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CHAPTER XXXIIL.—THE GRAVE AT ENGELBERG.

On the same Avgust mormiog when Felix was nding u
the loog, lovely Janes to Phebe Matlowe's little farmstead,
Canon Pascal and Atice were starting by the carliest boat
which left Lucerne for Stansstad, in the dewy coolness of
the dawn. [ he shont transit was quickly over, and an om-
ntbus carned them nto Mans, where they left their knap-
sacks to be sent on after them dunog the day. The long
pleasant walk of fourteen miles 10 Eageiberg lay before
them, to be taken leisurely with maay a rest in the deep,
vl shades of the woods, ot under the chaduw of some
great ruck.  The only 1mpediment with which Alice bur.
dened hersell was a hittle green slip of tvy, which Fclix had
Ealhm-d from he walis of her country home, and which she

ad carried 10 a little fluwer-pot Gited with English sail, to
plantun hisfather’sgrave. 1t had been a sacred, though some-
what tsoublesome e 10 her, as they had travelied from
place to piace, and sh?ixad got permistied anyone to take the
care of 1t oft her hands, This everung, wih her own hands,
she was going to plant 1t on the forergn grave of Roland
Seftoo, which had been so long neglected and unvisited by
those whom he had left behind him. Thai Felicita should
never have madea pugnmage to this sacred spot was a won-
det to her, but that she should su steadily resist the wish of
Felix to visit hee fathes's sesung piace I{

iled Alice’s hean
with grave misgiving {us het own sutare happiness,

Bu« she was aut wonbling hesself wath any misgiviogs to-
day, s they juusneyed unward and upward thruogh the nich
meaduws wad thick foiests leading to the Alpwe vahC)
which lay under the snowy dome of che 4 itlis. chr {ather's
enjoymeat of the sweet solitude and changetul beauty of theur
pathway was too perfect for her to mar st by any mourntul
forebodings. He waiked beside her ander the arched aisies
of the pine-woods bareheaded, singing snatches of song as
joyously as a school-boy, or waded off throuph marshy and
miry places 1o quest of some rare plant which onght to be
growing there, splashiog back to her fusther oa in the wind-
ing road, scarcely less happy sf be had not fouad st than o
he had, Huw owld she Ee troubled while her father was
tzeading on enchanted ground?

Bat the last ume they allowed themselves to sit dowa to
test, belure entenng (e vuiage, Lanon fascal’s face glew
grave, and his manues towards hus daughier became more ten-
der and caressiop than usuat.  The sccret which Phebe had
toid lim of Ro:and dcfton had been pondered over these
many wecks in his heart.  If 1t had concerned Felix only, he
would have telt himself gricved «t this stury of his fathet’s sin,
but hz knew too well it concerned Auce as ddosely. Thus
little ivy-slip, so carefully though sileatly guarded througt ali
the journvy, had becn a daily reminder 10 him of his girl's love
121 her old playlellow and companiun, Though she had not
told bum of its desuny he had guessed :1, and now, as she
screened it from the too direct 1ays of the hot sun, it spoke
to her of Fetix, and to bum of bus father's cnme.

He had co resoive to make his davghter miserable by
traising obstacles to he: mamage with fchix, who was tualy
as dear to him as his own sons. But yet, if he had only
kaown thisdishoaest stzain in the blowd, woutd he, yeare ago,
have aken Feux 1nto bis bume, and exposed Atice 3 the
daoger of toving hum?  Felix wasout of the way of tempta.
ton, there was no stream of moory passing thiovgh his
hands, and it would be hard and vite iniced tor hum to faly
1nto any dishonest tnckery.  Bat it might be that his children
—Alice s children—might tread 1n the steps of their fote-
father, Roland Scfton, and pursus the same devious courss,
Thicves breed thieves, it was sayd, in the lowest dregs of so-
aizl ufe.  Would there be some fatal weakness, some tosi-
dious 1mprobity, 1 the aatare of those descending irom
Koland Szton 2

I was a wrong against tod, a fauthiess distrust of Him,
be said to humself, o let those daik thoughrs oistress his
mind at the cuse of a day such as that which had been
granted to nim, almost as a direct 2nd pertect ffi from hea.
ven aseif. He iouked into the sweei, tranquil 1ace of tus
@), and tae trusul, loving cyes which met fis anxious gaze
with 350 open and frank an expiession ; et he could not
aitogether shake off tbe feeting of solicude and forevoding
which bad failen upon his spinit.

**Let us go on, and have a quiet dinner by oarselves,”
said Anice, at Jast, **and thea we shaw have all the cool of
the evenming to wander about as we picase.”

