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FOIRGOTTEN ]DÂYS. dénouemenst of many plots ! Loat often, both dot

"Wbmt ls the burtben of thy song, author andl "readler" appar-ntiy bec>ýme, in see
0O1ittie brookiet, say t mazes and entanglements wbicb eemed to bave 4

1 asked a tiny rivuiet no end. But, on the otber band, fresh and thi
1 wandered by to-day. brigbt there came toelîim sometinies glimpses of tin

"Wbat le the murmuring of thy voice,frsribmns.Te e ud oe wo b
Or of thy gentle lay'' rsbihmics ThmoadwmewotE

A taie forgotten as 'twas told, but lived on paper grew realities to bim, and sisi
Faded witb yeterday f lbe seemed to pass tbrougb scenies pictured by "i

Couidst thou not dye smre panters brush sutepn.o
Wi!th ail tby golden ebeen ? utepn.o

Or fnrnigh orne poor simple bard Mr. Newconte had no inmagination, therefore ani
With an ail gioions therne ? imaginative works lhad no attraction for bim.
Of oteldrmle anathu Hayward, on the contrary, read with eagerness Mi
0f oid ro ae t-e ain, tlîe writings of those wbo couid ponrtray wbat a

Andsiegthe lyeofyone ays, b e felt. Once witb grim amusement Mn. New- soi

Cati on the bille, the trees. the skies, cone stood unseen a few minutes behind bis Hi
The snes imperial gtow,

To pant again the magie scenes uew Il readeî," watcbing bini Sitting literally ti
0f rnan.y yeare ago 1 wnapt in Somte proofs lying before iîint. Hay- kii

Awake, again. the noble laye, ward's soul was îîot in tht' duli, dusty office. It
Nor lot frgotten be,

The good old daye of farne renow ned. bad passed away fromn beneath tbe Icadeti No- Hi
Hernie chtvatry 1 vember sky above ; from the rosi and clin of ch

Perbape, e'en here, where 110W 1 stand. traffic arotnnd bini. He was following tbe niN
Some Roman Chieftain trayed, temptatiolîs of atiother mîan's heart. H1e was M

Or e'eu môme rude pbaanx dnew uPstnigo th'eaor u beiîgteJ
ln trou fonce arrayed. sadn ntesahr n ernteJ

Sorne Ruoman aomp, or tant been pitched waves, wbose cadeu ce broke at the apeil of the ov
Here on thie very lea. writer's words. Newcome, sour anid piacticai, dy

On oine ingloinue kirmieh fought okdwt soîsîsn tteepeso fa
Unknown to itory. okdwt soshin ttexpsinof u

Yea, perhapa, e'en frotb y crysial fount Hayivards face. Then lie gave bimi a Sharp TI
Some dytsgi warrior drank, tap on the shonîder, and at bis touch the' dusty ch

As on the btoody field of war office, the dreary sky, the din aroutid, caine Fe
Iu agony he sank.

Or, perbape, smre fair-haired Saxon came back to the Ilneader's" mnid. H
To meet ie maiden bere, IlYou don't say you cati really intereat your. sp

Or piucked smre pale forget-menot self now in suell bosh 2?" asked Newcome. su
" 'milongintoablisdean. "tpThis is not bosh, ir," ansivered Hayward, ai
Anade witb a bilsornefai , witb kindliîîg eyes, iaying bis banda on the tu

A"rnaiden witb anrosy cbeek prooifs before him. -"1 wonid give ail nîy life n(
And colle ofeiken bau .to be able to make ment aîd womeîî lîve as this cc

ghe cornes! she cornes!1 to meet ber love, mnde.
With joy &he cannot peak, mnde.

