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{ gHAPTER XXI1—CoONTINUED. -

He' entered-2 hansom on hi# arrival at the
wmetropolis, and drove at once to the regidence
of Dr. Otis, It wal*a cosy cottage hanging
on the outskirts of ‘the genteel rieighborhood
of St. Jobn's Wood, wherein:the. young Cas-
tleford practitioner had set 'up his housebold
gods. “-Af the entrance of the quiet street he
dismissed the cab, opened the little garden
gate, and knocked at thedoor. ' A'neat maid-
gervant answered promptly.

#Was Mr. Otis at home " . i

The neat meid shook her pink-ribbozed
fead.

4 No, sir, not at home—won’t be at home
uutil to-morrow—run down to the country for
his health, But if it’s a patient,” brightening
suddenly. . .

«)gs not & patient—it's business—impor-
tant Lusiness. You don't appear to know, I
suppose, what part of the country your master
has gone to.” S

The pink ribbons shook again.

4 No, sir—he often goes—the country he
calls it—just that. But if it's important
business, misses, she’s in, and will gee you, I
dore say. What name shall I say sir ?”

O'Donnell paused & moment, Mr. Otis
had probably gone to Castleford to see Miss
Herncaetle, and no doubt his name was fami-
liar to both mother and son by this time. 1f
he sent in his card she might refuse to see
him ; he rather preferred to take her by sur-
prise. . .

« Well, sir," the yourg person in the pink
ribbons interposed impatiently.

wYust tell your mistress a gentleman de-
slres to see her for five minutes I won't de-
tain her longer. .

The gisl vanished—reappeared. * Misses
will see you. Walk this way, sir, please,” she
announced, sud the next moment he was
ushered into the parior and the presence of
Mrs. Otis.

It was like the parlor of a doll’s house, so
diminutive, so spick-aud-span, so glistening
neat, and the little old Iady with her pleasant,
motherly face, her gray silk dress, ber snow-
white muslin cap, and peckerchief, sitting
placidly knitting, was in size and neatness a
most perfect match for the room,

# You wanted to see me,sir.” Theknitting
was suspended for a moment, a8 she looked
curiously and admiringly up at the tall figure
and handsome face of the Chasseur d’'Afrique.
«Pray come in and take n seat.”

# Thenks, mademe. It was your son I de-
gired to see, but in his absence I have no
doubt it will do equally well to sny what I
have come to say to you. Mr. Otis is in the
country, your Bervant tells me—that ineaus
the town of Castleford, in Buseex, does it
not 7"

Her knitting dropped in her lap—the little
old lady gave o gasp. He saw at once he had,
guessed the truth,

o[ gee T am right’ he said quletly. «IJ
have come direct to-day from Castleford, Sus—
sex, myself. On the occasion of your son's
last vigit to that place I believe I chanced to
see him. It was in the cematery; you recol-
lect the little Methodist cemetery, no doubt—
just outside the town and adjoining your for-
mer regidence. Yes, 1 see you do. I saw
hitm in the cemetery talking to a lady by ap.
poiutment, T judge ; rather an odd place, too,
for atryat, Ly the way. The Iady was Misse
Helen Harncastle. Do you kunow her, Mrs.
Otis 7"

Again Mre Otis gave asort of gusp, her
pleasant, rosy, motherly face growing quite
white. There were po words needed here—
her face suswered overy question. He folt a
species of compunction for alarming her as he
saw he was doipg, but there was no help for
it.

u# You know Miss Herncastle ?” he said, not
without a smile at her evident terror; «and
are interested in her welfare. Your son did
her great rervice onoe, and is her nearest and
most confidential friend still. 1t is of Miss
Herncastle I have come to London to spesk,
knowiog that you aud Mr. Otis have her wel-
fare at heart. BShe mustleave Scarswood, and
at once, or ¢lse—or else, painful as my duty
may be, Sir Peter Dangerfield shall know the
whole trath.”

The koitting dropped on the floor—little
Mrs, Otis rose to her fest paie and trembling.

« Who are you, 8ir? ” she cried in a sort of
whisper. « Who are you?”

t My nome is Redmond ¢’Donnell.”

She uttered a low, terrified eoxclamation—
then in frightened silence sank back into her
chair. Y. s she recognised the name—had
heard all about him, and now sat pale and
$rembling with nervous dread, looking at him
with wild kcared eyes. '

u I am very sorry to frighten and agitate you
in this way, my dear Mrs. Otis,” he aaid,
speaking very gently, ¥and—if Miss Hern-
castle will listen tojreason—there is really no-
thing to be frightened about. Hut one thing
or other gshe must-do—leave Scarswood or tell
the truth.”

«The truth 7"

« That she is Katherine Dangerfield~—not
Jying in Castleford churchyard, but alive and
in the flesh. Yon see I know all-—all”

She sat-looking at him, pale, helpless,
~apeechless with fear and amaze.

