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BETH WOODBURN.

CHAPTER I.

BETH AT EIGHTEEN.

IN the good old county of Norfolk, -dose to
t le shore pf Lake Erie,,,Iies the pretty village of
Briarsfield. A village I call it, though in truth
it hais now advameed almùst, to the size and
dignity of a town. Here, on the brow of the
hill to the north of the village (rather a retired
spot, one wo d sayfor so busy a man), at the
time of which my story treats, stood, the resi-
dence of Dr. Woodburn.

It was a lojng, old-fashioned -rough-cast house
ýI.facing thé east, with great wide windows on

'each side of the door and a veranda all the
way across the front. The big lawn was quite

unewen, and broken here and there . by birch
tree% spruces, and craz elumps of rose-bushes,
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all in bloom. Altogether it was a sweet, home-
like old place. The view to the south showed,
over the village roofs on the hill-side, theblue
of Lake Erie outlined against the sky, while to
the north stretched the open, undulating country,
so often seen in Western Ontario..

One warm June afternoon Beth, the doctor's
only daughter, was lounging in an attitude more
careless than graceful under a birch tree. She,
her father and Mrs. Maiýtin, thé housekeeper-
-familiarly known as Aunt ý'Trudence-formed t
the whole household. Beth was a little above
the average height, a girlish figure with a trifle
of that awkwardness one sometimes meets in an
immature girl of eighteen; a facé,liot what most
people would call pretty, but still)having a fair
share of beauty. Her features were, perhaps, a
little too - strongly outlined, but the brow was t
fair as a lily, and from it thé great mam of dark

hair was drawn back "' in /Î, pleasing way. But
her eyes-those earnestý grey eyes-were the 1

most impressive of all in/ her unusually impres- r
sive face. They were such searching eyes, as - 1
though she had stood n the'brink scanning the i
very Infinite, and, ýet wýth a certain baffled f-
look in them as of one who had g&ý far out,
but failed to pierce the gloom--a beàen, longing
look.' Rut a careless observer might have dwelt i
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longer on the affectionate expression about her
lips-a half-childish, half-wonianly tenderness.

Béth was in one of her dreamy moods that
afternooif. She was gazing away towards the

north, her favorite view. She soinetimes said
it was prettier than the lake view. The hill on
which their house stood sloped abruptly down,
and a meadaw, pink with clover, stretchedJar
away to rise again in a smaller hill'skirted with
a bluish line of pines. There was a single cot-
tagë on the opposite side of the meadow, with
white blinds and a row of sun-flowers along the
wall; but Beth was not absorbed in the view,

and gave no heed to the book beside hgr She
was dreainifig. She had just been rea(ding the

life of George Eliot, her favorite author, and the
book lay open at her pîCture. She had begun
to love George Eliot like a personal friend; she

was her ideal, her model, for Beth had som
repute as a literary character in Briarsfiel

Not a teacher in the village school but hidd
marked her strong literary powers, and she was

not at all slow to, believe all the hopeful conipli-
ments pàid her. F'om a child her stories had
filled columns in the Briarsfield Echo, and now
she was eighteen she told herself she was ready
to, reach out into the great literary world-a
nestling longing to soar. Yes, she would be



famous-Beth Woodburn, of Briarsfield. She
was sure of it. She would write novels ; oh,

such grand -novels.1 She would drink from the t
v«ry depths of nature and human life. The e
stars, the daisies, sunsets, rippling waters, love C
and sorrow, and all the infinite chords that 9
vibrate in the human soul-she would weave à

them all- with warp of gold. Oh, the world E
would see what was in her soul 1 She would be 3.
the bright particular star of Canadian literature;
and then wealth would flow in, too, and she
would fix up the old home. Dear old «'daddy

should retire and have everything he wanted.,
and Aunt Prudence, on sweeping days, wouldn't d

mind moving 'I' the trash," as she called her
0

manusenpts. Daddy wouldn't make her go to
bed at ten o'clock then; she would write all fî
night if she choose; she would have a little W
room on purpose, and visitors at Briarsfield

would pass by the old rough-cast house and
point it out as Beth Woodburn's home, and- %/

afwell, this is enough for a sample of Beth's da y--

-dreams. They were very exaggerated, perhaps, lx
and a little selfish, too; but she, was not a fully-
developed-woman yet, and the years were to bring hE

sweeter fruit. She had., undoùttedly, the soul of 9l
genius, but genius takes years to unfold itself.

Then a soft expression crossed the face of the

12 BETH WOODBURN.
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dreamer. She leaned back, her eyes closed and
a liorht smile played about her lips. She was
thinking of one who had encouraged her so
earnestly-a tall, slender youth, with light

eurly haîr, blue eyes and a fair, almost
girlish, face -- too fair and delicate for the,

ideal of most girls; but Beth admired its
paleness and delicate features, and Clarence
Mayfair had conie to be often in her thoughts.

She remembered quite well when the 31aftairs
liail mcnred into the neighborhood and taken jïÎý'possession of the fine old manor beside the lake,

ànd she had become friends witÉ the only
daughter, Edith, at school, and then with Clar-
ence. Clarence wrote such pretty little poems,
too. This had been the :roundation of their

friendship, and, since their tastes and ambitions aý
were so, much alike what if

Her eyes grew brighter, and she almost fancied
he was looking down into her face. Oh, those

eyes hush, maiden heart, be still. She, smiled zî
at the white cloud drifting westward-a little
boat-ç>,haped cloud, with two white figures in it,
sailing in the summer blue. The breeze ruffled
her dark hair. There fell a long shadow on the
grass beside her.

Ci Clarence-Mr. Mayfair 1 1 didn't see you
coming. When did you get home

àý
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Last night. I stayed in Toronto till the
report of our exams' came out."

11, see ou have been successful she replied.
p 1' Allow me to congratulate you,"

lits
Thank you. I hear you are coining to

'Varsit this fall Miss-Woodburn. Don't you
think it quite an undertaking? J'm sure I wish
you joy of the hard work."

Why, 1 hope you are not wearying of your
course in the iniddle of it, Mr. Mayfair. It is

only two years till you will have your B.A."

Two years' hard work, though; and, to tell
the truth, a B.A. has lost its charms for me. I
long to devote iny life more fully to literature.

That is my first ambition, you know, and I
Èeem, to be w-asting so much tinie."

You can hardly call time spent that way
wasted," she answered. You will write all the

better for it by and by."
Then they plunged into one of their old-time

literary talks of authors and books and ambi-
tions. Betb loved these talks. There was no
one else in Briarsfield she could discuss -these

matters with like Clarence. She was noticing
el meanwhile how much paler he looked than
fil when she saw him, last but she admired him. all

the more. There are some womeri whp love a
man all the more for being delicate. Iý---ý'gives



BETE AT EIGHTEEN. 15

them better opportunities to display their wo-
manly tenderness. Beth was one of these.

By the way, I mustn't. forget my errand,')
Clarence exclaimed after a long chat.

He handed her a dainty little note, an invita-
tion to tea from his sister Edith. Beth accepted
with pleasure. She blushed as he pressed her
hand in farewell and their êey_ýs met. That look
and touch of his went very deep-deeper than
they should have gone, perhaps; but the years

will tell their tale. --She watched him going
down the hill-side in the afternoon suiishine,

then fell to dreaming again. What if, after all, t

she should not always stay alone with daddy?
li someone else shoùld come- And she begaýi

to picture another study where she should not
have to write alone, but there should be two
desks by the broad windows looking out on the

lake) and somebèd should-
«'Bethi Beth! come and set the tea-table.

My hands is-full with them cherries."
Beth's dream was a little rudely broken by

Mrs. Martin's voice, but she complacentl rose
and went into the house.

Mrs. Martin weà a small grey-haired woman,
very o1elashioned; -,a Prim, good old soul, a little

17

sharp-tongued, a relie of bygone days of -Cana-
dian life. She had been Dr. Woodburn's house-

fe
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keeper ever since Beth could remember, and E
they had always' 'called her " Aunt Prudence."

What did that crander-shanks of a Mayfair
want? " asked the old lady with a funny smile, al

as Beth was bustling about. d
Oh, just come to bring an invitation to tea w

ma from Edith." ti
Dr. Woodburn entered as soon as tea was

ready. He was the ideal father one meets in fp
books, and if there was one thinu on earth Beth tF
was proud of it was " dear daddy-" He was a h f-
fine, broad-browed man, strikîngly like Beth, hi-
but with hair silvery long before its time. His th

eyés were like hers, too, though Beth's face fa
lit had a little shadow of gloom that did not belong air

to the doctor's genial countenance. hi-
It was a pleasant little tea-table to which hî

they sait down. Mrs* Martin always took tea hi'
with them, and as she talked over Briarsfield or.

gossip to the doctor, Beth, as was her custom, Ai
looked silently out of the window upon the an
green sloping lawn. to

Well, Beth dear said Dr. Woodburn has ha
Mrs. Martin told you that young A r-thur Graf- -- sh
ton is coming toi spend his holidays with us? he:

Arthur Grafton! Why, no 1 " said Beth with eh,
pleased surprise.

He is coming. He may drop in an day. for c
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He graduated thý is spring, you know. He's a

fF4 
'4>

fine young man,/'I'm told-"
Beth a'in't got time to, think about

anything but that sliin young Mayfair, now-a-
davs,"' put in Mrs. Martin. He"s been out therewith her most of the afternoon, and me with all

them cherries to tend to."
Beth saw a faint shadow cross her father's

face, but put it aside as fancy only and began to
think of Arthur. He was an old play-fellow of
hers. An orphan at an early age, he had spent
his childhood on his unele's farm, just beyond
the pine wood to the north of her home. Her
father liad always taken a deep interest in him,
and when the death of his uncle -and aunt left IÏ

14him alone in the world, Dr. Woodburn liad taken
him into his hoýne for a couple of years until Ie

-had gone away to school. Arthur had written
once or twice, but- Beth was staying with her

Aunt Margaret, near Welland, that summer,
and she had seen fit, for unexplained reasons,
to stop ýhe correspôndence: so, the friendship
had endèd* there. It was five years now since

__She had seen her èld play-fellow, and she found
herself wondering if he would be greatly
changed.

After tea Beth took out her books, as usual,
for an hour or 'two; then, about eight oclock,

2
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witli her tinpail on her arm, started up the road
for the milk. This was one of her childhood's

t
tasks that she still took pleasure in performing,

She sauntered along in the sweet June twilight
past the fragrant clover meadow and through
the pine wood, with the fire-flies dartin(r

beneath the boughs. Some girls would have
been frightened, but Beth was not timid. She d

loved the still sweet solitude of her eveningc a,
walk.1 The old picket g'ate -clicked behind her d
at thé Bireh Farm, and she went up the path a
with its borders of four-o'clocks. It was h
Arthur s old home, where he had passed his
childhood at his uncle's-a great cheery old as

farm-house, with mornino--glory vines clinging PC
to the windows, and sun-flowers thrusting theïr G

great yellow faces over the kitchen wall.
The door was open, but 6the kitchen empty, a î

and she surmised that Mrs. Birch had not
finished milking; so Beth sat down on the rou h9 M
bench beneath the crab-apple tree and began to

dream of the olden da s. There was the old chain th.
y fa:

swing where Arthur usedto, swing her, and the an
cherry-trees where he filled her apron. She-was ne
seven and he was ten-but such a man in her
eyes, that sun-browned, d\ark-eyed boy. And as
what a hero he was to her when she fell over ve
the bridge, and he, rescued ber! He used to Tt
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get angry though sometime,ý. ]Dear, how he
thrashed Sammie Jones for callifig her a " little

snip." Arthur was good, thougil, very good.
He used to sit in that very bench where she was
sittinor and explain the Sunday-school, lesson to
her, and say such crood thin s. Her father had
told her two or three years ago of Arthur's
decision 'to, be a missionary. He was. going

away off to Palestine. 1 wonder how he can
do itý" she thought. He has hîs B.A. now, too,
and he was always so clever. He 'must be a

hero. Im not good like that; 1-I don't think
1 want to be so good. Clarence isn't as good
as that. But Clarence must be good. His
poetry shows it. 'I wonder if Arthur will like
Clarence ?

Mrs. Birch, with a pail of fresh milk on each
arm, interrupted her reverie.

Beth enjoyed her walk home that night. The
moon had just risen, and the pale stars peeped
through the patches of white cloud ' that to her

fancy looked like the foot-prints of -angels here
and there on the path of the infinite. As she
neared home a sound of music thrilled her. It
wfts only an old familiar tune, but she stopped

as if in a trance. The totich seemed to, fill her
very soul. It was so brave and yet so tender.

The music ceased; spme sheep were bleating in
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the distance the stars were growing brighter,
and she went on.toward home.

She was surprised as she crossed the yard to
see a tall dark-haired stranger talking to ber
father in the parlor. She was just passing the
parlor door when he came toward ber.

«« Well, Bethmy old play-mate
Arthur

They would have made a subject for an artist
as they stood with clasped hands, the handsome
dark-eyed man; the girl, in her white dress, ber
milk-pail on ber arm, and ber wondering grey

eyes upturned to, his.
Why, Beth, you look at me as if I were a*

spectre."
But., Arthur., you're so changed 1 Why,

yoùre a man, now 1 " at whieh be la-ughed, a
merry laugh that echoed clear-to, the kitchein.

Beth joined ber father and Arthur in the
parlor, and they talked the old days over again

before they retired to rest. Bethý took out ber
pale blue dress again before she went to slçep.

Yes, she would wear that to the DIayfair's next
day, and there were white moss roses at the
dining-rooni window that would just match. So,
thinking she laid it carefully away and slept ber
girl's sleep that night., r
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A DREAM OF LIFE.

IT WaS late the next afternoon when -Beth
stood before the mirror fastening the moss roses
in her belt. Arthur had gone away with her

father to, see a friend, and would not return till
well on in the evening. Aunt Prudence gave her
the eustomary warnin(r about not staying late

à,nd Beth wènt off with a lighter heart than
usual. It was a delightful day. The homes

all looked so cheery, and the children were play-
ing at the gates as she went down the street.
There was one her eye dwelt on more than the
rest. The -pigeons were strutting on the slop-
ing roof, the cat dozed in the window-sill, and
the little fair-haired girls were swinging under
the. eherry-tree. Yes, marriage and home must
be sweet" after all. Béth had always said she

Inever Vguld marry. She wanted to write

1
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stories and not have other cares. But school
girls change their views sometimes. C

It was only a few minutes' walk to theSay t
fair residence beside the lake. Beth was familiar
with the place and scarcely noticed the great old
lawn, the trees almost concealing the house
that 'pretty fountain yonder, the tennis ground V
to the south, and the great blue Erie stretehing
far away.

Edith Ma fair came down the walk to meet
lier, a light-haired., winsome ereature, several
years older than Beth. But she looked even y

younger. Hers was such a child-like face 1. It
was pretty to see the way she twined her arm

about Beth. They had loved eaeh ý other ever
since the Mayfairs had come to Briarsfield three ti

years ago. Mr. and Mrs. Mayfair were sitting
on the veranda. Beth had always loved Mrs. T
Mayfair; she was such a bright girlish woman,
in spite of lier dignity and soft grey haire, Mr.
Mayfair, too, had a calm, pleasing manner. To Ir
Bèth's literary mind there was something about
the Mayfair home that reminded her of a novel.

They were wealthy people, at least supposed to ir
be so, who had settled in Briarsfield to live their

i V,lives in rural contentment. e.
It was a pretty room of Edith's that she took
Beth into-a pleasing confusion of eurtains, C
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> music and flowers, with'a guitar''lyingbooksy Y
oiR the coach. There was a photo on the little
table that caught Beth's attention. It was à1r.
Ashley, the classical master in Briarsfield"High

School, for Briarsfield could boast a High School.
He and Edith lad become very friendly, and
village gossip was already linking their nâmes.
Beth looked up and saw Edith watching her'

with, a smiling, blushing face. The next minute
she threw both arms about Beth.

" Can't you guess what I was going to tell
you, Beth, dear 2"

Why, Edith, are you and Mr. Ashley
Yes, dear. I thought you would guess."

Bethoonl ' y hugged her by way of congratula-

,tion, and Edith laughed a little hystèrically.
Beth was used to these emotional fits of Edith's.
Then she began to question-

" When is it to, be ? "
«'September. And you will be, my bride8-

maid, won't you, dear ?
Beth promised.
" Oh: Beth, I think marriage is the grandest-

institution God ever made."
Beth had a strange dream-like look in her

eyes, and the tea-bell broke their reverie.
Mr. Ashley had dropped in for tea, and

Clarence sat, beside Beth, with Edith and her

r
ICI

ld-
4ý
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betrothed opposite. It zwas so pleasant and
home-like, with the pink cluster of roses smiling

lit in at the window.
After tea, Edith and Mr. Ashley seemed pre-

pared for a tête-à-tête, in whieh Mrà. eayfair cc
was also, interested; and Clarence took Beth tc

around to the conservatory to see a night- ft,
vblooming cirius. It was not out yet, and so

they went for a promenade through the iong is
grounds toward the lake. Beth never forgot a
that walk in all her life to eome. , Somehow c«
she did not seem lierseIL All her ambition and cc
st ruggle séemed at rest. She was a child, a
careless child, and the flowers bloomed around a
her, and Clarence was at her side. The lake ni[

was very calm when they reàched it; the stars
were shiningfaïiàtly, and they could see Long in

Pointjsland like a Ion dark line in the distant
water. to

Arthur, --is going to take me over to the
island this week said Beth. Mc

Thtry had just reaehed a little cliff jutting out GI-L
over the Nmter. It was, peýhaps, one of the
most picturesque scenes on the shores of Lake tFmil

Erie. Be
Wouldn't it be grand to be on this cliff and is

watch a thunderstorm. coming up over the ar

lake?' said Beth. a r.

Jl.Wil
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You are very daring Beth-Miss Woodburn.
Edith would rather hide her head under the

blankets."
Do you knowy I really love thunderstorms,"
continued Beth. «'It is such a nice safe feeling

to lie quiet -and sheltered in bed and hear the
thunder eÉash and the storm beat outside.

Somehow) I always feel more deeply that Ood
is great and powerful, and that the world has

live ruler." She sto ped rather suddenly.
Clarence never touched on religious subjects in
eonversation-

Dear, what a ducking Arthur and I got in
a thunderstorm. one time. We were out hazel-

nutting and-
Do you always eall Mr. Grafton Arthur 2

interrupted Clarence, a little impatiently.
Oh, yes 1 Why, how funny it would seem.

to call Arthur Mr. Grafton!
Beth he grew paler and his voiee al-

most trembled, -Beti do you love Arthur
Grafton?'-

Love Arthur! Why, dear, no'. I never
thought of it. Hes just like my broffier.

Besides, she continued after a pause, Il Arthur
is going away off somewhem to be a missionary,

and I don't think 1 could be happy if I married
a man who wasnt a writer.
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That was very naive of Beth. She forgot
Clarence's literary pretensions.

Then can you love me, Beth ? Don't you
see that I love you

There wa's a moment's silence. Their eyes E
met in a lonop, leurnest look. An impulse of h
tenderness came over lierand she-threwboth Sc

arms about his neek as he clasped her to his f,
breast. The stars were shining above and the
water breaking at their feet. They understood re

each other without words. 9'U
Oh, Clarence, I am so happy, so very VE

happyet
The night air wafted the fragrance of roses CF

about them like incense. They walked on 'along ai.
the shore, happy lovers, weaving their life- w

dreams under the soft sky' of that summer
le night.
e I wonder if anyone else is as happy as we

are., Beth!
Oh, Clarence, how good. we ought to, bel I sh,

mean to always be kinder and to, tr. and make
el other people happy, too."

You are good, Beth. ' May God bless our aff
lives.', an,

She had never seen Clarence so earnest and Ek
anly before. Yes, she was very much in- love, wl

she told herself. he-

lei

.-àel
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,They talked much on the way back to the
house. He told her that his father was not so

Swealthy as many people supposed; that it would
be several years before he himself could marry.
But Beth's brow was not clouded. She wanted -
her college course, and somehow Clarence seeineà
so Much more manly with a few difficulties to
face.

