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oY HESBA STRETTON

CHAPTER XLIV.—IN HIS FATHER'S HOUSE.

\When Phebe entered Wesiminster Abbey the next day
the morning service was already begun. Upon the bench
pearest the door sat a working-man, in wom-out clothes,
whose grey hair was long and ragged, and whose whole
appearance was one of poverty and sutfering. She was pass.
ing by, when a gleam of recognition in the dark and sunken
eyes of this poor man arrested her.  Could he possibly be
Roland Sefton? The night before she had seen him only
in a [ricrdly obscurity, which concealed the ravages time,
and sorrow, and tabour had effected ; but now the dayhght,
in revealing them, cast a chill shadow of doubt into her
heart. It was his voice she had known and acknowledged
the mght before ; but now he was silent, and, revealed by
the dayhight, she felt troubled and distrustful.  Such a man
she might have met a thousand times without once recalling
to her memory the handsome, manly presence and prosper.
ous bearing of Roland Sefton.

Yet she sat down beside him in answer to that appealing
gleam in his eyes, and as his well-known voice joined hers
1n the responses to the prayers, she acknowledged him agatn
in her heart of hearts. And now all thought of the sacred
place, and of the worship she had engaged in, fled from her
mind. She was a girl at home again, dwelling 10 the silent
society of her dumb father, with this voice of Roland Sel-
ton's coming to break the stillness from ime to time, zod to
fill 1t with that sweetest music, the sound ol human speech.
If he had lost every vestige of resemblance to his former
self, his voice only, caliing ** Phebe ' as be had done the
evening before, must have betrayed him to her. Not an
accent of it had been forgotten,

To Jean Merle Ihebe Mastowe was hule altered, save
that she had grown from a simple rustic maiden into a cul.
tivated aod retined woman. The sweet and gentle face be.
side him, with the deep peaceful blue of her eyes, and the
sensitive mouth so ready to break into a smile, was thesame
he had scen when, on that temnble evening so many years
ago, he bad craved her help to escape from his dreaded
punishment. *“1 will help you, even to dying for you and
yours,” she had said.  iie remembered vividly how mourn.
fully the girlish fesvour of her manner had impressed him.
Even now he had no one else to help him ; this woman's hittle
hand alone could reach him 1a the gulf where he lay : only
the simple, pitiful wisdom of her faithful heart could find 2
way for him out of this musery of his into some place of
safely and peace. He was willing to follow whetever she
might guide hum.

¢ | can sce only one duty befote us,” she said, when the
service was over, and they stood together before one of the
wonuments 1a the Abbey; ‘1 think M. Clifford ought to
know."

4 \What will he do, ’hebe? asked Jean Merle, * God
knows, if 1 had only mysell to think of & would go into a
convict-prison as thankiully as if :t was the gate of heaven.
It would be as the gate of heaven to me if I could pay the
penalty of my cnime.  but there are Felicata and my chal-
dren, and the greater shock and shame to them of my con.
viction now.”

**Yetaf Mr. Chifford demanded the penaity it must even
now be paid,” answered Phebe; *“but he will not. One
reason why he ought to koow 1s that he mourns over you
still, day and night, as if he had been the chief cause of
your death. e reproaches mself with his implacability
both towards you and his son. But even if the old resent-
ment should awaken, 1t 1s night you should run the nisk.
Why need it be kuown to any one but us two that Fehcia
knew you were still alive?”

“1f we could save her and the children 1 should be satis.
fied,” said Jean Merle.

s It would kul her to know you were here,” answered
Phebe, looking around her with a temhed glaace, asf she
expected to see Fehicua; *¢she s not strong, and a sudden
agitation 20d distress might cause bicr death anstantty. Mo,
she must never know. Aad I am not afraid ot Mr. Cufford;
he wall forgive you with all haisheart; and he will be made
glnd in his old age. 1 will go dowa with you this evening.
There is a train at four o'clock, and we shall reach Rivers-
borough at eight. Be at the station to meet me,”

“ You kaow,” said Jean Merle, **that the lapss of years
does not frec one from tnal and conwviction. Mr. Clifford
can give me into the hands of the police at once; and to-
night may see me lodged 1n Riversborough gaol, as if I had
been arsested fourteen years ago. Y ou know this Phebe 2’

