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OUR NELL.

CHAPTER XVII.

Dreary days followed at the farm. To all be explained.
each of the elder members of the fam-

ily had the catastrophe brought its ind
vidual burden.

was a pission and honour an idol. That
the breath of scandal should ever dim
the bright reputttion of his namo, that

the imputation of blame should cause t
ghine less clear the uprightness of hi

own character, were calymities that had

never taken shaps in his consciousncs

as possibilitios, and they held withiv

them capacitios of torture to amano
his spirit.

like wild-fire. There was, as is usai

in such cases, a spico of maliciousnes-
in the comments that were made upon
Some blamed Mr. Muast rs

the affair.
for not looking after his daughter’s be-
baviour. Others, of a moro cynical
turn, expressed their opinion that he
had been in the right of it, and that it
was a fine thing to get your daughter
married to a rich gentleman. These
even hinted that the father's anger was
a mero blind to conceal his re-
joicing at tho success of his
plans. Others, again, confined thei
remarks to Carry. She, it appeared,
had always been considerod a sly girl.
putting herself too much abovo her sta-
tion to como to a yood end. Some, in-
deed, whispercd, with a shake of the
head, that, in their opinion, this pre-
diction had bean already fulfilled.

It need scarcely bo said that no such
constrnctions were put upon the mat.
ter at tho Vicarage. Amazed comster-
nation were thero, and bitter disappoint.-
ment that Walter should have so de-
ceived them. There was about it a
mystery also, which Miss Lettice in vain
endeavoured to rolve. Walter's con-
duct was inexplicible. If he honestly
loved this girl, and wished to make her
his wife, where was tho reason for thi«
utter and dishonourable secrecy? It
did, indeed, occur to Miss Lettice to
doubt for & moment, with a keen pany.
whether poor Carry's poncil scraw!
stood only for the dream of a deluded
irl ; but she repslled the doubt with
orce.

“I would stake my life that Walter
is incapablo of that,” she cried, with
energy. No, thero was a mystery; no-
thing remained but to wait; tiding
must surely come. But the matter
weighed heavily upon Miss Lcttice's
spirit, hopeful aud courageous as it was.
The Masters fum'ly was plunged iv
deepest gloom, and for tho two foolish
young and exiled creatures what coul
be foretold but disappointment and vain
repentance ?

While the attitude at tho Viearagc
was thus sympathic towards Mr. Mas-
ters, his towacds them was one of angry
suspicion, at times expressing itself ir
bitter invective. Tho main cause for
this lay, doubtless, in the fact that here.
if anywhere, he might expact to be
blamed, and his pride was caager to foro-
stall this by assuming an offensive in-
stead of defensive position. He was.
moreover, & man of strong though not
tender affections, and his love for hi
childven was rooted deep down in hr
nature. In profession, ho had cast Car-
ry off forever, and hor deceit rendered
her vile in his eyes; but in roality anx.
ety for hor futnr-o cuatrrel lirgely in
to his feelings. Dorwent had been, it
will bo remembored. o favourite witl
him, and this fact served to embitter
tho contempt and abhorrenco with which
he now regarded him. No aet in li-
estimation could be too bad tor him to
perform. And with the injustice of un-
reasomvg anger he vented his indivoa.
tion on Derwent's friends at the Viear-
agoe.

To poor Mrs. Masters, the affair would
have had at first its bricht side, had it
not been for the attitude her husband
had tuken in it. Simple, loving, inno-
cently vain, it appeared to her only na-
tural thut nooue:hould think him«clf too
good forher darling Carry.  True, the de-

In the villige the tidings
gproad from neighbour to noizhibour

and startling, and many bitter tears di

dence in hier ; but she was sure it \yon!
Carry wonld write 1

and then, it Mr. Derwent would but brin

i-

. i g i
With Mr. Musters pride| her now and again to sce ler motacr,

things would be right and happy one
more. _
after day paissed by, and no tiding
o|came, Mrs. Masters, from a state of fe
ful depression, trom which nothing coul
rouse her. o
In Nell's share of the funily troubl
f{there was an added and a shurpersting

«
S

She had lost her sister, but <h
She knew

SIMmars.
1{ was bereft of love as well.
now how that love had been

to her heart a stab of puin.

and a joy in the mere sense ot living,
now that she knew also that he had

come.
Soon after the news reached the Vi-
carage, a notc was brought to Nell. It
was from Miss Lettice, and ran thus—

My DEAR, -1 know how terriblo has been the
shock of this to you, by tho shock it lius been to
mo. The suldonness, the mystery, make it hard
to bear and wait with pition-cs. God help themn
both, and bring them bazk tous! I have loved
Walter as a son, and sho is your only sistor. They
aro in God's hands; lct us trast in Him for them
both
May I como to you? I havo not sought to scc
you, nor I will no unless youa give mo pormis-
jlon.
Nell was touched. Tears, which had
come to her seldom in those days, and
then with painful violence, cime now
in healing flow. She wrotea few words,
ind sent them back by the messenger.
They were these—

Thank you, Miss Lottice, vory mush. I will
somo day call and seo you; but, please, I can-
not yet.

The same evening the Vicar called at
the farm. His visit was disastrously
ul-timed.
loating about in the village hud just
zome to Mr. Masters’s cars, and, sore
und angry as he alrea'ly was, had all
but maddened him. That he should be
suspected capable of plotting to get hi-
laughter married above her station,
had the effect of increasing his unrea-
soning resentment tenfold. To advance
a single st>p towards frrgiveness would
be to give colour to the rumour. To-
wards  tho Vicarage, espazcially, he
nursed his wrath.

Nell opened the {fron% door to Mr.
Oliver. He looke:l at her gravely, but
heyond a formal grecting, took no fur-
sher notice of her. His crrand was to
hor father. When he stood in the low
loorway of the parlour, Mrs. Masters
huarried forward to meat him.

“Eh, sir! this is good of you,” she ex-
claimed ¢ Com) in, sir, cHym> in.”

Tho Viear shook hands with her si-
lently, then turned to Mr. Masters. He
was stunding on the otherside the table,
straining his eyes towards the visitor.

“ Why have -we the honour of thi:
visit, sir 2" ho asked.

The Vicw's scnsitivo spirit quiverel
under Mr. Masters’ tone.

“ My friend,” he began, ‘“if you will
ulow mo to call you so——

“Nay, sir,” interposed Mr. Masters,
* I hardly sec how that can be. When
the lumb is robbed from the fold, the
shepherd does not feel like calling the
thiet his friend.” v

~ **Oh, John, John! what art thou think-
ing of, to speak like that to Mr. Oliver ?
—Nay, «ir, don’t take any heed of him.
He's not himself just now, poor mn.”
** Hold thy tongue, mother,” said My,
Masters, but he put his hand on his|:
wi'f?-‘s shoulder, not unkindly.

I'he Vicar had straightened his bent

ception, the secrecy, had been strange

she shed over her child’s want of conti- [name, and deeply do I deplore 1t.

day or two and make everything plain.

But when postatterpost and day |justify your bitter words 2"

«|verish expectancy, sank into one of tear-[cyes.

0

which rankle:d in her breast with lkeen{on mine that which

‘[belonginus, siv, the villian that's stolen
inwoven
into the warp and woo. of her duly lile.
now that cvery thought of Dorwent was
She knew
now that his nearness, and the hope of

sceing him, had given a zost to her days, |coming  here—my fellow-felling
your grief, and my trust that you know
where to look for sustiining grace. You {

brought great darkness into her days towill not refuse to shake hands with

The comments and reports pmy life 1s now, as it ever was, a failure.”

created : nothing more beautiful than

has been as one of my own family has
d|acted in a manner unworthy of my
But
a1t were indeed a terrible thing if the
n|shepherd of God’s sheep were himself
to become a robber of the fold. Have
I, or my sister, cver acted towards you
and yvours during the many years you
alhave known us, in a way which could

4
o

s|” **No, no. indeed, sir,” murmured Mrs.
| Masters, with her handkerchief to her

1| "¢ May-be I am unjust, sir,” answere:d
Mr. Masters. * There's little inside of
e just how but feelimes, and one of
them is that your family has brought
words, nor deeds
s|either, can’t amend. He's one of your
my daughter.”
“It that Le your attitude towards
me,” said the Viear, ‘““there rem:ins
nothing more for me to say, except to
express—and that was my purposc in

me ?"

like to say betore you go, which I'd
rither you heard from my own mouth
than from the gossips. It is this, sir,
that, be my days long or short, never
shall I darken yon church doors again.”
The Vierr started slightly, the bodily
sign of an inward shock. As he was
tbout to specak, Mr. Masters interruptcd
him.
“ Nay, sir, excuseme ; I know all you'd
say, and I'm not in the mood for argu-
ments.”

“So be it, Masters,” and the two mcn
shook hands siléntly, and parted.
Anhourlater,Miss Lettice tapped at the
door of her brother’s study. Raceiving
no answear, she entered. The Viear
sat at the table, his head buried in his
hands. His sister touched him gently
on theshoulder.

“ James,” she said, ** what is it ?”

He raised his head, and said, with a
faint smile—

“ The old thing, Lettice, the old thing;

*“ What has happened, brother ?”

