favor in store for him, telling him
playfully that as soon as he reach-
ed a certain standard of excellence
in his art he would be. rewarded by
being allowed to paint her portrait.

Willingly he set to work to ac-
quire the degree of proficiency which
she declared he must attain before
he would be privileged to make the
attempt.

One morning while Norbert was
wholly absorbed in copying an ex-
quisite ** Madona and child,” from
an origisal by DPalasquez he was
roused by a light touch on his arm.
Thinking that Eva who had gone
out with her former guardian, Mrs.
Fielding, had returned, and that his
pre-occupation prevented him hear-
ing her enter, he turned with a smile
to ask for an approving criticism.
But the smile died out leaving his
face deathwhite and rigid.

[For a moment he went completely
blind, the brush fell from his nerve-
less hands, as there before him o
the flesh only thin, haggard, worn-
looking.and wild-eved stood Zivola.
Stunncd and bewildered thoughNor-
bert was, he realised on the instant
how terrible was the mistake he
made, how guilty of cruel wrong he
had been to Eva, in with-holding
from her that Mexican adventure
and its results.

In that brief time many things
flashed through his mind. Chiefl
among them Ned's advice to tell Eva
all, and his emphatic refusal. Grasp-
ing his arm Zivola said eagerly.

‘] come Norbert to stay with you
to live with you always, you must
o away from me never any more.”

The spell was broken, Norbert’s
power o! speech returned.

“Am [ dreaming ?"' he asked, still
gazing into the changed, but tamil-
iar face. **Do the dead come back?”

¢ ] was not dead., Norbert,” ex-
claimed the girl, vehemently.
* Marque he cariy me off, he come
back sooner than we thought. Mulla
she hiear all we say; how I know
not. They say [ am mad, that [ must
be shut up. Marque took me miles
and miles away and lock me in a
queer house all alone, just a woman
to watch me. He come one day and
tell me that [ am dead and laugh, oh!
so loud. He tell me that he fix my
grave, that when you come there will
be another grave only there will be
something in that onc; then when [
say | will marry him | will be free.
I think I gomad then. I woke one
night my head clear; | watch my
chance, | escape. [ hide round,
I go to the cave. 1 get my jewels,
the tin box and the dagger. Sec,
here itis,I always keep it with me.”
Producing it.  **I mecet an Indian
man and woman who were kind,
very kind, who scll some of my
jewels for me. Butoh! how tell
you all ? how tell you half? [ go
to Toronto, they tell me that you
were here. | come, | find you, so
glad am [, for [ am tired, O, so
tired Norbert.”

All this Zivola poured forth in a
breathless torrent; then seating her-
self with a sigh of weariness and
content repeated again.

] am so tired, Norbert, and |
think sick, but [ stay here and
rest.”
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“‘But you cannot stay here,” cried
Norbert. *‘You must not stay here,
you don’t know what you are talk-
ing about.”

** Not stay here?” she asked in
wonder and surprise, then ‘‘are you
going to take me some other place
than here ? Don’t, Norbert, here |
would like to stay; [ am tired of all
the places.”

“Listen to me Zivola,” said Nor-
bert through his dry, cold lips.  ““1
went for you at the time appointed.
Mulia and Marque told me you were
dead, showed me your grave, and
how could [ suppose thatyou werenot
dead and in it? Had found you
therc as 1 fully expected to, | would
have taken you with me and per-
formed faithfully all that [ had prom-
ised. After that I came here to New
Orleans to sec a (riend of ny moth-
ers, a young girl not much older
than yourself. Do you hear Zivola ?
do you understand what | am telling
you?” he asked sharply, for she
seemed to take but little interest in
what he was talking about. To be
there with him seemed all sufficient,
explanations were needless.

| hear, Norbert," she answered,
ritther puzzled at his stern tone.

“Well, then,” he continued, “‘this
friend of whom 1 told you, my
mother wished me to marry; think-
ing you were dzad | married her.”

Zivolawas interestedenough now,
Springing to her feet, she asked in-
credulously, *“ Married her did you
say, Norbert?  Me it was you were
Lo marry, did you not tell me that,
O, somany times?  What is it you
mean, Norbert?”’

“*Oh listen, and try and compre-
hend what 1 am telling you, then
you will understand how impossible
it is that you sheuld remain here,”
exclaimed Norbert in an agony of
anxiety and fear that Eva would ap-
pear on the scene, or that some of
the servants might observe his
strange visitor before he could per-
suade her to go.

“You cannot remain here; it would
be terribly wrong for me to allow
you to do so. 1 ama married man,
my wile is here with me, it was
wrong for you to come here at allin
this way.”

“Your wife she lives here with
you Norbert ?" she asked appearing
still not to fully understand, “but |
am here now,” she continued.
“‘Send her away. [ will stay with
you, for did you not sayso ? I dare-
not leave youany more, I dare not.
Mulla and Marque, they might find
me then—Oh! Yes, stay [ must,

Norhert.”

“You are talking the wildest
nonsense  Zivola,” he exclaimed
passionately, as grasping her arm he
continued : **You must go away
this instant.  All that | can do for
you I am willing todo. I shall find
you a home some place, and sec
that your every want is supplied;
more | cannot do.”

