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CHAPTER XXVI.-AFTER MANY YEARS.

The busy, monotonous years ran through their course
tranquilly, marked oniy by a change of residence from the
narrow littie house suited to Felicita's siender means to a
larger, more commodious, and more fashionable dwelling-
place in a West End Square. Both Felicita and Phebe
had won their share of public favour and a fair measure of
fame ; and the new home v&as chosen partly on account of
an artist's studio with a separate entrance, through wbich
Phebe could go in and out, and admit her visitors and
sitters, ina independence of the rest of the household.

Neyer once had Felix wavered in bis desire to taice orders
and become a clergyman, from the time his boyish imagina-
tion bad been fired by the stories of his great-grandfatber's
perils and labours in the jura. Felicita had looked coldiy
on bis resolution, baving a quiet contempt for English
clergymen, in spite of ber friendship (or Mr. Pascal, if
friendship it couid be called. For each year as it passed
over Felicla left ber in a separation from ber fellow-
creatures, always growing more cbilly and dreary. It
seemed to berseif as if ber lips were even iosing the use of
language, and that oniy witb ber We could sbe find vent
ina expression. And tbese written tbougbts of beric, printed
and publisbed for any eye to read, how unutterably empty
of ail but bitterness sbe found tbem 1 She almost marvel led
at the popularity of ber own books. How could it be that
the cynical, scornful pictures sbe drew of buman nature and
human felowship could be read so eagerly? She feit
ashamed of ber cbildren seeing theni, lest tbey sbould leara
to distrust aIl men's trutb and bonour, and sbe would not
sufer a word to be said about them; in ber own family.

But Madame Sefton, in ber failing old age, was always
ready to sympathize with Feuix, and to belp to keep bin
steady to ber own simple faith ; and Phebe was on the saine
side. These two women, with their quiet, unquestioning
trust in God, and sweet charity toward tbeir fellow-men,
did more for Felix tban ail tbe opposing influences of col-
lege life could undo ; and wben his grandmotber's peaceful
and happy death set tbe last seal on ber trutbful life, Felix
devoted bimseif with renewed earnestraess to the career be
had chosen. To enter the lists ina the battle against dark-
ness, and ignorance, and sin, wherever these foes were to
be met in close quarters, was bis ambition ; and tbe en-
tbusiasm witb wbich be followed it made Felicita smile,
yet sigh witb unutterable bitterness as she looked into the
midnigbt glooni of ber own soul.

It became quite plain to Felicita as tbe years passed by
tbat ber son was no genius. At present there was a fresh-
ness and siragleness of purpose about bn, wbicb, with tbe
cbarm of bis baradsome yourag face and the genial simplicity
of bis manners, made bina everywbere a favourite, and
carried bui ito circles wbere a graver man and a deeper
thiraker could not firad entrance ; but let twenty years pass
by, and Felix, she said to herseif, would be nothing but a
commonplace country clergyman, looking after bis glebe
lanads and ridirag iaziiy about bis parisb, talkirag with old
women and consulting farmers about bis crops and cattie.
Sbe feit disappointed in bina; and tbis disappointment re-
moved bun far away from ber. The encbanted circle of ber
own isolation was complete.

Tbe subtie influence of Feiicita's dissatisfaction was
vaguely felt by Felix. Ile had donc well at Oxford, and
bad sarihfied bis friend and tutor, Mr. Pascal ; but be knew
that bis mother wisbed bina to make a great naine there,
arad be bad failed to do it. Every day, wben be spent a
few minutes in Felicita's libtary, lincd witb books wbich
were ber only companions, their conversation grew more
and more vapid, unless bi% mother gave utterance to some
of ber sarcastic sayings, which be only haîf understood and
altogether disliked.