41 know all,” O'Dounell repeated. «That
what al! touk for death ¥us merely a trunce,
.@nd that your son alone knew it. Enowing
,it he allowed her to be buried, and that same
.8ecretly had the coffn opened, and its living
.inmate removed. He cestored her to life and
consciousness. You kept her hid in your
“house. She paered for Miss Otis, and was ne-
.ver-geen by any one but yourself snd your
.son. At pight, when all was asleep, she took
her airing in your gardenm, and after remain-
ing.a fortnight, nutil perfectly restored, she
Thn awey., She went to America--she became
an actrers, made money, and returned to En.

gland. She has sworn vengeance upon Sir
sPeter Bangerfield, and all thesa years had
ynever faltered in her purpose. Bhe made her
way into his family as gowerness, and bas
ynearly delven him out ofthe few eenses he
Jposesses, by playing ghost. Itis a daring
Zeme she ig carrylng on. 6ke is & bold
«woman, fadeed. That Katherine Dangerfield
.and-Helen .Herncastle are one ard the samse,
mo.one batgmyeelf knows or sunpects. There
-isitba grave where they saw her buried, the
'tombsetone with its false inscription, to stag-
genthem, Ielons know—I konow, Mrs, Otis.
hall I tell yor baw 7 I have dune what your
Ssoadid I opeved the grave 1 opened the
«coffin, nad foond it empty. No mouldering
qemaing no shwmad no ghastly skall and
bones, and dust and ashes, but a clean and
ampty cofia. Hoew I have discovered the
Zest.does ant matter. I know the whole truth.
L am prapared to progeit. Whatever motive
keeps wiss Herncastle at Bcarswood, beyond
that of terry fying its sugerstitious little mas-
tor, T don't kuow, but ft iz a sinister motive, a
revengeful motiva—ofthat'J am surs. And
a8 they ary my friends I ceneot stand by and
.8ee it. Let Miss Herncastle go to Sir Petor—
¢a Sir Arthur Tregeuns—to Lord Ruysland or
bis daughter, and tell them her story, and

= O
|-thien’ stay. hér lifetime,
REDMOND O’DONNELL [t:ex saysartictimo
oB 1 'and give Bir Peter a
/] from a'foe so ready
_ | might have said all this
" | looked upon me-as her-enety Irolm
.| and.would set all-warniog of'mine at defiance.
‘| Your gon’ is-. her

if sbe chooses, and they
then I will tell all,
chance to defend himaelf
to stabin -the dark. I
to bersetf, but ahe has
from the first,”

‘permit. # If-she will not,

friend} let~ him ' speak
and she may heed. I bave no wish tp,_b‘e‘
bard upon her—I pity. her-—-I ‘even a.dm_xre
ber~-she has mufferod greatly ; but nothing.
save evil can comé:of the.course .she la pur-
suing now. She must speak before this week
ends, or leave Scarawood-~that is my ultima-
tnm.ﬂ S v 0 »

He srose. * * 1 gee that Ibave distressed you
Mrs. Otis—alarmed you--and I regret having
done so. There is no occasion for alarm,
bhowever. Miss Herncastle has only to drop
her mazquerade and come forward in her true
character, and I am ready and willing to be-
come her friend inatead of her enemy. ButI
will not stand by and see this deception go on
1 wish you good-afternoon.”

He turned to go, but Mra. Otis, in the same.
frightencd sortof way, made‘a motion for him
to remain. '

«You you take s good deal for granted,”
she said, in a gasping sort of voice. ¢ Inever
admitted that I knew Miss Herncastle—that
she is Katherine Dangerfield ; and I think it
was wicked of you, and sacrilegious, to dare to
open her grave. She was hunted down in her
life, poor girl, and it appears ghe canbot be
left in peace even in her grave. I have heard
of you before, Captain O’Donnell of your
watching, and following, and interfering
where you have no business.” She stopped as
a smile broke over her face.

« From whbom, madame? since you do not
own to knowing Miss Herncastle. You are
right, too 1 have watched and followed.
Fute sesms to have taken a malicious plensure
in pitting me sgainst her. And as ] find the
1ole of amateur detective disagreeable enough
in itself, 1 trust Miss Hernoastle will not com-
pel me to add that of informer to it, But if
she persists you may tell her from me, that I
never shirk any duty, however perscnally un-
pleasant. Once more—good-day, madame—
here is my card—my London address is on
the back; I sball remain in town three or
four days. If Mr. Qtis rveturns during that
time, I shall be bappy to see him.”

And then the chasseur bowed himself out,
and nuver had the nmew duty which so
strangely devolved upon him of all mankind,
been half so distasteful a8 when he took his
last lock at poor little trembling Mrs. Otis'
distressed face.

¢ Confound the whole affair!” he thought,
savagely ; “1 wish to Heaven I bad never
geen Scarswood, mor any one in it. What is
Sir Peter Dangerfield to me? or Sir Arthur
Tregenna either, for that matter, that I
should fight their battles? Now that I have
got into the thick of the fray it is impossible

to got out without dishonor somewhere; I
can't shut my eyes and see the one driven
stark mad with his superstitious ghost-seeing,
and the life-long misery of the other insured.
I wish I might see this Henry Otis. Why
can't Miss Herncastle marry him and settle
down into a sensible, commoaplace matron 7"

He waited impatiently during the four en-

suing days, but he waited in vain. If Mr,
Henry Otis has returned to town, he did not
call upoa Captain O’'Donpell ; aud disgusted

and desperate, on the evening of the fifth he
returned once maore to Castleford.

