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PART II.-PARADISE REGAINED.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

GLENINCH.

" Practice. my dear Mrs. Enstace, bas given
me an eye for the little weaknesses of human
nature. You are (quite naturally) disposed to
be jealous of Mrs. Beauly; and you are, in con-
sequence, not In full possession of your excel-
lent com mon sense, when Dexter uses that lady
as a means of blindfolding you. Am I speaking
too freely ? "

6 Certainly not I Ibis very degrading to me
to be jealous of Mrs. Beauly. My vanity suffers
dreadfully when I think of il. But my com-
mon sense yields to conviction. I dare say you
are right."

" I am delighted to find that we agree on one
point," ho rejoined drily. "I don'it despair yet
of convincing you, In that far more serions mat-
ter which ls still In dispute between us. And,
what is more, If you wili throw no obstacles In
the way, h look to Dexter to help me."

This roused my curiosity. How Miserrimus
Dexter could help him, in that or any other
way, was a riddle beyond my reading.

" You propose to report to Dexter ail that ILady
Clarinda told you about Mrs. Beauly," he went
on. "And you think it i lbikely that Dexter
will be overwhelmed, as you were overwhelm-
ed, when he hears the story. I am going to
venture on a prophecy. I say thait Dexter will
disappolut you. Far from showing any asto-
lshment, he will boldly tell you that you have
been duped by a deliberately faise statement of
facts, Invented and set afloat, in ber own guilty
Interests, by Mrs. Beauly. Now tell me-if he
really tries, In that way, to renew your un-
founded suspicion of an innocent womar, will
that shake your confidence in your own opinion?"

" it aIl entirely destroy my confidence in
my own opinion, Mr. Playmore."

" Very good. I shall expect you to write to
me, In any case; and h belleve we shall be of
one mind before the week la out. Keep strictly
secret ail that I sald to you yesterday about
Dexter. Don't even mention my name when
you see him. Thinking of him as I think now,
h would as soon touch the band of the hang-
man as the band of that monster! God bless
you. Good bye."

So ho said bis farowell words, at the door of
the hotel. Kind, genial, clever-but oh, how
easily prejudiced, how shockingly obstinate In
holding tob is own opinion i And what an
piuion I I ahuddered as I thought of it.

CHAPTER XXXV.

MR. PLAYMORE'S PROPHECY.

We reached London between eight and nine
in the evening. Strictly methodical lu all bis
habith, Benjamin had telegraphed to bis bouse-
keeper, from Edinburgh, to have supper ready
for us by ten o'clock, and to send the cabman
whom he always employed to meet us at the
station.

Arriving at the villa, we were obliged to wait
for a moment to let a pony-chaise get by us
hefore we could draw up at Benjamin's door.
The chaise passed very slowly, driven by a
rough-looking man, with a pipe in his mouth.
But for the man, I mightb ave doubted whether
the pony was quite a stranger to me. As things
were, I thought no more of the matter.

Benjamin's respectable old housekeeper open-
ed the-garden gate, and startled me by bursting
into a devout ejaculation of gratitude at the
sight of ber master. "The Lord be praised,
sir !" she cried, "I thought you would never
come back !"

"Anything wrong?" asked Benjamin, In his
own lmpenetrably quiet way.

The housekeeper trembled at the question,
and answered luithese enigmatical words:

"My mind's upset, Sir; and whether things
are wrong or whether things are right, ls more
than I can say. Hours ago, a strange man
came in and asked "-she stopped as if she was
completely bewildered-looking for a moment
vacantly at ber master, and suddenly addressed
herself to me. "And asked," she proceeded,
" when you was expected back, ma'am. I told
him what my master had telegraphed, and the
man says upon that, 'Wait a bit' he says)i' I'm
coming back.' He come back in a minute or
less; and bhe carried a Thing In bis arma which
curdled my blood-it did I-and set me shaking
from the crown of my head to the sole of my
foot. I know I ought to have stopped It; but I
couldn't stand upon my legs-much les put the
man outlof the bouse, In ho went, without
wtth your leave, or byJ your leave, Mr. BenjaWuin,
sir-lu ho went with the Thing lu bis armns,
straight througb te your library. And there it
bas beenall these hours. And there it la now.
I've spo bon to the Police ; but they wouldn't,
interfere-and what to do next la more than my
poor head can tell. Don't you go in by yourself
ma'am I You'il be frightened oui of your wit
you will ! "

h persisted lu enterhng the bouse, for all that.
Alded by Lb. pony, h easily solved the mystery
of the housekeeper's ot4erwise unmt.hht4be nar.

rative. Paasing through the dining-room (where
the supper table was already laid for us), I
looked through the half-opened library door.

