(‘ANA L)IAN lLLUSTRAThD NEWS

Rmxsrmrn m nccordance with the Gonynght Act
of 1868.].

Wl LEFRID OU\{BLR\IEDE

An Au’sobmgra\)hmal Story.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, '
Aunthor of ' Alec Forbes,” etc.

CHAPTER XVIII.
AGAIN THE ICE-CAVE,

Tae next morning he begged a holiday for
me and: Charley, of whose family he knew
something ‘although he was: not. acquainted
with them, 1 was o little disappointed at
Charley’s being included in the request, not
in the least from- jealousy, but because I had
set my heart on taking Clara to the cave in
the ice, which I knew Charley would not like.
But I thought we could casily arrange to leave
_him somewhere near until’ we returned. 1

spoke to Mr. Coninghan about it, who entered
into my small scheme with the greatest kind-
ness, Charley confided to me afterwards that
he did not take to him—he was too like an
ape, he said.  But the impression of his ugli-
ness had with me quite wora off; and for his
part, it T had been a fu.vourltc nephew, he
conld not have been more complaisant and
hearty.

L felt very stiff when we set outy and alto-
gether not quite myself; but the discomfort
wore off as we went.  Charley had Mr, Con-
. inghan's horse, and I walked by the-side of
Clarws, eager after any occasion, if but a pre-
tence, of being useful to her. bhe wag quite
familiar with me, but seemed shy of Charley.
He looked much more of a man than I; for
not eitly, as I have said, had he grown much
during his illness, but there was an air of
troubled thoughtfulness abont him which
marde him look considerably older than he
really was ; while his delicate complexion
cand large blue eyes had a kind of mystery
about them that must have been very at-
tractive,

When we reached  the village, T told
Ch:uley that we wanted to go on- foot to the
eave, and hoped he wounld not mind waiting
our return, But he refused to be left, declar-
ing he should not mind going in the least;
thut he was quite well now, and ashamed of
his behaviour on the former occasion ; that,
in- fact, it must have been his approaching
illness that caused it. - I could not insist, and
we:get out. 'The footpath led us through ficlds
of corn, with a bright sun overhead, and a
_sweet wind blowing. - It was a glorious day of
golden' corn, gentle wind, and blue sky—with
great masses of white-snow, whiter than any
- cloud, held up in.it.- o

\Vo descended the - htu.p bank we crossed
t.ln, wooden bridge over the little river s
crunched under our fegt the hail-like crystals.
“lying rough on the surface of the glacier; we
reached the cave, and entered the biue abyss.
[ went first into the delicious, yet dangerous-
looking blue.- - The cave  had several sharp
angles in.it.  When I reached: the farthest
corner I turned to look behind me. T was
alone. I walked back and’ peeped round the
last corner,” Between:that and the one beyond
it stood : Clava. and- Charley—staring at each.
other with faces of ghastly horror,

.Clara’s look certainly could not have heen:
~ the result of any excess of imagination. - But

muny women respond easily to influences they
could not, have originated. My conjecture s
that the same horror had again seized upon
Charley when he saw Clara ; that it made - his
face; already deathlike,. tenfold more fear ful 5
that Clara took fright at his fear, her i lmagma-
tion opening like a crystal. to the polarized
hght of reflected feeling ;- and thus they stood
in_the pamlyhle of n drsmay which ever multi--
plied itself in the oppoeed mmom of -their
countenances.

[‘too was in terror—for Char]ey, and cer-
tainly wasted no time in speculation. ~T'wunt
forward “instantly, and - put ‘an ‘arm’ round
cach. They woke up; ag it were, and. tried to

laugh.  But the laugh:was worse than the
“ stare; . I hurried'them out of the place. -

We came upon -Mr. Coninghum rotind the
next corner, amusing. lnmself with the talk of
the half-silly guide. o

* Where are you going m ho .lskc(l

¢ Qut again)” T n.nbwcred ttThe air is

oppressive.’ 8 .

¢ Nonsense,” he blll(] mernly « 8. The air is
as pure as it is cold.’ Come, Clara, Towant
to explore t.ho penenuha of this tcmple of.

sts P ,

‘I believe he lntended a pun
" "Clara turned with him; Charley und I went
_out into the sunshine. ,' o
‘2z % You should uot have gone; Charley You
 have canght a'chill'agnin,” T said.

e “No nothing: of: the: sorb " he -answered.
"4 Ouly- it was too dreadful. That lovely face!
. To see itdize thut—and know t.hat is what lt

- is comingiro -t ,

S e You looked as; homd yourself " I 1cf
turned, .. .
e dont doubt

-why (i

“Why Juut b(.cume of tbe bluenuus," v
uuhwered

11“ Yes—the blueuese, 0o doubt.
wli

:t. w(, all md Bnit

‘ ’I‘}mt. was
. But there it was, you know.” . .

we .

