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U PART L
CHAPTER I}_Z.-,—__gdiiimung‘. ‘

« Yes,” he responded cheerily, « good bye;
and as our lives lis so’widely apart, in all
probabliity this time. for evér. 1 Shell:cer-
tainly return here at Chiistmas; hut you may
have gone befora that, To-morrow. morning
I start for St. :Louis,-where a branch of our
Bouse is established, and where I-am perman-
ently to remain, It is. an excellent opening
for me—1ny salary has been largely advanced,
and Iam happy tosay the firm thinks me
compstent and trustworthy. I returs, as I
said, at Ohristmas; after that it becomes my

. permanent home. You know, of cours_e," he
gays with a langh, why I return. Trix has
told you ?”

Soy»c'oﬁiplete]y has she forgotten Trix, so
wholly have her thoughts been of him, that
she absolutely does not remember to what he
ailudes. : . : ‘ :

. Trix has told me nothing,” she managed
%o answer, and she wonders at herself to find
how steady is her voice,

uNp?"’ Charlie says, elevating his eye-
brows ; “and they say the age of wonders is
over! Trix in the bew role of kesping her
own secrets! Well, 1 very natorally return
for the wedding-—our wedding. It's extraor-
dinary that 'Trix hasn't told you, but she will.
Then—my Weatern home will be ready by
that time, and we go back immediately. My
mother goes with me, I need hardly eay.”

Still so absolutely wrapped up in her
thoughts of him, o utterly forgettnl of Trix,
that she does not understand. Our wedding
—he means his own and Nellle Seton’s,” of
course. His Western home, where she will
reign as his wife. In tbe days that have
gone, Edith thinks she has suffered—she feels
t0-night that she has never suffered until now !
Bhe deserves it, but if he bhad only spared her,
only left it for some one else to tell. It isa
minute before she can reply—then, despite
every effort, her voice is husky :

«] wish you joy, Charlie—with all my
heart.”

She cannot say ono word more. Some~
thing in the words, in her manner.of saying
them, makes him look at her in surprise.

s Well, yes,” he answers coolly; “a wed-
ding in a family is. I believe, a general sub-
ject of copgratulation. And I mustsay she
has shown herself a trump—the bravest, the
best girl alive. And you'"—they are draw-
ing near a hotel—may I veniure to ask your
plans Lady Catheron? how long do you
think of remaining in New York?”

# 1 ghall leave at once—at once,” she re-
Plled, in the same busky tone. To stay and
meet Nellie Seton after to-night is more than
she Isable to do. They are close to the
hotel now. Involuntarily—unconsciously, she
clings to his arm, as the drownirg may cling
10 a straw. She feels in a dull, agonized sort
of way that in five minutes the waters will
have closed over her head, and the story of
hor life have come to an end.

« Here we are," his frank, cheery voice says
—his voice, that has yet a deeper, more ear-
nest tone than of old. «You don't know,
Idith, how glad I am of this meeting—how
glad to hear you mever in any way blame
e,

«] blame you! oh, Charlie!” she says with
a passionate little cry.

41 yejoice to hear that, with all its draw-
backs, you don’t regret the past. I rejoicein
ihe knowledge that you are rich and happy,
and that & long, bright life lies before you.
Edith,” he takes both her handsim bis strong,
cordial clasp, #if we never meet agaip, God
bless you, and good-bye.”

She lifts her eyes to his full of dumb,
apeechless sgony. In that instant he knows
the truth—knows that Edith loves him—that
the heart he would once have laid down his
iife almost to win, is bis wholly at last!

The revelation comes upon him like a
Snsh,—like a blow. He stands holding her
hands, looking at her, at the mute, infinite
misery in her eyes. Some one jostles them
in passing, and turns and stares. It dawns
apon him that they are in the public street;
and making a scene.

# Good-bye,” he says hastily once more,
and drops the hiands, and turns and goes.

She stands like a statue where he bhas left
her—he turns a corner, the last sound of his
footsteps dies away, and Edith feels that he
has gone out of her life—out of the whole

world.

CHAPTER X,
THE SECOND BRIDAL.

Miss Nellie Seton cnme early next morn-~
ing to seo her friend; Mr. Charlie Stuart, off.
Re is looking rather pale ag be bids them
good-bye; the vision of Edith’s eyes upturned
to his, full of mute, impassionate appeal, have
haunted him all night long. They haunt
him now, long after the last gocd-bye bad
been said, and the train is sweeping away
westward, Edith loves him at last, At
lagt ? There has never been a time when he
doubted it, but now be kuows he has buf to
say the word, and she will lay her hand in his,
and tofl, and parting, and separation will end
between them for ever. But he will never
gay that word—what Edith Darrell in her am-
bition once refused, all Lady Catheron’s
wealth and beauty cannot win. He feels he
could as easily leap from the car window and
end it all, as ask Bir/Victor Catheron's.richly
dowered widow to be his wife. She made her
choice three years ago——shoe must abide by
that choice her life long. -