Yes ibthere was Miserrimus Dexter, arrayed
ln bis pink jacket, fast asleep in Benjamin's
favourite arm-chair 1 No cover-lid bid bis hor-
rible deformity. Nothing was sacrificed to con-
ventional Ideas of propriety, ln bis extraordinary
dress. I could hardly wonder that the poor old
housekeeper trembled from head to foot when
she spoke of him 1

"Valeria !" said Benjamin, pointing to the
Portent ln the chair. "Which la it-an Indian
dol? or a man?"

I have already described Miserrimus Dexter
as possessing the sensitive ear of a dog. He now
showed that ho also slept the light sleep of a
dog. Quletly as Benjamin had apoken, the
strange voice roused him on the Instant. He
rubbed his eyes, and smiled as lnnoceutly as a
waking child.

"How do you do, Mrs. Valeria?" ho said.
" I have had a nice little sleep. You don't know
how happy I am to see you again. Who laithis ?"

He rubbed his eyes once more, and looked at
Benjamin. Not knowing what else to do lin this
extraordinary emergency, I presented my visitor
to the master of the bouse.

"Excuse my getting up, sir," said Miserrimus
Dexter. "I can't get up-I have got no legs.
You look as if you thought I was occupying
your chair? If1I am committi-g an intrusion,
be so good as to put your umbrella under me,
and give me a jerk. h shall fail on rny hands,
and I shan't be offended with you. I will sub-
mit to a tumble and a scolding-but please
don't breaa my heart by sending me away.
That beautiful woman, there, can be very cruel
sometimes, sir, when the fit ilaes her. She
went away when I stood in the sorest need of a
little talk with her-she went away, and left
me to my loneliness and my suspense. I am a
poor deformed wretch, with a warm heart, and
(perhaps) an insatiable curiosity as well. In-
satiable curiosity (have you ever feltit ?) i a
curse. h bore It till my brains began to boil in
my head; and then I sent for my gardener, and
made him drive me bere. I like being bere.
The air of your librarysoothes me; the sight of
Mrs. Valeria la balm to my wounded heart. She
bas something to tell me-something that I am
dying to hear. If she la not too tired after her
journey, and if you will let her tell it, I promise
to have myseif taken away when she bas done.
Dear Mr. Benjamin, you look like the refuge of
the afflicted. I am afflicted. Shake banda like
a good Christian, and take me in.

He held out his band. His soft blue eyes
melted Into an expression of piteous entreaty.
Completely stupefied by the amazing harangue
of which de had been made the object, Ben-
jamin took the offered band, with the air of a
man ln a dream. ilI hope I see you well, sir,"
ho said, mechanically- and then looked round
at me to know what ho was to do next.

"I understand, Mr. Dexter," I whispered.
" Leave him to me."

Benjamin stole a last bewildered look at the
Object ln the chair; bowed to it, with the in-
stinct of politeneuss which never failed hi.m; and
(stil! with the air of a man in a dream) with-
drew into the next room.

Left together, we looked at each other, for the
firat moment, ln silence.

Whether I unconscloualy drew on that inox-
hausitible store of indulgence which a woman
always keeps in reserve for a man who owns
ihat ho bas need of her-or whether, resenting
as I did Mr. Playmore's horrible suspicion of
him, my beart was especially accessible to feel-
ings of compassion, ln his unhappy case-I can-
not tell. h only know that I pitied Miserrimus
Dexter, at that moment, as I aad never pitied
him yet; and that 1 spared him the reproof
which h should certainly have administered to
any other man, who had taken the liberty of
establishing himself, uninvited, ln Benjamin's
bouse.

He was the irat to speak.
" Lady Clarinda has destroyed your confidence

in me!!" ho began wildly.
" Lady Clarinda has doue nothing of the sort,"

I replied. siShe bas not attempted to influence
my opinion. I was really obliged to leave Lon-
don, as I told you."

He sighed and closed bis eyes contentedly, as
if I had relieved him of a heavy weight of
anxiety.

" Be merciful to me," ho said; * and tell me
something more. I have been so miserable ln
your absence." He suddenly opened bis eyes
again, and looked at me with an appearance of
the greatest Interest. "Are you very much fa-
tigued by travelling?" ho proceeded. "I am
hungry for news of what happened at the Ma-
jor's dinuer-party. Io it cruel of me to tell you
so, when you have not rested after your jour-
ney ? Only one question to-night! and I will
loave the rest till to-morrnw. What did Lady
Clarinda says about Mrs. Beauly ? Ail that you
wanied to hear ?"

" Ail, and more," h answered.
" What ? whatî? what ?" ho cried, wild with

impatience lu a moment.
Mr. Playmore's last prophetic words were vi-

vidly proeet te my mind. Ho had declared, lu
the most positive manner, that Dexter would
persist lu misleading me, and would show no
signa of astonishment when h repeaied what
Lady Clarinda bad told me of Mrs. Beauly. h
reooved te put the lawer's propbecy--so far as
the question of astenishment was concerned-
to thoesharpeat a4ial test, I said not a

word to Miserrimus Dexter, ln the way of pre-
face or preparation; I burst on him with my
news as abruptly as possible.

