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ready to go through it all again if need should
be, in order to attain the known end of his
hxgh calling.”

“But isn't it very presnmpmom to assert
anything abmn God which he hasnot revealed
inhiswond 2~
voice, and looking at we thh a sweet doubt-
fulpess in bher eyes.

¢+t 1 am only insisting on the perfuuon of
God—as far as I can uudenmml perfection,” 1
anavu'mi

“RBut may not the perfection of God be
something very different from aoythiog we
can anderstand 27

“1 wilt go farther,” 1 returned. It muse
be something that we cannot understand—but
different from what we can understand by
bl mc_- greater, not by being less.”

& Mayn't it tv such that we can’t understand
itatall ?” she insisted.

“ Then how should we worship him? How
shutld we ever rejoice in him?  Surely it is
because you see Geod to be good—=—"

“Or fancy you do,” interposed Charley.

“Or faney yvou do,” 1 masented, ¢ that you
love him—not merely because you are told he
is zood,  The Fejee islander might assert his
Gad to be good, but would that make you
leve him? 1f you heard that a great power,
away somewhere, who had nothing to do with
vou st all, was very good, would that make
yiou able 1o Jove him 77

# Yeos, it wonld,” said Mary, decidedly.
“ 1t is only a good man who would see that
Gad was zood ™

*There you argue entirely en my side, It
must be because von supposed his goodness,
what you call reodness—not something else
—ihat you could love him en testimony. But
evan then, your love could be of that mighty
absorbing kind which alone vou would think
it between you and vour God. It would not
be loving hins with all your heart, and soul;
and strersth, aod mind—wounld it? It would
bee foving him sccond-hand—uot becaunse of
bimscli seen and known by vourself.”

“ But Charley does not evién love God
second-hand ) she said, with a despairing
wourniuiness,

“ Porhaps because b is very anxious to love
Lim frst-hand, amd what you tell him about
Gl dies not secra to him to be good. Susely
neither man nor woman can love because of
what secms not good! I confess one may
fove iu spite of what is bad, but it must be

: u'h«.r things that are good.”

# However goodness may change in forms,”
I wens en, @it must still be goodness; only
I we are to adore jt, we must see something
of what it is—of itself.  And the zoodness we
cannot see, the eternal goodness, high above
us as the heavens are above the earth, must
still be a goodness that includes, absorbs, cle-
vates, purifies all our gooldness, not tramples
upon it and ¢alls it wickedness, For if not
. such; then we have pothing in commoen with
Gidd, and what we call goodness is not of God.
He has not even ordered it or, if he bas, he
haz ordered it only to order the commry
afterwards; and there is, in reality, no real
goodness—at benstin him ;. and, if not in him,
of whom we -pnn"—-wbue then"—and what
bevomes of aurs, poor as it i8?

My reader will see that I had already
thought much about these things; although,
T cuspeet, I have now not only. expn:s.ked
them far better than 1 could bave expressed
thim in conversation, but with a degree of
clearuess which must be owing to the further
continaance of the habit of reflecting on these
sl cegnate subjects,  Deep in my mind,
Lhowever, something like this-lay; and in
somne manner like this I tried to express it

Fioding she continned 'silent, and - that
Charley did not appear inclined to renew the
coltest, anxipne alzo to leave no embarrassing
silence o choke the channel now open be-
tween ii—I mean Mary and myself——I return-
ed to the original question. - o

% It seems to me, Charley—and it follows
from all we have been Raymg—tlmt the sin of
suiride lies just in this, that it isan utter want
of faith in God.
other ground on which to condemn  it—pro-
vided always that the man has no others de-

pendent upon. him, none for wLom he ought

to live and work.”

“ But does a man owe nothmg to himself? ”‘

raid Clara.
« Nothing that T know of® I replied. «1
am-under no obligation to myself. - How c¢an

I divide myself, and fay that. the one-half ‘of |

me fv indebted to the other?
it i4 a mere fiction of gpeech.” :

“But whence then should ‘such a fiction
arise 7 objected Charley, - willing, purbaps,
to defend Clara, :

To my mind,

¢ From the dim sense of a real obhgahon, I

sispect—the object of which'is mistaken. 1
sugpect it really springs from our relation to
the unknown God, so vaguoely felt that a false
forin is readily accepted for its embodiment
by a being who, in ignorance of its nature, is
yet aware of its presence; -1 mean that what
seems an obligation to sclf is in reality a dimly

apprehicnded- duty—an-obligation: to the un-.

kuown God, and not to self, in which lies no
cauning, therefore no obhgutmg power,”
“ But why. gay the unhnoun God, Mr. Cum-
bermede 7" asked Mary,
P4 Beennee T do not. believe that any one

* said Mary, in & yentle, subdued :

I confess I'do not see any

who knew him could possibly attnbutc to
himself what. belonged to  him——could, 1
mean, talk of an obhgauon to himself, when
that obhgatmn was to God."

