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CHAPTER XVIIi.-Continued.

Felicita did not speak when she entered the room, but
looked at hiin with a steadiastneas in her dark sad eyes
which again dimmed his with tears. Almost fondly he
pressed her bands in his, and led her to a chair, and placed
another near enougli for him to speak to her in a low and
quiet voice, although unlike the awfu tones lie used in the
bank, which made the clerks quail before him. His hand
trembled as lie took tbe littie photographs out of their en-
velope, so worn and stained, and laid them before lier.
She looked&at tliem with tearless eyes, and let them fail upon
lier lap as things of littie interest.

SIPhebe lias told you ?" lie said pitifully.
SiVes," she whispered.
1"«Yeu did nlot know befre ?" lie said.
Slie shook lier head mutely. A long, intricate path of

faisehood stretched before her, from wliich she could nlot turn
aside, a maze in whiclislie was already entangled and lost ;
but lier lips were reluctant to utter tlie first words of untruth.

-"These were found on him," lie continued, pointing tc>
thse children's portraits. SII arn afraid we cannot doubt the
facts. The description is like him, and lis papers and pass-
port place tlie identity beyond a question. But 1 liave
dispatched a trusty messenger to Switzerland to make
further inquiries, and ascertain every particular."

SIWill he see him ?" asked Felicita with a start of terror.
"No, my poor girl," said the old banker ; SIit hap-

pened ten days ago, and lie was buried, so they say, almost
inmediately. But I wisl toeliave a menmoriaI stone put
over his grave, that if any of us, I or you, or the children,
should wish to visit it at some future time, it should not be
past finding."

He spoke tenderly and sorrowfuily, as if lie imagined liim-
self standing beside tise grave of his old friend's son, recal
ing tise past and grieving over it. His own boy was buried
ini some unknown common frsse in Paris. Felicita looked
up.at hiru with her strange, steady, searching gaze.

"You have forgiven him ? " she said.
"Yec," lie answered ; " men always forgive thse dead."t
" Oh, Roland 1 Roland 1" she cried, wringing lier liands

for an instant. Then, resurning lier composure, alie gazed
quietiy into bis pitiful lace again.

SIIt is kind of you te think of bis grave," she said;
"but I sliall neyer go there, nor shail tise children go, if I

can help it."
"IHush 1" lie answered imperatively. "IYou, then, liave

net forgiven liim ? Vet I forgive hiru, who bave lost most."
"You 1 " she exciaimed, witli a sudden outburst of pas.

sion. SIYou have lost a few tbousand pounds ; but what
have I lost ? My faith and trust in goodness ; my liusband's
love and care. I have lost him, the father of my cli ldren,
my home-nay, even rnyself. I amn no longer what 1
thougit I wus. That is what Roland robs me of ; and you
say it is more for you to forgive than for me 1"1

He had neyer seen her thus moved and vehernent, and lie
shrank a little from it, as rnost men sbrink frbm any unusual
exhibition of emotion. Thougli sbe lad not wept, lie was
afraid now of a scene, and hastened to speak of another
subject.

,àWell, well," lie said soothingly, SIthat is aIl true, no
doubt. Poor Roland 1 But I arn your busband's executor
and ýthe chldren's guardian, conjointly with yourself. The
will will be proved immediately, and I shall take charge of
your affairs."

"I4 thouglt," she answered, in a heitating manner,
"that there was nothing left-tbat we were ruined and had

nothing. Wliy did Roland take your bonds if lie lad.
money? Why didhle defraud other people? There cannot
be any money coming to me and thse chiîdren, and wliy
should the will be proved ?"'

« «My dear girl," lie said, SIyou know Pothing about
affairs. Vour uncle, Lord Riversford, would neyer have
aliowed Roland te marry you witliout a settiement, and a
good one too. His deatis was the best thing for you. It
saves, you froru poverty and dependence, as well as from
disgrace. 1 hardly know yet how matters stand, but you
wili have littie less than a thousand a year. You need not
trouble yourself about these matters ; leave theru to me and
Lord Riversford. He called upon me yesterday, as soon as
lie heard the sad news, and we arranged everything."

