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CHAPTER XXXIL
he* mn.

“Don't papa. Ok, prey don’t !" and 
then I wee obliged to toll him the rat
oon why. I had to pet it very plainly 
before he understood ; he forgets things

“Starring, did you ray 1 Mis. Cart
wright, Lydia, and the child f What 
child Î”

“FraneU’e.”
Then he comprehended, and, oh, Mai, 

had I been the girl I was a few months 
ago, I should hare sunk to the earth the 
shame he raid I ought to feel at even 
alluding to eodt things. But Ï would 
not stop to oondder this, or to defend 
myself; the matter concerned not me, 
but Lydia. I asked papa if he did not 
remember Lydia f

She came to us, Max when she was 
only fourteen, though, being well-grown 
and handsome, she looked older; a plea
sant, willing, affectionate creature, only 
she had “no head,” or it was half-turned

Walking on, we passed Mrs Cart
wright’s cottage. It was quiet and nient, 
the door open, but the 
half-closed, ora there was no 
the chimney. I raw papa triK'gfond

/
raetbey

and look.

Nor did he draw back when, as 
recovered, the first word that feme to 
the wretched girl’s lips was “Francis.”

» bold,

------- -—~ — * the
.. •( 6» the

little creature I had 
crowing in the garden at Ki 
It seemed such a dreadful thing ha Ihnl 
helpless baby to die of want, or lire to 
turn out a reprobate.

“Think, papa,” I cried, “if that poor 
10*1» soul had bean our own flesh and 
blood—if you were Francis’s father, and 
this had been your grandchild !"

To my sorrow, I had forgotten for the 
time a part of poor Harry’s story—the 
beginning of it; you shall know it some 
day—it is all past now. But papa re
membered it. He faltered as he walked 
—at last he sat down on a tree by the 
roadside and said, “he must go home.”

Yet still, either by accident or design,

r, y which either kille or cures, 
ie ksrafoforth settled in mind and circum
stances, to feel no more any strung am»

-, beg them tell r** shoot lion, but go through life placidly end
do him no barm,

■«Éther him nor than
Or,” t

patiently, without much further change, 
to the end. The suet of women .that 

ns are made of—or Soeurs de la

ta* into ossa. She
. be.;

merely among her own dam, but all our 
visitors. I remember Francis saying 
once—oh, how angry Penelope wee 
about it !—that Lydia was so naturally 
elegant she could be made a lady in no 
time if a man liked to take her, educate 
and marry her. Would he had done it ! 
spite of all broken rows to Penelope. I 
think my sister herself might have for
given him, if he had only honestly fallen 
in love with poor Lydia and married her.

These things I tried to recall to papa's 
mind, but he angrily bade me be silent 

“I cannot,” I raid, “because, if we 
had taken lletter care of the girl, this 
might never have happened. When I 
think of her—her pleasant ways about 
the house—how she used to go singing 
over her work of mornings, poor inno
cent young thing, oh, psj* ' papa 

“Dora,

i We never raw him now.
Here, looking wistfully gt me, Lydia 

seemed suddenly to remember old times, 
to become conscious of what she used to 
be, and what she was now. Also, in 
vague sort of way, of how guilty she had 
been toward her mistress and our family. 
"How long, or how deep the feeling was, 
I cannot judge, but she certainly did 
feel. She hung her bead, and tried to 
draw herself away from my arm.

“I'd rather not trouble you, Miss 
Dora, think you.” I said it was no 
trouble, she had better lie still till she 
felt stronger.

‘You don’t mean that. Not such 
me."

Mrs Cartwright’s cottage. At the gate j I told her she must know she had done 
of it a little ragged urchin was poking a | me very wrong, but if she was Sony for 
rosy face through the bars; and, seeing J wae for her, and we would
papa, this small fellow gave a shout of ; help her if we could to an honrat liveli- 
delight, tottered out and caught hold of hood.
his coat, calling him “Daddy.” He | “What, and the child, too T 
started—I thought he would have faÊen, i llX>ked toward papa; he answered 
he trembled so: my poor old father. distinctly, but sternly: “Principally for

by the admiration her beauty gained, not he took the way by the lane where is !

