144 A Misiake in Life.

sionforthescoundrel whohad caused his fall.

This 1ust have been visible on his coun-
tenance, for poor Mrs. Roberts brokelin
upon his thoughts,—* Oh¥ don’t be too
hard upon him; I know how dreadfully he
has behaved, but spare him, spare him, if
youcan!”

Grant's anger was much tempered by
pity for the poor wife, and deep, sorrowing
love for the daughter, left by her father
destitute and disgraced.

When the doctor came next day and
heard of the mischief, he was worked up to
boiling pitch of anger at those who had so
rashly informed his patient of the catas-
trophe; but, to his surprise, though there
was a hectic, feverish flush of excitementon
his face, he appeared to have suffered little
physically; but, on the contrary, with that
determination which sometimes seizes on
the sick that they will recover, he was al-
ready stronger than he had been for many
days.

Grant was certainly bitterly chagrined
at the failure ot his schemes, and the inno-
cent way in which he had, contrary to the
advice of all his well-tried friends, been gull-
ed; but his mortification and deep sense of
loss was tempered by the greater despair and

shame that had fallen upon th‘e devoted;
head of her he loved so well. He sent ai

pressing note to Mrs. Roberts to ask her
to bring Lucy to see him, and she com-
plied.

It was a painful interview. They met as
they had parted at the basswood tree; each
felt a deep love, buteach felt also that, for a
time, there was an insuperable barrier be-
tween them. Poor Lucy was borne down
with the shame that had fallen on her
family, and Grant sought earnestly to com-

pose her.

After a time the latter broached the sub-
ject that lay nearest his heart. ‘Dear
Lucy, I find that all is lost to me upon tfxe
mill, that when all has been sold it will
swallow up my share totally. I don’ttell
you this, dear Lucy, to distress you,” as
the tears rolled down, *‘but I want you to
know that I love you just as deeply—a'h!
how much more, now that you are in dis-
tress. My own, will you promise to be
mine as soon as I can get a home? Ishall

go back to farming,

and I know how yoit

love a country life, ang I am sure we can
do splendidly together.” He took her

gently by the hand,

as he said this, and

waited for a few minctes ynti her distress
had somewhat expended itself, ¢ Please
dry your eyes, and let us tq)) of what we
can .do, it’s no use crying over spilt milk,”
continued Grant; ¢« forget it all for a fe’w
minutes, and let yg talk about the future.
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