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so I rcsolvcd to wvait a fow minutes. 1 eould flot avoid hour-
ing tlîc conversation that was going 01, withiîî, tiiongli 1 had
flot goine there to listcn.

tI hecard Mr. Stuart tell lus wife thorc hiad bcen a robbery
at thc bank. île mnentioned the sum, and it wua the saine as
you gave to ume; again I bcard him mention thc date of the
robbery, so far as they could guoss, and it wvas on the very
<tay on ivhich you brouglit me the money-the evcning of
thc thirteentb of Auguet. As 1 crouched there, treinbling as
1 listencd, I kncw that you were the guilty one. Aye; ovon
wlhcn I beard Mr. Stuart say that Mr. Neal Desî)ard liad own-
cd to the crime;- even thoen I nover doiubted that you *Nwern
guilty. 1 could not, at first understand wby Mr. Dosparci
sbould tako the line upon imiself ; but whien I recallod
wvhat the landlady had said about him. being Miss O'Brien's
lover bofore sho mnarried you; it was ail clear to me, and I
knew that to save lier froin the unisery of lier newly-mado
busbaud's expo.iure, Neal Despard liad talion your guilt. upon
hin. 1 thouglit of thc fair young girl wlîo loved hlm, and I
blamed hlm bittorly for doing hier this groat Nrong. He
surely could nover have Ioved hier. TIen when Miss Stuart
lierseli camne into the roin anci tluey told lier the trutl, 1,0w
lier lover wvas guilty and li been sont away, nover to retura
to lier, the awvfu1 look in hor face cut me to the heurt. and I
cursed mysoîf for bieing the cause of tlîis trouble which lhad
fallen upon lier. I told myseif the monoy 'vas cursed; and 1
resolveà to Iling it froin nie, and denounco you te the wvorld
for a villian. And wlien I t-aw lier lying pale and stili in a
faint, witb lier protty young faco like the face of the dead, I
could bear it no longer, but rusbed away calling upon God to
pardon my sin. You, no doubt, wonder îvhy I kopt your se-
cret, instead of botraying you, as was certainly uny duty. I
meant f0 do if, but could not bring myseif tv it. Ali night
long I wrestled Nvithi mysoîf and tried to lardon uny heurt
against you suficiently to doat von flua blow ; but I could
not, and wvben tIe morning came, I fled witb the child and
kcpt your secret-for beaven forgyive me 1 1 loved you ovon
thon."

G ra, o- Roberts stopped spcaking for a moment and leokod
up at Arfhur. ils face was livili and flore was a look of
fiendiali hate laulie eyes as lio fiKýed them upon lier face. Ho
wvas about f0 spea, wvhen silo inferrupted hlm4.

eLot me finish ;I shall not, ho long, for 1 will not trouble
you îvith the lîistory of my miserable lifo for the hast few
yenrs. If isonouigh t-osaytliat yoir money brouigits ifscrso
with if; for my child sickened and affor lingering for a ycar,
<lied. 1, mysoîf, felI liI amongst strangeus in a strange land,
and -Mien I rocovored, 1 found I land but twe luindred dollars
la tho world. 1 wouhd have gone homn o f0 ny fafluer ani
motlier, but I soon discovored thc fact of tîcir donths, and
thînt flue old biouse wus in the bands of sfrangcrs. I ivas
obliged then f0 go into service. whili 1 did; and if was at
ru) mastor's bîouse 1 learnocl of the death of Mr. Neni Despard.
I rend it ln a Toronto paper,îvhich I cbanced to tako up one
day. As I road, a dreadful romorse took, hld of me. EIad it
not been for me lie would bc still living, lionorcd and happy.
My seruplos on your account, had vanishod, for my fatal love
for you had died with my littIe dhihd. As I road of poor
Neal Dcspard's death, I semed to realise muoro fully than I
had over donc, the depth of your villainy; and my heurt nched
with a conseless pain for Miss Stuart. 1 rosolv2d that I
would do what I could to atone for my ain I could not
bring the dead f0 life, but I could wipc the stain froun bis
ame and memory ; and for that 1 have roturned to Canada.",

tgWhy have you told nie tlîis?"I askcd Macdonald, mock-
ingly. "tWhy did you not go ,straight to my wifc', to Miss
Stuart and others with your precious stery?"

etBecauso." answcred Grac slowly, and without a trace
of anger la lier sad voice, "91 wisled to spare your wifo one
pang at toast. She is beautiful and good; shc will &;urffr
koenly when sho Marns of your treachory to thuat dead man;
wlat I would spare her is thc knowlodge of your villaiay to
me. If you will own to the robbery and clear Neal Dospard's
name froin dishonor, 1 will go away and not trouble you
again, and your wife will nover know of me."

tgYou muet fate nme for a preclous fool,"' lie said with a
jeouing laugli.

