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CHAPTER XXIV.—Continued.

For a few seconds she could not ut-
ter a word, only her trembling hands
strayed with a soft caressing move-
ment over the bent smooth dark
head—then at last she spoke.

“Geoffrey, my dear, dear boy, get up.
I entreat you—let me speak to you.”

Instinctively he obeyed her. Had he
not always obeyed her, and rising as
she bade him, sat down by her side
upon the garden bench, holding her
hands still tightly grasped in his.

“I have 80 much—so very much—to
say to you,” she began.

But he would not let her speak—the
floodgates of his heart were open—the
long pent-up passion would have its
way at last, and burst impetuously
from his lips. ;

“Yes, and I will listen to you—but
not mnow,” he cried, “presently, bye-
and-bye, when I have said all I have
to say to you—then I will hear you—
but now it is I who must speak. Oh,
Rose, my queen, my darling, I can be
silent no longer, nor hide the love you
once bade me keep for ever from your
ears. You have sent for me, and I
have come to you. But now that I
have come I will not be sent hopeless
away from you again—I cannot live
without you any more. Rose, give me
your love, your life—yourself |’

Then for a few brief moments her
strength failed her absolutely, and
she, who was so strong and so brave,
became all at once weak, with a wo-
man’s most utter weakness. The sight
of the dear face so long absent, of the
eyes that sought her own so eagerly,
the sound of the voice she had missed
80 long, shaken with the pent-up pas-
sion of a love whose devotion of self-
repression she so well understood,
overcame her in a fashion that she
kad mever reckoned upon. Unrebuked
he drew her into his arms, holding her
closely against his heart, and sought
the lovely lips he had hungered for so
long in vain, with his own—and she
yielded, as a woman yields to a man,
who, owning all her heart, claims all
her passion too as his right—giving
herself up blindly and unreservedly to
the rapture of that embrace, whilst he,
holding her thus, forgot all else in
life save her, and murmured as he kiss-
ed her lips, her cheek, her throat,—
“My own—my love—my wife |

And then she awoke—awoke out of
that mad trance of an impossible joy
to 1he awful reality of ihe unalterable
truth. That one word “Wife”' went
through her with a shock. The mad-
‘ness was over, the brief rapture was
at an end, and a cold shudder, icy as
death itself, struck through her from
‘head to foot. :

She wrenched herself away from his
arms, and sprung to her feet, wring-
ing her hands despairingly together.

“Ah, what have I done!” she cried,
wilth a low cry of exceeding bitter de-
Bpair. “Wicked, wretched woman
that I am! Would to God I were
dead—would to God I were dead!” !

And she fell forward, prone at pla
feet, upon the ground, shaken with
thoss great, dry-eyed sobs that tell of
4 more awful conflict of the soul than
witle rivers and fountains of tears.

Filled with a terrible presentiment
of evil he bent over her, and raised
her tenderly, so that she knelt up
against his breast, struggling to con-
trol the unutterable agony of her
heart.

"My sweet one, what is it?. * Do you
uot trust in me? Am I not your love,
a8 you are mine ?"’ he murmured. But
she shrank away from him, shivering.

““Ah, Geoffrey!"” she cried, "ho_w
unspeakably I have wronged you, in
concealing from you my unhappy sec-

ret.”

“Your secret!” he repeated slow-
ly, whilst » dull miserable despair
orept  over him; and suddenly there
oame back to him with a flash of hor-
rible recollection the words that his
uncle had spoken—'‘she is a married
woman—ask her, and she will tell
you.”'

“Your husband is alive,” he said
presently, in a strange, far-away voice,
that. seemed even in his own ears not
to belong to him. It was not asked as
a_question.. He said it as a fact,

It did not occur to her to wonder
that ‘he knew it. She knelt back, a
little away from him, white as death,
with her very lips blanched
less—with bent head and eyes fixed in
hopeless woe upon him, and hands
clasped tightly together across
breast, like a criminal who awaits the
sentence,

“Yes, he is alive,” she answered. No-
thing more.

