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The Angelus bell rang from the towe:
of the 'old abbey. Away down the
broad nave, quite dark and deserted, a
woman was praying. Was she pray-
Ing? or was she merely lost in the in-
tense melanchoiy of the hour and place
Kneeling on the stone, she had fallen,
ber arms lowered, her hands crossed
in an inert and ‘wearied attitude,

Suddenly the siience was brokeu by
the tinkling of a bunch of keys, which

echoed through the church, while a -

volice cried out:
“We close!"”
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Hearing this, the lady rose hastily

* and withdrew, gathering about her
walist as she went the long black cloak
which covered her tall and slender fig-
ure. She left the church, and as she
passed along the narrow streets of the
village the few passersby turned to
{ook at her with a certain curiosity, but
yet without actual wonder.

Every day at the same hour for eigh-
teen years had that lady been seen
passing by, wrapped in her black cloak,
her face covered by her thick, black
vell. For eighteen years her mysteri-
Jus presencd in that far-off valley had
furnished a subject to the imagination
anc gossip of the inhabitants. And
yvet, little by little, before that impen-
>trable mystery, imaginations had ceas-
*d to work, and tongues were now re-
duced to silence.

Accompanied by her husband she ar-
~ived one evening, as already stated,
about eighteen years previvus to the
time we are describing. They had
rome along., without servants, and with
but little luggage. They had alighted
it the hotel, where they lived for sev-

eral months, while the house they had

oought on the outskirts of the town
was being repaired. It was a pretty
cottage, surrounded by a full garden
>f roses.

From the day they had settled in that
modest abode they had led a very quiet
dfe. They were known as Signor and
Signora Nicolini, but on their silver
olzte there was a monogram bearing &
frown.

The husband, a strong, tall man with
an almost athletic physique, appeared,
at the time of his arrival, to be about
ifty years of age, his wife not more
than twenty-five.

They were never seen together. He
went hunting or took long walks, al-
ways alone. She wandered among the
roses of her garden, and every day.

bottom of the sea, they had disifijexred
from soclety without leaving any trace,
Twice a vear she wrote to her mother,
Her husband read her letters; would
mail them himself in some far-off piace
Finally her mother had died, and from
that day no letters were eent.

In that terrible isotation she had
' gone through all the stages of despalr,

For several days she declined to- eat,
; wishing to starve; but her inexorable
l judge had said to her:
|
t
1

*“Yofi are a Christian; you have prom.
ised to obey; thereforeé, eat.”
And she obeyed, because even in her

excess of despair and revolt, even amid
* her thoughts of suicide, the tdea of
+ failing in her promise bad never cross-
ed her mind. That promise was, in a
certain sense, the supreme i{nheritancs
of her love. the painful tie that bound
her to the past.
. As she had lived, bope alone re-
mained. She hoped that herthusband,
after he had noticed her sweetness, do-
© cility and patience, would relent; and

for many years she had observed his

pensivet forehead day by day, hoping to

see on it a sign of forgiveness.
! He never treated her rudely, he never
, allowed himself to be wanting in re-
| spect toward her, nor to speak to her
. 8 harsh or sharp word. Only once,

having found her sobbing in a fit of,

despalr, he had said to her:

“My life {8 no better than yours, yet
I have betrayed no one.”

He had. in’fact, sacrificed everything

is ambfition, carver, famlly, pleas-
ures—to bury himself with her in the
same atonement.

She had hoped, but in valn. Days,
weeks, years, had glided on in an in-
fexible monotony; self-control! vanish-
+«d. she became the sport of moods, ac-
cording to the time and humor—now
weary of life, now tormented by re-
morse, now ifritated and full of hatred
How many a time she had said to her-
self:

“He s old and I am young; he will

die and I shall be free! When shall 1
be free?*
L L 3 [} L] L 1 . L

And now he was dying. At this
thought she felt a strange, spirit-like
feeling which startied her. At last she
was gbout 1o bé Treé: RéF owWin MIstress;
her actions free; her thoughts free—
free to love and to be loved!

Ah! the joy of escaplng from her
prisan;, of seeking other horizons, of
grasping friendly hands!

