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she knelt down in the dew-wet grass,
with her ice-cold hiands clasped over Ler
heart, piteousiy watching the white
clonds. Nearer—nearer they approach
ed the zreat white light. Uldene caught
hor breath in a panting gasp. Did the
angels realize her woe? Would they in
tercede for her, beggmg that merey
might be shown her: She wis §0 young
and she loved him so.

Ome mstant more, and they would de
cide ‘That instant seeiced
the lenzth of eternity. Nearer, nearex
they approached the soff, bright, silv>r¥
orb. and as she watched them, slo viy
but surely they obscured it. Ah, Yes.
it was Heaven's solemn warning to hez
that she must part from her love if she

her futnre.

wonld save him. In that moment the
girl turned away with the bitterness of
desth in her heart, and passed slowly

ap the lilac sweet with the breath
of purple, tossing plumes, to the house

::" Y.

She had thoucht to gain her own reom
witheut beins observed: but this was
nat to be. In the corridor she came
foce to face with Rutledge.

[ was just about starting out through
the srounds in sparch of you, dear, " he
suid. “What were you deing out among
the roses so long?”

He started abruptly as he saw her
£ 708 It was as white as mable, and
the large, dark eyes had in them a hunt
ed look, dazed by terror.

o1 ldene™ he cried, springing to her
side. and throwing Ius sirolug ATTS
abour the slender, swaving figure,

“what is the matter, dear? Are you il

He could not understand then, but ke
knew but too well afterward, why she
shrank back in his arms, clinging 10
him. weeping and kissing him by turns,
her white arms so tightly, =0
piteously, about him. vet shuddering at
his How could he Know
that while she clung to him she wis
siiently bidding him farewell forever?

“Yon are not well, darling?” he sawd
anxiously. “You are almost hysterically
rervous. You have been exerting your
celf te entertain lately. Such a round
of carveties, parties, balls, rides. recc)
ticns every day without cessation 1S
beginning to tell upon you. Go to yeur
room and rest, dear. I will look in, in
the course of an hour, apd see how you
are. Your face is white as death, and
your hands are burning hot. If this
ctate of affairs continues, I ghall cndl
in a doctor.”

A doctor! Ah, who could “minister
to o mind diseased?”

She knew, poor soul, that she must
part with him while her streneth lasied.

Slowly she upwound her white arms
from his neck, and torned from him,
stiling the bitter cry that rose to her
Y¥ins. She dared net look into his face
agzain, lest her courage should fail her.
Blowly she turned. and with an
steady step ascemded the stalrs.

~anon. her maid, was in her boudoir
stitching away a4t a marvelous ball dre=s
of rose pink satin aud seed pearls that
<he was to wear to a grand ball on the
following evening.

“Put it away, N
mzid Uldene. “I want to be alone, Sce
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foand Ccaresses.

chat no one disturbs me, Nanon,” .-,hn--i

went on, li:.ti_"lluhlj'.
When the girl reacked the door zhe
called her pack.

“Come in in an hour from now, Nan- |
on,” she whispered, with pale lips, “and

»n the table vonder you will find a senl-
ed letter, addressed to my husband. Take
it to mim with your own hamds. Let
no one know. You will do this, Nanon ™

“le=, My
coartesying, and wondering at the
stranee request, “it shall be done as you
e 10k

‘ihe girl looked back wistfully as she

resched the door, and as she saw that
never aFain in this

1.t to herself,

life.

Uldene rose swiltly

and urned the key in the lock. No one
must interrupt her while she was writ |
ing that pitiful tetter to Rutledge.

She went to her writing-desk, opened
it. and drew forth a sheet of paper. Feor

the next twenty minutes the silence of
écath filled the room, broken only by
t'e =wift whirr of the pen on the white
H

on the mantel.
It w~s nor 2 iong letter,

was liatted by Dburning, biiter tears.
B e age the words he was o read:
“putledge: When your eyes rest upon

thewe lines I shall be far away. I aun |
leavine vou wilfully and deliberately:
and. oh. my darling, 1 cannot tell you
why; Think of me as you will. ©Ouox
mrEaoe was a bitter mistake. Heaven .

knows 1 wish from the bottom of my
teart it had never been consummated.
1 2m going out of your life quietly, Rat

lode=s. It will be worse than useless to
soarch for me. You will mever find me.
Never!

rrliove me false, if vou will—eruelly

1 .. Perkaps that will make the biow
] am dealing you easier to bear. Fate
i

as parted us, Hutledge.

