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struggle i3 taking place withIi~herZbreast’;.
how it might have ended, whether thé good-ot:
‘bad angel would have gained the cday, can
never now be said ; a sigh, a broken accent,
decidad her.

« My head !" murmurs the sick man, feebly,
drawing . hia. breath -wearily, .and.as.if. with-
paln. “aRith, Rath, are you there?’ The
querulous dependent tone rouses into instant
lite all the passionate tenderness thatje in
Rutl's heart, Having soothed him by a
souch, she turns opce more to Clarissa.

..¢ He too 18 'sick“<perhaps dyiog,” she says,
foverishly. I cannot leave him! I bave
sacrificed all for him, and I shall be faithful
unto the end. Leave me; [ have done yoa
the grestest wrong one woman cando an-
other. Why should yon care for my salva-
4lon?’ Throuzh all the defiance there is'bit-
ter misery o her tone.

.o ] don't know why; yet I do,” says poor
Clarissa, earnestly.

« You are a saint,” says Ruth, with white
Ipe. And thep she falls upon her knees.
# Oh, if it be in your heart," she crles,  grant
me your forgiveness !”

Clarissa bursts into tears.

u] do grant it she says. “Butl would
that my tongue possessed such eloguence as
could linduce you to leave this house. She
ttx"les to raise Ruth from her kneellng posi-

on. : ‘

« Lot me remain where I am,” seys Ratk,
timidly. It is my right position, I tell
you sgain to go; this Is-no place for you.
Yet stay, you sweet woman,”—she cries, with
gndden fervor, catching bold of the hem of
Clarigsa’s gown and pressing it to her lips—
#«let mo look at you once again! Itis my
final farewell to all that is pure; and I would
keep your face fresh within my heaxt.

. .Bhe gages at her long and earnestly.

« What! tears?” she says; #and for me?
Oh, believe me, though I shall never see you
agaln, the retollection of these tears will
8oothe my dying hours, and perhaps wash out
& portion of my sins!” ‘ o

Her head drops upon her hands. 'So might
the sad Magdalen have knelf. Her whole
body trembles with the intensity of her emo-
tion, yet no sound eacapes her.

# Rath, for the last time I implore you to
oome with me,” says Clarises, brokenly And
once more the parched lips of the crouching
woman frame the words, # It is too late "

A moment after, the door is opened, and
closed again,” and Olariess has looked her
1ast upon Ruth Annersley.

How she makes her way down to the room
where Sir James sita awalting her, Clarisea
nevar afterward rememnbers.

# 1t is 81l over ; take me away !" she says,
quietly, but somewhat incoherently.

« Hg isn't dead ?” says Sir James, who na-
tumlly concelves the worst from her agita-
tion.

«No; It is even worse,” she says. And
then ahe covers her face with her hands, and
ginks into a chair. ¢“Ruth Annersley is
here? When she has sald this, she foels that
Iife has almogt come toan end. How shall

she make this wretched revelation to her fa- |

ther, to Georgle, to all the rest of the world ?
~ As for B8Ir James, he stands at some dis-
tance from her, literally stunned by the news.
‘Words seem to fall him. He goes up to her
her and takes one of her small foy cold hands
in hia.

& Did you see her?”

a Yen.”

& Phe egcoundrel | says Bir James, in n low

tone. Then, #Is be very ill 7" There I8 un- |

mistakable meaning in his tone.

“«Yery,” And hereshe fallstob

again,

18 is a cruel moment ; Sir James etill holds
her hand, but can find no words to say to
comfort her; indeed, where can comfort He ?

* At this Instant a heavy footfall resounds
along the passage outside. It warns them of
the sylpb-like approach ot Mrs. Goodbody.

ltter weep-

Sir James, golng quickly to the door, inter- |

cepts ber.

« My—my sister is quite upset,” he says,
nervously. o¢Mr, Branscombe was—was
worse than expected to find him."

-4 Upaet!—and no wonder, too,’ says Mrs,
@oodbody, with heavy sympathy, gazing ap-
provingly at Miss Peyton. ' There's no deny-
ing that he's 80 worn out, the poor dear, aa it's
quite dispiriting to see him, what with his
general appearance and the fear of a bad turn
at any mintate. For myself, I take my meals
quité promiscaous like, since he fell ill—just
o bit here and a bit there, it may be, but no-
thing regular like. I aln’t got the henrt.
Howaever, * Hope on, hope ever,” s my motto,
miag ; and we must always hope for the best,
a8 the saying is.”

« Jugt go,” eays Sir James, who doesn't
know, in the very least, what to say.

s A good wife, sir, I alwnys say, is half the
battle; and that lady up-stairs, she is a reg-
ular trump, she 15, and so devoted, as its quite
affecting to witness. Good-morning sir—
thank you, sir. I'll see to him, you be
bound; and, with his good lady abovs, there
aln’t the smallest—7

8ir Jamer, opening the hall door ‘n de-
spair, literally pushes Clarlssa out and into
the cab that is awaiting them, Fora long
time she says notbing; and just as beis be.
ginning to get really anxious at her deter-
mined sllence, she says, with some difflcul-

—

s tm, promiee me something ?"

« Anything,” says Jim. )

« Then never again allude to this day, or to
anything connected with it; and never again
mention—his—name to me, unless I first
wpeak o you” '

1t Neverl” returns he, fervently.
of it oo

«Thank yon,” she says, like a tired child;
and then, standing back in ber corner of the
osb, sbe cries long and bitterly.

