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"lOh, Clive, dear Clive, forgive me, and
take me to your heart again 1"

Surely despair had unsettled bis mind, and
this must be a pbantasm of bis overtasked
brain bie told himself, even though lier head
Iay o -bis shoulder, and he feit her warm
tears wetting bis cheek, bier heart throbbing
naext bis own.

"Clive, wviIl you flot speak and say that you
pardon me, as I hope God will? Ah, 1 pro.
mise to be a different wife to what I bave
been 1"

Yes, be feit now it was reality, and clasped
ber to bis breast witb a grasp strong almost
as that of deatb itself. A long moment of
rapture, rapture that seemed to repay bim
for the agony of the last few days, and then
flashed across bim, the remembrance of ber
engulphed fortune-of their common muin.

IlToo late!i too late! Tirginia, you know
nothiu)g of the trutb.'>'

"Ves, my husband, I know aIl, but even if
my fortune and yours are both lost, are Nve
flot stili ricli in eacÂ"i otber's recovered love?
Even tbough your affection for me is flot
what it once -%as, I wiIl strive te win it
baclcY

19Child, cbild,> be wbhispered, Cthis happi-
ness is almost too niucb te bear. Let me
kneel with you 'wbilst your pure lips implore
t'bat pardon I dare not asic myseif for xny
sinful liCe, and tbank my Mak-er for the un-
deserved mercy be bas just sbewn me."

After thrusting into a table drawer the
letter be had written, and the pistol, evidence
Of bis sinful rnadness, which, fortunately bad
remained unnoticed amid the papers and
Pamphlets surrounding it, Clive drew Vir-
ginia from the roornwhispering :

tgCorne with me dearest. You are too
lightly dressed for tbis cold rooma"

Together they descended te, the pleasant
dressing room, -where brigbt lire and ligbts
stili gleamed as if awaiting tbeir coming.

IlSit down bere, Clive, ini rny own chair,
and rest your poor head, whilst 1 don dress-

ing gownr and slippers for once without
Cranston's aid.>'

Willingly he obeyed; for bis over-wrought:
brain was giddy, and bewildered Nvith the
powerful emotions of the last few bouts.
ACter a few moments bis wife came suddenly
up to him, and in a low tone asked:

IlIs it true that you have flot eaten, Clive,
for four days ?"

IlIndeed.I have been so busy, that I neyer
noticed -%bether I did or flot.>'

"Wait then, and 1 will get you something;
but on second thoughts you must corne with
me, for I arn afraid to venture down stairs
alone at this hour.>

"lThen, dear Virginia, I will flot leave
tbis chair and fire, besides, seriously, 1 must
have àined, for I do flot feel at ail hun-

gry .1
Opening a closet she took eut a plate of

biscuit, which she placed on the rosewood
stand beside bis chair, and which, be greedily
devoured.

«"No more!1" he smilingly said, as she
toolc up the empty plate with some vague
idea of refilling iL IlYou knowv how cauti-
ously food should always be administered to,
sbipwvrecked mariners. Corne now and tell
me, like the perfect wife you promise to,
be, how and when you learned all you
know?"

"Willingly, Clive, on one condition!
You mnust promise not te get angry Nvith any
one.7>

"lAgreedl I feel so happy now, I verily
believe a man might horsewhip me -%vi-".ut
fear of retaliation>'

Seated on a stool at bis feet, her head
resting on bis arm, but ber face averted so,
that be niigbt flot see the tears tbat often
gratbered, or the crirnson that more than once
mounted te ber cbeek, sbe recounted the
conversation that she had overhea:rd that
night on the balcony.

"Ah, Clive, bow cornpletely my eýes were
opened then te mny oivni faults, my Nvorthless-
ness, whilst I was filed at the saine turne
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