
THE CANADA PRESBYTERIANO [FEERUAEY Io&h, rose_

tHOIGU ITIRATURI.
COB WEBS AND CA BLES.

87 RKSBA STRETTON.

CHAPTER XX.-A DUME MAN 'S GRIEF.
The winter foga which made London so glocniy did flot

leave the country sky clear and bright. Ail the land lay
under a shroud of mist and vapour ; and even on the uplands
round old Marlowe's little farmstead the heavens were gray
and cold, and the wide prospect shut out by a curtain of
dim clouds.

The rude natural tracks Ieading over the moor te the
farm became almost impassabie. The thatched roof was
sodden with damp, and the deep eaves shed off the water
with the sound of a perpetual dropping. Beiind the house
the dark, storm-beaten, distorted firs, and the solitary yew.
tree blown ail to one aide, grew black with the danip. The
isolation of thec utile dwelling-place was as complete as if a
flood had covered the face of the carti, leaving its two in-
mates the sole survivors of tic human race.

Several months had passed since old Marlowe iad exe-
cuted his last piece of finished work. The blow that Row-
land Sefton's dishonesty had inflicted upo him had para.
lysed bis heart-that most miserable of ail kinds cf paralysis.
He couId stili go about, handie his tools, set bis thin old
fingers to work ; but as soon as he had put a few marks
upon uis block of oak his heart died within him, and he
threw down his usoless tools witi a sob as bitter as ever
brokte from an oid man's lips.

There was no relief for him, as for other men, in speech
easily, perhaps hastily uttered, in companionship with his
feilows. Any solace of this kind was too difficult and too
deliberate for him to seek it ini writing his lamentations on
a siate or spelling theas off on his fingers, but his grief and
anger struck inward more deeply.

Phebe saw his sorrow, and wculd have cheered him if she
could ; but sic, toc, was sorely stricken, and she was young.
She tried to set iim an example of diligent work, and
placed her casel beside his carving, painting as long as the
gray and fleeting daylight pormitted. Now and then sie
attempted to sing some of ber old merry songs, knowing
that bis watchful eyes wouid see tic movement of her lips;
but thougihber lips moved, ber face was sad and ber hcart
ieavy. Sometimes, toc, she féo~tail about her, and fell
into an absorbcd reverie, broodîng over tic past, until a
sob or ialf.articulate cry from ber father aroused her.
Theso outeries of his troubled ber more tian any other
change in him. H1e had beon altogether mute in tic former
tranquil and placid days, satisficd to talk witihber in sulent
signa; but tiere was sometiing in his mind to express now
wiich quiet and dumb igns could net convey. At inter-
vals, boti by day and night, her affection for hum was tor.
tured by these bourse and stifled cries of grief mingled witb

54 here was a certain sense cf the duties of citizenship ini
old Marlowe's mind wiici very few women, certainly net a
girl as young as Phebe, could have shared. Many years
ago ticeider Sefion had perceived that tic companionles
man was grojing vaguely after znany a dim ticug t, politi.
cal and social, which few meofebis clas would have been
troubled with. He iad given to him severai books, which
old Marlowe had pondered over. Now he felt that, quite
apart from is own personal ground cf resentment, he had
donc wreng te the laws of his country by aiding an effender
cf tbem toeoscape and elude the just penalty. He (cît al-
most a contempt fer Roland Seftcn that lie iad flot re-
maincd te bear the consequences cf his crime.

Tic news cf Roland's doati brought somethlng liii
satisfaction tuis mind; tiere wus a chl, dejectedse=se
of justice having been done. He had net prospored in bis
crime. Though he liad eluded man's judgment, yet yen.

1eace iad not suffered him te live. There was ne relent-
n toward him, as there wus in Mr. Clifford': mind.

Sosnething liko tic old heathen conception of a Divine
rigliteousness in this arbitrmry punisiment of tic evil.door
gave him a transient content. He did net object therefore
te Piebe's hasty visit te Mrs. Scfton at the sea.side, in
order te, break thc news te ber. Tihe inward satisfaction i.
feit sustained hum, and he even set about a piece cf work
long since begun-a imwk swcoping down upon his prey.

