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The Maid Of The Mill.
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When the next day came, and still there
wAs no sign from her, be waylaid old Bar-
bara, the Maines' servant, ouly to learn
from ber that *Miss Mayla’ was ill, or at
least was keeping to her own room with a
headache.

That explanation was enough to fill him
with feers.

He kncw Mayla was too young and
bealthy to let any ordinary indispoesi‘ion
keep her a prisoner, and hurrying bsck to
the Manor, be made the gardener gather a
basket of the rarest flowers the conservatory
contained, while he wrote a tender liltle
note, in which be told her ot his love, and
begged her to sat bis anxiety at rest.

The letter and the flawers were dizpatch.
ed by one of the servamts, though, if
Leonard conld bave secn their fate, he
would have known that both never reached
Mayla, for Simon Msine bad been ever on
the watch eince he had won her promise to
be bis wite, and they thus feil into hie

bands.
But Leonard did not dream of such

treachery.

It did not cross his mind that, if bhe
chose to woo and win Mayla, anyone st
the mill could postibly object, and he wait-
¢d as patientiy as he could for the return
of bis m' esenger, never doubting that the
msn would bring a loving little note.

The delay was a long one.

It bad been early evening before the
message was dispatched, and Leonard had
to join Sir Myles at dirner with his
anxieties still unsatisfied.

He bad not y t mentioned hie lovs to the
baroaet ; not that he feared opposition, but
bLe felt that for a little time the sweet secret
must be kept sacredly betweer Miyla and
bimself.

Alter dinver, however, L onard’s im

patience could endure no more.
i Herose and went out fl to the gerrace
to smoke his cigar slone as be often did.
though this particular night happened to
be very unprepossessiog.

It had raired during the day, and now
a ckill white mist bal come creeping up
from the mill stream, blotting out all the
beauty of scene

A footstep sounded close at hand, and |
‘LhtHJ hé saw the scrvant be had sent to the |
wi |

‘Where is the answer, Jobneon ?' be de. |
o anded quickly, and he 1eceived an |
envelope irom the man’s band. j

With & muttered exclamation of thank |
fulness, he strode to one of the wirdows
near, {rom which came a broad stream of |
light, and tbhere, with fast-beating heart, |
prepared to read his answer. {'

There was no address upon the envelope |
and somehow the sight of the blang pzper |
struck him with a little chill, though in tLe |
wext moment he smiled at his own fears.

No doubt his little sweetheart had been |
tno ¢xcited to remember anytking eo |
prosaic as the {ormalily of addressing the
envelope.

He tore it open, a tmile upon his lips. |
the bhappy love light glowing 1n his eves;
and tken, spell bound, as it wese, he stood
p'ariog at what he had ext:acted froa th- |
envelopa, for it was bis own letter torn 1r
two— there was absolutely wvothing els:
not even a name or a line of writing to say
from whom the insuit h:d coms.

In an instant more his am z3ment bac |
passed away, giving place to s hot passion
of anger.

. He knew that it was not Mayla wko ha«
done this.

His love and trust in her were evern |
greater than they had been before, and he
burned to be avenged upon this coward
who had dered to come between them.

He tore the lctter into a d.z2n fragments
and then turned away to stride through the |
mist from the old Lbouse upon the hill, into |
the velley, where the darkncss was eve:
greater than i war upon the heights.

He weuld not go down the dear ¢ld lane ; |
instead, he went boldly to the (rent gate «
the mi!l, where the bhoarseruhbh ot th
stream eeemed louder tham ever in the |
gloom. : :

All was very dark there, for the mist hid
the garden, and even blotted cut the light: |
of the house.

* He h.d to walk elowly, not "knowing bi:
w:y, and able to see ouly a few teet befor
h'm.

His firm steps made no sound upon the
sodden ground.

The silence wis weary, when suddenly he
stopped, for, through the hush there bac
come the sound of s sob mingling with the
rush'ng of the strezm.

r——

Ip a moment more he dimly saw the |

figure of 8 grey robed woman standing on

greater crime if she’were to marry Simon
Maine when all her heart wis Leonard’s.

Storm tossed and despairing,she krew
not what to think, and so at last had even
dreamed of death as ber one hope ; desper-
ate as eche was, it would surely ba no
wrong to throw her life away.

Sobbingly, psssionately, her low wvoice
thrilled through the gloom.

