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¢ Child, you talk like an idealist or a poet,! he acswered, scornfully,
¢and you will get more pain out of that then f{rom snything else that is
oing.’
8 ‘8How do you know ?'
‘I trled it. Most men do once, then stride on into the future wisc with
1he knowledge of thioga left behind—that is my experience.  Oh, my sweet
coz, how you would hate and curse me if you knew.’——It was nearly eaid.
* I thiok you are so kind and generous'—she broke out,
* Eve probably thought the same of the Serpent when he obligingly
belped her to the forbidden fruit. No doubt his mavners were highly

agiecable, or she would have been eatitfied with Adam. Well, and whe=

you bad made yourself clever, and all the rest of it, what would you do
next, write a novel? That's 2 woman's ususl resource.’
¢ No, I think I should go on the stage.
should like it
I hope rather that you'll go on a pair of trestles after you have been
arrabged white and still in your cofin.  The stage is not the place for you,
poor baby.’
* Why not ?’
¢ Never mind. It's a bad place, though 'ots of the right sort of people
take to it cow.” She looked up at him wonderingly.
+ 1 never d!d anything very wrong,’ she said simply, so I suppose I be-
Joog 10 the right sort, and the more ot thcse who go on the stage the better,
- because it will help to make the theatre a good place instead of a bad one,
as you think it now. It ought to be good, it ought to be splendid,’ she
went oo, with s little glow io her voice, ¢ for Shakespeare wrote his plays
for it, and they are full of beautiful things; only the best people should
act them.’
He laughed out, but bis laugbter had lost its ring of merriment.
‘Oh, good Lord, to think that women are all idiots, and the world is
more than half full of them. Come {0 dinner ; eatingis a lothesome amuse-
ment to me just now, but the bell rang five mioutes sgo.’
¢ This girl will think by and by and live,” he thought as he drank his
coffee in the smoking place on deck; *she will do beiter thao read books
that are merely speaking tubes from the first men of all. I koew the first
pight I met her that she would not merely sit down t> rock babies and
devise clothes. Ob, fool and idiot that I was to see 2 woman 1 couid love
aud not get her, though I killed every man within 2 mile of her’ She had
been very grave at dinner.  He felt that for the first time she had bzen
facing an awful possibility ; but a blind jeslousy was takiog hold of him.
He could not bear that she should even thiok of Lal now, though he knew
that he was ncver for a moment entirely out of her thoughts. He finished
his amoke and went to look for her, It was nearly dark, the air was soft
and still, the lower deck deserted. He found her near the bows.
¢ Come and walk about,’ he sald.
I can't,’ she whispered helplessly.
*Come I' She weartly rose. They went up and down for a bit im silence.
Then he looked round at her.
‘ Poor baby I’ he said gently. fIs she fretting for her mate ¥
The answer was only a little sob. ‘I koow, I know,” he s3id ; and his
heart smote him. Ob ! brute, wretch, pig that he was, why had he done
this thing, and now how could be bear to tell her ; still less how could he

I bave sometimes thought I

let her go? “ He'll be bere in a week,’ he sald, hopelessly.
* A week,’ she cried, under her breath. ¢ He will never come. I koow
it. It will break my heart.’ She totiered, and nearly fell.  He lopged to

tell ber a)l he had done, and then to die for love of her.
+Come and sit down herc, away from everyonc.’” They went to the
upper deck.

¢ There. Is she comfortable, my sweet little coz?' She found the last
word more soothing than ever since she had taken an interest in his eyes,
for it sounded brotherly, or, at any rate, relationly.

¢ Now, let us talk it cver agsin., Do you care for him so much-—so
much still, dear Nell ?’

*Yes; ob, yes?' she said passionately twistiog her weddiog-ring rouvnd
on her fioger. He hated the sight of it. *There was no one hke him in
the world, He seemed so grand, so different from otaer men ; they were
—ah, justmen! It has beeo rather difficult to distinguish one from another.
But Lal I have Jooked up to and revercoced.’

*Suppose you found out that a man who loved you was a brute, 2
scoundrel, and only fit to be kicked *—he was whitc with rage agalust him-
aelf,

¢ Frapk, what do you mean ' Lal is no{—"'

*I mean {f you did,’ he said quickly, wondering what his own chacce
would be if be confessed everythiog and pleaded his love as an excuse.

*It would be dreadful. Muck worse than seeing him die.

tThat Is what a woman says who has never looked on death.’

¢+ And as for loviog lim, I coulda't ; and I should hate myself if I did.
But why do you ssk this ? Lal is 2 thousand timee too good for me.’
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tOh ! yes,' be said bitterly, * but I think if you had been wine I should
bave found you by this time, or pulled the sky down.’

