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ШPROGRESS, SATURDAY. DECEMBER 17,1898. ■16Wr,r-„^n which 
Naples had been electrified hr the new. 
of the death of Lady Vere, and he was 
hastening to that city in response to the
telegram he held in his band_

•WiU yon oome to me P Lady Vere is

On the bed lay the coffin, and, within it.
Vert * "* mortel °**• taautihü Lady 

Beautiful indeed I
Sir Gerald was right when he said she 

*2ҐтШ “ i-l-tbUm-sbebd 
She lay like one asleep, her snowy lids I
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her almost from head to foot. їнСмаяу^у мсоі Cine cp Jon have to loved her, it you bad be-

More wood, with difficulty, renressed /ІіЬ/Па^^ВйаСвиЮКИКІї 4*4 вт_ЄА UVJM ON T* c aw * | heved she was a murderess P*
hu emotion as he gsaed. 3»l |, ’Morewood, don’t think 1 wonderatyonr

gglsffissya 8ЙЙЙ»и=-“-»|ГЖг»а5в fetsSSSSSs
і-жухїйаї w aggMîgrjgjiaf^LÆtj", ■.-■mn. pyg *■* *• ■••*- «
opp^.*«nCe d ‘°l0ng tb*11 be0*me WM (Te’teSSd і£»“ 7h' m”8he “j,d ‘Tm- Mor« "»=’ helf-a-century ago the .umSZf?" ““ b" wbtit 7« had

Wing it. with an effort. Morewood m“d ,0Г0Є<І ,,,Є“ °“John M"eW”d * T«d her everything.’

life—. bsSlF» ЩІІЕЬЗ
“яГ і'ц^ ІЇ ha«ard look- door, turned the key in tto lLk and CHAPTER LXX. „
Stop! he said. ‘Ton most not go. I came back to the foot of the bed. тнкжип n. OTn„ Slr G«»ld's tone wu one of derisiee

hare something to say to yon, and I can ‘No ear but your. must hrar thi.,' he Sir n„ u л scoro-.com of his own credulity.
оп1Л "У “ bo»-’ J „ Mid. I need not uk you for any promis! ті ® d р!?,,е> .... ,? do1!4 *•»« to dwell upon that,' he
lit. I P*a,e?’ pre*'*ib“ h“d *° hisbrow. of secrtoy. I bow I may rely opro yon.’ fc"! * d“d f**®0.®?"1 the «»“• idded’ a)m°*t fiercely, ‘it Saddens me. 
“ke one in deep mental agony, then sud- -Ot course you may.’ 7 Morewood was too horrified to «peak. Suffice it that she tooled me once again
denly etretched out his hand, and pointed ‘Well, then, listen, and prepare to hear *л . 7е towh,ch h® ™ btening seem- She made it seem as clear as daylight to 
to the coffin. the most horrible Ltory that wm “ет ÜÎWv* S” ‘Ь®‘ he “nld E0‘ ™ ,ка‘ * ™> her half-sister, toJelin^

Morewood, do you know who it is that poured into the ears of man.’ b ,hin“el*. ,to believe it. who had worked all the misery and crime!
is king there P’ He stood for one moment in silence ‘b®™ "as that m his fnend’s ’Even that was a blow to nw, bntitW
и°“ЧЙ ”°',,thst his mind was un- his hand pressed to his head, as though he’ m* ^ elmoet ,tU1 ? п°,Ьш* ““P®»4 to what I had been
hinged, Morewood answered, in a voice of were debating within himself how he should ho"or.lee* 11 ehould be true. dreading. A man doesn’t like his sister-
gentle soothing— commence hi. story. e.A„mm"‘® ” of silence, and then m-Uw to commit a murder on hi. wedding

‘Yes, Gerald, I know only too well. It At last he spoke. S“ »«™od, m the dull level tone day і but he prefers that to haring it *
“ j,°,ur P?" »U®- ‘Up to the day of my marriage I belies- “ 7‘Ch hLe h,d ,Pokf“ throughout- nutted by hie wife.’

•My wile lyes; but do yon know who it ed, implicitly, that the woman I loved was Tj ?’ 7°” understand, ‘And, surely, that was the truth, Gerald,’
was I mamed P Morewood, listen, and do the purest, the noblest, the most absolute- *° 1"der the K?® “,d. Morewood, anviously. •! teU you
”ot ‘b,”k »® ”*<•; tor. what I tell you is ly unselfish, a. well м the most beautiful, 0 k"ew ber secret. The again Lady Vere had a airier, and I hive
ffie truth, m surely as there is a God in or created beings. Some men might have sÆ 8 °|,1Л е *“ *? b®r, a mere nothing, seen her. It would be madness, on the
S’Tw'u ч°" r.eme™b«r Madeline Win- been charged with the crime of murder : ™ Лл і rlT? mnrdered ®l,b®r Ton or bare testimony of a dying and perhaps de-
ter P Well, it IS she who la lying there 1’ but I, as you know, wu so often far from ? ht‘le compunction as she would hnous old woman, to believe such horribleMore than ever convince/tbit hi, fneud this, Jhat/on her hire word, and in spit" d b" ^ ^rge. ^iost-Lady V«e. Her very".»
had ost hi. senes. Morewood, laid hi. hand of overwhelming proof to the contrary ,, Gerald‘ for God’s sake stop 1 eacUimed d,.proves juch charges. Did Nature ever • 
gently yet firmly, on hi. arm, and attempt- believed in the sisters innocence In thii Ml0,re.T)Od' , H.°* °*n/°? ,a7 'n°b hor- give a wicked woman such a face u thatP1 
ed to lead him from the room. fool’s paradise I lived until-my wedding Гь« ‘І1”8*,? АЬо” “■ how c»n J»u му ‘b tbs сме Nature did. Morewood, I

‘ Vera, try to calm youreelf,’ he said night 1’ 7 8 them here Г have a^ed myrelf, thousand, of time^-as
b”dÿ- , . , Very sombre was Sir Gerald’s voice as Æ.'TÏÜ0 the belatiful dead I looked on that serene brow and those

The shock hM unnerved you, and no he spoke these words. face inside tiie coffin. lovely eyes—how it wu a soul so black
wonder ; but try not to dwell upon it more For a moment he let his eye. rest on the ■fJor “Й* ™onthe 1 bave nas suffered to disguise itself under so lair
than you can possibly help. TÏy----- ’ dead lace in the coffin. lived side by side with that woman. la fonnP And it wu not her face on-

Sir Gerold stopped him with a look so ‘That nighfr-the beginning of it,’ he re- („Vit!!?,h!illnm0“-u,e*rî’-1 *?"e le,”®d w“ her P°eer' °< «mming virtue
stern, so terribly earnest, that he all but sumed. ‘was one of perfect happiness. 1 Show ;possibUirt^i. for one to »h,ch wu so wonderful. I should му 
quailed beneath it. might have known that happiness, such as ? s i! v °' “ *nd th® ™nd ot there has, perhaps, never been a more con-

Let me here no more of that,’ he said. that, was not made to last—was not and l- j T.ou’ ,** ^e,‘ bave not learned eummate actress in the world.
•I have been thought mad too long. Heaven never could be, the lot of mortal man 'hl"‘.and'therefore, you are shocked and ‘For instance when I first Mked her to
knows I have had enough to send me mad ; Between ten and eleven, Lady Vere re- Til ’ЧТг b9,Etl‘nl I m*77 me—jes.and many times alterwards
but, lor all that, I am as sane as you are. tired to her room. I put on my hat and ®ngel-laced being—thought lightly of the she seemed all unselfishnem, a» sweetly
I tell you again, Morewood, calmly and walked to the wood, which is just across T кІГV, т,!Г?ЄГ"і,But V" j': 7 /“геІ7, interested as an angeh
solemnly, that the woman who lies there is the road from the Dower House, you re- Itel1 7°“ ‘hat when she found old Madge And vet I know, now, she
that same woman you rescued from a hid- member P’ , kne” her secret, and wu her enemy, she bad fully made up her mind
eou. death. She wu Madeline Winter, Morewood assented, with a movement of "^’«b'wayre.olvedtotakeher li/e to marry me; nay had соте to Vivian 
and I—Heaven help me!—I made her the bead. - Yoomuet understand that when Madge Court with that very purpose. In every-
Lady Vere.’ So breathlessly anxious was he to hear f™* •’kedIm«if 1 know who it wu I was thing it wu the same. Sue affected great

Morewood was filled with horror. his friend’s story, that he could scarcely 1 mswered in such term, that simplicity of tute in matters of dress? and
A subtle something in Sir Gerald’s man- command his voice 7 ® d woman believed Liban had told seemed literally devoid of any wish for

ner convinced him that he was not mad, It was my intention,’ went on Sir Ger- “! !«? W“ M*delin® Wieter- splendour ; but, in reality, she loved dress
and that he wu speaking what he believed aid. ‘to walk in the wood for a quarter-of- •ГТи ¥the “?',**?*• ,,ome ,word “d lewel«; “d. ‘or a time, she cajoled me
to be the truth. an-hour or so, and then return to the i. dj*^**/ .°*^ M“8e her mistake into actually thinking it was to please me,

But a thing so ghastly—so unspeakably house ; but, before I had gone very far, I to.’V.V «!!1 *"”5 7 beheve? ,h« ™ «>d to gratify my pride in her, that she
horrible—could it be true P heard something that sounded likea humro ‘bemster of the murderess not the murder- dressed so nehly. I see it all now. Fool

No, no no ! groan, and, hurrying to the eoot it seemed berself. When she knew that, she was that I was, not to clearly long ago P
Impossible! to come from, I found poorP old Madge ofV,!!!iVd * ,ho.n!d b®*r the truth. This, ‘And when’—Morewood spoke doubting-
This wu what Morewood tried to say ; lying on the ground, where she had fallen, !! „.?! !’ TV TVî ehe ~*nd, •*““ be ly. for he still thought hie friend was lab-

hut, even as he made the effort, an icy with her head resting against one of the P0,n‘ed ‘® the dead woman in the coffin- onng under a hallucination-‘and when did
chill enwrapped hi. heart, and he stood seats. I saw, in t moment, she was ea® deferm‘”ed *> prevent. yon finally alter your opinion of Lady
quite silent, stricken dumb with horror. dying! She wrote a note, purporting to come Vere P’

‘It isn’t an easy thing to bebeve-is it P’ -Horrified and aghut, as you may sup ,„T T' SIld "?nt '* Ю Madge, asking her ‘Early in the spring. Madly as I loved 
Mid Sir Gerald in a voice of moody bitter- pose, I yet retained presence of mind to do r “ oert,“ spot, in Upton Wood, as her, I could not but, at times, think of that
ness. ‘When I first knew it, 1 thought I everything I could for her. I raised her 7 —anted a secret enterview with her, and awful tale Madge had told me. I should

gone mad. I thought only a die- in my arms, and would have tried to carry РьЄГт not *° ,clime ,0 tbe cottage, scarcely have been a man if I had not. And
traught brain could have imagined such her to the Dower House, but she implored T”ere,1 *“ 9ure °‘ being seen by some of thinking of this, and watching her closely,

v„„ ® »b»* Of my beautiful Liban—my pure, me not to do so, and I placed her on the .m !7' , d*7 •P6 night, I sometimes thought I de-
You perfect wife 1’ seat. 8 Madge fell into the trap. She thought tected a something false in her character

The mockery in his tone, as he spoke— ‘I can feel that the end has come ’ she ™7 susPicion" w«re aroused and she was all which made my heart stand still with tear! 
tte look on his face, as he gazed at the said. -Let me die here. Don’t move me «agerness to verily them. She went toUpton ‘In her sleep she would look troubled, as 
dead woman—were something unspeakably I might die on the way. and I need mv at . ,,m.a «PPOmted—very early in if her dreams were evil ; and now and again

, v „ every breath now. I want to tell you the Ї;®,"10"1'''8,, of “У wedding-day. My she would murmur a word or two, such as
Morewood shuddered as he saw and truth about Madeline Winter before I die м d ÜÎ. beJ f,bere' and—think of it, a murderess might have uttered,

beard. It is she who fired this shot!’and she !?orewV5 'Т*Ь°Їher’ and lhe imagined, ‘Little by little a suspicion that old Mad-
Gerald, I can’t beheve it 1’ he ezcl.imed pointed to her breast. bre-rgh the heart. ^ go at ale was true crept in upon my mind,

almost passionately. ‘What proof have ‘I was dumb with grief and horror, as „a . ™5 ™r quite dead she left her, Now you understand why I wa< moody and
1 yaaf For Heaven’s sake, tell me.’ you may believe ; but imagine, if you can a°d returned to the Court, and, a few hours1 unlike myself in those days. Many a man
• T ‘^°.ot,! Ay. you may well ask for that ! what my feelings were when the old woman 1 ”lcelTed her at the alter as my would have gone mad. As it was people

I asked for it, too ; ay, and had it given to raised her hand feebly towards Heaven bnde/ Morewood, do you think mortal thought me mad, and I was content to let 
me in plenty ! But it she, that beautiful and said— ' ’ “an ha" ®Ter had stranger experiences than them think so. It accounted for many
sorceress’—and he pointed towards the ‘Sir Gerald Vere, 1 am a dying woman , ...... , ,. .. things for which I did not choose to give
coffin—‘were still alive, she might so cajole and you will surely believe me now. Teli a- Agaln that intensely bitter smile crossed any other explanation 
and fool you, that you would tell her you me—tell me truly—whether you know who s,r brerald s fee®. .... , ‘®uti at last, my suspicions became a
oared nothing for my proofs. Likely the woman is you made your wife this Morewood, as he watched it, thought ir- certainity. You remember the night you

morning P’ resistibly, of Cmsar’s description ot the slept at the court P-
4 began to tell her that I knew Lilian emiIe ol Ca"lu,— Morewood looked assent,

was the sister of the reputed murderess, "Seldon be smile», »nd imile» in inch a son, Wes he likely ever to forget that night P
Madeline Winter, but that she herself was u he W?'4 himielf, and (coined hie spirit, , “reatly he wondered what it was he was
the sweetest, noblest, purest of beings. 16 c°°,d be mond 10 ,n,lto »« “rihlne> about to hear.

‘Merciful Heaven ! what an infatuation ‘You will have judged,’ Sir Geratd re- n., 8 d*y before that night, she had all
mind was! Never shall I forget the look sumed, after a slight pause, ‘that Madne onr convinced me I wronged her by my
of poor old Madge, as she cried : -Did I when left tor dead, was only unconscious ’ •“‘P1010®’; Never had she seemed so

prophesy aright? Did I not say that, the bullet had not pierced the heart. You’ 80aa •» «together incapable ot evil. My 
llshecrosseil his path, she would blight perhaps, remember that the circumstances’ q™ ,■ har ®woke as strong

l which so greatly puzzled everybody, was »“»«*■•• 1 .thmk she had
Then she repeated : ‘I am a dying the fact of her being found so far from home. P ’ 

woman, and, standing face to face with The doctor was quite certain a woman of 
death, I tell you that it is Madeline Win- her age, could not have dragged herself 
ter berself who is your wife P very far after receiving such a wound.

