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CHAPTER XL.—(CONTINUED.)

It was so great a relief to have smd this much to Phebe,
to have broken through so much of the icy reserve which
froze her heart, that Feliata's spints at once grew more
cheetful. ‘The dicaded words had been utlered, and the
plan was settled ; though its fulfilment was postp sned till
spring ; a weprieve to Felicita, She regained health and
strength rapaly, and returned to London so far recovered
that her physician gave her permission to return to wotk.

But she did not wish to take up her work agam. It had long
ago lost the charm of novelty to hier, and though circamstances
had compelled her to wnte, or to ltve upun her marnage set-
tlement, which 1n her ejes was to hive upon the proceeds of a
sin successfully cartied out, her wrnung itsell had become
tedious 1o her.  ** Vaomty of vanities; all is vanuy!” and
there ts much vexation of gpint, as well as weauness of the
flesh, 10 the making of many beuks,  She had made enenies
who were spiteful, and {nends who were exacting ; she, who
felt equally the itksomeness of petty enmities and of smail
faendships, which, hike gnats buzzing monotonously about
her, were now and then ready to sung.  The sung uself
might be trivial, but st was imtatiag,

Felicita had soon found out how limited 1s the circle of
fame for even a successful wnter. For one person who
would read a book, thete were tuty who would go to hear a
famous singer or acior, and a hundred who would crowd to
see a clever acrobat.  As she tead more, she discovered that
what she had fondly smagined were ideas onginated by her
own intellect, was, 1n reality, the echo unly of thought long
since given to mankind by other wiuds —1n other words,
often better thaun fier own.  Her own sileat claim to genius
was greatly inoditied ; she was humbler than she had been.
Bat she knew painfully that her naame was now 2 hundred-
fold better known than it had been while she was yet ualy
the wife of a Riversborough banker. All her work fur the
last fourteen years had placed st more and tore prominently
bzfore the public. Any scandal attaching to st now wouid
bz bLlazoned farther and wider, tn deeper and moze endunng
characters, than if her hite as an author had been a failure.

The subtle hops, very real, vague as 1t was, that her hus.
band was in truth dead, gathered strengih. The silence
that had engulfed him had been so profound that 1t seemed
impossible he should still be tzeading the same earth as her-
self, and weanng through its slow and commonplace days,
sleeping and waking, eaung and dnnking, ke other mea.
Felicita was not superstinous, but there was in her that
deep-tooted, instincuive sense of mystery in this dauble life
of ours, dividing our ume :nto sleeping and waking hours,
which 1s often apt to make our dreams themscives omens of
importance. She had never dreamed of Roland as she did
of those belonging to her v-ho had already passed into the
invisible world about us.  1lis spint was not free, perhaps,
from 1its earthly fetters so as to bz able to visit her, and
haunt her sleeping fancies.  But now she began to dicam of
him frequently, and oficnin the daytime flashes of memory
darted vividly across her bran, hghting up tiae dark, for-
gotten past, and recalling to her some word of lus, or a
b T 4e merely. It was an inward persecution from which
she could not escape, but it seemed to her to indicate that
her persecutor was no more 2 denizen of this worid.

To get rid of these haunting memones as much as pos-
sible, she made such a change tn her mode of life as aston-
ished all about her.  She nd longer shut hersell up in her
library ; as she had told Phebe, she resolved to wiite no
more, nor attempt to wite, urtit she had been o kagelberg.
She scemed wishiul to attract fuends to her, and she re-
newed old acquaintanceships with members ot her own fam-
ily which she had allowed to drop dunng these many years.
No sooner was it evident that Felicita Seftoa was willing
to come out of the extremely quict and solitary hfe she had
led hitherto, and take her place in society both as Lord
Ruveérsdale's dasghter and as the author of many popular
books, than the current of fashion set towards hes, She was
still a remarkably lovely woman, possessing rresistible at-
teactions 1n her refined face and solt yet distant manners, as
of one waiking 1n a trance, and sceing and heanng things
invisible and inaudible to less favoured morials.  Quaite ua-
consaously to herself she became the liun of the season,
when tae next season opeacd.  She had been so difficult to
know, that as soon as she was williog 1o be known invita-
tions poured 1n upon her, and her house was invaded by a
throng of visitors, many of them mote or less distantly re-
lated 10 her.

