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ready, helping hand of brotherly love to wretch.
ed roadside outcasts, Mr. Grey encouraged vice
in no limited degres. Simple obedience was
the law of his simple life. What the Master
taught with loving earnestness, the servant
learned with unquestioning faith, YWhere the
Leader had gone before, the soldier surely fol-
fowed. The Great Light had shone in the mldst
of & great darkness, Should not the reflection
of that light endeavor—though, at best, it could
be but faintly—to shine {n the yet undissipated
gloom? And yet, Mr. Grey was fallible. How
he was most 80, we shall better learn as our
tale goes on. .

Softly and sweetly the chimes of Clevedon
were floating on the August alr, the day on
which I propose this story should begin.

The Vicar and Miss Rachel, the Squire and
little Sybil, the two old ladles from Brierly
Grange, accompanied by three neat maid ser-
Yants, a poor blind man who had once been a
gardener at the Vicarage, and the clerk, formed
the somewhat limited party of worshippers
that entered that August morning the House,
which loving care and reverence had made so
fair and beautiful to look upon. The blind man
took his accustomed seat just under the pulpit;
the two old ladies, with thelr maids, filled a
benth not far from him; Miss Rachel knelt
where the colors from the great East window
fell in their mellowed brilliancy on the white
folds of her dress, and goftened the sunlight of
her waving hair; the clerk betook himself to a
peculiar structure of carved oak, close behind
the south-west door-—which eccentric-looking
domicile he had, with some difficulty, reserved
to himself when the church had been reseated
some years before; the Squire gat where he
oould obtain the best view of Miss Rachel Grey;
8ybil knelt by his side ; the Vicar rose from his

- kneeling posture in the reading-desk, and the

Holy Service began.

Let us look on the faces of eome of these as-
sembled few, while, for a brief hour or 0, they
are withdrawn from the outer world. There
are but few traces of coming age as yet ap-
parent in the blackness of the Squire’s thick
hair; but there are lines on his brow, and a
gloom In his proud black eyes that tell of
wounds received in 1ife’s sharp conflict—wounds
that, for all the Spartan cloak thrown over
them, are unhealed and smariing still. He
was tall—perhaps a little over than under six
feet in height—broad-shouldered, strong, and
straight. His forehead was square and wide,
and his eyes large, black, and luminous, with a
smothered fire away down in their depths, that
inapired fear as much as admiration for their
undeniable beauty. Xis nose was of the per-
fect Roman type ; bis face oval; the chin mas-
sive and finely turned, denoting strong will and
determination; his teeth white and even; his
mouth well cut and resolute, yet almost entirely
ooncealed. by a heavy black moustache, He
Was & singular stamp of beauty—a face we see
but once In a lifetime—a never-to-be-forgotten
faoe, yet ever floating and vanishing away as
We strive to see some falnt resemblance of its
rare beauty in the mass of humanity around us,
Itke the spirit in Dante’s Paradise,

And the Vicar, as he knelt in the quiet
churoh, and prayed with his clear, low volce so
earnestly—what a contrast was the holy calm
of his countenance to the world-marked one of
his neighbour! His hajr—now partially gray
~—had once been bright and brown, like the
daughter’s; his eyes, undimmed as yet by oom-
ing age, were dark and gray, like her's, t0o; the
forehead was broad, the nose straight; the
mouth delicate, yot firm in its expression; the
whole character of the countenance beautiful
in its benignity and gentleness, though united
with resolution. He was not a very tall man,
yot strongly bullt and well made, and stately
and erect in his bearing,

‘We need but to glance at Rachel Grey, after
this description of her faiher, and we see how
like she is to him—the same features, the same
vXprenaion, the same colouring; though in her,
being & woman, all more refined and delicate.

