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iContinued from last week.)

They two Bad been sitting in her garden
on the afterneon of a summer day. It was
two, thres, almost four years ago, but he
could see the blooming roses and hear the
drowsy hum of the bees as if it had been
yesterday. He had been readinga love poem
10 her: that was as near as he dared come to
Jove making: sometimes l-ttinZ his wvoice
soften and tremble a little over tae tenderer
passages. He was but a timid lover, and
Bertha so rovally cold Suddenly glancing
at her, be saw she was OVercome with the
heat, end had fallen aslecp leaning her
ghapely head back against the rough bark
of the tree. Fer fingers loosely clasped
in her slopinz lap suggested perfect
repose; the girlish boscm rose and fell with
her still breatbing, and there was an exqui-
site pout on her Lps, as if vaguely mutinous
against the hardness of her pillow, Hizleart
was beating violently as he laid asidw his
book and scated himself on the bench by her
side. But he dared not profane the vestal
purity of such sleep as hers; he devoured ber
face with his eves, but did not steal one kiss
from the red lips, though there was such a
sweet, mute invitation on them. But bhe put
his arm about her and drew her toward him
as gently as if she were & gleeping infant, and
made her bead rest on hisshoulder. Then he

looked down the red tinged cheeks, like the
woods in autumn’s tenderest mood, swept by
her long, golden evelashes, and tried to fancy
she was awake, though her eyes were closed,
and that she was wiliing her head glonld rest
on his breast and her hair like fine threads of
twisted RBoman gold kiss his burning face.
But ske moved in her slumber, and then

her star like eves opened and looked mute
astonishment into his eager face. For ono
gtartled moment she did not move, and in
endden boldness from the liberty he had al-
veady takea Lie poured his passionate declara-
tions into her cars, covering her hair and het
forchead and then her cool white bands with
kisses, L

“Youn frighten me, Philip.” Her quick,
gtartled tones as she rose to her feet yet rang
in his ears. She looked at him asbalf of a
mind to run away. “I don't understand
you,” she said, reproachfully. The porcelzin
pictare is just as she was ~hen.

“Why, Bertha!” He had risen, too; but she
drew back fromhim.  “I love you. 1 want
you for my wife.”

How coldly she had looked at kis flushed,
excited face, He thonght it was the suprems
moment in his life; but it secined to be nothing
%o her.

1Ty that 211? Why, I thonght you were mad.®

Al and the same muadness burned in his
soul this moment. Time could not wear it
euf Shame, outrage, desolation could not
kil it. He rose to his feet and pushed the
tinted porcelain away from him.

Mrs. Siles Ellingsworth was all smiles and
grace as Philip entered her parlor, and she
ghook hands with bim, lingered as cordially
ever the grecting as if she bad quite forgot-
tea her pretty fingers had ever been on his
threat. Sho made him take a seat and began
to make conversation with him; as if she sup-
posed be had called to see her. But suddenly
sho affecte<] to be strack with an idea.

“0Oh, I know why you are not more talka-
tive, you didn’t come to sce me atall™ She

ped to the door. *‘Susan, call Miss
egovorth. ™
“i¥ss!™ Then there was no longer any

ream for doubt. Thilip shrank at the blow
she gave kim.  ¥le had thought all uncer-
tainty was gone long ago, but be found that
up te this very instant he had cherished a
spark of hope that Bertha had a right to the
mame of the man she had fled with. And
ghe was "Miss" still. IHis hostess way sayung
something, but he did not hear it, there was
such o deatikly faininess about his heart,

Then there came a step in the hall, and his
farsidar thrill of tenderness at her coming.
She lingered an instant on the thresheld, an
cld et of hers that gave him time to step
fiorward and meet ber.

