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CHAPTXR XL11.—NO PLACE I'OR REPENTANCE,

They stood silent for a few moments—moments which
scemed hours to Phebe.  The stranger—for who could bz so

reat a stranger a3 one who had been many years dead ?—
g:d advanced only a step or twce from the threshold, and
paused as if some invisible barricr wae set up between
them. She had shrunk back, and stood leaning against the
wall for the support her tiembling limbs needed, It was
with a vehement effurt that at last she spoke.

* Roland Sefton 1" she faitered.

“Yes!" he answered, **1 am that most miserable man,"”

** But you died,” she said with quivertag hps, ** fourteen
years agu.”

“ No, Fhebe, no,” he replied ; * would to God I had
died then.”

Oance more an agony of mingled fear and joy overwhelmed
her.  This dear voice, 0 lamentable and hopeless, 5o well
rememberad in all its tones, told her that he was sull hiving,
whom she had mourned over 30 many years. But what
could this mystery mean? \What had he passed through ?
What was about to happen now? A wmuliof thoughts
thronged to her brain.  But clearest of all came the assur-
ance that he was alive, standing there, desolate, changed,
and friendless, She ran to him and clasped his hands in
hers; stooping down and kissiog them, those hard woin
hands, which he left untesistingly in her grasp. These
joviog, and deferential caresses belonged to the time when
she was a humble country gtrl, and he the friend very far
above her.

* Conie closer to the fire, your hands are cold, Mr. Ro-
land,” she eaid, speaking ia the old long-disused accent of
her ealy days, as she might have rpuken to him while she
whas yet achud, She threw a few logs on the fire, and diew
ap Canon Pascal’s chair to the hearth lor him, She felt
spell-bound, and as sf she had beea suddenly thrust bach
upon tho-c old tumes.

‘1 am no longe: Roland Sefton,' he said, sinking down
into the cbaw, **he disd, as you say, many a luag year
?igol" g)o nut light the lamp, Phebe, let us talk Ly the

relight.”

Th%: flicker of the flames creeping round the dry wood
played upon his face, and his eyes were fastened on at,
Could this man really be Roland Sefton, or was she being
tricked by her fancy? Here was & scarred and wrinkled
face, blistered and burat by the :ummet’s sun, and cut 2ad
frost-bitten by the winter's culd ; the hair was gray and
ragged, and the eyes far sunk in the head met her gazz with
& despauring and uncasy glance, as if he shrank from her
close scrutiny.  His bowed shoulders and hands roughened
by toi}, and worn-out mechanic’s dress, were such 2 change,
that perhaps, she acknowledged i. relucrantly to herself, of
he had not spoken as he did she might have passed kim by
uadiscovered.

¢ I am jean Mertle,” he sad, ** not Roland Sefton.”

“Jean Meile 1™ she repeated in 2 luw, bewitdered tone;
“not Roland Seflton, but Jean Merle 2

But she couid noi be bewildered or in doubt much longer.
This was Roland indeed, the hero of her life, come back to
her a bruhen-duwn, desulate, and hupeiess man.  Ste knelt
down on the hearth beside him, and laid her band compas-.
sionately on his.

¢ But you are Roland himselfto me 1" shecned. * Oh!
Se quick, 2ad tell me all about it. Why did we ever think
you were dead?”

¢ It was best for them all,” he answered. * God knows
I belicved it was best.  Bat it was a second sin, worse than
the first, Pbhebe, I did the man who died no wrong, for he
told me as he lay dying that he had no friends to gnieve for
him, and no properiy to leave. All he wanted was a decent

rave ; and he has it, and my name withit. The grave at
Eagelberg couatains a stranger.  Aod I, Jean Merle, have
taken charge of it.”

“Oh! ' crued Phebe, with a pang of dread, **how will
Felicta bear it2"”

** Felicuz bas known it; she consented tot,” s2id Jean
Mesle. ' 1f she bad attered one word against my desperate
plan, 1 should Lave recoiled from 1it. To be dead whilst

cu are §el 1a the body ; to have eyes to sec and ears to
g ar with, and 2 thinking brain and a hungry hean, whilst
tacre 33 00 sign, ot sound, or memory, ot love from your
former life; you canaot conceive what that s, Phebe. 1
was dead, yet 1 was too keenly alive 1o Jean Merle, the
poot wood-carverand miser. They thooght 1 was imbetile!
and I was almost 2 madman. 1 could not tcar mysell away
fiom the grave where Roland Sefton was buried, bot oh1
what I have suffered !

