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“Give me another,” she said. “I—I
have worked too long. You were right;
8 little more of it and I should have
been ill. Put it down there where I
can get it,” and she swung round to
the piano and dashed at the mazurka
again. :

Weston went out of the room with
a look of deeper gravity on her face
t!;ln it had worn before.

The mazurka rang through the lit-
tle house and arrested the steps of
the passers-by; then suddenly it stop-
ped, for the door bpened., and hearing
it, Flossie looked up and saw reflect-
ed in the round mirror above .the
piano the face and shoulders of Sir

Herrick.

; She stopped and stared, motionless,
her eyes full on the picture his face
made, then a shudder ran through
her.

The face was so pale and haggard,
so passion-worn and set, that it might
have been the ghost of the handsome,
healthcrowned face she knew and
foved. She did not shriek, though the
ery trembled on her lips; but a gud-
den spasm of fear ran through her as
be raised his eyes and she saw them
in the glass. It was not that they were
threatening; it was ot that they were
angry; but it was the death-like, stony
determination in them,

But if no passion shone in them
now, there was the remains of the fire
that had burnt {tself out; dark and
lurid, and full of infinite self-scorn as
they gazed down at her.

For a moment they stared at each
other in that dainty plece of glass
which had looked down in some snci-
ent Venetian palace upon any
scenes, but never upon a more intense
one than this,

Then, with as great an effort as ever
she had exerted on the stage, she forc-
od the blood to her cheeks, and &
smile to her lips, and turned round to
him with both hands held out.

“So you have come back, Rick!” she

said, with a pleasant voice which
searcely betrayed a quiver.
" “Yes, I have come back,” he said,
and his voice was very low and grave,
but not a touch of anger in it, ‘or re-
proach. : ;

A wild hope shot up in l,mr‘ bosom,
that perhaps after all that girl in the

country had not betrayéd her, had \

Bot told him sbout the letter, and the
hope sent tHe hectic flush to her face,
and a sudden light into her eyes.
“You are like the ‘Wanderidg Jew,
Rick,” she uid, ‘laughing, and putting
back the lace M her arm as she
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ed harshness.
'“No wine—thanks, Flossie.”

| “some tes, then—coffee? Say what

you will- have. You must have some-
thing. A cigar?”

And she glided across the room and
prought him a cigar-box,

But he shook his head; them, out of
pity, he took a cigar and lit it,

The epirit of hope rose still higher.
She knew the value of a cigar with
an angry man.

“*And now sit down, Rick, dear, and
—and tell me all about it. I megn"—
_hurriedly—“where you have been, and
so on.”1 wish you had been at the
théstre to-night,” she ran on, sinking
on to the couch, as near him as she
dared. “It was quite a triumph—five
_encores and an ovation ‘st the end.”

He looked up, gtill 'with the cold,
impassive gravity.’

“I am glad of it,” he said. “You have
&till something to live for, Flossie.”

She laughed, but the colour died
away slowly.

“What a speech!” she exclaimed,
tossing her short curls. “Of’course I
‘have; ‘why, haven’t*I you to live for,
you dear, stupid boy?”

He did not reply.

“Go and finish your piece,” he said,
quietly.

“Why, you don’t want to hear it?”
wl{h a pout.

“No,” he said, grimly, “I cannot say
I do; but I want to give you.time,
Flossie—and myself, too. Do as I ask
you.”

‘There was something in his volice,
low and quite as it was, that did not
brook disobedience. Besides, she want-
ed time—time to gét breath, for the
hope had dried up.

So she went to the piano and play-
ed; but after a few bars the masurka
glided into & sonata—a soft and sad
plaint that would have melted the
heart of a Nero. She heard him get
up and pace the room, and saw him in
the glass stop and look at her.

She .played the sonata to the end,
and then got up.

. “Now,” she said, with & little catch
ir. her breath, her face pale and wist-
ful, and a tearful loak in her eyes,
“what is it, Rick? Why do you come
like & man who has committed & mur-
der, and wants to tell the people in
front how he did it?”

“That is just what I want to do,” he
said; “but I don't know how to be-
gin, Flossie. You must help me. I
have committed & murder!”

She started and swung one hand to-
wards & chair behind her.

He smiled grimly.

“A murder of the worst and cruel-
lest kind, I have slain a human being's
happiness: Yes, that is what we have
dode, you and I, Flossie!”

“I—~I-—" she faltered.

He looked at her numly for the
first time,

“Don’t do that” he said, warningly,
“don’t act; you are not on the boards,
Flossie. Besides, my poor girl, it is

1 of no use, it is thrown away. You ask-

ed me just now where I had been;
that was acting—it was thrown away:
you knew.”

She tries to give him the lie, but
she cannot, her lips tremble and her
qyudroop.A.ﬂmk!ng ofpitytn.m
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“I—T did” it alone!” " she ' gasps.
“Cryel, you call it cruel. You! Haven't
you been cruel?”’

“Yes,” he said, with compressed
Hps. .

