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the year 1874, by WILKIE CQLLINS, in the Office of
the Minister of griculture, 1 :
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PART II.—-PARADISE REGAINED.

CHAPTER XXI.
I SEE MY WAY.

Let me own, then, to begin with, that I closed
the record of the Trial actually agreeing, in one
important particular, with the opinion of my
enemy and my husband’s enemy— the Lord
Advocate. He bad characterised the explana-
tion of Mrs. Eustace Macallan's death, offered
by the defence, as ¢ a clumsy subterfuge, in
which no reasonable being could discern the
smallest fragment of possibility.” Without
going so far as this, I, too, could see no reason
whatever in the evidence for. assuming that
the poor woman had taken an overdose of the
poison by mistake. I belleved that she had the
arsenic gecretly in her possession, and that she
had triéd, or intended to try, the use of it inter-
nally, for the purpose of improving her com-
piexion. But farther than this I could not ad-
vance. The more I thought of it, the more
plalnly justified the lawyers for the prosecution
seemed to me to be, in declaring that Mrs. Eus-
tace Macallan had died by the hand of a pot-
soner—although they were entirely and cer-
tainly mistaken in charging my husband with
the crime.

My husband being innocent, somebody else,
on my own showing, must be guilty. Who
among the persons inhabiting the house at the
time had poisoned Mrs, Eustace Macallan? My
suspicion, in answering that question, p-inted
straight to & woman, And the name of that
woman was Mrs. Beauly !

Yes; to that startling conclusion I had ar-
rived. It was, to my mind, the inevitable result
of reading the evidence.

Look back for a moment at the letter produced
in Court, aigned ¢ Helena,” and addressed to Mr.
Macallan. No reasonable person can doubt
(though the judges excused her from answering
the questicn) that Mrs. Beanly was the writer.
Very well. The letter offers, as 1 think, trust-
worthy evidence to show the state of the
woman's mind when she pald her visit to Glen-
inch.

‘Writing to Mr. Macallan at a time when she
was married to another man—a man to whom
she had engaged herself before she met with
Mr. Macallan—what does she say? She says,
« When I think of your life sacrificed to that
wretched woman, my heart bleeds for you.”
Add again, she rays, ¢ If it had been my un-
utterable happiness to love and cherish the best,
the dearest of men, what a paradise of our own
we might have lived in, what delicious hours we
might have known!”

If this is not the language of a woman shame-
lessly and furiously in love with a man—not
her husband-—what i8? She is so full of him,
that even her idea of another world (see the
letter) is the idea of ¢ embracing ” Mr. Macal-
lan’s ¢« soul,” In this condition of mind-and
morals the lady one day finds herself and her
embraces free, through the death of her hus-
band. As soon as she can decently visit she
goes visiting; and, in due course of time, she
becomes the guest of the man whom she adores.
His wife is 11l in her bed. The one vther visitor
at Gleninoch {8 a cripple, who can only move in
his chair on wheels, The lady has'the house
and the one beloved object in it all to herself.
No obstacle stands between her and ¢the un-
utterable happiness of loving and echerishing
the best, the dearest of men,” but a poor sick,
ugly wife, for whom Mr. Macallan never has
felt, and never can feel, the smanast. particle of
love,

Is it perfectly absurd to belleve that such a
woman as this, impelled by these motives and
surrounded by these circumstances, would be
capable of committing a erime, if the safe op-
portunity offered itself ?

‘What does her evidence say ? .

She admits that she had a conversation with
Mrs. Eustace Macallan, in which that lady
¢+« questioned her on the subjeet of cosmetioc ap-
plications to the complexion.” Did nothin.
else take place at that interview? Did Mrs.
Beanly make no discoveries—afterwards turned

" to fatal account—of the dangerous experiment

which her hostess was then trying to improve
her ugly complexion? All we know is, that Mrs.
Beauly said nothing about it.

