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CHAPTER XXXV.—ALICE PASCAL.

Alics Pascal looked up into Jean Merle's face with the
frank and casy self-possession of 2 well-bred Englishwoman ;
colouring a little with girlish shyncss, yet at the same time
smiling with a pleasant light in her dark eyes. The oval of
her face, and the colour of her hair and eyes, resembled,
though slightly, the more beautiful face of Felicita in her

irlhood ; it was simply the curious likeness which runs
through some families to the remotest branches. But her
smile, the shape of her eyes, the kneeling attitude, riveted
him to the spot where be stood, and struck him dumb. A
fancy tlashed across his brain, which shone like a light from
heaven. Could thisgirl be Hilda, his lit.le davghter, whom
he had seen last sleeping in bet cot?  V'as she then come,
after many years, to visit her father’s grave ?

There had always been a correding grief to him in the
thought tha: it was Felicita hersell who had erected that
cross over the tomb of the stranger, with whom his name
was buried. He did not know that it was Mr. Clifford
tlone who had thus set 2 mark upon the place where he
belicved that the son of his old friend was lying. Ithad
pained Jean Merleto think that Felicita had commemorated
thens mutual sin by the erection of an 1mperishable monu.
ment, and it had never curprised him that no one had visited
the grave. His astutishment came now. Was it possible
that Felicita had revisited Switzerland? Could she be ncar
#t hand, in the villagc down yonder? His mothey, also,
and his boy, Felix, could they be treading the same soil,
and breathing the same zir as himself? Ao agony of mingled
terror and rapture shot through his inmost soul. His lips
weli:bciry, and his throat parched : he could not asticulate a

C.

syHc did not know what a gaunt and haggard madmar be
appeared. His grey hair was ragged and tangled, and his
sunken eyes gleamed with a strange brightness. The vil-
lagers, who were wont at times to call him an imbecile,
would have been sure they were right at this moment, as he
stood wotionless and dumb, stariny at Alice; but to her ke
looked more like one whose reason was just trembhing 1o the
balance. She was alone; her father was no longer in sight ;
but she was not casily {rightened. Rather a sense of sscred
pity for the forlorn wretch before her filled her heart.

“Seel”? she said, in clear and peneteating accents, full,
however, of gentle kindness, and she spoke unconsciously in
Englsh, *“sect I bave carried this little slip of ivy all the
way from England to plant it here. This is the graveof s
mxa I should have loved very dearly.”

A rapid flush of colour passed over her face as she spoke,
leaviag it paler than before, while a slight sadness clouded
the smile in her eyes.

5;‘ Was he your father ?” he articulated, with an immense
cfort.

¢ No," she answered ; “ ot my father, but the father of
ar dearsst [iends. They cannot come here; but it was his

con who gathered this slip of ivy from our porch at home,
agd :xsk’ me to plaot it herc for him. Will it grow, do you
think?”

¢ It shall grow,* be muttered.

It was not his daught:r. then ; none o. his own blood was
at hand, Bat this Eoglish girl fasainated him , he could
not tarn away his eyes, but watched every slight movement
as she carefully gathered the soil about the rout of the hittle
plunt, which he vowed within himself should grow. She
was rather long about her task, for she wished this madman
to goaway, and leave her alone beside Roland Sefton’s
grave. What her father bad told her aboat him was still
strange to her, and she wanted to familiasize iv to herselll
But still the hagpard-looking pessant lingered at her side,
gasing at her with Yis glo wering and suoken eyes, yet acithes
moviag nor spcakinF.

“ You kuow Enzlish 2" she said, 25 211 at enceitoccarred
to her that she had spokento him as she would have spoken
to cne of the vi'lagers in their own couptry churchyard =t
home, and that he had answered her. He replied only by a

ture.

*Can you find me some oae¢ who will take charge o.f Jhis
little plant2 ” she asked.