Mre. Ellingsworth bad risen, too, and was
waiting to speak. It was only tenderness in
Risilip Breton's eves as ho took both Bertha's
bands so gently, but she said:

“ sva I very much changed, then™ and a
painell look flitted across her face. FPhilip
did mob mewer her for a moment, he was s0
dicwressedl at ber interpretation of the love
that rmde his sight misty as he pazed at her.,

“Well, I suppose I am in the way,” re-
marked the mistress of the bhouse, with in-
bred wolzarity. She was smiling sweetly,
bat wemen's smiles do not always signify
amuability. “I suppose,” she added, letting
her skirts touch her two guests as she passed
out, "you want to talk over old times with
Misg Elinssworth,”

Now czme the last terrible assuranceq

wimced at the heartless biow, bot noé
se moeh as a flush passed over Bertha's cold
fage, Bhe aceepted the mame without even a
shade of silent denial on her calm features,
th it was the badze of shame for her.

i no,” bat he dared not look ber in the
face for fear she should see his anxious pity
for her. “You have been ill, perhaps, but I
always thought you the loveliest woman in
*he workd.™

She smiled as she let him lead her toa seat,
“Yon always said that.” Then she glanced
sadly into the mirror. ‘“‘But it is more pleas-
ant to hear now, for I know I am not pretty
any longer.”

Conld she understand that the change that
bad come over her radiant beauty only

sbanged Lis love to make it deeper? Could
she not se> the new inteasity of yearning In
Bis eyes s he raised them to her faco again?
He longed to draw her into his arms and Ziss
her tived face into eternal smiles. Mis love

with his tenderness, -
tAre you glad to be at homeT™ he asked,
tly. ;
E:E*L}Itilr-:r you call this home, with my servand
jts mistress?” For a moment it was Bertha,
as she used to be, ber anger curling her red
lips and flashing new fire into her tired eyes
“Does she insult you?”
«Jt is insult enough that she is my father’s
wife. She can not go beyond that.”
¢Shall you stay here alway? asked Philip
stupidly enocugh. E
«] suppose s0; where else is therei™ .
A wild impulse touched him; he loved her
and she needed love, had he not waited long
enough? But a sudden fear came into his
mind and chilled his hope like a frozen foun-
tain. She might bave a child—how strange
he had pever thought of it before. Ah,ib
would be a strong love which could endure
that, a baby to hang on her bosom and take
her kisses, a baby with Curran's face. No,
he could never bear that, anything better
than that. Her sin he could forgive. Though
it maust linger forever in his memory, he
would bury it beneath more blessed expe-
riences. His love should ballow her, he would
kiss away Curran’s caresses from her lips.
But if there were 2 child— ]
Philip started violently and looked at the
door; be fancied he heard a sound like the
pattering of infant feet. In & moment Bertha
would catch to her arms her child and Cur-
ran’s, and half smother it with a mother's
kisses.
“Tsn’t that a child’s voice? he criad, rising
to his feat and his eyesrested on her in a new
pitiful reproach. He thought she started
strangely, as if a mothers instinets stirred
in her bosom. -
“Qh, no; it is only Jane—I mean Mrs,
Ellingsworth. What an innocent little laugh
she has.” ;
A child, with sweet winning ways, is &
strange thing to hate, a lovely little roses-
bud to blossom no one knows how faultlessly
by and by. But Philip thought he would
bate her child—Bertha's child, perhaps with
his darling’s star like eyes; ah, was it not
Curran’s, too, the symbol of her shame! As
he walked home in the twilight he saw in
each toddling baby in the doorways and
windows, an image of his own materinlized
foar and horror. FPhilip locked back from
the hill on which stood his bome to the vil-
lage his father had built up. Those massite
mills with their thousands of looms wero his;
those lonz rows of white houses, ezch one of
which held a family rich in possibilities of
virtue and hope, they all were his, and the
pew element of brizhtness and thrif, that had
made the whole village a nursery of comiort
and happiness was his work. Dehind bim
was the great stone mansion with its arched
gothic windows green with clustering wood-
bine, it was his too. How powerless ha
thought all that wenlth and material power
ean do to solve one of the terrible problems a
heart makes for itself.
Moodily he walked to his stables, in a kind
of vague longing for companionship, and
threw open the doors. Four horses stood in
their stalls within, noble looking creaturesd

toward the sound of their master’s feet; they
returned his love with love. One of tham
woinnied welcome and 1zid back his ears as
Lis master came into the stall beside him.
“Poor fellow, good boy ;" Philip patted his
whitc neck affectionately. ““You would do
what you could for me, wouldn't you, Joel
I know you would, old fellow.” He laid his

