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CHAPTER XLI.

She did nov resist, but resigned herseli |

to his embrace, as if he «till had the
right to take her in his arms, as if she
gtill belonged to him She had been un-
der a great, an indescribable strain for
geveral hours and his sudden presence,
the look in his eyes, the touch of his
hande. deprived her of the power of
thought, of resistance. To her and to him
at that moment, it was ae if they had
not been parted, as if the events of the
last few months were cnly visionary.
With surrender in every fAbre of her
being ehe lay in his arms, her head upon
his breaet, her eoyee closed, her heart
throbbing wildly under the kieses which
he pressed passionately upon her lips, her
hair; the while he called upon her name,

as if hie lips hungered to pronounce il
“Stafford!” she said, at lasl. "It ‘a
really you! When—" Her voice died

away, ds if she were speaking in a dream
and her eyes closed with a little shud-
der of perfect joy and rest.

“Yes; it's I!" he responded, in a voice
almost as low ae hers, a voice that tremb-
led with the inteneity of his paseion, his
Joy 1n having her in his arms again.
“Laet night I came down by the firet train
—I waited at the station for it—1 came
straight from the docke.” :

Bhe drew a happy eigh.

“Bo soon? And you came straight here?
When 1 saw you just now, I thought it
wad a vieion: if the doge had not Dbeen
here—1 remembered that doge do not eee
ghosts. Oh, Btaflord, it is so long, so very
long, since I have scen you, so sad and
dreary a time! Tell me—ah, tell me every-
thing! Where have you been But I
know! Stafford, did you know that 1 saw
you the day you sailed?”’ she shuddered
faintly. ‘I thought that was a vision, too,
that it was my fancy: it would not have
heen the firet time 1 had fancied I had
ecen you,' He drew her to the bank, and
einking on it held her in his arme, almost
like a «hild.

“You saw me! You—-there in London!
And yet I can understand. Dearest, I did
not hear of your tuble until a few weeks
ago. But I must tell you—"

"Yes, tell me., I long to hear! Think,
Stafford! I have not heard of you—eince
I saw you at the concert in London one
night—" He started and held her more
tightly.—'1 looked round and eaw wou:
and when you turned and looked up to-
wards me, it seemed as if you must have
seen me. Buot tell me! Oh, I want to hearp
everything!”

The epell wrought by the joy of his pre-
sence gtill held her reason, her memory,

in thrall: one thought, one fact, domin-
ated all others: the fact that he was here.
that €he wa< in hie a:ms, with her head
on hig breasi ns of old. And the epel: Was
on him as strongly; how <¢ould he remam-
ber the past and the barrier he had erect
ed bebween them?

“1 went to Australia, Ida.”
a low vyoice, every note of which was
pitched to love's harmony: -it soothed
while it rejoiced her. I met a man . in
London, a farmer, who offered to take
me out with him. You eaw me &tart, you

he &aid 1n

say!? How st.ange, how wonderiul! And
I, yeg 1 saw vou, but I could not bel.eve

my senees, How could it be my beauti-
ful, dainty Ida, the mistresg of Herondala,
spanding on the dirty, egqualid guay! T
went ‘with him and worked with him on
his cattle-run. Do you remember how vou
taught me to count =heep, Ida? How
often when I was riding throush solitary
wastee 1 have recalled those hours, every

look of your dear eves, every <curve of
thogse sweet lips—hold them wup to me,
dearest!'—every tone of vour voice, the

low, musical voiee the memory of which
had power to ect every nmerve tingling
with longing and despair. The work was
hard. it geemed unceasing, but I was glad
of it; for sometimes 1 wag too weary Lo
think; too weary even to dream of you
And it was sad busines: dreaming of yonu,
Ida; for, you esee, there was the waking.”

“Do I not know?"' sghe murmured, with
something like a sab, and her ‘hand clos-
ed on his ghoulder

“My employer was a
ma 1, my fellow-laborers were good
low=: I could have been happy, or, at
lede:, contented with the life, hard as it
was, 1f I could but have forgotten; if 1
cculd even for a day have lost the awinl
hunger and thirst for vou: if T could have
BEoL you out of mv mind, the memory of
you out of my heart—but I conld not!”

He paueed, looking straight hefore him;
and gazing up at him, she saw hia face
drawn and haggard, as if he still thought
himself separated from her. Then, as il
he remembered, he looked down at her
and caught her to him with a sudden vio-
lence that almost hurt her.