He presented himselfat Scarswood-at once.
He had not seen his sister for B week. It was
close upon eight o'clock, and the silver gray
of the summer evening was deepening into
twilight, as he walked up the avenue. The
flutter of & white dress caught his eye amid
the dark-green depths of fera ; a tall, slender
shape, with bright, hazel bair, was slowly
pacing the terrace alone. It was Lrdy Cécil.
A roft mask of rose-pink cashmere, silk, and
down, wrapped her. She held a letter in her
hand which sbe rdad as sbhe walked. And
even in that « dim religious light” Captain
O'Donnell saw, or fancied, that the fair pale
face had grown paler and graver than ever he
had geen it, in those five past days.

«Lady Cecil.”

He lifted hia bat and stood before her. She
had not heard him until be spoke. A {rint,
tremuiuous flush rose up over the sensitive
face ng she turned and gave him her band.

« Captain 0’'Donne!l! and just as we all be-
gan to give you up for iost. I am glad yuu
have come—I have been wisbing for you un-
spenkably. Do you know that Rose is il1?”

«Lanty said something of it but I thought—"

# She is really i1l-—something has happened
—I don’t know what, onlythat Aliss Herncas-
tle is at the bottom of that too. Your sister
bas wrrked herself into a fever—she has nei-
ther eaten nor slept, I believe, since you went
away. Something ia preying on her mind—
something which Misa Herncastle alone
knows, Oh, that dreadfu]l Miss Herncustle!
Why did sle ever enter this house! Csptain
0'Donnell, we are in trouble—terrible trouble
—and she 8 the cause of it all. Do you
know that she is gone?*

¢ Gone,"

# Been dismissed—discharged—sent away
in disgrace. It {8 the strangest thing the
most wickedly malicions; and whatever her
object could have been puzzles us all.”

« Lady Cecil, you puzzle me. What new
enormity has Miss Herncastle been guilty
of 7" .
# You do well to call it enormity, B5he has
parted Sir Peter Dangerfield and his wife—for
life, I greatly fear.”

He had been walking by her side—he stop-
ped and looked at her now. He bad
delayed too long he bad shown her
his cards and let her win the game.
He had thought to spare her, and the mischief
was done.

# Purted 8ir Peter and his wife! Do I here
you aright, my dear Lady Cecil?”

# It sounds incredible, does it not? Never-
theless, it is true. You remember the Mas-
querade at Mrs. Everleigh's last Thursday
that most miserable masquerade? Ginevra
would insist upon going wich Major Frank-
land a8 the Page Ealed—he abhors masguer-
ades and maule costumes for women. Of
course, he was right and Ginevra was wrong,
but his very opposition made her more resol-
ute togo. He told her if she went ahe should
never return, that she should not live under
his roof and disgrace it. Ginevradefied him ;
but in her heart, she owrce now, she was
afraid, and ready to draw back. But that
fatal Miss Herncastle would not let her. She
had suggented the costumen, made Ginevra's,
anfi used every persuasion to induce her to
defy Sir Peter—deceive him rather, and go.
Giansvra yielded. She wrote a nate at the
dietation of the governess, to Major Frank-
lend, in London, talling him of Sir Peter’s op-
position, asking him to come secretly down,
remaian at one of the inns, and go from thence
to ¢he ball. My poor cousin cannet even
keep ber own secrets, and she told me. I
said evorything I could think of to shake her
resolution, but in vain. Pioally I told papa
in despalt, and imede him waylay the train at
the station. You remember he met you
thst saeme afternoon. He talked to Major
Frankland, aud the major finally agieed to
give up the ball. Ginevra, of course, would
not dream of golag without him. But he in-
sisted upon seelug her, and telling har with
bis own lips, Unfortunately we were all at

Morecambe at an archery party, and when

N T e N N R ..-I‘. -
be reached Scarswood o fourd™only™ Mids

“Herncagtle. ~He;wrgte a note explaining all ;.
tojd"her to-have-bid masqueradé dresgroturn: |

‘ed;andTeft her. ' That note Miss Harncastle
destroyed—she owns it; and, Capiain O’Don-
nell : it seems almost incredible she. went:
to the masquerade instead of . Major - Frank-,
land and in his dress! The major is short,
tha .governesss is tall—she managed to make
the Lara costome fit her. ' No one ever heard.
.of such a thing before. You will scarcely be
able to beliove it.” " - ... ‘

#T can believe a great deal of Miss Hern-
castle. She is 8 wonderful woman!” . -

+ A wonderful woman, indeed—it is to. be
hoped there are fow like her” Lady OCecil
responded indignantly ; tand yet, though
something seems to warn me against her—
she had « sort of fascination for me from ' the
firat. Well, Captain O'Donnell, it happened
in this way : We returned from the archery
fote ; Ginevra pretended headache and retired
to her room, All the while Sir Peter was on
the watch. Miss Herncastle dressed her—a
flyman from Castleford was in waiting, and
he took her to Mrs. Everleigh:- “The Govérn-
esa had managed to secrete the Lera dress in
her room, and thé moment Lady Dangerfield
was gone, she rapidly dressed herself, and
walked—actually walked from Scarswood to
Mrs. Everloigh'ahouse. SirPeter, in #pite
of their precantions, had seén his wife depart
and followed immediately. At Mrs, Ever-
leigh’s house, Sir Peter, in spite of their
precaution, had seen hls wife depart, and
followed immediately. At Mrs. Everleigh's
he pracured a bleck domino, aud in that dis-
guise, and masked, of course, he watched the
page. The knight arrived in due time—
rather late, perhaps, and wneither Gipevra,
dancing or talking to him, or Sir Peter watch-
ing, deemed that it was other than the
major.”

