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CHAPTER XXVIII.-FELICITA'S REFUSAIL.
Now there was no longer a doubt weighing upon bis

spirit, Felix longed 10 tell bis mother ail. Tbe slight eloudthat bad arisen of late years between tbemn was so gossamer.
like yet, ibat the faintest breatb could drive it away.
Tbough ber boy was flot the brilliarit genius site bad secretly
and fondly hoped he would prove, be was stili dearer t0
Felicita than aught else on eartb, or, indeed, in heaven ; and
her love for han was deeper than she tupposed. On bis
part, be had neyer losI that chivairous tenderness, blended
with deferential awe, with which be had regarded ber fromn
his early boyhood. His love for Alice was so utterly different
frorn bis devotion to ber, tbat be had neyer cornpared tbern,
and they bad flot core ne m any k ind of colliâion yet.

Feuix sougbî bis mother in ber library. Felicita was
aJonc, reading in tbe light of a Iarnp wbicb shed a strong
illumination over ber. In bis eyes sbe was incornparably
the loveliest woman be bad ever sten, flot even excepting
Alice ; and the stately magnificence of ber velvet dresa, and
ricb lace, and costly jewel's, was utterly diff.-rent frorn that
of any otber woman he knew. Fur Mis. Pascal dresed
ssxnply, as becarne tbe wife of a country rector ; .and Pbebe,
ini ber studio, always wore a blouse or apron of brown Hol-
]and, wbicb suited lher well, making ber bornely and domes-
tic in appearance, as sbe was in nature. Felicîta looked
like a queen in bis eyes.

Wben sbe beard bis voice speaking to ber, baving flot
caught tbe sound of his step on tbe sort carpet, Felicita
looked up witb a smilc in ber dark eyes. In a day or two
ber son was about to leave ber roof, and ber beart felt very
soft toward him. Sbe bad scarcely realized tbat be was a
man, until she knew tbat be bad decided 10 bave a place
and dwelling of bis own.

S he stretcbed out botb hands 10 bim with a gesture of ten-
derness peculiar 10 berseif, and sbown only to bim. It was
as if one baud could flot link them closely enougb ; could flot
bring tbcm so nearly beart 10 beart. Felix îook tbern botb
mbt bis own, and knelt down before ber ; bis yc'ung face
flusbed witb eagerness, and bis eyes, s0 like ber own, las-
tened upon bers.

IIYour face speaks for you, " she said, pressing one of ber
rare kisses upon it. Il What is il rny boy bas 10, tell me?"

"lOh, mother," bce cried, "'you iwill neyer tbink 1 love
you less than I have always donc ? See, I kiss your feet
stîl as I used bo do when 1 was a boy."

H1e bent bis bead 10 caress the little feet, and then laid il
on bi-,rnother's lap, wbîle she let ber wbite fingers play
witb bis bair.

44Why sbould you love me less than you have aiways
donce?" she asked, in a sweet, languid voice. "«Have I
ever cbanged toward you, Fe] x? "

"No, mother, no," be answered, " but to-niglit I feel
how différent I a&*from wbat I was but a year or two ago.
I arn a mian now ; I was a boy then."

IlYou wili always bc a boy 10 me," she said, with a ten-
der smile.

IlYet, I amn as old as rny father was wben you were mar-
ried," be repliid.

Felicita's face grew white, and she leaned back in ber
chair witb a sudden feeling of faintness. It was years since
the boy bad spoken of bis fa lier; who sbould he utter bis
naine now ? He bad raised bis hcad wben be feu hber move,
and ber dim, and failing eyes saw bis face in a mist, looking
s0 like bis faîher wben she bad known birn first, tbat sbe
shrank frorn bim, witb a terror and aversion too deep to be
concealed.

IlR')land 1 " she cried.
He did not speak or move, being too bewildered and won-

der-struck at bis mother's agitation. Felicita bid ber face in
ber wbite bands, and sat stili recovering berseli. Tbe pang
bsd been sudden and poignant ; it bad arnitten ber so una-
wares that sbe bad betrayed its anguisb. But, abe felt in an
instant, ber boy bad no tbought of wounding ber ; and for
ber own sake, as weli as bis, sbe must conquer tbis painful
exciternent. There rnust bc no scene to awaken observation
or suspicion.