“There i no pardon, 1o mercy for
me for what 1 have dome. There isg
e nee ew earth. There is none, porhaps,

Heavenr., 1 expect none.
1) not guite hate my memory, Eot-
¢Aee. for 1 eannot bear that. Hemewn-
it was fate that parted ps. When X

19
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kissos, ¥ was bidding

eternal faroweld.”

She dared not wnite one word of the
great love that was biistering her heart
— 0. not one word—for her heant would
broak over it. Time, too, was fying,
swift-winwed, past her. A ery of horror
br ke from her lips, for, glancicg at the
gil’ed clock, she saw her hour of respite
Mpis nearly up.

Folding amd sealing the letter, she
placed it on the table, covenmg it with
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anon, and leave me,” |

1= " | him, and
lad ¥, answered the girl, '

Iy despairing face then, she saw it

wnd the slow ticking of the clock

and and it.

nr to vou to-nizht with tears and |
you a silent,

a mneavy travellng oOne. It -my
folly, _thinking Heaven wonld parded
me, I took kim from Verlie: and now
God has, in torn, taken him from me.”

With a sob, she fastened the !ong,
dark cloak about her, and threw a dark
veil over her agonized face. Then, with-
out one glance behind her, she fled from
the room aund out of the hwouse.

As she crussed the vestibule she saw
her mortal foe advancing up the broad
marble steps that led to the porch.

He saw her and drew back into the
shadow, waiting until she had come up
to him.

“You have decided wisely and well,
Uldene,” he said, glancing at her dress.
“You are willing to part from him for
ever.” ,

“Willing!" she cried, in a low voice of

intense anguish. *“Oh, God, no! But
I am forced to part with him. And you

I am going, but my wretched,
bleeding heart I will leave with him. If
snicide were not a crime, I would kill
mysedf with my own hands here and
now, rather than go with youl!”

know it.

A FATAL MISTAKE.

The man’s dark, haughty face flushed
slightly at her vehement words, but he
made no reply.

“There is one grace I should lize tc
ask of wou,” countinued Uldene bitterly.
“and that is—that 1 may leave here
alcne.”

“] have had too much trouble to find
you to lose sight of you,” he answered,
grimly.

o] will not go with you,” she cried,
decisively. “Our paths lie in different
directions. You have broken my heart,
pow leave me in peace.”

«“Think what the result would have
been, in all its horror, if 1 had not im
terfered. Your husband would have
turned from you in horror and loathing
too great for words. The jaw  would
have freed him from you, and you know
it. Why, then, wait for che finale? Bet
ter to zo away and save yourself, and
spare him."”

“Why have I been so bitterly accars
ed” cried Uldene, piteously. “] have
done no wrong, committed no sin. \Why
then, am 1 to be so bitterly pumshed?
I wish to God I had died in my i
fancy!”

“That is the prayer that has faliem
from the lips of every daughter of youar
race,” he answered, grimly. “But death
does not come to them unti the terrible
prophecy has been fulfilled. There iz but
one way, and ome way only, by which
1 could consent to leave yom to your
self, if you should prefer that to ac
companying me.”

“And that way?"
breathlessly.

“[s to immure yourself while your
life lasts within the walls of a convent.”

“Have pity on me. I am so young,”
she wailed. “I —I1 would sooner die.
The walls of a convent might be a haven
of rest to some, but to me fs grim wa'ls
would be a living tomb., 1 love the gay,
brizht world =0.”

“I'hen you would prefer going with
me,” he said, grimly.

“No! a thousand times no!” cried Ul
dene, with a shudder. “Anything rather
than that.”

Suddendy, like a gleam of igspiration,
an idea occurred to her. Why mot coD-
gent to go with him to allay his sus-
picion? She would enter the train with
at the first station at which
the train stopped she would spring [romm
it. and he would lose her in the dark-
ness of the night.

He was surprised at her ready c¢onsent
to accompany him in preferr-nce lv &
ing to the convent. He had based his

-

whispered Uldene,

hopes upon the idea that she would
choose the latter.
“We have not 2 moment to lose,

then,” he said, drawing her toward the
conpe in waiting.

A moment later they were whirling
away through the darkness of the night
toward the depot.

The train for Baltimore was just start-
ing. The dark-browed gentleman, ac-
companied by the slim, girlish, mufiled
figure, had barely time to purchase their
tickets and gain the platform ere the
express steamed slowly out of the depot.

