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SY HRSSA STRRTTON.

CHAPTER 1.—~ABSCONDERD.

Late as it was, though the handsome office clock oa the
chimney-picce had already struck eleven, Roland Sefton did
not muve. He had not stirred hand or foot for a lung while
now ; no morc than ¢f he had been bound fast by many
sttong cords, which no effort could break or ratie. His
confidential cletk had left him two hours ago, and the un.
distutbed stillnesss of night had surrvunded him ever since
he had listened to Ins retreating footsteps.  ** Poor Acton "
he had sata half aloud, and with a heavy sigh,

As he sat there, his casped hands resting on his desk and
his face hidden un them, all his hfe sczmed to unfold itsclf
before him ; not in painful memo ics of the past only, but
in teztilien prevision of the black future.

How dear his native towp was tohim! He had slways
loved it from his very babyhood. The wide old atrcets,
with ancient houses slﬁl standing hare and there, sising or
falling in gentle slopes, and called by quatnt old names such
as he haa never “card eliewhere s the fine old churches
crowning the hilly, and lifung up delicate tall spires, visible
a scote of miles away ; the grammar school, where he had
spent the happlest days of his boyhood ; the rapid river,
brown and swirling, which swept past the town, and came
back again as if 1t couid not leave it; the ancient bridges
spanning it, and the sharpecuineied recesses in them wheie
he had spent many an idle hour, watching the boats tow in
and out under the arches ; he saw every famihiar nook and
corner ot his native town wividly and sudden’y, 3s if he
caught ghmpses of thera by the capricious play of lighintag.

2nd this pleasant home of his; these walls which eaclosed
his birth place, and the birth-place of his children! He
could not imagioe himself finding true rest and & peaceful
shelter clsewhete.  The spacious old roorns, with brawn

wainscoted walls and carved ceilings; the tall and narrow
windows, with deep window-sills, where as a ckild he had
so oiten knelt, gazing out on the wide green landscene, and
the far distant, almost level line of the horizon. His boy,
Felix, had kueltin one of them a few houts ago, looking
out with grave, childish eyes on the sunset. The biosd,
shallow steps of the oaken staircase, trodden so many years
by the feet of all who were dearcst to him ; the quict cham.
bers zbove, where his mother, his wife, and his children
weie at this moment slecping peacefully. How unuttere
ably and painfully sweet all his home was to him }

Very prospcrous his life had been : hardly overshadowed
by a single cloud.  His father, who had been the third part-.
aer 1a the oidest baok 1n Rivesborough, had lived until he
was old enough to step 1ato his place. The baok had been
estabiished in the last century, and wss looked upon as be-
ing as safe as the Bank of England. The second partaes
was dead; and the eldest, Mr. Clifford, had left every-
thing in his hands for the last fizz Jears.

No manin Faversbotough had led a more prosperous life
thar he had. His wile was from oae of the county famitiess
without fortune, indeed, but with all the advantages of
high connectinos, which lifted hin above the 1anks of mere
business men, and admitted him into socicty hitherto closed
even 10 the head partner in the old bask ; in spite even of
the fact that he still occupied the fine old house adjorning
the bank premises. There was scarcely a townsman who
was held to be his equal, not one who was considered bis
superior.  Though hie was little over thirty yet, he was at
the bead of all municipal affairs. He had already held the
office of mayor for one year, and might have been re-elected
if his wifec had not somewhat scoined the homely bour-
geols dignity. There was no more popular man in the
whole town than he was,

But he had been building oz the sands, and the storm
wzs rising.  He could bear the moan of the winds growing
loader, and the rush of the on-coming floods drawing
nearer.  He must make good his cscape now, or never.  If
he put off flight eatil to-morrow, h= would be crusbed with
the falling o! hix house,

He lited himself up heavily, and looked round the room,
It was his pnvate office, at the back of the bank, handsomely
furmished as & bank parioar should be. Over \he fire-
place hung the porntrait of old Clifford, the seoior partner,
fasthfally panted by a local astist, who had not attempted
to suften the hard, stemn face, and the fixed sizre of the cold
blue eyes, which tcemed fasicncd pualessiy apos him. He
had ncver seen the likeness betureas he saw it now, Would
such 2 man overlook a fault, or have mercy for an offender?
Never! He turaed away friom 1, feching cold zod mck at
heart; 2nd with 2 hzavy and very bitters sigh he locked the
door upon the room where he had spent so famge & portion
of his life. The place which bad known him would know
him no mor.

