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CHAPTER XXII.
A NiGiT t-P TuIE 1HAiIOUE

"ITell me now," sue vhîispered, - tell me the
*good tidinga of the bells."

I thouglit of Leonard's last secret whicb lie
told nie wlîen lie left me on tlîe platform of the
Atatioi, «"Tell Cis,' lie sid, "that Wouid
spoil al." Yet 1 did telil(lis. I toid ber that
niglit.

'Thue beils sai'l, Cia, thuat there oniy aited
a fortnight to Leonard's return. lie wil1 corne
back brave and strong."

"'Aid lie wiil inake ail riglît," alie cried,
eagerly, clasping uny land in liers. " Go on,
Laddy deftr.

Hle will make aIl riglit. Tlhe German shall
lie sent about bis business, and-nd-

"And we sauli go on just as we uaed to,
Laddy."

"N-not quite, Cia. WVlen Leonard went
away, lie told me a great secret. 1 wss not to
tell anybody. A ndifalhould not tell you now,
Oniy that I tbink it wili do good to both of us,
that you gliould kuow it. Tell me, uty abter,
bave you not forgotten Leonard ?"

"Forgotteui Leonard ? Laddy, bow couid I ?"
"You think of bim till. You remenîber

bow -brave and true lie was; how lie loved-us
bot--",

1I remember ail, Laddy."
«'Wben lie left me, Cia-be told me-Rush

let me whiser-low-ilow-in your ear-tbat
bis greateat hope waa to come back in five years'
time, a gentleman-to find you free-and to ask
you, Cia-to niai-iy bii."

She did flot answer, but as suielay in tlhe
boat, ber banda holding mine, ber face boent
down, 1 fait a tear fail on my finger; I did not
tlink it was a tear of eorrow.

"You are flot offended, Cia dear,' I wbis-
pered, ««1 bave flot dons wrong, in tellingiyOu."o

* "~Let it be a secret between y ou and me,
Laddy," abe said, presen tly. " Do not let us
everaspesk of it agin."

"«Cia, you told me once that you would bide
notbiug from me. Tell me-if Leonard askad

She threw lier amnis around my neck, and hid
lier face upon nuy shoulder. " Laddy," sha
whispai-ed, " there is no day, iii ail these five
pears, that I bave not prayed, uight sud morn-

infor Leonard."
Tlien we wera silaut.
The boura sped too swiftly, marked by the

balla of the slips iu commission. About two
in the moriin the tide began to turn, anid the
day began to break. Fir8t, the duli black sur-
fà ce of flats became wet sud glittared in the
l iglit. Than the water lowiy crept up amnd
covared al; it took time to reacli us, because
we were on a baîîk. Amnd ail the time wa
watched, the grey in the aast graw tingad witb
ail colours ; and the wild fowi rose out of their
Bleepinz-places by the shore, and flaw screaming
beavenwsrds in ion g hunes or arrow-headc
angles. And piesantly the sun ai-ose, splendid.

"'Laddy," whispered Calia, for the Captaiîî
still lept, " tlis is more glorious than tha
ove nmg."

At six balla, whicb is tliree in the moriuîg,
we floated. I noisalesiy stepped over the

uaieling. formi of tlhe Captain and took the
sildi pnký them in the water as softly as I

could. ~e dîd not waka tili haîf an lîour later,
wlian oui- bows sti-uck the., beach, and at tîhe
noise tbe Captaiîu started up. It was nearly
four o'cloek ; no hoats ware iii the liarbour; the
sitilînasa contrasted strangaly witlî the liglit of
the summeil morning.

" Laddy," grumbled the Captain, " you've
kept double watcb. You eaul that sailor-like ?
-U'e1ia, my dear, you bave not cauglit coid T,'

When wa rescliad home, the Captaiii insistad
on oui- going to bad.

"Wa havýe pasad a uigbt I shahi neyer foi--
get, Lsddy," said Clia atliher door"

"A saered niglit Cia.
She atooped dowun, 74 taîl and graciouis lady,

and kisaed my forabead.-yWa .u. owtbu o, adT

CHAPTER XXIII.
MRS. PONTIFEX ASKS WHAT IT MEANS.

That wus s nighît consecrated to avery kind
of awaet miemonies. It waa quite in thme nature
of tIîiuîgs tîat it shuomld ime foîîloNed by ouae of a
more worldly kiumd. Ili fat, the îîext day, to
put tbc mumajjtter il aiiimuu Emghli, ive lad a gi-est
r-ow, a fiiliv roi',
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-:3 ARBOUR.
AUTiIORS 0F «"READY-MONEY Maîti,
BUTI'ERFIY." &C.