But, the only weicorne she neede give, "Il't'a just a trick," answveîed the coid, pîac. te
Is painted on ber cbeek. tical pinter. ri

She cornes ! &h cornes i wlttbdowncast eyes, "Atikotb bndpeias"sidHy
To ibis encbanting cene ; " rc ftebnpras"si -h

He stretelies ont bis willing band ward, Il which draws tlîe picturQa that the' soul di
To guide ber 'orentbe strearn. bas seen. These nmen aînd woneui," hie welt on, t(

Thegolen leaueofmnsbne i~again toucbing tbe proofs, «'that uow livt. for SE
Tbis lonely vatley wide, us, bave lived for their creator. The passionîs

Antd stnangeiy peacef ut seerne it frorn tlat bie nakea them feel, hie bas felt ; thein s
Thbusmy worid outide, struggie, their disappointinents mîut ail have

Save for the distant echoes of paasedi througb the writer's beait !"1h
The black cnowi§s bitty cny, Il ity biini tlieti," pithily observed Newvcoine,

And the yoting binde sweetty twittentng,
And the strearntet nushing by. shruggiiîg bis abouldens.a

[Tbese hunes, furniabed us by a leadingcitizen, "Oh ! no ir !" said Hayward witb cei-

are tbe composition of a girl just enteingnaise - h ni. IlHow cati we pity one m ho must1

teans, and, as such, are worthy of much prase.cati look iii a man's face and weigli him jus tlyb
-Ed. CAN. ILL. NEWS.] in a balance, wbo secs so far beyond wbat we

set', that tbe very tbouigbts or tiiose arouuid bimt
flow front bis aubtie pan." '

~~Y~A TY ~ Don't believe it," said Newecme."DyB i~~ &z T E W . tell me now that one of these writer flos
aye, tlîe best of tlîem-could look at me, and1

A NOVEL tell what was pasaing in tny uîiîd ?"I

Zy ~Hayward wiacly ouly laugbied in aîîswer to
this question. Mr. Ncwconîe beiieved bimsclf1

MISS DORA RUSSELL, to be a very clever man, who bad not met with
bis deserta. 1He viewed bis nieigbbours tlîronglî

Àutthor of " Footpriîd.s in, the Stow," IlThe what hie thougbt were calm, saîcastic, but veny

Miner's OWAt," A n7abcl's Rival,"Il&c., &c. superior spectacles. H1e saw the follies of man-i
kiud, and alas, poon inan ! forgot lus own. Ha
was sour, bad-tempcred, and not very grateful.%

CHAPTER XX. For instance, bie faIt no gratitude to bis brother-1

AMONG TYPE. in-law, Moxam, for leîîding bim two thouaand1
pounds, yct that two tbousaud pounda had uin-

Hayward went down to Southampton Build- doubtedly saved bimt fron baîikruptcy. But1
inga on the following morniiîg at ten o'clock, ou tbe otber baud, he was a sbrewd aud, in
and saw Mn. Newconîe. It was a dismal moîn- some ways, cetainly a clever man. But it was a
ing, and it scemed a dismal place. It was ini one bard, uninterestiîîg, self-satisficd cleverness.c
of the amallan streets nean Covent Garden Mar- His mind was sot big enough to see bow littie1
ket that tbe prntiug offices of Messrs. Salkeid h.e was, for humility beloîîgs to bighen sudE
aud Newcoitîe wenc situated, sud b're (after cleaner perceptioxîs than bis were. He couldi
clinuiing up the dank, dusty staircase) bu was not n ens tand Ha yward's enthusiasm, there-
ushered into Mn. Newcome's presence. fore, but Haywand could uîîderstand hini. The1

Mn. Newconîe looked sonren thait ever. H1e hiewd, narnow mîindi lay open to bis Il xeader's"
was Sitting corecting proofs at bis desk, sud large, uîîsatiafied, alf.coudieînuing soul. t
his lrown, curly, wig.like bain was rougit, sud Yet they got on fairly well together. Hay.-
bis face was fltished, atnd be bad a l'en tlîtust, wand was industrious, steady, sud attentive,
as it were, intlignatîtly babiîîd bis ear. and Mn. iNewconuc fully appreciatted ail thiese1

