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“«Why not?” he asked, suddenly changing
his tone and speaking sharply.

I dare say it will seem ridiculous to some
people—but it is reaily true that he shook my
resolution to go to Major Fitz-David when he
put his arm round me. Even a mere passing
caress, from him, stole away my heart, and sofi~
ly tempted me to yicld. But the ominous aiter-
ation in bis tone made another woman of me.
I felt once more, and felt more strongly than
ever, that, in my oritical position, it was useless
t‘.)ouand still, and worse than useless to draw

ack.

«] am sorry to disappoint you,”” I answered,
« It 1s impossible for me, as I told you at Rams-
gate, to be ready to sail at a mement's notice.
I want time.”

4 What for?”

N. t only his tone, but his look, when he put
that second question, jarred on every nerve in
me. He rouselin my mind—I can’t tell how
or why—an angry sense of the indignity that he
had put upon his wife in marrying her under a
false name. Fearing that I should answer rash-
ly, that I should say something which my better
sense might regret, if I spoke at that moment,
I said nothing. Women alone can estimate
what it cost me to be silent. And men alone
can understand how irritating my silence must
have been to my husband.

¢ You want time ?"" he repeated. ¢ I ask you
again—what for?"

My seif-control, pushed to its extremest
Himits, failed me. The rash reply flew out of
my lips, like a bird set free from a cage.

«1 want time,” I said, *to accustom myself
to my right name.”

. He suddenly stepped up to me with a dark
ook.

¢« What do you mean by your ‘right name’?”

s Surely you kuoow,” I answered. ¢ I once
thought I was Mrs, Woodville. I have now
discovered that I am Mrs. Macallan.”

He started back at the sound of his own
name a8 if I had struck him; he started back
and turned so deadly pale that I feared he was
goiug to drop at my feet in a swoon. Oh, my
tongue ! my ongue! Why had I not controtled
my miserable mischievous woman’s tongue ?

« I didn't mean to alarm you, Eustace,” Isald.
« I spoke at random. Pray forgive me.”

He waved his band impatiently, as if my pen-
itent words were tangibie things—rufiling, wor-
rying things, like flies in summer—which he
was putting away fiom him.

s What else have you discovered ?* he ask-
ed, in low stern tones.

« Nothing, Eustace.”

s« Nothing?’ He paused as he repeated the
word, and passed his hand over his forehead in
a weary way. ¢ Nothing, of course,” he re-
sumed, speaking 1o himself, ¢ or she would not
be here.” He paused once more, and looked at
me searchingly. ¢« Don’t say agaln what you
sald just now,” he went on. ¢ For your own
sake, Valeria, as well as for mine.” He dropped
into the nearest chair, and said no more.

I certainly heard the warning ; but the only
words which really pr d an impression on
my mind were the words preceding it, which
he bad spoken to himself. He had sald: —
¢ Nothing of course, or she would not be here.”
IfI bad found out some other truth besides the
truth about the name, would it have prevented
me from ever returning to my husband ? Was
that what he meant ? Did the sort of discovery

that he ocontemplated, mean something &o |

dreadful that it would have parted us at once
and for ever ? I stood by his chair in silence ;
and tried to ind the auswer to those terrible
questions in his face. It used to speak (0 me
80 eloguently when it spoke of his love. It told
me nothing now.

He sat for some time without looking at me,
lost in his own thoughts. Then he rose on a
sudden, and took his bat.

« The friend wuo ient me the yaoht. is 1o
town,” he said. «I suppose I had better see
him,and say our plans are changed.” He tore
up the telegram with an air of sullen resigna-
tion as be spoke. ¢« You are evidently deter.
mined not to go to sea with me,” he resumed.
« We bave better giveit up. I don’t see what
else i8 to be done. Doyou?”

His tone was almosi a tone of contempt. I
was too depressed about myself, 100 alarmed
about him, to resent it,

« Decide a8 you think best, Eustace,” I said
sadly. ¢ Every way, the prospect seems & hope-
less one. As long as I am shut out from
your confldence, it matters little whether
we live on land or at sea—we cannot live hap-
pily.”

