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CHAPTER LV —QUITE ALONE.

It was early in June, and the days were at the longest.
Never before had Phebe found the daylight too long,
but now it shone upon dismantled and disoruered rooms,
which reminded her too sharply of the separativn and de-
parture they indicated. The place was no longer a home :
cverythirg was gone which was made beautiful by associa-
tion; and all that was left was simply the bare framework
of a hiving habitanon—articles that could be sold and scat-
tered without regret.  Her own studio was a scene of litter
and contusion, amud which t. would be impossible to work ;
and 1t was useless to sel st 10 order, for at midsummer she
would leave the house, now far too large and costly for her
occupation.

What was she todo with herselts  Quite close ut hand
was the day when she would be absolutely homeless ; but
1n the absurbiog intesest with which she had thrown herself
into the affaurs ol thuse who were guae, she had furmed av
plans for her owa future. There was her prolesston, of
course ; that would giwve her employment, and bnng in a
larger incume than she nceded with her simple waats. But
how was she to do without a home—she who most needed
to fill 2 home with al! the sweet chanties of life?

She had never felt cefore what it wasto be altogether
without ues of kindstup tnany fetlow-being. This incom-
plateness in her lot had been perfectly filled up by ber rela.
tionship with he waole famuly of the Settons. She had
found 10 them all that was required for the development
and excrcise of her natural aflections.  But she had lost
them. Death and the chance changes of htc had taken
them from her, and there was not one humaa creature 1n the
l\:ig:)lg on whom she possessed the clann of being of the same

Phebe could not dwell amid the crowds of Loadon with
such a thought oppressing her.  Ims heant-sickness and
loneliness made tne busy streets utietly distasteful to her.
To be hete, with nulliuns around her, all strangers to her,
was intolerable, There was her own little homestead,
surrounded by familiar scenzs, where she would seek rest
and quiet before laying any plans for herself.  She put her
affairs iato the hands of a house.agent, and set out alone
upon her yearly visit to her farm, which until now Felix
and Hilda had always shased.

She stayed on her way to sper.d anight at Riversborough
—her usual cusiom-—that she might reach the unprepared
home on the moors carly in the day. But she would ot
prolong her stay ; there was a faugye and depression abeut

Aier which she said could only be dispelied by the sweet
fresh 2t of her nauve moorlands.

**Fehix and Huda bave beea mote tu me than any words
rould tell,” she said 10 Mr. Clifford and Jean Merle, **and
now I hare lost them 1 feel as 1t mute than half my hife was
gone. 1 must get away by myself 1nto my old home, where
1 began my lite, and readjust 1t as weil as I can. I sballdo
it best there wiin no one to distaact me,  You nced not fear
my wishing to be too long alone.”

* We ought to have let you go,” answered Mr. Clifford.
*Jean Metle sud we ought to have let you go with them.
But how could we part with you, Phebe?”

** I should not have been happy,” she sud, sighing, “‘as
long as you need e must—you two. And 1 oweall Xam
to Jean Merle himself.”

The liule homeiy cottage with its thatched roof and small
latice windows was morc welcome to her thaon any other
dwethiog could have been. Now her world had sutfeied
such a chaage, 1t was pleasant to come bere, where nothing
had been aitered since her childhood. Both wathin and
without the old home was as unchanged as the beautifil
outhine of the hills surrounding it, and the vast hollow of the
sky above. Hereshe might live over again the past—the
whole past.  She xas 2 woman, with a woman's sad ex-
persence of hife ; but there was much of the g, even ot the
child, left in Phebe Marlowe still; and no spot on carth
could have brought back her youth to her as thisinhentance
of hers. There was an unspoiicd simplicity about her which
neither time nor change could destroy—the child-likeaess of
one who had enicred into the kingdom of hzaven.

