, of courae, everything of
thé most desirable, but she is passable, and
very kind at heart, She is tall and angular,
and talks all day lobg-—and all night, I am
sure, if one would listen—about her ailments
Bhe is
never withont a cold in her head, and a half
darned stocking She calls the children 8 pin-
afores « pinbefores,"—which is quite correct,
but very unpleasant; and she always calls
terrible s turrible, but beyond these small
things she is quite bearable.”

And so on. When Miss Broughton re-
celves this letter in her distant home, she is
aguin sole mistress of a sick-room. Her
aunt—tho hard taskmaster assigned to her by
fate—-lies on hor bed stricken to the earth by
fever. To come to Pullingham now will ba
impossible. ¢ Will Mrs. Bedmond wait fora
month, or perbaps two?’ She entreats Clar-
isea-to do what she can for her; and Clarissa
does it; and the warried wife of the vicar,
scftened by Miss Peyton’s earnest explana-
tions, consents to expound Pinneck, and
« Litlle Arthur " to the small Redmonds until

such time »s Miss Broughton’s aunt shall bs
convalescent.

ating the ugliness of his conduct as best hc'

To her, this em- |

# The inaugdible and noiceless foot of T'ime »
creeps ondpace, and Caristmas at 1ast reaches
Pullingham. Such a Christmae, ton !—g
glorious suuny Christmas mornlng, full of
light and life; snow-crowned on every sids.
The glinting sunbeeme He upon the frozen
hills, kissing them with tender rapture, as
though eager to impart some heat and com-
fort to their chilly hearts.
‘* Now trees thelr leafy hats do bare

Toreverencs Winter's stlvery hair® ’

The wooda are all bereft of green; the
winds sigh wearily through them; « No graeg
the fieldg, no leaves tho forests wear:” o shiv.
ering shrotd cnvelops all the land.

Bat far above, in the clear sky, Sol shines
triumphant, Nor ice, nor snow, nor chilling
blast has power to deaden him today.
No v vell of clouds involves his radiant head.”
He smiles upon the earth, and ushers in the
blessed morn with unexpected brilliancy.
Innumerable sounds swell through the frosty
alr; sweet beils ring joyoumsly. All the
world is astir,

Excgpt Clarissa. Sbe lies, still sleeping—
dreamipg it may be, that {irst glad dream of
youth in which all ssems periect, changeless,
passion-sweet !

Upon her parted lips a faint soft smile is
Ipgering, as though loath to depart. Her
face is lightly tlnged with color, a8 it were a
¢ripened rose.” Upon one arm her cheek is
plllowed ; the other 18 thrown, with neghgent
grace, above her Lead.

«Half-past eight, Mise Peyton, and Ohrist-
mas morning too,” says a voice more distinct
than musical, and rather roproachfal. It
rushes into Olsrissa’s happy droam like a
pightmare, and sends all the dear sbades she
hag been conjuring to her gide back into their
uncertain home.

The maid pokes the fire energetically, and
arranges something upon the dressing-table
with mnch unnecessary vigor.

Clarissa, slowly bringing herself back from
the world in which Hester, however admir
able in every respect, beers no part, eighs
drowsily, and sits up in her bed.

#Really that hour?” she sayi. ¢ Quite
too disgracefully late! A happy Chriszmas,
Hester " .

&« Thank yoe, miss,
very many of them !”

18 it a cold morning 7" usks Clarisss, with
a little shiver. BShe pushes back the soft
waving masses of bsr brown bhair from Ler
forehead, and gazes at Hester entrestingly, as
though to implore her to say it is warm as o
day in June.

But Hester is adamant. .

i '.l‘errrble cold, miss,” she says, with a sort
of gpsto Thut frosty it would petrify you
whbere-you stand,”

"#7Then I won't ,stand,” declares Clarisgs,
promptly sinking back once :more into her
downy. couck, «I decline to -be petrified,
Hester,"—tucking thea clothes well round her.
«Call mo again next week.”