« Well,” O'Donuell said, curtly.

# Supper came, and zonder the plen ot going
for an ice, Count Lara disappeared. Ginevra
had to go down on the arm of another geutle-
man. Atsupper there was the usual aniver-
gal unmasking, and the first face poor Gin-
evra saw was that of Sir Peter. Imagine her
feelings! Andthe major nowhers to be seen,
A moment after, Sir Peter disappeared, and my
unforiunate cousin, balf dead with fear, made
her way from the supper-room and the house,
and reached home in the fly, the most pitiable
object you ever saw. Her first question was
for her husband—her first impulse to throw
herself at his feet and implore his forgiveness.
But he was not here—he has not been here
since.”

& Not here since ?”

« No, Captain O'Dovnell. If he had come
homeand raged and stormed there might have
been some hope—now I fear there is none.
He is in Castleford, and his London rolicitor
is with him, stopping at the Scarswood Arms.
He refuses to see his wife—bhe will never aee
her again, he says, as long as he lives. Papa
has been witk him—I have been with him—
all in vain. Heis harder than stone—harder
than iron. She has made his life miserable
long enough —that is his nnswer. Ifshe were
dying be would not see her now. He told

her if she went to that woman’s house—in
male attire, to meet Jusper Frankland, she
should never live beneath roof of his, And

she never will.”

« But it was not-—"

’ It was not Mojor Frankland. Yes—yes,
he knows that, it nakes no difference, nothing
makaes any differance. I believe hie hates her
and only wants a pretext for separation. Thir
horrible masquerade and more horrible gover-
ness have given him that. HeknowsJasper
Frankland wasin London, and that Miss Hern-
castle played the double part of Major and Late
on that futal night. His answer is that that
had nothing todo with it—his wife went in
the full belief that it was Faankland, In male
attire, and to the house of 8 woman of doubt-
ful character. If there were grounds for div-
orce, a divorce he would lbave; as there are
not, he will still have a sgeparation. Lady
Dangertiold may remain here until the ne-
cessary documents are drawn up—-then she
leaves, and forever. Bhe is nearly insane,
and no wonder ; think of the exposure, the
scandal the disgrace. And to know-—to know
it isall that wicked, revengeful woman’s
work."

He had never seen her so moved, so excited,
so agitated in ber life. Was this the cause
of the change be saw in her altered face ?

s And how was it all discovered ? Did
Miss Herncastle confess at once 77

«* Miss Herncastle has not confassed at all.
In somu way she reached Scurswood before
Ginevra—ghe must have had a conveyance
waitinyg, and was one of the first to receive
ber in her ordinary dress. The tumnlt poor
Ginevra made arcused the house. In the
cold gray of the morning we all—papa among
the rest—gathered about her. She told her
gtory in an incoherent way. Papa listensd in

awazement, ¢ Frankland, besaid, ¢Frank-
land at the balll—impossible! 1 mysgelfsaw
him depart for London by the Parliamentary
teain at 6.20 last eveuing., Franklandis in
London.’ He was positive, Ginevra was po-
sitive. The end of the matter was he tele-
graphed to Major Frankland in London—was
he there or had he been at theball! The an-
gwer came at once—be had not heen at the
ball, was then in London, and would run
down at once. He did 80, and then the mur-
der was oat. ¢‘Had she got his note?
tWhat note?’ *The explanatory note given
to Miss Hepncastle.! «Certaiuly not, Miss
Herncastle was summoned and confronted

with tho indiguant major . ' What bad she
done with his note?’ And Miss Herncastle
looked him foll in the face, and told him she
had dertroyed it.”

« Did she say why 7" )

« She said (and you should have heard how
coolly) that she thought it a pity Lady Daan.
gerfield should be deprived of the ball, aud of
wearing the dress upon which she had set her
heart, for & jealous whim ot Sir Peter’a and a
prudish whim of the major's. Sbe destroyed
the note, and sllowed Lady Dangerfield to go
and enjoy herself? Who then had person.
ated the msjor—herself, -But on this subject
Miss Herucwmtle was mute—as obstinate as
Sir Peter himself. The Lara dress was found
packed in its box In the major'sroom, and the
governuss refused to confess or deny anything.
They might suspect what they chose—accuse
her of anything they liked. 1f they could not
prove their charges they had better be silent
—she would admit nothing. And she would
not. Ginevra flowicto a terrible pasaion and
ordered her out of the house, and she went—
without a word."”

O’'Donnell drew a long breath.

« By Guorge!” he said, # here iz a mare's
nest. And where has she gone, Lady
Cecil ?¥

4 To London—three days ago. . Before she
left, she had an interview with your sister,
#ince when Bore has been uvable to leave her
room. And Ginevra 18 in hyaterics in hers.
I nover saw papn Bo worrled—~80 anneyed in all
my lifa before. He says Miegs Herncastis is
satun himselt in crinoline, and that sll her
mischief 18 not done yet.”

# X agreo with bis lordship. And her cham-
pion~—her admirer of other days, the chival-
rous Cornfshinnu—where is he that he does
not break & laoce in favor of his prosecnted
lady 27 !

The soft summer dusk might have hidden
from any other than the keen blae eyes of O'-

[ #5 Fom Y eyl
‘Dornell, 1he flush’t
/060’8 fair faCE el Sinlanrm .-
; ¥ It 16 hardly- & fithog Hme?

