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CHAPTER XXX.

«E UNION.
“Not st all 1 have plenty of time." 

To hiroaelf ho >u thinking,
“In eu hoor’e time, Helen, yon will 

reproech yourself bitterly for your de- 
ley."

Then he went on—
“On that eetne day there wee e slight 

eocident on thie line, jnet oueide the ata- 
tioo. The train ran off the line. No one 
was much hurt except one young lady, 
who had sustained serious injuries to her 
heed owing to a fall. She was nncou 
eotous, and at there was nothing about 
her which gave any clue to who she was 
or where she came from, my wife had 
her brought to this house. I was away 
from 3>oiue that day. She was ill for a 
long time, it was a very dangerous case 
of coneuasion of the brain ; but she had 
a marvellous constitution, and recover
ed wonderfully fast with the exception 
that her memory did not return."

He glanced at hie companion, who had 
listened at first with a polite show of in
terest which had partly concealed his 
natural indifference. Now, however, he 
looked really interested, and he raised 
hie head when the clergyman paused, as 
though wishful for him to go on.

“It was very unfortunat.," went on 
the rector, “for we wore still prevented 
from gaining any information about her. 
She made no attempt to tell us even her 
name. She appeared not to have the 
slightest recollection of how she came to 
behere. She showed no curiosity about 
anything. She lived literally from diy 
to day, fully alive to everything that

la alive and she is here in this

happened at the moment, but as each ln

at the change in Percival's 
Almost stammered—

—- do you mean ? That is my 
woes name la she alive? Is she 
here F’

“She
home.”

?• Bseoght for a moment that Perci- 
val Would have fallen ; he staggered, his 
breath came brokenly,ehe struggled in 

*Pee*t- Then words came.
Oh, Helen, Helen !" he cried, “what 

have I done f*
And he aenk into his chair and drop- 

. . head into hie arms, which lay 
stretched out upon the table before him.

mt longworthy stepped to the fire- 
P'tUt end rang the hell. When Fanny 
c*™* *he found her roaster standing in 
the hell holding the handle of the study 
door.

‘^Qo into the drawing room as quickly 
“ fo* can,” he said, "and ask Mrs 
Moore to come here to me at once.”

In a moment Helen was with him. He 
took her hand aaying-

r kuaband is here, go in to him. 
1 I would bring him to you, but,” 
With a smile, “you ran away from him, 
you know, and it is onlp fair that you go 
bwk to him."

Than he held the door open for her to 
Ko in, oloeed it gently alter her and 
j°t°*d his wife in the drawing-room.

“”hal made yon send for Helen ?" 
asked Mm Longworthy.

"When it came to the point I found 
it would be better. He was so over
come. I oonld not possibly have sent him

day passed it became a blank to her—it 
was lost she remembered nothing more 
about it”

“Was there no name on her luggage, 
had you no clue V asked Percival, 
whose interest was now thoroughly 
roused.

“There waa no name on the luggage, 
no name on the linen, or in the one or 
two books ; only initials. ’’

“What initials ?"
“I will tell you presently ; just now 

there am things of more importance. 
This went on for some months ; my wife 
nod I hoped constantly; the doctor gave 
ua every reason to expect that she would 
completely recover.

“And you kept her all that time 
May I nek if she was of gentle birth ?"

,1Ww Wit gentlewoman, and long be- 
tote that we had grown to fond of her 
that it would havo been a great troub'e 
to ue to part with her."

He was silent again, apparently lost in 
thought, and Percival looked st him 
with a new interest. He had never be-' 
fore oome across a man who had harbor
ed an utterly unknown young woman 
in hie house for months, and been con
tent to grow fond of her without know 
lug even her name.

“Ia she here now ?” he asked.
“She ia in the drawing room with my 

wife.”
“Have you never to this day found 

out who the is !"
“Yea ; in time she recovered her 

memory, and expressed a wish to hear 
how she came to be in this house with 
people whom she had never seen before 
the accident but to wham she had, I be 
lieve, become sincerely attached," said 
Mr Longworthy with a quiet smile.