IlMotber, forgive me," bce exclaimed, " I did not mean
t0 distreas you."

"1,No," she breatbed witb difficulty, "I amn sure of it.
Go on, Felix."

I came to tell you," be said gravely, "that as long au I
can remember-at leait, as long as we bave been in London
and known the Pascal-I bave loved Alice. Oh, mother,
l've tbougbt sorn'etianes you seemed as fond of ber as you
are of Hilda. You will be glad to bave ber as your
daugher? "

Felicita closed ber eyes witb a feeling of belpless misery.
Sbe could bardly give a thouglit 10 Felix and tbe worda be
uttered ; yet it was tbose words which brougbt a flood of
bidden memories and lears sweeping over ber shrinking
soul. It wassa long since sbe had tbougbt mucb of Roland 1
She had ptrsuitded herself that as so many years had passed
by, bringing to ber no bint or token of bis existence, be
Muset beh.eA-1 ad.asonedeadpases pese.l-uC o.tb

pull dowu with ber own bauds the [air edifice of her life,
The very name sbe bad made for berseif, and the broader
light in wbicb ber farne bad placed ber, made any repentance
impossible. "lA city that is set on a bill cannoe b id."
Her bill was not as lofty as she had once fancied il would
bce; but still, sbe was not on tbe low and safer level of bbc
plain. She was bouourably farnous. Sbe could not stain
ber bonour by the acknowledgrnent of disbonour. The
chief question, afier aIl, was wbetber Roland was alive or
dead.

Her colourless face and closed eyes, tbe expression of un-
utterable perplexity snd anguisb in ber knitted brows and
quivering lips, filled Felix witb wonder and grief. He bad
risen from bis kneeling posture aI ber feet, and now bis reve-
rential awe of ber yielded 10 the tender compassion of a
man for a weak and suffering woman. Hie drew ber beloved
bead on to i bi breast, and beld ber in a finm and loving
gra,,p.

*Il would flot grieve or pain you for worlds," bc said, fal-
teringly, "nor would Alice. I love you better than myscîf;
as rnucft as I love ber. We wili talk of it another day,
motber."

She pressed close to hirn, and be felt ber arrns strained
about birn, as if she could flot hold birn near enougli 10 ber.
It seemed 10 birn as if she was trying 10 draw hir n mb the
very beart of ber rnotherbood ; but she knew bow deep the
gulf was between ber and hirn, and sbuddered aI ber own
loneliness.

11It is losing you, my son," she whispercd witli ber quiv-
ering lips.

"No, no," lie said eagely; il is not losing me, but
finding another cbild. Don'î take a gloomy view of il,
motber. 1 shall be as liappy as my father was witb you'

He could not keep birnself from thinking of bis fatber, or
of speaking of birn. He understood more perfectly now
wbat bis fatber's worship of bis motber bad been ; the ten-
derness of a stronger being toward a weaker one, blended
witb tbe chivaîrous bornage of a generous nature 10 the one
woman chosen 10 represent ail wornanbood. Tbere was a
keener trouble 10 birn to-niglit than ever before, in the
tbought that bis moîher was a widow.

"lLeave me now, Felix," she said, loosing bim fromn ber
close embrace, and sliutting ber cyco frorn the siglit of bim.
"lDo not let any one corne 10 me again to.nigbt. I must be
alone."

But wben she was alone, it was only 10 let ber thouglits
wbirl round and round in one monotonous circle. If Ro-
land was dead, ber secret was safe, and Felix rigbt bc
happy. If be was not dead, Feix rmust flot rnarry Alice
Pascal. Sbe liad not looked forward 10 'this difficulty.
There bad been an unconscious and vague feeling in ber
beart tbat ber son loved ber too passionately ta be easily
pleased by any girl; and, almost unawares to berself, she
bad been in the habit of comparing ber own attractions and
loveliness witb those of tbe younger wornen wbo crossed bis
patb. Vet, there was no personal vanity in the calrn con-
viction she possessedl that Felix liad neyer seen a woman
more beautiful and fascinating than the moîber lie bad
always admired witb 50 mucli enthusiasm.

