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really happened, he was halfway to his own
house. .

1‘ ' An hour later, the dray, now more carefully
. arranged and covered, brought its load to the door
of the house which had been so lately prepared for
the bride’s coming home. For convenience’ sake
they carried the body into a lower room, and laid it
there until its burial, while Bella sat in her chamber
i &\ above, silent and tearless, not understanding yet
: what had befallen her, but throu'gh her stunned and
| dreary stupor listening from hdbit for the footsteps
i which should have returned at that hour—the foot-
steps which death had already silenced for ever.