**Yes, I know at, but L amnotatrdotat, she answered,

She had not the stightest tear of old Mr. Lnfford s vin.
dictiveness. As she travelied down to Riversborough, with
Jean Merien the third-ctass camnage ot the same train, her
mind was very busy with trocbled thooghts. There was an
unquict joy surnng in the secret depths of her hieast, but she
was 00 full O anxiety and wcrwudsrment to be altogether
aware of 1t. lhough it was not mure than twesty-four
hours since she aad known him otherwise, it seemed to her
as if she had never known that Koland dceftoa was dead, and
1t appeared incredible that the report of his death should
have received such full acceptance as 1 had everywhere
dooe. Yet, though he hal ~ame back, there could be no
welcome for im. 1o her aad to oid Mz, Chifiord only
could this return from the grave contain any pladness.
And was she glad 2 she asked hersell, after a long delibera-
tion over the difficuluies surrvuading this strange reappears
ance. She had sorrowea tut aim and comforicd hus muthes
in her mourning, aod talked of him as one talks fondly of
the dead to his chiidren, and ali the sacred healing of ume
had softened the griel she once felt into a tranyuil and grate-
ful memory of um, as of the tend she bad toved most, aad
whose care for her had most wideiy inflacnced hes tife,  Buu
she conld not own yet that she was glad.

%
!

Ol Mr. Clifford was sitting in the wainscoted dintog.room,
his favoutite room, when Phebe opened the door silently,
and looked in with a pale and anxious face. lHis sight was
dim, and a blaze of light fell upon the dark old panels, and
the old-fashioned silver tankards and bright brass zalvers on
the carved sideboard. Two or thice of Phebe's sunniest
pictures hurg against the oaken panels. There was a blax.
ing fire on the hearth, and the old man, with his elbows
resting on the arms of his chair, and his hands clasped
lightly, was watchiog the play and dance of the flames as
lhc{ shot up the chimney. Some new books lay on a
table beside him, but he was not reading. IHe wassitting
there in utter loneliness, with no companionship except that
of his own fading memories. Phebe’s tenderness for the
old man was very ;ireat ; aud she paused on the threshold
gazing at him pitifully ; whilst Jean Merle, standing in the
hall behund her, caught a glunpse of the hearth so crowded
with memories for him, but occupled now by one desolate
old man, before the door was closed, andhe was left without.

**\Why, 1t's ttle Phebe Marlowe § ” cned Mr, Clifford

ladly, looking round at the light sound of a footstep, ve
5!“:!60! from Mrs, Nixey's heavy tread ; ** my dear chil:iy,
you can't tell what a pleasure this is to me.”

He had nisen up, and stood holding both her hands and
looking tondly into her face. -

‘* This moment I was thinking of you, my dear,” he said;
‘I was inditing a long letier to you in my head, which
these lazy old fingers of mine would have refused to write,
Sandon, the bookseller, has been in here, bringing these
books ; and he told mea queer story epough. He says that
in August last  relatton of Madame Sefton's was here, in
Riversborough ; and told him who he was, in his shop,
where he bought one of Felicsta's books,  Why didn't San.
don come here at once and tell us then, so that you could
have found him out, Phebe? You and Felix and Hilda
were here. He was a poor man, 2nd seemed badly off ; and 1
guess he came to enquire after Madame. Sandoa says he
reminded him of Roland—~poor Roland1 Why, I'd have
given the poor fellow a welcome for the sake of that re-
semblance ; and I was just thinking how Phebe's tender
heart would have been touched by even so faint a likeness.”

“Yes," she murmured.

‘' And we could have lifted him up a little ; quite a poor
man, Sandon says,” continued Mr. Clifford. ** Butsitdown,
wy dear. There is ao one in the wide world would be so
welcome to me as little Phebe Marlowe, who refused to be
my adopted daughter.”

He had drawn a chair close beside his own, for he would
not loose her hand, but kept 1t closely grasped by his thinand
crooked fingers.

** You have altogether forgiven Roland 2" she said tre-
mulously.

** Altogether, my dear,” he answered.

** As Chnst forgives us, bearing away oursins Himself2 ”
she said.

“As Chust forgave us,” he replied, bowing his head
solemnly.

