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Abeantiful colour dawned in Alice’s face.  She was ree
covering from her langour and weakness with marvellous
rariduy. It was not sirange, for no elexit was ever dis-
tilled s0 potent as that which now infused its subtle spitit
into heatt anid Lyain,

But a fow hours before, the waywand but good-hearted
companion of her childhiewd, the manly fnend of the pres.
ent and future —=she would permit hmc{f to think of him in
no other li‘:hl—sccmcd lost to her Jurcver § to have had in
fact no 1cal existence 3 for if ..arcourt had been content to
act De Farrest's part the evening befute, Alice Martell
would soon have shaken off even lis acquaintance. But e
Fotrest’s wouds had sugeested that the Harcoutt of her
drcams still exisetd.  She had seen another trace of manly,
considerate feeling, iu his thoughtfulness of the servants’
fears, and of their comfort, Amf now the torn cuttain and
tioken glass suggestad the tlpetuous action of one who
thought of her peril rathier than the trifles around him,

‘Uwice naw she had been tokd that Harcourt was ** beslde
himsel,” and yet never had madness seemed so rational §
and her eyes dwelt on the marks of his phrensy Lefore her
with unmixed satisfaction, 1f he had been coul then, hier
heatt now woulil be cold,

She cauld not sest, and at la., thought that the frosty ale
would cool the fever i her chiecche, and so wiapped hersell
for a aalk upon the broad pinzza.  Moreaver, she felt, as
Lottie had, that she wouldl be glad to have no cyee, not cven
hee father’s witness their meeling,  She felt that she conld
act mote naturally anid compcchIy if alone with him, and
at the same time show the almost sistetly tegard through
which she irad hoped to win hitm to his better self.

As she paced up and downthe pazza in the early twilight,
her atteation was directed to a spot where some one, instead
ofgoing dehberately down the steps, had plunged off into
the piled u’p stow, and then just opposite and beyond the
brosd path wete tracks wide apart, as if some one had
bounded rather thanrun tonand the nver.

She ceaseu her waik, and stood as one who ha.. 1scover-
ed atreasare.  Did these foot-prints and the toin cudtain
belong together?  She felt that it could not he atherwise.
‘There was then, no, cold-blouded, cowardly Harcout, and
teaces of the real man grew cleaser.

** But how could hic reach the niver in that divection with.
out risking his neck?™ and she indulged in quite a panic as
she temncinbered the intervening steeps.  She Jonged yet
dieaded tosce him, that she might ask an explanation of the
traces she had found ; for, having done him injustice, she
;:mcroutl[v meant to make him fuil amends,

But to her great  dusappointient the sleigh now returned
without him.

1 left the message, mis,"” gaul the coachman, “ butthey
told e that Mr, Harcount had a sudden business call to
New York."”

Alice sought 1o draw theman cut a little, and it wasalso
hcirlhabil to speak. kindly to those in her employ ; so she
said :

¢*1 fear, Bustis, you will be a hittle jealous of Mrs. March.
mont’s coachman, 1 it had not been” for him we could not
have escaped, 1 think,”

“ Well, thank God, T'm not much Lelind him.  1f he stup-
ped two funerals, 1 stopped one.”

“Why how is that buuis? "

* Faix, mis, an’ do ye scc thim tracks thete? They go
siraight to the river, and it was Misther Harcourt as wade
them. Hewas jist one second on the way after he saw the
light, and by rinnin’an’ rollin’ an’ wwblin® he was at the
boat-house in awink. When I gets thete, a-puffin’ 2n’a-
blowin’, be's unlocked the door by breakin® it in, and is a
haulin® at the ould boat; and because I wouldn't lend a hand
in gettia’ out the crazy ould craft that wouldn't float a hun-
dred foot, he swears at me in the most onchristian manner,
andtries to pget it out alune.  But ye know, mise, how he
couldn’t do that, and seon he gives it up and falls to
gnawin' hiz nails like one beside hinself, an® a.mutterin’
how he tnust cither ‘save 4er or drown with Aer.'  Then bz
dashed up the hank agin' and he and his black hoss was off
likea whitlwind, If the Naught Tillusy, or any otherthing
as would float was hiere, ye'd had no need of Mrs, March-
mont's coachman. But 1 thought he'd off wid me he d
because [ wouldn’t help out wid the ould boat,”

Not 2 word or sign did Alice place in the way of
the man's garrulity, but rather h:rLlca(!xlcss intcrest as
with parted hips she beat forward encouraging him to go on.

