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whispered to me, one morning when—
wonderful event—1I had persuaded my sis-
ter that we ought 'to drive over to lunch
at the Cedars, and admire all the prepa-
rations for the reception of Mrs. Colin
next month.

“T would not have liked to ask her,”
added the good old lady; ‘‘but since you
did come, I am glad. The sight of

she has really got over her trouble, you
think ?”
“Yes, yes,” I said hastily, for Pene-

walk.

will find her a real daughter.)

sad or anxious, but inly awed, marvell-
ing at its exceeding peace. A peace such
as I could have imhgined in those who

and laid them at- the apostles’ feet; or
holier still, and therefore happier—who
had left all, taken up their cross, and
followed Him. Him, who through His
life and death, taught the perfection of
all sacrifice, self-sacrifice.

I may write thus, Max, may I not?
1t is like talking to myself, talking to
you.

It was on this very drive home that
something happened, which I am going
to relate as literally as I can, for I think
you ought to know it. It will make you
love my sister as I love her, which is
saying a good deal.

Watching her, I almost—forgive, dear
Max ! but I almost forgot my letter to
you, safely written over-night to be
posted on my way home from the Cedars;
till Penelope thought of a village post
office we had just passed.

“Don’t vex yourself, child,” she said,
“you shall ,cross the moor again; you
will be quite in time; and T will drive
rou dé and meet you just beyond the
ponass

And, in my hurry, T utterly forgot
that cottage you know, which she has
never yet been near, nor is aware who
lives in it. Not until I had posted my
letter, did I call to mind that she would
be passing Mrs. Cartwright's very door.

However it was too late to alter plans,
so I resolved not to fret about it. And,
somehow, the spring feeling came over
me; the smell of the furze-blossoms, and
of green leaves budding; the vague sense
as if some new blessing were coming
with the coming year. And, though I
had not Max with e, te admire my one
stray violet that I found, and listen to

my lark—the first, singing up in his
white cloud, still I thought of you, and
I loved you! With a love that, I think
those only feel who have suffered togeth-

young folk’s happiness will not pain her?

loppe was coming up the green-house
Yet, when I observed her, it
seemed not herself but a new self—such
as is only born'of sorrow which smiled
out of her poor thin face, made her move
softly, speak affectionately, and listen
patiently to all the countless details
about ‘“‘my Colin” and my daughter Em-
ily” (bless the dear old lady, I hope she
And
though most of the way home we were
both more silent than usual, something
in Penelope’s countenance made mey not

had brought all their earthly possessions

would pick up after a pitched battle, give
a good scolding to, then hear all his
tribulations, dry his dirty face, and send
him away with broad grin upon it, such
as was upon Franky’s now.
He came nearer, and put his brown
little paws upon Penelope’s silk gown.
“‘The pony,” she muttered; ¢ Dora, go
and see after the pony.”
But when I was gone, and she thought
herself unseen, I saw her coax the little
lad to her side, to her arms, hold him
there and kiss him; oh! Max, I can’t
write of it; I could not tell it to anybody
but you.
After keeping away as long as was
practicable, I returned, to find Franky
gone, and my sister walking slowly up
and down; her veil was down, but her
voice and step had their usual ‘‘old-
maidish” quietness—if I dared, without
a sob at the heart, even think that word
concerning our Penelope !
Leaving her to get into the carriage,
I just ran into the cottage to tell Mrs.
Cartwright what had happened, and as-
sure her that the child had received no
possible harm; when, whom should I see
sitting over the fire bus the last person I
ever expected to see in that place.
Did you know it ? Was it by your ad-
vice he came ? What could be his motive
in coming ? or was it done merely for a
whim—just like Francis Charteris.
Anywhere else I believe I could not
have recognized him. Not from his
shabbiness; even in rags Francis would
be something of the gentleman; but from
his utterly broken-down appearance, his
look of hopeless indifference, settled dis-
content; the air of a mafdbwho has tried
all things and found them vanity.
Seeing me, he instinctlively set down
the child, who clung to his knees,
screaming loudly to ‘“Daddy.”
Francis blushed violently, and then
laughéd. ‘“The brat owns me, you see;
he has not forgotten me; likes me also a
little, which cannot be said for most
people. Heyday, no getting rid of him ?
Come along, then, young man; I must
¢'en make the best of you.”

Franky, nothing loth, clambered up,
hugged him smotheringly round the
‘neck, apd broke into his own triumph-
ant “‘Ha!ha!ha!” His father turned
and kissed him.

Then, somehow, I felt as if it were
easier to speak to Francis Charteris. On-
ly a word or two—inquiries about his
health, how long he had left Liverpool,
and whether he meant to return.

