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ANOTHER MAN’S WIFE.

CHAPTER L
¢ MARRIED—BUT NOT MINE | ”

“Brrvr! darling! my one only love, unsay those
words! You cannot cast me off ; you cannot be false to
this love we own for each other—to all our vows. Tell
me this is an evil dream, and you will yet be mine ! ”

The roses, and the myrtles, and the trailing vines in the
warm, still air and dim light of the conservatory had
listened in happier hours to this young pair’s vows of con-
stancy. Now they heard the desolate, heartbroken sobs
of Beryl Heath, as her golden head lay on the dark plush
cover of the chair-arm, and her slender, white-draped form
was shaken by the storm of her woe.

“Jerome, I cannot help it. They have forced me. 1
owe so much to my grandmother. My father threatens
to curse me. They have made me promise—they have
promised for me. Oh, love, we must endure it!”

““But you have promised ¢, and a promise is sacred.”

“They say you will weary of me, as you have of
others; that you will hate me when, with my idle, expen-
sive, helpless ways, I am a burden on your hands.”

- ““ltis a hideous 'matter of barter; it is buying and sell-
-ing your flesh and blood. You have been hawked around
the marriage markets of high life, as a lovely slave in an
oriental bazaar. Such a marriage is degradation to you.”

‘“But, Jerome, they say I must and shall marry. They
are poor. My father, you know, has wasted all my dead
mother's fortune and his own, and we depend on the
Dowager Lady Heath and she says I shall and must take
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this offer. You know we cannot marry. You have only
the little your uncle gives you. The marquis will give
my father a place in some legation.”

“I said it was sale—barter! Oh, shame, shame! If]
were heir of Sothronwold, they would throw you into my
arms gladly cnough.”

““But, Jerome,” said Beryl, with a fresh burst of tears
at her lover's wrath, I would not love you any better
than I do, now that three lives stand between you and
Sothronwold.”

“You love me. Be this your dower, and my fortune—
our mutual love.”

““ And beggary and a parent’s curse! I cannot—I can-
not!”

“And you will marry the Marquis of Medford—more
than twenty years older than you are—who buys you as
he would a statue to ornament his castle! Shame on
you!l” :

¢“Jerome, I must do my duty in obeying my parents.
You know you are fond of gay life, and never would settle
‘to anything ; and I have nothing to plead with them but
that I love you, and they laugh that to scorn. Jerome,
we must part forever ; let it be in peace, not hate.”

““Peace ! You have ruined my life. You destroy all
my faith in woman. Agree that another shall have your
caresses ! Never! What aim is left me? I called your
love my blessing ; instead, it is my curse.” :

“Oh, Jerome, Jerome, how can you!”

¢““If you do this thing, Beryl, I warn you, my ruin is at
your door—my death, my dishonor. I will throw myself
away.”
¢ Jerome, this is madness. You have no right to speak
so.”

““The day that you make a marriage so shamefully un-
fitting, I will do as much. I, too, will marry without.
heart or fitness ; and in the disgraceful spectacle you shall
have a true view of yourself—Beryl Heath.”

¢ Oh, Jerome | for my sake, be a good, brave man.”

“For your sake—yours! You deceive me—cast me
off. Who else has loved me, or have Iloved? I have
even no kin, but an old great-uncle, with son and grand-
sons. I am an Ishmael—an outcast in all the world,”
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“Jerome, only this one word. My heart is broken, I
love you. Good-by forever!”

“‘Forever, indeed 1”

This was her father’s angry voice in the doorway, look-
ing in fury on this unhappy pair.

Lord Aifred Heath had been a spendthrift and a man of
fashion from his youth. His own and his wife's property
being exhausted, he lived on a limited income, begrudged
Ly his brother, the Earl of Lancaster, and the aid of his
mother, the dowager Lady Heath. On the beauty, grace,
and winning charms of Beryl Heath, father and grand-
mother had openly speculated. Lady Heath had secured
for her grandchild all fashionable accomplishments, and
had strained every nerve to keep her the best dressed girl
in London,

This was the close of Beryl's second season. She was
twenty. One love her heart had owned, Jerome Sothron ;
and between Jerome, in his absolute poverty, and the
magnificent estates and immense income of Sothron three
good lives intervened. In the eyes of the family, Beryl's
love for handsome, hasty, spoiled, popular, passiohate
Jerome Sothron was a real madness. And Lord Alfred
and his mother had accepted for Beryl a suitor of forty-
five, the Marquis of Medford, unimpeachable, cold, rich,
high in title, influence, and position. What nonsense was
this about the girl's love for Jerome and her breaking
heart? TFolly! ‘A coronet would cure her heart-break,
and Jerome was an indisputable ne’er-do-well.”

Beryl Heath was her dead mother’s own child. Lovely,
graceful, shrinking, tenderly and ardently loving, but
timid, weak, easily dominated by stronger wills, and held
in deep subordination by her unscrupulous father, and the
high-tempered, Roman-nosed, resolute dowager Lady
Heath,

Beryl's extreme beauty and submissiveness commended
her to the middle-aged bachelor marquis as the very wife
he had sought for years. It never entered his mind that
such a shy girl could passionately love a suitor rejected by
her family., Young girls, in his creed, accepted whom
their families chose, and therefore loved their husbands.

The preparations for Beryl’s marriage to the marquis
went briskly on. Her father and grandmother felt that
nothing would be absolutely safe until the fatal words had
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been spoken at the altar, that should bind her to Lerd
Medford and part her from Jerome forever.

One friend 1 her own circle she had who gave her warm
sympathy in her contemned love, and often bade her end
her troubles by eloping with Jerome. Beryl could not
know that this friend, a brilliant young widow, Mrs. Ran-
leigh, had for the three years since her return to society
been laboring to secure the addresses of the Marquis of
Medford. .

¢ Don’t be intimate with Mrs. Ranleigh,” said the shrewd
old dowager. ‘‘She cannot be your friend, as she has
openly tried to win the marquis for herself.”

They watched her closely ; she was a prisoner under
their keen eyes-—a prisoner, if her shackles were covered
with velvet and gold. Her father filled her ears with tales
about Jerome—tales that he knew were false, and which
old Lady Heath wrathfully said were not fit for a young
maiden’s ears.

‘“ Anything is better than her eloping with Sothron,”
Heath said.

Was that true? That remains to be seen.

Another friend, and, indeed, confidante, Beryl had—one
who could only weep with her, and lavish humble caresses
on her, and give a girl's sympathy to this miserable
course of true love—Fanny Hume, her maid. Fanny had
been brought up as Beryl's attendant, and twelve years of
daily intercourse, and poor Beryl's desolation in her love-
less home, had made them not merely mistress and maid,
but friends.

Such a friend as Fanny was onedanger more for Beryl ;
Fanny was an honest girl, but weak and giddy. It was
Fanny who brought Beryl a note from Jerome. One half
of the note was a wild prayer to her to fly with him as his
wife ; the other half, mad, reckless threats of defying her,
and destroying himself by a miserable marriage. Beryl
thought herself the most unhappy of girls.

There was another girl who fancied herself happy.
Celia Morris, niece of the gate-keeper of Sothron Abbey.

““Come back to your sewing, Celia,” said heraunt. ** I
know what you are looking for—a glance at Mr. ]erome'.
He is no game for you, nor you for him. If youdon't
mind, you'll go on as your sister Delia did.” .

Celia crimsoned with pain and rage, for Delia, her twin
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sister, a year before, had run away to the city with a gay
visitor at Sothron Abbey, and had been heard of no more,
and Celia understood that the dear sister, so like her that
even relatives could scarce tell them apart, who had slept
in her cradle and grown at her side, had flung herself
unutterably and forever away. She said :

“Don't worry, dear aunt, for me ; it will be a wedding-
ring or nothing.”

* * * * Sk * *

The sacrifice had been made at St. George’s altar ; as
much a sacrifice as if the fair little bride had been im-
molated to the patron saint in some heathen rite.

A great, wonderful, splendid, brilliant wedding, they
said. But her heart fell, colder and colder ; and when her
husband clasped his arm about her with tender words, as
they drove to one of his country seats—DNMedford Priory,
near Kew—his words sounded faint and far off, for crushed
in her glove was a dreadful little paper, with the cruel
words : :

““Married—to Celia Morris—and the fault is yours/”

Married ! Thrown away, all his future ruined, and his
present a cruel pain ; and through her! Her Jerome, her
love, her one love, lost! renounced, cast away forever!
How she restrained herself that bitter day she never knew.
Lights blazed, the tenantry welcomed their lord-and lady
with shouts and flowers, and hats flung high. But in the
evening, when Fanny was undressing her, Beryl flung
herself face downward on the satin sofa and wept such
hot, mad, despairing tears as she had that night in the
conservatory.

CHAPTER 1II.
‘“HOW CAN 1 LOVE ANY MAN BUT YoUup?”

AFTER a week at Medford Priory, the marquis and his
bride went for a tour on the Continent. In Paris it was
that the marquis received a letter from his friend, young
Lord Ravlin, and took care to read it aloud. because of
this paragraph :
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‘‘ There is no society news, except that our handsome
and erratic young friend, Jerome Sothron, has finally
ruined himself by marrying the daughter of the gate-
keeper at Sothron Abbey. She is said to be amazingly
pretty, and as ignorant as pretty, with a twin sister who
lately threw herself away. So jerome is done for.”

Lady Beryl Medford, in the most dainty of blue morn-
ing robes, clusters of white violets breathing incense
above her wounded heart, was toying with egg and
toast, opposite the marquis, who jealously studied her
downcast face as he read this item. But she had known
and mourned for a fortnight over what he fancied sudden
news. She said, calmly:

“I don't see, quite, why he is ruined, if the girl #
poor.”

‘Do not see the ruin of such a match as that, Beryl !
Why, he can never be looked at in society again. His
only chance was an heiress ; he is a beggar himself ; and
now who will give him a helping hand ?”

Beryl took a sip of coffee, and remarked that French
eggs were never so good as English.

¢ She never cared for him,” said the marquis, with in-
ward joy. ‘‘Her grandmother was right—girls do not
love before marriage. She does not mind this news at
all.” He said aloud: ‘‘Certainly we need unot waste
words over a man guilty of such monstrous folly.”

But Jerome Sothron seemed bound to keep himself in
their minds. One evening at Turin, while they were sit-
ting on a balcony, watching the sunset glowing over the
Alps, the valet brought to the marquis the English papers,
and almost the first paragraph the read wrenched an
exclamation of astonishment from him.

“S8ir Harry Sothron’s two grandsons have been lost in
a yachting accident off Cowes. Pity ! pity ! And if their
father does not re-marry and have sons, Jerome Sothron
will be heir of those immense estates, unless they dis-
inherit him because of his wife.” )

““They will not do that,” said Beryl, smelling at a great
cluster of orange bloom, but on her breast lay a weight
heavier than the Alps, and colder than their snows.

Oh, why had she not insisted on waiting ? Fate might
have united her to Jerome some good day.

Then, when the glory of the Bay of Naples lay spread
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before the cliff-hung villa, where they whiled away June
days, came another letter from Lord Ravlin; and again
the marquis, anxious to know if he or another held the
secret heart of this gentle bride, read it aloud :

“Sjr Harry Sothron’s only son died yesterday of typhoid
fever. He has been given up for a week. Jerome is
there. His wife has not been seen since their marriage.
No one knows where she is ; but old Sir Harry will not
disinherit him. He says all the property must go with
the blood. Sir Harry is terribly broken.”

Beryl was leaning on a balustrade, feeding some tame
doves. The marquis could not be sure whether the
quiver that ran through the elegant form, draped in black
Spanish lace, looped with blush roses, was terror, or
grief, or pain—or, as she covered it with a nervous laugh,
“ That the doves had pecked her hands!”

Yes, all the lives—all those three strong, hopeful lives
between Jerome Sothron and heirship to estates of fabulous
splendor—had passed away like the mists of the morning.
The bereaved old uncle, on the verge of the tomb, clung
to his dashing, young, affectionate, handsome grand-
nephew.

True, Jerome had made a terrible mistake in his mar-
riage, and happiness from such wedlock was out of the
question. But his lot would be hard enough without dis-
inheritance.

Why had Jerome married a woman he evidently did not
love, and would not live with? This problem the old
uncle puzzled over much as he drifted down on death.

As for Jerome, in his hideous wretchedness, he cared
little for estates that six months before would have given
him the bliss of possessing Beryl. '

But old Sir Harry died, and Jerome inherited, and the
dowager. Lady Heath, and her son Alfred, wished they
had heard Beryl's prayers ; for Jerome—Sir Jerome Sothron,
was even twice as rich as the Marquis of Medford, and
would have been doubly complaisant to his wife's relatives.
The marquis rather held aloof from the family of Heath.
They were not to his severe patrician taste.

Yes, Jerome was Sir Jerome Sothron; and the thought
of his exalted position, in connection with his rash mar-
riage, drove him wild. He was in a frenzy against fate,
against his wretched lot. He cursed himself that he had
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too much moral sense to blow out his own brains, or fling
himself away in a vortex of vice. The memory of his
mother held him back ; but he tempted death by a hun-
dred reckless exposures ; and death, swift on the track of
those who fly, is often coy when pursued. But Jerome,
the gay, the robust, the popular, grew cold, taciturn,
bitter. His eyes were gloomy and hollow ; his face was
haggard and pale ; his step slow ; his shoulders carelessly
bent ; his dress reckless.

‘‘He is going mad, or in a decline,” wrote Lord Ravlin,
that most industrious correspondent, to the marquis, *“and
in a year the Sothron estates will be begging for an heir.”

Still Beryl did not flinch when it was read to her.

‘“ She does not care, dear child, she never cared,” said
the marquis, who really loved his beautiful wife.

Fanny knew if she cared—Fanny, who heard her moans,
and saw her long hours of bitter weeping.

It was at Biarritz they met again.

At Biarritz the marquis and his wife spent the months
of November and December. There the marquis found
political friends of his youth, and became much engrossed
with their company. Lady Beryl, of course, had com-
panionship in the wives and daughters of herlord’s friends,
and she liked to take long walks, attended by Fanny and
a little groom, along the wide moors, along the cliffs, with
their wonderful view. She was sitting there one day, in
that balmy air, soft as milk and inspiring as wine, watch-
ing the long line of Biscayan breakers tumbling on the
shore, and the groups of Basque fisherwomen, with gay
kerchiefs on their heads, when a passing foot accidentally
rolled a little bowlder down almost against her.

She started and looked about as the careless stranger
said :

*“Beg pardon!”

Again they had met !

“ Jerome!”

“Beryl "

Fanny, from a little distance, divined who he was. She
accommodatingly turned her back, and instituted with the
page an engrossing game of jack-stones for a ribbon. .,

¢ QOh, Jerome | how sick, how wretched you Io_ok !

“Why not? I have all but you—and not having you,
1 have nothing! Oh, Beryl, if you had only waited—only
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been true for three months—for less than six—I could have
claimed you in the face of all the world ! ”

Beryl hid her face on her arms folded over her knees,
and her slight form trembled with her weeping.

«“Tell me, Beryl, are you happy ? Speak !'”

She lifted her tear-wet face.

“ How can I be happy when you, Jerome, aredying ?—
and you lay your ruin at my door, and I know it is true.
You break my heart.”

¢¢ Is your husband good to you? ” he cricd, madly.

«“ Yes, very, very good ! He is generous, courteous—
and, I think, he cares much for me.”

¢ Cares for you ! Beryl, tell me, do you love him ? ”

Oh, reckless question, and most mad answer.

““Jerome, how can I love any man but you? Oh, I
have tried—"

A light leaped to his eyes, as he sharply interrupted
her.

¢ Only say it once more, Beryl.”

She snatched away her hand.

‘“ Jerome, what have I said? Oh, it was wicked.
What | you ask me to repeat words that are a sin, and

ou would despise me for saying ? ”

‘“ Beryl, they have healed a little of my misery.”

¢t Jerome, we must not, we cannot meet again—but for
my sake, promise me one thing. If you do not wish me
to go insane from remorse and die in a mad-house, say
that you will take back your love of life—live, be strong
—get all the good you can out of life, for my sake. Oh,
give me that one content, in my despair, that you are not
ruined by me, but are good and happy.”

He could not withstand the pleading of those gentle,
lovely eyes, the quiver of the beautiful lips, the woeful
entreaty of all the beloved face. He said, manfully :

“ Beryl, 1 will.”

¢“QOh, bless you, Jerome. You lighten my heart. Lvery
day I will pray for your happiness. Jerome, where is
your wife ? 7

‘I have no wife,” he said, angrily.

“ You have—you are married.”

“Only in name. It was the maddest act of all my
reckless life.”-

¢ But where is she ? ”
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‘I do not care a penny for her. But she is safe. 1
have given her four hundred a year, a maid, good fur-
nished apartments in London. She is her own mistress,
so she lets me be.”

¢ Oh, Jerome, that sounds so very wrong.”

““No worse than your living with a man you never
loved.”

And they both were silent, self-condemned.

CHAPTER IIL
¢ FOR FOLLY REAPS THE FIELDS OF CRIME.”

Brryr and Jerome met once more, under favor of Fanny,
at Biarritz. The sight of Beryl, his one love, had renewed
to Jerome the possibility of life. Beryl, pure as a lily in
all her intentions, frank as a child in action, and impres-
sionable as wax, had only in her gentle mind the desire to
undo a little of the evil she had done Jerome, and bring
him to himself. His promises of patience, of cheerful-
ness, of hope, of usefulness, were renewed in the sweet
sunshine of her smile. If between Beryl and Lord Med-
ford there had been the tender confidence which exists
between happier husbands and wives, she would have
told him of her first accidental meeting with her lost
lover, of her pity and fears for him, and from her hus-
band she would have received comfort, help, guardian-
ship in this perilious place of her life. But while the
marquis really loved his young bride, he was cold and
reserved in manner, and a life passed until mature mid-
dle life almost without companionship of women ren-
dered his sympathies and his insight less keen.

Beryl should have taken it as 2 warning of coming dan-
ger that she was so much happier after seeing Jerome, and
that her thoughts hovered about him constantly, asa flight
of butterflies poised on golden wing above a hidden
spring.

Christmas opened for the marquis and his lovely young
wife a series of visits at elegant homes, noble castles, and
country seats, where they were honored guests. Invita-
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tion followed invitation until the beginning of the London
season,

Meanwhile Sir Jerome Sothron secmed to have taken
heart, and had returned to his former health and social
lite. He had always been a favorite in society for his
handsome face, his buoyant spirits, his boyish frankness,
his generosity. Now those who, when he was ‘“ Sothron
the Jandless,” had called him an idler and a trifler, had
said he was extravagant, selfish, and hot-tempered, had
no fault at all to find with the enormously rich master of
all the Sothronwold estates. There was now but one
thing alleged against Sir Jerome ; he had married a-very
pretty girl, against whom nothing could be said but that
she was poor and ignorant. Of Jerome's life nothing was
known, except that he had never lived with her, but gave
her a fair allowance, and had established her in handsome
lodgings, chosen by herself, in Euston Road.

In the tour of friends’ houses between Christmas and
March Jerome and Beryl met more than once. On the first
few occasions when they were thrown together, Lord
Medford watched them with anxious scrutiny. But there
was such a frank simplicity in Beryl’s manner, such an
innocent look in her blue eyes, such a calm pleasure in
her glance as Sothron paid homage to the young beauties
about her, that soon the marquis laid his suspicions aside,
and saw Beryl wandering in a conservatory with Jerome,
or floating through a dance borne on his arm, and nojeal-
ous fears awoke in the husband’ssoul. Jerome once more
knew a little happiness; without a thought of harm he
lived from week to week on these chance meetings with
Beryl. For Beryl, she comforted herself with the fancy
that she had not quite destroyed her one lover, and that
he was secing some good of his young life. Neither of
these inexperienced creatures questioned where this would
end. If cver it crossed Beryl's mind that it would be well
for her not to see Sothron, to whom could she breath the
thought but to faithful and giddy Fanny, who, full of sym-
pathy with the parted lovers, could only say:

“Why, where's the harm, my dearlady? It only gives
you a litile cheer in yourlife, and keeps the blessed gentle-
man from making away with himself.”

In fact, in heart, Fanny was a strong ally of the gener-
ous, smiling Sothron, wha gave her sovereigns and friendly
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words—and she was a sworn secret enemy of the formal,
haughty marquis, who was very severe in his treatment
of servants, and did not scruple to find occasional fault
with his wife’'s manners or words, even in presence of
Fanny, evidently regarding the maid no more than he
would a carved image.

The London season opened with unusual gayety, and
the Marquis of Medford's ancient mansion in Cavendish
Square, magnificently refitted, was the center of attraction
to a splendid social circle. The marquis, proud of his
young wife, and lavish in his indulgence and generosity,
gave orders for the most brilliant entertainments, and
himself chose and ordered Worth's most exquisite cos-
tumes, to set off the beauty of his bride.

With this opening of the London scason, Beryl saw
more and more of Jerome Sothron. He was always in
the crowd of admirers who hung about her chair; he
visited her box at the opera ; he, with other favored ones,
came to admire her flowers and china, and costumes, at
afternoon teas, he cantered beside her carriage as she drove
in the park, they danced together, hour by hour, they
moved unconsciously along a dangerous flower-strewn
slope to—ruin.

No one noticed or seemed to notice any of these things.
Jerome was popular, Beryl was a queen of society ; the
Marquis of Medford was one of the proudest, most self-
assured peers, who ever wore coronet or bowed his stately
head in the presence of royalty ; it never occurred to him
that through that handsome, joyous youth, Sothron,
danger could come to him, the descendant of a long line
of belted earls.

Among the most ardent to welcome young Lady Beryl,
Countess Medford, to her dearly purchased social throne,
was Mrs. Ranleigh, the dashing, handsome widow. Se-
cretly she was cruelly jealous of Beryl, who had secured
that coveted prize, the Marquis of Medford ; but if she at-
tached herself closely to Beryl, she was constantly near
two men who might prove advantageous to her, the
Marquis of Medford and Sir Jerome Sothron. Either of
these men might become widowers, and Mrs. Ranleigh
felt sure that Jerome would sooner or later break his chains
by a divorce.

It was Mrs. Ranleigh who threw Jerome and Beryl so
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often together. Mrs. Ranleigh who hinted to Jerome that
he might give his lost idol flowers, and laughed at Beryl
if she hesitated in wearing them. It was Mrs. Ranleigh
who skillfully forced on this heedless pair little confidences
and unexpected meetings ; she managed it that these two
cruelly separated hearts should be drawn together to beat
as one, and that they should be absolutely forced to sing
together, to stir up passionate memories with such words
as.
« We meet, but not as once we met,
With heartfelt throbs of jealous pain,

And secret fears, that fond regret
Oft kindled into joy again.”

Lulled on the one hand by the utter unconsciousness of
her so much more experienced husband, and by the inno-
cence of her own intentions, on the other by the frankness
and carefulness of Jerome, and the crafty words of her
elder friend, Laura Ranleigh, Beryl went on and on, until
the hand pressures grew longer, the glances more frequent
and ardent, the meetings more intentional, the ties to her
husband weaker, regrets for Jerome stronger. There had
been no real wrong, even of wrong words, but there was
and had been folly, and folly, alas! reaps in the same
fields as crime—and the harvest of Beryl was to be ter-
rible.

The very last of the season, the earl had left home for a
week, and Jerome had invited Beryl and Mrs. Ranleigh to
come and see the paintings and relics at Sothron Abbey,
lying at Earl's Court, near the city limit. At the last minute
Mrs. Ranleigh pleaded illness, and at Jerome's ardent
prayer the reckless Beryl went with him alone. He had
driven from London in a hired carriage, and stopping at
Mrs. Ranleigh’s home, Myrtle Lodge, by Holland Park,
took Beryl from there, by Mrs. Ranleigh’s advice. Beryl
knew she was doing wrong. She made a hurried tour of
the house, and in passing through the portrait gallery said,
heedlessly :

‘ Jerome, when did you see your wife? ”

*“’To-day. Don't call her my wife. She is no wife to
me.”

“To-day! Why to-day?” exclaimed Beryl.

*“She sent for me, Say no more. I cannot think of it.

Beryl noticed that he grew pale and shuddered. A sick-
ening darkness fell over her.
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They passed out upon the noble lawn, under the shad-
ows of the tall oaks.

The sun had set; they were in the silver gloom of twi-
light. The spirit of 2z wife, and of %er husband, guiltless
both, and both really wronged in heart, if not in word or
deed, seemed to Beryl to pass between herself and Jerome,
and with cold, shadowy hands press them far asunder.
She cried out, dominated by the reproachful eyes of these
wraiths, evoked by her aroused conscience :

‘“Jerome, we are wrong. lhate myself! I shallteach
you to despise me. I will never see you alone again.”

At this instant, to her wild horror and terror, her own
maid, Fanny Hume, rushed over the lawn, panting out :

“My Lady! Fly! Fly home! My lord has come!
You must have been watched-—he is in an awful fury |”

CHAPTER IV.
““qusH ! I SHALL NEVER SEE HER AGAIN.”

TuE terrible sinking heart-sickness which Beryl expe-
rienced at these words of Fanny, revealed to her, as noth-
ing else could have done, the extent of her own folly and
wrong. A clear conscience is not such a coward. Her
terror told her in trumpet tones, that she had risked making
herself a mark for public scorn and scandal, and bringing
shame and misery on her honorable and indulgent husband.
Nothing could more effectually have brought Beryl to re-
pentance. :

As for Jerome, he felt the little hand he held grow damp
and cold ; he saw the deadly horror and fear on the face
he loved ; he felt the quiver as in the agonies of dehth,
that shook the graceful, delicate form that for one instant
reeled against him for support—and he took shame to him-
self, that led by his prayer, she had risked the ruin of that
domestic peace, that honorable reputation, which every
good woman holds most dear.  Guiltless, he had exposed
her to suffering with the guilty. She was so young, and
simple, and inexperienced ; he was older ; he, as a man,
knew more of the miserable suspicions, and the burning
tongues of reproach, and he knew how, when the blood-
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hounds of scandal, get on the track of a name, they pursue
it to the death. He cursed his insensate, selfish folly.

“Fanny,” gasped Beryl, ‘““how did you come?”

“In a cab. I paid the man to tear along. My lord
came home and asked for you, and directly I said you
were gone out, he went into such a passion as I never
saw, and I did not spare a minute to fly out and get here.”

«Oh, what shall I do! Whatshall I do !” wailed Beryl.

“You may be safe yet, my lady. I told my lord you
were at Mrs. Ranleigh’s, and as I passed Myrtle Lodge, 1
made bold to give the gate-keeper a note for Mrs. Ranleigh,
telling her the danger you were in, and if my lord went
there for you to say you had gone home.”

Beryl flushed crimson, to feel herself thus in the hands
of poor Fanny, and, indeed, thus compromised by her act,
While Jerome ground his teeth, and raved inwardly at
Fanny’'s maduness, in committing such a dangerous hint to

paper.
I shall go back with you, Fanny,” said Beryl.
““No, indeed,” said Jerome. ‘‘Let Fanny tear along

home, and getin as well as she can. Here, take your
lady’s wrap, you will be behind her.  Beryl, my carriage
that we came in, stands at the gate, the horses are rested
and full of fire. I'll drive you in town like lightuing, in
less time than it would take to get from Myrtle Lodge, and
all will be right.”

“Yes,” cried Beryl, eagerly. “Ican get in a cab at
the corner of Henrietta street, and dismiss it at my door.”

Fanny hastily thrust a black lace vail and a large gray
cloak, which she had brought, into Sothron’s hands.

They all hurried across the lawn where the early dews
were glittering on the grass. Then Sothron tossed a
soverign to the cab driver, and told him to get Fanny
hothe at his best speed, and lifting Beryl into his carriage,
he placed himself by her side, and the whip was not spared,
until the fleet horses fairly flew along the road, sparks
flashing from under their feet, and flecks of foam drifting
from nostrils and shoulders.

Once a terrible thought crossed Jerome’s heart, if Lord
Medford had learned of this, and in fury cast out his un-
happy wife, guilty of nothing but yielding folly, he, Jerome
would rid himself of hated shackles, and then they two
would marry and seek bliss in other lands, But one
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glance at the pallid, quivering face near his shoulder, re-
buked the thought.

“ It would kill her—dear little dove,” he said. Then
Beryl's voice confirmed him. ¢ Oh Jerome—if I ever get
safe out of this. I can never, never do a thing so foolish,
so weak again. We must meet no more.”

“*You shall run no more risks for me,” said Jerome.
“I should die if I never saw you again, but it shall be in
society, where there is no danger of evil speech. Keep
up heart, my darling.”

The word cut Beryl like a sword. She was a wife, an-
other man’s wife, and this man must not use such a word,
—a word, alas, she had not heard from her husband’s
lips. She cried impulsively :

“ Jerome there is but one safety for you or me. You
must live with your wife. Take her, improve her, present
her. Do it for my sake.”

““Hush! It is impossible ! ” he cried, furiously.

*No, no, it is right. Oh, Jerome, I have risked so much
for you. I will be your friend, ker friend, and she will
make our safety.”

“Beryl, hush! It is impossible—it is too late ! I shall
never see her again. I hope never to hear of her again.”

He spoke with a sudden curious excitement which
Beryl noted with wonder. In the mingled light of the
risen moon, and the flaring gas-lamps, she could see a
strange, set, bitter look in his young, handsome face.
She began to cry.

“Beryl!” said Jerome, firmly, *‘ you must not do that,
for your own sake you must not. In a few minutes you
will meet your husband ; how will you account for your
tears? ”

Beryl remembered that she must be firm. She was not
accuslomed to deceive, She was of a guileless nature, of
the straightforwardness that means no evil, and her feet
were taken in tortuous paths, and a web of deceit was
horribly woven about her.  She panted, as if suffocated.

They reached the corner of Henrjetta street. A cab
stood idle. Sothron pressed Bery! despairingly in his
arms, and whispered, ‘* Heaven help you, my poor girl.”
Then putting her in the cab, gave the driver a guinea and
bade him drive the two or three blocks to the corner of
Cavendish square, and come away at once.
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Every nerve in Beryl’s body trembled with shame and
self-reproach, as she stepped on the pavement before her
lordly home. Night had fallen, no one was in sight, but
it seemed as if every brick in the walls had eyes, and
every stone in the street a voice to cty out, ‘“This is Beryl,
Countess of Medford, who trifles with the honor of her
house, and with her own good name, as one of the foolish
women.”

The hall door flew open as she ran up the steps, and a
footman looked out to see if he could call a newspaper
boy. As he did so, he faced his mistress, and cried, ‘‘My
lady !”

‘yFanny is coming, she is behind me. Take my wrap.
Is his lordship gone out again ? ” said Beryl firmly.

‘“My lord is in the library,” said the footman.

With a failing heart, and step that she could scarce keep
from tottering, Beryl walked to thelibrary, as to execution,
knocked, opened the carved, softly-swinging door,

The marquis was bending over some papers at a table.
He turned his head as his young wife entered. Her dress
of shimmering silk, covering waist and front with a net-
work of iris-hued beads, flashed under thelight of the chan-
delier ; her face was pale and eager, an entreaty in her
eyes, but her voice was firm, though it seemed to her that
her furiously beating heart would suffocate her.

She held out her hand, saying as she went to him,
“Percy, I am so sorry 1 was not home when you came !
I did not expect you until to-morrow.”

They had not been parted two days before, since their
marriage eleven months previously, but he did not clasp
her in his arms, he did not kiss her. Indeed she was glad
he did not ; that frantic parting pressure of Jerome made
her tremble yet, but she was terrified by her husband’s
coldness, as he took her hand, saying:

““How did you know that I had come?”

“Fanny hurried to fetch me. She thought you were
displeased at my absence.”

‘And she went to Mrs. Ranleigh’s for you?”

““Yes,” said Beryl, in agony.

“Mrs. Ranleigh must think me an exacting mon-
ster.”

¢ Oh, no Percy; and I'm so sorzy I was not here.”

“No doubt. And how did you come?”
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““Partly in a carriage ; then the rest of the way in a
cab.”

** Lady Beryl Medford ! ” he cried.

“I was quite safe. I have often gone in cabs with
Fanny before—before I was married.”

“But now there is conduct becoming a Countess of
Medford.”

*I will never go in one again if it displeases you,” said
Beryl

“}I\'Irs. Ranleigh would willingly have sent you all the
way in her coupe,” said the marquis, ‘“ though it passes
my comprehension why your own carriage, horses, and
servant were not at your service.”

“I went to Myrtle Lodge this afternoon with Mrs.
Ranleigh in her coupe,” said Beryl, which was quite true.
The marquis looked at her fixedly, and said, severely :

““Accept my advice, and change these methods of

ours.”
y Beryl's blood was frozen with terror. What did he
mean?

She heard Fanny’s voice easily chatting with Thomas,
the first footman, in the hall.

“It will be well for you to dress for the farewell ap-
pearance we must make at the duke's,” said the marquis,
coldly. ‘

<1 will.  But say you are not angry with me. Indeed
Thave not meantto offend you, or do what youdisapprove.
If I must always go about with servants and in state, why,
I will”

¢“Say no more about it, Lady Medford. Go and dress.’

CHAPTER V.,
¢¢] HAVE SEEN THE CHASM UNDER MY FEET!”

Tue Marquis of Medford accompanied his wife up the
wide staircase, and courteously held open the door of her
room, taking leave of her with a stately bow. But there
was something so unusual in his cold air, that the
blood of Beryl seemed frozen in her veins; she quivered
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under his searching gaze as a criminal in the presence ofa
judge. There was nothing audacious, bold, or combative
in the little countess ; she wished to be good and to be ap-
proved, and anger terrified her nearly out of her senses.
As the doorof her dressing-room closed her in she staggered
to a chair, and covering her face with her hands, burst
into agonized weeping.

Fanny hurried to her with salts and cologne, and kneel-
ing at her feet, cried, between command and entreaty :

““Don’t, don’t, my lady ! You have nothing to gain and
all to lose by crying. You must be ready for the duke’s,
and what will my lord say if youare in such astate? Don’t
anger him more to-night, my lady.”

¢Qh, Fanny, he knows all ”

‘“Knows! Oh, what has he said?”

““Nothing. But I see it, I feel it—his words are ice, his
looks are swords.”

¢Qh, my dear lady, this is all nervousness. He can-
nof know. Was he home when you came? Then be
sure he knows nothing ; he could not dash out and in
from Earl’s Court as we did, my lady. He is only in a
rage about something else. There—that is right; do be
calm, and let me bathe your face and make you beautiful.
I'll dress you just as my lord likes best. If he is angered
at mercy knows what, there’s nothing will bring him
round so quick as to see you the loveliest woman in Lon-
don, and all the world at your fecet. There’s nothing like
beauty to bring men about. 1t's my mind, my lady, that
you don’t use yours half enough over my lord; he
frightens you. With such a face and such a form, my
lady, he ought to be living on your looks.”

Thus Fanny rattled on as she dressed the unhappy
little countess, for long years of daily living together, and,
alas, the lack of sympathy and companionship which had
dwarfed all poor Beryl's life, had driven her to such
dependence on her faithful and foolish maid.

Well, Fanny was loyal, if she was not wise, and for
this her mistress forgave her much.

“How came you to send Mrs. Ranleigh that note?”
she asked, as Fanny arranged her hair.

] fancied she might not have gone with you, and I
thought, suppose neither of you had left Myrtle Lodge, or
you might have come back—so I sent in the note.”
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‘“ But a note is such a dangerous thing, Fanny.”

“I make sure Mrs. Ranleigh can be trusted; she
worships you, my lady.”

“Well, Fanny, my mind is made up. Never, never
will 1 see Sir Jerome Sothron alone again. 1 risk too
much.”

‘“Perhaps so. If you are to be frightened like that it
will send you to your grave. You shake like a leaf. My
lady, where is your courage? Do hold a firm hand over
yourself. You will throw yourself away, and Sir Jerome,
too. Naughtis known.”

Thus exhorted, Lady Beryl took some lavender and
tried to command hecrself.

Fanny finished her work joyfully, exclaiming :

¢“If ever there was an angel you are one to-night.”

An angel she looked indeed. Her dress was of the
palest blue brocade, shot with silver, like some rare
Venetian fabric of the olden time. Her face, with a
delicate pallor, her eyes where a wistful hint of terror
lingered in the blue depths, as a drop of dew in violet,
her arms and neck of a dazzling pearly gleam that rivaled
the famous clusters of Medford pearls which clasped her
neck, and formed her zone, and two roses of pearl and
turquois held the priceless lace draperies on her shoulders,
and gathered the folds of lace high over her shimmering
silken skirts. She was as the angel of a June morning,
her dress the summer zenith’s blue, its lace the fleecy
clouds that drift over without obscuring the luster of the
sky.

““Now, go to my lord,” whispered Fanny, ‘““and if he
is in as big a fury asever Nebuchadnezzar, he can’t but fall
down and worship you.”

Beryl stole timidly to the door of her husband’s dressing-
room and knocked. He opened it himself.

“] am ready. Do I please you, Percy ?” . .

But her dazzling beauty seemed to make no impression
on him. He said, quietly:

“I am sorry to keep you waiting an instant, my dear.
Yes ; the dress looks well ; I felt sure it would when it
was ordered.

That was all. He closed the door. Beryl turnaway to
go to her own room, when a loud, strange voice in the

lower hall cried
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*“He 7s here. We must see him.”

“¢No one is here,” said the voice of Thomas. ‘‘Sir
Jerome Sothron has not been here to-day.”

Beryl caught the baluster and clung to it for support as
she listened.

““He has been here. Let us in my man. We are not
to be trifled with. Sir Jerome Sothron was seen coming
here, at the corner of Henrietta street.”

Beryl gave a low cry just as the door of her husband’s
dressing-room opened, and the marquis exclaimed :

““ What is the matter, Lady Medford? You waiting in
the halll”

But terror overpowered all prudence in Beryl. She
grasped her husband’s arm, saying hurriedly :

¢ Oh, Percy, the most dreadful men are below !”

““Let the servants attend to them. It is their business.
Do I find you, my lady, listening at the stair, like a cham-
bermaid ! ” cried the marquis, indignantly.

But the voices below rose higher.

*“We must see Sir Jerome Sothron !”

Lord Medford shook off his wife’s hand and stepped
upon the staircase.

“Thomas ! close that door and have less noise there !
There is no guest in the house!”

The chief speaker of the three strangers advanced to the
foot of the stair.

“My lord, it is absolutely needful for us to see Sir
Jerome 1”

“You will have to find him elsewhere. He has not
been here this evening.”

“ My lord, we are sure.” .

