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CHMAPTER lilo—FELICITA,

The room was & small one, with a dim, many-coloured
light pervadwig it ¢ for the upper past of the mullioned
casement was hiled with painted glass, and even the pains
of the lower part were of {faintly-tinted gieen,  Like all the
rest of the vld house, the walls were wainscoted, but here
thete was 1o jiece of china or sitver 10 spstkie; the only
glitter was that of the gilding on the handsomely bound
Looks artanged in iwo buvkeases.  In this green ploow sat
Felcita Sefion, leaning back n her chair, with ber head
resting Janguidly on the cuslions, and her datk eyes turned
dimly and dreamily towaids the quictly opening door.

** Phebe Marlowe ! she said, her eyes bLrightening a
litile, as the fiesh, sweet fce of the young country girl met
her paze.  Thebe stepped softly forward into the dit ro0m,
and Jaid the tinest of the golden flowers the had gathered
that moming upon Felicua's lap. It brought a gream of
spring sunshine into the gloem which cavght Feliota's eye,
and she uttered a luud ciy of delight as she took it upin
her small, delicate hand, Phebe stooped down shyly snd
kissed the smail hand, her face all aglow with smiles and
blushes,

 Felicita,” sald Madame, her voice altering a little,
$¢where is my ton this morning 2

**Roland 2 * she sepeated absently ; * Roland? Didn't
be say last night he was going 1o London 2"

*T'o London ! ™ exclaimed his mother.

“ Yes," she answeted, * she bade him goed-by last night ;
I remember now.  He said he wuuld not disturb me sgain;
He was going by the mail-train.  He was sorry to be away
on poor little Felix's busthday. I recollect quite distinctlv

now.”’

<t He said not one word to me,” said Madame,
stmnge."

“Very strange,” asserted Felicita languidly, as if she
wete wandering away agaio ints the reverie they had broken
in upon.

¢ Did he say when he would be back ?* asked his mother. «

“1n a few days, of course,” she answered

‘¢ But he has not told Acton,” resumed Madame.

““\Who did you say 2" icquired Felicita.

“The head clerk, the manager when Roland is away,”
she said.  * He has not said anything to him."”

**Very strange,” said Felicita agamn. It wes plainly itk-
some to her tu be disturbed by questions like these, and she
was withdrawing he:s=If into the remote and unapproachable
di:tar.ce whese no one could follow her.  Xer finely-chiselled
features and colorless skin gave her 2 »ingular resemblance
to marble acnd they might almost as well have addressed
themsclves to a marble image.

“Come,"” said Mrdame, ** we must see Acton again,”

They Zound him in the bank paslour, where Roland was
usually to be met withat thishour. There wasan vaspoken
hope in their hearts that he would be there, and so deliver
them from the undefined trouble 2nd terror they were
suffering. Bt only Acton was there, seated at Roland’s
desk, and turning over the papers in it with 2 rapid and
reckless hand.  1iis face was hidden behind the great flap
of the desk, and though he glanced over it for an instant as
the door opened, he concealed himself 2gain, as if feigning
unconsciousness of any ote’s presence.

My son is gone o London,” said Madsme, keeping at
a safe distance from him, with the docr open behind herand
Phebe to secur€a speedy tetreat,  The flap of the desk fell
with a loud crash, and Acton flung his arms above his head
with 2 gesture of despair.

“1 knew it," he exclaiimed. “Oh, my dear young
master !  God grant he may get away safe. Allisjost1”

“ What do you mean?” cued Madame, forgstting one
ltermr’in another, and catching him by the arm; “what is

ost 2°

sHe isgone !’ he answered, ‘'and it was more my fault
than nis—mine and Mrs. Sefton’s. \Whatever wrong he has
done 1t was for her. Rcmember that, Madame, and you
Phebe Marlowe. 1f anyihing happens, remember it’s my
fault more than his, aod Mis, Sefton’s fault more than
wine." -

+Tell me what you mean,”” urged Madame breathlessly.

#You'll know when Mr. Seften reiurns, Madame,” be
answeied, with a sudden retorn to his vsually calm tone and
manner, which was as starntling as s former vehemence had
been; *“he'll exptainall when he comes home.  We must
open the bank now; it is sinking ten.”

He locksd the desk and passcd out of the comfortably-
furnished parlour into the uflice beyond, Jeaving them noth-
ing to do but toretuzn into the house with their curiosity
uasatidficd, and the mother’s vague truble unsoothed.