\ bird was singing in the syringa-
bush;'a little breeze shivered through
the mulberry leaves: a crimson rose,
vver-blown, fell with a shower of rosy
peials and a littlé soft thud, 1hat
could be distinguished in (he silence,
on to the dark peaf‘mould at its feet

(reoffrey heard them all with a hor-
rible distinctness. He sat  quite,
quite still—so still that he might have
been turned into a stone. It went
through his mind to wonder if death
was like this—to marvel that he felt
so little pain—that it was so easy 1o
bHear Nothing bui a strange cold
tirhtness across his head, and an odd
rnumbness «nt his  hear Only that,

Huw%tlle it hurt!

nothing more
Then, out of the awful silence, cime
her voice, shaken with a wild despair.
“For God’'s sake speak o me! Curse
Kill me, if you can!

m>, if you will |
—But, speak! Do not look at me like
that, Geoffrey!”
And, shudderingly. she hid her face
her hands. “When | am dying,”
thought, “the awful agony of

u
HE)
thuss brown eyes will be before me |’

8
But he answered her
a low moaning sigh broke
white lips.
“Oh, for pity's sake, hear me!" she
cried widely. - “Hear me, at least, he-
fore you learn to loathe me | Then

nothing—only
from his

and form- |

her |

OR,

OUT OF THE ENEMY.

.

like & torrent, there burst from her
the whole of her miserable _story. Of
the husband she had married, years
ago, without much love, perhaps, still,
with enough of affection and regard
to have, in time—had he chosen it—
ripened into real love. She told of
trust betrayed—of affection thrown
back upon herself—and of the utter
worthless nature of the man to whom
she had given her life, and of the
gradual awakening of her own mind
to the comprehension of his true char-
acter. Yet, all; untruthfulness, un-
kindness, want of refinement and sym-
pathy, infidelity itself; all she would
have endured in silence, and have
striven to hide from the world's eyes,
had it not been for that last crime—
that crowning iniquity, which brand-
ed him with a felon’s name, and made
of him an outcast from the company
of all honorable men. Then, in the
very moment of detection and discov-
ery, came the railway accident; from
which, although left for dead upon the
ground, the wretched man had recov-
ered, after a long and dangerous ill-
ness, during which his wife nursed
him, at the lonely farm house, near
the scene of the catastrophe, to which
his inanimate body had been carried.
By the time those long weeks of
walching were at an end, the news of
his death had gone abroad; and she
found that, with all the world, the
man whom he had robbed and cheated
also believed him' to have been killed.

Then came the great temptation of
her life ; for the sake of his aged fath-
er, and to shield his hearibroken
agony, to ward off from him the shame
of an exposure which he dreaded worse
than death, Rose de Brefour carried
out the delusion which had accidently
arisen concerning his death. Leon de
Brefour was to all intents and pur-
poses dead. He came back from the
Jjaws of the grave altered almost be-
yond belief. A frightful wound upon
his head had rendered him' subject to

"lapses into partial imbecility, whilst
{ the worst vices of his character, his
cunning, his cruelty, and his sensual-
ity, seecmed but to be accentuated by
the injury to his brain. For years
this miserable creature had been suc-
cessfully hidden by her, first in one
place and then in another, never long
in the same hiding-place lest attention
should be drawn to the singularity of
his case, and detection of his identity
be the inevitable result.

For the same reason her own home
had so frequently been changed, be-
cause of necessity she had been obliged
Lo remain within reach of him, and
she had therefore altered her dwell-
ing-place every time it had been con-
sidered desirable to move him.

