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In spite of a restraint that she tried to disguise, she broke
out into a low laugh at this teminiscence, and said, *' After
that revelation of ignorance you will never trust me agair.”

¢ 1 will trust you in regard tu everything except kitchen
ve;embles,” 1 replicd, mote in earaest than in jest.

* A most impottant exception,” she responded, her old
troubled look coming back.  * But you aie talking far tvo
much. Your face is slightly flushed. 1 fear you are grow-
ing feverish. I will call Mrs. Yocomb now."”

** Please do not. 1 never felt better in my life.  You are
doing me food every moment, and it's so desperately stupid
lying helples:ly here.”

““Well, T suppose T must humour you a few moments
longer," she laughed. ** People, when ill, are so arbitrary.
By the way, your editorial friends must think a great deal of
you, or else you ate valuable to them, for your chief wiites
to Mr Yocomb every day about you; so du some others;
and they've sent enough fruit and delicacics to ba the death
of an ostrich.”

“1I'm glad to hear that ; it rather increases one's faith in
buman pature. I didn’t know whether they or any one
would care much if I died.”

* Mr. Morton1” she said reproachfully,

¢ Oh, I remember my promise to you. 1If, like a cat, 1
had lust my ninth life, I would live after your words. In.
deed I imagine that you were the only rcason that Idid live.
It was your will that saved ine, for I hadn't enough sensc or
spirit left to do more than flicker out,”

*¢ Do you think so?" she asked eagerly, and a rich glow
of pleasure overspread her face.

** I doindeed. Vouhave hada subtle power over me from
the first, which I cannot resist, and don't wish to.”

1 must go now,” she said haslil}'. )

¢ Please wait,” [ entreated.  “ I've a message for Mis,
Yocomb.”

She stood irresolutely near the door.

‘¢ T wish you to tell her—why is it getting dark so sud-
denly 2"

441 fear we're going to have a shower,”
apprehensively toward the window.

** When have I scen that Jook on your face before2" I
asked quickly.

‘“ You had a message for Mrs. Yocomb?”

“ Yes. I wish you would make her realize 2 little of my
unbounded gratitude, which every day increases. In fact, I

and she glanced

can’t understand the kindness of this faruily, it is so heanty, ,

so‘genuine. Why, I was an entire stranger the other day.
Then Adah and—pardon me—you also used cxpressions
which gunlg me very much. I can't understand how I be-
czme ill 3¢ suddenly. 1 was feeling superbly that Sunday
evoning, and then everything became 2 blank. Mrs. Yo-
comb, from a frar of disquicting me, won’t say much about
it. The impression that a storm of something occurred that
I can't recall, haunts me. You are one that couldn’t deceive
if you tried."

** You needn't think I've anything to tell when Mrs.
Yocomb hasa't," she answered with a gay laugh.

¢ Miss Warren,” 1 said gravely, **that laughisn’t nat-
ural. I“ncvcr heard you laugh so before.  Sumething desf

A flash of lightning gleamed actoss the window, and the
maiden gave an involuntary and apprehensive start.

Almost as instantancously the events I had forgotten
passed through my mind. In strong and momentary excite-
ment I tose on my elbow, and looked for their confirmation
in her troubled face.

¢ Oh, forget—forget it all1” she exclair:.d, in a low,
distressed voice, and she came and stood before me with
clasped hands.

“ Would to God I had died 1™ I said despairingly, and 1
sank back faint and crushed.  *‘ 1 had no right to speak—
to think of you as I did. Good-bye.”

**Mr. Morton—"

¢ Please leave me now. 1'm too weak to be a mag, and
I would not losc your csteem.”

* But will you get well -you promised me that.”

* Well 1" 1 said, in a low, bitter tone. ““ When can I
ever be well?  Good-bye.”

¢ Mr. Morton, would you blight my life 2 she asked, al-
most indignantly. ** Am I to blame for this?2™

4Noram I to blame. It was incvitable.  Curses on a
wo1ld in which one can crr so fatally.”

** Can you: not be a brave, generous man?  If this should
go against you -if you will not g2t well-you promised me
to live.”

