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faintly,4or should be if the 
little let, interne.’

і » I, Tentb end health «like seemed hem;

^тездяа: iSHrJsroB
М°Р* Г repeated Lilian. stiU emiling, I ^ •hich “ »» abort end strik-

ebe ~ * “e w0**'11-’
Tee. indeed, my love! Whati.it but I ofthetoTJ T°1“ble “ ber pmue

L'SSA-ca-a'MKt«eid Dr. Browne, with deep eolemnity, ЇЙ* •«„""P”*, “d the lower, ere turn.. 45 by
wondering much whet would be this derfciy bt™ ïïllUd7 Vm’ on «•• contrary, stood end 
mysterlonsconfessioh he wasabonttoheer. Î. bfe.“ too gased at it in perfect silence, her heanti-

-Then listen,’ said Louis Boohefort, in a 4*“ ,®‘e ,he brightness of any of hU face very pale, a strangely aorrawlnl
faint, hollow voice, and he began hi, story. •‘•,«^•7 days 1 look in her darVeyes. ^ 7

• * . • 7 Vе " V?rt r Ї"? LlU*n.- “ * “low I ‘Mon Dion 1 is itnot charmant__ravish-Jnst as the first sunbeams glanced into E™",”8 tone' wbl!e a stole mto her ing—snberb—magnificent f’ cried the 
that room. Unis Roohelort drew hi, last ,. ^’ A°d destb lnrk> even countess, as her raptures reached a climax,
faint breath. amongthe flowers. Ah, countess ! some- -It is very sad,’ said Lilian ilowlv

Dr. Browne, pale with the horrors of нГтг he/rt h»°jL*?°?‘ 4м® ^.“K* un' ‘Very sad, and very terrible.’ 
the night, dosed the dead man’s eye, re Tiftbe ■ *“* .ЛИЇ!” me\ And "he gave a little shiver as she tnrn-
verently, and composed hie limbs for „ r.gA,dth “ ?,° tembl«. and ed away from the picture, and walked to
burial. * yet .t comes to them as well.. to the old. the further end ot the tnjiery. onoh

Then he .turned to the woman who still в,1д?п<?*оп<*ег wby ltmast be so. she resolved not to look at it ami n.
sat with her face buried in her hands. ш . hf ”°WTД!,**1118 po«tively mor- Two young men were sitting on a velvet

The glance he cast upon her was strange- b!.d 7 £”7 7®“ «way. and find lounge—both Italians, and artists—
Ij compounded of horror, pity and re?ub ГнУЬР.^”"*. «*■". -• 8lr looked after her with guJ, of deTh,

„,л, xj^irral “ж."1 p”•'
■Listen to what I have to say.’ b®'band і h« *“«• У«« '»° much done.’ Iqvdy MthaTdrl” W^’ir^Wh7

r.ue9hed;dhen.°dmoTe-didnot eo moch - -e«dr.dltr."ept,oro" thepile- “-e?--"

-You hear me P’ she looked up, eagerly, to say— j t лї'І—Л?" *І0ГІ0®,1т «gal l That is
With a gesture ot her hand she showed thtt0h‘Sinr°‘jrdpd.! T»° "« «Ьі=к or «d é^ orâ'queen ’0°в ‘° P“*

him she was listening. '“*• Sir Gerald is aU goodness. It is •'"7”* queen.
He went on, rtül in a very calm quiet «пІУ when he cannot be with me, that I am . “ ” ,be ” .wonderfully beautiful. I

voice— 7 4 kk alone. He has so much business on his , 1 „ow that I ever saw a more perfect
‘I want you to understand that you are ï*nd" І™1*»*-. If •* »«« =»t for that, Т"*‘«Ье most striking thmg

free to mate your escape horn We, 7f Ьв^пй±в me »1«У'-’ *bo?,t,h” Tm don’« '«» « have notioeS
such is your desire. Your brother’s con- , TP French countess gave a shrill little “ЯК . . , . ’
feseion muet, ot course, be made known to 1вив{1—6 lau8h of very genuine amuse- її* “
«.™dr’od Й'іотЗЇ .“”св’"вія1?,ші ' в« Г®? b.™ pl™v of Wth Oo™. ollhe prl Ните™’1’