Bhe felt a kind of intoxication in her
brain, and rose, feeling the need to
walk, to move; stillness was death
and she had enough of death, silence,

morning and evening, she went to the
sbbey and came back, walking with
the same slow and mechanical step.
They recetved papers, magazinea
books, but never a letter.

Both seemed sad, of a gloomy and
lesolate sort of sadness, which those
who aproached them felt themselves,
Many a servant, indeed, had gone away
unable to endure that icy atmosphere.
[t is certaln that they never wrangled
aor apoke harshly; on the coatrary,
there was always between them a dead
silence, interrupted only By those short
phrases which daily contact made nec-
sssary.

Reaching the garden gate, as if fight-

"Ing an Inward repugnance, the lady
stopped and passed by. Then she turn-
ed back and agaln passed the gate. At
last she entered.

In the hall she found a servant, who,
to the mute question of her look, an-
twered:

“‘8till in the same condition, signora.”

Bhe put her cloak and bonnet on a
shair and went upstairs. There she
stopped, hesitating agaln, before one of

doors on the first floor. Opening it
ra she entered a large, dismal room.
Here on an iron bed, a bed befitting a
soldier. lay her husband.

Noiselessly she drew near, listened to
the sick man’'s heavy and painful
breathing, and, bending over him, she
tried to see his face.

Little by little, her eyes growing ac-
customed to the darkness, she could
percelve his convulsed and livid fea-
tures, hls cheeks furrowed with red
veins. His heavy cyellds were half
tlosed; his nose, drawn and emaciated,
stood out above
lips, from whicﬁ came a short and
whistling breath. He was dying!

A woman who had been watching at
the bedside had left the room as soon
ag the signora had come {n. And now
the latter was alone with the dying
man, gazing on that human force that
had held her in subjection so many
years, and that was now fading away.
This hour, looked forward to for eigh-
teen years; this hour longed for, prayed
for in the silent revolt of her down-
trodden heart; the hour of her liberty
had come at last.

The lady seated herself and let her
mind turn once more to the past.

She was still beautiful, and within
her heart sweet sentiments still could
dwell. He, a stern and imperious man,
was born to lead an army to battle
rather than to live by the side of &
deHcate and sensitive woman. His ags
was twice hers, and they had no chil-
dren. 8he had no one on whom she
could lavish her tenderness. She had
not a single person to whom she could
confide her dreams or her illusions. Her

. mother had s ttled in a far-away prove
ince, and her only sister was a nun.

It was the old, old story. She met a
young man. Their souls blended. At
first it was innocent friendship; then
the storm of passion. One day her hus-
band, on returning home, had found
them together, their hands clasped!

Oh, the terrible recollection! The
thought of it made the blood rush to
her heart, and she again felt the same
shame, the same terror, which had
awholly overpowered her before her
Judge’s revolver and stern face,

Everything had suddenly assumed a
strange rapldity. She had faced her
husband crying: “Mercy! mercy!

K Wwill promise never to see him again!”

Her husband had hesitated a mo-~
Juept; had looked st  them, crushing
“fhem under e WeIg of contempt;
then, without lowering his revolver,
had ddctated these conditions: ’

*Promise on the Gospet, on your eter.
pal life, that you will never see this

. . ar¥eature again; that you will cbey me

in. all, and that you will accept the
punishment which I may please to In.
mc *” .

. In the anguish of her fear and love
""she had promised, word for word, what
" he had insisted upon.

Om a sign of her hr~hand, the young
man, humilieted an @ ilifled, had de
parted, and hér expiaion had began.

< Her husband had resigned his coms
“ynmnd in the army, and had gone ;3
f\ltve on that mountain slope; assuming

& Ixlse name, hiding. his secret from,
‘6l Like two stomes that falt to

his blue, half-opened ;

And as the moon, which was high
above the horizon, sent its pale rays
through the window, she went to lean
against the mantelplece, seized by a
kind of uneasiness. She turned her
face to the mirror, and stood there loo¢~
ing at herself.

She was still heautiful.

Then her lips parted with a smifile.
Those who had known her would know
her still. But who would sti}]l remem-
ber her? And what had become of her
friends, of her acquaintances?

And what had become of him? At
this question she felt herself seized up-
on by fear; not that she would appear
to him less handsome, or that she had
been forgotten. 8She feared that she
might find him unlike the dmage he
had left in her heart; that she might
find him changell physically and moral-
ly, and not recognize him; that he
would be a stranger to her.