.f‘\ g . ,‘-7 e .»"'-‘v " v
fat roséup.all over Ljédy

e o
I -subject-for_
Captain’(Q'Donnél s sarcagm,” shie-annswered.
-cold}y! % Sir Asthur Tregenna fs in Cornwall.
,ﬁe-le;z/_verv"aairlj!iﬁ the ‘morning following-
:the ' “masquerade—~before ~the 'S news’--bad
‘gpread” 7T e 0L
¢ beg your pardon; . Lady Cecil—believe
mo I'sympathize with you at least::. Will you:
‘pardon me again, if X say X feel but very little:

.| for '1ady Dangerfield. -Her own disobediencs;

had ‘wronght her ruin—she has no’ one
‘blame but herself.” P!
-# That does not make it any easier to bear.
But I know of old how little sympathy~you
have tor humah error. She may have done
wrong, but she is suffering now, and suffering
goes far to atone for sin.” LRI

She had grown white again—her face look-
od like marble in the fuint misty light. She
was looking away from bim as she spoke, a
wistfulness, & paszion in her brown eyes he
could not understand.

« 1 dare say people who'go through life as
' you-have gone;neither loving nor hating very
. greatly, can afford te be cynical, and hard, and
.cold. “You have nevet suffered yourself—
nor erred, I suppose—how are you to under-
stand or fesl for your weaker tellow-mortals
who do?. But at least I hope you will be
able.to descend from your tower of atrength
far enough to sywpathizs with- your sister.
Be gentle with her, Captain. O’Donnell—at
least' as far ag you uunderstand the word, for
she is in trouble. Doa’t be too ha:d—your
life is not all over—even you may learn what
it is to suffer, before you diel"”

She turned from him, and was gone—the
graceful willowy figure, the flashing hazel
oyes. 1'he passion in her voice—what did it
mean? He watched—her an inexplicable
look on his face—a hard sort of smile on his
lips.

#«Even you may learn what it is to suffer
before you die.” He repeated her words in-
wardly, as he took bis way to his sister’s room.
« Ah, Lady Cecil, you taught me that lesson
thorough!y six years ago. 1 was a fool then
—a fool now—and I fear the folly will go
with me to my grave.” He tapped at hitsgis-
ter's door, «It is 1, Rose,” his tamiliar voice
ssid. #May I comein?”

He heard & stifled cry from within—a cry
of terror it sounded, and his heart smote him.
Poor little Rose! Had it come to this—had
he been hard and unfeeling with her, and
taught her to fearinstead of love him ? With
the remoraeful thought still in his mind, the
door opened and she stood before him.

—

]
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CHAPTER XXIIIL

© §IX YEARS TOO LATE.

Poon little Rose, indeed! In the dusk she
came gliding forward, so unlike herself—eo
like a spirit-—go waun, so wasted—that with a
shocked exclamation, be drew her to him, and
looked into her worn face.

# They told me you were ill, Rose, but not
like this. If I had thought!—if I bad
knowp—"

She flang her arms round his neck,nnd hid
ker face on his rhoulder.

uDon't, Redmond. Don't look—don’t
speak to me like that. I don't dererve it—I
don't deserve any love or kindness trom you.
I bave deceived you shamefully. You wili
despise me—you will hate me when 1 have
told you all”

“«Will 1? I am not sure of that. When
you have told me all, I think I ghall be sorry
to see those hullow cheeks and sunken ayes.
and wasted hands. Shall I light the lamps,
Rose, or—" -

« No, no! no light; such a wretch as I am
should tell her atory in the dark. Here, sit
down in this chair, Redmond, and let me tuke
this stool at your feet. At your feet, my fit-
ting place.” ‘

# My dear Rose, 8 most ominous beginning.
What must the atory be like when the prefuce
is so terrible? Have you not grown nervous
and byaterieal, and inclined to magnify mols-
hills into mountsins* Out with it, Rose; I
promire not to be too stern o father confessor.
It's the story, I suppose, about this fellow
Dantree 2"

She had seated herself at his feet, her arms
across his knee, her face lying upon it. He
laid his hand very gently on her bowed, hum-
bled head,

# Bpeak, Rose. I am sorry to see you have
learned to fear me like this. IfI was stern
with you the other night I ask you to forgive
me now., Ifyou and I may not trust each
other, whom may we trust? 1 promise-to be
merciful. Is it about this fellow Dsntree 7’
- uItig. Redmond, I ought to have told yon
that other night, but [ am a coward—a wesk,
pitiful coward. They say a guilty conscience
makes cowards of us all, and mineis a guilty
conscience indeed. For meven yerars I have
kept the secret I tell yon to-night. Red-
mond” a great gasp, * you asked e if Gaston
Pantree was my lover, and I said yes. I
should have told you the truth ; he was more
than my lover, He was my—husband.”

