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mueh; in my o'vn sorrow 1 forget yours. Wifl
you net believe me? I arn innocent as your-
self, Zeila. Don't send nie away witlî this
mountain of miscry on my lieart," and lie look-
ed at lier hesecchingly. Silo turned lier boad
slightly.

ciSay ne more now, sir; leave me for the
present."

IlThink of me kindly, if yeu can," and ho
went.

Prom this time Zella Eec.med te think more
favorably of Frank, and he ivas flot slow to take
advantage of tlic slighitest change. Not a day
psssedl withoîit the gardener nt the Bluffs being
sènt to Mr. Grabam's with some rare fruit or
flower. Then the child was a bond of interest
betveen theni, and Frank began to, cberish
hope.

One morning wben lie called at Mr. Gra-
ham's, hie bad a white mioss-rose in tlic button-1
hole of bis coat. Zella noticed it.

"1'Tis a fi'. emblem of our dear Grace; it
grew upon bier grave," lie said.

He introduced the subjeet purposely, to sec
if she stilthoughthim guilty. Ho took outhis
bandkcrcbicf large and white, as a widower's
should be to, hold the ocean of thecir tears; and
covered bis face with it. Wbat hoe did, wbether
hoe laughod or cried, the reader can guess.

Afler wbiat hie considered a proper time, ho
withdrew the article from bis face, adjustod his
sbirt-collar, wbich ho feared liad collapsed in
thc r.bundancc of bis grief, twistod the. ends of
is mustache, slipped one leg off the other,

and looked ovor at Zella to sec flic cifeet.
She was looking out of the window, bier

thoughts apparontly as far from him. as heaven.
IlThis will nover do," thought hoe, IlI must~

interest bier in some way."
le went over to bier, and putting onc band

umder bier ohmn, turned bier face round, and
said-

IlMy dearost friend, let this coldnoss coase.
I have dore notbing worthy of it; why thon
keep me at sucbi a dreadful distance? For ler
sakze, Zella, for the cbild's, lot tbe past bo for-
gotten and f.-.rgiven."

She raiscd lier eyes, and oh, hoiw sad tbey
were, and said, "lLot it be so, Frank,."

"lYou di flot tlîink I connived at lier death,
Zella, anytbing but that," and out flewv bis
white bandkerchief, and in flow lus face into it,
and remaincdl tliore so long that it got as red as
a turkey's wattles. instead of growing pale witb
bis intense grief. Ali Zella's latent resent-
ment ivas swept away by this delugeoef woe.
She looked almost sorry the. slîe had dared to,
tbink evii thougbts of sucb a sorroiving, be-reaved widower. This was ivhat ho wished.

"lZella, you'l tako hack: your cruel words,
wvon't you?"I

IlYes, Frank, entirely; forgivo me," said
sIte, holding out lier hnnd.

".Porgive you, Zella, oh how freely; you
uised to cail me brother, bas your tongue for-
gotten the terni?" taking ber hand.

"lNo, ]?rank."1

"Thon why not use it?"
"Give me timc-don't hurry me."

Thero was a pause, at length hoe asked-
"Wbere's baby?"
"Sho's asleep," she replied, "-sbe's a good

ohild-slîe nover will go to ' sep witbout matin
bier ittle pair,' as she calîs it, ' for ganpa Gabam,
papa Fank, aunty Zella, and I muttent pay for
marna Dacy tauso se's in bebbcn"-that's the
wny slîc concludes."

Frank siglicd wcarily.
"What's fathier doing?"P
"Ho's walking on the backz verandab, watch-

ing the rain, I tbink. Tlîore's the dinner-boil,
you'll stay, Frank?"

And now thiere camne to be long waiks by
nîoonligbt, and rambles over the bills; thero,
-ecre wild gallops by thic river, and very loving
words spoken in old John Grahiam's gardon on
summer nights, beneath flue soft ligbt of flhc
stars; and but for one thing-one fatal remem-
brance-Frank would bave been happy. And
Zolla-it is enougli to say she bad nover loved
bofore.

The wcdding was arranged to 'take place in
September. Masons and carpenters wore busy
at the Bluffs, tearing down and building up.
Frank's orders being to make it as différent as
possible from wbat it was bofore.

It bad been rernarked by tho servants, that,
sinco bis wife's doatli, Frank bad been totaUly
unlike himself. Thoy had tîjeir own talk about
it, and the butier rcrnarkcd to flhc cook-

"He's a changed man, is master."
"'Dood is hoe thin, Mr. Thomas, I niver sec

a man more clîangod. So bandsornc as ho
used to be, and so fond of Missis and the
child."

"l11e was a changcd man frum. the day Miss
Zella corne," said the hostlor, ontering the
kiteben, clenching bis remark by a significant
whistie.

IlMy poor Missis, nay shc rest !"said cook,
with a grean.

IlAye, may shie rest," responded the butler,
"but doos slîe rest? Thero's quare sounds

hoord in this o' niglits, Mrs. Finnigan. Master
lias neyer slopt in it a niglit since bier death."

IlWhero do hoe sleep at ail, do 'e thinir, Mr.
Thornas?"I

IlThe fiend kos"interposed the hostier.
"I boord a noise Vt'olîer niglit, nigh on te one

o' the dlock. I slippcd to bond o' stairs; thero
ivas master, a flyin' down, and eut ho went e'
flhc front door, lik wan mad. I called aa lue
vinît faster an faster, and dlean down tho road
out o' siglît. 1 watcbod till nigli on te, morn,
but lic niver comed back."

IlStrange doin's, thirn," said eook. IlI de-
clare, Bossie," addressing flie housemaid, I
feel quito 111 with it al."1

"lA glass of porter will jist set ye on yer foot
agçain, Mrs. Finnigan," said the Butler, t.aking
the hint and quiekly banding ber a glass ofthuo
article, foaming ever. Theoportly dame had a


