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PART IL.—PARADISE REGAINED.

CHAPTER XLIX.
PAST AND FUTURE.

“ Questions of the Second Group : relating to
the Wife's Confession. First Question :—What
prevented Dexter from destroying the lelwr,
when he firrt discovered it under the dead wo-
m»n's pillow ? -

“ Answer:—The same motives which led
iiim to resist the seizure of the Diary, and to
give his evidence in the prisoner’s favour at the
Trial, induced him to preserve the letter, until
the verdict was known. Looiring back once
more at his last words, as taken down by Mr.
Berjamin, we may infer that if the verdict had
been Guilty, he would not have hesitated togave
the ionocent husband by producing the wife's
confessior. There are degrees in all wicked-
ness. Dextor was wicked enough to suppress
the letter, which wounded his vanity by reveal-
ing him as an object tor loathing and contempt
—buthe was aot on the scaffold. He was capa.
ble of exposing the rival whom be bhated to the
Infamy and torture of a pubifc accusation of
murder; but, in the event of an adverse verdiet,
he shrank before the direr cruelty of letting him
be hanged. Reflect, in this connection, on
what he must have suffered, villain as he was,
when he first read the wife’s confession. He
had caleulated on undermining her atfection for
her husband—and whither had his calculations '
led him? He had driven the woman whom he
loved to the lastdreadful refuge of death by sui-
clde! Give these considerations their due
weight; and you will underst«nd that some lit-
tie redeeming virtue might show itself, as the
result even of this man’s remorse.

“Becond Question :—What motive influenced
Miserrimus  Dexter's conduct, when Mrs.
(Valeria) Maeallan Informed bim that she pro.
posed re-opening the inquiry into the poisoning.
at Gleninch?

“ Answer :—In all probability, Dexter's guilty
fears suggested tohim that he might have been
watched, on the morning when he secretly en.
tered the chamber in which the first Mrs. Eus.
tace lay dead. Feeling no scruples himself, to
restrain bim from listening at doors and looking
through keyholes, he would be all the more
ready to suspect other people of the same prac-
tices. With this dread in him, it wouid natur-
ally occur to bis mind that Mrs, Valeria might
meet with the person who had watched him,
and might hear all that the person had discover-
ed—unless he led her astray at the outset of
her investigations. Her own Jealous suspicions
of Mrs. Beauly offered him the ohance of easily
doing this. And he was all the readier to profit
by the chance, being himself animated by the
most hostile feeling towards that lady. He
knew her, as the enemy who destroyed the
domestic peace «f the mistress of the house ;
he loved the mistress of the house—and he
hated her enemy, acocordingly. The preserva-
tion of his guilty secret, and the persecution of
Mrs. Beauly ; there you have the greater and
the lesser motive of bis conduet, in his retations
with Mrx. Eustace the second I” *

Benjamin laid down his notes, and took off
his spectacles.

“ We have not thought it necessa: ¥y to go fur-
ther than this,” be said, « Is there any point
you can think of that Is still lefy unexplained ?”

I reflected. There was no polut of any im. |
portance left nuexplained that I could remem-
ber. But there was one little matter, suggested
by the recent allusions to Mr Beuuly, which I
wisbed, If possible, to have thoroughly cleared
up.

“Have you and Mr, Playmore ever spoken
together on the subjest of my husband’s former
attachment to Mre, Beauly'!” Iasked. ¢ Has
Mr. Playmore ever told you why Eustace did
not marry her, after the Trial t*

“ 1 put that question to Mr. Playmore m) self,”
sald Benjamin. «He answered it easily enough,
Being your husband’s confdential friend and
adviser, he was consulted when Mr. Eustace
wrote to Mrs. Beauly, after the Trial; an here.
peated the substance of the letter, at my request,
Would you Iike to hear what I remember of it,
in my turn?

I owned that I should like to hear it. What
Benjamin thereupon told me, exactly colncided
with what Miserrimus Dexter had told me—as
related in the thirtieth chapter of my narrative.
Mrs. Beauly had been & witness of the public de.
gradation of my husband. That was ebough in
itself to prevent him from marryiog her. He
broke off with Rer, for the same reason which
had led him to separate himself from me.
Existence with a woman who knew that he had
been tried for his .iie as a muarderer, was an
existence whioh he had not resolution enough
to face. The two accounts agreed in every rar-
ticular. At last my jealous outiouity was paci-
fled ; and Benjamin was free to dismiss the past

* Note by the writer of the narrative ;—

Look back for a further illustration of this
point of view to the scene at Benjamin's house
(Chapter XXXV.), where Dexter, in a moment
of ungovernable agitation, betrays his own
secret to Valerta,
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from further consideration, and to approach the
more critical and more interesting topic of the
futare,

His first inquiries related to Eustace. He
asked if my husband had any suspicion of the
proceedings which had taken place at Gleninch,

I told him What had happened, and how I
had contrived to put off the inevitable disclosure
for a time.