He ended wih 2 long shuddering sigh, which pierced
Phebe 10 the heatt.  The jov of secing bim again was van-
ishing sn the sight of hus suficnng, but the thooght upper-
most tn her mind was of Fehata.

** And she nas known ail along that you were pot dead 2™
she said, 1n 2 tone o awe.

* Yes, Felicua knew,* be answered.

** Aad has she never seen yor, icve: Sattea to Foa d” she
asked.

* She koows nothing of me,” ue repued. ' 1 was to be
dead to heraad tv every onc else. We parted lurever an
Eapelberg fourteen years 2o this very month. Perhzps she
believes me to be dead in reality. But I conld live no
loager without hnuwiag something of you ali, of Feiix and
Hilda; and X came orer to Eagland in Awnpust. I have
scen all of you, except Felicita.”

bl d was wicked ! it was cruell” sobbed Phebe, shivet-
ing. ** Your mother died. believing she was poing to 7cjoin
you, and 1, oh 1 how 1 have mourned for yoo ! ™

** Hare you, Phebe?™ he said svrrowfaily, * bot Fe-
hizita has beea sased lrom shame, and has been succesalul.

L d

She i3 too famous now for me to retrace my steps, and get
back into truthfulness. I can find no place for repentance,
let me seek it ever so careflully and with tears.”

** Dut you have repented 2 she whispered.

¢ Befote God ? yes!* he answered, “and I believe He
has forgiven me. "But there is no way by which I can re.
trieve the past. 1 have forlelied everythiog, and ¥ am now
shut out even from the dutics oflife. \What ot sht I to have
done, Phebe? There was this way to save my mother, and
my children, and Felicita: and 1 took it. It has prospered
for all of them ; they hold a different position in the world
this day than they could have done if I had lived.”

* 1n this world, yes1* answered Phebe, with a touch of
scorn in her voice; “but cannot you see what you have
done for Felicita? Oh it would have been better for her
to have enduted the shame of your first sin, than bear such
a burden of guilt. And you might have outhived the dis-
grace. There are Christian people In the world who can
forgive sin, even as Chiist forgives it. Iven my poor
father forgave it ; and Mr. Clifferd, he is repenting now that
he did not forgive you ; it weighs him down 1n his old age.
It would have been better fur you and Felicita if you had
borae the penalty of your crime.”

** And our children, Phebe 2" he said.

‘‘ Could not God have made it up to them?* she asked.
“Did He makeit necessary for you to sin again on their
account? Oh ! if you had only trusted iHim! If you had
only waited to see how Christ could turn even the sins of
the father into blessings for his children! They have
missed you ; it may be, % cannot see cieatly, they must miss
you now all theie lives. It would break their hearts to
learn all this,  \Whether they must kanow it, 1 cannot tell.”

*To what end should they know it?'" he said. * Don't
you sce, Phebe, that the distinction Felici a has won binds
us to keep this sccret? It cannot be disclosed eithier 10 her
or to them. I came to tell it to the man who brought me
hete under a seal of secrecy.”

“To Canon Pascal?” she exclaimed.

*“ Pascal 2 he repeated, 2y ? I remember him now, It
would have been terrible to have told it to him."”

“ Let me thiok about it,"” said Phebe, * w« has come too
suddealy upon me. There must be something we ought to
do, but 1 cannotsec 1t yet. 1 must have ume to secuilect it
all.  Asnd yetl am afiaid to let you gu, lest you should
ginppc:u apain, and all this should seem like a dicadiul

ream.”

** You care for me still, Phebe 2" he answered m- urnfully.
**No, 1shall nut disappear from you, 1 shall buld 1ast by
you, now you have seen me again. If that poor wretch ia
hel who lhfted up lus eyes, being in turments, had caught
sivht of some puying angel, who would now and then dip
the tip of het finger in water and cool his tongue, would he
havedisappeared from her wision?  Wouldn t hie tath-r have
had a hornble deead lest she should disappear? Bat you
wiil not forsake me, Phebe2”

“Never 1" replied Phebe, with an intense and mournful
earbestness,

“Then I will go,"” he said, rising reluctantly to his feet.
The deep tones of the Abbey clock were striking for the
second time since he had entered Canon Pascal’s study, and
they had been left in uninteriupted conversation. 1t was
ume for him to go ; yet 1t secmed to himas if he had suli so
much to pour into Phele’s ear, that many hours would not
give him tim. enoogb.  Unconstratned speech had proved a
source of inehadie solzce and strength to hin. He had
beca dyiog of thurst, and he had found a spring of hving
waters. To Phebe, and to her alune, he was sull a hving
mao, anless someumes Felivi a thought of hum.

