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BY HESBA STRETTON.

CHAPTER XXXIX.~HIS PATHER'S SIN.

\When Felix returned from his bricf and clouded holiday
to his wotk in that coiner of the great vineyard, so over.
crowded with busy husbandmen that they were always
plucking up each other's plants, and pruning and repruning
cach other’s vines, till they made a wilderness where there
should have been a harvest, he found that his special plot
there had suffered much damage. John Nixey, following
up the impression he had 80 successfully made, had spread his
story abroad, and found eats willing tolisten to it, and heasts
wilhing to believe it. The small Provident Club, instituted
by Felix to check the waste and thriftlessness of the people,
had already, in his short absence, elected another treasuser
of its scanty funds ; and the members who formed it, work-
ingmen and women who had been gathered together by his
personal influence, treated him with but scant civility.  His
evening lectures in the church mission house were some
times scarcely attended, whilst on other dsys there was an
influx of heare:s, among whom John Nixey was promiaent,
with hall-a-dozen rough and turbulen, fellows like himself—
hangers-on at the nearest spirit-vaults—who were ready for
any tum that might lead toa row. The women and chil-
dren who had been accustomed to come stayed away, or
went to some other of the numerous preachiog-places, as
though aftaid of this boisterous clement in his litile con-
gregation.

Now and then, too, he heard his name called out aloud
in the stre-ts by some of Nixey's friends as he passed the
prospering gin-palaces with their groups of loungers about
the doors ; but though he counid caich the sound of the
laugh and the sneer that followed him, he could take no no-
tice He could not turn round in righteuus indipnation and
tell the lellows and the listening bystanders that what they
said of his father wasz lie. The poor young curate, with
his high hopes and his enthusiastic love of the work he had
chosen for the sake of his fellow-men, was compelled to
pass on with bowed head and silent lips, and 2 heart bur-
dened with the conviction that his influence was altegetker
blighted and uprooted

*¢ It isn't true, sir, is it, what folks are tellin® about your
father?" was a ques'ion put 1o him more than once, when
he enteted snme squalid home in the hope of giving counsel,
or help, or comfori. There was something highly welcome
and agreeable to these people themselves thicves, ot bui-
dering oo thievedam —in the idea that this fine, handsome,
gaotlemanly young clergyman, who had set to work among
them with s- much energy aad zeal, was the son of a dis-
hones: rugue, who ought 1o have bzea seat o gaol as many
of them had been.  Felix had not failed to make enemies
in the Brickficlds by his youthful into.crance of idleness,
bepgary and drunkenness. The owaers of ihe gin palaces
hated him, and not a few of the rival religious sects were,
to say the least, uncharitatly dispused towards one who had
drawn so many of their fullowers tn himself, There was
very little common social interest in the population of the
district, for \he uamping classes of the lowest London puos,
scch as were Jdrawn to the Buickfields by s ovaiflowing
charities, have as lirtle cokiesion as a ropz of sand, but Fe
lix was 30 conspicious a figure in its nanow and duty streets,
that eves strangers would nudge onc another’s elbows, and
almost before he was gone by, narrate Nuxey's story, with
cuarious additions and alterativos.

It was gal' and wormwood to Felix that he was unable to
contradict the stoiy in foll. He conld say that his father
had never been a convict ; but no inducemsnt on ecarth
¢.uld have wrung from him the declarauon that his fathes
had never been guilty of fraud. Sometimes he wosdered
whether it wonld not be well to own the simple truth and
endure the shame ; if he bad been the sole survivor of his
father’s sin this he would havs doiie, and gone oa toil-
somcly regaining tuc influence he had lost. But the secret
touched his mother even more closely than humself, and
Hilda was equally concerned in it. It had becn sacredly
kept by those o' ez than he was, and it was aot for him to
betray it.  *‘ My poor mothes !™ he called ker. Never,
before he learned the seceet burden she had boine, had he
called her by that tender and pitiful epithet ; bat a3 often
as he thooght of her now, his heart sad My poor
mother!™