She looked shudderingly at the dark
water which flowed at her feet, and then
she closed her eyes.

One word, ‘Laonard " wsas on her lips;
in an instsnt more the fatal plunge would
have been ma 'e, when he sprang forward,
responsive to her call, and bis arms were
flung around her,

*Mayla, Mayls, my d.ar love, [ am
here. What is this awful thing which has
come between us ¥

‘Leonard—you !’

That wae all she ssid.

In the joy of his presence, in the shock
of knowing that be had dragged her back
to lite from the very jaws of death, ber
serses almost Jeft ber,

She lay passive in his clasp, stunned and

bewildered by the joy of knowing that his
arms Leld her, that each throb of his lgy—
ing Leart thrilled through her own.

Hie lips were pressed to hers.

His k s filled her life.

S.e could not rememoer the past.

The bold which Simon Maine had on
Ler wus torgotten.

Tbe joy of loving and of being love filied
all her b¥ing, and never before bad life
been half so sweet as in that moment when
Lednsrd's arms hsd snatched her back
frcm death,

‘My little love, my Mayla,’ hs whispered
presently, end the tendsr words were the
first coberent sounds she heard. ‘I know
you love me, it has needed no words to
confess that; you are all my own, and
now 0o power on earth shall ever take you
from me.’

It was then that the awakening came.
Sbe remembered all, and he knew that

| she telt the

the bank, bher eyes fixed upon the rushing

water, Ler bead ball turned sway eo thet | t
' and, tor our love’s sake, | will maske bhim

he could not s3e ber lace.

“O., beaven ! be merciful and forgive |

me. Can it be a e&in to die, when, when,
it I live, | must sin too P

Despairingly the words broke from ber |

lips, and charged though it was, he koew
that the voice was Mayla's.
The poor girl was maddened by her des

pair. ‘
All through the long hours whick had

passed since she had promised to be Sim- |

on Maire’s wile she had remained a prie

oner in ber own room, brooding over what |

seemed ber dead mother’s command.

She dared not break bher promise ; to do |

)

go would bive secemed (o her the darkeet
sio; and yet, surely it would be a still

' The time has come now,
| told me that when once I am his wile, all
' will be paid & thousandtola.’

she drooped in the clasp of kis strong arms,
and sbivered through every limb as though
before a mortal blow.

[t was only for an instant ; then slowly
she raised ber head, and even while her
tender arms still clisped his neck, while
still his heart beat with hers, she looked
into his face with despairing eyes, and
nerved bersslt to speak their last farewell

‘Yes, I lovs you,’ she #a d, not thyly,but
with & chill of despair in her sweet, low
tones. She might have been speaking to a
dead lover who lay in hie ¢ flia awasiting
burial, rather than to 8 liviog man whose
heart beat loyal and strong and (rue with
love for ber. ‘But we must pari; after
to-night we must never —never meet again.’

‘Why not, in Heaven’s name P he de-
manded almoet harshly, bis every nerve
sirained between his love and fear.

| ‘Mayls, we love ea h other, and you must

be my wife. I am determined that po
power on earth shall ever come between
us.’

, You do not know what you are saying,’
she auswered fatheringly, and then asud
decly she broke off, with a low, half-
stranglad cry, whica told of an sgony too
great to bear. ‘Ab ! If only I wers free !’
sbe cried. ‘If only I were free !’

‘Free I He bardly recogrizad his own

| voice as, with a great start, he echoed the

‘Great Heavin! What do
It cannot be thst you cars

fatal word.
you mear?

' for any cther man ?

‘No, roj it is not that,” she answered,
and she zlmost smiled, though her smile
wae 2 thousand fimes more sad than tears.
I luve you—I love you - 1 love you! Yet
we must part, for, if Ilive, ] must be
Simon Maine's wife !’

‘His ! You would throw yourself away

' vpon & man like that ?' Leonard exclaimed,
1o tudden anger.

‘May!a, it must not.
shall not be ! My dearest, 1 will save you
from so great & wrong !’

Sue made a quick, hurried gesture,

 pree wwg ber hand sgainst her breast, snd

pspers which were hidden
bereath ber drces.

Thuney were those list letters
dying mo her, and it scem:d to her that
she Lesrd s voice Irom the grave calling
upon her to psy the dept which had been

 owed 'y her dear dead.