“You cannot be sure of what is not so. I giveyou my
word, Sir Jerome is not here. You are wasting time.
Will you have the goodness to leave the house?”

The strangers withdrew.

“Qh, Percy !” cried Beryl, frightened past endurance,
‘““what do they want of Jerome Sothron? 1 know they
were policemen | ”

‘“What they want is no affair of ours, Beryl.”

“The trouble of any of our friends is always our affair,
Percy. Do you suppose this is anything serious? ”

““ It must be ; they were very insistent.”

‘‘But, Jer—, heis too rich to be in debt.’
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“ Then it must be something worse,” said the marquis
coldly, but with a keen emphasis. ‘I am surprised at
your lack of dignity. No lady would think of indulging
such curiosity and excitement. I am greatly displeased
with you, Lady Medford, and desire you to control your-
self at once.”

He opened the door of her dressing-room and said
sharply, ‘“Fanny, your lady’s cloak ! ”

As one who, after wild terror, summons power to go
calmly to execution, Beryl made a frantic and triumphant
effort to control herself. She could not aid Sothron by in-
furiating the marquis, and by the time they arrived at the
duke’s mansion she was outwardly her quiet, enchanting,
precious self. Ai. eyes followed her with approbation,
and the duke whispe "2d to the Marquis of Medford.

“Your wife is always the crowning beauty of a festival,
What a fortunate man you are ! ”

In a lull in the dancing, Beryl found herself alone for
a moment, in a recess, with Mrs. Ranleigh. The black
eyes of the handsome widow flashed with excitement,
and her checks took a deeper glow from dancing, her
purple velvet dress with ornaments of rose-colored cameos,
gave and rcccived new splendor contrasted with the
daintily tinted draperies of Beryl, and as her fine chest rose
and fell with her deep respirations, the swan’s-down that
depicted and sct off her ivory shoulders trembled in fugi-
tive waves of softness. She said, confidentially ;

“How glad I am to.see you so charming! From
Fanny's notel was frightened to death. Did my lord find
you out!”

Beryl flushed crimson with shame and self-condemnation.

““No.”

¢ Blessed fortunc! It would have been an affair of
divorce !

“Laura! What do you mean ! ” cried Beryl, blanching
like snow.

‘“Not that you were wrong, but no end of evil might
be thought.”

““ And you advised—wrged me to go ! ” said Beryl.

“1 only thought of your pleasure—and of Sothron’s
wishes.”

«You should have rather thought of my dignity and

safety.”
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“Bless us, my love. In such affairs every woman
must think for herself,” replied Mrs. Ranleigh.

] have been heedless and wrong, Laura, but with no
wrong intent, and hereafter I w:/ think for, and of, my-
self. Never, never will I be guilty of such imprudence
again. Lord Medford shall have no cause for complaint.”

““ Pshaw. Thereis no harm done, since no one knows ;
it was innocent enough.”

I have seen the chasm at my feet; I will not go to
the brink again,” said Beryl, passionately.

CHAPTER VI.
¢‘WE ARREST YOU FOR ——7”

WuiLe Beryl, Countess of Medford, thus trod, with
trembling, terrified steps, in perilous places, Sir Jerome
Sothron walked straight and all unconsciously on horrible
ruin. He could not bring himself to lose sight of Beryl
till he knew she was safe ; and, keeping along Henrietta
street, he saw the little countess ascend the steps and
enter her own home. After seeing Fanny enter almost
immediately, he turned away, and took his carriage and
horses to the livery where they belonged, and where he
often hired or put up a turn-out.

The man asked him if he should want anything more
that night, and Jerome replied sharply—very differently
from his usual courtesy to inferiors, ‘*that he never
wanted anything more in this world.”

Then he strode off to the Thames embankment, and out
on the Westminster Bridge, and watched the tide slowly
lifting the river in the broad light of the moon. He
thought of Beryl. Did any trouble threaten her for her
gentle pity—her yearning, innocent, but forbidden, love
for him? He recalled the blessed days when for them to
love had not been sin. By what a near touch of fortune
had he missed that beloved bride ! If death and fate had
been but a quarter of a year earlier in reaping that strange
harvest in the kin of Sothron; if the marquis had only
delayed his proposal for a season ; if poor Beryl herself
had only heard his passionate prayer, and battled for her
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love one poor half-year—they might have been so
blessedly happy ! Poor Beryl! Her yielding weakness
had ruined both their lives. And in this hour of reflection
Jerome saw that in her gentleness and submissiveness to
the will of others, Beryl might go on for his sake to terrible
exposure, and, unsinning, receive the bitter social meed of
sin, and die of her self-reproach and shame. Could he be
so hideausly selfish as to ask that? No! by Heaven, no!
a thousand times no! He would deliver her and himself
from temptation ; he would fly. He was free!

But was he free? He shuddered. He thought of his
wife, as she had been that very day, speaking to him—en-
treating—oh ! of what sins had he, in his selfish, reckless,
revengeful meanness, been guilty! Oh, if he could but
leap back across the chasm of that one last year, and be-
gin again there, to do and be better, more manly! Well,
it was done.

¢t No backward path, and no retumin% 3
No second crossing that river’s flow !

And here, again, the hour of choice met him. A sacri-
fice was to be made, and it behooved him, as the man, to
make it, to fly. To lull the fears of Beryl, the suspicions
of her husband, by his departure, he would go to the ends
of the earth, if need be.

France was a good point for setting forth for anywhere.
He would go to France. He would send, through Mrs.
Ranleigh, or Fanny, a farewell to Beryl, and that would
end all.  Poor little girl | he would hereafter cause her no
trouble. He would save her by vanishing out of hersight.
He left the bridge, and went, with a brisker step, to Pall
Mall, and to his club. He loathed the thought of the soli-
tary chambers in the Albany, where he had lived in bach-
elor fashion since his mad marriage. Those chambers
would, to him, be full of ghosts. He had had a little
breakfast there once ; and Lord Ravlin and Mrs. Ranleigh,
and Beryl and others, had been his laughing guests; and
once ske had come there—his wife, Celia Morris, with her
wide-eyed wonder at all the luxury, her outspoken rustic
admiration, and naive wish to share all; and oh! her be-
trayals of utter ignorance, and her curious lack of good
taste! How could he? how could he! Why had he not
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left that pretty, simple wild rose to bloom in beauty for
some more appreciative heart than his?

1t seemed, at this moment, that he was doomed to be
every woman’s curse. Well, he could not go to the Albany
this night, for ghosts would hide behind the mirrors and in
the folds of the satin curteins, Beryl’'s ghost—her ghost!
He went to his club.

He never dreamed that every step he took that night,
every word he spoke, would nextday be blazoned in all the
London papers, and thereafter in half the papers of the world.
He did not know he was walking in such perilous places
that a thin lava crust over fire would be a calm path of
safety in comparison —that he was wearing a world’s won-
der for next day, and that his touch should bring down that
hair-hung sword of Damocles i..to the quivering heart of
Beryl

Hye entered the club, called for refreshments which he
did not eat, and for wine which he did not drink, but
oddly enough let fall the glass and broke it into a thousand
fragments.

He did not know that his lowering brow and distrait air
called attention to him, until Lord Ravlin, coming in,
asked suddenly : ’

. “‘Sothron, what are you looking so hipped over? You
glare as if you saw demons.”

¢ The day has been a failure, it began wrong and went
wrong all through,” said poor Jerome.

‘“Why don’t you settle down, man? Take your place
in politics, and renew the race of Sothron?”

*You forget—I cannot.”

So. 1did forget. But come now, why not make the
best of the wife—"

““Don't enlarge on that. 1 saw the last of ker to-day.”

‘“‘Then get a divorce and try over again.”

““There’s no use of a divorce ; the dieis cast. I'm done
for,” said Jerome, moodily. )

““No man is done for till he is dead,” said Ravlin.
This is no sort of a way you're living. When did you
see your wife *”

. ‘1; '{‘his afternoon ; and the thought of it makes me
sick.

He did, indeed, look fearfully white and worn.

*“Take something and brace up. Wine? Coffee? Why
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didn’t you put in an appearance at the duke’s? All the
world was there. I had a heavenly dance with the Coun-
tess of Medford. She looked celestial, an idealized lily.”

‘“She was there—with the marquis?” demanded Je-
rome.

“Yes. I danced with Mrs. Ranleigh; she was ver
brilliant'; full of wit. And, as I said, Lady Medford was
celestial, and when I took her back to the marquis I came
away.” .

“The marquis was there? He is a fortunate man.”

_‘“So he is, and he knows it. Jove! what a cool, serene,
self-satisfied air he has, overlooking all creation. But as for
honor, and dignity, and learning, and political insight,
Medford stands head and shoulders over most men. Every
gne thought Miss Heath made a good match, and so she

id.”

Jerome Sothron could not stand this. He knew it was
all true ; but the contrast between Medford’s lot and his
own was too sharp. He rose to go.

““Where now ? ” said the amiable Ravlin.

¢ ¢ Everywhere, anywhere—
Out of the world.” ”

retorted Sothron, as he dashed out of the room, and at the
foot of the stairs confounded the hall porter for an idiot
for giving him his own hat.

The porter had never seen Sir Jerome so before.

“Yes; the die was cast. He must get out of England
as soon as possible. He dashed along to the nearest
railroad station. Itwas one o'clock in the morning, and
he demanded of-the drowsy agent a ticket for the tidal
train. Then he went out into the street again to wander
restlessly about until the hour of departure.

He had not gone far when he found himself surrounded.
A man came up close on either side, and one trod almost
on his heels.

In a flash he thought of robbery, wished he had a
weapon, and wondered where were the policemen of the
beat.

¢ Sir Jerome Sothron,” said one of the men.

“Yes. Step further off You incommode me.”

The man, for answer, grasped his elbow. )

Jerome stepped back a little to put himself in an attitude
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of defense, and the man behind laid a grasp of iron on his
shoulder.

““Let me go,” you villains! cried Jerome. ‘‘How
dare you!” and out went his clenched right arm straight
from the shoulder ; but uselessly, for the third man struck
it up with a blow above the elbow, and seized it fast.

¢“Come, come, Sir Jerome—don’t make matters worse.
Better go quietly. All this will tell against you.”

¢“Tell against me, you scoundrel! Ho! Police!!”

¢“8ir Jerome, hush, for your own sake. There cannot
be a rescue, and a crowd will only harm and shame you.
Come quietly, if you please, sir, to the cab.”

“Let go, you ruffians!” .

¢ Hush, hush, if you please, sir! Thisis wild. You are
our prisoner.”

“Prisoner ! You've mistaken your man.”

“No, we haven't. You are Sir Jerome Sothron; we
arrest you for murder.”

““Murder | Whose murder?”

“ The murder of your wife, Sir Jerome!”

CHAPTER VIIL
$ WHAT HAS BECOME OF HER WEDDING-RING?”

““For the murder of your wife!” Those words fell on
Jerome Sothron, as a thunderbolt from a clear sky. As
they were spoken he saw in the glow of the gas-light
th?Cf glitter of steel, as the officer took out a pair of hand-
cuffs,

‘““What!” he cried, starting back. ¢ Will you hand-
cuff e on mere idle suspicion?”

‘“Sir Jerome, the warrant is out for your arrest, and all
the circumstances point strongly at you as guilty. We
are responsible for your safe-keeping.”

* Drop those disgraceful things. I will go with you. 1
have nothing to fear.”

““So much the better. Come, give me your hand
quietly.”

“1 give you my word of honor not to try to escape if 1
go as an innocent man should go.”
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I must not trust the word, but the steel,” said the
officer, and he snapped the-handcuffs fast.

They hung loosely on Sothron, being fashioned for
hand and wrist of coarser make than his, Jerome had
been noted for the almost feminine beauty of his hands.
The touch of the disgraceful steel gave him a shiver of
horror through his whole body. Fury filled him.

““You shall answer for this insult to an English knight ! ”
he cried, madly.

««Sir Jerome, knight or beggar, all are on one level when
life has been taken.”

““ But, you hounds! no life has been taken. My—la—
she is not dead. She is as well as you or L. Ileft her at
five o’clock.”

¢ Sir Jerome, you will please recollect that you may
say words dangerous to yourself, and to be used against

ou.’
d He flung a light cloak over ]erome to conceal his
shackled arms, and turning a corner, hailed a cab.

““Where are we going?” demanded Jerome.

¢“To the office first.”

““No, no, take me there first, to her house, Euston
road.”

““What, sir!” cried the officer, astounded.

I do not believe it. I will not believe it!1”

“It's true, sir, true cnough—cold and dead, poor
thing.”

I will never believe it till I sec it. Less than six hours
ago I left her well enough.”

““8ir, be careful. But there is nothing against my
taking you there if you wish,” and the order was given.

Celia Sothron had not lived with her husband. When
they left the church of Sothronwold he had taken her back
to the lodge. A mist and a darkness fell over him; he
was terrificd at his rash marriage. Frenzy at Beryls
desertion drove him nearly mad, and he lay ill at the
abbey, threatened with brain fever, Then, in a short
time, came the yachting horror ; his two young cousins,
in the strength and Dbeauty of their boyhood, were
drowned, and “until the bodies were recovered and brought
to the family vault, Jerome was at Cones with his
bereaved relatives.

It was after that that he told Celia that his marriage had
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been a hideous, wild attempt to revenge himself on a
woman whom he had loved and lost, and that he could
not bring himself to fulfill his altar vow. Celia raved and
wept, her pride was up in arms to live at the abbey, and
shine above her former friends as prospective Lady of
Sothron. A pretty, ignorant, willful, vain child, she took
such fashions with Jerome as infuriated instead of concili-
ating him. After stormy scenes she yielded to the
inevitable, and indeed found some pleasure in the settle-
ments he made with her. She insisted on living in Lon-
don, and chose the home in Euston road, as a place
where there was ‘“some stir and life.”

Jerome let her furnish her two floors as she chose, in
brilliant taste ; he bade her engage a maid, and settled on
Celia four hundred a year. On the subject of a maid
Celia differed from her husband, as she did in everything.
He wished her to take an e¢lderly woman habituated to
living with ladies, and who would exercise a sort of
guardianship over her.

Celia vowed she was not to be in leading strings to
her maid, and engaged Sara Hunter, a woman of thirty, a
sharp-faced, smooth-tongued, black-eyed person, whom
Jerome much disliked.

Celia’s landlady was a quiet, humble woman, who was
thankful enough to live in the basement, while Mrs.
Sothron had two floors and a private hall-way, and
occasional lodgers had the attics. The house stood on a
corner, and Celia’s private door was not on Euston road,
but the narrow cross street.

At first her new surroundings had kept Celia amused;
then her husband became Sir Jerome Sothron, and spurred
by her own ambition, and the words of her maid, Sara,
Celia became so frantic to go to the abbey as its mistress
that she wrote to, or sent for, Sir Jerome several times,
and there were stormy scencs, Celia weeping loudly and
ending in hysterics, and her maid reviling ‘“the proud
aristocrat,” after his departure.

But for some months there had been a change. Jerome
heard not a word of his wife until he believed she had ac-
cepted her fate and given him up forever. But this very
day she had sent for him, a mild but imperative sum-
mons, saying she must see him ; if he would not come to

her, she must even go to the abbey to say what she had
to say.
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Fearing that she would come upon him during the visit
he expected from Mrs. Ranleigh and Beryl, Jerome went
to his wife at five, left her at six, got his horses from a
livery stable farther up Euston road, drove to Mrs. Ran-
leigh’s, took Beryl to his home, and on the sudden ap-
pearance of Fanny hurried away with the countess, and
she reached her own home at half-past nine. From
quarter before six until half-past nine he had been with
Beryl, Countess Medford. :

These things he rchearsed to himself, as he was driven
rapidly to Euston road, and by the doors he had left so
short a time before, was taken to the parlor of his un-
happy wife.

In the hall-way stood the landlady weeping bitterly.
The crowd about the door, where four policemen held
guard, had convinced Jerome that some foul deed had
been done, and when the landlady saw him, she burst
out :

“Oh, you wretch!-—oh, you monster !—to kill that
sweet young thing!”

¢ Never ! woman, never ! ” cried Jerome, horrified.

“You did! Isaw you come in. I heard you quarrel-
ing and her a cryin’, and she always cries when yox come ;
and you stole out quiet, and never other soul come in till
Sara screams, and she lyin’ dead.” :

The landlady poured out these words with a rush, as
Jerome and his captors went up the stairs, and the door
of the sitting-room was unlocked.

The hastily summoned coroner’s jury had gone. The
dead woman, who had been found lying on her face in a
heap on the hearth rug, had been laid on a.low plush
couch, with one arm. On this arm lay the pallid head of
the corpse, set in strong relief by the turquois blue plush
and the loosened masses of dark curly hair. The slender,
girlish figure was clad in a robe of thin organdie, printed
with blue morning glories. All one side of the dress was
hideously wet and red with the blood that yet lay in a
pool on the rug. The figure had been straightened some-
what for its death-rest—not by Sara, who was screaming
and convulsed in hysterics—and the hands were folded
lightly together over the breast of the corpse.

« This was your wife,” said the officer, sternly, to
Jerome.
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The pitiful sight of that young girl foully done to death
dissipated all softness toward her murderer.

Jerome bowed his head, too horror-stricken to speak.

Was this Celia, at five o’clock so strong, so full of life,
indeed so fair, who had spoken, so passionately, words
that would ring in his ears and stir his remorse all the days
of his life? What! Celia, so cold, so still, so white! He
did not know that Celia had such lines on her face, that
tiny hollow in the delicately molded cheek, and that thin-
ness on the blue-veined temple.

“You see?” said the officer, sternly.

<« What has become of her wedding-ring 2" cried Jerome,
suddenly.

““No doubt you know best, you brute!” said the
landlady.

< Hush ! ” said the officer, and led Sothron out, stupefied.

The screams of Sara Hunter rang from an adjacent
room.

¢ That's her poor maid, as loved her. if you did not,”
said the landlady.

¢ Woman,” said Jerome before Heaven, I never touched
her, nor—"

He was about to say, ““nor wished her ill,” but he stop-
ped, self-convicted. He had wished her ill that very day,
poor girl 1

““Well you may stop. Wasn’t it your own handkerchief
as lay blood-soaked under her? Didn't I hear her crying
and complaining to you?”

“Yes; but—I left her, alive, unharmed. God is my
witness!”

‘¢ Alive ! and she dead since seven

Jerome wheeled about to U.C officer.

““ When—when was she—"

‘ Murdered ? By the doctor’s testimony, seven or after.”

‘“Not earlier?”

“No ; and I heard her talking loud about seven, and at
half-past Sara went up,” said the landlady. °

““But I was miles away at six—before six. I can
.prove !

¢Oh, if you can prove an elibi, Sir Jerome, you'll be
311 right,” said the officer. Just come to the office and—

one.”

“Prove it. Of course. I was with—heavens!”

i
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He stopped. Clear himself by holding Beryl Medford
up to infamy ! Perish the thought! He hung his head in
silence.

e —

CHAPTER VIIL
Y COMMAND YOU TO RESTRAIN YOURSELF | ”

Bervr MeprorDp returned from the duke's reception all
exhausted by her efforts to maintain composure and a
serene exterior, when the haughty coldness of the mar-
quis, his severe eye, seemed every minute to proclaim to
her that he knew her folly, and that vengeance would fall
on her. :

Had she known that while she lay sleepless on her
luxurious couch, Jerome had been thrust into a prisoner’s
cell, no doubt she would have gone mad. )

She tossed in hileous unres', her canscience and her
fears alike assailing her gentle soul, ignorant that the
chief of police had said to Jerome, “*If you can prove an
alibi, only say wher: you were—with whom.” and
Jerome had replied, ‘“Never! Notto save my neck from
the gallows! Do your worst!”

Ignorant, too, that the marquis had recognized in the
chief speaker of the strange men at his door a very famous
detective, and that his last order to his valet had been,
““Seethat I have the papers the first thing in the morning,
and take especial care that not one of them goes to Lady
Medford.”

But the last thing which Beryl had thought of was the
morning paper. She was not given to reading daily
journals. Her grandmother had considered that they
contained much ‘““not fit for young girls to know,” and
Beryl had grown up in a habit of ignoring Zimes, Tele-
graph, and Gaszelte.

She got a ljttle sleep after four o’clock, and being of a
healthy organization, a bath and an early cup of chocolate
restored her, and she was only a little paler and quieter
than usual when she went to breakfast.

The marquis and his private secretary, who was also
his maternal cousin, were already in the breakfast-room.
The secretary had said:
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¢¢ Have you seen this horrible thing—Sir Jerome Sothron
arrested for his wife’s murder?”

““ Yes, Lawrence ; and I particularly want to keep it
from the countess. We have met Sothron freely, my lady
is excitable, and to-night I give my dinner to the ambas-
sadors.”

Just then Bery! entered, and going up to the marquis,
held out a little cold hand, with a shy ‘* Good-morning.”

He touched her fingers, and looked scrutinizingly in her
face.

“* You look rather worn out this morning. I wish you
would keep your room to-day, and see no one, or you
will not be able to do any credit at our dinner to-night.”

“1 will do as you wish,” said Beryl, with unusual
submissiveness, ‘‘and I shall not fail you this even-
ing.”
giBut her heart seemed drowned in tears as she spoke.
If ever she had seemed a little pale or sad, how eager
Jerome had been jfor ker, how pitiful of her suffering, all
for her. The marquis wanted her to shine, like his silver
and gold, she said, bitterly, to herself.

« Signor Anton's servants are here, with a picture, my
lord,” said a footman.

“ Tell them to bring it in ; this is a very good light,”
said the marquis. ‘I will have your opinion of it, my
lady and yours, Lawrence.”

Two men came in, carrying a picture.  Accustomed
to placing pictures, they speedily arranged two chairs in
a good position, set the frame upon them, threw back the
protecting velvet cover, and withdrew.

The little party at the table turned their heads to look at
the marquis’ new purchase. He looked to Beryl

“1 saw this at Anton’s last week. 1 sent for it /hss
morrf’z'ng. I did not like it when I saw it first. 7 wan/ o
now. .

““You were early, my lord. It seems a fine picture,
but I do not understand the subject,” said Beryl.

‘It is the duel of Buckingham and Shrewsbury ; that
is the Countess of Shrewsbury holding a horse and look-
ing from the wood.

‘“ But that is a lad, a page, a young man, Percy.”

‘“ The countess, my dear, camc in page’s dress to see
the duel. When a woman begins to throw herself away,
there is no limit to the length she will go,”
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Beryl shivered and grew cold as ice.

‘¢ It seems to me a hideous subject,” she said, trying to
command herself. ‘“They are fighting a duel, you say.
You must pardon my ignorance ; 1 am afraid all the
solidities of education—as history—were neglected with
me.”

““This was hardly a theme a young lady need study,”
sald Lawrence, surprised at the marquis, and fond of his
lovely, kindly young kinswoman.

¢ This Buckingham, young, and handsome, and idle,
my dear, took it into his head to fall in love with anotfer
man’s wife. The lady, unfortunately, had more beauty
than discretion. Her husband, the Earl of Shrewsbury,
foolishly challenged Buckingham, and having lost his wife,
lost also his life, while this worthless woman looked on at
his murder.” )

¢ Oh, Percy ! ” cried Beryl, faintly, ‘“how can you tell
me such a story—such a hideous thing ?”

“My dear, it is fac/, and you plead ignorance. Be-
sides, itis an old truth that kistory repeats iiself.”

“My lord,” interposed Lawrence, ‘“dueling is done
with.”

‘“Among all but fools, yes; and so is assassination,
among reasonable people. In France, I believe, hus-
bands yet use dagger or bullet on rivals or traitorous
wives. I should suppose, instead of proclaiming their
domestic infelicity to the world, the best way would be to
wall the sinner in with ice—a cold, calm, never-ending
watch, precluding folly and shutting her in on her own
self-condemnation.”

“The theme is dreadful, and shocks Lady Medford,”
said Lawrence, looking with compassion at Beryl.

¢ Oh, pardon me, Lady Medford ; if we talk so long
you will not recruit for dinner. So you do not admire the
picture? Itis wonderfully painted, and that countess in
page dress is as lovely as wicked. And you do not care
for it for your boudoir? Let it be hung in the library —
and passing behind her chair he dropped three words, like
knives, into her ear—‘“as a reminder /"

Then, with exceeding courtesy, he held open the door;
and Beryl, confounded, humiliated beyond Dbelief, passed
up to her own room, feeling as if she must fall at every
step.
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A few moments later the marquis sent for Fanny.

“Fanny, there is a bit of morning news you must keep
from your lady, or she will be unfit for dinner to-night.
Last evening, at seven, Sir Jerome Sothron murdered his
wife,”

“*Murdered ! ” cried Fanny. ‘“ Never! Atseven! No,
no. I could testify at seven he was with—"

She stopped.

““You are not to testify anything or say anything.
Your views are of no consequence. All your duty is to
keep this from your lady.”

“ But if Sir Jerome should hang !~

“Let him hang!” said the marquis, setting his teeth,

" But when Fanny left him the marquis paced the floor,
crying out to himself :

““Hang? No! He cannot. Too many can prove an
alibi—oh, Heaven, at my expense !—at the sacrifice of
her reputation and my honor! Beryl, Fanny, Mrs. Ran-
leigh, the servants at Sothronwold Abbey—all of them
will testify where he was, and would I stop their mouths,
and let him die—a judicial murder? If he, for her sake,
is silent, shall I accept the sacrifice for my own sake?
No, I cannot!”

And the proud peer, on whose good name the shadow
of dishonor had never fallen, who had in his cold, re-
served way deeply loved this fair woman by whom he
feared he had been betrayed, whose heart at least had
wavered from its faith to him, saw before him the black-
ness of an advancing shame.

He nerved himself to meet it.

Beryl, shut in her chamber, wondered at the silence of
the usually garrulous Fanny ; but silence gave her time to
ponder and repent.

She belicved her husband knew all. If he spoke more
plainly, she made up her mind to tell him all—all the his-
tory of her love, her folly, her fear. She would entreat his
pardon. She would implore the return of his confidence.
She would promise—and, oh, how she would keep that
promise—to remember her honor and his forevermore.

She did not appear at lunch, not until it was time to go
down to join the marquis in the drawing-room to receive
her guests. She moved slowly down the great rooms, in
the light that leaped and reflected over silver, glass, marble,
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satin ; she seemed like some pure fair lily, or like an angel
wandered to this lower world, all clad in virgin white,
with clusters of pearls and knots of lilies of the valley on
her dress of white satin and swan’s-down. Her golden
hair fell in shadowy curls over her broad white brow, and
lay in a gleaming knot at the back of her neck. A peer-
lessly lovely creature. But no word of tenderness fell
from the marquis, as, drawing her hand to his arm, they
stood to receive their guests.

All went well ; the dinner passed to perfection ; the hon-
ored guests returned to the drawing-room, and were met
by a few later comers. Then, in spite of all the precau-
tions of the marquis, some one said to her, as she sat a
little apart : ’

“ Horrible thing about Sothron’s wife, was it not?”

‘““What? I did not hear.”

““He murdered her !”

““Never ! never!” cried Beryl ; butall the world seemed
black.

“Last night, about seven.”

“Nolnol Atseven—why, atsevenl
- She paused, too overcome to speak; she was swoon-
ing.

““ Sothron was arrested last night, an

The marquis took her arm in a grasp like a vise, and
whispered :

““Beryl | I command you to restrain yourself | ”

”

»”

CHAPTER IX
‘¢ BURN THIS, AND KEEP SILENCE 1 ”

TerroR of her husband and the pain of the grasp on her
little gloved hand, kept Beryl from insensibility.

¢ May I ask you to secure a glass of ice-water, or iced
wine 7" said the marquis to his thoughtless guest. **You
have alarmed my wife ; she is not accustomed to suchnews
as this.”

The young man who had been so eager to retail gossip
flushed, and went for the water.

I will have no scenes ” said the marquis, in a low



“SOTHRON WAS ARRESTED LAST NIGNT, AND—"
THE MARQUIS TOOK HER ARM IN A GRIP LIKE A VISE,
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tone, to his wife. ‘Can you fan yourself, or shall I fan
you?” .

““ You shall have no scenes,” whispered Beryl, unfurling
her fan with trembling fingers. .

Mrs. Ranleigh came by, her eyes shining, her face with
its pomegranate bloom—‘“a breath of Eastern sandal-
wood, a gleam of gold.”

‘“ Have you your salts?” said the marquis, shortly.

“ Lady Medford has—has been near fainting.”

*“Goodness, my dear ! ” said Mrs. Rauleigh, holding out
a little gold flask that dangled from herfan.  ‘“Don’t make
a spectacle of yourself ; all London will be talking.”

““ My wife seems to consider little the danger of scan-
dal,” said the marquis, with concentrated bitterness.

But the ice-water had come. He took the goblet from
the salver himself, and gave it to Beryl, and as he saw she
felt better, said calmly :

““Suppose we walk about the conservatory for a few
moments, my lady?”

In a minute the two elegant figures were lost in the
shrdows of palm and fern.

“Percy,” said Beryl,** I must speak to you. Do have
mercy on me, and answer me. Indeed, I will be firm.
Say, 1s this true about Jerome Sothron’s wife? ”

““Itis true. She is dead—out of his way—murdered !”

““And he is accused ?”

“ He is accused.”

*“ And they say it was at seven, or near that time?”

‘““Yes. Drop the detestable theme.”

‘I cannot, Percy. They cannot prove him guilty. He
never did it! He was not with his wife at that time, for
he »

“Hush! It is of no consequence whether he can or can-
not prove an aliby, for he has escaped.”

““Escaped?”

“ Yes ; immediately after he left the office for prison—
on his way, he escaped.”

¢ Oh, Percy, how !—only tell me.”

“I will tell you nothing more. The theme sickens
me. The public press will tell you all. Read it, Lady
Medford—read, and consider what it is to have one’s
name hawked about by criers, blazoned in large print,
read and commented on by every blackguard, Read it,
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and learn the risk one runs who stoops to folly—or to
crime.”

Beryl hung her head. Her husband’s words filled her
timid soul with awful terror.

They returned to the drawing-room.

Never in her short, uneventful life had Beryl been
stirred to such dizzying thought as this evening. Instinct-
ively, when her husband left her to entertain one of their
guests, looking over a collection of choice plate-proofs,
she was apparently interested and attentive, playing the
part, if not of a charming conversationalist, of a most de-
lightful listener. But while she seemed to be all engrossed
with the engravings and the guest, her mind was really far
away, with Jerome.

He was accused of murdering his wife, and every one
knew that she was an incumbrance to him, and, as the
marquis had said, death would ““put her well out of
his way.”

He had been with her that very fatal afternoon. And
then, when arrested, he had escape. Why escaped? Does
not an innocegnt man face a foul charge, as a lion at bay
faces the spear ? and does not virtue triumphantly vindi-
cate itself 7 Why fly?

And yet he was innocent ; she herself could prove it, in
establishing his a/4bd7; and at once it came to her that
for her sake he had fled as a criminal, that she need not
convict herself in clearing him.  Oh, Jerome! Jerome !

“You are very pale, Lady Medford. I weary you,”
said the gentleman by her side.

¢ Oh, no, colonel. I may be a little pale. We were at
the duke’s last evening ; and at the end of the season dis-
sipation begins to tell on us butterflies of society. We
are going into the country presently. Do you know, I
often wish some wider, nobler life was open to us. You
men have war, and politics, and philosophy, and phil-
anthropy, and art ; and we ladies, most of us, have been
educated only for the shining surface of life.”

She knew the colonel well enough to know that these
remarks would betray him into a long answer, during
which she would have time to #mé.

She glanced about the room after speaking, and her
eyes fell on the marquis, standing talking, with the Ger-
man ambassador. Tall, stately, handsome, showing fully
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his mature middle life ; his face strong, and wise, and
honest in its unvarying sternness ; oh, if he in his power,
could be her rock of refuge in this storm | If she, in her
ignorance and weakness, was to clear Jerome, as she
must, the marquis must be the one to aid and direct her.
Would he do so, or would he scorn her, and cast her out,
or carry her off to some distant country-seat, a virtual
prisoner ? What would be her fate? He was a good
man. Would he help her ? a just man ; would he con-
demn her?

She felt that she must placate him. She would begin at
once by playing the part of hostess to perfection.

She moved about among her guests, and surpassed and
surprised herself.

-The evening was over; the last guest gone. The
marquis, as before, ceremoniously attended her upstairs,
and, opening the door of her room, bade her a stately
““good-night.”

She lifted her eyes in piteous entreaty to his rigid face.
Oh, would he not unbend, ever so little? give one look of
compassion to her pain, one little softening glance of en-
couragement to humble confession, that this heavy bur-
den of concealment—so foreign to her heart ; this hideous
suspicion of crime—so odious to her innocence—might be
rolled away !

No ; not one milder sign! Did he purposely misunder-
'stand her? He said, frigidly:

T will send you up the papers to-morrow morning.”

He was gone-—erect, strong, rigorous. With faltering
step she entered her room, and dropped into a chair.

Fanny flew to her.

“My lady! I thought you would never come up!
What an evening it has been! and I dared not go to you,
on account of my lord. Here is a note from Sir Jerome
Sothron.”

“From Sir Jerome | ” moaned Beryl, taking the soiled,
crumpled paper, and utterly unable to see to read it
“How did it come?”

“A man asked for me—a sailor, they said. I flew
down to the servants’ hall ; for I have a sailor cousin, 1
saw in a wink he was strange to me, but his look meant
something ; so, to cover all that might be, I screamed,
“I'm so glad to see you!’ and he said, ‘Bless me, Fan, it
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heartens me up to look at you!’ and, shaking hands, he
left this bit of paper in my palm, whispering, ‘Sir Jers

ome.
Beryl bent near the light, and read :

““ Be sure and do not say where you were, 1 am safe.
I have had alesson to-day to sober me for all my lee; I
do not need your help. Burn this, and keep silence.”

““And the man? " asked Beryl.

«We talked a little in a corner, friends like, so the others
would not suspect. I asked him had he anything to tell
me, and he said, *Not a word.” I asked him if all the
morning papers was true, and he said, ‘Yes; but he was
beholden to Sir Jerome, and he would stand by him. He
didn't believe Sir Jerome did it; he wasn’tthat kind of a
man.” I said, ‘I know he didn't do it and could prove it.’
And he said, ¢ He needs no proving, he's scot free.” 1
nearly fell, my lady. That was the first [ heard he had
escaped. Butwhy did he escape, when he was innocent?”

“Fanny, you must see that it was so that it need not be
brought out that I was—at Sothronwold Abbey—alone
with him. Oh, Fanny, why was I so mad, so reckless?
If it is made public, it would be ground for a divorce!
The marquis will put me away. 1 shall be a disgraced,
ruined woman |7

Beryl folded her arms on her dressing-table, and wept
passionately a long time.

‘* Yes—weep, my dear lady ; it willkeep you from going
wild. Oh, my poor angel lady, how I feel for you.”

““Was any one ever so miserable ! ” moaned Beryl.

- ““Think of the poor creature that’s dead, murdered by
some monster,” said Fanny, The sailor—Ralph Marshall,
he says his name is, mate of a sailing ship—told me she
was a sweet, pretty creature. Ile is going to see the body
fo-morrow morning, because he knows her twin sister,
and when he sees her, she might wish to know that all was
done properly for her. e says her twin sister and she
were as likeas two peas in a pod, or something about two
topsails, that I couldn’t understand, not being nautical.”

“Oh, Fanny, the twin sister is nothing to me,” cried
Beryl,

But that twin sister was the mistress of Beryl’s fate |
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CHAPTER X,
THE STORY OF A CRIME,

BeryL MEpForp that night slept the sleep of deep ex-
haustion.

The next morning, after Fanny had brought to her her
breakfast, there was a knock at the door, and the valet of
the marquis handed Fanny, for her lady, the morning and
evening papers of the previous day. Beryl took them
eagerly. There was nothing in that luxurious dressing-
room, where the sun came broadly in through a bay-win-
dow, where lovely, freshly cut flowers filled the vases, a
pair of goldfinches swung and sung in a gilded cage, and
a merry little King Charles spaniel gambolled about its
mistress’ feet—nothing to hint that it was the scene of fierce
agony, remorse, and shame.

The little lady of the room, robed in pale pink cashmere,
and lying back in her richly cushioned chair, looked a
creature on whom the winds of heaven had not been per-
mitted to blow roughly, and who would guess that she
was the center of a hideous social tragedy ?

She lay back there in the sunshine, fragrance, beauty,
luxury, reading of a horrible crime laid to the charge of a
man whom she deeply loved—and not only every scene
and incident of that crime seemed to point at Jerome as
guilty—but her love for him she herself had made guiltby
her vow to another, and now she had before her this choice
—should she blacken herself, her own honor, destroy her
own reputation, and live and die covered with infamy,
really undeserved, or let Jerome remain a fugitive and an
exile, covered with the reproach of an iniquity of which
he too was guiltless? .

Beryl forgot that there were any others interested in this
question but Jerome and herself.

The chief witnesses against Jerome had been the landlady
and Sara Hunter, Celia Sothron’s maid. The landlady
stated that Mrs. Sothron had seemed lonely and unhappy.
She had been more and more unhappy since first coming
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to the house. She was, the landlady said, a sweet young
creature, and it was a cruel shame for any man to use her
as Sir Jerome had, leaving her alone and refusing to live
with her. -

Sir Jerome had not been there for a long time till the
day of the murder. Formerly when he came, there had
been quarrels, and Mrs. Sothron used to cry, and scold,
and recriminate loudly. On this last day, the landlady,
who vaguely stated ‘‘she had happened to be in the hall,”
had heard Celia speaking earnestly, more and more ex-
citedly, and at last crying passionately. Had she heard
any words? Shehad heard hersay, ¢ You hate me ; you
want to get rid of me ; you will destroy me ; you will
have to answer for it,” and such words. Had she heard
Sir Jerome’s words ? No ; only now and then a mumble
of his voice. She was sure it was Sir Jerome who came
that day ? Oh, yes, she would take her oath of that. She
went down to her own room under Mrs. Sothron’s sitting-
room, and there was such a silence she concluded Sir
Jerome had gone, when the crying and talking had be-
gun again, wilder than ever.

Then Sara had come down, and the landlady said:
““ How long Sir Jerome stays,” and Sara had made an-
swer, ¢ Yes, he'll be the death of her.” And Sara said
she was going out for thread to mend her mistress’ lace,
and asked the landlady to answer her mistress’ bell if it
rang, But it never rang ; and Sara came back and said
she was sick of life, and wanted to get her mistress quiet
for the night; and so she went upstairs. That was at
seven, for she looked at the clock, and it about fiftcen min-
utes since she had heard any noise up there.