Clara came out smllmg All her horror ha.d
vanished. ‘I was looking into the hole as-she
turned the last corner.,  When she: first ap-
peared her face was “like one that hath been
seven days drowned ;" but as she advanced,
the decay thinned ‘and the life grew, until at
Iast she: steppcd from- the - mouth ‘ot -the
sepulchre in all the glow of her merry youth,
It was a dumb show of the resurrection. -

As we went back to the inn; Clara, who was
walking in front with: her father, turned her
head and addressed me suddenly.

. You see it was all a sham, Wilfrid " -she
said.

#“What was a sham?- I don’t know what
you mean,” I rejoined.

-« Why t\mt " she returned, pointing with
her hand. Then addressing her father, “Isn’t
that the Eiger,” she asked—* the same we
rode under yesterday 27

“ To be sure it is,” he answered.

-She turned again to me.: .

“You sce it is all a sham! Last night it
pretended to Le on the very edge of the road
and hanging over our heads at an awful
height. Now it has gone a long way. back, is .
not so very high, and certainly does not hang
over. I ought not to have been satisfied thh
that precipice. It took me in.”? .-

T did not reply at once. Clara’s words ap-
peared to me quite irreverent, and T recoiled
from the very thought that there could be any
sham in nature; but what to answer her I
did not know. I almost began to dislike her;
for it is often incapacity tfor: detending. the
faith they love which turns men into persecu-
tors.

Secing me foiled, Charley advanced with
the doubtful aid ofa sophism to help me.

tWhich is the sham, Miss Clara?" he
asked.

¢« That Eiger mountain there.”

¢ Ah! so I thonght”

** Then "you are of my opinion,  Mr.

Qsborne ?”

#“ You mean the mountain is shammmg,
don't you—lonkmg far- off when really it is
near?"

¢ Not at all. "'When it looked. last night as
it it hung right over our heads, it was 9ham-
ming. See it now—far away there I”

# But which then is:the sham, and which is
the true? - Tt looked near yesterday and now it
looks far away., Which ig which ?”?

¢ It must have been a sham yesterday ; for
although it looked near, it was very dull’ and
d;m, and yon could only see the sharp outline
o lt n

“Just so [ argue on the other side: The
mountain . must’ be shamming now, for al-
though it looks so far off, it yet shows a most

confradictory clear ness—-not only of outhne
but of surface.”

“Aha ! thought I,
her match. They both know he is talkinug
nonsense, yet she can’t answer him. What
she was saying was nonscnse too, but I can’t
answer it either-—not yet.”

[ felt proud of both. of them ‘but of Charley :

in especial, for T had had no iden he could be
$0 quick.

‘¢ What ever. put such an: a.usw g2 in your
head, Charley 7" I exclaimed.

“ Oh ! i’s not. quite original,” he returneidl,
“T believe it was suggested by two or three

lines T read in o review just before we left :

home. They took a hold of me rather.”

. He repeated half of the now well-known
little poem of Shelley; headed . Passage of the
Apennines. - He had for, zotten the name of the
writer, and it was many years before I fc.ll in
with t.lu.m myself,

“ The Apennine in the hght of day
Isa mighty mountain dim and gray, -
Which between the earth and sky doth lay;
But when night comes, 2 chaos dread
On-the dim-starlight-then is spread;
- And the Apennine walks abroad wrth the
7 [storm.”

,<In the middle of it I saw Clara begin to
titter; but she did not interrupt him. When
he: had finished, she- sald with a grave face, too
grave for seriousness:

* Will you repeat the thlrd line—I thmk it
was, Mr, Osborne ?”

- He did:so.

{£3What kind of cggs did the Apenuni ne lay,
Mr, Osborne?” she asked st.rll pcrfect]y
serious.

Chmlej was abashed to ﬁnd she’ could tako

advintage of probably a. plovmcmhsm to turn

into ridicule such fine verses.- Before he could
Tecover alm%lf sho had planted another blow
or two. .

it And whuo is ltb nest? Betwcen the eal th
and the sky.is vague.

knows where it might lay 7. Botween earth” -
Besides,
the bird-nesting boys nnght be dangerous. if
It. would bo such aj j

and sky is quite definite ¢nough 2

they koew' where it was,
find for them .

My.. champlon WRS . defoatcd

heard the whole, bub he offered no remark. -

“and ‘my heart was sore for him,
& Thut’s too. bad of you, (‘lam " I smd

: enough

i MISS Clara has found:

But:then'to be sure it"
must want o good denl of room, “And’ after:
ally a mountuin -is a bt.rango fowl and .who *

\erthOllt a.i-
‘tempting a word' in reply, hé hung back andl
‘dropped behind; M Comngham “must have =
I
CEAW tho.t Charley’s sengitive naturs Wﬂ-ﬂ hurt m :

: am always taking my: own’ sxde, even whe!
j,'jdo hat I am asha t

L What’s too bad of me, lefrld ?" she re—
turned.

