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CHAPTER x.-(Continued.) h

Yes, tbe doctor bad a bad case, and very near. It seemned st
to him one of lufe and deatb. He tried to fix the facts in th
orderly sequence in bis mind. Ilere was his friend as dear in
as a brother, who for years had loved the womnan he had Io
known but a few montbs. If Arthur were bebarred, even in
from hope, it would be a bitter tbing to see bina win what w
be bad vainly longed for. And what hope had he himsell g:
ihat be sbould dream of winning ber? The more be fii
thought of it, tbe more significant seemed ber silence in re- a
gard to Mr. Berkeley. He could not remember that be in
had called bim by name antil tbat evening, but be had ai
alluded to bim bundreds of times, She bad often spoken of h
ber lufe in Piladelpii ; wby bad she neyer mentioned Mr. cl
Berkeley ? And yet-and yet if she did or could care for h
himself, bad be the right to sacrifice love to friendship? li
And bere tbe argument bad the most earnest advocacy of bis f(
own beart. But if, as Margaret's busband, he must, practi- bt
cally, lose bis friend-wby bad not Arthur told im ? be tl
asked fiercely. And tben his reason answered the question, u
and be recognized the exceeding nobiliy and generosity of si
Mr. Berkeley's course. H1e called to mind the letters be I
had sent to bis friend, and wbat the rzrading of tbem must
have cost bima, and for a moment bhe lost sigbt of bis own
trouble in pity for that of ancther.a

When Dr. Grant left the park that night, be bad decidedl
on bis course. For the next few days l-e weot among bis c
patients grave and preoccupied. Tbe old skill and gentle'
ness remained, but the cbeery laugh and quick jest were c
missing, and the change gave rise to endless surmises. 5

A few evenings liter be agaio sought the society of Miss t
Lenox. It had been a bot day, and be found hcr in ber
wicker chair on a littie balcony overlooking tbe river. A 1
ligbt breeze came from the water and stirred the thin, black i
draperies of her dress, and scattered the perfume of the
yellow rose on ber breast. Neyer bad she looked fairer to
the doctor, and be dropped into the big chair beside ber,
with a sigb of relief.t

IlIt must have been suffocating in tbe city to-day. Have
you had a particularly bard day ?" she asked, noticing the
worn look on bis face.

Il Life bas been rather a grind the past three or four
days," be answered, trying to laugb, but makircg a failure
of it.

Her quick perceptions warned ber that the doctor's visit
was not an ordinary one, and she was flot surprised wben,
afrer a little fragmentary conversation be turned toward her
witb a suddeîî gravity.

«' Miss Lenox," be said, Il I came up here this evening
to ask you a most seriou% question, but before asking it,
may 1 tell you a short story? "

She bowed ber consent, and be repeated the story bis
friend bad told bim tbat winter nigbt at Wilton Corners.
Dr. Grant was a good story-teller, and, in spite of bis own
beavy beart, put in many unci)nscious touches wbicb made
very real and patbetic the sho)rt story that needed nu colour-
ing. As be talked Miss Lenox sat lookine down the river,
ber face turned fiom bimn so that only the outline of ber
cbeek was viiible. She made no interruptions. asked no
questions, but be saw tbe slender fingers tighten about the
fan she beld, and the yellow rose trembled su, that some of
its petals feil on ber lap. When be stopped there was a
moment's silence:- and then she tui ned ber face toward him.
The tears were running down ber cbeeks, but ber ey, s
were radiant with a ligbt that be bad neyer seen in tbem
before.

Il How can I thank you ?" she said." For you have
given me back my faitb in bim, an.d my own self-respect.
I did love him, and tbougbt that love bad been sougbt.
But when he went away su suddenly 1 relt that be bad gone
to escape an unwelcome affection wbicb bad sbuwed itself
unawates Alil these years the tbought bas tortured me,
and nuw to feel that it is groundless 1 Koowing that be
loves me, the separatiofi is nothiniz. Lufe at the longest is
short, and then "
. Witb a sudden gesture she beld ber hand out to bim. lie
took it, held it closely for an instant, then laid it gently on
ber lap, and rose from bis chair.

