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He made no attempt to save himself 
or her. He flung up hie bands, and went 
down like lead. Satara’s dress kept 
her floating even, on the turbulent 
waves for a while ; but her courage too 
was departing, and see was beginning 
to see Fate in the coincidence of meet- 
iug Outram and her death, when a 
rough form clove through the waves 
and a rough voice shouted, whilst he 
spat the water from his mouth

44 Mould ou ; an—for—the life -0f_ 
ye—don't ketch me 1”-

With her Eastern stoicism, she 
plied.

“ Now,” spluttered Darby, “ jest lay 
yer hand—on me—shoulder—but don’t 
ketch me for yer life.”

She calmly obeyed him ; and Darby 
towed the girl ashore.

When he had pulled her up amongst 
the sedge, and set her on her feet, and 
got back his breath, he was the most 
thunder-stricken man on this planet 
The dark face, the black hair 
tossed wildly down on breast and 
shoulders, the white dress and red 
sash, completely bothered him. She 
stood panting, and staring at him, and 
then got breath to say :

44 Tank you 1 Ver’ much tanks l’* and 
strode away, leaving little rivers of 
water as she moved.

Darby was too much surprise<i to fol­
low, or ask a question. He went home 
to dry himself, and in reply to the as­
tonished queries of his little wife, he 
only said mysteriously :

“ The quarest thing ye ever hard. 
Rut whisht, till I see the mast her !”

TO BE CONTINUED.

were twinkling in the hotel beyond. 
He must soon return ; and—with such a 
companion ! He made a Anal effort.
“Gome 1” he said, and he led the way 

through the shrubbery by a by-path 
down to the pier, where the little punt 
was moored.

When the girl, walking by his side, 
saw him unloose the boat, and invite 
her towards it, she stepped back. But 
he used gentle words of command, and 
represented to her that here alone could 
there be the solitude necessary for the 
explanations that he deemed it neces­
sary to give, because she was so slow to 
understand. Yet she was fearful ; and 
watched him with her large eyes open, 
and studying every feature aud play of 
his face to see what was his design.

At last, impatiently he colled up the 
rope iu the boat, and sitting down, 
drew away from the pier. Then, in de­
spair, at the thought of his escaping 
her, she cried to him, and stretched out 
her hands. He drew back gently ; and 
gently helped her into the boat. Then 
when she had seated herself he pulled 
out into the lake. A wet and smoky 
half-moon rose in the south, and threw 
Its silver over tree and lake and moun­
tain ; and the white dress of the girl 
shone above the 
neath. The cloud 
color, hung threateningly downwards ; 
and certain black pines, like watching 
sentinels, signalled to each other across 
the lake.

men is not imitated by that hidden aud 
masked executioner, called Fate. And 
so it happened that one day 
Outram, who was fleeing from 
Fate, fell Into its arms; aud expiating 
his sin, liberated at the same time the 
woman who had been his victim and 
pardoner together.

One autumn day, unlike autumn, how­
ever, in a strong breeze that curled the 
waters down in a Kerry fiord, which had 
also become a fashionable watering- 
place, a curious picture could have been

There was a strong sunlight on the 
beach,where children were building sand- 
castles; and the old were sitting musing; 
and the young were gaily emerging 
from the bathing boxes tor the after­
noon dip in the sea. This was common­
place enough ; but what relieved it was 
a strange figure of a girl, evidently an 
Oriental or a quadroon, clothed all in 
white, except for the red sash that 
bound her waist, and the red turban, 
with a gold tuft or crest that hardly 
bound her black and glossy hair. Her 
feet were bare, but were ringed with 
silver anklets. Heif 
covered with some kind of bracelets iu 
chased silver. And she stood motion­
less as a statue, except that the wind 
caught, from time to time, her white 
skirt, or her red sash, and swung it 
around, and threw it back again. But 
there, against the background of the 
sea, green aud white, aud on the level 
gray sands, she stood, statuesque and im­
posing; and many a curious eye watched 
her, and many a curious guess was made 
about her nationality aud her presence 
in this obscure aut^ remote place.

Just a little inkling of her position 
might have been given by the presence 
also of a lady aud gentleman, who sat 
about twenty or thirty yards behind her 
on a little sand-hill where sea-thistles 
grew. They were both silent, sketch­
ing furiously the figure before them; 
and occasionally dabbing in some bright 
colours from a palette that lay between

After about three quarters of an hour, 
during which the wtiite figure never 
stirred from its position, the lady and 
man rose; the latter said something aloud 
so that the girl might hear;and instantly, 
just touching her turban and her black 
hair with her fingers with a gesture of 
feminine coquetry, she turned aside, 
and walked with a stately and dignified 
step towards the only hotel this remote 
watering-place coidd boast of. Many 
ey«*s followed her ; many start'd at her 
rudely ; but she looked over all witli a 
certain calm grace and dignity that 
made the rude and the insolent and the 
curious lower their gaze as she passed.

lie did. Yes! Maxwell was here for 
a few days' fishing, before the close of 
the seastui. He lived alone iu hi» bell- 
tent up there in the valley of the hills, 
and saw no one. He had been married 
to a great English heiress, who would 
now inherit untold wealth, for look! 
here is a paragraph in the Sentinel to 
the effect that Hugh Hamberton, Esq., 
J. 1\, Brandon Hall, was killed by a fall 
from a cliff in the neighbourhood of his 
home last Monday, whilst endeavoring 
to save the lives of two children who 
had been suddenly surrounded by the 
incoming tide.
“Lucky dog!” said Outram. “He was 

always lucky, except—when he lost you, 
Mabel.”

