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AND HIS SISTER.
BY MRS MAY AGNES FLEMING.
CHAPTER 1.—CONTINTED.

« Mad!” Lady Portia said, shrugging her
forehead, ¢ Mad

ghou!ders and touching her
a8 & March hare!” e
«Mad?" Miss Howard repeated softly.
s No, I can't think so, Not mad, only very,
very miserable.” ‘
Be replaced his hat and walked back to
the shop door, There reason, memory re-
torned. What was he going in for? What
should he say? He stood still suddenly, as
though gazing at the wax women in elegant
Pall costume, swinging slowly and smirk-
dngly round and round. He had heard a
volce—he had seen a shapely head crowned
with dark, s{lken hair—a tall, slender girl’s
figure—that war all. He bad seen and heard
puch a hundred times since that fatal wed-
ding evening, and when he had hunted them
down, the illusion had vanished, and his lest
love was as lost as ever. His lost Edith—
his bride his darling,-the wile he had loved
-and left—for whom all those weary, endless
Taonths he bad been searching, and searching
in vain. Waa she living or dead? Was she
in London—in England—whera? He did not
know—no one knew, Bicce that dark, cold
autumn morning when she had fled from
Powyss-place she had never been reen or
Jheard of. She had kept her word—she had
teken nothing that was his—not a farthing.
Wherever she was, she might be starving to-
day. He clenched his hands and teeth a8 heg
thonght of it.

« Oh!” his passionate, despairing heart
cried, ¢ 1et me find her—let me save her, and
~1let ' me die I” ’

He hsd searched for her everywhers, by
night and by day. Money flowed like water
—allIn vain. He went 0 New York—he
found the people there he had once known,
‘bt none of them could tell him anything of
her or the Stuarts. The Stuarts had failed,
ware utterly ruined—it was understood that
Mr. Stuart wus dead—ofthe others they knew
nothing. He went to Sandypoint in search of
her father. Mr, Darrell and his family had
months ago sold out and gone West. He
could find none of them; he gave it up at
length and returned to England. Ten
months bad passed ; many resemblances had
beguiled him, but to-day Edith was far off, as
Iost as ever,

The voice he had heard, the likeness he had
Boen, would they prove false and empty too,
and leave his beart more bitter than ever ?
what he wounld do when he found her he could
not consider. He only wanted to find her.
His whole heart, and life, and goul were bound
mp in that.

He paced up and down in front of the shop;
the day's work would be over presently and
the workwomen would come forth. Then he
would see again this particular workwoman
who had set his heart beating with a hope
that turned him dizzy and sick. Six o'clock!
Wonld they never come? 'Yes; even as he
thought it, half mad with impatience, the door
opened, and nearly e dozen girls filed forth,
He drew his hat over his eyes, he kept a lit-
tle in the shadow and watched them gne by
ong¢ with wildly eager eyes as they appeared.
Fouar, five, six, seven—she came at last, the
eighth. The tall slender figure, the waving,
dark hair—he knew them at once. The gas-
light fell upon her as she drew her veil over
her face and walked rapidly away. Not be-
fore he had sesu it, not belore he had recog-
nized it—npo shadow, no myth, no illusion
this time. His wife—Edith.

He caught the wall for suppors, for a mo-
ment the pavement beneath his feet heaved,
the starry sky spun round. Then he started
1p, steadied himself by a mighty effort, and
hurried in pursuit.

She had gained upoz him over thirty yards.
She was always a rapld walker, and he was
ailing and weak. His heart throbbed now, so
thick and fast, that every breath was a pain.

He did not gain upon her, he only kept
her in sight. He would bave known that
quick, decided walk, the poise of the head and
shoulders, anywhere. He followed her as
fast as his strength and the Shrong of passers-
by would let him, yet doing no more then
keeping her well in sight.

‘Where Oxford Street nears Tottenham
Court Road she suddenly diverged and cvoas-
od over, turning into the latter crowded the-
roughfare. 8Still he followed. The threng
was even mcore dense here than in Oxford
Btreet—to keep her in sight more diflicult.
For nearly ten minutes he did it, then sud-
denly all strength left hin:, Fora minate
or two he felt as though be must fall. There
was o spasm of the heart that was like a
knife thrust., He caught a lsmp-post. He
beckoned a passsing hansom by a sort of ex:
piring effort. The cab whirled up beside
him; he got in somehow, and fell back,
blinded and dizzy, in the seat.

« Where to, sir "' Cabby called twice before
be veceived an answer; then ¢ Fenton's
Hotel ¥ came faintly to bim from his ghostly-
looking face. The little aperture at the top
nirfns slammed down, and the hansom rattled
o,

« Blessed if I don’t think the young swell’s
drunk, or 'aving a fit,” thought the cad, as he
ppeeded his horse down Tottenham Couart
Boad.

