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‘ sud wretchodness fur iimsell aau s ho blurted aut slowly, in & voice that of it- ohafing and sesthing with the awful secret ; E:l{iihe:::;:!igh. leat. Hugh Massinger and ones with a nod and a smile and a cheery

_he had degenerated into

T rere was nothiog for iz lets pow bus o face
tha wusypeakable, to enuure the unenaurable, |
le must go through with it all, let it cost |
whet ic might.  For at least in the end ho |
had one ¢ miort. At Sin Rano, Winifred |
would find out she was mnistake: ; toere was
no Kiste at «'l, there or c.sewheow,

Mean vhile, Winifrod grew rupidly worse,
80 ill, thet even Hagh began tu parceive it,
and aespatced of being atle to esrry her in |
safory to San Remo.  The shovk at the :
Ralfs' had tali sectonsly upon her wosk uwnd |

' viction—on any one

peli might have well produced complete con-
less iucredulous than
the wile ho had crjrled and deceived so of.
ten. * You think E'sie’s at San Rim»>, I
know.—-You're wrong there; vou're quite
mistaken. —Sne's not in Ssn Remo, nur in
Australis either. That was & lie.—L'sios
dead—dead three years ago—before wo were
macried. — Dead nnd buried at Orfordness.
Aund I've seen hec grave, and cried over 1
lika a child, t20."

He spoke with solemn intensity of

and now at last he had let it all out, in one
burst of vontidencs, to the nttermost item.
As for Wiulfred, she heard him out in
golemn sileace to the bitter end, with
evar-growing coatempt and shame aad
hatred. She could not lifs her eyes to
his face, eo much his very earnest-
ness horrified and oppalled her. The
man's aptitude for lying struck her posi-
tively damb, Tho hideous ingenuity with
which he accourtsd for everything—the

he should happen to clash by the way, and a
needlees and unseemly sosne should perhaps
take place bifore Winifred's very eyes atl
gome intermediate station.
[t was by the merest accident in the
world, indeed, that Warren had heard, iu
the nick of opportunity, of the Massingera
projected visit to San Remo.

ln the cosy smoking-room at the Cheyne
Row Club, he had foand Hatherley already
installed in a big armchair, discussing ooffes

“ Si, signor.”

« Follow that carriage " Warren said in
[talian to his own cabman, The driver
nodded and followed closely, They crove
an through the narrow crowded little streets
uP the t'}fld quarter, and stop at lash
epposite a large and dingy yellow-washed
mansion, in the modern part of he town,
about the middle of the Avenue Vittoria-
Emmanuele. The liouso was new, bat cen-
genitally shabby. Hagh's carriage blocked
the way already. Warren waited outside for

veed constitution : tae constan: friction | : 9T Gi Jholically clever way in which he had ber of the ** Nineteenth i
::t;ﬂ;:::rruim-.:::; : ;rl;hu}[ui;hﬂ ::I;.I;I.:lhﬂl r:“ '.::l; ' earneatness ; bus he spoke in vain, Wini- | Goven in gne after the other, the ring, the Eﬁl;h;_lﬂ“ AV AR Eﬂm;“a“;‘:“'ﬁlﬂﬂh‘;ﬂ;’“iﬁ?ﬂi:&hﬁzgﬂ:‘:
gpon it wvery day thav pasaed uver her. fred thought, hﬁr“i“" tll! thht. \'ier};l ' watch, the letters, tha piocnic, the onely | ™« Hullo, Ro'f! The romains of the Bard | Y tl?uim“i.? then n‘fﬂ ontered the hall
The motnerless girl and childicas mother momeat, the had long siuca reached | poony'to Urfordness—smate her to theheart| oo iy here just now,” Hatherley exclaimed gage :

brooded in Sceret over her great grie.; she,

had no voe, sb:omntly no one on earth who
could svmpathise with her in her teriible

the lowest possible depth of contemps and
gcorn for tne husband on whom she had
thrown herself away ; but as he metl her
then with that incredible falschrol - aa she

with a horrible loathing for the vile wretch
she had consentad to marry. That she had
eardured so long such » miserablo crea-
ture’s bought caresses filled her inmost

as ho entered. * You've barely missed him.
If you'd dropped in only ten minutes earlier,
you might hava inspucied the intereatirg

boldly and enquived if he oould have lodg-
inye.