S&sm$.5?u»43r і а:»»*». *.
■'ГЛГІ’Г. іїЯЖйййМїї £^>^^£>55other glance, in which horror and P“y gel in the world.’ he de„7oP^ “ "f ht‘ ^havedl
seemed to strangely mingle, passed out of J",lum r0,e- Wlth » look of gentle dig- the dept of colounng of a purple раму.’ 
the room, leaving her alone with the dead, “t .... , , , ‘1 spokenot of colour hut ot ex pression,’

Then she sprang to her feet, swift as Indeed, countess, she said. ‘I assure I e81d the other impatiently, ‘it is possible 
lighting, and, crossing to the bed, looked ™a4 wlt? 1 man !*e Sir Gerald, a 7°“ don4 see what I mean? Vinadi 
down at the lifeless form with furious nas- n ”eedl ,onIy ,0 be * true woban, not at has painted his maden with eyes such
sion in her eyes. •“ “ “gel, to be certain she can trust his »> you never see except in those who die

■Coward ! Poltroon." she hissed into the w0™7" , , .... anearly death. That, to my mind, is one <h... i.:,w ■ , . -,
dead ear. ‘It that man is right, and there Л” countess laughed gaily, and shrugg- pi the greatest beauties of hi, picture. And . и,те J1,th “ У°“ ! he repeated, after
a life beyond the grave, I pray that my edQPr ‘boulders. the English miladi has just that look, t.™ r£®i Î”î .“ifiPi' v Fs,4 In„.you 1
curse may reach you there ! It I were sure ,e,wae a ▼entable Frenchwoman, gay, ®he is not long for this world. Mark my tiii™ what 8“a^ * bear of next P’
of it, I would pursue you—to show you g^d-humored, kind-hearted, and volatile, words. There was a note of passion in his voice
whether I tear death. As it is I curse you Q- “ ЬвгЬваг* hearts she thought that ‘^ah ! What a superstitoue dreamer you Г",1 WYn!ne !ote * eee™ed thftt beanti- 
and rejoice to think that if there is a per- 8lr Gerald, judging from what she had seen areJ ful, pale-taoed woman, for she clasped her
ditition it must needs yawn for such as during her stay in Naples, was culpably ‘I seem so to you, you mean, because , together in an agony of ap-
you !’ neglectful of his beautiful young wife ; but У°™ look only on the surface ; and as I’ve P?* ’ lnd °°hcd »t hun with the eyes

Her eyes were ablaze with wrath. !t.ehe- bhe P,u« innocente, chose to defend ‘old you thousonds ot times, you haven’t J“S" ”>«hteuroly have moved to pity the
She looked weird, unearthly, terrible. why‘ II wa* n0 aflair of Madame la *ho true artistic soul To you Vmadi’s ,ntle,t helrt •™‘ ever beat in the breast
Surely a more teariul malediction was Co“te““- miaden is simply a girl in perfect health. “/?“• . .

never breathed than that which she was At ,РУ ïlte> c3me out with me this at- ‘ou note her ruddy lip, and perfect skin, . WM ** though she knew that his 
hissing into the ear ot Death. ternoon. she said, gaily. ‘I am going to *™d cannot see that he has painted her P***,0™‘t«« “ke caged beasts within him

* • • » • the picture galliry. Vinadi’s new picture doom in her eyes. But, this f will say ?" ““flht, at any moment, break loose
The servants at the golden horn were “‘here, and everybody is raving over it, you never see that look in the elderly or ,?,m re“™nf- Yes trust me,’ she cried,

only just coming downstairs, when Dr of course. Do come.’ midele-aged. Whosever has it, is the fav- »І1ш8 on her kneese at his feet, and claap-
Browne, pale and jaded, rode up to the ■ ‘<-:ertamly I will if you really wish it. It our>te of the gods, inasmuch as they die one °* hands tightly ш both her own.
door on horseback. 1‘ ver7 good of you to want me,’ returned young. Yon beautiful lady will never wear і|. am У00? wife, Gerald ! Your wife I