I hesitated a moment then answerod-—

& To make game . of such .verses. ~Any one
with half.a soul must seé” they were fine.”

“ Very wrong of you, indeed, my dear,” sald
Mr. Coningham ‘from: behind, 'in a vonce ‘that -
sounded as if he: were’ smothermg a laugh;
but when'I looked :round, his face was grave,

4t Then I suppose that half soul’ I haven’t

.got " returned Clara.

% Oh! I didn’t mean . that, 8 ¢ sald lamely
¢t But there's no logxc in that kind
of thing, you know,” "

¢ You see, papa,”: said Clara, i what you
are accountable “for. Why dldn’t you make

.Her - father _smiled a. pleased smile. His
daughter's naivete would, in his eyes, make
up for any lack of logic.

-« Mr. Osborne,” cont.mued Clara, turnmg
back, ¢ I beg your pardon, “Iam a woman,
and you men don't allow us to learn logrc

_them teach me logic?” .

But 'at the same time ‘you must confess you

were making a bad use of yours. You know
it was all nonsense you were trymg to pass off
on'me for wisdom.” "

-He was by her side the mstant she spoke to
him, A smile- grew upon his face : T could
see it growing, just as you sce the sun grow-
ing ‘behind a cloud In a moment 1t broke out
in radiance. '

- 4] confess,” he said. - ¢ I thought you were
too hard on Wilfrid ; ‘and he hadn’t anythmg
at hand to say for hlmself ”

« And you wete too hard upon me, weren't
you? ‘Two to one is not fair play—is -it

now? 12 I

¢ No; certainly not.”

«'And that justified a llttle false play on my

part ?”
“No, it did not,” said Charley, almost
ﬁelccly ¢ Nothing Justrﬁea false play.” .

# Not even yours, Mr. Osborne 77 replied
Clara, with a stately coldness quite marvel-
lous in one so young ; and leaving - him, she
came again to my side. T peeped at Mr. Co-
ningham, curious to see how. he regarded all
this ‘'wrangling with-his daughter. - He ap-
peared at once amused and satisfied. . Clara’s
face was ina glow, clearly of anger at the
discourteous .manner in . which Charley had
spoken, = -

“You mustn't’ be angry w1th Charley,
Clara,” 1 said.

«He is veéry rude,” ‘she replied,
nantly. :

- ¢ What he said was rude, I allow, but
Charley himself is anything but rude. I
haven’t looked at him, but T am. certain he is
mrserablc about it already.”

#So he ought to be...To, spuxk hke that t.o
a Iady, when her very. frrendlmess put her oft
her guard | -1 never wis tr on.ted 80" m all: my
life.”

She spoke so loud tha.t bhe must have mea.nt
Charléy to hear her. But when I looked back,
I saw. that he had :fallen a long way" behmd
and was coming on very slowly, with dejected
look and his eyes on the ground. Mr. Coning-
ham did not interfere by word orsign.

indig-

When weé reached the. inn he ordered some'-

rofreshment and behaved to us both ag if we
were grown men. Just a touch of familiarity
was the sole indication that we were not grown

spect -themselves ;. but Charley sat silent and
gloomy.  As he would not ride back, and -Mr.

Conmgham preforred walking too, 1 gotinto " .

the saddle and rode by Clara’s side.. :
As we, approached the. house, Charley oropt

up to the other side of Clara's horse, and laid
his hand on his mane. :When he Rpoke, Clara
started; for she was lookmg the other way. and'

had not observed his approach.

.t Miss Clara;” he said, ¢ I am very sorry I

was 50 rude. - Will. you forglve me?.
© Instead of bemg hard to reconclle, as I had

feared: from her outburst- of mdlgnatlon, she &

leaned forward and laid her hand on his. . He
looked up in her face, his own’ suffused with a

('olour I had never seen in it:before. ‘His great ;
blue eyes lightened with' thankfulness, and 1
‘How ‘she! looked, I -
:She wrthdrew ‘her: hand a.nd g
Charley dropped behmd again.’ ‘In’a Nittle ;
- while he came up to my.side, and began talk- A

began to fill wrth tears.:
could not see, .

ing.:“He soon: got qlute merry, but Clara in

“ her tmu was silent;

-1 doubt if anythmg would be worth tellmg
but for what comes after. History itself would

“be ‘worthless - but for “what ' it cannot tell;
pon this' ground'.

namely, its:-own future; . Uj

“say:

men, Boys are especmlly grateful for respect'
from their_superiors, for it helps them to re- .

pose I thmk I have got my horse by the head
- and the other hagnot .

