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otony steop Of atonement. She liad begun life welghted with

the burden Of their iniquimtles.
Thu uotiher looked at ber with a licart-rending gaze, 'l'hoso

faded eyes duvoured lier young beatty ; love' fond yearning
spoke in, every look, yet fear kept the tremulhous lips silent,
Nea'er had tihe sinner so doeply fuît lier sin. Years ofremorse
and sorrow weighed as nothing in this moment. he runa-
way wifu looked at the child she had deserted, and fuît lier
grilt as keenly as If ilti hbeen a thing of yesturday.

. ow could I leavie her," she thîouglht. ', Wlatt if James
was bard and cruel, and that other pleatded so temnderly ? I had
lii>chbildl. I miglht havo stustainedi my heart with that cons-
fort. 1 rîiglit have lut that sacred shield betweun my weak-
ness and teniptaition."

4 you told nie you were ulitngry,i said Mr. Caiew. " iout
had better eat your supper. Itls Iate alreadly."

tifs wife had not fseed conseiouîs that food had been set
before ber. She watchîed Sylvia with eyes îtit could se no-
thieg elou ; or oIly thu past, which madu a phantasmaal back-
groindl te that living pidcture. Sie stamnmered an apology,
and began to eat, slowly rt first, and with an absent air, then
ravenouly, '

'The bird, dis nmbered thoughhlie was, having servedi Mr.
Gariw for two dinners, vas savoury. The cold potatoes, the
bacon, and tie home-miade tou, were luxury to one to whom
pleinty bai been long unknown. She ate like one who had
known starvation. Vagttîue complainings, protestations of
penjIitencevoked no pity from Mr. Carew ; but absolute lhuîn-
ger touched evehi ls cold leart. In idim liailf-forgotten years
he had loved this woian-with rio self-Sacrificing soul-ab-
sorling devotion, but witli jimst ais nuîch lovt as lie was capa-
bIle of feeling--and it m'efovd hini to see her lrouglht so low,

le opened a cupboard and took out lis bottle of clarut-
rin ordlinaire at fiften peuce a liottle-filletd a tumbler, and
gpve it to her. It was the first direct kindness which lie had
,bown her, andl she looked up at him wîith acrouc'hing grati-
iude-like a dog which had been beaten for wrong-doing, and
then rstored to lis iaster's favour.

' Tha's kind of you. James," she murmurcd, after drinking
a litle of the somewhat cru'de vintage, " I havt-n't tasted wine
since I was in the hosipital."

"Ibn the hospital-what for'?"
SI got k-nocketd down b'y a cab, and mvarra was broken.

They took me to the Royal Fre t'Hospital. I was there six
weeks. The happiet' rim I -ever had-after-- left (r-
many."'

liGod hîelp you n!" c'rid Mr. Carew, with a groan. " Eat
youir stlpper."

Sylvia till linigered-fasinted by that spectral face. She-
hai no yearning to riing el-r atris aroiud this newly-discovered
miother. She1 raw olw worn and soili those ra.zs; were, anid
could hardily have brouglit hersi-lf to touci thein, for a hove of
external purity and a loathiig of dirt were innate in Syvivia's
mind. No new-fledged afltctionmts dmiuttered lier heanrt. but by
degrees a sbuddering pity crpt ointb that breast. She'went to
her father, and whispereim in his t-ar.

S Whiere ais-tie person lo slup, pipa ?"
The qulemstion pulzze ICîhimi. I' lok at his unco-scio is

subject dfoiubtfui lv. I iiid lhi a mi to plant herself itîlihiin
Was tlii late arrivai a duep laid sceine intendd ti saddle
bim with this womtan's niainitenance for thie resit is days
If h gave her, out of nt'r Ct itian charity, a shielter tu
night, would shu refuser t, lepart to-Inorrow mornig. She
wis his iery wife. No legal Iroc.ess liai tevr severcd ler froum
bi table or bis rhomie. She could clatitiahi-Imsheltr ajndim lirl
from hi m if slit' lau, andi il would b- hard for fhim to I
pite the claiiiimpoii ible to ni tmt>' , witiilout exposurne thau
wouili incan rain.