It was a year since she had been hese fast, with Hilda in
her fust gnef for he. mother’s death, and everywhere she
found traces of Jean Merlc's handiwork. The half-shaped
blocks of +7oo0d, left unfimished for years in her father's
workshop, were completed- The hawk hovenng over ats
piey, which the dumb old wood-carver had begun as a
symbol of the feeling of vengeance he could not give utter-
ance to when brooding over Roland Sefton’s crime, had been
brought 10 2 raarveltons perfection by Jean Merle's practised
hand, anq 1t had been placed by him under the crucihx
which old Marlowe had tastened in the wirtow-frame, where
the 1ast rays of daylight fcil upon the bowed head hidden
by the crown of thorns. The first might that Phebe sat
alone, va the old hearth, hes cyes fested upoa thesc until
the duylignt faded away, and the darkness shut them out
from net sight.  Had jean Meile kaown what he did when
he laid this emblem ot vengeance bencath this symbol of
oeifect love and sacnfice ?

Bat afier a few days, when she had wisited every place of
yeatly pilgeimage, knitting up the slackened threads of
memory, Phebe began to realize the ternble solitade of this
isolated home of hers.  To live again where no step passed
by and no voice spoke to her, where not even the smoke of
a houschold heath floated upanto the sky, was intolerable to
her penal patore, which was oaly satisfied an helpful and
pleasant haman intetcourse. The utter sileace became
irksome to her, as it had been in her gatlhood 3 but even
then she had possessed the companionship of her dumb

father : now there was not only silence, but utter Joneliness,
The necessity of forming some definite plan for her future
life became every day a miore pressing obligation, whilst
every day the needful exertion grew more painful to her.
Until now she had met with no difficulty in deciding what
she ought to do: her path of duty had been clearly traced
for her. DBut there was neither call of duty now nor any
strong inclination to lead her to choose one thing more than
another. All whom she loved had gone from London, and
this small solitary home had grown all too narrow in its
occupations to satis(y her nature. Mr. Chfford himself did
not need her constant companionship as he would have dong
if Jean Merle had not been living with him. She was per-
fectly free to do what she pleased and go where she pleased,
but to no human being could such freedom be more oppres-
sive than to Phebe Marlowe. She had sauntered out one
evening, ankle deep among-the heather, aimless in
her wanderings, and a little dejected in “spirits ; for the
long summer day had teen hot even up here on thehills, and a
dull ilm had hidden he laudscape from her eyes, shutting
her 1n upon herself ana her disquicting thoughts. **\We
are always happy when we can see lar enough,” says Em-
erson; but Phebe's honzon was all dim and overcast.  She
could sce no distant and clear sky-line. The sight of Jean
Merle's figure comng towards her through the dull hauness
brought a quick thtob to her pulse, and she ran down the
rough waggon track to meet him.

* Aletter from Felix,” he called out bLefore she reached
him, **Icame out with it because you could aut have it
before post-time to-mortow, and 1 am longing to have news
of him and of Hilda,”

They walked slowly back to the cottage, side by side,
reading the letter together, for Felix could have nothing to
say to Phebe which his father might not see. _Thete was
nothing of importance in 1t ; only a brie! journal dispatched
Ly a homeward-bound vessel which had crossed the path of
their steamer, but every word was read with d2ep and silent
;mcrcsl, neither of them speaking tul they had read the last
ine.

I‘l‘ And now jyou will have tea with me,” said Phebe joy-
fully.

He ettered the little kitchen, so dark and cool to him
after his sultry walk up the stecp, long Janes, and sat watch-
ing her absently, yet with a pleasant consciousness of her
preseace, as she kindled her fire of dry furze and wuod, and
hung a little kettle to 1t by a chain hooked to a staple in the
chimaey, and asranged het curivus oid china, pick~1uplong
years ago by her father at willage sales, spon th juaintly
carved table set in the coolest spot of the dusky room.
There was an air of simple busy gladaess in her face, and in
every quick yet graceful movement, that was inexpressibly
charming to him. Maybe both of them glanced back st the
dark past when Roland Sefton had been watching her with
despaiting cyes, yet neither of them spoke of it. That
hfe was dead and buned. The present was altogether
different. )

Yet the meal was a silent one, and as soon asil was
finished they went out again on to the hazy mooiland.

** Are you quite rested yet, Phebe? ™ ashed Jean Merle.

¢ Quite,” she answered, with unconscivus 2mphasis.

“* And yuu have settled upon some plan for e fuure?”
he said.

‘“No,"” she replied; **Y am altogether at a luss.  There
1s no one 1a all the world who has a claim upon me, or
whom I bave a claim upon , no one to say tome *Go' or
‘Come.” When the wotld is all before you, and itisan
empty world, it is difficult to choose which way you will
take in it.”