She sobbed in ber little berth balf through the night, in spite of the
Jtalian woman who snored unreservedly above her, for she felt there was
truth in Merreday’s words, Her head ached in the morpiog, and her eyes
were red when she appeared on deck. He was divided between the desise
to kucel at her feet, implore pardon, and then jump overboard, or to strangle
her in bis arms, and kiss her madly till she died.

: CHAPTER VIIL

Their ship was moored at Genoa, three days before Nell supposed her
busband could arrive there.  As they neared the shore she lonked up rue-
fully at the white villas agaiost the green background, and grudged herself
the sight cf everything that she was to have secen with him, Stillit w.s a
wouderful thiog to b= in Italy, snd she walked up snd down the gold and
»i' ver etreet with Frank, hirdly belioviog it could be true. e bought her
eume fi igree, snd took het to the Campo Saoto,  Though why we who love
sife should go amoog people who seem to love death I don't kaow,’ he said.

¢ The people beneath thesc wonderful monuments must have led besuti-
ful lives,’ Nell said, farcinated by the marble. But Merreday walked past
the tombs balf scoffiogly.

¢I hate them,’ he said, *stuck all round as if they belonged to an aris-
tocracy that had drawn itself back into ghastly coustry s:ats, while the
populace struggled in the town., I would rather be one of the people in the
centre, Nell, noder a little black cross. Let's go back to Genos and see the
cathedral. I've looked it up in the guide book—black aod while stone
from Almeria, brought by the Moorz. Don't suppose you know any about
the Moors ; but they were men who lived.

¢Lived?

‘You don't understand what I mean by that yet, but if ever you do you
will feel that the world has altered for the worss since their days. It has
been turned into a cage with bara for the like of you then, and me now, to
beat our heads against. I shall beat mine agaiost them till I'm stuaned.
After ail, the ouly thing to do {n the world is to Jaugh.’

‘I don’t understand——"'

¢ Of course not,’ he answered, wearily, ¢ so let us drive back. Nearly
opposite the red palace there is the most meritorlous cafe in Genos ; they
give you a divine breakfast, and let you eat It in a garden.’

So they rumbled away from the cemetry ; bat, instead of driving as near
the cafe as possible, they got out at th: flower-zellers, close to the Dotia
Palace, and he bought her a little bunch of starry-white blossoms for the front
of her dress, Afterwards, ia looking back, she remembered that there had
never been a day on which he had not bought her flowers. Thazy went iato
the church of St. Matteo, and looked at the Doris hero’s sword. ¢ The man
it belonged to is dust, but i1s power to kill remains when aoy idiot, with a
paming spell of life, who can get at it chooses to use it,’ he said bitterly as
he walked away. ¢ A hero is the finest thing fashioned by G»d, yet he is
more impotent after all than the bit of steel he callsa sword. The power in
tbe one remairs, in the other vanishes.

¢ But the man's power goes into the thing he does, whether it is a aword
or a deed, and 2 deed once done is done to all eteroity ; that ishow be gets
his immortslity and {s proved to have been good or bad.’

* Nell, Nell, what do you mean?

* It is oot mice, she said, colouriog, someone said it to me once.’

‘I'm glad of that,” acd he thought, ¢ 0, my sweet| my sweet! it would
be sad indeed if you had taken to philosopby aiready.’

They walked to the Cafs Concordia. It has 2 garden ; they went down
the steps to it, and sat under some orange trees and ordered breakfast to be
brought out to them there.  Benind was the restaurant and some rather
gorgeous rooms belooging to it. They could hear the voices of the unseen
people throngh the opsn windows.

A dreamy mesl in a dreamy garden with the palms and the orange trees,
the laburnuwms and the pepper trees, making a sweet tangle overhead.

*You are co very silent now,’ she said; ‘are you unhappy?’ She was

beginning to consider his looks, and to hang upon his words. It wasa sign
of many things.
* I never talk-in a church or iosult good food by trivial remarks,’ he an-
swered, looking at her with an oxpression she wis learning to understand
only too well. ¢ L=t us cat and bz thankful, sweet coz, for we are in Italy
together, ard the time may be short aod the chance never with us agaio.’

Some people in the room bebind settled themselves by the window, a
little above the garden, but haviog looked down for 2 momeat drew back
and probably bzgan their breakfast. Merreday and Helen could hear nearly
all they sald.

¢ Are you well?' she askéd ; for in the lest few hours his face had grown
whiter than usaal,

¢ Not very, my head is like a windmill ; but it's only the heat. Iam
glad to be here with you, ooly I wish the Lord in bis infinite mercy, had
seen fit to transport those chattering idiots up thers to the desolate land of
Jeticho: they jar ob my rerves.’

¢ I am sure you are 11, she said, looking at him anxiously.

¢ Oh, no; only a few shreds of fever—tbo old fever of last year. I wax
thinkiog just before they came that fio mattsr what yestordsy contained or
to-morrow may bring, we are very happy here to-dsy. It is good to sit In
this garden, and to listen to the hum of iosects and stirring of léaves—pro-
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