He lookedu at her doub tfol y.IlHebai ald ample cause o
complaint against lier in tho anihd e'ars but ler sin
liai l'eun vanity and extravagance, not Ivpoc'riev or artifice
Yet abe bad ended by dt-'uciving hinm. Sfe hadt planned he
flight sec'retlv enougi, ni doubt. le icomiul hiardy believe in
an unpremeditated elopu'mîent ueveni in one aq reti-ms is tha
vain foolrli woman. Ani,agin, povertv egener vices not
originalnto the character ; poverty techles artitie, povert
destroys pride. All ilofty sentimierts are crushed out of bein
by thu grinding wlicel. So, at l-ast, argued Jatitmes Carew. A
wonan who had servei suchi a long apprticeslipî to destitu-
tion ranst be dangerousî.

SyIlvia stole to hie window, lifted the blind to look ont. Ti
sky was lark and the rain fuIl futt :noiseles iummer rainu
soft fertiliser of the beautu-ous e'arth. She went back to he
father and whispered again. " Let ber have my rooni, itipa
ho sauid, - I can r.lep on thre sofa liere. Yoiu can' turnhe
uît on such a tniglht; and Ih looks il."

lSfie can Stai, th,", answerd Mr. Carew.
"If she make au attempt to settle hermAf her-e I shal

know how toi rnut it.' be .tSaid > himàiu-,lf. - 1Iat n ot a mau
to bu caught in a trapi of lier settini.

So it was arranged that thie waîurîer sxhul rest at th
schoolhouse for that one night. Mr. Carew took care to speciff
lhieextenit of his proferred hoiality l-st elusewliere i
Hedinghamn, tavo on thet leside of a havi rtack, there wVoul
have been tnone for lier That virtmuous vilage had long ieu

wrappetd ln rettful sumbers, andi adita mnorta aversion toy ,.
grantsa.'

CIIAPTER XV.
ALASI iOrma .Is AI mnmUi so nFAa ArIar."

Sylvia took tht' wandurer ipstairs to her own room-a mei
Cottage chamibr in thr rotf, which sloped like that of itoi
Noahs Ark. The futrniture was of the poorest, bult the girl
vanity bad endowd it withi a certain grace and prettinea
One coul fancy Gretchen chamber bedecked with the sami
girîiah art Puret whit dimuity curtains and draped cas
rment and bed weru ti'd ack coqmuettishly with knotm of grec
ribbon 'he cltmmsy olid walnut wood bureauiad been ru
bed with beeswax titllit mighti almost have served for a mUirr
A. china vase of flovers on thie dressing tablî made the atmo
phere s-weut witl lite ucent of fresh lavender and spice breat
Ing carnationis. The bare bords were scrubbel to spotIe
whiteies atnd the oblomng patch of fadel carpet beside tnarrow bed was natly bordered with a cheap worstedl frini
The girl's aspiration for the beautifurl was visiblo ina ove
detail.

Mrs. Carford suîrveyel the room with thati mourntfil deipi
cating gaZe withî which she had looked t Sylvia. Swe
abrine Of innocent girlhood ; how long sinci she, the ainne
had entered such a temple. Thore w-as a charm in this c<
tage chamber which male it fairer than the handsomost apar
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ment ber varied lif had ever shown her, from the luxury of,
satin wood and looking-glass in the KIlburn Villa, to the4
more tawdry splendour of continental hotel. And after the
garrets that had sbeltered ber in later years, how graciousi
was this humble chamber! Truc that in shape and sizeit wasi
hardly supurlor to those attics in the purlieus; of Holborn, orj
the outskirts of the City-road, but its purity, its neatness, its1
perfumne of flowers and sweet country air made it different as
Paradise from Orcus?

41Wlat a pretty room !" she said, falteringly.
"IPretty I " cried Sylvia, scornfully i; ilt's a miserable little

hole, but 1 try to make it as deceunt ai I cai."
"Ah, you don't know what London rootms are."
"No, but I thouglht London was delightful. I hear every-

one praise it-."
"I Then they havee never known what it isto walk its streets

penniles. 'Those undlesa stretches of burning pavement
under a July sun 1 What desert in Africa can be worsc ? There
are two Londons, Miss Carew--one lies to the west, and is a
Paradisu for the rich, the other spreads east, north, and south,

SGood night," said Sylvia, briefly, but flot unkindly. She
always widening, and Is a llace of Torment for the poor."
could not conquer ber shuddering horror of this woman; could
not own that mass of rags for niother.

