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ready to go through it aU again if need shouldi
be, in order to attain the known 2nd of his1
high callinig7

IBut isn't ilt very presumptuous to assertt
anything about God which he has not revealed
in his woxxl ?e -said Mary, in a gentle, subduedi
voice, and looking at me witb a sweet doubt-
fulne uin her VeyesI

I an only insisting on the perfection ofc
God- far as I calin uderstand perfection," I
answer.-d.

But nay not the perfection of God be1
something vecry different from anything we
can~ under'tar d ?"

SI will g- fartber," I returned. ilIt nud i
be something that we cannot understand-but
diferent fro.m what we can uunderstand by
bei1ng greater; not by being less."Z

"3Mayr't it b, such that we cau't understand
it atit ? She insisted.t

- Then how Ishould we worship him ? How
shuuld we ever rejoice in him ? Surely it isr
because you see God to be good-

S r fancyV you do." interposed Charley. 1
Or fancy vou d. I assented. L that you

love him-not mcreiv because you are told he1
is i>h The Fejee islander might assert his
.d to be godcxl, but would that make you

love hii ? If you heard that a great power,1
awaysmuewhere, who bad nothing to do withî
you taU. was very gcod. would that makei
you able to love him ?l

s ,. it would" said Mary, decidedly.
It is only a good man who would set that1
God was good.~

Th-re you argueý entirely on my eide. I
nust bu bcau-se ou supposed his gooIncss,
what yon call -oodnc-not -omnetling else
-hat yon could love him *n testimonv. But

~ n then, your love could be of that tuightyz
al,,rbing kind which aelone you would thinki
rit l-:tween you and your God. It would not
t- ing hirm with ail your heart, and souli
ani st r:h. and mind-woulld it ? I would2
h- ]oving him second-hand-not bectuse ofl
bimalf sen and known by yourself"

But Charley des fnot even love Goad
«andI-hand. she said, with a despairing

mLournf:ul ne.s,
" rraps because le is very anxious to love

Iii tirt-hand and what yu tell him about
Godl doe .f-s not seem to him to be good. Su:cly
neithe-r minan nor woman can love because of
wihat seemzns not good! I confess one may
love ii srite of what is bad. but it must b.e
bau -, of uther things tthat are good."

S-he was n
" However goodness may change in forms."i

i we-t on, '-;it miust stilil be go1nesS ; onliy
il we are to ad-re it, we must sce something
of what it i,-Àf itself. And the oodness we
cainnot see. the eternal gocdness high above
us as the htavens are above the earth, must
,still be a goodness that includes, absorbs. ele-
vates, puirires ail our goodness, not tranples1
upion it and calLs it wicke-dness. For if not
sueh. then we have nothing in common with
God, and what we cali goodness is notofGod.
H ha înot tv-en ordert-d it; or, if he bas, he
ias ord-redl it only to order the contrary
afterwards; and there is, in reality, no real
gooadnes---atlas-t in him: and. if not in him
of whom we pring-where then?--and what
be- 'mý-L of ours. poor as it is? ?

31y reader will see that I had already
thought much about these things ; although,
I usp av-t, have now not only expressed
themn far better than I could have expressed
theim in coriversation, but with a degree of
clearue-- which must be owing to the further
c-outinuance. of the habit of reflecting on these
amir cognate subeject Deep l miy mind,
ho.w--.-r. -rething like this lay ; and in
r-ro-m mianner like this I tried to express it.

Findinrîr ,-he continued silent. and that
Charley didi nLot appear inclined t reitnew the
cont>,t. anxioi-' also to leave no embarrassing
-ilrnce to choke the chainnel now open be-
twee-fns-I mean Mary and myself-I return-
ed to thet original question.1

" It s.eers to me. Charley-and it follows
from ail we have be-en saying-that the sin of
suicide lies just in this, that it isan utter want
of faith in God. I confess I do.not see any
other ground on which to condemn it-pro-
vided always that the man has no others de-
penhdet upon him, nont for whom he ought
to live and work.'