— Nl

An image of his own malerializod feor.
check against the animal's velvos nese.  “Bod
you couldn’t go fast enongh to get we out of
this trouble, not if you died te de il

CHAPTER XX
¥O PARBIBR.
Bensitiveness is a very unfertunate qunlity
4n life since no object is molded Ia ascesd-
ance with the strict rules of o, sines these

is no character but has a repoisive eped e B
1o history but with its dagk page. Thoe hapgyr
mar is neither too enthnsisstic ower the vix-

dental or merely a pretty eptiepl delusion,

which he fangcies migh$ hove bepa wirdnds
wader differens conditiorts, Put Fhilip Bretea

scemed to jar him as it reled Eash bheur

had revealed wngmessed méans of suSosing,

and even the beams of genial smmlight hasd
for kim. .

his fate may e pure, waalloyed pain. e s
ever smiling throwzh his teass ssxd Wwying to
awake from kis despair, ea if & were Duta
dream of disoxdlered faey. Be as the next

his door to go out into thre sweed seented Sep-
fember air, ho feit bappier Uimu for muny
weeks; the peace that eame over kile seemed

lenting pride. He even
for his ungenerousness of yosigrday.

ero soon epvered with greem axd wild
flowers; life sorings quickly oat «f death, and
gpparent ruin is soon {oecotten ia renewed
magnificence. Why should he, then, kot twd

past—I{orever past}

anoy.
the clowd and come out into the eslear light of

But at his gate a carriage rofied sdewdy
him. itmnf:m;nw : ...uE

oo eulture ia i, but w
innocence of chiﬂhmr E::ﬂ

$ad been refined into a new divineness; a love
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all of them. They turned their stately Leads |

tues of his acquaintance, whieh mgay be aeci- |

pess to-night. :
“You want to marry Berthat Isupposed

rmmmquninﬁudﬂthhﬂpuh'
It was in Mr, Ellingsworth's room,
he sat in dressing gown and well
back in his easy chair. He was looking at
Fhilip Breton very curiously. He had really
fancied he‘mderstood human nature before.
«T suppose I am,” answered Philip simply.
“W&]I,Ilnuww:fmn!ltthnlwiﬂhldﬂ.
a

know her—her—her relations with Currani
Yes, well,” and the gentleman shrugged his
glight shoulders, “no doubt you lknow what
you are doing, vou run your own risks.”

“RisksT"

«[nderstand me, I asked but two ques-
tions—have you left Curran forever? do you
want to come homet I had heard she had
pever been married. Jane has heard it I
feared it. Do you wonder I did not ask, not

thing!

What if bo should find she was indeed
married- after all, when he had at last de-
cided he could not live without her; when he
had atlast made up his mind that he must
have her if hetook a burden of life long
ghame into his soul with her? That would be
a wretched freak for fortune to play with
him: but how foolish he was, did not her
name prove that she was unmarried?

“Bnt I hate so to harrow up her memo-
ries,” said Philip, in an unsteady voice; “‘to
make her confess her shame before me.
chould think that would be a fathers
duty.”

¢:(an it be, my dear Philip,” remarked Mr.
Ellingsworth, with his own brilhant smile,
“that you know me so little as to expect moe
to perform an unpleasant duty? There are
people that love them—that never seem SO
much in their element as when engaged in
some act of self sacrifice, ¥You must really
excuse me."”

YWhen Philip went down into the parior
Bertha was sitting there alone, and his fate
seamned thrust upon him. Before he had time
{0 dread breaking the subject to her he stood
at the back of her chair, looking down on her
thin, white tingers movicg over her embroid-
ery work. He laid his hand very gently on
her shoulder. Ah, it was less round than it
used to be. Shewas good enough to keep her
eyes fixed on her work. There was noshade of
heightened color on her cheeks, nor did she
quicken her breathing.