And Mabel smiled sadly.
Another day rolled by, aud after 

breakfast Outram again recurred to the 
matter.

“I'll go up this afternoon or tomorrow 
aud interview him,” said Outram. “It 
will be interesting to hear of his ad­
ventures as a farm-labourer, and I must 
have that ring. Will you come, Mabel? 
We can drive up after luuch.”

Aud Mabel shook her head,and said no­
thing. Outram did not go to seek Max­
well. He spent the day again on the

After dinner that evening, he strolled 
through the grounds of the hotel, smok­
ing, and seeking, as was now his wont, 
seclusion in the deep thickets sud 
shrubberies that almost made night of 
day in the place. He seemed to have 
no fear now, as he walked in deepest 
solitude to and fro, thinking of so many 
things, and yearning for that strange 
talisman to which he attached such 
superstitious importance. The day was 
declining; but red clouds hung in 
masses above his head.

Once, as he was turning in his walks, 
he thought he saw a glint of colour 
amongst the trees; hut concluded that 
it was a mistake; and he gave himself up 
again to imagination, «‘tiding each 
strophe of his fancy by wishing be bad 
that ring once more in his possession. 
He despised himself for attaching such 
importance to so paltry a thing; but a 
spell was upon him, which he could not 
shake aside.

Suddenly, a low voice, scarcely raised 
above a whisper, broke on his startled 
«jars, and made his heart stand 
still in terror. It came from behind the 
thick bole of a hugh sycamore, and was 
channtlng as if in a soliloquy the follow- 

words in Sanskrit:
Salutations to thee, O my Father! 

Salutations to thee, O thou giver of 
boons! Why hast thou hidden thy face 
from thy slave, and made night of her 
life? Behold Brahma has brought me to 
thee across seas and mountains. I have 
found thee; and shall not let thee go!” 

Outram stood still as one suddenly

existence by the harsh voice of Ned 
Galwey :
“For the luv of God, yer 'anner, come 

down out o’ dat 1 If you fell over, 
nothin' on airth could save my nick 
from the hangman 1"

For a moment, Hamberton did not 
understand him. 
with grim humour, and silently sat down. 
Presently, he asked :

“How is that, Ned ? If I toppled 
over, what is that to you ?”
“Everything," 

account of our dissinsions, you know, 
the whole say wouldn’t wash me clane 
before a judge aud jury 1"

Hamberton saw the truth of the ob 
servation at once ; and at once realized 
again the truth of Father Cosgrove's 
words :

“You cannot go out of life alone !’’
But he said ;
“It wouldn’t make sc much difference, 

Ned, to the world, if you were hanged, 
and I was drowned.”

A remark that convinced Ned fully 
that the “raasther was fetched in his 
head" ; and made him doubly eager to 
steer for that little light that burned 
far away across the tumbling seas in his 
little cabin.

But the spell of the temptatiou was 
broken for Hamberton. He sat very 
still, and said no more, not even when 
the boat had touched the side of the 
pier, and both sprang ashore.

which the bullet struck, that just at 
that height, and just beyond that par­
tition, was the bed ou which his ward 
was sleeping. His heart stood still, as 
he held bis breath, and listened. No 
sound came to reassure him that she had 
beeu «tattled, but not hurt. What if 

with which he had been 
criminally experimenting had pierced 
through that lath aud paper, and found 
its deadly berth iu the heart of the only 
being on ««arth whom he really loved ? 
How could he explain it? What excuse 
could he give? How would he meet 
Maxwell ? And the words of Father 
Cosgrove cume back, and smote him :

“You cannot go out of life alone !”
He stood still, and listened. If only 

Claire bad screamed, he would have beeu 
seassured. But no ! Not a sound 
broke the awful stillness, only the hallow 
thunder of the sea in the distance. The 

man sat down weak as a
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Then he laughedthat bullet