Was bie not_reciting an cpic poem of which she was the
heroine and Harcourt the hero? The true cpics of the
world are generally told in the baldest prose.

“There was one thing 1 didn't like,” continued the man
gathering up his reins, **and I've thought T ought to speak
ofit to ye orye's father. All his laﬁ{ was about saving
{:rscll, and not a whisper of the ould gentleman, who has

en so kind to him all his life. It sounded kinder onnat.
teral like.”

** All right Burtis, you have done your duty in speaking
to me, and so need not say anything to Mr. Martel] atiout it.
U rather think you Aave prevented a funeral, and perhaps 1
owe you as many thanks as Mrs, Marchmont's coachman.
At any rateyou will find cn Christmas that you have not
been forgotten.”

So_the man drove to the stable with the complacent
consciousncss of having done his duty, and wamed his mistress
against a *‘very onnateral feelin’”’ in the young wan.

The moment he disappeated around” the coiner, Alice
stopd undecided a moment, like a startled deer, and then
sped down the path to the boat-house. The snow was
tramped somewhat by the big lumbering feet of the coach.
man, but had it not been, Alice now wings, The twi:
light was despening, and ahe could not waii- till the mor. :

tow before following up this trail that led to the idol of her
catly

She 'mmd in the winding path when hall way down the
bank, thit she might ploat over the mad pluuges by which
Harcoutt had croseed it, stialght to the tiver,  She follgy «
his steps to the brink ofa precipice and saw with a thiill of
minglal fear and dalight w‘xcre ¢ had slid and fallen twenty
feet of more, .

‘‘How civelly 1 have misjudged him," she thounlt,
** When he was f;uc eagee to itsk his life for me, my lalse
fancy pictuted him at Aﬁdlo Marchmont's side,  And yes {t
was well I &' ° nst know the tiuth, for it would have been
s = wh hanlct 10 have looked death in the face so long,
w-th this knowledge of his frizndship. How sieangely heatd
Audie act when together 3 but come, that is no affair of mine.
Let me be lhankfm‘ that 1 have not Just the fifend of my
childhood.”

A little Iater she stood at the boatfiouse.  The door
hung by one hinge only, and the large stone lay near with
which Le bad crashed it i She entered the dudky place
as i it were atemple.  Had it not been conseerated by »
service of love § by the costliest offering that can be made -
life?  Hete he said he would save ot amish with hier ;s here
he hau sought to inake good his words,

She Plckcd up onc of the matches he had dioppead, and
strurk 1, that she night 1aok irte the neplected boat  Never
was the utter unseaworthiness ¢« a craft noted with, sl sa.
tisfaction hefore.

S While U widziy thought be tiould not venture to ouraid
at all, he strained every netve to taunch this old shell,
Thanks to nbstinate llun}s, who wouid not Lelp hin

Shestruck another match that she might leok mote close-
1y ; then uttered a phtiful cry.

$*Merciful heaven, is this blood onthis mpe? 1t «urely

~is. Now I think of i1, he kept his right-hand gloved this

morang, and offercd his left to Mr. Hemstead in salutation.
Fatherand I, inour cruel wronyg, did nat offer to take his
hand.  And yet it would scem that he tugged with bleeding
hawds at these ropes, that he inight 2linost the sawe as throw
away his life for us.

**1 can scarce undeistand it No brother could do more.
He was braver than Mr. Hemstead, for he had a stanch
boat, and cxpetienced help, while my old playmate was
cager to po alone in this wretched tf)un' that would only
have floated him out to decp watet where he would drown,

**Ah, well, let the tuture be what it may, one cannot be
utterly unh:\pp{ who lias loved such a mar. I he is wills
ing to give his hife up lor me, 1 surely can get him to give
up his evil waywand tendencies, and then 1 wust be com-
tent.”

She now began to expetience teaction from het strong ex-
citement, and wearily made her way back to the house.

Her father met her at the door, and exclaimed, ** Why
Alice, where have youbeen?  Youlook ready tosink !

