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PART II.—~PARADISE REGAINED.

CHAPTER XL, (continued).
NEMESIS AT LAST!

You look at them eanest creature that
crawls — look at Me. Let me find my ins-
piration in your eyes. Let me feed my hungry
admiration on your form. Come! have one little
pitying sinile left fur the man whose happiness
you have wrecked, Thank you. Light of my
life, thank you!"” He kissed his band to me,
and threw himself back luxuriously in his chalr,
+«The story,” he resumed. ¢« The story at last!
In what form shall I castit? In the dramatic
form-—the oldest way, the truest way, the
shortest way of telling a story ! Title, first. A
short title, a taking title: Mistress ard Mald.’
Scene, the land of romance—Italy. Time, the
age of romance—the fifteen century, Ha! look
at Ariel. She knows no more about the fifteenth
century than the cat in the Kkitchen, and yet
she is interested already. Happy Ariel!”

Ariellooked at me aguin, in the double intoxie-
atlon of the wine and the triumph, '

“1 know no more than the cat in the kitch-
en,” she repeated, v:ith a broad grin of gratified
vanity, “I am ¢happy Ariell' What are
You?”

Miserrimus Dexter langhed uproariously.

« Didn’t I tell you ?* he said. « Isn’t she fun?
Persons of the Drama,” he resumed :—¢ Three
in number. Women only. Angelica, a noble
la :y ; noble alike iu spirit and in birth. Cune-
gonda, a beautiful. devil, in wowan’s form.
Damoride, her unfortunate maid. First scene.
A dark vaulted chamber in a castle. Time,
eveniug, The o vls are hooting in the wood ; the
frogs are croaking in the marsh. Look at Ariel!
Her flesh creeps; she shudders audibly. Ad.
mirable Ariel !”

My rival in tbe Master’s favour eyed me de-
fiantly., ¢ Admirable Arjel!” she repeated, in
drowsy accents. Miserrimus Dexter paused to
take up his gublet of Burgundy —placed close at
hand on a little sliding table attached to his
chair. [ watched him nurrowly, as he sipped
the wine. The flush was still mounting in his
face ; the light was still brightening in his eyes.
He set down his glass again, with a jovial smack
of his lips—and went oun.

«Persons present in the vaulted chamber :—
Cunegonda and Damoride. * Cunegonda speaks,
¢Damoride!’ ¢Madam?’ ¢Who lies ill in the
chamber above us?’ +«Madam, the noble lady,
Angelica.’ (A pause. Cunegonda sreaks again.)
¢ Damoride!’ ¢Madam ?’ ¢ How does Angelica
like you?' ¢«Madam, the nobie lady, sweet and
good to all who approach her, is sweet and good
to me.’, « Have you attended on her, Damoride ?’
¢Sometimes, madam, when the nurse was
weary.! ¢Has she taken her healing medicine
from your hand ?’ ¢Once or twice, madam,
when I happened to be by.” ‘Damoride, take
this key, and open the casket on the table there,!
(Damoride obeys). ¢Do you see a green vial in
the casket ?' ¢I see it, madam.’ ¢Take it out.’
(Damoride obeys.) ¢ Do you see a liquid in the
green vial ? can you guess what it 1s?’ ¢ No,
wadam.’” ¢Shall I tell you?’ (Damoride bows
respectfully). ¢Poison is in the vial.’ (Damo-
ride starts; she shrinks from the poison; she
would fain put it aside. Her mistress signs to
her to keep itin her hand ; ber mistress speaks).
¢ Damoride, I have told you one of my secrets;
shall I tell you another?’ (Damoride waits,
fearing what is to come. Her mistress speaks),
¢ I hate the Lady Angelica. Her life stands be-
tween me and the joy of my heart. You hold
her life in your hand.’ (Damoride drops on her
knees; she is a devout person ; she crosses her-
self, and then she speaks). ¢ Mistress, you ter-
rify me. Mistress, whatdo I hear?’ (Cunegonda
advances, stands over her, looks down on her
with terrible eyes, whispers the pext words.)
¢«Damoride ! The Lady Angelica must die—and
I must not be suspected. The Lady Angelica
must die—and by your band.’” .

