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THREE MAIDENS MARRIED.

tThey did. What a fool I was,! he continued, wringing
his bands, ¢ ever to It her have Castonel! It was my wifc
worried me into it.  Ailsa, T must get at the particulurs of
her death-bed. I shall not rest till I do.  2f Castonel will
not furnish them, I'1 ask Mrs. Mufl)

Mr, Chavasse remained irresolute all day, At the dusk
hour he stole through the twilight, {o the house of his son-in
Jaw. DBut Mr. Castonel had also stolen out somewhere un-
der cover of the night.  The faithinl upper scrvant and
housckecper of all the Mys. Castonels eame to him in the
dining-room, and the tyvo sat down wund sobbed one against
the other.

¢« What did she die of ? groauced Mr. Chavasse.

¢ Sir,’ said Brs. Mufl, ¢TI know ne more than you. When
she went to bed; she was as well as I wag and ten times
merrier, talking abowt a new cap she had bought, and the
visitors she would sce on the morvow,  That was about half
past nine, and by cleven we all a-bed in the house. In the
middle of the night—if you Lkilled me, L couldn’t tell you
the time, for in my flurry I never looked, but it may have
been about two—their bedroom bedl, the one whiclh is hung
by John's door on the top landing, in case Mr. Castonel is
called out and wants him in the night, rang out such a
dreadful peal, loud and long, as brought us all out of our
beds ; and master was shouting from his chamber. The
others stopped to put a few things on, but I xan down in
my night-clothes.  Slr, in ten minutes, Mrs. Castonel was
dead.’

¢How did she seem when you got to her? How did she
look ?

¢$he was writhing on the bed in awful agony, screaming
and flinging her arms about.  Mr. Castonel called itconvul-
sions. I supposc it was. It wus justas the other two poor
young ladies went off.  He was in a fine state, and threw
himsclf on the body afterwurds, and sobbed us if his heart
would break,

¢Did she take any thing in the night ¥

¢ Nothing, except some barley-water,
that, for the glass was empty .’

¢Mrs. Maff) he whispered, taking her hand with a bescecli-
ing look, ¢ do you feel that there has always been fuir play ¢

“The merciful goodness knows, sir. 1 can’t help asking
mysclf all sorts of ugly questions, and then I am vexed at
doing it. 1 know onc thing; that it's un unlucky house,
and as soon us to-morrow comes, I tauke mysell out of it. 1
could not stop.  Mr. Castone! owes me three months’ wages,
and if he suys T have no right to them, for leaving without
warning, why Le must keep them.  Hannal neither won't
stay, 1 lad hard worlk to make Ler remain for the funer-
al,

¢You saw them all after death:  Jlow did they look ?

<1 saw them all and noticed nothing extraordinary.  But
Mr. Castonel had the coffing serewed down quickly.

¢ Hus any thing cver happened to excite your suspicions

¢ L cannot say it has, Though one chreumstance has been
much i my mind the fast lew days. The evening of the
death of the first Mrs. Castonel, 1 and Hannah were seated in
the kitchen, when we heard @ moise in the laboratory. I
went to see, and there was Mr. Castonel, who mnst have stol-
¢n down stairs und gone in without noise.  He had let fall
one of the little drawers, and I saw o phinl and a paper or
two ou the floor,  He was in a ferce rage with me for look-
ing in.  Bot the curions part is, that he hed always pissed
ofl’ that drawer for a dvmy drawer,

Mr- Chavasse did not speuk.  He listened eagerly.

¢ And on the night of your poor daughter's death, sir, he
had got that same drawer out again. Jolm went in, and
saw him with it, and Mr. Castonel—to use the Iad’s words
—howled at him and chivied him, beck again. ¢ Whata
odd thing it is, Mus, Mufly said he to me, that samne evening,
‘that I should always have took that drawer for o sham ¥

¢ Did you notice him at the drawer when his sceond wife
died, poor Ellen Leicester P

¢No. DButhe may have gone to it cvery day of his life,
without my sccing him  The eavious point is that he should
have been seen at it on these two particular nights, and by
neither ofus atany otheo time. Ob, sir! whether it has
Leen bad luck, or whether it has Leen any thing worse, what
a mercey if this man had never come near Ebury

‘1t would have been a mercy, echoed poor Mr. Cha~
vasse.

She had drunk

CHAPTER XXVI,

THE MYBTERIOUS STRANGEKR UNDERTAKES TO EXCIVE sospiclon
STILL FURTIIER.

