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Rave avoided it if she coulds.. The end she
bad in viow was worth sny sacrifics:
trouble. NG

To be Sir Vane's wife—Lady Qarlyon of
Garswood—she said te hersoll that she must
try to keep that in view while she talked to
Agatha.

gAgath& walted twa ot three minutes in
silence ; she was atrick by the expression in
Valerie’s face ; 1t was pale and.anxious, quite

unlike her uaual bright self.

't Are you in trouble " she said, guddenly,
her old instinct of wanting to ralieve every
kind of grief she sow coming over het. i

i No ; at least, not im one sense. ‘I am not
in troubie for myself, but [ am in great dis-
tress over some ena else.” '

¢t T am sorry for that,” repliod Agatha, “I
thivk the trouhles of others are harder to bear
‘thon our own."

«*Thie is more thsn a troable,” said Valerie;
%t it is a grief nnd anxiety all in ono—ashock,
and to me, a horror.”

¢ ] am sorey to hear is,” said Agatha, sim-
ply. *Isita treuble about some one near
and dear to you ¥’

8an hesitated for cns-half minute.

It is of some one whom 1 like very
much.”

Now for the point of the kuife in the white
breast.

¢ Somo ona for whom L bave not only a
great affactior but aleo great respect,” said
Valerie, *‘In cact, I may tell you that my
trouble is over you.”

Agaths raised her face, so full of wonder

© Valerie. was dismayed ; there wus no

= did not chapge color ; she locked
.otly astonished and mystifed.
_ * About me ¥ ghe gaid. ** That is bardly
possible. Yon have nothing to do with me;
.and if you had, there is nothing concern-
ing me which could be ecither a shock ora
borror.”

* 1 hope not,” said Vslerie with a aigh.

* You hope not,” repeated Agatha. ‘I

-do mot in the leass underatand you, made-
melselle,”

] do not understand mysel!f,” she said,
hurriedly. ‘I only know that I have the
;oai hateful task in the whole world to per-

rm.”

* ¥ cannot think,’ said Agatha, ° what
you mean—Tyou must surely be jesting.”

_ ‘ Alas )” said Valerie, ¢ if it were only
jesting, [ should bs happy enough.”

‘You who read hava perhaps seen the sud.
flen ghange & thunder atorm bringe when,
Jom the brightest sunlight, the scene
changes to deepess gloom—whon & fa
goral pall spreade over the earth and
eky, snd the light suddenrly Ileaves
everything, So it was mnow. All the
brightoess,. the light, scemed to .
away. Agatha was distreseed. Valerie,
whatever ebe fely, looked miserabls, They
were coming fuoe to face now—the one who
believes herself to be Sic Vane's wifs, and
tbe one who boped i reality to be go,

Agatha was perplexed, and began to wish
- shet Sir Vane was ab home. It was quite
.new to her to {ace any trouble without him—
without his adyice $o guide her.

*What can ahe possibly mean?” thonght
Apatha, “Howl wish Vane were here.”

¥alerie had riten from ber seat and walked
rapidly up and down the white terrace ; then
she came to Agatha's side.

T must tell you,” she eaid. *'I hate
doing it. 1 must tell you, because if it be
true you have no right hore; you hg.ve nj
right among people of our station ¢ in fact,
hard as it may seem, you have no placein the
world at all.” . L.

st Hush !” said Agatha, with gentie dignity,
that almoat subdued Valeric. Hush ! you
must not speak tome in this tashion. .
are making some terrible mistake.”

For one moment Valerie thought could
she be mistaken ¥ could there e eny error
in thas well-studied report? if so—but no,
it was quite impossible. . .

+] nm afraid,” she sald, ** there is no mis-
take. The details are far too minute for that.
Will you mind my asking you one or two
questions ¥’ . .

“You can have no possible right to ack me
any questions,” she said ; ¢ but I will anawer
‘apything you like to aek.” .

 Are you Agatha Brooke, who disappesred
some time since from Whitecroft 1"

4 Yes, ] am,” was the oslm reply,

*t Are you the laxful wife of the pereon
whom yon onll Mr. Heriot, bu$ who is really
$ir Vane Carlyon ¥’

Agnin the calm, grave angwer.

¢« Nost decidedly I am.” . .

¢ khank Heaven ! eaid Valerie, with
sonscious hypocrisy ; ¢ tbat then, at any
rate, is fulse.”

CBAPTER XXVIL
A CRUBL LETTEE.

Aa Valerie spoke she took from the
et ¢t her dress o thick eavelope
eontained a letter which sho opened sluwly.
#T am glad that you say this.” she con-
tinued, ** it makes my toalc less difficult.”
st Indigostion and anger rapidly took the
place of wonder ard surprize on Agutha's
face. She rose from ber scat; e gentle, calm
dignity secmed to fell like & muntle over
her.
T Jo nct understend at all,” she ssid,
€ why you behave in this fashicen to me. You
heve nothing te do with me, nor can you
have any concern in my affaira.”