gt On what floor has the genieman who
just arrived placed himself " he asked of

trouble. She longed to fling horself upon : T A ) 86 | S olics. But he's gono back to his hatel by Pi be £ i
riaie's brsom—tho dear old Flsie that must ueeds thiak it —on his lyieg lips, \;'H:} soul with & sickening sense of dis:-f o0 1 fancy. The atmosphere of the l:{l;ﬂl:tdfip‘bﬂl}' iedmonteso, of a
had bee he Klsie th h go gravea face and so profound an alrol|g,ge; and horror. She cowered and hat too redolent gurt dimensions,

ad ooco n, the Eisie that perhaps her lofty disdain ross at Cheyne Row scems somewhat too rednien « On the second story, sigaor.”

could still understand haor—and to ecry
aloud to her for pity, for sympatay. ‘Yhen
she got to San Rymo,she sometimes thought,

trank confession, -
once to a yet sublimer height of disgustiand
loathing of which vatil that night she could

crouched closer and closer in her rewote
corner ; she felt that his presence 1here
actually polluted the carriage she occu sied ;

of vulgar Cavendish for his rofined taste,
Hs smokes nothing nowadays himself but
the beat regalias !

« Then [ will go on the third,” Warren
Relf answered with short decision. And
they found him & room forthwith withous

u81h | never even have conoceived herself capable. | S..R f a "
she would tell all—every word—to Elsie ; | (55 ° 0 el thing I she oried, rising from lh;’ !“I'E:‘g f‘:ﬂ:lfh“i Ilf:' [‘;" b h“:“i:ghh::. “What, Massioger?” Relf oried in some | ¢, iher parley.
and E'sie at least must be very much h i | | elease, that 810 might get elight eurprise. ** How was he, Hatherley, |}, 0 f those large and
changed if in spite of all she could not feel {mr:_ua.t;u i m“tll;? a fx gif'ﬂf; E:r‘n ?‘Er and fatther away from hic. hSh“ ﬂ““l‘} ams. what was he doing in towa at this time mun?rup::l?duh;ﬁi.inga :u uu::;m.; ot the
. + down upon him i res
for her. Luh:;nubf 3”;“3:;“ L N ?:ufmru 3" and slank almost have opened the door ia her excess ol | o¢ cours  All good Squi ought surely e ht b '

PProud as she was, sne would throw her-
golf on BElsie’s mercy. Elsie had wronged
her, and she would tell all to Elsie. Buat
not to Hugh. . Hugh was hard and cold aud
unyielding as steel. It would not be for
long. She would soon be releasad. And
then Hagh—— Shs shrank from tainking
it.

At last the day camo for their journey
South. They were going alone, withous
even a maid ; glad to have paid the servaots
theic arreara and escwps alive from the

ike % cur in his cormer. **Don’t dare to
address me again, I say, with lies liko
that. If you can't fiad one word of truth
to tell me, have the gocdness at least,
gince I don't desire your farther conversa-
tion, to leave me tha repose of your poiiie

silence.”
¢ But, Winifred,” Huj
his hands together in impoiont

Hugh cried, c asping
despair,

| ¥ this is the truth, the very, very truth, the

whele truth, that I'm now telling you.
I've hidden it from you so loag by deceit

horror and jumpad from the train while still
in motion, 80 intense was her burniog and
goading desire to escaps for ever from his
poisonous neighboarhood.

At innt, ag Hugh with flashed faceand eager
ayes calmad down a little from his paroxysm
of self-abasement aud self-revelation, Wini-
fred raised her eyes -mce more from the
ground and met her husband’'s—ah, heaven !
—_that she should have to call that thing
her husband! His acting chilled her; his
pretended tears turned her esld with

to he down in the country now at their here-
ditary work of supplying the markeot with a
due proportion of hares aud partridges.”

