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CHAPTER XV.—HALDANE'S RESOLVE.

It was not in accordance with nature nor with Haldane's
peculiar temperament that he should remain long undera
stony paralysts of shame and despair.  Though tall and maon-
Iike in appearance, he was not a man.  Boyish traits and
impulses stll hngered ; indeed, they had been fostered and
maintained longer than usual by a fond and indulgent mo-
ther. It was not an evidence of weakness, but rather a whole.
some instinct of nature that his thoughts should gradually
find courage to go tu that mother as his only source of com-
fort and help.  She, at least, would not scom him, and with
her he miﬂl'l find a less dismal refuge than s oarrow cell,
should it be possible to escape mipnsonment.  If it were
nof, he was too young and unacquainted wath nusfortune not
to long for a few kind words of comfort.

He did not even imagine that Mrs. Amot, the wife of
his employer, would come near him 1 his deep disgrace.
Even the thought of her kindness and his requital of it now
stung him to the quick. and he fairly wnthed as he pic-
tured to himself the scorn that must have been on Langa’s
{;ccras she saw him on lis way to prison like a common
thief.

As he remembered how full of nch promise life was but a
few days since. and how all had changed even more swiftly
and unexpectedly than the grotesque eventsof a horrid dseam,
he bowed his head 1n lus hands and sobbed like a grief-
stricken chuld.

4+ O mother, mother ! " he groaned, *1f I could only hear
your voice and feel your touch, a little of this crushing weight
might be lifted off my heart 1

Growing calmer after a time, he was able to consider his
situation more connectedly, and he was about to summon
the sheriff in charge of the prison that he might telegraph
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his mother, wwhen he hearu her voice, as an the company of )

that official she was sveking her way to him.

He shrank back in his cell.  Fis heant beat violently as
be heard the rustle of her dress. The shenft ualocked the
geated iron door which led 1o the long, narrow corndor into
which the cclls opened, and to which prisoners had access
during the day.

“He's in that cell, ladies,” said the offices’s voice, and
then, with commendable delicacy, he withdrew, having tirst
ordered the prisoners in his charge to their cells.

“ Lean upon my arm," urged a gentle vuice, which Hal-
dane recognized as that of Mrs. Armot.

¢ 0O, this is awful !”" moaned the stricken woman ; * this
is more than I can endure.”

The ptonoun she used threw a chill on the heart of her
son, but when she tottered to the duor of his cell he sprang
for #ard with the low, appealing cty,

‘4 Mother! ™

But the poor gentlewoman was so overcome that she sank
down on a bench by the door, and with her face burnied 1n
her hands, as if 1o shut out a vision that would blast her, she
rocked back and forth in anguish, as she groaned,

** O Egbert, Egbert ! you have disgraced me, you have
disgraced your sisters, you have disgraced yourself beyond
remedy. O God! what have I done to metit this awful,
this overwhelniing disaster 2"

With deep pain and solicitude Mrs. Arnot watched the
young man's face as the light {rom the grated window fell
upon it. The appeal.that tiembled in his voice had been
more plainly manifest . his face, which had worn an eager
and hopeful expression, and cven suggested the spint of the
little child when in some painful emergency it turns to its
first and natural protector.

But most marked was the change caused by the mother’s
lamentable want of tact and self-control, for that same face
became stony and sallen, Instead of showing a spust which
deep distress and crushing disaster had made almost child-
like in its rcadiness to receive 2 mother’s comfort once mote,
he suddenly became, in appearance, a hardened criminal.

Mrs. Amot longed to undo, by her kindncss, the evil
which her friend was unwittingly causing, but could not come
between mother and sen.  She stooped down, however, and
whispered,

¢ Mrs, Haldane, speak kindly to your boy. Hec looked
to you for sympathy. 1o not let him fec! that you, like the
world, arc against him.”

** O no,” said Mrs. Haldane, her sobs ceasing somewhat,
*I mean to do my duty by him. 1lc shall always have 2
good home; but oh, what a blight and a shadow he has
brought to that home ! That 1 should ever have hived to sce
thisday! O Egbert, Egbert your sisters will have to live
like nuns, for they can never even go out upon the street

i0 3 and to think that the tinger of scorn should be pointed

ter you in the city where your father made your name so
honourable !

¢ Jt never shall be,” ssid Haldane coldly.  ** You have
only 10 lcave mc in prison to be nd of me a long time.”

**Leave you in prison 1" .xclaimed his mother ; ** I would
as soon stay here mysclf. Noj; throvgh Mrs. Amot's kind-
ncss, arrangements arc made for your release. 1 shall then
take you to our miscrable home as soon as possible.”

“¥ am not going home.”

* Now, this is 100 much., What will you do?”

** ¥ shall remain in this Gity,” he reped, speaking from
an angry impalse It was hae I ekl and covered myseif
with shame, and I shall here £ght my way back to the posi-
tion I lost  The time shall come when you will no longer
say I'm 3 disgrace lo you ard iy sisters. My heart was
breaking, and the first word you gicet me with is * dis-
grace;’ and if T went home disgrace would always be in
your mind if not upon your tonguc. I should have the
word and thought kept hefare me till Twentmad. If 1 go
home all my old acquaintances would sncer at me as 2 mean-
spirited cur, whose best exploit was to get intygao), and when
his mother obtained his selease hie could do nothing more

manly than hide behind her apron the rest of his days, As
far as I can judge, you and my sisters would have no better
upwaen of me. I have been 2 wicked fool, I admit, but 1
was not a deliberate thief. 1 did hope for a little comfort
from you. But since all the world is against me, 2'l face
and fight the world, 1 have been dragged through these
streets, the scom of everyone, and I will remain in this city
until I compel the respect of its proudest citizen.”

The moment he ceased his passionate utterance, Mrs. Ar.
nut said hendly and gravely,

“ Lgbert, you are nustaken. 7There was no scorn in my
eyes, but rather deep pity and sorrow.  While your course
has been very wrong, you have no occasion to despair, and
as long as you will try to become a true man you s{mll ‘have
my sympathy and fricndship.  You do not understand your
wother.  She loves you as truly as ever, and is willing to
make any sacrifice for you, Only her fuller knowledge of
the world makes her 1ealize more truly than you can yet the
consequences of your act.  The sudden shoch has over-
whelmee' lher.  Her distress shows how deeply she is
wounded, and you should try to comfort her by a lifetime
of kindness.”

*‘The best way 1 can comfort her is by deeds that will
wipe out the menmory of my disgrace ; and,” he continued,
Ins impulsive, sanguine spirit kindhing with the thought and
prospect, **I will segain all and more than I have lost.  The
tme shall come when nesther she nor my sistess will have
occasion to Llush fur me, nor to seclude themselves from
the worll because of their relation to me.”

1 should think my heart was sufficiently crushed and
broken alteady,” Mrs. Hildane sobbed, “\vilflout your add.
ing to 3 burden by charging me with being an unnatural
mother I canu t understand how a boy brought ap as re-
ligiously as you aave been can show such strange depravity.
The idea that a child of mine could do anything which w uufd
bring him to such a place as this 1 *

Ilis mother’s woids and manner seemed to exasperate
her son beyond endurance, and he exclaimed passionately .

“\Well curse it all! Iam here. \What'sthe use of harp.
ing on that any longer? Can't you listen when I say I want
to retrieve myself?  As to my religious bringing up, it never
did me a particle of good.  1f you had whipped my infernal
nonsense ou! of me, and made me mind when I was little
There, there, mother ” he concluded more censiderately,
s she began to grow hysterical undee his woids, **dv, for
God’s sake, be more camposed ' We can't help what has
happened now.  I’ll either change the world’s opinion of me
or clse getout of it.”

“How can I be composed when you talk in so dreadful
a manner? VYou can’t change the warld’s opinion It
never forpives and never forgets.  It's the same as if you
had sud 1'l} exther do what 1s impossible or throw away my
Iife !’

**My dear Mrs. Haldune,” said Mrs. Aot gently but
firm!y, *“your just and natural grief is such that you cannot
now Judge correctly and wisely concerning this matter,
1he emergency 1s so uncxpected and so grave that neither
you nor your son should form opinions or make resolves
unta) there has been time for calmer thought. Let me take
Eou howe with me now, and as soon as Egbert is relcased

¢ can join you there.”