‘Sir Patrick Donoven is in his room I L?djr Vere’ eently. ‘I can dress in ten ‘he mark of Time’s furrow on her brow.’ OI“y husband, remember that P
suppose P’ he Slid, and hurried up the nnnutes, if you don’t mind waiting.’ ‘What nonsense! I declare you grow b do.”01*"»® he said, in a sombre
stairs, and tapped at the baronet’s door. dn a «^У httle more than ten minutes worse every day.’ K ,ne.‘ ‘,1 everting his eyes from her pale,

It was opened in a moment by Sir Pat- «e ‘wo ladies drove away together, the And then the two friend sauntered from ‘<г„л*5? °‘ goUen hair,
nek, fully dressed. French countess petite, vivacious, and al- the gallery together. God in Heaven I why does she remind me
. ‘Well, my boy, what new.P’ he que.- beautiful wife The countess and Lady Vere lingered “ «till

tioued, gravely, as he drew the doctor in- ? ,and tr“quil, but with a certain look for half-an-hour among the pictures, then „„'Ід ‘he cl"P?d jus hand ; nay, she
side the room. ®‘ «dness in her eyes, which added to, re-entered the former’s carriage pressed her lips to it, timidly, and as though

‘I have had a night of horror P replied ra*hfr than deatracted from, her beauty. ‘You will go home with me P’ said the .п1™<11І0-<аПвЄГ hlnlj . ,
the doctor. She was dressed entirely in black, with a countess. Dearest, if you would but let me prove

‘Is the poor man dead P’ bu?T°'h °‘ Neapolitan violets at her throat. ‘Thank you : but, if you will excuse me 7 T°? how cruelly you are wronging me P
‘Yes. 6e died at sunrise.’ .. ап0'І7 ‘°och of “‘o' abo“‘ ь«г, 11 will return home at nice. I am fëeïing à л . „‘And have you discovered anything P’ 8a^?,her 8°Men hair. little tired, and not quite well.’ ® • , ^4TJ8hed sardonically, a bitter, mock-
‘I have discovered everything. The • .? countess, tor all her elegance, and ‘You are certainly very pale,’ said the т , ,

man made a lull confession before he died. m eP,te ot th®fact that her maise-coloured countess, with readv sympathy. ‘You shall mûp т 1 Tprov.e ,te 0h.a believe
Sir Patrick, I tell you honestly, I shouldn’t ^a"ie8e costume was one of Worth’s own do just as you please then, ma chere : but vha4 a™ innocent.’
like to have such another experience in my deeignm8* narrowly escaped looking vul- remember, I am expecting you at my ‘At iL Ь® ba[waen J18 clenched
life. I have listened to a story the most раг contraet mth P»le, tranquil Home’to morrow.’ 8/ 7 teeth, and would-have thrust her from him
terrible, the most mysterious, that it is lo^[,ne88* They were driving by the side of а ьїл Ï?-alm08t movement, if
possible for the mind of man to conceive. _ÆeJ ftdfrof!;e to the Sallery where the cemetery, and, at this moment, a coffin, ^H^was'їм ТЛь?п JUVhan1;. ,
Even to you 1 am not at liberty to reveal p îuJe ,ot ye.ar wa? bem8 exhibted. borne on four men’s shoulders, was being яінІп n? “ 1 1 h S,g ,himeelf mfco a
all that I have heard. But I may tell you > trnly noble Picture it was, but a very carried in at the gate. 8 d,t‘0“ ®? «“governable lury,
this one thing, at any rate—that unfortu- ”, one* , . The countess’s coachman had to rein in ♦ьДІ'л vi “ad“ee8 eeemed to leap out
nate young lady is Miss Kate Lisle. She „ In ? gS-den ,of ,e.x4ai8lte beauty, a girl his horses to allow the mournful cortege to !>.rdliant. eJee-
has been the victim of the most diaobolical wa? etandmg, bending over a sundial, on pass. 8 JELs lips were livid and drawn,
plot I have ever heard ot in my life.’ which was mscibed the legend : ‘Life is ‘They say it is unlucky to have to make tjtraId* ?he breathed in a pathetic whis-

