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in tbe west end. 1 lianded my card to a
waiter and after a brief delay was usbered
into a well furnislied apartment on tbe sec-
ond flat. Summer was stili lingering, but
a fire was burning in tbe grate. 1 looked
at tbe fiames and waited, filled witb bar-

Jý rible presentiments, of 1 knew not what.
Ln a few minutes tbe doar opened and for
the second tirne I stood face to face witb
Ida de IRiche. Lt was the saine tail dark

kwoman with the saine strange, fascin-
ating beauty, that beauty wbicb seeme not
morely on tbe surface, but wbich is sugges-
tive of sometbing deeper and almost inde-
finable. But the face was cbanged;ý in-
stead of the nervous irresoute expression I
liad noticed before, the woman who stood
before me bad written upon every curve ni
ber clear cut lips an imperiousness that was
altogethor new Vo me.

Hor expression bad become barsb and
sinister, and as I lookod af ber it seemed Vo
me impossible that sbe could bave written
certain passages of tbat paper, but there
wero otbers wbicb could only bave been
penned by sncb a woman.

She groeted me witb an icy bow, but in
tbe flasb of ber dark eyes 1 read in my
misery tbe glance of scorn.

"I have the pleasure o? speaking to
Miss de Riche ~

"To Mies de iRicbe;" ebe smiled ironie-
ally. Tbis smile maddened me more tban
any words could bave done, but 1 managed
to master myself and to speak at least co-

"I bave ta apologize to, you, madam,
for a pieco of negligence whicb bas probably
done infinitely more liarm to me than Vo
yanrsoif" I pointed to tbe lest manuscript
whicb 1 still held in my band. I do not
tbink so," sbe stood there in front nf me
spoaking almost mecbanically. 1 banded
the manuscript Vo ber.

IlYou do not wisb us ta use it naw 1" 1
asked. IlJ do not."

Sbe walked quietly to, the fireplace and
comamenced slowly Vearing it up page by
page, watcbing tbe fiames devour it witb a
kind ni foerce amusement and apparently
utterly ablivions of my presenco. I fol-
lowed lier mavements in a dulI stupor, feel-
ing uttorly pawerless to, provent ber.

"You will neyer learn th~e bistory of
that paper," she remarked coolly, once more
turning ber dark eyes full upon me.

IlGod belp me, 1 beliovo I know it
already. Lt lias baunted me-that manu-

* script." Something in my vaice startled
ber in spite of ber self-possession.

"Mon Dieu 1 But you are serions-
Isn't tbat rather silly, espocially for an
editor 1" 111 do noV know if I am silly,
but I do know that I am in earnest."

The woman's face seemed ta, soften, it
was like tbe melting ai marble. Her voice
ehook sligbtly as sho said bal to borself,
"Lt was my last cbance, and beaven knows

j that 1 bad done my best. Witbout hope
Vhis abstraction ai duty je lifeles-it je tho
beart and net the brain wbichb las to an-
swer tbe a quoi bon of pbilosaphy.",

"I Vbtink there is the pitb of that ro-
mark amangst tbose ashes," and I pointed
in the direction ai tbe fire-place.

*' "Tbe real ashes are bere," and sho prese-
* ed lier beart witb tbe intensity not of melo-

drama, but ai conviction.
And it seemed ta me that in tbis ane

tearless face the lasing battle ai waman's
existence was drawing to a close.

"Mus it end like tbis V
"Miss de Riche!1" I cried implaringly.
Malheureuse," sbe replied, matianing

me to sit down and gazing droamily at tb(
fiickering fiames tbat bad destroyed sc
lightly wbat meant so mucb for both of us.
And then I told ber of my wretcbed mie-
take, it scemod sucb a miserable, trifling
affair that my bopes rose, as 1 told it.
"You understood it tbheil? somebow 1
thought you wonld."

IThank you for tbat-for tbat if for
nothing else."

IIShe looked tboughtful for a moment
and sat down opposite ta me. "You will
write again ' I cried eagerly. "You bave
the power, the gift. Otbers reppat glibly
tbe superficial phrases of the day; wben you
write, it is from the soul, it is part of your-
self. There is lufe before you-hope."

II Hope !" she repeated after me, "lhope."
Her eyes bad grown wonderfully tender,
the sinister expression had died away ; new
possibilities seenle( to struggle into con-
scinusnesa. I drow nearer to bier, IlTell me
tbat the past je dead,» I wbispered, and
tben a cold chll passed through my wbole
being. A change had coine over ber, she
tbrow ber beLi back and stood once more
erect, cold and beautif ul as a Grecian statue.
At this juncture a man entered tbe room
witbont being announced. 11e was a tali
good-looking man with a blase expression,
and a certain equivocal cynicismn aronnd tbe
corners o? hie lips which were slightly
apart.

Miss de Riche did not se, mucb as turn
ber bead ta look at him, but hoe advanced
towards us witb an air of being perfectly at
borne.

IlCara Mia," bie saîd ont !ond in tones
ni easy self-assurance and ignaring my very
existence. Il I amn bored, won't you amuse
me ?' 1 looked at tbe man, 1 rnarked the
curvo of bis thin unerlip, 1 watched the
subtie gleam, dark and treacherous of bis
steely grey oyes, and 1 read Ida de Ricbo's
etory more clearly than any words conld
ever bave Vold it to me. Thon I looked at
ber, lier face was Vurnod Vowards me, and I
saw in lier glance notbing but an infinite
pity.

