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They drove from the station to the
“Alansionn” They mounted the stairs

the first floor.

ml-[‘g me come In with you, Leo-
nard,” she said. “I want to say
gomething. Xt had beiter be said to-
duy and at once. Else it will become
imposaible.”

He observed that she was embar-
ransed in her manner; that she apoke
with some constraint, and that she
was blushing. A presentiment seized
him. Presentiment is as certain as
coincidence. He, too, changed eolour.
Rut he waited. They remained stand-
ing face to face. . .

“Tell me first,” she said, *“is the
Possession of your mind wholly gone?
Are you quite free from the dread-:
ful thing?”’ .

“Happily, yes. I am gquite free,
My mind is completely clear again.
There i= plenty to think about—one
is not likely to forget the last few
weeka -but I can think as 1 please.
My will is my own onee more.”

“I also am quite free. The firat
thing that 1 want to say is this.
1What are we to do with our know-
ledge 2" :

“Yau are the person to decide. If
you wish, it &hall be proclaimed
abroad.’””

“I do not possibly wish that”

“0Or—if you wish—a history of the
case shall be written out and shown
to every member of the family., and
placed with the other documents of
our people, so that those who follow
shall be able to read and understand
the history.”

“No. I want the story absolutely
clofed %o that it can never again be
re-opened, In 4 few years the memory
of the event itself will have vanished
from the village; your cousins of the
Commercinl Road will certalnly not
keep the story alive; hesides, they
know nothing. There remains only the
HRook of Extracts. Let ns burn the
Book of Extracta.

Teonard produced the volume. Con-
stance tore ont the leaves one by one,
rolled them up, laid them neatly in tha
grate, put the cover on the top, and
sat light to the whole. In one mTnute
the dreadful story was destroyed;
there was no more any evidence, ex
cept. in the piles of nld newspapers
which are slowly mouldering in they
vaults of the British Museum.

“Never ngain!™ she said, “Never
agnin will we epeak of it. Nobody
shall know what we discovered. It is
onr secret—yours and mine. Whose
secret should it he but yours and
mine?*

“If it were a burden to you, I woula
it were all mine™

“It is no burden hencefarth. Why
should that e 2 burden which has
bhean forgiven? It is our secret, too,

, that the auffering was laid upon us, s
thiat we mipht be led to the dlscovery
af the truth.”

“Were we led? You would make ma
believe, Constance, even me, in super-
natural guidance? But it seems natu-
ral, snomehow. that yon shonld believe
that we were, as vou say, led.™

“Y¥nou, who believe nothing bnt wha
you see, you will not understand. Oh!
1. ix %0 plain to me, so very plain. You
have heen foreed—eompelled against
your will—to investigate the case. Who
compelled yvou? T know not; but einee
the snme force made me follow you, 1
think it was that murdered man him,
sell. Confess you were foroed; you
said so yonrself.”

*“It is tme that I have been abeorbed
in the case™

“¥Who sent your cousin from tha
Enst End? Whe fired your tmagtnation
with half-told tales of trouble? Whe
sent you the book? How do you ea
Blain the absorhing interest of a case
s old, so long forgpotten?”

‘“Is it not natural?”

“No, it is not natural that a man
of your will power should become the
slave of o research so hopeless—as it
srcmned. Who waa it, after we had
mastered every detail and tried every
theory and examined every scrap of
evidence, und after you had examined
the ground and talked to the surviving
witness—I say, after the way har
becn prepared—who was it Bemt the
two voicen from the grave: the one
which made it quite certain that those
two were the enly porsans in the wooxt
and the other which showed that they
were quarrelling, and the one was
ungoverned in his wrath? Can you ex-
plain that, Leonard?”

“You believe that we were led by
;ll:luegi hande, step by atep, towarda
L] scovery, rpose
theme who lfd‘:" for the pu o
“There were two purposes. One for
the conssintion ot that old man, and
the other for yourwelf.” ' '

“How for myself?”

“Look. back only a month. Are you
the mame or are you changed? I told
you then that you were outside all
ather men, and becauss you hua
evarything—wealth sufficient, pride o
ancestry, inteliectual success, and ne
contact with the lower world, the vul-
gar and the common, or the criminas
or the disreputable world. You re-
member? Yes—are you changed ?™

“1f to posseas All these undealrable
things can change one, I am changed.”

“1f to lose the things which separate
you from the world, and to receive the
thinga which bring you nearer 1o the
worit, do change a man, then you ar
changed. You will change more ond
more; because more and more you
will feel that yon belong to the world
of men and women—not of caste ana
books. When a1l is gone there still
remains yourself —alone before the
world,”

lle made no reply.

