THE HEARTHSTONE.

THE TWO PATHS.

Eagle ! that o'er the sunboam’s track of light
lingest the shudow of thy statoly wing,
Hiest thou home from distant wandering
Unto thine eyrio on the mountain height,
Amid durk pine-groves, whuro lone watortalls
Such to another onlls ?

Bird of the shadowy plume and fourless gaze!
ou art an cmblem of the gifted henrt
Callod out and chosen for its noblor part,

A lonoly wrestler in life's thorny ways;—
And yet it is o glorious thing to cluim

Thy deathless crown, Oh fuwo }

1 ato the light thy trombling shadow floats,
White dove! returning through the evening skioz
Flushed with the crinson sunset’s burning dyes ;
On the soft stillness thy onrossing notes
Fall as thy tired wiug flutters to the rest
Or thy low woodland vest.

Thy home is where the greenwood shadows fall
On fuiry dinglos bright with summer Howors,
Whero plensaut breezes fan the chustuut bowers,
And the glad obnues of fountuins musical,
Auid the dancing leaves and blossowms, play
All through the laughing dny.

Liko thee and thy brightlifv. oh, gentle dove !
Ls the glad spirit buund by holioat ties
o O Kindred hoarts and loving sympnthics
To the warm shudow of home’s sheltering love ;
And ever in that sunny atmosphore,
Abuding without fear.
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CHAI'TER XLI1I,
THE SHADOW OF A PERIL.,

Laureiiee Drayton and Julln made each other
very happy in this the new beginning of thelr
fves. The wise diflerencee in thelr ages made
his protective tenderness quite natural, without
wiving 1t thedicta trial tinge anelder man would
hava been apt to put on with so younye o bride.
He was ot once too delleate to ever be betrayed
into the arnlent enthuslism  that fnevitably
ZIOWS wearisonie, He Knew what her  Liteal
War, and lie tried to mnke himself that ideal.
Furinnately for the contentmencof the lonyg fu.
ture which lny before them he suceeeded.

From Switzerlumd they went nlong the Rhine,
frou the Rbine to Lialy, thenee through southern
Frunco o Paris. She dld noteare so mueh tor the
: and feverlsh gayety of the eapital, wud he
ook her to the quicter anud better atinospherc of
Versailles : away from the wonderful  Britlsh
tourist, who whether lord or linendrayper, thinks
It incumbent upon bitmselr to keep up the glory
of ol 1 Englamd by proving how lttle like gentle-
men the sons of the brave and the fulr ean be
when abroad—away from the eternal military
displuy and nolse, the open cef/é, and the ever.
present dissipation. He did not want his darling
to see these things Ll she had aequired suMi-
eient knowledge of the world to be uninfluenced
by them.

Mr. Drayton took s handsome sulte of rooms,
and made up his mind to stuy there for the win-
ter, as Julin xeemed to like it better than Lrook.
dule or London. Truth to say, he was in no
burry to return. Never the mostsoclable of men
and earing us lttle forsoclety as soclety porhinps
cared for him, he was not unxlous for the In-
troduction. 1o had very lttle sympathy with
raunk or custe, and no rogiurd for aunvoutry. His
fumily was as old as most fumllies are, and
coulil date back honourably further thau some;
but be believed in new generatlons, nnd he knew
that his opinjons would be somewhat out of
place in the set to which by his marriage he had
the right of entry.

«I want my pot to myself,” he sald, when
several Versailles restdents, who dated from the
wust end of London, and had mot Julin with
her titled relatives, made Ineflectunl attempts
to renow her noquaintance.  « Iobject to have
Yyou stared at through an unncessary eyeglass,
and talked to by ludyllke young men with straw
mustaches and & drawl. T object to have you
spoken of at tho litlo or big fushionable clubs,
as the members muy please to rank them, as
«the littlo Drayton he saw at so-and s0's, you
know—ya-us,’ and 1 object personally to being
studiod and listened to as though n literary man
were & curjous speclimen of drawing.room zoo-
logy. You can give me on your side of the fo-
mily a lord or so, & viscount, and n wonderful
old marchionoss, and I can only glve you my-
self. I know exactly what they will think of
me, and I kuow exnctly what 1 do think of
them, and I am perfectly sure wo shall contrive
to e¢xist very well without ench other.”

