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. Chapter XXVII.
Sallv, the re<l-oheekeiI hnnsemsvl of 

Chivèrley Rectory, had one great virtue to 
which possibly her healthy complexion 
might be attributed ; ehe was an early 
riser ; and on the following morning, even 
the summer dawn—so swiftly overtaking 
night—ha<P~scarc8 filled the sky with 
crimson light, when she was already to 
be seen on her hands and knees, bneily 
engaged in cleaning the steps at the front 
door. In the course of this operation she 
was suddenly startled by hearing a step 
coming along the hall at that untimely 
hour, when, generally speaking, all the in­
mates of the house were buried in slum­
ber. She looked up, to see Mr. Pember­
ton, with a face almost livid in its pale 
ness, and with dark Hues under the eyes 
that evidently had been sleepless all night ; 
he had a travelling bag in hie hand ; and 
Sally rose to her feet feeling terrified, she 
scarce knew why ; he had always been 
civil and kind to her, and she had a great 
respect for him, and felt pained to see 
how dismally ill he was looking.

“ I hoped to find yon here, Sally," he 
said ; “ I want you to do me a service. 
Will yon tell Mr. Wyndham from me 
that I have been obliged to go away very 
suddenly, and that I will write to him 
fully on the enbjeet in a day or two ? My 
luggage is all ready packed in my room, 
and I should be mueh obliged if yon 
would have it sent to the station by the 
carrier. Good-bye, Sally, I jwi*h yon 
well!" and he gave her Mi*of gold, 
whieh she almost her dis­
may.

“ Dear heart, Mr. PeflQHp^1 she ex­
claimed; “surely you are not going away 
for good, you as has been one of the fam 
ily, so to speak, for snob a time ; the 
hi use would seem quite strange without 
you." .

“ Yes, Sally, for good or for evil, I am 
going right away; no one will ever see 
me here any- more !" and shaking her 
rough hand, he went past her down the 
stew, through the ehrnbbery to the gate, 
ana then took the road that led direct to 
the elation. It was a lovely morning, 
with exquisite freshness in the air, and 
dewdrope glittering ett>pvery blade of 
graee ; hat John Pemberton walked with 
hie head bent, feeling unworthy so much 
as to raise hie eyes to the pare cloudless 
sky, for he counted himself nothing lees 
than a renegade from the true fealty and 
devotion he had once vowed in eneh sin­
cerity to hm crucified Lord. “ I wiii arise 
*ud go to my Father!" be had said to 
himself that night, when all the piteous 
record of hie faithlessness seemed to have 
been rolled out before him ; but he did not 
feel that he could dare approach even to 
that most merciful God, until, by some 
hard service, some sharp discipline, he had 
proved himself now to be sincere, with a 
deathless truth, which no human hsnd 
could touch or mar. The first step as 
suredly was to pnt away from himself for 
ever the sight of that face whose bewitch­
ing beauty had begniled him to such fatal 
loss; and though he knew it woall be like 
tearing asunder the very heartstrings to 
leave the roof which sheltered Laura, he 
resolved that the morning sun should not 
find him still within the walls of her home. 
Like Lot fleeing from the çity on which 
the vengeance of God had been denounced, 
John Pemberton went hie way for the 
last time from Chiverley ; hut the thought 
that bowed hie head with shame, and held 
hack his soul when it would have risen

in swift progress to Gxl, was the bittor 
knowledge that he only left Laura now 
when (die was already lost to 4rrnr, that it 
was too late for him to m ike the sacrifice 
of her lôve for the dear Lord’s sake ; bo 
had been put to the test, and failed, and 
never more perhaps would the opportu­
nity be given him of making a worthy 
sacrifice to the cause of Ilia Divine Master. 
Thankful lie might be, aud was, that the 
strong baud of hie God had plucked him 
out of the anare in which Ins feet were 
eet, and flung him down, wounded and 
bleeding, where he was tree to tarn once 
more to holiness and truth ; bit the power 
to give the first fruits of his young heart 
freely to his Master was gone beyond re­
call, for they had all been lavished on one 
who was false to her G d as she had been 
to him. And so it was that on this fair 
summer morning John Pemberton walked 
away from that fatal home, heart-stricken 
and ashamed, with all the beauty and 
glory of hie life reft from him for ever by 
the selfish cruelty of a heartless and 
designing woman. Well for him that He 
who bade ns forgive nntil seventy times 
seven is ever watching for the wandering 
son’s return, and, a thousandfold more 
meroifnl than man, is ready to crown hie 
faintest aspirations with a love that can­
not deceive or fail.

Sally delivered her message to Mr. 
Wyndham when the family were seated 
ronnd the breakfast table, which he re­
ceived in blank astonishment. He was 
too apathetic and depressed ever to take 
note of what was going on in hie house- 
lold, and he did not in the slightest He 
gree connect John Pemberton’s unexpect­
ed flight with Laura's intended marriage. 
His wife, woman-like, was quieker-witted, 
and she said, with laomaal energy, “ I do 
tope John Pemberton has not left ns al­

together; we cannot afford to lose a 
>npil.”