How far Mary Osborne followed the argn-
ment or agreed with it I cannot tell; but she
gave me a look of something like gratnud(\
and - my heart felt too big - for its closed

‘chamber;

At this ms ment, the housemaid who had
along with the carpenter |assisted mc in the
hbmr), entered the voom. She was rather a
forward girl, and I suppose presumed on our
acquaintance to communicate dircctly with
myself instead of going to the housckeeper.
Seeing her approach as if she wanted to speak
to me, I'went to meet her.  She handed mea
sraall ring, saying, in'a low voice:

“1 found this in your room,
thought it better to bring it to you."

¢ Thank you,” I said, putting it at once on
my little ﬁnger 1 am glad you found it.”

‘Charley and Clara had begun talking. 1
belicve Clarn was trying  to make Charley
give her the book he had pocketed, imagining
it really of the character he had, half in sport,
professed to believe it.  But Mary had caught
sight of the ring, and, with a bewildered ex-
pression on ber countenance, was making a
step towards me. ~ I put a finger to my lips,
and gave hera look by which 1 snceceded in
arresting her. TUtterly perplexed, I believy,
she turned away towards the bookshelves
behind her. I went into the pext room, and
called Charley.

] think we had better not go on with this
talk,” I said. “ You are very imprudent ir-
deed, Charley, to be always bringing up sub-
jects that tend to widen the gulf between you
and yeur sister. When T have a chance, I do
what I can to make her doubt whether you are
so far wrong as they think you, but you must
rive ber time. All your kind of thought is
s0 new to her that your wonds cannot pessibly
convey to her what is in your mind. If only
she were not so afraid of me! Baut I think
she begins to trust me a litile”

% It's no use,” he retaroed.
so full of rubbish ™

** But ber heart is o full of goodness!”

1 wish vou could make anything of her!
But she looks nup to my father with sucha
blied adoiation that it isn't of the slightest
rse attempting to put an atom of seuse into
her.”

# 1 shonld indeed despair if I might only
set about it after your fashion. You almx)ﬂ
seem to shut vour eves to the mental condi-
tion of those that differ from you. Instead of
trying to understand them first, which gives
the sole possible chance of your ever making
them understand what you mean, you care
only to present your opinions; and “that you
do in such a fashion that they mast appear to
them falze. You even make yourself sevmn to
hold these for very love of their untruth ; and
thus make it all bat impossible for them to
shake off their fuotters @ every truth in advance
of what they have already learned, will hence-
forth come to them associated with your pre-
sumed backsliding and impenitence.”

“ Goodness! where did you learn their
slang 7 cried Charley. *¢ But impenitence,
if you like,—unot backsliding. I never made
any profession.  After all, however, thelr
opinivns don't seem to hart them—I mean
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 demous of
the brain ; but it is a pity the process should
be retarded by your behaviour.™

1 know I am a'brute, Wilfrid.
to hold my tongue.”

“ Depend upon it 1 went on, ¢ whatever
such hearts can believe ¢,i8, &8 believed by them,
to be treated with rezpect. It is because of the
truth in it, not becanse of the falschood, that
tiey hold it; and when you speak against the

sir, and

it Her head is

I will try

-false in it, you appear to them to speak againat

toe true; for the dogma seems to them an
unanaly sable upnit. Yo1 assail the false with
the réecklessness of falsehood  itself, careless of
the injary you mey inflic. on’the true.’

1 was mtermpted by the entrance of Clara.’

“If you gentlemen don't want us any more,
we had better go,” she said,

© I'left Charley to answer her; and went back
into the next room. . Mary stood -where I had
left _her, micckanically shifting and -armnging
the volumes on & ﬂhv]f at the height of her
eyes.
“1 thlnk zhxa is your ring, Mis&’ Csborne,”
I raid, in a low and hurried tone, offering it.

Her expression at first was only of question-

_ing surprise, when suddenly something seemed

to cross her mind ; she turned pale as death,
and put her hand on the bookshelves as if to
support her; as suddenly fiushed crimson for
a moment, and again turned .deady pale—all
before 1 could speak.

““ Don't ask me any questions, dear Mirs
Osborue,” 1 gaid. 4 And, pleade, trust me
this far + don't mention the loas of ‘your ring
to any one—except it be yonr mother. “Allow
me to put it on your finger.”