401 wiil exist ; but can onc whose heast isstone, and hope
dead, Zi7e ? TN do my best. No, you arc not to blame--
not io the Teast. Take the whole comfart of that truth. Not
was I cither. . That Suoday scar the day of my fate, since
for me tn ser 37U was 1o lnve you by every instinct and Jaw
of my \cing  But I trust, as you srid, you will find me tvo
honoural'e to seck that which belongs 1o another.”

“Mr Mortan,” she said, in tores of decp distress, you
¢ you «aved this home ; you saved Mrs. Yocomb's life ; you
—you saved mine. Will you embitter t2"

**Would to God I had dicd 1™ T groaned. ** All would
then have been well. T had fulfilled my mission.”

She wiung her harls as shestood besideme.” **I can't—
oh, T can’t endu:e this ' "' she murmured, and.there was an-
guish in her voice.

T sallied suificiently to take her hand as I said,

* Emily Warren, T understand yeur crystal truth too well
not td know that there is nohope for me.  I'll bear.my hard
fatc as well as I can; but you must not expect too much.
‘And remember this: I shall be like a planct beseafter. The
lttle bappiness I have will be but & pale reflection

of

" ful than any reccived on battle-fields. I now couldnot have

yours. 1f you are unhappy, 1 shall be so inevitably., Not
a shadow ¢ blame tests on you-—tie first fair woman was
not truer than you—I'll do my bezt— I'll get up again—soon,
1 trust, now. If you ever need a friend ~but you would not
$0 wrong mic as to go to another~I won’t be weak and
lsckadaisical. Don't inake any change ; let this episode in
your life be between sursclves only.  Good-bye."

¢ Oh, you look so ill —so changed —what can I say -2 "

Helpless tears rushed into her eyes,  ** You saved my
life," she breathed softly ; but as she turned hastily to de-
part she met our hostess.

¢ Oh, Mrs. Yocomb,"” she sobbed, **he knows all."

** Thee surcly could not have told him—"

* Indeed 1 did not—ut came to lim ke a flash.”

* Mrs. Yocomb, by all that's sacred, Miss Warren is not
to blame fur anyithing—only myself.  Please keep my
secred; st shall pot troubie any one; * and I wned my face
to the wall.

** Richard Morton.”

¢ Dear Mrs. Yocomb, give me time.
wounded to speak to anyune.”

¢ A man should try to do what is right under all cucum-
stances,” she saud hemly, **and stis your st and sacred
duiy to get well. It ume fur your mediane.”

Yturned and said desperately, **Give me stimulants—
give me anythung that will make me strong, so that 1 may
keep my word ; foi af ever a man was muntally weak in budy
and svul, T am.”

** I'll do my best for thee,” she said gently, **for I fecl
fut thee and with thee, as if thee were my own sun.  But I
wish thee to remember nuw and always that the only true
strength comes frum heaven.”

I'm too sorely

CHAITER VI.—\WEAKNESS.

Soul and body are too nearly related for one to suffer
without the other’s sympathy.  Mrs. Yocomb merciiully
shielded mec that evening, merely saying that I had scen
cnough company fur onc day. My sleep that nipht resalied
from opiates instead of nature’s impulses, and so was unre.
{reshung, and the doctor was surpnised to find a change for
the worse the following morning.  For two or three days
the scale wavered, and I scarcely held what 1 had gained.
Mrs. Yocomb rarely left me, and 1 believe that I owe my
life not only to her excellent nursing, but even more to her
siruny moral suppori—her gentle but aaspoken sympathy.
I Kaew she understoud me, and that her mercy was intinite
fur my almost mortal weakness ; for now that the inexpli-
cable buoyancy which that cluef. of earthly hopes imparts
was gone, 1 sank into an abyss of despondency from which 1
feared I could never escape.  Her wisdum and sntutave
delicacy led her to select Reuben as her chief assistant, 1
found his presence very restful s for, so far from suspecting,
he could not understand 2 wound often more real and pain-

enduied Adah’s intent and curiwus scrutiny, and yet Ideeply
appictiated her hindness, fur she kept my table laden wuh
delicate fruits and flowers,

The dainty little vase was replenished daily also with
clusters of ruses—roscs only—and 1 soon recognited rare
and perfect buds that at thus late season only a flonst could
supply. The pleasute they gave was almost counterbalanced
by the pain.  Their exquisite colour and fragrance supgested
a character whose perfection daily made my disappointment
more intolerable. At Jast Mrs. Yocomb said,