‘What does the under-gardener say ¢

He heard a conversation between Mr. Mac-
allan and Mrs, Beauly, which shows the possi-
bility of Mrs. Beauly becoming Mrs. Eustace
Macallan had certainly presented itself to that
lady’s mind, and was certainly considered by
her to be too dangerous a topic of discourse to
be pursued. Innocent Mr. Macallan would have
gone on talking. Mrs. Beauly is discreet, and
stops him,

And what does the nurse—Christina Ormsay
—tell us?

On the day of Mrs. Eustace Macallan’s death
the nurse i8 dismissed trom attendance, and is
sent downstairs, She leaves the sick woman,
recovered from her first attack of illness, and
able to amuse herself with writing. The nurse
remains away for half an hour, and then gets
uneasy at not hearing the invalid’s bell. She

goes to the Morning Room to consult Mr. Muae- -
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allan, and there she hears that Mrs. Beauly is
is missing. Mr. Macallan doesn’t know where
she is, and asks Mr, Dexter if he has seen her.
Mr. Dexter has not set eyes on her. At what
time does the disappearance of Mrs. Beauly
take place? At the very time when Christina
Ormsay had left Mrs. Eustace Macallan alone
in her room !

Meanwhile the bell rings at last, rings vio-
lently. The nurse goes batk to the sick room
at five minutes to eleven, or thereabouts, and
finds that the bad symptoms of the morning
have returned in a gravely aggravated form.
A second dose of polson—larger than the dose
administered in the early morning—has been
given, during the absence of.the nurase, and, .ob-
serve, during the disappearance also of Mrs.
Beauly. The nurse, looking out into the corri-
dor for help, encounters Mrs. Beauly herself,
innocently on her way from her own room-—
Just up, we are to suppose, at eleven in the
morning !—to enquire after the sick woman. -

A little later, Mrs. Beauly accompanies Mr.
Macallan to visit the invalid. The dying woman
casts a strange look at both of them, and tells
them to leave her. Mr. Macallan understands
this as the fretful outbreak of a persouv in pain,
and waits in the room to tell the nurse that the
doctor s sent for. What does Mrs. Beauly do?
She runs out panic-stricken, the instant Mrs,
Bustace Macallan looks at he:. Even Mrs. Beauly,
it seems, has a conscience!

Is there nothing to justify suspicion in such
circumstances as these—circu - stances sworn
to, on the oaths of the witnesses ?

To me, the conclusion is plain. Mrs. Beauly’s
hand gave that seoond dose of poisop. Admit
this ; and the inference follows that she also
gave the first dose in the early morning. How
could she do it? Look again at the evidence.
The nurse admits that she was asleep, from
pust twe in the morning to six. She also speaks
of a locked door of communication with the sick
room, the key of which bad been removed, no-
body knew by whom. Some person must have
stolen that key. Why not Mrs. Beauly ?

One word more, and all that I had in my
mind at that time will be honestly revoaled.

Miserrimus Dexter, under cross-examination,
had indirectly admitted that ne had ideas of his
own on the subject of Mrs. Enstace Macallan’s
death. At the same time, he had spoken of
Mrs. Beauly in a tone which plainly betrayed
that he was no friend to that lady. Did he sus-
pect her, too? My chief motive in deciding to
ask his advice, before I applied to any one else,
was to find an opportunity of putiing that
question to him. If he really thought of her as
I did, my course was clear before me. The
next step to take would be carefully to conceal
my identity-~and then to present myself, in
the character of a harmless stravger, to Mrs.
Beauly.

There were dificulties of course in my way.
The first and greatest difficulty was to obtain aa
introduction to Miserrimus Dexter.

The composing influence of the fresh air in
the garden had, by this time, made me readier
to lile down and rest than to occupy my mind
in reflecting on my difficulties. Little by little,
I grew too drowsy to think—then too lazy to go
on walking, My bed looked wonderfully invit.

room.

vitation of the bed, and had said farewell to my
anxieties and my troubles, In five minutes
more, I was fast asleep. -

A discreetly gentle knock at my doer was
the first sound that roused me. I hesard the
voice of my good old Benjamin speaking
outaide.

