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Folk AX .ALBIUX.
Writ. something, you sasy? WeII now, let me see;
To ecribmie nonsense le aiways my way,
But grant a monment'u Indulgence to nie,
Short a» nonsensical will Ibe my lay.

1 hope, kind frlend, and beileve me sineere,
That life's rugged path to you will be clear;
If elonds should appear snd darken time way,
Runember limat ounahine oft cornes with thme day.

montreal. G. T. B.
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PART 1.

CHAPTER XXII.--( Uotillied. J

"Have you corne to tell me the sequel of t ?I"
sbe asks, lu a voie whicb, thougli a luthse
mollifisd, contains stili a good deal of starcli.

deWliy do you ask these offensive questions 7
bie criss, impatientby. di1 wisli I bad a box of
cigar-liglite that I miglit strike a Vesuvian.
and ses whether your face taillies with your cold,
east-windy voice. It le evideut that you are

dispaae d witli me -and wliy? I have doue
nting to deserve it t-but corne, let us hear-

wbat do you suppose happened ?-wliat do you
thinkW wseaid or did-v~ihen we got thers ?

de I have neyer liazarded a conjecture t" she
a!uswera, lifting lier srnall, white chimi into the
air, snd speaking lu a tons of eqmîal frostiness
and falaity.

deWben I came back, it was lu ten minutes
-believe me it was lu ten miuutee-yon were
gone t' I went ont on the terrace, I rau t-) all
our reaorts-te our trehlied roee-walk-to our
beecl-tres-to our hew-liedge-you wsre no-
wbere ; I called you-bnt there came no au.-

"Are you still ont of hurnor with me V" lie
aaks, rather crestfallen ; tlien, after a moment,
ina toue of doubtful exultation: "lait possible,
Joan--la it possible that youare--jealons of
me? It seema too good news to bce true ; but
indeed-indsed it looks bike it. As for me, do
you know that I arn jeahous of the very dsws
that have leave. te drencli your gowni of the
very dial round whicli your arms are tbrown."
He ateps nearsr to bier, with bis arms passion-
Ëtely outstretcbed, but as alips fromn hlm as if
-as were a miat-maiden, made out of moon-
beama sund evsning vapor. "Are you angry t
~he cries, vehementhy; "indeed yon have no
xueed te, b.! 1 b ad to corne to night. I couhd
net put it of til to-morrow. I thou lit. «I
May dis ln the niglit.' Even if tbey ad ahi

ben liere -they are ail ont, are not they ? God
bleu them t-but even if tbsy liad alh been
sitting round. I think I sboubd have had to aek
ySu aM the same."P

.8elangba a litthe-a laugli that la baîf a

'«Wliat le it that Fi ves hshapted o
keenpai-plasue t hecries, hooking passion-

*Way up at the impaasioned aky. deO love t do
-yen know that I eau faney no estasy lu the
conventional idea of heaven ? the dead-sweet
certainty of everlasting fruition wouhd nauseate
My palais ; it la the uncertaiuty-tlie thougbt
tbÉt you may die-that to-rnorrow-to-morrow
-It may bc ended sud gone, tliat makes this
agony of rapture.",

"4Yon are ,wrong t you are wrong t" as cries,
veliemently ; "in love there la no uncertainty.
AUl those wlio bave ever really hoved, whetlisr
thay died to-day or tlires thousand years ago,
love atihl. Oh, rny dear ! what good or pleasure
could ibere binl it if we believed that it could
puas? luthis weak and ahiftiug worldih lathe
oun ail-surs, all-strong, ahl-lovely thing t Kilh
me, sooner than couvince me of iea mortality t"'
. As as so broksnly speake, she lifta lier
str.aming sys to the stars thatl are not clearer
or mors hly ibsu tliey. And those words sud
that look lier lover carries away witli hlm lu bis
heart, w heu, filve minnts later, as sweethy but

*resolutely sende hlm away. I think that tliey
will be bupied with hum wlieu lie dise.

ngte six intent eyes that are focusing lier
and,hif they liad leisure to notice lier com-
plexion, they miglit mark how utterly that
small piece of note-paper lias abolished from berf
cheeka the dainty red that Iov", ses-air, and ex-s
ercise had printed there ; Il on the contrary, it isi
to say that Mrs. Wolferstan le comiug bers to- r
day-she will be liere about three t"t

IlMms. Wolferstan ?"

