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Hor fuco flushed, aud lior heart beat, but she made no suswer.

“I havo borne my impatience woll for tho last threo days,” he said;
“row X must speak to you, for I can bear it no longer, Pauline.  Oh, do not
turn away from me! I love you, and 1 want you to ho my wifo—my wife,
darling ; and I will love you— I will chorish you-—I will spoud my whole
lifo in working for you. I have no hopo so grent, so swoct, so doar, as tho
hopo of winning you.”

Sho made him no answor.
words.

It sooms & strange thing to say, but, Pauline, I loved you the first
moment I saw you. Do you remember, love? You woroe sitting with ono
of my books in your hand, and the instant my oyes foll upor your beauti-
ful faco a groat calin camo ovor mo. I could not deseribe it; Ifelt in that
winute my lifo was completed. My whole henrt went out to you, and I
knew, whethor you ever loarned to cave for mo or not, that you were the
only woman in all the world forme.”

She listoned with a happy smilo playing round her beautiful lips, hor
dark oyos drooping, her fluwor-like face lushed and turned from his.

‘“You are my fate—my destivy ! Ah! if youlove me, Paulino—if you
will only love mo, I shall not have lived in vain? Your love would incite
mo to win namo and fame- ~not fur mysolf, but for vou Your love would
crown a king —what would it not do for me? Tumn your face to mo, Paul-
ino? Youaro not augry? Surely great Juve wins groat love—and thero
could bo no greater love than mine.”

Still tho boeautiful face was averted. Thero was tho sunlight on the sea ;
the westorn wind sighed around thowm. A great foar came over him. Surely,
on this most fuir and sunry day, his love was not to mect a cruel death,
His voico was s full of this fear whon ho gpoko again that sho, in surprise,
turned and looked at him.

“Pauline,” he cried, “you caanot mean to bu cruel to me.
coward, but I would rather face death than your rejection.”

Then it was that thuir eyes met; and that which he saw in hers was a
revelation to him. Cho next moment he had clasped her to his heart, and
was pouring out n torrent of passionate words—such words, so tonder, sv
loving, so full of passion and hope, that hor face grow pale as she listened,
and the beautiful-figure trembled.

“I havo frightened you, my dariing,” he said, suddenly. “Ah! do for-
givo me. I was half mad with joy. You do uot know how I have longsd
to tell you this, yet feared—1 know not what—you scemed so far above mo,
swcet.  Seo, you aro trembling now! I am ascrael asa man who catches
in his hands 2 white dove that ho has tamed, and hurtsit by his grasp.  Sit
down here aznd rest, whilo I toll you over and over again, in overy fashion,
in every way, how I lovq you.”

The sun never shone upon happier lovors than thoso. The golden doors
of Lovu's paradiso wero open to thom.

“I never know until now,” said Vano, “how beautiful lifo is. Why,
Pauline, lovoe is the very center of it; it is not money or rank—it is love
that mnakes life. Ouly to think, my darling, that you and I may spend
every hour of it togothor.

Sho raised her oyes to the fair, calm heavens, and infin‘te happiness
filled hor soul to overflowing; a deep, silent prayer :sconded utspoken
from her heart.

Suddenly, she sprang from his side with a startled cry.

“Oh, Vane ! sho said, with outstretched hands, “I had forgot:en that I
am unworthy. I can never marry you?”

Ho saw such wild despair in her face, such sudden, keen anguish, that
he was half startled ; and, kneecling by her side, ho asked :

“Why, my darling? Tell mo why. You, Paul ne,” he cricd—¢you not
worthy of moe! My darliug, what faney is it—what foolish idea—ihat
freak of tho imagination? You are the noblest, truest, tho dearest woman in
the wholo wide world ! Pauline, why aro you weoping so? My datlin.,
trust me—tell me.”

Ske bad shrunk shuddering from him, and had buried her face in her
hands ; deop, bitter sobs camno from her lips ; there was the very cloquenco
of dospair in her attitude.

“Pauline,” said hor lover, “you cannct shake my faith in you ; you can-
not make mo think you have done wrong; but will you try, sweet, to tell mo
what it ist”

He nover forgot the despairing faco raised to his, tho shadow of suca
unutterable sorrow in the dark-oyes, the quivering of the pale lips, tho toars
that mined down her face—it was such a chango from tho radiant, happy
%irl lgf but a fow minutes ago that he could hardly believe it was the samo

auline.

Ho bent over her as though ho would fain kiss away tho faut falling
tears; hut sho shrank from him.

‘Do not touch me, Vane !' sko cried ; “I am not worthy. I had forgot-
ton; in tho happiness of loving you, and knowicg that I was boloved, I had
forgotten it—my own deed has dishonored mo! Wo must part, for I am
not worthy of you.” :

Ho toox both her hands in his own, and his influence. over her was so
groat that oven in that hour sho obeyed him implicitly, as though sho had
beon a chila.

“You must lot mo judgo, Pauline,” ho said,” gently. “You aro mine by
right of tho promise you gave me a fow minutos since—the promiso to bo
my wifo ; thai makes you mine—no ono can releaso you from it. By virtue
of that promise you must trust me, and tell mo what you have done.”

While Sir Vano was studying hor as tho most difficult problem
ho had over mot with, ho hoard from Miss Hastings the story of

her lifo.
( To be continued,)
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