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honor towards you? you, who I would
have died for, do you dare to think I have
kept you here, not as my wife, but-."
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brown neck and arms, her eyes like flames
of fire, her face like a piece of sculptured
grey-stonp.

Without a word he flung hiniself fu-
riously from the room, and immediately
afterwards they heard the heavy hall door
bang behind him.

" Can i do anything for you, Chris-

¶ Charlie Mcnonald " she said " look up."-Page 24.

Oh God. You are hurting me, you tie :" asked her brother-in-av calmly.
are breaking my arm," she gasped. "No, tbank you uniess, 1 tbink i

The door was flung open, and Joe Mc- wouid like a drink ofwater please."
Donald's sinewy hands clinched like vices He brougbt her up a gobiet filied with
on his brother's shoulders. wine, ber band did fot even tremble as she

" Charlie, you're mad, mad as the devil, took it; as for Joe-a demon arose in bis
let go of her this minute." soul as be noticed she kept her wrists

The girl staggered backwards as the covered. I Do you think be wil come
irony fingers loosed her wrists. " Oh ! back '" she said.
Joe," she cried,--"I am not his wife, and Il Oh ! yes, of course, he'l be ail rigbt
he says I am born-nameless." in the mornîng, now go to bed like a good

" Here," said Joe, shoving his brother littie girl and-and, 1 say, Christie, you
towards the door, " Go downstairs 'till can cali ne if you want an thing, l'Il be
you can collect your senses. If ever a right here, you know."
being acted like an infernal fool, you're Tbank you, Joe, you are kind and
the man." good."

The young husband looked from one He returned then to bis apartment, bis
to the other, dazed by his wife's insult, pipe vas out, but he picked up a nevs-
abandoned to q fit of ridiculously childish paper instead, threv bimself into an arm-
temper; blind as he was with passion, he chair, and in a haif-hour vas in the land
remembered long afterwards seeing them of dreams.
standing there, his brother's face dark- When Charlie came home in the morn-
ened with a scowl of anger-his wife, clad ing, after a six-mile vaik into the coun-
in the mockerv of her ball dress, her scar- try and back again, bis fooiish anger waslet veivet coak bawf covering ber bare dead and buried. Logan's "ePoor old
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