““Noue in tho lenst,” said Valerie,  ex-
cept 8o far ns concerny me.”

# No afTsirs of mine can cenzern you," said
Agatha, ¢ Androw, if you please, madem-
viselle, we will end the conversation,”

s¢Not atall,” she replied; ‘‘we have not
yet begun it. I bave something to eay
which must be said, and you must lis-
ten, It concerns you more than me, but the
‘trath must be sifted. You say that you are
Agatha Brooke irom Whitecoft, and that yon
are the lawful wife of Sir Vane Carlyon,
Now I want you to listen to this letter. Do
not think I have brought it to you in an un-
kind spirit—it is not that ; but, having read
it, [ mus* ask whether the contents be trne or
not, Pray take your seat again, Mrs. Herlot
—Lady Carlyon—or Miss Brooke—I am not
sure which name is yours,”

Agatha at down agein, and Valerie opened
the letter,

 You will believe me,” she said, ¢ that I
am really sorry to read such words ae these
to youn.”

¢ Make no mere apologies,” said Agatha,
gravely ; ¢ let me hear what you have to
read.”

And Valerie, holding the envelope under
ber eyes, snid :

¢ You gea the letter ia acdressed to me—
here is my name—*¢ Mademoizelle D'Envers,
- Chatean Bellefleurs, Lucerne'—the postmark
i Peris, the . handwriting quite uoknown te
me, and there is no signaturs,” :
“"An anonymous letter,” eail Agatha,
-gravely,
“Yes; but it seoms also the letier of n

and any

r

minate: investigetion ; it will bear every in-

uiry ; 16.is'teae as au eternal trath, 7Lhis is

o atory, and the writer writes it out of re-
speot to mademoizello, If sver the ‘truth
shonld bscome.kresm, it would be highly
prejudiclal to madsme, and wounld vrotably
affeot  mademoiselle’s settloment in life most

maberially, e
time, residing inder the

¢ At bnis present
roof of madame, as Chatean Belleflenrs, are an
Baglish lady and gentleman: who pass by the
name of Mr. and Mrs. Herlot. They assnme
to be husbhand and wife, bat they ars notao;
there has boen no marriage, and no semblance
of marriage between them. The gentle-
man’s real name is Sir Vane Carlyon—
the name of the person residing with
him {s Agatha Brooke. Sir Vane Carlyon
is a man of bad character; he is very rioh,
and his estate at Garawood is a very fine one.
He has never been 8 goed mep, but slways
a roue and a profligate ; he has no respect for
women—a woman's honor or fair name is
lees than nothing to him. He bas been
famous always for his amounra &#nd ad-
ventures, his intrigues and gsllaotry; bis
name has fignred more than once in court.
It ig said of him that he never epared a man
in his apger, or & womaa in his love, It is
said of him that e has ruined more homes
and b-cken more hearts than any man in
England. Six years sgo he rsn away with
heautiful, flighty Lady Dundee ; she died
in Italy some years since, and it is said thst
he han forgotten even her name. The writer
could relate several true stories of the ruin
aud devastation this same man has brought
on homes where only happiness reigoed be-

 fore,

‘¢ The girl witn mm is one for whom
only profound compassion can be felt.
She is not his wife, and, poor thing ! pever
will be. She is no more Mrs. Heriot

Turkey. There was never even a semblance
of marriage between them. The oircum-
stancea under which they came to live
togethor are these ¢

*t ¢Sir Vane Cariyon went on avislt to
Lord Croft, st the Abbey near White-
croft, and there he saw Agatha Brooke.

be did 8o compass it, and he periuaded her

to leave home with him,

s¢In justios to her it must be asld shat, ]
previcaaly to this, sheled not only a good but

s most exemplary lite. She was noted for

charity, for her goodness to the poor—indesd

she wea called the angel of the poor,

9 ¢ Whea she left home with Sir Vane she

was to be kept secret. Now, the real fact of
the matter is this—that there never was any

marriage,

st ¢« Nir Vans may have deceived her—

he is clever enough to deceive any omej
but he certainly pever warried her, oer-
tainly never intended te de so.
his calibre do not choess & wile from her
Hosonld b

e counld have married a royal princens— iv wives & name to disguise
judge whether it was probable lt)u would ;S;'n ot Give thelr wi y

Men of

She was only a deotor’s demghter,

marry ber.
A faint, gasping sound made Valerle lcok
ound hastily. Surely her victim was not
escaping already.
junsture wonld spoil all,

But there was no fainting—ne sign of it ;
only a white face, with white lips and greas
frightened eyes, eo full of angnish axd wos