Jeaa M-rle raised his head and lfted ap his dim eyes to
the caster mountain peaks, which were stil’ shining in the
rays of the sinkiog sun, though the twilight was darkening
~verywheie in the valley  On'y last aight he had slept
among some juniper bushes just below the boundary of that
cvailastiog snow, fecling himsell cast out forever Zom any
glimpse of his old Paradise. Bat now, if he could only find
words and utterance, there was come 16 him, esento him, a
messeoger, an angel direct from the very heart of his home,
who could tell him 211 that .ast night he believed he should
neves know. The tears sprang to his eves, blessed tears;
and 5 .uwsh of uncontro'lable longing overwhelmed him. He
mast hear all he could of those whom be loved ; and ‘ien,
whetier he lived long, or died snon, e would thank Cod 23
long as his miserable iife continued

**ItisT whotake "z.c of this grave," be 2id ; ** T was with
him w b bedied. Hespoke to me of Felix and Hilda and
his mother ; 2nd I saw theiz postraits. Youhear? Ikaow
theo all.”

s Wss it who watched beside him 2" asked Alice
cagerly. ¢ Ob1sit down bere apd tell me all aboat it; all

can remember. 1 wall tell 2 all sgawn to Felix, and
{ioi‘;d:. and Phebe Marlowe ; and ob! how glad aud how
sorty the? will be to listen1™

There was 0o mentiod of Felicita's aame, and Jean Mesle
felt a tevrible dread come over him at this omuson. He
sank down oo the ground beside the grave, and luvked ap
into Alice's bright young face, with cyes that to her were no
longer it op with the fire of insanity, however intcnse and
cage they might seem. It way an andreamed-of chaoce

which had brought to h~r slde the man who had watched by
the death-bed of Felix's father.

“* Tell me all you remembher," she urged.

I remember nothing,” he answered, pressing his daik
hard hand against hus forehead ; **it Is more than thirteen
years ago. But he showed to me their portraite. 13 his
wife still living2"

¢ Oh, yes 1 /" she answered, * butshe will not let either of
them come to Switzerland ; neither Felix nor Hilda, No-
body speaks of this country in her hearing ; and his pame s
never uttered, Bus his mother used to talk to us about him;
and Phebe biarlowe does sostill.  She has painted a por-
trait of him for Felix.”

‘¢ Is Roland Sefton’s mother yet alive? " he asked, with a
dull, aching foreboding of her reply.

* No,” she said.  **Oh ! how we all loved dear old Ma.
dame S:zflon1 She was always mote like Felix and Hilda's
mother than Cousin Felicita was, We loved her more a
hundred times than Cousin Felicita, for we are afraid of her,
It was her husband’s death that spoiled her whole life, and
set her quite apart from everybody else. But Madame—
she was not made so utterably muserable by it ; she knew
she would meet her son n in heaven. \When she was
dying, she said to Cousin Felicita, * Hedid not return tome,
but I goto him; I %o gladly 10 see agam m{ dear son.'
iI‘h‘ei very last words they heard her say were, ‘1 come, Ro.
and !*°

Alice's voice tremt led, and she laid her hand caressiogly
on the name of Roland Sefton graved on the cross above
her, Jean Merle histened, s if he heard the words whispered
a long way off, or as by some one .peaking 1o a drenm.
The meaning had not reached his brain, but was traveiiing
slowly to it, and would surely picrce his heart with a cew
sorrow and & fresh paog of remorse.  The loud chaating of
the monks in the 2b Aﬁ close by broke 1n upon their soleman
silence, and awoke Alice from the reveric into which she
had fallen.

“Can you tell me nothimg about him?" she asked.
“ Talk to me as if I was his child.”

I have nothing to tell you," answered Jean Merle, **1
remember nothing he said.”

She looked down on the poor ragged peasant at her feet,
with his gaunt and scarred features, and his slowly articu.
lated speech.  ‘There seemed nothing strange in such a man
not being able to recall Relzad Sefton’s dying words. It
was probable that he barely understood them ; and most
likely he could not gather up the meaning of what she her-
sclf was saying. The few words he uttered were English,
but they were very fewand forced.

I am sorry,” she said gently, * bat I will tell them you
promised to take care of the ivy I have planted here.”

She wished the dull, grey-headed villager would go home,
20d leave her alone for awhile 1n this solemn and sacred
ghcc; but be crouched still on the ground, stirnng nesther

and por foot. When at Iast she moved asif to goaway, he
stretched out a toil-worn hand, and laid it on her dress.

“Siay,” be said, **tell me more about Roland Sefton’s
children ; I will think of it when I am teading \lns grave,”

““What am I to tell you?™ she asked gently ; ¢ Hilda is
threc years younger than me, and people say we are like
sisters. She and Felix were brought up with me and my
brothers in my father's house ; we were like brothers and
sisters. And Felix .s like another son to my father, who
says he will be both good and great some day, Good he is
now ; as good as man can be.’