"Coming liers ?""To-day !" cried the tlires voices, in sacli of
wliich awe, astonislirent, and rapture, area
mixed in differing proportions.-8

Ten minutes later, Joan, escaped from lier1
family'e conjectures and lamentations, le sitting1
in hier owmm littîs bars rooni. On lier knse is
outspread lier future motber-in-law's nmissive:1

"'DEARMis8 DEF.RING:
"1f I hear nothing to the coutrary, I shahl be

with you this afternoon at tliree o'clock, as I
wish to epeak to you on a subject of the most
vital importance.

"Yours, truly,
"SOPHIA WOLFERs*rAN."

What that subject of inoat vital importance le,
Joanî las no difficulty ini comjecturing. And
since, in less than two bhours, a battIs le to be
fouglit, aseie already arrning liersef with spear,
ehield, and buckler, for it. In order to liarden
lierself sgainst, and take the sting out of, tlie
many deprsciating remarks that she la awars
wilb, dnring the next tliree bours, be addreased
to bier, she is saying tim all over, lu order, tot
hersesf.1

She siglis beaviby, and lier eyes raies thern-t
selves fromn the drugget te the wasli-stand,
and fasten upon the mutilated ewer, which la
now, s0 to speak, reduced to be only a torso ;
its liandîs liavingz lately gone to join bis long-
bast brother, the spout, on the ash-lieap. Shet
smiles sardonicably, "'Certainly, it is a singular1
hous in which to corne to look for a wife !" By-
and-by, in self-dsfense, s begius diffidentby tot
reckon up lier counterbalancingz advantagss. 'I
arn well-born and well-bred," she says, haîf
ahoud; 1 have an old and stainles name-
older, mors stainheas, than their own;, there
are absolutely no dark stories about any of us ;
we hsve always held our heade up, and looked
the world straiglit in the tace.

As alie so speaks, bier dejected head lifts itsesf,
lier bent fiqure grows straigt ; there corne a
mrater dignîty and confidence inte bier whole
bearing.

"lLet lier eay lier worst t" as says, withl ow
energy; "ele shaîl not part us two

CHAPTER XXIV.

The liospital dlock lias reacbed only the second
stroks of tbree, wlien the Wolferstan carriage
draws up at tlie door of Portland Villa.

IlPunctuai to the moment, Von ses t" says1
the Darne, beginning to talk at once and quick-1
hy ; "ldid* not 1 tell you that punctuality was(
my one virtue ? Neyer in all my ife have I
miased an sppointment, or been late for a train ;1
it is well to have even a amail virtue in perfec-i
tion ; is not it ?"1

la it a amaîl virtue ?" says Joan, politely.1
But Mrs. Wolfsrstan dose not lieed lier rernark.i

IlIt is always a mistake beating about the1
bush, le not it r' she says, laughing nervously ;,
Ilalwaye better to go te the point at once-j
straiglit to the point ;-l always go straiglît to1
tlie point; do not you ?-I arn always an advo-
cate for truth-trntli, trutli, at any price, I al-
ways say ; well, the trutl isl, I carne to epeak toi
yon about-about A ntlîony /"

"lYou are too bats !' says Joan, risiug and
stretching ont lier liands befors lier, as one that
warus off another, and apeaking lu a resolute,
chear voice-" you have corne too ate-a day
too late ! Yesterday-last evening, Anthony
asked me to rnarry him t!"

"And yon said 1'yesl' " cries the other, rising
too.

11I said ' yes.' Is there amîy reason wliy I
sbould not say ' yes' ?7"

They stand facing sacli other ; Joan tall and
pale, aud resolute; -bier two hiands straighly
clasped together, and lier courage gatliersd up;
for is nut thim the brunt of the battIs ?

IlWbat !" cries the sîder wornan, lier voies
rising to the neigliborhoodi of a scream, "'what!
-you eau stand there and look me, his mother,
lu the face and aak, lis there any reason why I
should not marry your son !'-you too, wliom I

God lives, 1 bave told you aIl the drawbacks to
myseif that 1 know of."

