
A LIFE IN'TERKST. 385
t
fortune

•I

id a year,

I moved a

:oo much
too little

ilties. II

otherwis*

e man ol

save youi

lie terrible

rs. There

marry."
an air of

^ trying to

nk of him

;

ih, Dick, it

nf sight so

ancy ; but

ed to show

ilderod to

ot knowing

mselves, as

on does not

.remble so,

)ur circum-

n US. Mr.
great lady.

brge, and we
n, my darl-

^ for I have

self and let

-ge them by
and will let

:•'•

While these two yonnc; hcjii ts comforted each other with nssur-

a/iccs of true and Kt'Htlf.ist love an inLurview of a very diff.ienk

des;cii|tl:Ion was passin:; bctwoon Cranston and his sonjly-atiic^Aen

wife. Ho had ascuitivined that Achvnd had not been to see her binco

they liad met, and kn<»win</ ilie statu of soppcnso in which she must
be, htt ajiplied, through Mr. Cross, for a lino of introduction to the
doctor. This Aclnnd sunt at once. A short and jifxrtial explana-
tion satisfied tlio dooior, and Cranston was left alouo with the
sufForer.

He stood by her for a moment in silonce, while her eyes were
fixed with dread and eagerness on his. Her fine fair hair was care-

fully arranged, but her cheeks were hollow, her lips bloodless, only
the eyes looked alivo, and they glowed with an intensity that
deepened their colour and made the rest of her face more ghastly,

her thin white hands' ay helplessly on tlio coverlet. The picture of

what she was fivo-and-twenty years ngo, when ho had pa<!sionately

loved the won)an he believed her to bo, came back vividly to his

memory. And all the misery of his awakening from the dream in

which for a while he had been hapi)y, even hate for her, had left

him. He could c»nly feel compassion, not untingud by contempt,
for the wreck before him.
The silence was first broken by her exclaiming in a hoarse forceful

whisper

:

" Blake ?

"

" Ho has fled," returned Cranston. *' He will never trouble you
again.

"

" And—my husband ?
"

" He knows all, and is struck down with grief and despair."
'* What about old Maynard ?

"

''He is dead."
" Dead ! " she uttered, the word with a cry of agony. " Dead I"

she repeated, striking her hands together. "Then you are a
woidthy man of largo estate, of uiportance, and I am a maimo.l and
ruined beggar—1 have lived in vain. Why do you let me live to be
a burden and a curse ?

"

" Hush, Judith, you may find a use in life yet."
" Ah ! had I been able to fulfil my wishes you shpuld have died;

then Dick would have had all and he would not have deserted hia

mother."
" Had I died Dick would not have inherited a sou. The property

would liave gone to the oldest Cranston living at the death of my
uncle—that would have been my cousin Hugh."
To this Mrs. Acland did not reply ; she tossed her head from side

to side and muttered almost incoherently :

^ Dick is the conqueror ; had I succeeded all would have been

lost 1 cruel 1 unfair !—not worse than others, only too heavily

weighted. Then she closed her eyoa, looking; like <ilQftth> Philip
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