When I lifted the little thing out of 
his way, I, too started. It is strange al
ways to see a face you know revived in a 
child’s face; in this instance it was shock - 

1 ing—pitiful. My first thought was, we 
must never let Penelope come ] sat this

the sake of the child.
Lydia began to Bob. She attempted 

no exculpation—expressed no penitence 
—just lay and sobbed like a child. She 
is hardly more, even yet--only nineteen 
I believe. So we sat—papa as silent as

way. I was carrying the boy off—I well we> resting on bit stick, with his eyes
knew where, when Papa called me.

“Stop. Not alone—not without your 
father. ”

It was but a few steps, and we stood 
on the dooraill of Mrs. Cartwright's

be said, eying me c-vseh, C(lttage The old woman snatched up 
“what change ha. come over you of I ,he cMd „nd , heard het whupe- Bome„
*ate # thing about “Run—Lyddy—run away.”

I said I did not know, unless it was yut Lydll_ * thu whlte, thin creature 
that which must come over people who ; huddled up in the wereshe, n,Ter
have been very unhappy-tbe wish to | att«mpted to moTe. 
rave other people a. much unpleasant- , papl wa,Led up ^ ber
ness as they can.

“Explain yourself. I do not under- j 
stand. ”

When he did, he said abruptly:
“Stop ! It waa well you waited to con

sult with me. If your own delicacy does p
not teach you better, I must Mydaugh- She caught at him, and hugged him 

*be daughter of the clergyman of c],,Ke_ a8 mothers do. And when the 
the (isrish cannot possibly be allowed to b(jy_ evidently both attracted and puzzled

“Young woman, are you Lydia Cart- 
j wright, and is this your child ?”

“Have you been meddling with him i 
You'd better not! Isay, Franky, what 
have they been doing to mothers

interfere with these profligates.
My heart sunk like lead.
“But you, papa ? They are here ; you, 

as the rector, must du something. What 
shall you do ?”

He thought a little.
"I shall forbid them the church and 

the sacrament omit them from my char-

fixed on the cottage floor, till Lydia 
turned to me with a sort of fright.

“What would Mias Johnston ssy if 
she knew ?”

I wondered, indeed, whet my sister 
would say.

And here, Max—you will hardly 
credit it, nobody woulu, if it were an in
cident in a book—something occurred, 
which, even now, seems herdly possible 
- as if I must have dreamed it all

Through the open cottage door a lady 
walked right in, looked at us all, includ- 

1 ing the child, who stopped in its munch- 
| ing of bread to stare at her with wide- 
, open blue eyes—Francis's eyes; and that 
| lady was my sister Penelope.

She walked in and walked out again, 
before we had our wits about us suffici- 

; ently to speak to her, and when I rose 
and ran after ber, she had slipped sway

ities, and take every lawful means to get

tried to get back to him, and again 
called him “Daddy,” she said angrily, 
“No, no, tia not your daddy. They're 
no friends o’ yours. I wish they were 
out of the place, Franky, boy.”

“You wish us away. No wonder. 
Are you not asliamed to look us in the 
face— my daughter and me ?” 

them out of the neighborhood. This, But ]>apa rnight have ever
for my family s sake and the parish’s, j much more without her heeding. The 
that they may carry the.r corrustiori else- child having settled himself on her lap, 
where. | placing with the ragged counterpane

“But they may not be wholly corrupt. t)ia, wrap,,cl her instead of a shawl, 
And the child the innocent, unfortunate Lydla ^med to are f(, nuthing 6he
child ? • i lay back with her eyes shut! still, and

“Silence, D--ra. It :s written, T1o.
need of evil-doer.* .dol'd /«< v r le n nuïiud.
The sinless must entier wkh the guilty : 
there is no hope for either. '

“Oh, papa,11 I cried in agony, “Christ

by papa's height and gentlemanly clothe* .omehnw, so that I could not find her.

night train: Traherne being quite in 
capable; indeed, he will hardly stir from 
the corner that leads to his wife’s room.