“ But am | not to live with you
always ?" she persisted. The certain-
ty that such would be the case
seemed to have taken possession of
her mind so completely, that it was
almost impossible to convince her
to the contrary.

“No! great heavens no! have |
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not told you over and over again
that it cannot be ? that it is out of
the question. [ am a married man.
My wife is here with me, is living
with me and will continue to live
with me. Why is it or how is it
that you do not understand how im-
posstible it is that you should re-
main here ?”

“* And she it is who will Jive with
you always, is it?" she asked, a
lurid light burning in the great
dark eyes, a sudden deep calm in
voice and manner that chilled him.

“Yes,” he replied, *‘all my life;
who else should a wife live with but
her husband all her life ?”

‘“All her life,” repeated Zivola
looking strongly and intently at
him.  “*And her it is that you love
Norbert ?” she persisted.

“Yes, she it'is that [ love,” cor-
rected Norbert.

““You said that you loved me;
that thus it would be always, how
is it? do you love me now ?” Still
in the samce calm, tense voice.

*“No, I love my wife;it would be
wicked for me to love anyone else.”
Then forgetting all prudence in his
desperationheexclaimed passionate-
Iy o «I think I shzll hate vou if you
don’t go this instant.  Why, why
don't you understand, why don’t
you go ?”

*1 am going Norbert,” she an-
swered, the dangerous light in the
restless glowing eyes deepening
and intensifying as she spoke.
“You're married, your wifewill live
with you all your life ; yes all your
life, hat”

A low laugh caused Norbert's
heart to stand still. For an instant
he clased his eyes to collect his
thoughts and try and say some-
thing to conciliate the girl whon
he felt he had made his enemy ;
when he opened them and was
about to speak, lo! he was alone.
He flew to the open window which
led to the balcony, then outinto the
hall ; hurried down its spacious
length into a small conservatory
from which ran a flight of steps
ending at the door of the conserva-
tory below ; down those steps he
looked, but no where was Zivola to
be scen.

ZELL.

For days aflter his encounter witi
Zivola, Norbert lived in a perlect
fever of anxiely and dread.

Madly he now regreted that he
did not take the young American’s
advice and tell his betrothed every
detail of that episode in Mexico.
Had he done so he could now warn
Eva, and if he so requested, she
would, he knew, be willing to leave
New Orleans  within twenty-four
hours.  Should he do so now? He
pondered the question and conclud-
ed he must not, as it would both
distress and alarm her. No, it must
not be thought of.  And if he could
contrive a sufficient reason for an
immediate departure to Europe or
elsewhere. Could he ask Lva in
her present state of health to under-
take a long and perhaps unpleaseant
voyage ? :

No, it was out of the question,
the fates were against him, he
must only stay by her, never leave
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her out of his sight, shield and pro-
tect her day and night. Yes, that
was all, that for the time he could
do until the summer, then he would
take her—where? It mattered not
he thought, even to the remotest
part ot the earth, were it necassary;
any place where he might feel that
danger could not reach her. With
painful distinctness he recalled
Zivola's fierce declaration that she
would kill the woman who would
dare to come between her and the
man she loved, and there was that
in her voice and look at the end of
their terrible interview the memory
of which caused his heart to sink
with a chill sickening sense of fear.
As for Evashe wondered very much
at the sudden and unaccountable
change in her husband. MHe ap-
peared to be always ill at ease, lost
all interest in his work, was never
content to allow her out of his sight,
became morbidly anxious about
the fastenings of the doors and win-
dows, a precaution that puzzled and
amused the young wife not a little.
To her anxious enquiries he ans-
wered with some light jest, frequent-
ly remarking that he was anxious
to get back to his Canadian home ;
saying that he did not like New
Orleansas well ashe expectedto and
would be glad to leave it.

“ Four months is not such a very
long time after all,” said Eva, ‘‘we
shall, if all is well, be leaving here
early in May, and there is no need
for us to remain ; as for next win-
ter I have quite decided that | shall
spend it in Toronto.”

Ah! could she but know of the
dark frightening shadow that had
fallen over Norbert's life, the dread
toreboding that was weighing on
his heart, would she speak so con-
fidentally of “‘next winter.”

Four weeks went by, still no
word or sign of Zivola. Norbert
began to hope that his fears had
been unwarranted, and that perhaps
after all Zivola had disappeared for
good ; he became less watchful and
uneasy. Shortly after his interview
with Zivola, a boy whom the cook
had taken quite a fancy to, became
a frequent visitor down stairs. He
ran messages and errands, did any-
thing required of him. In ashort
time he became almost indispen-
sable, his company alone furnishing
amusement to all the domestic old

.and young.

He could mimic anything or
anybody, was somewhat of a ven-
triloquist, would frighten them half
out of their wits one moment
and convulse them with laughter
the next, and was always ready and
willing to serve or oblige all in any
way he could. Norbert hearing
something of all this made a few
enquiries of the latter whoinformed
him with true negro eloquence that
he was, ‘‘ the most beautifulest and
cleverest boy” he ever met, that he
could do almost anything with his
voice, his eyes or his body. Nor-
bert smiled at the butler’s enthusi-
astic description and forgot the in-
adent almost immediately. A few
nights after this Zell as the boy
called himself put in an appearance
and was in the most extravagant
spirits. In the midst of a general