As noisclessly and warily as if he was a thief breaking
into the quiet house, he stole up the dimly-hghted staircase,
and paused for a minute or two before 2 door, listening in-
tently. Then hecreptin. A low shaded lamp was bum.
ing, piving light enough to guide him totke cot where Feliz
was sleecping. It would be his birthday to-morrow, and the
child must not lose his birthday gilt, thuogh the relentless
floods were tushing on toward him also. Ciose by was the
col where his baby dasghter, Hilda was at rest.  He stood
between them, 20d coud layahand oneach, How soundly
the childsen slept while his heart was biezking! Dear a5
th=y had been 10 hi, he had never realized ull now how
pnccless bevond all words soch little tender creatures
zotld be. He had called thew into existence, and now ‘the
greatest good that could befall them was his death. It was
unuiterable agony to him,

His gift was a Bible, the boy’s own choice 3 and he laid
it oa the pillew where Felix would fiud it as soon as his
eyes opezed. He bent over him, and kissed him with
trembling lips.  Hilda stirred a little when his bips tonched
her soft, Tosy face, and she half opened her eycs, whisper-

ing " Father," and then fell aslecp sgain, smiling, 1le
dared not l[nger another moment, but passing stealthily
sway, he paused listening at another door, his face white
with anguish. **1 dare not see Felicita," he murmured to
him‘sel‘f’. “but 1 must look upon my mother’s face once
sqala,

g‘l‘he door made no nnise as he og:ned it, and his feet fell

nolselessly on the thick carpets but s he drew neac his
mcther's ged. her eyes opened with a clear, steady gaze, a3
(f she had been awiadog his coming. Thete wasa light
burning here as well as in the night-nursery adjoining, for it
was his mother who had charge of the children, and who
would be the first the purse would call if anything was
the maiter. She awoke as one who expects to be called
upon at any hour § but the light was too dim to betray the
misery on her son’s face, )

“ Roland 1 " she sald, in s slig‘hdy {oreign accent,

“ Were yoacalling, mother? ' he asked. **I was pats.
ing by, and I came in here to see if you wanted anything.”

‘1 did not call, my son,” she answered, ** but what have
you the mattee? s Felicita ill? or the babies? Your
voice is sad, Rolangd."

* No, nn,” he said, forcing himself to speak in & cheerful
voice. ** Felicita is asleep, I hope, aud the babies are all
nght.  But 1 have been late at bank.wotk ; and I turned in
-Just to have & louk at you, mother, before I go to bed."

** That's my goud son," she said, amiling, aad takiog his
hand between her own ia 2 fond clasp.

*“Am Iapgood son?™ he asked.

His mother's face was a fair, sweet fane still, the soft
brown hair scarcely touched with white, and with clear,
dark gray eyes gaxing up frankly into his own. Thney wite
eves hike these, with their,truthful light shining through
them, 1nherited from her, wﬂich in himself had woa the un-
questioning trust and confidence of those who were biought
into contact with him. There war no warning signal of dis-
loyalty in tns fac» 10 set others on their guard.  iis mother
looked up at him tenderly.

** Always a good son, the best of sons, Rolznd,” she re-

rllcd. ant a goxd husband. and a good father. Qaly one
ittle faah in my good sun: too spendthsift, too lavish,
You are nit a fine, tich lutd, with large lands, and much,
very much «  pey, my boy. [ do wy bestin the house ; bat
wome= _ a7, obly save pennics, while men fling about
po* ads.”

** But you love me with all my faults, mother? ¥ he said.

** As my own soul,” she acswered.

Tbere was a protound solemmity in her voice and look,
which penetrated to his very beart.  She was not speaking
lightly, It wasn the ssme spint in which Pacl weote, after
saying, ‘‘For I am pcmudc(r that mither desth, nor life,
nor angels, nor pnancipalities, nor powers, nor thiogs present,
uor thiogs to ‘come, nor height, nor dcptg..'no any other
creature, shall be able to separate usGom\he love of God,
which is in Christ Jesus our Lord; " I foujd wish that
myself were separate from Christ for mﬁ breparen, my kins.
men 2ccording to the flesh.” His mot < bad reached that
sablime heigut of love for him. Wt

He stood silent, looking down onther with dull, aching
cyes, as he saia to himself it was periiaps for tBy last time.
It was the last time she would ever see-him i hes good san.
With her, in herheart and memory, 21l his life dwelt ; she
knew the whole of it, with np break or iuterru;i on. Only
this one hidden thread, whx%lud been woven 1oto the weﬁ
in secret, 2nd was about to m out with such clearyn
open disclosuse ; of this she poQixin! m!;zidoni ¢
a minate or two he felt as if he mustte)l her of 1t ; that he
must roll off this horrible weight from Himself, and crush her
faithful heart with it.  But what could his mother do? Her
fove could not stay the storm ; she had no power to bid the
winds and waves be stili. It would be best for 2l of them
if he could make bis escape secretly, and be altogether lost
in impeaetrable darkness.