“She would have shown a wonderful 
degree of ingratitude if she had not be
come attached to them, I should say,’’ 
returned the younger man. “You will 
excuse my saying that she might have 
mot with an accident at almost any other 
railway station in the world without re
ceiving such extraordinary kindness and 
hospitality."’

“I am the clergyman of this place," 
replied Mr Longworthy, and having said 
that he appeared to think he had said all 
that war necessary.

“The day came,however," he went on, 
"when she asked my wife to tell her 
about herself, and inv wife, having had 
her instructions from tile doctor, told 
her everything without reserve. She 
wae very much shocked and upset, but 
what surprised me more than anything 
else, when my wife told me about it, was 
that some allusion having been made to 
that other accident, she insisted upon 
hearing all about it. Strange to say, 
that story seemed lo affect her almost 
more than her own."

“Did she give no reason for that ?” 
asked Percival, who was now listening 
with tlie greatest attention, and Uni nut 
lose a word ot the story.

“She said,” went on the clergyman, 
rather slowly, “that having just heard of 
her own railway accident, as one may 
say. and not being very strung, yet, she 
could not help imagining herself to have 
been in that other train, and picturing 
to herself what her horrible fate would 
have been."

“Was that not rather strange ?"
“I thought so ; my wife, on the con

trary, considered it quite natuial, look
ing at the circumstances under which 
our friend had come into our house. It 
was aeon explained. On the following 
day ehe told ua not only her name, 
but her whole story. It appeared 
that when the left home ehe was in that 
train, intending to go to London, but 
the changed her mind, and at Dewturst 
got into the train that brought her 
here. ",

He paused, involuntarily arrested by 
the look on Percival's face. It was aa 
pele aa death, and there waa a look al- 
moat ni entreaty in hit eyes. Hu rose 
from hit chair at he asked—

“Why did you not communicate with 
he- friands than f’

i he et all angry ?”W,
“Awy ? No. I fancy he is more 

inclined to blame himself than anyone 
else juat now.” »

“Dil yen tell him everything ?”
“No, only how Helen came to be 

here. I just mentioned that she knew 
of hie mooed marriage in order to pre
pare hue. I think she will tell him all 
that better than I could."

“I am not at all sure of that. They 
will be in inch e state of confusion and 
questions end answers that anything like 
s^oohersobexplanation will be impossi-

“Well, they will come to it in time. 
At present I think they only want one
another."

“And you think he seemed entirely
glad ?”

"Ah, yea, there will be no reconcilia
tion needed. Hie face and voice were 
cooiuh to show that he never in his life 
cared for any other woman.”

“It will be an awkward thing break
ing it to Alice,” aaid Mrs Longworthy 
rather apprehensively.

“Very, onion my theory should turn 
out to be correct. ”

“Which theory ? I never knew any
one eo fond of mysteries,”

“My dear Mabel, you made it a re
proach only a few days ago that the 
simplest child could read me like a book. 
Yon will very toon find out what my 
theory is. It ia very dreadful to think 
of losing Helen. She will leave a hor
rible blank. How shall I get on with
out my secretary and companion ? Don’t 
yon think we might have some tea now, 
Mabel ? Not on my account, of course, 
but I fancy these "two would be glad of 
some."

“Poor old mils," said his wife, smiling 
and patting hie arm. “You have waited 
very patiently. Ring the bell and Fanny 
•hall take it it in and go and tell them
it ia reedy."

”Wae Helen very nervous ?”
“I think she was. Of course she was 

loOgiug to see him, but I think she was 
a little afraid of herself.”

When Helen had received Mr Long 
worthy’s eummeos she had been feeling 
very nervous, but when the decisive mo
ment asms, all her tremora vanished and 
the felt perfectly calm ; she had even 
smiled in rather a pale Heeling fashion 
in answer to Mr Longworthy'a jesting 
little tpeecl? about the propriety of her 
seeking her husband since she had left 
him.

