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THE GIANT.

rom, Victor Hugo.)

Brave dﬁ-i&silli.n.“tli;e,l;]nd-m Glants I was

orm, ;s fi
tstors leapt o'er:the Rhine stream  in : [ -}
My avcestors leap e ivben © > l'chair when she suddenly became half ' con-.

seorn ;
X was t;nJ

‘Usesdo% bathe - me each miorn /n the snows of
the pole; -

y'l'h"bube, when my xqother. fond

“While my.?féther, whose slllb"ulderq_ éﬁsu;:erl}iiﬁi'

Wit]ﬁesﬁfrce%,sﬁaggy bear skins my -cradle be-
decked. . . . oo T
My Father, O, Chlefs! was ‘astoundingly
No;t.'rgﬂﬁ;'! he is wealk, for -his life has been
:Hlsl(;]uagui is llke snow, and deep wrinkles ap-
On Ble: ll-)row, telling plainly his end draweth
Whgze:alx;:a wants a newstaflhis frail steps to sus-

1aln
He can scarcely uproot a young oak from the
plain ]

But X will replace him ; { scof at all fear,
I am helr tg his steel bow, hils axe and his

spear,
1al ap succeed the old man at his death,
Wh%nglsl nablg the poplars to bend with my

An(? liegt:g’dnugle my feet in the vallle]ylilt will,

While I carelessly siton the top of a hill.,

ely & boy, when Iopened a road
i{)"g: fl}g gfm% peak.:a that form Winter’s Alpine

ode ;
Myallx)eng, like a mountain that vapour en-

hrouds,
.h.rrZslred the course of the galloping clouds,

nd, often, uplifting my hands to the Bky,
?selzed the proud eagles far salling on high.

I fought with the storm, and my breath, as it

streamed,
Extinguished each flash of the lightning that
gleamed,
Or, bent upon sport, I would engerlly chase
The wallowlng kings of Leviathan’s race, ,
‘While I troubled far more than the hurricane’s

blast
The ocean, that opened its plain as I passed.

From my grasp, which was merciless, nothing
could save

The hawk in the sky, or the shark in the wave;

‘ifhe bear. whose huge budy Iny arms were
thrown round,

Breathed his last in my grip without vislble

Am;v &%ﬁgx‘xes. while tracking wild beasts In the

snow,
I hmlrle crushed the white teeth of the lynx with
a blow.

These pastimes were only the frotics of youth,

. For manhoou’s ambitlon too trivial, forsootu ;

War now is my passion. 1glouat o’¢r the fears

And curses of multitudes, mingled v ith tears,

I love the tierce soldliery, bounding in arms,

Who gladden my sowt with their shouts and
alarms.

,"When the onset is glowing 'mid powder and
bl

ood
And the rage of the fight, like a turbulent flood,
Sweeps hurriedly onward the warrlor and

horse
I rise in I;Jy might, and, directing Its course,
I fearlessly plunge in the ranks of the brave,
Iiko a sea~bird that swoops on the dark-rolling

wave,
Like the reaper alone ’mid the ripe waving

corn
1 stand, while tha squadrons in battle are torn,
When the roar of my voice is but heard to re-
sound
Their yell's in the echoing thunder are drowned,
And my hand, like some rigid, hard-knotted,

old oak.
Unarmed bavters armour with death-dealing

stroke.

Btark naked 1 fight, for so dauntless I feel,
That I scorn the protection of iron or steel;

I laugh at your warriory, snd void ot all fear,
Carry nougnt to the fray but my tough ashen

spear,

And this helmet go tight that ten bulls, stout
and strong,

1If well yoked together, might dragit along!

No ladders I need, when besleging a fort —
To shiver the chalns of a drawbridge is sport—
Like a catapult formed of invincible brass
1 crumble gigh towers In one rulnous mass,
And I wrestle, as 'twere, with the walls of a

town,
il its moats are filled up with the ramparts
pulled down.

But, Warriors the day will arrlve, when a

length
I must follow my victims, despoiled of my

strength,
Oh! leave not my corpse as a victim for crows,
Let my repulchre be the Alps’ oftiest snows,
That strangers who geze on each far-svaring

peak,

‘What 1I{n'ount.tz.m my tomb is may wondering
suek !
* GEO. MURRAY.

CHARLIE STUART

AND HIS SISTER.
BY MRS. MAY AGNES FLEMING.

PART 1I1.
CHAPIER 1V,
TOW THEY PARTED.

That ride--all her life it came back to her
Jike a bad nightmare. She kept her eyes
turned away as much as she could from that
rigid form, and ghastly faco opposite, but in
spite of herself they would wander back.
What Miss Catheron had said was true then
—he was dying—death was pictured in his
What if, after all, there was some ge-
cret strong enough to make his conduct in
leaving her right? She thought it over and
wondered and wondered, until her brain was
dazed, but could never hit on any solution.
She could not now—it was not right. What-
ever the secret wag, he had known it before
he married her—why had he not left her then
—why in leaving her after had he not ex-
plained? There was no excuse for him, none,
and in spite of the white, worn face that plead.
ed for him, her heart hardened once more—
hardened until she felt neither pity nor pain.