# What can they think of you except ns I do,
Laurence ? They must admlre your for genlus,
if for nothing clsc.”

«They would not see mo with your eyes,
swuet. The instinct of your love ronches to the
depths of my soul. To you I am mysclf. Every
chord of my better nature answers to you if I
only touch your band or sce you smile. The
sympathy botween us is complete ; but It Is not
s0 when strangers are prosent. Our frionds
never 460 me ay youdo. I am not a genlnl
man, except to thoso who aro thioronghly my
{ricnds.”

s And have you many 2"

“Vory few, Indeccd—and yot as many as I
want. Iliked my profession best of all things
till the knowlodge grew upon me thatyouloved
me. A man whose heart s in his work has littlo
time to spure from that work, and the habit
it engonders.”

“+ And now, Laurence, you love me better than
your work ¢

s« Al, my darling, if I could only make you
understand, 1 never meant to marry, becauke
the very insight that we gain by constant study
nmade mo four it was usoloss to think of winning
such love ns I wished for. I hnave watched the
experlonee of oldor men, and seelng the univer-
sal lesson of thelr lives, resolved 1t showld not
be my lesson too,”

« What was the losson ?”

% Thosoe who reimnained single thought how
happy they might have been had they married.
Thoso who were marricd thought how happy
they might bave been had they married some-.
body clke, If marriages are minde In heaven,
the heavonly arrangemont is sadly spolled on
earth.”

« Why should it bo s0?” .

+ Racnuse thoy are very rarely founded on
genuine love and pure sympathy. When these
do nut exist, women tire of the trouble—men of
the exponsc. They keep togethor only becnuse
they nro fottered. An outward study of solf-
reRpact supports an outward show of duty and
fidclity. Thoy must sot an example to their
¢hillron, and If thoy are depraved, keop thetir
depravity out of sight. - It is solemnly true that
a perfectly good mau asd n perfectly good wo-
man may meet and marry, and yot for want of
sympathy mako enchother so intensely misor-
able that thoy almost pray for death to take
them out of bondnge."”

« Thon they cannotlove cach other as we
do,” sajd Julia, clusping her hands over his
Xkneo, and looking into his face witha sweot and

She was sitting In a low chalr at his feet—har
favourlte attitude when the business of the day
was over, and they had the uninterrupted even-
tng to themselves,

“ People who love ench other as we do rarely
come togethor, pot. In the ordinary courss of
things you would have murried some such in-

q t plece of flaxen-halred patricinnism
as the Honuvurable Mr. Colburn, and my tate
would have been a half-bred woman of the world
who had tnken prosents and kisses from sevoral
seores of men—sunday-school tenchers, singiug-
cluss nssoclates, little lady-killers, who danco at
low nusembly rooms all the week, and sing In
tho church cholr on Sundays, illiterute clty dan-
dies, fast commercial travellers, & rioh public-
an’s son, a thriving youny tobacconist or two,
with s down-at-heel medical student by way
of a bonne-bouche. For in middle-clnss life, whore
the daughters go comparatively unwatchel, n
professionn] man with a modurate Incomn rans
the risk of getting for his wife o woman who has
done all thix.” .

«« How wretched a man must be who marries
such & womnn.”

+ Such women are in the large majority, and,
therefore, s many men iare wretched. Onco—
about elght yeuns ago—Iit was nearly boing my
fute.”

Julla opened hor beautiful eyes in mute sur-
prise.

« Then you were inlove with somo ono clse.”
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« No, my pet. I only thonght I was; but
had it bappened, 1 should now have been the
wrotchod husband of & wenk, untruthful, and
illiterate woman who would have valued my
work for its price only, and in her heart longed
for, us she would have said, a steady-going
man of middle age, with o respectable shop in
the city, and a genteel semi-detached viila in
the vieinity of Brixton or Htratford.”

