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took off the pearl-grey satin dreus withI its priceles SpmntLh
point, two hundred yemrs old-the white satin slippers-the
muslin underskirts with their ruchings of Brusmels lace-all
the costly adornmuent upon which Sylvia had bestowed such
interest a few days go. She fung them from her now with a
shudder of aversion, as if they had been more loathsome than
Cinderella's rags.

Céline was about to unfasten the slender gold chain which
held Edmund'liat gift the diamond cross.

"fLeave that where It in," said Sylvia, stopping the giril's
hand. "I shall wr that till I die."

"iWas It possible that adame's mind wandered a little?"
mused Céline.

"iNow give me the plainest dress I have," nid Sylvia, Iwhen
all the bridal finery had been taken away

a But, Madame, there Is the travelling dress al ready for
you to put on-the dove-colour and blue-the bonnet the
veriest gem. Mademoiselle Marchette sald it was an Inspira-
tion. Why not the travelling dres?"

"Be good enough to do saI1bid you. Give me my black
nashmere."

* u The mourning dress ?-but Madame, to goInto black again
after the wedding-lt would bring you misfortune."

A look from Lady Perriam stopped the girl's tongue. She
brought the sombre mourning dress, which made Sylvia's face
seem a shade more ghastly than it had done before.

"That will do," said Bylvia, "and now you can go. Tell
the household my marriage has been put off-perhaps only
till to-morrow-possibly still longer. You will see that my
father has everything that he asks for. I want a fpw hours
rest, and shall lie down. Don't disturb me tili Mr. Standen
calls this afternoon."

"cMr. Standen is going to call. They have not quarrelled,
then," thought Céline. What ean have happened to make ier
look so awfulI ?"

She ran downstairs to discuss this strange event with Mrs.
Tringfold, as they had discussed the course of their mistress's
briefcourtship. The other servants la the housewere strangers,
with whom Céline had no sympathy. They were left to won-
der and speculate among themselves, while Mr. Tringfold and
Céline discoursed in the nursery with closed doors, and a cold
chicken an4 a bottle of champagne from the marriage feast
wherewithal to regale themselves.

"I don't believe there'll be any wedding breakfast at all,"
said Céline. " Se wouldn't look as she does If the marriage
was only put off for a day. There's something deeper than
that."

"I never thought no good would cone of It from the mo-
ment we went among them foreigners," said Mrs. Tringfoid,
with. conviction. "There must be something aitogether wrong
about people when their own native land lsn't large enough
for 'e.'"

Sylvia sat alone In her misery-mat In the centre of the
room, motionless, like a ifeless figure that had been put
there. The broad mid-day sun streamed In at the window
opposite her. The ruthless sun, which shines alike upon the
.jet and the unjust--the happy and the despairing. Once ahe

blftedher eyes to that glad summer sky, and thought hgw the
sunlight and summer of her life had gone out for ever.

"I have tried to be fortunate as well as happy-tried to
have al good things," she refiected, "and In trying for too
Much have lost aIl. I should have been a happy woman if I
had been contented with a reasonable ohare of fortune-satis-
fied with having won Edmund's love, ready to fight the battle
of life with him."

She remembered her father's words on the night of Sir Au-
brey's first visit to the schoolhoue-

"There la a tide in the aMrs of men,
Which taken at the flood leads on to fortune.»

«I took that tide at thef lood," she thought, "and It ha.
drifted me to ruin."

he mat for an hour without change of attitude-and lu that
hour the vision of days that were gone passed before her like
an unfolded scroll, a bitter retrospect, the picture of a life ln
which self had reigned supreme, and which had ended in
deepest self-abasement.

She awakened from that long reverie at last, looked at her
watch, found It was later than she ad thought, hurriedly put
on ber bonnet and mantle-the crape bonnet with its large
veil and narrow fold of whito, the mark of widowhood-th<
loose cahmee mantle. Dressed thus, with ier veil down
she was not likely to attract notice.

She took some money out of her jewel box, and put it into
a small Morocco bag. This bag was ail she took withher.

She opened the boudoir door, went out upon the landing
and listened. Ail was perfectly stilluin theb ouse. She wen
down stair, past the nursery, where she heard the voices o
Céline and U .Tringfold in earnest converse; went bywit
hardly a h of regret for her child,crossedthehall, opene
the streedoor softly, and slipped out.

Once lu the Street h. fiew along with lightfootsteps, turne
the corner of the Crescent Into a wide and busy rond, halied
the firt cab she saw and stepped Into It.

"Drive to the London .bridge Station," he said-" Brighto
line."