“And you love him!” sxid Jean Merle, in a low and
humble voice, with his head torned away from her, and rest-
ing on the lowsst step of the cross.

Alice started and trembled as she looked down on the
grave and the prostrate man, It seemed to her zs if the
words hzd almost come out of this sad, and solitary, and
forsaken grave, where Roland Sefton had lnin unvisited so
many years. The last gleam of daylipht had vanished from
the snowy peaks, leaving them wan and paliid as the dead.
A sudden chill came into the evening air which made her
shiver ; bot she was not ternfied, though she felt & certain
bewilderment and agialion crecping through her. She
could ot remst the smpulse to answer the strange question.

“ Yes, I love Felix,” she said simply. "V&: love each
other dca.xl{.“

4¢God bless you 1" cried Jean Marle, in atremnuloas voice.
“ I?Od in heaven bless you both, and preserve you to each
other.”

He had lifted himself up, and was kneeling before her,
cagerly scanning her face, as if to impress 1t on hus memory.
He bent down his grey head ard kissed her hand hombly
2od reverently, touchiag it anly with hislips. Then starting
to hus feet he hasiened away from the cemetery, and was
soon lost to her sight in the gathening gloom of the dusk.

Foz a little while Jonger Alice lingered at the grave, think.
ing over what had passed. It was aot much as she recalled
i1, but it left her agitated and distarbed. Yet after all she
had only atiered aload wbat her heart would have sud at
the grave of Fehx's father. Bat this strange t, $0
miserable and poverty-stricken, so hag, hopeless-
looking, haunted her thoughts both wakiog and slecping.
Earl{ the next momiag she and Canon Pascal went to the
horel inhabi.ed by jead Merle, but found 1t deserted and
locked up.  Some laboarers had seen him start off at day-
break ap the Tiubsee Alp, from which he sught e enher
ascending the Tiths or taking the soate to the joch-Pass.
There was ao chaace of his setam that day, and Jean Merle's
abserce might last for several dzys, as be was ecceantric, and
bestowed his confidence on nobody. There was hittle more
to be Jearned of him, except that he was a heretic, a stranger,
and a miser. Canon Pascal and Alice visited oace more
Roland Sefton™ grave, and then they went on their way over
the Joch-Pas3, with some faint hopes of mceting with Jeza
Mesle oa theis route—hopes that were not ful!{llfad.

CHAFTER XXXVI.—COMING TO HIMSELY,

Whea bz lefl the cemetery, Jean Metle went home to hus
wretched chalet, flang himzelt down oa fus rosgh bed, aad
slept for some houns the profound and dreamless sleep of
atter exhaustion.  The last three aights he hag pssed andee

the stars, and stretched upon the low juniper-bushes. He
awoke suddenly, from the bright, clear moonlight of a cluud.
less sky and dry atmosphere streaming in lhmu%h his door,
which he had left open. ‘There was } fht enough for him to
withdraw some morey from a safc hiding-place he had cun.
structed in his crazy old hut, and to make up a packet of
most of the clothing he possessed. There were between
twenty and thiity pounds in gold pleces of twenty frangs
each~the only money he was mester of now his Lucerue
bankers had failed him. A vague purpose, dimly shaping
itself, was o his brain, but he was 1 no hurr{ to $e¢ 1l take
definite form. With his small bundle of clothes and hy
leathern purse he started off in the carliest rays of the dawn
to escape being visited by the young Eoglish girl whom be
had seen at the grave, and who would probably secek hinm
out in the morning with her father. Who they were e
could find out if he himself returned to Engelberg.

Jf he returned ; for, as he ascended the steep path leadug
up to the Trilbsee Alp, he turned back to look at the higs
mountain.valiey where be had dwelt so long, as though ne
was looking upon it for the last time. It seemed to him ay
if he was awakening out of a long Iethargy and parmiysis
Three dag: 2go the dull round of incessant toil and parsi.
monious hoarding had been abruptly broken ug by the wy
of all he had toiled for and hosrded up, and the shuck nag
dnven him out like a maniac to wander about the desviace
heights of Engeloerg in a mood bordering on despair, which
hads made him utterly reckless of his life. Since thes
news had come to him from home—stray gleams from be
Paradise he h2d forfeited. Strongest of them all was the
thought that these fourteen years had transformed hus fue
son échx into a man, loving as he himself had loved, and
already called to take his part in the battle of hfe. He had
never realized this before, and 1t stirred his heart to the very
depths, His children had been but soft, vague memones 1o
him ; it was Felicita who had engrossed all his thoughts.
All at once he comprebeaded that he was a father, the father
of a son and daughter who had their own separate hife ang
career. A decp and poignant interest in these beings took
possession of hin. He had called them into existence,
they bclongcd to him by a tie which nothing on earnth, 1n
heaven, or in hell itself, could destroy. Aslong asthey uved
there must be an indestructible interest for him in this world.
Fehata was no longer the first in his thoughts.