¢« My dear! I am afraid you will be starved if
I let you sleep any longer. It is half past one
o’clock ; and a friend of your's has come to lunch
with us.”’ .

A friend of mine? What friends had I ? My
husband was far away; and my uncle Stark.
weather had given me up in despair.

«Who is it ?” I crled out from my bed, through
the door.

« Major Fitz-David,” Benjamin answered—by
the same medium.

I sprang out of bed. The very man I wanted
was walting to see me! Major Fitz-David, as
the phrase 18, knew everybody, Intimate with
my husband, he would certainly know my hus-
-band’s old friend—Miserrimus Pexter,

Shall I confess that I took particalar pains
with my tollet, and that I kept the luncheon
walting? The woman doesn’t live who would
have done otherwise—when she had a pa.rucular
favour to ask of Major Fitz-David.

OHAPTER XXIL

THE MAJOR MAKES DIFFICULTINS.

As I opened the dining-room door, the Major
hastened to meet me. He looked the brightest
aud the youngest of living elderly gentlemen—
with his smart blue frock coat, his winning
smile, his ruby ring, and his ready compliment.
It was quite cheering to meet tho modern Don
Juan once more.

«] dow't ask after your health,” sald the old
gentlemen; ‘‘your eyes answer me, my dear
lady, before 1 can put the question. At your
age n long sleep is the true beauuty-draught.
Plenty of bed—there i3 the simple secret of
keeping your good looks and living & long life—
plenty of bed!”

«1 have not been so long in my bed, Major,
as yon suppose. To tell the trath, [ have been
up «il night, reading.”

ing, as I paesed by the open wlndow of my-

In five minutes more I had accepted the ln."’

Major Fitz-David lifted his well-painted eye-
brows, in polite surprise.”

“What is the happy book whieh has inte-
rested you 80 deeply ?” he asked.

¢ The book,” I answered, “is the Trial of my
husband for the murder of his first wife.”

The Major’s smile vanished. He drew back a
step, with a look of dismay. "

«Don't mention that horrld beok !’ he ex-
claimed. ¢ Don’t speak of that dreadful subject !
What have beauty and grace to do with Trials,
Polsonings, Horrors? Why, my charming friend
profane your lips by talking of such things?

Why frighten away the Loves and the Graces

ETC.

. nience.

that lie hid in your smile?’ Humour and old :

and who asks nothing better thanto sun him-
self in your smile, Luncheon is ready. Let us
be cheerful. Let u+ laugh, and lunch.”

He led me to the table and filled my plate
and my glass, with the air of a man who consi-
dered himself to be engaged in one of the most
important occapations of his life. Bonjamin
kept the conversation going in the interval.

¢ Major Fitz-Dhvid brings you some news,
my dear,” he said. “ Your mother-in-law, Mrs,
Macallan, is coming here to see you to day.”

My mother-in-law coming to see me! I
turned eagerly to the Major for further infor.
mation.

« Has Mrs. Macallan heard anything of my
husband?” I asked. ¢Is she coming here to
tell me about him ?”

«She has heard from him, I believe,” said the
Major; “and she has also heard from your
uncle tbe Vicar. Our excellert Starkweather
bas written to her—to what purpose I have not
been informed. I only know that on receipt of
his letter, she ha# decided on paying you a visit..
I met the old lady last night at a party; and I
tried hard.to discover whether she was coming
to you as your friend or your enemy. My powers
of persuasion were completely thrown away on
her. The fact is,” said the Mafor, speaking in
the character of a yeuth of five-and-twenty,
making a modest oonfession, I don't get on
well with old women. Take the will for the
deed, my sweet friend. I have tried to be of
some use to you—and I have failed.”

Those words offered me the opportunity for
which I was waliting. I determined unot. to
lose it.

«+ You can be of the greatest use to me I
sald, «if you will allow me to presume, Major,
on your past kKindness. I want to ask you a
question ; and I may havea favour to beg when
you hn.ve answered me.”