Sara went up, and in a few moments ran back, white as
a ghost, holding her arms over her head, and gasping,
and not able to say a word ; and then she fell on the floor
in fits, and the landlady screamed for help, and some one
came in, and it was some minutes before they got Sara
brought round. Then she just screamed till the landlady
thought to go up-stairs, and there was Mrs. Sothron lying
all doubled in a heap, and blood-stains over all the rug
and carpet. Then the shrieks of all three women called’
the neighbors, and then the police and the doctors, and
the promptly summoned inquest that met before ten.

Sara’s testimony corroborated that of the landlady.
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she said she ‘“ went first to her mistress’ bedroom, and
bustled about. hoping to be called. As she was not, she
made bold {o open the door into the parlor, and saw her
mistress lying all huddled on the rug. Drawing near, she
saw the blood ; and, all struck dumb, she flew down
stairs, but was in too much agony to speak, and fell in
fits.”

“*Where was Sir Jerome standing when she left him and
her lady together?” :

““By the front window.”

““And her lady?”

“On the hearth-rug.”

““Where was the bedroom door?”

“Between the window and the hearth.”

“Did she find it closed?”

““Oh, yes.”

‘““Had the late L.ady Sothron any friends or visitors?”

Sara and the landlady both said she had avn occasional
visitor—a young woman, who came so deeply vailed that
they had never seen her face. DMrs. Sothron seemed to
make a great secret of these visits, and always cried much
:after them.

For three months she had been intimate with a lady
who lodged in the next house—a Mrs, Marvel, wife of a
young physician. Doctor and Mrs. Marvel had left Lon-
don over a week previous to the murder.

“Did Sara know what had been the reason of Sir
Jerome’s coming that day?”

“Yes; his wife had sent for him.”

““For what?”

““Because she wanted him to take her to Sothronwold
Abbey, give her her rights, and acknowledge her as his
wife.”

The weapon with which Celia Sothron had been killed
was a small stiletto, with Sir Jerome’s name on the
wrought silver handle.

After this evidence, a verdict had been brought in that
“Lady Celia Sothron had come to her death at the hands
of her husband, Sir Jerome Sothron.”

Sir Jerome Sothron had been duly arrested, just after
buying a ticket for France.

This was the substance of the news in the morming
papers of the day after the murder,
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The late editions bore the startling news of the escape
of Sir Jerome. The escape had been like the intervention
of a miracle.

Sir Jerome, on refusing, with singular vehemence, to
explain where or with whom he had Dbeen that fatal even-
ing, had been taken back into his cab to be carried to
prison. In the cab went the two officers who had made
the arrest, and a third was on the box with the driver.

Going from Scotland Yard to the prison in Clerkenwell,
the cab passed through Fleet Street. It was two o'clock
in the morning. A brick building was in process of de-
molition, being condemned by the Board of Works as un-
safe. Just as the cab dashed near, a portion of the yet
standing wall gave way and fell with a tremendous crash.
A flying brick knocked the driver senseless from his seat.
As he fell, the officer by him tried to catch him, and
plunged headlong with him, the cab passing over them
both. The horse, wild with fright at the crash, dashed
forward upon the debris, overturning the cab. Thenearest
gas-lamp was extinguished. A hastily collected crowd
surrounded the broken vehicle. One man crawled out,
with little assistance, saying :

‘1 am all right ; help the others.”

One officer was taken out with a broken collar-bone,
insensible ; the other, only slightly stunned, came quickly
to himself, asking for his prisoner. He was told :

‘¢ There was no prisoner ! ”

“The man with handcuffs—where is he?”

““There was no man with handcuffs !”

In brief, the steel wristlets were found in the cab. Sir
Jerome had practiced a trick of hand compression, a feat of
his merry boyhood, had slipped off his fetters, and was
gone,

“1 wish I had taken his word of honor,” sighed the
officer.

He had utterly disappeared. Not one trace of him re-
mained. Great was the wonder.

Overwhelming joy that he was safe, not fettered nor in
prison, was Beryl's first thought. Her second was, that
he had gone a fugitive, loaded with undeserved shame,
bearing the horrible loud for her dear sake.

She-had now doubly ruined him. She had driven him
to his deplorable marrizge ; and now, by her wild, foolish
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act, to conceal her undignified, reckless conduct, he suf-
fered to rest on him the reproach of murder! She felt
that, in her heart of hearts, she loved him still. He was
dearer to her than all the world beside! That love she
must conquer ; it had no right in her soul ; she would root
it out, if the process killed her. But she would do Jerome
justice, and, at any sacrifice, she would clear his name.
Fanny came to her. )
*“My lady, my lord wishes you would ride in the Park
with him this afternoon.”
‘““Say that 1 shall be glad to go at the hour he may
set.”

CHAPTER XI.
‘“PERCY, 1 AM NOT GUILTY!”

Ar THE appointed hour Beryl went down to the library
to her husband. She had dressed herself with scrupulous
care, to please his most exacting taste. She wore a car-
riage-dress of dark-green velvet, buttoned with silver
balls ; her gloves and boots were of leather of the natural
shade, and her charming golden head was crowned with a
green velvet toque, bordered with the changeable tints of
a peacock’s breast plumage, and trimmed with a pompon
made of the green and turquois crest feathers of the royal
bird. The silver-handled parasol which swung lightly in
one little hand, matched the tint of her gloves, and excite-
ment had restored the dainty arbutus bloom to her cheek,
and the matchless luster to her beautiful blue eyes.

‘I am ready, Percy,” she said, faintly.

Oh, for one kind look or word to give her heart! She
had kept her room all the moming, and Fanny had re-
ported her suffering with headache, but he did not even
ask her how she was. All he said was:

“Good-morning, Lady Medford,” and rising, drew on
his gloves.

Together they paced down the hall. There footmen
were in waiting ; she could notsay a word. The marquis
himself handed her into the carriage, and took his seat at
her side,
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She could endure it no longer. She bent her graceful
form toward him, and whispered, in passionate appeal :

“Percy, are you angry with me?”

“ Why should I be angry with you ? he asked, pointedly.

She shivered.

“Only—that you—seemed—angry, Percy.”

“You seem to forget that itis not my nature to be
demonstrative, and that two servants are on the box?”

Thus she was remitted to silence, as theyrolled through
the streets. She looked on life as in a maze.
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‘“1 WOULD RATHER NOT HEAR ANY MORE ABOUT IT,” SAID THE
MARQUIS.

V. ?

““Madam,” said the Marquis, ‘““two carriages of our
friends have passed. and you have not recognized them.
1 desire you to consider and keep up appearances.”

‘I beg your pardon, Percy,” she said, humbly, and no
more friends or acquaintances went by without a bow and
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asmile from the charming little countess. ¢“Percy,” she
said, after they had been once around the drive m Hyde
Park. ‘“I should like so much to get out and walk a little
if you do not mind.”

**Certainly,” he said, and gave her his arm, as they
paced up and down the shaven turf.

Lord Ravlin saw them, dismounted, gave his horse to
his groom. and joined them, walking on one side of Beryl.

“What is the news, Lord Ravlin?” said Beryl, striving
to make conversation. ¢ We always look to you for the
latest word about everything. Who- is to be buried, or
married ? ”

““It is too late in the season for more weddings or en-
gagements,” said Lord Ravlin. ¢ have come through an-
other season unfettered. Since I could not find a countess
as charming as my friend here has, I retain my freedom.
As for news, people are thinking and speaking of nothing
but Sothron.”

“ A poor theme,” said the Marquis, quietly.

“Rather muddy? Yes. But his escape was apt and
daring. A fine fellow, Jerome. What a pity he has done
for himself.” ‘

¢*1 suppose so,” said the marquis.

“But if he is innocent?” ventured Beryl

#Innocent! and ran away! And who else wanted the
poor girl out of the road? No doubt she drove him to
frenzy. I dare say she was a bad lot. This morning a
common sort of man, a sailor, insisted on seeing the lady.
said he was related to her, and fell senseless when he saw
her. They are taking her to Sothronwold to bury her in
the churchyard there, by her people, not in the vaults with
his,”

““Really, T would. rather not hear any more about it;
it does not suit thesummer day,” said the marquis, looking
narrowly at his wife, and fearing she would faint. ‘‘Rav
lin, we are going to leave here Monday.”

¢ For which of your country seats? ”

“For Winderton Castle. Nothing is lovelier than ths
lake district in the summer. You will not fail to keep youw
engagement with us m July?” :

“Be sure I shall not.  Yougo up alone?”

“Yes; but others will follow.”

*Time enough. You feel that it is true, what th

American poet sings,



ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE, 53

¢ « They need no guests, they two shall be
Each other’s own best company.’ ”’

“Thank you,” said the marquis, in a stately fashion.
“Qur earliest guest, a week after we reach the castle, will
be Mrs. Ranleigh.”

““Well, the charming widow will make it lively for

ou.
““But she never forgets herself in her pleasures,” said
the marquis, with intention. It seemed to poor, heart-
wounded Beryl that all his words were sharp swords.

They returned home, and still Beryl had not found time
or courage to say a word of what was in her heart. She
owed her husband some explanation, and she owed to
Jerome the clearing of his name. This she could not
undertake without her lord’s aid. She must cast herself
upon his mercy. Only after an explanation would these
terrible words and looks end—innuendoes that meant
nothing to others, but so much to her. She felt that their
continuance would kill her. Beryl was a tender creature,
living in the approbation and affection of those around
her. It was this which had made her unable to cope with
the domination of her father and the Dowager Heath,

Arrived at the house, Lord Medford took leave of his
wife at the foot of the stairs and went to his library.
Beryl went reluctantly half way up the staircase, then
finally made up her mind, took her fate in her hands, and
came down.

With a titnid knock she opened the library door.

““Did you leave anything in the carriage?” asked the
marquis, coldly, on seeing her.

““No, no,” said Beryl, quickly drawing near him and
speaking rapidly, while her chest heaved, almost suffo-
cating her.  ‘* But—I see you are angry with me, and I
cannot bear it. I must speak to you, and explain.”

“Explain? What can you explain? I inquire
nothing.”

‘““No, I know you do not ; but—you suspect, and you
condemn ; you condemn me unheard. Oh, I know I
am, and have been, very weak, and foolish, and wrong ;
but I have not injured you, my lord. Do not look at me
so fiercely ; you kill me. Forgive, I beseech you, my
follies, and do not charge me with crime, for I protest to
you I am not guilty.”
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““Guilty 1” cried the marquis, in a low, concentrated
voice, that sounded to the unhappy Beryl like thunder-
tones.  ““Guilty ! What can you mean, my lady? A
Countess of Medford guilty | Was ever the name of Med-
ford yoked with guilt before! And by a woman of the
house! I swearto you, Lady Beryl, if I began to ques-
tion guilty or not guilty of my wife, there would be no
question of what course I should take. I advise you to

‘1 PROTEST TO YOU I AM NOT GUILTY !”

be silent. If I see you capable of childish follies and the
recklessness of a girl unequal to such a position as yours,
I trust I can so guard and watch you that folly hereafter
shall be impossible.” .

“If I have been foolish, childish, reckless,'.' said Beryl],
looking down, ‘I have had a lesson that will warn me
of such errors forever. I not only beg your pardon for
all cause of displeasure you may have against me, but I
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entreat you to help me and tell me what is right, for Iam
in serious trouble. I dare not take any step without your
countenance ; and yet I must do something.”

«] do not understand you. You had better consider
before you open any such discussions.

Beryl finally understood him. Hehadresolved to ignore
in open spcech her follies; he would not receive a con-
fession or pronounce absolution; and yet, in his heart,
he condemned her to surveillance.

She looked honestly into his eyes.

“ My lord, I think you do understand me. 1 wish to
speak of—Sir Jerome Sothron.”

‘T decline to speak of him. He has sinned himself out
of the pale of decent men, whether peers or peasants, 1|
regret that I have ever met him, or permitted youto speak
to him on terms of equality.”

My lord, he is falsely accused. He isinnocent!”

“1le is guilty of making a wild, bravado, meaningless
marriage, out of his rank, and then deserting his wife and
refusing to live with her. Drop the hateful theme.”

““ My lord, he is accused of murdering his wife, and for
that he stands in danger of his life, and of that he is in-
nocent. And I, unhappily, can prove it; and I cast my-
self on your mercy to tell me how to prove this—how to
save him from unmerited condemnation, and do it without
—without angering you.” ,

 Lady Medford,” said the marquis, putting strong con-
straint on himself, though his right hand closed on an
ivory paper-holder until it snapped like glass, ‘*I don't
know why vou should be interested in this scoundrel. 7/
don’t know how you could prove anything in his favor!
But I do know you belong to the house of Medford ; its
honor is in your hands, and that honor you shall not sully.
We Medfords do not mingle ourselves in scandals. Soth-
ron is in no danger of his life ; he has escaped. If heis
rearrested, be sure there are others to prove his a/ids, and
do it with honor to themselves. I know one person who
can, and will, if needful; butnotyou. Neveruttera word
of this again.”

““My lord,” said Beryl, with a deep breath of relief, 1
obey you.”

““And one word more, Lady Beryl—do not lay your-
gelf open to suspicion by any tragic looks or words. You
must and shall keep up appearances.”



[13 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE,

CHAPTER XII,
*‘THIS 1S TOO TERRIBLE A HUMILIATION.”

Tre Marquis and Countess of Medford were to give the
closing ball of the season. Not a crush ball, but it was
expected to be the very cream of the season in its assem-
blage of the elite. Ior that ball, Jerome Sothron, among
others, had received cards. Who had dreamed when
those white messengers of festivity had gone abroad, that
when the day came Jerome would be a shame-stricken
fugitive branded with the mark of Cain |

Beryl felt that her husband would watch her narrowly
that evening, and be deeply displeased if she did not keep
up her reputation for beauty and vivacity. Other host-
esses might have on their minds some burden for the
success of the entertainment as regarded the style and
elegance of decoration, the perfection of service, the
music, the refreshments. Beryl had no more responsi-
bility for these than the birds or the lilies. Her grand-
mother had been a notable home-mistress ; but, then, her
grandmother had been obliged to study economy -and
make litile seem to be much. Ouly in the matter of
Beryl's dress had therc been lavish expenditure. Beryl,
Countess of Medford, had no economies to consider. A
golden shower on caterers, and decorations, and musi-
cians, was as potent to evoke a splendid entertainment as
was ever the rubbing of Aladdin’s lamp. So all these
cares fell easily from the pretty shoulders of the young
peeress ; and, shut in her boudoir with the obedient
Fanny, she had only to consider how to be cheerful and
beautiful.

I hope you'll put all this trouble about Sir Jerome
Sothron out of your mind, my lady,” said Fanny, using
her liberty as her unfortunate mistress’ sole confidante.
“He is safe enough, and all these things blow over. One
while the papers are wild over something, and ina month
you hear no more; in six months it is forgotten. In a
year he'll be-back, as much thought of as ever. And till
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then, my lady, isn't it well he is off where my lord can't
be stirred up about him? Indeed, my lord has looked
like a thunder-cloud ever since he came home.”

“Hush, Fanny! You forget yourself, I cannot allow
this.” : ‘

“‘ Dear lady, it is all in love for you. Haven't I served
you since you were a little miss in short clothes? And a
sweet creature you were, and maany is the doll I dressed
for you.” :

- ¢‘I wish we were back at that good time, Fanny!”
sighed the little countess.

““We'll see as good times again, my lady, if you'll only
stop grieving and worrying for others. What shall you
wear to-night, my lady ?”

Fanny unlocked panel after panel in the wall of the
dressing-room, and here a tall mirror swung back and re-
vealed itself as a door, and next it a panel of elegant
flower painting on satin did the same, and proved to be
also a door, and these all disclosed wardrobes where hung
costly dresses, and Fanny drew down the blinds, and
lighted a gas-jet before each closet, that the robes might
be seen as they would appear in the ball-room.

In this fairy palace of fashion and splendor Beryl sat,
in her simple white wrapper, the full flood of her golden
hair loosened over her shoulders, and she looked from one
robe to another listlessly.

Fauny answered a knock at the boudoir door, and came
back with a letter on a salver.

Then Beryl remembered that for two or three days the
morning mail had not been brought to the breakfast-table.
She saw in an instant the meaning of the change ; the let-
ters were ordered to the library first; her lord probably
feared for her some communication with Jerome. She
flushed erimson, and remembered when her father had
taken the same precaution, also on account of Jerome.
But she did not rebel now. She realized that she had
brought this espionage upon herself by her folly. She
opened her letter. As she read she grew paler, and tears
came into her eyes.

¢“Oh I hope there’s no more bad news,” cried the eager
Fanny, too anxious to control herself.

Beryl thrust the letter into her pocket.

¢ Do, my lady, rouse up to care for these dresses. Do.
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think how, Itell you, you will be able to do with my lord
as you like, if you infatuate him enough with your beauty.
Dear knows, my lady, often and often I heard my god-
mother say—and she was housekeeper at Lord Ravlin’s
for thirty years—that if ladies would only consider the
taste of their husbands, and dress and be charming inten-
tionally for them, the same as when they were just out
and looking to a great match, the husbands would be fond
enough, and not wandering away.”
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““YOURS 1S a HEAD, MY LADY, THAT IS BEST DRESSED WITHOUT
ANY DRESSING.”

Beryl roused herself. Fanny’s words were suggestions
of wisdom, forming a connccting link between this most
distressing lctter in her pocket and the offended power
down in the library. True, she should not allow her maid
such freedom of speech ; but Fanny, for twelve years, had
been a faithful and sympathetic attendant, and in girlhood
as in wifehood, Beryl remained lonely.
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Fanny’s words, at this juncture, indicated to her a path
in her difficulties that seemed thickening each minute.
She began to investigate her wardrobe with zeal.

“I've never worn this,” she said, pointing to a pale
blue crape, puffed over a silver tissue, and caught with
clusters of myosotis of its own blue. ‘“This, Fanny,
with the pale pink cameo bracelets, necklet, and zone,
Lady Heath gave me for my wedding present—poor
grandmamma ! They must have cost a fortuneshe could
ill spare. And with that, Fanny, you must make my
hair very fluffy. Come into the bath-room and wash my
head directly, to make it fluff like spun gold.”

«“Now you are as you used to be,” smiled Fanny, fol-
lowing her lady into the bath-room, with its Pompeian
walls and floors, its china tubs, its mirrors, and its glasses
framed in rock crystal. The marquis had spared nothing
in glorifying his residences for this bride brought to houses
long without a mistress.

<1 do declare,” said Fanny, ‘‘yoursis a head, my lady,
that is best dressed without any dressing—it is only a
shake and it is done—I wish you could wear it to the ball
this way ; you look like angels and cherubs, or any other
lovely creatures.”

“Fanny, I think I'll go down to lunch so,” said Beryl,
looking at her splendid golden chevelure with approba-~
tion. ‘‘Get me that turquois merino dress made with
velvet yoke and puffed sleeves, with the tucked skirt, with-
out a train—the marquis likes that.”

““Now you are doing right,” said Fanny, as her lady,
thus panoplied, for conquest of her lawful lord, descended
at the hour of luncheon.

The marquis received her as quietly as ever, and spoke
sparingly of indifferent things. He had formerly praised
her dress or appearance, now and then. Now he did
neither. Neither did he speak as she ardently hoped he
would of that letter.

Evening came, and after careful rest all day, and reso-
lute turning of her mind from her troubles, Beryl went
down to the great drawing-room.

The decorator who had in hand the rehabilitation of the
residence, had seen fit to make use of many long mirrors
in Florentine style, which immensely increased the ap-
parent size of the very large drawing-room. These mir-
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rors, reduplicating flowers and statuettes, and flashing
chandeliers, and all the other glories of thé ‘apartment, re-
duplicated also the little countess, with golden head and
snowy arms and shoulders, contrasting with her blue and
silver, and pink cameos.

As she moved to meet the marquis, a dozen lovely
Berylsmovedin harmoniousaccord with her graceful steps.

THE DOOR SWUNG OPEN, AND BERYL, WITH A FACE OF SHAME
AND SORROW, STOOD BEFORE HIM,

How blessed were all these fictitious Beryls, in having no
secretly sad heart !

The entertainments of the Marquis of Medford were al-
ways choice occasions, and whatever other l_n\*ltatxons
might be declined, the invitations of the charming coun-
tess were accepted. Smiles and wit, music, laughter,
song, and dancers airily borne on the billows of sweet
sound, filled the shining hours.
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. Beryl moved among herguests, eager to make every one
-happy—-for she dearly loved to plegse—and wherever she
went she was followed by admiring eyes and softly spoken
raise.
P Once, sitting to rest for a moment, almost hidden by a
voluminous drapery drawn back from an arch-way, she
heard words that swept black surges of terror over her
soul.

“Yes; he’s off. But what folly; he will surely be
caught. Extradition will seize and deliver him up any-
where. In fact, he is known to have gone to France, and
he will be brought back to stand his trial.”

«“Well, I'll never believe he did it.”

““Nor I, though everything points that way.

Always that deadly faintness came over Beryl at this
hint of danger to Jerome; but she was stung to self-com-
mand by seeing, as she never had before, Fanny near the
door of the ball-room.

Lord Ravlin came near. Beryl laid her hand on his
arm, and said:

““I wish to go and speak to my maid by the door.”

‘“ Fanny,” she said, *‘my necklace catches on some of
my braids.”

Fanny quickly adjusted the cameos, and skillfully left a
little note in her lady’s hand, whispering :

*“ I hated to Lring it, but thought I must.”

Well, the ball ended, the house was quiet, the lights were
out or burned low. The marquis in his study, lifting his
head from a profound reverie, remembered that he must
go to bed. But the door swung open, aund Beryl—Beryl
in her ball-dress—DBeryl, with a face of pale shame and sor-
row, stood before him.

“ My lord—Percy! I mustspeak to you. Butoh! how
can I? This is too deep a humiliation, But, Percy, I have
—I had—a letter——"
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CHAPTER XIIL
““1 AM SO LONEsOME !”

““A rerrer |7 said the marquis, sternly, looking into
his wife’'s face. “* What do you mean? Am I to be fur-
ther annoyed with extravagances about that man, Jerome
Sothron ¢ ”

“No, no, my lord,” said Beryl, drawing her ungloved
hand from the soft folds of her ball-dress, and half reluct-
antly holding out a letter. ¢ This letter is from my
father. At any time, my lord, it would have prostrated
me with shame to show you such a letter. Ishould have
felt humiliated to the earth to lay it before you. And
now, when I feel that you are seriously offended with me
—that I have disappointed you, and given you cause for
complaint—to come to you with such a thing as this,
rends my heart. You will wish you had never heard the
name of Heath, Despise us, my lord—scorn us-—we are
only worthy of contempt.”

“You are Countess of Medford, and contempt and
scorn do not yoke with the name you bear,” said the
marquis, with lofty pride. ‘‘ Be seated, Lady Medford.”

Beryl slowly shook her head as he took the letter. 1In
fact, she clung to the back of the chair on which she
leaned, and dared not leave it, even to turn, fearing lest
she might fall. Her great pitiful eyes watched her hus-
band’s darkening face as he read. .

¢ This from your father? ” he said, in profound aston-
ishment.

“From my father,” she faltered.

“Why did you not bring it to me at once?”

T hoped, at luncheon, you would say something that
would open the way ; but I felt too ashamed to broach
the matter, and trusted to find some way out of it.”

«“And now, late at night, you have changed your
mind?’

“QOn compulsion. I could nof have brought you that
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letter, only this note was slipped into my hand this even-
ing. I do not know where it came from, nor how.”

““You seem versed in clandestine communications,
Lady Medford,” said the marquis, sharply, as she gave
him the lines Fanny had brought to the ball-room. )

“Do you wonder at anything in Asis child?” cried
Beryl, in bitter agony, pointing at the letter and note in
his hands.

The marquis looked at them again.

“Your father in the letter announces an indebtedness
which must be immediately canceled, or he will be dis-
graced in Vienna, and lose in dishonor his position in the
embassy. His debts are »

«Debts of honor, you see, my lord.”

“I do not recognize anything honorable about a gam-
bling debt,” said the marquis, sharply.

““There is not. It is so hideous that, after hours of
thought, I felt ready to say he must endure the dishonor
and dismissal he has brought on himself so needlessly.
You see, he says Lady Heath will not and cannot help
him. But the note &

“Yes, in the note he says he cannot and will not sur-
vive disgrace—he will kill himself. The note forces you
to come to me, Beryl.”

““ Yes,” she said, faintly, forces mec to give you that
horrible letter, where he writes as if you were bound to
help him in this way, because of me ; speaks as if I were
your honor and pride, and worth to you all this trouble
and disgrace, when I know you are angry and disappoint-
ed, and wish you had mever seen me. It is put very
plainly in that letter, my lord, that I was a commodity he
had for sale, and that he sets on me a price much higher
than I must seem worth to you, or any one else.”

““ He speaks of money you scnt him—says it was a
mere drop. What was that, Beryl ? ”

““ Two months ago, I drew out all my year’s income
and sent it to him. Please do not reproach me; I felttoo
ashamed to tell you of such matters ; you are so far above
such disgraceful things, Percy.”

‘“ And since then, my lady, you have had—-"

t“ A sovereign in my purse, for good luck, my lord,”
said Beryl, lowering her eyes.

“1 wish you had had, from the beginning, more con-
fidence in me, Beryl,”
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1 wish I had, my lord,” said she, hotly. ¢ But how
could I have done so? What was my position? Did
not my family calmly estimate the various matches pos-
sible to me, and discuss them for money’s worth, while
my face burned with shame? Was I not put in your way
—scolded furiously if I did not #zy to attract you—defi-
nitely sold for so much? And now I amsent to you, bold-
faced, to ask part of the price! Oh, hate me, Percy ; I
deserve it. You find you have a wife who is weak, and
helpless, and silly, and led by every insistent voice ; you
have come to believe me worse than I am, and to think I
have nothing but my pretty face—and pretty faces are
plenty. Thave, in my heedlessness, and thanks to the way
1 was brought up, acted so that you think me vain and
heartless—even wicked. And now I come to you with
this burden of disgrace, which a wife would dread to bring
to a man whose life she crowned with honor.”

‘¢ Beryl,” said Lord Medford, quietly, ‘“when I married
you I assumed your responsibilities, your cares, and ex-
pected to divide your pleasures and your pains. T cannot
blame you, child, for this vice of your father’s. You have
no share in that, and I am always willing to help you in
any trouble no/ the result of your own foolishness, light-
ness, or deceit.  Wrong in you I cannot tolerate, but mis-
fortune I can help. When this first began you should
have come to me, and 1 would have relieved you of the
burden.”

Oh, how Beryl wished she had! Filled with grati-

tude, she would not have bLeen tempted by Laura Ran-
leigh to deceive this good, if stern man. He went
on :
“ Drop this from your mind. I will see to it, and see
that your father does not err in this way again. As
for the empty purse, it shall be replenished to-mor-
row.”

““Such goodness, such generosity, such undeserved
kindness ! 7 murmured Beryl, overwhelmed, turning to
leave the room.

But what she had feared happened, as she turned from
the support of the chair-back. In the revulsion of feeling,
at the first step she made she lost consciousness, and fell
prostrate at her husband’s feet. . .

The marquis had been writing bitter things against his
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young wife ; he had been steeling his heart against her.
He belonged to a proud, implacable race, who made
boast of ncither offending nor forgiving ; but when he
lifted up that slender, beautiful form, and it lay helpless
and unconscious upon his arm, his whole soul was
moved.

He did not ring for help; he would not have even
Fanny see her in this state, and question of the cause.

He carried Beryl to a sofa, and as he laid herdown, the
proud, middle-aged man, who felt himself rebuffed in that
he had given his stern, silent love to a woman who had
no love to give him, and who found in himself no forgive-
ness for his wife’s misfortune in not being able to wrench
her clinging affection from the lovor of her girlhood,
pressed on Beryl's unconscious face kisses warmer than
any he had ever given her—kisses such as he would not
bend his pride to give her if she were conscious of them,

“Poor child ! ” he said ; ¢ her fate is hard, T was wild
to believe that scheming old dowager, who toid me the
girl would learn {o love me well.”

He fanned Beryl and sprinkled water in her face, and
finally the blue eyes opened.

“Qh, whatisit? Wheream I?”

“You were only a little faint, my dear,” he said,
calmly.

“I am always troubling you, Percy ; and you are very
good,” she said, faintly.

Presentlp she sat up.

“Itis late. I must go upstairs.”

As sherose, her eyes fell on the two papers on thetable,
and, with a flush, she rcached out her hand to them.

““Leave them to me,” said her husband.

“0Oh, whatcan I do to show you how thankful I am?”
His face darkened, and he touched the note.

‘“ Beryl, you say you do not know who brought this.
You must know who gave it to you. Let me tell you,
every woman lowers her dignity who receives a clandes-
tine communication. Whocver offers you such a note, or
token, insults your womanly purity and position, to say
nothing of the treachery to me of Lringing such messages
under my roof. I fear you must be an adept in such acts
of deception, that this came to you so readily. IfI dis-
cover such a messenger in my household, I will banish
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that one on the instant. I do not like your maid Fanny.
She has been with youtoo long, and any attendant chosen
by your family is little likely to be to my mind. I be-
lieve it would be for your good if 1 disiissed her,”

*“Oh, Percy,” cried poor Beryl, clasping her hands,
‘“do not—do not be so cruel! She has served me for
twelve years ; she knows all my wants and ways; she
loves me. Oh, Percy, don’t send her away, 7 am so
lonesome!”

She looked so wan and pitiful, and these words were
spoken in a wailing cry that made the marquis’ heart
sick. Lonesome |—so lonesome !—in shelter of his roof
—within reach of his arm ?

‘“‘Keep her, then,” he said, briefly, turning on his heel.

CHAPTER XIV.
¢ A LETTER.”

PeorLrE had wondered, openly and secretly, how the
Countess of Medford would take the scandal and disap-
pearance of Jerome Sothron. Every oneknew that a little
over a year before the two had been ardent lovers. There
were those who had prophesied that Beryl Heath would
elope with Sothron before the day came for her to fulfill
the family contract by standing with the marquis, at the
altar of St. George.

But Beryl had given her hand to the marquis, a very
lovely, if pale and quiet, bride, and the marquis, in his
stately fashion, had been an indulgent and attentive hus-
band. All had seemed to go well, and the Dowager
Heath had never tired of telling of Beryl's married happi-
ness and the sumptuousness of her surroundings.

When Jerome reappeared in society, suddenly became
Sir Jerome, and master of one of the finest estates in Eng-
land, there had been envious souls who had watched him
and Beryl for some folly ; but along the dizzy precipices
of temptation these two had trodden with safe steps, and
not a breath of slander had blown upon them. The at-
tentive calmness of the marquis, the absolute innocence
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of Beryl, which lent a frankness to all her actions, had so
far made her safcty.

By the care of the marquis, Beryl was prevented from
exhibiting publicly any terror or anguish concerning the
fugitive Jerome which would have drawn evil reflections
on her. ~ During the last few days of their stay in London,
the marquis was more than ever punctiliously attentive to
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WHEN THAT BEAUTIFUL FORM LAY UNCONSCIOUS UPON HIS ARM, HIS
WHOLE SOUL WAS MOVED.

his wife. He attended her everywhere in public, seemed
to anticipate her slightest wishes, and kept up every con-
versation, so that no ominous silences gave spur to in-
vidious tongucs.

Warned by her mistress of the marquis’ displeasure,
Fanny endeavored to make herself, in a dozen little ways,
agreeable to his lordship, and to seem to be alertin his be-
half. She was a skillful young woman, and soon he
looked on her with a morc favorable eye.
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But in those few days, before leaving London, Fanny
had an exciting adventure. She had been out to buy some
trifles for her lady, using a cab to go about, when just as
she stepped to the pavement in the causeway, the sailor
who had brought the line from Sir Jerome almost ran
against her.

“ Oh, is it you!” said Fanny.

“Yes, mistress, said Ralph Maxwell, moving on.

““Wait a bit,” said Fanny, ‘1 want to see you.”

Maxwell looked about.

‘“'The street is a poor place for talk. But yon’s a coffee
house, mistress; perhaps you'd go in and have a biscuit.”

They turned into the ‘*Golden Cup,” and as Maxwell
looked a well-to-do man, and Fanny a pretty damsel in a
black silk gown, they were put in a tiny room by them-
selves and served with lobster salad.

“Wehave not heard a word from Sir Jerome, ”said Fanny,
““and I want you to tell me how he got off. They say
he has gone to France, and the officers are after him, and
he will soon be brought back.”

The sailor todk from his pocket a sealed letter, soiled and
rumpled.

1 was at a stand,” he said, ¢ whether to post this, or
take it to the house. Sir Jerome said to take it there, but
I'm not fond of going to great houses.”

““Blessed luck you did neither thing,” said Fanny, tak-
ing the letter ; ““ you’d have got usinto worse trouble than
we are in.  What if I hadn’t met you! But you've been
slow enough! Here it’s three days.”

““That's so, mistress, but I had reasons. No man in
London has been through more sorrow than I have this
week past.”

Fanny was a tender-hearted young woman, and the
sailor was a goodly looking man. .

“You do look terribly worn out,” said Fanny. “I'm
more than sorry for you. We all have our troubles, Mr.
Maxwell, and I hope yours will be well over when next
we meet.”

‘Maxwell shook his head, as if to signhify his troubles
would never be over, and Fanny continued :

“And as I can't stop here forever, will you tell me how
Sir Jerome got off ? 7 '

““ You read what the paper said, mistress?”
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“0Oh yes.”

_“*Well here’s what lays behind the paper. When Sir
Jerome crawled out of that overset cab, 1 chanced to be
passing, and seeing some one as needed help out of the
wreck, I hauled away at him, and when he got on the
walk in range of light, it was Sir Jerome. 1 knew him for
kind deeds he had done—no matter what—and he knew
me. He said, ‘Maxwell, I have been arrested for mur-

‘“THE STREET IS A POOR PLACE FOR TALK ; BUT YON'S A COFFEE-
HOUSE, MISTRESS.”

dering my wife.” “Eh, sir?’ I said; ‘you never did it
‘Certainly not,” he says; ‘but, poor girl, she is murdered,
and things point at me. I can clear myself easily enough,
but only by bringing shame and trouble on some one
dearer to me than life. I want to get away.” I said,
‘Sir Jerome, are you sure you want to fly 2" and he said,
‘Yes; fly I must” We had stepped into a corner to
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speak, and all attention was on the men hurtin the break-
up. When he spoke so decided, 1 said, ‘Come on; I'm
your man !’ and I hurried him along down the docks to
a ship that would sail with the tide, and got him aboard
uiet.”

4 “ The first mate was on watch, a cousin of mine. and 1
walked the deck with him a minute, till Sir Jerome wrote
the note 1 brought you the next evening. You need not
fear he’ll be caught. He went, and he has not gone to
France. He’s safe enough.”

““Who did kill Mrs. Sothron, do you think?”

“Don’t ask me. I think till I'm wild about it, and the
more I think the blacker it looks. It is sure it was notSir
Jerome Sothron.”

With this news and the letter, Fanny went home to her
lady. Jerome had written the letter while his vessel waited
for the tide, and mailed it inclosed in a cover to Ralph
Maxwell.

The letter was to Beryl a revelation. It revealed a new
Sir Jerome Sothron. His dashing, self-pleasing, thought-
less boyishness had fallen from him as the chrysalis case
from an insect in its transformation, and out of it had come
a new, strong, penitent man. There was no reproach to
Beryl—mno telling her, as he had told her at other times,
that she was the cause of his errors and his woes—that
she, by her weakness and perfidy, had betrayed his hope
and ruined his life. There was none of this. He blamed
himself bitterly on Beryl's account, and on account ‘‘ of
the innocent, unhappy creature who had been his wife.”

“1,” he wrote, ‘“‘am the recal causc of her death. Not
that I wished her dead, or know whose hand struck the
blow ; but I took her from the safe shelter of her humble
home, rendered love and marriage in her own rank impos-
sible, set her in perilous places, exposed herto that unknown
hate and foe by whom she fell, cruelly done to death.
And, misecrable that I am, the poor girl loved me—loved
me, 1 believe, honestly and truly. You too, my gentle
angel,dowered me with your love, and fate unkindly parted
us ; and then, in my selfishness, my craving for the sound
of your voice, the glance of your eyes, I have exposed you
to the scorn of society, the fury of your husband. 1 have
dealt most unjustly by the marquis, a man far my superior
in character. Beryl, forgive me. Self-condemncd, 1 go to
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expiate my errors in life-long exile from all I have held
dear. Igo a repentant, sobered man, I cannot come
forth and disprove this terrible charge without sacrificing
you and the honor of your husband’s untarnished name.
I accept the penalty of my recklessness. Let your pure
prayers follow in his unknown banishment him whom you
will never see nor hear from again.

¢ THE UNDESERVING JEROME.”

BERYL YIELDED, AND BURNED THE LETTER—THE LAST TIE,
SEEMINGLY, BETWEEN HER AND JEROME,

Beryl read this letter, with sobs and tears. She read it,
?}?dt re-read it, to print it on her heart ; for Fanny insisted

at:

‘It must be burned. My lord would surely hear of it,
and it would ruin us both. Think, dear lady, what would
become of you if you angercd him more, and if even poor
Fanny should be driven away from you.”
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Beryl yielded. and burned the letter. It seemed the last
tie between her and Jerome.

There were other little treasures she had locked, doubly
locked, in an ivory box—a curl from his dark head, a
miniaturc——relics these of that earlier love time when
such tokens were right—faded flowers, a sonnet or two
—some of these given also in these later days. She
guarded all these nothings jealously, as some precious
treasure, and she kept the memory of her unhappy lover
hidden in her heart, with a certain savageness as she
thought of him driven out, dishonored, poor, homeless,
friendless, all because of her. The thought aroused in her
a certain flerceness foreign to her gentle nature.

In vain Fanny told her that *‘Sir Jerome Sothron was
well enough off. Men always got on well enough ; the
world was full of interests and occupations ; they could do
anything.”

Thus Fanny talked while she packed her lady’s endless
wardrobe and equipments, to go to Winderton Castle.

CHAPTER XV.
‘1 BETRAY A CONFIDENCE, "

““I promisep Lady Lester we would appear at the
Rhododendron Show-—she is one of its patrons—and at
the Bazaar for the Children's Hospital. The duke, and
the prince and princess are to be there,” said the marquis
to Beryl, on Saturday morning. ‘‘I-must beg you to
remember it is our last appearance before going to the
castle, so pray look your best. If you cannot find a litde
more color, I fear you will need rouge.”

Thus he spoke, cold and clear, at the breakfast-table,
and Beryl nerved herself up to reply :

I think a rose-colored dress and ribbons will lend me
all the color I need. Where shall we go first, my lord ?”