The evening on whici Phebe reacied home again he Waa
more like his former self. He asked her many questions
about the sea, which he iîd nover seen, and told her what
he iad been doing while sic was away. An old, weil.
thumbed translation of Plato's Dialogues was lying on the
carved dresser bchind bim, in wbich he bad been reading
every night, instead of thc Bible, he laid.

11It was hum, M r. Roland,1 that g ave it te me," he con-
tinued; "land listen te what I read lust nigit: ' Those wio
have ccmmitted crimes, great yet net unprdonable, they
are piunged inte Tartarus, where they go who bctray their
friends for money, tihepains cf which they undergo fer a
year. But at the end cf the year they come f3rti again te
a lake, over which the seuls cf the dead are taken te be
judged. And thon tbey lift up their voices, and cail upon
the seuls ef tieso they have wrenged te have pity upon
tbem, and te forgive them, and lot them come eut cf their

moainef pain, in vhich aie caubd aimait dialinguisi tic
toues ai a buman voice lamenting its lait and vretclied
fate. Tic cry rose and fcil, and paased on, and came baci

;gan, muttcring and caiing, but neyer dying îvay alto-
goher. Il souuded ta ber luke lie cry ai a beiated van-

dorer calling for help. Sic rose iastily and apened the
cottage door, as if sic conld heur Roland Sefton's voice
tinougi tic daniness and thc distance. But ho vas dead,
and bad boom in bis grave for many days already. Wa sich
ta bear that lest, forioru cry ringingy, in ber cara forever?
Oh, if sic could but bave knovn sometbing ef hum belvoon
tiat nigit, vien ho vaiied beside her tirongli flicdrk
descrted roada, ponning eut uis viole serrevini seul ta bcr,
and tic heur vicu in tic darnncs again lie bîd strayed
fri hs pati, and been svalloved up ef deathi1 Was it
truc fiat ie had gone dovn ia liaI tgreat gulf cf sccrecy
and silence, vithout a word et comfert spoien, or a ray ef
ligil shed upon ts profound mystery?

The cold wiud blew in tinongli tic open door, and she
shut it again, going baci 10 her loy chair on tic beartb.
Tirougli ber biinding tears aie sav lier fmîier's browu bmnda
stretcbcd ont te her, and tic withered fingen aspemkiug
eageriy.

" I shall bu tiere butane long," he said; ho vil not
bave to vait very long for me. And if yen bii me, h viii
forgive iim at once. I cannai bear ta, sec your tean. Tel
me: must h fargive ui? h vibi do anytiing, if yen vilI
look Up at me again and amile."

It vas a strange smile thai gleamed tirougi Pbebe's
tears, but sic iad nover heard an appeal like ibis from ion
dumb fatier vithout respondiug te il.

" Must h forgive iim ?V hoeasicd.
f«"If yc torgive mou them trespasses,"'sic ansvcred,

6'youn Hemveniy Fatier will aise, forgive tours ; but if ycforgive fici mon ibeir trespasses, neither viii your Heivenly
Fatier fergive yaurs.' itvas aur Lord Jeans Christ vie
said ibat, ual your old Socrates, (ailier."

" It is a liard sayings" ho replied.
«'I don't uink so," aie aid ; 1"il vas viai Jeans Christ

vas doing every day Ho iived."
From tiat tme aid Marlowe did flot mention Roland

Seltan again, or bis sin aginatiii.
As tic dark stormy days passed on, ho sometimes put a

touch or tva b bice onbsrelched vinga cf bis svooping
havi, but il did ual g et an fat. With a pathetic clinging
ta Pliebe lic seldon lot lier stmy long eut ef bis siglit, but
fobbowed hen about buke a ciild, or sat on tic bearti vatcb-
ing ber a sic vownt about ber hanse-vonk. Oniy by tioso
uncenscicus aobs and onicnica, inaudible te iumself, did ho
betray tic grief tbat vas gnaving at hua beart. Very ofien
did Phebe put aside ber von, mad standing beforo iiiaiksncb questions a tic foliowing ou ier sviftby maving
ingera :

46Don'i yen believe in God, our Fatier in heiven, tic
Fatien Aimigity, vie mdcus?