But does a man owe nothing to himself?"
said Clara.

Nothing that I knrow of,"1I replied " I
an undr no obligation to my.elf. How can
I divide rnys-lf, and say that the on-half of
me is irde-bted to the other? To my mimd,
it is a muere fittion of speech.

I'But whence then should such a fiction
aris?" objected Charley, willirg, perbaps,
to defend Clara.

IFrom the dim senSe of a ral obligation, I
suspect-the object of which ix mistaken. I
suspect it really springs from our relation to
the unkiown God, so vaguely felt that a false
form i readily accepted for its embodiment
iy a being wbo, in ignorance of its nature, is
yet awarre of is presence.I mean that what
ceemîaan obligation to self is in reality a dimly
appir-h-eded dluty--an obligation to the un-
kn;own God and not to self, in which lies no
causing, therefore no obligating powe-r."

"But why tay the unhnown God, Mr. Cum-
berniede?" asked Mary.

I B,errritn Ino not. le-liye that any ont

who knew him could pousibly attribute ta
hîmself what belonged to him--could, i
mean, talk of an obligation to himself, whent
that obligation was to God."t

How far Mary Osborne followed the argu-
ment or agreed with it I cannot tell, but she1
gave me a look of something like gratitude.
and my beart feut too big for its clos-ed
chamber.

At this m ment, the housemaid who had1
along wth the carpenter assisted me ln thej
library, entered the room. She was rather ar
forward girl, and I suppose presumeid on our
acquaintance to communicate directly withr
myself instead of going ta the housekeeper.a
Seeing ber approach as if she wanted to speak
ta me, I went te meet ber. She handed me at
small ring, saying, in a low voice:r

" I found this in your room, sir, and1
thought it better to briig it to you."A

" Thank you," I said, putting it at once onç
my little fluger-; "I am glaid you found it"

Charley and Clara had begun talking. I
believe Clara was trying te make CharleyN
rive ber the book he hiad'pocketed, imaginingr
it reallv of the character he had, balf in sport,c
profecssed to believe it. But Mary bad caughtt
-ight of the ring, and, with a bewildered ex-i
presson on ber countenance. was making aç
step towards me. I put a finger to ny lips,r
and gave ber a look by which I succeeded in
arresting her. Utterly perplexed., I belicve,t
she terned away towards the bookshelves1
behind her. I went into the next roon, andt
called Charley .

" I think we had better not i on with thisc
talk, I saii. 1 You are very imprudent ir-r
dee.I Charley, ta be always bringing up sub-i
jects that tend to widen the gulf between your
and your sister. When I bave a chance, i doi
what I cau to make ier doubt whrther you are
so far wrong as they think you, but you must1
give ber tirue. All your kind of thought is
so new ta ber that your words cannot possibly
convey to her whaî is in your tnind. If onlvi
she were not so afraid of me! But I think
she begins ta trust me a little."

I Its no use," he returnetd. " lHer headî is
so full of rubbish "

But ber heart is so full of goodness !"
I wish cou could nake anything of ber!1

But she looks up to my father with such a
blind adoration that it isu't of the slightest1
use attempting ta put an atou of sense into
her» "

LI should indeed despair if I might only1
set about it after your fashion. You alwaysi
seem ta shu, your eyes ta the mental coudi-1
tion o! those that differ from itou. Instead of
trying ta understand them flrst, which giv-s
the sole possible chance of your ever makingj
thenu understand what you mean, you care
only to present your opinions ; and that you
do in suc a fashion that they must appear to
them fale. You even make yourself seem to
hold these for very love of their untruth ; and
thus make it aIl but impossible for thetm ta
shake off their fetters : every truth in advance
of what they bave already learned, will hence-
forth come ta them associated with your pre-
sumed backsliding and impenitence."'

" Goodness ! where did you learn their
slang ?" cried Charley. "But impenitence,
if you like,-not backsliding. I never made
any profesion. After all, however, their
opinions don't seem ta hart them-I met-an
my mother and sister."