It begaît vith Aunt .laîe. She came to tea'
accoînpanied by bier husband; and shie camne with
the evident intention of speaking hier mind.
This made us uneasy fronii the beginning, and
altlîough Mrs. Tyrreli attemipted to pour oil on
the trouhied waters by producing lier very best
tea service, ait bonour wvhich Mrs. Pontifex was
certain to appreciate, shie failed. Even tea ser-
vices in pin k and gold, with the ricli silver tea-
pot accompanied by a lavish expenditure in seed-
cake, and Sally Lunns, and muffins, failed to
bring a sinile to that severe visage. Mrs. Pou-
tifex w-as dressed for the occasion, iii a pyra-
midai cap trimmed %itli lace, beueath wvich
lier horizontal curis sbowed like the uîodest vio-
let peeping between April leaves of grass. She
wvore lier most rîîstling black silk robes, anti the
most glittering of lier stud-clasps in the black
velvet ribbon which girt bier brow. She sat
boit upriglit in lier chair; and such. was lier re-
markabie -4treiigth of character, testimony to
whicli bas already beeîî given by bier husband,
that sue struck the key-note to tbe banquet, and
made it joyless.

Who couid be festive wlien Mrs. Pontifex
icily refused sugar %vith lier tea, and proceeded
to deny that iuxury to lier husband ?

"No, John Pontifex," she said. 'it is bigli
time to set ]le store upon creature comforts.
No augar, Celia, in nîy husband's tea."

Mr. Pontifex meekly acquiesced. lie w-as ai-
ready iii the most profound deptlbs of depression
when lie arrived, and a cup of tea witliout sugar
was (nly anotlier addition te bis burden of
mielancboiy. 1 conjectured tnathle had passed
tbe afternoon in tbe receipt of spiritual nagging
In this art bis wife was a proficient, and ai-
thougli nagging of ail kinds must be intolerable,
1 think the religious kind must lie the most in.-
toierabie. The unfortunate man made no effort
to recover bis cheerfuinesa, and sat sulent, as up-
rîglit as bis wife, the cuîp of unsweetened tea in
bis hand, staring straiglit before hirn. Once,
bis wife iookîng the tber way, lie cauglit my
eye and sbook bis head sole mnly.

iJnder these circumstances we ail rau before
the gaie close reefed.

It was a bad sign that Mrs. Pontifex did net
talk. If she liad been critically snappiali, if she
liad told lier niece tbat lier cap was unbecoming,
or Celia that bier frock was unmaidenly, or nie
tliat an account wouid be required of me loi- my
idle time-a very conînion way sbie bad of mak-
ing things pleasant-one wouid fnot bave mmnd-
ed. But she did not speak at ail, and that ter-
rified us. Now and then sbe opened bier lipfs,
whicb moved silentiy, and then closed with a
anap, as if alie bad just framed and fired off a
thunderboit of speech. Her liushand reinarked one
of tliese movements. and immediateiy replacing
bis cu p upon the table, softly rose and effaced
bimsel fbehind the window curtains, wbere lie
sat witb oniy a pair of trembling knees visible.
Mi-. Tyrreli preteuded to be nt bisease, but was
not. His wife was not, and did not pretend to
be. As soon as we reasouably cnuld we rang tbe
bell for the tea-things toelie removed, and
began somne music. This was part of the regular
programme, tbough no one suspected Mrs. Pon-
tifex or bier husband of any love for barmony.
And whie we were playing came Herr Râumer,
at siglit of wbom 'Mrs. Pontifex diýew bierseif up
more stiffiy than before, and couglied ominous-

Ry e iooked very fresb and young, tbis elderly
foreigner. He was dressed neatiy in a bnttonied
frock (no one in our cii-cie wore eveniug dresa
for a gatherin* under tlie rank of dinner party
or dance), an d lad a rose in a button liole. A
littie bit of scarlet rilibon in bis breast sbowed
that lie was the possessor of some foreign Order.
lu lis greeting of Celia lie sliowed a Romeo-iike
eiasticity and youtbfuluess, and lie pianted him-
self on the beartbrug with an assured air, as if
tbe place aud ail that was in it belonged to him.

In front of bim, upon a saial concb, sat Mrs.
Pontifex, bier lips moving rapidiy, and ber brow
darker than ever. Eitlier Heri- Riumer was go-
ing to interrupt the battie. or he was himself
the cause of it. Celia rose from tbe piano, and

lier namne, George Tyrrell, baui beau coupled
with that of this-this foriaigu gentleman bei-e."

Mi-. Pontifax sliook bis liead as if more in soi--
row th an in auger.

'It is-aias!-the fact that suclu rumours ai-e
prevalan t."