To look for her further in his present state,
Bir Victor felt would be useless. He must
get to his lodgings, get some brandy, and
half-an -hour's time to think what to do next,
He bad found her; she was alive, she was
well, thank Heaven! thank Heaven for that!
To-morrow would find her again at Madame
Mirabean’s at work with the rest.

At work—her daily toil! He covered hia
wasted face with his hands, and tears that
wero like a woman's fell from him. He had
‘been weak and worn out for a long time—he
gave way utterly, body an 1 mind, now.

“ My darling,” he sobbed ; # my darling for
whom I would die to make happy--whose
iife I have utterly ruined, To think that
while I spend wealth like water, you should
toil for a crust of bread---aione, poor, friend-
less, in this great city. How will I answer to
God and man for what I have done?”

CHAPTER II
. EDITH,

The last night of the July day had faded
out, and a hot, murky night settled down
over London. The air was stifling in the
city ; out in the suburbs you still canght a
brenth, fresh and sweet-scented, from the frag-
rant fields,

At Poplar Lodge, St. Jobhns Wood, this

- murky summer night, all the windows stood
wide open. In thedrawing-room two women
sat together, the elder reading aloud, the
younger busy over some feminine handicraft.
A cluster of waxlights burned above thewm,
shining full on two pale, worn faces---the
faces of women to whom suffering and sorrow
have long been household words.. . Both
wore deepest mouraing—the eldér a widow’s
weedg, ths hair of the younger thickly stresk-
ed ylth-gray. - Now and then both ralsed
their eyes from a book and nevdlework, and
glanced expectantly at the clock oa the man-

+the stairs, not heavy and dragging as usual,

- Eight)” ‘the. elder ‘woman said,
down her -book with & sigh as the clock

would be here before now.” - S

« ] don't give him up yet,” Inez answered
cheerfully.. % Young men are not to be de:
pended ob, and he has, often come out much
‘later than this. : We are but dull: company
for him, poor boy—all the,world are butdull
compnny for him at present, since she i not
of them, Poor boy! poor Yictor! it is very
hard on him.”

I begin to think Edith will never be
found,” said Lady Hel#na, with a sigh.

« My dear aunt, don't. No one is ever lost,
utterly, in thuse days.. She will be found,
believe me, unless—" =
wWWell 77
#Unless she i8 dead.”

“She is not dead,” affirmed Lady Helena ;
“of that I am suore. You didn’t know her,
Inez, or you wouldn't think it ; the most su-
perb specimen of youth and strength and
handsome health I ever saw in all my life.
She told me once she never remembered a
sick doy since she was born—you had but to
look into her bright eyes and clear complex-
on to be sure of it. She ia not dead in the
natural course of thinge, and she iso’t one of
the ‘kind that ever take their lives in their
own hands, She has too much courage and
too much common sense.”
# Perbaps so, and yet suffering tells—look
’at poor Victor.”
“ Ab, poor Victor, indeed! But the case is
different—it was only her pride, not her heart,
that bled. He loved her—he loves her with
a blind, unreasoning passion that it ia & mis-
fortune for any buman creature to feel for an-
other. And she never cared for him—not so
much as you do for that sewing in your hand.
That is what breaks my heart—to see him
dying before my eyes for love of a girl who
has no feeling left for him but hatred and
contempt.”
Inez sighed. .
« It ig natural,” she said. « Think how she
was left—in her very bridal hour, without
one word of explanation. Who could forgive
it
# No one, perhaps; it is not for that I feel
indignant with her. It is for her ever ac-
cepting him at nll. She loved her cousin—
he would have married her; and for title and
wealth ske threw him over and accepied Vic-
tor. In that way she deserved her fate. Sbhe
acted heartlessly ; and yet, one can't help
pitying her too. I believe she would have
done her best to make him a good wite, after
all,” I wish—I wish he could find her.”
# She might be found readily enough,” Inez
apswered, “if Victor would but employ the
nsual menns--I allude, of course, to the de-
tective police. But he won't set a detective
on her track if she was never {ound—he per-
sists in looking for ber himself. He is wear-
ing his life out in the search. If ever I saw
death pictured in any face, I saw it in his
when he was here last. It he would but con-
sult that German doctor who 18 now in Lon-
don, and who is so gkilful in all diseases of
the heart—hark !” She broke off suddenly,
¢ here he is at last.”
Far off a gate had opened and shut—no one
had a key to that ever-locked outer gate but
Sir Victor, and the next moment the roll of
his night-cab up the drive was Leard. The
house-door opened, his familiar step ascended

but swift and light, almost as it used to be.
Something had happoned! . 'Chey saw it in
his face at the first glance. There was bnt
one thing that could happen. Lady Helena
dropped her book, Inez started to her feat;
neither Bpoke, both waited breathless.
«Aunt! cousin!’ the young man cried,
breathless and hoarse, ¢ she is found !”

