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astening o that city in. response o the

uuﬁi-hhu in his hand—
e . you come tomeP Lady Vere is
was tllvn hlgunn_n. snd it was sign-
ere.
ight well obey it without
Ay iy T Sbey :

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

dKo was bewildered, as well as shocked,
an .

He could not realize that the beantiful
Lilisn he had seen inmgldndint health
8carce six 3 ed awa)
homli!eliholﬂow‘gro mi.’:.'.'g dmil’n
the day ot its fairest bloom.

And, above lndhpeyoa: this, it unloemed
passing strange to him t he should be
the friend sent for by Sir Gerald.

In the old days, such a summons wonld
have been natural enough; but after that
mad suspicion of Sir Gerald’s, it seemed
strange mdeed.

‘Eoy he e’nl:m::w hm at Nioef. I
can' ,) t Morewood; for
be had ::{y leit England two or throe'dnya
8go, intending to spend & summer holiday
in Northern Italy and Switzerland.

When be lett the .train, at Naples, be
was met by s liveried servant with a

carriage.
To him Morewood puta few hurried
TTa i ety s thatiady ¥ dead?
“Is it e that ere is dea
W o Y

ﬂﬁ'u"ﬁ"n which [ ono
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on the faces of the dead, and her golden
hair gently shaded ber brow.
Her hands were folded meekly above
her breast.
Flowers—all of purest white—oovered
her almost from head to foot.
Morewood, - with difficulty, repressed
his emotion as he gazed.
At such a moment he could not but re-
member how near he bad been to giving
his whole beart’s love to this beautiful
creature.
and how untailingly she had turned to him
as a friend. .
Sir Gerald stood at the foot of the bed,
his head bowed above his hands.
The silence lasted so long that it became
oppressive.
%mking it, with an effort, Morewood
oai

o g o he bis han
» very gently, he put emt bi d,
as though to lead lun away.

8ir Gerald raised his head, and looked at
him with & wildly look.

‘Stop I’ he eaid. ‘You must not go. I
have something to say to you, and I can
only say it here.’

The man was English, and ponded
readily. i

‘Yes, sir. My lady is dead. It has
beena great shock to us all, sir. My
lady was so good to everybody. There
was none of us but loved her.’

*And what is the cause of her death.

‘An overdose of chloral, sir. My lady
bad suffered a good bit from sleepl

@ paused, pressed his hand to hisbrow.
like one in deep mental agony, then sud-
denly stretched out his hand, and pointed
to the coffin.

‘Momwood.,do you know who it is that

is }ng there P’
onvinced now that his mind was un-
hingt;ad, Morpwood answered, in & voice of

lately, and had been in the habut of taking
a little chloral. Her maid found her quite
cold this morning when she went to her
room to help her to dress. The doctor
was there in less than ten minutes ; but he
said she had been dead several hours.’

‘And how does Sir Gerald bear it P’

‘Well he seems dazed like. He bears
up wonderfully in s way, for he’s quite
calm and nobody’s seen him shed & tear.
But he looks terribly bad. I never saw s
gentleman look so bad as he does. His face
18 as white as chalk, and his eyes look as if
they’d go through one, as the saying is
I'm sure Ishouldnt 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 hur-
ried 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 s start as he gazed on the coun-
tenance of his friend.

Sir Gerald had lost so much flesh, that
he looked absolutely iated; he was
hastly pale, and his eyes glowed like fire
om out of their hollow caverns.

illing with sympathy, and wholly for-
getting, in that moment, the unhappy
esfrangement which had risen between
them, Morewood took his hand and grasp-
ed 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.’

‘1 knew you would be,’ said Sir Gerald,
with unnatural calmness,

‘It touched me & good bit, Gerald,’ went
on Morewood, etill holding his hand, ‘to
know that, in the first moment of your De-
reavement, yon thonght of sending for
your old friend,’

‘Yes, I wanted to see you.' said Sir
Gerald, in that curious tone of unnatural

ness. ‘I'm glad you've come. You
are the only being on earth to whom I can
tully unburden my mind. It does me good
to even feel the grasp of your hand. Per-
baps 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 cesse to be my friena.’

‘Never I’ said Morewood, warmly.

A suspicion crossed his mind that his
great loss had affected Sir Gerald’s brain.

The London doctor had declared there
was 10 taint of insanity about him; but,
surely, such an overwhelming shock might
be expected to affect the soundest mind.

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

8ir Gurald bad 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 infercourse might be free and frank,
a8 it had been in the dear old timos.

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

‘He means to confess to me all about
his foolish jealousy. Poor fellow ! he little
know,l me if he thinks I could resent that
now.

There was silence for a moment or two,
then 8ir Gerald said, in a dull, sombre
tone—

“You would like to see her, Morewood —
for the last time? She has lost mone of
her beauty. Nay, I think she looks even
lovelier in death than she did in life.’

“If you are sure it will not be too pain-

ful for you—'

Sir anld smiled—a strangely wan and
bitter smile.

‘Painfal ' he repeated. ¢There is no
new pain for me. I have sounded the

gentle soothing
*Yes, Gerald, I know only too well. It
is your poor wile.
‘My wife ! yes; but do you know who it
was I married P Morewood, listen, and do
not think me mad ; for, what I tell you is
the truth, as surely as there is a God in
He, You ber Madeline Win-
ter P Well, it is she who is lying there !’
More than ever convincmnnbat his friend
bad lost his senes, Morewood, laid his hand
gently, yet firmly, on his arm, and attempt-
ed to lead him from the room.
‘Vere, try to calm yourself,’ he said
kindly.
‘The shock bas unnerved you, and no
wonder ; but try not to dwell upon it more
than you can possibly help. Try—
Sir Gerold stopped him with a look so
stern, so terribly earnest, that he all but
quailed beneath it.
‘Let me here no more of that,’ he said.
‘I have been thought mad too long, Heaven
knows I have had enongh to send me mad ;
but, lor all that, I am as sane as you are.
I tell you sgain, Morewood, calmly and
lemnly, that the an who lies there is
that same woman you rescued from a bid-
eous death. She was Madeline Winter,
and I—Heaven help me!—I made her
Lady Vere.
Morewood was filled with horror.
A subtle something in Sir Gerald’s man-
ner convinced him that he was not mad,
and that he was speaking what he believed
to be the truth.
But a thing so ghastly—so unspeakably
horrible—could it be true P
No, nono!
Impossible !
This was what Morewood tried to 88y ;
but, even as he made the effort, an icy
chill enwrapped his heart, and he stood
quite silent, stricken dumb with horror.
¢It isn’t an easy thing to believe—is it P’
said Sir Gerald in a voice of moody bitter-
ness. ‘When I first knew it, 1 thought I
had gone mad. I thought only a dis-
traught brain could have imagined such
a thing of my. beautitul Lilian—my pure,
pertect wife I’
The mockery in his tone, as he spoke—
the look on his face, as he gazed at the
dead woman—were something unspeakably
terrible.
Morewood shuddered as he saw and
eard

‘Gerald, I can’t believe it " he excliimed
almost passionately. “What proof bhave
you? For Heaven’s sake, tell me.’

‘Proot! Ay, you may well ask for that !
I asked for it, too; ay, and had it given to
me in plenty! But it she, that beautiful
sorceress’—and he pointed towards the
coffin—‘were still alive, she might so cajole
and fool you, that yon would tell her you
cared nothing for my proofs. Likely
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got y
to the where Ihad left the old woman’s
body. nlmhdmhkmdit.
and bad her lood upon her werk’

in Sir Gerald pased,

Again ll)l“'

#ﬁn there was silence.

o ‘

‘Vere, id, ‘you cannot really be-
lieve that this is truo’. It must be & Llh-
cination of your brain. Consider how long
after this you loved and idolized your wife.
Could you have so loved her, it youbad be-
lieved she was & murderess P’

*‘Morewood, dont think I wonderat your

driven snow, aud that my proo
the ravings of a madman.’

mind.
voice, ‘Jor Haven's sake,

18 that you mean.’
came back to the foot of the bed.

ot secrecy. I know I may rely upon you.
‘Ot course you may.’

poured into the esrs of man.’
He stood

commence his story.
At last he spoke.

ed, implicitly,

or created beings.
been charged with

of overwhelming proof to the contrary,

night I
he spoke these words.
dead face in the coffin.

sumed, ‘was one of perfect happiness. 1
that, was not made to last—was not, and
never could be, the lot of mortal man.

tired to her room. I put on my hat, and
-walked to the wood, which is just across
the road from the Dower House, you re-
member P’
Morewood
the bead.

So breathlessly snxious was he to hear
his friend’s story, that he could scarcely
command his voice.

