‘(‘9//;1), ‘ﬂ

Pl EDCED TO TEM

— ~

panucs LIBERTY AND Aw,n S 5
YDNEY c. :e., MM’ 16 a.evo

e —— -

o

Then they were st tloe
vith nnl' three Im-v

Dk
=thod you Propose],

suggest a plan

Eitecature.

L VERY NAR20W ESCAPE

[ (m.'r'/i(sf'rm ]

n
‘ln )l

i

“ Why should: I trouble nn~ult about hx;aﬂ.ur ?
And who is this Bessie ls’.a)uoﬂ

* Never mind who she is, Mrs. Hartfield.
a good girl before he met her. She will never be a
happy woman again. Ask him about her if you doubt
what I tell you, mul you will see by his countenance
whether he is innocent or guilty. l\uu\\mg what I do,
I &m bound to wurn you ot hiy real character.”

‘I do uot require any such warning,” replied Alico
coldly ; ** Mr. Comberford is no more to me than any
other client of my husband’s. Aud Ibeg that you will
not trouble yourself to dictate my conduct to him.”

I see that I have offended you.”

“I do not like spies.”

I am no ¢py, Mrs. Iartfield. I am an old
and have had bitter cause to know the wickedness of|
the world.  Your sweet face has been a kind of hgln|
to me ever since your husband brought you home to|
this house. . God forbid the light should ever be cloud-
ed!”

He howed andleft her—Ileft her standing in a reverie,
iooking absently out upon the shadowy ficlds beyond
the little garden and winding creek. She was aflgry,
unhappy, bewildered.

¢ I wish George Fad taken me to Paris.’ she thought,
** He ought not to leave me alage in a dreary old house |
like this, to be iusulted by a clerk.”

After this evening she passed Mr. Morgan without
speaking to him, much to the old man’s coucern. 'The
days went by, and not one passed withot a visit from
Kdgar Comberford, although iy that first evening’ Alice
had expressly turbldde.l him to call again dumuv her
husband’s absence. He was not easily to be pun.asxde.‘
He knew the we=¥nnss of the girl’s ungehooled nature,
and knew how to trade upom it. Iis tender talk' of
the life that might have been had Alice been free—his
glowing descriptions of distant lands which those two
might have seen side by side, of couuntries where the
comnmonest life was a kind of poetry—charmed her in
spite of herself. She knew the guilt involved in this
dangerous pleasure, and hated herself for her weak-
ness, and yet look forard with & dull sense of dread to |
her husband’s return. Nothing could tempt her to sin |
agaiust him, she told Edgar, howuver unsuited - they

She was

i

‘wnlm r round and round her fingers. She was won-
dering whether the strict moralists of Nurbury would
altogether upprove of this journey.

| Mr. Comberford gave her little time to think. Ile]
’ weut into the clerk’s office to tell Mr. Bestow
jof his employer’s illness, and to make inquiries
”.hu London trains. Wiiliam Morgan looked up trom
|'his desk and watched him th u‘rhliull,’ as he lounged
| against the mantlepicce rmdlzg the time-table.

There was no possibility dt going to Paris earlier |
than by the night mail. Mrs, Hartfield would have to |
go first to Luudun»—u three hours’ journey. lhnre-[
was u train left Norbury at a quarter to four in the
afternoon, whiech would take the travellers in ample
time for the Dover mail.

Mr. Comberford decided mpon going by this, and
left Alice in order to make his prapurations for the |
Jjourney. e did.not, however, go back 1o the Hall, but |
fidgeted in and out of the lawyer’s house s veral times
in the caurse of the day on some preteuce or uther,
spending the iuterval at the Crown, where drank

| bran {y and 80 l'l water to an extent tl)ﬂ.ﬁ asto
man
s |

| Combertord.

| any case, { am bound to obey Mr. Bestow’s orders.’

might be to each other. She was his wife and would
do her duty to the end of her life. But the tempter |
was not convinced.