«The masier is up this hour, miss,” says the
maid, reprovingly ; “and see how beautrrul!y
your fire is hurning."

@I can'’t see. anything but the water over
there. . Is that ice in my. bath 7"

« Yes:miss. Will you let me throw a littie
hot water into it to melt it for you? Do,
migs. I1’m sure them miserable cold oblations
iz bitter bad for you.” Perhaps she means
ablutions. Nobody knows. And Clarlsss,
though consumed with a desire to know, dares
not ask. Hester is standing a few yards from
her, looking the very personification of all
pathos, and i8 plainly an-angered of the frozen
bath,

& Well then, Hester, yes; a little—a very
llttls—hot water, just for once,"sevs Clariesa,
unable toresist the womar's pleading, aud her
own fesr of the « bitter chill” that awaits her
on the othor side of the blunkets, &My cour-
age has flown ; indeed, { don't see how I can
get up at all)” willfully, snuggling down even
more closely into the warm sheets,

" «QOb, now get up, miar, de,” implores her
majd. *Itis getting real lste, and the mae-
ter hag been up asking for you twice al-
ready.”

" «]s papa dressed, then?”

'The same to you, aud

-at” Clariisa's, instnntsneous nnd resdy« sym: '

'I'o Glarlsss, just: now §-

bed, and gets lnto “her clothes by degrees, and

p:ca standfng at the upper. end, -with’ his
back to the" huge central window through
which = .. - o
¢ Gleams t.hu red aun athwart the mlsty he.ze
Whlch vells ‘the cold earth from its lovlng
gaze,”

.of the . % wide and. glittering cloak of snow,"

other end stand all the servants—silent, ex-
pectant—rvo hear what the master shall gay on |-
this Christmas morning.

dress them on this particillsr day-is ont of all
hesring. His father, grandfather,'and great-

then servapts; therefors (according to the

primitive notions of the couniry) he must do
the game, - Yet it is-undeniable that to the
present proprietor this task is o terrible one,
ond not to be performed &t any. price, conld
escape {rom it beshown.

Eloquence is ngt Mr. Peyfon’s forte. To
find himself standing before an ‘expectant ag-
dience; and to kndiw {hey are prépared t6 hang
wpon lns acconts, is not sweet to him—in lscr,
fills him -with terrors %ast and deep. Yet
hers they sre awaiting hig speech, in a goodly
row, with all their eyes fixed on his, and their
miods prepured to receive anything he may
BBY. :

Hbe breathes a small sigh ofrelief as he sees
Clarissa approach-ng, and gives -her his cus—
tomary morning kiss in a ratker wermer fa-
shion than usual, which has only the effect of
raising mirth in Clarises’s mind. - Shesmiles
in.an unfilial fashiop, and slipping her hacd
through his arm, awaits whnt fute msy have
in store. .

Her father, when he hss cest upon her one
reproachful glance, turns to tho servants, and,
wiih a heightened color and somewhat lame
delivery, says as follows:

I am very glad to see you all agnin——"
here ho checks himselr, and grows a degree
redder and more embarrassed. It occurs to
bim that after all, he saw them yesterday and
the day before, and that it is -on the cards he.
will Bee them again to-morrow. Therefore
why express exubersnt joy a% the fact that he
can g¢o them at this present moment ?

He zlances in a despairing fashion at Clar-
iesn, but she is plainly delighted at his dis-
comfiture, and refuses to give him any assis-
tance, unless a small approving nod can be ac-
counted sach.

Feeling himself, therefore, nnsnpported be
perforce, returns to the charge.

« It is a great pleasurs to me to know that
no changes have taken place during the past
vear. 1 hope'—(long pause)—* ¥ hope we
shall always kave the same story to tell,”

This is fearfully absurd, and he knows it,
aud blushes again.

#Well, at leass,” he goeson. I hope we
shall not part from each other without good
cause—ench as & weddiog, for instance. !

