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Muttering an cath, he turned on his heel and
1eft her to herself,

The next morning her father bade her
“Good-bye." In parting. he said meaningly :

‘Christine, beware {'

Again she turned upon him that peculiar
look, and replied, in a low, firm tone:

*That expression applies to you alsn, let us
both beware, lest we rcrent at leisure.’

The wily man, skilled in character, was
now thoroughly convinced thatin his daughter
he was dealing with a nature thoroughly
different from his wife’'s—that be was now
confronted by 2 spirit as proud and imperious
as hisown. He cleatly saw that force, threat-
<aing, sternness would not answer in this case,
and.that if he carried his points, it must be
through skill and cunning. Bysome means he
must gain her consent and co-operation.

His manner changed. Instinctively she
divined the cause ; and hers did not. ere-
fore father and daughter parted as father and
daughter ought never to J:m

After his departure she was to remain at
West Point till the stason closed, and then
accompany Mrs. Von Brakheim to New York,
where she was to make a. long a visit as she
chose—and she chose to make quite a long
one. Inthe scenery and society of the officers
at West Point, and the excitements of the
metropolis, she found more to oecur her
thoughts than she coald have done at Chicago.
She went deliberately to work to kill time and
sngtgh such fleeting pleasures from it as she

t. .

m%'hcystx ed in the country till the pompand
glory of 5ctober 0 illumx}:x:!cp the
mountains, and then (to Christine’s regret)
went to the city, There she entered into
cvery amusementand dissipation that hertastes
permitted, and found much pleasure in fre-
queat visits to the Central Park, although it
seemed twme and antificial after the wild gran-
deur of the mountains. It was well that her
natare was high toned, that she found enjoy-
ment oniy in what was refined or inteliectual.
Had it been otherwise she might s003 have
taken, ia her morbid, reckless state, 2 path to
swift and remediless ruin, as mary a2 poor crea-
ture all at war with happiness and truth, has
dooe. And thus in & mddy whirl of excite-
ment (Mrs. Von Brakbeina's normal condition)
the days and weeks 5 il at-tast,
thoroughly satiated and jaded, she concloded
to tetui? home, f(;li:e-he s&ke ofvx b h:xnd

t, if nothing rs. Von im
g::ed with herin much regret. ' Where would
she find sach another ally in her determined
struggleto be talked abort aud envied a little
more than some other pushing, jostling vo-

; hngx-aoof ; ?sl she mad urney,

In s ot sleep c the jo A
and inthe dusk of = winter's day her father
drove her to their beantiful ldme, but which,
from association, was now almost hateful to
her. Sﬁ‘ll!b she was mcug:: think or suffer
moch. ey met o very politely,
and their intercourse assumed at omci{s
wonted chagzcter of hizh-beed courtesy, though
perhaps a little more void of manifested sym-
pathy an.di :éﬁ'cclion th;n before. 4 .

Several days passed in langu’d s, , the
natural mlc:{,:n of past “d‘_mgﬂmym:n
cvent occurred which most trosoughly aroused

CHAPTER XXXVIIL.

AN ATZARIYION.
Mr. Lodolph bad boped to hear on his

return that Deanis was dead. Tha: would pe

end all difictlties. Mr. Schwarte did not
know—he was not at last accournts. Ernst
was summoned.  'With 8 bright, hopeful face
he stated that his mother jast zeceived a
letter saying Dennis wasa little better. He
;:l':odl sarprised at his employers beavy

+ He will Jive,” mused Mr. Lodolpk: “and | with

pow shall I permit him 10 retum tomy em-
ploy, of discharge him?*

His brow cootracted in lines of thought that
-qmd shrewdpess, cuzaiog, Dothing
wanly, aod warly be judged. ’

-1?1 do not tikc{mn. he will go to Mr.
‘}::zew mbt:‘;:a'ui\;gé Hcmwla}’mnm,

t - be more - tecoughly under
surveillance,

will beia manegiag him. This I could mot
8o if be were in the store of my rival.’ And
20 for wncomscioas Lennis this important

ruised I' eyelaimed M. Bruder, who had to
eave the roout %o })revcnt an explosion of his
grateful, hlp;?' celings, that might have
proved too rudea tempest to Dennis in his
weak state, He was next secu striding across
the ficlds to a neighboting grove, cjaculating
as hewent, ‘When he retuzned, his eyes shone
with a great peace and joy, and he had wi-
dently been with Him who had cast out the
demon from his heart,

