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A TERRIBLE SECRET,

CRAPTER I.

BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOM ELECr.

IRELIGHT falling on soft velvet carpe4 where
whiteý lily buds trail. along azure ground, on
chairs of white-polished wood that glitters like ivory,
with puffy of seats of blue satin ; on blue and gilt

parielled. walls; on a wonderfully carved oaken Siling; on
sweeping draperies of blue satin and white lace ; on half a
dozen lovely pictures ; on an open piano; and last of all,
on the handsonie, an ry face of a girl who stands before it
-Iriez Catheron. .9

The month is August-the day the 29th-Miss Catheron
has good reason to remennber it to the last day of her life.

Btit, whether the August sun blazes, or the january winds
howl, the great rooms of Catheron Royals are ever chilly.
So on the white-tiled hearth of the blue drawing-Toom this
summer evening a coal fire flickers and falls, and the mis-

tress of Catheron Royals stands before it, an angry flush
burning deep red on either dusk cheek, an angry frowm con-
tracting her straight black brows. -

The raistress of Catheron Royals,-tlie biggest, oldest,
queerest, grandest place in all sunny Cheshire,--this slim, dark
girl of nincteen, for three years past the bride-elect of Sir
Victor Catheron, baronet, the last of his Saxon race and

nameq the lord of all these sanny acres, this noble Nommn
pile, the smiling village of C.-Àhýron below. The master of
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a statelv park in Devon, a moor and Il bothy " in the high-
lands, ý villa on the Arno, a gern of a cottage in the Isle of
Wight 11, Adarlingof the gods," young, handsome, healthy;
and best of all, with twenty thousand a year.

She is his bride-elect. In her dark way she is very hand-
some. She is to be married to Sir Victor early in the next

month, and she is as muéh in love with him as it is at all possi-
ble to be. A fair fate surely. And yet while the August night

shuts down, while the wind whistles in the trees, while the long
fingers of the elui, just outside the window, tap in a ghostly

way on the pane, she stands here, ýushed, angry, impatient,
and sullen, ber handsomé lips set in a tight, rigid line.

Sbe is ý,ery dark at all times. Her cousin Vidtor tells
her, laughingly, she is an absolute nigger when in -one of lier

silentrages. Sheliasjet-black hair, and big, brillian't, Spanish
eyes. SheisSpanish. HerdeadmotherwasaCastilian,
and that mother bas left her ber Spanish name, her beautiful,

passionate Spanish eyes, her hot, passionate Spanish lea-rt.
In Old Castile Inez was born ; and when in ber tenth
year ber English father followed his wife to the grave, I'ex
came home to Catheron Royals, tô reign there, a little, im-
perions, hot-tempered Merisco princess ever since.

She did not come alone. A big boy of twelve, with a
shock head of blue-black hair, two wild, glittering black

eyes, and a diabolically handsoine face, came wâh her. It
was ber only brother juan, an imp incarnate from. his cra-
dle. He did not remain long. To the unspeakable relief

of the neigliborhood for miles around, he had vanisbed as
suddenly as he had come, and for years was seen no
more.

A Moorish Princess 1 It is ber cousin and lover's favorite
name for ber, and it fits well. There is a certain barbaric

spýCndor about ber as she stands here in the fireligbt, in ber
trailing purple silk, in the cross of rubies and fine gold that
burns on ber bosom, in the yellow, perfumy'rose in hgýr hair,
looking stately, and beautiful, and dreadfully out of temper.

The big, lonesome bouse is as still as a tomb. Outside the
wind is rising, and the heavy patter, patter, of the rain-beats
on the glass. That, and the light fall of the cinders in the
polished grate, are the only sounds'to*be heard.

A clock on the mantel, strikes seven. She bas not stirred
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for nearly an hour, but she looks up now, her black eyes

full of passionate anacr, passi -nate impatience.

Seven she says, iii a suppressed sort of voice and

he should have been here at six. %Vhat if he should defy

nie ?-what il he does not coine after a1i ? "

She can reinain still no longer. Éhe walks across the

room, and she w.,tlks as only Spanish women do. -She

draws back one of the window-curtains, and leans out into -

the ni(ilit. The crushed sweetness of the rain-beaten roses

floats up to her in the wet darkness. Nothing to bc seen

but the vague tossing of the trees, nothiiig to bc beard but

the sourthing of the wind, nothing to be felt but 'the fast and

still faster fallinu of the rain.
She lets the curtain fall, and returns to the fire.

Il WM he dare defy me ? " she whispers to, herself. 14 Will

he dare stay away ? "
There are two pîctureýýanging over the mantel-she

looks ul-Y at thern as she asks the question. One is the sweet,

patient face of a woinan of thirtv ; the other, the smiling

face of a fair-haired, blue-cyed, good-looking lad. It is a

very pleasant face ; the blue eyes look at you so brig-htly, so,

frankly ; the boyish niouth is so, sweet-teinpered and laugh-

incy that yau stiiile back and fall in love with him at sight.

It is Sir Victor Catheron and bis late mother.

Miss Inez Catheron is in many respects an extraordinary

yoiing làdy-Cheshire soclety has long ago decided that.

They would have been more convinced of it than ever, could

they have seen her turn now to Lady Catheron's portrait and

appeal to it aloud in impassioned words :
é,& On his knees, by your dying bed, by your dying com-,

mand, he vowed to love and cherish me always-as he did

then. Let Iiiiii take care how he trifles with that vow-let

hiiii take care 1 "
She lifts one hand (on which rubies and diamonds flash)

inenacingly, then stops. Over the sweep of the storrn, the

rush of the rain, comes another sound-a seund she has

been listening for, longing for, praying for-the rapid roll of

carriage wheels up týýrive. There can be but one visitor

to Catheron Royals to-night, at this bour and in this storin

its master. X

She stands still as a stone, white as a statue, waiting. She
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loves him ; she bas hungered and thirsted for the sound of
his voice, the sight of his face, the clasp of his hand, ail

these weary, lonely months. In some way it is her life or
death she is to, take from his hands to-nicyl-it. And now he is

liere.
She hears the great hall-door open and close with a clan-, -

she hears the step of the master in the liall-a quick, assured
tread she would know ainong a thousand ; she hears a voice
-a hearty, pleasant, manly, EngUh voice ; a cheery laugh,
she remembers well.

The Chief of Lara has retumed again.11

'.The-qui%-.1V- excitable blood leaps up from lier heart to her
-'Èýý in a rosy rush that makes her lovely. The eyes light,

the lips part-she takes a step forward, all ancrer, ail féar,
ail neglect forgotten-a girl in love goîng to ineet her lover.
The door is flung wide by an impetuous hand, and wet and
splashed, and tall and smiling, Sir Victor Catheron stands
before her.

Il My dearest Iriez!
He comes forward, puts bis arm around her, and touches-

his blon'cle mustache to her flusbed cheek. -
II My dearest coz, Pm awfully glad to see you again, and

looking so uncommonly well too." He -:Iiuts up his eye-
glass to niake sure of this fact, then drops iL Il Uncom-

ruonly well," he repeats ; Il give yoti my word 1 rever saw
you looking, half a quarter so handsonie before in my life.

Ah 1 why can't we ail be Moorish princesses, and wear pur-
ple silks and yellow roses ? "

He flings hituself into an easy-chair before the fire, throws
back bis blonde head, and stretches forth his boots to the
blaze.

11 An bour after time, arn 1 not ? But blame the railway
people-don't blame me. Beastly' sort of weather for the

last week of August-cold as Iceland and raining cats and
dogs; the very dickens of a storm, I can tell you."
He give the fire a poke, the light leaps up and illumines

his handsoine face. He is very like his picture-a little
older-a fittle worn-looking, and with man's 61 crowning

glory," a mustache. The girl has moved a little away from
him, the flush of 41 beautys bright transcient glow " has died
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out of ber face, the bard, angry look bas come back. That
careless kiss, that easy, cousinly embrace, have told theïr
ýtory. A moment ago her heart beat hiy %v*th hope-to,
the day of lier death it never beat like that again.

He does ' n't look at lier; lie gazes at the fire instead, and
talks with the hurry of a nervous man. The liandsorne face
is a very efferninate face, and not even the light, carefully

trained, carefully waxed mustache can hide the weak, irreso-
lute iliolith, the delicate, chatacterless chin. While lie talks
carclessly and quickly, while his slim white fingers loop and

unloop his watcli-chain, in the blue eyes fixed upon the fire
there is an uneasy look of nerv'ous féar,', end into the

keeping of this màn the girl with the dark, powerful face
bas given her heart, her fate 1

'Il It seems no end good to be at, home again," Sir Victor
Catheron says, as if afraid of that brief pausë. Il Youýve no

idea, Inez, how unconinionly familiar and jolly this blue room,
t1iis red fire, looked a moment ago, as I stepped out of the

darkness and rain. It brings back the old times-this used
to be her favorite iiiornincr-rootii he glanced at the mothers
picture, Il and sunirner and winter a fire always burned here,
as now. And you, Inez, cara mia, with ýour gypsy face,
niost familiar of all,"

She nioves over to the mantel. It is very low ; she
leanes one arrn upon it, looks steadily at him, and speaks at
last.

Il 1 am glad Sir Victor Catheron can remeniber the old
tinies, éan still recall his'mother, lias a slight regard left for
Catheron Royals, and am humbly grateful for his recollec-
tion of his gypsy cousin. From his conduct of late it was

hardly to have been expected."
l' It is coming," thinks Sir Victor, with an inward groan

tg and, 0 Lord 1 uihat a row it is going to be. When Inez
shuts her lips up in that tight line, and snaps lier black eyes
in that unpleasant way, 1 k-now to my cost, it means 1 war to,
the knifé.' l'Il be routed with dreadful slaughter, and

Inez's niotto is ever, 1 Woe tô the conqueror l' Well, here
goes ! ',

He looks up at ber, a good-humored. sniile on his good-
looking face.

Humbly grateful , for my recollection of you My
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dear Inez, I don't know what vou mean. As for my ab-
sence--2'

Il As for your absence," she intemipts, Il you were to have
been here, if your nieniory will serve you, on the first of

june. It is now the close of August. Every day of that
absence has been an added insult to me. Even now you

woulçl not have been here if 1 had not written you a letter
yoir-dare not neulect-sent a comniand you dare not dis,.,

obey. You are here to-night because you dare not stay
away.ey

Some of the býÀd blood of the stern old Saxon race froni
which he sprungtein his veins still. He looks at lier fully

still snilling.
Dare not! lie rel-yeats. You use strong language,

Inez. But then vou have an excitable sort of nature, and
were ever inclineà to hYperbole ; and it is a lady's privilege

to talk."
Il And a man's to act. Btit 1 begin to think Sir Victor

Catheron is soinethinc; less than a man. 'l'lie Catheron
blood has bred many an outlaw, many bitter, bad men, but

to-day I beain, to tliink it lias bred sotiiething infinitely
worse-a traitor and a coward
He half springs ul), his eyes flashing, then falls back,, looks

at the fire again, and lauglis.
Meaning me ?
Meaning you."
Stroncr language once more-you assert your preroga-

tive royally, iiiy handsome cousin. Froni whoin did you
inherit that two-edaed tongue of yours, Inez, I wonder ?

Your Castilian Mother, surely ; the woilien of our house
were riever shrews. And even you, niy dear, inay go a little

too far. Will you drop vituperation and explain ? How
have I been traitor and èoward ? It is well we should un-
d.çrstand eacli other ftil'Y-"

He lias grown pale, though lie speaks quietly, and his
blue eyes gleain dangeroubly. He is alwayequiet W'lien most.
angry.

Il It is. And we shail understand each other fully before
we part-be very sure of that. You shali learn what 1 have

inherited froin niy Castilian mother. You shall Icam
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whether you are to play fast and loose with me at your sov-
ereign will. Does your excellent memory stili serve you, or

must I tql you what day the twenty-third of September is
to bc ? "

He looks up at lier, still pale, that smile on his lips, that
gleam in his eyes.

Il My memory serves me perfectly," lie, answers coolly
it was to have been our wedding-day."

Was to have been. As lie ýsl)eaks the words coldlyalmost
crueily, as she looks in his face, the last trace of color Icaves

her own. The hot fire dies out of lier eyes, an awfiil terror
comes in its place. With all lier heart, all lier strength, she

loves the man she so bitterly reproaches. It seems to lier
she can look back upon no time in which her love for him
is not.

And now, it was to have been!
She turns so ghastly that lie springs to his feet in alarm.

Il Good Heaven, 1 nez ! you're not going to faint, are
you? Don't! Here, take my chair, and- for pity's sake don't

look like that. I'm, a wretch, a brute-what was it I said?
Do sit down."

He lias taken lier in his arnis. In the days that are gone
lie lias been very fond, and a little afraid of his gipsy cousin.
He is afraid still-horribly afraid,-if the truth must be told,

now that his momentary ancrer is gonc.
AU the scorn, all the defiance lias died out of lier voice

when she speaks again. The &reat, 1 solemn eyes transtx
hiinwith a look lie can not incet.

IL Was to have been," slie repeats, in a sort of whisper
was to have been. Victor, does tliat inean it never is

to bc? "
He- turns away, shaine, remorse, fear in his averted face.

He liolds the back of the chair with one hand, she clings to
the other as though it held lier last hope in lifé.

Il Take tiiiie," she says, in the sanie slow, whispering way.
I can wait. 1 haye waited so long, what does a few min-

tites more matter now? . But think well before you speak-
there is more at stake than you k-now of. My whole future

lifé hangs on your words. A woman's life. Have you ever
thought what that implies? 1 Was to have been,' you said.
Docs that mean it never is to, bc ? "



16 BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOM ELECT.

Still no reply. He holds the back of the chair, his face
averted, a criminal before his judge.

And while you think," she goes on, in that slow, sweet
voice, Il let me recall the past. Do vou renieniber, Victor,
the day when I and juan carne here from Spain ? Do you

renieinber me ? 1 recall you as plainly at this moment as
thoùgh it were but yesterday-a little, flaxen-haired, blue-

eyed boy in violet velvet, unlikee any child I had ever seen
before. I saw a woiiran with a face like an angel, who took

ine in her arms, and kisscd ine, and cried over nie, for my
fathes sake. We grew up together, Victor, you and 1,

SuCh happy, happy years, and 1 was sixteen, you twenty.
And all that time you had my whole heart. Then came our
first great sorrow, your mothers death."

She pauses a moment. Still lie stands silent, but his left
band bas gone up and covers liis face.

Il You renieniber that last night, Victor-the night she
died. No need to ask you; whatever you niay forge, you

are not, likely to forget that. We knelt together by lier bed-
side. It was as this is. a storiny suinmer night. Outside,
the rain beat and the wind blew ; inside, the stillness of

death was everywhere. We knelt alone in the dimly-lit
roomq side by side, to receive her last blessing-her dying

wish. Victor, iny cousin, do you recall what that wish
was ? y) %

She holds out her arnis to him, all her beart brea-ing forth
in the cry. But he will neitlier look nor stir.

Il With her dying hands she joined ours, her dying eyes
looking at you. With lier dying lips she spoke to vou : 1 Inez

is dearer to me than all the výorld, Victor, except you. She
must never face the world alone. My son, yoti love her
promise rne ou -vill cheris. and protect her always. She
loves -you as no one else ever will. Promise me, Victor,
that in three years froin to-night ý ou will make her your

wife.' These were lier words. Zd you took her band,
covered it with tears and Lisses, and proniised.

Il We b'Uried her," Inez went on, Il and we parted. You
went up to Oxford; 1 went over to*a Paris pensionnat. In

the hour of our parting we went up toaether band in band
to her room. We kissed the pillow where her dýing head.

haxI lain ; we knelt by her bedside as we had done that other
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night. You placed this ring upon my finger; sleepingor

wakincr it bas never left it since, and you repeated your vow,

that that night three years, on the twenty-third of September,

1 sliould be your wife."
She lifts the betrothal ring to her#lips, and kisses it.'

Dear little ring," she says softly, Il it bas been my one

coinfort all these yeaxs. Though all your coldness, ali youre

neglect for the last year and a half, I have looked at it, and

kijown yoti would never break your plighted Word to the

living and the dead.
Il 1 came home froni school a year ago. You were not

here to nieet and welcoine me. You never came. You

fixed the first of june for your coming, and you broke your

Word. Do 1 tire yoit with all these àetails, Victor? But I

must sl)e-i to-ni It will be for the last time-you will

inever give ine cause again. Of the whispered slanders that

bave reached nie 1 do not speak ;- 1 do not belleve them.

Weak you iiiay be, fickle you may be, but you are a gentle-

mari of loyal race and blood ; you will keep your plighted

troýh. Oh, forgive me, Victor 1 Why do you nia-e rue say

such things- to you'? 1 hate myself for them, but your neg-

lect bas driven me nearly wild. What have 1 done? Il

Again she stretches forth her hands in, eloquent appeal.

41 See 1 1 love' you. What mure can I say ? 1 forgive -aU

the past ; 1 ask no questions. 1 believe nothing of the

horrible stories they try to tell me. Only corne back tome..

If I lose you 1 shall die."
Her face is transfigured as she speaks-her hands still

stretched out.
11 0 Victor, corne 1 Il she says « let the past be dead and

forgotten. My darling, corne back 1 " - 0

But he shrinks away as those soft hands touch-h7up, and

pushes her off.
', Let me go he cries; Il don't touch me, Inez !--'-It can

never be. You don't know what you ask 1 " - -e-

He stands confronting her now, pale as herself, iyith eyes

aligh-t. She recoils like one who has received a blow.

Can never be ? Il she repeats.

Can never be 1 Il he answers. I am what you have

called me, Inez, a traitor and a coward. 1 stand here per-

jured before God, and you, and my dead mother. It can



WIFE AND HEIR.

never be. I can never marry you. I am married al-
ready 1 " s

The blow has fallen-the horrible, brutal blow. She
stands looking at hiin'-she hardly scems to coinj)rehend.
There is a pause-the fireliglit flickers, they hear the rain

lashincy the windows, the sou-hing of the gale in the trees.
Theii Victor Catheron bursts forth

41 1 don't ask you to forgive me-it is past all that. I
*make no excuse ; the deed is done. I met her, and I loved

her. She has been my wife for sixteen months, and-there
is a son. Inez, don't look at me like that! I am a scotin-

,0 drel, I know, but--2'
He breaks down-the siaht of her face unmans him. He

turns away, his heart beatincy horribly thick. How long the
ghastly pause that follows lasts he never knows-a century,

countincy by what he undergoes. Once, during that pause,
he sees her fixed eyes turn slowly to hiý mother's picture-

he hears low, strange-sounding words drop from her
lips :

Il He swore by your dying bed, and see howr he keeps his
oath 111

Then tlie life that seems to have died from her face flanies
back. Without speaking to, him, without looking at him,
she turns to leave the room. On the threshold -she pauses
and looks back.

Il A wife and a son," shF says, slôwly and distinctly. Sir
Victor Catheron, fetch them home; I shall be glad to see
them."

CHAPTER II.

WIFE AND REIR.

N a very genteel lodging-house, in the very genteel
Deicrliborhood of Russell Square, early in the after-
noon of a September day, w young girl stands ini-
patiently awaiting the return of Sir Victor Catheron.

This girl is his wifé.
It is a bright, sanny day-as sunny, at least, as a LondS
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day ever can make up its mind to be-and as the yellow,
slanting rays pour in through the niuslin curtains full on face
and figure, you may search and find no flaw in either. It
is a very lovely face, a very gracefül, though petite figure.
She is a blonde of the blondest type : her hair is like spun
gold, and, wonderful to relate, no Yellow Wash: no Gol-
den Fluid, has ever touched its shining abundance. Her
eyes are bluer than the September sky over the Russell
Square chimney-pots ; her nose is neither aquiline nor Gre-
cian, but it is very nice i her forehead is low, her niouth and
chin Il morsels for the gods." The little figure is delici usly
rounded and ripe'; in twenty years froin now she may be a
heavy British matron, with a yard and a half wide waist,
at eighteen years old she is, in one word, perfection.

Her dress is perfection also. She wears a white India
muslin, a marvel of delicate embroidery and exquisite text-

ure, and a great deal of Valenciennes trimming. She has
a pearl and tui qý i oise star fastening her lace collar, pearl and
turquois drops in her ears, and a half dozen diamond rings
on her plump, boneless fingers. A blue ribbon knots up the

loose yellow and you may search the big city from end
to end, and finl nothing fairer, fresher, sweeter than Ethel,
Lady Catheron.

If ever a gentleman and a baronet had a fair and sufficient
excuse for the folly of a low marriage, surely Sir Victor
Catheron has it in this fairy wife-for it is a 9 1 low marriage "
of the most lieinous type. just -seventeen months ago,
sauntering idly along the summer sands, looking listlessly at
the summer sea, thinking drearily that this time next year
his freedom would be over, and his Cousin Inez his lawful
owner and possessor, his eyes had fâllen on that lovely
blonde face-that wealth of shining hair, and for all time-
aye, for eternity-his fate was fixed. The dark image of
lnez as his wife - faded out of his mind, never to return
more.

The earthly name of this dazzling divinity in yellow ring-
lets and pink muslin was Ethel Margaretta-Dobb!

Dobb 1 It might have disenchanted a less rapturous
adorer-it fell powerless on Sir Victor Catheron's infatuated

ear.
lt was at Margate this meeting took place-that most



WIFE AND REIR.20

popular and most vulgar of aU English watering-places ; and
the Cheshire baronet liad looked just once at the peach-

bloom face, the blue eyes of laughing light, the blushing,
dinipling, seventeen-year-old face, and fallen. in love at once
and forever.

He was a very impetuous Young man, a very selfish and
unstable Young man, with whom, all his life, to wish was to
have. He had been spoiled by a doting mother from his

cradle, spoiled by obsequious servants ' spoiled by Inez
Càtheron's botindless worship. And he wished for this
"rose of the rose-bud garden of girls" as he had never
wished for anything in his t'o-and-twenty years of life. -As

a man in a dream he went through that magic ceremony,
,11 Miss Dobb, allow me to present my friend, Sir Victor

Catheron," and they were free to look at each other, talk to
each other, fall in love with each other as iiiuch as they
pleased. As in à. dream he lingered by her side three gol-

den hours, as in a dream he said, Il Good afternoon," and
walked back to his hotel smoking a cigar, the world glorified

above and about him. As in a dream they told hi m she was
the enly daughter and heiress of a well-to-do London soap-

boiler, and he did not wake.
She was the daughter of a soap-boiler. The paternal.

rnanufactory was in the grimiest part of the grimy metropo-
lis; but, remarkable to say, she had as much innate pride,
self-respect, and delicacy as though 11 all the blood of all the
Howards " flowed in those blue veins. - 1

He wasWt a bad sort of young fellow, as young fellows
go, and frantically in love. There was but one queUion to
ask, just eight days after this-I& Will you be my wifé ?
but one answer, of course-" Yes." 0

But one answer, of course 1 How would it be possible
for a soap-boilers daughter to refuse a baronet ? And yet

his heart had beaten with a fear that turned him dizzy and
sick as he asked it; for she had shrunk away for one in-
stant, frightened by his fiery wooing, and the sweet face had

grown suddenly and startlingly pale. Is it not the rule that
all maidens shall blush when their lovers ask the question of
questions ?

TKe rosy , brightness, the miles, the dimples; all faded St
of this face, and a white look of sudden fear crossed it.
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The startled eyes hàd shrunk. from his eager, flushed face
and looked over the wride sea. For fully five minutes she
never spoke or stirred. To his dying day that hour was with

him-his passionate love, his sick, horrible féar, his dizzy
rapture, when she spoke at last, only one word-Il yes." To

his dying day he saw lier as he saw her then, in her surn-
mery niuslin dress, her gipsy hat, the pale, troubled -look

chasing the color from the drooping face.
But the answer was Il yes." Was he- not a baranet ?

Was she not a well-trained English girl ? And the ecstasy
of pride, of joy, of that city soap-boilers family, who, shall

paint ? Awake rny muse " and-but, no ! it passeth all
telling. They bowed down before him (figuratively),
this good British tradesman and his fat wifé, and worshippeýd

him. They burned incense at his shrine; they adored the
ground he walked on;'they snubbed their neiglibors, and

held their 4;hins at an altitude never attained by the family
of Dobb before. And in six weeks Miss Ethel Dobb be-
came Lady Catheron.

It was the quietest, the dullest, the most secret of wed-
dings-not a soul present except Papa and Mamma Dobb, a
military swell in the grenadier guards--Pythias, at present,
to Sir Victors Damon-the parson, and the pew-opener.
He was madly in love, but he was ashanied'of the family
soap-boiling, and he was afraid of his cousin Inez.

He told them a vague story enough of family niatters,
etc., that rendered secrecy for the prescrit necessary, and
nobody cross-questioned the bâronet. That the parson was
a parson, the marriage bow fide, his daughter II my lady,'?
and himself the prospective grandfather of many baroftets,
was enough for the honest soal)-boiler.

For the bride herself, she said little, in a shy, faltering
little way. She was very fond of her dashing, high-born,

iiiipulsive lover, and very well content not to come into the
fui[ blaze and dazzie of high life just yet. If any other
romance had ever figured in her simple life, the story was
finished and done with, the book read and put away.

He took her to Switzerland, to Germany, to Southern
France, keeping well out of the way of other tourists, and
ten months followed-ten months of such exquisite, unal-

loyed blissý as rarely falls to, M'Orul man. Unalloyed,_did I



WIFE A ND HEIR.22

say ? Well, not quite, since earth and heaven are two
différent places. In the dead of 1)ale Southern nights, with
the shine of the moon on his wife's lovely sleeping face ; in
the hot, brilliant noontide ; in the sweet, green gloaming-
Inez Catheron's black eyes came menacingly before hilli-
the one bitter drop in his cup. All his life he had been a
little afraid of her. He was something more than a little
airaid of her now.

They returned. The commodious lodgings in Russell
Square awaited him, and Sir Victor Il went in " for domestic
felicity in the parish of Bloomsbury, Il on the quiet." Very

much "-on the quiet "-no theatre going, no opera, no visi-
tors, and big Captain jack Erroll, of the Second Grenadiers,
his only guest. Four months of this sort of thing, and then

-and then there was a son. .
Lying in h r lacedraped, satin-covered bed, looking at

baby's fat -littýý%1, funny little face, Ethel, Lady Catheron,
bçgan to think. She had time to think in her quiet and

solitude. Monthly nurses and husbands being in the very
nature of things antagonistic, and nurse being reigning po-

tentate at present, the husband was banished. And Lady
Catheron grew hot and indignant that the heir of Catheron
Royak should have to be born in London lodgings, and the

mistress of Catheron Royals live shut up like a nun, or a
fair Rosamond in a bower.

Il You have no relations living but your cousin, Victor,"
she said to him, more coldly than -he had ever spoken in

her life. Il Are you master in your o*n house, or is she'?
Are you afraid of this Miss Catheron, wbo writes you such
long letters (which 1 never see), that you dare not take your
wife home ? "

He had told her something of that other story necessarily
-his former engagement to, his cousin, Inez. Only some-
thing-not the bare ugly truth of his own treachery. ' The'
soap-boiler's daughter was more noble of soul than ihe

baroneL Gentle as she was, she would have despised hira
thoroughly had she known the truth.

Il This secrecy has lasted long enough," Lady Catheron
said, a resolute-looking expression crossing her pretty, soft-

,cut mouth. l'The time has come when you niust speak.
DoWt make me think you are ashamed of me, or afi-aid of
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her. Take me home-it is myright; acknowledge your son

-it is his. W-hen there was only 1, it did not so much matter

-it is différent now."
She lifted one of baby's dots of hands, and kissed it.

And Sir Victor, his face hidden in the shadow of the cur-

tains, his voice husky, made answer -.
I'You are right, Ethel-you always are. As soon as you

both can travel, my wife and child shall corne home with me

to Catheron Royals."
just three weeks later, as the August days were ending,

came that last letter fr* Inez, commanding* his return.

His hour had corne. He3took the next morning train, and

went forth to meet the woman he feared and had wronged.

The afternoon sun drops lower. If Sir Victor returns

,from. Cheshire to-day, Lady Catheron knows he will be here
in a few minutes. She looked at her watch a little wearily.
The days are very long and lonely without him. Looks up

again, her eyes alight. A hansom has dashed up to the

door, and it is her husband who leaps out. Half a minute
and he is in the room, and she is clasped in his arms.

Il My darling ! " he exclaims, and you need only hear the
two words to tèll how rapturously he loves his wifé. !I Let

me look at you. Oh 1 as pale as ever, 1 see. Never
mind 1 Cheshire air, sunshine, green fields, and new milk

shall bring back your roses. And your son and heir, my

lady, how is he ? "
- He bends over the pretty bassinet, with that absurd

patemal look all very new fathers regard the first blessing,

and his mustache tickles baby's innocent nose.
A flush cornes into her face. She looks at him, eagerly.

At last 1 Oh, Victor, when do we go?"
To-morroW, if you are able. The sooner the better."

He says it with rather a forced laugh. Her fàce clouds a
little.

Il And your cousin? Was she very angry 1 'l she ask-ed,
wistfülly ; Il very much surprised ? "

Il Well-yes-naturally, I am afraid she was both. We

must niake the best 'of that, however. To tell the truth, I

had only one interview with her, and that of so particularly
unpleasant a nature, that 1 left next morning. So then we
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start to-morrow ? 1111 just drop a line to Erroll to apprise yhim.
He catches hold of his wife's writing-table to wheel it rr]

near. By sorne clunisiness his foot catches in one of its rE
spidery claws, and with a crash it -topples over. Away gocs ci
the writing case, flying open and scittering the contents far0 SI
and wide. The crash shocks babys nerves, baby begins to
cry, and the new-made marnma flies to her angel's side.

Il 1 say 1 " Sir Victor cries. Il Look here 1 Awkward
thing of me to do, eh, Ethel ? Writing case bro-en too.

Never mind, l'Il pick 'ern. up."
He goes down on his knees boyishly, and be -ns gatherino,

them up. Letters, envelopes, wax, seals, pens and pencils.
He flings all in a heap in the broken case. Lady Catheron
cooing to baby, looks smilingly on. Suddenly he comes to
a full S-W-P-

Comes to a full stop, and holds something before him as
though it were a Snake. A very harmless snake âpparently
-the photograph of a young and haudsome man. For fully
a minute he gazes at it utterly aghast. Good Heaven 1
his wife hears him say.

Holding baby in her arms she glances at hini. The back
of the picture is toward her, but she recognizes it. Her face

turns ashen gray-she moves round and bends it over baby.
14 Ethel! Sir Victor says, his voice stern, Il what does

this mean ?
11, What does what mean ? Hush-h-h baby, darling. Not

so, loud, Victor, please. I Nvan"t to get babe atleep."
64 How comes Juan Catheron!s picture here ? "
She catches her breath-the tone, in which Sir Victor

speaks, is a tone not pleasant to hear. She is a thoronghly
good little thing, but the best of little things (being women)
are ergo dissemblers. For a second she dares not face hini;

then she comes bravely up to time and looks at him over
her shoulder. 1 1

,14 Juan Catheron Oh, to be sure. Is that picture here
yet ? " with a little lauggh. Il I thought I had lost it centu-
ries aa,o." Il Good Heaven 1 " she exclaims inwardly; 111 how
could 1 have been such a4bol 1 "

Sir Victor rises to his feet-a curious passing likeness to,
his dark cousin, Inez, on his fair blo'nde face. IlThen
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yon know juan Catheron.' Youl And you never told

Me.?y
Il My dear Sir Victor," with a little pout, Il donIt be un-

reasonable. 1 should have something to do, if I put you au

curant of all my acquaintances. 1 knew Mr. Catheron-

slightly," with a gasp. 61 Is there any criine in that ? "
,, Yes 1 " Sir Victor answers, in a voice that makes his

wife jurnp and his son cry. Il Yesthere is. I wouldn't
own a dog-if Juan Catheron had -owned hirn before me.
To look at him, is pollution enough -to know him-dis-

grace ! "
IlVictorl Disgrace!'?
«,DisgraceEthell Heisoneofthevilestmostproffi-

gate, most lost ' wretches that ever disgraced a good nanie.
Ethel? I command you to tell me-was this man ever any-

thing to you-friend-lover-what ? 1'
Il And if he has been-what then ? She rises and faces

him proudly. Il Am I to answer for his sins ? "
Il Yes-we all must answer more or less for those who

are our friends. How come you to have his picture ? What
bas he been to you? Not your lover-for Heaven's sake,
Ethel, never that 1 "

Il And why not ? Mind she says, still facing him, her
blue eyes aglitter, Il I doet say that he was, but ýf he was

-what then ?
Il What then ? He is white to the lips with jealout rage

and féar. 41 This then-you should never again be vife of
mine 1

Il Victor!" she- puts out her hand5 as if to, ward off a
blow, Il don't say that-oh, don't say that 1 Amd-and it
isn't true-he never was a lover of mine-never, never 1 "

, She bursts out with the denial in passionate fear and
trenibling. In all her wedded fife she has never seen him
look, heard him speak like this, though she has seen hina
jealous--needlessly-often..

Il He never was your. lover? -«You are telling me the
truth ? "

Il No, no-never 1 never, Victor-dont look like that 1
Oh, what brought that wretched picture here 1 1 knew him.
slightly-only that-and he did give me his photograph.

1-low could I'tell he was the wretch you say he is-how
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could I think there would be any hartn in taking a picture ?
Heseerned.nice, Victor. Whatdidheeverdo?"

ci He seemed nice ! " Sir Victor repeated, 'bitterly and
what did he ever do ? What has he left undone you had
better ask. He has broken every conit-nand of the decalocrue

-every law human and divine. He is dead to us all-his
sister inéluded, and has be»m these rnany years. Ethel, can

1 believe--2'
Il 1 have told you, Sir Victor. You will believe as you

please," his wife answers, a little sul.lenly, turnÎng away from
him.

She understands him. I-Ns very jealousy and anger are
born of his Passionate love for her. To grieve her is tor-

ture to him, yet he grieves her often.
For a tradesrnan's daughter to marry a baronet may be

but one remove from paradise ; still it is a ýemove. And the
serpent in Lady Catheron's Eden is the ugliest and most
vicious of all serpents-jealousy. 14e has never shown his
green eyes and obnoxious claws so, palpably before, and as
Sir Victor looks at her bending over her baby, his fierce
paroxysm of jealousy gives way to a fierce paroxysm of
love.

di Oh, Ethel, forgive me 1 " he says; Il 1 did not mean to,
wound you, but the thouo,,ht of that man-faugh! But I

am a fool to be jealous of you, my white lily. Kiss me
forgive me-we'il throw this snake in th*e grass out;.of the

window and forget it. Only-1 had rather you had told
me.py

He tears up the wretched little mischief-making picture,
and flings it out of the window with a look of disgust. 'Then
they Il kiss and make up," but the stab has been given, and
will rankle. The folly of her past is doing its work, as aU
our follies past and present are pretty sure to do.
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CHAPTER III.

HOW LADY CATHERON CAME ]ROME.

ATE in the afternoon of a September day Sir-Vic-
tor Catheron, of Catheron Royals, brought home

la his wife and son.
His wifeàand son! The county stood astounded.

And it had been a dead secret. Dreadful 1 And Inez
Catheron was jilted ? Shocking 1 And she was a soap-

boiler's daughter ? Horrible 1 And now , when this
wretched, inisguided % young man could. keep his folly a
secret no longer, lie was bi-inging his wife and child home.

The resident gentry sat thunderstruck. , Did he expect
they could call ? (This was the gentler sex.) Plutocracy
rnight jostle aristocracy into the background, but the line
niust be drawn somewhere, and the daughter of a London
soal)-boiler they would not receive. Who was to be posi-
tive there had been a marriage at aIL And poor Inez
Catheron 1 Ah it was very sad-very sad. There was a

well-known, well-hidden taint of insanity in the Catheron
family. It must be that latent insanity cropping up. The
young man must simply be mad. 1 .

Nevertheless bells rung and bonfires blazed, tenantry
cheered, and all the old ýérvants (wi.th, Mrs. Marsh, the
housekeeper, and Mr. Hooper, the butler, at their head)

were drawnup in formidable array to, receive them. And
if both husband and wife were very pale, very silent, and,

very nervous, who is to blame thern ? Sir Victor had set
society it defiance ; it was society's turn now, and then-

there was Inez !
For Lady Catheron, the dark, menacing figure of her hus-

band's cousin haunted her, too. As the bia, turreted, tow-
ered, ivied pile of stone and mortar-'called Catheron Royals,

with its great bell booni-i-ng, -its Union Jack waving, reared
q before the soa p_ýbë'ilers daughter-she absolutely cowered
with a dread t4at had no nàme.

15 1 ým afraid 1 " she said.- , Oh, Victor, I am afmid 1
Re laughed-not quite naturally, though. If the painiul
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truth *tist be told of a baronet and a Catheron, Sir Victor
was afraid, too.

41 Afraid ? " he laughed of what, Ethel ? The ghost of
the Gray Lady, who walks twice in every year in Rupert's
Tower ? Like all fine ol amilies, we have our fine old
family ghost, and would not part with it for the world. l'Il

tell you the Iege1ýd sonie day ; at present 1 screw your cour-
age to the sticking place,' for here we are."

He descended froni the carriage, and walked into the
grand manorial hall, vast enough to have lodged a hun-
dred men, his wife on his arm, his head very high, his face
very pale. She clung to him, poor child 1 and yet she

battled ý hard for her dignity, too. Hat in hand, smilinor
right and left in the old pleasant way, he shock hands with

Mrs. Marsh and Mr. Hooper, presented ' them to my lady,
and bravely inquired for. Miss Inez, Miss Inez was well,
and awaiting him in the Cedar drawing-rooni.

They ascended to the Cedar drawing-room, one of the
grandest rooms in the house, all gilding and ormolu, and

magnificènt upholstery-Master Baby followina, in the arms
of his nurse. The sweet face and soft eyes of Lady Catheron
had done their work already in the ranks of the servants-
she would be an easier mistress to, serve than Miss Inez.

11« If she ever is mistress in her owil house," thought Mrs.
Marsh, who was Il companion, " to Miss Catheron as well as

housekeèper; «« and mistress she never will be while Miss
Catheron is at the Royals."

The drawing-rooni was brilliantly lit, and standing in the
!Ü11 glare of the lamps-Inez. She was gorgeous this_çven-
ing in rnaize silk, that was like woven sunshine ; she had a
white carnella in her hair, a diamond cross on her breas4
scented laces about her, diamonds on her arms and in her

ears. So she stood-a resplendent vision-so Sir Victor
beheld her ag;in- 1

He put up his hand for an instant like one who is
dazzled-then he led forward his wifé, as men have led on a

forlorn hope.
di My cousin," he said, 14 my wife ; Inez, this is Ethel."

There was a certainpathos in the simplicity of the words,
in the tone of his voice, in the look of his eyes. And as

some ver.y uplifited young empress might bow to the lowliest
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of her handmaidens, Miss Catheron bowed to, Lady Cath-
eron.

Il Ethel," she rcpeated, a smile on her lips, Il a pretty
naine, and a pretty face. 1 congratulate you on your taste,
Victor. And this is the baby-1 must look at him."

There was an insufférable insolence in the smile, an in-
sufferable sncer in the coinplinient. Ethel had half extended
a tiniid, li--tnd-Victor had wholly extended a pleading one.

She took not the slightest notice of either. She lified the
white veil. and looked down at the sleeping baby.

Il The heir of Catheron Royals," she said, &'and a fine
baby no doubt, as babies go. 1 don't pretend to, be a judge.
He is very bald and very fiabby, and very fat just at presenL-

Whom docs he resenibie ? Not you, Victor. - 0. no doubt
the distaff side of the house. What do you call him, nurse ?

Not christened yet ? But of course the heir of the house is
always christened at Catheron Rovajs. " Victor, no doubt

you'I'. follow tâe habit of your ancestors, and give hitn his
inother's famlly nanie. Your inother was the daughter of a
marquis, and yau are Victor St. Albans Catheron. Good
custonis should not be dropped-let your son's nanie be
Victor Dobb Catheron."

She laughed as she dropped the veil, a laugh that made
all the blood in Sir Victors body tingle in his face. But he

stood silent. And it was Fithel who, to the surprise of
every one, her husband included, turned upon Miss Cathe-

ron with flashing eyes and flushing cheeks.
'l And suppose, he is christened Victor Dobb Cathe-

ron, what then ? It is an honest Enalish name, of which
none of my family have ever had reason to féel ashamed.
My husband's mother niay have been the daughter of a mar-
quis-my son's mother is the daughter of a tradesrnan-the
naine that has been good enough for nie will be good enough
for him. I have yet to learn there is any disgrace in honest
trade." -é

Miss Catheron smiled once more, a sinile more stinging
'than words.

" No doubt, You have màny things yet to learn, I ara
qqite sure. Victor, tell your wife jhat, however dulcet her
voice may be, itw'ould sound swçëter if not raised so very

high. Of course, iris to be expected-1 make every allow-
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ance, poor child, for the failings, of her--class. The dress-
inry-bell is ringing, dinner in an hour, until then-au-
rez-oir."

Still with that most insolent smile she bows low once
more, and in lier gold silk, her Spanish laces, lier diamonds
and splendor, Aliss Catheron swept out of the room.

And this was Ethel's welcome home.

just two hours later, a young man came walking brisk-ly
up the long avenue leading to the great portico entrance of

Catheron Royals. The night was dark, except for the chill
white stars-hçre under the arching oa-s and elms not even
the starlight shone. But neither for thè da:rkness nor loneli-
ness cared this young man. With his hands in his pockets
he went along at a swinging pace, whistling checrily. He
was very tall ; he walked with a swagger. You could make
out no more in the darkness.

The great house loomed up before him, huge, black, grand,
a row of liglits all along the first floor. 'l'lie young man

stopped his whistling, and looked up with a smile not pleas-
ant to see.

11, Four years ago," he said, between his teeth, il you flung
me from your door like a dog, most noble baronet, and you
swore tolodge me in Chesholmjallif I ever presumedto corne

back. And 1 swore to pay you off if I ever had a chance.
To-nigght the chance has come, thanks to the girl who jilted
me. Youre a young man of uncommonly high stoimach,

my baronet, proud as the deuce and jealous as the devil. l'Il

give your pride and your jealousy a chance to show them-
selves to-night."

He Iiftecýthe massive brass knocker, and brought it down
with a clang that echoed throucyh the house. Then he be-

gan whistling -again, watching those lighted, lace-draped win.
dows.

he was sayinc; inwardly, «I to think ôf ourAnd to thi.ki Z>
Ettle Ethel being mistress here. On my wýýrd it's a lift in
lifé for the soal)-boilcrs pretty daurrhter. I wonder what
they're all about up there now, and how Inez takes it. 1
should think there must have been the dickens to, pay when
she heard it first."

The heavy door swung back, and a dignified elderly gen-



4

HO W LAD Y CA THER ON CAME HOME. 31

tlernan, in black broadcloth and silk stockings, stood gazing
at the intruder. The young man stepped from the outer
darkness into the Eghted vestibule, and the elderly gentle-
man fell bac- with a cry.

Nfaster Juan 1"
Mister juan, Hooper, if you please - Mister Juan.

wiiiiaiill rny àld cockalorum, my last rose of summer, how
gocs it ? ',

He grasped the family butlers hand with a jolly laugh,
and gave it a shake that brought tears of torture to its

owner's eyes. In the blaze of the hall chandelier he stood
revealed, a big fellov, with eyes and hair raven black, and a

bold, bronzed face.
Il What, Villiam 1 friend of my childhood's day,% 1 none

knew thee but to love thee, none named thee but to praise'
-not a word of welcome ? Stricken dumb, at sight of the

prodigal. son l-,say Wheres the rest ? The baronet,
you know, and my sister, and the new wife and kid? la
the dining-room ?

Il In the dining-room," Mr. Hooper is but just able to
gasp, as with horror pictured on his face he falls back.

Il All right, then. Don't fatigue your vener@ýble shanks
preceding me. 1 know the way. Bless you, William. bless
you, and be happy 1 "

FTe bounces up the stairs, this lively young man, and the
next instant, bat in hand, stands in the large, handsoine,
brilliantly lit dining-room. They are still lingering over the
dessert, and with a simultaneous cry, and as if by one im-
pulse, the three start to their feet and stand confounded.
The young man strikes a tragic theatrical attitude.

Scene-de*iing-room of the reprobate « Don Giovan ' ni'
-tremulo m, ic, lights half down-enter statue of virtuous

Don Pedro." He breaks into a rollicking laugh and changes
bis tone for that of every-day life. Il Didn't expect me, did.
you ? " he says, addressing everybody. Il joyful surpriseî

isn't it ? Iriez, how do? Baronetý your humble servant.
Sorry to intrude, but I've been told my wife is here, and Vve

come after her, naturally. And here le is. Ethel, my dar-
ling, who'd have thought of seeing you at Catheron Royals,
an honored guest? Give us a kiss, my anget and say
you're glad to sec your scmpegrace husband back."
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He strides forward and has her in his arrns b.-fibre any one
can spealý-.. ile stoops lus blacl,-be,r(ll-(l fice to kiss lier,

jýibt as with a gasping sol), her golden head falls on 'his
shoulder and she faints, dead away.

CHAPTER IV.

ÈLL NOT BELIEVE BUT DEýDEM0.A% HONFST."

TH a cry that is like nothing human, Sir Vic-
tor Catheron leaps forward and tears his fainting

E l wife out of the grasp of the black-bronzed, bearded,
piratical-looking younc; man.

You villain 1 " he shouts, hoarse with amaze and fuiry
stand back, or by the livino, Lord l'Il have your lifé! You

scoundrel, how dare you lay hands on my wife 1
Il Your wife 1 Yours 1 Conne now, 1 like that! It's

aaainst the law of this narrow-minded country for a woman0
ta have two husbands. You're a macnstrate and 011,ylit to

know. Don't call names, and do keep your tçmper-vio-
lent language is unbecoming a gcntleman. and a baronet.
Inez, what does he mean by calling Ethel his wifé ? "

Il She is his wifé," Inez answers, her black eyes glittering.
cc Oh, but l'Il be hanged if she is. She's mine-mine hard

and fast, by jingo. There's some little misunderstandincr
here. Keep your temper, baronet, and let us clear it up. .1

rnarried Miss Ethel Dobb in Glasgow, on the tlIrteenth of
May, two years arfo. Now Sir Victor Catheronýzhen did
you niarry her."

Sir Victor made no answer; his face, as he stood support-
ing his wife, was ghastly with rage and féar. Ethel lay like
one dead; juan Catheron, still 'einifiently good-humored
and self-possessed, turned to his sister -
111 Look here, Inez, this is how it stands : Miss Dobb was

only fifteen when 1 met her first. It was in Scotland. We
fell in lave with each other; it was the suddenest case of
spoons you ever saw. We exchanged pictures, we vowed
vows, we did the 1 ineet me by rnoonlight alone ' business-
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youknow the programme yourself. The time came to part
-Ethcl to return -to school, I to sail for the China Sea-and

the day we left Scotiand we went into church and were mar-
ried. There ! I don't deny we parted at the church door,

an(l have never met since, but she's iny wife ; mine, baronet,
by jove ! since th-- first marriage is the legal one. Come,
nov 1 You don't mean to say that youýve been and married

another félloWs wifé. 'Pon rny word, you know I shoulddt
have belleved it of Ethel."

Il She is reviving," Inez said.
She spoke quietly, but her eyes were shining like black

stars. She knew her brother for a liar of old, but what if
this were true ? what if her vengeance were here. so, soon
Slie held a glass of iced champagne to the white lips.

Drink 1 " she said, authoritatively, and Ethel mechani-
cally drank. Then the blue eyes opened, and she stood

erect in Sir Victoes arms.
Oli what is it ? " she said. What has happened ?

Her cycs fell upon the dark intruder, and with a cry of
féar, a shudder of repulsion, her hands flew up-and covered
her face. 1

Il Don't be afraid, my darling," Sir Victor said, holding
her close, and looking with flashing, defiant eyes at his
enemy ; Il this coward has told a monstrous falsehood:

Deny it, my love. 1 ask no rnore, and my servants shall
kick him out."

Il Oh, *shall they said Mr. Catheron well, we'11 see.
Now, Ethel, look here. I don't understand this business,

you knov. What does Sir Victor mean by calling you his
wife ? It isn't possible you've gone and commàted bigamy
-there must be a mistake. You are my wife, and as such

1 cLaim YOU."
Il Ethel, you hear that," Sir Victor cried in a voice of

agony; Il for Heaven's sake speak 1 The sight of this fellow
-the sound of his voice is driving me mad. Speak aÙd
deny this horrible charge."

She can't, ". said juan Catheron 1
I can 1 1 do 1 1' exclaimed Ethel, starting up with

flushing face and kindling eyes ; Il It is a monstrous lie.
Victor ! 0, Victor, send him away 1 It iset true-it isn%
it isn't 111 t
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'l Hold on, Sir Victor," Mr. Caiheron, interposed, ,let
me ask this youncs lady a question or two. Etheï, (Io you

reinember Mav, t wo years ago in Scofland ? Look at this
picture ; its yours, isn't it ? Look at this ring on iny little
finger ; yo « gave it to me, didn't you ? Think of the little
Glasgow presbytery where we went through the ceremon
and deny that I'm your husbarxi, if you can."

But her blood was up-gentle, yielding, timid, she had
yet a spirit of her own, and hýer share of Britisli Il pluck.",

She faced her accuser like a small, faix-haired lioness, her
eyes flashing blue fire.

I do deny it 1 You wretch,'how dare you corne hére
with such a lie 1 She turned her back upon him with a

scorn under which even he winced. Il Victor ! " she cried,
lifting her clasped hands to her husband, 61 hear me and for-

give me if you can. 1 have done wrong-n-rong-but I-I
was afraid, and-I thought he was drowned. I wanted to tell

you ali-1 did, indeed, but papa and mamma were afraid
afraid of losing you, Victor. I told you a falsehood about the

photograph-he, that wretch, did give it to me, and--2' her
face drooped with a bitter sob-Ilhe was my lover then,
years ago,- in Scotland."

Il Ah 1 " quoted Mr. Catheron, Il truth is mighty and will
prevail ! Tell it, Ethel the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth."

"Silence, Sir!" Lady Carneron cried, "and don't dare
callmeEthel. IwasonlyfifteenVictor-tiiinkofitachild
of fifteen, spending my holidays in Glasgow when 1 met

him. And he dared to make love to me. It arnused hin-i
for the tii-ne-representing himself as a sort of banished
prince, a nobleman in disgilise. He took my silly, girlish
fancy for the tiine. What did I at fifteen know of love?
The day I was to return home, we exchanged pictures and
rings, and he took me out for a last walk. He led me
into a solitary chapel, and made me join.hands, and pledge

myself to be his wifé. There was not a soul in the place
but ourselves. As we left it we met papa. We shook
hands and parted, and until this hour I have never since
set eyes on his face. Victor, don't blame me too niuch-
think what a child I was-rerneinber 1 was afraid of him.
The instant he was out of my sight I disliked him. He
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wrote to me-1 never answered his letters, except once,
and then it was to retur-n his, and tell him to trouble me no
more. That is all. 0 Victor ! don't look like that
am sorry-1 am sorry. Forgive me or I shall die."

He was ashen white, but there was a dignity about him
that awed into silence even the easy assurance of Juan

Catheron. He stooped and kissed the tear-wet, passionate,
pleading face.

Il 1 believe you," he said; Il your only fault was in not
telling me long ugo. Don't cry, and sit down."

He placed her in a chair, walked over, anj confronted
his cousin.

Il Juan Catheron,", he said, Il your are a slanderer and a
scoundrel, as you always were. Leave this house, and never,

whilst i live, set your ' foot across its threshold. Five years
ago you committed a forgery of my name for three thousand
pounds. I turned you out of Catheron Royals and let you

go. I hold that forged check yet. Enter this house again,
repeat your infarnous lie, and you shall rot in Chesholrn

jail 1 1 spared you then for your sisters sake-for the
name you bear and disgrace-but come here again and de-

fame my wifé, and l'Il transport you though you were my
brother. Now go,'and never corne back."
He walked to the door and flung it wide. Juan Catheron

stood and looked at him, his admirable good-hunior unruffied,
sornething like genuine admiration in his face.

Il By Jupiter 1 " he exclaimed, Il who'd have thought it
Such a milk-sop as he used to be! Well, baronet, 1 don't
deny you got the upper hand of me in that unpleasant little

affair of the forgery, and Portland Island with a chain on
my leg and hard labor for twenty years I doWt particularly

crave. Of course, if Ethel won't come, she won't, but I say
again ies deuced shabby treatment. Because, baronet, that

sort of thing is a marriage in Scotland, say what you like. I
suppose ies naturgl she should prefer the owner of Catheron
Royals and twenty thousand per annunî, to a poor devil of
a sailor like me ; but all the sarne ies hard lines. Good-by,

liiez-be sisterly, can't you, and corne and see afellow. Fra
stopping at the 1 Ring & Bells,' in Chesholm. Good-by,

EtheL « Thou hast learned to love another, thou hast brokçn
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evcry vow,' but vou mi-ht shake hands for the sake of old
tilli'cs. Yoli woii't-wellý good-by without. The next

tim-- 1 niarry l'Il inake suze of iny wife."
H-- sivaýi-,Tered out of the room, giving Sir Victor a friendly

and forylviiiu nod, flung lus wicie-a%-,ake on his black curls,
clattered down the stairs and out of the house.

By-by, Williatii," he said to the butler. Prn off again,
you see. Most inhospitable lot I ever saw-never so much

asofferednieaglassofwlne. Good-ninhýrnydaisy. Ohriver!
as they say in French. Oh river! "

The door closed upon him. He looked back at the lighted
windows and laughed.

I've given thern a rare friorht if nothing else. She went
off stiff at sight of ine, and hc--egad ! the little fair-haired
baronees plucky after all-such a i-nolly-coddle as he used
to be. Of course her being iiiy wife's all bosh, but the scare
was good fun. And it won't end here-my word for it. He's

as jealous as the Grand Turk. I hope Inez will come to see
nie and give me sorne nioney. If she doesuýt I must go
and see her, that's all."

He was gone-and for a moment silence reig.ed.
Liorhts burned, flowers bloo-nied, crystal and silver shone,

rare wines and rich fruits 'glowed. But a skeleton sat at
the féast. juan Catheron had done many çvil deeds in his
lifetime, but never a more dastardly deed than to-night.

There was a flash of intolerable triuniph in the dark eyes
of Inez. She detested lier brother, but sbe could have kissed

him nov. She had lost all, wealth, position, and the inan
she loved-this el with the tai)gIed yellow hair and pink

and white face had taken all frorn her, but even her path
was not to be altogether a path of roses.

Ashen pale and with eyes averted, Sir Victor walked back
and resumed his seat at the table. Ashen pale, trembling
and frightened, Ethel sat where he had placed her. And no
one spoke-,,vhat was there to be said ? -

It was a fortunate thing that just at this juncture baby
should see fit to wake and set up a disrnal cry, so shrill as

to penetrate even to the distant dinner-rooin. Lady
Catheron rose to her feet, uttered a hasty and incoherent

apol6gy, and ran ftorn the roorn.
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She did not return. Peace reigned, the infant heir of the
Catherons was soothed, but his manitna, went downstairs no

more that night. She lingered in the nursery for over an
hour. Soniehow byher babysside she felt a sense of peace
and saféty. She dreaded to, ineet her husband. Mat must
he think. of her ? She. had stooped to concealment, to false-

hood-would. he ever love her or trust her again?
She went at last to her roonis. On the dressing-table wax

lirrhts burned, but the bedroom was unlit. She seated her-
self by the window and looked out at the starlit sky, at thé-
darkly-waving trees of the park. Il And this is my welcome
hoine," she thought, Il to find in my husband's house my
rival and enemy, whose first look, whose first words are in-

sults. She is mistress here, not I. And that fatal folly of
niy childhood. coaie back. That horrible man! " She

shuddered as she sat -alone. Il Ah, why did I not tell, why
did Matuma beg me to, hide it from him ? She was so afraid
he would have gone-so afraid her daughter would miss a
baronet, and I-I was weak and a coward. No, it is ali

over-he-will never care for me, never trust me again."
He came in as she sat there, mournful and alone. In the

dusk of the chamber the little half-hidden white figure
caught his eye, the golden hair glimmering through the dusk.

Il Ethel," he said, Il is that window open ? Come away
immediately-you will take cold in the draught."

He spoke gently but very coldly as he had never spoken
to her before. She turned to him, with a great sob.

Il Oh, Victor, forgive nie ! " she said.
He was silent for a moment. -He loved her with a great

and passionate love ; to, see her weep was torture, to see
her suffer, misery. She had never been dearer ihan in this
hour. Still he stood aloof, torn by doubt, racked by jeal-
ousy.

Il Ethel," he cried out, Il why did you deceive me ? I
thought-1 could have sworn you were all truth and inno-

cence, stainless as a Ely, white as an angel. And to
think that another man-and of all men juan Catheron.
No. I caet even think of it-it is enough to drive me
niad 1 "

She fell down on her knees before him and'he'd up her
clasped hands. 

%*ý
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1 was only a child, Victor. 1 knew nothing of him,
nothing of love. 1 have done wrong, shai-nefullv, sinfully

wrong in concealing the-truth, but you were so exaCtin , so

jealous, and 1 was so, afraid of losing you. 1 loved you so
_I loved yon so. 0, Victor, forgive me or 1 shall die ! "

He looked down at her, the hatred that is twin sister to

love in his eyes.
Il And I was a baroneL Had that anything to do with

your féar of losing me, or was the deception, the falsehood,
caused wholly by love ?

It was the first cruel thing he had ever said to her, re-

pented of as soon as said. She arose to her feet and turned
away.

64 1 have deserved it," she in swered. I told you a false-
hood once-why should you believe me now ? 1 have no

more to say. The woman who had ever known juan Catheron,
could be no wife of yours--that was your sentence-wa-s I

likely to, confess after hearing it ? I hid the truth for féar of
losing you-attribute the motive to, what you please. 1 ani
yours to dispose of as you see fit. Send me away if yoa

like. It will be no more than 1 deserve."
She stood with her back toward him looking out into

the nighL He was standing also, quite still, listening and
watching her. Send her away. She knew him well; knew

that it was as utterly impossible he could let her go, could
live without her, as that she could reach up and remove one

of those shining stars.
Il Send you away," he repeated; 11, send you away, Ethel 1

my love, my wife 1 "
She was in his arins, held to him. in a strained embrace.

She trembled, she shrank in his grasp. The fierce impe-
tuosity éf his love frigfitened her, at times.

Il Then you do forgive me ? "' she whispered. Oh,
Victor, 1 am, I am sorry. Indeed, indeed, my darling, it

was because 1 loved you 1 dared not tell. «You forgive nie, 1
know, but let me hear you say it."

,,,, Forgive you! Ethel, is there anything in the world I
would not forgive ? 1 have heard of men who went mad and
died for wornen. I laughed at thera once-I can understand

it now. I should die or go mad if I lost you. 1 forgive you,
but-if you had only told me before."
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There was a little sob, and her head lay on hi shoulder.
&I I tried to once or twice-I did indeed, but ou know

what a coward 1 ani. And niaiuma forbade my tell g-that
is the truth. She said I liad been a little fool-th was all

over and done with-no need to be a great fool elling My
own folly. And after we were marned, and saw you
jealous of every man I looked at-you know you ere, sir!
-1 was more scared than ever. 1 thought Juan Catheron
was dead. 1 never wrote to him. -1 had returned all bis
letters. I thought I had destroyed his picture ; I never knew
that I had done so véry wrong in knowing hirn at a14 until
that day in Russell Square. But Victor-busband-only

forgive me this once, and l'Il never, never have a secret from
you again as long as I live."

She was little better than - a child still-this pretty youthftil
matron and mother. And with the sweet, pleading face
uplifted, the big.tlue eyes swimming in tears, the quivering
lips, the pathetic voice, he did what you, sir, would have
done in bis placè-kissed and forgave her.

CHAPTER V.

IN THE TWILIGHT.

0 words can be strong enough to reprehend your
conduct, Victor. You have acted disgracefully;
you are listening, sir,-disgracefully, I .6ay, to your
cousin ltiez. And you ar ' e the first -of your line -

who has blurred the family escutcheon. DulCeetdaughters
have entered Catheron Royals as brides. It -was left for
you to wed a soap-boilers daughter! "

Thus Lady Helena Powyss, of Powyss Place, to her
nephew, Sir Victor Catheron, just one fortnight affier that
memorable night of bis wife and heies coming home. The

young man stood listening in sullen anger, the red blood
mounting to bis very temples. His Cousin Inez had man-
aged during the past two weeks to make bis existence as

thoroughly uncomfortable as a thoroughly jealous and spite-
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ful woman can. He had flown at last to his aunt for comfort,
and this is bow lie got it.

Il Lady Helena," he burst forth, 41 this is too much Not
even from yon wil4 1 bear it. A soap-boilers daughter my

wifé may be-it is the only/charge that can be brought
.against her. I have married to please myself, and it docs
please me enormously. Inez, confound her! badgers me

enough. I dida't expect, Aunt Helena, to be badgered by
you.,

I have no sh to badger you. I bring no charge
against your wifé. I have seen her but once, and personally
I like her excessive I believe her to be as good as she
is pretty. tut aggain _yûur conduct 1 do and nill protest.
You have çr'elly, shaniefully wronged your cousin-humil-

iated her beyond all telling. I can only wonder-yes,
Victor, wonder-that with her fiery nature she takes it as
quietly as she does." 1

'CAs quietly as she does Good Heavens burst forth
this 41 badcrered. " baronet. You should live in the same

house wZ ber to find out how quietly she takes it. Women
undeuftnd how to torture-they should have been grand

inquisitors of a Spanish inquisition, if such a thing ever ex-
isted. I am afraid to face her. She stabs my wife in ififfy

digèrent ways fifty times a day, and I-my guilty conscience
woWt let me silence her. Ethel has not known a happy

1our since she entered Catheron Royals, and all through ber
infernal serpent tongue. Let hertakecare-if shewereten

times my cousin, even she may go one step to far."'
Il Does that mean, Victor, you will turn hér from Catheron

Roy 1 ? ', 1

tilts means that, if you like. Inez is my cousin, Ethel is
rny wife. You are her friend, Aunt Helena; you wili be do-

ing a friendly action if you drop her a hint 1 wish you
good-morning."

He took his hat and turned to go, his handsome blonde
face sullen and set.
e Ci Very well," Lady Helena answered; Il I will. You are
to blame-not that poor fair-haired child. I will speak

to Inez; and, Victor, I will try tci forgive you fcr your
mothessake. Though youbroke herheart shewould have

forgiven you. I will try to do as she would have done---and
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1 like the little thing. You will not fail me on Thursday
next? IfItake upyourwife all the neighborhoodwillyou

niay dependL"
Il We are not likely to fail. The invýitation is like your

kindness, Aunt Helena- Thanks very much 1 "
His short-lived anger died away; he gave his hand frankly
to his atint. She was * his wife's friend-the only one who

had ta-en the slightest notice of her since her arrival. For
the resident gentry had decided that they couldn't-really
couldn't---call upon the soap-boilers daughter.

Sir Victor Catheron had shocked and scandalized his order
as it had not been shocked and scandalized for half a cen-
tury. A bankees daughter, a brewees daughter, they were

prepared to accept-banking and brewing are genteel sort
of things. But a soap-boiler !-and married in secret !-and
a baby born in lodgings !-and Miss Catheron jilted in cold

blood 1-0ýÀt was shameful!-shameful ' ! No, they could
not call upon the new Lady Catheron-well, at least until
they saw whether the Lady Helena Powyss meant to take
her up. -

Lady Helena was the only sister of the young baronef s
late mother, with no children of her own, and very strongly
attached to both Sir Victor and Inez. His mothers dying
desire had been that he should marry his cousin. He had
promised, and Lady HelenWs strongest hope in life had

been to see that promise fulfilled. The news of his low
marriage fell upon her like a thunderbolt. She was the

proudest of dowagerswhen had a Catheron made a mesai-
fiance before ? No ; she could not forgive him-could
never receive his wifé.

But when he came to her, pale, sad, appealing for pardon,
she relented. It was a verv tender and wornanly heart, de-

spite its pride of birth, thai beat in Lady HelenWs bosom;
and jally Squire Powyss, who had seen the little wife at the
Royals, took-sides with his nephew.

Il les done, and can't be undone, my dear," the squire
said, philosphically ; Il and it! s always wise to make the best

of a bad bargain ; and'pon my life, my love, it's the sweetest
little face the sun ever shone on! Gad! I'd have done it

rnyself. Forgive hini, my dear-boys wili be boys-and go
and see his wifé."
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Lady Helena yielded-love for her boy stronger than
pride or ancrer. She went; and there canie into one of the

dus- drawina,-rooms of the Royals, a little white vision, with
fair, floating hair, and pathetic blue èyes-a little creature,
so like a child, that the tender, motherly heart of the great
lady went out to lier at once.

You pretty little thing she said, taking ber in ber
arnis and kissincr ber as though she had been eight rather

than eighteen. Yoiere nothing but a baby yourselÇ and
you have got a baby they tell nie- Take me to see him, my
dear."

They were friends from that hour. Ethel, with grateful
tears in her eyes, led ber up to the dainty berceaunette
where the heir of Catheron. Royals siept, and as she kissed his

velvet cheek and looked pityingly from babe to motber, the
last rernains of anger died out of ber heart. Lady Helena

Powyss would Il take Lady Catheron up."
ci She's pretty, and gentle, and good, and a lady if ever I

saw one," she said to Inez Catheron ; Il and she doesn't
look too happy. Dont be to hard on her, my dear-it isnt
ber fault. Victor is to blame. No one féels that more
than I. But not that blue-eyed child-try to forgive ber
Inez, rny love,. A little kindness will go a long way there."

Inez Catheon sitting in the sufflit window of ber own
luxurious room, turned her face frorn the rosy sunset sky
full upon ber aunt.

41 1 know what I owe my cousin Victor and bis wifé,"
she answered steadily, Il and one day 1 shall pay my debC
The large, lustrous Spanish eyes turned once more to the

crirnson light in the western sky. Some'of that lurid splen-
dor lit ber dark, colorless face with a vivid glow. Lady
Helena looked at ber uneasily-there was a depth here she
could not fathorn. Was Inez Il taking it quietly " after
all ?

Il 1-I dont ask you to- forgive him, my dear," she said,
nervously-l' at least, just yet. I don't think I could do it
niyself. And of course you can't be expected to féel very
kindly to her who bas us4ed your place. But I would let
ber alone if 1 were you. Victor is master here, and bis wife
must be mistress, and naturally he doesn!t like it. You might
go too far, and then--2'
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Il He might turn me out of Catheron Royals-is that what
you are trying to say, Aunt Helena ?

Well, i-ny.dear---2
Victor was to see you yesterday. Did he tell you this ?

No need to distress yourself-I see he did. And so 1 atn
to be turned from Catheron Royals for the soap-boilers

dauuhter, if 1 don't stand aside and let lier reign. It is well
to be warned-1 shall not forge it."

Lady Helena wasat a loss. What could she say? What'
could she do? Something in the set, intense face of the

girl friglitened her-absolutely frightened her. She rose
hurriedly to go.

Il Will you come to Powyss Place on Thursday next ?
she asked. Il I hardly like to press you, Inez, under the

circumstances. For poor Victors sake I want to make the
best of it. I give a dinner party, as you know ; invite all

our friends, and present Lady Catheron. There is no help
for iL If I take lier up, all the country will ; but if you
had rather not appear, Inez---ý'

There was a sharp, quick, warning flash from the black
eyes.

Il Why should I not appear Victor rnay be a coward-
1 am not. 1 will go. I will face our whole visiting list, and
defy them. to, pity nie. Take up the soap-boilerls heiress by

all means, but, powerful as you are, I doubt if even you will
be able to keep her afloat. Try the experiment-give the
dinner party-I will be there."

44 les a very fine thing for a tradestnaWs daughter to
marry a rich baronet, no doub7t," commented Lady Helena,

as she was driven home; "but, with Inez for my rival, 1
Ehouldn'.t care to risk it. I only hope, for my sake at least,
she will let the poorcthing alonie next Thursday."

The 19 poor thing "" indeed 1 ICSir Victor's life had been
badgered during the past fortnight, his wife's life had been
rendered nearly unendurable. Inez knew so, well how to
stab, and -she never spared a thrust. It was wonderful, the

bitterest, stinging things she could say over and over again,
in lier slow, legato tones. Shenever spared. Her tongue
was a two-edged sword, and the black deriding eyes looked

pitilessly on her victim's writhes and quivers. And Ethel
bore it She loved her husband-he féared his cousin-for
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bis sake she endured. Only once, affer some trebly cruel
stab, she had cried-,aloild in her passionate pain :

111 can't endure it, Victor-1 cannot 1 She will -111 nie.
Ta-e me back to London, to Russell Square, anywhere away

from vour dreadful cousin 1
He had scothed, her as best he might, and riding ýver to

Powyss Place, had given his aunt that warning.
94 Il It will seern a horribly cruel and inhuman thing to turn

her from, the borne where she ýaS Teigned mistress ào long,"
he said to 'hiffiself. 1 n-ill never be able to, hold up iny

head in the county aîter-but she must let Ethel alone. By
fair means or foul she nius.t.

The day of Lady Helena Powyss' party carne-a terrible
ordeal for Ethel. She had grown miserably nervous under
the life she had led the *past two weeks the ceaseless
mockery of Miss Catherods soft, scornful tones, the silent
contempt and derision of her hard black eyes. What should

she wear? how should she act? What if she niade sonie
absurd blunder, betraying her plebeiâm birth and breeding ?

What if she mortified fier thin-skinned husband ? Oh! why
was it necessary to go at all ?

&& My dear child," her husband said, kissing her good-hu-
moredly, 14 it isn't worth thit despairing face. C just put on
one of your pretty dinner-dresses, a flower in your hair, and

your pearls. Be your own simple, hatural, dear little self,
and there will not be a lady at Aunt Helena's able to shine
you down."

And when an hour after, she descended, in a sweeping
robe of silvery blue, white lilies in her yellow hair, and pale
pearls clasping her slim throat, she looked fair as a dr'eam.

Inez's black eyes flashed a il as they fell up-)n her.
Soap-boiles daughter she ini"Y,htJ e, with the blood of many

Dobbs in her veins, but no you g peeress, born to the pur-
ple, ever looked more graceful, rior e refined.

For Miss Catheron herself, she was quite bewildering in a
dress of dead white silk, soft laces and dashes of crinison
about her as ustial, and rubies flashing here and there. She
swept on to the carriage with head held haughtily erect, a
conteraptuous emile on her lips, like anything on earth but

». a jilted maiden.
..Lady Helends rooths were filled when they entcred; not
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one invitation had been declined. Societyý had milstered in
fullest force to sec Sir Victor Catheron'ý low-born wifé, to
se.-, liow Miss Catheron bore ber humiliation. How would
the one bear their scrutiny, the other their pity ? But INliss

Càtheron, handsome, smiling, brilliant, came in amonrr them
with eyes that said Pity me if you dare 1 And upon
Sir Victors arm there followed the small, graceful figure,
the sweet, fair face of a girl who did not look one day more

than sixteen-by all odds the prettiest girl in the rooms.
-Lady Helena-who, when she did that sort of thing, diî

do it--took the little wife under her wing at once. People
by the score, it seemed to the -bewildered.Ethel, wére pre-
sented, and the stereotyped compliments of society were
poured into ber ear. Sir Victor was congratulated, sizicerely
by the men, with an under-current of pity and mockery by
the women. Then they were all at dinner-the bride in the
place of honor-running the gauntlet of all those eyes on
the alert for any solicisiii of good manners.

- She went through à all, ber checks flushing, her eyes
kindling witli exâtement growing prettier every moment.

«Her spirits rose--she would let these peopla and Inez Cath-
eron sec, she was their equal in all things save birth. She

talked, she laughed, she took captive half the male heartsý
and when the ladies at length sailed away to, the drawing-
room, Lady Helena stooped and kissed her, almost with
motherly pride.

Il My dear," she whispered, &'let me congratulate yon.
Nothind could be a 'greater success. All the rnen are in love

-%ith, you-all the women jealous. A most excellent begýn-
nincr indeed!

She laughed pleasantly, this kindly dowager, and passed
on. It was. an unspeakable relief to, her to see ber nephew's
low-born wife face society so, bravely and well. And better,
still, Inez had not launched one single poisoned dart. But
the evening was not ende-d yet. Inezs time was to come.
Enter the gentlemen presently, and flirtations are restimed,

t C-e-à4ýtes in quiet corners recommenced, conversation be-
comes general. There is music. A certain Lord Verriker,

the youngest man present, and the greatest in social status,,
nionopolizes Lady Catheron. He leads ber to the piano,
and she sings. She is on trial still, and does ber best, and

a
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her best is very good-a sweet Scotch ballad. There is
quite a inurmur of applause as she rises, and through it there
breaks Miss Catheron's soft, sarcastic lauch. The flush
deepens in EtheP s cheek-the laugh is at her performance

-4she féels.
And now the hour of Inees vengeance comes. Young

Captain Varden is leaning over her chair; he is in love with
Miss Catheron, and hovers about her unceasincrly. He
talks a great deal, though not very brilliantly. He is telling
her in an audible undertone how jack Sifigleton of Il Ours
has lately made an object of hiniself before gods and men,
and irretrievably ruined himself for life by marrying the
youngest Miss Potter, of Potters Park.

Il Indeed 1 " Miss Catheron respouds, with her light laugh,
and her low, clear voice perfectly distinct to, all ; Il the
youngest Miss Potter. Ah, yes 1 I've heard of them.
The paternal Potter kept a shop in Chester, didn't he-a
grocer, or soinething of the sort, and having made money
enough behind the counter, has retired. And poor Lieu-
tenant Singleton has married the youngest Miss Potter 1

Whoin the gods wish to destroy they first make mad.' A
very charming girl no doubt, as sweet as the paternal

treacle, and as melting as her fathers butter. If s an old
custom in sorne families--my own 'for instance-to quarter
the arms of the bride on the family shield. Now what do
you suppose the arms of the Potter family may be-a white
apron and a pair of scales ? "

And then, all through the room, there is a horrible sup-
pressed laugh. The blood rushes in a fiery tide to the face

of Sir Victor, and Lady Helena outglows her crimson velvet
gown. Ethel, with the youthful Lord Verriker still hover-
ing around her, has but one wild instinct, that of flight. Oh 1

to, be awayfrorn these merciless people-from that bitter,
dagger-tongued Inez Catheron 1 She looks wildly aq: her

husband. Must she bear this ? But his back is to, her-he
is wilfully blind and deaf. The courage to, take up the
gauntlet for his wifé, t'O make a scene, to silence his cousin,
is a courage he does not possèss.

Un& the midnight stars Lady Helends guests drive
home. In the carriage of Sir Victor Catheron there is dead
silence. Ethel, shrinking from her husband almost as much
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Inez Catheron's datintless black eyes look up at the white,

countless stars as she softly hums a tune. Sir Victor sits
with his eyes shut, but he is not asleep. He is in a rarye

with himself, he hates his cousin, he is afraid to look at his
%vifé. One way or other he féels there must be an immedi-
ate end of this.

The first estrangement that has parted him and Ethel has
come. He hardly knows her to-night-her cold, brief words,

her averted face, ber palpable shrinking as he approaches.
She despises hirn, and with reason, a man who has not the

courage to protect his wife from insult.
Next day Lady Catheron declines to appear at either

breakfast or luncheon, and when, five minutes before dinner,
Sir Victor and Miss Catheron meet in the dining-room, she
is absent still. He rings the bell angrily and deniands where
she is.' e

Il My lady has gone out," the footrnan answers. She
went half an hour ago. She had a book with her, and she
went in the direction of the laurel walk."

Il I will go in search of her," Sir Victor says, taking his
hat ; Il let dinner wait until our return."

Ethel has gone, because she cannot meet Inez Catheron
again, never again break bread at the same board with her
pitilessenemy. Shecriedherselfquietlytosleeplastnight;
her head aches with a dull, sickening pain to-day. To be
hoine once more-to be back in the cosy, common-place
Russell square lodgings 1 lf it were not for baby she:féels
as though she would like to run away, from Sir Victor ànd

all, anywhere that Inez Catheron's black eyes and derisive
smile could never come.

The September twilight, sparkling with frosty-looking stars,
is settling down over the trees. The great house looins up,
big, sombre, stately, a home to be proud of, yet Ethel shud-
ders as she loots at it. The only miserable days of her life
have been spent beneath its roof; she will hate it before
long. Her very love for her husband seems to die out in
bitter contempt, as she thinks of last night, when he stood
by and beard his cousin's sneering 1 insult. The gloaming is

chilly, she draws her shawl closer around her, and walks
slowly up and down. Slow, nùserable teàrs trickle down ber
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cheeks as she walks. She feels so utterlY alone, so utterly,
forlorn, so utterly at ffie mercy of this merciless woman.

Il Oh ! " she says, %vith a passionate sob, and unconscious1y
aloud, Il why did 1 ever marry him ? " i

Il If you inean Sir Victor Catheron," answers a voice, Il 1
think I can tell you. You married Sir Victor Catheron be-
cause he was Sir Victor Catheron. But it isn't a marfiage,

my dear-you know that. A- young lady can't have two
husbands, and Pm your legal, lawful-wedded spoust." -

She utters a cry-she recoils with a face of terror, for
there in the twilight before her, tall, black, sinister, stands
juan Catheron.

Il You / " she gasps.
44 1, my dear-1, in the flesh. Did yon think I had gone

My dear Et h el, so I would have gone, if Inez had corne down
i.n the sisterly way she should. But she hasn't. 1 give you

iny word of honor her conduct has been shabby in the ex-
treme. A few h'ndreds-1 asked no more-and she
wouldn't. What was a miserly fifty pun' note to, a man like

me, with expensive tastes, and who has fiot set foot on Brit-
ish soil for two years? Not a jewel would she part with-
all Sir Victors presents, forsooth, 1 And she's in love with
Sir Victor, you know. Perhaps you don't know,- though.
Ton ruy life, she ii, Ethel, and' means to have him yet, too.
That!s what she says, and she is a girl to do as she says, is

Inez. Thaes why Pm here to-night, my dear. 1 can't go
to Sir Victor, you understand-motives of delicacy, and all
that-so 1 waited my chance, and have corne to, you. You

may be fickle, but 1 don't think you're stingy. And sorne-
thing is due to my outraged feelings, blighted affections, and
all that. Give me five hundred pounds, JEthel, and let us
call it square."

He came nearer, his big, brown hand outstretched. She
shrank away, hatred and repulsion in her fàce. 0

Il Stand back 1 'l she said. Il Don't corne near me, juan
Catheron 1 How dare you intrude here 1 How dare you.
speak to, me 1 "

Il How dare I ? Oh, corne now, I say, I like that. If a
man may not speak to 1ýs own wife, to whorn may he speak ?
If it cornes to that, how'dare -you throw me over, and com-
mrt bigamy, and inarry Sir Victor Catheron ? It's of no use
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your riding the high horse with me, Ethel ; you had better
give me the five hundred-Pm, sure Pui moderate enough-
and let nie go."

I will not give you a farthinor; and if vou do not Icave
this place instantly, 1 will call my husband. Oli! " she

burst forth, frantically, Il betveen you and your sister you
will drive me mad ! y)

Il Will you give me the nioney ? " asked juan Catheron,
folding his arrus ànd turning sullen.

Il 1 have notzot it. What nioney have I ?-and if I had,
I say I would not give you a farthing. Begone 1 or---2'

You have. dianionds." He pointed to her hands.
They will do--easily convertible in London. Hand them

here, or, by all the gods, Pll blow the story of your bicramy
all over England

Il You will not she cried, her eyes flashing in the twi-
light-Il you coward ! you dare not ! SirVictor has you in
his power, and he ývill keep his threat Speak one word of
that vile lié, and your tongue will be silenced in Chesholm

jail. Leave me, I say 1 "-she staniped lier foot passion-
ately-Il I am not afraid of you, juan Catheron 1 11

Il And you will not give nie the jewels ? "
Il Not one-not to keep you froin spreading your slainder

from end to end of England! Do your worst 1-you can-
not make me more wretched than I am. And go, or I will

call for hell), and see whether my husband has not courage
to keep his word." ,

Il You will not give nie the rings ?
91 Not to save your life 1 Hark 1 some one is coming
Now yon will see which of us is afraid of the other 1 "
He stood looking at her, a dangerous gleam in his black

eyes.
Il Very well he said so be it DoW t trouble your-

self to call your hero of a husband-I'm going. You're a
plucky little thing after all, Ethel. I don't know but that I
rather admire your spirit. Adieu', my dear, until we meet
again."

He swung round, and vanished among the trees. He was
actually singing as lie went,

«« To-day for me.
To-morrow for thee-

3 But wili that to-morrow ever be ?

IN THE TWILIGHT.
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The last rustle of the laurels died away ; all was still the
twiliaht was closing darkness, and, with a shudder, Ethel

turned to go.
Il But will that to-morrow ever be ? "--the refrain of the

doggerel runcf in her ears. Ani 1 never to be free from
this brother and sister? " she cried to herself, desperately, as
she advanced to the house. Am 1 never to-be free from
this bondaire ?

-As the last flutter of her white dress disappeared, Sir Victor
Catheron emerged froin the shadow of the trees, and the

face, on which the rising moon shone, was white as the face of
death.

CHAPTER VI.

IN THE MOONLIGHT.

, had not overheard a word, he had not tried to
overhear ; but he had seen them. together-that

was enough. He had reached the spot only a mo-
us nient before theïr parting, and had stood con-
founded at sicrht of his wife alone here in the dusk with juan
Catheron.

He saw them part-saw him dash through the woodland,
singing as lie went-saw lier turn away and walk rapidly to

the house. She had corne here to me.ýt him, then, her
former lover. He had not 1-ft Chesholin ; he was lurking
in the neighborhood of the Royals, and she knew it. She
knew it. How niany times had they met before-his wife
and the man he abhorred-the man who claimed her as his
wifé. What if she were his wifé ? Whiat if that plicyht
pledged in the Scotch kirk were binding ? She had loved
juan Catheron then. What if she 16ved him- still ? She had
hidden it from*him, until it could be hidden no longer-she

had deceived hini in the past, she was deceivincr hini in thc
present. So fair and so false, so innocent to all outward

seeming. Yet so lost to all tffith and honor.
He turned sick and giddy ; he leancd against a treei féel-
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ing as thý)acYh lie could never look upon her false face again.
Yet the ii(2xt moment lie- started pasý,1onately up.

will (To to lier," he thought 1 will hear what she lias
to say. If she voluntarily tells me, 1 must, 1 will belleve lier.

If she is silent', 1 will take it as proof of lier guilt."
He strode away to, the house. As lie entered, his men

Edwards met hirn, and presentccl hini a note.
. 41 Brought by a groom froin PoNvyss Place, Sir Victor," he

said. - Il Squire Powyss lias had a stroke..'
The baronet tore it open-it was an impýtuous surnmons

frorn Lady Hel%--na.
" The squire lias had an attack of apoplexy. For

Heaven's sake come at once."
He crushed it in his hand, and went into the dining-roorn.
His wife was not thcre. He turned to, the nursery; he was

pretty sure of always finding lier there.
She was there, bending over her baby, looking fair and

sweet as the babe itsel£ Fair and sweet surely. Yet why,
if innocent, that nervous start at sight of him-that fright-
ened look in the blue eyes. The nurse stood at a distance,
but he did not heed her.

Il A surarnons from Powyss Place," he said týe poor
old squire has had a fit of apoplexy. This is the second
within the year, and may prove fatal. I niust go at once.
lt is not likely I shall return to-night."

She looked at him, startled by his deadly paleness; but
then, perhaps, the surnmons accounted for that. She mur-

mured her regrets, then bent again over her baby.
Il You have nothing to say to me, Ethel, before I'go ?

he àaid, looking at her steadily.
She half-lifted her head, the words half-rose to her lips.

She àanced at the distant nurse,.who, was still busy in the
room, glanced at her hu-ban&s pale set face, and they died

awayegaîn. Why detain hirn now in his haste and trouble?
Why rouse his rage against Juan Catheron at this iDoppor-

tune time ? No, she would wait until to-morrow-nothing
could be done now; then she would reveal that intrusion in

the grounds. d
Il 1 have nothing to, say, except good-by. 1 hope poor

Mr. Powyss niay not be so ill as you fear."
He turned away-a tumult of jealous rage within him. A

- J
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deliberate lie he thought: it ; there cotild be no doubt of
her guilt now. And yet, insanely inconsistent as it seenis,

he had nexer loved her more passionately than in tliat
hour.

He turned to go wîthout a word. He had reached the
door. AU at once he turned back, caurrht her in his arnis -

aliiiost fiercely, and kissed her again and acyain.
Good-by," he said, 'Il my wife, my love-good-by."

His vehemence friçhtened her. She released herself and
looked at him, her heart fluttering. A second time he

walked to the door-a second time fie paused. Something
scemed to stay his feet on the threshold.

16 You will think me foolish, Ethel," he said, with a forced
laugh ; '"but 1 seem afraid to leave you to-night. Nervous

folly, 1 suppose; but take care of yourself, my darling, until
I return. 1 shall be back at the ýarliest possible mo-
ment."

Then he was gone.
She crossed over to the low French window, standing

wide open, and looked after him wistfülly.
Il Dear Victor," she thought, Il how fond he is of me, after

all.71
The moon wu shining brightly now, thouryh the day stillC

lingerecL'w She stood and watched. hiiii out of sight. Once,
as he rode away, he turned back-she kissed and waved her
hand to him with a smile.

41 Poor Victor 1 " she thouizht azain, Il he loves me so
dearly that 1 ought to forgive him everything. How happy

we might be here together, if it were not for that horrible
brother and sister. 1 wish-I wish he would send her
away.'l

She lingered by the window, fascinated by the brilliancy
of the rising September moon. As she stood there, the
nursery door opened, and Miss Catheron entered.

61 You here," she said, coolly ; Il I didn't know it. I
wanted Victor. 1 thought 1 lieard his voice. And how is
the heir of Catheron Royals ? " 1

She bent, with her usual slight, chill smile over the crib of
that young gentleman, and regarded hitn in his sleep. The
nurse, listening in the dusk, she did not perceive.

II By the bye, 1 wonder if he is the heir of Catheron. Royals
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thoilch? I am readin up the Scoltish Law of Marriage,
and really 1 have iny doubts. lf yon are juâns wife, you

can't be Sir'.Victor's, consequently the legitimacy of his son

niay yet be%>"

She never finished the sentenice. It was the last drop in

the brii-ý,)iiiinçy cup-the straw that broke the camel's back-

the one insult of all others not to be borne. With eyes afire

in the dusk, Sir Victos wife confronted her.

Il You have uttered yotir last affront, Inez Catheron," she

exclaimed. Il You will never utter another beneath this roo£

To-niorrow you leave it ! I ai-n Sir Victor Catheron's wife,
the mistress of Catheron Royals, and this is the last ni ght

it shall ever shelter you. Go 1 " She threw open the nurs-

ery door. Il When my husband reLurns either you or I leave

this house forever 1 "
The nurse wa:s absolutely forgotten. For a second even

Inez Catheron qualled before the storn- she had raised; then
black eyes met blue, with defiant scorn.

Il Not all the soap-boiler's daughters in London or Eng-

land shall send me from Catheron Royal s ! NotailtheMiss
Dobbs that ever bore that distinguished appellation shall

drive me forth. You may go to-morrow if you will. I

shall not."
She swept from the room, with eyes that blazed, and voice

that rang. And jane Pool, the nurse, thinking she had

licard a little too much, softly opened an opposite door and
stole ont.

Il Good Lor' 1 " she thought, 61 here be a pretty flare up
Ain't Miss Inez just got a temper though. 1 woulddt stand

in my lady's shoes, and her a-hatin cr nie so ; no, not for all
her tnoney. 1'11 go down and get my supper, and call for

Master Baby by and by."
Mrs. Pool descended to the servante hall, to narrate, of

course in confidence, to her inost particular friends, tlie
scene she had just overheard. There was Welsh rabbits for

supper-nurse was particularly fond of Welsb,_iabbits-and
'in discussing it and Miss Inez's awful temper half an hour
slipped away. Then she arose again toý see after her
charge.

Il Which he should have been undressed and tucked away
for the night half an hour ago, bless himl' she remarked ;

a---- __@ - l



54 IN 711UE

but I could not make up niy mind to face rny lady,,after
that row. Poor thinc! It docs secin hard now she can't bc
nilstress in her own 'ouse. It's a pity Sir Victor can't turil
Turk and marry 'eni both, since he can't abear to, part

with neither.."
Mrs. Pool made her exit and wended her way to, tlic

nursery. She tapped at the door-'therç was no reply
she opened it and went in-my lady had quitted it, no

doubt.
No-to her surpri3e my lady was still there. The windov

still stood wide open, the white, piercing moonlight streamed
in. An arm-chair stood near this window, and lying back in
the arm.-chair was my lady, fast asleep.

Fast asleep. jane Pooi tiptoed over to, ma-e sure. She
was pale as the moonlicrht itsel£ Her lips quivered as she

slept like the lips of a hurt child, her cyclabhes were yet wet
-with tears. Sittina, there alone she had cried herself to
sleep.

Poor thing 1 Jane 'Pool said arsain. She was so
yoti*ng, so pretty, so, gentle, that all the househ6ld loved hèr.

"Poordearthinrr! 1 say ies aburning shanie for Sir Victor,
so, fond as he is of her too, to let Miss Inez tonnent her. I

wouldn't stand her hairs and her 'auyhtinêss, her temper and
her tongue ; no, not to be ten baronets' ladies, ten times

hover !"
In his pretty blue silk, white lace, and carved rosewood

nest, Master Victor lay still, sleeping also. Alrs. Pool softly
folded a shawl around her ladys shoulders,-ýifted babe with-
out awakening hin-i, and stole softly out. The night nursery
was an upper rooin. jane Pool carried hiin up, disrobed

him, fed hiiii, and tucked him. tip for the niçybt. He fell
acrain asleep almost instantly. She surnmoned the under

nurse-maid to, remain with him, and went back to the lower
regions. Half an hour had passed siiice she left; it struck
the half hour after ei(yht as she descended the stairs.

Pin sore afraid my lady will catch cold sleeping in the
nicht air. I do think now I oucyht to go in and wake
ber."

While she stôod hesitating before it, the. door opened,
suddenly and Miss Catheron came out. She was very palet.,
jane Pool was struck by it, and the scarlet- shawl she wore
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twisted about her made her face look almost ghastly in
the lamplight.

You here ? " she said, in her haughty way. What do
you want ? Where is baby ? "

Babv's asleep, miss, for the night," jane answered, with
a stiff little curtsey and what l'in here for, is to wake my
lady. Sleeping in a draught cannot be good for anybody.
But perhaps she is awake."

Il You will let my lady alone," said Miss Catheron sharply,
et and attend to your nursery. She is asleep stilL It is not
your place to, disturb her. Go ! "

&'Drat her ! " Nurse Pool exclaimed inwardly, obeying,
however; Ilshe's that'aughty and that stuck up, that she
thinks we're the dirt under her feet. I only hope she'll be
sent packing to-morrow, but I has iiiy doubts. Sir Victors
afraid of her-anybody can see that with half an eye."

She descended to the servante regions again, and encoun-
tered Ellen, Lady Catheron7s smart maid, sociably drinkir,,g

tea with the housekeeper. And once inore into their at-
tenlive ears she poured forth this addenda to her previous
narrative.

"" What was Miss Inez doing in there ? " demanded the.
maid; Il no, good, Fll be bouncL She hates my lady like

posion; Sir Victor jilted her, you know, and she7s in love
with him yet. My lady shall be woke up in spite of her;

she'd like her to get her death in the night air, I dare say.
I've an easyýmissis and a good place, and I mean to keep
lem. 1 ain't afraid of Miss Ine2ýs black eyes and sharp
tongue ; I'11 go and wake my lady up."

She finished her tea and left. She reached the ziursery
door and rapped as Nurse Pool had doue: ilbe was no
reply. She turned the handle sýftly and went ùq..

The large, crystal, clear moon was high in the s, pnow ; its
chill brightness filled the room. The arm-chair-Igill stood

under the window; the small figure of my Wý still lay
motionless in it.

Il My lady," Ellen said gently, advancing, Il please wake
Up.1y *

There was no reply, no stir. She bent closer over lier.
41 Please, my lady, wake up; I'm afraid yodll catch your

death of *1
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The words ended in a shriek tha't rang throii-h the house
froin c,id to end-a wonians shrill,
li,-id laid lier hand upon niy lady's bosorn to arouse lier; slie
S'iatclied it away and,,I)raii- back in horror. A.,,Ieel) Yc-z,

s1cel) that ],-nows no walzing. Sir Victor Catheron's
prcttvvounry wîfé there in tlie iii(,c)iiligLtt- den(l.

Dead! Thýýre is blood on the white dress, blood on the
blood on Ellen's hand, blood tricklinr in a siliall

red streatii froin under the left breast. Etht], Lady Cath-
cron, lies there before her in the moonlight stone dead-

foully murdered.

CHAPTER VII.

IN THE NURSERY.

HE standsfor a moment paralyzed-struck.dumb,
by a horror too great for word or cry. Then she
rushes to the door, along the passages, into, the
nlidst of the startled hou'sehold like a mad creature,

shrieking that one most awful word, Il Murder 1 " 1

They flock around her, they catch hold of her, and keep
her still by main foi-ce. They ask her questions, but she

only screams still that ghastly word, Il Murder 1 "
Ilffloismurdered? Where-whatdoyoumean? Good

Lord! young woman," cries Mr. Hooper, the butler, giving
her a shake, Il do come out of these hysterics if you can, and
speak 1 fflids murdered ? "

Il My lady! Oh, my lady ! my lady ! -my lady 1
She is 111,-e a creature distraught. There is blood on her

riorht hand; she sees it, and with a gaspincr cry at the grisly
si-rht, and before the know what slie is about, she falls
down in a faint in their iiiidst.

They lift her ul); they look into one anothes pale faces.
Il My lady- 1 they repeat, in an awe-struck whisper.

Murder4W 1
C&;Here 1 " cries Nfr.'Hooper, his dignity coming to his aid,
let us investigate this here. Lay this young wonian flat
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on her back oh the floor, sprinkle her with water, and let her
conie to. l'm gol.ir to find otit what she iiieans."

They lay poor È Ilen stifly out as directed, some one
dashes Nvater iiito lier face, then in a body, with Mr. Hooper
at their hcad, they inarch ofî to inveý,ti-ate.

She was in the day-nurser3-," Nurse Pool suggests, in a
whisper, and to the day-nursery they go.

On the threshold for a second or two they halt, their'
courage failing. But there is nothing very terrifying. Only
the solemn ilioonliçyht, only the- motionless little figlire in
the arm-chair. And yet a great awe holds thern back.

Docs death-does murder stand grisly in their niCst ?
Il Let us go in, in the nanie of Providence," says Mr.

Hooper, a tremble in his voice it-it can't be what she
says. 0 good Lord, no 1 "

They go forward on tiptoe, as if afraid of awakening that
quiet sleeper whon-i only the last trunip will ever awake now.

They bend above her, holding their breath. Yes, there it is
-the blood that is soakinr her dress, dnpping horribly on
the carpet-oozing slowly fi-oni that cruel wound.

A gaspinry, inarticulate sort of groan comes heavily frorn
every lip. Old Hooper takes her wrist between his sha-ing

fingers. Stilled forever, already witli the awful chill of
death. In the crystal light of the moon the sweet young

face has never looked fairer, calmer, niore peaceful than
now.

The old butler straifyhtens himself up, ashen gray.
les too truc," he says, with a sort of sob. 0 Lord,

bave mercy on us-if s too truc 1 She's dead 1 Shes mur-
dered 1 " JY

He drops the wnst he holds, the little jewelled, dead hand
falls limp and heavy. He pas his own hands over his face
and sobs aloud: i

&'Who will tell Sir Victor? 0 my rnaster 1 my dear
Young master

No one speaks-a spell of great horror has fallen upon
them. Murdered in their midst, ift their peaetful bousehold
-they cannot comprehend it. At last-
6,1 Wliere is Miss Catheron ? " asks a sombre voice.

No one knows who speaks; no one seerns to care; no
one dare reply.
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Where is Iriez Catheron ? " the voice says again.
So-iie-,.hinr in the tone, somethincy in the crhastly silence

that follows, scems to aroüse the butler. Since lus tenth
year lie has bcen in the service of the Catherons-his father

bcfore him was butler in- this house. Their honor is lus.
He starts angrily round now.

qup "Who was that?" he demands. Of course Miss liiez
knows nothing of this."

No one had accused ber, but lie is unconsclously defend-
ing lier already.

She inust be, told at once," lie says. Pll go and tell
ber myself. Edwards, draw the curtains, will you, and Eght
the candles ?

He leaves the room. The valet niechanically does as lie
is bid-the curtains are drawn, the waxlights illumine the

apartment. No one else stirs. The soft, abuneýant 11-lit
*falls down upon that tranquil, marble face-upon that most
awfül stain of blood.

The butler goes straight up to his young ladys rooin.
Wayward, passionate, proud Miss Inez may bc, but she is

-ýery dear to, him. He has carried lier in his arms inany- a
time, a little laughing, black-eyed child. A vague, sicken-
inar féar fills him now.

She hated my lady," lie thinks, in a dazed, helpless sort
of way; Il everybody knows that. Wliat will she say when
she hears this ? " 1

He knocks; there is no reply. He knocks again and
calls huskily : ý
116 Miss Inez, are you there ? For the dear Lord's sake
open the door 1 " -

,14 Come in 1 'l' a voice answers.
He cannot tell whether -it is *fiss Iriez or not. He opens

the'door and enters.
This room is unlit too-the shine of the moon fills it as

it fills that other room below. Here too a solitary figure
si*.s, crouches, rather, near the window in a Arange, distorted

attitude of pain. He knows the flowing blaçk hair, the scar-
let wrap-he canne see lier fate, she does not look round.

Il Miss Inez 1 "-his voice shakes-Il I bring you bad
news, awful news. Donýt be shocked-but-a murder has
been done."



There is no answer. If she hears him she does not heed.
She just sits still and looks, out into the niçyht.

Miss Inez ! you hear me ?
He cornes a little nearer-he tries to see her face.

You hear me ? he repeats.
1 hear you."

The words drop like ice from her lips. One hand is
clutching the arm of her chàir-her wide-open black eyes

never turn from the night-scene.
Il My lady is dead-cruelly murdered. 0 Miss Inez

do you hear ?-murdered 1 What is to be done ? "
She does not answer. Her lips move, but no word cornes.

An awful fear begins to fill the faithful sçrvant's heart.
Il Miss Inez 1 " he cries out, Il you must come-they are

waiting for you below. There is no one here but you-Sir
Victor is away. Sir Victor--2'
. His voice breaks ; he takes oùt his handkerchief and sobs
like a child.

Il My dear young master My dear younp master H e
loved the very ground she walked on. Oh, who is to tell

him this ? "
She rises slowly now, like one who is cramped, and stiff,

and cold. She looks at -the old man. In her eyes there is
a blind, dazed sort of horror-on her face there is a ghast-
liness no words can describe.

Il Who is to tell Sir Victor ? the butler repeats. It
will kill him-the horror of it. So pretty and so young-so
sweet and so good. Oh, how could they do it-how could
they do it 1

She tries to speak once more-it seems as though her
white lips cannot shape the words. Old Hooper looks up
at her piteously,

Il Tell us what is to be done, Miss Inez," he implores;
« you are mistress here now."

She shrinks as if he had struck her.
Shall we send for Sir Victor first P

Yes," she says, in a sort of whisper, Il send for Sir
Victor first."

The voice in which she speaks is not the voice of Inez
Catheron. The butler looks at her, that great fear in his

eyes.
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Vou haven't scen her, %fiss llie7." he says. It is a
yon conie down ?

lie alinost drcads a ruftisal. but siie clocs not refuse.

1 will go (lowii," she aný,wcrs, turns at once to Cro.

'l'lie scr%,antý) stand huddlecd tocethcr Il) the centre of the
rooM. It hes there, In its dreadful quiet, before thein.

Ever eye turns darkly upoii Miss Catheron as she cornes

in.
She never sees them. She advances like a sleep-walker,

that dazed, dumb horror still in her eyes, the w4iteness of

death on her face. She walks over and looks down upon

the dead mistress of Catheron Royals. No change conies

over her-she softens nelther into pity nor tears. So long

she stands there, so rigid she looks, so threatening are

the eves tibat watch lier, that Hooper interposes his portly

ficytire between lier and theni.
Miss Inez," lie says, Il will you please give your orders ?

Shall 1 send for Sir Victor at orice, or-it

Il Yes, send for Sir Victor at once." She arouses herself

to say it. Il And I think you had better send to Cfiesholni
for a doctor and-and the police." 14

IlThe police 1 " -e Y

Il A murder has been committed," she says, in a cold, hard

voice ; Il the murderer niust be found."
Soinething of her old calm, stately hauglitiness returns as

she speaks.
ci This room must be cleared. Let no one touch her,"

she shudders and looks away, Il until Sir Victor cornes.
Ellen, Pool, Hooper, you three had better remain to watch.

Edwards, mount the fastest horse in the stables and ride to

Powyss Place for your life."
Il Yes, miss, Edwards answers, in a low voice; Il and

please, miss, am 1 to tell Sir Victor ?
She hesitates a moment-her face changes, her voice

shakes a little for the first time.
Il Yes," she answers, faîntly, Il tell hitn."