¢ Richard Morton, is thee doing thy best to grt well?
Thee's incurnng a grave responsibility if thee is not.  Emily
\Warren 1s quite alone in the world, and she came to me as
to a mother when thee was taken ill, and told me of thy un-
fcrtunate attachment.  As thee said, she is not to blame,
and yct such s her kindly and sensitive nature that she suf-
fers quite as much asif she were wholly to blame. Her ifeal-
most depends on thine, She is growing pale andill. She cats
next to rothing, and I fear she sleeps but little.  She is just
watting in miscrable suspence to see if thee will keep thy
word and live. 1 believe thee can live, and grow strong and
good and noble, if thee will.”

** Oh, Mrs. Yocomb, how you must despise me !
but knew how 1 loathe myself.”

** No, I'm sorry for thee from the depths of my heart, If
thee'’s duing thy Lest, 1've not 2 woid to say; but thee
should know the truth.  As Emily said, thee has the power
cither to cmbiticr hez life or to add very much to its happi-

If you

*¢ Well,” Isaid, *if I have not the strength to overcome
this utmanly, contemptible weakness, I ought to die, and
the suunct the betier, If I'm worth Ufe, I shall live.™

If ever a weak, neneless body yielded to an imperious
will, mine did. From that hous, as far as possible, I gave
my whule thought to recuvery, and was as soliddtous a. I
before had been apathetic. No captain could have becn
mote 50 in regard to his ship, which he fears may not outiide
a storm.

I anpealed to Dr. Bates to rack his brains in the prepara-
tion of the most cffective tonics ; I took my food with scru-
pulous regulatity ; 22d in ihe cffort to oxygenize my thin
pale blood, drew Jong respirations of the pure sgmme: ait,
Mrs. Yocomb daily smiled 2 warmer and moze heasty en-
couragement.

Under the imjretus of a resolute purpose the wheels of life
began to move steadily and at Jast rapidly toward the goal
of heaith. I soon was able to sit up past of the day.

As I rallied, I cuuld nut help recogaizing the sicher co-
louring that came iato the life of the faim-huuse, and the fact
touched me deeply.

** \What is my suffering compared. with the happiness of
this home? ™ Ithought. * It wuuld have been brutally sel-
fish to have died.”

I now had my Ictiers brought tome. My paper—my first
love—was. daily read, and my old interest ia its wellate
kindled slowly,

* Work,” 1 said, !*is the best of antidotes, It shall be
my remedy.  Men are respected-only as they stand on their
feet and work, and I shall win her respect to,the atmost.”

Reuben and Adah read te me. The piesesce:of the

but.Adah began 10 puzzle me. At first 1 ascnbed her man.
ner to an extravagant sense of ﬁmtlludc. and the romantic
intetest which a young gitl might naturally take in one whe
had passed with her through peril, and who scemiogly had
been dangerously ill in consequence ; but I was compelled at
last to ase that her regard was not open, frank, and friendly,
but shy, absorbing and jealous. It gave her unmingled
satisfaction that I did not ask for Miss \Wsarren,”and she
tarcly spoke of her.  When she did she watched me keenly,
as if secking to read my thoughts. Reuben, on the con-
trary, spoke freely of her; but, from some restraint placed
upan him, by s mother probably, did not ask her to rehieve
him in his care of me ~.gain,

Afier 1 began 10 st up Miss Warren would not infre.
quently come to my door, when others were present, and
smulingly express her gladness that 1 was improving daily,
Indecd there would often be quite gay reparice between
us, and I think ¢even Adah was so bﬁnded by our manner
that her suspicions were allayed. It evidently puzzled her,
and Reuben also, that I had apparently lost my intercst in
one who had such great attractions for me at first.  But
Adah was not one to seck long and deeply for subtle and
hidden causes of actun.  ie had a guick eye, however, fur
what was apparent, and scanned surfaces narrowly, 1 fear
1 perplexed hes as sorely as she did me,

In spite of every effort to temain blind to the truth, I be-
£an to fear that she was inchined to give me a regard which
I Lad not sought, and which would embarrass me beyond
measure.