49 Yeu will not do it thon?"
"tNo, hol i aaswerod with an oath, ciand now von lad bot-

ter get out of my W'ay, ln la a hurry."1

eNo, no, wait; yon shsZ1 liste" to mri."
She spraug forward and grasped the reins, jerking tIera

frou luis lîold. Ctrsing lier, ho raised lis whip and brouglit
it clown witb aIl, luis force upon ber face. Slie lot go tho
bridle auud fell baek witu a cry; and at tIc samoe -nstant thc
tprrified lierse suddenly pltîngod and dasîecctf at a mad
gallop, and theon the womaîu, taking lier huands fri lier
face, saw tlîe figure of Arthur Macdonald lying acrosr the
road, outsfrefcîed and motioaloss, wvith luis face, ail glîastly
aîud bloody, upturned to thc quiet sky.

cHo is cloac and I have killocI hlm 1"I slue shrioked ; and
kneling beside hlm, raisocl bis bond ancl resteci it tipon lier
bosoin.

Oh 011 Arthur, .Arthur, nîy love, My love t"
AIl lis villaiay te lier, ail lier angor anI resontunent an(l

bittor rovonge wvore utterly forgotten ivben sIe uttered tlîat
l)nssioîuate, dospairing cry. This man wbo lay, with bis stili,
whuite face upon lier breasf, was the handsome youing lover of
lier girlluood, and Sybil O'Brien, Mollie Stuart and Neal Des-
paril lînc nover existod.

CHA.PTEH XXI.
eAULD LANG SYNE."1

"Are you quite resolvocl to go thon, Sybil dear V"
"tOli yos 1 quite; I could not stay lucre now aftor wliat bas

passed; my heurt ls too soro for Vinat. I must gef awvay. I
cannot breatlc lucre tvhere evorytluing remiads me of my
liusbancî; for tluouglu ho sinneh, hoe is dend now ; and 1 loved
him, Mollie, I loved hlm dearly.

"tYes dear, I linon'."
ilIf 1 could only atone to youi, for tlue unhuappy pasf, if I

could briag Noal Desparl back fa 111fe and restoe yen te onc
another I would bic froc of hlI tlîe great weiglit ef pain that
is breaking iny heart; but I cannot-I cannot; I eaa but
beseech your forgivoncss."1

ccI have nothuing te forgive, dear Sybil," answered Mollie
as the widoîv covorod lier face wvith lier bands and wepf.

4'Wluen Neal madle thec sacrifice ho dil, if n'as for love of
you, luis old friencl, and because of flic promise macle te poor
Alice on lier deatu bed; lue nover dreamed of atanomont te bc
made. If 'vas a volunfary sacrifice on bis part.

Tbere n'as a break la Mollie's voice as she.said tlîis and a
swift rush of teaïs to bier eyos.

"I linon'; if n'as noble af him, but.Mole if mva ivrong
and unwisc; lue shuould have tbougît of yeni."

"LThon you wouuld have lad hlma break a most solema
promise te a dying 'voman for the sake of ls love? Ho
îvouîld nover have done tînt; and thon rouiembor that if was
on the evoning of your wedding day tînt tIc-fie crime n'as
discovercd ; tInt very morning we bad] seen yen macle a ivife;
lad scen the perfect happiness and content shiniag la your
face 'vhien yen drovo away 'vitlu your huusband, and lion 'vas
if possible for Nleal te (lOstroy your luappiness with one cruel
bIen' ere tlue first day of your wifehood lad drawn ta a close.
And hoe lad loved you Sybil remenber that; yes, I knon' that.
Long before lue knew me, ho lad knon'n and ]oved yen; lie
lad sudh a big, tender heurt, say Iowv could lie have dealt yen
suclu a blow as tînt would bave been V"

"tBut lue n'as cruel te you M%,ollie, for yen loved hlm."
eYes, I lovcd li and le hoved mie, aasn'ercd the girl

simply. "t ginon' thuat I wenld trust hlm, and bis honer
was more te hlm tian bis love and I would nef have lad if
otlerwise."*

tHis luonor?"
clYes, lie phedged is word of bonor te Alico."1
Ah!I poor Alice; lad slie dreamed of aI the seu-row the

keeping of thnt fatal promise wenld enfail, alie wouhd nover
lave cxacfed if," said Sybil sorrewfully.

et Tell me, and truly,"l said Mollie, earnesfly, cilias Neal's
sacrifice saved yen frein sorrew at nl? Would it have been
botter te lot yen know flic truth soven years age, instead of
finding if ont now? Uncle George, Ratio and Tom and aIl
the others say if n'uld have beon botter. lintyoulavebeen
hiappy ail these years dear, have yen net7l" asked the girl
leoking wistfuhly up infe thc widow's face, for Syhul had
risen and 'vas standing by the 'vindon', a taîl sombre figure la
trailing robes o'f deep lanck with a widow's cap on lieraubura
lair.

<To l'e Contintied).