Edwards leaves the room. She turns to another of the
men servants.

Il You will ride to Chesholm and fetch Dr. Dane. On
your way stop at the police station and apprise them. The
rest of you go. jane Pool, where is the baby ?



IN THL- NURSER Y.

Up stairs in the ni(,ht nurserv," Jane Pool answerý sul-
lenly-

And cryinrf, too-1 hear him. Hannah," to the under
nurse Il go iili and remain with him. 1 ain goinçr to my own

roolli. Wh-ýn," she pauses a second and speaks with an ef-
fort, Il when Sir Victor connes, you will recelve your further
orders froi-n hiiii. 1 can do nothing inore."

She left the room. - jane Pool looked ominously after her.
Il No," she said, between her set lips you have done

enough."
Il Oh, jane, hush 1 " Ellen whispers in terror.
There has still been no direct accusation, but they under-

stand each other perfectly.
Il When the time comes to speak, you'Il see whether l'Il

htish," retorts jane. Il What was she doing in this room
firteen minutes before you found my lady dead ? M-hy

wouldn't she let me in? why did she tell me a lie? whar
made her say iny lady was still asleep ? Asleep ! Oh, poor
soul, to think of her being murdered here, while we were alt

enjoying ourselves below. And if I hadWt took away the
baby its my opinion it would have been--2'

Oh, Jane 1 "
1 Oh, jane,' as much as you ple-ese, it's the gospel truth.

Thern that killed the niother hated the child. When the
time comes l'Il speak, if she was twice the lady she is,

Ellen 1
Il Lor 1 " Ellen cried with a nervous jump, ci don't speak
so jerky Mrs. Pool. You ruake my blood a wask of ice.

What is it ? "
46 Ellen," Jane Pool said solernffly, Il where is the dagger
«& What dagger ? "

The furrin daager with the gold handle and the big ruby
set in it, that my lady used as a paper knifé. l'Il take my
oath I saw it lying on the table there, shining in the moon-
light, when 1 took away- baby. Where is it now ? "

The dagger the nurse spoke of, was a curious Eastern
k-nifé, that had belonged to Sir Victors mother. It had a

long, keen steel blade, a slim handle of wrought gold set with
a large ruby. Sir Victor's wife had taken b a fancy to the

pretty Syriýn toy, and converted it into a paper knife.
Il' I saw it on that there table when I took away baby,"
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jane said compressing her lips; Il it would do it. Where is
it now ? "

Gone," Ellen answered. Oh, jane do you think---ý'
She has been stabbed, you see, right through the heart,

and there isn't tnuch blood. That devilish little glittering
knife has done the deed. There it was ready for its work, as
if Satan. himself had left it handy. Oh, poor lady-poor
lady! to think that the toy she used to play with, should one
day take her lifé! "

While they whîspered in the death room, up in her cham-
ber, while the hours of the dreary night wore on, Inez Cath-
eron sat, crouched in a heap, as Hooper had found her, her

face hidden in her hands. Two hours had passed, an awful

silence filled the whole houise, while she sat there and never
stirred. As eleven struck froni the turret clock, the thunder
of horses! hoofs on the avenue below, came to her dulled
ears. A great shudder shook her from head to foot-she
lifted her haggard face. The lull before the storm was over
-Sir Victor Catheron had come.

CHAPTER VIII.

IN THE DARKNESS.

ALF an houes rapid gallop had brought Edwards,
the valet, to Powyss Place. The stately niansion,
park, lawn, and terraces, lay bathed in the silvery

shower of moonlight. Frorn the upper windows,
where the sick m3n lay, lights strearned ; aU the rest of the
house was in deep shadow.
In one of those dimly lighted rooms Sir Victor Catheron

lay upon a loubge fast asleep. He had remained for about
two hours by the sick maes bedside; then, persuaded by his
aunt, had gone to lie down in an inner department.

Il You look pale end ill yourself," she had said, tenderly;
lie down aùd rest for a little. If 1 need. you, I will call

you at once."
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He had obeyed, and had dropped off into a heavy sleep.
A duil oppression of heart and sohf -beset him; he had no
rnind to slumber-it had come upon"hini unawares. He was
awakened suddenly by some one calling his narne.

Il Victor 1 Victor 1 " the voiS called, Il awake 1 1'
He sat up with a bewildered face. Was that bis aunt's

voice, so hoarse, so strange ? Was tbis bis aunt with that
white, horror-struck face ?

Il Victor!" she cried, the words a very wail. Oh, my

boy 1 my boy 1 how shall I ever tell you ? Oh, why did I
send for you this dreadful, night ? Ethel "-her voice

choked.

He rose to bis feet, staring at her blankly.
Il Ethel 1 " he repeated. Il Ethel--2'

She covered her fàýe with her bands and burst into a hys-
terical outbreak of tears. Edwards, standing behind her in
the doorway, made a step forward.

Il Tell hini, Edwards," said Lady Helena. Il I canne. It
seerns too horrible to tell or to believe. Oh, my poor Vic-
tor 1 my. poor, poor boy 1

Edwards catne forward reluctantly, with a very pale, scared
face.

Il Ws dreadful ixews, Sir Victor-I don't know how to, tell
you, but my lady, Prn afraid she-,she's dead."

41 Dead 1 "
He repeated the word dully, staring almost stupidly at the

speaker.

Il Dead, Sir Victor 1 the man repeated, solemnly. I'm.
sore afraid, murdered

There was a sudden, headlong rush from the room, ; no
other reply. Like a flash Sir Victor passed thern both.
They heard him clear the stairs, rush along the lower hall,

and out of the bouse. The next instant the valet and Lady
Helena were in pursuit.

He was rnounted on Edweds' horse and dashing furiously
away, before they reached the court-yard. They -called to,

him-he neither heard nor heeded. He dashed bis spurred
heel into the horse's side and flew out of sight like the
wind.

Il Follow him 1 " Lady Helena cried, breathlessly, io the
groom. Il Overtake hini, for the love of Heaven 1 Oh, who
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can have done this awful deed ? Edwards, you are sure
there is no inistake ? It seems too unnatural, too impossi-
ble to belleve."

Il There is no mistake, my lady," the man answered, saffly.
I saiv lier myself, the blood flowing where they had stab-

bed ber, cold and dead."
Lady Helena wr-ung, ber bands and turned awa

Ride for your * fé after your inaster 1 " she said. 44 1
will follow you as s on as 1 can."

Slie went back t her husband's side. He was no worse
-bc seemed if any hing, better. She rnight Icave him in
ber house-eeper's charge tintit morning.

She ordered the carriage and rapidly changed herMre-ss.
It was about one in the morning when she reached Catheron

Royals. The tall turrets were silvered in the moonlight, the
windows sparkled in the crystal light. The ýweet beauty

and peace of the September night lay like a benediction
over the earth. And, aniid all the silence and sweetness, a
foul, a most horrible murder had been d'one..

She encountered Mrs. Marsh, the housekeeper, in the
hall, her face pale, ber eyes red with weeping. Some dini

hope that up to, this time had uplield ber, that, after all,
there miul,,, it be a inistake, died out then.

Oh, Marsh," she said, piteously, Il is it trife
Mrs. MarsUs answer was a fresh burst of tears. Like all

the rest of the household, the gentle ways, the sweet face,
and soft voice of Sir Victoes Wife had won ber heart from
the first.
14 It is too true, my lady-the Lord have mercy upon us
all. It seems too horrid for belief,,but it is true. As she
lay asleep there, four hours ago, in her own house, surrounded

by ber own servants, some monster in humau form stabbed
ber through the heart-through the heart, my lady-Dr.
Dané says one blow did it, and that death must haýe been

instantaneous. So young, so sweet, and so lovely. Oh,
how could they do it-how could any one do it ? " 1

Mrs. Marsh's sobs grew hysterical. Lady Helena% own
tears were flowing.

61 1 féel as though I were guilty in some way rnyself," the
housekeeper went on. Il If we had only woke ber up, or

fastened the window, or anything ! I know the naonster,
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whoever he was, got in throucyh the window. And, oh,
my lady Marsh w1ped her eyes suddenly, and low-

cred her voice to an excited Nvliisper-11 1 wish )-ou would
,peak to jane Pool, the nurse. She d6esen't dare say

allythinff out openly, but the loos she gives, and the hinis,
slie drops, are aliiiost worse than the inurder itself.

You can see as clear as - day that she suspects-.i\liss
1 n ez."

Il \Jarsh Great Heaven Lady Helena cried, recoil-
ing in horror. Il Miss Inez 1

Il Oh, my lady, 1 don't say it-I don't think it-Heaven
forbid!-it's only that wicked, spiteful nurse, Pool. She

hates Miss Inez-she has hated her froni the first-and she
loved my lady. Ah 1 who could heip being fond of her-

poor, lovely young lady'!-with a sweet smile and pleasant
word for every one in the house ? And you know Miss

Ine;es higli, haughty way. Jane Pool hates her, and will do
her mischief if she can. A -word froni you mightcheck her.
No one knows the harni a babbling tongue may do."

Lady Helena drew herself lip proudly.
«I I shall not say one word to her, Marsh. jane Pool

can do my niece no harni. The bare repetition of it is an
insult. Miss Catheron-that I should have to say such a

thing!-is above suspicion!'
Il My lady, 1 believe it ; still, if you would only speak to,

her. You don't know all. She saw Miss Inez coming out
of the nursery a quarter of an hour before we found Lady

Catheron deact She wished to enter, and Miss Inez ordered
her away. She has been talking to the police, and 1 saw

that Inspector Darwin watching Miss Inez in a way that
niade my blood run cold."

But Lady Helena waived the topic away haughtily.
Il,&- silent, lUarsh ! 1 will not hear another word of this

-it is too horrible! Where is Miss Inez ? ly

Il In her own room, niy lady. And-1 beg your pardon
for--alluding to, it again-but I think she suspects. She

seemed dazed-like, stupefied at first ;ý she is more like lier-
self now. Will you not go in and see her, poor soul, be-
fore you go to Miss Inez ? Oh, my lady, my lady ! it breaks

my heart when I look at her-when I look at Sir Victor."
For a moment Lady Helena sbrank.
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Sir Victor is in there-with ber? 'y she faltered.
£4 Ves, ilny lady-like a man all struck stupid. It frigh-

tens me to see him. If he would only speak, or cry, or'-fly
out ac-ainst the murderer-but he just sits there as if turii-
ing to sLone.'*

His aunt covered ber fàce for an instant with both hands,
'hearýt-s'.--k with ail these horrors; then she looked up, and
Moved forward.

Where is she she asked-I4 in which room ?
In the white dra'wing-room, my lady; the doctors

brought ber there. Sir Victor is with ber, àlone."
Lady Helen slowly advanced. At the door she paused a

moment to nerve herself for what she must see ; then - she
turned the handle and went in.

It was one of the stateliest rooms in the house-all white
and gold, and dimly lit now by wax tapers. Lying on one
of the white velvet sofas she saw a rigId figtire, over which a
white covering, was drawn ; but the golden hair and the fair,
marble face gleaming in the waxlights as beautiful as ever in

lifé.
He sat beside bis dead-almost as motionless, alrnost as

cold, almost as white. He had loved her- with a love that
-%vas a-in to idolatrous-fie had grudçyed that the eye of man
should rest on his treasure-and inow he sat beside ber
dead.

If he heard the door open, he neither moved nor stirred.
He never once looked up as bis aunt came forward ; bis
eyes we-re nveted upon that ineffably calm face with a va-
cant, sightless sort of sure that chilled her blood.

Il Victor 1 " she cried out, in a frightened voice Victor
spea- to me. For pity's sake, don't look like that? "

The dull, blinded eyes looked up at ber, full, of infinite,
uüutterable despair.

She it deady he said, in a slow, dragging sort of voice
dead! And last night I left ber well and happy-left

ber to be murdrred-to-be-murdered."
the slow words fell heavily from his lips-his eyes went
back to ber face, bis dulled mind seemed lapsing into its

stuýefied trance of quiet. More and more alarmed, bis aunt
gazed at hi" Had the death of bis wife turned bis brain ?

4" Victor 1 e? she exclaiméd, almost angrily, 14 you must
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Wiike up. Your wife has been mur(lered. Go and find
lier niurderer." ' . ' he replied, in the sanie slow - tone ofIl Her murderer,

unnatural quiet ; Il lier murderer. It scems* strangç, Aunt
Helena, doesn't it, that any one coi4lif milrder lier? must

find lier murderer.' Oh," he' cried, suddenly, in- a voice of
anguish what does it matter about her murderer It

won'tbringherbacktolifé. She is dead I tell you-dead!
He flung himself off his chair, on his knees by the couch.

He drew down the'white satin counterpane, and pointed to
that one dark, small stab on the left side.

Il Look! " lie said, in a shrill, wailing voice, Il through the
heart-throuah the heart She did not suffer-the doctors
say that. Through the heart as she slept. Oh, my love,

my darling, my wifé! "
He kissed the wound-he kissed the hands, the face, the

hair. Then wit* a lopg, low moan of utter desolation, he
drev back the covering and buried his face in it.

Il Leave me alone," he said, despairingly ; 61 1 will not go
-I will never go from lier again. She was mine in life
mine only. Juan Catheron lied, she is mine in death. My
wife-my Ethel 1 "

He started up as suddenly as he had flung himself down,
his ghastly face flaniing dark red.

Il Leave me alone, 1 tell you !. Why do you all come
here ? I will not go Leave me, I command you-1 am
master here 1

She shrank from, him in absolute physical terror. Never
over-strong at any time, her worst fears were indeed true,
the shock of his wife's tragic death was turning Sir Victoes
brain. There was nothing to, be done-nothing to, be said
-lie must be obeyed-must be soothed.

Il Dear Victor," she said, Il I will go. Don't be hard with
poor Aunt Helena. There is no one in all this world as

sorry for you as 1 am. Only tell me this before I leave ypu
-shall we notsend for lier father and mother ? "

Il No," he answeted, in the same fierce tone; Il they can't
bring her back to, life-no, one can now. I don't want

them. I want nobody. Ethel is mine I tell you-mine
alone 1 "

M
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He motioned her iiiiperiotisly to Icave bim-a light in lus
eye-a flush on his face there was no inistaking. She went

at once. How was it all to end she- wondered, more
more sick at heart-this niysterious murder, this suspicloil
apinst Inez, this dreadful overthrow of her nephew'sZý
111111d ?

,,, :ýl,-iv Hcaven helry us 1 " she cried. What have we
donc that this awfui trouble should come upon us]

Aulit Helena."
She looked round with a little cry, all her nerves trembling

and unstrung. Inez stood before her-Inez with dark, reso-
lute eyes, and stony face.

I have been waitinry for you-they told me you dere
there." She pointed with a shudder to- the door. What

are we to do ?
Il Don't ask me," Lady Helena answered, helplessly. I

don't know. 1 féel stunned and stupid wilh all these hor-
rors.ý1

Il The police are her(--," Miss Catheron went on, 41 and the
coroner has been apprised. 1 suppose. they will hold an in-
quest to-niorrow." «

Her aunt looked at her in surprise. The calm, cold tone
of her -oice grated on her sick heart.

Il Have you seen him? " slie asked almost in a whisper.
Inez-I féar-1 fear it is turning Iiis brain."

Iviiss Catheron's short, scornful upper lip, curled with the
old look- of contempt.

Il The Catheron brain was never noted for its strengtÈ. 1
shall not bc surprised at all. Poor wretch 1 She turned
away and looked out into the darkness. It does seem

hard on him."
Who can have done it ?

The question on every -lip rose to, Lady Helena!s, but
somehow she could not utter -it. Did Inez know of the
dark, sinster suspicion against herself ? 1 Cotelds he know
and be calm like t1iis ?

Il I forgot to ask for Uncle Goâfrey," Inezs quiet voice
said again. Il Of course he is better, or even at such a

tinae as this you would not be here ? "
Il He is better, Inez," ghe broke out desperately. Who
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can have done this ? She had not an enemy in the world.
Is-is therc any one suspected ?Il
&"Flicre is," Inez answered, turning from the window, and

fâcing her aunt. The servants suspect me."
liiez 1

I'Their case isnt a bad one as they make it otit,"
Miss Catheron, cooly. There was ill blood between us.
It is of no use denying it. I hated lier witli iiiy wi)ole

licart. I was the last person scen coming out of the roonqý

fifteen minutes before they fouiid lier dead. Jane Pool says
I ?efused to let her go in-perhaps I did. It is quite likely.
About an hour previously we had aaw*lent quarrel. The
ubiquitous, Mrs. Pool overheard thatIl5o. You see her
case is rather a strong one."

But-Inez-! Il
I chanced to, overhear all this," still went on Miss

Catheron, quietly, but with set lips and gleamina, eyes.
Jane Pool was holding fWh'to the inspector of police. I

walked up to, them, and they both slunk away like beaten
curs. Orders have been issuèd, that no one is to leave the

house. To-morrow these facts, are to be placed before the
coroner's, jury. If they find me guilty--don't cry, Aunt
1-Iclena-1 shall be sorry for you -sorry 1 have disgraced a

good oldname. For the rest it doesn't much matter what
becomes of such a woman as I am."

She turned again to, the window and looked out into the
darkness. There was a desperate bitterness in her tone that
Lady Helena could not understand.

Il Good Heaven ! " she burst forth, Il one would think yoti
were all in a conspiracy to drive me mad. It doesn't mat-

ter, what becomes of you, doesn't it ? I tell you if this last
worst misery falls upon us, it will kill nie on the spot ; just

that."
The girl sighéd drearily.
Il Kill you, Aunt Helena," she- repeated, mournfully.

No-we don't any of us die so easily. Don't be afraid-
1 ain not likely'to talk in this way before any one but you.
1 ani ohly telling yon the truth. , They will have the in-
quest, and all that Jane Pool can say against nie will be

said. Do you think Victor will be able to appear ? Il
1 don't think Victor is in a condition to, appear at an

'e - 0

1

1
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inquest or anywhere else. Ah, poor boy 1 1ýe loved her so
de.-rl% it is enotiot to shake the mind of a stronger iiian."

Bat 2\ 1« Catheron was dead silent-it was evident her
feelings liele were as bitter as ever-t-at even the tragic
death of her rival had not softened her.

Il He will survive it," she answered, in the sarne hall-con-
temptuous tone. II Men have died and worms have eaten

thein, but not for love."
Il Inezl," said her aunt, suddenly coming a steý nearer, Il ý11
runior has reached me-is it true ?-that juan is back-that

heZs been here ? "
It is quite true," her niece answered, without turnino,

round; Il he has been here. He was here on the niglit
Lady Catheron first came."

Il There is anôther rumor afloat, that there was a violent
quarrel, on that occasion-that he claimed to be an old
lover of Ethel's, poor child, and that Victor turned him out.

Since then it is said he has been seen more than once
prowling about the grounds. For everybody's, sake 1 hope
it is not true."

Inez faced round suddenly-almost fiercely.
«e And what if 1 say it is true, in every respect? He did

come-there was a quarrel, and Victor ordered him out.
Since then he has been here-prowling, as you call it-iry-
ing to see me, trying to force me to give hini money. I
was flinty as usual, and would give him none. Where is the
crime in all that ? "

Has he gone ? " was Lady Helena% response.
1 believe so-1 hope so. He had nothing to stay for.

Of course he has gone."
Il 1 am glad of that, at least. And now, as it seems 1 can

do nothing more at present, 1 will return hoine. Watcl-i
Victor, Inez-he needs it, believe me. 1 will return at the
earliest possible moment to-iiiorrow.7)

So, in the chill gray of the fast-coming rnorning, Lady
Helena, very heavy-hearted, returned to Powyss Place and
her sick husband's bedside.

'Meantime matters were really beginning to look dark for
IN(fiss Catheron. The superintendent of the district, Mr.

Ferrick, was filling his note-book with very ominous infori-ii-
ation. She had loved Sir Victor-she had hated Sir Vic-
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tors wifé-they had led a cat-and-dog life froni the first-an
hour before the niurder they had had a violent quarrel-

Lady Catheron had threatened to make her husband. turn
lier out of the house on the morrow. At eight o'clock, jane
Pool had left the nursery with the baby, iny lady 1)e--ceîullv
'1'. 1 1 At
ý meep in lier chair-the Eastern poniard on the tabl--.

half-past eight, returning to arouse niv lady. she had encouil-
tered Miss Inez coniing out of the nursery, and Nfiss Inez

had ordered her sharply away, telling lier niy lady was still
asleep. A quarter of nine, Ellen, the niaid, going to the
rooin, found my lady stone dead, stabbed throitgli the heart.

.Nliss Inez, when sumirioned by Hooper, is ghastly pale at
first, ' and hardly seems to know what she is doing or saying.

A very pretty. case of tragédy" in high lifé, Superintendent
Ferrick-thinks,ýpursing up his lips with professional zest,
and ne the first murder jealousy has made fine ladies
commit, either. Now if that Turkish dacy(yer would only
turn up.

Two policemen are sent quietly in search of it throucrh
the grounds. It isn't likely they'll find it, still it will do no

harni to try. He finds out whicli are Miss Catheron's
rooms, and keeps his official eye upon them. He goes

through the house with the velvet tread of a cat. In'the
course of his wanderings everywhere, lie brings up presently
in the stables, and finds them untenanted, save by one lad,
who sits solitary among the straw. He is rather a dull-look-

inor youth, with a florid, vacant face at most times, but look-
ing dazed and anxious just now. "Something on his niind,"
thinks the superintendent, and sits sociably down on a box

beside him at once.
Il Now, my nian," Mr. Ferrick says, pleasantly, Il and

what is it that's troublingyou? Out with it---every little's a
help in a case like this."

The lad-his naine is jimmy-does fiot need lircssing-
his secret has been weicyhing, uneasily upon hiiii for the last
hour or more, ever since lie hea:rd of the niurder, in fact,
and lie pours his revelation into the superintendent's eapýr
ear. His revelation is this:

Last evening, just about dusk, strolling by chance in the
direction of the Laurel %valk, he heard voices raised and an-
gry in the walk-the voices of a man and a won)au. He

a--- - a
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liad peeped through. the branches and scen my lady and a
very tall man. No, it wasn't Sir Victor-it was a niuch blrr-
rer man with loii- black curliiin, hair. Didn't sec lils facne.

It was (lark in therc âniong the trecs. Wasn't sure, but it
struck hii-n it might bc the tall, black-avised man, who came
first the ni(-lit Sir «ý ictor brouglit hoinc niv lady, and wlio

-C CD 1
liad been seen skalking about tlie park once or twice since.

Had heard a whisper, tliat the nian ivas Mibs Licis brother
-didn't know hiinsclf. All lie did know wa-, that niy lady

and a man were quarrelling on the eveniiict of the murder in
t'lie Laurel walk. What were they quarrelling about ? Wcllý
lie couldn't catch their talk ve, y well-it was about money
lie thought. The man wanted rnoncy and jewels, and niy
lady wouldn't give'em. He threateried to do sornething or
tell soinet.1ilng; then site threatened toi have hini put in

Chesholni jàll if lie did. He, jiinmy, though full of curiosity,
was afraid the man would spring out and catch film, and so
at that juncture lie came away. There 1 that was all, if it
did the gentleman any-good, lie was welconie to it.

It tid the gentleman a world of good-it complicated
matters beautiftilly. Five minutes ago the case looked dark

as night for Mibs Catheron-here was a rift in lier sky. Who
ivas this nian-was it Miss Catheron's scai)e(-race brother ?

P-nniv could tell him nothino, more. lf you waiits to find
out ýbout 1%liss Inez' brotlienr," said jiiiii-ny, Ilyou go to old
Hooper. He knows. All I know is, that- they say he was
an uncommon bad lot; but old Hooper, he's knowed hini

ever since lie was à young'un and lived here. If old
Hooper says lie wasn't here t ie night Sir Victor brought my

lady home, don't you believe him-he was, and he's been
seen off and on in the groui-ids silice. The women folks in

ilic servants' hall, they say, as how lie must have been an
old sweetheart of my ladys. Yoù. go toi Old Hooper and

worrit it out of him."
Mr. Superintendent Ferrick went. How artfully he be-

gan his work, how delicately and sl,illfully lie Il punipeC old
Hooper dry, no words can tell. Mr. juan Catheron zcias an
111 uncommon. bad lot," he had come to the house and forced

an entrance into the dinincr-room the night of Lady Cath-
tronis arrival-there had been a quarrel, ai)d he had been

conipelled to leave. Bit by bit this was drawn froin Mr.



Hooper. Since then, Jackson, the head groom, and Ed-
%vards, the valet, had seen him hovering about the (yroundsZD

watching the house.
Nlr. Ferrick ponders these things in his heart, and is s4L-*11.

,rlllý;varaboii(l, Juan Catheron, follows-ni'v lady to Catheron
Royals, is expellied, hatints thc grounds, and a man an-

swerinc to his description is discovered quarrellit,y wini 1AY
lady, demanding nioney, etc., two or three hours before the

M111«der. The window of the rooni, in which she takes that
fatal sleep, opens on the lawn ; any one may enter who sees
fit. No one is about. The Oriental dacy er lies convenient
to his hand on the tabte. Here, now," says Mr. Ferrick
to Mr. Ferrick, with a reflective frown, Il which is guilty-
the brother or sister ? "

He goes and gives an order to, one of his men, and the
man startes in search of Mr. jaan Catheron. Mr. Catheron
must be found, though they suiiimon the detectives of Scot-
land Yard to aid them in their seârch.

The dull hours wear on-the new day, sunny and bright,
is with, them. The white drawinc-rootil is darkened-the

master of Catheron Royals sits there alone with his dead.
And presently the coroner conies, and talks with the super-
intendent, and they ewer soffly and look at the murdered
lady. The coroner departs araiii-ajtir.ý4is summonedand
the inqilest is fixecl to beoin at noon next day in the

i%Iitre " tavern at Chesalolni.
Lady Helena rettirns and goes at once to her nephew.

InCz, in spite of her injunctions, has never been near hiiii
once. He sits there still, as she left hiiii many hours ago ; he

has never stirred or spoken since. Left to, hirnself he 1 ' s al-
inost apathetic in Fils quiet-he rouses into fury, when thcy

strive to take him away. As ihe dusk falls, Lady Helena,
passing the door, hears hirn softly talkinc; to the dead, and
once---oh, pitiful Heaven ! she hears a 1'ow, blood-chillino,

lauch. She opens the door and goes in. He is kneeling
besides the sofa, holding the *rk figure in his arms, urgincr

her to, get up and dress. 0

1 t is a lovely night, Ethel," he says the moon is shin-
ing, and yop know, you like to walk ont on moonfight niglits.
Do you retneiiibcr, love, those nights at Mar(late; when we
walked together first on the sands ? Ah! you never lay like

M
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this, cold and still, then. Do get up, Ethel! " petulantly
this I am tired of sitting here and waiting for ypu to

awake. You have slept long enough. Get up 1
He tries to lift her. Horior struck, Lady Helena catches

him in time to prevent it.
Il Victor, Victor 1 " she cries, Il for the love of Heaven put

herdown. Corneaway. Don'tyouknowsheisdead?"
He lifts his dim. eyes to her face, blind with the misery of

a dumb animal.
Il Dead 1 " he whispers.
Then with a low, nioaning gasp, he falls back in her arms,

fainting wholly away.
Her cries bring aid-they lift him and carry him up to his

room, undress and place him in bed. The family physician
is suininoned-féels his pulse, hears what Lady Helena has

to say, and looks very grave. The shock has been too
much for a not overstrong body or mind. Sir Victor is in

imminent damier of brain féver.
The night shuts down. A messenger cornes to Lady

Helena saying the squire is niuch better, and she makes up
her mind to remain all night. Inez cornes, pale and caltii,

and also, ta-es her place by the stricken man's bedside, a
great sadness and pity for the first time on her face. The
White Room is locked-Lady Helena keeps the key-one
pale light burns dimly in its glittering vastness. And as the
night closes in blackness. over the doonied house, one of the
policemen comes in haste to Superintendent Ferrick, tri-
urnph In his face. He has found the dag er.

Mr. Ferrick opens his eyes rather-it is more than he ex-
pected.

A bungler," he mutters, Il whoever did 1't. Jones, where
did yon find this ?

Jones explains.
Near the entrance gates there is a wilderness of fern, or

bracken, as high as your waist. Hidden in the rnidst of this
unlikely place Jones has found the -dagger. It is as if the

party, going down the avenue, had flung it in.
Btiný;ler Superintendent Ferrick says again. It's

bad enouçyh to be a murderer without beinrf a fool."
He takes the daaaer. No doubt about the work it has
done. It. is incrustcd with blood--dry, dark, and clotted up
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to the hilt. - A strong, sure band had cerfainly done the
deed. For the first lime the thought strikes hini-could à
woman s hand, stnke that one strong, sure, deadly blow ?
lUiss Catheron is a fragile-looking young lady, with a waist

he could span, slini little fingers, and a delicate wrist.
Could slie strike this blow-it is quite evident only one has

been struck.
Il And besides," says Superintendent: Ferrick, argumenta-

tively to hirnself, " it's fiffeen minutes' fiast walking from the
bouse to theý gates. Fifteen minutes only elapse between
the time Nurse Pool sees lier come out of the nursery and

Maid Ellen finds lier riiistress ruurdered. And l'Il be sworn.
she hasn't been out of the house to-day. AU last ni è ht they
say she kept herself shut up in her room. Suppose she

wasn't-suppose she went out last night and tried to hide it,
is it likely--come, I say! is it likely, she would take and

thr'Ow it right in the very ipot, where it was sure to be
found ? A Tartar- that young woinan is, I have no doubt,
but shes a long way off being a fool. She niay know who
bas - done this murder, but l'Il sta-e iny professional reputa-
tion, in spite of 1%frs. Pool, that she never did it herselL"

A thin, drizzling rain cornes on with the night, the treesg
drip; drip in a feeble melancholy sort of ivay, the wind bas a

lugubrious sob in its voice, and it is intenselv dark. It is
about nine olc.ock, when Miss Catheron rises fioni lier place
by the sick-bed and goes out of the rooin. In the corridor
she stands a moment, with the air of one who locks, and lis-
tens. She sees no one. The dark figure of a woman, Who

hovers afar off and watches lier, is there, but lost in a shad-
owy corner; a woman, Who since the rnurder, bas never en-
tirely lost sight: of lier. Miss Catheron does not see her,

she takes up a shawl, wraps itlabout lier, over lier head, walks
rapidly aloncy the passace, down a back stairway, out of a
side door, little used, and so, out into the dark, dripping,
sighing night.

There are the Chesholm constabulary on guard on the
wet grass and gravel elsewhere-there are none here. But
the quiet figure of jane Pool bas followed lier, like lier

shadow, and C jane Pool'ý face, peers cautiously out froin the
-half-opert door. el

In that *One instant while she waits, she misses her prey
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-she emerges, but in the darkness nothing is to be seen or
heard.

As she stands irresolute, she suddenly hears a low, dis-
tinct whistle to the left. It may be the call of a niaht-bird

-it may be a signal.
She glides' to the left, straining her eyes through the

glooni. It is many minutes before she can see anythinc, ex-
cept the vaguely waving, trees then à fiery spark, a red eye
glows throalzh,.tlie night. She has run her prey to earth-it
is the lighted tipof a cigar.

She draws near-her heart throbs. Dinily she sees'the
tall fipire of a man ; close to hini the slender, slighter figure
of a woman. They are talking in whispers, and she is mor-
tally afraid of coming too close. What is to keep them from,
murderinor her too, ?

1 tell you, you must go, and at once," are thfirst words,
she hears Inez Catheron speaking, in a passionate, intense

whisper. Il I tell you I am suspected already; do you
thitik you can escape much longer ? If you have any féel-

inc for yourself, for me, go, go, 1 beseech you, at once!
Iliey are searching for you now, 1 warn you, and if they
find you---2'

Il If they find me," the man retorts, dog,,edly, Il it can't
bé much worse than it is. Things have been so black with

me for years, that they cant be much blacker. But l'Il go.
l'm not over anxious to stay, Lord knows. Give nie the
money and l'Il bc off."

She takes froni her bosom a package, and hands it to hini ;
by the glow of the red cigar-tip jane sees her.

It is all 1 have-all 1 can, get, jewels and all"' she says ;
ce enoueyh'to keep you for years with care. Now go, and
rever come back-your coining has done evil enough,
surely."

jane Pool catches the words-the man mutters some sul-
len, inaudible reply. Inez Catheron speaks again in the
sanie passionate voice.

Il How dare you say so ? she cries, stamping her foot.
You wretch 1 whom it is my bitterest shame to call

brother. But for vou she would be alive and well. Do you
think. 1 do not know it ? Go--living or dead, I never want
to look upgn your face again 1
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jane Pool hears those terrible words and stands para7
lyzed. Can it be, that Miss Inez is not the murderess after

all? The man retorts again-she does not hear how-then
pluneres into the woodland and disappears. An instant the
girl stands motionless lookinc, after hirn, thén she ttirns and
walks rapidly back into the house.

CHAPTER IX-

FROM THE " CHESHOLM COURIEPC

HE Monday morning edition of the Chesholm au-
rier, September igth, 18-, contained the follow-
ing, eagerly devoured by every man and woman

in the county, able to read at all :

THE TRAGEDY AT CATHERON ROYAM.

In all t-he annals of mysterious crin-te (began the editor,
with intense evident relish)' nothino, more mysterious, or

more awful, has ever been known, than the recent tragedy
at Catheron Royals. In the annals of our town, of our

county, of our country we may almost say, it stands unparal-
leled in its atrocity. A young and lovely lady, wedded little

better than a year, holding the very highest position in
society, in the sacred privacy of her own household, sur-

rounded by faithful servants, is struck down by the dagger
of the assassin. Her youtà, her beauty, the sanctity of

sluniber, all were powerless to, shield her. Full of life,
and hope, and happiness, she is foully and hideously mur-
dered-her babe Lft motlierless, her yoting husband be-
reaved and-desolate. If anything were needed to, make
the dreadful tragedy yet more dreadfuil, it is, that Sir Victor

Catheron lies, as.we write, hovering between life and death.
'The blow., which struck hér down, has stricken hini too-has
lýe hini ul)on what may be his death-bed. At present he
lies iiierciftilly unconscious of his terrible loss tossing in the
delirium of violent brain féver.

1' Who, we ask, is safe after this ? A lady of the very high-
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est rank; in her own home, surrounded by lier servants, in
open day, is stabbed t-o the heart. M'ho, we ask again, is
safé after this ? Who was the assassin-Nýhat was the mo-
iive ? Docs that assassin yet lurk in our midst ? Let it be
the work of the coroner and his jury to discover the terrible
secret, to bring the wretch to Justice. And it is the duty of
every nian and wornan in Chesholm to aid, if they can, that
discovery."

From Tuesdays E(lition.

The inquest began at one o'clock yesterday in the parlor
of the Mitre Inn, Lady -Helena Powyss, of Powyss Place,
and Nliss Inez Catheron. being present. The first witness
called was Ellen Butters.

ELLEN BUTTERS sworn.-Il 1 was Lady Catheron's maid;
I was enrrarred in -London and came down wi th her here ; on
the afternoon of Friday, 16th, I last saw my lady alive, about
half-past six in the afternoon ; she had dressed for dinner;
the family dinner hour is seven ; saw nothinr unusual about

her ;- well yes, she seerned a little out of spirits, but was
gentle and patient as ustial ; when 1 had fifilshed dressing
her she threw her shawl about her, and took a book-, and said
she would go out a few minutes and take the air; she did

go out, and 1 went dowa to the servant7s hall ; sometime
after seven Jane Pool, the nurse, came down. in a geeat flurry
and saidz---ý'

Tli, CORONEP--" Young woman we don't want to hèar
what -Jane Pool said. and did. We want to know what you
saw yoursel£"

ELLEN BUTTERS (sulkily).-Il'Very well, thaes what I'm
trying.to tell you. If Jane Pool hadr* said Sir Victor had

gone off to Powyss Place, and that she didnt think it would
be proper to disturb iny lady just thé'n, 1 would have gone

up to.mylady for orders. Jane*hadher supper and wentup
to the nursery for baby. She came back again after awhile
-it was just past eight-in a temper, saying she had left wy
lady asleep when she took away baby, anct returned to'awal,e
her. She had met Miss Inez who ordered her away about

lier business, saying my lady was stili Jane Pool
said--2' la
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THE CoRo,.,-;FR-11 Young woman, we don't want to liear

what jane Pool said. janc Pool will tell her own stoiy pres-
ently ; we won't trouble yon to tcll both. At what hour did
yôu go UI) to the nursery yourself? "

ELLE-S L-'L=ERS (more sulkily).-l I disremeinber ; it was
after eirylit. 1 could tell all about it better if you wouldn't
kecp interrupting and putting nie out. It was about a
quarter or tweiity minutes past eight, I think--2'

THE CoRo,.çER (docymatically).-Il What yon think won7t
do. Be more precise if you please, and keep your-temper.

What o'clock was it, I say, when you went up to, the nur-

sery ?

ELLEN BL=ERS (excitedly).-" It was about a quarter
or twenty minutes past eight-how can I know an surer when

1 doWt know. I don't carry a watch, and didn't look at the

clock. I'm sure I never expected to be badgered aboùt it in

this way. I said I'd go and wake my lady up, and not leave

her there. to catch lier death y in spite of fifty Miss Catherons.

1 rapped at the door and got no answer, then 1 opened it

and went in. There was no licrht, but the moon was shining

briçyht and clear, and I saw tny lady sitting, with her shawl

around lier, in the arm-chair. I thought she was asleep

and called her-there was no answer. 1 called again, and

put my hand on her bosoin to arouse her. Something wet

niy hand-it was blood. 1 looked at her closer, and saW

blood on her dress, and oozing in a little stream from the

left breast. Then I knew she had been killed. I ran scream-

ing from the room, and down amon'g the rest of the servants.

1 told them-1 didn't know how. And I doWt remember

any more, for I féli in a faint. When I came to I was alone

-the rest were up in the nursery. I got up and joined thern

-that's ever'thing ý know about it."

Ellen Butters retired, and William Hooper was called.
This is Mr. Hoopers evidence:

1 Il I have bee'n butler in Sir Victor Catheron's family for

twenty years. On the night of Friday last, as 1 sat in the
servante hall after supper, the young woman, Ellen Butters,

my lady's London maid, came screeching downstairs like a

creature gone mad, that my lady was murdered, and,
fricylitened us all out of our senses. As she was always a

flighty youlig person, 1 didn't believe her. 1 ordered her
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to be quiet, and tell us what she meant. Instead of doing
it she- gave a sort of gasp and fell fainting doNvii lin a heap.
1 mad-- thein lay her clown on the floor, and then follow ine
up to the nursery. We went in a body=,l at the head.

There was Do lirht but the moorilight in the room. My lady
lay back in the arm-chair, lier eyes closed, bleeding and quite
dead. 1 ran up to Miss Ineïs roonx and cal-ted her. My

master was not aet home. or 1 would have called hiiii instead.
1 think she must have been dead sorné minutes. She was
growing cold when 1 found her."

4&1 William Hooper," continued the Cliesholm Courier, com-
municatively, il was'cross-exaiiiined as to the precise time of

finding the body. He said it was close upon half-past eicylit,
the hM&'hour sf.ruck -L-, he went up to, Migs Inez's room."

James Dickzeywasnext called. James Dick--ey, ashamb-
ling lad of eicyhteen, took hàs place,Àýis eves rolling in abject
terror, and under the evident impression that he was being
tried for his life. Every answer was wrung frorn this fright-
ened youth, as with reâ-hot pincers, and it was with the Z> ut-
most difficully an-t-thînor consistent'couid be extorted at alk

About haif-pat sx on Frida - evening, Mr. Dl.-ksey was
rambang about the groundi, in the direction of the laurel walk.

In the open ground it was still quite li'ht, in the latirel, walk
it was grofflug du,k. As he drew near, he heard voices
in the laurel walk-ang-ry voices, though.not very loud-the
voices of a rnan and a woman. Peeped in and saw rny lady.

Yes: it was my lady-yes, he was sure. Was it hkèiy now
'he wouldat know iny lady ? The man was very tall, had a

furrin-look-inc; hat pulled over,ýhis eyes, and stood with his
back t ' o hiin. He didn't see his face. They were quarTel-
ling and-well yes, he did listen. HeaTd the man call her
& Ethel,' ard ask for money. She wouldn't givé it to him.
Then he as-ed for j.-wels. She refused again. and ordered

hirn to go. She was very angry-she stamped her foot once
id aid If you don't -o instantly 1*11 call my husband.

Between you and your sister you wiJ drive me rnad.' When
she said that, he guessed at once, who the big furrin-look-ing
man was. It was.Nliss Inez% brother, Mr. juan Catheron.,

Had heard teU of hira often, and knew he had been at the
housse the night of rny ladys arriva4 and that there liad been
a row.9y



FPOM TIIE cc CAESHOLM COURIER." 81

Mr. Dicksey was here s'harply reprimanded, informed that
his suspicions and hearsays were not wanted, and requested
to coine back to the point. He came back.

Il lMy lady wouldn't give him anything, then he got mad and
said : ' (James Dicksey had been vaguelv impresseq by these
reniarkable words at the time, and had been silently revolv-
ing them ever since) 1 Give me the jewels, or by all the gods
l'il blow the story of yourmarriage to me all over England

The breathless silence of coroner, jury, and spectators at
this juncture was something not to be described. In that

profound silence, James Dicksey went 'rambling -on_ to say,,
that he could swear before the Queen herself to those words,

that he had been thinking them. over ever since he had heard
them, and that lie couldn't make top or tail of them.

THE CORONER (inte*upting)-l' What further did yoif
overhear ? Be careffil, renieiiiber you are on oath."

JAINIEs DICKSEY.-" I head what niv lady said. She was
in an awful passion, and spoke loud. She said, Il Ydu will
not, you dare not, you're à cowàrd; Sir Victor has you in
his power, and if you say one word you'Il be silenced in

Cliesholiii jail? Then she stamped her foot again, and said,
Leave nie, Juan Catheron ani not afraid of you.' Yes

he was sure of the nanie ; she called hini Juan Catheron,
and loo-ed as if she could eat him alive. He had heard no

môre ; he was afraid of being caught, and had stolen quietly
-aw,iý. Had said -nothing at all about it to, any one, was

afraid it iiiight reach -my ladys ears, and that he would lose
his ploïée for eavesdropping. At ten dclock that night was

told of the murder, and was took all of aýtremble. liad told
Superintendent Ferrick soniething of this next day, but this
was all-yes so help him, all he had heard, and just as he
ha-d heard it."

.James Dicksey was rigidly cross-examined, and clung to
his testimony with a dogrred tenacity nothing could alter or
shake. He could swear positively to the, nàme she had ut-

tered, to the words both had spoken. if he were dying. A
profound sensation ran through the room aq James Dicksey
sat down-a thrill of unutterable appreliension and féar.

TL lie examination of these thrce witnesses had occupied
the whole & the afternoon. The court adjourned. until next
morning at ten o'clocL

4*
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On Tiiesday rnorning, d-espite the inclemency of the
*%veather (said the Cliesholin Courier to its readers) the par-
lor of the 1- i\lltre," the halls, the stairwaýýs, and even tlitý inn

ya7d were filled at the hour of nine. 'Élie excitenienIt was
intense-you inight have heard a pin drop in the silence,

when the examination of witnesses was resumed. Willianiè
Hooper was agyain called to take the stand-

THE CORONER.-" You renieniber, I sul)l-tose, the evening
on which Sir Victor broucht Lady Catheron home?"

1 do."
CORONER.-" You had a visi t or 011 that nicyht. You ad-

rnitted him, did you not, Mr. Hooper? Who was that visi-
tor ?

Il It was Mr. juan Catheron."
Was M.r. juan Catheron in the habit of visiting Catheron

Royal s ? ',
He was not."
Can yoil recollect, how long a period had elapsed since

his previous visit ? "
Il NIr. Catheron had not been at the Royals for oveieur

years. He was wild-there was 111-féeling between hin-i and
y y -4

,ýhiy inaster.
Betveen hini and his sister also ?
1 don't know. 1-belidve so." Here the witness

looked piteously at the jiiry. Il 1 had rather not answer
these qu,,,stions, gentlenieii, if you please. I'm an old ser-

vant of the family-whatever faiiilly secrets may have come
under mv knowledge, 1 have no riolit to reveaU'
THE Cý)RO-.N-ER (blandly).-Il Only a few more, Mr. Hool)er.

We require to know on what footing Mr. juan Catheron
stood with his family. Did, he ever come io Catheron Roy-

als to visit his sister ?
He did not.',

Had he ever been forbidden the house Py
1-believe so."
On the evening of Sir Victor and Lady Catheron's arrival,

his visit was entirely unexpected then ?
11-I don't know."

You adiiiitted him ?
1 did."
What did he say to, you ?
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Ill dont reincinber. - S'me rattlinc nonsense-notlil'll"r
more. He was alvays lightheada. He ran upstairs and
into the dinin(T-rdoni before 1 could prevent it."

Hc)%v lon, d Id he reniain ?
About twenty minutes not longer, I ani certain. Then

he came running bac- an& let him out."
Had there been a quarrel ? "
1 don't know, doggedly I wasn7t: there. Mr. juan

came downý1aughing, 1 know that. I know nothing more
about it. 1 have never seen him since."

CHAPTER X.

FROM TI-IF, Il CHF-SHOLM COURIER "-CONTIN..UEI).

ANE Pool was called. A suppressed murmur of
deepest interest jan tlirough the rooin at the nan-ie
of this witness. It was understood her evidence
would haýe the deepest bearing on the case. Mrs.

Pool took the s,tand. "Adecentii)telligentyoungwonian,"
said the Clie-Wwlni Courier, , who gave her evidence in a

clear, straightforward way that carried conviction ta every
hearer?' Ill am jane Pool. 1 am nuf'se ta Sir Victor
Catherons infant son. Early in August I entered the ser-

vice of the deceased Lady Catheron in London ; the first
week-of September I accompanied themýdown here. On
the evening of the murder, about half-past six o'clock, or
perhaps a quarter of seven, while 1 was busy in the day
nursery over my duties, my lady carne in, as she often did,
though not at that hour. She looked pale and flurried, and

bent over baby, who lay asleep, without speaking. Sir Vic-
tor caine in while she wàs still there, and without taking any
notice of me, told her he had recelved a note from Lady Hel-
ena Powyss saying Squire Powyss had had a stroke, and that
he Must go at once ta Powyss Place. -He said he thought he

would be absent all nicyht ., , that he' ould return assoon as lie
could, and that she was ta take care of herselE He kissed lier

good-byandlefttheroom. My lady went ta the, witidow and
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her hand to, him, and watched hini ont of SiTlit.

,About ten afte., while she still stood there, tnc cloor
0 eý, d and -\,Ilss liiez came in and asked for Sir Victor; she

saiý- âhe wanted hii-n. Then -,lie stooped -over and looked at
the baby, cLii*-.ior liiiiii the licir of Catheron Royals. Then she

laurrhed in lier soft way, -ýnd said 1 wonder if he is the heir
of Catheron Royals? 1 have been reading the Scotcli niar-
riage law. and after what you and niv brother said the odier

nlrrlit--2' If she said any more 1 dlàn't catch it -iiiy lady
tuIrried round in such a Ilanie of an-er as 1 never saw lier inC
before, and says she Yoii have uttered )-our last- insult,
liiez, Catheron-you wi-Il never utter another beneath this
roof To-inorrow vou ICave- it. I ani Sir Victor Catheroii's,

wifé, and the inibtress of Catheron Royals-this is the last
niglit it W111 ever shelter )-ou." 'l'lien she opened the door.
('Xo she said when niy husband returns you or

le-ave this forever! Nelther of thein took the Icast notice of
nie ; I was afraid of being seen, and keep as quiet as I

could. 1 heard lUiss Inez answer : ' Not all the soap-
bollere dauçyhters in En,,land shall send me front Catheron0 .j

Royals. You niay go to-inorrow if you will, but 1 will
never go, never!' With that shewent away, and my lady
shut the door upon her. I did not want. her to seé me

there, w4en she turned round, so 1 slipped out of another
door, and down§tairs. I took niy supper, lingering, I -dare

say, lialf an hour; I doii't think it was., nitich more than
half-after seven when I returned to tlie-n-ý'irsery for baby.

1 found ii)y lady asleep in the arai-chair beside the open
,Wlndow. She had been crying-there were tears on her

cheeks and eyelashes as she slept. 1 did not disturb lier.
1 Uted baby and carried hirn up to thc night nurser . 1 lefft0 y
hini in charge of the uii(l,>r nurseniaid, and returned to the

room niy lady was in. Ille clock was striking eight as I caiiiL-
downstairs. 1 was cYoinýx in to awaken my lady, not liking to,C Ci

have lier sleel) in the iii-lit air. My hand was on the liand le,
the door opcned and Miss liiez canie out. , Slie lookt-d

palCr than coninion, 1 thotight, but she spoke just as hirr
CD i nh

and haughty as usual. SI-4e asked nie what 1 wanted there
1 toid lier 1 wanted to waken my lady. Shu looked at Ille,

as thourh she would like to bite off i-ny hehd-she was in one
of her tempers, I could see. You had better let my Ldy
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alone' she says 'and attend to your ni,,.,rsery. She's a,-,Iccl)

sti , and it isn't your 1)lace to awaken lier. Go.' 1 was

a fury; 1 don't mind owning that, but 1 said nothing and 1

went. Wlien Nliss Inez looked and spoke like that, every

servant in the house knew it was as niuch as lier placc was

worth to disobey lier. I went back and told Ellen Butters.

Ellen was drinking lier tea ; she couldn't abide Miss Inez,

and the minute she finished lier cup she juinps up. 1 Pin

not afraid of lier,' says Ellen ; 1 she ain't my missis ; l'Il go

and wake my lady up.' She went ; we staid below. 1 t

llli«71it be five minutes after, when she conies flying back,
screaniiiir'; fit to wake the dead, 'Nfurder! niurder!' There

was bloocton one of lier hands, and before we could get any-

thing more froni lier excel)t 'INI), lady 1 my lady !' she drol)s
dovn in a faint. We left here there, and followed Hool)er

upstairs. There was my lady Iying in the arm-chair under
the window, as 1 had seen lier last-stone dead. ýYe were
ail so shocked and frinlitened, 1 hardly know what was said

or done for a while. rhen somebody says-I don't know

who to this minute, 1 Where is Miss Catheron ?' Nobody
made answer. Says the person again: Where is Miss
Catheron?' I thirik it frightened Hooper. He turned
round, and said lie would go for lier. He went-we waited.
He came back with, lier 1 n zi short wbile, and we all looked
àt 'lier. She was -nearly as iiiiich lik-e a dead woman as niy
lady herselE I never sav such a look on any face before-

her eyes seemed dazed in lier head, like. She hardly seemed
to know what she was saying or doing, and she didn't seeni

a bit susprised. Hooper said to lier Shall 1 send for Sir
Victor ?' She answered, still in that stunned sort of way :
1 Yes, send for Sir Victor, and the doctor, and the police at

or.ce.' She was shivering like one iri the chills, as she
said it. She said she cotild do nothing more, and she left us
and went back to lier rooni. It was then I first missed the
daz.-Yer. 1 can svear it was lying on the table beside a book,

wlien my lady first fell asleep ; when 1 looked round, the
book was still there, the dagryer gone."1-15b

The blood-stained dagger found by the policeman, was
here prodticed and identified at once by the witness.

" It is the same-1 have had it in my hand a hundred
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times, and scen it with her. Oh, my lady-my lady-my
dear lady!"

The si-ht of the blood-incrusted weapon, seemed totally to
unnerve the witncss. She broke out into hysterical sobbing,

,which nothing could quiet. It being now noon, the court
adjourned till two o'cloc-.

jane Pool was then acrain called, and resumed her impor-
tant testimony, in the sarne rapid, narrative, connected style
as before.

111 felt dreadfully about the murder, and 1 don't mind
owniny I had My suspicions. 1 said to myself: 1 l'Il keep

an eye on Miss Inez,' and I did, as Nvell as 1 could. She
keptherroomnearlyallnextday. Toward niçylit, Sir Victor

was took down with the féver-wild and raving li-e, and
Miss Inez went with Lady Helena to sit with him and

watch. 1 was watching too, Sir Victors room door. 1
don't know why, but 1 seenied to expect sornething. About

nine, or a little later, as I stood at one end of the hall in the
shadow, 1 saw the door open and Nliss Inez come out. She
looked up and down to see if the coast was clear, then put

her shawl over lier head, and walked very fast to the opposite
end, clownstairs and out of the side door. I followed lier.
It was raining and very dark, and at first I lost her among
the trees. Then 1 licard a whistle, and followirig it, the
next thing 1 saw was a tali mari smoking a cigar,-close bé»-

side her. It was too dark to see his face ; 1 cnuld just
make out that he was very tall. They were talking in whis-

pérs, and what with the dril), drip of rain and the rustling of
the trecs, 1 couldn't catch at first what they were saying."

Indeed, Mrs. Pool," the co-roner observed at this point,
that ils to be regretted. Eavesdropping seems to be vour

forte."
Il 1 don't think it is any harm to listen in a good cause,"

Mrs. Pool retorted, sullenly. Il lf you don't care to, have
me repeat My eavesdropping, I won7t."

Repeat what you heard, if it bears on this case."
The first words I heard, were from Miss Inez. She was
giving him something-money, 1 thouçyht, and she said:

Now go and never come back. Your coming has done
evil enough surely.' 1 couldn't catch his answer. He took

what s e gave him, and Miss Inez burst out, as she always
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(1oes, in one of her tearing passions : 1 How dare you sa), so,
N,)ýi wretch ! whoni it is iny bitterest shanie to call brother.

,Hut for you she would be aliz-e and wcil-do you think I
elon't know it ? (Io ! Living or dead, 1 never want to look

upon vour face again.'
The sensation in the court [said the Chesholm Couricr] as

the witness repeated these words, was soi-nethincy indescrib-
able. A low. angry murmur ran from lip to, lip; even the
coroner turned pale.

Il Witness," lie said, Il take care You are on oath, re-
meniber. How can you recall accurately ward for word what

yoti licard ? "
,, Are they the sort of words likely to be forgotten ?

"lie Pool retorted. 1 know I'm on oath ; '1*11 take five
liundied oaths to, these words, if you like. Those were the

very words Miss Inez Catheron spok-e. She called hirn her
brother. She said but for hitil she would be alive to-night.

'l'lien lie plun-ed ùito, the wood and disappeared, and she
went back to the house. I hav'nt spoken of this to any one
silice. 1 wrote the words down when I came in. Here is
the writincr."

She handed the coroner a slip of paper, on which what
she had repeated was written.

Il I knew 1 would have to swear to it, so 1 -roie-it down
to inake sure. But my rnemory is good - 1 «ouldn't have

for«otten."
The witness was rigidly cross-ýexamined, but nothing could

shak-(ý lier testimony.
.&'l'lie window," she said, Il of the rooni where the mur-

der was conimitted, opened on a Lawn and flower-garden-
anv on,-> could have entered by it. The k-nifé lay on the

taüe close by."

Dr. Dane was next called and gave his medical testimony.
'l'lie daç,-,Yer shown, would inflîct the wound that éaused
Lady Catheron's death. In his ol)lnion, but one blow ha-cl

been struck and had penetrated the heart. Death nitist
have been instantaneous. A strong, sure hand must have
struck the blow.

The policeman who had found the daggrer was called, and
testified as to its discovery among the brake, on the evening

succeedin'g the murder.



88 FROM FIIE COURIL,R"-CONFINU-D.

Miss Catheron was the next and last witness suninioncd.
At the sotind of her naine a low, onlinous hiss was heard-
sternly repressed at once by the coroner.

il 1vliss Catheron canie in," quoth the Courier, Il as pale
as marble and lookincy as eniotionless. Her large dark eý1es
glanced over the crowded rooni, and dead silence fell. The
younçy lady gave her evidence clearly and con cisely-perfectly
calni in tone and nianner.

On the Friday çvening in question, the deceased Lady
Catheron and iiiysclf had a inistinderstanding. It was niy

fault. 1 niade a remark that wounded lier, and she retorted
by saying 1 should Jeave Catheron Royals on the i-norrow.

1 answered equally ancrrily, that 1 would not, and left the
roorn. When 1 was alone 1 began to regret what 1 bad so

hastily said. 1 thotight the i-natter over for a tinie, and
finally resolved to rettirn and apologize. I went back to the
nursery, and found Lady Catheron fast asleep. I would not
disturb her, and immediately left the roorn. On the thresh-
old, I encountered Nurse Pool. I had always disliked the
wornan, and spoke sharply to her, ordering her away. Half

an hour after, as 1 sat in iny rooni alone, Hooper, the butler,
carne up, and told nie my lady was murdered. 1 was natur-
ally shocked and horrified. 1 went down with Iiini, and saw
her. lhardlvknevwhatto(lo;lfeltsturine(laiidbewildered
by the suddenness of so ýterrible a catastrophe. I told ' the

butier to send for Sir Victor, for the.faiiiily physician, and
the police. 1 knew not what else to do. 1 could not re-
inaýîn in the room, becatise the sight of blood always turns
ine faint and sick. I retired to iny own apartnient and re-

niained there until the arival, of Lady Helena Powyss."

There was one fact, the Chesholm Courier diçl not chron-
icle, concerning Miss Catheron's evidence-the formal,
constrained Manner in which A was given, like one who re-

peats a well-learned lesson by rote.

As she concluded, the coronet ventured to put a few re-
spiectful questions.

On the night succeeding the murder, Miss Catheron,
you met after dusk a man in the grounds. Do ybu object
to telling us who that man was ? "
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" Miss Catheron replied, haughtily. 11,1 niost

cidedly object. I fiave t@ld all I liave to tell coiicerni,,),-
t1ils murder. About my private affairs 1 will answer no iiii-

purtinent questions, elther noNv or at any future time."
,\Ilss Catheron was then allowed to retire. The jury

held a consultation, and it was proposed to adjourn the in-
(Itiest for a few days, until juan Catheron should be dis-
covered.

In one of the roorns of the Il Mitre, Miss Catheron stood
Nvith Lady Helena', Sir Roger Kendrick, and a few other

sympathizing and indignant f?ýends. There was but little
said-bilt little to say. AU felt that a darlçoý terrible cloud

was g-ttlienùg over the girPs head. It broke sooner than
they looked for.

As they lingered there for a few moments, awaiting the is-
stie of the inquest, a constable entered with a warrant, ap-
proached and touched Miss Catheron lightly on the shoul-
der.

Lady Helena uttered a gasping cry; Sir Roger strode
forivard the young lady slightly recoiled. The const le
tookoff his hat and spoke

Il Very sorry, Miss, but it's niy painful duty. I have a
warrant here from Squire Smiley, Justice of the Peace, to ar-
rest you on suspicion of wilful n)urder."

CHAPTER XI.

RING OUT YOUR BELLS LET MOURNING SHOWS BE

SPREAD ! "

HREE days -fier, a long and stately procession
passed slowly through the great gates, und er the

lofty Norman archway, bearing vo the Catheron
vaults the body of Ethel, last lady Catheron.-

A long and sad ceremonial 1 Why, it seenied only yester-
day that that mournful, pasaing bell had rung out t1he wel-
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coming peal but yesterday since they had lit the bon-fires,
and toszed their hats in the air, and cheered witli all

th--Ir h(ýarts and souls, the gallant husband and lovely wifé.
For a " squire of high. decyrce " to marry bencath Iiiiii, Ili

soý,iicthinr that goes home, warm and true, to every humble
licart. Sir Victor's tenantry had never been half so proild

of IIE'n, as when bc had broti-lit aiiioii(-r theni lus lov--bo-.ii
wifé. It scenied but yesterday that all th,,-- parish had scen

lier, wal-Ing til) this ve le, in pale, flowincf silks, and witli
the svecte 1 st face there ever shone on, leaning on*her
happy young husband's arin ; and now they carried ber dead

-foully niurdered-to the open Catheron vault, and laid
ber to sleel) forever beside the high-born dames of the race
who slept their last sleep there.

Il All mer) arc equal on tile turf and under it," once said
a fainous sporting nobleman. Ethel Dobb, the London

soap-boiler's daucyhter, took her place to-day, amoncy the dead
daurhters of earls and marquises, their equal at last, by rirrht
divine of the great leveller, Death,

A great and solemn hush pervaded all ranks, sexes, and
classes. Struck down in ber sleep, withoýu -*a" moment's warn-

imy in lier own honie-a deep inuriiiur, that was like the
murniur of an *ngry sea, ran throursh theiii as they collected
together.

TF1w had donc this deed ?-the girl confined in Chesholiii
jail, or lier scoundrel brother ? They rernembered hini well

-11ke 1shmael of old, his hand ac-ainst evei-4 mari, and every
man's hand against him, the head and instigator of every
poaching fray, or hen-roost robbery, every fight and evil dced
done in Chesholm. Both'brother and sister hated her-Inez

Catheron tliat she'had taken ber lover from her-juan Cath-
eron that lie had lost lier himself After Sir Victor lie was

heir-at-law. Failing the life of the infant son, he might one
day write-hiniself Sir juan.
It was a luck thing, croaked the Chesholm gossips, that

Nurse Pool had renioved the baby, else the dagrrer that
stabbed the mother would have found its wayto the licart of
the child. Ctirse the black--hearted inurderer of sleeping

wonien and froni the throng in the churchyard. there rose
up a groan to Heaven, and a hundfédýanrrry hearts piedçyed

theniselves to, avengc it if the law would not.
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The coroiler would have let the -voulig lady escape,11
o n c. Sce liow he sntibbed NT i s. Poul, and how easily

hý: 12t lier betters off. If justice S.n11ýfy hadn't got out his
warrant, she'd have been off to the continent and clear away,
loii- before tlils."

Why doli't they find Juan Catheron ? " said another.
say they're look-1no, for hiiii-Nvhy dn't they find him

tlien ? '.,\Itir(lerers don't escape so easily nowadays-the
law finds 'ein if it wants to find 'eiii. It's seven days

siiice the murder was doue, and no tale or tidings of hini
ý-et."

Il And when he is found neither he nor his sister shall es-
cape. If the law lets thern clear, wewon't. The time when
rank could shield crime is over, thank Heaven. Let them
haiig as higli as Haman-they deserve iL l'Il be the first to
pull the rope."

'Day-b -day, the feeling had grown stronger and bitterer,
* 1 y

ayainst brother and sister. The Enalishman's proverbial
love of Il fair I)Iay," seeined for once forgotten. The merci-,
fül reasoning of the law, that takes every man, to be innocent
iiiitil lie is proven guilty, was too lenient to be listened to.

The brother had murdered her-the sister liad aided and
abetted. Let thern both hang-that was the-voxpopuli of

C,-ie.Iiolin-liancring was too good for them.
How did she take her arrest-she was always as proud

m Lucifer and as haughty as a dukes daughter ? " asked
the curious townfolk. -

Slie had taken it very quietly as though she had expected
it. When Lady Helena and Sir Roger had cried out in hor-

ror at her arreA, 5he had stood firm. A slight, sad smile liad
even crossed her lips.

Il Dear Aunt Helena--dear Sir Roger," she had said,
theres nothing to be surprised at. Dpn't interfère with

this man ; he is only doing his duty. 1 knew this would
coine. 1 have expected it froin the first. It will be un-

pleasant for the tinie-of the result I have no féar. In these
days, when so many guilty escape, A is not likely the inno-

cent will be punished. Let me go with this man quietly,
Aunt Helena ; U' a flusli of proud pain passed over her face,
Il 1 don't want the servants-1 don't want the rabble to see
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-She held out her hand to lier aunt, and lier aunt's ohl.
frie n d.

Il Good-by, Aunt Helena," she said wistfully. Good-bv,
Sir Rocer. Nothincy that they can bring arrainst nie w1il

c' C C b
shakc your faith in me, I know. You will botli conie to see
ine often, I hope, and bring nie news of poor Victor.

Should-1 mean wlien lie recovers-dont tell hiiii of this-
don't, 1 Seg. It can do' no god'd-it niay do hiiii harin.
Good-by once inore-aive my qove to Uncle Godfrey. Aunt

Helena, don't distress yourself so ; 1 cannot bear ï.t."
Il Do you think I will let you go alone ? No, 1 will go
with you to the prison. if these be tted wretches persist in

sending you there. But oh, therrust be soine mistake-
it is too atrocious. Sir Roger, can't you do somethincr ?

Great Heaven ! the idea of Inez Catheron being lodged in
Chesholin jail like a conimon félon ! "
Sir Rorer can do notli*ny," Inez ansvered the lav

must take its courýe. /' Let as end thls painftil scene-let ils
go îLt once." " She shuddtýred in sinte of herself. 'l'lie

sooner it is over the better."
She shook hands again with Sir Roger. A cab was at the
'door-the old baronet handed the ladies in, and stood bare-

headed, until they were driven out of sicht. Thev reached
the square, glooiny, black btilidiny called Chesholiii jail,
standing in the cCnter of a glooiny, paved quadrangle. Nlb'ss

Catheron was shown to a rooni. 'l'lie jaller liad once beeen
a servant in the Powyss fan-iliv, and he piedcred himself nov

to make Miss liiez asconifortable as was admissible under
the circurnstances. ý

Once in the dreary room, with the heavy door'closed and
locked, Lady Helena suddenlyýél1 down on the stone floor

before her niece and beld Lip lier hands.
Iriez, she said, in Heaven's naine hear me 1 You are

shieldina sonie one-that guilty nian-you saw hirn do this
deed. Speak outl Save yourself-let the guilty suffer.

What is lie, that you should peribh for lus sake ? He was al-
ways evil and guilty-forget lus blood flows in your veins-
speak out and save yourself. Let Iiiiii who is guilty suffer

for his own crime 1
The soft September twilight was fillinor thé-room. One

pale flash of sunset came slatiting'throtigh the grated window
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fell on Inez Catheron's face. She stood in the middle
()f the floor. her clasped hands hancrino, loosely before her,
an 1ndeý.-crib ible expression on her face.

1- Poor itian," she said, wearily ; Il don't bc too liard on
Iiiiii. Atint Helena. We have nonc of us 4er bcen toc)

witli Iiiiii in his wroiiy doinc,, and lie wagn't rea"y bad
at heart then. If any letter should coine froin liiiii to votili
for ine say nothinu about it-bring it licre. 1 don't tll*l-k-
lie will bc taken ; he can double lik-e a hare, and he is used

to being hunted. 1 hope he is far away at sea before this.
For the rest, 1 have nothing to say-nothing. 1 can live
(11",-Yraced and die a feldn, if need bc, but not ten thousand

cl1ý,-racefù1 deaths can niake me speak one word more than
1 choose to utter.

Lady Helena's stifled'sobbing filled the room. 41 Oh, my
ciiild ! my child ! " she cried; Il what madness is this, and
for one so unworthy 1 "

Eut there will bc no such tragical ending. 1 will be
tried at the Assizes and acquitted. They can't brjýg me in

_gtillty. Jane Poole's circurnstancial evidence,,,niay sound
very conclusive iii the cars of Mr. Justice Smiley, but it woti't
bring conviction with. a grand jury. You sec it wasn't suffi-

ý ent even for the coroner. The imprisonment here will be
t1ieworst, but you will ligliten that. Then when it is all
over, 1 will leave England and go back to Spain, to niy
niother's people. They will receive nie gladly, 1 -now.- It

is grow*iiig dark, Aunt Helena-pray don't linger here

1 1 ady Helena arose, her lÉace set in a look of quiet, stub-
born resolve.

- Tak- e good care of poor Victor, and watch the baby well.
Ile is the last of the Catherons now, yoit know. Don't let
îLny one approacli Victor but .1%frs. Marsh, and wani her not
tc) -peak of my -trrest*the shock mi(yht kill him. 1 wish-
1 wi-,Ii I had treated her niore kindly in the past. I féel as
thotigli 1 could never forgive niyself iaow."

Yoti had. better not talk so inuch, Inez," her aunt said,
alniost coldly. Il You niay be-overheard. 1 don't pretend

to tinderstand you. You know best, whether lie, for whoni
yoii are iliak-ing this -sacrifice, deserves it or not. Good-

niy poor child-1 will see voil early to-morrow."



p «IRING OUT YOUR BELLSI94

Lady Helena, heY lips set in that rigid line of resolve' her
tears driçd, rode back to Catheron Royals. The darkness

had fallen by this time-4allen with black, fast-drifting clouds,
and chill whistling winds. Two or three lights, here and
there, gleamed along the lofty façade of the old mansion, now
a house of mourning indeed. Beneath its roof a foul, dark

murder had been done-beneath its roof its master lay 111
unto death. And for the guilty wretch who had wrought

this nùn, Inez Catheron was to suffer imprisontnent, suspic-
ion, and life-long disgrace. The curse that the towns-peo-

ple invéked, on juan Catheron, Lady Helena had it in her
heart to echo.

Her first act was to dismiss jane Pool, the nurse.
I'We keep servants, not spies and informers, at Catheron

RoyalsI' she said, imperiously. "Go to Mrsi Marsh-what
is due you she will pay. You leave Catheroq-Royals with-
out a character, and at once." 0 e

" rdi not afraid, my lady," jane Pool retorted, with a toss
of her head. 16 Peoible will know why I'm turned awýy, and
1111 get plenty of places. I knew I would lose my situation
for telling the truth, but I'm not the first that has sufféred in
a good cause."

Lady Helena had swept away, disdaining all reply. She
ascended to, Sir Victor.s rooni-the night-lamp burned low,

mournful shadows filled iL X trusty nurse sat patiently by
the bedside.

How is he now ? " asked his aunt, bending above him.
Much the same, your ladyship-in a sort of stupor all the

time, tossing about, and muttering ceaselessly. 1 can't
make out anything he says, except the name Ethel. He re-

peats that over and over in a way that breaks my heart to
licar'ty

The narn sSmed to, catch the dulled ear of the delirious
man. 1

41 EtheV he said, wearily. 41 Yes-yes I must go and
fetch Ethel home. I wish Inez would go away--her black

eyes make one afraid-they follow me evezyw ere. EtIfel
-Ethel-Ethél 1 ?p He murmured the name driamily, ten-

derly. Suddenly he half started up in bed and looked about
hiru wildly. "Vau brinirs juan CatheroWs picture here e

Ethel 1 come away from iiiL How dare you mmt hfà
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here aléne P " He grasped Lady HelenWs wrist and looked
at her with haggard, bloodshot eyes. -il' He was your lover

once-how dare he corne here ? Oh, Ethel yott won't leave
me for him ! I love you-I can't live without you--.4Wt
go. Oh, my Ethel 1 my Ethel 1 my Ethel 1 "

He fell back upon the bed with a sort of sobbing cry that
brought the tears streaining from the eyes of the tender-
bearted nurse.

Il He goesori like that continual, my lady," she said,
66 and its awful wearing. Always « EtheL' Ah, it!s a dread-

ftil thing ? " % -
14 Hooper will watch with you to-night, Martha," Lady

Helena said. Il Mrs. Marsh *will relieve you to-morrow.
No stranger shall corne near him. 1 will take a look at
baby before going home. 1 shall return here early to-
morrow, and I need not tell you, to, be very watchful 1-1

know you will!'
" You needn't indeed, my lady," the worfian answered,
rnournfuHy. Il I was his rnothers own maid, and I've nursed

him in my arn)s, a little white-haired baby, many a time. I
will be watchful, my lady."

Lady Helena left her and ascended to the night nursery.
She had to pass the room where the tragedy had been
enacted. She shivered as she went by. She found the

little heir of Catheron Royals asleep in his crib, guarded by
the under-nurse-head-nurse now, vice Mts. Pool cashiered.Il Take good care of him, nurse," was Lady Hç1ends last
charge, as she stooped and kissed bina, tears in her eyes

poor little motberless lmb."
Il l'Il guard him with my life, my Wy," the 'irl answered,

sturdily. Il No harm shaU corne to, him.Il 91

Lady Helena retumed to Powyss Place and her con-
valescent husband, her heart lying like. a stone in ber
breast.

If I hadn't sent for Victor that night-if I had left him
at hSue to, protect- bis wifè4 this might never have hap-
pened," she thought, remorsefully he would never have

left her alone and unprotected, to sleep beside an open win-
dow in the chill night air."
Atuid her multiplicity of occupations, anlid her own great

distres% she had found "e to write to Mr. Dobb and hà
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wife a touching, wonianly letter. They had côme down to
sce their dead dauchterand departed arrain. She had beça
taken out of . fifé

e9Sm 1 -raised fir above them, and everr>'in
death they 1(ould not claini her.

And now that the ftineral was over, Inez in prison, the
tzimult and excitenient at an end, who, s",,Lall describe the
awful quiet that fell upon the,,old house. A ghastly stillness

Teigned-servants spoke in çýhispers, and stole l'rom rooni to,
room-the red shadow of Murder rested in their midst.
And upstairs, in that dusk chamber, while the nights fell,
Sir Victor lay hovering between life and death.

CHAPTER XII.

THE FIRST ENDING OF THE TRAGEDY.

IGHT days after the burial of Lady Catheron, s«-
eral events, occùrred that wrought the seething ex-
citement of Chesholm to boiling-over point---events
talked of for many an after year, by cottage fireside

and manor hearth.
The first of these, was Miss Catheronsexamination before

the police magistrate, and her committal tojail, until the as-
sizes. The ju!>tice before whom the young lady appeared
was je sarne who had already- issued his warrant for her ar-
rest-a man likely to show her little favor on account of her

youth, her beauty, or her rank. Indeed the latter niade hini
doubly bitter; he was a virulent hater of the 1« bloated aris-

tocracy." Now that he had one of them in his power, be
was determined to let the world at large, and Chesholm in

sinall see that neither station nor wealth could be shields for
crime. -

She took her place in the prisoners dock, pale, proiýý
disdainfuL - She glanced over the dark sea of threatening
faces that thronged the court-room, with calnily haughty eyes
---outwardly unmovect Her few friends were there-few ih-
deed, for nearly all believed that if hers was not the hand
that bad struck the blow, she had been at licast her brothees
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abettor. Many were brought forward who could swear how
she had hated niy lady ; how she had taken every opportu-

nitv to insuit and annoy lier ; how acrain and arraln my lady
haà been found crvin(y fit to break lier heart aftë7r the la>h oflnéz' * » 1 -id loved Sir V*ctor-slies stinrr ' ing toii-ue.ý Shewas fitriatisly jealous of his wife-she had fiery Spanish blood

in lier veins, and a passionate temper that stopped at nothin.cr.
jane Pool was therc; more bitter than ever-more deadiv in
lier evidence. Hooper was there. and his reluctantly extorted
testimony told dead against her. The examination lasted

two days. Inez Catheron was re-cominitted to prison to
stand her trial for murder at the next assizes.

The sècond fact worthy of note was, that despite the efforts
of ihe Chesholiii police, in spite of the London detectives,
no tale or tidings of juan Catheron were to be found. Mie
earth might have opened and swallowed him, so colillActely
liad he disappeared.

The third fact was, that Sir Victor Catheron had reached.
the crisis of hi% disease and passed it safély. The féver was
siowly but steadily abating. Sir Victor was not to die, but

to Il take up the burden of life again "-a drcary burden,
with the wife he had loved so fondly, sleeping in the vaults,

of Chesholm Church.
The fourth fact was, that the infant heir of the Catherons

had been renioved from Catheron Royals to Powyss Place, to
be brouglit up under hi watchfül eye and care of his grand-
aunt, Lady Helena.

On the evening of the day that saw Inez Catheron com-
mitted for trial, the post brought Lady Helena a letter. The

handwriting, evidently disguised, was unfamiliar, and yet
sornething about it set lier heart throbbing. She tore it open ;

it contained an inclosure. There were but three Unes for
herself : 6 1

DEAR LADY H.: If you will permit a reprobate to be on
mich fainfliar ternis with your highly respectable name, I ad-

dress l- , under cover to you, as per order. J. C.Ps

The inclosure was sealed. Lady Helena destroyéd her
own, and next day drove to the prison witli the other. She

found her niece sitting comfortably enough in an arni-chair,
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reading, and except that she had grown thinner and paler,
looking little the worse. AU that it was possible to do, to -

rnake her cotrifortable, had-been done. Without a word the,
elder woman presented the letter-without a word the*

younger took it. She turned to the window and read its
brief contents.

Thank Heaven 1 " her aunt heard her fervently say.
May I see it, Inez ? Mrhat does he say ? Is he coming

here to-
Il Coming here 1 The girrs dark eyes looked at her in

grave astonishment Il Certainly not. He is safé away, I
am thankful to say, and out of their reach."

il And he leaves you here to suffer in his stead, and you
thank 1-leaven for it 1 Inez Catheron, yott are the most

egregious--. Give me that note 1 CI

Iriez smiled as she gave it. Her aunt put up her double
eye-glass,'and read: ON BoA.D Tëz THREz %LLsý

Il OFF PLYkOUTH, Oct -. 1 1
D-AR I.:-rve dodged the beaks, you see. 1 bought a

disguise that would have baffled Fouche himsélt and-here
I am. In twen minutes weIl have weighed anchor and

away to the 1 e t Indies. l've read the papers, and l'in
sorry to see they' e taken you on suspicion. Inez, you're a

trump, by jove! I can say no more, but mind you, only I
know they can't mmit you, Id-cQme back and confess all.
I would, by jingo. I rnay be a scoùùdrel, but lm not such
a scoundrel as that

I& I set the baronets down with bpin féver. If he goes
off the hooks. there will be only the young 'un between me
and the succession. Suppose he goes off the hooks too,. then
Il Il be a full -fledged baronet 1 But of course he won't 1'm
always an unlucky be&g.ýr. «You may write me on board the,
Three Bells, at Martinique, and let me know how things go

on in England. . J.to -, ý,-

A - flush-.;-'a deep angry flush reddened the face of Lady
Helena Powyss, as she finished this cool epistle. !3Ée-crushed
it in her hand as though it were a vipen

6, The coward 1 the dastard 1 And it is for the hearfless
writer of this insolent letter that you suffer all thi&- lnez
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Catheron. I command you-speak out. Tell what you know.
Let. the wretch you cali brother, suffer for his own criiiie."

Inez look-cd at her, with soiiiething of the stern, haughty
glance she led cast upon the rabble of the court room.
" Enoughý,, Lady Helena 1 Ypu don't know what you are

talking about. 1 have told you before ; all I had to say I
1,11CI at the inquest. It is of no use our talking aboutit.

Come what inay, 1 will never say one word rnore."
And looking at her stern, resolute face, Lady Helena knew

she never would. She tore the letter she held into minutest
illorsels, and tied thern, up in her handkerchie£

" l'Il burn thern when 1 get home, and I never want to,
hear his name again. For you," lowering her voice, 1-1 we
mast save you in spite of yourseIL 'You shaIL neverestand

your trial at the assizes?'
Miss Catherton looked wistfully at the heavily bolted and

barred window.
&' 1 should like to be saved," she said, wearily, il at any

other price than lhat of speaking. Once 1 thought I wotild
die sooner than stoop to run away-a fortnight's imprison-
ment changes all that. Save me if you can, Aunt Helena-

it will kill me to face that horrible mob again."
Her voice died out in a choking sob. She was thorou"Iily

brave, but she shuddered with sick fear and loathing, from
head to foot, as she recalled the dark, Vindictive faces, the

merciless eyes that had confronted her yesterday on every
side.

Lady Helena kissed her quietly and turned to, go.
il Keely up heàrt," she said before the week ends you

shall be free."
Two days later, Lady Helena and the warden of Chesholrn

jail sat closeted together in deee and mysterious conférence.
On the table between them lay a crossed check for seven
tÉousand pounds.

The jailor sat with knitted brows and troubled, anxious
face. Hé had been for ears a servant in Lady Helena's
f ý 

y
ni ly. Her influencé had procured him his present situation.
e had, a sick wife and a large family, and seven thousand

p :courids was an immense temptation.

t " You, risk nothing," Lady Helena was saying, in an agi-
tated wh*Lsper, 1 d you gain everything. They will blame
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you for nothing worse than carelessness in the discharge of
your duty. You niay lose your situation. Very well, lose it.

Here are seven thousand pounds for yoil. In ail your lifé,
grubbing here, you would never accurnulaie half or quarter

that surn. You cau rernove to London ; trust to my influence
to procure you a better situation there than this. And oh,
think of her-young, gtiiltless-think what her life has been,
think what it is now destined to be. She is innocent-I

swear it. You have daugh ters of your own, about lier age-
thir)k of them and yield

He stretched forth his hand and aiêswered, resolutely
Say no more, my lady. Let- good -or ill betide-l'il do

The issue of the nesholm Courier four days later con-
tained à paragraph that created the profotindest excitement
from end to, end of the town. We quote it:

EscAP. or Miss INF-z CATHF.PoN FRom CRiEsHoLm JAIL'

-No TRAcE or HER TO B. FouND-SusPFCTED FoUL
PLAY-THz JAILER THREATENED BY THE MOB.

Early on the morning of Tuesday the under jailer, go-
ing to Miss Catheron's cell with her breakfast, found, to hi$
astonishment and dismay, that it was enipty and his pris-

oner flown. il
Il A moments investigation showed him the bars of thé

window cleanly filed through and rernoved. A rope ladder
and a friend without, it is quite evident, did the rest. The
rnan instantly gave the alarm and aid ca-ine. The head
jailer appears to be as much at a loss as his underling, but

he is suspected. He lived in his youth in the Powyss
f"ily, and was suspected of a strong attachment to dte-
prisoner. He says he visited Miss Catheron'last night as
usual when on his rounds, and saw nothing wrong or suspi-
cious then, either about the filed bars or the young lady.
It was a very dark nifvht, and no doubt her escape was

easily enougb effected. If any proof of the prisoners guilt
were needed, her flighý frorn justice surely renders it. Miss

CatheroWs friends hiveý4 been permitted from the first to
visit her at their pleasure and bring her what they chose-

the result is to, be seen to-day. The police, both of our
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towm and the metropolis, are diligently at work. It is
hoped their labors will be more productive of success in

the case of the sister than they have been in that of the
brother.
,,, The head jailer, it is said, will be dismissed from his
post. No doubt, pecuniarily, this is a matter of indiffer-
ence to hini now. He made his appearance once in the

street this morning, and came near being mobbed. Let
this escape be rigidly investigated, and let all implicated be
punished."

The escape created even more integ§e and angry excite-
ment than the murder. The rabble were furious. It is not
every day that a young lady of the upper ten thousand

comes before the lower ten million in the popplar character
of a murderess. They had been lately favored with such
rich and sensational disclosures in high life, love, jealousy,
quarrels, assassination. Their victim was safély in their
hands; they would try her, condemn her, bang her, -and
teach the aristocracy, law was a ganie two could play at
And Io ! in the hour of their triumph, she slips from between

thcir hands, and, like her guilty brother and abettor, makes
good her escape.

The town of Chesholm was furious. If the jailer had
shown his face he stood in danger of being torn to pieces.

They understood thoroughly how it was-that he had been
bribed. In the dead of night, the man and bis family shook

the dust of Chesholm off their feet, and went to bide thezn-
selves in the busy world of London.

Three weeks passed. October, with its meUow days and
,-osty nights, was gone. And still no trace of the fugitive.

LU the skill of the officials of the town and country had
«n baffled by the cunning of a woman. Inez Catheron

ni(Yht have flown with the dead suvamers swallows for all
he trace she had left behind.

The first week of November brought still- another revela-
ion. Sir Victor Catheron bad left the Royals ; Lady Hel-
-na, the squire, the baby,ý,the nurse, Pôwyss Place. They

vere all going to the south of France for the young
)aronees spirits and health. Catheron7Royals, in charge of
4 s. Marsh and Mr. Hooper, and two servants, on board

Va9eSý was left to, silence and gloom, rats and evU repute,
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atituninal rain and wind. The room of the tragedy was
sh,ý i t up, a doonied room, 111 under the ban " forever.

And so for the present the Il tragedy of Catheron Royals
had ended. Brother and sister liad fled in their guilt, altke

from justice and vengeance. Ethel, Lady Catheron, lay
with folded hands and seà1ediMps in the grim old vaults, and

a parcliment and a monument ft"Chesholm Church recorde#
her name and age-no more. So for the present it had

ended.



PART IL

C HAPTER 1.

MISS DARRELL.

had been a week of ceaseless rain-the whole
country side was sodden. The month was March,
and after an unusually severe january and February,
a Il soft spell " had come, the rain had poured or

dripped incessantly from. a smoke-colored sky, the state of
the earth was only to be described by that one uncomfortable

word Il slush." Spring was at hand after a horribly bitter
winter-a spring that was all wet and slop, miserable east-

erly winds, and bleak, drizzling rain.
Perhaps if you searched the whole coast line between

Maine and Florida, you could not light upon a drearier,
dirtier, duller little town than the town of Sandypoint,
Massachusetts. It was a straggling place, more village than
town, consisting niainly of one long street, filled with frame
houses of staring white, picked out with red doors and
very green shutters. Half a dozen pretentious Il stores,"
a school-house, one or two charches, a town hall, and three
hotels, comprised the public buildings. Behind Sandypoint

stretched out the Il forest pritneval ; " before Sandypoint
spread away its one beauty, the bright, broad sea.

. To-day it looked neither bright nor, broad, but all blurred
in gray wet mist; the surf cannonaded the shore with its
dull thunder ; the woodland in the background was a very
black forest in the dreariness, and the roads--whô shali
paint the state of the Sandypoint roads ? Worst of all, the
weather showed no sigri of relenting, no symptoras of clear-
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in.g up. The new clock recently affixed to the Sand)-point
Town Hall was strikiny the matutinal hour oÇ ten. Thc pop-

ul.-Ition of Sandypoint might: all have been dead and buried,
foi- any sien of life Indepenclence street shoved. Doors
and %vindows were all closed in a melancholly way-a stray,

dra--led doy the only livinrr creature to'be seen.
Or stay-no! there was a girl besides the (log, almost as

dra<y,-Ied as her four-footed conipanion. A girl of eirrhtecti,
perhaps, who walked along through rain and discomfort, %vi th-

out so niuch as an unibrella to protect her. She had coine
out of one of the ugliest of the ugly buildings nearest thé
sea, and walked along in a slipshod sort of way, never turn-
ing to the right: or left to avoid an unusually deep puddle.
She pluncred right on through it all-a dark, sullen-looking
girl in a shabby black dress, a red and black tartan shawl,
an old black felt hat with dingy red flowers, long past being
spoilt by ra:ïn or wind.

And yet she was a pretty girl too-a very pretty girl.
Take the Venus Celestis, plump her down in a muddy rciad

in a rainstorni, dress her in a draggled black alpaç_a, a faded
shawl, and shocking bad hat, and what can you say for your
goddess but that she isn't a bad-looking young wonian ?
Miss Edith Darrell labors under all these disadvantages at

present. More--she looks sulky and sour ; it is evident her
personal appearance has troubled her very little this disiual

Mafth morning. And yet as you look at her, at those big
black - somber eyes, at those almost classically regular féa-
ture54 at all that untidy abundance of blackish-brown hair,

you think involuotarily Il what a pretty girl that might be if
she only combed her hair, put on a clean dress, and wasn't
in.bad temper 1 "

'-She is t"-11, she is slender-there is a supple grace about
her even now-she has shapely feet and hands. She is a

brunette of the inost pronounced type, with a skin like
creaniy velvet, just touched on either ripe cheek with a
peach-like glow, and with lips like cherries. You kn&w with-

out seeing her laugh, that she has very white teetW. She is
in no way inclined to show her white teeth laughingly this

morning. She goes steadily along to heré destination-one of
the 61 stores" where groceries and provisions are fold. The
storekeeper smilingly accosts her with a brisk Il Good-morn-
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nia, 1ýfiss Darrell! Who'd have thought of seeing you out
this nasty whether ? Can 1 do anything for you to-day ?

if yoti couldn't do anything for me, Mr. Webster," an-
swers Miss Darrell, in no very conciliatory tone, Il it isn't

likely you'd sce me in your shol) this morning. Give nie one
pound of tea, ope pound of coffée, three pounds of brown

stigar, and a quarter of starch. Put them in this basket, and
l'Il call for them when l'ni going *home."

She goes out again into the rain, and makes her way to
an emporiîm wliere dry goods, boots and shoes, milinery,
and crockery are for sale. A sandy-haired young man, with
a sandy mustache and a tendency to blushes, springs forward
at sight of her,-,as though galvanized, reddening to the florid
roots of his hair.

Miss Darrell 1 " he cries, in a sort of rapture. .96 Who'd
a thought it ? So early in the morning, and without an urn-

brella 1 Hows your pa and nia, and ail the children ? "
Il My pa andjuna, and all the childrep are well of course,"

the Young lady Ïnswers, impatiently, as though it were out of
the nature of things for anything to her family. "Mr.Doo-

Jittleý I want six yards of crash for kitchen towels, three pairs
of shoes for the children, and two yards and a half of stone-

colored ribbon for Mm Darrell's drab bonncýL And be
quick."

The blushes and emotion of young Mr. Doolittle, it was
iiite evident, were entitely thrown away upon Miss Darrell.

Not at home to lovers," was plainly written on her moody
row and impatient lijSý So Mr. Doolittle produced the
rash and cut off the six yards. the three pairs of shoes were
icked out, and the stoniest oÉ the stone colors chosen, the

ýarcel tied up and paid for.
" We didnt see you up to Squire Whipplé's surprise party

a.st nigh4, M iss Edith," Mr. Doolittle timidly ventured, with
stroncy Il Down East " accent. We had a hunky supper

nd a rale good tinie.11
"No, you didn't see me, Mr. Doolittle, and I dodt think

loulre likely to in a hurry, eitrier. The deadly. liveliness of
;andypoint surprise parties, and the beauty of Sandypoint;;

Lndits beastly weather are about on a par-the partiei, if
Lnything, die most disrnal of the three."

With which the young lady went out with a cool parting
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nod. Therc was one more errand to go-this one for her-
stc1f It was to thtt post-office, and even the oll post-inastcr
lit up into a smile of welcome at sight, of his visitor. It was

evident, that when in good temper Miss Darrell must be

rather a favorite in the neicyhborhood.
Letters for you Well, yes, Miss Edie, 1 think there

is. Wh at! s this ? Miss Edith S. Darrell, Sandypoint

Mass. That's for you, and from New York again, 1 see.

Ah 1 1 hope none o' them York chaps will be coming down

here to, carry away the best-lookin' gal in town."
He handed her the letter. For a moment her dark face

lit up with an eager flush ; as she took the letter it feil. It

was superscribed in a girl's spidery tracery, sealed with blue
wax, and a sentimental French seal and niotto.

Il From, Trixy," she said, under her breath ; Il and I felt

sure there would be one froni-Are you sure this is all, Mr.

Merriweather ? I expected -tnother."
Il Sure and certain, Miss Edie. Sorry to, disappoint you,

bat thats al]. Never mind, my dear-he'll write by next
mai

She turned shortly away, putting the letter in her pocket.
Her face relapsed again, into, what seemed its habitual look

of gloorn and discontent.
Il He's like all the rest of the world," she thought, bitterly,
out of sight, ont of mind. 1 was a fctol to, think he would
remeniber me long. I only wonder Beatrix takes 'the

trouble of writing to this dead-and-alive place. One thing
is very certain-she won't do it long."
She returned for her parcels, and set out on her wet re-

turn walk home. Mr. Doolittle volunteered to escort her
thither, but she made short work of him. Through the rain,

through the slop, wet, cold, comfortless, the girl left the

tigly to-wn behind her ' and came out on the lonely roaçl that
led along to, the sea. Five minutes more, brought her in

sié7ht of her home-a forlorn house, standing bleak and bare
on a cliff. One path led to it-another to, the sands bel-ow.
At the point where she must turn either way, Miss Darrell

stood still and looked moodily up at the house.
CI If I go there," she niuttered, Il she'll set me to, hçm the

towelsý or trini tËe bonnet, or niake a pudding for dinner.
les wash day, and 1 kilow what that means in our house. 1
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7cionIt go-if s better out in the rain ; the towels and the
drab bonnet may go au dia3te, and my blessed stepmother
with thern, if it cornes to that.."

She turned sharply and took the path to the right. Half
way down she came to a sort of projection in the cliff, partly

sheltered from the rain by a clump of spruce-trees. Seating
herself on this, with the grey sea sending its flyilng spray
almost up in her face, she drew forth, her letter, broke the

seal, and read:

Nizw Yopu4 March 13, ig--.

DFARFsT Di iLHv :-Just half-an-hour ago 1 came home

fro' plendid ball, the môst splendid by far of the winter,

and before one ray of all its brilliance fades from niy frivo-

lous mind, let me sit down and tell you all.about it if I can.

« 1 The ball was held at the De Rooyter house, u p the

avenue, in honor of their distinguished English guests, Lady

Helena Powyss, of Powyss Place, Cheshire, and Sir Victor

Catheron, of Catheron Royals, Cheshire. How grand the

titles sound 1 My vety 1*n expands as it writes those patri-

cian' names. Jâaclï Heli!na. OÈ,-,Dithy 1 how delicious it

must be to ýe, 1 My Lady!'

Il What did I wear, you ask? Well, my dear, I wore a

lovely trained green silk-gas-light green, you know, under

white tulle, all looped up ith trailing sprays of lily of the

valley and grasses-ditto, 9titlo, in my hair, and just one pink,

half-blown rose. A trying costume you say ? Yes, I know

it, but you see, the only beauty poor Trixy can claim is a

tolerable pink and white complexion, and a decent head

of light brown hair. So I carriedýý jgff-everyone says I

really looked my very best, and-dohh -set this dowxv to van-

ity dear-the gentlemen's éyes indorsed"i4 I -aeChted all

night, and here is where the raptuW comes ïn; -dCee tinies

with the baionet. I can't say much for his waltzing, but he's

delightful, Dithy-charming. Could a baronet be anything

else ? He talks with that delightfül English accent, which

it is impossible to imitate or describe-he is very young,

about three-and-twenty, I should judge, and really (in that

blonde English way) very handsome. His hair is ý,ery light

-he has large, lovely, short-sighted blue eyes, and wears an

eye-glass. Now, I think au eye-glass is distinguished look-
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ing in itself, and it is liaut ton to be short sighted. Why are
tll,-'Y ill York du 1 hear you say ? Lady Helena was

recomniended a sea vo)-a,;e for her licalth, and her nephew
accompanied. her. Lady Helena is not young norbeautiful,
as'you rniglit iniagrine, but a fair, fat, and sixty, I should say,

British niatron. She is the daughter of the late Marquis of
St. Albans, and a widow, her husband having died some
tirue ago. And they are immensely rich. IMMENSELY,

Dithy! Capitals can't do justice to it. . And of course all
the young ladies last night were makino, a dead set at the
young baronet. Oh, Dithy-child, if he should only fall in
love with me-with ME, and make me Lady Catheron, I be-
lieve I should just die of pure ecstasy (is that word spelled
right ?) like Lord Berleigli's bride in the story. Fancy your-
self reading it in the papers :

14 1 On the -th inst, by the Rev. Blank Blank, assisted
by etc., etc, at the residence of the bride's father, Sir Victor
Catheron, Baronet, of Catheron Royals, Cheshire, England,

to, Beatrix Marie Stuart, only daughter of james Stuart, Esq.,
banker of Fifth avenue, New York. zVo Cards.1

Il Dithy, think of it! It makes my brain sýnrim, and
stranger things have happened. My twentieth birthday
comes next week, and ma gives a large party, and Lady H.

and Sir V. are coming. I am to wear a pink silk with trim-
mings of real point, and pa sent home a set of pearls from

Tiffany's yesterday, for which lie gave $iooo. If the rose
silk and peàxls fail to finish him, then there is another pro-

ject on the carpet. It is this, Lady H. and Sir V. go home
the first week of May, and we are going ivith theni in the
same ship. I say we-pa, ma, Charley, and me. Wodt it
be lovely? If you were coming, you might write a book

about our haps and mishaps.- I think they will equal the
1 Dodd Family Abroad.' Seriously, though, Edith dear, I

wish you were coming with us. les a burning shame that
you should be buried alive down in that poky Sandypoint,
with your cleýerness, -and your accomplishments, and irood

looks, and every&.Iit*ng. If I marry the baronet, Dith, I 'shall
take vou. with ine to England, and you shall live happy for-
e.ver after.

«I I set out to tell you of the De Rooyter ba1ý and see
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how I run on. All New York was there-the crush was
awful, the music excellent, the suppex-heavenly! Sir Vic-

tor lik-es us Americans so mueh ; but then who could help
likiiig us ? Oh, it has been a charming winter-parties

soinewhere every night. Nilsson singing for us, some
s1cighiýg, and skating no end. I have had the loveliest sl,at-
ing costume, of violet velvetý satin and ernline-words can't
do it justice.

Hark! A clock down-stairs strikes five, and, Kath-
leen Mavourneen, the grey dawn is breaking' over the de-

serted city strects. As Lady Macbeth says, & To bed-to
bed!' With endless love, and endless kisses, ever thine

()Wn.
IBEA'M3L

She finished the letter-it dropped upon her lap, and lier
large, dark eyes looked blankly out over the cold, gray,

rain-beaten sea. Tiiis was the life she longed for, prayed
for, dreamed of, the life for which she would hSve sold half
the years of lier life. The balls, the operas, the rose silks
and pearls, the booths and rnerry-go, rounds of Vanity Fair.
She thirsted for them as the blind thirst for sight. She longed
for the Il lialls of d"-zzling light," the dainty dishes, the violet

velvet and ermine, with a longing no words can paint. She
liaEl youth and beauty ; she would have suited the life as
the life suited her. Nature had made her for it, and Fate
had'planted her here in the dreariest of all dreary sea-coast
towns.

The rain beat upon her uncovered head, the cold wind
blew in lier face-she felt neither. Her heart was full of

tumult, revolt, bitterness untold.
Beayix Stuares father had been her dead mothers cousin.

WhyWas Beatrix chosen among the elect of Mammon, and
Edith left to drag out Il life among the lowly ? " She sat

lhere while the moments wore on, the letter crushed in her
lap, lier lips set in a lin'e of dull pain. The glory of the
world, the flesh-pots of Egypt, the purple and fine linen of
life, lier heart craved with an exceeding great longing, and

all life had given lier was hideous poverty, going errands in
shabby hats, and lier stepmothers rubbers, through rain and

inud, and being waited upon by'such men as Sara Doolittle.
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She looked, with eyes full of passionate despair at the
dark, storniv sea.

If 1 only had courage," she said, between her set teeth,
ci to jump in there and make --n end of it. I will some day
-or l'Il run away. I dor't much care what becomes of
nie. Nothing can be worse than this sort of life-nothing."

She looked dangerous as she thought it--dangerous to
herself and others, and ready for any desperate deed. So
absorbed was she in her own gloomy thoughts, as she sat
there, that she never heard a footstep descending the rocky
path beliind her. Suddenly two gloved hands were clasped
over ber eyes, and a mellow, masculine voice, sang a verse
of an appropriate song :

Break, break, brea14
On thy cold grey stones, oh sea 1

And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me."

I would that my tongue could utter the thoughts that
arise in me, concerning, young ladies who sit perched on rocks
in the rain. Is it ypur favorite amusement, may I ask,
Mis - s Darrell, to sit here and. be rained on ? And are there
no lunatic asylums in Sandypoint, that they allow such people
as you to go at large ?

She sprang to her feet and confronted him, her breath
caught, her eyes dilating.

Il Oh 1 she cried, in a breathless sort of way, Il it is
Charley 1

Sixe held out both her hands, the whole expression of her
face changing-her eves like stars.

Il Charley, Miss DýarreIl, and if it had been the Man in
the Moon you could hardly look more thunderstruck. And

now, if I may venture to propound so delicate a contin-
drum, how long is it since you lost your senses ? Or had

you ever any to lose, that you sit here in the present beastly
state of the weather, to get comfortably drenched to the
skin ? "

He was holding both her hands, and looking at her as he
spoke-a young man of soine five-and-twenty, with grey

eyes and chestnut hair, well-looking and well-dressed, and
with that indescribable air of ease and fashion which belongs
to the Il golden y-outh, " of New York.
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'& Yon don!t say you're glad to sce nie, Dithy, and you do
look uncornnionly blank. Will you end niy acronizincy sus-
pense on this point, Nfiss Darrell, by saying it now, and giv-
iiiér nie a sociable kiss ?"

He niade as though he would take it, but Edith drew ' back,
lau-hinry and blushing a little.

41 You know what Gretchen says to Faust Love m6 as
niuch as you like, but no kissing, that is vulgar! I agrec

with Gretchen-it is vulgar. Oh, Mr. Stuart, what a sur-
prise this is 1 1 have just been reading a letter froin your

sister? and she doesn't say a word of your coming."'
Il For the excellent reason that she knew nothing about it

%vhen that letter was written. Let mt-4ook at you, Edie.
'What have you been doing to yourself since I left, that you
should fall away te a shadow in this manner ? But perhaps
your failing is the natural and inevitable result of my leav-
ing ? ',

Il No doubt. Life would naturally be insupportable with-
out yod. Whatever 1 may have lost, Nfr. Stuart, it is quite

evident you have not lost the most striking trait in your
character-your self-conceit."

