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,& 4 ~Jaf raid it bas ail been a mistake, Harold, "abhe
ai s ad, .l owly and sadly, withaut tnrning to teck

Pt hgazing straight befare ber at the glowing October
land8,ap that lay spread araund tbem.

.. Wbat a mistake 1 " ho exclaimed lu a startlcd toule,turning ta lac at the speaker's balf-avertei face, paler
than its wont; at the delicato profile, with the bread hrow
arcbod witb soft dark-brown hair, that staod cnt relieved
agairist a backgrouud cf iran-grey rack. But the large,8ft, tbeugbtfuî cyca did net meet the freen dark eues that
locked itto them. Tbey were seemingly absorbed in con-te8lplation cf the dreamy radiance af the levely Indian

ý11,rday, that flaoded with its mehtow ligbt the glana-
ILe rimson cf the palm-like sumachs about tbem,ge pakln tide cf the river that wound at their
Shior, tevon tb o aof autumu faliage on the opposite8hte, rock te grey-greou licbens that crusted the gran-
'teatrock onl whicb tbey sat, and the brown pine needlestha 61edinail its crevices, seeming ike a soft mantlethrownM ovor the tiny ferns and delicate vegtation that
11Oted 90 cenfidingly therein.

Sh etsilence for a few moments, as if gatbering
s1trongtb while bie repeated biE question with a ming-llOg cf toude'rness and impatience in bis toule, and on the

darke ager intoîectual countenance lu wbicb a close
dDBtrv mg h ve suge gon cf loflat ntambition,bl',dp wiIl sron sugesio ofsupresedpassion and

of Blfwil tatteuded ta abatiuacy. IlWhat is a mis-take I lichen darling î " ho repeated.0Ut r engagement, dear," slle said, at last, very gently,Ytas if the warda bad been forced eut, almoat againat
ber Wiîî.

18 etlen, are yan dreaming 1h What nonsense la thisI
do ,,t liou to say sncb uukind thinga ! Wbat if weSe ome thing8 differently 1 Don't we know and love
tII uOter, and lsn't that enongbh Havent we a thousand

of 11 t and feelings lu camiman IWbat arc a few pointadi roc in cemparison with a have like ours-like

W Suppo1se or ahoes oadded, a little reproacbfnlly, Il and

id H ltarold, don't doubt my love," she exclaimed.

ae fow bughts and feelings lu cam mon, if tbere la
')Pcess e8F paration at the very care of it ail ; cf ailthtat
tII0 5j the real beauty and merming of life î It la like
114 h.te if witbin the luto I ' Look at that tiuy seam
aI '8 great rock. Dan't yen know bow it will wideuWI5daps winter after wiutor, till at lat the wbele

M re Sapart ferever !I
YoU d r Peeticat fancies, Helen 1 Yen are triliug with
buiteOf ndI me! It isn't a question cf lutes and rocks,

il Fear.ts that lave and witt love ou, I hope-
10, nig fuîtrlu " she asked, for the firat tinro turnirîg and

cifulbnis face.
ee atbave we te do with ' forever ' just now,

j Nw is enaugb for me Life lase sweot and
e ulu andl ,0 love eacb otherI [sn't that enouchi ?t

wbert eprosent we have te live, net lu the future. And
of "' t.ere l9 lave, it cari stand a great deal cf differeuce

Tinion.
AI great deal-yes ! But net that which gees te thery heart aun ead ceuid ot ftbings--that on which the very
.c f life and lave seem te me to depend. "

dr SIllntimol)ent, rny dear oblîdren ! Can't yen lot
we 4,ngalneand b your ewn sensible self 1Wbat can

ePirit a Okew about the future, or wbat yen cati the
ee iiwrld 1V No ! I don't want te diatress yen.

e,,, hYr dreama and faucies about them if tbey niake
YOQ ')appy. » Ho had almoat said, "lif tbey aumuso
4tId But this unknawn quautity ueed noveu' come

Iw eUs two. We bave euough te ilt aur united lifefra t, in wbat we do knaw I I can quato poetry, tee, and
O1ilailunoxceptionable source :

'I'rrat no fruture, lrowe'er pl)ea8ant,
Let tire dead pat bury its lead,

Act. act in the livin Pn'esert
liestflpp0d, and she finished the stanza-

1Heart witlîin anti God Wrerlrerd.
th.'li face hardened perceptibly. "Koep the last, if yen
ili ýou noed it, the first la enaugb fer meI