They reached the botel. Jamison, the valet,
came dowu, anrd recoiled at sight of his mas-
ter’s lopg-lost wife.

«My lady!” he {altered, staring as though
he had seen a ghost.

tYour master has met with an accident,
Jamison,” Edith said calmly, ignoring the
title, How oddly it sounded to her. «You
had better have him conveyed to his room
and send for a surgeon. And if Lady Helena
is in town—"

« Lady Helena is in town, my lady. Will
~"Jamison hesitated, « will you not come 1in,
my lady, and wait until’ her ladyship
comes?’

Again for a moment Edith hesitated and
thought, It would be necessary for some
one to explain—she could not go away either
without knowing whether the injuries he had

received were fatal or not, since that injury
was received in her service. She set her
1ips and alighted.

« I will remain until Lady Helena arrives.

- Pray loge no time in sending for her.”

» 8 What a vile creature I must be,
Ishall feel as though I murdered him.”

#[ will send immediately, my lady,” an-
swered Jamison respectiully. «Thom pson,”
to a waiter, ‘show this lady to a parlor at
once.”

And then Edith found herself following a
gentlemanly sort of mean in black, down a
long hall, up a great staircase, along a carpet-
ed corridor, and into an elegant private par-
lor., The man lit the gasand went, and then
she was alone. ’

8he sat down to think. . What a atrange ad-
venture it had been. She had wished for her
treedom—it seemcd as though it wers near at

ht;nd. She shuddered and shrank from her-
“ What..a..wreich. I am,” she thought.

If he dies,

How loog the hours, and half hours told
off on the clock, seemed——eight, nine, ten,-.

| surelybe bere: :by:this

time. It was half
ipast tén,, and tired” out” thinking, tired “out-
with hér- day’s ‘work, shie had fallen into. a
80Tt of -uneasy sleep and fitinl dream in - her.

scious of some onenear ber.".

She had been dreaming of ‘Sandypoeint, of
quarrelling with " her cousin. ' ' «Don't,” Char-
lie!” she said petulantly, aloud, and-the
sound of ber own voice awoke her fully. She
started up, bewildered for a second, and found
herself face to face with Lady Helena. With

Lady Helena, looking very pale and sorrow-
.ful, with tear-wet eyes and cheeks.

- She bad been watching Edith for the past’

five minutes silently and sadly. Tbe girl’s
dream was pleasant; a half swile parted ber
lips. Then she had moved restlessly.
#«Don’t Charlie!” she said distinctly and
awoke. '

It was of him then she was dreaming—

' thoughts of him had brought to her lips that

happy smile. The heart of the elder woman
contracted with a sharp sense of pain.

« Lady HelenaI"

« Edith 1"

She took the girl’s hand in both her own
and looked kindly at her. She had liked her
very much in the days gone by, though she
had never wished her nephew to marry her.
Aund she could hardly blame her very greatly
under the circumstances, if her dreams were
of the man she loved, not of the bridegroom
who had left her.

# I—I think I fell asleep,” said Edith con--
fogedly ; « I was very tired, and it all seemed
so quiet and tedious here. How is he 7’

« Better and asleep—they gave him an
opiate. He knows nothing of your being
here. It was very good of you to come, my
child.”

« [t was nothing more than a duty of com-
mon humanity. It was impossible to avoid
coming,” Edith answered, and then briefly
and rather coldly she narrated how the acci-
dent had taken place.

« My poor boy !” wasall Lady Helena said,
but thero was a heart sob in every word ; “he
would die gladly to save you a moment's
pain, and yet it has been his bitter lot to in~
flict the worst pain of your life. My poor
child you cau’t understand, and we can't ex-
plain it—it must seem very hard and incom-
prehensible to you—but one day you will
know all,and you will do him justice at last.
Ah, Edith! if you had not refused Inez—if
you only were notso proud, if you would take
what is your right and your due, he might
bear this separation until Heaven's good time.
As it is, it is killing him.”

« Ho looks very il},” Edith said ; ¢ what is
the matter with him ?”

« Heart disease brought ou by mental suffer-
ing. No words cau tell what he has under-
gone since bis most miserable wedding day.
It is known only to Heaven and himself, but
it has taken his life. As surely as ever
human heart broke. his broke on the day he
left you. And you, my poor child—you have
suffered too.”

« Of that we will not speak,” the girl an-
swered proudly; “what is done, is done. For
me, I hope the worst is over—I am safe and
well, and in good henlth, as you see. Iam
glad Sir Victor Catheron has not met his
death in my service. I have only one wish
regarding him, and that is that he will keep
away from me. And now, Lady Helens, be-
fore it grows any later, I will go home;”

t(Gohome! Atthishour? DMost certainly
you will not. You will remain here all
night. Oh, Edith, you must indeed. A room
has beon prepared for you,adjoining mine.
Inez and Jamizson will remain with Victor uan-
til moroing, and—you ought t> see him be-
{fore you go.”