Tacy et thews sestng-place ana waiked on o silence, as
if they were averawed ty the snow-clad mountains and tow-
enng peaks baogiog ove: the vaucy. A siwle way off the
102a ey $aw & poot and .uiscrabdie hai, built on pues of
Siunes, with deep, sbetienng caves, but with a broacn (ool,
and go ught exceps such as eaterea st by the doot.  la the
dimness of the saienor they just caogh: sight of a gprey-
headed man, satting oa the fluor, with ﬁ;s face hidden io hus
koces.  1i ®as an atutade tewing of decp wicichedness and
heaviness of heart, 3ad though neither of them spoke of the
glimpsc they had had, they drew nearer to one another, and
walked Josely together antil they reached the hotel.

It was still brozd day-light, though the sun had sunk be-
hind the lolty mountains when they strolled oat 0 into
the picturesqae, urregular street of the willage. The clzar
blae sky abure them was of the cotour of the wiid hyaciath,
the implest, purest blae, aganst which the pore and simple
whic of the snowy domes anu pinnacles of the mountan
Janges inclosiog the valley stood out :a sherp, bold onthines ;
whiist the datk greea of the solemn pine-forests chmbing ap
the steep slopes iovked aimost black aganst the pale grey
peaks juttiog ap ficth among them, with silver hines of snow
mazkipg oul every ane acd wevice an then furrowed and
freited aschitectase.  Lanon bascal bared bis head, as of he
had been entenng hus beivved Abbey (o Westminster.

“ Uod 33 very givnvus . he saud 1a & low aod reverent
toae. " God i3 very goud .

In silence they sauntered on, with loitering steps, to the
little cemetery, whare la{ the grave they had come to seek.
They found 1t tn a forlomn and deserted corner, but there
was no trace of neglect about 1he grey unpolished granite of
the cross that matked it. No weeds were growing around
it, and no moss was gathering upon it ;. the lettesing, telling
tha name, and age, and date of death, of the man who lay
beneath it, wasasclear as if it had just come from the chisel
of the graver, The tears sprang to Alice's eyes as she stood
betore 1t with teverently bowed head, looking down on Ro-
land Seftoun's grave.

h‘isDAd you ever see him, father 2" she asked, almost in a
w T.

* 1 saw bim once,"” he answered, * at Riversdale Towers,
when Felia was still only a baby. He was a finer and
handsomer man than Felix will ever be; and there was
more furesgn blood in his veins, which gave him greater
faiely and simpler vivacity than Englishmen usually have.

remember how he watched over Felicita, and waited on
her in an almost womanly fashion ; and fetched his bab
himself for us to sce, wrglng him in his own arms wit
the deft skill of a nurse, Felix is as teader-hearted, but he
would not make a show of it 30 openly.”

“* Cousin Feliciia mast have loved him with her whole
heart,"” sighed Alice, ** {ct if I were in her place, I should
come bere often ; 1t would be the one place I loved 10 come
to. She i3 a hard woman, {ather; hard, #0d bitter, and
obstinate. Do you think Felix's father would have set him.
self against me as she bas done 2"

Shz terned to him her s2d and pensive face, almost the
dearest face in the world to him ; and he gazed into it with
penctratiog and loving eyes.  Would it not be best to tell
the child the secret ians grave covered; here, by the grave
itseli? Betier for hzs to kaow the truth concerzing the
dead, than cherish hard and onjust thoughts of the living,
Even if Felicita consented, he could not let her marry Felix
wnorant of the facts which Phebe had disclosed to him.
Felix himself must know them some day ; and was z ¢ this
the hour and the place fur revealing them to Alice?

My dading,” he said, *I know why Felicita never
comes here, nor lets her children come ; and also why she is
at preseal opposeu to the thought of Felix marrying. Ro-
land Selton, her husband, the cohappy man whose body
{ies here, was guilty of a ctime, and dfed miserably while 2
fugitive from our conntry. His death consigaed the crime
to vblivion , no one remembered it agaiast ber and her chil-
dren. Bat if he had lived, he would have been a convict ;
and she, and Felix, and Hilda wouid have shared bis igno-
miny. She feels that she must not suffer Felix to enter our
family unt:l she nas told me this, and 1t is the mere thooght
aud diread of such a disclosure that bas made het ill. We
must wail til her mind recovers its strength.”

. “lWhn was it he had done? ™ asked Alice, with quiver.
ing lips,

* He had misappropriated 2 number of securities left in
his charge,*’ answered Caoun Pzscal; ** Phebe says to the
amount of over 410,000, most of it belongiog to Mr.
Cliffurd.”