Bertrand, meanwhile, was looking at 
Lnriine with no very pleasant expression 
of face. He bad never been able to 
divest himself thoroughly of an nneaay 
suspicion that she had not dealt fairly 
with the yonng man, whom she chose to 
call her brother ; and as he glanced from 
her to Many's sweet, pare faee, he eonld 
not help reflecting how impossible it would 
have been for him ever to have had snob 
a suspicion of her. 80 soon as breakfast 
was over he drew Lnriine oat into the 
garden alone with him.

“ Tell me the truth, Lnriine," he said, 
with mnoh greater sternness of tone than 
had ever been used to her before ; " can 
you assure me that your past conduct with 
John Pemberton has had no share in hie 
sudden departure."

Oh, you darting Bertrand!" she ex­
claimed, flinging herself upon his arm in 
the most caressing manner, and clasping 
both her hands ronnd hie, “can you not 
understand that the poor fellow loved me 
too tenderly, whether as a brother or not, 
to be able to see me with complacency 
wholly monopolised by you. I dare say 
he was afraid he would not always be as 
cordial to yon as he would wish to be to 
my future husband, so he thought it beet 
to go away for a time, till he got ao- 
enstomed to the change. I think he was 
quite right, and I am very glad we shall 
have no one to disturb us."

“ Bat would he have felt thus if you had 
not at some time given him hope? I 
mast know, Laura."

“You know that I told him be should 
be my adopted brother, yon do not call 
that giving him hope, I suppose ? I think 
it is very hard, Bertrand," added Laura, 
with a movement of her bright eyes, as if 
' * were winking tears off their long

moisture was
she ___ ______
lashes, where, however, no

».unvAUT lotMtm

U. bo soou ; " I hare told you that I u,v« 
loved anyone in this world till I saw yea,
and I think that might to be enough foi 
you, it is not my fault if other BeoeU 
loved me m >ro than I wished ; why IE 
yon blame me for it? '

Her aggrieved tone touched Bertrgy|| 
chivalrous nature at once, and hewfe 
too completely enthralled by her to lefcfc 
even the lightest suspicion against hw 
after her denial, so in a very few miuetw 
John Pemberton was ae entirely forgotfc» 
by them both ae if lie had never sxislïï 
and it was not long before his uses 
ceased to be ever heard at Oliiverier Re* 
tory. Two days after hi « departure the» 
arrived a letter from him t > Mr Wyad- 
iiarn, enclosing a year's payment 
ranee of the sum for which he wss fs- 
c« ived as pupil, and merely saying that 
circumstances had obliged him to alter 
bis plane for the future, so he shoaldfe 
unable to return to the Heetory. He this 
•hanked Mr. and Mrs. Wyodaam (or their 
kindness, and begged t> be remembsul 
by Mies Trevelyan. He wae too honwt 
to speak of Laura ai a mere ordinary ac­
quaintance, so he did not mention her si 
ail ; and ae hie letter was read oat ly 
Mr. Wyndham before Bertrand Lisle, she 
bore him no grudge for the oraiwisB, 
Perhaps the only person who thought of 
poor John Pemberton with regret, « 
with anything like appreciation of tbs 
misery that had fallen upon him, was Miry 
Trevelyan, for she remembered what 
Charlie Davenaot had prophesied of tbs 
fatal reeult of hie love f jr the Lorelei. It 
was becoming almost impossible for hit 
to believe now in Laura's goodness ani 
truth as she had done eo long ; the reality 
of her eelflehoeee and intriguing dispel» 
tion was beginning to fbroe itself ers» 
upon her pure mind as §u unmietskabis 
certainty, and one of the sharpest peser 
she bad to endure in the dreary days the 
preceded Bertrand's departure was in the 
growing conviction that he—to win whose 
happiness she would willingly have died— 
wae about to join hie fate to one who mikm 
in no sent# worthy of him, and the 
but too likely to cause him di<aj_ 
ment and distress. Terrible days "these 
were indeed for poor Mary ; she had steel' i 
ed herself to endure them without f 
flight, ae John Pemberton had done, 1 
•be should betray her real feelings,)
■he foond them very hard to befl||| 
Laura wae absolutely determined 
Bertrand Lisle should not leave Chi» 
ley till every arrangement for their 1 _ 
marriage had been made, and all day long 
Mary wae doomed to her discussions 
this subject, aud to linten to Lurlins’» 1 
ultiog plane fçr spending their hoi 
in Paris, as being the place where 
could have the most unceasing 
ment. There was some little diffiaoltf 
fixing the time of the wedding, »e 
rand wae uncertain when he eonld 
lew. but after some correspondence 1 
tlmForeign Office he fonod be eonld ^ 
allowed two or three weeks in 8ej 
for this special purpose, provided he 
turped at once te hie poet. He del 
therefor# to leave Chiverley the mfl 
after the receipt of this letter, whieh l 
settled all their plane eo definitely I 
there was no longer any oeeasitin tor 
remaining. And eo it wae on just as to 
morning as that which had wit 
arrival, Mary Trevelyan rose from 
sleepless bed to the frill oonseiousnees i 
the visit from wnioh she had antioipr 
snob unalterable joy wae over ; that ” 
last day was corns, and that the 
her had been simply the crushing1 
all earthly happiness from her loysl 
faithful heart

Bertrand wae to start immediately *
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