We turn now to little 3ybil, with eyes so dark
and lustrous, and the rich, deep color under the
olive-tinted skin, She islike the proud, tall man
beside her—not in the sternness of his beauty,
only in the beauty itsell. There is & softer,
better look in the child’s face than in his—a
look that seems to reflect something of the
spirit of Miss Rachel. Her hair is brown, and
dark, and long; and the child is slight, though
tall for her age, which perhaps is about twelve
years,

The soft August air came floating in through
the open church door, laden with the pleasant,

far-off murmur of the reapers. No one in that.

little band of worshippers—nol even the watch-
ful, never-to-be-tak@-in clerk—seemed to no-
tice that over that open doorway there flitted
every now and theun adark shadow.
it swayed forwards far into
suddenly vauished, only to reappear and disap-
Pear again as suddenly, Once, When the wary
olerk had turned round to the East, atthe C
the substance from which the shadow eman.
ated came Bodily into the aisle, seemed to listen
to the wenderful words, seemed to be trying to
utter them—vaguely, indistinotly, {mperfectly ;
falled utterly towards the close, cast s dreary
look around, stole forth again into the golden
sunlight. . .
Presently the prayers ceased; there was g
stiliness for & few minutes, brokeu only by the
tootsteps of Mr. Grey as he slowiy asceuded to
the pulpit. Then came the sim ple words of his
sermon: they told the story of the Great Love;
they urged what ourlesser love mightdo for one
snother; and, ss he spoke, the shadow orept

Bometimes -
the church, then |

back to the doorway, and streamed far into the'
church. After s little time, all heads were
bent for the blessing : earnestly and lovingly it
was given., Then ¢ame the last hush; but
Wwhen all rose to go, the shadow bad gone from
the doorway, and the sunlit strayed down the
aisle without check or hindrance.

The Bquire whispered to Sybil that he was
going to walk home with Miss Rachel Grey, and
that she was to return to the Manor by herself;
then hastily walked out of the church, leaving
the little girl alone in the porch. The child
stood siill for a moment or two, watching hér
father down the churchyard path, walking ra-
pidly, to overtake Miss Grey. A sad smile
fiitted over the bright little face as she saw him,
with haughty look and gesture, repulse a poor
wayside wanderer who had approached him, as
if to sollelt charity. Sybil's was atender heart;
and, just at this moment, it was dwellingon the
words of Mr, Grey’s sermon. “I wish Tather
were not so hard,” she said mentally, as she
walked out of the churchyard over the village
green, and entered the park. Strolling leisurely
under the trees, listening to the drone of the in-
sects in the scented air, with that pleasant song
from the harvest flelds fallfng ever and anon
on the ear, the child was unaware that she had
been followed ; and was much startled when, on
hearing herself addressed, she hastily turned,
and beheld the vagrant who had been repulsed
by her father. He was a man perhaps a little
over thirty, tall, and powerful-looking, with
brown, waving hair, and dark, brilliant eyes.
He spoke quickly and eagerly—

¢ Pardon me, lady !” Then, seeing the child
shrink from his approach, as if with fear, he
retreated a few steps; and endeavoring to calm
down his excited manner, continued-¢ Will
you tell me the name of this village ?”

¢« Clevedon,’ replied Sybil, timidly,

“Clevedale ?” repeated the man, who had
heard but imperfectly, the child’s voice was so
low; and he bent his head forward, to listen
more carefully.,

“Clevedon,” iterated Sybl], in a louder tone.

6 vagrant made a rapid step forward and
put his hand to his brow—a well-shaped hand it
was, betraying but few traces of manual labor.
A second or two he looked thoughtfully down
the long park glade, then asked, without rais-
ing his eyes—¢ Does the clergyman live at the
great house up there ” and he inclined his head
towards the Manor, . -

“No,” sald Sybil. «Hoe lives at the white
house, near the church. Do yonm-
him : -

“Who was it that waved me off llki & dog
Just now, over there by the graves " m&@ned
the wanderer, not noticing the child’s-question.
“The dark, proud-looking man who‘¢amse out
of the church, and was walking quickly after a
lady dressed in white. .-Did hs go to church to

learn to treat ‘s fellow.oreatury like that? I

waan't going to bég.of him.® - - .
The man was oxcitsd now,..He kajtted his
brow fiercely, and leant i hoavily on hiclench-
od right hand, LN
8ybil did not reply as oncs; &9 his re-
[ s q

“It was the gentleman who ’
house in this park. It wes Mr. Clevadon.”
The vagrant walked quickly, rapidiy dows th
glade, then stopped, and slowly rétraced his-
steps to the child, who by this time hiad kon
from her pocketall the money she had with her,
& bright balf-crown, A
¢Little girl—little lady,” said the maan, looking
far away through the long vista of trees; but
before he had sald any more, the child dropped
her little offering lightly into his hand. -
The man started, looked down at the shining
coln In his half-closed hand, changed éolour, was
about to murmhr something llke thanks; when,
fuddenly fixing his keen dark eyes on Sybil's
face, l'xe asked quickly «if she knew Mr, Cleve-
don ?*