CH APTER XXXV
THE ROMAN WAY

Why did Cato leave that dread ex­
ample to the world of opening of his 
own free will and accord the door of life 
that leads out into the night of eternity? 
Aud why did so many of his f<‘llow- 
country men, who had not the excuse of 
dripping skies and modern 
follow that example ; and calmly open 
the veins of the life-current in their 
gilded baths, or slide from life even 
under more gruesome circumstances ? 
The emperor is displeased ; and Petron- 
ius goes down to his Villa at Paestum, 
calls his friends together, gives them a 
glorious Lucullan supper, mak«*s a pretty 
speech, ending with Vale, Vale, hnujum 
Vale ! lies down on his couch, his favour 
ite slave by his side, and closes his eyes 

the world-drama by opening some 
hidden chamber in the casket of his 
body. Or Symphorlanus is a little tired 
of this comical and uninteresting world, 
and wants to see what is at the other 
side of things ; and—goes to see ! Or, 
Lydia is weary of being told for ever 
Carpe Diem, weary of all these unguents 
and bat hings and cosmetics, and in sheer 
weariness of spirit she runs through 
her breast, that very stylus with which 
she pricked the bare arms of her slaves. 
Or Leuoonoe has seen one gray hair, and 
decided that life is no longer bearable ; 
and the little reptile will just kiss her 
arm, aud she will pass into the dreamless 
sleep.

Now, Hamberton had read a good 
deal, knew all about theae Roman 
methods, was an artist and had taste ; 

refined and hated a mees ; and yet

Ned. “Onsaid

uerv«?s.

strong 
child.

Then, he thought, he should solve the 
mystery, or die just there. So he crept 
along the carpet of his room, softly 
opened the door, and passed down the 
corridor, towards his ward's room, whore 
he listened. No, not a sound came 
forth. She is dead, he thought, killed 
in her sleep and in her innocence. He 
tapped gently. No answer. He tapped 
iouder. No aunvfei still. He then, 
trembling all over at the possibility of 
finding his worst fears confirmed, opened 
the door, and said in a low shaky 
tone :

“Claire!”

arras too were

^irkliug waters be- 
Puow a dark Slate-

Bat now, like an oft-expell<Mi and con­
quered disease, that comes back with 
greater fury, and gathers fresh strength 
at each return, the terrible idea re­
curred more frequently, until it became 
an obsession. The great question now 
was, how to accomplish the evil design, 
and make the world believe it was an 
accident. He knew he could count on 
Father Cosgrove’s silence, lie turned 
over many means in his mind of meet­
ing Death ; but then* was always some 
difficulty. He had quite abandoned the 
thought of sea-death, 
certainly compromise either Ned Gal­
wey, or any other boatman ; and, if he 
went alone on the sea to his death, it 
would be a manifest suicide.

At length, the occasion rose up with 
the temptation. For one evening, as lie 
walked slowly along the edge of the 
sand-cliff that fronted, and was gradu­
ally fretted away by, the sea in the 
vicinity of the village, he saw far down 
beneath him some children playing. 
There were a few grown girls, and two or 
three little ones, amongst whom he 
recognised one for whom he had a curi- 

sflection, because her mother was

Darby Leary, in the free hour after 
his master's dinner, had come down to 
the lake, and, with the view of catching 
a few trout or pike for Nouey, had set 
his night-lines amongst the sedgt's, aud 
was calmly enjoying the fragrance of a 
cigarette. He had now advanced be­
yond brown paper, and could smoke as 
many deadly cigarettes as his master. 
Once, unfortunately, be had the chance 
of a cigar ; and this ruined his taste : 
so that, under the influence of that ex­
perience, there was always a little con­
tempt aud sense of disappointment 
under the more modest aud less danger­
ous cigarette. But Darby was not one 
to quarrel with fate. He took his plea­
sures as they came ; aud only dreamed 
sometimes oi better things. He lay 
coiled up in a bunch qf heather and 
ferns, and was sinking into a kind of d«*- 
lightful coma, when the hollow sound of 
the sea aud the light splash of water 
aroused him.

44 Who the d—,” thought Darby,
44 could be out at this hour except a 
poacher like meself ? The giutry are 
at their dinner. I hope they won’t pull 
up my night-lines.”

He drew further back, took the cigar­
ette from his mouth, lest the smoke 
should betray him, and watch«*d. Pres­
ently, he saw clearly in the moonlight, 

paralyzed. The voice of the girl went about a hundred yards from shore, the 
on in a similar dreary, moaning recita- white glint of a lady's dress, aud then 
tive, relating her love for her benefactor, the dark form before her, leaning for- 
her pursuit of him through India and ward aud backward at the push and 
Europe, and hither; her protestation of draw of the oars. A breeze sprang up, 
fidelity, liar determination never to and curled the waters of the lake, 
leave him again. Well he knew the blurring the shadow of the woman's

dress, and swinging the tree-tops above 
Darby's head.

“ I didn’t like the look of the sky to­
night,” thought Darby,
I'd go h .me.”

And then he saw the punt draw into 
the shadows, and she stood still, sway­
ing aud rocking on the light wave*. 
Darby leaned down his head trying to 
catch a word of the conversation. Not 
a sound reached him ; but he saw clear­
ly the man gesticulating, and once a 
little scream from the woman crossed 
the waters, as she clutched the edge of 
the boat, when it rocked too wildly.

44 They're gintry, begobs," thought 
Darby. “ But what a quare thing to 
come out on sich a night. They have 
their own ways, like common people ; 
and I misdoubt but that there's some 
mischief there.”

