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Other words, too, were spoken- words of

.oiilelesH, piu'ii atl'crtion, too f-acrid e\ on for

aiy to Wioatlin to .Muddy ; iiiul Unm Ia\c\

iiud left him, her l)ouniling stop fcduiiny

:hrough tho hall and up tlie winding,' stairs,

town which slu; never came again alive, for

wlien Cruy next looked upon her, she was
lying white and still, her neck and dress and
.y.iilen hair stained with the pale life-blood

oozing from her livid lips. ^\ hlood-vesscd

had been anddcnly ruptured, the physicians

said, adding that it was what he had been

fearing for some time, and now it had come
—and there was no hope. Tiiey ti>ld her she

must die, for the motlier woiihl liave them
toll her. Once for a few moments, tliercwas

on her face a frightened look, such as a

harmless bird might wear when suddenly
caught in a anare. But that soon ])assed

away as from ber.eaJi the closed eyehds the

great tears came gushing, and the stained

lips whispered faintly :

' God knows liest what is right. Poor

Guy !—break it gently to him.'

At this point in the story Guy broke
down entirely, sobbing as only strong men
can sob.

' Maddy,' he said, ' I felt like a heartless

wretch—a most consummate hypocrite—as,

standing by Lucy's .side, I met the fond,

pitying glance of her bine eyes, and suffered

the' poor little hand to part ;.)iy hair as she

trieil to. comfort ine. evfii tiiough e\ery word
slie uttered was shorterun;.; her life ; tried to

comfort me, the wretch who was there so

unwillingly, and who at this prospect .'f re-

.ease hardly knew at first whether he was
more sorry th »ia glad. You may well sta;t

from me iji li^rror, Maddy. I was just the

wretch I describe ; but I overcame it,

MaiMy, ami Heaven is my witness that

no thoiiglit of you intruded it?^elf upon me
afterwarils as I i«t.»od by my dying

Lucy. I saw how gootl, how .sweet she was,

and something f>i tlie old love came l)acl< to

me, as I htild her ii» my arms, where she

wisiied to be. I wouhl have saved Ikt if I

couM : and when 1 oalhd her *' my darling

Lucy," they were notiille words. I kissed

her many timesfor myself, and once, Maddy,
for you. She told me to do so. She tv liis-

jiereil, " Ki.ss me, Guy, for M;;diiy Clyde.

Tell her I'd rather she should t.nke my place

than anybody else—rather 'ay (ruy should

call her wife—for I know slio m ould not be

jealous if yon sometimes talked of your

dead Lucy, and I know she will help lead

you to* that blessed hf me where sorrow

never conies." That was the last she ever

spoke, and when the sun went down dx?ath

had claimed my bride. She died in n.y

arms, Maddy. " I felt tlie last fluttering of

liT pnl.se, the last beat of her heart. I laid

lier back n]>on her pil'ows. 1 wiped the
blood from lier U[)s and from her golden
ciul.s. I followed lier to her early grave. I

saw iier buried from my sight, and then,
Maddy, I started home ; thoughts of you
and thoughts of Lucy blendeil equally to-

gether until Aikenside was reached. I

talked with Mrs. Xoah ; I heard all of you
there was to tell, and then I talked with
Agnes, who was not greatly surprised, and
did not oppose my coming here to-night. I

could t\ot remain there, knowing you were
h("e alone, even though somp old fogie.s

miglit say it was not proper—God knows
what is in my heart. In the bridal chamber
1 found your bouquet, with its "Welcome
to the Bride." Maddy, you muot be that
bride. Lucy sanctiftned it, and the doctor,

too, for I told him all. His own wedding
was, of course, deferred, and he did not
come with me, but he said " Tell Maddy not
to wait. Life is too hort to waste any hap-
piness. '>he has iav

Maddy, it nnist be so.

i'lessing. " And,
Aikenside needs a

mistress ; you are all alone. You are mine
— mine f' r. •. -r.

'

The s / iT I, ad died away, and the moon-
beams st. aiitig through the window told

that morning was breaking, but neither (iluy

nor Maddy heeded the lapse of time. Theirs
was a ,sad kind of happini'ss as they sat

talking together, and eould Lucy have lis-

tened to them she wonhl have felt satislied

that .she was not forgotten. One long bright

curl, cut 'rom her head by his own hand,

was all that Avas left of her to (!uy save the

liallowed memories of her parity and good-

ness—memories which would yet mould the

pr'^ud, impulsive man into the earnest, con-

sistent riiristian which Lucy in her life had
desired that he should be, and which Maddy
rejoiced to see him.

CHAPTER XXIV.
KIN ALE.

It is the close of a calm September after-

noon, and the autunnial sunlight falls softly

upon Aikenside, where a gay party is now
assembled. For four years Maddy Clyde
has been n\istresR tie re, ai\d in looking back

upon them she wonders lenv so much happi-

ness as she has known eould be experienced

in so short a time. Ts'ever but once has the

sliglitestripple of sorrow shadowed her heart,

and that was when her noble husband, Guy,
said to her, in a voice she knew was earnest

and determined, f'.at he could no longer re-

main deaf to his country's c.all—that where
the luittle SM.rni was racing he was neeled,

and he mu<t not stay at iionie. Then for a

brief season her bright fiiee was overcast, and