There was a cry from his aunt. As he
spoke he dropped, pantiog and exhausted
with his speed, into a chair, and laid his hand
upon his breast to stiM its heavy, suffocating
throbs.

uFound!” exclaimed
¢ where—when—how ?”
# Wait, aunt,” the voice of Inex said gently ;
“give him time. Don’t you see he can hard-
ly pant? Not a word yet, Victor—let me
fetch you aglass of wine.”

She brought it and he drank it, His face
wag quite ghastly, livid, bluish rings encir-
cling his mouth and eyes. He certainly
looked desperately ill, and mote fitted for a
sick bed than a breathless night ride from St.
James Street to St. John's Wood. He lay
back in his chair, closed his eyes, struggled
with bis panting breath. They sat and wait-
ed in silence, far more concerned for him than
for the news he bore.

He told them at last, slowly, paintully, of
his chance meeting with Lady Portia Hamp-
too, of his enforced visit to the Oxford Street
dressmaker—of his glimpse of the tall girl
witn the dark hair—of his waiting, ot his see-
ing and recogrizing Edith, his following her,
and of his sudden giddy faintness that obliged
him to give up the chase.

#“ You'll think me an awful muff,” he said ;
«] haven't an idea how I came to be such a
molliccddle, but I give you my word 1 faint-
ed dead away like a echool-girl whenI got to
my room. 1 suppose it was partly this con-
founded palpitation of the heart, and partly
the shock of the great surprise and joy. Jam-
ison brought me all right somehow, after a
while, and then I came here. I had to do
something, or I believe I should have gone
clear out of my senses.”

Then there was a panse. The two women
looked at each other, then at him, his- eager
eyer, his excited. wild-looking, haggard face.
“ Weli,” he cried impatiently, « have you no-
thing to ray! Is it nothing to you that aiter
all these months --months—great lieavens!
it seems centuries, But I bave found her at
last—toiling for her living. while we—oh ! I
can’t think of it—I dare not; it drives me
mad,”

He sprang up and began pacing to and iro,
looking quite a8 much like a madman as a
saneone.

“Ba quiet, Victor, his aunt eaid. It is
madness indeed for you to excite yourself this
way. Of course we rejoice in alf that makes
youhappy. She is found —Heaven be praised
for it}—she is alive and well—thank heaven
also for that., And now what next 1”

% What next?” He paused nnd looked at
her with astonishment. * You ask what next?
What next ¢an there be, except to go the firat
thing to-morrow morning aod take her
away ?”

“ Take her away 1" Lady Helena  repeated
setting her lips ; “ take her where, Victor ?
To you?”

“ Rig ghastly face turned a shade ghastlier,
He caught his breath and grasped the back
of the chairas though a spasm of unsedarable
agony had pierced his heart. In an instant
his aunt’s arme wore about him, tears stream-
ibg down her cheeks, her imploring eves 1it-
ed to his. - .

“ Forgive me, Victor forgive me! I ought
not to have asked you that. ,But 1 did not
menn, I know that can never be, my poor boy.
I will do whatover you say. I will go to her,
of course—1 will fetch her here if she will
come. ' ‘ ’ '

: “Ifshe will come!" he repeated hoarsely,
disengaging himself ' from -her; t.what do
you mean by if? There can be no 4f’ in the

Lady Helensa;

laying

struck; .u-If he wero. coming to-night he

she eats? I ‘tell you, youmust bring her;
‘| she must come " -

His passionate, suppressed excitement ter-
terrified her. In pain and fear and helpless—
ness she looked at her niece. Inez, with
.that steadyself-possession that is bérn of long
aud great endurance, came to the rescue at
once. * Sitdown, Victor [” her full, fira tone
said, * and don’t work yourself up to this
pitch of nervous excitement. It's folly—
useless folly—and its end will be prostration
and a sick bed. About your wife, Aunt He-
lena will do what she can' but—what can she
do? You have no authority over her now ; in
leaving her you reseigned it. It is unutter-
ably painful' to speak of thix, but under the
circumstances we must, She rofused with
scorn everything you offered her before; un-
less these ten past months have greatly alter-
ed her, she will refuse again. She seems to
have been a very proud, high-spirited glrl,
but her hard struggle with the world may
have beaten down that, and—"

« Don’t " he cried passionately; #I can't
bear it, O my God! to think what I bave
done—what I have been forced to do! what
I bave made her suffer ~what she must think

of me—and that I live to bear it!” To think
I have endured it all, when a pistol ball
would bave ended my torments any day !”

% When you talk such wicked folly as that,”
said Inez Catheron, her strong, steady eyes
fixed upon his face, *I have no more to say.
You did your duty once; you acted like a
hero, like a martyr—it seems n pity to spoil it
all by such cowardly raot as this.”

« My duty I heexclaimed, hugkily. #* Was
it my duty? Sometimes 1 doubt it; some-
times I think if I had never left her, all might
have beea well. Was it my duty to make
my life a hell on earth, to tear my heart from
my bosom, as I did in the nour I left her, to
spoil her life for her, to bring shame, re-
proach, and poverty upon her? If I had not
left her, could the worst that might have bap-
pened been any worse than that 7"

« Much worse—infinitely worse. You are
the sufferer, believe me, not she. What is
all she has undergons in comparison with
what you have endured? And one day she
will know all, and love and honor you as you
desorva.”