““To see the flowers—let us say at twelve, and return
here for luncheon.”

““As you please. Do you remember promising Mrs.
Ranleigh we would appear at her five o'clock tea?”

“Yes. Then the bazaar must come in the evening.”
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Was the unhappy Beryl glad or sorry that the day was
to be so full of going and coming, of dressing and chat-
ting? Which was harder, to sit and think of the wander-
ing, unjustly condemned Jerome, and her own really un-
just condemnation in her husband's soul, or to go from
place to place, obliged to seem gay, and repress the miser-
able sorrow fighting for expression ir. her heart?

Beryl was quickly becoming an adept in this repres-
sion, this surface gayety, as women will She moved
among the flowers and the fashion in the rhododendron
show, fairest of the fair, charmed with the flowers, mak-
ing summer plans with various friends, bowing sweetly
at compliments. Then home. Then out to Mrs. Ran-
leigh's house, Myrtle Lodge, near Holland Park.

he had last driven through that gate at Jerome’s side,
going to make that reckless call at Sothronwold Abbey.
She shivered in a cold agony as they passed under the
fanciful little archway. 'Then that bright little drawing-
room, full of bijouteriz, and gay faces, and lively chat;
death itself seemed to grip the heart of Beryl, remember-
ing the handsome, pleading face of Jerome, and Laura
Ranleigh bidding her go with him that fatal day.

But here was Laura, receiving her guests, a piquant
figure; her head was dropped a little on one side, but de-
livered from a lackadaisical air by the vivid flash of her
black eyes, and the dimples in cheek and chin ; her dress
was the most hide.us shade of sage green, over which her
brilliant color so triumphed as to make it appear delicious.
This faded-green nun’s vailing, with long, straight folds,
high-shouldered sleeves, a ruff, and an embroidered bag,
would have been the ruin of almost any one; but Laura
Ranleigh, ske made it delectable.

“ Hideous, isn't it? ” she said, posing before Lord Rav-
lin, ““but then, I'm so shockingly poor, 1 can only afford
two or three decent gowns, and those must be worn at
the assemblies of my great friends ; and so at home—Dbe-
hold a masterpiece, at five pounds !”

‘It is really a masterpiece, thanks to your taste, and—
your charms,” said Ravlin, bowing low.

“If his compliments had ever meant anything, said
the young widow to hecself, 1 might have been Lady
Ravlin by this time.”

Mrs. Ranleigh pleased the marquis and Beryl, as her
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most honored guests, one on either hand. As she said,
she could not afford a staff of tall footmen ; she had in-
stead a very pretty parlor maid, in a cap and Dolly Var-
den gown, and a slim black boy, brilliant in an oriental
dress, and brisk in motion as a ferret. Her poverty, her
bizarre servants, the flowers in the garden, the birds dart-
ing about among the shrubs before her open windows, all

‘¢ HIDEOUS, ISN'T IT |” SAID LAURA RANLEIGH, POSING BEFORE
LORD RAVLIN.

afforded themes for the bright sayings of Mrs. Ranleigh.
But there was a certain grace and reserve in her most
brisk and startling remarks or acts. To tell the truth, the
marquis had been a little afraid of her before his engage-
ment to Beryl, but she had been one of the firstand warm-
est in her congratulations on that event, and he had liked
her betier and better ever since. L

My lord,” she said, handing the marquis his second
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cup of tea in egg-shell china with her own pretty hands,
““do you sit where you can get the view of the distant
river? If I werc an artist, as every one is nowadays, I
would paint that view. Poor Sir Jerome Sothron liked it
so well.”

¢« Poor Sothron ! ” chorused Ravlin. ‘I cannot believe
he is dead ; such a dashing, fine fellow.”

““Dead!” cried the dowager Heath, who was present ;
‘“what do you mean, Ravlin?”

¢“That he is dead, my lady. It seems he got off in a
sailing vessel going to Holland, and there was a big blow
off the Maas, and the crazy vessel foundered and every
soul was lost. That ends poor Jerome, and on my soul
I'm sorry. I don'tbelieve a word said against him.”

“Nearly every one is sure of his guilt,” said Lady
Heath.

‘¢ And since he is dead he never can come back to prove
his innocenc:,” said some one else.

““ And therefore guilty of the murder of his wife will be
the verdict written against his name in all time,” said the
dowager, calmly. Well, when he married as he did, I
knew he’d come to no gocd end,” and Lady Heath, whose
vile greed had ruined the lives of Beryl and this helpless
young man, coolly passed her cup for more tea.

At the words ‘‘dead,” ‘“lost,” the marquis fully ex-
pected to hear a shriek frem Beryl, or to see her swoon,
and he nerved himself for the denouement. He did not
understand that there is an extremity of anguish too deep
for all outward demonstration ; a horrible sharpness of
pain that will not permit the blessed refuge of temporary
insensibility.

Beryl happened to be looking out of the window when
Ravlin spoke, and, as one struck to stone, a truc Niobe
she sat, still looking into the flower-set garden, while the
words ‘“decad, dead, dead. dead,” pulsed with the steady
beat of a trip-hammer in her brain.

The cold, cruel North Sea had him then, her tall, strong,
beautiful, life-full Jerome, who, one poor week ago, had
filled this room with the splendor of his young menhood
like a god! Gone, gone, gone forever from the cruel
tongues of men to the cruel waves of the sea.

‘“How well she bearsit. Who would have thoughtshe
had such control, could simulate so,” said Mrs. Ranleigh,
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in a low voice to the marquis. ¢ With that innocent
child-face I should have expected an outburst. But, my
lord, one can never understand women.”

No. The marquis did not understand this stony calm,
nor the quiet words Beryl spoke when she must. When
they arrived at home, Beryl followed him to his dressing-
room, and asked him to dismiss his valet for a little.

Standmg, with both clasped hands resting on his dress-
ing table, she looked him in the eyes.

My lord, did you notice—]Jerome Sothron is dead ?”

I heard.”

‘“ And dead, he lies under accusation of the foulest crime
a man can commit—the murder of his wife.”

““That is not our affair, Beryl.” :

¢“Pardon me, my lord—I think it is. All that can now
be done for him is to clear his name.”

“What 17

“I told you, my lord, I could prove his innocence, and
you as much as admitted it to me, for you said you had
one who could prove his a/b;, if needed, at your request.
Percy, in justice to the dead, produce the proof, and clear
his name.”

““ It does not seem to me needful. It cannot help him,
and no one knows how far such investigation, if started,
might go. It might dishonor the living to clear the
dead.”

“But justice is justice, Percy. I implore you render
it!”

“Fer the present I decline.”

“Percy, 1, too, know witnesses. Musf I produce
them ?”

‘“ Madam, my witness is—Mrs. Ranleigh!”

Beryl Cau(rht her breath.

“You will drive me to desperate measures, I fear,” she
said.

““ And you will certainly drive me to desperate meas-
ures, for I shall stop at nothing to shield Medford honor.
If you are sacrificed the fault will be yours.

Beryl turned aud left the room. She had made up her
mind ; she would set before the public Jerome’s name
white and fair, even if hers were dragged to destruction in
the act.

But night, with its calmness, brought new elements to
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her counsels. Her husband’s honor and name were bound
with hers. Had he deserved at her hands disgrace, cru-
elty? Had he not been most generous, most fotbearing ?
What had he not done lately for her poor reckless father!
She rose early, resolved to go to his room ard implore
his help and forgiveness. As she stepped into the hall she
met an unexpected face, and exclaimed:

e Sir Jonas Kent!”

It was one of the chief physicians of London.

“Why are you here! For what have you come?
Speak.”

He took her hand and led her back into her dressing-
room, looking anxiously at her. Then he said, slowly:

*“Lady Medford, in speaking the truth to you, I betray
—a contidence,”

CHAPTER XVL
SHE MUST STAND BY HER HUSBAND,

Tue wildest suspicions and the strangest terrors rushed
over Beryl's mind at these words. At what new danger
did they point? She clasped her hands.

“1 entreat you, Doctor Kent, conceal nothing from
me!”

“I was called early this morning by the valet of the
marquis—-"

““What! my husband is ill, and I am not.told? Let
me go to him.”

‘‘At present, no. He sleeps.”

“Do you mean he is very ill? There i{s danger?”

‘“Immediate danger, no ; perhaps not any even. Four
years ago, and two years ago, I was called to the mar-
quis for such an attack ; the trouble is of the heart; but I
did not consider it pressing. Now I find the difficulty
much aggravated. It may not return for years; he may
enjoy apparently perfect health. The marquis, you know,
1s a very reserved man, and he has a singular dislike of ex-
citing either comment or sympathy. No one has known
this trouble hut his valet. ~But it seems to me only justice
that you should know, and you, as his nearest and dear-
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est, will be best able to cheer his mind, diverthis thoughts,
relieve his cares, and so prolong his life. I am sorry to
grieve and disturb you, Lady Beryl,” said the old physi-
cian, who had known her all her life; ““but these are the
concomitants of the wedded state. At thealtar, you know,
the word is, for ¢ better or worse,” and in marriage espec-
ially must we ‘bear one another’s burdens.””

““Tell me, only tcll me what to do?”

“You must conceal all knowledge of this, as he has
not wished you to know. Andkeep him quiet and happy.
Draw his mind from himself. Do not indulge in terrors
about him. As I have said, he may outlive many sound-
er men—I mean in heart. Except for the cardiac trouble
he is one of the most vigorous men I know.”

The physician was gone, and Beryl stood as if turned
to a statue, leaning against her toilet-table, her hands
clasped before her, her beautiful hair loose over the
shoulders of her rose-hued dressing-gown, and bound
back from her pretty brow with a ribbon.  Girlish, almost
childish, she looked, and yet the weightiest cares of a
woman were resting on her heart. If that attack on this
Sabbath morning had proved fatal, she must inevitably
have accused herself of her husband’s death, as the ex-
citement and inxiety which her wild folly had caused him
must lie at the root of his dangerous symptoms. If now
she disturbed or excited him in any way, his death would
lie at her door.

His death | And, oh, how well he had deserved at her
hands | Had he not amply fulfilled all his promises,
been true, generous, more than generous, kind? That
she had married him without a heart to give him, had
been both her misfortune and her fault; she should have
been frank with him, and true to her early love. By her
weakness she had destroyed Jerome, and was now likely
to destroy her husband. = If she persisted in her design of
vindicating Jerome at the expense of herself, she would
inevitably sacrifice the marquis. The poor young creature
was in a fearful strait between her duty toward the dead
and the living. And she had no counsellor! But her in-
nate sood sense and conscience told her that in this
choice she must stand by her husband, by the man who
held her vows, whose name she bore. Yes, poor Jerome
must sleep under the sea, and his name perish in black-
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ness. Poor Jerome, he was safe from the woes of this
life, and he would never know ! Could she in any way
comfort and heal the living heart that she had grieved?

It was a balmy morning, the first of June. Odors rose
from the garden to her open window, as from a cup of
perfumes, she took her prayer-book and sat down in the
morning sunlight. All the world had changed for her
since the last Sabbath. What! that day she had been
planning to go to Mrs. Ranleigh's to meet Jerome. Oh,
step that had ruined all her life—yes, three lives! How
terrible are these beginnings of evil, how great the bad
harvest from our little sinful seed.

When Fanny came she sent her to ask if she could see
the marquis.

Fanny returned with word that he did not intend to go
down to breakfast, and begged to decline seeing the
countess that morning.

Beryl shed hot tears owver that, while Fanny went to
order her lady’s breakfast to her room. He would not
see her! He feared a distressing or dangerous scene.
His wife, in whom he should find rest, was the discordant
element in his life. Oh, if she were but dead.

The sun rose high, all the church bells rang out mes-
sages of mercy, but they brought no word of peace to
her.

There was a tap at her door—the valet of her husband.
The marquis wished to see her. She went to him trem-
bling. He was sitting by the window of his dressing room,
reading. He looked just as he ever had; to Beryl's eye,
there was no mark of illness or physical pain on him.
S{xe stood before him as a culprit, when the valet left them
alone.

‘“ Beryl,” said the marquis, ““I have something to say
to you that should be said at once.” .

“And I wish to speak to you, Percy. I wanted to
come carlier, and I could not. I was wrong to speak as
I did last night, wrong to bring up a subject displeasing
to you, wrong to defy your wishes. I will notdo so
again,

The marquis waved his hand, as if her promises were
empty air.

‘1 wish you distinctly to understand, that this affair
of Sothron is no more to come up between us. There is
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to be no more madness about vindicating his memory.
Rather than have you so disgrace yourself, I will lock
you up in a private asylum, as insane. For a month or
two you must steel yourself to hear this discussion pro
and con, and give no sign of interest. You can doit;
unfortunately, you are an adept in deceiving.”

*Oh, my lord !” wailed BerylL

<1 married you,” said the marquis, with increasing bit-
terness, ‘‘for your beauty, your innocence, and your
submissive disposition. I find your innocence all under-
mined with intrigue and deceit. Your beauty was a
snare, this soft outward submissiveness covers treachery,
a subtle, secret taking of your own way. I might have
known that you had the faults of weak natures——secrecy,
guile, trickery.”

“My lord! my lord!” gasped Beryl, “have you no
mercy? "

““No,” said the marquis, with concentrated indignation,
““words cannot tell the bitterness of the disappointment I
have found in you. Your grandmother told me your feel-
ing for Jerome Sothron was a mere passing fancy ; I be-
lieved her. Ifit had been more, why not tell me honestly ?
If you loved him, had you no courage to stand up for
honest love? Why come to me, and vow love, honor,
obedience, while love was bestowed upon another?
Honor was too strong a thing for so frail a vessel as your
heart ; and obedience, real loyal obedience, is to you a
word in an unknown tongue ! ”

““Bear with me, my lord. I was a child in their
hands.” .

¢ But, here, under my roof and name, you have been
wife and woman, and yet you have not cast this man out
of your thoughts, but these last days your whole soul.has
been intent on him, and for his sake you defy me.”

¢«“My Lord,” said Beryl, ‘I do not resent your re-
proaches, for many of them are deserved, and I can see
that one so strong, and honest, and fearless as you are,
may not know how to pity, but only how to despise, the
faults of timidity and weakness such as mine. Butif you
will try to pardon and help me, and give me a chance
to win your confidence

It is impossible I should have confidence. Iam glad
we have no child to heir your follies; my nephew is the
son of a firm and truthful English matron.”
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Beryl covered her face with her hands, and wept incon-
solably. She could not dream that this intense fury of
the marquis against her was born of outraged, disappointed
love, the jealousy of strong affection. She read in it only
inextinguishable dislike. But she was in his hands. Even
in his wrath he must be her refuge—she had no other.
She sank on her knees before him.

““Percy, your words kill me! Do not—do not be so
angry. I promise you I will be all you wish. I know I
am not vain or light, or reckless by nature. Idonotlove
to deceive. 1 want to be true.”

“To-morrow,” said the marquis, restraining himself|
““we go to Winderton Castle. Do not complain if you
find my watch over you exacting.”

‘I shall complain of nothing,” said Beryl.  *‘Only give
me opportunity to get back your good opinion.”

The poor child was ready to become a very Griselda, to
satisfy her angry lord.

CHAPTER XVII,
‘‘THE LIFE THOU WOULDST NOT SAVE.”

TrE scene in which his physician would have feared for
his life had, instead, quieted the marquis. He had estab-
lished the footing of the future with his wife. She under-
stood that he should exercise surveillance over her, and she
had given up her rebellion and yielded to his wishes.
They would go to Winderton, and if in any investigations,
any unpleasant revelations were made about Beryl, he
would take her to Italy or Spain for a year or two, until
the scandal died away. He took a long breath of relief
yvhpn he believed that he understood his position, and had
intimidated Beryl so that she would take no secret steps.
He did not dream that her yielding humility was the work
of an aroused conscience and a penitent heart, that not his
angry words but his physician's disclosures had brought
his wife to this conformity to his wishes.

As to Beryl, she felt more and more keenly the very
great errors of which, both before and since her marriage,
she had been guilty. She scorned and hated her weak-
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ness, and in that self-scorn she began to grow stronger and
nobler. .

The marquis sent word that he should appear at dinner,
and a note came from Mrs. Ranleigh begging leave to dine
with them.

While Beryl was dressing for dinner, Mrs. Ranleigh ar-
rived, and using the privilege of a most intimate friend,
begged to be allowed to come up to the countess’ boudoir.
In she came, a tap of high-heeled French boots, a subtle
odor of sandal-wood, a rustle of silken and lace ruffles,
scarlet carnations at breast and belt, upon the dress of
black net over black satin. She kissed Beryl with effu-
sion, declaring she “‘looked divine,” and that her dress of
soft organdie, with her ornaments of turquoise, was a “‘ deli-
clous confection.”

‘“ How do you know how to choose among all your sets
of jewels, my dear? Would I have become accustomed
to the ‘embarrassment of riches’ if I had married th: mar-
quis, as I might, if I had had such a grandmother as
yours, no doubt. I wish deeply interested grandmothers
could be hired by the year by those needing their aid.”

After this little thrust at her dearest friend, Mrs. Ran-
leigh took Beryl's small lovely hand, patted it, kissed it,
and said she was ‘“a love.” Then she dashed off
again :

‘ Did you see the evening papers about Jerome’s drown-
ing?”

““No,” said Beryl, faintly, sitting down.

‘1t seems a sailor went to a magistrate and reported him
dead, taking oath that he put him aboard the bark Eliza-
beth, which was an entire loss off the Maas. Then, oddly
enough, the morming papers to-day have the end of it
Yesterday his body was found washed ashore. Face not
recognizable, but figure and the clothes with his name,
and things in his pockets to identify. Buried where found.
The next heir is a distant cousin ; and, after all, this talk
of murder will not bring him home. He'll want to let all
drop. So that’s the end of Jerome Sothron.”

Fanny in her intense interest in the story, had been
looking fixedly at Mrs. Ranleigh. Now her eyes hap-
pened to catch her lady's reflection in the glass, and scream.
ing ** Look at her ! look at her!” she sprang toher.
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Beryl sat upright in her chair, her eyes wide open, her
features set, her lips motionless, she seemed not to breathe,
and was as one struck with catalepsy. )

““Oh, my poor lady, my poor lady ! ” cried Fanny,
sprinkling Beryl's face with cologne, and applying salts.
“* She is just torn in pieces by one and another, every one
sitting on her like bears and lions to tear her poor heart,
and Fanny looked angrily at Mrs. Ranleigh. )

“ Was she ever like this before ? ” cried Mrs. Ranleigh,
thoroughly frightened, fanning Beryl, swiftly.

*“No ; but she'll be dead soon between you all; you
and others telling her such stories, and my lord like grim
death to her.” :

‘ Fanny, is the marquis angry ? ” whispered Mrs. Ran-
leigh.

%Angry is no name for it, ma’am. He's white hot with
fury. He frightened the life out of the blessed angel.”

“Tell me, Fanny, did he find out anything ?”

““Well, he did or he didn't; I can’tsay which. But the
way he’s gone on! Oh, I know! I've eyes and ears,
and he wanted to send me away too.”

¢“Oh, that would be cruel, Fanny! You are a good,-
faithful girl to her, and I love you for it. Here, Fanny,
get yourself something to remember me.”

Fanny did not allow any vexation at Mrs. Ranleigh to
hinder her slipping the sovereign into her pocket.

‘“And if she is in any trouble, and needs help, let me
know. TI'm her friend, Fanny. My house is hLers.” .

“Oh, it will never come to #ka#/” said Fanny, sharply.
“I fancy a grave will be all the house she’ll need after
%iis,” and Fanny jerked her head toward her lord’s room.

‘*She’s coming round all right. Itis an attack of nerves,”
whispered Mrs. Ranleigh, as Beryl's chest heaved, her

eyelids fell, and the blood stole slowly up in her white
cheeks.

Fanny handed her a cordial,
‘“‘Have I fainted again,” Beryl asked, presently.

“Why, when did you faint before?” demanded Laura
Ranleigh.

Beryl shuddered.

““Never mind.” said Fanny. “All ladies faint easy, at
the end of the season, especially. If you don't come
round right, my lady, you'll not be able fo go to dinner.”
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Beryl heard her husband’s voice in the hall She
remembered her morning resolution.

1 shall be all right in a moment,” she said.

Mrs. Ranleigh chatted of indifferent things, and was
full of playful affectionateness.

“Fanny, get some scarlet geraniums for my neck and
hair, to give me color,” said Beryl. ‘‘Now Laura, we
will go down, and I shall depend upon you to keep up
conversation.”

Mrs. Ranleigh threw her arm about the countess’ waist,
and they went to join the marquis in the drawing-room.
In the presence of the marquis, Laura Ranleigh was a
different woman; she had none of the flippancy and gos-
sip wherewith she favored Beryl in private. In a pleas-
ingly modulated voice, with carefully chosen language,
she followed where the marquis led in conversation ;
seemed interested and observant on the great questions
which engrossed him, her bearing dignified, her judg-
ments severe rather than lenient. As she talked, she cov-
ertly watched the husband and wife, alert to catch some
sign of the bitterness on one hand, and the terror on the
other, of which the giddy Fanny had spoken. She saw
nothing of the kind. The marquis was grave, polite, def-
erent as hc had always been ; and Beryl gentle, appeal-
ing, anxious to please as she had always been, After
dinner the marquis returned with the two ladies and Law-
rence to the drawing-room for coffee. Then Mrs. Ran-
leigh said :

¢ This is just the time for music ; shall Igive yousome,
Lord Medford ¢ ”

“If you kindly will.”

She seated herself at the magnificent piano. She played
admirably, and began selections from ‘‘Elijah” and
¢« The Creation.” Then her fine contralto voice rose on
the swelline chords. The marquis leaned back in his
chair, and his soul was soothed and rested Ly the noble
strains. Lawrence, a dear lover of music. I}u{lg fasc.inated
near the performer. Beryl sat in a low chair in a window
looking out on the garden. The June day was nearly at
its longest, and the full rosy light of evening set the pale,
exquisite face, the daintily robed form reposing against
the blue brocade cushions, the listlessly folded little hands
in full relief. An intense sadness and an infinite resigna-
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tion pervaded her whole being. After playing some time,
Mrs. Ranleigh went and sat by the marquis.

I weary you, Lord Medford.”

" ¢“No; you gratify me exceedingly. I did not know
you had such marvelous talent.”

“Have I hid it in a napkin? The fruth is, my lord, 1
am always afraid of display. I have seen so many go
into socicty as into a market, and display accomplishments
as one does wares for sale, that I sickened of anything
that should seem like what is so vulgarly called ‘hus-
band hunting.” To woo is not a woman's province—but
to be won.”

‘“You are, indeed, right,” said the marquis.

‘“Here, in the intimacy of your home, where nothing
can be misconstrued, I gladly make others glad with any
gifts I may have. I have no relatives to cxhibit me in
society, as one would a prize flower. Perhaps I should
be glad of that. True love matches are not so made.”

¢“I fear not indeed,” sighed Lord Medford.

‘I am talking to you more frankly than I should once
have dared. But you seem to understand me so well
I do not want you to fancy that this reserve of showing
whatl am, and can do, rises from aversion to marriage,
but to what I think wrong ways of seeking marriage. My
first marriage was so early—wooed at sixteen, a school-
girl—a widowat twenty-two. I know nothing of fashion-
able courtship ; but I believe marriage the happiest state
for a woman. Oh, my lord, how blessedly safe a woman
can feel sheltered in a good man’s love, protected in his
home, his honored name her shield and glory, his wisdom
her guide, his heart her constant refuge.”

The marquis sighed.

“l weary you by my words, as by my music,” she
said, following the direction of the marquis’ eyes fixed on
Beryl, who sat a picture of infinite, lovely sorrow.

““Dear Beryl,” she cried, ““why do you not play for
us and sing? Pray, do you never favor your husband
with music?”

To her surprise, Beryl quietly rose.

“ Yes, indeed, when he desires it. Do you wish me
toplay for you, Percy?” ’

‘“If it is not an inconvenience to you, Beryl.”

¢ Certainly not, if it will give you pleasure.”
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She moved toward the piano, and Lawrence hastened
to arrange the stool and bring music, and turn up the
light to illuminate the shadowy alcove where the piano
stood. Beryl looked toward the marquis.

“ Have you any choice, my lord?”

¢“1 like your Tennyson songs much, Beryl.”

¢ Find me—anything,” said Beryl, desperately, to Law-
rence.

The unconscious Lawrence set music before her. Beryl
summoned all her nerve, and sang :

¢ Come not, when 1 am dead,
To drop thy foolish tears upon my grave ;
To trample round my fallen head,
And vex the unhappy dust thou wouldst not save,
There let the wind sweep, and the plover cry :
But thou go by !

¢« Child, if it were thine error, or thy crime,
I care no longer, being all unblest ;
Wed whom thou wilt, but I am sick of Time,
And I desire to rest.
Pass on, weak heart, and leave me where I lie,
Go by—go by !

CHAPTER XVIII,
‘“CAN 1 SUCCEED WHERE YOU HAVE FAILED?”

““Tuar was a very sad song, Beryl,” said the marquis,
as his wife, leaving the instrumeut, sat down by his side.
“ I sang just what Lawrence selected for me,” she said,
quietly ; < but a sad song, Percy, suits best the hour and
the day. The light is fading and the spring is dead ; even
the roses in the garden are dropping their perfumed petals
in a shower.” .
“Thank you for it, however, if it was sad ; you sang it
very swectly. When we get to Winderton, you will have
a very fine instrument there, and a grand organ that Law-
rence loves well to play.” . )
Mrs. Ranleigh could not understand these quiet ameni-
ties between this pair, whom she supposed to bein a state
of deadly warfare. Fanny had told her the marquis was
cruelly stern to his wife, and his wife dying of fear of him.
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This did not look like it. She had every reason to feel
sure that the marquis was irreconcilably angry at his wife,
and that Beryl’s heart was in that desolate grave on the
shores of the North Sea. What did all this mean?

Mrs. Ranleigh’s carriage was announced.

‘“ We shall see you in a week?” said Beryl.

The marquis insisted on accompanying Mrs. Ranleigh
to her carriage, when Fanny had brought down her hat
and black lace shawl. As they moved slowly through
the hall, the widow leaning on his arm, he said :

“Do not fail us. Remember, I depend on you. I shall
have almost full occupation with business cares, improv-
ing my estates, and discussing important questions with
the political friends who come to me. I shall be obliged
to entrust Beryl wholly to you.” ’

¢ Do not rely on me, my lord, too much. How canl
succeed where_yvou have failed 7”

The marquis’ heavy brows contracted, his lips set
firmly.

““You will be with her constantly ; you have her con-
fidence. Beryl has had 4 scvere lesson in the results of
rashness.”

““No doubt; but consider how dangerous a dower is
beauty like hers. Poor child! every man who sees her
falls in love with her. You do not wonder at that, my
lord? And she was brought up to accept all homage,
even to challenge it.”

“I repeat, Mrs. Ranleigh,” said the marquis, stiffly,
‘“that I confide her to your care.”

So, then, the marquis had chosen his wife’s jailer. In-
nocent Beryl did not know that she needed one. No
doubt, remitted to her own remorseful heart, she would
have been far safer than under the espionage of the artful
and treacherous Laura.

Laura herself doubted, as she drove to Myrtle Lodge,
whether she stood on the level of a very honorable friend-
ship with the marquis, and whether he would esteem her
as an equal, while she was jailer and spy at his service.

¢“ But the first thing is to get his intimacy, his confiden-
tial acquaintance, and then I can be ready to turn to ad-
vantage all that happens. At his age men are easily led.
Besides, I'm hideously in debt, and going with the Med-
fords, I can rent the lodge for a year, save the expenses
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of housekeeping ; and suppose a great bill does come in,
a few tears. But then—that would spoil my possibilities
with him. Still, Beryl herself must have a liberal allow-
ance.”

So, vilely planning to live on the bounty of the trusting
friend whom she betrayed daily, Mrs. Ranleigh drove into
Myrtle Lodge, fairly well pleased with her prospects.

Beryl, left alone in the drawing-room, said over to her-
self the line she had sung :

¢“And vex the unhappy dust thou wouldst not save—"’

That had not been true of Jerome; she would have
saved him, even at the sacrifice of herself, if she could
have done so. But it might be cruelly true of her hus-
band, honorable and generous, if cold and harsh. If she
failed now to him, she might soon hold herself guilty of
his death, She met him as he reéntered the drawing-
room,

*“ At what time do we start to-morrow, Percy?”

1 am afraid as early as ten,” *

‘1 shall not mind that, if you will not. I think your
duties in Parliament, and going out so much with me,
have tired you. I hope at Winderton you will feel much
better.” —

““Thank you, Beryl.”

““And you will tell me whom I am to invite? I do not
yet know all your friends, my lord.”

“ Possibly you have some preferences, some friends?”

‘“No, Percy; I was never allowed to have intimates
or friends. I have no one, and you will let me help you
there at the castle, with the tenants and the schools, with
anything ladies do?”

““Thank you, Beryl. I will call on you at need.”

He stood stately, uncompromising.

‘“ Good-night. Percy,” said Beryl, gently.

He touched her hand and bowed; then furtively
watched her graceful figure gliding up the stairs, and
a sigh that was a groan reached the ear of Lawrence,
putting away the music, at the piano.

* * * * * * * *

It was so late when they reached Winderton Castle,
that Beryl could only get a general idea of a grand,
turreted pile, stretching away on a low hill, beautified
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with stately oaks and elms and spreading beech trees,
and surrounded with gardens, made evident by the rich
fragrance that loaded the dewy breeze. Fountains
plashed; from afar, the low roar of a river came on the
hollow air; white statues gleamed amid the shrubbery.

Within, all was of a stately, baronial splendor. Beryl
felt smaller, lonelier, more lost than ever, under these
great carved and arched ceilings, and amid these antique
draperies and gigantic bronzes and marbles.

But early in the morning, invited by the exquisite
beauty about her, called by birds and flowers, she went
out on the terraces, all aglow with rhododendrons. All
living things seemed to love Beryl. Two great hounds
and a redoubtable mastiff appeared from remote quarters
and followed at the new chatelaine’s side; a pair of
golden pheasants drew near with stately pace and at-
tended her ; a flight of snowy and purple pigeons stooped
low overhead, and one tame dove lit on her shoulder and
allowed itself to be nestled in herhands. A calm, singular
delight came to her in su.h sweet new scenes. This
beauty and love of innocent things soothed her.

She heard a step on the gravel She turned. The
marquis was near her.

*“Oh, Percy,” she said, ‘“how peaceful one should be
here, and how good! Percy, I have never been taught
to live for others, and to be noble and good ; will you not
help me to learn it now?”

Her supplicating eyes, her sympathetic voice, half
broken by a sob, her fair face suddenly lighted by a
transparent flush, the young creature was the very
incarnation of a prayer.

The stern marquis felt his cold indignation and reserve
shaken.
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CHAPTER XIX.
‘A TALE OF CHIVALRY.”

ArTER the excitements of the past social season, after those
fierce storms of folly, disaster, and agony which had
nearly wrecked her, and had possibly destroyed her hus-
band as well as her lover, Lady Beryl Medford found
herself suddenly in a port of peace. No circumstances
could have been more favorable for restoring calm to her
mind, substituting a serious penitence for mad remorse,
and nourishing good intentions, than these enchanting
surroundings and accessories of life at Winderton. Beryl
had never lived in the country. Her grandmother had
gone from the stir of tashionable life in Park Lane to the
frivolities of Bath. DBetween these two seasons she
divided the year. Beryl's life had been a life made up of
gas-lights, opera music, caged birds, hot-house flowers,
and- elaborate dresses, with after-thought of wrangling
over dressmakers’ bills by Lady Heath. Now, for the
first time, she breathed untainted air, saw wild flowers
bloom, and bird, deer, and rabbit peep with curious, shy
brown eves out of the thickets. She heard the whistle of
the plowboys, the hedgers and ditchers, the songs of the
dairy maids, the laughter of hearty village children, Left
in London, oppressed by her husband’s proud anger and
withdrawn confidence, Beryl might have gone mad or
died, thinking of her Jerome, dead in his youth, dishon-
ored, lying, all beauty marred, in a foreign grave. In
this soothing sweetness about her, she seemed to make in
her lonely, repenting heart a grave wide and deep, but
beautified by tender blossoms of hope, memory, and
consolation, and to leave the lost lover of her girlhood in
the circle of the infinite mercy of God. She wished to
live now to do right, and she hoped the marquis would
understand her and help her.

Unhappily he did not understand her at all. 'When she
sedulously repressed her grief, and strove to seem content
and cheerful for his sake, because of this noble home
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which he so lavishly made hers, he said to himself:

«“She has an entirely idle, fickle heart. She deserted
me for Sothron, because of his youth, his beauty, and his
ready tongue ; but now he is gone she forgets him, and
her coquettish heart will turn to the first new-comer.”

He did not mean to be unjust; this stern, repressed
spirit could not understand this tender, flower-like nature
that grew at his side. Does the granite cliff understand
the airy columbine that weaves its pointed bells from its
clefts? And yet both are creatures of the good God.

All is so beautiful here, Percy,” cried Beryl, I feel
as if I could never have enough of being out of doors.
I want to ride or walk all the time.”

1 shall be glad to attend you,” said the marquis, ¢ 1
can ride over the estates now, and do the work at revising
accounts and estimating improvements when Mrs. Ran-
leigh is here to go about with you.”

“But I do not wish to incommode you, Percy. Cannot
I go about alone? All is safe here.”

“Alone! What idea have you of the conveniences of
life? ”

Beryl looked down like a rebuked child, then lifted her
innocent eyes.

“My grandmother always told me that married women
could go about as they chose, only young girls needed
chaperons.”

*“And that was an inducement to marriage?” he said,
dryly.

“Why, yes—it seemed much nicer; grandmother was
so suspicious; and I think no one ever hated to feel
watched as I do.”

¢Some married women need chaperons more than some
young girls,” said the marquis. ‘‘A woman with a fine
sense of her own dignity, a noble reserve, a delicate idea
of honor, is always her own best guardian. Such my
mother was. My ideal woman is like her ; but I see no
such nowadays.”

Beryl winced.

““Perhaps I shall grow like her. I think in such a place
as this, one cannot help growing very good and wise.
And, Percy, if you do not care to stay out with me all day,
wlhy not let Lawrence take me about? He knows the
place.”
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Six months before, the marquis would have found it
very reasonable that this young kinsman should be his
countess’ squire. But Mrs. Ranleigh had whispered care-
lessly, as Lawrence turned over Beryl's music, ** They
look like a handsome young couple—might do for a
tableau. Is that wonderful charm your wife has for all
men a blessing or a curse?”

Medford’s nature was proud, resentful, jealous, unfor-
giving, while loyal, earnest, truthful, and withgreat depths
of tenderness, unguessed even by himself. Had he mar-
ried early a woman fitted to his temperament, he would
have been one of the noblest examples of a husband and
father, Now he saw that his late marriage to this beau-
tiful, carelessly trained girl was a terrible mistake, and his
resentment at his unappreciated, unrequited, love, blinded
him to all the beauty and exquisite charm of Beryl’s real
spirit. Every word she said added to her condemnation.
Her grandmother had watched hersedulously. Evidently
the shrewd dowager had discovered that she needed
it. She lightly would resign her husband’s company for
that of the handsome youth Lawrence.

While writing her down a heartless flirt, the marquis did
not decline his own duties, - He spent the entire day with
his wife ; rose earlier than his wont to walk with her in
park and garden; calmly endured visits to the kennels,
stables, and columbarium ; for Beryl was a lover of living
things, and had never before been able to indulge her
fondness for animals.

He rode with her, walked with her, and spent hours ex-
plaining to her the curiosities, relics, and art treasures of
the castle, and telling her the lives of the menand women
of his ancient home, as he showed her their portraits in
the gallery. He dwelt much on the women of the house
—they had all been of lustrous virtue and grave, noble
spirit—a shining line; and as he pointed out their stately
semblances, one by one, to this little modern Beryl, with
the head of rebellious yellow curls, and the great violet
eyes, he felt as if he were giving her a lesson in morals.
Indeed, Beryl felt very much as if she were once more in
pinafores and going to school to an especially grave pro-
fessor. She was so overawed and crushed by all this
stateliness and schooling that after a week of it she was
ready to welcome with rapture her dearest Laura, who
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flew into her arms with enthusiastic expressions of
tenderness.

With the coming of Mrs. Ranleigh matters changed a
little. The marquis did not seem uneasy about his wife, so
long as she was with her friend, and when they walked
out in the afternoon Lawrence often came with them, and
sometimes walked with the widow, but somehow it often
happened that he was at the side of his kinswoman, while
the widow was attended by her host.

It was so one such afternoon, and at a little turn of the
road Beryl and her squire were lost to sight for a few
minutes ; then advancing around the curve, the marquis
saw these fwo standing by a little dell so covered with
bluebells that the earth scemed nearly as azure as the sky.

Beryl, in a childishly made dress of white, soft stuff,
with a wide, white Gainesborough hat, stood with clasped
hands looking at this sheet of bloom in an ecstacy of
admiration; yellow and blue butterflies sailed over the bed
of nodding bells.

Lawrence had advanced a few paces to gather for her a
large bouquet, and Beryl, speaking to him, raised uncon-
sciously her slender hand in a pretty, imperious fashion
all her own.

¢ She is Arnold’s Iseult all over again,” said Mrs. Ran-
leigh, with a smile. ‘I think of it whenever 1 see her.
Do you remember the lines ? She was Iseult in a tableau
once at her uncle the earl’s house, two years ago, and
Sothron was Sir Tristram, and I read the verse. You know
it?”

¢“I—I have forgotten if I ever saw it,” said he, coldly.

Mrs. Ranleigh recited finely, and with intention :

¢+ ¢« Let her have her youth again ;
Let her be as she was then ;
Let her have her proud, sweet eyes,
And her petulant, quick replies ;
Let her sweep her dazzling hand
With her gesture of command,
And shake back her wealth of hair
With the old imperious air.’ »’

‘“ Magnificently repcated lines, whatever the tableau
was,” said the marquis, whose statesman life had driven
romance literature out of his mind.

Beryl came up to him with her flowers, and he drew her
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hand through his arm, and left the pretty widow to return
with Lawrence,

That night he looked up the story of Tristram and
Iseult He had read none of the glowing Arthurian
legends since he was a lad.

He read that Tristram and Iseult had loved when both
were frce ; but Iseult married the King of Cornwall, and
yet loved Sir Tristram still ; and they had met, forgetting
King Mark, at La jfoyeuse Garde, and Tristram had died a
violent death, and Iseul!t died of sorrow.

And Peryl and Jerome had acted Tristram and Iseult.

CHAPTER XX.

€ MY LADY, YOU ARE BASELY BETRAYED | ”

THE dark brow of her husband frightened Beryl so that
she was glad to take refuge in the society of Laura.
Percy was always punctiliously polite, and Beryl scarcely
ever saw him except before others.

She was sitting in her boudoir one day, at ease in a low
chair—a downy nest of tawny silk, with a blue plush pil-
low for her fair, silken head—and reading the poem of
Persephone, when Mrs. Ranleigh came to ask her to go
after ferns. They went out together through the park,
down to the moist. cool woods by the river, Laura
moving with her usual idle pace, and Beryl flitting on be-
fore and coming back, always alert over some new
mystery and beauty of the wood. Finally they sat down
under a great tree.

“This is a paradisic place,” said Laura; ‘“and then
you must feel so supreme, and grand, and queenly here,
mistress of half a county, looked up to as a sovereign by
the people for miles around, your castle once a favorite
resting-place of Tudor royalty. Itis worth all the price
you paid for it, Beryl. I do not wonder that you are
forgetting Jerome Sothron.” .

““Iam not forgettinghim ! cried Beryl, growing deadly
pale, and laying her hand on her heart in a_sudden way.

““Not? Poor fellow! Since I came here I thought you
had lost him out of your memory, as ripples die.”
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“You know, Laura, in looking it all over, I saw I had
been very wrong, and put myself and %z in dangerous
places; .and you yourself told me as much. I erred
against my duty, and it was God’s mercy I did not fall
into sin. I remembered, later than I should, my marriage
vows, and I am trying to set all my thought and duty,
where they belong, on my husband.”

““That may do, since Sothron is dead,” said Laura in a
cynical tone. “ If he were alive, the story would alter,
possibly, And how, as your lord seems marvelously stiff
and unimpressible, will it be if some other younger, more
ardent man adores you?”

“Laura ! how dare you?”

““My child, a beauty like yours is a peril. Every one
of your crowd of flatterers is a peril. Are you strong?”

I think,” said Beryl, as a tear fell on her folded hands,
‘¢ that I am safe for all my life, in having loved and—Ilost.
Jerome Sothron was to me no ‘summer pilot of an empty
heart unto the shores of nothing.” 1 loved him, childish
as I was, with a woman’s love. 1 was wrong to allow
that love to be outraged by my parents’ denials, and by
forming other ties. God has. judged me, and Jerome is
dead. As a wife, T hope to be patient, duitful, submissive,
loving, if Percy will let me love him. But passion, such
ardent, all-forgetting love as I had for Jerome, which was
so strong that I forgot for it due reserve, will never again
touch my heart—that lies in his unknown grave.”

“ Poor child | poor child ! ” said Laura, as if touched
by this passionate, pitiful revelation. ‘You keep me-
mentoes of him ? ”

‘“Some few, I ought not, but I do—I cannot destroy
t‘pem. Laura, at night, when I am all alone, T sometimes
rise and get them, and cry over them. Itseems to relieve
me, and make calmness possible next day.”

There was a long silence. A green finch, a rare bird,
came to a bough near them, and sang a lay of tremulous
sweetness. The wild flowers Beryl had gathered lay fad-
ing on her lap. So hope had sung a false and fatal song,
and so the sweetness of her life had faded even as she
gathered it in her heedless hand.

. ‘“Let us go back, Laura. Four or five people are com-
ing to-day—Honorable Harley Medford, the heir-prospec-
tive, and his wife, and others—and I must be all calm and
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well arrayed, and do my lord credit in receiving them. I
do not feel like hunting for ferns to-day.”

““Yes, come back,” said Mrs. Ranleigh. ‘‘ Come, learn
your lesson, my child, that all this .plendid glitter of life
must not be tarnished by such poor things as tears.”

When Beryl went down to her husband in his private
room to be in time to greet his guests, he started on seeing
‘her. She wore a dress of rich Lyons velvet, all black, the
sleeves lined with gold satin, and falling away at the
elbows from her pearly arms. About her soft round
throat and wrists were close bands of large, carved gold
beads. She was a harmony in black and gold.

“ Where did you get those ornaments, Beryl ? ”" he said.

““They were in a casket you gave me last year, Percy.”

“ They were my mother's. You look just as she used
to look.”

¢« Oh, Percy ! will I ever be like her, do you think? ”

He drew her hand on his arm, and felt more forgiving
and tender than he had for weeks.

All that evening, as Beryl well performed her duties to
her guests, that softened mood of his lasted, and filled her
with hope.

Early in the morning, she saw him walking with Laura
on the terrace, and hastened to join them. But his mood
was changed : he was more curt, more frigid, more
keenly upbraiding of eye than ever.

That afternoon Beryl sat alone, looking over a package
of choice old lace, brought from one of the cedar chests of
the castle, when Fanny rushed in, in a very fury of excite-
ment, locked the door, and flung herself on her knees be-
fore her mistress.

¢ My lady, you are betrayed—sold—shamefully spied
on—slandered! Ah, the wretch! Ah, the traitor! I
could kill her—indeed, I could! The viper! thesnake!”

““Fanny! Stop this instant!” cried Beryl, letting the
lace fall in a filmy heap. ¢ What are you talking of 7 ”

< Listen, for your life, my dear lady, or you are ruined !
Mrs. Ranleigh has quarrelled with Paulette, her maid.
Mrs. Ranleigh has the nastiest temper in the world. She
slapped Paulette in the face.”

“Fanny!”

“ My lady, believe me. I saw the full mark of her
hand.” :
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“Well, Fanny, I cannot hear a repetition of gossip.”

¢ But this is more than gossip, my lady. It is life or
death to you! The Frenchwoman has told meall. You
may believe if she was furious.”

“I am sorry for her ; but I cannot hear this, Fanny.”

“But, my lady, you need hear it. It refers to you and
Mr. Sothron. I must tell you, to save you.”

““Well, go on,” said Beryl, falling back faintly.

“ My lady, it is gospel truth. She showed me letters
and all.  Mrs, Ranleigh, instead of being your friend,
hates you out of jealousy, for she wanted my lord. She
threw you with Sir Jerome, to get you to do some wild
thing, as elope——"

“Fanny, hush!”

‘It is so. She proposed the visit to the abbey to Sir
Jerome, then wrote to let my lord know of it; and per-
suaded you to go alone to the abbey with Sir Jerome, so
the marquis would be assured ofit. She took copies
of the little notes between you and Sir Jerome—no
harm in them, I am sure, my lady—but goodness knows
what ske put in, and she showed them to my lord. She
told him all about your poor little walks, and talks, and
meetings, and flowers—things as innocent as ever two
children had between them. She has spied on you here.
She wrote my lord a long letter last night, and sent it to
him by Paulette. But Paulette is a masterhand at opening
and reading letters ; that’s the good of a French maid, my
lady. And she read the letter, and told me all that was
in it.”

*Oh, Fanny, Fanny | I cannot believe all this.”

“Well, hark, my dear lady, and see if Paulette could
have made this up. She told my lord you said your heart
was in Sir Jerome’s grave; you could never love as you
had loved him. You hadloved him with a woman's Dest
love, and had been wrong to let any one part you; and
you could never forget him, and God had punished you.”

Beryl was weeping wildly. How strange these words
sounded in their garbling, and yet correctness, from an-
other mouth !

‘“She said you told her you had relics of him, and you
cried over them nights. ~ Heaven help you, my own
sweet lady, for having told your secrets like that.”

““But, Fanny, my husband, the soul of honor, of truth,
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can he maintain a spy, be on terms with a traitor, allow
words against his wife, countenance perfidy ! ”

““It is the very thing I held over Paulette; how could
he? but she said it was no wonder the sly way Mrs.
Ranleigh did it. She pretended to love you beyond all,
and feel hike a sister, and hold your honor dear, and it
was her sincere desire to try to help him and shield you.
And mind you, my lady. She pretended to him that she
always tried to hinder you, and, not succeeding, kad to
tell him.  And it was when he seemed to doubt, that she
thrust the note inn his hand. And it was beyond any man
not to get carried out of himself by jealousy, as she
handled him. This letter, last night, Paulette said had
such a lot of rubbish about feeling it her duty to tell him
so he might know what course to take, so afraid his home
would be ruined unless he understood. And she was his
devoted friend, rcady to lay down her life for his sake and
yours. It has been her fault from first to last, my lady.
She is a snake in the grass. All your trouble and Mr
Jerome’s is her making. She is trying to part you and
my lord. She is here, a spy under your roof. Oh, the
wicked viper! I would like to tear her to pieces.”

Beryl sprang up in a tumult of pride, anger, anguish.

‘“She shall not stay another hour under this roof!”

CHAPTER XXI.

!)7

¢ GOOD-BYE, MY LORD

In all her gentle life, perhaps, Beryl had never been
thoroughly, intensely angry. She had been deeply
grieved, nearly heart-broken. She had, by little troubles,
been vexed or irritated, but the anguished sorrow had no
resentment or fury, the vexation had died away from her
sweet spirit, swiftly as die the dimples caused by a fallen
leaf upon a summer pool. But the mildest natures have
their possibilities of fury, and the tenderest hearts, given
an all-suffering cause, can blaze into rage.

So it was now with Beryl. A storm of wrath took pos-
session of her, and swept away all her meek submissive-
ness, all her good resolutions. all her fears for her husband’s
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health. She forgot everything but what she suffered,
everything but the indignities offered to herself. The
perfidious, hideous betrayal of Laura excited her to a
frenzy. She had laid bare her loving and suffering soul
to a traitor. The marquis, who condemned his wife’s
intimacy with Jerome, was then intimate with Laura,
exchanged confidences and notes with her. What had
she and Jerome done more? He, whom she deemed the
soul of honor, received the confidences of a spy, set a spy
over his own wife, was a party to her humiliation and be-
trayal. Knowing herself, and Laura’s conduct as she did,
she saw that Laura in all womanliness and honor was far
below her, and yet, here was Laura approved by the
marquis, entering into his friendship, placed as ker guar-
dian and mentor, and she was condemned. She never
reflected that the marquis was utterly ignorant of Laura
Ranleigh’s wiles, that he never suspected that she had
drawn Berylinto the very deeds that she betrayed and con-
demned. Beryl could not seehow Laura could gloss over
all her past and her character to the marquis. She only
saw cruel treachery in both.

Springing away from Fanny's clasping hands, she
dashed out of her room, down-stairs, and never even
thinking to knock, burst into the library. It was the very
method, poor child, to incense the marquis, who demanded
accurate deportment on all occasions. She did not even
notice that the marquis was not alone, till the sudden
vanishing of the Honorable Harley Medford over and out
of the window sill, where he had been sitting, brought the
fact to her notice.

¢ My lord,” she cried, ‘‘I wish to see you.”

““You seem in great haste and excitement about it,
madam,” said the marquis, sarcastically.

“‘Ineed haste and excitement. My lord, Laura Ran-
leigh must leave this house, this day, this hour!”

“And why? Guests herc are not accustomed to such
dismissal.”

‘“She has no right to be treated as other guests, or as a
lady ; she is false, black, treacherous, a vile spy 1 ”

““Countess of Medford, this torrent of adjectives does
not befit a lady.”

‘I cannot think of the way in which I express myself,
my lord ; I can only think of the cruel situation in which
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I am placed. How can you, a man of honor, allow aspy
on the actions of your wife?” )

“My lady, virtue fears no spies,” he said, with a flush.

““But may resent them, all the same. You, my lord,
are virtuous ; but would you tolerate a spy who should
dog all your actions, and catch your words to give dis-
torted reports of them? Laura Ranleigh worms herself in-
to my confidence, beguiles me to speak, betrays me into
some little correspondence, all innocently meant, and
really harming no one, and then she betrays all; and you
the soul of truth, will stoop to read or hear her reports,
and even the letters she has stolen !”

““You put me in a difficult position, Beryl. You may
feel cause to complain of the method used; but when a
man has a wile who puts no confidence in him, betrays
the confidence he puts in her, and gives her heart to an-
other; to save that wife from ruin and public scorn, he
may be forgiven using almost any means.”

“No, my lord, he should use the only honorable means
even then. And I deny I was ever in such a position, or
should ever have betrayed your trust or given you real
cause of complaint.”

“You do not know where you would have gone if death
had not crossed your way ! ” thundered the marquis ; ¢ and
I could not tellhow a merciful fate would interpose to save
you from your willful self.”

This was so far true, that Beryl was dumb in consider-
ing the terrible verge of sin whereon unconsciously she
had stood, blinded by her clinging love for Jerome.

¢ Laura Ranleigh is your true friend,” said the marquis.
¢ She has wished you good and noevil. She may regret,
as 1 do, the method, the only method, you left us by which
to save you!”

“Us/” He joined himself to Laura against his wife !

““She is a false and wicked woman ! ” said Beryl. ‘“She
advised and led me into the very things of which you com-
plain. She pressed Jerome Sothron into my society. She
threw us together. She deceived us both.”

“Us!?” Here was a word which infuriated the marquis
in his turn.

“ All this indignation against Mrs. Ranleigh is natural
when you see her interfering to save you from yourself.
Beryl, Ifound myself, as your husband, in a strange, anom-
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malous position. You could not guard yourself; you
were too frivolous and weak, and you would not yield to
my guardianship. Help was proffered me to save you,
who bore my name; [ took it. Beryl, words cannot tell
how deeply I have been disappointed in you. I saw you,
young, gentle, lovzly.  You accepted my attentions, and
then my hand. I knew there were twenty-five years be-
tween us, but I knew, too, that in many instances that
chasm of years had not precluded a very devoted cou-
jugal love. Istood in grav- middle age. I had looked
forward only to lonely, weary, painful years. Looking
on you, a new future opened. In you I believed I would
get back my youth, my hope, the joy of my life; mad
that I was, I dreamed of a miracle! 1 find you coid to
me, and frivolous ‘o others; your heart already frittered
away by coquetry, by lavishly received admiration—a
woman too ‘rifling to wear the dignified name of wife.”

“I am not such,” cried Beryl, meekly ; ¢ that is the
cruel, distorted picture o. me, painted I'y Laura Ranleigh’s
wicked tongue. To me, too, something is due—it 1s duc
me, since I . m your wife, that I should not be slandered
to you—that you should not allow third parties to em-
bitter you against me, your wile. If you have cause of
complaint, ‘o me you should come. Even if I had been
a really guilty sinner toward you-—as nothing ever would
have made me—honest words, face to .ace, with no
traitor l.etween, you owed to me. And as all my wrong
was girlish weakness, for one dear and lost, you, by a
word could have brought me to myself—and I was not
beyond forgiveness. True sorrow and repentance can
wash away every sin and make all white and fair, and
where has been only foolishness, sorrow and repentance
will fuhy warn and prevent—and such sorrow does not
rise out of spying, and treachery, and accusation, far, far
greater than the fault! Be sure, my lord, if it is your
command, I will never even speak to any man again but
yourself ~ra servant. I can o anything at your bidding.
You may lock me up if you choose—but that traitor,
Laura Ranleigh, shall not abide in the air I breathe.”

“‘Mrs. Ranleigh has been invited here, and she has done
nothing without a good intention, without deep respect to
me, and earnest regard for your welfare, She mustremain
as our guest.”
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¢‘She cannot—1I canuot suffer her, my lord.”

““ We proffered her the invitation; relying on it, she has
rented herlittle home. We cannot insulther, Sucha course
would arouse inquiry—zngquiry would be falal fo you.”

“1 would rather diée than have her remain here.”

“My lady, I deeply regret we dilfer about a guest.  If
the invitation were pending, I should defer to your wish.
It is given, and it must be adhered to. Mrs. Ranleigh
must stay, and be treated with outward courtesy, at least.”

‘“Once and for all, do you insist on her remaining?”

““I do, emphatically.”

“ Good-bye, my lord.”

Beryl straightened her little golden head, and with a flash
of fire In her violet >yes, feturned to her room.

“Fanny,” she said, sharply, ‘I am going to leave here,
this hour. You may go with me or not, as you choose.
Igo.”

“Oh, my lady . think what you do.”

“I do think. I should go mad or commit suicide if I
remained here, to face daily at my table that monster of
deccit.”

““What, my lady ! he will not send her away?”

“No.” , \

“Then I believe, upon my life, he is in love with her.”

¢ Hush, this instant! He is uprightness itself—and ice.
He cannot understand how I feel. He will not see how
she has acted. Where is my travelling dress? Where is
my casket? Where is my purse? Where we shall go or
what do I o not know, but I cannot breathe here—I must
ﬂ .l) “
yThere was a tap at the door. A page with a telegram.
These little yellow leaves fallen from the mystic wires,
have, in their fitful silence, changed the current of many
lives. They changed the current of Beryl's.””
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CHAPTER XXIL
BERYL RECEIVES A LEGACY.

BervL, heated and quivering with excitement, tore open
the yellow envelope, and saw these words :

«’Come quickly. Lady Heath is dead.”

This from her grandmother’s maid, Jane Brown.

Dead !

Lady Heath had gone to Bath as usual. She had de-
clined to come to Winderton ¢ until there were more
people there to make it lively.” The dowager was a
godless old creature, wedded firmly to all the ““pomps
and vanities of this life,” which she had no recollection of
having renounced in her baptism. She went from one
gayety to another, her shriveled form bedizened with old-
time jewels, velvets, and lace, her eagle eyes and hooked
nose keen on the track of all social scandals, wealth her
idol, titles her passion, no scenes gay enough to stimulate
and satiate her long palled senses ; and she had gone—all
alone, not one of her kin near her—gone unwarned, in
hot haste, from the glare of gas:lights, the glitter of fashion,
the crash of pianos, the strident clamor of violins, and
the rattle of cards, to the dark silence of the grave, the
cold and awful mysteries of the world beyond.

This announcement fell on Beryl’s heated spirit as snow
in summer. From wild indignation, from a passionate
desire to avenge herself, she came down to this blank end
of all, this mystery of a form in its shroud. And then,
she had known no mother but this grim dowager, who
had been proud of her, and kind in her way, and liberal ;
and she was lying at Bath, dead, with no friend near but a
servant. Alfred, the younger son, was in Vienna ; the elder
son, the earl, had gone for a summer trip to Norway. All
Beryl's selfish rage fell away from her heart, as a cloak
falls from one’s shoulders.

Naturally her refuge was her husband.

*“ Fanny, take this quickly to my lord,” she said,
bursting into tears.
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Fanny hastened to the library.

The marquis was sitting in a dull, heart-sick despair,
where Beryl left him. He did not feel quite satisfied with
his methods. In some way, he had been wrong, and
there had been a ring of truth in many of Beryl's words.
But Mrs. Ranleigh had thoroughly deceived him as to her
acts and character, and he could not see her as poor Bery!
did, nor Beryl as she was. From his half-stupor of sorrow
he was recalled by the strip of buff paper.

‘“Fanny, can you get your lady and yourself ready to
start for Bath in half an hour?”

““Yes, my lord.”

¢“Quickly about it then.”

He looked from the window; his amiable heir was
lying on his back on the terrace, playing with half a dozen
dogs.

gHarkzy, the dowager Lady Heath is dead; I must
take Beryl to Bath at once. Take charge here for me.
Your wife will take Beryl's place. Mrs. Ranleigh willaid
her.”

He pulled a bell as he spoke, and ordered the carriage,
and sent for his valet.

The Honorable Harley came to him.

*“Go contented, cousin; I'll do my best for your guests,
I'm sorry you are to be disturbed so, but these things
happen.”

“Yes. Left here, you will only be rehearsing your
ultimate position, Harley,” and the marquis laid his hand
kindly on the young man’s broad shoulder.

“Perhaps not. You are not old. My new cousin is
young and fair. Do you not see in prospective a nurse-
maid pacing this lawn, with the Hope of the Medfords in
her arms ¢ ”

‘It will be so, Harley, but the Loy will be yours, not
mine. Godbless you, Harley, and %77, when he comes.”

With a hearty clasp of his heir’s hand, the marquis went
to his room.

““Grand fellow,” said Harley Medford, winking his
eyes rapidly.  ““Model man ; but he’s aging uncommon
fast. I thought it would be just the other way. What
can a man like Percy have to bring gray hairs and
wrinkles ?

And the Honorable Harley went off to find his wife and
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that pleasant Mrs. Ranleigh, to tell all the news and get
what interest he could out of the evening,

The June morning was just brightening in pink and
gold, when the marquis and Beryl, with their maid and
valet, reached Bath. Very little had been spoken between
the husband and wife during the journey, but Beryl felt
that each instant she had been surrounded with constant
sympathetic care. She crouched back in a corner of the
first-class car, where they were alone, and cried silently,
or thought thoughts that were as Dbitter as tears. Would
everybody whom she knew die and leave her alone on
the earth? Jerome was dead, and her grandmother was
dead. She thought that now she would put on black,
and those brilliant dresses which had seemed to mock her
heart-pain for her lost love, could be laid aside. Now she
would dare look sad as she felt, and no one would blame
her. Now, for a little while, she need not dance, and
sing, and make sparkling little speeches, with a grave and
a loss seeming all the while to lie at her feet. Then she
took some comfort in the thought that she had always
been good and obedient to Lady Heath ; she had nothing
there to reproach herself with. Butin this sudden fashion,
as Lady Heath had gone out of time, so the marquis
might go with his mysterious ailment : and then, oh, how
much she must write against herself on his account!
That very morning she had said things that she should
not h.ve said, and felt sclfish resentments, instead of
patien :e and humility as became her! She made more,
many more, of those good resolutions we are wont to
make, set face to face with death,

All this impression was deepened in the next two weeks.
Alfred Heath and the earl were summoned to England ;
and Lady Heath’s body was carried to the ancestral vaults
at the chief estate of her family. Then the house in Park
lane was to be indefinitely closed, rented, perhaps, by
and by ; and Beryl seemed to be the only one to look
after matters there. There werc innumerable desks and
drawers and private portfolios to be gone over, and cor-
respondence and other papers to be made safe by burning
them up. Lord Alfred had to go back to Vienna; the
earl must return to Norway ; his countess was in delicate
health. Beryl and her husband went to Park Lane, the
house where Jerome had wooed her and the marquis had
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won her. It makes sad havoc in affairs when the wooing
and the winning are by different ones!

The marquis was very patient and good. He bore
with the cheerless house, the empty congervatory, the
furniture and carpets shrouded in linen; he brought his
strong, manly business sense to bear on the bills and the
debts, and the confused papers of the old dowager. He
took calmly, as a matter of course, that revelation of the
penurious, selfish, indebted, extravagant, rowdy, con-
tradictory life, over which Beryl Dblushed hotly. He
Lrought order out of confusion, and a measure of clean
respect out of shiftlessness. Amid all this renegade
misery, baldness, and deceitfulness, of this blatant old
life of hard selfishness, looked forth for Beryl a treasure
clean and pure, and sweet and fair, as a star in stormy
skies—a lily bloom among nettles. She found, unex-
pectedly, among bills -and duns, and spicy letters of
scandals and Dbackbiting, the records of a saint! She
found the pictures and the letters of her mother. Her
journal of her married days, and those two or three brief
years of her motherhood, even a letter addressed to her-
self, written by that dying hand, to be given her when
she entered society, and which, alas! the renegade old
dowager had forgotten. Oh, what might those pure,
saintly counsels have saved her child!

Beryl spent the whole of a day reading and rereading
these blessed treasures, while stately, true, full of all wom-
anly tenderness and admirable grace, grew before her the
portrait of her mother's mind and heart. Overcome at
last, realizing how far she had fallen short of her mother’s
ideal, and how far she had unwittingly wandered from
her teachings, she took the picture and the papers, with
many tears, to her husband.

“You will see,” she said, ““how different I am from
her, from what she wished me to be; from what I might
have been if she had lived, or even if they had ever
thought to give me this packet—her legacy. They gave
me her jewels, but oh ! how much more good #ese would
have done me! -They show me, Percy, how wrong I
have been. I entreat your forgiveness. It is not too late
for me to model myself on her pattern. I will try. Oh,
if my mother had only lived !

The marquis felt grieved for her, now realizing for the
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first time her irreparable loss. He looked at the ivory
miniature of Lady Agnes Heath.

“This is a very lovely face, Beryl,” he said. I will
tell you whatl will do. I will have the best painter we
have copy it in a full length, to hang in your room. Send
one of her dresses with the miniature, and it can be made
perfect.”

CHAPTER XXI1II
‘‘“THE VAPOROUS BEAUTY OF HER BLONDE HAIR.”

THE marquis spoke about the picture in a generous
compassion for his sorrowing little wife. But when he
read the papers the grateful Beryl left with him, he ad-
mired the character they revealed, and set the Lady Agnes
in his mind in a shrine beside his mother. Of late he
had been telling himsclf that Beryl was of a selfish, vain,
weak spirit-——~only what he might expect aschild and pupil
of Lady and Alfred Heath. Now he began to believe and
hope better things of her. He pcrceived that in person
she was remarkably like her }>vely mother, and he noticed
much similarity in disposition. Her faults were those of
inexperience and careless education, and hebegan to hope
she would conquer them.

They returned to Winderton Castle, but the gay company
expected in August did not come. Harley Medford and
his wife remained ; two or three elderly political friends
of the marquis came—and Mrs. Ranleigh staid.

Beryl, in her repentance, after reading her mother's
papers and letters, resolved to bear with Mrs. Ranleigh'’s
presence as part of her penance. She could say no more,
at least, about having her requested to leave the castle.
Beryl found that her mother had patiently and silently
endured all manner of ill behavior in her husband, and
had only used her troubles as helps in growing better.
She had found these words in her mother’s journal :

¢ Saint Augustine ! well hast thou said
That of our vices we can frame
A ladder, if we will but tread
Under our feet each deed of shame.”
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Also, of our sorrows we can fashion the ladder whereby
we climb to heaven.

When Beryl read these words, she considered of how
little she had to complain in regard to the marquis. He
had been stern to her faults, and he had been deceived
by Mrs. Ranleigh. So Beryl accepted Laura as part of
her penitence. The sharp wound of Laura’s treachery
was dulled by time and overlaid by other sorrows; its
memory was less keen.

After Beryl returned to the castle, Mrs. Ranleigh sought
an explanation with her, and smoothed away much of
what Paulette had said. Paulette was dismissed; ‘‘she
was very false, and had proved a thief.” Mrs. Ranleigh
utterly denied many of her statements, and softened
others ; she protested deep love for Beryl.

Beryl heard in silence. She said she did not wish to
quarrel with any one, nor could she re-establish confi-
dence where once it had been betrayed. On these terms
even, Laura found it for her interest to remain at Winder-
ton.

Beryl dressed now in mourning ; and, permitted to
have a cause of grief, could sorrow for the lost Jerome.
She was in an anomalous position—at once a widow and
a wife. Her heart in Jerome was forever widowed. She
could never love any other man as she had loved him.
To him she had given the first passionate love of her
youth—the love which regards the lover only, worship-
ing and adoring the man himself. If her family had let
her alone, she would have married him without an after-
thought of terror of his poverty, without grudging the
sacrifice of jewels and velvet gowns, horses, coaches, and
numerous residences. That had been the sacred flame,
lighted in her heart by handsome, affectionate Jerome,
and it burned now in a still, unearthly light above his
grave. She could never feel for the marquis anything like
that, but she felt respect, gratitude, trust, and longed to
please him and win his approval. Perhaps she might
have succeeded only for Laura.

““Beryl is looking pale,” said the marquis, uneasily;
one September evening, to Laura. Beryl sat by the table
in a soft circle of lamp-light, her head bent over some
pretty work which she was doing for the Honorable Mrs.
Harley, with whom she had a quiet friendship. Her face
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was, indeed, pale and delicate, her skin transparent like

alabaster. ‘“We should do something to cheer her up,”
he added.

“I don't know as she cares to be cheered up, poor
little darling!” said Laura, compassionately. ¢ You

know, there is a certain luxury in indulging hopeless
grief. Since the dowager died, poor Beryl can show
without fear her mourning for Sothron. 1 wish she had
never seen him ! She is wearing out her life over that
loss. Yes, I wish we could divert her.”

Now, this idea of a double mourning had never entered
the honest soul of the marquis; but, having been put
there, it staid and irritated him. He said to Beryl next
day:

‘):I think you have worn that heavy mourning long
enough—as long as society requires. It is three months.
I prefer you should lighten it up a little.”

** Certainly, Percy, if you wish,” she said ; and that day
at dinner she appeared with a lustreless black silk with
half sleeves, and cut square in the neck, with plentiful
garnishing of crepe lisse at arms and bosom,

‘“That is better,” said the marquis, ‘*and I should be
glad if you went back to your music and singing,
and invited some friends and make the house more cheer-
ful. We have no right to be selfishin sorrow, and Harley
and his wife are finding it dull.”

Before lunch, Beryl went to him and asked him to
choose some guests to be invited for October and Novem-
ber.

The guests came, and in the delicious October weather
the castle woke to a more joyous life.  The little mistress
was beloved of all. There was a wistful, pleading gen-
tleness in her glance, a pathetic droop of her pretty
mouth, a timid manner, which united to the exquisite
shape, the dainty head with its golden rings and frills,
the fugitive dimples, enchanted all hearts.

The guests united to do her honor. The merry Mrs.
Harley Medford openly laughed at the devotion of the
Honorable Harley to the little countess. Lawrence hung
on the gracious looks and gentle words of his young kins-
woman, and éach morning had a tiny, dewy bouquet to
lay on her plate. 'Harley read poetry to her. Lord
Ravlin was the first of the autumn gueststhat arrived, and
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he made love to Beryl’s dogs, and declared himelf uncon-
solable if he might not sit by his hostess at every gather-
ing at table. He went out riding on horseback with
Beryl. In this fair home kingdom Beryl stood, if crown-
less, an unquestioned queen.

Then came a former ward of the marquis, Sir Eustace
Friar, a youth not much beyond Beryl's age, a young man
with a hobby always at command. The previous season
he had been nothing if not a poet. He had made ballads
and sonnets, and appeared in an annual, and published a
thin little volume of verse in white and gold. But Poesy
was no longer mistress of his soul. Painting had usurped
the place of poetry. Art was now his ideal. He hada
studio at the end of the portrait gallery, and he went
about the grounds with a water-color box and an easel
He sketched Beryl in one pose or another from morning
till night. TLady Beryl in the drawing-room, on the
terrace, at the pisno, feeding pheasants, knitting, reading,
writing. His sketch book was a whole gallery of studies,
which he supposed to be Lady Beryl, and innocently
showed about as such. His artistic infatuation, his boy-
ish frankness amused Beryl, she sat indefinitely for por-
trajts.

Sir Eustace betimes returned to his ancient worship and
indited madrigals to Lady Beryl, and read them to her in
the drawing-room after dinner.

All this homage was gall and wormwood to the jealous
spirit of Laura Ranleigh. If she could not stop it she
could make it bitterness to the marquis and Beryl.

“How can you expect your wife to go unscathed
through the furance of society life,” she whispered. *‘She
cannot avoid all this admiration, it goes to her unsought.
She would be superhuman to reject it, and people seeing
it, and not knowing her real simple purity, will very
naturally call her a married flirtt How cruel the world is.
How I pity the darling. Do see Sir Eustace Friar, toiling
now at ‘a Lady Beryl Medford.””

The marquis strode up to his former ward.

“Always at the same study, Friar? Practice should
make you perfect.”

““No,” said Friar, with amusing desperation. ‘‘Angelo
himself could not catch the vaporous beauty of that
blonde hair.”
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“Beryl, you make yourself conspicuous by accepting
Friar's homage,” said the marquis, aside, to her that even-
ing.

g Why, my lord! I look at the boy almost as an in-
fant in arms!” cried Beryl; but she bade Eustace make
no more pictures of her. .

Christmas was kept at Winderton Castle with stately old
time splendor. Then the marquis and Beryl made some
visits and prepared to return to Cavendish Square for the
London season.

[P,

CHAPTER XXIV.

THE QUEEN OF AN EVENING.

THAT procession of months had not been a happy time
for Beryl Medford. Each passing day recalled the year
before, when she had seen Jerome so freely, and had,
alas! been so happy with him. She dreamed of him
constantly—never of him as lost and dead, but living,
loving, glorious in his youth and beauty. DMore than
these wistful memories of Jerome, the singular bearing of
her husband distressed her. No matter how submissive
she was and intent on pleasing him, she could not pre-
vent his jealous watching, and confidence seemed gone
forever. It made social life hateful to her. In fact, stirred
by the artful Laura, the marquis was making a mania of
his distrust of his poor little wife.

In March a ball was given by the duke, and Beryl ap-
peared at it—her first brilliant outcoming since her grand-
mother’s death. The marquis himself was dazzled by his
wife’s extraordinary beauty, as she came to the drawing-
room prepared to go with him.

Her dress was of royal purple velvet, with a train, cut
high on the shoulders, with a stately ruff, and open
in a point, revealing the pearly and very shapely neck;
the bodice front and petticoat were of satin of a pure pale
amethyst-purple shade. Pearls were heronly ornaments.
She looked most royal as she came softly forward, her
head crowned with her golden hair. Fanny behind her,
with a wrap, extinguished this dazzling vision in a white
éwan's-down cloak,
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Her appearance created a furor. When she stepped from
her carriage to the carpeted walk before the ducal door,
there was a stir of admiration from all the onlookers. As
she moved up the stairway, it was a triumph, She was
the centre of all eyes from first to last. People crowded
around her for a look or a word; and there was fairly a
strife until her card was filled for the dances. Never had
a young debulanie made a more astonishing impression.
Anxious mothers sighed in hopeless envy, and the mar-
quis felt the glare of the eyes of dozens of younger men
fixed on him.  The demon of jealousy took possession of
his soul.

Beryl, carried away at last by this full tide of admiration,
seemed really bright and happy. Her sympathetic face
only reflected the pleased looks about her. She really
wished that her husband had been of her most pressing
admirers, but said to herself, *“ That is not Percy’s way.”

She never guessed that the outwardly cold marquis was
in a fury of jealous love and self-depreciation. He gave
her no congratulations. They left the ball early, and
nothing was said on the way home.

The next day they did not meet until luncheon.

‘“ beryl,” said the marquis, ““I have affairs at Winderton.
I do not care to be much at the House this session. I
think we must go to the castle instead of remaining in
town.”

““Very well, Percy. I love the castle best of all our
homes.”

Not a shade of regret. The marquis felt moved to a
further explanation.

‘“Harley's son—I hope the child will be a son—will one
day heir the estate, and I should like to have it born at the
castle.”

““Then we should go, and have them come at once, my
lord,” said Beryl.

¢“We cannot invite much company in the circumstances,
and as Mrs. Medford will notbe able to be with youmuch,
I propose to you to take Mrs. Ranleigh,” said the marquis,
slowly.

Beryl resented this, but said, quietly :

1t is not needed.”

“I think it is. 7should not think you would wish to
be left to the sole entertainment of Lawrence and other
men, who will go and come there.”
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Then Beryl made no more remonstrance, and Mrs,
Ranleigh was invited.

Beryl’s ready resignation of the social life where she
was such a bright, particular star, pleased the marquis.
She must, then, care litile for this adulation, since she so
readily resigned it. She seemed to have no regrets and
no backward glances, as she went from the splendors of
the London season to the castle in the lake region. In
truth, the castle suited Beryl far better than Cavendish
Square, with an endless succession of routs, operas, din-
ners, balls, fefes. Beryl had begun life young, and she
had worn out those things ; but she had never had oppor-
tunity to wear out the serene sweetness of country life ;
and the beauties of nature would never pall on her ingenu-
ous heart. The quict sweetness about the gray old castle
was soothing as a low-sung lullaby. The spring came
early ; in Aprnl the gardens were fair to sce, and in the
woods and dells primroses, violets, anemones, and
crocus sent a blissful floral morning brightening across
the waking world,

Beryl was peaceful, but far from strong. She looked
so very fragile one evening, that kindly Harley Medford,
after a keen glance at her, went to his kinsman, who was
leaning back in a great chair near the fireplace, which
blazeb rather for pleasure than warmth.

‘““My cousin, I fear in doing a great kindness to my
wife, you are harming your own.”

“In what way?” asked the marquis.

*“Your fair countess looks unusually pale and delicate.
Perhaps the country spring is too damp for her, or she is
lonely here or the change from the manner of life she is
used to is too great. She loses her color and her viva-
city.”

“Are you speaking of me, Harley?” asked Beryl],
coming up. ‘‘Are you saying the country is too dull,
and I pine fortown? Do notsay that. Ilove this best of
all ; it is so comforting, so restful here.”

‘““Beryl!” cried Mrs, Harley, from behind the window
drapery, ‘‘do come and look at this wonderful effect of
moonlight.”

Beryl disappeared behind the curtains, and Mr, Harley
Medford asked Lawrence togo with him to the billiard-
room, ‘‘and knock about a ball or two.”
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*I1f I thought I was harming Beryl, I would take her
back to town at once,” sighed the marquis, wistfully.

“Never think of that!” cried Mrs. Ranleigh, vehe-
mently; ‘“happiness and health are largely affairs of our
own creation. I am grieved for Beryl, and angry with
her, and so sorry for you! Here, or in town, it would be
all the same ; as long as the child will insist on thinking
of herselfas a martyr, and sit nights mourning, and crying,
and kissing over Sir Jerome Sothron’s likeness, and notes
and old love tokens, so long will she pine away. Why
cannot she rest satisfied with the happiest lot of any
woman in England?”

It was all false—false as_Satan ; but the marquis, who
was never false, believed it; the venomous shot went
home ; it poisoned all his soul. All next day he was dark,
silent, brooding ; wounded to the heart’s core, not know-
ing what to say or do.

That evening when the gathering in the drawing-room
broke up, and Beryl had just summoned Fanny to her
chamber, the marquis sent for his wife to come to him in
the library. She went.

“Beryl!” he said, sternly,” without looking at her,
“you have some—trifles—relics of—Sir Jerome Soth-
ron?”

““Yes, Percy,” faltered Beryl

““Why do you keep them ?”

I do not know. I could not give them away. It
seemed hard to destroy them. Yet, perhaps, I should
have done so. Do you bid me destroy them, Percy?”

Her voice was like a despairing cry.

«T will not have you nursing over these things a foolish
regret that is nothing less than disgraceful to me, and sui-
cidal to yourself. Bring those things to me.”

Light broke on Beryl, and with it returned, like a blaze
of lightning, the fury with which she first heard of Mrs.
Ranleigh’s treachery.

“It was Laura Ranleigh told you that!” she cried.
““Still you keep her here as a spy. 7 hate her!”

““No doubt ; she knows your weakness,” he retorted.

““She shall never enter my presence again !”