Il No," the Young man answered; Il my virtues are as last-
ing as they are numeroils. May I ask, how it is that 1 have

suddenly become 1 Mr. Stuart,' when it has been 'Charley'
and 1 dear Cousin Charley' for the past two years ? "

Miss Darrell laughed a little and blushed a little again,
showing very white teeth and lovely colon

1 have been reading Trixys letter, and it fills me with
an awful respect for you and all the Stuart family. How
could I presume to, address as plain Charley any one so for-

tunatL- as the bosoni friend of a baronet ?'ý
'&Ah 1 " Mr. Stuart remarked, placidly Trixys been

giving you a quarter quire crossed sheets of that, has she ?
You really wade through that poor child's interminable

epistles, do you P I hardly know which to admire most, the
genius that can write twenty pages of-nothing-or the

patience which reads it, word for word. This one is Sir Vic-
tor from date to signature, l'Il swear. Well, yes, Miss Dar-
rell, I know the baronet, and he's a very heavy swell and a
blue diainond of the first water. Talk of pedigree, there's a
pedigree, if you like. A Catheron, of Catheron, was hand
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and glove with Alfred the Great. He's a very luc-y young
fellow, and why the gods should have singled him out as the
recipient of their favors, and left me in the cold, is a
problem, 1 can't solve. He's abaronet, he has more thou-
sands a year, and more hotises in more counties than you,
ivith your limited knowledge of arithmetic, could count.
He has a fair complexion, a melancholy contrast on that
point to you, my poor Edith; he has incipient, pale, yellow
whiskers, he has an Enalish accent, and he goes through liftr
mostly in a suit of Oxford mixture and,ýa roundteÎthat.
He's a very fine fellow, and 1 a rove of him. Need I say

more ? Pý
More would be superfluous. If you approve -of him,

my lord, all is said in that. And Lady Helena ? "
Il Lady Helena is a ponderous and venerable matron, in

black silks, Chantilly lace, and marabout féathers, who,
would weigh down sixteen of you and me, and who *or-

ships the'ground her nephew walks on. She is the daughter
of a marquis and a peeress in her own right. Think of tha.4"'
you poor, little, half-civilized Yankee girl, and blush to re-

member you never had an ancestor. But why do I waste
my breath and time in these details, when Trix has narrated

them.already by the cubic foot. Miss Darrell, you may be
a mermaid or a kelpie-that sort of young person does
exist, I believe, in a perpetual shower bath, but 1 regret to in-
form you Iam mortal-very inortal-subject to melancholy
colds in the head, and depressing attacks of influenza. At
the present moment, my patent leather boots are leaking at
every pore, the garments I wear beneath this gray overcoat
are saturated, and little nlls of rain water are trickling down
the small of my back. You nursed me through one pro-
longed siege of féver and freezing-unlessyou. are especially
desirous of nursing me throu;gh another, perhaps we had bet-
ter get out of this. I merely throw out the suggestion-ies
a matter of indifférence to me."

Edith laughed and turned to go.
Il As it is by no means a matter of indifférence to me, I
move an adjournment to, the house. No, thank you, I don't
want your arni. This isn't the fashionable side of Broadway,

at four o'clock of a summer afternoon. 1 talk of it, as though
1 had been there-I who never was farther than Boston in
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niv lire. and who, judoincr from present'appearances, never
wàu' ' 

;D

Il Then," said Mr. Stuart, Il ies very rash and premature
to judge by present appearances, My errand here beinar to-

Darrell doesn't it strike you to inquire what my errand
here inay be ?

Shooting," Miss Darrell said, promptly.
Shooting in March. Good Heavensý no
Fishing then - ."
Fishing is a delightfül recreation in a rippling brook, on

a hot August day, but in this month and in this weatheý,ý4
For a Massachusetts young lady, Dithy, I must sày yoor* -
gilessing education has been shamefully nèglected. No,4,"'-
bave come for something better than either fishing or shodt-

ing-I have come foryou."
Charley ! "
I've got her note somewhere," said Charley, -feeling in

bis pockets as they walked along, Il if it hasn't melted away
în the rain. No, here it is. Did Trix, by any chance, al-
bide to a projected tour of the governoes and the maternars
to Europe ? "

"Yes." Her eyes were fixed eagerly on his face, her lips
apart, and breathless. Il Oh, Charley ! what do you inean ? "

In the intensity of her eniotions she forges to be formal,
and becomes natural and cousinly once more.

Il Ah ! 1 am Charley again. Here is the note. As it is
your healthfül and refreshing custotu to read your letters in
the rain, I need hardly urge you to, open and peruse this
one.1y

Hardly! She tore it open, and ran over it with kindling
cheeks and fast throbbing heart.

Il My DEAR EDITH - Mr. Stuart and myself, Charles
and Beatrix, propose visitincf Europe in May. From my
son I learn that you are proficient in the French and Ger-
man languages, and would be invaltiable to us on the jour-
ney, besides the pleasure your society will afford us all. If
you think six hundred dollars per annum sufficient recoin-
pense for your services and aU your expenses paid, we shall
be glad to have you return (undér proper female charge)

with Charley. 1 trust this will prove acceptable to you, and



114 JfISS DARRELI-

that your papa will allow you to come. The advantages of
foreirm travel will be of inestimable benefit to a young- lady

so tlioroughly,,educated and talented as yourself. Beatrix
bids nie add she will never forgive you if you do not come.

,, With kindest regards to Mr. and Mrs. Darrell, 1 remain,
my dear Edith, Very sincerely yours,

CRARLOTTE STUkRT."

She had come to a stand still in the middle of the muddy
road, while in a rapture she devoureà this. Now she looked
up, her face transfigured-absolutely glorified. Go to Eu-
rope 1 Franke, Italy, Germany, Switzerland 1 live in
that radiant upper world of her dreams ! She turned to
Charley, and to the unutterable surprise of that young gen-

tleman, flung her arms around him, and gave him. a frantic
hug.

Il Charley 1 Charley 1 Oh, Charley! " was all she could
Cry.

Mr. Stuart returned the impulsive embrace, with a pronip-
titude and warmth that did hini credit.

Il 1 never knew a letter of my mother's to have such a
pleasant effect before. How deliçyhtful it must be to be

a postman. It is yes, then, Edith ?
cc Oh, Charley 1 as if it could be anything else I owe

this to you-1 know I do. How shall I ever thank you ? "
cc By a repetition of your little performance. You wodt ?

Well, as your steproother is looking at us out of the window,
with a face of veýuice, perhaps it is just as well. You're
sure the dear old dad won't say no?"

C'Poor papa 1 " her radiant face clouded a little, Il he will
miss me, but no-he couldWt refuse me anything if he tried
-least of all this. Charley, 1 do thank you--dear, best
cousin that ever was-with all my heart!-

She held out both hands, her heart full, and brimming
over in her black eyes. For once in his life Charley Stuart
forgot to be flippant and cynical. He held the hands gentl),,
and he looked half-laugliingly, half-compassionately into the
flushed, earnest face.

Il You poor child 1 " he said and yon think the world
outside-this sea, and these sandhills, is all sunshine and coleur

de rose. Well, think so-ifs a harmless delusion, and one
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iliat wont last. And whatever betides," he said this ear-
ncst1yý Il whatever this new life brings, you'11 never blame
me, Edith, for having taken you away froni the old one? "

Il Never 1 " she answered. And she kept her word. In
all the sadness--the shame, the pain of the - after-time, she
would never have gone back if she coiild-she never blamed

him.
They walked on in silence. They were at the door of the
tigly bleak house which Edith Darrell for eighteen years had

called home, but which she was never to call home more.
You would hardly have known her-so bright, so beautifui

in a moment had Hope made her-a smile on her lips, her
eyes like daik diamonds. For Charley, he watched her, as

he might some interesting natural curiosity.
11 When am I to be ready ? " she asked him, softly, at the

door.
Il The sooner the better," he answered.
Then she opened it and went in.

CHAlyrER Il.

A NIGHT IN THE SNOW.

NE snowy February night, just two years before,
Edith Darrel and Charles Stuart had met for the

first titne-met in a very odd and romantic way.
Before relating that peculiar first meeting, let me

premise that Edith Darrelrs mother had been born a Miss
Eleanor Stuart, the daughter of a rich New York merchant,
who had fallen. in lave at an early period of her éareer with
her fathers handsome book-keeper, Frederic Darrell, had
eloped with him, and been cast off by her wh e family froni
thenceforth, forever. Ten years' hard battlin with poverty
and ill-health had followed, and then one day e kissed her
husband and little datighter for the last tim and Arifted
wearily out of the strife. Of course, Mr. Za 11, a year or
two after, married again for the sake of ha, g orne one to
look after his house and little Edith as inuch as ything else.
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Mrs. Darrell No. 2 was in every respect the exact contrast of
Mrs. Darrell No. i. She was a brisk little wonian, with

snappincr black eyes, a sharp nose, a complexion of saffron,
and a tongue like a carving-knifé. Frederic Darrell was by
nature a féeble, helpless sort of man, but she galvanized even
hiin into a spasmodic sort of life. He was master of three .
living languages and two dead ones.

"If you can't support your family by your hands, Mr.
Darrell," snapped his wife, Il support thern by your head.

There are plenty young men in the world ready to, learn
French and German, Greek and Latin, if they can learn thein

at a reasonable rate. Advertise for these young men, and
l'Il board them. when they corne?'

He obeyed, the idea proved a good one, the youing men
came, Mrs. Darrell boarded and lodged them, Mr. Darrell

coached them in classics and languages. Edith shot up like
a hop-vine. Five more little Darrells were added in the
fulness of time, and the old problem, that not all the mathe-

matics; he knew could ever solve, how to make both ends
mee4 seemed as knotty as ever. For his daughter he felt it

most of all. The five grec noisy boys who called Mrs.
Darrell Il ma," he looked at through his spectacles in fear and

trembling. His handsome daughter he loved with his whole
heart. Her dead mothers relatives were among the plilto-

cracy of New York, but even the niemorv o -the dead
even the nie 0 the dead

Eleanor seenied to have faded utt ýo their min
s f 

m
One raw February afterno two years before this Ma h

1 f m Millfield 1 Jar_Pffý ý be ore 
this

moming, Edith Darrell se out to, walk from Millfield, a lar
1 ýu ypoi 4 ýo 1 . ýlj

manufacturing town, five iles, from Sandypoint, home. She
had been driven over in the morning by a neighbor, to buy
a new dress; she had dined at noon with an acquaintance,
and as the Millfield clocks struck five, set out to walk home.

She was a capital walker ; she knew the road well ; she had
the garnet merino clasped close in her arins, a talisman
against cold or weariness, and thinking how well she would
look in it next Thursday at the party, she tripped blithely
along. A keen wind blew, a dark drifting sky hung low over
the black frozen earth, and before Miss Darrell had finished
the first tuile of her pilgrânage, the great féathery snow flakes
began whirling down. She looked up in dismay-snow 1
She bad not counted on that. Her way lay over hills and
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down valleys, the path was excellent, hard and beaten, but
if it snowed-and night was coming on fast. What should
she do ? Prudence whispered, Il turn bac- youth's 1 M PO,-tience and confidence in itself cried ou4 go on," Edith

wont on. 1ý

lt was as lonely a five-mile walk as yon would care to tak-c
in an August noontide. Think what it must have been this
storiny February evening. She was not entirely alonc. 11, Do nà

Cmsar," the house dog. a big English niastiff, trotted by lie
side. At long intervals, down by-paths and acrosEý fields,

there were soine half dôzen habitations, between Millfield
and Sandypoint-that was all. Faster, faster came the
white- whirling flakes; an out-and-out February snow storni
had set in.

Again -should she turn back ? She paused half a minute
to debate the question. If she did there would bc a sleep-
less night of terror for her nervous father at home. And

slie might bc able to keep the path with the Il Don's "
aid. Personal féar she felt none; she was a thoroughly brave
little woman, and there was a spice of adventure in braving
the storm and going on. She shook back her clustering
curls, tied lier hood a little tighter, wrapped her cloak more

closely around her, whistled cheerily to Don CSsar, and
went on.

Il In the bright lexicon of yoûth there is no such word as
Fail '," she said gayly, patting the Don's shaggy head.
En avant, Don Caesar, mon brave 1 " The Don under-

stood French; he licked his mistrese s hand and trou
tentedly before.

Il As if 1 could lose the path with the Don," she thought
what a pose 1 am. I shall make Mamma Darrell cut out

my garnet merino, and begin it before 1 go to bed to-night."
She walked bravely and brightly on, whistling and talk-

ing to Don Cmsar at intervals. Another mile was got over,
and the night had shut down, white with whirling drifts. It
was all she could do now, to make lier way against the storm,

and it grew worse every instant. Three miles of the five lay
yet before lier. Her heart began to fail lier a little ; the

path was lost in the snow, and even the Don began to bc at
faulL The drifting wilderness nearly blinded lier, the deep

snow was unutterably fatiguing. There was but one thingre
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in her favor-the night. for February, was mild. She was0 t(
all in a glQw of warnith, but what if stie should get lost and S

flounder about here until iuornino, ? And what would papa 1
think of her absence ? a

She stopped short again. If she could see a light she a
would make for it, she thought, and take refuge from tlie

night and storm. But through the white whirl no light, was
tobeseen. Right orwrongý'.bothing remained but to'goon.

Hark 1 what was that ? Éhe stopped once more-tlie
Don pric-ed up his sagacious ears. A cry uninistakably-
a cry of distress.

Again it came, to the left, faint and far off. Yes-no
doubt about it, a cry for help.

She did not hesitate a moment. Strangers, who had tried
this hillpath before now, had been found stark frozen next
day.

Il Find him, Don-find him, good fellow 1 " she said and
turned at once in the direction of the call.

91 Comina 1 " she shouted, aloud. Where are you
Call again."

91 Here," came faintly over the snow. Here, to the left."
She shouted back a cheery answer. Once nio Il re came a

faint reply-then all was still.
Suddenly the Don stopped. Impossible to tell where they

were, but there, prostrate in a féathery drift, lay the dark
figure of a man. The girl bent down in the darkness, and

-ý-touched the cold face with her hand
What is the matter she asked. How do you come

-Io be lying here ?« .11,

-,,ý There was j ust life enough left within him, to enable him t o
abtwer faintly. ,
- t I was od-my. way to Sandypoint-the night and storin

dMtgok -rne. 1-missed the path and my footing ; -1-slipped,
and havebr6ken my leg, l'in afraý'idL I heard- you whistling
to yout«»dog- aiýd - triéd.- to call. I diddt dreain it was a
wornan, and I aËn sorry I.have brought you out of your-way.
Still, as you art here, if you will tell thern at the nearest

house, and--jý- his 'voieè died ehtirely away, in the sleepy
cadence of a freezing man.

The nearest house-whexe was the nearest house ? Why,
this -poor fellow would freeze to death in half an hour if left
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to hiniself. Impossible to leave him. Mat should--she do ?
She thoucrht for a moment. Quick and bright of invention,
she made up her mind what to do, She had in her pocket
" little passbook and pencil. In the darkness she tore out
" leaf-in the darkness she wrote, Il Follo* Don. Conie at

once2y She pinned the note in her handkerchief-tied the
handkerchief securely round the dog's neck, put her arms
about hirn, and gave his black head a hug.

Il Go home, Don, go home," she said, Il and fetch papa
here."

The large, half-human eyes looked up at her. She pushed
hit-n away with both hands, and with a low growl of Jntelli-

gence he set off: And in that sea of snow, lost in the night,
Edîth Darrell was alone with a freezing man.
In her satchel, arnong her other purchases, she had several

cents' worth of matches for household consuniption. With a
girl's curiosity, even in that hour, to see what the -man was

like, she struck a match and looked at him. It flared through
the white darkness a second or two, then went out. That
second showed her a face as white as the snow itself, the
eyes closed, the lips set in silent pain. '.She saw a shaggy
great coat, and fur cap, and-a gentleman, even in that
briefest of brief glances.

You niustn't go to sleep," she said, giving him a shake
do you hear me, sir You mustn't go to sleep."

Yes-mustn't 1 ? " very drowsily.
You'Il freeze to death if you do." A second shake. Il Oh,

do rouse up like a good fellow, and try to keep awake. Fve
sent my dog for help, and I mean to stay with you until it

comes. Doés your leg pain you much ? 'l
Not now. It did, but I-feel-sleepy, and---ý'

I tell yon, you musidt 1 " î3im-shook him. so indignantly
this time thatý he did rouse up. Il Do you want to freeze to
death ? I tell you, sir, you must wake up and talk to me."

Il Talk to y U-? 1 begyour pardon-ies awfully good of you
tostaywith ebutlcàn'tallowiL You'Ilfreezeyourself."

"NoIwri*i. Imallright. Itisn'tfreezinghardto-
nighr, -and if y uhadn't broken your leg, you woulddt freeze

either. Iwis Icoulddo-sonietMngforyou. Letmenib
zyourhands-i mayhelptokeepyouawake. Andsee,1'11

wrap this rou d your feet to keep thena out of the snow."

1
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And then-whp.,,.sayk that heroic self-sacrifice has gone
out of fashion,?-she unfürled the garnet merino and twisted
itb glowing fofàs aiound the boots of tlie fallen man.

Il It's awfully good- of yUti,. you know," he could but
tist repent. l'If 1 am saved 1 shall owe my lifé to yoti.

1 think by your voice ou are a youncy lady. Tell me yotir
nanie ?

Ed-ith.11
A pretty name, and a sweet voice. Suppose you riib

niy other hand ? How delightfülly warrn 'ours are ! 1 beain.
to féel better already. If we don't frecze to death, 1

shouldn't much mind how long this sort of thing goes on.
If we do, theyll find us, like the babes in the wood, under
the snow-drifts to-morrow."

Miss Darrell listened to all this, uttered in the sleepiest,
gentlest of tories, her brown eyes open wide. What man-
iner of young man was this who paid 'compliments while
freezing with a broken leg? It was quite a new experience
to her and amused her. It was an adventure, and excited
all thc romance dormant in her nature. 1

You're a stranger hercabouts ? " she stiggested.
Yes, a stranger, to my cost, and a very foolhardy one,

or I should never have attempted to find Sandypoint in this
confounded storni. Edith-you'Il excuse rny calling you so,
my name is Chfttley-wouldn't it have been better if you

had left me here and gope for some one. I'm dreadfully
afraid you'Il get your -death-"

His solicittide for her, in bis own danger and pain, quite
touched Miss Edith. - She bent over him with maternal

tenderness.
Il 117here is no féar for me. I feel perfectly warm as I told

you, and can easily keep myself so. And if you think I
could leave you, or any one else with a broken leg, to die,
you mistake me greatly, that is all. 1 mdll stay with you if it
be till morning."

He gave one of herlands a feebly grateful s--ueeze. It
was a last effort. His n'-umbed and broken linib gave a hor-
rible twincre, there was à fimt gasp, and then this young man
fainted quietly away.

She bent abový higCh despair. A great fear filled fier-
was he deàd, th#,---*stranger in whom she was interested
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aIrcady ? She lifted his head on her lap, she chafed his face
and hands in an agony of pity and terror.

Charley she called, with someti-iing like a sob 0

Charley, don!t die 1 Wake up-speak to me."
13iit cold -and white as the snow itself, Il Charley" lay,

dunib and unrespowive.
And so an hour wore on.
What an hour it was-,nore like an eternity. In all her

after-lifé-its pride and its glory, its downfall and disgrace,
tliat night remained vividly in lier inemory.

Slie woke many and many a night, starting up in her
warni bed, from sorne startling dream, that she was back,
lost in tlic snow, with Charley lying liféless in her lap.

But help was at band. It was close upon nine o'clock,
when, through the deathly white silence, the sound of niany

Voices came. When over the cold glitter of the winter
night, the red light of lanterns flared, Don Coesar cal-ne

planging headlong throurrh the drifts to his little mistrese
side, with loud anci joyful barking, licking her face, her

hands, her feet. They were saved.
She sank back sick and dizzy in her fathers clasp. For

a moment the earth rocked, and the sl,y went round-then
she sprancy up, herself apin. Her father was there, and the

thrce youno, men, boarders. They lifted the rigid forni of
tlic str,-ýn.crer, and carried it betweený thern somehow, to Mr.

Darrell's house.
His feet were slicyhtly frost-bitten, his leg not broken after

all, only sprained and swolien, and to Edith's relief he'was
pronounced in a fainting-fit, not dead.

le Don't look so white and scared, child," her step-mother
said pettishly to her step-daughter ; Il bc won't die, and a

pretty burthen he'11 be on my hands for the next three
weeks. Go io bed-do-and don't let us have you laid up

as well. One's enotigh at a time?'
Yes, Dithy, darling, go," said her father, kissing her

tenderly. You're a brave little woman, and you've saved
his life. I have always been proud of you, but never so
proud as to-ni.cht.yl

It certainly was a couple of week-s. It was five blessed
weeks before Il Mr. Charley," as they learned to, call him,

6
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could get about, even on crutches. For féver and some-
tinies delirium set in, and Charley raved and tosse(], and
shouted, and talked, and drove NIrs. Frederic Darrell nearly

frantic with his capers. Thc daty of nursing fell a good
deal on Edith. Slie seenied to take to it quite naturally.
In his Il worst spells " the sound of lier soft voice, the touch
of lier cool hand, could soothe hini as nothing else could.
Soiiietimes he sung, as boisterously as his enfeebled state
would allow We won't go horne till morning 1 Sorne-
tinies lie shouted for his mother ; very often for Trixy."

fflo was Tr-ixy, Edith wondered with a sort of inward
twinae, not to be accounted for ; his sister or-

He was very handsorne in those days-his great gray eyes
brilliant with féver, his chee-s fltished, his chestnut hair
falling damp and heavy off his brow. What an ad-
venture it was,, altogether, Edith used to think, like sorne-
thing out of a book. Who was he, she wondered. A gen-
tleman Il by courtesy and the grace of God," no mistakiiiry

that. His clothes, his linen, were all superfine. On one
finger he wore a diamond that niade all beholders wink, and

in his shirt bosom still another. Hiswallet was stuffed with
greenbacks, his watch and chain, Mr. Darrell affiriiied

were worth a thousand dollars-a sprig of gentility, who-
ever he might be, this wounded hero. They found no
papers, no letters, no card-case. His linen was markeil

C. S." twisted in a monorrram. They must wait until lie
Nvas able hirnself to tell therii the rest.

The soft sunshinçý of April was filling his room, and bask-
ing in its rays in the parlor or rocking-chair sat Il Mr. Char-
ley," pale and wasted to a most interesting degree. He was

sitting, looking at Miss Edith, digging industriously in lier
flower-garden, with one of the boarders for under-gardener,proposing he should tell thernand listeniny to Mr. ]Darrell.
his name, in order that they inight write to his friends. The
young man turned his large languid eyes froin the daughter
without, to the father witiiin.

Il My friends ? Oh! to be sure.- But- it isn't necessary,

Ir is it ? It's very thotirrhtftil of you, and ýLII tbat, but niy frienuls -
wodt: worry theinselves into an early grave about iny

absence and silence. Theyre insed to both. Next week,
or week aftér, l'Il drop them a line myseIL 1 know I mustl-
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bc an awful nuisance to Mrs. Darrell, but if I might trespass
on yotir great ],-indness and rernain here until--2'

Il 'ivly dear voting friend," responded Mr. Darrell, warinly,
Vou shall most certainly remain here. For Mrs. Darrell,
i.ou're no trouble to, her-it's Dithy, bless her, who does all
tlie ntirsiiig."

The gray dreamy eyes turned from Mr. Darrell again, to,
that busy filcrure in the garden. With her cheeks flushed,

hur brown eyes shining, her rosy lips apart, and laughing, as
she %vrangled Nvith that particular boarder on the subject of
iloriculture, she looked a most dangerous nurse for any

)-oung man of three-and-twenty.
1 owe Miss Darrell and you all, more than I can ever

repay," he said, quietly that is understood. 1 have never
tried to thank her, or you either-words are so, inadequate
in these cases. Believe me though, I am not ungrateful."

Il Say no inore," Mr. Darrell cut in hastily ; Il only tell us
how we are to address you while you reniain. Mr. Char-

ley' is an unsatisfactory sort of application."
Il «i\fy name is Stuart; but, as a favor, may I request

you to go on caffing me Charley ? "
Il Stuart 1 " said the other, quickly one of the Stuarts,

bankers, of New York ? "
Il The saine. My father is James Stuart ; yon know him

probably ?
The face of Frederic Darrell darkened and grew almost

stern. Il Your father was my wife's cousin-Edith's mother.
Have you never heard him speak of Eleanor Stuart ? "

Il Who niarried Frederic, Darrell ? Often. My dear Mr.
Darrell, is it possible that you-that 1 have the happiness

of being related to, you ? " 1

To iny dauchter, if you like-her second cousin-to me,
Mr. Darrell said, half-smilinrt half sad. Your fathèr

and his family long ago repudiated all claims of mine-I arn
not going to, force myself upon thèîr notice now. Edie
Edie, iny love, corne in here, and listen to sorne strancre

She threw down her spade, and came in laughing andC
glowing, her hair tumbled, her collar awry, her dress soiled,
lier hands not over clean, but looking, oh ! so, indescribably

fresl-4 and fair, and healthful, and handsome.
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Il ýý7h.jt iS it-? Il she asked. CI Has Mr. Ch.-rley gone and
sprained his other ankle ?

Not qii te so bad as that." And then her fiather nar-
rated the discovery they had mutually made. Miss Dithy
opened her bright brown eyes.

41 Like a chapter out of a novel where everybody turns out
tobesoniebodyelse. 'Itis-itis-itis-myown,ýiiyloi)g-
lost son il And so we're second cousins, and you're Char-
ley Stuart ; and Trixy-now who's Trixy ? "

Il Trixý,s niy sister. How do you happen to know any-
thing about her ? Il

Editli iiiade a wry face.
1117he nights Fve spent-the days Pve dragged through,

the tortures Fve undergone, listening to you shouting for
1 Trixy,' would have driven any less well-balanced brain

stark mad 1 May I sit down ? Digging in the sunshine, and
rowing with johnny Ellis is awfully hot wor-."

Ci Dicyging in the sunshine is detriniental to the complex-c
ion, and rowing with johnny Ellis is injurious to the temper.
1 object to both."

&&Oh, you do?" said 'Miss Darrell, opening her eyes
aggain ; Il it matters so much, too, whether you object or
not. johnny Ellis is us.--ful, and sometimes acyreeable.
Charley Stuart is neither one nor eother. If 1 mayn*t dig

and quarrel with him, is there anything your lordship ýwoiild
like nie to do ? Il

Il You may sit on this footstool at my feet-woman's
proper place-and -read me to sleep. That book you were

reading aloud yesterday-what was it? Oh, 1 Peiidennis,'
was rather amusing-what 1 heard of it."

Il What you heard of it 1 " Miss Darrell retorts, indignantly.
You do well to add that. The mari who could go to sleep

listening to Thackeray is a man worthy only of contempt
and scoj6n ! There's Mr. Ellis calling me-1 rnust go."

Miss Darrell and Mr. StuartIt his present state of - con-
valescence, rarely niet except to quarrel. They spoke their
ininds to one another, with. a refreshing frankness remark-
al)le to hear.

,I& Ybu rernind nie of one 1 loved very dearly once, Dithy,"
Charley said to her, sadly, one, day, after an unusually
stormy wordy war-11 in fact, the only one I ever did love.
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Yoii resemble her, too-the same sort of hair and coniplex-
ion, and exactly thc saine sort of-ah-temper! Hel naine

was Ficlo-she was a black and tan tcrri,.>r-very likC 3-OLI,
iný- dcar, very like. Ah 1 thesc accidental resemblances are
cruvl thin-s-they tcar oi)cn half-healed wounds, and caus-

to b1eýM afresh. Fido met with an untiniely cnd-she
Nvas drowned one dark ni-ht in a cistern. I thou,71it I bad

outlived that grief, but when 1 look at you---2'

A stinyliiy box on the car, criven with right good will, cut
short the inournful remini,,)cence, and brought tears to .11r.

Stuarfs eycs, that were not tears of grief for Fido.
You wretch cried Miss Darrell, with flashing eyes.

Vve a complexion of black and tan, have I, and a tem-
i)er to match 1 The only thing Isee to regret in your story

is, that it wasnýt Fido*s iliaster who fell into the cistern, in-
stead of Fido. To think 1 should live to be called a uliack,
and tan ! "

They never met except to quarrel. Ediths inflammatory
teniper was ul) in arms perpetually. They kept the house

in an uncommonly lively state. It seeined to acrree with
Charley. His tivisted ankle grew strong rapidly, flesh
and color came back, the world was not to be robbed of
one of its brlyhtest ornaments just yet. He put off writinz

to his friends froin day to day, to the great dibapproval or
1ý1r. Darrell, who was rather behind the age in his notions of

filial duty.
Il It's of no use worrying," Mr. Stuart ruade answer, with

the easy insoucian concerning all things earthly which sat
so naturally upon fim; Il bad shillings always come back-

let that truthful old adage console them. Why should I
fidget myself about them. Take my word thev're not fidçret-
in- theniselves about me. The governors absorbed in the

ri-)e and fall of stocks, the maternal is up to her eyes in the
last parties of the scason, and my sister is just out and ab-
sorbed body and sout in beaux and dresses. They never

il they see nie."
xpect nie unti

About the close of April Mr. Stuart and Miss Darrell
fowylit their last battle and parted. He went back to New

York and to his own world, and life stagnant and flat flowed
back on its old level for Edith Darrell.

Stagnant and fiat it had always been, but never half'so
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dreary as now. Something had come into her life anî gone
out of it, somethincr briglit and new, and wondeiftilly pleas-
ant. There was a great blank where Charley's handsome
face had been, and all at once lifé seemed to lose its relish
for this girl of sixteen. A restiessness took possession of
of lier. Sandypoint and all belon 'na to it grew distasteful.

Sh-ý wanted change, excite nient-Charley Stuart, perhaps-0
somethina- différent certainly from what she was used to, or
likely to get.

Charley went home and told the "governor," and the
Ci mateinaV' and IlTrixy" of bis adventure, and the gli-1

who had saved his life. Miss Beatrix listened in a glow of
admiration.

Il Is she pretty, Charley ?'* she asked, of course, the first
inevitable fernale question.

-- rretty ? " Charley responded, meditatively, as though
the idea struck hini for the first time. II Well, ye-e-es. In
a cream-colored sort of way, Edith isn't bad-looking. lt
would be very nice of you now, Trix, to write her a letter, I

think, seeina she saved my life, and nursed nie and is your
second cousin, and everything."

Beatrix needed no urging. She was an impetuous, en-
thusiastic young woman of eighteen, féarfully and wonder-

fully addicted to correýq)ondence. She sat down and wrote a
long, gushing letter to her Il cream-colored " cousin. Nirs.
Stuart dropped lier a line of thanks also, and Charley, of
course,, wrote, and there lier adventure seemed to come ro an
end. MissStuaresletters were long and frequent. lýir.Stuart's

rambling epistle alternately made lier laugh and lose lier teiii-
per, a dally loss with poor, discontented Edith. With the fine
discrimination inost men possess, lie sent her, on her seven-
teenth birthday, a set of turquoise and pearls, which made

her sallow complexion hideous, or, at least, as hideous as
anything can make a pretty girl. That surnmer lie ran

down to Sandvpoint for a fortnight's fishing, and an oasis
canie suddenly in the desert of Edith's lifé. She and Char-

ley miryht quarrel still, and I ain bound to say they did, on
every possible occasion and on every possible point, but

they were never satisfied a moment apart.
The fortnight ended, the fish were caught, lie went back,

and the dull days and the long nights, the cooking, darning,
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i-nending becran again, and went on until madness would
have been a relief It was the old story of the Sleel)ing

tcauty waiting for the prince to coine, and wake her into

into lifé and love with his kiss. Only in this instance the
I)ràiice liad coine and gone, and left Beauty, in the sulks, be-

hind.
She was eighteen years old and sick oAr her life. And

just when disclust ànd discontent were taking palpable form,
and she was debating between a jui-np into Sandypoint bay
and running off, came Charley, with his mothers letter.

From that hour the story of Edith Darrell's lÎfe began.

CHAPTER III.

TRIXY'S PARTY.

WO weeks sufficed for Miss DarrelFs preparations.
A quantity of new linen, three new dresses, one

hat, one spring sacque-that was all.
Mr. Darrell had consented-what was there he

could have refused his darling ? He had consented, hiding
the bitter pang it cost hiiii, deep in his own quiet heart. It
Nvas the loss of her mother over again ; the tender passion
and the present Mrs. Darrell were two facts perfectly
iiicornl)atible.

Mrs. Darrell aided briskly in the preparation-to tell the
truth, she was not sorry to be rid of her step-daughter, be-
tween whoiu and herself perpetual war raged. Edith as a
worker was a failure ; she went about the dingy house, in
her dingy dresses, witli the air of an out-at-elbows duchess.
She snubbed, the boarders, she boxed the juvenile DarrelVs

ears, she Il sassed 1' the mistress of the house.
(4 It spea-s volumes for your arniability, Dithy," Charley

reniarked, Il the intense eagerness and delight, with whicli
everybody in this establishment hails your departure. Four
dirly little Darreils run about the passages with their war-

whoop, 'Dithys going-hoôray! Now well have fun!'
Your step-ýaothe? s sere and yellow visage bearns with bliss ;
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even the young gentlemen who are locIged and boarded,
Greck-ed and Latin-ed liere, wear faces of suppretsed i-ellt-f,
that tells its own tale to the -student of human nattire.

Your welfare niust be unspe-ikably preciotis to theni, Edie,
when they bear their approaching bcreaveinent so well."

He patrsed. The speCch was a lengLliv one, and len-thy
speeches niostly exhausted . He la backeMr. Stilai t.

watching his fair îNative as slic sat sevinrt ricar, witli lazy,
half-closed eyes.

Her work drcpped in her lap, a faint flush rose up over
her dusk face.
Il Charley," she responded, gravely, Il I doWt wonder you

say this-it is true, and nobody féels it more than 1. 1 am
a disagreeable creature, a selfish nuisance, an idle, discon-

tented kill-joy. I only wonder, you are not afraid to take
me with you at all."

Mr. Stuart sat up, rather surprised.
61 My dearest coz, don't be so trernendously in earnest.

If I had thought you were going to take it seriously --- 2'
Let us be serious for once-we have all our lives left

for quarrelling," said Nliss Darrell, às thoLigh quarrelling
were a pleasant recreation. Ill sit down and try to think

sometimes why 1 am so miserable-so wretched in my
present life, why I hail the prosp.-ct of a nev one with

such delight. I see other girls-nicer, cleverer girls than 1
am every way, and their lives suffice for theni-the dally,

dornestic routine that is inost hornble drudgery to rue,
pleases and satisfies thern. It niust be that 1 have an inca-
pacity for life; I daresay when the novelty and gloss wear
off, 1 shall tire equally of the life 1 am goino, to. A nev
dress, a dance, a beau, and the hope of a prospective hus-
band suffices for the- girls I speak of. For nie-none of

your sarcastic smiles, sir-the thought of a future husband

tg Only vanity and vexation of spirit. But thýre is a
future husband. Yon are forced to admit thatl, Dithy. I
wonder what he is to be lik-e ? A modern Sir Launcelot,
with the beauty of all the gods, the courage of a CSur de
Lion, the bow of a Chesterfield, and the purse of Fortu-

natus. That! s the photo, isn't it ? Il
Il No, sir-not a bit like it. The purse of a Fortunatus,
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if you like-1 ask nothing iti-ore. The Sir Launcelots of
life5 if they exist at all, are inostly poor mei ' i, and I don't

want anything to'do with poor men. My niarriage is to be

a purely business transaction-1 settled iliat long ago. He

may have the form and face of a Satyr ; he niay have sev-

entv years, so that he be worth a million or so, 1 will drop

My best courtesy when he as-s, and say, 1 Yes, and thanky,
sir.' If the Apollo himself, knelt before me, with an

enipty purse, I should turn my back upon him in pity and

diý,dain."
Il ls that meant for me, Edie Mr. Stuart inquired,

rising on his elbow, and admiringly gazing at his own

handsome face in the glass. Because if it is, don't ex-
cite yourself. Forewamed is forearmed-I'm not going to

ask you."
Il 1 never thought you were," Edith said, laughing.

never aspired so high. As -well, love some bright particular
star, etcetera, etcetera, as the only son of james Stuart,
Esquire, lineal descendant of the Princeý-ôf Scotland, and

bank-er of Wall Street. No, Charley, I know whatyou will

(Io. You'11 drift through, life for the next three or four

years, as you have drifted up to the present, well looking

,vell dressed, well mannered, and then some day your father
will corne to you and say gruffly, 'Charles (Edith grows
draniatic as she narrates-it is a husky masculine voice that

speaks:) I Here's.Miss Petroleuni's father, with a million and

a half-only child-order a suit of new clothes and go and
ask her to niarry you l' And you will look at him with a

lieipless sigh, and go. Your father will select your wife, sir,
and you'Il take her, like a good boy, when you're told. I

shouldn't wonder now, but that it is to select a wife for you,
and a husband for Trixy, he is taking this projected trip to
Europe."

" Shouldn't you ? Neither should I. Never wonder.
Against my principles," Charley inurniurs.

There are plenty of titled aristocracy abroad-so I am
told-ready to silver-gild their coronets by *a union with

plutocracy. Plenty Lady janes and Lady Marys ready to
sell theinselves to the highest bidder."

As- Edith Darrell is ? 'l
1s Edith Darrell is. Ies all very fine talking of love

6*
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and devotion, and the emptiness of life without. Believe
nie, if one bas plenty of money one can dispense with love.
l've read a good rnany inbvels, but they haven't turned niv
head on that subject. Froiii all Pve read, indeed, 1 should

think it must be a very unconifortable sort of intermittent
féver, indeed. Don't love anybody except yourself, and it

is out of the power of any human being to make you very
wretched."
111 A sentiment whose truth is only equaled by its-selfish-
ness.1y

41 Yes, it is selfish; and it is your thoroughly selfish
people, who get the best of everything in this world. 1 am

selfish and worldly-ambitious and heartless, and all that is
abominable. 1 nia'y as well own, it. You'Il find it out- for
yourself soon."

','A most unnecessary acknowledgment, rny dear child-
it is patent to the dullest observer. But, now, Edith-look
here-this is serious,- mind 1 " He raises himself again on
his elbow, and looks, with a curious smile into her darkly-
earnest, cynical young face. Il Suppose 1 am madly in love

with you-1 madly in love' is the correct phrase, isn't it ?
-suppose I am at your feet, going through all the phases of
the potential mood, 1 commancling, exhorting, entreating'

-you to, marry nie-you wouldn't say no, would you, Edie?
You like me--don't deny it. You know you do-like me

well enough to marry me to-morrow. Would you refuse
me in spite of my dependence on my father, and niy empty
purse ? ',

He took her-hand, and held it tightly, despite her strug-
gles.

f Il Would you, Edie ? " he says, putting his arm arou nd her
waist && I'm not a sentimental fellow, but 1 believe in love.

Come 1 you wouldn't-you couldn't bid me go."
Her color had risen-that lovely rose-pink color, that lit

her brunette face into such beauty-but she resolutely
freed herself, and met his half-tender, half-merry glance,
full.

41 1 woûtd," she said, Il if I-liked you so, that you filled
my whole heart. Let me go, sir, and no more of this non-

sense. I know what I am talking about, and w'hat comes
of marrying for love. There was my own mother, she left
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a rich and luxurious home, wealthy suitors, all the comforts
and elegances of life, without which life isn't worth living,
and ran away witli papa. Then followed long years of pov-

erty, discomfort, illness, and i-niserable grubbing. She never

conifflained-perhaps she w-asn't even very unhappy ; hers

wasn't the sort of love that flies out of the wiàdow when
poverty comes in at the door-she just faded away and died.

For myself I hffi7c been dissatisfied with my lot ever-since
1 can remember-pining for the glory and gmndeur of this

wicked world. There is but one way in which they can
ever be mine-by rnarriage. If -marriage will not bring

theni, then I will go to my grave Edith Darrell."
Il Wliich 1 don't think you will,", Mr. Stuart respond2d.
Yotin,; ladies like you, who set out on the search-inatri-

nionial with lots of con-ituon-sense, worldliness, selfishness,
and inercenary motives, generally reach the goal. I ts a
fair enoticrh exchange-so much youth and good looks for

so niany thousand dollars. 1 wish you all success, Miss
Darrell, in your laudable undertaking. It is well we should
iinderstand each other, at once and forever, or even I soi-ne
day might be tempted to, make a fool of myself. ex-

cellent counsels, my dearest cousin, will be invaluable to me,
should my lagging, footsteps falter by the way. Edith 1 where

have you learned to be so hard, so worldly, so-if you will
pardon me-so unwomanly ? " %

Il Is it unwomanly ? " she repeated dreamily. Well,
perhaps it is. I am honest at least---give me credit for that.

My own hard life has taught me, books have taught me,
looking at my mother and listening to my step-mother have

tau,,rlit me. I féel old at eighteen-old and tired. I am
Just one of those girls, 1 think, who turn out very good or
very bad women, as fate deals with them. Its not too late
yet to draw back, Charley. Your rnother can easily get
anot[her young lady to do the French and German business.
You can tell her I dodt suit, and lèave me at home,"

Il Not too late to, draw back," he said, with his indolent
stnile. Il Is there ever such a thing as drawing back at ali ?
What is done is done, 1 couldfflt go without you now, if I

tried. 0, don't look alarmed, 1 dodt mean anything. You
amuse and interest me, that is all. You're something of a
study-entirely différent from, the genus young lady I'm ac-
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customed to. Only-keep your frankness for Cousin Char.
ley, lie's hari-ffless; dont display it to the rest of the world.

It might spoil your chances. Even senile millionnaires don't

care to walk into the trap, unless the sl)rinrys are hidden in

roses. Come, throw clown that ciidless sewiiirr, and let's

have a walk on the beach. Who knows when we may see

the sun go clown, together again, over the classic waters of

Sandypoint Bay."

Edith laughed, but she rose to obey.

And I thouryht you were not sentimental, One would

think it the Bay of Naples. However, as we start to-mor-

row, I don't mind goinry clown and bidding the old rocks and

sands good-by."

She put on her hat, and the two went wandering away

tocether, to watch the suri set over the sea. In the rosy

lirrht of the sprincr sunset, the fishing boats drifted on the

shining waters, and the fisherrnan% chant càme borne to,

their ears.

Il It reminds me of that other April evening two years

acro) Dithy, when we came down here ta say good-by. You

cried then at partincr--do you remember-? But yon were

only sixteen, poor child, and knew no better. You woulddt

cry now, would you, for any man in the universe ?

Not for Charley Stuart certainly' he needn't think it."

He doesn't think it, my pet; lie never looks for inipos-

sibilities. 1 wonder if that night in the snow were to come

again if youd risk your life now, as you did then ? "

Risk my Ilfe 1 What bosh 1 There was no risk ; and

bad as 1 am, and heartless as I've grown, 1 doWt think-I

doWt think I'd walk away, and leave any poor ývretch to

die. Yes, Charley, if the night in the snow carne over

again, I'd do now as I did then."

Il I donýt believe it was a kindness after all," Charley re-

sponds. Il I have a presentiment that a day will conie,
Dithy, when l'Il hate you. I shoulddt have sufféred much

if you had let me freeze to death. And I've a strong pre-

science (is that the word) that l'Il fall in love with you some

day, and be jilted, and undergo untold torture, and hate you

with a perfect frenzy. It will be a very fatiguing experience,

but I féel in my bones that it is to, be."

111 Indeed ! A Saul ainong thç prophets. I shall not be
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surp, *sed, however; it is my usual fate to be hated. And
10 as we seein to have drifted into disacyreeable and per-
ýO sort of talk, suppose we change the subject There

is ory yonder ; if your indolent sultanshil) can bear the
Iaboý of stecrincr, l'Il give you a last row across the bay."

Tbey taize the dory and glide away. Charley lies back,
hi:; hat pped over his eyes, smoking à cigar and steering.
She has tne,*ars;.-tbe red sunlight is on ber face. Edith de-
fies tan and sunburn. She looks at lazy Charley, and sings
as she pulls, a saucy smileof defiance on her lips

It was on a Monday morning,
Right early in the year,

TWàt Charley came to our town,
The -young Chevalier.

And Charley-he's my darling,
My darlin- my darling;

And Cliarley he's my darling,
The Young Chevalier 1

What Charley answers is imt on record. Perhaps the
aged millionnaire, who is to be the future happy possessor of
lUiss DarrelVs charms, would not care to, heax it. They
drift or-they are together-they ask no more. The rosy
after-f-low of the sunset fades out, the nicrht comes white
with stars, the faint spring wind siçyhs over the b,y, and both

are silent. And," says Charley's inner consd6usness, Il if
this be not fallinor in love, 1 wonder what is ?

They linger yet longer. It is the last night, and roman-
tically enough, for so worldly and cynical a pair, they watch
the faint little -April moon rise. Edith looks over ber left

shoulder at it, and says something under ber breath.
What invocation are you murmuring there ? " Charley

asks, half asleep.
I wasý wshing. I always wish when I see the new

nioon.yy1 Il For a rich husband of course, Edie He sits up sud-
denly. IlThere's the baronet 1 Suppose you go for him."
Il Go for hini 1 What a horribly vulgar way you have

of speaking. No. lIl leave hini for Trixy. 14ave )-ou
liad enough of starli ht and moonlight Mr. Stuart, on Sandy-9 Z ) >
point Bayo, because l'm going to turn and row home. lve
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had no supper, and I shall eat you- if we stay here fasting
niuch lonçrer."

She ro's back, and arm. in arrn they ascend the rocky
path, and linger one last moment at the garden gate.

So ends the old lifé," Edith says, softly. It îs my last
"night at home. 1 ought to féel sad, I suppose, but 1 don't.
1 never felt so happy in my lifé."

He is holdino, her hand. For two who are not lovers, and
never mean to be, they understand cach other wonderfully
well.

Il And rcrnernber your promise," he answers. ",Let the
life that is coming bring what it may, you are never to blame

me.yy
Then Mrs. Darrell's tall, spare -figure -appears -in the

111001111arht, summoning then-1 sharply to tea, and hands are
unclasped, and in silence they follow liei.
The first train from. Sandypoint to Boston bears away
Edîth Darrell and Charl.y Stuart. Ncýt,ýlone torretlier,

however-forbid it Mrs. Grundy 1 Mrs. Rogers, the Sandy-
point inilliner, is going to New York for the summer fashions,
and the youno, lady travels under her protection. Tliey

reach Boston in tirne for tie train that connects with the-
Fall River boats. It has been a day of brightest sunshine ;

it Às a lovely spring night. They dine on board. Mrs.
Rogers is sleepy and tired and goes to bed ýshe and Edith
share the same state-room), with a last charge to Mr. Stu-
art not to keep Miss Darrell too'long on deck in the night air.

They float grandly up the bright river. Two wandering
harpists and a violinist play very sweetly near them, and
tliey walk up and down, talking and feeling uncommonly

happyand free, until Charley's watch points to eleven, and
the music co*meý to a eop. They say good-night. She goes
tffiMrs. Rocèrs and the upper berth, and Mr. Stuart medita-
tively turns to his own. He is thinking, that all things con-

sidered, it is just -as well this particularly fascinating corn-
panionship, ends in a manner to-rnorrow.

To-morrow comes. It is Miss Beatrix Stuart!s birthday.
The great party is to be to-night. They shake hands and
part with Mrs. Rogers on the pier. Charley hails a hack
and assists his cousin in, and they are whirled off to the
palatial avenue up-town. L,',
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The house is a stately brovn-stone front, of course, and
on a sunny corner. Edith leans bac],., quite silent, her
heart beatinc, as she looks. The whirl, the crash, the rush
of New York streets stun her, the stateliness of the Stuart

inaqsion awes her. She is very pale, her lips are set to-
gether. She turns to Charley suddenly, and holds out her

hands to hin-i as a helpless child might.
Il I féel lost already, and-and ever so little afraid. How

bia- and grand it looks. Don't desert me, Charley. 1 féel
as though I were astray in a strange land."

He squeezes the little hand, he whispers saniething reas-
suring, and life and color come bàck to her face.

Make your mind easy, Dithy," is what he says. Like
Mrs. Micawber, 1 l'Il never desert you. ' "

He rings the door bell sharply, a smart-looking young
wonian adinits theni, and Edith goes with him into a splen-

did and spacious apartinent,, where three people sit at break-
fast. Perhaps it is the garish sunshine, sparkling on so much.
ctit glass and silver, that dazzles Edith's eyes, but for a min-
ute she can see nothing. Then théýmist clears away, the
trio have risen-a pompous-looking old gentleman in a shining
bald head and expansive white vest, a pallid, feeble-looking
elderly lady in a lace cap, and a tall, stylish girl, with Charley's
eyes and hair, in violet ribbons and white cashmere. The
bald gentlemen shakes hands with lier, and welcoines her in
a husky baritone; the faded, elderly lady, and stylish young
lady kiss her, and say soine very pleasant and gracious

words. As in. a drearn Edith sees and hears all-as in a
di-eaiii she is led off by Beatrix.

Il 1 shall take you to your roorn myself. I only bope'you
rnay like it. The furniture and arrangement are my taste,
every bit. -,Oh you dear darling 1 " cries Miss Stuart, stopping

in the passage to give Edith a hug. Il You don't know how
frigh'tencj 1-'vebeen that you wouldn't come. l'm in love

-;vith you already! And what a heroine you are-a réal
Grace-what's-her-name-saving - Charleys life and ali that.

And best of all, you're in time for the ball-which is a
rhyrne. thouch 1 didn't mean it." Ste laughs and suddenly

gives Edith anotherhug. Youpretty mature 1 " she says;
I'd no idea you were half ýq_-'good-Iooking. I asked
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Charley, but you might as well ask a lamp-post as Charley.
Here is your roon-i-how (Io you like it ?

She would have been difficult to picase indeed, if she had
not liked iL To Edith's inexl)erienced eyes, it is a glowing
nest of amber silk curtains, yellowisli Brussells carpet, tinted

walls, pretty pictures, gilt fraines, rnirrors, ornainents, and
dainty French bed.

Il Do you like it ? But I see by your face you do. l'in
so glad. This is my room adjoining, and here's your bath.

Now lay off your things and come down to, breakfast."
Still in a drearn Edith obeys. She descends to breakfast

in her gray travelling suit, looking pale, and not at all bril-
liant. Miss Stuart.,whohashadherdoubtstliat this country
cousin may prove a rival, is reassured. She takes her
breakfast, and then Beatrix conducts her over the house-a
wonder of splendor, of velvet carpets, magnificent uphol-
sterinc, lace drapings, gilding and orinolu. But her face

],-eel)s its pale, grave look. Trixy wonders if she is not a
stupid little body after all. Last of all they reach the sacred
privacy of Trixy's own roorn, and there she displays her
ball dress. She expiates on its make and its nierits, in pro-
fessional language, and with a volubility that makes Edith's
head swini.

Il It is made with a court train, trimmed with a deep
flounce, waveà in the lower edge, and this flotince is trimined

with four narrow flounces, edged with narrow point lace.
The sides are en revers, with sashes tied in butterfly bow in

the centre of the back, below the puffino, of the skirt near
the waist. The front of the skirt is trimmed to correspond
with the train, the short apron, flounced and trinimed with

point lace, gathered up at the sidés, under the revers-on the
train. The waist is high in the shQulders, V shaped ih front
and back, with si-nall flowina, sleeves, finished with plaitings
of white silk tulle. And now," cries Trixy, breathless and

triumphant, Il if that doesn't fetch the baronet, you may tell
me what will ! The pearls are superb-here they are.
Pearls are en regle for weddings only, but how was poor

pa to know that ? Arn't they lovely ? "
They lie in their cloudy lust ' er, necklet, earrings, bracelet.

Il Lovely ! " Edith repeats lovely indeed. Beatrix,
what a fortunate girl you are."
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There is a touch of envy in her tone. Beatrix

and -1ves her a third hurr 
ZD

Why? 1.>Ccause 1 have pcarls? Bless you ! thev're

110,11111(-r. Yoti11 have dianionds beyond coiintin,r yoursoir
onc of those days. You'Il niarry rich, qf coursc-brunettes
arc all the style now, and you're sure to look lovely by

gasliglit. What are you goîno, to %vear to-iii-lit ?
14 I'ni like Flora \Icl-'Iitilsey," Edith laurrhs; I have'D

nothinc to wear. There is a white Swiss niuslin in my

trunk, but it will look wofully rustic and doivdy, Fin afraid,
in your aorgeous drawin,,r-17ooms."

nsense Plain Swiss is always in taste for girls of

elcyliteen. 1 wore it greatly niy first season. Do you k-now

I féel awfully old, Edith-twenty-one to-night! 1 must do

soinethinY toward settling before the year ends. Iet us see
the white Swiss. Now there is a lovely aniber tissue I have

-it isnt my colon I never wore it but once, and it would

suit you exactly. Lucy, niy maid, is a perfect dress-ma-er,
and could alter it to fit you casily before- Now, Edith 1
you're not ancrry ?

Fur the color has risen suddenly all over Edith's proud,
pale face.

Il You have made a miaake, Miss Stuart, that is all-
meant kindly, 1 am sure. If my white mu5lin is admissible,

1 will wear it; if not, I can keep to my rooi-n. But neitlier
now, nor at any future tinie, can 1 accept-charity."

Trixy gives a Ettie shriek at the word, and inflicts a fotirth
hury on Edith. She is the souil of easy good-nature herself,
and ready to take anything and everything that is offéred
her, froin a husband to a botiquet.

" Bless the child ! " she exclaims. Charity As if any
one ever thought of such a thing. les just like ine, how-
ever, to inake a ni-zss of it. 1 inean ivell, but Yoinehow 1
always do make a mess of it. And iny prophetic soul tells
nie, the case of Sir Victor Catheron wâl be no çxoeption to,
the rest."

The day wears on. Edith drives down town, shoppinc ' y

'%vith lUadame and Mademoiselle Stuart; she returns, and
dincs in state with the family. The bia, brown house is lit

ul) froni basement to attic, and presently they aR adjourn to
their rooms to dress.
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Il Don't ask me to appear while von are receiving your
guest,,," Edith says. lIl step in unobserved, when every-

body has conic."
She dccliiies all offers of assistance, and dresses lierself.

lt is a sUnplý toilet stirely,.r-the crisl) white muslin, out of
which the polshed shoulders rise ; a little gold chain and

cross, once lier mother's ; earrincys and bracelet of gold
and coral, also once her mother's and her rich, abundant,
blackish-brown hair, gathered back in a graceful way peculiar

to herselE She looks very pretty, and she knows it. Pres-
ently sails in Nfiss Stuart, resplendent in the pink silk and
pearls, the Il court train " trailing two or three yards behind
her, her lirrht hair Il done up " in a pyramid wonderful » to
behold, and loaded with camelias.

ce How do I look, Dithy ? This strawberry-ice pink is
awfully becoming to me, isn't it ? And you-why, you
look lovely-lovely ! l'd no idea you made up so hand-

somelv. Ah 1 we blondes have to thance by gaslight, against
you brunettes."

She sweeps downstairs in her rose-colored splendor, and
Edith is alone. She sits by the open window, and looks out

at the niçht life of the great city. Carriage after -arriacre
roll up to the door, and soinchow, in the midst of all this
lifé, and brightness, and bustle, a strange feeling of loneli-

ness and isolation comes over her. Is it the old chronic
discontent cropping up, again? If it were only not im-
proper for Charley to corne up here and sit beside her,
and smoke, in the sweet spring diisk, and be sarcastic as
usual, what a comfort it would be just now 1 Soniehow

how it cornes let doctors tell "-that restless famillar of
liers is laid when lie is by her side-never lonely, never dis-
contented then. As she thinks this, innocently enough,

despite all hcr worldly wisdom, there is a tap at the door,
and 1,ucy, the maid, comes smilingly in, holding an exquisite
bouquet, all pink and white roses, in her hand.

Il Mr. Charlesý compliments, please, miss, and he's waiting
for you at the foot of the stairs, when yoif re ready, miss,
for the b,-tll-roorn."
She starts and colors with pleasure.

Il Thank you, Lucy 1 " she says, taking the bouquet.
"-Tell Mr. Stuart I will be down in a moment."
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The girl Icaves the room.
With a sinile on her face it is just as wcll Il Mr. Charlcs

aocs not sce, she stands looking lier roses; then she
burics her face, aliiiost as brige, in tlieir dewy sweet-

ness.
Dcar, thouilitfuil Charley she whispers gratefully.

Wliat: would ever have become of nie but for hini ?
Slie selects one or two bits of scarlet blossorn and green

spray, and artistically twists thein in the rich waves of her
hair. She takes one last glance it her own pretty image
in the inirror, sees that fan, lace-handkerchief, and adorn-
ment generally, are in their places, and then trips away and
goes down.

In elegant evening costume, looking unutterably hand-
soine aiàà well-dressed, Mr. Charles Stuart stapds at the foot
of týe grand stairway, waiting. He looks--eat her as she

stan(ls in the full glare of the gasaliers.
White muslin, gold and coral, pink roses, and no chig-

non. Nly dear N1Lý-s Darrell, taking you as a whole, 1 think
1 have seen worse-loo-in,7 youra, women in my lifé."

He draws lier hand througli his ariii, with this enthusiastic
reniark, and Edith finds herself in a blaze of liglit and a
croivd of brilliantly dressed people. Three long drawing-
roonis are thrown open, en suite;, beyond is the ball-rootii,

with its waxed flXs and invisible musicians. Flowers, gas-
light, jewels, handsome wonien, and gallant men are every-

where the band is crashing out a pulse-tingling waltz, and
still Edith hears and sees, and inoves in a dreani.

Il Coiiie," Charley says. His ami is around her waist,
ànd they whirl away among the waltzers. Edith waltzes

well, so docs Charley. She féels as though she were float-
ing on air, not on earth. Then it is over, and she is being

introcluced to, people, to resplendent young ladie - s e and al-
inost equally resplendent young gentlemen. Charley

res.,,,,ns lier to one of these latter, and she glid-cs throtigh a
rnizurka. That too ends, and as it grows rather warin, her
partner leads her away to a cool inusic-room, whence pro-

ceed nielodious sounds. It is Trixy at the piano, informing
a select audience in shrill soprano, and in the character of
the Il Queen of tàe May," that Il Slie had been wild and
wayward, but -si-idwaâ not-wayward Potit." Edith'spartner
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fi nds lier a scat and volunteers to go for an ice. As she
sits faiininrr herself, she sces Charley approaching with a
Y011n'y Man of ýabôtit his own a(TC taller than he îs-fairer,
with a look altorether soniehow of a different nationalîty.
He has large bliie eves, very fair hair, and the blondest of b
complexions. lnstinctively she knows who it is.

le 1 1 " Charley says, Il here you are. I have beenAil, E(-I«th) 
Il

searchin- for you. Miss Darrell, allow me to present to you
Sir Catheron."

a
cý

CHAPTER IV.

UNDER THE GASLIGHT."

WO darkly solemn'eyes look up into Sir Victor
Catheron's face. Both bow. Both murrnur the

pianissimo inibecility requisite on such occasions,
and Edith Darrell is acquainted with a baronet. r

Witl:ý a baronet! Only yesterday, as it were, she was
darninu hose and ironing linen at home, goinig about the

dismal house slipshod and slatternly. Now she is in the
midst of a brilliant ball, diamonds sparkling around her, and t

an English baronet of fabulous wealth and ancestry asking
her for the favor of the next waltz 1 Something ridiculous t
and absurd about it all, struck her; she felt an idiotic desire
to laugh aloud. It was all unreal, all a dream. She would
awake prescntly, to hear her step-mothers shrill call to t

coine and help in the kitchen, and the howls of the

itivenile Darrells down the passage. A fan-tiliar voice rouses
her. .

Il You 11 not forge, I hope, Edith," Charley is saying, Il that
next redowa is mine. At present 1 am going to meanderCP

through. the lancers with NIrs. Featherbrain."
He takes her tables, coolly writes his name, smiles,

shows his white teeth, says Au revoir," and is prie. She
and the baronet are aïone. *

What shall she say to him She féels a whimsical sort of
trepidation as she flutters her fan. As yet the small-talk of
society, is Sanscrit, to this young lady froin. Sandypoint. Sir
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Victor leans lightly against the arrn of her chair, and ]oo1ýs
(lown upon lier as she sits, with flushed cheeks, half sinilino,

lips, and long black lashes drooping. He is thiiilýi)(1
xvhat a wonderfülly bright and charming face it is-for a
brunette.

For Sir Victor Catheron does not fancy brunettes. He
lias his ideal, and sees in her the future Lady Catheron. In
far-off Cheshire there is a certain Lady Gwendoline ; she is
an earl's daurrhter, the owner of two soft blue eyes, a
complexion of pink and snow, a soift, trained voice and
féathery halo of amber hair. Lady Gwendoline is his ideal
of fair, sweet womanhood, turning coldly from all the rest
of the worid to hold out her arms to one happy possessor.
The vision of Lady Gwendoline as he saw her last, the morn-
ing surishine searching her fair English face and finding no

flaw in it, rises for a second before him-why, he does not
-now. Then a triumphal burst of music crashes out, and

be is looking down once more upon Edith Darrell, in her
white dress and coral ornarnents, her dark hair and pink
roses.

1' You seem quite like an old acquaintance, Miss Darrell,"
lie says, in his slow, pleasant, English accented voice ; Il our

mutual friend, the prince, has told me about his adventure in
the snow, and yourheroism."

Il The prince ? " she repeats, interrogatively, and Sir Vic-
tor lauahs.

"Ali! you doet know. They call him the prince here-
Prince Charlie. I don't know why, Fiu sure, iinless it.,be

tliat Iiis narne is Charles Edward Stuart, and that he is the
prince of good fellows. You have no idea how deliahted I

tliat he-that the whole farnily are going across with us
ay. You accoinpany thern, 1 understand, Miss Dar-

Y>

As companion and interpreter on the continent," Miss
Darrell answers, lookinçr up at hirn very steadily. Il Yes."

Il And yon will like 0 the continent, I know," Sir Victor
oes on. Il You will like Paris, of course. All Americans go
o Paris. Yoli will meet scores of your countrymen in every
ontinental city-Il

Il I am not sure'that that is an advantage," responds the
oung lady coolly. About my liking it, there can be -no

M
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qucstion, It has been the drearn of my lifé-a drearn I
thotight as likely to bc realized a month ago, as that I should
takec)a trip to the moon. For you, Sir Victor, 1 suppose
every nook and corner of Europe, is as familiar to you, as your
own native Cheshire ?

The brown brilliant eyes look up at hirn frankly. She is
at fier ease at last, and Sir Victor thinks again, what beatiti-
-ful eyes, brown eyes arc. For a dark young person, she is
reallý the most attractive yýung pers(5n, he has ever met.

Il Cheshire," he repeats with a sinile, Il how well you -now
niy birthplace. No, not my birthplace exacily, for I was born
in London. Pm a cockney, Miss Darrell. Belore you all go
abroad, you are to conie and spend a week or two down in
my sunny Cheshire ; both my aunt and I insist upon it. You

don't know how iiiany kindnesses-how many pleasant days
and nights we owe to our friends, the Stuarts. It shall be
our endeavor when we reach En"land to repay thern in kind.
Nlay I ask, Miss Darrell if vou have met niy aunt ?

Nol" Edith replies, fluttering a little again. Il I have not
even seen Lady Helena as yet." -.

Il Then allow nie the pleasure of making you acquainted.
1 think you will like lier. 1 am very sure she will like
you.7p

The color deepens on Edith's dark cheek ; she arises and
takes his profféred artn. How graceftilly deferential and

courteous lie is. It is a.11 custorn, no doubt, and means
nothing, but it is wonderfully pleasant and flatte-ring. For
the moment it seenis as though lie were conscious of no
other young lady in the scherne of creation than MissoDar-
rell-a flirting way a few young men cultivate.

They walk slowly down the long brilliant roorns, and
many eyes turn and look after theiii. Every one knows

the extremly blonde young baronet-the dark damsel on his
arni is as yet a stranger to most bf theni. Il Dused pretty
girl, you know," is the unaninious verdict of masculine New
York ; Il who is she ? " Il Who is that young lady in the

dowdy white muslin and old fashioned corals ? " asks fem-
inine New Yo.-k, and both stare as ihey receive the same

xvhispered reply : Il A poor relation-a country cousin, or
soinething of the sort, going to Europe with theva as com-
panion to Beatrix."
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Edith sees the looks, and the color deepens to carnation

in lier face. Her brown eyes gleam, she lifts her head with

haughty grace, and flashes back almost defiance at these in-
C

soient starers. She feels what it is they are sayinry of lier,
atid Sir Victor's high bred courtesy and defèrence, go to the

very depths of her heart by contrast. She likes hirn ; he in-

terests lier alieady ; there is something in his face, she can

hardly tell what,-a sort of sombre shadow that underlies all

his siniling society manner. In repose and solitude, the

prevailing expression of that face will be melancholy, and
yet why? Surely at three-and-twenty, life can have shown

nothing but her sunshine and roses, to this curled darling of

fortune.
A stout, elderly lady, in gray moire and chantilly lace, sits

on a sort of a throne of lionor, beside Mrs. Stuart, and a

forcirrn gentleman, frorn Washington, all ribbons and orders.

To this stout, elderly lady, as Lady Helena Powyss, his aunt,
Sir Victor presents Miss Darrell.

Tiie kindly eyes of the English lady turn upon the dark,
handsorne face of the Ainerican girl ; the pleasant voice says

a few pleasant words. Miss Darrell bows gracefully, lin-

gers a few moments, is presented to, the ribbon-and-starred
foreigner, and learns he is Ikussian Ambassador at Washing-
ton. Then the music of their dance strikes up, both sruil-
ingly make their adieux, and hasten to, the ball-room.

Up and down the long waxed room, in and out with gor-

geotis young New York, in all the hues of the rainbow, the air

heavy with perfume, the inatchless Gounod waltz music crash-
inry over ail, on the arrn of a baronet-worth, how much did
Trixy say ? thirty or forty thousand a year ?-arotind her slim

white muslin waisL Édith is in her dream still-she does
not want to, wake-Trixy whirls by, flushed and breathless,
an(l nods laurhingly as she disappears. Cliarley, looking
calm and lancuid even in the dance, flits past, clasping gay

little Mrs. Fé ýàtherbrain, and gives her a patronizing nod.
Alid Edith's thought is-Il lf this could only go on foreverZD
But tlie golden moments of life fly-the leaden ones only

laýT -we all knov that to, our cost. The waltz ends.
"A most del icious waltz," says Sir Victor gayly. "Ithouaht

dancing bored me-1 find 1 like it. How well you waltz,

1ffiss Darrell, like a Pafisienne-but ali Arnerican young
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ladies are like Frenchwomen. Take this seat, and let me
fetch you a water ice."

He leads lier to a chair and departs. As she sits there,
half snniliner and-flutterinrr lier fan, looking very lovely, Char-

ley saunters up with his late partner. Il If your royal high-
ness will peniiît," cries Mrs. Featherbrair, lailerhinar and

pantino, && 1 will take a seat. How cool and conifortable
you look, Miss Darrell. May I. ask what you have done
with Sir Victor ?
91 Sir Victor left nie here, and told me he would go for a

water ice. If I look cool, it is more than 1 feel-the ther-
niometer of this rooin must stand at a hundred in the

shade."
Il A water ice," repeats Mrs. Featherbrain with a sigh

just what I have been longing for, this past half hour.
Charley, 1 heard you say soinething about bringing me one,

sorne tirne ago, didn't 1 ? But 1 know of old what you're
promises are worth. You know the adage, Miss Darrell-
never more true than in this instance, 'Tut not your trust
in princes.' "

Miss Darrell's dark, disdainfill eyes look full at the frivo-
lous young M'atron. Mrs. Featherbrain and Mr. Stuart havé

been devoted to each other all the evenincr.
1 know the adage," she answers cooly, Il but I confess 1

don't seme the application."
"" What 1 don't you know Charleys sobriquet of Prince

Charley ? Why lie has been the Prince ever since he was
five years old, parily on'account of his absurd name, partly
because of his absurd grand seigneur airs. 1 think it fits-
don't you ? " 1

&'And if I were Prince," Charley interposes, before Miss
Darr*ell can answer, cg my first royal act would be to, order

Featherbrain to the deepest dungeon. beneath the castle
moat, and malze his charminey- relict Princess consort, as she
has long, alas 1 bcen queen of niy a«ections!
ý He lays his white-kidded hand on the region of his heart,

and bows profoundly. Mrs. Featherbrain's shrill, rather
sîlly lau"h, rings out-she hits him a blow with her perfumed
fan. d

ý 46Yon precocious little boy!" she says, «Ias if children
of your age knew what their affections meant. Miss Darrell,
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you'Il not credit it Vm sure, but this juvenile cousin of yours
-Charley, you told me, Miss Darrell, was your cousin-
was my first love-actually-my first! "'

Il And she jilted me in cold blood for Featherbrain. Since

then Pve been a bhghted being-ýiding, like the Spartan

c1-ýap in the story, 1 the fox that preys on niy vitals. and going

t1irough life with the hollow mockery of a siiiile on my

lips."
Again Mrs. Featherbrain's foolish little laugh peals out.

She leans back, almost against hini, looks up, and half whis-

peis soniething very daring in French.
Edith turns away disgusted, gleams of disdainful scorn in

her shining hazel eyes. What a little painted giggling idiot

the*woman is--what féols rnost young men are 1 What bnsi-

ness have married wonien flirting, and how much more sensi-
ble and agreeable Englishmen are than Americans.

Il Miss Darrell looks sick of our frivolity," Mrs. Feather-

brain gayly exclainis; Il the wickedness of New York and

the falsity of mankifid, are new to her as yet. You saved

Charley's life, didn't you, my love ? Trixy told nie all about
it,-and remained with hirn all night in the snow, at the nîsk

of your own life. Quite a romance, upon my word. Now

why not end it, like all romances of the kind, in a love match
and a marriage ? "

Her eyes glitter maliciously and jealously, even while she

latighs. If it is in the shallow hcart of this pretti1y-paintedý
prettily-powdered wonian, to care for any human being, she

has cared for Charley Stuart.

Il Mrs. Featherbrain Edith exclaims, in haughty sur.

prise, he rising.
"My dear, don't be angry-you might do worse, though

how, it would be difficult' to say. I suggested it, because

it is the ustial ending of such things in novels, and on the
staae-that is all.y'

And as V could fall in love with any one now," Mr.

Stuart murmurs, plaintively. Such a suggestion frora

yoti, Laura, is adding insult to injury."
II Here comes our baronet," Mrs. Featherbrain exclainis,

bearitig a water ice in his. own aristocratic hand. IU ther
handsome, isWt he?-only I detest very fair men. What a

7
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pity, for the peace of mind of dur New York girls, he should'
be engaged in England."
19 Ah 1 but he isn't engaged-1 happen tod now, YY said

Charley; Ilso you see what-comes of marrying in haste,
Mrs. Featherbrain. If you had only waited another year

now, instead of throwing me over for old Featherbrain, it
might have been for a baronet-for of course there isn't a

girl in New York could stand the ghost of a chance beside

you- 
>y

Il A most delicate compliment," Edith says, her scorriffil
lip curling; Il one hardly knows which to admire most-the
refined tact of Mr. Stuarts flatteries, or the matronly dig-

nity with which Mrs. Featherbrain repels them 1 "
She turns ber white shoulder deliberately upon thern both,

and welcornes Sir Victor with ber brightest smile.

Il And for a rustic lassie, fresh from the fields and thèdai-

sies, it isWt so bad," is Mrs. Featherbrain's cool critièisni.
16 And 1 hope, despite Sir Victors aristocratic attentions,

Miss. Darrelt you'Il not forge yoWre engaged to me for the

redowa," Charley finds a chance to i-aurmur, sotio voce,-in-
ber ear, as he and his flirtee move on

Il You see the poor child's jealous, Charley," is the
Featherbràin's last remark-Il a victim to the green-eyed

monster in his most virulent forni. You really should be
carefu4 my dear boy, how you use the charms a beneficent

Providence bas showered upon you. As you are strong, be

nierciful, and all that sort of thing."
The hours go on. Edith eats ber water ice, and talks

very animatedly to ber baronet. Balls (he bas had a surféit

of them, poor fellow!) mostly bore him-to-night he is

really interestecL The Aniericans ate an interesting people,

he thinks that must be why. Then the redowa begins, and

Charley returns and carries ber off. With him she is coldly

silent, ber eyes are averted, ber words are few. He smiles

to himself, and asks ber this pleasant question :
"If she dosent think Laura Featherbrain the prettiest

and best-dressed lady in the roorn ?
Il I think Mrs. Featherbrain is weU-named," Miss Darrell

answers, ber dark eyes flashing. Il I undersiand Mr.
Féatherbrain is lying sick at home. You introduced me to

her-while I live in this house, Mr. Stuart, yo-"- will be kind. . . . - ý 1 1 p è . 1 t'O 1 . 14
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enough to introduce me to. no more-Mrs. Feather-
brains 1 " 0

She brings out'the obnoxious name %rith stinging scorn,
and a look toward the lady bearing it sharper than daggers.
There is a curious smile in Charley's eyes-his lips are

grave.
Il Are you angry, Edith ? Do you, know-of course yon

do, though-that it t>ëcomes you to be angry ? My charni-
ing cousin, 1 never knew until to-night how really handsome
you were."

She disengages herself with sudden abruptness from, his
clasp.

Il I am tired of dancing," she says. I' detest redowas.
And be kind enough to, keep your odious point-blank com-
pliments for the Il prettiest and best-dressed lady in the
room-1 I don't appreciate them ! " 9

Is it jealousy ? Charley wonders, complacently. He
sits down beside her, and tries to coaxher into good hu-

rndr, but she is not to be coaxed. In tèh minutes another
parttier comes up and clainis her,,,,,and -she goes. The

pretty, dark girl in white, is grea'tly' àdiiiired, and has no
lack of partriers. For Mr. Stuart -lie da nces no more-he
leans against a piller, pulls his mustâýf;e; and looks placid
and handsome. He isn't devoted to, àancing, as a rule lie
objects tà ft on principle, as so mch physical exertion for
very litée result- he has only fatigued -himself to-night as a
matter of abstract duty. He stands, and watches Edith

dance-this -country girl hàs the lithe, W'illowy grace of a
Bayadere, and she is laughing now, and looking very bright
andanimated It dawns upon hiiii, that she is by all odds
the Wttiest gi*rl in the house, and that slowly but surely, for
the ý hundred-àafiftieth . Ûme in his life, lie is falling in
love.

IIýBut I might hàve known it," Mr. Stuart thinks, gravely;
"brùwn beauties always did play the dickens with nie.

thodghtthat at five-and-twenty I had outgYoWn all that soi
of youthfut rubbish, and here I ain on the brink of the pit

agaffi. Falling in love in the present, involves matrimony in
thelfuture, and matrimony has been the horror of my life
sinýe I was four years old. And then the governor wouldn't

hea àr of it. Irn to be handed over to, the first 1 daughter of

11« UNDER THE G.4SLIGHTtl
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a hundred earls' acrdss in England, who is willinar to ex-
change a tarnished British coronet for a Yankee million or
two of dollars,"'
- It is Trixý who is dancing with the baronet now-Trixy

who descends to supper on the baronet's arni. Slie dances
with lui-ti once again after supper; then he returns to Edith.

So the hours go on, and the April inorning is-growincr
gray. Once, Edith finds herself seated beside genial Lady
]Helena, who talks t6 her in a niotherly w.-Ly, that takes all
her heart captive at once. Sir Victor lean s qver his aunt's
chair, listening with a. sniile, and not saying much hitnself.
His aunt!s eyes follow him everywhere, her voice takes a
deeper tenderriess when she speaks to him. It is easy to
see she loves hiin with alniost more than a mothers love.

A little longer and it is all over. Carriage after carriage
rolls away-Sir Victor and Lady Helena shake hands with

this pretty, well-bred Miss Darrell, and go too. She sees
Charley linger to the last inonient, by fascinating Mrs.
Featherbrain, whisperitig the usual inanity, in her pretty

pink ear. He leads her to her carriage, when it stops the
way, and he and the millionnaire's wifé vanish in the outer
darkness.

Nowhalf to the setting moon arc gone,
And half to the rising day;

Low on the sand, and loud on the stone,
The last wheel echocs a,vay,,,)

Edith huins as she toils up to her pretty room. Trixy's
grand field night is over-Edith's first ball has come to an
end, and the first night of her new lifé.

CHAPTER V.

OLD COPIES OF THE Il COURIE.." -

WO waltzes," ýaid Trix, counting on her fingers;
Ilthaes two; one cracovienne,",that's three; les

lanciers, that's four; one galop' that!s five; and
%ý«ne polka qtiadrifle, that's six. Six dances, round

and square, with Sir Victor Catheron. Edith,11 cried Miss
Stuart, triumphantly, Il dû you hear that ? "
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Yes, Trixy, 1 hear," said Edith, dreamily.

You don't look as if you did, or if you do hear, yoit don t
beed. Six dances-two more 1 am certain, than lie danced

with any otlier girl in the house. Tliat looks promising,
row doesn't it ? Edith, the long and short of the matter is

this: 1 shall break my heart and die if he doesn't make nie
Lady Catheron."

A faint, half-absent smile-no other reply from Miss
Darrell. In the handsoine reception-rooni of the Stuart
niansion, the two girls sat. It was lialf-past three in the

aKernoon, of the day succeeding the ball. In the luxuriant
dej)ths of a puffy arni-chair, reclined Edith Darrell, as inuch
at honie, as though puffy chairs and luxuriant recliniiig, liad

ever been her nornial state. The crimson satin cushions,
contrasted brilliantly wîtli lier dark eyes, hair and cornplex-

ion. lier black silk dress was new, and fitted well, and she
liad lit it up with a-knot of scarlet tangled in soine white

lace at the throat. Altogether she made a very effective
picture.

In another puffy rocking-chair near, sat Trixy, her
chestnut hair crêpe to, lier eyebrows and falling in a crinkling

shower down to her waist. Her voluminous draperies bal-
loon over the carpet for the space of a couple of yards on

either side, and she looked from top to toe the Il New York-
iest of New York girls." They made a very nice contrast if
you liad an eye foý effect--blonde and bninette, dash and
dignity, style and classic siiiiplicity, gorgeous furniture, and
outside the gray,. fast-drifting April affernoon, the raw, east-
erly April wind. e

Il Of course-," pursued Miss Stuart, going on with the web
èf rosetolored knitting in her lap, Il being the daughter of

the house, and considering the occasion, and everything, I
suppose a few more dances than usual were expected of him.

Still, I dodt believe lie would have asked me six times if-
Edith 1 how often did he dance with you ? "

Il How often did-1 beg your pardon, Beatrix ; I didn't
catch what you said.",

Il 1 see you didn't. You're half-asleep, arn7t you? A
penny for your thoughts, Dithy."

Theyre not worth a farthing," Edith answered, con-
temptuously. 1 chanced just then to be thinking of Mrs.
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Featherbrain. What was it you asked-something about
Sir Victor ? "

il I asked how often 'Sir Victor danced with you last
might.11

Il I really forge. Four times, 1 think-yes, four times.
why ? ',

Il He danced six with tile, and 1'tn sure he didn't dance
more than half as often with any one else. Mainma thinks
he means soniething, and he took ine to supper, and told
nie about England. We had quite a long conversation; in
fact, Edith, 1 fairly grow crazy with delight at the thought
of one day being 1 My lady."'

Il Why think of it, then, since it sets you crazy ? " Edith
suggested, with cool indifférence. Il I daresay you've beard

the proverb, Trix, about counting your chickens before
theyre hatched. However, in this case 1 don't really

see why you should despair. You're his equal in every
way, and Sir Victor is his own master, and cari do as he

likes."
Il Ah, I don't know! " Trix answered with a despondent

sigh, Il he's a baronet, and these English people go so much
for birtli and blood. Now you know we've nelther. It!s
all very well for pa to name Charley after a prince, and spell
Stuart, with a u instead of an ew, like everybody else, and

say he's descended from the royal. family of Scotland-
there's something more wanted than that. He's sent, to

London, or soinewhere, for the fatiiïly coat-of-arnis. You
rnay laugh, Edith, but be bas, aAd, we're to seal our letters

with a griffin rampant, or a catamount couchant, or some
other beast of prey. Still the griffin rampant, doesn't 4!ter
the fact, that pa began life sweeping out a grocery, or that

he was in the tallow business, until the breaking out of
the rebellion. Lady Helena and Sir Victor are everything
that!s nice, and civil, and courteous, but when it con-ies to
inarrying, you know, that's quite another matter. lsn't he

just sweet, though, Edith?"
"Who? SirVictor? Poorfellowwhathasheeversaid

or done to you, Trix, to deserve such an epithet as that ? No,
1 am glad to say he didn't strike me as being 1 sweet'-con-
trariwise, I thought him particularly sensible and pleasant."

il Well, canýt a person be sweet and sensible too ? " -Trix
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answered, impatiently. Il Did you notice his eyes ? Such
an expression of weariness and sadness, and-now what are
you laughing aÉ I declare, you're as stupid as Charley. I
can't express a single opinion that he doesn't laugh at. Call
nie sentimental if you like, but 1 say again lie has the most
nielancholy expression I ever looked at. Do you know.

Dithy, 1 love nielancholy men!'
Il Do you ? " said Edith, still laughing. My dear lacka-
daisicalTrixy! I mustconfessmyself, 1 prefer joily' people.

Still you're not altogether wrong about our youthful baronet,
he doesý.ook a prey at times to green and yellow melancholy.

You don't suppose lie has been crossed in love, do you ?
Are baronets-rich baronets-ever crossed in love 1 wonder.
His large, rather light blue eyes, look at one sometimes as
though to say :

I have a secret sorrow here,
A grief I'11 ne'er impart,

It beaves no sigh, it sheds no tear,
But it consumes the 'art l'y'

Miss Darrell was an actress by nature-she repeated this
lachryinose verse, in a sepulchral tone of voice.

IlThat's it, you may depend, Trixy. The poor young
gentleman's a prey to unrequited affection. What are you
shaking your head so vehernently at ? "

Il It isn't that," said Trix, looking solemn and mysterious,
41 it's worse ! "

Il Worse 1 Dear me- I di4Wt t1iink anything could be
worse. What is it then

Il Murder 1 'l
It was Trixys turn to be sepulchral. Miss DarreH opené&

lier big brown gyes. Miss Stuart's charnel-house tone wu
really blood curdling.

Il My dearest Trix 1 Murder Good gracious, you caýnt
inean to say weve been dancing all night with a murderer ?

Who has he killed ? yp
Il Edith, don't be an idiot 1 Did i say he killed any one ?

No, it isWt that-ies a murder that was çominitted when he
was a baby."

Il When he was a baby 1 Miss Darrell repeats, in dense
bjewilderment
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14 Yes, his mother was niurdered, poor thing. It was a
rnost shockino, affair, and as interesting as any novel you

ever read," said Trixy, with the greatest relish. Murdered
in cold blood as she slept, and they don't know to this day
who, did it."

Edith's eyes were still very wide open.
Il His mother-,%vhen lie was a baby Tell us about

it, Trix. One naturally takes an interest in the fai)iily mur-
ders of one's future second cousin-in-law."

Well," becran Miss Stuart, still with the utmost relish,
di you. see lus father-another Sir Victor-made a low mar-

riage-niarried the daughter of a common sort of person, in
trade. Now there's a coincidence to, begin with. 1'm the

daughter of a comnion sort of person in trade-at least I
was ! "

61 It is to be hoped the coincidence will not be followed out
after the nuptial knot," answered Eilitb, gravely, Il it would,
be unpleasant for you to be murdered, Trix, and plunge us
all into the depth of despair and bonibazine. Procced,
as they say on the stage, 1 Your tale interests iae? "
11, He was engageci-the other Sir Victor, 1 mean-to, his
cousin, a Miss Inez Catheron-pretty name, isn't it ?-and,
it seems, was afraid of her. She was a brunette, dark and

fierce, with black eyes and a temper to match."
A bow of acknowledgiiient from Miss Darrell.
Il As it tumed out, he had good reason to, be afraid of her.

He was a year and a half imarried, and the baby-this pres-
ent Sir Victor-was two or three months old, when the mar-
riage was made public, and wife and child brought home.
There must have been an awful row, you know, at Cathe-
ron Royals, and one evening, about a month after her

arrival, they fonind the poor thing asleep in the nursery, and
stabbed to the heart."

Il- Was she asleep after she was stabbed or before ?
ig Bother. There was an inquest, and it turned out that

she and Miss Catheron had had a treniendous, quarrel, that
very evening: Sir Victor was away when it happened, and

he just went stark, staring inad the first thing, when he heard
iL Miss Catheron was arrested on suspicion. Then it

appeared that she had a brother, and that this brother was
au awful scanip, and that he clairaed to have been married
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to Lady Catheron before she m * arried Sir Victor, and that he
had had a row with her, that same day too. It was a dread-

fully mixed up affair-all that seeined clear, was that Lady
Catheron had been murdered by somebody, and that juan

-yes, Juan Catheron-had run away, and when wanted,
was not to be founcl." a
111 1 t appears-to have been a strictly family affair from first
to last-that, at least, was a consolation. What did they do

to Miss Inez Catheron ?
Il Put her in prison to stand her trial for murder-. She
never stood it, however-she made her escape, and never

was heard of, from that day to this. Isn't à tragical, and
isn't it dreadful for Sir Victor-his niother mîýýred, his

father crazy, or dead, ages ago for what 1 know, and his
relations tried for their lives

46 Poor Sir Victor! Dreadfuil Andeed. But where in the
world, Trixy, did you find ail this out ? Has he been pour-

Ilg the, faiiiily history so soon into your synipathetic ear ? "
61, Of course not ; that's the curious part of the story.

You know Mrs. Featherbrain ? "
Il Fni happy to say," retorted Miss Darrell, Il I know very

little about her, and intend to know leW."
Il Yoit do know her, however. Weil, Mrs. Featherbrain

has a father."
Il Poor old gentleman!" says Miss Darrell, compassion-

ately.
ci Old Hainpson-tliat!s his nanie. Hampson is an Eng-

lishman, and from Cheshire, and knew the ýresent Sir Vic-
tor's grandfather. He gets the Cheshire papers ever since
he left, and, of course, took an interest in ail this. He told,
Mrs. Featherbrain--and what do you think ?-Mrs. Feather-
brain actuallyýasked Lady Helena."

It is precisely the sort of thing Mrs. Featherbrain would
be likely to do. Fools rush in where angels féar to tread?

How copious are my quotations this afternoon. What did
Lady Helena say ? " %

Il Gave her a look-a lady who was present told nle-
such a look. She turned dead white for a minute, then she
spoke : 11 never discuss faniily matwrs-v-týh perfect stran-
gers.' Those were her -yux-d%-«.Éerfect strangers? I

consider your quesùon--ùýupertinen4 madame, and dêcline to
-14
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answer Then she turned her back tipo*h Mrs. Feather.
brain ; and shouldn't I like to have seen Mrs. Feather.
brain's face. Since then, she just bows frigidly to her, no

Little imbecile! Trixy, I should like to see those
papers."

Il So you can-1 have them. Charley got thern from
Laura Featherbrain. What could not Charley get frorn
Laura Féatherbrain 1 wondeï ? " adds Trix, sarcastically.

Edith's color rose, lier eyes fell on the tatting between
lier fingers.

111 Your brother and the lady are old-lovers then So I
inferred frorn lier conversation last night."

1 don't -now about tlieir beino, lovers exactly. Charley
has that ridiculous flirting manner, young nien think it their

duty to cultivate, and it certainly was a strong case of spoons
- xcuse the slang. Pa would never have listened to it,
though-he wants birth and blood too, and old Hanipsons

a-pork merchant. Then Phineas Fe * atherbrain came-along,
sixty years of age, and a petroleum prince. Of course,
there was a gorgeous wedding-New York rang with it. I
(lon't see that the marriage makes much différence in Char-
ley and Laura7s flirtation, thongh. just wait a minute
and l'Il go and get the papers-I haven't read it all
myself-', 0

Miss Stuart swept, stately and tall, from the room, return-
ing in a few moments wîth some half-dozen old, yellow
newspapers.

Il Here you are, sýir," she cries, in shrill newsboy sing-
song ; Il the full, true and particular account of the tragedy

at Catheron Royal§. Sounds like the title of a sensation
novel, doesn't it ? Here's No. i for you-l've got on as
far as NO. 4."-

Miss Darrell throws aside her work and becomes absorbed
in the Chesholm Courier of twenty-three years back. Silence

fell-the moments wore on * the girls become intensely
ir4erested, so interested that when the door was thrown open
and Il Sir Victor Catheron " announced, both sprang to their
feet, conscience-stricken with all their guilt, red in -their
faces.

He advanced, hat in hand, a smile on his £ue. He was
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beside Trix first. She stood, the paper still clutched in her
hand, her cheeks redder than the crimson velvet caxpet.

His astonished eyes fell upon it-he who ran might read-the
Chesholm Courier in big, black letters, and in staring capi-

tals, the II TRADGEDY OF CATHERON RoYALs."

The smile faded from Sir Victor Catheron's lips, the faint
color, walking in the chill wind had brought, died out of

his face. He turned of that dead waxen whiteness, fair
people do turn-then he lifted his eyes and looked Miss
Stuart full in the face.

Cc May I ask where you got this paper? " he asked, very
quietly.

Il Oh, Frn so sorry 1 " burst out Trixy. I'in awfully
sorry, but 1-I didn't know-I mean, I didn't mean---oh,

Sir Victor, forgive me if I have hurt your feelings. 1 never
meantyou to see this."

Il I am sure of that," he said, gently it is necessarily
very painful to me. Permit me to ask again, how you
chdnced to corne by these papers ? "

Il They were lent us by-by a lady here; her father is
from Cheshire, and always gets the papers. Indeed I arn

very, very sorry. I wouldn't have had it happen for
worlds."

Il There is no need to apologize-you are in no way to
blame. I trust I find you and Miss Darrell entirely recov-

ered from the fatigue of last night. The most charming
party of the season-that is the unanimous verdict, and 1
for one indorse it."

He took a seat, the color slowly returning to, his &ce.
As he spoke, two eyes met his, dark, sweet, corupassionate,
but Edith Darrell did not speak a word.

The obnoxious papers were swept out of sight-Miss Stu-
art made desperate efforts at ease of manner, and morning
call chit-chat, but every effort fell flat. The spell of the
Chesholm Courier was on thern all, and was not to be shaken
off. It was a relief when the baronet rose to go.
111 Lady Helena desires best regards to you both-she
has faUen quite in love with yote, Migs Darrell. As it is a

Nilsson night' at the academy, 1 shppose we will have the
pleasure of seeing you there ? "

Il You certainly v*14" answered Trix. Edith hàs never

J
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heard Nilsson yet, poor child. Remember us to Lady
Helena, Sir Victor. Good afternoon."

Then he was gone-and Miss Stuart looked at Miss Dar-
rell, solemnly and long.

There goes my last hope 1 Oh, why, why did I fetch
down those wretched papers. All my ambitious dreams of

being a baro-nette areknocked in the head now. He'11
never be able to bear the sight of nie again."

16 1 dont see that," Edith responded ; Il if a murder is
comtnitted, the world is pretty sure to know of it-its ionie-

thing not to be ignored. How de.--ply he seenis to féel it
too-in spite of his rank and wealth 1 pity him, Trixy."
61 Pity him as much as you like, so that it is not the pity

akin to love. I don't want you for a rival, Edie-besides 1
have other views for you."

Il Indeed! The post of confidential maid when you are
Lady Catheron ?

Il Something better-the post of confidential sister.
There! You needn't blush, I saw how the land lay froni

the first, and Charley isn't a bad fellow in spite of his lazi-
ness. The door bell again. Nothing but callers now un-

til dark."
AU Miss Stuart!s masculine friends came droppina, in suc'es-

sively, to institute the necessary inquiries as to the state of her
health, after eight hoursý steady dancing the preceding night.
Edith's unsophisticated head aclied with it all,_ and her

tongue grew paralyzed with the platitudes of society. The
gas was lit, and the dressing-bell ringing, before the last coat-

tail disappeared.
As the young ladies, yawning drearily in each others

faces, turned to go up to their rooms, a servant entered,
beaning two pasteboard boxes.

64 With Sir Victor Cath-eron's compliments, Miss Beatrix,
d brought by his man."
Each box was labelled with the ownerls name. Trix

opened hers with earyer fingers. A lovely bouquet of white
roses, calla lilies, and jasmine, lay within. Edith opened

hers-another bouquet of white and scarlet camellias.
Il For the opera," cried Trix, with sparkling eyes. Il How

good of him-how generous-how forgiving 1 After the
papers and all ! Sir Victors prince, or ought to be."
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Don't gush, Trixy," Edith said, 'lit grows firesorne.
Why did he send you all white, 1 wonder? As emblematic

of your spotless innocence and that sort of thing? And do
I bear any affinity to 'La Dame aux Camellias l' 1 think

you may still hope, Trix-if there be truth in the language
of flowers."

Three hours later-fashionably late, of courýe-the Stuart
party swept in state into their box. Mrs. Stuart, Miss Stuart

Mr. Stuart, junior, and Miss Darrell. Miss Stuart dressed for
sonie after 111 reception " in silvery blue silk, pearl ornarnents
in her hair, and a virginal white bouquet in her hand. Miss
Darrell in the white muslin of last night, a scarlet opera

cloak, and a bouquet of white and scarlet camellias. Char-
ley lounging in the background, looking as usual, handsonie
of face, elegant of attire, and calmly and upliftedly unoon-
scious of both. ý

The sweet singer was on the stage. Edith Darrell leaned
forward, forgetting everything in a trance of delight. It

seerned as though her very soul were carried away in the
spell of that enchantina, voice. A score of Il double barrels
were turned to, their box-Beatrix Stuart was an old s-tory

-but who was the dark beauty ? As she sat, leaning for-
ward, breathless, trance-bound, the singer vanished, the cur-
tain fell.

Il Oh 1 " it was a deep drawn sigh of pure delight. Slie
drew back, lifted her inipassioned eyes, and met the smiling
ones of Sir Victor Catheron.

Il You,,did not know I was here," he said. You were so
enraptured I would not speak. Once it would have enrapt-
ured me too, but 1 ain afraid my rapturous days are past."

Il Sir Vi r Catheron speaks as though he were an octo-
genarian. 11 have heard it is 1 good forni ' to outlive at

twenty, every earthly emotion. Mr. Stuart yonder prides
himself on havina accomplislied the feat. I may be stupid,
but I confess being blasé, doesn't strike me in the liglit of
an advantage ? "

66 But if blasé 4e your normal state ? I don't think I ever
tried to cultivate the vanitas vanitatem style of thing, but if
it will co'me ? Our audience are enthusiastic enough----ýsee 1
They have made her corne back."

She came back, and held out both hands to the audience,

a

.z
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and the pretty gesture, and the charming smilé, redoubled
the applause. Then silence fell,- and softly and ýweetly over
that silence, floated the tender, pathetic wordà of 41 Way

down upon the Swanee River." You might bMre heard a
pin drop. Even Sir Victor looked moved. For Edith, she
sat scarcely breathing-quivering with ecstasy. As the last
note was sung, as the fair songster kissed h-ands and van.;
ished, as the house arose from its spell, and re-rang with en-

thusiasm, Edith turned again to the young baronet, the
brown eyes luminous with tears, the lips quivering. He
bent above her, saying something, he could bardly have told
what, higoself--carried away for once in his life, by the
witchery of two dark eyes.

Mr. Charles Stuart, standing in the background, beheld it
all.

'16 Hard hit," he murmured to his mustache, but his face,
as he gave his mother his arm, and led her forth, told noth-
ing. 6

An old adorer escorted Miss Stuart. Miss Darrell and
her cainellias, came last, on the arm of the baronet.

That night, two brown eyes, haunted Sir Victor Catheron's
slumbers-two brown eyes sparkling through unshed tears

-two red lips trembling like the lips of a child.
For the owner of the eyes and lips, she put the camellias,

carefully in water, and far away in the sniall hours went to
bed an&ý sleep. And sleeping she dreamed, that all

dressed in scarlet, and wearing a crown of scarlet carnellias,
she was standing up to be married to Sir Victor Catheron

with Mr. Charley Stuart as officiating clergyman, when the
door opened, and the murdered lady of Trixy's story came
stalking in, and whirled her screaming away in her- ghostly

-ý,arrns.
Two.much excitement, chanIDaLne, and lobster saled had
engendeTed the vision no doubt, but it ceruinly spoiled Miss
Darrelrs beauty sleep that night.
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CHAPTER VI.

ONE M00NLIGHT NIGHT.

HE Pleasant days went on-April went out--May
came in. On the tenth of May, the Stuart family,

ME Sir Victor Catheron, and Lady Helena Powyss were
ta sail froth New York for Liverpool.

Ta Edith, fresh from the twilight of her country life, these
days and nights bad been one bewildering round of excite-
tuent and delight. Opera, theatre, dinner and evening par-
ties, shopping, driving, calling, receiving-all. that - goes to
niake the round of that sort of life, had been run. Her slen-
der wardrobe had been replenished, the white Swiss had
been reinforced by half-a-dozen glistening silks; the corals,
by a set of rubies and fine gold. Mr. Stuart might be pom-
pous and pretentious, but he wasWt stingy, and he had in-
sisted upon it for his own credit. Andhalfa-dozen 41 spandy
new Yt silks, fresh froui Stewares counters, with the pristine
glitter of their bloorn yet upon them, were very digèrent
froni one half-worn amber tissue of Trixys. Miss Dairell
took the dresses and the rubies, and looked uncommonly

handsome in both.
On the last might but one, of their stay in New York, Mrs.
Featherbain gave a last Il At Home," a sort of Il P. P. C."

party, Trixy called it. Miss Darrell was invited, and said
nothing at the time, unless tossing the card of invitation
contemptuously out of the window can be called saying some-

thing ; but at the last moment she declined ta go.
1,1 My head is whirling now, from a surfeit of parties," she

said ta Miss Stuart. 111 Aunt Chatty is going ta stay at
home, and sa shall 1. 1 don't like your Mrs. Featherbrain

-that!s the truth-and Pin not fashionable enough yet ta
sham friendship with women 1 hate. Besides, Trix dear,
you know you were a little-just a little-jealous of me, the
other night at Roosevelt! s. Sir Victor danced with me once

oftener than he did with you. Now, you dear old love, l'Il
let you have a whole * baronet ta yourself, for this night, and
who knows what may happen beforemorning?"

Miss Edith Darrell was one of those young persons-
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happily rare-who, when they take a strong antipathy, are
true to it, even at the sacrifice of their own pleasure. In her
secret soul, she was jealous of ?%frs. Featherbrain. If she
and Charley carried on their imbecile flirtation, at least it
would not be under her disgusted eyes.

Miss Stuart departed-not the lilies of the field-not Solo-
mon in all bis glory-not the Queen of Sheba herself, ever
half so magnificent. Charley went with her, a placid
martyr to brotherly duty. And Edith - went down to the
family sitting-room where Aunt Chatty (Aunt Chatty by
request) sat dozing in her after-dinner chair.

61 We are going to, have an 1 At home' all to our two
selves to-fiight, auntie," Editb. said,

66 'e, ýýssing lier thin cheek
and I am going to sing you to sleep, by way of begin-

ning."
She was fond of Aunt Chatty-a nieek soul, born to, be

tyrannized over, and tyrannized oxer, from her very cradle.
One of those large wonien, whoobey their smaffhusbands
in féar and trenibling, who belie*ve everything*tbey are told,
who Il bless the squire and bis relations, and live contented

with their stations;" who are billied by their friends, by
their children, by their servants, and who die meekly some

day, and go to Heaven.
Edith opened the piano and began to play. She was

looking very handsome to-night, in green silk and black--
lace, one half-shattered rose in her hair. She looked hand-

some-at least so the young man who entered unobserved,
and stood looking at her, evidently thought.

She had not heard hitn enter, but presently some mes-
nieric rapport *between them, told her he was near. She

furned her head and saw hirn. Auùt Chatty caught
sight of him, in her semi-sleeping state, at the same mo-
ment.

IlDear me, Charley," bis mother said, Ilyou here? I
thought you wen t to Mrs. Featherbrain's ? "

&'So 1 did," replied Charley. III went-I saw-Ire-
turned-and here I am, if you and Dithy wiU have me for

the rest of the evening."
96 Edith and I were very well off without you. We

had peace, and that is more than we generally have when
you and she come together. You shall be allowed to
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stay only on opè condition, and tha:t is that you ýdon't
quarrel."

quarrel ? " Charle said, lifting his eyebrows t "' the
middle of his forehead. Aly dear illother, your mental
blindness on niany 1)oints, is really deplorable, It's ali
Edith's fault-all; one of the few fixed principles of niy
life, is never to quarrel with anybody. It 'ul)sets a man's
digestion, and is fatiguing in the extreme. Our first nieet-

inry " continued Mr. Stuart, stretching hiniself out leisurely
on a sofa, Il at which, Edith fell in love with me at sight, was
a row. WeU.- if it wasn't a row, it was an unpleasantness of

soine sorL You can't deny, Miss Darrell, there was a cool-
ness bétween us. Didn't we pass the night in a snow-drift?
Since, tben, every tther meeting bas been a succession of
rows. Injustice to myself, and thé angelic sweetness of my

own dis ýosition, I must rel)eat, the beginning, middle, and
endinçy of eacli, lies with her. Slie wili bully, and I never

could'_ stand being bullied-I always knock under. But 1
warn her-a day of retribution is at hand. In self-defence
I mean to marry ber, and then, base miscreant, beware 1
The trodden worm, will turn, and plungé the iron into ber
own soul. May I ask what you are langhing a4 , Miss
Darrell ? "
41 A slight confusion of metaphor, Charley-nothing more.
What have you done with Trix? " "

41 Trix is all right in the rnatronly charge of Mrs. Feather-
brain, and engaged ten deep to the baronet. By tWe bye,
the baronet was iriquiring for you, with a degree of warn)th
and solicitude, as unwelcome as it was uncalled for. A
baronet for a brother-in-law is all very well-a baronet for a
rival is not well at all. Now, niy dear child, try to overcorne
the general nastiness of your cranky disposition, for once,
and make yourself agreeable. knew you were pining on
the stem for me at home, and so I threw ovg-r the last crush
of the seasonl made Mrs. Featherbrain my'eneiny for life,
and here I am. Sing us somettfing."