To Hilda this new life was one of unexpected and ex-
quisite delight  Phebe, also, with her genuine interest in
her fellow.creatures, and her warm s{mpaxhymall human joys
and sotrows, enjuyed the thange, theugh st perplexed her,
and caused her to watch Feliata with anxiety. Felix saw
less of it than any onc, fot he was down in EKaex, leading
the tranquil and not vesy fabotous life of a country cutate,
chafiag a little now and then at hus inxctivaty, yet bhssiul
beyond words 1n the close daily intercourse with Ahce
There was no talk of her mamage, bt they were young and
together.  Their happisess was untroubied.

CHAFPFTER \L'. - THE VOI'E oF THE DEAD.

In his loncly gartet in the East End, Jean Merle was
living 1 2 2 isolation more complete even than that of En
gelberg.  There he had known at least the names of those
ahout him, a1.d their fices had grown familiar to him.
More than onc= he had been asked to heip when help was
sorcly needed, and he had {elt, thosgh not quite consciously,
that there was still a lisk ot two tanding him to his fellow-
men.  Bat here, a unit among mallions, who hustled him at
every step, breathed the same aiz. and shated the common
Iigbt with him, be was utterly alonc.  “*Isolation is the

sum total of wretchedness to man,” and no man could be
more coms»lclely {solated than he.

Strangely enough, bis Swiss proclivities scemed to have
fallen from him ']ikc a worn-out garment. The narrow,
humble existence of his peasant forefathers, to which hehad
85 readily adapted himself, was no longer tolerable in his
eyes,  He felt all the force and enerpy of the life of the
preat cily which surrounded him. ﬁis birthright as an
Englishiman presented itself to his imagination with a splen-
dour and importance that it had never possessed before, even
in those palmy days when it was no unthought.of honour
that he might some day take his place in the Housc of
Cummons. He called hunself rlt::m Mectle, for no other
name belonged to him ; but he felt himself to be an English-
man again, to whom the life of a Swiss peasant would be a
purgatory.

Oiher natural instincts were assetting themselves, He
had been a man of genial, social habits, glad to gather round
hun smiling faces and friendly voices; and this bias of his
was stunog into hfe and shaking off its long stupor, lHe
luaged, wﬂ‘}\ intense lunging, for some motal car into which
he could puut the story of his sins and sufferings, and fo
some human tongue to utter friendly words of counsel to
bim. It was not enough to paur out his conlessions before
Gud in agunizing prayer ; that he had dune, and was doing
daidy.  But st was not all.  The natural yeasning for maa's
forprveness, spuken in hiving, human speech, grew stronger
within him.  There was no longer a chance for him to make
evena {):m;\l reparation of the wrong he had commatted ;
he felt himsell without courage to begin the long conflict
agmn.  What his soul hungered for now was to sec his lile
through another man's eyes.

But his money, cconomize it as he might, was slowly
mecling away. Unless he could get work—and all his efs
foits tu tind at sailed—a would nut do to remain in Lagland.
At Engelberg he had secured a position as a wood carver,
and his hivelihood was assured.  There, too, he possessed a
scanty knowledge of the neighbouts, and they of lim. It
would be his wisest course to retura there, to forget what he
bad bzen, and to draw nearer to lum the sin.ple and igno
rant people, who mught yet be won over to regard him with
food-will. This must be doae before he found himself pen.
miess as well as fnendless.  He set aside a certan sum ;
when that was spent he must once mote be an exile.

Until then, it was lus life to pace to and fro along the
streets of London. Somewhere in this vast labyrinth there
was a home to which he had a fight ; a hearth where he
cuuld plant himself wnd claun 1t for his uwa.,  He was mas-
ter of it, and of a wife and children ; he, the lonely, almost
penmless man, It would be 2 small thing to him to pay
the penalty the law could demand of him. A few years
mozc or less in Dartmoor Prison would be nothing to him,
if au the end of them he saw a home waiting for him tv re-
turn to it Bat he never sought to louk at the exicnior even
of that spot to which he had a nght.  He made no effort to
see Felicita.