i Bh, he's a poor wreck,” Hather-
ley anawered lightly. **You'va hit it
it off cxacily —sunk to the lgvel of
the landed aristocracy. Ha exhales an
sroma of vested interests. Real estate’s his
Moloch at present, and he bows the knea to
golidified s2amud in the temple of Rimmon.
H- has no view on anything in particular, I
believe, but riparian proprietorship: com-

ata or in -Infll
apartments, apd with a deep well of a
tquare staircass occupying the entire cen-
tre of the block like & covered court-
yard. As Warren Ralf mounted to his room
on the thira floor, with the chatty Swiss
waiter from the canton Ticino, who carried
his bag. he asked quietly if the lady on the
segondo who seemed 8o ill was in any im-
m=dinte or pressing danger,
“D nger, signor? She is ill, certainly;
they carriod her up staira: she couldn’t
have walked it, Ill—butill.” He expand.

clutches nf the butchers and bikers, Nov- i i Aadc I that : [ | €2 s that all?” she asked ia plaias stillof the German(Oaz=an tor disregard- : a . A s
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yon tha whole truth now;

the attornoys and the mouey-lenders, |y, " v : “ That's all!” Hugh ﬂijiﬂdr buryiog his | jsh legislatureis to keep the sand from blow- i ¥
and felt faintly cheered by the  ae- :ﬁ:f; igmzlfu‘ mglheaven, Winifred, you face in his hands and ending down nis bedy | ing in at his owa inviolable dining room wio- El;ﬁ; 'E;:;ﬂ;:;dﬂgﬁiﬂ gzd;u ur:n 8'}?[:
tual metallic caink of gold for the} ™, any one else, his agonised voice and | t0 the level of his II:FEEE in utter ﬂ{tii ?hﬁﬂt dews. Poor company, in facs, swce he des- | ;1 hg.n ) J Bee
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ous P . E @ Y | juss and due effect; but on Winifred—im : y How long's he going to sicp 10 tOWA—| yy,rron aat down at the table at once, as

weak and 1ll in the far coruer of tha firat-
class carriage that bore them away from
Chariog <roes Station. They had come up
the day before from Almuandham to town,
and spant the night luxurionsly in the rooms
of the Metropole. You muit make a dying
womaa comfortable. And Hugh had dropped
roncd with defiant pride into the Caeyne
Row Ciub, assuming in vain the old jaunty
languid poetical air—** ot the daya before
land-oweing,”
Hathorly said afterwards—jast to let re-
caloitrant Bohemia see for itsslf it hadn't
ectirely crushed bhim by 1ts jinzling jibesand
its scathing critiques of A Life's Phuosophy.
But the protest tell flat; it was indeed o
feedle one: heedlesa Bohemia, engrossed
after its wont with its last new favorite, the
risingauchor of Lays of the dfrican Lakeland,
held out to Hugh Massioger of White-
atrand 11l its Aabbiest right hand of luke-
warm welcome. And this was the Bohemia
that coce had grasped his landless fiagors
with fraternal fervour of sympathetic de-
votion ! The chilliness of his reception in
the scene of hia ancient popalarity stung the
Bard to the quick., No more for him the
tabour, the cymbals, and the oaten pipe;
no more the blushful Cheyne Row Hippo-
crene. Ha left himself (lemode. The rapid
stream of London society and Loandon
thought had swept eddying past acd left
him stranded. Oh for some enchanted car-
pet of the Arabian Nights, to tresnsport
him back with a bound irom his present self
to those good old days of Tairds and Eisie !
But enchanted carpets are now unhappily
out of date, and Chanunel steamers have quite
superseded the magical shallops of good

ossible,

¢ Go on,” she murmured, relapsing into
her corner. *‘'Continue your monologue.
It's supremne in its way—no actor could beat
it. But be 8o good as to consider my part
in the piece lef: out altogether. I shall
answer you no more, I should be sorry t2
interrup?® so finished an artist !”

Hor scathing contempt wrought up in Hugh
a perfect fury of helplees indination,
he should wish to confess, to humble himself
before her, to make reparation ! and that
Winifred should epsra his beil attemps,
gshould 1efuse so much asto listen to
hia avowal! It was too ignominiouns, *‘ For
heaven’s sake,” he cried, with his hands
clasped bhard, ** a5 loast le® me speak. Let
me have my say out. You'rsall wrong.
Y ou're wionging me utterly. I've behaved
most wickedly, most cruelly, I know: I
confess it all. I abase myseli at your feet.
If vou want me to be ahject, I'll grovel
before you, I admitmy crime, my ein, my
transzression, —I won't pretend to justiiy
myself ar all.—I've lied to you, forgad to
you, deceived you, misled you!” (At each
clause and phrase of passionate self-condem.
pation, Winifred nodded a separate eard-
onic acquiescence.) ‘‘ But you're wrong
about this. You mistake mes whaolly.—
I swear to you, my child, Ktsie's not
alive. You're jealous of a woman who's
been dead for years. For my sin and shame
I sav i, she's dead long ago I

