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her soul and discover the secret of love which she kept

hidden there.
. . • * j

Don Luis staggered on his feet. He was intoxicated

with happiness, almost suffered physical pain from thai

unexpected happmess. After the horrible minutes througl

which he had passed amid the impressive surroundings

of the Old Castle, it appeared to him madness to admil

that such extraordinary bliss could suddenly blosson

forth in the commonplace setting of that room at a hotel

He could have longed for space around him, forest

mountains, moonlight, a radiant sunset, all the beautj

and all the poetry of the earth. With one rush, he ha<

reached the very acme of happiness. Florence's very lif

came before him, from the instant of their meeting to th>

tragic moment when the cripple, bending over her an<

seemg her eyes filled with tears, had shouted:

"She's crying! She's crying! What madness! But

know your secret, Florence ! And you're crying !
Florence

Florence, you yourself want to die!"

It was a secret of love, a passionate impulse which, froi

the first day, had driven her all trembling toward Do

Luis. Then it had bewildered her, filled her with feai

appeared to her as a betrayal of Marie and Sauveran

and, by turns urging her toward and drawing her awa

from the man whom she loved and whom she admire

for his heroism and loyalty, rending her with remors

and overwhelming her as though it were a crime, ha

ended by delivering her, feeble and disabled, to the dii

bolical influence of the villain who coveted her.

Don Luis did not know what to do, did not know i

what words to express his rapture. His lips tremble

His eyes filled with tears. His nature prompted him 1


