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and deaths for her suke. And so we parted:
poor Inez crying hitterly : my heart brokeén,

#8he came no more to our thentre,  In
twelve months they all forgot the Spanish
ballet-givl—all but me—T thought of heral-
wuys, Ly day and by night—till thought of her
wore me to the likeness of o withered skeleton
whom no one saw without shuddering. 1 heard
nothing of Jordun or his wife—how could 1,
who knew no one?’ So twelve months passed
awny, when one dreavy night, ns T was thinking
of Inez; e pale stricken crenture, with an infunt
on her bosom, staggered into my room, It was
Inez!

¢ Richard," she said, ¢1 have come to die,"
and fainfed away in my amrms. My poor dar-
ling t what a woful wreck she was! 1 could
rerd every moment of that twelve months' an-
guish in the wan checks, in the hollow eyes,
For some days she was in a raging fever, cry-
ing pitcously for her child; and 1 thonght she
never could have recovered, 1 watched herall
that terrible time, and at last she ‘recovered
consciousness,  Then she told me all lier woes,
The story sickens me to repeat it.

“ Poor darling ! in marrying John Jordan she
took an adder to her bosom, to rah her of her
beauty, and then lenve her a poor poisoned
thing. For all her entreatics, he would insist
on having their marriage kept a seeret: he said
it would injure him professionally  and she he-
lieved him, and only kept praying for the day
he could avow it.  But when it beeame impos-
sible any longer to keep it a secret, she went to
him again and besought him for the sake of
their child fo lenve her 1o longer under the
crnel suspicion of the world,  1twas only then,
driven to his Iast resource, he fold his heart.
broken wife that their marriage was no'marringe
atall! In herinnocence, she had never dream-
ed that, in pretending to marry her according
to the rites of herown Roman Catholic chureh.
the wretch only went through u form which the
cruel law of England prononnced a favee to by
repudiated at will !

“The terrible teath almost drove her mad.
She appented tohim for her own sake, for her
child's sake, for God's sake, not-to drive hei
out on* the world a polluted outenst, and fix «
nameless mark of scorn on her child.  She ap-
])9xnlu(l to a demon who had no pity ; who, heap:
g -ontrage ‘upon outrage, suggested a conr-
promise fen thousand {imes more shameful
than her shame.  She rushed from his presence
with a broken henrt, never to see him aj;uin
She was not long in learning the secret of hix

fiendish tréachery. 'The young widow of*arich
old money-lender’ had caught his eye: rather
the rumonr of her untold wealth: and so well-
had he played his devilish game, that the
money-lender's widow had consented to he his
wife, 'hey were wmarried: poor Tnez wag
chained to a fever-bed when their marriage
bells were ringing, - When she got well, there
was o little dark-cyed miniature of herself by
ber side, and a mother's love drew her back
again out of the grave, Shunned and pointed
at, for a while she dragged out her wretched
life, ore dead than alive, for her child's sake,
till, at last, want and miscery having done their
worst on hier poor frnme, she camne that dreary

November evening to old Richard's room to !

dic.

¢ [ thought that perhaps she might still live,
and that 1 might Le a father to poor Inez, and
her child : but her heart was hroken,  On her dy-
ing bed she gave into my charge the certifiente
of her mauringe with John Jordan, and the buby.,
¢ Richard, you will see her righted,” were her’
last words ag her dying eyes met mine. - This
was all she said, and thenshe died.  Rose Mar-
ton, yon are Incz’ ¢hild 1™

«Oht Rose, dear Rose, what a sad story !’
sohbed Cressy Artsiade, .

& My pour mother1? was all the weeping girl
could sy, ¢ Yet how sweet are even: such
melting memories since they tell me atlast T
had & moiher, and oh | such a mother! Tuoor
wronged angel! how light are my wrongs in
contrastt® )

And the girls fell sobbing again on one an-
other’s necks. -

“ But, darling Rose, you suid I was your

sister—"

« Hush, hush, 8 moment, darling, Youhave
not read it all.!

CHATTER XXXII,
taxez' o,

Here there was a long blolted gap in the
manuscript, as if tenrs had fallen and as if a
hand had shaken, in telling how poor Inez died |
Then the narrtive proceeded : o

T did not forget my trust. 14 gave me-a
new life to have Romething 1o cure for; some:
thing that always réminded me of Tnez’ T
songht everywhere for the  hushand of my
poor darling. . Now that she was dead, and
could no longer accuse him, - 1 thouglit he
wight at least snve her child fram a worse. fite

than death, - But 1 lost him' in the great wo U

of Londen. He had given up his old cham-