She had paused as she speke ; but now they walked on
again in silence, Jean Mesle looking down on her sweet yet
somewhat sad face with attentive cyes. How little changed
she was from the simple, faithful-hearted girl he had known
long ago! There was the sam= cacdid and thoughtful ex-
pression on her face, and the same sercne light in her bLlue
cyes, 25 when she stood bLeside him, a little gul, paiicatly
yet carnestly mastening the fust difficulties of reading.
There was no one in the wide world whom he knew as per-
fectly as he knew iier ; no one in the wide world who kpew
him as perfecly as she did.

* Tell me, Phebe,™ he said gravely, ““is it possible that
you have lived so long, and that no man has found out what
a priccless treasure you might be to him?2 "

*¢ No one,” she answered, with a hittle tremor in her voice 3
*‘ only Simon Nixey,"” she added, laughing, as she thought
of his perseverance from year to year. Jean Metle stopped
and laid his hand on Phebe’s atm. '

¢ Will you be my wife?" he asked.

The bLnef guesuon escaped ham befure he was aware of
. It was as atterly new to hum as it was to her; yet the
moment it was uitered he felt how much the happiness of his
hfc depended upon it. Without her, all the future would be
dreary and lonely for him. With het—Jean Merle did not
dare to think of the pladness that might yet be hus.

** No, no,” cricd Phebe, looking apinto his face, furrowed
with deep lines ; **it is impossible ! You ought not to ask

me.

*\Why? " he said.

She did not move or take away her eyes frum his face. A
rush of sad memones and assouanons Was swecpIng actoss
her troubied acan.  She saw him as he had been lung ago,
30 far above her that it had scemed an honour to her to do
him the meanest service. She thought of Felicita in her
nnapps whable loveliness and stateliness, and of their
home, so foll to ber of exqaisite refinement and luxcry. In
the trac humiiity of het natute she had looked ap to them
as far above hez, dwelling on a height to which she made no
claim. And this dethroned king of her early days was a
King yet, though he stood before her as Jean Merle, still fast
bound in the chains his sins had tiveted about him.

[ am ulterly unworthy of you,” he said ; **but let me
justify myself if I can. 1 had no thought of asking yousuch
a question when 1 came ap here.  Bat you spoke moumfully-
ol you: lonchacss ; and I, 200, am lonely, with o haman
being on whom I have any claim. It is so by my own sin.

Bat you, a. least, have friends ; and in 2 {cax or two, when
my last friend, Mr. Clifford, dizs, you will go out to them,

—

to my children, whom I have forfeited and lost foreves.
There is no tie to bind me closely to my kind. 1 am oldes
than you—poorer ; a dishonour (o my father’s house! ve
for an instant I fancied you might learn to love me, and ng
one but you can ever know me for what T am ; only your
faithful heart possesses my sectet,  Forgive me, Phebe, and
forget it if you can,”

*“I never can forget it,” she answered, with a fow sol.

** Thea I have done you & wrong,™ he went on; * forwe
were friends, were we not 2 And you will never again be
at home with me as you have hithertobeen. I was no more
worthy of your friendship than of your love, and I baye
lost both,”

‘‘No, no,” she cried, in a broken voice. ‘I nere
thought —it seews impossible. But, oh! I love you, |
have never loved any one like you. Only it seems 1mpos.
sible that you should wish me to be your wifs.” .

“‘ Cannot you sce what you will be to me,” he said ps.
sionately. **It will be like reaching home after a weay
exile; Iike inding a fountain of lrving waters after crusung
a burning wilderness. 1 ought not to ask 1t of you, Phebe,
But what man cuuld duum himself to endless thiest ang
exile? If yuu love me so much that you do not see how an.
worthy I am of you, I cannot give you up again. You are
all the world to me,"

] l‘l. Bat I am only Phebe Madowe,” she said, stil woati.
ully,

‘“And I am oniy Jean Metle,” he replied.