“Bertha,” he began, in a low, sweet voice,

did not look up. ,

“If, at some timo before you died, o man
whom you liked came and asked you to
marry him,” he spoke very slowly, “‘is there
any reason why you must say nol” -

Not one flush or nervous tremor. She
threaded her needle again with the red
worstedd *“What do you mean by reasoni”

«T mean,” ke said, in forced calm, “is there
any barrier which the laws make to prevent
you from marrying himf Since he had be-
gun to dream of marriage, he had thought
only of the barrier of her shame; he had nos
thought that there might be a barrier more
tmpregnable. But it came over him all the
more terribly uow., That would explain her
lack of shamwe, her unbroken pride, that
would be mors o-nsistent with his lifelong
idea of her, if she had preserved her honcr,
and, alas, was already married and cut for-
ever away from him. That would save her
purity which he had thought sullied. Ne
fingers of scorn could ever be pointed at her,
No: but she would be lost to him forever,
God forgive him, then, if he would rather
have her dishonored, insulted, degraded, than
lose her. Would she never answer? She laid
down her needle and turned her face up to-
ward him. He trembled like a child as he
watched her lips part; in a moment his fate
would be decided. It was terrible that his
happiness could come only through her
shame, and ber honor meant a life of despair
and loneliness for him, but so it seemed to
him now,

“There is no barrier,” she replied.

“Thank God,” he whispered. The strain
wos removed. She had cstablished her own
disgraco with her own lips, without a droop-
ing of her eyes, without a quiver of her lips.
Ah, but he suffered in his very hope. It
wounded him that he must rejoice in her
ghame, it was almost as if he had caused it
e bent low over her shoulder, in another
moment he would have told ber of tho un-
chauging passion—of his love. All the
bounds of his nature were broken dowsn now
His whele soul seemed dissolving in ineffable
tenderness for this cold woman, into whose
ealm, beautiful eyes ho looked so hungrily.

“Like embroidery, don't you, Mr. Eretonf”

Mrs. Ellingeworth flashed ber small black
eyes in delight. Philip started back inill
eoncealed dismay, but ‘s faee changed

. ma$ ane shade of expression as she rose mag-

;iﬂhnﬂytahﬂrimtmd;nptirumlhl

reea
The lady of the house ldoked uopleasantly

after her.

or too stern and unvelenfing tewsrd sims, |

had fallem out with Kfe The gread wordd |

Yot it is bard for a man to apdecctnd thad

marning came, and Philip Bréten thesw opon

to leave no place for ¢roel distrust and unre- |
himnseld |
world of nature left no nnsightly weends amd |
breaks in its whole deminion. Gaping graves |

lives be wrecked for ane wammg wes in the |

He swunz down his walk i axewr buoy- |
He believed he bad pessed theeush

stopped to smils at thenr. The facobad
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“Iem's it funny, she don't seem to like me!
De you suppose it is that Curran acrape that
kas put her so much above mef®
| Phillp glanced savagely at her; ho eculd
almost have struck ber, withous thinking ef
her wemanhood, there was such a snake like
loak in the glistening blnck eyes. One might
as well reproach a wild creature of the forest
. for following out its insfincts; bub after &
. momsent he said:

wirg Ellingsworth forgets she is a lady P
Pot sbe was beautiful, if net a Jady, hor
as if it were liguid fire and her curled Hps

passion,
his life, banish every ngble hope or ideal
from his soul and feed kim mothing

! rode werd.”

Ehe came close to him and pub her burn-
img Singors on his hand. “Tour horee loves
you better than that woman, She will tor-
| ture you to death, let her alone™ Then she
| sjEang away from him, and walked back-

warid and ferward clasping and

MW&MHM
hate hez, I kate her; but what good ts#tr I

slowly out of the room. Nothing could ever
move him now: he preferred the woman she
ﬂﬂ:nndhlﬂthaMMHM'
in the world. Y

“] am going to ask you something.” Still she

would dash myself to pieces to break her, but

E
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above all the world,

She looked up from her embroidery at the
sound of his footsteps and smiled. Her
beauty might all go, as its first bloom and
freshness had gone, and her cheeks fade like
the autumn leaves whose glowing tints they
had once worn; her golden hair might whiten
with age, he knew it would make no differ-
ence in his love. She wore the same dress
ﬂhﬂhﬂdwminthatnthargudanm
She had grown thin and gone back to the

dresses of her girlhood. It was a light blue
npenlﬂwintheneck,ﬂﬂad!nﬂthuut-

silk,

ling folds of lace. The sunbeams made their
way through the low hanging tirecs, and
with them came the breath of the roses, and
the humming of the bees, just as on that
other day.