When the door had closed behind her, 
she stood for a moment in the middle of 
the room, unaeen and unheard by Perci- 
vak The lamp waa not lit, but the fire 
burned brightly, and she was perfectly 
well able to distinguish her husband by 
sitting in that same attitude of abandon
ment into which he had fallen on first 
hearing that she was living and in the 
tame house with himself. She looked at 
him for a moment with a wonderful ex
pression growing in her face, and at first 
her lips tretnblod, so that she could not 
apeak. Then she took a few steps- for
ward, Until she was standing almost close 
to him, and in a low voice ahe aaid,

-Percival!’’
the sound of her voice, which trembled 

a little, seemed to arouse him. He look
ed up and saw her standing beside him. 
He did not speak all at once and she 
said no more ; they remained so, looking 
into one another's eyes, for a moment. 
Then he stretched out hit hand towards 
her saying,

“Helen, is it really you ; it is not a 
dream ?”

“It is really I.”
“1 have so often fancied I had you 

back again, seen you, apokeu to you, 
almost touched you, but it was always s 
dream from which I woke up when I 
tried to touch you. It would not be 
safe tç trifle with me now."

“This time,” she said, holding out her 
hand, “you can really touch me, and let 
that be a proof I shall not melt away 
into a dream. Take my hand Percival.”

“Because in the meantime complica
tions had arisen. Her husband, believ
ing her to be dead, bad married again ; 
ahe saw the marriage in a newspaper.”

“Her name," said Percival, “what was 
her name ? You do not know what sus
picions you sire exciting.”

“The initials ou her luggage were ‘H. 
M end her name she told us was Helen 
M>ore.’’

He too rote as he spoke, feelieg al-

Their hands met, and then, she kne 
not ho*, she was in hit arms, he had 
gathered her close to him, as if he never 
meant to let her go again ; her face, her 
hands, her hair were covered with his 
kisses, and all tlie time he was speaking, 
half-laughing, half-crying, calling upon 
her name, calling her all the sweetest 
names he knew ; and she leaned her 
head againat hia shoulder, anl with 
closed eyes wondered how the bed lived 
through the past year.

In time they were calmer. They eat 
down and began to talk, a> d Percival 
•aid—

“Do yon know what 1 have done, 
Helen t Can you ever forgive me ? ’

“It iel who need forgiveness,I think,” 
•ha answered. But I know, Percival ; 
yss, I know. But for that I should have 
eo'2ZhP* «Moths ago."
_ B” yon never doubted me, Helen t 
You knew ell akw that I did not care 
for anyone but yon?"

“Yus, I knew, at least I supposed eo, 
hut it mom eo suddenly ; it was such a 
shock, and I wee not welL It was ell 
*ueh a puzzle, I did not know what to 
think. It waa not enouith to know ; 
and then 1 thought I waa going out of 
my mind, so that it waa better to keep 
hidden. I cannot explain it to you. To 
understand what I felt you must have 
felt as I did, and I hope—I hope—you 
never may. ’

"My poor darling," kissing her again, 
“what you must have suffered and gone 
through. It makes my heart ache to 
think of it But tell me why did you 
leave home at all ?”

“Do you not know ? Can you not 
gueaa ? What made you marry Alice ?"

“Because-------- .You don’t mean,” he
went on after a sudden pause, “that it 
had begun then ?”

“It had begun before we were married. 
It began long ago, when I waa nursing 
Dr. Hazlitt.”

“Good heaven ! and I never taw, 
never even dreamed of such thing. How 
blind I waa ; but how could I imagine 
such a thing unless I had been the vain
est poppy iu creation. Why did you not 
telr me ? yon had given me one hint all 
this might have been prevented."

“How could I, Percival ?” the cried in 
a voice of misery. “You forget how 
things were. How could I have betrayed 
her ? Wee I ever to guess that things 
would come to snch a past aa this ? 
Could I tell that, even if her way waa
clear, ehe would--------  Oh, Percival, do
not blame me. I have blamed myself 
very bitterly, and I had no one to ask 
for advice, no one to help me. I could 
only do as I thought best, and I have 
suffered mure than I can tell.”