uwAnd then,” he" thinks rather doggedly,
# this fancy of mine may be only fancy. The
leopard cannot change hizgpots, and an'am-
bitions, mercenary woman cannot change her
natore. And, a3 a rule, ladles of wealth and
iitle don't throw themselves away on impe-
cunious dry goods clerks. No! I madgan
egregious ass of myself once, and. once is
-quite énoungh. ‘We -have turned overa new
leaf, and are not going back at thia late day to

the old ones. With her youth, her. fortune,

‘and her beauty, Edith can rsturn to England i -

and make a brilliant .eecond marriage.” . - -
And then Mr. Stuart :set his lips -behind
his brown mustache, and unfolds the morn-
ing paper, smelling damp and nasty of print-
ers’ ink, and immerses. himself fathoms deep-
in mercantile news and the dolngs of the
Stock Exchange. ' '
- He reachea Bt. Louls in safety, and re-
sumes the labor of his life,- Hoe has no time
o’ think—no time to'be sentimental, if he
~wished to be, which he doesn’t. .
" ‘uLoveis of man’s life’a thing apart,” sings
a poef, who knew what he was talking about.
_ His heart i8 not in the least broken, nor like-
1y to be ;. thereia no time in his busy, mercan-
. tile life, for that sort of thing, I repeat. He
goes to work with &-will, and astonishes even
bimself by his energy and brisk business
, eapacity, If he thinks of Edfth at al), amid
. hig dry-ns-dust ledgers and blotters, his buy-
" 1ng and-selling, it is that she is probably on
~.onthe dcean by, ‘this"time—having ‘bidden
‘ Ber ‘native’ Tand, like -Childe ‘Harold, « One
~-long,’ one last, good-night.” "'And then' in
- $he midst of it all. Trixty's first letter arrives.
It1s all Egith, from bcginningj to end.
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+ - | Datrell‘alivays Mked you, I fanoy.] :
- leton egeg:nxeg.y‘dn‘_bettﬂ-”NOt'ﬁfl,ﬂt the ever,

TNy . .
10t zo_:i,'; ‘she-ia'still in New . York,
rage.is.taken; and she will_leave
vek =" & And Chatlie,"” esys Trix, “don't
but;. do yoit “know, though FEdif:h-

‘ yod; 1" fancy. Lady Cathz.

ES

Edith has

be”/angry”

sg;_v;s-_a;nythmg;'“bl‘bss-you! she ig'as prbnd a8

e -évér; but we women''can tell, . And: Jast

night she told ma and::meé- the-story of :her
past, of her married "lifé=—or rather her ‘un-
.married lifewof Ler separation from Bir Vie:
{tof-on thelr wedding-day—think of i, Chet-
lia! on thelr wedding-day:’ Ifever:anyonein
this world was' to be pitied, it 'was he—poor
féllow1- And she was not to blame-neither:
could have acted other’ than they did, that I
can see. - Poor Edith1 poor 8ir Victor! I will
tell you all when wo meet. She leaves next
Tuesday, and it half breaks my heart to see
her go. Oh, Charlie! Charlie! why need she
goat all "

He read this letter ag he smokes his cigar—
very gravely, very thoughtfully, wondering a
great deal, but not in the least moved from
his steadfast purpose. Parted on their wed-
ding-day! he has heard that before, but hard-
ly credited it. It is trme, then—odd that;
and mneither to be blamed—odder still.  She
has only been Sir Victor’s wife in name, then,
after all. But it mskes no difference to him
—nothing does—all that is past and gone—
ghe flung bhim off once—~he will never go back
now. Their pathe lie apart—hers over the
hille of life, his inthe dingy valleys—they
have said good-bye, and it means for ever.

He goes back to his ledgers and his count-
ing-room, and four more days pass. On the
evening of thq fourth day, as he leavea the
store for the night, a small boy from the tel-
egraph office waylays him, and hands him one
-of the well-known buff envelopes. Ho breaks
it open where he stands, and reads this:

# New Yogk, Oct. '28, 70,
« Charlie ; Edith 1slying dangerously ill—
dying. Come back at once. B " ’
: & BRATRIX.

He rends, and the truth does not come to
him—he reads it again. FEdith Is dying.
And then a grayish pallor comes over his face,
from brow to chin, and he stands for a mo—
ment, starinz vacantly at the paper he holds,
seelng nothing—hearing nothing but these
words ;: « Edith is dying.” In that moment
he knows that all his imagipary bardness and
indifference have been hollow and false—a
wall of pride that crumbles at a touch, and
the old love, stronger.than life, stronger than
death, fills his heart still. He has left her,
and— Edith is dying! He looks at his watch.
There is an eastward-bound train in half an
hour—there will be barely time to catch it.
Heo does not return to the boarding-house—
be calls & passing hack, and is driven to the
depot just in time., He makes no pauge from
that hour—he travels night and day. What
is business; what the prospects of all his fo-
ture life; what is the whole world now?
Edith is dying.

He reaches New York at last. It secms
like a century sincs that telegraph came, and
baggard and worn, in the twilight of the au~
tumn day, he stands at last at his mother’s
home. :
Trix is there—they expect him to-night,
and she lLas waited to receive him. Shelooks
in his face once, then turns away and covers
her own, and bursts into & woman's tempest
of tears.

