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SERIAL STORY.

HER LAST THROW.

CHAFTER IX.

“They wha tell me thut men grow hard
hearisd ag they grow older, have a very
limited view of thls world of ours.

She standa still where he hnazs left
her, listenirg—iistening always to the
steps that are going from her. After
awhile, aa if unable to command her
strength, she sinks lnto the chair be-
hind her and presses ther handker-
chief to her lips. Her teeth meer on
it, but she is unconacious of €veryvithing
save those departing footsteps.
vow—now they have gone down the
stuirs, and now he is erossing the hall
And now-—he is at the hall deor. The
servant is openiwg it. There is yet
time to eall him back, to Hing herself
into his kind arms, aml —ruin his life.

“0h, ho!” she hud haolf r with a
pussionate fonging in her eves--but
now -ihe passion dies away inta the
siuddest, grevest ashes, und she stag-
:rs h(ll'k\\'lll‘(l, a mere wreek npon
the cruel ovean of life.

At this moment the 'hall door closes,
The “sharp click of the lock is known
te her. LEwven still she can hear his
step erunching on the gravel path.
Ilut now—mnow it is pone; she leans
forward as if to compel her ears to the
rervice required of them, but no use.
He is gone—gone forever! Forever!
Forever!

She throws her bands above her
head; but not the smallest sound es-
capes her. Why was #he born? Had
she asked to be brought inta a world
that would treat her like this” All
through her horrible lament, however.
there runs a veice that renders it even
more intelerable. “My awn fault! My
own fault!” cries this voice, that is
unappeasable --incessant. -

Hhe cannot bear it. Tising, she
flings herself hodily upon n =ofa, and
buries her head in the cushions, Oh!
that thus easily she eould bury her-
self out of sight, TI—if she had Koown
—it $he grows confused—a pain
even keener than this mental one has
now caught her. She presses her hand
t¢ her heart. Oh! the agany!

And now the two hands clutch at
the seat of pain—and now

It is quite an hour later when the
housekeeper entere the room. A
grunt woman, almest forbidding in
appearanes, with a face marked by
smail-pox and a stern, cold moeuth.
Her eyes, however, as thex iight on
that stricken form lying so motionless
upon the sofa, seem to alter suddenly.
They grow eager—irightened—trans-
figured, for love lies in them. Love
that beautifies all things. She rushes
forward. “Janet! Janei!” she cries
in a low tone, yet one replete with
passionate tenderness. It seems a
strange address from a woman clothed
in the garb of servitude as she is to
the slender, exquisitely formed woman
lying on the sofa. But the days had
been when the two were egual, and
it the agony of the moment the
woman had forgotten the gulf that
since had spread itseif between them.
A gult not created by thai poor crea-
ture lving there unconscious.

‘The housekeeper, lifting her in her
stropg arms, turng her face to the
light. She is still breathing. She is
alive atill. Alive, thank God for that
above all things! After a minute or
two Mrs Barrington stirs painfully
und opens her eyes. Her lips are blue.

“You must be mad to lie like that,”
says the womun, the relief following
an seeing the eyes open acting on the
fear and griet going before rendering
her now even more stern than usual.
“Here, sit up!™ She lifts Mrs Bar-
rington in a sitting position, press-
Ing down the piltows behind her back.
“*What was it?” aske ghe. “The mame
old puin? The heart again?”

*Ah—the heart!™ says Mrx Barring-
ton in & strange tone that puzzlem the
other,

*Well— there {s mare!™ maye she in
her grim way., “What makes you
sp-nk like that? And there's m queer
lonk about you, too. He wus here,
wuan't he?"

“Yes."

*Ah! you've been hnving it aut with
him—whnt?

All through the roughneas of her
manner an extreme and almaost vehe-
ment affection betruye itseif.

BY *THE DUCHESS.™

——Er—

Mrs Barrington smiles at her—a
wan smile thut is atirmmative.