Here he looks at the under-honsemaid, who
looks at the under-gardener, who looks at his
boots ard betrays s wild desire to get into
them forthwith.

«There is no occasion for me, L think, to
make you a speech, I ——the fact ig, I——
couldn't make you a epeech, 0 you must ex-
cuse me. I wish you all 8 bappy Christmas!
I’m sure you all wish me the 2sme. ?——and

ad

Here he is interrupted by a low murmur
from the servants, who plainly feel it their
duty to let him know, st this juncture, that
they do hope his bhrls!mas will be & success-
ful one,

# Welle——wgh f=——- -thank you—-—yon
know " saye Mr, Peytop, at bis wits’'end as
to what be shall say nest. ¢ Yom are all
vory kind, very kind indeed—-very——.
Mrs, Lane,"—desperately— ¢ come here and
take your Christmns box.”

The honsekesper advances, in. a rounded
stately fashion, and, with an elaborate cour-
tesy and a smile {ull of benignity, accepts her
gift and retires with it to the background.
The others having all performedthe same cere-
mony, and aleo retired, hlr. Peyton draws
draws a deep sign of reliet, and turps to Clar-
isza, who, all thzough, bas stood beside him.

#] think you might have put ina word or
two,” he eays.
epjoyed my discomfiture. Bless me, how
glad I am that : Christmas comes but once a
year !’

"+ And how BOITY Iam!" snys C]srisss, mak-
ing a slight grimace. It is the one chance [
got of listening to eloquence that I feel sure
is unsurpasenble.”

They are still standing in the hall, At
this moment a servant torows open the hall
door, and Dorian and Horace Branscombe,
come ip, walk up to where they are near the
huge pine firo that is roaring and making
merry on the hearthstone; no grate defiles
the beauty of the Gowran hall, They are
flashed from the rapidity of their walk, and
are locking rather more like each other than
ueual,

# Well, wo have had a run for it,” says Dor-
jan. ¢“Not been to breskfast, { bope? If
you say you have finish(fl that most desirable
meal, [ shall drop dead ; go break it carefully.
1 hsve & wretched appetxte, as a rule, but just
now I fsel agif I could eat you, Clarissa”

 We haven't thought of breakfast yet,” rays
Clarigsa, «I'm so glad I waslezy this morn-
mg ' A happy Christmar, Dorian I,

»The sanie to you I" says Dorlsn,, raising
her hand, and pressing it to his lipr. « By
what luclr do we find you in the hall 77

“The servants have just been here to re-
ceiva thelir presents. Now, why were you not’
a few minutes earlier, and yau mlgh(t have
been stricken dumb with joy et pspas
speoch » ;

4T don’t belleve it uas hell a lmd speech -
says Mr, P.yton, stonily, :

“ Bad!

omits tho fact that you looked a8 If yOu, were

hopeless as to what you weis goxng to say
next.”

« James, 18 hrenkfast ready ” ssys Mr. Piy-
ton, turning away ‘to hide smlle, and mak-
ivg o strenuous effort to suppress the fact
that he has heard one word of hex last betray-
al. «Comes into the dinlng-room, Dorian,” be

fast will be ready in iwo minntes:
50 much comfortable in there”
Branscombe goes ' with him,and so, presenb
Iy, Clarissa and Horace find themselves
alone.
Horace, going up to her, a8 in duty’ bound,

lightly, gently to her cheek.

% You never wished me a liappy Christmas,”
he says, in the low goft tore he always
adopts when speaking toa woman. ¢ You
gave all your best wishes to Dorlan.”

#You knew what was in my heart,” replies
ghe, sweetly, pleased that he bas notlced the
omission,

llke ""hLe Bays, Iaying in her little palm a large
gold locket, oval-shaped, and with forget-me-

¢

celves & most tender response—tender ag it )

u An bour nge, miss, He was standlng on

neath her breath; and.then she springsioyt of |

,presently ‘runs ,downistairs to - the great ;. old:]
hull where sheé finds-her father awaiting her.’