You will have heard already that the 
heir so aruently looked La has only 
lived a few hours Lady Augusta’s 

. which she gave ara te address 
of whom and I took care to poet myself, would 

you ef year sister's rafcty, 
doubtful It will 

you to know tlust she i* in ex- 
caw, both her medical attendants 

_ imown to me professionally, and 
Lady Augusta being a'real mother to her 
m tenderness and anxiety.

You will wonder how I came here. It 
waa by accident—taking a Saturday holi
day which is advisable now and then ; 
and Traherne’* mother detained me as 
being the only person who had any con
trol over her son. Poor fellow ! he was 
almost out of-hi* mind. He never had 
any trouble before, and ho knows not 
how to bear it. He trembled in terror 
thus coming face to face with that mes
senger of God who puts an end to all 
merely mortal joys—was paralyzed at 
the fear of losing his blessings, which, 
numerous as they are, are all of this 
world. My love, whom I thought to 
have seen to-night, but shall not sec
tor how long ?—things are more equally 
balanced than we suppose.

You will be sorry about the little one. 
Traherne seems indifferent, his whole 
thought being naturally his wife: but 
Sir William is greviously disappointed. 
A eon, too—and he hed planned bonfires 
and bell-ringings, and rejoicings all over 
the estate. When he stood looking at 
the little white lamp of clay, which is 
the only occupsnt of the grand nursery 
prepared for the heir of the Treheme 
Court, I hearuthe old man sigh as if for 
a great misfortune.

You will think it none, since your 
sister lives. Be quite content about her 
—which is easy for me to say, when I 
know how long and anxious the days will 
seem at Rockmount. It might have 
been better for some things if you, rath
er than Miss Johnston, had come to take 
charge of your sister during her recovery 
but maybe all is well as it is. To-mor
row I shall leave this great house with 
its many happinesses, which have run 
so near a chance of being overthrown,

in 
ever

How she came to take this notion into 
her head, after being for weeks shut up 
indoors; whether she discovered that 
the Cartwrights had returned and came 
here in anger, or else, prompted by some ‘ 
restless instinct, to have another look 
at Francis’s child—none of us can 
guess; nor have we ever dared to en
quire.

When we got home, she was lying in 
her usual place on the sofa, aa if she 
wanted us not to notice that she had 
been out at all Still, by papa's desire I 
spoke to her frankly—toldther the cir- I

and be made a» happy si
a. Max, I aa Iramiqg to 

think with hope «ad without pain, of the 
future of my sister Penelope.

One word more, and this long letter 
ends.

Yesterday, Pips and I, walking < n the 
moor, met Mrs. Cartwright, and learned 
full particulars of Lydia. From your di
rection her mother found her out, in a 
sort of fever, brought on by want Of 
course, everything had been taken from 
the Kensington cottage for Francis's 
debts. She was turned eut with only 
the clothes she wore. Bat you know all 
this already tbrought Mrs. AnsdelL

Mrs. Cartwright is sure it was you 
who sent Mrs. Ansdell to them, and that 
the money they received week by week 
in their worst distress came from you.
She raid so to papa while we stood talk-

“For it was just like our doctor, sir— 
aa it kind to poor and rich—I’m tore he 
need to look at yon, sir, aa if he'd do 
anything in the world for you—aa many’s 
the time I’ve seed him a-aitting by your 
bedside when yon was ill If there ever 
was a man living aa did good to every 
poor aonld as came in his way, it be Dr.
Urquhart”

Papa said nothing.
After the old woman hed gone, he ask

ed if I had any plant about Lydia Cart
wright

I had one, which we must consult 
about when she is better—whether she 
might not, with her good education, be 
made one of the schoolmistresses that 
you say go from coll to cell instructing 
female prisoners in these model jails.
But I hesitated to start this project to 
papa, to I told him I must think the 
matter over.

