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GRANDMO hrough a r fire, Well! the sooner it|stand up in white and call myself a bride
680 v iy Bible, | Was over tl better, She scarely would My marriage-day was to have heen the en-
W : y il e [t herself time for any thought as she ran | trance into Paradise to me. Witha funeral
Y ; \ juickly down the long the fami- | so near, and to certain, it cannot be that.
O : o " v lor 1 in amomert found herself | Johu-—John—I «(awmot—I cannot We
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G b b 1 vestenday m , when they had| “You put it ofi, thin? You deny your
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% ad ik e S ve again, will be unlike me. 1f you put it so,
larling ! my owndarling 1" he said. | I deny my father his dearest wish.”
Just lea . ¥ to repeat : He camwe up to her and put his arms round |  “Charlotte, I fail to understand you.
And a wil thair facos her.  “Charlotte, what is it7 You are in| You will not marry during your father’s life
Look u . o & trouble 7 Tell me.” time. Butit may be very quict—very
£ o et iy A how sweet 1t was to feel the pressure| very quiet, I can manage that ; and you
To w v hea f his arms, to lay her head on his breast. | necd not leave him, you can still be alto-
And the | 1 \ She Wi ut for quitea minute, saying to | gether his daughter, and yet make him
One " AR eV art Lierself, * It is for the last time.” happy by lettin im feel that you are also
“You are in great trouble, Charlotte? my wife ; that 1 have the right to shield
Ther g ar (o | Charlotte, what is it1” questioned her you, the nght to love and comfort you
f . love Come, Charlotte ! come, my darling! we
T'he vers . “Yes, I am in great trou ' she said | won’t have any outward festivity, any out
When 1 wakz2in His likeness | then, raising her head and looking at bim ng. This isbut natural, this can
1.t all | stisfied Her eyes were clear and frank and open 25| he managed, and yet we may have that
And sside the { sover of old, and yet at that moment she meant | which is above and beyond it all—one an-
Isa tis faded im | to decerve i he would not tell him the | other. We may be one in our sorrow in
For 1 Lt s { pastor [real reason which induced her to break off|stead of our joy.”
Bar 1 me=I've & 14 woman’s | her engagement. She would shelter her| “Oh! if 1t could be,” she sobbed ; and
whim father in the eyes of the man she loved, at | now again she laid her head on his shoul-
any cost. der
the pea x e is wa “You are in great trouble,” he repeated,| It shall be Charlotte ; we will marry like |
by-a y 1 shall go, seeing that she paused. that on the twentieth. I will ranage it
< to that kingdom “Yes, John—for my for my father | with your father.”
A th ne below . for—for you. Dear John, we cannot be “No, John ! no, my dearest, my best be
And under tha ittle Mary, married on the twentieth, we must part.” | loved, it cannot be, 1 cannot be your wife,
Write another when I dies “Charlotte !” he stepped back a pace or| Loving you as 1 never—never—loved you
r k 1 Bibles and read them two in his astonishment, and her arms fell | bef give you uy t is worse than
#od bless you, child, why should you |! sides, “Charlotte !” he re- | the agony of death to me. Bat [ give you
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¥ f ! ty, my de She began to tremble when father’s lifetime 1
W J f i 1 la ( A chair nea I do more
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A vl a aln it 1 y youare in
A uaresaying
f nigl I'ell me all ¥ , Charlotte, but
I ¢ A v Christian lor 1 wor It is im
I \ hat you and 1 can part. Have we
- not plighted our troth before God 1 We
uot take that back. Therefore we ean
HOW IT ALL CAME ROUND, not part.’ “1 willnot try, | know we must part.”
L. T. Meade, in * Sunday Magazine.”) Inl e, but outwardly | * If this is so, we must. DS
Ve m » , and then she | husband and wife is fata
OHAPTER X NG ON THE TWEN- | began y feebly, for she was all un-| “It would be, but I admit pothing, we
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now hasn Tell s ' he said then very tender and
hi for a moment, and then
T 3 te a light i .
F s “Johin, a dark thing was kept from me, | be can p and again took her hand ‘Lot
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m 5 How « I marry on the twentieth, | there is a seeret, tell it to me, all of it, let
She w - W her via s dy m rit st part us
3 o i sitle fult & oxt ¢ relief I iy darling—my darling—I can
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turued back into her room,

OHAPTER XLIL—“1 LOVE HIM,” SHE

lav, and they told me; but that
! ANSWERED,

enough.  To-day I visited the great doctor,
My tather has seen Sir George Anderson ;

he told me all

3 not

¢ That e
My father is a dying man. . father’s study and sat down by his side.
Jotn, ean you ask me to marry when my She had not appeared at dinner-time, send-
father is dying 7 ¢ another excuse. She wasnot very well,

I could not, Charlotte, if it were not his | g}, aid ;she would see her father later in

own wish. y 3 the evening jut as she could not eat, she
“His own wish 1" she repeated. did net care to come to dinner, She would
Yes! Some time ago he told me of this ;| [ike to see her father quite alone afterwards,

he s

was

ereat thing he longed for Charlotte had worded this verbal message
see you and me—you and me, my | il great care, for she wished to prepare
ywi Charlotte—husband and wife, before be | oy father for something of extra importance,

Even with the tenderest watching it wasim-
s keep his state of healthasa|},iible to avoid disturbing him a little, and