A oalw, clear hght illzmines the hall, bors.
which last night flung upon the land. Atits|
That George Peyton sheuld refuse to ad- |’

grandfather bad done it before him to the-

‘ But you mre a traitor ; you!

It was the most enchantlng thmg i
_the ;arms of - laxury—to De treated, as .she

1 over listened to I—-ln ‘fact, faultless—lf qne’
in torment all the time, and seemed ntterly'

| follow....
:her.all thoughtot a-happiness that wonld in- .

#8y8, when the mad his aséured him break.| - B
it i8 ever,

places his arm round her, and presses bislips |’

# T wonder if I have brought you what you‘

nofs in snppnlres and diamonds, on one aide,
Touching u spring, it opens, and there, star- !

For a-1ttle minute she I8 sllen.t ,-'th
‘Bays_ softly,,with lower
ender blush_.

T

nlone 7

It is evident the face in the locket 18 even |

desrer’to her thansthe locket itself,

it For 'you alone,” says- Horace, telling his
lio catmly. . « When It was finished 1 had the
‘negative dediroyed. . I! thought only . of you.
Was not that nntursl? Theta wds one happy
‘morent -in which" I,nssur'e&fmysslf that it
would . please you to have my "image always
‘nenr you.. WasI wrong 1-=presimptoous "

Into histone he bad managed™to-infuse a
cerlmn amount of. uncertsrnty and: anxlons
longing that cannot fail to ﬂatter and'dos gome
damage to a woman’s heart. Clsnssn rnlses
ber truatful eyes to his. *- " :°

“Please mel” she repeats, softly, tears
growing beneath ‘her lids; it plenses mo so
much ‘that it seoms to me impossible to ex-
press my- pleasurs. - You ~have given  me‘the
thing that, of all others, I have most wished
for.”

She blushes, vividly, as she makes this ad-
mission. Horace,. lift'mg ber hand, kisses it
“warmly.

«I am fortunate,” he says, iz s low tone,
“ Will you'love the original,. Olnusss, 88 you
love this scnseless pxcturu? ‘After long
years, how will ‘it be ?” There i3 a touch of
concern and Jdoubt—and something more,
that may be regret—in his tone, "

«1 ghall always love youJ' cays the girl,
very earnettly, layiog her'hand on his arm,
and looking at Lim with' eyes that shouid
bave roused sll tenderness and devctlon in
hig breast; a

9 A
syés and a* wsrm .

' For at each glance of thone swect eyes q soal )
Looked forth asfrom the grure gatesof heav—

en.

. He is spared a reply. Dorian, coming

again 1nto ths hall, summons them gaylv to

breakfsst

in the llttle casemented window of ‘the tiny
chamber that calls her mrstress, sits Ruth An-
nevsley, alone.

The bells-are ringing out 'still the blessed
Christmas morn; yet, she, with dbwneast
eyes, and chin resting in her hand, heeds na-
thing, being wrapped in: thought and un-
mindful of aught but the one glad idea- that
fills her soul to overflowing. Her face is
grave—nay, almost sorrowful—and full. of
trouble; yet underlying ali is gl.sdness thet
will not be suppressed,

At this moment—-perhsps for the fitst time
—she wakus to the consciousness that the air
is ' full of music, borue from the belfries far
and near. 8he shudders slightly, and draws
her bresth in & quick nnequal sigh. -

“ Auother -long year,” she sayr, wearily.
«Oh that I could tell my father!”

She lifts her head impatiently, and once
more her eyes fall upon the table on which
her arm is resting. "There are before her o
few opened letters, some Christmas cards, B
very beantiful Honiton lace handkerchief, on
which her initials,«T.. A.,” are delicately
worked, snd—apnrt from all thc rest—a riog
gt with peatls and turquolses.