** Phebe, Phebe 1 cried Felix, 2s they slowly re-entered
the pleasant home, * my mother says we may go up the
river to the oster island ; and, oh, Phcbe, she will go with
us her owo self1”

He had un down the broad staircase to meet them, almost
breawl ss with dehight, and with eyes shining with almost
serious spture. He clasped Phebe’s atm, and, leaning to-
ward her, whispered into her car,

““§he took mein her arms, and said, *I love you, Felix,’
2ad then she kis:ed me as if she meant it, Phebe. It was
better than all my birthday presents put togethe:. My
father said to me one day he adured her; and I adore her.
She it my mecher, yu hn w  the muther of me, Felia,
and I "¢ Juwn o “hie e and kisa hes feet every day, only
she €0's nu. houw . . When she Laks at e het eyesscem
o gu shoough me, bus, Chshe dues ol duok at mc often.”

*iShe i oso T flerest, ot Jike most peuple,’ answend
Phebe, with her arms nuusd the boy.

Madame bad gone or sadly enoogh up-stain to sce if she
could find out anythicg about her s0n ; and Phebe aod Felix

It is

had turned into the tervaced garden where the Loat-house
was bullt close under the bank of the river, |

“1 should be gorty for my mother to be like other
people,” sald Felix proudly. ** She is like the evening star,
my father says, and I always look out at night to see if it is
shining.  You know, Phebe, when we row her up the siver,
wy (ather snd me, we keep quite quict, only nodding at one
another which way to pull, and she sits silent with eyes that
shine like stars, {\’c would not speak for anything, not one
little word, test we should distutb her. My father 1ays she
is a great genius ; not at all like other people, and worth
thousands and thousards of common women, But I don't
think you are 8 common woman, Phebe," he added, liiing
up his eager face to hers, as if afraid of hurting her feclings,
‘‘and my father does not think so, I know.,”

“Your father has known me all my life, and has always
been my best filend,” sald Phebe, with a pleasant smile,
* But I am a working-woman, Felix, and your mother is a
lady and = preat genius. 1t is God who has ordered it s0.”

She would have laughed if she hed beer Jess simple-
hearted than she was, at the anxious caie with which the boy
arranged the boat {or his mother,
enough and no shawls warm enough for the-precious guest.
\When at length all was ready, and be fetched her himself
from the house, it was riot until she was comfortably seated
in the low seat, with a well-padded sloping back, against
which she could 1ecline at ease, and with a soft, warm shawl
wrapped round her—not till then did the slight cloud of
care Kass away fiom his face, and the little pucker of anxiety
which knitted hiz brows krow smooth. The httle girl of
five, 11ilda, nestled down by her mother, and Felix took his
post at thehelm. In unbroken silence they pushed off into
the middle of the stream, the beat rowed easily by Phebe's
stiong young atms. do silent were they all that they could
hear the rusting of the young leaves on the trees under
whose shadows they passed, and the joyous singing of the
latks in the mealows on cach side ol the sunny reaches of
water down which they floated. It was not until they
landed theclildze: o the oster island, and bade them run
about to plav. « o pat then unul they were some distance
away, that .aeir wac.ry young voices were heard.

*Phe’«,” saia Felicita, 1n her Jow-toned, softly-modu-
lated voice, always lanyuid and dchiberate, **talk to me.
Tell me how you spend your hife.”

Phebe was sitting face to face with her, balancing the
boat with the oars against the swift flowing of the river,
with smiles coming and going on her face as rapidly as the
shad ‘ws and 1he sunshioe chasing each other over the ficlds
that May morning.

**Youu know,” she answered simply, ¢ we live a, mile
away from the nearest house, and that is only & cottage where
an old farm labourer lives with his wife. It's very lonesome
up there on the hills. Days and days go ny, and I never
hear 2 voice speaking, and I feclas it I could not bear the
sound of my own voice when I call the cattle home, or the
fowls to come for their corn. If it wasn't for the living
things around me, that know me as well as they know cne
another, and love m more, 1 should feel sometimes as if 1
was dead.  And I long so to hear somebody speak—to be
near more of my fcllow-creatures.  Why, when 1 touch the
hand of any one I love—yours, or Mr, Sefton’s, or Madame's
—it’s almost & pain to me ; it seems 10 bring me so close to
you. 1 always feel asif I became a part of father when
touch kim. Ob, yuu do not know what it 1s 10 be alone1”