A faint sound of music greeted them as they
reaehed the house. Edith was playing her

guitar. Mrs. Mayfair met them on the
veranda.

Why, Clarence, lhow late you've kept the
child out," said Mrs. Mayfair with a motherly
air. I'm afraid you will catch cold, Miss
Woodburn; there is such a heavy dew!

Clarence went up to his mother and said
1Usomething in a low tone. À pleased look

lighted her face.
I am so, glad, dear Beth, my daughter. I

shall have another daughter in place of the one
1 am giving away.,"

She drew the girl to her breast with tender
affection. Beth had been motherless all her life,
and the caress was sweet and soothing to her.
Edith fastened her cape and kissed her fondly
when she was going home. Clarence went with

her, and somehow everything was so dream-like
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WTlilil lit.Ip ý; -cast homeand- unreal that even the old rough

11P looked strange and shadowy in the moon-light.
It was perhaps a relief that her father-had not

yet returned.
She was smiling and happy, but even her own

little room seemed strangely unnatural that
night. She stopped just inside the door and
looked at it, the moonlight streaming through

the open window upon her bed. Was she really
the same Beth Woodburn that had rested there
last nikh, and thought about the roses. She
took them out of her belt now. A sweetly
solemn feeling stole over her, and she crossed

over and knelt at the window, the withered
roses in her hand, her face upturned to heaven.

I l i tt Sacredthoughts filled her inind. She had
longed for love, someone td love, someone who
loved her; but was she worth , she asked her-y

self, pure enough, good enough? She felt toý

mil night that she was kneeling at an unseen shrine,
a bride, to be decked by the holv anzels in robessf Cie-11 whiter than mortal ever saw.

Waves of sweet music aroused her. She
started up as from a dream, recognizing at onee
the touch of the same hand that she had heard
in the distance the night before and it was
coming froni their own parlor window, right
beneath hers 1. She held her breath almost as

lit
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she stole out and leaned over the balustrade to
peer into the parlor. Why, it was Arthur.
Was it possible he could play like that ? She

made a striking pirture a.9 she stood there on
the stairs, her great grey eyes drinking in'the
music : but she was relieved soinehow when it

ceased. It wais bright, quick, inspirincr; but it
seemed to- înake her forget, her new-born joy
while it lasfýd.-,

fée.

À 
el
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CHAPTER 111.

WHITHER, BETH?

BETHwas lying in the liammock, watchingil !î
the white clouds chaise each other over the sky.

Her face was quite unelouded, though the
morning had not passed just as she had hoped.
It was the next afternoon after she had takenàR

tea at the Mayfair's, and Clarence had come-to
tsee her father that morninge. They had had a

long talk in the study,, and Beth had sat in her 1
room anxiously pulling to, pieces the roses that

fgrew at her window. After a little while she
was called down. Clarence was gone, and she

mil el thought her father did not look quite satîsfied,
though he smiled as she sat down beside him

Beth, 1 am sorry you are engaged so young,
he said gently. «' Are you sure you love him,

til 0Beth .21j rOh, yes, papa, dear. You don't understand',

elle
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and she put both arms about his neck. I am
in love, truly. Believe me, 1 -shall be happy."

Clarence is delicate, too," said her father
with a grave look.

They were both silent for a few minutes.
But, after alt he cannot marry for three or

four years to come, and you inust take your
college course, Beth."

They were silent again for a moment.
,«Welly God bless you, Beth, my darling
child." There were tear-s -in his eyes, and his

voice was very gentle. He kissed her and went
out to his office.

What a dear old father he was! Only Beth
wished he bad looked more hopeful and enthu-
siastic over the change in her life. Aunt Pru-
dence had been told before dinner, and she had
taken it in a provokingly quiet f&ghion that

perplexed Beth. What was the matter with
them all ? Did they think Clarence the pale-
faced boy that he looked ? They were quit-e

mistàken. Clarence was a man.
So Miss Beth reasoned, and the cloud, passed

off her brow, for, after all, matters were about
&q they were before. The morning had been

rather pleasant., too. Arthur had played gome
of his isweet old pieces, and then asked as a
return favor to see some of her writing. She
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had given him several ropi*es of the Briarsfield
Echo and he was still reading. In spite of he

thoughts of Clarence, she wondered now and
again what Arthur would think of her. Would
he be proud of his old play-mate He came
across the lawn at last and drew one of the

A chairs up beside the hammock.
I have read them all Beth, and I suppose I

should be proud of you. You are talented-
indeed, you are more than talented ; you are a
genius, I believe. But do you know, Beth, I do
not like our writine?

He'looked at her as if it pained him to utter
these wor'ds.

They are too gloomy. There is a senti-
mental gloom about everything you write. I

don't know what the years since we parted have
1, E brought you, Beth, but your writings don't

seeni to coine from a full heart, averflowing with
happiness. It seems to me that with eur com-
mand of language and flowibg style you might F
bring before your reader such sweet little honres
and bright faces and sunny hearts, and that is ir
the sweetest-mission a writer has, I believe.'*' w

Beth watched him silently. She had not
expected this from Arthur. She thought he
would overwhelm, her with praise; and, inistead
he sat there like a judge laying al] her-faults



before her. Stern critic I.- Somehow he didnyt
seem just like the old Arthur.

" I don't like him, any more," she thought.
«'He isn't like hi's old self."

But somehow ihe could not help respecting
hini as she looked at him, sittinop there with that
great wave of dark hair brushed back from his
brow, and his soulful eyes fixed on something
in space. He looked a little sad, too.

ci Still, he isn't a writer like Clarence," she
thought, "and he doesn't know how to praise
like Clarence does.ý'

" But Arthur," she said, finally speaking her
thoughts aloud; " you speak as hough 1 could
change my way of writing merel by resolving
to. I can write only as nature all ws."

That's too sentimental, Beth; ust like your1
writing. You are a little bit visionary!'
" But there are gloomy and visionary writers

as well as cheerful ones. Both have their
place."

" I do not believe, Beth, that gloom, has a place
in this bright earth of ours. Sadness and sorrow
will come, 'but there ;* sweetness in the cup as

well. The elouds dri by with the hours, Beth,
but the blue sky stands firm, throughout all9
time."

She caught sight of Claràce coming as he
3
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1h. 't; ý 1, was speaking, and scarcely heeded his last words,
but nevertheless they fastened themselves in ber
mipd, and in after years she recalled them.

fit, C rence and Arthur bad never met before
face to face, and somehow there was something
8triking about the twoas they did so. Arthur
was only a few years older, but he looked so

1 L manly and mature besidet, Clarence. They.11 l ýj' ý1 smiled kindly when Beth iniqr1duced them, and
she felt sure that they approved of each other.
Arthur withdrew soon, and Beth wondered if lie
had any suspicion of the truth.

1M, Once alone with lier, Clarence drew lier to his
heart in true lover-like fashion.

Oh, Clarence, don't 1 People will see you."
Suppose they do. You are inine." "-But you musn't tell it, Clarence," 1tou won't,

2will you
Heý yielded to lier in a pleasant teasing

fashion.
ci cHave you had a talk with your father,

Beth ?
Yes," she answered seriously, "" and I rather

hoped lie would take à differently,"
I had hoped so, too; but, still, lie doesn 1 t

..Rit oppose us, and he will becoine more reconciled
lit after a while, you know, when he sees what it is f
111,111j", to have a son. Of course, he thinks us very 'V

liq
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young; but still I think we are more -mature
than many young people of our age."

Beth's face looked changed in the last twénty.
four houm She had a more satisfied, womanly
look. - Peihaps that love-craving heart of hers
had been too empty.

I have been looking at the upêtair rooms at
home," seid Clarence. There will have to, be
some alterations befère our marriage."

ýI Why, Clarence! " she exclaimed, laughing;
ic you tàlk as though we were going off to

Gretna Green to be married next week."
-,ý,Sure enough, the time is along way off, but
it's well to be looking ahead. 'rhere- are two
nice sunny rooms on the south side. One of
them would be so nice for study and writing.

It has a window looking south toward the lake,
and another west. You were always fond of

watching the sun set, Beth. But you must
Come and look at them. I£t's see, to-days
Saturday. Come early next week; I shall be
away over Sunday, you know."

'« Yes,'You told me*so, last night."
«' Did I tell you of our expected guest ? " he

asked, after a pause. "' Miss Marie de Vere, the
daughter of an old friend of my mother's. Her
father was a Frenchman, an aristocrat, quite
wealthy, and Marie is the only child, ;in orphan.
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My mother has aE!ked her here for a few
weeks."

Isn't it a striking name ? " said Beth, "' Marie
fit de Vere; pretty, too. 1 wonder what she wili

be like."
I hope you will like ter, Beth. She makes

her home in Toronto and it would be nice if ýyou
became friends. You will be a stranger int'Il
Toronto, you know, next winter. How nice it
will be to have you there while 1 am there,

Beth. I can see you quite often then. Only I
ha7te to have you study so hard."

Oh but then it won't hurt my brain, you
know. Thougphts 'of you will interrupt my

studies so often." she said, with a coquettish
smile.

Clarence told her sonie amusing anecdotes of
'Varsity life, then went away early, as he was
going to leave tlie village for a day or two.
Beth hurried off to, the kitchen to help Aunt
Prudence. It was unusual for lier to give any
attention to housework, but a new interest. in

domestie affairs seeiiàed. to have aroused within
her to-day.110-

The next day was Sunday, and somehow it
seemed unusually sacred to Beth. The Wood-

burn household was at church quite early, and
Beth sat gazing out of thé- window at the
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parsgnage across the road. It was so home-like ýI -
a great square old brick, with a group of

hollyocks beside the study wind-W.
The services that day seemed uniýsually sweet,

particularly the Sunday-school hour. Beth's
attention wandered froni the lesson once or
twice, and she noticed Arthur in the opposite
corner teaching a class of little girls-little tots
in white dresses. He looked so pleased and

self-forgetful. Beth had never seen Iiim look
like that before; and the children were open-

eyed. She saw him again at the close of the
Sunda -school, a little light-haired mature iny le.îý--his arms. lie

cc Why) Arthur, 1 didnt think you were so
fond of children."

Oh, yes, I'm quite a grandfather, only minus
the grey hair."

It was beautiful walking home that afternoon
in the light June breeze. She wondered what
Clarence was doing just then. Home looked so
sweet and pleaisant, too, as she opened the gate,
and she thought how sorry she should be to
leave it to go to college in the fall.

14

Beth stayed in her room a little while, and i-
li îL

then came down stairs. Arthur was alone in
the parlor, sitting\y the north window, and
Beth sat down near. The wind had eeased, the
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sun was slowly sinking in the west, a flock of
sheep were resting in the shadow of the elms on

the distant hill-slope, and the white clouds
paused in the blue as if moored by unseen

hands. Who has not been moved by the peace
and beauty of the glosing hours of a summer

Sabbath? Arthur and Beth were slow to
begin conversation, for silence seemed more

pleasing.
Arthur, when are you going out as a mis-

sionary ? " asked Beth, at last.
Not for three or four years yet."
Where are you going, do you know ?

",To the Jews, at Jerusalem."
Are you sure you will be sent just where

you want to go ?
Yes, for I am going to, pay niy own ex-

penses. A bachelor unele of mine died, leaving C
L Il' me an annui y. 1P aý.

Don't you dread going, though ?
Dread it 1 No, 1 rejoice in it! " he said,

with a radiant smile. 'l'One has so many oppor- y
tunities of doing good in a work like that." y

AJ «" Do you always think of what you can do
for 0'thers ?

«" That is the best way to live," he answered,
sweet smille in the deptbis of his dark eyes.
But don't you dreaà the loneliness ?
1 will never leave thee nor forsake thee." bE
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2,
Ohp Arthur! "-she buried her face for a

moment in the cushions and then looked up at
him with those searching grey eyes of -hers-

you àre brave; you are good 1 wish 1 were,
too.

He looked down upon her tenderly for a
moment.

cc But, Beth, isn't your life a eonsecrated one
one of service ?

It is all consecrated. but one thing, and I
can't consecrate that."

You will never be happy till you do. Beth,
am afraid ou are not perfectly happy," fie

said, after a pause. You do not look to be."
cc Oh, yes, 1 am quite happy, very happy, and

1 shall be happier still by and by," she said,
thinking of Clarence. "But, Arthur, there is

one thing I can't consecrate. I am a Christian,
and I do mean to be good, only I can't conse-

erate my literary hopes and work."
cc Oh. why not, Beth ? That is the very thing
you should consecrate. That's the widest field

you have for work. But why not surrender
that, too, Beth ?

cc Oh, I don't know. 1 couldn't write like
Pansy ' does, it isn't natural to, me."

You don't need to write like 'Pansy.' She
has done splendid work, though, and I don't

believe there is a good, home where she isn't
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loved. But it may not be your place to be just
li ke ' Pansy.

«I No; I want to be like Geor e Eliot."
A graver look crossed his face.
c, rhat is ri ht to a certain extent. George

!Pli Eliot (certainly had a grand intellect, but if she
had ouly been a consecrated Christian woinan

J 1 how infinitely greater she might have been
With such talent as hers undoubtedly was, she

could have touched earth with the very tints of
heaven. Beth, don"t you see what grand possi-
bilities are yours, with your natural gifts and
the education and culture that you will have?

Ah, yes, Arthur, but then-1 am drifting
somehow. Life is bearing me another way.
I feel it within me. By-and-by I hopeIi to, be
famous, and perhaps wealthy, too, but I ani

d-reifting with the years."
But it is not the part of noble men and
women to drift like that, Beth. You will be

leaving home this fall, and life is opening up, to
you. Do you not see there are two paths before

you. Whieh will you choose, Beth ? For self ?
o, « for Jesus? The one will bring you fame and

wealth, perhaps, but though you smille among
the adoring crowds ou will not be satisÉed.
The other-oh it would make you sol much

happierl Your books would be read at everylitl'fi fire-side, and Beth Woodburn would be a name
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to be loved. You are drifting-but whither,
Beth ? "

His voice was so irentle as he spoke, his smile
so tender, and there was something about him

.so unlike any other man, she could not foruet
those l&ýst words.

The moon-beains falling on her pillow that
nicrht mingled with her dreams, and she and
Clarence were alone together in a lovely island

omardèn. It was so very beautiful-a grand
temple of nature, its aisles carpeted with dewy
grass a star-gemmed heaven for its dome, a star-

,strewn sea all round No mortal artist could
liave planned that mysteriously beautiful pro-

,fusion of flowers-lily and violet, rose and
oleander, palm-tree and passion-vine, and the

olive branches and orange blossoms interlacing
in the moon-lioht above them. Arthur was
watering the tall white lilies by the water-side
and all was still with a hallowed silence they
dared not break. Suddenly a wild blast swept
where they stood. All was desolate and bare,
and Clarence was gone. In a moment the bare
rocks where she had stood were overwhelmed,
and she was drifting far out to sea-alone!
Stars in the sky above-stars in the deep all
round and the winds and the waters were still
And she was driftinor-but whither ?
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CHAPTER IV.

el MARIE.

etIl(] t ISN'T she pretty t
lit «'She's picturesque looking."

Pretty .2 picturesque .2 1 think sh ly .1
These were the varied opinions of a group of

Briarsfield girls who were at the station when L_
the evening train stopped. The object of theirle

remarks was a slender girl whom the Mayfairsr, f
reeeived with warmth. It was Marie de Vere-

graeeful, brown-eyed, with a small olive face f
and daintily dressed brown haire. This was the
girl that Beth and Arthur were introduced to

when they went to, the Mayfairs to tea a few
days later. Beth recalled the... last evening she

was there toi tea. Only a lew days had since
passed, and yet how all was changed 1 a.

Do you like Miss de Vere?" asked Clarence,
aîter ABeth had enjoyed a long conversation with
her,

lit
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c(Ohyes? I'miustdelightedwithher! She
has such kind eyes, and she seems to understand

one so well ! "
ci You have fallen in love at first sight. The

pleasure on your face inakes up for the long time
1 have waited to get you alone. Only I wish
vou would look at me like you looked at Miss

de Vere just now," be said, trying to look
dejected.

She laughed. Those little affectionate expres-
sions alwa s pleaged her, for she wondered some-
times if Clar ould be a cold and unrespon-P' n ne

sive husband. Hew énot a very ardent lover,
and grey-ey-ed, intellectual Beth Woodburn had
a love-hungering heart, though fèw people
knew it.

«'Do you know," said Beth, "'Miss de Vere
has told me that there is a vacant room at her

boarding-house. She is quite sure she can get it
for me this winter. Isn't she kind? I believe
we shall be great friends."

ci Yes, you will enjoy her friendship. She is
a clever artist and musician, you know. Edith
says she lives a sort of Bohemian life in Toronto.
Her rooms are littered with music and painting

and literature."
" How nice ? Her face looks as if she had a

story, too. There's something sad in her eyes."
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She struck me as being remarkably lively,"
said Clarence.

cc Oh, ye8, but there are lively people who
have secret sorrows. Look, there she is walk-

ILI ing with Arthur toward the lake."
Clarence smiled for a moment.'q ccPerhaps faite niay see fit to link them'

together," he said.
Oh no, 1 don"t think so .? I can't imagine i

<' Grafton's a fine fellow isn't he ?
Fin glad you like him so well, Clarence.

He s just like my brother, you know. We had
such an earnest talk Sunday night. He made
Me feel> oh) 1 don't know how. But do you

know, my life isn't consecrated to Cod, Clar-
ence; is yours e

They were walkino under the stars of the
open night, and Clarence looked thoughtful for
a moment, then answered unhesitatingly: f

No, Beth. 1 settled that long agoý I don't
think we need to be consecrated. So long as

we are Christians and live fairl consistenty
lives, I think that suffices. Of course, with
people like Arthur Grafton it is different. But ti
as for us we'are.consecrated to art, you know, T
in the 1,Qhape of writinom. Let us make the ti

utmost of our talents!) hd
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cc Yes , we are consecrated to art," said Beth
with a sigh of relief, and began talking of

ýIarie.
Since Beth was to, leave home in the fall, she

did not go away during the summer, and conse-
quently saw much of Marie during the few

weeks she stayed at Briarsfield. It is strange
how every life we come in contaet with- leaves
its impress upon ourselves! It was certainly so
with Marie and Beth. Marie had seen so much
of the world and of human life., and Beth hàd

always lived so quietly there in her own vil-
lage, that now a restlessness took possession of

her to get away far beyond the horizon of
Briarsfield.

The days passed on as days will pass. Clar-
ence was home most of the tiine, and he and

Beth had many walks tocrether in the twilight,
and sometimes in the mornincr. Wliat delight-

ful walks they were in the cool of the early
summer mornincr There was one especially

pretty spot where they used to rest along the
country road-side. It was a little hill-top,
with the ground sloping down on either side,
then rising again in great forest-crowned hills.
Two oak trees, side by side, shaded them as

they watched the little cloudýs sailing over the
harvest fields.
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A Arthur was with them a great deal of the
fil summer, and Beth was occupied with prepara-
Y tions for leaving home. She used to talk to

Arthur about Marie sometimes, but he -dis-
appointed her by hie coldness. She fancie

that he did not a1together a prove of Marie.

,lit ýji

fil 1
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CHAPTER V.

"FOR I LOVE YOU, BETH."

ITcame soon, her last Sabbath at home, and
the sun wu sinking in the west. Beth sa*t by
her favorite window in the parlor.... Do you
remember that last Sabbath before you left
home Everything, the hills outside, the
pictures on the walls, even the very furniture,

looked at you-in mute farewell. Beth leaned
Wk in her rocker and looked through the open

door into the kitchen- with its maple floor, and
the fladiS leaping up in the old cook-stove
where the fire had been made for tea. She had
always liked that stove with its cheery fire.
Then she turned her eyes- to the window and

noted that the early September frost had
browned her favorite meadow where the clover

bloomed last June, and that the maples along
the road wher-e she went for the milk every
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evening, Were now all decked- in crimson and
yellow.