My old friend’s face cleared up as he listened
to me,

¢« This will be good news for Mr, Playmore,”
he said. ¢« Our excellent friend, the lawyer, is

“sorely afraid that our discoveries may compro.

mise your position with your husband. On the
one hand, he is paturally anxious to spare Mr.
Eustace the distress which he must certainly
feel, if he reads his first wife’s confession, On
the other hand, it1s impossible, in justice, as Mr.
Playmore puts it, to the unborn children of
your marriage, to suppress a document which
vindicates the memory of their father from the
aspersion that the Scotch Verdict might other-
wise cast on t.”

I listened attentively. Benjamin had touch-
ed on a trouble which was still secretly preying
on my mind. °

« How does Mr. Playmore propose to meat
the difficulty ?” I asked.

“ He can only meet it in one way,” Benjamin
replied. “ He proposes to seal up the originai
manuscript of the letter, and to add toit a plaln
statement of the circumstances under which it
was discovered; supported by your signed attes.
tation and mine, as witnesses to the facts. This
done, he must leave ft to you to take your hus.
band into your eonfidence, at your own time.
It will then be for Mr. Eustace todeclde whether
he will leave it with the seal unbroken, as an
heirloom to his e¢hildren, to be made public or
not, at their discretion, when they areof age to
think for themselves. Do you cousent 40 this,
my dear? or would you prefer that sir. Play-
more should see your husband, and aet for you
in the matter ?”

1 decided, without hesitation, to take the
responsibility on myself. Where the question
of guiding Eustace’s decision was concerned, I
considered my influence to be decidedly super-
ior to the influence of Mr. Playmore. My choice
met with Benjamin’s full approval. Hearrang-
ed to write to Edinburgh, and relieve the law-
yer’s anxieties by that day’s post,

The one last thing now left to be settled, re-
lated to our plans for returning to England.
The doctors were the authorities on this subject.
I promised to consult them about it, at their next
visit to Kustace.

« Have you anothing more to say to me ?”
Benjamin inquired, as he opened his writing-
case.

I thought of Miserrimus Dexter and Ariel ;
and I inquired if he had heard any news of them
lately. My old friend sighed, and warned me
that I bad touched on a painful subject.

« The best thing that can happen to that un-
happy man, is llkely to happen,” he said. “ The
one change in him is a change that threatens
paralysis, You may hear of his death before
you get back to England.”

s And Arfel 7" I asked.

“Quite unaltered,” Benjamin answered. “Per-
feotly happy so long asshe is with ¢ the Master.’
From all I can hear of her, poor soul, she doesn't
reckon Dexter among mortal beings. She laughs
at the idea of his dying; and she waits patient-
ly, in the firm persuasion thst he will recognise
her again.”

Benjamin’s news saddened and silenced me,
1 left him to his letter.

CuAPTER L.
THE LAST OF THE STORY.

In ten days more we returned to England, ac-

‘com panied by Benjamin.

Mrs. Macallan’s house in London offered us
ample accommodation. We gladly availed our-
selves of her proposal, when she invited usto
stay with her untii our child was born, and our
plans for the future were arranged.

The sad news from the asylum (for which
Benjamin had prepared my mind at Parls)
reached me soon after our return to Eogland.
Miserrimus Dexter’s release from the burden of
life had come to him, by s.ow degrees. A few
hours before he breathed his last, he rallied for
awhile, aud recognised Ariel at his bedside He
feebly pronounced her name, and looked at her,
and asked for me. They thought of sending for
me, but it was too lute. Before the messenger
could be despatched, he said with a touch of his
old self-importance, «Silence all of you! my
brains are weary; I am going to sleep.” He
closed his eyes in slumber, and never woke
again. So for this man too the end came mer-
cifully, without griefor palnl. 8o that strange
and many-sided Hfe—with its guilt and its mi-
sery, its fitful flashes of poetry and humour, its
fantastic galety, cruelty, and vanity—ran its
destined course, and faded out like & dream !

Alas for Ariel ! S8he had 'tved for the Master
—what maore could she do, now the Master was
gone ? She could die for him, )

They had merocifully allowed her to attend
the funeral of Miserrimus Dexter—in the hope
that the ceremony might avail to convince her
of his death. Theanticipation was not realired ;
she still persisted in denying that ¢ the Master,”
bad left her. They were obliged to resirain the
poor creature by force, when the coffin was

lowered into the grave ; and they could only re-
move her from the cemetery, by the same
means, when the burial service wasover. From
that time, her life alternated, for a few weeks,
between fits of raving delirium, and intervals of
lethargic repose. At the annual ball given in
the asylum, when the strict superintendence of
the patients was in some degree relaxed, the
alarm was raised, a little before midnight, that
Ariel was missing. The nurse in charge had
left her asleep, and had yielded to the tempt-
ation of going downstairs to look at the dancing.
When the woman returned to her post, Ariel
was goue. The presence of strangers, and the
confusion incidental to the festival, offered her
facilities for escaping which would n t have
presented themselves at any other time. That
night the search for her proved to be useless.
The next mnrning brought witn it the last
touching and terrible tidings of her. She had
strayed back tothe burial-ground ; and she had
been found towards sunrise, dead of cold and ex-
posure, on Miserrimus Dexter’s grave. Falthful
to the last, Artel had followed the Master !
Faithful to the iast, Ariel had died on the Mas-
ter’s grave !

Having written these sad words, I turn wil-
lingly to a less painful theme.

Events had separated me from Major Fitz-
David, after the date of the dinner-party which
had witnessed my memorable meeting with
Lady Clarinda. From that time, I heard little
or nothing of the Major; and I am ashamed to
say I had almost entirdly forgotten him—when
I was reminded of the modern Don Juan, by
the amazing appearance of wedding-cards, ad-
dressed to me at my mother-in-law's house !
The Major ha'l settled in life at last. And, more
wonderful still, the Major had chosen us the
lawful ruler of his household and himself—¢the
future Queen of Song; ” the roun-l-eyel over-
dressed young lady with the strident soprano
voice !

We paid our visit of congratulation in due
form ; and we really did feel for Major Fitz.
David,

The ordeal of marrisge had so changed my
gay and gallant admirer of former times, that I
hardly knew him agailn. He had lost all his
pretensions to youth; he had become, hope-
lessly and undisguisedly, an old man., Standing
behind the chair on which his tm perious young
wife sat entbroned, he looked at her submissive-~
ly between every two words that he addressed
to me, as If he walited for her permission to
open his lips and speak. Whenever she inter-
rupted him—and she did it, over and over again,
without ceremony-—he submitted with u senile
docility and admiration, at once absurd and
shocking to see.

“ Isn't she beautiful ?” he said to me (in his
wife's hearing!). “ What a figure and what a
voice ! You remember her voice? It's a loss,
my dear lady, and irretrievable loss, to the
operatic stage! Do you know, when I think
what that grand creature might have done, I
sometimes ask myself if I really had any right
to marry her, I feel, upon my honour I feel, as
i I had com mitted a fraud on the public ! ”

. As for the favoured object of this quaint mix-
ture of admiration and regret, she was pleas~d
to receive me gracilously, as an old friend.
While Eustace was talking to the Major, the
bride drew me aside out of their hearing, and
explained her motives for wmarrying, with a
candour which was positively shameless.

“You see we are a large family at home,
quite unprovided for !"” this odious young wo-
man whispered in my ear. ¢ It's all very well
to talk abrut my beiug a ¢ Queen of Song' and
the rest of it. Lord bles« you, I have been often
enough to the opera, and I have learnt enough
of my music-master, to know what it takes to
me a flue singer. i haven’t the patience to
work at it as those foreign women do : a parcel
of brazen-faced Jezebels—I hate them. No!
no! between you and me, it was a great deal
easier to get the money by marryiug the old
gentleman. Here I am, provided for—and
there’s all my family provided for, too,—and
nothing to do but to spend the money. I am
fond of my family: I'm a good daughter and
rister—7 am ! 8se bow I’m dressed ; look at the
furniture ; I haven’t played my cards badly,
have I'? It's a great advantage to marry an
old man—you can twist him round your little
finger. Happy? Oh, yes! I'm quite happy;
and J hope youare, too. Where are you living
now ? I shall call soon, and have a long gossip
with you. I always bad a sort of liking for
yoi, and (now I'm as good as you are) I want
to be friends.”

I made a short and civil reply to this; deter-
mining inwardly that when she did visit me,
she should get no farther than the house-door.
I don't serupie to say that I was thoroughly dis-
gusted with her. When a woman sells herseif
to a man, that vile bargain is none the less in-
famous (to my mind), because it happens to be
made under the sanction of the Churgh and the
Law, :

As I sitat the desk thinking, the picture of
the Major and his wife vanishes from my mé-
mory—and the last soene in my story comes
slowly into view.

['he placeis my bedroom. The’persons (both
if you will be pleased to exocuse them, In bed)
are myself and my son. He is already three
weeks old: and he i8 now lying fast asleep by
bis mother's side. My good Uncle Starkweather
is coming to Loudon to baptise him, Mrs, Mac-
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allan will be his godmother; and his godfuthers
will be Benjamin and Mr. Playmore. [ wonder
whether my christaning will pass off more mer-
rlly than my wedding ?

