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CHAPTER LIIIL

|

DOMINION CHURCHMAN.

loveliness that had allured so many to
their fatal injury. Sho was much more

subdued and simple in her manner, and

| thero was a touch of real fecling in the
| ‘

| thanks she was cxpressing to Mary for all
| she had dono for her.

Bertrand de L'Isle had listened with |

over deepening attention and seriousness,

to the simple yet earnest words with which |

his wife told him the sources and nature
of her hopes on Laura Brant's behalf, and

agitation; he still sat sileut for a few min-
utes before he spoke.

might almost believe that a miracle of grace |

would indeed be worked on the woman
who injured him, because of his noble de-
votion; but it will be in very truth a
miracle I think if Lurline is ever brought

‘to anything like real religion, for I am

convinced that she is godless and false to
the very heart's core.”

« She has never known God, certainly,”
gaid Mary, “ but I think that has in part,

“ T never thought the day would come
when I should bd a dependent on your
charity, and that of Bertrand Lisle,” she
added, while a flush tinged her wan cheeks;
“] thick, in a sense, you both have your

| rovengeo in that very faot, though I know
when she Paused in her momentary |

|

¢« Well, Mary, 1 hope it may be as you
expect,” he said at last, thoughtfully; *“ and |
after the account you have given me of |
poor Pemberton's ceasoless prayers, one |

at least, been more her misfortune than |

her fault; and in other respeots I believe
there is greater ground for hope even in
Lier natural character than you would be
disposed to admit. I imagine the root of

the evil in her case lies simply in the fact |

that she has never at all realised anything
beyond this outward visible world and her
personal existence in it; this present life,
and her own happiness throughout its
duration, is all she has ever thought of or
aimed at or desired ; she has not even
recognised a moral law as applyi:7 to her
self, and therefore has not scrupled to use
any means, however full of falsehood and
cruelty, to gain her own ends. She has
been kept from graver evils mainly by her
instincts as a lady, and her position in
society ; but I think that if once her spirit-
ual sense could be awakened to a know-
ledge of the truth of God, of the love of
Christ, and of the immortality that surely
awaits her, there are good and hopeful
qualities within her, which will help her at
once to respond to such a revelation.”

“ You have evidently studied her char-
acter more than I have, my wise little
wife, and lf'ou may be right.”

“ At all events, Bertrand, I have your
full sanction, have I not, for trying my
best to fulfil Jobn Pemberton’s charge, ard
for my other plans with regard to Laura ?"

¢¢ Certainly you bave, my darling. If he
who suffered so much more by her than we
have done could thus forgive and serve her

to the last, we well may do what in us lies | ynd I think even i
to help her now- We will go together at | u Y what 8 fallesb ib oo

once, dear, to find rooms for her, and to |

arrange for her removal, and you may be
with her in your efforts to influence her
for good, as much as you please till the
time comes for our return home.”

Two days later Mary de L’Isle was seated

by the side of Laura's cogeh, which had | after your marriage, you had all these

 supposed advantages, had you not? You

been drawn near the open window of «
pleasant room, very different from th«
attic in which she had found her. Theo
poor suffering Lorelei was already lookin.
much better, though still excessively pale
and wasted, the burning feverishness hal
evidently almoet left her, and she seem« 1
tranquil and at ease, though very weak.
It had now, however, become strangcy
evident how completely her beauty hu.d
depended on her brilliant colouring and
animation, for no one at this time would
have called her even a pretty woman; l.er
features had always been defective and
irregular, and now that her eyes were
sunken, and her cheeks wasted, thero wore
not the slightest remains of the ephemeral

you do not do it with the intention of
heaping coals of fire on my head.”

“No, indeed,” said Mary, warmly ; “we
have been giving oureelves pleasuro in
trying to be of use to you.”

“You have saved my lifo; but was it
worth saving, Mary ? I must como back
to that, though I am glad not to be called
upon to face God with all my sins upon my
head at this time; but you don't kunow

with what dread I look forward to the
dull, monotonous existence that seems to |

bo before me. You are going to leave me
here 'with Mrs. Parry and this poor sickly
baby, and 1 know that your kindness will

ensure my having everything I absolutely

require, but what rhall I haye to brighten
life, or to give me happiness ? "

“That which alone can give happiness to
any one on earth, whatever their external
existence may be—the love of God, the
hope of serving through the eternal ages
the Liord who suffered and died to purchase
for =~ c11less bliss."

