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CUMNER'S SON

they closed. When they opened again, she said:
"It is strange that I never thought of his marry-
ing again. And now I want to kill her—just foi
the moment. That is the selfish devU in me
Well, what is to be done, monsieur? There is

the Morgue left. But then there is no Morgue
here. Ah, well, we can make one, perhaps—we
can make a Morgue, monsieur."

"Can't you see that he ought to be left the rest
of his life in peace?"

"Yes, I can see that."

"Well, then!"

"Well—and then, monsieur? Ah, you did not
wish him to marry me. He told me so. 'A fickle
foreigner,' you said. And you were right, but it
was not pleasant to me. I hated you then,
though I had never spoken to you nor seen you;
not because I wanted him, but because you inter-
fered. He said once to me that you had told the
truth in that. But—and then, monsieur?"
"Then continue to efface yourself. Continue

to be the woman in the Morgue."
"But others know."
"Yes; Henri Durien knows, and M. Barr6

suspects."

"So, you see."

"But Henri Durien is a prisoner for life; he
cannot hear of the marriage unless you tell him.
M. Barr6 is a gentleman; he is my friend; his
memory will be dead like you."

"For M. Barr6, weh! But the other—Henri.
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