CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

- Arrin 19, 1879,

“\When the news of the capture of Fort
Niagara reached Montreal, Sir Sidney Beck.
with (cmmanding the gurison) in kis delight
ord:-révl, though it was the dead nl‘_ the night,
the artillery of the old Citalel Hill to pour
forth its Unumder in honour of the event,

“The wortder of the good vitizens was great
indecd at the seund of cannon at such an un-
. timedy honr, aml pene for a time knew what to
make of it, but soon the intelligence spread aud
they snd their startled wives  and childreu
sought their conches more satisfied than ever
that Cauada owonld ot be the prey  of the
tulons of the American FEagle”

F Literary Buviand, published 1837.)
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CHAPTER XL

A SCANDALL

= pight when faabel left her husband’s
alter all her efooked wavs, all her
catad all her sin, had come to light, she
v oautamonsd ber maid Ritson, and, afier
writingt o few  pencillad lines, placed them in
the woman's hand.
“Take these,” vha said, *to Caplain War
rington, he is walting outside,  Tell bim to get
a eaby and 1 will Jain him at ones.”
Then the woman spoke up, tremblingly and
PADeT - )
O, my )
a maoment what von

ady,” she said, ““don’t go. Think
are throwing away., Go to

in the morning perhaps Sir

Georee )
. No," said lzabel, passionately, as Ritson
paused, *de you think I would go there, and
whine and beg for protéction from. Lucinda
Featherstone ¥ No,”" she repeated,” ‘‘he hasg
dane it—1 wiil not go back !
* For Reggy'ss sake,. for vour little boy's
sake,” drged the woman ; and for a moment a
meri womanly Jook than the hard and defiant
one which Taabel's face wore, passed over it,
She paneed, The Gad.given, motherly in-
stinet, which in - her cold ‘heart was so slighs,
w0 geergrewn, and overshuadowed by other feel-
A mament asserted its sway. Then

ings, for
canive- hack - the darker thoughts, the angry pas-
siong, awd the ehild’s little tender touch was
forpitien, L . L
It s teo Inte, shie sxid. ¢ Tuke the note—-
tell him I'will come. 2 And, Ritson vou stay
bebing and pack the jewels——1 am not -going
at lenst to leave them:' And Isabeél pave a
tittle and defiant laugh, v L
S0 she threw it sllaway ! Her good nanie, her
young chilid’s Jove, the  world's respret and
woneur, and bigher and holier blessings still,
‘of which " Isabal hiad never thought. - And for
what t “Let us, oh’ reader ! for a - monent
follow Ritson’s footsteps, and see how Isabel’s

‘hair, and the hine of the littls

decision was roceived by ths man for whom she
had sacrificed so much. ‘ :

The lamp-lights wera ‘shining on Captain
Warrington’s handsome  face,” who was paving
backwards and forwards in the street below, as
Ritson npproached him. Bt there was nfrown
on that handsome face, Captain Warrington
hated seenes and expesures, auwd theugh he
walked not in the straight and parrow way, he
had never made himself very conspicucus in the
broad one.  He was therefore anuoyed and dis.
concerted,

[ hope she's not going to get me into any
confounded trouble,”” he was thinking, and as
the thought passed through his mind, he saw
Ritsou appreaching him.

He knew this woman well,  She had carried
his notesand his love-Tetters—the notes and the
lave-letters that were all now lying open before
Sir George-~and he theretore advanced eagerly
to meet her. ‘

“AWell,” he said, ** has there been a row ?°

The woman's answer- was  to place Isabel's
note in his hand, and as’he read the few pen.
cilled lines by the Tanp-ight that she had sent
him, a curse broke from his lips,

*“What 1" hie eried, with passionate anger;
and then, with bitten lps aud knitted brow,
he stood silent to hear the woman's tale--the
tale that left him burdened with & woman for
wham he had no love and so respeet.

- - - - » - -

The next day there was a scandal in Brighton,
The beauriful Lady Hamiitou had eloped, amd
everyone was vager to tell his or her neighbour
the news. Then the scandal spread te town,
and erept into the *“soctery’ papers, and was

tatked of and langhed abour in the elubs. Capt,
Hugh Wuarrington was a mwan whe was well

Ruown, and Lady Hamilion was o beauty, amd
o the ir mude quite a sensation, By and

by the story came to Yorkshire, and tongues
were loosened, and tales were told, that iad
anly been whispered or suspected before. The
desd tawyver, Mr. Hanpaway, lvisg in hds uu-
tely grave, once more was iked of aud
comtented on,  This person had seen that,
rRacther something eiser Lady Hamilton had
flung awax her fair fawe, and sveryvoue now,
was ready to blacken it.

