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THRUTH.

Written for Truth,
A Reverle.
BY DR, MULVANY.

1ait dusk or {a it day

In your bower, luve, faraway 1
Day or dusk within your boweor,
1t {3 lovo's mout longed for hour,
L.ove that, freo or fettered, still
DBlds his timo nor wantshis will,

In that bower what should lovesce,
Were his flery wings but freo?
What intenscat joy or pait,

Could his heart kuotwy once agaln,
Might ons wild hour ofica fultlil
Lovo's unfettered utimost willl

Love, what eenso of sight or sound
Shoulfd that place of tryst surround 7
Only tho soft lamplitgtoom

Ot the world shut in gur room,

And your voico blest with the freo
Yar susurrus of tho ssa

In that hour, love, would you sharo
Lovo's reward, were love but thero 7
And nor gcorn nor ghrink to givo
Ali for which ho cares o live,

And bo his who comes to theo
Far-ablding hy thosca!

CUPIDITY AND CRIMEL

Cuarrer. XI1. (CoNTINUED.)

“What did you do then ¥

I shouted with all my might as soon
asl could get my voice back. All tho
servants camo in, and wo sent fora doc-
tor and her ladyshi

ug. The doctor came
at once, but her ladyship was not to be
found.”

John Hicks was followed by Celeste
Dubois, Lady do Gretton’s maid, a quick,
bright-oyed Frenahwoman, who, in a
very different fashion, told subatantially

the samd story of the over-night dispute|

and the morning horror.

“I went to call milady,’’ she cried, with
a dramatic uplifting of her hands, *‘to
break to her the sorrowful and dreadful
nows, sud sho was not thero ; sho had
fled, her bed unsleptin, her dress un-
touched, for sho would nat allow mo to
attend lher at night. Sho had gone, liko
a madwoman, out into the world.”

Mademoiselle Celeste’s ovidence pro-
duced a profound sensation, and left
littlo doubt in the minds of the listencrs
that the flight had not been the only
mad act laid to Nora de Gretton’s chargo
that night. Link by link the chain of
ovidenco convicting her was being forged
in her absence. 1twould bo hard indeed
to find a woak place in it presently.

Thedoctor, who wasnota little flustered
by the unusualimportance attaching to his
words, merely deposed that ho was called
between seven and cight a. m. to Clift
Cottaze, and found lord do Grotton,
who had been dead five or six hours. Ho
was stabbed nunder the left shoulder, and
the blow had penctrated tho heart. 1t
must have been dealt with onnsiderable
force, but—in answer to a timidly-put
chat.ion—notpcr}mps with moero strongth

han an sbnormally-cxcited woman could
comuaand. Tho weapen used was long,
kcen, and narrow ; thero was no traco of
such a weapon in thoroem. Mo was of
opinion that at tho moment the blow was
strack, or immedintely after, Lord de
Gretton had  inhaled chloroform, as a
aireng odor stilllingered in the reomand
about the dead man,

At this point of tho proceedings tho
Crroner theught it better to adjourn the
inquiry for the prduction «f further evi.
denee, and, if 1essible, for tho discuvery
of tho missing bride.

So matiers stond when, tor tho seonnd
timein threo days, Arthur Beaupre ar.
rived at Steke Vernen, and tock up his
quariers at the villago inn.  As yet his
namo had not appeared in tho caso; no
local detective, it seemed, had disoover.
od that thero had been 2 thind ersen
rreseat ot that mementsus beach movting
that hzd brought jarring disconl o
mar tho music of tha  huney-
men,  Ho felt that it would have
been wiser and better to keep away, but
a fatal fascinaticn drew him to tho apet
in which the death-hlew 8 his happiness
had heen dealt, and kept him chained
thero frvm heur to her, Yxrlp!m]_v wait-
ing frrthe news ba Linzed and yet dreads

od to hear—the news thab Nora was
found.

But tho nows lingored strangely. 1t
was casy onough to bring tho crimo home
to the unhappy maddonod girl, who by
her flight indeed had wmnadoe a virtual con-
fession of hor guilt ; but it was torribly
hard to find her, thongh tho keenest de-
tectives in England woro scon in search
of her and descriptive handbills appeared
on ovory wall.

It should have been so easy, such mero
clild’s play, to track tho maddened fugi-
tive, who must surely have borne about
hor somo traces of her torrible deed.
The detectives wore indignant  &'th and

ashamed of their own fuilure; the nuws-;

papers ironically congratulated themn on
cheir  customary display of porspicuity
and gkill ; but a failare it still remained,
oven after tho Coroner’s jury had return-
cd a verdict of “Wilful mnurder,” and the
Government had givon a fresh spur to
zeal by the offer of a large reward.

Pcrhn{rs tho verdict would have been
s little longer in coming, a little moro
hesitating in tone, but for the arrival of
3 new witness, whose clear straightfor-
ward evidence destroyed the last clement
of improbability in tho case, wtnd gavo a
strong reason for Lord de Gretton's dis-
pleasuro, a distinct mctive for Nora's
crime.

The newwitness was Cristine Singlcton
—the only member of Lody do Groetton's
family, it was explained, who was able to
give ovidence, Captain Bruce being par-
alyzed, and Ars. Bruco suffering, on the
testimony of a medical certificate, from
oxtromo weakness and nervous exhaus-
tion,

Cristino was always pale, but sho look-
cd whiter than overin the decp black
dress sho hed assumed for the occasion.
She stook quite calm and composed, con-
scious of tho intent and curious scrutiny
of which she was the object, but in no
way disturbed by it. Aany wero there
who know her, and, gucssing instinctive-
ly at tho jealousy that had embittered
her step-sister’s life, wondered that she
could so wecll control the remorseful
anguish of which no doubt she was the
E;oy. Remorse!  If he could but have

own what & tempest of passion surged
beneath that calm exterior, tho hardest
person present would have shrunk in hor-
ror from tho fair, delicate-looking girl so0
genuinely pitied now.  Anguish sho felt
indeed ; but it was for her own crushed
hopes and wounded pride; in her savage
exultation thero was nothing that savour-
ed of remorso.

Onco—how long ago i—when firat sho
learned how terribly date had helped her
};ﬂ:ms, how far vengeanco had outstripped

er thoughts, sho had fclt rcmorso in-
deed, and would at almost any sacrifico
have undone her cruel work. But Arthur
Beaupre s scorn had frezen tho better im.
pulse in tho moment of its birth and
wakened tho old resentless jealousy that
would handly slumber amain.

Clearly, coolly, and succinculy Miss
Singlet-n'sevidencs was given, and overy
wond tld with deadly effect sgainst the
absent Nom,

Laiy dv Gretion had never loved her
husband—it had been a marriage of con-
venicnco only.  Sho had been engaged
to a young man who was supposed tohavo
beenkilled in the Zulu war, and grief for
him had completely changed her nature.
Tho young man however was not dead,
and Lady de Gretton unhappily learned
the fact on her wodding.day.

A quick murmur of surprise, mingled
with pity, cd thrvigh tho roem ; tho
motve, hitherts a littls uncertain, was
prowing terribly cloags

Did sho loarn this fact hefero or after
tho wedding ceremuny 1

Cristine raised her clear eyes, and mel
the Coroner’s gaze fally, as shoanswered,
with moumnful decisicn—

““After, cortainly, or tho wedding weuld
never have taken place ; sho was deveutly
attached to Mr. Boaupre, and—-"

“Keep ta tho Teint, if you please,” the
Iawyer interpesed a littlo Iy, “*Are

I gave her Mr. Beauprs's lotttor with
1ny own hands, I know that Mr,
Beaupro followed her down horv, and that
Lord do Gretton found them togothor on
tho beach.”

Tho last words, as ovidencoe, woro
wholly inadmissable, of courso ; but they
told as nothing spoke. in that room had
told yot; and, looking at Arthur Beau.
pro’s ghastly faco—tho point on which her
oyes liad rested through the wholo speech
—~Cristine folt that her vengeanco was at
Inst complete.  For him to stand up and
speak tho words that would rob the girl
ho had loved so loyally of her last des-
perate hupe would bo a martydum in.
deed,

“Now he issorry ho flung hack my
penitenco and refused his pardon 1™ sho
thuught, with cruel oxultation. *“He
should have romoembered that Nora hud
someothing still tv lose, and what a woman
scorned could do. I wonder what he
thinks of me now I”

Tho speculation was a wasted one. She
had noplacein Arthur Beaupre'sthonghts,
which wero wholly absorbed in the task
beforo him.  Strong man as he was, ho
felt a sudden deadly faintness steal over
him, felt his cyes grow dim and misty,
and for a moument feared that he was
about to swoon. How should he speak of
Nora to these men, how tell the love and
terror that possessed him?  Why had he
not put tho width of tho carth betieen
him and tho possibility of such a cruel
task? Could ho cscapo cven now ? Alas,
no! Even as ho asked himsclf the ques-
tion, ho heard Cristino's clear cold voico
answering it and tho query addressed to
her simultaneously—

¢“Mr. Beaupre told me.
is now present.”

And tho slender black-gloved finger
pointed with vengeful purpose to the re-
mote corner in which Arthur sat. e
had no choice now but to perform the
ono duty Iaid upon him, to tell the story
which had served tu conviet the girl he
luoved 80 destly in his oyes, and which
must nceds, ho thought, tcll terribly
against her in those of others.

All eyes restod cagerly on the pale
handsomo face, all cars were atrained to
catch the low-toned words in which this,
tho hero; of the remance, told tho
painful story of his meeting with his
lost love.

Hoe had 'met Lady de Gretton by acci-
dent, aud knowing nothing of her mar-
riage. Lord do Gretton had interrupted
the meeting, and had naturally secmed
displeased that it should havo taken place.
Thero had been no quarrel—this with an
carnest cmphasis and ovidert sincenty.
They had parted with tho understanding
that the farowell was final.  Mr. Beaupro
had retorned at once to town, and enly
learncd that Lord do Gretten was dead
from tho evening nowspapers.

