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«James, James, that speech ivas littie like you. Sit down and
corne to yourself; 1 arn sure you are flot so mean as to grudge
Donald the rights oflis good birth."

c"Donald McFarlzine shall have ail the riglits be bas worked for;
and wben hie gets bis just payment he ivill lie in Glasgow jail."

"James, you are ill. You have not been bere for a week, and
v-ou look so unlike yourself. I know you mnust be ill. Will you
lot ie send for our doctor ?" And she approached hirn kindly,
and looked w'ith anxious scrutiny into bis face.

Hie put lier gently away, and said in a thick, rapid voice,
"Clhristine, 1 caine to-niglit to tell you that Donald àMeFarlane

is unworthy to corne into your presence-he, bas forged your
father's name.'

"James, you are rniad, or iii, w'hat you say is just impossible!"
"I arn neither mad nor il]. I will prove it, if you wish."

At these words every trace of sympathy or feeling vaîdshed
froin lier face; and she sýaid in a low, hioarse ivhisper,

",You caninot prove it. I would flot bel ieve such a thing possible."
Then with a pitiless particularity lie went over ail the events

i'elating to the note, and held it out for lier to examine the signa-
tulle.

"Is that David Carneron's writilg? lie cried; "did you ever
see such a wveak imitation? Themzan is afool aswell as avillain."

Christine gazed blankly at the 'witness of lier cousin's gult, and
James, carried away with the -%vicked impetuosity of bis passion-
ate accusations of Donald's life, did not sce tlie fair face set in
white despair and the eyes close wearily, as with a piteous cry slie
feli prostrate at bis feet.

Ali, lbow short was bis triumph! Wlien lie sawv the ruin that
bis words liad made be shrieked aloud in bis terror, and agony.
I-lelp was at hand, and doctors were quickly brougbt, but she bad
received a shock from ivbich it seemed impossible to revive lier.
David was brought borne, and knelt in speeehless distress by the
side of bis insensible child, but no hope lighitened the long, terrible
niglit, and wbpn the reaetion came iii the rnorning, it came in the
fori of fever and delirium.

Questioned closely by David, James admitted nothing but that
while talking to him about Donald McFarlane she had fallen at
his feet:. and Donald could only say that lie liad that evening told
lier lie wvas going to Edinburgh in two weeks, to study law witli
bis cousin, and that hie liad asked bier to be lis wife.

This acknowledg-men t bound David and Donald in a closer com-
munion of sorrow. James and bis sufferings were searcely
noticed. Yet, probably-, of aIl tha-t unhappy company, he suffered
the Mnost. H1e loved Christine with a far deeper affection than
Donald liad ever drearned of. He would have given bis life for
bers, a'nd yet he had, perhaps, been ber murderer. IIow lie liated
Donald in those days!1 What love and remorse tortured hlm!t
And wbiat availed it that lie lad bouglit the powver to ruin the
Rlan lie liated? Hie was afraid to use IL. If Christine lived, andj


