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so dangerous an illness. The countess, pr
bably in order to excite mo suspicion, had
N\, written home ihat he was perfectly recov-
wred; and now the people shrugged their
xQslmulders, and said to one another, “Is that
what the countess ealls being perfectly re-
covered?”’  Pale, prave, quict, and ex-
hausted, he ecould kardly draw his limbs
after lim, and he, usnally so frieudly and
8o cordial, hardly gave a nod to his old
attendants.

He had eompletely lost his friendliness and
ease of manner, and when his agents ay-
peared before him he only addressed them
a few short, cold, and indifferont words,
Even to the chaplain he did not open his
heart, and anly Faintly alluded to Lis dislike
for festivities, as if that were the canse
which had nade him Arrive so unexpectedly,

The chaplain, who had ne wolian of whas
had taken vlace, thonght he was fighting out
some inward comlmt, and left him alone.

Yes, alone! Shut up in his room as 1
recluse in lis cell, e remained alone; alune,
too, did he ride about over the country, ar
cross his woods on foot; always alone, Those
who saw him shook their heads, aid the old
servants provhesied eovil, from the
which had come over their height
young masier.

change
and jovons
Even the chaplain hegan to

think such conduct imexplieable. until at tast,

Lily's letter clearcd up Lhe miyvstery.
He dishelieved ihe contents of the

¢ pitri-
graph as firmly as Lilv ad dishelioved them,
but yet he was deepnly moved hy 1, know-

ing the world as he did, and kuowing how
long it wouid be before afl trace of the cal-
umny would be washed away.

The .chaplain now determined to hreak the
ice. Ho went to Curt, and found him in
his rogm standing hy the window, his hand
pressed upon his forehead, and looking ont
dreamily upen the grcen trees, and upon the
blue skies, looking at them, but not seeing
them. The chaplain cave him at onee the
letters which had come f-r him,

Curt locked at them rapidly, and threw
them all aside, with the exception of one
which bore Dahnow's handwriting,

He then looked up questioningly at the
chaplain, for he saw that he had something
more for him. The latter handed him the
newspaper together with Lily’s letter, which
ho considered would do the most towards

, soothing him.

Curt read the paragraph, and then all the
peut-up anger of the foregoing days broke
out with a violence and a rage, until that
moment unknown to his sweet temperament.
He crushed up the paper passionately, and
throwing it, with gnashing teeth, away from
him, he burst out into a loud laugh.

“Serves me right! Who touches piteh
shall be defiled. TIn my folly T took rotten
waod for bright stone,, and now I have niy
reward. _Serves me right, T say! T chose
to have to do with canaille, and now I am
¢reated as such myself. And all that for the
sake of a pair of dreamy ecyes! Why don’t
.gou laugh at me, chaplain? Taugh at me,
0, as the whole world will. You don’t even
know what I was on the point of doing!
I was on the point of marrying that crea-
ture! Why don’t you laugh, chaplain? But
you -were - also mistaken; you alse spoke of

your undiminished esteem for her. Ah, ah!”
und he laughed again.

“Curt,” answered the chaplain gravely,
“will you tell me how much truth thers is
in the assertion that you once more ap-
proached her? As for the rest, of course,
Nora is as innocent of it all as you yourgelf
are.”’

“Innocent?  Yes, indeed, she looks so im-
mensely innocent that 1 did not Lelieve her
awn words; she was at all events sincere
enongh to tell me that it was too lute.”

“You saw her, then ¥’

“Yes, 1 saw her! said Curt peevishly.
“Lowent to ker after Tily bad -ealled upon
liers T wished to silence my conseience, angd
to free mysell from the reproach of Liavigr
condeiined her unhicavd. I wanted to save
her i it were possible, and would even now
have risked everything for her, so pure and
so noble T thonght her. Oh, my God! fool
that T was! I loved her so intensely I The
words broke forth from him in his deep
despair,

“And yvou met that man there @ asked
the chaplain in his quiet way. “Then, prob-
ably. the paragraph has Deen inspired hy
tow hatred and by ireitaled jealousy.  Toll
mey Curt, how 11 all came about,”

Cuort told him in a few disjointed words,

“Nhetold vou that it was loo lnte? She
promised vou an explanation, and yel pres-
sod yvou o away
strange words,

o Those are, indeed,
Oh, what ean have indueed
this poor girl for the sccond time to tike
so dreadful a sten?™

“Appearnnee, comedy, show ! cried Curt
hitterlv.  ©She has played her part welt
from the very begiuning.,  Oh! my mother
was fearfully righl when she prophesied that
edueation would anly make Ler more fit to
lead an inirigue.”