She knew there were several ways of gettIng to France, an
that one way was by Newhaven and Dieppe. If they followe
ier they would mont likely take it for granted she had gon
by the Doyer sud Calais route. By choosing the. slower jour
n ay aie vould have a chance of escaping thiem-snpposin
that suyone took the trouble to. follov her-upposing tha
anyone guessed ah. bad gone to France.

At the. station Lady Perriam found that thiere vas a trai
vwhih vould start for Loves lu half an hour, sud that ah
could get on vwih some little delay et Nevhaven, but at New
hayon mshe vould have to vait till midnliht liefore tiie boa
seartod for Dieppe.

Siiehad no definite purpose ln this ilgit-no plan for th
future. No distant ray of hope b.ckoned her ou. 8h. oui
vanted te escape the aame of the. present ; net te hear Ed~
mund's voice accusing sud renouncing iier ,not to brough
face te face vith iier in. 8he vsuted to go tosome corne
ef the earthi, sud die, namolesu ad atone.

Tii. train carried iier to Leves, whiere ah, had te vait
veary hour sud a half before anothier train took her on t
Nevhaven-a dismal pause la wichi that s.lemn scro
viieruliiohr past life vas recorded again unfolded itself, an
agin sh, thought hoy mwet her days might have been ha
ah. asked for leme-bad mih. been content to take hon lot i
blind submiîsion boea the urn of Fat.-r-instead of trylngt
improve upon Destiny '

Al that day ohé had eaten nothing, and for many past days
had lived in a perpetual fever ofihope and fear, always vaguely
dreading that 9rnomethingI" which might happen to frustrate
her scheme of the future ; nover able to repose ln the calrn
assurance that Providence wuld rule her life for the best.
By the time she took her place in the Newhaven train faint-
nes incressed almost to exhaustion. A mist dimmed her
eyes, ber limbe felt heavy and painful. The landscape svam
before ber like a troubledi sea.

She had just strength to get ont of the railway cardage to
follow a porter to the hotel, but ahe had scarcely entered the
sitting-room to whieh a chambermaid oonducted her when aie
fell fainting to the ground.

Thelandlady was summoned, and hearing that the uncon-
slous traveller had no luggage and no attendant, was only
mildly sympathetie.

"Yn ouhd better get her to bed, Jane, and send for the doo-
tor," nid the hosteus, after varions restoratives had been tried
without effect. "She semom very bad."

CHAPTER LXIII.
A voeres or mDUCovsv.

Mr. Bain and his cmpanion drove to the Great Northern
Bailway li allence, took their tickets for Hetfield, and started
lu the mid-day train with as brief exchange of words as was
possible between them. lu the railway carage eau geute-
man had his newspaper, and oach pretended to read it. One,
the accuser, was cool enough, and was even able to take some
interest lu the markets and corn exchange, sud other subjects
that affected his own prosperity. He knew what lay before
him. He was working out a scheme that had been deliber-
ately concocted. He had sworn to have one or two things:
Lady Pernam for his wife, or revenge. That Lady Perriam
would ever be hi wife seemed now beyond al hope, but h.
was going to have his revenge, and h. was not il-satified
with himself. Nor would self-interest bescmficed ln the
indulgence of this erce desire of unregenerate mankind. If
ho oould prove Sylvia Perriam the criminal ho belleved her
to be, h. must needs remain the sole guardian of ber child.
There was no one, to dispute that office wIth hlm, and the
Court of Cbancery would have no ground for ousting him.
During Sir St. Joh's yeia of tutelage he, Shadrack Bain,
would be to ail Intentesand purposes, the master of the Per-
riam estatos.

To him therefore this journey was not a journey ofdMespair.
Yet somé emotion the man mut needs felI If he was not a
more mechanical figure of nome bard metal. He did fel a
certain movement of the heart, au undefined souse of the aw-
fulness of his errand. All that had happened to-day, Lady
Periam's horror-stricken countenance, her undisgued des-
pair, her piteous entresty to Edmund not te go with him to
the madhouse, aIl ai tended to confirm Mr. Bain in his
bellef that Sir Aubrey's death had been his wife's work, and
that the prisoner to be unearthed to-day knew of the crime,
and would proclaim It were his lips unaled.,

t I know what Joseph Ledlamb is pretty well," mused Mr.
Bain, "and I know that he'd lend himself to the concealment
of the vilest crime that was ever done upon erth If ho was
pald well enough for is silence. It shall be my task to let
the light lu upon his sang little home. Lady Perriam rock-
oued upon too much when hei fancied he could make use of a
tool of my providing."