In the meanwhile at the Park, the gloomy

master passed bis miserable davs. It seemed
now to Sir George tas he had teld Huywards
that the hawd of Goul had switten him. A set-
thed and profound melancholy opprossed i,
The remorse that he hal vever
driving frem his mind, even during his passion-
ate infatuation for Isabel Trevor, now returned
with ten-fnld force. e was for sver hanpted
hy his hidden eriine. The weman who bad
lovad hitn—the ignorant, nnce beautiful Span-
ish woman—was now hitterly revengeld,
o But he did all e conldl wvow to repair his
wrotg. e went up to tows with Hayward, a
few days after he had teld his Jark story, and
saw his lawyer, aud gave direetions far a new
will. . At thesane time e made a0 formal de-
elaration of his first marriave, awd instrooted
his lawyer how, in the event of his death,
Lis marnage conld be proved. Then he wrags
to the Padre at Seville, who had charee of his
til] now unacknowledaed  son, and desired him
to prepare the hoy to come Lo Engvland.

“He is my hein,” he said to Havwand, and
Hawwand, by hiz wish, started for Soville whout
a menth after Lady Hamtlton had left her hus-
band, for the purpose of tringing this Spanish
youth to bis Epolish hame.

Afrer Havwanrd was gone, Sir Geo
aud remarse grew darker and deepu He had
pressaid on, with all the infleenee that ks wealth
ansl position could coanaand, his projected d-
vorce from  Isatel. Bat be had to wajt his
turn, COther men and woinen ton, were Siriv-
ng tobe fyer from broken or dshoneured bonds,
amt *the Hamilton case™ was one of many,

S alone-—with somie of the hitierest feelings
thiat human heart can hear, for ever near him-—
Sir George lived ou ar Massam. It was a
gloomy pigtures A man beser by the darkest
passions of our nature, and with no hope or
comfort on which to lay b« hand. Even his
Tove for hix littde son was paiconed . hy the
memory of its wother, The child had golden
) sitken curlsever

stieeved

co’e 2loom

reminded Sir George of Iaabel.

With morbid seif-tortnre 8 George now con-
stantly wore, the dead woman's ring.” He be.
lieved that it hiad been cast up by the waves as
an avenging sign . to hiny, wind ns o token that
his sin had fonnd him out. Coneeive, then,
this erime-hawnted anan sitting in his stately
hore, with his suoken eves fixed on the ghit-
tering pledge of wlove that had so dear anend !
No wonder that his brain reeled st times, awl
that Lis reason threatened to give way. :
= One day when the dark spiritwas upon him
the idea-entered into hix mind Lo goite Sanda
to sce the grave of the unhappy woman that
he onee had Joved,  He went——wandering in that
sea-side ehurchyard, among the simple grave-
stones that tecorded many au nutimely end.
The cruel sea, whose waves wers breaking on
the rough browny tocks helow, had swallowed up
the breal-winner, the father, the beloved son.
Allarcund Sir Georgs read the tragdc tale.  But

among all” the “graves, ‘among ull the tomb.

stones, hie sa® nnthing to 11l him of the one
T wought. At last he went o Mr, Trvine, aud
infaltering, almost unintelligiblo words, asked
where the woman's body  luy. that had been

:brought to.share by Mr. Haywaril, .

The

was ready
and gla ~

(;lmr.son knew the apot, and
to repeat the tale,

hunted, desperate..

< The poor soul hnd tossed many days_in the
sen,” and, little guessing of tho'agony. he was
inflicting, he proceeded to describe ull the de-
tails of the dead woman's appramnce Lo the un-
happy Sir George.

'l"mu e pointed out the green hillock where
she lay after ber long wanderings, S

“*Aye,” said the parsen, ‘“shessleeps here:
Where, I wonder, poor sea-waif, are her friends
and kindred—-where, perhaps, the husband of
her love 17 .

With kuitted brow and bitten lipg, Sir George
stood by and heard.  Where ! 1t seemed to
his maddened cars at that moment that a mock-
ing laugh rsog in the air. Where ! Was it
seme devil that laughed, or was: Sir George
going mad ! Almost with a ery of terror he
turned from the grave, and the parson in soue
surprise and -dismay followed him. - Was Sir
Gearge 112 he asked, and urged  him in hiz
genial way to return to rest and refresh him.
selt at the Parsonage.

But in brief, harsh words Sir George refused.
Neo, he must go—go at once, hesaid, He searcely
apswered the kind parsou’s farewells.  He did
ot know how auxieusly the good man looked
in his fuee as he wrung his cold and nerveless
hand.

