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CHAPTER XU,—( Continued.,)

Dr. Grant took the wasted hand in both his own, but
could not speak, After a long silence he asked, with an
effort at his professional maaner, * How long have you
been like thise

“ QOnly a week or two, I have been strangely tired all
through the summer, and atlast I have had to stop.  Thisis
a good place to rest in, but 1 begia to think only the 1est of
the grave will restore ms.”

Dr. Grant marked tlie extreme weariness with which he
spuke, and the fluttering pulse between his hands. The
time was plainly short.

¢ Arthur,” he said, ** I will not deceive you. You must
soon !cavc us. Would you like to scc Margaret before you

o?

& A sudden flash passed over his face. ¢ You are sure that
I cannot live? For il I ounce see her, I can never take
up the struggle of the past five yeats.  Ate you sure 2’

* Qnly too sure, my poor Arthur.”

*“I'hen send at once.  lector 1s here ; let some onc nde
him over to the village, and telegraph to-night.”

He spoke with feverish eagerness, and the doctor hasten=d
to calm him before this fire destroyed the frail remnant of
his life.

 She is here, Arthur—here n this very house. She
came with me to-day. To-morrow you may see her, but to-
night she is very tirel.”

The doctor judged rightly of the effect of this appeal 1o
his uascltishness.  Mr. Berkeley at at once became calm.

¢¢ Poor Margaret,” he said : ** it has been a hatd day for
her, and for you, too, Roger. Go to bied now, and get ynur
rest. It will be a comfort to know you are under the same
roof.” )

“Let me sit with you to-night. Ifecl as fresh asa
lark, and it will relieve the othersa little. DBut you must
stop talking row, and try and go to sleep again;” and Dr.
Grant, taking a paper from his pocket, went over 1o the
shaded nipht lamp and sat down to read.

Mr, Berkeley watched him for a while with quict, happy
eyes, then he sank into a light sleep, from whick he woke
oncz or twice to ask, *You said to-morrow I might sce
her?" and cach time the doctor’s cheerful voice answered,
* To-morrow.” And sothe night passed away, and Mr.
Berkeley woke in the gray dawn, to find the same patient
weather beside Lim , and hear the same kind vaice say, ** It
15 *to morruw "

And so the time canie when the two sy hopetessly separated
in life met at the thieshold of death.  \What that meeting
meant was sacied to themselves  What rerclations of past
iuve, what aganies of s=paratinn, what hapes of reunton tha
room witnessed the closed doors gave no token. \When
Miss Lenox came among them again, there were traces of
tcars on her cheeks, but her eyes wese heavenly, and i
Giant, going to his friend, fearful of the eficct of thusinter-
view, found him with a countenance from which the pamn
and sadaess of the past were all swept away, and 1n therw
stead a foreshadowing of the joy beyond.

‘¢ Roger," he said, *‘you have always been a tower of
sizength to me ; help me once more.  Before I g0 I'want to
call Margaret my wife. Will you make all the necessary
arrangements at cace ?  Soon it may be too late.”

A few days later the two so lately met, so soon to be
again parted, were made one.  Mi1s. Bacome wept sileatly
through the shost service, and Rhboda’s suppressed sabs
stirred the quict of the room, but the bride stood calm and
steadfast, and her low ** I will,” was spoken without falrer-
ing. When the ceremany was over, she took her place, as
by right, at hee husband's side, and to the swift end she did
not leave him.  Others came and went ; the vitlage lawyer
to dtaw up the brief will, the worp aut dactor an bis last
useless visit, some of his people for one more look at his
face, Lut after cach interruption his eyes turned and rested
on her.

It had bzea a gray day, and a* night{ali 2 dreary ramn set
1. Through the raised window of the sick room they could
hear its steady drip, Gtip, on the lilaz bush outside, and
from the adjsiring room the wmeasared tick, tick, of the
clock fell like leaden drep: upan thar hearts, for they
counted by minutes now.

Oance Dr. Grant, witha {cehng of sufibeation, went to the
outer dvor and opencd it.  As the light strcamed out into
the wet night. it fell on a dark figure leaning against 2 tree
near the house,  Dr. Grant weat quickly down the steps
acd approached it.