That a man can exult over a passion 1n a woman which he
cannut requite is marvellous,  That he can look curiously,
critically, and complacently on this most sacred mystery of
a woman's soul, that he can care no more for her delicate
incehse than would 2 grim idol, is proof that his heart is
akin to the stony idol in material, and his nature like that o.f
the gross, cruel divinity represented. The vanity that can
feed on such food has a more depraved appetite than the
South Sea Islander, who is content with human flesh
merely, It would seem that there are those who can smile
to see 3 woman wasie the richest treasures of her spiritual
Ife which were designed to last and sustain through tge long

\journey of life—ay, and even boast of her immeasurable
loss, of which they, wiitingly or unwittingly, have been the
cause,

The oddest part of it all is that women can love such men
nstead of regarding them as spader-hike monsters that, were
the doctane of tansmigrauon teue, would become spiders
agam as soon as compelled to drop their human disguise.

But women usually 1dolize the mea they love -into some.
thing very different from what.they are.” Heaven knows
that [ was nut a saint; but I am glad that it caused me
pain, acd pain only, as I saw Adah shyly aod almost uncon-
sciously bending on me glances laden With 2 priceless gift,
which, nevertheless, I could not receive.

Her nature was too simple and direct for disguises, and
when she attempted them they were often so appareat as to
be cumically pathetic.  And yet she did attempt them.
There was nothing bold or unmaidenly in her manner, and
as 1 look back upon those days 1 thank God that I was never
so graceless and brutal as to shew and feel anything like
contcmpt for her gentle, childlike preference.  Very possi.
bly also my own unfortunate cxperience made me more
considerate, and 1t was my policy to treat her with the
same frank, undisguised affection that I mamfested toward
Zillah, with, of course, the differences requited by their dif-
fetent ages.

Adah was no longer repulsive to me. The events of that
memorable night of store «nd danger, and the exprriences
that followed, had apparently awakened her better nature,
which, although having a rarrow compass, was gentle and
womaaly. Her old flinpancy was gone. My undisguised
preiezence for Miss Wassen after 1 had actually made her
acquaiotance, and my persistent blindness to everything
verging toward sentiment, had perhaps done something to-
ward dispelling her belief that beauty and dress were irre-
sistible. Thus she may have been led honestly to compare
herself with Emily Warren, who was not only nchly en.
dowed but yhly cultivated; at any rate her small vanity
had vanished also, and she was in contiast as seli-distrustial
and hesitating i manner as she formetly had been =brupt
and self-asserting. Moreover she had esther lost her inter.
cst in her neighbour's petty affairs, or else had been made to
feel that a tendency to gossip was not a capuvaung trai,
and we heard no more about what this one said or that one
wore on her return from meeting.  While her regard was
undoubledly sincere, I felt and hoped that 1t was merely a
sentiment atiendant on her waking and 10l spinitual hife,
rather than ao albuding and deep attachment ; and 1 believed
that it would soon be replaced by other interests after my
depantute.  For my own sake as well as hers 1 had decided
to leave the farm-house as speedily as possible, bat 1 soon
began to entertain the theory thaa 1 cuugg duspel hier dreams
better by remaining a sittle longer, and by proving that she
held the same place in my thosghts as Zillih, and could
possess 10 other.  There would then be no vain imaginings
after I had gone.

1 zather wanted tostay watil 1 had fully ‘secovered my
healib, for T was begianing to take pride in my seltf-mastery.
If T could regain my footing, and stand erect i such quiet,
manly stiengih as to change Miss Warren's sympathy into
respect only, I fcht that I would achiese a victory that would
be a suurce of satisfaction for the sest of ife, That 1 could
do this I honestly doubted, fur seemingly she had enthralled
my whole being, and her puwer over me was well mgh srre.
sistible.

I knew that she understood Adah cven better than I did,
and it scemed her wish to affurd the girl every opportanny,
for she never came toask how I was when Adah was pres-
ent; and the iatter was bonest enough to tell me that it was
Miss Warren who had suggested some of the simple yet in-
teresting stories with which my long hours of convalesctnee
:-dcég: beguiled; dut in her latent jealoasy she could not help

ing,

* Since Emily Warren selected thewm, ‘thee: cannot help
liking them.” ’

former, like that of his father and mother, was very restfal ;

* certainly ought o like them dosbly,” I hed quietly