At that moment a clock in the hallstruck one.

“*Well,” hesaid weasily, ' if I'm toget any slzep to-night
I must be offtobed.  Good-bye, mother.”

*¢ Good-bye?" she repeated, with & smile.

* Good-night, of course,” he replied, bending over ber
and kissing her tendesly.

“God bless you, my son,” she said, putting both her
hands upon his bead, 2nd pressing his face close toher own.
He could not break away {rom her {ond embrece, but in a
few moments she let him go, biddiog him get some rest be-
fore the night was past.

Once more he stood in the dimly lighted passage, listen-
ing at his wife's door, with his Gagers involuatatily clasping
the handie. But he Cared Dot go in.  If he looked upon
Felicita 3gain, be could vot laave her, even to escape from
. ruip and disgrace.  Ar 2gopy of love and of terror took pes-
sesion of him. Wever to sec her again was horrible ; butto
sec her shrink from him as a base and dishonest map, his
name 2n infamy to her, would be worse than death Did
she Jove him enough to forgive ‘» sin committed chicly for
lI\‘cr sake? In the depths of his own soul the arewer was

NO.

He stole down stairs again, and passed out by a side doo;
into the strect. It was maining heavily, and the wind was
moaning through the deserted thoroughfares, wheie no
sound of foolatrps could be heard. Bebind him lay his

leasant home, hever 3o precions as at this moment. He
ooked up at the windows, the two fantly Jit up, and that
other darkened - wisduw of-the chamber he had not dared to
enter.  Ina few hours theze women, sa anutterably dear 2o
him, wouold be overwhelmed by the great sorrow he had
El’clnltd for them; those children woald become the in-
critors of his sins. He Jooked back Jongingiy and des.
paingly, as 1{ there oaly was life for him § and thea hamy-
ing on swiftly he lost sight.of the old home, and felt as a
drowning wrctch at sea fecls whea the heaving billows hide
from him the glimmeriag light of the beacon, which, how-
ever, can offer no barboar of refoge to him.

CHAPTIR IL—PHEBE MARLOWE.
Though the night had been stormy, the sun rose brightly

- 0a the rxin-Jashed stseels, and the roofs and walls stood

.crossed each

out with & pecullar fearness, and with & rmore vivid colour
than usual, against.the deep blue of the sbv. It was May.
day, and must hearts were stirred with a pleasant feeling as
of a holiday ; not saltogether a commen day, though the
sho%x were open, and business was golng on asuvsual. The
old bethought themselves of the days when they had gone
a-Mayiog, and the young felt less dhfoud to work, and
wete tuclined to wander out in search of May-Qowers {a the
green meadows, or along the sunny banksof the ilver, which
surrounded the town, Early, rery early, considering the
ten miles she had ridden on her b bill-pony, came a
oung country gitl acruss one of the ancient bridges, with &
arge market:basket on her arm, brimful of golden May.
fl swers, a2t « T well by their own Elossy leaves, and by the
dark blue ot “er dress.  She checked her pony and lingered
for ~ few minutes, looking over the patapet at the swift
rushing of the carrent through the nariow arches. A thin
line of alders grew along the margin of the river, with theic
pale green Jeaves half unfolded; and in the midst of the
switling waters, parting them into two streams, lay & nar-
row 1let on which tail willow wands were springing, with
soft, white buds on evety rud, and glisteniog in the sun.
shinc. Not far away a lofty avenue of lime-t.ees stictched
along the banks, casting wavenng shadows on the hrown
tiver 3 while beyond it, on the summit of one ot the hills or
which the town was built, thete 10s¢ the spires of two
churches built close together, with the gilded crosses on
their tapering polnts glittering more brighily than anythir;ﬁ
clse in the jiyous light, For a while the ghl ga
dreamily at the landscape, her colour coming and guing
quickiy, and then with & dzep-drawn sigh of delight she
toused hersell and her pany, and passed on into the town,