«J—J am too late,” be says in a hoarse sort
of whisper.

«No,” Trix answers, looking up; * not
too late, She is alive still—I can say no
more.”

# 'What is it 7’ he asks.

¢ It is almost impossible to eay. Typhoid
faver, one doctor says, and cerebro-spinal
meningitis says the other. It doesn’t much
mntter what it is, since both agree in this—
that she is dying.”

Her sobs break forth again.
gazes at her Jike n stone,

« There is no hope ?" .
« While there in lifethere is hope. Butit
is in A very dreary voice that Trix repeats
this aphorism: ¢#and, the worst of it is, she
doesn't seem fo care, Charlie, I believe she
wants to die—is glad to die. She seems to
have nothing to care for—mnothing to live for.
¢ My life has been all n mistake,’ she maid to
me the other day. ¢I have gone wrong from
first tolast, led astray by my vanity, and sel-
fishness, and ambition. It iz much better
that I should die, and make an end of it all;
She has made her will, Charlie—she made it
in the first days of her illness, and—she has
left almost everything to you.”

He makes noreply. He sits motionless In
the twilight window, looking down at the
noisy, bustling street.

«She has remembered me most generous-
ly” Trix goes sofily on; “poor, darling
Edith! but she has lsft almost all to you.
<1t would have bsen an insult to offer auny-
thing in my lifetime,’ she said to me: : but
the wishes of the dead are sacred--he will not
be able to refuse it thon. .And tell bim not
to grieve for me, Trixy--1 never made him
apything but trouble, and disappointment,
and wretchedness. lam sorry—sorry now,
and my last wish and prayer will be ‘or the
happiness of his life.” When she is delirious,
and she mostly is as night draws on, she calls
for you incessantly---asking youto come back
---begging you to forgive ber. That is why I
sent.”

« Does she know you sent?" he asks.

# No--it was her desire you should not be
told unttl—until all was over,” Trix answer-
ed with another burst of tears; #but I could-
n't do that. Bhe says we are to bury her at
Sandypolnt, beside her mother—not to send
her body to England. She told me, when
she was dead, to tell you the story of her sep-
aration from Bir Victor. Shall I tellitto you
now, Charlle?” ‘ ‘
He makes a motion of assent; and Trlx
begins, in a broken voice, and tells bim . the
sad, strange story of the two 8ir Victors, fa.
ther and son,and of Xdith's life from her wed-
ding-day. The twllight deepens into dark-
ness, the room Is-wrapped in shadow long be-
fore she hag finlthed. He never stirs, he
never speaks, he aite and listens to the end.
Then thero is a panee, and out of the gloom
he speaks at last; :
# May I see her, and when ?”

U As goon sas you coms, the doctors say;
they refuse her nothing now, and they think
your presence may do her good,-~if anything
can do if. * Mother is with her and Nellie;
Nellie has been her best filend and nurse;
Nellie has never loft her ; and Charlie,” hesi-
tatingly, for something in hie manner awes
Trix, ¢« belleve she thinks you and Nellie
aro engaged.” '

#Btop!” he says .1mperiously, and Trixy
rises with.a slgh and puts on her hat and
shawl, Five minutes later they are In the
street, on their way' to Lady Catheron’s
hotel, =~ - '

One of the medical men ig In the sick-room
when Miss Stuart enters if, and she tells bim
in a whisper that her brother has come, and
is waiting withoat, .

His. patient los very low to-night——deliri
ous af times, and sinking, it-seems to him,
tast. :Bhe Is in a restless, :fevered.sleep at-
Present, and he stande looking at her with a
very:.sombre Jook on his professional faco..
.In;epite of his -gkil}, and he is very skilful,
this case baffles him, the patient's own utter
indifferenco as to whether she lives or dies

He sits and

combat.  If: gha~only.-longed ifor: lfe;: and!
strove. to recrult=-if; like Mrs. Dombey, she’
.would - only make -an effort. ‘But 'dhe* will
pot,"and.the flame fickers and. fiickers and
véry soon will go out altogether. - - - -~ -
r “#Tiet him come in,” the doctor says. “He
‘can do. no harm---he
good.” . ‘
7 « Wil she know him when she awalkes ?”,
Tﬂx Whispers._ : . " : ‘. P ?‘...‘__ ) -
Henods aud turns away fo where hiss 5e-’
ton stands in fthe distance, and Trix goes snd:
fetches her brother in. He advances slowly,.
‘almost-reluctantly it ‘would seem, and looks.
down at the wan, drawn, thin face that rests
there, | ‘'whiter. ‘than the -pillows, ~Great:
Heaven! and-this-—this is Edith! He sinks’
into a chalr by the bedside, and takes her wan,:

groan. The light touch awakes her,the faint
eyelids quiver, the large, dark eyes open and
and fix on his face. The lips flatter breatb-
lessly apart. «Charlie!” they whisper in
' glad ‘surprige, and over the death-like” face
there fiashes for a second an electric light of
great amagze and joy. BRI :
# Humph!”-gays the doctor, with a sur--
prised grant ; I thought it wonld do her no
harm, If we leave them  alone for'a few
minutes, my dear young ladies, it will'do us
no harm either. Mind, my young gentle-
xan,” he taps Charlie on the shoulder, * my
patient is not to excite herself talking.”
" They softly goout. It would appear the

seem inclined to talkk, She lies and lopks at
him, delight in her eyes, and draws a long,
long breath of content. - For him, he holds
her wasted hand a little tighter, and lays his
face down on the pillow, apd does not speak.
a word, : ]

Bo the minutes pass.