“Dan’t he as reckless ia yonr hatred as vou
were i oyour love,” said the chaplain se-
vercly. It is extremely difficult to us to
form a right judgment in this ease: und
citen wlhen we believe our opinions the most
founded, thev are the least so.” ‘

The chaplain durst not say any nere, he
wonld not awaken the old love which, after
ail, had not died away vet. nor would he
add to the anger which le considered wn-
just,

“Read your cousin’s letter,” he said afier
a few minutes of reflection, “we will talk
the matter over later on, and sce what had
hetter he donme to put an end to such low
seandal.”’ -

“My position in society is completely Tost,”’
cried Curt, breaking out again,

“It is pleasant to no one to lose pround
anywhere,” ho said, “and although one may
not prizo certain things very highly, it is
all the samo disapreeable to lose them.”

Curt knew his cirele very well, and he knew
what an effect the story would produce upon
it.  “My poor mother!” he added, pictur-
ing to himself lier wounded pride, and feel-
ing full of contrition for having hrought
himself into such a yposition by not having
follewed her advice.

The chaplain tried to scothe him. ‘“‘Affer
all, these are only ecalumnies. and you are
quite innocent. Don't go to tle capital
for somo time—your delicate health is a

)

sufficient reason for keeping away—and then
the gossip will ho forgotten, as all such gos-
sip is. Meanwhile, T will take the necessary
steps for arriving at the particulars of the

case, and will sec that the untruths con-
tained in the paragraph are demied. T am

quite sure that that man whom yon met
at Nora's is also the writer of the para-
graph. . . Poor, poor mirl?’ and the chap-
lain heaved a sigh, thinking of how her
life had heen ruined; and how, being laid
out, as it were, for happiness, there had
grown in it nothing but sorrow and misery.
Yes, indeed, God’s ways were unfathomable.
But he reckoned upon Nora’s high charac-
ter and wnpon the pure motive which had
first: Ted her {0 enter upon that dreadful
career.  Such a sacrifice as she had made
could not have been made by an igneble
woman,  He helieved there must be some
misunderstanding,  although. indeed, the
facts seemed erushing.  “It s strange,”’ ho
thonght, “le mark how all her life is con-
stanily and mysterionsly to be eressed by
semo  dreadfal misfortune.  But her mo-
ther's tast prayer was not that she shonld
he happy here helow, but that she should be
saverl hereafter.  Whatever ihe road may
he, she will he saved, so please 1t God. His
flowers ean bloom anywhere.”’

Curt had remained a prey to the greatest
agitation, but perhans ihis was preferable
to the dreadful doubts and uncertaintics of
the foregoing days. He hiad had a vapue
presentiment that after all he misht he mis-
taken as he had once heen, or at least as
he had thought he had been: nor could hLe
rid himself of the remembrance of ile love
and of the Inmocence which had seemed Lo
cnamato from Nora’s whale person.  Dut
now he was qguite certain, he was indig-
nant too, and Tie would give full play tn his
mdignation,

He took up Lilv's letter. and e simple
amd leving words which he theve read tonch-
oid him deeply. “Good, faithfvl, little crea-
ture!” he exclaimed, moved at 1the remem-
brance that he had given her nmothing, and
that she Lad given him alt; whilst the other
one had onlv refurnad “ngratitude, as he
thoght, and ill-usage, for the whole life he
had wished 1o Jay at her feet. Again he
repeated:  “Good, faithfol Little creature,”
and looked amnin alwost tenderly at ile
somewhat stiff and nnnractised handwriting,
Tt was pleasant to think of ler now. There
was something which rested him alout ile
simple and everyday sort of life she Jed—
something soothing in cireumstanees which
had nothing compliented ahout them, and
in a life which flowed tranguilly along as a
genile stream.

That other wirl’s life was so entangled, so
torn abeut from side to side. and. like n
torrent passing over stones aud dust and
mud, it drew throuvh the mud all those who
wished to follow it in its restless and unhal-
lowed carveer.  Lilv’s neaceful math Tad
something inexpressibly attra-dive for him. .
There are hours of fatal weariness in which
the common heaten track plenses us more
than the mwost enchanting wilderness,

Weary—ves, that was the word—Curt was
weary of the inward combat which had las.
led so long: he was weary of all these ex-
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