¢ than she had ret trom u X . . |she wished to prepare him for the very slight
when a ta “1 begged of bim to tell you, but he j,,¢ wnavoidable shock she must give, Jas-

¢ 10 wanted you to be his own bright Charlotte per dined at Prince’s Gate as ususl.  But

! after dinner he went away,  And Charlotte,

1 | I her of that first inter- | j,oy she knew this, instantly went down to

- » I owith | father. He told 0ty father,  She was now perfeetly calm

well, Ly ued.  Must she g time being she had forgotten herself

( him 1afteralll Nolshe would 5 Iy ligg gives outward compo-
Wt 1 D ¢ father’s ilebime she uld rel elf-forgetiulness, like putting your

! 1 s d b Afterwa A sef in your fellow-man’s place.  Charlotte

r own |dHlerwards a worlil would kn had doue this when she stepped up to her

When Hinton had ceased she | old father ide.  She had dre 1 herself,

lirectly,” laid her hand on his arm vertheless, | too, with special thought for him. There
t to | my darling, I canunot marry next week, 1| was a muslin frock, quite clear and simple,

a message | know you will fail to understand me. 1| which he had loved. It was & soft Indian

w3 tell ber I kuow wy father will fail to understand we. | fabrie, and clang to her fine figure in grace-
[hat is hard—the hardest part, but I am|ful folds, She had made Ward iron it out,

and Charlotte | doing right.  Some day you will acknow-|and had put it on. Of late she had conxid-

She had to golledge that.  With my father dying I cannot|ered it too girlish, but to-night she appear-

vening Charlotte came softly into |

ed in it, knowing it would please the eyes
for which it was worn

Mr. Harman was chilly and sat by the
fire usual the room was softly but
abundantly lit by candles. Charlotte loved
light, and, asa rule, hated to talk to sny
one without looking at that person fully.
But to-night an opposite motive caused her
to put out one by one all the candles,

“Doesnot the room look cosy with only
the firelight 7" she said. And then she sat
down on a low stool at her father’s feet
ou are better now, my love. Tell me
vou are better,” he said, taking her haud in
his,

“T am well enough to sit and talk to you,
father,” she said

“But what ailed you, Lottie 7 You could
not come to dinner either yesterday or to-
day ;and I remember you looked ill this
morning.  What is wrong 7'

“1 felt troubled, and t has brought on
aheadache, Butdon’t let us talk about me
I mean, I suppose we must after alittle, but
| not at first,”

“Whom shall we talk about first? Who is
more important 7 Is it Hinton 1 You can-
I not get me to think that, Charlotte,”

“Youare more important. I want to
| talk about you.”

Now she got hold of his hand, and, turn-
ing round gazed firmly into his face.

“ Father, you have troubled me. You
have caused my headache,”
| Instantly a startled look eame into his
ey and she, reading him now—as, :las !
she knew how to do but too vell—hastened
to soothe it,

“You wanted to send ine away
me less your own, if that were
Father, I have come here to-night to tell you
that I am not going away—that | am all
your own even to the end.”

“My ownto the end 1 Yes, you must

Jut what do y mean "’
hand she held trembling, and
hast 1toadd

“Why did you keep the truth from me }
Why did you try to deceive me, your near-
vst and dearest, as to your state of health 7
But I know it all now. I am not
away from you.”

“You mean—you mean, Charlotte, you
will not marry Hinton next week 1"

“ No, father,”

“Ha 1 told him "

to make

ossible

always

going

“ Charlotte, do you know the worst about
jme 17

“1 kuow all about you. I went to see
Sir George Anderson this morn 1for-
ced from him the opinion he has alreaay giv

ento you, He saysthat I caunot k u
long Jut while I can, we will never
part.”

Mr. Harman’s hand had now ceased to
tremble. It lay warm and quiet in his

daughter’s cla Aftera time he said

“Put your arms round me, darling,”

She rose to her feet, clasped her hands
round his neck, and laid her head on his
shoulder. In this position he kiss first
{ her bright hair then her cheek and b
| “Butlwantmy littlegirl to leav )
{said.  “Illness need not make me selfish,
| You can still be my one only deardaughter
and yet be Hinton’s wife.”

“[ am your only dear daughter,” she re
‘[n'muL “Never mind about my being any
man’s wife.” She tried to smile as she re-
|sumed her seat at his feet
| Mr. Harman saw the attempt at a smile,
and it instantly strengthened him to pro-
ceed.

“Charlotte, I am not sorry that you
know that which 1 had notcoura_e either to
tell you or to cause another to tell you, I

am-—yes, am dying. Some day before
long | mustleave you, my dar.ing. 1 must
go away and return no more,  But bef 1

die I want to see you Hinton'’s wife. It
will make me happier to see this, for yon
love bim, and he can make you happy. You
m, Charlotte 1"

es, | love him,” sh

answered

Then we will not postp
My child shall marry the wan she loves, and
have the strength of his love in the dark
days that must follow ; aud in one weck
you will be back with me, no less my ehild
because you are Hinton's wife.”
| - “Father, Icannot.”
| % Notif I wish it, dear—if I have set my
| heart on it1”
| “I cannot,” she repeated.

She felt driven to her wite’ end, and
pressed her hands to her face,

“(Charlotte, what is the meaning of this?
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