¢ Is that all2” cried Alice, the colour rushing back 2gain
to her face, and the hight to her eyes; *° was it only money ?
Oh, I thought it was more d.eadful than that. Wbyl we
should never blame cousin Felicita because her hu-band
misappropriated some secarities belonging to old Mr, Chf-
ford. And Felix 13 not to blame at ali ; how could he be?
Pour Fetix 1

* Bat Alice,” he said, with a half smile, **if, instead of
being buned here, Qoland Scfton had lived, and been ar-
sested, aad sent to 2 convict prison for 2 term of imprison.
meny, Felicna’ Lfe and the lifs of her children would have
been altogether over:hadowed by the disgrace and infamy of
t.  There could have been no Jove between you and Felix,”

¢4 It was a good thing that he died,"” she answered, look-
ing down again on the grave almost gladly. ¢* Does Felix
knowthis? Bat I am sure he does aot,"” she added quickly,
and Jooking up with a heightened colozr into her father's
face, ** he 1s ail honour, and treth, and anselishoess. He
coutd not be gty of a crime against anyone."

*+ 1 believe in Felix 5 1 love him dearly,” ber father said,
but if 1 had knowo of tus 1 do not think I could have
brought bim up in my own home, with my owa boys and
girls. Gud knowt it woald bave been a difficalt p dnt to
seitle ; bul 1t was not given (o my poor wisdom to decde.”

* 1 shall aut love Felix one jot less,” she saud, ** ot reves-
eace him less, If all his forefathers had beea bad men, 1
should be sure still that he was good. I aever knew him do
or say anything that was mean ot sclfish. My poor Felix !
Oh, fatber! 1shall love him more than ever now I know
there 1s sometb.ng 1n his hife that needs pity. When he
knows it he will come to me for comfort, and I will comfort
him. His father shall heat me promise it by this grave
here. I will never, never visit Roland Scefton’s sin o3 bis
son, 1 will acver 1n my heant think of it as a thispg agmnst
him. Aou :f all the world came 1o hnow 11, 1 wonid pevax
once feel 3 momeat's shame of him,”

Her voice faltered a little, and she kaslt down on the

sched at the foot of the cross, hiding her face in her
g:nds. Emon Pascal 1aid his hand fondly on her bowed
head, and ther he left her that she might be alone with the
grave, and God.

CHAPTER XXXIV.—THE LOWEST DERDS.

The miscrable, dilapidated hut at the eatraace of Engel-
berp, with 00 hight save that which eatered by the doorway,
had been Jezn Merle’s home sinee be had fixed hisabode in
the valley, drawn thither irresistibly by the grave which bore
Koland Sefton’s name, There was less provision for com-
fort i this dark hovel thzaa in & moak’s csll. A log of
sough, :barked timber from the forest was the only seat,
and a rude framework of wood, filled with straw of dry fems,
was his bed.  The floor was bare, except near the door, the
appes half of which astally stood open, and herz it was cov-
ered wuh fine chips of box and oxk-wood, and the d=st
which fell from his busy graver, the tool which was ncver
oat of his fingers while the lipht saaved him. There w2z no
more decoration than there was comfost, except that on the

smoke-stained walls the mildew had pencilled out some
strange and groterque lines, as if somc mural painting hyg
mouldered into ruin there. Two or three English tuyys
alone, of the cheap continental editions, 1ay at one cnd of
the clumsy shelf; with the few cooking utensils which «er
absolutely necessary, plled together on the other. Inep,
was a small stove in one cowner of the hovel, where a fagg.
fol of emabers could be seen at times, like the eye of som
wild creature lutkiniln the deep gloom,

Jean Mezle, though still two or three years under fifty, way
looked upon by hls neighbours .as being a man of greay,
though unknown sge. Yet, though he stooped in the shuy,.
ders a little, and walked with his head bent down, he wy
not Infism, nor had he theappearance of lnﬁrmll(v. Ha jonp
mountain expeditions kept his muscles in full force ang ag.
tivity, but his grey face was marked with many lines, 5o tne
as to be scen only at close quarters ; yet, on the whole, lua.
ing & wrinkled and aged mask asof one far advanced i ate,
In addition to this singularity of aspect, there was the cxun,
ordinary seclusion and sordid miserliness of his mude o
existence, more In harmony with the passiveness of ex.eme
old uge than with the energy of a man still in the prume o
his days. The village mothers frightened their children wuy
tales about Jean Merle's gigantic stiength, which made tiay
an object of terror to them, He soupght ﬁulnunmmp
with none of his peighbours ; and they avoided him a3 a bore.
tic and a stranger.