The last word seemed to choke her. She
crouched farther down as thouzh shrinking
almost froma a blow. She hnd expected a
great start—an exclamation of amuz- and hor-
ror—either as hard to bear 08 a blow. Nei-
ther came. Dead silence 16ll. He sat per-
fectly still—a dark statue in the dark., What.
ever look his face wore, sha could not see.
That pause lasted for perhaps ten seconds—
ten hours it geemed to her, Then, © Your
Lhusband! This is & surprize. And for seven
years you have been this scoundrel’s wife 2"

« For seven long, miserable years, Obh,
brother, forgive me. I have done shamefully
wrong-—1I have besn a living lie—I have de-
ceived ‘the kindest grandfather—tbe deareat
brother, but if you knew what I have suffered

1

That choking in her voice made her pause
again. « And suffering goes far to atone for
sin.” He remembered Lady Cecil's aoft, sad
words of reproach, and again his caressing
touch fell upon the bowed head. It had been
a blow to bhim, a blow to his love and his
pride, and both were great, but his voicc and
touch were far more tender than she had ever
known them for years.

#“I can believe it,” he said; “you have
atoned for your folly indeed. Don’t fear
Rosa. I canonly regret that you did not tell
me long ago. Tell me now at least—all.”

She told him—In broken sentences--with
bowed head, while the darkness of the August
night deepened in the little room, the old
gtary of a girl’s love and folly—of ® marrying
in haste and repenting at leisure.”

7 I wasn't quite eighteen, and just home
from wmy convent school when I met him
firat, with all a girl’s foolish dreams of beauty,
and love, and romance. He was very hand-
some—I have never seen such a face ag his—
with the dash, and ease, and grace of a man
of the world. And if he had been a very
vulcan of uglinees, his divine voice might
have won my dreaming, sentimental girl’s
heart, The aroms of conguest huog about
kim—married ladles petted and spoiled him
—young ladies raved of his benux yeux and
his Marlo voice, and I—I fell in love with
him in a reckless, desperate sort of way, as
later 1 suppose poor Katherine Dangaerficld
did in this very house, 1 was M. De Luan-
sac's reputed heiress then, and jurt the sort of
prize he was looking out for. ‘Very young,
very silly, not bad-looking, and the heiress ot

pe H -'».:ﬁ\ K TNK
‘one.or two millign 561;:&—& prize, gven wOr-

thy_his stooping .to 5win' YAaddnd Red-

-mvnd, 10 these Htarydaystitthinkiihe even
Jliked me a little tod, My greiidfather detest-

.ed him—forbade him tHe houss’ “fortade me
Then:, begad: ‘my,

to_sed’or speak-+0.him ;
wrong doing==L.did{see hiim=-I"did, speak ' to’
him—TI loved him—you wonlda't,understind
if I told yow how dearly,. and—ahd~—Red.:
‘mond:-Isconsented to“a:piivate marriage,
‘He was afrald to'lose M.-De Lansac’s heiress,
-and.I'was afraidto lose him: He threatened
{to leave New Orleans and néver to returiif I:
refased. 1 married him and for‘a little'time’
wab happy ini-a fool's Paradise.” Only for &:
-very.little while indeed:~ My./grandfather, in-
the moat unexpected- and_sudden mannel; 88
you know, got married. Gaston.was furious
—no need to tell you how he sto.med "and
raved, or the names he called M. De Lan-
sac. I recvived my .first lesson-in“his real-
character then. That vear he remained in-
New Orleans—then little Louis was born,and
all his hopes were at an end. He might bid
good-by to M. De Lansac’s great fortune. He
camo to me one night—we met in gecrat in
the grounda—tike a man beside himself with
1age and disappointment. Ee accused me
of being the cause of all; it was bad enough
to be n beggar himself without being deluded
into marrying a beggar. He bads me savage-
1y keep our marriage-a dead secret from the
world. He was gouing to England, he eaid;
if he retrieved his fortune thers some day he
might 8send for me; if he did not, why 1 was
still safe at Menadarva, That was our part-
ing. I have never get eyes on him since.

«He went to England ; he wrote me from
Lndon and gave me a London address-— some
publishers there. I answered, but received
no second letter. I waited and wrote again
—still no reply... Then I got desperate, the
little pride I had left me rose up. I wrote
for the last time. If he wished to be free ho
was free as the wind ; I would hold him or no
man sgainst his will. Only let him return
my picture, and letters, and consider me ss
dead {0 him forever. 1 did not dream he
would take me at my word, but he did ; the
next mail bronght me what I asked, my lot~
ters; my picture, and not one word beside."

She paused, ber bresth coming in quick
short sobs. Her voice was fainter than ever
when she resumed.

« I was 111 after that—ill in body and mind.
A great loathing of New Orleans and all in it
took possession of me—a loathing of life for
that matter. I wanted to die and make an
sud of ali the miserable, never-ceasing pain
that tortured me. As I could not die, I
wanted to leave Now Orleane, the scene of my
troubles, forever. A great and an indescrib-
able longing to see Ireland once more—to see
you—took posnession of me. To add thy fin-
ishing blow, I saw in an English paper the
announcement of the approaching marriaze of
Miss Katherine Duangerfield, only dunghter of
8ir Jobhn Dangerfield, of Scurswood Park, Sus-
fex, to Mr, Gaston Dantree, of New Orleans,
with a few romautic details.

I think I felt siunned, wernout. Ina dim
sort of way it struck me I ought to prevent
this murriage. I look in the paper again, de-
termined if possible, to suve Miss Kstherine
Dungerfield, and dropped it in despair. The
wedding day wns fixe for the first of January ;
it wus the twentioth then. It was too late.
How was I torell, that in New York or else-
where, he might not have still a third wife,
whose claim was prior to mine? I turned
sick and cold with the thought.