She shrank in a sort of horror.

#« No, no, no! that I cannot! Asitis too
late I will remain, but see him—zo, no! Not
even for your sake, Lady Helena, can I do
that.”

¢« We will walt until to-morrow comes,”
was Lady Helena's response; «Now you
shall go t8 your room at ouce.”

She rang the bell, a chambermaid came.
Lady Helens kissed the girl's pale cheek
affectionantely, and Edith was led away to the
room she was to occupy for the night.

1t was certuinly a contrast in its size and
luxurious appointments to that she had used
for the last ten months, She smiled a little
a8 she glanced around. And she wasto spend
the night under the same roof with Sir Victor
Catheton. If anyone had predicted it this
morning, how scornfully she would have re-
fused to believe.

“Who can tell whata day may bring forth!”
was Edith’s last thought as she laid her head
on her pillow. #Iam glad—very glad, that
the accident wiil not prove fatal. I don’t
want him or anyone else to come to his death
through me.”

She slept well and soundly, and awoke late.
She sprang ont of bed almost instantly and
dressed. She could but ill afford to lose a
day. Before her toilet, was quite finished
there was a tap at the door. She opened it
and saw Miass Catheron.

# I fancied you would be up early, and or-
dered breakfast accordingly. Aunt Helena
awaits you downstairs. How did you
sleep

#Very well. And you—you were up all
night, 1 suppose "

#Yes.” Idon't mind it at all, though--T
am quite used to night watching. And I
have the reward of knowing Victor is much
better---entirely out of dabnger, indeed.
E{ith,” she laid her hands on the girls shoul-
ders and looked down into her eyes, the
knows you are here, Will you be merciful
to & dying man and see him ?”

She changerl colour and shrank a little,
but she answered proudly and coldly :

“No good can come of it, T will be much
better not, but for my own part I care little.
If he wishes to urge what you came to urge, I
warn you, I will not listen to a word; I will
leave atonce.”

« He will not urge it. He knows Low ob-
durate you are, how froitless it would be. Ab,
Edith! you are a terrible haughty, seltwilled
girl. He will not detain you a moment—he
wishes to make but one parting request.”

# 1 can graut nothing—nothing,” Edith said
with agitation.

“You will grant thig, I think,” the other
answered sadly. “Come, dear child, let us go
down ; Lady Holera waits.”

They descended to breakfast; Edith ate
little. In spite of herself, in spite of her

bride and selt-command, it shook her ~a little

—the thought of speaking to him.

But how was she to refuse? She rose at
last, very pale, very stern and resolute looking
—the sooner it was over and she was gone the
better.

# Now,” she said,” if you insist—~

“I do insist” answered Inez stendily.
« Come.” ‘

She led her to a door dewn the corridor and
rapped. How horribly thick and fast Edith's
heart beat! she hated -herself for it. The
door opened, and the grava professional face of
Mr. Jamison lookedout. - ° o

“Tell 8ir Victor Lady ‘Catheron is here,
and will see him.” R .

The man bowed and departéd. ' Another
instant und he ‘'Was sgain before them.. ' .

4 Sir Victor bogs my' lady toenter at once.”

Then Inez Catheron took ler in her arma

.. Edith went on, A door and curtain g
rated- her from the innerroom, - She opened
one, lifted the other, and husband and wife
were face to face. o :

“He lay ‘upon'a low sofa—-tke room wes par-,
tialy darkened, but even in that semidarkness
she could see that he looked quite as ‘ghastly
and’ bloodless this morning as-he had last
pight. - - - ; R

‘She paused about half-way down the ~room:
-and spoke o

«You wished to see me, Sir Victor Cathe-
ron 7’

Cold and calm the formal words- fell.

« Edith 1” : '

His answer wag'a cry—a cry wrung from a
soul full of love and anguish untold. -1t stuck
homeo, eyven to her heart, steeled against him
and all feeling of pity.

uwIam sorry to see you soill. Iam glad
your accident is no worge.” Again she spoke
8tiff, formal; commonplace words, that seund—
ed horribly out of place, even to herself.

« Edith,”. he repeated, and again no words
can tell the pathos, the despair of that cry,
«forgive me—have pity on me, You hate
me, and I deserve your hate, but oh! if you
knew, even you wonld have mercy and re-
lent ?

Hoe touched her in spite of herself. Even
a heart of stone might have softened at the
sound of that despairing, heart-wrung voice
—at sight of that death-like, tortured face.
And Editl’s, whatever she might say or think,
wag not a heart of stone. .

« ] do pity you,” she said very gently; «1
never thought to—but from my soul I"do.
But, forgive you No, Sir Victor Catberon;
I am only mortal, I have been wronged and
humiliated a8 no girl was ever wronged and
humiliated before, I can’t do that.

He covered his faco with his hands—she
could hear the dry sobbing sound ofhis word-
less misery.

