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comfort than I did afore, and whenever I got goin’ to be dismal
ag’in I used to try 'n’ find somebody to help; it was a sure
cure.

When the neighbors come, Russell and they blasted and
chopped the tree off of Simon, and buried him under a big pine
that we calc’lated not to fell. Lu pined, and howled, and
moaned for his master, till I got him to look after baby now
and then, when I was hangin’ out clothes or makin’ garden, and
he got to like her in the end on’t near as well as Simon.

After a while there come more settlers out our way, and we
got a church to go to; and the minister, Mr. Jones, he come to
know if I was a member, and when I said I wa'n’t, he put in to
know if I wa’'n’t a pious woman.

“Well,” says I, «“I don't know, sir.” So I up and told him
all about it, and how [ had had a hard lesson ; and he smiled
once or twice, and says he : —

“Your husband thinks you are a Christian, Sister Potter,
don’t he?”

“Yes, I do,” says Russell, a comin’ in behind me to the
door,— for he’d just stepped out to get the minister a basket of
plums,— ¢ I hain’t a doubt on’t, Mr. Jones.”

The minister looked at him, and I see he was kinder pleased.

“Well,” says he, “I don’t think there’s much doubt of a
woman’s bein’ pious when she’s pious to home; and I don’t
want no- better testimony’n yours, Mr. Potter. I shall admit
you to full fellowship, sister, when we have a church meetin’
next ; for it’s my belief you experienced religion under that
blowed-down barn.”

~And I guess I did.

—a 00 Oe——
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THEY were not a particularly interesting set of people,
Barnes Herrick thought. He glanced up and down the table,
feeling disappointed. He had been just twenty-four hours in
Florence, having arrived the evening before the one upon which
I open my story, or rather his story. He had been rambling
from one place to another for months, and now had made up his
mind to rest for a couple of months at least. So, having rather
womanish ideas of comfort, he had eschewed hotels and taken
up his abode in a pension, unpacking his books, and pipes, and
slippers, and giving them place in his parlor, preparing to make
the best of his opportunities.

Being in this frame of mind, it was natural that at his first
dinner he should glance up and down the long table, and round
its corners, in search of a face with possibilities in it,—not a
woman’s face, particularly,— merely a face, either masculine
or feminine, which would attract him in a friendly way. But
though the tables were well filled,-— it was the time when the
people who regard Florence as their winter quarters flock there
in full force,— his search was not a success. There were two
or three comfortable couples, four tall English ladies of ex-
tremely uncertain age, a large, elderly, voluminously attired
lady, somehow suggestive of the drama, a black-haired little
woman who looked like a governess, and the usual number of
indescribables.

“'The little black one is the most attractive,” thought Barnes.
“How glossy her hair is, and how keen her eyes look! But
there is not much to be made of the rest.”

He had scarcely reached this decision when he started
slightly, in spite of himself. He was seated at the end of the
table which was near the door, and through the curtains which
fell before it came the sound of a tender, low-pitched voice,
uttering a few commonplace words. Across the passage wag
the dining room for the servants and children, and the speaker
was evidently addressing her nurse.

“Don’t let them eat too much pastry, Jeanne, and do be
careful about their knives. You must not put your knife in
your mouth, Geordie. To put one’s knife in one’s mouth is
dreadful.”

The everyday caution of some ioolish little mother, it might
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appear to any other chance hearer, but it brought a knot into
Barnes Herrick’s throat, and a pathetic throb to his heart. He
bad never thought it possible that he should again cross the
path of the owner of that voice. But here she was again, after
all these years; for the next moment the curtain was lifted, and
she came in —a slight creature in black, her face and figure a
little worn for their youth, and her large eyes touched with a
certain patience of expression. :

“Pen!” said Barnes, but she did not hear him, and passed
on to her seat. ‘

He had not meant to speak aloud, and scarcely knew that
he had done so, until he noticed that the sharp yet friendly
eyes of the black-haired little Frenchwoman were fixed upon
him questioningly. Their glances met, and she spoke with an
apologetic smile.

“Pardon,” she said. “It is only that I see you know
Madame, and she did not hear you. And she is also my friend.
We are what you call very fond of each other. In a moment
she will look to me and smile.”

And in a moment she did; and then she saw Barnes, and
her tired young face lighted up, and she smiled, as a child
might smile, at the sight of a friend. But they had no oppor-
tunity to exchange speaking greetings until the meal was
over.