Theve was a visitor at Mr. Hardwick's house, and the two
had been in carnest confercuce for some  time. The
stranger—Mr. Smith, or whatever his nwme might be, had
heen arguing his point with sonie carnestness. '

¢You make out that portion of the case very well, said the
squire; ¢but it is all suspicion after all. There i’s a possi-
Dbility that Mr. Castonel might have changed the powders |
but there is not cuough evidence to proceed on.  Mrs. Vau-
ghan is a very prejudiced old womun, and sces things in the
light of her hate. © Understand sne that T would be willing
cnough, as & magistrate  {o attendto this, but were T to be
too forward, and nothing come of it, Mr, Castonel would
make e sufier.  There is no appurent motive for such an
act on his part.:

¢'There is a motive, and a strong one, with an utterly nn-
principled man. 1 wormed this out of the old dame, He
was the father of the child. o

“T'hat would show less molive, or none, for its destruction
unless you make him out a perfect fiend.)

¢ But suppose he mude w conditional promise that he
would marry the mother; when he was o widower, if Uhe
child were then alive.? !

¢Did he make such o prowise P

¢ Mrs. Vaughan will swenr that she overheard him.?

Just then Mr. Chavasse was unnounced.  He took no note
of the stranger, 80 great was his excitement.

¢ L tell you, Squire Hardwick, snid he, ¢I must have an
inquest : my poor child’s Lody shall be exmmined. I will
know whether she has been poisoued or not.  If there has
Leen foul play, he shall sufier for it. They shall all be
taken up—all—all?

¢ And Mary Shipley’s haby too,’ said the stranger,

tAnd that too, I don't know you, sir but 1 thank You
or the suggestion. I should like to know wbout this Cas-
toucl—who ke was originally—whete he came from, No

.

onc knows, Maybe he has no right to the name.’

¢ You are mistaken there, said the other ; ¢he has aright
to the nume.’

¢ Poasibly ; but that woman at Beech Lodge could toll. A
cousin—a pretty cousin she,  Ifsiny opinion that she's no-
thing morce nor Jess than—'

¢ Stop, siry thundered the other, angrily, withont remem-
Dering that hie was not in his own house, ¢TI will not suffer
you to say amy thing against that lady.’

Mr. Chavasse Jookedastonished.

¢ 1 assure you, continued the stranger, resuming his ordi-
nary tone, ¢ that there has heen, and could be no intercourse
Detween that lady und &'r. Castonel, other than proper. I
could satisfy you of that by four words; but I shall wot
do so now. You will know all some time, and in the mean
while you may take my word for it.  No mun shatl impugn
thut lady's conduct or character in my presence with im-
punity.

¢ Why, that is what Mr. Castonel himself suid to poor Mr.
Winuinton,’ said Chavasse.

¢Didhe 7 So much the better for him,
do 50

¢ Duty.

1 snid—duty. Rest casy, all will be explaincd before
long. Have your inquest—your examination—I was en-
denvoring to persuade My- Hardwick to the step when you
cime in,  But be wants an allidavit of probable enuse.’

¢ I'11 make one, then, replied Chavasse.

¢ Bnppose we have an informal inquiry first,’ suggested the
coutions magistrute, ‘Let us have the partics who can
theow any light on it, aud examine what they have to say
cavelully, before we commit ourselves.  Feeling should not
have its way in @ matter like this, which is too serious to go
at, except with cooluess and caution.

¢Your danghter has not been murdered, observed Mr.
Chavasse, bitterly,

¢ Very true,’ veplied the magistrate, calinly. ¢ But we have
no evidence yet that yours has been.  Come, now, don't in-
terrupt, but hear me out.  There is a serics of remarkable
lagts, that in conncetion are suspicions—the point to deter-
mine is, whether they are enough to act as o defence in case
we fail, and arve prosceuted for false arrest,

¢ T would spend every shilling I have in the world to get
justice done on the murderer of my daughter.

¢ Granted; but not to merely dind that you conld prove
no murder at all.  Besides, as you said jnst now, Thave had
no danghter murdered, which is no evidence that I do not
sympathize with you, but cxplains why I go to work with
more deliberstion.  Lhere is one grent obstacle as yet,!

¢ Ohstacle 7

“Yes. I was spoeaking of it to this gentleman before you
came in, It is the apparent absence of any motive for such
wholesale slanghter!

¢ Motive l—=why—ahundant.

¢ Very good—what is it ?

¢ Mr, Chavasse was silent for a minute or more, and then
ho broke out vehemently—

¢1Ie bas poisoned then—there is no doubt of it.?

¢ I'fear so, said Mr. Hardwick, ¢ but still there is no im-
pelling reasou. We mny get nclue to it by o little manage-
ment.

‘dManagement? burst forth Mr, Chavasse, again, ‘I am
sick of management.  All 1 wantis a straightforwavd. thor-
ough, square investigation,  Let us get {o the bottom of the
business by a divect mode.  1f he didn’t muarder my daught-
er, et him show his innoecence.?

* Softly,” auswered the magistrate, almost provoeked into a
siile, ¢ you forget that it is not the wule of English luw to
ask a man to proac his innocence ; though an English pub.
lic may do such a thing. His innocence is presumed until
we show something to the contrary.!

¢ Oly, I know ull that—that's of course ; but I mean lct us
gout it at once in a direct way.  Let him Le committed to
awiit an investization.!

¢ He must be arrested fivst, and it requires an exiunination
belore he ean be commiltted, and suficient prima facie evi-
denee, backed by an atfidavit, for even a wurant.

‘Did you never hear of mwders being done without any
apparent motive 7' asked the stranger,

¢Certainly, butif no motive at all be shown, it may lead to
his escape. - Look at it. Hc had nothing jto gain by the

5. ’

It was his duty to

death of his wives,

¢ Yes, but his first two were in the way of his marrying
Frances, where he might gain somecthing,’ suggested ™ M,
Chavasse,

“ Which tells against the theory of his having poisoned
your daughter, returned the other. ¢ His hope of money
through her was in her swmeviving you,  So far as self-intor-
cst went, it was in favor of his guarding her life with jeulous
care,

¢ It scems to me you are arguing his case for him,’ said
Mr.Chiavasse, moodily,

tTrust me,) returned the magistrate, ¢ that the barrister
who defends him would put itin a stronger way, It is clear
that the motive was not interest.!

$It might have been hate, interposed the stranger.

¢ Possibly ; but what is the evidence of its existence ?
There were no quarrels between him and his wives. In
your danghter’s ease, you told me once yourself, that he la-
vished on hier every thing that the tenderest husband could,
und more than yon would, were you in his place.  So far as
you know, or the public know, their relutions were of the
most aflectionate kind,  Even the sharp-sighted Mrs, Maft
knows of no difticulty between the two.  So you sce there is
no ground for that motive to stand on.?

‘Suppose he lad no motive, but just sheer dowmright, de-
sire to kill them.

1t would be hard to put that ides before a court. A smart
Larrister would make it acquit his client, if the facts were
doubtful.’

‘Butif we can show that they did tako poison—ihat the
poison could have been given by no one but hin—if we can
bring up the haby-case where there was a motive? interpos-
ed the stranger, what then ?

1 fear you wonld only build up a basis on which a smart
counsel would rear a very pretty fabric of insanity,  The
days of Blue Beard are past. Men are not supposed to poi-
son three young and handsome wives in suecession, without
apparent cause, and in the Just instance against their ows:
interest,’

‘What do you propose to do—dismiss ‘the case when it
comes hefore you oflivially ¥ queried the stranger,

¢ No! the circumstances are such as to givc; rise to grave
suspicions, suflicient to junt}fy me, pcrlu.tps, in acti.ng us o
magistrate. 1f a coroner’s jury should find a verdict, as it
prebably would, the commitment would incvitably follow,
Bub I am anxions that if he be, guilty—'

¢If1 He is guilty ¥ exclaimed Mr. Chavasse,

¢ Admit that I Lelicve it so—that we are all three here
sutisfied of his guilt, it will not weaken the the case against
him, if we sift all the evidence curefully.  You know what
grounds yon huve to go on, in the first place ; and then yon
may get & clue to the motive, which will make it surer.?

CWe have heard the witheses already. . .

¢No—only a portion, and then in o discursive way, I
propose that we sliall get Mr. Tuck before us)

¢ Aud Mr. Rice ? . . .

¢Probably ; but we will get llttvlc'out of him, unless ina
court, or before the coroner,  He is in Mr, Castonel’s cmploy
and knowing the examination to he extra-magistedial, would
probably have nothing to suy., What we get must be vol-
untary. Mr. Tuck is not of the sume nuture, and wo may
glean o deal from him. I thought of the tiger, but he is
rather sharp, and may not be managed, .

¢ Leave him to me,’ suid the stranger, with aslight chuckle
of confidence. ‘He is a mercenary young cur. and [ can
squeeze him as dry as a sponge. When I have done with
him you will find litile more to extract.’ . .

¢ You may get too much,’ rejoined Mr. Hardwick, drily.