As 5003 23 Canon Pascal returned to England Felix took
2 day's holiday, and ran down by train to the qaict rectory
in Essex, where he had spent the greater portiua of his boy-
hood. Oaly a few years separated him from that carcless
and happiesi p..1od of hus hic, yet the last three moniks bad
dnven 1t ioto the far backgroand.  He almost smiled at the
recolleciion of how yaang he way half-a-year ago, when he
declared hus Jove for Alice. How far dearer to him she
wax now than thent  The ose letter he had teceived from
her, written in Swatzerland, and telling him in loving detail
of her wisit to hus father’s grave, would be forever one of hus
most precious ireasares.  But he was ot going to share his
biemished name with het.  He had had nothing wonbsy of
hei, o1 of hus facher, (o iay at bes feet, whiist e was yetin
gter .gnorance of the shame he had wheied; and now 2
Hec muast aever more think of Bes as hus wife,

She was at hume, he haew , bul be siemly lorbade himself
to seek forher.  Iu was Canun Pakai he had come dowa to
sce, and he went stzaght on tu his well-known stady. He
w23 basy in the picparauun of neat Sanday's sermons, bat at
the sight of Felix's dejected, unsmiling face, he swept aw.y
his books and papers wih une hand, whilst he streiched ont
ha otber haod o geve b such a warm, strong, heany gop
as he might have g.ven to a drowning man.

** What is 1t, my son? ™ he asked.

Theie was such a iul sympadhetic tone n the fnendly
somce speakiog to hum that Feus €elt hus barden alteady
shared, and pressing less heanly oo bus brused spint.  He

stood a little behind Canon Pascal, with his hapd upon his
shoulder, as he had often placed himsell before when he was
pleading for some boyish indulgence, or begging parden for
some boylsh fault,

*You have been like u true father to me, and I come to
tell you a preat trrouble, " he began in a tremulous voice.

**1 know it, my boy,” replied Canon Pascal; **you have
found out how true it is, * The fathers have eaten sour
‘:rap:s, and the children’s tecth are set on edge.’ Ah1 Fe.

ix, life teaches us so, as well £s this wise old Book."”
*You know it 2" stammered Felix.

¢ Phebe 10ld me,” heinterrupted, *six monthssince. And
now you and I can understand Felicite. There was no pre.
judice against out Alice in her mind ; no unkindness to either
of you, But she could not bring hersell to say the truth
sgainst the husband whom she has wept and mourned over
so long. And your mother is the soul of truth and honour ;
she could not let you marry whilst we were ignorant of this
matter. It has been a terrible cross to bear, and she has
borne it insilence. I love and revere your mother more
than ever.”

**Yes 1" said Felix, with a sob. He had not yet seen
her since coming to this fatefol knowledge ; for Phebe and
Hilda had jutned het at the scaside, where they were suli
staying. Butaf his father bad gone down into the depths of
Gatkness, his mother had tnen so much the higiet in his
reverence and love. She had tecome a saint and 2 mastyr
1n his eyes, and to save her frcm a moment’s grief seemed to
be a cause worth dyiog for.

I came to tell youall,* he went on, *‘and to say I cannot
any more hope that you will give Alice to me.  God alone
knows what 1t costs me to give her up ; and she will suffer
too, 101 a while, a long while, 1 fear; for we have grown to.
gether so.  But it must be.  Alicecannot marry 2 man who
has not even an unblemished name to offer to her.”

** You should ask Alice herself aboot that,” said Canon
Pascal, quieily.

A thnil of rapture ran through Felix, and he grasped the
sboulder, on which his hand still rested, more firmly. What !
was it possible that this second fathes of his knew all hus
disgrace and dishonous, how s teeth were set on edge by
the sour grapes which he had not eaten, and yet was willing
that Alice should share his pame and hislot? There was
no fear as to what Alice would say. He recollected how
Phebe spoke, as if her thoughts dwelt more on his father's
sortow and sad death than oa his s1a; and Alice would be
the same. She would cover it witha woman's sweet charity,
He could not command! his voice to speak, and after 2 min-
ute’s pause Canon Pascal continued :

** Yes! Alice, 100, knows all about it. I told her beside
your fathet’s grave. And do you suppose she said, ‘Here
1s cause enough for me to break with Felix?’ Nay, I be-
lieve if the sin had been your own, Alice would have sd 1t
w«as her doty to shaze 1t and your repentance. Shall our
L>td come to save sinpers, and we turn away from their
blameless chuldren?  Yet I thought 1t must be so at fiest, 1
own i, Felix; at first, while ooy eyes were blinded and my
t.2act hardened, and I Jooked at at 1o the hight of the world.
But then I bethought me of your mother. Shall not she
make good 10 yoo the ewal your father has wrongbi 2 3 he
dishonuured yout oame 1o the eyes of a few, she has brought
hunuut to it, and made st known far beyond the himits 1t
cuuld bave besn kaown through him. The world wilt re.
gard you as her son, not as his.” .