While she heaped such thought she
saw before her, in the mirror feebly
illuminated by the refiection of the
moon, two dilated eyea gazing on her
like coals; being affrighted by the gasze
of the dying man, who seemed as 1f
he wanted to follow her guilty reverie,
she turned with an irresistible motion,
t and went toward the bed, obeying, in
| spite of herself, a kind of imperious and
» magnetic call.

Then it seemed to her as if a deep
and desperate voice came from that
face which was growing stonellke,

“lI have loved you, I have worshiped
you all my life, and you have betrayed
me. , For years and years I have waited
! with a painful desire a word that would
put balm in my bleeding wound; but
you have let me suffer. I was innocent,
and shared your expiation. I took on
me half of your puanishment, hoping
that at least Tepentance would come to
your heart; and lo! with a murdering
wish you would ltke to hasten my
death, and as you find it too slow
your thoughts turn against your mar-
riage vows. Foolish and faithless that
you are! My death cannot free you
Did you not say ‘Never!'”

She understood all this as plainly as
if he had really spoken, and suddenly
she felt the horror of the evil she had
done. Yes, he had loved her, he had
adored her always, before and after
her gulilt, and she had placed the cold-
ness of her passive obedience over
against that man’s passion.

Then, before the terrible impotence of
that conscious agony, she felt that pity
together with remorse, was entreating
her heart, and, being moved by an ir-
resistible power, she bent over the dy-
ing man, stretched her arm to the cross
that hung over his pillow, and with a
low but distinct voice she repeated her
promise:

“] promise I will never see him
again!”

The contracted face of the dying man
beamed with serenity, his eyelids low-
ered over his dim eyes, while the only
two tears which she had ever seen low.
ing from those severe eyes came down
his cheeks, already cold.

Those two tears were to her lke the

baptism of pardon which washed her
guilt away, and a great peace descend-
ed upon her heart.

She opened the window, saw the star-
ry heavens among the snowy peaks,
over which the moon shed its pale and
serene smile; then, lowering her eyes
to the deep valley, she smaluted, as if

t
!
% she saw it for the firat time, that prison

where her life would be spent. She

=aueti-kne ~toslteenarher-nroriine.

i so that fate should not bring the lovers
. of former days together, {t was neces-
| sary that she should remain exiled from
i all, unknown, forgottén forever. '

]

.
!

The tomb, which had opened for an
instant,” had closed forever, and cloged
in peace.—From the Italian.
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MAN'S GREATEST ENEMY IS MAN.

While Virtue stands all clothed in white,
Temptation dbeckons with a lear

And wickedness of essy right

1 Q'er Virtue sevms tO de Lhe Desn

All along iife's nmemngumm :

Man's greatest enemy is Man.

Ve beckon pleasure's cup and quafl,
¢t Regret it too with many a tear! -
At idle jestings though we laugh,
Hourly grows the truth more cléar; j
False fellowship d!snu;ba Mom- ovlan~
Man's eatest enemy is Man. ’
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Perhaps it would never have hap-
pened bad a comrade given him a word
of encouragement. But the men were
too intent on the grim work before
them, so, in the hail of lead, when
Private Cory droppegd to the ground it
was generally understood that a bullet
had knocked him over. Such, how-
ever, was not thg case, as the amba-
lance corps following in the rear goon
discovered. He had merely fainted
from fright.

} The doctor turned over the shiver-
ing bit of humanity to look for the
; wound, found none, and smiled. Cases
of this kind were not unknown to him.

“Ponr fsllow” he wmurmured. “Let
him remalin with the rest.”

“No, he is not hurt at all,” he said
to one of his assistants. “His wound
will come afterwards, when he recov-
ers from that faint, and God help him
then. ‘There is no bulle! wound that
will give him the agony that i8 before
him."

Shall T throw a bucket of water ower
him, sir®" asked a man with a blood-
stained bandage around his kead, but
sufficlent of his face left yuncovered to
show his intense disgust at his com-
rade. .

No, you must not disturb him.,” was
the curt answer, and he turned to glve
his aitention to the burdens whidh (%e
BITEICHEYS Were HOW “quickly dISpOBIt-
ing in the improvised hospital.