"Yes," ho vould reply by a mad..
"And in Josus Christ, Hua Son, aur Lord, wie lived aud

died for us, and rose again ?"
"Yes, ye," vas tic suent, emphatic anaver.
"And yoî yen gieve and fret aven tic lau cof moey 1"

sic wauid say, vith a visîful amibe on ber ycung face.
" You are a ciild ; you knaw notig," lie neplicd.
Fer vithaut a igu tic cid mmanya gaiug forvard con-

scieusly te meet deati. Eveny morning vicu tic davu
avoke bu ic icfl veaien as lic rase from ius bed; eveny
day ils sigbt vas dimmer and hia band boss teady; evony
nigit tic steep fliglit cf aains seemed steeper, and ho as-
cended them teebly by bis bauds a veIl as foot. Ho conld
nat bring iimself ta write upon bis alaf e or te speiî eut
upan uis fingers bic drcad vends, 1'I1am dying ;" aud
Piebe va al ai od or cxpeiniccd enougi la reîd tic aigus
cl an appneaching deati. That ber fallier ahould bu taken
away fnom her never crosed lier theughts.

Il va tbe vague, mouruful prospect cf accu leaving ber
mîcue in the vide vorld thai made hua lois lbm, marc
largely and peraistemîiy before the dumb old man's mind.
Cerîainly ho belicvcd al fiat Phebe said taui. Ged
loved lier, cared for ion, ordered lien hIe ; yel ho, hon fatior,
conid not reconie biniseîf te the idea ef hen being lefI
peun leas mmd friendiesa in tiecocld mmd cruel venld. 11e

caud have left ion more peacefiîlly in Ged's hands if sic
iad those six bundned peunda of uis cirninga ta iei.

Tic sad vinter vane slovly away. Ncv and thon thc
tible-land mound them put on ils white familian Iivery of
snov, and aid M2xlave's dim, cyes gazed m ii tirengl isu
lattice vindov, rccollecling the winters of long yeans ago,
vien uitier au on stanm came amias ta hii. But tic
slgit sprnuliug soon melted mwmy, and lie dunncoloured
fag and danudy cutain sint thien uaçai cutting theni off
frein tic rosi et tic world as if ticir littho dvcbiing vas tic
ank airanded an tic bill's summul amid a vaste of yaier.

CHAPTER XXI.-PLATO AND PAUL.

Picbe's nemrcat neigibour, excepi the fanm-labourer vie
did an occasionml day': labour for lier fatier, vas Mn.
Nixey, fie tenant ai a fan-hanse wvilci ay at thc head cf
a valiey running up ie fite range of bills. Mn. Nixey
had given as mci supervision ta Piebe's motienleas child-
hood as lier aher had penmitcd, in i jembona denmina-
tien te bu everyîbing te has little dangiter. Of lite ycmns,

ever -aince od-Ma .1ve inthe.trumph -leaiin- au in

her som's house at harvest-time and pig.lcilling mad Wb0
the milk was abundant and cheese and butter to e»
And tic little house on the hills was buiît viti wVila 7
thick, and well lined viii good oak vainscoting ;abhe C
keep it warm for berseif and the oidman. The achemcw l
as muci interest and ciarin for her as if sic iad bS O
peeress locking eut for an eligible alliance for lier son.

But il bad lways preved difficult te take first ste * W_
wards so delicate a negotiation. Sie vas net a
vaiter; and even if she had been, Mns. Nixey feit.thotj
would bu almost impossible to write her dmy.dream inb
and plain words upon old Marlove's siate. If Ma!O
vas deaf, Phebe was singularly blind and duil. Sio
Nixcy iad played with her when aie vas a child, but il t
been always as a big, grcwn-up boy, doing nman's $
and il vas only cf late that sic hmd realized that hewa
almoat an old man. For ticeiaut yesr or tvo ho
lingered aItichechurci door te valk home viti ber andW
father, but sic had tieugit uitle of il. 1He vas their DV
est neigibour, and madc himself useful in givingiherf*
uints about ig littie famni, besides sparing bis labourer t0

tiem, an occasional day's -vcrk. It seemcd pre
naturel that be siould walk home witi tiemaco
moors from; ibeir distant parisi churci.'