« Whnat would you have done ?**

“My daty—as I have seen it done by other
men. I should have settled down to the dull
necessity of work, with no purpose but to keop
out of debt, and mnke the punctunl paymeont of
tho weekly bills life’'s noblest aim. It would
have worn out my spirit, made mc gray before
my time, takon from my soul its music and s
poetry, but. I should bave plodded on fulthifully,
if woarily, to theend.”

He seemead to reallso so strongly the wretched
picture of what might have been that holooked
for the moment old and gray, and burdeneld with
care. Julln seated herself upon his knee, and
1ald her tender, girllsh lips to his benrded face.

«I thank heaven,” she said softly, I thank
heavon, my own dear love, that it was not to
be.”

«“ Ah, my little one. I can fec! what unutter-
uble wenrlness it would have been. How much
the worse with always the chance of the tired
henrt meecting and crying out for its own. Had
1 been fettored then, and met you now, can you
palng the bitter struggle with the strong temp-
tation that makes those who meet oo Jate long
to sunder the cruel boudnge, nnd defy the world-
ly code which tells them they must live on in
separate misery

« It must be very hard,” snld Julin, thoghtful-
ly. “IfI wore asked whother It Is the greater
sin to llve with those we do not love, or love
those to whom we must be flways strangers, I
shouid not know what to sny.”

4 Tho avswer is easy,” sald Lauronece, patting
her check gently. ¢ Wiser hends thun yours
scitled that quostion yonrs ago. The loss sin s
fn doing that which duty tells you is best. Lov-
ing those to whom we ought to be strungers,
forgetting that we two met too late, Is a erlmo
for which society exacts o terribic penalty. Men
ean aflord to set it at deflance ; woman Is the
chief sufferer always.”

4 Would not the intennlty of her joy at belng
taken by thie man she loved from the hateful
presence of the man she had wearted of more
than repay her for what she might sutfer '

« If it would only last, my durling ; but there
is the danger and the doubt. An honourable
man would not let & woman take such a step,
amd she would not be sufe with & man who wus
less than honourable.”

1 I never loved any one but you,” sald Julla,
in the same thoughtful tone, ¢ and so, perhaps,
Ido not know ; but it seems to me that oven if
I belonged to some one olse, and you ecame and
claimed me, I shouid lot you tuke me anywhere,
and if you were tirod of me I should want to
dle. It is very wicked to say so, denr ?”

st Not very wicked, as it is only to me, but not
vory wiso nt best. ILet us leave such subjects
alone for the future, and be glad that wo belong
to each other. Ax I, my darling, with those
summer stars, looking down upon us, am glad
with all my strength of soul that you belong to
me."

« And 1, she snid, « asif I were & 1ittle child,
love you more than I know how to tell.”

In tho lingering passion of the kiss he gave
her there was o prayer that it might bo always

80,

Thoy wont for o walk a littlo lntor. Iven at
tho risk of being thought outré, they preferred to
spond thelr soft summor evenings out of doors ;
the old Fronch town was full of historleal asso-
clations, and Lauronce had so much to say ithat
interested hor.

* Tho French are liko children in thelir tem.

perameont,” ho sald; ‘a8 wayward, fitfal, and

as fond of now toys, A revolutton is the natural
hollday of a Frenchman's generatton, and he Is
alwiys thinking less of what ix, thnn what Ix
coming next. He does not require to be governed
so0 much ik he requires to Le entered for. Lot
him have plenty of drums and trumpets, fFtes
and carnivals, and he ix happy for twenty years
orso, ‘Then he must have a revolution or 0 war
—you can only divert his thoughts from one hy
giving him the other. He must have somnthing
to congueer, or soinething to avenge. Tell him
thut peace I8 glory, and he says ln his heart
down with the Emplre, or down with every-
thing. I tell you, Julln, thix political restlossness
his made our gallant, gy, and courteous friends
more llke unrensoning thsers now and then
than they would enre to be told.™

e tokt her some fow Incldents ln the Reign
of Terror, when the tnsurgents made an indis-
criminate mussuerc of every one who Lore the
nme or stumpof an aristoernt, sparing uelther
the Innocence of childhood nor the beauty of tidr
women. Iu the midst of lits nareative he came
fuee 1o (aee with a4 man whom he had no wish
ever to moct agnin ¢ Kverard Grantley.