'OHAPTEB XXXIV-
“Our donbtaare traitors, ‘

And make us lose the good weoft might win »
© . SHAXKESPEARE,
* The day goeth down red darkuni,
The moaning waves dagh ont the light,
And there is nota star ot hope sparkling

On the threshold of my night.”
o : . GERALD MASSEY,’
‘Tew morning after bex unfortanate visit to
4own, Olarissa sends for Mrs Branscombs,
asking her to come to her withont delay. The
secrat that Iz within her heart welghe heavily,
and Georgle must be told,’ ¥et, now, when
the deor opens, and Georgle stands before her,
- she s dumb,’ and dold, and almost withoat
powertomove. ' C U
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-and then she turbs--her face to the wall, and
wisies hobestly that all things for her might
now be at an end ; o

i+ 1 ove, art_{hou bilter ?
o .- . -Sweetis death tome.... - .
" At this momentshe would have gladl
comed death.

i There are many things,” she says, ¢ bat
this worst of all. He does not love me; he
has never loved me, And there is some one
else ; and——" L

« Who is it?" asks Georgle, breathlesly.
though the truth ag yet is far from:her.

« Kuth Anpersley! She was there—in his
room 9 says Clarisss ; and, after thie, therels
a silence that lasts for several minutes.

The nnhappy truth is told. Clarisss,
shamed and heart-broken, moves away, that
her companion may not see her face. AB for
Mrs. Branscombe, at first intense wonder ren-
‘ders her motionless ; and then, as the exact.
meaning of this terrible’story breaks in upon.
her, & great and glorious gleam of upmistalk-

7 wel-

upon & prieu-diéu near her, she presses: her
hands tightly together. That Dorian is ex-
onerated, is her first thought; that he will
pever jorgive her, is her second; and this
drives all the blood from her cheeks, and the
gladness from her heart and brings her hack
again to the emptiness apd barrenness that
have made life a wildernees to her for 80 many’

months, .

Going over to Clarisss, she luys her srms
gently round aer neck. There seems to be-8
new bond, born of grlef, between them now.

« Do not pity me,” says Clarisss, entreating-
1 o :
r"Pity yor? no! Therais Do occasion for
it. You are fortunate in baving escaped auch
a fate as was in store for you, In time yon
will forget ail this, and be happy in some
other way.”

u5hall 17 says Clarissa, drearily. ¢ Bat,
in the mean time, what ghall [ do? How
ghall I fill the blank here?” She lays her
hand npon her heart,

« He is a wretch,” says Georgle, with sud-
den fire. “If I were a man, I should Kkill
him.”

»u Yon should rather be thankfal to him,”
gays Clarigss, with some Dbitterness. * My
misery has proved your joy. The shadow
has been raised from Dorlan.”

% Clarissa, if you speak to me like that you
will break my heart,” says Georgie, deeply
grieved. “How could I know joy when you
are unhappy ? And-—and, besides, there isno
joy for me anywhbere. Dorian will never for-
give me, How could he? I, his wife, was
the one who most heartily condemned him
and believed in bis guilt.”

« When you see him, all will be well. Bat
he should be told; you will see to that.”

«Of course, dacling. He is coming home
next week. But how ghall I mest him and
say all this to him? The very thought of it
is terrible.”

« Next week 7——=g0 soon ?"

#Yes; Ihad aline from him this morning,
—the only one he write me .ince his depar-
ture; but that wss my own fault. lam al-
most sorry be i8 coming now,” Bays Mra.
‘Branscombe, nervously. ¢ I ghall dread the
look in his eyes when I confess to him how
readily I beiteved In that false ramor.”

«You hardly deserve pity,” saya Clarissa,
saddenly turning upon her with some just
anger., “You undervalued him all through.
lnstead of gotng ‘down.on your knees to
thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love,’
you deliberately flung it away. How differ-
ent 1t has been with me! I trusted biindly,
and see wy reward! Even yet I cannot re-
alizeit. Itseems like some strange horrible
nightmare, from which I must awake. Yes-
tarday 1 was 8o happy ; —

She kneels downp, and bursts into bltter
weeplng.

Gaorgle throws herself on her knees bafore

her.

1. I8 this your luggsge, sir? Glad tosee you
back aguin, sir.” . o .

« Thank you, Jeffera. Yeg, that is mine.
All right at bome, I hope? Your mistress
is quite well ?"

% Quite weall, slr.
ing you.”

Dorian tuorns away, with a bitter smile.
« At home, awaiting him 1’ Whast a wretched
fool he once was, wher he used fo really plc
tare to himaslf a fair fond woman waiting and
looging for his return, whenever fate had
called him from her side!

Arriving at Sartoris he runs up the stairs
to his own room, meeting no one on his way.
He smiles agaln-—tbe same unlovely smile—
a3 he telis himsell that Jeffers exaggerated
tbe case a little—as, plainly, Georgle has
taken apecial pains to be out of the way to
avoid meeting bim on his first arrival.