-Miss Darrell turned to the piano with a frown, but ber
eyes were smiling, and in ber secret heart she was well-co-n-

tent. Charl ' ey was beside ber. Cliarley ha'd given iie--the
ball and Mrs. Featherbrain for ber. It was of no use deny-
ing it, she was fond of Charfey. Of late it " 4ad da^ncd
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dimly and deliciousty upon ber that Sir Victor Catheron was
growing, - very attent!iy;, If so wildly improbable a thing

could occur, as Sir Voocvtor's falling in lo've with ber, she was
ready at any moment to be his wife ; but for the love which
alone makes marriage sweet and holy, which neither time,
nor trouble, nor absence, can change-that love she felt for
hc cousin Charley, and no other niortal man.

It was a very pleasant eveniiicr-how plicasant, Edith did
not care to own, even to herself. Aunt Chatty dozed sweetly
in her arm-chair, she in ber place-.at the piano, and Charley
taking conifort on his sofa, and calmly and dispassionately
firiding fault with ber music. That those two could spend

an évening, tri hour, together, without disagreeing, was
siiiiply an utter impossibility. Edith invariably lost ber
temper-nothing earthly ever disturbed Charleys. Pres-
ently, in anger and disaust, Miss Darr-ell umped up
froni the piano-stool, and profested she would play
niore.

Il To be told I sing Kathleen Mavourneen flat, and that
the way 1 hold my elbows when I play Thalbergs 1 Home,'

is frightfül to behold, 1 will not stand! Like all critics, yoit
find it easier, to point out ones faults, than to do better.
lt's the very last time, sir, l'Il ever play a note for

you 1 ',
But, sorneliow, after a skirmish at euchre, at which she

was ignobly beaten, and, I must say, shamefully cheated, she
was back at the piano, and it was the clock striking twelve

that made hei start at.111ýast.
Il Twelve 1 Goodnek me. I didn't think it was half-past

ten 1 " Mr. Stuart smiled, and str'ked his mustache with
calm complacency. Il Aunt Chatty, wake up iesmid-
night-time all good little women were in bed."

Il You need not hurry yourself on that account, Dithy,"
Charley suggests, Il if the rule only applies to good little

women.yy
Miss Darrell replies with a glance of scorn, and wakes up

Mrs. Stuart.
Il You were sleeping so nicely I thought it a pity to wàke

you sooner. Corne, auntie dear, we'Il go upstairs together.
You know we have a hard day's work before us to-rnorrow.
Good-nigh4 Mr. Stuart."
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Il Good-night, my love," Mý. Stuart responded, making no
atten)pt to sur. Ed ' ith 1inkýd her strong, young arm in that

of lier sleepy aunt and led lier upstairs. He Igy and
watched the slim green figure, the beautiful bright face, as là
disappeared in a niellow flood of gaslight. The clear, sweet
voice came floating saucily back :

And Charrey he's my darling,
My darling-my darling,

And Charley he's my darling,
The young Chevaher 1 1'

AU that was sauciest, and most coquettish in the girl's
nature, caine out with Charley. With Sir Victor, as Trixy

explained it, she was Il goody " and talked sense.
Mr. Stuart went back to the ball, and, I regret to, say,

:made himself obnoxious to old Featherbrain, by the mark-ed

.ýressement of his devotion to old Featherbrain's wifé.
Edith listened to the narration next day froin the lips of

Trix with surprise and disgust. Miss Stuart, on lier own
account, was full of triuniffli and hai)l)iness. Sir Victor had
been niost devoted, Il most devoted," said Trix, in italics,
Il that is, for him. He danced with me very often. and he
spoke several times of you, Dithy, dear. He couldn't un-

derstand why you absented vourself from the last party of
the season-no more can I for that matter. A person inay
hate a person like poison-1 often do myself-and yet go to

that person's parties."
But this was a society maxim Miss Darrell could by no

means be brouglit to understand. Where she liked she
liked, where she hated she hated-there were no half
rneasures for her.

The last day came. At noon, with a brilliant May sun
shining, the ship fired her farewell guns, and steanied away
for Merrie England. Edith leaned over the bulwark and

watched the receding shore, with lier heart in lier eyes.
Il Good-by to liome," she said, Il a smile on her lip, a tear

in lier eye." 41 Who k-nows when and how I niay see it again.
Who knows whether I shall e-aer see it ? "

The luncheon bell rang ; everybody-a wonderful crowd
too-flocked merrily downstairs to the saloon, where two

long tables, bright with crystal and flowers, were spread.
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What a delightful thi, g was an ocean voyage, and sea-sick-
ness-bah 1-nierely an illusion of the senses.

After lunch, Charley sclected the sunniest spot on deck
for his resting-place, and the prettiest girl on board, for his

companion, spread out hi' railway rug at lier feet, spread
out himself tliereon, and prel)ared to be happy and be
made love to. Trix, on the arni of the baronct, paraded the

declz., Mrs. Stuart and Lady Helena buried themselves in
the seclusion of the ladies' cabin, in expectation of the
wratli to corne. Edith got a camp-stool and a book, and hid,

herself behind the wheel-house for a little of private enjoy-
ment. But she did not read ; it was delight enongli to sit
and watch the old occan srniling, and smiling like any other
coquette, as though it could never be crtiçl.

The afternoon wore on ; the sun dropped low, the wind
arose-so did the sea- And 1)resently-stacygering blindly

on Sir Victors ami, pale as deatli, with specchless agony iiii-
printed on every féature-Trixy made lier appearance béhind
the wheel-house.

Il 0 Edith, 1 feel awftilly-awfully 1 féel like death-
1 feel--2'

She mrenched her arm froin the baronet's, rushed wildly
to the side, and-EditWs dark, lauching eyes looked up into
the blue ones, that no eff&t of Sir Victoes could quite con-
trol. The next nioment she was by Trixy's side, leadincy
that limp and pallid heroine to the regions below, whence,
for five mortal days, she ernerged not, nor did the eye of man
rest on Miss Beatrix Stuart.

The weather was fine, but the wind and sea ran tolerably
high, and of course everybody mostly was tolerably sick.
One day's ordeal sufficed for Editli's tribute to old Neptune;
after that, she never felt a qu.Iiii. A great deal of her time
was spent in walting upon Atint Chatty and Trix, both of

whom were very far gone indeed. In-the case of Miss Stuart,
the tortures of jcýalousy were added to, the tortures of sea-

sickness. DUI Sir Victor walk with the young ladies on
deck ? Did lie walk with her, Edith? Did he'ever inquire
for herself ? Oh, it was shatiieful-sh,-tmeful tbat she should

be kept prostrate here, unable to lift her head 1 At this junc-
ture, generally, in lier excitement, Trixy did lift it, and the
consequence was-woe. 1
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It was full moon before they reached mid-ocean. How
Edith enjoyed Ï't, no words can tell. Perhaps it was out of

nierciftil compassion to Trix, but she did not tell lier of the
long, brisk twilight, mid-day, and inoonlight walks she and
the baronet took on deck. How, leaning over the bulwar-s,

they watched the sun set, round and red, into the sea, and
the silver sickle 'Nfay moon rise, like ariother Aphrodite,-out
of the waves. She did not tell lier, how they sat side by side'

at dinner, how lie lay at lier feet, and read aloud for lier, in
sheltered sunny nook§, how unconimonly friendly aýid con-

fidential they became altogether, in these first half-:dozen days
out. Peoklç grow intiiiiate in two days at sea, as they
would not in two years on land. Was it all gentlemanly

courtesy and politeness on the baronet's side ? the girl some-
tinies wondered. She could analyze lier own feelings pretty

weil. Of that fitfül, féverish passion called love, described
by the country swain as feeling Il hot and dry like-with a
pain in the side like," she felt no particle. Therewas'one,
Mr. Charles Stuart, lying about in places, ilooking serene and

suriburnt, who saw it all with sleepy, lialf-closed eyes, and
kept his conclusions to' hiruself. " Kismet 1 " he thotight ;

11, the will- of Allah bc done. What is written is written.
Sea-sickness is bad enou,;Ii, without the green-eyed nionster.. cr in a Cunard ship,Even Othello, if lie had been crossin.,
would have put off the pillow performance until they reached
the other side."

One especial afternoon, Edith fell asleel) after luncheon,
on a sofa, in lier own and Trixy's cabin, and slept through
dinner and dessert, and only woke with the lighting of the,

lamps. Trix lay, pale and wretched, gazing out of the port-
hole, at the glory of rnoonlight on the heaving.sea, as one

who sorrows without hope of consolation.
Il I hope you enjoyed yaur forty winks, Edith," she re-

marked ; Il what a Ril) Van Winkle you are! For my part,
I've never slept at all since I catiie on board this horrid ship 1

Now, where are you goincs ?
,&'17o get sornething to cat from myfriend the stewardess,

Edith answered ; Il I sec 1 arn too late for dinner."
Miss Darrell went, and got some tea and toasL - Then

wrapping herself in a blanket shawl, and tying a çoquettish
red wool hood over her hair, she ascended to the deck.
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It was pretty well deserted by the ladies-none the worse
for that, Edifh thouoht. The fiffi moon shone with untold
splendor, over the vast expanse of tossing sea, heaving with
that majestic swell, that never quite lulls on the mighty
Atlantic. The gentlemen filled the snioking-roorn, the
-11 Tabak Parliament " was at its lieiglit. She took a canip-
stooi, and made for lier favorite sheltered spot behind
the wheel-house. How grand it was-the starry sky, the
brilliant 'white moon, the boundless ocean-that 1?ng trail
of silvery radiance stretchinc, miles behind. An icy blast

swept over the deep, but, wrapped in lier big shawl, Edith
çould defy even that. She forge Sir Victor and the daring

anibition of lier life. She sat absorbed in the beauty and
splendor of that moonlight on the sea. Very softly, very

sweetly, half unconsciously, she began singing Il The Young
NMY Moon," when a step behind made lier turn her head. It

was Sir Victor Catheron. She awoke from lier dreairi-came
back to, earth, and was of the world worldly, once more.
The smile that welcorned him was very briuhL She would
have blushed if she could ; but it is a disadvantage of pale
brunettes that they dont blush easily.

Il 1 heard singing, sweet and faint, and I give you tuy word,
Miss Darrell, I tholight it miglit be the Lurliiie, or a stray

mermaid combing lier sea-green locks. It is ail very beauti-
fui, of course, but are you not afi aid of taking cold ? "

Il I never take cold," Miss Darrell answered; Il influenza
is an unknown disease. Has the tobacco parliament broken
up, that 1 behold you here ? "

Il It is half-past eleven-didnt you know it ?-and ail the
lights are out."

Il Good Heaven 1 " Edith cried, starting up aghast; Il half-
past eleven ! What will Trixy say ? Really, nioon-gazing
must be absorbing work. I had no idea it was after ten."

Il Stay a moment, Miss Darrell," Sir Victor interposed,
tliere is soniething I would like to si-y to you-something

1 have wished to speak of, since we came on board."
EditWs heart gave one great juinp-into lier mouth it

seenied. What could such a preface as this portend, save
one thing? The baronet spoke again, and Mliss DarrelPs

heart sunk down to the very soles of her buttoned boots.
cc It is concerning those old papers, the Chesholm Courier.
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You understand, and-and the lamentable tragedy they
chronicle."

Yes ? " said Miss Darrell, shutting her lips tight.
It is nýEturally a deeply painful subject to ine. Twenty-

three years have passed; 1 was but an infant at the tinie,
yet if it had, occurred only a year ago, I think I could liardly
feel it more keenly than 1 do-hardly suffer more, when 1
speak of it."

Il Then why speak of it was the young lady's very
sensible guestion. I have no claim to, hear it, I am
sure.1y
69 No," the young man responded, and even in the moon-

light she could see bis color rise, Il perhaps not, and yet I
wanted to speak to you of it ever since. 1 don't know why,
it is something 1 can scarcely bear to think of even, and
yet I feel a sort of relief in speaking of it to you. Perhaps
there is 'rapport' between us-that We are affinities-who,
knows?"

Who indeed 1 Miss Darrell's heart carne up froin her
boots, to, its proper place, and stayed there.

Il It was such a terrible thing," the young man went on,
such a mysterious thing. To thii day it is wrapped in

darkness. She was so young, so fair, so good-it seeins too
horrible for belief, that any htinian being could lift his hand
against so innocent a life. And yet it was done."

114A most terrible thing," Edith said ; Il but one has
only to, read the papers, to learn such deeds of horror 0Je
done every day. Life is a terribly sensational story. You

say it is shrouded in darkness, but the Chesholin Courier
did not seern at all in the dark."

You mean Inez Catheron. She was innocent."
Indeed!
She was not guilty, except- 1 n _knew who was

guilty, and concealed it. Of that, I have rèa-so
sure.py

11, Her brother, of course-the Juan Catheron of the pap-
ers ?
11, Who is to, tell ? Even that is rot certain. No," in an.
swer to, her look of surprise,, Il it is not certain. 1 am sure
my aunt believes in his innocence."

61 Then who--2'

- lu m

ONE MOONLIGHT NIGH.
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"Àh-who?" thé baronet said mourriffilly, 11who was
the murderer? It may be that we will never know."

Il You will know," Edith said decidedly. Il I am sure of
it. 1 am a firm. bellever in the truism that 1 inurder will out.'
Sooner or later you will 1,-now."

She spoke with the calni conviction of prophecy. She
lookd back to shudder at her own words in the after-days.

Il Three-and-twenty years is a tolerable time to forget even
the bitterest sorrow, but the thought of that tragedy is as
bitter to my aunt to-day, as it was when it was done. She
cannot bear to speak of it-I believe she cannot bear to
think of it. What I know, therefore, concérning it, I have
learned from others. Until I was eighteen, I knew abso-
lutely nothing. Of my mother, of course I have no remem-

brance, and yet"-his eyes and tone grew dreaniy-Il as
far back as 1 can recall, there is in my mind the mem-
ory of a woman, young and handsome, bendîng above iny
bed, kissing and crying over nie. My mother was fair, the
face I recall îs dark. You will think nie sentimental-you

will laugh at me, perhaps, " he said, stiiiling nervously you,
will set me dowa as a dreanier of dreams, and yet it is
there."

Her dark, earnest eyes looked up at him, full of womanly,
sympathy.

1. IlLaugh at you! Think better of me, Sir*Victor. In
these days it is rare enough. to see men with eitherniemory
or veneration for their niother-whether dead or alive.7p

He looked at lier ; words seenied struggling to his lips.
Once he half spoke. Then lie checked himself suddenly.

Wheii he did speak it was with a total change of tone.
Il And 1 am keeping you selfishly here in the cold. Take

niy ariii, Miss Darrell; you niust not stol) another instant."
She obeyed at once. He led her to her cabin-door-

hesitated took her hand and held it while he spoke:
Il I don't know why, as I said before, I have talk-ed of

this ; 1 could not -have done it with any one else. Let rne
thank you for your sympathy with ail my heart."

Then he was gone; and, ver'y grave and thoughtful, Edith
sôught -Trl"-X-3r-and- -the upper berth. ýMiss-Stuartlay-calkule-_
sleeping the sleep of the jast and the sea-siek, blissfully un:
conscious of the traitorous goings on about her. Edith
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look-ed at lier with a sort of twinge. Was it fair, after all ?
was it strictly honorable ? Il Poor Trix," she said, kissing

lier soffivi Il I don't think it will beyou ' 1 "
Next mornin at breakfast, Miss Darrell noticed tliat iNir.

Stuart, junior, watched lier as lie sipped his coffée, with a
portentous countenance that forebodecl soniething. What it
foreboded canie out prescritly. He led her on eteck-offered
lier his arin for a morninc constitutional, and opened fire
thfis Wise
,"%ýlliat were you and the baronet about on deck at ab-

normal hours of the niglit ? What was the matter with you
both. ? "

Il Nov, now cried Eclith, Il how do you come to know
anything about it ? Wiiat business have siiiall bovs lik-e you,

spying on the actions of their elders, when they should be
safély tucked up, and asleep in their little beds ?

CI 1 wasn't spying ; 1 was asleep. 1 have no restless con-
to keep me prowling about at unholy hours."

CI How do you come to know, then?
Il A little bird told iiie."
CI l'Il tvist your little bird's neck Who was it, sir? I

command you."
II How she queens it already! Don't excite yourself, you
sniýaI1 Amazo'n. It was the officer of the cleck."
Ci The officer of the deck niiglit be much better employed

and you may tell hini so, with my compliments."
CI I will ; but you don't deny it-you were there
CI 1 never deny my actions," she says'with royal disýa

CI yes, I was there."

CI With Sir Victor-alone ?
CI With Sir Victor-alone 1
CI What did you talk about, Miss Darrell ?
CI More than 1 care to repeat for your edification, Mr.

Stuart. Have you any more questions to ask, pray ? "
CI One or two ; did lie ask ),ou to marry him, Edith ?
CI Ah, no ! " Edith answers with a siçrh that is genuine

CI there is no such luck as that in store fo>r Dithy Darrell. A
baronet's bride-Lady Catheron ! no, no-the cakes and
ale of life are not for rne.)p
__ -CI Woüld you -marry himï if - he-did P Will yon marry him
when he doés ? for that is what it comes to, after alP'
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"WouldImarryhini?" Shelooksathiminrealincred-
ulous wonder. Il Would I marry Sir Victor Catheron--l ?
My dear Charley, when you ask rational questions,, 1 shall
be happy to answer theiii, to the best of my ability, t not
such absurdity as that."

Then, you will ? 'l
Charley, don't be a tease-what do young pe ons of

your j uvenile years know about such things ? 1 on't like
the tum this conversation lias taken ; let us chancre it, let us
talk about the weather-that's always a safe subject. Isn't
it a splendid morning ? Isn't it charrning to have a perpet-
ualjair wind ? And how are yoLi going to account for it,
that the wind is always fair going to England, and always

ahead coming out?

Engl=d, my country-great and free
Heart of the world-1 léapto thee 11 Il

She sings, with a wicked look in her dark eyes, as she'
watches her cavalier.

Charley is not going to be put ofý however; he declines
to talk of either wind or weather.

" Answer my question, Edith, if you please. If Sir Vic-
tor Catheron asks you, will you be his wife ? " -

She looks at him calmly, steadily, the man she loves, and
anSwers :

If Sir Victor Catheron asks me, I will be his wifé."

CHAPTER VII.

SHORT AND SENTIMENTAL.

0 days later, and Fastnet Rock looms up against
the blue sky; the iron-botind Irish coast appears..
At noon they will land in Qýcenstown.Èw ý1 Il Conie back to Erin, mavburneenl mavouriieen,"

sings Charleys voîce down the passage, early in the morn-
ing.
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Charley can sing a little still. He is to lose Edith. Sir
Victor Catheron is to win and wear ; but as she is not Lady

Catheron yet, Mr. Stuart postpones despair and suicide un-
til she is.

She sprang from her bed with a cry of deli,',ht. Ireland 1
One, at least, of t1he lands of he-r dreams.

IlTrixy ! " shc cries. Il 0 Trixy, look out The land
of sweet Erin' at last ! "

1 see it," Trixy said, rollinrf sleepily out of the under
berth and I don't think ii-iuch of it. A lot of wicked-
looking rocks, and not a bit greenqr than at home. I

thought the very sky was green over Ireland."
For the last two days Trixys bitter i0r4ls had ended-her

sea-sicj,-iiess a dismal dream of the past. Slie was able, in
ravibhing toilet, to appear at the dinner-table, to paceathe
deck on the arm of Sir Victor. As one àaving the right,

ýlie calrnly resumed her sway wheré she had left it off. Since
that moorilia'nt night of which she (Trixy) happily knew
nothingy, the bare civilities of life alone had passed between

Aliss Darrell and the baronet. Sir Victor rnight try, and
did, but with - the' serene superiority of right and power
Miss Stuart countermanded every move. Hers she was de-

termined he 'hould be,'and there was all the lost time to, be
niade up besides. So she redoubled her attentions, aided

and abetted by her pa-and how it came about the per-
plexed young Englishinan never could tell, but soniehow he

was constantly at lUiss Stuares side and unable to get away.
Editli saw it all and siniled to lierself.

IlTo-day for ine, to-morrow for thee,'.' she 1ýummed. Il I
have had niy day; it is Trixy's turn now. She manSuvres

so, well it would be a pity to interfère."
Charley was her cavalier those -pleasant last days ; both

were disposed to take the goods theïr gods provided, and not
fret for to-t-norrow. It would not last-life's fairy g1fts never
(10, for to-day they would eat, drink, and be merry together,
and forc7et the evil to come.

They fanded, spent an hour in Queenstown, then the train
-whirled them away Il to that beautiftil city called Cork."

Tliere they remained two days, visited Blarney Castle, of
course, and would have kissed the Blarney Stone but for the
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trouble of climbing up to it. Theii off, and away. to Kil-
larney.

And still Sir -Vmitor was Trixy's captive-still Edît-li an(l
Charley maintained their alliance. Lady Helena watched

her nephew and the Ainerican he ' iress, and lier fine wonian's
instinct told lier lie was in no dancer iliti-e.Ïj

,11 If it were thedothcr one, now," she tlioilçyht, (,Iancin- atÏ:) In
Edith's dark, brE-ht face but it is quite clear how inatters

stand between lier and lier cousin. ýVliat a handbonie pair
they will mal,e."

Another of the elders-ifr. James Stuart-watched the
Progress of matters, tbrough v£ry différent spectacles. It

was the one drearn of his life, to marry his son and daughter
to, British rank.

&'Of wealth, sir, they have enotigh," said the Wall Street
banker, pulling iip his collar ponipously. 1 will leave rny
children a cool million apiece. Their descent is equal to
the best-to the best, sir-the royal rank of SéNland is in
their veins. Fortune 1 don't look for-blood, Sirý-BLOOD, i

do.17
Over his daugliter's progress after blood, he smiled coni-

placently. Over his son's conduct lie frowned.
Il' Mind what yoiire at, young man," lie said, on the day

they left Cork, gruffly to Charley. 1' 1 haýVe iny eye on 3-ou.
Ordinary, attention\-to Fred Darrell's daughter 1 don't inind,
but no fooling. You understand me, sir ? No fooling. By
George, sir, if you don't marry to please me, l'Il cut you off

with a shilling ! "
Mr. Stuart, junior, looked tranquilly up at lUr. Stuart,

senior, with an expression of c untenance the senior by no
nieans understood.

Don't lose your teniper, gi:)vernor," he answered calinly.
1 won't marry Fred Darrell"s daugliter, if thaf s what yon
mean by 1 foolinr.' She and 1 -settIéd that question two or

three centuries ago."
At the village 6f Macroorn, they quitted the conifortable

railway carriage, and niounted the conveyance known in
Ireland, as a public car, a thing l1ke an overgrown jaunting-
car, on which ten people can ricle, sitting back to back, iso-
lated by the pile of luggage between. There was but one

tourist, for the LaJfts besides themselves, a large, military-
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looking young man, with muttonchop whiskers and an eye-
glass, a knapsack and knickerbockers.

Il- Haiiiiiiond, by jove 1 " exclainied Sir Victor. Ham-
mond, of the Scotch Grays. My dear fellow, delighted to
sec you. Captain Hainmond, my friend, Mr. Stuart, of
New York."

'Captain Hammond put up his eye-glass and.bowed. Char-
ley lifted lus hat, to this large military swell.

14 1 say, Sir Victor," the Captain of Scotch Grays becyan,
who'd liave thought of secing you here,'you know ? They

ai -aw-you had gonc exploring Canada, or the United
States, or sonie of those kind of places, you know. Who's
your party ? " soito C'ýoce Ainericans-hey

Ainerican friends, and rny aunt, Lady Helena Powyss.'>

Now, thin-look alive yer honors," cried thé car-driver,
and a scranible into scats instantly began. In his own

mind, Sir Victor had determined his scat should be by Miss
Darrell's side. But what is man's ýdcterniinat1on beside

Nvoi'nailis resolve ?
96 01-1, p-please, Sir Victor," cries Miss Stuart, in a piteotis

liffle voice, Il do help nie up. It's so dreadfully hirrh,'and I
knout 1 shall fall off. And oh, please, do sit here, and point
out the places as we go along-one enjoys places, so, mu-ch
more, when some one points them out, and you've beea
aïonc, here before."

What could Sir Victor do? More -particularly as Lady
Helena good-humoredly chinied in :
11 Yesi _ Victor, come and point out the places. You shall
sit bodkin, between Miss Beatrix and me. Your friend in-
the Tweed suit, can sit next, and you, my dear Mrs. Stuart

-Wherc will you sit Pi

Il As Charlei and Edith will have all the other side to,
themselves," said meek Mrs. Stuart, Il 1 guebs l'Il sit beside

E(lith."
Il Ay, ay,",,chimed in her spouse, Il and l'Il mourit with

cabby. All serene, there, behind? Then away we* go 1 "
Away t1icy went, clattering over the road, with the whole

tatterdemalion population of Macroom after, shouting for
ha! pennies."

Rags enough to set up a pal)er-mill,ý' suggested Charley,
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cc and all the noses turn-ups Edith, how do you like this
arrancement ? "

111 think TrixY's cleverer than I ever gýave her credit for,"
lau(yhed Edith it's a pity so inuch diplomacy should bc
love' s labor lost!

Il Poor Trixy ! She means well too. Honor thy father,
that thy days may ýe long in the land. She's only trying

to fulfil the cominand. And you think she has no
chance ? "

Il I know it," Edith answers, with the calm serenity of
conviction.

Il Sir Victor, who's your friend with the solemn face and
the funny knickerbockers ? " whispers Trixy, under her white
parasol.

Il He's the Honorable Angus Hammond, second son of
Lord Glengary, and captain of Scotch Grays," replies Sir
Victor, and Miss Stuart opens her eyes, and looks with new-

born reverence, at the big-, speechless young warrior, who
sits sucki'ng the head of lus umbrella, and who is an honor-
able and the son of a lord.

The day was dellcyhtful, the sceneiy exquisite, his com-
panion vivacious in the extreme, Lady Helena in her most

genial mood. But Sir Victor Catheroa sat vý.y silent and
distrait all the way. Rallied by Miss Stuart on his glooin,

he smiled faintly, and acknowledç-red he fêlt a trifle out of
sorts. As he made the confession lie paused abruptly
-clear and sweet, rang out the girlish laugh of Edith

Darrell.
Il Our friends on the other side app-ear to bc in excellent

spirits at least," says Lady Helena, smiling in syinpathy
with that merry peal what a very charming girl Miss

Darrell is."
Trixy shoots one swift, sidelong glance at the baronet's

face, and ansivérs 4zw rely
Oh, it's an -u r thing that Dithy and Charley

are never really happy, èkcept when together. 1 don't
believe Charley would have t'aken the trouble to come

at a14 if Edith, at his solicitation,- had not been one of the
party."

1 A very old affair 1 suppose?" asks her ladyship, still
smiling.
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Il A very old affair, indeed," ;Frix answers gayly. Il Edith
will niake a charming s1ster-in-lýw; don't you think so, Sir

Victor ? "
Shc looks up at hiin artlessly as she plunges her small

dageser into a vital place. He tries to smile, and say sorne-
thill(Y aureeable in return-the smile is a failtire ; -the words

a greater fallure. After that, all Trixy's attention- falls harin-'
less. He sits moodily listening to, the gay voices on the
other side of the Itimace, and finds out for sure and certain

tl-kat he is dead in love with Miss Dairrell.
They reach Glengariff as the twilight shadoNvs fall-lovely

Glengariff, where they are to dine and pass the night.. At
dinner, by son-ie lucky chance, Edith is beside him, and

Captain Hamniond falls into the clutches Qf Trix. And
Miss Darrell t rns her graq&fül shoulder deliberately upon

Charley, and Kstows her smiles, and glances, and absolute
attention upon his rival.

After dinner they go for a sail by moonlight to, an island,
where there are the rerriains of a martello, tower. The
elders, for Nvhom Il moonfight on the lake," long ago lost its
Nvitchery, and falling dews and night airs retain theïr terrors,
stay at home and rest. Edith and Sir Victor, Trix and the
Honorable Ancrus Hammond, saunter down arrn in arm to
the boat. Charley and the two Irish boatmen bring up the

rear-Mr. Stuart smoking a. corïsolatory cigar.
, They all 11 pile in" together, and fill the little boat The

baronct follows up his luck, and keeps close to Edith.
How beautiftil she is with ihe soft silver light on her face.

He sits and watches her, and thinks of the laureate's
lines

A man had given all other bliss
And all his worldly worth for this,

To wast his whole heart in one kiss
Upon her perfect lips."

Ilânt 1 too late?" he ýWqught; Ildoes she love her
cousin ? Is it as his sister hidW, or--2'

His jealous, anxious eyes nev£r left her. She saw it all.
If she had ever doubted her power over him, shedid not

doubt to-night. She smil.ed; and never once looked toward
Charley.

"No," he thought, with a sigh of relief; Il she does not
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care for him. in that Nv4*-Iet Miss Stiiart t'iil«iik as sllr%

pleases. She likes Iiiii-i in a sisterly way-notiiing more.
1 will w4ait unnl vve Uach England, and speak then. Slie,
and she alonc, shall. le iny wifé."

CHAPTER VIII.

IN TWO DOATS.

ARLY next mornincr our tourists reniotinted the c
gged slowly over that lovelv stretch of cad/

and jo1ý,_n n-
try wli,ých lies betivecii Glenýarifi and Killarney.

Their plaqes were as on the day before-Sir
Victor in the possession of Trix, Charley with Edith. But
the baronct's glooni was gone-hopc filled his hcart. Slie
did not 1*ye her cousin,-of tliat he had convinced 1-ilinself,
-ai-id one day lie miglit call lier wifé.C

Sir 'ý'ictor Catheron was thàt rara avis, a modest youn,,r
nian. That this ii t) , penni ss and I-)edi.-recless,

Nvas beneath hini, 1-w never thoti,,,Iit--of. his own ra-nk and
wcalth, as motives to iiitlucnce lier, lie never once Neamed.

Nothing base or iiierceiiirý- could find a place in so fair a
creature ; so iloble and beautiftil a face must surely be ein-
bleinatic of a. still more noble anà beautiftil soul. Alas 1
for the blindness of people in love.

It was a day of delight, a (Ly of cloudless skies, sparklinfr

sunshilic, fresh mountain breczes, sublime scellery. Wild,,
bleak valle s, frowning Kerry rocks, roarin- torrents, bare-

footed, ragged children, pig-s and people b2iicath the saine
thatched roof. siic',ýi squalor and utter poverty as in their

dreains they had ii(-vcr iniagiii(M.
Good Heaven Edith baid, with a shtidder, Il how can

lifé bc worth 'Il iving 1 n sticli liorrible poverty as this ?
The bugbear of your lifé seerns to bc povertv, Edith,"

Cliai;ley aiiswered. 'Il 1 date say thesc people eat and sleep,
fall In love, inarry, and arc happy even he.-e."

Il Aly dear 2,ý,lr. Stuart, wliat a-sentiniental speech, and
sillier eveii than it is sentimental. 14arry and arc happy !
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Thev marry no doubt, and the pig lives in the corner, and
eVely C,-Lý)III SV"Lrilis with. clill(Irci), Charley,

1 used to think vou liad onc or two grains of comnion-sense,
at leist-iiow 1 begin. to doubt it."

1 berfiii tc) dotibt it mysclf, since I have liad the pleasiire
of kiioýviny Ediffi Darrell. 1 defy mortal man to keel) coin-

mon-sense, or uncommon-bense, long in lier company.
Poverty and iiiisury, in your lexicon, mean the saine

.rhe sarne t1fing. There is no earthly evil that cari.
eqtial. poverty." c

'FLicy reaclied Killarney late in the evening, and drove to
the Victoria." 'l'lie perfect weather still continued, the

moon that had lit their last niglit at sea, on the wane now,
lifted its silver light over the inatchless Làkes of Killarney,
Iying like sheet§ of crystal 11-lit beneath.ID ZD44 01, , how lovely Trix exclainied. The - rest stood

silent. There is a beauty so intense as to be beyond words
of praise-so sweet, so solenin, as to hutli the very beating
of our hearts. It was such beauty as this they looked upoii-
now.

They stood on the velvety sward-Sir Victor with Trixy
on lus arin, Charley and Edith side by side. A glowilill,
iiiass of soft, scarlet drapery Nvrapped Miss Darrell, a

coqiiettish, hat, with a long, black ostrich set
off lier Spanish face and eyes. They had dined-and

when is moofflight lialf so poctical as after an excellentZD
dinner ?

sce two or thrce boats," remaiked Sir' Victor. 'II
prol)ose a rov on the lakes."

Of all tliinrs," seconded Pk--atrix, "a sail on the Lakes
of Killarney 1 Edith, do you realize it ? Let us (r(j at once,
Sir Victor."

"W111 you comc with me, Charlley -ýsked, Il or
would vou radier cro wiLh theni ?
She iooked at hini in stirl)rlse. How grave his face-how

qmet his tone He liad bý2eii like this all day, silent, pre-
occiipied, grave.

MY very dear Charley, liow polite we grow 1 how consider-
ate of otliers' fueli«nys 1 Qaite a iiew phase of yoig interest-
ipg character. FR go with you, certainly-.,\Ir. Charles

8*
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Stuart, in a state of laniblike nieekncst;, is a study worth
con te nipl atin rr."

He siniled sliglitly, and drew her hand m-ithin lus arm.
Conie, tiieii," lie said, Il let us have this last evenino,

together ; who, knows wlien we shall have another ?
Miss Darrell's brown eyes opened to their widest extent.

This laý,t evenin,, Who knows %,%-lien we shah have
another Charley, if you're iiieditating fliglit or suicide,

Say so at once-an\*tlilng is better thali suspense. 1 once
saNv a picture of "Élie Kniglit of the Woful Countenance
-the K. of the W. C. looked exactly as you look nowl lf
you're tninking of strychnine, say so-no one sliall oppose

you. My only regret is, that 1 shall havéý to wear black,
and hlçleous is a mild word to describe Edith Darrell in
black."

Il Hideous Charley repeated, Il you I wonder if vou,
could posbibly look ugly iii anything ? I wonder if 'Vou

know how pretty you. are to-niglit in that charming hat and
that scarlet drapery?"

IlCertainly 1 know, and charmincf I undoubtedly niust
look to wrinry a word Of praise froin you. It's the first tirrie
in all your lifé, sir, you ever pald nie a compliment. Hith-
erto yoil have done nothing but find fault with ùiy looks and
eyerything else."

There is a time for everythinc- lie answers' a little
sadly-sadly 1 and Charley Stuart! The time for all

that is past. Here is our boat. You will steer, Edith ? Yes
-then l'Il row."

The bqronet and Trix were already several yards off, out
upon the shining water. Another party-a large boat con-

taining half-a-dozen, Captain Hami-nond aniong theni, was
farther off still. In this boat sat a girl with a guitar ; her sweet
voice as she sang came roniantically over the lake, and the
motintain echoes, fakinry it up, sang the refrain enchantingly

over and over arraln. Edith lified up lier face to the starry
sky, the moonlight bathinrf it in a glory.

Oh, what a niglit! " she sighed. What a bnght, beau-
tiftil world it is5 and ho\v perfectly happy one could be,

One had thirty- thousand a year! " Charley suggested.ZD
Yes, exactly. Why can't life. be all like this---itiioonlight,
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capital dinners, lots of friends and new dresses, a nice boat,
ancl-3-es-1 will say it-somebody one likes very much for

one's co.iipanion."
Somebody one likes very much, Edith ? I wonder

sometimes iF you Ilke nie at all-if lit is in you to like any
one but ý-ourself."

Il Tlianks! 1 like myself, certainly, and first best I will
admit. After tliat--2'

After that ? " lie repeats.
I likeyou. No-kcep quiet, Cliarley, please, you7ll up-

set the boat. Of course 1 like you-aren't you iiiy cousin-
haven't you been awfully zind-don't I owe all this to you ?

Charley, 1 bless that ni-lit in the snow-it has been the
luckiest in my lifé.17

And the unluckiest of mine."
Sir! "
0 E(11thý let us speak for once-let us understand one

anotlier, and then part forever, if we must. Only why need
we part at all ? "

S ' lie turns pale-she avens her face from him, and looks
out over the radiant water. Sooner or later she has known
this inust come-it has come to-ni«ht.

Why need we part at all ? He is leaning on his oars,
and they arc floatinçr lightly with the' streani. 1111dontneed
to tell you how I love you ; you kriow it well enough ; and I

think-1 hope-you care for nie. 13c truc to yourself, Edith
-you belong to me--come to me ; bc my wife.1)

There is passion in his tone, in lils eyes, but his voice is
quiet, and he sits with the oars in his hands. Even in this

supreme moment of his life INIr. Stuart is truc to, his Il prin-
ciples," and will make no scene.

Il You know I love you," lie repeats, Il as the man in the
Cork theatre said the other night : 'l'Il go down on niy
knces if you like, but I can love you just as well standing

up:* Edith, speak to me. How cari, you ever marry any
one but nie-but me, whose life you saved, My darlinry,

forget your cynicism-it is but lip-deep-'you don't really
mean it-and say you will bc my wifé."

Your wife 1 " She laughs, but her heart thrills as she says
it. Your wife It would bepleasant, Charley , but, like

most of the pleasant things of life, it can never be."
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Edith ! Il
Charley, all this is nonsense, and you know it. We are

cousins-we are good friends and stanch conirades, and al-
ways will. bc, I hope; but lovers-no, no, no 1

And why ? " lie asks.
Have 1 not told %-ou already-told you over and over

again ? If )-ou don't despise ine, and think nie licartItss
and base, the fault lias not been my want of candor. My cyni-
cisnis I mean, every word. If you had your fathers wealth,
the fortune lie means to Icave you, 1 would marry you to-

inorrow, and bel" her lips trembled a little, Il the happlest
(TUI on earth."

You don't care for me at all, then ? II he calrnly asks.
Care for you 0 Charley ! can't you see ? I am not

.711 selfish. 1 care for you so much that 1 would sooner die
than marry you. For you a marriage with me ineans ruin
-nothing else."

Il My father is fond of me. 1 arn his only son. He
would relcnt."

Il He never would," she answered firmly, 'I and you know
it. Cliarley, the day he spoke to you in Cork, I was beliind

the windov-curtains reading I heard every word. lUy
first impulse was to come out and confront him-to throw
back his favors and patronage, and deinand to, be sent home.
A horrid. bad teiii,)cr is nuinbered aniong the list of my
failin-s. But I did not. I heard your caliii reply-the 1 soft
ansver that turneth away wrath,' and it fell like oil on my

troubled spirit.
Il 1 Don't lose pur temper,' you said ; 'Fred Darrell's

daurrhter and I, won't marry, if that's what you inean.'
1 adinire your'prudence and truth. 1 took the lesson

home, and-stayed beliind the curtains. And we will keep
to that-you and Fred Darrell's daughter will nuver niarry."

Il But, Edith, you know wliat 1 meant. Good Heavelis!
you don't for a second suppose-"

I don't for a second -.,uppose anything but what is good
and generous of ýou, Charley. 1 khow you would face your

father like a-Ilke a ( uriffin ratiipàiit,' to, (Itic>te Trix, and.
brave all conseqaences, if 1 wo»uld let you. Eut 1 won't let
you. Yon cin't afford to defy your father. I can't afford
to marry a poor man."
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Il I am yourig-1 arrr str-ong-1 cari work. I have my
hands and my licad, a tolerable education, and niany friends.
ýj7e would not starve."

We would. not starve-perhaps," Edith says, and laugglis
acrain, rather drea*lv. Il We ivould only grub aloncy, wantincy

ever%-tliin(T that ma-es lifé endurable, and be misepble be-
yond all telling before the first year ended. We don't want
to hate cacli other-we don't want to marry. Vou couldn't

work, Charley-you m-cre never borii for drild-gery. And I
-1 can't forget the training of niy life even for

IlYou can't, indeed-you do your training credit," he an-
swere(l bitterly.

41 And so," slie goes on, lier face droopinr, Il don't be an-

gry ; you'Il thank nie for this sonie day. Let it bc all over
-ind donc with to ni-lit, and ncvýér bc spo-en of more. Oli,
Charley, iny brother, don't you bee we could not be hapl)y

to-ether-don't you sec it is better we should part?"
It shall bc exactly as you wish. 1 am but a poor spe-

C'al p1cader, and your worldly wisdom is so clear, the dullest
ii1tClLýct illilillit cýuipruhend it. You, throv nie over without

a pang'Z', and you. inean to marry the- baronet. Only-as you
are not yet his exclusive property, botiglit with a ýrice-an-
swer me this : You love nie ?

Her head drooped lower, her cycs were full of passionate
tears, lier licart full of passionate pain. 'I'lirov biiii over
without a pang In lier licart of hearts Edith Darrell knew

wliat it cost lierto bc heartless to-night.
Answer nie lie said imperiotisly, his eyes kindling

Answer nie Fhat much, at least, 1 claini as my right.
Do you. love nie or do )-ou not ? "

And the answer conies very hunibly and low.
Charley 1 what need to ask ? You. know only too well

And tlien silence falls. He takes tip the oars again-
ilicir soft (111), and the ý,,Iii,-Ing,()f the gi)-l in the dibtatit boat,

the only sounds. ý%,'I)Ite inoonliglit and black shadows,
iliii(ls overrun with. arbutus, that "iiiyrtle of Killarneý-."
an(] ýrowni11Cy 11101.111talrib 011 everv liand. 'l'lie words of t'lie1 ZD 1
Crirl's cr'ly sonu come over the, watfýr .
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The time Fve lot in wooing,
and Fursuing

The 1;;,ýt that Ecs
Inmoman'seNcs

Has beci-i my heart'b undoing.

Though wiý;clo-,ii oft lias solig-ht me,
I scornecl th- lore -lie brouglit me

lýlvonly booý.s
wcrc,%Vomalll-"

And folly's all they've tauglit me."

"And follys all thev've tatirrlit i-iiel" Charley says at

len.cyth. Conie wliat inav it is better that 1 should have

SI _)oken and yon should have answered. Conic what inay-

though you marry Sir 'ý7 ictor to-morrow-I would not have

t1ne past cliancred if 1 cotild."

And you will not blame me too much-you will not

quite despise me?" she pleads, lier voice broken, lier face

bicldcn in hcr hands. Il 1 can't help it, Charley. I W*oLild

rather die than bc poor." 
0

He knows she is crying; lier tears move him strangely.

They arc in th@ shadow of Torc Mouritain. He stol)s

rowing for a moment takes lier hand, abd lifts ît to his lips.
1 %vill. love you all my life," is his answer.

This is how two of the water-paity were enjoying theni_

selves. A quarter of a mile farther off, a-nother interestinrr

little scenc was going on in another boat. b

Trixy liad becii rattlinçr on volubly. It was one of Trixy's

fixed, ideas that to entertain and fascinate anybody lier

tongue must go like a windniill. Sir Victor sat and listened

rather absently, replied rathcr dreaniily, and as if his mind

were a hundred miles away. Miss Stuart took'no, notice,
but kept on all the harder, endcavoring to bc fascinating.

But there is a-tiniit even to the power of a woman's toncrue.
That limit was reached; therc carne a lull and a pause. 0

The time Fve lost in wooinçy," began the English girl in

the third boat. The idea was suggestive ; Trixy drew a deep

breath, and made a fresh sl)tirt-tliis tirne on the subject of

the late Ilionias Moore and his melodies. But the younc;
baronet suddenly interposed.

1 beg your pardon, Miss Stuart," he began hastily, and
i
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in a somewhat nervous voice ; " biit therc is a subject very

licar * to iiiy heart on whicb 1 should like to speak to you this
evening."

Trix sat strai-lit up in the stern of the boat, as if --ke had

becn galvaiilzc(l. Her heart gave one-great ecstatic tllllll)i).

Il Oh," thouglit Miss Stuart, Il he's going to pop grieve

to relate it, but that was the identical way the young lady

thought it. He's going to pop, as sure as 1 live

There was a pause-unspeakably painful to, Miss Stuart.

Yes, Sir Victor," she faltered in lier most dulcet and en-

couraging accents.
Il 1 had made up niy mind not to speak of it at all, wcnt

on Sir Victor, lookincr embarrassed and rather at a loss for
words, Il until we reached En(Tland. 1 don't wish to bc
prernature. I-I dread a refusal so unspeakably, that I

alniost fear to, speak at al]."
What was Miss Stuart to say to this ? What could any

well-traiiied young lady say ?
Good graclous me !" (this is what she thought,) &' why

don't lie speak out, and not.go, beating about the bush in
this ridiculous manner 1 What's he afraid of ? Refusa],

indeed ! Stuff and nonsense ! "
Il It is only of latc," pursued Sir Victor Catheron, Il that I

have-quite realized niy own feelings, and then when I saw
tlic attention paid by another, and recelved Nvith evident
pleasure, it was iny jealousy first taught me that I loved."

He nieans Capýain Haiiimond," thouglit Trixy he's
jealous of Iiiiii, as sure as a gun. How lucky we met hini at
.L\Iacroom."

et And yet," afyain resumed the baropet,'With a faint smile,ZD
1 don't quite despair. 1 am sure, Miss Stuart,'I have no

real cause."
No-o-o, I think not," faltered Miss Stuart.

And when 1 address niyself to, your father and mother-
as 1 shall very soon-you think, Miss Stuart, thcy will also

favor my suit ? "
They favor his suit ? " thoucyht Trix, Il good Heaven

above 1 was ever earthly modesty like this young man's ?
But aloud, still in the treniblincy tories befitting the occasion,

I-think sQt--I know so, Sir Victor. It will be only too
much honor, Pm sure."
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And-oh, Miss Stuart-Beatrix-if vou will allow me to
call you so-voii think that when I speak-Nýhcn 1 ask-1
will bc accCjýted ?

Il He's a fool 1 thouglit Beatrix, with an inw-rd burs-t.
A bashful, ridiculous fool 1 ýý-hy, in the nanie of all that'.s

naniby-parnby. doesnt lie pop the ýqucstion, like a inan, ai Id
liave àone with it ? Bashfulness is all very %vell-nobo(ly
likes a little of A better than 1 do; but there is no use ruii-
1111101 it into tlie

Yki arc silent,*' pursued Sir VicLor. -Miss Stuart, it is
not possible that 1 ani too late, that there is a previous en-

gagenient ?
l Miss Sjuart strairyhtened lierself up, lifted lier head, and

,sinil * ed. Slie smiled in a way that would have driven a lover
stral,-Yht out of his senses.

Call nie Beatrix, Sir Victor; I like it best from my
friends-froin-from you. No, there is no previous engage-

ment, and " (archly, this) II I am quite sure Sir Victor Cath-
eron need never ficar a retisal."

Thanks." And precisely as another yotinç»v gentleman
-%vas doing in the shadow of the Il Torc," Sir Victor did in the

sliadov of the '4 Eayle's Nest." He lifted his fair coriipan-ion's hand to h*s lil 11 )s and'kissed it.
After tfiat of course there was silence. Trixy's heart

was full of joy-pure, unadiilterated joy, to bursting. Oh,
to bc out of this, and able to, tell pa. and ma, and Charlev,
and Edith, and everybody ! Lady Catheron i Il Beatrix -'
Lady Catfieron No-1 can't describe Trixy's feelings.

There are some joys too intense and too sacred for the
Queen's Eiiglisli. She shut lier eyes and drifted along in111ý In

that blessed little boat in a specchless, ecstatic trance.
An hour later, and, as the clock-s of Killarney were strik-

inc ten, Sir Victor ýatheron helped Miss Stuart out of the
boat, and liad led her up-still silently-to the hotel. At
the entrance lie paused, and said the only disagreeable thing

'lie had uttered to-night. One last favor, B,--atrix,*' tlililiry
lier hand and gaziiic at lier tenderly, Il I niust aâr. Let what
lias passed betiveen us reinain between us for a few days

lon-er. 1 had radier you did not speak of it even to our
parents. .1My atint, who has been more than a mother to me,

is içynorant still of rny féelings-it is lier right that 1 informb
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ber first. Only a few days more, and then all the world niay
Inow."

Il Very well, S7r-'\71ctor," 13catrix answered deniurely; Ilas
)-ou please, of course. g 1 sli,ý,ii't speak to pa or iiia. Goudl-

Ili,-riit, Sir Victor, rrood ni-litC ID C
Ma 1 tell it Miss, Stuart actually cmve the baronet's hand

little squeeze ? But were th(ýy not engaged lovers, or as
çTood ? and Tsn't it perniitted eiigaged lovers to squeeze eacli
other's ri,,-I-it hands ? So tliey parted. Sir Victor strolled

away to sinoke a cirrar in the nioonlight, and Miss Stiiart,
'Vith a be-itified face, swept qpstairs, lier li«,-Ii-lieeled ý',,.ew

York. -aiters click-clickin- over the (-round. Lady Cath-
eron, Lady Catheron 1 Oh, what would all Fifth Avenue say
to this ?

Sleep was out of the question-it was open to, debate
whether she would ezcr sieel) again. Slie would go and sec
Edith. Yes, Editli and Charley liad gut home beibre lier-

sile would gO and sec Elith.
She opencd the door and wentin with a swish of silk and

pýitchouIi. 'l'lie candles were unlit. Miss Darrell, stili wear-
MIT li,--r bat and scarlet wrap, sat at the windov contemplat-
in,- the heavenly bodies.

All in the dark, Dithy, and thinkinry by the 1 swcet silver
liylit of the moon ?' 0 Edie ! isn't idt just the heavenliest
iliglit ?

Is that what you came in to sav, 'Miss Stuart ?
Don't bc impatient, there's a dear 1 wanted to tell

you how happy 1 ain, and what a deliciotis----te-11-ci-ous,"
said Trix, dragging out the sweet syllables, Il sail l've had.

0 Édie ! how l've enjoyed inyself 1 Did you
Il Iiiiiiiensely ! " Edith ansvered, with brief bitterness, and

sornet1iin- in lier tonc made Trixy-look at lier mure closely.
Wliy, Edith, 1 do believe yoti've been cryirig 1

Crying 1 Bobli ! 1 never cry. Fin stupid-l'in sleepy
-iny licad aches. Excuse niu, Trix, but l'in goin- tu bed."n ID
4'Wait just one moment. 0 Edith," with a gruat burst,
1 caiît keel) it ! l'Il (lie if 1 don't tell somebody. 0

E ' litli, Edith ! wish me joy, Sir Victor lias proposed
&'Trix ! "
Slie could just say that one word-then she sat dunib.

0 yes, Edith-out in the boat to-niglit. 0 Editli 1Z>
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l'ni sohappy-1 want to junip-I want to dancc-I féel
wild with delight 1 just think of it-think of it 1 TrixY he
Stuart will bc 'My Lady Catlieroii ! " - al

She turned of a de-ad white frorn brow to chin. She sat
spCcciii-ýss witli the sliock-lookiiirr at Trixy-unable to hc
speak or iiiove. 1 -4 se
1-le's iiiost awfully and a-cravatingly moclest," pursued M

Bcatrix. Couldn't say plunip, like a inab and brother, 19'
Trixy Stuart, ývi11 you marry nie ?' but beat about the bush, le

and tallr%-.cd of beincr refused, and féarinor a rival, and speak-
inry to nia and pa and Lady Helena when we got to, Enrrland. ul

But perhaps 'Lhat's the way the British aristocracy'make love. W
He asked nie if there was any previous engagement, and any
féar of a refLisal, and that rubbish. I don't sec," exclainied
Trixy, growing suddenly a-grieved, 'l why lie cp6ldn't speak al

out like a hero, and bc done with it ? He's had encourage- .01
ment enouyli goodness knows tc

Soinethinr ludicrous in the last words stnick Edith-she si
burst out laurhincr. But somehow the lauch sounded unnat- ai

ural, and hler lips felt stiff and strange.
II You're as hoarse as a raven and as pale as a ghost," said

Trix. Tliat's what comes of sittin- in dratiglits, i nd look-
ià,r at the inooiishinc. J4zii awftilly happy, Edith ; and when
l'ni Lady Catlieron, ),ou shall. comc and live with me always

-alwa -s, you dear old darling, just like a sister. And soille
day you'Il bc my sister in reality, and Charleys wife."

She flunry lier arn-is around Edith ncck and gave lier aýD >
rapturous hurf. Edith Darrell unclasped lier arms and pushed

lier away.
Il I'm. tired, Trix ; l'm, cola." She shivered from head to

foot. I want to go to bed."
But worýt you say something, Dithy ? WoWt you wish
rne joy ?-Y? 

1Il I-wish-you joy."
Her lips kept that stran e feeling of stiffness-her face had

lost every trace of color. Oh, to be alone and free from
Trix t,

t said Trix indicy-You say it as if you didn't mean ï
nantly, getting up and moving to the door. You look lialcf-
frozen, and as white as a sheet. I should advise you to shut t
the window and go to bed." t
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Shc was gone. Edith drew a lonrf breath-a long, tired,
heavy sigh. So ! that was over-and it was Trix, after
all.

Trix, after all How strangely it sounded-it stunned
lier. Trix, after all and she liad made sure it was to bc lier-
self. He li-id looked at lier, lie had spoken to lier, as lie had
never looked or spoken to Trix. His color liad risen like a

girl's at lier coming-she had fêlt his licart bound as she
leaned on his ariii. And it was Trix, after all 1

She laid lier arm upon the window-sill, and lier face down
upon it, feeling sick-sick-that 1 should have to write it !--
with ancrer and envy. She was Edith Darrell, the pooi rela-

tion, sti -and Tr«x was to be Lady Catheron.
Il A pretty heroine ! " cries some 11 gentle reader," looking

anryrily up a nasty, envious, selfish creature. Not the sort,
.ç)f a heroine wère used to." Ali I know that-none bet-

ter ; but then pure and perfect beinrys, who are ready to re-
sirmi tlicir lovers and litisbands to, niak-e other women happy,

arelto be fouiid in-books, and nowhere else. And think-
ing it over ai-id putting yourself in her place-honestly, now 1

you have been envious ydurself ?

CHAPTER I.

ALAS FOR TPUX!

ND ocfter to-nirrht we will all have a rest, tbank,
Heaven ! and iny pilgrimage'will come to, an end.

Â fortnlyht at Powyss Place before you go up to
London, niy dear.Mrs. Stuart-not a day less?'

Thus Lady Helena PoNfyss, eight days later, seated luxu-
riously in the first-class carnage, and flying alonçT by express
train between Dublin and Kin(yston. en roide for Cheshire,

They had Il done " the south of Ireland, finished the
Lakes, spent a pleasant half-week ' in Dublin, and now, in

tlie light of the May afternoon, were flying along to meet
the channel, boat.
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Captain Hammond was of the party still, and included in
the invitation to Powyss Place. 'He sat between Lady
Helena and Sir Victor now-Miss Stuart, in charming trav- -
elling costume, in the sunny seat next the window. On the
opposite seat, at the other extreme end, sat Edith Darrell,
ber eyes riveted upon the pages of a book.

Since that night in the boat Miss Stuart had quietly but
resolutely taken entire possession of Sir Victor. He was

hers-she had the right. If a gentleman is nwdest to a
fault, mayn't a lady overstep, by an inch or two, the line
that Mrs. Grundy draws, and meet him half way ? There is

an adage about helping a lame dog over a stile-that work
of mercy is what Trixy was doing now.

Before she left ber room on the ensuing morning follow-
ing that never-to-be-forgotten night, Edith had entered and

taken Trix in ber arms and kissed ber.
61 1 was stupid and out of sorts last night, Trixy," she had
said. 4« If 1 seeined churlish, I ask your pardon, dear, with

all my heart. 1 was surprised-1 don't mind owning that-
and perhaps a little, just a little, envious. But ali that is
over now, and I do wish you joy and happiness frorn the

bottom of my heart. You're the best and dearest girl in
the world, and deserve your fairy fortune."

And she had rneant iL Trix was one of the best and
dearest girls in the world, and if Sir Victor preferred ber to
herself, what right had she to grudge ber ber luck. Ap inst
the baronet himieif, she feit anger deep and strong still.

How dared he seek ber out as he had done, select her for
his confidante, and look love in fifty différent ways, when he

nieant to marry Trix ? What a fool.she might have made
of herself had she been a whit less proud than she was.
Since then she had avoided him in no marked manner,
perhaps, but she had avoided him. He should pour
more family confidences into ber ear, that she resolvz
He belonged to Trix-let Wm talk to Trix, then; she
wanted no other girl's lover. If he felt this avoidànce, he

showed no sign. Perhaps he thought Miss Stuart had
dropped some hint----ffirls, despite their promises, have been

known to do such thingsand. this change was becouling
inaïdenly reserve. Sir Victor liked maidenly reserve-none

of your Desdernonas, who méet their Othellos half way, for
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hirn. Trixys unremitting attentions were sisterly, of
course. He felt grateful accordingly, and strove to repay
her in kind. One other thing he observed, too, and with,
great complacency-the friendship between iNfiss Darrell
and her Cousin Charley had coine to, an end. That is to

say, they rather kept aloof froni each other-beyond the
most ordinary attention, Mr. Stuart seerned to have nothing

whatever to say tu, his cousin. This was as it should bc ;
certainly Beatrix must have dropped that very judicious hint.
He was glad he had spoken to her.

They reached Kingston in the early twilight, and ern-
barked. It was rough crossing, of course. Trix was seized,

with agonies of mal de mer once more. Edith waited upon
her assiduously. Mrs. Stuart and Lady Helena had a stew.

ardess apiece. Happily, if severe, it was short; before
midnight they were at Holyhead, and on the train once

more. Then off-flying through Waleswhirling by moun-
tains--illuminated glass stations-the broad sea to theit
left, asleep under the stars, the spray at tirnes alinost in
their faces. Past villages, ruins, castles, and cottages, and

at two in the morning thundering into the big station at
Chester.

Two carriages awaited thern at the Chester station. Into
one entered Mr. and Nfrs. Stuart, Sir Victor, and Beatrit;
into the other, Lady Helena, Edith, Charley, and Captain

Hanimond. They drove away through quiet, quaint Ches-
ter, Il rare old city*of Chester," with its wonderful walls, its

curious old streets-looking like set scenes in a theatre to,
Anierican eyes--z-glimpses of the peaceful Dee, glimpses of
Curson Park, with its stately villas; away for miles over 'a

country road, then Chesholm, at three in the morning,
silent an& asleep. Presently an endless stretch of ivied
wall appears in view, inclosing a primeval fbrest,ýit seems
to Edith ; and Lady Helena sits up and rubs her éyes, and

says it is Catheron Royals. The girl leans forward and
strains her eyes, but can make out.nothing in the darkness
save that long line of wall and waving trees. This is to, be
Trixy's home, she thinks-happy Trixy! Half an hour
more of rapid drivingý and they are at Powyss Place, and

their journey is at an end.
They emerge from the chill darkness of dawning day into
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.a blaze of light-into a vast and stately entrance-hall. A»
long file of servants are drawn. up to receive them. And
Il %Velcome to Powyss Place," Lady Heleïýays with kind
courtesy.,. Il I can only wish your visit may be as pleas=t

ou as you made mine in New York."
Without changing their dresses, they are ushered inté a

lofty and handsome dining-room. More brilliant lights,
more silent, ýresp tf 1 servants, a round table luxuriously

spread. TiLhrly-ýl'ilý'ecdown ; forge they are tired and sleepy ;
eat, drink, d are merry; and it is five, and quite day, be-
fore they re shown up to their rooms. Then, hasty dis-

robing, haýty lying down, and all are at peace in the land
of dreams.

Next day, somewhere about noon, Miss Stuart, clicking
along in her narrow-soled, preposterously high-heeled bOO4
over a polished oak-en corridor, as black as ebony, and sev-

eral degrees more slippery than ice, lost her footing, as
inight be imagined, and came down, with an unearthly
screech, on one ankle. Of course the ankle was sprained;
of couc;e every one flew to the rescue. Sir Victor was first
on the field, and in Sir Victorls arms Miss Stuart was lified,
and borne back to her room. Luckily it was near, or even
Sir Victoes chivalry and muscular development would not
have been equal to it, for Trix was a Il fine wornan." The

ankle was bathed and bandaged, the invalids breakfast
brought up-everything done for her comfort that it was

possible to do ; and in the midst of their fussing, baving
cried a great deal, Miss Stuart, ' sûddenly dropped off asleep.
Edith came out of the roorn looking pale and tired. -In

the slippery passage she encountered Sir Victor waiting.
Il I have waylaid you on* purposé, Miss Darrell," he said,

smiling, 1« lest you should meet wit4 mishap too. A car-
pet shall be placed here iînmediate1y.'ý,,' You look pale--are.
yon ill ?

There was a solicitude in his face, a tremulous, suppressed
tenderness in the commonplace question, a look in his eyes
that had no business in the eyes of another young ladyà
betrothed. But Edith felt, too fagged and spiritleu just at
present to, notice.

1 feel well enough nothing is ever the matt« wâh Me;

2eý
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but I am rather stupid. Stupidity," she said, with her old
laugh, Il is fast becoming my normal state.'f

61 You will corne with me for a walk, will you not ? " he

asked. "'The Park is very well worth seeing. To-inorrow,
Miss Stuares sprain perruitting, we will all visit Catheron

Royals. Do corne, Miss Darreg; it will do you a world of

good."
She hesitatedý moment, then went. What différence did

it inake Trix wouldn't be jeatous now. What différence
did atiything make, for that matter? She was dull and low-
spirited; she needed a walk in the fine fresh air. So they

went on that fateful walk, that walk that was to be like no
other in all Edith Darrell's life.

1t was a perfect May day, an English May day; the gmss,
gréen beyond all ordînary greenness, the fragrant hawthorn

hedges scenting the air, the thrush and the linnet singing in
the trees, cQwslips and daisies dotting the sward. A fresh,
cool brecze swept over the uplands, and brought a faint
trace of life and color into Edith's dark pale cheeks.
Il This is the Lirne Walk-the prettiest at Powyss Place,

to my mind." This was the young baronets first common-
place remark. W4 If you will asqend the eminence yonder,
Miss Darrell, I think I can point out Catheron Royals; that
isý if you think it worth the trouble."

It was all the sarne to Edith-the Lime Walk, the etni-
nence, or any other quarter of the park. She took Sir

Victorls arrn, as he seemed to expect it, and went with him
slowly up the ele1ation. Pale, weary, listles% she might be,
but how charmingly pretty she looked in the sparkling sun-
shine, the soft wind blowing back her loose brown hair,
kindling into deeper light her velvety-brown eyes, bringini
a sea-shell Pink into each creanly cheek. Beautiful beyond
all ordinary beauty of wornanhood, it seemed to Sir Victor
Catheron.

Il It is a wonderfully pretty place," she saïdL I should
think you Etie;sh people, whose ancestors, time out of

mind, ha-ie lived and died here, would grow to-love every
ivy-clad stone, every brave old tree. If I were not Aiex-
ander 1 woWd be Diogene* s-if 1 were not an American girl,
1 would be au Enetsh miss:'

Sbe Lughed and looked up at hira, -her spirits rising in



ALAS FOR TRIXI192

the sunshine and the free, fresh air. His eyes were fixed
upon her face-passionate admiration, passionate love,

written in thern far too plainly for any girl on earth not to
read. And yet-lie had proposed to, Trix.

11 You would ? " he eagerly exclaimed. Miss Darrell,
do I understand you to say you could live in England all
your life-give up.Ainerica and your friends, and pass your
life here ? "

She shrugged her shoulders.
Il It would be no great sacrifice. Apart from my father,

there isn't a soul in all wide Anierica I care a farthing for,
and your English homes are very charming."

The last barrier -broke down. He had not meant to,
speak-he had meant to be very prudent and formal-to

tell Lady Helena first, to refer the matter to, Mr. Stuart
next. Now all prudence and formality were swept away.

Her hands were in his-he was speaking W'lth his whole
heart in every word.

I'Then stay and share an English home-share mine
Edith, I love you-I havf loved you, 1 think, since I saw

you first. Will you be myl wife ? "
Alas for Trix!-that was Edith's first thought. To burst

ouf laughing-that was Edith's first impulse. Not in tri-
umph or exultation-just at this moment she felt neither-

but at the awful blunder Trix hadpiade; r Trix had
made a blunder, that was clear as day, e Sir Victor
Catheron had never said those words.

Il I meant to have spoken to, Lady Helena an Mr. Stuart
first," Sir Victor went on; Il but that is all o r now. I
cun't wait longer; 1 must take my sentence from pur lips.
1 love you ! What more can I say ? You are the first my
lips have ever said it to-the first my heart has ever felt it
for. Edith, tell me, may I hope ? "

She stood silent. They were on the summit of the MIL
Away, far ofý she could see the waving trees and tall châù-

neys of a ý4tely mansion-Catheron Royals, no doubt
It looked a very grand and noble place; it mig4t be, Jer,
home for lifé--she who, in one sense, was h6mèless. A
baronet stood beside her, offéring her rank and wealth--sbe,
penniless, pedigreeless Edith Darrell 1 AU the dreams of

life were being realized, and in this hour she felt çcither
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triumph nor elation. She stoodand listened, the sunlight on
her gravely beatitiful face, with vague wonder at herself for
her apathy.

Il Edith 1 lie cried out, II don't tell nie I am too late-
that soine one has been before nie and won your heart. I

couldn't bear i t ! You r cousin assured nie that when 1 spoke
the answer would'b.-- favorable. I spoke to her that night
in Killarney- 1 did not mention your naine, but she under-
stood me inimediately. I told her 1 meant to speak as
soon as we reaclied England. I asked her if she thotight

there was hope for me, and.she-"
The passionate eagerness, the passionate love and fear

within hini checked his words suddenly. He stopped fora
moment, and turned away.

Il 0 Trixy! Trixy! " was Edith's thought ; and ridicu-
lous and out of place as the ernotion was, her only desire
still was an almost uncontrollable desire to laugh outright.

What a horrible-what an unheard-of blunder the child had
made !

.She stood tracing figures on the grass with the point of
her parasol, feeling strangely apathetic still. If her life had
depended on it, she could hardly have accepted Sir Victor
then. By and by she might féel-half wild with exultation-
not now.

He waitcd for the answer that did not corne. Then he
turned frorn her, pale with despair.

III see how it is," he said, trying, not quite successfully,
to steady his voice 1 am too late. You love your cousin,

and are engaged to him. I féared it all along."
The brown starry eyes, lifted slowly from the grass and

looked at him.
Il My cousin? You mistake, Sir Victor; I am engaged

to no one. 1 "-she set her lips suddenly and looked away
at thé trees and the turrets of Catheron Royals, shining in
the brilliant sun-«I I love no one."

II No one, Edith! Not even me ?
II Not even you, Sir Victor. How could I ? W'hy should

1 ? I -never dreamed of this."

la "-M«er -bearned of thisl" Se repeated, in arnaze;
when you must have seen-must have kn-owà--j'
She interru ted him, a faint smile curling her lips.

9
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I thought it was Trixy," she said.
Miss Stuart 1 Then she has told you nothing of that

night at Killarney-1 really iý-iiayi-ied she had. Miss Stuart
bas been niy kind frien(l, rny one confidante and sympathizer.
No sister could be kinder in her encouragement and com-
fort than she."

610 poor Trix-a sister!" Edith thougbt, and in spite
of every effort, the laugli she strove so, hard to suppress

dimpled the corners of lier mouth. Wodt there be a
scene when you hear all this 1 "
«I For pity's sake, Edith, spçak to me 1 " the young inan

exclainied. Il I love you-niy life will be miserable with-
out you. If you are free, why may I not hope ? See 1 1

don't even ask you to love nie now. I will wait ; I will be
patient. My love is so, great that it will win yours in return.
0 darling 1 say you will be my wife."

Her hands were in his. The fervor, the passion withih
him alinost frightened her.

91 Sir Victor, I-1 hardly know what to say. I wonder
that you care for nie. 1 wonder you want to marry me.

I am not your equal; I have neither rank, nor wealth, nor
descent

Il You have the beauty and the grace of a goddess--the
goodness of an angel; I ai- nothing more. You are the
ruate of a prince; and I love yojý. Everything is said in
that."

Il Lady Helena will never -consent."
IlLady Helena wi.11 con'sent to anything that will make

me happy. The whole happiness or rnisery of my life lies
in your hands. DoWt say no, Edith--doWt, for HeaveWs
sake. I could not bear it-I cannut lose you; I wiU not 1
he cried, almost fiercely.
She smiled faintly again, and that lovely rose-pink blush
of hers deepened in her cheeks. It was very nice indeed to
be wooed in this fiery fashion.

"Fortes jortuna juvat," she said, laughing. 11 1 learried
enough Latin, you sce, to know that fortune assists the

brave. People who wodt have 'no' for an answer must
have i yes,' of course."

And it is Il yes l' Edith-j?
Be quiet, Sir Victor; it is not « yes 1 just yet, neitber is
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it 'no? You must let me think all this over ; my head is
giddy with your vehemence. Give me-let nie see-until

to-morrow. 1 caWt answer now."
But, Edith--il

That much is due to nie," she interposed, proudly
Ci remeniber, I have not expecwd this. You have surprised
me this morning more than 1 can say. 1 am proud and
gratefül for your preference and the honor you have done
me, but-I am honest with you-I don't love you."

Il But you love no one else. Tell me that arrain, Edith
She grew pale .5 0 fiom

. ýiddenly. Again she looked away
him over the surî1kýdôpes before her. .
Il I am a very selfish and heartless sort of girl, I ara

afraid," she answered. III don7t know tha it is in me to,
love any one as I ought-certainly not as y i loveý-now 

h 1 
to

you take me, you shall take me at : y true v ue. 1 am not
dan angel-ah, no ; the farthest in the d froin it--the

most selfish of the selfish. 1 like yo ery much ; it is not
hard to do that To be your wi would be my highest
honor, but still 1 must have time. Come to, me to-morrow,
Sir Victor, any time, and you shall have your answer. Dont
say one word more until then. Now let us go back.*'

He bowed and offéred his arin. She took it, and in pro-.
found silence they walked back. The one topic that filled

hini, heart and soul, strength and mind, was forbidden-it
was simply impossible for hiai to speak of any other. For
Edith, she walked calmly beside him-her mind a serene

They reached Powyss Place-they entered the drawing-
room. AU were there-Trixy lying on a sofa, pale and in-

teresting, Lady Helena beside her, Charley lounging in the
recess of a sunny window. AU eyesý- turned upon the new-

comers, Trixs with suspicious jealousy. If Sir Victor were
in love with herself, w-as not his fitting place by her side in
this trying hour, instead, of meandering about with Dithy ?
And what business had Dithy monopolizing another girPs
lover ? 1

ICI think I shall ride ever to Drexeý-Court between this
and dinnerI' Sir Victor *id. 1 proÏnised Hampton--j'

Lady Helena. laughed ýnd intempted :
CI And Lady Gwendollue is there-- I understand. Go by
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all means, Victor, and give Gwendoline my love. We shall
expect you back to dinner."

The Young man colored like a girl. He glanced uneasily
at Edith, but Miss Darrell had taken up a photograph book
of literary celebrities, and was immersed therein.

Would she understand lým, he wondered-would she
know it was because he could not endure the suspense at

home ? How should he drag through all the long, heavy
hours between this and to-morrow? And when to-rnorrow
came, if her answer were no 1 He set his teeth at the
thought-it could not be no-it shmiU not 1 She loved no
one else-she tnust learn to love him.

Captain Hatumond and Charleybetook themselves to the
bi.liard room. Trixy turned her suspicious eyes upon her
cousin.

Where were you and Sir Victor all clay, Edith ?
I and Sir Victor have not been any where all day,

Beatrix. During the last hour we have been walking in the
grounds.11

What were you talking about ?
Many things," Miss Darrell responded, promptly.

The beauty of the prosp'ect-the comfort of English ho *ei%
and the weather, of course. If 1 understood short-hand,
and had been aware of your anxiety on the subject, I tnight
have taken notes of our conversation for your benefit:'

Did you talk of me 1 " a,
I believe your naine was mentioned."

Dith 1 " in - a whisper, and raising herself on her elbow,
did Sir Victor say any thing about-about-you know

whaC
il He did not say one word about being in love with you,

or marrying you, if that is what you mean. Now please
stop catechising, and let rne lWk at the picturm"

Twiliglit fell-dinner hour came ; with it Sir Victor. He
looked pale, anxions, tifed. He answeréd all his aunts in-.!

quiriès about the Drexel family in the briefest possible man-*
ner. His over-foiid aunt looked at him. a littie uneasily

he was so unlike hünself, and presently drew him aside, after
dinnei, and spoke.

Il Victor what is the matter ?ý Are you ill ?



ALAS FOR TRIXI 197

cc Ill? No. My dear aunt," smiling, 1« doWt wear that
alarnied face-there is nothing the matter with nie!'

196 There is something the matter with you. You are pale,
yon are silent, you eat nothing. Victor, what is it ? "

Il 1 will tell you to-morrow," he answered. Il Spare me
until then. I ani anxious, 1 admit, but not even to you can

I tell why to-nighL You shall know all about it to-
morrowéCe

No glimmer of -the truth dawned upon her as she left him.
She wondered what it could be, but she would not press him

further.
For E(lith-slie %vas in that mood of serene recklessness

still. Of to-niorroiv she neither cared to think, nor tried to
think. The tide of her life was at its flood ; whither the

streani ini"Iit bear her after this nir,Yht, just now, she neither
knew nor cared. For the present she was free, to-morrow

she mirrlit bc a bondwonian. Her fetters would be of gold
and roses; none the less though would they be fetters.

She played chess with Sir Victor-his hand trembled-
bers was steady. Captain Hammond asked lier for a Scotch

song. She went to the piano and sang, never more clearly
and sweetly in her life. . fe

io il Sing 1 Cliarley he's my darling,' " suggested Trix, malic-
usly; Il its one of your favorites, I know-"
Charley was reposing on a sofa near-the wax lights
streaniing over his handsome, 1)lacid face.

Il Yes, sing it, Dithy," he said its ages since you sang
it for nie now."

Il And 1 inay never sing it for you again," she answered,
with a careless laugh one so, soon grows tired of these old
songs."

She sang it, lier eyes alight, her cheeks flushing, thrilling
spirit and life in the merry words. Sir Victor stood beside
lier, drinking in until he was intoxicated by the spell of her
subtle witchery, a

411 And Charley hes my darliag-
My darling, my dairling 111

EditWs contralto tones rang out. She had never looked
so really beautiful, perhaps, before ïn her life-suppressed
excitement lent her such sparkle and color. She finished
her song and arose. And presently the evening wu over,
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and it was half-past cleven, and one by one they were taking
their candles, and stragaling off to bed.

Edith Darrell did notogo to bed. She put the lights away
on the toilet-table in the dressing-room, wrapped something
around her and sat down by the window to think it out.

Should she - inairy Sir Victor Catheron, or should she
not ?

She cared nothing for hini-nothing whatever-very likely
she never would. She loved Charley Stuart with a1ý the

power of her heart, and jtist at présent it seemed toter she
always must. That was how the problein stood.

If she married Sir Victor, rank and weaith beyond all her
dreains would be hers, a life of luxury, all the joys and de-
lights great wealth can bring. She liked pleasure; luxury,

beauty, rank. For love-well, Sir Victor loved her, and for
a woman it is always better, safer, to bc Ilved than to
love.

That was one phase ohhe case. Here was thé other:
She migafit go to Charley and say. IlLook here-I care
for you so, much, that life without you, isn't worth the liv-
ing. I will marry you, Charley, whenever you like." He
would make her his wifé. Alone in darkness, her heart
thrilled as she thought of it-and the intensest joy of life
would bc hers for a while. For a while. They would bc

poor-his father would cast hini off-he must, for the first
ti mie in his life, begin to work-the old story of pinching and

poverty, of darning and mending, would commence over
again for lier, poor food, poor clothes, all the untold ugliness
and nùsery of penury. Love is a very good and pleasant
thing, but not when bought at the price of all the glory and
pleasure of the world.

She turned froni, the life she pictured with a shudder of
abho-rÏence. And Charley was not of the stuff the toilm»f
the earth are made. She would never spoil his lifé for-Tim
as well as her own-not if her he-*t broke in giving him up.
But it would not break-who breaks her heart in these days ?

She would say Il Yes " to-morrow vo Sir Victor Catheron.
Then for a moment the thread of thought broke, and she

sat looking blankly put at the soft spring night.
On the day she p1edgéd-ýkerself to Sir Victer she mat

say good-by forever to ChMèXz--so it bc&= again. One
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bouse must not contain them, both ; ber word, her plight:
must be kept brierlit and untarnished-Charley must go.

She tried to think wliat lier life would be like wilhout hiru.
It seemed to ber, she could think of no tinie, in which he had

not belonged to lier; all the years before that night in the
snow were blank and void. And now, for all tinie, she

must give him up.
She rose, feeling cold and craniped-she undressed with

stifféned fingers, and went - to bed. She would think no
more, lier head ached- she would sleep andýfç>rget.

She did sleep, deeply, dreamlessly. The sqnlight was
pouring into lier room, flooding it with goldeli radiance,

when she awoke.
She sprang up; her heart gave one bouncl of recollection

and rapture. Sir Victor Catheron liad asked ber to be his
wifé.

Doubt was at an end-hesitation was at an en&

Colors seen by candlelight
Do not look the same by day.11

Last night a hair might have turned the scale and made
ber say Il No," reckless of consequences-to-day a thousand

Charleys would not have influenced ber. She would be
Lady Catheron.ý 1 She sang as she dressed. Not the May sunshine itself

was brighter than ber face. She left lier room, she walked
down the corridor, down the stairs, and out upon the emer-

ald green' lawn.
A well-known figure, in a gray suit, stood a few yeds ofý

pacing restlessly about and smoking. He flung a:%eay hîs
cigar and hurried upto ýer. One glance at ber smilîn-g'ý,1àce'

was enough, his own flusheil deep with rapture.
Il I have come for niy answer," he cried. 0 Edith,
my darling, don't let it be & No.'"

She laughed aloud at his veheraence-it was the sort of
wooiner she liked.

I should likc. to please you, Sir Victor-what, then, shall
it be

"Yes! a thousand times, yes 1 Edith, my love---my
love-yes 1 Il e

She was smiling still-she looked him frankly in the eyes
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as no woman on earth, in such an hour, e-'er looked at the
man she loved. She laid in his one slim, brown, ringless
hand.

111 Since you wish it so much, Sir Victor, let it be as you
please. Yes!

CHAPTER X

HOW TRIX TOOK IT.

T was half-past twelve, by all the clocks and watches
of Powyss Place. Miss Stuart sat alone, in the
pleasant boudoir or sitting-room, assigned. her, her
foot on an ottoman, a novel in her hand, a frown

on her brow, and most beautifully dressed. In solitary state,
at half-past ten, she had breakfasted, waited upon by the

trimmest of English handmaidens in smiles and lace cap.
The breakfast had been removed for over an hour, and still
Miss Stuart sat alone.

Her mamma had called to see her, so had Lady Helena,
but they did not count. She'wanted somebody else, and
that somebody did not come. Her noiel. was interesting
and new, but she could not read; her troubles were too
rnany and great

First, there was her ankle that pained her, -and Trixy did
not like pain. Secondly, it was quite impossible she could
veuture to stand upon it for the next three days, and who
was to watch Sir Victor during those three days ? Thirdly,

next week Lady Helena gave a large party, and at th ait party
it was morally and physically impossible she could play any

other part than that of wall-flower; she who was one of the
best waltzers, and loved waltzing better than any other girl

in New York. Is it any wonder, then, that an absorbing
novel failed to absorb her ?

The door opened and Edith came in. At all times and
in all array, Miss Darrell must of necessity look handsome4
This morning in crisp muslin and rose-colored ribbons, a
flush on her cheeks and a sparkle in her eyes, Miss Darrell
was something more than handsome--shé was beautifuL
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Something, that was more the memory of a smile, than a smile
itself, lingered on her lips-she was so brightly pretty, so
fresh, so fair, that it was a pleasurconly to look at her.

Il Good morning, Trixy," she said. « 1 How is our poor
dear ankle ? It doesn't hurt much, I hope ? "

She came up bchind Miss Stuart's chair, put her arms
around her neck,' stooped down and kissed her forehead.
The frown on. Trixy's face deepened-it was the last straw
that broke the camel's back, to sec Edith Darrell looking so
brightly handsome, privileged to go where she pleased, while

she was chained to this horrid chair.
Il It does hurt," Trixy responded crossly. I wish I had

never had an ankle, sooner than go spraining it this way.
The idea of horrid floors, like black looking-glasses, and slip-
perier than a skating-rink. Edith, how long is it since you
got -U P ? ',

Il Now for it thought Edith, and the smile she strove to
repress, dimpled her sunny face. Luckily, standing behind
Trix7s chair, Trix did not sec it.

IlHowlong? Ohsincenineo'clock. YouknowI'ninot
a very carly riser."

« 1 Did you go straight down to breakfast?
Il The breakfast hour was ten. It doesn!t take me all

that time to dress.y'
Where did you go then ?
I walked in the grounds."

"Edith!" with sudden sharpness, «Idid you see Sir
Victor? 1'

Yes, I saw Sir Victor."
Where ? In the grounds too ?

In the grounds too-smoking a cigar."
Edi th 1 " the sharpness changing to suspicion and alann.
You were with Sir Victor! "

Il I was with Sir Victor. That is to say, Sir Victor was
with me."

Il Bother What did you talk about? Did he ask after
ine ? "

Il Ye-e-es," Edith answered doubtfully-the fact being Sir
Victor had utterly jorgotten Miss Stuart!s existence in the
dizzy rapture of his acceptance-11 he asked fur you, of
Course."
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Il Was that ali ? Hés a pretty attentive host, I don't
thiak cried Trix , with bitterness, Il having a young lady

-1a-i(f up by the le-the ankle in his house, aud never so much
as callinry to see if she is dead or alive! "

Il My dearest Trix," said Edith, struggling with a laugh,
gentlemen don't call upon Young ladies in their chanibers

at break of day, even thougyh they have a sprained ankle.
It isn't de rigeur."'

Il De rigger be blowed 1 It isnt my chamber ; it's my
private parlor ; aud aristocratic as we have got lately, I don't

think lialf-past twelve is the break of day. Edithiil)or),ý,our
word, didhe say anything about-about-you know whà-ý t-Ki

Marrying you? No, Trixy, not a word."
She put lier arms closer around poor Trixys neck-, and

hid lier face in Trixy's chestout hair.
41 Trix, pet, dont you think there niay have been a

little-just a little, misunderstanding that niglit at Kil-
larney

Mistinderstandiny t I don"t understand yoit, Edith," Miss
C Stuart exclaimed, in increasing alarin. For goodness' sake

come round where I car. see you, and don't stand there like
a sort of 1 Get thec behind nie, Satan! I like to look peo-
ple in the face when 1 talk to them."

Il In one moment, dear ; please. don't be cross. 1 have
something that îs not pleasant to say that you won't like. I
ain afraid to, tell you. Trix, there was a misundeistanding
that nioht."

1 don't see how; I don't believe there was. Edith Dar-
reil, what do you mean ? He asked me to marry bini-at

least lie told me lie was in love with me in a stupid, round-
about way, and asked me if he-micrht hope, and if there was
any danger of a refusal, or a rival, when lie spoke out, and

that balderdash. He said he meant to, speak to pa and ma,
as plain as print. Now how could there be a inisunderstandý
ing in all that ? "

It was, as yon say, awfully stupid of hirn, but these En,;-
lishmen have such différent ways froin what we are accus-
tomed to. There was a misunderstanzling, I repeat. He
means to speak to your father and mother to-day, but-not

about you!'
Edith 1 Trix half sprung up, pale as death and with
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flashing eyes. What do you mean Speak out, I tell
you ! "

Il 0 Trix." She twined her arms -till closer around her
neck, and laid her cheek coaxingly alongside of Miss Stu-
art's. There has been a horrid mistake. AU the time in

that boat on Killarney lake he was talking of-me 1 "
Il Of-you The two words drop froin Trixy 's ashen

lips.
Il Of nie, dear, and he thinks at this moment that you un-

derstood hini so. Trixy-dont be angry with rne-how
could I help it-he proposed to me yesterday afternoon."

" Proposed to you yesterday afternoon 1 " Trix repeats
the words like one who has been stunned by a blow, in a

dazed sort of tone. Il And you-refused him, Edith ? Il
Il Accepted hini, Trixy. 1 said yes to Sir Victor Catheron

this morning in the grounds."
Then there was a pause. The tickincy of the little Swiss

clock, the joyous warble of the thrushes, the soft rustle of
the trees sounding preternattirally loud. Beatrix Stuart sat
white to the lips, with anger, mortification, ainaze, disap-

pointinent. Then she covered lier face with her hands, and
burst into a vehernent flood of tears.

" Trix! dear Trix 1 Il Edith exclaimed, shocked qçd
pained ; Il good Heaven, don't cry Trix, dearest, 1 never

k-new you were in love with hiiii."
Il In love with hini ! " cried Trix, looking up, her eyes

flashing through her tears, Il the odious little wishy-washy,
drawling coxcomb! No, Dii not in love with hini-not

likely-but what biufînesýs had he to go talking li-e that, and
lieniiiiing and hawing, and hinting, and-oh ! Il cried Trix,
with a sort of vicious screech, Il I should like to tear his eyes

out! Il
4'l daie say you would-the desire is-both natural and

proper," answered Edith, sniothering a second desire to
laucrh but, under the circumstances, not admissible. It

was a stupid proceeding, no doubt, his speaking to yoti at
all, but you see the poor fellow thinks you, understood him,

and meant it for the best." 1

" Thought I understood him! " retorted Miss Stuart, with
a vengerui glare. Il Oh, shauldn't 1 like to rnake him under-
stand me 1 The way lie went on that night, kissing my

LITOW FR IX T 0 0 K 1 T.
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hand, and calling me Beatrix, and talking of speaking to
pa, and meaning you all the tinie, is enouryh nough to
drive a person stark, staring mad. All Englishmen are

fools-ihere exclairned Miss Stuart-, sparks of fire drying
-up lier tears, and Sir Victor Catheron's the biggest fool of
the lot 1 'l

What, Trix ! for wanting to marry me?"
Yes, for wanting to marry you. You, who don't care a

bad cent for hini 1 "
Il How many bad cents did -you care, Miss Stuart, when

you were so, willing to be his wife ? "
té Moire than you, Miss Darrell, for at least I was not in

love %vith any one else.*'
And who may Miss Darrell be in love with, pray ?

Wîth Charleyi" answered Trix, lier face still afire.
Deny it if you dare 1 In -love with Chàrley, and he with

you.
She was looking up at her rival, lier angry gray eyes so

like Charleys as she spoke, in everything but expression,
that for an instant Edith was disconcerted. Slie could not

meet them. For once in her life her own eyes fell.
Il Are we going to quarrel, Trix ? Is it worth while, for

a tuan you have decided we neither'of us care for-we who
have been like sisters so long

Il Like sisters 1 " Trix repeated bitterly. Edith, I\ won.
der if you are not scheming and deceitful 1

ci Beatrix 1 ty 
M

ci Oh, you needn't 1 Beatrix' me 1 1 mean iC I believe
there has been double dealing in this. He paid attention
to me before you ever came to New York. I believe if I

hadn7t been sea-sick he would have proposed to me on the
ship. But I was sea-sick,-ies always my luck to be every-
thing thaes miserable,-and you were with hitn night and
day."

Night and day Good gracious, Trixy, this is awful
You know what I inean," purstied Trix loftily. Il Yoti

got him. in love with you. Then, all the way to Killarney
you flirted with Charley-poor Charley-and made him.
jealous, gnd jealousy finished him. You're a very clever
girl, Edith, and I wish you a great deal ofjoy."

Il Thank you ; you say it as if you did. I dodt take the
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trouble to deny your charges; theyre not worth it-they are

false, _?M you know them to, be so. 1 never sought out Sir

Victor Catheron, either in New York, on board ship, or
elsewhere. lf he had been a prince, instead of a baronet, 1

would not have done it. I have borne a great deal, but

even you may go too far, Trixy. Sir Victor has done me
the honor of falling in love with me-for he does love me,
and he has askedýme to be his wifé. I have accepted him,
of course ; it was quite impossible I could do otherwise.

lf, at Killarney, he was stupid, and you made a blunder, aru

I to be held accountable ? He does not dream for a mo.

ment of the misunderstanding between you. He thinks'he
made his meaning as clear as day. And now I will leave
you ; if I stay longer we may quarrel, and 1-1 dont want
to quarrel with you, Trixy."

Hervoice broke suddenly. She turned.to the door, and.
-all the smallness of her own conduct dawned upon Trix.
Her generous heart-it waç generous in spite of all this
smote her with remorse.

il Oh, com e back, Edith 1 " she said dont go. I
woWt quarrel with you. Frn a wretch. It"s dreadfully
inean and contemptible of me, to, make such a howling about
a man that does not care a straw for me. When 1 told you,
you wished me joy. just come back and give me time to
catch my breath, and l'Il wish you joy too. But it's so, sud-
den, so, unexpected. 0 Dithy, 1 thought you liked Char-
ley all this while 1 "

How like Charley's the handsorne dark gray eyes were 1
Edith Darrell could not meet' thern ; she ttirned and looked

out of the window.
Il 1 like him, certainly ; I would be very ungrateful if I did

not. He is like a brother to me."
Il A brother 1 Oli, bother," retorted Trix, with immeas,-

urable scorn and dignity. 11, Edith, honor bright Haven't
yoti and Charley been in love with each other these two
years ?

Edith laughed.
6IA very leading question, and'a very absurd one. I

don't think it is in either your brother or me to be very
deeply in love. He would ifind it féverish and fatiguing-
you know how he objects to fatigue and I-well, if love be

- - - - M
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anything like what one reads of in books, an all-absorbing,,
all consuming passion that won't let people eat or sleep, I

have never felt it, and 1 don't want to. 1 think that sort of
love went out of fashion with Anianda Fitzallen. You're a
sentimental goose, Miss Stuart, and have taken Byron and
Miss Landon in too large doses."

"But you like hiiii," persisted his sister, Il don't you,
Dithy ? Il

, 1 Like hirri-like him 1 Her whole face lit up for a
second with a light that made it lovely. Il-Well, yes, Trix,
1 dont iiiind owniiiçy that mtich-1 do like Charley-like
Iiini so well that 1 wont marq and ruin hini. For it means

just that, Trixy-ruin. The day we become anything more
than friends and cousins your father would disinherit hini,
and your father isnt the heavy father of the comedy, to

racse tlirotiyli four acts, and come round in the fifth, with hisC ZD
fortune and blessing. Charley and 1 have conimon-sense,
and we have shaken hands and aareed to bc good friends and
cousins, nothing inore."

Il Wliat an admirable thing is common-sense Does Sir
Victor k-now about the hand-shaking and the cousinly agree-
ment ? "

Il Don't be sarcastic, Beatrix ; it isn't your forft 1 1 have
nothing to confess to Sir Victor when 1 ani niarried to Iiiiii ;

neither your brother nor any othér man will hold the place
in my heart (such as it is) that lie will. Bc" very sure of
that.'p

Ah ! such as it is," puts in Trix cynically ; 1-laiid-wheu
is it to be.l Dithy-the wedding ? "

Il My dear Trix, I only said yes this morning. Gentlemen
don't propose and fix the wedding-day all in a breath. lt
will be ares froin now, no doubt. C) Of course Lady Helena-
will cbject."-

You don't mind that ?
Not a whit. A grand-aunt is-a grand-aunt, nothing

more. She is his only livinp, relative, lie is of age, able to

' speak and act for liîiiiself. 'l'lie truc love of any good man
lionors the woman who receives it. In that way Sir Victor
Catheron honors me, and in no other. 1 have neither wealth

nor lineage ; in alf other thinrys, as God made us, I ani his
equal
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She moved to the door, her dark eyes shining, her head
erect, looking in lier beauty and lier pride a ii-iate for a king.

There is to be a drivill«-I)arty to Eastlake Abbe . after
luncheon," she said; Il Vou arc to bc carried down to the

barouche and ride with'your father and inother, and Lady
Helena-Charley and Captain Hammond for your cava-

liers."
And you ?
Sir Victor drives nie."
Alone, of course? " Trixy says, with a last little bitter

sneer.
Il Alone, of course," Edith answers coldly. Then she

opens the door and disappears.

CHAPTER XI.

HOW LADY HELENA TOOK rr.

UT the driving-party did not come off. TËe ruins
of Eastlake Abbey were unvisited that dav, at

ci Icast. For while Edith and Trixy's soniewhai un-
pleasant interview was tzaking place in one part of

the house, an equally unpleasant, and much more mysteri-
ous, interview was tak.ng place in another, and-on the sanie
subject.

1,ady Helena had lert the guests for awhîle and gone to
lier own roorns. The morning post had coine in, brincving
lier several letters. One in particular she seized, and read
with more eagerness than the- others, dated London, begin-
nin,; Il My Dear Atint," and signed 41 IlleZ." Wjjile She sat
absorbed over it, in deep and painful thought evidently,
there carne a tap at the door; then it opened, and lier

nephew carne in.
She crumpled her letter hurriedly in lier hand, and put it

out of siyht. She looked up with a smile of welconie ; lie
was the apple of lier eye," the darling of lier lifé, ýhe
lknjamin of lier ciiildiess old age-the fair-haired, pleasant-

faced Young baronet. 0 ý
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"DoIintrude?"beasked. IllAreyoubusy? Areyour
letters very important this morning? If so--!'

«INot important at all. Come in, Victor. 1 have been
wishing to speak to you of the invitations for next week's

ball. Is it concerning the driving-party this afternoon you
want to speak ? "
111 No, my dear aunt; something very much pleasanter

than all the driving-parties in the world; something rnuch
more important to me."

She looked at him more closely. His face was flushed,,
his eyes bright, a happy smile was on his lips. He had the

look of a man to, whom sorne great good fortune had sud-

denly come.
Il Agreeably important, then, I am sure, judging by your

looks. What a radiant face the lad has ! 'l
Il I have reason to, look radiant. Congratulate me, Aunt

Helena; 1 am the happiest man the wide earth holds."
My dear Victor 1 "
Cannot you guess ? " he said, still smiling; Il I always
thought female relatives were particularly sharp-sighted in

these matters. Must I really tell you ? Have you no sus-
picions of my errand here ?

Il I have not, indeed; " but she sat erect, and her fresh-
colored, handsorne old face grew pale. 61 Victor, what is it ?
Pray speak out."

16 Very well. Congratulate me once more ; I am going to,
be married."

He stopped short, for with a low cry that was like a cry
of féar, Lady Helena rose up. If he had said 61 1 am going
to, be hanged," the consternation of her face could not have
been greater. She put out her hand as though to ward off a
blow.

Il No, no! 'I she said, in that frightened voice not mar-
ried. For God's sake, Victor, don't say that!

Il Lady Helena!"
He sat looking at her, utterly confounded.
Il It can't be true," she panted. 41 You don't mean that.

Yon don't want to be married. You are too young-you
are. I tell you I won't hear of it 1 What do boys like you
want of wives 1-only three-and-twenty 1

He laughed good-humoredly.
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My dear aunt, boys of three-ýand-twenty are tol iC
well-grown; it isnt a bad age to marry. Why, according
to Debrett, niy father was only three-and-twenty when lie
brourht hoine a wife and son to, Catheron Royals."

She sat down suddenly, lier head against the back of a
chair, her face quite white.

&4 Aunt Helena," the young man said anxiously, approach-
incr lier Ill have startled you ; 1 have been too sudden with

this. You look quite faint; what shall I get you
He seized a carafe of wateý, but she waved it away.
Il Wait," she said, with trembling lips; Il wait Give me

time-let me think. It was sudden ; I will be better in a
ii)ot-nent."

He sat down feeling uncornmonly uncomfortable. He
was a practical sort of young man, with a mads strong dis-
like of scencs of all kinds, and this interview didn't begin as
promisingly as he had hoped.

She remained pale and sitent for upward of five very long
minutes; only once her lips whispered, as if unconsciously
"I The tirne bas corne-the time has corne." 1

It was Sir Victor hiniself who, broke the embý4ssing
pause.

l"I Aunt Heleria," he said pettishly, for he was not accus-
toined to have bis sovereign will disputed, 61 1 don't under-
stand this, and you will pardon me if 1 say I don't like it. It
must have entered your mind that sooner or later I would

fall in love and marry a wife, like other men. 1%at time
has corne, as you say yourself. There is nothing I can see
to be shocked at."

Il But not so soon," she answered brokenly. 0 Victor,
Dot so soon."

Il I don't consider twenty-three years too soon. 1 am old-
fashioned, very likely, but I do believe in the almost obsolete
doctrine of early marriage. 1 love her with all my heart.»

His -indling eyes and softened voiS betrayed it. 41 Thank
Heaven she bas accepted me. Without her my life would

Dot be wortli the having."
II Who is she ? " she asked, without looking up. Lady

Gwendoline, of course.,"

Il Lady Gwendoline ? " He smiled and lified bis eye-
brows.
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Cc No, my dear aunt ; a very différent: person from Lady
Gwendoline. Miss Darrell."
She sat erect and ' gazed at him-stunned.
Il Miss Darrell ! Edith 15arrell-the Auaerican girl, the

-Victor, if this is a jest-"
Il Lady Helena, am 1 likclày to jest on such a subject

It is the truth. This morninc; Miss Darrell-Edith-has
made me the happiest man in En land by proinisincy to be

my wifé. Surely, aunt, you must have suspected-must have
seen that I loved her.'y

Il I have seen nothing," she answered blan-ly, looking
straight before her-Il nothing. 1 am only an old wotnan
-I am growing blind and stupid, I suppose. I have seen
nothing."

There was a pause. At no time was Sir Victor Catheron
a fluent or ready speak-er-just at present, perhaps, it was

natural he should be rather at a loss for words. And her
ladyship% manner was the reverse of reassuring.

11 1 have loved her from the first," he said, breaking once more.
the silence-', fron-i the very first night of the party, without

knowing it. In all the world, she is the only one I can ever
marry. With her my life will be supreinely happy, superbly

blessed; without her-bui no! 1 do not choose to think
ivhat my life would be like without her. You, who have
been as a mother to nie all my life, wili not mar my perfect
happiness on this day of days by- saying you object."

But I do object 1 " Lady Helenna'ý ýxclaimed, with sud-
dén energy and anger. More-I absolutely refuse. 1 say

again, you. are too young to want to marry at all. Why, even
your favorite Shakespeare says : 1 A young man niarried, is
a man thaes marred.' When you are thirty it will be quite
time enough to talk of this. Go abroad airain-see the world
-go to- the East, as you have often talked of doing-to'
Africa-anywhere! No man knows himself or his own
heart at the ridiculous age of twenty-thrce 1 "

Sir Victor Catheron stililed, a very quiet and terribly ob-
stinate smile.

My extreme youth, then, is vour only objection
No, it is not-I have a hunàred objections-it-,is objec-

tionable frow every point. I object to her most deýcIidedly
and absolutely. You sliall not marry this American girl



without family or station, and of whom yon know absolutely
nothing-with whoni vou have not been acquainted four
weeks. Oh, it is absurd-it is ridiculous-it is the most

preposterous folly I ever heard of in my lifé."
His smile left his fâce-a frown came instead. His lips

set, he looked at lier with a face of invincible determination.
Il Is this all ? " lie demanded. - Il 1 will answer your ob-

jections when I have thoroughly heard them. I am niy own
master-but-that much. is due to yoti."
Ill tell you she is beneath you-beneath. you Lady

Helena said veheinently. Il The Catlierons have always
inarried well-into ducal fatnilies. Your grandinother-my
sister-was, as I ani, the d-ughter of a marquis.
tg And m niother was the dau-hter of a soal-)-boiler," he'y 0

said with bitterness. Don't let ils forcet iliat."
IlWhy do you speak to nie of lier? 1 can't bear iL

You know 1 cannot. Yoil do well to taunt nie with the ple-
beian blood in your veins-you, of all men alive. Oli ! why

did you ever see this designing girl? Why did she ever
come between us?"

She was working herself iip to a pitch of passionate excite-
ment, quite incomprehensible to her nephew, and as displeas-
ing as it was incomprehensible.

When you call her designing., Lady Helena," be said, in
slow, angry tonesiccyou go a little too far. In no way
has Miss Darrell tr ed to win iiie---2tis the one drawback to,

my perfect happiness now that she does not love nie as I
love her. She has told me so frankly and bravely. But it

will come. I féel that such love as mine niust win a return.
For the rest, I deny that she is beneath nie in all things,
beauty, intellect, goodness-she is iiiy superior. She is the
datighter of a scholar and a gentleman ; lier affection would
lionor the best nian on earth. 1 deny that 1 am too young
-I deny that she is my inférior-1 deny even your right,
Lady Helena, to sp--a'- disparagingly of lier. And, in con-
cllisioti, 1 sav, tliat it is iny unalterable determination to

niarry Edith barrell at the carliest possible hour that I can
1)revail upon lier to fix ourwedding-day."