The church clocks siruck nine as she turned im0 White-
friars Rosd, the stieet where the old bank of Riverse
borough stoud.  The houses on cach side of the broad and
quiet strect were handsome, otd-fashiuned dwelling-places,
not one of which had as yet been turued into & shop. The
most eminent lawyers and doctors lived in it j and there was
more than one frontage which displayed & hatchmerat, left to
grow faded and discolvured long after the year of mourning
was ended,  Here, too, wasthe judge's residence, set apact
for his occupation dunng the assizes.  But the old bank was
the most handsoré and the most ancieat of all those urban
wmansions. It had originally stood alone on the brow of the
hill overlooking the river and the Whiteleiats Abbey. To-
ward the street, when Roland Sefton’s forcfsthers had rea.
lized = fortune by banking, now a hundred years ago, there
had been a newr frontage built to it, with the massive red
brick workmanship and 1all narrow windows of the eigh-
teenth century. But on the river side it was still an old
Euazabethan mansion, with gabled roofs standing boldly
up agamst the sky, and low broad casements, latticed and
ﬁﬁed with lozenge-shaped panes; and half-timber walls,
with black beams fashioned into many forms : and with ooe
story juting out beyond that below, until the attic window
under thie gable seemed to hang in mid-air, without visible
support, over the garden sloping down a stecp bank to the
river side.

Phebe Marlowe, in her coarse dark blue merino dress, and
with her market-basket of golden blossoms on her 2rm,
walked with a quick step ulong the quiet street, having left
her pooy at a stable near the entrance to the town. There
were few persons about; but those whom she met she
looked at with a pleasant, shy, slight smile on her face, as
if she almost claimed acquaintance with thex, and was
ready, even wishful, to tid them good-morning on a day so
fine and bright. Two or three responded to this inarticulate
greeting, and then her lips parted gladly, aad her voice,
clear though low, answered them with a sweet good-humour
that had something at once peculiar and pathetic in it
She passed under a broad archway at one side of the baok
offices, leading to the house entrance, and to the slopin
garden beyond. A private door into the bank wasajar, an
a dartk, sombre face was peering out of it into the semi-
darkness. Phebe's feet pansed for zn instant.

** Good mosning, Mr. Acton,” she said, with a little rus.
tic curisey.  But he drew back quickly, and she heard him
draw the bolt inside the door, 23 i{ be had neither seen not
heard her.  Yet the face, with its eager and scared expres-
sion, had been too quickly scen by her, and too vividly im-
pressed upon her keca perception ; and she went ow, chitled
alittle, as if some cloud had nome over the brightaess of the
morning.

Phebe was 30 much at home in the bouse, that when she
found the housernnud on her knees cleaning the hall floor,
she passed on anceremontously to the dining-room, whete she
felt sere of finding sume of the family. 1t was 2 spacious
rvom, with a low ceailling wheee black beams crossed and® 2-
other ; whh wainscoled walls and a carved
chimaey-picce of almost black cak. A sombre place in
gloomy weather, yet 80 decorated with old china vases, and
great brass salvers, and silver cups and taokards caching
every ray of light, that the whole room glistened 1 this
bright May-day. In the broad cushinnsd scat formed by
the sill of tne criel window, which was almost as large as 2
roor itself, there sat theelder Mz Scftun, Roland Sefton’s
forcign mothei, with his two chiidren standing befote here
They had their hands clasped bebind them, ard their faces
were turned towsrd her with the grave eamnestness chi.dren’s
faces often wear.  She was giving them theie daily Bible
les-on, and she beld up her small browa hand as 2 signal to
Phebe to keep sileace, and to wait 2 momeat until the les-
son was ender',

s And 0," she said, ** those who know the will of Gnd,
and do not keep it, will te beaten with many stripes, Re-
member that, my hille Felix.”

**1 shall alwa; s try 1o do it," answered the boy solemnly.
4 I'm nine years old to-day, and when I'm 2 man I'. going
to be = pastor, like your father, grandmamma ; my gieat-
grzndfather, you know, in the Jurx, Tell us how he used
to go about 2be snow mountains, seeing his poor penple, and
bb:i l;n’c roet with wolves sometimes, and was never fright-
ened.

*¢ Ah 1 my little ckildren," she answered, *“you bave had
a guod father, sod @ good giandfather, and a guod greate
grandfather, How very good you ought to be,”