“I have been to see Masters, and he
has repulsed me. He declares, more-
over, that he will never enter the church
loors agmn.”

“Oh, you don’t say so, James! I am
sorry, I am sorry!” and Miss Lettice’s
aves filled with tears.

**You see, Lettice, how clear a proot
19 this, if I had needed any, of the ab-
solute  powerlessness of my influence
among my parishioners. When trouble
comes upon them, they fling me and my
:eaching aside. ‘ Yea, I have spent my
strength for naught, and my labour is
in vain.””’

‘“‘Jameos, you are wrong—as you al-
ways are—on this subject. Oh, that
vou would not let this despondency eat
iway your courage and your common
sense.  Look at the facts of the casc,
wd sce here a man of fierce pride, and
ansubdued will, blindly striking at all
which secms connected with his grief.
[, too. have had a repulse to-day, though
:ouched in gentler terms than you;s.
See here;” and Miss Lottice showed
him the note she had received from Nell,
“ Brother,” she said, in a ¢olemn
voice, ** we arc both cut off from tlis.
Liet us stand on onc side, and seo what
God will do. He means to work alone.
wnd His work is rure, and will never
srr. - Liet us take off our shoes from our
-cet, for this is holy ground.”

(T be continued)

(o)

ETerNaL VERITIES.— Nothing more
wcient than God, for He never was

the world, for it is the work of that

shoulders, and stood at his full heioht.
“Masters,” he said, ** this injustice is
not worthy of a man like vou. God

o

knows Lfeel weutely enough that he \\'hol

sume God: nothing more active than
thought. for it flies over the whole uni-
verse ; nothing stronger than ncceseity,

with

“ No, sir; but there’s a word I should| A npie consider'd.

@hildren's Department.

IN THE CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL

BY ALFRED TENNYSON.

Axp she Iy with o tlower in one hand,
an:d her thin hands crost on her
breast —

Wan, but as pretty as heart can desires,

and we thought her at rest,

Quictly sleeping—=o quiet, our doctor

said, ** Poor little dear,

Nurse, I must do 1t to-morrow; she'll

never live thro' it, I fear.”

I walk'd with our kindly old doctor as

far as the head of the stair,

Then I return’d to the ward; tho child

didn't sce I was there.

i .

Never since I was nurse had I been so

grieved and so vext!

Emmic had heard him. Softly she call'd

from her cot to the nexg

L S

“He says I shall never live thro’ it;
Oh, Annie, what shall T do?”

“If I, said the wise
little Annie, ¢ was you, |

I should cry to the dear Lord Jesus to
help e, for Kmmic, you see,

It ’s all in the picture there: ¢ Little
children should come to me.’”
(Mcaning the print that you gave us, I
find that it always can please

Our children, the dear Lord Josus with
children about His knees.)

“Yes, and I will,” said EKmmie, ““but
then if 1 call to the Lord,

How should he know that it’s me ? such
a lot of beds mn the ward !™
That was a puzzle for Annie.
she consider'd and said :

“ Emmie, you put out your arms, and
I=ave’em outside on the bed—

The Lord has so much to see to! but
Emmie, you tell it him plain.

It ’s the little girl with her arms lying
out on the counterpane.”

Again

I sat three nights by the child—1I could
not watch her for four—

My brain had begun to reel—I felt I
could do it no more.

That was my sleeping-night, but I
thought that it never would pass.
There was a thunder-clap once, and a
clatter of hail on the glass,

Therce was a phantom cry that I heard
as I tost about,

The motherless bleat of a lamb in the
storm and the darkness without ;
My sleep was broken besides with dreams
of the dreadful knife

And fears for our delicate Emmie, who
scarce would escape with her life;
Then in the gry of the morning it seem’d
she stood by me and smiled.

And the doctor cure at his hour and we
went to see the child.

He had brought his ghastly tools; we
believed her aslecp again—

Her dear, long, lean, littlo arms lying
out on the counterpane ;

Say that His day is done! Ah! why
should we care what they say ?
The Lo:d of the children had heard her,
and Emmie had passed away.

ROBERT WATSON’S WATCH.

Wnoy  Robert Watson was about
twelve years old, a kind “relative made
him the present of a watch. It had a
beautiful appearance, and kept time to
a minute. Indeed, Robert was very
proud of his new watch, and was ready
to tell the hour toany person. One day,
however, hie came to his papa and said,
“Papa, my watch isn't going right.
The hands haven't moved for such a
long time.” His papa took the watch
and looked at it a little, and said, “I'm
afraiq, Robert, vour watch requires
cleaning. You had better take it to the

for all must submit to iwt.—T'hales.

watchmaker.”
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