He paused again. To sip the wine once more?
No; to drink a deep draught of it, this time.

Was the stimulant beginning to fail bim
already ?

I luoked at him attentively, as he laid him-
self back again in bis cbair, to cousider for a
moment before he went on,

The flush on his face was as deep as ever;
but the brightness in his eyes was beginning to
fade already. I had noticed that he spoke more
and more slowly as he advanced to the later
dialogue of the écene. Was he feeling the eflort
of invention already? Had the time come
when the wine had done all that the wive could
do for bim ?

We waited. Ariel sat watching him, with
vacantly-staring eyes and vacantiy-open mouth,
Benjamin, impenetrably expecting the rignal,
kept his open note-book on his knee, covered
hy his band.

Miserrimus Dexter went on,

« Damoride hears those terrible- words; Da-
moride clasps her hands in entreaty. +Ob,
madam ! madam ! how can I kiil the dear and
noble lady ? What motive have I for harming
her ?’ Cunegonda answers, ¢ You have the mo-
tive of obeying Me.’ Damoride falls with ber

face on the floor, at her mistress’s feet. ‘Madam,
1 cannot do it! Madam, I dare not do it!’ Cu-

(From Author’s MS.

negonda answers, ¢ You run norisk ; IThave my
plan for diverting discovery from myself, and
my plan for diverting discovery from you.’
Damoride repeats, ‘I cannotdo it! I dare not
do it!’ Cunegonda's eyes flash lightnings of
rage. She takes from its place of concealment
iu her bosom-—"

He stopped in the middle of the sentence, and
put his hand tn his head. Not like a man in
pain, but like 8 man who had lost his idea.

Would it be well if I tried to help him to re-
cover his idea ? or would it be wiser (if I could
only do it) to keep silence ?

I could see tbe drift of his story plainly
euough. His ot ject, under the thin disguise of
the Itallan romance, was to meet my unanswer-
able objection L0 suspeciing Mrs. Beauly’s maid
—the obj ction that the woman had no motive
for committing herself to an act of murder. If
he could practically contradict this, by dixcover-
ing a motive which I should be ouliged to ad-
mit, his end wou!d be gained. These inquiries
which I had pledged myself to pursne—those
inquiries which might, at any moment, tuke a
turn that directly concerned him-—would, In
that case, be succe-sfully diverted from the
right to the wrong person. The innocent maid
would set my strictest scrutiny at deflance ; and
Dexter would be safely shielded behind, her.

1 determined to give him time. Not a word
passed my lip-.

The minutes followed each other. I waited
in the deepest anxlety. It was a trylug and a
critical moment. If hs succeeded in inventing
a probable motive, and iu shaping it neatly to
suit the purpuse of his story, he would prove,
by that act alone, that there were reserves of
mental power stiil left in him, which the prac-
tised eye of the Scotch doctor had failed to see.
But the question was—would he do it ?

He did1t! Not in a new way; not in a con-
vineing way; not without a painfully-evident
effort. Still, well done, or ill none, he fuound a
motive for the maid. .

« Cunagonda,” he resumed, ¢ takes from ils
place of concealment in her bosvm a written
pager, and unfolds it. ¢Look at this,” she says.
Damoride 1doks at the paper, and sinks again
at her mistress’s feet in a paroxysm of horror
and despair, Cunegonda is In po-session of a
shameful secrct in the mald’s past life. Cune-
gonda can say Lo ber, ¢ Choose your alternative.
Either submit to an exposure which disgraces
you, snd disgraces yo r parents, for ever——or
nake up your mind thobey Me. Damoride mizht
submlt to the disgrace if 1t only affec:ed herself.
But her parents are hoi est people; she cannot
disgrace her parents. Sue is driven to ber last
retuge—there is no hope of melting the hard
heart of Cunegondsr. Her only resource is to
raise difficultics; she tries to show that there
are obstaé¢les between her and the orime. ¢ Ma-
dam ! Madam !’ she cries, ¢when the nurse iIs
there to see me ?’ Cun:gonda auswers, ¢ Some-
times the nurse sleeps; sometimes the nurse
is away,” Damoride still persists. «Madam!
madawm ! the door is kept locked, and the nurse
has got the key.'”

