TRUTH.

STELLA ;
OR, AT CLOSS PURPOSES.

CHAPTER XXX, (CoxTINTED.)
LAY HUNORIA DUES LER LUTY,

I thall get over it very soon,” gho said to
horeelf once more, “aund I am glad no ono
need ever know tho truth—cverybody will
bolicvo that I jlted him—thatis hadenough,
but not 80 bad as the truth, 1 could not
bear to bo pitied as n forsaken damsel—that
would kill me 1” .

It will bo seen that it was Lady lonoria's
vanity that suiferad throughout far moro in.
tensely than her heart,

Presently Mrs, Norton camo into tho
room,

¢ Is Sir Edward goncalready ?” she asked
her, kindly,

Lady Honoria did notlose a minuto in tell-
ing tho truth to her hostess.

**Yes, hois goue. He will not dine here
to-night, Mra, Norton. The fact is, I have
just broken off our engagement altogother.”

“Oh! my dear!” cried Mrs. Norton,
aghost, “how dreadfully sorry I am for

ou?”’

y **You nced not bo sorry for mo,” said
Lady Honoria, quictly, ‘becauso it is en-
tirely ny own doing.  We found that wo
were not likely to make cach other happy,
80 I thought it Lest to break overything off.
I have dono quite right, and require no pity
at all. Will you please tell your husband
and daughters, Mrs. Norton; and would
you }{indly send theso letters to tho post for
me?

And that was all tho information the
family at the Rectory ever received concern.
ing Lady Honorin's broken cngagement.
Only long afterwards, when they heard of
another event, which as yet was in the dim
future, then tho two girls, talking the mat-
ter over to cach other, thought that they
could put two and two together, and a little
more of the truth of tho butiness became
clearto them,

Meanwhile, in tho desolato little sitting-
room in Mrs, Wilson's green-shuttered lodg-
ing-house there were that morning two peo-
ple who were very happy indecd, in spito of
many stabs of conscience for tho mistakes of
the past on one side, and for sundry mis-
givings concerning thetroubles of the future
on the other.

“I think X have behaved abominably
throughout both to you and to her,” said
Edgarto tho little head that lay safe and
happy upon his shoulder. I wish I could
feel more penitent and more umhappy ; but
just now,
delight 1”

“0Oh ! what will Lady Dyson say 1" cried
poar Lily, for the hundredth time.

*Well, I think sho will forgivo you, Lily,
Do you know, that £ believo she got very
fond of you duting your illness?”

L'l“ Sho was very goed to me,” murmured
ily.

**And now, my little darling, I must go
—I1 shall 'ewve Sandyport this aftcrnoon;
and when you arc quito strong again, and
the wholo of this business has blown over,
then you will como back to Barfield, and
then—and then—"

“Pleaso do not do that any more,” was
Lily's only rcjoinder to a course of action
which, topcoplo accustomed to tho manners
and customs of lovers, may be better im.
agined than described,

Ho left her and went back to the inn, and
there, upon his tablo, lay a telegram await-
iog him.

o tore it open.
and ran thus s

*¢ Please come home at once,  Your brother

has left home with Afiss King,”

It wasfrom his mother,

CHAPTER XXXI.

HER LAST CARD,

Old Mr. King loft his bed unusually carly
on the momning of the lst of May, wrspped
his dressing-gown about his lcan figure, and
went cagerly to tho window and looked ont,
It was a lovely spring morning; tho trees
wero all covered with tender groen leavos,
the dow lay thickly upon the grass, tho
hawthorn and laburnums were {ast bursting
into bloom, and the birds carolled gayly
their grecting Yo tho new-born summer,

Nover had  Mr. XKing felt happier or in
1 otter apirits, 1t was Norman's wcddix;ﬁ-
CR7. Evcrything had boen sottled accord-

to his wishes ; thero had been no bitch

can only fcel inzane with joy and

nud no disturbance in tho programme he
had laid out for his grandohildron's lives.
Within a few hours ho would stand within
the flower.decked chancol of tho village
church, and ho would givé Cecily away to
her cousin, and tho **Wedding March”
would strike up, and tho wedding.bells
would ring, ard thedarling wish of his old
ago would bo fulfilled ; and then the bride
and bridegroom would be whirled off in a
carriasge.and-four to thostation, on theirway
to tha Continent, for their wedairg-tour,
and be and his Stella would bo left alono in
tho big house together, Ie would send
Harnet Finch away, and Stella thould keep
house for him,