“I am his daughter,” replied the child, quiet-

The vagrant drew his tall form to its full
helght. Sybil wondered how any one so wreich-
edly clothed, so utteriy destitute as this. poor
creature was, could look so stately and grand,

% Take back your gift,” he sald, loftlly, giving
back the haif-crown to the dismayed child. «I
am very wretched, and hungry, and miserable;
but I'll never touch that 1"

He was tarning away; but the great tears in
Sybil's eyes stopped him for a moment.

“Don’t be hurt, child, because I won't have
your money,” he said, in quite. & gentle tons.
“ You meant it for kindness, and God wiil bless
you for it, It's all the same to Him, you know ;
only, you see, I can't take it.” :

Then, with hig proud mouth trembling: with
; somse 1ll-concegleq feeling, and bis haughty head
erect, he atrode quickly away from Sybil down
the glade, and soon was lost among the trees.

CHAPTERIL

The night had come—the glorious Angust
night, With its .ungpeakable purity and calm,
Slowily the spiriy moon rose in the pale blue far-
off 8ky, like g gainted abbess, foliowed by a
scattered train of meek and bely stars, the nuns
and novices of Heaven's cloistérs.: - o

Under the eim trees, sn:the Vieakage: garden,
8t00d the Squire.and Miss Racliel Grey. They

she led at the Manor; of . bow:many & had
passed #ince her mothor ‘dled, that’ ske «d net
even remember her; and: Rachel ‘was wonder.
ing Where that dead mother’s grave eould be:
i 'where she hag lived, and where S8ybil wag born:

.| grding him with

were talking of 8ybil, snid of thé unohiMdlikeife |-
ybil, ve

{or on all these pointsthe HSquire was singularly
uncommunicative,

“Once or twice, 1n the course of that evening,
there had seemed to be some words hovering on
Mr, Clevedon's lips to which he gave no audible
expression : they came suddenly, as if prompted
by some impnulse of the heart; but no volce
could he find in which to give them utterance.
He knew that he should either gain much or
lose much by speaking those words alond, ‘and

some indefinable foreboding Inclined him to the-

losing side. It was pleasant to have the friend
ship of any one so pure and true as Rachel Grey
—pleasant fur him, and everything for his cbild.
It would be more pleasant still to have har love
as his wife; but, in asking for that, he ran thé
risk of losing all. He was not sure what her
feeling towards him might be; but he felt in-
wardly persunded of the Vicar's, and might not
the child be infinenced by the parent? Bothe
8quire reasoned with himself, and so the time
passed by.

They wera still talking under the elm trees on
the lawn, when the Vicar eame quickly out of
his study, and joined them.

“I am called suddenly to a very sad case,” he
laid,,”humedly- “Are you inclined to walk with
me :

This was to the Squire, who was not atall in-
clined to leave Miss Rachel alone ; but he bowed
his assent, and, excusing himself to the lady,
walked quickly off with the Vicar, down the
lane that skirted the gardens and meadows be-
longing to the Vicarage.

“There has been a poor man found in the
ruined barn, near the Grange,” sald Mr. Grey to
his companion, as they hastened along. *I
have only just heard of it. They tell me he is
very ill—perhaps dying. He is quite a stranger.
One of the unfortunate class of tramps, I fear.”

¢“Scamps would be the better term, don't you
think ?’ remarked the Squire, dryly.

“1 cannot say,” returned the Viear, in a ourt,
cold tone. And then, more gently, he added,
“It 18 not for me to judge.”

“You will send him on t0——-"Union, I sup-
pose,” continued Mr, Clevedon, mentloning the
name of the nearest town,

“No, decidedly not,” replied the Viear, with
great energy. I object far too much to our
workhouse system to avail myself, 1n the least
degree, of its cold charity. No, the poor fellow
must be cared for here. It will not be much tax
upon us to support him till he has quite recov-
:ed—lhopld he rot be 50 near death as we now
fear; and If he dles, it is but little to give hima

‘|'grave in our churchyard.”