But as accu as tic roada vere passable, Mns. Nixey 5
her way up to tic solitary farmstead. Tic last time h
iad accu old Marlowe be had been siling, yet aie was 4f
unprepared for tic rapid change that lad passed over C:
He vas cevering in tiechcimney-corner, his face yeUhV
and shrivelled, and bis cyca, once bine as Phebu's QW*
funnen in their sockets, and glowcring dimly at ier, 1
tie strango inten-ity cf gaze in tic doaf and dumb.i. W
was a littlce ak table before hinx, with uis copy cf PJXt#ý
Dialogues aud a black leathor Bible tiat liadt belongd £
uis forefathers, lying upon it ; but bti ofthtem werecIfl
and ic looked droway and listless.

IlGood sakes!1 Phebe," criod Mrs. Nixey, Ilb5w'aew
ails iy father? Ho looks more lke duat and asies tb*
livin' man. Hast tiou sent for ne pliysic for ui r

«<«I didn't kncv ho wu iii, " ansvered Piebe. lyib
alway s elatiwinter long and trying. He'll bc ail

he tc pring cames."à
*l'Il ak uni what's tic matter viti bum," said

Nixey, drawing bis slate to her, and writing in thebOiW
letters sic could forci, as if his deafness mado il needfiS
write large.

"Wia's tie malter ?" sic asked.
<Notiing, save eld age," ho answered in biss amal

handwriting. There vas a gentie amile au bis face 0S
p usbed tic siate under tic eyos cf Mrn. Nixey ild PiM

eHcad sometimes tionght bc must tell Phebe lie %not bc long with ber, but his hands refused te convc7*,
sad warnins e s young daugiter. Hoeliai put i
froni day teday, f ugli ho was net sorry nov te, give
sliiht hint cf bis foira. d.

"'Oid 1 ic'a ne eider nor me," ssid Mrs. Nixcyl
pretly thing it 'ud bu if foks gave up ai sixty or o W -
anotier ton ycars' wonk iny o," sic vrele on tie slat'.

IlTon years' vok. " fHow earnestly he *lied it

truc 1 He mugit stili caru a litile fortune for Piebe ;Ofx
vas kuovu ail Ibreugi tic country, and beyond, and CO~
get a good prize for uis crin.Ho trctched olit

anud and took down bis unfi*miahed von, l egI1;0
atPhbe's ingera were moving fast-sc fast fiat hocII

net follow them. 0f late ho had been unable to ei
moaning cf tiose avift, glancing inger-tips. lie
rcached tic stage of a min vie can ne longer catch o
lower tenes of a familiar voice, and bas ta guess At
yards thua spoien. If ho lived long eucugi te 00
sigbt ho vould bu ent off freni ail communion wiii'7
enter warld, even witl ius dinguter.

IlCome close t e , and apeak marc slowly," libc~',
ber. " I am growing old aud dank. Yel I am ni Yi
and my fatien Iived te bu over seventy. h was ove(
vien yen were born. It wua a snnny day, and I kept

froni tic bonse, in the shed, till h smw Mns. Nizel
beckoning te me. And vien I came mb otieliou1jt
sic laid yen in my arma. Gcd vas very gcod to 00
day"

"Ho is îivays gaod," answered Piebe.
"So tic parson toichea us," liec cotinued; "but It

vcry hmrd for me te bace that money. It slnnck me a
fui biow, Phebe. h Ih'd been tventy years youngetI
have borne it; but wlicu a man's turned sixt the -1
chance. And lic robbcd me cf more than m5
robbed me of love. h lovcd i next te yen." - p

Sic kmcv tut se wcll that sic did net answer hm
love for Roland Seton lived stili ; but il vas altG2
cianged from thobriglit, girlisi admirationan
confidence it bad once been. His couduci iad aitO" j
itseil te lier; it vas coider and dînker, witi dCi
longer shadows in il. And nov ticre vasCOi"
darkest siadow cf&Ili.

"Read thii;" ho said, opening tic" Piodo," and 04

'g ta some varda witi bis crooked and treimbbflg._1A
Sic stooped ber head till lier sefi check restcd agom
viti a caressing and soothing taudli.

"h go to die, yen te live; but wiichlài best,GO
cau kev," sic neid. 11cr arma alolc round is

liher checi vasnessed more pIcoiosoliagunat hi&'