This made him think of his own little 
wife at home ; and he couldn't help say-

Ah

Still no answer.
Then, in dispair, he almost shouted 

the name of bis ward.
The girl turned round, and said in a 

sleepy voice :
“Yea ! Who is it ? What is it ?”
“It is only I,” he said. “1 thought 

you might be unwell !"
“Not at all,” she said. “What time is

THE PRODIGAL
Away on the outskirts of an Otago town- 

ship the little section lay sleeping in 
the late sunshine of an autumn after- 
noou. In the tiny garden red and yel­
low trees flared against a hack-ground 
of somber bushes, «lead leaves drifted up 
the grassy path, a few stray (lowers 
bloomed against the wall by the door of 
the house. Beyond, where the evening 
breeze was blowing, thistledown Hosted 
straight from the sunset, aud a golden 

the soft hills and distant

it?”
“Just midnight,” he replied. “I'm so 

Go to sleepstrange to say, he elected llrst to make 
his bow to the human auditorium in a 
vulgar and unclean manner, 
none of the excellent Roman reasons for 
leaving life, absolutely 
simply made his choice, just as he would 
purchase a ticket for London, and then 
set about accomplishing his design.

Maxwell and his ward had not been 
long married, and the former wan down 
at Caragh Lake for a f«*w days fishing, 
when Hamberton one night, on entering 
his bedroom, thought he would experi­
ment a little with his weapons, and toy 
a little with Death, before finally em­
bracing him.

He had kissed good-night to Claire, 
and she had entered her own room, and 
had been some time iu bed, when Ham­
berton, having donned his dressing-gown 
went over to a large mahogany ward­
robe, opened a drawer at top, and took 
out a small, silver-chased revolver. He 
handled the deadly toy with ease, and 
fitted in the little cartridges, each snug 
in it# own c radie. He then went over 
to his dressing table, and sat flown.

There was no sound in the house. 
The hoarse wash of the sea came up 
through the midnight darkness and that 
was all. lie listened long to catch the 
faintest sound that would show that his 
neioe was sleeping ; but he heard no 
thing. He laid the revolver on the 
table, and began to think.

“If now

as he saw it wouldsorry 1 disturbed you.
^Aud he drew the door softly behind 

him, and re-entered bis room. There, 
he did an unusual thing with him. He 
flung himself on his kaees by his bedside 
and said :

“1 thank Thee, God Almighty, Father 
of heaven and earth, for this mercy 
vouchsafed Thy unworthy servant.”

He .buried his face in the down- 
quilt, and heard himself murmur-

lie had

none, lie
haze hung over 
mountains.

In the open fireplace of the sitting 
room a newly lighted fire burned ; the 
warm fragrance of kindling pine branches 
was iu the little room and lingered out­
side on the wreaths of smoke that rose 
from the cottage chimney. By the hearth 
a woman sat with brooding eyes, paying 
no h<-ed to outward things. So she had 
sat through the long hours of the after­
noon in an attitude of patient resigna­
tion. The thing that roused her from 
her apathy was the sound of a child's 
footsteps.

A little boy running swiftly along the 
track that led to the township burst im­
petuously into the quiet room. The 
woman turned to greet him ; love lit her 
face and the brooding vanish«*d from her

ingmg :
“There is a God I There is a God!”
Then he rose up, took the dangerous 

weapon, drew the remaining cartridges, 
and placed them and the revolver in 
the cabinet, undressed, and laid down.

But he did not sleep that night.
The dread horror of the thing accom­

panied and haunted him for several 
w«-eks ; and then, as is so usual, it died 
softly away, aud the old temptation 
came back. But now he determined 
that, if he should succeed in passing 
away from life, it should bo in such a 
way that the most keen-eyed doctor or 
juryman should see naught but an acci­
dent. Because, for several days after 
that dreadful night, lie was distrait ; 
and often, he caught Claire’s great 
brown evee resting mournfully upon him, 
and as if questioning him about the 
meaning of that midnight visit. And 
he found himself perpetually asking, 
does she know ? Does she suspect ? 
until somehow a deep gulf seemed to 
yawn between them of distrust and want 
of confidence ; and he said : “lb is the 
new love that has ejected the old !" 
And she thought : “Does uncle I ear 
that I have forgotten him in Robert ?”

