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300 THE WICKED MARQUIS
tion That, I thought, would end his enmity. Ar
rc-ad your letter to dead ears. He was seated thbeheving that al the evil he wished me had come,
suppose the behef brought him peace. He was a siborn old man."
Marcia would have spoken, but there was a h

11. her throat. She opened her lips onlj to close tl

" I wished to see you, Marcia," he continued, «
cause I wanted you to understand that I have only <feehng ,n my heart towards you, and that is a feel;of wonderful gratitude. For many years you h,been the most sympathetic companion a somewhat dperson could have had. The memory of these years
imperishable And I want to tell you something eIn my heart I approve of what you have done."

Uh, but that is impossible !
" she replied. « I canot keep the bitter thoughts from my own heart!am ashamed when I think of your kindness, of yo

that I am leaving you when you need me most."He smiled at her.

"Your knowledge of life," he said gently, «
shoulteach you better. The years that lay LJ^Jr^ ,f

^

you firs gave me all that there was worth havingove in the world were nothing. To-day thev arf a^passable gulf^ I have reached just th'osetwTeawhich become the after-nath of actual livir^, and voare young still, young in mind and body. We part s

"^Sm^;^'^^^^-'"^*^^"-*^"^^^-^"^-^^^
*' But you are so lonely," she faltered.

more unh"n
^' -^^7 '*'"'" ^' «"^"^'-^^' " ^^ «* ^-^more unhappy, if I dragged you with me througii th.
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