You | thot it was pitiful t2 lock at them. The face,

few mioutes since so full of lifeand beauty,

man countensnoe. Vuleris saw her lips
move, but no round came from them, only a
long-drawn, quivering aigh, like the faint
wail of the winter wind,

¢ She will bear it to the end,” thought
Valerie, **and then she must die if she will,”
Valerie resumed the reading of surely the
most cruel letter that was ever written :

¢ ¢ Sir Vsne & vagaries, follies, sine, crimes,
do not concern me, you will say. No, ger-
tainly pot ; but this oconcerns me—-that he
should dare take his mistress, and pass her
off as hie wife, under the roof of a friend
whom I rxespect as I respect madawe,
I, fur ome, cannot in silence pose
go graat sn insult by, I thiok
madame ought to know the truth, eo
I tell it to you. From what I have
heard of Agatha Irooke, I should say that,
in some way or other, Sir Vsne hae most
croally and basoly decvived her. If s0, you,
wadamoiselle, ought to tell her the truth;
the longer she remarus in igncrance, the more
terrible will the knowledge of the truth be
when it does come. Some diseases require a
shorp knife; in this cass of moral disease,
you must use a eharp remedy,

$$¢Jf ghe is innocent, and has been he.
trayed, you are bound to tell her the

{1 truth; Either she is Sir Vane’s wife, or she

is not ¢ if she is, then I have been grossly
misinformed ; if she is not, she ought to
know the trath-—she ought to know that ghe
has fallen from her high estate of pure wom.
anhood-——that she can never be olassed with
the good, the pure and innovcent again—that
she is a fallen star—that, but for the pultry
distinction of money und better clothes,
there ia no difference between her and
the woman frum whom all other women
sbrink—-As Isaid before, it is just possible
that she sinned in igncerance. Bs that ss it
msy, she ought to know where her sin has
plazed her.

‘¢ She ought to knnw that she has loat
ber good name, her fair fame, her place
among the pure and innocent, her honor for
all time ; that no tears and no repentance
can restore them to her; that other women

will draw aside as she passes by,
lest the touch of her dress should
be contagion; that so long ne she

lives, no woman svorthy the name will ever
consort with her or call her friend ; she will
be forever a by-word and reproach, a shame
to sllwomen. If she does not know these
things you are bound to tell her ; if she does
know them, and does mot care, you have
nothing to de but insist upen their leaving
the chateau &t once; if she dots not
know it, tell her ; if she be wise, if she would
prove that she hes been sinned againat, not
sinning, if she desires to show that she hates
gin and loves virtue, if ehe wishes to repair
as far ag she can the evil done, she will at
once, when she knows the truth, go—ghe
ought never to look upon the face of her De-
trayer again.

*¢ ¢ Let her rise and go forth; let her
leave her sin ; let her hate her deceiver., Let
her show her determination to have done
with such horrible, hateful sin, by leaving
him at once, For your own sske, for .your
own reputation, you must tell this truth to
Madame 1a Baronne; and if you are ever to
eatablieh yourself in the world, you mnust at

-- -t JusBafore, the writer tells his story, he
_wishioa-to awear to the entire trath of every
word-wiitten here. It. will ‘bear the moat

-« eI you wish o be meroiful o ber,
the kindest thing that you can do will be to
help her away—help her to some decent way
of getting her living, sud keep her from a

ot desper fall. 1 do not aign my name, but
{ beg ;'u to believe that I am yonr bess
friend’

#QOh, Heaven! oh, Heaven!” cried the

voice, 80 full of anguish that ib wase
not like a homan volce, ¢ Oh, Heaven, it
is nottrue ! S

A despairing graep was laid on .Vﬂérle‘l
arm } thg‘fncegtgnt B) fall of woe waa raised

te hors, U
CHAPTER XXVIIL
¢ yOUR LITE HAS BEEN A LIVING LIE"

Valerie was half-frightened. She bad ex-
peotsd that the letter would make a great im-
reasion upon Agatha, she had guite expected
that the girl would either weep passionate
fears, rave about her wronge, or grow sallen-
ly silent, and not spesk st all; but ghe was
not prepared for thia deedly deepair.
conld not best back the hands that cleng
to her with despairing cries; she oould not
help seeing that the woe and anguish
on that beantiful face were beyond any
power to recall, Then Agaths remembered
another thing—she had moat faithfolly
promised Sir Vane never to mention the
marringe, yet she must either tell the story
or she could not tell what would happen.
To live as a wifs, yet not to he cne, was, she
knew, a crime a0 great, so terrible, that she
oould not endare the thought of having
oommitted it, In that case it was against
Heaven she had offended more than man,
and during the whole course of her innocent
life she had never once, to her knowledge,
wilfully offended Heaven, The bara idea
was horrible to her. These thoughts flashed
throogh her mind with the rapidity of light-
ning, while the dark eyes watching her noted

the at: 1e,
¢ H?ﬁga told her not to mention It, and

or Lady Carlyon than she ia she Snlteas of | ghe i afraid,” she thought to herself ; ** but ] ¢)q

I will have the trath.”

