176 OLD KENSINGTON.

ened by the look in her face, and forgetting
in his agitation to greet her formally.

“What does it all matter?” said Dolly, an-
swering his reproachful glance, and speak-
ing in a shrill voice: “I don't care ahout
any thing any more; I am tired out, yes, very
tired,” the girl repeated. She was wrought
up and speaking to herself as much as to
him, erying out, not to be heard, but because
this heavy weight was upon her, and she
was struggling to be rid of it and reckless
—she must speak to him, to any body, to
the shivering bushes, to the summer dust
and silence, as she had spoken to the stag-
nant water of the pond. She was in a state
which is not a common one, in which pain
plays the part of great joy, and excitement
unloosens the tongne, forces men and wom-
en into momentary sincerity, and directness
carries all before it; her long self-control
had broken down, she was at the end of her
powers—she was only thinking of her own
grief and not of him just then. As she turn-
ed her pale stone-cut face away and looked
across the low laurel bushes, Frank Raban
felt a pang of pity for her of which Dorothea
had no conception. He came up to the
bench.

“Don’t lose courage,” he said—* not yet,
you have been so good all this time.”

It was not so much what he said which
touched her, as the way in which he said it.
He seemed to know how terribly she had
been suffering, to be in tune even with this

* remorseless fugue of pain repeated. His
kindness suddenly overcame her and touch-
ed her; she hid her face in her hands and
burst out crying, and the tears eased and
softened her strained nerves.

“It was coming here that brought it all
back,” she said; “and finding—” She
looked round.

“I am very much shocked, more so than
I can tell you,” said Frank. Tt was to-day
quite by chance that I heard what had hap-
pened. I came off at once. I have been to
your house. It seems Miss Parnell must have
wanted money, and that she suddenly closed
with a builder’s offer. Mr. Tapeall shounld

were clearly ascertained, . We have mado a
fatal mistake, and now I am only adding to
your pain.”

But the tears with which Dolly listened
to him were not bitter, his voice was so
kind, his words so manly and simple. He
did not shirk the truth, as some people some-
times do when they speak of sorrow, but he
faced the worst with the simplicity and di-
rectness of a man who had seen it all very
near. “Please don’t blame yourself,” ghe
said.

If there are certain states of mind in which
facts seem exaggerated and every feeling is
overwrought, it is at these very times that
people are most ready to accept the bless-
ings of consolation. “Peace, be still,” said
the Divine Voice, speaking to the tossing
waves. And voices come, speaking in hu-
man tones to mauy a poor tempest-tossed
soul. It may be only a friend who speaks,
only a lover perhaps, or a brother’s or sister's
voice. Love, friendship, brotherhood, give a
meaning to the words. Only that day Dolly
had thought that all was over, and already
the miracle was working, the storm was
passing from her heart, and peace was near
at hand.

It all secmed as a dream in the night,
when she thought it over afterward. Some
few days had passed. She had not seen
Frank again, but to have seen him once
more made all the difference to her.

Dolly was standing out on the balcony,
carefully holding her black silk dress away
from the dusty iron bars. It was a bright,
gentle-winded Sunday morning, and the
countless bells of the district wero Jjangling
together, and in different notes calling their
votaries to different shrines. The high bell
striking quick and clear, the low bell with
melancholy cadence, the old-fashioned par-
ish bell swinging on in a sing-song way: a
little Catholic chapel had begun its chime
an hour before. From the house doors came
Sunday folks—children trotting along, with
their best hats and conscious little legs,
mammas radiant, maid-servants Tunning,
cabs going off laden. All this cheerful jin-

have warned us. I can hardly tell you the | gle-jangling filled Dolly’s heart with a hap-
rest, or you will never forgive our fatal de- py sadness. It was 80 long since she had
lay. They had no right whatever to do heard it, and it was all so dear and so famil-

what they have done. You are the only per-

iar, as she stood listening to it all, that it

son interested ; it is you only to whom they | was a little service in her heart of grateful
should have applied, and we have been most love and thanks—for love and for praise ;

blamable in not telling you this before.”

for life to utter her love for the peace which

Frank then and there began to tell Dolly’| had come to her after her many troubles.
of the curious discovery which Mrs. Fane | She was not more happy outwardly in cir-
had made, of Smith’s confession, and of all cumstance, but how much more happy in
that it involved. He told her very eareful- | herself none but she herself could tell. How
1y, sparing her in every way, thinking of the | it had come about she could scarcely have
words which would be simplest and least explained ; but so it was. She had ceased

likely to give pain.

to struggle ; the wild storm in her heart had

“We ought to have told you before,” he | hushed away ; she was now content with the

repeated.