Opening his door, he goes in, closing it

She isat home, awalt-

is just as he had left it. Nothing has been
changed ; the very book Le bad been reading
is lying now open at the page he bad last
looked into. A glotious fire is burning in'the
grate. A delicate Bohemian vase is filled with
some rare sweet flowers. C '

‘Whogo band had gathered them ? 1f it was
one of the servants, it was very thoughtfnl,
He 18 very fond of flowers He moves liatlees-
iy about, wondering vaguely bow everything
can Jook, after some mouths’ absence, 80 ex-
actly as 1f he had geen it only yesterday, when
a small objsct lying on a side-tabla attracts
his notice. o

1t is a little gray glove, solled, finger-press-
od, warm ag If its owner but just & minute
since had drawn it from her hand. It is yet
almost a part of the white, soft flesh it had
ocovered. His brow contracts, and a paived
expression crosses his face. 'laking it up, he
lays It in his open palm, and regards it ear-
neatly ; he hesitates, and then, as though un-
able to prevent himself; he raises it and prese-
es 1t passlonately to his lips. An instant’
Inter, with & contemptoous gesture and an in-
ward anathema upon his own weakness, he
fiings it far from him throggh the open win-
dow down on the baloony beneath—where it
flutters to Mrs. Branscombe's feet,

Mechanically she stoops and 'picks it up.
Bboe has been hurrying toward the house, hav-’
iog only juat heard of her htsband’s arrival,
she not baving expected him for some time
later at Pallingham belng none of 'the most
punctoal, Gszlag at the luokless glove, her.

able rapture lights sll ber face, and, sinkipg |’

flemly behind him. .Everything in the room |.

he siys; with' desp entreaty.’
gran

It is the most ridiculous greeting he-could:
possibly have made her, considering ;all-
thiogs ; yet no sense of ridicule “touches
them. They are too near to tragedy to har-’

-{-bor-a. thought of comedyya-iu- - e zrrvinz snn

Y "dld not expect yon until five,” says
Goorgle in a constrained voice. #IfI had
known, I should have besn ready to receive
you.”

4 Pray do not apologize,” he saye, coldly.
It is very good of you to come here now.
is more than I expeoted.”

«] came,” says Georgle, with an effort, « be-
cause I have .something to tell you, .that
shontd be told without delay.”

¢ What is 1t?” he asks, quickly.
uncle well?"

# Qoite well,
nothing to do with him ; though of cour
must touch him very nearly.”

«You will be tired,” he says, with grave
.but distant politenees, ¢ 5it down while you
‘tell me your news.” .
t No; I prefer standiog.” She clasps one
‘band tightly over the other, and leansagainst
the wall ; she cannot, iry &8 she will, remove
her eyee from his face. * What I want to
fay Es this; I have heard of Ruth' Anners-

ey ¥’

u Have you ?” with an ominous calm In Jook
and tone. ¥ Where ig shet” =~ ‘
« With—your brother.”

Dorian walks abruptly to the window, and
stands there so that his face cannou be seen.
He is distrersed beyond measure. So his old
suspicions have proved true, after all, and
Horace's protestations were as basest lies,
He feels sick at heart for his brother's honor
—that miserable remnant of a once fair
thing, that costly garment, now reduced to
regs, After a -while - he forces himself to
-gpeak again,

« Who found her there

«Clarissa.”

« QOlarissa 7" He isnow thoroughly shocied.
1 What cruel fate had made her the discover.
er?"

« Chance. He was il1], and and she went'to
gee him, out of pure love for him. She was
1ewarded by o gight of Ruth Annersley!”

« Poor girl!” says Branscombe, sadly.
true—so trusting.”

Georgio draws her breath quickly. Are not
his words a reflection upon her ?—she, who
bas jsiled in faith and love?

« I suppose thatis all you have totell me,”
says Dorlan, presently, in an absent, weary
way. )

« Not quite all,” she says, with a trembling
volce. She forces herself to come nearsr to
bim, and now stands before him like a amall
pale culprlt, unable to 1ift her eyea to his. “1
want to tell you how deeply I regret the ir-
justice, the—"

" wNo'mno,” interrupts he, impatiently, ¢ Let
nothing be saild about that, It would be
worse than useless. 'Why waste words over
what can never be undone ?”

Btill she perseveres bravely, although her
breath is comiug quicker, and her lips are
trembling.

« [ must tell you how sorry I am " she says,
with a suppressed sob. “1 want to ask you,
1f posalble, to forg—-"

« Balleve ma, it will be better to leave all
tbis unsald,” he interzupts her, gravely.

_#«Then you do not care to hear how I have
regretted the wrong I did you, snd—-" :

u As youask me.the question, I %ill sn-
gwer you. No, I donot. Had you, at any
tlme, felt one particle of affection for me, you
could usver have so.misunderatood me, Lot
things now remsin as they are. Though I
think that perhaps, for the short time 1 shall
remain at home, it will be beiter for your
sake that we shounld appear before the world,
at least s friends.”

« You are leaving home again ?” ses asks,
timidly. Now,as he stands hefore her, go tall,
and strong, and unforgiving, with this new-
born dignity upon him, she fully realizes, for
the first time, all she has recklessly resigned.
He had loved her at one time, surely, and she
had trampled on that love, until she bad
crushed out of it all life and sweetness ;

“Hor it so falls out
That what we have we prize not to the worlh
While we enjoy it ; but, belng lacked and lost,
Wny.ihen we rack the value; then we ind
The virtue that possession would not show us .
While it wasours.”

«Yes, as soor: a8 I can finlsh the business
that has brought we back. I fear that will
keep me two ‘monthsat least, [ wish 1
conld basten it, but it would be Impossible.”
He grows slightly distralt, but after s moment,
rouses himself with a start, and looks at her.
«« Am I keeping you 7" he asks, courageously.
(To ber the courtesy is a posilive crusity.)
4 Do not let me detain you any ionger, Is
there anythiag more you wish to say tome?’

¢ Nothing” His lest words have froz:n
within her afl desire for reconciliation. Ighe
indeed, in such great haste to be gone?

Without another word, she goes to the door,
‘but, a8 she puts out her kand to open it, some-
thing within her grasp becomes known to
her.: Itis the glove sbe had picked up on.
the balcony holf an honr sgo, and has ‘held
ever 8Ince almost unconsciously. o
" wWas it—was it you that threw this from
the window?" she says, suddenly; for the
last time raising her beautiful eyes to her
husband’s face. o

«Yes, This was no place forit,” returns
he, sternly. ‘

"Golng down the stalrcase, full of grief and
wounded pride, she encountera Lord Sartoris.
" wHe has come ?” asks the old man, in an
agitated manner, laying his hend on -her

g my

1 Baw him yesterday.» Ithas
8¢, it

7" ho asks huskily.

® So

erm, ) :

« He has, GIf you wish to ges him, be la!n
his own room,” repliez she, ina singnlarly
hard tone. ‘

i Have you told him everything?” asks
Sartorls, nervously. It wae a fatal mistake,
Do you think he will forgive me 2"
' « Howocan I say7* says Mra. Branscombe,
with a bitter emile. 1 can only tell you he
has not forgiven me.”

« Bless me 1" gays Lord Sartorls; « then,I
suppose, I haven't achsnce.”

Heo 18 dlsheartened by her words, aud goes
very slowly on hls way toward hls nephevw's
room. When they are once more face to tace,
they pauss and ook with uncertainty upon

eaok other, Then the other man holds out

his hands beseechingly. : .
+ X have‘come to demaud your forgivenéss,”
_#Dorlan—

t'it1=I am very old—"

whole expresslon changes, She is beneath

his window ; wag 1t his haud fiang it eo dls- ~

R

H 1

! ‘In an {nstant Dorian’s arm ig |
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I'| Onher wrgid remembrancelike a ban;’ she'

rougd‘ ‘ih_ig i

‘leads to Bartoris, feela something akin to
pleasure in the sound of the rushing torrent
that comes from above and falls headlong in-
to the river that runs on her right hand.

= There'ls; too; a"dedoTation in thescone that-
-harmoniyes with her own ead - thoughts. She
has watched the summer leaves and flowers
_decay, but little thought her.own hopes and
longings should have died with them. Isshe
never to know peace, or joy, or confent again?

cannot shake it off,

ghe cries aloud to her soul, but no rest
cometh., The worldseems colorless, without
tint or purpose. She would gladly forget, if
' that might be, but it seems imposslble to her.

# Qurselves we cannot reoreate, o

‘Nor get our souls to the same key-- - -

Ol the remembered harmony.”? . ..
Tag -past—that i8, her happy past—seems
gone; the present is full of grief; the fojure
has nothing to offer. This fact comes to her,
and with her eyes full of tears," she tnins .the
corper and finds herself face to face with'Hor-
ace Branscombe. .. I
The old smile is on his face ; he comes to
her and holds out both his hands to take hers.

He ia wern and thin, and very hendsome.

- #T am too tortunate to meet you so scon,”
he says. « Yet I hardly thick I should shake
bands with you.” Evidently, zome thought
unknown to her is in his mind.

«]am glad you have come to that conclu-
gion,” ghe says, * a8 there iz no desire what-
ever on my part that our hands shonld mest.”

He is plainly puzaled )

& What a &trange welcome!’ he says, re-
proachfully. <My letters during the past
week should have explained everyihing to
you.” . .

« T have had none,” says Clarlesa, ghortly,

«No? Was that why I received no an-
ewers 7 [ bave risen froma sick-bed to come
to you, aud demand the reason of your sli-
ence,”

& ] am sorry yon tronbled yourself so-far,
Ruath Annersley could have given youn ths an-
swer you require "

His face blanches ptrceptl

biy ; and hie oyes,

in their usmal stealthy fashion, sesk the
ground, )

« What have I to do with' her?” he says,
sollenly.

- 4 Coward I says Miss Peyton, in a low tone,
« Do you, then, deny even all knowledge of
.the woman you have wronged 7"’

“Take care! donot go too far,” cries he,
passionately, laying bis hand upon her bridle,
cloee to the bit. « Have you no fear ?

«Of you? none?” returns she, with such
open contempt as stings him' to the quick,
« Remoye your hand, sir.”

« When I have sald all I wish to gay,” re-
turns he, coarsely, all hin real bratality com-
ing to the purface. Yol shall stay here just
as long as I please, and Hear every word Iam
golng to say. You shall—"

« Will you remove youf hand ¥

#When It suits me,” réturns he ; #not be.
fore.” ' o

Passionate indignation conquers her gelf-
coatrol. Raising her arm, she brings down
her rlding-whip, with swift and nnexpeocted
violence, upon his cheeks The blow is 8o
severe that, for the moment, he loses his pres-
ence of mind, and, Bwaying backward, lets the
bridle go. Clariesa, finding herself free, in
another moment ie out of his reach and on her
way to Bartoris. i

As she reaches the gate, skbe mests James
Bcrope coming out, ond, drawing rein, looks
at him strangely. .