“Of course. Only a day's holiday.—
A horse in a mill—that is what I am
Nothing for it but to grind on to
the end of the chapter—eh, Franky, my
boy !”

‘““Ha! ha! ha!” screamed the child,
with.another delighted hug.

‘‘He seems fond of you,” T said.

“Oh yes; he always was.” Francis

now.

sighed. T am sure nature was tugging
hard at the selfish pleasure-loving heart.
And pity—I know it was not wrong,
Max!—was pulling sore at mine.

—a ruined, disappointed, disgraced man ?
No, no; my chance is over for this
world, and I do not care how soon I get
out of it.”

worthily in-it.’

had a slight falter that startled even me.
No wonder it misled Francis—he who
never had a particularly low opinion of
himself, and who for so many years had
been fully aware of a fact which, I once
heard Max say, ought always to make a
man

ly.

despair,
your health may improve; you are free
from debt, and have enough to live
upon.
sition has, it is a beginning; you may
rise.
lie before you yet; I hope so.”

he used to look when they were young.
And it seems 8o hard that to believe that
love ever can die out. I thought, what
if this exceeding calmness of my sister
should be only the cloak which pride
puts on te hLide intolerable pain ? But I
was mistaken, v

have been lovers for ten years ?
It might have been that the emotion
of the last few minutes left her in that
state when no occurrence seemed unex-
pected or strange, but Penelope, when
she saw him, only gave a slight start,and
then looked at himstraightinthe face for
a minute or so.
‘I am serry to see that you have been
ill.”
That one sentence must have struck
him, as it did me, with the full convic-
tion of how they met—as Pemelope and
Francis no more—merely Miss Johnston
and Mr. Charteris.
“] have been ill,” he said, at last,
“‘almost at death's door. I should have
died, but for Dr. Urquhart and—one
other person, whose name I discoved by
accident. I beg to thank her for her
charity.”
He blushed scarlet in pronouncing the
word. My sister tried to speak, but he
stopped her.
“‘Needless to deny.”
“I never deny what is true,” said
Penelope, gravely. ‘I only did what I
considered right, and what I would have
done for any person whom I had known
so many years. Nor would I have done
it at all, but that your uncle refused.”
“I had rather owe it to you—twenty
times over !” he cried. “‘‘Nay; you shall
not be annoyed with gratitude; I came
but to own my debt—to say, if I live, I
will repay it; if I aie i
She looked keenly at him.
not die.”
*“Why not ?

“You will

What have I to live for

“T would rather hear of your living

““Too late—too late.”
“Indeed, it is not too late.”

Penelope’s voice was very earnest, and

humble rather than: vain—how

‘“‘How do you mean 7" he asked,eager- |

“‘That you have no cause for all this
You are a young man still;

Whatever disagreeables your po-
A long and prosperous career may

‘Do you ?”
Max, Itrembled for he looked at heras

And now I marvel, not

| more to you than any stranger in the

. | happy—possibly no one is happy; but
deeply a fond woman had loved him. | T want you to be good.

ed scarlet with honest shame.

who can say this ¥’ .

‘““‘Well, well; perhaps you are right. I,
a poor clerk, with neither health, nor in-
come, nor prospects——"'
He stopped, and no wonder, before
the rebuke of my sister’s eyes.
‘“Francis, you know you are not
speakingas you think. You know I
have given you my true reason, and my
only one. If we were engaged still, in
outward form, I should say exactly the
same, for a broken promise is less wick-
ed than a deceitful vow. Ome should
not marry—one ought not—when one
has ceased to love.”
Francis made her noreply. The sense
of all he had lost, now that had lost it,
seemed to come upon him heavily, over-
whelmingly. His first words were the
saddest and humblest I ever heard from
Francis Charteris.

“I deserve it all.
will never forgive me.”
Penelope smiled—a very mournful
smile.
‘At your old habit of jumping at con-
clusions! Indeed, I have forgiven you
long ago. Perhaps, had I been less
faulty myself, I might have had more in-
fluence over you. But all was as it was
to be, I suppose; and it is over now. Do
not let us revive it.”

She sighed and sat silent for a few
moments, looking absently across the
moorland; then, witha sort of wistful
tenderness—the tenderness which, one
clearly saw, forever prevents and exclu-
des love—on Francis.

‘I know how it is, Francis, but you
seem to me Francis no longer—quite
another person. I cannot tell how the
love has gone, but it is gone—as comple-
tely as if it had never existed. Some-
times I was afraid if I saw you it might
come back again; but I have seen you,
and it is not there. It never can return
again any more.”