“I shall never forgive myself. | fate which had seemed to her 8o terrible in

‘We meant to spare you until all the facts | the days of her girlhood. Unloved, misun-
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damtoo&, was this her fate ? she had in some

“Only yesterday,” answered the rector.

fashion risen above it, and she felt that the | I telegraphed to Raban 3 poor fellow, he had
same peace and strength were hers. Peace, | gone off to Shoeburyness on some false scent ;
she knew not why ; strength, coming she | I left word at home in case he should call.”

scarcely knew how or whence. It was no
small thing to be one voice in the great cho-
rus of voices, to be one aspiration in the
great breath of life, and to know that her
own wishes and her own happiness were not
the sum of all her wants.
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CHAPTER LVIL
THE PLAY IS PLAYED, THE CURTAIN DROPS.

CoLONEL FANE was not arich man, but he
had a house which had been his father’s be-
fore him, and to which he returned now and
again in the intervals of service. It stood
at a bend of the river, and among hollows
and ivy. He looked forward to ending his
work there some day, and resting for a year
or two. In the mean while the old house
was often let in summer, and Mrs. Fane
looked after the repairs and necessary ren-
ovations. She sometimes spent a few hours
among the sedges and shady chestnut-trees.
She loved the old place—as who does not
love it who has ever been there f—and dis-
covered this sleeping bower, where one may
dréam of chivalry, of fairy-land, or of peace
on earth, or that one is sunshine, or a river
washing between heavy banks ; or turn one’s
back to the stream and see a pasture coun-
try sliding away toward the hills, through
shade and fragrant hours, with songs from
the hedges and mellow echoes from the dis-
tant farms.

The little party came down, not unpre-
pared to be happy. Mrs. Fane, who never
wasted an opportunity, had also brought a
little girl from her orphanage, who was to
remain for a time with the housekeeper at
Queensmede—that was the name of the old
house. The child was a bright little creat-
ure, with merry soft eyes flashing in wild ex-
citement, and the kind lady was somewhat
divided between her interest in some news
that John Morgan was giving her and her
anxiety lest little Charlotte, her goddaugh-
ter, should jump out of window. :

“We have to thank the captain here,” said
John Morgan, “for finding the man we were
in search of. I have sent to Tapeall,” said
John, rubbing his hands. “I find t}}a-t, after
all my precautions, Rhoda got a hint from
him last week. Tapeall was evidently pre-
pared for something of the sort when I‘ca.lled
there yesterday. However, it is all right—
thanks to the captain.”

“I don’t deserve any thanks,” said Jonah.
“Poor Carter found me out. He wanted to
borrow 10s.”

“When did all this happen ?” said Mrs.

Dolly stooped down and held up Ilittle

Charlotte to see the pretty golden fields fly

past, and the sheep and the lambs frisking.

‘“ Are they gold flowers?” said the little

girl. “Is that where ladies gets their mon-

ey? Isyou going to be very rich?”

Dolly did not answer; she had scarcely .
heard what they all were saying, so many '
voices were speaking to her, as she watched

the flying fields and frisking lambs, Was it

all 1o be hers? The old house was gone—

and this was what she most dwelt upon—

money was but little in comparison to the

desolate home. Could she ever forgive

Rhoda this ernel blow? Ah! she might

have had it all, if she had but spared the

dear home. A letter had come from Robert

only that morning, and all this time Dolly

was carrying it unopened in her pocket, fail-

ing courage to break the seal and open up

the past.

Shadows and foreboding clouds were far
away from that tranquil valley, from tl}e
shady chestnut-tree beneath which Delly is
sitting, resting and shading her eyes from
the light.