Slie looked at him; the unalterable determination he,
spoke of was printed in every Une of his set face.

",I micht have known it," she said, with suppressed bitter-
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ness; Il he is his father's son. The sanie obstinacyý--thî
sanie refusal to listen to all warning. Sooner or later 1 knew

it must come, but not so soon as this."
The tears coursed slowly over lier cheeks, and moved him.

as nothing she ever could have said would have done.
11, For HeaveWs sake, aunt, don!t cry," lie said hurriedly.

You distress me-you make me féel like a brute, and 1-
really now, 1 don't think you ought to blame me in this way.
Miss Darrell is not a Lady Gwendoline, certainly-she has
neither rank nor wealth, but in my sight their absence is no
objection whatever. And I love her ; everything is said in
that."

1- Yon love lier," she repeated mournfully. 0 my
poor boy, my poor boy 1 "

Il I don't think I deserve pity," Sir Victor said, smiling
again. Il 1 don't féel as though I did. And now tell me the
real reason of all this."

The real reason ? sp
Certainly ; you don7t suppose I do not see it is some-

thing besides those you have giveln. There is something
èIse under all this. Now let us hear it, and have done with iL"'

He took both her hands in his and looked at her-a reso-
lute smile on his fair blonde face.
6 1 Troubles are like certain wild animals," he said look
them straight in the eye and they turn and take to flight.

ýVhy should 1 not man-y at twenty-three? If rîwere inarry-
ing any one else-Lady Gwendoline for instancë>-:;ýwould my

extreme juvenifity still be an obstacle ?
You had much better not marry at all."
What 1 live a crusty old bachelor 1 Now, now, my good

aunt, this is a little too much, and not at all what 1 expected
from. a lady of your excellent common-sense."

4,1 There is nothing to make a jest of, Victor. Îf;isàtlrei
you should not marry-better the nanie of Catheron shoul&

die out and be blotted from. the face of the earth."
Lady Helena 1
1 know what I am sayinry, Victor. Yu would say it too,

perhaps, if you knew all.11
,14 You will tell nie all. Oh yes, you will. You have said

too much or too little, now. 1 niust hear & àR,' then I shall;
judge for rayseIL I inay be in love-still 1 am amenable to'
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reason. If you can show me any just cause or impediment
to my marriage-if you can convince me it will be wrong in
the sight of Heaven or tuan, then, dearly as I love lier, 1 will
give lier up. Btit yotir proof must be strong indeed."

She looked at hini doubglully-wistfully.
Il Would you do this, Victor? Would you have strength

to give up the girl you love ? My boy, my son, 1 don't want
to be liard on you. 1 want to sce you happy, Heaven
knows, aiid yet---?'

I will be happy--only tell me the truth and let nie judge
for tnyself."

He was smiling-lie was incredulous. Lady Helenâ%
mouritain, seen by his eyes, no doubt, would turn out the

veriest molehill.
I dont know what to do," she answered, in agitated
tones. I promised lier to tell you if this day ever canie,

and now it is here and 1-oh she cried out passionately,
1 can'tlell you!
He grew pale himself, with fear of lie knew not what.

You can, you will-you must 1 " lie said resolutely.
I ain nota child to be friýijnened of a begy. What terrible

secret is therihidden behinâ all'this?"
"l'erribleýýsecret-yes, that is it. Terrible secret-you

have said it l'a'
Do you, by_,.ýhy chance, refer to my mothees death ?

I s: thlt- you "I.,tîew ýa11-,»ese vears lier niurderer and have
kept it secret ?

There was no repty, Shttwered her face with her
hands and turned away.

"' Aru 1 riglit ? " lie persistèÈ*- -
She rose to -lier féte, goaded, it'seenied, by his persistent

questioning into a sort 'of frenzy.
IIJet nie a1oýfiF_Victor Catheron,'-khe Cièd. 1 have

kept iny secret for twenty-tbree years xiQ yoù think you
will wring it from me all in a moment ndv ? * Shat right
have you to, question tue to say 1 shall tell, 0 s all not ?

-if you knew all you would know you have 'no richts what-
right Uw ask any woman -to share. your life

no rig;lit, 'if it conies to that, even to, the title you bear 1
He rose up too-white to the lip'. Was Lady Helena
going mad Had the announcement of his marriage turned
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ber brain In that pause, before efflier could speak again,
knock that had been twice (Tiven unheard, was repeated a

third time. lt broualit both back instantly froai the tragic,
to the decoruni of every-day lifé. Lad Helena sat down
Sir Victor opened the door. It was a servant with a note
on a«salver. %

Il Well, sir," the baronct deniandcd. ùruptly. What do
you want ? "

Il If s lier ladyship, Sir Victor. A lady to sec your lady-
ship on very important business." -%

Il I cari see no one this iiiorning," Lady Helena responded
tell lier so."

My lady, excuse me ; t' is lady said vour ladyship would
bc sure to se%-- lier, if your ladyshil) wouid look at this note.
It's the lady in i-nourning., my lady, who lias been liere to sec

your ladyshil) before. Which this is the note, iny lady."
Lady Helena7s face lit up eagerly nov. She tore open

the note at once.
You mav zo, Nixon," she said. Show the lady up

in-imediately.)y
She ran over the few brief lines the note cened, with

a look of unutterable relief. Like the letter, it was signed
Iriez."

Victor," she said, turning to lier nephew and holding
out ber hand, Il forgive me, if in iiiy excitenient and haste I
?lave said what I should not. Give me a little tinie, and
everything will bc explained. The cornibg of In-this lady

-is the most opportune thing in the world. You shall bc
told all sooh."

Il 1 am to understand then," Sir Victor said coldly, 11-that
this stranger, this iiiysterious lady, is in your confidence ;
that she is to bc reccived into inine-that she is to bc con-
sulted before yqu can tell me this secret whicli involves the
happiness of my life ? "

Il Precisely 1 You look angry and incredulous, but later
you will understand. She is one of our fanilly-more at

present I cannot say. Go, Victor ; trust nie, ýel1eve n1e,
neither your honor nor your love shall suffer at our hands.
Postpone the driving-party, or make iny excuses; 1 shali not

leave my roorns to-day. To-morrow, if it be possible, the
be purs as well as niine."
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He bowed coldly-annoyed, amazed, and went. What
did, all this, iiieait? Up to the prescrit, hls lifé had flowed

peacefully, almost shir-1shly, without fatiilly secrets or mys-
tifications of any kind. And, iiov ail at orce liere were
secrets and iiiysteriý2s croppin(y UI). [Vlict was thi- wonder-
fui secret-w/w was this inystcrious lady ? Flé' niu,,t wait

tintil to-inorrow, it appeared, fur the answer to both.
One thing is fixed as fatc," lie said to hiniself as lie left

the room, '& 1 woii't give- up Edith, for ten thousand fatiilly
sc(,rets* for ail the mysterious ladies on '-éarth! Wliat-

ever others may have done, 1 at least liave donc nothinc;
to forfeit my darlings hand. The doctrine that would nia-e

ils suffer for the sins of others, is a iiiistaken doctrine. Let
to-moi-row bring forth what it niay, Edith Darrell shall be
Biy wifé.',

CHAPTER XII.

ON ST. PARTRIDGE DAY.

S he descended the stairs lie encou n-tered Nixon and
a veiled lady in black ascendin,.':- He look-cd -t
lier keenly-she was tail and slender ; beyond that,

throtigh the heavy crape veil, lie could nia-e out
nothing. Mysteriotis, certainly 1" lie thoýi- -' lit. I wonder

who she is ? " He bowed as lie passed lier ; slie bent lier
licad in return ; then lie liastencd to, seek out Editli, and tell

lier an iinportant visitor had arrived for Lady Helena, and
that the excursion to, Eastlake Abbey woiild bc postponcd.
1-le was but a poor disseinbler, and the girl's bright browri
eyes Nvere sharp. She siniled as slie looked and listeried.

Did you know 1 could tell fortunes, Sir Victor? Hold
out our liand and let me tell ) ou the past. You have been
upstairs with Lady Helena ; you have told lier that Editli
Darrell has, consented to bc your wifé. You have asked lier
sanction to, the uaion, and have been naturally, indignantly,
and peremptorily refused."

1-le smiled,- but the conscious color rose.
I always suspected you of being an enchantress-now IIr
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know it. Can you tell nie the future as truthfully as the
past ? ',

In this instance 1 think so. Yoti shall never marry a
penni ss nobo-dy, s'r.' (And it is exactlý, Lady Helciiaýs
voice that speaks.) 'Yý)ar f.,,.iiily ï-, not to 1)e d1ý,,;raced by
a lov mar*age. This girl, who is btit a sort of tipper servant,
hired and pald, in the faniily of these coninion rich Anieric.1il
people, is no mate for a Cath-ron of Catheron. 1 refube to
listen to, a word, sir-I insist upon this preposterous affair

being given up! You expostulate-in vain. And as con-
stant dropping wears the most obstinate stone, so at last will
lier ladyship conquer. You will come to, me one day and
say Look here, Miss Darrell, 1'm awfully sorry, you know,

but we've made a ruistake-.Fve made a mistake. I return
you your freedom-will you kindly give me back mine ?

And Miss Darrell will make Sir Victor Catheron hV best
curtsey and retire into the outer darkness from. when'e sh.-
canie.11

Helaughed. Her imitation of his own slow, accented
manner of speaking was so perfect. Only for an instant;
then he was grave, almost reproachfül.
41 And you know me no better than this 1 " he said. I

ta-e back my words; yoti are no seeress. I love niy aunt
very dearly, but not all the aunts on earth could part me
froni you. I would indeed be a dastard if a few words of
objection would niake nie resign the girl I love."

Il I don't know," Miss Darrell answered coolly; «I it might
be better for both of us. Oh, don't get angry, pfease-you
know what I mean. 1 am a nobody, as your somebodies go
on this side. My Grandfather Stuart was a peddler once, 1
believe ; my Grandfather Darrell, a schoolmaster. Not a

very distinguished descent. My father by edacation and re-
finement is a gentleman, but he keeps a boarding-house.
And 1 am '.Nliss Stuares paid companion and poor relation.
Be Wise.? Sir Victor, while there is tirne ; be warned before it
is too late. I promise not to bc angry-to even admi.-e

your common-sense. Lady Helena has been as a mother
to you; it isn't worth while offending her for me-Pm. not

Worth iL There am dozens of eils in England, high-born,
high-bred, and twice as handsome as I am, who will love you
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and marry you to-niorr'w. Sir Victor Catheron, let us
shake hands and part."
She lield it out to hini with a smile, suprernely careless

and uplifred. He caucylit it passionately, his blue eyes afire,
and covered it with kisses.

Not for ten thousand worlds! 0 EûMi, how licrhtly
you tilk of parting, of giving nie up. Ani 1 then so utterly
indifférent to you ? No ; 1 will never resicin you ; to call

yon wifé is the one hope of my life. Nfy darlinçy, if you
-new how I love you, how empty and worthiess the whole

worid seenis without you ! But one day you will, you must
- olle day you will be able no more to live without ' nie than
I without you. Don't talk like this any more, Edith; if yoLi
-iicv how it hurts me you *ould be more nierciful, I am.
sure. Life can hold nothing half so, bitter for me as the loss
of YOII."

She listened in a sort of wonder at his impassioned ear-
nestness, lookinc, at hini shyly, wistfülly.

Yoti love me like this ? " slie said.
A hundred times more than this. I would die for yoil,

Editli. How enipty and theatrical it sounds, but, Heaven
-nows, 1 would."

She passed her hand through his arm and clasped the
other round it, lier brialit sinile back.

Don't die," she said, with'that smile, and lier own rare,
lovely blush ; Il do better-live for me. Ah, Sir Victor, I don't

think it will bè such a very hard thing tolearn to-like you ! "
Il My darling 1 And yoti will talk no more of parting-

no more of giving me up? You don't really wish it, Edith,
do you ? "

Il Most certainly not. Would I have accepted you, if I
did ? l'Il never give you ul) while yod care for nie like this.
If we ever part, the parting shall be your doing, not iiiine."

My doina-mine ? " lie lauçYhed aloud in his incredulity
and happiness. The days of miracles are over, belle amie,

but a suminer breeze could more easily uproot these oaks
than that. And lest yoti should think yourself fetterless and

free, I will bind you at once." He drew from his pocket a

tiny morocco box. See this ring, Edith ; it has been worn
by wonien of our h-ouse for the past two centuries-the -

trothal ring of the Catherons. Let me place it on your fin rC>
10
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never to be taken off until I bind you with a golden circlet
stronger still."

Her da-rk eyes sparkled as she loo-ed at it. It was a
solitaire diamond of wonderful size and brilliance, like a
great drop of linipid water, set in dull red gold.

Il There is sonie queer old tra-dition extant about it," he
said, Il to the effect that the bride of a Catheron who does

riot wear it will lead a most unhappy life and die a most un-
happy death. i1ýo, my dearest, yoti see how incumbent upon
you it is for yot*-own sake to wear it religiously."

He laucrhed, but she lifted tô his, two deep, thoughtfül,
dark eyes.

Il Did your mother wear it, Sir Victor ?
He started, the smile died from his face, his color faded.

Il My niother ? "' lie answered ; "' no. My father inarried
ber secretly and hastily after six weeks' courtshil), and of
course never thought of the ring. 1 Lead an unhappy life,
die an unhappy death, ' " he said, repeating his own words ;
cc she did both, and, to, the best of my belief, she never
wore iC

Il An odd coincidence, at least," said Edith, her eyes fixed
on the diamond blazino, in the sunshine on her hand.

A priceless dianiond on the hand of Edith Darrell, the
brown hand that two nionths ago had swept, and dusted, and

workcd unwillingly in the shabby old hoilse at home.
16 Don't let us talk about iny niother," Sir Victor said

there is always somet-hing so terrible to me in the meniory
of her death. Your life will be very différent from hers-my
poor niother."

Il I hope so," was the grave reply and in my case there
will be no jealous rival, will there ? Sir Victor, do yoil know

1 sb.ould like to visit Catheron Royals. If we have had love-
making enough for one day, suppose we walk over ? "

1 shall never bave love-making enough," he laughed.
I shall bore you awfully sometimes, 1 have -no doubt i but

when the heart% full the lips must speak. And as to walk-
ing-it is a long walk-do you think you can ? "
"As I atn to, become a naturalized Englishwoman, the

sooner I, take to, English habits the better. - 1 shall at least
make the attempt.'l
,11 A4 we can drive back in time for dinner. 1
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be deUghted to, show you the old place-your future home, -
where we are to, spend together so, many happy years." M

They set off. It was a delightfül walk, that sunny day,
across fields, down fragrant green lanes, where the hedges
in bloom made the air odorous, and the birds sang in the
arching branches overhead. A long, lovely walk over that

uiet high-road, where three-and-twenty years ago, another
ir Victor Catheron had ridden away forever froui the

wife he loved.
With the yellow splendor of the afternoon sunliçyht gild-

in it, its tall trees waving, its gray turrets and towers pierc-
ing the amber air, its ivied walls, and tali stacks of chim-

neys, Catheron Royals came in view at last. The fallow
deer browsed undisturbed, gaudy peacocks strutted in the

Sun, a fawn lifted its shy wild eyes and fled away at their
approach. Over a.14 solemn Sabbath stillness.

1« Welcome to, Catheron Royals,-welcome as its mistress,
iny bride, my love," Sir Victor Catheron said.

She lifted her eyes-they were fûIl of tears. How good he
was-how tenderly he loved her, and whaý a happy, grateful

girl she had reason to be. They entered the bouse, admit-
ted by a vêry old woman, who bobbed a curtsey and looked
at thein with curious eyes. Two or thrée old retainers
took care of the plaS and showed it to, strangers.

Leaning on her lovers arm, Edith Darrell walked through
scores of stately rooms, iinmeiise, chill halls, picture-gal-
leries, drawing-rooms, and chambers. What a stupendous
place it was-bigger.and more imposing by far th;p Pow-
yss Place, and over twice as old. She looked at the polished.
suits of armor, at battle-axes, Ihtlers, pikes, halberds, until

her eyes ached. She paced in awe and wonder down the
vast portrait-gallery, where half a hundred dead and gone

Catherons looked at her sombrely out of their heavy
frames. And one day her picture-hers-would hang in
solemn state here. The women who looked at her frorn
these*walls lay stark and stiff in the vaults beneath Ches-
holm Church, and sooner or later they would lay her stark
and stiff with them, -and put up a marble tablet recording
ber -age and virtues. She shivered a little and drew a long

brth ot relief as they emerged into the bright outer day
and fresh air once more.

. .,
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Il Its a wonderfül place," she said Il a place to dreatn,
of-a place such as I have only met before in English

books. But there is one roorn among all these roorns
which you have not shown me, and which I have a rnorbid
craving to see. You will nôt be angry if 1 ask? "

C&Anury with you?" Sir Victor lifted lus evebrows in
laughing surprise. 61 Speak, Edith, thougli it were half iny

kingdoiii."
&& It is--2' a pause-,' to see the rooni where your niother

h Py as he shrank a little, Il 1 beg yotir pardon. I
should not have asked."

Il Yes, yes, you shotild. Yon shall visit at once. I am
a coward about some things, 1 confess-this ainong others.
Corne."

They went. He took from a huge bunch he carried the
key of that long-locked rooni. He flung it wide, and they
stood together on the threshold.

It was all darlz, the blinds closed, the curtains drawn,
dark and deserted, as it had been since that fatal night.

Nothing had been changed, absolutely nothing. There
stood the baby bassinet, there the little table on which the

knife had lain, there beneath the open winclow the chair in
which Ethel, Lady Catheron, had slept her last long sleep.
A hush that seetined like the hush of death lay over all.

Edith stood silent and' grave-not speaking. She mo-
tibned him hastily to corne away. He obeyed. Another
-moment, and they stood torrether under the blue bright sky.

Oh 1 " Edith said, under her breath, Il who d id it ?
Who indeed ? And yet Lady Helena knows."
His face and tone were sonibre. How dare they let

her lie in her unavenged grave ? A Catheron had done it
beyond doubt, and to save the Catheron name and honor
the murderer had been let go.

Il Lady Helena knows ! " repeated Edith it was that
wicked brother and sister, then ? How cruel-how cruel 1 "

Il It was not the sister-I believe that. That it rnust
have been the brother no doubt can exist.)p

Is he living or dead ? "
Living, I believe. By Heaven ! I have half a mind

yet to hunt him down, and hand hùn over to the hang=n
for the deed he has done ! 38

a
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«« An ancient name and faiiiily lionor are wonderful things
on this side of the Atlantic, a couple of million dollars on
ours. They can save the milrderer froin the gallows. We

won't talk about' it, Sir Victor-it makes you unhappy I
see; only if ever I-if ever 1," latighincy and bitishing a lit-

tic, Il Conie to bc mistress of that lÂc, roniantic old house,
1 shall wall that room up. It will always be a haunted

cha-nber-a Eliiebeard closet for nie."
&C If ever you are iiiistress," lie repeated. Edith, my

dearest, when will yola bc ? "
l' W ho - nows ? Never, perhaps."

Edith-again 1 "
Ivell, who can tell. I may die-you niay die-soine.

thing niay happen. 1 can't realize that 1 ever will bc. I
can't think of myself as Lady C-atheron."

Il Edith, I command vou 1 Naine the day."
ce Now, my dear Sir Victor-"
16 Dear Victor, without the prefix; let all formality end
between us. Why need we wait ? You are your own mis-

tress, 1 rny own rnaster; I ain desperately in love-I want
to be niarried. 1 will be married. There is nothing to

wait for-I won't wait. Edith shall it be-this is the last
of May-shall it be the first week of july ? "

'Il No, sir; it shall not, nor the first week of August We
don't do things in this desperate sort of hot liaste."

Il But why should we delay ? What is there to delay for?
I shall have a brain-féver-if 1 ani conipelled to wait longer

than Au"ti-t. Be reasonable, Edith; dont let it be later
than Atioust."

Now, now, now, Sir Victor Catheron, August is not to
bc thought of. 1 shall not marry you for ages to come-
not until Lady Helena Powyss gives her full and fret con-
sent."

Il Lady Helena shall give lier full and free consent in a
week ; she cotild not refuse nie anything longer if she tried.

I-Àttle tyrant! if you cared for me one straw, you would
ilot Object like this."

Il Yes 1 would. Nobody marries in this impetuous fash-
ion. ' 1 won't hear of August. esides, there is my en-
gagement with Mrs. Stuart. 1 have promised to talk
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French and German all through the Continent for them
this summer."

Il I will furnish Mrs. Stuart a substitute with every Eu-
ropean language at lier finger-ends. Seriously, Edith, you

niust consider that contract at an end-my promised wife
can be no one's paid companion. Pardon me, but you
must see this, - Edith."

I see it," she answered gravely. She had lier own
reasons for inot wishing to acconipany the Stuart fainily
now. And after all,,why should she insist on postponing
the marriage ?

Il You are relentingý.--I see it in youf face," lie exclaimed
imploringly. Il Edith 1 Edith 1 shall it be the fifst week

of September ?
She smiled and looked at him as she had done early

this eventfül. morning, when she had said Il Yes 1 "
l- As brain-féver threatens if 1 refuse, 1 suppose you

must have your way. But talk of the wilfulness of women
after this 1 "

Il Then it shall be the first of September-SL Partridge
Day ? ?p 100\

It shall be St. Partridge Day."

CHAPTER MIL

IROW CHARLEY TOOK IT.

ppleasantly for these plighted lovers, lagged drearily

WEANTIME the long sunny hours, that passed so

e e leough for one young lady at Powyss Place-Miss
atrix Stuart.

She hadNsent for lier mother Ënd told lier the new&
Placid Aunt Chatty lifted her meek eyebrows and opened
lier dini eyes as slie listened.

Sir Victor Catheron Lyoing to marry our Edith 1 Dear
me! I atu sure 1 thought it was you, Trixy, all the time..ý
And Edith will be a great lady after all. Dear me 1 "

That was all Mrs. Stuart had to say about iL She went
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back to her tatting with a serene quictude that exasperated
lier onl.daucyhter beyond bounds.

1 wonder if an earthquak-e would upset mas equa-
iniiiiity 1 thouaht TAx savagely. Well, wait until
Charley cornes! Well see how lie takes it."

Misery loves company. If she was to suffer the pangs
of disappointnient herself, it would be some comfort to sec
Charley suffer also. And Trix was'not a bad-hearted girl

either, mind-it was simply human nature.
Charley and the captain had gone off exploring the won-

ders and antiquities of Chester. Edith ànd Sir Victor
were nobody knew where. Lady Helena had a visitor,

and was shut up with her. Trix had nothing but her nove4
and what were all the novels in Mudie's library to lier this
bitter day?

The long. ired spears of the sunset were piercing the green
depths of fern and brake, when the two young men rode
home, A servant waylaid Mr. Stuart and delivered his
sister's inessaae. She wanted to see him at once on Ïmpor-
tant business.

"Important business!" murimured Charley, opening his
eyes.

But he went promptly without waiting to change his
dress.

How do, Trix ? " he said, sauntering in. Captain
Hammond*s compliments, and hows the ankle ?
He threw himself-no, Charley never threw himself-he

slowly extended his five-feet-eleven of manhood on a sofa,
and awaited his sistes reply.

&ÏOh, the ankle's just the sarne-getting better, I sup-
pose," Trix answered, rather crossly. Il 1 didn't send for
yon to talk about my ankle. Much you, or Captain Ham-
mond, or any one else cares whether I have an ankle at all

or not."
Il My dear Trix, a young laly's ankle is always a matter

of profound interest and admiration to every well-regulated
masculine mind."

Il Bah 1 Charley, yotÉll never guesswhat I have to tell 1

«, My child,- 1 don't intend to try. I have been sight-see-
ing all the afternoon, interviewing cathedrals, and wa1lsý and

rows, and places, until I give you my word you iuight knock

HO'W CHARLE Y TOOK IT.
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me down with a féathtr. If you have anything, preying on
your mind-and I see you have-out with it. Suspense is

painful."
He closed his eyes, and calmly awaited the news. It

came-like a bolt from. a bow.
61 Charley, Sir Victor Catheron bas proposed to Edith,

and Edith bas accepted him 1 "
Charley opened his eyes, and fixed thern upon her-not

the faintest trace of surprise or any other earthly einotion,
upon his fatigued face.

Ah-and thafs youir news! Poor child After ali
your efforts, its rather hard upon yon. But if you expect
ine to be surprised, you do your only brothers penetration

something less than justice. It bas been an evident case of
spoons-apparent to the dullest intellect froin the first. 1

have long outlived the tender passion myself, but in others I
always regard it with a fatherly-nay-let me say, even grand-
fatherly interest. And so they are going to 1 live and love

tcgether through inany changing years,' as the poet says.
Bless you," said Charley, lifting his hand over an imaginary

pair of lovers at his feet-Il bless you, my children, and be
happy! "

And this was all! And slie had thought he was in love with
Edith himself 1 This was all-closing his eyes acrain as

though sinking sweetly to sleep. lt was too iiiiich for Trix.
Il 0 Charley 1 " she burst forth, Il you are such a fool 1
Mr. Stuart rose to his feet.
Il Overpowered by the involuntary homage of this assem-

bly, I rise to-
Il Vou're an idiot-there went on Trix a lazy, stu-

pid idiot! You're in love witli Edith yourself, and you could
have had her if you wished, for she likes you better than Sir
Victor, and then Sir Victor micht have proposed to nie.
But no-you must go dawdling about, prowling, and pranc-
inT' and let lier slip through your fingers

Prowling and prancing 1 Good Heaven, Trix I ask
you soberly, as man to man, did you ever see me prowl or

prance in the whole course of my life ? "
Il Bah-h-h 1 " said Trix, with a perfect shake of sconi in

the interjection. I've no patience with you 1 Get outof
my room-do 1 Il
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Mr. Stuart, senior, was the only one who did not take it
quietly.' His bile rose at once.
Il Edith 1 Editli Darrell! Fred. Darrell's penniless
datighter! Beatrix Stuart, have you. let this young, baronet

slip through your fingers in this ridiculous way after all ?
I never let him slip-he never was in my fingers," re-

torted Trix, nearly cryin,. 1t's itist iny usual luck. I
don't want hini-he's a stupid noodle-that's what he is.
Edith's better-looking than I am. Any one can see that

witli half an eye, and wlien I was sick on that horrid ship,
she had everything her own way.- I did my best-yes I did,
pa-and 1 think it's a little too hard to be scolded in this

way, with rny poor sprained ankl,-. and everything 1 "
Il Well, there, there, child 1 " exclaimed Mr. Stuart, test-

ily, for he was fond of Trix; I' don't cry. There's as good fish
in the sea as ever were cau,-ht. As to, bein(y better-lookino,
than you, 1 don't believe a word of it. 1 never liked your

dark complected wonien myselE You7re the biggest and
the best-looking young woman of the two, by George! "
(Mr. Stuart's grammar was hardly up to the standard.)
Il There's this young fellow, Hanimond-his fathers a !ord
-rich, too, if his grandfather did make it Cotton-spinning.

Now, why can't you set -your cap for him ? When the old
rooster dies, this young chap will be a lord hünself, and a
lor&s better than a baronet, by George ! Come downstairs,
Trixy, and put on your sttinningest gown, and see if you

can't hook the military swell."
Following these pioits parental counsels, Miss Trix did

assume her Il stunningest " gown, and with the aid of her
brother and a crutch, managed to reach the dining-room.
There Lady Helena, pale and preoccupied, joined thern.
No allusion was made at dinner to tke topic-a visible re-
siraint was upon all. 0

44 Old lady'don't lialf like it," chuckled. Stuart père.
And no wonder, by George 1 If it was Charley 1- shouldn't
like it myselC I must speak to Charley after dinner-

there's t1iis Lady Gwendoline. He's got to marry the
upper-crust too. Lady Gwendoline Stuart wouldn't sound

bad, by Geoige 1 I'm. glad there's to be a baronet in the
family, even if it is* Trizy. A cousin's daughtees better
than nothing."

10*
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So in the first opportunity after dinner Mr. Stuart pres
sented his congratulations as blandly as possible to, the fu-

ture Lady Citheroix. In the next opportunity he attacked
his son on the subject of Lady Gwendoline.

111 Take example by your Cousin Edith, my boy," said Mr.
Stuart in a large voice, standing with his hands under his

coat-tails. Il That girl's a credit to her father and family,
byGeorge! Look at the match shism-ýàkingwithout arap
to bless herself with. Now you've a fortune in prospective,

young man, that would buy and sell half a dozen of these
beggarly lordlings. You've youth and good looks, and good

nianners, or if you haven't you ought to, have, and I say you
shall marry a title, by George! There's this Lady*Gwendo-

line-she ain't rich, but she's an earl's daughter. Now
what's to hinder your going for her ? " ' -

Charley looked up meekly from the depths of his chair.
l'As you like it, governor. In all matters matiitnonial I
simply consider myself as non-existent. Only this, I &ill
premise-I am ready to, marry her, but not to, court her.

As you truthfully observe, I have youth, gooëf looks, and
good manners, but in all things appertaining to love and

courtship, l'ni as ignorant as the child unborn. Mâtrimony
is an ill no man ca-n hope to, escape-love-making is.. As a
prince in niy own right, I claini that the wooing shall be
done by deputy. There is her most gracious majesty, she

popped the question to the late lamented Prince Consort.
Could Lady Gwendolitie have any more illustrious example

to follow ? You seule the preliminaries. Let Lady Gwen-
doline do the proposing, and you may lead me any-day you
please as a laiub to the slaughter."

With this reply, Mr. Stuart, sezior, was forced for the
present to be content and go on his way. Trix, overhear-
ing, looked up with Înterest:

-iVould you marry lier, Charley ?
Certainly, Beatrix ; haven't I said so, If a man must

marry, as well a Lady Gwendoline as any one else. As
Dundreary says, 1 One woman is as good as another, -and a
good deal better.' "

But you've never seen her."
What différence dots that make ? I suppose the Prince

of Wales never saw Alexandra until the niatter was cut and

226
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dry. You see I love to quote lofty exaniples. Hammond
bas described ber, and 1 should say from, his description she
is what Barry Cornwall would call 1 a golden girl' in every-
thing except fortune. Hami-nond speaks of her as though

she were made of precious metals and gems. She bas
golden hair, alabaster brow, sapphire eyes, pearly teeth, and
ruby nose. Or, stay-perhaps it was ruby lips and chiselled

nose. Chiselled, sounds as though ber olfactory organ was
of marble or Lrranite, doesn't it ? And she's three-and-
thirty years-ôT- age. I found that out for myself from the

PeeraçTe. It's rather an advantage, however, than other-
Wise, for a man's wifé to be ten or twelve years the elder.
You see she combinés all the qualities of wife and mother

in one."
And then Charley sauntered away to the whist-table to

join his father and mother and Lady Helena. He had as
yet fôund no opportunity of speaking to Edith, and at dinner
she had studiously avoided meeting his eye. Captain Harn-

mond took his post beside Miss Stuarf s invalid couch, and
ruade himself agreeable and entertaining to that young lady.

Trixy's eyes gradually bightened, and ber color came
back ; she held hini a willing captive by her side all the

evening through. Papa Stuart from his place at the whist
table beanied paternal approval down the long room.

A silken-hung arch separated this drawing-roorn from
another smaller, where the piano stood. Except for two

waxlights on the piano, this second drawing-roorn was in
twilight. Edith sat at thé piano, Sir Victor stood beside

ber. Her hands wandered over the keys in soft, drearny»
melodies; they talked in whispers when they talked at all.
The spell of a silence, more delicious than words, held the
young baronet; he was nearing the speechless phase of the
grande passion. That there is a speechless phase, I have

been credibly assured again and again, by parties who
have had expérience in the matter, and certainly ought to
know.

At half-past ten Lady Helena, pleading headache, rose
frora the whist-table, sqid good-night, and went away to her

room. She looked ill and worn, and straDgely anxious.
Her nephew, awaking from his trance of bliss, and seeing

her pale. face, gave her his ahn and assisted her up the long

i.
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stairway to her room. Mrs. Stuart, yawning vcry much,
followed her example. Mr. Stuart weiit out t1irough the

open French window to smoke a last cigar. Captain Ham-
mond and Trix were fathorns deep in their conversatioli.

Miss Darrell, in the inner room, stood alone, lier elbow rest-
inir on the low rnarble mante], her eyes fixed ti-iouglitftilly on
the wall before her. The twinkle of the tapers lighted up,
the diamond ôn her hand, glowing like a miniature stin.

il You have been so completely monopolized all evening,
Dithyy 'y said a familiar voice beside lier, Il that there has

been no such thing as speaking a wdrd to you. Better late
than never, thotigh, I liol)e."

She lifted her eyes to Charley's face, Charley looking as
he ever looked to her, Il a man of inen," handsome and gal-
lant, as though he were indeed the prince they called Iiiiii.
Ele took in his, the hand hanging so loosely by her side, the

hand that wore the ring.
Il What a pretty hand yôd have, Edie, and how well dia-

monds becorne ii. 1 think you were born to wear diainonds,
my handsorne cousin, and walk in silk attire. A magnifi-

cent ring, truly-an heirlooni, no doubt, in the Catheron
family. My dear cousin, Trix has been tellincy me the news.

Is it gecessary to say I congratulate you with all my
beart ? "

His face, his voice, his pleasant smile held no eniotion
whatever, save that of kindly, çqusinly regard. His bright

gray eyes looked at her with Urotherly frankness, nothing
more.

The color that came so sel - om, and made her so lovely,
rose deep to Edith's cheeks-this time the flush of anryer.

Her dark eyes gleamed scornfuilly; she drew her hand sud-
denly and contemptuously away.

I' It is not necessary at all, Cousin Charley. Pray don't
trouble yourself-I know how you hate trouble-to turn
fine phrases. I doWt want congratulations ; I ain too happy
to need them."

Il Yet being the correct thing to do, and knowing what a
stickler you are for les convenances, Edith, you will still per-
mit me humbly to offer thern. It is a inost suitable match ;
I congratulate Sir Victor on hisexcellent taste and judg.
ment He is the best feUow alive, and you-I wiU say it,

1
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though ydu are iny cousin-will bc a bride even a baronet
rnay bc proud of. I w1sh you both, all the happiness so
suitable a match deserves."

Was this sarcasm-was it real ? Slie could not tell, weil
as she understood him. His -placid face, his serene eyes
were as cloudless as a suminer sky. Yes, lie meant it, and
only the other day he had told her-lie loved her. She could
have laughed aloud-Charley Stuart's love !

On the instant Sir Victor returned. In his secret heart
the baronet was mortally jealous of Charley. The love that
Edith could ýot give hini, he felt instinctiviely, had long ago

been given to lier handsome cousin. There was latent jeal-'
ousy in his face now, as he drew near.

Ani I premature, Sir Victor, in offéring my congratula-
tions ? " Charley said, with pleasant cordiality if so, the
fact of Edith's beingr my cousin, alinost my sister, must ex-
cuse it. You- are/-Î fortunate man, baronet. It w6de bc

superfluous to wish you joy-you have an overplus of that
article already."

Sir Victors brow cleared. Charley's frank-ness, Charley's
perfect good-humor staggered hini. Had lie then been mis-

taken after all? He stretched forth his hand and grasped
that of Editli's cousin.

She turned suddenly and walked away, a passion of anger
within her, flashing as she went a look of hatred-yes, ab-
solute hatred-upon Chàrley. She had brought it upon

herselfi she had deservcýd it al], but bow dared he niock her
with his smiles, his, good- ýyishes, when lie knew, lie knew
that her whole heart was in his keeping ?

Il It shall, not bc in his keepin g- long," she said savagely,
between her set teeth. Il Inf7rate ! More unstable than wa-

ter! And I was fool enough to cryfor hýii and myself that
night at Killarney."

It was half-past eleven when she went up ' to lier rooii.
She had sttidiousiv avoided Charley all the ieniainder of the

evening. She had demeaned herself to lier affianced with
a siiiiling devotion that had nearly turned his brain. Buit
the miles and the brightness all faded away as she said good-

night. She toiled wearily up the stairs, pale, tired, spirit-
less, half her youth and beàuty gone. Farther down the

- __M
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-passage she could hear Charleys mellow voice troffing
carelessly a song:

Did you ever bave a cousin, Tom?
And could that coumn sing ?

Sisters we have by the dozèn, Tom,
But a cousin7s a différent thing."

Every one went to bed, and to sleep perhaps, but Sir
Victor Catheron. He was too happy to sleep. He lit a
cigar and paced to and fro in the soft darkness, thinkinry of
the great bliss this day had brought him, thinking over her
every word and smile, thinking that the first of September
would give him his darling forever. He walked beneath her

windo of course. She caught a glimpse of hIni, and with
intol ant impatience extinguished her lights and shrouded

herdf and her wicked rebellion in darkness. His eyes
strayed froin hers to, hÎs aunes, farther along the sanie side.

Yes, in her room. lights still burned. Lady Helena usually
kept early hours, as befitted her years and infirrnities. What

did she mean by 41 burning the inidnight oil " to-night. Was
that blac- lady from, London with her still ? and in what way

was.sheinixedupwithhisaunt? Whatwouldthey tell hini
to-morrow? What secret did his aunt hold? Theycould

tell him nothing that could in the slightest influence his mar-
riage with Edith, that he knew ; but still he wondered a little

what it all could be. At one the lights were still burning.
He was surprised, but he wouldwait no longer. He waved
his hand towards Miss Darrelrs roorn, this very far-gone
young man. Good-night, niy love, my own," he mur-

mured Byronically, and went to bed to sleep and drearn of
lier. And no warning voice carne in those drearns to tell
Sir Victor Catheron it was the last perfectly hapýy night he
would ever know.
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CHAPTER XIV.

TO-MORROW.

0-MORROW came, gray and overcast. The fine
weather which had lasted almost since their leavin-g
New York showed signs of breaking up. Mi-ss

Stilart's ankle was so, much better that she was able
to limp downstairs at eleven, A. M.9 to break-fast, and re-

sume her flirtation with Captain Hammond where it had
brok-en off last night. Miss Darrell had a headaclie and did

not appear. And, in the absence of his idol and day btur,
Sir Victor collapsed and ate his morning meal in slle&jce
and sa(Iness.

Breakfast over, he walked to one of the windows, looking
out at the rain, %%hicli .vas beginning todrift againsttheglass,
and wondering, drearily, how he was to drag through the
long hours without Edith. He might go and play billiards
with thé othér fcilovs ; but no, he was too restless even for

that. %Vliatw.-islietodotokilltinie? 1twasareliefwhen
a servant came with a nieý,,say-e froni his atint.

My lady's comffliments, Sir Victor, and will you please
step upstairs at oncé."

Il Now for the grand secret," he thouglit the skeleton in
the farnily closet-the discovery of the iliysterious woman in
black."

The wornan. in black was nowhere visible when he entered
his aunes apartments. Lady Helena sat alone, her face
pale, her eyes heavy and red as though with weeping, but aU
the anryer, all the excitement of yesterday gone.

My dear aunt," the Young man said, really concerried,
am sorry to see you'looking so ill. And-surely you

have not been crying ? " ' *
91 Sit down," his aunt réplied. Yes, I have been crying.

I have had good reason to cry for many years past. 1 have
sený for you, Victor, to tell you all-at least all it is advisa-

ble to, tell you at present. And, béfore I berrin let me apol-
ogize if anything 1 may have said yesterday on the subject
of your engagement has wounded you."

Dear Lady Helena, between You ànd me there can be
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no talk of pardon. It was your right to object if y< 
wcausc, and no doubt it is nattiral that Edith's want oftrth

,and fortune would weigh with you. Btit they do not weigh
with me, and L know the happiness of iny life to be vc ry

near your heart. I have only to say again that that happi-
ness lies entirely with her-that without her 1 should be the

most miserable fellow alive-to hear you withdraw everjý ob-
jection and take my darling to your arins as your daughter."

She sighed heavily as she listened.
Il A wilful man niust have his way. You are, as you told

me yesterday, your own inaster, free to do as you please. To
Miss Darrell personally 1 have no objection ; she is beautiful,
well-bred, and, I believe, a noble girl. Her poverty and ob-
scure birth are drawbacks in my eyes, but, since they are not
so in yours, I will allude to thern no more. The objections I
made yesterday to your niarriage I would have made had
your bride been a duke's daughter. I had hoped-it was an

absurd hope-that you would not think of marriage for inany
years to come, perhaps not at all."

But, Aunt Helena-"
Do I not say it was an abstird hope ? The fact is, Vic-

tor, I have been a coward -a nervous, wretched coward from
first to last. 1 shut niy eyes to the truth. I féared you
might fall in love with this girl, but I put the fear away from

me. The time has corne when the truth must be spoken,
when my love for you cari shield you no longer. Before you

marry you must kno-vy all. Do you reniember, in the heat of
my excitement yesterday, telling you you had no right to
the title you bear ? In one sense 1 spoke the truth. Your

father---j' she gasped and pâused.
Il My father ? " he breathlessly repeated.
19 Your father Ï5 alive.!P

He sat and looked at her-stunned. What was she say-
ing ? H s father alive, after all those years 1 and he not Sir

ic 1 e half rose-ashen pale.
66 Lady Helena, what is t is -My-fatht-r--ahve---my Ça-
ther, whom for twenty years-since 1 could think at all-I

have thought dead 1 What vile deception is here ? "
,,,, Sit down, Victor; you shall hear all. There is no vile
deception-the deception, such as it is, has been by his own

desire. Your father lives, but he is hopeles9y insane."C>
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He-sat looking at her, pale, stem, almost confbuhded.
He-he never recovered froiii theý shock of his wife's

0
dreadful deSth," went on lier ladyshil), her voice tremblin

Il Health returned after that terrible brain-féver, but not rea-
son. We toôk hiin away-the best niedical ald everywhere

was tried-all in vain. For vears lie was hopelessly, iitterly
insane, never violent, but iiiiiid and memory a total blank.
He was incurable-he would never reclaini his title, but his
bodily licalth was good, and he iniglit live for niany years.

Why then deprive you of your ri(vhts, since in no way you de-
frauded him ? The world was given to, understand lie was
dead, and you, as you grew til), took his place as though the
grave had indeed closed over him. But legally, as you see
for yourself, you bave.,no claini to, it."

Still lie sat gazing at her-still lie sat silent, his lips coin-
pressed, waiting for the end.
Il Of late years, gleanis- of reason have returned, fitfülly and

at uncertain tinies. On tliese tare occasions he has,#polzen
of you, lias expressed the desire that yon should still be k-ept
in icynorance, thai he shall ever be to the world dead. You

perceive, there fore,. thouah it is niy duty to, tell yon this, it
need in no way alarin fýou, as he will never interfère with
your claitiis."
Still lie sat silent-a strange, intent listening expression on

his face.
ll Yon recollect the lady Who camle here yesterday," she
confinued. Il Victor, looking far bàck into the pist, have

you no recollection of some one, fair and Young, Who used
to bend over you at night, hear you say your baby prayers,
and sing you to, sleep ? Try and think."

He bent his'head in assent.
Il I remember," lie answered.

46 Do you recall how she looked-has eer face refflined ia
your inemory ? 1' -

Il She had dark eyes and hair, and was handsorn èî. 1 re-
meniber no inore.ty

She looked at him wistfülly.
Victor, have you no idea Who that woman was-n one?
None," lie replied coldly. 16 How could I, since she was

not iiiy mother. -1 never heard her name. Who was she ? »
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She was the lady you saw yesterday."
Who was th e lady 1 saw yesterday ? "

She patised a moment, then replied, still with that wistfui
glance on his face :

Inez Catheron."
What ? " Again he half-started to his feet. «I The
woman who was my mothers rival and enemv, who made her

life wretched, who was concerned in her nýurder! Whoni
you aided to escape frorn Chesholni jail 1 The wornan who,
directly or indirectly, is guilty of her death 1 "

Il Sir Victor Catheron, how dare you ! " Lady Helena also
started to, her feet, her face flushing with haughty anger.

tell you Inez Catheron bas been a martyr-not a murderess.
She was your mothers rival, as she had a right tio be-was

she not your father's plighted, wifé, long bt:fore he ever saw
Ethel Dobb? She was your mother's rival. It -was her

only fault, and her whole life has been spent in expiating it.
Was it not atonement sufficient, t1uýt for the crime of another,
she should bc branded with lifé-long infamy, and banished

forever froin home and frîends ? "
Il If the guilt was not hers it was her brothers, and

she was privy to, it," the young man retorted, with sullen
coldness.

Il Who are you, that you should say whether it was or
not ? The assassin is known to, Heaven, and Heaven bas
dealt with him. Accuse no one-neither juan Catheron
nor his sister-all human judgment is liable toerr. Of your
niother's death Inez Catheron is innocent-by it her whole
life bas been blierhteci. To your father, t4at lifý lias been

consecrated. She - -bas-. been his nurse, his companion,
his more than si§ter or mother all those years. 1 loved
hini, and I could not have donc what she has donc.
He used her brutally-brutally I say-and her revenge bas
been life-long devotion and sacrifice. AU those years she
lias never left him. She- Nvill never leave hini until bc dies."

She sank back in her seat, trembling, exhausted. He
listened in growing wonder.

Il You believe me ? " she demanded imperiously.
661 believe you," bc replied sadly. Il My dear aunt, for-

give me. 1 believt all you have said. Can I not see her
and thank her too ? "
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You shall see her. It is -for that she bas remainedý
Stay here ; 1 will send her to you. She deserves your
thanks, though all thanks are but einpty and vain- for such a
life-long martyrdom as hers."

She left him hastily. Profotind silence fell. He turned
and looked out at the fast-fallincr rain, at the trees swaying
in the fitfül wind, at the duli, leaden sky. Was he asleep
and dreaming ? His father aUve 1 He sat half dazed,
unable to realize it

tg Victor 1 "
He had not heard the door ol)en, he had not heard her

approach, but she stood beside him. All in black, soft,
noiseless black, a face devoid of, al 1 color ; large, sad, soft

eyes, and hair white as winter snow-that was the woman
Sir Victor Catheron saw as he turned round. The face,

with all its settled sadness and pallor, was still the face of a
beautifui woman, and in weird contradiction to its youth

and beauty, were the smooth bands of abundant hair-
white as the hair of eighty. The deep, dusk eyes, once so
full of pride and fire, looked at him with the tender,

saddened light, long, patient sufféring had wrought ; the
lips, once curved in haughtiest disdain, had taken the
sweetness of years of hopeless pain. And so, after three-
and-twenty years, Victor Catheron' saw the woman, whose
life his fathees falsity and fickleness had wrecked.

Il Victor 1 1'
She held out her hand to him shyly, wistfülly. The ban

of murder had been upon her all these years. Who was to
tell that in his inmost heart he too might not brand her as
a murderess ? But she need not have doubted. if any
suspicion yet lingered in his mind, it vanished as he looked
at her.

Il Miss Catheron 1 He grasped her hand, and held it
between both his own. Il I have.but just heard all, for the

first time, as you know. That my father lives-that to hiru
you have nobly consecrated your life. He bas not deserved
it at your bands ; let iny fathers son thank you with all his
soul 1 "
Il Ah, hush," she said softly. I want no thanks.
Your poor father 1 Aunt Helena bas told you how misem-

a
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bly all his life has been wrecked-a life once so full of
proniise."

She has told me all, Miss Catheron."
Not Miss Catheron," she interposed, with a smile that

lit lier worn face into youth and beauty; 11not Miss
Catheroii, surely-Inez, Cousin Inez, if yon will. It is

twenty-three years-do you k now it ?-since any one has
called me Miss Catheron before. You caWt fancy how
oddly it sounds-"

He looked at lier in surprise.
You do not bear your own name And yet I might

have known it, lyincy as you still do---ý'
Under the ban of iiiur(ler." She shuddered slichtly as

she said it. 41 Yes, when 1 fled that dreadftil niglit from
Chesholm prison, and inade iny way to London, 1 left iiiy
name behind me. I took at first the naine of Nliss Black.

1 lived in dingy lodgings in that crowded part of London,
Lambeth ; and for the look of the thincy, took in sewing.
It was of all those years the most dreary, the i-nost iniserable
and lonely time of my probation. 1 lived there four
rnonths ; then came the tini of your fathees complete
restoration to bodily health, a confirmation of the féar
that his mind was entirely gone. What was to be done with

him. ? Lady Helena was at a s to know. There were

ýikc e the idea of shutting himprivate asylums, but she disil
ilp in one. He was perfe ntl perfectly haruiless,
perfectly insane. Lady Helena me to see me, and I,
pining for the sight of a familiar face, sick and weary to,
déath of the wretched neighborhood in which 1 lived, pro-
posed the plan that has ever since been the plan of my life.
Let Lady Helena take a house, retired enough, to be safe,

sufficiently suburban to be healthy ; let lier place Victor
there with nie; let Mrs. Marsh, rny old friend and house-

keeper at Catheron Royals, becoi-ne my housekeeper once
more ; let Hooper the butier take charge of us, and let us

all live together. I thought then, and 1 think still, it was
the best thing for him and for me that could have bM sug-

gested. Aunt Helena acted tipon it at once ; she found a
house, on the outskirts of St. John's Wood-a large house,

set in spacious grounds, and inclosed by a high wal4
called 1 Poplar Lodge.' It suited us in every way; it com-



bined all the advantages of town and country. She leased
it from, the agent for a long term of years, for a &Mr.

and Mrs. Victor,' Mr. Victor being in very poor health.
Secretly and by night' we removed your father there, and
since the night of his entrance he bas never passed the

gates. Froni the first-in the days of my youth and niy
happiness-my Efe belonged to him ; it will belong to Iiim,
to the end. Hooper and Marsh are with me still, old
and feeble now; and of late years 1 don't think 1 have beeD
unhappy."

She sighed and looked out at the dull, rain-beaten day.
The yaung man listened in profound pity and admiration.

Not unhappy 1 Branded with the deadliest crime man can
commit or the law punish-an exile, a recluse, the life-long

companion of an insane man and two, old servants! No
wonder that at forty her hair was gray-no wonder all life

and color had died out of that hopeless face years âgo.
Perhaps his eyes told her what was passing in his mind ; she
smiled and answered that look.

III have not been unhappy, Victor; I want you to believe
it. Your father was always more to me than all the world

beside-he is so still. He is but- the wreck of the Victor I
loved, and yet r would rathèr spend my life by his side
than elsewhere on earth. And 1 was not quite forsaken.
Aunt Helena often came and brotight you. It seems but

yesterday since 1 had you in my arms rocking you asleep,
and now-and now they tell nie you are going to, be
married."

The sensitive color rose over his face for a second, then
faded, leaving him very pale.

61 1 was going to be married," lie answered slowly, '"but
she does not know this. My father. lives-the title and

inheritance are his, not mine. Who is to tell what she niay
say now ?

The derk, thoughtful eyes looked at him earnestly.
Il Docs she love you ? "' -.lie asked ; II this Miss Darrell P

1 need hardly inquire whetheryou love lier,"
Il 1 love her so dearly that if 1 lose her---ý' He paused

and turned his face away from, her in the gray light. 1& 1
ýwish I had known this from the first 1 ought to, have
known. It may have been meant in kindaess, but I
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believe à was a mistake. Heaven knows how it will end

You mean fô say, then, that in the hour you lose your
title and inheritance vou also lose Miss Darrell? Is that
it ?11

I bave said nothina of the kind. Edith is one of the
noblest, the truest of women ; but cadt you see-it looks
as thouah she had been deceived, imposed upon. The loss
of title and wealth wonld make a différence to any wonian
on earth."

'&Very little to, a woman who loves, Victor. I hope-I
hope-this young girl loves you ?

Again the color rose over bis face-acrain he turned
itupatiently away.

Il She will love me," he answered she has promised it,
and Edith Darrell is a girl to keep lier word,"

Il So," Miss Cathefon said, softly and sadly, Il it is the old
French proverb over again, 1 There is always one who loves,
and one who is loved.' She has owned to you that she is
not in love with yoti, then ? Pardon me, Victor, but your
happiness is very near to me."

Il She has owned it," he answered, Il with the rare no-
bility and candor that belongs to lier. Such affection as
mine will win its return-, love beçrets love,' they say. It

Not always, Victor-ah, not always, else what a happy
woman had been 1 But surely she cares for no one

else ? " W

41 She cares for no one else," he answered, doggedly
enough, but in his ini-nost heart that never-dying jealousy
of Charley Stuart rankled. 16 She cares for no one else-she
bas told me so, and s1ge is pride, and truth, and purity itself.
If 1 lose lier through this, then this secret of insanity will
have wrecked fbreverý,stil1 another life."

"If slie is what you picture her," Inez said steadily no
loss of rank or fortune would ever make lier give you up.
But you are not to lose either-you need not even,/Feil ber,
if you choose."
,11 1 can have no secrets from my plighted wife--Edith
must know alL - But the secret will be as sde with ber as
with me."



Very- well," she said quietly; Il yoti know what the re-
sult will be if by any chance 1 Mrs. Victor' and Inez Cath-
eron are discovered to be one. Btit it shail be exactly as

you please. Your father is as dead to you, to all the world,
as though lie lay in the vaults of Chesholiii church, by yotir
rnother's side2'

"My poor mother! my poor, rnurdered, unavenrred
niother 1 Inez Catheron, you are a noble woinan-a brave
woman; was it well to aid yotir brother to escape ?-was it

well, for the sake of saving the Catheron honbr and the
Catheron name, to permit a niost cruel and cowardly mur-

der to go unavenged ? "
. What was it that looked tip at hini out of lier eyes ? In-

finite pity, infinite sorrow, infinite pain.
My brother," she repeated softly, as if to herself poor

juan 1 lie was the scapegoat of the family always. Yes, Sir
Victor, it was a cruel and coivardly niurder, and yet 1 be-
lieve in my soul we did right to screen the nitirderer from
the world. It is in the hands of tlie Alm;ghty-there let it
rest!'

There was a pause-then:
14 1 shall return with you to London and sec my father,"

he said, as one who clainis a right.
14 ý;o," she answered firnily ; Il it is impossible. Stay 1

Hear nie out-it is your fathers own wish."
My fathers wish! But "
He canne express a wish, you __ wÔuld say. Of late

years, Victor, at wide intervals, his reasion has riettirned for
a brief space-all the worse for him."

Il The worse for hi m 1 " The young man looked at her
blankly. Il Miss Catheron, do you mean to say it is better

for hini to- be mad ? yp
"Muchbetter-suchmadnessashis. Hedoesnotthink

-he docs not suffer. Memory to, him is tcýture ; lie loved
your mother, Victor-and lie lost her-terribly lost lier.
With memory returns the anguish and despair of that loss

as though it were but yesterday. If you saw him as I see
hiim, you would pray as I do7 that his mind inightbe blottedi
out forever."

Good Heaven 1 this is terrible."
Life is full of terrible things-tragedies, secrets-this is
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one of thern. In these rare intervals of sanity he speaks of
you-it is he who directed, in case of your marriage, that
you should be told this niuch-that you are not to be brought

to see Iiini, until--ý'
She paused.

Until--2'
Until he lies upon his death-bed. That day will be

soon, Victor-soon, soon. Those brief glimpses of reason
and memory have shortened life. Wbat he suffers in these
intervals no words of mine can tell. On his death-bed you
are to, see hirn-not before ; and then you shall be told the
story of your mother's death. No, Victor, spare me now-
all I can tell you I have told. I return home by the noon-

day train ; and, before I go, I should like to see this girl
who is to be your wifé. See, I will reinain by this window,

screened by the curtain. Can you not fetch her by some
pretence or other beneath it, that I may look and judge for
rnyself ? "

Il 1 can try," he said, turning to go. Il I have your con-
sent to tell her my father is alive ? I will tell her no more

-it is not necessary She should know you are his keeper."
That much you may tell her-it is her right. When I

have seen her, come to me and say good-by."
Il I shall not say good-by until 1 say it at Chester Station.

Of course, 1 shall see you off. Wait here ; if Edith is able
to come out you shall see her. Slie kept her roorn this

niorning with headache."
He left her, half-dazed with what he had heard. He

went to the drawing-room-the Stuarts and Captain Ham-
mond were there-not Edith.

1, Has Edith corne down ? " he asked. I wish to, speak
to her for a mornent.y'

Il Edith is prowling about in the rain, somewhere, like an
uneasy ghost," answered Trixy ; Il no doubt wet feet, and

discomfort, and dampness generally are cures for headache
or, perhaps, she'slooking for you."

He hardly waited to hear her out before he started in
pursuiL As if favored by fortune, he caught a glimpse of

EditWs purple dress among the teees in the distance. Shé
had no unibrella, and was wandering about pale and listless
in the rain.
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fi Edith," Sir Victor exclaimed, Il out in all this downpour
without an umbrella ? You will get yout death of cold-"

Il I never take cold," she ânswered indiffergntly. ci I al-
ways liked to run out in the rain ever since I wà%* child.

I must be an amphibious sort of animal, I think. Besides,
the damp air helps -rny headache."

He drew her hand within his arin and led her slowly in
the direction o[the window where the watcher stood.

Il Edith," he began abruptly, Il I have news for you. To
call it bad news would sound inhuinan, and yet it has half-

stunned me. It is this--iny father is alive."
Sir Victor 1 "

Alive, Edith-hopelessly insane, but alive. That is
the news Lady Helena and one other, have told me this
morning It has stunned me ; I repeat-is it any wonder ?
AU those years I have thoughi* hiru dead, and to-day I dis-

cover that from first to last 1 have been deceive&-'
ý She stood mute with surprise. His father alive-madness
in the family. Truly it would have been difficult for Sir
Victor or any one else to call this good news. They were
directly beneath the window. He glanced up--yes, a pale
face gleained from behind the curtain, ýga&ing down at that
other pale face by Sir Victoes side. Very pale, ve!y set
just now. 01

Il Then if zour father is alive, lie is Sir Victor and not-
you ? Il e

Those were the first words she spoke ; her tone cold, her
glance unsympathetic.

His heart contracted.
id He will never interfère with rny- claim-tbey assure me

of tlat. Alive in fealitj,ý he is deadl-.t the world. Edith,
would it rnake any différence-if lo-,:iýt title and estate,

would I also lose you ? "
The beseeching love in his eyes M'ght have moved her,

but just at present she felt as thouzlta stone lay in her
bosom instead of a hcart- ': -«

III am not a sentimental ýort of girl, Sir.Victor," sbe an-
swered steadily. Il I am almost too practical and worldly,
perhaps. And 1 must own it would make a différence. I
have told you I am not in love w4h you-t- as yet-you have
elected to take me and wait for thN I tell you now truth-,
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fully, if you were not Sir Victor Catheron, I' would not
marry you, It is best 1 should be honest, best 1 should not

deceive you. Yon are a thousand times too good for so,
iiiercenary a creature as 1 ain, and if you leave me it will
only be serving me right. I don't want to break my prom-
ise, to draw back, but 1 féel in the mood-for plain speaking
this morning. If you féel that you caWt marry me on those

terms-and I don't deserve that you should-now is the
time to speak. No one wili be readier than 1 to own that

it serves me right." 
fl*'He looked and listened, pale to the lips.

Il Edithi in Heaýen's name, do you wish me to give you
up ? ýj

Il No, I wish nothing of the sort I have promised to
marry you, and I arn ready to, keep that promise ; but if

you expect love or devotion from me, I tell you frankly I
have neither to give. If vou are willing still to take me,
and "-smilincr-11 1 see you are-I am still ready to be

your wife-your true and faithful wife from the first-your
1o,ýÏng wifé, I hope, in the end."

They saîd no more. He led her back to, the house, then
left her. He hastened to Miss Catheron, more sombre
even than when he had quitted her.

Weil," he said briefly, 16 you saw her
I saw her. It is a beautiful face, a proud face, a truth-

ful face, and yet-" IF 1 -
Il Go on," he said impatiently. Don't try to spare- me.

I am growing accustomed to unpleasant truths."
1 niay be wrong, bui something in her face tells me she

does not love you, and," under her breath, 91 never will.:t -
41 It will come in time. With or without love, sÈe is wül-

ing to, be my wife-that is happiness enough for the pres-
ent.-l'

You told her ail ?
I told her my father wàs alive and insane-no more.

It wM make no différence in eur plans-none. We are to,
be maimied the first of September. The secret is safe with
her." '11* 1

The -door opened, ý.ýnd Lady Helena came hastily in.
si If you wish to catch the z2.5o train, Inez," she said,

66 ydu'must go at once. It is a long drive froin this to the
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station. -The brougham is waiting-shall 1 accompany
you ? ',

Il I will acconipany her," said Sir Victor. 41 You had

better return to, our guests. They will begin to féel them-
selves neglected."

Miss Catheron left the room. In five minutes she reap-
pe ared, closely veiled, as when he had met her on the stairs.

The adieux were hastily made. He gave her his arm and
lecl her down to, the close brougham. As they passed bc-

fore the drawing-room windows, Miss Stuart uttered an ex-

clamation :
CI Oh 1 1 say ! wliere is Sir Victor going in the rain, and

who is the dismal-looking lady in black Edith, who is it ?
You ought to know."

Il I don't know," Edith answered briefly, not looking up
from her book.

Hasn't Sir Victor told you ?
1 haven't asked Sir Victor."
Oh, you haven't, and he hasn't told ? Well, all I have to

say is, that when Pm engaged 1 hope the object of my affec-
tions will keep no secrets froni me."

As if he could 1 " murmurs Captain Hammond.
1 declare, he is going off with her. Edith, do come and

look. There 1 they are driving away together, as fast as
they can go."
But Edith never Istirred. If she felt the slightest curiosity

on the subject, her face did not show it.
They drove, rapidly throtigh the rain, and barely cauglit

the train at that. He placed her hurriedly in an empty
carriage, a moment before it started. As it flew by he

caught one last glimpse of a veiled face, and a hand waving
farewell. Then the train and the woman were out of sight.

Like a man who walks in his sleep, Sir Victor Catheron

turned, re-entered the brougham,'and was driven home.



L.4D Y HELEJVAIS BALL.

CEL,%,=R XV.

LADY HEL]ENAýS BALL.

HREE days after, on Thursday, the fifth of June,
Lady Helena Powyss gave a very large dinner-
party, followed by a ball in honor of her American

guests. When it is your good fortune to nurnber
half a county among your friends, relatives, and acquaint-
ances, it is possible to bc at once numerous and select.
The crème de la crème of Cheshire assembled in Lady Hel-
ena7s halls of daLzling light, to do honor to Sir Victor Cath-
eron's bride-elect- £

For the engagement had been formally announced, and
was the choice bit of gossip, with which the shire regaled itself.

Sir Victor Catheron was following in the footsteps of his
father, -pd, was about to bring to Catheron Royals one of

the lower orders as its mistress. It was the Dobi-) blooý no
-these sort of mesalliances will tel

doubt cropping up n
American, too-a govemess, a poor relation of some Co

mon rich people from the States. The best county families,
with daughters to marry, shook their heads. It was very sad

-very sad, to sec a good old naine and a good old farnily
degenerate in tÈis way. But there was always a taint of
madness in the Catheron blood-thai accounted for a good
deaL Poor Sir Victor-and poor Lady Helena k
But everybody came. They might bc deeply shoclced and

sorry, but still Sir Victor Catheron pas Sir Victir Catheron,
the richest baronet in the county, and Catheron Royals al-
ways a pleasant bouse to visit-the reigning Lady Catheron
always a desirable acquaintance on one's visiting-list. N * 0-
body acknowledged, of course, they went from pure, down-

right curiosity, to sec this manSuvring Anierican girl, who
had taken Sir Victor Catheron captive under the aristocratic
noses of the best-born, best-bred, best-blooded yosng ladies
in a circuit of twenty miles.

The eventfal night came-the night of Edith's ordeaL
Even Trix was a little nervous-only a little-is not perfect
self-possession the normal state of American young lady-
dom? Lady Helena was quite pale in ber anxiety. The

244
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girl was handsonie beyond dispute, thoroughhred as a young,
countess, despite lier birth and brinoing up in a New Encyland
town and Yankee boarding-house, with pride enough for a
princess of forty quarterinrys, but how would she come forth
from, the fiery furnace of all those pitiles-3eyes, sharpened to
points to watch for gaucheries and solecisnis of good breed-
iig--frorn the nierciless tongues that *ould hang, draw, and

quarter lier, the instant their owners were out of the house.
Il Dan't you feel nervous, Dithy ? " asked Trix, alinost

out of patience at last with Editlis serene cahn. Il 1 do
horribly. And Lady Helena has got a fit of the fidgets that

will bring lier gray hairs to an early grave, if this day lasts
much longer. Ain't you afraid-honor bright

Edith Darrell lifted lier dark, disdainful eyes. She sat
reading, while the afternoon wore on, and Trixy fussed and
fluttered about the room.

II Afraid of the people who are coming liere to-night-is
that what you mean ? Not a whit! I know as well as you
do, they are coming to inspect and find fault with Sir Victor
Catheron's choice, to pity him, and call nie an adventuress.

1 know also that any one of these young ladies would have
married him, and said 'Thank you for asking,' if lie had seen
fit to choose them. - 1 have my own pride and Sir Victor's
good taste to uphold to-nicylit, and I will uphold them. 1

think "-she lifted lier haughty, dark head, and glanced, with a
half-conscious smile, in the pier-glass opposite-11I think 1

can bear. comparison. by lamplight with any of these
Il dau,-r;,hters of a hundred earls,' such as-Lady Gwendoline
Drexel for instan ce.9y
11, By lamplight," Trix said, ignoring-the rest of lier speech.
Ah, yes, that's the worst of it, Edith ; you dark people al-

wa s light ul) well. And Lady Gwendoline Drexel-I wonder
what Lady Gwendoline will wear to-niglit ? Jk should like to,
be the best-dressed young lady at the ball. Do you know,
Dith," spitefully this, Il I think Charley is quite struck with
Lady Gwendofine. Yon noticed, I suppose, the attention

he paid lier the evening we met, and then lie has been to
Drexel Court by inýitation. Pa is most anxious, 1 know.

Money will be no object, you know, with Charley, and really
it would bc nice to have a titled sister-in-law. 1 My sister,

Lady Gwendoline Stuart,' will sound very well in New



246 LADY HCLENXS BALL.

«York, won't it ? It would be a very suitable match for
Charley."

Il A i-nost suitable match," Miss Darrell repeated; Il age
included. She is ten years his senior if a dayj.,but where

true love exists, what does a trifle- of years on cither side
signIfy ? He has inoney-she has rank. He has youth and

gqod looks-she has hig'li birth and a handle to her name.
As vou say, Trixy, a most suitable match 1

Ànd then Miss Darrell went back to her book, but the
slender, black brows were meeting in a steady frown, that
quite sl)olled her beauty-no doubt at soinething displeas-
ing in the pages.

Il But you mustn't sit here all day," broke in Trix again;
ci it!s high time you were up in -your dressing-room. What
are yoit going to weair; Dith ? "

Il I have not-decided yet. 1 dont much care ; it doesWt
niuch matter. I have decided to look my best in any-

t'.Iillg." %
She arose and sauntered out of the room, and was seen no

moré, until the waxlight% blazed from end to end of the
great mansion and the june dusk had déepened into dewy

niryht. Then, as the roll of carriages came without ceasing
along the drive, she descended, arrayed for battle, to find

her impatient slave and adorer awaiting her at the foot of
the grand stairway. Slie smiled upon him her brightest,
most beaming smile, a smile that intoxicated hitn at sight.

41 Will 1 do, Sir Victor ? " she asked.
Would she do? He looked at her as a man may look

half dazzled, at the sun. He could not have told you what she
wore, pink and white clouds it seenied to him-he only

knew two brown, luminous,, laur ' rhing eyes were looking
straight into his, and turning his brain with their speIL

Il You are sure 1 will do? You are sure you will not be
ashamed of me to-night ? " her laughing voice asked again.

Ashained of her-ashamed! He laughed aloud at the
stupendous joke, as he drew lier arm within his, and led her
into the thronged rooms, as some favored subject may once
in his life lead in a queen.

Perhaps there was excuse for hi'. I shall look my best
in anything," she had said, in her disdain, and she had kept

her word. She wore a dress that seerned alternately corn-
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posed of white tulle and blusli-roses ; she had roses in her
rich, dark hair, hair always beatitifully worn ; Sir Victorls

diamond -betrothal ring shone on lier finger; round lier arch-
ing throat she wore a slender line of yellow gold, a locket
set with brilliants attaclied. The locket bad been Lady
Helena% gift, and held Sir Victors portrait. That was her,
ball array, and she looked as though she -were floating in her
fleecy white draperies, lier perftiniery, roses, and sparkling

diamonds. The dark eyes outshone the diamonds, a soft
flush warmed either cheek. Yes, she was beautiful; so,
beautiful that saner men than lier accepted lover, might-have
been pardoned if for a moment they lost their heads.

Lady Helena Powyss, in sweeping moire and jewels, re-
c--iving her guests, looked at lier and drew one long breath
of great relief. . She might have spared herself all her anx.-
ious doubts and féars-low-born and penniless as she «was,
Sir Victor Catheron's bride would do Sir Victor Catheron
bonor to-night.

Trix was there-Trix resplendent in pearl silk with a train
balf the length of the rocm, pearl silk, point lace, white-

catiielias, and Neapolitan -- cmals and cameos, incrusted with
diamonds-Tri% in all the ï1nery six thousand dollars can

buy, drew a long breath of great and bitter envy.
Il If one wore the Koh-î-noor and Coronation Robes,"

thougght Miss Stuart sadly, Il she would shine one down.
She is dazzling to-night. Captain Hammond," tappîiqg that

youno, warrior with her point-lace fan, 49 zèýdÏ-y-ü think Edi h
is without exception the inost beautiful and elegant girl in
the roonis ? "

And the gallant captain bows profoundly, and answers
with a look that points the speech :

66 With one exception, Miss Beatrix, only one."
Charely is there, and perhaps there can be no doubt about
it, that Charley is, wi thout exception, far and away, the best
looking man. Charley gazes at his cousin for an instant on
the arni of her proud and happy loeer, radiant and smiling,
the-centre, of all that is best in the room. She lifts her dark,
laughing eyes as it chances, and brown and gray meet full.

Then he turns away to a tall, languid rather passive lady,
who, is talking slowly by his side.

l' Is Mûss Darrell really his cousin Really How ex-

a
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trenicly handsonie she is, and how perfectly inratilated S;r
Victor seems. Poor Sir Victor! What a pity there is in-
ýan ty in the fani*ly-insanity is such a very shocking thin.g.

How pretty Miss Stuart is looking this evening. She has
beard-is it true-can Mr. Stuart inform her-are all Amer-

ican girls handsome ? "
And Charley-as Captain Hammond has done-bows, and

looks, and replies:
Il I used to think so, Lady Gwendoline. I have seen

English girls since, and think différently." ,
Oh, the imbecile falsehoods of society 1 He is thinking,

as he says it, how pallid and faded poor Lady Gwendoline is
looking, in her dingy green satin and white Brussels lace
overdress, her emeralds and bright golden hair-inost beau-

tiful and m'ost expensive shade to, be had in I-..ondon. He
is thinIcing how the Blanc de Perle and rouge vegetal is show-
ing on her three-and-thirty-year-old face, and what his life
would be like if lie listened to, his father and maTried her. He

shudders inwardly and gives it up-11 that way madness lies,"
and while there is a pistol left, wherewith to blow his brains
out, lie can still hope to, escape a worse fate.

But Lady Gwendoline, freighted with eleven seasons' ex-
perience, and growing seedy and desperate, clings to hirn as
the dfowning cling to, straws. She is the daughter of a peer,
but there are five younrfer sibters, all plain and all portion- -

less. Her élder sister, who chaperones lier to-night,_ is the
wife of a rich and retired manufacturer, Lady Portia Hainp-
ton. The rich and retired manufacturer has purchased
Drexel Court, and it is Lady Portiaýs painful duty to try and

niarry her sisters off.
The ball is a great success for Miss Edith Darrell. The

men rave about her; the women may sneer, but they must
do it covertly; lier beauty and lier grace, her elegance and
high breeding, not the inost envious dare dispute. Music
swells and floats del 1 ciously-sc ores are suitors for her hand
in the dance. The flush deepens on her dusk cheeks, the
strearning liglýt in her starry eyes-she is dangerously bril-
liant to-night. Sir Victor follows in her train whenever his
duties allow hirn ; when he daw--es with others his eyes

follow his hear4 and go after her. There is but one in all
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those thronged roorns for him-oue who is his idol-his dax-
ling-the pride, the joy, the desire of his lifé.

44 My dear, 1 arn proud of you to-night," Lady Helena
whispers once. 16 You surpass yourself-you are lovely- be--

yond compare. Yoa do us all credit."
And Edith Darreli's haughty eyes look up for a moment

and they are flashing through tears. She lifts the ladf s hand
witli exquisite grace, and kisses it. Then srniles chase the
tears, and she is gone on the arm of sorne devoted cavalier.
Once---only once, she dances with Charley. She has striven

to avoid him-no, not that either-it is, he who has avoided
her. She has seen him-let lier be surrounded by scores, she

has seen him whispering with Lady Gwendofine, dancing with
Lady Gwendoline, fanning Lady Gwendoline, flirting with
Lady Gwendoline. It is Lady Gwendoline lie leads to sup-
per, and it is after supper, with the enchanting strains of a
Strauss waltz filling the-eÀc, that he comes up and asks her
for that dance.

Il I am sure I deserve it for my humility,"' lie says plain-
tively. Il 1 have stood in the background, humbly and afar

off, and given you up to my betters. Surely, after all the
bitter pills I have.been swallowing, I deserve one sugar-
plurn."

She laughs-glances at Sir Victor, making his way toward
lier, takes his arm rather burriedly, and inoves off.

Il Is Lady Gwendoline a pill, or a sugar-plurn ? " she asks.
You certainly seem to have had an overdose of her."
Il I owe Lady Gwendoline my deepest thanks," he an-

swered grayely. Il Her efforts to keep me aniused this even-
ing, have been * orthy of a better cause. lf the deepest
gratitude of a too-trusting heart," says Charley, laying his
hand on the left side of his white waistcoat, Il be any reward
for such service, it is hers."

They float away. To Edith it is the one dance of the«
night. She hardly knows whether she whirls in air or on the

waxed floor; she only knows that it is like heaven, that the
music is celestial. and that-it is Charleys arin that is clasp-
ing her close. Will she ever waltz with him again she won-
ders, and she feels, féels in her inniost heart, that she is sin-
nintz affainst her affianced husband in waltzing with him now.
But it is jo delicious--what a pity raost of the delicious things9 -- ne
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of eaxth sbould bc wrong. If it could only last forever- for-
ever 1 And while she thinks it, it stops.
11 0 Charley! that -was a waltz ! " she says, leaning on

.hini heavily, and panting no one else has-my step as you
have it."

Il Let us trust that Sir Victor will learn it," he responds
ccrolly ; Il here he cornes now. It was a charming waltz,

Dithy, but charming things niust end. Your lawful propri-
etor approaches ; to your lawful proprietor 1 resign you."

He was perfectly unflushed, perfectly unexcited. He
bows, si-niles, Y'ields her to Sir Victor, and saunters away.
Five seconds later he is bending over Lady Gwendoline's
chair, whispering in the pink, patrician ear resting against
the glistenihg, golden chignon. Edith looks once-in heïr
heart she hates Lady Gwendoline-looks once, and looks no
more.

And as the serene June nioming dawns, and larks and
thrushes pipe in the trees, Lady HelenWs dear five hundred
friends, sleepy and p4llid, get into their carriages and go
home.

CHAPTER XVI.

0 RY COUSIN SHALLOW-1-IEARTED

"11E middle of the day is past before one by one
they straggle down. Breakfast awaitseach new-

KM comer, hot and tempting. Trix eats herswith a
relish. Trix possesses one of the chief elements of

perpetual hurnan happiness-an appetite that never fails, a
digestion that, in her own metaphorical Arnerican language,
Il never goes back on her." But Edith looks fagÈed and
spiritless. If people are to bc supernatural1y brilliant and
bright, dashing and fascinating all niglit long, people niust
expect to, pay the penalfy next day, when lassitude and reac-

tion set in.
Il My poor Edie 1 " Mr. Charles Stuart remarks, compas-

sionately, glancing at the wan cheeks and lustreless eyes, as
he lights his after-breakfast cigar, Il you do look most aw-
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fülly used up. ffliat a pity for their peace of mind, some of
your frantic adorers of last night can't see you now. Let
nie recommend you to go back to bed and try an S. and 13.11

"An &S. and B.'?" Edith repeats vaguely.
Il Soda and Brandy. It's the thing, depend upon it, for

P such a case as yours. I've been seedy myself before now,
and know what Fin talking about. l'Il mix it for you, if you
like."

There is a copy of Tennyson, in blue and gold, beside
Miss Darrell, and Miss Darrell's reply is to fling it at Mr.
Stuares head. Itis alasteffort of expiringnature; shesinks
back exhausted among her cushions. Charley departs to

enjoy his Manila put under the waving trecs, and Sir Victor,
looking fresh and recuperated, strolls in and bends'qver her.

61 MY dear Edith," he says, Il how pale you are this morn-
ing-how tired you look. If one ball is going to exhaust

you like this, how will you stand the wear and tear of Lon-
don seasons in the blissfül time to come ? "

Slipe does not blush-she turns a trifle impatiently away
from. him and looks out. She can see Charley and Ham-

mond smoking sociably together in the sunny distance.
il I will grow used to it, 1 dare say. l Sufficient unto, the day

is the Vil thereo£"'
Have you had breakfast ?
I made an effort and failed. I watched *x eat hers,

however, and.that refreshed me quite as well. It was invig-
orating only to look at her." -*

He smiles and bends lower, drawing one long brown
silken tress of hair fondly through his fingers, feeling as,
though he would like to stoop and kiss the pale, weary face.

But Trix is over yonder, pretending to, read, and kissing is
not to be thought o£

dij am going over to Catheron Royals," he whispered
suppose you cotne-the walk will do you good. I am giv-

ing oirders about the fitting up of the ôld place. Did I tell
yqu the workmen came yesterday ?

Yes ; you told me."
Shall I ring for your hat and parasol ? Do come,

Edi'th.sy
"Excuse me, Sir Victor," Edith answers, with an impa-

tient motion. Il I feel too tired-too, lazy, which ever you
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like-fo stir. Some other day I will go with pleasure-just
now I féel -like lying here and doing the dolce far niente.
Don't let me detain you, however?'

He turns to leave her with a disappointed face. Edith
closes her eyes and takes an easier position among the pil-

lows. The door closes behind hini; Trix flings down her
book and bursts forth

Il Of all the heartless, cold.blooded animals it bas ever
been my good fortune to meet, commend me to Edith Dar-

rell! "
The dark eyes unclose and look up at her.

C4 My dear Trix 1 what's the matter with you now? What
new enormity have I coinniitted ? "
Il Oh, nothing new-nothing new at all," is Triýs scorn-

ful. response ; Il it is quite in keeping with the rest of your
conduct. To be purely and entirely selfish is the normal

state of the future Lady Catheron ! Poor Sir Victor! who
bas won you. Poor Charley 1 who bas lost you. I hardly
know which I pity most."

Il I don't see týat you need waste your precious pity on
either, ",answered Edith, perfectly unmoved by Miss Stuares
vituperation ; Il keep it for me. I shall make Sir Victor a
very good wife as wives go, and for Charley-well, Lady

Gwendoline is left to console him."
Il Yes, of course, there is Lady Gwendoline. 0 Edith 1

Edith 1 what are you inade of ? Flesh and blood like other
people, or waxwork, with a st'ne for a heart ? How can.
you sell yourself, as you are going to do ? Sir Victor Cath-
eron is no iAore to you than his hall-porter, and yet you per-
sist in marrying him. You love my brother and yet you
band hün over to Lady Gwendoline. Come, Edith, be bon-
est for once ; you love Charley, don't you ? "

Il It is rather late in the day for such tender confessions as
that," Edith replies, with a reckless sort of laugh ; Il but yes

-if the declaration does you any good, Trix-1 love Char-
ley.p? j

Ci And yoli give hirn up 1 Miss Darrell, I give you up as
a conundrum 1 cant solve. Rank and title are 'all very well

-nobody thinks more of them than I do; but if 1 loved a
man," cried Trix, with kindling eyes and glowing cheeks,
Il Id marry him 1 Yes; I would, though he were a beggar."

1
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Edith looked up at lier kindly, with a smothered sigh.
Il I believe you, Trix; but then 'ou are différent froiu me!'

Slie half-raised herself, looking dreamily out on the sunlit
prospect of lawn, and coppice, and woodland. Il Here it is :
I love Charley, but I love myself better. 0 Trix; child,
don't let us talk about it; I am tired, and my head aches!'
Siie pushed back the heavy, dark hair wearily off lier temples
with both hands. I am what you call me, a selfish wretch -
a heartless little brute-and 1 am going to marry Sir Victor

Catheron. Pity him, if yon like, poor fellow 1 for he loves
nie with his whole heart, and lie is a- brave and loyal gentle-
man. But don't pity your brother, my dear; believe me, lie

doesn't need it. Hes a good fellow, Charley, and he'likes
nie, but lie woet break his heart or commit suicide while lie
lias a cirar I*eft."

41 Here lie comes 1 " exclaimed Trix, 41 and I believe lie
lias heard us."

Il Let him come," Edith returns, lying listlessly back among
hercushions once more. It doesn't matter if lie has. It

will be no news to him.'l
Il It is a pity you should miss each other, though," Trix

says sarcastically, as slie turns to go ; Il such thorough phi-
losophers both ; 1 believe you were made for each other, and,
as far as easy-going selfishness is concerned, there is little to

choose between you. Ies a thousand pities Sir Victor can't
hear all this."

Il He niight if lie liked," is Edith's answer.- I shouldn't
care. Charley!" as Charley comes in and Trix goes out,

Il have you been eavesdropping Don't deny it, sir, if you
have ! "

Charley takes a position in an ea-sy-chair some yards dis-
tant, and looks at li-er lyinc, there, languid and lovely.

1 have been eavesdropping-I never deny my sinall
vices, Hamniond left nie to go to the stables, and, strolling
under the window, I overheard you and Trix. Open confes-
Sion is beneficial, no doubt ; but, my dear cousin, you really
shouldn't make it in so audiblt à tone. It niight have been
Sir Victor instead of me."

She says nothing. The sombre look he has learned to
know is in her dusk eyes, on lier dark, colorless face.
Il Poor Sir Victor 1 " he goes on ; 41 he loves you-not a
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doubt of that, Dithy-to tlie depths of idiocy, where yoir
know so well how to cast )-our victinis; but liard hit as he

is, 1 wonder wliat lie would say if lie hear:à all this 1
You miryht tell hin), Charley," Edith says. I sbouldn't

mind much, and lie might jilt me-who can tell ? 1 think
itwoulddousbothgood. Youcould say 'Look liere: don't

marry Edith Darrell, Sir Victor; slie isn't worthy of you or
any good man. She is full of pride, vanity, ambition, sel-

fishness, ill-ternper, cynicism, and all uncharitableness. She
is blasé at nineteen-think what she will be at nine-and-

twenty. She doesn't love you-1 know lier well enough to,
be sure she never will, partly because a lieart w,-is left out in

her hafd anatoiny, partly because-because all the liking she
eer had to give, went long ago to somebody else.' Charley,

1 think lie would give me up, and I'd respect hini for it, if
he, knew that. Tell him, if you have the courage, and when

-he casts me off, come to mq and make nie marry you. You
can do it, you know; and when the lioncymoon is over-
when poverty stalk-s in at the door and love flies out of the

window-when we hate each other as only ill-assorted wives
and husbalids ever hate-let the thought that we have done
the 1 All for love, and the world well lost' business, to the
bitter end, console us." ,

She laughs recklessly ; she feels reckless enough to sày
an4thing, do any1rhing, tbis morning. Love, ambition, rank,

wealth-%vhat empty baubles they all look, seen through
tired eyes the day after a ball !

He sits silent, watching her thoughtfully.
1 don't understand you, Edith," lie says. I feel like

asking you the same question Trix did. ffliy do you marry
Sir Victor?"

Il Why do I marry him, ? " she repeated. Well-a little
because of his handsome face and stately bearing, and the

tritimph of carrying off a prize, for which your Lady Gwen-
doline and half a score more have battled. A little because
he pleads so eloquentjy and loves me as no other mortai
man did, or ever will ; -and oh ! Charley, a great deal because
he is Sir Victor Catheron of Catheron Royals, with a rent-
roll of twenty thousand a year, and more, and a name that
is older than Magna Charta- If there be any virtue in truth,

therýe--you have iý plain, unvarnished. 1 like him-who
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could help it ; but love hiin-no She clasped ýér Èands
above lier head, and gaied dreaënily out at the sparkling
sunlit scene. " I shail be very fond of hirn, very proud of

him, when I am his wife-that I k-no*. He willenter ParL----,
liament. and make speeches, -and write political pamphlets,
and reàress the wrongs of the people. He's the sort of
man politicians are made of-the sort of mun a wife can be
proud of. And on rny-wedding day, or perhaps a day or two
before, you and I shall shake hands, sir, and sce each other
no more.?y

Il No more he repeats.
Ilwell, for a year or two at least,'-until all the folly of the

past can be remembered only as a thing to be laughect a;t.
Or until there is a tall, handsonie Mrs. Stuart, or, rùore
likely, a Lady Gwendoline Stuart. And Charley," speak-
in& hurriedly now, and not meeting the deep gray eyes she

knows are fixed upon her, ."the locket with my picture and
the letters-you won't want theni then-suppose you let me
bave theni back."

Il I won't want thern then, certainly," Charley responds,
if by 1 then ' you mean when I am the husband of the tall,
fascinating Mrs. Stuart or Lady Gwendoline. But as I

bave not that happiness yet, suppose you allow me to retain
thern until I have. Sir Victor will never know, and lie would

not mind much if he did. We are cousins, are we not ? and
what more natural than that cousins once removed should

.keep each others pictures ? By the bye, 1 see you still wear
that little trurnpery pearl and turquoise brooch 1 gave you,

with my photo at the back. Give it to nie, Edie; turquoise
does not becorne your brown skin, my dear, and Pli give

you a ruby pin with Sir Victors instead. Perhaps, as tur-
quois does become her, Lady Gwendoline will accept this

as love's first timid offéring. The rubies will do twice as
well for you."

He stretched out his hand to unfasten it. She sprang
back, her cheeks flushi'ng at his touch.

Il You shall not have it ! Neither Lady Gwendoline nor
any one else shall wear it, and, married or single, I shail keep
it to, my d3ing day if I choose. Charley-what do you
mean, sir 1 , How dare you ? Let me go 1 "

For lié' had risen suddenly and caught her in his arnis,
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looking steadily down into ber dark eyes, with a gaze she
deuld not méet. Whilst he held lier, whilst he looked at

lier, he was her inaster, and he knew it.
Il Charley, let nie go! " she pleaded. If any one came

in ; the servants, or-or-Sir Victor."
He laughed contemptuously, and held her still.
Il Yes, Edith ; suppose Sir Victor came in and saw bis bride-

elect with a sacrilegious arm about lier waist ? Suppose 1
told him the truth-that you are inine, not his: ruine by the

love that alo'ne niakes niarriage - holy ; 1-ils for bis titlé and-
his rent-roll-bouglit and sold. By Heaven 1 1 kajf wish he
wotild 1

Was this Charley-Charley Stuart
She caught lier breath-her pride and her-insolence drop-
ping from her-only a- girl in the grasp of the nian she loves.

In that moment, if he had willed it, he could have made her
forego her plight, and pledge herself t* be his wholly, and he

knew it.
Il Edith," he said, Il às 1 stand and Idok at you, in your

beauty and your selfishness, 1 hardly know whether 1 love or
despise you most. 1 could ruake you marry me-make you,
inind-but you are not worth it. Go! He opened his

arins contemptuously and released her. Yoif Il not be a
bad wife for Sir Victor, I dare say, as fashiona-le wives go.

You'Il be that ornarnent of society, a married flirt, but you'Il
never run away with bis dearest friend, and niake a case for

the D. C. 1 All for love ancl the world well lost,' is no
niotto of yours, my handsorne cousin. A week ago l'en-
vied Sir Victor with all my heart-to-day 1 pity him with all
illy soul 1

He turned to go, for once in bis life, thoroughly aToused,
passionate lovei passionate raae at war within him. She

had sunk back upon the 'sofa, her face hidden in her hands,
bu-tiibled, as in all her proud life she had never been hurn-
bled before. 1-ler silence, lier humility touched hiiii. 'He
heard. a stifled sob, and all bis hot anger died out in pained
reniorse.

66 Oh, forgive me, EdithA " he said, Il forgive nie. It may
be cruel, but 1 had to speak. It is the first, it will be the last
time. - I un selfish, too, or I would never have pained yon
-beitter never hear the truth than that the hearing should
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niakc -oumiserable. Don'tcryEdith;Ican'tbearit. For-

9 ve ii el my cousin-they are the last tears 1 wili ever make

you shed."
The words he meant to soothe lier, hurt more deeply

than the words lie meant to wound. Il They are the last
tears I will ever make you shed! " An eternal farewell was
in the words. She lieard the door open, heard A close, and
L-new that her love and her life had parted in that instant

forever.

CHAPTER XVIL

FOREVER ANI) FVER."

WO weeks later, as Jiine's golden days were draw-
ing to a close, five of Lady Helena's guests de-

parted froin Powyss Place. One en' ain d behind.
The Stuart familv, with the devote Captain Hani-

mon * d in Trixy's train, ývent up to Londo Aliss Edith
Darrell stayed behind. ,

Since the memorable day following the ball, the bride-
elect of Sir Victor Catheron had dwelt in a sort of earthly

purgatory, had lived stretched on a sort of daily rack.
How blessings brighten as they take their flicylit." She had

given up Charley-had cast him off, had bartered herself irr
cold blood-for a title and an income. And now that lie

held her at her true value, that his love had died a natural
death in contempt and scorn, lier whole heart, her whole soul

craved him with a sick longing that was like death. It was
lier daily torture and penance to see him, to speak to hiin,
and note the cold scorn of his gray, tranquil eyes. jealousy
had been added to her other tornients ; he was ever by Lady
Gwendoline's side of late-ever at Drexel Cotirt. His

father had set his heart upon the match ; she was graceful
and high-bred; it would end in a marriage, nô doubt. Tliere
were times wlien she woke from her jealous ancyer to rage at
herself.

What a dog in the manger I grow," she said, with a bit-
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ter laila 41 1 won7t have him rnyself, and I cannot bear
that anv one else shotild have hini. If lie would only gof

awav-if lie only would-1 - cannot endure this mucli

Truly she could not. She was losing flesh and color, wax-
in-f wan as a shadow. Sir Victor was full of concern, full of
wonder and alarm. Lady Helena said little, but (being a

woman) lier sharp old eyes saw all.
Il The sooner my guests, go, the better," she thought the

sooner she sees the last of this young man, the sooner health
and strench will retum!"

Perhaps Charley saw too--the gray, tranquil eyes were
very penetrating' It was lie, at all even1ý, who urged the

exodus to London:-
&,, Let us see a littloélý,ýondon life in the season, governor,"
he said. "Lady Po'rtia Hampton, and that lot, are going.

They'll introduce us to some nice people-so will Hamniond.
Rustic lanes and hawthorn ledges are all very pretty, but

there's a possibility of their Palling on depraved New York
minds. 1 pine forstone and mortar, and the fog and smoke

of I.ondon."
Whatever lie may have félt, lie bore it easily to all out-

ward seeming, as the men who feel deepest mostly do.
He could not be said to actually avold lier, but certainly since
that afiernoon in the drawing-room, they had never been for

five seconds alone.
Mr. Stuart, senior, had agreed,*with almost féverish eager-

ness, to the proposed change. Life liad been very pleasant
in Cheshire, with picnics, water-parties down the Dee, drives
to show-places, lawn billiards, and croquet, but a month

of it was enough. Sir Victor was immersed in his building
projects and his lady-love ; Lady Helena, ever since the

coming and going of the lady in black, had not been the
same. Powyss pl:ice was a pleasant house, but enough was

enoucYh. They were ready to say good-by an be off to
116 fresh fields and pastures new."

l'And, my dear child," said Lady Helena to Edith, when
the departure was fixed, Il 1 think you had much better re-
main behind.-"

There was an emphasis in lier tone, a rneaning glanpe in
her eye, that brought the conscious blood to, the girrs ileek.
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Hcr eyes fell-her lips quivered for an instant-she made
DO reply.

Il Certainly Edith will remain," Sir Victor interposed im-
petuously. As if %ve cotild survive down here witlieut

lie- 1 And, 'of course, just at present it is impossible for nie
to leave. They don't need lier half as much as we do-

Miss Stuart lias Harnmond, Prince Cliarley lias Gwendoline
Drexel ; Edith would only bc in the way 1

It is settled, then ? " said Lady Helena again, watching
Edith with a curiously intent look. You remain ?

41 1 will remain," Edith answered, very lowly and without
lifting lier eyes.

My own idea is," went on the young baronet confidep-
tially, to his lady love, Il tliat they are glad to be gone.

Something seems to be the matter with Stuart père-under
a cloud, rather, just at present. Has it struck you, Dithy ? "

He had -caught the way of calling, her by the pct Dame
Trix and Charley used. Slie lifted, lier eyes abstractedly

iioýv, as lie asked the question.
61 Mr. Stuart ? What did you say, Sir Victor Oh-un-

der a cloud. Well, yes, 1 liave noticed it. I think it is
soniething connected with his business in New York. In

papa's last letter he alluded to it."
611n papa!s last letter," Mr. Frederick Darréll had said

this : 
.-."

«I One of their great financial crises, they tell nie, is ap-
proaching in New York, involving niany failures and ini-
inense loss. One of the most deeply involved, it is whispered,
will be James Stuart. I have heard lie is threatened with

ruin. Let us hope, however, this may beexaggerated. Once
I fancied it would be a fine thing, a brilliant match, if my

Edith married James Stuart*s son. How much better Provi-
dence lias arranged it! Once more, my dearest datighter, I
congratulate you on the brilliant vista opening before you.

Your step-mother, who desires lier best love, never wearies
of spreading the wontlerful news that our little Edie is so
soon to be the bride of a great English bafonet."

Miss Darrell's straight black brows met in one frowning
line as she perused this parental and plous epistle. The
next instant it was torn into minute atoms, and scattered to
the four winds of he-aven.

116FOREVER AND EVER."
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There seenied to be some fotindation for the news. Let-
ters without end kept coming for Mr. Stuart ; little bovs
bearing the ominous oran e envelopes of the telegra
company, came almost daily to Powyss Place. After -these

letters and cable messages the gloom on Mr. Stuarts face
deepéned and darkened. He lost sleep, he lost appetite ; 1

some great and secret fear seemed preying upon him. -- What
was it ? His family noticed it, and inquired about his
health. 'He rebuffed thern impatiently ; he was quite well

-he wantcd to be let alone-why the un mention able-to-
ears-polite need they badger him with questions ? They held

their peace and let hini alone. That it in any way con-
cerned commercial failure they never dreamed ; to them the
wealth of the husbancrand father was sornething.illiniifable
-a golden river flowing from a golden ocean. That ruin
could approach thern never entered their wildest dreams.

He had gone to Edith one day and offéred, her a thou-
sand-dollar check.

Il For your trousseau, iny dear," he had said. 16 It isn't
what I expected to give you-what I would give you, if--2'
He gulped and paused. Il Things have changed with me
lately. You will accept this, Edie-it %vill at least buy your
wedding-dress."

She had shrunk back, and refused-not--prmdly-,-Dýr-à-ný--ý'
grily-very humbly, but very -firmly- --- Ërom Charleys father

she could never-t:rkzF--a---f-a-r-thing now.
-sfýý- said, 1 can't take it. Dear Mr. Stuart, I

thank you all the same; you have given rue more already
than 1 deserve or can ever repay. 1 cannot take this. Sir

Victor Catheron takes nie as I am-poor, penniless. Lady
Helena will give me a white silk dress and veil to be mar-
ried in. For the rest, after rny wedding-day, whatever my

life may lack, it will not lack dresses."
He had replaced the check in his pocket-book, inwardly

thankful, perhaps, that it had not been accepted. The day
was past when a tiiousad dollars would have been but as a

drop in the ocean to him.
The t .me of departureýwas ýfixed at length ; and the mo-n t ýrrix f ps irs,ient it 'rrix liew upstairs, and into EditWsime 0' lvs.room, with the news.

Oh, let us be joyful," sang Miss Stuar n1ý,
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psalm time up and down the room ; 1« we're off at las4 the
day after to-morrow, Dithy; so, go pack up at once. It's

been very jolly, and all that. down here, for the past four
weeks, and youve had a gooà tinie, 1 -now ; but 1, for one,

will be glad to hear the bustle and din of city life once more.
One grows tired doing the pastoral and tooral-ooral-I mean
trul rural-and craves for shops, and gaslight, and glitterI
and crowds of human beings once more. Otir rooms are

taken at Langham's, Edie, and that blessed darfing, Captain
Hammond, goes %rith us. Lady Portia, Lady Gwendoline,

.and Lady Laura are coming also, and 1 mean to plunge
headlonginto the giddy whirl of dissipation. and mingle with

the bloated aristocracy. Why don't you laugh ? What are
you looking so sulky about ? Il
il Am 1 looking sulky? Il Edith said, with a faint smile.
1 don't féel sulky. I sincerely hope you mly enjoy your-

self even more than you anticipate." '%1ý<
91 Oh-you do! " said Trix, openino, her eyes ; &'and. how

atout yourself-don't you expect to, enjoy yourself at all ?
I would, no doubt, only-I am not going."

Not going 1 " Thunderstruck, Trix repeats the words.
No - ithasbeen-,Èýd th-at I remain here. You woWt

n iss nie, Trix-you will have Captain Hammond."
Il Captain Hammond may go hang himsel£ I want you,

and you I mean to, have. Let's sit down and reason this
thing out. Now what new crotchet has got into your head ?
May 1 ask what your ladyship-elect means to, do ? Il

1,1 To-rernain quietly here until-until-you know."
ci Oh, 1 know 1 " with indescribable sconi ; 111 until you are

raise, to, the sublime dignity of a baronees wife. And yon
mean to mope away your existence down here for the next

two nionths listening to, love-making you dont care that
about. Oh, no need to, ifire up; 1 know how much you
care about it. And .I say yon shan't. Why, you are fading
away to a shadow now under it. You shall corne up to
London with us and recuperate. Charley shall take you
everywhere."

She saw her wince-yes, that was where the vital place
lay. Miss Stuart ran on:

&,,The idea of living under the same roof for _two mortal
months with the young nian you are going to, marry 1

611FOREVER AND EVER."
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You're a great stickler for etiquette-I hope you dont call

that etiquette ? Nobody ever heard of such a thing. l'm

not sure but that it would bc immoral. Of course, thereýs

Lady Helena to play propriety, and there's the iniprove-

nients at Catheron Royals to, amuse you, and there's Sir

Victor's endiess 1 lovering' to edify you, but still 1 say yon

shall conie. You started with us, and you shail stay with us

-vou belona to us, not to him, until the nuptial k-not. is

tied. 1 wouldn't give a ficr for London without you. 1

should die of the disinals in à week."

What, Trix-with Ca 'tain Hammond ?

Bother Captain Hammond 1 1 want you. 0 Edie, do

corne! "

Il I can't, Trix." - She tumed away with an impatient sigh.

I have prornised. Sir Victor wishes it, Lady Helena

wishes it. It is impossible."

Il And Edith Darrell wishes it. Oh, say it ont, Edith,"

Trix retorted bitterly. 'I Îour faults are many, but fear of the

truth used not to, be among them. You have proinised. Is

it that they are afraid to, trust you out of their sight ? "

Let nie alone, Trix. I ani tired and sick-1 can't bear

She laid her face down upon her arm-tired, as she said- -

sick, soul and body. Every âbre of her heurt was longincr

to go îith. thera-to be w1rh him while she niight, treason or

no to, Sir Victor ; but it could not, be.

Trix stood and looked at her, pale with anger.

Il I will let you alone, Miss Darrell. More-I w*iLll let you

alone for the reniainder of your life. AU the, past has been

bad enough. Your deceit to, me, your heartlessness to,

Charley-this is the last drop in the cup. You throW us

over when we have-served your turn for newer, grander

friends--it is only the way of the world, and what one înight

exj)ect from Miss Edith Darrell. But I didn't expect it-I

didn't think ingratitude was one arnong your failings. I was

a fool 1 " cried Trix, with a burst. Il 1 always was a fool and

always will be. But l'Il be fobled by you no longer. Stay

here, Miss Darrell, and when we say good-by day after to-

niorrow, it shall be good-by forevez.",»

And then Miss Stuar% very red in the face, very flashing
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in the eyes, bounced out of the room, and Edith was left
alone.

Only another friend lost forever. Well, she had Sir Victor
Catheron left-he niust suffice for all now.
All that day and most of the next she kept her room. It

was no falsehood to, say she was ill-she was. She lay upon
her bed, her dark eves ol)en, her hands clasped over her

head, looking blan-ly before her. To-morrow they must
part, and after to-inorrow-but her mind gave it up; she
cotild not look beyond.

She came downstairs when to-morrow came to say fare-
well. The white wrapper she wore was not whiter than her

face. Mr. Stuart shook hands in a nervous, hurried sort
of way that had grown habitual to, hini of late. , Mrs. Stuart
kissed her fondly, Miss Stuart just touched her lips formally

to, her cheek, and Mr. Charles Stuart held her cold fingers
for two seconds ' in his warin clasp, looked, with his own easy,

pleasant smile, straicyht into her eyes, and said good-by pre-
cisely as he said it to Lady Helena. Then it ývas all over

they were gone ; the wheels that bore them away crashed
over the grave]- Edith Darrell felt as though they were
crashing over her heart.

