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his ears for any little sigh, or sob, or whisper, none

came;—all was silent. Quietly he went downstairs,

and, opening the hall door, stepped out into the

garden. Every shrub and plant was dripping with

wet—many were beaten uown and broken by the

fury of the night's storm, and there was more deso-

lation than beauty in the usually well-ordered and

carefully-tended garden. The confusion of fallen

flowers and trailing stems made a melancholy im-

pression on his mind,—at another time he would

scarcely have heeded what was, after all, only the

natural havoc wrought by high winds and heavy

rains,—but this morning there seemed to be more

than the usual ruin. He walked slowly round to

the front of the house—and there looked up at the

projecting lattice window of Innocent's room. It

was wide open. Surprised, he stopped underneath

it and looked up, half expecting to see her,—but

only a filmy white curtain moved gently with the

first stirrings of the morning air. He stood a mo-

ment or two irresolute, recalling the night when he

had climbed up by the natural ladder of the old

wistaria and had heard her tell the plaintive httle

story of her "base-bom" condition, with tears m her

eyes, and the pale moonshine lighting up her face

like the face of an angel in a dream.

"And she had written her first book already

then!" he thought—"She had all that genius in her

and I never knew!"
A deeper brightness in the sky began to glow, and

a light spread itself over the land—the sun was ris-

ing. He looked towards the low hills m the east,

and saw the golden rim lifting itself like the edge

of a cup above the horizon,—and as it ascended

higher and higher, some fleecy white clouds rolled

softly away from its glittering splendour, showing

glimpses of tenderest ethereal blue. A still and