"9Oh, it's you," bie said, looking u ) as Hay- qualîties. His brotlîcn-itî-law Moxam aakedi
ward a 1)ptared. " Well, so you t1hink you cani hlm lîow the youtîg îîîaiî was gettiug on, suidt
do ibis sont of stuif, do your' And lhe dashed was se welpleased with tht' swer, tlîat bie(
bis baud down expîessively on part of the cotomatidetl b l Mania" to write and ask the(
proof t*fote bim as hie spokie. ilyouîîg feller" again to ditîner.i

Iif you give me a chance I wiil try," an- I dont forget be's îîîy nepbew-in-iaw, any(
ewert'd Hayward, witlî a sînile. more than I did not foîget Newcome is îuiyi

IlIt's uothing to sînile about 1 cati tell you," brotber-in-law wben 1 lent hlm that two thon-(
contiuued Mr. Newcome, pettiably. "Why sand pounds, Maria," lie said, upon Mrs. Moxam E
people write sncb astnf-wlîy wonîen wlîo ongbt making sotue liglit objection to bis proposa],
to ha eîigagcd înaking îînddings-anythiîig use- sud after tbis hint (as hie caled it) Il Maia"i
ful-waste ink sud papîer as tlîey do, I canot complied with ber husband's nequcat.1
conceive !"- Andi Mr. Newcome onîce more Thus Hayward rcceived a second invitation
dashed bis baud indignantly clown on the to Fiorentia Villa, aud did not ejoy bis second
pnooifs. visit thene any miore -thati bis fiast. His ldeat

'l Weil. it's not ail stiif," aaid Haywîîîd. drab-tinted cousin was ditantly civil, but flic

oton ays that duning the hast few days he
as no chanîge."
IlHumph !" said Mn. Moxam, pulling at bis
icek goid watch chain. "lMaris," lia con-
îued, with a suddeu hunat of geucrosity, for N
àe meuîony of bis flrst young wife, sud her girl P
ster, for a moment agailu came back to hlm, M~

isn't thane auy kitchen stuif-mutton-bnotb nu
rthe likc-you could send Mrs. Haywand- bi
id a few grapes 2" mc
Il h will sec about it," answered the second IF
nrs. Moxam, rcpnessively. And, accondingiy, e,
few days aftcîwaids two smail tin cases of ni

oup sud soîie forcigu grapes weîe heft at Mrs. ti
fayward's hodgiîîgs ; Mis. Moxam tbinkirg el
bat aba thus fulfilled evary duty of Christian a]
luduess te lier busbsnd's dyiug sisten-in-law.
It seenîed lika passing into anothen woîld to oi

layward wlîen ha re;tcled the amahl, but p
2eeiful, nooma at Chelsea, wlîere -bis niothen tl
ved, alter this second dreary visit to the' ý
[oxanîs. Witb bis mother hae found Horace ti
fenvis. Tht' eveniug senvice at bts cburch was tl
)ver, sud ha bad coma to ait ail boni witb bis hi
lying friand. Everytblug ih. tht' noom bad si
=cb a peacaIful look as Haywand entered it. h
rhe sick womail was lyiug back iin an easy o
bfain by the fic, sud she bad now cotuforta, nay r
wan huxunies, around ber. A bouquet that t
[ayward bad hnoîîght baer from Covent Gardeni, i
ýplandid grapes that Jenvis's geiîenoîs baud bad t
iupplied. Tha poor lady, wbo had piucbedc
nd balf.stanved bersaîf se that she miglît ne- 1
turtu to ber sou some of bis liard earnings, waa
n0w suppoitecl by wine sud everytbîîîg she
could takc. Thus the bneatb of lîfe within bier, i
which bad flickercd so veîy how, had gaiued at
em poîsy streugth. Mis. Hayward lookedy
mucb hatteî than &lbe bad doue When bier son1
had coma baek to bier. Tîuc, the deadly1
lisease liad too flîm a bold upon lier frail fname1
to leave it, but the conîfoîts that sha now puos-1
sessed uaturally soothad and supponted han. 1

IlWe have bean tslkiug of you, îny dean,"i
sha ssid, as Haywand approacbed.