“You are growing quite a thinking ; 
woman, Dora; who taught you—who j 8° back to my own solitary life
put it into your mind to act as you do? wb*cb nothing of personal interest 
you who were such a thoughtless girl. v“it> me but Theodora’, letters.
Speak out, I want to know?” Therd were two things I intended to

I told him, naming the name of my tell you in my Sunday letter; «hall I say 
dear Max, the first time it has ever pas*- them »tiU 1 for the moTe thl"K" >'<lU llave 
ed my lip. in my father’s hearing since tu think about tbe better- and l,ne of 
that day. It waa received in silence. the,“ wa* m> reason fur suggesting your

Some time after, stopping suddenly. Prese,,ce here rather than -voulf elde,t 
papa said to mi, “Dora, some day, I sister's. 'Do not imagine, though, your 
know you will go and many Dr. Urqu , coming was urged by me wholly for 

>• j other people’s sake*. The sight of you
What could I say? Deny it-deny ' •>““ fur a few hours -one hour—Peo- 

Mux-my love and my husband ? or tell j I'lc ulk ”f water in the desert-the 
my father what was not true ? Either thought of a green field to those who
was impossible.

So we walked on, avoiding conver
sation until we came to our own church
yard, where we went in and sat in the 
porch, sheltered from the noon heat, 
which papa feels more than he used to 
do. When he took my arm to walk

my Theodora; among the rest is, that 
when a man marries, or h-vra with the 
hope of mairying, let him have been 
ever so reserved, hi* whole nature opens 
out—he 1 incomes another cre«**to, in de
gree toward everybody, but usoat ef all 
to her lie has t • -oil How altered I

, yju would smile to see, were iny lit
tle lady to cooii«re these long letters 
with tlie brief, bosinera-liko productions 
which have heretofore borne th«f signa
ture “Max Crquhart. ”

I prise my name a little. It has been 
honorable for a number of years. My 
fatlier wai proud of it, and Dallas. 
Do you like it» Will y >u like it when—
if----- No, let 'lie trust in Heaven, and
say wfun you Itc.vr it ?

Thi..o papers of mine which you saw 
in the Tinirt—I mn glad Mr. Johnston 
read their; or, at least, you suppose ho 
did. I believe they are doing good, and 
that my name is liecoming pretty well 
known in connection with them, especi
ally in this town. A provincial repute 
tion has its advantages; it is more un
doubted—more complete. In London , 
man may shirk and hide; hi* nearest ac
quaintance can scarcely know him tho
roughly; but in the provinces it is differ 
ent There, if he has a flaw in him, 
either to his antecedents, his character, 
or conduct, he sure scandal will find i) 
,,at. for she liar every opportunity. Al
so public opinion is at once stricter and 
more narrow-minded in a place like this 
than in a great metropolis. 1 am glad 
to lie earning a good name here, in this 
honest, hard-working, commercial dis
trict, wligre my fortunes are apparently 
cast, and where, having been a “rolling- 
stone” all my life, I mean to settle and 
“gather moss” if I can—inosa to make a 
little nest soft and warm for—my love 
knows who.

Writing this about the impossibility of 
keeping anything secret in a town like 
this reminds mo of something which I 
was in doubt about telling you or not; 
finally I have decided that I, will tell you. 
Your sister being absent will make 
things easier for you. You will not 
have need to use any of those conceal
ments which must be so j «sinful in a 
home. Nevertheless, I do think Miss 
Johnston ought to be kept ignorant of 
the fact that I believe—nay, am almost 
certain—Mr. Francis Charter» is at the 
present time living in Liverpool.

No wonder that all my enquiries in 
London failed. He has just been dis
charged from this very jail. It is more 
than likely he was arrested for liabilities 
long owing, or contracted after his last 
fruitless visit to his uncle, Sir William. 
I could easily find out, but hardly con
sider it delicate to make inquiries, as I 
did not, you know, after the debtor— 
whom a turnkey here re;xirted to have 
said lie knew me. Debtors are not cri
minals by law—their ward is justly held 
private. 1 never visit any of them un-

have been months at sea—well, that is ! less they come into hospital.

white. We may be sure of one thing— 1 ■ 
she has preferred to starve.

