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OHAPTER XXIf,

“ Her breast was whole withoul lor t0_teen,
But in her hoart aye was the arrow keen.”

! For ¢hame of him, my cheeks waxe 10d.”

As Brian had just given orders forall
lights to be extisguished in the house, and
for overy servant to keep his or her room
unless called upon to :ﬁpeu, Clontarf haa
b roly time to run upstairs before the hall
lamps are extinguished, The corridor, as
he reache it, is indeed atill li¢, but dimly—
only one light being left at the lower end—
30 that as he comes to the desired number
three ho opens it quickly, and enters it in &
rather proclpihto‘}ublon, foaring leat scme
officlous hsnd should Pnt out the last lamp
and leave him auddenly in utter darkness
outaide, unable to find the room indicated,
without excessive trouble and many awk-
ward adventures,

When he has closed the door with &
grogrlonry bang, and looked around him,

¢ finds himsalf in a very ffntty bedroom,
and face to face with bia wife ]

She 1Is sitting in a low chalr before a
brilliant fire, with the lights behind her
somewhat lowered. She evidently ex-
changed her evening gown for one more
comfortable, and is now olad in a soft white
olinging garment heavily trioumed with
lace, the aleeves of which are a0 loose that
falling backward they let half her pretty
arms be seen, Her eyes, as she looks up at
Clontarf, are full of wonder, That sheia
fair he has always acknowledged, even
though sho *‘ be nos falr  to him ; but how
brautifu. she can be, with that soft atartled
exgruniou upon her face, up to thishasbeen
unknown to him:

Bethrp“ oy e, v that ;'Mu. hoad
oY, 8O
Utito the foot, all 1s bub womanhead.”

Conquesing her surprise, she renovers her
self-pomsession gracefully, and rises to her
foet. He, being the wnan, is much slower to
recover his,

«“ I beg your pardon,” he says, pausin
on the %h?uhols,“ and I@kinmnblf
“Jt is quite a mistake, d"—
floundering hopslesaly—*¢ told me to come
here; he of course ’—eorring still more
cruelly—* oculdn’t know you know.”

“No,"” says I‘t‘{( Clontarf, Sheseemsto
have grown a little taller and a good deal
straighter durlng his remarkable speech.
“There's one comfort,” says Donat, still
standing like & culprit in the door way: “ I
haven’t disturbed you—I wean *—mildly—
* you weren't asleep, or that,”

“Oh, no,” says Dorls, relaxing a littls,
¢ ] am not thinking of going to sleep. Isn't
—ian't it cold over there! oome to the
fire.” Gentle concern is making a hard fight
with Ice, as she makes thews two last
remarks.

*“Thank you, no,” says Cloatarf, not
tl::;ig{ng an inch. ¢¢ The fact is, I am. rather

ired aiter my ride, and Deamond persuaded
e uet an hour’s aleep before I should be
wanted. I dare say Ishall be able to get it
aomewhere, I hoj ’—prepari:{ to depart—
¢ you understand how extremely sorry I am
to have disturbed you.’

% Do not make yoursel! unhappy about
this abeurd mistake,” says Doris, quickly,
but atill coldly, *‘Rest hers for your hour,
if you will.”

s 1¢ is good of you; but I will not take
advantage of your offer, he says, with his
hand upon the door. * Why should I
trouble you?!”

For a moment she hesitates; then she
{,’-‘""“ crimson and takes a step toward

im,

“Do not go,” she says, unoonsclously
clasping her hands.  She turns very pale,
and her eyes seek the ground. “ Why need
any one know that—that—" Here she
breaks down altogether and atands before
him motionless, with down bent head.

He is s0 sorry for her that he pretends
not to understand her.

“May I really atay?”’ ho asks, gwyly.
¢ You cannot think what you have sived
me from! 1f I may avall myself of your
hospitality, I ahall ¢acape an hour's wander-
ing through unknown oorridors and sundry
inﬁ!gmnt ¢jectmenta from sacred chambers.
You ars sure I ahall not be in your may?”
Thus be delicately igmores both her con-
fasion and her nervous breakdown.