The passengers saw that the lirtle
hands were locked tightly together, and
the face that gleamed faintly throngh
the thick folds of the veil was as while
as marble.

This supposed easy victory, as Uldene
imagined, quite threw her companion off
his guard.

“}We chanze cars at the crossroud:
forty miles from here. We make Do
stop until we reach there. Would you
mind if I were to go to the smoking-
car and enjoy the luxury of a cigar?”’

t he ansked.

“Omn the contrary, your absence will
afford me great reiief,” said Uldene,
with frank bitterness.

Ile arose, raised his hat with a mock-
ing bow, and sauntered leisurely toward
the smokinz car forward.

His thoughts were in a strangely con
fused state. It was not his intemtion
to have the girl om his hands; she
should go to the convent—hidden there
as completely while she lived as thoush
ghe were in a living tomb, as she had
expressed it; either that, or he woull
force her to go to the selfsame place
from which her mother had fled in te:
ror long years ago, and where every
daughter of her fated race had gone,
and the world had heard from them
uever agam. *“Yes, if she refused to zo
to the convent, she should go—there,”
he told himself, grimly.

Wihile he was laying the cruelest plot
that ever blasted a young life, a strauze
scene was ensuing in the parlor car he
had just left.

¢Jidene gave a4 shght start. As she
gazed into the dark-eved young strang-
er's face the thought occurred to her—
How strangely it resembled her own.
And with that thought came another—
a more daning one.

She leaned over the back of her seal,
pale with suppressed excitement, and
gvze dinto the dimpled, rose-bud face.

«I¢ I were to leave the car for a cup
of tea, would you do me the great favor
of looking after my cloak and my
satchel 77 whispered Uldene.

wiertainly,” responded the young giol;
“it will give me great pleasure to be of
any assistance to you."

whank you,” replied Uldene, tremb-
ling with excitement, as she slipped off
the longz silk circular and wrapped it
abont the ~girl, and handed her her
gatrhel and veil,

.ome [MEN TNAT NAaa enierea Uidenea

mrind was to slip annoticed from the
train at the station indicated. I1If her

companion looked in at the doorway,
secing this girl, he would most nataral-
ly mistake Jier for herself, the resemb-
lance was so striking. The train would
rush en through the darkness agam,
and he would not miss her until the end
of the destination.

This was better than trusting herself
to this man, whose claim upon her could
force her to bend her will to his—who
could place her in a convent if he
¢hose, or make life more cruel than
death to her.

Sponer than they had anticipated the
station was reached. Unobserved, uan-
unoticed, Uldene left the train. At thst
instant one of the brakemen thrust his
head in at the other door, announcing
that the train would not stop at the s'™a
tion for luncheon, as they were nearly
a guarter of an hour behindhs nd.

“ah me! cried the young girl, who
had vouchsafed to care for Uldene's
belonzings, as she clutched the heavy
cilk cloak that was folded about her
“the lady will miss the train, and t's
all my fault—all mine, telling her we

should stop here ten minutes for lunch-

eon. Oh, dear!, oh, dear!
I do?

On rushed the shrieking train, past
sleeping villages, past fruitful fasms,

What shall

past hills and valleys—on, until it reach-

the great curve that the enigineer al-
ways dreaded. He knew he should have

slanckened his speed, but he must make

up time: he was yet five minutes late.
He must reach the erossroads before
the northern express started.

The great curve was reached. YW ho

shall say how it happened? There eame

a terrible shock, a terrible noise, a cra<h
of broken glass, mingled with the his

sing of steam, and horrible cries of men,

women and children.

A rushing, blinding bewildering shock.
as two trains met at the sharp curve
with deadly force, and both went whirl-
ing through space, down, down the steep
embankment to the valley below.

A collision. One train was five min-
utes too early, another three
late! There was some carelessness over
sirnals, and for that carelessness help
less human beings paid with their hives

There was dire confusion and dismay,
then those who had escaped began
collect themselves.
brouzht from an adjacent wvillage, and

the dead., the dying and wounded were

axtracted from the wreck, aml were
laid side by side in the pale moondight

on the cool, green, daisy-studded grass,
Then there came a cry that some one

was lying, face downward, in the brook
that ran through the valley.

Strong men hurried there.
a mass of
cloak wrapped around the body, and 2

They =aw

traveling bag held in a stiff, white hand,
it was

They raised the slim figure;
that of @ woinan, young and fair; but
a cry of horror rose to their lips as they

held their lanterns down to her faces
it was crnshed beyowd all semblance of
azmanity—ernshed beyond all hope of

oven those to whom =hoe
dearest. Some

recornition by
wasg nearest and

i~ ;

tion.

