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AS HIGH AS HIS HEART.

A STORY IN WHICIH THE UNUSUAL HAPPENED.
By Puworessor CLARENCE MiLes BoUTELLE.
(CUNCLODED).

“ ¢ You—you'd better. I'll not be responsible fur what may happen if
you remsio. I love Miriam Manton bstter than I love my own life. I
would give my soul in her service ' )

“I didn't'see Miriam that dsy, nor the mext. Her father did the
necessary work in the house, as well as attending to the work outside, and
offered every pussible attention to tke young lady—said, so the old man
told me, that she was sick enough to lie in bed, but not sick enough to
need a doctor.

“ As for me I remaiced iv my room and wrote savagely. The desperate
assaults I made on the political foes, Republicans aud Democrats slike,
sounded well on the platform last week. But they seemed to lack eoie-
thing of the fire I put into them when I wrote them. Thes, I was thioking
of a brut« called Jack Targon, o lovely and wickedly used young lady
pamec Miriam, and a cettain fool denominsted Roscoe Yaleatine. He
wcid bave hed a sluggish brain, indeed, who would not have wrilten
strongly under the circumstances.

“The third day Miriam reappeared. She looked pale and worn. Iler
fathor, good and unsuspicious goul, evidently guessed at no reason for her
etate beyond some slight physical ailment. But I--Iknew better. I knew
the woman had passed thraugh one of the spiritual crises of her existence.
I was anxious and {rcrobling, and morbidly anxious to know what the
result had been. But Tcouldn't find out, no matter how hard snd how
cunniogly I tried.

“ We talked together, day after day, while she did the duties of her day
in the kitchen—and while I ncglecied my pen and paper, forgetung that
¢ the people * wished me to staad betweea them and their enemmes—Repub-
lican rout and Democratic disaster—at Washingtoo.

“ \We talked togesher, day after day, when her work was dome. Wt
rowed on lake and river. We rode slowly down shady lanes bebiod her
father's leisurely horse. We lingered, time and agaip, by lake and stream,
in vailey aod on hill, until the pight grew strong and sturdy in the sky.

“ 1 told ker of the world she had not known, of my life, my triumph,
wy aspirations. I gave her glimpses, fleeting, fascinsting, vague, of the
wisdem and culture beyond the va'leys that held her—beyond the high
hills that bedged her in.  Sbe listened greedily, gloatingly. She learned
much from me, much. Bat I learned more from her, incalculably more.”

* How sad so few can profit from such wisdom,” said Joho.

“ How sad,’”’ echoed Valestine.

«1 am not quite certain, now, whether I bad fears of any other danger
than that that came from my mentality. I suppose I ought to bave feared.
1t is so much easier, you know, to understand a story at the end of it.”

¢ VWhy, I don’t know about that,” said John. “1 worked out your story,
all bat the details, of course, before you began it.”’

¢ Jndeed,” said Valentine.

¢ There was danger ; and we found it one night. We had walked far
that sfternoon ; we had lingered long that evenlng. Ard, whon the moon
108¢, Wwe were more than a mile from home.

“We stcod beside a huge tree. 1leaned againet the trunk. The gir,
her bat off 2nd held In her haod, her head thrown back against the rough
bark of the forust giast, looked up into my fsce with a eaucy smuc, ‘as
high as my heari,’ God help me, and almost leaning against my breast as
she stood there.

* e had not epokep for many niinutes. I did not know what was in
her mied—her heart. 1 orly knew how hard 1 was fightiog fate's battle in
my own ; 1 was struggling, struggliog hard against an almest irresistabic im-
pulse to teke her in my s:ruws, stoop 2ud kiss her, and tell ner that Ler love
or its withholding would mako tae difference between beaven and hell for
me.

Some ugly and uneasy bird of night, far away, gave a discordant cry.
Somec distant b=ast of prey sosiled a hoarsa nole of devilish triumph, while
the victim of his seeds shniled cut a faltening end faliog sob of apgony.
The frcgs in the far away waters chorused thur complaiots. Tuc suddea
wizds in the tree tops muttered moodily and ‘mysteriously ; and the tinkle
of the tiny stream, near at hsnd, scemed preternaturally loud 1o the dark-
neea.

* Something, some one stirred in the thickst yorder. .

“ The moonlight glistened and glinted on some shimmeriogly shiny
thiog that was not there 2 mioute bafore, . i

* A riflc rang out. The bail struck between the woman acd me.  Shi-
vers of batk rained about us. My coat was cot and plerced, aad” Miriam
lost a generous golden trese, cut away by the leaden messenger of jealousy
atd hate £a clean and deftly as ooe could have deac it with aknife. I shall
kcep the shining treasurc as long as 1live. It will bz buried as high as my
beart when 1 am dead and gone.

“ Well, we burricd home. And—whst could 2 man bave done? X
kiswed her again, for the sccond iime in my liic, as I etood at her father's
door. And, as she wen? ip, the «ld man came out and took my hand io
silence, He saw e give the kiss. This warm hapd-clasp was his bice-
s:ng.”
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p h" ‘ There are some queer characters Inthe world, aren't there?” asked
ohn.

