THE ORITIO

13

PR IS

Qe st e avis 8a - s

It takes a very little thing sometimes to raise a man to the very pinnacle
of hesven or thrust b.m dowa to hell,

Aund o it was arranged.  He would allow ber ten dollars a week for
boatd and spending money, and if that were not enough she need never be
afraid to write or ask him for more. He would ask no questions.

In epite of this sssurance, he was surprised to receive three or four re-
quests for money during the first yesr.  First twenty, then thirty, then fifty
dollars.

But he asked po questions. At first he thought her fondness for dress,
or the temptation of the jewelera’ wiodows were at the bottom of it, but as
he could sece no sigo cither aboat her person or in the knick-knacks around
home of new purchases, he could not help wondering whst she was doing
with it,

This was continued during the second year with even grester frequency
and urgency. Was it her parents who were in trouble and whom she was
tryiog to belp? A few questions deliberately put to them satisfied him
that not only were they not borrowing from her, but that they were not
chargiog her anything for board. Was she making up a private purse?

Duriog the third year he began to miss trifies of jewelry and bric-a-brac,
and yet the extra demands for money were not diminished. The private
purse theory would not account for these facts. Three or four times he had
missed mooey from his pocket, Was she a thief?

This question could never have formulated itself in his m.md_onlz for one
thing. At every succeeding visit home she seemed wore distrait. She had
a hunted look, as if she were afraid be would make some uopleasant dis-
covery sbcut her. But he could not doubt her love, for many times of late
when he would caress her tenderly she would put all her soul into the
responsive embrsce, and usually end in & fit of almost hysterical emotlon.

At such times she would say : ¢ O, Hector ! I wish you would take me
with you. I sm dreadfully lonesome aud unhappy when you are away.’
These frequent pleadings hsd decided him to abandon the roac and go
He bad made his Jast trip, and she bad tried

into sometbing for bimself,
to poison bim. Had sbe? .

This was the question he debsted as he went forth with the phial of
coffee in his vest pocket on the mornlog we have introduced him to the
reader.

He made his way straight to an analytical chemist and asked him to
testit, The chemist found nothing deleterious.

A grest wave of thankegiviog surged in his heart, but only for a
moment. The unmistakable evidence of his wife's guilt could wot be
gainasid. . .

¢ Have you tested for everything? Aren't tnere some new medicines
sod poisons, and thiogs just come into use? Have you tested for all
those V'

*You are right. I had forgotten those.’ Then after a half-hour of care-
ful analysis he reported a faint trace of sulfanol, nothiog more.

¢ Aod what ls sulfanol ¥'

¢ It is one of the products from the distillation of coal tar. It is a
favorite hypnotic in the practice of some ; otbers are shy cf it and consider
It less teliable than bromide of potassium, and more dsogerous thsn hydmte
of chloral. It has not been long enough in use to be thoroughly under-
stood.'

¢ But is it a poison ?’

¢Obh, as to that, all medicines are polsons. But it not in the samne sense
that sirychnine, or arsenic, or opium, or prussic acid are polsons, It is
simply a sleepiog powder, an overdose of which may cause death.

Did she intend to poison him or simply to put bim to sleep? This was
the question he debated on his way home. How could he find out? She
was thoroughly frightened, he could see that. He would make her siga a
coenfession as a condition of escaping arrest. DBut he bad no cotion of
arresting her.

With this intentlon he spproached the house. She answered his riog
at the door. When she saw him she would have fallen, but a sizoog aim
clasped her waist, and 2 palr of sad eyes looked down with infinite
tenderness {nto hers as he led ber again {o the sofa and scated himself by
her side.

¢ 0, Hector ! don’t look at me 30 tenderly. Scold, siorm, awear at me,
kill me, anythiog but that.’

*D> you confess then?* |

‘Yes, yes, I confess. I have beea mad. I bave given away to the
icfluence of & byd man ; yet, as God is my witness, I never loved any man
but you, and now I have lost you and lost my own soul. Ohl oh!' and
with a hand pressed over ber heait she fell limp aod lifeless at his side,

When she secovered a cool soft spooge was being passed over her brow
ard ber wiists were beiog chafed. A noble face in which love and snxicty
were cqually blended was bending over her.  She just caught a glimpse of
this, then closed her eyes tight and remaiced motionless. It was bliss, and
the would proloog the wakiug up time if ahe could.

Whea she opened her eyes again she felt wondrtously atrong. The
crisis seemed 10 have passed, and she was not dead, she was not in prison,
she was not in hell. She was pow prepared for anything with that strong,
kiod face bending over her.

It was well she was, for the next question was a very tryiog one.
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¢ Nettle,! he said, * you have just told me you have given way to the
influecce of a bad man, I want you to answer me a8 you will answer at
the day of judgment when the secrets of all hearts shall be revealed, for
the destiny of two souls depends on your answer. How far have you given
way? Has there been any immorality ?'