But it see Bed to accentuate his do- 
sire to be done with things—to pass out 
to the dreamless sleep that seemed to 
be evermore the one thing to be de­

an outcast from the society of men. As 
he passed, the child shouted up to him 
to come down and play with them: and 
the invitation from the child woke a 
strange dead chord in his sonl, and a 
certain spirit of tenderness seemed 
to possess him. He waved back his 
band, and shouted down:

“All right. I shall be down soon !”
And he went on, musing on the 

possibility of falling gently from the 
cliff, and meeting an easy death beneath. 
All would say it was an unhappy ac­
cident. But clearly, he dare not throw 
himself among those innocent children, 
whose lives be would thus imperil.
He walked along,thinking over the dread 

thought until suddenly he heard a about 
from a fishing boat in the bay, and look­
ing around, be saw the men. who were 
far out, wildly gesticulating. He ran 
back, and watched where their fingers 
pointed. Then, when he came quite 
opposite to where the children were, he 
saw the danger. They were nearly sur­
rounded by the incoming tide, for here 
the shore dipped suddenly, and the 
frothing waves came up with ^ hiss and 
a rush. The elder girls had run away, 
and were screaming at a safe distance; 
and the two little ones, one of whom was 
his favourite, wen- standing paralyzed 
with terror. For here there was a 
hollow in the cliff, and two barriers of 
rock hemmed in the sands. He looked, 
and saw the children vainly trying to 
mount the jagged stones, and follow 
their companions, lie saw them run 
backwards screaming, while the angry 
waves leaped iu and swept around their 
feet. Forgetting Death, and now moved 
by the desire of saving life Hamberton 
stepped forward, aud trod a narrow goat 
path that ran down the side of the cliff. 
But the screams of the children became 
importunate, lie left the path^md leaped 
forward to a ledge of sand that seemed

That evening, the only passengers 
that stepped from the otage-coach, 
which plied between the village and 
Ki Harney, were Outram and his wife.

They had come to spend a week or 
two of the closing autumnal holidays 
here and there on the loveliest sea-coast 
in the world ; aud ( tutram, who had 
been always fond of society and excite­
ment, now sought the most secluded and 
hidden placeras if he dreaded the faces 
of strangers, or was jealous of aught 
but the companionship of his wife.

He had said to Mabel, just has they 
approached the hotel :

“ Here we can manage, I think, a quiet 
week or two. 1 understand the season 
has been a poor one ; and we shaU be 
almost alone."

And as he stepped from the coach with 
the agility of one who just then was re­
lieved from souse apprehension, and had 
sought and found a respite or a rest. 
And they were fortunate in securing the 
two beat rooms in the hotel, those over­
looking a tiny strip of laurelled garden, 
over whose foliage could be seen the 
green wastes of the sea.

Yet, next morning after breakfast, to 
Mabel’s intense surprise, Outlaw came 
to her and said, in a pitiful way, that 
closed all questioning:
“I think we had better clear out fro* 

here, Mabel. I have had a wretched 
night, full of all kinds of apprehensions 
and fears. I wish I had that ring from 
Maxwell.”

And he looked so ill that she forbore

p »

I've beenIs that you, sonny, dear ? 
misein* you.’

She held out worn hands to re­
ceive his and smiled tremulously. “ I 
thought you'd be cornin’ soon, ho I lit 
the fire.”

He flung his arms around her with

still in hers, he slipped to his knees by 
her side.

For a few minutes there was silence. 
Twice the woman sought for speech, 
twice speech failed her. From outside 
came the sigh of the wind in the tree- 
tops ; inside the dry twigs crackhd and 
the fire shot out long flames.

At last she found voice and asked 
quietly :

“Have you been in the town, Danny?”
The child nodded.
44 Mammy, it's sold,” he said. “ I saw 

Mr. Ritchie, an' he said so. He told me 
to tell you it was a good price—more 
than he expected.”

She answered wearily :
44 It's sold, is it. sonny ?” Her hand 

tightened on his. “ I hope so—to pay up 
the folks we re owing—but I hoped moat 
it wouldn't sell. 1 expect Mr. Riohie'll 
be come out to see me by and by.”

4* Father Conroy is cornin'." 
boy’s voice was eager. “ 
an' he said to tell you."

terrible scorn and irony that were 
beneath her words; and her grim pur­
pose that he should not escape her. He 
thought to fly; but knew at once that 
she would follow him. and reach him iu 
unexpected places. There was nothing 
for it but to face lit once his evil genius, 
and ask her what she required.

He waited for a moment to steady his 
nerves, threw away his cigar, and stood 
opposite the girl.

She seemed to be taken aback for a 
moment; but looked at him with that air 
of deprecation and that moistening of 
the eyelids that he knew well concealed 
a purpose not to be shaken—a character 
not to be angered or frightened—a grim 
resolution to follow, and follow, and 
follow to the end.

41 Satara !” he said sternly, and as if 
asking a question.

“ Yes, ray Lord ! 
bondswoman !”

She held her hands hanging down 
clasped before her, and her great eyes 
wandered over his face.

“ What has brought you hither? Why 
have you come to disturb ray peace?"

“ Why does the moon hang round her 
mother, Earth !” she replied in the same 
calm moBotoae. “ Why do the rivers 
run to the sea ? Why do the tides 
come and go at a secret biddance ?”

44 Yes, yee," he said impatiently. 441 
know all that jargon. But what do you 
want? I have but little mosey—” he 
put his hand in his pocket, and drew out 
some loose silver,—“and cannot promise 
you more. Yon have a situation, have 
you not ? I saw you with some persons 
over there at Waterville."

She put aside the money proffered, 
gently, but with some disdain, aud 
looked at him with brimming eyes.