Edmund st lu silence behind his paper, thinking deeply,
but not se much of what lay before him as of that strauge
scene in the vestry. Vainly did he strive to account for Syl-
via's agitation upon any ground consistent with Innocence.
The despairing accents of hem farwell still rang lu his ear.
Had she been guiltless woild ah. have feared his desertion,
could she, who knew the depth of his love, suppose that their
parting vould b. fnal? Yet If guilty, what was the nature

iof ion gult ?
That It was hie hideous crime suggested by Shadrack Bain

t he did not fdr au instant Imagine. Even bad he been capable
of believing ln the Infany of the woman h loved, Sylvia's
denial would have assured him of her innocence, et least upon

i ths one point. Truth had spoken lu her toes-truth had
glorified her countenance in that one supreme moment, When

r with uplifted eyes and handsraised to Heaven she had asserted
t her Innocence.
e That aie bd committed an act of cruelty and Injustice lu
e sending Mordred Perniam to the dreary Imprisonment of a
, private lunatic Asylum, was just possible, and that she was

umitten with shame at the revealmeut of this wrong. Als1
o Edmund Standen knew tco well that this enchantress, for

whose ake h. hd madeso many sacrifices, was notaltogether
, stainless; that sh was not free from the taint of se ihne«
t She might have been glad to get rid of a troublesome.depen.
f dant.-to clear her house of a tiresome Id man. Sh might so
h far beculpable.,
d Whatwouldhedo if hefound tbat it wasso,thatshe had

allowed ecccntricity to be treated as lunacy ;thiat sh bal
d betrayed the trust left her by her huisband, and bai banished
d blordred unnecessaily from the house of his own fathers?

What should ho do? Blame, reprove and thon forgive her
n take her to his heart'again, with aIl ier errors os her hbed

and make It the business and duty of his Hlfe to reform nu
d elevate her character.
d This was the lover's resolve. He would set right the wrong
e sheb ai doue, and thon forgivo her. Even her sin should no
- part hem.
g At Hatield Mn. Bain ired afy, sud after a good deal e
tl talk with the drivor, contrived te make him understand th

direction lu wich he required to b.econvoyed. At fret tii
n flyman asserted that he.never heard toll of no place vithi:
e tventy miles caled the Arbour. But after profound rumIna
r- tion sud scratching bis stnbbiy haIrs a little, opinai tiat h
it did remnember haying had suci a place pointed out te imi oi

Crupekev Common, sud " mighit lbea 'euse vhers they teoo
e folka that vas a trIne cranky ?"
y " That la the place," repliai Mn. Bain, " drive us there a
1- fast as you can."

t" It's s sevon mile drive," remnanked the man dubiously
n " fourteen mlle tuiers sud back, sud my fane will b. fourtoeî

ahillings."
a " I shall net dispute your fane."
o " And something for myself."

l" If yen <rIve quickly tiers sud back P'il give youns crovn,
d nid Edmnnd eager teoend the discussIon.
d " Veryvwell, slr; yen can'tIsay fairer than ith; jumptin
n .only its just as *eli to avold disputes aflorwards, yen ses, s
o it's avicked road betvixI hors sud Crnpekew Common."

The. mas dreve of'at a eaartisih pace, ad the eepanté o

his vehicle wore soon made acquainted with the wickednesu of
the road. Noble prospects and rustic beauty may abound la
the environs of Hatield; but the rond to the Arbour hugged
the uglinessof the land. It layla nnrrow lanes,and by the
margent of waste patches of swampy level, where the ur
land grew nothing but rush or thstte, dock or dandelion ; by
black and dismal waterpools; by scrubby groves of bare and
stuuted trees; by mesudering ditchos, across which pollard
willows leaned aide-long extending scraggy arma, like the oc-
topusa-sauch a landscape as that li .which Macbeth and
Banquo met the wierd aitera. Yet no, Sootland would not
furnih iuch simail and Insignificat ugliness. Her dreariest
landscape owns the grandeur of size-over her most dismal
plains the shadow of srme distant mountain looms lu rugged
nobility, and the wind from wild deer walks rushes across
the barren level like the breth of the Great Goddess Nature.

The scenery grew more hopelessly barren as the travellers
approached the end of theirjourney. CrupikewCommon, was
a desolate fiat, whose duil surface of soddened turf was varied
here and there by a patch of stagnant water, here and there
enlived by a depoudent-looking donkey, dragging me olog
or fetter at its hind-legs-a couvict donkey, condemned to
penal servitude for lif., If one might judge by his look nd
manner. On one aide of the common was a narrow road, and
along this the flyman drove tili he came to a gate lu a dilap-
Idated fence, behind which appeared the Windows of a square
plaster-fronted house, which may have originally belonged to
mone tenant-farmer ln a small way, a house to which neither
welth non teste had added a single charm-the barest shell of
a habitation, les habitable-looking than a gipsy's tont.