"Have you V" lie anasweîcd. and ha kissad
ber clîeek.

IlAnd bow bava yon eujoyad younself, lPhil ?"
asuked Mis. Haywaîd, foudly.

IlYou know the Moxams, mothen," said
Hayward, Ilthat la a sufficiant suswer ;" sud
he ast down witb s weanicd sigb, puttiug bis
band over bis face te sciecu it trom the fic.

It was a simple action, but tht' way ha did it
told so îîîch. Ht' was tircd sud dialîearteued.
Struggla as lie migbt witli bis feelings, lia could
net throw off the' hligbt that bad fallt'i upon
him. lt bad spoilad bis life. Ht' might do
bis duty, was doing it, but tht' bopaful future,
nstural. to bis yas, was now not fon bim. Both
bis nuothei snd Mr. Jervis beard bis sigb ; botb
bis mothan sud Mn. Jervis knew ha was un-
happy.

Il Eacl time I see her-pandoîî me, Haywand
-but h was telliug your mothar wbeu you cama
iin about a peor pariahioner of miet-" pre-
sently said Mr. Jenvis. " Escli time Mia. Hay-
wand, 1 assure yen, that h sea lier, it seema te
ha like s nenewal of tht' promise, 'sund their
hast days shallha pesce.' "

IlAud she searnases happy ?" askect Mis.
Hayward in a how tone.

"lMoe than hiappy," sîîswaiad the curate,*
"4sha is radiant, sud full of joy. Lyitîg thiae
cbained to ber bed by s terrible disease, aba
knows han releuse ia chose at liand, sud that
eacIi pang abe feela bringa banr nearai to atennal
nest."

IIDoas eue talk of lien death mucb V" said
Mis. Haywand.

"lNet as death," replied Mr. Jervis, "lbut as
the ettîuce gate te heaven. Han jouney
thnùugh tht' dark valley la nearly douae."

As Mn. Jenvis said thia, bis face coloured sud
bis ayes lit. Haywsîd, sitting in tlue abade
watclîiig lîiti, began te tbink. What s blcssed
tlîimg tlîis faitb nînat ha ! This strnugtb wbicb
csnried yen above diaappointmt'nt, disas ansd
deatb. He 1usd set bis affectionîs on su eartbly
idol, sud w)ieu it waa slîattered bis life saamed
doue. But tliese servanits of Qed, bis mothen
sud Mr. Jet-vis, were fnll of hope. Tbey ac.
ceptad thair earthly troubles tneakly, leokiDg
ateadily ail the wluile beyeud.

"' It is well tliat soe people can fiud conîfort
avait iii tlitir darkest bonis," said Haywand, haif
bittanly, baîf adly, aften a faw mnutes' ne-
flectjou -

IlComrort 1" rapeatad Jenvis, Ilcomfon., lu-
deed ! Haywand, coma with me soe day sud
set' tlis weînan of w hom I -hava beau speaking!

CHAPTER XXI.
A CHANGE.

It was dreary weither. A chili, cold, wet
,Fovemlber; and very dreary it often seemed to
Philip Hayward. Every day hie went down to
Mr. Newcome's office, and every day sat Por-
,cting and revising proofs. Soinetimes, as I
ave said before, brigcht littie bits came to him.
wimetimes be forgot Mr. Newcome; forgot
[sabel Trevor; forgot to be wearîed and tired of
verything ; but it was very seldoin. For the
niost part. bis work Was niotiotonous and fa-
Liguing. He, however, gave satisfaction to his
mployer, for Mr. Newcome was sbrewd enough
lways to recognise ability.

