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NOT LOST.
Let me recount to you a true love story ; a story oflove pure

and undefied-love as It was in the beginning, lu now, and
ever shall be, world without end.

For love is aIl things lu one te us. Itis hope and fear and
joy and despairl; fit la ruth and it is falsehood; it lu suything
lu short, that you are pleased te call it, sud it cau reprfseut
the brightneus of heuaven or the blackneus of perdition.

6-Love ia meIting of the soul."
It was late In the afterucon of a dull autumnal day that a

group of young people came chatting down the flight of stone
steps leading from the door of a cathedral church, in an old
Atlantic seaport town. They were members of the choral
society attached to the church, and they had evidently beuen
there for rehearsal. Within.the great building yawned black
and lonely, save in the gallery where, over the organ, a gas-
jet spun rays of light in the gloom, sud tee sound of softly
subdued volces broke through the stillnesu.

The visible occupants wre two, a man aud a guiden-
young, and with the cabalistic word, alovers," gleaming, as
did the mysterlous handwriting of old on the wall, on, thoir
foreheads. Robert Field, the organist, was turning over more
shots of manmuscript music with an abeorbed air, while by his
aide stood Rester Resthersleigh, bor pretty face full of anxious
interest as she watched his movements. A littie clod of
uneasiness wrulkled her forehoad now and thon as sheaw
the rent edges of angry clouds scui by the narrow ulit of
window giving to the east where the gray sea lay toesing
stormlly.

"iWell, Robert !" Ishe mid at last, dropping her sllm and
on bis shoulder. "Well, Robert, what it hit? "

The musician's dark, serious face lighted a moment, glo-
riously, as h. turnedand took the little ngloved bands l bis.

" I asked you testay, Hester,because I wished to play for
you sone passages from my new piece. I usll ubmit It te
the ciety at Musie Hall to-morrow eveuing, and wantyour
opinion lu advance."

The young girl laughe4-a little, rippling -laugh of gleeful
enthusiaum.

"My 6niont1 Why, Robert, you know beforeband what
that will be. It would be nothing but a form asking it."

Robert ralued the little band tenderly te his lips.
6 I know that love make gentle critic of us all," he said

wisely. "But nov I want you te forge, who lu the author of
the melody, and to exercise your juagmeat without stint.
Remember, too, that love lithe theme; love which, wisely or
unwisely, hopes all-things, belleves alb things, sud endures ali
things unto the end." And then he turned te the organ.

He played slowly ut Brut. It was a lonely opening, full of
strange, sad chords, as if a soul wre walting somewhere lu
shadow. Thon, as brightnes enterei, the theme asserted
itself. The wonderful toue. climbed higher and higher, ex-
pressive of a great faith, of a fond, mad triumph, and bewild-
ering joy. On and on the chords svept; it was as if a living
chain of light rau round the world.

When ho hBad finished there was silence tor a moment be-
tween these two. The lingering echoesrolled back and forth
till one by one they, too, escapod Into stilluess. Thon Hester
Heathersleigh stooped, and, with quivering lips and tear-
wet eyes, reverently kissed the bowed forehead of ber lover.

"lOh, my darling I" she criei, it is eso beautiful! h am se
proud of you. Who taught you te play like that'? "

A proud and sationied smile curved Robert Field's lips as he
listened. "IMy love for yon taught me," ho anuwered. "My
love for yen, which l o great, o all-absorbing, that my musie
seoms to be but a poor expression of it."

Then lifting ber baud ho gased for a moment, with wistful
tenderness into the rose-pink beauty of her small, sweet face.

"You think it fi a triumph thon dear? Ah, Hester, are
you sure you speak for the music iself or only out of a tender
mercy born of your love for me ?"

An Indignant light brightened the pretty violet eyes out cf
the drowsy languor of youth's enchanting dream.

"l Tender mercy for you," she repatced. Thon uer voice
changed. "Ah, Robert 1i1f my love can make you write like
that now, then your future l1fe shall be full of Inspiration, for
I shal love you more and more the longer I know you. I
shall love you more and more forever."
. She wound ber arn about his neck, ci with tender, maiden
sweetness kilsed his forehad, and kised hI wavy hair, and
kissed the thin, pale band which lay nerireleusly on the yellow
orgau keys. And then a stillueus more fraught with eloquent
joy than any measure of golden speech could have been.

While they thus stood band lu baud talking the curtain be-
hind them parttioning of the long gallery parted and a dark
face peered through. It was aman's face, banudome butcruel
lu that purple gloom of gathering shadow. It was no friendly
face, either that with Its many changes of hate and jealous
anger and fuilous despair seeined, while the lovers talked, te
be playing s dark ad stormy oompaniment to the idyl of

r love.
A sudden angry burut of wind at the narrow window roused

them unpleasantly te a sense of night and the nearing storm.
"Oh,the rain1!I" cried Hester, with a pale face. "How

thoughtleus of us te stay, and you have that long, desolate
walk over the clis lu the dark!1 "

"Never mind"I cried Robert, stoutly. U There ar.i sucb
light and warmth within me that I shal not heed a passing
touch cf windi snd vaten. I will se. you te your door firsi, sud
then goodi nighi."