“But I could not; vou haunted me, dear-
est, all day and all night! Sometimes,

pleazant, genial
fel-

when the men were singing round the
camp fire, einging and laughine, the
eence of my loss would come crushing

down upon me. and I'd epring to my feet

and wander out into the starlit silence of
the vast plains and spend the night think-
ing of all that had passed between us. At
other times, a Kind of madness would
cateh hold of me, and I'd join the wildest
of the gangs, and augh and sing and
drink with the maddest of the lot."
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long breath of comprohen-
and hid her eves on his
and Kiesed her, murmur-

She drew a
ston and pity
breast. He hent
ing -penitently :

“I'm not fit to kies"yvon, Ida, I did not
mean to tell vou, but—but. T can’t keapn
anything from vou, even though it will
go against me. One night the drinking
ied to fighting and I stood up to a son
of Arvak, a giant of a fellow: and we
fought until both o6f us were knocked out:
but 1T remnmember him going down first
18t before I felll T went from bad to
worse. The owner of the run—it wag call-
€d Salltebury Plain—epoke o -word of warn-
ing, and I tried to pull up, tried o toke
to the work again, and forget myself in
it bot—ah, well, dearest, thank God: vou
would not understand. that vou eannot
know what a man ie like when he i L
ofds W th fate, and is bed-fe'low with do-
SPAIT.

“Do 1 not!” ghe murmured Again, with
the Fulleet understanding and o O P ILEE O

Do you think he is woree than a woman. |
Oh, Btafford. there have heen  times. |
black timez when I learned to know why
some women fAv 1o aArink to drown Lhair
migery : amd our mizery e ga kosn vee
keesner than voure For we nre an haln
loss. 80 w-!"]"--f"lf.!!'f!' we !1-‘.'.1.'-'~ b 1] iF -_-|;'.- 1T
do but think, think, think! Gb on, dear-
eat! I seem to see vou there!”

‘Thank God! v U could notb! e gawud
huskily ‘T'he black fit pacterd for a timi
and 1 settled down to work aeain, . Onn
day there was an attack upon the farm |
by the hlacke  ae thev are called. .] A
fortunate'y at home. and we managred to

beat them off and gave the gtock
a valuable one and my emplover,
ing too highly of my services, made mo a
present of hailf the value., It wae a rener
ons gift, a lavieh one, and altozether inn-
called for——"

It
think-

“Oh, Stafferd, do vou think I- don'i
Know that you risked vour life, ac nlainly
ag if I had been told, as if 1T had Iu-:-;g]
there!” ehe eaid, her eyes glowing, her
breath coming faster,

Stafford- colored and turned awav from
the subiect. '

“It was a larce sum, and Mr Joffler
that ie the name of the owner of Ralis.
ury Piain—advized me to invest it in a
run of my own; there was enough to buv

a large’and important one. ,I went down
n I - " 9

to Melbourne to see the agente. and ‘g

thére no euch thing as fate or chance.

Ida? Indeed there ie!'—asg I wae walkineg

down one of the streets, I heard my name

epoken. I turned and saw the stableman

from the ‘Woodman Inn,' Mr. Groves's
man——_"
“Henry,” murmured Tda. enviously: for

had he not miet her lover!

“Yes. He' wae eurpriced, but I think
glad, to see me; and we went to o hotel
and talked. For seme time 1 couldn't
bring myself to speak your name: yon
cee, dearest, it had lived in my heart eo
long and T had only whispered it to the
stare and in the solitary places, that I
—I ehrank from uttering it aloud.” he ex-
plained with masculine sgimplicity.

Ida's eyes filled with tears and she nest-

led eloser“to kEim.

ot last I asked after the people, and
nervously mentioned the Hall and — and
‘Mies Ida.” Then the man. told me.”

His voice grew lower and he laid his
hand on her head and stroked her hair
scothingly, pityingly.

"He- told me that your father wag dead,

had died eunddenly, and worse—for it was
worse to-me, dearest—that you had been
left paor, and well-nigh penniless.”
_ She sighed, but as one who =ighs, look-
ing back at a sorrow which hzs passed
long ago and is swallowed up in present
JO¥.

“I asked him where you were, and when
he told me that you had left the Hall, and
that it was eaid you—youn were working
for a livelihood, that you were in pov-
orty, I—dearest, I felt as Jf I ehould go
mad. Think of 'it! There was I, all those
'l"l'lﬂliﬁ:'lliﬁt-? of miles away. with all that
money in my possession, and you, the
queen of my heart, the girl I loved better
than life itself, in poverty and perhaps
wanting a friend!” He wae silent a mo-
ment, and Ida felt him shudder.

“When I had taken my passage,’”” he
wWent on, succinctly, I sent Henry up 19
the run to fill my place, and with him &
letter to explain my sudden departure;
and the next day Heaven being kind to
me—I chould have gone out of my mind
if I had had to wait—we sailed. I stood
at the bow, with my ce turned towardse
England, and counted the daye before I
could get there .nd begin my eearch for
you.

