
Noyrmiisit IS.6 H-OPE. 245

Marvellous words for <earcless Harold to
uise. Hope did lier best to satisfy tic un-
hiappy man's cravings, but again and again
the rememnbrance of past sin caine to bis
inid, and lie cricd aloud, in fear and
anguislî te, the God lie had wronged.

Strange to say, bis conduot, towards Hope
seexned te N'eigli less lîeavily on bis mind
than the sins of his youtli. Hoe did indeed
aliîde, to bis sudden fliglît ivith the inoney,
but it .%vas ivith no special sense of dis-
hionesty.

II xneant to double the money, Hope,'
lie said, ' and thon corne baclc te you-I
did,1 indeed.' And Hope now fully believed
the poor foolish, easily-led man. Shie had
rightly deemed that bis fligit fromINMessrs.
Willis and Saunders.was the result of dis-
gust at their bardly concealed greed for bis
possessions. 'I1 intended te corne back to
you, Hope,' le repeeted, ' but I ivas ashamed,
se I thought I îvould look ut some land first,
and thon I cbanged my namne for a time,
but -I ieant no harmn. I neyer said I vas
not xnarricd. It was tliey îvho fanoied
it.'

Hope lot him go on. It seemod botter
not te, chîeck hinm. In the face of coming
death bie laid bis lieart baro te ber. 'Lot
me tell you overything, Hope, and thon you
'-an pray te God for me,' lie gasped. ' Bold
iny hand tight. Novel leave me.'

And thoen hoe began a painfîîl sketch of
his erring, 'wilful life.

' My mother spoilt me>' lie snid, 'and I
took advantage of it. We were poor, but
I badl the best of everything. She get me
iveli edueated, but I only rewarded lier îvith
neglect. Then she died, and I left, my old
fatiier and wîent about looking fer a situation
that I liked. But I neyer stayed long in
ainy. And thon there 'was that breakdown
of the train at Aberxnawr, and I came to
yen. 1 baven't been a kind busband to yen,
Hope, hardly exor, but I meant no harrn;
it- was only that I wanted the best of overy-
thing for mnyseif. Other girls ainused me,
but I did mot love them. I cared for yon
more than any of them, though I would mot
do wbat you 'wished. Hope, are von. angrry
with me?'

For answer Hope kissed the poor band
she held in hors. 'I love %you,' she sla.

But now the terror returncd. ' Can God
forgive mp?' lie a.Joed again and again.
Il have thoought so l.ttle of Min. 1 bave
tried to gct away froin Iim ; and now 1 ain
going to bo judgod by Ilini.'

HIarold stated his own case %vith féarful
plainness, and Hope put .aýide bier own
anguish to try and lo-ad hini te fthe enly
hope of the sinnor. Oh, if only thoy liad
bccn in Englaud, or at loast in some place
%Oiere she, could have secured the bielp (%f
somne good clergyman for the dying inan!
Blut there wvas no cue in lesyouh

The pitifîtil tale of self-accusation wore
itself out ut last. Hope wvas praying silontly
for forgiveness in tlîïs Late repentance whein
Harold prcssed lier hand once more. ' Hope,
tliat is not ail, my father, lie is alive, old
and poor!l'

Hope started. She nover gitessed that
Harold had any living relative. It gave ber
a new sliock. RIad tlie poor fchlowvs selfish-
ress caused him to fail in every relation of
iife ? ' Tell mue about liim, H{arold,' she
said gently, for strengrth was rapidly failing
the stîfferer.

'I1 did help him a littie after I married
yen,' lie Eaid feebly. 'I1 sent him some
money twioe, but 1 didn't like you te
know.'

«'Wýhy, doar ?' asl<od llope trying to keep
lier voice steady, these, revelations, %ere se
astonishing.

'ficcause ho vras in-te-workhotise,'
said H1areld slowly. 'HÉope; hoe cried, 'wil!
yoii lelp him? There is the mnoney, you
know.'

Yes, Hope kneîv that, only too well. It
cost ber a pang to go back te the remeni-
brance the money awal<encd, but shie must
face that. There ivas wemk to bo donc now.
The time had corne for action.

'0Of course I will, Harold,' slie answered.
But now yeu must do one thing for me.

When 2Mx,. Furniss cornes up yoU must tell
him, I arn your wife. No ene here lcnows it.
yet. Just one word, dear, ne more.'

It 'was quite necessary te go threugh this
identification. Harold, in his feeble state,