When the banquet is over they get up
from their feast and stroll down to the river-
side, through the silent village into the over-
grown meadow, where green waving things
are throwing their shadows, where an old
half-ruined nunnery stands fronting the sun,
and the silver river beyond the fields.

There were nuns at Queensmede once: one
might fancy a Guinevere ending her sad life
there in tranquil penitence; a knight on
his knees by the river; a horse browsing in
the meadow. The old building still stands
among wild flowers and hay, within sight of
the river bend; the deserted garden is un-
fenced, and the roses are growing straggling
in the field, and mingle their petals with the
clover and poppies that spring luxuriantly.
The stable is a gabled building with slender
lancet windows, with open doors swinging
on thelatch. The nuns have passed out one
by one from the Lady House, so they call it
still. Dolly peeped in at the dismantled
walls, and pietured their former oc?cupa.gts
to herself —women singing and praying with
pale sweet faces radiant in the sweet tran-
quillity of the old place, and yet their life
seemed thin and sad somehow. It was not
what she herself had ever dreamed of; a
less beaufiful existence would befter con-
tent her, thought Dolly. It was here that
ghe found courage at last to read Robertls
letter as she stood in the deorway. She
pulled it out and broke the seal.

“My pEAar Dorotnea,—Notwithstanding all that has
happened, Istill feel that it is no common tie of friend-

Fine; and she kissed Dolly.

ship and interest which must always bind us together,
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and that it is due to yon that T myself shounld inform
you of a determination which will, as I trust, eventually
contribute to every body’s happiness. After what you
said to me it will, I know, be no surprige to you to have
heard that I have proposed to Rhoda, and been accept-
ed by her, but I am anxious to 8pare your learning
from any body but myself the fact that we have de-
termined to put on our marriage, and that this letter
will reach you on our wedding-day.

“Your friend Rhoda has entirely thrown herself npon
my guidance, and under the circumstancesit has geem-
ed advisable to me to urgeno longer delay. My affairs
require my presence in England ; hers aleo need the
most careful management. Iam not eatisfied with the
manner in which certain investments have been dis-
Pposed of, Notwithstanding some—perhaps not unnat-
ural—reluctance on her part, I propose returning to
Church House immediately after our wedding, where,
let me tell you, my dear Dora, you will ever find a hearty
welcome, and a home if need be, althongh I am anxions
to forget the past, particnlarly under my present eir-
cumstances. I can not but recall once more to you
how differently events might have turned out. I have
never had an opportunity of explaining that to you,
but I hope you do me the justice to believe that it was
not your change of fortune which affected my decigion
to abide by your determination, I have been most anx-
ious to assure you of this. It was your want of trust
which first made me feel how dissimilar we were in
many ways, how little chance there was in my being
able to influence yon as a husband. Forgive me for
#faying that yon did not understand my motives, nor do
entire justice to the feelings which made me endeavor
to persuade you for your own advantage as well gs
mine. If you had come to India when I wished it,
much anxiety to yourself and much sorrow would have
been spared you. Now it is too late to think of what
might or might not have been - only this fact remains,
and do not forget it, dear Dora, that you will never
have a more sincere friend, nor one more ready to ad-
vise and assist you in any difficulty, than

“ Your affectionate cousin, R. HesLey,
“ Rhoda (did she know I was writing) would unite
in most affectionate love, T find her sociely more and
more congenial and delightful to me,”

“What are youn reading, Dolly ?” said Jo-
nah, coming up. I ought to know that
confounded blue paper.  Has that fellow the
impudence to write to you?” ' Then he ask-
ed, more shyly, ¢ May I see the letter 3

“No, dear Jonah,” Dolly said, folding it
up. “It is a kind letter, written kindly.”

Then she looked hard at him and blushed
a little. “This is his wedding-day,” she
said ; “that is why he wrote to me.”

Dolly wounld not show her letter to any
one, except to Mrs. Fane. She felt that it
would be commented on; she was grateful
to Robert for writing it; and yet the letter
made her ashamed, now that she began to
see him not as he was, but to Jjudge from an-
other standard, and to look af him with oth-
€r people’s eyes. In after-days she scarcely
ever spoke of him even to her nearest and
dearest. To-day she merely repeated the
news. No one made any comment in her
hearing. They were arxions at first, but
Dolly’s face was serene, and they could see
that she was not unhappy.