It had been a terrible life—a life of
constant terror, dread and apprehen-
sion, of fear and of terrors unspeak-
able—only death ‘could end it, and
Leon de Brefour, like many others who
live only to be a pPunishment to their
fellnw-creatures. did not seem dispos-
ed to die. All around, Death mowed
jaway with his relentless sickle—moth-
ers, adored by whole families of loy-
ing hearts; brmd—winners, invaluable
to the children whose very existence
depended upon their efforts; young
jmen, in the prime of their manhood;
maidens, the hope and desire of par-
ents and lovers ; only sons and daugh-
ters, heirs to position and wealth,
whose death made an irreparable
blank ; hundreds such as these, the
useful, the beautiful, the good, were
stricken down—but Leon de Brefour
lived on.  This is the mystery of life,
and its supremest cruelty. “Why?
Oh, why 2" cry out all the great mul-
titude of souls in their agony—but the
pitiless Heavens answer not, neither is
there any voice of compassion from
above. Is it only the caprice of a mock-
ing fiend who orders these thingsy Or,
as some tell us, is it all fixed by the
j¢ilm, immutable laws of nature, which
jwere settled and foreordained before
‘the earth’s foundations were laid? We
jdo not know, we may not guess, how it
l=—the seeret is not of this world, and
[the sp culations and surmises only lead
[u.s_ further and further into a quag-
mire of doubt and insecurity. The
1“Truth,” as We are accustomed to be
taught it, ig go flimsy and unreal,
stands the teg( of great sorrows so
i badly, falls to pieces so quickly before
| the steady light of science and common
sense,  And yet the “Truth,” as we
would like to have it, is so cold, and
harsh, and repelling: bewilders us S0
very much, consoles us so veny little,
| Alus! why did God give us the gift of
Ireason, and then |eave us in
‘vl:\rknnssf Why, rather,
m.Ke us as the brutes ihai
live, und eat, and are
to-morrow ihey die¢
| And why nor
might say, ‘this man lived on,
be a daily curse upon Rose de Brefour,
lived 1o shat he; out for ever, with
unutterabls despiir, from the paradise
of love and Joy to which one short
glimpse had just been vouchsafed to
aer,

In silence G«-ulfruy heard her story—
listening at firs 10 her with a ¢old
passibility, with a stricken silence.

Yet, as he heard of it all, of all her
suffering and 41l he; heroie  devotion
to the old man for whom she lived, a
flo»;) pity arose in his heart, and the
icy iloodgates of his harsh resentment
gIVI‘ way.

When she had en
hers, his hands dre
onee again. ‘““\Why
rible. n ghimare
he sqid feverishly,
on his face, and
eyes,  “Darling, do not
other? Loave
seli-saciifice (o
owe noithirg—trust
come with me; let ys g0 away
to Ameriea, Australia,
(—anywhere, so that it
enough to.begin a pew

S0,

ded his eyes sought
w her near to him

should  this hor-
stand  between ys?"
with a sudden flush

we love
this miserahbje life
yourself 1o me,
abroad—
where you wil]
may be far
and better
) -

life together~do you not believe Iocan
make you happyt Will you then fear
to trust yourself to me§” !

th a quick, warning gesture she
stopped him lifting her hand suddenly,
S0 that the torrent of his wild words
was arrested,

“Hush!” she whispered, “hush! look
therel”

He followed the direotion of her eyes,
Behind them, as they sat under the
deep shadow of the tree, there came
a faint sound; the old man in his wheel
chair was being slowly pushed up and
down by Jacques along the gravel path
in front of the house — he did not see
them, his face was bent, the sun caught
his white hair till it shone like silver
—there was something pitiful in his
bowed back and clasped hands— some-
thing of an appeal to compassion in the
helplessness of his age and condition,
Whole volumes could not have rebuked
him more utterly than did that sad
spectacle of sickness and old age.

For a mcment they were both silent,
watching till the chair had slowly
been drawn away round the cornmer of
the house, then their eyes met,

“You see that?” she said in alow
voice, “how could I leave him?”’ Then
with a sudden passion she took toth
his hands in hers, pressing themy hard
against her breast. “Ah, do not mistake
me! When you remember this day —
this sad day—remecmber always thatI
loved you—shall love you to my death,
Do not think that Ifear to trust to
you—that I doubt the happiness that
I should have with you—that I do not
believe in your truth and your devo-
tcn. IfI were alone, if I had no one,
then I would brave all othsr obstacles,
would risk all, and would go with you,
Pevrhaps I am not a good woman to say
this, perhaps it is sinful of me to be-
lieve that such a union with you wou!d
be more holy than this union of mine
whgch the Church has blessed, but
which every fibre of my nature revolts
2g.inst as horrible and accursed. Ifit
were only that! But it is not, You see
what God has given me to do in this
world, the work He has set me, lest I
should fall and perish on the hard
road along which He has compelled me
to walk? Can I be false to my trustf
Can I desert that poor old man whose
only hope is in me, and who has been
given me to cherish, instead of all
other love or of happinesst Should I not
be of all living beings the most base
and the most despicable? You would
think S0.yourself, would you not?”