All the way on his journey howme he hean
the sea breaking on the rocks 6t Sanda. Then,
as wave after wave broke with melancholy ca-
dence on his ears, he knew he was going mad.

Put he regatned his self-control bLefore he
reached Massam.  He went striight into the
livrary when lie got there, and found a letter
Iying addressemi to him from Hayward in Spain.
Hayward had four i the bay, he told Sir Grorge,
and when he recetved this fetter, that be, and
the youuyg Juan, Sir George’s Spanish son,
wankl be on their way o England,

“He is a handseme Tud,” wrote Haywared,
with Jdark fiery eves aml an Buperious man.
aer.” Ax Sir Gearge reasd these warnds e seemed
to see agin the beautiful and pussionate face
af the unbappy mother, as he had fing seen it
fu the brighc dave of her girbish bovet Lenyg
vears had passed sinee then. The ardent love
had first grown cold, and then bl torned 1o
wearintess and hte, Bat Sic tieorgy ferget ail
this now. He only saw  the voung Spanish
girl, with her dark eves fixed on bis, and felt
her rosy lips i their fivst fond iss of love?

Aud the boy—-how eould he mect the boy 4—
he began asking himself.  ©* Where is tay e.
ther ' be would say.  ** Where 7

As Sir Gieorge repeated this last wond again
and again, he was conseious that his self-control
was once more passing away, and that the
gloomy terrors of & wad-house awaited him.

* But I shall never go there,” he decided,
and so deliberately and determinedly he made
up his mind to end his miserable Life,

He took out & pistol and Joaded it, and then
with heavy, weary footstips he went upstairs ‘to
kiss the little obild. The baby-bay was aslesp
and made no sign, but the nurses saw- that- the
sterp-eyed, gloemy man had left a tear-on the
rosy, -impled cheek. ) ‘

¢ His wife hes broken his lwart,” said, the
head nurse indignantly, after be was gone, - *“1
said how it would end, when her ladyship, in-
deel, could not bear to hear the littleangel ery
just after he wax born (" N

After Sir George left the nursery he went out
stlently into the uight. It was bleak and-wet,
and the winid was sighing throngh the trees in
the deserted park, and the grass wag dark and
slippery. “But 8ir George noticed none of these
things. He was about to take a leap.in the
dark 3 to begin o' journey to an unknown land !
S0 he heard the wind, bat he hoeded it not; and
the rain £l in hieavy drops on his face, but he
never wiped them away, He knew what he
was doing, but he knew also that this power
wauld not last long, He felt, in fact, that he
was going mad, and that his mind was giving
way from the prelonged and tereible strait-that
bad fallen upon it :

There was a long green arcade of troes in the
park, where, in his early mantiood, he had often

laiu and dreamed in' the snmmer time & yonng.

man’s romantic dreamas,  They seemied to pass
before his wental vision now,; when they had-all
erdest in Gilore ansd inoshame. He haid done
not good, but evil, be kept repeating to him-
sedfy and so despriringly and darkly, he went to
his selfcotdemned doow. L
- He never attered o prayer.
pray !

: How coubd he
Al Upoor, soul, Jet ug then prav, when

that death shot rang throngh the sull woonls, .

and then with a wild ery Sir George. fell quive
ing onthe grass: Thers wag nn'one to receive
hig Last breath—na one to see his exes grow dim
amd close. - He died. where 'he fell-~bencath
the green arcade where he “had drewined . his
young drrams, and which waved over bis still
forur, “after his: wasted and “unhappy - life way
done. : o

CCHAPTER XLUL
THE BITTRE END.

.- When the mprning broke, and the birds hegan
to stir among the trees in thé woolds'at Massam,
and the hares and: rabbits 6 peep out” their
brown :heads from the ‘misty ‘undergrowth, a
hurried:footstep cdume stealthily wlong beneath
the  green arcade of trees, whaere Sir Georye's
bodylay. 7 T

He

was & liunted man this mg\'v;tjomcr';
.. - He'had been a clerk, and
kad tried to rob his master, and the police were

closely on hia track., But he knew the woods

of Massam, and he had lain hidden there for

~

days, and now desperate, hungry, almost penni.
less, he was about to try in the early dawn. to.
muake Lis escape.’

Suddenly, us he half-ran, half-trouped along,
fre came to the spot where Sir George lay dead.
Even umid his own terror, he stopped i, this
ghastly sight; The’ white face, and the half.
open - eyes - fixed upon the  sky, were terrible
enough to make him, for-a few momenty at
teast,  forget: his ' fear. He' kuelt down and
opened Sir George's waisteoat to see if his heart
wene stille @ As he did so, the elink of gold tell
upon. his ears.: The ponniless, starving man
statted at the sound. A second ghuee vons
vinged him that Siv George was dead, nnd a yo.
cond thought thut he might as well make the
best wse of the chance that had fallen in his
way,

So he took 8ir George's gold with his tremb-
ling hands. He took also the dead man's wateh,
his pock=t book, and his outer coat, und then
Bled away down the winding paths of the woods,
a3 he had fled before.