« If you oould control your ouriosity,’”’ he
answered sternly, ¢ we might live bhappily
enough. I thought I had married a woman
who was superiorto the vulgar fallings of her
sex. A good wife should know better than to
pry intd affairs of her husband’s with which she
has no concern.”

Surely it was hard to bear this? However,
I bore it.

« Is it no concern of mine " 1 asked gently,
¢« when I find that my husband has not mar.
ried mue under his family name ? Is it no con-
cern of mine when I hear your mother eay, in
80 many words, that she pities your wife ? It
is hard, Eustace, to accuse me of curiosity, be-
cause I cannot aecept the unendurable position
in which you have pluiced me. Your cruel
silence is a blight on my happiness, and a threat
to mny fature. Your oruel silence is estranging
us from each other, at the beginning of our
married life. And you biame me for feeling
this? You teli me I amn prying into affairs
which are your’s only? They are not your's
only: I bave my interest inthem too. Ob,
my darling, why do you trifie with our love
aud confidence in each other? Why do you
keep me in the dark ? "

He anawered with & stern and pitiless bre.
vity.
¢ For your own good,”

I turned away from him in silence.
treating me like a child.

He followed me. Puiting one hand heavily
on my shoulder, he forced me to face him at
once.

« Listen to this,”” he said. ¢ What I am now
golng to say to you, I say for the first, and last
time. Valeria !if you ever discover what I am
now keeping from your knowledge, from that
moment you live a life of torture; your tran.
quillity is gone. Your days will be days of
terror; your nights will be full of horrid dreams
through no fanlt of mine, mind! throigh no
fault of mine ! Every day of your life, you will
feel some new distrust, some growing fear of
me, and you wiil be doing me the vilest injus-
tice all the time. On my falth as a Christian,
on my hononr as & man, if you stir a step
farther in this matter, there 1s an end of your
happiness for the rest of your life! Think ser-
jousty of what I have. sald to you; you will
have time to reflect. I am going. to tell my
frier.d that our plans for the Mediterranean are
given up. I shall not be baek before the even-
ing.” He sighed, and looked at me with unut-
terable sadness, « I love you, Valeria,” he said.
« In spite of all that has passed, as God is my
witness, I love you more dearly than ever.”

80 he spoke. 8o he left me.

I must write the truth about myself, how-
ever strange it may appear, I don't pretend to
be able to analyse my own motives; I don't
pretend even to guess how other women might
bhave acted in my place. It is true of me, that
my husband’s terrible warning—all the more
terrible in its mystery and its vagueness—pro-
duced no deterrent effect on my mind : it only
stimulated my resolution to discover what he
was hiding from me. He had not been gone
two minutes before I rang the bell, and ordered
the carriage to take me to Major Fitz-David’s
house in Vivian Place.

Walking to an i fro while 1 was walting—I
was in such a fuver of excitement that it was
impossible for me to sit stili—I accidentally
caught sight of myself in the glass.

My own face startled me : it looked so hag-
gard and so wild. Could I present myself to a
strauvger, could I hope t» produce the necessary
impression in my favour, looking as I looked
at that moment? Forall I knew to the con-
trary, my whole future might depend upon the
effect which I produced on Major Fitz-David at
first sight. I raig the bell again, and senta
message to one of the chambermalds to follow
me to my room.

I had no maid of my own with me: the
stewardess of the yacht would haveacted as my
attendant, if we had held to our first arrange-
ment. Jt mattered Httle, 80 long as I had a
woman to help me. The chambermaid ap
peared. I can give no better idea of the disord-
ered and desperate condition of my mind at
that time, than by ewning that I actually cor-
sulted this perfect stranger om the question of
my personal appearance, She was a middle-
aged woman, with a large experlence of the
world and its wickedness written legibly on her
manner and on her face. I put mone/ into
the woman's hand, enough of it to surprise her.
She thanked me with a oynical smile, evident-
ly plscing her own evil interpretation on my
motive for bribing her,

« What can I do for you,
asked In a confidential whisper. ¢ Don’t speak
loud ! There is somebody in the next room.”

« I want to look my best,” I sald; “and I
have sent for you to help me.”

+] understand, ma'am.”