“Dunnot be too hard upon her. sir, away from the village as 
j begged the old woman. “Dunnot,.j sible.

Iddhe
cunistances of our visit to Jthe two wo- I the world is altering fast. People preach 
men—the destitution in which we found . strange doctrines, and act in 
them ; and how they , should be got \ ways, such as were never though of when 

soon as pos- I wae young. It may be for good or for | 
evil—I shall find out by-and-by. I was j

please, Miss Dora. She beant a lady j She made no answer whatever, but lay dreaming of your mother last night : you j ette‘ '
it were—hardly moving, are growing very like her, child. ' Then

dead,I wrung ? If I was, I suffered

what a glimpse of your little face would j Therefore my meeting with Mr. Char- 
be to me. But I cannot get .it, and I ] ter» was purely accidental. Nor do 1 
must not moan.) I believe he recognized ine—I had stepped

What was I writing about ? Oh, to bid j aside into the warder’s room. The two 
you tell Mrs. Cartwright from me that : other discharged debtors passed through 
her daugnter is well in health, and doing j the entrance-gate, and quitted the jail 
well. After her two months' probation ■ immediately, but he lingered, desiring a 

t i whom alone I ! car to be sent fur, and inquiring where 
| one could get handsome and comfortable 

I ted), pronounces her quite fitted for the i lodgings in this horrid Liven ol. He 
strange I sitUBtirmi and sba vïi'l he appointed ! han-.i a commercial town.

^ thereto. This is a great satisfaction to Y u a ill ask, woman like, how he 
me. as she was selected solely on my re- I looked? Ill and worn, with something 
commendation, backed by Mrs. Ansdell’s | of the shabby, “poor gentleman" aspect,

home, his anger had vanished ; he sjioke, 
even with a sort of melancholy. ere* *be X etnor.

“I don’t know how it », my dear, but : ««ninanicated her history names omit-

Id woman that I ; with which we here are
did not eay s<. He fca. \ mo j Vou anj j,e Were gUch a tine coaxing , absorbed, as

! young irentleman. It s he that s most to ( except an_occasional nervous twitch, all j suddenly, “Only wait till I am
, .... . , , . , blame. afternoon and evening, until I called her and you will be free, Theodora.”
for it. What followed was hard to bear. | My fath*r Mid 8terniVi « Ha» she left 

Max. if ever I am yours, altogether in
your power, I wonder will y«,u ever give 
me those sort of bitter, cruel words ( 

under theWords which people, li\ 
same roof, think nothing < f using, mean 
nothing by them, yet they cut sharp like 
swords. The flesh closes up after them, 
but oh, they bleed—they bleed ! Dear 
Max. reprove me as you will, however 
much, but let it be in love, not in anger 
or sarcasm. Sometimes people drop 
carelessly, by quiet firesides, and with a 
good-night kiss following, as papa gave 
to me, w’ords which leave a scar for years 
to come.

Next day I was just about to write and

him, cr been deserted -by him—^1 mean 
Mr. Francis Chart et is ?”

“Mother,” screamed Lydia, “what’s 
that f What have they come for ? Do 
they know anything about him T'

She did ifot, then.
“Be quiet, my lass," said the mother, 

soothingly, but it was of no use.
“MissDura, " cried the girl, creeping to

, in to prayers, which were shorter than
usual—papa being very tired. He only 
read the collect, and repeated the Lord’s 
Prayer, in which,in the voices that follow
ed his, I distinguished, with surprise, 
Penelope’s. It had a steadiness and 
sweetness such as I never heard before. 
And when—the servants being gone— 
she went up to papa, and kissed him, the 
change in her manner was something ai

me, and speaking in the same sort of | most startling, 
childish, pitiful tone in w'hich she used “Father, when shall you want 
to come and beg Lisa bel and me to in- the district again ?” said she.
tercede for her when she had annoyed 
Penelope, “do, Miss Dora, tell me. I 
don’t want to see him, I only want to 
hear. I’ve heard nothing since he sent

cal-the expense of another, when papa 
led me to take a walk with him.