“And wyou came here, Stafford, first?”
ehe said, to lead him on: for what an un-
speakable bliss it was to listen to him!
Yes; 1 knew that I should hear some
tidings of you here. There would be a
lawyer a steward, who would know. I
little thought, hoped, to see you yourself,
Ida. I came from the station to-night to
ook at the old place, to walk where we
had walked, to stand where we had stood.
I =tooped under the treegs here and looked
at the house, at the terrace where I had
seen -youn, watdhed for you. I could see
that men had been at work, and I thought
that vou had eold the place, that the new
people were altering it, and I cursed them
In my heart; for every stone of it is sac-
red to me. And then, as I stood looking,
and aeking myeelf where you were, the
doge came. Even then it did not oceur to
me that you were still here—at the Hall
—and when I saw vou -

He stopped, and laughed shortly, as a
man does when his emotion i€ almost too
much for him.

“I'd made up my mind what to write to
you; but, yoa see, I had no thought, no
hope, of seeing you; and now—ah, well,
it'e hard to think of anything, with you
i my arms! Buot see here, Ida, there isn't
any need to ga- anything, ie there? You'll
come back w:th me to that new world—"

What was it, what word in the tender.
loving speech that, like a breath of wind
BEWeeping awiay a*mountain mist, cleared
the mist from her mind, woke her from
her strange dream-like condition, recall-
ed the past, and, aias! and alas! the nre-
gent. With a low cry, a cry of anguish—
one hag heard it from the lips of a suffer-
er waking from the anodyne of sleep to
fresh pain—ehe tore herself from his arms
and with both hands to her head, slood

. regarding him, her face white, something
| like terror in her eves.

could T have forgotten'—how could I7 1
must have been mad!"”

she. wrung her hands and bit her lips
| a8 if she were tortured by the shame of
| it. His arms fell to hie sides, and he
setood and loocked at her.

“Ida, listen to me! I—I, too—had for- |
gotten. - It—it was the delight of seeing

“Ida!” he cried, rising
out his hands to her.

She shrank back, putting out her hand
a5 il to keep him off.

“Don’t—don’t come near Oh,

and stretching

me ! how

,]-'u'-.il,, HIH_ -E?,{_-:lj't_-__-'[, what does the past mat-
ter? 1t i8 past, I have come back to you.
Bhe turned to him with suppressed pas-
B0,

‘Why did yon leave me?"
fully from her white lips.
His face grew red and his eyes fell be-
fore nere for a moment, At times hie
gacrifice of her to his father’s need had
seemed not cnly inexcusable but shamefu! -
the shame of it now weighed upon him.

“*1da, listen to me!" for, aa he had hesi-

LTI Palll-

tated, she had turned from him with =a
gesture of repudiation. *“Listen to me!
Ther. was nothing else for me to do:
fute laft me no alternative. My f[ather—
Ida, how can I tell you!—my fathers
good name, his reputation, were in my
hands. He had done so much for me —
evervihing! There has never been a [a-
ther like him; my happiness stood be-

tween him and roin—ah, not mine alone,
but yours—and I sacrificed them! If you
knew all you would forgive me the wrong
I did, great as it was. I think now, if
the time were to come over again, that—
vee, I ghould have to do it!” he hroke out.

| I could not have stoed by and seen him

ruined and disgraced without

1 : stretchiog
oui my-lhand lo save hiny''
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‘:IL was for your father’'s sake?”’ ghe
eaid, almost inaudibly.

“Yes,"” he responded  grimly, <“And it
eaved him—saved his good name, at any
rate. The rest went—you have heard?”

Bhe made a gesture of assent. He drew
;1 long breath, and held out his hand to
16T,

“(la. you not forgive me, Ida?
Enew what the eacrifice cost me, how
much I have suffered— See here, dear-
est”"—he drew etill closer to her—‘“let the
past go. It shall, T ewear! There is a
limit to a man's endurance, and I have
passed it. I love you, Ida, I want yon!
Come back with me and let us live for
each other, live for love. Dearest., T will
teach you to forget the wrong I did you.
It's very little I have to offer you, a
share in the hard life of & farmer out
there in the wilds; but if vyou were gtill
mistress of Herondale, instead of poor—"

Half unconsciously she broke in upon
his “prayer.

“I am still—what I was. I am not poor.
My father was a rich man when he died.”

If you

Stafford regarded her with surprise,
then he moved his hand, as if he were
waving away the suggestion of an ob-
atacle.

“I am glad—for your eake, dearest;

though for my own I would almost ra-
ther that you were as poor as I thought
you; that I might work for yon. Why do
you stand and look at me so hopelessly.
What else is there to divide us, dearest?’

