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lior uncle's placcol" buHiia^ss in liUiidon. She, w«nil«l pniy tliiit h(5

inii^lit l)(> broii^lit lo a n;><i.s(! ot tlir sin that, lu^ had coininitttul,

and that \\i\ nii^ht y^t livo to h«! a worthy and a happy inan.

For th(! lost., ht^r «hicision was iiTin'ocahlc His own h'ttor to

Mrs. Payson (UMKh'inniid him- -.ind the t.(\.stiniony «)f an ohl and
hon(Hiio(l tViund piovt^d tliat his wickt'dnt'.sa was no nmrii act

of impulse, l»ut a (hdilxiiaU' course (»r infamy and falstdiood,

continuiMl over many w*u>ks. Krom lh«! monuMit when her eyes

were opened to tlie trutli, he was (U'ad t,o ln^r-and sh(! now
bade him a hist fan^well.

' Have you written to lier ?
' liufus askc^d, when he liad seen

tlio haters.

Anielius re(hlened with indignation. He was not awartiof

it himself—hut his look and manni^' plainly reveahul that lle-

gina had lost her last hold on him. Her letter had intlieted

an insult—not a wound : he was outragcjd and iiivolti^d ; the

deeper and gentler feeling, the emotions of a grieved and
humiliatcid h»ver, had been kilhni in him by her stern wonls of

dismissal and fart^well.

* Do you think I would allow myself to be treated in that

way, without a word of i)rotest'?' he said to liufus. 'I have

written r-'fusing to t;ikti back my promise;. " I deelart!, on my
word of honour, that I have Ihhui faitldul to you and to my
engagement " (that was how 1 put it), " and 1 scorn tin; vile

construction which your uncle and his friend have i)!aoe,d upon

nil act of Christian mercy on my part." 1 wrote more t(!nderly,

before 1 finished my letter; feeling for her distress, ami being

anxious above, all things not to add to it. We shall stio if she

iias love tiuough left for me to trust my faith and honour, in-

stead of trusting false appearanctis 1 will give her time.'

Rufus considerately abst.iined from ex[)ressing any opinion.

Ho '.vaited until the morning when a reply might be expected

from Paris ; and then he called at the cottage.

Without a word of comment, Amelius put a letter into his

friend's hand. It was his own letter to Regina returned to

him. On the back of it there was a line in Mr. Farnaby's

handwriting:— * If you send any more letters, they will be

burnt unopened.' In those insolent terms, the wn^tch wrote,

with bankruptcy and exposure hanging over his head.
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