He heard her in silence. Slowly his
head dropped and his eyes fell. , He
knew now that what he had asked was
an impossibility to her—all the max-
1ms of morality shouted forth from the
throats of a. thousand preachers could
not have told him more surely how
hopeless and how mad had been his
unthinking prayer — than those few
sad, touching  words which  roge
straight from her womanly heart.

“Can 1 desert that poor old man?”

It was not in Rose de Brefour to do
a base and cruel action, or to he selfish
and treacherous. [t was her nature
to be generou. and unselfish and self-
sacrificing.  She rknew it of herself,
and sha wag incapable of departing
from the traditions of her betier na-
ture, aad Geoffrey knew it of 'her,

utter [mi
did he not [luwer
p rish who [lover,
happy, beeause f

wherefore none |drain th
lived to|ils

i strange glitter in his|{ealm
each jand despair had passed over her and
—this
a brute to whom you [and chilled,

‘Dear love,” she said again to him
g ntly, with a yearning tenderness in
her eyes and voice, “promise me that
You will never ‘again tempt me in such
a fashion. It makes it so doubly hard
to me to refuse—to have (o thrust
you from me, ' And see, I have some-
thing more to 8ay to you—something
to ask yoa to do for my sake which
will make us for ever safa against the
térrible dangar that our love must
needs be to us, Something that will
set ‘duty’ yet more Surely and securely
betwixt us and that which" our frail
human nature calls ‘happiness.’ This
too, my love, you will do, will you not,
for my sakef Oh, “show me how far
above mere earthly passion is your love
for me!”

“There 'is nothing,” he answered,
hoarsely and brokenly, “nothing that
you ask of me that I will not do for
you; only tell me what it is.”

“You will marry Angel Halliday?"

CHAPTER XXV,

He sprang to his feet wiih a sort of
horror,

“Youl—you ask me to do this!"”
cried,

It seemed incredible
who had just listened t
of love, who had
passion tu him unres
the very same breat
him to marry another woman. [t be-
wildered him—it even shocked him,

It was whac she had expected. It
was perhaps the worst and hardest
par- of her punishment, that, imorder
to fulfil her promise — that promise
which would set her husband free and
ihri'ng peace to his cld father—it was
needful that she should say that which
ght very possibly in some measure
her inthe eyes of her young

There was unspeakable bitter
ness in it, yet, to mak: her self-sacrifice
complete, she knew that she must
at cup of humiliation down 10
last drop.

“It is impossible, Rose, that you can
be the one to suggest such a thing 10
me.” he  cried indignantly. “Of what
¢in you believe me capable! Of what
sort of mature can yuu imagine me 1o
be made, that, loving you, I should
commit the double crime towards you
and towards Miss Halliday! Such a
maorriage is out of the question.”

He spuke angrily, almost incoherent-
ly. It was unlike the pure refinement
of his Queen, he told himself, to have
made such a proposition to him, and
suddenly, with a flash, something of
the truth came before him. This
must be his uncle’s doing.

“It is Matthew Dane who has
missioned you' to say
claimed.

She did not: deny it. Sha was very
now. The hurricans of  passion

he

to him that she
o his professions
confessed her own
ervedly, should, in
h as it were, tell

com-
this!" he ex-

was over; leaving her a little bit cold
and oh, so  weary! But
there was a definite work before her
to be done, fo which she served herself
with her whole strength. She sat
lown guietly upon the garden bench
and waited till his agitation shoulq

have quisted. She
were dark oircles around her sad eyes.
But the lignt of a golden sunset slant-
ing from the far west caught the au-
burn of her unoovered head, and lit it
with a russet glory. He had been
paocing abeut in his impatience and
wrath, but now suddenly he stopped
and looked at her, with the red sun-
shine of the dying day covering her
from head to foot with its glow—the
sad face, the weary eyes, the delicate
hands crossed upon her knees, her dress
or some dark rich material of a violet
hpe—all. in some subtle way, reminded
him of that first evening in the long,
low, book-lined room
when he had found
fire-glow, and all his young heart had
prostrated itself at her beautiful feet,
The memory of :that day sobered and
melted him.

was pale, and there

her sitting in the

To be Continued.
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USE BOTH HANDS.

Educational Authoritles nelléve the Cus
tom Eastly Acqulred.
Left-handed facility among the
school children is a subject that is re-
cerving much serious attention from
the school authorities in Germany,
with a view to developing both hands
and arms equally while the children
are young. They argue that the right
hand has been so excessively developed
that many efforts which might easily
be delegated to the left hand are un-
dertaken by the right. The smallest
objects, as arule, are picked up by the
right hand, Such one-sided move-
ments, repeated constantly, have their
tnfluence on the entire system, and
are not conducive to the symmetry of
the body. The habit of people so cer-
ry children on the left arm, so as to
have the right hand free, tends to
make the left shoulder higher than
the right. In such cases the cure
must date from childhood. In the
boys’ miechanical departments in the
German schools much of the work is
done by the left hand under compul-
sion.  The boys are taught to saw,
plane and hammer with the left hand
as well as the right. In all trades
and professions involving heavy hand
work and importance of being able to
use both hands equally well is being
‘mpressed on students. As example,
the case of a bronze worker is cited.
He could work as effectively with his
left hand as with his right.  That
made it possible for him to change
about - when his right hand became
tired, and consequently he got through
considerably more work than thoss
who could only use the right hand. The
preference given to the right arm has
been explained physiologically by the
construction of the veins and nerve;
that enter the arms, those of the righ:
arm being the more prominent. The
reverse is the case in the few who are
naturally  left-hand Many in-
stances are on record o) men who could
use both hands with g facility.
Among them are two renowned paint-
ers, Menzel and Klimsch, who practic-
ed the ambidextrous habit in the days
of their youth.
Exercises that
the entire arms
German educationa
circles are drawn by the scholars on
the blackboards, first with the one
hand and then with the other, without
bracing the hand, so that the entire
arm is in action. The superiorily of
Japanese drawing can probably be
traced to the custom of that land to
make the children practice painting
and drawing without the use of any
stick or supporting device for the
hand. They are taught to draw at
the same time they are taught to
write*the letters of their alphabet, and
they are taught to use both hands
equally in the task. :
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HIDE AND SEEK.

This Old Game §s Oftem Piayed By the
Navies of the Werld.

The pursuit of Cervera’s fleet is not
without its parallels .in history. The
search for Sir John Franklin was a
great deal like trying to find a needle
in a haystack. His expedition was
last spoken in July, 1846, and there-
after disappeared without trace into
the then unknown maze of sounds and
islands between Baffinland and Bri-
tish North America, comprising 60 de-
grees of longitude and nearly 25 of
latitude, hidden in Arctic darkness,
bound in ice and covered with snow for
the greater part of every year. Morfe
than 20 expeditions searched that im-
mense area, first for the explorers,
and then for documents telling of their
fate, but it was not until 1859 that Sir
Francis McClintock, in command of
Lady Franklin’s forlorn hope, the lit-
tle Fox, succeeded where so many had
failed. Nelson's celebrated quest af-
ter the French fleet, previons to the
Battie of the Nile, throughout the
Mediterranean, and to the West Indies,
is another notable historical example
of hunting for a man who had Jjust left.

e
USERS OF MORFHINE.

The Independance Belge has made a
compilation of “morphine fiends,”
found among men and women in differ-
ent vocations of life. - Out of 230 cases,
umong 22 classes of occupations, scien-
tists, artists and journalists were
found least addicted to the habit, but
thers were 69 physicians in the num-
ber. Eighteen cases were charged to
workingmen and 20 against pharma-
cists. In all ocoupations women ap-
peared at as great a disadvantage as
men.

require ‘the effort of
are urged by . fhe
1 officials. Large

at Hidden House, |
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TIRED AND LANGOID

THE EXPERIENCE OF AN ESTIM-
ABLE YOUNG LAl:l.

Her Rlood Was Poor and Watéfy.-Suffered
From BSiek DMeadaches and Fainting
Spells—tiow She Regained Health's
Bloom.