Philip seated himself on the bench beside
her, and tried to make his voice calm as be
said:

“Do you remember when you last wore
this dressi™

Would she be frightened at the intensity of

tleness in his voice!

But she smiled as frankly at him as if he
were her biother. “Ob, yes”

He put his hand on ber arm, cool as if love
and passion were forever outside her experi-
ence. “‘Bertha, I love you more now than
then. I will not frighten you with my ve-
hemence; I have learned to conqueér myself,
I will cherish you as a child, but, ob, Bertha,
I want to be near you."

The woman did not draw away from him.
Bhoe was looking with a changed expression
at his eager face—the face of the lover whom
no coldness could chill; who returned again
after her desertion of him; whom no shame
could alter. He had stirred somothing like
gdmiration in ber at last. A tinge of delicate
color rose from her neck among the folds of
lace, and mounted to the roots of her golden
hair. It was the first time he had ever moved
her.

“And you love me as much now as that
day I fell asleep on your shoulder—ages ago,
it must have been?” Then her great blue
eyes drooped under tho intensity of love that
looked from his face—a love beyond her
power to understand.

He gathered her hands in his. “As much
and more—a deeper, purer, gentler love that
will protect you against its own very vehe-
mence—that would rather make sacrifices
for you than joys for itself.™

“Take me, then,” and she let him draw her
head on his breast, where she felt the throb-
bing growing mighticr and mightler, though
he anly pressed his lips upon her cool fore-
head. Then she drew back. She did not look
in his face, which had a great light in-it,
perhaps she was ashamed that she had noth-
ing to give him, ashamed that her heart was
so cold under the rapture that looked out of
his eyes.

“But Philip, you must not hurry me too
munch. I am slow, and this is so sudden, 1
would as soon have thought of an earth-
quake.” Then she glanced wonderingly at
him as if to make sure, *‘Ah, Philip, you
deserve a better love than mine,” But he
caught her hand to his lips, and held it there
while he covered it with kisses,

“] would rather the flower you wear in
your bosom than any woman in the world
besides you. I learned to love with you,
Bertha.™

But she took her Land away uncasily.
“But you wona't hurry me, will you, Philip”
How could shoe esk him to wait much longer!
“Por if you do™

¢0Oh, no—I will give you a whole week.”
He laughed, and then grew suddenly very
sober. “Haven't I given you long enought”

] must take a little journey first,™ and her
eyes appeared to avoid his. A sudden tide
of jealousy swept over hisn. Had sBe de
served his trust!”

“] will go with you. It shall be our wod-
dine journcy.”

&he flushed nerveusly—*“0Oh, no, not yet™

Where could she be going? To ane last
jntarview with Curran, perbaps, and he felt
that he eould not bear one thowght of him
should ever cross her soul again, How short
a time it took to spoil his happiness. The
glow had left his beart, the light had gone
out of his eyes, all in n moment. Is misery
then she only thing that can last)

#Only this once,” sho said. “¥oun shall go
with e always then.”

His mood welted and in a moment bo was

before ker. “Oh,Bertha, be fair with

seemed 50 near mo.”
She put her hand on his bowed head, per-
some sweet word trembled on her lips.
for it, and when she did not
lpuk.hnlnnhduplntcrtbnhﬂnthhbrih
Bhe had ssemed &0 far from him, a world
not Bave parted them more, but be
was at her feet, aod she had promised o be

his widfe.

“Ay dear Philip, excuse me, but you ave
coudiipg ey embroidery.” So bhe was He
was hoeeling en it i Lis fond idalatry, as if
a piecs of warsted work was of no nocount.
Ho fount kis feet and cast a pa
ab the sguare of canves befors be stoopad to
m up. It was strange, indeed, that bhe

Bave been so carried away in his pas-
gicaate ardor as oot to noties what be was

Laecling en.

*] hope I barve not ruined your work,” he
said, simply. No, ke had only rumgpled it &
ktthe, and he would have been willing to pur-
bhase all

ground this morning for a mwmmi:hu-
walls and foundations would be laid in luve
and justice. In thoe ill yerd a bundred la-
borers waited with their spades over théir
m,m-@ammm At the

word the iron glistened in tho
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ghort a time ago he thought life only a dull,
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