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Cuarter VIIL

Anthony Beresfurd had read to the last hine of the docu-
ment, which he felt had been written in the full belief that
1t would be seen by him and by him alone, and that from
none other but himself would an anrwer be demanded to
the sulemn appeal with which it closed.  He folded 2t up,
1aid it on a table by his side, and then, turning round to.
wards his other, {w sTowly raised his beautiful hazel eyes,
and fixed them full upon her face.  There had been a change
Jurmg that last momentous hour when ull the faitling powers
of her deparung life had been strained tv endure the tension
of her terrible suspense, and the ominous grey shadow had
crept nuw even over the eyes that seemet to look at him as
through a veil. Her pale hps moved, but mn her intense
anxiety she farled to mnke any articulate suund.  She juined
her hands as 1n convulsise entreaty, and then lay slent and
gasping. .

1t was a piteous sight, and Anthony was touched to the
heast. e bent towards her, and spoke calmly and dis.
tinctly,  **Mother, believe me that 1 feel for you in your
cruel anxiety for your son with all my svul.  If 1 do not at
once relieve it by making you any promisc. it is because the
issues of the question as 1t now stands are to me of such
tremendous importance tha. I dare not, cven for your sake,
aaswer hasuly. T see perfectdy well that if I accede to your
demaznd I can only do so at the cost of a Lfe-long sacrifice
— a sacrifice that will not affect myself alone in the destruc.
ton of all my dearest hopes, but that will influence the
destiny of many a hapless being, whom I might have had
power to rescue from intolerable misery.”

She interrupted him with a gesture of passionate entreaty,
while a vialent effort forced the words from her lips—*‘My
Rex, my Rex—save him?"

He was all the world to her, in the hour of death as he
had been in the days »f life  She could give no thought to
Anthony, or to0 the suffenng thousands whom he had hoped
to succour.  She could only ding with desperate tenacity to
the mortal existence that was passag frum her, till she had
won for her darling the boon she cuveted, be the cost what
it might.

**Give mea little tume, dear mother,” said Anthony, be-
seechingly. *‘I must weigh well all that your request in-
volves before T answer you.”

$Time?!" she almost shricked out. *“What time is left
to me? I am dying—soon .t will be too late.  Anthony—
Anthony—as you would have peace when your own death
hour comes, grant my prayer!”

He rose, and, teuderly placing his anms round her, he laid
her back on the peliows, from which she had started, saying,
geatly, *‘ Wait only a very few minutes longes, dearest mother,
and you shall have my decision.”

b not leave me,” she exclaimed, clutching at his
arm with the fa:ling fingers that had ot powertograspat.

**I have no thought of doing s0,” he said, **I shall not
quit the room;” then as she lay hack passively, he went
aside into the recess formed by the bow window, where he
could feel himself to be alone for the few brief incants in
which he mast settle the question oa which hus whole futuse
destiny depended.  He stood wish his amos folded on his
breast, and his eyes almast unconsciously fixed upon the
z~ene before him. 1t was about the same hour of the mom-
ing as that of the day before when he had been loaking
down from tbe mountain side over the fair Welsh landscape
which had scarcely beea mere lovely than the view that now
lay stretched bepeath his gaze: far heyond the pleasaunce
with its nohle trees, and the green fields thraugh which the'
river ran, he c7uld seo the slesping waters of the deep sull
lake from which Darksmere took its name; it layina hollow
s> that the hills an the one side, and the wouod on the other,
overshadnwed 3* camplerely, and msde it in tnith a dark
mere, which the sunchine seldom touched, while the soli-
tu-te that surrounded it was unbmken for many miles The
¢ “trast between this sellen gloomy lake, lying motionless
within its narrow boundary, and the bright blue occan wide
and frer that had sparkled benexth his eyes the day before,
scemad to strike Ninthony forcibly as bearing a singular an-
alogy to the strangely different destinies whick a few hours
tad placed hefrre him, with the certainty that he must now
maake his irreuocable choice between them.