* If you are still my friend, knowiog all,” he said, 1
shall no longer despsit. When will you see me agamn?™

+1 will come to moring service in the Abbey to-mor.
row,” she answered.

CHAPTER XLIIL.—WITHIN AND WITHOUT.

After speaking to Canon Pasczl for a few minutes, with
an agitation and a reserve v.hich he could not but observe,
Phebe leit the house to gu home. In one of the datkest
coiners of the cloisters she cay, ht sight of the fijyure of Jean
Merle, watching for her tocomeout.  For aninstant Phebe
paused, as if 10 speak to him once more ; bat her heart was
over-fraoght with conflicting emotions, whilst bewildenng
thoughtz apprested her brain. She longed for a solitary
walk homewards, along the two or thice miles of a crowded
thoroughfare, where she could now feel as mach aiune as she
had ever dooe on the solitary uplands about her birth-place.
She had always delighted to ramble aboat the strects alone
after mghtfadd, catching brief ghimpses of the gicat out-door
population, who were cunteat of they could get a sheltet fuz
their heads, during the few shoit hours they couid gise to
sleep, without indul,lag in the loxury of a home. When
talking to them she conld retum to ihe rustic and homely
dialect of her childhood ; and from het own early expenence
she conld undesstand their wants, and Jook at them from
their stand-point, whilst feclicg for vhem 2 sympathy and
pity intensified by the education which had lilted herabove
them.

Bat to-mght she passed along the basy streets both deat
and dumd, mechamcally choosing the night way between the
Abbey and her home, nearly thiee miles away.  There was
only onc circumstance of which she was conscious—that
Jean Meile was following her.  Possibly he was afraid
the depibs of his heant that she would faii him whea she
came to decliberately consider all he has told her. He
wiunged her, she said 1o hersell indignanily. Sl when-
cver she lumed hes head she caught sight of his tall, bent
fizure and gray hezd, stealing atter her at some distance,
bat never losing her  So mournful was it 1o Phebe, to see
het oldest and her dearest friend thae dogging her footsteps,
that once or twice she paused at a street corner to give him
time to overtake her; but he kept aloof. He wished only
to see where she lived, for there also lived Felicita dnd
Hilda.

She turned at last into the square where their hoase was.
It was baliiantly lighted ap. fur Felicita was having oac of
ber mase receptivas thay cvening, and in znothe: hout ot two

the rooms would b= filled with guests, It wastoo eatlyye,
and Hilda was playing on her piano in the drawing.roon,
‘the merry notes rtoging out into the Txiet night.  There wyy
a side door to Phebe's studio, by which she could go inang
out &t pleasure, and ske stood at it trying to fit her latch.
key into the lock with her tr mbling hands. Looking back
she saw Jean Merlesome )i edistance awny, leaningagainy
the railings that enclosed the Square garden.

“On! I musttun back to him! I mustspeak to hin
apain 1" she cried to her own heart. Ia another instapt
she wasat his side, with her hands clasping bis.

“Oh{" shesobbed, ** what can I do for you? This g4
too mirerable for you; and for me as well.  Tell me why
1 can do.”

* Nathing," he answered.  ** Why, you make me feel 3y
if I had sinned again in telling you all this. I ought not o
have troubled your happy heart with my sorzow."

¢ 1t was not you," she said; * you did not evea come 1o
tell me ; ‘God brought you. 1can bearit. Butoh! tosee
you shut out, and inside, yonder, Hilda is playing, and Feliz,
pethape, is there. They will be singing by-and.by, and
never koow who is standing outside, in the foggy night,
listening to them.*
thr voice broke into sobs, but Jean Merle did not notice
them.