He might as well have tried to convince
the door-handle.  Winifred’s loathing
found no overt vent in angry words; she
repressed her speech, her very breath al-
most, with a spasmodic cffort. Buat she

That | ¥

lizve me "

“ It's clever—clever—extremely clever |”
Winifred answeredinatoneof unnaturalcalm
nd#e, I don't deny it shows great talent,
If you'd turn your aitention eariously to
novel writing, which is yoar propar mefier,
instead of to the law, for which you've too
exuberan® an imagzination, you'd have suc-
ceeded ten thous=and times better therz than
ou could ever do at what you're pleased to
consider yout divine poetry. Your story, I
allow, hangs together in every part with re-
markable skill. I%'s a pity I should happen
to know it all from bsgioning to end for a
tissue of falsshoods.—Forall your acting, you
know you're lying to me even now, this
minate. You know that Elsie Chal.
loner, whom you pretend to be dead,
is awaiting your own arsrival to-night by ar-
rangementat San Remo.

Hugh flung himself back in the final ex-
tremity of utter despair oa the padded cue-
hions. He had played bis lsat card with
\Winifred, and lost, His very remorse avail-
ed him oothing. Hia very confession was
held to increase his gin. What could hedo?
Whither turn? He koew uo answer. He
tocked himself up and down on his seat in
hopeleas misery, The worst bad come.
had blurted out all. And Winifred, Wini-
fred would not believe him.

¢¢ [ wish it was true !’ he cried ; I wish it
was true, Winnie! I wish she was there.
But it isn’c; it isn't! She's dead ! I killed
her ! and her blood has weighed upon my
head ever since; I pay foritmow ! I kill-
ed her | I killed her I"

“Listen "

Heo |E

do you know ?* R:lf asked curiously.

“‘ Thank goodness, ho's not goiny to s..op
at all, my dear fellow. If he were. 1'd run
down to Brighton for the interval. A mouth
of M ssinger at the Cleyne Row would be a
harvest for the seaside lodgings, But I'm
happy to tell you he's going toremove hia
mortal remains—for the soul of him's dead

—dead and buried, long ago, in the White- pe

atrand randhil's—to San R:mo to morrow.
Poor little Mrs. Massinger's seriously ill, I'm
sorry to say. Too much Bard has told  at
lsst upon her, Bard fcr breakfaat, Bard for
lunch, and Bard for dinner would undermine
in time the soundest constitution. Sir Aan-
thony finds it's preduced in her case Sup-
'gmmd Gout, or Tubercular Diathesis, or
Softening of the R:ain, or something lingor-
ing and humorous of that sort ; and he's
ordered her off post haste, hy the first ex-
press, to the DMoaditerrancan. Massinger
objected at first to San Remo, he tells me,
probably bocause, with his usual bad taste,
he didn't desire to ernjoy your agreeable
gociety ; bus that skunpy little woman,
gout or no gout, haa a will of her owa,
I can tell you ; Sin Remo she insists
apon, and to San R:mo the DBard must
o accordiagly. You should - adidress
have scen him chafing with an internal firo
as he let it all ont to us, hint by hing, in the
billiard room this evening. Ioor skimpy
little wo.nan, though, I'm awfully sorry for
her. Its hard lines on her. She had the
makings of a nice amall hostess in her once ;
but the Bard's ruined her—sucked her dry
and chucked her away—and she's dyiong of
him now, from what he tells me.”