He stayed till he touched fus last shilling. It was already
wioter, and the short, dath days, wath ther thick fuzs,
made the wintry months little better than one long night.
To-morrow he must leave England, never to return to it.
He sirayed aimlessly about the gloomy strewts, letting his
feet bear him whither they would, until he found himself
locking down through the iron ralings upon the deserted
yard n front of the Houses of Parliament. The dark mass
of the bunding lopmed heavily through the yellow fog, but
beyond 1t carne the souad of bells nnging in the aviibie
Abbey. It was the hour for moraing prayer, and Jean
Merle sauntered listlessly onwards until he reached the north-
crn entrance, and turned into the transept.  The dim day-
hight scarcely Iit up the lofty arches 10 the roof of the farther
cnd of the long aisles, but he gave no heed to cather. He
sank down on a chair and beat hus grey head on the back
of the chair before him ; the sweet, solemn chanting of the
white-robed chonsters echoed under the ruof, and the sacred
and soothing tones of prayer fluated past hum.  ilat he did
not move or hift hus head. e sat there absobed in his own
thoughts, and the hoars seemed only as floating minutes to
him. Visitors came and wen!, chattiag close beside him,
and the vergers, with theit quict footsteps, came one byone
1o look at this mo.tonless, poverty-stricken form, whose face
no man could see, but nobody disturbed ham. He had a
nght to be there, as stil, and as solitary, and as silent as he
pleased.

But when Canon Pascal came up the long aisle to cvening
prayers and saw again the same grey head bowed down in
the same despondent attitude as he had left it in the mora-
1y, he could scarcely refrain himself from pausing then and
there, before the evening service procecded, to speak to thas
man. He had caught a momentary ghmpse of his face, and
12 had haunted him in his study in the interval, untl he had
half reproached himscelf for not answenng to that silent ap-
peal its wretchedness had made.  3nt he had had no expee-
tation of sccing 1t agan.

It was dark by the time the cvening service was aver, and
Canon Pascal hastily divested himsel! of his surphice, that
he mught not scem to approach the stranger asa clergyman,
but 1ather as an equal.  The Abbey was being cleared ofits
visitors, and the lights were baing put out one by one, when
he sat down on the scat next 1o Jean Merle's, and laid his
hand with 2 gentle pressuse on lisarm.  Jean Merle started
and unfted up his head. It was 100 dark for them to see
cach other well ; but Canon Pascal’s voice was full of friendly
urgency.

** They are going to close the Abbey,” he s2id; ““and
you've been here all day, without food, my fnend.  Isthere
any special rezson whg you should pass 2 long, dark winter’s
day in such a manner? I would be glad to serve you if I
can. Perhaps you are a stranger 1o London?™

**I havc been seeking the guidance of God,” answered
Jean Metle, in 2 bLewildered yet unutterably sormowlul
voice.

**That is good,” replied Canon Pascal ; **that is the best.
Bat it is good also at times to seek man’s guidance. It is
God, doubtless, who has sent me to yoo.  As His servant, I
caraestly desure to seeve you."

*“If you would listen to me under a solemn scal of secrecy,”
cried Jean Merle.

“Are you a Catholic?” asked Canon Pascal. **Isfty
confessor you want "

**Lamnot a Catholic,” he answered; *‘but there isastrong
desite Inn my saul to confess. My burden would be lighter
if any man would share it, 50 far as to keep my secret.”

¢ Docs it touch the life of any fellow-creatuse 2" inquired
Canon Paseal ; *is there any great crime in it 2"

** No; not what you are thinking,"” he said; *“there is
sin in it ; aye, and crime; but not crime like that.”

Then i will listen to it under a solemn promise of
secrecy, whatever it may be," replied Canon Pascal. “ But
the vergers are waiting toclose the Abbey. Come with me;
my home is close by, within the precincts.”

Jean Merle had risen obediently as he spoke, but, ex.
hausted and weary, he stagpered as he stood upon his feet.
Canon Pascal diew his arm within his own. This sinple
action was to him full of a iriendliness to which he had been
long a stranger.  To clasp another man's hand, tv walk
arm-in-arm with him, he felt keenly how much of implied
brotherhood was in them. He was ready to go anywhere
with Canon Pascal, almost as a child guided and cared for
by an older and wiser brother.