" My cousIn Couradi promisedi te ceme for me," Rester su-
uweredi. "1 v onder vhat deoaina him. i i. too bad for me
to take yeu ahi this long way ont cf yur route."

"h I1lke i botter ce," the young man said, gravely. " I do
not like your couin cnrad, sud h arn net wIiling to trust you
to hisecae. Oh, my darling!" hevwent on, earnestly, if my
music but bringu me fume andi fortune h cau then make yen
aIl my ovn, and teere will be no more goodi nights, no more
partings lu tee storm for us."

They passocd dovn the stairusud oui into tee street together
unconscious cf the shadiov closing upon tem, nearer sud
blaoker. At the door cf Hester's home they partedi vIte s
llngeriug good-by.

" My precious music," cried Robent, buttoning his c ai closer
about him. "No harm must corne te that. i represent.
fume sud fortune snd love an4 bonour for thee sud me, my
darling."

Hester lfiftd a smnall vet face te pour iet the gloom.
"I wish yen couldi stay," she said. " And oh, Bubert, b.

careful cf, tee clits-.te path is se louely sud dangerous. h

shall come early to rehearsal to-morrow for the uake of know-
ing that you are sf."

" Do 1" he answered. "I shuil bring you glad tidings.
Sueces. i too near for me to mia It now. Good night, good
nigh my sweetheart 1I" and so speaking he passed fom her
into be shadow of his waiting doom.

After that night of storm the day dawned clear and cool. At
St. Paul's the Choral Society, just then ini frltansh of enthu-
slasm over a new oratorio, gathered early. One-Two-Threet
the great bell chimed the hours and the singers waited im-
patient for their leader. Something hadl detained him most
likely ; he would come soon The hour struck four and he
had not come, and Hester Heathersleigh, with a huart heavy
a. lead lu her bosom, fell on her knees in an agony of prayer.

i Oh, my God1 t" she cried, reckless of.who might hear her.
He is dead. My Robert hl dead 1 He bas been lostin the

cruel storm 1"
Somie one, pitylng, touched her arm. It was ber cousin,

Conrad'Obartpris; he was looking at her with a pale face-a
&ce paler fr than that witi whilch he hai spied upon her
yesterday from behind the gallery canrtan. Her piteous cry
bad touched even his stony heart.

Rush!" u h whispered, "hure ls nvewsfrom him-from
Bobert; come'and hear what it I.

A note had been brought by a owft-running meosenger, and
a sbudder ran round, the walting circle of listeners when its
contents were made known. It was signed by a leading phy-
uician of the city, and statedthai Robert Field bi been pick-
ed up that morning at the foot of the cliftsand taken home
for dead. Hewasnow at the date ofwriting, lyingIn an in-
sensible condition, and it wa. Impossible to tell what the ex.
tout of his Injurie. were, or if there vere any hope of his
ultimate recovery.

A horror-strioken silence followed the reading of the note,
brokea at last by a low, uobbing cry from Rester Heathers.
leigh's white lips.

"I must go tohim-ohImust go to him! Whowilltake
me ? You!1 you1I" and she caught Conrad Charteris by the
arm.

fle shrank awayfrm her with a gesture mucha. If shehad
plerced him with a knife. His black eyee dilated horribly.

" 1? I go with you to see hilm?I" he cried. IlWhat are
you thinking of? What do you take me for ? " Then noting
her astonished look h. made a ferce struggle for composume;
but his bands shook like withered leaves.

" Why do you wshto goto him?I" hequestioned angrily.
He would not reoognise you-and itlis no place for yout

Let me take you home."
She snatohed up ber shawl ad bound it with trembling

Angers about her shoulders. "I tell you I shatl go to him,"
she answered. i was to have been hi wife and, living or da4
my place lu nov by his side. You can come with me if you
like 1 " And she 1ew down the stops.

It seemed an age to ber, that short time she was on the road
leading to the lonely house of Robert Field's widowed mother;
and wheu at last, by dint of ber prayers and tears, she was
suffered to approach hi. bedide, hbe looked down on a very
different Robert Field from the one with whom she had parted
In such high hope the night before.

The braises were chiefly about the head the physician sid
gravely, and even if he recovered it was doubtful if his mind
would ever be sound again. Rester beard him, and with a
great sob fell on her knees by the bedmide. Where now were
the brilliant aspirations, the tender hopea, the gay courage and
stout-hearted faith of one short day gone by ? Losit ulost !
Success so near to him, and yet to fail. Tdumph so uearly
won, and yet to pass by on the other side.