Is it not strange the way in which good 
angels seem to take up the thread of our 
dropped hopes and endeavors and wind 
them up for us, we see not now, till it is 
«11 done ? Never was I more sur],vised j been sitting 
than when ]ia]ia, stopping to lean on my 
arm and catch the warm, pleasant wind 
that came over the moors, said suddenly :

* ‘Dora, what could possess you to talk 
to me as you did last night ? And why, 
if you had any definite scheme in your 
head, did you relinquish it so easily?”

“Papa, you forbade it.”
“So, even when differing from your 

father, you consider it right to obey 
him ?”

“Yea, except-----
“Say it out, child.”
“Except in ease of any duty which 1 

felt to be not less saereiV than the one I 
owe to my father 

He made no reply

“My dear girl !"
“Because I am quite ready to go. I 

have been ill, and it lias made me un
mindful of many things ; but I am bet
ter now, papa, I will try to be a good 
daughter to you. I have nobody but 
yon.”

She spoke quietly and softly, bending 
I her head upon his grey hairs. He kissed 
and blessed her. She kissed me, too, as 
she passed, and then went away to bed 
without any more explanation.

But from that time—and it is now 
three days ago—Penelope has resumed 

head on my lap, trying to bring her back her usual place in the household—taken

ask you to find some otheij plan for help- ; me a letter frum prisoIli uying I wa, to 
ing the Cartwrights, since we neither of take my things and the baby's and go. 
u, would choose to persist in one duty at j , don-t know what> became of him, no

more than the dead. And, miss, he’s
that boy s father—miss—please-----”

She tried to go down on her knees, 
but fell prone on the floor.

Max, ivho would have thought, the 
day before, that this day, I should have 

ith Lydia Cartwright's

to this miserable life of hers; that papa 
would have stood by and seen me do it 
without a word of blame !

“It's the hunger,” cried the mother. 
“You see, she isn't used to it now; he 
always kept her like a lady.”

Papa turned and walked out of the 
cottage. I afterward found out that he 
had bought the loaf at the baker’s shop 
down the village, and got the bottje of 
wine from hi» private cupboard in the 
vestry. He ret urned with both—one in 
each pocket—then, sitting down on the 
chair, cut the bread and poured out the 
wine, and fed these three himself, with 
his own hand*. Kv dear father '

up all her old duties, and even her old 
pleasures, fur I saw her in the green
house this morning. When she called 
me, in something of the firmer, quick, 
imperative voice, to look at an air plant 
that was just coming into flower I could 
not see it for tears.

Neverthless, there is in her a differ
ence. Not her serious, almost elderly- 
looking face, nor her manner, which lias 
lost its sharpness, and is so gentle 
sometimes that when she gives her orders 
the servants actually’stare—but the mar
vellous composure which is evident 
her whole demeanor: 
terr »n who. hi.vi.i •

My heart felt bursting: oh, Max, you 
do not mind me telling you these things ? 
What should I do if I 
open my heart to you ?

Yet it is not altogether with grief or 
without hope that I have thought over 
what then passed between papa and me. 
He knows you—knows, too, that neither 
you nor I have ever ‘deceived him in 
anything. He was fond of you once; I 
think sometimes he misses you still, in 
little things wherein you used to pay 
him attention, less like a friend than a 
son.