Sbe was not jealous of Alice Pascal, she said 10 berself,
and yet ber heart was sore wlien she said il. Wby could
not Felix rernain simply constant 10 ber? lie was the only
being sbe had ever really loved; and lier love for bum was
deeper tban she bad known il 10 bc. Vet, to crusb bis
liopes, 10 wound bim, wouid be like the bitterness of deatb
10 ber. If she could but )et birn marry bis Alice, bow rnucb
casier il would bc than throwing obstacles in tbe way of bis
bappiness; obstacles that would seem but the weak and
wiloul caprices of a foolith motber.

Wbeu the morning carne, and Canon Pascal made bis op-
pearance, Felicita rcceived bim in lier library, apparentuy
cornposed, but grave and almost stemu in lier manner. Tbey
were old fiends; but the friendsbip on bis side was warma
and genial, while on bers it was cold snd reservcd. He
lost no tirne in beginning on tbe subjeet wbich bad brouglit
lii,»to ber.

"9My dear Felicita," lie said, IlFelix tells me lie had
soute 1*1k witli7you last niglit. Wbat do you tbink of our
young people?'

"What docu Alice say ?" she asked.
"Oh, Alice 1" lie answered, in au arnused yet tender

toue ; Ilshe would be of one mind witb }elix. There is
something beautiful in the innocent, uuworldly love of chul-
dren like these, wbo arc ready 10 build a nest under any
caves. Felicita, you do flot di-approve of it V"

I canunt diiapprove of Alice," she replied, gloomily;
"but I do disapprove of Felix rnarrying 50 young. A man

sliould flot rnarry under tlirty."
11Tbirty 1 " eclioed Canon Puscal; Ilthat would be iu

seven years. It is a long tirne; but if îliey do not object. I
sbould not. I'm iu no liurry 10 lose rny daughter. But
tbey will not wait uo long."

"lDo not Ict tbern be engaged yet, " slie said, in burricd
and sad touies. IlTbey may sec olliers wbom tbey would love
more. Early marriages and long engagements are bolli bad.
Tel lieni from me tbat it is better for tbem 10 be free a
wbulc longer, tlI tbey know themmelves and tbe wovlId bel.
ter. 1 would rallier Felix and Hilda neyermrarried. Wben
I sec Phebe so free from ail the gnawing cares and anxieties
of Ibis life, and £0 joyous in lier freedom, I wisb ta heaven
I couid bave liad a single life like bers,"l

CHAPTER XXIX.-TAKING ORDERS.

The darkuess bliat bad dwelt so long in the heart of I
cita began now 10 casti us gloorn over the wbole hou: ,,$

A sharp attack of ilîness, rbich followed immdiateî7'
ber greal and inexplicable agi-ation, caused great cofl5tro*
lion to ber fiends, and above aIl to Felix. Thecoi
pby4iciau wbo was cailed in said ber brain bad
worked, sud she mustbcb kept absolutely free of ILId1100
and anxiety. How raçily is tbis direction given9 idOt
d fficult, how impossible in many cases, is it 10 f0l J
That any soul, except tbat of a cbild, can be freed fft" a-
anxiety, is possible only 10 bbc soul that knows and
God.

AIl furîlier mention of bis love for Alice was Oofbo
question now for Felix. Bitter as silence waç, it W
perative ; for wbile bis motber's objtctions and Pr 01i
were flot overcome, Canon Pascal would not beaI
dloser tic iban that whicb already exiiîed being f tOrfo4
tween the young people. H1e bad, however, theCO
believing tbat Alîce bad heard so much of %îbat had P.
frorn ber motber, as tbat she knew be loved ber, afld
owned bis love ta ber fatber. There was a subtie ýo

in ber manner toward bila; she was morre silent in bî. ci
sence, and tbere was a tremulous tone in ber voice aI 1
wbea she spoke 10 bim, yet sbc ]ingered beside biOs1iy
listened more closely to ah bec bad ro'say; and 'wbe lest1

lefI Westminster ta returu 10 their country rectory,th li
glistened in lier eyes as tbey bad neyer donc beforeWh
bade ber good-bye. ,

" Corne and sec us as soon as il will not vcx your botb
rny boy," said Canon Pascal; you may always tbifk
aur borne as your owa.",Ct l