No one doubted the truth of the young
man’s story; all piticd tho pain with
which it wao vrung forth ; but none the
lcss did it do the work Cristine Singlcton
intcuded it to do and sweep tho last
shadow of doubt from tho jurers’

minds.

“Wilful murder!”  Tho verdicet, after
all, was bat tho echo of Arthur Beaupro's
own desperato thoughts,  Yet the wonly,
linked with Num's name, sceined ¢ him
the most homible profanation. Nerm,
his fair gentlo live, his innecent. be-
trothed, 2 munleress ! Thero was scme-
thing hideously unnatural in tho idea,
These men did not knuw her, they culd
not call to mind a thousand instances of
her patience, Iong-suffering, genrtlnness,
ashe oulill ;5 and yet tho therght atreck
him sharply as a knife-thrust that he o
had doubted—nn, net doubted—ovnvict-
¢d her—in his vwn mind.

Ho laughed aloud at tho thought—
laughed luder atill when ho saw that ns
immodiate neighbera in tho mwem first
stared at him in a half-shecked, lali-
scared fashion, then, with a remarkable
untaimity, made way for him o pass,
Ho pausad to thank them, wondering tho
while ina dasod and misty fashien why

31r. Beaupre

yousnre shodid koow itat allf”

his veico sonndal so far away and «dd,

and why tho wrong words came with such
singular pertinacity to his lips.

1o was faint—that waa it ; ho had not
caten or slopt for—haw many months and
yoars was 1t { He could nut sleep while
this suspense lasted,  I3ut now it was all
over—now that Nora was dead.

““They bave hung her, have they not ¢”
he inguired, with oxtremne courtesy, of a
man who stood beside him in the door-
way ; but somehow the tone, suave us it
was, mado the stranger Jump.

“You forget, sir,” ho began quickly s
but o look at Arthur Beaupro's faco
changed his purpose.  *“Take my arm,”
he sawd, with kindly haste.  *“*You ek
as though you would faint. ‘Chis has been
terribly hurd for you, but—-"

The sentenco died m a dismayed c¢jacu-
lation, for Arthur Beaupre, with a
smothered geonn, shipped suddenly to the
ground, and lay there ike a man struck
dead by a sudden blow,

CHAPTER XL

Arthur Beaupro closed his oyes upon a
summner world, and opened them con-
sclously upon a2 world whose bnghter
autumn tints wore fading fast.

The small stock of strength he Lad
brought home with him had been reck-
lessly expendced in those days of waiting
agony; and when tho reaction of the
strong cxtitement came, it came in the
shape of utter and completo collapse.

For six weeks ho lay between hfo and
death, parched by fever, and tortured by
fierce pan, but merafully spared the
supremo agony of suspense.,  When,
slowly and panfully, senso cumo back
and memory took upits tortunng task,
ho learncd that for the girl he had left in
such deadly pexdl there was nothmg more
te hopo or fear.

Very gently, very pitfully tho nows
was told him, for it was told by lus
mothers’ lips. Mrs. Beaupro summened
from her northren home by thie nows of
her son’'s sudden and dangerous lness,
had come, without loss of time and nursed
him night and day with true motherly
dovotion through the termble wecks and
months that followed, never losing heart,
ovon when hope scemed madness and tho
doctors gravely warned her that death
was hovering near.  The shadotw presence
could not kill tho fervent faith that com-
forted and upheld her.  What had been
would bo again, sho thought, as sho sat,
an crect and watchful figure, through the
long night hours, keen-oyed and eagerly
alert. Had not this her son been mven
back to her from tho dcad already, and
would the Power in whom sho trusted
with o firm unfaltenng fmth work but
half a miracle in her bekalf ?

Tho doctors shrugged thar shoulders
over tho old Scotchwoman's argument §
but sho was justified in her faath.  The
doctors sad her sen owed Ins hfe to her
nursing, and thought, and mtended ber
to say, that ho owed it to their skill.
But, though sho thanked them with tha
gracious sweetncss of a truo gentlewoman
and with a tender tremor mn her clear
voice, she still held ﬁrml{' to her faith
that Heaven had heard her prayes and
given back heraon.

He was himself but helf thankful fer
tho beon of lifo; it would have heen 80
casy to drift out with tho cbb tide «f lis
own weary weakness. It was cruclly hanl
to bear again tho Lunden and heat «f the
day. Lifo had lestall intcrest for him,

Ars. Beauproread the cager questiva
in tho hluo cyes that gleamed with o piti-
ful brightnessfrvma tho palo haggand face,
and answered it in her gentle womanly
fashirn bzfere her sin had timo te put it
into wends.

“My poer boy 17 She drew the het
headdnwnupon her shoulder, and smienth.
ed back tho seft short brvarn haic with
true mother-touches, tender and aaothing,
«Yum have been i1l 80 long, Arthar, that
—that thero i3 nothing terriblo &0 face
nr.w."

He misinterpreted tho wenle, and a
sudden herpor dilated and darkenad tho
bluo oyes.  Ho tricd to free himsolf fnan
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