1 That night the Stuarts were established in elegant apart-
ments at Langhani's Hotel.

But alas for the frailty of huinan hopes! The s;pkndid
time " Trixy so, confidently looked forward to neyer canie.
The very morning after their arrival camèl»Te-o-rthe boys in
uniforrn with another sinister orange envelope for the head
of the family. The head of the family chanced to, be alone
in his dressina-room. He took it with trenibling hand and
bloodshot eyes, and tore it open. A moment after there was
a horrible cry like nothing huinan, then a heavy fall. Mrs.
Stuart rushed in with a scream, and found her husband lying
on the floor, the message in h4s hand, in a fit.

Captain Haminond had made an appointment with Char-
ley to dine at St. James Street that evening. Calling upon
old friends kèpt the gallant captain of Scotch Grays occupied
all day ; and as the shades of evening began to, gather over
the West End, he stood inipatiently awalting his arrival.
Mr. Stuart was ten minutes late, and if there was one thing
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in this mortal life that upset the y;ung warriors equaniniity,
it was being kept ten minutes waiting for his dinner. Five

minutes more 1 Confound the fellow-would he never
come ? As the impatient adjuration passed the capta4ns

lips, Charley came in. He was rather pale. Except for that,
there was no change in him. Deý_th itself could hardly have

wrought mitch change in Charley. He had not come to
apologize ; he had not come to dine. He had come to tell

the captain some very bad news. There had been terrible
commercial disasters of late in New York ; they had involved

his father. His father had embarked almost every dollar of
his fortune in some bubble speculations that had gone up
like a rocket and come down like a stick. He had been

losing immensely for the past month. This morning he
had received a cable message, telling hin-i the crash had

come. He was irretrievably, past all hope of redemption,
ruined.

AU this Charley told in his quietest voice, looking out
through the great bay window at the bustle and whirl of

fashionable London-life, at the hour of seven in the evening.
Captain Ha-unond, smoking a cigar, listened in glooa-iy si-

lence, feeling particularly uncomfortable, and not knowing
in the least what to say. He took out his cheroot and spoke
at last.

Ies a deuced bad state of affairs, Charley. Have ou
thought of anything ?

Il Pve thought of suicide," Charley answered, Il and made
all the prelit-ninary arrangements. 1 took out my razor-
case, examined the edges, found the sharpest, and-put it

carefully away again. 1 loaded all the chambers of rny re-
volver, and locked it up. I sauntered by the classic banks
of the Serpentine, sleeping tranquilly in the rays of the sun-
set (that sounds like poetry, but I don't mean poetry).
Of the three I think 1 prefer it, and if the worst*comes to
the worst, ies there still, and its pleasant and cool."

&,How do your mother and sistertake it?" Captain
Hammond gloomily asked.

Il My motheý is one of those happy-go-lucky, apathetic
sort of people who, never break, their hearts over anything.
She said & 0 dear ine l' several times, I believe, and cried
a little. Trix hasWt time to, 1 take it' at all. She is ab-
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sorbed all day in attending her father. The fit turns ' out
not to be dangerous at present, but he lies in a sort of stu-

por, a lethargy frorn which nothing can rouse him. Of
course our-first step will be to, return to New York- ininiedi-

ately. Beggars-and I take it that's about what we are at
present-have no business at Langliani's?'
Càptain Hammond ope-ned his bearded lips as though to

sp.-ak, thought better of ît, replaced his cigar again be-
tween tiiem in nioody silence, and stared hard at nothing

out of the window.
Il I called this afternoon upon the London agent of the

Cunard ships," rèsumed Charley, &'and found that one
sails in four days. Providentially two, cabins remained

untaken; I secured them at once. In fout, days, then, we
sail. Meantime, old fellow, if you'Il drop in and speak a

word to mother and Trix, you will be doing a friendly deed.
Poor souls 1 they are awfully cut up."

Captain Hami-nond started to his feet. He seized Char-
ley's hand in a gril) of iron. "Il Old boy!" lie began-he

never got further. The torrent of eloquence dried up sud-
denly, and a shake of the hand that niade Charley wince
finished the sentence.

Il 1 shall be fully occupied in the rneantime," Charley
said, taking his hat and turning to, go, Il and they'll. be a

great deal alone. If I can find time lIl run down to,
Cheshire, and tell my cousin. As we may not meet again,
I should like to -say 1 good-by."' e departed.

There was no sleep that night t the Stuart àpartments.
Mr. Ètuart was pronounced out of danger and able to,
travel, but he still lay in that lethargic trance-not speak-

ing at all, and seemingly not sufféring. Next day Charley
.started for Cheshire.

«,She doesn't deserve it," his sister'said bitterly; &Il
wouldn't go if I were--yow. ---Shý has lier lover-her fortune.

What ar r our misfortunes to lier? She has neither
art, nor gratitude, nor affection. She isdt worth a

thought, and never was-there ! "
,11 1 mouldn!t be too hard upon lier, Trix, if I were you,"

lier brother answered coolly. Il You would have taken Sir
Victor yourself, you know, if you could have got him.

will go."'



266 811FOREVER AArD.EVER."'

He went. The long, bright summer day ppsed at six
he was in Chester. There was soi-lie delay in procuring a

conveyance to Powyss l'lace, and the drive was a lengthy
one. Twiliçyht had entirely fallen, and lamps glimmered
in the windows of the old stone mansion as he aliglited.

The servant stared,-as lie ùshered him in, at his pale face
and dtisty garnients.

Il You will tell Miss Darrell I wish to see ber at once,
and alone," he said, slipping a shilling into the tuan's
hand.

He took a seat in the familiar reception-room, and waited.
Would she keep hiin long, lie wondered-,would she conie

.to him-would she conie at all? Yes, he knew she woulid,
let hini send for ber, married or single, when and how he
might, lie knew she would con)e.

She entered as the thought crossed his mind, hastily,
with a soft silken rustle, a waft of perfume. He rose tip
and looked at ber ; so for the space of five seconds they
stood silently, face to face.

To the last hour of his life Charley Stuart remembered
ber, as he saw ber then, and always with a shari) paria, of
the same pain.

She was dressed for a dinner party. She wore violet
silk, trailing far behind her, violet shot with red. Her

graceful shoulders rose up exquisitely out of the point lace
trimiiiings, lier arms sparkled in the lights. A neeklace of

amethysts set in clusters, with dianionds between, shone
upon ber neck ; ainethysts and diamond!e were in ber ears,

and clasping the arms above the elbows. Her waving,
dark air was drawn back off her face, and crowned with

an i# wreath. Tlie soft, abundant wax lights showered
down upon lier. So she stood, resplendent as a queen,

radiant as a goddess. There was a look on Charley St-uart's
face, a light in hîs gray eyes, very rare to see. He oinly
bowed and sÏo(id aloof.

'1 1 have stirprised yoti, I am sure-interrupted you, I
greatly féar. You will pardon both 1 know, wlien 1 tell you

wliat has brought me here."
In very few words bc told her-the great tragedies of

life are always easily told. They were ruined-lie hax.1
engaged their passage by the next steamer-he had mercly
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run down as they were never likely tp meet again-for the
sake of old times, to. say good-by.

Old times! Something rose in the girl's throat, and
seemed to choke lier. Oh,,of all the base, heartless, mer-

cenary, ungrateful wretches on earth, was there another so,
heartless, so, u-ýigrateful as she 1 , Poor--.!-Charley poor 1 For
one moment-one-the impulse came upon her to give up
all-to go with h'ini to beggary if need be. Only for one

moment-I will do Miss Darrell's excellent worldly wisdoin
this justioe-only one. 1

111 1 see you are dressed for a party-I wîll not detain you
a second longer. 1 could not depart conifortably, consider-

incr that you came over in our care, without informing you
why we leave so, abruptly. You are safé. Your destiny is

happily settled. 1 can give to your father a good accourit
of my stewardship. You have my sincerest wishes for your
health and happiness, an'd 1 am sure you will never quite
forge us. Good-by, Miss Darrell." He held out his hand.
Ci My congratulations are premature, but let me offer thern
now to the future Lady Catheron."

Il Miss Darrell ! " When, in all the years that were gone,
had he ever called her that before ? She arose and gave

him her hand-proud, pale. 1
. Il I thank you," she said coldly. I will send Lady

Helena and Sir Victor to you at once. They will wish to,
see you, of course. Good-by, Mr. Stuart. Let us hope
things may turn out better than you think. Give my dear-

est love to Trix, if she will accept it. Once more, good-
.by.11

She swept to the door in her brilliant dress, her perftimed
laces, her shining jewels-the glittering fripperies for which
her womanhood was to be sold. He stood quite still in the
centre of the room, as she had left hini, watching her. So
beautiful, so cold-blooded, he was thinking; were all her
kind like this ? And poets sing and novelists rave of

womanis love 1 A half smile ktie over his lips as he
thought of it. It was very pre to read of in books ; in
real life it was-like this 1

She laid her hand on the silver handle of the door-then
she paused-lookéd back, all the womanliness, all the

passion of her lifé sàýrred to its.depths. It was good-by

"FOR.rV£e AArD EVER.P'
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forever to Charley. There was a great sob, and pride
bowed and fell. - She rushed back-two iiiipetuoils arms
went round his neck; she drew his face down, and kissed

-once-twice.
him passionately *

41 Good-by, Charley-my darlinci-forever and ever
She threw him from lier almost violently, and rushed

out of the room. Whether she went to tell Lady Helena
and Sir Victor of his presence he nelther knew nor cared.
He was in little mood to i-neet cither of them just then.

Five minutes later, and, under the blue silverv summer
night, he was whirling away back to Chestef. When the

midnight stars shone in the sky he was half way up to Ion-
don, with EditWs farewell words in his ears, EditWs first,
last kiss on his lips.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE SUMMONS.

HE sun was just rising over the million roofs and
spires of the deat city, as Charley's hansom dashed
up to the door of Langhanis hotel. He ran up to

his fathers room, and on the -threshold encountered
Trix, pale and worn with her night'-s watching

C , but wearing
a peculiarly happy and contented little look despite it ail.
Charley did dot stop to notice the look, he asked after his

father.
Il Pa7s asleep," Trix replied, Il so's ma. Ifs of no use

your distuTbing either of them. Pa's pretty well; eupid
as you left hitn ; doesnt- care to talk, but able to eat
and sleep. The doctor says there is nothing at all to Iii-nder"

his travellina to Liverpool to-day. And now, Charley.."
Trix concluded, looking compassionately at her brothers
pale, tired face, &,as you look used up after your day and

nighes travelling, suppose you go to bed ; l'Il wake yoit in
time for breakfast, and you needn't worry about anything.
Captain Haimmond has been here, says Trix, blushing in
the wan, inorning light, Il and he will attend% to every-
thing."
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Charley nodded and'turned to go, but his sister detained
him.

et You-you saw her, 1 suppose?" she %id hesita-
tingly.

1& Edith do you mean ? " Charlèy looks at-her full. Yes,
I saw lier. Â-ý 1 went down for the purpose, 1 was hardly
likely to, fail."

16 And what has she to say for herself ? " Trix asks bit-
terl v.

Very little ; we were not together ten -minutes in all.
She was dressed for a party of soine kind, and 1 did not de-

tain lier."
Il A Party ? " Trix repeats and we like this 1 Did she

send no measage at all ?
She sent you lier dearest love."

She inay keep it-let lier give it fé Sir Victor Catheron.
I don't want her love, or anything else belonging to lier 1 'l

Trix cries, explosively. Of xtr the hearfless, ungrateful

Her brother stops lier with a look. Those handsorne
gray eyes of Charley's can be very stern eyes when he
likes.

Il As 1 said before, that will do, Trix. Edith is one of
the wise virgins we read of--he has chosen by long odds
the better part. What could we, do with her now ? take
her back and return her to lier fatherand step-niother, and
the dull life shé hated ? As for gratitude, 1 confess I don't

see where the gratitude is to coine'in. - We engaged her at
a fixed salary : so rnuch cleverness, French, German, and
general usefulness on her part; on ours, so many hundred
dollars per anniln'i. Let me say this, Trix, once And for
good : as you dodt seeni able to say anything pleasant of

Edith, su ppasel -yoti don't speak of lier at ail ? "
And then Charley, with -that resolute light in his eves,

tbat resolute conipression of his lips, turned and walked yp-
stairs. It was an unusujally lengthy,,and unusually grave

speech for hiiii, and his volatile sister was duly impressed.
She shrugged her shoulders, and w éýnt back. to her pals

room.
el The amount of it is," she thought, Il he is as fond 9f lier

às ever, and éan't bear, as he has lost her, to hcar -her
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4
spoken of. The idea of his scampering down into Chester

see lier once more Ridiculous! Slie is hcartless, and
hate lier 1 "

And then Trixy took out lier lace po Cïet-handk-erchief,
-and suddenly burst out crying. 0 de-ar, 1 vvas bad enougli

to lose one's fortune, to have one's European tour nipped
in the bud, without losincy Edith, just as Edith had woui)(1
lier way inost closely round Trixy's ivarn) little heart. There
was but one drop of lioney in all the bitter cup-a drop

six feet hi-h and stout in proportion-C ptain Xiigus Hami-
ýrnoiid.

For Captain Angus Hanimond, a ý hough to prove that
all the world. was not base ' and ni enary, ýâd come nobly
to the front, and proposed to Trixy. And Trixy, surprised
and gratefül, and liking hini very much, liad hesitaied, and
sniiled, and dimpled, -and bltislied, and objected, and fin-

ally begun to cry, and sobbed out llyes" through lier
tears.

Charley slept until twelve-they were to depart for Liv-
erpool by the two o'clock express. Then his sister, attired
for traveiling, awoke hini, and they'all brea-fasted together ;
Mr. Stuart, too, lookincy very lthip and miserable, and Cap-
tain Hamniond, whose state would have been one of idiotic

happiness, had not the thought that the oceaii to-niorrow
Nvould roll between him and the object of his young- affec-
tion-s, thrown i dan-iper upon him. He was goitig to Liv-
erpool. Nvith them, however; it would be a mournful. conso-
lation to see thein off. They travelled second-class.

Charley said, Il they must let theniselves down easily-the
sooner they berran"the better-and third-class to start with

i-iiiylit be comma it a little too strong. Let thein have a
fe %v cushions and comforts stlll."

Mr. Stuart kept close to his wifé. He sÉ.4ined to cling
to lier, and depend apon her, like a child. It was wonder-
fui, it was pitiful how titterly shattered he had becoine.

His son looked after hini with a solicitous tenderness quite
new in all their experience of Charley. Captain Hamniond

aiid Trixy kept in a corner together, and talked in sacchar-
ine undertonR, looking foolish, and guitty, and happy.

They reached Liverpool kate in the evening, and (Irove
to the Adelphi. At twelve next day they were to get on
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board the tender, and be conveyed down the Mersey to
their ship. 1

Late that evening, after dinner, and over their- cigars,
Captain Hammond opened his masculine licart, and, with

vast hesitation and niuch embarrassment, poured into Char-
ley's ear the tale of his love.

Il I ought to tell the governor, you 'k-now," the young
officer said, Il but he's so deucedly cut up as it is, you know,

,that 1 couldn't think of it. And it's nq use fidgeting yotir
mother-Trixy will tell lier. 1 love your sister, Charley,

and 1 believe Pve Iiiècen in love with lier ever since that day
in Ireland. 1 ain't a lady's man, and I never *éared a ficr
for a girl before in my lifé ; but, by George ! l'ni aývfully
fond of Trixy. I ain't an elder son, and I ain't clever, 1

k-now," crieil the poor, yoting gentleman sadly;_ýbtrt if
Trix will consent, by George! l'Il go with lier to tircli to-

niorrow. There's my pay-niy habits ain't expensive, like
sonie fellows-we could ge along on that for a while, and
then 1 have expectations frorn iny grandmother. Vve had

expectations froiii my grandinother for the last tivelve
years, sir, and every day of those twelve years she's becii

dying; and, by George ! she ain't dead yet, you know: It's
wonderful-1 give you my word-it's wonderfui, the way

grandinothers ind maiden aunts with nioneyý do hold out.
As Dundreary says, 1 It's soniething no fellow cati under-
stand.' But that ain't what I wanted to, say-it's this : if

you're willing, and Trix is willing, l'Il get leave of absence
and oome over by the next shil), and we'11 be married. I-
l'Il be the liappiest fellow alive, Stuart, the day your sister
becomes niy wife."'

You are not to suppose that Captain Hanimond made
this speech fluently and eloquently, as 1 have reported it.
'l'lie words are his, -but thc jong pauses, the stainnierings
the repetitions, the hesitations 1 have iiiercifully withheld.

1-Ils cigar was quite smoked out by the time he had finislied,
and witli nervous haste lie set abotit llçlitin(y another. For
,Mr. Stuart, tilted back in his chair, his shining brmts on the
winýow-sil1 of the drawin -rooni, cyazinçr out at the gas-lit

highways of Liverpool, lie listened in abstracted silence.
There was a long pause after the captain concluded-then

Charley opened his lips and spoke:
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«'This is all nonsense, you know, Hammond," he said
gravely, Il folly-madness, on your part. A week a-o,

when we thou-ht Tri-xy an heIre-ss, the case looked vèry
différent, you see ; then 1 ivould have shaken hands with.
vou, and bestowed my blessing upon vour virtuotis endcav-
ors. But all that is changed now. As far as.1 can see, we
are bercrars-fiterally beggars-without a doUar ; and when*DC C
we get to New Vorlz nothincy will reinain for TrI.Ny and nic
but to roll up our s eeves and cro to work. What ive arc to

ivork at, Heaven knows ; we have conie up like the Illies
of the field, who toit not, nelther do they spin. It is rather
late in the day to take lessc)ns in spinning iiov, but you sec
there is no help for IL 1 don't say inuch, Haininond, but I

féel this. 1 hold a man to bc soinething less than a inan
ivho will go through life howling over a loss of this kind.

'Mere are worse losses than that of fortune, in the world."
He paused a moment, and his drearny eyes looked far but
over the crowded city street. 1 always tlioti,,-Iit iny fatl),ur
was as rich as Crow-Crx-the ricli felloiv, yoti k-now, they
al.w.lys quote in I)Irlnt. It scenied an impossibility that ive

could-ever be poor. But we are, and there is an end of IL
Your Îanilly are wealthy, your father lias a title ; (Io you

think lie would listen to this for a moment ? "
41 ý%My faiiilly iiiay go-hang f " burst forth the captain.

'cWhat the deuce have they got to do with it. If Trixy is
willing--!-'

41 Trixv will not be willing to enter any fanilly on those
tertns," ýrr1xys brother said, in that quiet way of his, which

could yet be such an obstinate way ; Il and what 1 niean to
say is this: A inarriage for the present is totally and abso-
lutely out of the question. You and she niay inake love to

your heart's content-wr-t%-. letters across the ocean by, the
bushel. be en-aged as fa>,, as )ou please, and reniain con-
stant at long as you like. IYtit iiiarn'açye-no, no, nO

That was the end of it. Charley was not to bc nioved -
neitheT. indee(t on the Marriage question, was Trix. Did
Aný-,us think her a wretch-a nionster-to desert her poor
pa -and nia;Just nov, %N-lien they wanted lier iiiost, and go
off with hini ? 1;ot likely. 1-le ini-ht take Lack his ring If
heÏiked-she would not hold him to his engageaient-she
waý ready and willing to set hini free-"

1
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So Jamie, an' ve dinna wait
Ye cuina marry me,"

sanrf Charley, as Trix broke down here and sobbed. Then
with a lialf siiiile on his face lie went out of the room, and
Trixy's tears were dried on Angus liailiniond's faithfül
breast.

Next clay, a gray overcast, gloorny day, the ship sailed.
Captain Harnniond went with theni on board, rettirning in

the tender. Trix, leaning on lier father's arij), crying behind
lier veil ; Charley, by his rnothers side, stood on deck Mille
the tender steanied back to the dock. And there under the
gray sky, with the bleak-wind blowin-cy, and the ship tossin(y
on the ugly short chop of the river they took their partincy
look at the Encylisli sliore, with but one friendly face to

watch theni awayý and that the ginger-whiskered face of
Captain Harniuond.

Edith Darrell left Charley Stuart, and returned to the
brilliantly-lit drawincr rooin, where lier lover and Lady

Helena and their friends sat walting the annoiinceiiient of
dinner. Sir Victor's watchful. eyes saw lier enter. Sir c-
toes loving glance saw the pallor, like the pallor of death,

upon lier face. Sh-e walked steadily over to, a chair in the
curtained recess 'of a window, He was held captive by

Lady Portia Hampton, and cotild not join her. A 'second
after tliere was a sort of sobbing gasp-a heavy fall. Every-
body started, and arose in consternation. Mjýs Darrell

had fallen froin lier chair, ànd lay on the floor in a dead
faint. -

Her lover, as pale alniost as herself, lifted lier in his arins,
the cold, beautiftil face lying, like death on his shoulder.
But it was not death.

They carried lier up to lier rooni-restoratives were ap-
plied, and presently the great dark eyes opened, and look-ed

up into lier lover's face.
Slie covered lier own with lier hands, and turned away

froni hùil, as though the siglit was distastefül, to lier. He
bent above lier alinost aclonized that anything should ail his

idol.
&G Nfy darlincr," fie said treintilotisly. Viliat was it ?

What can 1 do for )-ou ? Tell iiie."
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Go alvay", *Ies the dull answer; Il only that-go away
everybody, and leave nie alone."

They strove to reason with licr-some one sought to stay
with lier. Lady Helena, Sir Victor--either would give ul)
tlieir place at dinner and remain at the bedside.

No, no, no 1 " was lier answering cry, Il they milst not.
She was better again-she needed no one, she wanted noth-

ina, only to be leff alone."
They left her alone-she was trenibling with nervous ex-

citement, a little more and hysterics would set in-they
(lared not disobey. They left lier alone, with a watclifut-"-at-

tendant on the alert in the dressing-rooni.
She lay upon the dainty French bed, lier dar- hair, from

which the flowers had been takep, tossed over the white
pillows, her hands clasped above lier head, lier dark, large

eyes fixed on the opposite wall. So she lay motionless,
neither, speaking nor stirring for hours, with a sort of duil,
numb aching at ber heart. They stole in softly to ber bed-
side mari times through the night- always to find ber like

that, lying with blank, wide-open eyes, never noticing nor
speaking to,4hem. When morninc ýroke she awoke froni a
dull sort of slecp, her head burning, her lips parched, ber
eyes glittering with féver.

They sent for the doctor. He felt her pulse, looked at
her tongue, asked q1lestions, and shook his head. Over-

-%vrought nerves the whole of it. Her mind inust have been
over-excited for soi-ne tinie, and this was the resuit. No
danger was to be apprehended; careful nursing would re-
store ber in a week or two, conibined with pèrfect quÎet.
Then a change of air and scene would be beneficial-say a

trip to Scarborough or Torquay nov. They would give ber
this saline draught just at present and not worry about ber.
The young lady would be all right, on his word and honur,

rny dear Sir Victor, in a week or two.
Sir Victor listened very gloomily. He had heard from the

hall porter of Mr. StuarËs flying visit, and of his brief inter-
view. with Miss Darrell. It was very strange-his hasty

coming, his hasty goincr, without seeing an f theni, his in-CY 
y gterview with Edith, and lier faintimýg-fit in ediately eýer.

Why had he come? What had trans 'ired at that inter-
view? The green-eyed monster touk the baronct7s licart
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between his finger and thumb, and gave it a most terrible
twinge. 

'vHe watched over lier when they let him into that darken-
ed chamber, as a mother may over an only and darling
child. If lie lost lier 1 e

Il 0 Heaven ! " lie cried passionately, rebelliously,
rather let me die than that
He asked lier no questions-lie was amlid. His heart

sank within him, she lay so cold, so white, so Utterly indif-
ferent whetlier lie came or went. He was nothincr to lier-

nothinry. Would lie ever bc ?
Lady Helena, less iii love, and consequently less a

coward, asked the question lier nephew dared not ask :
Il What had brought Mr. Charles Stuart to Powyss Place ?
What had made her, Editli, faint ? "

The dark sombre eyes turned froin the twilight prospect,
seen through the open windov, and met lier ladyship's

suspicious eyes steadily. 411NIr. Stuart liad come dow-n to,
tell lier some very bad news. His father had failed-they

were ruitied. They had to Icave Enryland in two dayý for
home-he had only come to bid lier a last farewell."

Mien the sombre brown eyes went back to the blue-gray
sky, the crystal july nioon, the velvet, green grass, the dark

murmurino, trees, the birds twittering in the leafy branches,
and she was still again.

Lady Helena was shocked, surprised, grieved. But-why
had Eàith fainted ?

bc ý don't know," Edith answered. I never fainted bc-
fore in my lîfe. 1 think I have not been very strong lately.
1 felt well enough when 1 returned to the drawing-room-
a minuie after ZD 1 grew giddy and fell. 1 -reuieniber no
nïore."

11% will take you away, my dear," her ladyship said
cheerfillly. We will take you to Torquay. Changes of

air - and scene, as the doctor says, are the tonics you need to
brace your nerves. Ah 1 old or young, all we poor women
are martvrs to nerves.?y

They took lier to Torquay in the second week of July.
A pretty lýttle villa near Hesketh Crescent liad been hired;

fourservan rom Powyss Place preceded them ; Sir Victor
escorted the and saw them. duly installed. He returned
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again-partl ecause the work going (in at Catheron
Royals needed his presence, partly because Lady -Helena

gravely andearnestlv urryed it.
My deae,ý\llctor," she saidy don't force too much ofpur societv uýOn-Edith- I know girls. Even if she werein love w1thýyou "-the young man winced-, 1 she would grôwtired of a lover who nevercleft her sight. AU woinen do.If you want her to grow fond of you, go away, write to lier

every day-not too lover-like love-letters ; one niai, have asurféit of sivects; just cheerftil, pleasant. senslble letters-as a-youiicy man in love can white. Conie clown dits daythree weeks. and, if we are reacly, take us hotný%."
'Flic young man made a wry face-niucli as lie used to do.when his good aunt urgeci hiiii to swallow a dose of nauseousiiiedicine.
CC In three weeks My dear Lady Helena, what are youthinking of? We are ýp be married the first week ofSeptember."
Il October, Victor-October-not a day sooner. Voumust wait until Edith is completely restored. There - is iiosuch desperate haste. You are not likely to lose lier."
Il 1 am not so sure of that," he said, half sulienly iinder
his breath; Il and a.postponed inarriacre is the most unluckythina, in the worlcl."
111 don't believe in lack- ; 1 do in coninion-sense," his

aunt retorted, rather sharply. Il You are lik-c a spoilud child.Victor, cryin è , for the moon. It is Edith's own request, ifyou will have it-this postponenient. And Edith is ri-lit.
You don't want iiii), pallid, half-dving bride, 1 suppose.

Give her time to get strong-,,ive her tinie to learn to likeyou-your patient waiting will go far towards it. Ta-e niyword, it will bc the wiser course."
There was nothing for it but obedience. Hc took bisleave and went back to Cheshire. It was his-first parti _f

from Edith. How he felt it, no words can tell. tut the etremained-he went.
She drew a long, deep breath as she said good-by, andwatched hin-i away- Ali ! wliat a différent farewell to t1iatother only two short weeks ago. She tried not to tllliik- ofthat-honestly and earnestly ; she tried to forgut ilie facethat haunted hvr, the voice that rang in lier cars, tile warlit
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hand-clasp, the kisses that seaied their parting. Her love,
lier dutv, lier ailegiance, lier thoti-lits-all were due to Si
Victor nov. In the quiet days that were to be there, she

would try to forcret the love of lier lifé-try to reinember
that of all men on carth Sir Victor Catlitron was the only
man slie liad any riglit to think of.

And she succeeded partly. Wandering along the tawny
sands, with the Mue briglit sea sl)readinry away before lier,
drinking in the soft sait air, Edith grew strong in body and

mind once more. Charley Stuart liacl I)assFcl forever out of
lier lifé-driven lience by lier own acts ; she would be the
m t drivelling of idiots, the bascst of traitors, to pine for
11111) DOW. Her step greiv elastic, lier eye grew bright, lier
b ea

à re-%Iôoiii returned. Slie met hostt of pleasant
pcopl Vand her laugh came sweetly to Lady Helena's ears.

Since lier nel)liew inzest niarry-since his licart was set on
tbis girl-Lady Helena wislied to see h(r a healthy and
happy wife.

Sir Victors letters came daily ; the girl smiled as she
glanced carclessly over them, tore thein ul), and answered
-ibout half. Love liiiii she did not ; but she was learnincr

to think very kindly of him. lt is quite in the scol)e' of a
wornants conifflex nature to love one man I)assionate«'y, and

like another very much. lt was Edith's case-she liked Sir
Victor ; and when, at the end of three weeks, lie canie to

join theni, she could al)I)roacli and give hini lier hand with
a frank, glad smile of welconie. Mie three %veeks had been
as three centimes to this ardent oung lover. His delight,-

to sce his darling bloomilig, and well, and wholly restored,
alinost repaid Iiiiii. Ànd thrce-days after the triad rettirned

together to Powyss Place, to part, as lie whispered, no
more.

It was the middle of Auaust now. In spite of Edith's
protest, grand preparations were beinrr made for the wed-

ding-a magnificent trousseau having been ordered.
Il Sirnplicity is all very well," Lady Helena answered Aliss

Darrell, Il but Sir Victor Catheron's bride must dress as bc-
conies Sir Victor Catheron's station. Iii threc years fi-o:-i

noýV5 if you prefer white iiiiislin and siinl)iicity, 1)refitr it by
all means. About the wedding-dress, you will kindly let me

have my own way."
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Edith desisted ; she appealed no more ; passive to all
changes, she let herself drift along. The third of October

was to bc the wedding-day ; iny ladies Gwendoline and
Laura Drexel, the two chief bridesrnaids-then three others,

all daughters of old friends of Lady Helena. The pretty,
pÎcturesque toivri. of Carnarvon, in North Wales, was to 1;i
the nest of the turtledoves during the honeyrnoon-then

away to the Continent, then -back for tlit- Christmas festivi-
tics at Catheron Royals.

C-atheron Royals was fast beconiing a palace for a prin-
cess-its grotinds a sort of enchanted fairy-land. Edithwalked

through its lofty, echoing halls, lits long suites of suniptuoiis
drawing-rootiis, libraries, billiard*and ball roonis. ne suite

fitted up for herself was gorcreous in purple and gold-velvet
and bullion fringe-in pictures that were wonders of loveli-
iness--in mirror-lined walls, in all that boundless weAth and

love could lavish on its idol. Leaning on lier proud and
happy bridecrootilis arrn, she walked throuryh them all, half

dazed with all the wealth of color and splendor, and wonder-
ing if "' I bc 1-" ' Was it a fairy-tale, or was all this for Edith
Darrell ?-Edith Darrell, who such a brief while gone, used

to sweep and dust, sew and darn, in dull, tinlovely Sandy-
point, and get a new mei ino dress twice a year ? No, it

could not be-such transformation scenes never took place
out of a _Çh-ristiiras--pantoinii-iie or a burlesque Arabian

Night---it was ail a drëâni,--a fairy fortune that, like fairy
-gold, would chancre to duil s es at liglit of day. She

would never bc Lady Catheror?, neier bc mistress of tins
glittering Aladdins Palace. It grew tipon her day after

day, this feeling of vaflueness, of unreality. She was justC? . ZD
adrift upon a shining river, and one of these days she would
go stranded asliore on hidden quic-sands and foui grQund.

Sonie-thing would happen. The days went by like drg:ýanis-
it was the iniddle of Septeniber. In little more than a fort-
nî,ylit would coine the third of October and the wedding-day.

13ut sornething would happen. As surely as she lived and
saw it all, slie felt tliat sonieihing would happen.-

Sornethinfy did. On the el"hteenth of Septeniber ilhere
caine froni London, late in the evening, a telegran-i for Lady
Helena. Sir Victor was with Edith at the pianoÂri the

drawing-roorn. In hot habte l1ý aunt sent for Iiiiii ; lie went
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it once. He found lier pale, terrified, excited; she-held out
the telegrani to him without a word. He read it slowly:

Come at once. Fetch Victor. He is dyiii-.-I.Ez."

CHAPTER XIX

AT POPLAR LODGE.

ALF an hour had passed and Sir Victor did not re-
turn. Edith still remained at the piano, the gleain

of the candlés falling upon lier tiiouohtful face,
plaving the welrd 16 Moonlight Sonata." She

played so softly that the shrill whistling of the wind around
the gables, the heavy soughino, of the trees, was plainly
audible above it. Ten minutes more, and her lover did not

return. Wondering a little what the telegrani could contain,
she arose and walked to the window, drew the curtains and
looked out. There was no niovn, but the stars were ntmi-

berless, and lit dimly the park. As she stood witching the
trees, writhing in the autuninal gale, she heard a step behind
her. She glanced over her shoulder with a half smile-a
sniile that died on lier lips as she saiv the grave pallor of
Sir Victors face.

"What has happened?" she asked qtiick-ly. Lady
HelenWs dispatch contained bad news ? It is nothing

she caught lier breath-" nothing concerning the Stuarts
Il Nothing concerning the Stuarts. It is from London-

from Inez Catheron. It is 'b0> that my father is dý-ing."
She said nothing. She stood looking at him, and waitinci
for more.

It seems a strange thing to say," lie went on, Il that one
does not know whether to call one's father's death ill news
or not. L'ut considering the living *icath he bas led for

twenty-threc years, one can hard.'v call death and release a
inisfortune. The strange thing. tiie alarming thing about it,
is the way Lady HeI4 takes it. One would think she

migght be prepared, thaft considering his life and sufférings,

a
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she would rather rejoice than grieve: but, I give you my
Word) the way in which, she takes it honestly friglitens
me?)

Still Edith made no reply-stýl lier thoughtful eyes were
fixeed upon hls face. ZD -4

Il She sceins stunned, paralyzed-actually paralyzed with
a sort of terror. And that terror séenis to bc, not for hin-i
or 1-lerself, but for me. She will explain nothing ; slie sceins

unable; all presence of mind, seenis to have left lier. No
tinie is to bc lost ; there is a train in two hours : we go by

that. By davllcyl-.t we will bc in Londo'n ; how long before
we return 1 cannot say. 1 liate the thoticylit of a death cast-

ina its gloom over our marnage. 1 dread horriblv the
thoilght of a second postponeiiient-4 liate the idea of leav-
ing you here alone."

Something uf'11 haPPen. All alono, her heart had whis-
pered it, and here it was. And vet the long tense breath

she drew was very like a breath ol relie£
111 You arc not to think of iiie," she said quietly, after a

pause. Your duty is to the dylng. Nothing will L9ýf;illýD C
me in your absence-don't let the iliotight of me in any way

trouble you. 'ý1 shail lio very well with iny books and niusic
and Lady Gwendoline, 1 dare say, will drive over occasion-
ally and sec me. Of course why you C to, London is for
the present a secret ? "

Il Of course. Wliat horrible explanations and gossil) the
fact of his death at this late date will involve. Every one lias
thcught hin-i dead for over twcnty years. 1 can't understand
this secrecy. this niystery-the world shotild have been told

the truth from the first. If there was any i-notive I suppose
they will tell ine to-i)lcyht, and 1 confess 1 shrink froni hear-

ing any more than 1 have already licard."
His face was very dark, yery glooniv, as he gazed out at

the starlit nirfht. A presentiwent that soinething evil was in
store for hiiii weighed upon hiin, engendered, perhal)s, by the
incomprchensible alarm of Lý ' 4dy Hclena.

Tlie prej-)arations for the journey were hurried and few.
Lady Helena descended to the carnage, leaning on lier
ri. id*s arni. She scenied to have forgotten, Edith conipletely,

unti xlith advanceci to say good-by. Then in a con-
strained, inechanical sort of way slie crave lier her hand,
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spok-e a few brief words of farewell, and drew back into a
corner of the carriage, a darker stiadov in the gloom.

In the dr.iwin,',--rooin, in travelling-c1ý1) and overcoat, Sir
Victor lield Edith's liand, linuerin- s-trancrely ovcr the part-
ing-strangely reluctant to say f-,rcwo-il.

"Do you bellevc in E (]ith ý " lie asked.
1 have a presentiment that \%-ýc %%ill never incet again like

this-tbat somethinc will have coine b(ctween us before we
mect agyain. 1 cannot defiiie it.. 1 cannot explain it. 1
only -now it is there."

1 don't belleve in presentinients," Edith, answered cheer-
fully. Il 1 never had one in my lifé. 1 believe they are only
another name for dyspepsia ; and telegranis and htirried night

journeys are niostly condLictive to gloib..i. Mien the stin
shines to-niorrovv niorning, and y-ou have liad a strong cuip
of coffée, yoti will b,- ready to laugh at your presentiments.

Nothing is likely to corne between
Nothin shall-nothinrr 1 sivear it 1 He catight lier

in lus amis witli a straîning clasp, and -issed lier pasbion-
ately for the first tir-ne. Nothing in this lower world shJ11

ever separate us. 1 have no life now apart froin you. And
nothing, not death itself, shall. postpone our marriage. It

was postponed once ; 1 wisli it never liad been. It shait
never be postponed again."

Go, go 1 " Edith cried; Il some one is coming-you will
be late."

There was not a minute to spare. He dashed down the
stairs, down the portico steps, and sprang into the carriage
beside lus aunt. The driver cracked his whil), the horses

started, the carriage rolled away into-the gloon-iand the night.
Edith Darrell stood at the window tintil the last sotind of the
wheels died away, and for long aîter. A strange silence

scenied to have fallen upoii the great house with the goincr
of its mistress. lii the etirSra'stire of the winclov, in the diiii

blue starliçyht, the girl sat down to thînk. There was sonie
mystery, involving the murder of the late LA Catheron, at

work here, she fêlt. Grief for the loss of lus wife iiil,,ht
have driven Sir Victor Catheron inad, but why nýa-e
such a profound secret of it ? Why give out tliat lie was
dead ? Why allow his son to stel) into the tale before his
tiçie If Juan Catheron were the murderer, Juan Cath-
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eron the outlaw and Pariah of his family, n him as
though he had been the idol and treasuire -o I., and let the

dead go unavenged? Why this strange terror of Lady
Helena!s ? why her insufférable aversion to her nephew mar-

rying at all? #

Yes, there was something hidden, something on the cards
not yet brought to light ; and to the death-bed of Sir Victor

Catheron the elder, Sir Victor Catheron the younger had
been summoned to hear the whole truth.

Would he tell it to her upon his return, she wondered.
Well, if he did not, she had no right to complain-she had
Aff secret from him. There was niadness in the farnily
she shrank a little at the thought for the first time. Who
knew, 4wihether latent and unsuspected, the taint might not
bc in the blood and brains of the man to whorn she-was
about to, bind herself for lifé? Who was to, tell when it
might break forth, in what horrible shape it might show

itself ? Tor bý the widowed wifé of a madman-what weilth,
and ride on earth coùld compensate for that ? She shivered
as she sat, partly with the chill night air, partly with the
horror of the thouàht. In her youth, and health, and

beauty, her predecessor had been struck down, the bride of
another Sir Victor. So long she sat there that a clock up
in the lofty turret struck, beavily and solemnly, twelve.
ne house was still as the grave-all shut up except this

roorn where she sat, all retired except her maid'and the
butler. They yawned sleepily, and waited for her to retire.

Chilled and white, the girl arose at last, took her night-light,
and went slowly up to bed.

66 Is the game worth the candle after ail ? she thought
Ah me 1 what a miserable, vacillating creature 1 am.

Whatever coines-the worst or the best-theqt is nothing
for it now but tô, go on to, the end."

Meantime, through the wann, starry night, the train was
speeding -on to London, bearing Sir Victor Catheron to the
turning point of his life. He and his aunt had their car-

riage all to theniselves. Still in dead silence, still with that
paie, terrified look on her face, Lady Helena lay back in a
corner among the cushions. Once or twice her nephew
sýoke to her-the voice in which she answered hitn has*y
sounded like her own. He gave it up ai L-wtt; thac wm

a
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nothing for it but to wait and let the end come. He drer
his cap over his eyes, lay back in the opposite seat, and
dozed and dreamed of Edith.

In the chill, gray light of au overcast morning they
reached Easton station. A sky like brown paper lay over

the million-roofs of the great Babylon; a duil, dim fog, that
stifled you, filled the air. The fog and raw cold were more

like November than the last inonth of summer. Blue and
shivering in the chill light, Sir Victor buttoned up his light
overcoat, assisted his aunt into a cab, and gave the order-

St. John's Wood. Drive for your life ! "
Lady Helena knéw Poplar Lodge, of course; once in the

vicinity there wotild be no trouble in finding it Was he-
still alive, the young man wondered. How strange seemed

the thought thàt he was abou t to see Mq father at last. 1 t
was like seeing the dead return. Was he me, and would
bc know him when thcy met ?

The overcast morning threatened min; it began to fall
slowly and dismally as they drove along. The London

streets looked unutterably draggled and dreary, scen at this
carly hour of the wet morning. The cab driver urged hie

-horse to its utrnost speed, and presently the broad green
expanse and tall trees of Regents Park came in view.
Lady Helena gave the man his direction, and in ten minutes
they stopped before the tall, closed iron gates of a solitary
villa. 'IL was Poplar Lodge.

The baronet paid the man's fare and dismissed him. He
seized the gate-bell and rang a peal that seenied to tinkle
half a mile away. While he waited, holding an unibrella

over his aunt, té surveyed the premises.
IL was'a greusotue, prison-like place enough at this forlom

hoqit. The stone walls were as high as his head, the view
between the lofty iron gates was conipletely obstructed by

tree&. Of thehouse itself, except the chImney-pots and the
curling smoke, not a glimpse was to be had. 'Xnd for
three-ànd-twenty years Inez Catheron had buried herself
alive here with a madman and two old servants! He shud-
dered internally as he thought of it-surely, never devotion
or atonement equalled hers.

They waited nearly ten minutes in the min; then a
duadAing footstep 4hambled down the path, and an old
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faS peered- out between the trellised iron work. Who is
it ? 1' an old voice ask- cd.
Ci It- is 4 Hooper. Sir Victor and I. For pitys sake

don't keép us standing herein the raitr"
11 My lady 1 Praise bc 1 " A key turned in the lock, the

gatc-lwung wide, and an aged, whité-haired ma% stood bow-
ing before Lady Helena, 

0ý61 Are we in ti'e ? " was her érst breathless question.
cg Is your master still--2'

Il Stil 1 alive, my lady-praise and thanks be 1 just in
time, and no inore.'y ý1

The dün old eyes of Hooper were fixed upon the young
rnan's face.

Il Like his father," the old lips said, and the old head
shook ominously; Il more's the pity-like his father."

Lady Helena took her nephew's ami and hurried him,
under'the dripping trces, up the avenue to, the house. Five
minutes brought thein to it-a red brick villa, its shutters all
closed. The house-door stood ajar; without, ceremony her
ladyship entejed. As she did so, another.,doorsuddenly
opened, and Inez Catheron canie out.

The fixedly pale face, could by no possibility grow paler
---could by no possibility change its marble cale. 'But the
deep, dusk eyes looked at the young man, it seenied to him;
with an infinite compassion.

We are in time ? " his aunt spoke.
You are in time. Iù one moment you will sec him.

There is not a second to lose, and he knows iL He has
begged you to be brought to him the moment you arrive."

66 He know en. Oh, thank - God 1 keason bas re-
turned at last.,

il Reason 1 returned. Since yesterday he bas been per-
fectly sane. His first words were that his son should be
sent for, that the truth should bc told."

There was a half-suppressed sob. Lady Helena covered
her face with both hands. Her nephew looked at her, then

back to Miss Catheron. The white face kept its catni,
the pitying eyes look-ed at hini with a gentle compasàon
no words can tell.

Il Wait one moment," she said I must tell hiva you are
here."

't.
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She hurried upstairs and disappeared. Neither of the
two spoke.' Lady Helena% face was still hidden. He

knew that she was crying-silent, misérable tears-tears
that were for him. He stood pale, composed, expectant
waiting for týe end.

Co 9 ?y Miss Catheron's soft voice at the head of
the stairs ca ed. Once more he gavé his aunt his arin,
once more in silence they went in tocrether.ý

A breathless hush seerned to lie upon the house and all.
within. iL Not a sound was to be heard except the soft

rustle of the trees, the soft, ceaseless patter of the suinmer
rain. In that silence they entered the chamber where the

dying man lay. To the hour of his own death, that moment
and all he saw was photographed indelibly - upon Victor
Catheron's rnind. The dini gray light of the room, the
great white bed in the centre, and the awfully corpse-like
face of the man lying among the pillows, and gazing at him,
with hollow, spectial eyes. His father-at last 1

He advanced to the bedside las though under a spell.
The spectral blue eyes were fixed upon him steadfastly, the
1.Wid lips slowly opened and spoke.

Like me-as I was-like me. Ethel's son."
My father 1 "

He was on his knees-a great awe upon 4im. It wu
the first time in his young life hé had éver been in the 1)res-
ence of death. And the dying was his father, and his father
whom he had never seen before.

Il Like me," the faiiit lips rej)eated my face,- niy heighti
niy naine, ruy age. Like me. 0 God ! will his end be
like mine ?

A thrill of horror ran through all his hearers. His son
strove to, take his hand ; it was withdrawn. A frown
wrinkled, the pallid brow.

,,,Wait," he said painfally; "doWt touch me; don't
speak to me. Wait Sit down ; don't kneel there. You
don'tknowwhat you are about tohear. Ineztel>hiainow."'

She closed the. door-still with that changeless face
and locked it It seemed as though, having suffèred so
much, nothing had powér.to move her cutwardly now.
She placed a chair for Lady Helena away frotn the bed-
Lady Rêlena, who, had stood aloof and not spoken to the
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dying man yet. She -placed a chair for Sir Victor, and
motioned him. to seat himself, then drew another close to',

the bedside, stooped, and kissed the dying man. Then in a
voice thatnever faltered, never failed, she began the story

she had to tell.

Half an hour had passed.. The story was told, and silence
reigned in the darkened room. Lady Helena still sat, with

averted face, in her distant seat, not moving, not looking
up. The dying man still lay gazing weirdly ui)on his son,

death evelry second drawing neaièr and more near. Inez
sat holding his hand, her pale, sad face, her dark, pitying
eyes turned also upon his son.

That son tad risen. He stood up in the centretf the
roorn, with a white, stunned face. What was this he had

heard? Was he eep and dreaming?-was it all a horri-
ble, ghastly delusini; were they mocking hini? or-0
gracious God 1 was it , e

4& Let me out! T y were his first words. I can't
breathe I am choking in, this room 1 1 shall go mad if you

keep me here 1 PI 1
He staggered forward, as a drunken man or a blind man

might stagger, to the door. He unlocked it, opened it,
passed out into the passage, and down the stairs. His aunt
followed him, her eyes strearning, her hands outstretched.

Il Victor-my boy-my son-my darling 1 Victor-for
the love of Heaven, speak to me ! PI

But he only made a gesture for her to stand back, and
went on.

il Keep away from, me ! PI he said, in a stifled voice
"let me think 1 Leave me alone !-I can't speak to, you
yet 1 Pt

He went forward out into the wet daylight. His head
was bare; his overcoat was off ; the tain beat unheeded

updh him. What was this--what was this he had heard ?
He paced up and down under the trees. ne moments

passed. An hour went ; he neither knew nor cared. He was
stunned-stunned body and soul--too stunned even to think.

ind was in chaos, an awful horror hàd fallen upon hitn ;
aust wait before thought would come. Whilst he stiü
paced there, as a stricken animal migh4 a great cry reached
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him. Then a woman% flying figure came down the path.
It was his atint.

Il Come-come-come 1 " she cried he is dyring
She drew him with her by main force into the house-up

the stairs--into the chamber of death. But Death had been
there before thern. A dead man lay upon the bed now,

rigid and white. A second y arose-a cry of aliiiost more
than wornan's woe. . And wi't à Inez Catheron'clasped the

dead uma in ber arms, and covered bis face with ber raining
tçars.

son stood, beside ber like a figure of stone, gazing
down at that niarble face. For the first time in bis life bc

was Sir Victor Catheron.

CHAPTER XX

110W THE WEIDDING-DAY B.GiS.

days later, Sir Victor Catheron and his aunt
nRcaime borne. These six days had passed vM

quietly, very pleasantly, to Edith. She was not in the
leeast lonely ; the sanie sense of relief in ber lovees

absence was upon lier as she had felt at Torquay. It seerned
to her.she breathed freer when a Ïew score miles lay -between
thern. She bad lier pet books and music, and she read and
played a great deal; shê had ber long, solitary rambles
through the leafy lanes, and quiet roads, lier long drives in

the little pony phaeron lier. future -husband had given her.
Sometimes Lady Gwendoline was her companion ; oftener

sbe was quite alone. She was not at all unhappy now; she
was just drifting passively on to the end. She had chosen,
and was quietly abiding by her choice ; that was ail. She
caught herself thinking, sometimes, that since she felt so, much
happier and freer in Sir V'ctoes brief absences, how was she
going to endure aR the years that niust be passed at his side ?
No doubt she would grow used to him'after a while, as we
grov used and reconciled to everything earthly.

Oüe cù=mstance rather mrprised ber: during those six
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days of absence she had received but oonnee note from her
lover. She had counted at least upon the post fetching her
one or two per day, as when at Torquay, but this time he
wrote her but once. An odd, incoherent, hurried sort of

note, too-very brief and un'satisfactory, if she had had
much curi*osity on the subject of what was going on at St.
John's Wood. But she had not. Whether his father lived
or died, so that he never interfèred, with her claim to the
title of Lady Catheron in the future, Miss Darrell cared very
little. This hurried note briefly told her his father had died
on the day of their arrival ; that by his own request the bur-
ial place was to, be Kensal Green, not the Catheron vaults;
that the secret of his life and death was still to be kept in-
violate; and thatltin this part of the note he grew impassion-
edly earnest) teeir marriage was not to be postpon'ed. On
the third of Octèber, as all had been arranged, it was still to
take place. No other note followed. If Miss Darrell had

been in love with her-future husband, this profound silence
must have wounded, surprised, grieved her. But she was
not in love. He must be very much occupied, she care-
lessly thought, since he could 'not: find time to 8rop her a
daily bulletin-then dismissed the matter indifferently from
her mind.

Late in the evening of the sixth day Sir Victor and Lady
Helena returned home.

Edith stood alone awaiting them, dressed in black silk,
and with soft white lace and ruby ornamen4 and lookïng
very handsome.

Her lover rushed in and caught her in his arms with a sort
of rapturous, breathless delight.
11, My love 1 iny life 1 " he cried, " e;m hour has been an
age since 1 said good-by 1 "

She drew herseif from him Sir Victor, in the calm, cour-
teous character of a perfectly undemonstrative suitor she tol-

erated. Sir V-ctor in the role of. Romeo was excessively
distasteful to her. She drew herself out of his arms coldly
and decisively.

- "I , am glad to see you badi4 Sir Victm" Bui the ster-
eotyped words of welcome fell chill on his ear. "Il You are

not lookiýg-we1L I ain afraid you have been very much
harassied smce you lefC
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Surely be was not.looking well. In those six days he bad
grown more than six years older. He had lost flesh and
color; there was an indescribable something in his face and
expression she had never seen before. Afore had happened
than the déatlyof the father he had never known, to alter hini
likethis. Shelookedathin)curiousl),. Wouldlietellher?

He did not. Not looking at her, witli his eyes fixed mood-
ily on the wood-fire smoldering on the hearth, he repeated

what his letter had already said. His father had died the
morning of their arrival, in London ; they fiad buried him

quietly and unobtrusively, by his own request, in Kensal
Green Cernetery; no one wair"c told, and the wedding

was not to be postponed. All this lie said as a man repeats
a lesson learned by rotc-his eyes never once meeting hirs.

She stood silently by, looking at him, listening to him.
Soracthing lay behind, then, that she was not to know.

Well, it made theni qtiits--she didn't care for the Catheron
family secrets; if it were something unpleasant, as well nui

know. If Sir Victor told her, very well; if not, very well
also. She cared littie either way.

11,1 Miss Catheron remains at SL John's Wood, 1 suppose
she inquired indifférently, feeling in the pause that ensued

she must say something.
Il She reinains--yes,-with her two old servants for the
present. I believe her ultimate intention is to go abroacL"
Il She will not retiim to, Cheshire ?
A spasm of pain crossed his face ; there was a momentary

cStraction of the muscles of his mouth.
Il She will not -return. to, Cheshire. All her life she will lie

under the ban of murder."
61 And she is innocent? l'

He looked up at her-a strange, hanted, tortured sort of
look. 1

il She is innocent"
As he made the answer he turned abruptly away. Edith

asked no more questions. The secret of his mothees mur-
der was a secret she was not to hear.

Lady Helena did not make her appearance at all in, the
lower rooms, that night. Next day at luncheon she came

down, and Edith wu honestly shocked at the chan e in ber.
From a ha1eý handsome, stately, upright, elderly lady, sbe

12
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had become a feeble old woman in the past week. Her
step had grown uncertain ; her hands trembled ; deep lines of

trouble were scored on her pale face; her eyes rarely wan-
dered long frorn her nephevOs face. Her voice took a softer,
tenderer tone when she addressed him-she had always
loved him, dearly, but never so dearly, it would seem, as
now.

The change in Sir Victor was more in manner than in look.
A feverish inipatience,>grsd restlessness appeared to have
taken possession of hiiii; lie wandered about the house and
in and out like some restless ghost. From Powyss Place to

ýk e-atheron Royals, from Catheron Royals to Powyss Place,
là he vibrated like a human pendulum. It set EditWs nerves
-ýL on edge only to watch him. At other periods a moody
'3, gloom would fall upon him, then for hours he sat brooding,

brooding, with knitted brows and downcast eyes, lost in his
own dark, secret tholights. Anon his spirits would rise to,

féver height, and he would laugh and talk in a wild, excited
way that fixed Edith's dark, wondering eyes--sokmnly oa

his flushed face.
With it all, in w4tever mood, he could not bear her out

of his sight He haunted her like her shadow, until it grew
almost intolerable. He sat for hours."' while she worked, or
played, or read, not speaking, not stUTMg-his eyes fixed
upon her, and she, who liad never been nervous, grew hor-

ribly nervous under thk% ordeal. Was Sir Victor losing his
wits? Now that his insane father was dead and buried, did

he feel it incumbent upon him to keep up the family reputa-
tion and follow in that fathers footsteps ?

And the days wore on, and the first of October came.
The change in the young baronet grew more marked with

each day. He lost the power to eat or sleep; far into the
night he walked his room, as though some Êýrrible Nemesis
were pursuing him. He failed to, the very shadow of him
selÇ yet when Lady Helena, in féar and trembling, laid her

hand upon his arm, and falteringly beggecf hini to see a phy-
sician, he shook her off with an angry irritability quite for-

eign to, his usual gentle temper, and 1bade her, impqiously,
to leave him alone.

The second of October came; to-morrow would bc the
wedding-day.
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The old feeling of vapeness and unreality had come back
to Edith. Something would happen-that was the burden

of her thoughts. To-morrow was the wedding-day, btit the
wedding would never take place. She walked through the

glowing, beautiful rooms of Catheron Royals, through the
grounds and gardéris, bright with gay autuninal flowers-a
home luxurious enough for a young dtichess-and still that
feeling of unreality was there. A grand place, a noble home,
but she would never reign its mistress. The cottage at Car-
narvon had been weeks ago engaged, Sirvictoes confiden-
tial servant already established there, awaiting the coming of
the bridal pair; but she felt she would never see it. Up-

stairs, in all their snowy, shining splendor, the bridal robe
and veil lay; when to-morrow came would she ever put
them on, she vaguely wondered. And still she was not un-
happy. A sort of apathy had taken possession of her; she
drifted on calmly to the end. What was written, was written ;
what would be, would be. Time enough to wake from her

dream when the time of waking came.
The hour fixed for the ceren)ony was eleven dclock ; the

place, Chesholm church. The bridemaids would arrive at
teu. he Earl of WroatmoriF, the father of the Ladies Gwen-

doIinèýLaura Drexel, was to, give the bride away. They
would retùm to Powyss Place and eat the sumptuous break-

fast-then off and away to the pretty'town in North Wales;
That was the programme. 111 When to-morrow comes,'l
Edith thinks, as she wanders about the house., 11,1 wiR it be
carried out> »P
It chanced that on the bridal eve Miss Darrell was at-

tacked with headache and sore throat. She had lingered
heedlessly out in the rain the day befure (one of her old, bad
habits to escape from, Sir Victor, if the truth must bc toIdý
and paid the natural penalty next day. It would never do
to be home as a raven on ones wedding-day, so Lady
Helena insisted on a wet napkin round the throat, a warm
bath, gruel, and early bed. Willingly enough the girl obeyed
-- too glad to have this last evening alone. Immediately

after dinner she bade her adieux to her bridegroom-elect, and
wenC away to ber own rooms.

The short October day had long ago darkened down, the
curudu vere dmwn, a fire btumedý the candles were a
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She took the-bath, thé gruel, the wet napkin, and let hersèlf
be tucked up in bed. . S

Il Rornantic," she thoughtý with a laugh at lierself, Il for a
bride."

Lady Helena as it a presentiment of what was so near ?
-lingered by her side long that evening, ;fnd, at parting, for

the first tinie took her in her amis and k-issed ber.
Il Good-night, my child," the tender, tremulous tones said.

I pray you make him happy-I pray that he may niake
you.9t

She lingered yet a little longer--her heart seemed full, ber
eyes were shining through tears. Words seemed trembling
on ber lipswords she had not courage to sày. For Edith,'
surprised and moved, she put ber arms round the kind old

,neck, and laid ber face for a moment on the genial old
bosom.
41 1 will try," she whispered, Il dear, kind Lady Helena-

indeed I will try to be a good and faithfül wife."
One last kiss, then they parted; the door closed behind

ber, and Edith was alone.
She lay as usual, high up among the billowy pillows, ber

hands clasped above ber head, . her dark, dreaniing eyes
fixed on the fire. She looked as though sbe were thinking,
but she was not. Her mind was simply a blank. She was
vaguely and idly watching the flickering shadows cast-by the
Irelight on the wall, ihe gleam of yellow moonlight shimmer-
ing through the curtains ; listening to the faint sighing of the

îÎht wind, the ticking of the little fanciful clock, to the
pretty plaintive tunes it played before it struck the hours.
Nine, ten, eleven-she heaird thein all, as she lay there, broad
awake, neither thinking nor stirring.

Her maid came in for her last orders she bade the girl
good-niorht, and told ber to go to bed-she wanted nothing

more. Then again she was alone. But nýw a restlessness,
as little to be understood as ber formex listless apathy, took
hold of her. She could not lie there and sleep; she could
not lie there awake. As the clock chirned twelve, she
started up in bed in a sudden panic. Twelve 1 A new day
-ber weddu*;4-day 1

Impossible tè lie there quiet any longer. She sprang up,
locked be'r doof' , pnd began, in' ber long, white night-robeý_N_
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pacing up and dowm. So ahother hour passed. One 1
One from the little Swiss musical clock; one, solemn and
sombre, from the big clock up in the tower. Then she

stopped-stopped in thought ; then she walked to one of
her boxes, and took out a writin' -case, always kept locked.
With a key attached to her neck she opened it, seated her-
self before a table, and drew forth a package of letters and.
a picture. The picture was the handsome photoggraphed
face of-Charley Stuart, the letters the, letters he had written'i
her to Sandypoint.

She began with the first, and read it slowly through-then
the next, and so on to the end. There were over a dozen
in all, and tolerably lengthy. As she finished and folded up
the last, she too#, up the picture and gazed at it long and

eamestly, with estrangely dark, intent look. How hand-
(some he was.t. how well he photographed! that was her

jou ht- Slie had seen hün so often, with just this expres-
onýlooking at her. His pleasan4 lazy, half-sarcastic voice

was in her ear, saying somethi'ng coolly impertinent--his
gray, half-smiling, half-cynical eyes were looking life-like up

at her. What was he doing now? Sleeping calmly, no
doubt-she forgotten as sht,'deserved to be. When to-
morrow came, would he by any" char&e remember it was her

wedding-day, and would the remembrance cost him a pang?
She laughed at hgrself for the sentimental question-Charley
Stuart feel a pang for her, or any other earthly woman ? No,

he was immersed in business, no doubt, head and ears, soul
and -body; absorbed in dollars and cents, and retrieving in

some way his faIle4ýfortunes-Edith Darrell dismissed con-
temptuously, as a càld-bloaded jilt, from his memory. I#ell,
so she had willed it-she hid no right to complain. With
a steady hand she tied up the letters and replaced them in
the desk. The picture followed. £« Good-by, Charley," she
said, with a sort of smile. She could no more hiwe de-
stroyed those souvenirs of the past than she could bave cut
off her right hand. Wrong, you say, and shake your head.

Wrong, of course; but when has Edith Darrell done ri-ght-
when have I pýctured her to you in any very favorable light ?

As long as she lived, and was Sir VictozIs wifé, she would
never look at them again, but destroy them-no, she could
riot do that.
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Six 1 As she closed and locked the writing-case the hour

struck a broad, bricyht sunbu-rst Ilashed in and filled the

room with yellow glory. The sun had risen cloudless and

brilliant at last on her weddin«,-ý,.,day.

-CHAPTER XXI.

HOW THE WEDDING-DAY ENDED.

HE replaced the desk in the trunk, and, walking to

the window, drew back the curtain an-d-looked out.

Over emerald lawn and coppice, tall trees and bril-

liant flowers, the October sun shone gloriously. No

fairer day ever smiled upon old earth. She stood for an in-

stant-then turned slowly away and walked over to a mirror

-had her nighes vigil nilde her look wan and sallow? she

wondered. No---ý-she looked much as usual - a thought
paler, perhips, but it is appropriate for brides to, look pale.

No use thinking of a morning nap gnder the circumstances
-shè would sit down by the windo- and wait for.-them to

corne. She could hear the household astir already-she

could even see Sir Victor, away in the distance, taking his
morning walk. How singularly haggard and wan he looked,
like anything you please except a happy bridegroom about j
to marry the lady he loves above all-on earth. She watched

him with a gravely. thoughtfül face, until at last he disap.

pearecrfrom view aniong the trees.

Seven o'clock 1 Eight o'clock 1 EditUs"spite was ended,
her solitude ipvaded at last. There was a -tap at the door,
and Lady Helena, followed by Miss Darrell's iliaid, enteredî-

Had they ali kept vigil ? Her ladyship, in the pitiless,
searching glare of the morning sun, certainly looked ninch

more like it than the quiet bride. She was pale, nervous,
agitated beyond anything the girl had ever seen.

ll How had Edith slept ? How was her cold ? How did-

she féel ? "
,,,, Never better," Miss Darrell responded smilingly.

The sore throat and headache are quite gone, and 1 am
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ready-to do jusfice to the nice breakfast which I see Ernily
lias 13tmghtn

Sbe sat down to, it---chocolate, rolls, an ornelette, and a
savory littie bird, with excellent and unromantic appetite.
Then the service was cleared away, and the real business of

the day began. She was under the hands of her maid, deci)
in the m .es of the wedding-tollette.

At ten came the bridemaids, a brilliant bevy, in sweci>
ing trains, wa&ing visions of silk, tulle, lâces, perfume, and

'flowem At half-past ten Miss Darrell, 11, queen rose of the
rose-bud gar&n of girlstl' stood in their rnidst, ready for the

altar.
She looked beautiful. It is an understood thing tbM all

bi'édes, whatever their appearance on the ordinary occàsiont
of life, look beautiful on this day of days. Edith 'barrell
had never looked so stately, so queenly, so handsome in her
life. just a thaught pale, but not unbecomingly so--the

rich, glistening white silk sweeping far behind her, sèt off
weü the fine figure, which it fitted without flaw. The dark,
proud face shone like a star froni the misty folds of the
bridai va; the legendary orange blossoms crowned the
rich, dark hair; on neck, cars, and arins glimmered a price-
less parure of pearLs, the gift, like the dress and veil, of
Lady Helena. A fragrant bouquet of spotless white had

been sent up by dw bridegroom. At a quarter of eleven
she eutered the cardage and was driven away to the church.

As she lay back, and looked dreainily out, the mellow
October sunshine lîý the scene, the joy-bells clashing,

kbe-listless apathy of the past few days took her again. She
tôok note of the trifles about her-her mind. rejected all
etg---- How yeHow were the fields of stubble, liow pictur-

èsqxw güdcd in the sunshine, the village of Chesholm
fébired. -How glowing and rosy the faces of the people who
flocked ont in their holiday best to gaze at the bridal pageant.

Was it hegth and happiness, or soap and water only ? won-
dered tbe bricW Tbese were her wandering thoughts--these
Alone.

IMey reached the litde church. AU the way from the
carriage to the stone porch the charity children strewed ber
path with gowers, and sang (out of tune) a bridal anthem

Sbe smikd down upon their vulgar, admiring little faces as
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she went by on the Earl of Wroatmore's artn. The church
was filled. Was seeincy her married worth all this trouble to

these good people, she wondered, as she walked up the
aisle, still on the arm of the Ri-1)t Honorable the Earl of
Wroatmore.

TheTe was, of course, a large throng of invited guests.
Lady Helena was there in paie, flowing silks, the bride-
maids, a billowy crowd of white-plurnaged birds, and the

bridegroom, with a face whiter than the white waistcoat,
standing waiting for his bride. And there, in surplice, book
in hand, stood the rector of Chesholni and his curate, ready
to tie the untieable knot.

* low, hushed murmur ran througli the church at sight of
the silver-shining figure of the bride. How handsorne, how

stately, how perfectly sçlf-possessed and calm. Truly, if
beauty and high-bred repose of manner be any palliation of
low birth and obscurity, this American young lady had it.

An instant passes he is kneeling by Sir Victor Cathe-
ron7s side. Il Who giveth this wornan to be married to this
man ? " say the urbane tones of the rector of Chesholm, and
the Right Honorable the Earl of Wroatmore cornes forward
-on two rickety old legs and gives her. ,,, If any one here
prescrit knows any just cause or impeditnent why this man
should not be inarried to this ivornan, I charge him," etc., but
no one knows. The solemn words go orý. Il Wilt thou take

Edith Darrell'to, be thy wedded wife ? " Il I will," Sir Vic-
tor Catheron responds, but in broken, inarticulate tones. It
is the bride's turn. 111 1 will 1 " the clear,&firm voice is per-
fectly audible in the almost painfully intense stillness. The
'ring slips over her finger ; she watches it curiously. Il I pro-
nounce ye man and wife," says the rector. 61 What God

hath joined together, let no man put asunder."
It is all over; she is Lady Catheron, and nothing bas

happened.
They enter the vestry, they sign their narnes in the regis-

ter, their friends flock round to shake hands, and kiss, an4
congratulate. And Edith stniles through it all, and Sir Vic-
tor keeps that white, haggard, u'nsniiling face. It is a curi-
ous fancy, but if it were not so, utterly absurd, Edith would
think he looked at her as though he were afraid of her.

On her husban&s arrn--her husban&s 1---she walks down



the aisle and out of the church. They enter the carriages,
and are driven back to Powyss Place. They sit den to
bireakfast-every face looks happy and bright, excelpt the
face that should look happiest and brightest of all-the
bridegroom's. He seems to make a great effort to bç cheer-
fal and at ease; it is a failtire. He tries to return thanks
in a speech ; it is a greater failure still. An awkward silence
and constraint -creep over thé party. W-hat is the matter
with Sir Victor? All eyes are fixed curiously upon hii«.

Surely not repenting his mesalliance so, speedily. It is a
reief to everybody when the break-fast ends, and the bride

goes upstairs to change her dress.
The young, baronet has engaged, a special train to take

them into Wales. The new-made Lady Catheron changes
her shining bridal robes for a charming travelling costume of
palest gray, with a gossamer veil of the same shade. She
looks as handsome in it as in the other, and her cool calm
is a marvel to all beholders. She shakes hands gayly W'ith

their friends and guests ; a smile is on her face as she takes
her brideurooni's arm and enters the waiting carriage. Old
shoes in a shower are flung after them ; ladies wave theij
handkerchiefs, gentlemen -call good-by. She leans forward
and waves her gray-gloved hand in 'return-the éloudless
sinile on the beautiffil face to the last. So they see her-
as not one of all who stand there will ever see her on earth
again.

The house, the wedding-guests are out of sight-the car-
iiage rolls through. the gates of Powyss Place. She falls
back and looks out. They are flying along Cheýholin high
street ; the tenantry shout lustily; the joy-bells still clash

fortIL Now they are at the station-ten minutes more, and,
as fast as steam can convey theni, they are whirling into
Wales. And all this time bride and bridegro0m have not
exchanged a word 1 1

That curious fancy of Ediths has come back-surely Sir
Victor is 'afraid of her. How strangely he looks-how
strangely he keeps aloof-how strangely he is silent--how

fixedly he gazes out of the railvay carriage window-any-
where but at her 1 Has his brain turned, ?.,she nders
is Sir Victor going mad ? 7p.

She niakes no attempt to arouse him; let him be silent
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if he will ;\ýhe rather prefers it, indeed. She sits and look-
sociably out of the opposite window at the bright, flying

landscape, steeped in the aniber glitter of the- October
afternoon sun.

She looks across at the man she has niarried--didý,ever
niortal man before on his, wedding-day wear such a. steny
face as that ? And yet he has married her for love-for love
alone. Was ever another bridal journey perfornied like this
-in profound graviry and silence on both sides ? she won-

ders, half-inclined to laugh. She looks down at her shining
wedding-ring-is it a circlet that means nothing ? How is
her life to go on after this grewsôme wedding-day ? 0

They reach Wales. The stin is setting redly over
mountains and sea. The carriacye is awaiting them ; she

enters, and lies back wearily with closed eyes. She is
dead tired and depressed; she is beginning to féel the want
of last night!s sleep, and in a weary way is glad when the

Carnarvon cottage is reached, Sir Victoes man, my ladys
maid, and two ïVelch servants came forth to meet them.

and on Sirvictoes arm she enters the house.
She goes at once to her dressing-rooni, to rest, to bathe

her face; and remove her wraps, performing those duties
herself, and dismissin&,her maid.. As she and Sir Victor
separate, he mutters sonie half-incoherent words-he wilt
take a walk and sn-koke a -cilmar before dinner, while she is

iresting. He is goïié even5while he says it, and she is
alone.

She removes her gloves, hat, and jacket, bathes her face,
and descends to the little cottage drawing-room. It is quite

deserted-sleepy silence everywhere reigps. She throws
herself into an easy-chair beside the open window, and looks
listlessly out. Ruby, and purple, and golden, the sun is
setting in a radiant sky-the yellow sea creeps up on silver

sand&--old Carnîrvon Castle gleams and glows in the
rainbow liaht like a fairy palace. It is unutterably beauti-

ful, unutterably drowsy and dull. And, while she thinks itý
her heavy eyelids sway and fall, her head sinks back, and

Edith falls fast asleep.
Fast asleep; and a mile away, Sir Victor Catheron paces

up and down a strip of tawny sand, the sea lapping softly at
bis feet, the birds singipg in the branches, not a human sàuI
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far or near. He is not smoking that before-dinner cigar-
be is striding up and down more like an escaped Bedlamite

than anything else. His bat is drawn over bis eyes, bis
brows are knit, bis lips set tight, bis hands are clenclied.

Presently lie pauses, leans aggainst a tree, and looks, with
eyes full of sorne haggard, horrible despair, out over the red
light on sea and sky. And, as lie looks, he falls down sud-
deuly, as though some inspiration liad seized him, upon his
knees, and lifts bis clasped han« ds to that radiant sky. A
prayer, that seenis frenzied in its agonized intensity, bursts

from bis lips-the sleeping sca, tlie twittering birds, the
rustling leaves, and He who bas made them, alone are to

hear. Then he falls forward on bis face, and lies like a
stone.

Is he mad ? Surely no sane man ever acted, or looked,
or spoke like this. He lies so-prostrate, motionless-for-

upward of ah hour, then slowly and heavily lie rises. 1-lis
face iELcalmer now ; i t is the face of a, man who bas fought

sotne desperate fight, and gained some desperate victory-
one of those victories more cruel than death.

He turris and gocs lience. He crashes through the tall,
dewy grass, his white face sCt in a look of iron resolution.

He is ghastly beyond all telling; dead and in bis coffin he
will liardly look more death-like. He reaches the cottage,
and the first sight upon which bis eyes rest is bis bride,
peacefule asleep in the chair by the still open window. She
looks lovely in her sluitiber, and peaceful as a little child-
no very terrible sight surely. But as bis eyes fall upon her,
lie recoils in some great horror, as a man mày who has re-
ceived a blinding blow.

Il Asleep 1 " bis pale lips whisper asleep-as she was
He stands spell-bound for a moment-then he breaks
ýLway headlong. He makes bis way tcw the dining-rooin.

The table, all bright with damask, silver, crystal, and cut
flowers, stands spread for dinner. He takes from bis
pock-et a note-book and pencil, and, still standing, writes

mpidly down one page. Without reading, he folds and
ýÉeals the sheet, and slowly and with dragging steps returins
to the room where Edith sleeps. On the threshold he lin-
gers-he seems afraid---afraa to approach. BuP he does
approach at last He places the note he has written on a
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table, he dzaws near his sleeping bride, he kneels do*n
and kisses her hands, her dress, her haïr. His haggard

eyes bum on her face, their mesmeric light disturbs her.
She murmurs and moves restlessly in lier sleep. In an in-

stant he is on his feet; in another, he is out of the room and
the house ; in another, the deepening twilight takes hini, and
he is gone.

A train an hour later passes through Carnarvon on its
way to, London. One passenger alone awaits it at the
station-one passenger who, enters an empty first-class com-
partment and disappeaTs. Then it goes shrieking on its way,

bearing with it to London the bri&grooui, Sir Victor Cath-
eron.

CHAPTER XXII,

TRE DAY A]ýrEP..

HE last red ray or the sunset had faded, the silver
stars were out, the yellow mon shone serenely

13 over land and sea, before Edith awoke--awoke
with a smile on her lips from a dreatn of Charley.

«« Do go a;vay-don't tease," she was murmuring half
smilingly, half petulantly-the words she had spoken to him
a hundred times. She was back in Sandypoint, he beside
her, living over the old days, gone forever. She awoke to

see the tawny moonshine streaming in, to h=,-tbe soft
whispers of the night wind, the soft, sleepy lap oi- ihhèý sea on
the sands, and to realize, with a thrill and a shock, she was
Sir Victor Catheron's wife.

His wife 1 This was her wedding-day. Even in dreams
Charley must come to her no more.

She rose up, slightly chilled from sleeping in the evening
air, and shivering, partly with that chill, partly výith a feel-
ing she did not care to define. The dream of her'lifes ain-
bition was realized, in its fullest; she, Edith Darrell, was

my lady-a baronee s bride;" the vista of her Me spread
before her in glittering splendor ; and yet her heart lay like
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lead in her bowra. In this hour sbe was afraid of herself,
afraid of him.

But where was he
She looked round the room, half in shadow, half in bril-

liant moonlight No, he was not there. Had he returned
from his stroll ? She took out her watch. A quarter of

seven-of course hehad. He was awaiting lier. no doub.t,
impatient for his dinner, in the dining-roorn. She would
niake sonie change in her dress and join him there. She

went up to her dressingiýoom and lit the candlesbersel£
Shç smoothed her ruffled hair, added a ribbon and a jewel

or two, and then went back to the drawing-rooÎn. All un-
noticed, in th& shadows, the letter for her lay on the table.

She sat down and rang the bel]. jamison, the confidential
servant, appeared.

" Has Sir Victor returned from his walk, jamison Is
he in the dining'-room ? "

Mr. jamison's well-bred eyes looked in astonishment af
the speaker, then around the room. Mr. jamisods wooden

countenance looked stolid surprise.
"Sir Victor, my lady-1-thought Sir Victor was here,

My lady.'l
Il Sir Victor has not been here since half au hour after

our arrival. He went out for a walk, as you very well
know. 1 ask you if he has returned!'

Sir Victor returned inore than an hour aggo, my lady.
saw him. mysel£ were asleep, ruy lady, b ' the win-

dow as he came up. He went into the dining-room and
wrote a letter ; I saw it in his hand. And then, my lady,
he came in here."

The man paused, and again peered around the rýom.
Edith listened in growing surprise.
Il 1 thought he was here still, my lady, so, did Hemily, or

we would have taken the liberty of hentering and closing
the window. We was sure he was here. He suttingly

hentered with the letter in his'and. It!s very hodd."
Again there was a pause. Again Mr jamison- . ý
Il If your ladyship will fiallow, 1 will light the candIès- herè,

and then go and hascertain whether Sir Victor" is in han"Y'--Of
the hother rooms."

She made an gesture, and returned to the
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window. The man lit the candles ; a second after an ex-
clamation startled her.

49 The note, my lady! Here it is."
It ' 1;q upon the table ; she walked over and took it up.
In Sir Victors hand, and addressed to herself! What did
this mean ? She stood looking at à a moment-then she
turned to jamison.

11 That will do," she said briefly if 1 want you I will
ring." 1

The man bowed and left the room. 'She stood stili, hold-
ing the unopened note, strangely relucrant to break the

seal. What did Sir Victor mean by absenting himself and
writing liera note? With an effort she aroused herself at

last, and tore it open. It was strangely scriwleýd, the writ-
ing half illegible ; slowly and with difficulty she made it out.

This was what she read :

14 For Heavens sake, pity me-for HeaveWs sake, par-
don me. We shall never meet more! 0 beloved 1
believe that I love you, believe that 1 never loved you half
so well as now, when 1 leave you forever. If 1 loved you
less 1 might dare to stay. But I dare not. I can tell you
no more-a promise to theliving and the dead binds me.
A dreadfiil secret of sin, and shame, and guilt, is involved.
Go to Lady Helena. My love---my bride-my heart is

breaking asy write the word-the cruel word that must be
written--&reweIL I have but one prayer in my beart-but

one wish in my soul-that my life may be a short one.
ViCrOPCI

No more. So, in short, incoherent, disconnected sen-
tences, this incomprchensible letter began and ended. She

stoÔd stunned, bewildered, dazed, holding it, gazing at it
blankly. Was she asleep? Was this a dream? Was Sir

Victor playing some ghastly kind of pràétical joke, or -
-had Sir Victor all of a sudden gone wholly and entirely
mad ?

She shrank from the last thought-but the dim, possibility
that it might be truc calmed her. She sat down, hardly
knowing what she was doing, and read the lefter again.

Yes, surely, surely she was right. Sir Victor bad gone mud 1
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Madness vras hereditary in bis family-had it come to him
on his wedding-day of all days ? On bis wedding-day the
last remmant of reason had deserted him, and he had de-
serted her. She sat quite still,-the lialit of the candles fall-

ing upon her, upon the fatal letter,-tr) , ng to steady herself,
trying to think. She read it again and acrain ; surely no

sane man ever wrote sucli a letter as tiiis. "A dreadful
secret of sin, and shan)e, and guilt, is involved." Did that
dreadful secret mean the secret of his niothers death ? Ilut

why sbould that catise hini to leave lier? She knew all
about it already. What frightfül revelation had been niade
to him on bis Êathees d inry bed ? He liad never been the
same man since. An idea flashed across lier brain----(Iread-

ful and unnaturàI enougli in all conscience-but why should
even that, supposing her suspicions to be true, causé hini to

leave lier? 11, If I loved you less, I inight dare to stay with
you." What rhodomontade was fhis ? Men prove their
love by living with the women they marry, not by deserting

them. Oh, he was inad, mad, mad-not a, doubt of that
could remain.

Her thoughts went back over the past two-weeks-to the
change in him ever since bis fathees death. Thcre had been
tinies when he had visibly shrunk frotii her, when lie had
seenied absolutely afraid of her. She had doubted it then-

she knew it now. It was the dawning of bis insanity-the
family taint breaking forth. His fathers delusion had been
to shut hiniself up, to give out that he was dead-the son's
was to désert bis bride on their bridal day forever. For-

ever 1 the letter said so. Again, and still again, she read iL
Very strangely she looked, the waxlicrhts flickering on her

pale, rigid young face, her cotupressed lips set in one tight
line-on her soft pearl gray silk, with its point lace collar

and diamond star. A bride, alone, forsaken, on her wed-
ding-day!

How strange it all-was 1 The thought came to her : was
it retributive justice pursuing lier for having bartered herself
for rank ? And yeCgirls as good and better than she, did it

every day. She rose and began pacing up and down the
floor. Whatshouldshedo? &Goibackto Lady Helena,"

said the letter. Go back ! cast off, deserted- she, who ouly
at noon to-day had left thew- a rkdiancebride 1 As she
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thought it, a feeling of absolute hatred for the man she had
married came into ber heart. Sane or mad she would hate

him now, all the rest of her life.
The hours were creeping on-two, had passed since she
hadsent jamison out of her rooin. What we're they think-

ing of her, these keen-sighted, gossiping servants? what
would they think and say when she told thein Sir Victor

would retum no more?-that she was going back to, Che-
shire alone to-morrow i-norning? There was no help for iL

There was resolute blood in the girPs veins ; she walked
over to, the bell, rang it, her head erect, ber eyes bright,
only ber lips still set in that tight, unpleasant line.

Mr. Jamison, grave and respectfül, his burning curiosity
diplomatically.hidden, answered.

Il Jamison," the young lady said, ber tonés clear and calm,
looking the man straight in the eye., Il your master bas been

obliged to, leave Wales suddenly, and will not return. Yoti
\may spend the night in packing up. To-morrow, by the

earliest train, I retum to, Cheshire."
IlYes, nie lady.'
Not a muscle oý jarnison's race moved-not a vestige of

surprise or any other earthly eniotion was visible in his
smoot - h-shaven face. If she had said, «I To-morrow by the

earliesi train I shall take a trip to the moon," Mr. jamison
would have bowed and said, Il Yes, me lady," in precisely the
same tone..

Is dinner served?" his young, mistress asked, looking at
her watch. '&If not, serve immediately. I shall be there

in two minutes."
She kept lier word. With that light in lier eyes, that pale

composure on her face, she swept into the dining-rooni, and
took ber place at the glittering table. jamison waited upon

ber-watching her, of course, as a cat a niouse.
Il She took her soup and fish, ber slice of pheasant and

ber jelly, 1 do assure you, just the same as hever, Hemfly,"
he related afterward to the ladys maid ; 41 but her face *as
whiter thàn the tablecloth, and ber eyes had a look in them
I'd rather master would face than me. Shes one of the 'igh-
stepping sor4 depend upon it, and quiet as she takes it now,
therell be the deuce and all to pay one of these days."

She rose at last and'went back to the drawing-room
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How brilliantly the moon shone on the -sleeping sea ; how
fantastic the town and castle looked in the romantic lig
She stood by the window long, looking out." No thought of
synipathy for him--of trying, to find him out on the morrow
-- entered her inind. He had deserted her; sane or mad,'
that was enough for the present to, know.

She took out a purse, that Liries and gold dollars alone
inight have entered, and looked at its contents. By sheer
good luck and chance, it contained three or four soyereigns

-inore than sufficient for the return journey. To-morrow
morning she would go back to Powyss Place and tell Lady

Helena; after that-
Her thoughts broke--to-night she could not look beyond.

The misery, the- shame, the horrible scandaý the lonelîne-csý
the whole wreck of life that was to'come,, she could not féel
as yet She -new what _zhe would do to-morrow-after that
all was a blank.

What à lavely night it was! What were they doing at
home? What was Trixy about just now ? What was--

Charley? She had made up her mind never to, think of
Charley more. His face rose vividly before ber now in the
moonrays, pale, stern, contemptuous. 11, Oh 1 " she pas-

sionately thoucht, ',Ibow he must scorn, how he must des-
Pise me 1 Whatever comes;' he had said to ber that

rainy uwrning at Sandypoint ; 61 whatever the new life brings,
you are never to blacàe ne/" How long.ago that rainy
Mormng seemed now. What an eternity since that other
night in the snow. If she had only died beside him that

night-the élear, white, painless death-unspotted from the-
world 1 If she had only died that night 1

Her arms were on the window-sill-her face feR upon
Îhem. One bour, two, three passed; she never moved.

She was not crying, she was sufféring, but dully, with a
numb, torpiý miserable sense of pain. AU ber life since

that raiby spring d4y, when Charley Stuart had come to,
Sandypoint with his mothees letier, returned to ber. She
had striven and coquetted to bring about the result she
wanted-it had seemed such a dazzling thing to be a bin>
nees wifé, with an income that would tiow in to ber like a

golden river. She had jüted the rnan she loved in
cold blood, and accepted the ime to whSn ber beart wu

W
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as stone. In the hour when fortune was deserting hef best
friends, she had deserted them. too. And the end was-this.

It was close upon twelve when Eniily, the fnaid, sleepy
and cross, tapped at the door. She had to tap many times
before lier mistress heard lier. When she did hear and open,
and the girl came in, she recoiled froin the ghastly pallor of

her ladys face.
Il I shall not want you to-night," Edith said briefly.

You may go to bed."
61 But you are ill, My lady. If you only saw yourself 1
Caet 1 fetch you something ? A glass of wine from, the

dining-rooni ? "
. ci Nothing, Emily, thank you. 1 have sat up too long in

the night air-that is all. Go to bed%;:,I, shall do very well."
The girl went, full of pity and wonlïm-, shaking lier head.
Only this morning I thought what a-fine thing it was to be

the bride of so fine a gentleman, and look at lier now2y

Left alone, she closed and fastened the window herseX
An unsupportable sense of' pain and weanness oppressed
lier. She did not undress. She loosened lier clothes,
wrapped a heavy, soft railway rug about her, and lay down

upon the bed. In five minutes the tired eyes had closed.
There is no surer narcotic than trouble sometimes ; hers

was forgotten--deeply, *eamlessly, she slept until niorning.
The sun was high in the sky when she awoke. 'She raised

herself upon her elbow and looked around, bewildýik Ip
a second yesterday flashed upon lier, and lier journey of toZ

day. She arose, made her morning toilet, and rang for lier
maid. Breakfast was waiting-it was past nine dclock, and

she could leave Carnarvon in three quarters of an bour.
She made an effort to eat and drink ; ýut it was liffle better
than an effort. She gave jamison his parting instructions-
he was to remain here until to-morrow,;.by that time orders

would come from Powyss Plaeée-4ýC1ien, in the dress she
had travelled in yesterday, she enterêdee railway carriage
and started upon lier return journey. ?àý1-low speedily her honeymoon had en L- A curious
sort of smile passed over lier face as she thougVF4U.-.She
had not anticipatéd Elysiuni-quite-but she certainly d

anticipated something very différent from this.
She kept back thought resolutely-she would not thin
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she sat and looked at the genial October landscape flittiýg
by. Sooner or later the floodgates would open, but not yet.
It was about three in the afternoon when the fly froin the
railway drove ul) to the stately portico entrance of Powyss

Place. She paid and dismissed the man, and knocked un-
thinkingly. The servant who opened the door feil back,

staring at ber, as though she had been a ghost.
Il Is Lady Helena at home? "
Lady Helena was at home-and still the man stared

blankly as he made the reply. She swept past him, and
made ber way, unannounced, to ber ladyship's privaterooms.
She tapped at the door.

Il Come in," said the familiar voice, and she obeyed.
Then a startled cry rang, out. Lady Helena arose and

stood spellbound, gazing in inute consternation at the pale
girl before lier.

Il Edith 1 " she could but just gasp. What is this
Where is Victor?"

Mth came in, closed the door, and quietly faced ber
ladyship. ý>

61 1 have not the faintest idea where Sir Victor Cath:çron
may be at this present moment. Wherever he is, lit is

to be hoped he is able to take care of himsel£ 1 know I
have not seen him since four o'clock yesterday afternoon."

The lips of Lady Helena nioved, but no sound came
from them. Some great and nameless terror seemed to

have fallen upon ber.
Il It was rather an unusual thing to do," the clear, steady

tones of the bride went on, Il but being very tired after the
journey, I fell asleep in the cottage parlor at Carnarvon,
balf an hour after our arrival. Sir Victor had left me to
take a walk and a smoke, he said. It was nearly seven
when I awoke. I was still alone. Your nephew had come
and gone-"

Gone 1
Gone-and left this for me;ý Read it, Lady Helena,

and -you will see that in returning here, I am only obeying
my lord and masters coi-naland."

She took the note from ber pocket, and presented it
Her ladyship took it, read it, her face growing a dreadful
ashen gray.
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So soon she saïd, in a sort of whisper that it
should have fallen upon. hini so soon! Oh! 1 féared it! I
féared it ! I féared it 1 'y

Il You féared it 1 " Edith repeated, watching- her intently.
Does that mean your ladyship understands this letter ?

Heaven help nie 1 1 ani afraid 1 do."
It nieans, then what 1 have thotight it meànt : that when

I inarried Sir Victor yesterday 1 married a madman 1
1*here was a sort of moan from Lady Helena-no other

reply.
Il Insanity is in the Catheron blood-I knew that from

the first. His father lived and died a maniac. The father's
fate is the son's. It has lain donnant for three-and-twenty

years, to break out on his wedding-day. Lady Helena, am
I right ? "

But Lady Helena was sobbing convulsively now. Her
sobs were her only reply.

Il It is hard on you," Edith said, with a dreary sort of pity.
I'You loved hini."
69 And you did not," the elder woman retorted, looking up.

You loved )-our cousin, and you married my poor, un-
happy boy for Iiis title ând his wealth. It would have been
better for hiin he had died than ever set eyes on your face."*

Il Much better," Edith answered steadily. 11, Better for
him-better for me. You are right, Lady Helena Powyss,

I loved my cou§in, and I married your nephew for his title
and his wealth. Ideserve all «you can say of me. The
worst will not be he bad enough."

Her ladyships face drooped again ; her suppressed sobbing
was the only sound to be heard.

Il I have come to you," Edith went on, Il to, tell you the
truth. I don't ask what his secret is he speaks of; 1 dont

wish to know. b think he should be looked after. If he is
insane he should not be allowed to go at large."

If be,ýe-insane 1 " Lady Helena cried, looking up again
angrilý. '?11 Ypu do well to, say if. He is no more inbane

than yotr4we 1
Edith steb& still looking at her. The last trace of color

faded froni her face. 1

"Sot insane," she whispered, as if to herself not in-
sane, and-he deserts me ! 'P

m
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9,1 014 what have 1 said ! " 1,ady Helena cried ; 91 forgive
me, Edith-1 dont know what 1 am saying-I don't know

what to thînk. Leave ine alone, and let nie try to under-
stand 14 îf 1 can. Your old rooms are ready for you. You
have come to, j7emain with me, of course."

6& For the presert-ves- Of the future I have not yet
thought- 1 wiù leaveyon alone, Lady Helena, as you d----

sire- 1 wM not troublé you again until to--.norrow."
She w-as quittîny the room. Lad Helena arose and took

ber in ber arm:sý, ber fice all blotted with a rain of' tears.
" My child 1 my child? " she said, 16 it is hard on you

so young, so pretty? and only married yesterday 1 Edith,
you frighten me 1 ffl= are you made of ? You look like
a Stone 1 "

IMe e.1 sigtwd-a Ion& weary, heart-sick sigli.
,,il 1 fed U-e a Stone. I can't cry. 1 think I have no

heart, no sout no feeling. no conscience-ihat 1 am scarcely
a human being. I am a hardened, -allous wretch, for whorn

any fate is too good. Dodt pity nie, dear Lady Helena;
don7t waste one tear on me. 1 am not worth it."

She touched ber fips to the wet elieelc, and went slowly on
ber way. No beart-no, sozil! if she had, both felt b2-
numbed, dead- She seerned to, herseif a century old, as she
toiled on to ber £=iliar rooms, They met no more that

day--each kqx to ber own apartments.
Ile aftemoon set in wet and wild ; the rain fell cease-

lessly -&*tld di-iniaBy; an evening to depress the happiest
closed down.

It was Iong after dark when there came a rinc r at the bell,
and the footinan, openin-Y the d9or, saw the figure of a man
niffleci and dispised in slouch hat and great-coat. He
beld in uinbre'aîa over his head, and a scarf was twisted
3bout the lower part of bis face. In a husky voice, stifled
in his scarý he asked for Lady Helena..

" Her ladysbilis at home," the footrnan answered, rather
superciliously, &,Ibdthe dont sec strangers at this liour."

Give ber th-isý,7 the strapger said she will see me."
lu spite of ha4 scarÇ and umbrella, there was somethincr

fam;lý2 in the air of the visiror, something familiar in his
tonc- Tbe man took the note suspiciousky and passed it to,

wbo passed it to, ber ladyships 
raaid. The maid
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passed it to her ladyship, and her ladyshil) read it with a
suppressed cry.

"Show hitil into the library at once. I will go down."
The muffied man was shown in, still wearing liat and

scar£--"', The library was but dinily lit. He stood like a dark
shadow amid the other shadows. An instant later the door

opened and Lady Helena, pale and wild, appeared on the
threshold.

Il It is," she faltered. Il it is-you
She approached slowly, lier terrified eyes riveted on the

hidden face.
Il It is I. Lock the door.11
She obeyed, she canie nearer. He drew away the scarf,

lifted the hat, and showed her the face of Sir Victor Cath-
eron.

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE SECOND ENDING OF THE TRAGEDY.

HE morning dawned over Powyss Place-dawned
in wild wind and drivincy rainstill--dawnedupon
Edith, deserted more strangely than surelybride
was ever deserted before.

She had darkened her chaniber; she had forced herself
resolutely to sleep. But the sniall hours had come before

she had succeeded, and it was close-upon ten when the dark
eyes opened from dreamland to, life. Strange mockery 1 it
was ever of Charley and the days that were forever gone she

dreamed now.
For hours and hours she had paced, lier room the evening

and night before, all the desolatiôn, all the emptiness and
loss of her life spread out before her. She had sold herself
deliberately and with her eyes open, and this was her reward.
Deserted in the hour of her triuruph-humiliated. as never

bride was hurniliated before-the talk, the ridicule of the
country, an object of contemptuous pity to the whole world.
And Charley and Trixy, what wôuld they say when they
heard of her downM ? She was very proud -no young
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princess had ever haughtier blood coursinor through lier royal
veins than this portionless Arnerican girl. For wealth and

rank she had bartercd life and love, and verily she had her
reward.

She sufféred horribly. As she paced up and down, her
whole face was distorted with the torture within. She flung

herself into a seat and tried to still the ceascless, gnawing,
maddening pain. In vaiii ! She could neither sit still, nor

think, nor deaden her torment. And Nvhen at last she
threw herself face downvard on lier bed it'was only to sleep

the spent sleep of utter exhaustion. But she was Il pluck'7
to the backbone. Next day, when she had bathed and made
lier toilet, and descended to, the breakfast-room, the closest
observer could have read nothinc, of last niaht in the fixed
calai of her face. The worst that could ever happen had

happened; she was ready now to live and die ganie.
Lady Helena, very pale, very trernulous, very frightened

and helpless-looking, awaited her. A large, red fire burned
on the hearth. Her ladyshil) was wrapped in a fluffy white
shawl, but she shivered in spite of both. The lips that
touched EditWs cheek were almost as cold as that cold
cheek itself. Teats started to her eyes as she spoke to her.

"Il My child," she said, Il how white you are ; how cold and
ill you look. I ani afraid you did not sleep at all."

111 Yes, I slept," answered Edith ; "for a few hours, at
least. The weather has soniething to do with it, perhaps
1 always faU a prey to horrors in wet and windy weather."

Then they sat down to the fragrant and tempting
breakfast and ate with what appetite they inight. For Edith,
she hardly made a pretence of eating-she drank a large
cup of strong coffée,'and arose.

,,&Lady Helena," she began abruptly, Il as I came out of
my room, two of the servants were whîspering in the corridor.

1 nierely caught a word or two in passing. They stopped
immediately upon seeing me. But from. that word or two, I

infer thisý-Sir Victor Catheron was here to see you last
niglit."

Lady Helena was trifling nerveusly with her spoon-it
fell with a clash now into her cup, and her terrified eyes
looked piteously at her companion.

11, lf you desire to keep this a secret too," Edith said, her
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lips curling scornftillýr, Il of course you are at liberty to do
so-of course I presuine to ask no questions. But if not, I

would like to knov-it niay in sonie measure influence my
own movements."

Ci What do you intend to do ? " lier ladyship brokenly
asked.

Il That you shall hear prescntly. just noiv the question
is Was your nephew here last night or not ?

He was."
She said it with a sort of sob, hiding her face in her

hands. May Heaven help nie," she cried ; CI it is grow-
ing more than I cari. bear. 0 iny child, what can 1 say to
you ? how can 1 comfort you in this great trouble that has
come upon ),ou ? "

Il You are very good. but 1 would rather not be com-
forted. I have been utterly base and mercenary froni first

to last-a wretch wlio has nchly earnecl her fate. Whatever
has befallen me I deserve. I niarried your nephew with-
out one spark of affection, for Mm; lie was no more to lne
than any laborer on his estate-1 doubt whether he ever could
have been. 1 aieant to try-who knows how it would have
ended ? I married Sir Victor Catheron for his rank and
riches, his title and rent-roll-I married the baronet, not the
rinan. And it lias ended thus. I aiii widowed on niy
wedding-day, cast off, forsaken. Have I not carried my

fate ?
Slie laughed drearily-a short, inirthless, bitter laugh-

il I dont venture to ask too many questions-I don't bat-
tle with my fate; I throw up my arms and yield at once.
But this 1 %vould li-e to, know. lýtadness is hereditary in his

family. Unworthy of all love as 1 am, I think-1 think
Sir Victor loved ine. and, unless he be niad, I caii't under-
stand why lie deserted me. Lady Helena, an 3wer me this,
as you will one day answer to your Maker-ls Sir Victor
Catheron sane or inad ? "

There was a pause aWhe asked the dreadful question-a

,pause in which the beating or the atitumnal rain upon the
glas-;, the soughing of the autuainal gale sounded preternat-

urally loud. Tlien, brolzenly, in trenibling tones, and not
looking up, came Lady Heleiia7s answer :

God pity him and you-he is not mad."
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Then there was silence again. The elder womain, he-r
face buried in her hands and resting on the table, was cry-
ing silently and miserably. At the window, the tall, slim
figure of the girl stood motionless, her hands clasped loosely
bcfore her, her deel) bright eyes looking out at the slantino,0
rain, the low-lying, lead-colored sky, the black trees blown

aslant in the high October gale.
Il Not mad ? " she repeated, after that long pause yon

arc quite certain of this, my lady? Not mad-and he lias
left me ? "

Il He has left you. 0 my child! if 1 dared only tell you
all-if I dared only tell you how it is because of his great and

passionate love for you, he leaves you. If ever there was a
martyr on tÉis earth,' it is my poor boy. If you * had seen

him as I saw him last night-worn toi a shadow in one day,
sufféring for the loss of you until death would be a relief-
even you would'have pitied him."

Il Would I ? Well, perhaps so, though rny heart is rather a
hard one. Of course 1 don't understand a word of all this-
of course, as he said in his letter, some secret of gtillt and

shame lies behind it all. And yet, perhaps, I could come
nearer to the 1 Sècret' than either you or he think."

Lady Helena looked suddenly up, that terrified, hunted
look in her eyes.

What do you mean ? " she gasped.
This," the finn, cold voice of Edith said, as Edith's

bright, dark eyes fixed themselves pitilessly upon lier, '& this,
Lady Helena Powyss : That the secret which takes him frorn
me is the secret of his mothers murder--the secret which he

learned at his fathers deathbed. Shall I tell you who com-
mitted that murder ? 'y

Her ladyship% lips moved, but no sound came; she sat
spellbouhd, watching that pale, fixed face before her.

Il Not Inez Catheron, who was imprisoned for it ; not
juan- Catheron, who was suspected of it. 1 am a Yankee,
Lady«'Helena, and consequently clever at guessing. I be-

lieve that Sir Victor Catheron, in cold blood, murdered his
own wife 1 " 

«There was a sobbing cry-whether' at the shock of the
terrible words, or at theïr truth, who was to tell ?

1 believe the late Sir Victor Catheron to have been- à

. CI

a
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deliberate and cowardly murderer,," Edith went on; Il sa
cowardly that his weak brain turned when he saw what he
had done and thought of the consequences; and that he
paid the penalty of his crime in a lifc of insanity. The mo-
tive I dont pretend ta fathom-jealousy of juan Catheron
perhaps; and on his dying bed lie confessed all ta his son."

With face blanched and eyes still full of terror, her lady-'
ship looked at the dark, contemptuous, resolute speaker.

61 And if this be true-your horrible surmise; mind, I don't
admit that it is-would that be any excuse for Victors con-
duct in leaving you ? "

No 1 " Edith answered, her eves flashing,, Il none 1 Hav-
ing married rue, not ten thousand family secrets should bc

strong enough ta make him desert me. If he had come ta
me, if lie had told me, as he was bound ta do before our
wedding-day, I would have-pitied hiiii with all ruy soul; if
anything* could ever have inade me care for hirn as a-wife
should care for a husband, it would have been that pity. But
if he carne to me now, and knelt before me,- imploring ine ta

return, 1 would not. I would die sooner 1 "
She was walking tip and down now, gleams of passionate

scorn and rage in her dark eyes.
Il It is all fally and balderdasli, this talk of his love for me
making hin) leave me. Don't let us have any more of it.

