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P,^®-
?-''*^n» as if conscience stabbed him, he flunK the

thing violently away. *

'The chance has gone!' he exclaimed, taking ab"med step or two along the little strip of floor left
free by the mountain of books. • Of course she said
she would rather stav in London ! Of course she saidwhat she knew would please me ! When—when did
she ever say anything else ! And I was cruel enough—
base enoucrh

—

trt inf. hat> ^^^u^ ^i •<< . . ^ *.

leapt at the hope of going to live in the country

!

I faiew what she was suffering ; I knew it, I tell yoi !And, like a selfish coward, I let her suflfer—I let herdrop down and die—die !

'

' Any hour,' I said, 'may bring you the reply from
Mrs. Keetmg. Of course it will be favourable, and thegood news
'Too late I have kiUed her! That woman won't

write. She s one of the vulgar rich, and we offended
ner pride

; and such as she never forgive.'
He sat down for a moment, but started up again inan agony of mental suffering.

tnif?S '^ ?y^g-and there, there, that 's what has
killed her

!
He gesticulated wildly towards the books.

I have sold her life for these. Oh '—oh »

'

With this cry he seized half a dozen volumes, and,
before I could understand what he was about, he had
flung up the wmdow-sash, and cast the books into the
street. Another batch foUowed ; I heard the thudupon the pavement. Then I caught him by the arm,
beld him fast, begged him to control himself.

thJ^ru^^\^'' -.L-nV"^- '
I 1°**^« the sight of

then., fhey have killed my dear wife '

'

He said it sobbing, and at the last words tearsstreamed from his eyes. I had no difficulty now inrestraimng hun. He met my look with a gaze of in-
famte pathos, and talked on while he wept.

If you knew what she has been to me ! When shemarried me I was a ruined man twenty years older