He hid his face in his hands, and turned
away from the light-
_ % One day," they heard him murmur; % one
day—the day ot my death. Pray Heaven it
may be soon.”
«] think,” Inez said after a pause, ¢ you
bad better let me go and speak instead of
Aunt Ielena. She has undergone so much
—she jsn't able, believe me, Victor, to un-
dergo more. Let me go to your wife; all
Aunt Helena cun say, all she can urge, I will.
If it be in human power to bring her back, I
will bring her. All I dare tell her, 1 will
tell, Buy, afreral), it is so littls, and she is.
so proud. Don’t hope too much.”
«It is so little,” he murmured again, his
face still hidden ; #so little, and there is so
much to tell. Oh!’ he breke forth, with a
passicnate cry, ¢ I can’t bear this much longer.
If she will come for nothing else, she will
come for the trath, and the trath shall be
told. What area thousand promises to the
living or the dead to the knuwledge that she
hates and scorns me ?”’
They said nothing to him—they knew it
was useless—they knew his paroxysm would
pass, as so msuy others had passed, and that
by to-morrow he would be the last to wish to
tell.
« You will surely not think of returning to
St. James Strest to-night ¥’ said Inez by wav
of diversion. © You will remain here, and at
the earliest possible hour to-morrow you will
drive me to Oxford Street. I willdoall I
cau—you believe that, my cousin, 1 know.
And if—if I am successful, will "—gho paused
and looked at bim—¢ will you meet her, Vic-
tor ?”
«] don't know yet; my head is in a whirl,
To-night I feel as though I could do any-
thing, brave anything—to-morrow I suppose
I will feel differently. Don’t ask me what [
will do to-morrow until to-morrow comes. I
will remain all night, and I will go to my
room at once ; I feel duzed and half sick.
Good-night.”
He left them abruptly., They heard him
toil wearily up to his room and lock the door.
Long after, the two women sat together talk-
iug, with pale, apprehensive faces.
« She won't come—I am as sure of it as that
I sit here,” were Lady Helena's parting words
as they separated for the night. I know
her better than he does, and 1 am not carried
away by his wild bhopes. She will not
come.”
Sir Victor descended to breakfast, looking
unutterably pallid and haggard in the morn-
ing light. Well he might; he had not slept
for one moment.
Bnt he was more composed, calm, and
quiet, and there was almost as little hope in
his heart as in Lady Helena's, lmmediately
after breakfast, Miss Catheron, closely veiled,
entered the.cab with him, and was driven to
Oxford Street, It was a very silent drive;
she was glad when it was over; and he set her
down near the shop of Madame Mirabeau.
¢ I will wait here,” he said, «Ifshe will
come with you, you will take a cab and drive
back to Poplar Lodge. If she does not—"he
had to pause & moment—* then return to me,
and I witl take you home.”
She bent Ler head in assent, and entered the
shop. Her own heart was beating at the
thought of the coming interview and its pro-
bable ending. She advanced to the counter,
and, without raistog her veil, inquived if Miss
Stuart were come.
The girl looked inquisitively at the hidden
face. and answered.
t Yes, Miss Stuart had come.”
« 1 wish to see her particularly, and in pri-
vate, for a few moments. Can you manage it
for me?”
She slipped a sovereign into the shop-
woman’s hand, There was a second curious
look at the tall, veiled lady, but the sovereign
was accepted. A side door opened, aud she
was rhown into an empty room,
# You can wait here, ma’am, the girl said.
«T'll send her to you.” i
Miss Catheron walked over to tha window ;
that nervous heart beat quicker than ever.
‘When had she been nervous before? The
window overlcoked busy, bright Oxford
Street, and in the distance she saw the wait-
Ing caband her cousin’s solitary figure. The
sight gave her courage. For his sake, poor
gellow, she would do all human power could
0. t
% Yon wish t0 see me, madam 7
A clear, soft voice spoke. 'The door had
quietly opeued and a young girl entered.
Inez Catheron turned ronad, and for the
second time in her life looked inthe faco of
her cousin’s wife.
Yes, it wae his wifo. The faocs she had
seen under the trees at Powyss-place she saw
again to-day in the London milliner's parlor,
The same darhly handsome, quietly resolute
young face, the fame gravely beautiful eyes;
the same slender, graceful fizure; the same
silky waves of blackish-brown hair. To her
oyee there was no change; she hud grown
neither thinner nor paler ;- she had lost none
of the beauty and grace that had won away

She took it all in, in three seconds; then she
advaneced. :

u 1 wished to gee you. We are not-to be
disturbed ?” :

« Weare likely to be disturbed at any mo-
ment. It is the room where Madame Mira-
beau triee on the dresses of her customers;
and my time is very limited.” .