« Redmond, I wondert 1did not die. I wan-
ted to die. 1 had such a borror of myself—
of him—a horror too of uver being found out.
Bat thers was little danger of that; no one
knew ; my gecret wa- eafe snvugh. 1 wrote
ta you, but you had gone to Aigiers. There
was no bope but to remnin, and drag out life
ut Menadarva. I stil! rend the Euglish pa.
pers for further news ol Lim. snd at last I
read the cruel story—the hurrivle tregedy en-
acted in this hcuse—tbe story of Katherine

after. Sbe was bappier than I. She died,
and I could ouly live on und bear mv trouble
alone. 1 wiote to you again and again. A
desperate longing to krow whether Gaston
were alive filled me. 1didn't care for him

1 abhorred him now, but I wanted to kLnow,
1f he wore dead, I thought, aud I were free, I
would euter & convent, and find pescs for the
rest of my days. But I was vears waiting be.
fors you came. Youdid come at last—you
brought me here where he disappeared, ‘and
where [ hoped to discover something more.
This is my story, Redmond. Pity me, forgive
1o#, if you can.? ‘

Hu had listened in grave silence—he had
not interrupted her once. His hand rested
still on her soft, dark hair. .

«] pity you, I forgive you, It is easy to
do buth. Aud this is8 why you came to Cas-
tleford? 1f you bad only told me—but it
nay pot be too late yet. Trust me, Rose; I
shall discover, and speedily, whether Dantree
be living or dead.

She clasped her hands impassionately.

«If youonly could. Oh, Redmond, how
good you are~-how good—how good! Ifyou
ouly knew What a relief it is to have told you
the—to know that you do not hate me for
what I have done. I dreaded your knowiny
mors than anything else on earth—dresdud
the loss of your love and trust. Even now,
but for Misa Herncastle I might still be
dumb.?

« Ah, Migs Herncastls. And she knows, of
course she does. DPray what has this very re-
markable Miss Herncastle to say on the sub-
ject

«She knew it all, that ] am Gaston DIan-
trea’s wife—how she kaows it, she won't tell.
She knows, too, whether he is living or dead,
but she keeps her kuowledga to herself. She
told me she had little reason to love or serve
my brothers sister——what did she mean by
it?7 “That you were very clever in the ama—
teur detective line, and here wae an opening
tor your genius. I couldn’t understand her
—I implored her to tell me the truth, but it
was all in vaic—she bade me go to you and
tell you one good turn deserved another.
Redmond, ehe is a mystery, a strange, desper-
ate, dangerous woman.”

“A mystery," her brother said. « Well,
perbaps Bo, and yet a mystery I think I can
understand. A° dangerous woman. Wetl,
perhaps so0 ogain, and yet a woman almost
more sinned against than sioning. I pity
you, Ruse, but I pity Misa Herncastle mare.”

His sister looked up at him in wonder, but
the darkness hid his face.

4 You pity her,” she repeated, because she
has been turned out of Scarswood 7"

« Hardly. Never mind, Rose; you will
hear it all soon enough, and when you do, 1
think you will look upon this designing gov-
erness a8 I do, ‘more in sorrow than in
anger,” Let us diop Mirs Herncastle and
Gaston Dantree, too, for the present, and talk
of yourself. You mustunderstand, of course,
that in the present state of domestic affairs
at Scarswood, the sooner all the guests leave,
the better. Lord Ruysiand and his danghter
who aro Lady Dangerfield's relatives, are pri-
vileged to stay. For you—you must leave at
once, Are you able to travel? You look
wretchedly ill1.” . ;

i Yes,” she answered wearily, I think so.
It 18 more & mind diseased than anything
elee. It is such an unutterable relief to have

told you, and obtained your forgiveness and
help, that I feel stronger already. Yom are

.Dangerfield ) thg injured wifs, in the

|“volce—his grave, steady tunes--had changeg

Dangerfield’s wedding dey, and what came |

right, we must go at once, Poor
gerfisld. Oh Redmond, brother,L “iiﬁ“‘
wretched, wrong-doing world it iz1” 3
« Wrong-doing, indeed,” and the chasgany,
mouth grew sterner ;"¢ hive little corg n:
sion for Lady:Dangerfield or any of her cItI:S ;
Place Miss Hornoastle; th ontést, and « g,
“and let us sed who will kick the bean??lnnce'
you pack to-morrow;:RGi6? I shall take ygg
] e's 6:~Thep; when you arg safe
with, Madame Landean, L shall return, be i
my:séarch:for Dantree; and: move hetw'en e
earth until’l find him.” © - o
. She stogped. snd kis’Ii;ed his'hiand,
(4L can'ibe ready. 1.shall bave
'-{a;gy%ll t%“’n;:k‘é;;u;:d»tliht-isr to La.g;lyce?ilf
wonder if she ig — .
nown; T-EuppOSET" PPY—Yy0u hav. heard her
,~He knew in an instant what it Wag—kp
“before the words wers quite uttered, He;

when he spoks.

#“I have heard no mews of L i
What is it you mean ?" fady Ceal,
"~ #[ mean~her engagement to Sir
He asked her to be his wife on the angt}::m;}
the masquerade, and she has consented, He
departed for Cornwall early next mornig
It was Lord Ruysland who told us, and Eomi:
how,; Redmond, I don't think she is very much
‘bappier than the rest of us, after ail. He ig
"very. wealthy, and it 1s:the desire of her fs.
ther's heart, but yet I think-."