Julla shrank back, nnd clung close tn his arin,
Laurence made no sign of recognition, but puss-
od on quictly, and Mr. Grantley wont his way,
All his old friends passed him like this now. He
had eseaped the actunl cousequences of his

lent sentence had gone forth agalnst him, and
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he was as much socially an outeast as If he be-
longed to the tribe thut seatter lke o horde of !
rats nt the sound of a polleetnrn’s footsep, and
donot leave thoelr dens 1o the light of day.

Whoan he heard of Julla's marrige he was in
Tondon, The loss of Brookdule did not make ;
him poor. Always eareful to proviile yminst ;
contingencles, e hnd been cureful of the muney i
that he wrang from Bugeno.  His name stood
on several directors’s lsts, and 18 was generally
uhderstood in the financial uarket that where
hls nume stood there was money to be made,
He nmaude full use of thut L pression w his own
advantuge.

He wus In London, living in & splendid houose,
over which hix queonly sister presided, and his
friends—men of the City ring—-never thought he
could havo n enre. He waus the most daring and
suceessful speculator of his day. MHis luck was
50 proverbinl thut mon were known to follow
liim, just as in d kindeed profession men follow
the mounts of n fuvourite Juckey, or the oper-
atlons of o big bookmuker. When he left Brook-
dale he gave the Exchange all his attention, and
it was said that in the next stx months he must
have made, at o rough calculntion, at lemst
hondred thousand pounds,

The money might as woll bave been a henp
of whithered lenves for all tho joy It brought
him. le couid Indulge every tasto and passion
that mngnificent wealth and an anthmited
power placed at his command, but in spite ol this
he had a perpetunl nightmare on his soul. 1o
had lost Brookdale, he had been conquered by
the man he hated, nnd that same mun had now
the beautiful young girl on whomn ho had set
his heart with the Intensity of u manine.

He saw the nnnouncement of the marriage
one morning at tho breakfust table, and he put
the paper down heuvlly. Margaret knew by the
savage look upon his faco that something had
happened.

# Have you bad news ?” she nsked.

s Worse than my bltterest enemy could wish
to tellme ; ¢ but then it 1s through iny bittorest
enemy that it is here. They are murried.”

“ Who 2"

« Julin and Laurence Drayton.”

He llterally trembled with the strength of
savage hate and disappolnted passion. To Mar-
guret, who had only loved as women do without
knowing why they love, this powertul cmotion
wis n mystery.

s 1 could slay her in hig armg,” he sald, with
his volee thick jn his throat; *«lay her body
dend before him, and in splte of my own puin
glory in his bitter ngony.”

Margarot waited till he was quieter before sho
spoke. BShe loved Alexander Fleming as well
and deeply as her brother had loved Julia, but
had Mr. Fleming married she could not have
folt liko that. In Lier heart there was nothing
but sorrow for the faithful man she had lost.

« It Is something to have money after all,”
snid Everard, rlsing a fow moments luter. * Re-
venge is a rich man's luxury, and 1 will have
my share of I1t. Curse hlm to hisdeath. 1 would
give evory shilling I possess if X could take away
the Joy that has been bis since yesterday.”

« I never thought you cared for herso much.”

« It wonld have served no purpose to have let
you kunow ; but I set my soul upon her when
she was a child of twelve. 1 watched hergrow
in beauty day by day, and plctured with a syba-
rite's delight the joy of teaching her to love me.
And this man wns last of all the one I ever
thought would come betwecn us—a wretched
hack who has to dig his bread out with his pen,
write 10 please an untaught multitude, and be n
slavish sycophant to any uncouth'brute whohas
money to pay him for his work when done,
This ill-paid scribbler to win the most boautiful |
of oll hor highborn raco from us,’’ sald Graot-
ley.

Mnargnret did not ‘follow her brother quite so
far. She horsolf had felt tho peculinr fuscina-
tion which made Laurence Drayton a woman's

favourite. Ils ¢canme of anold race ton, and wis
in overy instinet & gontlemnn.  As to his pro-
fexsjon, she held It w be the highest to which
human Intelleet can be appllod.