‘And where i. .he now P’ 7 ‘bort-’ . „ , w.y for'\ coffin,’ ..id the Mun^.7 briik! P°Lh£LTT b^nginto» eob,‘if you
‘She i. in life keeping. But, for the ■ Tbe K"l« lace wa. ee fur м the mom- ly. ‘However, thank goodness, I am not knew bo" mncb b need yoor love »nd

present, I can scarcely «pure .0 much as a and “ bright »nd blooming the enperetition,, There «ehe.p, ofriupid к‘?нГ K дд д, 
thought to her. Th. person I want to see flower® that ‘orrounded her on every side, people who would say this forbodedan „ 5i.V.nlï.h“d <îr004e.d 1®wer “d lew
is Sir Gerald Vere.’ ~ . early death to either yon or me ’ er till it all but rested on his knee.

Lilian had been pale before, but she ЛК* ,а*аіп- be kind to 
grew paler than ever ae she watched the T d ?” me aa T®“
coffin being carried, slowly, to the grave ?®edt?do* Ineed jour love—you do not

Every vestige of color seemed to have тлГпьГ^ид^' У®“ not love me, 
left her face. 7 eb*R h® gl^ to die : but 1 want to live,

She was pallid, even to the lips. ‘'ГІ^дTha’ ««“-I shall
Ше Juntos’, srith good-natured* топсег^ tel? tom h“ 1іртШ°'‘ “andibIy‘the word‘

^’.SSr.VGS.TS.1""1 ьЙГЛЬїГ"1-
лйзг1*1- - - *»• чагїйи-,

Liliam seemed to recover herself with a ‘“whüü q?r ?в“І“Є- 
great effort. , y ben Sir Gerald grasped her meaning,

*1 am not superstitious ’ she said - laan®d suddenly forward, and, sweep-
gently; ‘but we' seem to’ have seen rod 1 Veli°f gv°1(!en ^ Iooked
heard ef nothing but death this afternoon h ace 18 Ло«Еь he would read the

tiKerf-; ■y-»
‘liy dear child, yon‘are nervous. I shall raJtbronTh'N01? nea.‘ morVnfl- » «"tour 

positively recommend yon to consult Dr. tbrongh Niples, like wildfire, that the - 
Rsmonzi He U the cleverestpbysioianin °‘8,r.Ge™ld Y“« had been
Naples and nerves are his speciality. He l°?“id® d, У. he‘ bed—poisoned by an 
will look in at my ‘At Home'to-morrow. I overdo’e ot ebloral, taken to induce deep, 
shall certainly have to talk to him about 
you.’
faint/*** 7°П not,’ said Lilian smiling

Her beautiful face, however, remained 
perfectly colonmess.

It the young Italian artist eonld have 
seen her then, nn would have said, more 
«‘•lively than ever, that in her eyes there 
urked the shadow of a coming doom.

Late that night Sir*Geridd Vere entered 
huown apartments, having only jnst re
turned home after an absence of several 
boors, spent in walking gloomily along the 
jdnte dusty, reads outside the town of 
Naples.

ffis taoe wms flnsbed, bat Us eyes had a 
terribly haggard look.

A keen observer of human nature would 
Mve said that a man with snob a look as 
that was either the bearer of, untold misery 
» tim perpetrator et some dark and secret

He threw himself into » velvet lounging- 
chsir, with an air ot being thoroughly 
womont, and, fixing his eyes on vacancy, 
«enmd to faU into a toin moody

A soft tip nt the door made him look up 
impatiently.

The next moment tbe door opened, and 
Lady Vere, timidly hesitant, stood upon 
tbe threshhold.

He started up from his chair, 
ment writ legibly on his brow.

‘You ?’ he said, in credulously, as though 
he deemed it passing strange that she, his 
wife, should come to her husband’s room.

•Yes, it is I,’ she stid, gently, end with 
asupplicahnglook. ‘Gerald, may I come

‘m Ж A DAUGHTER
OF JUDAS. Ж
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mnoh.’