IlThe question 1 would bave asked you is answered," he
said, Iland I will not pain you by putting it into words.
But I will tell you that you bave realiz.ld for me my ideal,
and 1 arn a better, if not a happier man, for baving known
you."

She looked up at bim, ber eyes still filled witb tears. «'I
will not pretend to misunderstand you, dear friend, and I wish
so much it migbt have been different. But you will not cast
us off entirely ? We sbould miss you greatly."

II shall be glad to corne again-sometime. Good-by 1"
and the doctor was gone.

'Mot nigbhtbefore be slept, Dr. Grant wrote a note to bis

HECANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

CHAPTER XI.-LIGHT AFTER DARKNESS. I
The summer bad been a long and a bard une to Mr.

erkeley. There bad been cunsiderable sickness in tbe
)arisb, and that,, witb bis work at Sîab HolIow, bad taxed
is strengtb tu the utmost. 'A bopeleass eart is a beavy

lrain on the life puwers, and day by day he faced bis duties
vitb less courage. The brief note wbicb the doctor sent
iim that june nigbt had acted upon bim at firat like a
range tonic. H1e went about in a glow of bappiness,
iat communicated itself to ahl that be said and did. But
i a few days the delirium passed, and the way seemed
onger and drearier than befire. We cali those berues wbo.
, sudden and great emergencies, do deeds of valour. But
xbat of those wbu daily wage a losing battle ? Who,
atbering aIl their powers, sla>' their fues at nigbt, only tu
fnd them. risen up fresh and strung in thie morning ? Such
ifigbt was Mr. Berkeley's, and Dr. Grant in bis flying visit
in August, had been sbocked by the change in bum. la it
ny wonder that, lonely and sure at beart, hie often found
himseîf at the Balcume farnibouse, wbere, beside being
cheered and soothed by the happy home life, bie was sure tu
hear the name of the woman lie luved ? For Rhoda de-
ligbted tu talk of bier favourite cousin. She read scraps
rom bier letters, abe told of bier goinga and cuminga, the
books she was reading, the work she was engaged in, s0
bhat lie could follow quite cloaeîy the course of bier quiet,
useful life. Rboda little guessed bow mucb this wax tu bier
ilent listener, and sometimes wo-adered at bis patience in
isteninc to bier oft-repeated theme.

One day, as bie wa% about tu go, she spoke out suddenly,
'I do wisb my old minister, Mr. Cusbing, would come here

and preacb some Sunday 1 "
«'So you are tired of my preacbing, and would like a

change ? " le asked pleasantly.
Ol , nu 1" alie repîied, the quick blusb running over

cbeeks and forebead, Ilit isn't that at all. But I do want to
see him su mucb, and I want Father and Mother Balcome
to bear hbu."

IlI tbink it might be easily arranged. It certainly shal
be, if a warm invitation froni me cao effect it." Somebow,
it was very pleasant to be kind tu Margaret's cousin.

S,: it bjtppcned a few weeks later that there were great
preparations at the oîd farmbouse. The very fineat linen
and the choiceat drawn rugs were brougbt out tu do bonour
tu the gueat's rooni, the best bed was aired and sunned intu
a sweetnesa unknuwn to any city bed, and Mrs. Balcume
atirred and mixed and baked until tbe pantry shelves
overflwed.

IlWhy, Mother Balcome I11He can't begin even to taste
of tbem ail," said Rboda, dancing about from place to
place.

IlYou wait ard see," answered Mrs. Balcome, nodding
bier bead sageîy. '- I've entertaiiîed ministers before, and
they heat the world for eating. Seems as tbough some of
tbem were hoîlow tu the very heels of their bouts. Not but
what 1 love dearly tu see theni eat, but it dues seeni almoat
a mii ache sometimes wbere tbey put it."