"You hear, ('George Tyrreil T"'alia went on.
"I1 hear," lie repiied. --The rumours are

not witliout foundatioii."
Poor Celia !
"I announced to John Poutifex, tlîis after-

noon, my intention of speaking my mmnd on
tbis matter, and speakimmg it in tiie actual
prasence of Rer- Bâiumer himaeif, if necessary."

"1 arn infinitehi- obliged to you, madam, "'
said that gentleman, ivith a bow. "I1 wisli I
was sIre dy in a position to ask for youî- congratu-
lationîs.',

4"«Flap-doodle aud fudge," aaid Aîînt Jane. 1
do not dafend this expression, but it tras lier
own, reserved for use on those occasions whicb
required the greateat strengtlî of the Engliali
lauiguage.

Ail trembiad excel)t the Germami. Celia, by
tlue way, except thiat she iooked paie, took no
apparenit interest iin thie coniversation.

'Comngratulationsaraie uselessornamants of con-
versattioni," lie said. 'lThat, 1 prasume, is wlîat
you mnean, Mrs. Potîtifex ?

She snorted.

"4Pray, Sir,-wili you tell us fi-at, to wbat
rel igious persuasion you beloug ?"

The unexpectedi question staggerad him for a
moment. I thouglit lie was loat. But lie i-e-
covered.

"My ex cellenit parents," lie said, " who are
now no loniger living, brougbt !me up in the
strictast acbooi-Mra. Pou tif ex is, 1 believe, a
mlember of the Anglican Churcli-of Garnîsu
('ahvinism."'

" And wliat churcli do 3-ou attend in thia
town ?'

1'Unfoi-tuuateiy there is no churci of îny
views in this town. The Engiisb chturchea, liow-
ever, approacli my distinctive doctrines near
enoug i for me." lie said this meekly> as if
conacions of a supemiority whicb lie would not
press.

"«No -biasaing ahîsîl corne fi-oui me ou auy
mariage wliara botli membars are not corumuni-
cants of the Engliali establishiment. "

She said tlîat witli an air of detarminatiomi, as
if the matter was settled.

Han- Raiumer laughed softiy.
"«If that is.your ouly Objection, may dear Ma-

dam, it is easiiy ramoved. Madenwiselle vaut
bien une messe."

"I1 do not undam-taud Frenchi."
«'I mean that love, couplad witli a short con-

versation witb your iearxîed busband over a faw
doctrinal difficulties, would permit mue to presant
mysaif to you in the novai cliaracter of s coin-
muinicaut.''

lie overacted the speech, amnd no onie could
fail to sea the aneer behind it.

"John Pontifex."
" My deux, I am-imî point of fact-bebhind

you."y
" You bear wliat thia gentleman says. You

eau hold a discussion with bim in my presenca.
If, in my opinion, lie pUioves hinîsaîf wortliy of
Oui- Communion I h~ witidi-aw that part of
the objection."

««It 1.8 true," said John Pontifex, 1'that I am
not at the pi-amant moment-als !-deeply vers-
ed in the pointa wicb--abem - separate us
from Garman Calviniam. But no douit liair
Râumai- wil anligbten me."

"Oi-," said the suiter, rolliug bis liaad, «flet
me refer mysaif to a fairer theologian. Clia
herseif abalcouvert me."

Celia made no igu.
" This is mockery," Mrs. Pontifex ejaeulated.

"But it is whst I expected, sud indaadsasid te
John Poutifex as we drova liera. That s for-
aigner ahouid value Chiristian privilegas is biard-
,y to be looked for."

" That is, 1 believe, " said liair Ritumer, with
the fainteat possible suspicion of contempt in bis
snîooth toues, " the prevalent belief among
Engliali peppia. And yet no Engliabman bas
yet pubuiciy doubted thiat aveu s fos'aignai- las a
soul to be saved. "

"'Or bast," aaid Mrs. Poutifex sternly.
lier busband, who was stili standing maekly

beaida bier, lima ion g ai-ma dsngliug at Éither sida,
looking exsctly like a tali schoolboy afraid of
his achoolmaster, gi-oaned audibly'.

«'Or bast," ecbocd Han- Rhumer.
"'And pray, air, if 1 may ashi, what ar-a your

means Of existence t No doulit Mr. Tyrrail
knows ail about your family sud the way in

Did lia show bis imagination aven for a moment
to dwell on the posaibiity of a wiid sud roliick-
ing life away from lis wife ?

diMy wild oas," lie aaid, very slowiy, witli
empliasus on escli word, sud shaking bis head.
i"My-wild-oats-are long sinca-abern t-if
I may bealsiowed the figure of speecli-sown. "

"John Poutifex," aaid bis wifa, "iva ara inot
intarested in your aarly sins."