But in Pflebe's studio ail was diffrent ; be was at borne
there. Thougb it was separate fromn the bouse, it bad
from the first been tbe favourite baunt of ail the other mena.
bers of the family. Madame had been wont to brirag ber
knitting and sit beside Phebe's easei, taiking of old times,
and of the dear son she bad lost so sorrowfully. Felix had
read bis scbooiboy stories aloud to ber wbilst sbe was paint-
ing ; anad 1-ilda flitted ira and out restlessly, carrying every
bit of news she picked up from ber girl friends to Phebe.
Even Felicita used to steal ira sileratly in the dusk, wben
no one cisc was there, anad talk ina her low, Ead voice as she
talked to no one else.

As soon as Felix was old enoug, witbira a few montbs
of Madarne's death, be took orders, and accepted a curacy
ira a poor and denseiy populated London district. It was
not much more than two miles [rom bome, but it wa cn
sidered afivisable that belshould take lodgings near bis
vicar's churcb, anad dwell in the midst of tbe people with
wbom be bad to do. The separatiora was not s0 complete
as if be bad gone into a country parisb, but it brougbt an-
other blank into the home, which bad not yet ccased to
miss the tranquil and quiet presence of the old grand.

IlIs there nobody else ?" inquired Phebe, witb a mis-
chievous tone ira ber pleasant voice.

IlWbera I thirak of the goad women I bave known," he
answered evasively, Ilthe swcet, truc, nable women, I féee.
my blood bail at the thougbt of aray man ili-nsing any wo-
man. Phebe, 1 can just remember my father speaking of
it with the nlmost cantempt and anger, with a ire ira bis
eyes and a sternness ira bis voice wbicb made me tremble
with (car. He was ira a righbeaus passion ; it was the other
side af bis worsbip of my niothe."

"lHe was always kirad anad tender toward ail women,"
answered Phebe. Il Ubte Setons have been like that ;
they conid neyer be harsh ta any womnan. But yonr fatber
aimost worshipped the gnound yonr niother trad upon ;
naîbing ara earth was good enongb for ber. Look bere,
my dear boy, I've been trying ta paint a picture for yau."

She li(ted np a stretcher which bad been turned wiîb the
canvas ta the wall, and placed it on her easel ira the full
ligbt of a sbaded lamp. For a moment she stnod betwecra
bum and il, gazing at t witb tears ira ber bine eyes. Thera
she (cil back ta bis side ta look at it witb bum, ciasping
bis band ira bers, and holding it ira a warm, fond gnasp.

It was a portrait of Roland Sefton, pairaled frant ber faith-
fui memory, wbichb bad beera aided by a pbotognrapb taken
wben be was tbe sanieage Feuix was now. Phebe couid
only sec it dimly tbrough ber tears, arad for a moment or
bwo bath of theni were sulent.

«"1My father ?" said Feuix, bis face flusbing and bis vaice
falternrg; Ilis it like bum, Phebe ? Ves, yes!1 I recollect
bum now; only he laoked bjppier or mernier Ibara be does
there. There is sometbing iad a bout bis face that I do nat
reniember. Wbat a king ho was among mna1 I'm not
wontby ta be the son of sncb a man and sncb a wamnan."

doIlNo, noa; don't say that," she answered eagerly;
"yan're not as handsome, or as strong, or as cleven as he

was; but you niay be as good a mnr-yes, a better man."
She spake wibb a deep, low sigb that was almost a sob,

as the memory of how she had seen bum last-crusbed
urader a weight af sira and flying frai the penalty of crime
-flasbed across ber braira. She knew now wby there bad
lurked a subtle sadness ira the face she bad beera paintinag,
whicb she had not been able ta barish.

«'I tbink," she said, as if speaking ta, herseif, Ilthat the
sense of sin links us ta God almost as closely as lave dme.
I neyer uraderstood Jesus Christ until I knew sonietbirag af
bbc %ickedraess ai the world, and the frailty ai aur nature
at ibm best. It is whea a gaod mian bas ta dry, 'Against
Tbec, Tbee only, have'I sinned, and donc this cvilinir Thy
sight,' that we feel sometbing of the aççfui sinfnlness of
sin."p

IlAnd bave yau shis stnse of sin, Phebe ?" asked Felix
ira a low voice. I b ave tbought sometimes that yau, and
my mother, and mna ike niy father and Mn. Pascal, feit
but litîle of the iraward slrength cf sin. Yaur lives stand
ont so dlean and truc. If thene is a straira upon them il is 50
slight, s0 plainly a defect of the physical nature, that it
often seems ta me yan do flot know wbat cvii is."