So she went down stairs, and left the wandierer to fall on
lier knees beside the bed, and bury ber haggard face in the
white coverlet, and kiis and sob over the lavedr-scented
sheets.

" Oh, my daughter, my daughter," she cricd, "e mnay thy
beauty bear thee fairer fruit than mine has brouglht to me.
God keep and guard thee from tthei snares of this troubled life.
God give thee the lowliest lot, if it be but t o humble for
tenp1tation ."

Mrs. Carford was not a stuilentof the binîtriu mliid, and did
not know that in some unquiet souls teniptation uay be self-
engendered.

The temptation that was destined to att.ack Sylvia Carew
took no common form, and sprang from the depths of her own
subtle mind.

Morning came, frcsh and fiair. Thrushes and] blackbirds
sang the*ir glad carols to the rising sun. The chanticleer's keen
voice shrilled from the farnm-vard: the skvlark ros above
wide fields of ripening corn. And Sylvia wasi gl..i of the
morning, for night hail brought her no sIumber.

She hiad been laying broad awake on the sofa, which made
a comfortable bed enough, thinking of that wonn upstair ;
thiriking of her witi anguisli that gnawed her heart, until Shie
fancied th1t no jovs of after-days couldilever tatke the t iste of
this bitter ont of ber imouth. Her mother! Sic hi verel as
the wurt lissaped thiemselves, even in the silene of her soui
So degraded, so guiltv, so destitute ; and vet her nothe-r
Syvias mind was not widue enough to ee that in that very
destittition, outeotne t long sorrowful years, thre 'ay the
sublimity of atonement ; that this mother i hber rags an
helpjleness was tic modern type of the tru Migblnii; the
woman who has washed ont ber simiin ithe deep gulf o cearthl
woe, and cau look up t iheaven, humble, but nfot despairing
Sylvia only comprehendd thaît her nothler lihiiillei. To ier
the poverty seemet the outward symbol of the fail.

Couli she ever aîcknowlele ths degraded o w, evenii to he
. little world, abov, ail to Elmnd Starilen ? he cla pAd lie

hands before ler face, shuddeung at t.he thought. This hor
ror, this depth of humriliatio, rust b' abvoid.t 5h did nu

t pause to consider how btrd a thinig it wa, for a ichild to de'v
1 itntheer-a ,i second only to deuial of its Go L -Sie olt
t thougot of low the revelation of this woian's exi tene mt

he prevent.ed ; but hlikre she fet ierelf helples. I f Mrs. Car
f ford were to go out iito Hdingam this very' dy, an i tellh he
s miserable story, who was to insty her-wbo wa. to d:ny fhe

.clasim,.
r If I wetre onlv rich.l" thouzht SvIvia, with a biitter sigh, I
n would give lier inoney, and sihe inht go away and lihve p. Lce
t fully sornewhere, and never trouble as any more. But [ a'
t helpless and penniles, and shail be penni les all my life,1
ysuppose."

She recallei d E imund Stanien's hopefuîl talk about thei
future ; and ber keen intellect, sharpened in nceessity's ser

- school, perceived how airy was the foundation on which h
based the pillars of his palace Clai le Meinotte, painitini

e that fancied htbone besitdo". the I talian laik, was a con
impostor. Poor Edmund, when ic glibly set forth the char

r of diomestic life,' tpon an unknown inconi, oly impod tp
" himself, Yet the suburban villa he described hiihardlyi
r surer ftoundation than Clauds m irble rooi.