‘It was my intention,’ went on Sir Ger-
ald, ‘to walk in the wood for a quarter-of-
an-hour or 60, and then return to the
house ; but, before I had gone very far, I
heard something that sounded like a human
groan, and, hurrying to the spot it seemed
to come from, I found poor old Madge
lying on the ground, where she had fallen,
with ber head resting against one of the
seats. I saw, in a moment, she was
dying !
‘Horrified and aghast, as you may sup -
pose, I ye! retained presence of mind to do
everything I could for her. I raised her
in my arms, and would have tried to carry
her to the Dower House, but she implored
me not to do so, and Iplaced her on the
seat.

‘I can feel that the end has come,’ she
said. ‘Let me die here. Don’t move me.
I might die on the way, and I need my
every breath now. I waunt to tell you the
truth about Madeline Winter before I die.
Itis she who fired this shot! and she
pointed to her breast.

‘I was dumb with grief and horror, as
you may believe ; but imsgine, if you can,
what my feelings were when the old woman
raised ber hand feebly towards Heaven,
and said—

‘Sir Gerald Vere, 1 am a dying woman,
and you will surely believe me now. Tell
me—tell me truly—whether you kno# who
the woman is you made your wife this
morning P’

‘I began to tell her that I knew Lilian
was the sister of the reputed murderess,
Madeline Winter, but that she herself was
the sweatest, noblest, purest of beings.
‘Merciful Heaven ! what an intatuation
mind was! Never shall I forget the look
of poor old Madge. as she cried: *Did 1
not prophesy aright? Did I not say that,
it she crossed his path, she would ~blight
his life P

‘Then she repeated: ‘I ama dyin
woman, and, standing face to face wit
death, I tell you that it is Madeline Win-
ter herself who is your wife !’

“Gerald, are you sure it was not a dying
woman’s ravings ' said Morewood, anxi-
ously. ‘Surely you bave not believed
such an awful thing on such testimony
as thatP I myselt can tell you
Lilian had a sister. I have seen her
more than once, and as far I can remember
I should ssy she was certainly the woman
T rescued from the coffin that night. Lady
Vere resembled her greatly in the eyes,
but that wasall. And then the ages !
Consider! Madeline Winter would now
bave been thirty. Lilian, when she came
to the court, was scarcely out of her teens’
Sir Gerald gave an intensely bitter smile.
‘I will tell you about that pre_nnta..' he
said. ‘Let ol{t nﬁ%o now, .ﬂntm’dge
ave me proof enough to convinoe or-
h man, inasmuch urofnwu mad with
love, was for & moment, i of it.

d, with &

di depths of human agony. There is
m‘mn:utumutoa:g:n,hnlmﬂn
g oy 1 ;

way g

The dudn-ohmberup'w:": very large
one.

Its window ed to the west, and rays
of the m:’::n pierced through tzo
shrouding curtains, as Morewood and Sir
Gerald entered.

enough you would say she was pure as the
i were only

Sir Gerald spoke without the slightest
trace of excitement in either look or tone.
He seemed like 8 man who hsd borne
the extremity of knman woe, and was calm
simply because he bad nothing now to fesr.
A conviction that the awtul thing he said
was true forced itself on John Morewood’s

‘Gerald,” he said, in & hoarse, agitated
ive me some ex-
planation ot all this. Tell me just what it

For answer, Sir Gerald strode to the
door, turned the key in the lock, and

‘No ear but yours must hear this,’ he
said. I need not ask you for any promise

‘Well, then, listen, and prepsare to hear
the most horrible story that was ever

for one moment in silence,
his hand pressed to his head, as though he
were debating within himself how he should

“Up to the day of my marrisge, I believ-
t the woman I loved was | )p
the purest, the noblest, the most absolute-
ly unselfish, as wellas the most beautiful,
Some men might have
the crime of murder;
but I, as you know, was so often far from
this, that, on her bare word, and in spite

believed in_the sisters innocencc. In this
fool's paradise I lived until—my wedding

ery sombre was Sir Gerald’s voice as
For a moment he let his eyes rest on the
‘That night—the beginning of it,’ he re-

might have kaown that happiness, such as

Batween ten and eloven, Lady Vere re-

t of

spare ; but her indomitable spirit
up. 8

the enemy of sll her race.

claimed Morewood, in amaze.
‘Yes. More than htlf—l—contur,
enmity had begun.

and from that hour, she swore undyin,
batred to the race. When Lilian heard o,
this, she resolved upon her murder !’