Warren R:lf looked back with a start of

soon a8 e had washed away the dust of
E?Fd, and scribbled off a hasty nmote to
ie:

Dearest E.—Just arrived. Hope you
received my telegram from Paria. For
heaven's sake, don't let E'sie stir out of the
house till I have seen you. This is most im-
rative, Massinger and Mrs. Massinger
are here at this pension. He has brought
her South for her health’saake, Sbe’s dying
rapidly., I wouldn’t for worlds let Elsie see
either of them in their presont condition :
abova all, she mustn’t run against them un-
expestedly. 1 may not be able to sneak
round to night, but at all hazirds keep Elsle
in till 1 can wet to the Vilia Rossa to consult
with you. Elsie must of course return to
England at ooeca, now Massinger's coms here.
We hava t» face a very serious crisis, I
won't write further, preferring to coma and
arrange in person. Meauwhile, say voching
to Eeia just yes ; 1'll break it to her myaalf.
—-In breath!ess haste, Youara evar, very af-
‘ectionately, WARREN,

He sent the note round with many warn-
ings by the Swiss waiter to his mother's
house. When E lia got it, she eould have
cried with chagria. Could anything on
earth have bsen more unfortunate? To
think that Elsie should just have gone oué
shopping before the ncte arrived—and
should ba‘going to call at the Grand Hotel
Royal in that very Avenue Vittorio-Em-
manuele,

(TO RE CONTINUED.)
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Keep up Your Eand.

Hﬁfﬂuﬂ'ﬂl-RiEﬂhid. In p‘ﬂiﬂ prose the “'inifrﬂii had risen to her fall hﬂtght in astonishment, ** To S Ramo !-l he cri d‘ “Wh 1 b i . beri 3
Straits were rough, and Winifred Emé'&red :ﬂiﬂ:ﬂfnt?:r dliut:itlitﬂi ::;iﬂ;ﬂ tc];‘fﬂ hE:::E ﬂ;z n:ﬂ:ﬁ; Em:aﬂ:;u::h E::.ﬂr“w:rnlﬁl;gg L Yuu'r;“ sure, H-sth;;llay, he u;;d r-:;m ion in g’-?n.i:::"?:aidufthl:: tEldlu;a:;:.?g:: e
severely from the tossing. At Calais, they contempt, and repulsion ; and she averted 5 288 y Remo !’ fellow who would not hold up his end of the

took the throuzh train for Marseilles, having

her tace with a little cry of supreme disgust,

shranken little tragedy queen abova him.

¢ Perfectly cectain. San Romo it is.

log, but let the weight sag on the others, was

. " . Her pale white face showed pale e .
lhi?:lwd a coupe-lit at Charing Cross before- | opoo1eq deep down in her risicg throaty | an J Elura death I?E?: atill ﬁ;‘ l:t.hu i::hi:t;ii;h‘; Obszerve, hi presto, there's no deception. looked upon with contempt by all the camp.
That was a terrible night, that nmight|so ¢ averts one's face instinctively |of the struggling oil-lamp ; and her bloodless Ha gave me this card in caso of error : Wherever I go now, I think 1see logs carrled;
spent 1n the foupe-cit with: Winifred ; Ehu from o loathsome moro or A venomous|lips trembled and quivered visibly with inner ¢« Hugh Maasinger, for the present, | onc end heid up by hearty, willing hands,
mo: t terrible Hugh had ever enduced since reptile.  Such hideous duplicity to &]passion asshe tried to repress ber overpower- | Loste Restante, San Rsmo.” _No other ad- | sod others dropping ocut of lazy, sclfish
the memorable evening when Elsic drowned dying womwa was mote than she could | jng indigeation with one masterful effort. dreas forthcoming as yet. He cxpects to| 980k

herself.

They had passed round Paris at gray
dusk, in their comfortable through carriage,
by the Chemin de Fer de Csinture to li:‘hu
(lare de Lyon, and were whirling along cn
their way to Fontaineblcn through the
shadee of evening, when Winifred first broke
the ominounas silence she had preserved ever

brook without some outer exprzssion of her

outraged sense of social decency.

Bat Hugh could no longer restrain him-

golf now; he had begun his tale, and he

must run right through wich it. The fever

of the confessional bad seizad upon his soul;
remorse and despair were goading him on.

He must hava relief for his pent-up feelings.
Three years of silence were more than

¢ Listen !" she said, with fierce intensity.
“ \What you say ia false. I know youre
lying to me. Warren Relftold me himself the
other day in London that Elsie Challoner was
still alive, and living, where you know she
lives, over there st San Remo."”