¢ Never fear for that. :

+ T mean that it may not be relinble)

¢ understand you; but I can sift the wheat from his
chafl, without arguing very much shrewdness on my part.
I have had occasion to do 1t once o twice liefore.

¢I rely morce upon John and Hannah's cvidence, thaneven
Mrs. Mufls,” continucd the magistrate. ¢ Hannah is talk-
ative, and therefore inquisitive ; though Mrs. Muftis pru-
dent, and likely to have rebuffed her, shie has no doubt glean-
ed a good deal, and many matters not likely to have im-
pressed her, which will come out, may guide us.

¢Hannah was lady's maid 7" inquired the stranger.,

¢ No—in the kitchon ; but don’t you know that the kit-
clien knows most of the pmlor?  All people are at the
mercey of their servants, in the matter of scerets, and the
lower you get down the ladder the more is picked up.  What
does not astonish your valet makes your seutlion ponder,

There was some foree in this last observation of Mr. Hard-
wick, and it scemed to strike the other two.  Atleast it was
not contested.

¢1 think, continued the mugistrate, ¢ that by the time wo
have sitted what is at hand, some indicutions of further evi-
dence may appear.!

¢And when do you propose to have the examination ?* ask-
ed Mr. Chavasse,

¢ As soon as possible.  ‘Lo-morrow, at farthest.

¢TI should like to be present, said the stranger.

¢ Ther: is no reason why you should not. I will have
them summoned here quietty—Mrs. Mutl, Hanunab, John,
Mr. Puck, Dame Voughen, and Mary Shipley—in tact, all
of those who probably know anything before us, and sound
the depth of the evidence,”

¢ Very well—bnt it shall not vest, any way.

The stranger, promising to be present at the proposed in-
quiry, was about to leave the house, Mr, Chavasse stopped
him.

¢ Did you know that man before he cume to Ebury ¥

‘Yes)

¢ Was he—was he respectable 7

¢ He was so considered. |

¢Is Castonel really his name 7

It is, I mever kuew him by any other name.
stranger left,  Mr. Hardwick turnced to his friend,

¢What do you mean Chavasse, by harping on the nune of
Castonel ?

¢Mr. Hardwick, I always thought that Castonel’s features
were familiar, and I think I can place them. Do you re-
member when you and I were boys—any father wys an at-
torney cmployed by yours, iu all his business ?

‘Yes!

‘You remember a kind of half-tiger, balf-page in your
father's service, by the name of George Briggs ¢

¢Yes—he left, or was turned ol for something, I havea
remembrance of hearing some one—my father or some one
clse say, that he was connected with a good family, by the
mother’s side.

‘Well, he fell in love with Mrs. Leicester—she wasn't
Mrs, Leicester then, you know, but cugaged—and between
u3 all we budgered him almost to death, poor fellow ; I bee
lieve we drove him away among us—Winninton and I pare
ticularly.

¢More shame to yonall, Well?

¢ Castonel has his face—that is, as I would think it to bo
grown older.

¢ Nonscnse, Chavasse! Castonel I have seen and spoken
with too often—he has attended here professionally. 1o
i;s a ’gcntlcm:m inmanner, and I should judge one by breed-
ing.

¢True,’ replicd Chavasse, * Lut they ealled this Loy, ¢ Gen-
zlcman George.! He was noted for manners above his sta-

ion.’
l ¢ What does it matter, after all 7 Suppose it were so, what
then ?

¢ Nothing ; but it is strange.

$0D, you will see a thousand such resemblances. Itis
scurcely possible that this man can be ‘ Gentleman George.!

¢ What of him ?" asked Ailsa, who came in with his wife,
on a visit to the Hall, and overheard the last word as he
cntered.

¢ We were talking of him, sald Havdwick.
what became ofthe ellow.

¢I did hear,’ replied Ailsa, ¢a few yeurs since. His moth-
cr's uncle adopted and cducated him, und left him a few
thousand pounds, on condition of changing his name. He
was bred to medicine!

¢ Go on, suid Chavusse. * What beenme of him then ?

¢ e van away with the danghter of the Duke of Carberry,
whom he got acquainted with somchow, and though the
Dulke never recognized him, cut quite a figure in London?

¢ And bis nome ?

¢ 1 never had curiosity enough to ask.’ .

¢ Castonel and George Briggs are one and the same, as
sure as youare all there,) snid Chavasse, ¢Don't ;you re-
member his faee ? . :

¢ I never s bimy' answered Ailsa.

The

¢I wonder



