
"We sbould have rune for igt,"cricd Bernard, pulling violcritly
at the bell. ;IYou know hlow 1 hiate the dr.

And whvlent ig caine, tbey saw on-, ànçcther's~ faces-bis burning
criiison, hier's Pale and in tears.

Olh,1 H1annlali, }Taînahy LowV miserable we nvû ! As 1 Said. if
tliS gOe.9 onI rnuch lonner 11o-w Shall1H - b0ea1 it T

1"Ido ziot kntow." Then, steelirig berseif against both anger and
pain, Il Bernard," shie said, 1-what did yoit wishi iie to do? Your
family bave no claini upon me, nor 1 upon thein. We are, as things
stand, inere strangers. Are thecy to throwv me off anîd pick me up
nagain, wbien and how tboy choose 7 Ani I to, submit to itV

Il did not asIc you."
<c .No, but vou looked it. You would have liked meo to go te- tbe

Yces. 1 wishi yoti to bc friends withi thieii. 1 waffl; thîni to love
you.2

IlTbey do not love xne-they only receive me on suiferance, and
1 wi]l go, nowhiere on sufferance. 1 can live alono. I want no soci-
ety ; but wlhere 1 do go I -,vaut to, be loved, 1 want to be r-esl)ecked.
Ohi, Bernard ?" and, slie looked piteously in blis -face, Il sonietinios T
arn ttmpted to say with you,.-if this hasts long, how shail I ever
bear it?"

"How shahl 1 bear it ? It is harder for nie than yen."
"Perbaps. But yoiu forget it wva!s yotir doing, not ine."

And ilion both clrer- back. appalle-1 ît the sharpnoss of thieir words
-at the littorness of thecse niutual recriminations.

Beornard liohd out bis hand. IlFor,",ive me. You are right. It
was I wbvlo brougclit ail this trouble upoi you, and iîew I hiave not
strengtli to ineet it-ithier for you or for mnyseif. I amn so miserable
that it makes nie wiclced. Soiînetiniig must be done. Wliat shahl
it be?"

Whiat in(leed ?"
"Han111111, decido. Don'!t look at Die ini that dead silence. Speak

out, for I can bear it. no longer. Shial we part ? Or-wilh you
rnarry me at once?1"

Re could hardhy batve knowvn what lie -%vas saying, or else, iii his
despair, anytlîing seexned possible to iju. Not to ber. Sie -was
Very genitie. She did net even draw away bier biands -whichi lie bad,
gra5-I)ed: slie scai'cely seemed to recognise the insult lie was unnwit-
tingly oilloring ber. She only answercd, soirrowfulllv, yet without tbe,

litest indecision. Il\WC will part."
Three litle ivords-but tbey. brouglit Berunard te, bis senses imnme-

diately. le fell on bis knces before lier, aud passionately begged
bier forgiveness. 

Z

CCBut you dIo Det kîîow wbiat 1 suifer. Inwardly, outwardly-life
is onue long tornicut. At the Moat-House 1 have no peace. They
talk at Die'-and at yon thecy try e.very nucans of --voriing out imy
secret froiuî me. Buit they shall niot. I 1 will bide it at ail costs.
People inay guess wvluat thopy like-but -%e are .safe so, long as tbey
kiiow iiothing. G od hielp me ! I talhc as if Nve -%ere conmitting a
deadly sin, xlhen ny love of you is thu( besi. th-1ing-tbe onhy gYood
thing in ne"
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