Her voice broke in a sob. Percival 
looked very white and angry as he 
answered—

“Blame you ? I do not blame you ; 
heaven knows I am in a position to 
blame nobody, but she was”—clenching 
hia h»nd while hie voice choked with 
anger. "Whose fault is it all, but 
her» V ha went on. “She sent yen 
almost to your death ; (he fooled me and 
made me believe she loved me. I can 
never forgive her, never. To-morrow 
the shell know everything.”

“Ah, no," said Helen ; “you will not 
be hard on her ; think what her position 
must be, eveu if you say no word of 
blame. Promise me, Percival, that you 
will not reproach her. Do not think of 
her ; think of the Longworthy» and their 
goodness, their more than goodness. 
What should I have been without them ? 
In that awful illness, who would have 
nursed and taken care of me ? But for 
them I must have died. ”

She won his promise from him, and 
then they sat talking until Fanny knock
ed discreetly at the door to tell them tea 
was ready.

When Percival and Helen came info 
the dining-room Helen looked as if she 
had undergme some transformation ; 
never had they seen such a deep, soft 
color iu her cheeks, uur such a happy 
brilliance in her eves. She came in 
her hand slipped into Percival's arm, and 
as her eyer met those of Mr. Longxorthy, 
she said—

“Therejis no need to make you two 
known, you contrived that without my 
intervention.”

Then she went on, turning to her 
hostess—

“Here is my husband, Mrs. Long- 
worthy. I have had some d.fticulty in 
preventing him from rushing to your 
feet long ago, but I thought you would 
prefer a less irregular way of meeting.”

Perciral and Mrs. Longworthy shook 
hands, and he sai4—

“Helen’s description is truer than you 
suppose. I am utterly at a loss to ex
press my gratitude to you.”

“You spoke of the doctor, Helen," 
said Percival at tea. “He must be a 
splendid fellow. I should like to call on 
him a lP.'tta later.”

“Will he be at home tonight, do you 
know ?" ahe asked looking rather beseech- 
nrgly at the rector.

“I fancy not tonight. I met him rid
ing this afternoon, and he said something 
about having to go to the next village 
and not being home till late."

“Riding ?” aaid Percival, “I wonder 
if I met him thia afternoon. Just after I 
had left the station I met a man on horse
back, and he directed me to your house. 
What does your doctor look like ?"

The rector described him.
“Yea,” said Percival, “that was the 

man. I noticed him, because after 
answering my questions in the shortest 
possible way he asked my name. On 
hearing it he looked, I thought, even 
sourer, than before.”

Helen said nothing. Mr. Longworthy 
observed,

“He is very taciturn fellow."
And Mrs. Longworthy aaid—
“I hope you are not obliged to leave 

us tonight, Mr. Moore. "
“Not if von will be kind enough to 

keep roe. But—in that case I must send 
a telegram," he finished slowly, the ex
pression of his face changing a little, 
while his own careless words, spoken to 
Alice only a few hours before, shot 
through his mind, “If I find I cannot 
get back tonight I will wire.”

“Remote though Miller’s Gate is,' 
said Mr. Longworthy, “a few of the 
results of civilization have penetrated to 
ua. If, after tea, you will write out’s 
telegram, it «ball be taken to the poat 
office. ”

After tea‘Percival was provided with 
writing materials, and he wrote a few 
words which he showed to Helen, say
ing,

WfiTtsanîîrT

CHAPTER XXXI

They were as follows
“I am kept here all night by business 

Shall be home tomorrow night, when I 
will explain.”

"You eannot say more in a telegram,” 
«he said, “and everything mnet be ex- 
plined personally.1’

"1 wish I knew how she will take it. 
Her manner has been so strange lately, 
I should be prepared for almoft any
thing."