The dark, grave eyes were fixed upon the
close veil expectantly. Inez Catheron threw
it back.

« Eclith |” she said—and at the sound of
her name the girl recoiled— you don't know
me, but I think you will know wy name. I
am Inez Catheron.”

She recoiled a step farther, ber dark face
pailing and growing set—her dark eyes seem-
ing 1o darken and dilate—her lips setting
themselves in a tence line. © Well?” was all
she said.

Inezstretched out her hands with an im-
ploring gesture, drawing mnear asthe other
retreated.

«QOh Edith you know what I have come
for.”

The dark, deep eyes met hers, full, cold,
hard, and bright as diamoads.

uI dcn’t in the least know what you have
come for. 1 haven'tan idea who can have
sent you. [ know whoyouare. Youare Sir
Victor Catheron’s cousin.”

Without {falter or {flinch she spoke his
name—with a face of stone she waited for the
answer. If any hope had lingered in the
breast of Inez, it died out as she looked at her
now. .

«Yes,” she gaid sadly; #1 am Victor Ca-
theron's cousin, and there could be but one
to send me here—Victor Oatheron himself.”

« And why has Sir Victor Catheron given
you that tronble ?”

« Ob, Edith I" again that imploring gesture,
«t 1ot meo call yon so—need youask ? All these
months he has been searching for you, losing
health and rest in the fruitless quest—wear—
ing himasslf to a very shadow looking for you.
He has been to New York, he has hunted
London—it has brought him almest to the
verge of death, this long, vain, miserable
search.”

Her perfect lips curled scornfully, her eyes
shot forth gleams of contempt, but her voice
was very quiet.

# And again I ask why—why has Sir Vie-
tor Catheron given himself all this unneces-
sary trouble ?”

«Unnecessary! You call if that!
band’s search for a lost wifel”
«Stop, Miss Catheron!” She lifted her
hand, and her eyes flashed. + You make a
mistake. Sir Victor Catheron’s wife 1 am not
—never will be. The ceremony we went
through, ten months ago, down in Cbeshire,
means nothiog, since a bridegroom who de-
serts his bride on her wedding day resigns all
right to the name and anthority of bhusband.
Mind, I don't regret it now; I would not
have it otherwise if I could, And this is not
bravado, hlies Catheron; I mean it. In the
hour I married your cousin he was no more
to me than one of his own footmen—1I say it
to my own shame and lasting dishonor; and
I thank Heaven most sincerely now, that
whether he were mad or sane, he degerted me
as he did. At last I sm free—not bound for
life to a man that by this time I might have
grown to loathe. For I think my indiffer—
ence then would have grown to hate. Now |
simply scorn him ina degree less than I
scorn myself. I never wish to hear his name
—but I also would not go an inch out of my
way to avoid him. He is simply nothing to
me—nothing. If I were dead and in my
grave,] could not be one whit morelost to bim
thanI am. Why he has presumed to search
for me is beyond my comprehension. How
he has had the nudacity to hunt me down, and
send you here, surpasses belief, I wonder
you came, Miss Catheton! As you have
come, let e give you this word of advice ;
make your first visit your last. Don’t come
again to see me—don’t let Sir Victor Catheron
dog my steps or in any way interfere with
me. I never was a very good or patient sort
of person—1 have not become more so of late.
I am only agirl, alone and poor, but,” her
eyes flashed fire—literally fire—and her hands
clenched, 1 warn him--it will not be
safe I

Inez drew back. What she had expected’
she hardly knew—certainly not this.

“Ag I eaid before,’ Edith weunt on, «my
timo is limiteil. Madame does not allow her
working-girls to receive visitors in working
hours. Miss Catheron, I have the honor to
wish you good-morning.”

#“ Stay!” Inez cried, tfor the love of
Heaven., Ob, what shall I say? how shall 1
soften her? Edith, you don’t understand. I
wish—1I wish I dared tell you the secret that
took Victor trom your side that day! He
loves you—no, that is too poor a word to ex-
press what he feels; his life is paying the
penalty of his loss. He is dying, Edith, dy-
ing of heart disease, brovght on by what he
has suttered in losing you. In hisdying hour
he will tell you all ; and his one prayer is for
death, that he may tell you, that you may
cense to wrong and hate him as youdo. O
Edith, listen to me—pity me—.pity him who
is dying for you! Don’t be §d hard. See, I
kneel to you!—as you hope for mercy in your
own dying hour, Edith Catheron, have mercy’
on him!”

She flung herself on her tnees, tears pour-
ing over her face, and held up her clasped
hande,

« For pity’s sake, Edith-~for your own sake
—don't harden your heart; try and believe,
though you may pot understand. 1 tell you
he loves you—that he is a dying man. We
are ail sinners; as vou hope for pity and
mercy, have pity aod mercy on him now.”

A hus-

on clinging to her dress, she paused, moved,
distressed, softened in spite of hersslf.