In the midat of these cheerful preparations Farmer Bal-
corne alune aeemed indifferent, if nut sligbtly reluctant.
11e was a muat bospitable man ; especially glad to do bonour
to the ministry . but in the deptb of bis bunest, obstinate
beart the miniater's letter stiîl rankled.

IIl'illbave tu bave it out witb bimi for hein' su severe un
Rhody, I know I shaîl,>'lbe said to bis wile on the eve of
tbe expected visit. IlIf it badn't heen for that, I sbouldn't
have been su set against bier."

III don't knuw about that, father. You were about as
set as you couîd be, befure. But I do boDe you'll remnember
tbat he's une of Lord's servants, and a visitur."

IlI guess I'm oId enough to know bow to treat cumpany,"
lie answered Ioftily, Ilbut it will be dretful bard work nut
to tell bim wbat I tbink of that letter."

A man even more prejudiced migbt bave been disarmed
by the guest who came on the morrowv; a guest wbuse very
presence as bie crossed tbe tbresbuld aeemed to breathe a
beniediction op the bouse. H1e was a man past seventy, witb
the face uf a thinker, and the complexion of a cbild. SAf
white lucks felI upon bis collar, and bis blue eyes bad a
clear brigbtness, as tbougb wbile walking in this wurld lie
looked upon the glories of the next. Heaven bad sent bini
many aorrows and bitter disappointments, but out of theni
lie bad corne sweetened and deepened in character, unti)
the bappicat cbild and the aaddest mourner alike founé
in bun sympathy and consolation.

After the early supper bie went out witb Mr. Balcome t(
look about a little. It was a pleasant sigbt, the twuoicl
men, su unlike, yet botb su good tu look upon. Mr. Cusb
ing paced slowly beside bis host, bis bands locked behiot
bum, and the mild September breeze ruffling bis white lucks
wbiîe lbe luuked witb quiet appreciation f rom aside to aide

l' Beautiful for situation, the ju>' of the wbole eartb,'
lie quoted softly, as tbey paused on a little koll back of tb
bouse and Iooked over the fair landacape spread out befor
tbem. "'The lani beyond cannut be mucb fairer."

Farmer Balcume nodded bis bead, witbout speaking
Words neyer came very easy to bim, but bis beart warme
at the praise of bis hume. Juat then Rbuda came out t
them, bringing Mr. Cushing's uvercuat. She belped bim o
witb it in a pretty, filial way, answering lus thanka b>'
brighit little amile and nod. Both men turned and looke
after bier as she ran ligbtly back to the bouse.

"Rbody bas changed a guud deal since abe marrie(
ba.n'1she?"aaidMr.- Blc19 e
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she bad stayed with us. Perhaps tbat is why Rhoda is 50
dear to me."

IlI wish you'd step down to the barn with me," said the
farmer. CIYou'd ketcb cold standing bere and I've got
some questions to ask wbich I should like to bave answered
rigbt off.'"

Su saying, lie led the way to the barn, where bie flced a
comfortable seat for the minister, and then stationed bimiseîf
before bim, as tbougb to cut off any attempt to escape.

CINow, sir," bie said, Il I've a.great respect for the miull«
try, and I shouldn't like to be backward in sbowin' it, par-
ticularly to one who is a-visitin' me ; but if you mean wbat
ynu've just been sayin', wby did you write us that letter
about Rbody? "

The minister listened in utter amazement.
CII neyer wrote you any letter about Rhoda,"h

answered.
CI Imrean wben you answered my letter the winter before

Rboiy and Juel were married. Don't you remnember? "
Mr. Cushing began to tbink bis bost of unsouni mmnd.
- I neyer received % letter from you," be said firinlY'

Ciand I certainly neyer wrote you one about Rboda, or01
any other subject."

" But I wrote to you, asking about Rhody, and I got an1
answer signed witb your name. If you didn't write it, Who
did ?"

CITbat I cannot tell, Have you the letter?"
"INo ; twas burned up at the time, for fear Joei sbottll

see it. It said some pretty bard tbings about Rhody-thinDs
that baven' proved true. I've sorter lain it up against Y00e
but now I ask your pardon," and Farmer Balcome beld Ouit
bis borny band in token of repentance.

