
yes, they will perhaps send you to— to
—

how do you say it? to
Coventry,eh ? Butnevermind, the lane that turns not is long, is
itnot1 Now we will not speak of it again. Here is a batch ofletters,letus get them out at once."

After that Anthony found his path a little thorny. None of
theprotestors sent in their resignation, but they all combined to
cut him deadandhe could not help feeling it acutely.

"
Idon'tthink I'dba sohard onany of themif our positionswerereversed,"

he thought more than once;andindeed itis probablehe wouldnot,
for his wasone of therarenatures that wouldrather raise a fallen
brother than trampleonhim because he was down.

Onceor twice in the days that followedhe was tempted to give
up his positionand leave thecity ;but the knowledge thathis story
would certainly pursue him sooner or later deterred him. The
stigma thathung to him wasonly tobe removedby yearsof honest
industry—

unless,indeed,whichseemed unlikely, the oneresponsible
for the original wrongshould confess it andso clear his character.

Almost imperceptibly his nature broadenedanddeepenedunder
the adversecircumstances thatsurroundedhim.

-Froman easy-going,pleasure-loving youthhedevelopedinto a
thoughtful, serious-mindedman, to whom the world was worth
exactly its realvalue and nothing more;he had seen beneath its
surfaceandthe lesson just learned, withoutembittering him, cured
him of many illusions.

He hadalways beenapracticalCatholic
—

indeed,uncommonly
so for a young fellow whohadbeenhis own maßter from the age of
18

—
but his pietyhad beenof a dutifulsort. Itwas the right and

proper thing for a Catholic togo toChurch on Sundays, to observe
days ofabstinence,and toreceive theSacramentseveraltimesduring
the year,and hehadbeen careful to observeall thesepoints

—
would

have feltuncomfortablehad henot done so
—

but his religion had
not enteredinto,and becomethe best anddearest partof his life as
it wasnow doing. Hehadnot dreamedthat it could fill to over-
flowing the vacancymade inhis existence by the,withdrawal of a
Pharisaical world;butit wasdoing so daily andhe rejoiced at the
discovery.

Truly his tribulations had not been in vain. Happiness and
prosperity, fair fame and the respectofhis fellowsmight allbe his
in the future,but he would never again be in danger of placing
fictitious valueupon them.

Then oneday his faithand patiencewererewarded. Mr.Leduc
came tohim with anewspaper andpointedout a paragraph which
ran thus :"if Anthony Grey3on, late of Wayington and Sons, will
call at the General Hospital, he will hear of something to his
advantage.""

Take your hat and go at once,my boy,"said the merchant
kindly ;andAnthony hurried off,the prey ofconiending hopesand
fears.

When he reached thehospitalhe wasshownup into a wardthat
a glance revealed to him was occupied chiefly by consumptives. A
nurtemothim as he entered,and whenhe toldher whohe was,she
ledhim to the endof theward where a screenwasdrawnaroundone
of thebeds."The person whoadvertisedfor you is in there," she said, and
returned to her duty,leaving Anthony to anuouuee himself to the
invisiblepatient.
I He walked softly around the end of the screen and found
himself face to face with a man who had been a fellow-clerkin
Wayingtons;butso worn,and emaciated that Anthony was a full
minute beforehe recognisedhim."Youhavecome at last,Iam glad," said the sick man with
difficulty.

'"
Iwasafraid you hadgone away."

.Anthony took one of the shadowy whitehanls in his own and
presseditsympathetically. "

Ihadnoidea you werehere,l'reston,
orI§hould havecome to see yousooner," he said kindly. '■Isthere
anything fcan do for you?" "The t-irock of-seeii)gf>im oW atqxuxiut-_,
ance in such a condition had made him forget momentarily the
peculiarcircumstancethathadcaused the meeting."You can'tdo anything for meexcept grant me your forgive-
ness,'1answered the other feebly. "ItwasIwho took Wiiyingtou's
pocket-book—Iwhoput itinyour trunk whenIfound detection
inevitable, and Iwho let you go to the gaol whena word would
have savedyou. Itwasto tellyou this thatIadvertised for you.
IsupposeIought not; to expect youto forgiveme,it was a terrible
wrong;butit you knew wnatIhave suffered since,Idon't think
you would findit in your heart to let me go into eternity unfor-
given."