No secret on earth should make a bridegroom quit his bride
-- no power on earth could ever convince me of it 1 "
14 And yet," the sad, patient voice of poor Lady Helena

si rr,hed, Il it is truc."
Edith stopped in her walk, and looked at her incredu-

lously.
,,,, Lady Helena," she said, Il yon arc my kind friend-you

know the %vorld-you are a woinan of sense, not likely ta
have your brain turned with val)ors. Answer nie this-Do

you think that, acting as he has donc, Sir Victor Catheron
has donc right ? 'l

Lady Helena7s sad eyes inet hers full. Lady Helena%
voice was full of pathos and earnestness., as she replied :

Il Edith, 1 am your friend; I ain in my sober senses, and,
1 believe in niy soul Victor has done ri,-rht."

41 Well," Edith said after a lonçr pause, during which she
resumed lier walk, il 1 give it up 1 don't understand, and
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Inevershall. lamhopelesslyinthedark. Icanconceive
no motive-none strong enough to make his conduct right.
1 thought him niad; you say he is sane. 1 thought he did
nie a shamefu4 irreparable wrong; you say he has done
right. I will think no înore about it, since, if 1 thought to

niy dying day, I could come no nearer the truth."
Il You will know one day," answered Lady Helena; Il on

his death-bed; and, poor fellow, the sooner that day coines
the better fur him."

Edith made an impatient gesture.
6, Let us talk about it no more. What is done is done.

Whether Sir Victor Catheron lives or dies can in no way
concern me now. 1 think, with your permission, 1 will go
back to my room and try to sleep away this dismal day."

Il Wait one moment, Edith. It was on your accotint Vic-
tor came here last night to talk over the arrangements he

was making for your future."
A curious smile came over Edith's lips. She was once

more back at the window, looking out at the rain-beaten day.
"My future!" she slowlyrepeated; "'in what possible way

can my future concern Sir Victor Catheron ? "
Il My child, what a question! In every way. You are

honest enough to confess that you married hiin-I)oor boy,
poor boy-for his rank and rent-roll. nere, at least, yoit

need not be disappointed. The settlements unade tipon you
before your marriage were, as you know, liberal in the ex-

treme. In addition to that, every farthing that it is in his
power to dispose of he intends settling upon you besides.

His grandmothers fortune, which descends to hini, is to be
yours. You may spend money like water if it pleases you-
the title and the wealth for which you wedded are still yours.
For himselý he intends to go abroad-to, the EýLst, 1 believe.
He retains nothing but what will supply his travelling ex-
penses. He cannot meet you-if he did, he inight never be
able to leave you. 0 Edith, you blame him, you hate
Iiiiii ; but if you had only seen hini4 only heard him last nigh4
only knew how inevitable it is, how he sufféred, how bitterer
than death this parting is to, him, you would pity, you would
forgive him." q

69 You think so," the girl said, with a wistful, weary sigh.
A h, weUý perhaps so. 1 doW t know. j ust now 1 can
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realize nothing except de I am a lost, forsaken wretch
that 1 do hate hini ; that if I were dving, or that if he were
dying, I could not say Il I forgive you.' As to his liberality, 1
never doubted that; 1 have owned that 1 married him for
his wealth and station. I own it still ; but there are some
things not the wealth of a king could compensate for. To
desert a bride on ber wedding-day is one of them. I rel)eat,
Lady Helena, with your permissign, 1 will go to my room ;
we won't talk of niy future plans and prospects just now.

To-morrow you shall know rny decision."'
She turned to go. The elder woman looked after ber

with yearaing, sorrowful eyes.
Il If I knew what to, do-if I knew what to, say," she mur-
mured helplessly. Il Edith, 1 loved him more dearly than

any son. 1 think my heart is breakine 0 child, dont
j udge him- be merciful to him. who loves you while he leaves

you-be merciful to me whose life bas been so. full of
trouble."

Her voice broke down in a passion of tears. Edith turned
from the door, put ber arms around her neck and kissed

ber.
41 Dear friend," she said dear Lady Helena, I pity you

froin the bottom. of my heart. 1 wish-1 wish 1 could only
comfort YOU."

Il You can," was the eager answer. Stay with me,
Edith ; don't leave me alone. Be a daughter to me; take
the place of the son I have lost"

But EditWs pale, resolute fiLce did not soften.
11, To-morrow we will seule all this," was ber reply. Il Wait

until to-morrow."
Then she was gone--shut up and locked in ber own

room. She did not descend to, either Juncheon or dinner-
one of the bousemaids served ber in ber dressing-room. And
Lady Helena, alone and misemble, wandered uneasily about
the lower rooms, and wondered how she spent that long rainy
day.

1 She spent it busily enorugb. The plain black box she had
brought froin New York, containinor all ber earthly belong-
ings, she drew out and packed. It was not hard to, do, since

nothing went into it but what had belonged to ber then. AU
the dresses, all the jewels, all the costly gifts that.had been
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given her by the man she had rnarried,ênd his friends, she
left as they were. She kept nothinçy, not even her wedding-
ring: she placed it among the rest, in the j ewel casket, clcised
and locked iL Then she wrote a letter to Lady Helena,
and placed the key inside. This is what she said:

41 DEAR FRiE-.;D: When you open this I shall have left
Powyss Place forever. It will be quite useless to follow or

endeavor to bring me back. My mind is made up. 1 rec-
ognize no authority-nothing will induce me to revoke my

decision. 1 go out into the world to make my own way.
With youth, and health, and ordinary intelligence, it ought

not to be impossible. The things belonging to me when I
first came here 1 have packed in the black box - in a week

you will have the kindness to forward it to the Euston sta-
tion. The rest 1 leave behind-retaining one or two books
as souvenirs of you. I take nothing of. Sir Victor Catheron7s

-not even his naine. You must see that it is utterly iiii-
possible ; that I must lose the last shred of pride and self-re-
spect before I could assume his naine or take a penny be-
longing to him. Dear, kind Lady Helena, good-by. If we
never meet again in the world, remember there is no thought

in my heart of you that is not one of affection and grati-
tude. EDITIL"

Her band never trembled as she wrote this letter. She
placed the key in it, folded, sealed, and addressed it. It
yvas dark by this time. As she knelt to cord and lock her

trunk, she espied the w1riting-casewithin it. She hesitated
a moment, then took it out, opené tý d it, and drew forth the
packet of Charley gtuart!s letters. She took out the
photograph and looked at it with a half-tender, half-sad
smile.

Ci I never thought to look at you again," she said softly.
CI You aie all I have left now.y'

She put the picture in her bosom, replaced the rest, and
'locked the trunk, and put the key in her purse. She - sat

down and counted her money. She was the possessor of
twelve sovereigns-left over from Mr. Stuart, seniors,

bounty. It was her whole stock of wealth with which to
face and begin the woricL Then she sat down resolutely tol
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think it out. And the question rose griai before her, Il What
am 1 -to do?."

Il Go ýQiit into the world and work for pur daily bread.
Face the ýoverty you have féared so much, through féar of

which, two days ago, you sold yourself. Go to London-
it is the centre of the world ; lose yourself, hide from all who

ever knew you. Go to London. Work of some kind can
surely be had by the willing in that mighty city. Go to
London."

That was the answer that came clearly. She shrank for
a moment-the thought of facing life single-handed, poor
and alone in that great, terrible, pitiless city, was overwhelin-

ing. But she did not flinch from her resolve ; her mind was
made up. Come woe, conie weal, she would go to London.

An Il A- B. C." railway guide lay on the table-she con-
sulted it. A train left Chester for London at eight o'clock,
A. m. Neither Lady Helena nor any of her household was

stirring at that hour. She could walk to Chesholm in the
early morning, get a fly there and dn**ve to the Chester station
in time. By four in thé afteimoon she would be in London.

No thought of returning home ever recurred to her.
Home 1 What home had she ? Her step-mother was master
and mistress in her fathers house, and to return, to go back
to Sandypoint, and the life she had left, was as utter an im-

possibility almost as though she should take a rope and hang
hersel£ She had not the means to go if she had desired,

but that made no différence. She could never go back, never
see her father, or Charley, or Trixy more. Alone she must
live, alone she must die.

The flood-gates were opened ; she suffered this last night
as wornen of her strong, self-contained temperament only
suffer.

Save me, 0 God 1 for the waters are come into my soul 1
That was tfie wild, wordlesÈ prayer of her heart. Her life
was wrecked, her heart was desolate ; she must go forth a
beggar and an outcast, and fight the bitter battle of life alone.
And love, and home, and Charley might have been hers.
ll It might have been 1 *' Is there any anguish in this world
of anguish like that we work with our own hands ?-any sor--

row like that which we bring upon ourselves? In the dark-
ness she sank down upon her knees, her face covered with



THE SECOND ENDING OF THE TRAGEDY- 319

her hands, tearsý that were as dreadful as tears of blood, fall-
inc from her eyes. Lost-lost ! all that made life worth

h 
Z3

aving. To live and die alone, that was her fate 1
So the black, wüd n1wght passed, hiding her, as miserable

a woman as the wide earth held.

The gray dawn of the dull October morning was creeping
over the far-off Welsh hills as Edith in shawl and hat, closely

veiled, and carry-ing a hand-bag, came softly down the stairs,*
and out of a side door, chiefly used by the servants. She
met no one. Noiselessly she drew the bolt, opened the door,
and look-ed out.

It was raw and cold, a dreary wind still blowing, but it
had ceased to rain. As she stood there, seven struck from
the turret clock. "One long, last, lingering look behind
---one last upwïrd glance at Lady Helena7s windows.

'Il Good-by! " the pale lips whîspered; then she passed re-
solutely out into the melancholy autumn morning and was
gone.



PART III

CHAPTER 1.

AT MADAME MI"BEALeSy OXFORD STREET.

ALF-PAST four of a delightfül june afternoon, and
two young ladies sit at two large, lace-draped win-

dows, overlooking a fashionable lýlayfair street, al-
ternately glancing over the books they hold, and

listlessly watching the passers-by. The house was one of
those big black West-End houses, whose outward darkness
and disinalness is in direct ratio to their inward brilliance
and splendor. This particular rooni is lofty and long, luxu-
nous with softest carpet, satin upholstery, pictures, flowers,
and lace draperies. The two young ladies are, with the ex-
ception of their bonnets, in elegant carriage costurne.

Young ladies, 1 have said; and being unmarried, they are
young ladies, of course. One of theni, however, is three-and.
thirty, counting by actual years-the peerage gives it in cold
blood. It is the Lady Gwendoline Drexel. Her conipan-
ion is the Honorable Mary Howard, just nineteen, and just

out!,
Lady Gwendoline yawns drearily over her book--ý-Alger-

non Swineburne's latest-and pulls out her watch impa-
tiently every few minutes.

,,,, What can keep Portia she exclaims, with imitation.
We should have been gone the last haff-hour."
The Honorable Mary looks up from her Parisian fashion-

book, and glances from the window with a smile.
66 Restrain your impatience, Gwendoline," she answers.
Here comes Lady Portia now."
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A minute lat the door is flung wide by a tall gentleman
3-t t 

C
in plush, and Lad Portia Hampton sweeps in., She iýs a tall,

lie sý Pslender lady, ve like lier sister: the same dully fair com-
plexion, t le coiffure of copper-gold, the same ligi

inane blue eves. The dull complexion wears at this mo-
ment an absolute. 'ush ; the light, lack-lustre eyes an absolute

sparkle. There is'soinething in her look as she sails forward,
that makes theni both look up expectantly froiu their books.

Well ? " Lady Gwendoline says.
Gwen 1 " lier sister exclairns-absolutely exclaims-

whom do you suppose I have met?"
Il The Czarina of all the Russias, Pio Nino, Her Alajesty

back from. Osborne, or the Man in the Moon, perhaps," re-
torts Lady Gwendoline. r

Il Neither," laughs Lady Portia. Sornebody a great deal
more mysterious and interesting than *any of them. You
never will guess whom."

Il Being five o'clock of a sultry summer day, I don'tintend
to try. Tell us at once, Portia, and let us go."

Il Then-prepare to bc surprised 1 Sir Victor Catheron
Portia 1 "
Ah 1 1 thought the name would interest you. Sir Victor

Catheron, my dear, alive and in the flesh, though, upon my
word, at first sight I almost took hirn to bc his ' own ghost.
Look at her, Mary," laughs her sister derisively. 1 have
managed to interest lier after all, have I not ?"

l'or Lady Gwendoline sat erect, lier turquoise eyes open
to their widest extent, a look akin to excitement in her apa-
thetic face.

14 But, Portia-Sir Victor 1 - I thought it was an understood
thing lie did not come to, England? " *

Il He does, it appears. I certainly had the honor and
happiness of shaking hands with him, not; fifteen minutes ago.
1 was driving up St. janies Street, and caught a glimpse of

him, on the steps of Fenton's Hotel. At first sight 1 could
nôt credit my eyes. 1 had to look again to sec whether it

were a wraith or a mortal man. Such a pallid shadow of
his former sel£ You used to think him rather handsonie,
Gwen-you should sec him now! He has grown ten years
older in as ruany months-his hair is absolutely streaked
with gray, his eyes arc sunken, his checks are hollow. He

14*
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looks miserably, wretchedly out of health. If men ever do
break their hearts," said Lady Portia, going over to, a large

mirror and surveying herself, Il then that inisguided young
man broke his on his wedding-day."

Il It serves hiin right," said Lady Gwendoline, her pale
eyes kindling. Ill am almost glad to hear it."

Her faded face wore a strangely sombre and vindictive
look. - Iady Portia, with her head on one side, set her bon-
net-strings geometrically straigh', and smiled maliciously.

Ah, no doubt-perfectly natural, all things considered.
And yet, even you might pity the poor fellow to-day, Gwen-

dolitie, if you.saw him. Mary, dear, is all this Greek and
Hebrew to you ? You were in your Parisian pensionnat, 1

remember, when it all happened. Yu don't know the ro-
mantic and mysterious story of Sir Victor Catheron, Bart."
41 1 never heard the name before, that I recall," ansývpred

Miss Howard.
«'Then pine in ignorance no longer. This young hero,

Sir Victor Catheron of Catheron Royals, Cheshire, is our
next-door neighbor, dovrn at home, afid one year ago the

handsome, happy, honored representative of one of the
oldest families in the county. His income was large, his es-

tates unincumbered, his manners charming, his morals un-
exceptionable, and half the young ladies in Cheshire"-with
another malicious glance at her sister-Il at daggers-drawn

for-him. There was the slight drawback of insanity in the
fain'ly-his father died insane, and in his infancy his inother
was intirdered. But these were onfy trifling spots on the

sun, not worth a second thought. Our young sultan had
but to throw the handkerchief, and his obedient Circassians
would have flown on the wings of love and joy to pick it up.
I grow quite eloquent, don't 1 ? In an evil hour, however,
poor young Sir Victor-he was but twenty-three-went over
to America. There, in New York, he fell in with a fatnily
nained Stuart, commôn rich people, of course, as they all

are over there. In the Stuart family there was a young ptr-
son, a sort of cousin, a Miss Edith Darrell, very poor, kept

by them out of charity ; and, lamentable to, relate, with this
young person poor Sir Victor fell in love. Fell in love, my

dear, in the most approved old-fashioned style-absurdly
and insanely in love-brought the whole family over to Che-
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shire, proposed to little missy, and, as a matter of course,
was cagedy acceptcýL She was an extremely pretty girl,

that 1 will say for bee'-with a third sidelong glance of nial-

ice at ber sLe - and ber manners, considering her

statumi or, raîherý her entire lack of station, her poverty, and

her nafionality were something, quite extraordinary. I de-

clare to you, she pcritively held her own with the best of us

=cqx for a certain brusquerie and outspoken way about

her, yon mýet have "ught her an Enaglish girl of our own

cJass- He woàdd marry her, and the wedding4ay was fi-ed,

and Gwendofine named as chief of the brideniaids."
" It is fiftoén minutes past five, Portia,"' the cold voice

of Gwendéhm broke in. &"If we are to drive at all to-

day---:*
" Pafience, Gwen ! Patience one moment longer 1 Mary

must hear the whéle story now. In the Stuart famil f -

got to nwntion, there was a young inan, a cousin ot the

bride-elect, with whom -- it was patent to the dullèst-uppre-
hension--this yonng person was in love. She accepted Sir

V-iam, yon while this Mr. Stuart was her lover;

a coummon castez comgh, and not worthy of mention except

for what can»e!ffiýer. His, manners were rarely perfect too.

He was, 1 th-îk, withont exception, the very handsomest and

nx>a &scinating mamL 1 ever met. You * would never dream

12cVet !--that-he was an American. Gwendoline will tell

you the sanie- The sistér was thoroughly tftns-Atlantir,

talked . said 6 1 guess,'spoke with an accent, and looked

you throue and throue with an American girrs broad

re The Euber and mother were common, to a degree

but the son-weH, Gwen and 1 both came very pear losing

our hcarts to him-didnt we, dear ? "
" Speak for yoursée was Gwen7 s ungracious answer.

And, ch 1 fix pitys sake, Portia, cut it -short 1
Pray 90 com, Lady Portia 1 " said Miss Howard, looking

rettircnted.
" 1 am going on,7 said Lady Portia. The nice part is

to coux- Tbe Stuart family, a month or more before the

wedding, kft Ched;ire and e up to London-why, we

can only surwise--to keep, the lovers apart. Irnmediately

after dwk dýqýý the bride-elect was taken ill, and had

to bc canried off to Torquay fýr change of air and all that.
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The weddina day was postponed until so me time in October;
but at last it came. She looked very beautiful, I niust say,

that morning, and perfectly self-possessed ; but poor Sir Vic-
týr 1 He was ghastly. Whether even then he suspected

something I do not know ; he looked a picture of abject
rnisCry at the altar and the breakfast. Something was wrong ;

we all saw that; but no explanation took place there. The
happy pair started on their wedding-journey down into Wales,
and thNt was the last we ever saw of them. What followed,

we know; but until to-day I have never set eyes on the
bridegroom. The bride, I suppose, none of us wül ever set

eyes on more."
Il Why ? " the Honorable Mary asked.
l'This, rny dear: An hour after their arrival in Carnar-

von, Sir Victor deserted his bride forever 1 What passed be-
tween them, what scene ensued, nobody knows, only this-
he positively left her forever. That the handsorne and fas-

cinating American cousin had sornething to do with it, there
can be no doubt. Sir Victor took the next train frorn Wales

to, London ; she remained overnight. Next day she had
the audacity to, return to Powyss Place and present herself

to his aunt, Lady Helena Powyss. She rem ained there one
day and two nights. On the first night, muffled and dis-

,Zrd, Sir Victor came down frorn town, had an interview
his aunt, no doubt told her all, and departed again with-

out seeing the girl he had married. The bride next day had
an interview with Lady Helena-her last-and next morn-
ing, before any one was stirring, stole out of the house like
the guilty creature she was, and never was heard'of more.
The story, though they tried to hush it up, gotin all ihe pa-
pers--6 Rornance in High Lifé,I they caUed it Everybody
talked of it-it was the nine-days' wonder of town and coun-
try. The aétors in it, one by one, disappeared. Lady Iiel-
ena shut up Powyss Place and went abroad; Sir Victor van-
ished from the worl&s* ken; the heroine of the piece no

doubt went back to her native land. That, in brief, Ls the
story, my dear, of the interesting spectre 1 met to-day on the
steps of Fenton7s. Now, young ladids, put onyour bonnets
and come. 1 wish to call at Madame Mirebeau's, Oxford
Street, befdre going to the park, and personally inspect ruy
dress for the duchesÉ' ball to-night."
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Ten minutes later and the elegant barouche of Lady Por-
tia Rampton was bowling along to Oxford Street.

,,,, What did you say to, Sir Victor, Portia her sister
deigned to, ask. Il What did he say to you ? "

,,&He said very little to, me-the answers he gave were
the most vague. I naturally inquired concerning his health

first, he really looked so wretched'iy broken down; and he
said there was nothing the matter that he had been a little
out of sorts lately, that was all. My conviction is," said
Lady Portia, who, like the rest of her sex, and the world,
put' the worst possible construction on everything, Il that
he has become dissipated. Purple circles and hollow eyes
always tell of late hours and hard drinking. 1 asked him

next where he had been all those ages, and he answered
briefly and gloomily, in one word, & Abroad.' I asked -him

thirdly, where, and how was Lady Helena; he replied that
Lady Helena was tolerably well, and at present in London.

1 In London !'-I exclaimed, in a shocked tone, 1 my dear Sir
Victor, and Inot know it l' Heexplainedthathisauntwas,
living in the closest retirement, at the house of a friend in
the neighborhood of St. John's Wood, and went nowhere.
Then he lifted his hat, smiled horribly a ghastly smile, turned
his back upon nie, and walked away. Never askeil for you,
Gwendoline, or Colonel Hampton, or my health, or any-

thing!'
Lady Gwendoline did not reply. They had just entered

Oxford Street, and amid fhe nioving throng of well-dressed
people on the pavement, her eye had singled out one figure
-the figure of a tall, slender, fair-haired man.

Portia she exclaimed, in a suppressed voice, Il look
there. 1 Is not that Sir Victor Catheron now ?

Il Where ? Oh, 1 see. Positively it is, and-yes-he sees
us. Tell John to draw up, Gwendoline. Now, Mary, you
shaU see a live bero of romance for once in your life. .. , liPe

shall take a seat, whether he likes it or not- My dear Sir
Victor, , what a happy second rencontré, and Gwendoline

dying to, see you. Pray let us take y'ou up--oh, we will have
no refusaL We have an unoccupied seat here, you see, and
we all insist upon your occupying it. Miqs Howard, let me

present our nearest neighbor at home, and particular friend
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everywhere, Sir Victor Catheron. The Honorable Miss
Howard, Sir Victor."

They had drawn up close to the curbstone. The gentle-
man had doffed his hat, and wou]d have passecf on, had he

not been taken possession-of in this surnmary manner.
Lady Gwendoline's prinirose-kidded hand was extended to,
him, Lady Gwendoline's siniling face beanied upon hirn froni
the most exquisite of Parisian bonnets. Miss Howard
bowed and scanned him curiously. Lady Portia was not to,

be refused-he kne-w that of old. Of two bores, it was the
lesser bore to, yield than resist. Another instant, and the
bapouche was rolling away to Madame Mirebeau's, and Sir
Victor Catheron was within it. He sat by Lady Gwendo-
line's side, and under the shadow of her rose-silk and point-
lace parasol she could sce for herself hQw shockingly he was
chaDged. Her sister had not exaggerated. He was worn

to, a shadow; his fair hair was streaked with gray; his lips
were set in a tense expression of sufféring-either physical

or mental-perhaps both. His blue eyes looked sunken
and lustreless. It was scarcely to, be believed that ten short
months could have wrouglit such wreck. He talked little-

his responsés to, their questions were monosyllabic. His

__ýçyescohstantly wandered away from their faces to the pass-
ers-by. He had the look of a man ever on the alert, ever

on the watch-waiting and watching for soine one he could
not see. Miss Howard had never seen hini before, but

froin the depths of her hear*t she pitied him. Sorrow, sùch as
rarely falls to the lot of man, liad fallen to this man, she knew.

He was discouragingly absent and distrait. It came out
by chance that the chief part of the past ten months had
ber spent by hini in America.

T_

In America 1 -The sisters exchanged glances. She was

, no doubt. Had they met ? was the thought of both.
e reached the fashionable modiste's.
Il Yon will come in with us, Sir Victor,"' Lady Portia

commanded gayly. Il We all have business here, but we.
will only detain you a moment."

He gave her his arrn to the shop. It was large and ele-
gant, and three or four defèrential shop-women came forward
to wait upon thern and place seats. The victimized baro-
net, still listless and bored, sat down-to, wait and escort theni
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back ý to the carriage beforé taking his deQ&r ure. To be
exhibited in the park was the farthest possible from, his in-
tention.

Lady Portids, dress was displayed-a rose velvet, with
point-lace trimmings-and found fault with, of course.
Lady Gwendoline and the Hon. Mary transacted their affairs
at a little distance. For her elder ladyship the train did not
suit her, the bodice did not please her; she'gave her orders
for altering sharply and concisely. The defèrential. shop-
girl listened and wrote the directions down on a card.

When lier patroness had finished she carried robe and card
down the long room and called:

Il Miss Stuart 1"'
A voice answered--only one word, Il Yes," softly spoken,

but Sir Victor Catheron started as if he had been shoL The
long show-room, lay in semi-twilight-the gas not yet lit. In

this twilight another girl advanced, took the rose-velvet
robe and written card. The light _flashed upon her figure
and hair for one instant-then she (lisappeared.

And ýir Victor? _»ý1 -1.
He sat like a man suddenly aroused from a deep, long

sleep. He had not seelt the face ; he had caught but a
glimpse of the figure and ýtead; he had heard the voice
speak but one little word, 41 Yes ; " but-

Was he asleep or awake ? Was it only a delusion, as so
many other fancied resemblances 'fiad been, or was it after
all-after -all-

He rose to his feet, that dazed look of a sleep-walker,
suddenly aroused, on his face.

111 Now, then, Sir Victor," the sharp, clear voice of Lady
Portia said, at his side, 16 your martyrdorn is ended. We
are ready to go."

He led her to the carriage, assisted her and the young
ladiesin. Howheexcused himself-what incohérent words

he said-he never knew. He was only conscious after a
minute that the carriage had rolled away, and that he was
still standing, hat in hand, on the sidewalk in front of
Madame Mirebeaus ;, that the passers-by were staring at
him, and that he was alone.

«I Mad 1 " Lady Portia said, shrugging her shoulders and
touching her forehead. IlXad as a March hare 1 "



328 AT MADAME MIREBEAVS.

Mad ? " Miss Howard repeated softly. No, I don! t
think so. Not mad, only very-very miserable."

He replaced his hat and walked back to the shop-door.
There reason, memory returned. NVhat was he going in
for ? What should he say? He stood still suddcnly, as
though gazing at the wax women in elegant ball costume,
swinging slowly and smîrkingly round and round. He had
heard, a voice-he had seen a shapely bead crowned with
dark, silken hair-a tall, slender girYs figure-that was all.
He had seen and heard such a hundred times since that fatal
wedding evening, and when he had hunted them down, the

illusion had vanished, and his lost love was as lost as ever.
His lost Edith-his bride, his darling, the wife he had

loved and left-for whom all those weary, endless months
he had been searching and searching in vain. Was she liv-

ing or dead? Was she in London-in England--where 1
He did not know-no, one knew. Since that dark, cold

autumn morning when she had fled from Powyss Place she
had never been seen or heard oC She had kept her word-
.she had taken nothing that was his-not a farthing. Wher-
ever she was, she might be starving to-day. He clenched his
hands and teeth as he thought of iL

Oh 1 " his passionate, despainng heart cried, Il let me
find her-let me save her, and-let'me die 1 1'
He had searched for her everywhere, by night and by day.

Money flowed like water---all in vain. He went to New
York-he found the people there he had once known, but

none of them could tell him anything of her or the Stuarts.
The Stuarts had failed, were utterly ruined-it was under-
stýod that Mr. Stuart was dead-of the others they knew
nothing. He went to Sandypoint in search of her father.
Mr. Darrell and his family had months ago sold out and
gone West. He could fine none of them; he gave it up at
length and returned to England. Ten months had passed;

many resemblarices had beguiled him, but to-day Edith was
as far off, as lost as ever.

The voice he hàd heard, the likeness he had seen, would
they prove false and empty too, and leave his heart more
bitter than ever? What he would do when he found her he
«d not consider. He onlywanted to find her. His whole

beart, and lifé, and soul were bound up in that.
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He paced up and down in front * of the shop ; the day's
work would be over presently and the work-women would

corne forth. Then he would see again this particular work-
wonian who had set his heart beating with a hope that

turned him dizzy and sick. Six o'clock! seven o'clock !
Would they never come ? Yes ; even as he thought it, half

mad with impatience, the door opened, and nearly a dozen
girls filed forth. He drew his hat over his eyes, he kept a
little in the shadow and watched them one by one with
wildly eager eyes as they appeared. Four, five, six, seven-

she carne at last, the elghth. The tall, slender figure, the
waving, dark hair, he-knew them at once. The gaslight

fell full upon her as she drew her veil over her face and
walked rapidly away. Not before he had seen it, not before

he had recognized it-no shadow, no myth, no illusion this
time. His wifé-Edith.

He caught the wall for support. For a momene the pave-
nient beneath his feet heaved, the starry sky spun round.
Then he started up, steadied himself by a mighty effort, and

burried in pursuit.
She had gained upon him over thirty yards. She was al-

ways a rapid walker, and he was ailing and weak. His
heart throbbed now, so thick and fast, that every breath was

a pain. He did not gain upon her, he only kept her in
sight. He would have known that quick, decided walk,
,the poiseof the head and shoulders, anywhere. Hefollowed
her as fast as his strength and the throng of passers-by
would let him, yet doing no more than keeping her well in

sight.
Where Oxford Street nears Tottenham Court Road she

suddenly diverged and crossed over, turning into the latter
crowded thoroughfare. Still he followed. The throng was

even more dense here than in Oxford Street, to keep her in
sight more difficult- For nearly ten minutes he did it, then

suddenly all strength left him. For a minute or two be felt
as though he must faIL There was a spasin of the heart
that was like a knife-thrust He caught at a lamp-post.
He beckoned a passing lians'm by a sort of expiring effort.
The cab whirled up beside him; he got in somehow, and

fell back, blinded and dizzy, in the seat
1' Uere to, sir ? " Cabby called, twice before he received
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an answer; then "Il Fentods 1-lotel " came faintly to hiin
from his ghostly look-ing fâre. The little aperture at the top
was slammed dowib and the hansorn rattled off.
,,,, Blessed if 1 doWt think the young swelr s drunk, or 'av-

ing a fit," thought the Cad, as he speeded his horse down
Tottenham Court Road.

To look for herfurther in his present state, Sir Victor felt
would be useless. He must get to, his lodgings, get some

brandy, and half-an-houes time to, think what to do next.
He had found her; she was alive, she was well, thank

Heaven 1 thank Heaven for that! To-rnorrow would find
her again at Madame Mirebeads at work with the rest

At work-her daily toil ! Fle covered his wasted face
with his wasted hands, and tears that were like a woman's

fell from hi'm. He had been weak and worn out for a long,
time-he gave way utterly, body and mind, now.

94 My darling," he sobbed; 116 my darling whom, I would
die to, make happy-whose life 1 have so utterly ruined.
To think that while 1 spend wealth like water, you should
toil for a cmst of bread-alone, poor, friendless, in this great

city. How will 1 answer to God and nAn for what I have
done ?

CHAPTER II.

EDrM

FIE last night of the july day had faded out, and a
bot, vaurky night setfled down over London. The
air was stiffing in the city ; out in the suburbs you

stiR caught a breath, fi-esh and sweet scented, from
the frigrant fields -

At Poplar lxxIge, SL jobn7s Wood, this murky, summer
night all the windows stood iride. In the drawing-room
two woraen sat together. The elder reading aloud, the

younger busy over some femkine handicrafL A cluster of
waxlights bitrned above themý shining full on two, pale, worn

faces-the of women to whom sufféring and sorrow
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have long been household words. Both wore dee,,-)cst
mourning-the elder a widoves weeds, the hair of the younger

thick-ly streaked with gray. Now and then both raised their
eyes from a book and needlework, and glanced expectantly
at the clock on the mantel. Evidently they waited for
some one who did not come. They were Lady Helena
Powyss and Inez Catheron, of course.

61, Eight," the elder woman said, laying down her book with
a sigh as the clock struck. ,,, If lie were coming to-night he
would be here before now."

«,, 1 dodt give him up even yet," Inez answered cheerftilly.
«6'Young men are not to, be depended on, and he has often

come out much later than this. We are but dull company
for him, poor boyý--al1 the world are but dull conipany for
him at present, since she is not of them. Poor boy 1 poor
Victor! it is very hard on him."
66 1 begin to think Edith will never be found," said Lady
Helena with a sigh.
49 My dear aunt, 1 don7L No one is ever lost, utterly, in
these days. She will be found, believe me, unless--j'

Well ? 91
Unless she is dead."

She is not dead," affirmed Lady Helena; «« of that I am
sure. Yon didn't know her, Inez, or you wouldn't think it ;
the most superb specimen of youth and strength and hand-

some health 1 ever saw in my life. She told me once she
never remembered a sick day since she was born-you had
but to, look into her bright eyes and clear complexion to be
sure of it She is not dead, in the natural course of things,
and she isWt one of the kind that ever take their lives in their

own hands. She had too much courage and too much com-
nion-sense.ps

«I Perhaps so, and yet sufféring tells-look at poor Victor.'2
'dAh, poor Victor indeed 1 But the case is différent-it

was only her pride, not her heart, that bled. He loved her
-he loves her with a blind, unreasoning passion that it is a

Imisfortune for any human mature to fèél for another. And
she never cared for him-not as much. as you do for the sew-
mg m your hand. That is what breaks my heart-to, see

him dying before my eyes for love of a girl who has no feel-
ing for him but hatred and contempt."
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Inez sighed.
Il It is natural," she said. Think how she was left-in

her very bridal hour, without one word of explanation. Who
could forgive it ? "

Il No one, perhaps ; it is not for that I feel indignant with
her. It is for her ever accepting hira at all. She loved her

cousin-he would have nurried lier ; and for title and wealth
she threw him over and accepted Victor. In that way she

deserved her fate. She acted heartlessly; and ye4 one can't
help pitying her too. I believe she would have done her

best to make him a good wife, after aIL 1 wish-I wish he
could find her."

Il She niight be found readily enough," Inez answered,
if Victor would but ernffloy the usual means-I allude, of

course, to the detective police. But he woWt set a detective
on her track if she is never found-he persists in looking for

her himsel£ He is wearing bis, life out in the search. If
ever 1 saw death pictured on any face, I saw it in bis when

he was here last. If he would but consult that Gerrnan
doctor who is now in London, and who is so skilfal in all
diseases of the heart-hark 1 " she broke off suddenly,

here he is at lasL"
Far off a gate had opened and shut-no, one had a key to
that ever-lücked outer gate but Sir Victor, and the next

moment the roll of bis night-cab up the drive was heard.
The house-door opened, bis famiJiaý. step ascended the

stairs, not heavy and dragging as usua4 but swift and 1%*-bt,
almost as it used to be. Sornething had happened 1 They
saw it in bis face at the first glance. There was but one

thing that could happen. Lady Helena dropped her book,
Inez started to her feet ; neither spoke, both waited breathless.

& 1 Aunt 1 cousin! 'l the young man cried, breatIftess and
hoarse, 61 she is found l'y -

There was a cry from hisàunt 'As he spoke hé ýdropped,
panting and exhaustçd with bis speed, into a chair and laid
his hand upôn his breast to stà its beavy, suffocating throbi.
dl Found 1 " exclaimed Lady Helena; Il where-wlien-r

how ? " 1 .
di Wait, aunt," the voice of Inez said gently give him

time. Don't y'u ' see he can scarcely pant? Not a word
yet Victor-let me fetch you a glass of wine."
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She brought it and he drank iL His face was quite
ghastly, livid, bluish rings encircling bis mouth and eyes.
He certainly looked desperately il4 and more fitted for a

sick-bed than a breathless night ride from St. jap2es Street
to SL jéhWs Wood. He lay back in his chair, closed his

eyes, struggled with his pantîn;ýreath. They sat and waited
in silence., far more codcerned for him than for the news he
bore.

He told them, at last, slowly, -painftilly, of his chance
meeting with Lady Portia Hampton, of bis enforced visit to,
the Oxford Street dress-maker--of bis glimpse of the tall girl
with the dark hair-of his waiting, of bis seeing, and recog-

nizing Edith, bis following ber, and of bis sudden gidJy faint-
ness that obliged, him to, give up the chase.
116 YoWIl think me an awful me"' he said I haven't an

idea how 1 came to be such a mollicoddle, but 1 give you
my word 1 fainted dead aýray like a school-girl when I got

to my rooni. 1 suppose it was partly this confounded pal-
pitation of the heart, and partly the shock of the great sur-
prise and joy. jamison brought me all right somehow, after

awhile, and then 1 came here. I had to do something, or I
believe 1 should have gone clear out ofmy sensesly

Then there was a pause. The two women looked at each
other, then at him, bis eager eyes, bis excited, wild-looking,
haggard face.

46 WC14" he cried impatiently, "Il' have yç>u nothing to say
Is it nothing to you that after aU these months-months-
great Heavens 1 it seems centuries. But I have found ber

at last---toifing for ber living, while we-oh 1 1 canIt think
of it-I date not ; it drives me mad 1 Il

He :-4-w-au-g- up and began pacing to, and fro, looking quite
as mach like a madrnan as a sane one.

'"Be quiet, Victor," bis aunt said. « It is madness in-
deed for yon to, excite yoVself in this way. Of course we
rejoice in all that makes you happy. She is found-Heaven
be praised for it k--sbe is alive and well--thank Heaven also,
for that. And now-what next-? Il

Il" Mat next ? Il He paused and looked at ber in aston-,
ishnàent . " You. ask what next ? What nez can. there be,

except to go the first thing "orrow morning and take ber
away.91 1
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1- Take her away 1 " Lady Helena repeated, setting her
lips ; 6& take her where, Victor P To you ? "

His ghastly face turned a shade ghastlier. He caugià his
breath and grasped the back of the chair as though a.spasm
of unendurable-agony had pierced his beart. In an instant
his aunt!s arms were about him, tears streaming down her
cheeks, her imploring eyes lifted to his:

Il Forgive me, Victor, forgive me 1 1 ought not to have
asked you that. But 1 did not mean 1 know that can

never be, my poor boy. I will do whatever you say, I
will go to her, of course-1 will fetch her here if she will
come.3t,

Il If she will come 1 " he repeated hoarsely, diseng4ng
hirnself from her; 111 what do you mean by if ? There can be
no 4 if' in the niatter. She is my wife-she is Lady Cather-
on-do you think she is to be left penniless and alone drudg-
ing for the bread she eats I tell you, you must bring her
she must come 1 "

His passionate, suppressed excitement terrified her. In
pain and fear and helplessness she looked at her niece.
Inez, with that steady self-possession that is born of long
and great endurance, canie to the rescue at once.

cc Sit down, Victôr 1 " her full, firm, tones said, &,,and
doWt work yourself up to this pitch of nervous excitement.
Ies folly-useless folly, and its end will be prostration and
a sick-bed. About your wife, Aunt Helena will do what she
can, but-what can she do ? You have no authority over
her now; in leaving her you resigned it It is unutterably

painful to speak of this, but under the circumstances we must
She refused with scorn everything you offéred her before;
upless these ten past months have greatly altered her, she
will refuse again. She seems to have been a very proud,
high-spirited girl, but her hard struggle with the world may
have beaten down that-and---j'

41 Don't 1 " he cried passionate!y I cadt bear it. 0
rny God 1 to, think what I have done-what I have been
forced t&-do 1 what 1 have made her suffer-what she must
think of me-and that I live to bear -it 1 To think I have
endured it alt when a pistol-ball would have ended my tor-
ruents any day 1

When you talk such wicked folly as tha," said Inez
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Catheron, her strang, steady eyes fixed upon bis face, Il 1
have no more to say. You did your duty once: you acted
like a hero, like a martyr-it séems a pity to spoil it all by
such cowardly rant as this."

Il My duty 1 " he exclaimed, huskily.- IlWas it my duty?
Sometimes 1 doubt it ; sometimes I think if I had never ltft
her, all might -bave been well. Was it my duty to make my
life a hell on earth, to tear my heart from, my bosom, as 1
did in the hour I left her, to spoil her life for her, to bring
shame, reproach, and poverty upon her ? If 1 had not left
lier, could- the worst that might have happened been any

worse thaii,-that ?'y
41 MucL Worse--infinitely worse. You are the sufférer,

believe me,. not she. Wliat is all she bas undergone in com-
parison with what you have endured ? And ýone day she will

know all, and love and honor you as you deserve."
He hid his.àce in bis hands, and turned away from the

light.
61 One day,11 they heard him murmur; Il one day-the day
of my death. Pray Heaven it may be soon."
111 1 think," Inez said after a pause, Il you had better let me
go and speak instead of Aunt Helena. She bas undergone

so much-she isn't able, -believe nie, Victor, to undergo more.
Let me go to your wifé; all Aunt Helena can say, all she
can urge, I will. Ifit be in human power to britg her back,
1 will bring her. AR I dare tell her, 1 will tell. But, after
all, it is so little, and she is so, proud. DoWt hope too
much."

" It is so -little," he murmured aga'in, bis face still hidden
so, little, an- d there is so much to tell. Oh 1 " he. broke
forth, with a -passionate cry, Il I caWt bear this much longer.

If she will come- for nothing else, ýshe will come for the
truth, and the -tt ' uth shall be told. What are a thousand
promises tothe living or the dead to the knowledge that she

hates and scorns me Py ý ee,
They said noihing to him-they knew it was useless-

they knew bis paroxysin would pasý, as so, many others had
passed, and that by to-morrow he would be the last to wish
to tell.

Il You will surely not think of returning to SL james Street

M
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to-night ? " said Inez by wa:y of diversion. Il You will re-
main here, and at the earliee possible hour to-morrow you
will drive me to Oxfdrd Street. I will do ail 1 can-you
believe that, my cousin, 1 know. And if-if I am success;-
fui, will "-she paused and looked at hitu-11 will you meet
ber, Victor ?

41 I.don't know yet; my head is in a wbirl. To-night 1
feel as though I could do anything, brave anything-to-
morrow I suppose 1 will feel différently. Don!,t ask me

what I will do to-morrow until to-morrow comes. 1 wül re-
main all nigbt, and I will go to my roora at once; I féel
dazed and half sick. Good-night."

He left thern abruptly. They heard him toil wearily up
to his room. and lock the door. Long after, the two worne-n

sat together talking with pale, apprehensive faces.
Il She woret coine-I am as sure of it as that 1 sit hereC

were Lady Helena!s parting words as they separated for the
night. Il 1 know her better than he does, and 1 am not

carried away by his wild hopes. ý- She ;Ùl not come."
Sir Victor desceinded to bieakfast, looking unutterably

pallid ànd haggard in the m-orning light. Well he might;
bc had not slept for one moment.

But he was more composed, calm, and q'uiet, and there
was almost as little hope in his heart as in Lady Helenis.

Immediately after breakfast, Miss Catheron, closely veiled,
entered the cab with him, and was driven to Oxford StreèL
--ý1t we a very silent drive; she was gla& when it'was

over, and he set ber down near the shop of Madame Mire-
beau.

,,, 1 will wait here," he said. If she will come with you,
you will take « cab and drive back to Poplar Lodge. If she
does not--j' he had to pause a moment-',' then retum to
me, and I will take you home."'
» She bent ber head in assent, and entered the &hop. Mer

own heart was beating at the thought of the coming inter-
view and its probable ending. She advanced to, the counter,
and, without raising her veil, inquired if Miss Sýu= were
come.

The girl looke4ý inquisitivély at the hidden £we, and au-
swered:
,11 Yesý Miss Stuart had come."
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1 wisb to, see ber particalarly, and in private, for a few
moments. Can yon manage it for me ? "

She slipped a sovercign into, the shopwomans hand.
IMem vas a second curions look at the tall, veiled lady, but

tbe sovereign was accepted. A side door opened, and she
was shown into, an empty room.

"'Yon c-= wait bere, m£anz," the girl said. l'Il send
ber ta, VUU.7

34us Caffiorm walked over to the window ; that nervous
beart beat 4u'cker dm even When had she been nervous
b--fore ? Thc window overlooked busy, bright Oxford Street,,
auxl in the dïstance she saw the waiting cab and her cousin's
solitary figum The sight gave ber courage. For his sake,

poor fd1owshe wSâd do all human power could do.
" Yon wish to Sm me, madame? ',
A ck= soft voice spoke. The door had quietly opened

and a young gid entemd.
Inez Cidberon turned round, and for the second time in-

ber lifé looked'il the fiace of ber cousin's wifé.
Yés, it was his wilé- Thç face she had seen under the

trecs of Powyss Flace she sair again to-day in the London
millinces parlon Tbe sa e darkly handsome, quietly reso-
lute young face, d)e sanze gravely beautiful eyes, the same
slender, grcefid fýgwe, the sa e -*lky waves of blackish-
brown bain Té ber eyes tâcre was no change;, she had

grown tWaner nor paler ; she had lost none of the
beanty and grace dut bad won away Sir Victor Catheron"s

beart. She was vezy pWnly dressed in dark gray of some
che:i maieriat but fitting perfectly; linen bands at neck

and throai4 and aOknot of cberry ribbon. And the slim
fingerwS no wedding-ring. She took it all in, in three

seconds; then she
" 1 wisbed te see - yocL We are not likely to be dW

tudbed ? »
6% Wé âwe likdy to be distarbed at any moment. It is

the room wh«e Madame Mirebèau tries on the dresses of
her mims; and my finie is very limited."

Tbe dark gmye eyes were fixed upon the close veil ex-
Pq- q y. n= Cadào-m threw it back.
"-Àfiffi 1 » she said--iM'at the sound of her name the

U
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girl recoiled-Il you donIt know me, but I think yoù will
know my name. I am Inez Catheron."

She recoiled a step farther, lier dark face paling and grow-
ing set-her large eyes seeming to darken and dilate-her

lips setting themselves in a tense line. Well was all
she said. 

%

Inez stretched out lier hands with an imploring gesture,
drawing near as the other retreated.

ci Oh, Edith, you know why 1 have corne 1 you know who
has sent me. You know what I have corne for."

The dark, deep eyes met hers, full, cold, hard, and bright
as diamonds.
11, 1 don't in the least know what you have come for. I
havenIt an idea who can have sent you. 1 know who, you
are. 'You are Sir Victor Catheron's cousin."

W-ithout £ùter or flinch she spoke his naine-with a face
of stone she waited for the answer. If any hope had En-
gered in the breast of Inez it died ýout as she looked at lier
now.

- ,,, Yes," she said sadly; Il I am Victor Catheron's cousin,
and there could be but one to, send me here-Victor Cath-
eron himself."

Il And why lie Sir Victor Catheron given you that
trouble ? y

,,, Ohy )Edith 1 Il again that implonng gestuie, Il let me call
you so-need you ask ? All these months lie has been
searching for you, losing health and r8st in the fruitless

quest-wearing himself to a very shadow looking for you.
He has been to, New Yoiic, lie has hunted London-it has ir

brought him almost to the verge of death, this long, vain,
iniserable search."

Her perfect lips curlofl scornfully, her eyes shot forth
gleanis of contempt, but lier voice was vM quiet
,;I And again 1 ask why-why has Sir Victor Catheron

given himself all this unnecessary trouble ? Il
91 Unnecessary 1 You call it that 1 A husban&s search

for a lost wifé."
Il Stop, Miss Catheron 1 '»' she lifted lier hand, and her

eyes ffished. 19 You make a mistake. Sir Victor Cather-
ods wifè 1 arn not-never will be* The ceremony we went
through, ten months ago, down in Cheshire,,uu=s nothipg,
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since a bridegrooin who deserts his bride on her wedding-
day, resigns all right to the name and authority of husband.

Mind'. 1 doif t regret it now; I would not have it otherwise
if 1 could. And this is not bravado, Miss Catheron ; 1

meàn iL- In the hour I married your cousin he was no
more to me than one of his own footmen-1 say it to my own
shanie and lasting dishonor; and I thank Heaven most sin-

cerely now, that whether he were mad or sane, that he de-

,serted me as he did. At last I am free-not bound for life
to a man that by tbis time 1 might have grown to loathe.
For I think my indifférence then would have grown to bute.
Now 1 simply scorn him in a degree less than 1 scorn my-
self. I never wish to hear his narne-but 1 also would not
go an inch out of my way to avoid him. He is simply

nothing to me-nothing. If I were dead and in my grave, 1
could not be one whit more lost to him than 1 am. Why he
bas presumed to search for me is beyond my comprehension.

How he has had the audacity to hunt me down, and send
you here, surpasses belie£ 1 wonder you came, M iss
Catheron 1 As you have corne, let me- give you this word

of advice : - make vour first - visit your last. Dont coine
again to see rne---don"t let Sir Victor Catheron dog my steps
or in any way interfère with me. 1 never was a very good
or patient sort of person-1 have not become more so of
late. I am only a girl, alone and poor, but," ber eyes

flashed fire-literally fire-and ber hands clenched, «,, 1 wam
him-it will not be safé ! "

Inez drew back. What she had expected she hardly
kneva--Srtainly not this.

61 As I said before," Edith went on, 1« my time is limited.
Madame does not allow ber working-girls to receive visitors
in working hours. Miss Catheron, I have the honor to
wish you good-morning."

il Stay 1 " Inez cried, 41 for the love of Heaven. Oh,
what shail 1 say, how shall 1 soften ber ? Edith, you don$t

un&rstand. I wish-1 wish 1 dared tell you the secret
that took Victor froni id that day 1 He loves you-

poor 
jtouor 

si e
no, that is too w rd to express what he féels; his
fife is payin y of

the en hi& ]oss. He is dying, Edith,
4yi% of fitàrt disease, brought on by what he bas stiffered
in you. In bis dying hm bc wül teR you ÎU; and
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his one prayer is for death, tliat he may tell you, that you
may cease to wrong and hate him as you do. 0 Edith,

listen to me-pity jne'ý--pity hini who is dying for' you 1
Don't be so hard. See, I kneel to yon !-as you hope for

mercy in your own dying hour, Edith Catheron,-have mercy
on him 1 " 

xý

She flung herself on her knees, tears pourinff over lier
face, and held up her clasped hands.

Il For pitys sake, Edith-for your own sake. Don't
harden your heart ; try and believe, though you may not

understand. 1 tell you lie loves you-that he is a dying
mari. We are all sinners ; as you hope for pity and iliercy,
have pity and mercy on hiun now." With her hand on the-
door, with Inez Catheron clinging to her dress, she paused,
moved, distressed, softened in spite of herseIL

*Cg Get up, Miss Catheron," she said, 11, you niust not kneel
to me. What is it you want ? what is it you ask me to
doPp

III ask you to give up this )ife of toil-to corné' home
with nie. Lady Helena awaits you. Make your home with

her and with me-take the name and wealth that are yours,
and wait-try to wait patiently to the end. For Yictor-

poor, heart-broken boy!-you will not have long to
wait."

Her voice broke-her sobs filled the room. The dis-
tressed look was still on EditWs face, but it was as resolute
as ever.

Il What you ask is impossible," she said ; «s utterly and
absolutely impossible. What you say about your dbusin
may be true. I don't understand-I never could read rid-

dles-but it does not alter iny détermination in the least.
What 1 live on the bounty of a nian who déserts riie on my

wedding-day-who makes me an outcast-an object of
sçorn and disgrace! I would die first! I would face star-
vation and death in this great city. I know what 1 am say-
ing. I would sweep a crossing like that beggrar in rags

yonder; 1 would lie down and die in a ditch sooner. Let
me go, Miss Catheron, I beg of you; you only distress me
unnecessarily. If you pleaded forever it could not avaiL
Give my love to Lady Helena; but I will never go back-

I wül never aSept a farthing from Sir Victor Catherom
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Don't come here, more-don't let him come. Aeyain her
eyes gleamed. There is neither sorrow nor pity fôr him

-,.dn my heart. It is like a stone where he is concerned, and
always will be-always, though he lay dying before ii.e.
Now, farewell."

Then the door opened -and closed, and she was gone.

CHAPTER III.

HOW THEY MET.

ISS STUART went back to the workroom, and to,
t>g dozen or more young wonien there assenibled.
Irvshe wàs a shade paler than her wont they were
not likely to notice it-if she was more silent even

than usual, why silence was, always Miss Stuart"s forte.
Only the young person to whoin Miss Catheron had given

the sovereign looked at her curiouqly, and said p8int blank:
"' 1 say, Miss Stuam who was that ? what did she want ? "

And the dark, haughty eyes of Miss Stuart had lifted from
the peach satin on which she worked, and fixed thernselves,
icily uýon her interrogator

It.was a lady 1 never saw before," she answered frig-
idly. Il What she wanted is, certainly no business of yoursý

Miss Hatton."
Miss Hatton flounced off with a* inuttered reply; but

tÉere was that about Edith that saved her frorn open insult
-a dignity and distance they none of them, could over-
reach. Besides, she was a favorite with madame and the

forewonian. So silently industrious, so tastefully neat, so
perfectly trustworthy in her work. Her companions dis-

liked and distrusted her - she held herself aloof from them
all; she had something 'on her mind-there was an air of

iliystery about her; they doubted her being an English girl
at all. She would have none of their conipanionship; if
she had a secret she kept it well ; in their noisy, busy midst
she was as ruuch alone as though' she 'ere. on Robinson
Crusoé's desert islancL Outwardly those ten months had
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changed ber little-her brilliant, dusk beauty was scarcely
dimnied-inwardly it had changed ber greatly, and hardjy

for the better.
There had been a long and bitter struggle before she

found herself in this safe haven. For months she had drifted
about without rudder, or compass, or pilot, on the dark,
turbid sea of London. She had come to the great city

friendless and alone, with very little money, and very little
knowledge of city life. She had found lodgings easily
enough, cheap and clean, and had at once set about search-
ing for work. On the way up she had decided what she

niust do--she would become a nursery governess or com-
panion to some elderly lady, or she would teach music.

But it was one thing to, resolve, another to do. There were
dozens of nursery governesses and companions to old
ladies wanting in the columns of the limes, but they were
not for ber. 61 Where are your refèrences ? " was the terri-
ble question that met her'at every turn. She had no refer-
ences, and the doors of the genteel second and third-rate
bouses shut quietly in ber face.

Young and pretty, without refèrences, money or friends,
how was she ever to succeed? If she had been thirty and

pock-marked' she might have triumphed even over the ref-
crence business: as it was, ber case seemed hopeless.
It was long, however, before ber indomitable spirit would

yield. Her money ran low, she pawned several articles of
jewelry and dress to pay for fbod and lodging. She grew
wan and hollow-eyed in this terrible time-all r life long
she could never re'call it without a shudder.

Five months passed; despair, black and awful,'ý1led ber
soul at last. The choice seerned to lie between going out
as an ordinary servant and starving. Even as a house-
maid she would want this not-to-be-got-over refèrence. In
this darkest-hour before the dawn she saw Madame Mire-
beaif s advertisement for sewing girls, and in sheer despair

applied. Tall, handsorne girls of good address, were just
what madame required, and somehow-it was the mercy
of the good God no doubt he was taken. For weeki

after she was képt under close surveillance, she was so
very unlike the young women who filled such situations~
then the conviction became certainty that Misa Stuart bad
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no sinister designs on the ruby velvets, the snowy satinsý
iLnd priceless laces of her aristocratic customers-that she
really waniedwork and was thoroughly capable of doing it.

Nature had v»ade Edith an artist in dressmaking; her taste
was exce14entý madame becaine convinced she had found

a treasure. Only one thing Miss Stuart steadfastly refused
to do-that was to wait in the shop. 111 1 have reasons of

my own for keeping perfectly quiet," she said, looking
madame unflinchingly in the eyes. 61 If 1 stay in the shop
I may-thotigh it is not likely-be recognized; and then 1
should be under the necessity of leaving you immediately."

Madarne had no wish to lose her very best geamstress,
so Miss Stùart had her way. The sentimental French-

woinanis own idea was that Aliss Stuart was a young per-
son of rank and position, who owing to some ill-starred
love affair had been obliged to run away and hide herself

from lier friends. However as her hopeless passion in no
way interfèred with her dressmaking ability, madame kept

her suspicions to herself and retained her in the work-
room.

And so after weary months of pain, and shame, and des-
pair, Edith had come safély to land at last. For the past

five months her life had flowed along smoothly, dully, un-
eventfully-going to her work in the morning, returning to
her lodgings at night-sometirues indulging in a short walk

in the suinmer twilight after her tea; at other times too
wearied out in body and mind to do other than lie down on

the little hard bed, and sleep the spent sleep of exhaustion.
That was her outer lifé; of her inner life what shall I say ?
She could hardly have told in the after-days herself. Some-
how strength is pven us to bear all things and live on. Of
the man she had married she could not, dare not think-her
heart and s"Oul, filled with such dark and deadly hatrecL
Slie abhorred him,-it is not too much to say that. The
packet of treastired letters written in New York so long
-oh, so long ago! it seemed--became- the one spot of

sunshine in har suuless life. She read them. ýunti1 the
words lost all meaning-until she knew every one by heart.

She looked at the picture until the half-sniiling eyes and
lips seerned to mock her as she gazedL Thélittle turquoise

broach with the likeness, she woýre in her bosora night and

__11
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day---the first thing to be kissed in the moming, the last at
night. Wrong, wron& wrong you say; btit the girl was

desperàte and reckIe&&-ýe did not care. Right and
wrong were all confounded in ber warped naind; oilly this
was clear-she loved Charley as she h-.-k never loved him

before she became Sir Victor Catheron's bride. He
scorned and despised ber; she would never look upon his
face again-it did not n=tter; she would go tà lier grave
loving hirn, his pic face over ber heart, his nanie the
last upon ber lips.

Sometimes, sitting ýIone in the dingy London twiliglit,
there rose before her\a vision of what might have been:
Charley, poor as he w now, and she Charleys wife, lie

L
working for herý some and soinehow, as she knew lie

gladly would, she keepiog i two or three tiny rooins in
order, and waiting, with ber best dress on, as evening cas-ne,
to hear his step at the door. She would think until thought

became torture, until thought became acttial 1)hysical pain.
His words, spoken to ber that last night she had ever spent
at Sandypoint, came back to ber full -of bitter nieaning

njow: 11,1 Whatever the future brings, don't blame me." Tiie
future had brought loueliness, and poverty, and despair-
all ber own fault--her own faulL That was the bitterest
sting of all--it was ber own work froin first to last. Slie

bad dreaded poverty, she had bartered ber heart, lier life,
and him in ber dread of it, and Io! such poverty as she

had never dreamed of bad come upon ber. If she had
only been true to herself and ber own heart, what a happy

creature she night have beS to-day.
But these tunes of torture were mercifully rare. Her

beart seenied numb-sbe worked too hard to, think much-
at night she was too dead tired to, spend the hours in fruit-

less anguish and tears. Her lifé went on in a sort of tread-
ruill existence; and until the coraing of Inez Catheron
nothing had occurred to disturb iL

Her heart was fiill of bitter tumult and revolt as she went
back to ber woriL lhe dastard 1 how dared lie 1 He was
dying, Inez Catheton had said, and for love of her. Bah 1
she could have Las3ghed in ber bitter seorn,-what a niock-
ery it was 1 If it wére trur, why let bio die 1 The sSner
the better-tlxm indeed- she would be ftee. Perhaps Edith
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had lost something-heart, consci -the pain and
shame of the past. All that was soft and forgiving in her

nature seemed wholly to have died out. He had wronged
her beyond all reparation-the only reparation he could

make was to die and leave her free.
Madamds young womew were detained half an hohr

later than usual that evening. A great Belgravian ball
came off next night, and there was a glut of work. They
got- away- at last, half fagged to death, only to find a dull

drizzlinfy rain falling, and the murky darkness of early night
settling down over the gas-lit highways of London, Miss
Stuart bade her companions a brief good-ni«ht, raised her
umbrella, and hurried on her way. She did not observe
the waiting figure, muffled from. the rain and hidden by an

umbrella, that had been watching for her, and who instantly
followed her steps. She hurried on rapidly and came at
last to a part of the street where it was necessary she should
cross. She paused an instant on thop curbstone irresolute.
Cabs, omnibuses and hansonis were tearing by in numbers

innumerable. It, was a perilous passage. She waited - two
or three minutesbut there was no lull in the rush. Then

growing quite desperate in her impatience she started to
cross. The crossing was slippery and wet. -

" I say 1 look out there, will you! " half a dozen shrül
cabbies called, býefbre and behind. A

She grew bewildered-her iffresence of mind deserted
her--she dropped her umbrella and held up her hands

instinctively to, keep thern off. As she did so, two arms
grasped her, she felt herself -esolutely lifted off her feet,

and carried over. But just as--the cu - rbstone was reached,
something-a carriage pole irappeared--struck her rescuer

on the head, an-1 felled hini to the ground. As he fell,
Edith sprang lightly otit -of his arms, and stood on the

pavement, unhurt. 1

The man had fallen. Ivas, all the driver of the hansom
could do to keep his horsé from going over him. There
was shouting and yelling and an uproar directly. -A crowd
surounded the prestrate man. X 2001 came up with his
baton and authority. For Edith, she stood stunned and

bewildered still. She-saw the man lifted aud carried into a
chemises near by. Instinctively she followed--it viu in
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saving her he had cometo grief. She saw him. placed in a
chair, the mire and blood -washed off his face, and then-
was she stunned and stupefied still-or was it, was it the

face of Sir Victor Catheron ?
It was-awfull bloodless, awfully corpse-like, awfully

like the face of a .dead men ;-eut the face of the man
whose bride she had been ten months ago-the face of Sir
Victor Catheron.

She leaned heavily againstthe counter, feeling giddy and
sick-the place swimming around her. Was he dead ?

Had he merhis death tryhyg to save her ? Il Blessed if I
don't think hes dead and done for," said the chemist. 14 It

aint, such a bad cut neither. I say 1 does anybody know
who he is ? Il -

Nobody knew. Then the keen eyes ofX2001 fell upon
Edith, pale and wild-looking, with evident terror and recog.
nition in her face.

1,1 1 say, miss, you know, don" t you ? Il Bobby suggested
politely. Il It was reskying you he got it, you know. You
knovr this'ere gent, dqu't you, miss 1 Who is he?"

Il He is Sir Victor Catheron."
64 Oh," said Bobby. "Il Sir Wictor Catheràn, is he ? I thought

he was a heavy swell." And then his eyes took in Edith's
very handsome face, and very plain dress, and evident sta-

tion, and he formed his own surmise. Il Perhaps now, miss,
you knowsdoo, where he ouglit to be took ? Il. &,No," she answered mechanically; Il I don't know. If
you search his pockets, you will most likely find his address.

You-you, don't reallý think he is dead ?Il
She- came a step nearer as she asked the question--her

vel lips colorless. An hour ago it seemed to her she had
almost wished. for his death-now it seemed too horrible.

And to, meet it saving her too,-after all her thoughts of hirn.
She felt as thouah she could never bear that

Wel4 no, miss, I dont tbink he is deàd," the chemist
answered, 116 though I must say he lobks uncommon like it.

There's something more the matter with him than this rap
on the 'ead. Heres his card-case-now lets see: 'Sir
Victor Catheron, Bart. FentonIs 'Otel.' Fenton7s 'Otel.
Bobby, I say, Icés horder a cab and'ave him driven there."

1 196 Somebody ought to, go with him,' said X 2COO11. " I



HOW THEY PARTED. 347

caWt go--yau cant go. 1 don't 'suppose now, mis!s4" look-
ing very doubtfully at Edith, "&you could go nuther? 11

&6 Is it necessary Edith asked, with very visible re-
luctance.

%Vel4 yon see, miss, lie looks uncommonly likt a stiff
un this minute, and if he was to die by the way or hany-

think, and him halone--2'
cc 1 Win go," interposed Edith, turning away with a sick

shudder. 11 Call the cab at once."
A four-whecler was summoned-the insensible young

baronet was carried out and laid, as comfortably as might
be, on the back scaL Edith followed, unutterably against

eer will, but how was she to help it ? He was ber worst
enemy, but even to, ones worst eneray common humanity
at times nul t be shown. It would be brutal to let him go
alone.
116 Dont yon be afraid, miss," the chemist said cheerfully;

he aiWt dead yd. Be's only stunned like, and wül com
round all right directly."

FentoWs, BilV' and the cab rattled off.

CHAPTER IV.

]ROW TREY PARTED:

RAT ride 2,11 ber life it came back to ber lâe
a bad nightmare. She kept ber eyes turned away
as much as she could from that rigid form and
ghastly face opposite, but in spite of herself they

would wander back- What Miss Catheron'had, said was
true then-he was dying--death was pictured in bis Lice.

What iý after all, there was some secret strong enough to,
make bis conduct in leaving lier right ? She had thongrht it

over and wondered and -wondered, until ber brain was
dazed, but could neyer bit on any solution. She could not

now-it was not righL Whatever thé secret was, he had
know it before he married ber-why had henot left ber

then--qrby ÏM làving ber after had, he not explahied. ?

ý -fý.;
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There was no excuse for him, none, and in spite of the white,
worn face that pleaded for him, her heart hardened once

more-hardened until she felt neither pity nor pain.
They reached the hotel. Jarnison, the valet, came down,

and recoiled at sight of his masters long-lost wife.
My lady 1 be faltered, staring as though he had seen a

ghost.
Il Your master has met with an accident, jamison," Edith

said càlnily, ignoring the title. How oddly it sounded Io
lier. Il You had better have him conveyed to his rooi-n and
send for a surgeon. And, if Lady Helena is in town--2'

Lady Helema is in town, my lady. Will-" Jamison
hesitated, Il will you not conie in, my la4, and wait until

her ladyshil) coines ? "
Again for a moment Edith hesitated and thought. Tt

would be necessary for some Qne to explain-she could not
go away either witliout knowing wliether the injury he had

received were fatal or not, since that"injury was receiveçl in
her service. She set her lips and alighted.

Il I will remain until Ludy Helena arrives. Pray lose no
time in sending for her."'
Il I will send inimediately, rny lady," answered Jamison

respectfully. Il Thompsoii," to a ivaiter, Il show tbis lady to
a parlor at once."

And then Edith found herself following a geintlemanly sort
of man in black, down a long hall, itp a grcat staircase, along
a carpeted corridor, and into an elegant private parlor.
The man lit the gas and went, and then she was'alone.

She sat down to think. What a strange adventure it had
been. She had wished for her freedouri-it seemed as though

it were near at hand. She shuddered and shrank frotu her-
sel£ 

it - 1

111 What a wretch I am," sht#Éought what a vile creature- >,
I must bc. If he dies, 1 shali féel as though I inurd.ered
him!'

How long the hours and half hours, told off on the clocý,t
seemed-eight, nine, ten,-would- Lady Helena never come ?
It was a long way to St. John's Wood, but she might surely

be here by this time. It was half past ten, arid tired out
thinking, tired out with her day's work, Èhe had fallei>into
a sort of uneasy sleep and fiifàl dream in her chair when

34
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she suddenly becarne - half conscious of sonie one near lier.,
She hâd been-dream'ing of Sandypoint, of quarrelling with
lier cousin. Il Don't Cliarley! " she said petulantly, aloud,
and the sound of lier own voicý-- awoke lier fully. She

started up, bewildered for a second, and fotind herself face
to face with Lady Helena. With Lady Helena, looking very
pale and sorrowful, with tear-wet eyes and cheeks.

She had been watching Edith for the past five minutes
silently and sadly. The girl's drearn was pleasant, a half

smile parted lier lips. -Then she had moved restlessly.
Don't Charley ? " she said distinctly and awoke.
It was of him then she was dreaming-thoughts of him

had brought to lier lips that happy smile. The heart of the
elder woman contracted with a sharp sense of pain.
Lady Helena 1
Edith 1

She took the gi 's hand in both lier own and looked -
kindly at lier. She h d liked lier very inuch in the days

gone by, though she haà- never wished lier nephew to marry
lier. And she could hardly blaine lier very greatly undèr the

circumstances, if lier dreains were of the man she loved, not
of the bridegroom who had left lier.

Il 1-1 think I fell asleep," Edith said confùsedly; Il I was
very tired, and it all seenied so quiet and tedlous here.
How is he ? "

Il Better and asleep-they gave bini an opiate. He knows
nothing of your being here. It was Yery good of you to
come, my child."

Il It was nothing more than a duty of common humanity.
It was impossible to avoid coming," Edith answered, and

then briefly and'rather coldly she narrated how the accident
had taken p1àce. ,

Il My poor boy 1 " was all Lady Helena said,.but there
was a heart sob in every word ; Il lie would die gladly to

save you a moment's pain, and yet it lias been his bitter lot
-to inflict the worst pain of your life. My poor child, yon
canit understand, and we caWt explain-it must seern very
liard and incompreliensible to you, but one day you-will.
know all, and you will do hini justice at last. Ah, Edith!
if you had not reftised Inez-if only you wére not so prôticl,
if you would take what is your right and your due, he might
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bear this separation until HeaveWs good time. As it is, A
is killing him."

Il He looks very ill Edith said what is the matter
with him ? " 1 e

ci Hcart disease-trouglit on by mental sufféring. No
words can tell what lie has undercyone since his most miser-

able wedding-day. It is known only to Hea-veffiand hiniselÇ
but it has taken his life. As surely as ever human heart
broke, his bro-e on the day lie left ycvi. And yov, my poor
child-you have sufféred too."

ci Of that we will not speak," the girl answered pr6udly
Cg what is done, ig, done, For me, 1 hope the worst is over
-I ani safe and well, and in good health as you. see. 1 am
glad Sir Victor Catheron has not met his death in mýy service.
1 have only one wish regarding him, and that i- that he will
keep - away from me. And now, Lady Helena, before it

grows any litter, I will go hot-ne."
I'Gohonici Atthishour? Most certainlyyouwillnot.

You will remain here all night. Oh, Edith, you tuust indeed.
*A room has been prepared for you, adjoining mine. Inez
and jamison wilLrpraain with Victor until morning, and-

you ought to see Wim before you go."
She shrank in a sort of horror.
Il No, no,, no 1 that 1 cannot 1 As it is so late I will re-

main, but see hini-no, no 1 Not even for your sake, Lady
Helena, cati. I do that."

Il We will wait ùntil to-morrow comes," was Lady Helen2s
response ; Il now you shall go to your roorn at once."
She rang the bell, a chambermaid càme. Lady Helena

kissed the girl's pale cheek affectionately, and Edith was led
away to the roqtn she was to occupy for that night.

lt was certai'n'ly a contrast in its size and luxuriaus ap-
pointments to that she had used for the last ten months.

She smiled a little as she glanSd around. And she was to
spend the night under the sanie roof wiili Sir Victor Cathe-

ron. If anyone had predicted it this mornin-g, how scornfully
she would have refused to believe.

Who can tell what a day may bring forth, 1 " was Edith's
Last thouçyht as she laid her head on lier Pillow. 1 am glad

-very glad, that the accident will nôt prove fatal. I don7t
want him or anyone else to come-toU death through me.."
Cý
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She sieM wrU -and soun0y, ?nd awote late. She sprang
out of bed ainxYst insuntIy and dressed. She could but illy
affind to lose a day- Before her toilet was quite completed
tbere was a tap at tbe door. She opened it and saw Miss
Caflieron-

&1 1 fanded ycn vi Id be up early, and ordered breakfast
accordine- Aunt é1elena awaits you down stairs. How
did vou sleep?"

Výery weIL And you--you were up all night 1 sup-

Tý1oùt mind it at aU, thouo,h-1 am quite used to
niàbt watching. And 1 have the reward of k-nowing Victor

is muc%. better---entirely out of danger indeed. E(lith," she
laid her hmad:. on the girf s shoniders and looked down into
ber eyes - he kaowirou are here. Will you be merciful to
a dýý nxan -- nd sec hirn ? "

She chmmeed color arxi shrank. a little, but she answered
prSdly and cdudly

" Na good cazi come of it. It will be much better not,
but fur my own jrmt 1 care little. If he wishes to, urge what

gý 1 w-am you, 1 will not li
yon came to ur- isten to a word; 1
vili lcave at once.7

- He wili not urge it. He knows how obdurate yoti are,
how fi-aidess it would boe Ah, Edith ! you are a tenibly

r. seg-wMed ÉàL He will not detain you a moment
-he widun to moake but one parting request."

" 1 cân grant notbîng--nothing," Edith said with agitation.
"Yon wM grant tbis, 1 think," the other answered sadly.

Àxmç, dear châd ]et us go down ; Lady Helena waits.17
to breakfast; Edith ate little. In spite

of hersdf, in spite of ber pride and self command, it sheek
ber a litde --- ilbe t1wught of spçaking, to him.

But homr was ýbe to, refuse She rose at last very pale,
wry s&m and resolute looking-the sooner it was over and

she 4ras gonç, the better.
" Now,," sbe saiO, "if yon insist---2'

" 1 do insistj amswered Inez steadily. Come."
She led ber to a door down. the corridor and rapped.

How borffly dii«* and Lie EditWs heart beat ; she hated
ber£cV for it Tbe door opened, and the grave, professional
fâS of Mr. jamison lSked out.
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99 Tell Sir Victor, Làdy Catheron is here, and will see
him."

The man bowed and departed. Another instant and he
was again before theni:

"Sir Victol begs my lady to enter at once."

Then Inez Catheron tooik her in lier arms and kissed lier.

It was her farewell. She pointed forward and hurried away.

Edîtli went on. A door and curtain separated lier from
the inner rooni. She opened one, lifted the other, and hus-
band and wife were face to face.

He lay upon a low sofa-the room was partially darkened,
but even in that semi-darkness she could see that he looked
quite as gliastly and bloodless this rnoriiino, as he had last
night.

She paused about half way down the room and spoke
91 You wished to see me, Sir Victor Catheron ?

Cold and calin the formal words fell.
Il Edith ! '-'

His answer was a cry-a cry wrung from. a soul full of
love and anguish uhtold. It struck home, even to lier
heart, steeled against hini and all feeling of pity.

Ill am sorry to see you so Ill. I am glad your accident
is no worse." Again she spoke, stiff, fornial, coinmonplace

words, that sounded horribly out of place, even to herselL
Il Edith," he repeated, and again no words can tell the

pathos, the despair of that cry, 1' forgive nie-have pity on
rue. You hate nie, and 1 deserve your hate, but oh 1 if you

knew, even you would have inercy and relent 1 "
He touched lier in spite of herself. Even a heart of

stone might have softened at the sound of that despairing,
heart-wrung voice-at sight of that death-like, tortured face.

And Ediths, whatever she might say or think, was not a
beart of stone.

. Il I do pity you," she said very gently I never thought

to-but from my souf 1 do. But, forgive you 1 No, Sir
Victor Catheron ; I am only mortal. 1 have been wronged
and humiliated as no girl was ever wronged and humüiated
before. I can't do that.1y

He covered his face with his hands---she could bear the
dry sobbing sound of his wordless iiiisery.

bd It would have been better if I had not come here," she
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said still gently. «'Yoti alre ill, and this excitement will
make you worse. Btit they insisted iipon it-they said you
had a request to make. 1 think you had betteir not make it,
-I can grant nothing-notijin,-r."

You will grant tliis." he answered, lifting his face and
using the words Inez had used ; Il it is only that when 1 am
dying and send for you on iny death-bed, you will come to
me. Belore 1 die I intist tell you all-the terrible secret ; 1
dare not tell you in life; and t-ien, oh surely, surely you will

pity and forgive Edith, my love, my darling, leave ine this
one hope, give nie this one promise before you go?"

Il 1 promise to, come,"'was her answer; 11, 1 promise to
listen-,l can promise no more. A week ago 1 thotight I

would. have died sooner than pledae iiiyself to that niuch-
sooner than look in your face, or speak to you one word.
And now, Sir Victor Catheron, farewcll."

She turned to go without waiting for his reply. As she
opened the door, slie heard a walling cry that struck chilil

with pity and terror to, lier iniliost heart.
&& Oh, my love! my bride ! my wife ! "--then the door
closed behind her-she heard and saw no more.

So they had met and parted, and only death could bring
thern together again.

She passed out into the sunshine and splendor of the
summer merning, dazed and cold, her ihole soul full of un-

WId compassion for the man she had lefL

CHAPTER V.

THE TELLING OF THE SECRET.

DITH went back to, the work-room in Oxford
Street, to the old treadmill life of ceaseless sewing,
and once more a luli came into lier distiirbed exis-

tence-the lull preceding the last-ending of this
Sq'range mystery that had wrecked two lives. It seemed to
her as she sat down anionar madamts troop of noisy, chat-
tering girls, as though last night and its events were a long

way off and a figment of some strange dream That she
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had stood face to face with Sir Victor Catheron, spent a
niaht under the sarrre roof, actually spoken to him, actually

felt sorry for Iiiiii, was too unreal to be true. They bad
said riglitly when they told lier death was pictured on his face.

Whatever this secret of his nilglit be, it was a secret that had
cost hini his Ille. A hundred times a day that pallid, tor-

tured face, rose before lier, that last agonized cry of a strong
heart in strong, agony rang in lier ears. AU lier hatred, ail

lier revengeful thoughts of hini were gone-she understoud
no better than before, but she pitied him, from, the depths of
lier heart. -W

'They dislurbed lier no more, neither by letters nor visits.
Only as the weeks went by she noticed this-that as surely

as evening came, a shadowy figure hovering aloof, followed,
herlome. She knew who it was-at first she felt inclined

to resent it, but as lie never came near, never spoke, only
followed her from that safe distance, she grev reconciled

and accustomed to it at last. She understood his motive-
to shield her-to protect lier froui danger and -insult, think-

ing himself unobserved.
Once or twice she caught a fleeting glimpse of his face on

these occasions.
What a corpse-like face it was-how utterly weak and

worn-out lie seenied-more fitted for a sick-bed than the
role of protector. Il Poor fellow," Edith thought often, her

heart groNring very gentle with pity and wonder, Il how he
loves me, how faithfül lie is after ail. Oh, 1 wonder-I
wonder, what this secret is that took hini froin me a year

ýgo. Will his mountain turn into a mole-hill when I hear
it, if 1 ever do, or will it justify him ? Is lie sane or mad ?
And yet Lady Helena, who is in lier right mind, surely, holds
him justified in what lie has done."

july-August passed-the middle of September came.
AU this tinie, whatever the weather, she never once missed
lier Il shadow " froni his post. As we grow accustorned to
all things, she grew accustoined to this watchfül care, grew
to look fùr him when the day's work was done. But in the
illiddle of September she missed hini. Eveningafter even-
ing came, and she returned horne unfollowed and alone.
Something had happened. -

Yes, sonaething had happened. He had never really
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beld up his head after that second parting with Edith. For
days lie had lain prostraie, so near to death that they
thought death surely must come. But by the end of a
week lie was better-as much better at least as lie ever
would bc in this world. 1

"Victor," his aunt would cry out, Il I wish.-I wish you
would consult a physician about this affection of the heart.
1 am frightened for you-it is not like anything else. There
is this fanious German-do go to see hini to plcase me.1y

Il To please you, rny dear aunt-my good, patient nurse-
I would do much," lier nephew ývas wont to answer with a
sniile. Il Believe nie your fears arc groundless, however.
Death talzes the hopefuil and happy, and passes by such
wretches as I am. It alt conies of weakness of body and
depression of mind ; there's nothing serious the matter. If
1, get worse, you may depend upon it, l'il go and consult

Herr Von Werter."
Then it was that lie began his nightly duty-the one joy

left in his joyless lifé. Lady Helena and Iriez returned to
St. John's Wood. And Sir Victor, from his lod 'ngs in
Fenton's Hotel, followed ýis wifé hoine every evening. It

was his first thought when îe arose'in the morning, the one
hope that upheld him all the long, weary, aiinless day-the

one wild delic,,ht that was like a spasin, balf pain, half joy-
when the dusk fell to, sec lier slender figure come forth, to

follow his darling, himself unseen, as- lie fancied, to her
humble home. To watch near it, to look up at lier

windows %ith eyes full of such love and longing as no
words can ever picture, and then, shivering in the rising

niaht wind, to hail a hansoni and go 1tome-to live only in
the thought of another meeting on the morrow.

Whatever the weather, it has been said, lie went. On
tnany occasions lie returned drenched through, with chatter-
ing teeth and livid lips. Then would follow long, féver-
tossed, sleepless nights, and a morning of utter prostration,
mental and physical.

But coine what might, while lie was able to stand, lie
rnust return to his post-to his wifé.

But Nature, defied long, claimed lier penalty at last.
There came a ' day when Sir Victor *ceuld rise froni his bed

no more, when the heart spasms, in their anguish, grew
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even more than his resolute will could bear. A day when
in dire alarm Lady Helý-na and Inez were * once more suni-
moned by faithful jainison, and when at last-at last the

infallible Gernian doctor was sent for.
The interview b.-tween physician and patient was long

and strictly private. %Vhen Herr Von Werter went away
at last his phlegmatic Teuton face was set with an unwonted
expression of pity and pain. After an interval of alinost
unendurable suspense, Lady Helena was sent for by her

nephew, to be told the result. He lay upon a low sofa,
wheeled near the window. The last light of the September

day streamed in and fell full upon his face-perhaps that
was what glorified it and gave it such a radiant look. A

faint sruile lingered on his lips, his eyes had a far-off, dreaniy
look, and were fixed on the rosy evenina, sky. A strange,
unearthly, exalted look altogether, that ruade his aunt's
heart sink like stone.

Il Well ? " She said it in a tense sort of whisper, lonoing
for, yet dreading, the reply. He turned to her, tliat snille
still on his lips, still in his eyes. He had not looked so,
well for rnonths. He took her hand.

Il Aunt," -he said, Il you have heard of doomed men sen-
tenced to, death - receiving their reprieve at the last hour ?

I think 1 know to-day how those men must féel:% My re-
prieve has come."

cc Victor 1 " It was a gasp. Il Dr. Von Werter says you win
recover 1 "

His eyes turned from, her to, that radiant brightness in the
Septernber sky.

Il It is aneurism. of the heart. Dr. Von Werter says I
won't iive three weeks."

They were down in Cheshire. They had taken him home
while there was yet tiine, by slow and easy stages. They

took liiiii to Catheron Royals-it was his wish, and they
lived but to, gratify his wishes now.

The grand old house was as it fiad been left a year ago--
fitted up resplendently for a bride-a bride who, liad neve&

coMe. There wàs one particular room to, which he desired
to, be taken, a spacioas and suiuptuous chamber, aU purple
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and gilding, and there they'laid. him upon the bed, froni
which he would never rise.

It was the close of September now, the days golden and
rnellow, beautiful with the rich beauty of early autumn, be-
fore decay has come. He had grown rapidly worse since

that meniorable interview with the German doctor, and
paralysis, that 11, death in life " was preceding the fatal foot-
steps of aneurisin of the heàFt. His lower limbs were

paralyzed. The end was very near now. On the last day
of September Herr Von Werter paid his last-visit.

Il It!s of no use, madame," he said to Lady Helena; 19 1
cari do nothing-nothing whatever. He 'won't last the
week out."

The voung baronet turned his serene eyes, serene at last
with the awful serenity that precedes the end. He had
heard the fiat not intended for his ears.

111 You are sure of this, doctor ? Sure, mind'! I won't
last the week out?"

61 It is impossible, Sir Victor. I always tell my patients
the truth. Your disease is beyond the reach of - all earthly
skill. The end may come at -any moment-in no case can
you survive the week.*'

His serene face did not change. He turned to his aunt
with a smile that was often-on his lips now:

Il At last," he said softly ; 69 at last my darling may come
to me,-at last 1 may tell her all. Thank God for this hour

of release. Aunt Helena, send for Edith at once."
By the night train, a few hours later, Inez Catheron went

up to London. As Madame Mirebeau's young wornen
assembled next morning, she was there before them, wait-
ing to see Miss Stuart.

Edith came-a foreknowledge df the truth in her mind.
The interview was brièE She left at once in company wîth

Miss Catheron, and Mad.-Pne Mirebeau's establishment was
to know lier no more.-
As the short, autumnal day closed in, they were in

Cheshire.
It was the evening of the second of October-the anni-

versary of the bridal eve. And thus at last the bride was
coming home. She looked out with eyes that saw nothing

of the Eamiliar landsmpe as it flitted by-the places she had
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never thought to see more. She was going to Catheron
Royals, to, the man she had nwried a year ago. A year

ago! what a strange, terrible year it had been-lik-e a bad
dream. She shuddered as she recalled it. AU was to bc
told at last, and death was to set ali things even. The
bride was returning to the bridegroom like this.

AJI the way from the station to the great house she never
spoke a word. Her heart beat with a dull, heavy pain
pity for him--dread of what she was to hear. It was quite

dark wheu they rolled through the lofty gates, up the broad,
treeýed drive, to, the grand portico entrance of the

house-
114 He is very low this evening, miss," jamison whispered
as he admitted them,; &', féverish and longing for her lady-

shies comin& He begs that as soon as niy lady is rested
and has had some refreshment she will come to hiiii at once."

Lady Helena met them at the head of the stairs, and
took the pale, fired girl in her arms for a moment. Then
Edith was in a firelit, waxlit room, lyin& back for a minute's

rest in the downy depths of a great chair. Then coffée and
a daiâty repast was brought her. She bathed her face and
hands, and tried to eat and drink. But the food seemed to
choke her. She drank the strong, blaýck coffée eagerly,
and was ready to go.

Lady Helena led her to the room where he lay- that
purple and gold chamber, with all its dainty and luxurious «appointments. She shrank a little as she entered-she re-
xnembered it was to have been their room when they re-

turned from their bridal tour. Lady Helena just opened
the door to admit ber, closed it again, and was gone.

She was alone with the dying man. By the dirn light of
two wax tapers she béheld him propped up with pillows,
his white, eager face fiuned toward her, thç love, that not

death itself could for a moment vanquish, shining upon her
from his eyes. She was over kneejing by the bedside, hold-

ing his hands in bers-how, she could never have told.
," 1 am sorry-1 am sorry 1 " It wis all she could say.

In that hourý in the presenS of death, she forge every-
thing, her wroncr% ber She ofily knew that he

was dyin& and that he loyed ber as she would never be
loved again in thà wcoU
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«Il It is better as it is." she heard him saying, when she
could hear at all, for the dull, rushing sound in her ears ;

«Ifar better-far better. My life was torture--could never
have been anything else, though 1 lived fifty yeais. 1 was

so young-fife looked so long, that there were tillies, yese
Edith, times when for hours 1 sat debating within myself a

suicide*s cowardly end. But Heaven Ims saved me froni
that. Death has niercifulýy come of itself to set all things

strairyht', and oh, my darlincr 1 to brino, you."
She laid her face upon his wasted hand, nearer loving hitn

in his death than she had ever been in his life.
11, You have sufféred," he said tenderly, looking at her.
96 1 thought to shield you from every care, to mak-e your life
one long dream of pleasure and happiness, and see how I
have done it! You have hated me-scorned me, and with
justice; bow could it be otherwise? Even when yoù hear

all, you may not be able to, forgive me, and yet, Heaven
knows, 1 did it all for the best. If it were all to coine over

again, 1 could not act otherwise than as I have acted. Lut,
my darling, it was very hard on you."

In death as in life his thoughýs were not of himself and
his own sufférings, bat of her. As she looked at hitii, as

she recalled what he had been only a year ago, in the flush
and vigor and prime of manhood-it seemed almost too
much to, bear.

t'Oh. Victor! htish," she cried, hiding her face again,
you break my heart 1 "
His feeble fingers closed over hers with all their dying

strength-that faint, happy smile came over his lips.
"' 1 don't want to distress you," he said very gently you

have sufféred enough without thaL Edith, 1 feel wonderfully
happy to-night-it eems to, tue I have no wish left-as
though 1 were sure of your forgiveness beforehand. It is
joy enough to see you here-to, feel your hand in mine once
more, to know 1 am at liberty to, tell you the truth at last.
1 have longed for this hour with a longing I can never de-
scribe. Oaly to be, forgiven and die I wanted no more.
For what would life have been without you ? My dearest,
I wdnder if in the dark -days that are gone, whatever you
may hame doubted, my honor, my sanity, if you ever

doubted my love for you ? "

-THE TELLIffG OF THE, SECRET.
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'Il don't know," she answered, in a stifled voice. II My
thoughts have been very dark-very desperate. There were
times when there seemed no liglit on earth, no hope in

Heaven. I dare not tell you-1 dare not think-how
wicked and reckless my heart has been."

Il Poor child! " he said, with a touch of infinite compas-
sion. Il You were so yoting-it was all so sudden, so, terri-
ble, so incomprehensible. Draw up that hassock, Edith,
and sit here by my side, and listen. No, you must let go

my hand. How can 1 tell whether you will not shrink froni
it and nie with horror wlien you, know all."

Without a word, she drew the low seat close to the bed,
and shading her face with her hand, listened, motionless as
a statue, to the brief story of the secret that had held them
apart so long.

.Il It all begins," Sir Victors faint, low voice said, Il with
the night of my fathers death, three weeks before our wed-

ding-day. That night I learned the secret of my mothees
murder, and learned to pity my unhappy father as 1 had

never pit" ied him before. Do you remember, Edith, the
words you spoke to Lady Helena the day before you ran

avvay from Powyss Place ? You said Inez Catheron was not
the murderer, though she had been accused of ir, nor juan
Catheron, though he had been suspected of it-that you be-
lieved Sir Victor Catheron had killed his own wifé. Edith,

you were righL Sir Victor Catheron murdered his own
Wife !

Il I learned it that fatalnight. Lady Helena and Inez had
known it all along. juan CatýÉron more than suspected
it. Bad as he was, he kept thNt secreL My mother was
stabbed by my father-s hand.

Il Why did he do it? you ask. I answer, because he was
mad-mad for weeks before. And he knew it, though no

one else did. With the cunning of insaiity he kept his se-
cret, not even his wife suspected that his reason was un-
souncL He was a monomaniac. Insanity, as you have

heacd, is hereditary in our farnily, in différent phases; the
phase it took with him was hoinicidal mania. On all other
points he çms - sane-on this, almost from the first, he had
been insane-ike desàw ta take his wifèt fife.

64 It is horrible, is it not-almost incredibly horrible? It
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is true, nevertheless. Before the honeymoon was ended,
bis homicidal mania developed itself-an almest insurmount-
able desire, whenever bc was alone in her presence, to take
ber life. Out of the very depth and intensity of bis passion
for her bis madness arose. He loved ber %vith the whole
strength of bis heart and being, and -the mad longing was,
with him always, to end ber life while she was all bis owd-
in shortý to, kill ber.

di He could not help it ; bc knew- bis madness--he shrank
in horror frota it-he battled with it-he prayed for help-
and for over a year bc controlled himself. But it was al-

ways there-always. How long it might have lain dormant
-bow long heý would have been able to withstand bis mad

desire, no one can tell. But juan Catheron * came and
cWraed her as bis wifir,- and jealousy finished what a dreadful

hereditary insanity had begun.
&,,On that fatal evenincr bc had seen them together somé-

where in the grounds, and though he hid what bc felt, the
sight had goadedbhim almost to frenzy. Then came the

summons from Lady Helena to go to Powyss Place.' He
set out, but before bc had gone half-way, the dernon of
jealously whispered in bis car, 6 Your wife is with juan Cath-
eron now--go, back and surprise theni-' He turned, and

went back-a madman-the last glimpse of reason and self-
control gone. lie, saw bis wife, not with juan Catheron,

but peacefully -Âlià innocendy asleep by the open window
of the room where-he had left ber. The dagger, used as a

paper kni% !ay on the table near. 1 say bc was utterly
mad for the time. In a moment the knife was up to, the

bilt in her beart dealing death with. that one strong blow
He drew it out and---*he lay dead before him.

" Then -a grea4 an awful, horror, fell upon hùn. Not of
the consequence of his crâne ; only of that whia lay so, still
and white before him. He turned like the madman bc was
and fled. By some strange r1ýanS bc met no one. In
passing through the gates bc flung the dagger among the

fern, Icaped on bis horse, and was gone.
" He rode straight to Powyss Place. Before bc reached

it some of insanitys cunning returned to him. He must
not let people know ke had donc it ; they would fino out he
was -ad; they would shut him up in a 0 they
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would shrink'from Iiiin in loathing and horror. How he
managed it, he told nie with his dying brea.th, he never

knew-he did sornehow. No one suspected liitu, only Inez
Catheron, returning to the nursery, ýad seen all-had scen

the deadly blow struck, had seen his instant flight, and stood
spell-bound, speechless and motionless as a stone. He -re-

menibered no niore-the dark night of oblivion and total
insanity closed abotit him only to open at briefest intervals

from that to the liour of his death.
Il That, Edith, was the awful story I was told that night-

thé story that has ruined and wrecked iny whole life and
yours. 1 listeined to it all as you sit and listen now, still as a
stone, frozen with a liorror too intense for words. I can re-

call as clearly nbw as the mo'nient I heard thern the last
words he ever spoke to me : - -

Il 4 1 tell you this partly because 1 am dying, and I think
you ought to, know, pattly because I want to warn you.
They tell me yeu are about to be married. Victor, beware
what you do. The dreadful taint is in your blood as it was

in mine-you love her as I loved the wife I murdered.
Again I say take care-take care 1. Be warned by me; my

fate may be yours, your mothes fate hers. It is iiiy wisli,
I would say command, if I dared, tbat you never marry ;
that you let the nanie and the curse-die out--' that no more
sons may be born to hear the ghastly sfory 1 hàve told you.'

II I could listen to no more, 1 rushed frorn the rooni, froin
the house, out into the da:rkness aqd the rain, as if the curse
he spoke of liad already conie tipon nie-as thoughI were

already going mad. How long 1 remained, what 1 did, I
don't know. Soul and body seenied in a whirl. The next

thibg Iknew was my atint suinnioning me into the house.
My iiiost miserable father was dead.

Il Then came the funeral. 1 would not, could not think.
I drove the last W-arning he had spoken out of my inind.
I clenched my teeth-1 swore that 1 would not give you up.

Not for the raving of a thousand madmen, not for the warn-
ing of a thousand dying fathers. Froni thav hour 1 was a
changed man-frorn that hour rny dooni was sealed.

Il 1 returned to Powyss Place, but not as I had lefL I
was a haunted man. By day and night-all night long, all

day through, the awful warning pursued me. -4 My f4to may
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be yburs-your mothers fate hers l' It was my destiny,
there was no escape; my mother's dootn would bc yours;
on our wedding-day 1 was fated to kill you 1 It wýLs writ-
ten. Nothing could avert iL

Il I dodt know whether the family taint was always latent'
within me, or fhat it was continual brooding on what I had

beard, but the fate certainly befell me. My fathers homi-
cidal mania becanie mine. Edith, I felt it, felt the dreadful
whisper in niy ear, the awful desire stirring in my heart, to
lift my hand and take your life 1 Often and often have I
fled from, your presence when 1 felt the temptation growing
stronger than 1 coul4-vithstand.

And yet I woutd nýt: give you up that is where I can
never forgive myselt. 1 could nnt tell you ;&I could not

ârawback.then. lhopedagainstiýoýe;itseeti-iedlikete*arinc,
body and soul asunder, the thought of losing you. Conie0
what tnay; 1 cried, in my anguish, 1 she shall be my wife l'

Il Our wéddir.g-day caime; the day that should have been
the most blessed of my life, that was the most vàiserable.
All the night before, all that moining, the demon within me

hàdbeer4baýtling for the victory. 1 could not exorcise it; it
stoodbetweenusgt the altar. Then came our silent,

strange wedding-journey. I wonder sometimes, as I looked
at you, so- still, so pale, so beautiful, what you must think. 1
-dge not look at you often, I daýe not speak to you, dare not
think of you. I felt if 1 did I should lose all control of my-
self, and slay you there and then.
ýlI 1 wonder, as you sit and listen there, my love, my bride,

whether it is pity or loathing that fills your heart. And yet
1 deserved pity; what 1 suifféred no tongue can ever tellj
1 knew myself mad, knew that sooner or later my madné-s-s-

would be stronger than myself, and then it came upon nie
so forcibly whén we reached Carnarvon, that 1 fled frotiti you
again and weht wandering away by myself, where, 1 knew
not. 'Soonerorlateryouwillkillher;' thatthoughtalone
filled me ; lit is as certain atlbM you live and stand here.

You will kill this girl who trusts you and who has married
you, who does not drearn she has married a demon athirst

for hen blood.'
«'I went w*ld îhen. I fell down on my knees in the wet

grasý, and hkId up -my hands to theý , sky. 0 G-id 1 * 1



364 - THE TELLING OF THE SECRET.

cried out in despair, " show""we what to do. Don't let me
kill my darling. Strike ie dead wliere 1 kneel sooner than

that 1 ' And with the rds the bitterness of death seemed
to pass, and great cal 1 fell. In that calm a voice spoke

clearly, and said:
Il Leave her 1 Leave your bride while there is yet time.

It is the only way. Leave her! She does not love you-
she will not care. -Better that yon should break your heart
and die, than that you should harrn a hair of her head.'

61, 1 heard it as plainly, Edith, as I hear my own voice spea--
ing now. I rose-rny resolution taken-a great, unutterable
peace,ý filling my heart. ln my exalted state it seenied

easy-1 alone would be the sufférer, vot you-1 would go.
I went back. The first sight I saw was you, my darling,

sitting by the open windov, fast asleep. Fast asleep, as uiy
mother had been that dreàdful niglyt.- If anything had been
wanting to confirni my resolution, that would have clone it-
I wrote the note of farewell ; 1 came in and kissed your dear

hands, and %*nt away from you forever. 0 love 1 it seemed
easy then, but my heart broke in that hour. 1 could no;

live withotit you ; thank Heaven ! the sacrifice is not asked.
1 have toid you all-it lay between two things-I must feave
you, or in my madaess kill you. Edith, it would havébhap-

pened. You have heard niy story 174 ou know all-the
dreadful secret thýt has held us asunder. 1 t is for you to, say

whether 1 can be forgiven or.not."
She had all thé tinie been sitting, her face hidden in her

hands, never stirring ôr speaking. Now she arose and fell
once more on her knees beside hini, tears pouring from her

4
eyes. She drew his head into her arnis, she stooped do%ýn,
and, for the first time in her life, kissed again and again the
lips of the man she had niarried.

Il Forgive you 1 ", she said. 0 my husband, my mar-
tyr 1 It is 1 who must be forgiven 1 Yau are- an ange4 not
a man 1 "
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1 L&ST ENDING OF THE TRAGEDY.

bour later, when Lady Helena soffly opened the
dour and culote in, she fourid thern stili so, his weak
bead resfing in her arms, as she kneltý her bowed

faS bidden, ber falline tears hardly yet dried. One
kmk into bis radiant eye%, into the unspeakable joy and

peace of his face. toid her the story. AU had been revealed,
all had bem forgivcu- On the anhiversary of their most

m»cbnchdy wedding-day husband and wife were reunited at
Ust,

Ilem wum no need of words. She stooped over and si-
lently kissý bo&

" It is growing late, Edith," she said gently, 99 and you
nuLsi bc fired afSr yo-ar journey. You will go up to your

room no«. 1[ iIl watch with Victor to-n*ight."
But FÀElh onýy dSw him closer, and looked up with dark,

iwpkxing eves.
".X%7 she sà& " noT no! I will never leave him again.

1 am mot în the kLt tired, Lady Helena; 1 wili stay and
Share your watch-"

p dear
0 Ladv Hdena---aunt-don"t you see-I must do some-

ebg--ma]Ëcý--3 rarKm in some way. What a wretch-what
a wretcb 1 bave bren. Oh, why did r not know all sooner?
Victor, wby did 1 Imow yeu î To remember what my

üo%%ts of YM eeebeei4 and all the time -all the-,time-
it was fur nbr-- you die 1 shall féel as though I were your

Her voice choked in a teuless sob. She had hated him-
loided hini-ahnost wiský in her wickedness, for his death,

and a the time bc was yielding up his life in his love for her.
"'l'ou wiU W m3ce say with you, Victor? " she pleaded al-
M&* 1 gionmefy-; "don"t ask nie to go. We have been

paned long enough ; let me be witli you until--2' again her
voiS choked and died away.

Wûh a great effcwt bc Idted one of her hands to his lips-
lhat radîant swùe of great joy on his face.
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She talks almost as if she loved me," he said.
Love you ! 0 Victor !-husband-if 1 had only known,

if I had only known ! "
ii If you had kiiovn," he repeated, loo-ing at her with wist-

ful eyes. Il Edith, if you really bad known-if 1 had dared to
tell you all I bave told you to-niglitwould you not have shrunk
from me in fear and horror, as a nionster who pretended to,
love yoti and yet longed for your life ? Sane on all other

points-how would you have comprchended my strange mad-
ness on that ? It is gone now-thank God-in niy weakness
and dying hour, andthere is nothing but the love left. But
my own, if 1 had told you, if you had known, would you not
have féared and left nie ?'y

She looked at him with brave, steadfast shining eyes.
If 1 had known she answered, Il how pur father killed

your mother, how his madness was )-ours, I would havre pitied
you with all my heart, and out of that pity 1 would have

loved you. I would never have left you-never. 1 could
never have féared you, Victor; and this I know-what you
dreaded never would have conie to pass. 1 am as- sure of it
as that I kneel here. You would never have lifted your
hand against fiiy lifé."