Her lips opened. avd almost inaudibly
she breathed.

*“Your honor."”

He winced and et h's teeth hard.

“My honer!”

“Yes You have pledged vour word, you
have made your bargain—the price was
paid, I euppose; you say 0. Then in hon-
or vou belong to—her."”

The color flamed in hir
eyes grew hot

“You cast me off —youn drive me hack to
her!” he eaid scarcely knowing what he
said.

“Yea!" eha responded, faintly,
long: to her—to her onily. Not to me, ah,
not to me! No, no do not "ome near me.
do not touch me! 1 had forgotten—I was
mad?®—but I have remembered, I am sane
Now.

Driven almost beyond himself
sudden revulsion from joy and hope to
doubt and despair, racked by the =wift
stamming o. his |:=.'h_-ir'_=':il;.:rll, Stafford’s un-
reagoning anger rose agiainst her: T
always so with the man.

“You gend me away—to her! You—yon
do it coolly, easily enough! Perhaps you
have esome. other reigon—solleocne has
stepped into mv . place—"

It was a <¢ruel thing to say, even in his
madness * For a moment she cowered un-
der it, then she raised her white face and
looked straight i1nto his eyves.

“And if there hgs, can vou hlame
You caet me aside—vyou sacrificed me
father's honor. You had done with

hie face and

“You he-

by the

it

me¢?
[E#

| and
,"I]'Ie-

—— ——n —

reigned between them; the dogs who hadf
been =itting watching them, rose andl
shivering, whined complainingly, as A4f
they were askng what was amies,

It wase the woman—as alwaye—who first
relented and wase moved to pity. She mov-
ed to the motionless figure and touched

thim on the arm. i

“Forgive me! I—I did not mean to
wound you; but—but you drove me too
hard! But—but it is true, We cannot un-

do the paat. It is there, as solid, ae un-
movable, as that mountain: and it is be-
tween ue, & wall, a barrier of stone. No-
thing can remove it. You—you will re-
member your honor, Stafford?” Her voice

| quavered for a moment, but she steadied

‘You—you will not lose that, though)

1t.
You will go to her?"

all else bhe lost?

He looked at her, his breath coming
thick and painfully.
*Qh, dear! you—you are hard—" he

broke out at last.

“I—am just! Oh, my dearest, my dear-
est!” She took his hand and laid it
against her cheek, her lips. “Don't you,
gee how much it coats me to send youn
away? But I must! I must! Go—oh, go
now! I—I eannot bear much more!"

His hand fell—it shook—fell softly, ten-
derly on her head.

“God forgive me for the wrong 1 have
wronght you, the tears 1 have caused
vou!" 'he =aid, hoarsely. “Yes, I daresay
you're right, and—and Tll go! Let me
see you go back to the house— One kiss,
the last, the last! Oh, Ida, Ida, life of my
life, goul of mv soul!”

He caught her to him, and she lay in
his arms for a moment, her lips clung ta
his in one long kiss, then she tore hersell
away [rom him and fled to the house.

Stafford went on to "“The Woodman,"
where Mr. Groves was gurpriged, and, it
need scarcely be said, overjoyed to see
him. To him, the young man was still
“Mr. Stafford,” and he eyed him with an
amazed and reepectfiul admiration: for
though Stafford had never been a weak-
ling, he had grown o hard and muscualar
and altogether “fit"” that Mr. Groves could
not refrain from expregsing his approval.

“"Ah, there¢ is mothing like roughing it,
Mr. Stafford, sir,” he said. *“I can tell
I a minute when a man's ‘grit’ right
through, and been doing square and hon-
est work, It seems strange to us -com-
mone folk that vou -gentlefolks should
heé s0 fond of going through all sorts of
hardships and perils for just the fun of
1t; but, after all, it'e not to be wonidered
at, for that's the kind of spirit that has
helped Englishmen to make England what
it 18. DBut you're lpooking a trifle pale
worn to-night, sir. I've no douht it's
want of dinner. 1f I'd known you'd
been coming—but voun know I'll do my
best, &ir.”

He did his best, and Stafford tried to do
justice to it; but it was almost imposaible
And he checked the almost over-
maetering desira to drink too much

To be continued.)
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me,”’ her voice vibrated with the bitter- , 3
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many dreary months. “Wae the world, T B e P £ T8 1 :

my life, to cease from that time forth? l{”h.“t at least by Dezaon _]hlibllj
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noble, and— . ohnny promptly. That’s  right.

She broke down and covering her face J,J . .I ‘ BV, : - = 1t

with her hands turned away. Stafford What did YOll dao 1 1 went to
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