The beads of moisture stood around his brow and lips and he
closed his eyes as he spoke. Perhaps he dreadedreproach or in-
vective.

Anthony sat as if turnedto stone. Inallhis speculationsas to
the identity of the one who plannedhis ruin,he had never once
thought of Gilbert Preston. It was not in human nature to
recall the misery, mental and physical, that this man's cowardly
act had been the cause of inflicting upon him, andit all recurred
to him with the vividness of a flaih of lightniDg. But the
memoryand the feelings it evoked lasted only long enough to
remind him that he would one day ne-d a generous pardon him-
self, and there was no trace of anger in his face or voice as he
leaned overand wiped the perspirationirom the face of the dying
man, saying gently at the same tune :'" i forgive you asIhope
to be forgiven myself. Are you strong enough to tell me how it
happened f

'
Prestonopenedhis' eyes and lookedup,an expressionof relief

struggling with shame in his perp <cr thin face.
"

You are wry
generous,Greyson,"'be saidweakly. "']hankGod,Ihad the courage
to speak;it bas taken aloadoff my mind. Yes,Iwill tell youhow
it happened. Ihad got into trouble

—
gambling debts ;and the

fellow 1owed them to, threaten* d to write and tell Mr. Wayingt(n
if Ididnot payupby a certain date. Youknow the sort of n;au
theboss was;he'dhaveturnedmeout there and thenif he'd known
therigIwas running and that would havemeant ruin to me. I
wasdesperate— didn't know which way to turn— and that veryday
Mr.Wayington left a wallet onhis desk with five hundred dollars
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Isuppose?" hequeried withacomprehensive glanceat the young
man's shabby apparel."
Idon't work anywhere just at present," was the reply. "I

cannot get any work to do."' As he spoke, a faintness came over
Anthony,and he involuntarily placed his hand on the back of a
chair tosteadyhimself.

"Youare weak,ill!"' exclaimed the other, rising inalarmand
forcinghim tosit down.

"
Youare not well, eh ?"

Anthony lookedup witha smile that wasmeant to'be cheerful,
but was only piteous. '"Ihavenot eaten anything for twodays,"
hesaid wearily ;" "

IamafraidIam starving."'"
Mon Dieu !

"
ejaculated Mr. Leduc,hastening tohis desk and

touching anelectric bell. Ina moment a servant appearedat the
door. "A glass of port wine, Cccile, and quickly," ordered her
master.

The maid tripped awayand returned within a few moments
withthe wine. Mr.Leducmet her at the door and took it fromher.
He gave it to Anthony and made him drink it. "Prepare some
supper in the diving-room at once," he said briefly, '" something
substantial.""Youare better now," he said, as the colour cameback slowly
to the youngman's face."Youare verykind," murmured Anthony,gratefully.

"Eh bien! and whynot, my friend ?" demanded Mr.Leduc,
smilingly.

"Ithink the obligations are on my side ;there were
six hundred dollarsin that pocket-book. Now we shallnave some
supper, and you will stayhere to-night;my housekeeper will find
youa bed. To-morrow weshall see whatcanbe done inthe way of
providing you withasituation."'