¢“Lady Beryl, you instead should resolve to form your-
self on her—a woman without social wcaknesses.”

“On her !—the traitress! Percy, once for all, choose
between her and me,”
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«“Choose? What choice is open, Lady Beryl? The
law has bound us together. There wasa day when 1
might have chosen—when 1 did choose, perhaps I chose
wrong.” )

Oh, cruel words !—oh, sharp wounding swords in that
gentle, lacerated heart! Butthe marquis was carried out-
side of himself, in jealous fury, over that picture Mrs.
Ranleigh had drawn.

Beryl looked at him in wild-eyed agony. Then gave
an inarticulate cry, and fled out of his sight. As the li
brary door closed behind her, two ways were open to her
flight—the stairs leading to her own room and Fanny, a
glass door and corridor leading out into the park.

She did not take the stairs.

Fanny waited—one hour—two-—and no ring from her
lady. Finally she went to her room. No answer. She
entered. The house was dark and silent—the room was
empty !

CHAPTER XXV,
‘“‘ WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH MY POOR LADY?”

Frarine she knew not what, Fanny searched every part
of the house where her mistress might by any possibility
be. Then she tapped at the dressing-room where North
slept near his master’s chamber.

‘*“ North, do you know anything of my lady! I cannot
find her.”

‘ Surely not. Is she not in the house?”

“*No,"” said Fanny, with a sob.

The door of the marquis’ room suddenly opened, and
the two servants saw, by the soft glow of the porcelain
night-lamp, the marquis in his dressing-gown and slippers
standing before them,

““What are you saying, Fanny 1" he asked, sharply.

“I can’t find my mistress,” faltered Fanny. ¢ She is
not in the house.”

‘“The countess not in the house at this time of night, or
morning ! What new freak is this?” cried the marquis,
angrily,
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Fanny prompily turned the tables on him by bursting
forth in evident anguish :

“You seunt for her, my lord, and she has not come
}aack. Oh, what have you done with my poor little
ady ?”

“1? What have I done?"” said the marquis, indig-
nantly. ‘“No doubt she is sitting with Mrs. Harley.”

““Mrs. Harley is asleep. S%e has no miscries to keep
her waking—no enemies to trouble her rest,” retorted
Fanny, quite beside herself. **DMy lord, what has become
of my poor innocent lady ? I'd believe anything might
happen to her with Mrs. Ranleigh in the house hounding
her to the death !”

‘ Be silent, idiotic girl!” said the marquis, griping her
arm.

“My lord, I can't,” said Fanny, falling on her knees
and clutching his dressing-robe. “‘I'm wild about my
lady ; she has come to harm.”

The marquis became thoroughly alarmed. He bade
North call a footman, and prepare to search the garden
and terraces. When this was fruitless, more men were
roused and the lines extended. Then the Honorable
Harley was called, who at once headed the search. His
heart misgave him. He remembered how mournful
Beryl's gentle face often was ; how her sweet eyes would
fill with sudden tears, as if her secret heart were a well of
sorrow given to tides like the sea.

“The marquis,” said Harley to himself, “is all court-
esy ; but, by Jove, a gentle, tender, winning little girl
like that needs more petting and gentleness. I don't
know how Marion would take it if I were so cold.”

The morning sky became tinted with red and gold.
The marquis, worn out with sleepless, agonized search,
sat at last in his library. Was it only five hours before
that she—little lovely Beryl—had stood in that room, and
turned on him such great, territied, entreating eyes?
What would he not give now to see that graceful form
standing there in safety |

Mrs. Ranleigh came rushing in, in carefully arranged
dishabille.

“ Beryl gone, Lord Medford ! I cannot believe it. The
poor, dear child! Whom could she have gone with ?”

¢ With no one ! ” thundered the marquis. *‘Mrs, Ran-
leigh, pardon me, I can bear to see no one to-day.”
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But when Mrs. Harley Medford came in, with tears on
her kind face, and softly laid her cheek on his shoulder,
and clasped his hand, saying, ‘ We shall find our poor
darling,” he felt his heart comforted by her nearness.

Lawrence came in, disheveled and miserable,

* What are they doing now, Lawrence? What trace?”

““None. They are dragging the old moat,” said Law-
rence, hoarsely.

*“Shall we notify the police, or send for aid?” asked
Harley Medford, entering at this juncture.

““No. Search first every place and cottage for four
miles around. This one day we will search alone.”

* * * * * * *

It was twelve o’clock on an April night ; the night, and
an hour after, Beryl had fled from her husband’s presence,
with that passionate, despairing cry. The moon was more
than half way down the sky, and the silver light fell wildly
through the greatbranches, faintly fringed with new leaves,
or struggled more freebly with the masses of evergreens.
Owls called to each other from among the mantling ivies, or
their broad wings went by as a shadow, as they sought
their prey in the night.

Winderton village lay four miles from Winderton Castle,
and on the outskirts of Winderton village stood a pretty
little cottage, the home of « newly made doctor and his
young wife, Doctor Marvel had »een settled near Win-
derton a little over a year, und was making his way
famously ; popular from the urbanity of his manners, the
bounty of his heart, and the skill and good fortune that
attended his practice.

Doctor Marvel had been called out late that particular
evening, and was just getting home. A robust young
fellow, in all the fine vigor of twenty-seven well-spent
years, the lateness of the hour made no difference to him ;
the beauty of the April night, the soft fragrance of the
new-budding world charmed him, and he loitered along
his way, humming a little song.

Suddenly, as some great white night-bird sweeps sound-
less by, a figure passed the loitering doctor. The figure
came up behind him, unheard, and not seeming to see
him, went by him with a swift, noiseless motion, like a
spirit.

The doctor fairly started aside in amazement at that



118 ANOIHER MAN'S WIFE,

quick, quiet shape. A snowy grace, going straight on,
on, with an even running pace. A cloud of soft, misty
draperies borne out on the light night breeze ; the moon-
light glinting from an uncovered head and a white face ;
a faint breath of heliotrope borne from the passing pres-
ence. But where this mysterious pilgrim sped along,
the wide, smooth road of Winderton made an abrupt
turn, and at a right angle foltowed the side of a deep, still
pool, one of the numberless nameless meres of the lake
country, lying now, glittering like a burnished shield in
the moonlight.

This white and soundless fugitive never seemed to see
the road, nor its course, nor its end, but went on, straight
on, before the astounded doctor, and not with any leap or
casting away, but simply by that straightforward, unseeing
run, went into and under the mere.

And there was no sound—not a cry ; nothing but the
plash of a body into the water, and the water closing over
it, sending a great ripple to the grassy shore, and asecond
and a third.

Doctor Marvel was an athlete, quick of eye and brain,
prompt on an emergency. As that first ripple swept
ashore his coat went off, and before the second his boots
were on the grass, and in he went, down with a dash
where the white tigure had been lost to sight,

He came up once, with a little cry ; then he went under
again, and returned to the surface with a white form across
his arm, as if he had gathéred a treasure of lilies from the
depth of the pool.  Then he struck out for the shore, and
presently put his burden down upon the sward.

His ear was laid against the wet face and mouth, his
hand sought heart and pulse ; he unfastened the white
gown, squcezed water from the loosened hair and drapery,
and vigorously rublbed the motionless chest and cold
temples.

** Alive !” he said, with joy.

Half an hour later the doctor’s strangely found patient
was lying in the bed in the best room of the cottage, and
waited on by two ministering angels—Anna Marvel, the
doctor’s wife, and a fair young creature whom they called
Lelia.

“Who can she be? What a lovely face she has I” cried’
Lelia, :
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«“She is nione of the village people,” said Anna Marvel ;
‘“these clothes are simply elegant, and the lace on her
dress is real point.”

<1 will watch by her,” said Lelia. ‘“Surely she did not
try to drown herself, doctor?”

¢“No. I should say, either sleep-walking, or incipient
brain fever. [ fear the latter.”

« Poor litile love,” said Lelia, bending over the form on
the bed, when she was left alone. “ What rich wedding
and engagement rings she wears ! Pretticr than I am, and
about my age. Ah, I see troubles and pains come to all
ranks.”

And sitting on the side of the bed, Lelia patiently and
pensively watched her patient till night grew into day.

Dr. Marvel was called out to a distant suffercr before
seven that morning, and did not return till afternoon.
Meanwhile Beryl was nursed according to his orders, and
the little cottage was unvisited by any one, and left in the
hush of the warm spring day, quiet as the palace of the
Sleeping Beauty.

About two the doctor came in in haste, examined his
patient with anxiety, and said: :

“ I am sure she 1s the Countess of Medford. I hear that
she is missing. I shall ride over to the castle at once.”

““Harry, she is very '1,” said his wife.

‘1 know it, my dear,” said the doctor.

Halfan hour later the distracted marquis was consenting
to appeal for further aid in the search, when a footman
cried, eagerly :

““Dr. Marvel! And news of my lady 1”7

CHAPTER XXVI.
‘‘MY ERRAND IS NOT DEATH, BUT LIFE,” HE salD,

““Speak quickly | Is she dead ?” cried the marquis.

‘‘No. She is at my house, and I hope she will live.”

The marquis reeled, stretched out his arms, fell, but
Lawrence caught him, and with the doctor’s help laid him
on the sofa.

“This is only a faint from reaction,” said the doctor ;
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but,” and he bent his head over the patient’s heart, *“ he is
one who cannot faint with impunity.”

For a little time all cares were centered on the marquis.
Then, as he began to revive, Doctor Marvel drew the
Honorable Harley Medford on one side.

“ Your : :lative has a form of heart disease that may at
any instan' become acute and fatal. He should be spared
all excitement.”

Harley Madford was shocked. It was no joy to him
that he stood | erhaps on the eve of inheritance. He sin-
cerely liked his cousin, and wished him long life and
contentment. )

‘“ His great anxiety now is about the countess. Relieve
it as soon as he is fully conscious.”

Doctor Marvel ceturned to the sofa.

“ My lord, Lady M. ‘ord - at my house, in the care of
my wife. 1 hope in u few days she will be none the
worse of her ac:i :n%, and ab!: to return home.”

«“ Accident? ” sai © the marquis, faintly.

. ¢ She fell into, or walked into, what is called Lilly
ere,

‘1 :ann~t understand it 17 cried Harley.

The do tor -i.-ted .1l he kne— of the facts.

"t w~s see v king or incipient brainfever; Ishould
say ‘. .a v . Has shehadanys ock or mental trouble?”

“ Joug, .o, -a: M: Medord, heartily, ¢ she is the
idol * 7w Ti»--  es eisa long, bright summer day.”

The l:een-ey ! de-tor saw that a quiver passed over the
face .f the marqu'.,, and he judged that some secret
shadow lay . er the countess’ life.

‘1 ¢hould say that she had been oppressed by some
long grief or care, and it has resulted in a slight attack of
brain fever.”

‘“ She must be brought home at once,” said the marquis.

“ If you will cxcuse me, her safety can only be assured
by her remaining where she is, in absolute quiet, till the
brain trouble abates. My house is at her service, and
your own Lhysician will be welcome,” said the doctor.

“1 have heard so much of Doctor Marvel's skill that I
cheerfully rest on it, unless consultation is needed,” said
thc marquis, with courtesy. ** If she should not be
moved, I will go to her at once.”

< It is my duty to tell you,” said the doctor, ‘that your
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own state seems to me more precarious than that of your
lady’s, and you will do well to summon your own_ physi-
cian, and remain in your own apartment, in absolute
quict, for at least a week.”

““ Percy, I beseech you,” cried Harley Medford.

 Qur own physician has left home for a fortnight. 1
put myself in your hands,” said the marquis. ‘‘Sir Jonas
Kent is my physician in London.”

““ And some of us will go to the countess,” said Harley.
““ Mrs. Ranleigh, for instance.”

““ Mrs. Ranleigh must not go ncar Beryl,” said the
marquis, with sudden heat.

Doctor Marvel considered that here lay the key of the
mystery. .

“1 will go over to the doctor's daily, myself,” said
Harley.

The marquis was assisted to his room, and North re-
ceived careful directions from the doctor.

“1 shall run down to Loundon to-night, and see Sir
Jonas Kent,” said the young doctor. ¢ I hope for the
best, but I should not be surprised if neither marquis nor
countess lived the week out.”

But his usual good fortune attended Doctor Marvel.
His titled patients throve under his care, as did the people
of the village and the farms. The dangerous symptoms
of the marquis rapidly abated. His calm, reserved dispo-
sition was in his favor. The doctor and Harley each day
brought him encouraging reports of Beryl.

Nothing could exceed Mrs. Ranleigh's devotion. She
read to the marquis by the hour ; the political news never
seemed to weary her, as she read column after column of
the Zimes so well that the very intonations of her voice
made the heaviest disquisitions charming. She sang
ballads ; she brought the guitar and spent long twilight
hours discoursing Spanish, or Itfalian, or old troubadour
music ; she played chess, draughts, backgammon, and
dominoes; she held the marquis fascinated with many
tales of her early life, in a society so different from his
own—Dbarracks life, boarding-school life—it was a new
world.

The marquis thought her a most enchanting companion,
and wished Beryl had her versatility of genius and her
desire to please. Every day he felt that he mus/ tell Mrs.
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Ranleigh that her visit should close, that he could not
have her longer under Beryl's roof, for soon the countess
must come home, and the marquis would not encounter
further risk to her life and health, by forcing Mrs. Ran-
leigh's presence on her. As for Laura, she audaciously
resolved to make the most of her power over the marquis
and not lcave the castle unless she were distinctly ban-
ished.

Beryl, meanwhile, in that simple cottage home, under
the care of Anna Marvel—most gracious, sweet, and
seusible of women—and nursed assiduously by Lelia,
who was pretty, sympathetic, and gentle, found the most
blissful resting of her life thus far.

For several days she was fevered and generally un-
conscious ; then shccame back to herself, and the spotless
simplicity of that cottage chamber was as a new, peaceful
world.  Wisterias climbed over the windows and hung
their great clusters of translucent blue, swaying in breeze
and sunshine ; the soft spring air swept gently to and fro
the full curtains of white muslin. After life-long acquaint-
ance with velvet, satin, and plush upholstery, how very
quaint and clean seemed this fantastic bamboo, with knots
of ribbon, this dark, well-polished cherry, with antique
brass mountings ; a floor covered with matting, with
velvet rugs sown on it, like islands, was also a novelty.

Then how lovely was Anna Marvel, her satin-smooth
brown hair braided by her own fair hands, and how en-
chanting were morning dresses of pink nainsook, trimmed
with pillow lace. How still was this house, served by
one maid only.

Ah, what love was that that flashed from the eyes and
wreathed the lips of this husband and wife? No matter
how often they met, they were always so frankly glad to
see each other.

Then this Lelia Barrows, Mrs. Marvel's young friend,
what a pretty creature she was—soft-voiced, sad-eyed, with
little gaucheries both of speech and manner, that were
corrected with such a blushing humility. Young she was,
but evidently well-known to sorrow, and so full of sym-
pathy.

Beryl watched both these women, and loved them, loved
them in gratitude, and for their goodness and sweetness.
She had never been allowed close friends ; her artificial
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life had hindered her of such innocent, warm intimacies.
Laura had been her closest confidante, and her evil genius
and betrayer. But truth, noble truth, and genial wisdom,
shone in every look and word of Anna Marvel.

A sick-room swiftly ripens intimacy. Omne day Beryl
impulsively flung her arms around Anna Marvel's neck,
as she bent over her, and cried :

““Oh, I love you! I wantto be like you. Tell me
what to do, that I, too may be happy in my home.”

Anna Marvel knelt by the bedside and drew Beryl's fair
head to her shoulder.

““ Dear Lady Medford, is there anything I can say or do
to make you happier? ”

“Yes ; I have no one in the world to counsel or help
me.”

“My dear, you have your ‘‘husband.”

Bui I am afraid of him, and he does not love me.”

““Ah, you are mistaken. The doctorsays he was most
deeply agitated at your danger, and he gets news from
you twice a day.”

“Yes ; but—oh, Mrs, Marvel, love, deep love, is so
different from courtesy merely, and pride of reputation.”

¢ But I cannot understand a husband and wife not loving
each other, Why do they marry?”

*The marquis,” said Beryl, humbly, “says he married
me for my beauty and my gentle disposition, and he finds
my beauty not worth the trouble I am, and he is disap-
pointed in my disposition. I get angry sometimes. I
marricd him because I was made to do so by my family.
I loved another—oh, so much I—but he is dead ; he was
drowned almost a year ago. But the marquis, since he
found I had loved, and could not help mourning, has
been so angry, and stern, and jealous, and does not see
that that was one _forever love, that I could not help, that
grew in my heart; he zeems to think I am a flirt—that
hateful thing a married flirt.”

““Oh, my dear, this is a pitiful story.”

It is a story of which I shall die unless you help me
to make it better.”

And Beryl, clasping fast her new friend’s hand, told
her story without mentioning Jerome’s name, or for-
tunes, or manner of death ; she called him ““ THAT oNE.”

“My dear,” said Anna Marvel, ‘I think I see a way
to help you.”
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CHAPTER XXVIL
“‘ BUT SUPPOSE JEROME SOTHRON IS YET ALIVE.”

It was the most lonely of late April days. Lord Med-
ford had been restless and nervous after luncheon. He
had become, in the past week, so dependent on Laura
Ranleigh for society ; so grateful to her for her devoted at-
tention, that he could not endure the thought of banishing
her from the castle. And yet he had no question that he
must do so for the sake of his wife's peace. Laura saw
the struggle in his mind as clearly as if he had uttered it
all.  She was considering every possibility of entrenching
herself in the regards of the marquis. When she found he
was restless and moody that day, she insisted on singing
him to sleep.

‘I will sit on the balcony near your room,” she said.
““Lie down, and let North close the blinds, and T will
sing soft tunes until you fall asleep; and then I can go
down from the balcony to the garden. You can fancy
you are some oriental prince, and that I am some sweet
singer from the hills of Cashmere, and have learned my
lays from the nightingales.”

““Your voice is far richer than any nightingale’s,” said
the marquis, ““and I would rather be myself than a prince
of the Orient.”

I would rather be the Marquis of Medford than any
man living,” said Mrs. Ranleigh, with fervor, “To be
good and great as you arc is a boon accorded to but few.”

Then she playfully pushed the blind; together, and,
sitting on the outside, sang the marquis’ favorite Scotch
songs: ‘“‘Keen Blows the Wind O’er the Braes of Gleniffer,”
and ‘“ What are the Flowers of Scotland?”

When satisfied that the marquis was asleep, she went
down by the balcony stairs to the garden, and took the
path beside the grand drive to the lodge gate. She wanted
solitude and time to think. It was very much to her,
both financially and socially, toremain at the castle; and

,

’
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then, notable guests whom she wished to meet were soon
coming. ‘

As she neared the great gate, a dog-cart rattled up on
the outside, some one sprang out, said ‘‘Good-by,” and
entered by the small gate of the foot-path.

She faced the new-comer. It was Lord Alfred Heath.

«QOh, Lord Alfred!” cried Mrs. Ranleigh, holding out
both hands, ““how glad I am to see you. How good of
you to come. So you heard? I did not know it got
abroad.”

““Heard what? Nothing wrong, I hope? 1 heard
nothing. Beryl and the marquis are surely well? What
do you mean?”’

“*Dear me ! ” said Laura, looking at the soft folds of
her brown walking suit; “now I wish I had not spoken;
but, then, you would have heard.”

“ Heard what, for goodness” sake, Mrs. Ranleigh?”

““Why this flasce of our poor, dear impulsive Beryl !”

“By Jove, you’.! drive me out of my head,” cried Lord
Alfred, who came with a plan - hich would surely mis-
carry if his daughter’s fusco were serious.

Laura put her hand through his arm.

“Don’t be so excited, Lord Heath ; Beryl is safe. You
might as well hear i: from me. I mean Beryl flinging
herself into ¢ lake and being nearly drowned !”

“* Beryl ! The Countess of Medford drowning herself!”

““We tried to keep it very close, but I thought you might
have heard.”

‘‘Not a breath! But my child is saved and well ?”

«Oh, yes, fortunately—very fortunately.”

““ But what on earth was the reason of it?”

““Oh, Jerome Sothron,” sighed. Mrs. Ranleigh, taking
off the Di Vernon hat she wore, contemplating with in-
terest the velvet-lined, turned-up brim, and putting it back
coquettishly on her waves of black hair.

¢“Jerome Sothron 1” cried Lord Alfred, impatiently ;
“tl;lat is an old story; and then he is dead and done
with,”

Mrs. Ranleigh shook her head, and carefully adjusted a
great golden cluster of fresh primroses at her waist.

““Not dead! Not? I never knew you so tantalizing.
He is—dead and buried.”

‘“Sometimes I am quite sure of it,” cried Laura. ‘“Oh,
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Lord Heath, T am in such anxiety of mind! 1 have
wished dozens of times 1 was a good Catholic, with a
father confessor who would tell me just what to do! As
I have not such help, I'm so glad to see you. Let us sit
down here for a little, until I tell you all that has gone on.
And you, as Beryl's father, will be my best counselor.”

Lord Alfred’s affairs were in a very critical condition ;
his future depended somewhat on his noble son-in-law.
Naturally he desired to bring his troubles to a harmonious
houschold. He took his seat by Laura, as she indicated,
under a beach tree, whose spreading branches were
clothed in the purple mist of the young leaves. Laura
was what Lord Heath called ‘““a very fine woman,” and
he had no objection in life to her confidences.

Laura rapidly sketched the friendship of Jerome and
Beryl, after Beryl's marriage, exaggerating their intimacy
and the last meeting.

“ By Jovel " said the excellent father, ¢ that was the
wildest affair I ever heard of. She might have got herself
divorced. My gracious, what a horrible danger !”

“So I told her,” sighed Mrs. Ranleigh ; and she ex-
plained, impressively, how distracted Beryl had been over
the accusation of murder laid against Jerome, and then
his terrible death.”

“Well, for my part,” said Lord Alfred, with heat,‘‘ I'm
glad he's gone. He would have been the silly child’s
destruction sooncr or later.”

¢But are we sure he 75 gone,” queried Mrs. Ranleigh.
““May not this all be a scheme to distract or stop pursuit?
His body never was brought home nor seen by his peo-

le.”
b ¢“QOh, that is all imagination, all madness. Why, his
death is certain, nil attested.”

‘It may be just my nervousness for dear Beryl. Butl
keep thinking, ‘Suppose he is living. Suppose she
knows it, or will hereafter know it. Suppose she is in
correspondence with him.” 1dare not hint such a thought
to the marquis, for fear of trouble, but to you I can,
Why does Beryl dislike and fear me, if she is not afraid I
may interfere between her and Sothron?” )

‘“Oh, you are simply wild, Mrs. Ranleigh, over this.”

Laura elaborately explained how she had ‘‘tried to
guide and guard Beryl, and save her from folly,” and
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how grateful the marquis had been, and how resentful the
countess.

¢««She wishes to drive me away. I cling to her; she
hates me. I stop to save her. It is an ungrateful task,
but I must go.” »

“Indeed you must not. Youmust stay. Stay and look
after the child. She is thoughtless and means no harm,
but she needs a wise woman like yourself. 1 shall tell
Medford as much ; but that idea of Jerome living is
mercly madness. He will think so too.”

To get these double hints conveyed to the marquis had
been Laura’s aim in this conversation. She put her ker-
chief to her eyes and sighed. ‘

“My poor darling Beryl.” Then, ‘“Oh, Lord Alfred,
how I have imagined that Jcrome was alive, and that
some way his name would be cleared of that murder
charge, and he would at once reappear in England, and
our dear Beryl, out of compassion and the revulsion of
her feelings, would be fonder of him than ever.”

“That is all your vivid fancy,” said Lord Alfred.
““But I shall feel better if you stay here. Let us go up to
the house.”

He gave her his arm.

*“We have a fine heir presumptive up there,” said Mrs.
Ranleigh. ¢ Mrs. Harley Medford has a son.”

‘I don’t see why it could not have been Beryl’s boy,”
said Lord Alfred, much aggrieved, feeling that, in such
joyful circumstances, the marquis would have been the
most liberal of friends to his father-in-law.

Lord Alfred had found himself in extremities, and had
seen a new way out of his troubles, He had found a
German widow to marry him. She was not of rank, but
she was very rich. His errand home was to present the
affair comfortably to the marquis, to secure his good
offices in reconciling his brother, the earl, and to persuade
them both to unite in paying off certain debts, which the
widow insisted must be settled before marriage. Finding
Beryl and her lord on ill terms made his mission much
more delicate. The marquis, however, was not a man to
visit the sins of Beryl on her parent; he conceded freely
all that Lord Alfred desired.

‘I am sorry,” said Lord Heath, ‘that Beryl has given
you this trouble. She is fond of her own way, and rest-
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ive to reproof. But she is the best little creature in the
world, and if you keep such a friend as Mrs. Ranleigh
with her. to give her good advice and a little looking after,
so she will not do toolish little things, she will be all
right, and in a year or two be as steady a little woman as
there is in England. That Sothron fairly bewitched her.”

The marquis winced.

‘“ Beryl does not like Mrs. Ranleigh, I am sorry to say.
I must ask her to leave us.”

“Dont doit. By no means. Beryl will get over her
whim. You keep Laura here. She is a woman of the
world and knows the end of things.”

1 shall not give my wife a jailer,” said the marquis,
loftily.

“Pshaw ! it is only a duenna, if you like that term
better.”

1 shall do my duty. I will not make Beryl miser-
able.”

¢« See here, Medford,” said Heath, confidentially, *one
never knows what will happen. You mus/ keep Mrs.
Ranleigh. Some people say, ‘Suppose Sothron is not
dead after all?’”

CHAPTER XXVIIL
A FAIR AMBASSADRESS.

«¢ « Qyppost Sothron is not dead !’ You amaze me,” said
the marquis. The idea is madness.”

“Youknow it was for Sothron’s advantage to seem dead,
with that charge lying on him. Who wants to be tried for
murder?”

‘“ He never committed one, and could prove an a/b7, it
some idea of honor had not hindered.”

«There was a wonderful amount of chivalry in Soth-
ron,” said Heath, ¢ If his a/td7 would implicate any one
—say some woman—he would never let it be proven; he
would rather seem dead and live in exile till the real cul-
prit turned up. I never believe people dead till I see them
dead. Suppose he did come back? Mere reaction of
feeling might cause Beryl to show too much joy, unless
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some monitor like Mrs. Ranlcigh were at hand. You
would not like to speak. And then you will go back to
society ; and Beryl is very young.”

*“I have made up my mind to trust my wife. I shall
not take any steps for which I may blame myself.”

With this assurance the marquis sent Lord Heath away.
Heath did not go to see his daughter. He said it would
be embarrassing, and he was in haste. He might only
harm Beryl by scolding her for her follies.

Anxious to be right, Lord Medford consulted Dr. Marvel.

¢ Lady Beryl has taken a dislike to a former friend—
Mrs. Ranleigh. Do you think the presence of one whom
she dislikes may be injurious to her?”

*“Decidedly so0,” said the doctor, who had divined in
Laura an element dangerous to Beryl's peace, and had read
guile in the handsome widow's fine black eyes and
cruelty in the curve of her red mouth. 1 think Lady
Medford should be kept easy and happy until her health
is fully restored. ”

The marquis was now about the castle and grounds as
usual, and the day had been set for his going to bring his
wife back. .

He was walking in the grounds, one day, attended, as
usual, by Mrs. Ranleigh, when he saw a very graceful,
lovely lady coming down the curve of the great stone steps
of the main entrance. The figure stopped on the lower
step to look at the beautiful view and to unfurl a gray silk
parasol, which matched a gray silk dress and gray gloves.

“ Who is that? " asked the marquis, fixing his eves on
the lovely face, framed in a gray bonnet, and tinted like
the blush-roses which the lady wore at her throat.

* Only that Dr. Marvel's wife,” said Mrs. Ranleigh,
fretfully. ¢ Mrs. Medford had the kindness to invite her
over to see the baby. Mothers are never tired of showing
their babies. I think it was very bad form for Mrs. Marvel
to come—quite out of her station.”

*“1 do not agree with ynu,” said the marquis coldly.
“ T wish much to see Mrs. Marvel, to whom I am under
deep obligations. Will you excuse me, Mrs. Ranleigh ! ”

With a pout, Laura turned to frighten the gold-fish by
making ripples in the fountain, and the marquis went on
tuo meet the stranger.

““Itrust I have the pleasure of seeing Mrs, Marvel. I
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rejoice to meet the wife of my esteemed new friend, but
I have no words to express the gratitude I feel to you for
your tender care of my lady.”

¢ It has been alabor of love,” said Mrs. Marvel, regard-
ing with pleased surprise the handsome, stately presence
of the marquis. She felt she was face to face with a good,
true man. ‘‘ I took your countess to my heart at once,”
she added ; ““ and to-day nothing would satisfy her but a
report of the baby boy from an eye-witness less prejudiced
than a new-made father.”

“ A finelittle fellow | ” said the marquis, heartily ; “but,

having seen him, you will allow me to take you through
the ,gardens and conservatories, and get you some flow-
ers.” ,
“«With pleasure,” sdald Mrs. Marvel. She hoped to be
able to speak to him of his wife—at least to learn enough
of his nature to give Beryl some of the advice she de-
manded with child-like confidence and humility.

Now it happencd that the marquis wished nothing so
much as to speak of Beryl—the ideas of both so harmo-
nizing, it is not wonderful that the preferred theme soon
opened between them. They walked through hot-
houses and gardens, and then the marquis insisted on tak-
ing Mrs. Marvel to the library, and ordering lunch for her
and himself.

Mrs. Marvel spoke warmly of Beryl, of her timidity,
self-distrust, and innocence—her fervent desires to do
right.  ““She is one to exaggerate to herself every little
error, to condemn herself unsparingly for any folly as she
would for a crime. And yet some mistakes are very natu-
ral, indeed inevitable, for one brought up as she was. I
hope you will not be vexed, but a sick room begets confi-
dence, and she has told me the manner of her early life
and instructions, or rather no instructions at all, and an
atmosphere of intense worldliness. I wonder she came
out of it so pure, so simple, with such meekness and such
a high ideal of what a woman should be.”

“1t does me more good than I can express to hear you
speak so of Beryl,” said the marquis, frankly. ‘‘Your
husband has had all a physician’s reticence. You kind-
ly, generously ignore many things that have indubitably
come to your knowledge, since you have so strangely
been brought to share the trc ables of our lives. My family
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secret and misery have by these sad recent circumstances
been laid bare to you, while even my heir, living under
my roof. is unconscious of both. At first] grieved at
this, now knowing you both, I feel relief, not humilia-
tion.” :

¢ Oh, Lord Medford,” said Mrs. Marvel, earnestly, ‘“let
me speak for her. I love her deeply. How could I help
it, when I saw her lying there, so sweet a thing, all her
innocent young life seeming flickering to go out like a
dying light. I may say, I brought her back from that bor-
der land of death, and now her life seems partly mine.
You will hear me for her. I am sure she does not crave
this dangerous gay life, only accepting so much as her
social position demands ; she does not crave this flattery,
and while she is too gentle to rebuff it, she is unhurt by
it.  You need not fear her death or insanity, if you will
give her your confidence, your tenderness ; she wishes to
please you, but before sternness or rebuke her gentle spirit
shrinks

¢ As flowers that wither in the north wind’s breath,’

You love her, Lord Medford. I seeit in your eyes. 1
too have read love's story in a tender look, and I know
how sweet a thing is mutual love, how worth the win-
ning. My lord, take her not only to your home, but to
your trust and your heart. Letno stranger come between !”

Afraid to say too much, Mrs. Marvel rose, and Lord
Medford accompanied her to her carriage.

Mrs. Ranleigh had argued ill from this long tefe-a-lete,
and as he returned through the park, she hastened to meet
him.

I hope dearest Beryl is well.”

“Yes; day after to-morrow I shall go and bring her
home. We have {respassed too long on the doctor’s hos-
pitality.” :

““I see you feel anxious and troubled-—pray do not.
Consider your health. [ fecl sure that Beryl's little errors
kave been of the head rather than the heart, and no doubt
this trying experience will be a lesson to her—to be less
restive to your control, and more careful about deserving
rebuke. The sweet child 1as the best heart in the
world.”



132 ANOTIHER MAN'S WIFE.

“‘She is in a delicate, nervous condition, and it 1s my
duty to keep her as calm and happy as I can.

¢ Such a burden to you, dear Lord Medford, when you
need a wife intent on forestalling all your wishes, aiding
all your plans, a second self. But Beryl will become
such.”

I do not know. My present duty is to shield her. I
am sorry, Mrs. Ranleigh, that Beryl has taken a prejudice
in your regard, she feels uneasy with you, as if you were
not her friend.”

“And I have been her best, truest friend, saved her
from—from herself—poor, foolish, beloved child.”

““Yes, I am sorry; but we must humor, not oppose in-
valids, and I hope, at some future time, your visit to us
can be completed. If at present you should leave us be-
fore Beryl returns, it might be better for her, while I should
miss you exceedingly. You have been very kind to me
in my illness, and have helped me to pass agreeably days
that might have been miserable. 1 shall be ever your
debtor,

Laura turned away her head, and bit her lips flercely,
while an ominous lightning played in her eyes.

¢ understand, my lord, Beryl has turned against me.”

1 trust it is but an invalid's fleeting whim.

¢“She had no such rancor when she thought she could
make of me a tool of her designs. When I would not be
of her helpers, she hates me. It is honor’s reward.”

*“ Pray do not feel such rancor ; she is but a child.”

¢“And she wishes to rid herself of me, for what? I pray,
my lord, it may not be to bring shame on your head.”

““Hush, Laura i” he cried, tremulously. He had never
called her Laura before.

She caught his hand and kicsed it.

“Wherever I am, and in whatever strait you are, re-
member, lam your devoted friend. Never have I honored
any one as I do you! I go from this house as if banished
from Eden, for your goodness has made it a paradise. 1
go to-morrow. My daily thoughts are with you. 1f you
need my poor aid, one word, one sign, and it is yours.
Oh, why,” and she turned away her face, *‘why does the
wife of such a man sce attraction in such flattering boys
as Sir Jerome, as Lawrence, these idle sons of folly 1 ”
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CHAPTER XXIX
‘“OH NO, I NEVER HAD AUGHT LIKE THAT.”

Tue Marquis could not see Laura as Beryl did. The
gold, and not the black side of this shield, was toward
him. Few men are totally deaf to the voice of woman'’s
flattery, and then his nature was jealous, and in regard to
his power of gaining love he was sclf-distrustful.

Laura, brewing with rage and disappointment, went to
her room to order the packing of her trunks, aud the mar-
quis, with his hands clasped behind him, walked slowly
through the Park and into the thicker shadows of the plan-
tation, where the trees were in all their young spring leaf-
age ; the ferns and grass grew thick, and the primroses
and anemones made patches of silver and gold.

Moving abstractedly over the soft sward he almost trod
upon a figure crouched, kneeling atthe footof a tree. The
woman started up and confronted him with a cry. They
stood face to face.

She was a hard-featured woman with glittering eyes
full of a fierce steely light. Her age it would be hard to
guess, for over her had passed the horror and shadow of
some awful fear, and left an ineffaceable stamp. Shestood
now, her hands clasped against her panting bosom, her
lips blue and clenched, her cheeks pallid.

1 am sorry I frightened you, my good woman,” said
the marquis, with kindness. **I nearly trod on you before
Isaw you”

“I did not know people ever walked in this wood,”
faltered the woman. ** I've been here before and never
saw any one ; it startled me, for 1 did not hear your steps.
Are you the steward, sir?”

] am the Marquis of Medford.”

‘1 beg your pardon, my lord.”

As the woman spoke she changed her position, and
leaned her back against the tree,

** Perhaps I ought not to be here,” she said ; *“ but poor
people have to live m crowded houses, and I can get no
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time where I lodge to think, or to say my prayers, and so
I came here.” '

‘“’Therc was no wrong in that. T have never seen you
before. Do you live near here?”

“I'm a stranger. Up here for my health. I lodge with
Widow Porson.”

““And your name is——?"

“Kate Jay.”

The hollow chest, the voice sharp, strained, that terror-
smitten face, moved the pity of the marquis.

““’There is an excellent doctor near, Doctor Marvel, if
you need advice. If there is’ any help you want, any-
thing to be done for you? If you apply to the house-
keeper at the castle, or the countess, whois very kind——"

‘I need nothing, my lord. I am gomg away soon.”

The marquis passed on, but the affair haunted him. As
he thought of it he was convinced that the woman had
not been saying her prayers, but digging in the earth.
Finally, before dinner, the trifle so preyed on him that he
called the under-gardener with him, and went back to the
tree. The earth had certainly been disturbed.

“It's been dug out and put back, but there is naught
buried here,” said the young man.

He replaced the earth ; but as he smoothed the surface
his hand, ferreting about in last year's dead leaves, caught
in something, and he drew out a small gold chain, with a
medallion in blue inlaid; a common enough trinket,
worth two or three pounds.

The marquis took it and went to Widow Porson's,
asking for the lodger to come to the garden gate. Then
holding out the trinket, he said :

““You lost this in the woods.”

“QOh, no, my lord. I'ma poor woman. I never had
aught like that.”

““But were you not digging about under that tree this
morning? ”

““Yes, my lord. I was seeking roots of a thing they call
beach-drops to stew for my cough.”

When the marquis went home he flung the trinket in a
drawer in one of the library tables.

That evening, while Laura was exerting herself to the
utmost to leave a favorable impression on the marquis,
Widow Porson’s lodger moved to a little thatched cottage,
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which had stood empty for several years, on the outskirts
of Winderton village. It was a tidy and comfortable little
place of three rooms, thatched, with a garden and diamond-
paned windows; a sketch for an artist. But why did Kate
Jay find it needful to spend the entire night getting it in
order? All night the diamond-paned windews shone under
the shadowing pear-trees like glow-worms under a hedge.
The doctor saw them, as he went home from bgsside a
s'ck bed.

In kis home, Beryl, quite restored now, a faint bloom
returning to her cheeks, was sleeping like a comforted
child.  She had talked long with Anna Marvcl

“Your husband loves you,” said Anna. I saw it
clearly. You must not be so alarmed and rebuffed by his
cold air ; that is merely his way. His heart is all good-
ness,”

1 know it is,” said Beryl; ‘‘but he is so good that all
my wrong acts seem to him terribly wicked and inexplic-
ebie.”

“You must not think that. If you were more con-
fidential and familiar, you would learn the wealth of his
strong, noble heart. I know it was sad to give up one you
loved, and marry one you only feared and respected ; but
now that other one is dead, and it is with your heart the
same asif you had been widowed of some loved husband,
and then married some other good man. You may not feel
such absorbing love as for your first lover,but you may be
happy, and make your husband happy, by a true, faith-
ful, deep affection.”