Taking this last up she examines it slowly,
lovingly, slipping it on and of her slender
finger, without a.swile, and -with growing
pallor.

Astep upon the stairs outside! Hustily,
and in a somewhat gnilly. fashion, she re-
Places the ring upon the table, und drops «the
lace bandkerchier over it.

t Miss ;Rutb,” saya a tall, gswLy country-
g1, openmg the door, ‘the master he be
waitin’ breakfast foryou. Do Yo comedown
now.” Thep, catching sight of the handker-
chief, « La now," the saye, ¢ how tine that bes!
a beeuty, sursly, and rea! lace, too! Lal Miss
Ruth, and who sent you that, r:ow? May I
868 it ™ :

Bhe stretches eut her hand, as tbongh about
to raise the delnty fabric from its resting-
place ; but Ruth is before her.

“ Do not touch it,” she says, almost roughly
for her. “Then, seeing the effect her words
have caused, end how the gir! ehrinks back
from her, she goes on, hurriedly and kindly,

“Yon have been in'the dalry, Margery, and
perhaps your hands arenot clean. Run away
and wash'them, and come to attend table,
Afterward you shall come up here and see my

"bandkerchief and all my pretty cards.”

She emiles, then lays her hand on Mar-
gery’s shoulder, and gently, but with deter-
mination, draws her toward the door.

Once outside, she turns, and, locking the
door, carefully puts the key in her pocket.

Slowly, reluctantly, she descends the stalrs,
~Blowly, and with a visible effort, presses her
lips in gentle greeting to her father’s care-
worn cheek, The bells still ring on joyously,
merrily ; the sun shipes ; the world is white
with snow, more pure then even our purest
thonghts ; but no sense of rest or comfort
comes to Rutk. Ob, dull and heavy heart
that holds: s guily secrot Oh, sad (even
though vet innocent), 1s the mlnd that hides
a hurtfal thought!  Not for you do Christ-
mas bells ring out their happy gresting! Not
for suck as you does sweet peace reign
trinmphant.

"CHAPTER XIII
‘* Is she not passing fair
wo Gentlemen of Terona..

Tur day at length dawns when Miss
Broughton chooses to put in an appearance at
Pullingham, It is Thursday evening on
which she arrives, and as she has elected to go
to the yicavago dlrect instend of to .Gowran,
as-Clarissa desired, nothlng is left'to the latter
but to go down“on I‘nday R the Redmonds

. to; welcomeé her:

- She -(Clarizsa) hadl taken 1t ratber badly
thnt pretty- Georgle will not ¢ome to hér torea’

.weuk or 80 before entering oir‘her duties:; yet

in’ her gecrer Boulske canndt help admiring

|-the girl's pldck;: and her'datbrmination to let

nothlng interfere with the'business that. must:

o} the future represent life.

T'o stay. at. Gowran—to-fall as it were, into

Jnew she: ‘would hg, by Clariser, as an.-equal,:
-evenin wprldlyamatters, would be only to un-
fit her for,the ‘Toutine.thal of neeessity mpst.
So she abstaing, and tliugs far from |

‘deed: be real, a3 Olarissa bad been dear to her-
two years ego s-and | dear:to Georgie once
would mean:to be dvy*  her forever. .. .

(Centinued on Third Page.)
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FEES ANDDGCTORS.

"The fses’ of doctors ‘is’ an’ item that very
many persons are Interested'in just at Pie.
sent. Wo believe the schedule for visits is
$3, which' would tax's man conﬁned to his
‘bed for n' venr, ‘and In need of dally visite,
over $1,000 a year for medical attendance
alone! And one single bottle of Hop Bitters
taken in time would save the $1, 000 and all
the years slcknsss.-—-Past ]

———00*—'——-

'Oolllures are exiremely simple, a.nd are
“worn quite low in the neck, In coils or plaits,
wiile the brow is covered with waves or high
rings of halr, A semi.wreath of flowers is
worn upon the left side of the head, while
the corsage bouquet is placed Iow upon the