The key ! I iustantly thought of the missing
key at Gleninch, Had he thonght of it too?
He certainly checked himself as the word es-
caped him. I resolved to make the signa'. I
rested iy etbow on the arm ot my chalr, and
played with my earring. Benjamin took out
his penecil, and arranged his note-book, so that
Ariel could not see what he was about, if she
happened to look his way.

We waited, until it pleased Miserrimus Dex-
ter to proceed. The interval was a long one.
His hand went up again to his forehead. A
duller and duller look was palpably stealing
over his eyes. When he did speak, it was not
to go on with the narrative but to put a
question.

« Where did I leave off?’’ he asked.

My bopes sabk again as rapidly as they had
risen. I managed to answer him, however,
without showing any change in my manner.

«“You left off;” I said, * where Damoride
was speaking to Cuvegonda—"

«Yes ! yes!” he interposed. ¢ And what did
she say ?"”

«She said, ¢The door is kept 1ocked, and the
nurse has got the key.’ "

He instantly leaned forward in his chair.

#“No!"” he gnswered vehemently. * You're
wrong. ¢‘Key?' Nonsense! I never sald,
¢« Key.'’

«T thought you did, Mr. Dexter”

[ never did! I said something else; and
you have forgotten it.”

I refrained from disputing with him, in fear
of what might follow. We waited again. Ben-
jamin, sullenly submitting to my caprices, had
taken down the questions and answe ra that had
passed between Dexter and myself. He still
mechanically kept his page open, and still beld
his pencil in readiness to go on. Ariel, quietly
submittling to the drowsy influence of the wine
while Dexter's voice was in her ears, felt un-
earily the change to silence. Sheglanced round
her restlessly ; she lifted her eyes to « the Mas-
ter.”

There he sat, silent, with his hand to his head
still struggling . to marshal bis wandering
thoughts; still trying to see light through the
darkness that was closing round him,

s Master!” cried Ariel piteously.
become of the story?”

He started as if she had awakened him outof
a sleep; he shook his head impatiently, as
though he wanted to throw off rome oppression
that weighed upon it.

« What's

»

and Advance Shects)

« Patlence! patience!” he said.
is going on again.”

« He dashed at it desperately; he picked up
the first lost thread that fell in his way, reck-
less whether it was the right thread or the
wrong-one,

« Damoride fell on her knees.
tears. She said—-"

He stopped, and looked about him with va-
cant eyes.

« Whnat name did I gave the other woman ?
he asked ; not putting the question to me, or to
either of my ecompanions; asking it of himself,
or asking it of the em pty air.

“ You ealled the other woman, Cunegonda,”
I said. ’

At the sound of my voice, his eyes turned
slowly—turned on me, and yet failed to look at
me. Dull and absent, still and changeless, they
were eyes that seemed to be fixed on something
far away. Even his voice was altered when he
spoke next. It had dropped to s quiet, vacant,
monotonous tone. [ had heard something like
it while I was watching hy my husband’s bed-
sile, at the time of his delirium—when Eustace's
mind appeared {o be too weary to follow his
speech, Was the eud so neat as this?

‘[ called her Cunegonda,” he repeated. #And
I called the other——"-

He stopped once more.

« And you called the other Damoride,” I said.

Arlel looked up at him with a broad stare of
bewilderment, She pulled impatiently at the
sleeve of his jacket, to attract his notice,

« I8 this the story. Master ?” she asked.

He answered without looking at her; his
changeless eyes still fixed, as it seemed on
something far away.

“ This I8 the story,” he sald absently. ¢« But
why Cunegonda? why Damoride? Why not
Mistress and Maid ? Ii’s easler to remember
Mistress and Maid—-—"

He hesitated; he shivered as he tried to raise
himself in his chair. Then he seemed to rally.
« What did the Maild say to the Mistress ?” he
muttelied. «“What? what? what?” He he-
sitated again. Then something scemed to dawn
upon him, unexpectedly. Was it some new
thought that had struck bimm? Or some lost
thought that he had recovered ? Impo-sible to
say! He went on, suddenly and rapidly went
on, in three strange words,

«+«The letter,” the Maid said, « The letter. Ob,
my heart. Every word a dagger. A dagger in
my heart. Oh, you letter., Horrible, horrible,
horrible letter.’’’