You think so, ? " Still with that wistfül, earnest gaze.
1 know so-I féel it-I ani sure of iL * You could tiot

bave done it-I should never have been afraid of it, and in
time your delusion would have worn éntirely away. Youj
are naturally superstitious and excitable-morbid, even ;
the dreadful excitement of your fathees story and warning,

werc too inuch for you to bear alone. That is all. If you
could have told me-if I could have laughed at your hypo-

chrondical terrors, your cure would have been half effected.
No, Victor, 1 say it àgain-I would never have left you, and
you would never have harmed a hair of my heacL"

Her tone of resolute. conviction seemed to bring convic-
tion even to, him. The sad, wistÈM fight deepened in his
blue e'es. ý 1ý 1

Il Then it has, all been in vain," he said very sadly; ,,, the
sufféring and the sacrifice-all, these iniserable months of
tseparation 

and pàin." 'Again Lady Helena aclvanced and interposed, this time
with authority.
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Il It won't do," she said ; Il Edith you must go. All this
talking and excitenient may end fatally. If you won't Icave
him he won't sleep -.- wink to-night; and if he passes a ý1eep-
less niglit who is to answer for the consequences? For his

sake you iiiust go. Victor tell her to, go--slie will obey
you.9)

She looked at him beseechingly, but lie saw that Lady
Helena was riçyht, and that Edith herself needed rest. It

was easy to make one more sacrifice now, and send her
away.
11, 1 am afraid Aunt Helena is right," he said faintly. 'l I
must confess to feeling exhausted, and 1 know you need a6

nîght's sleep, so, that I may have you with me all day td-
morrow. For a few hours, dear love, let me send you

away."
She rose at once with a parting -caress, and made him

comfortable among his pillows.
Il Good-night," she whispered. 41 Try to sleep, and be

strong to talk to, me to-morrow. Oh! " she breathed as she
turned away, Il if the elixir of life were only not a fable-if

the days of miracles were not past, if he only might be re-
stored to us, how happy we all could be! "

Lady Helena heard her, and shook her head.
&& It is too laté for that,"' she said ; Il when sufféring is pro-
longed beyond a certain point there is but one remedy-

death. If your miracle could take place and he be restored,
he has undergone too much ever to live on and be hal)
and forget There can only be one ending to such a ye-fr
as he has -)assed, and that ending is very near.yq

Edith Ânt to her room-one of the > exquisite suite that
had been prepared for her a year beforê. She was occupy:-

ing it at last, but how différently from what she liad ever
thought. She remembered this night twelve rnonths so well,
the strange vigil in which she had spent in taking her fare-
well of those letters and that picture, and waiting for her
wedding-day to dawn.
To-night she slept, deeply and soundly, and awoke to find
the October sun shining brightly in. Was he still alive ? It
was lier first thought. Death niight have come at any nio-

ment. She arose-slipped on a dressing gown, and rang the
bell.
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It was Inez who answered in person.
,11 1 heard your bell," she said as she kissed her good-

morning, Il and 1 knew what you wanted. Yes, he is still
alive, but very weak and helpless this morning. The excite-
ment and joy of last night were alinost too much for him.
And he remembers what anniversary this is."

Edith turned away-some of the bitterness, some of the
pain of loss she knew he was enduring filling her own lieart.

If 1 liad only known ! if 1 had only known 1 " was aryain
her cry.

41 If you had-if lie had told-I believe with you all would
have been well. But it is too late to think of that-/,te be-

lieved différently. The terrible secret of the father has
wrought its terrible retribution upon the son. If he had told

you when he returned from Poplar L9 ee you would have
been happy together to-day. You are s siwong-your niihd

so healthfül-some of you r strengtli and co4rage would have
been imparted to, him. But it is too late now-all is over-
we have only to, inake him happy while he is left with us."

16 Too late 1 too late 1 " Edith's heart eckoed desolately.
In those hours of his death she was nearer loving her lius-
band than perhaps she could ever have been had he lived.

41 1 will send breakfast up here," said Inez, turning to go
49 when you have breakfasted, go to, him at once. He is

awake and waiting for you."
Edith inade her toilet. Breakfast came; and, despite re-

morse and grief, when one is nineteen one can eat. Then
she hurried away to the sick-room.
He was lying much as she had left hin proppe*d up

arnong the pillows-his face whiter than the linen an(] lace,
whiter than snow. By daylight she saw fully the ghastly

change in him-saw tliat his fair hair was thickly strewn
with gray, tliat the awful, indiscribable change that goes be-
fore was already on his face. His breathing was labored
and panting-he had sufféred intensely with spasnis of the

heart all night, sleeping none at ail. This niorning the
paroxysms of pain had passed, but he lay utterly worn and

exhausted, the cold damp of infinite misery on his brow, the
chill of death already on hands and limbs. He lay before

her, the total wreck of the gallant, hopeful, handsome gen-
tleinan, whom only one year ago she had married.
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'But the familiar smile she knew so wi(-Il was on his lips
and in his eyes as he saw her. She could not speak for a
moment as she looked at him-in silence she took her
place close by his side.

He was the first to break the silence, in a voice so faint
as hardly to be more than a %Yhisper. 111 How had she

slept-how did she féel ? She looked pale, he thought-
surely she was not ill ? "

Il 1 ?" she said bitterly. 0, no-I am never ill-noth-
ing ever seenis to hurt hardý heartiess people like nie. It is
the good and the gýnerous who suffer. 1 have the happy
knack of making all who love me miscrable, but my own

health never fails. I don't dare to ask you what sort of
night you have had-1 sec it in your face. My coming

brings, as it always does, more ill than good."
Il No," he said, almost with energy ; Il a hundred times

no 1 Ah, love 1 your coining has made me the happiest man
on earth. 1 seera to have nothing left to wish for now. As
to the night-the spasms did trouble me, but 1 feel deli-
ciously easy and at rest this morning, and uncomnionly happy.
Edith, 1 talked so much last evening 1 gave you no chance.

I want you to tell me now all about the year that has gone
-all about yourself."

Il There is so little to tell," she responded; Il it was really
humdrutn and uneventfül. Nothing much hal-)pened to me;

1 looked for work and got it. Oh, do-it bc distressed! it
was easy, pleasant work enough, and 1 was much better busy.
1 begin to believe plenty of hard woik is a real blessing to
disyltlisfied, restless people-you can't bc very miserable
whén you are very busy-you havent time for luxuries. I

got along very well, and never was ill an hour."
Il But, tell me,"' he persisted ; Il you don't know how I

long to hear. Tell.me all about your life after---after--2'
6& Hush 1 " she interposed, holding his hands tight. 61 You.

were the sufférer, not 1. 0 my poor boy! 1 never %vas
half worthy such a heart as yours. 1 am only beginning to
realize hov sel'sh, and cruel and hard I have been. But,
with Heaven's help, 1 will try and bc différent fro- this

day.ty 1
She told hirn the story of her life, from the tirne of her

flight froin Powyss Place to the present, glossing over all
16* 1%ý
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that ivas dark, making the most of all that was bright. But
bc understood her-he knew how her pride bad sufféred and
bled.

Il 1 never thought of your going away," he said sadly.
might have known you better, but I did not 'l was so sure

you would have stayed, if not with Lady Helena, then in sorne
safé shelter; that you would have taken what was justly

yours. I was stunned when 1 first heard of your flight. 1
searched for you everywhere-in America and all. Did )-ou
know I went to America, Edith ? "

Inez told nie," slie answered faintly.
1 could not find your father-I could not find the Stu-

arts. 1 must have been very stupid somehow-1 could find
no one. Then arrived that day iwhen 1 saw you in the Ox-
ford Street shop, wlien I tried to follow you home and could
not. What an evening it was 1 Then came niy last desper-

ate hope when I sent Inez to you. and falled. -It seenied
alniost hardest to bear of all."

64 If 1 bad ouly known-if 1 had only known 1 " was still
her cry.

I'Yes, the trouble lay there. With your pride you cotild
not act otherwise than as you did. For you are very proud,
mydarling,"withasmile. l"Doyouknowit?"

Il Very proud-very heartless-very selfish," she answered
brokenly. Oh, no need to tell me how' base 1 have

been 1 "
IlYet, I think I like you the better for your pride ; and 1

foresce-yes, 1 foresee, tliat one day you. will bc a happy
woman, with as noble., and loving, and gencrous a heart as

ever beaL I understand you, it seeins to une now, better
than you understand yourselE One day-it may be years
from. now-the happiness of your life wilI come to- you.
Don't let pride stand between you and it then, Edith. 1

hope that day may come-1 pray for it. L'ýing in j»y grave,
love, 1 think 1 shall rest easier if 1 know you are happy on
earth."

46 Don't 1 don't she said 1 canne bear it 1 Yo4àr

goodness breaks rny heart."
Il There is one thing' 1 must ask, Edith," he resumed after

a pause; 61 a last favor. You will grant it, will you not ?
66 Victor 1 is there anything 1 would nat grant ? "
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It is this, then-lhat when 1 am gone, you will take what
is vour right: and vour due. This you mast promise nie; no
More faise pride-the widow of Sir Victor Catheron milst

take %Yliat is hers. Juap Catheron is niarried to a Creole
lady, and living in the island of Martinique, a reformed man.
He inherits the title and Catheron Royals, with its inconie,
as lieir-at-law. For the rest you have your jointure as my

widow; and my grandmothees large fortune, which de-
scended to nie, 1 have beq'eathed to vou in my will. So

that when 1 leave voil, niy dearest, 1 leýve vou safè froni all
pecuniary troublps. It is my last wish-nay, my last com-
mand, that you take all without hesitation. You prpmi 1 se
me this, Edith?"

Il 1 promise," -she answeired lowly. She could iot look ai
him-it seemed like the Scriptural words, 114 heaping coals of

fire on her head." 1

Then for a long time there was silence. He lay back
among the pillows with closed eyes, utterly exhausted, but

looking, very happy. The bitterness of death was passed
a eeat peace had come. With the wife he loied beside liiiii,
her hand clasped in his, he could go forth in peace, knowing
that in her heart there was nothing but affection and forgive-

ress-that one day, in the future, she would be happy. In
hîs death as in his life he was thoroughly unselfibli. It
bro * ught no pang to hitu now to féel that vears after the grass
grew over his grave she would be the happy wife of a hap-
pier man. He talked little more; he dozed.at intervals dur-
ina the day. Edith inever left lilm for a moment- His aunt
and cousin shared her watch off and on all day. They çould
all see that the last great change was near. Pain had left
hini-he was entirely at rest

" Read to me, Edith," he said once as the day wore on.
She took up a volume of sermons that Lady Helena was
fond of. She opened it, haphazard, and read. And pres-
ently she carne to this, reading of the crosses and trials and
sorrows of life : 44 And God shall wipe away ali tears froin

their eves9' and there shall be no more death ; neither sor-
rov nor crying; neither shall there be any more pain."

His eyes were fixed upon her with so radiant a light, so
infinite a thanl,fuiness, that she could read no more. Her

voice cho-ed-she laid the book dowin. Later, as the stin-
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set came streaming in, he awoke from a long slumber, and
looked at the glitteing bars of light lying on the carpet.

4,9 Open the Wmdow, Edith," he said I want to see the
sun set once more-"

She ébeyed. AU ffushed with rose light, and gold and
aniydàa spl--_ndorý the evening sky glowed like the very
gates of pàradise-

411 It is beautiýu1L" Edith said, but its untold beauty brought
to heLr somehow a sharp, pang of pain.
&4 Beautiful ! " he repeated in an ecstatic whisper. 0

love! if earth is so beautiful, what must Heaven be 1 "
Then she heard lim soffly repeat to hiniself the words she

had read : £,,And God shall wipe away all tears from their
eyes, and there shall be no more death ; neither sorrow nor

crpng ; neîther shaU there be any more pain." He drew a
long, long breath, h-ke one who, is very weary and sees rest
near.

ci Daxhn&7 he said, sibow paie jou are-white as a spinL
Go out for a little into the air-dodt mind leaving me. I
feel sleepy again-n

She kissed him and went. All her after life she was glad
to iemember their Lu parting had been with a caress on her
part, a happy smile on his. She descended the steps lead-
ing fi the window with unquestioning obedience, and
passed ont into, the rose and rold light of the sunset. She

remained perhaps fifteen m'nutes----certainly not more. The
red %rht of the October sky was fast paling to cold gray-
the whîte October moon was rising. She went back. He
still lay as she had left him--his eyes were closed-she
thought he was asleep. She bent over him, close--closer-
growing white almoa as himseIL And then she knew what
it was.

,,,, And diere shaR be no more death ; neither sorrow n'r
crying ; neither shall there be any more pain."

A cry rang through the rooni, the long, wailing cry cf
widowhood. Sbe " on ber knees by thebed. An hour

afîerý -the passing bell, tolled sombrely through the darkness
from the steFoe of Cbesholm, Church, telling all *hoin ù

might cScern that Sir V-mlor Catberon had gone home.
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CHAPTER VII.

TWO YEARS AFTER.

NE brilliant, August noonday a Cunard ship stearned
gallantly down the Mersey and out into the open

lm 
sea.

There were a great nuinber of, passengers on
board-every cabin, every berth, was filled. Every country

u0er Heavenl, it seenied, was represented. After the first
two or three days out, after the first three or four tii-aes

assembling around the dinner-table and congrerrating on
the sunny decks, people began to know ail about one

another, to learn each others naines and histories.
There was one lady passenger who from the first excited

a great deal of talk and curiositv. A darkly handsonie
young lady in widow's weedý, who rather held herself aloof
from everybody, and who scerned all sufficient unto hersel£
A young lady, pitifully young to wear that sonibre dress and
widow's cap, remarkable anywhere for her beauty, and

dignity, and grace. Who was she ? as with one voice ail
the gentlemen on board cried out that question the moment
they saw ber first.

She was a lady of rank- and title, an
,,english lady, travel-

ling with ber two servants-otherwis quite alone-the
naine on the passenger list was Lady Catheron.

For the first two days that was all that could be ascer-
tained-just enough to, whet curiosity to burning-point.
Then in the soiitude and seclusion of tÉe ladies' cabin the

maid oervant became confidential with one of the steward-
esses, and narrated, after the manner of maids, her i ii istress' s
history as far as she knew it. The-stewardess retailed it to
the lady p ngers, and the lady passengersgave it at third
hand to the gentlemen. Uis is what it was

.y Catheron, yowng as she looked and was, had never-
theless been a widow for t*o years. Her busband liad

been Sir Victor Catheron, of Cheshire, who had died after
the first year of married félicity, leaving an im'Mensely rich

widow.. Miserable Sir Victor! thought -al] the gentlemen.
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She-Sarah Betts, the maid-had not known her ladyship
during the year of.her married life, she had been ehga"ed

in London, son-ie months after. rny lady's bereavement, to
travel with her on thecontinent. My lady had travelled in
company with her aunt, the Lady Helena Powyss, and her

cousin, a Il Mrs. Victor." They had spent the best part of -two years. wandering leisurely throliah every country in"
Europe, and now my lady was finishing her tour of the
world by coming to Ainerica-why, Betts did not know.

Not many ladies of rank came to Ainerica alone, Betts
thought, but she had beard my lady was Anierican by birth.
Everywhere njy lady went she had been greatly adtnired-

gentlemen always. raved about lier, bùt she seemed as cold
as marble, very high and haughty, ittterly indifférent to x
theni all. She did not go into society-she had been aw-
fully fond of her late husband, and quite broken-hearted at

losing him so soon. That was' Miss Bette story, and like
Sam Wellers iminortal valentine, was just enough to niake
theni wish there was more.

For the man servant and avant courier of my lady, he
was a genteel, dignified, taciturn gentl man, like an elderly

duke in difficulties, with whoixi it waf impossible to tak-e
liberties or ask questions-a sort of humah oyster: who kept

liîniself and his knowledae herinetically sealed up. He told
nothing, and they had to bc contented with Bette version.

So Lady Catheron becanie the lady of interest on board.
E-verybody saw her on deck, her railway rug spread in the

sunshine, her low wicker-work chair placed upon it, a large
umbrella unfuried over her head, reading or gazinga, over the

sea tOwgý4 the land they were nearing. She made no ac-
quaintances,»'she - wa& pe ' rfectly civil to everybody who spo-e

to her, friendly to a degr'èè with the children, and her siiiile
was bright and sweet as the sunshine itselE Her reticence

could hardly be set down to. pride. Before the voyage was
over she was- many-tirnes- forward among the steeragel pas-

sengers, leaving largesses behind her-, à-bdulways-follo-wéd by
thanks and blessings when she came away. Not pi4d-ý;'
surely-the grec dark fathomless eyes were wondrously
sweet and soft; the lips, that inight once have been haughty
and hard, tender and gentle now, and yet there was a vague,
intangible something about her, that tield all at arm'-s lengjh,
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3 5
that let no one come one inch nearer than it was her wili
they should come. Lady Catheron had been theïr interest
froiu the first-she was their mystety to the end.

Yes, it w4s Edith-Edith going home-home! well
hardly that, perhaps; she was going to see her father, at his

gent request. He had returned once more to Sandy-
point, he had been ailing lately, and he yearned to sec his
darlincr is

g. H' letter reached her in Paris, and Edith crossed
over at once, and came.

Was there in her heart any hope of seeing, as well, other
friends? ILardly-and yet, as Anierica drew near and

nearer, her heart beat with a hope and a restlessness she
coald no more explain than 1 can. In Naples,, six inondas

a-O, she, had met a party of Americans, and 'aniong them
Itim- Fcatherbrain, of light-headed memory. Mrs. Feather-
brain had recognized an old acquaintance in Lady Catheron,
and hailed ber with effusion.

For Edith, sheshrank away with the old-féeling of disli-e
and repVL-ion,,"d yet she listened to her.chatter,, too.

1111,How sad ît was," sai id gay Mrs. Feathcrbýam, Il" about
the poor, dear Stuarts. That deliglitful Charley, too. ah
it was very sad. Dîd Lady Catheron correspond with theni
But of course she did, beine a relative and everytiiino,."

No Edith* answered, her pale face a shade paler than
usual she bad entirely lost sight of theni lately. She

would be very glad to hear of them, fliqugh. Did Airs.
Featherbrain know- "
116 Oh, dear, no 1 "' Mrs. Teatherbrain answered 1 have
lost sight of them too-every one has. When peorble bc-

corne poor and drop out of the world, as it were, it is impos-
sible to follow them up. She had heard, just before th-zir

party started, that Trixy was abont to be married, and that
Charleyr-poor Charley 1 was going to California td seek
his fortune. But she knew nothing positively, only that
they were cert4inly not to be seen in New York-tlw,ý. the
p-xes and people who had known themonce, knew thera

That was alt
It Could not -, Aat_Ëýe_1ýope of meeting them was

in Editlf s mind. and yet, her whole soul yearned to meet
them--toas-theirforgivenesslfno-inore. 'l'ocla,-I)Trixy:s
hand once again,-honest, loving, in'ipulsivey WMW-neartýd
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Trixy,-to feel ber arms about ber as of old, it seemed to,
Edith Catherbn, she could. have given half ber life. Of any

other, she would not let herself think. He had pamd out
of.her life forever and ever-nôtbing could alter that.

«I Everywhere she went, she was adrnim4k" ber servants
bad said, 11,1 but to all she was cold as marble." Yes, and it

would always be so while life reruained. There had been
but one man in all the world for her frorn the first-she had

g.ven him up of ber own, frec will ; she must abide by ber de-
cision, ; but there nevet would be any other. One loveless

marriage she had made; she never would -make another.
Chariey Stuart might-would, beyond doubt-forget ber and
marry, but she wotild go to her grave, ber whole heart his.

They reached New Yorlk , and" there were many kindly
partings and cordial farewells. Lady Catheron and ber two
servants drove away to, an up-town hotel,, where rooms had

been enpgýd, and all the papers duly chronicled the distin-
guisbed arrival. One day to rest-then down to Sandy.

point, leaving gossiping Betts and the silent elderly gentle.
man behind ber. And in the twilight of an August day she
entered Sandypoint, and walked stowly through the little
town, hme. Only three years since she had left, a happy,
hopeful girl of eighteen-returning now a saddened- lonely

woman of twenty-one. How strangely altered the old land-
marks,"and yet how familiar. . Here were the stores to,

which she used to-walk, sulky and discontented, thmigh the
rain, to do the family marketing. Here spread the wide sea,
smiling and placid, whereon she and Charley used to saiL
Yonder lay the marsh where, that winter night, she bad

saved his life. Wotild it have been as well, she thought with
weary wonder, if they had both died that night ? Here was
the nook where he had come upon ber that wet, dark morn-
ing with his mothers letter, when ber life seemed to begin--
here the gate where they -had stood when he -gave ber his

warning.,' " Whatever that future brings, Edith, dont blame
me!I No, she blamed nobody but herself ; the happiness of

ber life had lain within ber grasp, and she had stretched forth
ber band and pushed it away. There was the open window

where he used to, sit, in the daysof hi'convaieunce,'and
ainuse himself setting ber infiammable temper alight. It
was all associatèd with him. Then the bouse door opens, a
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tall, elderly man comes out, there is a great cry, -£ýer and
daughter meet, and. for an hour or soi, she can forge even

She remains a week--how oddly familiar and yet strange
it all seems. The children noisier and ruder than ever, her
father grown grayer and more wrinkled, her stepmother, shrill

of toque and acid of temper as of Jére, but fawningly obse-
quious\io ber.

The people who used to know her, and who flock to see
her, the young men who, used to be in love with ber, and

who stare at ber specchlessly and afar off now. It amuses
ber for a while, then she tires of it, she tires of everything of

late, ber old fey»-ef restlessness conies back. - This dull
Sandypoint,' i its inquisitive gapers and questioners, is

not to, bee 4 rduCried, even for ber fathers sake. She will re-
turn to ew York.

In the bustling life there-the restless, ceaseless flow o,
humanity, she alone finds solitude and rest now. She goes,

but she leaves behind ber that which renders keeping
boàrders or teaching classics forever unnecessary to Freder-
ick DarreIL

She goes back. What ber plans are for the future she
does not know. She bas no plans, she canne tell how long

she inay reniâtin, or where she will eventually take up her
abode. It seems to her she will be a sort of feminine Wan-

dering Jèw aU ber filk. That life lacks something that ren-
ders ber restless"-she docs not care to think what. She may

stay aM winter---che may pack up and s= any day for
England. N

Septem passes, and she has not gone. A few of the1 pal
acquaintan s she nude wben herebefore with the Stuarts

caU upon b:ut they can tell ber nothing of thern. If the
Stuarts w all dead and buried they could not more com-

pletely hav d ) out of the lives of their summer-time
friends. tust be true, she thinks, what Mrs. Fcather-

braintoldher. Trixy is married and settled!iomewhere with
ber mother, and Charley is thousands of miles away, " seck-
ing his fortune:'

The' all at once, she resolvm to, go back to, England.
Her h1socie jointure bouse awaits ber, Lady Helena and

Iriez long for ber, love h«-she will go back to them---Uy
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to be at peace like other women, try to, livç her life out and
forget. She has sonie purchases te nm-e,,before she de-

parts. She goes into a B--Away store on&day, advances
to a counter, and says: e a

16 1 wish to see som black Lyons velveC Then she
pauses, and looks«« some black kid gloves lying Pefore her.

111 What is the number ? " she asks, lifting a pair.
The young man behind the counter makes no replý.
She raises her eyes to his face for the first tiine, and sees

-ý-Charley Stuart 1

CHAPTER VIII.

FORGIVEN OR-FORGOTrEN

HARLEY STUART 1 The o'ginal of the pie
tured face that lies over her heart by night and
day. Charley-unchanged, calm, handsome,
eminently self-possessed as ever, look'ing at her

with grav gray eyes. 1

She turns gidd ' y, with the utter shock 6f the great surprise
-she leans for a second heavily against the counter, and

looks at hira with eyes that cannot believe what they see.
tg Charley 1
tg Edith 1 '1'

Yes, it is his voice, his smile, and -he stretches his hand
across the counter and takes hers. Then she binks into a
scat, and for a moment ihe store, and the faces, swim about
her in a hot mist. But her heart has given one great glad
leap, and she knows she has found what all unconscious1y

she has been longing for, seeking for--Charley 1
He is the first to recover himself-if indeed he has lost

hiniself for an instant----:and speaks : 0
il This is a stazzerer," he says ; '&and yet I don't know,

why it should be îîher, since everybody, high and low, who,
visits NewYork drops, in here for the necessaries of lifiý,

sooner or later. 1 began to, think, however, that you must
have gone away again."

She looks at him. He is in no way changed thM she cm ip
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see-the vM same Chariey of three years before. si You
knew 1 was here 1 " she asks.

11, Cer ý'11y, Lady Cathtron. I read the morning papers,
and alzelays 1»ok out for distinguished arrivals. Like the
scent of the roses, my aristocratic tastes li tome still. I
Conght you would hardly endure a monthCIZ Sandypoint-

delightfut no doubt, as that thriving township is. I don't
need to ask you how yoti liave been-1 caw see for myselr

you riever looked better."
He meets her steady, reproachfül gaze with perfect sank,ý-

froid. 19 You knew 1 was here, and you wôuld nôt come to
see me," those dark luininous eyes say. His perfectly care-

less, indifférent mZeýstings her to the quick.
Trixy knew' I ere too, of course 1 'l she says in a

very low voice.
Il No," Charley answe, I doet think she did. Ididn't

tell her, and 1 am pretty sure if she had found it out for her-
selý her âmily circle would have heard of it - 1 greatly
doubt even whether she would not have taken the liberty of

calling upon Y*vgt
She lifts her éyes again, with a reproach her lips will not

speak. 1 »
1, 1 have deserved it;' that -dark, sad glance says, Il but

you might spare me."
& 1 We were all vevy sSry to hear of- Sir Victor Catheroif s

death," Che" resumes gravely. II Harnmond told us; he
writesoccadonally. I-leartdiseasewasWtit?-poorfeHowl
Il. hope Lady, Elèlena Powyss is quite well ?

Il She is quitý well:l
Theý there is -a pause-her heart is full, and he stands

here so utterly unmoved., talking common-placc% and look-
ing as though even the me" of the past were -dead aiid

buried. As no doubt indeed it i& She handles the gloves
she still holds nervously, for once 'in her life at a los&,

Il Your mother and Trix are well ? " she says after that
pause.

Il Quite weIL"
She looks up desperatély
Il Chadey,"" sbe exclaitns; il maydi-.I see thein I have

wanted. to me tbem so much-to--il No, ber voice breaks,
she canmot finish the Sntencew-
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ci Certainly you can see them," Mr. Stuart answers t
promptly; 111 they will be delighted, 1 am sure. They might

not feel at liberty to call upon you, Lady Catheron, of course,
but all the same they will only be too happy if Lady Cathe-

ron will so far honor them."
He says this in the old lazy, pleasant voice, but it is qufte

evident he does not mean;to spare her--ý-his half-sarcastic
accent makes her wince as #iough in actual bodily pain.

16 l'Il give you the addressUf you like," he goes on; ,,, ies
not the rnost aristocratic neiàhborhood in the world, but it!s
perfectly qùiet and safé." fýe scribbles something in perw

CiL 1,1 Here iî is-due east yýpu- see. Trix wont be home
untit seven ; shes at work in à fancy shop in Sixth avenue,
yon kný :-no, you don't kno,ý\of course, but she is, and I

generally 1 round for her at cl intup time. But you're
safe to, find her at home any even you may name, Lady

Catheron, ter seven P. m."
Shé takes the slip of paper very h bly-very unlike the

F41ith he used to know-her lips quivé *ng, as he fan see.
ý'11 May I go at once?" she asks in bat humble little'

voice ; 11 1 can't wait. I want to see y r mother, and 1
will stay until, Trixy comesl' 1

111 My mother will be there, and charmed t you. Of
course you can go at once-why should you itate-it!s
very kind of you and ail that 1 would escort y there if 1

çould, but unhappily lm on duty. YoWlI have no ble
at all finding it:P

He is perfectly cordial--perfectly indifferent He s
at her as he might look at Mm Featherbrain hèrseIL

Edith, it is all over for you 1 . P . a
1 thought you were in Califomia," she says as she rises

to go and that Trixy was raarned."
t',No, I have never left New York, and .Trix is pining in

single blessedness still. We are going to alter all that shortly
though-for further particulars, apply to Trix. Are you 'go.
ing ? good-by, for the presen4 Lady Catherm"

She is out in the briglkt sunslac) feeling -m though she
were in a.dream

Èhe summons a back, and is driven away eastward to the
address he has given her. She finds it-a taU tenem&X
bouse in & close âueet, swelling of breweries, and she, mm.,,
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cends a long flight of carpetless stairs, and knocks at a door
on the upper landing. It is opened, and. the well-remem-
bered face of Aunt Chatty looks out.

Mrs. Stuart 1
A darkly, beautiful face is beforie ber, two black glove,

hands are outstretched, two brown brilliant eyeâ shine upon
ber through team, And Mri. Stuart recoils with a gasp:

Il Oh, dear me 1 Il she says, 11, it is Edith 1
Yes, it is Edith, wi;h tears large and thick in hér eyes, who

kiues the familiar face, and who is sitting beside ber, hoe,
hirs. Stuarunevir knows in ber amaze and bewilderment, in

the humble little front room.
How changed it all is from the splendor of that other

bouse in Fifth Avenue. How différent this dingy black al-
paca dress and rusty widowÉ cap from the heavy silks and

French millinery of other days. But Aunt Chattys good,
easy, kindly facp is the same.

A hundred questions are asked and answered. Edithtells
ber how long she bas been in -New York, of how only an

hour ago, she chanteil upon Charley, and found- out their
whereabouts. And now, if Aunt Chatty pleases, -she is going
to take off ber bonnet and wait until Beatrix comes home.
Il Of course you willeait 1 take off your things right away.
Dear me 1 and it is really our Edith ; won7 t Trix be, sur-
priý and glad. It isnt much of a place this," says poor
Mrs. Shuit; glancing about ber ruefully; 11 not what yotere
used to, my dear, but sùch as it is-- Il
An impetuous kiss fimm Edith closes ber lips.

11, Ah bush 1 Il she says; «Iyos are in it-and glad to see
me. I ask no more'

Il And you are a widow too, dear child," Mm Stuart
sighs, touching ber black dress compassionately ; 6 « it is-very
bard-so, yogng, and only one short year bis wife. 'Captaid
Hammonct told us-he writes to Trixy, you know. Poor
Sir Victor 1 sd nice as he was, and that good pleasant Laày
Helena. We were all so sorry. And you, my dear-how
have yoù been ?Il
11« Perfectly welV Edith answers, but she will not talk of

berself. Aunt Chatty must tell ber all about their trouble.
Aunt Chatty telli plaintively, only too glfkd to pour ber sor-

rows inw thâira eam
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It wu very hard , at first-Ldreadfally hard. Poor Mr.
Sýuart died-4t was too m-uch for him. Everything was sold

verything-vre were left beggam Work was difficult, to,
get-then 1 fell ill. Çharley was in despair almost-he Wew

thin and hollow-eyed, the very ghost of himseIL Ali our
old friends seerned to drop oe and only Providence sent
Nellie Seton along, we might aU have died or gone to the

almsbouse."
"Il Nellie Seton ? Edith inquired who is she ? what did

she do ? 1' -
64 She wu a school - friend of Tfixy's, in reduced circum-

stances like ourselves, who came to our succor like an angel
in human form. She got Trix a situation in a fancy store,
she nursed me, and kept me alive on wine and jellies when
I c ' ould touch nothing else. She cheered op Charley and
kept bim from dying of despair. To Nellie Seton, under
Heaven, we owe it that we aro alive at aIL"

She is a young lady-this good Miss Seton ? " Edith
asks, with a- sharp contraction of the heart

1« Yes ; about Trixys age, and wonderfully élever. She
writes poctry and gets paid for it, and the prettiest stories

for the magazines, and is quite rich. She is one'of the &m-
ily now almost,-very likely she will be home presently with

Charley and Trix-theýre always together. And now,.if
you wiR excuse meà Editb, l'Il go and get teaý"

Sbe bustles away, an(ýýith sits in tffe little parlor alone.
And shefeeL, with a hèart like a stone, that *bat àe has

lost forever, this brave, good N ellie Seton has won. Wall
she deseives it; she will try to like her, Edith tbinks; but
somehow even at the thought, her heart revolts. The old
feeling for Mrs. Feýtherbra7n, for Lady Gvtendoline, tries to
corne back, in spite of her, for this unseen Miss Seton. She
is an alte*d -woman-a better Wmnan, a moirê unseffi*

woman, but the old leaven of iniquity is not dead yet
'The moments drag on-it is drawing near seven. How

will'Trizy receive ber, she wonders. WüLshe be4=erouàý
and forget the past, or will she raake ber feel it, as her
brother has done ? Seven. Mrs. Stun has sevthe tab>

How od& it seems to see Aunt Chatty votking. The tea is
sending its &agrance through the little rooni% the butteSd
toast is made, the cake is cut, the Rink ham is dice4 «M-;
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thing looks nice and inviting. Suddenly there is the sound
of footsteps on the stairs, of girle gay tones and sweet laugh-
ter-then the kitchen door flies open, and Trixy's well-re-

membered voice is animatedly exclaiming:
,14 Ma 1 is tea ready ? 1 am famished and so is NeIL fflw 1

the table set in the parlor in state. Goodness 1
Edith fises, whiteas the dainty Marie-Stuart widow's cap

she wears--sfili and beautiful she stands. She sees Trixys
tall figure, a smialler, slighter young lady beside her, and
Charley standing behind both. Half a minute liater Trix
sweeps Ù4 sSs the niotionless figure, and recoils with a
shriek.

Il Trix 1 Il Edith advances with the word that is almosf a
sobý And Trixys face grows radiant.

II It isI it à 1-it is 1 'l
She scrSm, and rushes forward, and catches Edith in a

perfect bêâes hug, laughing, crying, and kassing, all in a
breath.

CHAPTEi 1X.

SAYMG CSD-BY.

coldness about the welcome here, no ungmcious
remembrances of the 'P'ast, no need ever to doubt

Irrixy's warm heart, and generous, forgiving, impul-
sive matum

AU EditWi dxwtcommgs were Ipng ago forgotten and for-
given-4t.is in EditWs way to inspiré ardent love. Trixy

loves her as - deady, as warmly as she had ever dotie-she
hugs, she kùzes, she exclaims at sight of ber, in a perfect
rapture of joy :

Il 0 darling 1 " Îhe cries, 11« &wý good it is to see you
again 1 what a suzPrise is this 1 Charley, where are. you ?
look here. 1 DoW-t ym know Edith ? 'l

"Most undoubtedly 1 know Edith," Charley answers, ad-
vancing; Il' eUlp may have impaired my faculties, but sfill

I- recogmift a âmifiu àS wben 1 sec it I toid her 1 thought
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you would be glad. to see her, but I didrIt teâ her you in-
tended to eat her ali;e."

You told her 1 Where ? when ?
In the store--this afternoon. She camq in « promisca-

ous 1 for black LyoWs velvet, wasn't it, Lady Catheron ? You
didn't get it, by the way. Permit me to inform. you, in my
professional capacity, that we have a very chaste and cle-

gant assortment of the article always in stock. Trix, wheres
your m=ners ? Here's Nellie hovering aloof in the back-

ground, waiting to be introduced. Allow me to be master of
lhcerernonies-Lady Catheron, Miss NeUie Seton." 1

oth Young ladies bowed-both looked each other full
in -ihe -- &ce-genuine admiration in Miss SetoWs -keen,

'jea1ýýus.êruùny in Lady CatheroWs. She saw a girl of two
Wi-ffiëè and twenty, under-sized and rather plamp, with a
face which in point èf beauty would not for one instant com-
pare with her own or Trixys either. But it was such a
thoroughly good face. And the blue, beaming eyes, the

soft-cut smiling mouth, jentle, and strong, and sweet, were
surely made to winall hearts at sight. Not a beauty

something infinitely better, and as a rivà4 something in-
finitely more dangerous.

14 Lady CatberoWs narne is familià to tue as a household
word," Miss Seton said, with a frank little laugh, that sub-

dued Edith at once. 11« Trix wakes with yur name on her
lips, I believe, and goes o sleep murmuring it at night.
Lady Catheron doesWt 21w how niadly jealous 1 have bSn
of her bdore now."

Edith turns once more to Trix-faithful, friendly, loyal
Trix-and stretches forth both hands, with a swift, graceful
impulse, tears standing, large and bright, in ber Cyes.

,,,, My own dear Trix 1 " is what she says.
64 And now ru run away," Miss Seton excLîms brightly;

44 auntie will expect me, and 1 know Trix has ten thousand
things to tell and to heu. NoTrixy, not a word. lwley,

10 what arc you doing with your hat? put it down instantly-1.
dodt want you. I would very much rather go home alone."

Ye.% its so likeiy ru iet you. Theres imo eartblx rea-
ison why you shouldn't stay ; but iý with your usualobswmy
and strong-mindedness, you insist upon
11 1 do insàt upon going, and wi"t an escom You



know you are rather a nuisance-in the way than otherwise
-oh, 1 mean it I get home twice as fast when 1 go by
mysel£"

He looks at her-Edith turns sick---sick, as she sees tlie
look. He says sornething in too low a tone for the rest to
hear. Miss Sèton laughs, but her color rises and she objects

no more. Edith sees it all. A gray-kidded hand is extended
to her.

Il Good-night, Lady Catheron," Miss Seton's bright, pleas-
aut voice says, and Lady Catheron takes it, feeling in her
heart that for once she cannot dishke a rival. This girl who
will be Cfiarleys wife-0 blissful, fate 1-is worthy of him.
They go out together, laughing as they go.

Il Isnt she just the dearest darling 1 " cries Trix in her
gushing way; land 0 Edith 1 whatever would bave be-

conie of us all without her, I shudder to think. In the dark
days of our hie, when friends were few and far between, she

was our friend-our savior. !ýhe nursed mamma from the
very jaws of death, she got meÎny place in the fancy-store,
and I believe wonIt own it-but I do believe she
saved Charleys lifé." 1

Il Saved bis life ? Il Edith falters.
ci it was such an awful time," Trix sâys in sombre tones,

91 we were starving, Edith, literally starving. All our old
friends had torsaken us; work we could not get, « to beg

we were ashamed: If you had seen Charley in those
daysI ut, hollow-eyed, haggàrd, wretched. He looks

and fers all right now," goes on Tr&, brightening up a
bit, Il but Mm 1 it used- to break my heart to, look at him.
He tried for work, from morning until night; and day

after day he came home, footsore, weary, despamng. He
could not leave raother and me, and go elsewbeTe--ee was

sick, father was dead-poor pa 1---and 1 was just crazy, or near
it. And one dark, dreadful night be went out, and down to,
the riverl and-Nellie followed, and found him, there. Ah 1

Edith, he waWt so much to, blame; 1 suppose he was mad
that niiht She came up to him, and put her arms around
him, as he stood, in the darkness and the -rain, and-1 don't
know* what »e said or did--but she brought him back to
us. And Piovidence sent him work next day--the situa-
tion in the store he bas now. I doWt know about bis merits

17
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"as a salesman," says Trix, laughing, with her eyes full of tears
Il but he is irnmensely popular with the ladies. Nellie says
it ish't l*s eloquence-where the other clerks expatiate flu-

ently on the nierits of ribbons, and gloves, and laces, sh-ades
and textures, Charley stands silent and lets them talk, and
siniles and looks handsome. I suppose it aniwers, fur they
seein to like him. , So now you see we get on splendidly,
and I've almost forgotten that we were ever rich, aind. wore

purple end fine linen, and féasted sumptuously every day."
Il You are happy ? " Edith asks, with wonder- and envy in

her eyes.
et Perfectly happy," Triit replies cheerily I haven't a

wish unsatisfied--oh well 1 now that you've come. 1 did
want you, Dithy; it seems such ages and ages since we met

and 1 was troubled about you. 1 heard of àùn, you know,
e,

poër fellow."
She touches timidly Edith7s widovî's-,weeds. -There is'no,
answer-Edith's tears are falling. Shdis contrasting her own
cowardice wilh Trizy's courage; heï own hardness with

Trixy's generosity.
le 1-low do you know ? " she asks at length. 4
Il Captain Hammond. You remember Angus Hammond,

I suppose ? " Tix say!i4 blushing and hesitating; Il he wrote
us about it, and" pause.

Il Go on ; what else did he write ? go
di That there was trouble of some sort, a separation, I think

.e--thatyouhadpartedonyourverywcdding-day. Ofcourse
we couldnt believe thatl'

Il It is quite true," *u the low reply.
Trixy's eyes opened.

True 1 0 Dithy 1 On your weddingrday 1
On our weddibg-dayo" Edith ànswered steadily - meet

no more until we met at his deith-bed. Some Trixe
dearg I will tell you how it was--not now. Two years have
passed, but even yet I donot care to, think of it. Only this

was not to blame-he was the bravest, the noblest, the
best of nien, ten thousand times too, good for me. I was a.

mercenary, anibitious wretch, and I received my just reward.
We parted at the last friendso thank God 1 but I can never

forgive myself-never 1"
There was a pause-an uncomfortable one for Trix.
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How long since you came to, New York she asked
at length. W

Edith told her-told her how'she had been wandering,
over the vrorld since her husband's death-how she had conie
-to America to see her father-how she had tried to find them
here in New York-how signally she had failed-and how
to-day, by purest accident, she had come upon Charley in the
Broadway store.

Il How astonished he must have been," his sister said
I think I see him, lifting' his eyebrows to, the middle of

his forehead. Did hé take you for a ghost ? Il
Il By no means, and he w-à not in the least surprised.

He knew I wu here, from the firse'
Edith 1 Il

ý He told me so. He y arrival in the paper when
rst landed.1
'- And he néýVer told ne, and he never went to see you 1

The wretch 1 Il cried Trix.
Il 1 donIt know that he is to blame," Edith responded

quietly. Ill deserved no better ; and ah 1 Trixy, nôt many
in this world are as generous as you. So you are perfectly
bn , darling ? I wonder if Captain Hammond, nd*,, has
ainyt ing to do with it ?Il

Il Well, ye%» Tzix admits blushingfy again I may as wèll
tell you. We are to be married at Christmas."

Trix 1 Married 1 Il
Married at last We were engaged before I left Eng-

land, three years ago. He wanted to marry me then,
Ïbolish fellow 1 Il says Trix *Îth shining eyes, Il but of course,
we none of us would listen to, so preposterous a thing. He

had only his pay and his debts, and his expectations from a
fairy godmother or grandmother, -*ho wmddWi die. But
she died last mail-1 mean last mail brought a black bor-

dered letter, saying, she was gone to glory, and had left
Angus everything. He is sEoiniz to sell out of the army, and

will be here by Christinas, andr--and the wedding is to, take
place the very week he arrive& And, oh 1 Edith, he's jusf
the dearest fellow, the best fellow, and I'm the happiest girl
in aU New York 1

Edi th says nothing. She takes Trix, who is crying, sud-
deil « ïb- ber araw, and kism her. Angas Hammond has



Ébib3z>o SA YING GOODýB Y

been faithful in the hour whS she deserted themý-ý is
her thought. Her self-reproach never ceascs--never for

one bour.
& We go to Scotland of course said Trir wiping ber

eyes; 116and raa--also, of SUYS with Chnicy. Neffie
will be here to fill my =t you think she wM make
a channing sisteY?

She laughs as she asks the quesfion--it is *e one
revenge she takm Befiorîe fflth can re0y iibe i g on
Nellies rich--ricl4 1 me= as conqured vith as, and
she has made it âH heisi-L --SWs awfully élever, âmd -
for magazines, and papers, and âmd cum c r c- -g of

money. Oceam,," says Trii4 b« eyes to the size of
sancers; il and I dont know really or os ma bes4

Nellie or me. lUes my one comfixt in goivr Hem
comes Charley now-kes bave tra at once. 1 fin an

about Î4 but nobody has the f-à idea of the Of
hunger 1 am enduriý

Chairley sauntered in, looking fi md fi
the night air.

It was quite dark now. Tdx Ut the hmp and busded
about helping to get supper. " Yon tc4d Neffie ?-» she asked
ber brother in a low toneý, but Edâth cabt the iierds.

Yesý' Charley acs-w-e-red 1 «Ad hm"
Wbat did she say ?"
Everything that was lâe flut was

brht and brave, and gS& ý She wM be hem iZ the mom-
ing < to, say good-by. Now, Mm Sbuur% if lm b»e moy
compassion on a farnisled only so% hmil up,-àCiýWý bu
supper."' Or 1

Iley sat down aroand the Iitde vhue the lamp
dme brigh7tly-Editb fédkg cold and Md out of

place. Trixy and Aunt Chatty MWMý ZZ 'ne the
r but she herself could ncxý and bg-t r. b« iSd Char-
ley a gulÇ to, be spanned over on -m d no mom Ard
y1rtiow beaufifà and statdy she Imked in ber fink w

widow's cap, her sombre dresi% and the. &M ci dxxr white
crape at her throat.

iinvoluntmày,, "bow -- ----De YOU
have grown 1 You vies ahffl - - - - umr--l doift

nwan to, flatter-but you arc spieuffid! It câWt bc that,
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black becomes you, and yet-Charley, dônIt you see it?
hasn't Edith grown lovely ?

Il Trix 1 " Edith cried, and over her pale cheeks there rose
a flush, and into her dark, brilliant eyes there came a light,

that made her for the moment all Trixy said. ,
Charley looked at her across the table-the cool, clear,

gray eyes, perfectly undazzled.
.I used to think it impossible for Edith to improve; I

find out my mistake to-day, as 1 find out rnany others. As
ii is not permitted one to, say what one thinks on these

siubjects, one had better say nothing at alLyp

The flush that has risen to EditWs cheeks remains there,
and deepens. After tea, at Trùýs urgent request, she sits
down at theAittle hired piano, and sings some of the old
songs.

Il Your velry voice has improved," Trix says admiringly.
Edith, àing C7&arley hs my darling, for Charley. It used

to be a favorite of his!P
She gives him. a malicious sjdelong glance. Charley,

Iying back in his mothees coinfortable, cushioned* rocking-
chair, takes it calmly.

II It used to be, but it has ceased to be," he answers
coolly. 11, Trix, go out like a good child, and get me the

evening paperi. Among my other staid, middle-aged habits,
Lady Catheron, is that of reading the Past every evening re-
ligiously, after tm"

Nèver Edith any more-,always Lady Catheron-never
theSirl he loved three years ago-whom he hadààý«d'he
would love all his life, but the Îichty dowered widow èE Sir

Viitor Catheron. He will-- not generously forget, even for
an iniùant, thù he is an inipecunions dry goods élerk, she a
ladý of rank and riches.

-She-rises to go-it is growing almost more than she C19,
beir. Trix presses her to stajý!pnger, but in vain; he never

.'utters a word.
Shall Charley call a carriage, ôr will yéu prefer to walk ?

'Trix asks doubtfully.
Il She will walk," says Charley, suddenly looking up and

interféring ; Il the night is fine, and I will see her home." -
For one instant, at the tone of his voice, at the, look of

ýiis eyes, her heart bounds. ý1
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Her bonnet and mantle aire brought-she kisses Trix and
Aunt Chatty good-night-they.h;ave promised to dîne with

her to-morrow-ain.d goes forth, into the soft October night
with Charley.

He draws her band within his arm-the night is star-lit,
i lovely. The old time comes back, the old feeling of rest

and content, the old conifoi table feeling that it is Charley's
arm upon which she leans, and that she asks no more of

fate. To-morrow he may be Nellie Seton7*ust now, he
belongs to her.

Il Oh 1 " she exclainis, with a long-drawn breath, Il how fa-
miliar it all is! these gas-lit New York streets, the home-

like look of the men and women, and-you. It seems as
though I had left Sandypoint only yesterday, and you were
showing me again the wonders of New York for the first
time."

He looks down at the dusk, warm, lovely face, so near his
own.

46 Sàndypoint," he repeats Edith, do you recall what I
said to you there ? - Have you ever wished once, in those
three years that are gone, that I had never come to Sandy-
point to fake you away ?

I have never wished it," she aiiswers truly never
once. 1 have never blamed you, never blamed anyone but
inyself-how could 1 The evil of my life I wroughý with

rny own hand, and-if it were all to cotue over agaîn-I
would still go 1 1 have sufféred, but at least-I have lived."

Il 1 am glad to hear that," he says after a little pause ; Il it
bas troubled me again and again. You see, Hammond wrote
us all he ever knew of you, and though itvtw rather incom-
prehensible in part, it was clear enough your life was noten-
tirely a bed of rosm All that, 1 hope, is ever anddone with

-there can be no reason why all the rest of your life should
not be entirely happy. This is partly why I wished to walk
home with you to-night, that 1 might know from your own

lips whether you held me blameless or not. And partly,
also.-2' a second brief pause;-" to bid you good-by."

Good-by 1 " In the starlight she turns deathly white.
Yes," he responded cheerily ; Il good-by ; and as our

lives lie so widely apart in all probability, this time forever.
1 shall certainly return here ai Christmas, but yon may have.
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gone before that To-morrow morning I start for St. Louis,
where a branch of our house is established, and where I am
permanently to, remain. It is an excellent opening for me

-my salary has been largely advanced, and 1 am happy to
say the firm think me competent and trustworthy. 1 return,
as 1 said, at Christmas; after that it becomes my permanent
home. You know, of course," he says with a laug14 why I
return-Trix has told you ?

So complçtely has she forgotten Trix, so wbolly bave her
thoughts been of him, that-she absolutély does not remem-
ber to what. he alludes.

Il Trix has told me nothitg," she manages to, answer, and
she wonders at herself to find how steady is ber own voice.

Il No ? " Charley says, elevating his eyebrows; Il and
they say the age of wonders is over 1 Trix in the new roll
of keeping her own secrets 1 Well, I very naturally return
for Me wedding--our wedding. It!s extraordinary that Trix
hasn't told you, but she W'IIL Then-my Western home
wül be ready by that time, and we go back immediately.
My mother goes with me, I need hardly say."

Still so, absolutely wrapped up in ber thoughts of him, so,
utterly forgetful of Trix, that she does not understand. Our

wedding-he means his own and Nellie Seton7s of course.
His Westem home, the home where she will reign as his

wife. In the days that have gone, Edith thinks she bas suf-
fered---she feels to-night that she bas never sufféred until
now 1 She deserves it, but if he had only spared her,-
only left'it for some one else to, tell. It is a minute before
she can reply--then, despite every effort, ber voicels, husky:

61 1 wish you joy, Charley,--ýth àR my heart."'
She cannot say one word more. Something in the words,

in her rnanner of saying them, makes him look at ber in
surprise-

6 1 Well, yes," he answers coolly a wedding in a family
is, I believe, a gencral subject of congratulation. And *1

must say she bas shown herself a trump-the bravest, best
girl alive. ' And you"-they are drawing near a hotel-
Il may I venture to, ask your plans, Lady Catheron ? how
long do you think of remaining in New York? "

Il 1 shaâ Icave at once-at. once," she replied in the same
husky tone. To stay and meet Nellie Seton after to-night
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is more than she is able to do. They are close to the hotel
now. Involuntarily-unconsciously, she clings to his arni,
as die drowning niay cling to a straw. She feels in a duli,

agonized sort of way ýhat in five minutes the waters will
have closed over ber head, and the story of ber life have-

come tu -an end.
111 Here we are," his frank, cheery voice says-his voice,

that bas yet a deeper, more earnest tone thin of old. 61 You
don't know, Edithl, how glad I am of this meeting-how glad

to, hear you never in any way blamed me."
«I I blame you 1 oh, Charley 1 'l she says with a passionate

little cry.
14 1 rejoice to hear, that with all its drawbacks, you don't

regret the past. 1 rejoice in the knowledge that you are
rich and happy, and that a long, bright life lies before you.-
Edithl" -he takes both ber bands in his strong, cordial élasp,

91 if we never meet again, God bless you, and good-by."
She lifts ber eyes -tô his, full of dumb, speechless agony.

In that instant he knows the truih-knows that Edith loves
hitn-that the heart he would once have laid down hisfife

almost to win, is his wholly at last 1
The revelation comes upon him like a flash-like, a blow.

He stands, holding ber bands, looking àt her, at the mute,
infinite misery in ber eyes. Someone jostles them in pass-
ing, and turns and sures. It dawns upon him that they
are in the public street, and making a scene.
>-4À Good-by," he says hastily once more, and drops the
bands, and tunis and goes.

She stands like a statue where he bas left her-he turns a
corner, the last sound of his footsteps, dies away, and Edith
féels that bc bas gonqà out of ber lifé--out of the whole
world. 1
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CHAPTER X

T" SECOND BRMAI.

SS NELLIE SETON came early next morning to
see ber friend, Mr. Charley Stuar4 off: He is
looking rather pale as he bids them good-by-the
vision of Edith's eyes upturned to bis, full of mute,

impassionate appeal, have haunted him all night long. They
haunt him now, long ýfter the last good-by had been said,
and the train is sweeping away Westward. Edith loves him
at -- last- At last ? there has never been a time when he
doubted iý but now he knows he bas but to say the word,
and she will lay be' hand in bis, and toil, and parting, and
sepamtion will end between them forever. But he will
never . say that word-whaf - Edith Darrell in ber ambition
once refused, all Lady Catheron's wealth and beauty can-
not win. He féels he could as easily leap, from the car win-
dow and end it all, as ask, Sir Victor Catherons richly dow-'

ered. -widow to, be bis wifé. She made ber choice three years
ago-, she must abide by that choice ber life long.

Il 4tnýa'tbqn,"" he thinks rather doggedly, Il this fancy of
mine rnay be only fancy. The leopard cannot change bis
spots, and an ambitous, mercenary woman cannot change
ber nature. And, as a rule, ladies of realth and title ikWi

throw themselves awaX on impecunious -dry -goods clerks.
No 1 1 made an egregious ass of mysçlf once, and once is,

quite enough. We have turned over a new lea4 and are
not going back at this late day to the old ones. With ber

yoah, ber fortune, and ber beauty, Edith can return to.Eng-
land and make a brilliant second marriage."

And thén Mr. Stuart sets bis lips behind bis brown ý mus-
tache, and ùnfoids the morning paper, smelling damp and
nasty of printees ink, and immerses himself, fathoms deep,
in mercantile news and the doings, of the Stock Exchange.

He reaches SL Louis in saféty, and resumes the labor of
bis life. He bu no time to think-no time to be sentimen-
tal, if he wisbed to be, which he doesnt.

Love is of man's life i thing apart," sings a poet, who,

17*
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knew what hé was tàlking about. His heart is not in the
least broken, nor likely to bc ; there is iio tinie %his busy,
mercantile life, for that sort of thing, I repeE e goes to
work with a will, and astonishes even himself by his energy
and brisk business capacity. If hé thinks of Edith at all,

amid his .dry-as-dust ledgers and blotters, hiq- buying and
selling, it is that she is probably on the océan by this time

-having bidden her native land, like Childe Harold, 91 One
long, one last, good-niÉht" And thei4 in the rùidst of it
all, T ' Ps first letter arrives.

It is all Edith, froun beginnÎng to, end. Edith has not
gone, she is still in New York, but her passage is taken, and

she will léave next week., 14 And Charley," says Trix,
'Ill-don't bc angry now, but do yon know, though Edith Dar-
rell always fiked you, 1 fancy Lady Catheron likes you even

better. No - t that she ever says anything; bless you 1 she is
as proud as ever ; but we women can tell'. And last ni4ht
she told ma and Éae the story of her past, of her -marned
life--or rather her un-niarried life-of her séparation from
Sir Victor on thèir wedding-day--think of it, Chailey! on
their wedding-day. If ever anyone in this world was to be

pitied, it was he-poor fellow 1 And she was not to blame
-neither could have acted'other thau they did, that 1 can

sec. Poor Edith ! poor Sir Victor Il 1 will tell you all"when
we meet. She leaves next Tuesday, and it half breaks my

heart to, sec ber go. .Oh, Charley 1,Charley 1 why need she
go at all ? 'l

He reads this letter as hé smokes his cigar-very gravely,
very thoughtfully, wondering a great dea4 but not in the
least moved from his steadfast purpose. Parted on their
wedding-day 1 hé has heard that before, but bardly credited
it It is truc then---odd that ; and neither te bè blamed -

odder stilL She bas only been Sir Victoes wife in name,
then, after alL But it makes no différente to him-noth-

ing does--all that is past and done-she fiang hiin cvff once
-hé will never go back now. Their paths lie apart-hers
over the bills of life, his in the dingy vaUeys--they have said

good-by, and it means forever.
He goes back to his ledgers and his countinir-room, and

four more days ýam' On-the evening of the fourth*day,
as bc Içaves the store for the night, a ýsn=l1 boy frorn the
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telegraph office waylays hini, and hands him one of the well-
known buff envelopes. He breaks it open wherehe stands,

and read this

Nzw YoRi4 Oct. 2Sv 9 7o.

Charley: Edith is Iying daDgerously ill--dying. Corne
back at once. 66 BEATRml)

He reads, and the truth does not come to him-he reads'
it again. Edith is dying. And then a grayish pallor comes

over his face, frorn brow io chin, and he standsr for a mo-
ment staring vacantly at the paper he holds, seeifig nothing

-hearing nothing but these words : Il Edith is dying." In
that moment he knows that all his imaginary hardness and

indifférence have been hollow and -false-a wall of pride
that crurnbles 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 1 He looks at his watch. There-
is an Eastward-bound train in half an hour-there wili be
barely time to catch it He does not return to his board-
ing house--he calls a passing hack, and is driven to, the

depot. just in time. He makes no pause from that hour-
he travels night and day. What is business; what the pros-
pects of all his future life ; what is the whole world now
Edith is dying.

He reaches New York at +t It seems like a century
since that telegrain came, an(y haggard and wort4 in the
twilight of the autamn day, he stands at last in his mothees
home.

Trix is there--they expect him, to-night, and she has
waited to receive him. She looks in his face once, then

turns away and. covers her own, and bursts into a womaWs
tempest of team

" 1-I am too late," he says in a hoarse sort of whàper.
"No," Trix answers, looking up not too late. She

is alive still-1 can say no more!'
111 What is it ? "' he asks.

64 It is almost impossible to sày. Typhoid féver, onè
doctor says, and cerebro spi=1 mmingùïr says the otheL It

doesWt tauch mane what it isý since both agree in this--
that she is dying.py
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Her sobs breaks forth again. He sits and gazes at ber
like a stone.

There is no hope
While there is life there is hope." But it is in a very

dreary voice that Trï'x repeats this aphorism : 11, and-the
worst of it is, she doetn7t seem. to care. Charjey, 1 believe

she wants to, die, is glad to die. She seems to have nothing
to care for-nothing to live for. My life bas been all a mis-

takeI she said to, nie the other day. Il I have gone wrong
from first to, last, led astray by my vanity, and selfishness,

and ambition. It is much better that 1 should die, and
make an end of it all! She bas made ber will, Charley-
she made it in the first days of ber illness, and-she bas left
almost everything to you."

He makes no reply. He sits motionless in the twilit win.
dow, looking down at the noisy, bustling street
1,1 She bas remembered me most generobsly,"' Trix goes

softly on 6,1 poor, darling Edith 1 but she bas left almost all
to, you. It would have been an insult to offer anything in

iny lifetimel she said to me; I but the wisbes of the dead are
sacred,-he will not be able to refuse it thm. And tell him.

not to, grieve for me, Trixy-I never made him anything
but trouble, and disappointment, and wretchedness. I am

sorry--wrry now, and -my lut wish and prayer will be for
the happiness of his life.' When she is delùîous, and she
mostly is as night draws on, she calls fôr you incessantly-

asking you to, come back-begging. you to, forgivý ber.
lhat is why I sent."
114 Does she know you sent?" he asks.
,14 No-it was ber desire you. should not be told until-

untâ all was over," Trix answered with another burst of
teàrs but I emddWt do that. She says we are to bu h

.ýZ er
at Sand point, beside ber Mother-not send ber to

Englank She told me, when she wa$ dead, to tell you the
story of ber separation from Sir Victor. Shall I tell it to
y6u now, Charley ?

He makes à motion of ment ; and Trix begilis, iti a
broken voice, and tells him the sad, strange stôry of the two
Sir Victors, father and son, ànd of Ediffls life frorn ber wed-
ding-day. The'twüight deepens intc, darkness, tbe room'is
wrapped in shadoelong before she Lu finishe& He never'



THE SECOND BRIDAL. 397

stirs, he never speaks; he sits and listens to the end. Then
there is a pause, and out of the gloom he speaks at last

May 1 see ber, and when ? 1'
Als soon. as you corne, the doctors say ; they refuse ber

nothing now, and they think your presence may do ber good,
-if anything can do it. Mother is with ber and Nellie;

Nellie bas bee' ber best friend and nurse; Nellie bas never
left ber, and Charley," hesitatingly, for something in his ruan-

ner awes Trix, Il I believe she thinks you and Nellie are
etýgaged."

46 Stop 1 " he says imperiously, and Trixy rises with à sigh
and puts on ber bat and shawl. Five minutes latèr they are
in the street, on their way to Lady Catherods hotel.

One of the medical men is in the sick-room when Miss
Stuart enters it, and she tells hirn in a whisper that ber
brother bas come, and is waiting without.

His patientles very low to-night-delinious at times, and
sinking, it seems-lu-himfaâLShe is in a restless, févered

sleep at present; and he stands looking at ber with a very
sombre look on his professional, face. In spite of his skill ' -
and heis very skilful, this case baffles him. The patient%

own utter indifférence, as to whether she lives or dies, being
one of the hardest things he bas to combat. If she ouly
longed for life, and strove to recruit-if, like Mrs. Dombey,
she would, Il only make an efforL" But she will not, and
the. fiame flickers, and Ilickers, and very soon will go ont
altogether. 1

Il Let him come in," the doctor says. He can do no
harm-be may possibly do some good."

111 W-1 she know him when she awakes ? Trix whispers.
He nods and tums away to where Miss Seton stands in

the distance, and Trix goes and fetches hei brother in. He
-advances slowly, alinost reluctantly it would seem, and loo-s

down at the wan, drawn, thin face that rests there, whiter
'han the pilloim Great Hcaven 1 and th* ' is is Edith 1
He sinks into a chair by the bedside,- and takes ber wan,
transparent band in both his own, with a sort of groan. The

light touch awakes ber, the faint eyelids quiver, the large,
dark eyes open and 4x on his face. - The lips flutter breath-
lessly apart. «C7iarley 1 " they whisper in glad surpriseý and
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over the death-like face there flashes for a second an elec-
tric light of great amaze and joy.

Il 1-lumph 1 11 says the doctor, with a surprised grunt
thought it would do her no harm. If we leave them alone
for a few minutes, my dear young ladies, it will do us no
hartn either. Mind, my voune eentleman," he taps Charley
on the shoulder, Il my patient- is not to excite hérself talk-
ing.'I

They softly go out. It would appear the doctor need not
have warned him ; they don't seeni inclined to talk. She-
lies and looks at him, delight in her eyes, and draws a long,
long breath of great content. For hiru, he holds her wasted
hand a little tighter, and lays his face down on the pillow,
and does not speak a word.

So the roinutes pass.
Il Charley," she says at lut, in a faint, little whisper,
what a surprise this is. They did not tell me you were

coming. Who sent for you ? wlien did you coine ? "
Youre not to, talk, Edith," he answers, lifting his hag-

gard face for a moment-poor Charley 1 111 Trix sent for
nie." Then he lays it dôwn agaim

Il Foolish boy 1 Il Edith says with shinîng eyes I do
believe you are ci-ying. You don!t hate me, then, after all,
Charley ? " *

Hate you 1 Il he can but just repeat.
You. once said you did, you know ; and I deserved it.

But I have not been happy, Charley-I have been punished
as 1 merited. Now it is all over, and it is better so--I never
was of any use in the world, and never would be. You
will let me atone a little for the past in the - only way 1 can.
Trix will tell you. And, by and by, when you are quite

happy, and she is your wife--2'
The faint voice breaks, and she turns her face away.

Even in death it is bitterer than death to, give him up.
He lifts his head, and looks at her.
ll When she is my wife ? when who is, my wife ? " he

asks. 1
Il Nellie-you know," she whispers she is worthy of

yoiý Charley-indeed she is, and I never was. And. àe
loves you, and will make you hap--ý-'

Il Stop 1 " he says suddenly ; " you are making some



THE SECOND BRIDAL. 399

str:>.rige mistake, Edith. Nellie cares for me, as Trix does,
and Trix is not more a sister to me than Nellie. For the
rest-do you remember what 1 said to you that night at
Killarney ? "

Her lips trenable-her eyes watch him, lier weak fingers
close tightly over his. Remember 1 does she not 1

Il 1 sàd--l I will love you all rny life l' 1 have kept niy
Word, and mean to keep iL If 1 may not call you wife, 1

will never call, by that name, any other wornan. No one in
this worrd can ever be to me again, what you were and
are.70

There is another pause, but the dark, u'lifted eyes.are
radiant now.

Il At last 1 at last 1 " she breathes when it is too late.
Oh, Charley 1 If the past might only come over again, how
différent it all would be. 1 think"-she says this with a
weak little laugh, that reminds him. of the Edith of old-16 1
think 1 could sleep M'ore happily even in my grave-.if
6 Edith Stuart' were carved on n)y tombstone 1 'y

His eyes never leave ber face-they liglit up in their dreary
sadness now at these words.

14 Do you mean that, Edith ' ? " he says bending over ber;
living or dying, would it make you any happier to be my

wife ? "
Her eyes, lier face, answer him. «I But it is too late," the

pale lips sigh.
61 it is never too late," heý says quietly; " we will be mar-

ried to-nighC
ChàrIey 1 P y
You are not to talk," lie tells lier, kissing her softly and

for the first time; 14 1 will mTmge it all. 1 will go for a
clèrgytnan 1 know, and, explain everything. Oh, darling 1

yoù should have been niy wife long ago--you shall be illy
wife at ks * of death itself."

ý 4 in spite
Theq he Içaves ber, and goes out. And Edith closes ber

eyes, and lies still, and knows tbat never in all the years
that are gone'has such perfect bliss been hers before. In
death; at leas4 if not lifé, she will be Charleys wifè.

He tells them very quieitly, very resolutely-her father
who is there from Saadypoint, his mother, sister, Nellie, the
doctor. 1
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They listen ii wordless wonder; but what can they say ?
14 The excitenient will finish her-mark my words," is the
doctor's verdict; Il I will never countenance any such melo-

dramatic proceeding."
But his countenance does not matter it seems. The laws

of the Medes were.not more fixed than thiq marriage. The
clergyman comes, a . very old friend of ýýe family, and
Charley explains all to him. He listens wfth quiet gravity

-in bis experience a death-bed inarriage is not at all an
unprecedented occurrence. The hour fixed is ten, and
Trixy and Nellie go in to make the few possible prepara-
tions.

The sick girl lifts two wistful eyes to the gentle face of
Nellie Seton. It is very paj5ý ses

with ber own sweet smile. _Put she stoops and . kis * Ilej

,11 You will livé- now for his sake," she whispers in that
kiss.
-, They decorate the room and the bed with flowers, they
brush away the dark soft hair,'they array ber in a dainty em-

broidered night-robe, and prop ber up with pillows. There
is the fèver fire on ber wan cheeks, the féver fire in ber
shining eyes. But she is unutterably happy-you have but
to look into ber face to see that. Death is forgotten in ber
new bliss.

The bridegroom comes in, pale and unsmiling-worn and
ýaggard beyond the power of words to tell. Trix, weeping
incessand , stands-near, ber mother and Mr. Dar

rell are at
one side of the bed.' Nellie is bridesmaid. Wýgt a strange,
sad, solemn wedding it is 1 The clergyman takes out bis
book and begins-bridd and bridegroom--clasp hands, ber

radianteyes never leave bis face. Her faint replies flutter
on ber lips-théré is an indescnibable sadness in his. The
ring is on herfidger-at last she is what she should have

been from, the first-Charleys wife.
He bends f6rward and takes ber in bis arms. With ali

ber dying strength she lifts herself to, bis embrace. It is a-
last expiring effort-her weak clasp relaxes, there is one

faint gasp. Her head fails heavily upon bis breast-.-there is
aN despairing cry from the women, cold and liféless, Chàrley
Stuart lays his bride of a moment back among the pillows--
whether dead or in a dead swoon no one there can telL
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CHAPTER XI.

TH NIGHT.

first they thought her dead-but it was not death.
She -awoke from that long, death-like .Éswoon as

morning broke-so near unto death that seemed'
the turning of a hair might weigh dovm te scale.

And sO for days after it was--for weary miserabÈ'Iý days
and nights. The greýt reaction after the great excitement

had come, all consciousness left her, she lay white and
stili, scarcely moving, scarcely breathing. The one beloved

voice félI as powerless on her dulled tars now as all others,
the dim, almost liféless eyes, that opened at rare intervals,
were blank to, the whole world. She lay in a species of ýtu-

por, or coma, from whicli it was something more than doubt-
ful if she ever would awake. The few spoonfuls of beef-tea
and brandy. and watershe took thêy forced between her
clenched teeth, and in that darkened room of the great hotel,
strangely, solemn1y quiet, Life and Death fbugýt their sharp
battle over her unconscious fiead.

And for those who loved her, her father, her friendand/
One other, nearer and dearer than father or friend, hoiv c

those darkest days for Mm 1 They could hardly have t d
-all their after life they looked back, with a sick shudder, to
that week.

For Charley Stuart he hever ook back-never to,
the last day of his life will he be ýbIê% recaU, to realize the
agony of those six days--days that changed his whole nature
-bis whole life. . 1

They *atched with her unceasingly-deaIE--ight come at
any moment. There were times when they bent above her,
holding their own breath-sure that the faint thread had al-
ready snapped--:-týs when they held a inirror 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 exhatis-
tion of ceaseless vigil, and they forced hiin away. He for-
got to eat or sleep, he sat tearless and still as stone by the

bedside, almost as bloodless, almost as wan and hollow-eyed
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as tbed Ïng bride herself- Ilie docuns süwd gloomîjy S@kmý
their';kill falling powerless bere-
"' She needed only the Of this P9eP05Lcrý-
ous marriage to finish helý" om of them growied; && 1 said

so at the time-I say so, now. She fiad om chanS fR life

-pcTfect quiet-and that destroyed jý0
On the fourth day, a letter fium Fm0andý in a 5

hand, and deeply bordered wâh bEwk, aniwe& 1E&â. in

the first days of ber fflness, bad toid Trix to open an her kt-

tem She would have passed dbe powex oves tu ber bnxber
inow, but he waved it away Wlut did it matter
ÎWhom it was -frc>m-viîat it --ined--jwbu dîd aulthing
matter now ?

His haggard eyes wec sâentýy back jbq the mzrt&. jbS
lying among its pillolw% so awfmlýy stgL 1

Trixy opened and read it. It was fia m lu= %pw"lr

.announced, the death of ber aunt the Lady Heima Powyss.

" Her end was perfen peaS:$'Said the ; a ma in
her wil4 she bas left her bue k«um imided CW"ny bc-
tween you and me. If pèmUe-it wouM be wen for you to
return to, England as speeffly as may br- If wtzdi cau

nAke you happy-and 1 hope at lem it wîll aid-my &ar-
est EditI4 you will have iL For mre 1 join a cbazicdïe SW

terhood here in London, ànd wiH try to dewote fie rvmain-
der of my life to the refief or my sdkdng and pe« "Ow-

As to the rcmg, if you cam at an to know, my
brother reigns at Cadxmm Royab Sw o. He j% in all ge-

spect!4 a changed man, and will not 1 think be au mwom ai
succmor of him who is gowý Hà w-& àmd chadma = an
that can be de-4red.

Farewe% my dear whS ym 1 1-em à tu Ion-
don come to the enclosed *ddSs% and sS m- -No om
wR welcome you mxwe glaRY thau »>

"lu= C

So another Urge fc encâç ftà il Eàd>--ohe wm fich
now beyond ber wüdàt &r«imm itich 1 And youder she

a --lay,- and all the gold of ëàrth, w a SecSd to,POUCE malm tu add
her .1ilé. Wliat a satire it Youthr bmstyp md
less- wealth wem an nexc -- Vain 1
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The seventh night brought the crisis.
Il This can hold out no longer," the physician said ; Ilbe-

fore niorning we will know the end, whether it is to be life
or death."

IlThen-there is hope yet?," Trix breathed, with clasped
hands.

He looked at her gloomily and turned away, the meaning-
less forrnula on his lips:

While there is life there is hope."
It will be little less than a miracle if she lives,'though,"

the other added ; Il and the days of miracles are over. Hope
if you like-but-"

Il You had better not let him sit up to-night" said the first
physician, looking compassionately at Charley ; Il he won't
be able to stand it: He is worn out now, poor fellow, and
looks fit for a sick-bed hiniself."

He knows it is the crisis," Trixy answered; Il he won't go."
He has watched the last two nights," Miss Seton, inter-

posed: 41 he mustgo, doctor; leave me an opiate-I will ad-
niinister it If-if the worst comes, it will be but a mo-
ment!s work to arouse him!'

The doctor obeyed,
Il 1 will return at day dawn," he said, Il if she be still alive.

If not-send me word."
The twilight was falling. Solemn and shadowy it crept

into the sombre, silent room. They went back the bed-
side, pale and tearless ; they had wept:I it seemed, u til they

could weep no more. This last night the two gir were
to.watch alone.

She lay before them. Dead and in her shroud she would
never loiýe more awfully death-like than now. He sat be-

si(le her-ah, poor Charley! in a sort of dull stupor of
misery, utterly wom out The sharp pain seemed over-the

long, dark watches, when his passionate prayers had as-
cended for that dear life, vrild and rebellious it may bel when
he had wrestled with an agony more bitter than death, had

fleft their impress on his life forever. He could not let her
go--be could nît 1 Il 0 Gôd 1 Il was the ceaseless cry of

his soul, 14 have mercy-spare 1 ?y -
Nellie Seton! si c9ol, soft hands fell lightly on his head-

Nellie's soft, gentle voice spoke :
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14 Charley, you are to, leave us for a little, 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 hiin coaxingly, almost as she might to, a
child. He liffed his eyes, full of dull, infinite misM, to,
hers.

Il To-night ? " he answered: Il the last night 1 1 will not

Only for an hour then," she pleaded there will be no
change. For my sake, Charley 1 'l

AU her goodness, all her patience, came back to him. He
pressed her hand in his own gratefully, and arose.

'Il For your sake, Nellie, then-for no other. But you
promise to, call me if there is the slightest change ?

Il I promise. Drink this and go."
She gave him a glass of mulled wine, containing the

opiate. He drank it and left the room. They lisened
breathlessly until they heard his door, further down the pas-
sage, open and shut-then both drew a deep breath.

IlThankHeaven,"Trixsaid; «'Icouldnltbeartoseehini
here to-night. « Nellie, if she dies. it will kill him-just

that."
The girPslipsqiverecL WhatCharleybadbeentoher-_

how w.holly her great, generous, loving heart had gone out to
him, not even Trix ever knew. The dream of her life's best

bliss was at an end forever. Whether Edith Stuart lived or
died, no other woman would ever take her place in his heart.

The hours of the nigýt wore on. Oh 1 those solemn
night watches by the dying bed of those we love. The faint

lamp f1ickersý deepest stillness reigns, and on his bed, dressed
as he was, Charley lies deeply, dreamlessly asleep.

It was broad day when he awoke-the dawn of a cloudless
November day. He sat ue in bed suddenly, for a moment,

bewildered, and stared before him. Only for a moment
then he remembered all. The night had passed, the morn-

ing come. They had let him sleep-it seemed he cmdd
sleep while she lay dying so, near. Dying 1 Who was to,
tell him, that in yonder distant room Edith was not lying

dead. lie rose up, reeling like a drunken man, and made
for the door. He opened it, and went out, down the pas-
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same. It was entirely deserted, the great houschold wére not
yet astir. Profound stillness reigned. Through the win-

dows he could see the bright morning sky, all flushed, red
and golden with the first radiance of the rising sun. And in
that room therehat lay-death or life ?

He stocd suddenly still, and looked at the closed door.
He stood there motionless, his eyes fixed upon it, unable to
advance another step.

It opened abrulitly--quickly but noiselessly, and Nellie
Seton's pale, tired face looked out At sight of him she
came forward-he asked no questions-his eyes looked at
her full of a dumb agony of questioning she never forgot.

41 Charley ! " she exclaimed, coming nearer.
The first ray of the rising sun streaming through the win-

dows fell full upon her pale face, and it was as the face of an
angel.

Il Clàrley 1 " she repeated, with a great tearless sob, hold-
ing out both hands; "I Oh, bless God 1 the doctor says we
may-1wte 1 "

He had braced himself to hear the worst-not this. He
made one step forward and fell at her feet like a stone.

CHAPTER XII.

TRE MORNMG.

HEY might bope The night had passed, the morn-
ing had çome, and she still lived.

You would hardly have thouglit so to look at her,
as sbe lay, deathly white, deathly still. But as the

day broke she had awakened from a long sleep, the most
natural and refreshing she had wn for weeks, and looked

up into the pale anxious fà e Trix with the faint shadow
of a smile. Then tÉe eyelids; aved and closed in sleep once
more, but she had recognize Trix for the first time in days
-the crisis was over and hope had come.

They would not let her see hin Ogly while she slept
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would they allow hini now to enter her room. But it was
easily borne-Edith was not to die, and Heaven and his own

grateful 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 morn'ng had come. Edith
would live-all was said in that.

,"There are some remedies that arê either kill or cure in
their action," the old doctor said, giving Charley a facetious

poke. Your marnage was one of them, young man. 1
thought it was Kill-it turns out it was Cure."

For many days no mernory of the past returned to -her,
her existence was as the existence of a new-born babe, spent
alternately in taking food and sleep. Food she took with
eager avidity after her long starvation, and then sank back
again into profound, refreshing slumber.

I'Let her sleep," said t'aie doctor, with a complacent nod
'Ithe more the better. les Natures way of repairing dani-
ages.1y

There came a day at last when thought and recollection
began to struggle back-when she had strength to lie awake

and think. More than once Trix. caught the dark eyes fixed
in silent wistfulness upon her-a question in thern her lips
would not ask. -But Miss -Stuart guessed it, and one day
spoke :

il What is it, Dithy,? Pl she said you look as if you
wanted to say something, you know."

Il How-how long have 1.been sick ? " was Edithts ques-
tion.

Nearly five weeks, and an awful life yoWve led uç, I can
tell YO, LJL ook at me-wom to skin and bone. What do
you s ipýý you will. have to say for yourself when Angus
comes ?

Edith müed faintly, but her eyes still kept their wistful
look.

suppose.j wu delirious part of the time, Tri" ?
Stark, staiing crazy-raving like a"Isnatic at full nioon 1

But you neednt look so concerned about it-we've changed
all that. You!ll do now."

Il Yes," she said it with a sigh you have all been very
kind. 1 supposeiesonly a fancy of the féver after aW'

66 What ? Pt



THE MORNING. 407

Ci I-Trixy! don't laugh at me, but I thought Charley
was here."

Il Did you responded Trix the most natural, thing
in life. He is here."

Her eyes lighted---ý-her lips parted-a qugstion trembled
upon them, but she hesitated.

«IGo on," said Miss Stuart, enjoying it all; Iltheres
something else on your mind. Speak up, Edie 1 don't be
ashamed of yourselV

Il I arn afraid you will laugh this time, Trixy-I know it
is only a dreani, but 1 thou&ht Charley and 1 were--!'

« Yes," said Trixy ; 4 1 were-what ? Il
Il Married, then 1 Il with a faint little laugh. DoWt tell

hirn, please, but it seéms--it s6éms so rea4 I had to tell
you.

She turned her face away. And Trixy, with suspicious
dirnuess in her cyes, stooped down and kissed that thin,
wan face.

You poor little Dithy she said you do like Char-
ley, don7t you?"no, it!s not a drearn-you were married
nearly a fortnight ago. The hope of my life is realized
you are my sister,ý and Charley s wife 1 Il

There was a little panting cry--then she covered her face
with her hands and lay stilL

Il He is outside," went on Trix ; CI you don't know what
a good boy he has been-so patient-and all that. He de-
serves some reward. I think if you had died he would have
died too-Lord Lovel and Lady Nancy, over again. Not
that I much believe in >oken hearts where men are con-

cerned, either," pursued Trix, growing, cynical ; Il but this
seems an exéeptional case. Hes awfully fond of you, Dithy ;
Ppon my word he is. 1 only hope Angus may go off in a

dead faint the first tinie l'in sick and get better, as he
did the other day. We haven't let him in much lately, for
fear of agitating you, but 1 think," says Trixy, with twink-
ling èyes, CI you could stand it now-couldnIt you, Mrs.
Stuart ? Il

She did not wait for a reply-she went out and hunted up
Charley. He ww smoking downstaire, and trying to read
the morning paper. 1

Your wife wants you," said Miss Stuart brusquely; Il gô 1

CI
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only mind this--»doWt stay too long, and don't talk too
inuch."

He started to his feet-awav went Tribune and cigar,
and up the stairs spfang Charlei-half a, dozen at a time. -

And then Miss Stuart sits down, throws lier handkerchief
over her face, and for the next five minutes indulges in the
exclusively feminine luxury of a real good cry.

After that Mrs. Charles Stuart!s ecovery was perfectly
magical in its rapidity. Youth a d splendid vitality, no
doubt, had something to, do with it, but I think the fact that
she-eas Mrs. Charles Stuart had more to do still.

There came a day, when propped up with pillows, she
could sit erect, and talk, and be talked to as much as she
chose, when blinds were pulled up, and sunshine poured in ;
and.no sunshine that ever shone was half so bright as her
hap ' face. There came still another day, when robed in a

pretty pink morning-dress, Charley lifted her in his arms and
carried her to, the arm-chair by the window, whence she
could look down on the bright, busy city street, whilst he sat
at her feet and talked. Talked 1 who is to tell of what ?
&& Two souls with but a single thought-two, hearts that beat
as one,'I» generally find enough to say for themselves, 1 no-
tice, and require the aid of no outsiders.

And there came still another day-a fortnight after, when
looking pale and sweet, in a dark-gray travelling suit and
hat, -Mrs. Charles Stuart, leaning on her husbands arni, said

good-by to, her friends, and started on her bridal tour. ' They
were to spend the next three weeks South, and then return
for Trixy2s wedding at Christmas.

Christmas came ; merry Christmas, sparkling with snow
and sunshine, as Christmas ever should sparkle, and bring-

ing that gallant ex-officer of Scotch Grays, Captain Angiis
Hammond---captain no longer-plain Mr. Üarntnond, done

with drilling and duty, and getting the. route forever, going in
for quiet, country life in bonnie Scotland, with Miss Beatrix
Stuart for aider -and abettor.

Charley and his wife came to New York for the wedding.
They had told Mr. Hammond how ill Edith had been, but
the young Scotchman, as he pulled his ginger whiskers and

1stared in her radiant, blooming face, found lit difficult indeed
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to realize. She had been a pretty girl-a handsome woman
-happiness had made her more-she was lovely now. For

Charley--outwardly all his easy insouciance had returned-
he submitted to be idolized and made niuch of by his wifé,

after the calm fashion of lordly man. But you had only to
see him, look once into her beautifial, laughing face, to knew
how passionately she was beloved.

Mr. and Mrs. Angus Hammond had a splendid wedding;
and to say our Trixy looked charming would be - doing her
no sort of justice. And again Miss Seton was first brides-

maid, and Mrs. Stuart, in lavender silk, sniffed behind a
fifty dollar pocket handkerchiéf, as(in' duty bound. They

departed immediately after the ceremony fbýr Scotland and a
Continental tour-that very tour which, as you know, Trixy
was cheated so cruelly.out of three years before.

Mr. and Mrs. Stuart went back South to finish the win-
ter and the honeymoon among the glades of Florida, and
Il do," as Charley said, Il Love among the Rose&" Mr.

Darrell returned to Sandypoint. Mrs. Stuart, senior, took
up her abode with Nellie Seton, pending such time as her

children should get over the first delirium of matrimonial
bliss and seule quietly down to housekeeping. After that it
was fixed that she was to divide her tinie equally between
them, six months with each. Charley and his wife would

make England their home; Edith7s ample fortune lay there,
and both loved the fair old land.

In May they sailed for England. They would spend the
whole of the summer in Continental travelling-the pleasant
ranibling life suited them well. B& they went down to
Cheshire first ; and one soù May afternoon stood side by
side in the old Gothic church where the Câtherons for gener-
ations had been buried. The mellow light'catue softly
through the painted windows-up in the organ loft, a young
girl sat playing io herself soft, sweet, solemn melodies.
And both hearts bowed down in tender sadness as they
stood before one tomb, the last erected within thoie walls,
that of Sir Victor Catheron. Edith pulled her veil over her

face--the only tears that had filled her.eyes since her second
wedcTing-day falling quietly now. -

There were many remembrances of ý the dead man. A
beautiful memorial window, a sowbre hatchment, and a mon-

18
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ment of snow-wbite marble. It was very simple-it repre-
sented only a broken shaf4 and beneath in gold letters, this
inscription

S,&cum To nm Mzxolzir OF

SIR VICTOR CATHERON, of Catheron Roya% Bart.

Dam OcT. 3, x867, iln the 24th Year Of his ne.

'Rü mn eti wkile it vairet day-»

TE£ £SM
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M. 191. Pomeroy l" Brick.91)
sirNmir-(a serious book) .......... $ i _ço NON-S-Ný,ii-(a cornic book) ........ Si _o

GoLD-DUST do. ...... ... 1 50 laRICK-DU.T do. ....... 1 50
OUR SATURDAY NIGHTS .......... 1 50 ý LIFIR OF M. M. pobtanov .......... 1 go

John Esten Cooke.
FAIRFAX ..................... 81 50 1 HAMMER AND RAPIER ............ 81 30

HILT TO 1 50 OUT OF THE FOAA., ............. 1 50

Feydeau and Cazenave,
PENIALE BEAUTY AND THE AR-rç or rLnA-iNG.-Ficnn the French ............. Si ço

Joseph Itodmau Drake.
Tim cutpxi-r weil known fidry poeirn, mith zoo illustrations ...... $2 oc

THIS CULPRIT PAY. Do. superbly bo-and in turkey morocco.. 5 oo

Biebari B. Klmball.
WAS IqIK sttrcrssnLl.... et-751 LIFE IN SAN DOWINGO.' ......... 91 50

UNDERCURRENTS OP WALL 1 75 HENRY POVRR!sý, BANKER ..... .. . 1 73

SAINT LIMER .................... 1 75 -mý-DAY .................. ...... 1 75
ltOà4ANCZ OF STUDENT LIrE ...... 1 751 taiium: (In press.) .............

Author '&'&New Gooolptâýoir Pesssera"II
cmmNicixt op GoTHAu.-A rich modern sattre. (Paper COv--M) ........... 35 CM

1-sx FALL op xAx. -A sas im on the Darwin theory Do. ........... e cts.

CoUa 13. garduer')n
STOLIM W,&TMM vem).. 8150 M pnm) ....... .$1 73

laitUK» 11111MAM do. x Sol xxx xrvwAv..ý.do ............ 1 73



4 G. IV. CARLETON ô- CO.' S PUBLICATIONS.

Aun S. Stephe!as.
pisExix ruos-es zxprRisNczs.-Author of "Fashion and Famine ......... Oz 7s

Annak Cora inowatte
ITALIAW LIM «D LEGEN DS. ... . .$ i ýc;o 1 THE cLaR(;YmAWs wim-A noveL 0 1 73

Mrs. C. L. lllellvain. ' 1
"ON A»%D GoLD.-A new American novel, ............... 30

]Dr. Cumualngs')e 'Works,
TRE GRU AT TRIBULAT'ION ........ $2 00 THE GREAT CONSUUbtAlION ...... 12 00

nia !:;'dXAT IqMPARATION ........ 2 00j THE SEVENTH VIAL. 2

Ceeella Cleveland.
ZIM ST(MY OF A WXXXX; OP, JOURNAL LEAVRS FRON CHAPPAQUA...

Olive Logran.
là oxxx uqn TnxATRm-And othcr miscelIancous sketches and topics ....... fi 5o

19111geellaneous Worke.
irà%t" FR014 Tm OPRIUL; ......... Il _ÇO i NORTHF-RN SALLADS.-Anderwo...$z 2o

FEI I)AZZLR'S BACHELOR SrUDIRS.. 1 -'0. VLVNIOUTH CHURCH.-1847 tO ILS73. 2 oo

lIrTLYtWANDItItF-RS.-IllifStrdted.. 1 50 0. Z KERR PAFFRS.-4 Vuls. in z... a oo
GENRSIS DiscLosED.-T. A. Davies i _o cmitisTmAs HoLLY-Marion Harlwid i So

COMMODORE ROLLINCPIN'S LOG.... 1 50 DitrAu music.-F. R. Marvin .. 1 50
flitAZF-NGATES.-Ajiivenile...... i So poums.-By 1- G. Thomas ....... i _ço

ANTIL)OTE TO GATES AJAR ...... 25 Cts vic-roit Fiu(;o,-Hii. life ... ....... 2co

THIL IRUSSIAN BALL (paper) ........ 25 CLS BRAUTV is IIOWER ............. .. 150
TUE SNOBLACE BALL do ........ 25 Cts WOMAN, I.OVE, AND 38ARRIAGE , * * Il _0

I)FAFN-SS.-Dr. E. B. làghdàl.. i oo WICURDEST WONIAN in New York..25 cts

" BOOK ABOUT LAW*'ERS.......-... 2 00 SANtitviciias.-By Artemus Ward.a5 cts,

" BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS .......... 2 oo R-GiN^.-Poems by Eliza Cruger.. i e

sQuiBoB PAPRs.-John PhSnix .. i So WI DOW %PIUGGINs.-Widow Bcdott X 75

Xiseellaneous Noveloi.
,A ctiAitbiiNG wiDow.-Macquoid..$' 75 itoBLmT c;itEA-rHous&-j. F. Swih 42 Co

TRUE TO HIM EvER.-By F. W. R. i So rpýus^r1N A.- -Frorn- the German .... i 5o

TITP FORGIVINGNISS.-By M. Loth. It 75 bl^uRlcvt.-From the French ...... % So

LOYAL UNTO DEATH .............. 1 75 GIISTAVkDoLF.-Frorn the Swedish 1

BESSIE WILbIlLRTON.-%Ve,tCOtt .... 1 75 ADI«FT WIT&I A VENGEANCE ....... 1

]PURPLE AND FINE LINEN.-Fawcett IL 75 UP BItOADwAy--BY Eteanor Kirk. i 5o
EDMUND DAWN.-Ily Ravenswood. i So MONTALBAN ...................... IL 75

CACIIILT.-MrS. NI. J. R. Harnâton, 1 75 LIFE AND DEATH ................. 1150

MARK GILDEItSl-«VE.-J. S.Satitade 1 75 CLAUDE GURUX-BY VictOT 11-190. 150
FERNANDO bit LEMO.';.-C. Gayaree 2 co rouit oAx-.-By Kamba Thorpe.. 1 75
ci.o%%-N jmvELs.-Mrs. Moffat..... 1 75 ADitirr IN Dixix.-Edmund Kirke. a 50

A LosT LiFa.-By Ernilý Moore.. i _ço AblONG THE GUERILLAS. DO. 1 $0

AVERY GLIBUN.-Orphcus C. Kerr. 2 00 AMONG THIL FINES Do. 1 50
TM£ CLOVEN FOOT.- Do. . 1 50 MY SC)UTHEIZN FulitNm Do. 1 50

RoaiANcEt or RAiLRoAn.-Smith... it 5o DOWN IN TENNESSE& Do. 1 50

Xliscellaneous Worke,

NVOOWS GUIDE TO THE CITY OP NEW voitic.-P»cautifully and fully Mustrated..$% oo

BiLL AWs P-ý,ca PApitits.-Full of comic illustrations ...... ... ........... 1 50
A DOOK OP ILPITAIIHS.--AmtL-ing, quaint. and Curious. (NeW) ........... q.. z. 30

soixEmits or TxAvF-L--Py Madame Octavia Walton I.A-Verts .............. 2 00

Tiw ART OP AMUSING.-A book of home amusements, with illustratigns ...... i "
MijV TO%.IAKI£ MONEY; and how to keep it-By Thomas X Davies ......... i 5o

13ALLAU OV 1-ORD BATEMAN.- Vith illustrations by Cruikshank (pýper) ....... 25 Cts.
amiiNu Tiiit scxNcs; at the " White Hou."-"-gy Flizabeth Keckbey .... 0.. 2 S

niv vAcm-rsmA.4's PitimER.-For amateux sailors. T. R. Warren (paper)...._ço =
RURAL ARCHITECTURE -By NI. Field. With plans and Illustrations ......... a Jo

LIVE OF HORACE GititaLEY.- By L. U. Reavis. 'With a new stW Portrait o jo
WHAT 1 KNOW UF FARMING.-Hy Horace Greeley ................. e ..... * i 5o

PRACTICAL TMATIRE ON "sop--By Hendrick B. Wright .......... i .... .. 2 co

TwaLva virws or imAvaN.-Hy Twelve Distingui"ed English 1 50

M %JSES NCVT MAU« WITH RANm-An Uluçtmted juvSile, inused by lioppin. z co

=111S8 OF THIC SMENANDOAH-The Last Conféderate Steamer ............. 0 1 30
xiLiTAry accoRD or civiLL« AppoiNiràinNTS in the I(J. S. Amy ........... 3 co

nu«mNG citisis or "a suvTxý:-By Ilntm Rowan Hdper ... ........... a co

EN »GMAND Do. Do. (paper SvSi).. x ou



j ARLES DICKENe 
WORKS.

A New Edition.

Among the merous editions of the works of this gr eatest of Eng-
lish Novelist.% t e has not been until now one-that entirely satisfies the
public demand. * * . . Without exception, they each have some
strong distinctive bjection, . . . either the shape andýdimensîon%

of the volumes are unhandy-oir, the type is sinall and indistinct- or,
'the paper is thin and poor--or, the illustrations if they have any] are
ausatisfactory--or, the binding is bâd--or, the price is too high.

A new edition is mw, however, jublîshed by G. W. Carleton-& Co.
of New York, which, it is'believed, w4 in every respect, conipletely
satisfy the popuW demand. . . . It is kno-wn as

"Il Carleton"@ Ne'w Illustraied Editione"

The size and fSm is most convenient for holding, the type is
entirely new, and of a clear and open character that has recesved the
approval of the reading community in other popular works.

The illustrations are by the original arfists chosen by Charles
Dickens himself . . . and the paper, printing, and buxling are
of tbe most attractive and substantial character.

The publication of this beautiful new edition was comnmSd, in
Aprü, 1873, and will be completed in 20volumes-one novel each

month-at the extreinely reasonable price of ti.5o per volume, as
follows:-

[-THE PICKWICK PAPERS. il-MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT.

2--X)LIVER TWIST. 12--OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

3-DAVID COPPERFIELD. 13-TALE OF TWO CITIES.

4-GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 14--CHRISTMAS BOOKS.

5-DOMBEY AND SON. 15-SKETCHES By 4&]BOZpp
6-iBikRNAiBy RuDGiL i6-HAPi) TIMESI, ETC.
0

7-NICHOLAS NICKLEBY 17-PICTIURFS nF ITALY, ETC.

&--OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 18-UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELL»-

ý--BLEAK HOUSE. 19-EDWIZ: DROOD, ETC.

10--ILITTLIE DOPMT. 20--ENGLANDand CATALOGUE,-

Being issued, month hy month, at so reasonable a price, those who
bigin by subscribing for this work, will imperceptibly soon find thm.

ielves fortunate )wners of an enfire set of thiséest edition of Dirétnil
Warks, almost %%ithout having paid for it.

A Prospectus fhrnishing specunen of type, iund-page, and illastra.
tions, will be sent te) any onefree on application-and speeimen

ai the bound books will be fSwuded by mad, *vtaje freel on
of pitx4 $i.5op by

G. W. CARLzmN & Co.9 PdbILqm-%

Madimu Sqump.9 New VÔ&

.W



THREE VALUABLE BOOKS9
AU Beautifully Prmted &" Eàeg=tày Bemm&

I.-The Art or Conrerimiîmm.
W'Ith Dhved-mz for Self-Culture. Am admilubý7 ýd a!>. lu]

wc.%--fmrnidbýW, lngtru--tive- and full of ruggqqtxmg wwâ-mtiW » m.ýry «w whe
deurr% to bk* either a good talker or homemerr. or "o **»Ëm U nouemm Q& ad mm
baie in goM wbmey. Every ynung and "cm old pm-ivm «benfit wtm-Laý qmulllr ta
rives and oveT again, and f ollow t ho-ie hintf m rt «,tLjK* "C âxem t», 1bmnâ mg
bad hatÀtg and culti % ate Wxxi ones. Ihnae rý.UL Amç xz4 mtw mwanrum wM
bu found chapters upon-

raz- -SAucmm. -- T-AgiNn - -snj::ý1rT
C vtowiqr- - Fà i-LT FisDiNG. - EooT- vimi,&Tl oit-

%wrw ci-kmy

Il.-The iabite et Go-ad SMes«jr.
A Rmdbook for 1-wlieit and Gentlm)MCL IrrLt t1àýmX*Mrý. tâyd& mi mmfflbmbM

cononraing soctal observancem, nice puni cf ta«De laid rba-t -vommrm mi tbe
an ci auktag otwSlf *rreeable. Tbe whole irit immirmu* U»msý
tnMàm ce nocW predicamentic, nmarkp cm lmûuun,, esr- rffmme IP-1&
,AMCUC tl»euntents vrill be found Chapter« uliKm-

GZXTLEMinre PIL"àcz. Làma-m wr
UDTW Px"àclL-FAMION& I)iwirem H-Mffms

TU4-mnSrs 01q SOCErT'r. NlA?rNE» àr
Gf)or) SocivTlr--t&D SC-METT. 1ficyxW13es

T13E I)iitzmiça-Rrox. E-V-Eý
Tgit TkDmg' Tol]LET.-DItZ»& lrc-VATE
Fcxixrwlt Accç>xpLlBHXKNT*.

y Aý," Fý» AÇD 11 AB 1 T& lu &Xxl*Gi-z C1ý wymm

1-tiulc A-" PRrYATE ETTQtr7,Tz. lç«ri-rà-rxym----i nmwmK

DO
C'ti.LMG Pl-MJe pucnffriuLmw-

VILmNr;-

Durxza P&zTim

fil.-AriLs 01 writingg IRCadiaru. lu" Speaklmt&
An excimliney fasdnatinir work fur tmctdnr iret mmOF die br#frý but br

perfecting every one in the»e three MmOft deMMtile Pror ,,Xà
thL« book ç both interening and valuable: amd luradz&«. -utmuâýker
or x)ciaily It is a book that they cannat dawam wjLIL 000 ?"m "_ àm
sh.- contemi wiU be found chapterr VPOD--

RxADt,,çn à S&Y -WiL&lr wer lm Say--llmlw im
WnKm sry rz,.%cm & CO".Txrc-=CnL -W=r-

Wiqair iro AviLuD.-LFTTrjR WsxTiýNG.- me à Brfflcm lmmwgmý-Pi>

Or

AC-Ma à T'cm 1 RMORL-TUZ
Cl"lrrMr AýXD SPY.AIUI-qG.-WB£T TO IMM ýCW e BFEMIL

Im worki are tu moa Perfea of chetr MI ever pqddbboa: -IS«dk amom
»od_àýý mtertaeti", «" rmdebk- Ziomw per»m af Rmm afteta peu-

Aem,, cmd Snnot be oMawtoe Mm VM gàm&

A beautitu; new MuSâture OMCM 19 tbem vmTT PqPmbg bM&M b» imt
VuWinbed, entitied - Tim rn&"Mm ttume I='W *-Aý et»-

ensayl!inted on tînted paper, and bqnd»umeýv tovmd mi a %»mL P-ým l&J&
*00 Thm books mm &U ommt by mat, pmgfflfrir., mm muntat «d ygiwe, &y

xi£= sqzm% New Te&



MARY Je HOLIRESI WORKS.
,00 1

z,-TEMPEST AND SUNSHINM S.-MARIAN GRAY.

s.-ENGLISH ORPHANS. g.-DAR.KNESS ANn DAYI.'-GHT.

3.-HOMESTEAD ON MILLSIDE. io.-HUGH WORTHINGTON.

4.---ýLENA RIVERS. xit.-CAMERON PRIDF.

S.-MFADOW BROOK. ic2.-ROSE MATHER.
z3.-ETHELYN'S.MISTAKF»

6.-DORA DEAN7. z4.-MILLBANK.

I.-COUSIN M-AUDIL +-z$.-EDNA BROWNING.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

"Mrs. Hohn«I stories am univer»Dy vead. Mer admirers an upmbedus.
She is in mary respects withbut a rival in the worid of fiction. Hef kharacters,
are always;afe-hlce, and she makes thent talk and act like humian Iming% subject
tu die same emotions, swayed by the same passions, and actuate&by the same

moti-ves whiéh are cmmoa among men and womm of eveiy day tiistence. Mm
flolmes is very haWy in portraying dopestic Iiie. Old and young peruse ber

stories with great delWtt for she writes in a style that *B can comprehend.'ý-
'Ar#ýw Ferà

"Mm HlabW semies are an of a domestic -dharactero, anil, theïr interest,
dmsefore, is not so intense as if they were more hiihly scasoned with sensational-
ism, but it is of a heahhy and abiding ébaracter. Ahnost any ne- book which her

publLher udght choose to announce from. ber pen wotdd get iminediate and
general reading. Ile interest in ber tales begins it-once, and -is maintained to

the close. Mer sentiments am so sound, ber "mpathies so yram and ready,
and ber knowiedte of manners, character, and tbe varied inciàeý-ts of ordinary
life is so thorough, that'sbe would find it ýiff=k to writé any other than an

c=e1lent tale if she were to try itl-Bo"m Banser.

"Mm Hohn« b " amus6t; bu a quick and true Ume of humor, a
gympathetic wgw4 a perSpticu of character, and a fa-Mar, attractive st3ý

picasantiy adapted, f» the =préhension and the mm of that krze dau of
Ameri=a r«ders.for whom àshiombh nords a" idSl foi-ta bave no

IV'lln vohum m ÎE bmdwm* prùmd and bottnd. in ckythl--"

0. W. CARLETON & CO.9 PubUah«14

Àfadisým Sqz*weg .4Véx York.