Warren Relf | That serpent ]| That rep-
tile | That eaveasdropper | Then this was the
creature’s mean revenge ! He had lied that

settle down at a villa when he gots there.”
Relt made up his mind with a single plunge
as he knocked hia ash off. ‘I shall go by
to-morrow's express to the Riviera,” he said
shortly.
«To pursue tha Bard? T wouldn't, if I
were you. To tell you the truth, I know he

doesn't love you, ”
¢ [[e has reason, I beliave. The feeling is

¢\Vhen I sec an old father tailing to give
his son the education that is to help him
through life, and the boy yawning over his
books, tricking his teachers, smoking cigar-
etteannd swearing,l feellike calling out, **For
the enke of your own soul, poy, grip ycur
end of the log, and hold it op I

“Sometimes | see a man working hard all
day, and too tired to.rest at night, while

his wife and daughters read nuvels, embroi-
der, and gossip with women as useless in
the world as themselves. Do they keep up
their’end of the log?

since they stopped at St. Denis. ‘It won't

be for long now,” she said dryly, *‘and it

Eill be so convenient for you to be at San
emo,”

perhaps to some extent mutual. No, not to
puceus him—to prevent mischief.—Hand
me over the Continental Bradshaw, will you?
—T'nanks. That'll do. Do you know which

enough. Winifred’s very incredulity com-
pelled him to continue. He mast tell her
all—all, all, otterly. Hs must make her
nnderatan 1 to the uttermost jot, willy, nilly,

despicable lie to Winifred | Hugh hated him
in his soul more fiercely than ever. He was
bailled once more ; and a'ways by thatsame
malignant intrigoer !

Hugh's hears sank once more within him.
it was quite clear that Winifred thought
Eleie was there, He wished to heaven she
was, and that he was no murderer. On, the
weight that would have been lifted off hia
weary soul if only he could think it so!
The three years’ misery that would rise like
a mis: from hia uncertain path, if only he
did not know toa certainty that Elsie lay
buried &t Orfordneas in the shipwrecked
sailors’ graveyard by the Lowx Lighthouse,
He looked across at Winifred as she sat in
her place, She was pale and frail; her
wasted checks showed white and hollow.
Aa ahe leaned back there, with a cold light
glemninn hard and chilly from her sunken

lua eyea—those light blue eyes that he had
never loved —those cruel blue eyea that he
had learned at last to avoid with an instinc-
tive shrinking, as they gazed through
and throngh him with their flabb
p{.r‘!i!tgnm— hE I:Ii'l'l to himueﬂ Wit
a sigh of relief: *“She can’t las:
long. Better tell her all, and let her know
the truth, 1t cculd do no harm., She
might die the happier. Dare [ risk it, I
woundor ¥ Or is it too dangeroua!”

“Well ¥ Winifred asked in an icy tone,
interproting aright the little click in his
throat and the doubtful gleam in hia shifty
eycs aa implying some hesitatiog desire to
sposk to her. ‘' What lie are you going
to tell me mext? Speak iton® boldly ;-
don't baafraid, It's no noveity. You know
['m not ensily disconcerted. ’

H: looked back at her nervously with

that he was not deceiving her !
With eager lips, he began hisstory fromthe

beginning, recapitulating point by poiat his

intarview with Elsie in tho Hall grounds,
her rushing away from him to the roots of
the poplar, her mad leap into the swirling
black water, hia attempt to rescue her, his
uaconscivusness, and his failure.  He told
it all withdramatic completencss. Wigifred
saw and heard every scone and tone and
emotion as he reproduced it. Then he went
on to tell her how he came to himself again
on the haok of the dike, and how in cold
and darknesa he formed his Plan, that fatal,
horribie, successful Plan, which he had ever
since been engaged in carrying out and in
detesting. o describod how hareturaed te
the inn, unobserved and untracked ; how he
forged the first compromising letter from
Elsie ; and how, once embarked upon that
career of deceit, thero was no drawing back
for him in crima after crime till the present
moment. He despised himscl: for it but still
he told it. Next cams the episode of Elsie's
bedroom : the theft of the ring and the
other belongings ; the hasty flight, the fall
from the creepar ; and his subseqaent horror
of the physical surroundings connected with
that hatetul night adventure. In his agony
of self-accusation ha spared her no circum.

stance, no petty detail : bit by bit he retold
the whole story in all its hideous inhuman

ghastliness —the walk to Orfordneas, the fin{-
ing of the watch, the fartive visit to I sie's

gravé, his horror of Winifre d's proposed

picaiz to that very spot a year later. He

*¢ Where did you see Relf 1"’ he buorst out
apgiily. His indignation, flaring up to
white-heat afresh at this latest machination
of his ancient enemy, gave new satrength
to his words and new point to his hatred
“ [ thought I told you long since at Whita.
strand to holl no further communication
wizh that wretched being !