Felicita did not hear bis words distinctlyp thougli ler bramn
cauglit their meaning vaguely. She was picturing lierseif
free fioru poverty, surrounded with most of her accustomed
luxuries and shielded from every hardship, while Roland
was iomeless and penniless, cast upon bis own resources to
earn bisi daily bread and a shelter for every niglit, witli
nothing but a poor handieraft to support him. She liad
not expected this contrast in their lot. Poverty liad seemed
to lie before lier also. But now bow often would bis image
start np before ber as she had seen hlm last, gaunt and
haggard, with rougis hair and blistered skin serving him as
a mask, clad in coarse clothing, already worn and ragged,
not at test in tise grave, as every one but iserseif believed
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largest, and I wbll take meana to find out tise otisers. Witis
my motlier's two liundred a year and wbat I earn myself,
we sisail keep tise dhbîdren. Lord Riveraford lias ne control
over me. I arn a woman, and I will act for myseif."

"lYen cannot do it," lie repeated ; 1"yon have ne notion
of what you are undertaking te do. Mrs. Sefton, my dear
young lady, I arncerne, witis Lord Riversford's sanction, te
ask you te return te your heme again, te Madame's old
hore-your dhildren's birtliplace. I tbbnk, and Lord
Riveraford tisinks, yen slionld corne back, and bring up
Feuix te take bis grandfatlier's and fatlier's place."

"Ilis fatber's place 1 " bnterrupted Feicita. IlNo, my
son sisall neyer enter into business. I wouhd ratiser sec hiru
a common soldier or sailor, or day labourer, earning bis
bread b>' an isoneat toil. He sisali have ne traffic in~ money,
sucb as bis father had; lie shall lave ne sucis temptatiens.
Wliatever my son is, lie shall neyer bc a banker."

"lGood gracions, Madame!1" exchaimed Mr. Clifford.
Felicita's stony quietude was gene, and in its place was sucli
a passionate energy as le lad neyer witnessed before in any
weman.

"IIt was money that tempted Roland te defraud yen and
dishonour hiruscîf,"l she said ; 'it drove poor Acton to
commit suicide, and it liardened your hicart against your
fiend's son. Felix sall be fre rom it. He shahl earn bis
bread and bis p lace in thc worhd in seme other way, and
tili lie can do tiatîI will earn it for Ibm. Ever>' shilling I
spend from isenceforti shsall bce dean, the fruit of my own
banda, not Roand's-not lia, whetlier lie be aive or dead."

Befere Mr. Clifferd could answer, tise door was flung
open, and Felix, breatiheas witli rapid running, rusised into
the recru and flung isirlcf into lia motiser'. arma. No
werds could come at first; but lie drew long and terrible
sois. Tise boy's npturned face was pale, and is eyes, tear-
less as lier own lad been, were fastened in an agon>' upon
bers. SIc could net soothe or comfort ii, for she knew
bia grief was waated on a falseisood ; but aise booked down
on lier son's face witis a feeling cf terrer.

"lOh, my fatiser h my belcved father 1" lie sobbed at
last. la is c dead, mother ? Yen neyer told me anything
that wasn't truc. He can't bc deati, tisougis Phebe says s0.
la it tr uc, motier? "

Felicira bent ber liead tilI it rested on the bby's uphifted
face. lis sois sîcok lier, and the close clasp cf lier arma
was painful; but aise nebtiser spoke nor moved. SIc leard
Phebe coming in, and knew that Roland'a motiser was tisere,
and Hilda came te claqp lier little arma about lier as Felix
was doiîag. But lier heart isad gene back to tise moment
wisen Roland liad knelt beside lier in tise quiet littie cdurci,
and aise lad said tehIm deliberately, "I cisoose your
deatis." He was dead te lier.

"las it truc, mother?" wailed Felix. "01, teil me it
isn't truc 1h

"lIt ba truc, " aise answered. But the long, tense strain
had been tee mucis for ber strengtli, and slie sank fainting
on tise ground.

CHAPTER XIX.-AUTHOR AND PUBLISHER.