" They must hurt them, if only by hinder-
ing their growth. In time, of course, the
angels of the heart will expel the demons of
the brain ; but it is a pity the process shoult
be retarded by your behaviour."

II know I am a brute, Wilfrid. I will try
ta bold ny tongue."

r' Depend upon it," I went on, '-whatever
such hearts cai believeis. as believed by themu,
ta be treated with respect. It is because of the
truth in it, not b-cause of the falseboAd, that
tiey bold it; and when you ipeak against the
falEe in it, you appear to thern ta speak against
tie true; for the dogma seems to them an
unanalysable unit. Yo i assail the false with
the recklesness of falsrehood itsel!, careless of
the injary you may inflic, on the true

I was interrupted by the entrance of Clara.
I If you gentlemen don't want us any more,

we hal better go," she said.
I left Charley to answer her, and went back

into the next room. Mary staod where I hat
left ber, nechanically shifting and arranging
the volumes on a shelf at the height of ber
eyes.

LI think this is your ring, Miss Osborne,"
I said], in a low and hurried tone, offering it.

lier expresion at first was only of question-
ing surprise, whensuddenly sornething seemed
to cross ber mindi; she turned pale as d-ath,
and put lier hand on the booksbelves as if to
support ber; as suddtenly flushed crimson for
a moment, and agait turned deady pale-aIl
bt-fore I could speak.

" Don't asik nie any questions, dear Miss
Osbornre'," I saidI. I And, please, trust me
this far : don>t mention the loss of your ring
to any one--exccpt it be your mother. Allow
me to prut it on your finger.?

She gave me a glaice I carnot and wouild
not describe. It lies treasured-for ever,
God grant it!-In the secret jewel-houseof mny
heart. She lifted a trembling left hand, and
doubtingly held-half held it towards me. To
this diay I know nrothing of thp sten.s or that

ring--not oven their colonr; but I know I
should know it at once If I saw It. My handi
tretubled more than hers as t put lt on the
third finger.

Whlat followed, I do not know. I think 1
left her there and went Into the other room.
When I returned a little after, I know she was
gone. From that bour, not one word bas ever
passed between us in refrence to the matter.
The best of my conjectures remains but a con-
jecture ; I know how the sword got there-
nothing more.

I did not se her again that day, and did
not seen to want to sec ber, but worked on
amongst the books in a quiet exaltation. My
being seemed tenfold awake and alive. My
thoughts dwelt on the rarely revealetd lovell-
ness of my Athaasia; and, although I should
have scorned unspeakably to take the sinallest
advantage of baving come to srare a secret
with ber, i could not belp rejoicing in the
sense of nearness.ta and i1one-nes with ber
which the possession of that se-cret gave me ;
while one of the most precious results of the
new love which had thus all at once laid hold
upon me, was the feeling-almosC a convic-
tion-that the dream was not a web self-wove
in the loom of my brain, but that frain rome-
where, beyond my sori tevn, an influence had
mingled with its longings to frm the vision
of that night - to be as it were a crea-
tive soul to what would otherwise have been
but lose. chaoticand shapeless.- vagaries of
the unguided imagination. The events of
that uight were as the sudden opening of a
door through which 1 caught a glimpse of that
region of the supernatumal in which, wiatever
might be her theoriesconcerning ber expe-
riences therein, Marc Osborne etrtainly livetd,
if ever au-n one lived The d-gree of God's
presence with a creature is not be measured
lby that creaturi-es uinterpretationof the manner
in which he is revealed. The gr-at qu-stion
is whether he is r-evealt-d or no; and a strong
truth can carry many parasitical errors,

1 felt that now I coutd talk freely to her of
what most perplexed me--not so mucb, I con-
fess, with any hope that she might cast light
on mv difficulties, as in the assuratee that ette
woul fnot onI indnence me to think pureily
and nobly, but woulI urge ell in th st-arch
after God. In uch a relation of love to re-
ligion the vulgar mind will ever imagine
ground fior ridicule; but those who have most
regarled hwan nature know well enough that
the two have constantly manifested thermselveds
in the closect relation ; while even the poore.t
love is the enemy of sel shness unto the
death ; for the one or the other imrust give up
the ghost. Not only must God be in all that
is human, but of it he must be thet out

CHAPTER XI.îHr.

tut sWaOan 1>I iUI sCALI.