“No, Mrs. Ammot,” said llaldane decidedly; 1 shall
never enter your parlour again until 1 can enter it as a gen-
tleman—as one whom your other guests, should I mect
them, would recognize as a gentleman.  Your kindness is as
great as it 1s unexpected, but 1 shall take no mean advan-
tage of it.”

\Wel), then,” said Mrs, Amot, with a sigh, *‘nothing
canbe gained by prolonging this painful interview. Weare
detamning Me. Melwlle, and dclaying Egbert's rclease.
Come, Mrs. Haldane ; 1 can take you to the private en-
trance of a quict hutel, where you can be entircly secluded
until you are ready to return home.  Egbert can come there
as soon as the necedful legal forms are complied with.”

**No,” said the young man, with his former decision,
e« mother and I must take leave of each other here ; mother
wants no gaol-birds calling on lher at the hotel.  When I
have regained my social footing—when she is ready to take
my arm and walk up Main street of this city—then she
shall see me as often as she wishes, It was my own cursed
folly that brought me to the gutter, and if mother will pay
the price of my freedom, I will aloae and unaided, make my
way back among the highest and proudest.”

1 sincetely hope you may win such a position,” said
Mrs. At gravely, **and 1t s not impossible for you to do
su ; thuugh 1 wish you would make the attempt in a differ-
ent spint; but please remember that these considerations do
not satsfy and camfort a mother’s heart,  You should think
of all her past kindness ¢ you should realis  how deeply you
have now wounded her, and strive with (.nderness and pa-
tience to mitigate the blow.”

*Muther, I am sarry, more surty than you can ever know, ™
he said, advancing to her side and taking her hand, “and 1
have been bitterly punished , but T did avt mean to do what
I did; 1 was drunk —""

¢ Drunk { ° gasped the mother.  ** Meraiful Heaven "

Y g, drunk—may the next drop of wine I take choke
me !—and I did not know what I was doing. But do not
despait of me. 1 fecl that I have iz in me to make a man
yet. Go now with Mrs. Arnot and aid her in her kind
cfforts to procure my selease.  When you have succeeded;
rctarn home, and think of me as welt as you can snul 1
mahe yuu thaik better,” and he raised and kissed her wath
something Like tenderness, and then placed within Mrs, Ar-
aut’s au the haal of the pout weak woman, who had be-
cume so} faint and eahausted from her confhicung cmotons
that she submitted to be led away after a feeble remon-
strance.

Mrs. Arnot sent Mr. Mclville to the pnsoner, and also
the fuod she had brought. She thea took Mrs. Haldane
t0 a hote), whete, in the seclusion of her room, she could
havc cvery attention and comfort.  With many nussuring
words she promised to call later in the day, and if possible
bring with her (ie unhappy cause of the poor gentlewoman's

distress. ‘

CHAPTER XVI1.—THE IMPULSES OF WOUNDED PRIDE,

That which at first was little more than an impulse, caused
by wounded pride, sfccdil developed into a seltled pug)ose,
and Haldane would leave hiis prison cell fully bent on achiev-
ing great things. In accordance with a tendency in fmpul.
sive natutes, he reacted from something like despair into

uite a sanguine and herolc mood. e would ¢ face and
fight the world, aye, and conquer it, too,”” e would go
out into the streets which had witnessed his disgrace, and,
pesniless, empty-handed, dowered only with shame, hie would
prove his manhood by winning a position that would com-
pel cespect and more than respect.

Mrs. Amot, who returned immediately to the prison, was

uzzled to know how to deal with him. She approved of
his resolution to remain in Hillaton, and of his purposo to
regain respect and position on the very spot, as it were,
where, by his crime and folly, he had lost both. She was
satisfied that such a course promised far better for the future
than a return to his mother's luxurious home, With all its
beauty and comfort it would become to him almost inevita-
by a slough, both of **despond,” and of dissipation—dissi-
pation of the worst and most hopeless kind, whercin the
victim’s ruling motive is to get rid of self.  The fact that the
young man was capable of turning upon and facing a scorn.
ful and hostile world was a good and hopeful sign. 1If he
had been wilhing to slink away with his mother, bent only
on escape from punishment and on the continuance of am.
mal enjoyment, Mrs. Arnot would have felt that his nature
was not sufficiently leavened with manhood to give hope of
reform,

But while his action did suggest hope, it alsp contained
clements of discuuragement. She did not find fault with
what he proposed to do, but wich the sy)mt in which he was
cntering on Ixis most difficult task, H.s knowledge of the
world was so crude and partial that he did not at all realize
the herculean labour that he now became cager to atlcmﬁt H
and he w=s bent on accomplishing everything in a way that
would minister to his own pride, and proposed to be under
obligativns to no one.