What, in God’s name, was he talking about ?
What did those words mean ?

Was he unconsciously parsuing his faint and
fragmentary recollections of a past time at
Gleaninch, under the delusion that he was going
on with the story ? [n the wreck of the other
faculties, was memory the last to sink? Was
the trath, the dreadful truth, glimmering on
me dimly, through the awfuishadow cast before
it by the advanocing eclipse of (he brain? My
breath falled me; a nameless horror crept
through my whole being.

Benjamsin, with his pencll in his hand, ocast
one warnlng look at me. Ariel was quiet and
satisfied. ¢ Go on, Master,” was all she sald,
«JI like tit! I llke it! Go on with the story.”

He went on—Illke a man sleeping with his
eyes open, and talking in his sleep. \

«Tne mald said to the Mistress, No; the
Misiress said to the Maid. The Mistress said,
¢«Show him the letter. Mnst, must, must do it.’
The Mald sald, ¢No. Mustn’t do it. Shan't
show it. Stuff. Nobnsense. Let him suffer.
‘We can get him off. Show it. No. Let the

« The story

She burst into

Ariel clapped her hand«, and mimicked him,
in her turn.

# ¢ Q0Oh, Sara, Sara, Sara,’ she repeated. ¢ «Gone
for ever.’ That's prime, Master! Tell us—
who was Sara ?”

His lips moved. But his volice sank so low
that I could barely hear h.m. He began again,
with the old melancholy refrain.

‘e The Mnid sald to the Mistress. No. The
Mistress said to the Maid " He stopped
abruptly, and raised himself erect in the chair;
he threw up both his hands above his head ;
and burst into a frightful screaming laugh.
s« Aha-ha-ha ha! How funny! Why don't
you laugh? Funny, funny, fuony, funny. Abha-
ha-ha-ha-ha——"’ .

He fell back in the chair. The shrill and
dreadful laugh died away into a low sob. Then
there was one long deep wearily-drawn breath.
Then, nothing t ut & mute vacant fuce turned
up to the ceiling, white eyes that looked blindly,
with l{ps parted in & senscless changeless grin.
Nemesis at last! The foretold doom had fallen
on him, The night had come.

But one feeling animated me, when the first
chock was over. Even the horror of that fear-
ful sight seemed only to increase the pity that
I fe't for the stricken wretch. I started impul-
sively to my feet. Seelng nothing, thinking of
nothing, but the helpless figure in the chair, I
sprang forward to raise him ; torevive him; to
recall him (if such a thing might be possible) to
bimself. At the first step that I took, I felt
hands on me—I was violently drawn back.
«Are you blind ?? cried Benjamin, dragging

me nearer and nearer Lo the door. ¢ Look
there!”

He pointed; and I looked.

Ariel had been beforehand with me. She

had raised her master in the chair; she had got
one arm round him. In her free hand she
brandished an Indian ¢'ub, torn from a *« tropby”
of Oriental weapons that ornamented the wall
over the fire place. The creature was trans-
figured ! Her dull eyes glured llke the eyes of
a wild animal. She gnashed ber teeth in the
frenzy that possessed her. +¢¢You have done
this ! " she shouted to me, waving the ciub fa-
riousty round and round over her head. «Come
near him; aund I'tl dash your brains out! I'll
mash you till there’s not a whole bone left in your
skin!’ Benjamlo, stiil holding e with one
hand, opened the door with the other. I let
him do with me as he would; Arlel fascinated
me; I ocould look at nothing but Arlel. Her
frenzy vanished as she saw us retreating. She
dropped the club; she threw b)th arms round
him, and nestled her head on his bosom, and
sobbed and wept over him, ¢ Master! Master
They shan’t vex you any more. l.0ok up again,
Laugh at me as you used to do. 8.y ¢ Ariel;
yon are a fool.” Be like yourself again ?” I
was forced into the next room. [ hearda long
low wailing cry of mnisery from the poor crea-
ture who loved him with a dog’s fidelity and a
woman's devotion. The heavy door was closed
between us. I wasin the quiet antechamber;
crying over that piteous ~ight; clinging to my
kind old friend, as helpless and as useless as a
child, 4

Benjamin turned the key in the lock.