The Squire had no opportunity of making
further remark just then, as they had arrived
at the ruined barn; and, entering together, the
brilliant moonlight, shining through the broken
rafters, discovered to them the tall form of a
man lying on some straw that a kind farm la-
bourer had hastily gathered together—on first
finding him in his wretched condition—before
golng to inform the Viear. Mr, Grey bent gently
over tne prostrate man, and earnestly regarded
him a fow moments without speaking. Brown,
Wwaving hair shaded a brow ‘that beipksned no
mesan intelleot; dark, brilliant eyes stared va.

‘| cantly from their sunken sockets, betraying that

that intellect was now behind & cloud. Fever.
fivahed, sinking, starving, almost at the lowest
ebb, {he binughty vagrant that had refused 8y.
bil's gift net many hours: before—the wavering
shadow that had hovered and fiitted about the
doorway of the church In the bright morning—
Wwas now lying low enough indeed.

“What is he muttering about—what does he
say 7 asked the Squire—for the parted lips of
m:r:ntmt Were moaning some unintelligible
words, .

Broken, vague sentences they were; haughty
refusals of proffered help ; vain attempts to utter
& childish prayer that, perhaps, long ago he had
learnt to pray at his mother's knee; fatile en-
deavours {0 rehearse coherently the solemn
words of the Creed; low, faint murmurings;
bopeless efforts to rise and pursue his wander-
ing way.

“] must go home at once and send down for
this poor fellow,” sald the Vicar to his compae
nion., ¢IWill you stay here till my return ?”

The Squire. gave his assent, and Mr. Grey
walked quiokly from the scene of suffering on
his errand of mercy.

Ralph Clevedon leant against the broken door-
way, and the.moonlight fell full on his dark,
handgome .face. A strange position for the
wealthy landowaer, he was thinking, to be
watching by the side of a wretched outcast—one
:of & olass with whom he had no sympathy, and
6 whom his rule of justice never seomed 1o have
any referenge, :

A low yet saarp

'y from the interior of
sbod startied him frmg o 2O e

from the reverie into which
he was falling ; and, quickly re-entering the
broken doorway, he saw that the sick man had
half raised limself from the ground, and Was re.
& look of defiant pride.
hand was raised: with haughty gesture to wave
l;'lm Off; the Lot Mps were parted to utter Lhese

«I will not have yonr help.”

Then defiance, pride, lnuﬁimoe, faded from
the brilllant eyes; the upraised hand fell help-
lessly dowh ; the words became coufused, then
indistinet; he fell baok oy the ground with low
moans of pain, and the cloud that bad sbrouded
hleB :’!?:S:O;q booamm ° "‘;l;on dense than ever.

+But Squire, standing by the side of thls
‘poor eredtire, looked down u{xm him with ait

the haughtiness and scorn
coun! gone from his prood

taken their place!
Ralph Clevedon 8trode out of the rained fhed

One |

0e, and remorse and suffering having | this 1

i

into the still August night, and from the :‘a;z
of his hidden natare there burst & zroa"m o bek”
—pain, not caused by the sufferings of on tlist
gar he had left alone, only by the look on (B2
beggar’s face as he sank helplessly b""lw,,n-_
ground. For he had seen a likeness in '
grant—this castawny of soctety—%
wonderful likeness he had seen to one 'nl the
long since ceased to walk with him 8“; ate
beaten track of his )if , who might "h, b
been walking there, if—if only—— tbl""
little word ¢ only ;" containing, oftener $2%
think, the history of a lifetime ! naviof
Ralph Clevedon was not singular iB peé 65
his deepest feelings stirred by this cbaU®L .,
Pression in a stranger’s face. We all '°:
likenesses as we go through life—the 'f. s
likeness, in some stray waif of humanityr f,y
being who has been the embodiment of D7
to our souls. oA TS
Once or twice hestols back to the raine g
and looked down into the face of the PPV . sp
man—as If to seek that look again; 87 b
time he shuddered, and hastened out 18%
moonlight. 108
When the Vicar returned with the ”’"f&
ho had procured to convey the sick maB
Vicarage, he was too much occupled t0 ',gof w
the hastiness with which the Squire po!""
departure, and that he was not the self- pi
ed man of the world he had always kb W
to be. pe,
Bat ltitle Sybil, who was waiting to WIfb g,
good night, thought he was strangely
and almost cold in his manner; yeta%m in
when she was lylng more than half- mpuw
her little white bed, she had a dim PE b
of bim bending over her in the moon“‘gw
& tender look on his face she had ne':,‘m B
seen; and then, as her thoughts and st
came confused by the sleep that W8 %uy
binding her in his fetters, the form of ber med .
a8 he paced up and down the room, “ehﬁ
bear a strange resemblance to that of v X ﬂ""
wanderer she had spoken to in tbe P"‘“p‘oﬁ
morning. The haughty head, the defiant 11 1be
the courtly bearing, were all the samo—-"",g.
same! The gaunt look of suffering, w‘b}l)l%" W
the rags, were only wanting in the ©
certain vision to complete the picture. 1 P°"*
Undoubtedly, the Squire’'s usual se-” y

