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THE CANADIAN SPECTATOR.

ments of the living body are found to have certain molecular changes for their
invariable antecedents; the function of sensation is explained when the
molecular changes, which are the invariable antecedents of sensations, are

discovered.
{To be continued )
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CHAPTER 1IL—(Continued.)

She rocked herself from side to side, pulling at her hair, and he listened, appalled.

“You stayed away a good while, and 1 made up the powder; and when we went out,
you put it in the post; and the next 1 heard of it was the news that she was dead, and you
were taken-—you, as innocent as the daylight, Dominick, my darlig.  And, first, 1 nearly
died with the Tright, and the Lelplessness ; but then Tsaw that there was somcthing for me to
do, and I did it.”

Ske paused, and checked the swaying of her body. Her hands hung in the heavy loops
of her red hair.  Something hke a smile came for a moment into her face.

«[ got into the place— the horrid place at Kilkevin; it was close to my new school-housc
—and I picked acquaintance with the servants, and [ st fire to the laboratory. 1 went very
near to saving myself and you (hat time.” s

“ Stop, stop 5 for God’s sake, stop ! ? said Daly hoarsely, What's tle use ?”

“Very near to saving myseif and you,” she went on, as if e had not spoken, knitting her
brows into a frown ; “but fate was against me, And then 1 fell sick, T dow’t know any
more, until two days ago, and then I got well enough to come here.”

“Why did you come? Oh, why did you come I

« He asks me 1 she said again. ** e asks me! T came for the same reason that made me
do everything else that I have done 5 because Tlove you, and [ must take you out of this now.”

Was she mad ?  Had the crime turned her brain ? or rather had she committed the crime
because her brain was already tuned 2 1o his mind, weary, although strained to the utmost
pitch of excitement, he asked himscelf these questions.  ITe was awake to the imminent need
of making her comprehend the full truth as regarded him and his determination 5 and he con-
quered the
love floated somewhere on the surging waves of his troubled mind all the while.  They would
have little time, and there was much to say.

So Daly rose, and lified her from the floor.
it, quickly, roughly ; but he did not heed the action.
table, and picked up her bonnet.

« Pyt this on,” he said ; < you haven't long to stay here ; and now you are here, there’s
a great deal to be said, I prayed God that you might not come, but prayers of mine are not
likely to get far on their way to Heaven, 1 prayed that T might never see you again "—she
started—* for your sake and my own. I hoped you were safe out of harm’s way, when 1
knew it was you that did it.”

“How did you know 2"

«1 knew it from the first moment. I knew it, because I remembered that night, and the
feeling that came over me, like a waring, when you wished the sick woman dead. I knew,
becanse I deserved il—not e you did it, but that you bad done it, and what the end must be.”

“ Yes, the end is easy to see,” she said.  ** It would have come quicker if T could have
stood, or walked, or heen carried here, before to-day.  But you'll forgive me for that, won’t
you? I wanted to tell you all, before I should tell the others.”

¢ What others?”

“The gentlemen; and get you out of this.  1Us all over, and it seems a long, long time
since T had the notion that we might be quit of her, and harm could never come to you.
How should I have dreamed that harm could come, when your own letter secmed to make it
secure 2 ’

His glance turned to the letter, as he had written it out from memory. It lay close beside
her hand at¢hat moment,

It scems a long time since then 5 everything is lost and gone, That was before the
shock, before I knew they had suspected you and taken you. But since, I have come to my
right mind again, and can tell it all clear out. Some of the harm can be undone.”

« None of the harm can ever be undone,” said Daly. ‘¢ Listen to me now, for time
is precious, and try with all your might to understand every word that I am saying to yow.”

« T understand, 1 undeistand.,”  Once more she began to rock herself from side to side,
and to twist her fingers as if in pain. .

“ You must do nothing of what you intended to do.  You cannot take me out of this, or
out of what is to come, by anything that you can do or say.  Hush! do not interrupt me by
one single word I”

The woman obeyed him ; she was cowed by the power and the command in him which
she had never seen before, and she was too true a woman not to recognize them, with some-
thing like faint, far-off, admiration, even thus, and now,

“ You must go away, and stay away ; you must never make a sign. Fverything that can
be done for my defence will be done; the gentlemen are seeing to that. I shall have a fight
made for me ; it will fail, but not through the fault of my friends, God bless and reward
them ! But you must never be beard of again in any way or anything relating to me.”

She looked at him, in sheer blank astonishment, quiet now.

¢« Until the trial 7 Do you mean that ?  But when I tell them, there will be no trial.”

“ You shall never tell them.”

In an instant she started from her seat, and rshed towards the door. But he caught
her, and held her, while she strugpled with him fiercely, trying to tear away the folds of her
shawl, with which he had covered her mouth.

“Let me go! let me go!” she gasped faintly ; «“am I to kill her and you too ?”

« You surely i/l kill me, if you don’t obey me.”

5till she struggled, until he repeated this several times ; at length she yielded, exhausted,
and feebly muttering, * Go on, then, tell me what I am to do,” sank down before the table,
with her arms spreact out upon it, and her face hidden, He spoke from thenceforth with per-
fect composure.

« Phere will be a trial, and I shall be defended. I have told the gentlemen that I am
not guilty, and they believe me, 1 have told them the truth ; there was nothing but soda in
the powder I put in the letter, and the letter was intended to_prevent my poor wife from find-
ing out that I was putting a harmless cheat upon her. ‘The doctor would have told her that I
was, if she had let him see the medicine as £ sent it. My defence will be the simple truth,
and that the poison that killed her got mi'xed with the harmless powder in some way which I
cannot explain, That defence will he quite useless, chause there will be the letter—they’ll
believe their reading of it, and not mine ; and there will be the motive”—he paused, and a
shiver passed over him—¢* the motive, which can so‘easdy be 4provcd against me.”

“ Aye, aye,” she murmured, ¢ there was a motive, only it was mine, not yours; it was
mine, like the crime.”

« No,” he said, sorrowfully, ¢ it was ours;
for you when you saw me first.”

My curse—no, no, my blessing be upon that day 1"’ murmured the woman.

“ Curses or blessings upon it are all one now, 1 am not going t(? give it either, Al that
is gone for ever, like the time that is gone. What we have got now is very short.  That let-
ter—there’s a copy of it under your arm this minute—and the motive, the talk about you and
me—the talk that I might have hindered, had I been an honest man, and so saved you from
all the rest—and the evidence, will hang me, if all the counsellors in the kingdom were on my
side.”

As his hand closed round her arm she kissed
He placed her in the chair beside the

and I am the guiltier, Tt was a terrible” day

1
.

She lifted her face, and turned it, hardly to be recognized in its mask of livid fear, towards
him. His meaning was breaking upon her. .

«Hang you! WhenIdidit! When] shall tell them that 1 did it 1”
«You shall never tell them., This is what I have to say to you. 1 have known from the

horror of speaking to her, a great horror, though the ruined wreck of the old guilty.

first that you did it, and there is no turn which you could have given to circumstances, that I
have not been prepared for. Did you think, that you were coming here to confess yox,xr crime
to me, your tempter and your fellow-sinner ?”

¢ No, no, my lover ; oh, Dominick, my lover !”

¢ Did you think, I say, that you were coming here to confess it, because you and I too are
utterly beaten, and then to go and tell it to the world and take the penalty of it, letting me go
free? Free to what? Did you, in your womanish folly, when the madness of murder had.
passed away from you, think such a thing as that #”

Scorn of her, horror of her, pity too, were in his voice and in his face, and also the power
which forced her to reply with the truth,

“1did. I think so now. It shall be so.”

) “ft shall nat be so.  You shall not tell that truth, and before we part for the last time in
this world you shall swear to me, your lover, as you called me, the only oath I want from you
—that you will zecer tell it till your death is near to you, nearer than mine to me to-day, or-
for many days to come, You shall swear this to me, if you don’t want to know that’the
blackest despair of all comes to me from you, blacker despair than the judge or the jury could
sentence me to, if I had ten lives for them to take from me. Listen to me, Katharine,” the
vehqmence of his tone changed to a solemn earnestness ; * by the living God, who shall be
our judge, if you do not swear that oath to me, or, having sworn it, if you do not keep it, 1
will go into the dock and plead guilty.”

“ And what geod would that do you,”
the truth ?”’

“Which I wonld swear was a lie. Who would believe your word against mine, do you
think? I would tell them @ here is a girl whom I have deceived, an innocent girl, \vi{h a good
character, and respectable people to swear to it, and I, a married man, made To\'e to her, and
tempted her, and promised to marry her when I should be free.  And she loved me’ and
trusted me, and now she wants to die for me.  IVye think thev'd believe your story \\'he,n rd
tell them mine fiom the dock, with the letter, and the remains of the puwricr and L1nye evidence -
to back it ; and nothing to back yours but the love of a villain like me ﬂ‘) y:'4ccmmt for your
tremendous lie, and the old belief that there’s nothing a woman won't do for her lov ;’1 t
make them think ze the truth 2 There would not be a chance for vou There’s not o
from Donegal to Cape Clear would believe your story, or doubt mine ' So, if t\‘:nno 'a ltlm.n
hang me, as surely as if you put the rope round my neck with your O\.\'l.l 'nb'm;'f—/” Lt e

v And what else have T done ? 7 she moaned. ’ )

“Go and tell your story. At least, it would make 2 ick e Therels 1
with a murderer who pleads © Guiity,” :uyul tells them"}':]el thg;lt\l"mizldt;) ]»l hucf? Fitle trouble
It will have the same ending, anvhow, as I believe, but thcr:: now rom the dock.
Gireat or small, there's always seme chance, and (Zod, is

: : ste s Justice to me. Anyhow, I have told you what 7 will d k,
up your mind - there’s very little time, we shall be interrupted SOON— 1‘ . il ’I’V[a €

1 will swear, and keep my oath.” ’ what jou will do.

