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The hardening of the heart, that brings
Irreverence for the dreams of youth ;

All thoughts of Jli—all evil deeds,

That have their roots in thoughts of ill;
Whatever hinders or impedes

The action of the nobler mlil,

Al these must first ve trampled down
Beneath our feet, if we would gain,
[n the bright ficlds of fair renown,
T he right of eminewt domsin,

THROUGH WIND HND
- RAIN. .

p- BY MARY CEOIL HAY.
(Concluded)
He had risen chair. With

the hand which held the sealed packet,

_ mot keep the tears away; and, in the

just as they used to look, They can-
not be too bright to-night. - Make haste,
becanse he comes so quickly.”

It was well that those hangry-clouds
had hidden the moon again, for I could

midﬁvfhh?m. my master
would have boén hurt to see them.” ™
“He comes oun horscback, Hutet

you saw how fast he flew, didn't you ?"
lymlterm'dkingwiﬁmmwcd
the door as he burried through these-

Joving orders, and the packet was tight-
- ly grasped in his hand.

“You will burn it now, sir? You
will destroy it before I bring up my
vew master 7"’

“Ne," be said, a shadow falling over
his eager white face, as he uervously
changed the will from hand to hand,
«] must se¢ his fave and hear his
voice; then it shall flame to ashes.

master'ssudden pann with outstretched

b A GO .
ewwt‘wm"mﬂl&evhmdsudupmwd head, stopped 18

other he shaded his eyes to’ peur into
the night'..‘ ng moonlight showed me
this, and uothing more, till be dropped
his hand frem his face.and seised my
«See ! it is like daylight. Does he
come 7"

That road across the heath lay wet
and clear and glistening, just as we
have seen it lic to-night ; and my
younger, stronger ey«s searched the
spot where my mast.r's eyes were fixed ;
yet it was his ery of joy which first
broke the silenee,

“There! therel” he cried, and I,
trembling so that I could scareely stand,
tried to give shape to that gilding
shadow on the straight, wet road.

] see, I see,” my mmster whispered,
his thin form heaving with an almost
terrible emotion, “he—is come.”

«] eannot see,” I said, only because
I so dreaded a disappointment for him
now.

“Not see ?” he questioned, turaing
to me with a gentle, perplexed smile.
“Go, Hester, and make sure that the
Gre is burning brightly in his room ;
and have Rollo unchained and brought
into the house. It will make the old

dog young again to see the master he
Joves. Let the whole house be ready
t9 welcome him, Let his rooms look

onmy way; and so I wasstill standing
beside him, in a gleam of brightest
mooniight, when Mr. Wl came n ; and

md'yﬁmhiathﬁm'shpsmadem do

reel bundly for one moment.

I saw that my young master had
cume straight and hurriedly there, for
thc rain was thick upon Lis hawr and
dress, and the hand he gave mc, when
jus father released it, was wet and cold.
S-emg this, 1 was hastening to his

roomi that be might find a bright ﬁNNC‘p“*m

tucre (tuough there was little fear, for
1 bad the rovm ready all that day),
wuch my master caled me back.

vBtay, Hester,” be saud, 1n”s Dew
bright tone, *'you deserve o sce this
pacot. It 1 all over now. See I”

He dropped the sealed packet into
tue very uears of the hot wide fire, and
now sat watehing it erumble into ashes,
while his fsoe had a smile upon it
wiich Wwas almost radiaot in-it8 ease
and happiness. Mr. Will stood watch-
1 ng two,but very gravely, and when pres-
cotly every trace of paper had dwsap-
peared, uc dropped upon his knees
peside hus fatuer’s ebair, and, with lus
face hidden, sobbed just these words,
«Fatper forgive me P %

The words werc stopped upon his
lips. by the old man’s loving fingers

to tell any of us for whom she wore
«Jgis I, Will—it is I who need for-
giveness, But this is forgiveness. God
will pardon us both, and no one agaia
can separateus.” - 2 o
-1 had softly closed (the door upon

 them then, and for 3 long while L ling-.