One day she ventured to ask him about Bessie Ray- |
nor. He gave a little start at the scund of the name,
but de:iaved that is was strange to him ; aud Alice was
weak emough to believe his assertion. It had been a
mere ruse of the old clerk’s to frighten her, she thaught.
The poor dismal old creature had tried to make her
miserable about the ouly acquaintauce that gave her
any pleasurs.
when Mr. Combertord came in upon Alice sudden
oue moruing with a very grave countenance.
neat little pario- maid was ouly just clearing away the
breakfast things when he came in, and lingered in-
quisitively to hear the meaning of tuis early visit.

¢ I am sorry to say 1 have rather bad news of your
husbahd, drs. Harioeld, he said in answer to Adice’s
expression of surpr * Lle has beon taken ill with
soine kind of low fever, which is a good deal about
now, Dou't be alaviaed § it is nothing very serious ;
but he wants you to go across to him. tiis doctor, a
I'renchmaun, has weitien o me, but there is an enclos-
ure ter you from the patient.”

tle bunded her a slip ot forcign paper, on which
there were a few lines in her husband’s hand :

DeAr Arick: Please come over to see me at once,
if you are pot airaid of the journey. Comberford can
exedrt you, as he is wanted over here. Yours, &e., G H,

*You'll not be afraid of the jouraey? asked Mr.
Coinberford.
* Not at all, I should not mind goinz alone.’
* But, you see, I am due there,’so Jou caunot deny |
me the piexsare of being your escort.
* It i not o vdry pleasurable occasion,’ said Alice,
with some embariasment, as she tw.sted ths elip ul

| he said,

Mr. Haruield had beea away ten days, |

vl wit'c to care tor you.’
The |

ed the
»oked
cady

waiters. But in spite of all he had dru: m, I
pale and anxious when he came at three o’clock
to take Mrs. Hartfield to the station.

Alice was just ste ppmrr into the fly, when
Morgan came out of the house, with a car pet-b
one hand and a moro.co office-bag in the other.

* Why, where the deuce are you goiug? asked Mr.

liam
r on

‘I am to be your fellow traveller, sir;
going second class by the same frain.’

*1'o London.’

¢ No, sir, to. Paris.
with papers’

* Why, what consummate folly of Bestow’s! Your
master is not fit for buginess: 1le won’t be able to at-
tend to anything for days $o come.’

* I hope he may Pe Leyfe than you think, eir.

ieast, Iam

Mr. Bestow sends me acre

In

He spake in a mechauical kind of tone, nor did his
countenance express the faintest interest in his work.

Mr. Combertord laughed grimly to himselt as they
drove away with the oid maan on tlie box.

* That old fool’s company can make very little dif-
ference,” he muttered, aad then grew moodier than he
was woui to be in Alice: Hartfield’s company. [

He brigntened tonsiderably by-and-by, when they |
were «.luuc ma 11r.~n.-t,.as:s compartment, l‘)uuf LiondHu- |
wards at express rate; and he sncceeded in mafing |
Alice believe  that her husband’s illness wéas ()ul_y i,
trifling matter, and that she had no occasion te Be
anxious about him. ;

¢ Men think so much of the slightest touch ot illnesg,’ |,
*and are always it a hurry to summon tueir|
We are such selfish creatures, you see, and 80|

wives,

| miserable without the comfort of a woman’s presence.’

And then he went on to speak of hig own solitary
position,

¢ What is to become of me in the hour of sickness, |
Alice,” he asked, ¢ with no one but a "luum) old house-
keeper to care for me?’

* You will marry by and by, I daresay, and have a |

|

Never, Alice. Thore is only oue woman oun eardi

Ic(uc fur, and it she caauvot be my wite, I will ,m‘
down to my grave a bachelor.