*But I came also to teli you that I wish to leave the
country,” said Felix. * There is & difficulty 1a getting men
for out columal wotk, and I am young and strong, sironge:
than most young men {o the Church, I counld endure haid-
ships, and go in fut work that fecbler mea must leave ua-
tued , you have taken cate of that for me. Such a hfe
would be more like old Felix Merle's than 2 London curacy.
You let your own sons emgrate, believing that the old
country is getting over-populated, and I thought I wonld go
l°°.|l

*“\Why ?™ asked Canon Pascal, torning rouad in his
chair, and looking up searchingly into ks face.

In a few words,-and in short, broken sentences, Felix teld
him of Nixey's charge, and the change it had wrought 10
the London curacy, upon which be had entered with so
much enthusitasm 2od dehight.

¢ It will be the same wherever I go in England,” he said
in conclusion; **and I cannot face them boldly and say it
1s all a falschood.”

4 You must live it down," answered Canon Pascal; “ go
on, and take no notce of it."

*« Ryt 3t hinders my work sadly," said Felix, **and I can-
not go on 1a the Brickfields. ‘There might be a row any
eveping, and then the story would come out in the police
courts; and what could 1 say? At least, I must give up
that,

For a few miautes Canon Pascal was lost in thought. If
Felix was right in his apprebension, and the whole story
came out in the police coust, there were jourpals pandering
to public curiosity that would gladly lay hold cf any goss:p
or scandal connected with Mrs. Roland Sefton. Her name
would easure itgpublicity. And how cauld Felicita endure
tha*, especially pow that her health was affected ? f the
dread of disclosing her seeret to him had wrought so power-
fully upon her physical acd mental coastitution, what
would sbe soffer if it became 2 nice-days’ talk for the world ?

I wiil get your rector to eachange curates with me till
we can sec our way cleat,” he said.  *‘ He is Alice’s god-
father, you know, and will do it willingly. 1am going up
to Westminstes in November, asd you will be here in my
place, where everybody knows your face and yor know
thei-s. There will be no question here aboct yocr father,
for you arclooked uponas my son.  Now go away, and Sad
Alice”

\When Felix tamed oot of Liverpool stiest station that
evening, a tall, gaant-looking woikmaa offered to carry his
bag for him. It was filled with choiee fiat from the rece
toTy parden, grown op trees grafted and pruned by Canon
Pascal's own hand , and Fehiz bad helped Alice to gather it
for some of bis sick panshioners 1 the cawhatlesome dwells

ing-plsces be wusited.

.and

—

“I am golnﬁ no further than the Manslon House," be
answered, ** and I can carry it mysell.”

“* You'd do me a kindaess if you'd let me carry it," syg
the man.

It was not the tone of & common loafer, hangiog abom
the station for any chance job, and Felix turned to look at
him inthe light of the strect-lamp. It was the old story, he
thought to himself : a decent mechanic from the country eyt
of work, and lost in this great labyrinth of a city. He
handed his bag to him and walked on along the crowded
thoroughfare, soon forgetting that he was treading the flapged
streets of a cll{; be was back apain, strolling ihroogh
dewy fields in the cool twilight, with Alice beside him, ag.
companyiog him to the quiet little station. He choughi no
mote of the stranger behind hiw, or of the bag he careq,
until he bailed an ommbus travelling westward.

“ Here i3 your bag, sir," said the man,

‘‘Ah1 1'd forgattent,” exclaimed Felix. * Good.mghy,
and thaok you.”

He had just time to drop a shilliog into his hand before
the omnibus was off, But the man stood there in front of
the Mansion House, motionless, with all the busy sea of hie
roanng around him, heanog nothing and sectn;il nothiag
This com that lay 10 his hand had been givea to him by hus
son; his son’s voice was still sounding in his ears.  He bug
watked behind bim, uktn{; note of his firm, stiong step, nn
upright carziage and manly bearing. It had been too switt
a march for hum, full of exquisite pain and pleasure, whica
chance might never offer to him again.

*Move on, will you? " said a policeman aathoritatively;
and Jean Merle, rousiog himeelf from his reverie, went back
to his lonely garret.

CHAPTER XL,—HAUNTING 3{EMORIES.