“\Who st ? " heaskeld. “and why 45 you s'and here wn
therma 2™

*It's me—Jack Felch, from the Holler,” 2nswered the
maa huskily. ' They told me to day that the minister was
here, and Jhat he was near dyia”. "

¢ I is trae,” 52,3 the docror sadiy
near”

The man laned, and lcaned his head =5vnet the tree
with a groan.

Dt. Granil1aid his hand np his shrulder ¢ Coame into
the house out of the 1ain You must b+ very tired after your
loag walk.  G.saaad 1) te krrhen, 109 some one will
give you a cap of coffec.”

1 coutda’t swaller i, said Jake ¢ Tl bide herca
while. 1 know wh2 you are, sir; you meaded my amm,
aniagood job you made of i+ Bur him yonder diud far
marc fot me, and now Il acver see him agam.”

Tac doctor though' ananstant.  ** You sce the seeand
window {rom the dour behiod the bush. Step up there
quiztly, and I think yoacan sce his {aze.” .

Dr. Grant went in, and 2 minute larer the lilac bosh
stusted shightly and there was a quick sound which war not
the wind nor the ram, and thea the faint fall of receding
fooisicps old that poor Jake had turned to rettace his weary
milcs.

“The end is very

Mr. Betkeley lay quietly, with closed eyes. Suddealy he
opened them : ** Margazet 1"
“Iam here ™ she answered, pressing the hand she held,
“Sing 1"
There was a moment'’s pause,then the clear voice rose in
the still room :
* 0, Paradise ! O, Paradise !
Who doth not crave for rest ?
Who would not scek the happy land
Where they that love are blest?
10, Paradise ) O, Paradise §
The world is growing old ;
\Who would not bs at rest and free,
\Where love is never cold ?

** \Where loyal hearts and true
Stand ever in the light,
All rapture through and through,
In God’s most holy sight.”
And as the song ceased, the loyal heart enteted into the
rest of Paradise. '

CHAI'TER XI{.—AFILES OF SCQhOM.

From the day Jacob Balcome settled in his new home,
Fortune scemed to take him under her special care.  Ris
thnfty New Eogland ways of fauning, brought to bear on
the ferule acres of the West, resulted in wonderful crops,
and the same shrewd vigilance mancuveed safely all his
Lusiness schemes.  Everything that he touched prospered,
and it came to be considered a guaranty of success to be
associated with him in any undertaking.  With his widen-
ing resources he soon abandoned the slow gains of agrical-
ture that once secined so dazzhng, and lavoched out into
specutation,  Lud a railtoad send forth an iron shoot across
those broad prairics, Jacob Balcome was sute 1o own land
on either side of 1. Lid a water power, touched by capn-
tal, bring somne town o sudden hife, the best coraer luts
were found to belong to Jacob Balcome. \Vherever a busie
ness scheme Jooked proawsing, he was ready to furnish
woney and brains to insure its success.  With the change
n hus mode of hife had come a correspanding change m his
person.  Relieved from inanual labour, his thin figure had
rounded, s bands softened, and now, well dressed, and
polished by the attntion of the more cultivated men with
whomn he came in contact, he looked the keen, suave man of
business, only now aud then betraying hy a rustic phrase the
farm Life that lay so Jew years behind him.

And how had it fared wuth his inaer life? He himscll
was scarcely conscious of any inner life, except that which
throbbed 1n his eager, schemiag brain, e was a respect-
ed member of the church that hus maney had helped to
found, and night and moraing hts formal peitzons ruse from
s wite > bedstde; daily couched :n smouther phrase, but
always with the same burden ; thanks lor present prusper
1y, and de ¢ for us conuauance f 1 were he Lutd's
wul; the ¢ aditon shghidy less emphaue. 11 Mrs, Bal
come, 10 Ber weakness and weanness, mussed anyuluny frum
inese prayers, she offered no cnucisms,  1f her heart ban
feted fur cluser contact wah the Great Helper whom her
husband’'s prayers seermed to put fariics aud farther away,
she made no complant, but, Iying with ciosed eyes and
folzed hands, histened quietly, always waiting 2 few mo-
scats alter he ended before turning to other topics.
Luher she did not see lus daoger, or felt powerless to heln
m. Sometimes, i Ilus long rides actoss the praties,
Jacob Balcome thought with a fecling of strangenes: and
remoteaess of the prayer meeungs at Wiiton Corners, o
of the young man whose heart glowed as he spoke of
ncatness of Gud, and he wondered if he could be
samc one, so ullerly foreign scemed those feelings no ..
The love of gold was dotng 1ts work on him, aad st scemed
only a question of time when its wotk shouid be cauplete.