TaZ next morning Charey and i went as
usial to the librar., wiere later in the day we
were joinei by the two ladies. It was long
before our-yes on-e met, but when at las&
they did, M1ary allowed lier to rtest on mine
for just one moment with an expresion of!
dovi--like elseeching, which I dar-d to inter-
pret as meaning-'- Be just to me I" f he
read mine, surely she read there thatshe was
safe with my thoughts as with those of ber
mother.

Charlt-y and I worked late in the afte-rnoon
and went away in the last of the twilight. As
we app)roachedi thIe gate of the park, however,
I r-,-uemmb-re. I had left behind me a book 1
hîad intended to carry home for comparison
with a copy in my possenion of which the
title-page was gone. I asked Charley, there-
fore,;to walk oun and give-my man some direc-
tions about Lilith, seeing I hai Lt in my mind
tO propoe a ride on the Iorrouw, whi le I went
back to ftch it.

Finding the door at the foot of the stair
leading tothe open gallery ajar, and knowing
that noue of the rooms at eitheir end of it were
occupied, I went the nearest way, ani thus
entered the libre -y at the point farthest from
the more public parts of the bouse. The book
I sought wai, however, at the other end of the
suite, fr I had laid it on tht- window-sili of
the rooi nextt the armoury.

As I ent-red that room, and whie I crossed
it towards the glimmering wincdow, I heard
voices in the anroury,;and soon distinguishetd
Claras. It neverentered my mrind that pos-
sibly I ught not to hear what might b said.
Jrst as I reached the window, I was arrerteud,
and stood stock-still: .the other voice was that
of Geoffery Brotherton. liefore my self-pos-
session returned, I hai heard what followgs.

I arn certain h took lt," said Clana. i
didn't see him, of course but if you rail at
the Moat to-morrow, ten t one y u will find
it hanging on the wall"

" I knew hini for a sieak, but never took
hlm for a thief. I would have ]sot anything
out of the house r-ather than that gword l'

IIDan't you merition my riame n it. If you
de, I sihall think you-well, , wil never speak
to you again,

I.And if I don't, what then ?"
Btfore I heard hi-r answer, I had come to

mysfi. I hai no time for indignation yet. I
must mset Geoffrey at once. I would not,
howerr, have hlim know fhad overhenrd any

of their talk. It would have been more
straightforward to allow the fact to cunder-
stood, but I sbrunk fromngiving him occasion
for accusing me of an cavesdropping of which
I was Innocent. Besides 1 had no wish to en-
counter Clara before I unde-rstoodt ber gani,
which I need not say was a mystery ta mre
Wbuat end could she have inlu sc dupulicity ?
I hal hal nplea-saut suspicions of the truth
of ber nature before, but could never have
sispect-ed ber of baseness.

I stepped quietly Into the further roonm
whence I returnei, making a noise with the
door-handle, and saying,

I Are you there, Miss Coningham? Could
you help me ta find a book I eft here

Ther- was silence; but after the briefest
pause I heard the round of lier dress a she
swcpt hurriedly ont into the gallery. I ad-
vanced. On the top of thie steps, filling the
doorway of the arrot.eury Iu the faint liglht
froin tht window, appt-art-t the dii fori of
irotlherton.

"I beg your pardon," I said. " I ht-art a
lady's voie, and thouglit it was Miss Coning-
hamu's

I cannoat cornpliment your ean," he answer..
ed. " It was oe of thIe aids. I had just
rung for a Ilight. I presunme you are Mr Cmtri-
bermede.

S Yes," I answeredi. ' I returrned tit a
book I forgot to tak" with tre. I suppnc,- yu
have heard What we-'re heen about mr, the fi-
brarv here ?"

