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ONLY A PICTURE. bso]
but d

A glance t best that cannot fade or alter, a ne
A passing gleam that Genus seized and drewv; thet

A hint of faith that ounnot fait or later, tet
A glimpie f love tiai cannot bo nuirno; taint

A gracious smile where twilight shadows gather theQ
Aùd inoring sanbeams are so late to fall, Pe

A living dream the daylight cannot shatter- age,f
A picture only, hanging on the Wall. ever

A look cf pity for oucis veary falluredist
A boum of hope for the weak eur of need; Wis

A ray of cheer for every brave endeavour, an
The patient purpose and the bafmed deed; gbea

One earthly tie no touch of change can sever, thin
One sweet, abiding preence over ail; H

One pure Ideal that le pure forever- has-
One little picture hanging on the wall. ten

The prectous gift no envious fate bath taken, Hec
A friendship no suspicion e'er eau soit; mat

A love that no satiety ean weaken, bro
And fame no idle goslp eau despoil; wil

One steadfast truth that never eau be shaken, moc
One radiant joy that oannot pale or pall; T

Sweet eyes no tear can dim, no frown eau darken- nea
Al beaming from a ploture on the Wall. trot

O tender eyes1 vii you but emle as brightlyu
Wheu I shall failte ses you through my tsars, ho a

And when I turn te leave you. stumbling faintly, fait
Bowed underneatht the burden of the yearst uns

O Father I when I wander, groplng faintly, bis
Among the shades of death that round me fal, T

Sihal I yet see sonme angel smilipg saintly, wa
As in this little picture on the Walli
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sen

A NEW NOVEL, de

By the Author o gL 4 dy Audiey'a Secret," "Strangera and ho

p nPira" te., 4e. lu
ar
th

CHAPTER XLVIII.-Continued. bo

"Would you like to go back, Edmund ?" nc

He shndderod ut the question. un(

4Honostly, no, mother. The old scenes would b hateful. dt

But I dou't want to be eparated from you, and yet it seemes j
a bard thing to uk such a home-loving mother as you to i

jolu my vanderinge." tii

S I eau bave ne home without you, Edmund. I am ready re

te go vllh y oewarever yenmlîko. I an a sturdy id vomnh' hi

yen knov, and shah net give yen much trouble vith ill health bc

or vapeurs,or 'nythinn eofthat keud; ad lttel as I have H

travolied 1 del thlnk I shail nuko a very hud traveller If it

eau only get accustomed to the sea," added Mrs. Standen with b
a vry face.

" Ye dear lion-hearted mother, I will take cars that our
wanderingc are made easy for you. I did think of winltering h

ln Algier-a splendid climate, interesting scenery." Mrs. d

Standen shivered involuntarily. "But If you will be my coin-. W

panion 111 abandon at ide& cfAimca." lire Stnde breuthed SI
mors freoiy. Afica te ber mmd nmeant vastes -of terrld sand Ai

od gri yelping blackamoors dancing round the heipleus I

traveller, a circle of feroclous murderers. «What would you

suy te oni vtnterlug lu Reine, or Florence ?"

Mrs. Stendon brightened visibly, and kihsed ber son's wsted
band.

"I think I should like Florence bot, dear," she said,14 I

have heard there are plenty of nice English people there."
"Yes," answered !dmund, "and when Englis people travel p

their chief delight seemu to be to meet with other Englieh s
people. They would like the Continent extremely Weil if 8

they could exterminate the natives and couvert the more y

agreeble half of Europe intoone large Brighttn."
Edind's convalescence vas rapld, a tact vbich the docter ir

attributod te lirs. Standen's nnreing even more than to his i

ovu skill. As accu asuhocvas stroug enengh te bear the jour-E

ney mothr and son wet on toNices.Thenco after a fort-

night'e sojouru, to Geneva, and thence, late in November, to i

Florence. That tranquil close of the declinng year was a i
time ecferwful thoughts for Edmund, but not of despair.1
Ait bis old beyish love for his mother came back to him in 

their reunlon. He was pleased with ber delight ln the scenes f

they behold together; pleased by ber keen interest ln simple
Ihlguand all those glimpses of village life and unsohisti-
cated nature which their travelu afiorded them. Nither,
poke iof the put, or speculated upon the future. For the -e

mother the sweetuessu e the present wus ail sufficient. iShee
had ber oun once more hers and hers only, and she was con-

tent to leave the future to Providence.t
"I will never try to ruie his tife again," she thought; "I

-aut nxious that he should marry Esther, and ose whati

caeof it I Mlsery for both of thon. Il iu enough for me toe
haehmfr aoc gi n teo c ure of hisuffee-

tien The hpineus I desirs for hlm viii come sooner or
tler."__

CHAPTER XLIX•.