Evernrd's blttor anger sunk Into sllence after
n time, but it was the deeper und the more In-
veterate for that Mlence, e recalled his own
words, that nothing was Linpossible to him who
utlerstood the philosophy of biding his time.

o F must walt," he reflected, « [4 will be more
enxy (o rench him after s time, when he is lull-
al {nto n sense of suenrity, and feels safe In the

b slrength of his own self-contidenso.”

He took means then to find out where they
were from time to time, but he arranged no
plan of definite action.  He walted 8 month
when ho heard they wereat Versallles, and
then, without telling Margaret why he went, ho
took her to Frmwe,

Then he tortured  himself with the sight of
the min he hatod extremely happy {n the pos-
sesston of the beautitul girl he bl sotlerce o pas-
shom for. He left Margaret in Pards while he
went to Versallles dafly, and muslidened his
heart by watehing Laurenco Deayton nnd Julin,
He tried to Keep from netunl contiet with thom;
wnd It was entirely by nceldent. that he met
them fee to fee o the dusk of this summer
evening,

crlme; but it seumed, nevertheless, as if 4 si- ¢

Iie returned to his apartments in Paris, de-
termined to delay  the blow no longer, At any

. risSR—in spite aven of that terrible pletare Dray-

il

)

ton had eonjured up — ir death with all the
hideous lgnaminy of s sentfold and a crowd were
W be s — yet e wonld consmnmate his re-
venge, iied bring Laurence Drayton’s proud soul
to the dust.

He told Margaret he was going to England for

cncouple of days, and he started that night by

the mall. e was In Lotndon a lstle after k-
duy, und by the evening had ascertained  that
Eugeue was stuylug at Custle I, with Mr.
Wynit.

Next morning he went to bls oflice, and saw
the secretary — a mediume-aged, bald-hemled
pentleman, with a portly whito waistcont, us
spotless s Innocent-minded peopie might have
imnginaed his charucter was,

s I am going ek 1o France this afternoon,’
safd Graptley, weltimg o messiago on i telegra-
phic form while he spoke, ¢ and I mny reckon”
with & moderate jimoant of certninty on Leing
there some time to-morrow morning, Now, 1
witht you to despateh this by the middle of the
duy—not before.”

s Very well, Mr. Grantley ; it shall Le done.”

«“ Do you read IL correctly ? 1 have written
it with rather a nervous hand,”

« [ think s0.”

“ From Mr. Wyatt, Castle MHill, Hustings, to
Mr. Drayton, Bouleeurd du Roi, Versuilles,—
Corr immedictel yy—alone,  Sowmething hes hegp.
pened to Bugene. W hope for the beat ; but no
time is to be loste Do pottell Julin.

s That §s right,” sald Grantley.
15 desputched not Inter than noon.”

He knew he could depend upon the seeretary’s
promise, He saw the message enclosed In an
envelope, and minrked, 4 For despuateh — noon
to-morrow,” and then ho went to s hotel nenr the
rullway statlon, and snt down to w recherehd e
tle dinner while walting for the train,

« I ghall be on the wateh untll L see hlm fulr-
Iy on his way to England,” hosald, with a sinile
of satisfuction, * and then I enn sge whethor
my sweet cousin has quite forgotten me, [L was
a gowl thonght—that forged telogram.'

“ Noe that It

CHAPTER XT.III,
IN TUE LAIR OF THY TIUER,

Grautley ok no rest now that he hind begun
the conswmmation of his purpose. KFrom the
time he started on the journey till he started
for the return hio ikl no sleep, excopt xuch us
he could get in the triudn.  Ile did not feel the
necessity of It yol.

o travellad buck to Parls, aud found thut he
had still some hours to spare before, by the ar-
rangement made with bis seorotury, the tele-
gram wonld arrive, Muargarot had not expected
Lim so soon.

« You ean have tiken very little Lime for re-
covery,” she suld, seelng the weary look thut
the feverlsh brightness bis eyes could not hide.
« You are very tired, Evorurd.”