Mrs. Arnot, with her deep and long experience, knew how
vitally important it is that human endeavour should be sup-
plemented by divine aid, and she sighed decply as she saw
that the young man not only ignored this need, but did not
cven seem conscious of it Religion was 10 him 3 matter of
form and profession, to which hie was utterly indiffcrent,
The truth that God helps the distiessed as a father helps
and comforts his child, was a thought that made no impres.
sion on him whatever. God and all relating to Him were
abstractions, and he felt that the emergency was too pressing,
two unperative, for considerations that had no practical and
mmmediate bearing upon his present success.

Indeed, such was his pride and self-confidence that he re.
fused to receive from Mrs. Ataot, and even from his mother,
anything more than the privilege of going out empty-handed
into the aty which was to become the arena of his future
cxploits.

1c told Mrs, Arnot the whole story, and she had hoped
that she could place his folly and ctime before him in its
true moral aspects, and by dealing faithfully, yet kindly, with
him, awaken his conscience. ut she had the tact to dis-
cover very soon that such effort was now worse than useless.
It was not his conscience, but his pride that had been chiefly
wounded. Ie felt lus disgrace, his humiliation, in the eyes
of mea almost too keenly, and he was consumed with de-
sire to regain socicty’s favour. But he did not feel his sin.
To God's opinion of him he scarcely gave a thought. He
regarded his wrong act in the light of a sudden and grave
misfortune rather than as thc manifestation of a foul and
inherent discase of his soul. e had lost his good name as
a man loses his property, and believed that he, in hisown
strenpth, and without any moral change, could regain it,

\When parting at the prison, Mrs. Arnot gave him her
hand, and said:

* 1 trustithat your hopes may be realized, and your cfforts
mect with success 3 but I cannot help waming you that ¥
fear you do tot realize what you are attempting.  The world
is not only very cold, but also suspicious and wary in its dis-
position toward thoss who have ):m'cilcd its confidence. 1
cannot lcarn that you have any definite plans or prospects.
1 have never been able to accomplish much without God's
help.  You pot only seem to forget your need of Him, but
you are not cven wilhng to recewve ad from - = or your
own mother. I honour and respsct you for making the at-
tempt upon which you are bent, but I fear that pride rather
than wisdem 1s your counselior in carrying out your resolu-
tion, and both God’s word and human expenence prove that
pnde goes but a hittle way before a fall.”

T have reached a depth,” replied Haldane, bitterdy,
“from whence I cannot fall ; and 1t will be hercafter some
consolation to remember that I was not lifted out of the mire,
but th. 1gotout. 1f1 cannot climd up again it were better
I perished ia the gutter of my shame.”

*‘1 am sorry, Egbert, that yoa cut yoursclf off from the
most hopeful and helpful relations which you can cver sus-
tair. A father helps his children through their troubles, and
s0 God is desirous of helping us, Therc are some thin
which we cannot do alone —it is not meant that we should.
God is ever willing to help those who are down, zod Christ.
ians arc not worthy of the name unless they are also willing,
1t is our duty to make cvery cffort of which we oursclves are
capable, but this is only half our duty. Since our task:. are
bc.ynnd our stréngth and ahility, we are cqu 3, bound tu re-
ceive such human aid as God sends us, and, chief of all, to
ask daily, and sometimes hnurly, that His strength be made
perfect in our weakness.  But there are some lessons which
arc only leamned by experience. I shall feel deeply gricved
if you do not come or send for me in any emergency or time
of special need.  In parting, T have one favour to ask, and I
think 1 have a right to ask it. I wish you to go and sce
your mother, and spend at least one hour with her before
she returns home.  As a matter of manly duty, be kind and
gentle.  Remember how deeply you have wounded her, and
that you are under the most sacred obligations to cndure pas
ucntly all reproaches and cxpressions of gricf.  1f yon will
do this you will do much to regain my respact, and it willbe
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