1 have been to the boat-liouse, father,” she 1eplied, in
a low, quick tone, **and 1 wish you to go there to-morrow,
for you will theic learn how cruclly we have misjudged Me.
Harcaun,’

‘* But my child, U am troubled about you. You need
quict and rest after all you have passed through ;" and he
hastily brought her a glass of wine,

*1 needed mon: the assurance that my old fijend and
plu{m.‘uc was not what we thought this morning,"” she said
with drooping eyes.

“Well, my darling we will make amends right royally.
He will be bete to-motrow cvening, and you shall have no
occasion to find fault with me.  But picase take care of your-
self.  You do not gealize what you have passed through, and
1 fear you have yet to suffer the consequences "

But more exhilarating than the wine which her father
placed to her Jips was the niemory of what she had scen.
Her's was one of those spiritual natutes that suffer more
through the mind than body, She encountered her greatest
peril in the fear of Harcourt’s unworthiness,

Letters in the evening mail summoned her father to the
rity on the moirow, and he Ieft her with many imjunctions
to be very quiet. It was evident that his heart and life were
bound up in her.

But as the day grew bright and mild she again found her
way to the boat-house. With greater accusacy she marked
his every hasty step from the house to the shore, Haicount
httle thought in his wild alarnm that be was leaving such
mute but cloguent advocates.

Poor fellow ! he was groaning over their harsh judgment,
but vowing in his pride he would never undeceive them.
e did not renember that he hadleft a trail clear to duliest
cyes, and conclusive as & demr 'stration to the unesring in-
stinct of a Joving lieart,

He had gone to the city anc «ccomplished his business in
amechanical way., He returned with the first train, though
why he scarcely knew, He tcht no inclination to visit at
Mrs. Marchmont’s any more, for since he had come more
fully under Miss Martell’s influence, Addie had lost the
slight hold she had upon him, and now her inanner was
growing unendurable. He also felt that after Mz, Martell's
coldness he could not visit there again, and he dogpedly
purposed to give his whole time to his business till cvents
nghted him, if they ever did,

But his stocial philnsophy was put to immediate rout by
Mr. Martell’'s meseage, which he received on his retum.
Fve minutes later he was urging bis black horse toward the
familiar rlace. at'a pace but alittle more decorous than when
secking 1lemstead's assistance on the memoratle evening of
the accident.

““Miss Mastell is out,” stolidly said the woman who an-
swered his summons.

As he was turning away in deep disappointment, Burtis
appeared on the scene, and with a complacent grin, remark.

¢ She's only down b;- the boat-house, a-seein’ how I sav-
ed ye from drownding.”

Harcourt slipped a bank note into his hand, and xaid,
“ There's for your good services now if not thy
off foc the water’s edge with as much speed as he dare use

before observant eyes. )
**They must have found out from the - old cenchman that

then,” and was.

1 wat not the rawatd they deemed me,’ he thought, 1f 90,
T'll zee he hava merry Chrlstmas,”

He saw Alice standing with her back towan! him, hook-
ing out upon the river, that now ripplal and sparkled in
the sunlight a¢ if a datk, stormy night bad never brooded
over an ey, pitiless thie.

The soft snow mufie-d his steps, wntil at last he sald, hesi.
minel{:

** Miss Martell,”

iSllw stattled sivlently, and trembled as if shaken by the
witd,

“Panlon me,” he said hastily, * It was very stupid in
me to thus stattle you, but you seeined s0 intent on some.
lhink' upon the tiver that 1 thought you would never see
me.

11 was not expecting you,” she fallered,
** Then 1 have done wrong—have been misiaken in com:

New York,  We expected you this evening.

**Shall [ 0 away then, and « 'me back this evenlng.”

“Yes, come back this evening, but do not go now~-chat
is just yet. 1 have romcthing to say toyou, Llease ve
wmy confusion. 1 fear my nerves have been shaken by what
1 have passed through,”

And yet such *‘confudon” in one usually so com did
puzzle him, but he said hastily, fecling that it would be bet.
ter to break the iceat once @ .