The golden vision wkick had shone on the horizon of his
hopes wher he stood on the morntain side had seemed to
offes him s life of Seandless enesgy and independent action,
with sympatkies wide as “hat ocean, and powers frec as its
waves that onward ¢ lled "¢ Ustan: laals bearing sunshine
and fresh pure aim cpon s hreast where thonsands might
rejoice in its hrightness and its “codom; tut the life to
which his mother wyuld bind um_lown in her exclnsive aare
{ . her youngest born would be as restricted and isulated in
it power of good as was that lonely lake within its narrow
bed, while the dark dead wates that never leaped ap To the
siovm ot smiled to the sunbeams were indeed a £t endlem
< the 3ull monotuny of pc:P' cares that would make aj Lis
¢ Tveace from day to day if he gave imsc!f 1. be nuthing
mnre hencefrrward save the unwelcome nfn:rdi:n of one
weak boy. 1t was very certzin thar Rex, already grown to
anazc when he had a right tc libenty of action and the cun
* 1 %is cwo property, would not Jesivc *he perpetaal
s-oo=¢ m fan ¢Yler Wrother, br easily endare it, and the
whale xspeve of the cxistence *hat most be his if he yielded
1. his motbe-'s praycr, made Anthony Beresfrad grow sick
at heart as he contemplated it with a certain foresight, while
his ryes s1ill reste? o “he soliczry lake, but it was only for
2 momen® *hat be AWawed Msed oo Tobk at the matter o3 i
affected his own happinese ‘ha® ke w2id to himsel, was
nnt *he question.  God had giveq him a life wherewith 1o
serve Him, and he was boun? o discover after what manner
he oold bedt and mod! cure'y reader 3t batk ¢ the Gives,
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in worthy and fruitful service. He had believed that a
career fiad opened out before him which would have been
wost blessed and most gloriouy, alike for himself and many
others; and now another path was shown him by the dying
hand of his mother, where he could see nelther gloty nor
blessing, but only the passive duty of standing between his
younger brather and a possible danger.  Surely it was
nobler and more divine to unloose the heavy burdeos
and let the oppressed go free, to respond to the appeal of
many-voiced anguish that rose forever from the slave-lands
rather than to waste his youth and strength in guarding that
one young man from an upseen enemy  Why should not
Rex suflice to hmself as other men were fain to do, and
fight his own way thmugh the tnals and temptations which
1n some form or other dog the s\cd‘»s of every human being
upon carth? why must Anthony fling all bis life away upon
hum, and desert the cause of thousands for his sake? What
better claim had Rex upon him than the fact (hat he was
the son of a mother who had never loved him, and had not
each one of these many slaves a stronger plea in their utter.
ly defenceless nusery ?

Almost had Anthony turned round to tell his mother that
he would warn Rex, and send him camest counsel from his
distant home, but that even at her prayer he could not give
up his cherished dream, when it seemed 1o hiv as if & voice
whispered in his car, with mocking emphasis—* A [ iy
brother's keeper?”  He stasted, as he remembered by whom
those words wete uttered, :n(‘ while he stood irresolute,
another sentence came sounding through his <oul in that
mysterious manner which most of us have expericnced in the
hour of temptation--**It is not the wish of your Father
which is in heaven that one of these little ones should per-
1sh.”  *One of these little ones!”  Even so.  Was it not
certain that one single soul was so precious in the sight of
God that a thousand lives were well bestowed to rescue it
from stn?  Had not the one Life, wiuch was of more value
than that of all the human race, been given for cach single
soul? and was Anthony to withhold his own when it was
clauned from him by the close tic of blood, wherewith God
had bound them ta cach ather, and the solemn obligatinn of
amother’s death-bed prayer? Had there not been pride and
arrogance in the idea that his work was requuired for the
deliverance of the slaves whom their Father in heaven could
set tree at a word, if such were his good pleasure® “The
work that is done upon earth He docth it imself.” He
mght have permitted to Anthony the privilege of serving
him by acts of mercy 2o the slave, if he had set no nearer
duty before him to hold lum with a prior and an irresistible
claim. Rex had been given him as a brother, who sorely
needed his support, before ever his eyes had fallen upon the
dusky faces of the zlien mace that could ciaim no kindred
with him. For a moment Anthony bowed his face on his
hand, while lus breast heaved with the struggle his inward
resolution cost hims but when, with determined will, he had
cast out of his heast the golden dream, the generous hope,
that had been his light of hife for three bnght years, he slow-
Yy rased hrs cyes to heaven, and, folding lus hands 1n calm
submission, said, softly—*So be at, Father; T will be my
brother’s keeper.”

Anthony Beresford's face was very pale when he turned
to go back to the bedside of his dyng rother, but it was
beautiful with a serenity of peace such as it had never worn
before—the peace of self-trenunciation and pure .evotion.