Her father was sitting at the table reading,
W but when she looked around she saw his eyes

were fixed upon ber with a tender look. - Poor
father 1 He would miss ber, she knew, though

he tried not to let her see *how much. Aunt
"Prudence, too, àear old soul, seemed sorry to
bave her go, but she had ber own peculiar way
of expresÉing it, namely, by getting crosser
every day. She did not approve of so much

larnin"' for girls, especially when Beth was
ýe'-oin' to be married to, that puny Mayfair.

Aunt Prudence, always said ber " say," as she
expresged itjtbut she mea7nt well and Beth
understood.

Beth was not toi go unti 1 Friday, and Clarence'
was to meet ber at the station. He had been
called away to, the city with his father on

business more than a week before. Arthur was
with them to-day, bdit he was to leave on the

early morning train to join a college mate. He
was to, be at Victoria Universit that winter

and Beth expeeted to see him often.
They had an early supper, and the September

sunset streamed through the open window' ýon
the old-fashioned china tea-set. Beth was dis-

appointed after tea when her father-s servicesMil

Ali
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were required imm iately by a patient se%,ýeral
111iles -away.ýArthur and she sat down by that

same old parlor window in the hush of the
is corning niopht; a few wbite clouds were spread
)r lik-e angel wings above and the early stars were
-h shining in the west. They were silent for a

while. Arthur and Beth were often silent when
Il together, but the silence was a pleasing, not an
V embarrassing one.
x Are you sorry to leave home, Beth ? asked

Arthur.
's Yes, I ani and would you believe it, I

tholiolht I'd be so glad to, have a change, and
yet it inakes me s'ad now the time is drawing
near.

They were silent again for a while.
"Arthur do yoù know, 1 think it seems so

jx-hard for you to, go away so far and be a mis
sionary when you- are so fond of home and

3 horiie life."
He smiled tenderly upon her, but she did not
know the meaning of that smile then as she

knew a little later.
It is my Father's will," he said with a

sweeter, graver smile.
Beth, do you not see how your talent could

be used in the niission field ?
"He does not lknow 1 am, going to marry

4
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Clarence," she thought with a smile, «'and he is
going to map out a life work for a inaiden lady."
cc No, I don't see how," she answered.
«« You know there is a lar proportion of thege

world that never read such a thing as a mission-
ary book, and that if more such books were
read, missions Would be better supported. Now,

.Il f t ýî ,1 i if someone with bright talents were to, write
fascinating stories of Arabian life or life in
Palestine, see how much interest would' be

aroused. But then you would necd to live
among the people and know their lives, and

who would know thern so well as a missioâary?_
Beth sniiled, at his earnestness.
cc Oh no, Arthur; I eouldn*t do that."
His eyes filled in a moment with a sad, plead-

ing look.
Beth, can you refuse longer to, surrender

your life and your lifes toil ? Look, Beth," he
said, pointing upward to the picture of Christ-

lis -can ou
i upon the wall, can you refuse Him-114 y

refuse, Beth ?
Oh Arthur don't," she said. drooping her

fâce.
c'But I mmt Beth Will you enter your

Father's service ? Once again I ask you."
Irer eyes were turned away and she answered
nothingj.

5

lot
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Beth," he saidsoftly, " 1 have a more selfish Xý:
reason for urging you-for 1 love you, Beth. I
have loved you since we were children together.

t f4Will you be iny own-iny wife It is a lioly
service I a-sk you to share. Are you ready,
Beth

Her pale face was hidden in lier hands. He
touched her hair reverently. Tick', tick ! tick'
froin the -old elock in the silence. Then a

crim-son flush, and she rose with sudden violence.
Oh, Arthur, what can you niean ? I thought

-you seemed my brother almost-I thought.you AARý
would always be that. Oh, Arthur'. Arthur.

how can you-how dare you talk so ? I am
Clarenee Mayfair's promised wife."

Clarence Mayfair's The words died
away on his white lips. He leaned upon the

inantel-piece, and Beth stood with hergrey e.ýes
fixed. His face was so deathly white. His

eves were shaded by his hand, and his brow
bore the marks of strong agony.. Oh, lie was
wounded 1 Those moments were awful in their

silence. The darkness deepened in the, old
parlor. There was a sound of voices passing in
the street. The church bell broke the stillness.
Softly the old calm crept oVer his brow, and he.
raised his face and looked at her with those AL
great dark e es-eyes of unfathoinable tender-y
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ness and impenetrable fire, and she felt that
her very soul stood naked before him. She
trembled and sank on the couch at her side.
His look was infinitely tender as he came to-

ward her.
il I have hurt you-forgi*ve me he said gently,

and he laid his hand on her liead so reverently
I M6 III, I for a moment. Mis white lips murmured some-

1 4 thing, but she only caught the last words
"'God bless you--.ý-forever. Good-bye, Beth-
little Beth."

He smiled back upon her as he left the room,
but she would rather he had looked sad. That
smile - she could never forget it, with its won-

derful sweetness and sorrow.
Sh6 sat motionless for a while after lie left 0the room. She felt thrilled and numbed There

are moments in life when souls stand forth from
tiq their clayey frames and touch each other, for-

getfül of time and space. It was'éne of thosea h
experienees that Beth had just passied, through. hjug She went to her'room and crouched down at her

window beneath the stars of that autumn night. W
nc

Poor Arthur! She was so sad over it all. And B
he had loved her! How strange.1 How could 0.
it have been ? Loved her since they were chil- nc
dren, he had said. She had never thought of si
love coming like that. And they had. played ktMil

tri
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together upon that meadow out there. They
had grown, up together, and he had even lived

in her home those few years before he went to
college. No, she had never dreamed of marry-

ing Arthur'. But oh, he was wounded so' She
had never seen him look like that Mère. And

he had hoped that she would share his life and
his labor. She thought how he had pictured
her far away under the burning sun of Palestine,
bathing his heated brow and cheering. him for
fresh effort. He had pictured, perhaps, a little
humble home, quiet and peaeeful, somewhere

amid the snow-crested. ' mountains. of the, East)
where he would walk with her in the oool of

night-fall, under the bright stars and clear sky
of that distant land. Poor, mistaken Arthur'.
She was not fitted for such a life, she thought.
They were never made for each other. Their

ambitions were not the same. She had found
her eounterpart in Clarence, and he understood
her as Arthur never could have done. Arthur
was a grand, gx)od, practical man, but there was
nothing of the artist-soul in him, she thought.
But she had hoped that he would always bê her
own and Clarence's friend. He was such a
noble friend 1 And now her hope was crushed.
She could never be the same to him again, she

knew, and he had said farewell.
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Good-bye, Beth-lîttle Beth," he had said,
the lut two words, " littleand she lingered over

Beth." Yè!ý, s would be little Beth" to him
forever now, the litfle Beth that he had lov -

and roamed with over mendow and woodland
jil

and wayside, in the sunny, bygone days.
ý'Good-by.e, Beth-little Beth'." Poor Arthur!

AL

lit

Mi

ýýj te
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4 Jp-CHAPT4R VI.

'VARSITY.

FRIDAY morning came, the last day of Sep-
tember, and the train whistled sharply as it
steamed around the eurve from Briarsfield with
Beth at one of the ear-windows It had almost
choked ber to say good-bye to ber father at the
station, and she was still straining ber eyes to
catch the last glimpse of home. She could see
the two ýoplars at the gate almost last of all, as
the train bore ber out into the open country.
She looked througrh ber tears at the fields and
hills, the stretches of woodland and the old

farm-houses, with the vines clambering over
letheir porches, and the tomatoes ripening in the

kitchen window-sills. Gradually the tears dried,4 .
for there is pleasure alwa s in travelling through
Western Ontario, particularly on the lake-side,
between Hamilton and Toronto.

41
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-- Almost £1w, firA -one--Beth saw, as the train
entered Toronto station, was Clarence, seanning ne
the car-windows eagerly for her face. Her eyes Ic
beamed as he cam-e toward her. She felt as if M
at home again. Marie had secured her room St
for her, and Beth looked around with a pleased
air when the cab stopped on St. Mary's street. hi
It was a row of three-storey brick houses, all

alrLrIa, but a cheery, not monotonous, row, with
the maples in front., and Victoria University at IV
the end, of the street. A plump, cheery land- ca
lady saw Beth to her room, and, once alone, she
did just what hundreds of other girls have done

in her place-sat down on that big trunk and lor
wept, and wondered what " dear old daddy was lef
doi'* But she soon controlled herself Be

looked around the room. It was a very pretty th%-,
room, with rocker and table., and a book-shelf in by

the corner. There was a large window, too, roc

opening to the south, with a view of St. Miehael's arc
College and St. Basil's Church. Beth realized the

that this room was to be her home for the com- beg
ing months, and, kneeling down, she asked that

the presence of Christ might hallow it. tha

She was not a very close follower of Christ, flas'
but the weakest ehild of God never breathed a pie(«
prayer unheard. Scer

It was such a pleasant treat when Marie on
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tapped at the door just before tea. It would be
': 

fl-

iiice to have Marie there all winter. Beth
looked around the tea-table at the new faces:
Mrs. Owen, at one end of the table, decidedly

41-istout; Mr. Owen, at the other end, decidedly
lean. There were two sweet-faced childrén, a
handsome, gloomy-browed lawyer, and Marie at
lier side.

The next day, Clarence took Beth over to
'Varsity-as Toronto University is popularly
called-and she never forgot that bright autumu

morninom when she passed under the arch of
wved stone into the University halls, those

lonçr halls thronged with students. Clarence
left her in the care of a gentle fourth-year girl.
Beth was taken from lecturer to lecturer until
the registering was done, and then she stopped
by one of the windows in the ladies'dressing-

room to, gaze at the beautiful autumn scenery %Z
around-the ravine, with its dark pines, and 4

the Parliament buildings beyond. Beth was
beginning to love the place.

We must not pause long over that first year
that Beth spent at 'Varsity. It passed like a
fluh to her, the days were so constantly oeeu-
pied. But her memory was being stored with
scenes she never forgot. It was so refreshing
on the brisk, autuinn mornings to walk to
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lectures throu(rh the erimson and yellow leaves
haof Queen's Park: and, later in the year, when ththe snow was falling she liked to listen to the SFrooks cawing among the pines behind the

library. Sometimes, too, she walked horne firalone in the wierd, Winter twilight from. the t F.Modern Language Club; or from a late lecture,if te 
Tiher mind all aglow with new thoughts. Thenel,

there were the social evenings iii the gymna- W,siumý with its red, blue and white decorations loc'le
palms and promenades, and music of the orches- sh,tra., and huin of strange voices. It was all hc'new to Beth; she had seen so little of the tinworld. There was the reception the Y.W.C.A.Jl

y gave to the «' freshettes she enjoyed thaIiif.. le abc1 4a too. What kind girls they were? Beth was tur1 not slow to decide that the «"Varsity maidi plawould make a model wife. so gentle and kiffdly tilt.and -ith such a broad, progressive mind. Still C6
Beth made hardly any friendships worth ofy wîthe name that first year. She was peculiar in da-Ali this respect. In a crowd of irls she was apt to9

like all, but to love none truly. When she did
make friends she came upon them suddenly, by sura sort of instinct, as in the eue of Marie and attbecame so absorbed in them she forgot everyone cc
else. - This friendship with Marie was another r
feature of her present life that pleased her. She on

lie11ijt
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had dropped out of Sunday-school work. She
thought cit Sunday-schools chilly, and she
spent many a Sunday afternoon in Maries room.
Slie liked to sit there in the rocker b the gratey

fire, and listen to Marie talk as she reclined in
the eushions, with her dark, picturesque face.
They talked of love and life and books and

illusie, and the world and its ways, for Marie
wu clever and thouo,,phtful. Inafter, years Beth
looked baek on those Sunday afternoons with a
shadow of regret, for her feet found a ýweeter.,

holier path. Marie prided herself on a little
tincre of scepticism, but they rarely touched on
that crround. The twilight shadows gathered
about the old piano in the corner, and the pic-

tures grew dimmer on the wall, and Marie would
,Play soft love-songs on her guitar, and some-
tiiiie Beth would

%ve you finished the novel you were
writinor last summer, Beth ? asked Marie, one

day.
cc No, there are just three more chapters, and

I am going to leave them till holida s, next/Y
summer 80 1 can give theiri my full time and

attention." stop
«' Tell me the Y.

Then Beth sat by the fire with a dreamy look
on her face and told the plot of her story. Marie



60 BETH WOIODBURN.

leaned forward a bright, delighted sparkle in
her dark eyes. Betlï had never interested her like a

that before. She felt encouracred, and Marie
was inraptures when she had finished.

just splendid 1 Oh, Beth, how clever c
you are; you wi 01ý'Il be famous soon. I shall be

jilli p roud of your friendship." St
Beth did not enjoy as much of the company af

of Clarence as she had hoped during these days, w
Il Lia though he always brought her home from chureh tc

on Sunday evening. Marie was always with at
...... à 1ý t1i "I them. Beth. never thought of leaving her, and qua

Clarence, too, seemed to enjoy her company.
lui Beth was pleased at this; she liked to have

Clarence appreciate her friends. Then, they t F.
lit three often went to *the musical concerts Beth

liked those concerts so much and Marie's face
would fai4 sparkle sometimes, and change

with wave of music. ex-
Just look Isn't Marie's face grand? said a-

Clarence one-nioph-t in-a concert. WCil l ; ýi C
Beth only smiled. That night she sat in the wi

-rocker- -op-p-o-sýte her mirror and looked at her bri
own reflection. br.,

...... «'What a grave, grey-eyed face it is 1 " she a.
thought. She loved music and beautiful things, her
and yet she wondered why her eyes never rec
sparkled and glowed like Marie's. She wished as
they had more expression. And yet Marie was cau

à



not a pretty girl no one would have thought for
a moment of calling her pretty.

But what of Arthur? Beth was surprised
that durinom all this time she had seen him but

once, thouomh she lived so near to, Victoria. That
once was in the University hall. She had
studied late one afternoon, in the reading-room,,
after the other girls were gone, and it was just
where the two corridors met that, she came face
to face with Arthur. He stopped, and inquired
about lier studies and lier health, and his eyes

rested kindljý_ upon her for a moment; but lie
difi not speak to, lier just like the old Arthur.
"Good-bye, Beth-little Beth." She recalléd
the words as she passed do'wn the long, deperted
hall, with its row of lights on either side.

There was another thing that touched Beth.
It was when Marie left them just before the

examinations in the spring; she was going to
visit some friends. Sweet Marie'. How she

would miss her. She sat by the drawi*ng-room
window waiting to, bid lier good-bye. It was a

bright April dýýy, with soft clouds and a mild
breeze playïng through, the budding trees.

Ilarie came down looking so picturesque under
her broad-brimmed hat, and lîfted her veil to,
receive. Beýh'' farewell kiss. Beth watched her
as she crossed the lawn to the cab. Clarence
came hurrying up to clasp her hand at the gate.

y VARSITY. 61
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He loôked paler, Beth thought; she hoped he
P

would come in, but he turned without looking 9
at her window and hurried away. Betli felt a

little sad at heart; she looked at the lonof
empty drawing-room, and sighed faintly, then
went back upstairs to herlooks.

And what had that winter brought to Beth 2 ir
She had grgwn; she felt it within herself. Her tc-great wide"11,t mind had stretched out over the tc--i- il

World with its millions, and even over the 1:
nos worlds of the sky at night, and at times she w
_a lit had been overwhelmed at the omlory of earth's

Creator. Yes she had. crrown; but with her
growth had come a restlessness; she felt as rc

M though something were giving way beneath her si.
feet like an iceberg melting in mild waters. er

There výas one particular night that this restless- ti
ness had een strong. e a een to t e tF-
Modern Language Club, and listened to a lec- ur
ture on Walt Whitman, by Dr. Needler. Slie
had never read any of Whitma s poetrv before,

1 11zere werwe phrasesshe did not even like *t. But t le
and sentences here and thýre, sometimes of

Whitman's, sometimes of - Dr. Needler's, that SF.
awakened a strange incoherent music in her w

soul---î-a new chord was struck. It was almoet W%
dark when she reached her room, at the close of,

sto y winter day. She stood at her window
watching the crimson and,'black drifts of cloud
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piled upon each other in the west. Strife and
glory she seemed to read in that sky. She

tiioucrht of Whitman's rugcred manliness, of the
way lie had mingled with all classes of men-

niingled with them to, do them good. And Beth's
heart cried out within lier, only to do something
in this great, weary world-something, to uplift,
to ennoble men, to, raise the lowly, to feed and
to elothe the uncared for, to brighten the mil-
lions of homes, to, lift men-she knew not

where. This cry in Beth's heart was often
heard after that-to be great, to, do something Zr-for others. She was growing weary of the par-

row boundaries of self. She would do good, but
she knew not how. Slie heard a hungry world
crying at her feet, but she had not the bread
they craved. Poor, blinded bird, beating against
the bars of heaven' Clarence never seemed to,
understand her in those moods: he had no sym-
pathy with them. Alas, he had never known
Beth Woodburn; he bad understood her intel-
lectual nature, but he had never sounded-thý'ë
depths of her womanly soul. He did not know
she had a heart large enough to, embrace the

whole world,,,Mrhen once it was opened. Poor,
weak, blinded Clarence She was as much tVI

stronger than he, as the star is greater than the
inoth that flutters towards it.
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4%:1 
CHAPTER VIL

Pli, tljj1eý1_V
ENDED.

JUNE was almost over, and Beth had been
home a full month on that long four months'
vacation that university students are privileged
to enjoy. She was very ambitious when she
came home that first vacation. She had con-
ceived a fresh ideal of womanhood, a woman
not only brilliantly educated and accomplished,
but also a gentle queen of the home, one who
thoroughly understood the work of her home.
Clarence was quite pleased when she began to

extol cooking as an art, and Dr.'- Woodburn
looked through the open kitchen-door with a

smille at his daughter bidden behind a clean
white apron and absorbed in theý mysteries of
the ýastry board. Aunt Prudende was a little
astonished, but she never would approve of

Beth's way of doing things-c"- didn't see the C

441V
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sense of a note-book and lead-peneil." But
Beth- knew What she was doing in that respect.

Then there were so many books that Beth
inWded to read in that vacation! Marie had

Come to the Mayfair's, too, and helped ber to Yf.L
pass some pleasant hours. But there was some-

thing else that wu holding Beth's attention.
It was Saturday eveninom, and that story

AkWas almost finished, that story on whieh she
had built so many hopes. She sat in her room
with the great pile of written sheets before ber,
almost finished: but -ber head was weary, and

She did not feel equal to writing the elosing
scene that night. She wanted it to be the most
touching scene of all, and so it had to be rolled
up for another week. Just then the door-bell
mn(y and Mrs. Ashley wai announeed, our old

friend Edith Mayfair, the same sweet, fair girl
under another name.

They sat down by the window, and liad a
long chat.

Have you seen the new minister and his
wife yet ? " asked Edith.

No; I heard he was going to preach tù- 4,
morrow.

The Rev. Mr. Perth, as the new Methodist à-

minister was just now ocupying the attention
of Briarsfield.
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It's interesting to have new people come to
town. > I wonder if they will be very nice. Are

they young ? " asked BetEL
Yes. They havent been ma 'ed so very

ty
Iong.

'«Edith"-Beth hesitated before she finished
ARNI the quietly eager enquiry-c« do you still thinkMar,

marriage the best thing in the world
'Rot 031 Edith gave her friend a warm, embrace in

reply. «'Yes, j3eth, I think it the very best
ÎiA thing, if God dwell in your home."

That sounds like Arthur," said Beth.
lâo you ever hear of him. Where is he si

«c I don't know where he is said Beth, with a
half sigh.

Clarence walked hom6 with Beth to, dinner, a
after church, the next morning. T

How do you like the new minister ? Beth
asked.