Felicita was slowly recovering herstrength at the seande.
She kad pever before felt so seriously shaken 1o health a5
since she had known of the attachmeni of Feliz to Auce
Pascal ; an attachment which would have been quite to her
mind if there was no loss of honout 1n allowing 1t whus:
she held a secret which, 1 all probzbuuty, would scemaa
insuperable barrier in the eyes of Canon Pascsl,

Tgi: secret she had kept resolutely in the background of
her own memory, conscious of 1ts existence, but never (.
iog her cyes towards it.  The fact that it was absolatelya
secret, suspected by no one, made this more possibie; for
there was no gleam of cognizance in any eye mee . hers
which could awaken even a momeatary recollection of it.
It seemed 50 certain that her husband was dead to everyoce
bat berself, that she came at Jast almost to believe thatu
was true.

And was ¢ not most likely to be true? Through ail thess
long years chere bad come no hint to her in any way thai se
was hving.  She had never seen or heard of any man lioger.
ing about” her home, whete she and her childten lived, 2l
whom Roland loved, and loved so passionately. Cenainly
she had made no effort todiscover whether he was yet ative;
bat though 1t would be well for het if he was dead—a cacse
of rest almost amounting to satisfaction—it was not Lkely
1hat he would reman content with onbroken 2vd compiei
ignorance of how she and her children were fanog. It be
kad been hniog, surely he would have givena * =r some s:ge.

There was a ternble duty now lying sn her path.  before
she could give her consent to Felw marryiog Alice, sbe
must ascertain positively of her hushand vas dead. Shoslda
be 50, het secret was safe, and would die with her,  Nobody
need ever know of this fraud, so successfully carned s
Bataf not? Thewn she knew in hersell that her Jips conid
never confess the sin 1o whicn she had shared ; and nothiog
would remain for her to do but tooppese with =l the energy
rsistence possible the marnage either of het son &
daughter. And she folly belicved that peither of e
would marry against her will.

Her health had pot permitted her hitherto to make the
exertion necessary for asceriaining this fact, on which b
whole {uture depended—her’s and hes children'’s. The pby
sic12n whom sbe had coansulted 1n London had urged opon
her the imperative necessity of avoiding all excitement asd
fatipue, and had ordered her down to this dull little village
of Freshwater, where not zven a brass band on the tofn
1shed pier or the aznval of an excursion steamer could du
turb or agitate her.  She had nothing to do but tosil
the quict downs, where no sound could startle her, and 0 -
spectacle flutter ber, until the sea-breczes had brought bk
her usual tone of health.

How long this promised restoration was in comiy’
Phebe, who watched for it anxioasly, saw but little sigadf
it. Felicita was morc silent than ever, more withdizsa
snto hernself, gazieg for hours upoa the changefol surface of
the sea with absent cyes, through which the brain wasno! -

looking ont. Neither sound nor sight reached the absobed .

soul, that was wanderiog throngh some intricate mazesio
which Phebe bzd no clae,  Bat no colone came to Felititas
pale face, and no lightinto herdime There wasa pa>
fal and wetrd fecling often 1a Phebe’s heartthat Fehatada- .
sclf was not thete ; only the fair, frail foim, which wasn

insensible as a corpse, anul tdis spint came back o A

such times Phebe was impelled to tocch her, and speak &
her, and sl her back again, thongh it might be toinitatiliy
and displeasure. :

* Phebe,” sud Feliats, one day when they sat oa ik
chifi, so necar the cdge 1. .t nothing bat the sea lay watbia e
saoge of their sight, ** huwshonld yos fect o, sastead of by
ing a fellow-creatare (o save himself from drowning, yo2
had thr:ist h::;xh l;ack 1910 the water, and lelt him, ssre i
he wou!d pe *

“Bat 1 cannot tell you how 1 shoald fecl,” snsword

Pacbe, ' becanse Lconld sever doat. It makesmeshsd

det to think of such = thing.  No human being covlddoit

* Butf yoa bhad thrust the ouc zllow-creatare nearest
$03, the ont who loved you the most,” parsaed Fch:’:“&,
*1at0 310, down 1nto & Jeeper gulf thaahe could bave 2
into but for yoa—"

* My dear, my dear 1 " cried Phebe, interrapuiz; baios
tone of (he tenderest puy. **Qht L know now ebu g
prejuog upon you.  Becaste Felix loves Alice it by oofs:



