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aon has uofc poured all the prison into 
the cup*”

“ I have said,” rej lined the klrnr, 
** the half of Bohemia Arrent bin , 
llatto, arrefit him—”

“ And if h i has acrorr pi ices ?”
The king trembled again ; he felt 

himself surrounded by a legion of men 
thirsting for Ms blood.

“ Sire,” b iid Father John Nepomu 
cene, 44 in the name of heaven do not 
obey the blind impulse of anger. I 
know not what man arny be dragged 
before yon hs the guilty one ; but I 
tremble at the thought of your com 
mlting a new act of violence.”

“ Ho who a peaks of mercy or delay is 
a traitor.” Then turning to llatto, 
Wenccfalaus fiercely called : “ Show 
m3 the wretch who has had the bold 
cess to attempt the life of the king 1”

llatto, raising his arm, placed his 
hand on the shoulder of Otfried. A 
cry of horror rang through the ban 
qnet ball. Otfried, who hardly under 
stood the terrible meaning of Ilatto’s 
gesture, drew ba?k hora the touch if 
his hand as if ho had felt a loathsome 
reptile crawling upon him.

44 There is the poisoner,” said Hatto 
aga n pi if.ting to Oifried.

“ I: Is not, it cannot be he,” cried 
the queen.

44 The accomplices,” demanded the 
king.

" Î have pointed out the one that at 
tempted the crime ; it is enough.”

While Hat to was yet speaking, the 
pockets of Otfried were searched, and 
an attendant drew forth from them a 
carefully sealed packet, which he 
placed on the table. The physician, 
obeying the order of the king, rook it 
up and examined it. “ This,” said he, 
64 is a quick and deadly poison, the 
same as that which was drunk by the 
man whuto corpse was lying before 
your Majesty.”

“ Justice shall bo done,” exclaimed 
the king : 44 justice swift and full.”

Otfried was already bound by varlets 
only too ready to show their zeal in the 
presence of the king. 44 Jailer,” said 
Wenceslaus, 44 this man is yours till 
the hangman claims him.”

Otfried was now awakened to a 
stnse of his situation, and with a proud 
and bavless bearing he asserted his 
Innocence. 441 swear,” said he, 44 I 
am innocent. Tni# wicked deed shall 
recoil on those that have done It.”

44 Courage,” sa:d the priest ; 44 God 
will not suffer you to die the victim of 
a calumny so wicked.”

Wenceslaus kept his eyes steadily, 
ioarchingly fix# d on the queen. Her 
cuuntence spjko of deep sorrow, but 
no remorse. Otfried was dragged 
away by a company of soliiers. The 
corpse of the criminal who had drunk 
the poison was removed. Wenceslaus 
gradually became more composed. Ac
cording as the expression of fear and 
suspense begin to depart from his 
face, that of ferocity began to 
settle upon it. The poison had been 
drunk by another, the poisoner was 
bound and in prison. He felt the need 
of banishing the remembrance of his 
terror, or rather of becoming so drunk 
as to forget that he bad been so near 
his death a few m< ments before. 
Raising a large silver goblet to his 
lips, he said to his guests : 4‘ Zounds, 
my lords, you no longer cry. 4 The 
king drinks,' and yet it is the very 
moment to add, ‘Vive le roi/ ” In an 
instant all the cups were re-fllled, and 
the cry, 44 Vive le roi” rang through 
the festive room. The queen was the 
only one that did not drink the pledge. 
The kinc noticed this, and his brow 
grew darker. 4<Drink, I madam,” he 
said to her, while filling her cup, he 
hai ded it to her hicm-elf.

Jane took the cup with a trembling 
band, but before she could raise it to 
her lips, she fell senseless from her 
seat. Wenceslaus rose to her assist 
ance, but Hatto, placing himself before 
him, said : 44 Your majesty will allow 
her maids to attend the queen.”

Jane was carried to her apartment. 
When she recovered a little, she pressed 
her hands against her forehead, to re 
call the events she had witnesses. 
Wenceslaus stood near, watching and 
waiting for her first moment of con
sciousness. The first word she spoke 
was, 44 Otfried.”

44 Otfried 1 is it of him you are think 
lnK ?"

" Sire," replied the queen, “ you are 
saved, but he, he is lost!”

44 Dare you distress yourself about 
him before me ?”
“ Why should I hide my anxiety for 

him ? His father saved the life of the 
Count of Hainault. Otfried is ray 
adopted brother. Otfried was blessed 
by my dying mother—”

44 Otfried was your betrothed, Jane.”
4\Heaven bears me witness that I bo 

came your whe without yearning or 
regret for the past, ff you ask your 
own heart and your own conscience, 
3on also will bear witness to my sin 
cerity and to my devotion to you.”

“ I am jealous,” said Wenceslaus.
44 But have you a right to be so ?”
“One has always a right to suffer

ing.”
44 Such suffering does me deep 

wrong.”
** Swear !” said the king. 44 Swear 

by your eternity, swear 1”
4> I will not swear,” replied the 

queen. 41 You accepted my promise at 
the foot of the altar ; it is enough. If 
your suspicions fall on her who has 
been given to yon as your spoune, and 
to be the honor ol your house, my oaths 
cannot satisfy you. Ah, Wenceslaus, 
have I not a right to expect better 
treatment ?”

The king was moved. His mind was 
tortured, nevertheless, V>7 the dark 
suspicion breathed by llatto. Many 
circumstances seemed to justify the cal
umny ; besides, 41 trifles light as air are, 
to the jealous, confirmation strong as 
proofs of Holy Writ.”

Could the queen ever banish from her 
mind the thought of her childhood's 
companion, the triend of her girlhood, 
the betrothed, the accepted lover from 
whom she had been torn to become the 
wife ol Wen eslans ? The king had no 
doubt about the guilt of Otfried ; and 
the more he thought of his guilt the 
more inclined he became to believe the 
qnoen guilty. It would have been so 
aasy for her, if Wonceslaus were dead, 
to make a powerful party for herself. 
She was loved in Bohemia. Her virtues

made her popular ; her youth, her 
1 eaufcy, and other qualities which won 
her a crowd of enthusiastic followers, 
would enable her to make her irie- d* 
and followers of Otfried A t a time 
when elections quickly followed one 
another with a strange facility, it might 
happen that Otfried, the son of N it 
berg, once a page, now little moro than 
an adventurer, might aspire even to a 
diadem. In times past soldiers sudden 
ly and successfully made themselves 
kings ; why not again ?

Quickly as a vision, scenes, troub 
lous and changing, passed through the 
mind of the k ng. It entered Into his 
mind,in a vague waythat the queen might 
have had some share in the attempted 
crime. I; was this suspicion which had 
caused him to rush into the queen’s 
Chamber, that he might catch the first 
words that fell from her Ups when she 
recovered from her swoon. But as he 
gazed on her fair open countenance, 
her eyes beaming with unsullied can 
d ir, he felt speak within him again the 
voice which so often spoke to him with 
a heavenly eloquence, of virtue, of char 
ity, and of everything great and noble, 
and his troubled soul grew calmer. 
His doubts were lifted from his mind, 
as dark loathsome vapors are borne 
away by the rising wind. He asked 
himtblf how was it possible be could 
have suspected that on a so good, so 
gytitiu as lilt» quemi could ha ve au y 
part in the attempt m*de upon his life.

These thoughts were followed by 
darkei ones. The hissing voice of 
H it to again grated on the ear of the 
king. 44 Whom could Olfricd's crime 
serve ? The queen I She might be 
come a widow in order to give her hand 
to the companion of her youth, and her 
accepted lover before she became 
queen.”

Thus fear, trust, and rage by turns 
held sway In the heart of WenceHaas. 
He was a changed man. The fruit of 
Jane’s prayers, care, and ceaseless 
eff jrts to improve him, was lost. The 
sweetness of the jfaueen had for a while 
tamed him, and made him human - like. 
The King of Bohemia redeemed the 
excesses of Wenceslaus. The charm 
was at last broken. The queen had 
been suspected. She had lost her power 
with the king. Hatto was reinstated 
in his former place in the king s favor. 
Her danger, her anxiety, and suffering, 
cast the queen into high fever. The 
king's tenderness for her was rekindled. 
Ha sent for a physician ; he besought 
him to save her. He tent a page to tell 
Father John Nepomuctne to watch and 
pray all night for her recovery, before 
the tabernacle in the church. The ill
ness of the queen wrung his heart with 
grief.

The danger of her death lasted eight 
days. More than once Hatto strove to 
speak to the king without success. 
Wenceslaus was so taken up with the 
danger in which the queen lay, that 
even Otfried was forgotten. But when 
the danger had passed, and the queen’s 
life was spared, all his rage against the 
accused Otfried returned. Hatto no 
longer found it hard to obtain speech 
with the king. He was sent for to 
arrange what kind of punishment Otfried 
should undergo, and to fix the day of 
his death.

44 The punishment,” said llatto, 
‘‘should be proportioned to the fault. 
Otfried should be dragged to pieces by 
wild horses. He should die before the 
eyes of the whole court. On the spot 
whero the execution takes place let 
there be a platform raised for the king, 
the queen, and the great men of the 
üingdom The crime was public, to 
should be its atonement ; and if any 
unknown accomplice hides in the crowd 
he will learn that nothing can escape 
rhe vengeance of heaven, and fho devo
tion which watches round the person of 
the king.”

44 You are right, Hatto ; yes, you 
aro right,” cried Wenceslaus.

44 Besides,” continued the guilty ad
viser, 44 who knows but Otfried, seeing 
himself about to undergo terrible pun
ishment , may confers everything in 
order to obtain an easier death ?”

44 Let everything be got ready,” 
cried the king, in a deep voice.

44 Will the queen be able to bear such 
a sight in her present weakness ?” 
asked the heartless villain.

44 She shall bear it, replied Wenoes- 
laus

The king and the favorite then sep
arated ; the king to seek the queen, 
the favorite to give orders for the man
ner and the hour of Otfried’» death. 
Wenceslaus found the queen in the ora 
bury. She had hung therein the tusk 
of the wild boar as a holy remindei of 
the gratitude she owed to the son of 
Notborg. While she remained on her 
knees, beseeching God to make known 
the inuooence of the young man, whose 
cause she could not plead, and whose 
pardon she could not ask, for she feared 
that to ask mercy or grace for him 
would only hasten his death, the simple 
gift of the adopted child < f Isabella 
caught her eye. Again in her inmost 
heart rang the words, 44 A life for a 
life 1” At this moment she felt crushed 
by the remembrance of the obligations 
which the tusk recalled, and by her 
powerlessness to fulfil them. But soon 
the strength of her soul lifted her above 
this p.tssing weakness. She vowed she 
would save the child of Not berg, and 
when Wenceslaus came in, her soul was 
*Tapfc in the noble resolution she had 
formed. Thenceforth she could hear, 
she could boar everything Unmoved 
she heard the execu ion of Otfried was 
to tnke place on the morrow, and that 
she herself was to witness the death of 
him she had vowed to defend and to save 
He fa a© was calm as the face of a slum 
her mg child. She told Wenceslaus she 
would obey his commands, bin prised 
at her calmness, Wenceslaus fell back 
info a state of uncertainly, and as he 
withdrew he asked himself whether the 
queen was one of the holiest or worst 
women that evtr lived.

TO BE CONTINUED.

God does not require that our work 
shall succeed, or even that we shall 
complete it. lie only asks us to labor. 
One who dies leaving his task unfin
ished is as far advanced in the eyes of 
Supreme Justice as ho who has had 
leisure to complete his work entirely. 
— Golden Sands.

SWEET “SAINT” VALERIE.
A NEW YEAR'S BTOIIY.

She was walking on tie levee with a 
ra^t ox p rest ion cm her face. Tnere 
was a small biH/et on her arm, which 
would have bûown the initiated that 
she was returning from au errand f 
mercy.

She was quite unconscious of the ad 
miring glances that followed her, for 
her thoughts were occupied with 
things far away from that autumn aft# 
noon. There was a spiritna1 beauty in 
her deep eyes, which was suggestive ol 
some cloistered nu - praying in a dim 
old chapel beyond the sea. Her black 
dress and the black veil she wore gave 
still greater force to the idea.

They called her “Sweet Saint Val 
erie” for miles around the plantation. 
To minister to others in sickness or in 
sorrow was her natural vocation.

Now she held the threads of many 
lives in her hand, and she wa# trying 
to understand what to do with them.

To maidens who can regard love as 
pretty plain sailing Valerie's question 
never come». They can sty on the 
leaves of an imaginary daisy, 44 I love 
him, or I love him not,” and decid 
the matter on the evidence of the r 
own hearts. To her the question of 
marriage at present meant the welfare 
of all of her immediate family, and 
financial complications withnn4 rnn 
her. On the reverse side of the situ 
tion was her own self sacrifi le. Oh, 
she could only pray them all into con 
fort and peace of mind—if long fa? 
and weary vigils would preserve tb 
old plantation ! If sackcloth an ' 
scourgings would but pay off uurtgag# • ! 
and oil commercial wheels I

Orange flowers and bridal veil seen 
ed to be a more reliable medium, whil 
Northern capital was ready to flow i I 
healing streams at the sound of th 
wedding march.

Tnere is generally a practical strain I 
in very good women. St. Teresa, fair i 
est and most spiritual of Catholi 
mystics, had a strong talent for or 
ganization, and Valerie possessed 
clear comprehension of all the wo làl. ' 
details aoout her. jiVas it sin to wed | 
a man s^e did not love for the benefl 
of those she did ? Her handsome un 
practical old father, with the tradi 
tiens of a diff rent civilization abou 
him, rose in her mind. 8h» saw bio 
sitting in the stately library he might 
be called upon to leave — her brother?, 
compelled to give up their education 
and seek uncongenial, ill-paid work — 
her sister no longer the little lady of 
the manor, but a household drudge

She set her sweet lips at the bare 
su. gestion. For herself she might 
face an unknown future rather than a 
loveless marriage—but fer them 1

The lamps were lighted before she 
reached home, and she stole around to 
the side to see if her father was in the 
library. She saw him sitting by the 
table—hie gray beard buried in hi- 
hands. Tne sight struck her with a 
sharp pang. It was in her power to 
raise that head, to bning back gladness 
to the gentle face.

‘‘Oh, dear G oil” she murmured, “if 
this be sin, forgive me?”

The Now Year's bill in New Orleans 
at Mme. de Hamers’ was especially 
brilliant that year.

Several people remarked that there 
was a weary look on Valerio’s lovely 
face, and that the lilies of the valley 
at her heart were visibly drooping. 
She had gla iced towards the principal 
entrance several times rather nervously.

One short week ago she had men
tally made her choice. To-night she 
was to ratify that decision, to give her 
delicate hand, blue-veined with the 
blood of old nobility, into the clasp of 
Mammon. She was nub a woman tu do 
anything by halves, and the qualities 
which had earned the title of Sweet 
Saint Valerie were alive and awake to 
follow her into a new career.

Maréchal Baaumanoir, who was one 
of her neighbors at home, approached 
Valerie. He was a thorough represen 
tative of what good birch and culture 
can do for a man. He had grasped 
the ^principles of “New Old South,” 
and was trying to make a business suc
cess of himself in spite of natural dis
inclination. if there was a suggestion 
of malice in his sunny nature* it was 
directed to war a that praiseworthy and 
successful class called “self made men.’’ 
He bad a faint idea it would be pleasant 
to make love to Valerie, but he also 
realized distiytly that it would be 
unwise. He Bad come down to New 
Orleans, whither he had gone for a 
visit, with the hope of monopolizing 
her at this New Year’s ball. As he 
saw her glance towards the door, ho said:

“By the bye, does not our friend, 
the New Hampshire millionaire return 
this evening ? He spent the great# r 
part of the day here, according to all 
accounts.”

Valerie blushed hotly, but said pleas 
an Jy :

“He did stay f )r several hours, but 
I believejhe began to talk business with 
M. de Hamers and forgot the time.”

“Poor wretch,” commented Mare 
chal. “Why will men of that class at
tempt to go into society ? They cannot 
lay the ghost of their trade for half 
an hour. This specimen is more pro 
sentablo outwardly than the majority 
of his kind, but his early association* 
are always apparent. Can’t you pic 
ture him doing the “chores” on the 
mountain farm and regaling himself in 
thedawning with the omnipresent pie ?”

Before he had finished speaking the 
object of his remarks appeared. Hymar 
Guinn was certainly presentable, but 
he lacked all the graces which dis- 

| tingnished Maréchal. Guinn was not 
very tall, but sturdily built, and hi 
carried his weight with a certain dig 
nity. His eyes were blue gray, h 
hair and moustache were very blonde 
forming a striking contrast to the dark 
nonchalant beauty of Maréchal.

For a moment Valerie co x pared them 
bitterly—the man she might have 
chosen and the man she was to choose. 
Then she called up a su.ile of welcome 
for the stranger, ami holdout her hand.

Later in the evening he was saying 
earnestly to Valerie :

“Oh, yes, wo will pay off the mort- 
gage on the plantation, and your father 
can imagine that he may pay me bask 
some day. That will pi ease h;m and hurt 
nobody. I will have to be in New Orleans

most of the time,,as you know, ho wo will 
live here, and things will bo comfort 
abl<‘ fur all. But, Valerie”—his voice 
Mittvncd as lie left the to > familiar 
paths of business for the unfrequented 
highroad of courtship “I do not want 
you to marry me unless you can love 
mo a little. My people wore good and 
honest and homely, but wo are not as 
you are. Perhaps I love you so be- 
caiii#} you are a princess to mo, a 
beautiful, dainty thing I can worship 
always.^ Yet I am proud, my dear, for 
all tiiis, and I would nob take you with 
au unloving heart. If you do # ofc cam 
for me, we should both be miserable.”

Valerie hesitated, and suddenly, as 
the clock struck twelve, the bells rang 
out a wild pe.-tl. The words of “In 
Memoriam” 11 »ated into the girl’s con
sciousness :

The year is dying in I ho night ;
King out wild bells, lei him die.

They were chiming out her youth, 
her hope, her o-a a uhood as well. 
They were chiming out the unstained 
truth by which, up to this time, she 
had guided her actions.

“Can you love me, Valerie,” he 
said ; “ love me well enough to marry 
me, and well enough to be happy?”

King oui the old. ring in the new.
In the midst of her contending enuo 

tiens she felt g'ad that he was unwil
ling to mike his marriage mere ex 
change ana Darter, it would be well 
to respect him at last.

King out t he false, ring in the true.

The notes turned her. “Ring in the 
false, ring out the true l” they seemed 
to say.

He looked at her as she sat with 
her hands Gasped in her lap.

“Bnfc my answer, Valerie?”
If it must he done, let it be done 

completely. She would keep all the 
blame and hypocrisy to heraclf. She 
would spare the weak old man, who 
had given her love, from the temp ta 
tion cf accepting the sale, knowing it 
to be such. In the darknoat oi the 
«lays to be she could console herself by 
feeling that they would both have re 
fused to accept such a sacrifice. 
They must not dream it was a sacrifice.

At last she raised her eyes and said 
very steadily :

“I do care for you, and I feel that I 
shall ne very happy.”

And for a time, in spite of his com
mon sense, he believed her.
* * * * * * * *

Mr. Guinn- had a vigorous under
standing, however, and after ft;teen 
months of married life he had struck 

plumb line into Valerie’s conscious 
ness. He read between the lines of 
her graceful and patient life, and could 
not but feel a business man’s respect 
for the completeness with which she 
had kept her word.

“Poor girl !” he thought. “3he has 
taken up her notes as they became due. 
It would be no good to let her see that 
I know she is paying them in counter
feit mcney.”

He felt great sympathy for her. and 
treated her with a chivalry which men 
of gentler roaring might have copied.

He would not have married her had 
he known that she brought him no 
love. Had her motive been a pa-son- 
ally mercenary one he would not have 
forgiven her afterward. Now he 
simply did what he could to make it 
easier for her.

They spent most of their time in 
New Orlean#, and Valerie’s family 
found her married home a pleasant one. 
Mr. Guinn never obtruded his plebeian 
ways upon others. When he was so
cially at a loss what to do, ho simply 
did nothing.

His earliest education had been of 
the plainest kind ; literature and art 
were sealed books for him. He had no 
time in the stirring days of his earlier 
manhood for such things ; the condi 
tions surrounding him had not called 
for them.

Cue evening in the seejnd winter of 
their marriage he came home earlier 
than usual. Valerie hud been revolv
ing a project in her mind all day. She 
would educate him in the higher 
branches without his knowledge ; she 
would so disguise the tuition part that 
he should have no suspicion. She 
thought to herself gratefully that men 
of his kind were easily satisfied and 
deceived. lie was so content with her 
semblance of devotion, so good and so 
reasonable. She had rather feared 
that he was of the demonstratively 
affectionate kind, but she was sur
prised by finding that he showed his 
Northern temperament in a certain 
coldness of manner and reticence of 
speech.

Ou the evening before alluded to she 
dressed herself with particular care. 
Her gown was tinted with ashen pink, 
and gave a sort of floating, cloud-like 
effect to her figure. Ac 8 o'clock she

reached the subject to him.
“ I have just received some new 

books on American literature, Hymar. 
I ordered them for papa, you know. I 
remember you once said you always go 
to sleep when you read a novel, but I 
thought perhaps you might lie com
fortably on the sofa and listen while I 
read aloud.”

She spoke with elaborate coolness, 
but her object was quite apparent to 
the practical man beside her.

“ S3 she wants to cultivate me,” he 
said to himself. 44 It Is beginning to be 
hard to be mated with what she calls 
ignorance.” Aloud ho said, witn a 
faint scorn she did not catch, 44 Why, 
certa'nly, my dear child. 1 shall be 
delighted.”

She read for half an hour, glancing 
furtively at the pretty French clock. 
Thon she remarked with a naivebse 
quite charming:

“ Do you think you can remember 
that much, Hymar?”

Ho sat up on the sofa, and for a 
second that keen light eyes shot ou' a 
glance that startled her.

“ 1 have to keep in my mind all the 
fluctuations of a complex market,” he 
said. 44 1 must daily remember more 
details than all your authors put to
gether would write up in a year. You 
need not begin by slow stages.”

Affer that she read every night, but 
gradually it was he that direcced the 
subjects and regulated the time. He 
drew out ie >m wliafc she knew out
side the printed page, and assimilated 
iL She was filled with a kind of dim

wonder as the swiff, burning of the 
tr*iu sbe.hsd fired h« rsolf.

In January the first break camo in 
the even tenor of th-iir daily exit eue-- 
Hymar bro ight homo a telegram. 111* 
father was very ill in the old N- w 
Hampshire farmhouse, and might not 
live to see hik son. 44 I'll start within 
the hour.” said Hymar.

“I will ho ready,” sho answered. 
This sorrow and sickness came like 
in echo from that maiden past, when 
people had called her 41 Sweet Saint 
Valerie.”

” What do you mea . ?” he asked.
“ Surely you do not mean to go into 
the White Mountains in January ? I 
I —do not tuink, fur other reasons, you 
would oaro to go.”

For a moment the old; life came to 
him—the loving, rustic people of his 
youth, his plain, unlettered home. Ho 
thought of his tatiier, lying perhaps at 
the point of death, and his mother, 
with an apron over her head, weepiu 
in a corner. His stalwart brothers and 
sisters—ho could see them, too, bowed 
with the dignity of a greater grief. 
And without, far and near, the solemn 
mantle of New England snow.

For a moment his heart turned from 
the delicate lady he had wedded, and 
her eyes bad no appeal#for him. Her 
soul sank suddenly. Had she fai'ed ? 
In the hour of his trouole an artifical 
love Kr.d no power to com*oi t him*

She said no more, but made her pre
parations to accompany him. He made 
another protest, but she cried pite
ously.

441 am your wife. I have a right to 
be with you and your people in trouble.
I am su oh a good nurse. Let me do 
my duty, Hymar."

All thiough the j mrney, these words 
came back to him 1‘ >or Saint Valerie! 
Ye-, in mercy to her, he must let her 
do hor duty.

A great surprise awaited him in N »w 
Hampshire. His wife, h s dainty 
Southern princess, came into his 
stricken household like an angel of 
light. She nursed the old mau, whom 
they found hovering between life and 
death ; she encouraged his mother, and 
soon tne family regarded her as one ot 
themselves.

A week passed by. His father ral
lied; the doctor gave tuera hope, and 
the patient looked with stiange under
standing at this new daughter-in law. 
They all took her quite simply.

“ Hymar done well,” said nis elder 
brother, emphatically. “ She has cun 
siderabie faculty and no airs. We 
heard a year ago that her and him put 
on toler'ble style, and that Hymar, 
’long ol his wiic. had given up all his 
nat'ral ways. ’Pears like Hymar’» got 
on moro style than what she has.”

Oq the teuth day Hymar sat alone 
In the dining-room. Valerie entered 
noiselessly. •• Father is better,” she 
said : 44 he wants to see you.”

“ Did you say my father was better?” 
he asked, with a slight accent on the 
possessive pronoun.

“ Oar iatder, Hymar. Surely what is 
yours is mine.” Her face was very 
beautiful as she spoke, but her words 
sent no warmth to his heart.

Neither did tfce subsequent words 
bring him joy, when through his 
father’s period of convalescence he saw 
his whole family cluster around her 
in a familiar love and admiration.

She was doing all this, he said bit
terly to himself, as a Sis .or of Charity 
might have doue. Once he overh-. aid 
his father talking to his mother in the 
high, querulous voice of old age :

44 I b y got to love that girl better'n 
any body d suppose ; but she sets more 
store by Hymar'u he do by her.”

44 Yes,” said his mother ; 44 her eyes 
is always a followin’ of him round. 
He’s perlite, but he don't seem in no 
ways lovin’.”

441 hev been thinking,” said the old 
raan, “ that perhaps his money’s gone 
tho wrong way with Hymar — that 
p'raps, now he’s so high up in the 
world, he wishes he’d hev married 
diff rient—not a pretty, hard- working 
girl like Val’rie, one of our sort, calling 
us father and mother, but a fashionable 
ladv, with fine clothes and high and 
mighty airs.”

Her husband thought of her as he had 
seen her at a ball only a month ago, 
resplendent in diamonds and rose- 
colored velvet.

Ho heard his mother repeat once 
moie, like the sad refrain of an old song:

44 No, Hymgr don't love her like she 
loves him, ' a*hd he felt more desolate 
than ever before in his life.
* * * * * * * *

Mr. Guinn pasted the spring sadly. 
He was prosperous in all things, and 
his lovely wile came back with him 
from Now Hampshire benefltted instead 
of blighted by tho cold. In good truth 
he was growing weary of tho perpetual 
deception which surrounded him. It 
was dreary, he thought, to watch a 
beautiful and virtuous woman acting a 
part. He applied himself more eagerly 
to the evening readings, and soon 
showed V ilerie what a heavy-weight 
masculine intellect could do in a short 
time.

Perhaps he had discovered a danger 
ous solace for the pain at his heart in 
the use of his mind.

It was during the spring that fc, ey 
woDfc to the old plantation for a short 
visit..

M irechal Beaumanoir had always 
taken the exchange and barter view of 
Valerio’s marri-go, and had tried in 
several little French ways to console 
her. When she returned from Now 
Hampshire her bu>yant spirits had dia 
tinctly depressed him. He had hoped 
that a nearer view of tho family into 
which she had married would bring the 
whole hideous thin homo to her.

“ The maternal pi© must have agreed 
wi h her,' be said basely ; but to d 
hi » justice, he felt ashamed of the 
speech afterward.

41 There ban been high water for some 
time,” said the father, standing on the 
veranda and speaking to H^mar Guinn.

1 if you are determined to return to 
Now O:loans to-night, you had better 
go down by tho boat.”

44 First,” said Hymar, I must ride 
over to see M ;. Bt?aumanoir—he wants 
to c man fc me on business.”

Valerie watched, him as he drove 
a way, and her lather, gazing at her, said:

44 It is well, my daughter* that you 
wore led by your heart to understand
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and love that man. I u-mi to wonder 
at yonr devotion once, but now I hob ho 
was worthy of it from the beginning."