Five years are gene since Edmund Standen and bis mother
vintered lu Florence, and Sir Aubrey ctiii reigus ut Perriam,

ne lon eb helpleas, paratytic -old man, vho could only
cneo about betwen the sustalning arma cf nurse and valet,
buta buis old gentleman who rides a quiet cob, vice the spi-
riled Splinter, round lbe home farm three or four days a veek,
vhile bic chabby six-year..old son uccoumpanies hlm on a fat

EThIs oudorful restoration ls mors or loua Sbadrack Bain's

ahievefnent. Il vue Mir. Bain who hourd cf the mud-batheu

lGernmany Mr. Bain who accompanled Sir Aubrey to the

place cf thos batha ; Mr. Bain who vas the movlng spirit cf

ir Aubrsy's cur. German physiciua, German mud, and
Germma ater were but cecondaugents. Mir. Boin' energy
was the metlTe power that set the machinery going.

)me trace of the old weakness on the loit sidI3 bctill roaios; nO

despite of this, in mind and body the baroet ba become ont

w man. It lu juet possible thut hie dellght lu vatchiug ber.
o's groth fro nfancy to childhood, bis deep pride in -hi

hought that a son of his will inherit Perriam, aud main- be t(

the good old Tory traditions of the place, may have helped Ei

German doctors to work their cure. Edno

erhaps Sir Aubrey Perriain, lusthiehIndihn summer of ben er

enjoys as near an approach to perfect happinose as heaven ci

grant to humanity. One bittar memory bauge like a it

ant thunder cloud above the horizon of bis li, but ho lu avol

e enough to shut bisoye kt hthat cioud for the most part, hav

1It le net oflen the dark heur cones upon bin-that voli
my hourt hen those who know him best know that ho le cho(

king of his wicked wife. avoi

is boy le the pride and pleasures of hics A o . Aiready hoate

engaged a tutor-an Oxford Master of Arts-te train tht endi

der plant, so that its earliest shoots may be wisely directed. Mr.

cannot endure the tought of public echools, and football r T

ches, and it la te ho ieured thut the youtfal St. John, T

gbt up ut Perriain Place lu the cure of a private tuter, quoi
u h defficient ln that uthieticism, whch l ath eone virtue his

dér society copies from the Spartans. t e h

'he father watches bis boy with almost maternai tender- T

s, and le miserable on those winter mornings when St. John firnt

s away on his Exmoor pony to see the hounds throw of, mi
[or bis tuter's ving. The tuter le auxione the boy shonld hay

nauly, and the father approves the tuter's dosire ; yot voud pou

n guard his treasure as curefnly as a miser cher!hough snd

et diamond, a gem ofliquid llght, dich may elp through id

fngers unawares while ho gloats over his treasure. des

The county bas never quite understood how the brother whe stul

s supposed to be dead has come to life again. ho

t lu one of those dark pages of family history, whichomuet k

ever remain mysterlous. But the county bas n et the kn<

ghtest doubt as to the one fact that this le the real Sir Au- the

ey. Happily the Baronet bas grown almost his old self an(

ce the renovating process of the German batho. He dresses p

carofuliy as of oid, and but for an elderly eteop in the, prc

inîlders,' booku almeet as yeuug a man as the Sir Aubrey who no'

noured the Hedîughan echool fouet with hie illustrions pro- 4

nce seven years ago. p>0

Mr. Bain baks li the sunlight of this master'e favour, and a

s more prospoeus every year, always winding hie way ha
epor and vider luto the seil of Monkhampten, tili haîf the wa

ues in that prosperous town own Shadrack Bain as ground au

ndlord. Hie elder daughtrs have marrieda el-his se n ho

e an honour to him; • Dawker serves his father vlth seul Ch

at knows not weariness, and the younger gammar-school gr

ys bring home handsomely bound volumes as prizes-such eh
ovettios iu literature as the poetic verku ef Milton, Cowper, wl

nd Thompucu, te adora the rosood b table int he family a 1
rawing-roem,
Altngether Mr. Bain le a man who seems to have proûted E

ore than hie fellows by the blindness of fortune. Yet, some- H.

