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tion. Yes, he loved lier, or Vliought he did ; and gazing
with him on tlie moonlit v.aves, when the solemn stars

shone serenely above him, he had told her so, and slie had
believed him. And slie, wild, nntutorec'. child of nature,
wlio can tell the deep devotion, the incense passion, tlie

fiery, all-absorbing love for him tliat iilled her impulsive
young heart ?

" Love was to her impassioned soul
Not as witli others a mere part

Of her existence ; but the w hole

—

The very life-breath of her heart."

As she advanced, Willard Drummond started up, say-

ing, gaily :

*' Welcome back, Miss Sybil. I thought the su!ilight

had deserted us altogetlier ; but you have brought it back
in your eyes.''

" How's your patient, Sybil ?" said Captain Campbell
—who, not being in love, found Mr. Drumniond's liigh-

flown compliments very tiresome sometimes.
" ]\[uch worse, I am afraid," she answered, in a pecu-

liarly musical voice. -'I do not tliink lie will live to see

the morrow's sun. His ravings are friglitful to hear

—

some terrible crimes seem to be weighing him down as

much as disease."
" After all, the human soul is an awful possession for a

guilty man," said Captain Campbell, thoughtfully.
'' Things can be smoothed over during life, but when one
comes to die

"

"They feel what a retributive justice is, I suppose,"
said Drummond, in his customarv careless tone: ''and
apropos to that, somebody will suffer terrible remorse after

X die. I am to be murdered, if there is any truth in

fortune-tcllins:."

lie spoke lightly, with a half smile ; hut Sybil's face

])aled involuntarily, as she exclaimed :

'•' Murdered, did you say ? Who could have predicted

anything so dreadful ?
"

" An old astrologer, or enchanter, or wizard of some
kind in Germany, when 1 was thei'e. The affair seems so

improbable, so utterly absurd, in short, that I never liko

to allude to it."