She nodded her bhead significantly, and
whispered to me again.

s« Lord bless you, I'm used to this! ” she said.
« There is a gentleman in the oase., Don't
mind me, ma’am. Ivs a way I have. I mean
no harm.” 8She stopped aud looked at me oriti-
cally. ¢ 1 wouldn’t change my dress, if [ were
you,” she went on. ¢ The colour becomes
you.”

It was too late to resent the woman's imper-
tinence. There was no help for it baut to make
use of her. Besides, she was right about the
dress. It was of a delicate maize colour, prettily
t{rimmed with luce. Icould wear nothing which
suited me better. My bair, however, stood in
need of some skilled attention. The chamber-
maid re-arranged it, with a ready hand which
showed that she was no beginner in the art of
dressing bair. She lald down the combs and
brushes, and looked at me—then looked at the
tollette table, searching for something which
she apparently failed to finc.

« Where do you keep it ?”" she asked.

« What do you mean 7"

« Look at your complexion, ma'am. You
will frighten him if he sees you !ike that. A
touch of colour you must have. Where do you
keep it ? What ! you haven’t got it ? you never
use it ? Dear, dear, dear me!”

For a moment, surprise fairly deprived her
of ber self-possession ! Recovering herself, sbe
begged permission to leave me for a minute.
I let her go, knowing what ber errand was.
She came back with a box of paints and pow-
ders ; and 1 said nothing 1o check her. 1 saw,
in the glass, my skin take a false fairness, my
cheeks a false colour, my eyes a false bright-
ness—and I never shrank from it. No! I let
the odious deceit go on; I even admired the
extraordinary delicacy and dexterity with
which it was all done. ¢ Anything” (I thought
to myself, in the madness of that miserable
time), ¢80 long asit belps me to win the
Major’s confidence! Aunything so long as I
discover what those last words of mny husband’s
really mean!”

Tune transformation of my face was accom.
plished. The chambermaid pointed with her
wicked forefinger in the direction of the giass.

« Bear in mind, ma’am, what you looked
like when you sent for me,” she said. * And
Just see for yourseif how you look now. You're
the prettiest woman (of your style) in London.
Ab, what a thing pearl powder is, when one
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I find it impnssible to deseribe my sennuons
while the oarriage was taking me to Masajor
Fitz-David’s bouse. 1 doubt, indeed, 1if I really
felt or thought at all, in the true sense of those
words.

From the moment when I had resigned my-
self into the hands of the chambermaid, I
seemed in some strange way to have lost my
ordinary identity, to have stepped out of my
own character. At other times, my temper-
ament was of the nervous and anxious sort,
and my tendency was to exaggerate any diffi-
culties that might place themseives in my way.
Atother times, having before me the prospeot
ot a criticatinterview with a stranger, I should
have considered with myself what it might be
wise to pass over, and what it might be wise to
say. Now, I never gave iny coming interview
with the Major a thought ; I felt an unreasoning
confldence in myself, and & blind faith in him.
Now, neither the past nor the future troubled
me; I lived unreflectingly in the present. I
looked at the shops as we drove by them, and
at the other carriages as they passed mine. I
noticed—yes! and enjoyed—the giances of ad-
miration which chance foot-passengers on the
pavement cast oun me. I said to myself, ¢ This
looks well for my prospect of makimg a friend
of the Major ! ” When we drew up at the door
in Vivian Piace, it is no exaggeration Lo say
that I had but one anxlety, anxiety to find the
Major at home.

The door was opened by a servant out of
livery, an old man who looked a8 if he might
bave been a soldier in his earlier days. He
eyed me with a grave attention, which relaxed
little by little into sly approval. I asked for
Major Fitz-David. The answer was not al-
together encouraging : the man was not sure
whether his masier was at home or not.

I gave him my card. My oards, being part
of my wedding outtit, necessarity had the false
name printed on them, Mrs. Eustace Woodville.
The servant showed me into a front room on
the ground floor, and disappeared with my card
in his hand.

Looking about me, I noticed a door in the
wall opposits the window, communioating with
some inner room. The door was not of the
ordinary kind. It fitted into the thickness of
the partition wall, and worked Iin grooves.
Looking a little nearer, I saw that it had not
been pulledout so as completely to close the
doorway. Ouonly the merest chink was left;
but it was enough to convey to my ears all

. that passed in the next room.