** And 1f 1t was possible—think it possible,” shz went on,
¢ that ke could come back agan, that the grave in Eagel-
berg could give up its dead, he would be welcome 1o you 2 ”

1t my old fnead Seftoa’s son cuuld come vack again,”
he said, * he would be more welcome to me than you are,
Iheve. Huw often do f:m? hum sitting yonder 1o Sefton's
chau, watching me with bis dear eyes 1™

** Bat suppuse be has deceived a3 all,” she continued. © If
he had escaped irom your anger by another fraud ; a worse
fraud! I€he had managed so asto bury some one else in
his name, and go on living under a false one! Could you
forgive that? ¥

* 1f Roland could come back 2 repeotant map, I would
forgive im every sin,” answered Mr. Clifford, “ and rejoice
that 1 had not driven him to seck death. But what do you
mean, Phebe 2 why do you ask 2"

** Because,” she answered, speaking almost 1a a whisper,
with her face close to his, ** Roland did not die.  That man
who was here in August, and called hiraselfl Jean Merle, is
Koland tumseit. lie saw you, and ail of us, and did not
dare to make himself kaown. 1 cantell you all aboutat.
But, oh! he has bitterly repented ; and there s no place of
repentance for lum in this world. e cannot come back
amoagst us, and be Roland Sefton sgain.”

* Where s he? " asked the old man, trembling.

**He s here; he came with me. I wall go and feich
him,” she answered.

Mz, Chifford leaned back in his arm-chair, and grazed to-
wards the haif-open door.  His memory had gone back
twenty yeass, to the last fime he had scen Roland Sefton, in
the prime of his youth, handsome, erect and happy, who
had made his heart ache as he thenght of bis uwn abandoned
son, Iying bunied 10 a common grave o Pars.  The man
whom he saw entering slowly and reluctantly into the room
behind Fhebe, was grey-headed, beot and abject. This
man paused witnin ihe doviway, ivukiog ool at him bat
roand the room, with a giance fui of griet and remembrance.

1he cager, questiouing cyes of oid Mz, Clifford did not at-
rest his anention, ot diveat it from the aspect of e uld
famihasr place.

** No, 1o, Thebe ! " exclaimed M:. Clifford, ““he’s an
smpostut, my deat.  That's aol my old fncad’s son Roland.”

* Wouid (o God 1 were not 1™ cnied Jeaa Merle bitterly ,
** wuuid to wod 1 stood in this roum a5 a stranget ! Phebe
Marlowe, this s very hard , my punishmeat «s greates than
1 can bear. Al my hife comes back to me here. Thus place,
of all othes places 10 the world, bnogs my sia and folly o
remembrance,”

tie sank down ot. a chait, and buned his face in his hands,
to shat out the hatefal sight of the ¢ld home. He was 1n.
side lus paradise again; and behold st was a place ui tor-
ment. 'le;en: was no room in his thoughts for Mr. Clifford;
st was nothiog to him (hat he shosld be called an imposto:,
He cameto claim nothing, not evea his own name. But
the avenging memosies of the past cleimed him and held
him fast bound. Even last night, when in the chill dark-
aess of the Novembdet aighthe watched the house which
heid Fehiata and theur children, tus pain had been less
poigoant then now, within these walls, whese all hus tappy

lifc had been passed. He was unconscious of everything
but his pain. He could not hear Phebe’s volce speaking
for him to Mr., Clifford. e saw and felt nothing, untila
gentle and (remblinﬁhnnd pressing on his shoulder feebly
and as tenderly as his mother's made him look up into the
gray and agitated face of Mr. Clifford bending over him,

‘*Roland | Roland {" he sald, in a volce broken Ly sobs,
" mold friend's son, forgive meas I forgive you.  God be
thanked, you have come back apain in time for me 1o sce
i'ou and bid you welcome. I bless God with all my heast,

tis your own home, Roland—your own home."

\Vith his feeble but enger old hands he drew him to the
hearth, and placed him in the chair close beside his ows,
where Phebe had been sitting, and kept his hand upon bis
arm lest he should vanish out of his sight.

“You shall tell me nothing more to-night,” he said ; «1
am old, and this is enough for me. It is enough that to.
night you and I have pardoned one .inother from * the low
depths of our hearts.’ ‘Tell me nothing else to-aight.”

’hebe had sllchd away from them, to help Mrs. Nuxey o
greparc a room for Jean Merle. It wasthe one that hsg

cea Roland Sefton's nursery, and the nursery of his chl.
dren, and it was still occupied by Felix, when he visited hys
old home. The homely hospitable occupation was a rebief
to her; but in the room that she had left the two men st
side by side in unbrokea silence.

CHAPTER XLV.—AS A MIRED SERVANT.