M I-don't know:..: 'I‘hn,t mAy . be lt ".1 an-
swered. e I'm: ‘afraid<I-can’t . thmk about it
to-nigkt, for ‘I don’t’feel well,: What “if it
should. be -your turn to nurse me - NOW,
Charley m '

He turned qmte pale hls eyes opened wnde,
and he looked at me anxxously

Before: morning’ I wag achmg all over: I
had rheumatlc fever

CHAPTER XIX.
CHARLEY NURSES MBE.

I saw no more of Clara, Mr, Comngham
came to bid me good-bye, and  spoke .very
kindly. Mr. Forest would Lave got a nurse
for me, but Charley begged go earnestly to be
allowed to return the service I: ha.d done’ for
him; that he yielded. '

I was in great pain for more than a week.
Charley’s attentions: were unremlttmg In
fact he nursed wme more like 4 woman than a
boy ; and made me think with some contrition
how. poor my. ministrations: had been, ' Even
after the worst was over, if I but moved, he
wagat my bedsidein a moment Certamly no
nurge could ‘have . surpassed - him:. ' I. coald
bear no one to touch me but him ; from any
one else I dreaded torture; and my medicine
was administered to:the very moment Ly my’
own old watch, which had been brought to do
its duty at least respectably.

One: afternoon, finding me tolerably com-
fortable, he said :

& Shall T read somethmn' to you Wilfrid 7 ”

He never calléd me Willie, as most of my
friends did.

«.I'should like it,” I answered

% What shall I read?” he asked.

¢ Hadn’t . you something in your head,” 1
ugomed ‘¢ when you pxoposed it?”

“ Well I had; but I don’t know if you
would. hke it.” ’

{tWhat did you think of, then ?”

“ 1 thought of a chapter-in the New Testa-
ment.” :

#« How could you think T should not hke
that 27

‘¢ Because I mnever saw  you
prayers.”

“ That is qmto true. -But you don't thiunk
I never say my prayers although you never
see me do it?”

The fact was, my uncle, amongst his other
peculiarities, did “not approve : of - teaching
children to say their prayers.  But he did not
therefore leave e without instruction in the

say . your

_ inatter. of praying—either the idlest or the

most availing of human actions, He wonld
.« Whenyou want:anything, ask for.it,
‘Willie; and 1f it is: worth: your having, you
will have it_. Bnt don’t fancy you are doing
(xod any, servrcc by praying to him." He likes
you' to pray to him because he loves, you, and
wants -you .to love: him.: And whatever you
do, don’t_go. saymg u lot of words 'you  don’t
mean: - [f you think™ you ought to pray, say
.your Lord’s Prayer, and . have done with it.” ‘I
had ‘'no: : theory” myself on: the mattér; but
when L was in misery on the wild mountains, -
-T'had indeed prayed ‘to God ; and had even

gone so far as to hope, when L. got what 1

“prayed for, that' he had heard my prayer.

Charley made no reply.

#It seems to me ‘bettér that sort of thmg
shouldn’t be seen, Charley,” 1. persisted. !
 Perhaps, Wllfrld but I: was taught tosay .
my prayers regularly. "

T don’t think much of - that either,” 1
nnswered @ But - I've  said. a: good many
prayers since T've been here, Charley.. "I can’t
- Bay, I'm sure it's any use, but I can’t help try-
ing after: somcthlng—I ‘don’t know what— -
bomethmg I wunt. and dou't know how to
; get ”
i But 1t’s only'the praycr of falth that's
heard ‘Do you believe, Wilfrid?”
“I don't know. I daren't’ ‘say ‘I don’t.
wish I could say I do.
wxll Ve considered.”.
U Wouldn’ “it

I .
~But I daresay thlngs

“be grand 1f lt was “true,

PRl What Charley"” SN :

“That God actually: let hls creatureb see
hrm-—-and——a,ll that came of it, you know.”
“ Tt would be: grand indeed I But :5UPPOS-
+ing it true, how could we be: expected to- be-

“leve it like’ them ‘that ‘saw him with their

‘own’ eyes ? I couldn't’ be _required . to’ believe -
.just as if T could have no doubt, . about it.

my: reader must excuse the apparent tuvnahty Lo

of the things I'am now. relatmg

-had a room:to oulselves—Charley sald
S 4T beh ved llke & brut “thi
Wllfnd Ny

n dof in

When we wére alone in our, roombthat nlgbtf ,
—for ever since ‘Charley’s ‘illness we two. had - exa

if they did’nt -

SEPTEMBER L e

It

.’t see whatn R

8 t0. what he meant; they == .