“Her hushand?” he said to his neighbor. “I do not see
him.” '

Mademoiselle raised her neat shoulders.

“He is not here,”” she answered. *“ Monsieur died. She is
a widow.”

Barnes asked no more gquestions. Years ago he had begun
to love a little child who had been a visitor at his mother’s
house, and he had never ceased to love her from that time. He
had been an overgrown, awkward boy, and she a soft-voiced,
gracious little creature, who won her way to all hearts. His
chapter in her story was brief enough. She had reached her
first bloom, and loved another man, who was more fortunate
than Herrick, in being bright, handsome, and world-loving.
Before she was eighteen, Pen paid her last visit to her old
friends, bade Barnes a half-tearful, half-smiling farewell, and
left them. They saw nothing of her after this, and only heard
of her through vague report. Her hushand did not encourage
her to keep up her old friendships, it was said.
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And her husband was dead; and here she was alone, looking
worn, notwithstanding her youth, and bearing in her eyes that
touching suggestion of habitual patience — the patience of long
discipline. Barnes saw it more plainly than before, when her
smile of gladness died away. The burden of life, which had
come upoen her so early, had left its traces behind.

The meal at an end, Barnes rose eagerly. Pen met him
halfway, and gave him not one hand, but both; and as his
grasp closed upon them, he felt what slight hands they were.
He held them close and tenderly, and looked down into her
uplifted face.

“It seems a long time, Pen,” he said, “a long time since I
held them last.”

She smiled sadly.

“It is six years,” she answered.

“This is not the old Pen,” said Barnes, his heart growing
heavy within him at the change in her.

“No, no!” she said. “An olderone. I was a child then.”

Her poor little thin hands clasped themselves nervously
together, and she turned her face away from him. Her next
words were at once confession and appeal.

“Barnes,” she said, with a throb in her voice, “Barnes, I
was not happy. It-—1t was a mistake. It is all over now.
He is dead. And I have two little children. Such pretty
babies, Barnes!” her face warming. “All the rest of my life
belongs to them.”

Before he had talked to her half an hour, he began to under-
stand her. In that first miserable year of her married life, she
had given up her youth without a protest. She had turned to
her children in the end, feeling that no other happiness was
left to her. Nobody cared for her loneliness; but the babies
loved her, and were her comfort.

“I have no friends,” she said. * Only there is Mademoiselle.
I live here because it is cheap. I must live somewhere, where
it is cheap.”

Then she looked at him innocently.

“Don’t you want to see my babies?” she asked.

She positively gained color when the nurse brought them
into the room. She put her hand on Geordie’s shoulder, and
turned to Barnes with quite a proud air.

“You do not know what a comfort he is to me,” she said
eagerly. “He is only five, but he knows and understands so
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much. You would scarcely believe how much. He is mamma’s
man — Geordie.”

It would have been simply natural and pretty in a happier
woman, but in her it was touching.

When Barnes had caressed and admired the children, she
took them upstairs herself, bidding him good-night.

“I always stay with them until they are asleep,” she said,
giving him her hand. “I shall see you often, shall I not? I
shall be happier for knowing that.”

When she was gone, Barnes was guilty of seeking Mademoi.
selle with a secret purpose in view. He was chilled and sad-
dened. He was not even so near to this pale young mother
as he had been to the light-hearted Pen, who had been so inno-
cently blind to his deep love.

It was not easy to conceal things from the small French-
woman, and Barnes was, at best, a blundering diplomatist.
When he advanced toward her, Mademoiselle looked up from
her trim workbasket with a smile.

“She has gone upstairs with the little ones,” she said.
“That is always so,” shaking her head. *The little ones!
The little ones! She has no life but the life ot the little ones.
—Sit down, if you will. You would like to talk to me of
her. Yes, yes. I see. She was_your little friend once, and
you have lost her for many years.’

To poor Barnes, who wore his warm heart upon his sleeve,
there seemed no necessity for further prelude. Here was a
woman who knew, and loved, and pitied her, for her lost girl-
hood and early blight.

“If you had known her as I did,” he said; “if you had
known her as a pretty, loving child, and had seen her happy,
tender face, as I saw it last, you would not wonder that it cuts
my heart to see her as she is to-day.”

“Yes, yes, I know,” she answered. “I have seen love
matches such as hers before. It is an old tale to me. I have
lived forty-five years, and it is an old tale. A pretty child,
and a man easily tired; a strange, bitter pain, and a gay world.
The only wonder is that it was he who died.