« J do not feel s0. 1 had koo npecial business
to do, nnd I will bogin to remember that [ s
tired when it is finished.  You must holp e,
Margnret.”

¢ In what 2"

¢ Julin Is here In France, dreaming her life
away with Drayton, ax it was my thought she
would dream It nway with me; nxl my soul In
bent on ono desire, Margurel. I meun to tukeo
her from him."” .

« Kverard !*

« 1 know every word you would say. You
would nsk me to think of hor misery, tell me
how dearly she loves her husband, and point
out tho utter hopelesincss of my winning hor by
uny menns, howover desperato 3 and I toll yon
stmply that she shall bemine. I can tench her
to love mo when sho 18 separated from him.”

Misa Grantley knew her brothar's determined
nature too well to think of tryiang to dissuudo

him from & purpose which to hor scomed the
Very esgence of Insanity.

1 have holped you In too mueh wlekedness
alrawdy, Bvernnd,” sho sald, with the pansive
aquiet which lud grown upon her siuee she lost
Me Ploming, ¢ We have boon dewlt very leni-
ently with, amnd 1 should ko to look forward
to 0 better life now, Julin never ¢an be
yours,"”

“Why o

“ Nhe isan wife 1

11e Inughed,

s Thers Is nol mueh speeinl nuyggle In that
word In these days, 1t is as best but o link
where no llnk I8 roquired.  FFidelity goes with
perfeet mutunl love, and none other; sl where
perfeet mutunl love exists 16 would bo ns bsting
nad us falthful were there no priesty, no law,
il no marriinge coremony. With any one g
Julla the winnlng of her from her huasband
would be shmply nowork of tliie 3 but with e
L must lawve recourse to other maeasures,"

 You mbght break her heart, Everard, but you
would never tench hor to tonget Laurenee bray.
ion.”

1 have more confidence in mysell, A wo-
man’s heatrt Is not broken so easlly. She doos
not nd L so didieult (o roaslgn hersoll to the
Inevitable when there is no help for it. But It
is not In that spivit 1 want to take her. 1 walt
to make her love moso that she witl )lwiays he
wing and forget these st sIx months as ifchey
tuud nevar boen, fur 1 ennnot Uve without her”

¢ You de not know,” e went on, with some
strong puikn In his vojee, « \What a bltter and in-
cessant yonrning there 18 In the soul of & man
for o woruan that he loves.  Ilow he tortures
. meselr by pleturing vivals whom he hns never
,seen, nud bhas ot tlaes almost o savige hat el
i o the woman herself beeanse she s not alway
; with i and slways his.  To a man ke
one whos sSIODS e strong, nid whose k-
ings have heen lfew—thls feeling Is the more in.
tense beennse mny e hax been comparatively
pure. 1 had an odental eholee of wivos, oo
eneh one were i goddess, [ shonlid st long tor
her. Without ber my existence is bhat half eoue-
plete”

s T never thought you earad so mueh for hee™

s 1 never kuew how mueh 1 eared for her il
she was quite lost 1o me; Hil she took with her
to the altur my own hope of redemption, The
pure snd peacelul existence D eottdd have led with
her wonld Jueve altnost, blotted ot Lhe blaek
! Nnes inseribed agadnst me in the pasy,”

: ALY not think of ber as 1 doof Aexaoder?

< L hear iy burden patiently,” .

I s Yo luve not the power to win him agalnst
his will. It 1s your mtare, belug a woman, to

: resign yourselt ta the inevitable, Man does whal

+

4

hoe will—-woman whad she st Fean ot wil)
nuke Julin mine”

S Uy some fearful erbine, that mast lead to
Ldiseovery,”
s Do not fear,” he sald, with o smble. ALy

plan Is stocple enough, and does ool ineinde e

infliction of personal injury on my trl . Mr.

Dienyton. By this time to-nvorrow e will bee ln

Fngland, wnl by this thme to-norrow we shindl

be on the rond 1o Spain--~Jullin wand youaand 15
Caed, remember, Magaret, that In helping her
| You will, perlimps, L her telend,”

s LTew triend, I 1 help you to wrong herso bit.
Lorly.”