CHAPTER LXX.

THE END OF SIR GERALD'S STORY.
Sir Gerald paused.
There was a dead silence in the room.
Morewood was too horrified to speak.
The tale to which he was listening .seem-
ed so outrageous a one that he could not
bring himselt to believe it.
And yet, there was that in his friend’s
face which made his heart almost still with
horror lest it should be true.
A minute or two of silence, and then
Sir Gerald resumed, in the dull level tone
in which he had spoken throvghout—
‘Yes, she—my wife, you understand,
or d. lved to der the poor
old woman who knew her secret. The
taking of a life was to her, a mere nothing,
She would heve murdered either you or
i | me with as little compunction as she would
have killed s fly, had we stood in her way.

Ll

ve her

he told me what had psssed between
ber and Lillian at the cottage, how Lilian
bad implored her to keep her secret and
how, for answer, she bad told her she was

‘The enemy of her race ! Madge ! ex-
ago the

Madaline’s grand-
mother bad taken Madge's lover from her

incredulity. It is imposeible for you to be
balt so incredulous as I was; for, lznpito of
the proofs Madge had given me, 1 was
fooled once mere—fooled so utterly and
completely, that for weeks I humbled my-
seli to the dust foz having dared to 80 much

d of

a8 for one doubt the g

my angel bride I’

; ‘T:a:dv;u told her what it was you had
*1 told her ing.’

‘And what did she ngyr’

‘Say | She clung tomy arms, and looked
up into my face, and wept—oh, how she
wept |—to think that I, her husband, should
hnv:I ’Iurbolued 8 thought against her
truth.

8ir Gerald's tone was ome of derisive
scorn—ascorn of his own credulity,

‘I don’t want to dwell vpon that,’ he
added, almost fiercely. ‘It maddens me.
Suffice it that she fooled me once .ﬁm ,
She made it seem as clear as daylight to
me that it was her half-sister, eline,
who had worked all the misery and crimel

'Eveg that was a blow to me, but it was
as nothing compared to what I had been
dreading. A man doesn’t like his sister-
in-law to commit & murder on his wedding
day ; but he prefers that to having it com-
mitted by his wife.’

‘And, surely, that was the truth, Gerald,’
said Morewood, anxiously. *I tell you
again, Lady Vere had a sister, and I have
seen bher. It would be madness, on the
bare testimony of a dying and perhaps de-
lirious old womian, to believe such horrible
gl_urgen .gu:;t(hdy Vere. Her very face
such ch i

‘Gerald, for God’s sake stop ! excl
Morewood. ‘How oan you say such hor-
rible things P Above all, how can you say
them here P’
And he pointed to the beautiful dead
face inside the coffin.
Morewood, for eight months I have
lived side by side with that woman. I
have seen her inmost hesrt. I have learned
for myselt, how possible it is for one to
have the face of an angel and the mind of
a fiend. You, as yet, have not learned
thie, and, therefore, you are shocked and
horrified to say that™ she—that besutiful
angel-taced being—thought lightly of the
crime of murder. But so it was ; and again
I tell you that when she fouad old Madge
knew her secret, and was her enemy, she
straightway resolved to take her life.
*You must understand that when Madge
first asked me if I knew who it was I was
marrying, I snswered in such terms that
the old woman believed Lilian bad told
me she was Madeline Winter.
‘Afterwards, at the cottage, some word
was said which showed ge her mistake
—showed her I simply believed she was
the sister of the murderess not the murder-
ess herself. When she knew that, she was
determined I should hear the truth. This,
of course, was what she’—and again he
pointed to the dead woman in the coffin—
was determined to prevent.
‘She wrote a mote, purporting to come
from me, and sent it to Madgs, asking her
to be at a certain spot, in Upton Wood, as
I wanted a secret enterview with her, and
preferred not to come to the cottage,
where I was sure of being seen by some of
tenantry.
‘Madge fell into the trap. She thought
my suspicions were aroused and she was all
eagerness to verily them. She went toUpton
Wood at the tims appointed—very early in
the morning of my wedding-day. My
bridle met her there, and—think of it,
Morewood!—shot her, and she imagined,
through the heart.
‘Believing ber quite dead, she left her,
and returned to the Court, and, a few hours
later, I received her atthe alter as my
bride. Morewood, do you think mortal
;n;an has ever had stranger experiences than
2

Again that intensely bitter smile crossed
Sir Gerald’s face.