“ He did not leave much for her, the handsome husband,” con-
tinued Mademoigelle. “ A short life, and a merry one, for him.
But she thinks not of herself. She has no world to please.”

“Do you think,” faltered Barnes, wistfully, “that she is

happy?”

b
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“There are different kinds of happiness,” answered Made-
moiselle. “Youth is something, and she is young.”

Barnes went to his room later. He was not sure that he
was happier for the knowledge of Pen’s nearness, now that he
had seen her as she was. In truth, he felt himself more wholly
separated from her than he had felt when he had fancied her far
away. _
When Pen met him upon the staircase the next morning,
and stopped to smile gently, and greet him, she asked him a
question.

“T have been wondering if you are only a bird of passage,”
she said. “I think you did not tell me last night.”

“T shall be here all winter,” he answered. “I have just
been making arrangements about my rooms.”

“You will learn to love Florence,” she said simply. “It
is the kind of place one always loves in the end.” But she did
not say that she was glad, and her voice did not change from
its even quiet.

It was rather hard for Barnes, but he had learned patience
on his way through the world, and he was not prone to expect
that happiness would come to him easily.

“I never won anything yet without working and wait-
ing,” he said, “and my fate will not change this late in the
day.,’

Certainly, it seemed not. Day after day he sat opposite the
sweet, sad face, at mealtimes. Day after day he passed it on
the staircase, or in the hall, or out upon the street; and though
he always gained a smile and a soft-voiced greeting, there was
nothing more for him.

“I do not see much of you, Pen,” he said once, somewhat
mournfully.

“I have not much time to spare from the children,” said the
unresponsive little woman, with her half-smile. “Inever leave
them when I can help it.’

“And your face is pa,le, and your hands thin, with your
constant care for them, returned Barnes. “I cannot think all
this watchfulness is a good thing for you, Pen.”

“But I am always pale and a little thin,” almost eagerly.

“You were not once,” said Barnes.

Her eyes fell, and Sd,ddened

“ That is long ago,” she said; “long ago. One cannot be
young always.”
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“Not young,” said Barnes, “at twenty-three! My poor
little Pen! My poor, altered girl!”

“One must make the best of one’s life, when all is over,”
she answered, in a vowe almost a whisper. “I am making the
best of mine, Barnes.” ~And she turned away as if she did not
wish to say any more,

It was the children themselves who came to Barnes’ rescue
with the caprice of childhood. It may be that the poor fellow
turned to them with a sore-hearted hope of winning some right
to draw nearer to Pen herself. It was easy to deceive himself
into fanecying that he was wholly disinterested, and at least
the children themselves believed in him. They iiked his long,
strong arms and broad shoulders, and made them useful upon
all occasions, as they became familiar with him. He could carry
them when they were tired of walking, romp with them, and
was lavish in his gifts of all things indigestible.

“I did not know you were so fond of children,” said Pen.

“I did not know, either,” he answered, feeling guilty and
embarrassed again. “I have not known many children, but
when you were a child T was fond of you.”

“Were you?” said Pen, wondering a little at his blushes.
“I never thought you cared for me at all.”

She was centinually bestowing such innocent, cruel thrusts
as these upon him. She had been fond of his mother, but had
taken but little notice of him. He had only been “ Barnes,”
whom she liked in a kindly, unemotional way, and who had
always seemed shy and awkward in her presence. Nobody had
been wont to observe Barnes very closely, or to try and account
for his fancies.

If it had not been for his friend, the little Frenchwoman,
he felt sometimes as if he must have given up, and gone away.
Mademoiselle was shrewd as well as kind, and she had be-
come quite fond of him.

“Do not discourage yourself, my friend,” she would say
sometimes. “Rome was not built in a day. Perhaps your
time is not so wasted as you fancy. But the little heart has
‘been sad so long.”

She was quite right. The young heart had been sad so long
that mere freedom from actual pain seemed all that it could
hope for.

“J think,” said Pen, one night, “that I have forgotten how
to be happy — happy in the old way. And yet I am not un-

-
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happy. Perhaps,” her voice falling, and the words coming
slowly, “perhaps one always forgets as one grows older.”

This was one night, when, for the first time, she had drifted
unconsciously into a kind of self-revealing, as she talked to
Barnes. They were alone together, in the parlor, and as she
finished speaking Pen was startled at finding both her hands
fairly crushed in her companion’s strong grasp. And this was
not all — the emotion in the man’s face was a revelation to her.
She looked up, touched and wondering.