Thus things went on. l'ayward heard once
or twice from Sanda; heard from the kindly
parson who, after conmuning, with himself on
bhe subject, tbouglit it best to tell the news of
Miss Trevor's approachiing marriage to bis late,
tutor. Hayward read the vwords, and thongli
bhey cohtained no news, tbey seemied to fali
ike a blow upon bis beart. The November sky
eemed to be drearier to bim tbat day tbait it
had ever seeîned before, the air eloser and more
oppressive. H1e had hee-, trying to become
reconciled to bis lot. H1e had gone witb bis friend
the curate to see tbose wbo made Iiio blusb for
himself. But after bie bad read tbe Rev. Mat-
tbew's letter, ail tbe old pain and bitterness
came back. 11e did not care to live, bie told
iuself. He was weary, tired, and utterly dis-

heartened *ith everytbing.
But, by and bye, bie began to tbink of bis

inother . The thick foggy weatber was veryr
trying to Mrs. Hlayward, and she bad suiferedt
much düring tbe last few days. Tbe doctor lîad
told Hayward that London air was very bad for
bier at this seasoni, and tbat sbe would breatbe
better lu a clearer atinosphere. How often
these tbings are said to the poor, and bow often
listened to witb inward groans! It was indeed
ail Hayward could do, with bis scainty salary,
to provide ber comforts and necessaries wbere
she was. So lie could oniy watch. ber panting
breatb ; oniy wipe 1 lbe dew from. ber pale brow
as she used to sink back exbausted. H1e bad
no means to take bier away t'rom the penet rating
mists fromn the damp, cbill air tbat crept al-
most like a poison around bier.

One night sbe was very, very ill. It was the
nigbt of the day that Hayward had beard from
tbe Rev. Mattbew of Miss Trevor's approaching
marriage. Hayward bad rpturned to their
lodgiiigs, feeling wretcbedly miserable and out
of sorts. It wus a wet, dismal evening wben bie
went in. Mrs. Hayward saw at once tbat bie
was greatiy, upset, and tbough bie tried to bide
bis feelingos wben bie met bis motbei,'s auxions
gaze, bie vas conscions that bie could not en-
tirely do so.

Duning tbe nigbt Mrs. Hayward becanie veny
ill. She could flot breathe, and lay back in lier
chair struggling and painting. Hayward at
once despatcbed a messenger for tbe doctor wbo
usually attended bier, and by and by lie was
able temporarily to relieve bier. " But sbe
sbould not be in town at tbis season," lie said.
"You sbould get bier away, Mr. Hayward."

" But bow V' tbougbt 11;yward bitterly, as
bie sat and watcbed bier after tbe doctor was
gone. He could not leave bis eînployment. 11e
could not aiford the inoney that even the bniefest
change was sure to cost.

The next few days were very Iniserable ones.
The weatber was dark and gioomy in the extreme,
snd it painfully affected Mis. Hayward. So
dreadful, indeed, did it beconie to- Hayward
to see bier suifer tbaï; be almnost made up
Up bis mmnd to try to borrow tbe rnoney of bis
uncle, Mr. Moxam, to take ber away. Yet -bow
approach the rude old man on sucb an errand
how endure tbe vulgar inîsolence of tbe son?

Ail one day, as bie sat in tCie office, wading
through tbe very pro.sy adventures of a heroine
wbo seemied bent on making lber own misery, bie
was tbinking of tbe samne thing. Then, just as
it was getting dusk, and as tbe beroine was get-
ting more and more self.sacrificing (thoughtheî'e
was no reason for it), Mr. Newcome came into
tbe room wbere Hayward was, and went straight
up to bis desk, bolding a card in bis baud.

1That fool Thompson ' (Thompson was the
poiter of the estabiisbmeîîti said Mr. Newcome
very grnily, " thouglit I suppose that anybody
coming bere in a carriage must be coming to see
me, anîd therefore be broughit ie tlîis card."
Anit Mr. Newconie tbrew tbe card as lie. spoke
on the desk before Hayward.

Haywaîd glanced at it, and bis face suddenly