« What did you say, Oliver, when she asked
for me ? ” inquired a man’s voice, pitched cau-
tlously in alow Key.

« I said 1 was not sure you were at home,
sir,” answered the voice of the servant who
bhad let me in.

There was a pause. The first speaker was
evidently Major Filtz-David himself. I waited
to hear more.

«] think I had better not see her, Oliver,”
the Major's volce resumed.

« Very good, sir.”

«Say I bave gone out, and you don’t know
wheu I shall be back again. Beg the lady to
write, if she has any business with me.”

s Yes, sir.”

« Stop, Oliver.”

Oliver stopped. There was anotherand longer
pause. Then the master resumed the examin-
alion of the man.

« I8 she young, Oliver ? »

« Yes, sir.”

« And—pretty 7"

«« Better than pretty, sir, to my thinking.” 3§

“Aye? aye? What you call afine woman—
eh, Oiiver?”

« Certainly, sir.”

« Tall t”

« Nearly as tall as I am, Major.”

« Aye? aye? aye? A good figure?”

ss As slim as a sapling, sir, and as upright as
a dart.”

« On second thoughts I am at home, Ollver.
Show her in ] show her in !

So far, one thing at least seemed to be clear.
I had done well in sending for the chamber-
maii. What would Oliver's report of me have
been, if 1 had presented myseif to him with
colourless cheek and my ill-dressed hair ?

The servant re-appeared; and conducted me
to the inner room. Major Fitz-David advenced
to welcome me. What was the Major like ?

Well—he was like a well-preserved old gen.
tleman of (say) sixiy years old ; little and lean,
and chiefly remarkable by the extraordinary
length of his nose. After this feature, I noticed,
next, his beautiful brown wig; his sparkling
little grey eyes; his rosy complexion ; bis short
military whisker, dyed to matech his wig; his
white teeth and his winning smile; his smart
blue frock-coat, with a camelia in the button-
hole ; and his splendid ring—a ruby, flashing
on his little finger as he courteously signed to
me to take a chair.

s« Dear Mrs. Woodville, how very kind of you
this is ! I have been longing to have the hap-
piness of knowing you. Eustace is an old friend
of mine. Igcongratuiated him when I heard of
his marriage. May I make a confession ¢ — I
envy him now I have seen his wife.”

The future of my life wa>, perbaps, in the
man’'s hands. I studied him attentively ; I tried
to read his character in his face.

The Mujor’s sparkling little grey eyes softened
as they looked at me; the Major's strong and
sturdy voice dropped to its lowest and tender-
est tones when he spoke to me; the Major's
mauner expressed, from the moment when I
entered the room, & happy mixture of admira-
tion and respect. He drew his chair close to

mine, as if it was a privilege to be near me.
He took my hand, and lifted my glove to his
Hps, as if that glove was the most delicious
luxury the world could produce. * Dear Mrs.

=»

\MsJor.

‘Woodville,” he said as he softly laid my hand
back on my lap, ¢ bear with an old fellow who
worships your enchanting sex. You really
brighten this dull house. It is such a pleasure
to see you ! ”

There was no need for the old gentleman to
make his little confession. Women, children,
and dogs proverbially know by iustinct who the
people are who really like them. The women
had a warm friend—perhayps, at one time, a
dangerous warm friend—in Major Fitz-David.

I knew ag much of him as that, before 1 had
settled myseif in my chalr and opened my
lips to answer him.

«Thank you, Major, for your kind recep-
tion and your pretty compliment,” I sald;
matching my host’s easy tone as closely a8 the
necessary restraints on my side would permit.
« You have made your confession. May I make
mine ?”

Major Fitz-David lifted my hand again from
my lap, and drew his chair as close as possible
to mine. I looked at bim gravely, and tried
to release my hand. Major Fitz-David declined
to let go of it, and proceeded to tell me why.

