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“ Open the door, Jamie," she said, imperiously,
“1 want you."

Foros of habit caused him to obey the command,
and in & moment he stood in her presence, with hag-
gard, drawn features and bloodshot eyes.

“ What is it, Jamie ? " asked the girl, kindly, put-
ting out her hand. “Are you ill 2"

All the strong feeling that he had been trying to
suppress shook him to the soul, at her kind tone and
touch. He cast himself prone at her foet, kissing
the hem of her gown. Convulsive sobs burst from
him. In another man it would have been sbsurd,
but in this poor, broken reed of humanity it was pa-
thetic. The gir), cold and coquettish as was hor na-
ture, felt vaguely moved, and bending toward him,
lsid ber soft hand upon his cosrse hair, which no
woman had ever caressed befors,

“ Jamie," she said, gently.

He heard her low whisper and he felt her cool
liand, and & passion akin to madness rushed through
bim, With sudden strength ho leaped to his feet
and made a movement as if to clesp her. Then all
the repugnance she had ever felt for him, but which
she had suocessfully concealed because of his useful-
ness to her, and beoause, also, of her careless pity for
his infirmity, burst into expression on her face. Bhe
shrank violently from him.

“How dare you !" she exolaimed, in a low, terri.
ble voice, her face white with anger and fear. * What
would he say if he koew what one like you had —hed
even dared—"

Bhe stopped, struck dumb by the look in his eyes.
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backward to his room.
“0, God!"” she heard him moan, as she closed
the door between them.

Late that night there came s violent rappiog st
Jamie's door. Ho dressed hurriedly snd opened it
There stood Jennie. Bhe wore a loose flannel wrap.
per, and her lovely hair fell to her waist, Her ft:ﬂl.
thrust into warm slippers, were bare and white. She
threw herself at his feet, upon the rough, unclean
floor; ber bosom swelled so she could scarcely -;mf_ul-

“ Bave—him | " she whispered, st last, almost 1t-
sudibly. Trembliogly Jamie lifted her to ber f.»'vl.

“What d' yo mean?" he aked, in an agitated
tone. Something told him whom she mesnt

“ He went up—to the mine—on horsoback,” who
wid, pressing her hands to ber throat, aud wpeakiog
slowly and with difficulty, “and his borse came
back, just pow—alone. I ean not got through the
siow, myselt—0, Jamie, take bis horse sud &0 for
s, T oan not live through the night withoa! know.

g what has happened !

“ Yo want me to save him/ " said Jamie, drawing
in his breath silently.

The girl bowed her hoad, sobbing,

“1 eudn't do't," said he, shuddering, and turning
his eyes away from her. * Anything else—bat thet.
Nave him! Good Lord! T cud kill 'im an' never
feel sorry for it."

The girl came closo to him and put both shaking
hands on his arm. He trembled violently beneath
her tonoh.

“Jamie,” she said, earnestly, “for the love of
heaven—"

“1 won't ! " he interrupted, hoarsely.

“For the love of God "

“It's no use—I won't"

Bhe leaned nearer; sho slipped her bare, soft
arms up to his shounlders, almost to his throat; her
breath eame to him, warm and hurried. !

“For the love of ~me ! " she whispered, her pale
lips close to his,

A mighty struggle passed over him; his white
face worked convulsively; bis hands clenohed.

“1 oan't," he grosued, st Inat, dropping his arms
to his sides, * not even"

Bho foll away from him and covered his face with
her hands.  Bhe sobbed chokingly; her chest heaved
with the foree of ber emotion. Jamie watohed hor
in silenoe for » moment, then the straggle ended. He
foll down olumaily at her foet, and once more kissed
the hom of her gown.

“ Forgive me!" he oried, brokenly, " yo can do
anything with me yo want to. 1 can't bear it ' see
yo suffer; but, O, it toars my very hoart t' do any.

an' nover feel sorry for it Bat I'll do it for you."

“0, Jamieo," said the girl, forvently, * I almost
love you for that."

Threo hours Iater, balf way up the moantain the
cayuse Jamie was riding paused suddenly and gave &
low neigh. It was moonlight, but bitterly cold, snd
Jamie was blinded by the glitter of the snow, bul he
presently discorned o tall figure partly covered by the
snow, lying in the middle of the road whare bo had
fallen, exhaustad, from his horse,

Jamie, woak and faint from cold, dismounted, snd
}-um‘ml 1 qmllly of hl'lld, botwsen the w
(ooth, and chafed the stiffening Hmbs.  After a long
{ime the man aroused sufisiently to mount the hores
again with assistance.

“1I'll Iny down bere in the snow,” said Jamle, ln
o wistfal tone, “Fer God's sake, send somebody
back aa s0on ae yo oan. 1 oan't stan’ it very long,
for I'm mow’ frons now.”

“ 1 will,” said his rival, hoartily. "I oan never
ropay you, a it is, my good fellow.”