Phebe walked down the old familiar lanes with Jean
Merle, and tctarned to the muorlands alone whilst the sug
was still above the horizon. But a soft west wind had nsen,
and the hazy heat was gone.  She could see the sun sinkieg
low behind Riversborough, and its tall spires ghstened 1o
the level rays, while the fine cloud of smoke hanging over
it this summer ::vcnmi was toged with gold. IHer future
home lay there, wader the shadow of those spires, and bepeaty
the soft, floating veil ascending from a thousand hearths,
The hume Roland Scfton had fosfeited and Fehicita had tor
saken had becume hers. There was deep sudness mingled
with the strange, unanticipated happiness of the present
hour, and Phebe did not seek to put it away from her hean,

CHAPTER LVI.—LAST WORDS.

Nothing could have delighted Mr. Clifford so much a3 a
marriage between Jean Merle and Phebe Marlowe. The
thought of it had morc than once crossed his mind, but ke
had not dared to cherish it asa hope. \When Jean Meile
t.1d him that night how Phebe had consented to become hus
wife, the old man's gladness knew no bounds.

**She is as dear to e as my own daughter,” he said, ia
tremulous accents; **and now at last * shall have her under
the same roof with me. 1 shall never be awake in thenight
again, fearing lest I should miss her on my death-bed.” I
should like Phebs to hold my hand in hers as long as 7 am
conscious of anything in this world. Al the remainizg
years of my life I shall have you and her with me as my chil-
dren.  God is very good to me.”

But to Felix and Hilda it was a vexation and =z surpriss
to hear that their Phebe Marlowe, so exclusively their own,
was no longer to belong only tothem. They could not tell,
as none of us can tell with regazd to our friends’® marriages,
what she could sez in that man to make her williog to gire
herself to him. They never cordially forgave Jean Metle,
though in the course of the following years he lavished upoa
them maguificent gifts ; for once more he became z wezlity
man, and stood high in the estimation of his fellow-10wzs.
mea. Upon his marrizge with Phebe, st Mr. Clifford's re-
quest, he exchanged his foreign surname for the old Eoplish
name of Marlowe, and was made the manager of the 03
Bank. Some years later, when Mr. Clifford died, all his
property, including his interest in the banking business, was
leit to John Matlowe.

N» parents could have been more watchful over the o
terests of absent children than he and Phebe were io the
welfare of Felix and Hilda. Butthey could never quite tecon:
cile themselves tothis marsiage. They had quitted Ecgland
with no intention of dwelling here agawn, but they felt that
Phebe's shortcoming in her attachment to them made their
old country less attractive to them. She had severed the
last link that bound them to it. Possibly, in the course of
years, they might visit their old home ; but it woutd never
scem the same to them. Canon Pascal alone rejoiced
cordially in the marriage, though fecling that there was
some secret and mystery in it, which was to be kept frem
him as from all the world.,

Jean Merle, after his tong and bitter exile, was at hoz¢
again , af'er crossing a thirsty and burning wilderness, te
had found a spring of living water. Yet whilst he thaoked
God and felt his love for Phebe prowing and strengtheriag
daily, there were times when, in brief intervals of atter
lonchiness of spint, the long-buned past arose agae 2d
cried to him with sorrowful voice amid the trangui! bapg
ness of the present.  The childten who called Phebe motbe
looked up into his face with eyes like those of the Jittlesca
and daughter whom he had oace forsaken, and their voices
at play 1a the garden sounded like the echo of those beloved
voices that had fust surred his heart to its depths. Tte
qaiet room where Felicita had beewn wont to shat hersell iz
with her books and her wiatings remained empty and desolate
amid the joyous occupancy of the old house, where littke
feel pattered everywhete except across that sacred thresaeht
It was never croised but by Phebe and himself, Sometimss
they entered it together, but often he went there aloce
when his heart was heavy and his trust in God darkened
For there were times when Jean Merle had to pass throzgh
decp waters whea the sensc of fergiveness forsook himand
the light of God's cosntenance was withdrawn. He bad
sinned greatly and suflered greatly.  He loved as he oight
never otherwise have loved the Lord, whose disciple he peo-
fessed to be ; yet still there were seasons of bitter remes
biance for him, and of vain regrets over the itrevocable past:

It was no part of I'hebe’s nature to inquire jealously ifber
husband loved bher as much as “he loved him, Sbe ket
that in this as in .1} other things ** it is more Llessed togive
than to zecave.”  She {elt for him a perfectly unselfsh 32