Mrs. Edlesleigh was lying ;ust as he had leit her, with
such an agony of suspence marked 1n every hine of her wan
face that he blamed humiself for his detay, short as had really
beeo the nterval in which so momentous a decision had
been made.  She turned her fathing cyes toward him with a
raute questioning, piteous in its entreaty, but she did not

k
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Then he kneit down at her side and pressed tus hps upon
her coid white hand, as he said, in a clear, sweet voice,
*“Be at rest, my dearest mother, with all the rest that ! can
qive you; for I grant your request toats sullest extent. [
renounce now and for ever all other hopes and schemes of
nfe, aad 1 gave myself to you to be the guasdian and fnend
and protector of youar son, my only brother, so long as we
both shall live.”

A flood of joy, like the light of moming breaking oa the
cold grey sky, lit up the face of the dying woman as she
fe ¥t har arms, and cnied out aloud, "Sh Anthony, my
son, may God for ever bless you!”’

CuarTER IX.

For 2a moment there was silence between those two—the
son who ia the pnme of his youth and strength bad surren-
dered all be held most dear to give that death-bed peace,
4n2 the mother whe in the Jast Lout of her mortal exstence
had not scrupled to take frum his yourng Lfe the une pure
bojpc 1hat gave it brightness.

Anthuny rezuained kaceling, with his head buwed apon
the dyang wumac's hand, and she was suugglag with the
emotion which made her falling heart beat su cuntulsively
as almost 10 stu;. her breathing, in order that she mightgive
him soroe last instructions, nuw that his oledcence was se-
wged.  Afte a Ume she gathered op all her remamang
strength, and spoke.

**1 hrost se¢ Ren in yomr presence, Anthony, bat befure
yor call him, T must ask of you a pledge that gun «ill acves
seveal to himn the contents Jf the papar yuo hacesead. I
have been compelled (o reveal to yun the ertuns of my da:-
Yinp hastan?  though it was agoeny to du it - bt it would be
the creellest treachery to him if T ever let that fatrl knéw.
ledge come f0 bis own youaﬁ:m. 1 hare tzugbt Rex on-
cexgizgly to luve and rovere hus fatber’s ciemory, aod by a0
act of mae, Liwing vt dead, shall it ever be darkencd fui bim
with the uniest ow of dishonot.  Give me this promise
also, Anthony, my good deat som, in adéition to that «which
has made my last hoar happy.”

** After what yuu have wan from me already, mothes,” he*
£aid, with a sad smile, *'there can remaia aihing 1 shoald
wish to refuse yon o3 I would have you der fuar a
momenat whether ot is wise 10 exact this pledpe from o 1s
not his danyer likely tv e math greatet afhe acver koows
be basan epemy? Maj ot not betume accessary fuw hus

“own safety that I should warn him of Dacre’s insidious
plans?"

** Not if he has you to guard him ; you knoIv ally and will
stand between him and liis secret fog. " He will be saler ivl’cn
you have the responsibility of his well-belng than he'toild be
acting for himself, with his weak ju(‘lfgment and confiding dis-
pasition ; nor could 1.cver copsent that his young lifs should
be poisoned by the knowledge that a deadly enmigy was for
ever following him unseen, and mysterious perils lurkin
abont s path with which he could net grap;‘)‘lc.
the far stronger motive of sheltering my husband’s memb
from the conlc:rpl, and, it may be, the abhorence of his
son, I still could uot endure to quench all the brightness of
my poar hoy's yoth, and crush hls buoyant unsuspecting
nature by the cruel revelations 1 have been vonstiained tb
muke to you, Let bitn enjoy his light-hearted freedom, his
unclouded hopes, while still the mdiant dreams of youth can
deck his unknown c)l;:stin » with golden light. Not'long will’
cither youth or hope endute for any on this earth; let i
poor Rex smile out his time unsaddened by the clouds whi
we can see afar off gathering together to assail him,”

* So be at, mother, 1 will obey you," sald Anthopy, calm.
ly, feeling that tHis last request did Fut render somewhat

* heavier the burden she had {aid vpon him. Rex was to be

leit free and happy in his thoughbticss youth, while Anthony,
weighted with a terrible secret, was to have no respite nig
nor day fiom slecpless anxiety and unceasing watchfulngsy’
lest evil should ereep unseen into his brothers joyous kifd,
but he was too true, in his gencrous devotion, to shrink from
any condition that would mako his<acrifics more complete,
and he was rewarded by the look of complete rest with which
his mother sunk back and clesed her cyes,

Presently, however, she said, in a faint voice, ‘1 feel
very weak, and my sight is growing dim, let Rez Lome to
me witheyt delay ©

Anthony went quickly to the door, and bade the nurse calt
his berther. '

Shr had not far to'go, for Rex had been waiting in an ad.
jounng roow, impaticut and miserable, and, in spite of him-
selt, jealous of his brother for monopolizing so exclusively
thetr mother’s last hours on earth.