One thing neither Dolly nor Mrs. Fane
could understand. Robert evidently knew
nothing of the destruction of Church House.

“Will you come wiss me ?” said little Chir-
lotte, running up and taking Dolly’s hand,
Miss Vanborough was not soITy to leave the
diseussion’ of Robert’s Prospects to others,
and she walked away, with the little girl still
holding by her hand, and went and stood for
a minute on the bridge, looking down at the
river and the barge floating by ; it slid un-
der her feet with its cargo of felled wood,
and its wild and silent human cargo, and
then it went floating away between the
summer banks,

The waters deepened and wavered. Tall
waving grasses were also floating and drag-
ging upon the banks, erimson Poppies start-
ing here and there, golden irises hanging
their heads by the river. Little Charlotte
presently ran away, and, half sunk in the
grasses, stood struggling with a daisy. A
sunshiny man came leading a horse from
the sleepy old barn that stood beyond the
Lady House. Ttsold bricks were hung with
green veils, and with purple and golden
nets of lichen and of moss,

Dolly stopped—vas it a burst of music?

t was a sweet overpowering rush of honey-
suckle scent coming from the deserted gar-
den. In this pastoral landscape there was
no sound louder than the lap of the water,
or the flowing gurgle of the pigeons strag-
gling from one to another moss-grown ledge.
Chance lights stole from the sedge to th-
grassy banks, from the creek by sweet tun-
bled grasses to the deserted old grange.
Round about stood the Trose-trees, flowering
in the wilderness, dropping their blossoms ;
the swallows were flying about the eaves;
the daisies sparkled where they caught the
sunlight. The indescribable Peace and si-
lence of it all tranquillized Dorothea’s trou-
bled heart, although even then some thoughts
came to her of the life she had wasted, and
the love she had thrown away. It was not
as in that day when in her despair she had
thought there was nothing left; the bitter-
ness of her wound was healed: it was not
for the news that had come that she was
grieving.

While Dolly and little Charlotte were
gathering their flowers, Frank Raban, who
came walking along the fields by the river,
had joined the others by the Lady House.
Morgan’s telegram had summoned him back
to London, and his message had broughs
him on to Queensmede. He had heard the
news ; he said very little about it.

“Where is Miss Vanborough ? he asked,
presently. ’

“Don’t you see her on the bridge ?” said
Jonah, pointing.

Frank walked on a few steps. He saw
her standing on the bridge, high above the
torrent; then he saw her come slowly along,
followed by her little companion.

I am glad Robert had nothing to do with
it,” said Dolly.

They were walking slowly away from the
field and the deserted garden. As they all
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rag lowly homeward, with shadows at
?.;;;;?-gi%:ﬂ,stho old ivy buttresses of the walls
were beginning to shine with vesper hgl!:’
with deeper and crisper lines in the pure li:
lumination all around. Dolly thought o
Haydn’s andante again, onlg.r here it waslight
that brought music out of all these me‘;t-ru-
ments—silences, perfumes, and heavy creep-
ers from the bewildering, sweet old plqce,
overflown with birds, heaped up and falling
into hollows.

mtlgrank walked: silently beside Dolly. He

repared to sympathize: full of
‘éggﬂgﬂiﬂffiof h{ar, and she did ‘Imt seem to
want his help, or to care for it any more.
That day by the poud,. when she had ﬁrs.t
turned to him in her grief, he had fellt ueal.lx-
er to her than now, when in her reserve she
said no word of all that he k.naw sbq muﬁsij
be feeling. Could this be pride? Did she
show this indifferent face to the world? was
she determined that no one should guess at
the secret strain? Was she treating him as
the first-come acquaintance? It was very
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proper, no doubt, and very dignified, but he | Robert has written to me very kindly. TIs:

was disappointed. He could not understand | not Jonah calling us#” = Jonah was waiting
it. She must be unhappy, and yet as he |for them at the gate of the house, and wayv-
looked at her face he saw no effort there— ing a long, shadowy arm, that seemed to
only peace shining from it. She had stopped | reach across the road.