Shall I ever sink as low as ith a? 'wondered Slvia- i
being the dismal figtre on whîich she hadi g .ied last nitih

Il The thought that such decay was possible, even for lier, tille
n ber tenl with melancholy'V. SIhe ureed her lover's prosp.ec

with tht, cold cye of common sense.
e Love sees vervthing in bis ownt rose hue, fair a-s earth i
y the warn glow of a 51 summer morning. or sunset- golden haz
n Comnon sense revealed the picture with every ine eut siar
id ly against wintetm' dull gray skv.
n Serioursly, then, what were Edlmîîund's prospects. Withou
a- experience of commerce or finance he hoped to obtain

bitulationl in at banik, anti four or mive hundred a year, on tl
strength of his dead father's inaie, Suppos the situatio
were refu-;ed to him-or suppose lie held it a little while, an
b-guiled by a seeming promise of prosperity, they two bcgu
life togetheruntilt in fonte vil hour ie lotis position at th

re bank, through incaîpacity, ill health, or sheer il-luck.
îy rbe prospect was not enehanting.
's Nor was there a witl choiceo occupation for Mr. Stande
s. Y'oung as he was he was almost too old to begin a learned pr
e fessiou, andl to succeed in a profession now-a-days a i:

e- should have eiitier superliative' talent, or powerful friend
en Fritnis Edmuîund hal none, except his mother' grand r
b- lationr, the de Bossineys who lived in a stoney lookin
or. mansion in the far west of Cornwall, and were unknown b
>s- yond the ueareist post town. lie was certainly clever; in t
h. way in which tive young mon out of ten are elever. lie h
ss read a gooi deal, cotld talk well poss-sedc t.astes decided
h1 intellectual; but of the genius of a Thurlow, a Blomtield,
ge. Paget, ho bad as yct shown the world no indication.
ry Sylvia turned upoln ber sicepless couch and sighed, a

hated Mrs. Standein a little more vehemently than befo
re. Edmund was made to bu a country gentleman o the 1i
et school, intelligent, philanthropic, useful in the vestryan<i
Cr, quarter sessions, and destined in ripe middlo atge t bossi
ot- into a member of Parliament. This was his vocation a;
rt- missing this, what could hebe but a waif and a stray, a mi
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weed tossed upon life's troubled ocean. And in a Fate se un-
certain, his fellow-weed Sylvia had no wish to bu entangled.

" But I love him too dearly te give him up,"she said to ber-
self, with another twist of ber restless head ipon that sleep-
refuaing pillow. "I never, never could give him up. Yet I
almost wish that he could see the folly of our engagement and
give me up."

Last night-before the coming of that fatal stranger-she
hal considured ber father an inexorable tyrant. To-day he
seemed to ber only a man of the world.

It was but natural that te his worldly eyes the engagement
must seem foolish--almost te idiotcy.

" And how inconsistent Edmund is, poor fellow," she
thought. "Only the day before yesterday he was for having
our banas given out next Sunday, and yeft.erday be talked as
coolly as possible about waiting a year for our marriage."

Whereby it will be seau that Miss Carew had taken it upon
herself to overhear a conversation which se nearly concerned
her own interests.

CHAPTER XVI.
"80 YOUNG No NTEDEa"

Sylvia rose before six, flung open casement and door, and
let the light of glorious day and sweet morning air in upon
the parleur. She performed ber toilet in the small scullery,
where there was an anpl. supply of that cold spriug water

Yhicb is beauty best balmn. Then, arrayed in ber neat print
uress-wasbeid and ironed by ber own bands and always fresh
-she swept and lusted the sitting-roorn-lit the kitchen fire
-laid the breakfast table-gathered a bunch of newly opened
flowers to brighten it-boilel some eggs-.tnd made the tea.

''he uninvited guest cama down stairs while Sylvia was
busiei with these last duties. lu the daylight, which is' no
friernd to haggard faces', or sbabby garments, Mrs. Carford looked
even older and more worn than she bad looked last nicht ;
but she had contrived to dress herself in those limp and faded
rags with a neatness which matde them almost respectable.
Site bhad made good use of the big can of cold water in Sylvia's
roomu to reinove the stains of travel, the grime of flying smuts
from the engine, the dust of the road. lier hair, whose fatied
auburn was alriost obscure:t by advancing greynes3, w-as now
smoothly bandel across the troubled brow. She ha I washed
her poor rag of i collar before going to bed, and pressed it
under Sylvia's big Bible, the gift of the kind Vicar. She hadl
reat a chapter in that sacred book before she lay down ; per-
haps with a more earnest spirit than had ever inspired its

f happier possessor,
iyIvia saw the poor attempt at decency, but felt that the

worm.n looked not the less a pauper. She hd seen womren in
the workhous" belttr dlressed. Shet mad a muental surrvey of
lier own lrnited wardrobe, considering wbethtershe could spara
a gown for this h ipless creature. But thc gowns5 were ts )ewt,

d andI Sylvia need'ed thein aill; even theoldu nes, for they helpeid
to save the nelw.