«IlHow t" cries the other, in accents of un-
feigned amazement and disiinay; " are you
serions ? but indeed there is no appearance of
insincerity abou, you ; is it possible that you do
not know tlie-really it is difficult to know bow
to ivord it-the deplorable-the lamentable cir-
oumstances V"

"I know nothing !" answers Joan, bier com-
posure breaking a littîs, and speaking in quick
and shaken tones ; "I1 am in the dark !- I
see tliat something dreadful is coming; if you
have any mercy-if you bave any linranity-
let it corne quickly!

"'Is it possible !" says the other, ini a seared
voice ; "wlio could bave imagined sucli a thing ?
is it possible that you are ignorant-that you
bave not heard-that; no oneThas ever told you
abot-about-your fathier ?"

«iMy father! I know absolutely nothing of
hîm! I have vaguely beard that lie was rather
wild, and that lie died wlien I was ten months
old ; is there anlything else to liear ? anything
bad ?"

'«This is too sliocking !" cries Mrs. Wolfer-
stan, rising liastily, and making for the dçor;
16you must excuse me, I will leave you ! I must
go home ! I will write ; you nîay depend upon
nme; as soon as I reacli home 1 will write !

"You will not write! says Joan, rapidly
croasing the room ; standing witli ler back
against the door, and speaking in low, stern
tones, ateadied by an enormous effort-" you
will tell rne-tell me îîow-before you leave
this room !

"It is absolutely impossible !" says Mrs.
Wolferstan, whimpering and feeling witli futile
fingers for the useless door-handle. " I neyer
was able to break anything to anybody in my
life ! I neyer had the nervs for it ; I refer you
to your aunt ; she knows the whole affair ; she
will tell you.",

"Yloit will tell me !" repeats Joan, still in
the same resoînte, low voice, as s stands-in-
exorable guardian- with lier straiglit young
back against the door-panel. " You will tell
me ; you have begun and you must eud ; if I
can bear te liear, you can bear to speak !'

49I neyer was placed in sucli a position in my
life !" says the elder woman, trernbling ail over,
and aimlessly fumbling for lier smelling bottle ;
'« , too, wh o have always-all my life-been
1hysically incapable of giving pain to any one t

,who neyer could bear to ses a fiy killed-bnt
-since you insiat upon it-since you use coni-
pulsion-since you give me ino clioice-I suppose
Imust be driven-thougi certainly no one in the

world is less fitted for the task than I-to tell
you that-tiat-your fatlier-"

She stops.ý
"«Go on!
Again she stops, deail shoôrt, gasping.
" Go on "

" By-by-well, it is not nuy fault-you will
have it---Torged has employer's signature-
lie liad been taken into the employ of a provin-
cial. banker as clerk-to a chieck for a large
amount. Ont of regard to the familv, and es-
pecially ont of regard to your grandfatlier, whorn
ahl the world reversnced, the banker abstained
from prosecuting, and, 1 arn told, bonestly tried
te huali up the matter. But " (witli a
ehru)" how impossible it is to keep thinga ofth!isd inquiet. In a day the affair bad got
wind, In a week the wlie country-side, higli
and bow, gsitle and simple, knew it. Soon af.
terward, fortunately-one may really say, lirc-
videntially-your fatlier die4L. There, I hope
you are satisfied now !" sinking down on a chair,
and brsaking, behind lier swaddling veil, into a
torrent of feeble tears.

There is a silence, a dead icy silence, at least
in the roorn; for outside God's good air is full
of merry noises-the holiday Qhirieks of the
scampering Camnpidoglio chuldren, the trinm-
pliant cluckling of the Sardanapalus liens.
After a wbile :

" Wlat," says Joan, in a rougli, slow whis-
per ; reeling as one drunk, while lier liaggard
sys roll round the miserable flnery of the littîs
gariali room-" what -is -this -you-iave
been saying? There-is-ýsomethine-wrongz
about my ears! I-hear wrong.' Ainother

r se.«'"Wlat, " lier voice rising witli sudden
iau nto an anguislied londness, as, staggering

forward: she convulsiveby clutches the wriets
of the cowering obd woman, while lier sys turn
the full agony of their blaze on lier face-
'what ! do you know wlio it is that you are

speaking to? Do you know that it la I-Joan
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red marks. Joan lierseif is stili leaned against
the wall, which alone seems to preveuttlher
falling; lher hands clenched togetb er in icy
wedlock, bier eyes stiffly fixed ; lier red- moutli
pinched and pale, hier dimples murdered and
dead. Then she speaks in a harsh, marred
voice, with gaps between tlie broken words:

" They knew it, then, ail along-aIl these
years the people at Dering knew it !-among
whom T held my head so high and lorded it over
them because they were not so purely born as
11 They knew it, and tey id not taunt me
with it-did flot throw it in my teeth. Great
God ! they were forebearing 1 " lifting lier arins
and clasped hands higli above lier he-ad, and
then letting themn despairingly drop again.