"The person you saw in the corridor was not
Mrs. Beauly," I said. "6It was the maid, dress-
ed in her mistress's cloak and bat. Mrs. Beauly
herself was not ln the house at ail. Mrs.
Beauly herself was dancing at a masked bail in
Edinburgh. There Is what the maid told Lady
Clarinda; and there la what Lady Clarinda told
me."

In the absorbing interest of the moment, I
poured out those words one after another as
fast as they would pass my lips. Miserrimus
Dexter completely falsified the lawyer's predic-
tion. He shuddered under the shock. His
eyes opened wide with amazement. "Say it
again!" he cried. •'6I can't take it ail in at
ail in at once. You stun me."

I was more than contented with this result-
I trlumphed in my victory. For once, I had
really some reason to feelsatisfied with myself.
I had taken the Christian and merciful side in
my discussion with Mr. Playmore; and I nad
won my reward. I oould sit in the same room
with Miserrimus Dexter, and feel the blessed
conviction that I was not breathing the same
air with a poisoner. Was it not worth the visit
to Edinburgh to have made sure of that ?

In repeating, at bis own desire, what I had
already said to him, I took care to add the de-
talls which made Lady Clarinda's narrative co-
herent and credible. He listened throughout
with breathless attention-here and there re-
peating the words after me to impress them the
more surely and the more deeply on bis mind.

" What is to be said? what ls to be done,"
he asked, with a look of blank despair. "I
can't disbelieve it. From firat to last, strange
as it la, it sounde true."

(How would Mr. Playmore have felt, if he
had heard those words ? h did him the justice
to believe tbat he would have felt heartily
ashamed of himself!)

" There Is notbing to be said," I rejoined; ex-
cept that Mrs. Beauly la innocent, and that you
and I have dene her a grievous wrong. Don't
you agree with me ? "

"h entirely agree with you," he answered,
without an instant's hesitation. "Mrs. Beauly
ta an Innocent woman. Tho defence at the
Trial was the right defence after ail."

He folded bis arms complacently; he looked
perfectly satisfied to leave the matter there.

I was not of bis mind. To my own amaze-
ment, I now found myself the least reasonable
person of the two !

Miserrimus Dexter (to uselihe popular phrase)
had given me more than 1 had bargained for.
He had not only done ail that I had anticipated
in the way of falsifying Mr. Playmore's predic-
tion-be had actually advanced beyond my
limita. I could go the length of recognising
Mrs. Beauly's innocence; but at that point I
stopped. If the Defence at the Trial was the
right defence-farewell to ail hope of asserting
my husband's innocence! I held to that hope,
as I held to my love and my life.

"Speak for yourself," I said. "My opinion
of the Defence remains unchanged."

He started and knit bis brows as if I had dis-
appointed and displeased him.

" Does that mean that you are determined to
go on ? "

" It does."
He was downright angry with me. He cast

bis customary politeness to the winds.
" Absurd ! Impossible 1" he cried contemp-

tuously. "4 You have yourself declared that we
wronged ai innocent woman, when we sus-
pected Mrs. Beauly. Is there any one else
whom we can suspect ? It is ridiculous to ask
the question! There is no alternative left but
to accept the facts as they are, and to stir no
farther in the matter of the poisoning at
Gleninch. It la childish to dispute plain con-
clusions. You muet give up."

" You may be argry with me, if you will,
Mr. Dexter. Neither your anger nor your argu-
ments will make me give up.»

He controlled himself by an effort-he was
quiet and polite again, when he next spoke to
me.

"Very well. Pardon me for a moment, if I
absorb myself ln my own thoughts. I want to
do something which I have not done yet."

• What ma % that be, Mr. Dexter ?T"
h I am going to put myself into Mrs. Beauly's

skin, and to think with Mrs. Beauly's mind.
Give me a minute. Thank you."

What did he mean? What new transform-
ation of him was passing before my eyesa? Was
there ever such a puzzle of a man as tis ?
Who that saw him now, intently pursuing his
new frain of thought, would have recognised
him as the childish creature who had woke up
so innocently, and had astonished Benjamin by
the Infantine nonsense which he talked ? It i
said, and said truly, that there are many aides
to every human character. Dexter'a many sides
were developing themselves ai snob a rapid
raie of progress, that they were already beyond
my couning.

Ho lifted his'head, and flxed a look of keen
inquiry on me.