He got angry »t this. It was an un­
reasonable thing, and therefore an in­
vincible thing.

“ Yon know I’m married,” he said, 
44 and you should also know that the past 
is past, and to be forgotten utterly ; 
that European ways are not the

of India ; and that I cannot allow 
follow me here !”

44 If I were thim

Then, with his handCMC—W.

I were to use that deadly 
weapon on myself,—just a short, sharp 
shock—no pain,—how would it be with 
me ?” vAud his stilled soul seemed to 
sob out : “Silence, darkuess, rest for 
evermore ! And for them ? Horror, 
shame, despair 1”
“Pah, ’ he cried, in his own cynical 

way, “1 would be forgotten the day they 
had buried me. These young people 
are engrossed in one another too much 
to heed a poor suicide.”

And for the world ? A newspaper 
paragraph to-day ! Tomorrow, oblivion 
as deep as that which sleeps above an 
Egyptian sarcophagus !

He leant his head on his hands, and 
looked long and earnestly at the face 
that stared at him from the mirror. It 
was a strong, square face, somewhat 
pallid, and pursed beneath the eyes. 
But it was a calm face with no trace of 
anything morbid or nervous or hysteri­
cal. “ They cannot say : 4 Temporary 
insanity,’ " he thought. “Although the 
Irish will sometimes perjure themselves 
through their damned politeness.”

He "took up the weapon, examined it, 
and raised it carefully and slowly, 
placing the tiny mouth of the muzzle 
against his right temple, and pressing it 
so that it made a little circle of indenta­
tion on the flesh. He kept it steadily 
in this position 
stole his index-Anger slowly along until 
it touched the trigger. Very gently he 
moved the soft papilla of the finger 
along the smooth side of the steel, think­
ing, thinking all the while : Only a 
little pressure, the least pressure—and 
all was over ! Then, suddenly as if for 
the first time, the thought struck him 
that he would make a 

brains

One evening, late in the autumn, he 
Ned Galwey’

fishing boat. He enjoyed with a kind of 
mpturc these little exp«?iditions ; and 
the more stormy the weather, and the 
rougher the elements, the greater was 
his esofcaay. Ned always steered, for he 
was an excellent seaman , and Hamber- 
ton used to watch, with mingled curios­
ity and admiration, the long, angular 
figure, the silent, inscrutable face with 
the red beard hanging like so much 
tangled wire down on the deep chest ; 
and the care and watchfulness with 
which the man used to handle his boat, 
despite his apparent forgetfulness and to slope down to the chasm where the 
silence. He seemed always to rest inthat children were imprisoned. But the im- 
humble posture of silence and «piiet, as petus of the fall was too great, and he 
if dreading to disturb Hamberton ; and himself driven forward by his
he never dared speak, except to answer ovfn weight and unable to save 
some question. ! himself. In that perilous moment

Hamberton on calm seas would rest in he could not help thinking; 
the plow of the boat, half reclined on a *)ave had what I d«*sired. Yea.
cushion, reading or watching the play there is a God ! and the next moment, 
of the waters. When the weather was he was huddled up oh the sands* having

barely escaped involving iu his
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A half-hour passed by. The breeze 
died out, sprang up again in fiercer 
gusts, died away again, aud then swept 
down in a hurricane that threw seeth­
ing waves at Darby’s feet.

“ Begobs, I must warn them," thought 
Darby. “If they don't shtop their 
cnofshaulin' and codraulin,’ they'll be 
cool enough before morning, I'm think- 
in' !"

He put his hands t<> his month, and 
shouted across the tumbling waters :

“ There's a big wind cornin’ down ; 
an’ ye'll get swamped."

Apparently, they didn’t hear him. He 
again shouted, in a superior accent, bor­
rowed for the occasion :

44 Hallo, their in the punt !”
A faint Hallo 1 came back.
44 They’re dhrnuk, or mad," thought

“ Get home out o’ that," said Darby, 
again shouting through his hands. 
44 Don’t you see the wather ? Cull in, 
or ye'll be drownded !”

This at last seemed to awaken the 
rower ; for he drew his punt around, 
and pulled shorewards.

But when he got out of the sheltered 
waters, and found the boat rocking dan­
gerously, he tried to get back. But 
this was not easy.

44 Keep her head to the north,” 
shouted Darby,44 and pull in here.”

The 
saw him, too,asking questions.

The hotel proprietor was alarmed and 
disturbed. He had counted o* such 
eligible guests for a fortnight at least.

“Anything wrong with the room? We 
can easily get you another, l’erhaps, 
you would like your meals alone," etc.

To all which auxions interrogatories, 
Outram could only say:

“No, no. All is right. But—”
Mabel mused all

The Air is 
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love. The 
alone ; in 
sation. II< 
Danny non 
so the shi 
own life 
while. Sh 
ing :

for a while. ’Then he And they departed, 
the way in silence, until they came to 
their old quarters on Caragh Lake. 
High up on the hills was the bell-tent of 
Maxwell, with the little red pennant 
fluttering in the breeze.