“He knows, then? He has been
told 2"
Mra Barrington smiles again. Oh!

what a smile,

“Damn the one that told him, then!™
suys the woman, with a strunge fero-
city, Her eyes gleam, she uprears her
gaunt figure and breathes heavily. She
turns to her mistress as though to suy
doimething further, and then—grows
quite cali.

That pule, almost dying face! Is
wshe to be the oune to mmhe it paler?
If she eat her heart out would it <do
uny good? A sense of despualr pari-
lyses the woman. She sulxlues her
anger by an heroic effort, and whilst
giving wny to murderous thoughts of
Pasca, who, she beleves, bns proved
unfaithful, still manages to regurd
Janet with the old, quiet, stern glanes.

*You know ¥you have been warned
to avoid excitement of all kinds., Is
uny man worth dying for? Is the
grove better than this life?”

“Have you a doubt?” says Mrs Hur-
rington, speaking in a faint whisper,
and with a touch of something i her
voire that might almost be termed
amnsement—a shadow of it.

“A grest many,” says the woman,
sharply. “Life js life. There 18
nothing like it. Don’t you wuant ta
know what is going on? What he s
guing to do, for example? Uah!™ as
she sees a change cross Mrey Barring-
ton’s fuce. | told you so. Nobxxly
pver wants to be nobody. Come now.
rouse yourself. Kit up a8 bit. There
are other things in the world esildes
that man, He is, of rvourse, like nll
the vest—fair weather friends. Why
shewld you pin your fuith to any one
of them ull? They all laugh and love
aad ride away, and forget—"

“Ah! ah! Forget, He will forget.™
Tanet has broken into n terrible ery.
an:d has fallen back on her cushions.

“There, there,” says the housekeep-
er. “It wag only a word, darling. A
word well meant. And if you could
forget. Now. There, there. Come.”
sternly, "be sensible. If you persist
in giving way to emotion of this kind
some day it will earry you off.”

“Carry me off!'” She has hbroken
inte a hysterical laugh. Why, von
would make him and death ane, That
is wha! he wanted to do—to earry me
off."” .

“He?®

“Yes, yes'” excitedly. sitting up
again, but always with her hand pres-
sed to her side, and with her words
coming in little “You thought
otherwise, didn't you? Rut he ix true,
true as steel.”

“He nsked wyou to go awnry with
him?"”" suys the woman in a dazed sort
of way,

“Yes, and you too. Ceme.” langhing
wildly. “there wus generosity for you.
Nat only me, the disgraced one, the
one ‘his own brother thinks oaonly
worthy to be trodden under foot, and

- and- -with joustice; but he was so
careful of me. und when I said 1 could
not leave vou he arranged that vouw
should rome away with ops and mail to
landx unknown,'

She falls back exhausted. atill laugh-
ing miserably.

The woman, taking a bottle from
her pocket, looks quiekly round her.
and weeing a tiny coloured glass upon
one of the tables, pours a few drops

* from the bottle into it and gives it to

her mistress. Janet swnllows it and
grows by degrees calmer,

“*Now. not another word,” says the
woman. seeing her sbout to wpeak.

“Arkmwledge, then, you wronged
him. He asked-—he implored me to
marry him and go abroad with him.”

“Well, why den't you go?” aays the
woman.

“Oh, W™ She shokes her henil.
The faint coloor that ber cheeka had
regained now uits them ngain. The
hourekeeprr grows ularmed. “That
would mwuin mixery for me, not happi-
ness,” Her volep has becorne almoat
inarticekte,

“Come upstaira to your bed.” saye
the howsckerper, quickly., “Comel
you can think it all ocut ar well there
an here, aidd remt in what you want™"

"“Itent!”™ snyn Mra Rarrington, slow

. “ltest!™

She says nothing more. The house-
keeper, passing her arms under her,
litts her to her feet, and almost car-
rieg lver on her short journey upstairs.