"t i hope you slept pretty well," she sid, in reply to the
stiranger's timid salutation.

r ' T' ink you, Ml-s Carew. Yes, pretty well. 1i arn no a
sound slprn at tuie best of tHimn.s. t have sucht bu-fiiteais "

r ind'eedi, ni murmur-d Sylvi,. coldly. Sne dared net bc

r frienily. It inight give the intruiterencouragenucut. Armd
in lier restless heart there was a voice that kept satyin;-

t' 'len wllaie go'

v . "Dr,.tas of the dead-r of those who ara deal to mue-

y for muy dteai are among the living. They visit m-: ii my
t dre-ais, and are even kini. Yet thei drmc an' -.rc i. beu urse
-- I know the-y are false. I keep saying to moyeîlf, 'It is ouly a
r sh w. I will faie !

'r Syvia gave a flint sih and then began to cut bread aud
butt -nwiiith a businuess-ike air, as if to put au en to ent-

i mni Ltality. .
- Ifi.tnre were not another wortld where all wronzs shul bc

n righted-where we sihl be perrutcd to begiri nw lives,
Swintied by the experince of sorrow-who anoliz ni could

bear the pain w'e autirere. But there i s-tnr inut b- a

r better lite. Cihrist did not deccivu us. This dark riddtle wl bd
nSolved Lo" .

Mr C.art.rt rai-.d ber eves te the sumer heaven wih a

g look that inade themi once more beautiful. She. was staingrrt
us in the toorway, drinking in the fruts norniu: air. S.-I.a
s repentei lier folly in leavinz the door op'n. Peoplec iimignt

n pass the gate and see the atranger, and be movetd te enqu.ro
a about ber.

•You liad better corne away front th door ,"she said, -1ie
morniung air s ichilly. Corne and sit down t'U your breakt.ast.

'. " "ned".rtt wait for papa-e's always late.
Mrs. Carfor-. divined the moiive of this polite speech

' You dm nt want me ta be seeu, sie said, comng away
frointhtie iît.r.

nn ' svlvia, blushing, It isn't exactly that ; but peo-
o. pIe in Hlelinghiamn do talk se,

-Mrs Carfori gave a little sigh, and seated her-lf in the
place iîndicated. Sylvia could not avoid taking the oppzIzite

ut Chair, before the tea-pot, and this the two fouîd them lves

a seatt'd face to face, for the firat tima within the memory o
he one o! themu.

in The otiter re:membered a smartly furnished nursery in a su-
d, burbnm villa, and a little pettei child of two years old, in a

n white uiusîiu fro,'k iedizenieid with blue ribbons, sitting ump in
e a igh chair, pounring mnake-b2lieve tea Cut of a toy tea-pot.

The pieture she saw to-day strangely recalled that phautom
pî,tiretiof t' 1 utt.

D ) our t i tuilk and sugar ?" askei. Sylvia politely.
N'io-l ?'

o- n Thtontan lookeil at lier helplessly for a moment,azind then
I. burst iit tansth. frt she baid bn isen to it si sh'l

a- had enrdu tat hous- save by the watchful 'yes Of thoe.e
nraoglAs w lioigmr p i-rutn sitirt'rs.

ng a i' loot ildir,. n t-d, but k-pt ht er plac ', and di dno.

be strtci out se much as a fingr towards the strangr.
hu " Prav Uon't cry " shie said, I crying never does amy goo ."
a. Mrs.Carford drid lier 'ars, slowly, silently. She stole a

y look t th face opposite bar, and its inidifference pierced her
heart.

nd But she knows nothing," she thouglhtIl why should I ex-
re. pect ber to pity mu"
0 w Sho lhadîeati'n eagerly ast night; but the sharp pangs of
at hurugor once relieved, appetite was languid. She tdrank hier
at tea, eat eue morsel of bread, and decline4 the egg which Syl'
nd via otTereu.
ar (Té be eomimnued.)
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