',I suppose that tliey thouglit it kinder to
keep you in the dark," says Mrs. Wolferstan,
querulously ; for the tears she lias shed have
taken ail tlie gum out of hier eyelashes, and
sent smeary runlets down lier partly-coloured
cheeks; tliough, for my part, 1 think they
were extremely ill.judged

"Kinder ! kinder ! kinder !" cries tlie girl,
with a mild laugli, lier voice at eacli word scal-
ing new heiglits of woe. "Do you call that
kind? If they liad been kind, tliey would liave
tauglit me, as soon as I could speak, that I was
flot like otlier clildren ; tliat I1liad no right to
play witli them, or liave liopes of a future like
theirs. As soon as I could understand any-
thinir they should liave told me tliat God had
sent me into the*world branded-Ibraeuded to my
life's end !"

At tlie last words she falis forward on lier
trernbling knees before a chair, and lier strieken
head sinks heavily on tlie gaudy, faded worsted
seat. There she lies, absolutely motionless,
witliout a mion or a cry ; only now and then
a short dry sob tells that she stili lives.

After an interval-a long, long interval, nei-
ther of them ever knows liow long-Joan slowly
lifts lier face-a face across whicli is forever
written tlie superscription of an unutterable woe.
Then she speaks in a collected, even voice, no
longer hoarse or distrauglit.

" When you first came liere to-day," she
says, addrsssing Mrs. Wolferstani, and holding
lier by the solemnity of lier great and woeful
eyes, '«you told me tliat when you had ex-
plained yourself I sliould agree witli you. You

ar rilth do agree with you." No answer. An-
otlier hieavy silence. " You came," says Joan,
slowly, stili in tlie saine composed tone, with
flot even a gasp or catching of the breatli, «"to
rescue your son fromn the infamy of marrying a
forger's daugliter. Well, yqu liavc succeeded
hie is safe. And now, will you go, please?
tliink 1 sliould be glad if you would go."

Mastered by tlie silent tragedy of lier eyes,
tlie otlier turns without a word and moves limp
and crestfallen to the door, but before she can
turu the door-liandle Joan is again beside lier.

"I1 was wrong, " she say3, " discourteous ; I
ask your pardon. If I had beeîî in your place
1 sliould have done as you have done ; probably
I should have done it more liarshly, for, in the
face of sucli a peril, one conld not be scrupu-
lous, or ?ick one's words. I bear no malice.
Good.by.'

As she speaks slie puts ont an ice-cold hand,
and the other, taking it, silently goes.

CHAPTER. XXV.

The hour draws nigh wlien Wolferstan and
bis love are again to meet, for sweet good-night
speech by the twiliglit waves. For a quarter
Of an bour lie lias been trudging impýatiently np
and down on the soft, booses au d and sour,
small grass of the dunes, bis quick look turned
ýemetimes seaward, but oftener toward tlie in-
land landscaps, wliere, in the utter miellow
stillness of heaven, spread tlie shaven corilfields,
the steamy meadows, the red cottage-roofs, and
hsavy-weighted apple-orcliards.

To bis hurcying tliouglit, bis love's steps
seem tardy. Eacli moment that she delays ip so
mucli coin filclied fromn their tre.isury. As lie
80 cbildingly thinks, tliere beconies visible to
bis intent eyes, a figure, small and indistinct
fromn distance, outlined againsttli pallid prim-
rose of the sky. It is she, at last. His first
impulse is to go lhastily to meet lier, but a su-
perstitious feeling restrains him.

1 will not go to lier; she shall corne to me;
we will meet on the saine spot wliere we inet U
this morning ; it will be a good omen."

So lie stands still and watclies hier. Slie
seems to him to corne but slowly ; and lier feet


