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.AS HI1GH AS 111S IIEART.
A STORY IN WHICII THE UNUSUAL HAPPENED.

i3Y P'îoiESSOR CLARENCE MIL1FS BOUTELLE.
(tUNi.LUDED>.

"'o..yo'd butter. l'Il not bc rcsponsible fur what may happen if
You lernsio. I love Iliriani Manton better than I love my oiwn lite. 1
wouldi give rny soul in ber service I'

«Il didn'i sec Miiiarn that day, nor the next. licr father did tbc
iPeccssisry work in the house, as well as attending to the work autside, and
offercd every puesible attention to the young Iady-said, sO the old man
told me, that ehe was sick enough to lie in lied, but not 8ick enough to
nced a doctor.

Il As formtel remained in my room and wrote savagely. The despetate
assault8 I made on the political foes, Republicatis and Democrats alike,
aouridcd %çell on the platforma last wcek. But they seemed ta lack soine-
tbieg of the fire I put int thein when I wrote thcm. Then, 1 was tlàitkingp
of a brutt called jack Trargon, a lovely and vwlckedly used youeg lady
narned Miriam, and a cettain fool denoeiinatcd RoBcoe Valentine. He

ic'd have liad a Bluggidh braie, indecd, wvho svuuld not have written
strong'iy under tbe circumnatances.

IlThe third day Miriamn reappeared. She looked pale and worn. ler
father, good and unsuspicious soul, evidently guessed ai no reason for h.-r
etate beyond sorte slight physical ai'rmeut. -But I--I kneivbetter. I knew
the woman had passed through one of the splr;tual crises of bier existence.
I nss anxious and trembling, and rnarbidly aexious to knosv ibat the
result had been. But T couldn't find out, no rnatter bow bard and how
cunningly I tried.

IlWe talked together, day after day, tvhile she did the duties of lber day
je the kitchen-and whilc 1 neglec.ed rny pcn and palier, forgetting that
' the people'» wished me to sta.id betwren them and their enemies--Repub-
lican rout and ])emzcratic disister-.it Washington.

Il We talked together, day after day, when hcer work was done. Wt
rowed on laite and river. %Ve rode slowly down sb.ady lanes beblnd bier
father's leisurely horee. W e lingered, time and again, by lake and stream,
ina valoy and on bill, until the nigbt grew strong and sturdy iu the sky.

IlI roid ber ofthie world ebe had not ýeown, of niy lite, my triumph,
nay aspirations. I gave lier glirnpses, fleeîing, fasciesting, vague, of the
wisdcmn ard culture beyoed the va11eys that held her-beyond the high
bills tbat hedged her in. Sbe listened greedily, gloatingly. She learned
much from me, much. But 1I lareed more froa bier, inealculably more."

"How sad so few can profil (rom euch wvisdom,"* said John.
"llow sad," cchoed Vaientine.
1I am not quite certain, nowr, wbethtr 1 had fears of aný other danger

than that thst came from my metality. 1 suppose I ought to bave feared.
It is so much casier, you keow, to underatand a story at the end of it."

IlWhy, 1 don't know about that," said John. Il 1 workcd out your story,
ail but the detailv, of course, betore you brgan it."

"Indeed," said Valentine.
"There wvas danger ; and we (oued If one night. WVe hall walked far

ihat afternoon ; Wc had lingered long that eveang. And, whon the moon
rose, wvc ivere more than a toile frorn home.

IlWc stc ad beside a binge trec. I leaed againet the trunk. The girl,
ber bat off and hield le lier hand, bier bead throtvn back agaieat the rough
b3rk of the for,st giant, lovked up into my f3ce -vith a eaucy smle , ' as
high as my hcar.,' Uod belli ne, and airnost lcaning against my brcast as
she stood there.