** And Felicita? " he said.

Phebe could not answer him for weeping.  Just yet she
could hardly biing herself to think distinctly of Felicita,
though n fact her thouphts were full of her. She ran back
tu her pnivate door, and this tme opened 1t readily. These
was a luw hghtin the siadio from a shaded lamp standung
on the chimncy-prece, which made the hearth Luight, but
left all the rest of the room in shadow. Phebe threw of
her bonnet and cloak with a very heavy and troubled sigh,

** What can make you sigh, Phebe?” asked a low-toned
and plaintive voice. In the chair by the fire-place, pushed
out of the cizcle of the light, she saw Felicita leaning back,
and looking up at het. The beauty of her face had aever
struck hasshly upon Phebe until now ; at this moment it was
absolutely paiaful 10 ker. Therich folds of her velvet diess,
and the sult and costly lace of her head-dress, disunct from
thosz resembling a widow's cap, set off both her face and
figure to the utmost advantage. Phebe’s eyes seemed to be.
huld her more dis'inctly and vividly than they had done tor
some years past; lor she was looking through them with 3
dark background fur what she saw in her own brain,  She
was & stukingly beautiful woman ; but the thuugnt of what
angwish and dicad had been conceaed unde: her sesereed
and stately air, so cold yet so gentle, filled Phebe's sonl
wah a sudden terror. What an awtul life of sell-appraved,
stuical taischood she had been hiving! She could see the
man, from whom she had just parted, standing wuhout,
homele:sand fri-ndless, on the verge of punnilesiness; adead
man 10 a hiving wosly, cut off from all the tiez and duuesof
the home and the society he loved. Butto Phebe he did
not appear so wretched as Felicita was.

She sank down on a seat near Feliaita, with sucn a feeling
of heart.sickness and heart-faintness as she had rever ex.
perienced befote.  The dreariness and perplexity of the
present sireiched belore her into the coming years. For
almost the fisst time in her life she felt worn out 3 physicali
weary and exhausted, as 1f her strength had been ovcnucd’.
Her childhood on the fresh, breezy uplands, and her happy,
tranquil 1emperament had haherto kept her in perfect
health.  But now she felt as 1t the sins of those whom she
had loved so tende:ly and luyally touchzd the very spungs
of her hfe.  She could have shared any other burden wuhb
them, and borne 1 with an anbroken spint and an uncrashed
heart.  But such 2 sia as this, so full of woe and bewitder.
meat to them all, entangled her soul also in 1ts poisonous
web.

** Why did you sigh so bitterly 2" asked Felicita again.

*The world is so full of misery,” she answered, io a
tremulous and troubled voice; ‘*its happiness is such 2
mockery!”

* Have you found that out at last deat Phebe 2 ** said Fe-
hicata, ¢ 1 have been teing you so for years. The Sonof
Man fainting undes the Cruss—ihat s the true emblem of
haman Lfe. Eren He kad act strengih cnough to bear Hu
cioss to the place called Golgotha.  Whenever 1 think of
what most traly tepresents our life hete, I sce Jesus, faltes
1np along the rough rozd, with Stmon behind Him, whox
they compelied to brear Hes cross.”

*He f{anted under the sins of the world,” murmared
Phebe.  ** It 1s pussibie 10 bear the sorrows of othes; bat
oh 1t is hard 10 carry their sine.”’

**We als find that om,” smd Felicita, her face growing
wan and wrate even to the aps.  ** (an onc man do enl
wiuhout e whole woild suffeung for at2  Does the effect
of a sin ever dic out? What 1s done canrot be undons
throvph all cternuy. There 1s the wretchedness of at, Phebe.”

I aever felt 1t as 1 do now,” she answered.

* Because yoa have kept yourself frce from carthly ties,”
ssid Felicita mournfully, ** you have neither husband oo
child 2o increase your power of suffering & hundredlold. 1
am cntening tpon anothez term of tribulation in Fe.ux and
Hilda. 1f I had only been like you, dear Phebe, I coald
have passed thioogh hie as happily as you do; but my hfe
has never belonged to myselt, 1t has been forced to fan 3
channcls made by others.”

Samewhere in the bouse behind them adoor was leftopea
acadentaily, and the sound of Hida's ptano and of voxes
singing broke in upon ihe quict stzdiv.  Phebe listenca to
them, and thought of the desalste, broken-heaited man
wathout, who was usteniny too. The clear young voices of
theu chaldren fell apon his cars as opon Felicua's ; so pezi
they were w onc another, 5etso far apart.  She shivered
and drew aearer to the fite. -

1 fveias cold as f I was a poo: outcast in the streets,
she said.

**And I, too," responded Felicita; *but ohl Phebe,do
nol you lose heart and conrage, like me.  Yon have alxays
seemed in the sunshine, and I have looked up to you agd
feit cheered.  Don't come down snto the darkaess to &,

Phebe cuuld nut answes, for the datkness was closing
tound her.  Uaul sow there had happened no perplexity