% Get up, Miss Catheron,” she said, “you
must not kneel to me. Wbat do you want?
what is it you ask me to do ?”

«I ask you to give up this life of toil— g
come home with me. Lady Helena awaits
you. Make your home with her and with me
—take the name and wealth thatare yours,
nnd wait—try to wait patiently to the end.
For Victor--poor heart-broken boy i—you will
not have long to wait.”

Her voice broke—her sobs filled the recom.
The distressed look was still on Edith’s face,
but it was as resolute as ever,

“What you ask is impossible,” she said,
“utterly and absolutely impossible. What
you say about your cousin may be true. I
don’t understakd—I never could read riddles
—but it does not alter my determination in
the least. What! live on the bounty of a
man who deserts me on my wedding-day—
who makes me an outcast —~an object of scorn
and disgrace! I would die first! I would
face starvation and death in this great city,
1 know what 1 am saying, I would sWeep a
crossing like that beggar in rags yonder; I
would lie down and die in aditch sooner.
Let-me go, Miss Catheron, I beg of you; you
only distress me uncecessarily. If you plead-
ed. for ever it could not avail. Give my love
to Lady Helena ; but I will never go back—I
-will never accept a farthing from Sir Victor
Catheron. Don't come here more --don't lpt

Sir Victor Catheron’s heart, Sheswae very

tel. Evidently they waited for some one

matter. 8he is my wife—she s Lady Ca-

plainly dressed in dark gray of gome cheap

" Then the door opened and closed, and she
wasg gone. . ‘

CHAPTER III
HOW TEEY MET,

Miss Stuurt went back to the work-room,
‘and to the dozen or more young women there
asgsembled. If she was a shade paler than
her worsat, they were not lilely to notice it—
it ghe was.more silent even than usual, why
silence was alwaye Miss Stuart’s forte.  Only
the young person to whom Miss Catheron had
givon the sovereign looked at her curiously,
and said point blank: ’

% 1 say, Miss Btuart, who was that? whbat
did she want ?” And the dark, haughty eyes
of Miss Stuart had lifted from the peach satin
on which she worked, and fixed themselves
icily upon her interrogator :

« It was a lady 1 never saw before,” she an
swered frigidly. ¢« What she wanted is cer-
tainly no business of yours, Miss Hatton.”

Miss Hatton flounced off witha mutiered
reply; but there was that about Edith that
saved her from open insulé—a dignity and
distance that none of them could overreach.
Besides, she was a favorite with madame and
the forewoman, 8o silently industrious, so
tastefully neat, so perfectly trustworthy in
her work. Her§companions disliked and dis-
trusted her ; she held herself aloof from them
all ; she bad something on her mind—there
was an air of mystery about her; they doubt:
ed her being an English girl at all. She ]|
would bhave none of their companionship ; if
she had a secret she kept it well; in their
noisy, busy midst she was as much alons a8
though she were in Robinson Orusoe's desert
island. Outwardly those ten raonths had
changed her little—her brilliant, dusk beauty
was scarcely dimmed—inwardly it had chang-

ed her greatly, and hardly for tke better.

There had been a long and bitter struggle
before she found herself in this saie haven.
For months she bad drifted about without
rudder or compass or pilot, on the dark, tar-
bid zea of London. She had come to the
great city friendless and alone, with very lit-
tie money, and very little knowledge of city
lite. She found lodgings easily enough.
cheap and clean, and had at once set about
searching for work. On the way up she had
decided what she must do—she would become
a nurgery governess or companion to some
elderly lady or she would teach music. Bat
it wag one thing to resolve, another to do.
There were dozens of nursery governesses and
companions to old ladies wanting in the col-
umns of the Times, but they were not for her.
«Where are your references ?” was the terri-
ble question that met her at every turn. She
had no references, and the doors of the gen-
teel second and third-rate houses were shut
quietly in her face.

Young and preify, without references,
money or friends, how was she ever to suc-
ceed? Ifshe had been thirty "and pockmark-
ed she might huve triumphed even over the
reference business ; as it was, her case seemed
hopeless. It was long, Lowever, before her
indomitable spirit would yield. Her money
ran low, she pawned several articles of joewel-
lery and dress to puy for food and lodging.
She grew wan anrd hollow-eyed in this terrible
time——all hor life long she could never re-
call it without a shudder.

