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candor. And he was very generous.
his sympathy when you disappeared.
ab first; and then later—later- ? i
© ‘Tried to induce you to surrender hope—yeés, I see!l!
Froma his tone it was to be inferred that John Graham
saw o pgreat deal. ‘And now he is with you, is he not??
I heard his name ;mentioned by one of your companious.

v
I can never forget

Are you going to marry him?? - .

The question- was harsh in its abruptness, but she
angwered it quiédily. 0L

‘If that had been asked me an hour ago, I should -
have said ‘““Yes.'” . It did not seem to matter—then.
But now everything is changed. You are~alive!’ She
looked at bhim joyously. ‘Is.it not strange that my heart
always told me you were alive, even while he #ried to
convince that you must be dead?’

.“He tried to convingce you of® that?f’

‘He has argued often that if you were living, and if
you loved me as 1 believed, that nothing could keep you
away from me.’ - -

. *Nothing could kaeep me away from you?’® - e

He appeared to repeat the words meéchanically, .while
kis glance turned toward a letter lying on the table beside
him. Involuntarily he extended- his hand, as if to push it
out of sight ;- but Margaret’s guick eye followed the motion
and fpa.ssed to the letter.. The next instant’ she was on
her feet, and it was in her hand. . .-

‘ Laadlaw's -writing!’ she exclaimed: -

There was a moment’s intense silence as she stood
staring at i, then her- flashing gaze. turned again on

b

Graham. ‘What does this mean?’ she demanded impera:
tively. ‘You will tell me the truth now, or I will make-
hli_m F(}all it. He writes to you—he knows that you are:|.
alive T

- “Yes,” the man answered guietly.
always known.- I would not have told you, but. the
matter -has been taken out of my hands. It seems that for
us three this is the day of fate.’ . .o

‘The day of fate for me, indeed,’ she echoed bitterly,
‘gince in it I learn that you not only tossed me out of
your life without a word, or apparently a thought, byt -
that you left me to be deceived by a traitor like this!~?
She faced him passionately. °What is the meaning of
it?? she cried. ‘If you cared nothing for me—that .is
plain enough now—had you no care-for yourself, for your
own broken and ruined lfe? What power has this man
to make you serve him by dishonorable silence—you, John
Graham, whom I thought a very paladin of honor? What
bribe has he given youP Tt is at least’—her brilliant,
scornful glance swept over the bare poverty around—* not
money.’ . i L

‘No, it is not,” John Graham said calmly. He rose
as he spoke, supporting his weakness by leaning against.
the table. ‘I understand now,’” he went on, ‘why death

has delayed so long in coming to me, and why fate has .

brought you here to-day. "It was tco much that I should
go out of the world and leave you to one whom you are
right in calling a traitor—one who has betrayed me as.well
as you. I
yShe looked at the letter. ‘How can that beP’ she
asked. . :
¢ A little while apo,” he said, ‘ you spoke of what you
have heard—what everyone has heard—of me. Da you -
not know that Laidlaw is president of the company #whose
*funds were—misappropriated?’ . L.

‘I suppose I knew it,’ she answered indifferently,-f but-
what then? Are you going to tell me that you did—what
iz the euphemism P—niisappropriate those funds? - ~If_ is
possi‘ble that I might believe it now.’ < e

No,’ he replied again, ‘I am not” going ‘Eo%‘;tell, you
that. It is time for the truth to- be spoken bé&iweon” us. .
I did not take the money, but—my hrother did.’

‘Your brother?’ - .

My half-brother, Lucien Kent. He is, you know,
much younger than I am, and hag been more like & son -
than a brother to me ever sinee our mother gave him into
my care on her death-hed. Hé was .only a little chap then,
but so winning, so brilliant, dhways so Jovable. - -Ah,. walll? |

—1t was a shord, quick sigh—¢those were: thé qualities |

which were his undoing. . Every one spoiled him, and I,
no doubt, worst of all. - i

She nodded. ¢Yes, you worst of all,” she said;; © for
you allowed him to be a burden on your 1ife and & drain
upon your fortune. I have always known that. And so™
T it was Lucie;l wlﬁo hff’ ended by ruining you, who had done
everything for him
. l‘rIt wgaa—m_v fault,” Graham said. ‘I should have held
a sterner hand over him, but I never imapgined how far
dissipation and extravagance had carripd him_unitil he
came, in an agony of shame and fear, and told md that
he had taken thomsands, many thousgnds, of the money -of
the company in which gt’. s oue of its officials, hpd given
him s position of trust. . - 3

Hiél‘)inice fell, ‘he moved- across the floor, looked for
an insbant ont of the iron-barred window on the sunny
gtreet, and then returned to where Margaret still stood,
erect, silent, waiting. . o

“Surely you ses how it was!’ he gaid in a tone of
appeal. ‘1 had to save him—the boy at the beginning
of hig life, whom my indulgence had allowed to go astray.
Besides, putting all “feeling’ for him aside, I made myself

. responsible for hiz acts shen 1 placed him in the pesition ,

which rendered his defalcations possible.’