Oh, I think he's a clever little fellow." nc
c" So do 110-" said Beth. «" He seems to bile a man la

of progressive ideas. I think we shall have
bright, interesting sermons." W.,

Marie was slightly ill that Sunday, and did be
not come out. Clarence and Beth took a si

stroll in the moonlight. The world looked to
bright and beautiful beneath the sfars, but re

lie Clarence was quieter even fhan usual, and Beth su:
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sighed faintly. Clarence was growinçr strangely
quiet and unconfidential, He was certainly not
a demonstrative lover. Perhaps, after all, love
was not all she had, dreamed. She had painted
her dreamland too bright. She did not acknow-

jedge this thought, even to her own soul ; but her
beart was a little hungry that summer night.
Poor Bethl Before another Sabbath she was
to know a greater pain than mere weariness.

The flames were being kindled that were to
scorch that poor heart of hers. 'A

It was about ten o'clock the next night when
she finished her novel. Somehow it gave her a
grave feeling. Aunt Prudence was in bed, and
Dr. Woodburn hâd, goýe out into the country to
a patient, and *,puld not return till midmight.
The house was so, still, and the sky and the stars

so beautiful,; the curtains of her open window

just moved in the night air! It was all ended
now-that dreamland which she had lived and

loved and gave expression to on those sheets of
paper. Ended 1 And she was sitting there
with her pen in her hand, ber wdrk fiiiished,

bending o " vpr it as.a mother does over her.child.
She almost dreaded to resign it to- a publisher,

to cast it upon the ' world. A nd yet it would
return to her, bringing her fame ! She was
sure of that. The lut scene alone would make
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her famous. She could almost see the sweet
earnest-eyed. woman in her white robes at the

altar ; ghe could hear the sound of voices and
the tread of feet; she was even conscious of the
fragrance of the flowers. It was all so vivid to
her!

qui Àillui ý Then a sudden impulse seized her. She would
like so much to show it to Clarence, to talk to

him, and feel his sympathy. He never retired
fil

ji much before midnight, and it was scarcely ten
minutes' walk. She would get back before her
father returned, and no one would know.

Seizing her hat, she went quietly out. It was a
7,:1 freak, but then Beth had freaks now and then.

ý%j A great black eloud drifted over the mon, and
made everything quite dark. A timid girl would

,;&A à 1 1
have been frightened, but Beth was not timid.

She knew Clarence was likely to be in the
library, and so went around to the south side.
The library window waa quite close to the door
of the side hall%and as Beth came up the terrace,& a
through the open window a picture met her eyes
that held her spell-bound.

Clarence and Marie were sittin side by side9
on the sofa a few , feet from the window.

Marie's dark face was drooping slightly, her
chee]çB flushéà, and her lips j ust parted in a smile.

There was a picture of the Crucifixion on the

ji,
.!itt,
A

JJý
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wall above them, and rich violet eurtains hang-
ing to one side. One of Marie'â6.slender olive
hands rested on the crimson cushions at her side,
the other Clarence was strokinop with a tender

touch. Both were silent for a moment. Then
Clarence spoke in a soft, low tone: 1

1« Marie, I want to tell you somethin,,cr."'
Do you ? Then teU me."
1 don't like to say it," he answered.
Yes, do. Tell me."
If I were not an engaged man,"-his voice

seemed îto tremble faintly, and his face grew
paler-'« I should try and win you for my wife."

Beth drew back a step, her young cheek color-
less as' death. No cry escaped her white lips,
but her heurt almost ceased its beating. It was

only a moment she stood there, but it seemed
like years. The dark, blushing girl, the weak,

fair-haired youth in whom she had placed her
trust, the pictures, the cushions, the curtains,
every detail of the scene, seemed printed with fire

upon her soul. She was stung. ' She had put
her lips to, the'»eup of bitterness, _and her face
looked wild and haggard as she turned away.

1 Oply the stars above and the night wind sigh-
, ngir in the leaves, and a heart beniÎmbed with
pain! A tall man paffled her in the shadow of
the trees as she was crossing the lawn, but she
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paid no heed. The lights in the village homes
>Île were gkt oing out one by one as she returned up the

dark, deserted street. The moon emerged from
the clouds, and filied her room with a flood of

L unnatural light justas-she entered. She threw
herself upon her pillowý and a cry of pain went

up from, -her wounded heart. She started the
next instant in fear lest some one hàd heard.

lui4 But no, there was no one near here, save that
loving One who hears every moan: and Beth had
not learned yet that He can lull every sufferer
to rest in, His bosom. The house was perfectly

0
"fil Still, and she lay there in the dârkneffl, and

silence, -no line changing in the rigid marble of
her face. She heard her father's step pass by in
the hall; then the old clock struck out the mid-

night houir, and still she lay in that stupor with
drops of cold perspiration on her brow. -

Suddenly a change came ovýr her. Her cheeks
grew palerstill, but her eyes burned. Éhe rose
and paced the room.with quick, itated steps..0 agi

«' Traitress 1 Traitress! she ' almost hissed
through her white lips. «« It is her fault. It is

h« fault. And I called her friend. 'F *end!
--- Treachery!

Then she sank upon her bed, exhausted by the
outburst of passion, for it tôok but little of this

to exhaust Beth. She was not a p"onate girl.

a 
lýx 

ý4
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Perhaps, never in lier life before had she passed
through anythincr like passion, and she lay

there now still and white, ber hands folded as in
death.

In the meantime soinething else had hap-
pened at the Mayfair dwelling. She had not
iioticed the tall man that passed. lier as she
crossed the lawn in the darkness, but a moment
later a dar- figure paused on the tertace in the
saine spot where she had stood, and his attention

was arrested by the same scene in the library.
He ý paùed, but a moment before entering, but

even his firm tread was unheard on the soft
carpet, as he strode up the hall to the half-open
curtains of the ý library. Marie's face was still
drooping, but the next instant the curtains were

thrown back'violently, and tlfey both paled at
the sight of the stem, dark face in the door-way.

61 Clarence Ma air!" he cried in a voice ofYf
stem indignation. f-I Clarence Mayfair, you dare
to speak words of love to that woman at your

side ? You Beth Woodburn's promised hus-
band?

Arthur Grafton 1 exclaimed Clarence, and j
Marie drew back through the violet curtain&

A firm handgrasped'Clarence by the shoulder,
and: white with féar, he stobd trembling before.
his accuser. Ï-

le,
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«'Wretchý unworthy wretch! And you claim
her hand! Do you know her worth ?

«'In the name of heaven, Grafton, don't alarm
the house 1 " said Clarence, in a terrified whisper.
His lip trembled with einotion, and Arthur's

dark eyes flashed with fire. There was a shade
of pitiful scorn in them, too. After all. what a î
mere boy this delicate youth looked, he thought.
Perbaps he was too liarsh. He had only heard

eIl a sentence or two outside the window, and he
might have judged. too harshly

I know it, 1 know 1 have wronged her," said 16
ý14ý!4-,P.qkeO

Clarence, in a choked voice; 4'but don't betray k-

There was a ring of true penitence and sorrow
in the voice that touched Arthur, and as he d-
raised his face to that picture of the Crucifixion ti
on the wall, it softened gradÙally, fc

«'Well, perhaps I am'seveit. May God for-
MI-lu give you, Clarence. But it is hard for a man to Ic

see another treat thý woman he-well, there. l'Il
say no more. OnI promise me you wi*11 be true
to her-more worthy of her."

I will try, Arthur. Heavi>n knows I have
always meant to be, hon'érable. soi

Then, good-bye, Clarence. Only you need affic
not tell Beth you have seen me to-night," said' shE
Arthur, as *he turned to leave 1 shall be out cal.
of Briarsfield before morning.p' on

lit
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Poor Arthur 1. Time had not yet bealed his
wound, but lie was one of those brave souls who

can suffer and be still." That night, as he was
passing through Briarsfield on the late train, a
de.sire had seized hini to - back to the old place

just onne more, to walk up -and down for a
little while before the home of the woman he
loved. He did not eare to speak to her or
to meet lier face to face. She was another's

promised wife. Only to be near her home-to
breathe one deep blessing upon lier, and then to
leave before break of da , and she would never
know he had been near. He had come under
cover of the darkness, and had seen lier descend-
ing the great wide stairway in lier white muslin

dress, and going down the dark street toward
the Mayfairs'. After a little while he had

followed, even approached the windows of
Clarence Mayfair's home, hoping for one last
look. But lie had passed lier in the shadow of
the trees, and had only seen what filled his

heart with sorrow. A meaner man would have,
taken advantage of the sight, and exposed his
rival. But Arthur had anything but a mean
SOUI. Ne believed Beth loved Clarence, as he

athoncht a woman should love the man to whom
she gives her life. He believed that God was

calling; him to the miss*on-field alone. He had
only caught a few words that Clarence haïd. said 'IM
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to Marie, and he fancied it may, after all, have
been mere nonsense. Surely he could not have

b elle ceased to love Beth. Surely he could not be
blind to, her merits? Arthur saw only too truly

how weak, emotional and changeable Clàftnee
was, but it was not his place to, interfere with
those whom God had joined. So he argmued to
himself.

Buý the night was passing, and Beth still lay
there, no tear on her cold white cheàs. The t(Ire

cloék struck one, a knell-like sound in the F
night Beth lay there, her hands folded on her
breast, the prayer unuýteréd by her still lipsý--
one for death. 'The rest were sleeping quietly
in their beds. They kuew nothing of her suf- hi-10UÈON

fering. They would never know. Oh, if that W,
silent messenger would but come now, and still k

her weary Éeart,,. They would come 'in the dE,

morni look ait her. Yes- Clarence *ouldý tfl
come, Perhaps he would love herý just a d-

little then. Perhaps he wo-ld think of her, ac,
tenderly when he saw her with the white rom M
in her hands. Oh, was there a God in heaven
who could look down on her, sorrow to-nighi, th

and not in pity call her home? She' listened th
for the call that would bear her far beyond this diE

earthly strife, where all was suèh tangle -and
cSfusion. She listened, but she heard ît not, thE

i*.
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and the darkness deepened, the moon grew pale
and the stars faded away. The house was so
still' -The whistle of a steam-engirie broke the
silence, and she saw the red li g-ht as the train
swept around the eurve. It ww; bearing Arthur
away, and she did not know that one who loved
ber had been so nearl Then she saw a grey

"leam in the east. Ah no. she could not die.
The day was coming againand she would have
to face them all. Slie woùld sît in the same
place at*the breakfast table. She would meet
Clarence again, and Marie-oh-oh, she could
not bear the thouçyht of it 1 She sat up on her
bedside with such a weary, anguished look in
ber eyes! Then she went to kneel at the open
window, where her mother had taught her to
kneel long years ago, Her sweet-faced, long-

dead mothýr!. When she raised lier eves agaîn
the easf was all aglow with the k and purple
dawn, and the rooks were caw ing in the pines
across the nieadow. She paced the floor for a
moment or two.

Yes, it must be done. I will do it," she
thought. " Ilre'loves- lier. I wîll -not stand in

the way of his happiness. No; I had rather
die.Pi 0

And she took a sheet of note-paper, and wrote
these simple-words
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::=£ DEAR CLARENCE,-l do not believe you love-7--5
Bakr me, any more. 1 can never be your wffe. 1

know your secret. I know you love Marie.' I
have seen it often in your eyes. Be happy with

her, and forget me. May you be very happy,
always. Good-bye. BETH.

She took it herself to the Mayfair home,
knowing that her father would only think she
had gone out for a morning walk. The smoke-
wreaéths were curling upward from the kitehen
chimneys as she passed down the street, and

Squire Ma fair looked a little surprised when
she handed him her note for- Clarence and

turned to, walk away.
That sleepleas, tearless night had told upon

her, and she was not able, to comè down to
breakfast. Her'f&,ther came in, and looked at

her with a professional air.
Just whàt I told you, Beth. You've worked

too hard. You need rest. Thats just what,.q
the matter," he said, in a brusque voice, as he put

some medicine on the table and left the room.
Rest 1 Yes, she could rest now. Her work
was done. She looked at the sheet of manu-

script that she had taken last night to, show
Clarence. Yes, the work was done. She had
reached the end of her story-the end of her
prSpect of marriage. Ended her labor-ended
her life-dream 1
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As for Clarence, he read her note out any
emotion.

Humph I didn't think Grùfton was the
fellow to make mischief so quickly. A tale-*

bearer Well, it's all for the best. I made a
mistake. I do not love Beth Woodbum. I
cânnot understand her."

Beth slept, and seemed much better in the
aftermoon, but she was still quite pale wlien she '4

went into her father.9 room after tea.
Dear olddaddy, she said, putting her armis

âout his neck, you were always so kind.
You never refuse me anything if you can lielp
it. I wish you would let ine go away."

Why, certainly, Beth, dear 1 " he s.,iid. briskly.
Isn't that ju't what Ive been telling you ?

Stop writing all day in that hot room up-stairs.
Go off and have a frolic. Go and see your Aunt
ý,largaret."

And soit was settled that if Beth were -well
enough she should start for Welland-next after-
noon. She did not see Clarence duririg the next

morning. It surprised her that lie sought no
explanation, and before three o'clock Briarsfield,

wus a mere speck in the distance.

-
75M1Cý
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CHAPTER VIII.

TIIE HEA VENL Y CANAAN.

NEARLY two months later Beth returned

home. Marie had broken off her,,vigit abruptly,
and Clarence had gpone away. It was a rainy
Saturday, and Beth sat waitinê for ber father
to finish his rounds. Her visit had refreshed
ber, and she looked fairly well "again. After

all, she had so many bright prospects Slie
was young and talented. Her novel was

finished. She would read it through at once,
makini minor corrections, and then publisli it.

With all youth's hopefulness, she was sure
of fame antl worldly success, perhaps of wealth
too. She seemed to see a rich harvest-field

â before ber as she sat listening to the rain beat
on t4e roof that summer aftérnoon. But, after

all, 13he was not j happy. Somehow, life was
all so hollôw! So much tangle and confusion'
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Iler young fpet were weary. It wu not isimply
that her love waà unreturned. That pained her
far les& than she would have thotight. It was
that lier idof was shattered. Only in the last
few weeks àad she begun to see Clarence May-
fair as, he really was. It was a wonderfully deep
insight into human nature that Beth had; but
she had never applied'it where Clarence was

concerned before, and now that she did, wliat
was it she saw?-a weak, wavering, ficklevouth,
with a good, deal of fine sentiment, perhaps,
but without . firm, manly strength; ambitious,

it wa.9 true, but never likely to fulfirhis ambi-
tions. The sight pained lier. And yet thimi was
the one she had exalted so, and had believed a

soaring genius. True, his mind had fine fibre
in it, but he who would soar must have strength
as.well, as wings. Beth saw elearly just what
Clarence lacked,,,and what can pain a Woman,
more deeply than to know the object she has
idealized is unworthy ?

Beth had not told lier father yet that all was
at an end betweeii her and Clarence. She

dreaded telling him that, but she knew he must
have learned it from the Mayfairs during lier
absence. She sighed as she thought of it all,
and just then Dr. Woodburn came in and sat

down on the couch beside lier. They talked IMM
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Ai until the twilight of that rainy afternoon began
to deepen. Then they were silent for a while,

and Beth saw ber father, looking iýt ber with a
tender look in his eyes.

Beth, my dear child, what is wrong between
you and Clarence?

She had believed she could tell him all with
perfect calmness, but there was something so
very gentle in his look and -voice that it dis-
armed ber, and she threw both arras about, his

neck aüd bursIt into teat-:s,%#,
Oh, father dear, I could not marry hirii. It

would not be right. He loves Marie. de Vere.'11
Dr. Woodburn turned away his face, tenderly

strokinir ber liair as she leaned upon his bremst. f
He spoke no word, but she knew what he felt.

Oh, daddy, dear,, don't think anything about
iti she said, giving him a warm embrace as ghe
looked up at hina4 smilingt through ber teaz*,
«'I'm not unhappy. 1 haveso many thi to
think of, and 1 have always you, you dear old
father. I love you better thaW anyone else on

earth. I will be your own little dýughter
always. a

She pressed ber arms about him 'More tightly,
and there were Wars in his eyes -as he stooped
to kiss ber brow.

Beih th6ught of all his tendernecis that night bE
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as Whe lay in bed, and th«a slept, with the ra in
beating on the roof overhead. 1

It wasa bright -sunshiny Sabbath morning
when she awoke. She remembered with,'plea-
sure hoýv much she had liked Mr., Perth, the
new minister, that Sunday. She had heard
hün before -she went away. He haà seemed
such an energetic, wide-awake, inspiring, ruan!

Beth lik-ed that.9tamp of, people. She meant to
be a progremive girl. Slie meant to, labor much
and t' have much success.

She was quite early at c ' hureh, that morning,
and interestea herself by lookfng at Mrs. Perth,
whom she had never seen 4fore. She *as
fair, slender, girlish creature-very youthful-
indeed for " a married womàn. She had a great,

mass of light haïr, dra back plainly from a
serenely fair forehead. he fashion became her

welt, for, in fact, the ost striking thing about
her face was its 8i plicity and purity. She
was certainly plai -looking, but Beth fancied
her face looked li e the white cup of a lily.

She had such tiful blue eyes, too, and imch
a sweet mïmile-, - /

,«I th 1,9ýal1 love her'. I believe we shall
be great frieüds," thought Beth, after she had
had an intec4uction to M.p. Perth; and they did

becbme fast,, friends.
t r 0



82 BETH WOODBURNO

Beth had seldom been at Sunday-school since
she left home, but an impulse seized her to go

this afternoon. . She wu quite early, and she
sat dowii in a seat by herself to muse awhile.
She gazed at the lilies about the altar and the

stained-glaw windowa above the organ. How
long it seemed to look ýack to that Sunday of

two nionths ago She shudde ' red slightly, and
tried to change her thoughts, but she côuld not
help going back to it. It.seemed as though
years had since passed. So it is always. We
go about our daily taaks, and the time passes

swiftly or slowly, according ' as our lives are
activé or monotonous. Then a crisis comes-
an upheaval-a turn in the eurrent. It lasts but
a moment, perhaps, but when we look back,
years seem tc; have intervened. Beth gave a

half sigh, and conclucýed she was a little weary,
as the people poured into the Bible-elàs& Mrs.
Perth came and sat beside Beth. Is it not

strange how, in this world of formality and
convention, we meet someone now and again,
and there is but a look, a word, a smile, and we

feel that we have known them so long? There
is something familiar in their face, and we seem

to have walked beside them all along the way.
It was just so with Beth and Mrs. Perth. Sweet
May Perth'lk' She soon learned to call her that.
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Beth waa never to forget that Sunday after-
noon. Mr. Perth taught the Bible-clam. He

was an enthu8iastic man, reminding her some-
what of Arthur. They were studying, that day,
the approach of the Israelites to Canaan, and as
Mr. Perth grew more earnest, -Beth"s face wore
a brighter look-of interest. Sfflnhe lâid aside

historical retrospect, and talked of the heavenly
Canaan toward whieh Christ's people were

journeying, a bright land shining in the sun-
light of God's 16ve, joy in abundance, joy over-

flowingl He looked so, happy as he talked of
that Divine love, changeleas throughout all time, 4mk

throughout all eternity-a love that never for-
sakes, that lulls the weary like a cradW-song, a

love that satisfies even the secret longings!
Oh, that woman heart of hers, how it yearned,

yea, hungered for a love like that love, that
could tread the earth in humiliation, bearing

the ýross of others' guilt, dying there at Cal-
vary 1 She knew that old, old story well, but
she drank it in like a little wondering child
to-day. What were those things He promised

to those who would tread the sýining pathway ?
Life, peace, rest, hope, joy « earth, joy of

heaven! Ob'-, how she longed tý go with them
The tears were standing in her eyes, andrhýr
heart waa beating futer. But this one thifig

lie
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she must do, or turn aside from the p:eomised
land of God's people. Down at the feet of
Jesus she must lay her all. And what of that
novel ghe had written? ' Could she carry that

over into this heavenly Canaan ? '« The fire
shall try every man's work of what sort it is."
Hers wolild perish, she knew that well. Highly
moral, highly refined and wholarly, but what
of, ïta doubts, its shadows, its sorrows without
hope, its séPýernatural glooin ? Beth was a
master-artist in the field of gloom. She knew

how fo make her readêm shudder, but would
that story of hers bring more joy i»to the

world? Would iý sweeten life and warm
human hearts ? Ah no! And yet, could she

deitroy it now, before îts publication ? Could
she bear the thought of it ? She loved it almost
as a mother, loves, her child. A ý look of inde-

cision crossed her face. But, just then, she
seemed to, hear the bells of heaven ringing forth
their sweet Gospel call. The bright sunshine
and the angel voices of a higher life seemed to
break in on her soul. In a moment--8he never

knew hà it was-she became willing to sur-
render all. It was hardly a year sinc« she had

said nay to, Arthur, when he asked her t«
lay 4er life at the feet of that same Jesus of
Nazareth. She refused then, and evçn onu
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hour ago she would still have refused but now
she would have trudged the highways, pomty-

stricken, unknown and obscure, for His dear
sake. She would have gone fortli, jike St. Paul,

to the uttermost ends of the earth, she felt she
loved Him so 1 There were tean in her eyes,
and a new joy seemed to throb in her heart.