"I was about to ramai-k, my dear, that tbay
hava producd-alats !-tlieir usual crop of repan.
tauca-that is aIl. The wages of youtlifui 1ev-

diWa wili sllow, lier Raumer," Mrs. Ponti-
fax interrupted bar husbaud, dithat you ara
what you reprasent yourseif to lie. You have
meaus, you are a baclielor, and you are a Ch-is-
tian. W'e1-ry questions are not, as voix aay,
convantionai, buit Calia is my graud-niace, sud
wiil bave un ioimey when my hîusband sud I
are calaed away. It is no amaîl thing you ara
saaking."

"id1arn awai-a of it," lie îeplied. "' I an giad
for your sake that i-oui- noney is not a amall
thiug. "

This hie shîould not liai-a said, because it ws
iiiipolitic.

di 1bava oua questioni more to aak you, " said
Mrs. Pontifax, drawing bei-self more upriglit
than aver. id 'ou ai-a, I understaud, sonie sixtv
yaars of age. "

iarn sixty-two," lia replied blaudly. -"It
is my gi-est nisfortuna to have beau bora forty-
foui- yaars liefora Miss Celia Tyrrahi."

4"'Than, in the name of gooduass, " she cried,
idwiîat on eartb do you want with a young wife ?
You are only tbraa years youngar than I. You
miglit just as wail ask ?ne to mari-y you. "

diMy dea," cnied John Poutifex, in naturalalrm.

"Il caunot, madam," liair Bumer ne p ied,-
"bowever mucli one miglit desira suel a cou-
sumnmation.-I caunot aak you ini the very pi-
sauce of your busband."

Evarybody iauglied, iuciudiug Celia, and
Aunt Jane drawv hersaîf up proudly.

"You diagracaful mau,' aIe said. "How
dara you say suchi thinga to me ? If .John Pou-
tifex were not in Holy Ordens I aboîld expeet
humi to-to-"

di1 fear I abouid do so, nîy dear," John Pou-
tifex iiuterposed. "1 arn sure, in fact, that,
witliout tlie-abem !-the datai-i-et inîfluenîce of
my cloth, 1 should do so. "

id1amn unfoîtuuuate this evering," the Gai-maxi
wauît on, atiil bland sud smiling. d i amu adi-
vanced in yeara. Ail the more reason why a
younè lady-of Chiristiani principles-sbould as-
siât mile in passing those years pieasauîtiy."

diPeasautiy ?" she echoed. ''la ail you think
of-to pass tlie hast years of youi- lite pieasatitlv '
Wouid I allow niy iusband to pass bis timu' in
mare pleastintimeis ?"

diYou wouid mot, rny deai," said Jommu'onîti-
fax, firmiy.

"iMare pleasartnes: a Fool's Paradise.-George anîd Clans Tyrreil, I arn your aunt, sud
eutitiad, I believe, to lie heard."

46Sureiy," said Mi-. Tyrrelli. Pnay say wbatyou think."-

Calia laid lier haud on bar aunt's ai-m.
diDear Auuît Jane," aiesasid, "liai-r Raumai-

bas doue me the very gi-ast honour of asking me
to lie lis wife. lielias als§o very kindly con-
aented not to pi-cas foi- an answer. I féee-I am
sure lia feela himacf-tha many difficuities in the
way. And if those difficulties'prove insuperabie,
I trust to bis generosity-his ganaroaity as a
gentiaman-not to press me an y longer. "

diTo lie sure,"' aaid Aunt Jane, "people can
alwas beput ff.We eau tell tiem tiatliair

fathar" t oryou the affection of s grand-
The German winced for s moment.
diThsnk you, dasr Mrs. Pontifex," lie said.

"You would smootli ah the difficuities for us,
Im ansure."
Ha ahrugg ed bis shouldars.
"9Let us have no moi-e ex planations. I have

to thanhi Ceiiw-Misa Tyrrell-for putting the
position of thinga cleariy. If aie cannot ses baer
wsy to sceeptiu my addresses-tbere is an end
-sud thinga -looking at Mi-. Tynel-"« must
take their own course. If she eau, aha wili hava
in me s devoted husbsnd who wiii be proud to
belong to the families of Tyrreli sud Pontifex."

Aumît Jane was not, however, to lie moiiified.
She kiased Celia ou the foralîead. "'You are s
sensible girl, my dear, sud you wiil know bow
to refuse s msn old enough to lie your grand-
fathei,"-tben aIe gathered baer ski-ta togathen.
diGeoi-&e snd Clans Tyri-eli, wben you have got

t-_ I asî ate m wiil- -. JhnPntfeI
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