She gave me s glance I cannot and would
not  describa, It lies treasured—for ever,
God grent it!——in the secret jewel-house of my
heart. She lifted a trembling left hand, and
doubtingly held—half held it towards me. To
thit Aay | knaw nothing of the stenias of that

- must_meet (GGeoffrey at once,

nng—-not even theu‘ colonr' bub I know I
should know it at ouce if I saw it. "My hand

trembled more than hers as'1 put it on the,

third finger.

What followed, I do not know. I uunk I

left her there and went into the other room.
When I returned a little after, 1 know she was
gone. From that hour, not one word has ever
passed ‘between us in reference to the matter.
The best of my conjeéctures remains but a con-
jecture; T know how the sword got thére—
nothing more.

1.did not see her agmn that day, and did
not seem to want to'sec her, but worked on
amongst the books in a quiet exaltation. My
being seewed tenfold awske and alive. My
thoughts dwelt on the rarely revealed loveli-
niss of my Athanasia ; and, although I should
have scorned unspeaknbly to take the smallest
advantage of having come to share a secret
with ber, I could not help rejoicing in the
sense of nearness. to and alore-ness with her
which the possession of that secret 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 fecling—almost a convic-
tion—that the dream was not a web self-wove
in the loom of my brain, hut that from some-
where, beyond my soul even, an iufluence had
mingled with its longings to form - the vision
of that night — to be as it were a- crena
tive soul to what would otherwise have been
but loose, chaotic, and shapelers vagaries of
the unguided imagination. The events of
that wight were as the sudden opening of a
door through which 1 canght a glimpse of that
region of the supernatural in which, whatever
might be her theories concerning her expe-
riences therein, Mary Osborne certainly lived,
if ¢ver any one lived, The degree of God's
presence with a ereature is not be measured
by that creature’s interpretation of the manner
in which he is revealed. The great question
is whether he is revealed or no; and a strong
truth can carry many pamsitical errors,

1 felt that now I could talk freely to her of
what most perplexed me——not so much, 1 con-
fess, with any hope that she might cast light
on my difficulties, us in the assurance that she
would not only inflaence me to think purely
and pobly, but would urge moe in the scarch
after God. In such a relation of love 10 re-
ligion the vulgar mind will ever imagine
ground for ridicule ; but those who have most
regarded hman natare know well enough that
the two have constantly manifested themselves
in the closest relation ; while even the poorest
love is the enemy of sclishness unto the
death ; for the one or the nther must give up
the ghost.  Not only must (God be in all that
is human, but of it he must be the root.

CHAPTER XLIII.
THX SWORD IN THE 8CALL.

Trx vext morning Chasley and | went as
nanal to the librars, where laterin the day we
were jolned by the two ladies. It was long
before our eyes once met, but when at last
they did, Mary allowed her to rest on mine
for just one moment with an cxpression of
dovi-like beseeching, which I dared to inter-
pret as meaning— Be just to me” If she
read miune, furely she read there that she was
safe with my thoughts as with those of her
mother,

Charley and I worked late in the afternoon,
and went away in the last of the twilight. A-;
we Bpprofe hed the gate of the park, huwcvcr,
I remembered T had left behind me a book [
had intended to carry home for comparison
with a copy in my possecrion of which the
title-page was gone. 1 asked Charley, there-
fore, to walk on and give.my man some diree-
tions about Lilith, seeing I bad itin my mind
to propose atide on the morrow, while I went
back to feteh it.

Finding the door at the foot of the steir
leading to the cpen gullery ajar, and knowing
that none of the rooma at vither end of it were
ocenpied, I went the nearest way, and thus

" entered the libre -y at the point farthest from

the more public parts of the bouse, The book
I sought was, however, at the other end of the
suite, for I bad laid it on the window-sill of
the roows next the armoury.

As [ enteied that room, and while I evossed
it towards the glimmering window, I heard
voices in the armoury, and scon distinguished
Clara’s. - It never entersd my mind that pos-
sibly I vught not to hear what might be said.
Just as T reached the window, [ was arrested,

and stood stock-still ; the other voice wax that
of Geoffery Brotherton, * Before my - self-pos-
session rctumcd I had heard what follows :

“Iam certain he took it,” aaid Clara, 1

‘didn’t gee him, of course; butif you call at
‘the Moat to-mnorrow ten to one you will find

it banging o the wall”

“ I knew him for a sucak, but never took
him for a thief. 1 would have lost anything
out.of the house rather than that sword 1

“ Don't you meéntion my name in it 1€ yon
dg, 1 shall think you—well, I will never gpeak
to you again,”

“And if T don't, th then 77

Before I henrd hvr answer, | had come to
myself. I hat no time for indignation yot, 1

1 would not,
howrnr hu- him know | kad overhonsd :mv

-of those

o

of their talk, It would hm'e bcc-n ‘more
straightforward to allow the fact to - be under-
stood, but I shruak from giving bim cceasion -
for nccusing me of an cnvcsdropping of which
I was innocent. Besides I had no wish to vn.
counter Clara before I understood ber gang,
which I need not ray was a mystery to me,
What end could she have insuch duplicity ?