*‘And so, from henceforth, I am no

No wonder you

street 1"

‘I did not say that—it would not be
true. Nothing you do will ever be in-
different to me. 'If you do wrong—oh,
Francis, it hurts me so ? It will hurt me
to the day of my death. I care little
for your being very prosperous or very

We were young
together, and I was very proud of you;
let me be proud of you again as we
Krow old.”

“‘And yet you will not marry me 7"
‘‘No, for I do not love you; and never
could again, no more than I could love
another woman’s husband. Francis,”
speaking almost in a whisper, ‘“you
know as well as I do that there is one
person, and only one, whom you ought
to marry.”

He shrank back, and, for the second
time—the first being when I found him
with his boy in his arms—Francis turn-

““Is it you—is it Penelope Johnston

“It is Penelope Johnston.”
‘‘And you say it to me ?”

soul ?

of voice, which I now notice whenever
she speaks of or to children, she said »
few words, the substance of which I re-
member Lisabel and myself quizzing
her for years ago, irritating her with the
old joke about old bachelors’ wives and
old maid’s children—namely, that those
who are childless, and know they will
die 80, often see more clearly and feel
more deeply than parents themselves
the heavy responsibilities of parent-
hood.

Not that she said this exactly, but
you could read itin her eyes, asina
few simple words she praised Franky's
beauty, hinted what a solemn thing it
was to own such a son, and, if properly
brought up, what a comfort he might
grow.

Francis listened with a reverence that
was beyond all love, and a humlity
touching to see. I, too, silently observ-
ing them both, could not help hearken-
ing even with asort of awe to every
word that fell from the lips of my sister
Penelope. All the while hearing, in a
vague fashion, the last evening song of
my lark, as he went up merrily into his
cloud—just as I have watched him, or
rather his progenitors, numberless times,
when along this very road, I used to lag
behind Francis and Penelope, wondering
what on earth they were talking about,
and how queer it was that they never
noticed anything or anybody except one
another.

Heigho ! how times change !

did not, My heart was full, Max, but
not with pain. ForI am learning to
understand what you often said, what I
suppose we shall see . clearly in the next
life if not in this—that the only per-
manent pain on earth is sin. And, look-

blessed above all mere- happiness, is the
| peace of those who have suffered and
jovercome suffering, who have been sin-
ned against and have forgiven.

After this, when Franky, tired out,
dropped suddenly asleep, as children do,
his father and Penelope ' talked a good
while, she inquiring, in her sensible,
practical way, about his circumstances
and prospects, he auswering, candidly
and apparently truthfully, without any
hesitation, anger, or pride; every now
and then looking down, at the least
movement of the pretty sleepy face;
while a soft expression, quite new in
Francis Charteris, brightened his own.
There was even a degree of cheerfulness
and hope in his. manner, as he said, in
reply to some suggestion of my sister’s,
“Then you think, as Dr. Urquhart did,
that my life is worth preserving—that I
may turn out not such a bad man after
all 7

““How could a man be anything but a
good man, who really felt what it is to
be the father of a child 7"

Francis replied nothing, but he held
his little son closer to his breast. Who
knows but that the pretty boy may be
heaven’s messenger to save the father's

who knows! He seemed to have a fore-
boding that they never will, for, in part-
ing he asked, hesitatingly, if she would
shake hands?

She did so, looking earnestly at him—
her first love, who, had he been true to
her, might have been her love forever.
Then I saw her eye wander down to the
little head which nestled on his shoul-
der.

*“Will you kiss my boy, Penelope?”

My sister leaned over, and touched
Franky's forehead with her lips.

““God bless him! God bless you
all!”

These were her last words, and how-
ever long both may live, I have a con-
viction that they will be her last words—
to Francis Charteris.

He went back to the cottage; and
through the rosy spring twilight with a
strangely solemn feeling, as if we were
entering upon a new spring in another
world, Penelope and I drove home.

And now, Max, I have told you all
about these. About myself——

No, I'll not try to deceive you; God
knows how true my heart is, and how
sharp and sore is this pain.

Dear Max, write to me; if there is any
trouble I can bear it; any wrong—sup-
posing Max could do me wrong—TI'll
forgive. I fear nothing, and nothing

But no sighing. I could not sigh. I | AT

ingin my sister's dear face, I felt how |

has power to grieve me.

| Your faithful

i THEODORA.

| P. 8.—A wonderful, wonderful thing
it only happened last night. It hardly
feels real yet.

Max, last night, after I had done
reading, papa mentioned your name of
his own accord.

He said Penelope, in asking his leave,

sent that message to Lydia, had told him
the whole story about your goodness to
Francis. He then inquired abruptly
how long it was since I had seen Dr.
Urquhart?

I told him never sincé that day in the
library, now a year ago.