Tue thought pave her strength, and she
sbrack still further from bim, though stiil
his sirorg arms ent .ld=d her.

‘Deoarest, it cannot be ! she answered.
‘[ am bound in honour to be bhis wite. I

| dere not break my promiss to marry bim.’

*He bas rome hold over you !" Leorard
exclsimod botly, *Tell me what it ie, and
I will set you iree. Is it any question ot
gratiude or of money ? Let m: know all,

releaece you !’

‘I dare not hope lor so great a happi-
ness,’ she answered faintly. ‘My mother
owed a cebt of gratitude to hie, and, when
ahe lay dying, the wrote a letter to mo,
aer child, asking me to repay the debt.
for Simon bae

‘Dies be love you so wmuckh P L onard
atkad, slmost with bated bresth

He real z «d that, in rach a case as (his,
even bis own love mig it be helpless.

‘I don't toank he lover me,” Mayla raid
naivcly, ‘buc be is determined taat I sh .l
be bis wite, and so I mus: obey my

moth r's wiehes. Obh! I dare not hope;
I know that he will nevor set me free.’

‘Are you cntitled to any money—any
fortune P' Leonard demanded, secing at
oncs a possible key te the mystery; but
she shook her head, and again there was
that sad, sad smile upon her lips.

‘No, oh, no, she said. *My parents left
me destitu'e. I owe c¢verything to the
charity of the Main2e, Ah ! believe me, I
must consent to this marriage; in honour
there can be no way to escape for me.

‘Yet you hate the prospect 8o much that,
ouly a little while sgo, you thought of
death as & way of escape I’ Leonard said
bitterly.

Man-like, he could not ses all in the
light in which she saw it, and, dearly
though he loved her, ke was half inclined
to resent her determivation to bs true to
the promi:e which had been extorted from
her.

She shuddered at his words, but now s
new strength, born of ¢ ffering, had come
to the sweet young face.

She was very pale etill, and her lips
quv.re?; yet, steadtast and true, her blue
eyes looked into his.

‘I was mad in my despur,” she said.
‘But, cear, now that 1| bave seen you
again, I have gained strength, and I know
how great that sin would bavs been. Ah!
He.ven was very merciful to send you here,
80 that you might save me irom myseit,
aud, in the iuture, it will give me strength
to bear my burden and to pay my mother’s
debt. Good-bye—good bye. We must
never mee! sgain. 1 shall know that I am
doing my duty, and shall pray that you
may forget.

Ste was but &8 week girl —almost a child ;
yet, in that moment, a new, sweet glamour
came to her beauty, so that it seemed
hardly of this earth.

The thought of what,was right had ner-
ved her to a great detcrmination,

L<onard locked at ber with hungry,
passion filled eyes, realizing, as he had
pever done betore, how dearly he lovea
her, and almost a sob broke from his lips,
strong mwan though he was, 2s, with a
passiouate gesture, he strsined her yet
more closely to him.

‘Mayla! Mayla! youare my all,’ he
cried boarsely. *‘My dearest, 1 would
rather part with life than lose you. You
shall yet be my wite.’

‘You are mad,Captain Frankferd! Mayle
is to marry me She has given me her word,
and I will never eet her iree.’

It was another voice—that of Simon
M:ine—which bad broker upon them with
strange abruptnces.

As they beard, Leonard turned with a
start; while Mayla, springing from his hold
sank upon the damp turf, with her face
hidden in her bands.

From the hcart of the shadows near,
Maine strode with & determined tread, &
burly form, wito bis gun upon bis shoulder,
tbough, as be paused, he rested the batt
upon the ground, and stood leaning upon
the weapon as he looked at the other two
with an air of conscious triumph,

CHAPTER IV.

THE DEED OF A DASTARD,

¢ Mayla bas told me o! her engsgement,
Mr. Msine, but you wmust have heard
enough to krow that the Joves me, :nd me
alone. Surely, under theee circumatances
yofu :ili not ipsist cn her becoming your
wifs P

Le:onard brocke the mom<n‘ary silence,
which had fsllen upon the little grcup,
and hs forced himself to speak qui-tly and
clearly, though bis every pulee was throb
bing with a wild excitemint which he bad
never known before.