And all the day passed, and no other footsten
drew near.  The sun mose up and shone, and
the birds sang, and the sun went dowyn, and
the birds were silent, and still Sir George lay
there alone.  There was no one, in fact, whoe
dared to make anv imquiries about him. -~ He
had gone out, aud deft no word, and who was
he accountable o't Thus, at least, the servauts
argued, and thus for two days Sir George's boly
lay i the wonds,  Bat on the third it was Jdis-
covered. A youny keeper going his rouisls in
the varly marning had his attention attracted
by the whines and agitation of his dog.  He
turned out of his way to see what was disturbing
the intelligent creature, and camo apen Ky
George lving dead.

Robbwed and murdered, This was the verdict
of ait who heurd the tale. Everything valuable
about Sir George’s person was gone, and the
pistol also with which he had destroved hig lite,
had Wisappeared. There was a hunted sian
who knew better, hut the hunted mnn very -
turally was silent. Al the country round wos
searebiod, and the woads tranipled by many feet,
but no clus was ever foumd. The hunted man
had twa days’ starg, awt he noade good use of
thewy, ated of the gold he had taken from Su
George,

So when Hayward aud the young Spanish
hoy reached Massam, this tale of murder was
told them,  Hayward was utterly overcome by
the. vews, awd overwhelmed with grief about
the death of Siv Gearge. AN the way homms
thiz youug man had been promising himself
how he would devote his lile to comfurt and
vousole his friend.  He ouly kuvew 8ir George's
dark seerst. He only, when he heard the e
of murder, felt doubt as well as grief in his
heart. : :

He went sp alone to “the gorgeously and
gloomily-decked room where the remains of the
rich maclay inc state, Sir George was in hix
cotfin, but It was_ yetunclosed, “and the stern,
handsome, ‘white fuee looked stern anid hand-
some still o ~ ~

Bat he was wot unmanrned, © Tayward kpelt
down and kised the cold braw and the cold hand
of his-dead friend, Then in Leartfelt and broken
accents he bepan to-pray. Ok counld he hav.
knowi of the wild agony that had wrouny Sir
George's heart before he had goue out t6 1w}
But he knew enough 3 knew of the wearing re-
morse, of -the pussionate disappointment and
pain. ) '

R - » . »

Before they carried him away, Hayward took up
the bov, voung Juan, to see his father's fagce.
The lad. showed : very little sign of emotion.
Somehow there was a sense of wrong in his heart,
and he had already guessed the truth of the
stinon his mother’s name,” He was a proud,
handsome youth; with durk eyes, and as Hav.
ward had written to Sir Geore, . with huughiy
and imperionsways, 8o be stood aml loaked at
his dead fathor, sod then with undimmed eves
turned away. : ’
But Haywand was n tre mourner,  With o
pale, haggard, drawn faee he fnllowed his friend
to the grave, -In that long precession he alone
kuew the trath of the sad life thatnow was done
sut-before the day was over, many knew of Sir
Genrge’s first marriage; sid how the young
Spanish boy now. claimed to-be bis bheir, '
After the ceremnony was over, the London law.
yer who had.come down for ‘the gceasion, read
nloud Sir George's last will. . In “this he form.-
allyanade a declaration. of his firsd marrings
witle Cattnlina Mendozo; and of - the birth of
their son. < To this sou he left Massam, and the
chief of the prineely fortune that hie had inher-
ited.  But hie left also's largeifortune to his in:
fant xon.. Reginald, and to- his ** dear friend
Philip’ Hayward,” he: Yequeathed “the' sum of
twenty-five thousand pounds; and eft him nlso
the guardian of his two sons ;' beseeching them
always to look upon him with respect. and affec-
tion. o . I L e
With surprised glances -the’funeral. guests
looked at. cach other after the will was read,
There had alwiys been aimystery: abont Sir-

George's life; they were thinking=<so  this was

the _mystery~~this Spanish marriage and this.
Spunish son. - And wgmt a fortunate young fol.
low this Hayward hiad been was thig next thought
that ecenrred to some. of those present, who rue.
fully reflected . how conveniont it would hiave
been if Sir George Tlamilton had left snch a sum
ol rendy money to them. . Butthers was no one
there who made any dispute about the will. Mr.
Trevor was not present; though he had Yeen in.
vited to be'so, but the proud, vain old man’y:




