
AMis lshow easily things go wrong,
A slgh to rnuch, or a kiss too long ;
There cornes a ni6t and a drlving rain,
And the wvorld is nitver tise saine again.

A minute later footstcps approachoed throughi tbc
darkncss, and tlicy hecard Sidncy's voicc calling thein.

1kllw can 1 clasp bis hiand again," thought Frank,
bitterly, as hoe joined thien.

P'ART IV.
Thrce years had passed sinco that starmy nighit iii

the Bois (le Boulogne, thrce years fraught with events
bath grave and gay. It w~as November again; it
was thc annivorsary of that very day %vhcn Vereker
had lcft Paris for ïMarseilles, on bis way ýo Australia,
and hiad takon bis sad and guilty farewell of his
friend's wvife.

Frank sat in his coinfartable office iii Thragmar-
ton strct, Melbourne, and thanked bis stars lie w~as
flot outsidc, for one of thoso terrible dust storrns, that
havc fio equal throughout the world, wvas blowing,
and which scarch out evcrything in thecir aggrcssivc
magnificence, until thoy cîcar the long, wide strects
completcly of passengers.

Vercker walkcd ta the office window and lookcd
out, but flot bcing able ta sue the other side of the
street for dust, ho sat down again, and business bcing
du]), thoughit lie inighit indulge i the ]uXury of a
pipe. He was rcaching bis hand for the tobacco jar
and humming a little song at thc saine tirne wvhen ho
hcard the bell of tic outer office ring, and a moment
later the office boy announced, 'l lady ta sec >'ou, sir."

"A lady ta sec me?" rciterated Frank, in niuch
surprise. Ho didn't suppose a dog %vould be walk-
ing. the streots of Melbourne in such a starni much
less a lady, ta sec hiin. IlWbat name ?> he asked.

IlPlease sir, she didni't give no name," replied the

boy."Show lier ini," a little curtly, for ho felt ho ivas
being donc out of bis pipcý

The next moment in came Esme Harton; tiusbing,
haîf timidly, half joyously, and whollý beautiful. As
she saw the look of bcwildermcnt, quickly succceded
by anc ncarly approaching horror, that camne over
his face, the flush dicd out of hors, and pale and
terrified at his expression, she came a littie nearer.

IlFrank, why do you look at me. so strangely ? 1
havc corne ail this long, long way ta sc yau, corne bc-
cause you told me that if ever "-

He interrupted her coldly,-sternly--" Mfrs. Hartoîi,
before you say any mcwe, before you say things that
perhaps afterwards you would give a good 4eal ta
recail, 1 must tell yau-it is my duty ta do so-that
I arn married ; that 1 have bc-en married-two yeat-s."

" And you swore ta be truc ta nme," she murmured
îvith wvhite lips.

"Truc ta you," ho rcpeatod, almosi scorntully,
"Mrs. Harton, don't'you knowv that your husband is

the best and truest followv that ever Iivcd, my dearcst
fricnde aithougli 1 wrongcd bun s0 dcoply. Surely a
waman knows that hiowevcr grcatly a man loves hier,
if sho Ibaves a good and truc lîusband for his sake,
he must lase aIl respect for hier. It is truc 1 askcd
you ta corne witli mc, yoti rcfuscd, and I respectcd
you for it. It is truc 1 wrotc ta you froni Melbourne,
urging. you again ta corne, and you ignor±d my
letters, and then, whlen at last 1 liad told myseîf that

you wee too ood and pure ta listen -ta ine, and
detcrmincd ta forgèt yau and marry a true ànd good
girl of my acquaintatîce, thon,. I say, just as I amn
learoing ta knlow %lrat a quiet and peaeefui life is,
you-break tbrougli your bonds, bcave the best bu-
band in the world, and shanicbcssly take tlîis long,
long jaurnoy ta seck nie out, ta once more tenipt nie
as >'ou did on tlîat nover to bc forgCotten night. in the
Bois de ýBoulagnc. It Nias your fault thonl, it'is vour
fault nbiv. 1 nover meant ta hàve told you thiat 1
lovcd you, till you Icaned your hcad upon my breast
and told me yaur hicart was brcalzina-"

Motionless, she stood beforo liii, ber face looking
as though it wcrc carved out of niarble, her bands
lockcd together, ber great groyl eycs fixcd an bim, as
tho bitter words issucd froin bis lips.

Thon With. anc gasping sob she feil at his feet.
When he stoopéd ta raisc hier she Wvas dead.

1I wonder," said Mrs. Vcrckcr, two day s lator,
I1 wonder, Frank, how~ tîiese ncwspapers came ta bc

ovcrlaoked. Just sec, tlîcy arc dated montbs back.
How~ very car.eless; you should spcak -ta the post-
master about it ;". thon, as she carelcssly ran her cyos
clown the "hrhmarriagos'and dcaths,» of the
Times, she paused at a nine in the last list--
"Frank, didn't you tell mie that the tinfortunàte.lady-,

wha. dicd of heart disoa-se in your office the other
day, was namced Harton? 1 wonder if this wai a
relative of hers ? -

«On, Fobruary 3rd, at Woodlands, Rowtown,
Chcshire, Sidney Harton, aged 34."

I wonder?" said Frank..