He telt that his whole life depended on
the answer which would be given bim then.
‘I do insist, ncvertheless,” Maine retort-
ed coldly. * You choose to adopt the high
hand, Captain Franktord, and to interfere,
but perhapa you will bs less ready to marry
Mayia yourself when you know that she is
pawmeless !

¢ Nameless !’

In spite of Limself, Lecnard started as

be uttered the word, and his tone was
eloquent.
* Yes ;nameless,’ the other went on mock-
ingly. * Now you see how great a mesalli
ance this wculd be for you, a&rich gentle
man and beir to » great estate. She is not
only a poor village girl, but she has an in-
beritanc: ot shame as well. Her mother fl:d
with her betrayer, only to be deserted and
lett to starve, while of Ler father’s fate |
know nothing. He may be atill alive, tor
aught 1 can eay to the con‘rary—the last
we heard of him was when Le was an 1n
mate of & convict prison.’

He bissed the words hbetween his clen-

' ched teeth, coufident of bis triumph now
from her |

¢ xpecting ‘o see Leonard turn away, glad
to have escaped such 2 marriage.

A low moan of irfisito euff.ring broke
from Mavla.

Of a!l she bad endured, nothing was so
terrible as to hear tbis shametul story of
the past thus revealed to the man ehe loved

But as ber moan died away, Leonard’s
voice rang out again, not faltering now,
but staunch aund true, with love's own
music in its every tone.

‘What you have told me has not altered
my determination,’ he said. ‘I lovs Mayla
tor hers:lf slone, and still my dearest wish
is to mske her my wite ’

A muttercd oath broke from Maine‘s
lips, and he drew a step back inio the
gloom.

Leonard followed bim.

They moved away from the crouching
fisure of the girl.

*You are a very determined lover, Cap-
tain Frank'ord,” Maine s:id hissingly, as
they confronted each other. ‘But 1t is all
in yain, Again [ tell you that tho is mine
I wiil never give her up.’

A sudden hopse came to Leonard.

H: remembered what Mayls had im-
phied—that another motive than love was
surely inflaspeing this man’s wooing.

‘I tollowed you from her presence so
that we might speak pl.iily to vach other,’

!

from the grave !
- *

he eaid. ‘We are hcre a8 man to map,
and I need bave no fales delicacy. Tell
me, are there no terms on whick you will
gtet bal,' frec? I am a rich man, end
L m——

‘I bave a prica, if that is what you
mean,” the other answ.red sneeringly.
‘¥or two bundred thousand pounde [ might
set Mayla free, but not for » penny less.’

‘Yousre ma'! 1 could not pay so
much, but if half my fortunc— '

‘I have told you whatI want, though I
know you cannot pay it. Now you had bet.
ter go; surely you can understand that your
love is bopeless. Mayla is mine, and I
shall never give her up’

‘Then I will wrest her from you,’
Leonard cried, losing all patience, *She
loves me, and you shall never win her,
cven if you stand at the altar by her side.
There is some mystery here—some mystery
in her life— ut whatever it may be I wilil
selve it, confident that when I know all, [
sba}l have learnt bow to make you give ber
up.

It was & random shot, but it struck home,
for a furious oath broke from the bearded
lips of the other.

In a moment he seemed to lose all con-
trol ot himaelf.

*You shall not trace the secret,’ he cried,
incoberently. ‘You shall not take her
from me. B:fore you do that I will kill
you wbere you stand’

He had sprung back, moving with light-
ning speed, so that Leonard had no time
to be on Liy guard, no time {0 think what
it was he was about to do.

Simon Maine lifted to his shoulder the
gun he carried—in the gloom he contrived
to take deliberate aim—and then through
the might there leaped a vivid fl ish, foliow-
ed by a sharp report,

Leonard staggered back, but he was un-
barmed, for in the very instant that the
trigger had becn pulied & slender form had
sprung forward, and Maylz stood between
the two men, with her hands held out en-
treatingly to the would be murderer.

‘Spare Lim—spare him—I wili keep my
wor:!" she cried, but the ieport of the rifl:
drowned her pleading voice, snd the next
instant she had thrown up her arms, and
with a moan of pain fell heavily backwsrds,
to lie senseless at the feet of the man she
loved.

‘Dastard! You bave killed ber!’ Loonard
exclaimed, and he sprang forwazd to close
with the other man and drag the gun trom
his grasp.