“l"c.\me liere nol to ‘“forgive,’ but to seek $our forgive-
ness,

** You scek my forgivencss " she said in unfeign « sue-

prise,
! “Yes," he replied, humbly bowing his head. ** Heaven
knows that 1 am weak and faulty enough, but when 1 have
wrunged any one, I am willing to make scknowledgment
amd separation. 1 cannot tell you how eager 1 have
been to make such acknowledgment to you, whom { revere
as wypoodangel, I acted like a fool in the clispel last
Monday afternoon, and did you great Injustice.  You have
never shonc on e *coldly and distantly like a star,’ hat
again and again have stooped from the height of your heav.
cnly character that you might litt me out of the mite,  ft’s a
mystety to me how you can duit.  Hut believe-me, when L
am myself, 1 am grateful ¢ and,’” he continucd slowly, his
square jaw growing fitm and rigid, and a sombre, ute
light cuming into his dack large eyes, -«f you will have
patience wiﬁn me, 1 will yet do credit to the goc.. advice,
wnitten ina achool.gul’s band, which 1 keep treasured in
myrom,  Weak and foolish as 1 have Leen, I should have
bees far worse were 1t ot for those letters, and—and your
kindness since,  But J am offending you,” he said sadly, as
Alice averted her fare,  ** However the future may separate
us, 1 wanted you to know that 1 gratefully appreciate all the
kindness of the past.  1sincerely crave yout forgiveness for
my folly last Monday. For some reason 1 was not mysell.
I was blinded with— 1 said what 1 knew to be untrie.
Though youmight with jnstice have shone on me «. “ollly
and distantly as a star,’ you have treated me almost as & sis-
ter might. Please say that 1am forgiven, and I wilf go at
once.’

Iiagine lLis surprise when, as her only response, she said
abruptly ¢

M1, Harcourt, come with me.”

1lis wonder increased as he saw that her eyes were moist
with tears.

She took him to the bluff, back of the Loat-house, where
in the snow were ths tracce of one who had slid and fallea
from a perilous haght,

* \Vhat do thzse marks mean 2" she asked.

** 1t didn’t hart me any,” he replied with rising colowr.,

““ Dul you stop to think at the time wheather it would or
not 2  llave you thought what a chain of circumstantial evi-
dence you left against you on that dreadful night? Now
come with me into the hoat-house, and let me tell you in
the meantime that a lace curtain in iny room is sadly tom,
and ons of wy window-panes broken,

Whtle he yet scarcely understood her, every fibre of his
being was beginning to thiill with hiope aud gladness § but
hesaid deprecatingly :

4 Please forgive my intrusion. In my haste that nighe I
blundered into a place whicre I had nosight to be. Nodoubt
1 was vety tough and cateless, but I was thinking of another
kind of pain—the pain of cold ani! fear which you were suf-
fering. 1 would gladly have broken that 1o fragments.”

*¢Oh, 1am not complaining. The abundant proof that you
were not deliberate delights me,  But come into the boat.
house, and T will convict both you and myself, and then we
shall sce who 1s the properone to ask forgrivencss, What is
;lus up?n these ropes, Mr. Harcourt, how did it come

here 2’

¢ Oh, that it nothing; 1 only brulsed my hand a little
bieaking in the door.”

*Is it nothing that you tugged with bleeding .hands at
these 1opes, that you might go alone in this whretched shell
of aboat toour afd? Why Mr. Harcourt, it would not have
floated you a hundred yards, and Durtis told you so. Was
it merc vapouring when you said, ¢ If I cannot save them, 1
can at ‘c,::s;,dm\;'s \i\'ith them "? "] blood dark in

*No,” he said impetuously, the wing dar
his face, ‘it was not vaporing.  Can you be'rl:vemeenpble
of hollow acting on theeve, as I feared, of the most awfu}
tragcdy that ever threatened?”

**Oh, not the most ‘awful’¢"

“The most awful tome.”

“No, I cannot, As I said before, 1 have too much cir-
cnmstantial evidence against you. Mr. Harcoust, true jus.
tice looks at the intent of the heart. You unconaciously left
abundant ptoof here of w st you intended, snd . feel that I
owe my lim astruly as to Mr, Hemstead, Aod yet
I was 20 lly unjust yesterday mormng asto treat m
coldly, because I thought my old friend and playwate.
let steatigers go to our help.  With far better reason I wish
to ask your forgive—"

$*No, no,” said Hurcourt

ing.
B Oh, no, Tdid not mean that, 1 lhou‘ht you ween in
1]

caly judged matur.

péared againet me that evening, and
ally, Yq;uw bxb you have_made

ften