« Charlie,” she says at last, in a faint little
whisper, # what a eurprise this is. They did
not tell me, you were coming. Who sent for
you? when did you eome ?" : :

«You're not to talk, Edith,” he answers,
lifting hie haggard face fora moment—paoor
Oharliel «Trix sent for me,” Then he lays
it down again,

# Poolish boy!” Xdith says with shining
eyes; «I do belleve you are crying. You
don't hate me then, after all, Charlie 77

« Hate you I"” he can but just repeat.

# You onca gald you did, you know; snd I
deserved it. But I bave not been hsppy,
Charlie—I bave been punished as I merited.
Now it is all over, and it 18 better so—I never
was of any use in the world, and never would
be. You will let me atonea little for the
past in the only way Ican. Trix will tell
you. And, by-and-by, when you are quite
happy, and she is your wife—"

The falnt voice breaks, and she turns her
face away. Even in death it ir bitteror than
death to give him up.

He lifts his herd, and Jooks at her.

# When she is my .wife? when who iz my
wife?” he asks. i

« Nellie—you know,” she whispers ; #she ia
worthy of you, Charlie—Iindeed she is, aod I
never was, And she loves you and will
make you hap—"

.« 8top!” he says suddenly ; #youn ars mak-
ing some strange mistake, Edith. Nellie
cares for me, as Trix does, and Trix is not
more a sister to methan Nellie. For therest
—do you remember what I said to you that
night at Killarpey ?

Her lips tremble~>her eyes wafch him, her
weak fingers close tightly over his. Remem-
ber| does she not?

I said—* L will love you sll my life,’ I have
kept ‘my word, and mesn to keepit. If L
may not call you wife, 1 will never call, by
that name, any other woman. No one in this
world can ever be to me again what you were
and are.”

There is another pause, but the dark, up-

lifted eyes are radiant now.

« At Inst! at last!” ghe breathes; ¢ when
it ig too late. Oh,Charlie! if the past might
only come over agaim, how different it all
would be. [ think"—she says this with a
weak little laugh, that reminds him of the
Edith of old—«1 think I could sleep more
happily even in my grave—if ¢ Edith Stuart’
were carved on my tombstonel”

His eyes mever leave her face—they light
up in their dreary stillness now at these
words.

« Do you mean that, Kdith ?” he says, bend.
Ing over her; “living or dying would it make
you any happier to be my wife "
Her eyes, her face, answer him.
too late,” the pale lips sigh.

«It is never too late,” he says guietly;
¢ we will be married to-night”

« Charlie !”

«You are not to talk,” he tells her, kissing
her softly and for the first time; * I will ar—
range it all. I will go for a clergyman 1
know, and explain everythinrg. Ob, darlirg!
you should have been my wife long ago—you
shall be my wife at last, in spite of death it—
self!

Then he leaves her, and goes out. And
Edith closes her eyes, and lies still, and
knows that never in all the yoars that are
gonoe has such perfect bliss been hers before.
In death, at least, if not in lite, she will be
Charlie's wife.

Hoe tells theru very quietly, very resolute-
ly-—her {ather who is there from Sandypolnt,
his mother, sister, Nellie, and the doctor,
They Usten in wonder ; but what can they
say 7

¢ The excitement will finish her—mark my
words,” 18 the doctor's verdict; 1 willnever
countenance any such melodramatic proceed-
ing.”

But his countenance does not matter, it
geems, The laws of the Medes were not
more fixed than this marriage. The clergy—~
man comes, a very old friend of the family,
and Oharlie explaing all to him, XHe listens
with quiet gravity—in his experlence a death-
bed marriage is not at all an unprecedented
occurrence. The hour fixed is ten, and Trixy
and Nellie' go in' to make thé' few “possible
prepamationi. L .

The sick girl lifts two wistful eyes to the
gentle face of Nellie Seton. 1t isvery pale,
but she stoops and kisses her with her own
sweet smile. o

#You will live now for his sake,” she whis-
pers in that kiss, + ‘

They decorate the room and the bed with
flowers, théy brush away thedark soft hair,
they array her in a dainty embroidered night-
10be, and prop her up with pillows. There s
the fever fire on ber wan cheeks, the fever fire
In her shining eyes. But she is unutterably
kappy—you have but to look into her face to
see that,” Death i3 forgotten in her new bliss.

The bridegroom comes in, pale and unsmil-
ing—worn and Laggerd beyond the power of
words to tell ; . Trix, weeping incessantly,
stands near ; her mother and Mr. Darrell are
at one side of the bed, Nellle Is brides~
maid. What a strange, sad, soleran wedding
itis! The clergyman takes out his book and
begine~-bride’ and bridegroom clasp bands ;
her -radiant eyes never leave his fage. Her
faint replies flutter on her lipe—~there isan
indescribable sadness in bis. The.ring is on
her. finger—at last she is what she should
have been from the firgt.--Charlie’s wife.