Day after day Dennis rallied back into life.
Unlike poor Christine, be had beseath him
the two strongest levers, love and g:yu. and
steadily they lifted him up to Ith and
strength and comparative Ecuc. At last he
was able to sit upaad walk about fecbly, and
Mr, Bruder relurned rejoicing to_his family.
As he wrung Dennis’ hand at parting, he sa'd
in rather a hoarse voice ¢

‘If apy von tell me Gott is not yood and
heareth not prayer, den I tell him he von
grand heathen. Oh! but ve vill velcome you
soon. Ve vill haf de grandest suppes, de
grandest songs, de grandest—' but just here
Mr. Bruder thought it prudent to pull his big
fur cap over his eyes, and make a rush for the
stage.

lﬁs if by tacit understanding, Christine’s
name had not been mentione | during Den-
nis’s recovery. But one evening, after the
little girls had been put to bed, and the lamp
shaded, be satin the twilight room, looking
fixedly for & long time at the flowing embers..
His mother was moving quictly about, putting
away the tea-things, cleaning up after the
children's play, but asshe worked she furtively
watched him. At last, coming to hisside, she
pushed back the hair that seemed so dark in
contrast with the thin white face, and said
gently, :

* You are thinking of Miss Ludolph, Den-
nis.’ He had some blood yet, for that is not
the glow of the fire that suffuses his cheek ;
but he only answered quietly :

¢ Yes, mother.’

¢ Do you think you can forget her?’

‘I don't know.

¢ Prayer is a mighty thing, my son.’

 But perhaps it is not God's will,’ said Den-
nis, despondently.

¢Then, surely it is not yours, my child.’

¢No mother,” said Dennis, with bowed-
head and low tune, *but yet I am human and
weak.’

¢ You would stil} wish that it were His will 2’

*Yes ; I could not help it.’

¢ But you would submit ?’

‘ Yes, with His help I would,’ firmly.

¢That is sufficient, my boy; I have soch
confidence in God thzt I konow this matter
will result in a way to secure you the greatest
happiness in the end.’

ut after & little time he nghed wearily :
¢ Yet how hard it isto wait till the great plan’
is worked out.’

Solemnly she quoted : j

¢ God will render to every man according to
his deeds. To them who ient OOt A% w
ance ixl well-doing, seex for poryand honor
and immortality, cternal life.

Braced by the stirring words of inspintion,
nmnftbued by his mother’s faith, he looked
up aftera moment and said earnestly, .

¢ Atany rate I will try to be 2 man in your
zc;ul'e,oftbc word, and that is saying a great

She oeamed at him through her spectacles
over her knitting needles ; and he thought as
he gazed fondly at her, that in spite of her
quaint, old-fashioned garb, and homely occu.
Pation, she appeared more truly & saint than
any painted on cathedral windows.

He s00n noticed that his mother had grown
quite feeble, and determined on his return to
take ber with him, believing that. by his care,
and wisc use of tonics, he could restore her to
her wonted strength. FHis increased salary
now justified the step.

Early in November his ician 3aid he
ight return to basiness if he woald be pru:
dent. He gladly availed himeelf of the per-
mission, for be looged to heem again.

The dlerks welcomed bim ly, for his
good mature had disarmed at his

* Pethaps she has told him,’ thought he,
andnoox; his cwn mannec %

think of bim with respect.
At the Brodes’s the Millennium came wita
Dernis, mebau:.tltz the fatted: calf was

fts appearance with the time he had first
seen it, ¢ my small investment of kindaess and
cffort in this case has returned large interest.
I think it pays to do good.’ .

The evening was une of almost unmingled
happiness, cven 1o hissore, disappointed heart,
arid passed iuto memory as among the sun-
niest. places of his life.