The dim veil which time had drawn around them was
rent asunder, and they stood before him bathed in light, bm
placed on the other side of a gulf as fathomless, as impas
sable, and as death-like as the ice-crevasses yawning at hus
icet. He gazed down into the cold, gleaming abyss, and
across it to the and slippery margin where there coutd
be no foot-hold, and he pictuted to himself the springing
across that hornble gulf to reach them on the other sige,
and the falling, with outstretched hands and cluiching so-
gers, into the unseen icy depths below him.  For the amt
time in his life he shrank back shivering and tervor-stncken
from the edge of the crevasse, with palsied limbs and trea.
cherous nerves. He felt that he must get back iniwo saix
standing-ground than this sn!'m.x? and perilous glacier.

He reached at last 2 point of safety, where he could he
Aown and let his trembling limbs rest awhile. The whue
slope of the valley lay below him, with its rich meaduws of
emerald green, and its silvery streams wandenng thrvugs
them. Little farms and chalets were dotted about, some of
them clisging to the sides of the rock opposite to him, o
resting on the very edge of precipices thousands of feet deep,
and looking as if they were about to slip over them. He
felt his heed grow giddy as he looked at them, and thuught
of the children at play io such dangerous pln{grounds.
There were a few grey clouds hanging about the Tuus, azd
caught u%on the sharp horns of the migcd peaksaround the
valley. Every peak and ‘ptccxpice he knew ; they had veea
tis refoge wn the hours of his preatest apgumish.  But ihese
pausied hmbs and this giddy head could not be trusica (v
carry hum there again.  He bad lost hus last hope of maxieg
any atonement. Hope was gone; was he o lose his -
domitable cou also? It was the fast faculty wuich
made his present life endurable.

He lay mouonless for hours, nather histenng oot soukizy.
Yet he heard, for the memory of it often came back o him
10 after years, the tinkling of innumerable bells from b

tures below him, and around him ; and the voices of
mapy waterfalls rushing down thruugh the pine forests intw
the valley ; and the tossing to and fro of the interwoven
branches of the trecs. And he saw the sunlight steabing
from one powt to another, chased by the shadows ot s
clonds, that gathered and & +d, dimming the blue sky
for a little time, and thea leaving ut bnghtes and deepes Jnan
before. He was anconsavus of 1t all ; he waseven unawace
that his brain wasat work at all, until suddenly, like a flzsh,
thete rose upoon hum the clear, resolute, sachangeabic ucie
minstion, *'1 will go to England.”

He started up at oace, and seiced his bundle and hisalpea.
stock. The afternoon was far advanced, but there was tme
cnongh to reach the Engsilenzlp, where he could siay ¢
night, and go on in the moming to Menogen, He coud &x
iz England in three days.

Three daysl—so stort a tims scparated him from the
cozatry and the home from which he bad been exues
many years. Aoy day during those foucteen gears he miga.
have siarted hogieward as he w23 dowg aow ; Lot e baw

not been the irresistible hunger 1n his heant thay a0 o -

moment drove him thithcr.  He bad been vamiy sconng
satisfy b:mself with husks; but even these, dry and eqpsy.
20d bitter as tbey were, had failed him, Hce had lostaw,
and having Jost all, he was coming to himself.

There was oot the slightest fear of detection in his mued

A grey-haired man with bowed shoulders, and scamed 28 +

marred face, who had lost every trace of the fastidivasacsh
which had verged upon foppery, io the handsome aod pros
peroas Roland Sefton, ran no risk of recoguition, mom
cpccizl? as Roland Sefton had been reckoned amung e
dead and baried for many & long year. The lineameots ol
the dead dic wath them, homere: cunning the anus &3)
have csed his skall to proserve them.  The face  gont, acs

the meoory of it.  Somce heas s may long to keepatenard |

sharp and clear in then remembmoce ; but oh, wasa ot