She felt so kindly to everyone about her. Was
it au impulse or what ? She laid her hand
softly on May Perth's as she sat beside her,
and May, looking into her eyes, seemed to read
her heart. She held her hand with a warm
loving pressure, and they were friends from

tfiat hour.
Even the sunlight looked more golden when

Beth stepped out into it that afternoon. Every-
thing had caught a tint from the , pearly gates,

for that hour had been a turning-poïnt in her
life. She had found the secret of life-the

secret of putting self utterly into the back-
ground and livink for others' ha i

ppiness ; and
they who find that secret have the key to theïr '8 k,Î;

own happiness. The old tinge of gloom in her
grey eyes passed away, and, instead, there came
into them the warmth and light of a new life.
They seemed. to reach out over the whole world
with tender sympathy, likeàa deep, placid sea,
with the sunlight eding. its depths.
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«« Beth, you are growing beautiful," her father
said to her one day; and there were something

ÎÏ, so reverential in his look that it touched her
too deeply to, make her vain.

The four weeks that remained before the first
of October, when she was to return to, college,

pa&sed quickly. Clarence did not return, and
she heard that he had gone to Encriand, intend-
ing to take his degree at Cambridge. The A"sh-

leys, too, had left Briarsfield, as Mr. -Ashley had
secured a principalship east of Toronto. Beth

m îe would
heard nothing J ore of Marie, though sh

so gladlý have forgiven her now
Beth sSn became quite alisorbed in.her new

friend, May Perth. She told her one day of
her fancy that her face looked like a lily-cup.
Mrs. Perth ouly laughed and kimed her, in her
sweet, unconscious wa Beth al *ays loved to
kim Ma Perths brow; it was so calm. and
fair, it remînded her of the white breut of a
dove.

Just three or four days beforè Beth was to go
away, Aunt Prudence came into her room at a

time when she was alone,
Did you ever see this picture that Arthur

left in his room when he went away last fall ?
she asked. I don't know whether he did it
himself or not.ý15
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She Placed it in the light and left the room.
Beth recognized it almost instantly.

Why, it's that poem. of mine that Arthur
liked best of all she thought.

Yes, it was the very same-the grey rocks
riàing one above another, the broad white -shore,
and the lonely cottagè, with the dark storm-
elouds lowering above it, and the fisherman's
bride at the- window, pale and anxious, her sunny
hair falling about her shoulders as she peered far
out across the sea-the black storm-tossed sea-
and far out among the billows the tiny speck of
sail that never reached the shore. Beth was no
eonnoisseur of art, but she. knew the picture

befère her was intensely beautiful, even sublime.
There was somethinop in it that made herfeel.
It moved her to tears even as Arthur's music

had done. No need to tell her both came from.
the same hand. Bfflide&, iio one else had seen
that poem, but Arthur. And Arthur could paint'

like this, and yet she had said he had not an
.artist soul. She sighed faintly. Poor Arthur'

Perhaps, after all, she had been mistak-en. And
she laid the picture carefully awayamong her
treasures.
Her last evening at home soon came. It was
a clear, chilly night, and they had a fire in thef C- f

drawing-room grate. It was so cSy to, Bit

X -61
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there with her father, resting her head on his1
shoulders, and watching the coals glowing in
the twilight.

«I Beth, my child, you look so much happier
lately. Are you really so happy? he said,
after they had been talking for a while.

«" Oh, I think life is so very happy 1 " said
Beth in a buoyant tone. «'And when you love

Jesus it is so tnuch sweeter, and somehow I like
everyone so mueh and everybody is so kind.
Oh I think life is grand 1

Dr. Woodburn was a godly man. and his
dauýhter'ý words thrilled )iim 'sweetly. He
brushed away a tear she did not see, Îgd stoopéd
to kiàs the young ýthéek resting on hié coat-
sleeve. The were silent fora-few moments.

«' Beth, mY dear," he said in a softer tone,
«« Do you knoW, I thought that trouble last sum-
mer---over Clarence-was going to, hurt you
more. How is it, Beth ?

She hesitated a moment.
"« I don't believe I really loved him, father,"

she said, in a quiet tone, «'I thought I did. I
'thought it was going to break my heart that
night I found out he loved Marie. But, so
how, I don't mind. I think it is far better7et

is. Oh., daddy, dear, ifs so nice I can tell you
-things like this. I don't believe all girls can talk
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to their fathers this way. But 1-I alway-9
wanted tobe loveil-and Clarence was different

'from other'people in Briarsfield, you know, and
I suppose 1 thought we were meant for each
other."

Dr. Woodburn did üot answer at once.
I don't think you would bave been happy

with him, Beth," he mid, after a little. cé All

has beÉh for the best. I was afraid you didn't
know what ýove meant when you became
enjgýged. to, him'. It was only Eý school-girl'8r
fancy."

«« Beth,ý I am going to, tell you something," he
sàîd a moment later, a8 fie stroked her haïr.

People believe that I Always took a special
interest in Arthur Grafton because his father
savéd my Me when we webre ýoys,,put that was
not the only',, reason I loved him. Years ago,
down along the Ottawa river, Lawrence Grafton
was pastor in the town where I had m' first

practice. He was a -grapd fellow, and we were
the greatest friends. I used to take him to, -see J1

patientà often. He wasjust the one to, cheer
them up. Poor fellow.ï. Let's see, it's seven-

teen years this fall since he 'died. It, was the
first summer I was there, and IAwrence had
driven out into the country with me to see a

Xr
sick patient. When, we were coming back, he
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asked me to stop with him at a farm-house,
.where some members of his church lived.

remember the place as if I had seen it ye-sterday,
an old red brick building, with honeysuckle
climbing about the. porch and cherry-trees on the
lawn. The front door was open, and there wu

a flight of stairs right opposite, and while we
waited for an answer to the bell a beautiful

woman tall and graceful, paused at the head of
the stairs above us, and then came down. To

my eyes she was the most beautiful woman I
had ever seen, Beth. She ' wasdressed in white,

and had a basket of flowers on her arm. She
smiled as she came towards us. Her hair was

glossy-black, parted in« the middle, and falling in
waves about her smooth white foréhead; but

her eyes were her real beauty, I never saw any-
thing like them, Beth. They were such great,
dark, tender eyes. Thýy seemed to have worlds
in them. It was not long before 1 loved Florence
Waldon.' I loved her." His voice had astriange,
deep pathos in it. She was kind to me always,
but I hardly dared to hope, and one day I saw
her bidding good-bye to Lawrence. It was only
a look and a hand-elasp, but it was a revelation
to me. I ýkept silent about my love from that

hour, and one evening Làwrence came to my
rooms.
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Congratulate me, Arthur." he cried, in a
tone that bubbled over with joy. I knew what
was coming, but the merciful twilight concealed

my face. « Congratulate me, Arthur'. I am

9 Poing to marry Florence Waldon next month,
and you. npst be best man.'

ci I did congratulate him from the depth of my
heart, and I was best man at the wedding; and

when their little son wu born they named him
Arthur after me. He is the Arthur Grafton
you have known. But ýoor IÀwrence! Little
Arthur'was only a few inýbtiths old when she
took isick. The called me in, and I did all I

could to save her, but one night, as Lawrence
and I stood. by her bed-side-it wu a wild March

night, and the wind was moaning through the
shutters while she slept-suddenly she opened
her eyffl with a bright look.

Oh, Uwrence, listen, they are singing Il she
cried,'it is so beautiful; I am going home-good-

bye-take care of Arthur, and she was gone."
Dr. Woodburn paused a moment, and his

breath came faster.
After that 'I came to, Briarsfield and met

your mother, Beth. Shý seemed to, understand
from, my lace that I had suffered, and after we
had become friends I told her that story, that I
had never told to mortal before or since till now.

fil
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Umm.4 She was so very tender, and I saw in her fa-ceA 1 0 1
that she lovel me, and b -and-by I took her to

wife, and she healed over the wound with her
gentle hands. She was a sweet woman, Beth.

God bless her memory. But the strange part of
the story is, Fjorence Waldon's brother, Garth,
had settled on that farm over there, the other
side of the pine-wood. She had two other

brothers, one a talented editor in the States, the
other a successful lawyer. Garth, too, was a
bright, original fellow; he had a high standard
of farm life and he lived up to it. He was a

0-0 man and a truly refined one, and when
poor Lawrence died he left little Arthur-fie t
was three yýars old then-to, him. - The dear

little fellow; he looked so much like his mother.
He used to come and hôld you in his arms when

you were in Ion dresses, and then, do you9
remembera few years later, when your own

sweet mother çlied,,how he came to comfort you
and filled your lap with flowers
Yes, Beth remembe:red, it all, and the tears
were running down her cheeks as she drooped

her head in silence. The door-bëlt--brok"he
stillness just fhen. Dr. Woodburn was wanted.
Bidding Beth a hasty but tendër -bye, he
hurried off at the call of duty. Beth--satt gazing
at the coal-fire in silence after her father left.
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Poor dear old father! Whata touching story
it was.. He must have suffered so, and yef he

had buried his sorrow and gone about his work
with smiling face. Brave, lieroie soul' Beth

fell to Picturing it all over again with that
brilliant imagination of hers, until she seemed
to see the tall woman, with lier beautiful dark
eyes and hair, coming down the stairs, just as lie

had seen her. She seemed to hear the March
winds rnoan as lie stepped out into the night

and left the beautiful young wife, pale in death.
Then she went fo the window and lookèd out at
the stars in the clear sky, and the meadow
tinged with the first frost of autumn; and the
pine-wood to the north, with the moon hanging
like a crescent of silver above it. It was there,

--at that window, Arthur had asked lier tobe his
wife. Poor Arthur! She was glad her father
did not -kno-w. It would have pained him. to
think shç had refused the son of the woman he
had loved.
Beth lingered a little, gazing at the clear

frosty scene before her, then rose with a firm
look on her face and went up to her room.
There was one thing more tô be done beforeshe

lefý home to-morrow. She had -resolved upon
it. It was dârk. in her room, but she needed no q'.

light to, recognize that roll of man sçiript in her

MK

fil
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drawer. She hesitated a moment as she touched
mit tenderly. Must she do i t ? Yes, ah, yes
She could not publish that story now. Just
then the picture of Arthur seemed to flash
through her mind, reading it and tossing it
down with that cold, silent look she bad some-

times seen on his face. It was dark in the hall
as she carried it dQwn to the drawing-room-

grate. She crouched down on the hearth-rug
before the coalsand a moment later the flames

that played among the elosely-written sheets
Çý lighted her face. Nothing but a blackened

parchment now for all that proud dream of
fame! The room griew dark again, and only
the coals cracking and snapping, and the steady
ticking of the old clock- on the mantél-pieée

above her bead, broke the stillness. It was done.
She went to the window'and knelt down.

Father, I have sacriflééd it for Thee. Take
this talent Thou hast given me and user it for- Thy
honor, for I would serve Thee alone, Fathër."
She slept that ùight with a mile on her lips.

Yes, friend, it was a hero"s deed, anà Ile who
alone witnessed it hath sealed her brow with a
light such as martyrs wear ïn heaven. , As for

Ai the world, oh, that every book filled with -dark
doubts -and driftipg -féars and shudden-*ng gloom-
had perished, too, in those flaipes!
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CHAPTER IX.

'VARSITY AGAIN.

IN a few days Beth was settled again at Mrs.
Owen's, on St. Mary's Street, and tripping to

her lectures aýuusual. Marie was not there, of
course, and- -Beth knew nothing of her where-
abouts. - In fact, there had been a complete
change of boarders. The house was fillâd with
'Varsity girls this year, with the exception of

Marie's old room, a change whieh Beth appre-
ciated. One of the girls was a special friend of

hers, a plump, dignified little mature whom
most people called pretty. Hers was certainly a
jolly face, with those rosy cheek-s and 'laugjng
brown eyès and no one could help loving -Mabel

Clayton. She belonged to, the Students' Volun-
teer Movèmeût, and as this was-her lut year
at college, Beth thought soiffietimes a little sor-
rowfully of the following autumn w-hen she was

to leave for India.
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Beth meant to, have her spend a fe'w days at
Briaréfield wi hh her next suinmer. But a good

many thi6gs w le to happen to, Beth bèfore the
next summer passed. A Victoria student wu
occupying Marie's old room, but as he took Iiig

meals out of the house Beth nevereven saw
q him. One of the girls who saw him in the hall

one day described him as 'Just too nice looking
for anything," but Beth's interest was not

aroused in the stranger.
That was a, goldeh autumn for Beth, the

happiest by far she had lever known. She wa.9
living life under that sweet plan of beginning
every day afresh, and thinking of soine little
act of kindness to, be done. Beth §éon began
to believ'e the girls of University College were
the very kind in the world; but she would
have been su pýsed, to, hear how often they

remarked Beth Woodburn is alwa s sol kind.
There was another treat that she was enjo3nnor
this year, and that was Dr. Tracy's lectures.

I think he is an ideal man," she remarked
once to Mabel Cleýyton. I'm, not in love with
him, but I think hê'g an ideal man."

Mabél was an ardent admirer of -Dr'. Tracy's,
too, but ishe could not help laughing at, Beth's
statement.

Y-ou are such a liero-worshipper, Beth she
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said. You put a person up on a pedestal, and
then endow him with all the virtues under the r

sun.
A peculiar look crossed Beth's face. She

remembered one whom she had placed on the
pedestal of genius, and the idoi had fallen,
shattered at her feet.

She was stîll the same emotional Beth. There
were times wheh' without any outward cause,

Ë7-7

,seemingly from ai mere overflow of happiness,
she almost cried out, "' Oh stay, happy moment,

till I drink to the full my draught of joy!
Arthur's painting hung above Beth's study

table, and sometimes a shadow crossed her face
as she looked at it. She missed the old friend-

ship, and she wondered, too, that she never met
him aÉywhere.

Beth did not go home at Thanksgiving that
year, and she almost regretted it the evening

before. She was, a little hon-iesick for " daddy,"
and to dispel ]ýer loneliness she shut up her
bwks and went to bed early. Her head had

scarcely touche& the pillow when, hark! there
w&s a sound of inusie in the drawing-room

down-stairs. She rose in bed to listen, it was
so like Arthur's music. She was not at all

familiar with the piece, but it thrilled her some-
how. There was a succession, ohsweetmellow

7 Î?
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notes at first ; -then higher, higher, higher,
broader,_ deeper, fuller, it was bearing her very

soul away 1 Then sweeter, softer, darker, tint
of gold and touch of shadow, the tears were
standing in her eyes l Clearer again, and more
triumphant! Her lips parlCetl as she listened.
One sweet prolonged swell, and it died away.
She listened for more, but all was silent. She

looked out of the window at the stars in the
clear sky, and the dark shadow of St. Michael's
tower on the snow-covered college roof, then

fell back among the pillows ýto, sleep and dream.
She was walkinor again.on the old path by

the road-side at home, just as she u'ed to go
every evening for the milk. -The dusk was

deepening and she began to hurry, when she
noticed a tall, dark figure ahead. As she drew
nearer she recognized -Arthurls j-broad shoulders
and well-set head. Then a strange, indefinable
fear seized her. She did not want to, overtake

him, to, meet him face to face. She tried to
slacken her steps, but a mysterious, resistless
wind seemed to bear her forward against her
will. Not a leaf stirred. ' All was still around

her, and yet that uneanny, sp'rif-like wind urgýd
hér on. She strugglèd, and although Arthur
never looked back, she felt that he knew all
about her struggles. At last she made one
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mighty effort and tore herself free. Shé took
the path on the other side of the road, It

was all qifiet there, and she walked on slowly.
The darkness grew thicker, and she lost sight of
Arthur. Then the country became quite new to,

her. There were bridges every little way-old
ricket bridges, that creaked beneath her step,

with holes where she cauçrht her feet, and she
could hear the great wild torrents rushing below
in the darkness. She grew f-rightened. Oh,
ho * she wislied Arthur were -there! Then sud-

denly it grew lighter, and she saw that her path
was turning, and Io 1 there was Arthur 1 A

moment more a their paths would meet.
He reached the spD a few steps ýbefore her, and
turning, looked at her just once, but Zhe saw in
his look that he knew all that had pa ed in her
heart. Follow me," he said, with a tender

look; and she followed in silence where the path
led between the steep, hi omh banks, where strange
flowers were clingirig in the dim light. She

was quite content now, not friglitened any
longer. Then the bank opened by their path-
way, and he led her into a strange, sandy, desert-

looking place. They entered a shadowy tent,
and in the-dim light she could see strange faces,
to whom A-rthàr was talking. No one noticed

her, but she did not feel slighted, for lhough he
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did not look at her, she felt that he was think-
ing of her. Then suddenly the strange faces

vanished, and she was alone with Arthur. He
came toward her with such a beautiful smile,
and there w-as something in his hand of bright
gold-the brightest gold she had ever seen. It
was a golden spear with a tiny ring on one end

and a mass of chain hanging to it- but lol when
she looked around- her she sawà had filled the
place with a beautiful mystie light, a golden halo.
Then he drew her nearer, nearer to his bosom)
and in a moment she felt the spear point touch
her heart 1 An instant of pain, then it pierced

her with a deep, sweet thrill. -She felt it'éven
to her finger tips. She awoke with a startbut,

î she could almost feel that thrill even affer she
was awake. She could not sleep again quickly,
but lay watching the stars and the moonlight

growing paler on her book -case. Sleep came at
length, and when she awoke again it wa.9 at the
Sound of Mr. Owen's jolly «'Heigho 1 Everybody
up 1 Everybody up 1 This was a way he had
of waking the children in good time for break-
fast, ànd it had the merit of always arouging the

boarders, too. Beth naturally supposed that the
musician she had heard the night before had

been a caller., and so made no enquiries.
The following Sunday evening Beth went to



chureh alone. It was only thtee or four blocks
up to the Central, and Beth was never timid.

She did not look- &-oý iýýuch,.oi
she would have reeognized a familiar face on the

east side. It was Clarence Mayfair's; he was
paleethan usual, and his light eurly hair looked

almost artificial in the gaslight. There was
,something sadder and more manly in his expres-
sion, and his eyes were fixed on Beth with a
reverent look. How pure she was, he thought;
how serene; her brow-looked as though an angel-
hand had smoothed it in her slumber. She
seemed to breathe a benediction on ' everything

around her; she reminded him of an image of
an angel bending in prayer, that he had seen in
one of the ôld cathedral windows across the sea.
And yet, Affter knowing a woman like that, he
had fancied he could-even fancied he did-love
Marie de Vere. What folly had blinded him.
then, he wondered? Marie had her charms, to

be sure, with those dark, bewitýhing eyes of
hers, so kind and sympathetic, so bright and
witty and entertaining. But there was some-
thing about Marie that was fleeting, something
about Beth that was abiding; Marie's charms

bewitchèd while she was present and were soon
forgo'tten, but Beth's linger-ed in thememory
and deepened with the years. It was well, after

1

AMI

41
Î)2

4Y

M, Àl à--

ïî

3 VARSITY AGAIN. 101



102 BETII WOODBURN.

all, h-e thoua-ht, that Marie had refused his offer
of marriage that morning he received Beth's
note, and went to lier in the heat of his passion.