. -He bends torwa:d and takes her In his arms.

# But it is

may possibly dq some |.

transparent hand-in his own, with sort of }-

. | !
doctor need not have warned him ; they don’s ?father or friend, how went those darkest days

reigns at Catheron Royalsnow!

and see me.

-death-like than now,

September 28, 183].
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.. At firgt thep thought her dead—but It was:
not death,...She awoke from—from that long
‘desth-like swoon as morning broke—so near,
urto death that it seemed the turning of a
hair might weigh down the scale. And so.
for days atter it ‘was—for weary miserable’
days and nights. The great reaction after
the great excitement had comdp, all corscions-
‘ness had left her, she lay white and still,
scarcely moving, scarcely breathing. The
‘one beloved voice fell as powerless on her
dulled ears now as all others, the dim almost
lifeless eyes, that opened -at rare-intervals,
were blank to,the whole world, Shelay ina
spectes of stupor, or coms, from which it was
something ‘more than doubtful if she ever

would awake. The few spoonfuls of beef-tes |

and brandy and water she took they forced
between her clenched teeth, and in that dark-
ened room of the great hotel, strangely, sol-
emnly quiet, Life and Death fought their
sharp battle over her unconscious head.

And for those who loved her, her father, her
friends, and one other, nearer and dearer than

for them ?* They could hardly have told—all
their after life they looked back, witha sick
shudder, to that week, : .
For Charlie Stuart, he never wants to look
back—never to the last day of his life will he

1 be able to recall, to realize the agony of thoge

six days—days that changed his whole nature
—his whole life. ’

They watched with her unceasingly—death
might come at any moment. There were
times when they bent above her, holding their
own breath, sure that the faint thread.had al-
ready enspped—times when they held a mir-

! ror to her lips to be sure she breathed at all.

For her new-made husband, he never left
her except when nature succumbed to the
exhaustion of ceaseless vigil, and they forced
him away. He torgot to eat orsleep, he sat
tearlees and still as a stons by the bedside,
aimost as bloodless, almost a8 wan and hol-
low-syed as the dying bride herself. The doc-
tors stoqd silent, their skill falling powerless
here. .

* « She needed only the excitement of this
most preposterous marriage to finish her,” one
of them growled ; #I said so at the time—I
say so now, BShe had one chance for life—
perfect quiet—and that destroyed it.”

On the fourth day, a letter from England,
in a woman’s hand, ard deeply bordered with
black, arrived. Edith, in the first days of her
illness, had told Trix to open all her letters.
She would have passed the power over to her
brother now, but he waved it away impatient-
ly. What did it matter whom it was from—
what it contained—what did anytking matter
now ?

His hasgard eyes went silently back to the
marble face lying among its pillows, so0 aw--
fully still.

Trixy opened and read it. It was from
Inez Catheron, and announced the death of
her aunt, the Lady Helena Powyss.

« Hor end was perfect peaco,” said she let-

ter; “and in her will, she has leit her large
fortune divided, equally hetween you and me.
If possible, it would be well for you to return
to Epgland as speedily as may be. If wealth
can make you happy—and I hope at
least it will aid—my dearest E<ith, you will
haveit. For me, I join a charitable Bister-
hood here in London, and will tcy to devote
tho remainder of my life to the relief of my
suffering and poor fellow.creatures. As to
the rest, if you care at all to know, my brother
Heis, in all
respects, a changed man, and, will not, 1
think, be an unworthy successor of him who
is gone. His wife and children are ali that
can be desired.
« Farewell, my dear cousin. When youre-
turn to London come to the enclosed address,
No one will welcome you more
gladly than 4 Inez CATHERON."

Bo another large forlune had been left to
Edith—she was rich now beyond her wildest
dreams. Rich! Aud yonder she lay, and all
the gold of earth, powerless to add a second
te ber tifoe. What a satire it seemed. Youth,
beauty, and boundiess wealth were hers, and
all were vain—vain!

The seventh night brought the crisis.

«This canhold out no longer,” the physi-
cian said; ' before morning we will know the
end, whether it is to be life or death.”

« Then—there is hope yet?” Trix replies,
with clasped hands.

He looked at her gloomily snd - turned
away, the meaninglesa formula on hig lips :

# While there is life there is hope.”

« It will be little less than a miracle if she
lives though,” the other added ; ¢*and the duys
of miracles are vver. Hope if you like—
but—"

“«You hed better not let him sit up to-
night,” said the first physician, looking com-
passionately at Charlie; * he won't be able
to stand it, He is worn out now, poor - fel-
low, and looks fit for a sick bed himself,”

« He knows it ig the crisis. Trixy answer-
ed; ¢ he won't go.”

# He has watched the last two nights,” Miss
Seton finterposed; ¢“he must go, doctor;
leave me an oplate—I will administer it. If
~if the worst comes, it will be but a mo-
ment’s work to arouse him.” :

The doctor obeyed.

« I will return. at day-dawn,” he said, «if
she be still alive. If not, send me word.”