R Butd' uear, yau don't uuderstand, yen can't under-
lie tt constant torture cf living the best haif cf my
withOtallY apart from yau, utterty eut of aympathy
wat 1 . -i l the constant impulse te shiare with yen
h ai, lof~ n value so dearly, tbe constant songeocf the1

cf separation between us, tbat maires this pain
Il th".1can bear ! It seems lbke a nigbtmare, as if

-ay Ys struggîing ta got ta yen, across rt, and werot g~ <tIIrown back again, de what 1 wauld.
fIe .,nwY net hoe philosaphical, and achool yourself te

'wliti,'table ? What la the use cf crying for the moon,
48 derOu nIigbt hoe happy without it 1 0f course it wonld
tw ightfuli if we coutd soc ail things juat alike-' like

i 5.Y IlcnOne face,' tbougb even they don't sec juat)It ~4 >t nugtn't it ho a little dul ? And what daca lb
iauth*, 'n t ho end ? Surely yen agroe with me tbat the

te-80  IUg 0 t hotruc ta donesoîf, and that ' couduct la
cI-r f life. ' Ho ca't ho wrang wbose ife la

I elitIarcld dear, but that la what troubles me moat
8o clear te mue that life can't ho rigbt apart fnm

its truc foundation! And 1 do feel that yaur ideals and
aims are cbaugiug, witb yaur viows cf life 1 Yeu baven't
any longer the old aspirations, the aId cnthusiasms."

IBoyisb fancies! " ho exclaimed ccutcrnptuausly. Il A
man sean finds bis level as ho grows eIder. If anc doos
bis own lîttte bit cf wark fairly well, that la bis contrit
bution to the general result, witbout taking the universe on
auc's back !\Vhat are we ait but just bits cf macbinery
in the great mîlt ?t

Helen sigbed witb a sense cf the bopetessuesa cf argu-
ment. But she braced hersoîf anew fer what she bad te say.

"lBut you can nover do the good yau migbt, with sucb
a narrow ideat as that, dear 1 Yau could be s0 mucb mare
than a more bit cf macinery ; yau woro meant ta o 

"Meant ! " ho ecbaed, witb a bitter smile.
"Yes, I know, " she said, wearily ; "I forgot that

word had no meaning fer yau !" But there, yen sec, we
always came back ta the btank wallI1 The things dearest
ta me are nothing te you ! Indeed, yau aften seom ta bhate
tbcm I! I can't love yon as I do, and think cf this life,
beautiful as it la, being ail there is - of lave îtself as at
the mercy cf the beating cf these hearta cf ours, wbicb at
auy moment uight be stopped by some sudden accident
and ailI hoeuded forever ! Ta me, the very sacreduess cf
love lies in its immartality ; white you-yau-"

She cauld net go an. Her face quivored, and she
tnrned away te ide the tears sbo cauld no langer keep back.

Harold cangbt ber at once lu bis strong encircling
arma, and preased ber ctosely ta his beart, trying te kiss
away the fast- fiowing teara. This strango moad weuid
sean be over naw, he tbought.

But sbe struggled bard for camposuro, and presently
freed hersoîf from bhis embrace, white ho exclaimed tend-
erly :"I My darling, don't torture yoursetf and me any
more !-You've been brooding avor thinga tilt you bave
uunerved yoursetf."

IIf I have," she ropied,-"l it is because the tbought
will net lot me reat, it haunts me s,-the censcionaness
cf that horrible idea cf youra, that there la rrotbing in
the uuiverae but blind force, and our frail buman love.
Lt is the very strength cf my lave for yau that troubles
me. I want se rnucb te ho at ane witb yeu-tbat we
sbou!d see thinga witb the same cyea, that 1 often foot as
if 1 were lesing hatd cf the only tbing that is fixod and
stable-as if a black cbasm cf nathinguess were open-
mng at mny feet. Ah. yen don't knaw bow uîany wakefnl
nigbts, aud bow rrauy bitter tears it bas cost me ! Your
deatli, dear, I could bear, with the ' sore and certain
hope' cf reunien, but the blacknescf desehation, the
deatb in life that seems te ioomni p befare me when my
faith seenis drifting from my hold, is umore than I cauid
bear ! l)on't you see, I ami afraid-af raid lest, under the
coustant influence cf yaur questianing, incredulaus spirit,
I migbt lose the light altogether, and, for me, that would
be the mest terrible ls cf ail !I

There couhd ho ne question cf the intensity cf ber
feeliug' Lt imipressed Harold in spiteocf himlînf, and
îndced il touched some chords lu bis awn brea8t whiclr
stiht vîbrated painfulty. Presently ho aaid, gloomily:
I suppose Harvey lias been meddling ! Do you think

1 can't aoc tlîreugh that ? And 1 suppose, if hic manages
te separate us, ho will hape ta console yen himscîf, by anrd
by !-Fanatical bigots, ail cf tbrm ! " ho muttered.