But Winifred by this time, worn out with
excitement, had fallen back speechless and
helpless on the cushious. Her feeble atrength
wag fairly exhausted. The fatigue of the
preparations, the etoriny passage, the long
apell of travelling, the night journey, and
added to it all, this terrible interview with
the man ahe had once loved, but now despis-
ed and hated, had proved ton much in the
end for her weakened constitution. A fit of
wild incoherence had overtakon her ; she bab.
bled idly on her seat in broken sentences.
Her muttered words were full of ** mother "
and *“*home'" and *'Elasie.” Hugh felt her
pulse, He knew it was delirinm, His one
thought now was to reach San [Rsmo a3 quick-
Iy as possible. If only she could live to know
Warren Ralf had told her a lie, and that Eleie
was dead—déad—dead and buried!

Perhaps even thia story about WWarren
Relf and what he had told her was itself but
a prodoot of the fever and delirium | But
more probably not. The man who could
op*n other people’a letters, the man who
could plot and plan and intrigue in secret to
sst another man's wife against her own
husband, was capable of telling any lie that

came uppermosat to hurt his enemy and to

line? Marscilles, [ suppose? Did he happen
ts neation it ?"

« He told me he was going by D’';on and
Lyous. "

¢t All rizht. That's i5, The Marscilles
route. Arrive nt San Remo at 4,30. I'ligo
ronnd the other way by Turin and intercept
him. Trainas arrive within five minutes of one
another, I see. That'll be just in time to
prevent any conlrefemps.”

“ Your people are at San Remo already, I
believe "’

‘' My people—yes., Bat how did you
know? They were at Mentone for a while,
and they only went on home to the Villa
Rossa the day before yeaterday.”

“8o I heard from Miss Relf,” Hatherley
answered with a slight cough. ‘' She hap-
pened to be writing to me--about a literar
matter—a mere question of current l.rt-a:rit{
cism—on Wedneaday morning.”

Warren hardly noticed the slight hesita.
tion : and there was nothing odd in K lie's
writing to Hatherley : that best of siaters
was always jnggini; the memory of inatten.
tive critica, hile E lie lived, indeed, her
brother’'s name was never likely to be
forgotten in the weekly organs ot artistic
opinion. She insured it, if anything, an un.
due prominence, For her much importani.
ty, the sterneat, of them all, like the unjust

' judge, was compelled to notice every one of
' ier brother's performances,

So Warren hurried off by himeelf at all
speed to 2ia Ramo, and reached it at almost
the same woment as Massinger. If Hugh

“Or, quite as often, it is the wife who
stints and saves, uatill her lifo is barren and
bare as a duaty road at noouday, while the
husband spends hie tim2 at ealoons or prol-
rooms,

“Or [ eeo one bright, courageous member
of a family usually, a woman, workiag jokiog,
hopsful, while the others crawl along, groan.
ing, complaining, dropping every day and
hour theiibarden of poverty, disease, tooth.

ache, or bad weather on her shoulders. She
has all of the log to carry.
““Again, it is a human b2ing for whom

(iod has done much in birth, rank, eduoca.
tion, friends, who, for the love of a glase of
liquor or pack of carls, allowa his lifa to
drop into the slough. St PPaul bida him
‘work’ out his own salvation, and I feel like
;,eilirpg him to hold up his own cnd of the
og.

Vhat does our reader think ot the dodtor’s
homely lesson? \What is burden in life?
Samebody sharea it with him ; no man bears
his load alone, Doea he carry his pact with
hearty good will? Or does he drop it on
weak and willing shoulders ?

-
A fac simile of & full dress shirt in oxi-
di:ad silver is the lat:at freak in match.
safes,

Socarf pins are ont in the form of a dead
}-xllnui enamel shoe rimmed with tioy bril.
ants,

Diamonda of rich yellow, cinnamon and
pink tinta are very much sought after joat

now.