«It would have been better it I had not
come here,” she said still gently, ¢ You are
ill, and this excitement will make you worse.
But they insisted upon it—they said you had
a request to make. I think you had better
not make it. I can grant nothing.”

4 You will grant me this,” he answered, lift-
ing his face and using the words Inez had
used ; it is only that when I am dying, and
send for you on my death-bed, you will come
tome. BeforeI die I must tell you all-—the
terrible secret; 1 dare not tell you in life;
and then, oh surely, surely you will pity and
forgive! Edith, my love, my darling, leave
me this one hope, give me this one hope, give
me this one promise before you go,”

« [ promise to come,” was her answer; ¢ 1
promise to listen—I c¢an promise no more.
A week ago I thought I would have died
sooner than pledge myself to that much—
sooner than look in your face, or speak to you
one word. And mnow, Sir Victor Catheron,
farewell.”

She turned to go without waiting for his re-
ply. As she opened the door, she heard a
wailing cry that struck chill with pity and
terror her inmost heart.

#«Oh, my love! my bride! my wife!"—
then the door closed behind her—she heard
and saw no more.

So they had met and parted, and only death
could bring them together again.

She passed outinto the sunshine and splen-
dor of the summer morning, dazed and cold,
her whole soul full of compassion for the man
she had left.

CHAPTER V.

THE TELLING OF THE SECRET.
M Edith went back to the work-room in Ox-
ford Street, to the old treadmil life of cease-
less sewing, and once more a lull came into
her disturbed existence—the 1nll preceding
the last ending of this strange mystery that
bad wrecked two lives. 1t seemed to her as
she sat down smong madame’s troop of noisy,
chbattering girig, as though last night and its
evenis were a long way off, and & frapment of
some strange dream, That she had stood
face to face with Sir Victor Catheron spent a
pight under the same roof, actually spoken to
bim, actually felt sorry for him, was too ua-
real to be true. Thev had eaid rightly when
they told her desth was pictured on his face.
Whatever this secret of his might be, it was a
secret that had cost him his life. A hundred
times a day tbat pallid tortured face rose be-
fore her, that last agonized cry of a strong
heart in strong agony raug in her ears. All
her hatred, all her revengeful thoughts ot him
were gone—she understood no better than be-
fore, but she pitied him from the depths of
her heart.

They disturbed her no more, neither hy
letters nor visits, Only as the weeks went
by she noticed this—that as surely as even-
ing came, a shadowy figure, bovering aloof,
followed her home. She knew who it wag—
at first she felt inclined to resent it, but as he
never came near, never spoke, only followed
her fiom that safe distance, she grew recon-
ciled and accustomed to it at last. She un-~
derstood his motive—to shield her~to pro-
tect hor from danger and insults, thinking
himself unobrerved.

Once or twice she caughta fleeting slimpse
of his face on these occasions.

What a corpse-like {ace it was—how utter-
ly wenk and worn-out he seemed---more fit-
ted for a sick bed than the role of protector.
«Poor fullow,” Edith thought often, her beart
growing very gentle with pity and wonder,
«how he loves me! how faithful he is, after
all! Ob, I wonder---I wonder what this se-
cret is that took him from: me a year ago.
Will his mountain turninto a mole hill, when
I hear it, if I ever do, or will it justify him ?
Is he sane or mad? And yet Lady Helena,
who ie in her right mind surely, holds him
justified in what ne has done.”

July-—August passed—the middle of Sep-
tember came. All this time, whatever the
weather, she never once missed her «shadow ”
from his post. As we grow aocustomed to
all things, she grew accustomed to this
watchful care,grew to look for him when the
day’s work was done, But in the middle of
September she missed him. Kvening after
evening came, and she returned home uafol-
lowed and alone. Something had hap-
pened.

Yes, something @had happened. He had
never really held up his head after that second
parting with Edith. For daye he had Iain
prostrate, 80 near to death that they thought
death surely must come. But by the end of
a week he was better—as much better at
least as he ever would be in this world.

¢ Victor,” bis aunt would cry out, ¢I wish
—I wish you would consult a physician about
this affection of the heart I am frightened
for you—it is not like anything else. There
is this famous German—do go to see him to
please me.”.

«To please you, my dear aunt—my good,
patient nurse—I would do much,” her nephew
was wont to answer with a smile. ¢ Believe
me your fesrs are groundless, however.
Doath takes the hopeful and happy, and pass-
es by such wretches as I am. It all comes
of weakness of the body and depression of
mind; there's nothing sorious-the matter.

| [t I got woree, you may depend upon it, I'll go

and couault Herr Von Werter.” -
.Then it was that he began his nightly duty
the one'joy left In his joyless life. Lady Hee

‘lena and-1nez returned to St. -John's Wood.