The timid hopes nourished in Beryl's heart by thesc
words fled before the marquis, who, meaning to be kind,
was as cold and reserved as ever; for the words of Lord
Alfred and Mrs. Ranleigh had not failed to rankle in his
soul, balancing, if not outweighing, Mrs. Marvel's assur-
ances.

‘1 am so sorry to have given you so much trouble,
Percy,” whispered Beryl; ‘“and here,” as Lelia brought
her wraps, *“is my sweet nurse.”

“1 am under infinite obligations to her,” said the mar-
quis, with a bow, looking approbation at the sweet, sad
face of the young girl.

Then Mrs. Marvel cang, and Beryl saw that ske had
won at once the heartiest regard and trust of the margqais.
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He begged her to come to see them frequently, several
times & week—to be ‘“ Beryl’s best friend.”

‘1 am so glad you like Mrs. Marvel so much; Ilove
Tor 1”7 cried Beryl, anxious to establish conversation, as
they entered the barouche.

““She is a very angel. If you love her, perhaps you
will not be offended if I say I wish you might closely
imitate her.”

‘Indeed I shall not be offended. I wish I were like
her. And I was very foolish ever to be offended at your
suggesting I should copy the good qualities of any one.”

I hope your friendship for Mrs. Marvel will endure,”
said the marquis, curtly. *‘I fear you are given to some
fickleness in your friendships.”

““Oh, T hope not, Percy ; butsometimes one is deceived
by a supposed friend, you know,” said Beryl, looking over
the landscape to hide rising tears.

‘“ We are apt to call fickleness in ourselves deceit or
offence in others,” said the marquis, quietly.

Evidently the conversation was not a success. Beryl
changed the theme.

¢ I shall be so glad to get home, to see dear Marion and
the baby. What a treasure the baby will be to us all!
Marion will be glad now of more company than Mrs.
Ranleigh.”

¢ Mrs. Ranleigh is not now at the castle, Beryl.”

“ Gone! Percy?”

‘“ At my request. I could not keep as a guest any
friend who would drive my wife to—to any extreme
measures,”

** Oh, Percy ! I assure you—TI did not know what I was
doing—and—it might have been so any way. People
often have brain fever—from many causes. If I had been
the happiest woman in the world, I might have had it.”

1 am sorry that a Countess of Medford is not the hap-
piest of women. It seems to me Providence has endowed
you with many blessings.”

“I know it, Percy,” said Beryl, humbly, laying her
hand on his.  ““I am very thankful. I mean to be more
thankful.  And the greatest blessings I could have would
be your—affe tion and confidence.”

‘the mrquis was touched by this gentleness, He
clasped her hand warmly in his, and said, kindly :
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¢ We will now look forward to better things, my dear.”

Beryl had been at home but a few days, when the
marquis said to her:

« Beryl, Harley and his wife will be going in a month
to Scotland, to her mother, Lady Rosse. You need a
companion. Qur guests come and go. I want you to
have a person different from your foolish, very foolish,
maid, Fanny, to walk about with, to sit with you, and
read with you; an humble friend. Do you object tosuch
aone! Do you know a proper person 2”

“ I do not object at all, Percy ; and I prefer you should
choose a person who would be agreeable to you in the
house.”

“ I have thought of that very pleasing young person at
Mrs. Marvel’s. The doctor says hehas the highest esteem
for her. She has had misfortunes, nobly borne.”

‘“ What, Lelia? Oh, thank you, Percy! I should like
so much to have her, if Mrs. Marvel did not object.”

¢ Mrs. Marvel and -the doctor are coming to lunch;
suppose we propose it to them.”

“I'm afraid Anna will hate to give up Lelia.”

But instead, when the matter was cautiously pro-
posed to Mrs. Marvel, her speaking face flashed with
joy.

“Do you really mean it? Oh, it would be such a great
advantage for Lelia? The very thing I could wish! 1
have the strongest reason for desiring Lelia to see—to live
—in such a place as this. But Lelia is not accomplished.
She is only beginning French and music.”

I do not demand accomplishments, but goodness,”
said Beryl.

But the doctor said to the marquis :

“‘Perhaps I should tell you Lelia’s sad story, if she is to
come to you.”

““Pray donot. Ido not wish to intrude on her sor-
rows. If you assure me she has spotless character and
refined mind, 1 ask no more.”

*“ She has all that. And I hope one day to see her take
a rightful position among the first in the land, though

Eow" the darkness of unmerited misfortune is about
er.



138 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE,

CHAPTER XXX,
‘‘GIVE ME, THEN, RUE AND PANSIES,

Tue Honorable Harley Medford and his family were
about to go to Scotland, they were having the last dinner
together as a household.  After dinner Mrs. Harley
went up to give a glance at her chubby heir, and the mar-
quis and Harley walked on the terrace.

1 do not feel,” said the marquis, ““at all expectant of
a long life. My chief care is for Beryl. IfI had had any
idea of how things stood with us both, I would not have
married. She will be in a dangerous position if I die,
She is young, beautiful, thoughtless, 1 fear, and has no rel-
atives to be responsible for her. Her father is worse than
no one. I want you to be her firm friend.”

“I will, indeed ; but I hope you will live years yet.”

“I certainly feel well at present, but 1 ki:ow my dan-
ger. Be syuch a friend to Beryl as to warn her, if needed,
of her faults and dangers.”

Out of thedrawing-room window Lawrence stepped into
the fading daylight, with Beryl leaning on his arm; a
cream-colored silk, with vest and panels of crimson velvet
set off her slender figure, and the rich folds trailed after
her on the shaven turf, as she leaned on Lawrence.

They passed down the steps, along the flaming beds of
tulips, and by the perfume-breathing springs, and stopped
in the new moonlight, under a lilac loaded with spires of
bloom. Here on the other walk came Harley and the
marquis in close conversation, just as Lawrence’s voice
sounded out:

“*Whatever you may say, my cousin, that fair, that
divinely pensive face shall be the star of my existence.
Whether happy in my love or not, at that chosen altar leve
lies offered forever.”

““My dear Lawrence, I would not have thought you
capable of such a sudden passion.”
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The marquis remembered what Mrs. Ranleigh had said.
His face grew white ; he stepped forward with aninarticu-
late exclamation.

But the two under the lilac did not seem disconcerted.
Beryl held out her hand.

‘““Ah, are you there, Lord Medford? Come here, will
you? Lawrence has been telling me the wildest tales. It
seems our park is haunted.”

“By a witch ” said Harley. ¢ Isaw her, doom in her
eye!”

gt By an angel!” cried Lawrence.

““You hear him,” said Beryl. It seems hemetby our
stream the loveliest naiad, indulging in fishing. She wore
a wide Swiss hat and a cambric gown; her hair had un-
rolled on her shoulders. He untangled her fish-line from
some roots ; he spoke to her; her voice was music. Who
can this fairy be?”

‘* Let us hope for his sake, if he is so far gone in loveas
you describe, that she will reappear to him and tell of her
dwelling,” said the marquis. pleasantly, and ashamed of
his hateful suspicions, drawing Beryl's arm within his own,
and breaking off for her a cluster of lilacs.

The next morning Harley Medford's family had hardly
gone when the first May guests appeared in Lord Ravlin
and his sister, Lady Maria. Early in the morning Mrs.
Marvel's phaeton had brought Lelia Barrows, who was es-
tablished in a room next to Beryl's. Even Fanny received
her with satisfaction,

‘“She’s no snake,” said Fanny, with unamiable reminis-
cences of Mrs. Rauleigh.

Fanny aided Lelia a little in the arrangement of her hair,
and the adjustment of her simple white dress.

““What flowers will you wear?” asked Beryl, looking
up from a basket just sent up from the conservatory.

* Pansies, if 1 must wear any.”

““ They are rather sad flowers, are they not? No others?”

“Unless rue,” said Lelia.  ““I read of Ophelia lately ;
she said: ‘There’s pansies, that’s for thoughts, and rue,
that's for remembrance” Thoughts and remembrance,
Lady Beryl—those must do for me.”

‘“ But Ophelia mourned her lost lover. Do you?”

“] never had a lover, I think—a real one.”

““You look sweetly enough to win several,” said Beryl,
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standing before her glass, while Fanny draped her lace
robe with care.

“If you only knew how I dread to go down, for this
first dinner, among people so different from any I have
lived among ! cried Lelia.

““We are no more cultivated or better behaved than
Doctor and Mrs, Marvel,” smiled Beryl, as she gave her
hand to her new friend. ‘‘Lord Medford said especially
you were to live among us just like ourselves.”

The two went to the drawing-room. Presently Law-
rence came in. He flushed crimson, and moved forward
eagerly.

*“ Miss Barrows,” said Beryl, ‘“Lord Medford's cousin,
Lelia.

Presently she whispered : ‘

**Lawrence, from the way you look, I believe this is your
naiad of the stream.”

““Sheis. Isshe to live here?”

‘“ For the time.”

The others came in, and it was Lawrence’s happy fate
to take Lelia in to dinner, while Lord Ravlin escorted
Beryl

In the evening music was proposed. Lelia could afford
no aid here. and Lady Maria Ravlin pleaded fatigue from
her journey. Lawrence was an amateur of considerable
skill in violin music ; he played accompaniments to Beryl's
piano. She was very sensitive to the effects of music,
and when she played thus, she remembered how fond
Sir Jerome had been of accompanying her, with flute or
violin, and how he had taught her many songs. She
strove with her emotion, and played unfalteringly, though
she grew very pale.

Her evil genius must have inspired the lively Lord
Ravlin. He cried:

““Oh, Lady Medford, do you recall that charming little
song, ‘Sweet maid, with eyes of violet blue’?”

““No ; I've forgotten it,” said Beryl, hastily.

““Tt is here,” said the unlucky Lawrence.

“] am sure [ cannot sing it,” said Beryl, flushing.

1 beg you to try,” insisted Lord Ravlin ; ‘it is one of
my favorites—one of the fleeting songs of an hour, but so
sweet and simple. Do try it, Lady Beryl.” .

“1 should be glad if you would favor us,” said the
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marquis, with his stately air, which Beryl always took as
a command.
Beryl mastered herself, and began the song:

¢« Swect maid, with eyes of violet blue,
And silken lash of darker hue,
And noble mien, and artless grace,
Reflected in thy beauteous face 5
Should some one whisper love to thee,
Aund shouldst thou deem it melody,
May I be there! may I be there!”

But alas ! it had been Jerome who had taught her that
song—the trifle of the hour—and he had whispered that it
described his lovely Beryl as if made for her. The
memory overpowercd her. Only two brief years since
those fair days of love and hope—and he was gone!

She rose hastily, feeling as if she should faint, or burst
into tears, if she taxed herself another instant.

* I —cannot—play any more,” she said, with a quiver-
ing lip. “* I—do not feel like music to-night.”

She came from behind the piano, and passed with a
hasty step down the room.

Any little thing like this irritated the dignified marquis
beyond endurance. He said sharply, in a low tone, as
she passed him : .

¢ Lady Medford, do not give way to such childishness.
Have you no womanly self-control? ”

Poor Beryl! She felt as if she had exercised so much
self-control.  She drew herself behind the heavy silken
drapery of the window, and leaning her forehead on the
glass, tears streamed over her cheeks. Though not near
her, the marquis felt that she was crying. Then Lord
Ravlin came up, saying, with easy grace, the mala-
propos :

“l vow, Medford, that song makes me think of poor
Sothron. Let me see; did the countess know Sothron?
She must have known him. Well, that was one of his
favorites. Said it described the lady of his heart.”

The marquis was ready to gnash his teeth in fury., He
did the worst thing he could. He weunt to Beryl.

* What are you crying for, Lady Medford? Like asilly
scavolgirl!  You annoy me past bearing. It is idle to
deceive me.  You are mourning over that Sothron. Will
nothing root him out of your heart!”
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‘““No, my lord !” cried Beryl, in passionate pain. 1
believe not even death would tear him from my heart 1”

Lawrence was at the piano. He began to sing—to
Lelia :

¢ She is coming, my own, my sweet!

Were it ever so airy a tread,

My heart would hear her and beat,
Were it earth in an earthy bed ;

My dust would hear her and beat,
Had T lain for a century dead ;

Would start and tremble under her feet,
And blossom in purple and red.”

The marquis dropped the curtain and turned away.
* * * * * * *

Day followed day. Guests went and came. Beryl,
among friends, regained her health and her bloom. 'The
marquis, untortured by Mrs. Ranleigh's daily hints, was
kind, if reserved, and almost stern. Beryl thought she
saw alittle love idyl going on for Lelia and Lawrence, and
she smiled and sighed. Would that their love might be
happier than hers. Why did Lelia shun Lawrence? Why
was she herself unable to content the marquis ?

Ouve July night, when the castle seemed settling into
rest, Beryl tapped at the library door, and entered with a
hesitating step. A little casket was in her hands, a look
of fear and resolve was on her face.

CHAPTER XXXI.
¢ WHAT DID YOU GIVE FOR YOUR FORTUNE, LADY ? ”

To the surprise of Beryl the marquis was not alone. Le-
lia was there. She stood with her hand on the arm of his
chair, as in confidential intercourse, and the marquis had
laid one of his hands over hers. To Beryl, already half
hesitant over her errand, this presence of a third person
seemed to offer good excuse for flight, and with a hasty
‘ Oh, pardon, I thought you were alone,” she turned to
escape. But Lelia cried :

“Lady Beryl! I implore you! I am going. Oh,
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slay ! My errand is done,” and flying past her ran up
the long stair.

*“Come in, Beryl,” said the marquis. ‘‘Whatis it?”

Beryl came slowly forward. She had nerved herself to
a great effort.  She wished to banish, if she could, this re-
serve and coldness which withered her, as frosts a hot-
house rose. Day after day she had questioned what she
could do to regain that good opinion and confidential re-
lation which the marquis seemed to have toward her in
the first months after marriage. She remembered, at last,
that there had been a question between them of those
little mementoes of Jerome, and he had bade her bring
them to him, and she had never done so. Several times
she had said, shrinking before his grave face and reticent
manner, ‘‘ Are you displeased with me, Percy ¢ ” And
his arswer was ever the quiet, *“ No, Beryl.”

Thinking it all over, she had concluded that her hus-
band resented her cleaving to these mementoes of
Jerome Sothron. Poor Jerome was dead, and it could
not harm him ; if she sacrificed these relics it might
placate the living. So here she was at the library door,
with this casket of treasures in her hand, as one carries a
little urn of burial ashes.

‘‘Percy,” she said, ‘‘you told me once that I was to
bring vou these, and I have never done so; you may
think me very obstinate and disobedient, but, indeed, T
am not. I had mostly forgotten. Here they are, Percy.”

The marquis took shame to himself that he had ever
been led so far astray by jealousy as to demand this piti-
ful little offering. He waved his hand.

‘“Never mind, child. I do not want them. 1 had for-
gotten all about them.”

*“ But, 1 think, perhaps, it is better for me not to keep
them, Percy; and I thought, if I should die, some one
would come upon them. It is better to be done with it
all.  Will you take them, Percy?”

“No!” cried the marquis.” Not for worlds would he
touch these relics of his wife’s early love and loss—a love
which he clearly felt had been the one profound, change-
less passion of her life.  **No, keep them if they are any
comfort to you, poor child.”

““They are no comfort,” said Beryl, still standing, with
her box in her haund, like a forlom Pandora, bearing
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her casket of all mortal woes. The singular look on her
husband’s face convinced her that these treasures were a
cause of trouble between them. “‘1f you will not take
them, I will destroy them, Percy; they are no longer
mine.”

There was a fire always burning on the library hearth ;
the marquis liked it so, even when the weather was so
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EARLY LOVE.

warm that the windows were open to the floor, and the
draperies swayed in and out on the night breeze.

Beryl knelt down before the fire, and laid the sandal-
wood box upon coal and flame. Then, with clasped hands,
and white face intent, she watched it burn. All the past
rose up before her. She seemed to hear Jerome's dear
voice borne on the night wind; to see his handsome,
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joyous face here in the gleaming fire pictures. She re-
membered adoring looks and passionate protestations, and
her bosom heaved in its tumultuous pain, and two great
tears welled over from the grieving violet eyes, and rolled
down her fair cheeks.

The marquis saw them. The memory of that man was
paramount yet!

Well, some men are born to be dowered with woman’s
deathless love!

It was not his happiness ; he must submit. He turned
quickly to his desk, and seemed busily writing.

Beryl rose from her knees. The last charred emblem
of her offering had fallen away to ashes. She went to-
ward the table and laid her hand on her husband’s shoul-
der.

“You will not be angry with me any longer, Percy?”

“1 am not angry with you, Beryl. Why should I be?
Good-night, my dear.”

She went gliding from the room like a shadow.

*“ Poor child ! ” sighed the marquis.  ““ If 4e had lived,
she would have gone on wretchedly loving him. 1 sup-
pose it is her fate. I cannot quarrel with her loving of
the dead.”

For Beryl, she felt as one wko hasstood by a new-made
grave, The gay laughter and the summer joys of her
guests, the archery, the riding, the discussion of a Phan-
tom Ball to be given in the park, wearied her, and when
she could, next day, she stole off alone for a rambleint’ »
plantations, for the face of nature always comforted her,
like the caresses of a mother.

Wandering thus alone, she was startled by seeing some
one seated under a trec, but at once perceived that it was
a respectably dressed woman, bent over a pillow on which
she was making very delicate lace. But as a twig broke
under Beryl’s tread, the woman turned a face of terror, and
started, as if to rise and fly.

*“ Do not run away,” said Beryl. “No one wishes to
disturb you. What elegant work you are doing ! ”

** Making my living,” said the woman; ‘‘ and since I
must work like a slave from morning to night, it is better
to get a breath of fresh air and sun while I am working.

he marquis said I might be here.”

That her husband knew the woman and had given her
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liberty of the place, afforded Beryl a sense of security.
A fallen tree-trunk had been roughly hewn into a seat,
and placing herself upon it, she =id, kindly :
¢ The marquis always likes our neig ibors to have the
benefit of our grounds, and I am glad it is a help to you
to come here. You have certainly a very beautiful way
of earning your support. ”

THE WOMAN TURNED A FACE OF TERROR, AND STARTED, AS IF
TO RISE AND FLEE.

«“ 111 hadn’t been used shameful, I'd not need to earna
farthing ! ” cried the woman. ‘1 had money, plenty of
money, and it was taken away from me. What would
you think, my lady, if you had schemed, and lied, and
promised, and vowed, just to make you get a fortune,
and then cheated you out of the whole of it ?

«1 should think I had been very hardly used. But
could you earn a fortune at lace-making ?”
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««Of course not!” said the woman, with contempt.
¢¢ But—the fortune was left by—well, by an uncle.”

“ And stolen from you? What a pity!”

¢TIl tell you!” cried the woman, eagerly. I feel as
if—if I did not speak out, I'd die—my heart will burst!
These things gnaw, and gnaw, and eat me by inches,
I've told these trees and grasses often, just for the sake of
speaking. There was a man I knew ; he said if I could
get this money, him and me, we’'d be married, and go to
America and open a public-house, and get rich as kings
in no time. Well, he put it all out plain to me, and kept
at me for the money, and promising we’d be married.”

But if he made money his chief condition, you might
have guessed he really did not love you.”

¢ But I loved him ! cried the woman, madly; “and I
wanted to be married. It's a fine, respectable thing to be
Mrs. Well, I got the money—a whole thousand pounds
—and he arranged all for our passage, and we were to be
married in the moming and go aboard a sailing ship.
Well, the night before, what does he do, but go off with
the thousand pounds in a steamer, and leave me!”

‘“What—robbed you! Poor soul! Why did you not
telegraph and have him arrested, and get at least your
money back?” .

“[ couldn’t; he knew I couldn’t when he planned it.”

“And you were left destitute? ”

‘“All but. I had a few pounds, and some other things,
and I came away here. But I've been breaking ever
since. I go over, and over, and over it in my mind all
the while. I don’t sleep nights. All my food tastes like
ashes. I see visions—oh, hideous visions | I've got old,
too. Look at me. I was quite a handsome young
woman two years ago.”

““I’'m so sorry for you! But do not break your heart
over a thousand pounds. A thousand pounds is not worth
that, is it?”

‘“Itis to me. Money is worth what you give for it ; it
is worth what it costs you, And I gave—oh, I cannot
tell you what [ gave for that money |~ You can’t judge of
me ; such as you don’t know my trials. What did you
give for your money, my lady ?”

The woman spoke as one sure that only sweet smiles
and sweet words had been Beryl's price for fortune.
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Poor Beryl! it came over her as a sickening revelation
that she had given love, hope, happiness, Jerome’s good
name, career, bright young life, for this luxury and wealth
that she claimed.

#1 should be glad to help you,” she said. *“Shall I
buy that lace ?”

‘No, my lady ; it is all engaged,” said the woman.

Beryl went slowly back to the castle.

—

CHAPTER XXXII.
‘Y WOULD GO IF MY LIFE WERE THE PRICE.”

IThad never occurred to Beryl to wonder how and why
Lelia had been talking with the marquis in his study that
night. Loving and trusting Lelia, and trusting her hus-
band, no sting of mean suspicion entered her soul,

The marquis saw that, and felt shame that he never had
returned such noble trust. From the first day of their
marriage he had been full of doubt, and always testing
Beryl.

One evening, in the drawing-room, the conversation
happened to turn on jealousy.

*“ Jealousy,” said Lady DMaria, ‘‘is the wrong side of
love.”

““I do not think that,” said Lord Ravlin, who some-
times had serious, solid ideas, ‘‘ Absolute love casts out
all jealousy, as it does fear.”

“Then love, rcal love, has no fear.” said Beryl, medi-
tatively, *‘Yes, that is true, I know that.”

The marquis felt a stab of pain. He knew Beryl feared
him ; but she had known a love without fear.

‘* Absolute indifference also has nojealousy,” said Lelia,
who but seldom spoke in a gathering of several persons.
She seemed startled at the sound of her own voice, and
returned to her netting, with a blush.

“ We gather then,” said Lawrence, ““ that true, highlove
has no jealousy—neither has indifference—but a lower
type of love has jealousy.”

‘The marquis looked at an engraving, but he mused.
Beryl was so indifferent to him, so unjealous—he was
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jealous of her, as his love for her had not the noble type
of heart unison and tender oneness.

The next day Lelia, who frequently acted as scribe for
the marquis, was in the library helping him, when the
marquis said to her of some paper:

* Look in the drawer of the side table and see if it is not
there.”
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THE MARQUIS HEARD A SCREAM, AND SAW LELIA HOLDING THR
GOLD CHAIN AND MEDALLION,

A moment after, he heard a faint scream, and saw Lelia
standing, ashen pale, and holding over her shaking hand,
the thin gold chain from which dangled the blue inlaid
medallion.

“+Qh, is that yours, Lelia? " hesaid. “‘I found itinthe
lantations before you came here. Take it if it 1s yours,
thought it belonged to another person.”



150 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE,

“I do not want it—it is not mine,” said Lelia, flinging it
from her m disgust and horror.  “ But what was the
woman like that you theught lost it? Was she young,
pretty, pleasing, as—as ”

“No; she was a death’'s head, and old—that is, not
young. And, besides, she did not drop it, after all.”

Lelia sat down, laid her face on the table, and began to
cry.

““Oh, my poor girl l—oh, my poor sister!”

““ What is the matter, Lelia? Have you lost any one?
Shall T help you find the owner of that trinket? I can
speak to the steward—Dut it is now some months.”

“No, my lord. I beg yourpardon. How wrong of me
to be troubling you with this bewailing. No, if any one
is to be found, Doctor Marvel is the only one that can help
me. I think this is the paper.”

She swept the trinket into the drawer with a look of dis-
like, and returned vigorously to her work.

““How strange it is,” mused the marquis, ¢ that these
fair, innocent young creatures, who seein scarcely to
have begun their lives, should have such burdens and
sorrows on their hearts.”

He thought of Beryl, and sighed.

Beryl came to the window, calling for Lelia, who was
in general demand for her sweet helpfulness.

Lelia joined her.

«] promised,” said the countess, ‘‘that I would ask
you to go with Lawrence fishing. Three or four more
are going up the glen.”

1 would rather not go,” said Lélia, hurriedly.

“Lelia,” said Beryl, sitting down in an arbor, I think
you avoid Lawrence.”

““Yes, I do,” said Lelia, honestly.

«Ts that kind ? " asked Beryl.

It is right,” said Lelia.

““He is one of the best fellows in the world,” said
Beryl,

‘“Yes,” said Lelia.

¢« And with his prospects and abilities, you could hardly
hope for a better match, dear Lelia. I think ”

‘‘ Please don’t say what you think,” cried Lelia. 1
am not thinking of any match. I never can; I am held
by a promise ; I am bound.”
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“But you told me you had never had a lover.”

«1 never had. Love was left out of my life, but
marriage was not. Dear Lady Beryl, you will think I
have been very deceitful to you, but—I am married.”

““Lelia!l And does Dr. Marvel know?”

““Yes; and the marquis knows. I told him that night
you found me in the library. I thought his secretary paid
me attention, and I felt my position was wrong, and I
went and asked the marquis to let me go away. 1 told
him I was married, and my husband had left me. 1did
not tell my married name ; he said I need not. Only
Dr. Marvel and his wife know it. The marquis would
not let me go away ;- he said that Lawrence was not
likely to troublé me. But I think of him, and—I must o
away, unless you will let him know how I am set apart
from others, and cannot care for other people—in that
way.”

¢ Lelia, do you love your husband ?”

““No; I thought I did, perhaps, once; and when, as
he will, he finally comes for me, I shall go to him. But
when a man has only given one neglect and scorn, few
can love on, and on, after that.”

“You must be very unhappy, dear Lelia.”

“No; I try to live for other people, and to improve
myself.”

Beryl turned and kissed her.

«I will go with Lawrence to-day.”

So Beryl went. And, alone by that trout stream, she
told Lawrence that the Lelia he loved belonged to
another, neglectful of that treasure which Lawrence
coveted.

“1 will go on loving her,” said Lawrence, with convic-
tion; *“if I may not as a lover, then I will as a brother;
but I will love no one else—never, no, never!”

* * * ES * * *

It was in October that the marquis called Beryl aside
one morning after breakfast, and said :

** The doctor requests that you will not go to his house
until you hear from him, Mrs. Marvel 1s 1ll, and he fears
a contagious fever.”

At this instant Lelia, who had been for bread for the
gold-fish and pheasants, came back, and Beryl, pale with
dismay, told the news.
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*“Then you will allow me to go at once to her,” said
Lelia.

“ The doctor did not send for you,” said the Mar-

uis.
e You may take the fever,” cried Beryl,

‘“ That makes no difference ; I would go and nurse her
if my life were the price. She is my best friend. But for
her I should not now be living. All I am, all 1 may
ever be, I owe to Anna Marvel. My life is hers if she
needs it.”

“You are right,” said the marquis. “Go to your
friend.’ . '

“ Yes,” said Beryl, ‘go, Leliaa No one else can
nurse her as well as you. You may save her precious
life.”

‘¢ The carriage shall be ready for you in half an hour,”
said the marquis. ‘*Send to us for anything and every-
thing that can do the least good. A groom shall go over
for news every day.”

The next day, and the next Fanny, while dressing her
lady, spoke of little else but the fever that had broken out
in the village and farms. This one was taken, this one
was dead, another dying, another had fled away for fear ;
there a whole family was down.

The marquis gave the housekeeper orders to have broth,
bread, jellies, clothing ready for all demands ; and wrote
Dr. Marvel to draw freely on the resources of the castle for
his patients.

This hovering shadow of death woke new thoughts in

Beryl. She felt herself so lonely and useless in the world
she longed to do some good, to be really helpful and neces-
sary to some one. Sheenvied Lelia, so skillfully nursing
her friend.

Beryl was morbid about her past. She exaggerated all
that she had done wrong. She felt that she was useless.
She longed by some sacrifice to atone for all the evil she
had wrought. She thought of many good women who had
devoted their cares io the sick and poor, and she resolved,
in this crisis, to follow their example. She knew her
husband would forbid it. She knew that Fanny, if
she found it out, would appeal to the marquis ; but Beryl
had not yet learned the dangers of self-will. She was carried
away by her impulses. ‘She went to the housekeeper,
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asking what articles were to be distributed among the sick.

Mrs. Dalton showed her a large supply, saying that the
marquis had ordered her to give liberally to all in need.

Beryl'requested the key of the store-room. i

«I'may want to help myself here, Mrs. Dalton.’

Mrs. Dalton gave her the key, but said, anxiously:

My lady, you'll never think of going among the sick
folk yourself? It’s the older, experienced, and stronger
must do that.”

“Why, Mrs. Dalton,” said Beryl, evasively ‘““you do
not think an idle butterfly, such as I am, will run in any
danger?”

But daily, while Fanny thought her with her guests, and
the marquis believed her to be in her boudoir, the little
countess was going about among the sick cottagers.

““\What, is your Aunt Nora ill?” she said one day to a
cottager, whose family had thus far escaped.

“Yes, my lady. She got home at dawn, just crawling,
from Kate Jay, a lone creature in a thatched cottage at the
end of the lane. Kate Jay is all alone, and terribly ill.”

I will try and find a nurse for her,” said Beryl, and at
once sct off to see this Kate Jay.

She found, tossing and delirious from fever, the unhappy
lace-maker whose pitiful story she had heard in the wood.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
*¢1 DID IT—MINE WAS THE HAND | ”

KaTte Jay was not only very ill, but she was the most
forlorn of all Beryl's invalids, because she was absolutely
without family or friends, and when she was taken ill she
had refused to have the doctor summoned, saying she had
a specific of her own better than all his medicine, It was
was only when she became delirious from fever that a
neighbor had been able to stay and nurse her; that
neighbor was now ill, and Beryl's utmost efforts could
only secure a totally deaf old dame, so few nurses were
left in the district. Beryl had no idea that a doctor was
not in attendance. The old dame was a good nurse in
her way, and Beryl wrote on a slate certain directions she
had gathered from a book of Miss Nightingale’s, She re-
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proached herself for having neglected this unhappy Kate,
and determined to see her every day.

Her ministrations to the sick she had concealed from
Fanny, who would have hindered them by appeal to the
mzirquxs.

But Beryl had never had better health than since she
began to interest herself actively in other people. These
poor folks loved her, watched for her, welcomed her,
This was a balm to her wounded spirit.

She went to Kate Jay's again in a day or two; and,
as she entercd, the old woman, in her harsh, hurried
voice, explained that she must run home for another cap,
gown, and apron. She would go while madam was
there, and be back in ten minutes.

Boryl was left alone in the little cottage with the
emaciated sick woman, her hair straying wildly from
her cap. her hands tossing aimlessly about the disturbed
bed-covers. Windows and doors were open, and the pipe
of quail, and plover, and lark came in on the mellow,
fruity autumn air.

Beryl stood, her hands clasped before her, like a half-
frightened child. What should she do if her patient
became very frenzied? As if responsive to her fears, the
poor creature sat up in bed, flung out her arms, and
shrieked :

“T.obbed! What, all gone—and I sold my soul to
get it? 7 she sobbed for a few minutes, and then cried
out :

“You would not do it! You were afraid! You left
it all to me! It was for you, for you; and now you have
robbed me! You made me your tool! Oh, a curse be
on you! Where are the jewels? Oh, yes, there are a
good many jewels. Poor fool! she loved them, she was
not used to fine things. They are not family jewels;
they are not marked. It will be safe enough to take
them.” :

“‘Oh, horrible! horrible!” said the trembling Beryl
““Is this dreadful creature a thief¢ Has she robbed as
well as been robbed! Is that why she has hidden away
so?”

Terrified, not at the fever, but at the crime, she turned
to run out into the blessed sunshine; but her motion
caught the eye of the maniac.
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#“Come back! Is that you? What do you run for?
Give me your hand, that I may feel you living. Ha, hal
I thought you dead! I saw your ghost! Wretch! how
dare you haunt me? Youare not aghost; youarealive;
you are red, not white; and you wear clothes, not a
winding-sheet.”

*¢ WRETCH | HOW DARE YOU HAUNT ME | ¥

‘““Hush, hush!” implored Beryl, standing quivering
with fear on the threshold. ¢ Don’t go on so, poor
woman, No oneis dead. Iam alive; sois everybody.
Do be quiet. Lie down, please. No one is dead.”

‘No one isdead !” cried the woman, in ecstasy. ‘“‘No
one! Why, Ithoughtyou were! Oh, horrors! I thought
~—I—but there—you are alive. I'll go to sleep.”

_ She fell back on her pillow and almost instantly fell
asleep.
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Taking herself to task for her fears, Beryl ventured to
wet a handkerchief in cologne and lay it on the patient’s
head. Then she moistened the burning lips in wine and
water.

The old nurse came back.

‘“Ah, she sleeps! You are like an angel, my lady,
bringing calm. This will do her worlds of good.”

But for two days Beryl could not get over the terrible
impression of thai wrenzy. She could not bring herself to
return to the cottage. Then, blaming herself for weak-
ness, and for selfishness to one so pitiable, she returned.

The muttering of the sick woman met her ear as she
neared the door. She entered.

The old nurse, overcome with weariness, lay ina corner,
a pillow under her head, in a sleep that scemed profound
as death.

Kate Jay was sitting up in bed, her glittering eyes
searching the low walls and ceiling, her hands reaching
forth in fruitless clutching.

‘“Ah, there you are! 1 seeyou glittering! You shine
out through the chinks, behind the tiles! Come here!”

““What do you want, Kate?” demanded Beryl, desper-
ately, as she stood in the doorway.

“Why, I want sorae things I hid. I shall die un'ess I
count them all, to see no one has four.d them. Pull out
that blue tile, and give me what’s behind.”

To satisfy the patient, Lady Medford pulled the tile out,
and there was a watch and chain.

Mechanically she handed it to Kate.

¢« Lift up the corner hearth brick, quick! Give me the
things—quick, now !

Again Beryl did as she was bid, and as many as a dozen
rings lay exposed, and were given to Kate.

*“ Get up on the chair,” cried Kate, all afire ; “run your
hand in the thatch and bring them out.”

Two necklaces and some ear-rings responded to her
scarch this time.

Still Kate's burning, bony hands pointed here and there,
and her imperative voice directed the search; and the
deaf nurse slept on.

Beryl, as if bound by a spell, in terror, did the poor
creature’s bidding, until, piled on the counterpane under
the clutching hands, lay a glittering heap of jewelry, none
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of it very rich, but yet preity and tasteful. A set of Geneva
filigree, a set of amethysts inlaid with silver, cameos,
coral, amber sets ; curious enough to see in that humble
cabin, on that disordered sick-bed.

Kate, with the strength of fever, turned about and
crowded the treasure under the mattress on which she
lay. ‘Then, exhausted by her effort, she fell back; and
Beryl, taking from her basket the lemons and grapes she
had brought, was about to escape, when the closed, burn-
ing eyes flew open, and the shrill voice cried :

““Who says I'm Sara Hunter? Who does?”

That name Sare Hunfer seemed to strike through
Beryl's soul. She could not remember where she had
heard or secn it; but it was connected in her mind with
some awful horror,

“Sara Hunter!” she said, trembling.

“«“Don't say it,” gasped the woman, trying to lift her-
self, but too weak to do so; her fitful power exhausted.
“If you say Sara Hunter they may hang me. But no,
they cant, as youre not dead. ['ll give you back your
jewels if you want them. The money—the note fora
thousand pounds—was stolen from me. Ha!l took it
out of your dead hand; there was a drop, one drop, of
blood on it ; but Ze won't care for that, nor for me. Oh,
how you fell, all in oune terrible heap! And the blood—
how red your blood was, you country girl ! it ran allin a
pool-—only I did not stoplong to see.  And oh, the fools!
They said ke did it, your husband, Jerome Sothron ; and
they never thought of me!”

Beryl flung her arms over her head, witha wild cry.
She dashed in a frenzy out of the door, and by the mercy
of Heaven rtushed straight into the anns of the faithful
Fanny !

Fanny had heard tales lately of her lady s bencvolence,
that had served to set her in pursuit. She had followed
her up. and reached her at this very terrible and critical
moment.

Beryl, her agony of horror passed, felt that some other
should hear that awful confession, wrenched by remorse
gom those fevered lips. She clung to the remonstrating

anny.

o I—¥ush, Fanny! don’t think of me. This woman,
called Kate Jay, is really Sara Hunter, who was poot
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Mrs. Jerome Sothron’s maid, and murdered her. She
has just confessed it! And poor Jerome lies under that
awful shame! Come, come, Fanny—come, hear for
yourself. You, too, must be able to testify that Sir
Jerome died an innocent and a shamefully maligned
man!”

She dragged Fanny into the cottage. She rushed to
the bed.

*“Speak ! are you Sara Hunter ?”

““Hush! Hush! Nevertellit! Oh, Iam!Iam!”

“And you, you, You killed Mrs. Sothron!”

“With the little dagger! Yes! I came out of the
bedroom door, with the little dagger she got at Ais cham-
bers in the Albany one day. I went up behind her as
she stood on the hearth-rug, and 1 drove that dagger in,
just where one day T heard the doctor describe caused
instant death. I drove it in ; and they said he did it—Sir
Jerome! Oh, the fouls, the fools !

CHAPTER XXXIV.
“THEN YOUR LOVER SHALL APPEAR.”

Ocr in the clear sunlight stood Beryl and her maid. The
cottage, with its open door, behind which lay this poor
wretch, tortured by such demons of remorse, seemed to
them as the pit of Hades. For a little time Beryl leaned
against the great trunk of one of the spreading pear trees,
faint and pale, dizzy with the things which she had heard.
Fanny got her breath first,

*Oh, my lady, how dreadful of you to come here,
among all this sickness and craziness! You might have
taken the fever. Oh, what would my lord say ?”

“I'mglad I came,” cried Beryl, with exultation—¢ glad !
Did you hear her, Fanny? ske did jt! Sir Jerome is
innocent! He shall not lie there in strange earth, dis-
honored and forgatten ; he shall be cleared from all blame ;
his name shall be made white.”

““Yes, yes, my lady,” said Fauny, soothingly ; *‘that’s
all in good time; *“but now you should.come home and
get over this shock, and please Heaven, you don't take the
fever, or give it to all the castle } ”
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«I'm very careful, Fanny. I change my dress always
at the lodge-keeper’s. But, Fanny, some one, some mag-
istrate, should take down what this woman says.”

¢ Not her ravings, my lady. No onc would heed that.
1 will have her watched, and whenever she is in her
senses we'll try and get a confession.  Now. my lady, do
leave her to me ; you must not come indeed.”