" I have corne ont of Mrs. Beauly's skin," ho
announced. " And T bave arrived ai ibis re-
suit :-We are two impetuous people; and we

*have been a lile basiy lu rushing ai a conclu-
sion."
* Ho stopped. I said notbing. Was the sha-
dow of a doubt of him begining to rise in my
md I waied, and lisltened,

"I am as fully satisfied as ever of the truth of
what Lady Clarinda told you," he proceeded.
' "But I see, on consideration, what I failed to

see at the time. The story admits of two ln-
terpretations. One on the surface, and another
under the surface. I look under the surface, lu
your interests ; and I say, it ls just possible that
Mrs. Beauly may have been cunning enough to
forestall suspicion, and to set up an Alibi."

I am ashamed to own that I did not under-
stand what he meant by the last word-Alibi.
He saw that I was not following him, and
spoke out more plainly.

"&Was the maid something more than her
mistress's passive accomplice ?" he said. " Was
she the Hand that ber mistress used? Was
she on ber way to give the first dose of poison,
when she passed me lin the corridor ? Did
Mrs. Beauly spend the night in Edinburgh-so
as to have ber defence ready, if suspicion fell
upou ber ?"

My shadowy doubt of him became substantial
doubt, when I heard that. Had I absolved him
a little too readily? Was he reallv trying to
renew my suspicions of Mrs. Beauly, as Mr.
Playmore had foretold? This time I was
obliged to answer him. In doing so, I uncon-
sclously employed one of the phrases which the
lawyer had used to me, during my first lûtei-
view with him.

" That sounds rather far-fetched, Mr. Dexter,"
I said.

To my relief, he made no atteipt to defend
the new view that he had advanced.

" I is far-fetched," he admitted. "When I
said it was just possible-though I didn't claim
much for my idea-I said more for it perhaps
than lt deserved. Dismiss my view as ridicu-
lous; what are you to do next? If Mrs. Beauly
is not the poisoner (either y herself or by ber
mald), who is? She is innocent, and Eustace
is Innocent. Where is the other person whoi
you can suspect ? Have I poisoned ber ?" he
cried, with bis eyes flashing, and bis voice
rising to its highest notes. "Do you, does
anybody, suspect Me? I loved ber; I adored
ber; I have never been the same man since
ber death. Hush ! I will trust you with a
secret. (Don't tell your husband; it might be
the destruction ofour friendship). I would have
married ber, before she met with Eustace, if
she would have taken me. When the doctors
toid me she had died poisoned-ask Doctor
Jerome what I suffered; he can tell you! Ail
through that horrible night, I was awake;
watching my opportunity until h found iny way
to ber! h got into the room, and took my last
leave of the cold remains of the angel whom I
loved. I cried over ber, I kissed ber for the
first and last time. h stole one little lock of her
hair. I have worn it ever since; I have kissed
it night and day. Oh, God! the room comes
back to me u the dead face comes back to me!
Look! look!"

He tore from its place of concealment ln bis
bosom a little locket, fastened by a ribbon
round his neck. He threw it to me where h
sat; and burst into a passion of tears.

A man ln my place might have known what
to do. Being only a womuan, h yielded to the
compassionate impulse of the moment.

h got up and crossed the room to him. I gave
him back bis locket, and put my band, without
knowing what I was about, on the poor
wretch's shoulder. " I am incapable of suspect-
ing you, Mr. Dexter," I said gently. "No such
Idea ever entered my head. I pity you from
the bottom of my heart."

He caught my haud in bis, and devoured it
with kisses. His lips burnt me like fire. He
twisted himself suddenly lin the chair, and
wound bis arm round my waist. In the terror
and indignation of the moment, vainly strug.
gling with him, h cried out for help.

The door opened, and Benjamin appeared on
the threshold. Dexter let go bis hold of me.

I ran to Benjamin and prevented him from
advancing into the room. In ail my long ex-
perience of my fatherly old friend, I had never
seen him really angry vel. I saw him more
than angry now. He was pale-the patient,
gentie old man was pale with rage! h held
him at the door with ail my strength.

"You can't lay your band on a cripple," I
said. "Send for the man outside to take him
away."

h drew Benjamin out of the room, and closed
and locked the library door. The housekeeper
was ln the dining-room. h sent ber out to call
the driver of the pony-chaise into the bouse.

The man came in-the rough man whom I
had noticed when we were approaching the
garden gate. Benjamin opened the library door
ln stern silence. It was perhaps unworthy of
me-but I could not resist the temptation to
look in.

Miserrimus Dexter had sunk down hn the
chair. The rough man lifted bis master with
a gentleness that surprised me. "Hide my
f(ae," I heard Dexter say to him in broken
toues. Ho opened his ctoarse pilot jacket, and
bld bis master's head under it, and so went
silently out.-with the deformed creature held
to bis bosom, like a woman sheltering ber
child.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

ARbIEL.
I PAS5ED a sleepless nilght.
The outrage that had been offered to me was

bad enougfl lu itself. But consequences wera
aociated wit hit which might affect me more
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