Meanwhile Alice and S'r Cuthbert 
wme amusing themselves in a way X» 
which Percival little dreamed. Could 
he have followed them end overheard 
their conversation, he would probably be 
struck dumb with amazemeot.

Sir Outhbert, who always spent the 
greater part of every morning in writ
ing letters, had finished that occupation 
When Percival sat off on his journey to 
Miller’s Gate. After having shaken 
hands with his host, however, he again 
retired to the library, and did not leave 
it until the gong sounded for lunch.

At lunch he, of course, saw Alice, who 
had spent her morning in solitary and 
uninterrupted reflection ; perhaps it 
was thia particular occupation which had 
brought such a cloud over her face and 
made her look so bitter and unhappy.

Naturally she did her utmost to over
come this feeling in the presence of ait 
Cuthbert and the servants. She ^ only 
partially succeeded. Sir Cuthbert » in
stinct was too keen to be deceived so 
easily. ,

During the morning the mist and 
damp had cleared away, about noon the 
sun came out, and the afternoon promis
ed to be exceedingly fine.

When lunch was over, Alice returned 
to the drawing room, and, taking up a 
book, began listlessly to turn over the 
pages. Presently Sir Cuthbert joined 
her, and, after standing a few minute» 
at the window, he turned round and 
aaid—

“It is a beautiful afternoon, Mr» 
Moore. Will you come for a walk ?

She laid down her book, and after a 
moment’» consideration «aid—

“I think I should like a walk. Y es, I 
will come.”

She left the room, and presently join
ed him again almost clad in furs, and 
with a curious foreign cap, which became 
her well, upon her flaxen hair, They 
went out of the house and through the 
garden in silence.

“Which way shall we go ?” he asked, 
as, having gone through the lodge gate, 
the paused for a moment on the high 
road.

“If the hill will not be too much for 
you, I should like to go to the fell It it 
a favorite walk of mine,” she added in 
explanation.

“I will follow where you lead,” aaid 
Sir Cuthbert, and turning to the right 
they took the road leading to the Fell.
It was scarcely more than a lane—steep, 
narrow, and very rough, bordered on 
each side by a high wall grey atone, cov
ered with moaa and common ferns. They 
went slowly, as much for Sir Cuthbert'» 
sake as for Alice’s.

They walked for some distance without 
exchanging many words, then Sir Cuth
bert said,

“This is very beautiful country ; it 
goes straight to one a heart.’’

“All stranger» fall in love with Os- 
motherley. I waa born and have grown 
up here. I suppose that is why I do not 
feel its charm. Indeed, I doubt if under 
any circumstances I should do so. I sin 
not a lover of Nature. ”

“That only means that your nature is 
not yet wholly developed ; otherwise you 
could not help yourself ; it must steal in
to your heart unawares just like any 
other love.”

That implies that when people dr. i 
not lore it is because their natures are 
not wholly developed. Do you really 
believe that ?”

“1 think so.”
She said nothing, and for some time 

neither spoke. Sir Cuthbert again broke 
the silence.

“You are not happy, Mrs Moore."
“I wondered if you would find that 

out.”
“I know it by a hundred signs and 

tokens, which are no doubt invisible to 
the world at large, which even your hus
band does not see, but which are very 
clear to my eyes.

“You came cut on purpose to talk 
about this, I think,” she said.

“Yes ; have you any objection ?”
“ None at all. Why should we not 

for once try to make things clear ?"
“ If we go eo far as that I shall pro

bably say things and ask questions which 
will give you paiu. Can you bear 
that ?"

“I think 1 am proof against any pain 
you can give me ; in that way, I mean. 
Say what you pleaae.”

“When I asked you to marry me be
fore I went to India, you refused me be 
cause you loved another man. Is that 
man your husband ?”

“ Yes.”
“ He dors not love you.”
“He scarcely takes pains to hide it, 

does he ?”
“ I think you are unjust. Few people 

would have found it out.. You are con
scious of it, for your own reasons of mine, 
but I do not suppose one of these people 
who have been staying in your house dis
covered it."