IHarold, dearest," abo said, witb a look cf unutter-
able pain, IlDo you think I abauld attaw him or auy oe
ta talk te me on such a subj oct 1 or that any ancetse
could influence me, when yau cannat This la aohly and
entirely my own deliberate judgment."

IlYet I thought you believed in the sacreduesa af lave
and betrathal ! "

IBut wbat if you do nat ? And, witb yaur phil-
osopby, how can anytbing ho ' sacred 1 ' Love is simply

a preduat,' yen aay. Wby sbauld it ho more sacrod
than any other praduct 'i I did boieve that lovcsH
dlaims werp, aupreme, that where twa people hoved each
other, uetbîng, ne)t even thia, shaulfi came bctwecn them.
And if I werc straugor, myseif, I migbt decide differently ;
I might feel able te go an, uncbanged myself, always
hoping, wbat yen have tald me I need net hope for
But as it la-oh Harold, daring-I feel 1 dare net !1"

Il And do you really mean that for thiasbadawy
reasan, we must part, after ail aur close intimacy, our
dear f rîendship, our dear love, our plighted trath ? "

IHarold," ahe replied, "I am net thinkiug cf mysoîf
alone. I shah nover coase ta lave yen-nover farget yen !
But 1 hanestly beieve it is beat for yen, toc. Da't
yen think I have accu bow yeur prosent distastofut work
and narrow sphore fret and gail yen ? Can I help1
knowing, that but fer me and car engagement, yen would
net thiuk cf staying here-tbat yau wauld gladly avail
yauraelf cf the opening., your uncle bas dffered yan, ta
enter the profession that bas always been yaur awn
chaice ? And if I lot yen maire the sacrifice, fer I know
it la one, bow will it be by and by 1 Might yen nat came
ta foot yen had made a mistake 1 Na, dear, I have nat
corne ta this conclusion bastily. It bas been a long, bard1
struggle, bnt I do sec it new."

Il Weil, Helen," hoe rejaiuod, lu a colder toue,"I
ahauld, cf course, neyer batd yen me an engagement yau
wisb ta break. If this la reaily yaur decision, the sooner
we part, the btter ! I bad anether letter frcm my unclo
last cveuing, again urging me te came ta hlm, and begging
fer au immediato rophy. 1 did net tell yen of it, as I
knew it warîld give Yen pain. But if yen are serious in
this maduess, as I regard it, I bad botter reply that I will1
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1avait myseif of his offer as soon as f can get a substitute
for my work Ire, wbicb 1 know I can do at once."
His voice sounded bard and metailie. His face bad
quite lost the tender pleading look it had worn. Heien
knew that he was very angry, and feit keenIy wounded
by bis toue. She made no reply, and as lie unconsciausly
rose, she rose, too, and lie instinctively oflered bis hand to
help ber down the patbi that led te the shore, where their
boat lay waiting. As they descended, she looked up, and
tbeir eyos met. The wistful pleading look in ber sad eyes
wa8 too mucb for hiim. lnstantly bis mood cbanged.
Once more be clasped ber in his arms, strained ber pas-
sionately to lis breast, and beld her as if ho could not let
ber go. Her beauty and ber love were se sweet te him,
the old habit of loving was so stroug. Il My darling 1 my
dàrling !I cannot give you up 1 "lho murmured, as hoe
kissed again and again tbe sof t check, wet with tears.
But she did net auswer, and silently took ber seat in the
steru of the skiff. There was no sigu of yieldirig in tbe
pale tbougbtful face, or in the curves of tbe sliglbtly coin-
pressed lips. Nor did Harold-the burst of passionate
emotion ever-care to reuew the contost. The bomnewrrd
row was very silent. New and tben a lovely bit of col-
our. glaw ing out ln the suwmet light, cailed forth a few
admiiring comments, but, for the nrest part, the hearts of
botb were too heavy for tbe etlort of conversation, wbile
Helen was often fain to turn away ber head to bide the
teara that would rise to ber oyes uuder tbe forebodîng
feeling that tbis was, in ahl probability, their hast row.
AS Hlarold helpod ber to land at tbe foot of ber father's
grounds, he beld ber tigbtly for a moment, witb a few
earneat worda :