Major Fitz-David set down his wine glass on
1ts way to his lips, and looked at me wmx an
appearance of breathless interest,

# Command me, my dear lady—I am your's
and your’s only,” said the gallant old gentleman.
# What do you wish to ask me?”

«1 wish to ask if you know Miserrimus
Dexter ? 7

+¢Good Heavens! ” cried the Major ; ¢ that ¢s
an unexpected question! Know Miserrimus
Dexter? I have known him for more years
than I llke to reckon up. What can be your
object—- "

«I can tell you what my object is in two
words,” I interposed. [ want you to give me
an introduction to Misetrimus Dexter.”

My impression is that the Major turned pale
under his paint. This, at &ny rate, is certain :

. his sparkling little grey eyes looked at me in

undisguised bewilderment and alarm.

* You want to kiiow Miserrimus Dexter ?” he
repeated, with the air of a man who doubted
the evidence of his own senses. « Mr, Benja-
min! have I uken too much of your excellent
wine? Am I the victim of a delusion—or did
our fair'fviend really ask me to give her an in-
troduction to Miserrimus Dexter?”

Benjamin looked at me in some bewilderment
on his side, and answered quite seriously.

«I think you said so, my dear.” .

“I certainly said ro,” I rejolned. What 18
there 80 very surprising in my request? "

¢#The man is mad!” cried the Major. In
all England you could not have picked out a
person more essentislly unfit to be introduced
to a lady—to 8. young Isdy- especially—~than
Dexter. Have you heard: o( his horrlble defor-
mity ?”

«1 have heard of lt«-aad 1t doesn’t daunt

me. ”

« Doesn’t daunt you? My dear-’ lwdy, the
man’s mind is as deformed as his body. - What
Voltaire said satirically of the character of his
oountrymen in general, I8 literally true of Mi.
serrimus Dexter. He is a mixture of the tiger
and the monkey. At one moment he would
frighten you ; and at the next,'he would set you
screaming with'laughter. I don’t deny that he
is clever in sorae respeuw—brm!amly clever, I
admit. -And I don’t say that he is ever com-
mmed any acts of viclence, or ever willingly
{njured anybody. But, for all that, he is mad,
uevera man was mad yet. Forzive me if the
inquiry’is impertinent. What can your motive
possibly be for wanting an introduction to Mi-
serrimus Dexter ?”

«I want to consult him,”

¢ May I ask on what subject ?”

4 On the subject of my husband’s Trial,”

Major Fitz-David groaued, and sought & mo.
mentary consolation in his friend Benjamin’s
claret.

« That dreadful subject again ! he exclaimed.
«Mr. Benjamin, why does she persist in dwel-
ling on that dreadful snbject ?”

«1 must dwell on what is now the one em-

fellow who adores the Loves and the Graoces, }

. people who are never young;

ployment and the one hope of my life,” I said.
«“1 have reason to hope that Miserrimus Dexter
can help me to clear my husband’s character of
the stain which the Scotch Verdiot has left on
it. Tiger and monkey as he may be, I am
ready to run the risk of being introdused to
bhim. AndI atk you again—rashly and obsti-
nately asI fear you will think—to give me the
introduction. 1t will put you to no inconve-
1 won’t trouble you to escort me; a
letter to Mr. Dexter will do.”

The Major looked piteously at Benjamin, and
shook his head. Benjamin looked piteously at
the Major, and shook his head.

“ 8he appears to insist on 1t,” said the Major.

¢ Yes,” sald Benjamin, ¢ She appears to insist
on it.*’

« 1 won't take the responsibility, Mr. Benja-
min, of sending her alone to Mlserﬂmua
Dexter.” .

«Shall I go with her, sir | SAN

The Major reflected. Benjamin, in the capa-
eity of protector, did not appedar to inspire our
military friend with confidence. After a mo-
ment’s consideration,a new ides seemed to sirike
him. He turned to me.

