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last flare of the candiebefore it gutters black into
the socket.

"Arn I dying?" she cried, hier voicç a hoarse,
thin shriek. "For Ood's sake let me die, then. Why
are you< tryi»g to lceep me alive-'whcre their wormn
dieth nt' and their re is flot quenched'-where did
1 hear that-it's trte-true-true," the broken words
risizig to a wail, beart-piercing, nerve-shaking.

A4d'jan winced, Sir Neil clcnched bis hands in a
strorig man's shrinking from irremediable pain.
Agatha Kenyon, crouched on one of the window
seats, broke into helplcss sobbing, wbilc Lady March-
mont sat more stiffly erect, though amid her volum-
inous draperies her fragile little wisp of a figure
seemed shrunken to the proportions of a child's.

Adrian turned to Sir Frank, bis face wrung.
"If nothing can be done, if there is no chance,

no hope, can't you give bier an casier passage-if it
must be." His voice was strained out of ail lîkeness
to, its usual tonies.

The great doctor noddcd. "I sent at once-
the motor should be back shortly. Poor child, I
wishi to heaven it were here !" for Alys was speak-
ing again in that strange, thin, unnatural voice,
which seemed already divorced from earthly sounds.

"If I were dead I should be at peace, shouldn't
I1?" turning hier eyes upon Lesley, who was support-
ing the restless head. "I should feel nothing-
know notbing-remember nothing-so they say. Oh,
do you think M'I remember?" a sudden note of panic
in the tennous tbread of voice, wbile the-leap of hier
eyes towards Lesley was like the clutch of a des-
perate hand.

"Alys," said Lesley, in a low, shaken voice, "I
believe that we shahl feel-that we shahl know-
that we shall rernember. If there is anything you
fear to remember, lay it down, don't carry yourbur-
den with you-surely you've borne it long enough.
Oh, Ai ys, is there one here would deny you forgive-
ness if you asked it? Is God less merciful thban
man?"

That this ppor trembling. soul sbould go out
into the darkncss with doubft upon hier lips and
despair in her beart, that she should carry hier sin
and her secret with hier into the silence was anguish
to Lesley.

"Forgiveness will take the sting from memory,
the pang from deatb. Oh, Alys, bcg for it now-
man will hear-God will hear." Hler'eyes 'were a
voiceless prayer more compelling than hier entreat-
ing words.

"Where is Adrian ?" breathed Alys.
H1e knelt on the other side of the couch.
"Alys, niy poor child, there is no need to speak.

I know what youl would say-I have always known
it. As some day mny own sole need will be forgive-
ness, I do forgive what you did-for my sake."

A suidden strange flicker, which was no fever
fire, lit the great bollow eyes. 11e who reads the

heart alone knew wbat lay behind that look. Love,
jealousy, cruel as the 'grave, remorse-these were
the three strands of the cord whicb still bound hier
to earth. Whicb would yicld first, or would they
snap 'only with the iiver cord itself ?

.At last her look settled on Adrian's face, and
slowly, slowly that "strange fire" sank and faded.

There was a slight stir at the door. Sir Frank
went to it, and then, coming back to the couch, put
a glass to Alys's drawn lips.

"Drink this, my poor cbild; it will case you,"
hie said gently.

Alys seerned to divine his meaning. With wbat
strength was left to hier she turned hier hcad away.

"No, no; I can't-I must speak-1 must-therc
is»no ease, no peace for me tili I spcak," hier voice
suddcnly shrilling ont again in a haîf-dehirions note.
"Sec, there is the brand of shame upon him; it was
I who set it there." She would neyer lift hand
again, but hcer look was like a linger pointing to that
rcd scorch on Adrian's brow. "Don't let me die
before I spcak-if I do it may take it away."'

"No, no; there is noneed to speak--only drink
this," said Sir Frank soothingly, pressing the glass
again to her convulscd mouth.

Sir Neil canght bis arm.
"For God's sake let bierpa as long as she

can-you don't know bow muh angs on it," be
muttered hoarsely. If Sir Frank did not know,
Neil Wedderburnc did, to the deptbs of bis- honest
beart.