in Mr. Will's rooms, giving them .
aj] fhe homeliness I could.  Then I
went down with orders for the young
master’s supper. It hardly sarprised
me $o find that the servants in the
house did not know he had arrived, for
I knew that if they had seen him they
would bave taken his wet coat. There
was quite & shout of joy whea L. told ;
them my news, and some of them fol-
lowed me to the master’s door that they
mwltbeﬁﬁtwgreetMr.Wﬂl. They
stood back quietly for me to g0 in'
alonp, but—ah! my ery soon brought
them. There satour master beside the
glowing fire, with still that smile of full
coptent upon his pale lips; but the lips
were motionless forevermore, ‘and he
was all alone. - Neither the'

fire, nor the i i

More to tell ? very little; and how
it makes one, in this fit
izht and the rush of rain and

mooalight L
with those weird flying shadows which shi

the firelight throws upon’ the pictures.
Surelyyonkno'tlmendnwell as 1

oldest among them, ever jested with me
about my account of the young master’s
return in the dying of the old year; bat
1 heard them whispering togetuer after-
wards, when I fell ill, that that strange
dream of mire had warned them of an
illness. Dream! =
For days and weeks, and even months
arder carried on the fruitless
search for Mr, Caplgton’s will, firmly
convinced that the Byui himself must

had a lettered. Jock W none but
himself understood, and this ‘wasun-
touched at lis death—only to place it
in another hiding ~place. - But the
search was vain, and of course I had
no tale to tell him.

Bat the search for Mr. Will was
longer and more Wearisome still, and
the Squire had besn two months dead,
and Captain Warder was beginni%w
feel secure in his mastership’ of Wes-
mede, when the Execter lawyers sent us
word they had traced Mr.” Capleton’s
heir. That very night they arrived at
Wesmede in a postchaise, and brought
my masters heir, lying asleep in
his mother's arms. a moment I
recognized Miss Agnes, when she came
into the hall shyly and sadly, in her
heavy mourning, just as she ‘had first
come to us; and no voiee was needed

Not one of the servants, even the - grea

it-=hus privite burean

that widow’s cap-around her small sad

face.

Ah! what a sad hom:-coming it was
Miss Agnes—it scemed o natural to
have her back that I could not for s
time get out of using -the old name—
tried very hard, as we could see, to
shake off her weight of ﬁiéf, but I did
not wonder that for so long it was im-
possible to her. '

Durine that sad wreck, on New
Year's Eve, of the sailing vessel in’
which she and her hu sband and bab
wer: cominz from Australia, to pl
in person for their father's ‘parden, she
had been rescued with she other women
and children, sorely against her will as
she wished to stay besidé her husband..
But with tears and prayers he had urg-
ed her, assuring her there was chance
for all, but only if she left him then.
So he had seen her safe into the boat,
and then had labored to save others,
until he and the captain wWere alone on
the deck of the sinking ship in which
they had been hom:ward bound. One
sailor, who was saved, had told her how
h: had seen Mr. Will at the last mo-
ment knceling on the wet deck, him-

self wet through,. bis headbtxan his
folded arms; aad how .he had heard
him sob three words—which might

have been the ofy from every heart
fitful that night —#Pather forgive me"— -~
and then gone:down on the brokent”
i : .

o -
p° - : : 1
Aud when, Miss Agaes bad told-me

this, with stiff white lips and tearless
eyes which were almost proud in their

t love, I found ' that I could - tell
how iy master had died on that New
Year’s Eve, with his. hands upon his
son’s head, answering thag very prayer
with his,own appeal for . I
remember how the tight broke upon her
pale fice—just that steady, trustful
look of eld—when she how they
were together at the very last; and
thoxﬁ:she said no word to mé, 1 know
to
words. :

Yes, that's her portrait; and if
better beloved thaa she has been for these
five-and-twenty years throuzh which
she has lived among us at Wesmede, I
should like to know where that lady’s
home may be.

~ Quite happy lo*ting ? indeed she is.
Isn’c it always a&o which is lived for
others that is the happiest of all ? And
would not the love of such a son crown
any mother’s life with blessinz ?

Yes; that's the present Squire. A

bandsome facs you called it; butif
you knew him as I know him, you
would sce far more than that; and
when I look at the two portraits op-
ite I like to taink how proud tne
old Squire and Mr. Will would bave
been to see how nobly he reigns herein
their stead ; waile they—are resting.
THE END.

o

m she did breathe grateful

there’s another lady in all the land