The only person wbo was not perplexed hy Felicîa'<e
explicable conduct and ber illness, was Phebe MgtX«
wbo believed that she knew the cause, and was drawn lw
ta ber in the deepest syrnpatby and puty. it e o
Phebe Ibat }'elicita was creating the obstacle, wbrcb 'doV
chiefly in lier fancy ; and witb ber usuai frankne55£ 0 ci
rectness she went 10 Canon Pascai's abode inthe Clýito
aI Westminster, 10 tell birn sirnply wbat she tbougbtl.00

"I want to ask you," she said, witb ber clear bol'
gaze faaîened an bis face, " if you know wby Mr S[t'
Icît Riversborougli thirteen years ago? "

1'Partly, lie answered ; "rny wife is a RiversdaîCe, 0 .
know-Feîicita's second or ibird cousin. Tbere WO 5 i

painful susp'cion atbacbing 10 Roland Sefton."
"Ves," answcred Phebe, sadly.
"Was il flot quibe cleared Up ?" asked CanonPacl

Phebe sbook ber bead.
" We heard," be went an, "'bliat il was believed RO1.

Sefton's confidential clerk was the actual cul prit ; nd k
ton birnself was only guilty of negligence. Mr. 001fQi
hirnself told Lord Riversdalc tbat Sefton was gone *w
a long hoIiday, and might flot be back for rnonth. .

wrnetbing of the saine kind was put forth in a circular 1;utdg
frorn tbe Old Bank. I bad one sent 10 mec; for sol~~
business of rny wife's was in the hands of tbe flrn. 1 r
iecî thinking il was an odd affair, but it passed ouitOf
mnd ; and the paon fcllow's deaili quite obliterated
cusing thouglits against birn." .

"That is the scruplc in Felicita's mmnd," said Phe)%'
sorrowful tone; she feels tbat you ougbî t okno1w d
thing before you consent 10 Alice rnarrying Felix,An
cannot bring berseif 10 speak of il." f~ I

"But baw morbid that is," lie answercd; as* 1

ual know Felix, every Ibouglit of bim and evcry ni oI
his soul 1 Mis fatber was a careless, negligent ari*
was uoîbiug worse-was be, Phebe ?" r. o

"MHe was tbc best fiend I ever bad," she answe 'e&
nestly, Ibougli ber face grew pale and ber eyclids drO<>'
1'I owe ail I arn 10 bim. But il was not Acton Who
guilty. It was Felix and Hilda's father."

"And Felicita knew il ? " be exclaimed.
"She knew notbing about il until I bold ber," ILO5wef4

Phebe. 1"Roland Seflon came to me when -be WA se
to escape out of the country, and rny faer andî 00.#
him ta get away. Me tbld me ail; and oh 1ibe WASt
mucli ta biame as you miglit think. But be was
the crime; and if lie bad been taken lie would have1 bi
sent 10 gaol. I would have died Iben soonerbbhanlet
be taken 10 gaol.",, 5i

idIf I bad oniy known ibis frornIlie begini)gt"
Canon Pasca. r

" Wbat would you bave donc ?" asked Phebe 0 g,
46Would you have refused to takle Feuix imb jour boa
Me bas doure nawrang. Hilda bas donc no wrong..*rw
would have been disgrace sud shame for tbern if thetrr »a ,l

liad been seul 10 gaoi ; but bis deatb saved theIft ml'0
danger of tbat. Nobody would ever speak a word I lé
Roland Sefton now. Vet Ibis is wbat is pre ying 011
ta's mind. If she was sure you kuew alI, aud sîti.dOîc>,.io.
ta Felix marrying Alice, alie wouid be aI peace IO
And I, tboa, îink you ouglil ta know ali, But youW
visit tire sins of the fatber upon the son -" i

"Divine Providence does so," be înterrupted 0 g
fathers cal tour grapes, bbe teeth of tbe sons are set
Phebe, Phebe, tbat isonly tao true."

"But Roiand's dealli set the cbildreu free froni Ibe Ct~
answered Phebe, weeping. "If becliad been takel g
would have gone away 10 sorne foreigu land wbere tbCYo
flot known; or even if be bad nol died, wc must hl' 0~,

diffeeutl froi wbb webavedoue!But "aer is
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