¢ It has all gone off well,” said Mr. King,
to himselt; *but I am ﬁlnd I put that
codicil into my will—it will do no harm—
by twelve o’clock to-day it will be invalid,
oand it hag kept my mind easy all this time,
for I had a misgiviog that the girl was go-
ing to play mo false, but I suppose I was
mistaken ; still it has kept mo from fretting,
and, as Graham is always telling me, if 7
want to go on living I must not fret myself.
Ah, well, I am happy erough now ! Every-
thing bas turned out just as X wished it 1"

At that minute a tlender figure, wrapped
fror. head to foot in along cloak, and wear-
ing a thick veil, was creeping slowly and
cautiously across tho dew-drenched grassat
the back of the houss,

She went very slowly, turning round
overy now aud then to listen and look back
at the house, It was quite early—only
about half-past six—and nearly all the
blinds of the house were drawn closely
down, Only from ono distant window there
was somebody with sharp oyes, and a keen,
eager face, who saw that solitary figure
stealing along under the shadow of the or-
chard wall, And the owner of thore sharp
eyes, who had only just got up out of bed,
straightway began to huddle on the first
clothes that came under her handsat her ut-
most speed,

But Cecily, who was creeping along un-
der theshadow of the orchard wall, did not
know this,

Cecily was playing her last card, She
had come to the end of thescrio-comedy she
had been acting 80 long—and now sho was
ready to stake everything she had so long
striven for upon this laat desperato action.
Last night the will that was to do &0 much
for her, wassigned.}{So far all was snfe.
Now nothing was left to her zave to desl
tho death-blow to the 0ld man whose house

Fhad sheltered her treacherous and wicked

solf for 80 many months! All night long
sho had sat up writing—writing the letter
that she had 1aid on his library tabloe beforo
sho stole forth from the house, so that he
might seo it the first thing when he came
down-stairs—and writing too, to Stella, to
toll her the truth of everything. As %o
Norman, she had not even gone through the
form of writing to him—*Norman,” she
8aid to herself acornfully, *‘will console bim.
sclf very casily ; hoand Stella will never be
rich—but then thoy are the kind of people
who do not carc in tho least for money ;
they will be perfectly content to be poor all
tho days of their lives—whereas I—X could
not have done without it. I have worked
hard for it too—oh! what hard work it has
been t—but thank goodness,it is all over
now |’

She had got safely rourd the corner of the
orchard wall by this time, and she was out
of sight of tho houso. She walked quicker
and breathed moze frecly now.  She carried
a heavy dreesing-bagin her hand; into it
sho had crammed all the jewellery that had
been given to her as wedding presents, in.
cluding tho family diamonda from her grand.
father, and tho set of pearls and rubies that
were Norman's wedding-gift to her.  Cecily
had no remorse of conscicnce at all in doing
this, She had also a little moncy, about ten
pounds, with her.

Presently sho reached a low wooden gate
that lod out of the parkinto the road ; bere,
behingd a clump of trees that had hidden it
from her sight until she came close to i
stood » Stanhupe phaeton with tho h
drawn n¥. As sho reached the gate, Walter
Dyson's faco peered out from behind it.

‘‘Here you are at last,” ho said, in a
whisper, I thought you were never com-
ing—iseverything right 1

““Yes, 30 far all has gone well—tho will
was signcd last night.”

T this all yourluggago i

“Oh 1 my boxes are ready packed; I
dare say 1
got tho diamonds here 1" tapping the bag
with a Iaugh,

“ You are an uncommonly clover girl, and
I must say I am vory glad to get hold of you
at last. Now jump up quickly, and let us
bo off before the alavrm is given; and be.
sides, wo havo not too much time to catch
the train at the Junction—it is ten milesat
the very least,”

Thero was no servant, and he helped her
up into the phaston. Sho drew herself aa
far back as ahe could into the shadow of the
hood, and Walter Dyson teok his seat by
her side. .

“Off at last, m{l dear wifo!” he aald,
bcnding down to her with an affectionate
emile, for e was fond of her after a fashion,

And then Cecily uttered a cry.

**Good gracious ! thero is Mrs, Finchl”
sho exclaimed. ¢ Drive faster, Walter, or

-wo aball bo stopped 1—hateful woman ! she

must have followed mol”

The ;‘)hnoton dashed off rapidly, and was
soon whirled out of sight round & sharp cor.
nerof the road.

And there stood Mrs. Finch by the gate,
in the long damp grass, in_a short, dark
woollen petticoat and a red flanncl dresaing-
jacket, with her scanty hair all ﬁying loose-
ly in the vind about her thin neck, shouting
and waving her hands vainly after the de-
parting couple, .

But for all her #shouting she was not able
to stop them, When the phaeton was quite
out of tight, Nrs, Finch turned round and
fled to the house, Thero was a glance of
malicious delight upon her face,

“*Wicked, abandoned girl 1" she cried to
herself, triumphantly ; I always knew she
was falso and deceitful. She has eloped
with one of tho Dysons! I vcnld' not see
which, but I know tho g:ay horse and har-
ress well cnough. And now, at last, I can
be rovenged upon the ¢ld man who has
ground down my lite for 80 many years, aod
treated mo like an uppor servant instaad of a
relation! Now, at last, I can repay him all
the rough words and the insulting cneers he
has cast at mo for g0 long! h1 whata
blow this will bo for him!—his darlip
schemes overthrown—his nephew trick
out of his bride—his beautiful plans for
everybody oll shattered at a stroket How
delighted I am to think I shall be the first
to tell him—perhaps even he wiil be gratefal
to me for revealing to ine this inquitious
proceeding to him, and he will add some:
thing to his will in acknowledgment—who
knows 1"

And this latter thought still farther
quickened Mrs. Finch's returning {ootsteps
towards the house,

In another minute she wasknocking loud-
1y at Mr. King's bedroom door, quito obliv-
ious, in her excitement, of her own very re-
markable, and rot very prezentable cos.
tume.

“Mr. King, I mustspeak to you at once !
she cried,

‘*My good woman, I am just out of my
bed—you must wait,”

**I cannot wait a moment, my dear
cousin—I positively must speak toyoul I
have something of the utmoat importance to
reveal to youl”

“\What a puisanco an impatient woman
is]"” grumbled the old man from within,
“\Wait amoment, then, and I will gpen the
door.”

After a few seconds he did so0, and ap-
peard znveloped in a long flowery dressing.
gown, in which bis gaunt figure looked
{caner and more attenuated than ever,

“Now what on earth is it?” ho began,
confronting the strangely-attired figure who
camo in ashe opened tho door, ‘“what have
you got to say that you conldn't wait till I
was dressed? X aup the confectioner
hawn't zent tho cake, or the cook has spoilt
the jellies, or some such rubbish1”

¢ Mr, King, it is no rutbish at all,” said
Mrs. Finch, cagexly, ‘I have a very tor
rible piece of news to tell yon 1”

The old max frowned uneasily; but he
had no serious a;;%{ebensionx as yet,

“*You women think everything terrible—
thero i no end to tho fuss made about overy
trifle. Qut with it, then 1”

¢ T azgure you thisis no triflo,” ahe said,
carnestly, and with such evident agitation,
that his attention was arrested toit. “Yon
must prepaco yourzelf for a great shock, Mr,
King.”

The old man trembled.

‘“Don't gobeating about the bush,” he
said, hoarsely, “but in Heaven'sname tellme
whztthu happenod at omced Is it Nor-

| get thom to.-morrow. I have | man

“ Norman is quite well, It is Cecily Kiog
who has goné away."”

“ What!” shouted tbe old man, wildly,
catching hold of her handa.

“8he has run away with ono of tho Dy-
song—I am not suro which—1 could not sece;
but they have driven off together not ten
ininutes ago,”

Tho old man waslivid.

“They muat be follcwed at once—ivatant.
ly ; they can be atopped | Whero is Norman?
Ring the bell, What are you standing etar-
ing here for? Lot me go!” Ho was strug-
gling to reach the door; ljo shivered from
bead to foot. Mrs. Finch tried to quict
him ; bo shook her off wildly. *“Thoy must
be followed at onco,” ho repeated, *Itis
not too 1sto; they can be stopped.”

And then suddenly Stella, whito as a
sheet, stood behind them on  the thresheld,
holding an open letter in Ler hand,

‘0Oh! grandpapa—dear grandpapa~ it ia
no use!” shecried; *‘they cannot bo stop-
ped—it is too Jate, Cecily bas decvived us
all; she has been married to Walter Dyson
ever sinco she camo hore!”

He lhodpped short and gnaYGd for breath ;
the blood rushed back in a flood to hisface,
his eieu stared blankly for one minute be.
fore him., Then he flung up his arms wildly
into the air; one short gasping cry burst
from his lips; and he fell face forward all
his lenFth upon the floor,

Cecily’s evil work had prospered, She had
killed her granfather, but it was Stells lov.
ing lips that all unwittingly had given
him his death-blow,

From that instant all was confusion and
terror ; the fugitive couple wero forgotten ;
there was & wald hurrying toaud fro through
the flower-decked house, Instead of the
merry laughter, and the goud wirhes, and
the happy fuces that were to have flled
Wrexbam Has)l 1hat bright May morping,
there were scared locks and terrified whisp-
ers, and the grave face of the hastily-sum.
mouoed doctor pressing througlt the irght.
ened cluster of servauts towards the cham.
ber of death,

By and by Sir Elgar came over from Bar-
field, in great distress of mind concerming
his trother's conduct, but the greater
anxiety about the master of tho houss had
absorbed all leaser troubles,

They bad got tho old man into his bed ;
he did not dio at once; he lingered uill the
afternoon, but he was never conssious again,
At three o’clock he died, and Norman led
ge weeping Stella away from his death.

d

These two, who had comforted each cthor
throughout these terrible hours of horror
and misery, had no other consolaticn upoun
earth now save each other.

Oh1 how hornble it was to Stella to
pass along the pasaages and staircases all
wreathed for the marriage festivitics with
satin ribbons, and trails of flowers and
greenery : toseo the long table laid out in
the great diming-room below, ard the
waiters, with white and horrified faces,
clearing away the preparations for tho wed-
ding-feast | And then there was tho open
door of Cecily’s room, and her boxes stand.
H:g already packed in the middle of the

oor,

“She has killed bim—ahe has killed
bim 1" moaned Stella in her misery. *Oh!
Norman, what did she do it for? How
con:d «he deal him such a crael blow?”

Stella, in the absorption of her grief, did
not even think of how great an alteration in
herotrn life Cecily’s conddet was likely to
effect.

$She counld not have known that ho had
heart disease,” said Norman, gravely ; *‘Sho
could never Lhave realized that auch a shock
would kill him.”

Bat Dr. Graham, who atood br tho sor-
rowing cousins, and who heard the words,
remembered very well that Cecily knaw all
about her grandfather’s h disease, and
he could have told them 20, had honot been
t00 kind-hearted tv make unnecessary mis-
chief in the already afilicted family,

¢ Whaut did she say to you inthat letter?”
asked Norman of his consin, as he stood at
the door of her rpom with her.

‘;ll':hink you gught to read it,” =aid

She went into het room and found it, ard
bringing it out to him, placed it in hiz
hands,

“Thank you,” said Norman, simply.

And then hetook the letter oat-of-doors
and read it by himself in tho garden among
the budding trees and the carollicg birds,
and all the bright suinmer sights and soypds
that were going on without, just the same
as if death and sorrow did not come to visit
‘Wrexham Hali,