"Are tbey alI here-ali who werc in the room
that day ?" went on Alys in the saine bigh, strained
key. "I thought I saw them," lookîng restlessly
round witb narrowed eycs, as if trying to pierce
througb gathering sbadows, though the great room
was batbed in a soft glow of light. "But tell them-
-tell tbem it was I-not you-I took the keys-I
found the will-I forged"ý-tbe word was almost a
sbrick--'tbe naine. It *as for you-I thought it
would give you back your own.. I saw you knew
-but I couldnt-I daren't confess--I tried-I did
try!"

The flame of life sank. Speech passed inito con-
fused and piteous moaning, tbough in bard-drawn
gasps and with imploring eyes fixed upon bier hus-
band's face she still struggled for utterance. Now
and again there came a stray articulate word.

"Forgîve-mer 1cy-Gýod have-mercy!"
The tears had corne witb a sndden rush to Les-

le5r's eyes, pain-scorched tilI now, and were falling
thick uipon the face whicb the beavy hand of Deatb
was already moulding to bis own likeness.

"Oh, Alys," she cried, "it was for love you did
it-to hier who loved mucb, much was forgiven."

Did she bear? There was a catch in the bard
sobbing breath, a flicker of the dimming eyes still
fastened on Adrian's face. H1e stooped nearer.

"Alys !" he breathed, and the eyes softened.

>Lesley softly rose from beside the couch where
shehad knelt so long, and in silence the others
followed, leaving husband and wif e alone together
in the nearing sbadow of. that infinite and awful
Presence which men caîl Death, but wbîcb the wiser
naine Peace.

"4So you are alone again."
"Yes, Lesley and Lady Marchmont have gonc

back' to Strode. I thought you would have come
to say good-bye."

"I have said good-bye," said Sir Neil witb grim
significance.

Tbey werc in Mrs. Kenyon's pretty drawing-
room-an airy background wbich always tbrcw into
full relief bier brotbcr's beight and air of abundant
vigour. The latter was as noticeable as ever, thougb
the keen blue eyes might lack somcthing of their
vivid outlook.

At Morelands Agatha»Kenyon'bad cried bier kind
beart out in pity and sympathy for the dead and
the living, but bier keenest regrets found utterance
now in bier faltered:

"My poor Ncil-it's borribly' bard on you-
wbat-what will you do now?

"Does it matter miucb?" with a sbrug. Then
hie faced round from the window out of whicb bie
had been intently if abscntly gazing. "You've been
a good friend 'and donc your best for me, Agatha,
but-well, it won't be to-morrow, nor the next day,
nor likely for many a day to corne, but Time is
bound to do bfis work by and by, and two people
wbo are made for each otber"-valîintly-"arc,
bound to find that'ont too, and aIl the sooner if tbey
get a fair field to do it in. Wedderburne can look
after itself for a bit. Lesley' 's trustees are dis-
cbarged; ber cousin is the one she sbould naturally
turu to if she wants advîce, so I tbink lhbave a
try at Thibet and the mountain shecp. I'vc ahways
been hankering to bave a shot at one, and as tbey're
uncommon shy beasts and very few of tbemn left, by
the tirne I've secured a good head, well"-witb a1
courageous smilc-"tbings' wihll likely bave settled
down at Strode."

"Lesley is losing a brave gentleman, Neil 1" ex-
claimed Agatha Kenyon, breaking into a sudden soi)
and tbrowing bier arrns round bier tall brother, in
spite of bis known objections to sncb demonstra-
tions.

"'Oh, corne, Agatha," 1e said awkwardly, thomz1h
for once he suifered the embrace; then reality broke
tbrougb reserve for once, "It's ail tbat's'left to
me, but it's precious little for a man to do for the
woman be-loves-only to take himself out of ber
way. I wonder bow miany of ns would do and
suifer wbat Adrian Skene did, and for a wornan,
wbom, poor soul, lie didn't love."

THRE END.
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