“Are you so sorry for me as that?” she said wistfully.
“ Are you so sorry for me as that, Barnes? You look as if —as
if you understood, and I did not think that anybody ——”

“You have borne your pain so long alone that you did not
think anybody could understand how deep and heavy it must
have been to have changed you as it has, and taught you only
to bear life without hoping. But I have suffered, too, Pen,
and that makes it easy.”

“I am very sorry,” she said with a sigh. “I did not know.
But it seems as if it was always so.”

Her manner toward him changed a little after this. She
seemed to remember his presence oftener, and now and then he
fancied that she made some effort to please him. Sometimes
he found her eyes fixed questioningly upon his face, and when
he came to her parlor to see the children, she was less silent
and reserved. Still she wase as blind and calm as ever, until
at last Mademoiselle disturbed her.

“He is very patient, the Monsieur Herrick,” she said. * He
has a kind and faithful heart. There are few like him.”

Pen raised her soft eyes from the dress she was embroidering
for Bessie, and looked bewildered.

“Patient!” she echoed. “Patient! What a curious word,
Mademoiselle.”

“No,” answered the Frenchwoman, “not curious. He
bears much. He does not resent the coldness and the indiffer-
ence as most men would.”

The dress fell upon Pen’s lap, and suddenly her color showed
itself as if in affright. :

“Whose coldness?” she faltered. “Whose indifference?
Surely, surely, Mademoiselle, you cannot misunderstand ”

“No, not misunderstand,” said the little woman, serenely.
“But it is hard, nevertheless, for Monsieur Herrick.”

Pen’s color came and went, then, and her hands trembled.
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“But he does not expect — he does not want — he has no
right,” she exclaimed, almost with tears of distress and morti-
fication. “I should never like him again,” she broke off, “I
would never let him play with the children again, if I thought
that — 7

“Then do not think it, my dear,” interposed her friend,
acutely. “It is better that all should remain as it is. You
would be severe, indeed, to refuse the poor friend should play
with the little ones, and be comforted by their caresses.”

The same day Barnes, straying near Santa Spirito, caught
sight of a well-known slight figure, draped in black.

Finding herself near him, Pen was evidently disturbed and
startled, but he came and held out his hand, speaking gently.

“You are not afraid that I should see you, Pen,” he said.
“You are not afraid of me. Imay walk with you, may I not?”

*Yes,” she answered, and then, after hesitating a moment,
“I am not really sorry to meet you. I think I have something
I want to say to you. Let us go there and sit down for a
few minutes,” pointing to a bench. “It is very pretty and
quiet.”

Pen was pale, and drew her breath quickly, and she kept
her eyes fixed on the plashing waters of the playing fountain.

“Barnes,” she said, “is it true that I have been cold to you,
and unfriendly?”

“Pen!” he exclaimed. “My dear girl! What does this
mean?”

“It means a great deal to me,” she returned; “for I did not
mean to be either one or the other, and it seems that I have
been both.”

She clasped her black-gloved hands tightly together upon
her lap, and went on speaking low and rapidly, but as if she
were determined to restrain her emotion.

“When you first came to Florence,” she said, “I told you
that T had not been happy; but I did not tell you how utterly
wretched I had been. I have never told any one before. It
would not have set my life right again. And the children —
it was the children’s father, Barnes, who made it all go wrong.
I found out, two months after my marriage, that I had made a
weary blunder. It was not that he had loved any one else, or
that he had not loved me, for a little while; it was only that
he could not love me long. He was easily tired, and I was
only a child, and not strong enough of heart to battle for myself.
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I tried at first, but I was obliged to give up, and let him go. I
ought never to have been his wife. Ilovedhim oo well. Oh,
Barnes!” her self-control vanishing all at once, and a helpless
sob breaking her voice, “you don’t know how I loved him!
Nobody knows. He did not know, himself. He knew least
of all. He was so handsome, and so grand, and so gay! And
it was like heaven at first; just the first weeks, when he was
fond of me, and we were on our bridal tour. But I was nota
brilliant, clever woman, and people praised him so much, and
my heart failed me; and then, at last, I seemed to wake up all
at once, and know that everything was gone! Everything! I
could not bring it back.