‘Gerald, are you sure it was not a dying ‘But he underrated Madge’s wonderful 
woman s ravings P’ said Morewood, anxi- constitution. As a matter of fact, the spot 
ously. -Surely you have not believed where the shot was fired was not more than 
such an awful thing on such testimony two miles from the Court, scarcely so far.
"... that p. 1 myself can tell you and ehe had, during the day, dragged her- 
Lilian had a sister. I have seen her self nearly to the other extremity of the' 
more than once, and as far I can remember wood, lhe thirst for vengeance inspired 
I should say she was certainly the woman her. She wanted to crawl as far as the 
I rescued from the coffin that night. Lady Dower House—to which she knew I was 
Vere resembled her greatly in the eyes, coming with my bride, 
but that was all. And then the ages ! ‘This much the poor old soul told me 
Consider ! Madeline Winter would now before she drew her last breath. I will 
have been thirty. Lilian, when she came not attempt to describe my state of mind 
to th® court, was scarcely out of her teens’ I believe I looked and noted like a mad- 

в*те “ intensely bitter smile, man. It’ever my brain might have been in 
• J 7* 70п ак?”'that presently,’ he danger of giving way, it was that night,

said. Let it suffice now, that Madge But, I thank Heaven, I have kept my raa- 
gave me proof enough to convince any or- eon through it all. r 1
dinary man, inasmuch as I was mad with *1 wenthack to the Dower, House, where 

/” • ■*■*“*’ oonrâoed of it. my bride was awaiting met First getting 
‘Poor old soul she had little breath to the servants ant of the way, I went toiler

Itwas

crane WM discovered, or that I had sudden
ly gone mad. But she obeyed me. and I 
e°‘ ”r outside the house, and dragged her 
t° ‘be spot where I had left the aM woman’s 
bbd^ .Т^о I set her down in front ot it, 
tna bed her lood upon her werk’

Agwn Sir Gerald paused.
Again there was silence.
Morewood broke it.
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J^WMtb, telegram, and it was sign-

Morewood might well obey it without

He might well wear that shocked 
grieved looked upon his face.

He was bewildered, as well as shocked, 
and grieved.

He could not realize that the beautiful 
lalian he had seen m such radiant health
ürr°ri*l^ LWee£l a*°- tad passed away 
from bie like a flower that is cut down in 
the day ot its fairest bloom.

And, above end beyond this, it seemed 
pasrag strange to him that he should be 
the friend sent for by Sir Gerald.

In the old deys, such a summons would 
have been natural enough ; but alter that 
mad suspicion of Sir Gerald’s, it seemed 
strange indeed.

‘How he even knew I was at Nice, I 
«n’t imagine,’ thought Morewood; for 
he had only left England two or three days 
ago, intending to spend a summer holiday 
ш Northern Italy and Switzerland.

When he left the -train, et Napks, he 
was met by a liveried servant with a 
carriage.

To him Morewood put a few hurried 
questions.
heaskod**4y thatI®d7 Vere is deadP’

reidMy т*П W" Engl“h, and responded

‘Yea, sir. My lady is dead. It ha. 
been a great shock to us all, sir. My 
lady was so good to everybody. There 
was none of ns but loved her.’

‘And what ia the cause of her death.
‘An overdose of chloral, sir. My lady 

had suffered a good bit from sleeplessness 
lately, and had been in the habit ot taking 
a little chloral. Her maid tound her quite 
cold this morning when she went to her 
room to help her to drees. The doctor 
was there in less than ten minutes ; but he 
aaid she had been dead several hours.’

‘And how does Sir Gerald bear it P>
‘Well he seeme dezed like. He bears 

up wonderfully in a way, for he’s quite 
cftlm and nobody’s seen him shed в tear. 
But he looks terribly bad. I never saw a 
gentleman look so bad as he does. His face 

white as chalk, and his eyes look as it 
they d go through one, as the saying is 
I m sure I shouldn’t wonder if he was to 
do something to himself—I shouldn’t in
deed, sir.’

They soon reached the house, and More
wood sprung out of the carriage and bur
ned into the hall.

A door opened on his right hand, and 
Sir Gerald stood before him.

lhe servant’s pescription had prepared 
Morewood, in some measure, for a terrible 
change,

Nevertheless, it was with difficulty he 
repressed a start as he gazed 
tenance of his friend.