?'Ha'vgn't you beén—cowardly?”

“Yes,” with grim self-reproach.

“You—you own to it,”. she says,
breathing fast and furiously. “You—
you left me here without & word, with-
out so much as a sign, and—went to
make love to her, a—a stranger,
while I—I had loved and been true
to you; before Heaven! true, true to
you, Riek!” And the tears welled up
to her eyes as she clenched her 11
hands. m‘{

He looks down at her with pale,
haggard face.

“Fossie, I remembered that last
night,” he said, “last night, when I
had resolved to come here and kill
you, and it stayed my hand.”

She trembles, but looks up at him
unflinchingly. -

“Kill me!” she says, bitterly. “Why
didn’t you? I shouldn’t have cared, I
shouldn’t have complained. Kill me
now if ‘you lke,” and she opens her
arms with a despairitig, désperate ges-

‘ture. “Do You think I should ‘care?

No! 1 thought, when I wrote the note
—for I did write it; F would write it
again!—that ‘you might do—do some-
thing rash. I wish you bad; anything
rather than this!”

,He takes a turn up snd down the
room to compose himself, then he
turns back.

“Forgive me, Flossie. I see now that
—I—was Eoo hard upon you, You act-
ed according to your nature.”

The crimson rushes to her face.

“You sneer at me! My nature! You
—you found no fault” with me a lit-
tle while ago—only a little while
ago!”

His head drooped. It' was all so
true, so true, What could he say to
her?

“You are right” 'he said, hoarsely.
“Y did not come to reproach you; I
did not come to anger you or make
you miserable. You acted in self-de-
fence. It was my fault; it was my
hand actually that dealt the blow,
though yours wrote the accursed let-
ter. T will say no othier word of blame
or reproach. Believe me, I did not in-
tend to. She tsught me a lesson of
torbearance—" *

“She!” broke-from the pénting lips.
“She 48 an Qll‘!l, of course.. If you
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His eyes enswer her.

“Witl you tell me, Flossie?”

“No, no,” 'she says, with clenched
teeth.

He inclines his head.

“Then I have done. Goed-bye, ,'l/pl-
sie,” and he moves to the door.

But with a spripg she is beside him,
-nil. hatging on.to his arm, slips to
the ground at his feet.

“No, no, Rick! You shall not! You
must not go!” she gasps, hcr/ eyes
dilating, her form trembling.  *“I—I
will tell you, I will do anything if
you'll stay. Don’t leave me! Don't go!
I have been cruel! I see it now—if I
made, her suffer as I suffer—I have
been awfully wicked and mean; but
it was not me alone! I should mot
have known, should not have dome
it but for him. He wanted to stop it
He did, indeed. He said it would ruin
you; think of it, ruin you, and I was
to .save you. And—I—h&é—told me
‘what to write, word for word. He did,
Rick. Oh, Heaven! don’t look like
that!” and she cbwers at his feet and
hides her fage on his arm.

“Who—who?’ he demands, hoarse-
ly.

“The—the major!” she pants, with
a shudder.

He doesn’t start—perhaps he guess-
ed it from her first words—but his
face turns dark with suppressed emo-
tion, and he stands silent and still for
a moment.

Then he stops and raises her.

“Qet up,” he says. “I—I might have
guessed it. It was worthy of him. Get
up, Flossie; I am not angry now; I
will not say another word.”

“You—you will not leave me, Rick,
you will not go back to her?”

A spasm passes over his face.

“1 must leave you, Flossie,” he says,
almost gently, with a du\l, death-like
impassiveness. “When I ak gone, and
you think it over, you will see that
it must be. Between us two there can
never be even friendship again. If it
be hard to say so, I cannot help it. I
cannot help it!” he repeats. “You will
see that. But"-—and his lips quiver—
“if the thought be any consolation to
you, I am not going back to—I am
going to leave England. I start to-mor-
row when—when I have geen the ma-
jor”

With a shudder she steps from him
and sinks on the couch, and a min-
ute, a full minute, paxses in silence,

Then she looks up with & weird
change in her face,

“I think I understand,” she says in
& hollow voice. “Your love for her has
put away your—your love for me, I
understand, Well! Good-bye,” and she
points to the door.

He comes and bends over her for a
moment and holds out his hand. But
she looks .up at him with a deflant
smile and shakes her head, and after
waiting a moment he goes out with
the same grim, impassive expression
on his haggard face.

As the outer door -closés—every
sound can be heard in the tiny house
} —she starts to her feet and throws up
her arms. 3

“Rick! Rick! come back! I want—I
want to shake hands! I—”

But as she moves forward she stag-
‘gers,v$ quiver runs through her, and
,uonrfn: her mouth with a strange
Fnstuu, she falls tull length on the
¢ wnton mliu ur:ix'anoo m. to
cuuil her, and raises her she !s a
feather’s weight in her

“Oh, Miss ' l‘lqde, - Miss noule.
what {s it? What—" Then she breaks

‘J off with a wild scream of horror, for

her eyes have caught sight of s thin
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