“T used to lie on the floor of my recom,” she went on, after
a silence, “all alone, when he was away, those dreary winter
days, and the sobs would rise in my throat so fast that they
choked me, and I thought I should die. It was so terrible to
know that he had loved me once, and that, after all, his love
had died such an easy, natural death. It made me think that
nothing was true, and that he was only like the rest of the
world; that it was only because love could not last, and never
did. By the time Geordie was born, I had given all up, quite,
and a sort of dull quiet seemed to have settled upon me, and I
did not try any more. I knew happiness was not for me. I
have not even asked for it since, and perhaps I have grown cold
in manner through living so much within myself. The chil-
dren are all that seems left of me, and I forget others. 1 am
not like other women; and if I have been unkind, you must
forgiveme. Thave always thought of you as my friend, Barnes,
and I have always felt that I could trust you.”

There was a long pause after she ceased. Barues had under-
stood her better, even, than she had understood herself.

“And you tell me this because you are afraid I may have
misunderstood you?” he said at last.

“Yes,” she answered, with slight hesitance.

He turned his honest, tender eyes upon her, and she was
forced to meet them; and then she knew how poor and weak
her little subterfuge must have appeared to him, and she could
neither brave it out, nor defend herself. But he was as tender
of her as ever.

“No, don’t be sorry, Pen,” he said. “I do not misunder-
stand you after all. T think I see what you have meant to do,
and I am sure you meant to be kind in your woman’s way.
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Suppose I am frank with you. To-day you have seen, Yor the
first time, that I stay here because I love you; and being so
weary of life, you think you have no heart to give me. You
are sure you have none, and you wish to spare me the pain of
hope deferred. So you have told me the story to show me that
love is over for you, and cannot be stirred to new existence for
me. Is not that it, Pen? Don’t be afraid of hurting me by
saying that it is. During these long years I have learned to
bear life’s chances with a kind of patience.”

“I—"said Pen, faltering, “I— Obh, Barnes, forgive me!”

“Not forgive,” he answered. “Don’t say ‘forgive.” I have
loved you too long for that word to come between us at this late
day. I have loved you all my life, Pen, and you have not seen
it. I loved you when you came, a child, to my mother’s house;
and I loved you when you bade us good-by, in your happiness
and hope. Even now [ cannot promise that my love shall die
out; but it shall never trouble you, my dear. Never!”

He looked at once brave and kindly, and worthy of any
woman’s admiration, as he rose and stood before her, holding
out his hand. She could hardly understand that, in this short
time, all was over, and that he meant to put an end to her pain
and embarrassment with this quiet gesture.

Pen’s mind was in a strange tumult as they walked home
together. She scarcely understood her own feelings. She was
tremulous, excited, and pale. Barnes was far the calmer of the
two. On his part, he was only grave and silent. And yet he
had just told her what she had never for an instant suspected
before, that he had loved her all his life. A few hours ago she
had been a little angry with him, and now she felt that it was
she who had presumed: and she dared scarcely look in his face.
To think that she had been so blind! There was a certain dig-
nity in the idea of his long-suffering and patience; a suffering
which did not cry out or bewail itself, but was silent from first
to last.

She did not know what impulse prompted her to do such
a thing, but when they reached the house, she could not help
speaking to him in timid appeal: —

“Don’t go away, Barnes,” she said. “Don’t go away from
Florence.”

“No,” he answered. “Not if you care that I should remain.
I have learned to love the place, as you said I wonld.”

The winter passed away, and matters seemed to have made
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Tittle or no progress. Only Mademoiselle wondered within
herself as she looked on. Pen had become more attentive to
ber children than ever; there was even an eager anxiety in her.
treatment of them, as if she wished to make up for some secret
wrong or neglect. Her attendance upon them was so constant
and unremitting, indeed, that she lost flesh and color with
unnecessary overexertion. She was even thinner and more
fragile-looking than at first, Barnes thought, on the spring
morning when he came to speak to her of his plans.

“You will not remain in Italy much longer, Pen,” he said
to her. “It will be too warm here in another month.”

“Yes, for the children,” she remarked. “I do not care
about myself; but I always take the children to Switzerland
for the summer.”

“It is plain you do not care for yourself,” he said, “and
that is what I wish to speak to you about, before I go away. I
must go at one time or another, you know. I cannot remain
here always; and now, since you will leave Florence, too, I
thought I might as well pack my knapsack again.”

“Yes,” she said hesitatingly, “I suppose so. It is warm
here already.”

“But I could not leave you,” he continued, “without a few
words of warning and caution. You are wearing yourself out,
Pen. You are too anxious a mother. You let your children
demand too much of you, and they cannot spare you.”