“ No," said Felicita, sighing ; ** never have I been alone.
I would give woilds to be as free az youare. You cannot
imagine what it is,” she went on, speaking rapidly and with
intense eageines$, *never to belong to yourself, or to be
alone ; for it is not being alone to have only fuur thin walls
separating you fom a husband and children and alarge busy
household. ¢ What ate you thinking, my darling 2* Roland
is always asking me; and the childier break in upon me.
Body, soul, and ;Eiﬁ!, 1 am held down 2 captive ; 1 have
been in bondageall mylife. 1 have never even thought as 1
should think if I could be frec.”

“Bat I canrot understand that,” aied Phebe. I counld
never be too near thuse I Jove. I should like to live in 2
large house, with many people all smiling and talking
around me.  And everybody worships you.”

She uttered the last woids shyly, partly afraid of bringing
afrown on the lovely face opposite to her, which was qoickly
losing its vivid expression and sinking back into stattesque
coldness.

“ It is simply weariness to me and vexation of spirit,* she
answered. * If I could be quite alone, as you are, with only
a father like yours, I tinnk 1 could get free; but I have
never been left alone from my babyhood ; just as Felix and
Hilda were never left alone,  Oh, Phebe, you do not know
how happy you ate.”

¢ No,* she said cheerlully, ¢ sometimes when I stand® at
our garden-gate, and look 10und me for miles and miles a» 4y,
and the sweet arr blows past me, and the bees are humming,
and the birds calling to one another, and everything is 50
peaceful, with father happy over bis work not far off, 1 think
I don't know how happy I am. I try to catch hold of the
feeling and kecp it, but it slips away somchow. Only I
thank God I am happy.” -

“1 was never happy enovgh to thank God," Felicita
murmured, lying back in her seat and shutung her cyes.
Presently the children retutned, £nd, after another silent
10w, slower and more toilsome, s it was up the siver, they
drew ncat home zagsin, and saw Madame's anxious face
watching for them over the jow garden wall,  Her heart had
beca oo heavy far her o join them ia their pleasuce-taking,
and it was o lighter now.

CHAPTZR 1V.—UPFOLD FARM.

Thebe rode slownly homeward in the dusk of the evening,
he: bavin tvo busy wath the sanied events of the day for her
to be io any haste to reach the end. For the iast feur
miles her road lay in long Ly lanes, shady wih baph bedype-
1ows and tices which grew sess frrquent and more stunted
as she s0s¢ pradoaily highe: up the iong spors of the hiils,
shuse sounded wutlines showed dark zgainst the clear
orange tint of the wettern sky.  Shecould hear the brawa

No cuthions wete soft .

cattle chewing the cud, and the bleating of some sclitary
sheep on the open moor, calling to the flock from which it
had strayed duting the dayiime, witn the angry yelping ofa
dog in answ r (o its cry liom some distant fatmyard.  The
aitr was fresh and chilly “with dew, and the low wind, which
only ‘ifted the Lranches of the tices a listle in the lower land
she had left, was growing keener, and would blow sharply
enough across the unshelteed table land o, was reaching.
But still she loitered, letting her sough pony snatch tults of
fresh grass {rom the banks, and shamble leisurely along as
he stinyed from c~= side of the road to another.

Phebe vas not so wnuch thinking as pondeting in a con.
fused and unconnectr d nanner over all the circumstances
of the day, when sucderly the tail figure of a mau sose from
under the black hedgerow, and laid hisasm across the pouy's
neck, with Lis tace twined up to her,  Her heart throblwd
quickly, but not altogether with tetror.

** Mr. Roland 1" she cried.

**You know me in the datk, then,” he answered. ‘I
have Leen watching for you all day, Phebe.  You come from
home?*®

She knew he meant his home, not hers.

“*Yes, it was Felix's binhday, and we bave been down
the river,"” she said.

*‘1s enythiog known yet 2" he asked.

Though it was so solitary a spot that Phebe had passed
no one for the last thiee miles, and he had been haunting
the hills all day without secing a soul, yet he spoke in a
whisper, as if feariul ol »etraying himsedf.

** Only that you are away,' she seplicd ; ¢ and they thick
you sie in London,”’

*“Is not Mr. Clifford come ?”’ he asked.

“ No, sir, he comes to-morrow,” she answered.