"I amr fot going to take what you have said for final,
Hielen, darling ! i1 can't Chjnk it could really 1)c your
deliberate decision. 1 shoutd neyer bold you or any
wcman to an irksoure pledge ; but 1 know you love ie,
and 1 know bow good and truc you are !and h think, if yeu
send rue away, it will ho as bard for you as for nie. For
botb our sakes, reconsider it, dear. I will comne in to-nior-
row evoning, and 1 hope you wilI toll me tbat it bas all
been a bad dream. Good 1ye, mny own darling !

Ho let ber go, sprahrg into the boat, and witb a few
rapid strokos bad disappeared round a bond of tbe streani.
Helen stood stilt tilt hoe wa4 out of sigbt, tben, siruling
down on the grass, she bnîried ber face iu ber bands anti
gave way to tihe hurst of weepiug sue hall with sncb
difficulty rostraiued. Il Oh, if thingaq could only ho dittor-
eut 1 " 8be murrrured. Il If L only could keep himi and
my faith, too 1 But, as things are, hîew coutd we ever' ho
happy togotber ' Botter the pain of parting now, than
to bo tort ured by the perpetual sense of 4eparation of 4oult

White Harold's thouglits, as ho rowed on witb gloomny
brow and set lips, ran thus: I What a boli these illu-
siens musut have, after ail, on a sout like bers!I 1 believe
she loves me intensoiy-- peiîraps more inteusoly than 1
love lier-and yet she can give mie up sooner than theo
sbadows 1 Poor girl! 1 don't want to rob ber of tlîen
if they givo ber any satisfaction ! But why cant she lie
reasonable, and not insist on tearing our hearts asunder 't
It seemns as if woinen never ea can orasonabto!

Thon for a momfent the thougbt occurred to biti bow
it would ho if ho should profeas for tho tiure heing to ho
at toast partially convinced of what sho clung to gosetoa-
ciously. But it was only for a moment. ilonour and
mauhiuess rose to repel any sucb subterfuge. IIarold
Vaughan was too mucli a mnan to attempt to decoivo the
truc woman ho se truly lovod.

i.
Life la so complex that we nover find it stand still to

serve as a background for our own griefs, however absorb-
ing tbey may bo to ourselves. Wbon Helen -ber over-burdened heart 8omnewbat rolieved by the burst of tears-
bad regaiued ber usual composure and returned to the
bouse, sbe found tbe ittie bousebold in commotion. Dr.
Musgrave's well worn 11buggy" was standing at tbe gate,
wbile the brown spariiel Rover was loaping up on the
patient horse, eagor for the start. The doctor himself -
bis evercoat and gloves ou -- was standing by tbe table,
swatlowing a cup cf tea wbicb tWý tbougbtfut old servant
had hastity prepared for ber master.

IlGlad you'vo como lu, my dear," ho said. ',1 arn just
off to the Sinclairs'. Tbey bave had a bad accide-nt tbt-re
witb tbe tbreshing.macbine. Poor Jemin I 1aur nfraid it's
ait over witb bim)."

IOh, fathor, how d'eadfut Isbte exctainied, the sligbt
flash an lier check disappearing and teaving it pater than
before. Presentty she continued, eagerly :"I Oh, father
dear, lot me go too. Jem's wife, you know, poor Maggie!1
Perbaps I could do sometbiug for ber, at least. Do let me
go at aIt events."

IlIndeed, my dear child, l'Il bc only too glad if yen
will. Onty you must eat sometbiug, or at toast take soîne
tea. You'il need aIt your strength.*"

Helen forced berself to drink a cup cf tea, and in a
few minutes tbey were driving rapidly out of the little
town and along the quiet country road that led te the
Sinclair bomestead--a place associatod in Helen's memory
witb many pheasant visita. The rich rose aud purple toues
cf the aftergtow were rapidly fading inta tbe more sombre
cnes cf maontigbt witb its clear cold iigbts and intense
sbadaws. As they approacbed tbeir destination, it soemed
te Helon-whose own personal pain seemed for the time
numbed by ber intense sympathy witb this crushing sar-
raw-as if the calm beauty and repose cf the scene, the