"'We ail kraaw it," she answered, l'and that sbadaw of
sorraw yon sec ira yaur fathen's face must bear witness for
bum ta you that he bas passed tbrongb the saine conflict you
may be fighting. The airas of gaod mnr are greater than
the sins of bad mnr. One lie from a trnthfni man is more
burtfni thar alal the lies of a hian. The sins ai a man aften
God's own heant have donc more banni thar alal the crimes
of ail the Pagan eniperors."

"It is truc," he said tboughtfnily.
"If I tld you a falsebood, what wonld you think of

me? "

mother tld nie a falsehood," ho answered.
IlI could not paint Ibis portrait wbilc yonr graradmother

was livivg," said Phebe after a short silence; I înied il
once on twice, but I cauld neyer sncceed. Sec ; bore is the
photogrraph youn father gave me wbcn I was quite a litîle
girl, becanse I cried so bitterly at bis going away for a few
months on bis weddirag trip. There were arly t9wa taken,
and yonr niother bas the other. They werc bath very
young ; ho wras only your age, and yonr mather was not
twcnty. But Lord Riversford was derad, and she wras nat
hippy with ber consins; and yonr grandiraîber, wba was
living then, was cager for the match. Everybody said it
was a great match for yonr father."

IlTbey werc very hippy; bbey were not 100 yonng ta be
married," answered Feuix, with a deep flush on bis band-
sanie face. IlWby sbould not people manry yaurag, if tbey
love anc another? "

IlI wonld ask Canon Pascal that question if I were yon,"
she said, smiing significantly.

111 have a good mmnd ta ask bum to-righî," ho replied,
stooping dowra la kiss Pbebe's cbeek ; l"ho is at West-
minster, and Alice is there 100. Bid me goad speed,
Phebe."

IlGod biess you, niy Feuix," she wbispercd.
Ho tnrned abruptiy away,. thongh ho lingered for a

mainaute or two langer, gazing at bis fathe' portrait. How
like bum, anad yeb how unlike bum, ho was ira Phebe's eyea I
Then, with a gentie presenre ai ber band, ho wenb away ina
silence ; wbile she book down the painting, and set il agaira
with ils face ta tbc wali, lest Felicita coming ira shonld
catch a sighb of it.
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outlined cbcrub-beads, golden hbrowra in the halo sbc shed
about ber. These cbild-like angei-heads, floating over the
greater purt of the sky, scemed pressing forward, onebc
hind the other, and hastening irato the narrow ring of ligbt,
with a gentle eagerness ; and fading softiy away as the m000
passed by.

Felix stood stiil for a minute or two looking up (rom the
daik and silent front of the Abbey ta tbe sulent and silverV
clouds above it. Almost every stone of the venerable old
walls was famniliar and dear to bum. For Phebe, % hena she
came fromn the broad, grand solitude of ber native mors,
had fixed at once upon tbe Abbey as the one spot in Lon«
don where sbe could find something of the repose she had
been accustomed ta meet witb in the sight of tbe (ar-stretcb,
ing horizon, and the urabrokera vault of beaven ovtrarcbirig
it. Felicîta, too, bad attended the cathedral service evel
Sunday morrairg, since she bad been wealthy enough to set
up a carrnage, which was the first luxury she bad allowed
herself. The music, the chants, the dini ligbt of the
coloured windows, the long aisie of loity arches, andi the
many persistent and dominant associations taking posses-
sion of ber memory and imagination, made the Abbey al*
most as dear to Felicita as it was tbrough its raysterious and
racred repose to Phebe.