The rogged, simple, narrow life of his Swies forefaihen
gathered around him, and hedged him in. They had beey

asant-farmers, with the exception of the mountain: pasiu,

is grandfather, and he still well semembered Felix Mee,
&fter whom his boy had been called. Al of them had been
mea toiling with their own haods, with a pever cean;
bodily activity, which had lefl them but little time o1 facey
for any mertal pursuit. This balf of his nature fitted hn
well fur the life that now lay before him. As his Swissan
cestors bad been for many gencrations toil-woin and weathe:.
beaten men, whase faces were sun-burut gnd sun-blistered,
whose backs ware bent with labour, and whose weary lee;
dm:sed beavily along the rouph paths, g0 he became. ™ The
ial refinement of the prosperous Englishman, skin teep
as it is, vanished in the coatse and narrow life to wheh be
had partly dooz:ed himself, had partly been doomed, by e
dull. despondent apathy which had possessed his soul wae
he first Jeit thd hopital in Lucere.

His mode of living was as monotonous as it was suiuary,
His work only gave him some ing interest, for un e
bitterness of his spirit he kept him-elf quite apant from ai
relation with his fellow-men. As far as in him lay, he szt
out the memory of the levocable past, and forbade by
heart to wander back o the years that were gone. He
strove to concentrate hizuself upon his daudy toil and ihe ics
daily wants of his body, and aiter a while a small degree o
calm and composure had been won by him. Roland Sefion
was dead 3 let him lie motionless, as 2 curpse should dv, i3
the silence of his grave. Bat Jean Merle was living, wi
might continue to live another twenty years or more, thes
solitarily and monotonously.

Bat there was one proj-ct which he formed early ints
new ctate of existence, which linked him by a living link
the old. As soon as he found he could earn handsome wages
for his skilled and delicate work, wages which he cuud @
no way spend, and yet continue the penance which he pr>
nouncecd upon himself, the thosght came to him of seswisg

thc money which had been intrusted 10 him by old Marlowe, N

and the other poor men who had placed their samings . by
care. To repay the larger amount to which he was sdebud
1o Mr. Cl flurd would be impossible, but 10 carn the uiby
sums, though it mipht be the work of years, was s.il! prc

ucable, especially if from time to time he conld make ale o
and prudent speculations, such as his knowledge of e B

money market might erable him to do, so as to insure moe @
1apid returns, At the village inn he could see the newp
pers, with their lists of the various continental funds, axd
the share and stock wmarkets; and without entenng at i
into the world, hs could ditect the buying 1n and seliing
of his stock through some bankers in Lucerne.

Evcn this resutation must be made in secret, and be s
wrzpped op 1n datkness 20d stezlth that 0o «ne conld s
pect the hand from which it came. For he kaew iba & §&
net he had woven about himself wastoo strong and ininais B8

to be broken throngh without deadly injary to othess, 22l N
above all to Felicita. The grave yonder, and the st B
crass 2hove it, barred the way to any teturn by the path ke

bed come. Bat would it be attetly impossible fu: b i §8
ventare back, changed as he was by these many years, « Jig
Englznd? It wouls be only Jean Merle who wuuld v
thiher ; there could be go rerurrection for Roland S

Bat coald not Jean Merle see frum afas off the old hose, B3

oz Phebe Ma:lowe's cotiage 0o the hill-side , o1 possidiy bs 8
mother, or his children; nay, Felicita herself? Only i 8

off; 2z some bamshed, repentant soul, drawing a Ik B

geares to the walls of the cternal city, might be favuum! §
with a glimpse of the golden strccts, and the whie il B8
aitizens therein, the memory of which would dwell wiba bz B8
for zvermore. . N

As he drew nearer the end he grew more eager to reachit BY
The dull apathy of the past thirteen years was transfuree B
into a feverish anticipation of his sceret journ a2
with the accumaulated procecds of his work and his specch-
tions, whichinsome way or other must find their wayatott B
bands of the men who had trusted ' im in time past. Bat |
at this junctute the bankers at Laour. s failed him, as helsd RS
failed others. It was not simply that his speculations ! B
out badly ; but the men to whom he had intrusted the <o §&
dact of them, ‘frcm his solitary mountain home, defrasid BS
him, and the bank broke. The measure he bad meted < Fd
to others had been measured to him apain.  Whatkers? S
he had doac unto men, they had done unto him. 4

For thrae days Jean Mere wandered about the eter B
Jrosts of the ice-boand
Aains aroand him, living be did pot himself know how U &R
was oot money be had Jost.  Like old Marlowe, be reated I8
how pcoz & symbol mouey was of the long years of ccari® §R
toil, the days of seil-denlal, the houm of znxions hocghyt I
represented.  And besides this darker side, it stood also & 8

*c Englol BN

and snow-felds of the o> B