" Robert, Omy Robert Look up 1Speak to me, orI, tooq
shall die I"

'Ah! but love remained. Love unchanged and unfaltering.
This then was left-the blessing of a love which belleves all
things, hopes all things, and endures ail things unto the end.

The drawn white face on the pillow did not change ai Heu-
ter's cry, but under the balf-closed lid. the dull eyes gleamed
feebly and the slender hand outside on the coverlet groped
helplessly. Heuter took his band in bers and then, quick as
lightning, by some strange, subtle in4tinct rather than by any
demonstration of his, she fet that the poor, stricken senses
were trying to break through the darkneus that enveloped
them and make their unknown want understood.

" Robert Robert what is it?I" sheorled. IfWhatlsItthat
you want to make us urderstand ?"

The helpleus movement of hie lips, the belpleus groping of
his Angers, were enough to make one weep. Rester bout ber
ear to his mouth.

& What u hit, Robert, dear? Tell me-what ls it you want?"
The stifened lips strove with a terrible effort to move, and

this time one word was feebly articulated:
" Muleo!"
Rester looked up with a startled exclamation:
t Music t he calls for his music. Do you not hear? Where

lu it ? Who knows about it ? I i lost?" she questioned
eagerly.

Again that terrible a$tempt at speech. Thedull eyeu opened
wide, the feeble lagrns clenched themselves on Rester's band,
and, with a last aud effort of expiring duperate strength, he
raised himge4 and shrieked:

- My music 1 Find it I Sve iti" And then ho fell back on
his pillow like one dead.

a You have killed him," sid the physician, augrilly, sd ant
the vords Hester, vith a mosu, droppedi dovn insensible.

Not dead i But vhen, after weetasud months of pinful ill-
neas, he faced the world agian, he lookedi like a sh'sdov oui of
the pait. But bout sud agedi, vith scarredi foreheaci sud vhit-
oued locks, the vreck of bis body vas not the greatest uvil
that hadi befallen hlm ; for cf the brilliant genius of other
day. ne vestige vas left. Saddest of ail, the miserable ghout
of bis lot hopes hauuted bim, and lu the ruinedi chambers of
his darkened intellect he vas forever groping, srying to gather
up the .ysic ohords of tuneful thought vhich no longer vib-
ratedi te bis magie touch. The lest manuscripi mulec hadi
neyer boom rceovered, and though his feeble minci failedi to
take lu the greatns of his loss, tue shadow of something
besutifal which vas te bave been, but, somehow, failedi te be,
lay on hlm sud gave his face a vistful look, which vas madider
far lu is nute endurance than any vai of speech couldi bave
been. •

Moshe vas te him nov somethiug akin te the soundi cf
"sveet bulls jingledi, oui of tune and har.h."

Onu day lu early spring h. vent te the ohuroh for the Irsti
timo, leaning on Rester'. arm. The oldi, familar look of te
place struck hlm forcibly and rousedi hi dornant vit.. He

st down to the organ and glided his hande over the keys; a
few jangitng discordant chordsi followed, wandering and dis-
connected; then his face changud, and, with a terrible cry, ho
flung bis head down on his arme.

a Oh Rester ? tell me whati lt I have ]out! Sometimes I
almost reach It--it i ln my mind, something beautiful which
I almost grasp,and then it eludes me ud fades.away. I have
tout it now. Hesteri Rester! take mehome1!"

Soon ater that they were married. In vain Rester's friends
threstened and opposed her. She was quietly determined.

" He loved me whe fMonds and fortune smiled on him,»
she ansvered them. "Ho would have given me every great
gift which the vorld was ready to bestow on him for love of
his beautiful genius, and shall I desert him now when mis-
fortune has overtaken him? Perhaps-oh, perhaps some time
God may restore to him:his lest mind." Tears filled ber love-
ly sofitpathetic eyes. IlIf I dared tu hope it-oh, if I but
might hope for i, how willingly would I give my life to have
it so.»

The day before ber wedding she receivedavisit from Conrad
Charteris.

" It shall not be " ho cried out vehemently. IlDo you
realise what you are doing ? Why, yo hd butter far die at
once, for Robert Field ls but Uttle better thm an Idiot."

" And if he oer# au Idiot," returnedR ester, bravely hiding
ber hurt at the brutal words, "1even thon I would marry him.
I love him, and if not one vestige of his glorlous intellect re-
mained I would be Robert Field's wfe, and a proud one,
too!"

"And, by God, I believe you would," answered Conrad,
looking with a fond mad longing into the small pale face,
lifted so ndauntedly to bis dark gaze. Rester, you willl
drive me mad. Iwould to heaven that Robert Field was dead.
Why did hoenot die that night last winter? and h. struck
his hand fariously on the table lu a blid frensy of despair.