By the Author of “Sir Llonel’a Wife,’’ “Theyiteat Moreland Tragedy,’’ Etc
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CHAPTER LXVII.—Continued.

I
Dr. Browne saw it, and proceeded, more 

solemnly and impressively than ever— 
‘That is, of course, unless such confes

sion of one’s sins would right a wrong. 
There can be no true spirit of repentance 
without a desire to make reparation. It, 
by any sin of yours, you nave injured 
another, and it is in vour power to repair 
the injury before you leave this world, I 
exhort you, most solemnly, and in the 
name of God, who is your Maker, and 
must be your Judge, to devote your last 
moments to making such a confession as 
may most effectually undo vour sin.’

No priest could have spoken with a more 
thrilling eolemnity and earnestness than 
did Dr. Browne, as he thus exhorted his 
dying patient.

His words were not without effect.
Rochetort turned to his sister with an 

imploring eye, and murmured, feint ly—
‘Leila, it must be so. I feel myself a 

coward at tbe last. I dare not face death 
with that load of guilt upon my soul.’

She started forward, like one in mortal 
terror.

Her face blanched, her nostrils quiver-
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\ mїї gHe did not answer in words at all.
He sank into his chair again, and signed 

to her, with an imperative, almost a fierce, 
gesture, to close the door.

She obeyed, and then advanced into the 
room with that slow, undulating grace of 
movement which was at once the envy and 
the despair of every woman who knew her.

She was all in white, a robe de chambre, 
of thick ivory satin, falling in long straight 
folds to her feet.

Her face still wore that interesting deli
cacy, that look of langonr which so height
ened her beauty.

Her long golden hair was unbound, and 
fell, m rippling masses, below her waist.

‘Gerald,’ she said, standing in front of 
him, and speaking with a beseeching timid
ity which contrasted painfully with the 
grand imperial character of her loveliness. 
‘Gerald, will yon listen to me P’

He averted nis eyes from her shading them 
with his hand, while his teeth all but met 
through bis nether lip.

•Gerald !’ she took a step nearer to him, 
while her voice sank to a low entreating 
whisper. ‘Oh my husband ! if you only 
would have faith in me P

Something like a smile—a bitter, cruel 
smile of derision—crossed his face, though 
still his teeth were biting fiercely at his
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‘Louis !’ she almost shrieked. ‘Reflect ! 
Consider ! Be firm ! Die like a man. You 
have mocked at priestly juggling all your 
life. Do not tall a victim to it now.’

The death-sweat stood in beads on 
Rochefort’s brow.

He trembled in every limb.
The doctor saw his irresolution, and, 

with a firm, though gentle hand, held back 
the woman, as she would have flung her
self on her knees beside her brother.

‘You shall not !’ she panted. ‘You shall 
not wrest his secret from him. This is my 
house. I bid you leave it. My brother 
shall die in peace. Go ! 1 command you !’

And, with an imperious gesture, she 
pointed to the door.

But the young English doctor rose to 
the occasion.

‘Madame,’ he said, in a low stern voice, 
while his awkward figure and plain features 
seemed invested with a new and striking 
dignity, born ot the earnestness within him, 
‘I refuse to recognise your right to banish 
me irom a room where I have a dying pa
tient. My place is by his side. I decline 
to leave him, and I warn you, that if you 
attempt to prevent him from making the 
conteesion. which alone can give him peace 
of mind, you will bring upon yourself a 
suspicion you may not find easy to remove. 
You will understand me better if I say I 
am the doctor who, last year, attended 
Miss Kate Lisle in a certain mysterious ill 
ness, and that I am determined not to rest 
until 1 have restored that untortunate 
yonng lady to her home and friends.’

He had shot an arrow at a venture, but 
he saw, in a moment, it had found its mark.

The woman shrank beneath his clear, ac
cusing gaze.

She trembled, and her face grew almost 
as ashen pale as that of the dying man.