¢ Agsbha,” she said, ** it is no use for me
to go through the farce of oslling you Mrs.
Heriot—Agatha, you had better trust me—
$ell me your story, and I will tell you what
you are—trust me. I know the world, 1
ugderstand the law and the legal ceremonies

riage between you and Sir Vane, the writer
of this letter ought to be flayed slive.”

‘The white.stricken face that looked already
as thongh years nf misery had passed over it,
was raised appealingly to hers.

s¢ [t i true,” with a great sob, * I am in-
deed Sir Vane's wife—he married me,”

¢ Then, my dear child—for you are nothing

left o lettor saying that ehe was happy aod { more than a child—if that be the case, if you
married, but that her marrisge for some time | arq really his wife, if you are really Lady | peaven for

Carlyon, why do you pass by sunother name,
a false name 1

w]t is not & false one—it is hissecond
nams.”

¢ Nona the less false if it be used for dia-
guiss, Why does he not give you his name
snd title?”’

No answer came from the pale lips,

* Mean—sbove all, men.of Sir Vane's rank

but to wmake them known.
Apain, if you are his wife, why does he
briog yon to the eolitude of a Swiss

ghatesn? You are beautiful and grace.
friends, $aken you %o his besutifnl home at
Garawgod? Why bhas he shut you wp
here?”

« He knowa best,” sobbed the faint voloe.
¢¢T have never questioned him,”

<t You muat have noticed one thiog,” con-

'looked more like a atone mask than a bu- | tinued Valerlo ; **most husbands share with

their wives—they unse the same initials,
the same creste, thea eame motto; you
do not. [Everything belonging 1o Sir
Vane is quite distinot from yon, that is the
strongest proof to me.’”

- +¢ | am his wife,' she repeated,

««No ome is more pleased to hear it

than 1 am,” she said. *‘It would have
peen a terrible thing to have had all that
exposs here ; but, yon see, Agatha, T must
look to myself. You may think it all righs,
bat if it is all wrong, that is complete ruin to
me, I must know the trath. Tell me how,
when and whera you wera married, I know
you hesitate becanse yon have promised Sir
Vane, Do not hesitate—the trath must
be known, now that the investigation is
marted. If you do not tell it to me, you
will have te tell it to some ono else. 1% is
not likely that my aurt, after reading this,
will remain content. You bad better trust
me—I am young, like yourself, and can feel
for you. Other women will sit in judgment
on you. I should sympathize, Tell me, and
will help you.”
Agatha had falten on her knees on the
white stone terrace; the same doves were
fluttering around ~with pretty cooing
cries ; the sunlight fell on the marble
fiun and crimson fowers ; it fell, too, on ths
white, mioerable face raised in despair to the
dark one,
«J am in indeed his wife,” she repeated.
t Do you think—could any one in this wide
world think—that I should be here with him
were it otherwise 2 I could not, ©Oh, I have
loved snd served God all my life. I have al-
ways thought of the Christian virgin Agaths,
and tried tomalkemy litelike her. She preferred
to die rather than to deny God. And I—och,
believe me—1 wounld have died a hundred
deatha rather then have offended God; I
would, indeed. How could you—how could
any one—think that I should be with Sir
Vane unless he had married me?'

Something like pity stole into the heart
of this cruel woman who was torturing
the other, If this girl was really as
innocent, as child-like, and as mimple
as she seemed, then had Sir Vane Carlyon
done the deed that fiend would soorn. As
Valerie watched that tortured face, she de-
spised him. Surely, from a world full of
women, he might have chosen another, and
have left this beautiful wild flower slone.

«T do not know much of the world,” said
Agatha, in a voice that was most pite
ous; “but I know right from wrong,
and I have not gone wrong. Belisve me,
believe me, am his wife. Lady
Anne and Joan, my father's old ser-
vant, warned me—both of them. They
paid I should know the true love from
the falee ; they said if he, Sir Vane, did
not love me, he would only amnsé himself
by talking to me, and thep, when he was
tired, ho would go away and forgot aven my
name. Ses how false it was! He would
not go uway without me. He gaid that
he could not live -without me, and he aaked
me f;o go with him ; then [ knsw he loved
me. !

