
THE EVENING TELEGRAM. ST. JOHN’S. NEWFOUNDLAND, JA

She did not tew that Lord Bayne
ham would dlecorer the tact of her 
presence In the Ledy*s Walk that 
night It he did so, and knew she had 
been there with Mr. Fulton, there 
wae ne h*lp ter heir; she auet than 
tell him sll.
* Hour after hour passed, and Lady 
Hilda «till sat where her husband had 
left her. From the contused mist of 
hW thehghts one idea gradually grew 
upon her. It was that ate must keep 
her secret and learn to endure, In 
silence all that It brought upon her.

The fair young child, tor she wee 
little else, wondered why this hard lot 
had fallen upon her. Only a few 
months since, and her happiness was 
perfect, within a flaw; now , her 
trouble seemed greeter than she could 
bear- What had she done that she 
Should be thus punished ?

No great or grievous sin marred 
or stained the course of that fair, 
tranquil life. She had done her duty 
as tar as she knew It, both to Ood 
and man. She had never wronged 
another, and the poor and the sorrow
ing rose up to Wees her. Why wns 
she punished so heavily 7 ell her sor
rows came from the sins and tollies 
of others. The weight fell upon her, 
crushing the brightness from her life, 
bending the golden head lew In 
humble shame.

"Why was It?" Reason gave no
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CHAPTKR XXIX.
When her husband left her Lady 

Hilda sat, incapable of connected 
thought, conscious only of deep, un
utterable anguish, that dulled her 
brain and seemed to paralyse her 
mind. She never remembered in af
ter yeare /how the hours passed after 
her father left her. It was like a 
dream of pain, full of sad and miser
able picture». The long night 
brought her no rest and no calm. She 
tried to pray, but her resUees heart 
and restless Ups could not be con
trolled. She tried to think, but 
thought wae impossible. A11 around 
her, In letters of Are, she read that 
she was an Impostor, a convict's 
deughter who had no business there.

On some such trouble would have 
fallen lightly; hut to that sensitive, 
loving, truthful nature It was martyr
dom. If ebe could have gone and 
thrown herself at her 'husband’s feet 
and told him all, confessing her un
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üATSits music. “I scorn to speak untruly. 
I cannot answer yon, Fate must do 
its worst."

"There was despair in her face and 
voice—despair so deep, so hopeless, 
t^at Lord Bayneham knew not what 
to say or think.
i “Darling,” he said gently, “be can

did with me. Even supposing you 
have done some little action not 
qélte prudent, I could not be angry, 
ï/khow how sweet, and gentle, and 
ptyce my little wife is. Do not make 
mls.so unhappy, love. Tell me what 
it'*.”

“I will ask," he replied angrily— 
“and I will know. What nonsense!— 
what folly! One might fancy I was a 
husband in a French play, trying to 
fathom an intrigue. Did you drop the 
bracelet, Hilda?—you force me to 
speak angrily—answer me.”

His gentle tone and kind face 
touched her more than anger could 
have done, and she laid her head on 
his breast, like a wearied child who 
has cried itself to sleep.

"Claude,” she said gently, “I can- 
net tell you. I wish I could die here 
In your arms, while your face looks 
kind and you smile on me. It would 
be easier for me to die than answer 
your questions."

"I say it in sorrow, not In anger, 
Hilda,” he replied, kissing her pale 
brow, “that the secret you own ex
ists, but which you refuse to tell me, 
I shall find out for myself.”

. He unclasped her arms as he spoke, 
and rising from her side he slowly 
qqltted the room.

Lord Bayneham was ill at ewe. He 
loved his beautiful young wife with a 
devotion that knew no limits. - He 
could not, in his wildest dreams. Im
agine her capable of even an im
prudence; and he wondered, until 
wonder became pain, what she was 
keeping from him. He did not see 
how It was possible for Lady Hilda 
to have any secrete; the simple story 
of her life was an open book, In which 
he had read every charming, inno
cent page. As for any love nonsense, 
he would sooner have suspected a 
bright-winged angel of mercy than 
his pare, loving, gentle wife. He 
would have dismissed the whole af
fair as nonsense but for her own 
words—her own admission, that she 
had a secret which she could not 
share with him.

He stood in the library; a mass of 
papers lay In a confused heap upon 
the table, all awaiting his attention, 
but he had none to spare for them. 
It wae seldom the young lord of 
Bayneham bore eo disturbed an ex
pression on his comely face. He was 
at a Standstill, and knew not what 
to do. It for a moment he felt angry 
with his young wife the remem
brance of her words—her pale, wist
ful face lying on his breast—came 
over him, and all anger melted away.

(To be continued.)
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proud home where he had placed her, 
unworthy of the name and love of one 

#whoee race bad never known the 
taint of shame, her sorrow would 
ij^re been light In comparison. The 
worst that could have befallen her 
would have been that her husband 

I would have sent her from him. From 
her height of pride Lady Bayneham 
would scorn her, and Barbara Earle 
would look on with sorrow and wond
er. Yet all that was far easier to 
bear than the consciousness of her 
secret. The knowledge that she was 
the child of one who had broken the 
law, and suffered the fate of a con
vict—the knowledge that # she, al
though Lady Hutton’s heiress and 
adopted daughter, was after all an 
Impostor—there wae pometblng even 
harder than that, and It was the ne
cessity of keeping a secret from her 
husband, the noble, upright man, who 
had trusted her so deeply and loved 
her so - well.

Life had been all sorrow for Lady 
Hilda since this harrier had arisen 
between them—since she had lost the 
power of looking, with clear, truth
ful eyes In his face; and she would 
have suffered anything willingly it 
she might have told him.

As,she eat there, white and still as 
a marble statue, the impulse was 
strong upon her to go after him and 
tell him all; but three things pre
vented her, three reasons held her 
bound* In chains of Iron. That first 
was his words, that "such a one" 
should be Sent beck to her own 

It she eenflded her secret
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to her husband he would send her 
to live with the terrible father whose 
conduct had so fatally blighted bar 
life. The second, the oath her dying 
mother asked her to take—and an 
oath was a sacred and solemn matter 
to Lady Hilda, net a promise that 
could be llghtlT broken. The third, 
and perhaps the moat binding, was 
her father’» determination « the 
secret became" knows to kill himself. 
Re would do It, ahe knew, that vain, 

"prend nature would nererwlthitand 
the shock; he would kill Mmselt, and 
she would be answerable tor his life.

There was no alternative: she must 
bear her husband’s anger as beet she 
could, endure his mothers proud dis
like, and Barbara Katie’s sweet look 
of wondering sorrow.
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