« I have just heard you speak for the first
time,” hesald. « I am under the charm of
your voice. Dear Mrs. Woodville, bear withan
old fellow who is under the charm ! Don’t
grudge me my innocent little pleasures. Lend
me—I wish I could say give me—this pretty
hand. 1am such an admirer of pretty hands;
I can listen 8o much better with a pretty hand
in mine, The ladies induige my weakness,
Please indulge me too. Yes ? And what were
you going tosay ?”

s | was going to say, Major, that I felt parti-
cularly seusible of your kind wel!come, because,
as it happeans, I have a favour to ask of you.”

1 was consclous, while I spoke, that I was
approaching the object of my visit a little too
abruptly. But Major Fitz-David’s admiration
rose from one climax to another with such
alarming rapidity, that I felt the importance of
administering a practical check to it. I trusted
10 those ominous words, ¢ a favour to ask of
you,” to administer the check—and I did nnt
trust in vain. My agel admirer gently dropped
my band, and (with all possible politeness)
changed the subject.

« The favour 18 granted, of cour<e! he
said.” « And mow—tell me—how is our dear
Eustace?"”

« Anxious and out of 8 irits,” I answered.

s« Anxious and out of spirits !’’ repeated the
« The enviable man who is married to
you, anxious and out of spirits ! Monstrous !
Eustace fair'y disgusts me. I shall take him
off the list of my friends.”

« In that case, take me off the list with him,
Major. I am in wretched spirits too. You are
my husband’s old friend. I may acknowiedge
to you that our married life, is, just now, not
quite a happy one.”

Major Fitz-David lifted his eyebrows [dyed
to match his whiskers] in polite surprise.

« Already! ” he exclaimed. ¢« What can
Eustace be made of ? Has he no appreciation
of beauty and grace? Is he the most ingsensi-
ble of living beings "

« He i8 the best and dearest of men,” I
answered. & But there is somoe dreadful mys-
tery in his past life—"

I could get no further: Major Fitz-David de-
liberately stopped me. He did it with the
smoothest politeness, on the surface. But I
saw & look in his bright iittle eyes, which said
plainly, « If you will venture on delicate
ground, madam, don’t ask me to accompany
you.”

« My charming friend ! ” he exclaimed. “May
I call you my charming friend? You have—
among a thousand other delightful qualities
which I can see already-—a vivid imagination.
Don’t let it get the upper hand, Take an old
fellow’s advice; don’t let it get the upper hand !
What can I offer you, dear Mra. Woodville? A
cup of tea *”

¢ Call me by my right name, sir,” I answered
boldly. ¢« I have made a discovery. I know as
well as you do, that my name is Macallan.”

The Major sturted, and looked at me very at.
tentively. His manner became grave, his tone
changed completely, when he spoke next.

¢« May I ask,” he sald, ¢«if you have commu-
nicated to your husbaund the discovery which
you have just mentioned to me "

ss Certainly ! I answered, ¢ I cousider that
my husband owes me an explanation. 1 have
asked him to tell me what bis extraordinary
conduct means—and he hasrefused, in language
that frightens me. I have appealed to his
mother—and she has refused to explain, in lan-
guage that humiliates me. Dear Major Fitz-
David, I have no friends to take my part; I
have nobody to come to but you! Do me the
greatest of all favours—tell me why your friend
Eustace has married me under a false name !

« Do me the greatest ofall favours,’”’ answered
the Major, ¢« Don’t ask me to say a word about
i

He looked, in spite of his unsatisfactory reply
a8 if be really felt for me. I determioed to try
my utmost powers of persuasion ; I resolved
not to be beaten at the first repulse.

«1 must ask you,” Isaid. ¢« Think of my po-
sition. How can I live, knowing what I know,
—and knowing to mcre? I would rather hear
the most horrible thing you can tell me than be
condemned [a8 I am now] Lo perpetual misgiv-
ing and perpetual suspense. I love my husband
with all my beéart; but I cannot live with him
on these terms : the misery of it would drive
me mad. Iam only a woman, Major. I can
only throw myself on your kindness. Don’t—
pray, pray don’t keep me in the dark !”

I could say no more. In the reckless impulse
of the moment. I snatched up his hand and
raiged it to my lips. The gallant old gentleman
started as if I had given bim an electric
shock.

«My dear, dear lady!” he exclaimed, « I
ocan't tell you how 1 feel for you! You charm
me, you overwhelm me, you touch mse to the
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