Ve was but a boy then., and yet it was only a
few mojiths ago. What was it that had changed
him from boyhood to manhood so suddènly i
He did not try to answer the question, but only
felt çonscious of the change within. H4*realized
now that he had never kùown what it meant. to
love. Marie had shed her lustre on him as she
passed; Beth he had never fully comprehended.
He had a dim feeling that she was somehow too
high for him. But would this reverence he felt
for her ripen into love with the maturer years
of his inanhood ? We never'can tell the changes

that time will weave in these h-earts, of ours. It
is to be feared Clarence was not a vèry attentive
listener throughout the service that night. At
the close he waited for Beth in the, moonlight
outside, but she did not notice him till he was
right beside her. 1

-" Clarence.? she exclaimed, in a tone of
astonis4ment. I thought you were in
England."

Sel was; but 1 am back, you see."
l' thought you were going to, take a year at

Cambridge." 1. 1 - 1

"' I did inten'd to, but I found it too expensive.
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Besides,1 thought 1 wouldn't, bother fiiîishing
my course. I am doincr some work along the

journalistic line at present. I juist came »
Toronto last night, and intend to leave Tuesd1ý,_
or Wednesday."

In the first monient of her surprise she had
forgotten everything except that Clarence wa-s
an old f riend from home; but now, as he walked

beside her, it all came back like a flash-the
memory of that night last summer when she
had seen him last. - She grew suddenly silenft
and eipbarrassed. She longed to ask him about
Marie; she wondered if they were engaged, and
if so where she was, but she soon controlled -her-
self ýand asked him about, -his trip -to En land,
about his motherabout his work, about Edith
and everything else of possible -or impossible

interest. She was relieved, without knowing
why, that it was only a few blocks to her

boarding-place. He 1ýagered a momentas he
said good-night, and something in his look

touched her a little. Only the stirringrof old , èP
memorieÉ. She hardly knew whether she was

P leased or not to meet him again; but as she
entered her room in the darkness her dream

seemed to flash across her memory and a tender
voice said, Follow me."
Clarence strolled a little way into the park,



pondering on the past. He had never asked
Beth for an. explanàtion of her farewell note.

He natýýirally supposed that Arthur Grafton had
gone directly to her that night and caused the
rupture. He wondered if Arthur were in love
with her. Then he turned suddenly and walked

back by St. Mary's Street to Yonge. The street
was almost cýesertèd; there was only one figure

in sight, a tall man àrawing nearer. There was
No. , where he had left Beth at the -door. H- e
had just passed a few'more doors when a familiar
voice startled hint. It was Arthûr Grafton'.
Clarence felt ill at ease for a moment, but
Arthur's tone was so kind dispelled 4 his em-

barrassment. They talked for a few moments,
then parted; and Clarence, looking back a

moment later, saw Arthur ring the bell at
Beth's boardl«ùg-place. A peculiar look, almost

a sneer, crossed his face for a moment.
c' Ah> he is going in to spend the evening with

his beloved," he thought.
And Clarence resolved, then and ther-è. n'ot to

call on Beth the following day, as he had in-
tended.

But Arthur proceeded absenU to, the room/ y
Marie had formerly occupied,,without the slight-
est idea that Beth had lived in the house with

him nearly two months. It wa's strange, but
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though he had seen all the other girls in the
house he had never seen Beth. He had not en-

quired her address, the year before, not wishing
to know. He wished to have nothing to do with
Clarence Mayfairs promised wife. She was
nothing to, him. Should he encourage the love

he felt for another's wife Nol He had loved
with all the strengthbf that love that comes

but once to, any human heart, and he had suf-
fered as only the strong and silent can suffer;
but he had resolved to bury his pain, and -it

had given his face a sterner 1 ook. So he lay
down to rest thit night all unconscious that

Beth was in the room just overhead; that he
hud hqard - her footsteps daily, even listened to

her humming little airs to unrecognizable tunes;
but the sight of Clarence'Mayfair had aroused
the past, and he did not sleep bill late.

The following afternoon, as Beth sat studying
in her room, after lectures, she, heard a faint
tap at her door, a timid knock that in some
way seemed to appeal strangely to her. She
opened the door-and there stood Marie In
the fSst moment of her surprise Beth forgot

everything that had separated them, and threw
both arms about her in the old child-like way.

She seated her in the rocker by the window and
they talked of various things for a while, but
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Beth noticed, now and then, an uneasy look in
her eyes.

She has come to tell me she is going to
marry Clarence, and she finds it difficult, poor

girl, thought Beth, with a heart full of
sympathy.

Bethy" said Marie at last, " 1 -have wronged
you. I have come here to ask you to forgive ùle."

Beth belonged to the kind of people who are
always silent in emergencies, so she only lookecI

at her with her great tender eyes, in whieh
there was no trace of resentment.

«'I came between you and Clarence Mayfair.
He never loved me. It was onI a fancy. 1
amused and interested him, I suppose. That
was all. He is true to you in -the de ths- of hisp

heart Beth. It wa-s my fault-all my fault
He never loved me. It was you he loved, but 1
encouraged him. It was wrong, I know."

Something seemed to choke her for a moment.
Will you forgive me, Beth ? Can"you ever

forgive
She was leaning forward gracefully, her fur

cape falling back from her shoulders and her-
dark eyes full ôf tears.

Beth threw both arms about her old
friend tenderly, forgetting all, the bitter

thoughts she had once hact
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Oh. Marie, dear, 1 love you-1 love you still.-
Of course 1 forgive you.'-

Then Beth told her all the story of the past,
and of that night when she had learned that
Clarence did not love her, of her wounded

vanity, her mistaken belief in the genuineness
of her own love for him, and her gradual

awakening to the fact that it was not love after
all. ?1o

Then it wasn't Mr. Grafton at all who made
the trouble?" interrupted Marie.

Mr. Grafton? Why, no". What could he
have to, do with it ?"

ce Oh nothing. We thoucsht, at least Clarence
thought, he made the trouble."

Beth -looked mystified, but Marie only con-
tinued in a softened tone:

I am- afraid you don't know your own heart,
dear Beth. You will come together again, and ýP.
all will be forgotten."

No, Marie, never The-past w-asfolly. All
is better as it is.»

A paï-ned look thaît Beth ëould not fathom
drifted- across Marie's brow. You think so
now, but you will change," she said.

A knock at the door interrupted them just
then, as Mrs. Owen announeed, a friend of
Beth's.
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Marie kissed her gently.
Good-bye, Beth," she said in her sweet low

voice, and there was a tender sadness in her
dark eyes. Beth did not know its meaning at
the time but a day was comin ' when she
would know.

Beth saw nothing more of Clarence during
his few days in the city. She wondered some-
times if Marie had seen him, but though they

saw eac)i other occasionally during the rest of
the winter, neither of them mentioned his name.

That week had seemed eventful. in Beth's
eyes, but-it was more eventful even than she

thought. The following Sathrday, after téa, as
Beth and Mabel Clayton were going back

upstairs, Beth hùd seated Mabel by force on the
first step of the second flight to tell her some

funny little story. Beth was in one of her
merry moods that night. Beth was not a wit,
but she had her vein of mirth, and the girls
used to s'ay she was growing livelièr every day.

'The gas was not lighted ifi the hall, but Beth
had left her door open and the light shone out
on the head of the stairs. A moment later they
started up with their arms about each other's
waist.

Oh, Beth, I left that note-bol6k down seairs.
Wait, III biing it up to you."
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Beth waited, standing in the light as her
friend scampered down again. She heard the

door of Marie's old room open, and a tall man
steppeà into the hall, but a-s it was dark below

she couid--not see his face. She wondered,
though, why he st«)d so still, and she had a

consciousness that someone was looking at her,
Arthur -Grafton-for it was he-stood for a

moment as if stunned. There she'was-Beth
Woodburn 1 The woman'_ Ue-hush 1 Clarence

Mayfair's promised wifé 1 She looked even
beautiful as she stood there in the light, with a
smile on her -face and a pure white chrys-
anthemum àt her throat.

"You needn't hurry so, Mabel dear. I eau
wait," she said as her friend approached.

It was over a 4year since he had heard that
voice, and he had tried to believe his heart was

deadened to its influence; but now to-night, at
the first sound, it thrilled him again with its
old-time music. A moment later she closed-her
door and the hall was dark, and his heart began

to beat faster now that he grasped the truth.
He-turned again to his room, filled with the soft
radiànee-of",\inoonlÎght. He lèaned back in his

study chair, his eyes closed; he could hear -the
students of St. Michael's chanting an evening
hymn, and an oSasional cab rattled past in the
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street bélow. He noted it as we note all little
details in our moments ôf bigh excitement.
Then a smile gradually lighted up his face. Oh,

î sweet love! For one meïnent it seemed tobe
mastering him. She was there. Hark 1 Was

that her footstep overhead ? Oh, to be near
her-to, touch her hand just once 1

Then a stern, dark frown settled on his brow.
He rose and paced the room with a sort of
frenzied step. What is she to you-Clarence,'
Ma'fair's promised wife? Arthur Grafton,
what is -she to you ? Oh, that love,- deep and
passionate, Ahat cÔmes to us but once That

hbart-cry of a strong soffl for the one being it
has enshrined 1 Sometimes it is gratified and

bears in after years its fruits, whether sweet or
bitter; or. aorain, it is crushed -blighted in one
moment, perhaps-and we go forth/ as usual
trying to smile, and the world nevèr knows,

never dreanis. A few years pass and our hearts
grow numb to the pain, and we say we have for-

gotten -. that love can grow "éold. Cold ? Yes;
but the cold ash s will lie there in the heart-
the dust of our ead ideal Would sueh a fate

be Arthur's 2 'o. There was no room in that
great pulsing 1 eart cýf'hisfor anything that was

cold-no room for the chill of forgetfulness.
Strive as he might, he kn'ew he could never forget.
What then remained ? Even in that hour a
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holier radiance lighted his brow. Strong tô
bear the burdens and -sorrows of others, he had

learned to, cast all his care upoia One who had
never forsaken him-even his unrequited love.

He laid it on the altar of his God, to bloom
afresh, a beauteous gower transplanted by the
River of Liîe, beyond the blight- of env3ý
and of care-beyond, yet near enough to earth toi
scatter its frac-rance inbles'ingsdown upon the
head of her whom he-loved 1 Dare he say that
word ? Yes, in a sweeter, holier sense than
before, as one might love the beings "of another

world. His face was quite calm as he'turn'ed en
the light to resume his studies, but before begin-
ning his work he looked a little sadly around the
room. Yes, he had spent pleasant hours there,
but he must leave, now. It was better that the'
same roof should not shelter them both: He

didnot wish to see Beth Woodburn again; and
he just remembered that a friénd of his was
going to vacate a room on the other side of the
park. He would take it early next week.

It was a week later, one afternoon, j ust before
tea, that Beth and Mabel Clayton *ere sitfinom

in the drawing-room with Mrs. Owen.
«I Do ou know any of the girls over at the
college who would like to get a room, Miss

Clayton .2
No but I might find some one,"
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Mr. Grafton has moved out of his room for
some reason, I don't know what.'

Mr. whom did ou sayl " asked Beth.
Mr. Grafton. Did you know him ? A tall,

dark fellow 1 Goes to Victoria. Quite good-
looking 1 "

Why, surely, ean -it be Arthur Grafton!
That's just who it is! Why, how funny w'e
never met each other coming in and out!

Did you know him, Beth ? " asked Mabel.
I met him once or twiee in the halls, but i

didn't know you knew him."
Yes, I have known him ever sinee we were

children."
"Oh, -then you have heard him play," said

Mrs. Owens. He played for us Thanksgiving
eve. He's a splendid inusician."

Beth felt just a tinge of disappointment that
night as she passed the closed door of the room
Arthur had occupied. She wondered why he
ne'ver tried to find her. It was unkind of h*m
to break the old friendship so, coldly. It was not
her fault she could not love him, she thought.
She could never, never do that 1 In fact, she
did not believe she would ever love any man.

Some people are not made for marnage, and
I think I'm one of -them." And Beth sighed
faintly and fenl asleep.
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DEATH.

CHAPTER X.

DEA TH.

CHRISTMAs EviE. and Beth was hoin(> for her'
two weeks' holidays. lt was just after tea, and

she arid her father thouglit the parlor decidedly
cosy, with the curtains drawn and the candles
flaming among the holly over the mantel-piece.

1 t seemed all the cosier because of the storm that
racped without. The sleet was beating against

the pane, and the wind came howling across the
fields. Beth parted the curtains once, and
peeped out at the snow-wreaths whirling and
cireling round.

" Dear 1 such a storm I am glad you're not
out to-night, daddy."

Beth came back to the fire-side, and passed
her father a plate of fruit-cake she had made
fierself.

cc Its toQ fre:i_ýh tg be good, but you mustn't
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find any fault. Just eat every bit of it down.
Oh) Kitty, stop!

They had been crackinj walnuts on the
hearth-rug, and Beth's pet itten was amusing
itself by scattering the shells over the èarpet.

Beth sat down on the footstool à her father's
feet.

You look well after your fall's work, Beth;
hard study doesn't seem to hurt you."

believe it a rees with me father."
-Did you see much of Arthur while you were

in Toronto., Beth ? I was hoping you would
bring him home for the Christmas holidays"'

No, 1 never saw him once."
Ne ver saw him once 1

He looked at her a little stern'ly.
Beth, what ils the niatter between ou andy

Arthur-?
Ding 1 The old door-bell sounded. Beth

drooped her head, but the bell had attracted her
fathers attention, and Aunt Prudence thrust her
head into the parlor in her unceremonious way.

Doctor, that Brown fellow, by the mill, is
WUSS)an' his wife' tookdown, too. They think

he's dyin."
Oh, daddy, I ean't let you gb out into this

dreadful storm. Let me go with you."
Nonsense, childl I must go. It's a matter
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of life and'death, perhaps. Help me on with
my coat, daughter, please. I've been, out in

worse storms than this."
Beth thought her father looked so brave and

noble in that big otter overcoat, and his long
white beard flowing down. She opened the
door for him and the hall light shone out into
the snow. She shuddered as she saw him

staorgering in the wind and sleet, then went back
into the parlor. It seemed lonely there, and she
went on to, the kitchen, where Aunt Prudence
wu elbow-deep in pastry. A kitchen is always
a cheerful place at Christmas tiine. Beth's

feàr-s seemed quieted, anâ she went back to, the
parlor to fix another branch ,of holly about a

picture. Dingi- Was any one else -sick, she
wondered, as she went to answer the bell. She
opened the -door, and there stood Mrs. Per

It was really she, looking so frail a in
AI

her furs.
ar ý&t ar yo

«I Why, May, dear ait are you doing out
in this storm ? Ïkî

Oh I'm nearly half dead, Beth." She tried
to , but the attempt was not exactly a

Bethý -took her in to the fire, removed her
wraps, all matted with snow, and called to Aunt
Prudence for some hot tea.
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Is your father out to* night, Beth ? asked
May.

Yes, he went away out to the Browns'. > But
wherever have you been

1 ve been taking sorne Christmas things to a
poor family about two miles out in the coun-

try, and I didn't think the storm, so very bad
when I started-* but I'm like the Irishman with

his ehildren, I'v.e 'moren I want'-of sleet, ýtt
any rate. Walter i's away, to-night, you know."

'cMr. Perth away 1 Where ?
cc Oh. he went to Simeoe. He has two wed-
dings. They are friends of ours, an'd we didn't

like to refuse. Bu, t it',s mean, though," she con-
tinued, with a sweet, affected little pout; " he'Il
not get back till afternoon, and it's Christmas,
too."

Oh, May dear, you'Il just stay right here
with us -to-niglit, and for dinner to-inorrow.

Isn't that just fine 1 Beth was dancing aréund
r in child-like glee. Mrs. Perth accepted,

smilin at her pleasure; and they sat on the
couch, chatting.

Did you say Dr. Woodbu'rn had gone to the
Browns'.'-'

Yes, Mrs. Brown-is sick, too."
Oh, isn't it dreadful ? They're'so poor, too.

I don't believe they've a decent bed in the
house."
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]Eight! There, the elock just, ruck. Father Ille

OuLYM to be back. It was only a little after si
when he went out."

She looked anxiously at the drawn curtains,
but the sleet beating harder and liarder upon
*è pane was her only answer.

There he is now she- cried, as a step, en-
tered the hall, and she rushed to meet him.

"-Oh, daddy, dear-why, fathèr!
Her voice changed to wonderand fear. His -

overcoat was gone and he seemed a mass of ice
and snow. His beard was frozen toorether; his
breath came with a thick, husky. sound, and'he
looked so pale and exhausted. She led him to Cr
the fireand beoman removing his icy garments.

She was too frichtened. to, be of much use, but
May's thoughtful. self was flitting quietly around,

preparing a hot drink and seeing that the bed
was ready. I-le could not speak for a few

minutes, and then it was only brokenly.
Poor creatures! She had nothing over her

but a thin quilt, and the snow blowing through
the -cracks ; and 1 just took off my coat-and

Put it over her. I thought I coùld stand it."
Beth understoýd it now. He had d iiven

home, all that long way, fiteing the storm, after
taking off his warm fur overcôat, and he was
just recovering from a severe cough, too. She

b
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trembled for its effect upon him. - It went to.
her heart to hear his husky breathing as he sat

there trembling before the fire. They got him,,
to bed soon, and Aunt Prudence tramped through,

the storm for Dr. Mackay, the young doctor
who had started up on the other 'side of the

town. He came at once, and looked gmve after
he had made a careful examination. There had'

I;een sometrouble with the heart setting in, and'
the excitement of his adventure in the-storm

-hàd-aggrîàýàtéd-iC. -Éýthrememb6red his having
trouble of that sort once before, and shé thought
she read danger in-Dr. Mackay's face.

ThatfWas a long, strange niaht to Beth as she
sat1here alone by her father's bedside. He did
nQý'sleep, his breathing seemed so c4fficult.' She
had never seen him, look like that before-so
weak and helpless, his silvery hair falling baek

from. his brow, his cheeks flushed, but not with
health. He said nothing, but he looked at her
with a pitying look sometimes. What dict it all
mean ? Where would it end ? She gave him

his medicine fýom' hour to hoi:ý« The sleet beat
on thé window ý and the heavy t* king of - the

clock, in the intervals of the sto sounded like
approaching footsteps. The 'nà roared, and
the old shutter creaked uneas* y. The husky

breathing continued by her si reain the hours
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grew longer. Oh, for the morning What
would the morrow bring? She had promised

May to awaken her at three 0 clock, but she
looked so serene sleepinom with a smile on her

lips, that Beth only kissed her softl and wenty
back to, her place. Her father had fallen asleep,
and iLwas an hour later that she heard a gentle

step beside her, and May looked at her reproach-
fully. She went to her room. and left May to

watch. There was abox on her table that her
father had left before- he went out that evening,
and then she remembered that it was Christmas

morning. Christmas morning 1 There was a
handsome leather-bound Bible and a gold watch

with a tiny diamond set in the back. She had
a choked feeling as she la down, but she wasy

so exhausted she soon slept. It was late in the
eýKmorninom when she awoke, and May did not tell 5-ruPili"

her of her father's fainting spell. Aunt Pru- LLP

dence was to sit up- that niglit. The dear old
housekeeper! How kind she was, Beth thought

She had often been amused at the quaint, old-
fashioned creature. But she was a kind old soul,
in spite of her occasional, sharp words.

Dr. Woodburn continued about the same all
the following day, saving that he slept more,
The next day was Sunday, and Beth slept a
little in the afternoon. When she awakened 'ý
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she heard Dr. Mackay going down the hall, and
May came in to take her in her arms and kiss
her. She sat down on the bed beside Beth, with

tears in her beautiful eyes. _
'« Beth, your father has been such a good man.

He has done so mkeh'. If God should-call him'
home to his reward, would you-would you
refuse to give him up?