{1
ston had utterly forsaken him this August g’. uis
but it is only fair for us to measure h"lnm o
own rule of justice, and totally acquit B v the
any sympathy with the tramp. Ind oy P
poor, wretched man, his utter destitut! 80 p“
his sickness perhaps unto death, formed B
of the Squire's perturbed thoughts. .

. . 3 . . ."]

More than three months had P":;:‘htl'
since the August moon looked down th b,ud‘
broken rafters of the rulnedlbarﬂn J-
the good Vicar in his work of love.

The summer was dead and buried; 893 wor?
thetr distant home the heavy snow ©l0 .nﬂ‘”
slowly coming to make shrouds for the p B
flowers. Clouds of change, too, had oom“’“ o
their shadow.world, and settled on th'o“"ao‘
some of the few who gathered in
Church that bright, gone-by morning as :

The Squire had become morose 8D 4]
the Vicar pre-ocoupled by some secret
Rachel pale and sad-looking ; Sybil's ' ‘.,d!
lonesome than ever. Time had only des!
with the roadside wanderer. nnﬂ"

It would be difficult to recognisze In the " ‘55
some man that was sitting, one
in November, in the Vicarage llbﬂ‘"’” stats?
in bis stately carriage the nnmistakab @, re-
of bigh birth—it would be very diffio%  ‘upet
cognize in him the poor, wretchod V8T8 pt
had cast himself down to die that Aﬂx“’w‘,‘ o0d
Yet it was he, restored to health of DV . srsd
body—clothed, grateful, Lappy. Fl’omn pes
moment that the vicar had lookod d"" 20
In the ruined barn, he was aware that @ _iy.
mon heggar called for the exercigo of hll';oﬂ‘ poo”
There is an indescribable something 859 1y,e8
ple of gentle or noble birth that sepd . _the o
as completely from the commonalt¥ nl“‘"
naille of society—as a range of moun e

separate one nation from anotber. It '::';m
that necessity has placed them on a0 W o, bt
footing betwaen two classes; it may be and ash
slights of Fortune’s favourites fall th!oxn ”
Where they are so sure to be kooﬂlym_ atmo?”
although they may plorce the supcrl ot belss®
phere that surrounds these most dliu"M 4
they can never dissipato it. ROO‘“;d est and.
be, that the waves of litle-minileCEC gy~
ignorance fruitlessly enveavour t;)‘ :9” :
Yet rocks they nevertheless rein .
The Vicar waos alsositting, that ﬂm‘:‘l:: pood’
ber afternoon, in his library. His bpl'ﬂ(
closed over a letter he had boen Nﬂd“’f;‘_ "
shading bis eyer froin the bright ﬂf’“‘;fw pi
“ I am troubled,” ho sald softly, &8 = N
self. «I do nol see my way.” 4108 pod*
The young man, who had been TOAZ0 ged
one of the windows, quietly closed bis -
came round to tho fire, o
'l‘ Is it about me you are troubled ? - j
Quickly, : "
“No,” repliod Mr, Grey, raising hl:.:"f,';;o.
eyes to the brilliant dark onesof hﬂ“'l’ oved tﬁ‘;
2M not troublod about you. I D*i 0 e .
Plicitly a1l you told e of yourse t'nvln’d’"
Sought the proofs, which were all-c0T ol 8¢
You will return to the world to-moOrT
botter, T trust—nay, indeed, I am 'ue
sbarp giscipline you nave undergone:
overy fith in you, Re honourable, "
Uent, ang forgiving”—the Viear ke
t word—«and the rugged P& o
straight for you yet. No; 1a8%
ahout yon,' ’
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