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A MODERN HERCULES.



"I'll do it," said he. "I cannot enter deeper into the vale of suffering than I am now. You have stolen from me the power of resistance. Now, I pray you, let me go."

As the preacher passed from her, Paul returned, looking dark and gloomy.

"There is your ice, Ouida," said Paul, striving to control himself. "Would that my heart were like it, so that you might devour it. I do not like that man."

"Why, Paul?"

"He comes too often to you. Nay, do not deny it. He loves you, but you do not love him," he fiercely said.

"I—I—" hesitated Ouida, for a moment losing her self-possession, under the influence of Paul's questioning.

"But you do not love him," he repeated again, as he seized her arm, almost roughly. "If I thought you did—well, you know the blood of the Cossack is in me, and—"

"You will kill him?" she passionately uttered, and she clung to Paul as though holding him from the accomplishment of such a purpose.

"Now, by my life," he said, looking searchingly at her, "this sudden interest almost makes me think you do care for him."

Again her complete mastery over his simple nature exhibited itself.

"Paul," she said, in that alluring tone which always brought him to his knees, "you are beside yourself. You have naught to fear of me with him. He has just promised me to marry us tomorrow night."

"So you have fixed the time at last," said Paul, exultingly. "This is noble, oh, so good of you. This joyous news compensates me for a world of agony and doubt. Would to God tomorrow night were here," said











[image: ]

[image: ]

Retrieved from "https://en.wikisource.org/w/index.php?title=Page:%22A_modern_Hercules%22,_the_tale_of_a_sculptress_(IA_amodernherculest00wins).pdf/64&oldid=13865304"


				
			

			
			

		
		
		  
  	
  		 
 
  		
  				Last edited on 12 February 2024, at 10:22
  		
  		 
 
  	

  
	
			
			
	    Languages

	    
	        

	        

	        This page is not available in other languages.

	    
	
	[image: Wikisource]



				 This page was last edited on 12 February 2024, at 10:22.
	Content is available under CC BY-SA 4.0 unless otherwise noted.



				Privacy policy
	About Wikisource
	Disclaimers
	Code of Conduct
	Developers
	Statistics
	Cookie statement
	Terms of Use
	Desktop



			

		
			