. || It wag his fitst thought when he arose.in ~ the

miorning-<the ‘0ne’ hope-that upheld him all-
thé’long, weary, aimlessday—the. one wild de-
light'that waslike'a spasm, half pain, balf joy
—when the dusk-fell, toses her slender figure
come forth, to follow his darling himself un-
seen, a8 he fancled, to her humble home,; To
watch near it, {0 look up at her lighted: win-
dows with eyes full of such love and longing

ering in the rising. nizht wind,to hail a han-
-som and go home—to live only in the thought
of another meeting on the morrow.. . = -

Whatever the' weather, it has been said, he
.went, On many occasions he returned
drenched through, with chattering teetL and
livid lips. then would follow long, fever-
tossed, sleepless mights, and a morning of ut-
ter prostration; mental and physical.

But come what might, while he was able
to stand, he must return to his post—to his
wife.

But Nature, defied long, claimed her penal-
ty at last. There came a day when Sir Vic-
tor could rise from his bed no more, when the
heart spasms, in their anguish, grew even
more than his resolute will could bear---a day
when in dire alarm, Lady Helena and Inez
were once more summoned by faithful Jami-
son, and when at last---at last the infallible
German doctor was sent for.

The interview between physician and pa:
tient was long end strictly private.

When Her Von Werter went away at last
his phlegmatic Teuton face was set with an
unwonfed expression of pity and pain. After
an interval of almost unendurable suspense,
Lady Helena was sent for by her nephew, 1o
be told the result, He lay upon a low sofa,
wheeled near the window. The last light of
the September day streamed in and fell full
upon his face—perhaps that was what glori-
fied it and gave it such a radiant look. A faint
smile lingered on hislips, his eyes had a far-
off, dreamy look, and were fixed on the rosy
evening sky. A strange, unearthly, exalted
look altogether, that made his aunt’s heart
sink, like stone.

#«Well!" Shesaid it in a tense sort of whis-
per, longing for, yet dreading the reply. He
turned to her, that smile still on his lips, still
in bis eyes. He had not looked so well for
months. He took her hand.

 Aunt,” he said, « you have heard of doom-
ed men sentenced to death receiving their re-
prieve at the last hour ? I think Iknow to-
day how those men must feel. My reprieve
has come.”

« Victor it was a gasp. #Dr. Von Werter
says you will recover.”

His eyes turned from her to that radiant
brightness in the September gky.

«It is aneurism of the heart. Dr. Von
Werter says I won't live three weeks.”

They were down in Cheshire. They had
taken him home, while there was yet time, by
slow and easy stages. They took him to Ca-
theron Royalg—it was his wish, and they
lived but to gratify his wishes now.

The grand old house was as it had been
left a year ago—fitted up resplendently ‘or a
bride—a bride who had never come. There
was one particular room to which he desired
to be taken, a spacions and sumptuous cham-~
ber, all purple and gilding, and there they
laid him upon the bed from which he would
never rise.

It was the close of September now, the
days golden and mellow, beautiful with the
rich beauty of the early autumn, before decay
has come. He had grown rapidly worse
since that remarkable interview with the
Germar doctor, and paralysis, that ®death in
life,” was preceding the fatal footsteps of an—
eurism: of the heart, His lower limbs were
paralyzed. The end was very near now. On
the last day of September HerrWerter paid
his last visit.

w1t is of no use, madamse,” he sald to Lady
Holena; “I can do nothing—nothing what-
ever. He won't last the wesk out.”

The youny baronet turned his serene eyes,
serene at last that the awful serenity that pre-
cedes the end. He had heazd the first not in.
tended fcr his ears.

s You are sure of this, doctor ? Sure mind!
I wor't last tbe week out ?”

«It is impossible , Sir Victor. I always
tell my patients the truth. Your disease ig
beyond all earthly skill. The end muy come
at any moment——in Do case can you survive
the week.” ’

His serene face did not change. He turned
to his aunt with a smile that was often on his
lips now :

« At last,” he said softly ; “at last my dar-
ling may come to me—at last I may tell her
all. Thank God for this hour of release. Aunt
Helena, send for Edith at once.”

By the night truin, a few hours later, Inez
Catheron went up to London. As Madame
Mirabeau's young women assembled next
morning, she was there before them, waiting
to see Miss Stuart.

Edith came—a foreknowledge of the truth
in ner mind. The interview was brief. She
left at once in company with Miss Catheron,
and Madame Mirabeau’s establishment was to
know her no more.

As the short, autumnal day clcsed in.
were in Cheshire. .

It was the evening of the second of October
—the anniversary of the bridal eve. And
thus at last the bride was coming home. She
looked out with eyes that saw nothing
of the familiar landscape as it flitted by—the
place that she had never thought to see more
She was going to Catheron Royals, to the man
she had married a year ago! what & strangs,
terrible year this hes been—like a bad dream.
She shuddered as she recalled it. All was to
be told at last, and death was to setall things
even. The bride was returning to the bride-
groom like this.

All the way from the station to the great
house she never spoke a word. Her heart
beat witha dull, heavy pain—pity for him
—dread of what she was to hear. 1t was quite
dark when they rolled through the lofty gates
upon the broad, trse.shaded drive, to the
grand portico entrance of the house.