By and by this tove of goid had a ival.  The men about
bun had been quick to see his fitness for political life, and,
by ofters ot vanwous civic honoues, had tued o diaw him
1ato ats scrvice.  In hus hot chase for wealih he had avoid-
ed these hoaours, but with the tender of an influentia,
office, the thirst for power got full hold upon him, and he
threw tumse:f 1ot the curzent,  [lis uld success attended
fum, and woe tu the men or raeasutes set against this watch
fu, crafty, far-seciog oppunent, lur theis overthrow was ualy
2 queszon of ume. I'tys zeal did not go unrewarded.
Siep Ly step he ascended the poniucal ladder, the game
prowing constantly mote cnthtathiog and cosily, unul the
day came whed he was named fur the highest office 10 the
gt of the State,

It was a long and titter campaign—fought by ihe opposite
party waith a vitulence proportioned to thar past delcats—
and to the very end the issuc was uncertain.  in the excites
ment ol the few weeks preceding clectton, Jacub Balcome
forpot cverything but the work of the hour, and 1t came to
him waih the shock of a biow when the doctor told him
Mzrs. Balcome's hle was numbered by days.  ** Why was
1 not to.d before 2™ he demanded.  Even in lus gnet be
had an anpry sense of defeat that this gnm cenemy should
have come upon him unawares,

** Mrs. Balcome posiively forbade me. oSne s very
anxtous {or Four success 13 this campaign, and Icared the
diversion of your thoughts might aticct your chances. 1
tell you naw, on iny own responsibility, because I find her
this tnorming weaker even than § had supposed.’

* i{ow soon will it come 2" lle shrank from giving a
;umc to this foc agaiast whom his utmost craft was gower~
css.

** Probably withia four or five days,” and the doctor
bowed imsell gut.

Leaviag othets to catry on the fight, Jacob Balcome went
to his wife. He zeproached bimsclf for his sceming -
diffzrence, bot whea he tned to say as much to her she
chanped the subject by asking aboot his chanzes ina
doubital county.; Several times he approached ke xub.
ject, but each ume she evaded it, and finally he gave up
the attempt, and sat down beside her toawait theend. In
the presence of death these two had little 0 say to cach
other, They had been congenial companions, for their in-

——

terests had been ideatical < but all their hopes and plans and
ambitions had centred in this world, and now that to one
of them this world was fast receding, there seemed nothing
left upon which they could dwell. [er one wish was to
live to know the result of the election ; but when the da
came she lay with closed eyes and folded hands, only a
!inlc colder and stiller than her wont, but beyond awaken.
ing,

As Jacob Balcume sat beside his dead wife, a telegram
was brought to him ; it contained the news of his triumph
ant election.  Dropping it, he buiied his face in his hands,
and, for the first time in all his dissembling life, took an
honest reckoning with himself, First he was a boy, cheat
ing over his game of marbles, and driving sharp bargaing
with his brother ; then he saw himssIf as a young man,
prasping and hypocritical—for, in his sell-abasement, he
questioned even the genvineness of his early religious life,
He saw himself sowing dissension between his father and
brother, and plotting against an unsuspecting girl.  He
looked with clear vision upoan his eacly marcried life at Wil
ton Corners; on the intriguing, plausible arts by which
hie secured the farm to himself, and the unfilial desertion of
his patents in their time of need.  He saw in vivid light
the night of terroe and his cowardly vow, and shraakin
shame from the memory of its hall fulfilment. As by a
flash of lightning, he saw the whole course of life in the
West ; the cralty schemes growing wider and deeper, bat
always tending to his awn advantage and the Joss of athiers,
As though it were a thing separate from himsell, he held
up and reviewed his whole seltish, double-dealing life—so
fair outside, so black within, .