‘I had had anpleasant suspicions of the truth

of her  nature before, but could never haye
suspected her of Uaseriess.

I stepped quictly into the further room,
whence [ returned, making a noise with thc
door-handle, and x,nying

t Are you there, Miss Coningham? - Could
you help me to find a book I left here 2

There was silence; but after the briefost
pause I heand the mxmd of her dress as ghe
swept burriedly out into the gallery, 1 ad.
vanced. On the top of the wteps, filling the
doorway of the armoury In the faint light
from the window, appearcd the dim form of
Brotberton. ‘

“ I 'beg your pardon,” I'said. ©T hiard a
lady's voice, and thought it was Miss Coning-
ham's.”

1 caunot compliment your car,” he answer.
ed. % [{ was one of the maids. [ had just
rung for a light. I presume you are Mr Cum.
bermede”

“ Yes,” I anawered. @ I returned o fetch a
book 1 forgot to take with me. 1 suppose you
have heard what wefve been about in the 1.
brary here 77 '

i [ have been partially informed of it he
answered, stifly, ¢ But] have heard also that
you coutemplate a rald upon the armoury, |
beg you will let weapons alone.”

I had said somecthing of the sort to Claa
that very morning.

# [ havea special regard for them " he went
on; *“and I don't want thew meddled with,
It's not every one knows how to handle ther,
Some amongst them 1 wonld not haveinjurg
for their weight in disnmonds. One in parti-
cular I should Uke to give you the history of
—just to show yon that I am right in being
careful over them. —Here comes the light 1

[ presume it had been burriedly arrang.d
between them as Clar jeft hirn that she should
senrd one of the maids, who iu consequence
now made her sppearance with a candis,
Brotherton took it from her and approached
the wall,

#“Why! What the devil! Some one has
been meddling already, 1 find! The very
sword I sprak of is gone! Thers's the sheath
hanging empty! What cga it mean? Do vaou
know anything of thizs, Mr. Cumbermeds ?”

1 do, Mr. Brotherton, The sword to which
that sheath belongs is mine. 1 have it”

U Y¥oury ' he shouted ) then restrainiog.
hima1f, added in 8 tone of utter contempt—
“ This is rether too much., ray, sir,on what
grounds do you Iay claim to the smatiest atom
of property within thess walls? My fwther
ought to have known what he was aboat when
he let you have the run of the house? Aud
the old books too !~ By heaven, it's wo much’
I always thought ’

# 1t matters little o me what you think,
Mr, Brotherton—so litt}e that | do not care w
take any notice of your insolence -

“ Insolence ! he roared, striding  towands
me, as if he would have knocked me dawn.

1 was not his mateh in strength, for he was
at least two inches taller than 1, and of &
coarse-built, powérful frame. I caught a
light rapier from the wall, and stood on my
defonee,

s Coward 1 he cried,

$CThere are more where this esme from,” ]
answered, pointing to the wall.

He made no move towards arming himsel?,
but stood glariug at me in 4 white tuge,

“1am prepared to prove,” T answered ax
calmly ax 1 conld, ¢ that the sward to which
you allude, ix mine,  But I will give yew no
explanation. [{ you will oblige e by asking
you father to join us, I will tell him the whols
story.”

1 will bave a warrant out against yon”

AR you please, 1 am obliged to you for
mentioning it. I shall beready. 1 have the
sword, aad intend to keep it. - And by the
way, I bad better secure the scablarnd as well)”
I mided, ns with & sudden spring 1 caught
it also from the wall; aud again stood pre-
pared.

Hea ground hix t.m:lh with mgv He was one
who, (custing to . their  superior
strength, are not much afraid of ‘a fo v, but
cannot face cold steel s soldierns he had bwu
it made him nervous,

t Insulted in my own honse !” he xnurlml
from betwoeen his teeth,

“ Your father's house," 1 correcte d
him, and I will give txplnmmmw ki

« Damn your explanations!  Get ont of the
houge, you puppy; or FI} have the servants
up and have you ducked in the Lorseapond ™

« Bah ™" Leaid, ¢ There's not oue of them
would Iay handx on me at your bidding, Cnll
your father, 1 my, or T'will wo and find him
myself.”

He broke out in a wucoession of onths, usime
language I had heard in the streets of Lmul«m
but nowhiere elae, 1 stood narfectly siill, and
watehful.  All at once, he turncd and went
into the gallesy, over lhv halustraae of which
he shouted,

« Martin !

« Call

o and tell my fatlier to como