"Youhad better hear my story first, Mr.Leduc,"said Anthony,
quietly. "Itmay cause you to change yourmind." Thenhe told
it, slowly and deliberately. Mr. Leduc listened patiently,shading
his face withhis hand. When Anthonyhad finished, helooked up
andsaid, thoughtfully :"You have been most unfortunate, but Ido not believe you
were guilty. A man who is honest when he is starving is not
likely tohavebeen dishonest whenhe wasprosperous. Iknow Mr.
Wayington very well;heis agood-hearted manbut veryobstinate;
andof course, appearances were against you. Idonotpretend to
sayhow the missing pocket-book cameinto your trunk, butIam
quite sure you did not put it there. God is good;perhaps the
guilty person will yetconfess. Inthemeantime, whatcanyoudo ?
Can you write shorthand? Yes ? "Very good!Iam in needof a
stenographer, youare'in need of a situation; what couldbe more
convenient?"

Anthony tried to stammer some words of thanks, but Mr.
Leduc silencedhim and led the wayto the dining-room, wheresuch
asupper wasspreadas the outcast hadnot seen for many days.

Dame Lecours, the merchant's housekeeper, lookedsomewhat
token aback when told to prepare a chamber for this verydelapi-
dated-lookingguest of her master's,but she felt reassnred when he
addressedher in the very best French,and thankedher courteously
as she was leaving him.

The next morning a difficulty arose. Anthony's clothes were
scarcely in keeping with his improved fortunes. However, his
benefactor hadnot forgotten the fact, andbefore the young man
had time to realise his embarrassing position, Mr.Ledue's valet
appearedwith an armful of clothesbelonging,tohis master.'" Monsieur Ledue's compliments;and he hopesthe garments
willserveuntil monsieur has time tocall uponhis tailor."

Anthony was somewhat slighter than this new-found friend,
but the clothes fitted verywell, nevertheless,andMr. Leduc scarcely
recognisedhim whenhe came downstairs, somuch improvedwashe
inappearance.

"One thingImusfprepSre yon for,'vsaid *£ie French gentle-^
man, kindly, as they walked down town together. It willnot be
long before someone recognis* s you,and youmay be made to feel
uncomfoitable,but youmust be braveandlivedownyour trouble.
Remember Ihold you innocent;and remember also that le Bon
Dieucandissipate the clouds when it shall eeem good tohim to do]
so. Areyou— pardonme— a Catholic?""Ihave thathappiness,"answered Anthony,simply."That is good

—
youhave,consequently, manymotives for faith

andpatience. Here now is the office— follow me."
Forabout a week all went well. Anthony's frank eroodnature

soon puthim on termsof good-fellowship with his brother clerks,
andhe seemed on thehigh road tohappiness oncemore, when allat
once the clouds lowered overhim again. One morninghe wentinto
the office andnot a voicereturned his cheerful salutation. Every-
body seemed too bupy to notice him. "It has com?," thought
Anthony,hanging uphis hat and walkinginto Mr.Ledue's private
office, wherea desk hadbeenplaced for him.

Mr. Ledus himself arrivedaboutanhour afterward,andhe was
scarcely seated whentheheaiclerk from the outside office brought
in apaper andlaid itbeforehim. He glancedatit,andthen looked
up with a frown onhis usuallycalmface."

Send themall inhere,"he said,sternly.
A moment later half-a-dozen of his employesstoodbefore him.

most of themlookingdecidedly uncomfortable."Iunderstand from this petition,"he said, in French, topping
thepaper,

"
thatyou objectto an employe of mine. Now,Iwant

you all tounderstand, thatIam perfectly well aware of Mr Grey-
son's hit-tory ;thatIknew whatIwas about whenIemployedhim;
and thatIintend tokeep him inhis present positionuntil he leaves
itof his ownaccord. If any orall of youarenot satisfied with my
arrangements,youare atliberty to send inyour resignations. You
may go."

TVe littleknotof clerks made their exit with an alacrity that
would haveamused Anthony hadhenot been overwhelmed at the
moment with shame and mortification. Mr.Leduc looked at his
crimson face andsmiled.'" Come, come, this willnot do,mon ami," he said reprovingly,
but there was genuine sympathy in his eyes,nevertheless.

''
It i&

only whatIwarnedyou of. Youmust havecourage,courage. Oh,
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