# Don’t forget that Mr. Manton is not the only one,” replied Valentine.

CHAPTER 1V.

% Leon Kerrall has returned,’ said Miriam to me the next morning,
when I came down late to breakfast. ¢Lson Kerrall has coms, and so you
must o, Your life will not be werth a day's purchase, now® that he 1s here
again.’ She came to where I sat. She looked down 1ato my eyes. She
laid her shapely hands caressingly upon my ahoulders. ¢ Promise me you
will go,’ she pleaded ; *say that you will go. For Gud's sake, promise me.’

‘“ Bat I—I knew she meant for Miriam's sake, and the sweet assurance
made me eo happy I could not consent. I only shook my head.

“ She told me, at noon, that she had slipped into my room ~und packed
all my belongings for me. I know how happy it had made her to be of so
much service to me. I could see, in her eyes, the shadow of the coming
agony of parting. But she begged me, the tears standiug ia her eyes, to go
—50 50 far that the wrath of L:oa Kerrall woaid never find me,  She weat
down on her koces, this grandly glorious woman, and pleaded with me to
go—and ncver come again.”

* How she must have loved you,” said John,

‘ I should say she did,” agreed falentine.

‘* We walked together, again that night. T hardly koow why. One
would have supposcd the experience of a former danger would have been
enough. Perhaps the sweews of the preseat were 80 great as to leave the
thoughts of danger in the swiftly coming future an impossibility. I wasno
coward. Asked my candid opision, I think I should have said that I
bzlieved no man would care to repeat—on the following night—the mur-
derons attempt of the night before. As for the woman, I do not know what
she thought. ’

“ I only koow that she picked the way we went. Ionly know we went
toward the gateway between our two worlds ; the gateway throuzh which 1
might go out from the world of her prasent, alone and forever. We climbad
the last hill.  We stsed ther., under the thick shelter of the trees, and
looked out and down and away. Follow the way in which I walked now,
unturning, unhesitating, unrelenting, and 1 should never see again the home
in wbich I bad met and loved the woman who stoad at my side—the foar-
less womso who seemed as far removed from me as though a thousand for-
gotten ycars of time, or a willion miles of trackless space, stretched out
bstweca us and held us asunder. Down on the pliio, a loog, low-lying
lire, was the railroad.

¢ I never saw 1t bzfore,’ she said, ¢ I never came so tar.
way out. Itis3 theiron that bars me ia.
God's pame go.’

‘¢ ¢ Miriam,' I said, ‘I will not go.'

¢ You shall. Wby will younot ¥’

‘¢ Because I love you. Beocause I love you better than anything clse
in the universe of God. Because I love you as noman, in all the dusty
ages, dead and gone, ever beifore loved wornan.'

* She 1sid ber hand upon oy shoulder. She lcaned her head against
my breast.

“¢ As you love me,’ she said, softly, slowly, sweetly, ¢so I love you.
Your happiness, your triumphs—these are the desrest wishes of oy soul.
It is in the sacred name of this love, our mutual love, that I bid you go.’

#¢ I.—1 do not understand you,' I said, ¢ why may not a man, loved and
beloved, stay by the sido of the ons he loves 2’

* ¢ Yoa do not uaderstand us,’ she said slowly, ! you do not understand
us nor our ways. Much as you love me, you do not understand even me.
You do a0t know Jack Targon, not in any true sense. You have no idea of
the desperate wickedness of such a man as Lzon XKorrall. Here, take
this,” and she drew a fulded paper from hzer bosom and handed it to ms,
‘and read it and try to understand. It came for you this morning. Itook
it, read at, hid it, hepiog to spare youa the horror of it Believe me, friend,
lover, the need is desperate, 1adeed, when I give you this.’

“Itookit. I held it near the end of my cigar. I slowly deeiphered it
by means of the wezk and unsteady hght.

“¢Leon Kerrall hzs tried oace,’ it began, abruptly, ¢ 20d has failed. He
will 2ot fail asrcond time. And, yet, heis not uowilling to give you a
chance ; your blood to on ycur own head if yoi. refuse to peglect it.  You
will walk te-pight ; you will walk with Mirlam. Very well.

¢ \Walk to the railrvad. B: ut the station at midoight, and I give you
my word you shall go in sxfeiy. I swear to you that the woman shell go
home unharmed.

‘¢ ¥ail, in apy respect, to do as 1 have said, and I will kill you.

“¢Lrox KennaLvn!

It is youriron
Farewell, You will go. Ia

«+ . 5.—Gu home again with the grl, and I will kiil you both.’

“¢ Go, to save my lifc,’ she faltcred, when I letthe paper fall from my
fivgers to the grourd.

¢« To save your life,’ I aid, * I will go.
less could make me go.’

¢+ JI never doabted that.!

¢ 1 shall come again, soon—speedily.’
“She sighed in a weary, alwosta heart-broken way.
¢ 1t 1s better you should uot, far better,’ she said, sadly,

Belicve me, Miriam, nothing

¢ We should
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