MAY 18th, 197,

i 11 1 o
voo again, and I roaped nothing fre
myeolf but diuuuppu{nmmut un':l we’:ﬂﬁhom

[ gottired to death of the thea
wont to it every night, and noonmm;h.nI
of health incapacitated me from
fatigne, and at home Mr. Brant and IM
always quarrelling. Obh, I have begy
wrotched, but that was the resulf o("q
special oiroumstances, not becanse g m.m:‘
pleasure cannot give happiness |

“Yoa would find that there are alwa
ciroumstances to mar the °°j°mln2
which belong to this world only; the
satiety they produco would do it, if ..?&'
ing else did.’ ’

““ But look at your own case, :
are very ha »;l)y. as woll you m.yum
tesse de L'L e, with wealth, position, and
ovcr{thing you can desire | "

“Iam happy because I have my Bep.
rand,” she answered, simply; *pbgt (he
very love I bear him would turn to nite
anguish if I had no hope beyond this life :
for, think how precarious nl( such .
ness is—at any moment death may
Lim from me or me from him. I do notknow
how I ocould bear the thought of all earth's
changes and chances, if it were nol for
the prospects of the steadfast peace into

which I trust we both may enter when this”

incomplete existence is broken off or end.
ing in decay. As to these other so-called
advantages of which you speak, they are

| absolutely nothing 1n themselves, ::‘d

Laura sighed. ** I never was religious,

you know, Mary ; and although I have no
doubt what you say is true, these prospects
are too far off to have any reality for me ;
church-going used to be simply a weariness
to me, as I daresay you remember."’

“Yes, and I suppose even now you do
not care to have such matters spoken of,
though you have been very near what
seems to you so far off, Laura dear.”

“1I do not dislike your talking of relig-
ion, Mary, because you never were either
canting or self-righteous. But although it
is true, no doubt, that if I had died as I

expected I should have been brought into |

the midst of all that the Bible teaches of
the unseen world, I only felt terrified at
the thought of God's just aoger, and my
probable punishment; and I must say all
that is happiness in this life seems to me
very far removed from anything that
religion can offer.”

“I think that is just where your mistake
has been, Laura. You have imagined that
the giits which this presemnt visible world
can bestow are capable of conveying happi-
ness to the immortal beings whom God
has created to find bliss only in Himself,

wight show you now what a fallacy it is to
suppose the soul can ever be satisfied with

 earthly pleasures. You used to think that

riches and society and amusements were

| all that was most desirable, did yoa not ? "

“Yes, and I fought hard to win them.”
‘““ And you succeeded ; for some months

had wealth untold, and you lived in a
round of gaieties, and won a great deal of
admiration and homage ? "

‘“That is true enough,” said Laura.

* Then, tell me, were you happy in the
midst of it all ?”” and Mary fixed Kor dark
earnest eyes on the faded face.

“ Never for a single moment,” answered
Laura, energetically; “but there were a
thousand causes to prevent it. I had
rivals in society who were more courted
than I was, and it worried me beyond en-
durance not to be able to emulate their
success. Then I used to spend heaps of
money in giving splendid fetes to numbers

of people, not one of whom I ever cared to

altogether valueless, excepting for

power they sometimes convey of being
useful to our fellow creatures.”

““Then, do you mean that earth hasno

joys at all for any one, Mary?" asked

Laura.

“No, far from it! There are Illy

| sources of happiness, pure and sweet, many

tranquil pleasures which our Father in

heaven gives us to cheer us in our diffienli

| journey to our home ; but they m

like the flowers growing by the
which may enliven our path a little way,
if we can but be sure that we ever see
before us that Bright and Morning Blat,
the true light of the world, which alonsean
really fill our hearts with joy, the perfest
joxnof His eteer‘:;a:l love.” 3 ' \

Ary seem most to have forgolten
whom she was speaking as she -ullersd
these words, while her eloguent eyes were
lifted up to the pure blue vaulf, seen
through the opem window, with & look
which told how intense was in that moment
her realisation of the great truth she was
expressing.

he worldly woman at her side lay siill
and silent, gazing at her with
wonder and envy, and not daring fors
to disturb the thoughts she could #0.
understand.

OHAPTER LIV.

It might have made a lh'lka‘ and
suggestive picture if Mary de L  and
Laura Brant could have depioted ia
that moment of silence, as re
the one of the children of light, the ol
of the children of this world. Muty BS
turned to the window, and the full gloty
of an Italian sunset was streaming ﬂ’
ure spiritual face and large du':.?‘

uminous with the light of faith

her snowy garments shining in $he W
radiance with the dazzling whiteness 0t &

angel’s robes, while Lurline hi back amic

the shadows with her gray

lustreless eyes, and the w SAreWS

expression of ome whose NOWE

peace. She broke the stillness, and 1%

ed Mary to herself at last b A

a heu? sigh, *1 wish, oh how I
i:;l“

could you do! but for me itis
lessly impossible.” At
Inan instant Mary had turoed. 10
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