Poor 1ad,” he mused, as he bent over
bis work, "I must give him a word of

encouragement when he comes
around.” .
But when, later on, Private Con

staggered to his feet, the Lindly doc-
tor was too busy to notice him. He

.- = —-Jocked- wonderingly—round-the—fent:j-of~wounndst:—wioi

Then the remembrance of what he had
done seemed to rise up and strike him
full {n the face. He sank down again
with a choaking sob. He clutched the
earth with his hands, as men do when
struck down in- battle with a mortal
wound. It was a burning hot dav—
the wounded were suffering terribly
from the intense heat—but he shivered
with cold. Outside, the shells wera
screaming, while now a.d again came
the smaller arms. It scemed as if &
thousand voices were shouting at him
and reproaching him for his cowardice
Then a human voice joined in the wild
orchestra.

“You bloomin’ cur.
man?”

It was the stern sergeant of his
company, who had been brought In
wounded in three places before he had
given up. His face was gray with the
pain he was endurjng, but he rnust
needs give vent to his disgust at such
pusillanimity. A contemptuous smile
played about his bloodless 1ips.

“I call it gettin’ money under falso
pretenses. You're clothed and stuffed
with the best o’ everything the coun-
try can send out, includin' a briar pipa
and baccy, and then yer go and—Pah!”
and he broke off. ‘I couldn’t hev be-
lleved 1t o’ any man In the whole
bloomin’ company.” v

He stopped because the pain of his
wounds became too great, and he bit
hard the plece of Cavendish he had
in his mouth to stifle a groan, but uth.
er men took up the cue.

Call yourself a

No agony of the battlefield couldl

equal what Private Cory vas now en-
during. He quivered as if acted upon
by some powerful electric currsnt, but
he made no answer to their taunts,
and continued to lie with his face turn.
ed to the ground. He trled to trecon-
struct the wreck of his manhood, but
his brain was still in a whirl, and
those shrieking shells still geemed to
be telling the world that he was a mis.
erable coward.

A mam was handing round gome
broth. He had been hours without
food, and the savory odor caused o
craving hunger to take possession of
him. A pannikin full was being pass-
ed, from which men took 1 d1ink, thelr
expectant comrades looking on with
eager, wistful eyes. Cory raised his
head, hoping his turn had come, but
he was immediately greeted with a
storm of curses that caused him to
drop it again. Fool that he was (o eX.
pect it. He might have known.

At that moment the doctor came up

“Give Cory some of that soup. Held
up, my l2d,” he sald, not unkindly;
“you may make a soldler yet. Drink
this,” and he banded him the tin ves-
sel. )

“He is a broth of a boy,” shouted s
man and this poor joke was gre®ed

with laughter even by those who knew|

that they had but a few hours to live,
Cory sat up. The soup seemed to

but his face, in fis ashy grayness,
looked more like that of a man who
had passed his prime.

“Feelin’ a bit better now?” began
the sergeant. . o
ble” remarked another. “Whewl
fistz,n!” he broke off, as a shell explod.
ed juct outside. “They seomi tor have

-~ 6

got the range of us now, Nice Chris-},
tians, these Boers, firing on the Redf

Crogs.”

For a few seconds there was sijencs|

as the men renlized, their danger. . The
angry growl of the quick-firers was
every now and then punctuatéd by the
long, deep-mouthed bhavmg of  the
Boers’ Long Tond: T,

‘They are aiming at s, by  CGodt™

shouted a man, running into the fent}
' Belpless|
3,

with his right

arm; haging
by his side, LT

vk

s

.| couse through_the

. Y
snd of the tent It up with a toogune of
fame. In an instant threae o four
men sprang forward, and the fire was
extinguished.

““The devils are fiving at us” cried
lhe sergeant. “The mext shot will
seunt a bit {f X am not mistaken.”

Scarcely were the words out of his
-mouth when a huge rent auddenly
apened {n the canvas, and a ghell deops
ped right into the middle of the tent,
The wounded ducked under thely cov-
ering as if they would bury themselves
beneath the ground, The doctor, with
another, rushed forward; but Private
Cory was hefora them.

“Not you, doctor!” he shouted, as he
seized the bomb, '

“Quick, my man! Into the bucket
with {t!" satld the doctor. “No!
Thero's no water! My Godeem"

But Cory had dsshed through the
opening, and was running ke & hare,

ment. Then a cheer broke from them
when they realised what he was doing
~a cheer in which dying men joined.