Mr. Cushing gave bis own, but bis face was troubled-
Who could bave done this miscbief ?

When they went back to the bouse Mr. Balcome cilled
bis wife aside and told ber of the conversation.

"O , father 1 " she said, CIbow I do wisb we'd saved it;
but you knuw Jacob tbought we better destroy it."

At mention of Jacob's namne, tbey looked at each otbef
witb the samne tbougbt.

" Seems to me as if I did save tbe cuver to it," she con-1
tinued. CII remember picking it up and tucking it aWIl
somewbere, but wbere I can't tell." .

Tbat nigbt, before going to rest, Mrs. Balcome searcbr.
bigb and low ; in aIl likely and unîikely places, witborit Suc*
cess. But in tbe morning, as Mr. Cushing opened tlie1b4
Bible-the best one, brougbt out only on special occasion5-ý
sometbing white fluttered fromn its leaves to the fluor.
Balcome started, and gave ber busbaind a quick glance but

that good man sat, witb a face of Sabbatb peace l 00ki0g9
out on the pleasant landscape, and keeping time, softlyp 0on
the window-sill to some tune in bis biead.

Il'1And lie sbewed me a pure river of water of hiC,)"
read the minister's tranquil voice.

The chapter was a favourite une witb Mrs. Balcunie,an
she tried tu dismiss everytbing from bier mmnd except the
sacrei words, but ber eyes and tbuughts wouîd wander to
the envelope lying au aggravatingly near. Neyer bad the
chapter seemed su longed, and when the), knelt, notbitig but

the severest self-control kept ber fromn stealing to ber feet
and snatcbing that bit of paper. In the prayer wbich ar0se
from Mr. Cusbing's lips sbe lost for a time tbe seise 0
everytbing but the nearness of God. It was nu formai petU

tion, miade up of time-worn phrases, but was direct, si nPle'
genuine. lie talked witb God as une acquainted;- as fflen
migbt talk witb friend, in full and close communiou, and
deep peace and quiet felI upon tbem al.

A moment after tbey arose froni their knees, the evlP
was safe in the bottoin of Mrs. Balcome's pocket. Thert

was nu tume before morning service to discuss it, but Ofter
the early dinner was cleared away, she laid it before the
minister. lie tuok it witb an exclamation of surprise.

CI knuw this writing," be said. CIIt is tbat of a to
man wbo was a memnber of my family for a time. lle "
suspended froni college, and bis father, wbu is an old friClid

u f mine, wisbed me tu keep bim witb me during the telO o

b is suspension. But wbat reason bie could bave bad for do'
Ling this passes my comprebiension. He was a wild, reC
t lesa young man, but bie did nut seem une to knowingîY J00
! jure an innocent person. H1e is n0w at his home, quit e 10
1 in cunsumption. Do not mention the subject to any 0e
1 and I will do mv best tu unravel this mystery."

1 Not long after Mr. Cushing's return, the tullowing ICtte
i came from bim

COVERLIRY, Se5. O

D MY DEAR FRIaNDS:
a I pursuance cf my promise to you, I bave succee.e i

- clearing up the myster>' wbicb bas caosed su mucb paiti~
d perpîexity. If it were possible to suppress soine -tice

wbicb will grieve yuu, I would gladly do su, but J
seems to demand the wbole trutb.

A few days ago I visited the borne of Herbert
ýe the young man of wbum I spoke tu yuu. I found bifn
e feeble, anlâ apparently near bis end. Hie answered r$c

the queFtions put to bimn, and seemed relieved to unltrbc
b. is mmnd of this sin, wbicb, alas 1 is une of mnaoY. i

ýd substance of wbat lie told me is as follows : He camne t
ýo from college, bampered witb gambling debts, andbe

n pressed tu pay theni, finally borrowed money of Your bc
a Jacob. When be, in turn, demanded bis money,
d was unable tu pay it, and Jacob tbreatened hlm Wî -
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