« Have you seena ghost?” asks he, slip-
ping from his saddle, aud coming up to her,
* Your face is like death.” :

«I have, the ghost of an old love, bat, oh,’
how disfigured! Jim, I have seen Horace.”:

She hides her face with her hands. She
remembers the late scene with painful dis-
tinctness, and wonders if ghe has been un-
womanly, coarse, undeserving ot pity. ‘She

demus her, her cup will be indeed full.

Sir James—who, a3 a rule, is the most
amiable of men—Is now dark with anger.

« Branscombe—here 7 he says, indignant-
1y. :
«Yes. He had evidently heard nothing.
But I told him; and—then he said things he
shounld not have sald ; and be held my reins;
and I forgot myself,” says poor. Clarisss, with
with anguish In her eyes; tand I raised my
whip, and struck bim acrosg the face. Jim, if
you say 1 wag wrong in doing this thing, you
will kill me '

« Wrong ?” says Scrope. # Hanging would
be too good for him. Oh, tothtok you should
have besn alons on such au occasicn a8
that ??

« But it was a hatafal thing to do.
it 2" says Miss Peyton, falntly.

« Hateful? Why? I only wish you had
Iaid his cheek open,” says Sir James, venem-
ously. But of course this peor little hand

Wasn't

untstily he presses his lips to the hand tuat
rests upon herknee, ;: ... . ¢
« That wasn't the hand al all,” says Miss
Peyton, feeling iuexpressively consoled by
his tone hnd manner. :
. wWasn'kit? Then I shall kisa the right
one now,’ Bays Sir James, and caresses the
-other hand right warmly. o
«Ycan't go oo to Sartoris to.day,” says
Olarlssa, in a troubled ‘tone, checking her
horse in the middle of the avents.
, WNo; come home instead,” saye Bcrope;
'\ they go slowly, and almost

and turning,
silently, back to Gowron,
* » . .

Horace, rotbing himself after his encounter
with Clarisea, puts nis bhand impulsively to
bis face, the sting of the blow still remaining.
His Hliness has Jeft bim somewhat prostrate
and weak; so that e feels more intensely
than he otherwise would the pain that has
arlsen from the sudden stroke. A bitter
execration rises to his lips ; and, then, feeling
that all hope of reconciliation with Olarises
ia at an end, hé returns to Langham 8tatlon,
and with a mind full of evil thoughts and
bitter revenge, goes back to town.

Wild and disturbed 1n appearance, - he
breaks in upon Rath as she sits reading alone
In the very room where she had last geen
Qlarigsa. "As he eaters, she uttexs a.glad lit.
tle cry of weldome, nud, springipg to her feet,

.« = "

#Rest! rest! Oh, give merest and peacal” |

1 terrible suspense, not being certain of the ead.

will tell him—that Is, Scrope—snd, if hg con- |-

coujd not mansge 8o much, Stooping iavol- |

. things I'must speak to you.about to-night.-

taklpg no notice of her agony, wfor the sake
of & mere bit of silly sent!mentality you
gpoiled every prospect I have In life.”

- =-s-Horaoe;~do.not-l0ok-at-me:like that;-she:
entreats, palnfully, # Remember all that has
passed, If for one moment I went mad and-
forgot all, am I o much to be blamed 7 Yon
bad been mine—altogether mine-~for so long |
that 1 had not strength in one short moment-
to relinquisk you. When she would have
'klssed you, it seemed to me more than I
could endure.”

«Was it? It is. but a little part of what
you will have to endure for the fature,” he
gays brutally. «You have wilfully ruined
me, and must tase the consequences. My
marrlage with Clarissa Peyton would have
get me. straight with the world once more, and
peed not have altered our rolations with each
other one iota.” : )

. 1 You would have been false to your wife 7"
murmurk she, shrinking. back from him.
# Oh, no! that wonld have been impossibla!”

He laughs ironically. :

«71 tell you candidly,” he says, with reck-
less emphasis, # I shonld have been false to
one or the other of you, and it certainly would
not bave been to you.” -

« You malign. yourself,” she says, lock
at bim with ateadfast love.

« Do 1? What a.fool you arel” he says
roughly. « Well, by your own folly you have
geparated us irretrievably. Blame yourself
for this, not me. My affairs are so hopelessly
entangled that I muat’ quit the country: with-
out delay. Your own ‘mad act has rolled an
ocean between ms.' :

He turos, and goes toward the door. Wild
with grief and despair, she follows him, and
lays a detaining hand apor bis arm.

s Not like this, Horacel? she whispers,
.desperately. «Do not leave me like this,
Have pity. Youshall not go like this! Be
merciful ; youare my all 17 .

i Stand out of my way,” he says, between
his teeth ; and then, a8 she still clings to
him In her agony, he raises his hand and de-
liberately strikes her. Not violently, not ge-
verely, but stiil with sufiiclent force to make
her stagger tackward and catch hold of a
chalr to keep her from fallisg.

He 18 gone; and she, stunned, quivering,
hslf blind with.nervous horror, sfill stands
by the chair and tries to reallze all that has
passed. As she draws a deep breath, she
places her hand, with a spasmodic move-
ment, to her left slde, as though to quell
some darting paln that lies thers., The
actlon brings back coneciousness, and that
saddest of all thinge, memory.