Five months passed; despair, Llack and
awfual, filled her soul at last. The choice
seemed to lie between goinyg out as an ordi-
nary servant and starviog. Even as a house-
maid she would want tkis not-to-be-got-over
reference, In this darkest-hour before the
dawn she saw Madame Mirabeau's adverlise-
ment for sewing girls, and in sheer despair ap-
plied. Tall, handsome girls of good address
were just what madame required, snd some-
how—it was the mercy of the good God, no
doubt—she was taken. For weeks after she
was Lkept in close surveillance; she was so
verv uniike the yonng women who filled such
situations—then the conviction became a cer-
tainty that Miss Stuart had no sinister de-
signs on the ruby velvets, the snowy satins,
and priceless 1sces of hur aristocratic custom-
ers—that she really wunted work and was
thoroughly capable of doing {t. Nature had
made Edith sn artist in dressmaking; her
tasto was excellent ; madame became con-
vinced she had found a treasure. Oaly one
thing Miss Stuart steadfustly refused to do—
that was teo wait in the shop. «I have rea.
sons of my own for keeping perfectly quiet,”
she said, looking madame unfiinchingly 1n the
eyes. “IfI stay [n the shop I may——thongh
it is not likely—be recognized ; and then I
should be under the necessity of leaving vou
immediately.” .

Madame had no ®ish to lose her very hest
gseamstress, 80 Miss Stuart had her way. The
sentimental Frenchwoman’s own idea was
that Miss btuart was a young person of rank
and position, who owing to some illstarred
love affair had been obliged to run away and
hide herself from her friends. However, as
her hopeless position in no way interlered
with her dressmaking ability, madame kept
her suspicions to herself and retained her in
the work-room.

And so after weary months of pain, and
shame, and despair, Edith had come safely to
land at last. Kor the past five months her
life had flowed along smoothly, dully, un-
eventfully—going to ber work in the morn-
ing, returning to her lodgings at night—
sometimes indulging in a short walk in the
summer twilight after her tea; at other times
too wearied out in body and mind to do other
than lis dcwn on the little hard bed, and
sleep the spent sleep of exhaustion. That
was her outer iifo; of her inner life what
shali Isay? She conld bardly have told in

Witt. her hand on the door, with Yaez Cather- |

the after-days herself. Somehow strength ia
given us to bear all things and liveon. Of
the man she kad married she could not, dare
not think, her heart and soul filled with such
dark and deadly hatred. She abhorred him—
it is not too much to say that. The packst
of treasured letters written in New York so
long—oh, g0 long ago! it seemed—became
the one spot of sunshine in her sunless” life.
She read them until the words lost all mean.-
ing—until she knew every one by heart. She
lonked at the plctore until the ball-smiling
eyes and lips seemed to mock her as she
gazad, The little turquoise brooch with the
likeness, she wore in her bosom night and
day—the first thing to be kissed in the morn.
lug, the last at night. Wrong, wrong, wrong,
you say ; but the girl was desperate and reck-
less—she did not care. Right and wrong
were all confounded in her warped mind;
only this was clear-—she loved Charlie as she
had never loved him before she became Sir
Victor Catheroun’s bride. He scorned and de-
apised her; she would never look upon hig
face again—1it did nof matter; she wonld po
to her grave loving him, his pictured face
over her heart, his name the last upon her
lips.

Sometimes kitting alone in the dingy Lon-
don twilight, there rose before her a vision of
what might have been; Charlie poor as he
wag now, aud ghe Charliv'a wife, he working
for her, somewhere and somehow, as sha knew
he gladly would, she keeping their two ‘or
three alry rooms in ordér, and waiting, with
her best dress on, as evening came, to hesr hia

bim come. Again her eyes gleamed.
“ There is neither sorro'w nor pity for him in

step at the door. She would think until
thought became torture—~until thought be~

&meaning now,
on'’t ‘blame me.” 'The . fut 2,
lonelinees and poverty, o] brongh;
::rn :ax:}b—her own fault, That
rest sting of all—j
et ot ugt A it was her own wq,
had bartered her heart, her lite, and hj
dread ofit, and Jo! such povértvd:sl o e
never dreamed of had come
ihe l:a.d lc:néy b:en true to herself ang l:a;- ' I
eart, what a happy creatn i
been,to-.day- e y cr re she migh

rare. Her heart seemed nump..
too bard to think much—gt b-sh
dead tired to spend the houyg | it 0
guish and tears. et it
of treadmill exisienee ; and
-of Inez’ Oatheron mothing had o
disturdb 1t.

volt a8 she went back to her wor
tard! how dared Le? He wgs g
Catheron had said, and for Joy,

she could bave laughed in llex-ﬁi)(:')tftg:3 "
what a mockery it was! £
let him die!
deed she would be free.
loet something—heart consciance.. j
and sha.ime of the pait.
and forgiving in her ‘nature seq

have died out. He had wroug::fd Wholly
all reparation---the only reparatiy
make was to die and leave her free,

half an hour later than wusual that €venj;
A great Belgravian ball came off "og.
and there was a glut of work.
at laet, half fagged to death, only 1 find
dull drizzling rain falling, and ida
darkness of early night settling down over ty
gas-lit highways ‘of London. "
bade her companion a brief
her umbrells, and hurried on her way, Sy
did not obrerve the waiting 8
from the rain and hidden by an umbre|la that
had been watching for her, and who inst;mn
followed her steps. She hurried on Y
and came at last to a part of the sireet where
it was necessary £he sktould cross.
ed an instant on the curbstona irresointe,

dozen shrill cabbies called out, bufore and be.
hind.