before a garland of briony that was drooping “Happiness,” said Frank, lingering, and
with beautiful leaves, making a garland of | cross again, and looking round. “This is
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i i in the noisy

: only this he knew, that she was his, that | at the Wlnlii')W of her room in 5y
}Jiei% iaoﬂigd, that true hearts do come togeth- | hotel, and gm_ug,uvar the w‘fetchetc::u ?aei,il;:
er, that one moment of such happiness and | of that morning’s talk. It wast Sl

ompleteness li ghts up a -whole night’s wild | she had sold Church House, tempted by :

i d reveals the sweetness of the dawn- | builder’s liberal offer, and wanting money to
S m;d clear the many extravagances of her Paris
m{.;h?;fh, who had gone on with Mrs. Fane, | life; it was true that she had concealed the

shadows upon the bricks. She pointed it out
to him.
“It is very pretty,” said Raban, “but I
am in no appreciative mood ;” and he looked
back at Jonah, who came up just then, and
began admiring. Why was Jonah always
with her? ‘Why did he seem to join inte all
their talk ! Frank was jealous of Jonah, but
he was still more jealous of Dorothea’s confi-
dence. There seemed to be no end to Dolly’s
cousins. Here was Jonah, to whom she had
already given more of her confidence than to
him-—Jonah, who had served her effectually,
while he, Frank, had done nothing. He had
not quitebelieved Lady Henley’s intimations,
but now he began to believe them, and he
looked up at Dolly, who was walking along,
still looking at the bunches of briony she had
gathered. It was not a very heroie mood,
and I am truly ashamed of my hero’s pass-
ing ill humor, coming as it did at this inop-
portune moment to trouble Miss Vanbor-
ough’s tardy happiness. And yet somehow
it did not trouble her; she saw that Frank
was silent and gloomy, but with her instinct
for idealizing those she loved, she supposed
there was some good reason for if, and she
felt that she might perhaps even try to find
out what was amiss; it was no longer wrong
to take an interest in all that affected him—
even Dolly’s conscience allowed this—and,
when the others walked on, in her sweet
voice she asked “if any thing was wrong,”
and as she spoke her gray eyes opened kind-
ly. Dolly loved to take care of the people
she loved. There was a motherly instinet
in all her affection.

“My only concern is for you, and for the
news that Jonah Henley has told me,” said
Frank; “but you did not tell me yourself,
80 I did not like to speak of it to you.”

Dolly sighed—then looked up again. “I
do not know how to talk of it all,” she said,
‘“‘and that is why I said nothing.”

“You are right !” Frank answered, with a
sort of sneer; “when one comes to think of
it, there are no words in common language
that can characterize such conduct.”

‘“‘Please don’t,” said Dolly, pained; then
she added, “I have been so unhappy that I
must not ever pretend to feel what I am not
feeling. Perhaps you may think it strange
I am happy, not unhappy, to-day. You are
all so kind—every thing is so kind. Look
at that Virginia creeper over the gate—and

that ocean of ivy. I feel as if I conld be-
lieve in happiness again. I am only begin-
ning now to believe in it. T am sure I hope

the sort of thing people mean, I suppose;
green pastures and still waters, and if one
can be satisfied with grass, as the people
were in the Psalms, so much the better for
one’s self; one may enjoy all the things one
didn’t particularly want—and watch an-
other man win the prize ; another perhaps
who doesn’t even—" Frank stopped short
—what was he saying1 he might be giving
pain, and he hated himself and his ill humor,
Jjarring and jangling in the peaceful seren-
ity.