*“Thank God §” he exciaimed, in a louder tone. \When
he spuke sgan he did so withuut looking into ber {ace, which
indeed was acarcely visible in the deepening dusk.

¢ Phebe,” he said, ** we have known cach other for
many years,”

<+ Aul my life, sir,”” she responded eagerly; ¢*father and
me, we are proud of knowing you.”

Before speaking agaia he led her pony up the steep lane
to a gate which opened on the moorland. It was not so
dak here, from undes the hedgerows and trees, and 2 little
pool beside the gate caught the last ingenng hghtin the
west, and teflected 1t ke a dim and dusty mittor,  Taoey
could see one anoher's faces ; his was woiking with strong
excitement, and hers, eatnest and fiendty, ioked frankly
down upon him. He clasped her hand with 1he sirong,
desperate grip of a sinking man, and her Sngers responded
with a warm ciasp.

¢ Can I trust you, Phebe?” he cried.
chance.”

*“1 will help you, even to dying for you and yours,” she
answesed.  The gulish fervour of her manner struck him
moutniully.  Why should he burden her with his crime?
What night had he to demand any sacntice from her?  Yet
he felt she spoke the ttuth.  £hebe Marlowe would 1ejoice
in helping, even unto death, nct only him, but any other
fellow.cicature who was sinking under sorrow and sin.

He placed hamsel{ at the pony’s head again, and trudged
on specchiessly along the rough 10ad, which was now noth.
ing more than the tracks made by cart-wheels across the
moor, with deep ruts over which he stumbled like a man
who 1s worn out with faugue.  In 2 quarter of an hour the
low coltage was reached, surrounded by a htile belt of ficlds
and 2 few storm-beaten fir-trees. There was a dull glow of
red to be seen through the lattice window, telling Phebe of
a smouldering fire, made up for her by ber father before
going back to his woskshop at the end of the ficly behind
the huuse.  She stitred op the wood-ashes and threw upon
them some diy, lipht fapgots of gorse, ard in a few seconds
a dazzling light filled the little room from end to end. 1t
was a familiar plzce to Roland Sefton, aod he took no no-
tice of it. But it was a curicus intetior, Every niche of the
walls was covered with catved cak; no wainscoted hall in
the cour'ry could be more richly or morc fancifully deco-
tated. The chimney-picce, over the open hearthstore,
a wide chimney-picce was deeply carved with curious
devices, The doots and window-lrames, the cupboardsand
the shelves for the crockery, were all of dark osk, fashioned
into leaves and ferns, with birds on their nests, and timid
rabbits, and still more timid wood-mice peeping cut of their
coverts, cocks crowing with uplifted crest, and chickens
pestling under the hen-mother’s wings, sheaves ofcorn, and
tall, club-headed bulrushes—all the ohjects familiar 0 a
country life. The dancinF light p'ayed upon them. and shozne
also upon Roland Sclton’s sad and weary face. Phebe diew
father’s carved arm-chair close to the fise.

"’Sit down," she said, *‘and let me get you something to
cat.”

“Yes,” he answered, sinking down wearily in the chair,
“ J am nearly dying f bunger.  Good Heaveas! is it pos.
sible I can be hungry 2"

He spoke with an indescribable expresvion of mingled
astonishment and dread. Suddealy there broke upon lim
the possibility of scffering want in many forms in 1he future,
and yet he feit ashamed of {oreseeing them in thiy, the it
day of his great calamity.  Uhntil this moment he had Jeen
too absort-ed in awelling upon the moral and social conse-
quences of his crime, 0 1ealize how uttetly worn out he was 3
but all bis physical strength appeared to collapse in an in.
stant.

And now for the first time Phebe beheld the change *-
him, and stood gaung at him in_mute surprise and sorzow.
He had always been careful of his personal appearance,
with a refinement and daintiness which had grown especiall
fastidious since lus marriage.  Bat now his coat, wet lhmngg
dunng Jhe aghi, and duced only by the keen air of the hilis,
was creased and sailed, and his buots were whickly coveted
with mod and clay. 1l face and hands were unwashed,
and his } 8¢ hung unbrushed over his forchead. Phebe's
whele hea:t was surred &t thus patarus change, and she laid
her hand ob his sheulder anha tumid but affectionate 1ouch.

* M. Rotand, " she satd, **go up-staus and ‘iml yourself
to rights & little ; and give ma your clothes sud your boots

¢ I have no other