Keener pain and pity filled ths heart
of the beautiful woman who held the sword
{n hor band, It had been a oruel, cowardly

She |

: s e i
lerie looked puasled:-

For a fow minutes Va

such ‘mistake?—had he aent her wrongin<
formation? It was hardly credible, and. yes.
thiq persistant repatition of a fact mush have
aome foundatlon. :

«“Then,"” she said, slowly, * it Is true that
you were married to Sir Vage before yeu lefs
home?”
~ A light orossed the white deapair of
Agatha's face,

* It is quite trae,” she said. -
¢ Now, will yor tell me when and wher
you were married 2 Then we shall bo sblo-to
see our way more olearly,” satd Valerle,

But no rapid, frack reply ocame from
Agatha's lips. A quivor of great fear passed
over her face ; her heart beat more slowly ;

+¢ It cannot be true ! she cried, throwing
her white sarmas in the air—*' it canmot be
true ! Heaven conld not be 8o cruel ! It is
pot trne ! Ob, thank fleaven, I am indeed
Sir Vane's wife I Those wicked, cruel words
bave made ~e forget. I am Sir Vane’s wife
—who says I am uot ? He married me, Oh,
Beaven ? who ehall aay these horrible things
of me?"

Such bitter tears ! such bitter sobs !—such
angulsh snd woe were in her face and volcs
that Valerie was almost afraid to look at
her.

s« You had better refrain from those tra-
gioal airs,” she said, *‘ and tell me what you
mean by ¢sying that Sir Vane married you—
explain it to me.”

the blood seemned to frecze in her veins; her
hands grew cold and atitf. For the first time
n great, overwhelming dread came to her.
She had mott implicitly believed Sir Vane;
nn doubt ot his truth, henor, or loyalty bad
ever mmsailed her, He had told her that
the fashion of metriage had obanged—
that there was no Ionger any need for
all the ceremonies and prayers peaple
had once believed in., She never doubted
the truth any more than she doubted
light of the sun. She had never, in
her short life, heard of such & thing ; but
now a horrible fear came to her—Iit ssemed
to clatoh her hears like a cold iroa band.
Suppose there was anything wrong about the
marrisge ! What then? Ob, Heaven !
what then "

“ Agaths,” continaed Valerls, * tell me

¢ It is net the writer’s provinoe fotell kow | of marriage. Tell me your story and let me i it i
he compassed her ruin; it is sufficlent that | jndge for svou. If there hed been any mar- :hl:xf:h 3:%:5:::&': ;,’.“’d' Was it in the

(1] No‘“

*¢ Was {t in any chapel there ¥’

¢ No.”

4 Was it In a registrar’s office "

“ No.”

1 YWere yon married in BEogland or in

Francs ¥’

 In England.”

And from the tortured heart came a ary to
ty..

“Jam st,;'ia.id,’ said Valerie, gentlE. ¢ that
you have not been married at all. he laws
of marriage In Eagland are o strioct, se simple,
a child could nnderstand them. There can be
no marriage without the luw of the oharch or
of the land. A mairiage must take place
either in a ochurch or "in a registrar's
office ;. or if it be in u -private house by
a properly appoicted miniater, Unless you
wers married in.one cf shess three methods,
you are not.married at all” :
¢ For Heaven's aake do: not say so—do not
say so, Lshall die. ¥ eannot bear it.”
“You mast face the truth,  Your life has

A falntiog fik a% this | fo] ~why has he not Introduced fyon to bis§ heqq a living e long encugh. You must face

:lh:d 't.;u!h. Te'l: me whore you wefe mar-
It wan pitifal to hear the swest, childlike
volos that replied: |

““We were warried at Whitecroft-—Sir
Vane marrisd me. himself.” o '

Triuvmpb flashed in tho-e-yu of the beauti-

ful women, who was risking her life on one

throw—trinmph thas should have crushed
lier with shame ;. yot she feared and rever-
enced the purity and innocence of the girl
kneeling at her feet, and clinging to her with
such pleading hands.
¢ Tell me nbout it,” she said gently ; ¢ do
not be afraid. You will have to face the
truth some time—({ace it now, with me, Teil
me il about the marrisge.”
““We ware together in & beautiful
place—in. the woods—a placa we both
loved, and where I often met him, He
told me he waa golug away, and heasked me
to go with him, He said he could not live
without me, and I kuew quite well thst I
conld not live without bun, I loved him
so well, He began to teach me about the
new law of matrisge.” .
¢ What ia that I” asked Valexie. ‘1 have
never heard of it. What is it *"”
Alag, alas | if she, thin woman of the
world, who had every kind of knowledge, if
she knew anything of it, whatlthen ?
¢ He oxplained it to me,” snid Agatha, her
ayes fixed with pitecns entreaty on Valerie's
face, *° Ha told me that marriage was really
the uuion of two hoarte,”
% So it ia,” interrupted Valerie; *but even
hearts are human, aud must be governed by
human Iawe.”
“ Ha told me that when two hearts became
one, and when two people pledge thomaelves
to ench other until death, and prayed Heaven
to bless them, that they were then really
married, and that the old cumbersome
pigna and ceremonies were dome away
with, ‘There need ba no ringing of bella and
strewing of flowers, he eaid. Bat I bad been
to a weddiny and I had heard the prayers, I
told him how beautiful they were, and he
knelt down. 1 knelt with him, and he said
them all over. Then he told me, and I knew
I was his wife,”

« Pid yon believe it " aeked Valeris, won-
deringly.