¢ There's no use in crying about it,” he said
quietly. ¢« It would be more to the purpose,
Valerla, if you thanked God that you have got
out of the room, safe and sound. Come with
me.”

He took the kKey out of the lock, and led me
downstairs into the hall, After a little consider-
ation, he opened the front door of the house.
The gardener was still quietly at work in the

worst come to the worst. Show it tken.” The
Mistress sald——" He paused, and waved his 1
hand rapidly to and fro before his eyes, as if he

was brushing away some visionary confusion

or entanglement. + Which was it last ?” he

said, « Mistress or Maid ? Mistress ? No, Maid

speaks, of course. Loud. Positive. ¢Youn

scoundrels, Keep away from that table. The

Diary’s there. Number-Nine, Caldershaws.

Ask for Dandle. You shan't have the Diary. A

secret in your ear. The Diary will bang him,

I won’t have him hanged. How dare you touch

my chair. My chair is Me? How dare you

touch me?”

light ! I had read them in the Report of the
Trial—in the evidence of the sheriff’s officer.
Miserrimnus Dexter had spoken in those very
terms, when he had tried vainly to preveat the
men from seizing my husband’s papers, and
when the men had pushed his chalr out of the
room. There was no doubt now of what his
memory was busy with. The mystery at
Gleninch! His last backward flight of thought
circled feebly and more feebly nearer and nedrer
to the mystery at Gleninch!

Ariel roused him again. She had no mercy
on him; she insisted onjhearing the whole story.

¢« Wby do you stop, Master? Get along with
it! get along with 1.’ Tell us quick—what did
the Missus say to the Maid ?”

The last words burst on me like a gleam of |

He laughed feebly, and tried to imitate her.

« What did the Missus say to the Maid?” he
repeated. His laugh diled away. He went on
speaking more and more vacantly, more and
more rapidly. ¢ The Mistress said to the Maid,
¢«We've got him offf What about the letter ?
Burn it now. No fire in the grate. No matches
in the box. House topsy-turvy. Servants all
gone. Tear it up., Shake it up in the basket.
Along with the rest. Shake it up. Waste paper.
Throw it away. Gone for ever. Ob. Sara, Bara,
Sara. Gone for ever.'”

grounds.

« Your master is taken il1),” Berjamin said;
«and the woman who attends upon him has
lost her head—if she ever had a head to lose.
W here does the nearest doctor live ?°’

The man’s devotion to Dexter, showed itself
as the woman’s devotion had shown itself—in
the man’s rough way. He threw down his
spade, with an oath.

«The Master taken bad?” he said.
fetch the doctor.
you wilL”

« Tell the doctor to bring a man with him,”
Benjamin added. ¢ He may want help.”

The gardener turned around sternly.

« I'm the man,” he sald. ‘¢*Nobody shall help
but me.”

He left us. I sat down on one of the chairs
in the hall, and did my best to compose myself
Benjamin walked to and fro, deep in thought.
« Both of them fond of bim,” I heard my old
friend say tohimself. ¢ Half monkey, half man
—and both of them fond of him. 7 hat beats
me'"

The gardener returned with the doctor—a
quiet, dark, resolute man. Benjamin advanced
to meet them. ¢«1I have got the key,” he sald.
«Shall I go upstairs with you ?

Without answering, the doctor drew Benja-
min aside tnio a corner of the hall. The two
talked together in low voices. At the end of
it, the dootor said, «Glve me the key. You can
be of no use ; you will only irritate her.”

With those words, he beckoned to the gar-
dener. He was about to lead the way up the
stairs, when I ventured to stop bim.

#May I stay in the hall, sir?” I said, «I am
very anxious to hear how it ends.”

He looked at me for a moment, before he re-
plied.

“You had better go home, madam,” he said.
«Is the gardenerfacquainted with your address ?”

“ 1%
I shall find him sooner than

¢ Yes, sir.”