Reassured by his manner, she looks up at

nim.
¢ Indoed, no,” she says, amiling and shak.

ing her head, ¢ How tired you look! Do
lie down there at oncs; and I will promiseto
call yon when your time is ug."

“ Xou nsuk a8 if it were the night before
my execution,” he says laughing. ¢ Well,
my gentle jaller, I will trust to you to let
me have ample time to prepare forit. Is
this"—pointing to to a distant lounge—¢* the
one I may call my ownt”

¢ When am I to rouse you?’ aaks she,
anxiously,

* Deamong has given me two hours, but
one will be suificient, so, *If you're waking,
call mo eazly 3 but 1 expect you will be as-
leoﬁ yourself by that time.”

o flings himself wearily upoa the sofass
he l?'ﬁl, and then looks up at her,

‘It is vory good of you to make me
welooms in this way,” he says. ¢ Somehow
Ifoeel that X am your guest to-night, not
Deamond's.

¢8hall I put this over you?l” asks she,
softly. She atoops as she speaks, and layas
heavy fur cloak over his shoulders,

¢ That's deliclous,” murmurs he, drow.
ally, o It you wonld just tuck itround
me—

8he does aa she is desired, with a linger-

inq ocare,

‘4 *1801” he mays, contentedly; ¢ you
have puoed me in Paradise ;" and presently
he is sound asleep.

Doris, creeplug back noiselesaly to her
formsr seat by the fire,kits there motion.
loss, loat any smallest movement may wake

from his alam She fears almost
to breathe, and keeps her slerider fingers
d upon her knees in durance vile ; ahe
y even dares to blink her soft eyes,
that are {n::lng tirod and sad from the
firelight, use she is afraid that if she
lets their lids descend upon them, aleep
might desoeng too, and keep her from wak.
hﬁ‘hmm at the appointsd hour,
en a heavy sound from the lonni: be-
hind her au, the hope that he is too
?lt asleep to tdtx")nm back tot l:uuve (lilrk
or some time yet to come, exce sun:
shakes and mfh. Py 7

A great desire to see bim as hLe aleeps
overoomes her. Rising tremulously, each
rustle of her gown ea her a separate

g of {ear, she alowly and with cautious
ootateps approaches him, and looks down
thouihtfnlly upon his closed lids and tran.
quil face,

Yes, he Is indeed asleep, sunk in that
beavy oblivion that comes afterall bof™y
fatigue, be it honeet or otherwise, One x
is flung above his head, the other is hang.
ing a little over the edge of the oouch,
¢¢ Bleep, death’s beautiful brother, that fair-
ot phenomenon,” has him in his koepinf.

ow helpless he looks! How simple a
thing it wonld be now to either kill him, or
oaress him, without danger of discovery!
Hia face, lying in its placid repose, shows
ignorant of friend and foe e, is un.
disturbed by dreams, kind or hateful ; upon
his cheeks bis loog, dark lashes lis withoat
a guliver. There adhe:g;:lne:g abonm
whole appearance and a o that a
to the hlo).rt of her who now atands lgoklng
silently down upon him.

He s her own,—nothing can alter that,—
her very own, and she iz now guarding him,
The sense of motherhood that belongs toall
good women grows warm within her breast
as she listens to the regular coming and

oing of his breath, and watches the grand

t awful unconsclousnem that renders him
—tbe strong man~—weaker now than she,

Of what now is he thinking? Whither is
the brain—that is forbidden for a moment
to be idle—wandering now ?

A o bath ite m world 3 od
boundary (B 1] mismam
Death and exlstence.” o

Has he roached it? Hsa ahe a placein
it, howsver ?

She falls u her kaees beside bim, and
looks at him long and earnestly, and as she
looks » veil is torn away from bex that until
now has lain between her heart and her. A
sudden fire creops into her velns; all at once
it comes to her that ahe hax found the very
elixir of life,—ita charm, ita strength, its
swestness, and, alss | alas! ita sorrow.