Vsl betlen,” I asked, SLowly, s for you 1o
lenyve her entirely to my morey ? There may
be nthne when I oshould requlre to be saved
from myself.”

Margnrst only guve him o sml, reproschful
look. She knew what perll the fir young hride
of Laurance Drayton would bu in i1 onee she foll
into her brother's power,

1T am n flerealy reclkless mon,” he sali, after
looking nt. ber steadfustly. 1 hawve bo purpeses
in which she does not tnke paet, wd If I were
not eertaln of winndng her I would tind & puctn-
less waty out of this life her hushad has xo em-
bittered. Do not plity me false, Muargaret, or
you will have my denth at your door.”

“UUp to the present, Evorard, T hiave been
only too fulttifal,”

s« I know it,"” hesabl, gently.  « Rich as [ am,
Muargaret, 1 would glve iy money to ls lust
shtlling to see you less despandent. 1 hve not,
acen you smlle sinee we left, Brookdidle.”

s 1 have tiken the bitter lesson of wy e o
henrt; and It s hardest of ald In Jooking back to
1had that I discover no more hnpplness than J
have fomud,  You could malke me happier,”

“ How

613y iving up this nund design—-this eruel
passion.”

#1 cunnot, except L die,” e sald, Jusirsely,
uRinee | have begun to elear the way o her it
has nbsorbed every olher sense, and 1 think loss
of my revenge than my love. AsK mo anything
but that.”

Murgnret sald no more, but shie mude nmon-
tul resolittion.  Sho wis so quiet that he was
satlstied she had, as usuald, given way to him.

The telegram was sent 1 he directed, wnl did
its trencherous work but (0o suecessfudly.  Lat-
rencee dld not for an Instant doubt Its entlire ge-
nulneness, -

“uRoe necklent, perhnpes’ he thought, < or
the reaction of the mentul torture he snterasl
durlng bts eaptivity. Pour Eugene wis always
dellente, and needed the tenderest eare. [E would
be haed If he were to die now that the danger
wid the trouble are over,”

He dill not el Julln the nature of the maes.
sage. e read 1 sflently, with so compossd o
countennnes Linet she had po jden §Lcottld bu of
grave importuhee.

«One of the petnliles of my professlon,” he
sald. ] must go to London at onee, 1 shall
huve to lenve you Lo the enre of Brutus susd Ba-
chel for neoupls of days or so.”

« Wun’t you take me with you, then?'
«’Phicre In the futlgue of the Journey, ey dur-
Hing, and the goneral discomfort that attemds all
such fugitive visitd, The business wlil not de-
taln me long, They seem to think my pvesence
indispensable, so I had better go, [ shall not bo
longer than two diys, or three at most. You
may be sure I shull nou sty 0 momeut longur
than I nm absolutely required.”

Julin knew he wonld not go without her if be
could help 1t, nnd tried o be brave over thelr
parting; but it was the limt time sinco they
swod together at the altar that he luud been
wwiy from her for more than a few hours, and
both the prospective absence and the Journcy
seemed longer than they were.

1Le could but smlle ut her solleltude for his
sufety. She pieturest dungers it bhwd nevor
sipzested themselves bofore. Ho was to be sure
wd write and tell hor of his sufety inmedintely
on his arrlval. She recollected how her brother
hawl gone awny one morning, smiling at hoy-
fuars, atd thon disuppeired, 10 bo kept In deadly:
peril,

! sAnd how do we Know,” shae snld, ¢thnt
something of tho same kind may not huppon to
you ?”

¢ Thore I8 not much slanger of that, my pot. [
have not many enemles, atud tbhose [ hnve would
think twice bofore molesting me, or any vuie be-
longing to me. It isalmply wonatter of & vory
ordinary kind, and I shall not be gone an hour
longer than I can help.”

Julin bore tho parting bravely, and kopt her
teoms till Lo was gonoe. Sho wanted to accom-
pany him us far us Parls; but he -know the
trial of scelng him dopart in the train would be
too sovere, and was firm in his gentle doninl,

Brief, Lowoever, ns ho tbought tho separation ff