mind deserted her—she dropped ber umbrelly
and held up her bands instinctively to keep
them off, Asshe did o, two srms grasped
her, she felt herself absolutely lifted off her
feet, and carried over,
stone was reached, something—a carriage role
it appeared—struck her rescuer ou the bead,
and felled him to the ground.
Edith sprang lightly out of his arms, ang
stood on the pavement, unhurt,

of the hansom could do to keep his horse
from going over him. There was shouting
and yelling and an uproar directly. 4 crowd
surrounded the prostrate man.
up with his baton and authority.
she stood stunned and bewildered still. She
saw the man lifted and carried into s che-
mist’s near by.
it was in saving her he had cometo grief
She saw him placed in a chair, the mire and
blood washed off his face, and then—wasde
stunned and stepefied still—or was it, wasit
the face of Bir Victor Catheron?

like, awfully like the face of a dead man; bat
the face of the man whose bride she had bee
ten months ago—the face of Sir Victor Ca-
theron.

suggestsd politely.
got it, you know,
don't you, miss ?

know.
mostlikely find his address.
really think he is dead ?”

question—her very lips coloriess.
#go it seemed to her she had almost wisted
for ‘his death—now it seemed too houitle
And to meet it saving her too—after all b
thoughts of him.
nsver could bear that.

gaid cheerfully; » he ain't dead yet.
only stunned like, and will come round

right directly.”

her foly <
« Whatever the futurgjbg‘gtor

and despair—g)) he:
aS the b

k frog

She had dreaded Doverty, g,
A
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But these times ot torture were Mezejfy)
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Her heart was full of bitter tnpmy); ngg
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85 dying, Iy,
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It it were true, wg,

the better—ippp -’
Perbaps Enith p,;
1 the ai
All that wag psol;

Her life
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figure, miked
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Cabs, omnibuses and hansoms were tearing

by in numbers innumerable. It was a peril-
Ous passage.
utes, but there was no lall in therusl,. Then
growing quite desperate in her impatiencs she
started to cross.
and wet.

She waited two or three in.

The crossing was slippery

1 eay, look out there, will you" halj 5

She grew bewildered. Her presence of

But just as the curb-
A6 he fell,

The man had fallen. It was all the driver

X 260 came
For Edith,

Instinctively she followed—

It was—aw(nlly blondless, awfully corpse-

She leaned heavily against the counter, feel-

ing giddy and sick—the place swimming
around her.
death trying tosave her?
think he's dead and done for,” said tbe che-
mist.
81y ? doos anybody know who he is ?"

Was he dend ? Had he met his
« Blesaed if I dont

«Jt ain’t such & bad cut neither, 1

Nobody knew. Then the keen eyes of X

2001 foll upon Edith, pale and wild-looking,
with evident terror and recognition in her
1ace.

« [ gay, miss, you know, don’t yon?' Dobby
« It was reskying you he
You know this 'ere gent,
Who is he ?"
« He i3 Sir Victor Catheron.”
“# 0h,” said Bobby. @ 8ir Victor Catheron,

is he? Ithought he wasa heavy swell,” And
tben his eyes took in Edith’s very bandsome
face, and very plain dress, and evident station,
aud he formed his own surmise. * Perhaps,
miss, you kuows, too, where he oughtto be
took 7"

« No,” she answered mechanically; ©1 dop’t
If you search bis pockets, you will
You-—youdont

She came up a step nearer as she asked th 4
Anp bour

She felt as though ehe

« Well, no, mise, I don't think heis desd”

the chemist answered, ¢ though I must &
he Jooks upcnmmon like it. #‘[here is somé-
thing more the matter with him thao thistap:
on the 'ead. Here’s his card-case—now leté:
see; ‘Sir Victor Catheron, Bart, Fentons
'Otel.!
horder a cab and ’ave him driven there.”

Fenton’s 'Otel. Bobby, I ey, lets-

«Bomebody ought to go with him,' sid

X 200f. «[ can't go—you can't go. I don't’
suppose now, miss,'" looking very doubtfnlly-
at Editb, ¢ you could go nuther 7’

«Ig it necessary 7’ Edith asked with very:

visiblereluctance.

“ Well, you see, mieg, he leoks uncommonly:

like a gtill 'un this minute, or if he wast0 dll,e‘
by the way or hanythink, and him halone—
«I will go) interposed Edith, turmiek.
away with & sick shudder.
once.”

u Cplf the cab st

A foor-wheeler was summoned—the jngen

sible young baronet was carried out and 1aid,
88 comfortably as might be, on the
Edith followed unutterably against _
bat how was she to help it? He was her
worst enemy, but even to one’s worst enomy
common humanity at times must be show2:
It would be brutal to let him go alone.

back seat
her willy

«Don't you be afraid. Miss.” the chemist

« Fenton's Bill,” and the cab rattled off.
' ' (To be Continued.)
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