Morewood, as he watched it, thought ir-
resistibly, of Ceesar’s description of the
emile of Cassius—

“*Seldon he smiles, and smiles fn such s sort,

As if he mocked himself, and ecorned his l?lﬂt.
That could be moved to smlie at anything."

‘You will bave judged,’ Sir Geratd re-
sumed, after a slight pause, <that Madge,
when left tor dead, was only unconscious,
the bullet had not pierced the heart. You,
perhaps, remember that the circumstances
which so greatly puzzled everybody, was
the fact of her being found so far from home.
The doctor was quite certain & woman of
her age, could not have dragged herselt
very far after receiving such a wound.
rﬁm he underrated Madge’s wonderful
constitution. As a matter of fact, the spot
where the shot was fired was not more than
two miles from the Court, scarcely so far,
and she bad, during the day, dragged her-
self nearly to the other extremity of the
wood. Lhe thirst for vengeance inspired
her. She wanted to crawl as far as the
Dower House—to which she knew I was
coming with my bride.
*‘This much the poor old soul told me
before she drew her last breath. I will
not attempt to describe my state of mind.
I believe I looked and acted like a mad-
man. If'ever my brain might have been in
danger of giving way, it was that night.
But, I ven, I bave kept my rea-

son h it all.
‘I%hhhm,ﬂm.m
my bride was swaiting me! First getting

isproves ges. Did Nature ever -
give a wicked woman such s face as that?’
*In this case Nature did. Morewood, I
have asked myself, thousands of times—as
I looked on that serene brow and those
lovely eyes—how it was & soul so black
was suffered to disguise itself under so fair
& formP And itwss not herface on-
ly—it was her powers of sssuming virtue
which was so wonderful. I should say
there has, perhaps, never been s more con-
summate actress in the world.

‘For instance when I first asked her to
marry me—yes, and many times aiterwards
—she : d all unselfishness, as ly
as purely disinterested as an 8
And i‘:“ know, now, mgs?ae
had lly made up her mind
to marry me; nay bad come to Vivian
Court with that very p . In every-
thing it was the same. Sne affected great
simplicity of taste in matters of dress, and
seemed literally devoid of any wish for
splendour ; bat, in reality, she loved dress
and jewels, and, for a time, she csjoled me
into actually thinking it was to please me,
and to gratify my pride in her, that she
dressed so richly. I seeit all now. Fool
that I was, not to clearly long ago I"

‘And when’—Morewood spoke doubting-
ly, for he still thought his friend was la|
oring under a hallucination—¢and when did
you finally alter your opinion of Lady
Vere P

‘Early in the spring. Madly as I loved
her, I could not but, at times, thick of that
awtul tale Madge bad told me. I should,
scarcely have been & man it I had not. And
thinking of this, and watching her closely,
day and night, I sometimes thought I de-
tected a something false in her character,
which mede my heart stand still with fear,
‘In her sleep she would look troubled, as
if her dreams were evil ; and now and again
she would murmur a word or two, such as
a murderess might have uttered.

‘Little by little a suspicion that old Mad-
e'st ale was_true crept in upon my mind.
ow you understand why I was moody snd
unlike myself in those days. Many & man
would have gone mad. As it was people
thought me mad, and I was content to Yet
them think so. It accounted for many
things for which I did not choose to give
any other explanation

‘But, et last, my suspicions became s
certawity. You remember the night you
slept at the court ?’

Morewood looked. assent.

Was be likely ever to forget that night P
Greatly he wondered what it was he was
about to hear.

The day before that night, she had all
but convinced me I wronged her by my
suspicions. Never had she seemed so
g00d so altogether incapable of evil. My
love for her awoke as strong as ever.
Sometimes I think she had hypnotic
powers, and by means of them,
could mould me to her will. Baut, how-
ever that might be, she had gained almost
the old ascendancy over me, and I was
ready to fall at ber feet, and ask her to
pardon me for having ever wronged her by
80 much as a single thought.

This happy delusion lasted till we retir-
ed. But that night I bade an eternal adien
to happiness.

To be Continwed.

BRI
There is a certain kind of boy who
he gets mad

always looks for a rock when
but he never throws it.

convinoed
‘Poor old soul ? she had little breath to

the servants out of the way, I went to her