1t {did contain something—an address,
sold lettering upon the silken
pocket of the Russian leather bag—the

printed in

full of Uldene Chester.

pocket-handkerchiets

address In
A few
daintily embroidered in

the name—Uldene.
whis is  Rutledge Chester’s young
hride.” said some one in the crowd. “1

me«t her once.
must be telegraphed for at once
A dark-browed man, muffled

"
-

lated figure in horror
words,
Ilu‘-'

™  he muttered, under
the way forever!”

No remorse came

down to her doom.

“What satisfactory news to take Dback
across the ocean with me: “The girl is
She will never cross our path
dead

dead!
agiain—never again—unless the
have power to rise from the grave!l”

CHAP'TER XXIV.

“y WAS TO DELIVER THIS LETTER TO YOU

WITH MY OWN HAXNDS.

The hand of fate never brought about
a stranger or more fatal mistake than

that which occurred. When Uldens

asked the stranger in the =»cat bahin:d
her to take charge of her Wraps, Laow
little she dreamed of the pitiful co
sequences that were to accrue tﬁum tuat

one act.

While Uldene was making her way
along the unfrequented country road, ir
Laand EOINImeL
night, the following telegram was speed.
ing over the wires to Rutledge Chestec*

the dewy f[ragrance of

“Allendale Station. June 3rd.

vy Mr. Itutledge Chester: There has
been a dreadful accident near this wvil-
Your wife was on the train. Come

lige.
on at once.”

1t was signed by one of the passeng

ers on the ill-fated express.

Lot us go im advance of that tele:
gram, dear reader, and Joow in at tnat
home that was so soon to be the scene of

the deepest woe.

1o the parlor sat Neddy Temple, run
ning her white fingers up and dowm the

lieve;

minutes

1
Lanterns wWere

dark, eurling hair, a long =ilk

one
siugzeested that the traveling-bag be open-
perhaps it contained something that
mnizht lead to the poor soul's igentifica-

were
gilk floss with

It is ecertainly she. He

to the
chin, stood staring down on the muots
too great for

hi=
breath. “It is better so; she = out of

to him that she lay
dead in all her youth and her fair youns
beauty; his conscience, and his heart—
harder than marble—did not suffer one
peng that should have come 1o hun,
knowing, as he did, that he had sniared
her in his crnel meshes, dragging her

~You are laughmg at me azain, Mr. |
You are alwarys 'aughing at

Chester.
my music,” flashed out Neddy. *“I Jid
not know ¥You were listening. I thought
you were deeply immersed in the col-
umns of your papér.”

«hat would be impossible—to read. 1
mean—when you are at the piano,” he
remarked, dryly, breakinz out into a
hearty laugh, as he saw Neddy bristling
up with anger.

wYou don't know good music when
yon do hear it I am beginning to be
Uldene has always declared it,”
she pouted.

«On the contrary, it is patent that I
am a good judge of it, for 1 am charm-
od with yours, Miss Neddy,” he returned,

4th a graceful bow. “Dray don't allow
me to disturb you: I am going directly.”

“If you will send Uldene te me here,
I will promise to forgive you, she re
plied, easily mollified.

«+]1 shaill obey your command with the
greatest of pleasure,” he said. “] ame
soing directly to her boudoir.”

Fun-living, rollicking,  mischievous
Neddy drowned his words in a perfect
shower of discordant sounds that zent
him fairly tlying out of the parlor and
vp the grand stairway, out of hearing of
the ear-splitting melody.

Meanwhile Rutedgze hurried smilingly
toward Uldene’s boudoir. At the door
he was met by Nanon, the madid, and he
saw that she held a letter in her hand.

“If you please, sir,” she said, cour
tseving shyly to her handsome young
master, “madame said, when you came
up to heér room 1 was to give you ithis
leiter with my own hands."”

He took the letter, and pushed past
the maid inte Uldene’s pink and gold
beudoir. He looked through the suites
of pretty rooms—Uldene was nol there.
He looked at the sealed letter im his
hand, which bore his name in his wife's
dainty chirography, and a merry twinkie
lit up his dark eyes—no doubt it was
a gentle remmder in her pretty, de
licate way, that she needed o DCW
check-book, or that she wanted him 10
invest a little fortune in some painting,
statuary, or brica-brac that had cauoght
her eye.