Beth laid her head on May's shoulder, sobbinom.
<, Oh, May-is it-death ? " she asked, in a

hoarse whisper.
'"I fear so dear."
Beth wept lone, and May let her grief noxe its

way for a whilethen drew her nearer to her heart.
If Jesus comes for him, will you say'no'?
His will be done," she answered, when she

grew calmer.
The next day law-yer Graham came and stayed

with Dr. Woodburn some time, and Beth knew
that all hope was past, but she wore a cheerful

smile in her father Ip s presence during the few
days that followed-bright winter days, with
sunshine and deep snow. The»jingle of sleigh-
bells and the sound of merry voices passed in
the street below as she listened to, the labored

bréathing at her side. It was the last day of
the year that he raised his hand and smoothed
her hair in his cild-time way.
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Beth) I am honie. You have been a
crood daughter-my one great joy. God bless

you, my child." He paused a moment. «'You
will have to, teachand I think you had better'

Aigo back to college soon. You'Il not miss me fl
so much when you're working." 4

Beth pressed back her tears as she kissed him li-14 ;,wai
silently, and he soon fell asleep. She went to

the window and looked out on it*all-the clear,
cold night sky with its myriads of stars, the

brightly lighted windows aiid the snow-covered
roofs of the town on the hill-slope, and the Erie,
a frozen line of ice in the distant moonlight.
The town seemed unusually bright wiîth lights, lit
for it was the gay season of the year. And,
ohy if she but dared to give vent -to that sob

fil,rising in lier throat! She turned to the sleeper
again; a little later lie opened his eyes with a

bright smile.
In the everlastin arms,' he whispered

faintly, then pointed to a picture of Arthur on
the table. Beth brought it to him. He looked

at it tenderly, then gave it back to, lier. He
tried to say something, and she bent over him

to catch the words, but all was silerrt.ýere; his
eyes were closed, his lips set in a smile. Her

head sank upon his breast. Papa' .1 " she cried.
No answer, not even the sound of heart-
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beats. There was a noiseless step, ýat her side,
and she fell back, unconscious, into Mays--rms.

When she came to again she was in her own
room, and Mr. Perth was by her side. Then -the
sense of her loss swept over her, and he let her
grief h4ve its way for a while.

«' My child," he said at lasL, bending over her.
How those, two words soothed her! He talked
t6ler tenderly for a little while, and she looked
much calmer when May came back.

But the strain had been too-much for her, and
she was quite ill all the next day. She lay

listening to the strange footsteps eoming and
goinop in the halls, for everyone came to take a
last look at one whom all loved and honored.
There waç; the old woman whom he bad helped
and encouraged, hobbling on her cane to, give
him a last look and blessing; there was the poor
man whose children he had attended free of
charge, the hand of whose dying boy he had

held; there was the little ragged girl, who
looked up through her tears and said, «'He'w&

good to me!) Then came the saddest moment
Beth had ever known, when they led her down
for the last timé to his side. She scarcely saw
the crowded room, the flowers that were strewn
everywhere.

It was all over. The lut words were'said,
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and they led her out to the carnage. The aun
wu ](>w in the west that afternoon when thýe
Perths took her to the parsonage-----ý' home to the

jq 1 ï;ý
parsona as she always said after that. Aunt
Prudence came to bid her good-bye before she
went away to live with her married sonand Beth

n9ver realized before how much she loved the
--- dear old mature who hacl watched over her from,

her childhood. Just once before she returned to
college she went back to look at the old home,

with its shutters elosed and the snow-drifts on its
walks. She had thought her future was to be

spent there, aùd now where would her path bý
guideà

Thou knowest, Lord,"' she said faintly.
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CHAPTER XI.

LOVE.

IN the soft-flush. of the following spring Beth
returned to the parsonage at Briarsfield. It was
so nicè to see the open country again after the
city streets. Mr. Perth met her at the station
just as the sun was setting, and there was a
eurious smile on his face. He was a little silent
on the way home, as if he had somethiiig on his
mind; but evidently it was nothing unpleasant.

The parsonage seemed hidden among the apple-
blossoms, and Mrs. Perth came down the walk
to meet them, looking so fair and smiling, and

why-she had something white in her arms!
Beth bounded forward to meet her.

Why, May, where did you-whose baby ?
asked Beth, breathless and smiling.

" Who does she look like ?
The likeness to May Perth on the little one-

month-old face was unmistakable.



You naughty puss, why didn't you tell me
when you wrote ?

Been keeping it to surprise youl said Mr.
Perth. Handsorne baby, isn't it ? Just like
her mother

What are you going to call her ?
Beth." And May kissed her fondly as she

led her in.
What a pleasant week that was! Life may

be somewbat desert-like, but there is man a
sweet little oasis where we can rest in the sha-de

by the rippling water, with the flowers and the
birds about us.

One afternoon Beth went out for a stroll by
herself down toward the lake, and past the old
Mayfair home. The family were still in Europe,

and the place, she heard, was to be sold. The
afternoon sunshine was beating on the closed

shutters, the grass was knee-deep on the lawn
and terraces, and the weeds grew tall in the

flower-beds.- Deserted and silent 1 Silent as
that put she had buried in her soul. Silent
as those fixst throbs of her child-heart that she
had once fancied meant love.

That evening she and May satby the window
w the sunset cast its glories over the lake,
a great, isheet of flame, softened by a wrapping
of thin purplish cloud, like some lives, struggling,

la04
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fiery, triumphant, but half hidden by this lfazy
veil of mortality.

«'Are you going to write another - story,
Beth ? "

cc Yes) I thought one out last fall. I shall
write it as soon as I am rested."

What is it-a love story '? " *
Yes, it's natural to me to write of love; and

yet-I have nevei been seriously in love."
May laughed softly.' &
"Do you know, I am beginning to long to love

truly. I want to taste the deep of life, even if
it brings me pain."à It was' a momentary restlessness, and she re-

called thdse words before long.
Mr. Perth joined them just then. He was

going away for a week's holiday on the follow-
ing day

cc 1 suppose you have a supply for Suàday,"
said Mrs. Perth.

" Yes., 1 have. I think heIl be a very good
one. ]Efe*s a volun'teer missionary."

" Where is he going ? " asked Beth.
" I dont know."
'« I should like to meet him," und Beth paused

before she continued, in a quiet tone, «« I am
going to be a missionary myself.'-

Beth exclaimed Mrs. Perth.



thought you were planning this, said
Mr. Perth.

«'Thought so ? How coluld you tell ? " asked
Beth. ý

" I saw it working in your mind. 1 You are
easily read. Where are you going ? "

ý"I haven't decided yet. I only just decided-
to go lately-one Sunday afternoon this spring.
I used to, hate the idea."

Perhaps it was this, little talk that made her
think of Arthur agrain that night. Why had he
never sent her one line, one word of sympathy
in her sorrow ? He was very unkind, when her

father had loved him. so. Was that what love
meant ?

The supply did not stay at the parsonage, and
Beth did not even ask his name, as she supposed

it would, be unfamiliar to her. The old ehurch
seemed so home-like that ý Sunday. The first

sacred notes echoed softly down the aisles; the
choir took their places; then there was a
moment% solemn hus -and Arthur! Why,

that was, Arthur going p into the pulpit1 She
could, hardly repress a cry of surprise. For the
moment she forgot, all her coldness and indiffer-

ence, and looked at, him, intently. He seemed
changed, somehow; he was, a trifle paler, but

there was a delicate, fineness about him she had

127LOVE.
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never seen before, particularly in his eyes, a
mystery of pain and sweetness, blended and

ripened into a more perfect manhood. Was
it because Arthur preached that sermon she
thought it so grand? No, everybody seemed
touched. And this was the small boy who -

had gone hazel-nutting with ber, who had
heard ber geography, and, bapefoot, carried

ber through the brook. But that was long,
long ago. They had changed since then. Be-
fore she realized ýt, the service was over, and
the people were streaming through the door-

way where Arthur stood shaking hands with
the acquaintances of his childhood. There
was a soothed, calm, expression on Beth's brow,

and ber eyes met Arthur's as h, týuched ber
hand. May thougllt- she seemed a trifle sub-
dued that day, especially toward evening. Beth
had a sort of feeling that night that she would
have been content to sit -there at thé church

window for all time. There was a border of
white IiIies about the altar., a sprinkling of
early stars in the evening sky; solemn hush
and sacred music within, and the cry of some
stray night-bird without. There were genis
of poetry in that sermon, too ; little, gleanings

from naturè here and theré. Then she remem-
bered how she had once said Arthur had not an
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artist-soul. Was she, mistaken? Was he one
of those men who burý their sentiments under
the practical duties of every-day life? Per-e
haps so.

The next day she and May sat talking on the
sofa by the window.

" Don't you think, May, I should make a mis-
take if 1 married a man who had no taste for
literature and art?"

" Yes, 1 do. I believe in the old German
proverb, 'Let like and lîke mate together."'ý

Was that a shadow crossed Beth's face?
si But, whatever you. do, Beth, ldon't marry a

man who is all moonshine. A man may be
literary in his tastes and yet not be devoted to
a literary life. I think the greatest genius is'

sometimes silent; but, even when silent, he
inspires'-others to, climb, the heights that duty

forbade him to climb himself."
'ý'You've deep thoughts in your little head,
May." And Beth bent over, in lover-like fashion,

to, kiss the little white hand, but May had
dropped into one of her light-hearted, baby

moods, and playfully withdrew it.
«'Don't go mooninglikethat, kissing my

dirty hUle hands! One would think you had
been falling in love!)

Beth went for another etroll that evening.

Mil

L'il

lit
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She walked past thedear old house on the hill-
top. The shutters were no longer closed; last .

summers flowers were blooming again by the
pathway.; strange children stopped their play

to, look at her as she pased, and there were
sounds of mirth and mu'ic within. Yc%, that
was the old home--home no longer now 1 Th-éÎe

was her own old window, the white roses
drooping about it in the early dew.

Oh, papa 1 papa! look down on your little
Beth 1 These words were in her éyes as she
lifted them to the evening sky, her tears falling
silently.,, She was following th& old path by

the road-:side, where she used to go for the milk
every evening, when'a firm step sbartléd her.

Arthur 1 Good evening. * I'm so glad to see
you again..

She looked beautiful for a moment, with the
tears hancing from her- lashes, and the smile on

her face.
'« I called to see you at theparsQnagý-e, but you

were just going up the reet, so 1 thought I
might be pardo ng- too.

!ýeýr comi
They were --ilent for a few moments. It was

--so like old times to be walking there together.
The early stars shone faintly;, but the elouds
were still pink in the west; not a leaf stir±ed,
-not a breath; no sound save a night-bird caffing
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to its mate in the pine-wood onder, and they IV
bleat of lambs in the distance. Presently

AFthur broke'the silence with sweet, tender
words ôf sorrow for her loss.

1 should have written to you if I had known, leu"
butý I was sick in the hospital, and 1 didn't

Sick ïn the hospital Why, Arthur, ha,**re
you been ill What was the matter?

«'A light typhoid fever. I 'went to the
Wesleyan College, at Montreal, after that, so 1
didn't even know you 1,had come back to collegý:"

To the Wesleyan ? I thought you were so
attached to-Victoria! Whatever mad ou

9-11\Y
leave it, Arthur ?

He flushed slightly, aiid evaded her question.
«'Do you know, it was so funny, Aàýur, you

roomed in the very house where I boarded last
fall, and I never knew a thing abbut it till
afterward ? Wasn't it odd we didn't meet ?

Again he made some evasive reply, and she
had an odd sensation, as of something cold pass-
ing between them. He suddenly became formal,
and they turned back again'at thé bridge where--,
they used to, sit fishing, and where Beth never

caught anything ýust like a girl); they always
went to -Arthues hook. The two forgot their

coldnew as they walked back, and Beth was
,pointed, that Arthur b4d an enga' ment

AI
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and could not come in. They lingered a
moment at the gate as he bade her good-night.
A delicate thrill, a something sweet and new
and strange, possessed her as he pressed her

hand! Their eyes met for a moment.
Good-bye for to-night, Beth."

May was isinging a soft lullaby as she came
up the walk. Only a moment 1 Yet whàt a

revelation a moment may bring ýo these hearts
of ours A look, a touch, and something live
is throbbing within! We cannot speak it. Weàt
dare pot name it. For, oh, lush, 'tis a sacred
hour in a woman's life.

Beth went straight t'O her room, and sat by the
open window in the star-light. Some boys were

N*.sing-ing an old Scotch ballad as they passed n
the street below; the moon was rising silvery
above the blue Erie; the white petals of apple-
blossoms floated downward in the nightair, and
in ît all she saw but one face-a face witli great,

dark, tender eyes, that soothed her with their
silence. Soothed ? Ah, yes She felt like a

babe td- ght, cradled in the arms of something,
she knew not what-something holy, eternal and

calm. And thi8 was love. She had craved it
-often-wondered how it would come to her-
and it was just Arthur, after all, her childhood's

friend, Arthur-but yet how changed 1 He was
j i
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not the same. Sheý felt it dimly. The Arthur
of her girlhood was gone. They were man and

woman now. She had not known this. Arthur
as lhe was now. A veil seemed to have been

suddenly drawn from his face, and she ý saw iný
him-her ideal. Theore were tears in her eyes
as she gazed heavenward. She had thought to
journey to heathen lands alone, single-handed to,

fight the battle, and now-«'Arthur-Arthur!
she called in a sôft, sweet whisper as she drooped

her smiling face. What mattered all her blind
shilly-shally fancies about his nature not being
poetic ? There was more poetry buried in that
heart of his than she had ever dreamed. cc I
can never, never marry Arthur 1 " she had often
told herself. She laughed now as she thought of

it, and it was-late before she slept, for she seemed
to see those eyes looking at her in the dark-

ness-so familiar, yet so new and changed! She
awoke for a moment in the grey lîght just

before dawn, and she could see him still; her
hand yet thrilled fro;m his touch. She heard
the hoarse e whistle of a steamer on the lake ;
the rooks were cawing in the elm-tree over the
roof, and she fell asleep again.

cl Good-morning, Rip Van Winkle," said May,
when she entered the breakfast-room.

,"Why, is that clock-just look at the timel
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I forgot to wind my watch lut night, and I
hadn't the faintest idea what time it wu when' I

got up this morning!
ecGood-bye for to- t, Beth," he had said,

-morrow mo
and he was going awaý to g, so
he( would surely come to-day. No wondershe
went about with an absent mille on her face, and

did everything in the criaziest possible way. It
was so precious, this newly-found secret of hers

She knew her own heart now. There was no
possibility of her misunderstanding hemelf in the
future. The aftemoon was wearing away, and
she sat waiting and listening. Ding 1 No, thgt
was only a beggar-woman at the door. Ding,
again Yes, that wm Arthur 1 Then she grew

frightened. How could she look into his eyes ?
He would read her secret there. He sat down
before her, and, a formal coldness seemed to

paralyze them both.
I have come to bid you good-bye, Miss

Woodburn
Miss Woodburn 1 He had never called her

that before. How cold his voice sounded in her
ears

"Are you going back to Victoria College,
she aaked.

«« No, to the Wealeyan. Are you going to
spend your summer in Briarsfield
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69 Most of it. I am going back to Toronto
for a week or twobefore 'Varsity opens. My
friend Miss de Vere is staying with some friends
there. She is ill and-»Iq-$p
ý"' Do you still call her your friend ? " he inter-
rupted, with a sarSstic smile.

«" Why, yes! "' she answered wonderingly,
never dreaming that he had witnessed that same
scene in the Mayfair home.

"' You are faithful, Beth," he said, looking
graver. Then he talked steadily of things in
which neither of them had any interest. How
cold and iinnatural it all was! Beth longed to
give way to tears. In a few minutes he rose to
go. He was going 1 Arthur was going 1 She
dared not look into his face as he touched, her
hand coldly.
,ý'Good-bye, Miss Woodburn. I wish you

every succeséci next winter."
She went back to the parlor and watched him

-under the apple trees, white with blossom,
through the gate, past the old church, around
the corner-he was gone! The clock ticked
away m the long, silent parlor; the sunshine

slept on the gram outside; the butterffies were
flïtting from flower to flower, and laughing
voies passed in the street, but her heart was
strangely still. A numb, voiceless pain 1 What

eAf
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did. it mean Rad Arthur changed Once he
had loved her. God have pity 1 " her white

lips murmured. And yet that look, that
touch last night-...-what did it mean ? What
folly after all 1 A', touch, a smile, and she had

woven her fond hopes together. Foolish
woman-heart, building" her palace on the sands

for next day's tide to sweep away 1 Yet how
happy she had been lut night! A thrill, a
throb, a dream, of bliss; crushed now, all but
the memory 1 The y*ear's might7 bury.it all in
silence, but she coulti never, never forget She
had laid her plans for life, swý e. unselfish plans
for uplÏfting hüman-- lives. 'Strange lands,

strange §cenes, strange faces would surround,
her. She would toil and f3mile on others, Il but

oh, Arthur, Arthur-"
All through the long ho. urs of that night shé

lay watching - she could not sleep. Arthur was
still near, the same Mlle surrounding them both.

The stars were shining and the hoam whistle
of- the steamers rent the night. Perhape they-
would never., be sg -near again. - Would they

ever meet, she wondered, #j Perhaps not 1 An-
other year, and te would be gone far acrom the1ýe4

seas, and then, Il Good-bye, Arthur 1 G ood-bye 1
God be with you i

0.- 4W

1
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CHAPTER XII.

FA RE WELL.

BETa"s summer at Briarsfield parsonage
passed quietly and sweetly. She had seemed
a little sad at first, and May, with her woman'a
instinct, ad more of her story than she4r

thought, but - she said nothing, though she
doubled her little loving attentions. The love
of woman for woman is passingsweet.

But let us look at Beth as she sité in the
shadow of the treS in the parsonage garden.

It waï late in August, and Beth wu waiting
for May to come out. Do you remember the
first time we mw her in the abadow of the trees
on the lawn at home ? It is' only a little over
two years ago, but yet h6k much she has

changedi You would hardI& recognize the
girl in that geatle,,-eweet-faced lýdy

in her dark mourningr dress. The old gloom
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had drifted from her brow, and in its place was
sunlight, not tÈe sufflight of one who bad never
knowù suffering, but the gentler, sweeter ligU
of one who had ýtriumphed over'it. It was a
face that would have attracted you, that would
have attracted everyone, in fact, £rom the black-

gowned college professor to the small. urchin
shouting in the street. To the rejoicing it said,

Let me laugh with you, for life is aweet; " to
the sorrowing, "- I understand, I have t4uffered,
too. I know what you feel." Just then her
sweet eyes were raised to heaven in holy
thought, " Dear heavenly Father, thou knowest
everything-how I loved him. Thy will be

done. Oh, Jesus, my tender One, thou art so
sweet! Thou dost understand my woman's
heart and satisfy even its sweet longings.
Resting in Thy sweet presence what matter
life's sorrows 1

She did not notice the lattice gate open and
a slender, fair-haired man pause just inside to

watch her. It was Clarence Mayfair. There
was a touching expression on his face as he

looked at her. Yes, she was beautiful, he
thought. It was nbt adream, the face that he

had carried in his soul since that Sunday night
last fall. Beth Woodburn was beautiful. She
waa a woman now. She *as only a child when

k1z
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they played their little drama of love there in
Briapfield. The play was past now; he loved
her as a man can love but one woman. And
now-a ahadow crossecI his face-perhaps it
wais too late!

"Clarence exclaimed Beth, as he advanced.,
I'm glad to, see you." And she held out her

hand with an air of graceful dignity.
'You have come back to visit Briarsfield, I

suppose. I was , so surprised to, see you," she
continued.
«'Yes, I am staying at Mr. Graham's."

She noticed as he talked that he looked
healthier, stronger and more manly. Altogether

she thought him improveci. 1
«'Your father and mother are still in England,

I suppose," said she.
«I Yes, they intend to stay with their relatives

tbis winter. As for me, I shall go back to,
'Varsity and finish my course"96 Oh, are you going to, téazh ?

«"Yes; there's nothing elise before me," he
answered, in a discouraged tone.

She understood. She had heard of his father's
losses, and, what g-rieved her still m'ore, she had
heard that Clarence was turning out a literary
failure. Re had talent, but he had not the fresh;
origmal genIýuS that this age of competition
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demands. Poor Clarence! She was sorry for
him.

cc You have been all summer in Briarsfield ?
he asked. 14

c« Yes, but I am going to Toronto to-morrow
morning."