Felix had paced along the streets witb rapid anad bead-
long baste, but now bc besitated before turraing into Dean"s
Yard. Wbera he did so, be sauratered round the inclasure
two or tbrec tumes, wondering ira wbat words be could
best move the Canon, and framing baif a dozen speches ira
bis mind, wbich secrned ridiculous to bimrseîf wbera be
wbispered them, baîf aloud. At last, with a suddcn de-
terminatiora to trust ta the inspiration of the moment, bc
turned bis steps hurriedly into the dark, low arches of the
cloisters.

But be had not many steps to take. The taîl, somewbat
stooping figure of Canon Pascal, so familiar to bum, wP-
leaving through one of the archways, with bead upturracd
to the little field of sky above the quadraragle, wherc the
moora was ta bc seen with ber attendant clouds. Felix
could rcad every line in bis strongiy-marked features, and
the deep furrows wbicb lay between bis tbick brows. The
tirage of gray ira bis daîk bair was visible ira the mooniight,
or rather the paie gleani causcd ail bis bair to seemn silvery
His eyes were glistening with deligbt, and as be heard stepi
pausiag at bis side, bc turned, arad at the sight of Felix bi$
barsh face melted into almost a womanly smIle of greeting-

" Welcome, my son," be said, in a plmsant and deep
voice ; " yau are just ira lime to share this -glorious sight
witb me. Pity 'tis it vanishes s0 soon 1 "

He clasped Fclix's barad pritb a warm, bearty pressures
sncb as few harads know bow to give; tbougb it is one of
the most tender and most refined expressions of friendsbip.
Felix gnasped bis with an uncorascious grip wbicb rmade
Canon Pascal wince, thoughbch said nothirag. For a few
minu!es the twa mnr stood gazing npward ira reveenrt
silence, eacb braira busy with its own tbougbts.

" You were coming to sec me?" said Canon Pascal at
last.

"lVYs," answered Felix, ina a voice faltering witb caget
ematian.

"Ora some special errand ?" pursned Canon Pascal-
"Don't let us lose tume ira beating about the bush, tbei.

You caranot say anything that wilI not bc interesting to nie
Feix ; for I always find a lad like you, and at your age, bas
sometbing ira bis mind worth listeraing to. Wbat is it,
my son? "

'lI don't want to boit about the bush," stammered Feli]C,
"but oh 1 if yon oniy knew how I love Alice I More thaD

words cara tell. You've kraowra me ail my lufe, and Alice
bas knowrame. Will you let ber bemy wife?"l

The smie was gone (rom Canon Pascal's face. A mo-
ment ago, and be, gazing up at the moon, had been recail-
ing, witb a boyisb fresbness of heart, bhe days of bis owfl
happy thongh protracted courtship aJ the dear wife, wha
might be gazing at the sanie scene (rom ber window ina bis
country rectory. His face grew almost barsh with its grave
thonghtfulness as bis cyes faseraed upon the agitated
features of the young ma beside bum. A fitfe-lookit1g
young fellow, bie said to hiniscîf; with a frank, open nature,
and a constitution and disposition ura'poiled by tbe world.
Ie needed nobody to tell hini what bis aid pupil wras, for

he kraew bini as weil as be knew bis own boys, but he ba*d
neyer thougbt of bum as any other than a boy. Alice, t00'
was a chiid stili. This sudden demand struck bu mb in I
mood of sulent and serious tbought ; and lie paced to and
fro for a wbilc along the corridor, witb Felix cqually silt
anad serious at bis aide.

IlYou've no idea bow mnch I love ber 1 " Feuix at ladt
ventured to say.

11Husb, my boy 1 " be answered, witb a shat p, imperatirC
tane ira his voice. IlI loved Alice's mother before you wete
barra; and 1 love ber more evcry day of my life. You chii'
drera don't kraow wbat love means."

Felix ans wered by a gesture of protest. Not knolw
what love meant, when neitbef day nor night wras the
îbougbt of Alice absent fromn bis inmost beart 1 He bid
been aimost alraid of the vebemence of bis own passion,'
lest if shouid prove a biradrance ta buira i God's service-
Canon Pascal drew bis anm affectionateiy through hie, and
turned back to prace the cloister once more.

.."Im.trin-g a thik," e1sai, iraagetier-oice,-th
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