* You must not taik to me like that; it i ta
mean advantage of our companionship. You
that I am with you at my husband’s wisa.’ ‘

* Yes, vou have his orders for the journey.- 2000 |
dear George, what a fiae bold hand he wriics, docsa’t|
he” |

M-s. Iartficld did not see the sardonic grin which \
accompauied this trivial remark, nor did \1\ Comber- |
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It was pitch dark whnen they reached Dov ar, |
There |
aad

passiou.
not a star in the sky, and a high wind hlowm
was considerable con usion in getting on m)\r\l,
Mrs. Hartticld scarcely kuew waera shs was till
found hersell stan ling on the deck of a steainer
in-arm with Kd Comoerford,
Dover receded rapudly trom her vision.
persuaded her to veinain orf deck.

Sile
arm-
Sar :
Iee companion

*Theve is an
"would inevitably fnake you ill,” he said.
¢ Lot me find vdu o comfortable eorazr, \\'lw:nw V()‘J-

can 8it «UL} all night secarve trom wind and weath:

about | hu‘

{on i

annoys me,’

the moon.

dreary old town_ without es.)landre, my love.
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ford agnin affond her by any allusion to his hopel: N\

wiile the lamps of

%m;-;p’.‘m’m of sickuces below that
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1 ”i‘fmmll a sheltered nook b

boxes yud Here Mrs. Har.field sat

[ ped inghawls and 1.111\'ay rags, alk, that it s
“‘”0“ -qaveller’s conversation. He #] leetur ."
st \pssible spirits, and did his utt ywil| -
; butwell as he succeeded in doing’ t,
not m«‘lxc‘lu' quite nneonsdious of the pa,

‘I thoulit the steamer crossed in an
| half,’ she md
bo:ml 4

¢ Oh, dea! no, I think not. There’s a rro')d
wind to-niglt, however ; so I dare say they’ll bb
tle longer tluu usual.

'\IH Harfield questioned him about the time i
than once aftyr this, but e was unable to give hera
definite answer.

1t was all nght, he said vaguely, and his spirits
mounted as the boat plllll" d «mllylhl()u'rh the \va[ms.

With the firs gleam ol morning they neared
shore. Their lu;‘;‘:agu was readly for
the first, ouly a couple of carpets
teau, whith were pounced up
and borne 4 to a buildinr in distancs

Mr. Comberford led Alice ufi the steps,
at once into a fly that loomed e
in the chilly atmosphere. e «
sently with the lug e, and seat
but betor sould rejo
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‘ My darling Allce, you are as innocent as & baby,’

exclaimed Mr. Combertord, with a triumphant smile.

‘ We are uo more going to P.\rw than we are going to

All stratagems are fair .in_love a.nd war.
reorge Hartfield is as well as ever he wasin kis #fe!

and the little note you so impiicitly believed in was
i only a specimen of imitative penmanship by your hum-

ble I ‘waunted to get you away from that
We are
bound for the sut iny Rhineland, ,there to forget that
is such a plzwe as hq:bx.«y or such a.person as
George Hartfield.'

¢ Au.l you think that I will go with you?’

* My dearest, I do not th'aéx. YOy .ioolish as to re-
sist- your fate. "Phe Rubicon.is passed, and return ui-
terlyimpossibl e.  We gave your hash gold elerk the

lip at Dover. ie will “be in Paris At § :\no'» look, witu
the story of your jourdey, whiel wxll be at pava set down
as an elopeménts’

¢ I am not so week or so \nokc[l as
.\h« e, snatching her hand indignancl§y ¥ his f‘,gm\;,‘

*siFoolish and lr(ulty as T have boen indispe 1ng toyous J
n.m fot so’pasé as to bring dlsln nowr sy hugbandds
nane. % ou must take me to Paris, My, (omberford, or
| nmsc oo alone.’

lmp.)xsxl)l‘ 54

“ Where are you going myw ?’

‘/To a hotel, [ st get you some breakfist, Mhors
i3 no srain for Paris till \ml“l, there|is one for Uolefue.a
the =ame hour, and it is by that we are to trave,.

Alise looked at him in despair. . Whatever lote 38 ha |

servant.

vou thifk,” etied

| gt for him died a su ldeadeati in this o menti f 2oy .
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