Mrs. Erlesleigh's fatal iliness had breught to her youngest
bom the first pang of real sorrow he had ever known.
Hatherto he had led a carcless, happy life, thinking of no-
thing save his own amusement, and fecling himself so abso-
lutely—as hus mother often playlully called him—the king of
Darksmere, that he appeared 1o expect even the vicissitudes
of human destiny to be subject -to lus will, and that his.whole
existence was to in cloudless sunshine, as his. eaxly years
had passed already. e had scarcely known, perhaps, how
much his mother’s ccaseless devotion'to his happindss hat
really added to it, or how sharp woold be the pain'of finsls
severance from the one person who had drawn out bis affec-
tions, till he fuand himsel{about 10 lose her, wind tiep he re
belled like 2 child aganst the unwonted suffering that had’
come upon hit, and sccretly held himself to-be unjustly
treated in being made to endure it. o -

Rex Eresleigh was habitually swayed by feelings rather
than by principles, for he had a loving, impuisive pature,
without cither strength of chamcter or intellectual power,
and although dutherto, under his mother’s watchful care, 1t
had maticred htile that his actions never sprung from any
decper source than the fancy of the moment, 1t was very cer-
tun that when at last he had to engage in the real battle of
life, it would -depend eatirely on the influsnces that had most
atlmgtcn for lum whether his ampulses would tend to: good
or evi

He came hunying along the towards his mother’s
fouth 50 soon as he was called, with his fair face flashed wath
anger and ympauceace, and .his blue.cyes full of tears.  He
pushed aside the nurse, who had opened the door for lum,
and went quickly up to his mother’s bedsrde, extlaiming;
{:elul:mtly, * 1 think you are very unkind, Anthony,-to hava

cpt tme away from our mmotbersp long,” ... . v .- o

** Ah, not unkind, my uasthng,” sud Mrs. Eglesleigh, turp-
ing her dim eyes upon lum with a passionate fondness in
their gare, winck seemed piteous indeed ia that parting hour;
** he has bern kiader than words can tell. to e, antl.he wil
be to ¥py, too, my Rex; n future he wall takeimy place 1.
canng for you when 1 am gone."” .

*1do not want any one but yor,” ke answered, with x
harst of grief.  ** Why are you taken from me when ¥ need:
ou so much ; 11 1s all vexy bard upoame,and 1 donotknow
ow to bear 1it1” L. . e

The dying woman sighed gxc:\'ﬂy.

** Datdmg, beaven hnows 1 do not leave you willingly. 1
scaice behieved that any power conld tear me from yom but
Death 13 too strong fox e, his-grasp 1s-pn oy keant; Lmust
§u. My Rex, my aog, I shali sce yous angel face no more,

sane «an scc ot now. 1 have calied you to hear my last
words, o cocive my Tast inpumctions,
remember thera, may 1.not, my child 2° .

. Uh yz3, mothes, of there s ani-thmgl can do 10 plesse
ywa suli, I gladiy wiil, teil me only what you wish.”

“ ¥ wish that you should ke )yonr brother Anthoay to be
soa fuend and gmde and counscllor, to wast lum:as yos bavs
trusted e, and {ollow his advace 1 .all respects, a3 if wy
vuice stli spoke to you through his lips ; ke ywill Jove you
truly, Rea—thuugh 3t cannot be with sgch a Yove as § have
gwven yoa—and he will labor wiscly for yoer happlacsy f
anly suu wli et fam walk cvex by your sde through ail
the yeass of life that yet smay want u}xm you. Promise mec,

1 may trust youto

& ke., that yuu wii oo pan from your brother An-
"ﬂ].shmla be ready enough to promise that, desr mothey,

fos 1 shail pe.so somely and w od without yoa § showld
be thankful ipdeed to have him acar me, bt you know 1
cannat huid him here against kus wiil,.ana he means to spead
his Lfe in Afncaa, do yon aat, Antho §27

“Not now,” sud :\nthog. softly,

"' No, Rez,” sad Mo, Edeslagh, “your noble, brother
hnﬁlm op his <heashed scheme for your dear sake, J
coald not dic In peace aatil I had his pledge to stay-shways

yoor side, for yoo will £ind that life-is hardes -and-more
difbealt by far than g;m;ngmc. and soa will surely.necd a
fucau, ict lum be (bat to 5og, m)y Rex, w evory how ay

Had Inot’