*Il WC ad not e,)okcD (or many minutes. I did not knor« vihat wias in
ber mind-her heait. 1 ouly knew bow bard 1 was fighting fâte's b2tit in
my own ; 1 was strnggling, struggling bard again3t an almcst irrcs*istab*. imn-
pulse ta take ber in rny armes, stoop -Ld kiss hier, and tell nxer that ber love
or its A ithbolding would mako the différence b.-tr.cen licaven and bll for
me.

Some ugly and uneasy bird .,f rrlt, far awày, gave a discordant cry.
Sorne distant b:astè of prcy 8aarled a ho2sa note of dcvi ijeb triumph, white
the victrrn of bis needs ahrilled out a faltering and failing sob of agony.
Tht Ircge ln the far away waters chorused tîbvrr complaints. Taic suddcu
wirds le the tree tops nauttered rnoodrly and 'mystcriously ; and the tinkle
of the tiny stream, near ai band, semed pretcrnaturally Iond in the dark-
Mca?.

"Sometblng, some one stirrcd je the thichet yonder.
"The moonligbit glistcned and glintcd na Eorne :shimmerlngly shiny

thing that wras not zherc a minute b.-fore.
-A rifle rang ou!. The bail struck b' Lvieeu the wornan and me. Sli-

«vers cf baik r.ined about ne. My coat was cnt and plerced, and' Miriarn
bast a gencrans golden trese, cut awa.y by the leaden messenga-r of jealousy
and hâte ce clean an'] deffly as one could bave donc a 'wilh a keifé. I shalh
kcep the shlDng Ireasurc as long as 1 livc. It will b:: buricd as higli as my
heart wbeu 1 arn dead and gone.

IWeil, we hurried home. And-whit could a man bave dlone I
k.sa!d bier agairn, for !be second ;imc in my life, as I stand at ber fathcr's
door. .And, as ehe wen' .ln, the aid man came out and took my hand in
silence. lic saw =e Sive the kiss. This warm hand*clasp was bis ble-.
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" 'There are sane qucer characters In the world, aron't there ?" asked
John.

"Don't, forget that lMr. Manton is not the only one,"~ replied Valentine.

CIIAPTER IV.

"Leon Rerrail bas returned,' said lriami ta me the next morning,
'whcu 1 camne dowu laie ta breakfasi. 'Itou Kerr-111 bas corne, r<nd 3o you
musti so. Your lite 'ivili not be wortli a day's purchase, now that hae is tâere
again.' She came tu 'ivlicre I sat. Sie looked down inta my cyca. Sne
laid bier shapely hands caressingly upon my ahouldera. « Promise me you
Mill go,' shc plcadedi say tirat you wrll go. Fur Gud'a eake, promuse me.,

"lBut 1-I knew she meant for Miriam's eake, and the sweet assurance
muade me £o happy I could not consent. I only shook my bad.

"lShe tald mue, rat noon, that she bad slipped mb rnmy room "mnd packed
ail rny belongings for me. 1 kuow how happy it bad made bier ta be of sa
ruuch service to me. 1 couid ste, in lier quea, the shadow of tht coming
agony af partlng. But she brggeu' me, the tcars standing in bier eyes, ta go
-go sa tar that the wrasîh uf L-un Kcrrill wouid neyer find me. S3he werat
dawn on bier keces, ihis grandly glaonos 'voman, and pleaded 'vith me ta
go-and never corne again."1

" IIow she must have loved you," said John.
"I ahculd say she did," agrccd Valcutine.

IlWc walked together, again that night. 1 hardly know wby. One
would have supposed the expenience of a formtr danger would have beera
enough. Perhaps the svicels of the pteseut were so greit as to leave the
thoughts of danger iu tht swiftly coming future an imposiibility. 1 was no
coivard. Asked my candid opinion, I thiek 1 aetould bave said that I
believed no man wrould care ta repeat-on tIre following night-tbe mur-
deroils atternpt of the nigbî betore. As for thc woman, 1 do flot know what
shr thought.

