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-this is really in a measure ‘‘selfishness,- or
-ye have the living to think of,and this world
requires action. There are others who be-
eoie adamant—it kills them. I don’t mean
thatitactnally quenchesthe vital spark oflife
itself, but hardens the heart, deadens the
brain, numbs the senses, and stagnates ail
the sensibilities. With regard to myself, I
ean’t say that it actually had that effect, but
it certainly changed me wonderfnily.

1t was some time before Iawoke to the

truth. Bernard bad died from the effects of”

the poison; was it suicide, or murder?

If snicide, what reason was there for such
an act—what drove him to it? If murder,
who was the culprit? Who could have possi-
bly put poison into that phial? What a week
of horror it was to all of us,

There was an inquest held the following
day.

Thank Heaven, no horrible slur rested on
the venerable grey head of my aunt; nor any
of the establishment.

Questions were asked, as to who were in
the house on the previous day. We inform-
ed the coroner that Grace Merton was the
only visitor.

I shuddered, as I uttered that woman’s
name, and though no lingering thought
struck any of us before, yet, as I faced the
coroner, and his penetrating eye rested upon
me, I felt the live blood leave my frame.

Good Heavens! surely she ivas not his
murderess! .

The vision of the dark stfent figure, thick~
Iy veiled, who entered the house on the pre-
test of losking for her music, flashed upon
me with horrible distinetness.

My appearance must have told volumes—
as these thoughts flitted in my brain, for the
coroner said earnestly:

“If yon kmow of any clue, you must speak
up; in a case of this sortyou must not shield
anybody.”

It seemed very dreadful thatI should be
the means of laying a stigma of murder
against the very woman whom I had once—
ah, only a few days back—loved asa dear
friend. I stated facts, though, just as they
really were, and the verdict atonce went
sgainst Grace Merton,

She was searched for in all directions by
detectives, and at last found. She was ar-
rested, and taken to await her trial. My own
heart told me she was guilty, and that I had
not been the means of arresting an innocent
wommn. How often my aunt’s saying rang
in my ear: “There isno 2:zd to the trail of
the serpent.”

What a wicked, unscrupulous wretch this
twwoman had proved! TrulyI had tckena
viper to my bosom when 1 took her under
my protection.

Had she done this deed out of frentie,mad
tove, or was it merely a bitter revenge to-
c7ards me—poor, wronged we—vwho had not

injured  hair o< this creature’s head; whe
had simply endeavored to prevent her from
committing a vile sin?

I will not lead tue reader through thelaby~
rinth of a court of justice. Suffice ittv eaw
that the trial was held, and ¢ verdict of *ace
quittal” on the ground of insanity returned.
Grace Merton was ordered (o be detained
during Her Majesty's pleasure, and was sext
to an asylum for ctinina; luuatics.

Thus the hope of my early youth was cruel-
Iy wrecked in the moming of lite, and wxy
existence for some years rendered a blonkg
but thne, which heals ail tlungs, healed me,
and ten ycars afterwards Imarried. Did
love my husband? Well, that question takes
a little time to answer. Perhaps the lova
was not of the same kind.

Fifteen years change thie disposition wone
gerfally, and the woman of thirty-five looks
upon life in a different light to the girkof
twenty-one. Yes; I think I loved my haus~
band, although he was not exactly my ideak
In the first place, he was a widower witha
family, and a very business-like mon. I al-
ways had rather an aversion to a busmess-
like man.

Poor Bernard had been so very opposita
that it made my taste fastidious. It isalmost
as well that & woman should not meet hex
ideal too early in life: it often spoils her for
the realities of after years.

I had no children; but my husband’s fami-
1y were quite enough to keep me well occ
pied, and I was always of a disposition te
suit myself to circumstances.

1 know now that I was simply & business
man's wife, and not the kride of an officer of
rank and position, as I might have been. My
aunt lived with me, and took much of there-
sponsibility of tutoring a large family off my
hands; I had plenty of money, my husband
being a wealthy merchant.

Some women would have envied my posi-
tion; but my aunt theught 1 ought to have
done better, hoving sprung from a family of
genius, and been reared in 2 school whera
Mammon was not the only God. Yes; Iwas
tolerably happy, and yet, notwithstanding
my present comforts, I would sometimes find
myself wandering about that little cemetery
at Rothsey, where a green mound and whitz
stone borethe remembrance of my early love,
and yet I had not been true to his memory.
1t is not in human nature to be faithful o
the dead for ever. Heaven, inits mercifal
judgment, ordains it otherwise; a vell of ob~
livion i3 thrown over the past.

Onae early evening in July, having finished
the duties of the day, and administered to
the comfort of my household, X‘was tampied
to take a stroll in the cemetery, and to wend
my steps towards the grave of Bernard Jle-
Gregor. A woman stood beside me; shd
lifted ber veil—I shrjeked. It was Grocs