He seemed stunned by what had paesed ;
he could only stare fora moment in a
fiscination of horror at the still form of the
poor girl, and then, as Lieonard would have
ueld him prisoner, he roused himself from
bis trance, and, with one last lock at the
white face, where the shadows of death
seemed gathering, be fl:d from the scene
to vanish into the night gloom.

Leonard had no thought of pursuit; his
thoughts were all of Mayla

He weut to her side again, calling her
name, kissing her cold lips; but he could
bring back no eign of life.

The mill was close at hand, and the
vi.lage was not far away, but he felt, in
that mom:nt of cespsair, that he dared not
‘rust ber to be lett 1n either, whether she
were living or dead.

Ins'ead, ke lilted her in his arme, carry-
ing her as though she had been but a little
child, and bore her away through the dark
fess, up to the great house upen the hill
which was his owp bome.

He never forgot that weary walk with
bis motionless burden, but the Manor was
reached at last,

He entered it by one of the long French
windows, and, laying Mayla upon a couch,
rang the bell so violently that the alarm
pealed through the house sgain and agsin.

One of the first to enter the room was
Sir Myles, who paused in am:zment, look
ing al'ernately at Leonard’s pale, trembled
lace, and at the still form of the girl on the
couch.

‘Leonard, what does this mean?’ he
asked. ‘Who—who is thi:?

‘The giil I love, Sir Myles,” Leonard
snswered. ‘Heaven foigive me! I have
brought her bhere to die, for she has given
her lite tor mipe.’

An exclamation of irfisite pity broke
from the elder man, and he crossed the
rocm to the couch

As the poor girl had fallen, she had
thrust her hande into the coiled masses of
her Lair, and the fastenings had given way,
30 that now the loosened tresses streamed
in a eilken veil to screen her pallid lace.

Very gently the baronet bent down to put
them aside, and for one moment he stood
motionless, staring down upon the swect
tace which was thus revealed, then stag-
gered back, a great cry upon bhis lips.

‘It is the ghost ot my dead love I he
cried brokenly. ‘My wife has come back

Mayla, after a while, came out of her
swoon, thanks to the loving care which
wag lavished upon hber, though her first
consciousness was one of intenre, burping
pain in her shoulder.

A doctor was by her side, with a couple
of women servants, and as her eyes opened
he smiled down upon her reassuringly

‘Come, tkatis better,” he said. Your
wound burts now, but it is not going to be
very scrious. The bullet is extracted, and
you will soon be quite yourselt again
Drink thie now and go to slcep, and when
you wake up you will be well on the high
road to recovery.’

Msyla obediently drained the glass he
beld to her lips, and it eviden'ly contained
& narcotic, for almost immediately she fell
into a long heuvy slesp, trom which she
did not wake until the next dsy was well
advanced.

Tten, when ber eyes opened her mem
ory came back with a rush, aud she turned
ber face to the wall, forgetting the pain ot
her wound in the mental agony which she
eodured.

For she realizead that she was at the
Manor ; she knew that she had ssvad Loon
ard's life, and guesesed that he loved her
still, while in honor she was yet bouand te

be the wife of his would be murderer.

From the very grave her d a4 moiher
called to her, as it were, and she dar d
not disobey ; yat she knew that,ag® che
once looked on Laonard’s desr iace again
if once she listened to bis voice, all would
be forgotten save har love for him,

Toe thought ot her divided duvy galvaa-
iz:d her into freeh strength, -and [rom it
A new resolution came.

D.arly as she loved Le.nsed, she would
stay no longer hare, she would go back to
the mill, to pray that she might die; but if
she lived she would become Simon Maine’s
wife, though she dreaded the marriage
worse, a thousand times, than deat

‘I have given bim my promise, Y. he
thought miserably. ‘For my mother’s sska
it is doubtly sacred, I must keep it to the
bitter end.’

She swallowed the food they brought her
and then lay still, so that scrvants wuought
she was asl:cep again; buc as soon as they
had gone on tiz—-'oe from the room she
sprang from the bed, to dress herself as
qaickly as her wounded arm would ailow.

She endured cxquisite psinin every
movement, but her resolution gave her
strength tc bear all wi'hout 8 murmur ; and
when at last her toilet was complete, she
opened the door of the room noisclessly,
and glided into the corridor without.