“I daresay it is so."
“ How came you to be married ?" he 

said, more to himself than to her.
“ I am tempted to tell you the whole 

story," she said after a pause. “I think 
you would find it rather interesting as a 
study of character I know.”

11 Whatever you tell roe about yourself 
must of necessity interest me. ’

"You will see my character in a new 
light I am sure, you will probably say 
when I am finished that you did not 
think any one capable of such madness 
existed."

“ Let me quote me of my favorite 
authors, and reply, ‘That's aa how it may 
be." ’

"It baa turned out so oddly," she 
went on with half a smile end aa though 
she had not heard him. “I never 
thought it would turn out like it, has 
done. It would really be interesting if 
we could see into the, future, only, I 
suppose, if we could, we should not be
lieve it ; we should believe rather in the 
po'wer of our own efforts to change it."

a good deal of 
the excitement and interest would be 
taken from life."

“ There I do not agree with you. I 
think it would be in the highest degree 
interesting to work np to a given point, 
seeing each step ot the why before at. 
Sometimes "when I wanted e change in 
my novels I have read them in that way.
I found out the end, and then began at 
the beginning and observed how the 
author worked up to It If the hock 
wae well written, it wae quite aa tarter.

wting as reading in the ordinary way. 
You see when a thing has happened, it 
ia not until it has happened that we find 
it to be of any importance, and when we 
look beck and try to recall what led to 
it, eo forget eo many things—there are 
•0 many gape—that in apite of ourselves 
we lose our interest, in it. Now if we 
oould eee a thiag ut the future, know, 
certainly, that whether it were good or 
bad, erery step we took brought ns near
er to it, and that we coaid not escape, it
would, I think, be far more exciting 
than peering into the darkness."

“ People would probably ait down in 
despair, or go mad under their impend
ing doom. ”

“I think they would be much wiser ; 
they oould go straight ou, instead of hav
ing to take such roundabout ways aa 
they do. Suppose now we had been 
made so that, instead of being able to 
look back and torment ourselves with 
the recollection of chaooee thrown away, 
and n vast amount of energy wasted 
upon undertakings which resulted in 
nothing,^ we oould see before ua, and 
each event as it happened waa forgotten, 
should we be any happier, do you 
think ?"

“ Why waste your time in each specu
lations ; which, by the way, weuld never
have oocured to you before I went away. 
How do you account for the change ?"

“ I wae reading the other day, and I 
came across a line from Wordsworth, I 
do not know Wordsworth. I have not 
read a dozen lines of hia in all my life 
but I liked this one. It waa the head
ing of a chapter in a novel, and wai 
thia—
‘A deep deep dialreae hath humanised 
my soul.’ That is the reason of the 
change in me. I have had a 'deep dis
tress,’ and I suppose it has ’humanised’ 
me. When I look back 1 fancy that 
when you knew me I wae not human. 
That line roused my curiosity, and I got 
a copy of Wordsworth out of the library. 
My husband and hie first wife, I must 
tell you, read him more than any of 
poet, and there it every edition of his 
works which was ever published in this 
house. 1 wanted to find these words 
again. As you may suppose, I did not 
find them, seeing that I had not the 
faintest idea where to look for them, but 
I found theae—

‘The man whose eye
Ia ever on himself, doth look on one
The least of Nature’s works. ’
“ That was what I did. My eye was 

ever on myself. I doubt whether I had 
a soul. Now my soul has been born.”

“ The birth of a soul ia a vary painful 
process. Yours, no doubt, was born 
with bitter pain and suffering."

“ In deep distress," the said, and then 
wae silent.

“ You promised to tell me what this 
‘deep distress' had been," he said pre
sently, as ahe did not apeak.

“ Ï have wandered a long way from 
the point It ia a long story, and yon 
must not mind if I tell you things you 
knew or guessed before.”