«#He did not mean Iit' she whispers to
herself, with white, set lips, #It wasnot a
blow ; 1t, was only that he wished to put me
to one side, and I wea In his way, no doubt;
I angered him by my persistency., Darling!
How could I thipk that he would huré me?”

Languld, beart-broken, she creeps to her
bed, and, flinging herselt upon it, nudreated as
she 18, sleeps heavily until the morn, « diffge-
ing round a trembling flood of light,” wakes
her to grief once more.

ing

I CHAPTER XXXV{.

+ Have mind that eild aye follows youth ;
Death follows life with gaping mouath ;
Ben erdly joy ablidis never,

Work for the joy that lastis ever;
For other joy 18 all but vain,

_An erdly joy returos in pain.”
. W. DURBAR.

Something within ber knows he will re-
turn. Yet ell the next day long she gits in

“Toward noon he comes, snllen, disdalnful
'and dark with depression.

de sinks into a chair, looklug tired and
OATBWOrL.,

«You have over-fatigned yourself?’ she
says, gently, going over to him and touching
his band lightly.

# No. I bave been to Pullingham again and
back ; that is all.”

«There again?' she eays.
s.w—_ ?H

# Qalv Dorian. Don't- troubtle yourself
about Clerissa” he soys, with an unplensant
langh : uthat game is played out. No, Dorfan,
alone, I went to sse.” He shades his face
with bis hand, and then goes on : “There are
few like him in the world.
that hos come and gooe, he received me
kindly, and has given me what will enablo
me to commence life afresh in a foreign
land.” There is remorse and deep admira~
tion in his tone.

But Ruth makes no reply: she cannot.
Thoso last words, ¢ a foreign land,” bave
struck like a dying knell apon her heart. She
watches him in despairing silence, n8 he
walks restlessly up and down the room in
the uncertain twilight.

Presentl; ha stops close to ber.

] guppoie there i8 some orthodox way of
breaking bad news,” he says, ¢ but I never
learned it. Ruth, your father is dead.”
The girl shrinks back and putes her hand to
her forehead in a dazed, pitiful fashion.

# Not dead!” she says, implorlvgly, as
though her contrition .could bring bim back
to 1ife, ' Notslfogether gone beyond recall.
Sick, perhapa—nay, dying— bat not dead 1"

# Yes, he 18 dead” says Horace, though more
gentiv. ¢ He died a weok ago.”

A terrible stlence fulls upon the room,
Prosently, alarmed :at her onaatural ca!m, he.
lays his hand wpon; her shoulder to rouse her.
.« There is no uass fretting over what cannot.
be recalled,” he Bsys, quickly, though still in
hig gentler . tone. #And there are other:

wAnd you

My remaining time in this country is short.
and I waunt you.:to. nnderstand the arrange-
ments L have made for your comfort before
laviog you... . S
. «You will leave me?” cries she, sharply.
her heart. TFalllng upon her knees before
him, she olasps him, and whispers, in a:volos

her emotion. « Horace, do not forsake me.’
Think of all the past, and do not let tha end:
be separation. - Whatcan I do? Where can
Igo'?7—with no home, no alm in life! ' -Have
pity ! My father .18 dead ; my. friends, -too;’
are dead to me.' In all this. wide, mlserable"
world [ have -only you!* - . . o
. -#Only'me !" -he:echoes; with a short bitter
laugh’, -« A prize, gurely. Yon -don't: know:

In spite of all|

Adagger seems to have reached and plerced |!

{hat has grown feshle through the intensity of |

72N Bl . B B oo, e “‘“~‘ A // S R ) . :
e %8 ﬂ’—’»@fn&ﬁﬂ. Bmucomb:,\sm\l;tin&nfg{l_yrtqtl;a" Bi6 g 1bve #hb) b k, 0 kto.be’\;{na.,thg:dslzsd begtﬁ »g0, ,:;Sl,then aomethig'lglj AhENs0e8 \ﬁi- dnfact; chance, wlr:,ereanaw home and new friends
den)y/ 5 T ha ead: /smile that of Jate~ha n BU G i : r  datk, Waﬂ rolled betWean'| fréezes, within her all fGythen exproesidns of | await you.

ad-proviar toTb -"_'%Isnataighto 1atiasa’s. | the:fpwhrs, the  waking 50 | P'. s P }/2}_’/ o A})l,_'esiﬁ':p;;z-his eyes ate, datishisiwhioldifice is | «I want no friends, no home.” (She ia atill
‘ilg belcke fade,7 She advances, and 1ays-a 's#be ?l,,'zp Bgitbs unoffendin; , ? ,‘5/ hexr'wordstorsl/ Shall HEvar. ggiNJ. tyid-With-rage. Wi j_ﬁu:@a; " | clinging to his knees, with her white sarnest
Az ruﬁ;ha?s‘ﬁ.‘*{  You look positively 111, [ olosel I hidr eners t} By s g " gay s Biapgooinbe, - -tBe. |- w86 you- betrayed-me7Frhe says nushipg | face uplifted to his) I ot me be your slave,
| Oldtigan’; gomething: dreadfal hag:tinppaged. |- wide Frenchwindow, nd-goss’ it 4nto]| Bld smile aponhidligs— DR, {ef,muy{ﬁ;om him. 34 Now, no Jés i1} . —anything; butdo HOF?f from me. I can.
1.;-056':50@(#;’}5156%:;7»0;93._ 1t 1s bad-mews. [\Dorian’s % \»\\ﬁ\\\\ VAL %&ﬁf@;@lﬁ'yys % I,Ilﬁ;l,l : iOEn@_}zl’eyton_’m-.gsy‘,‘ and, I\ KXoy '&t\_, P %t live without you.! L’m ilon1y, death you

riapbe fRobAE Lomid T T sitates; ‘and then ‘knooks [:heatl-upon- kial thoy's; Mg 4 1 VRN Yk dfter-me, g
. ,'-"-.Sh'ﬂfﬁiiﬁ; ,)3,5{% to her throat,-and. eans i .>.’.'\\\\__\ ' e l’rﬁg,’al' u?‘ /,//mf\/j-,_ b4 «You have beon to Pullingham:? exclaims:{\>7¢ Remember tlmy,tp ;’:lF:j,?u_, Bays warning-
| ‘agaidét a obalr. T, nS e me Ige;izgis.‘baens.o:long'—;‘-.. » P e Lshe with alttle gasp, . “Horace,"do not | #0nly lasy;night 1-strick you. Think
It 18 no bad _n_.eﬂ‘,&:'fq 300, >gays Clarissa ranger {0 her that shealmcat starts on hear- ~ CHAPTER XXXY. blame me;, M¥hat-was I-to do?  When she .~ I'8hell probably “strike’yon again,
faintly, 4 byt.for 1o ¥3"Bhe panses. r’;ﬁdr’a Ing li , and thg'.l,lal'st"rémqgnt of Her courage rhiab & deal of scorn ook beantifir came',ip:hete;‘aangﬁwme-;-;—'-{?__"--l i Be;1 advised gggf}ma;;gd-fggsgka}ng, like all the
B,:,ﬁ‘mgﬁé':ﬁa?w’ﬂ’i &Zﬁ’eg‘t;og&yﬁﬂahhb‘f-" :ﬂ%ﬁ;ﬁ"i She: jopent +Inthe contempt and anger of bep lprit |, 'zgrb:fisgehm!l?-”s atrinld’to fteil;;yon o At-"e%;ﬁ'" tortite mé, ‘she \':;jys:r'still in the
‘plestigixl alive. Ié‘;t'\;l(é{eq_:, thibg g 3isery: | ‘]gorian%, ac ‘fgg>j:‘qfrg{é_ii;t ‘e, . Higiooat:ls : -t i;.g'rové{ifélfab'l":ei aﬁd‘:‘x’no;:é fl;d'foie,ifyoqv sé.eygz’dh_ho wenl, ‘50 frotfal. tht; gamo 1w pacting ?%ﬁjép'er,f wYon are my
n thig fwretohed World P ot L M e o amd he Is brushing  hip balr-Before, .g1885:| Grear;—Tite_winds_are sighing sadly. A Tuceday weok—ths day youbad the sloeplng- | wery, heart cmy Jifo. ek 0 e
i o St O nof o, 3 o dhion vl a8 | g o ot " e’ | SR OB T, SO0 B o Yot Tt s, o
i s, st stap,_ o 16| 4820 ory bt an, g Govn o |t b o, th ke e | SHtiedon soom, et et Yol 2 Sl e o
e B g%"a%il‘é’ iis i1 7 says[ptike. | ] ioly: Lo hos B0 undlsgulsed{41E; tella one the year Is drawing'tp a close; and ioigg 4 ‘YOB,E\B:\iﬁ  oould T bear that 211 | your. Sge. resses ‘NGt pale Iips o his hand
Gaoralo bux ious! 'o‘{g‘ﬁ%\'u:ﬁ’é’hﬂ Clartsgn e FL ’3}9}; 59" h ;p"eqqgfer'lt.i | that truly it1s < fafnt itk Toold, and .woals | 2 g‘;u' ard 5 b%y‘OOIItI t0 prévent her itk ;aes\"ofste entreaty. ? ¢ hand
;Qqqrgio, anxlou;_{. ‘iﬁ‘ll"r Bays oo’r Clorissa; perfac FP["'%?I%}? _te:ent ¢ 'ﬁs withold” o R e %epline orwari ) pours :,m‘a op\r:'g\[ag .e' ¥ B ‘i'tpso" he says n%i:eru moment’s hesita.
“ 41t s 0 bard o e the wal i Y aoesec Y of them laughS. | - Gjariess, siding along theforest pathi that Q?Al:(ﬂ;?’eﬁ;zfy?;o:;:ifhtlydv!vvlndlc"t."fveneh's tion ® W1t ever i the days to come voe: r6-
1 ] h Y §- . -

pent your bargain, blame yourself, not me.
I have offered to you liberty, and you have re-
jected it. Ishall leave thie country in a

“week’s time;:sn-he-prepared: - But before go-

ing, a8 you are determined to cast in your lot
with mine, I shall'marry your.”

She starts to her feet.

u Marry me 7" she says faintly. «Make me
your wife! Oh,no! youdon’t know what you
are saying.”’ v ‘ N

She trembles violently, and her head falls
somewhat heavily against his arm.

« It isn’t worth a fainting fit,” he says, has-
tily emough; but his' arm, as he places it
round her, is strong and compassionate. ¢ Can
anything, be more absurd than 5 woman| Sit

'down here, and try to be reacopable. You

must be quick with your preparations, as wae
start on Tuesdsy. I will see about a epecial
license, and we con get the marriage cere-
mony over to-morrow. I know a fellow who
will mapage it all for me.”

« You ore qaite sure you will never regret
this step?” she soys, earnestly, even at this
supremely happy mowent placing his happic-
ess before herown. - .

T don’t suppose so. If it is any eatisfac.
tion to you to krow it,” he says, with a sbrug,
« yon sre the only woman I have ever loved,
and probably the only one I ever shall love.”

A smile-~-radiant, periect—lights her face,
Surely, just thep, the one mbment of utter
happinese, that they tell na ia all that isever
allowed to poor mortals, 1s hers, It is
broken by, the clock of a neighboring church
clanging out the hour, - - o

w80 late!” says Horace hurrledly. # Imust

go. TUntil to-morrow, Ruth, good-by.”
# Good-by !” She places her hands upon
his shoulder. and, throwing back her head,
gazes long and earnestly into his face, ag
though reading once again each lizg in the
foatures she loves with such devotion. «Be-~
fore you go,’she says, solemnly, “call me
what I shall be eo -soon, Say, ¢ Good-by, my
wifel'”

i Good-by, my wife!” returnshe, with more
love in his accents than gshe has heard for
months,

She presses ber lips passionately to hir, and
sgain, for the last time, breathes] the word
« Farewell IV

His rapid.footsteps descond the stairs. Sbe
listens to them urtil they hava ceased and all
fg still. Then she goes t¢ the window, and
presses her forehend against the cold pans,
that she may once more; Bes bim &8 he cross-~
es the street. 'Tho lainps areall alight, and a
lurid glare from one falls fall upon her asshs
stands leaning esgerly forwerd to catch the
last glimpse of him she loves.

Prescntly she sinks into a seat, always with
her eyes fixed upon the spot where she last
has esen him, and sits motionless, with her
fingers twisted Ioosely in her lap; she is s0
quiet that only the red gleam from the world
withont betrays the fact of her presencs.

Ounce her lips part, and from them slowly,
ecstatically come the words, ¢ His wife.” Eri-
dently her whole mind 1s filled with this one
thought slone. BShe thinks of him and of
him only—of him who bas so crzelly wrong~
ed her, yot who,in hin own way, has loved
her, too.

The moments fiy, and night comes on
apace, clothed in her * golden dress, on which
g0 many stars like gems sare Birewed;” yet
still sbe sits before the window silently. She
ia Ianguid. yet, happy—weak and spent by
the excitement of the paat hour, yet strange-
ly full of peace. Now, and agaln she presseia
hand with a gesture that 18 almoet convulsive
to her side ; yet whatever paln she feels there
{8 instifficient to drown the great gladness that
is overfilling her, '

To-morrow—~-nay, oven now, it is to day—
and it is brioging her renewed hope, freth
1ife, restored honor! He will be hera forever ?
No other woman will have the right to claim
him. Whatever she may have to undergo at
his hands, at 1east he will be her own. Axnd
he has loved her sa he never loved auother.
Oh, what unspeakable bliss lies in this cer-
tainty! In apother land, too, all will be un-
known. A new life may be begun in which
the old may be swallowed up and forgotten.
There must be hope in the good futare.

* Whenwe slipa little
Out of the way of virtue, are we lost?
Isthere no medleine called sweet mercy 2"

Only this morning she had deemed herself
miserable beyond her fellows, now, who can
compete with her in utter content ? In a fow'
short hours she will be kis wife! Oh that her
father could but—- :

Her father! Now, all at once, it rushes
back upon her; she s a little dazsd, a good
desal unsettled, but surely some ‘one had said
that to her—her father—was—dead !

The lamps in the street die out. The
gickly winter dawn comes over the great city.
The hush and calm still linger; only now
and then a dark pbantom form issues from a
sllent gatewsy and hurrfea along the pave-
ment, as though fearfal of the growlog lighs.

Ruth has sunk upon her knees, and is do-
ing fierce battle with the remorse that has
‘come to kill ber new-born happiness, There
16 & terrible paln at her heart, even apart from
the meptal anguish that is tearing it. Her

| slight frame trembles bemeath the double

shock ; a long shivering sob breake from her;
she tbrows her arms a little wildly scross the
conch hafore which she 18 kneeling, sud gro~
dualiy'her form sinks upon her arms. No
‘other sob comes to digturb the stillness,” AD
awful silence follows," Slowly, the cold grmy.
morning fllls tﬁ;’g‘)ol;qmb,ar,upﬂ.the’ sun—
“Eter alnter, no 8 tq rise, -.

1 ’_At:dtllfx_';% xqé‘,’ hé:ﬁg;?ﬁorguubn dyes.”
;But within deadly silence reigns; .. Hag peace
fallen upon that qulet form?:. Has gentle
‘aleep come to her at laat?
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BRIGHT"S DISEASE, DIABETES, KI DNEY,
: LIVER OR UBINARY DISEASES, -
{ - Have mo fear of any of these dlseases 1f you
'use :Hop Bltters, a8 they will prevent and
{ctire the. worst cases,-even when you have
{been made worse 'by some great putfed up
! pretanded cure; - Sl e

i ‘The bride at: 8’ Bay Olty'(Mich.) wedding

‘would submit 'to -kissés only on condition
ithat they were pald for at: Bl each. 'They

goes over to him. . ‘ .
# 8o soon returned.?”. she:says, joyfully;

v R

what folly you are talking,. - I.:give you a
ghenos' of escape - from me~an: honorable:
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