Without omne shadow of a presenti-
ment of what he was to read, he open
od the envelope, crossing over 10 the
dainty willow basket to drop the frag
ment mto it as he tore the envelope off
at the end.

standing beneath the rose «low of the
gaslight, he opened at and ran his eyes
over its conlents.

Asg e read, his face gETEW ghastly
white, and he staggered back, like one
<mitten by a terrible blow—-as he read
it. it seemed to him that an iron hand
clutched his heart and held 1t still
Gileat drops ol agomny gtood out on his
forehead, and the blood grew coid in
his veins, Uldene had fled from him. He
comld not—he would notr believe i, She

loved him with all her heart He
could stake his life—aye, his very soul
—upon it.

“It was all a jest,” he told himself.
“One of Uldene's mischievous expern
ments to test his love for her. He
wounld not believe the words of the lct-
ter, though they startied him hormbly.”
He went through the handsome su‘te
of rooms. 'They were in evident con
fusion. The pretty ball dress she had
brought him into her boudoir that very
aftermoon to admire, lay trampled upon
the floor. lHer jewel cases lay about,
rifled of their contents. ‘T'he door of her
wirdrobe stood open. He swept aside
the heavy velvet hangings, and looked
into the room beyond, calling hurriedly:

“Uldene! Uldene! my darling. Come
here! 1 want youl”

The rcom was empty. No sweet voive
answered him. Ne white arms stole
quick!y around his neck, and no loving
voice whispered the words he was straim
ing his ears to catch:

“] wanted to see, dear, if you would
really care if you were to lose me."”

The room was cold and chill, as
though a blight had fallen over it. He
stands for a moment gazing. about him,
and in that moment he hears a cowr
fusion in the passage outside followed
by a guick, sharp rap at the door.

In response to his husky “Come in™
a servant enters, with a telegram in his
hand.

wWhat is it, James?" asks Mr. Ches
ter. for the man's face has on it che
pidlor of Lerror. “A telegram! VYV D
could bave telegraphed to me? Ttead it

to me. My eves are dazed.”
But the man hesitated. His wiwite
face and trembling hands might have

told his master that he had alicady doae
E0.

“Perhaps, sit,” he said, respectfully,
“it would be better if you would read
it yourself. It may contain had news.”

wltead it.” said Rutledge ¢ hester, im-
patiently, after he had mad: a vain at-
tempt.  “lhe Lues waver Lelore 1§
eyes.”’

“It says there has Dbecu 2 terrilde
aceident at Allendale Station, sir.  You
are wanted there, Your wi.2 wus on ta
train.” :

“AMy wife on the train, James!” he
eried out. *“Are you mad? ‘What, n
Heaven's name, would my wife be do-
ing on the train? There is some 1mis
take!”

hen suddenly he began to tremble
with a strange dread, His heart began
to beat with awful throbs. A cry came
from his white lips. e was bexinning
to understand t¢hat Uldene’s letter was
no jest. She had left him. Yes, this
young bride, on whose love for huimself
he gould have staked his hopes of hea
ven! he bad believed and trusted her 8o
impReitly, had left him.

»s, she had left him. He was be
ang Lo comprenend the import o1
Something had happeued
wlhich she had gone.
What was t?
Was she living,

g
the telegramnm.
to the train on
What had happened?
What was the worst?
or dead?

1o less than ten minutes Dutledge was
at the depol

James, his faithful walet, went w.th
him, tor Mr. Chester seemed quite uufit
to trevel alome. With a whiie, driewn
tace he entered the car, The tra.n was
an express, that went at almost frighi-
ul speed. Yet it seeined to the ngonis
ed young husband that it only ern wied
aleng., How was he to hve until Adeo
dale was reached? lIow was L
bear the cruel suspens=e, the aginy 0
waitiog? Llis stroug hends woere cleneh
ed, his teeth set. The breath cia.ue in
hot gasps from his pale lips.

Over and over again the words of the

car, @ strange, hushed sience el upon I _

the erowd on the platformi. :

Two gentlemen came forward hastily.
One was one of the officials of the road,
a Mr. Dean, and the other the gentleman
who had sent him the telegram to come
ot. "

They both looked with great compas-
sionn at the handsome, haggard youlg
husband.

«“You are Mr. Chester, - I he!ie*m_-?‘
said one of the gentlemen, advarcing
and touching him on the arm.

“Yeg, yes,” cried Rutledge, hoarsely.
“How is she—my wife!l Let me see her
at once.”