CHAPTER X.
And to him eve

There was but one beloved face on earth,
And that was shining on him.

“%0 'he has gone abroad?" says Fay.
riising her tearful eyes to KErnesi
Severn'® face, “Poor, poor feliow!
He seemed broken-hearted. (h, it was
hard, wasn't it2?"

"\\'v.-ll, 1 4lon’t know,” says Ernest,
iveting his eyves upon the ground
{they are in the garden) and feeling
himsel! o monster,

“You don’t know?” with awful em-
phasis. 1 suppose,” with severity as
awful as the emphasis, “you know
rhis miuch, at all events, that he Lived
her und that she loved him.”

“Yes—of course—but-———""

But why, what more e you want ?”
indignantly, “I think 1 never heard
of w0 wud a case. And i appears she
behaved splendidly! Actnaliy refused
o marry bhim! George hag been in
surh a4 wiay ever since. I believe it
was all his fault. But” spitefully,
“he is just like yon. 1 dare say he
tloe=n"t believe in love, either, though
I'm sure Nettie is a perfect model of a
wife,”

“Who says I don't believe in love?™
demands he, hatly.

1 del!” boldly.

“Himply because I think Pascoe is
well off a rmoarriage with a -woman
who—who—"

“8he was lovely,” says Miss Ashton,
inconsequently.

“l dnre say."

*1 hpard you say
aud over again.”

“Very likely. But, as I suppose you
huve heard before. this loveliness—"

I haven™ heard uoything,” Bays
she, pettishly, tilting up & charming
little shoulder against him. “She wax
lovely, and she was sweet! That to
ne is evervthing, so there!™

“You earry out my view exaetly.”
¥s he, unmoved. *“Permit me to fin-
ivh my sentence, 1 suppose you have
heatd before this that spme sweets are
not goad for us?

“You must he gweet,” sqys she, jim-
pertineatly. “Though,” with an irre-
pressible langh, “one wouldn't thinx
ir. because you certaiuly arem’t good
for me.”

“I'm good to you, for all that,” says
he. nndaunted. “I'm trying to show
you the right path, enly you won't be
Texd Ly me. ATl woinsn ATe unreason-
able™

“According to all men,” quickly.
casting at him a «isdainful glance
from under her heavily fringed lids.
“That is one of the old foolikh beliers
+o which people still cling because
their grandfathers s clung before
them, 'They huave up other reason.
Onee in the dark ages, some sour old
achelor ecollected together all the
vices of men, and wrote thein down,
and then attributed them to women,
And now his calumnies have hecome
settled beliefs with all the masculine
worll. But we know better. All
womeh Aare unreasnnable, you s8ay.
But,” with withericg scorn, “what are
all men, I wonder?”

“Foolal” said Captain Severn. with
~heerful humility.

She gtances at himy doubtfully n
nm:oment, a little taken aback by this
remdy submission, perhups. nnd then
*uya, relentlessly;

“Sao they are”

After this o might rutionully he ex-
pected, there is a kitence for a minnte
or two,

“T must suy,
offended tane,
eritie”

T only sntlorse vour
menis,” returne she I

“There W ane senti nt, however,
you refuse to credit me with, You
sny T dan’t believe in love."

U1 waid,”™ prevarieating mildly, “that
1 auppossd Bir George dide't,”

*You waid I dido’” peraistently.

h, did 1?7 Well-- T you 2"
" mive be, Rirklenly—sharply.
He catehes her hand, but she breuks
hernelf rerolntely from him and turmm
to face him with gleaming eyea.

8o yourself over

=

" rays he in wodistinetly
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own  seati-

“Well?™ says she, deflantly,

“You know what I mean,” smys the
Foung man, defiantly, in return.