The twilight wag falling. Solemn and
shadowy it crept into the sombre, silent room,
They went back to the bedside, pale and tear-
less ;" they had 'wept, It seemed, until- they
oould weep.no more. ‘This Jast night the two
girls were to watch alone. o

" She lay bsfore them. Dedd and In her
shroud she would ‘never look more awfully
Hé'sat beside her—ah,
poor Charlie! In a sort of dull stupor of mis-
ery, utterly worn' out. The sharp pain seem-
od over—.the long, dark watches, when his
passionate prayers had ascended for that dear
life, wild and rebellious may be, when he hag
wrestled with an sgohy more bitter than
death, had-left their impress on his life for
ever. He could not let her go--he could not |
« 0 God 1" wag the ceaseless cry of his soul,
¢ have mercy—sparel” :

Nellie' Seton’s coal, soft hands
on his head—Nellle's, soft, gentle voice
spoke:

“ Charlie, you are to leave us for alittle,and
lie down. You must have some rest, be it

ever so short; and you have had nothing to |-

eat, I believe, all day; you will let me pre-
pare something and take it, and go to your
room,” '

She spoke to him coaxingly, almost as she
might to a child. He lifted his eyes, fall of
dul}, infinite misery, to them.

«Tonight? he answered:
night! I will not go.”

# Only for an hour then,” she pleaded’
«there will be no change. For my sake,
Charliel” o o )

“the lastf

With all her. dying strength she lifts herself
to his embrace. It ig'a last expiring effori---

- 'All’her goodness, all her patience, c_dme
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dead -or.in;a dead. Swoon. no-one_there can |

fell lightly |

" uFor_your sake Nellie, then—for no other
“But--yon-promise to call :me’
“glightest-chiange 1" VLTI U
T promiifse.__ Drink this' and go.”

taining the opiate. . .He drank it and left the'

heard his door, fortherdown the passags, open
and shut—then both drew a deep breath,

« Thank Heaven,” Trix said; « I couldn’t
dies‘it will 'kill him~just that,” g
had been to_hér--how- wholly her great gen-
eroiif, loving heart . had gone out to him. not
‘even Trix ever knew. -The dream of ‘her
:life's best bliss was at - an end for ever.
‘Whether Edith Stuart lived or dled no other
woman would ever take her place in’ his

heart. . -
The hours of the night wore on. Oh!
those solemn night watches by the dying bed

"deepest stillness reigns, and on his bed, dress-
-ed as he was, Charlie lics deeply, dreamlessly
asleep.

of a cloudless November day. Hesat up in
bed suddenly, for a moment, bewildered, and
gtared before. him. Only for a moment—
then he remembered all. 'L'he mizht bad
passed, the morning had come. They had let
him sleep—it seemed he could slesp while
she lay dying 80 pear. Dying! Who:wasto
tell him that in yonder distant room Edith.
was not lying dead 7 He rose up, reeling like
a drunken man, and made for the door.
opened it and went out, down the psassage.

.hold were not yet astir. Protound. stillness
reigned.
the bright morning -gky, all fiugshed red and
golden with -the first radfance of the rising

'death orlife? .- - ;

He stood sudderly still, and looked at the
closed door. , He stood there motlonless, his
e:ees fixed upon it, uneble to advance another
step. : . -
.~ It opens abruptly, quickly but noiselessly,
and Nellie Seton’s -pale face looked out. . At
sigbt of him she came forward, He asked no
questions—his eyes looked at her full of a
dumb sgony of questioning she never forgot.

% Charlie!” she exclaimed, coming nearer,

The first ray of the rising sun streaming
througl the windows fell full upon her pale
face, and it was as the face of an angel.

“ Charlie !"” she repeated, with a great tear-
less sob, holding out both hands; «oh, bless
God! the doctor says we may—hope!”’

He had braced himselfto hear the worst—
not this. He had niade one step forward and
foll at her feet likea stone.

CAPTER XII
THE MORNING,

They might hope. The night had passed,
the morning had come and she still lived.

You would hardly have thonght s to look
at her as she lay, deathly white, deathly still
But as the day broke she had awakened from
s long sleep, the most natural and refreshing
she bad known for weeks, and looked up into
the pale anxious face of Trix with the faint
shadow of a swile. Then the eyelids swayed
and closed in slesp onze more, but she had
recognized Trix for the first time in days—the
crisis was over and hope had come.

They would not let her see him. Only
while she slept would they allow him now to
enter her room. Edith was not to dle, and
heaven and his own gratefal, happy heart
only knew how infinitely blessed he was in
that knowledge. After the long, bitter night
-—after the darkness and the pain—light and
morning had come. TEdith would live—all
was said in that.

« There are some remedies that are either
kill or cure In their action,” the old doctor
said, giving Charlie a facetious poke. ¢ Your
marriage was one of them, young man. I
thought it was Kill—it turns out it was
Cure.”

For many days no memory of the past re-
turned to her—her existence was a3 the exis.
tence of B new-born babe, spent alternatively
in taking food and sleep. Food she took
with enger avidity after her long starvation,
and then sank back again into profound re-
freching slumber.