“ You remember," she went on, “when 
you first asked me to marfy you, I re
fused because I did not IqVe you, and I 
thought a marriage where the love was 
only on one side could not fail to be un
happy. In addition to that, I did not 
want to be married, I was in my first 
season, and I never coaid understand 
girls who thought it a triumph to be 
married in their first season. So I re
fused you. I came home very soon af
ter, and on the very day I got home first 
met my husband. I did not think much 
of him at first, though even on the first 
evening he surprised me. 1 saw him 
look at me often, and knew he thought 
me beautilul, but he scarcely spoke to 
roe, and what he did say were the very 
barest commonplaces ; he certainly did 
not exert himself. This went on for 
about a week, during which which I 
never ceased watching him. I scarcely 
took any notice of him, but he did not 
seem at all disturbed ; he appeared to 
find everything he wanted in Helen’» 
society. J ust then she went away from 
home to nurse a friend who waa dying, 
and I made up mind to conquer Perci
val. I saw that he preferred Helen, but 
I had no idea how tar thing! had gone 
between them, I never suspected that 
at that very time they were secretly on 
gaged. In thole days I thought only of 
myself, I was accustomed to aee every 
mau at my feet, and it hurt my pride 
that thia one man should refuse to come. 
I do not think my determination to con- 
conquer him had anything to do with 
Helen’s going awry ; If I remember 
rightly, that was a mere coincidence.”

She paused. They had been walking 
slowly on all the the time ahe had been 
speaking, and had now reached the top 
of the Fell. To Alice thia ground was 
fraught with areociations of common 
order. /

It waa here ahe had met Percival and 
given her love unasked. Looking back 
to that time ahe scarcely knew whether 
to smile or not. But she stood still, and 
•aid —

“ That was a long walk for you, I 
know. Suppoae we rest a little, and I 
will go on with my story.”

They leaned against the fence in nearly 
the same place as that in which Dr Haz- 
litt had told Percival the story of the 
first Mrs Lafone and her daughter. 
They looked out over the same hills, the 
same bay, the same village in the valley 
below. Despite her denial of a love ot 
nature, something in what she saw smote 
Alice’s heart and filled her soul with 
melancholy bitterness.

They both stood looking for some little 
time, and Sir Cuthbert again said—

“ A most beautiful country.”
Then Alien went on—
“ At that time I bad no idea of fall

ing in love with Percival. He interest 
ed me always, because be was different 
from the other men I knew, end he irri
tated me because he would not acknow
ledge my supremacy, end I resolved to 
make him. Helen wee awey for six 
weeks, and when aha came baok I waa 
tn love with him, and expected to win 
hit-love back Jtgnin. JLdnJint -know™.*»

deeply, and in an far bore out what she 
had juat aaid, that hia iuteresla was not 

led by hia guessing the end to 
which ahe waa leafing him.

“Then it all earns out," ahe want on. 
Helen and he were engaged, had been 

engaged before I cam# home, and with 
that idiotic waut of oonnnon-awise—I 

call it nothing alas—which I believe 
only lovers show, had agreed to keep 
their engagement private. I do not 
know what I felt when Helen told, me—■ 
my head was on fire. I remember she 
went on preaching about waut of self 
respect, and the enormity of loving » . 
man who did not love yen. I did not 
hear more than half of it. I oould have 
•creamed. I was only conscious that I 
had fall ad, and that I had confessed my 
failure to the very last woman to whom 
I would have chosen to make such a con
fession. I left her and went opataire, 
and for a short time I think I went mad. 
When I could think again, my one with 
was to be revenged upon her, to make 
her feel if possible as I had felt juat 
then, and from .that day, instead of try
ing to conquer my lore, I did my best 
to make it grow. I knew my time would 
come if I waited. You were at the 
wedding, and the next day you again 
asked me marry you. I refused again, 
this time because I loved someone else. 
You did not ask who it was ; yon would 
have been surprised, would you not, if I 
had told you it waa the inau who bad 
just married my step sister V