“ Fes, vertainly I did.”

“ And Sir Vans tanght you that "

“Yes,”

4 Then may Heaven torgive him. He ian
greater villain thun I thought any man could
be,” and Valerie was silent for. some minutes.

CHAPTER XXIX,
A WOMAN CRUSHED TO EARTH.

Valerie waa triumpbant, She would not
speak for some few minutes, leat the elation
she felt should be shown in her voice, It
wasg just as she had expeoted—a mere intrigue
on the part of Sir Vane ; & matter of life or
death for Agaths. There had been no mar-
riago ; Sir Vane was free to marry ; and she
congratulated herself on her plot; yet she
could not help pitying the terrified  girl
kpeeling at her feet, She must have known
the truth some time ; better, perhaps, that it
should be now.

¢ T am grieved for you, Agatha,” she said.
¢ You have been basely and oruelly deosived.
You may believe me—all the more that I am
sorry, for your sake, to say it, but that was
no marrisge ; yon are no more married than
I m-.}l .

Do mot say so. Oh, Heaven ! spare me

Could the detective have possibly made’any |

‘Rirl'a head.
‘heed them., The prick of a pin does not puin
.when one puffers from n sword wound.

io an honordble-fashion.! -

Bhe waited for a reply, bu

but the girl was'
»::op-"ttnnned with her misery to ask a gues-
-Hlon. . i
* You mus$ ses,” continned Valerle, ! that'
‘to eutaiders-everything Is elear. 8ir Vane, &
rich, nomarried baroset, whe hae known ne
other love, no other will, than his own ples-
sore, goes out visiting; he meets you, a
simple conntry girl—ond you are even more
Ignorant and more inexperiemced than any
-otber girl of your age wonld he—he zees you,
admires you, f1lls in love with you after his
faghion ; bat he finds-you good und innocent,
Had yon been leas good, he would bave been
far more irank; he would not have gone
through even- that farce of marriage. He
would have said, ‘Ilove you, but have no
thought of marriage.” He found you goed
and innncent, so he gave himseif the trouble
to deceive you. He tells you all this non-
sense, and yom believe it; then he goes
throngh the farce of marriage, and you
believe in it. He adipts a false name, brings
you abroad, keeps you smecluded, and
never brings any friends near you, Now
listen and believe me. In another year or
two ho would tire of you. He must marry
some day, and he will msrry some noble or
wealthy lady : he mast huve heirs to succeed
bhim.. This pleasant love dream of yours is
but a littl> ioterlude—do you not see ¥’
She sank lower and lower, with suoh a wail
of anguisk and pain as hud never before como
from human Jips.
* It is » great pain to me,” she continued,
¢ to tell yon these things, but you muet
know them. The day wounld most certainly

*come when Sir Vane bimeself wonld leave

y;lm, and that would be harder to bear than
thie,”

No graceful: yonog tree, with springing
green leaves—no fali flower opening its
heart to the sun, and suddenly struck
with lightning—no bright ainging bird
suddenly caught and caged, could have
been more abjeot and pitiful than this
hapless girl,.stvack down by the crael words
that declared there was no hope for her.

8he crouched lower and lower, nuntif her
face restod on the whide atone terrnce. All
the pride of her youtb, beauty, love, and life
gmitten from her with unerring handa.

Ah ¥ whers were thons who loved her ?—
the falr youag mother who loved her,
asnd who hadi pamed her after the
falr saint. wish the palm branch? Where
were the kindly father, the faichfal old wer-
vant, the women, men and children, whe
would have.given sheir lives for her?

She lay there, orushed, blinded, sian-
ped with her gread shame and great
misery, and- of all those whom she had
helped aud sended, thers was not one in
this bour of ueed and despair to help her;
not one tu raise the golden head with iis
weight.of shame snd woe : not one $o kiss
the face that wore the whiteness and chill of
deatb ; not one to clasp the ocld hands and
whisper words.of pity.

Valerie looked a8 ner as the fair head fell
on the white stone.

4 Tt is very like murder,” she thoughs to
herself, * but it will soon be over, and ahe
must have known it some time or other—at
least, I have told her In kind words.”

% Yon muat rouss yourself, Agaths,
continued Walerie. *‘ I euppose you will aee
Sir Vane and tell him thia !*

¢ Ob, Vane, Vane!" sobbed the glri.
*¢ Qh, Vene, my love, my darling, would to
Heaven, you had lefs me dead at Whitecroft 1
What huve I done shat such a horrible fate
should be mine * It must bs soma horrible
jest or a.dream, or yon have gone mud, or I
am.mad. Vane has slways been good to me
—has always loved me. Why, he met me
first ut the church.door, and he loved me
from thut, moment. He "could not be so
cruel: tome 3 he hus- not a cruel face, or a
crnel heart 1t is you who have stabbed me
aad alain me."”

¢ T, was bound to tell you the truth,” said
Valerie, coldly. ** You have evidently no
idea of your positien, and you must be made
to underatand is.”

Bus the cruel, biting words passed over the
Sne was far too miserable te

The very utterance of the mname
of Vams seemed to have unlocked
.the flood-gates of her sgorrow.  She
wept soch bitter passionaie tears ; she

pobbed until her whole frame shook; she
wept until Valeris in stcrn pity almoet hoped
she would die, It was the thought of Vane
~Vane, whom she laved so dearly—in whom
gshe had such firm, implicit faith. It was
Vane who had betrayed her ; who had made
her a shame and disgrace among women— |
Vane, whose beloved face she wonld never |
ses, never kissagain. In storn pity Vslerie
let her weep on. She ocould not check those

-tears.

«¢ Agatha,” she emid, **vou must rouse
yourseli ; it will not do for any ome to find
you here—we should have a soandal all over
the place. You must romse yourself, and
éna!:e up your mind what you are going fo
0. »

She was not a tender-hearted woman, but
the gight of that crushed figure lying there,
the golden hair al: disheveled, the grief, such
as few ever know, on her whits facs, made
Vulerie feel uncomfortable. It waa as though
she had plunged » knife in Ler heart and was
waitiog until she died. Valerie fult that she
could not bear it much longer.

* Something,” she said, **must be dons
at once. You cannot ramain here; my
aunt and I would both be compromised.
You must both go at once, Perbaps it will
be better for you to tell Sir Vane that we
know the truth, and cannot meet you again.”

It was something to remember—the way
in which Agstha rose from her orouching at-
titude and faced her accuser, _

% You tell me,* she cried, ** that Vane, my
lover and husband, to. whom X trusted my
body and sounl, bas deceived and letr.yed
me ; that he has lied, and cheated, and made
me & by-word. You yourrelf called him o
willian, and youn dare to duggest that I should.
see or apeak to such a man again, If I am
all you say, it is unconsciously so, X oall
Heaven to witness that I would ratber have
been dead & thousand times than have of-.
fended Heaven. I huve not dons it wilfully;-
but do you- think, after finding out my sin,
after knowmng all you have told me, that I
should ever see Sir Vuns again ¥ ‘

Valerie's heart gave a great thrill of tri-
umph, Thiz was even better than sho had
dared to hope, If she went away quietly,
w.thout any scene or scandal, then the fleld
waas clear for- her,. She would ride triumph-
sntly, ag it were, over the course: o

se It e your wisest and best plan’

You kugv best ; though, of gonrse, he'- mast:

~—do not ray 80 !"
# Poor ohild | the sconer you know all the

Id b
cernln;ib decline seeing him again, Agatha.

make prdvlsion for you.”

¢ Provition for mo?" she arfed. Do you

sho said.” **Alid” yow thing" that I'can’en
“whether I have'tonsy or none, ... T shiall cre:;
sway from "~ hére™ nd-“dls. , If you
'or any one” ele had loved my Vage,
and  found  him folse, you woulg
:anderstand. What oould a hundred lives.
‘matter after $hat? Leas than nothing.”

_ Valeria said to herself thas certainly noth..
ing ooald be better tham to creep away and
die, it would be the nfcest think she could do
for wizger than to live on with that horriblé‘
.paln in her heart, and that angnish of wooe in
her eyes, v LT '

“ There in one thing,"” said Agatha, and »
flush of color rose for one minute to her white
fnca und then faded—** there is one thing, I
have not sinned wilfully, Iknew little of
life, and I'was very yocnog. I loved Sir Vanr
and I belisved wha$s he told me." lne.v};'

ssked mysoli’ whether it was right or
wrong; I believed it as a simple and
perfeat  truth.. I thomght I was Sir

Vane's wife, now I.find that I bave aszepted
the position of a grest sinner. I protest
again, of my own will, kam o sinner, und
what you have read in that letter does not
apply to me. Iam innocent of any know-
ledge of wrong,””

¢ 8till,” eaid Valerie, *‘aithough yon
way be guite right, you will find ‘the
world will decide eapgainst ycu, Its laws
are strict and severs where the honor
and parity of women are conmcerned ; when
tbis same world knows what you have been
it wili no$ wait to ask whether it was yom:
fanlt or not. The very faat ot holding such
a position will cus you off from the world of
good men and women.”
“I will not believe it " rried Agatha.
“ What bave I'done ? I believed the man
whom I loved. What harm have I done "
¢ I suppose,” said Valerie. ** that you are
paying the price of ignorance. I
But ehe had not time to Fuish her sen.
tence ; & sepvant came to may thot some
visitor had arrived, and madame wonld be
pleased if mademoiselle would go to the
salow.
¢ T will not be Jong,” 'said Valerie. * Wait
for me ; I have more to say.”
“ Will you give me that letter " asked
Agatha.
** Yee,” she replied, placing it in her
band, little dreaming what use she intended
o muko of it.

CHAPTER. XXX,

" vOU MAYRDIOIRVED OTHERS, BUT NONE SO
CRURLLY. A8 MK.”

“¢ Snoocasfully earried ous,” thought Va-
lerie $0 Lerself, shankful to get away from
the aight of tho white, despairing face,
thankful to bs ous of the hearing of
thas sad, sweet voice, * Nothing was
ever befter planned or better executed.
wonld make an excellent ambaseadress ; I
could nrrange all those lisle difficulties be-
tween Germany, Ausirle, Spais, and those
wonderful provinces that pecple talk »se
much about, yet no one seems to know juut
where they lie.. I am.thankfal tbat it is over,
and it hes been done effactmally. I shall
never forget her ; I shall nlways say that I
have witnessed a munder. How innccemt
and simple she is. Hew cruel of him, and
whs$ a wicked man he is!"”

Yet, wicked and oruel:ine she thought him,.
it made no difference to-her fixed intention of
becomiog his wife.. Hven aa she talked to the
visitor, she was wondenng in her own miand
what Sir Vane would do or say-—how long
he would grisve over Agaths, how long it
would be befora he asked her to marry
him, and whether he would be vexed with
ker il ever her share in the matter came

out.

The vieitor did no$ ssem inclined to po,
having driven some distance to see Modame
Ia Baroons, She cozszented to remsin ‘o
dinner, and Valeris had to éntertain hir.
There was no chance of returning ¢, the
terrace to give the Snishing blow 10 her
work thore,

Oace, during the couree cf thelong, sunny
afternoun, Madume naked :

¢ I wonder where Mrs, Berlot is ?
heard nothing of her to-dsy.”

*¢ She was in tbe garden this moraing,”
replied Valerio ;. * X saw ber there.”

¢¢ Mr, Heriot has gone to Lucerae. Jozef
tells me. Do you think she ia |l¢nely?
Would she care to join us, do you think,
Valerie I

Aad mademyviselle shuddered as she
thought of the ghastly face and figure she had
1aft on the terrace,

*¢1 think not,” she said, *‘Our visitor
is not very umusing., Mrs. Heriob would
not; like to say *No,’ and she would most a:r-
tainly be bored. Better not ask ber, aunt.”
Aund the kindly barenne bowed to the de;
cision of her niees,

When Valurie left her, Agatha made an «f

fortk to go to the house. She had @

I bave

intentien of remaining  until Ve
erie returned. Grief has a stranje
pbysical effcct on some people, In tie

midst ot her horrible anguish a suddin
lethargy oame over her—n secee of alinost
intolerable fatigne, a pain in her limbs as
though she hud wulked Jong miles. Her
eyes were 80 hot and heavy she must close
them ; her hoad ached, her brain seemed to
be on. fire. If she could but. creep away to
lie down somewhere, close her eyes and dis !
She almnst forgot what her trouble was in the
pain of that sense of fatigue. :

There waa & great group of myrtile and
ilex behind the marble faun ; she looked with
wistfu), piteous eyes at the marble face and
the rippling waters ;- and then she could
‘never remember how she came to be there.
| She found herself on the eoft grass under-
 neath the myrtle ; she could see the bluesky,
land it seemed very close to her ; the wind
gen:ly fanned her face, the white doves
Buttered and coced mear her, Oh, Heaven !
' what was the sweet sense of rest coming over
her —wkiat horrible dresm, what nightmare
poaseased her? A face was smiling above
hers—the very face.of Saint Agatha in the
eastern window smiled on bher; then the
white eyelids fell, and she slept;. That sleep
maat certainly saved her life, -

She awoke afer two hours, shivering, cold,
and sericusly . At fireb she conld not re~
member why she was sleeping there alone.
Heaven help those who forget s sorrow iz
sleep and aweke to remember it by degrees—
there ie no experience in life more terrible
than this, ‘ o

Litile Dby little it all comes back to her.
She remembered every ‘word of that fatal
‘letter—nay, ‘she held it there in_ her.hands.
A-long convalsive shudder-came over her.
Sha knew that she must_never_ses, Vane's
‘fe.ce ngain,  ‘She could not, rise from. the
‘ground until the trembling of . her limba’ had
ato(ﬁ)ed. 8he lay quite still'with cldsed ayes
and began to think. e

rep-no Ides
--§he’ sgould

. To try to think—for at’f
‘wonld “come clearly to haty