 Let her sleep,” said the doctor, with a com.
placent nod; “the more the better. It’s Na-
ture’s way of repairing damages.

There came a day at last when thought and
recollection began to stroggle back—when
she had etrength to lie awake and thimk.
More than once Trix caught the datk eyes
fixed in silent wistfuloess upon her—a ques-
tion in them her lips would not ask. But
Mies Stnart guessed it, and one day spoke:

« What is it, Ditby ?”’ she said; «youn look
ag if you wanted to sty something, you
know.”"

« How—how long have I heen sick?” was
Edith’s question.

« Nesarly five woeks, and an awful life you've
lod us, 1 can tell you! Look at me—worn to
skin and bone. What do you suppose you
will have to say for yourself when Aungus
comes 7™

Edith smiled faintly, bub her eyesstill kept
their wistiul look.

« I suppose I was delirious part of the time,
Trixy P

« Stark, staring crazy—raving like a Iunatic
at fuail moon! But you needn't look so con—
cerned about it—we've chapged all that,
You'll do now.” :

«Yes,” she said it with a sigh, “you have
all been very kind to me. I suppose its enly
a fancy of the fever after all.” '

« What?! . :

« I—Trixy! don't laugh at me, but I
thought Charlie was here.”

«Did you?, responded Trix; #the most
nstural thing in life. He is here.” -
~+ Her eyes lighted—her lips parted-—a quez—
tion trembled upon them, but she hesitated.
* ¢ Go on,” seid Miss ‘Stuart:enjoying it all;
there’s something else on your mind. - Speak
up; Edie! don’t be sshamed of yourself.”

«I am afraid you will .laugh this time,
Trixy—1 know it is a dream, but I thought
Charlie and I ware—" - 5 ‘

- # Yes," pald Trixy; 4 were—what "

« Married then'!" with a faint 1ittle laugh.
« Don't tell him, please, but it seems—it seems
so real, [ had to tell you:” = . ‘

- Bhe turned her face-away. -And Trixy,
with suspicious dimness: in her eyes, stooped
down and kigged that thin-wan face.

% You ‘poor hittle Dithy!” she sald; * you
do like Charlie,” don’t you? ‘no, it's ‘not a
dreami—yon ‘'were marrled nearly a fortnight
ago. “The hope of my life is realized —you are
my sister; and Charlie’s wife |”

There wasa little panting cry—then she
covered her face with her hunds and lay still.-

« He 48 outside,” answored Trix ; « you don't
know what a good boy he has been—s0 pa-
‘tient—and all that. He deserves some re-
ward. I think ifyou had died he would have
died too—Lord Lovel and Lady Nancy over
again.  Not that I much believe in broken
hearts where men are concerned, either,”
pursued Trix, growing cynical ; ¢ but- this
geems an exceptional case. He'sawfully fond
of you, Dithy, 'pon my word he is.' I only

hope Angusmay go offin a déad' faint ‘thev

df there 1’ the|

She gave him & glass of mulled -wine, don: |-

room. ' ‘They listened breathlessly until they
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bear to see him here to-night. : Nellle, if she| " .
_.The, girl's lips quivered. What Charlie.

~of thoze we love!  The iaint-lamp -flickers, |

It was daylight when he woke—the dawn |

He |
It was entirely deserted, The great honse-

Through the windows he could see-

sun. .Andin that room there. lay—what?.

first time I'm sick and get br\
the other day. We ha.vegn’b lot l?:g?; he dig
Iately, for fear of agitating you, bt | thi c,
gpgyg Trix, with twinkling_pyns,.!_l you -
stand it aow—couldn{t,"'idt’ My ”Stuart‘fz?:nld
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.. . CHAPTER I
"._4* 'T1s well 16 be boniie aad’
7 TS well t?bg%“ﬁggﬁ%c‘f éf-f.‘e.
"Ris well 1o be off with the old lof,
* Before you'are on with the new.?'

4 I'm tired of it all: I thi
downand marry Kitty? sfgikéf‘?“ fetile B
v{ﬁcg c?mingklaztlllly tthmugh the smaﬁ B?l’v?’
cloud of smoke tha
oy curls upwards from h?;
.5 The idea i8-charming” re
with 8 h:lf-smile; 50 15}535 iif:;;;;z;m
Miss Kitty—are you ',
ot youty you ‘quite sure she wj

« One is never quite gur
boy, in 'these degensrat
8 possiblo 1 think [ am soyot oo o
18 not the sort-to play fast and Jooge wjivih ke
man. She I8 very honest, and very real i
—er—quite different from the usual ry -
women,” winds up Sir John, Pleasant] o
‘aware that his Temark is paltry, inasmuylhuu-
all:men say this—and think it—qf the wf, o
they chance at the moment to 1oy, e

“Yes, the others are a poor 1opn
Arthur, faint amusement in his topg, ' « 3“"
you believe Miss Tremaine likes you» = -
-, “Ithink go. -I hopeso. And atg)] o7
JTam ut_terly positive I like her, aud_gbmgs .
all,” finishes Sir John, rather abruptly, tp, o N
of his cigar having grown beyond a\l’beuriaa
He shakes 1t off gently, and, leaningbackn-g'
his :([:h:il' avlrla.its his cousit’s answer, e

I thought you were equally positiy
Miss Lisle, the year befzge ]asi,ihfrs.aa:::‘t :
teris, I mean.” . B

“Was 17" Loanghing
remember,
point.”