It was ail in vain tisat Mr. Clufford tried te turn Felicita
from ber resolutizn. Pliebe cordiahi>' upiseld ber, and gave
ber courage te persist againat ail arguments. Botis of tiser
cared littie fer poverty-Plebe because aIe knew it, Felicita
because aise dbd not know it. Fehicita had neyer known a
time when money isad te 'UC consdered ; it isad corne to ber
pretty mudli in the same way as the air aise breatlied and
tise foed she ate, witîout any care or provision cf lier ewn.
Pliebe, on tise other liand, knew tliat se conhd earn ber
own living at an>' time by tise work cf lber strong young
arma, and ber wants were so few tisat tise>' could easily be
supplied.

It was decided before Phebe went homne agnin, and
decided bn tise face cf Mr. Clifford's opposition, tisat a amal
lieuse slieuld be t aken in London, and partly fnrnbised from
tise old lieuse at Riveraborougli, wliere Felicita would bc in
dloser and casier communication witis the publisisers. Mr.
Clifford lauglied te iiseif attise idea abat abe could gain a
maintenance b>' iterature, as ail tise literary people le lad
ever met or iseard cf bewailed tiseir poverty. But there was
Madame'a uitile inceme cf two lundred a year ; tisat formed
a basis, net altogetlier anl insecure or despicable one. It
would psy more than tise rent, witis the rates and taxes.

Tise yearly income from Felbcita's marriage settlement,1
whicis ne representations cenld persuade ber te toucis, was
te go te tise gradual repayment cf Roland'a debts, tise
pooreat men being paid firat, and Mr. Cifford, wiso reluc-
tan!> consented te tise sciseie, te receive bis tise last.
Tsogis Madame lad never believed in iser son'. guilt, ber
mast and simple seul waa aatisfied and set at reat by this
arrangement. She bad net been able te blame Ibm, but it
lad been a iseavy burden te ber tcisink cf others snffeing
bs lirougis Ibm. It was tIen aI'noat witli dieerfuiness tisat
se set herself te keep bouse ferlber daugiter.in-law and lier

grandchuldren under sucis widely different circumatances.
Êefore Chiristmuas a lieuse was found fer theru in Ciseyne

Walk. Tise Chelsea Erubanisment was nct tIen thouglit ef,
and tise streets eading te il, ike iliese now hying beisind it,
were mean and crowded. It was a narrow boeuse, wbtla
rooma 50 amail tisat wlien tise massive furniture freru tîcir
old bsouse was set np in it there was no apace fer meving
about freel>'. Madame lad known onl>' two lioses-the old
straggoling, picturesque country man»inU le Jr,wt--klàs

But Madame made the best of tise woeful change. Tii
deep, quiet love she had given to ber son she transfcrred tW
Felicita, wlio, she well knew, liad been lis idol. She be'
lieved that tise sorrows of these hast few montbs liad 130t
sprung out of the ground, but liad for sorne reason Coi%
down from God, the God of ber lathers, in wliom she Pet
lier trust. Her son had been called away by Him ,b9t
tliree were left, lier daugliter and lier grandcuildren, 04u
sbe could do nothing better in life than devote herself tW
tliem.

But to Felicita lier new ife was like walking barefoOt 10
a path of the>rns. Until now she lias been so sheltered 941
guarded, kept froru the wind blowing too rougbly upon bler,
that evcry bour brouglit a sharp pin-prick to her. To lB
ne carniage at ber command, no maid to wait u pon befy
not even a akilful servant to discliarge ordinary houseli0l
duties wcll and quickly-to ive in a littie room where b
feit as if she could bardly breathe, to bear cvcry soll0a
tbrougb the walls, to have tise smcll of cooking pervade tiiC
heuse-these and numberless simihar discomforts made lief
initiation into lier new sphcre a series of surprises and dis«
appoint ments.fut sle must bestir herself if even tbis smalh arnoufit Of
comfort and well.being wcre to be kept up. Madame'5 i101
corne would not maintain their beuseisold even on ts pres0fl
humble footing. Fcicita's flrst book bad done wchl ; it b8'
been fairly reviewed by sorne papers, and flatteringly te*
viewed by otiser critics who had known the late Lord<
Riversford. On tise whole it bad been a good success, and
ber name was no longer quite unknown. Her publisbeO
were- willing to take another book as soon as it could b%,
ready : tbey did more, tiscy condcscended to ask for it.
But tise £5o tliey had paid for tbe first, thougli it seemied e
sufficient suru to lier wisen regarded froru the standipoilt O
a woman surroundcd by every luxury, and able to spend tli
wbole of it on sorne trinket, looked srnall enough-too sinall
-as thc resuit of many weeks of labour, by whidis she anid
lier cbldren were to be fed. If lier work was wortb "'0
more than that, sise must write at lcast six sudh books in the
year 1 Felicita's heart sank at the thought 1