“I hope Maxwell is here,” he said, “I 
shall demand my ring.’’

“He cannot be here,” said Mabel, 
wishing it were so.

“You know he's married to some 
English girl along the Dingle coast; and 
1 heard they they have gone abroad.”

The sudden hope died away from Out- 
ram's face, and left it dark and ghxuny 
as before.

‘They had rooms in the hotel; aud the

Disease isIn the Springtime 
Ready to Make Ynu a Victim 

When the Blood is Thin To morrow 
come an' 
little houi 
my knee, I 
you. I wa 
an’ think 
baby. Co'

crept on 
softly ; mi 
scenes of 
forms of 
given her 
her down x 
est joys of

ner,” she a 
there ; Bol 
I used to 
where I’m 
poke the 
You all la^ 
It was he 
to walk, d 
Ah, he wa 
Danny, wi 
hair.”

She rat 
grew gray 
her memo 
Outside, t 
click of t 
footsteps 
roused to 

44 It's F. 
said he wi 

The chi 
window in 
terror ant 

44 It’s t 
cried. “ 
turn us oi 
mammyl

rough, he stood on the thwarts, support­
ing himself with his arm around the ruin that of the children he had bravely

determined to save. Rich, Red Blood is the Greatest of 
Germicides—You Can Get the 

Blood Right by Using

most ; and swaying and dipping with 
every plunge of the boat.

This autumnal evening was black and 
lowering as if with brewing tempests ; 
and the sea was heaving fretfully under 
a strong laud breeze that made the 
breakers smoke near the shore.

dirty
in CHAPTER XXXVI Maine as

of blood and
and how the servants would

t tu
NEMESIS Or. (Ehase’s 

Nerve Food
find him thus in the morning and handle 
him rudely, aud lift him with certain 
scorn from his undignified position ; and I Keeping the boat’s head steadily 
how the rude doctor, that detestable j against the rush of the incoming tide, 
Weatrupp, the drunken dispensary Ned managed to avoid the dangerous 
physician, whom he would not let inside troughs of the seas, and there was no in 
his door, would paw him all over, and convenience, except for the shipping «»f 
talk about his well-known insanity ; and & few seas that left but tiny pools 
how a jury of his own employees would which Ned soon hailed out with his 
sit on him with Ned Galwey iu the free hand. Hamberton, this evening, 
chair# stood up on the very last thwart near the

He* laughed out with self-contempt bow, y«*t so that he could support him- 
and loathing, and in his own cynical self against the mast ; and the old 
he muttered : temptation came back with terrible

44 The Romans had this advantage over force, 
us—they folded their togas around them “Only a little slip of the foot ; only a 
as they died ; and no vile hinds and momentary loss of grasp; and all is 
idiots dared disturb their dignity in over. There, there beneath these sweet 
death.” salt wav«*s is rest, if anywhere.”

Aud he threw the weapon down on He began to dream of it, ns he watch- 
the table. There was a (lash of fire, one od the waters swirling by the boat, or 
little tongue of flame, and a puff of smoke the fissure in front where the prow cut 
and Hamberton fell backwards, not tin* waves, and sent, the hissing sections 
stricken, but in affright. aft : until he felt himself almost mos-

44 That little pellet was not fated,” merized by the element. The continu­
ité thought, 4‘ to find its grave in my ous watching of the green and white 
brain." waters seemed to obliterate and confuse

And then, as another idea struck him. his sight ; and with the dimness of 
the strong man grew pale and trembled sight came dimness of perception, until 
all over, and the sweat of fear came out at, last lie began to think that he 
and washed all his forehead with its had accomplished his dread design,

and that he was actually beneath the 
waves. Again and again the delusion 
returned, each time with more force, 
until at last reason aud imagination be­
came merged together, and the former 
was about to topple over even as he 
loosed his hold, when he was recalled to

you
44 My Lord is angry with his servant,” 

she said. “ What has his servant done 
to create anger ? The past is not past ; 
for there is no past nor future for the 
children of Brahma, the Eternal.’'

She wav«‘d her hand, as if to brush 
away any objection.

44 Look here, Satara,” he said, “ that 
jargon is all right beyond the Red Sea. 
But we cannot listen to it here. Again,
I tell you that this is Europe ; and that 
our ways are not yours. You cannot 
come into my house. That’s impossible.
I cannot receive you. Why can’t yon 
remain as you are ? Are the people 
kind to you?”

44 Kind ? Yes. But they are also 
kind to their dog. What is kindness ? 
Will the gleaner take an ear of com 
when he can get a sheaf ? Will my lord 
drink water when he can have the grape 
juiw of the vineyard ?

Ou*ram was sorely puzzled what to 
do. How to get rid of this girl with her 
brimming eyes, her deadly and tenacions 
purpose, her Eastern fanaticism, he 
knew not.

44 Satara," he said, lowering and soft­
ening his voice, until it became almost 
careening, 44 you once cared for me ? 
We were once friends ?"