“IfI were inlove with & woman I don't
think I should get over it so easily,” sayy
Arthur, meditatively,

“But was I in love with Fancy Charterig?
I almost forgot. No, 1 think not—ng
-really.”

“You were terribly eprés, at all events,

% Not even that. Iconfess I rather aflected
er society, because she wag the most afford.
ing person I knew; but no more. For ip.
stnqc(::i, {h c‘!:on’;:drecollect the time I everi
envi at elderly gentleman gh
ervied th y g she called

¥ Churterls, you mean, For my own part
I alwaya liked what I knew of him—whic;
was very little."

“8o did I, for that mattor. Hoe was what
one w’c’mld call sterling, I dare say; but

n, §
But
1 ag.

6 of anything, denr

slightly. by
My mind was nover my strong

“Yes?

“There was a good deal of him, was!!
there 7" says Sir John, plaintively. «Hp wig
all over the place. I never met 8o aggres.}
sively thriving a person, except, perhaps, in
the matter of hair; and he was bald! Even
there, you see, he excelled, because he wa
the baldest man I ever saw,—not & single hal: J§
on his head, I give you my word! And the
I can’t forget the buttons! Of course a fal.
low must make a fortune if he hasa't one; bat §
surely there is something wrong about but. 38
gggs. T don't think I ever quite got over B
i

%I rather admire self-made men,” says Ar.
thur, with an attempt at severity. *Thereiz
a truer nobility in talent than in mere birth,
~—which, after all, is but an accident.”

“ 1 entirely agree with you. That isquits
the sort of thing an man ought to say whois
well-born himself. So liberal, you koow, and
that. Dot frankly, now, was there trueng.
bility in Charteris’s nose? And thoughhis
fortune war, surely there was no necessity why
hig clothes shonld look—self-made. Aud
why on earth couldn't he try Mrs, Allen,a
somebody, and cover his head ? I never could
imagine what Fancy saw in him,”

“His money, I suppose,’ says Arthur, cor
temptuously.

Sir John regards him reflectively. Heseldon
troubles himself to think, but just now it dos
occur to him that his cousin’s tone isun
pleasant.

# 'What did Mrs, Charteris do to you " sy
asks, pleasantly.

Blunden smiles,

# You think mo severe,” Lie eays ; ¢ but ths
fact is, I never saw Mrs. Charteris, and only
knew her husband very slightly beforo his
marriage. S0 I am not speaking throogh
personal pique; but, from all I bave ever
heard of her, I should not imagine hers
very eslimable character. Fast, wasn’t she’
Eh?

« Not a bit of it,” says Sir John, « Peoplt
alwaya say that of a woman if sho happercsto
| be pretty and good-humored and run after by
men. One has to squint nowadays and wear
red hair, and sit in a corner, if one wants to §
escupe calumny. 1always thought her charm.
ing. You knew the Lisles: how did you
egcape meeting Fancy 7"

“ Belng abroad so much, I suppose. Treslly
think I haven’t been through a regular Lon.
don season for aavey years.”

“ And now you are going away egsin.
don't let us see too much of you, old b0y,
you?” .

«I am o restless beggar,” says Aribln
flinging away the end of his cigar anfl
stretching his armeabove his head. 1ot
content myself for long anywhera Butl
shan’t give you the chance of forgetting m¢
this time, Lt me see: this is August, and
dare say I shall be back sgaln about thebe
ginning of May, By the bye, if it doed
come. off, shall I be in time for your wod-
ding " . R

«1 hardly think so. If Kitty says ¢ Yo 1
shall ma:ry straight away.. . We have knowt
each other ‘quite long enough for that, yo0
know." . ‘ . .

« Three months,is 1t not?”

# An eternity, a8 we judge now.”

«Look here, Jack,” says Arthor Blundel
somewhat earnestly. -« Before proposing
to Miss Tremalne I would 'seo N
Charterls ogain if I were you, YOI
used to talk a good deal of her i
the old days, I remember; and you wee
oonsidersbly cat up ‘when she marlell
Oharteris; and—I always thought there Wﬁ ]
gowmething in it. I cannot altogether dlve]
myself of that iden even now ; and I certalo {
think it will be swkward if, when you me
her later on, you still find you feel gentis
mentally disposed towards her.
widow now, you told me. Take my advloe
and try it all over again with her first bﬂfo“g
saying anything serious to Kitty Tremaine.

« I had no idea you were guch a careﬂh
man,” returas Sir John, with an amused ln’ﬂ!
wAnd ‘what an objectionable ¢ogalnl
don’t belleve I ever tried anything with Fand
‘Charteris, 'and I know “she never cnred_f_
very least for me.”~ '

"4 Tn that ¢ase I wish you luck wiih s
‘I'femaine”, says Aithur, slowly. “?tmthe

You
do
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beyond ‘doubt charming, and 18 .almo
" (Continued on Third FPage}