And Valerie «aid to herself that 
friendship and esteem were the beat 

u .rantee of happiness in married life, 
and that the romantic love of youth was 
a m;>.t undesirable dream.• » » «...

“Try to keep the news of tho cre
vasse from Miss Valerie," hor father 
said to tho servants next day, as he set 
out from the eastern end of the planta
tion. “ I hope that Mr. Guinn has 
escaped it entirely by remaining at the 
Beau ntnoir — that there Is great 
danger.

Two hours later she learned it. Her 
father had gone to see if he would hear 
auy news of this husband whom she had 
told nerself a thousand times sho did 
not love. All at once, with a wild and 
sudden anguish sho realized that life 
without him was a blank. At tho idea 
that she might have seen him for the 
last time all her courage and self-con
trol deserted her.

A mingling of remorse and despair 
drove her frantic. He had been her 
one thought, one care for five years. 
Ho had been all her own and she had 
not known that she had loved him. The 
frightened servants gathered around 
her. Her sister and younger brothers 
stood aghast at thu sight ol Vaiorie in 
extremity of woe. She had hr en the 
prop o( thorn all—calm and gentle in 
emergencies, forgetting herself to aid 
oth-rs. Now she thought only of herself.

That he might have escaped sho did 
no# dare to hope. He was dead ; such 
was her punishment.

She rushed out in the storm, and they 
followed hor as best they could. She 
went in the direction of the Beaumanoir 
plantation.

Her sister pleaded in vain : “You 
will kill yourself, Valerie ft is quite 
in vain ; papa will bring us nows."’

“ What can you know, Marion ? Yon 
have no husband. Let me be—let me 
be ! I will find him." 
*****

Valerie's father had tho satisfaction 
of discovering Mr. Guinn safe at Boan- 
inanoir plantation, lie explained that 
he I eared his son in-law might have 
gone on and been caught in the water 
llvod further down.

•■I let Valerie know nothing ot it," 
said her father. "She would have been 
quite beside herself. She has snob an 
sffeotiouate heart."

“ Valerio is very self contained," re
plied her husband ; she is always cool."

Ho thought bitterly that the cre
va-so might have done his lovely wile 
a good turn by sweeping him away. 
He oould picture hor in hor decorous 
and becoming widow's weeds.

" Yes," te said again, sighing ; “I 
have never seen her lese hor self con
trol.”

The throe men stepped out upon tho 
veranda, just as a breathless and dis
heveled woman made her way towards 
tho house. Valerie never knew after
wards wnat she said or what she did, 
except that she found herself in her 
husband s arms. Valerie, weeping and 
diitracted, with her hair down and her 
self-control t -rn to shreds, was a new 
Valerie to him. Maréchal and his 
father took it as a matter of course. 
Any wife is allowed to be as hysterical 
as she pleases when she finds her con
sort saved from sadden death.

It was with blank astonishment, how
ever, that Hymar beheld her fir-t ; then 
in her broken sentences he found the 
clue. Just as he know before that sho 
did not love him, so he knew now that 
she did. Only an emotion swamping all 
personality could have reduced her to 
that abject state.

So he confronted her, feeling again 
like tho lover of that distant Now 
Year's night, taking the goods Provi
dence had brought to him without much 
question as yet.

As the d»ys and weeks went by be 
concluded nevor to question. The love 
had come as a reward for hev unflinch
ing a lf-sacriflce. Ho would not tronble 
her by letting her guess the otuel pain 
which had blotted those years for him.

Once sho said to him, as she sat with 
her head on his shoulder and his .Vim 
around hor:

" Yon soom now as I thought yon 
would be before wo married, Hymar - 
demonstrative and loving. Yon used 
to bo so gentle, but a little cold, you 
know."

Sho puzzled long over the answer 
and wondered if he oould have guessed 
tho old sad truth.

“ Would yon have welcomed ray love 
then as you do now ? Let ns thank 
God. Sweet Saint Valerie, let us he 
thaakiul that you have kept your white 
saint’s soul, and yet added ‘the warm 
wonrm'» \j.rt to make you portent.— 
Boston Pilot.