'lI only know that she picked th.- vay 'ire went. I only know we wient
toward the gateway h:twecn aur twa 'ivonlds ; the gateway through which 1
Cmit go out f rorn the world afilher preserit, alone and forever. Wc clirnbzd
thr hast bill. WeV st',cd thex.., under the thtck shelter of the trees, and
lookcd ouI and dlowna and avway. Follow the way ie w'aich 1 walked now,
unturning, unhesitating,. uerelenting, and .i ahould nover set again the homne
in 'vbich I had met anad loved the waman who eto3d at my side-the tear-
less womisn who rieemed as fe~r removed from, me as thongh a thousand for-
gotten ycars of lime, or a million miles of trackless space, stretcbed out
bttweea us and held us asuender. Dj'in on tht plii, a long, Iow-lying
uine, was the railroad.

I neyer saw it be:fore,' she said, 'I1 neyer came so far. It is yonr iron
way out. It iî th:e iron tbat bars m.- in. Farewell. Yota vrtt go. la
God's narne go.'

3Miriam,' I said, 1 1 will flot go.'
"'on shaîl. Wby will you not Il
'Because 1 love you. flecause 1 love you better than anything tise

in the universe of Gad. Because 1 love you as no man, iu ail the dusty
ages, dead1 and gant, e.rer bel ore !oved warnan.'

IlShe laid ber band upon my shoulder. She le-ancd ber head agaiest
my breast.

Il'1As you love me,' she said, sofîly, alowly, swcetly, ' so I love you.
Your happleas, your trinmphs-tbese are tht dearest wiishes of my soul.
It is in the sacred name of tbis love, our mutual love, that 1 bid you go.'

I1-I do not understsud you,' 1 said, ' wby rnay flot a man, loved and
beloved, etay by the sideof tht one bc loves?'

Von Yu do ot utiderstand u2,,' sbc 8aid slowly, 1 you do flot understand
us nor our waye. Much as you love me, you do not understand even me.
You do mot knoiv jack Targan, mit ina any truc sense. Van bave neidea af
the desperate ivickednicas of such a rian as Leon Rorrall. lte, take
thie,' aud she draiv a fulded palier fromn be.- bosorn and banded it to me,
4 and read it aed try ta uederstsnd. 1: came for you this morninig. I took
it, read it, hid it, hoî>reg to a;.are yuu the horror ai iL fl:l:cve me, fricnd,
lover, the necd is dt,;p.rate, ,radced, 'irben 1 give you this.'

II took if. I held it noir the end ai my cigar. I slowly deripheredl it
by reans of the wczik and unsteady light.

Il'1Lcon Kerrail bas tried once,' il b:gan, abruptly, ' and bas failed. Ht
wiili mot (ail a sf cDnd tiret. And, yet, bc is not unwilling ta give you a
c'xanco ; your bl:nod to on ycur own heàd if yo;. refuse to ncglec&. 11. You
will waILk tc-nigrhi ; you will walk vnilh bliriam. 'cry weil.

~' Walk to the railivad. B.- ut the station at midnight, ced I give yau
my ward you shali go in afc;.y. I swcar ta you that tht worn shr.11 go
home unbarmcd.

"Fail, le rany resp.-ct, ta do as 1 have suid, and I will kill you.
Il' LroN lKEIALL.'

'P. S.-Gj home mgain wîith tht g'rl, and 1 iih kilt you bDth.'
"Go, ta save my life,' she faltcrcd, 'ivben I let tht paier fIl frorm My

firgerB ta tht ground.
"' 1To save yaur lite,' 1 zaid, ' I will go. Believe mc, Miriam, nothing

less could maire me go.'
I -I never doubtcd that.'

Il' I shai! carne again, sooe-spcedily.'
She sighed iu a wenry, alImost a heart-braken wiay.

It is better you should unit, far bc-ttcr,' shic said, sadly. Wc should
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