« He ig very low this eveuing, miss,” Jam-
ison whispercd as bie admitted them ;  fover-
ish, and longing for her ladyship's coming.
tlo begs that as soon as my lady is rested and
has some refreshment she will come to him
at once.” .

Lady Helenn met them at the head of the
stairs, aud tvok the pale, tired girl in her
armg fora mom nt. Then Edith wasin a
firelit, waxlit room, lying back for 8 minute's
rest in the downy depths of a great chair,
Then coffee and a dainty repast was brought
her. She bathed her face and hands, and
tried to eat and drink. Bat the tood seemed
to choke her, She drank the strong, black
coffee eagerly, and was ready to go.

Lady Helena led her to theroom where he
lay—that purple and gold cbamber, with all
its dainty aud luxurious appointments.  She
shrank a Jittle as she entered—she remem-
bered it was to have been their room when
they returned from their bridal tour, Lady
Helena just opened the door ‘o adm:t her,
closed it again, and was gone. . . :

She was alone with the dying man.: By

they

" him propped, up with pillows, bis white eager,

the-dim light of two wax candles she beheld

faoce - turned toward her,:the.love, .that not
death itself -could: for A moment -vanquish,

‘hands_ in hers—how, She’could’
told.” - R

asno words can ever picture, and then. ghiv- |

have
i , : A

#1 am gorry—I, au -sorry!” It was all'she,

could ‘say,  In that-hour, in the présence  of
death, she forgot everything, her wrongs, her
humiliation. ,"She only knew  that*he was
dying, and.thathe lgved: heér asshe would
never be loved again-in this world. .
. 4Tt ig better as it is,” she heard him say-
ing, when she could hear at all, for the dull,
mshing sound in her éars; ¢ far ' better—far
better. My life was torture—could never
;have been anything else, though I lived fifty
years. ~ I wag so ‘young—Ilife looked so long
‘that there were.times, yes, Edith, times when
for hours I sat debating within mveelfa su-
icide’s cowardly end. But Heaven has saved
me from that. Death has mercifully come of
itself to set all things straight, and oh, my
darling! to bring you.”

She laid her face upon his wasted hand,
nearer loving him in his death than she had
ever been in his life, :

“You have suffered,” he said teuderly,
looking at her. «I thought to shield you
from every care, to make your life one long
dream of pleasure and happiness, and see how
I have done it1 You have hated me—scorn-
ed me, and with justice; how counld it be
otberwise? Even when yvou hear all, you
may not be able to forgive, and yet, Heaven
knows, I did it all for the best. If it wereall
to coms over again, I could not act other-
wise than I have acted. But, my darling, it
was very hard on you.” .

In Jdeath a8 in life his thoughts were not of
himself and his own sufferings, but of her.
As she looked at him, as she recalled what he
had been only a year ago, in the flush and vi-
gor of manhood. it; eemed almost %00 much
to bear.

« Oh, Victor! hush,” she cried, hiding her
face again, #“you break my heart !

His feeble fingers closed over hers with all
their dying strength—that faint, happy smile
came over his lips.

« ] don't want to distress you,” Le said very
gently ; #“you have suffered enough without
that., Edith, I feel wonderfully happy to-
night—it seems to me I have no wish left—
as though I were sure of your forgiveness be-
forehand. Itisjoy enough to s8e you here—
to feel your band in mine oncemore, to know
I am at liberty to tell you the truth at last.
I have longed for this hour with a longing 1
can never describe. Only to be forgiven and
die—I wanted no more. For what would life
have been without you? My dearest, I won-
der if in the dark days that are gone, what-
ever you may have doubted, my honor, my
sanity, you ever doubted my love for you ?”

« I don’t know,” she answered,in a stifled
voice. ¢ My thoughts bave been very dark
—very desperate. There were times when
there seemerd no light on earth, no hope in
heaven, I dare not tell you—I dare not think
—how wicked and reckless my heart has
been.”

« Poor child 1” he said, with a touch of in-
finite compassion. # You were young—it was
all so sudden, so terrible, s0 incomprehensi~
ble. Draw up that hassock, Edith, and sit
here by my side, ard listen. No, you must
let go my hand. How can 1 tell whether
you will not shrink {from it and me with hor-
ror when you know all ?”

Without a word, she drew the low seat close
to the bed, and shading her face with her
hand, listened motionless as a statue, to the
brief story of the secret that had held them
apart solong,

«It all begins,’ Bir Victors faint, low
voice said, ¢ with the night of my father's
death, three weexs before cur weddiung-day.
That night I learned the secret of my mo-
ther's murder, and learned to pity my unhap-
py father asI had never pitied him be-
fore. Do you remember, Edith, the words
you spoke to Lady Helena the day you ran

away from Powyss-place ? You said Inez Ca-
theron was not the murderer, though-she-had™]
been accused of it, nor Juan Catheron, though
he had been suspected of it—that you believed
Sir Victor Catheron had killed his own wife.
Edith, you were right. 8ir Victor Catheron
rrurdered his own wife !