“Not this moment,
little,”” was the reply.
qecident, Temember.”
«]¢ 1 wait I shall die” said Rutledge
Chester, with forced calmness, IROTE
terrible to bear than the wildest out
bieak of grief. *“Tell me at least how
she is.” 'The two gentlemen looked at
ench other, oeither daring to SO
“}tor Heaven sake, take me to her!” he
cried. “I have borne all I ecan bear-
take me to her, I cannot bear another
moment of this suspense.”

He saw the look they exchanced, and
a terrible terror seized him.

“You see suspense is driving me mad™
he groaned. *“ls she alive—or—dead?”
“You will need ali your courage, gir,”
gaid the official, pityingly—"all the
bravery that a man can show. You musi
not fail. There are many here whose
corrow is equal to yours.”

"Wl will not fail,” said Rutledge Chrs-
ter. *Tell me the worst, and in Hea
ven's name I will bear it Tell me the

you must wait a
“it was a terrible

worst: is my darling living—or dead?”’
“It is the worst, &r,” replied the of
ficial.

“You mean—" he gasped. Then he
stopped abruptly.

=1 mean,” said the official, pityingly

“that your young wife is dead! 1
member, Heaven gives and Heavel

takes away,” he added, solemnly.

“Dead!” he muttered—*“dead!’ and he
looked at the gentlemen with dazed, de-
spairing eves. Then with a violent ef-
fort he controlled himself, and asked to
be taken to her.

They went with him to the long, nar-
row waiting-room where the dead lay
side by side, their faces reverently cover-
od from the garish morning light. He
passed them in awed silence.

When they brought him to the spot
where the slender fizure lay, covered by
the long si%k cloak, a low moan broke
from his lips. He had recognized the
cloak—one he had purchased for her
himself not long before.

~Let me see her face!” he cried. *Oh
my beautiful Uldene! my lost love, my
beautiful young wifel”

They drew back his
hand with gemntle force.

“You have loved her too well to look
upon the havoc death has made,” they
whispered. *“The beautiful face—al,
how shall T find words to say it?—is be-
vond nll recognition. We recognized, or
identified her, rather, by the satchel she
still clasps in her death-cold hand. The
address was inside. Do not attempt to
liftt the handkerchief we have placad
over the mutilated face; the horror of
the sight you would see would dmve You
mad.”

ln grief pdtiful to behold IHutiedgze
Chester knelt down by the body, which
he believed was that of Uldene, his
young wife, and what he suffered only
Heaven knew. But the fiercest stornm
mist wear away, the most violent erief
must, in time, sob itsell out. We must
part from those we love better than
life itself, and bear it

But grief could not bring back Life to
that still form, breath to those ice-eold
lips, apd warmth to the cold, whit-
hands, so like the frozem petals of 2
lily.

He returmed home on the mext train,
bearing with him what he supposed
were the remains of his darling, lost
Uldene, and a few days later they were
placed in the marble wvault of the Ches
ters, and on the cold, white tablet were
the chiseled words:

Sacred to the Memory of
ULDENE,
zed 17 Years and 11 Months
Itest in Peace,

outstretched

CHAI'TER XXYV.
‘T 1S BEST THAT HE SHOULD EELIEVE ME
DEAD."

As the train had rushed om throuzh
the darkmess, Uldene had turned away
with a hitter ery. She saw by the dim
Iight of the stars a path running parallel
with the iron rails, and her feet struck
into the path. She knew mnot, caled
not, whither it led.

She walked through the Tragrant,
starlit darkness of the summer mnight
like one in a2 hideous dream.

“What should she do? Where should
she go?' she asked herself. And agum
the wild prayer rose to lips: “Wounld
Heaven death would come to her aad
end it alll”

But, alas! the boom of death sell.n
comes when the wretched call

“] have lost all that I hold dear In
the worll,” she sobbed, piteously. *“l
am parted by fate, more cruelsthan

f-hmuh. from Rutledge. What s there

left to live for? If 1 had braved fate,
would it have ended in a tragedy?” she
whispered, below her breath. “1 dared
aot risk it. Oh, no no, uvo! Better to
part from Rutledge while he loves me,
than wait in terror, too pitiful to be de
scribed by weak words, for the hour to
come in which he would know all, and
hate me with bitter hatred. My head
aches. I am too tired to think” sae
said to herself.