!mes, even lu the midst of his prosperity, ho thinks with a 8u
gretfuulsigh of that eordly peusure-house vichh b once
ýuit for hie soul-that airy odifice of hie day dreams-vhicb d(

e had hoped to see realised in substantial brick and mortar. ai
le remembers boy nesr be had seemsd te vlctory, and boy di

tterly ho falled; how hic wisdoin had been but foolihnessti
eside a voruan's cnnning. W

SThngs turned out weli for me, however, after all," ho re- lu
scies, ufter that survsy of the one failre that hue diefignred 'w
il succesful lif-a falthreentoy known te himself and the d

sed. " 1 am in a botter position than I ever was ln before 0

lth Sir Aubrey. My income increases every year. I don't s1
m boy any man can ask more than that froin Providence. o

Lnd if I cared to buy myself an estate, and call myself Squire, ti

'rm rich enough to do it. hh
u

CHAPTER L.

Tr PURPL LIGE' or LOV. c

While poor Sir Aubrey Perriam's existence drifts by ina re-
ose almost as tranquil as that of the lotus eaters on thoîr
unlit isle, life has serions duties and responsibilities for Mr.

Standen, Conservative member for Monkhampton, a rlslng
young politician of the nov school.

Ednund Stnden bas neot rnturued to the Bank. At hie

mother's request ho bas abandoned that commercial career

which served tu occupy a mind too active touendure Idleness.
~eHe asfeund unother and a highor vocation lu the Honse cf

ommons, whore ho comes out eharpiy upon finncial quos

tions, and perplexes honourable gentlemen whosc vea aside
ts arithmetic, by searching questions and rap.d calculatione.
He lu great on taxation, and is ever ready to assert the wrongs
of those shorn Iambe of the legislature, those helpless sufferers
froin the burden of the incomé tax, whose greatest misfortune
lu to have half a million or so amenable to assessment.

Mr. Standen has a small house ln one of the nice old-fash-
lonable streets near Berkley-square, where his wife is ut home

every Thursday evening, to soine of the pleasantest and clever-

est people in London, and where Mr. Standen and two or three
chosen friends sometimes seek relief after a dull eveuing in

the House, ut a bright litt le supper table in the cosy ding-
room, and discuss the blunders and general idiocy of friends
and foes over a lobster salad and a bottle of Madeira.

Yes, Edmnund ie happy. That union of which Mirs. Standen

dreamed years ago, vhen her sou was a schoolboy, hue coee

te pues atter ail, and Edmund ls as completely devoted te bis

true vife Ether, as if the fatal attachmnent which over-

shadowed bis youth vers ne more than the memory cf a

dream. .Two yeas et foreign travel, and mucb bard study lnu
lbe tranquil pauses of bis vandlerings, served to lay 'the ghost

cf that buried love. He came back te'England heurt free, and
broughit with hlm a treatise on finance, wicy bas won hlm

soe reon as a poltical economist, and helped hiru to ac.-

quire a position lu th. House of Cou>mions.
During those two year. of exile Edmnund uni Esther never

net. Miss' Rochdale .remnained ut Dean House, the ruling

spirit of order lu that model houseld, quietly doing ber dnty

visiting the sick, feeding the peor, educating lirs. Sarget'.
children, who adore ber, joining lu the camail festivities fth

neighbourhood, and uttering ne complaintuagainet alli vhic
muet bave beeon serovwha joyless and monotonous. Trough-
ont that period of absence Edmund had rarely heard the naine

of Esther, se carefully did bis mother avoid any allusion teg
ber adopted daughter. Only when ho ventured to iuquire if
Miss Bocbdale vers volt and happy gas.the naine spoken that
had once been se familiar.

yn his first visit to Dean House after his return from the
inent Mr. Standen looked round for Esther and missed

He was told that she had gone t, Wexmouth with the

dren ; .Mr. Sargent having been afraid the sea air would
oo strong for her.
T he seaaiways gives me my nervous headache, you know,

und,l said Elien apologeticslly. "So dear Ese was kind
ugh to take the children."
She was always kind, " replied Edmund moodily.
vexed him to think that Esther had run away in order to

d meeting him. That visit to Wexmouth could only
been a pretext. One week in September would do as

Sas another for the children's sea-side trip-and why
ose the week of his return, unless she really wished to
d him.
Have I made myself so detestable to her that she cannot
ure the sight of me, even after ail I have suffered ?" thought
Standen. "She used to be so full of pity, especially for
ng-d"ers."
here was one question which he wanted to ask Esther-a
stion that had been in his mmd, more or less, ever since
illness at Marseilles. A question which he could only ask

en they two were face to face.
'he thought of this question worried him a good deal the
t day or two at Dean House. It took such a hold upon hie
ad that after three days of that tranquil home life-after
ing admired all Miss Rochdale' smail iinprovements in
ltry-yard, dairy, and greenhouses, the new fernery at the

of the shrubbery, and a dosen other evidences of taste and
ustry which testfied to the care of the gentle home-god-
s-Edmund's patience would endure no longer, and he
rtled hie mother on the fourth morning by announcing that
was going to Wexmouth to see Esther and the children.
cThose escraps of humanity muet have grown out of all
owledge in the last two years," he eaid, artfully insinuating
reby -that his chief anxiety was to see his small nephew
A nieces.