"“Know what?" Her lipa are white,
and her low, broad forehead lined
with ar omipous frown. “You give
we credit for more intelligence than I
possess. 1 know nothing—nothing.™
N “Ah, becanse you won't kaow,” sayw

e,

There is silence for & moment or twa
and then—

“I hope 1 don’t know,” seym she,
&lowly, “1f I do how am I to regard
you aguin--ag an honourable man 2~

‘“Fuy, be reasonable,” says he, for-
gelting the late argument. A little
derisive laugh breaks from her.

“Reasouable! You forpet. I am a
woman—hy your own showling. I
cmild not be that.”

“Listen to me,” says he.
to 1ell you a story.™

“I hate stories,” returns ahe, rest-
lessly.

“Let tue put a case before you,
then-”

“'Well, make it short,” says she.

“If—supposing—there should be two
ptople, both young—who, in an ab-
f“lrt!, moment, thought that they—that
is—'

“I want

“It is o rather involved case, ian't
it asks she, glancing up at him
mischievously. That light attack of
nervousness that was more than half
anger, that troubled her awhile aga,
has now entirely disappeared. The
anger is certainly ali gooe, and if any
of the nervousness still remains it =
carefully hidden away.

“No—no. It is very simple. But
1 feel you are not listening—not car-
ing.?

“Well, T will listen now.”

“h, no: you have spoiled it,” suvs
he, impatiently.  *T eounkin't go on
now, Omly this remains: [ shall never
minTy Jessien™

She turns to him quickly, passion-
ately, aml then controls herself.

“You should teil that ts her.
to another.”
mu=t tell it
mise 2"

not
suys she, coldly, “If you
at all. But—your pro-

“tilven when I was a mere boy!
Tines that hold a man for all his life?
And, besides, it would be different it
she rurt‘d. but she does not. At least
not for me.™

Migs Arhton lifte her dark eves and
regards him curiously for a moment,

“There is such a thing as jealonsy,”
=says she.

“If you imagine I am jealons of
Wrlding. you don't know me,” retorts
he, "0, if ! could only believe she
honestly eared far him, what o relief
it would be. DBut—eonld she care?”

"Yan wrong her,” says Fay in a low
tone. “‘Bhe has a3 heart in her body
somewhere. [ am sure of that., Iam
1ot sure, however, that you do not
possess it

*And yet you have watched her day
by day. Fay, let me spemk to yau
openly,  Already you know I don't
care for her. You must ¥now that
she is equally indifferent to me, To
her eousin, Gilbert Wylding, she has
given all the love of which she is cap-
able.”

“ARh! who tun be sure of that,” says
she, argning the point even agninst
her better judgnment. Even to her, of
late—and =he iz B newcomer to the
vountry-- it has seemed that Jessica
Wilcotr has given kinder woids and
smites to Wylding than to any other
man of her acquaintunce—than even
to the man she hus promised to marry,
Bur then might not all this ba the
rexult of pique? Has Erhest been .
fdevored lover? She lifts her eves to
Bevern's, '

“Perhups it is8 your fault," says she,

*1 dare say T am always o fault so
far ax you think,” returns he, hnferty
“You refuse to give a chance. And
yet you must see for yourself how
things are going.”

11, wayr Fay in a little troubled
tone, her pretty face Rrowing sad and
ilistrensedd, “if she is going to prove
false to you, Ik_v,ou know how sorcy
I shall feel for you.”

False! (iood Heavens! I hope she
will prove false!" cries he. *“Oh?! if
ohce [ could feel! free again; free—to
tell—the one I really love how 1 love
her!"

His eyvesn meat hers. He makes a
aquiick Jrrepreseible movement in her
direction. In vain to deny him. He
haw hix Arms round her, and, after one
faint effort at rppu]smn rhe given way
anel her nnall, pretty head ainks upon
his ahoukder.

“1t  ix  wrohg—wrong,"
Yehamently,

“Oh, no! Nothing Is wrong if
love me na [ love you! You do
me, Fay?”'

“Abh! yoo know 1t,” sayw she “You

woba  ahe,