He turned to the still foum beside him. At least e had
been true to her.  With 2 sudden longing for sympathy he
Iad his hand on hers.  When had she ever failed him be
fore? He felt no passiv‘me sorrow for her death, and in
this hour of clarified vision he saw plainly what she had
been to hun~only anuther self, feeding and strengthen'ng
the worst elements of his character —but she was his, and
she was dead, and the honour which had come to him
seemed a worthless thing.

From the bitter ashes of his self-abasement rose 2 new
mad. A man not all at ouce open and geaerous, but one
knowing and hating bis faults, and with his face set stead
fastly toward the right.  One of the first practical proofs of
this change was a letter to his father, @ which, without con
ceaiment or palliation, he laid bare the past.  His share in
Squire Lovell’s extortions, his falschoods about Rhoda,
tis connection with the furged letter ; nnthing was omitted,
He asked especially that Jocl and Rinoda should be 10'd
everything, and if they found it possible to forgive him, and
if his parents could receive him again as their son, he
hoped when his term of office eaded, to come back to “he
old homs. He told them of the vision which he had had
ot tarself, and spuke with geeat humility of his hopes fx
fature years in which to redeem the past.  And he thanked
his father for his upright example, which, unheeded for
vears, nuw came back to strenpthen him.

Nothing in all their life ever gave Mr. Balcome and his
wife the happiness that this letter did. The genuineness
of its tone, and the affection with which he spoke of s
hume and parents, touched them deeply. A good masy
tears fell on the knitting in Mrs. Balcome’s lap, and her
husband's reading was interrupted by several spzlls of hus.
kisess.

* That's got the right ring to it,” he said, as he folded
the letter and took off his spectacles. ¢ We haven't lost
Jur boy after all, mother.”

*“ No,” said lus wife. “ I knew we shouldn’c. Faub
and prayer can reach a good deal fasther than Minnesota.”

** I don't know about letting Joc! and Rhody see this let
tzr,” said Mr. Balcome ¢ They've about forpotten the

trouble, and this will bnag it all up again. What do you
thiak, mother 2"

** 1 think we better do as Jacud says ; let everything come
to the light, and then we'll know where we stand. We
can trast the childien to be furgiving when they read this
letter.”

¢ The cbildsen * were over to Adoniram Roper’s spend
ing the day, but when they returned, and a certain small
Balcomc had bzen tucked away for the night, Mrs, Balcome
put the letter into her son’s hand.  As he read, an angm
fiash came in his cheeks, and he knit his black brows

* Come here, desr1” he said, and Rhoda, perched o
the arm of his chair, with cne arm around his neck, ol
lowed duwn the pages. Although ignorant of the fnrged
letter, she had long ago suspected Jacob's share in the ;e
troubles, and in her contented, happy life forgiven him., S
when Jocl looked up at her, still with the two deep ling
between his brows, she said nothing, but making a smooth
ing-1ron of her plump palm, ironed his forchead until ke
smiied 1n spitc of himself, But his face grew stern agax
The old wrongs raakled, and he found it hard to forgive
That might at family prayers Farmer Balcome did not opes
the Bible at HHabakkuk, where the bookmark rested, tx
he turned to the New Tesiament, and when he read 1t
words, **I say not unto thee, until seven times ; but unl
seventy times scven,” Jocl looked at his mother with a smil,
and she kaew the old score was wiped out.

Miss Almira Dow was sewing for a few days at Ma
Nathaa Roper’s. She had turned Mrs. Roper’s striped mohsz
and discussed the affairs at East Wilton, and now dirccied bs
encryics to a acw black cashmere and the doings at Wilts
Coracts.

** They do say,” she bzgan, holding a corner of the clot
betwaen her cyes and the light, and pulling it crosswis,

** that Jacob Balcomc is as rich as med.”

¢ He's well-to-do, U guess,” said Mrs, Roper

* Mrs. Syke's nephew's sistee in law has been visiting g
to the Corners, and she came right fron the very phs
the very place where Jacob lives.  She says he's one of ik
big men out there, Has his horses and carriapges a2
driver, and all that sozt of thing—~I'n 2 good mind to &
yout cashmere pollonay, secing that your two last ke

been basques,” and she looked at Mrs. Roper’s plowp fi;
reflectively.

** I don't carc which. You'ze pretty sare to fit me.”