Sir Gerald had lost so much flesh, that 
be looked absolutely emaciated ; he was 
ghastly pale, and his eyes glowed like fire 
from out of their hollow caverns.

Thrilling with sympathy, and wholly for
getting, ш that moment, the unhappy 
estrangement which had risen between 
them, Morewood took his hand and grasp- 

it with a strong, yet tender pressure.
‘ Vere,’ he said, huskily, ‘I wish I could 

tell you how grieved I am—how grieved 
for you.’

‘I knew you would be,’ 
with unnatural calmness,

‘It touched me a good bit, Gerald,’ went 
on Morewood, still holding his hand, ‘to 
know that, in the first moment of your be
reavement, yon thought of sending for
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on the conn-

said Sir Gerald,
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‘Yes, I wanted to see you.’ said Sir 

Gerald, in that curious tone of unnatural 
calmness. ‘I’m glad you’ve 
are the only being on earth to whom I can 
fully unburden my mind. It does me good 
to even feel the grasp of your hand. Per
haps it will be the last time you will ever 
touch my hand in friendship, Morewood. 
When you know all, it’s likely enough 
you’ll cease to be my friend.’

‘Never !’ said Morewood, warmly.
A suspicion crossed his mind that his 

great loss had affected Sir Gerald’s brain.
The London doctor bad declared there 

was no taint of insanity about him ; but, 
surely, such an overwhelming shock might 
he expected to affect the soundest mind.

One thing seemed certain, and More
wood rejoiced at it.

Sir Gerald had quite put away that un
reasoning jealousy of him which had 
possessed him before he left England.

That cloud, at any rate, was gone, and 
their intercourse might be free and frank, 
aa it had been in the dear old times.

Sir Gerald had said: “When yon know 
all, it’s likely enough you’ll cease to be 
my friend,’ and Morewood thought—

‘He means to confess to me all about 
hie foolish jealousy. Poor fellow ! he little 
knows me u he thinks I could resent that 
now.’

There was silence for a moment or two,
» then Sir Gerald said, in a dull, sombre 

tone—
‘You would like to see her, Morewood— 

for the last time P She has lost none of 
her beauty. Nay, I think she looks 
lovelier ш death than she did in life.’

‘If you are sure it will not be too pain
ful tor you----- .’

Sir Gerald smiled—a strangely wan and 
bitter smile.

‘Painful !’ he repeated. ‘There is no 
new pain for me. I have sounded the 
deepest depths of human agony. There is 
nothing more for me to suffer thin I euffer 
now. Come P 

And he led the way upstairs.
Tb® death-chamber was a very large

had

1

І

4

not
as ever.

• hypnotic
and by means of them, 

could mould me to her will. But, how- 
?квГ Sftt might be‘ ebe bad gained almost 
the old ascendancy over me, and I was 
ready to fall at her feet, and ask her to 
pardon me for having ever wronged her by 
so much as a single thought. ^ У

Ttis happy delusion listed till we retir
ed. But that night I bade an eternal adieu 
to happiness.

There are many people who 
catch cold easily—whose lungs 
seem to need special care and 
strengthening. Such should take IDR. WOOD’S 
NORWAY FINE STRUT.even
It so heals and invigorates the 
Lungs and Bronchial Tubes as to 
render them capable of resisting 
colds.

To be Oonttnied.

There it » certain kin# of boy who 
always looks for a rock when he gets mad 
hot he never throws it.

“ I was troubled for years with 
В weak lungs," says E. J. Furling, & 

Lower Woodstock, N. B., “and F/
could not get any relyf, but on 
trying Dr. Wood’s Nokway Pine 
Syrup, it acted splendidly, heal
ing and strengthening my lungs." 
Price zj and 50c. at all dealers.

Its window opened to the west, and rays 
of the sotting son pierced through the 
threading curtains, as Morewood and Sir 
Gerald entered.

IRAOE.MARK
ryWy REmajEREOCj

igti

ü !
f

. ' -/.'i.vîj-v.,ші

n ;

: -‘..у

І

"Є
. •

W