.2. ' . _ : 2 ==
T J J] th) ‘d -st 8 eLJﬁngtﬁe\ BIT ows nnd rob: ing.op” st her, is hts 0 f q
# may pats ‘th anythlng. * 1o Scrope just is grstei’ul '.l‘he glrl wkrltes_thankl Iy,vhear-- é..door °P W4 & 3;’ 5* ! ) ‘l- THE TBI]E WNESS FOR
ool et bad | tily, and. jonate delight | ine, iwhen I'camempxsd /. ‘  kindliest” expression, and(#se
| now,”it's thongh ‘hope and he y, and expresses_almosi, passionate delig “’Desr pap."”“l;a ?0 ﬁlsss,«tenduly, be-’ to-breatbe forth love'and’trnth* sﬁ“g h

‘The Trus Wirness: 'hqsnwlthin the past
~yeaxlmsde an lmmense ‘etride; in; clrculstron'
‘| axid 41 ‘the testimony’ of a large number of our
subseribers Is notitoo! {flattering it may algg
Jaim a stride in-general unprovement

This is the age of:general -improvement
and the Trur Wrmses ‘will advance with it,
Newspapers are stnrtmg up around us on s}
s1des with more.or less pretensmns to publie
‘favor, some of. them 'die.in’ their tender in.
fancy, gome of: :them dre “of “digease of the
-hea after a fow, ;eers, while: others, though
the fewdst; in number, grow Blronger as they
advance in years and root themselves all the
more ﬁrmly in public estesm, which in fact
‘18 their life. However, we may criticise
Darwxne theory as apphed to thespecies therg
is no doubt it holds good in newspaper enter.
prises, it is the fittest which survives. Thg
TrouB WiThEsS is now what we may term ay
-eatablished fact;-it-is over 33 -years in ex.
lstence. .

'Bat+we ‘want to extend 1ts nsefulness and
its circulation still further, and we want itg
friends to assist us if they believe this jour.
nel to- be worth 31.50 a year,:and we think
thev do. We- would like'to impress’ Tpon

without exception the cheepest paper of its
class on this continent. . .

1t wes formerty two dollars per sanum in
the counfry and two-dollars and a ha!f in the
city, but the present proprietors having taken
chare of itin the hardest of timen, and know-
Ing that to many poor people a reduction of
twenty or twenty-five per cent wounld mean
something and would not only enable the

- | old subscribers to -retain it but new ones to

‘enroll themselves under the reduction, ‘they
have no reason to regret it. For what they lost

‘one way - they gained in nnother, and they
agsisted the

introduction " " into Oathollc
fawilies throughont Canada and the United

‘| States of: 4 Catholic paper which would de-

fend their religion and their rights.

- ‘The Trur Wirness is too cheap to offer
premmms or ¥ chromos ' as an inducement to
snbscnbers, even if they believed ‘in their
efficacy. ' It goes simply on its merits as a
journal, and it is for the people to judgo
whether they are right or wrong., -

But as 'we have stated we wsnt our circula.
tion doabled in 1881, and all we can do to
encourago ¢ur agents and the public generally
is to promise them that, if our cffcrts are
ssconded by our friends, this paper will be
still further enlarged and- unproveu durrng
the coming year.

On receipt of $1.50, the subscriber will bs
entitled to receive the TRUB WiTNESS for
one yoar.

Any one sending us the names of 5 new
subscribers, at one time, with the cash, ($1.50
each) will recelve one copy free and $L.00
cash; or 10 new names, with the cagh, one
copy 1ree and $2.50.

Our readers will oblige by informing their
friende of the above very liberal inducements
to subscribe for the TruR WITKESS; also by
sending the namo of a reliable person who
will act as agent in their locality for the pub-
lishers, and sample copies will be sent on ap-
plication.