“Spare me?” she exclaimed. “They could not live with-
out me.”

“Then take better care of yourself, and give yourself more
rest,” he said. “You have neither color, nor strength, nor
appetite. I have no right to say this; but I am not blind, and
I should bid you good-by with a lighter heart if you would
promise to remember your own needs.”

“I will promise,” quite humbly. “You are quite good to
me, Barnes.” And then, in a lower voice, “ When are you
going away?”

“To-morrow.”

“That seems very soon,” was her reply.

It might have been their last interview, for Barnes began
to make his preparations that evening. He went sadly about
his two rooms, collecting his belongings one by one, and lay-
ing them aside. His heart was heavy within him. He had
strapped his last trunk, and was bending over his valise, pipe
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(iin mouth, when he heard a hurried, nervous summons on his
oor.

He went to the door, and, throwing it open, found himself
face to face with Pen, who stood in the corridor, white and
shaking.

“Something is the matter with Geordie, Barnes,” she wailed.
“It is something dreadful, and I want the doctor and Made-
moiselle Denis. There is no one I can call on but you.”

They were both scared, though they thought of nothing but.
their dread for the child. Before morning both the little cnes
were stricken with fever, and Pen, pale and haggard with fear,
turned to Barnes in helpless anguish.

“You will not go away!” she cried. “I have no one but
you, Barnes. I want your strength to help me.”

“You may be sure I will not desert you in your extremity,
 Pen,” he answered, pressing her hand. Nor did he. Nearly
a month of terrible anxiousness and constant watching followed,
and he stood by her throngh it all with the strength of a man
and the gentleness of a v oman. He watched her as he watched
the children, and supported her in every erisis.

When the worst was over, and the children convalescing,
Pen’s day of reckoning came. If she had been restless before,
now she was doubly restless. She had not even the spirit to
think of her journey. It would be such a lonely journey, and
such a lonely summer would follow.

When the time came for Barnes to make his adieux once
more, it was worse than ever. On the evening he had decided
upon for his departure, she came down to dinner, and waited
in the salon to bid him good-by. She looked ill and agitated,
but she had very little to say.

“I can never thank you for your kindness to me,” she said.
“I cannot even try. You have saved my little children for me,
and I can only remember you always with a full heart. God
bless you, Barnes!” And she seized his hands, and kissed
them before he could check her.

“God bless you, Pen!” he answered her. “We shall not
forget each other, at least, I think.”

The train by which he was to leave Florence was a late one.
At ten o’clock a carriage stood at the door, and his possessions
were carried down to it. He had said farewell to Mademoiselle
Denis, and lingered for a moment to glance round his room for
the last time, and at length, throwing his traveling cloak about
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him, he went slowly downstairs. Very slowly, and heavily.
But before he reached the bottom step of the first flight, he
stopped altogether, arrested by the sound of a door opening
upon the landing above, a door he knew to be Pen’s. He
paused, and looked up.

“Is the Signor ready?” he heard a servant say below.
“Te has but a few moments to spare.”

But Barnes remained motionless. He heard Pen’s feet
upon the floor above, and could not make up his mind to
descend.

“She may want something,” he said. “She may have for-
gotten to ask me to do something for her.”

He could not resist the sudden impulse which seized him.
He gave way to it, and, turning round, went up the staircase
three steps at a time, until he reached the top. A lamp, burn-
ing high upon the wall, gave forth a faint light; but it was
strong enough to show him all he cared to see,—a slight, worn
figure, in a white dress, and with a white, appealing face, and
thin little outstretched hands,— Pen, who, at sight of him,
uttered a pathetic, incoherent cry.

“Pen!” he said; and, with three strides, was at her side,
clasping her closely, and trying to soothe her. “Pen! At
last, my dear! At last!”

She clung to his arm, and laid her face upon his breast, sob-
bing with excitement and relief.

“I heard you,” she said, “and T could not let you go. I
knew it at the last moment, when it seemed too late, and 1 ran
out of my room, but I dared not speak. If you had not heard
me, and come, I think I'should have died. If you love me yet,
Barnes, take me, for I cannot live without you; for I love you,
too!”

“Yet, Pen,” he whispered, smoothing her hair with his
trembling hand. “Yet, when I have waited so long?”

“Is the Signor ready?” asked the voice below.

“No!” answered Barnes, advancing to the head of the stair-
way. “He has changed his mind. Give the man this, and
gend him away.”
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