He gave me hope

¢ He knows—he has

" warrant had been read.

. was ready to offace myself, since Laidlaw demanded that
- as the price of giving

© years.

- 80 a rumor went abroad that 1t was I.

. “Ah, the ideal of honor!’. she murmured.
it would demand its sacrifice.’ .

‘ There_could not he even a guestion of that,’ he de-
clared firmly. ‘I went at once to Laidlaw, told- him of
Lucien’s confession, offered_all*1 had to replade. in part
what had been taken, and sssured him that the remainder
would in a short time be covered by my life insutance.
All T asked was that. Luoien’ should not be prosecuted, nor
his guilt be made public: .And then ¢

© fWell, then !

.. ‘He made difficulties, tallked in a high tone. of moral-
ity, of setting a bad example. *‘ Such -a-crime cannot pos-
sibly be eondoned,”” he said. ‘ We cannobt refrajn from
prosecuting if the embezzler remaing within reach_of the
law. If you wish to save your brother from the peniten-
tiary, you must. send him to Mexico—unless you are willing °
to go in his place.’ . - )

Once more the speaker paused, and once more there
was tense silence for a minute in the strange, bare cham-
ber.. Then he wenf on

‘It was some time 'be’fof@ I prasped what he meant, -

‘I Lknew

- before I understood thay he was offering me the opportunity
“to save Lucien from disgrace and degradation E.b

] . ¥ taking
the burden of his misdoing on myself. When I finally
understood_, I had no idea why he offered this—I 'was so
‘hopeless with regard to you that it never ocourred to me
that he wanted to remove a rival from . his path—but it
flashed upon me that it-was a step which would cut many
knots, end many difficulties.’ '
Margaret ° Sylvester put her hiand to- her throat.
‘ Without,” she cried in a' hali-strangled voice, ‘a single

. thought of mel’

“On the contrary, with more thought of you than of

- .any othet human being,” Graham told her gently: ¢ for it

wag in thinking of you that the road of sacrifice opened
as a way of escape from intolerable pain. You see, I not
only: believed that yon would marry Laidlaw, buf there
wag every reason why I was .debarred from any hope of
even trying to win your love. What had I to offer you?
I was not only a ruined man, whom disgrace toiched
nearly, but, more than that, I was a man whose death-
Do _you- understand now? I

; Lucien another chance in life, be-
cauge, in the first place, I did not believe that you cared
for me; and, in the second place; I had the assurance of

more than oune physician that I would he dead within two
80 I went away !
‘And pretended to he already dead!’ )

‘No; that was an accident with which I had nothing
to do. A passenper on the ship on whick I sailed was
lost overboard seon after we left port. No one knew him,
Laidlaw was
accountable for the rumeor, but it mattered little to me—
indeed, I was glad of the peace -and freedom which it
Jecnred to me. I hdve lived here very quietly, unmolested
even by curiosity—a dead man yet alive, for whom every-
thinpg has ended, except just to sif in the sunshine and

watch death coming-a-step nearer every day.’ )
Perfect quietness, the quietness of one for whom in-
deed €1l effort is over, and the end of the journey in plain
sight, was in his tone, his face, his manner; but all the
passion of human love and humah-anger was in. Margaret
Sylvester's voice when she suddenly- flung herself upon him.
- ¢ John,* she cried, ‘I cannoi~—L will not endure it!
‘We have been tricked and deceivd®:*you and I; but if you

- will take courage, we can yet havé our life together. Trusb

me to_deal with the traitor as he degerves, if yomu will
comepl,mck to ;the world., John—for my. sake—you will
come’ - . ! -
He smiled exquisitely as be put his arm around her.
‘Dear heart,” he answered, ‘I had a strange sense of
lightness when I waked this morning that-I said to my-
self: ¢ Surely the end is neat at hand—surely I shall die
before night comes apgain.” TFor I could not guess that
what the day was bringing me was—you. It is a wonderful
happiness to be given as a nunc dimittis, not only this
glimpse of your face, but the knowledge of your love, the
asfurance of your faith. Ah, never mind the traitor—
give him no further thought ¥ ° After all, what has he done
for us but to help ustolearn, through pain and separation,
that love iz of the soul, not of the body, and that even

_ death-=death itself==will be powerless to separate—r7 - -

"He put a handkerchief to his lips, there was = mo-
ment’s struggle, wnd then the red tide gushed forth, while
with her strong young arms the girl Iaid him back in his
chair and knelt beside him. , .

- A little later.’a persistent knocking at the door was
followed by an impatient hand nushing it open, and as a
flood of S“ulit‘)!hth{“hhd jmto the--room, & man’s figure
stood in the brightness. L .

¢ Exoure me,%1 he said, ‘but I wish to inguire if Miss
Sylvester is here?’ ) .

Ont of the gloom a clear voice answer_ed him: .

¢ Yey; Miss Sylvester is here, Mr. Laidlaw; and so is
John Graham-—dead.'—Cetholic World.
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