“Throw it away! Now! Throw. LI
yelled the doctor after him,

Still he ran. The music of what hs
knew was thelr spplavse rang in his
eard. Nothipg had ever sounded so
sweet to him as this. He'smiled. It
temminded him faintly of his achieve-
ments In the football fleld when il
crowd roared their approval, Tha ball
he carried now was heavier, but the
applause—only he knew what it meant
to him, and he clutched the destyucs
tive missile like a child bhugging a
doll. Hegfelt inclined to kiss it, If
be lived he wonld be a man and. &

on. -

Some one has wisely sgld that 1t re.
quires often but the turn of a straw
to make a coward a hero, or & hero
a coward. Cory was nOw a man pgain,’
The paralysis of panic that had seixed
him & few hours ago and had frozen.
his heart existed now only as a hid-
eous dream. Another ten yards—he

comarde again. If not but he ram|
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was quite Ofty  trom the, tunt, <He
henrd them wurglog him to throw it.
A few more yuards, then with a - tre
mendous effort he hurled it from him,
Instantly there was an explosion, and
Cory fell on his face.

“Poor chap He is done for, I

raced forward, followed by a pumber

They knelt by his poor shattered
body. The sergeant, his old tormentor,
regardlees of his own wounds, had
been among the first who rushed 1o
his assistance,

Cory ralsed the only hand left him,
which the N. C. 0, clasped, murmuricy
something about forgivences. A smtle
of exultation played about his come
rade's face for & moment, then the
flm of death gathered over his eyes.

land where brave spirits are at rest
~Malnly About People.

A Marrylsgx Magistratee = .7

Ten thousand happy: brides . and
bridegrooms in all parts of the world
will hear with joy that Hauke is out
again, :

Hause--John Hause, of Jefferson«
ville, Ind—is the famous marrying
squire who has performed more than
6,000 wedding ceremonies. For two
years he has beon a crigple. Now an
operation in hospital has deprived him
of a leg and the disemse that had
doomed him, and he will soon be as
chipper as ever,

“Jeftersonville {s “just over the riv.
er.” Peopls from Xentucky go thars
to be marrled without delay.

Hause {s the star performer among
Jeftersonville’s marryers, He Las
united the sons and daughters of mil~
Honatres, Congressmen, Senators, Govy-
‘e‘x!';wra, m!nlstsu. and celebrities of all,

He has fgured in Yreak marriages,
married at midnight under the shad.

Ohio from Jeffersonville to Louisville; |
carriage standing in front
istrate’s door;
the ferry-boat. 1 B!

Once Hause lost his fee, and this was
the way of it: ‘

A wealthy-looking couple were mare
ried. Then the bridegroom embraced
his wife and asked If it was not cuss
ttyor;?lary for the ‘Squire to kiss the

o,

This was soon compHed with, snd:

of the Mag-

failing to say anything about the fee,

;aot forgotten the. fes, ]

man replled:
bride?”

uYe'.l)
\h"Well. it seems to me
B

A ting the situatlon gracetill
the Magistrate apologized, “assiiz
the husbadd that thé fee was Hat
tory. 3 ~ 1 & " N

All the etrehmé ville marfylng Mag.
istrates give away-thelr xigmtoi(mxihl
as eouvenirs. More o Squirs Hause's,
portralts are in direul
many & popular comic»opem{tar., -
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went well, however,. undfl & Han
the road and o stalwart yhu%

The youth stepped. lightly to,.
of - the cupve, bup-the stees

the sled refused to worlk, sad-in
stant over the- s{de of the -“hf
bob-sled, seven girls and-. ohe;

and hastily glanced st the

doubt,” said the doctor, as severat|

He tried to speak, but no words came!
in obedience to the moving ot his 1ips, | ™
for his soul had taken its flight to that;

Once a couple requested that they bel
ows of the bridge which spans. the |
another wanted to be matried o & - .

others were married off !

As the couple was leaving 'Squlre|
Hause politely asked §£ the man had|

With a surprised look, the happy|
“Did you not kiss the:,

me that thix)
1d more than reconipense you.* - +

on than ofq
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