The doctor, conscious that he had 
quered, and seeing clearly that Rocheforts’ 
life was ebbing away with appalling swift
ness, drew a ctiair to the bedside ; and, 
first administering a strong cordial, drew 
forth bis pocket-book, and prepared, if 
need were, to take down some notes ot the 
confession.

Leila had retired, to the further end of 
the room, and was sitting with her face 
buried in her hands.

Rochefort turned his dying eyes toward 
her, and said, in a taint voice—

‘Leila, forgive me !'
‘I will not forgive you !’ she answered, 

sullenly. ‘You will take my curse with 
you to your grave. A man who, for his 
own paltry fears, will destroy his sister, is 
so poor a coward, that I despise myself 
when I remember one mother bore us 
both !’

It was a bitter speech, and delivered 
with merciless resentment- 

Rochetort, however, made another at
tempt to conciliate her.

‘I shall not destroy my sister !’ he said, 
with a faint return of energy. ‘Sooner than 
that. I would go down to my grave with 
my lips sealed,—ay, though I knew I was 
going to perdition. But, Leila, you know, 
as well as I, how safely you may trust to 
Sir Gerald Vere.’

‘Fool !’ said the woman, fiercely. ‘Is it 
Sir Gerald Vere alone we have to deal 
with P What ot this man P’

And she pointed, with a passionate ges
ture, towards Dr. Browne.

Rochefort fixed his dirk, hollow eyes on 
the doctor with a look of such haunting 
soit mnity as only the dying can bestow.

‘Swear !' he said, slowly, ‘swear by the 
God in whom you trust, that, no matter 
what the nature of the crimes I reveal to 
you, you will not seek to betray the per
petrators of them to justice. A priest ob
serves inviolable whatever is imparted to 
him in confession. Swear to me that you 
will do the same.’

‘I swear it,’ said the doctor, firmly, 
‘provided no one will be injured by my 
silence. Not otherwise.’

‘No one will be injured. Such wrongs as 
esn be redressed, will be redressed. I only 
ask that you will abstain from giving a 
criminal up to justice for crimes which are 
things of the past, and quite irreparable.’ 

‘That I most solemnly promise.’
‘Swear it Г said the dying man, with 

feverish energy.
The woman stiff sat in that attitude of 

sullen despair, her face buried in her 
bands.

‘I swear it—by the God who made mo V
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CHAPTER LXVIH. err
pro'THE SHADOW OF DEATH.
fxthA beautiful white heure overlooking Ihe 

Bay of Naplea, though two or three miles 
tom the town— a bouse with orange gar- 
deoa, and flower decked terraces, a piazza, 
and white marble balustrades.

It was the house Sir Gerald Vere had 
taken for himself and his wile during their 
stay in Italy.

In one of the shady rooms, whose hang
ings were of rose-coloured silk, l.ady Vere 
lay on a conch, with a book in her hand 
which she was not reading, and her eyes 
fixed dreamily on the flowerwrerthed col
umns of the piazza.

Her face was as lovely as ever it had 
been ; but there was upon it now a look of 
langonr, ol delicacy, which seemed to hiot 
that her health, either of body or mind, 
was not so perfect as it had been in Eng
land.

A servant entered with a visitor’» card.
She looked at it, and seemed to consider 

for a moment or two, then she said—
•I will see Madame la Comteaie. Bring 

her here, it you please.’
The servant withdrew, and, in a moment 

or so, returned to usher in the visitor, a 
French countess, who was staying 'at 
Naples, and, having met Sir Gerald’s 
beautiful yonng wife at one of the ааіоом, 
had taken a tremendous fancy to her.

‘My dear love,’ she said, seating herielf 
on the oonoh by Lillian’s side, and t.n.g 
both her hands in hers, with all a French
woman’» effusion. ‘My dew love how 
pale yon look—posiively distraite, I do as
sure yon. I am perfectly desolee to see 
yon like this.’

•I am quite wall,’ said Lilian, smiling
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Small Dose. 

Small Price. livecBY THE SIDE OF THE DEAD.
In a train speeding southward—that is. 

from Nice to Naples—John More wood 
was seated, with a shocked, grieved look 
upon his face.
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