The doctor has just left the house, in some
little perplexity about me. He has found me
reclining as usnal (latterly) in my arm-chair;
but, on this partiealar day, he bhas detected
symptoms of exhaustion, which he finds quite
unaccountable under the circamstauces, and
which warn him to exert his authority by send-
ing me back to my bed.

The trath is that I have no* taken the doctor
inlo my confidence. There are two causes for
those signs of exhaustion which have surprised
my medical attendant—and the names of them
are : Anxlety and Suspense,

On this day, I have at last sammoned courage
enough to perform the promise which I made
to my husband in Paris He is informed, by
this time, how his wife’s confession was dis-
covered. He knows (on Mr. Playmore’s autLor-
ity), that the letter may be made the means,
if he so wills it, of publicly vindidating his in-
nocence in a Court of Law. And, last and most
important of all, he is now aware that the Con-
fession itself has been kept a sealed secret. from
him, out of compassionate regard for his own
peace of mind, as wel} as for the memory o1 the
unhappy woman who was once his wife.

These necessary disclosures I have commu-
nicated to my husband—not by word of mouth ;
when the time came, [ shrank from speaking
to him personally of his first wife—but by a
written statement of the clrcumstances, taken
malnly ont of my letters received in Paris, from
Benjamin and Mr. Playmore. He has now had
ample time to read all that I have written to
bim, and to reflect on it in the retirement of
his own study. I am waiting, with the fatal
letter in my hand—and my mother-in-law is
walting in the next room to me—to hear from
his own lips whether he decides to break the
seal or not.

The minutes pass; and still wo fail to hear
uis footstep on the stairs. My doubts as to
which way his decision may turn, affect me
more and more uneast'y the longer I wait. The
very possession of the letter, in the present ex-
cited states of my nerves, oppresses and revolts
me, Ishrink from touching it, or looking at it.
I move it about restlessly from place to place
on the bed, and still I cannot keep it out of
mind. At last, an odd fancy strikes me. I life
up one of the baby’s hands, and put the letter
under {t—and 80 associate that dreadful record
of sin and misery with something Innocent and
protty that seems to hallow and to purify it.

The minutes pass; the half-hour longer strikes
from the clock on the chimuney-plece; and at
last I hear him! He knocks softly and opens
the door.

He is deadly pale; I fancy I can detect traces
of tears on his cheeks, But no outward sigus of
agitation escape him, as he takes his seat by
my side. I can see that he has waited until he
could control himself—for my sake.

He takes my hand, and kisses me tenderly.

“Valerla!” he says. ‘ Let me once more
ask you to forgive what | said, and did, in the
byegone time. If I understand nothing else,
my love, I undersiand this : —The proof of my
innocence has been found ; and I owse it entire-
ly to the courage and the devotlon of my wife !”

I wait a little, to enjoy the fu!l luxury of hear-
128 him say those words—to revel in the love
and gratitude that moisten his dear eyes as
they look at me. Then, I rouse my resolution,
and put the momentous quest!ioa oun which our
future depends.

“Do you wish to see the letter, Eustace 7"

Instead of answering directly, he questions me
in bis turn, ‘

*“Have got the letter here ?”

* Yes.”

“ Sealed up ?

‘.Sealed up,”

He walts a 'little, considering what he-is to
say next, before he says it.

“ Let me be sure that I know exactly what it
18 I have to decide,” he proceeds. ¢ Suppose 1
insist onreading the letter——-1»

There I interrupt him. I know it is my duaty
torestrain myself. But I cannot do my duty,

¢: My darling, don't talk of reading the letter!
Pray, pray spare yourself—"

He holds up his hand for silence.

«I am not thinking of myself” he says, [
am thinking of my dead wife. if I give up the
public vindication of my innocence, in my own
life-time—If I leave the senl of the letter un-
broken—do you say, as Mr, Playmore says, that
I shail be acting mercifully and tenderly to-
wards the memory of mv wife ?*

“ Oh, Eustace, there cannot be the shadow of
adoubtofit!”

“8hall I be making some little atonement for
any pain that I may have thoughtessly caused
her to suffer in her lifetime ?”

“ Yes! yes!”

‘ And, Valeria—shall I please You?”

“ My darling, you will enchant me!*’

¢ Where is the letter ¢

«In your son’s hand, Eustaoce.”

He goes round to the other side of the bed,
and lifts the baby’s little pink band to his lpe.
For a while, he waits so, in sad and secret com-
munion with himself. I see his mother softly
open the door, and watch himas I am watching
him. Ina moment more, our suspense is at an
end. With a heavy sigh, he lays the child’s
hand back again on the sealed letter; and, by
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