" This lu the place Pve heard folks oall the Arbour," nid
the flyman, pointing to the dwelling with a disparaging turu
of is whip.

lu conftrmation of his statement appeared au Inscription lu
white paint on the1 mlate-coloured door:

Tua anmouna.-D. LIUrANS.

" Watt for us,"sid Mr. Baln to the driver, as h. and iis
companion alighted. "Now, Mr. Standen," hi nid, turning to
Edmund, while they walted for the opening of the gate, "*4ItIs
for you or for me to get this old man's secret ont of him. That
he has a secret, and one that will criminate Lady Perriami, ia
a fact upon which I am ready to stake every fanthing I have
in the world."

"i1 am here t see to the bottom of your scheme, sir," an-
swered Edmund, sternly, "I belleve nothing yon assert, I ad-
mit nothing. I am here as Lady Perriam's huiband to see her
righted."

,You had better see Mordred Perniam rigted first," re-
turned Mr. Bain, with a sneer.

The door was opened after some delay by a slovenly maid-
servant, who seemed loath to admit the visitors. It was not
tilt Mr. Bain had told her that they wer friendi of Lady Per-
-riam's that she abandoned her jealous guardianship of the
threshold and lot them psae Into the garden.

Bnch a gardn-a waste of weeds, and mould, and rough
moss-grown gravel-a patch of grass that might once have
been a smiling la a damp sud aucient willow weeping
over a shrunken pou on Whose muddy bosòm two dirty ducks
disported themselves; a wilderness of potherbs on one sdg.
where the cheap and fertile scarlet runner ruled dominant, and
the vegetable marrow sprawled Its tough tendrils and afing
blnated yellow gourds upon the weedy waste.

" I don't know as master will alow you to see Mr. Peeram"
id the girl, ebutlI'llaskIf you'll beuno good as to step into

the drawin' room."
The visitors complied with this request, and were forthwith

ushered into an apartment which made some pretension to
gentility. The walls were blotched with damp, and taued
with mildew. The atmosphere was erthy, but the circular
table boasted a gaily coloured cover and was further adorned
with a green glass inkstand, a papite mtché blotting book
and a photograph album. An uancient eottage piane stood
against one Wall, a feeble old sofa fa d it, a cheap print or
two hinted at Dr. Ledlamb's baste for art. The room was ln
rigid order, and was evidently held sacred to the receptioa of
visitors.

Here the steward and Edmund Studen waited for about a
quarter of su hour, which seemed longer to both. There were
footsteps lu the room above, and a running up aud downstairs,
which might indioste confusion, sud proparation of some kind,
but Mr. LedIamb did not appear.

" Are these people going to keep n heore al day?" ex-
claime4 Edmund, impatiently.

Hewent over to the fireplaceand rang the bell,not anesy
thing to do, for the wire was loose, and his Arat efforts only
produced a distant jangling sound.

" What a house," he exclaimed. c What deeolation and
decay ln everything."

This aspect of misery grieved his soul. It would be harder
now to forgive Sylvia's in. That she had placed ier brother-
In-law under medical restraint, deprived him of actuel liberty,
he, Edmund Standen, might have schooled.hitmself to pardon.
But h. bai expected to And her victim surrounded by al tem.-
poral comtorts, lu the ca of a medical man of position and
reputation, whose name alone would be a guarantee for the

g patient's good treatment.
t To fnd him herse-in his abode of misery-ln a house on

vich abject poverty had set its mark 1 This vas indeed a
f~ blov, sud tue young man-ne vwho a fev honrs ago hiad been
e a prend sud happy lovor..tnrned is back upon Shadrack
e Bain, sud shed tsars at the thought of that callous selfish-
nns 'vich had abandoned a hiarmlesa old man te such su ex-
'istence as mife ln Dr. Lamlamb's rural retreat.

e No answer came to the. bell. Tiers vas a windov down te
n tue gronnd, opening directly ou the veedy patch that bai
kuce been.a lavn.

"ll vait ne longer," nid Mn. Standen, vie had brushed
s avay the. traces of is tsars and ho is veakness b.d es-

capet tue eye of Shadrack BaIn. " l'lexplore this vretched
!, hole for myseil Yen cau corne vith me, on net, as yen pleise
n Mn. Bain."

Tiie maiervant appuared at the, door, just as Edmud
opened tue vindow.

To be contined.

•.Tii. London Noring Post has enbteed upon its l01st year .
& It vas founded Novomber 2, i177%, and lu its issue of Novemi-

ber 3, 1872, deveod su article of .Ight columns te rmieus
If meusse of men sud tings a hundived years mgo,
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