He found a pleasant little cottage over on
the West side, part of wbich he rented for his
mother and sisters,

With Mr. Ludolph's permission he went
after them, and installed themin it. Thus he
had what he needed all along, a home—a
resﬁng-eluc for bLody and soul, under the
watchful eye of love.

About this time Dr. Arten met him—stared
a tnoment, then clapped him on the back in
his heatty way, saying,

¢ Well, well, young man 1 you have cause to
be thankful, and not to the doctors, either.’

¢ 1 think I am,’ said Dennis, smiling.

Suddenly the doctor looked grave, and
asked in a stern voice,

¢ Are you = heathen, or & good Christian?'

I hope not the former,’ repliet Denais, a
tittle startled.

‘Then don’t go and commit suicide again.
Don't you inow that flesh and blood can only
stand so mlich? When an intelligent young
fellow like you goes seyond that, he is com-
mitting suicide.  Bless your soul, my am.
bitious friend, the ten commandmentsain't all
law of God. His laws are also written all
over this long body of yours, and you came
near paying a pretty penalty for breaking
them. You won't get off the second time.’

‘You are right, doctor, I now see that 1
acted very wrongly.’

¢ ¢ Bring forth fruits meet for repentance,’ I
am rich enough to give sound advice,’ said the
brusque old physician, passing on.

¢Stop a moment, doctor,’ cried Dennis, ¢1
want you to see my mother.’

» *\Vhat is the matter with her? She been
breaking the commandments, too?’

‘ Oh, no " exclaimed Dennis. *She is not
2 bit of a heathen.’

‘I am not so sure about that. I know
many eminent saints in the church who will
cat lobster zalad for supper, and then seand for
the doctur and minister before morning. There
isa precious twaddleabout ¢ mysterious Provi-
dence.” Providence isn't as mysterious
as people make out. The doctor is expected
to look sympathetic, and call their law-break-
ing and 1ts penalty by some outlandish Latin
name that noone can understand. I give 'em
the square truth, and tell "em they've been
breaking the commandments.’

Denniscould not forbear smiling at the doc-
tor’s rough handling of humbug, even in one
of its most res bliguisa Then remem-
bering his mother, he added gravely :

¢1 am truly anxious about my mother, she

grown so feeble. I want,and yet dread,
> xruth.’
Lyt it bantering -manuner of the good old. docs
torchangedatoocc.andheni{ kindly :

¢ I'll come, ay boy, I'll be in within a few
dag. though 1 am nearly run off my feet.

c went off mattenng, *Why don't the
Nﬂe send for some of the yoougsters that
‘sii.t’ ?'ckingnp their Deels in their offices all

Dennis soon fell into the youtine of work
and grew stro rapidly. But bis face had
acquired x gravity, a something in expression
that only experience gives. which made him
appear older by ten years. All trace of the
boy had gooe, and his face was now that of
the man, and of one who had suffered.

As s0on as he recovered sufficient strength
to act with_decision, he indignantly tried to
banish Christine’s image from bis memory.
But he found this impossible. Though at
times his eyes would flash in view cf her treat-
ment, they would soon grow gentle and tender,
and he found bimself excusing and extenuating
by the moet special pleadings that which he
bad jusily condemned.

Ops= ing his mother stastled bim out of
a reverie L. which he had almost vindica-
ted Christine by saying : ,

¢ A very pleasant smile has been gradually
N oher ’x('ua““‘%‘e,m' ly, *pesha

ozher,’ ingly,
I bave jodped Miss Ladolph bni{y.'r P

*Your Jore, not your reason, has evidently
been ‘Jﬂading for her.’

 Well, mother, I sappose you are right.’

pretty theoty on this subject, but it seems
more pretty than twe. Marriage makes a
vital difference. It is the closest union that
we can voluntarily form on earth, and is the
emblem of the spiritual oneness of the be-
liever’s soul with Christ. We may be led
through circumstances, as you have been, to
love one with whom we should not form such
a union. Indeed, in the true and mystic
meaning of the rite, you could not marry
Christine Ludolph. 'I‘Ke Bible declares that
man and wife shall be one. Unless she
changes, unless you change (and that God for.
bid), this could ot be  Youwould bedivided,
scparated in the deepest essentials of your life
here, and in every respect, hereafter. ” Again,
while God loves every sinful man and woman,
He does not take them to His heart until they
cry out to him for strength to abandon the
evil He hates. ‘There ate no unchanged, un-
renewed hearts in heaven.’