«1 learned it that tatal night. Lady Hel-
ena and Inez had known it all along. Juan
Catheron more than suspected it. Bad as he
wns, he kept that secret. Aly mother was
stabbed by my father's hand.

«Why did he doit? you ask. I anawer,
because he was mad—mad for weeks betore.
And he knew it, though no onec else did.
With the cunning of insanity he kept his se-
cret ; not aven his wife suspected that his
reason was ungound. He was a monomaniac.
Insanity, ns you have heard, is hereditary in
our family, in different phases; the phase it
took with him was homicidal mania. Onall
other points he was sane—on this, . almost
from the first, he had been insane—~-the desire
to taks his wife's life.

« It is horrible Is it not—almost incredibly
horrible? Bat it is true, nevertheless. DBe-

“fuy madness would be stronger than myself.

—_— ]
—

all—had seen the deadly blow strucj h
-geen his instant flight, and stood spel]-pyy ad
-speechless - and _.motionless: as g 5,0“ :
Hp remembered 10 more—the dark nighy ..
_open oblivion and total insanity clogeq ga.bo0
bim only- 10 upen at briefest intervalg f °
thiat tothe hour of ‘his death., o
4 That Edith, was the awfal story I wyq t‘i‘
that night—the story that hag Iined no
wrecked my whole life and yours, I listenng
to it all a5 “you sit and listen now, g “e
stone," frozen with a horror t0o inteng f
.words. ' I can recall as clearly now g tho
-moment I heard them the 1ast words he gy, |
spoke to me. C eve
I tell you this partly because I ay, g.;
and I think you ought to know; pf,‘ﬂd .Vlzg
cause I want to warn you. They tej] m{ o
are about to be married. Victor, bewgy, Wbo
you do. The dread(ul taint is in yoy; 2
as it was in mine—you love her as 1 10“(1:?1
wife I murderad. Again-J say, take care
take care! Be warned by me; my fatg
be yours, your mother’s fate hers. 1t i, o
wish, I would say command, if I dareg thn{
you never marry; that you let the napg and
the curse die out ; that no more song may }
born” to hear the ghastly story I haye tolg
-« ] could listen to no more, L rusheq from '
the room, from the house, out into the gy §
ness and the rain, as if the cursehe Spok.
had already come upor me—as though 1 o
already going mad. How long I remgjpe;
what I did, I don’'t know, Soul apg body
seemed in a whirl, The pext thing
was my aunt summoning me into the hous
My most miserable father was dead, g
« Then came the funeral. I woylg py
could not think, I drove thelast warning 1, 8
hed spoken out of my mind. I Cleuchedgm
teeth—I swore that I would not give yoy up i
Not for the raving of a thousand mad-me}; :%
not for the warning of & thousand dyiyg g g
th.rs. From that hour I was a changeg manl®
—from that hour my doom was sealed, '
«] returned to Powyss-Place, but not g5 I:
had left. I was a haunted man. By day
and night—all night long, all day througp §
the awful warning pursued me. My fayy
may be yours—your mother's fate her's!
was Iy destiny, there was no escape; my
mother’s doom would be yours ; it was writ
ten. Nothing could avert it.
«]I don't kpnow whether the family tajng
was always latent within me, or thatit w;g
continual brooding on what I had heard, bu
the. fate certainly befell me. My fatherdB
homicidal mania became mine. KEdith, I fely
it, felt the dreadful wbisper in my ear, thy
awful desire stirring in my heart, to lift my
hand and take your life! Often and ofte
have I fled from your presenco when I felt thy
temptation growing stronger than I coulf
withstand.
«And yet I would not give you up; tha
is where I can never forgive myself. [ conlf
not tell vou; 1 could not draw back then,
hoped against hope; it seemed like tearing
body and soul asunder, the thought of losing
you. ¢ Come whatmay,” I cried, in my ar
guish, ¢she sball be my wife !’
«Qur wedding-day came; the day thsj
should have been the most blessed of my lif;
that was the most miserable. All the nigh{
before, all that morning, the demon within
me had been battling for the victory.
could not exercise it ; it stood between us af]
the altar. 'Thencame our silent, strange wed-]
ding jourvey. I wonder sometim:s, as I
looked at you, so still, so pale, so b-autiful,}]
what you mustthink. I dare potlook at you
often, I dare not speak to you, dare not think #
of you. ffeltifI did I shouldloseall con.
trol of myself, and slay you there and then. J
« [ wonder, as you sit and listen there, my#
love, my bride, whether it is pity or loathing {§
that fills your heart. And yet 1 deserved
pity ; what I suffered no tongue can ever tell.
I knew myself cad, knew that sooner orlater

aud then it came upon me so forcibly whea
we reached Carnarvon,ibat I fled frum yo
again and went wandering away by myself
where, I knewnot. ¢ Sooner or later you wil
kill her; that thought alone filled me ; !iti
as certain ns you live and stand here. Yoy
will kill this girl who trusts you and whoha
married you, who does not dream she be
married a demon athirst for her blood.”

