that this cold, haughty man possessed to make her
love him so? That was the question she asked her.
self more than once as she lay there with the tears
streaming down her cheeks,

“ 1 will not! I will erush his memory from my
heart forever,” she cried, bitterly, “ rather than nurse
s hopeless love under the guise of friendship. [ will
pot be a fool any longer. I will show George Wat.
son thet I can be happy without his love. O, (George,
George! Why was it ever ordained that you should
cross my path?” she added, giving vent to a fresh
shower of tears, while her poor heart seemed ready
to break from grief. And thus the hours passed by,
and Mabel did not show herselt in the dining room
till breakfast time next morning

As George Watson and Mortimer Gray were sit-
ting on the porch after supper that evening, totally
unconscious of the grief poor Mabel was suffering,
the former said, while a hard, cold look settled itself
on his handsome brow—

“1 am going away, soon, Mortimer. I have en.
gaged to sell my interest in the mine to Harry Ran.
dall, and I intend to take my departure next Wednes-
day morning. To-day is Monday, so there remains
but & short time for preparation.”

Had a thunderbolt fallen at his feet, Mortimer
(iray could not have been more astounded. Rising
to his feet, he exclaimed, while his face became al-
most livid in his excitement—

“ (isorge Watson, I demand that you tell me the
trath. Has Mabel Randall triflad with your heart—
has she dared to spurn your true, generous love?”

“ There has never been a syllable of love spoken
between us, Mortimer,” George replied. “ Don't be
too hasty, my friend; 1 assure you that I esteem Miss
Randall as & dear, true friend, and that I consider
her incapable of wronging anyove. I am glad for
your sske, as well as her own, that she loves you,
Mortimer."

“ Loves me! " Mortimer exclaimed, as he resumed
his seat beside his friend, evidently more surprised
than pleased. * What can you be thinking ﬂb‘_’“‘v
(ieorge? The ides of Mabel loviog me, except in 8
friendly way, has never entered my head.”

“ Nevertheless, I believe that she loves you, Mor-
timer, and I am sure you can do no h"“"f than to
marry her,” Gieorge said, ¢ffectually concealing from
his friend the true state of his own feelings for the
girl whom they were discussing. , :

I have never thought of marriage since —sines 067
little Dess died. I can never love again &8 I loved
her, »

T et doot you, my noble friend, but
would be folly for you to make yourself misersble
for & lif&ﬁu., dﬂp‘, on scoount ol your exalted love
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forherwhohupllodlmhon“mﬁly
sbode.  Mabel will make you happy, Mortimer, and
I feel nssured that she will never know perfect hap-
piness, save as your wife."

It was from the innermost depths of his heart that
he uttered these words, and be felt that in saying so
much be had only discharged & daty toward bringing
peace and happiness to two persons whom he loved
more than all else in the world. Mortimer was silent
and thoughtfal. He counld not see how George had
come to know so much about & matter which had so
¢ffeotually escaped himself, but he said nothing, It
waa (ieorge who at length broke the silence, which
had become somewhat oppressive to both,

“Iintend going to Nan Franciseo, where it may
be my good fortune to engage in some light, luerative
employment,” he said. * My arm will never admit of
any great physical Isbor, and it is ot in my pature
to remain idle week after week, especially hore, where
everything tends to remind me of & happiness which
has passed from me forever, 1 hope you will write
to me often, Mortimer, as 1 shall always be glad to
learn of the welfare of all my friends at the Dale.”

“1 will do so, Gieorge, with pleasure; but | must
say [ shall miss you sadly,” said Mortimer, evineing
copsiderablc emotion. “ We have been together al.
most constantly for more than two years; we have
shared each other's sorrows when life held fow ln.
ducements for us to live; we have marched side by
side, secking to avenge the wrongs of the woman we
both loved. You have been like a brother lo me,
(George, and I shall never coaso to esloom you se
such. From the depths of my heat, Goorge, | wish
you health, wealth and happiness wherever you may
g With this the two men claspsd hands and parted
for the night, both being deeply moved.  Their devo.
tion to esch other was more than ordinary. Thers
was 0o living person in the world, save one, whom
(ieorge loved more than be did Mortimer, and when
the hour drew near in which they were to uller the
sad word “ good-bye,” perbaps never to meet agaln
this side of the gates of Heaven, their griel was, in.
deed, » sad spectacle to witness,

N amerous friends had assembled to bid adieu to
the man, whom, il they had not really loved, they
bad respected and eateemed very highly, Amovg the
pamber present wore Trapper Dan and his family,
old man Randall, Harry, Mabel, snd mavy others. .

“ Wal, my boy, I'm sorry ter se yo leave,” the
old trapper said, regretfaly, ws be claaped the young:
man's hand in bis grest, rough palm, * bul the best o/
[riends mus’ part, they say, though I'm durned of |
kin see the necessity of ‘em stayin’ parted”

The pext to come forward wae Mortimer Giwy,