“Where is now your pride of hirth?
It is gone. Where iz yonr contempt for
things eommon and unckean? You
have had the vision'of 8. Peter_If there
are things conrmon and unclean they
belong to you a8 well as to the meaner
sorte—for to that kind you also be-
long."”

“Something of this I have under-
stoad.” )

“And then there was the other pur
pose. While with blow after blow e
in destroyed, yon are led on and on
with this mystery; voices from the
dead are brought to youn till at leas
the whole mystery is made plain ann
stands out confessed—and with it, T
am moved and compelled to follow
you, till at the end T am taken to sev
the dying man, and to deliver ¢ him
the forgiveness of the man he g'aw.
Oh, Teonard. believe me; if it is true
that the soul survives the death of the
body, if it ia possible for tne soul still
e see what goes on among the living.
them have vou and T been moved and
directed and led.”

Again be maide no reply. But he was
moved beyond the power of speech,

“Forgiveness ecame long since. (Yh!
I aur sure of that, long since. Thar
which followed—was it Consequence
or Pnnishment?—lasted for seveunty
years, Oh, what a life! Oh, what a
long, long agony. Always te dwell 1o
one moment, day after day, night
after night, with never a change and
no end; to whirl the heavy branch np-
on the head of the hrother, to see him
fall back, dead, to know that he was a
murderer, Leonard! Teonard! Think
of it!"

“1 do think of it, Constance. But you
must not go ou thinking of it.”

“No, no—this is the Jast time. For.
giveness, yes—he would forgive. God's
sweet souls cannaot but forgive. But
Justice must prevail, with the con-
demnation of self-repreoach, till Fox
giveness overcomes—until, in some
mysterious wuy, the sinner can for-
give himself.”

She sat down and bnried her face
in her hands.

“You say that we have been lwl—
perhaps. 1 ueither deny nor accept.
liut whatever has been done for that
old mun whom we buried thisx morn-
ing, whatever has been douve for the
endlowment of myself with cousins
und people—well, of the more cominon
sort—oene thing maore it has accom-
plished.  Between you amd me, Con-
stance, there flows a strean of blomd™

She lifted her head; she rose from
the chair she stepped closer to him;
she stood before him face to face, her
hands clasped, her fnce pale, the tews
yet lying on her cheek, her eyes sofl

aned full of & strange tender light.

“You asked mr, three or four weeks
ago,” she suid, "to marry you. I re-
fused. I told you that I did not knoew
the meuning of love or the necessity
for love. [ now unilerstand that it
menns, above nll, the perfect sympathy
and the necesgity for aympathy. I
now understand, besides, that you did
wot then know, any more than 1 my-
self, the necessity for sympathy. You
were 8 lonely man, content to be lone-
ly, and sutticient for yourself. Yon
were a proud man — proud throngh

and  through, belonging te a
tnste eseparated from tha people
by & long line of ancestry

atl g record full of honour, You had
no occasion to earn your dally bread;
you were nlrendy distinguinhed: there
wad no man of your age In the whole
country more fortunate than you, or
more weif-ventred. I was able to es-
teem you—but you could not move my
henrt, Are yow following me, ILeo-
nard ?”
“I nm- trylng ta follow you."”

“Many things have happened to you
aince then, You have joined the vast
company of thore who suffer from tha
sins of their own peaple; you have
Kknown shame and humiliation——"

“And betwern us Hows thut stream.™

Even for a strong and resolute wo-
man, who is not ufruld of misunder-
stunding and does nut obey conven-
tions, there are Bome things very hard
to say.

“There is one thing, and only one
thing, leonaml, that ecan dry that
stream,™

Hig face changed.
whut she meant.

*lsg there anything? Think, Con-
stunce, Langley Holms was your an-
cestor. He wuas done to death by
mine.”

"Yes, there is one way, Oh, Leo
nard, in this time of trouble and anx-
iety I have watched you, day by day.,
1 have found the man beneath the
schalar. If T had accepted your offer

He understood

three weeks ago it wounld have been
out of reapect for the scholar. But
& woman can only love & man—not »
scholar, believe me, nor n student—
nor 4 poet, nor an artist, nor anything
except & man'

“Constunce! It is impoasible!
are his duughter,”

“It is fortunate that I am, as you
say, the daughter of the man who was
Killed, He suffered less than the other.
The suffering was but a pang; but the
ather’s—oh, it was a lifelong ngony!
If I marry the won of the man who did
the wroug it 18 hecause the mesange [
enrried to the dying man was a sign
that all was forgiven—'to the third and
fourth generation.'™

“Tell me, Constance, in this pity,
or——™

“Oh, Leonard. 1 know not what flow-
ers there are which grow out of pity
and sympathy, but——"

She anitt no more, becanuse there was
no need.

You

[THE END.]
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