But Dolly finished the sentence ealmly
enough. “Who doesn’t care for it ; perhaps
the prize isw’t worth having,” she said, very
slowly, She did not think of herself until
she had spoken; then suddenly her heart
began to beat, and she blushed erimson ; for
her eyes met his, and his looks spoke plainly
enough—so plainly that Dolly’s gray orbs
fell beneath that fixed dreamy gaze. It
seemed to look through her heart. Could
he read all that she was thinking? Ah! he
might read her heart, for she was only thinlk-
ing as she stood there of all her friend’s long
fidelity and steady friendship. What had
she ever done to deserve it all? And her
heart seemed to answer her thought with
a strange silent response. Now she might
own to herself the blessing of his unfailing
friendship ; it was no longer a wrong to any
human being. Even if she were never any
thing more to him, she might openly and
gratefully accept his help and his interest ;
acknowledge the blessing, the new life it
had brought her. She had struggled so long
to keep the feeling hidden away, it was an
unspeakable relief to have nothing more
to conceal from herself nor from others—
nothing more. She knew at last that she
loved him, and she was not ashamed. What
a journey she had traveled since they had
stood by the spring that autumn day, not a
year ago! what terrible countries she had
visited! and had it come to this once more 2
Might she love now in happiness as well as
in sorrow ? Was she not happy, standing in
this golden hollow, with the person whose
society she loved best in all the world? No
other human heing was in sight, nothing
but the old shady village, floating into over-
flowing green, the sleepy hay-cocks, the emp-
ty barn, the heaping ivy on the wall, the sun-
light slanting upon the silence. She did
not mean to speak, but Frank, in this utter
silence, heard her secret thought at last.
“Don’t you know #” said Dorothea. “OQh,
Frank, don’t yon know?’ Did she speak

they will have a great deal in their lives.

the words or look them? .He could never

came to the door to call them again, but
they did not see him, and he went back
into the house, where Mrs. Fane a-nd. John
Morgan were hard at work upon an inven-
tm:?i{ere, let me help yon,” said Jonah ; ‘: Im
not too clumsy to eount tea-cups.” Little
Charlotte made herself very useful by carry-
ing a plate from oné chair to another. She
finally let it drop, and would have cried
when it broke, if the good-natured young
captain had not immediately given her the
ink to hold. This mark of confidence ‘t‘il}ed
her with pride, and dried her tears. & Sall
1 ’0ld it up very high?” sh_e said. C}z,m
you draw a ziant? I can, wiss your pen.

It took them nearly an hour to get through
their task, and by this time the tea wasready
in the library, the old-fashioned urn hissing
and steaming, and Jonah and Joho ]}lorga.n
were preparing to set ont on their journey
home. Frank went with them, and then
when he was gone Dolly told her _fnend_her
story, and the two sat talking until late into
the starlight. ;

Two days afterward an announcement
appeared in the Times, and the world learned
that Robert Henley and Miss Rhoda Parnell
had been married at the British Em.bassy at
Paris by special license by the Bishop o,f
Orinoco. The next news was that of Dolly’s
marriage to Frank Raban. Pebblesthﬁva}t.e

was very much excited. Lady Henley’s in-
dignation was boundless at first, but was
happily diverted by the news of her fzwont]f;
daughter Norah’s engagement to Mr. Jac
edmayne. :
- J amgs Brand’s blue eyes twinlkled a kindly
sympathy when the letter came announcing
Frank’s happiness. He came up to be pres-
ent at the wedding. It was in the little
city church, with its smoke-stained windows.
John Morgan’s voice failed as he read the
opening words and looked down at the bent
heads of the two who had met at last ]::}anrl
in hand. “In perfect love and peace,” he
said; and, as he said it, he felt that the words
re no vain prayers.
WﬁHe had no fgari'or them, nor had they fear
for each other. Some one standing in tlhe
drizzle of the street ontside saw them drive
off with calm and happy faces. It was Rob-
ert Henley, who was passing through Lon-
don with his wife. Philippa, who saw him,
kissed her hand and would have Btopl_)eﬁ
him, but he walked on without looking
back. He had been to Mr. T&pea}u’s tllmt
morning, after a painful explanation with

