
T1IE 1-ARP. 383

and glances at the motionless gray
igure at the windowv

"' Reie,"'
" Yes, mîadame,."'
"Did LAm'uce Lon worth tdu you

tiat night last wrock where he wis go-
ing next mi

" le did not, iadanie.'
)id lie tell yo. lie wvas going at

No, madame.
" Did he ot even bid you good-by ?'
"Not even liat.

C rious 1" says Mrs. Windsor, aud
knits her brows. " Why then did lie
cone ? What did hi say ?

"I caininot remnemaber all be said,
inadane. Certainly not a word aibout
goinîg away the nlext iorninug."

irs. Wmdsor tulrns u pou her a leen,
sidelong, sIuSpicious .. look. She is an odd
mixture of frankless and reticnce, this
youthful relative of hcrs. If se hus
made up lier mind to bc silent it will be
a ditileuit matter indeed to induce her
to spea On of hler most reticent
moods is evidently upon her now.

"Can they havo quimrclled?" she
muses. "I tLhought only sentimentl
simpletms in m lov quarrelled. And this
youing waman is lot a sentimental sm-
pleton. Anid if thcy have quarrelled,
what have they quarrelled about ? ]
will knl'ow at once, and woc botide this
girl if se lias phyed Laurence Long.
Worth tîlse !

CHAPTER XXXI.
MRs. WLnson's meditations ar' doomcd
ta be c t shoiL. After a eW more rost-
less imaginations she closes her eyes

mnce maie, and this time drops into a
dose. Reine throws aside the novel
with a tired sigh, and takos apathetical.
ly enough anotheir book. It is a book
thaLt never leaves Mrs. Windsor's room
-it lies beside the ponderoius family
Bible, s rarely opened by its ownr. It
isa copy of' tho l imitation," boautifiully
bound, and on the ly-Ilcar, in a large,
fon haund, is vitten-

"To the best of Mthers-ati her
'bchdy.--Froi hlr nf'ectionate soni.

IlG-EoiiaE2'ý
] eine looks at the fadod words long.

This is the: dashing brother George,
of wVhom she has so often heard he'

n:thliIr speaki the bans.!Soie cleve,
liiglh-spirsi ted son griandmima lved
w it all the love aoe lioart ever hild
whose men:ory is more ta hetr still thian
all the world beside. She has earned
why Longworth has w'on so close a
plhce ta that memory, she vonders if
GJeorge Windsor r'eally looked like that
-tall, fair, broad-shouldered, strong.
lier mother was tall and slii, with a
thin, fretted face, a weal, queruloius
voice, and tearful, pale blIe eyes. Poor
maiima alwaysailing and unapp
ahvays making overy one about hoer aun-
happy too. No, George Windsor cauld
nucver have becn îiike iamnia ; he had
brigh t Cyes and a sunny smile--she had
licard hini described.oten.

And in the imlidst of aI his youth and
beauty, and strong young manlhood, lie
had been struck downii doing a good and
noble deed. No woidor gandmammia
was cld, anu stern, and unloving.
Who woild care ta love in a world
where the word was only anotier
name foir imisery Love was of heavenî,
a plant fromîî paradise, never intended ta
bloomî and blossom in the descrt here
below ,

she opens the book at random-it is
a book beloved always, and well known.
A markei is betweenî the leaves at the
chalter called, ThIe King's High way
of the Holy Cross," and REine bcgins to
rond.

Someti mes thou shaltbe lot by Gad,
othric' tinies thon shalt be allicted by
lhy nîcighbonr, aind what is imiore, thou

Shaît ofiten bc a trouble ta thysolf.
For God would have thee to suffer

tribulations withoit comfot, and wholly
ta subject thyself ta hini, and to beconse
mor humibly by tribulation.

IDost tholu thiik to escape thiat which
no mortal could ever avoid 1"

Sl can read no mot; she closes the
book, replaces il,.folds her arns on tme
table, and luys lier ace down upon

For God woauld have tlhoc to suffer
tribulation withot comfort, and-becomo
more hiymble by tiibulation."
- Yes, yes. OhI yes, s'o has becn
p'oid, and self.willcd, aid rebellious,
and lir punîishmtîtient has fallon. ler
pride is himbleci ta the very dust, shse
has beon stabbed to the heanrt n the
hour of exuhation. She has bûst vlhat