" God knowsIt wasfor no lack of purpose in you that he
did not die," retortedR ester spiritedly.

She spoke at random, but Conrad shrank asway wth a white
face. The ie words evidently bit him bard. They out close
and sharp as steel in their unexpected descent, and wheeling
abruptly about he left ber and did not seek ber again.

They were married quietly, and after that, in the tender
security of bis modest home, under the fond and cherishing
car. of bis wife, health and strength came slowly back te the
shattered trame of Robert Field.

Slowly, toc, out of the darknesu he begun towrench, one by
eue, the seorets of bis prisoned mind. Old melodies began to
shape themuelves under his toucoh, discordant and fragmentary
at irut, but gradually assuming' symmetry and power.

a Not quite s wreck I" he would sigh, wistfally. "Bome day
some good gen will mnlock my prison door and set me free."

In the child that was born to them a beautiful boy who
sang sweet music lu every tone of his dish voice, bis pride
was great. He talked of him, listened to him, watched him,
and dreamed of him, predicting a future of which Bertrand
was to be the perfect lower, the very golden rose of joy. So
the years paused, and sweet Hester Field's fair face grew hea-
venly beautiful to soe, with its tired look of patient waiting.
God only knows how ber heart failed ber now at times; or
with what ferce power she wrestled with ber growing doubtu,
and prayed for stredgth to help ber bear this cross whose
shadow fell even darker and deeper on her young life.

Had ber love, thon, been a sacrifice la vain?
But one day the answer came!
Beturning one afternoon from a long walk, Robert Field

utoppedln the hal, spell-bound by the triumphant strains of
some new and beautiful melody floating through the rooms.
Ris vorn face flashed with the old light of inspired thought;
bis eyes dllateI; bis whole form shook with a mysterious
emotion.

a What isit? whatlis it?I" heasked of his wife,who came
to meet him.

f Bertrand's musie tI" answ'red proud mother ester. "Ré
bas been engagedithit a long time. He meantitto be a
surprise for you."

Robert Field threw up his arms with a joyful ery.
g It i lamine--minej My lost musi 1-the musie I played

for you that long-forgotten day! Hark, uester i do you not
recognise it now? Oh t to think that it has ulept se long and
now comes back to me'se fresh aud fir. This is what I have
missed out of myIlife ? * Thisis mytreasure which was ulot to
me after many yens. Brought back by a Uttle child! Our
child, Resteri Oh, thank God for tbti"

Rushing into the parlour ho sweps Bertrand from the utool
and seating himuelf at the organ, with one powerfal Seep of
bis hand over the keys ho summoned his God-given genius
from the tomb of his youth and bade It stand resurrectionised
in new life before him. On and on the music swept: not a
note was lost; not a chord dropped out of the splendid work.
Shoutingly, exultantly the tones leaped forth, "and their
name was caled Wonderfal." On! on1 Up sud up 1

At lait, from sheer exhaustion, the musioian dropped to the
boor, and lying there ai Rester's feet ho wept ters whioh
were no shame to him.

" it is the very same!" ho cried. "9Bertrand has written it
out note for note, a coanterpart of my own work. Is it not an
awful thing to think ofi Ky ownuwork, and yet bis 1 Who
but God cas explain it. Andc oh, Rester!1 The darkness is al
gone now! Lot me thank God for that."

Thon, wrapping his am about her, Robert Field kised bis
vife's pale face and kissedi ber tender mnouth, her vafy bain,
sud ber ilim, pale faithful bauds.

"KMy vife! my vIfe t Oh, vhat If your love bhad fahled you,
Rester? If, l ibtose terrible brut hours cf my miliertnne,
yoar true huart hadi boom one vhii less true, then I shouldi
have been lying lu my grave to-dy, a broken and forgotten

Se fume sud success lu the later days cf bIs life came not
unvelcomely, te Robent Fieldi. The vorldi volcomec bis
famoins piece with noue the lous acclaim for its long delay,
sud for the sirnge story vhich accompaniedi ut. One truth
only concerning thai fatal night Robent vithbeld-knovn
atone te bis faithful wife. But conradi Oharteris bhad long ago
disappearedi nom tee town, sud vas ueen ne more smong
them. Se ho sud Rester buriedi the secret in their hearts,
contenteci that hi houldi bu mo-for Qed is his own avenger.

Thoy hadi been taught a vonderful lesson, toc, by One who,
having livedi on earth, knev vhat the full fruition cf ear'thly
life musi be, and who gave, are h. passedi away from smong.
mon, tee crovning blessing of RIs wisdiom lu s lait, newvcom-
mandent-

Love y. one another!i
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