Her brother rose abruptly,

‘ A great deal of nonsense, no doubt, Rog
‘{ou. women' never quite outgrow your m..
limentality, Sir Arthur Tregenna isa mate
for a princess---she should certainly be happy
It grows late, Rose, and you are uot stroné
You bad better retire at once, and by s gopd
night’s rest, prepare yourself for to-morrgw'y
flittiog.  Good-night, my little sister.-let yg
hope even your clouds may have their silyer
lining.”

He stooped and touched his mustached lips
to her,paie cheek—then he was gone.

The house was very still as ko passed out—
a sort ot awed hush, as though it were a bousg
of death or mourring, reigned.

What a contrast to the brilliantly 1it, bril.
liantly filled rooms of &8 week sgo. « Sic trap.
sit,” he said’ as bis’ masculine tread echged
along the vaulted hall ; © life is a seo-raw—
up and down. And Lord Ruysland’s daughter's
engagement to Siv Arthur Tregenna is not g
week old after all! What of that little ro-
mancy Lord Ruysland told me six years ago
in Torryglen? "

% Ah, O'Donnell ! ¥ It was the debonsire
voice of Lord Raysland himself that spoke,
# (1ad to see you again—glad to see any hu-
man being in this miserable house. I sp-
pose you have heard all—devil of an affair al.
togother. May oid Nick fly away with Miss
Herncastle. Who ever heard of Buch & pro-
ceeding before. Dremsing herself up in
Frankland's clothes, and deceiving evenGin-
evra! Gad! she's a wonderful woman! And
what the dickeas did she do it for? Outof
pure, innate malevolence, and nothing else, I
believe in my soul.”

~(To be continued.)

GIVEN UP BY DOCTORS.

g it possible that Mr. Godfrey is up and
at work, and cured by so aimple a remedy?

w [ assure you it is true that he is entirely
cured, and with nothing but Hop Bitters ; and
only ten days ago his doctors’gave him upand
said be must die |”

“ Well-a-day! That is remarkable! I
will go this day and get some for my poor
IGDaorgo—I know hops are good.’—Salem

0sl.

THE POPE ON THE OBSERVANCE 0t
SUND

Roug, March 21st.—Yesterday morning
the Pope granted audivnce to the Catholic
Society for the Observance of Sunday and
Religions Festivals, and, in reply-to &u ad-
dress read to him, delivered a discourseon
the want of respect prevailing amongst the
authorities for thie day. Amongst other
things he said :—

«In the shadow of a greatliberty, it is very
difficult indeed to distinguish the days conse-
crated to the Lord from those destined teo
work, The shops and stores are opened:
manual labor, public and private, is protract.
ed to & late hour. It seems as if the proposals
of the impious to wipe out from the earth
the Lord’s Day had revived. As the cbser-
vance wag willed by (God from the first origin
of man, 80 is it demanded by the abso-
lute dependence of the creature on the
Creator. And this law, which so admirably
responds to the honor of God, regards not
only individoals, but the peoples and the
nations, who are debtors te Divine Provi-
dence for their well-being. Through that
fatal tendency, which prevatls to-day, of lead-
ing mun away from God, and of organizing
the pations without the idea of God, is it
owing that the Loxd’s Day is beicg lost, It
is said that thus it is intended to pro-

mote iodustries and ta procure pros-
perity.  Foolish and false words. [t
is  pought, instead, to take from

the neople tke consolations of religinn ;-it is
desired to weaken the sentiment of faith;
and ¢hey call down upon their heads the most
tremendous chastisements of God, justly irti-
tated. That which renders still more de-
plorable such an excess is that it happensin
the midat of the Catholic nations upon which
God has shed#His benefits—in Rome, the
cenire. of Catholicity, at the very time whet
anti-Catholic nations feel the need of return-
Ing to the observance of the days sacred 0
the Lord. Hence it is that we can-
not, without sorrow, see that the faith-
fal of the whole world, instead of
findIng motives of edification, find motives of
gcandal. Our grief becomes atill deeper
since we, belng reduced to this state, find it
impossaible to repsair the evil and to vindicate
the outraged honor of God.”

The Pope then recommends these Oatholic
associations to use every effort tg bring 8
remedy to this crying evil. It is indeed t0o
true that the aspect of Rome on Sundays ¥
shocking to the ideas of Christianity. Parlf
seems to be the model adopted by the ne¥
Government, and public works proceed wiih
more energy on this than on other days.

—-0
Consumption Cared.

An old physician, retired from practice
haviog had placed in his bands by an East
India missionary the formula of a simple
vegetable remedy for the sapeedy and permal-
ent cure for Consumption, Bronchitis, Gatarrty
Asthma, and all threat and Lung Affectiond
also a positive and radical cure jor Nervous
Debility and all Nervous Complaints, after
having tested ite wonderfal curative powers
in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty 1
make it known to his suffering fellows.
Actuated by this motive and a desire to 787
Heve huwen suffering, 1 will send freo 0
charge, to'all who desire it, this recipe, in Ger
man, French, or English, with full direction?
for preparing and using. Sent by mail bY
sddressing with stamp, naming this paper w.

W. SHEERAB, 149 Powers Block, Rochesleh,
N'Y' ’ II-OOW'G




