STILL AND DEEP.
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Sally, the red-cheeked honsemaid of
Chivérley Reotory, had one great virtue t~
which poesibly her healthy complsxion
might be attributed ; she was an early

riser ; and on the following morning, even |
the summer dawn—so swiftly overtakiog |

night—had scarce filled the sky with
crimeon light, when she was already to
be seen on her hands and kunees, busily
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in swift progress to God, was the bitter
kuowledge that he on'y left Laura now

' when she was already lost to—him, that it

was too late for him'to make the sacrifice
of her love for the dear Lord's sake; he
had been put to the test, and failed, and
never more perhaps would the opportu-
nity be given him of making a worthy

| ancrifice to the cause of his Divine Master.
| Thavkful he might be, and was, that the

strong haund of his God bad plucked him
out of the snare in which ls feet were

| set, and flang him down, wounded and

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 |

hoar, when, geunerally speaking, all the in- | summer morning John Pemberton walked

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 lines under the eyes |

that evidently had been sleepless all night ;
he had a travelling bagin his hand ; and
Bally rose to her feet feeling terrified, sbe
soarcé 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.

“T hoped to fiad you here, Sally,” he
said; “I want you to do me a service.
Will you tell
that I have been obliged to go away very
siddenly, and that I will write to him
fally on the sabject in a day or two ? My
lu
and I should be much obliged if youn
would have it sent to the station
carrier. Good-bye, Bally, 1 wi
wellI" and he gav
which the almost i
may. '

" % Dear heart, Mr. Pet

claimed; * surely you are not'g ig Away

r. Wyndham from me |

bleeding, where he was free to tarn onoce
more to holiness and trath ; bat the power
to give the first fruits of his young heart
freely to his Master was gone bayound re-
eall, for they had all been lavished on one
who was false to her God as shie had been
to him. And so -it was that on this fair

away from that fatal house, heart-stricken
and ashamed, with all the beauty and
glory of his life reft from him for ever by
the selfish orueclty of a heartless and
designing woman.
who bade nus forgive until seveaty times
seven is ever watching for the wandering
son's return, and, a thousandfold more
mercifal than man, is ready to crown his
faintest aspirations with a love that can-
not deceive or fail.

Sally delivered her message to Mr.
Wyndham when the family were seated
round the breakfast-table, which he re-
ceived in blank astonishment. He was

| too apathetio and depressed ever to take

is all ready packed in my room, .

note of what was going on in his house-

| hold, and he did not in the slightest de

by the | gree connect John Pemberton's unexpect-

| od flight with Lanra's intended marriage.
| His wife, woman-like, was quicker-witted,

is- | and she said;with "aousual energy, * I do

| hope John Pemberton has not left as al-

!

for good, you as has been one of the fam- |
ily, so to speak, for such a time ; the |

h«use would seem quite strange without
a

4"

.Yn. ] Sally, for good or for evil, I am
. goin

me here any more ! and shaking her

rough hand, he went past her down the |

, throngh the shrubbery to the gate,
and then took the road that led direct to
the station. It was a lovely morning,
with exquisite freshness in the air, and
dovdro%a glittering ¢very blade of
g:u ; but John Pemberton walked with
‘his head bent, feeling nnworthy so much
as to raise his eyes to the pure cloudless
sky, for he counted himself nothing less
than a renegade from the true fealty and
devotion he had once vowed in such sin-
cerity to his orucified Lord. *‘I wiil arise
and go {o my Father!” he had said to
himself that night, when a!l the piteous
record of bis 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, uutil, by some
hard service, some sharp discipline, he had
srovod himself now to be sincere, with a

eathless truth, which no human hsnd
could touch or mar. 'The first step as
suredly was to put away from himself for
ever the sight of that face whose bewitch-
. ing beauty had beguiled him to such fatal
loss ; ‘4nd though he kaew it woull be like
" tearing asunder the very heartstrings to
leave the roof which sheltered Laura, he
resolved that the morning sun should not
find hiw still within the walls of her home.
‘Like Lot fleeing from the city on which
tie vengeance of God had been Jenounced,
John ‘Pemberton went his way for the
- lnst-time from Chiverley ; but the thought
‘that bowed his head with shame, and held

M his soul when it would have risen

|
i

1

right away; no one will ever see |

together; we cannot afford to lose a

| papil.”

Larline with no vefy pleasaat expression
of face. He bad never been able to
divest himsell thoroughly of an uneasy
suspicion that she had not dealt fairly
with the young man, whom she chose to
call her brother; and as he glanced from
her to Mary's sweet, pure face, he could
not help reflecting how impossible it would
have been for him ever to have had such
a saspioion of her. 8o soon as breakfast
was over he drew Larline oat into the
garden alone with him.

“Tell me the truth, Lurline,” he said,
with much greater sternness of tone than
had ever been used to her before; * can
pou aseure me that your past condact with
John Pemberton has had no share in his
sudden departure.”

“Oh, you darling Bertrand !"” she ex-
claimed, flinging herself upon his arm in

“the most caressing manner, and clasping

both her hands round his, “can you not

to be able to see me with complacency
wholly monopolised by you. I dare say
he wzs afraid he would not always be as
cordial to yon as he would wish to be to
my fatare husband, so he thought it best
to go away for a time, till he got ac-
customed 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 soms time given him hope? I
must know, Lauara.”
“You, know that I told him he should
be my adopted brother, you do not eall
that.giving him hope, I suppose ? I think
it is very hard, Bertrand,” added Laura,
with a movement of her bright eyes, as if

she were winking tears off their 1
lashes, where, however, no moisture’ :vnu

Well for him that He |

| growing conviction that he—to wia wh
| happiness she would willingly have dieds
| was about to join his fate to one who

| in no sense worthy of him, and therel

| but too likely to cause him diwppe

| she should betray her real

understand that the poor fellow loved me |
too tenderly, whether as a brother or not, 1
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to be soen; ** I have told you that [ .
loved any one in this world till T saw ",ﬂ_
and I think that onght to be eno
you, it is not my (ault if other .

loved me more than I wished; wwg
you blame me for it ?” * 4

Her aggrioved tone touched Be

ohivalrous naturo at once, and h‘*
| too coupletely enthralled by her to“;
even the lightest suspicion agsinshhes
after her denial, so in a very fow minnk
John Pemberton was as outirely fo

by them both asif he had never

and it was not long before his “”
ceased to be ever heard at Chiverley RQ
tory. Two days after his departare fiy
arrived a letter from him t) Mr Wy
ham, enclosing a year's payment in
+yanoe of the st'nn f(r‘)r v_bilob he was

| orived as papil, and merely sa ’
oircumataucof had obliged hiu{i?: '
his !:lmu for the futare, so he shoald
"unahle to return to the Rectory. He
thaoked Mr. and Mrs. Wyndaam lor th
kindness, and begged t)> be remem

by Miss Trevelyan. He was loo

to speak of Laura as a mere ordinary s
quaintance, so he did not mention her
all; and as his letter ‘was read ouf
Mr. Wyndham before Bertrand Lisle,
bere him no grudge for the om
Perhaps the only person who thoy
poor John Pemberton with regrel,
with anything like appreciation of
misery that had fallea upon him, was
Trevelyan, for she romembered wi
Obarlie Davenant had prophesied of¥
fatal result of his love fuor the Lovelei.
was becoming almost impossible for

to believe now in Laura’'s goodoess
truth as she had done so loug; the
of her selfishness and iotriguing dispes
tion was begianing to foroe itself
upon her pure mind a3 paa unmist

| oartainty, and one of the sharpest

| she had to eadare in the dreary daya!
Bertrand, meanwhile, was looking at |

preceded Bertrand's departure wasin

o

| ment and distress. Terrible days &

| were indeed for poor Mary; she had # :

| ed herself to endure them without tak
flight, as John Pemberton had doae, !

she found them very hard to b
Laara was absolately determined ShalS
Bertrand Lisle should not leave Chivee
loy till every arrangement for their spesd
marrisge had been made, and atl day ol
Mary was doomed to her disoussions §
this suhject, aud to listen to Lurline's ®
ulting - plans for spending their honeyme
in Paris, as lmng the place where &
| could have the most unceasing smuAs
| ment. There was some little diffisalty
| fixing the time of the wedding, as Beth
was uncertain when he
» but after some correspondence
reign Office he found he could
allowed two or three weeks in Sep '
for this special purpgse, provided he i
turped at once te h He determin
therefore to leave Chiverley the -*‘g ng

after the receipt of this letter,
settled all their plans so defic
there was no longer any oceasion
remaining. And so it was on justs
-miorning a8 that which had witnessed &
arrival, Mary .'I‘uvol.rln from
sleepless bed to the full conssiousness!
the visit from which she had anticiph
such unuiterable joy was over ; ,?
last d:g was come, and that the restl
her had been simply the crushing ou
all earthly happiness from her loyal 8

IR -
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g | faithful heart.

Bertrand was to start immed