¢ It is loveindeed that makes * tho world
go round ;" but, oh, how heavily it goos for

some !
Heor heart beats passionately, but more

with fear than gladness, as tho great trath

covered herself now for the firat time to be
in love with her own husband stiikos her as
belngn more tragloal than comie. The
vividness of the emoticn fills hor whole bein
to the overflowing even of her very soul,
and renders her oold and mute,

To escape from his presence, to got away
from him, somewhere, is now her great do.
sire, She has turned as though in search of
some means of osrrying out her design, when
he atirs in his aleep.

Lazily, with a little transient amilo upon
hia lips, he ﬂln%l ng one arm, and as it
desoends again his bhand accidently falls
upon hers, and rests there az though woll
contented, This contact breaks the apell
that has been troubling her: she leans to.
ward him, A little rush of rapturous tendor-
ness obliterates all other thoughts, and, al-
most before she is aware of what she is
doing, she has pressed upon his cheek a
kiss, full of innooent passfon.

An inatant later, with shamed and orim-
soned cheeks, she lprinhf- to her feet, and,
standin from him, waits, in a ve
agony of fear and doubt, to see if he will
waken, and, in_vnkins. know her guilty of
this unsought caress, Oh, the cruelty of this
laat thought !

But heonever stirs. He aleeps on as bliss-
fully a2 though neither fear, nor grief, nor
love, nor any other emotion has come nigh
bim, After all, what is she to him, that her
kiss should waken him? Seating herself once
more in her low chair, she burats into silent
tears,
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¢I am afrald I must roues you now. It
unjte one o’clock,” she sayscalmly. Itis
our later, .

“Is it? Eh?! Oh, by Jove, yes, of
oourse it must be,” he snys, sprivgine to his
feet. ¢ And no han , after all { and no
ropss or anything! You haven't half kept
¥onr promise.” He laughs In a rather slespy

ashion, and glves himself a little stretch and
a little shake, ¢ What a shame that you
should have been keﬁ: awake all night 1” he
says. *‘Ifirmly believed you would have
gono to aleep too, and now I an%?ou you
are fagged to death and thoroughly worn
out. t mo see.”

He turns her toward the lamp, which is
even more lowered than when first he came
in, and regards her keenly,

“You are as white as a sheet,” he says,
anxiously ; ‘‘and one might almost think
you had been—orying.”

“One would think wrong, then,” in.
terrupts she; with a ocoldness thatis very
nearly repellent, “'No:nfo. Mr, Deamond
will call you a recreant knight if you are not
up to him,”

Something in her tone forbids his further
an‘ering, 20 he leaves the room, and runs
swiftly but noiselessly down to the morning.
room, where he knows he will probably find
Brian awaiting him,

As for Doris, for an hour after he leaves
her she never atirs, but sits motionless be.

is
an

fore her fire, of many things that
have been, of many that yet mnay be;
whilst through all her ginings runs a

oertainty of coming evil that makes each
smallest sound in the darkened household
a very thnnderbolt of terror, Onoe or twice
Monica and Kit have wasdered in to her,
but, as they have been put almost on their
osths by Brian not to leave their own xooms,
they soon flit back to those safe
&uﬂen. fost their abscnce from them
ould be discovered.

And now the silence, the loneliness, is
growing almoat too great to be borne, Up
and down, up and down her room she paces,
finding it impossible to sit stil! for any
length of time, For the ‘l’:mhnlf-hour.
even the noises that had
and on have oceused, and nothing dlaturbs
tho noatural stillness but the hoarse bark of
some watch.dog that sounds as thoughit
were coming from some place » hundred
miles away,

1t is terrible belng here, all alone, waiting,
waiting—for what? Whas are they doing
down staira? what cau they be doingto
necossitate this awful stillness? Ob, if any-
thing should have hap to some ono
below, and the others skiaunld be keeping it
quiet, fearing to alarm thuse above, until it
is abaolutely necessary !