« I went wild then. I fell down on my
knees in the wet grase, and held up my
hands to the sky. ¢O God! 1 cried cut ig
despair, ‘ show me what to do. Don't let m8
kill my darling. Strike me dead where
kneel soonerthan tbat! And with the word
the bitterness of death seemed to pase, acda
great calm fell, In that calm a voice spoke
clearly, and said :

« Leave her! Leave your bride while thera
is yet time. It isthe only way. Leave ber
She does pot love you—she will not care
Better that you should break your heart and
die, than that you should harm a hair of heg
head.”

« ] heard it ag plainly, Edith, as I hear mj

fore the honeymoon was ended, his homicidal
mania developed itself—an almost insar-
mountable desire, whenever he was alone in
her presence, to take herlifs. Out of the very
depth and intensity of his passion for her his
madness aroge, He loved her with the whole
strength of his heart and being, and the mad
longing was with him always, to end her life
while ehe was all his own---in short, to kill
her.

« He could not help it; he knew his mad-
ness—--he shrank in horror from it—he battled
with it—he prayed for help—and for ovér a
year he controlled himself. Butit wagalways
there always. Howlongit might have lain
dormant—how long he would have been able
to withetand hisvmad desire, no one can tell.
But Juan Catheron came and claimed her as
his wife, and jealousy finished what a dread-
tul hereditary insanity had begun.

“ On that fatal evening he had seen them
together somewhere in the grounds, and
though he hid what he felt, the sight had
goaded him almott to frenzy. Then came the
gummons from Lady Helena to go to Rowyss:
place. He set out, but before he had gone
half way, the demon of jealousy whispered in
bis ear: Your wifeis with Juan Catheron
now go back and surprise them. He turn-
ed and went back s madman—the last
glimpse of reason and selt control gone.
He savr his wife, not with Juan Catheron, but
peacefuly and innocently asleep by the open
window of the room where he had left her.
The dagger used as a paper knife lay on’ the
table near. I say he-was utterly mad for the
time. In a moment the knife was up to the
hilt in her heart, dealing death with that one
strong blow! He drew it out and she Ilay
dead before him.

«Then a great, an awful horror fell upon
him, - Not ofthe consequence of his crime;
only of that which lay so still and white be-
fore him, He turned like the madman he
was and fled., By some strange chance he
met-no one. 1In passing through the gates
he flung the dagger among the forn, leaped
on his horse, and was gone. ’
.;.He rode straight to Powyss-place, Before
he reached it some of insanitv's cunniag fe-
.turned to'him. He must not let people know
he had done it; they would find out he : wag
mad ;.they . would .ghut him up in a mad-
houge ; they would shrink from him,in loath-
ing borror. How he managed it hg;told me

own voice speaking now! I rose—my resol
ution taken —a groat, unutterable peace filg
ing my heart. In my exalted stats it scem<g
ed 8o easy—1 alone would be tho sufferer 00k
you—I would go. -

«I went back, The first sight I sam wig
you, my darling, sitting by the open windo®
fast asleep. Fust acleep, as my mother had
been that dreadful night. If anythisg hod§
been wanting to confirm my resoiution, {hay
would have done it. I wrote the note oftare
well ; I came in and kissed your dear hsod
and went away from you for ever. 0, lows
it seemed so easy then, but my heart brokeis
that hour. I could not live withont yo
thank Heaven ! the sacrifice is not asked.
bave told you all—it lay between two thind
—1I must leave you, or in my madness kil
you. Edith, it would have happened. Y0
bave heard my story—you know all—tl
dreadful secret that has held us asunder.
is for you to say whether I can be forgiven o8
not.)"

She had all the time been sitting, her f
hidden in her han is, never stirring or sp
ing. Now she arose and fell once moré o
her knees beside him, tears pouring from e
eyes, She drew his head into her arms, 8
stooped down, and, for the first tiue in I
life, kissed again and again the lips of the 2
she had married. .

« Forgive you!” she said. O, my bE
band, my martyr. It is 1 who must be fur
given! You are an angel, not & man "

CHAPTER VI

THR LAST ENDING OF THE TRAGEDY. Ny
An hour later, when Lady Helena soft
opened the door and came in, she found the]
still 80, his weak - head resting in her ﬂ"ﬂ
as she knelt, her bowed face hidden, her fi
ing tears hard!ly yetdried. One look.mtoh
radiant eyes;, into the unspeakable joy 8
peace of his face, told her thestory. AL be
boen revealed, all had been forgiven. 02 04
auniversary. of their most melancholy wed
ding-day husband and wife’were reunited
1ast. : . ‘

_There was no need of words. She 8t00
over and silently kissed both. "
It 18 growing. late, Edith,” she sald get
¢« and you must_be tired after your JOU"‘:”

You will go up.to your room now. I

with his dying breath, he never kngw~--he did-

,

watch with Victor to-night.” -
~ ., Continued o Thilrd Fage-