She stood up, trembling, but her face woas o - less ~150.
crucifix ujon thcl table ~“l§s,s\\cnr oo mer, less deatitlike
chances ? "

« | have said, there are chances. 1 don't cou
either,  You have no more to do with H\isl, ::rt \t;:l]fl;\lgmn\t'zzemh: flon’t you count upon them
keep silence. inrn‘ny case, and to--10 repent.” ’ u have only to go away, and to

His voice faltered, and his eves dropped or p

“Phat’s all 17 she said, <y nn;'l,‘luk\»‘(vl f\l\‘]):rul::: fa::g_ -
my act, or wlether you safier for it, 11 \\h’o did it “‘iyf]}\)m
sake, and hecause T could not Nve without you, 1 hn,ve ()L\L

repent. 1 wust obey you, for vou are stro
you are stronger than [ an
» et ) g am, and you hav g
t]“"“{vl"u"‘“"‘" ! “L‘;‘ thought of what yar could do, Only’ of \vl)),ﬂ 1 co?ll}(ie:;ten e )OU(I
g < ; g e SOUT W : « H
now Llnow you wou d keep your word, so you have conquered s G0 myself; an
over; Iut U1 tell you, at lenst, what ves in Ii]y miserabl lllcie( Ime. s done with, It's
.ty Hen v o 1 ' serabie mind. twas, t he
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- ‘}1 Al Do mnick, a miserable fool ;- when [ was going to giv (lf harm you ;
righteous doom, ane ‘ere ol v € S
f(ﬁ ..fve me ‘)CL‘“I'::C izlm'l were going to be cleared of suspicion, you v%ou]dmt):lf upl ot you
orgave me, becaus was all for your sake 3 that you would let me res 1l me that you
your :;m” “ﬂ{‘”‘]v “‘]‘“ you would say to me, ¢1 loved you once,’ ¢ rest for one moment in.,
She made the slightest possible : "
- : - S5ible movement, as roace .
She*went on rapidly--* That can’t be now-- y(),u h'tl\t:eul)) ﬂ}:pmach hm:, but he stepped back.
Meenuity w . - d caten e

;m(l yovur‘ntng( nuity 1“ ould make anything that 1 could do u%cle:e. Tl\ ou ](1}0}:v better than I,
o me in its wortt shape, Y i neless. 1€ punis 3

shape. You told me once that you would die fo\'lmelg &ﬁnﬁ“ cc:imfI:'

, ck, an

believed you { but you, you conld liv

4 b ) ive for me vet ; there a e se chance you oke of, vou

know ore’s that one 5 H H 3 T ve thos P y
now. There’s that one gltclﬂ.\ in all this ])Lle, (l’readful ﬂi{’]l;o'\” he * : ’

She drew a little nearer ; a wild lig e i
with crimson,  Her hands ﬂultcreddlil]%eh?ei?: ;nto o e
her knees. T
“1 will repent, T will repent, if the ¢ ;s are for
chance then, Dominick, my (}lﬂ.l']i;]gv t:; ]t(l)\\”t::cwl alloevﬁ“' yous and,
hcalcx:n me, and I cannot die for you, if the chances qi'-}()u".]mw
She clasped her hands, and stretched them ; t'
madness, half memory, afl anguish, was in her -
farther, and answered her thus ;- - T ¢
“Woman, if the chances were for me, [ w
your face again,” '
She uttered a sharp cry, like that of
step of the gaoler sounded ‘on the flag
her veil, and she said, between her shut teeth, as t}
"“ 1 sl\qll never repent. You never Im'c:l’ 1‘1:*t I
‘l‘ he prison official had brought Daly’s (linnct’
'L am ready to go now,” said K .
you \\ixll kindly take me to the gate.”
She passed through the door w
man joined her,

she stammered, “if 1 was there, and told them-

are my chaxces in a trial.
above all. Who knows, He may

C Was ca . , and she touched a
o vbey vou in this; but, but, the cliances, there are

She laughedl,

¢ saved from the punishment of
1 d as it was, devil as I am, for your
nly to go away, and keep silence, and

her white cheeks were s
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nd her gown stirred with the trembling of

hﬂrlll(l, if you will give me a
shall it be, since you

for you ?” ’ you have
ards him,

beautfil A terrible yearning, half

dreadful face. He recoiled still

ould rather he hanged twice over than see

an animal caught in

s outside. | S a trap.  The next instant the

'(lrew her shawl around her, she lowered
key turned in the lock—
and the past is a lie,”

athari ‘ary :
mine Farrell, with perfect composure, ¢ Perhaps-

ith
out another word, and stood in the passage until the
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