How far she traveled that might. or
which direction she took, were detalls
Uldene could never remembar,

When the ved gleam  of early dawn
broke throuzh the leaden giay sky, =he
found herself near a small rallway sia
tion. A sense of der position eaime to
her.

“Now,” she eaid to hersell, *1 must
think what 1 nm to do.

She could hear from afar off the surill
shrick of an approaching train, amd the
thought occurred to her that she woud
take it, no matter whence the direction
It mattered little to her where she weiat

She pushed through the crowd in walt
ing toward the tickel office.

“1hat young girl is ill,”” whispered a
motherly fooking woman to her husband,
as Uldene passed them. *“See, she Is os

white as death, and her dark eyes burn
like tflame.”

-
-.0ke 10 upon her mmed; e
“Where to, miss?’ he inquired.
a brisk, pleasant manner. =
Uldene did not know herself She
muttered some incoherent reply.
;Jﬁlid Eiﬂ!l :-Er.j" you wished to go to

e shrick of the approachi :
drowned his voice. wivid N T
Uldene did not catch the pame of ¢y
place he had mentioned. She knew liﬂ
was waiting impatiently for her an
SWerT.
“Yea that ig where I want .
she said. nd
“Do you want a check for your trgpn:
miss?’ he asked ,as he handed jer
her ticket and change for the bill she hay
given him. 3
She looked so bewildered at traveling
alome, so voung and inexpagieead,

=no, she had oo trunks,”
turning awajy.

The azent looked after her, telline
himsclf he had never seen so beantify]
a creature. =

YWhen E]dﬂﬂi‘ wag scated in the eqr

she saw,

she foumd that she had purchaged g
ticket for Baltimore.
During the long ride Uldene attracte]

much attention from the passengorg
around her. They wondered

lﬂ_"ul fher [ace turned so [J'-‘.".-:;-C'- ;

ward the window. They could ,r-
cee that the strained gaze was too inters
for seeing. i

When Uldene reached her destination
and found herself alone in the +.-;~..-,._-‘:'.__1
gtreets. she felt more forlorn and de
gperate than ever. she was 1.-;__‘;,1_11.1;3
ery out for help and pity.

She was cold and hungry, and the
thought occurred to her to find a quieg
boarding-house where she could get 5
cup of tea and rest, and think. look-
ing the dark, dread fututre fuly in the
face,

By inquiry she found just such a
place as she needed, and secured a room
at once. She was so thorougzhly exhaust
cd she was not able to deave 1t for thres
days. When, at last, she was able to
go down to the little meager sitting
room—by courtesy called a parlor—she
gaw a paper lying on the centertabls,
and the startling head-ines of the fi-st
column canght her eye, and held ber
spell-bound.

Phat was 2a terrible accident,” sad
the voluble landlady, pexntngz to tie
column. “About midway down the paga
it tolls of the grief of a [rantic Fyoung
husband who found the body of Js
hride so terribly mutilated that he could
never have recognized her if 1t had uot
been for her wrap =nd satchel. How
I wept for poor Mr. Chester as I read
ie.”

A low. suppressed cry fell from L
dene’s lips. With shaking, cold hands
gshe picked up the paper, and ihe Orst

parngrah that met her eye wis the grap-
hiec account of her own tragic death
Yy the wrecking of the train. Shs

on with dazed eyes, how she had been
beried in the family wvault, and of the
wild grief of her husband. Uldene read
the account throngh a second time, and
a third time, and a8 she sat there hois

ing the paper in her hand, she made
to herself a solemn VOWw.
At Hutledgze believed her ead, she

would remain so to him while her poor
life lasted. He should mever know
che lived. Fate must have foreseen thiis
when the voung girl in the seat bac]
of her had consented to take charma

oy
o s

L -
ack

of her wrap and satchel
It was more bitter than death, foe

she loved him better than life .isal;
but the curse, the doom that hung over
her—this hapless daughter
race—made it imperagve -
the whole world between herself and
the man she ioved.

of = F o by

- a ki

{or her to pE

Yes, she would drag out her weary
life in solitude, and Rutledze
Ohester should believe that
ghe slept in the old wvaull in the
gravevard. She would watch over him
from afar like a guardian aneel: bt
ha should never Lnow—never Enow the

p:tfud truth.

As she read farther down A Sty
sontence met her eye. After che 2ad
read it she threw up her handcs -nd

fell like one dead to the floor.
These were the words she read:

“On the day following the buriai of

his beautiful young bride, Kutiedze
Chester had suddenly closed up hes
business affairs and ®ad go 2 HTORL,
none knew whither. To a friend Wik

had accompanied him on I ard o
1 ennd

steamer he had =aid he © irht

= —1||_ _:l,_.j.;.f

from his native land for yeud
foreves.”