I ihave beenî partially irî!nrmedl colf it," h'
answered,i stiilly. ' But ii-av, her aI that
yon contemplate a raid upon the arnmoury, I
beg youW ii let wcapons alone'7

I had said something of the sort to Cta
that very rornlig.

I haiea sp-cial regar for tmi," -u! Ire we-nt
on ; " and I don't want themtu mie'hîiled with.
It'si not every ont- knows hrow te letîti!hm
Somie anonrst thei t 1woild ntot have jur
for their weight indamnds. Ont' in partr
cular I shouldlike t, ive you th- hisutry of
-just to show cou that I an right inb
careful o'ver titi--1,re come 1s tht- light -1

I presurne ilt hait been hurriedly arrange-d
btetween thrn; as Clara left him that she hou M
>klld one of tie maids, wlho in couen:
now madie her appearrtrnce with a adint'-
Brotherton took it from her and apprahed
tire Wall,

" Why ! What ti t-devil! Some one hras
been m'eddling alre.ady, i nd! The ct-ry
sw1ord I speak of i gon ! Theres ithe s.:at
hanging erpty ! What can it inmean ? I yiu
know anything of this, NIr. Crmbemede

I do, Mr. Brothertn. The-h sword ta whiht
that siath belongs ilM~n I ave it'

n' -urs 'e he shjoutet then restraining
himï,lf, added in a tone tf utter couteziipt-
I This is rather tx much. Pray, ir;,n.on w bat
groutids do you lay claini to th- simtallest atomln
or property within thef walis ? My father
ought to have known what lie was abot wh
he lett you have the runr of the hou'e ! A n-h
tle oldi books to ! By! hre.avern, it's too much i
I always thought

l It matters littl' to nie whatt your think,
Mr. Brotherton-s little tchat I dtl flot aire t
take any notice( of your insoce t'î---"----

Isolc" ie raaret, striding towari
mae, as if hierotuld have knocked ne downi.

I wàL not lis match -in tretrgtlh, for ihe wa
at least two inches tall'-r than 1, and of a
coarse-built, pwtrful fraie,. I caught a
lighit rapier froi the Wall, and stood onp my
defnce,.

SCowardl t he cried
STher-e ar' more whîerc this -amr' froit-

answerei, pointing to thie Wall.
le made no imove towards arning himns,

but stoodi gitrint at me' in arwhîte r-îag,-
" I am prepared to prov,- I anre as

calnly as I con1, - that tir,- swordl to whih
cou allude. is minia. But i wili girey y4 ni'
explanation. If you Witt oblie mrue by askin
you father to join us, I wit tell him thie whol
story.

I will have a warrant outi against von"
As you please. I arn obliged tovoitfor

mentioning it . shal b.-ready. I thavet tle
sword, a id intenl to )keep it. And by the
way, I ba better secure the scabbard as wetll,"
I ailded, as with a Rsudten rpring I rauiht
S also from the Walal,n siagain stood prt-
pared

lie ground hi teeth with rage. HIe was on'
of those who, trsting t thet-ir supri-r
strength, ar not inuich afraiti of a ro e, but
cannai face cold steel -soldieras> he hal lbe'n,
it made him nervouis.

" Insulted lniny own house !" hic snarled
fromA between his teth.

- Your father's hourse'," I corrected II Caill
him, And1 I will giîVoepianat-ons"

IlDamn our exp!anations1, Oet out of thei
house, you pulppy ; or 1'l hav tir, ervtS
tp aînd have you ducked in the hor'-porni

I Bah1" I said Il Tere ntot one of thhei
would lay bandus on tire at your bidding. UînlI
your father, I ay, or I Wiii oL' and filiimii
myselft"

le broke ont In a euceerssioi of îathsrsi uxis
lariguage I haid leard in the streets of Londo-
but nowhlirent ele. I storl oirfecctly ü8011 rii
watchful. Ail at once, he'turned and -et
into the gallit'y, over the balistraie of which
ho shouted,

Martin (Io and tell Iy fatier to m-110
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