44 Nay, nay,” she said, “not friends. 
The slave is not the friend of her master;

the friend of

No woman, mother or maiden, ever 
utterly loathes that which she has once 
loved. Her usually flexible nature 

l seems to be hardened by that passion 
into a shape which cannot be bent 
backward or broken. There may be 
auger, jealousy, hate, under which her 
soul will vibrate painfully. But, at 
length and at last, it settles down into 
one fixed poise, which seems as un­
changeable as the earth’s axis towards 
the sun.

When the blood is rich aud red, when 
it is largely composed of red 
puscles, there is little ohamte for disease 
germs. They cannot thrive in the 
system which is. filled with good 
blood.

But in the spring the blood is gener­
ally thin, weak and watery. It lacks 
the vitalizing red corpuscles and you 
become an easy prey to the germs of 
disease which seem to lurk everywhere 
at this time of the year.

You can fortify yourself against 
the germs of disease by using Ur. 
Chase’s Nerve Food. This great restor­
ative treatment forms new, red corpus­
cles in the blood, makes the 
red and healthy.

Weakness, tired feelings, stomach 
derangements and disorders of the nerV- 

disappear when Dr*

unhappy man, hunted by Fate, had 
night’s rest. But the next day he 
looked fearful and unhappy and appre­
hensive, watching in a furtive manner 
the guests at table or in the cor­
ridors, and hiding behind curtains when 
the great stage-coaches came with their 
burtirn of passengers, and went.

His wife could not help noticing it, and 
hie dread became contagions. Both felt 
now the shadow of a great fear looming 
down on them; the meshes of Fate clos­
ing in around them. But by 
consent they agreed that this fate was 
to be met in silence. Mabel asked no 
questions; and Outram proffered no 
suggestions.

The s«>coud day passed quietly over 
them, Outram having spent the greater 
part of it alone on the lake; and even 
there seeking the shadows and sequ«*et 
ered places rath«>r than the open waters, 
where eyes, themselves unseen, might 
rest upon him. In the evening he was 
in excellent spirits, and said after dinner 
to his wife:

“I think, after all. Maxwell may he 
here. At least, I imagim* I saw that 
young barbarian who used to accompany the worshipper is not 
him, and whom once, you remember, I Brahma." 
nearly drowned at the pier, 
make inquiries.”

The rower, now alarmed, tried to do 
so ; and with a few strong pulls he 
sent the punt driving through the 
seething waters. But wind and wave 
were too much for him. These autumn 
tempests, which rise so suddenly on 
mountain lakes, and as suddenly sub­
side, raise dangerous aud choppy waves, 
in which very often six-and eight-oared 
boats perish. The light punt had no 
chance there, although just now driven 
by a man rendered desperate by a 
double terror, lie struggled furiously, 
feeling that his only chance was to cut 
through the waters, and not to leave 
the frail little skiff at their mercy for 
an instant. But nature and, as he now 
thought, Nemesis, were too much. The 
thought of this girl, who had travelled 
half the globe to avenge his desertion 
or cruelty, and the thought that his 
talisman would uow have been in his 
possession, had he not negh'cted the 
opportunity, smote him together ; and 
with a kind of groan, or cry of despair, 
he threw up the oars, and folded hh 
arms in defiance. In an instant th<* 
boat was swung round, lifted up, and 
capsized ; and Outram and the girl 
were in the trough of the waves.

Hence, Mabel Willoughby, after her 
baptism of tears, took the regenerated 

husband unto her own,soul of her 
and settled ilown into a calm attitude 
of resignation and affection. The effect 
on Outram was almost startling. The 
uuavow«*d forgiven«*ss of his wife for his 
deadly deception touched unto better 
purposes and larger issues a spirit that 
had grown old in duplicity; and he came 
to worship, with a kind of doglike up- 
look, the woman whom he had betrayed 
and who had so nobly absolved him. 
Hence, during these lleeting summer 
aud autumnal months, he lost all his 
cunning, all his cynicism; fend went 
about a humble and deferential follower 
of his wife, asking for and obeying her 
commands; whilst she, in turn, seemed 
to regard him with a kind of respect for 
his misfortune and forgiven fault.

common

system soon 
Chase’s Nerve Food is used.

This medicine cures by the bunh­
and for this reasoning-up process, 

its benefits are lasting. Nearly every­
body needs something in the spring t0 
enrich the blood and tone up the «J-8* 
tern, and it would be impossible to 
get a more satisfactory spring 
than Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 
a box, 0 for $2 50, at all dealers or 
Edrotmeon, Bates & Co., Limite . 

Toronto.

For as he looked he saw that the still 
smoking muzzle of the revolver pointed 
straight, to the wall, or rather thin par­
tition, that screened Claire Moulton’s 

from his ; and a dreadful thought

tf)0c.
But, wh«*re trnni forgive, Nature, and 

her handmaid, Nemesis, are sometimes 
and certainly, in He saw it was useless. But now the 

evening had deepened down. The lights
relentless; 
mysterious manner, the magnanimity of

room
struck him, as he gauged the height at
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