¢ Oh, mother, how inexorable is your logic,’
said Dennis, hreathing heavily,

*Truth in the end is ever more merciful
than falschocd,’ she answered gently.

After & little, he said, with a heavy sigh,
¢ Mother, you are right, and I am very weak
and foolish.’

She looked at him with unutterable tendcr-
ness ; she could not crush out all hope, and
so, whispered, as before, ‘ Prayer is mighty,
my child. It is not wrong for you to love.
Itis your duty, as well as your privilege, to
pray for her. Trust your teavenly Father,
do His will, and He will solve this question in
the very best way.’

Dennis turned to his mother in sudden and
passionate carnestness, and said :

‘Your prayers are migbty, mother, I truly
believe. Oh, pray for her, for my sake as
well as hers. £ooking from the human side,
1 am hopeless. It 1s only God’s almighty

wer that can make us, as you say tzuly one,

fear that now sheis only a heartless, fashion-
able girl.  Yet, if she 1s only this, I do not
sec how I came to love heras I do. But my
trust now 1is in your prayers to God.’

¢And in your own, also; the great Father
loves you, too, my son. If He chooses that
the dross in her character should be burned
away, and your two lives fused, there are in
His Providence just the fery tnals, just the
circumstances that will bring it about.” (Was
she unconsciously uttering a prophecy?) ¢ The
crucible of affliction, the test of some great
emergency, will often develop a seemingly
weak and frivolous girl into noble life, where
there isreal gold of latent worth to beacted on.’

i Christine Ludolph is anything but weak
and frivolous,’ said he. ‘{{ef character is
strong, and I think most decided inits present
bent.  Bot as you say, if the Divine Alchemist
wills it, He can change even the dross to
gold, and bum unbelief to faith.’

Hope ! Christine. There is light coming,
m as yet you cannot see it. There are

dark curtain of death and despair can
never shut down tpon & llfe linked to heaven
by such true strong prayers.

And yet the logical results of wrong-downg
will work themselves out, sin must be punished
and faith sorely tried,

Dennisbheard incdentally that Charistine was
absent on a visit to New York, but ‘knew
nothing of the time of her ceturn.

He now bent himself steadily and resolately
to the mastering of his business, and under
Mr. Bruder’s direction resumed hisart stodies,
though now in such moderation as Dr. Arten
would commend.

He 1lso entered on an artistic effort that
tax His genius and powers to the very utmost,
of which more anoa.

Bytbct};nc Chtisﬁncmnt:ﬁd, he was
quite himself again, though mu er and
thncr than when fiist entenng lhcgta}:m.

———

After Christine had been home nearly a
week, het father, to rouse her out of ber list-
lessness, said one morning :

* We have recently rexcived qnite a remark-
able painting from l!mope—yousn’ll &nd itin
the upper show-room, and had better come
down to-day and see it. for it may be sold
s00a. ] think you would like o copy one oc
two figures in it.

The lassitude from: her New York dissipe-
tion was passing away, and her active natare
beginning 1o cxert itsell again. She started
up and said :

¢ Wait five minules and X will get sketching
material and go down with you.’

zmake biack white.’ Dy 2¢ss0n of ber interdict, made 5o carnestly,
st the Divine love has dooc, bat at ia- Bt Bther T e et the oty
ite cost 1o itself.’ ALEr
<Oh ! that my love, at cost to itsel, Dennis Fleet. The very fact that no ooe had

culdlaabahlothengw‘llzofabdxm,'
mid Debnis, in a Tow, earnest tooe,

anion. e whole tone of your tooral charac-
ter would have to be lowered to pormit even
| Dennis, almost impa-

r unounqnu:blelovef.it
i nearly the sume 23 if I were martiod to her

‘.o,-y non,l‘thbk not. I know your

spoken of .him sinceihat dreadful day when
tdings came in -ou every side that he could
not live, was conirmation in her mind that he