* Oh, no, a thousiod times no. My God ! that you could ask me such a
question.  But I desetve it. e tried me with all the helllsh arts that
Satan himself could suggest. Ho even traduced you, told me you had a
wife in Guelph, another iu Sarnia, offered to prove it if I would go with him
to Guelph. We both registered at the same hotel. I did not even then
koow how compromising that was, not till the next morniog, when he
called my attention to it, and pointiog to the register with a leer said, ¢ That
will make a pretty picture if Hector everseesit. You have played fast and
loose with me loog enough, now I have you ia my power.! Sioce then I
have bzen in hell, fIe has beea incessant in his demands for money. I
bave given nearly every cent of your allowance, of your extra allowances,
have stolen money from you, borrowed from my father, so!ld my triokets,
only to siok more deeply into the power of the villain. But my woman's
pature revolted from the idea of pollution. I bave been trae to you as
God is my judge.’

¢ Aod what did you put in my coffee this morning, and why?’

‘Idon't know. lie said it was a slecping powder. I forget what be
called it, but when I saw you take the first sip a horrible suspicion sefzed
me that it might be poison, and I was gled 1o see you refuse it, and horribly
anxious 1o get it away from you. Did you taste aoything amles ?’

‘Not a thing. It was the expression I caught in your eye that brought
the hormible misgiviog to my mind. Sulfanol is all but tasteless, But why
should you gise me a sleepiog drsught in the morning ?'

¢ e wanted tweoty dollars to-day.  He said it (the powder) would not
tiko tffect till about noon, and if I could get him the money it was
positively 1be last he would ask fur. Aund you'il not have me arrested ?’
Two big tears were quivering in her eyelids as she asked the question.
Before replylog he drew her to his bosom and kissed them away, wipiog
them more gently afterwaids with a soft silk handkerchief. His own eyes
required a similar attention.

* L=t us kneel down togethcr, my darling, and thank God for His
mercies.’

Aud there, side by side, with hearts made tender by emotion, they each
poured out their thaokegivings to God for baving lifted the great cloud of
trouble which bhad overshadowed the morniug of the day, and prayed for the
guidiog eye and the protectiog atm (0 keep them from evil in the future,
snd even as they prayed, the peace that passeth all understanding filled
thelr zouls,

‘ You are s thousand times more precious to me to-day than when I was
courling you,’ said her husband, later in the day.

.. Ah! but I shall always thiok a thousand times less of myself than I
did in those days,’ was the reply. “ And a thousacd times more of you,’
she added after a pause. I coulda't tell gold from dross in those days.’

* But you must pot worship me for all that, Lst thete be no more
idolatry on the part of either of us. Let us give the good Lord the first
place in our affections, then no more punishment for idolatry will be
neceanry.

A dsy or two afterwards the evening papers contsined the following item :

A Vituas Foirep.—The inquest on the remains of Jusper Congdon,
found dead in his bed a day or two ago, brought out the following facts :
He bad been for rome time levying blackmail oun several ladies whom he
had mavaged to inveigle into compromising situations, amoog others a
highly estimable 1ady who shall at present be nameless. He had drained
her of all available resources but an iosurance policy on the life of her
husband of &5,co0. He laid the diabolical scheme of haviog her poioa
her husband, and to this ecd purchased two powders from a King street
druggist, one containiog eight grains of eulfanol, which he was in the habit
of takiog hiroself as a sleeping powder, the other a similar amount of
strychnine, He intended the latter obviously not for himself, yet in hand-
iog it to ber, great as his ower over ber was, he knew she wou'd recoil
from crime, Hence he rep: :sented that it was only sulfanol and explaloed
itsaction. As tko two powders were put up precisely slike, it was really
the sulfanol he gave her, and owing to the same cause he took the
sirychnine himaelf as a slecping powder in mistake snd thus farnished a
subject for the icquest.  * The mills of the gods grind slowly, bat they
grind exceedingly small’ No ope who knew himwell will question the jus-
tice of the fate meted oot to him.

Hector Cameron read the item aloud to his wife. She listened with
her eyes almost bulgiog out of her eyes in horror. At the conclusion of it
she 1alsed her clasped hauds and eyes towards heaven as she exclaimed,
¢ O God! how horrible 17

‘ Yes,” was the reply. ¢ The way of the trangressor is hard.’

1f we could get a glimpse into thelr hom: to-day we should discover a
model household over which no sospicion of a cloud flits. Nettie Cameron
is 30 much morc adorable than Nettie Barlingham ever was, not only as
wife but as a mother, to which digoity she bas only recently attaioed, that
ber husband finds it more difficult than he imagined it would be to steer
entirely clear of Christain idolatry, acd all husbands who are suitably
mated will know how to sympathize with him.

THE END,
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