From a profound and dreamless sleep Jean Merle awoke
carly the next morning, with the blessed feeling of being at
home again in his father's house. The heavy cross-beams
of black oak dividing the cailing into panels 3 the low bryad
lattice window with a few upper panes of old stained glasy;
the faded familiar pictures on the wall ; these all awoke 1
him memones of his earliest years. In the cormer of the
room, hardly to be distinguished from the wainscot, was the
high narrow doot communicating with his mother's chamber,
through which he had often, how often! seen her comen
softly, on tiptoe, to take a look at him, His own cluldren,
too, had slept there ; and it was hsre that he had lasiseen
his little son and daughter befors flecing from his homea
self-accused criminal.  All the happy, prosperous life of
Roland Sefton had been encom around by these walls,

But the dead past must bury the dead. If there had
ever been a deep, buried, hidden hope, that a possible
retura to something of the old life 12y in the unknown fu-
ture, it was now utterly uprooted. Such a return was only
possible over the ruined lives and broken hearts of Fehata
and his children, If he made himself known, though he
was secure against prosccution, the story of his former cnime
would revive, and spread wider, joined with the fair name of
Felicita, than it would have done when he was merelya
fraudulent baoker iu 2 country town. However true nt
might be what Phebe mar-tained, that he might have sof
fered the penalty of his sip, and afterwards retrieved the
past, whilst is children were too young to feel the full biter-
ness of the shame, 1t was too iate to do it now. The nawme
he had dishonoured was forever forfeited. His retarn to hus
formes life was hedged up onevery haad.

But 2 new courage was awakeniag 1n him, which helped
him to grapple with his despair. He would bury the dead
past, and go on into the fature making the best of his life,
maimed and marred as it was by his own folly. He was
stll .o the prime of his age, thity years younger thaa M.
Clifford, whose intellect was as keen and clear as ever,
there was 2 long span of time stretching before him, tobe
used or mis

** Come unto me all ye that are weary, and heavy lades,
and I will give you rest.” He seemed to sec the wordsia
the quaint upright characters in which old Marlowe had
carved them under the crucifix. He bhad fancied he keew
what coming to Christ meant in those old days of his, whea
he was reputed a rehglous man, and was first and foremost
in als religious and philanthropic schemes, making hus trese
pass more terrible and pernicious thar if it had been the
transgression of a worldly man.  But it was not su when be
came to Chust this moming. He was & broken-hearted
man, who had cut himself off from all human ties and afic-
tions, and who was longing to feel that he was not forsaken
of the universal Brother and Saviour., His cry was, My
soul thursteth fur Thee; my flesh Jongeth for Thee, in a dry
and weary land, where no water is.”” It was his own faci.
that he was in a dry and weary wilderness; but oh! ¥
Chtist would not forsake him then, would dwell with hin
cven in this desert made desolate by himself, thenat last he
might find psace to his soul.

There was a deep inner consciousness, the forgotten bt
not obliterated faith of his boyhood and youth, before the
wotld with its pomps and ambitions had laid its 1ron hand
upon him, that Chnst was with him, leading him day by
day, if he would but follow nearer to God.  Was at smpos:
sible to follow His guidance aow ?  Could he not, even ye,
take ap his cross, and be walling to 61 any place which be
coold yet 6l worthily and hambly; expiating hu sio
agunst ais {cllow-men by traer devouun to then servae, &
Jean Merle, the working-man ; not as Ruland Seftoo, the
prosperous and fraudulent banker?

+his retam to his father'’s house, and all its associatioss,
solemn and sacred with 2 pecohias sacredness and solemaity,
scemed to him a pledge that he could once more be admit:
ted aato the great brothethood and home of Christ’s disciples.
Ercry object on which his eyes rested smote him, bat it was
with the struke of a fncod. ~ A clear and sweet hghi fiva
the past shed sts penetrating rays into the darkest coreers of
bis sonl.  Formiven ! God bad formven him, and maa bad
forgiven hum.  Before him Iay an obscure and humble path,
but the beavicst pa.t of his Lurden was goae.  1le mustgo
heavy-laden to the end of his days, treading in roogh patks;

“but despals had fled, and with it the sease of being sepanted

from God and man. .
He heard the feeble yet deep old voice of Mr. Cliffard
outside bis door inquiniag from Mrs. Nixey if Mr. Nl
wa2s gone down-siaire yet. He made haste to go dowm,
treadiog the old staircase with somethiog of the alacri’y of
formec dsys.  Phebe was in the dining-room, and the 2