«« Yes, I know. Miss de Vere told me she had
sent for you."

Oh, you. have seen her then
«Yes, I saw her yesterday. Poor girl, she'11 not

la-st long. Consumption has killed all the family."
Beth wondered if he loved Marie, and she

looked at himwith. her gentle., sympathetie eyes.
He caught her look and winced under it. She

gazed away at theglimpse of lake between the
village roofs for a moment.

«c Beth, have you forgotten the past he
aaked, in a voice abrupt but entle.9

She started. She had néver seen his face look
so expressive. The tears rose to her eyes as she

drooped her -flushing face.
«c No, I have not forgottenp»
'I Beth, I did not love you then; I did not
know what love meant-"
cc Oh, don't, speak of it! It would have been

a terrible mistake!
But, Beth, can you never forgive the past

I love you now-I have loved you since---ý'
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« Oh, hush, Clarence! You mu8t not speak of
love!" And she buried her face in her hands
and sobbed a moment, then leaned forward

iil*Lhtlv toward him, a 'tender look in her
eyes.

I love- another," she said, in a low gentle
voice.

He shielded his eyes for a moment with his
fî,ir,..delicate hand. It was a bard moment for

them, both.
am so sorry, Clarence. I know what you

feeL I am sorry we ever met."
He looked at her- with a smile on his saddened

face.
«" I feared it was so; but I had râther love

you in vain than to win the love of any other
woman. Good-bye, Beth!)

" Good-bye."
He lingered a moment as he touched her hand

in fareweIL
", God bless you,," she said, softly.
He crossed ýthe garden in the sun hine, and

she sat watching the fleerY clouds and snatches
ôf lake between the roofs. Poor Clarence! Did

love mean to, him what it meant to her ? Ahy
yes 1 she had wen the pain n on his brow.
Poor Clarence! That night she craved a bless-
0 upon as she knelt beside her bed. Just
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then he was wanderin about the weed-grown
lawns of his father's house, which looked more
desolate than ever in the light of the full moon.

It was to be sold thé following spnng, and he
sighed as he walked on toward thé lake-side.
Right there on that little cliff he had a-sked

Beth Woodburn to be his wife, and but for that
ficklé faithlessnem of his, who knew what might
have been ? And yet it was better so-better
for her-God. bless her. And the thought of her
drew him heaven'ard that night.

The next-day Beth was on her way to, Toronto
to see Marie. She was, in a pensive mood aashe
gat by the car window, gazing at the farm-lands
stretching far away, and the wooded hill-sides
checkered by the sunlight .9hining through their

boughs. There is always a pleasant diversion
in a few hoùrs' travel, and Beth found herself

drawn from, her thoughts by the antics of a
negro family at the other end of the car. A
portly colored woman presided over them; she,

had wC leben chilen, four dead and gone to glory,"
as she explained tô everyone who questioned
her.

It was about two o'elock when Beth reached
Toronto, and the whirr of electrie cars, the
rattle of cabs and the -mixed noises of the city
9treet would all have been plemantly exciting
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to her youno- nérves but for her thoughts of
Marie. She wondered at her coming to the city
to spend her last days, but it was quiet on Gren-
ville Street, where she was staying with her

friends, the Bartrams. Beth was, indeed, struck
by the change in her friend when she entered
the room. She lay there so frail and shadow-
like among ýêr pillows, her dark cheeks sunken,
though flushed; but her eyes had still their old

brilliancy, and there was an indefinable gentle-
ness about her. Beth seemed almost to feel it as

she stooped to kiss her. The Bartrams were very
considerate, and left them alone, together as much

as possible, but Marie was not in a talking mood
that'day. Her breath came with difficulty, and
she seemed content to hold Beth*s hand and smile
upon her, sometimes through tears that gathered

silently. Bright, sparkling Marie?. They had
notbeen wont to a.ssociate tears with her in the

past. It was a pleasant room, she had, suggestive
of her taste-soft carpet and brightly-cushioned
chairs, a tall mirror reflecting the lilles on the
stand, and a glimpse of Queen 's Park through
the open window. The next day, was Sunday,
and Beth sat by Marie while the others went to
church. They listened quietly to têe bells peal
forth their morning call together, and Beth
noted with plemure that it seev*aed to soothe

1
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Marie as she lay with elosed eyes and a half
smîle on her lips.

69 Beth, you have been so much to, me this
summer. Y-our letters were so sweet. You
are a great, grand woman, Beth." And she
stroked Beth's hair softly with her frail, wasted
hand. 1

«« Do you remember when I used to pride
myself on my unbelipf'? " Her breath failed
her for a moment. " It is past now," she con-

tinuedwith a smile. It was one Sunday; I
had just read one of your letters, and I felt

somehow that Jesus had touched me. I am
ready now. It was hard, so hard at first, to.

give up life, but I have learned at last to say
'His will be done."-

Beth could not speak for the sob she had
checked in her throat. 1 1

«" Beth, I may not be here another Sunday. 1-
want to talk to you, dear. «You remember the

old days when that trouble came between you
and-and Clarence, I was a treacherous friend

to you, Bçth, to ever let him. speak of love to
me. I was a traitor to "

«« Oh, hush! Marie, darling, don't tilk so,"
Beth pleaded in a sobbinop tout.

«'I muat speak of it, Beth. I was treacherous
to you. But when you knéw what 1 suffered-"
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Her breath failed agaîn for a moment. I loved
him, Beth," she whispered.

" Marie.!" There was silence for a moment,
broken only by Marie's labored breathing. l' 1
loved him, but I kneW he did not love Uae. It
wa.s only a fancy of his. I had charmed him, for
the time, but 1 knew when 1 was gonehis. heart
would go back to you-and now, Beth, I am
dying slowly, I ask but one thing iùore. I- have
sent for Clarenée. Let everything be forgotten
now; let me see you happy together ïust as it
was before."

cc Oh, hush, Marie f It cannot be. It cà-i
never be. You know 1 told you -last fall that I

did n't love him."
- cc Ah, but that is your pride, Beth ; all you'r
pridel Listen to me,-Beth.ý If I had ten years
more *to live, I would give them. all to see you
both happy and united.'-

Beth covered her face with her hands, as her
tears flowed silently-

c" Marie, I must tell you all," she said, as she
bent over her. '«I love another; 1 love Arthur."
Il Arthur Grafton 1. " Marie exclaimed, and

her breath came i w n-quick, short gasps, and there
was a pained look about her closed eyes. Beth
understood she was grieved for the disappoint-

ment of the man àshe loved.
0 10
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'ý'A:nd you, Beth-ar'e you happy? Does he
-Arthur, I mean-love you ? " she asked, with
a smile. -" 0ci the summer before', No. He loved me oncey
I came to Ilege, but he is changed now. He
wa.9 in B ýarsfield this summer for a few days,
but I saw hemas changed. He was not like the
same Arthur-so changed and cold." She sat
with a grave look in her grey eyes as Marie lay

watching her. 'I Only once I thought he loved
me," she eontinued; "' one night when he looked
at me and touched my hand.,, But the next day

he was cold again, and I knew then that he
didn't love nie any mgre."

Marie lay for a few moments with a very
thoughtful look ii6 fier eyes, but she made no
remark., and, after a ý,vhile, she slept from weak-

iiess and exhaustion.'
Beth went out for a feýv hours next morning,-,

and found her very müch weaker when she
returned. Mrs. Ba#xcun'Èaid she had tired her-,
self writing a lettet. Sheý had a wide-awake air
as if she were watching'foýr something, and heï

ear seemed to, catch every s\tep on the stair-way.
It was toward the clQýe of day. j«' Ilark who"s that ? " she. asked, starting.

Only Mrs. Bartram. Rest, dearest," said
Beth.
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JBut the brilliant eyes were fixed on the eIl
dd6r, and a moment luter Clarence entered the il

room. Marie still held Beth's hand, but her
dark eyes were fixed on Clarence with a look

never to be forgotten.
You have come at last," she said, then fell

back on-her pillows exhausted, but smiling, her
eyes closed.

He s&-)od holding the frail hand, she had
stretched out to him, then the dark eyes opened

slowly, and she gazed on him, with a yearning
look.

"Put your hand upon my'forehead, I shall
die happier," she said, softly. Oh, Clarence, 1
loved youl I loved you! It can do no har- to
tell you now. Kiss me just once. In a moment
I shall be with my God-"

Beth had glided, from the room, and left her
alone with the man she loved; but in a few
inutes he called her and Mrs. Bartram, to the
bed-side. Marie was alniost past speaking, but

she stretched fo-rth her arm$ to, Beth and drew
her young head down upon her bréast. There
was silence for a few minutes, broken only by

Marie's home breathing.
«,, Jesus, my Redeemer," her pale lips mur- el

ýî
mured faintly, then the heart-throbs beneath

Beth's ear were stîll; the slender hand fell help-
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less on the counterpane; the brilliant eyes were
closed Marie was gone

When Bethý came to look at her- again she lay
smiling in her white, flowing garment, a single

lily in her-"'-elasped hands. Poor Marie! She
hàd loved and suffered, ýand now it was ended.

.7a Aye, but she had done more than suffer. She
had refused the man she loved for his sake and
for the sake of another. Her sacrifice had been
in vain, but the love that sacrificed itself -was
that vain ? Ah, no 1. Sweet, brave Marie!

Her friends thought it a strange request of
hers to be buried at Briarsfield, but it was
granted. Her vast wealth-as, she had died

childless-went, by the provisions of her father's
will, to a distant cousin, but her jewels she left

to Beth: The following afternodn Mr. Perth
read the funeral service, and they lowered the
lovely burden in the shadow of the pines at the
corner of the Briarsfield church-yard. There
in that quiet village she had first seeii him she

loved. After all her gay social life she sought
its quiet at las%, and the stars of that summer

night looked down onher new-made grave.
The following day Mr. Perth laid a colored

envelope from. a large publishi*g firm, in Beth's
lap. They had accepted her last story foi a

goc4 round sum, accompaiiied by most flatter'



ing words of encouragement. As she read the
commendatory woiýds, she smiled at the thought liq-

of having at least one , talent to use in her
Master'is service. Yes, Beth Woodburn of

Briarsfield would be famous after all. It was,
no vain dream, of her childhood.

Four weeks passed and Beth had finished her
preparations for returning to college in the fall.
In a few weeks she would be leaving May and
the dear old parsonage, but she would be glad

to, be back at 'Varsity again. There came a day
of heavy rain, and she went out on an errand
of charity for May. Whon she returned, late in
the afternoon, she heard Mr. Perth talking tol

someone in the study, but that was, nothing un-
usuaL The rain was just ceasing, and the sun

silddenly broke through the clouds, filling all the
west with glory. Beth went down into the'

garden to, drink in the beauty.i Rugged elouds
stood out like hills of fire fringed w;th gold,
and the great sea of purple and crimson over-

head died away in the soft flush of the east,
while the wet foliage of the trees and gardens

shone -like gold beneath the clouds. It was
gloriods! She had never seen anything like it
before. Look! there were two clouds bf flame
parting about the sunset like a gateway into the

beyond, and within all looked peaeeful and lié-

vi:jî
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golden. Somehow it made her think of 3iarie.
Poor Marie 1 Why had Clarence's love for her
been unreal ? Why could she not have lived

and they been happy together ? Love and suf-
fering 1 And what had love brought to, her ?
Only pain. She thought of Arthur, too. Per-

haps he was happiest of all. He seemed to have
forgotten. But she-ah, she could never forget..

Yety " Even so, Father, for so it seemed good, in
Thy sight.» And she pulled a buneh of fall
flowers from. the bush at her side, careless of
the rain-drops that shook on her bare headas

she touched the branches. She did not know
that she was being observed from. the study

window.
She is going to be a missionary, isn't she ?

said the stranger who was talking to, Mr. Perth.
IlYes; she hasn't decided her field yet, but she

will make a grand one wherever she goes. Shes
a noble girl; I honor her."

«'Yes, she is very noble," said the istranger
slowly, as he looked at her. She would have
recognized 1is voice if «she had been within
hearing, but she onl ' y pulled another spray of

blossoms, wi1ýOUt heeding the sound of the
study door shutting aind a step approaching her
on the gravelled walk.

,,,, Beth."ý*
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ce Arthur! Why, I-1 thouorht you were in
Montreal

So 1 was. I j ust got there a few days
ago, but 1 turned around and came bek to-

day to scold you for getting your feet wet
standing there in the wet gr&çtg. I knew you
didn't know how to take care of yourself."
There was a mischievous twinkle inhis eyes.

Didn't 1 always take care of you whén you
were little ?

ce Yes, and a nice tyrant you were 1 she
saud, laughing, when she had recovered from

her surprise, " always scolding and preaching
at me."

He seenied inclined to talk lightly at first,
and then grew suddenly -silent as they went into
the drawing-room. Beth felt as though he were

regarding her with a sort of protecting air.
What did it mean What had brought him
here so suddenly? She was groýwing embarrassed,

at his silence, when she suddenly plunged into
conversation about Montreal, the Wesleyan
College, and other' topies that were farthest
away from her present thought and interest.

ce Beth," said Arthur suddenly, interrupting the
flow of her remarks in a gentle tone, ce ]Beth,

why -did you nbt tell me laist summer that you'
were going to be a mi îssionary
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She seemed startled for a moment, as he
looked into her flushed face.

Oh, I don't know. 1-1 meant to. I meant
to tell you that afternoon you came here before

you went away, but 1 didn't know you were
going so, soon, and I didn't tell you somehow.

2 yyWho told you
«' Marie de Vere told me he said, gently.

She wrote to me just a few hours before she
died; but I didn't get the letter till yesterday.

She left it with Clarence, and he couldnt find me
at first."

They looked at each other a moment in silence
and there was a tender smile in his eyes. Then
a sudden flush crimsoned her cheek. How much
did he know ? Had Marie told him that she

Beth, why did you not tell me before that
you were free-that you were not another's
promised wife ? His voice was gentle, very
gentle. Her face drooped, and her hand trembled

s 1it lay on her black dress. He rose and bent
over her, his band resting on her shoulder. His

touch thrilled her, soothed her, but she dare not
raise her eyes.

"' I-I -didn't know it mattered -thati you
cared," she stammered.

Didn't know I cared he exclaimed; then,
in a softer tone, Beth, did you think I had for-
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gotten-that I could forget ? 1 love you, Beth.
Can you lever love me enough to, be my wife?"

She-could not epeak, but in her upturned face
he read her answer and his lips touched her
brow reverently. Closer, closer to his breast he

drew her. Soul open to soul, heart beating
against heart.. The old elock ticked in the
stillness, and the crimson glowof the sunset

wa.s reflected on the parlor wall. Oh, what joy
was this suddenly breaking through the clouds

upon them Beth was the first to break the
silence.

cg Oh, Arthur, I love you so! I love you so!
she said, twining her arms passionately about
his neck, as her tears fell upon his breast. It
was the long pent-up cry of her loving woman-

hood.
"'But Arthur, why were you so cold and

strange that day we parted last summer ?
I thought you were another's intended wife.

I tried to hide my love from, you." His voice
shook slightly as he answered.

One long, lingering look into each other's
eyes, and, with op thought, they knelt together

beside the old couch and gave thankgý" to, the
all-loving Father who had guided their paths
together.

That night Beth lay listening as the autumn
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wind shook the elm-tree over the roof and
drifted the clouds in dark masses across the
starry sky. But the wi»ds might racre with-
ut-aye, the storins'might beat down, if they

would, what did it matter ? Aàhur was near,
and thé Divine presence was bending over her

with its shielding love. -ý'«Oh, God, Thou ai
Orood She was happy-oh, so, happy.' And
she fell asleep with a smile on her face.

The autumn passed-such a gloriously happy
autumn-and Christmas eve had come. The,

,Ï4 snow lay white and cold on the fields and hills
about Briarsfield, but in th-è, old church all *as
warmth and light. A group of villagers were
gathered inside, most of them from euriosity,
and before the altar Arthur and Beth were
standing side b side. Beth looked very beau-
tiful as she stood there in her white bridal
robes. The church was still., sacredly still
but for the sound of Mr. Perth'w earnest voice
and in the rear of the crowd was one face,
deadly pale, but calm. It was Clarence. How
pure she looked, he thought. Pure as the
Mies hanging in clusters above her head! Was
she of the earth----elay, like these others about
her The very tone of her voice seemed to,
have caught a note from above. No, he had4
never been worthy of her! Weak, fickle, wave-
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tossed soul that he was'. A look of humiliation
crossed his face, then a look of hope. If lie had

never beeil worthy of lier hand lie would be
worthy at least to have loved lier in vain. He

wçould be what slie would lj,,,tve li,,ul him be. It
was over -. the last word--,, were said ; the music

broke forth, and the little gold band gleanied
on Beth's fair hand as it lay on Arthur's arni.
He led her down the aisle, smiliug and happy.
Oh, joy'.. joy everlasting' joy linking earth to
heaven? They rested that night-in Beth's old

room at the parsonage, and as the door elosed
behind them they. knelt together-man and

wife. Sacred hour.
Out beneath the stars of that still Christmas

eve was one who saw the light shine from their
window as he passed and blessed them. H e

carried a bunell of lilies in his hand a.9 he made
his way to a long white mound in the chureli-
yard. Poor Marie'. He stooped and laid them
in the. snow, the pure white snow-pure as the

dead whose grave it covered.' pure as the vows
he had heard breathed that niçrht'.

Sevenf years have passed, and Beth sits lenning
back in a rocker by the window, in the soft

bright inoonfight of Palestine. And what have
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the years brought to Beth ? Slie is famous now.
Her novels are among the most successful of the

day. She has marked out a new line of work,
and the dark-e ed Jewish

ýaracters in lier
stories have broadened the sympathies of hel
world of readers. But the ears liave brought

lier something besides litera' faine and success
in the mission-field. By lier side is a little white
cot, and , a little rosy-cheeked boy lies asleep
upon the pillow, one hand thrown back over his

dark curls-her little Arthur.
There is a step beside her, and lier husband

bends over lier with a loving look
It is seven years to-night since we were

married Beth."
There are tears in lier smiling eyes as she

looks up into his face.
And you have never regretted lie asks.
Oh, Arthur! How could I ? and she hides

lier face on his br'east.
My wife! my joy 1" lie whispers, as lie draws

lier closer.
Arthur., do you remém-ber what a silly, silly

girl 1 used to be when I thought, you had not
enough of the artist-soul to, understand my

nattire ? And here, if I hadn't had you to,
'ticise and encourage me, I'd ne' er have suc-

ceeded as well as 1 have."
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He only kisses her for reply, and they look
out over the flat-roofed city in the moonlight.

Peace! peace .? sweet peace Not as the world
giveth, give 1 unto you." And the stars are rit

shining down upon them in their love. And so, V

dear Beth, farewell!
The evening shadîws lengthen as 1 write, but

there is another to whom we must bid farewell.
It is Clarence. Father and mother are both

dead, and in one of the quiet parts of Toronto
he lives. unmarried, in his comfortable rooms.
The years havebrought him a greater m'easure
of success than once he had hoped. The sorrow
he has so bravely hidden has perhaps enabled

him, to touch some chord in the human hearts
of his readers. At any rate, he has a--*
round income now. Edith's children come
often to twine their arms about his neck; but

there are other children who love him, 'L'000
Down in the dark, narrow streets of the city

t 
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there is many a bare, desolate home tha he has
cheered with warmth and comfort, many a

humble fireside where the little ones listen for
-his step, 'any little hands and feet profected

from, the cold by his benefactions. But no
matter how lowly- the house, he always leaves

behind some trace of his artistie nature-a
picture or a buneh of flo;vers, so m*ething' sug-
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ge-stive of the beautiful, the ideal. Sometimes,
when the little ones- playing about him lisp

their childish praises, a softness fills his eyes
and he thinks of one who is Èar away. Blessed

be her fôotsteps! But he is not sad long. No,
he is the genial, jolly bachelor, whom everybody
lovesý so unlike the Clarence of long ago; ànd

so farewell, brave heart-fare thee, well!
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