Then suddenly she paused, for she
realz:d the love she was leaving behi d,
and the bopelessness of the fu'ure which
iay before her.

She slmost broke down, but it ecemed
that the voice of her dead wmother called to
her ; and sobbing, trembling, broken-hesrt-
ed, she yet tound strength to glide swiitly
through the great houss, flying with re-
doubled speed because ehe heard .  nard’s
voice in ¢ns of the rooms near, and all her
heart and soul scemed to strive to drag her

back to bim. :

Yet she would not yield.

She escaped frem the Manor, and 1.4
across the wide lawn to the tree-shade
park.

There, when & sheltcring thicket was
reached, all ber strength gave way.

Sha. flang herselt tace downwards on the
moasy turf, stunned and overwhelmed with
the misery she endured 80 that even the

, agony cf her wound wae forgotten.

A long time elspsed; then she found
strength to riss from the ground and to go
on agsin towards the mill, taking the least-
frequented lanes, so that she came at last
to the desr old zitle where first she and
Loonard met.

She dare not linger thera, she dsre not
think of the past, tor shs had parted from
him for ever.

,Ualc] ering’y, with the  trongth of desp~
air she weat up the gras - ro0 n pat:
through the orchard, un'il sbe reached the
porcy

Sa¢ opened the door and went into ths
cottsge, and as she crossed tbe threshold
old Barbara emscrged from the kitchen at
the turther end of the little passage.

‘You have come back, then,’ the ¢ld
woman said barsbly. ‘Do you want to see
the maste:?’

‘Is be at home?’ Mayla asked fain'ly, as
she leaned egainst the wall for support.

Now that the interview with Simon was
close at hand, she resliz:d more bitterly
than before how terrible it wouid be.

The old woman came to where she s'0od,.
ber dark tace working strangely.

Hitherto she had always been kind to
Muyla, for she wae devoted to Simon,
whom she had nursed when he was a little
child, and she had thought his tature wife
was to be loved for his sake.

But now there was & light in her eyes
which Mayla bad never seen there before,
and she cowered in terror from ir.

*Yes; he is at home,’ the old woman seid.
‘He is waiting for you, because he loved
you 80 well that bhe swore you should never
marry any other man. You hive come
back to bim now, hsve you noP You
will never, never go away from him agaiu?

‘I will be bis wite if he insists upon the
marrisge,” Mayla faltered, with waite 1 ps.
‘He need not be afraid that I suall bre -k
my word’

‘Then go to him—he is waiting for you
therc!” Rarbara exclaimed, with a straoge
chuckle that was balt-sob and halt-laughter,
and, with a quick mivement, she flang
open the doer of the best parlor so that
Mayla migbt enter.

Trembling the girl crozsed the threshold,
tbe woman following clore bebind, fnd
then she paused.

‘Where is Simou?’ she asked, and it
szemed to her thit her veice sounded atill
and strange in that hvehed room. ‘He is
not here,’

‘He is sleepirg,’ the old woman snswer-
ed, and she pointed to the sofa. ‘Go and
wake him, if you can.’

Mayla’s eyes followed the direction of
that outstretched hand, and then she saw
the indistinct outlines of a buman torm Jy-
10g under a rog upon the scfa.

Her first impulse was to draw back, ‘o
go ou tip toe ifrom the room for fesr of a-
wakening the sleeper; hut some power,
which was not her own will, drew her t5 bim.

She crosszd the room and drew down the
covering, and then, with a wail of anguish,
started back, her wiid eyes niveted in  ter-
ror upon the ghastly face of that recumb-
ent form; for Simon Masine was dead, bis
face convulsed by the last agony of death.

‘What does this mean?” Mauyla asked
faictly. ‘How—how did he ds.?

‘It was all through you,” old Barbara
answer«d, and she came qrickly to the
girl’s side. ‘I, too, was in he garden last
night, for I mssed you from your room
aud followed you; while afterwards, when
you had met Captain Frankfort, it was I
who went (0 warn Simon of your falscness
I who brought bim to you. I saw the shot
ficed, and when you tcll my boy thought he
bad killed you. He went mad in bis depair
then. and tried tu fly, but tell 1ato the null
stream, te drown in sight of homs. It is
your work—all yours— you have robbed

my owa son ; but I have bern leit behind
to maks sure that you shall keep your

Continued on pegs eleven,

me of him whom | loved as if he had been .
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