““And when do you expect to see
him?” '

“Ido not know.” And all the bitter-
ness of parting—the . terrors lest life's
infinite chances should make this part-
ing perpetual —the murmurs that will
rise, why hundreds and thousands who
care little for one another should be al-
ways together, while we—we—Oh, Max!
it all broke out with a sob, ‘‘papa, papa,
how can I know?”

My father looked at me as if he would
read me through.

“You are a good girl, and an honora-
ble one. He is honorable, too. Hewould

never persuade a child to disobey her
father.”

‘‘No, never!” )
- ““Tell him"—and papa turned his head
away, but he did say it, I could not
mistake, ‘“‘tell Dr. Urquhart if he likes
to come over to Rockmount, for one day

only, I shall not see him, but you
may.” ‘

/
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of God to men,” to try and perceive the
use of pain, the reason of punishment;
and to feel, not only by faith, but ex
perience, that, dark as are the ways 0;'
Infinite Mercy, they are all safe ways,

not feel 8o very far away.

Then I walked on as fast as I could to
meet the pony carriage, which I saw
crawling along the road round the turn—
past the very cottage. Myheart beat so.

again?

““How long? Indeed, I forgep, I am
8o apt to forget things now. Except'—
he added bitterly—*‘‘the clerk’s stool and
the office window, with the spider-webs
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us, but the ch:
the beautiful v

There were long pauses between each
of these questions, but my sister's
answers were unhesitating. The grave
decision of them seemed to smite home
—home to the very heart of Francis

and—there is me. Come!

thing beyond what her words expressed
(TO BE CONTINUED. )

—the more plainly, as they were such
extremely kind and gentle words,

e e
Croup, that dire disease, has lost its
terrors to those who keep Yellow Oil at

Francis came closer, and said some- ” .
hand. Yellow Oil also cures Sore

thing in a low voice, of which I caught

£ 3 . “All things work together for wood Thr N A Only g«

i i ver it, and the thirty shillings a week. ; Charteris. When his confusion and |, .. ,1.. Sl good to Throat, Quinsey, Congestion and Inflam man. Unly g

But.Penelope drove quietly on, looking :I)‘;\ i i Dc’:n—-lbz o only the last sentence: i e 0".. . ; [them that love Hin, mation of the Lungs, Now is the season- our lasting re
sintight before her. She.would haye ji~hat's my inooms, Fow € YOUr par-|  <ipenelope, will you trust me again'?"| 1 B el And s, watching these two, talki to gunrd agninst sudden diseases. Ask the highest pr:
driven by in a minute, when, right across | don, Miss Dora—I forgot I was no long-| 7 would have slipped away, but my [ “ "0 deeply pondering, - quicﬂ‘\- A .t':~i : ll;l Wo, talking your druggist for Hagyard’s Yellow best love our b
the road, in front of the pony after a dog | er a gentleman, but a clerk at thirtyshil- | ister detained me: tightly her fingers| ~ Foor little soul "’ he inuttered. . endly together, I |0il.— ——

thoughit how glad my Max would be: 1 A o T

remembered all my Max had done- Yellow Oil is the most deservedly po-
Penelope knows it now: I told bar thins | pular remedf' in the market for Rheuma-
night. And, sad and anxio I . | tism, Neuralgia, Sprains, Bruises, Frost
ey ,d nxious as I am letes_, Sore Throat, Lame Back, Con-
0": my;u;l m;t manyftthhmgs, there came tmctlor:i of the Muscles, Croup, Quin-
“ ‘heart one of those sudden sun- | %€y, and every variety of Pain, Lame- y O 3
Here_,uoseﬂ piteous ery of ‘‘Daddy, |shiny rests of peace, when we foel that| oo™ ©°f Infiammation. For infernal ot 'l&; .:;Wu)1b:~,:1:i
daddy ' and little Franky. bursting | whether or not ol % hapoy sl well, | external use. Yellow Oil will never fail .:u g

py, all is well. yvou. Sold by all deslers in medicine.

or something, I saw run a child. lings a week.”
How I got to the spot I hardly know;| I said I did not see why that should
how the child escaped I know still less; | make him less of a gentleman; and,| *I do not quite compreherd you.”
it was almost a miracle. Put there stood | broken down as he was—sitting crouch- | “Will you forgive and forget? Will
Penelope, with the littie fcllow in her | ing over the fire, with his sickly cheek | you marry me i’
He was unhurt —-not even fright- | pressed against that rosy one—I fancied | “‘Francis!” I exclaimed, indignantly,
| T saw something of the man-—-the honest | but Penelope put her hand on mv mouth.

“So fond of me, too—fond and faithful.
She would be faithful to me to the end
of my days.”

“I believe she would,”
Penelope.
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