Again she paused, this time to ask—
“Are you tired ? ’
“Your story is more interesting than I 

can say.”
“They stayed awey for more than n 

year, and when they came home, mam
ma and I went to call. I cannot tell you 
what I felt when I thought of seeing 
Percival again. It was the old story I 
suppose, a woman’s unreasonableness. I 
wanted whet I could not hare, and 
merely because I could not have it. 
Percival scarcely spoke to me, he waa 
entirely occupied with Helen. I might 
have seen it I thiuk I must have seen 
it, but I would not accept it. I camo 
here, invited myself here—I want to tell 
you everything—and set myself to turn 
Percival's affection from hia wife. I 
might ae well have aet myself to resist 
the advance of the tide into the bay, or 
torn a river from ite coarse. It ii all 
so clear new ; then my one thought was 
to revenge the confidence which I felt 
had been cheated from me, and to 
assert my own supremacy. There ia - 
no need to go over the whole atorjt ; 
Helen saw why I had come, and we had 
a passage of arms over it. I thought 
then that ahe wae already guarding 
against danger ; now, I gire her credit 
for wishing to save me from myself. She 
was afraid every day lest I should betray 
myself to Percival, for I was becoming 
less and leas able to control myself. 
Then she went away, aa ahe aaid, for a 
few days, her object being to force me 
to return home. She intended to go to 
London. On the way a bridge by which 
the train crossed the river fell in, and 
everyone was drowned.”

11 What a horrible fate,” laid Sir Cuth
bert in a low tone.

“Her death made Percival the man he 
ia, turned hia hair gray, and brought 
that stem look into hie face. He will 
never get over hie loss, nothing will ever 
make him forget her ; and 1 waa out of 
my mind, as mad as any lunatic in an 
asylum, when I thought that I could. ”

“He was free, and I bent all my pow
ers to win him, in vain. He never saw 
my beauty,it or if be did, moved him no 
more than the beauty of a picture would 
have done. People began to talk, aud 
he never beard them. I waa in a fever ; 
with every check, every failure, I loved 
him more. I had so indistinct feeling 
that there waa a life better worth living 
than the one I led, and I thought ho 
was the mail to show me that life. I 
changed to that everyone noticed it. 
Some wondered why it was, others 
smiled and nodded, and yet he never 
saw.”

Her voice was low and full of passion, 
her face waa pale, and her mouth hard 
and steady aa ahe went on—

“ I thought I should have died under 
it. I feared I waa going mad, aud at 
last—I told him.”

She stopped almost as if she expected 
her companion to speak, but he said 
nothiug. His dark eyes looked straight 
before nlm,and his lips were a little com
pressed, but he said nothing.

“I sent for him, aud here^within a 
few yards of where we are, I told him 
everything,” she went on rather drearily. 
“He did his duty , without hesitation 
he did what 1 asked him to do. When I 
look back and think of the look upon hia 
face as he tried to calm me and called me 
hia wife. I know what it meant to him. 
We were married. Instead of marrying 
the man who loved me, I married the 
man I loved."

“And how ?"
“Now f Is one worse than the other ? 

Thank heaven night and day that I did 
not marry you. I spared you the great
est torture that a human soul can be 
made to know—that of seeing heaven 
changed to earth ; knowing that life will 
soon be no better than a waking death ; 
of seeing the empty days stretched into 
eternity, and knowing that you have 
nothing to put into them ; that you have 
thrown away every chance of being 
happy,"

(to bk continued)

this day I don't know what made me love 
him, nnleee it was what Helen told me, 
opposition, and because he did not care 
for me. I felt as certain of him as of 
myeelf. I did not believe the man lived 
who would not come when I called him, 
and all the more submissively from hav
ing resisted at the first, I felt eo cer
tain that when Helen came home I told 
her." I

She paused again, and Sir Cuthbert 
was eiiwt. Her etoqy interested him
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Run no risk in buying medicine, hut 

try the great Kidney and Liver regula
tor, made by Dr Chase, author of Chase'» 
recelpes. Try Chase’s Liver Cure for 
all disease# of the Liver, Kidneys, 
Stomach and Bowel» Sold by Jamei 
Wilson, druggist.
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