The Recorder, Brockville, :
On one of the finest farms in Wo!
ford township, Grenville ocounty, re=
sides Mr,and Mrs. Alonzo Smith and
family. Mr. Smith is perhaps one of
the best known menin the county, as
in addition to.being a practical farraer
he represents several agricultural ime
plement ccmpanies. His family cone
sists of two es.imable daughters, the
eldest being seventeen years of age,
[0 a correspondent of the Brockville
Recorder who recently called at Mr,
Smith’s, Miss Minnie E. Smith, the
eldest daugnter, related the following
story:—“About two years ago I was
taken quite ill. I "became pale and
linguid, and if I undertook to do any
work about the house, would easily
become terribly fatigued. I became
subj.ot to terrible sick headaches, and
My stomach became so weak that I
loathed fcod., My tiouble was further
aggravated by weak spells, and my
feet, winler or summer, were as opld
as ige; in fact it seemed as if there
was no fecling in them. I tried several
kinds of medicine, but instead of help-
ing me I was growing weaker. One day
in Maich, 18.8, my father brought home
a box of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, I
immediit ly (i ¢ nii.usd the other
medioine and begani taking the pills;
I found that (hrey helpad me and four
more boxes were procured and by the
time I had finichad them I was en~
tirely well. 1bave never had better
bealth inmy life than I am now enjoy=
ing. My appetite is now always good
and I have increased in weight. All
this is due to the efficacy of Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills, and I would advise
iny other young gi.l troubled asI wag
Lo use them, and thay will certainly

cure if {he directions are followed.

The facts above related are impore
lant to paremts, as there are many
young girls just budding into woman-
hood = whose " condition is, to say the
least, more critical than their parents
imagine. Their complexion is pale
and waxy in appearance, troubled
with heart palpitation, headach
shortness of breath cn the slightea!
exercise, faintness and other distreas-
ing symptoms which invariably lead
Lo a premature grave unless prompt
steps are taken to bring about a nate
ural condition of health. In this emer
gency no remedy yet discovered cam
supply the place of Dr. Williamgs' Pinle
Pills, which build anew the blood,
strengthen the nerves and restore the
glow of health to pale and sallow
cheeks. They are certain cure for all
troubles pecuiiar to the female system,
young or old. These Pills also ciire such
diseases as rheumatism, neuralgia,
partial paralysis, locomotor ataxia,
St. Viilus’ Alancs, nervous headache,
nervous prostration, the after effects
of la grippe, influenza and severe colds
diseases depending on humors in the
blood, such as scrofula, chronic erysi-
pelas, etc. Do not be persuaded to ac-
cepi any imitalion, no matter what the
dealer may say who offers it. Imita-
tions never cured any one. See that
the fuli mame Dr. Williams’ Pink Pillg
for Pale People is on the. wrapper
around every box you buy.
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CAPTURING A PYTHON.

Zemark.ble Exhibition of Strength In a
Snake.

Pythons are numerous in the Philip-
pines. We often heard of very large
ones, says Mr. Dean C.. Worcester in
his interesting account of these much-
talked-of-islands, but the nearer we
got to them the smaller they grew.
Finaily, however, we got a fine speci-
men. Some men had found him coiled
up under a failen tree. Arranging
rattan slip-nooses so that he could not
well escape chem, they had then poked
him till he crawled into their snares,
when they jerked the knots tight, and
made the lines fast to Lrees and rocks.

W hen we reached the python [
oearly stepped on himy, for he was
stretched out on the ground and look-
ed for all the world like a log. A ven-
omous hiss warped me of my mistake,
and caused me to beat so sudden a re-
treat as to afford great delight to the
assembled orowd of Tagbanuas.

The reptile had about three feet of
play for his head, and 1 thought it
wise to treat him with respect. Drench-
ing a handful "®f absorbent cotton

ith chloroform, I presented it to him

the end of a piece of bambno.
> bit it savagely and it caught on
nd of his long, recurved teeth,
s0 thyt he cou!d not get rid of it
Saw a most remarkable exh:bi-
tion of brute force.

Under the stimulus of the chloroform
that python broke green rattans (hree-
quarters of an inch in diameter, and
that without apparent exertion. Theras
was no thrashing about. It was all
quiet, steady puiling. He soon brika
or twisted out of every one of his {1 3=
enings except a running noose around
his neck; and goetting a hold for his
tail around a stump, he pulled until
it seemed as if his head would come
off.

Eventually the chloroform quistpd
him somewhat, and I gave him more.
When 'he was still, I stabbed him ta
the heart to prevent further d:ffi-
culty, and removed his skin. He me.s-
ured tweaty-two feet and six iriches.
.

Hawaii’'s foreign trade last year
amounted at $:9,000,000, an increass of
$5,200,000 over that of the year befora.
The gain in population ‘waa 9,916.