We wantactive intelligent agentsthrough-
out Cansda and the Northern and Western
States of the Union, who can, by serving our
interests, serve their own as well aud add
materislly to their income without {nterfer-
Ing with their legitimate business,

The Tros WiTness will bo mailed to clergy-
men, school teachers and postmasters at
£1.00 per annum in advance.

Partics getting up clubs are not obliged to
confine themselves to any particular locality,
but can work up taeir quota from different
towns or districts; noris it necessary to send
all the names at once. They will fulfil all
the conditions by forwarding the names and
amonnts until the club is completed. We
bave observed that our paper is, if possible,
more popular with the ladies than with the
other sex, and we appeal to the ladies, there
fore, to use the gentle but irresistible pres-
vre of which they are mistresses in our be-
half on thelr husbands, fathers, brothers and
sons, though for the matter of that we will
take subsgcriptions from themselves and thelr
sisters and cousinsar well. Rate for clubs of
five or more, $1.00 per annum in advance.

Partiea subscribing for the Tauvm Wirxnzes
between this date and the 31st Dacember,
1881, will recelve the paper for the balance of
the year free. We hope that our friends or
agents throughout the Dominion will make
an extra effort to push oar circulation. Par-
ties requiring sample copies or further infor-
mation please apply to the office of Tas Posr
Printing and Publishing Company, 761 Craig
gtreet, Montreal, Canada -

Ia conclusion, we thauk those of our friends
who have responded so promptly and &0
cheerfully to our call for amounts due, and
request thoss of them who have not, to follew
their example at once.

4« POST” PRINTING & PUBLISHING CO.
741 CRAIG 8T., MONTREAL, CANADA.

By imperial permission, a bison hunt was
racently organized In thé nelghborhood of
Belostock, in Rnuasis, and two bisons were
killed avd forwarded to Bt., Petersburg.
Thero are considerable herds of these ani-
mals in the wild forest districts known as
White Ruesla, and lying bstween Balostock

and Litovsk,
P~ @~ — e

* Willlan Hellwag, a distinguished engineer,
‘died in Austria a few days-since. In 1875
he bacame the chief -engineer of the 8t
Gothard Tuanel, and remained in charge of
its construction - for 'some years. He had
‘algo been identified with the building of gome
of the most importsnt rellwnye in the Aus-
trlnn emplre.

Ollver John. Kenyon’s house: at Ashantee,
“Wis., originally had only one storey... When
 his: son married he added: a-storey for the ac-
‘commodation of the new family, and a third.
was, put on when his: grandson took a wifs.

' Heo.is now. 80 yours old, and . it .is therefore:
unlikely that the: buildrng will be ‘fucther

hopesso. Dot SR
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. . Erpra's OOCOA~~CBATEFUL' AND : Uouron'rma.
~t By @ thorough knowledge. of the na-

gestion and nutrition, and by a carefal appli-:
cation of the fine properties of well selected

tdbles with a delicately flavored beverage:
ghlch .may 8ave us many heavy dootors'
ills.
ticles of ‘diet that a constitution may be.
gradually bullt np until strong euough to
resist every tendency to disease. Hundreds
‘of subtle maladies aie floating around . 1
réady to attack wherever thera is. a woak -
point, We may escape msny a {atal. shaft
by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure,
blood and &' properly rourished, frame/—

Civil Service Gazette, Made Rlmply with boil-.
ing water or milk.  Yold only in‘packets and:
ting (4 Ib. and 1b.) labelled—¢ Jaxss Eeps &-
Co., Homoopathic Chemists, London, Eng-

left slde ct the bodlce, inclining toward the
shonlder‘ L o R

Inzd.” .Also. makers of Eesss Ouooouﬂ
Eﬁsrnc"“' "‘tn"\mn use, . oo

thelrs memories that the Truw Witness is.

heightened for & great-vrandson, tbough he -

tural laws. whioh:govern the operdtions of di- -
cooon, Mr, Errs has provided oor breakfast

It is by the judicious use of such ar-.
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