Now, Max, do not think I am grieving 
—do not imagine ! have cause to grieve. 
They are as kind to me as ever they can 
be. My home is as happy as any home 
could be made, except one, which, 
whether we shall ever find or not, God 
knows In quiet evenings such as this, 
when, after a rainy day, it has just 
cleared up m time for the sun to go 
down, and he is going down, peacefully 
in amber glory, with the trees standing 
up so purple and still, and the moorlands 
lying bright, and the hills distinct even 
to their very last faint rim—in such 
evenings as this, Max, when I want you 
and cannot find you, but have US learn 
to ait still by myself, as now, I learn to 
think also of the meeting which has no 
farewell, of the rest that comes to all in 
time, of the eternal home. 'We shall 
reach that some day.

Your faithful Theodora.

I overheard the turnkey 
carman about taking 
rooms. Also, there was :

: in

nly too familiar, 
joking with the 
to “handsome 

ut him an
utland

Say also to
trust she receives regularly the " money 
her. daughter sends her through me. 
whkh indeed is the only time I ever see
Lydia alone. But I meet her often in j ominous air of what we 
the wards, as she goes from cell to cel] j the •'down-draught;' a term the full

could not thus j teacl,ia6 the female prisoners: and it-1 meaning of which you j r ,l«bly do not
! is good to see her sweet, grave looks, understand—,I trust you never may.
her decent dress and mien, and 1er in- _____
expressible humility and tenderness to- \ You will see by its date how many 
ward everybody. She puts me in mind ( days ago the first part of this letter was 
of uords you know, which in another written. I kept it back till the cruel sus-
sense other hearts than poor Lydia s pense of y uv s:ster s sudden relapse was
might often feel that those love must i ended—thinking it a pity your mind 
to whom most has been forgiven. Hint- ! should be burdened with an additional 
ing this, though not in reference to her, j care. You have had, in the meantime, 
in a conversation with the governor, he j the daily bulletin from Treheme Court- 
observed rather coldly, “He heard it the daily line from me. 
said Dr. Urquhart held peculiar opinions j How are you, my child? for you have 

re and punishment—that,

CHAPTER XXXin.
HIS 8T0BV.

Treheme Court, Sunday night. 
My dear Theodora—The answer to my 

in I telegram has just arrived, and I find it 
bearing < f a ! is your sister whom we are to expect 
Ou : '-,t : î,,,t rou. I «liai! meet her myself by the

upon emue anu pumsnment—that, in 
fact, he was a little too charitable. ”

I sighed, thinking that, of all men,
Dr. Urquhart was the one who had the 
most reason to be most charitable,” and 
the governor fixed his eyes upon me 
somewhat unpleasantly. Any one run
ning counter, as I do, to several popular 
prejudices, is sure not to be without ene
mies. I should be sorry, though, to have 
displeased so honest a man, and one wild, 
widely as we differ in some things, is al
ways safe to deal with, from his posses
sing that rare quality, justice.

You see, I go on writing to you of my 
matters just as I should talk to you if 
you sat by my side now. with your hand 
in mine and your head here. (So you 
found two gray hairs in those long locks 
of yours last week. Never mind, love.
To me you will always he young.)

I write as I hope to talk to you one 
day. I never was among those who be 
lievé that a man should keep all hie cares 
secret from his wife. I; she is a true j 
wife, she will soon read' them on his ' sine? 
face, or the elect of them ; he hut better ‘ sal

forgotten to say. Any roses out on your 
'bheeks» Look in the glass and tell me, 
I must know, or I must come and see. 
Remember your life is part of mine, 
now.

Mrs. Trehcrne is convalescent—as you 
know. I saw hsr on Monday for the 
first time. She is changed, certainly; it 
will be long before she is anything like 
the Lisabel Johnston of my recollection, 
full of health and physical enjoyment. 
But do not grieve. Sometimes, to have 
gone near the gates of death, and return
ed, hallows the whole future life. I 
thought, at I left her, lying contentedly 
on her sofa, with her hand in her hus
band s, who sits watching as if truly she 
were given back to him from the grave, 
that it may be good for those two to have 
been so nearly parted. It may teach 
them, according to a line you once re
peated to me (you see, though I am not 
poetical, I remember all your bits of 
poetry), to

tell them out, and have them over. I 
have learned many things since T found

th
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