There seemed to lie only one resource, since one of lber
publishers had offered an advance of £io onl>', saying uiseY
were doing very welh for lier, and running a risk themselve''
She must take lier manuscript and offer it as so much net*
chandise froin bouse to bouse, selling it to the best biddet,
Thsis was against ail lier instincts as an author, and if sliC
liad remabned a wealthy woman se would net bave b0tDe
it. She was too true and original an artist not to feel hO<*
sacred a thing earnest and truthful work like bers was. SbC
loved it, and did it conscientioushy. SIc would net let it
go out of bier bands disgraced witis blunders. 11cr thougliti
were like children to ber, flot to be sent out into the worhd
ragged and uncouth, cxposed to just ridicule and to shiaW'

Felicita and Madame set out on their seardis after a librral
publisher on a ghoomy day in January. For the flrst tui 0

in bier life Fehicita found iserself in an omnibus, witb lie!
feet burbed in damp arraw, and strange fel1ew-passcflgero
crushing against lier. In ne part of London do thc01111i'
buses bear comparison with the well-appointcd carriges
ricis people are accustomed to ; and this one, besides other
discomforts, was crowded tili there was barcly rooran to
move liand or foot.

" It is very cbeap," said Madame cheerfully after sbclid
paid tise lare wbcn they were set down in Trafalgar Squart,
"and not so vert inconvenient."

A fog fllled the air and shrouded ail tise surroundiq
buildings in duil obscurity; whihe the fountains, rising 90.
falling witis an odd and gisosti>' movement as of gigafi
living creatures, were seen dimhy white in tise midst of the
gray gloom. The ceaseless stream of hurrying passers.bY
lost itself in darkness oni>' a few paces from tliem. 11i'
dhirnes of unseen beifries and the roll of carniages visibI
only for a few seconds feIl upon their cars. Felicita, ini t'
secret excitement of ber mood, feit herseif in some iaxapOSÇ
aible wonld, sorne pliantasmagoria of a dream, which 0115t
presently disperse, and she would find iesecf at home agaiDo<
in her quiet, dainty study at Riveraborougli, wliere nost of
tise manuscript, whicis she held se closcly in bier liand, lia8

been written. But the dream was dispelled when sh
found lierseif entening tise publishing-bouse she liad fil
upon as lier first acene of venture. It was a quiet Place
witis two or thrce cherks busily engaged in sorne privateCCo'
versation, too interesting to bc abruptl>' terminated bY tii0
entrance of two ladies drcssed in mourning, one or whioo
carried a roll of manuscrbpt. If Felicita had been wiUe,
manuaclipt would not have been there to betray lier-
made it exceedingly diffiçitIt forilier to obtain admission i W
tise publisher, in his private room beyond ; and it was 1
wisen sise turned away te go, wbtli a sudden outflashiflg Of
aristocratic haughtiness, tliat the clerk reluctantly offéred
take lier card and a message te isa employer.

In a fe.w moments Felicita waa entering tise dark dgo
wliere tise fate of lier book was in the balance. Un(0ot.
natehy for lier, se preaented too close a resemblarace tO tii'
well.knewn type of a distressed author. Her deep i09t

inthe thick veil almost concealing lier face; a sttie
cinging to the hem of bier dress and telling toc, pli y
omnibns-riding; lier somcwbat sad and agitatcd VOICeJ
Madame's widow'a cap, and unpretending demeanoUf-
were against lier chances of attention. The publisliCf'e o
bad risen froru lis desk, did not invite theru ta lie
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