9Georgie is growing a fine boy, Edmund," said hie sister,
oudly, "and se like hie dear papa. He bas the Sargent
>se.,'
'9A fine prominent boak. Loke as If it was made on pur-

'e for a barrister'sewig,"°rep-ied Mr. Stauden irreveretly.
He was off to Wexmouth by a little branch line from Monk-
upton before noon, and arrived at that tranquil and retired
aterlng-piace at one o'clock. Wemouth is net extensive,
d iusteud of golng te Mise Rocbdals lodgings ou Light-

use Hill, Edmund strolled along the beach, taking his
ance of finding her among the idlers who were scattered In
rnps here and there, upon the strip of alternate sand and
ingle between the blue water and tho sea-wall. The tide
a out, and the juvenile patrons of Wexmouth were having
good time vith their pails and spades.

No ene vouid stay in-do9rs ou snch a day as this, thought
dmund-the sky one cloudless blue, the sea a sunlit lake.
e went on to the utmost limiteaofnWexmouth, feeling very
re that he should find Esther by and by.
Yes, there she was. A ioneiy littie figure souted lu the eha-

ow of an old fishing boat, reading. He knew her ever so far
way. The mal lgracifl o form; the pure whito edres; the
lrk soit hair nder the littis sailor bat; the Kether of oid
mes-the Esther he had once se narrowly euupsd iovlug
lith ait hip heurt. Tee late te love hér nov; geunle und un-

eifish as she vus, he could hardiy askher t nacept a love
'bicb veuld soem at best remerse. The chlldren were pad-

Iing and splashing, and making themselves gritty ut the edge
f the water, some distance from Esther. ¶nstèad of ruehing
traight to these small people to se if they had veriiy grown
ut of knowledge, and If Georgie really had the Sargent nose,
ie traitorous uncle never so mach as lookod at those amphi-
lioue reveilere, but wulked en te the bout, and quletiy eeated

imself about half a yard from Esther. She did not even look

p from her book. The shelter of the boat was public pro-
perty. Yet i wu uucomfortabio te bave a etrauger seatod sel

ear ber, and lu a feo minutes Esther had rose te jein the
hildren, whoss sports were becoming more and more watery.

A band gently detained her. The strauger had risen too,

and bad laid hie band upon her arm.
" Esther, why are yon so determined to run away from me ?"

he asked quietly. She turned and confronted her false lover,
very pale.

There was no anger in the sweet face, only a look of shock-
ed surprise.

"Bit down again, Esther, and let us talk quietly for a few

minutes.' Friend -sister, will you refuse me se small a
favour ?"I

That appeal touched her. She obeyed him without a word,

and they seated themselves side by side under the shadow of

the boat.
Edmund was slow te speak-so slow that the silence became

a little awkward, and Esther felt herself obliged to say some-
thing.

" What brought you to Wexmouth?" she sked carelessly.
"I I hope ilen isn't anxious about the children!'

" Ellen knows the children are safer In your keeping than

in hers, Essie." The old pet name fduttered that steadfast

heart a little. "I came here on my own account. Do you

know that for the last two years I have been tormenting my-

self with one particular question ?"
Indeed. It ought to be a very Important question."

« It le te me a question cf life or deatb. When I was ill at
Marseilles, Ether, I had two nurses. My mother was eue. I

knew ber even ut the worut. But the other i I used te fancy
that ber presence was but a dream. It was net a dream, was
It, Essie ? There was a second nurse, who watched me night
and day, and vept many tsars for my sake. Who was that

faithful nurse, Ether ? I vant you te toit me. Dure I be-

lieve tbat the eue noble-bearted woman I had most dleeply

wronged came te me-eut cf the benevolence of ber hert--

lu my time cf danger."
"Net eut of benevolence, Edmuund," said Esther.
" It could net have been fer love of me she came. Oh, Es-

ther," cried Edmund Standen, seiuing the girP's tvo bande,
drawing ber towards him, looking ut ber with eyes that shone

vith love and hope, "if you can but say that it was, yen wiii

make me happler than I ever dreamed I could be. Love, my
love, trnly loved ut lait, telt me that Ihbave not outworni your

patiee, net quite exhausted your regard."
Tsars vers hie only answer. An all-sufficlent ànswer, it

would seem, for lu the civer moontlight of that Soptember

evening two happy lovera walked upon Wexmoulth's shingly
chers and talked cf the future.

The future came, and did not belle their hopes. When Au-