'[Trere were three others who read that
tragic story with intense emobiol \ark
Sefton and his wife. and Verue

“May Heaven forgive »  for ¥
wicked ‘-'l.hu.\llghls toward ool "Z_.':'.*-
el :-'-l..lb"l'rl."d.. CIVOW that che 15 il

Long and bitterly Verlie o 4 1o
Uldene. True, she had spoitled et g
life—made it desolate and P bat
for all that, Verlie would have w
promote the happiness of L idene, _:ﬂ‘*f
could have done so. The thought rat
the man she loved was free never cries
ed the mind of noble, pured arted Ver
Lie.

I'evhaps something like this o —'-:.ﬂ! o
Nella Sefton, when, a few d 2
she bade Verlie write to Lutledge R
ter, expressing their sorrow. &l his greds
loss, ol

1t was long months before :':-."_ '~
reached Rutledge, forwarded, 42 it ,-:
been, from place to place where he 3%
been stopping. s

e answered it gratefullr.

them for their kindly sympathy; b8
second letter eame to him. :

He remained abroad for anetaet o
Then the longing came 1o him to _'rn
once more to his own nalive 1104 t“
had suffered another great W8F wﬂ..ﬁ
abroad. At Venice his father hac '1
ILH."I him. Two days after the =% 1-:-.~
had left port, daking them 0 l'!,',L
his father had died suddenl) o }',1-;
board. After this sad eveni, the "1-:1
was strong upon Rutledge w57
hame, . i

Two weeks later he Was aga¥ ol
Washington. Society reccived :;':"'ﬂli'h-
Rutledge Chester with open 2T
had always been a prune "-"-"'-':“_“,_‘é
the young ladies, and tic¥ had BO* O,

gotten him, it secined, judging 1
cards he veccived.

SIpT,
He went to few entertalnIiitrss qnd
ever, and his friends were :*-‘-l"t} 4
¥ i \ Ihas
few. He did nol care Imil h I

vy # L “ii
and seldom went o et ; hut bDe =

i i _ttond the BE
induced one evening to atied

T
ot her vidd

g

o ufotiotodots

]
.
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passionate kisses; for it was to rest in A youns girl, sea directly behini | key- e s : - | telegram rang in his ears. It was well| Uldene heard ber, and a wild, hysteri- given by Mrs. Renwick. i sl

| his bands: his cyes weie to read what U mlﬂ::e, -h?l,dblwhned ;ﬁwa.rd :ufd touch- t:ixhiﬁ;fm? EIL::EI]; {:;m;.ﬁ:& t&mHlnnnr :; for him the journey was not long. Sus- | cal sob rose to her lips. b the suburbs of the gy ":]lj'r:f;;_rnt‘-.-.‘f'

: ahe had written—this love of her heart ed her hesitatingly on the arm. She whirls around ﬂn‘ the wina jultL - | pense would bave killed him had it cow 11! What was all the illness in the decided at first not 10 g0 " ghend

whom ske was bidding farewell aand “The gentleman has made a sl'ght | time to see the amused an il jun l:: tinued. world compared to what she was sul ward, finding that a very o g T

i ‘ from .1,,1;]1.-]31 fate _hadﬂ parted her. i mistake, mademoiselle,” she said, in a | ledge Chester’'s face reflected -h'l.?t.llE In the gray. 'Eﬂ-ﬂr dawn the f{riin fering? of his c..'.l.‘I‘}I'.:LiT.I. Lansing, Was o :
R “Jt is God's setribution that has fallen glightly foreign accent. “The trzin | ¥rench mirror opposite the bay wia- renched Allendale Station. She stood quite irresolute, gazing help- changed his wind. he p;euit*i

padet. wpon me!” she walled, as she theew off  stops: once this side of the cross-road: | dow in which he has enscomced kim- Confusion seemed to reign everywherr. | Jessly around her. S, e # L-d ¥ -
X% the pretty wkite mull dress and dcnued it stops ten miputes for luncheon.” . P SRR PR AN IR R e L As Rutledge Chester stepped ifi.wu ibe | "'he voice of the officious ticket azent EF‘-’ in W uhm..-uﬁ dedzre

e 7 1Y . in. enthuysiasticzlly. |
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