IlThis ie Count 1"She men-
tioned a foreign name familiar at that time
ta al! Europe, and only familiar becauso it
was3 noterions. "lLot me ordor tbe ecoun-
drel ont ai tbe hanse," I sbonted baarsely.
A look ai genuine amusement passsod aver
the Connt's face.

IPardieu," ho exclaimed, "lbut you and
I sbould be fionde. Le it the wrestle ynn
want or the box a l'Anglais î'

H- was rolling a cigarette between hie
fingers and I looked at Ida de Riche witb-
ont answering him.

It je no use, it je taa late."
1L, je noV Von late Vo nid yon af that

man for ever. Monsieur, I will meet yeu
wbere and wben you will."

II I you are in Paris next February I
shahl bo glad ta accomadate yau, tilI then I
nemain in England and 1 cannot disarrange
my plans aven iar yann convonience En
passant let me remind you that this je my
apartment and that if yon annoy me L shahl
mnst certainly ring tbe bell. Vialent exor-
cise, so early as this, bas been pasitively for-
bidden me by my physicians."

H1e spake quite gently, an amiable emile
playing, upon hie lips, but witb bis band
upan lhe bell.

IlGnod bye," I sail boarsely, " Gond bye
for ever."

"Pour jamais."
Tbe ward baunts me stili as L write

these lines iar away in a foreign land. Lt
bas rung in my ears as ime bas glided an,

and now that the end je fnot far ofF 1 C0

afford to tell this story, and to bid farew11

ta the hopes and the longings oi the pot)'
pour jamaiUs. .J

Toronto.

SIR GERALB PORTAL AS LIrrTERA-
TEUR.

Tbe fragment of narradlve wbicb, like0
broken column above a young mans grave,
Sir Gerald Portai bas left us of bis n3j5 '011
to liganda, illustrates anew a truth reSPect'
ing which there existe one of the cOmliIIa'
est of popular fallacies. The fallacy is that
the temuperament of tbe man of actioni and
that of the literary man are incompatible ;
that tbere is necessarily a divorce betWeefl
words and deeds, s0 that a man skiied 111
the one cannot be great or efficient in the
other. It would be iuteresting to trace the
causes whîch tend to give this notion cor.
rency at various trnes. 0f course qualities
bave their defectH ; and the mûre nien of
action may be a mere macbine of sulent 1110«
tien, the mere man of words a bollow vesse1

of sound, vox et poroterea nih il; and between
these extremes there are numerous grda
tions in wbicb tbe contrariety je also visible-
In our day Carlyle, witb bis worsbip Of '0'
called inarticulate beroes-~neitber CromU
well nor Frederick the Great wae inartiC"-
late, and the latter was a iitterateur-and
bis denunciations of Parliaments, je respcn'
sible for giving a gond deal of emphasîs to
the fallacy ; tbe more so as tbe quafltitY Of
ineffectual wind be expended biinself seenm4
Vo offor an illustration of hie tbeory. But,
as a matter of fact, bistory bas a refutatoO
of this fallacy on every page. Cffl3ar w8a
brilliant orator before he bocame conqueror
of Gaul and founder of tbe Empire ; and hes
wrote a great book. Perbiape CicerO 'Was
rather under the eway of the word ; b'ut
tbere is no denying bo was a great states'
man, and tbough bie bas said it bîmeolf, lie
did save the city wben ho was consul.
Napoleon's proclamations, careftilly calCu'
lated for the efftet of their phraes, are
pieces of literature. No one can' read
Prince Bismarck's speechies or bis letters ini
Busch's Il Memoirs"I without perceiving
tbat lie bas tbe literary gif t in great fore;
and so far from heing a silent persaný he
bas probably as great a propensity ta gar-
rulity as bis present Emppror. One bas
only to tbinfr ni the Sir Philip SidneY8, tha
Sir Walter Raleighs, and the Elizabethane
and Cavaliers generaliy, and the num"Ortls
soldier-scribblers of otber countries-cOui'
ing down to tbe presenit, by tbe way, there
is that excellent journaliet and author Lord
Wolseley-to realise bow baseless is th'$
notion tbat because a man is effective ii the
world of action be cannot Valk an write
and vice versa. Tbe trutb is, that for actioni
in tbe higbest sense a strong infusion of
wliat is usually known as tbe literaly, and
even tbe artistic, temperament is necessary
In otber words, imagination, sympathYl
and even sensibility, are necossary to the
understanding, and consaquently to the
management, ruling or leading of men. The
theme would ho an interesting one to Pur'
sue-examining tbe gif te of orator-states'
men whose speeches are a forai of action'~
of artist-ambassadors like Rubens, and
artiet-engineers and astronomers like Leofi-
ardo, of great travellers like Burton *ho
bave also been great writers-but aireedy
tbis is too long a digression fromn Sir Ge'-
ald Portai.

Sir Gerald, in bis brief but eveiitfliî
career, bad sufficiently proved bimself ail
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