/A LIFE SENTENCE.

_parison of Amerlca. and England and in a discussion on

contemporary politics, and Cynthia was able to devote
‘herself to. household duties and the entertainment of her
guests, Hubert was staying in Colonel Morton’s house,
she found, and they had met Mr. Westwood and MacPhail
when they were having a long tramp over the hills ; and,
strangely enough, Westwood had immediately’ asked both
- men to dinner.

It was not until the meal was over and the men had
gone out to smoke in the pleasant piazza, with its ‘clustering
vines which adorned the front of Westwood’s house, that
Cynthia had a moment in which to compare her present
impressions with her past. It struck her that Hubert
looked older, as well as graver and sadder, and perhaps
more dignified. His hair was turning gray and thin at-the
temples ; his moustache was also streaked -with white—
bleached as Cynthia knew, by trouble, not by age. He
was thm, but he looked stronger than when she saw him
‘last ; and his gait was firm and elastic. His face was
slightly tanned—probably by the sun and sea-air in his
recent expedition from England—and the-brown hue'gave
him a look of health and vigor which he had not possessed
in England. But the change in his expression was more
striking to Cynthia than any alteration in physical aspect. —
- His eyes had lost their anxious restlessness, his mouth was
set as if in steadfast resolution ; his brow was calm. -He
looked like a man who had gone “ through much tribu- -
lation,” but had come ‘out victor at the last.

And Cynthia—was she chinged? . He had th’ught s0
when he came upon her that afternoon ; but his heart had
yearned over her all the more fondly for the change. He
had never seen her so thin, so pale, so worn ; the dark eyes
had not been set in such hollows of shadow when he last
saw her ; the cheeks had never before been so colorless.
He felt that she had suffered for him—that she had borne
his punishment with himself ; and the thought made’ it
difficult for him to restrain himself from falling at her feet
and kissing the "very hem of her garment as he looked .at
her. But at dinner she looked more like her old beautiful
self. She was in black when he arrived ; but she-came.to
dinper-in_a pretty gown of cream- colored embroidered
muslin, with a bunch of crimson flowers at }wr ‘bosom.
The -color had come back to -her cheeks too, and the hght
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