« My charming friend,” he sald, «“be more
charming than ever—consent to a compromise.
Let us treat this difficulty about Dexter from a
social point of view, What do you say to a
little dinner ¢ '

“ A little dinner,” the Major reiterated. * At
my house. You insist on my introducing you
to Dexter; and I refuse to trust you alone with
that cracked-brained personage. The only
alternative under the circumstances is to Invite
him to meet you, and to let you form your own
opinion of him—under the protection of my
roof. Who shall we have {o meet you, besides ?”
persued the Major, brightening with hospitable
intentions. “We want:a perfect galaxy of
beauty round the table, aa & species of compen-
sation, when we have got Miserrimus Dexter as
one of the guests, Madame Mirliflore is still in
London. You would be sure to like her—she is
charming; she possesses your firmness, your
extraordinary temacity of purpose. Yes, we
will have Madame Mirliflore. Who else ? Shall
we say Lady Clarinda? Another charming per-
son, Mr. Benjamin! You would be sure to ad-
mire her —she I8 80 sympathetic, she resembles
in'so many respects our fair friend here. Yes,
La-ly Ciarlnda shall be one of us; and you shall
8it next to her, Mr. Benjamin, as a proof of my
sincere regard for you. 8hall we have my young
prima donna to sing to us in the evening? 1
think so. She 18 pretty; she will assist in ob-
souring the deformity of Dexter. Very well;
there is our party completed. I will set myself
up this evening and approach the question of
dinner with my ecok. Bhall we say this day
week,” asked the Major, taking out his pocket-
book—¢at eight o'clock 77

I consented to the proposed compromise—but
not very willingly. With a letter of introduction
I might have seen Miserrimus Dexter that
afternoon, As it was, the «little dinner” com-
pelled me to wait in absolute inaction, through
a whole week.” However, there was no help for
it but to subait. Major Fitz.David, in his poiite
way, coald beé as obstinate as I was. He had
evidently. maade up his mind; and further oppo-
sition on’ my part would be of no service to
me.

¢ Punctually at eight, Mr. Benjamin,” reiter-
ated the Major. ¢ Put It down in your book.”

Benjamin obeyed—with a side look at me,
which I was at no 10oss to interpret. My good
old friend did not relish meeting a man at
dinner, who was described as ¢ half tiger, half
monkey ; '’ and. the privilege of sitting next to
Lady Clarinda rather daunted than delighted
him. It was all my doing, and he too had no
choice but to submit. ¢« Panctually at eight,
sir,” sald poor old Benjamin, obediently record.
ing his formidable engagement. ¢ Piease to
take another glass of wine.”

The Major looked at his watch, and rose—
with fluent apologies for abruptly leaving the
table.

# It is later than I thought,” hesaid. ¢IkLave
an appointment with a friend-—a female friend ;
& most attractive person. You a little remind
me of her, my dear lady—you resemble her in
complexiori; the same oreamy paleness. I
adore creamy paleness. As I was saying, I
have an appointinent with my friend; she does
me the honour to ask my opinion on some very
remarkable specimens of old lace. I bave
studied old lace. I study everything that can
make me useful or agreeable to your enchant-
ing sex. You won’t forget our little dinner? I
wiil send Dexter his invitation the moment 1
get home.” He took my hand, and looked at
it eritically, with his head a little on one side.
¢ A delicious hand,” he said, ¢ you don’t mind
my looking at it, you don’t mind my kissing it
—do you ? A delicious hand is one of my weak-
nesses. I promise to repent and amend, one of
these days.”

s At your age, Major, do you think you have
much time to lose 2’ asked a strange voice,
speaking behind us.

‘We all thred looked round towards the door.
There stood my husband’s motber, smiling sa-
tirically—with Benjamin’s shy little maid-ser-
vant walting to announce her,

Major Fitz-David was ready with his answer.
The old soldier was not easily taken by sur-
prise.

s« Age, my dear Mrs. Macallan, is a purely re-
lative expression,” he sald, ¢ There are some
and there are
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