lawyer’s letter from Robert in which she
learned that her title to the property was
about to be disputed. She had hurr_md on
their wedding, she had won the prize for
which her foolish soul had longed: it was
not love so much as the pride of life and of
gratified vanity. These things had dazzled
her, for these things this foolish little creat-
ure had saerificed her all. Dolly might have
been happy in time even married to Robert,
but for Rhoda what chance was them_!
Would her French kid gloves put out their |
primrose fingers to help her in her lonely
hours? would her smart bonnets ecrown her
home with peace and the content of a lov-
ing spirit? She lived long enough to find
out something of the truth, and to come to
Dolly one day to help her in her sorest need.
This was long after, when Dolly had long
been living at Ravensrick, when her children
were playing round about her, and the sun-
shine of her Iaterlife had warmed and bright-
ened the sadness of her youth. What more
shall I say of my heroine? That sweet and
generous soul, ripening by degrees, slow a‘nd
credulous, not imbittered by the petty pains
of life, faithful and tender and vibrating to
many tones, is no uncommon type. Her
name is one that I gave her long ago, but
her real names are many, and are those of
he friends whom we love. ;
i Church House was never relyuﬂt. At
Dolly’s wish a row of model lodgings, with
iron balconies, patent boilers, ventilators,
and clothes hanging out to dry'on every
floor, have been erected on the site of the
place where Lady Sarah lived; and so the
kind woman’s dreams and helpful schemes
come true,
ha“"%Ve could not put back the old house,”
gaid Dolly, “and we thonght this would be
the next best thing to do.” The rooms are
let at a somewhat cheaper rate than the
crowded lodging-houses round about. Peo-
ple, as a rule, dislike the penodlcal_wiulse-
washing, and are fond of stuffing up the
ventilators, but otherwise they are very
isfied. L]
We]])lo&ﬁa; did nof receive many wedding pres-
ents. Some time affer her marriage Rhoda
gent Dolly a diamond cross; it was that one
that Frank Raban had given her many years
before. She was abroad at the time, and for
many years neither Rhoda nor Dolly met
again. Mrs. Palmer used to write home ac-
counts of Rhoda’s beauty and fashion from
Ems and other watering-places where she
used to spend her snmmers.

Rhoda— Rhoda, who was moodily sitting

The Admiral, who was still abroad, made
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it a special point, so Philippa declared, that
she should spend her summers on the Con-
tinent,

One day Mrs, Raban was turning out some
papers in a drawer in her hushand’s writing-
table, when she came upon a packet of let-
ters that she thought must belon g to herself.
They were written in a familiar writin g that
she knew at once, for it was Henley’s. They
were not addressed, and Dolly could not at
first imagine how these letters had come
there, nor when she had received them. As
she looked she was still more bewildered.
They were letters not unlike some that she
had received, and yet they had entirely
passed from her mind. Presently turning
over a page, she read not her own name on
the address, but that of Emma Penfold, and
asentence: It is best for your welfare that
we should not meet again,” wrote Henley.
“I am not a marrying man myself—circum-
stances render it impossible. May you be
as happy in your new life. You will have
an excellent husband, and one who,..._ »

“What have you got there ?” said Frank,
who had come in.

“Oh, Frank, don’t ask me,” gaid Dolly,
hastily going up to the fire that was burning
in the grate, and flinging the packet into the
flames; then she ran up to him, and clung
hold of his arm for a minute. She conld not

speak.
Frank looked at the burning packet, at |

the open drawers, and then he understood
it all. “T thoughi I had burned those let-
ters long ago,” he said; and stooping, he
took his wife’s hand in his and kissed it.

* * * * * *

As I write the snow lies thick upon the
ground outside, upon the branches of the
trees, upon the lawns, Here, within, the
fire leaps brightly in its iron cage; the chil-
dren cluster round the chair by the chimney-
corner, where the mother sits reading their
beloved fairy tales. The hearth ‘Was empty
once—the home was desolate; but time after
time, day by day, we see the phenix of home
and of love springing from the dead ashes;
hopes are fulfilled that seemed too sweet to
dream of; love kindles and warms chilled
hearts to life. Take courage, say the happy,
to those in sorrow and trouble; are there not
many mansions even here? seasons in their
course, harvests in their season, thanks be
to the merciful ordinance that metes out
sorrow and peace, and longing and fulfill-
ment, and rest after the storm,

Take courage, say the happy—the mes-
sage of the sorrowful is harder to under-
stand.  The echoes come from afar, and
reach beyond our ken, As the ery passes
beyond us into the awful unknown, we feel
that this is, perhaps, the voice in life that
reaches beyond life itself. Their fires are
out, their hearths are in ashes, but see, it
was the sunlight that put out the flame.
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