‘They passed out of the Abbezy into the cloisters, dimly
lighted by the lamps, which had been Jit in good time 1his
datk November evening. ‘The low, black-browed arches,
which had echued to the footsteps of sorrow-stricken men
for moure than eight hundred years, resounded to their tread
as they walked beneath them io silence. Jean Merle suf-
fered himself to be led without a question, like one in a
dream, Thete scemed some faint reminiscence from the
past of this man, with his harsh features, and kindly, genial
expression, the deep-sct eyes, beaming with a henign light
frum under the ruggied eycbrows, and the firm yet fiiendly
pressure of his guiding arm; and his mind was groping aboyt
the dark Jabyrinth of memory to seize his former knowledge of
him, if there had ever been any.  There was a vague appre.
hension about him lest he should discover that his friend
was no stranger, and his tongue must be tied, even though
what he was about to say would be under the inviolable seat
of secrecy.

They had not far to go, for Canon Pascal turned aside
into a little square, open to the black November sky, and
stopping at a door in the gray, old walls, opened it with 2
latich-hey. They entered a narrow passage, and Capon
Pascal turaed at once to his study, which was close by, As
he pushed open the door hesaid, * Go in, my friend ; I will
be with you ia a moment.”

Jean Merle saw before him an old-fashioned room with 2
luw ceiling. There was no light besides the warm, red glow
of a fire, which was no longer burning with yellow flame,
but which lit up sufficiently the figure of 2 woman seated on
a low stiot on the hearth, with her head resting on
the band that shaded her eyes. 1t wasa figure familiac to
him in his old life—that life which lay on the othe side of
Roland Sefton’s grave. e had scen the same well-shaped
head, with its soft brown hair, and the round outline of the
averted check and chin, a thousand times in old Marlowe's
cottage on the uplands, sitting in the sed firelight as she
was suting now. All the intervening years were swept
away in an instant—his bitter anguish and unavailing repent-
ance—the long solitude and gnawing remorse—all was
swept clean away from his mind. 1le felt the strength and
freshness of his buyhood come back to him, as if the breeze
of the uplands was blowing softly yet keerly across his
throbbing and fevered temples.  Even his voice cavght
back for the moment the ring of his early youth as he stood
un the threshold, forgetting all clse but the sight that filled
his cyes. ¢ Phebe I” he cried ; *“little Phebe Marlowe "

The cry startled Phebe, but she did not move. 1t was
the voice of one long since dead that rang in her cars—
dead, and fanhfully moumed over; and every nerve
tanpled, and her heart seemed to stay its beating.  Roland
Scﬁun‘s voice! She did not doubt it or mistake it.  The
call had been too real.  She had ansxered to it too many
times to be mistaken now. Inthose days of utter sileace,
when dumb signs only had passed between her and her
lather, Roland’s pleasant voice had sounded oo gladly in
her cars ever to be forgotten or confounded with another.
But how could she hear it now? The voice of the dead’
how could it reach her?2 A strange pang of mingled joy
and terror paralyzed her.  She sat motionless and bewildeied,
with a thrill of passionate expectation quivering through

her. Lot Roland speak again; she could not answer his
first call}
**Phebe!” She heard the cry again; but this time the

voice was low, and lamentable, and despairing.  For in the
few seconds he had tieen standing, arrested on the threshold,
the whole past had flitted through hi- brain in dismal pro-
cession.  She lifted herself up slowly 1nd mechanically fron
her low seat, and tumed hes face reluctantly towardsthe spot
from which the startling call had come. In the dusky, red
lLight stood the form of the one {riend to wham she had beea
faithfal with the utter faithfulness of her nature. Whenee
he came she knew not —she was afrud of knowing. Bat
he was there, himself, and not another like him. There
was a change, she could sce that dimly; but not such 2
change as could disguise him from her.  Of late, whlst she
had been panting his portrait from memory, cvery reco
lection of lum had been revived with keener vividness.
Yet the terror of beholding him again on this side of death
struck her dumb. She stretched out her hands toward i,
but she could not speak.

1 must speak to Phebe Marlowe alene,” said Jean
Merlz 10 Canon Pascal, and speaking 3n a tone of uresise
ible eamnestnest.  **T have that .o say to her which no ace
clsccan hear.  She is God’s messenger to me.”

¢ Shalt 1 leave you with this stranger, PlL.be?” asked
Canon Pascal.

She made a gesture simply ; her lips were tou parched to
open.

p.c‘ My dear gird, 1 will stay, if you please,” he said
again.

*+*No,” she breathed, in a voice <carcely acdible.
“Therc is a bell close at your hand,” he went on, *zed