This last thought reanders m%e‘?o no
longer bearable; catohing up a black laco
scarf, and twisting it round her head and
throat to protect her from the chilly night
air, noiselessly and candlole:s she leaves her
room, atd commences her creeping journoy

.phantom puzzles her,

a pale {lood of ll§ht is thrown, but hore,
and beyond it, all s lost in blackest gloom,
A eilonco as of death seems to havo wes ped
the houso in Its embrace; so uncarthly Is
this sllence that tho faint frou.frou of her
soft dresslug-gown, as it trails bohind her,
seems {n the supornatural calm a loud and
?;-}t;\;?;lmgdm:}x:( 4 Gat(l!x:ring up tho train
and, sko desconds cautiously until
the hall bencath is reached. y ot

She has never onco asked horsolf whithoer
she Iz going. Yot sho knows. Imatinctively
she turna toward that room whero thoy had
told hor inadvertently waa the bow-window
so well formed for purposcs of exit or en-
trance, It Is tho ono window in the houno,
through which a aure eacape might bo made,
ovon on the most brillixnt of moonlight
nights, a projecting buttreas causing it to
lie in perpetual shadow, Onco round this
buttress (which cannot be overlooked b
any window) one could pauso to take brcat{
for a moment bofore a final start, and then
thero wouldbo onlyaswiftrushalongthoivied
western wail, and a dart into the cool im.
penetrable shadews of tho myrtles boyond,
aud then a low wall to jump, and after that
the wido country and freedom,

She hardly knows how sho has thought it
all out— or if sho evor thought oz it till now
~-but it certainly scems an old story to her
as she Eropea her way, like a alim pale
ghoat, through tho ball—a story with a tall
even-faced phantom for its hero, Tho
He will not fall into
an earthly shapo, but slips from her spirit-
liko almost as sho catches him, And yot
she knows ho s in tho story, and sho kuowa
too that in the room with the bow window,
through which the spirit is vainly trylng to
eacapo, sho will find hor husband.

The bow-window is In the library, and
the library may be reached by two doors.
One is but little used ; yet atill, guided by
her inatinct, she decides—in a dreamy, un-
exprezsed fasbion—upon entering it by tho
leaat freguonted way, No thought that this
unused door may probably creak in tho
opening disturbs her, yet when she comes to
it she is surprised to find it already open,
and s0 [ar wide, that she can enter without
touching either door or side post.

Lighty, stealthily, she moves forward,
but when she comes to the threshold she
pauses, and, ahrinking back a littlo, laysher
hand upon the wood-work of the door and
tries vainly to pierce the obscurity beyond.

It 1 not all obecurity, A chink in ono of
the shutters lets in a atrcam of moonlight
that shoots like a tiny pathway of pale-
yellow 1adiance atraight across the room
from wall to wall.  DBut into this pathway
comes no living form. IHe—if indecd any
one is present—must be atanding motionless,
hidden within tho denso glcum that en-
shrouds the rest of tho apartment,

Oh for a sight, a breath tho vagueat
movement ? Tho silence is 80 intense, so
deadly that aho quails beforeit,  What it
there should be nobody hero but sho herself
Thero is a ghastliness in the thought that
shels, may be watching heroalone, with only
imaginary forms within the silent room
beyond, and far from sll tho occupied parts
of the houso, that frightens her,  Involun-
tarily ahe tightens her grasp upon the wood-
work of the door, as though to assure her-
self that it, at leaat, is real and not part of a
hideous dream ; and then she purposes to
herself a swift, if ignominious, retreat to the
subdued but wholestmo light 2he has left
behind her.

(TO n¥ CONTINUED.)

“Welcome Homo, Brave Volunteers."

Tho now song by Mr. Jobu Imrie, ““\Vel-
come Home, Brave Volunteers,” is, weo
think, ono of tho best this gifted song-writer
has yot produced. The words aro soul-atir-
ring snd appropriate, and appeal, as all
truo songs do, to the omotions and sympa-
thies, In all Mr, Imrio's productions thero
is displayed decided pootical genius and
high literary taste, and his lines aro alwaya
tho vehiclo by which lofty intelloctual omo-
tions aro convoyed to the minds and hearts
of others. In this lateat effort, howsver, ho
scems to havo surpassed even himsolf.
Thero is » pathos and forvenoy in tho
words which touch tho sympathetic chords
of every uature, Tho music is by Mr, Tor-
riogton, and is written in his own injmi-
tablo atyle, with an accompariment which
is at enco 3i n, loand majestic,