Beryl went home as if a new heaven and a new carth
had opened about her. The triumphant vindication she
foresaw for her dead lover uplifted her over her sorrows.
Instead of ovewhelming her, the occurrences of the morn-
ing seemed to fill her with a new life. She appeared at
luncheon, eager, ardent, triumphant. The clearing of
Jerome could be brought about without her seeming in-
terfercuce, without the mention of her name, and
Lord Medford, as a magistrate, would be obliged to take
notice of the deposition of Sara Hunter. An obvious recason
for the happiness of Beryl was the news that had come
that Mrs. Marvel was out of danger.

“ Now that your friend is better,” cried Sir Fustace
Friar, ¢ now that everybody is better, and the doctors say
this fever is abating and will soon have disappeared, let
us banish dull care and have revels. Let us keep Hallow-
een with all the old-time ceremonies, with magic arts
and incantations.”

““Yes,” chimed in Lord Ravlin, ‘‘let us exhume the
ancient wardrobes of the castle, and all wear garb of one
or two centuries ago.”

“ By all means,” said the marquis, anxious to make his
guests happy. ‘I intend to have Christmas kept here
this year, and New Year’s and Twelfth Night, with all the
maguniticence [ can summon. And we will begin the
celebrations Ly Halloween observances. Lady Bery],
your guests will depend on you to arrange a grand enter-
tainment for them.”

““Ifear I am poor at devising, though declighted to
follow a good leader,” said Beryl.

T will tell you who is a good leader,'said Sir Lustace.
“Mrs. Ranteigh. She is the most wonderful person to
get up entertainments. 1 have often thought if she were
very rich she would be famous for splendid festivities,
which would outshine those given under the Empire, or
to Louis Fourteenth. Dear Lady Beryl, where is Mrs.
Ranleigh? Do send for her.”
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“Very willingly, if T knew where she is,” said Beryl

“1 will tell you; she is down in Kent, with the senior
Mrs. Ranleigh, or Lady Ranleigh, her mother-in-law—a
famously stupid place, where the only diversions are hav-
ing permy-readings and soup kitchens,” cried Lord Ravlin,

““Send for her by the next mail, Lady Medford ; she
will regard 1t as an invitation to paradise.”

“Very well; T will, if Lord Medford agrees—or, will
you write, Pcrgy?’

“Tleave it to you,” said the marquis, with coldness.

The luncheon party went out upon the terraces, warm
and g¢glowing in the rich October sunlight. Beryl lingered
a little by her husband.

‘ Arc you displeased at anything, Percy, that you are
so grave?”

I like frankness,” said the marquis. ““You seemed
as ready as any one to invite Mrs. Ranleigh, when she
was dismissed because you could not live under the same
roof with her. How do you mean to keep the word you
have just pledged ?”

“ By inviting her, just as I said, and conquermo- as
much as I can my prejudices. Laura # a great social
genius.  You like her, our guests want her; and as for
me, Percy,” added Beryl, with a flash of pride, “I will
show you that I am not afraid to live under her eyes.”

I cannot understand you,” said the marquis. “* Why
this unexpected change and concession ?”

1 feel strouger and less nervous than I did in the
spring ; and as for Laura, there may be excuses for her.
At all events, I know you like her, Percy, and she enter-
tained you. You must often be lonely here, and 1 think,
for my sake, you have exiled yourself from London—from
your natural social life and political friends. You fear I

may not be discreetin socxety? You shall see that I will,
Let Mrs. Ranleigh come; her sharpest eyes shall find
nothing in me of “which I need blush.”

“You speak as if Laura were ajailer, not a mend ”

“So I do but, all the same, I accept my jailer.”

“You had no need to prove your judicious conduct to
me, DBeryl, so that we should go back to London in
February. You know that was fixed upon.’

«“1 do not think I am so eager for London and its gayety
as you imagine, Percy. Itis very lovely here.”
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Within a week, Laura Ranleigh was back at the castle.
Very naturally, she thought that the marquis had so much
missed her, that he h.d insisted on Beryl’s invitation.
She devoted herself to the entertainment of her host, and
once more her sly suggestions, her looks and hints—all
so subtle that he did nct realize them as the source of his
new disturbance—began to rouse to pain, uneasiness, and
bitterness ‘he heart that had of late become more content.

The preparation for the Halloween rout moved on with
much mirth. The gentry of all the county received invita-
tions; all the gay inmates of the castle contributed plans
of magic, and witchcraft, and ancient observances. Lord
Ravlin went on an exploration among the country dames,
and brought back accounts of rustic Ha.loween love-tests.
The stores of the castle furnished the masquerade cos-
tumes.

Laura Ranleigh, as mistress of the revels, declined to
take any particular private share in the feats, and wore as
her costume the famous dress of the Yellow Monk, making
her a distinguished figure.

Beryl wore the garb of the Fair Chatelainc—a dress of
ancient white silk with a short waist square cut; from her
shoulders hung a crimson velvet cloak, furred with min-
never ; a broad sash of oriental work was knotted at her
left side, and on her arms and neck shone bracelets and
collar of rich ancient jewels; her lovely hair, held by a
jeweled gold band, fell in gleaming waves over her
shoulders.

The evening had grown late, when there was a cry
that no one had been found with courage to perform one
feat—to go to Sir Hillard’s Room to await the vision of a
lover.

Sir Hillard’s Room was the first floor of a square tower,
said to be haunted by an ancient Crysader Medford. The
room was empty, except for a great,"dim Venetian glass,
and a square, moth-eaten rug, above which swung alamp
in tarnished chains.

¢“ The feat,” said Mrs, Ranleigh, ““is to go and sit in an
oaken chair which has been placed in Sir Hillard’'s Room
before the glass, and there, for four minutes, brush your
unbound hair; then the lover will appear behind the

chair.  Fair Chatelaine, you should set us the example of
such courage as that.”
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Now, in such things Beryl was not a whit cowardly.
She frequently went into Sir Hillard’s Room, and had seen
to having it lighted that very evening. She said :

“I will go. My lord, will you count these gay people,
and pledge yourself that not one of them leaves the room
till I return?”

“Yes,” said the marquis, glancing over the revelers.
““They are all here. Take your places, and I will lock
you in here with me.”

““Will you pass behind my chair, Percy ? 7 said Bery],
as she turned to leave the room. ‘*Where are you going,
Laura?”

“Only to watch you g cromo to the foot of thestair, to see
that you do not deceive us.’

The next instant the Yellow Mask glided back to the
room, and stood listening against the mantel.

The gay talk, full of Halloween tales, flowed on.

Ten minutes passed.

‘“Lady Beryl is making preparations for a surprise,”
said Lord Ravlin.

‘¢ She means to vindicate her courage,” said Lawrence.

“Fifteen minutes! She has been long enough,” said
Lord Medford. “Eustace, I depute you to go escort her
back.”

In a moment there was a loud call. The gay party, in
sudden terror, rushed to the stairway.

There stood Sir Eustace Friar, with the Fair Chatelaine
lying lifeless in his arms.

CHAPTER XXXV,
f¢SHE SHALL MARKE A CONFESSION.”

THERE was a rush toward Eustace, a cry for Fanny, for
water, for help.

Lord Medford was the first to reach his wife, and
catching her from the arms of Eustace, he carried her to
the hbrary sofa, It was half an hour before Beryl was so
far restored that she could be taken to her room.

“Where is Mrs. Ranleigh? " asked Mrs. Harley Med-
ford.
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“My mistress,” said Mrs. Ranleigh’s maid, suddenly
appearing, ‘“is so shocked at the effect these plays have
had on Lady Medford, that she is nearly in hysterics.
She will not come back this evening.”

The company began to break up.

¢ A sorry ending,” said Sir Eustace to Lord Ravlin.

« It is a devilish tricky ending, Friar, and I wish I
knew what it meant.”

© Why, nerves merely. We were all locked in there ;
I counted heads.

** Did you? ”

Lord Raviin moved away, with a low whistle.

When Beryl was finally left alone with Fanny, she began
to sob desolately.

«*Oh, Fanny, only to think ! Herc I am, with so much
that people envy me—money, title, splendor, and not a
friend near me to whom I can speak ! Oh, I am so alone!
so alone !”

““Dear lady,” said Fanny, knceling by her. ¢ I'm faith-
ful to you. Let me be your friend, since there’s none
other. What you saw is rankling in your mind. Tell me,
my lady, and with speaking, you'll see it flees away as a
dream when one rouses the sleeper.”

““Fanny, I saw Sir Jerome Sothron! Alive! Alive, I
tell you! It wasno ghost! Isaw him in the glass. I sat
combing my hair. and smiling to myself, when all at once
ke passed behind my chair. I felt a living presence in the
room ! I dared not speak; I could not move. In the
glass I looked at him ! I heard his step as he moved away,
and then T suppose I fell senseless.”

“*Oh, my lady, it was your imagination. That glassis
dim ; the light there was very dim.  You could not see a
face plain. ~ Some one has gone there to try you, and you
fancied it Sir Jerome.”

““ Fanny, what convinced me is this! Do you remember
the tableaux at Heath Castle, three years ago, when Sir
Jerome and I were Tristram and Iseult ?”

“Indeed do I, my lady. I dressed you, and sweet
you looked.”

““Well, no one here knows of that; and to-night Sir
Jerome wore that same dress of Tristram ; the very same.
And, Fanny, it was that night, after the tableaux, when
we had gone into the cemetery, still in our costume, I
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promised Sir Jerome I would never marry any one else,
and would marry him. I have broken my word ; and to-
night he came in that same dress. The dress, the figure,
the hair and whiskers I recognized fully; his casque
shaded his face, and his head was bent forward as in
sorrow and reproach.”

¢ Dear lady, it was the games that brought the tableaux
back ; and then your mind brought him up. Do not let
this wear on you, my lady.”

So Fanny finally soothed her mistress to sleep.

Some while before breakfast next day the brilliant face
of Mrs. Ranleigh, rosy with frosty air, looked in at the
library window, her arms full of glowing chrysan-
themums.

““See, Lord Medford, the splendors of October. I hope
we shall find poor dear Beryl quite restored this morning.
I was so shocked I fled to my room, as if I were guilty
of the whole; but, really, it was Lord Ravlin proposed
that feat, and I suppose Beryl's fancy did the rest. Did
she tell you what alarmed her?” )

““No ; she declined to do so.”

‘“That is a pity. Physicians have told me that the
only danger in such alarmsis concealing them, and letting
them prey on the mind. As soon as one explains the
secret terror it melts away like frost in sun. But of course
Beryl will soon explain all to you. That is the blessing
of a husband. One can go to such a friend with every-
thing. So, pray do not look grave; Beryl will be in no
mental danger, as she will make you her confidant, and
you will dismiss her fears.”

These hints pressed on Lord Medford’s mind. For the
next two or three days Beryl was pale, nervous, dejected.
She had not now either Mrs. Marvel or Lelia to confide
in, as intercourse with the doctor’s family had not yet
been resumed, Mrs. Marvel being yet very feeble. The
hints of Laura—that telling a terror, like telling a dream,

dissipated its power—finally induced the marquis to say
" to Beryl, one day, when he found her sitting alone in the
morning room, her embroidery frame lying on her lap,
and her eyes fixed in mournful musing on the distance :

“ Beryl, you must shake off this foolish Halloween im-
pression. I insist on knowing what terrified you.”

“ Percy, I saw Jerome Sothron.”
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1 Beryll ”

«“1 did. It was not my imagination; he really ap-
peared. He wore a dress that I only would know ; he
was dressed as Tristram, as when he and I once acted
Tristram and Iseult. Percy, I know why he came; it was
to reproach me—reproach me because I can clear his
name from unmerited shame, and [ do not do it, and let
him lie in an unknown grave in a foreign land, as one
too base to be numbered in an honorable home. And,
Percy, he is innocent. I can prove it—I know it.”

““Beryl, are you mad? Isit not enough that you for-
sook me for this'man while he lived, but you must curse
me with him now he is dead. I would not stir a finger
to clear his name. He knew his course was not that of an
honorable man.”

““Oh, Percy, will you never forgive? ” moaned Beryl.

She had risen in her eagerness, but, chilled and terrified
by his anger, she now stood before him a lovely, pleading
figure, with drooping arms, her fair head bent like some
sweet flower beaten on by pitiless rains, needing a tender
hand and comforting suns.

Angry that in all her loveliness, despite the marriage
oath, she was not, and never had been fully his, the mar-
quis, with a low exclamation of wrath and pain, stepped
out of the open long window and strode off across the
park.

‘“There is no help for Jerome’s memory but in me,”
said ’}’3(3ryl. “My dear, you shall not appeal to me in
vain,

‘“What is the news of that— that terrible woman,
Fanny ?” asked Beryl, as Fanny dressed her for dinner.

‘“She is bLetter—much better ; she is up, Folks miser-
ablc as she is don't often die. That, my lady, is one of
the strange things of this world; it's the happy ones that
are taken.”

“But who knows who the happy ones really are,
Fanny? Many whom the world thinks most happy are
truly very wretched. Fanny, I must see that woman.”

‘“ Oh, don't, my lady ; it will wear you all out. I'd as
lief see a mad dog.”

“It is my duty, Fanny. I want to get her to make a
confession ; then the marquis must take notice of it, and
it will be known and published everywhere; and so
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Jerome’s good name will be established, and I shall not
appear in it so as to vex Lord Medford. I think a kind
Providence has just opened this way to clear the innocent.”

“But my dear lady, you never can get the woman to
make” a confession. Why, it is clear to put her neck in a
rope.

““I think I can persuade her to tell the truth—to do her
duty. How can she be so wicked as to let another bear
her sin and shame? I cannot conceive such a thing,
Fanny.”

““Just so, my lady; you cannot conceive of a woman
coming to such a pass as to drive a daggerin a poorinno-
cent, helpless young lady, who, no doubt, had been most
uncommon good to her. It is all beyond the comprehen-
sion of such an angel as you are. 1 do entreat and beg,
my dear mistress, you'll leave the thing alone. It is not
for the like of you to meddle with. The woman will not
speak, and my lord will be most angry to haveit all opened
up again, And then, you know, my dear lady, Doctor
Marvel said, particularly, my lord could not bear worry
and excitement. Oh, my lady, only consider what a state
you'd be in if he were to be taken away.”

I know all that, Fanny, and for that reason I wish to
to prevail on this woman to confess, and let it go to the
nearest magistrate, and Lord Medford will have no trouble
about it; and we shall not be in question. At least I am
resolved to see her to-morrow. You shall go with me,
Fanny. 1 will go out in my phacton for an early drive,
and take a basket of things to be left at the cottages, and
no one will scc anything strange in it.”

1 wish your mind were not so set on it,” sighed Fanny.

“«“Well, it is fully made up,” said Beryl.

She went down to dinner, her usual self for the first time
since Halloween. The marquis rejoiced that his remedy
had been effective, and with a freer mind entered into con-
versation with two or three leading political men who had
arrived that day.
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CHAPTER XXXVL
¢YES, ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE—ARE YOU SHE?

WHEN the pretty basket phaeton with Beryl and her
maid stopped at the cottage of the lace-maker, the woman
was sitting in the warm sunshiné on the door-step.

“Don't come here, lady, please,” she said, uneasily.
“I've had a fever; it may be dangerous for you.”

“We are not.afraid of it,” said the countess, going
toward her. <1 was here while you were very ill. Per-
haps you do not remember it.”

“You here !'”

“Yes, several times.”

““Here, and I so ill! I did not know any one was here
but that deagold woman.”

I was here. IfI had not come to bring you things
and to help you, I think you would have died.”

“You niad much better have let me die,” said the
woman, morosely. ‘I don’t set such store by living.”

She kept her placc on the door-sill to prevent their
entrance. .

““My maid also was here. Will you not let us come
in? We wish to talk with you.”

¢ I've nothing to say tostrangers. I am alone woman.
I've had trouble, and I keep to myself. Very likely I've
said too much’as it is, being sick and out of my head.”

“You said many things, Sara Hunter, about which I
must speak to you,” said Beryl, firmly.

The woman looked at her in wide-eyed terror, and
sprang to her feet.

Beryl entered the cottage.

‘¢ 8it down,” she said, kindly ; ¢ you are yet weak.”

; The woman sat down, still as one quelled by a mighty
ear.

‘“Sara Hunter, you were the maid of Mrs. Jerome
Sothron.”

The woman shut her lips firmly, resolved not to speak.
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“I do not know anything about how you lived with
Mrs. Sothron, but I know she was a simple, innocent,
pretty young creature—a mere child. No doubt she was
kind to you.”

The woman began rocking herself to and fro, with a
low moaning sound, as one in intense pain. The scene
turned Beryl sick ; her gentle face grew ghastly pale, but
she went on with her self-set task.

““One’day Sir Jerome was sent for—you know for what.
He came; he went away. His wife stood on a rug by
the mantel ; behind her was the door of a bedroom,
where you were. In the bedroom was a little dagger
which she had taken as a memento of her husband’s
chambers, at the Albany. You took that weapon, softly
opened the bedroom door, and saw hgr standing there
alone, absorbed; in her hand a nole for a thousand
pounds. You crept up behind her and drove that cruel
dagger in that gentle young heart which had never
wronged you, and she fell dead. all in a heap, on the rug,
which was covered with her blood. Then you took from
her dead hand that note, with one red drop we it—"

Sara Hunter had listened as in a trance of terror. She
flung herself now on the floor and shrieked :

““No! No! No!”

““ Hear me ! 7 said Beryl, making a little pause. ‘¢ You
fled with that money and your mistress’ jewels—her rings,
watch, bracelets, pins, necklace, and other things, and you
have them Zere. 1 have seen them they are between
the ticks on your bed.”

“ They are not!” screamed Sara, leaping up, rushing
to the carelessly made bed, and tearing off the covers and
the feather tick. :

Then, convicted of her crime, she stood, her armsflung
above her head, her cry of horror frozen on her blanched
lips ; for there lay all poor Celia Sothren’s pretty ornaments
confronting her murderer.

Sara turned her dry, burning eyes on Beryl. Fanny,
clinging behind her lady’s chair, white and trembling,
gasped :

“* Oh, you wicked, wicked wretch!”

¢ Hush, Fanny ! ” said Beryl, gently ; ‘‘her own heart,
her own remorse condemn her enough.”

At this voice of mercy Sara fell on her knees.
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““ Oh, my lady, it is true;; my agony is greater than I
can bear!”

It was the echo of Cain’s cry pursuing Cain’s sin.

““Sara,” said Beryl, ‘‘after that dreadful act you yourself
accused Sir Jerome Sothron as the murderer! You bore
false witness against him! You, the guilty, laid the crime
on the innocent! You murdered his reputation, as you
murdered his wife ! You are guilty of his death, for that
accusation drove him to his death ! And now his honest
name 1is loaded with that crime, and his family are
ashamed to bring his body home for burial 1”7

Sara groveling on her knees, was wringing her hands
and crying miserably.

‘¢ Sara, there is but one thing left for you to do. You
must confess your sin, you must clear Sir Jerome’s name.
You must take the blame yourself.”

But at these words Sara became a changed woman.
That terror, the gallows, from which she had been flying,
stood and confronted her, and despair gave her a ferocious
strength, If Beryl had gone therc alone, no doubt her
life would have paid the penalty of rashness ; but Fanny
was there, and Sara was still feeble. She vented her fury
in words :

‘“ Confess ! confess! Confess what? I never did it!
All T said raving was dreams, only dreams. Sir Jerome
did it, and gave me the jewelry to go away. There was
no thousand pounds—"

‘“Sara, you told me, in the wood, that you had a
thousand pounds, got at a great cost, and some man
robbed you of the money,” said Lady Beryl.

“Lics! lics I—all lies! I never said the word. You,
my lady, are an aristocrat, and you arc fighting for your
class, to get the stain off the man who is rich, and put it
on a poor woman like me. What! ask me to confess,
and hang? I never did it! It is nottrue!”

‘“Sara, it is true. We arc both witnesses here, how
your own mouth condemns you.”

“If it was true, I would not give my life for his reputa-
tion—not I! And even if he did not do it, he hated her,
I know, and often wished her dead.”

““ He never did; and if you will not confess,” cried
Beryl, ““I will myself denounce you to justice.”

“It is all your plot, lady—fine lady as you are l—to
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save an aristocrat’s name, and put the blame on me. 1
heard always that Sir Jerome loved a titled lady, not his
wife—yes, ANOTHER MaN's WIFE | Are you she 7 Fine ex-
ample both of you set us poor folks | And to clear your
lover, you come and plot against a poor woman !”

“* Sara hush this raving! Ouce the law is set on your
track, you will be convicted.”

““ Then I'll die by the law, and not give myself away.
And who will have hunted me, a poor helpless woman,
down, and given me to death, but you, another woman,
if you are all dressed in silk, sitting there like a queen ;
and I am a poor, wretched soul, here at your feet, sick, in
rags, and half mad.”

““ Sara, if you repent and confess your sin, this load of
misery will be gone. God forgives the guilty.”

‘‘ Yes, but man does not,” said Sara, quickly.

Then changing lier mind, she crept to Beryl's feet, clung
to her dress, and prayed her for mercy.

‘“I am sick, and poor, and helpless. I do not know
rightly what I say. Give me a little time. You may
bring me to your mind, to end allthis, and do as you say.
Let me think; leave :ic to look at it all. Give me two
or threedays to grow stronger. Leave me; you are right,
and I am wrong. I cannot talk,but I can write itall out,
in a quiet time. And you will come to me again, my
lady ; you will come and teach me to do right. Leave
me now for a little while ; I have borne all I can.”

““ Poor soul! poor soul!” said Beryl, as she took up
the gay silken reins and turned her white ponies toward
home. ‘“How terrible it has been ! I shake like an
aspen leaf. But I knew I should bring her to confess.”

Fanny said nothing. She had not this great care for
Sir Jerome’s good name. She had a nearer feeling for
this woman, whose class was more like her own. Fanny
reasoned that no sentence of law could chastise this sinner
beyond what her own remorse was doing. And, she
argued, Sir Jerome was dead ; what was a dead man’s
reputation beside a living woman’s neck ? She let her
little mistress believe as she would, and kept her own ex-
pectations to herself.

And it was Fanny’s expectations that were justified.

Three days later, Beryl drove back to the cottage. It
was cold and empty. Sara Hunter was gone. She had
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mysteriously fled the very night that Beryl had seen her.
Gone, and left absolutely no trace.

¢ She must be found !’ cried Beryl, wildly.

“ My lady,” asked Fanny; ‘‘can you search for her
without injuring the marquis ? ”

CHAPTER XXXVIIL,
““LORD RAVLIN, MAY I CONFIDE IN vou ? ”

A1v the fair fabric of Beryl’'s hope of clearing from foul
blot the beloved memory of Jerome crumbled into ashes.
She, in her eagerness and inexperience, had not consid-
ered how unlucky it was that Sara Hunter should be
brought to criminate herself, when her crime was so fla-
grant that execution would be the inevitable result. She
knew so little of practical life, that it had seemed to her
that Sara had only to confess, and say she was penitent,
and in some way go free, self-banished from the land of
her crime.

She did not remember that Sara had outraged the laws
of the land, and that. there is no welcome or safe shelter
for the known murderer's head. Not daring to appeal to
her husband, she found in Sara’s flight an insuperable
barrier to the vindication of Jerome.

She felt as if she could not return at once to the castle.
It was filled with a gay crowd, intent on pleasure. Her
room was sure to be invaded by some laughing Comus-
crew, with Lady Maria Ravlin at their head, full of some
new project, in which she must sympathize, and for which
be full of suggestions. Or, worse still, she must meet the
keen, quick gaze of Laura Ranleigh, swift to discover any
change, to trace its cause, and make hostile use of it.

The day wasone of the most glorious of Indian summer,
the air was full of the fragrance of the ripe fruit lingering
against the sunny wall, and the rich scent of the autum-
nal flowers, the castle gardener’s pride.

“ Fanny,” said Beryl, I cannot go in just now ; I
will walk for a little in the wood.”

She gave Fanny the reins, and turned slowly down a
beech-shaded walk known as ‘“The Lover's Retreat.”
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Bright asters and hawks-weed starred the short soft grass
along the path ; the fallen beech leaves lay brown and
crisp upon the way, and her silken skirts trailed over them
with a soft shirring sound ; her broad hat-brim, lined with
deep purple velvet and turned up at one side with a buckle
of brilliants, set in clear relief her beautiful face, until it
looked like some exquisite, faintly pink cameo, carved with
choicest skill ; the long plume curling about the hat came
down against the bright gold of her hair. She was a
creature all grace, all beauty, richly set, and yet all sorrow
and profound and hopeless grieving.

As she moved along, she saw before her on the path a
dead robin, with open beak and wide-spread wings. She
took it up and smoothed tenderly the crimson breast and
brown back, and looked at the round, gold-rimmed eyes,
still bright and clear, and somehow this dead, innocent
thing opened the bitter fountain of her tears. She thought
of Jerome dead, dishonored, of his helpless young wife;
and, free there to weep in the silence of the woodlands,
she leaned against a sheltering beech and burst into low
sobs.

But Beryl was not, as she believed, alone. Lord Rav-
lin had been challenged to invent some new entertainment
for the evening, and had retired to the beech wood togive
his mind to profound meditation on so difficult a theme.
But once out there, lying on his back on the dead leaves,
he had forgotten his subject, and discussed another which
had engrossed him since Halloween. That subject he in-
troduced to himself with a capitalized Way? As he thought
of this, he heard a sob, and lifting himself on his elbow,
saw the Countess of Medford, weeping hopelessly, with
the dead bird in her hand.

Lord Ravlin was a lively trifler, merely because no great
dutics of life had thus far come on him. The youngest of
a long list of sons, not fortunate enough to have been re-
turned to Parliament and engrossed with political themes,
rich enough, through his godfather, for an easy and lux-
urious life, idly looking for a wife to suit his captious taste,
he was the merry monarch of a young, harmless, idle set.
But at heart Lord Ravlin was chivalrous, upright, gener--
ous, trusty. He came forward prompily.

“Lady Beryl, all that sorrow cannot be for a bird.”

Beryl started, and dropped the bird.
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Lord Ravlin, with a kindly grace, picked the little body
up, and laid it snugly on a limb of the tree.

<+ Mother Nature will care for herown,” hesaid. “‘But,
Lady Beryl, I have the deepest anxiety to know the cause
of these tears,” He took herhand.  ‘“ Are they connected
with—Halloween night? I beg of you to confide in me.
I am in a conflict as to my duty.”

Something in his frank, earnest gaze, the clear eyes,
now black, now blue, now gray, in changeful emotions,
the warm, brotherly clasp of her hand, the look of manly
spirit and bold earncstness in the young nobleman, sug-
gested to Beryl that here was the help she needed.

She clasped his hand with both hers.

““Lord Ravlin, mqy I confide in you?”

“Indeed, Lady Beryl, you do me infinite honor.”

‘“But I must put before you a great and terrible ques-
tion. These are no idle tears.”

“Trust me with anything. I am all at your service.”

‘“You knew Jerome Sothron?” said Beryl, earnestly.

Lord Ravlin started violently.

“Yes; Iloved him.”

¢“Oh, thank you for the word. Then you never be-
lieved those dreadful stories about him, that he had—had
—killed his wife?” .

¢“Certainly not. The more I looked at it, the more I
thought it impossible. T knew it impossible.”

*“ Lord Ravlin,” said Beryl, looking at him with lovely
frankness, ‘‘there was a time when Jerome Sothron and I
were very dear to each other. He was poor, and 1 was
poor ; my family came between us; our dream ended,
and I trust I am to Lord Medford a faithful wife. But
such remembrances cannot perish out of the heart, and
one cannot endure that black calumny should fasten on
the memory of one once so dear. It is Lord Medford’s
misfortune that my feeling for Sir Jerome has been misrep-
resented to him so much that, fearing for his health,
even his life—for you may have heard how dangerous ex-
citement is to him—I cannot ask him to vindicate Jerome’s
honor. And wpet, I not only know him innocent, but the
very name of Mrs. Sothron’s murderer is in my posses-
sion.”

*“ Lady Beryl Medford!”

¢¢Sara Hunter, her maid——"
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« 1 suspected it from the first!”

Beryl, in earnest, graphic words, told the history of her
acquaintance with Sara, her delirious confession, the dis-
play of the jewels, her visit, and Sara’s flight.

“ Lady Medford, is it possible that, while all of us have
been idling, playing, time-killing, you have been going
through these cxperiences? And what a shameful thing
it was Hc stopped, then said: ‘“Tell me—you
were very much startled Halloween-—does that rankle on
your mind still ? ”

““No,” said Beryl ; ‘‘these terrible facts have banished
what must have been fancies. Now, my congern is to
have this woman found, and made to bear the burden of
her f:rime, and, for Lord Medford’s sake, / can do noth-
ing.”

“I will find hcr"’ cried Lord Ravlin. ““Trust it to
me. Itis a manc work, I have leisure; I have money.
I can pursue the matter o3 Sir Jerome’s friend, and your
name need be never mentioned. Trust me to do the
work, and keep you informed.”

¢1 do not want all that trouble about Sir Jerome and
his poor wife rcopcned.  If the woman can be found and
forced to confess—found quickly, by prlvate search—and
then not suffered to escapc ac now

It can be done—it shall L done 1”

““You give me hope and life,” said Beryl.

“May I hint we had better return to the house? Itis
quite, or past, lunch-time,” said Ravlin, recollecting him-
self.

They returned rather quickly. Rapid walking brought
a flush to Beryl's usually pale face, and Lord Ravlin,
roused from his trifling idleness, given a confidence and
an object, had a look of pride, of strength, of new resolve
on his handsome face.

The party at the castle were gathered on the lawn.

“\{ou are late!” they cried. < We have waited for
you

**You look as if prepared to give us grand surprises.
Lord Ravlin, it was not fair to takc a partner, ” sald Mrs.
Ranleigh. “Still, we benefit by it. Whatisit?”

““What is what?” demanded Ravlin. He had forgot-
ten his errand to the wood.

*“Why, what is our grand entertainment this evening ¢
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said Lady Maria. ‘* That is what you went to think out.”
“Oh,” said Ravlin, driven to desperation, ‘‘we are to
have a—a soap bubble party.”
“Soap bubbles! ” cried Sir Eustace Friar. ‘“What a
rustic entertainment ! Did you devise it, Lady Medford ?”
“T never heard of it till this minute,” said Beryl.
“Well!  What Zaze you been discussing, then?” cried
Mrs. Ranleigh, who stood by the marquis.
Beryl and Lord Ravlin flushed crimson.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
‘“THE FAIREST OF THE FAIR.”

The promise of Lord Ravlin that he would interest him-
self in clearing the memory of Sir Jerome from dishonor,
and the new, strange feeling that she had a friend, confi-
dant, and adviser stronger, and wiser, and keener in sym-
pathy than Fanny, filled Beryl with a scnse of relief that
was almost joy ; and as the merry party surrounded the
lunch-table, the face of the fair hostess was smiling and
serene, and as she had rolled the burden of her care on
stronger shoulders, she gave herself to the discussion of
her guests’ entertainment.

‘““So you have been too much occupied, or too well
entertained, this morning, Lord Ravlin,” said Mrs. Ran-
leigh, “‘to arrange for our amusement this evening?”

‘““Not at all,” said Ravlin, with a quick look, that had
something of anger in it. ‘I told you a soap-bubble
party was my invention. We shall blow our bubbles in
the conservatory, out of deference to Lady Medford’s
oriental carpets, and rugs, and upholstery. “There shall
be two judges, the marquis being one, and they shall
award prizes for the bubbles in order of size. We must
send a groom to Winderton village for unlimited clay
pipes, and all you ladies must wear cotton gowns.”

“Cotton gowns!” shricked Lady Maria. *“Why, we
shall be hideous !”

““No, you will shine in your true beauty. Usually, we
cannot tell whether we are admiring yourselves, or the
rich raiment of Worth ; to-night, beauty unadorned will
beam upon us, ”
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I suggest that we have a prize for the most beautiful.
The lady who can best carry off the simplicity of a cotton
gown shall have a golden apple,.and Ravlin shall be the
Paris to award it, ” cried Sir Eustace.

“1 know who will get it, ” said Lady Maria to Mrs.
Ranleigh, aside.

All she meant was, that one among them would be
incontestably the most beautiful. But Mrs. Ranleigh,
knowing that the marquis could not avoid hearing them,
replied, with intention ;

‘“ Yes, his admiration is quite evident. ”

Lady Maria opened widely her innocent eyes, not
know:ng how much this remark covered, and Mrs.
Ranleigh said across the table, to Lord Ravlin : -

“1fI were you, I would reject the »6/¢ of Paris. He has
a very disreputable name. Did he notrun off with anotker
man's wife 2"

‘ Her beauty pleaded his excuse,” said Ravlin, lightly.

“ Nothing pleads an excuse for crime,” said the marquis,
with such sharpness that it checked the mirth of the com-
pany, until Sir Eustace Friar cried out :

‘“Send that groom for his pipes quickly, and I will paint
every one’s pipe with an emblem, as a memento of the
evening. ”

Evening came.  Inthe beautifullylighted conservatory
on a dozen pedestals under the palms and vines, porcelain
basins of water artfully mingled to make good bubbles, and
sprinkled with perfumes, were standing. The lights were
in softly tinted globes, hanging as in chains among the
greenery.

The ladies trooped into the drawing-room, a fair, smiling
bevy, in ‘‘ cotton gowns " coquettishly arranged, all but
Beryl's, which was simplicity itself— a blue muslin, with
yoke and sash.

Sir Eustace handed Lord Ravlin a great gilt apple.

‘1 feel,” he said, * that I should have an apple fo
every lady, all are so beautiful. It is hard to choose
fairest among fairest. Lady Medford, as queen rose among
the rose, will you accept the apple from the garden of the

ods ?”
g Beryl smilingly took the gilded apple, saying:
] think I gotit, rather as the hostess, than as the fairest.
Will you keep the prize for me. Percy?”
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Then she went among her guests with the basket of
painted pipes, and each takmg one, great was the amuse-
ment at the emblems,

“ Mrs. Ranleigh has a kand holding a mask /" cried Lord
Ravlin.

‘1 did not need any. I am on the awarding committee
with the marquis,” said Laura.

*“Oh, you must blow bubbles ;” cried Sir Eustace.

““No. I am like Minerva, who threw her flute away
because blowing it made her look grotesque.”

She wheeled to the conservatory door a table covered
with the prizes, little elegant trinkets hastily gathered, and
seated herself beside it, with the marquis.

Soon the conscrvatory was a beautiful scene—the lovely,
dainty forms, the smiling face, the warm, fragrant air
filled with large, floating, rainbow-colored, all-reflecting
balls, that rose, and drlfted and disappeared.

Lord Ravlin and Beryl stood on opposite sides of the
same basin, in the center of the conservatory.

““Now watch for the great trial of skill for the first prize !
cried Ravlin ; and presently all eyes were fixed on the pair,
as, leaning lightly forward, each with eyes intent on the
other’s bubbe, with infinite care they inflated two brilliant
balls, and at the same minute set them free, amid a low
round of applause.

‘“ Lady Beryl’s was the larger,” said Mrs. Ranleigh.

““Do you fel’ very badly at being beaten ? ” asked Berel,
bending with a delicious smile to her antagonist.

‘“Not when you are victor,” said Ravlin, fervently.

Laura gave a deep sigh, and looked intensely sad.

After a little, a cry rose:

“Look! Look!”

The contest had ended, but Ravlin was blowing an enor-
mous bubble.

‘“A prize, a prize!” cried Harley Medford, as it sailed
away.

““ There is not a prize left,” said Mrs Ranleigh.

“Such a chef d'wuvre shall not go unrewarded,” said
Beryl, merrily, and taking a knot of blue ribbon from her
sleeve, held it out, saying, ‘‘I can spare this as an award
of genius.”

‘“Nothing could please me better,” said the lively young
lord, taking it with a profound bow.

[
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‘‘S0,” said Mrs. Ranleigh, later in the evening, to Mrs.
Harley Medford, and seeming not to know that the
marquis was on the other side of a screen near them, ‘‘the
invulnerable Ravlin is captured at last. It is a pity it is
not by some of our fair young maidens, that Ravlin Abbey
might have a lady.”

““*What do you mean?” said Mrs. Medford. ““Do you
mean Beryl? 1 don’t know as I like such hints about
married women.” ’

“One forgets Beryl és married.” said Laura. “Her
chains hold her so lightly, she seems to forget it herself,,

It was very natural that having such a common object
and interest as they did, one that could not be spoken of
at all before others, Beryl and Lord Ravlin should have
little asides, He was eager to tell what he was doing in
his first serious undertaking ; she was eager to hear. So,
sometimes, as she sat embroidering, a little apart from
the rest, he came and, leaning his tall, graceful figure
against the window frame behind her, talked in a low
voice ; or they played chess together at a little table in a
corner after dinner, and evidently were interested in some-
thing Lesides the game. Nothing but the bharpy of envy
would have seen a thing to criticise ; but Mrs. Ranleigh
envied Beryl and feared Lord Ravlin, and wished him
away from Winderton Castle. Meaning looks and shrugs,
anxious wat-hings of ‘‘ dear, innocent Beryl,” a hundred
little artful nothings, all directed toward the marquis and
intended ‘» rouse his unfortunate disposition to jealousy,
these were Mrs. Ranleigh's ways to her end, to get up
some coolness between the marquis and his guest, so that
Lord Ravlin vrould leare the castle.

One evening, just before dinner, Beryl was leaning
back in a great ycllow silk fauteuil, her clustered rings of
golden hair gleaming in thc light of the chandelier, the
firelight from the hearth flashing over her dress of pale-
blue silk with a bodics of cilver net; Ler eyes were
shining, and her musical laughter rippled from hce lips ;
for Lord Ravlin, seated on an ottoman ncar hcr, v7as
exhibiting various little feats of nccromancy, learned from
his Coptic guide in travels through Egypt. i

Suddenly looking up, Beryl saw in the grcat square
glass over the chimney the reflection of her husband,
standing with folded arms, sternly and sadly regarding
them.
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¢ Lord Ravlin,” she said, softly and impulsively, “my
husband is very sensitive about the difference in his and
my ages and characteristics ; he is the best man in the
world, and has the strongest self-depreciation. I think it
makes him unhappy—if I say very much to any one
particular person. I think you and I will only talk when
there are third parties with us. Our interest in one theme
has, perhaps, made us seem more acquainted or con-
fidential than we are.”

“Tell me one thing only,” said Ravlin, suddenly.
““You said the marquis felt pained in regard to you and
Jerome. Was it Mrs. Ranleigh stirred him up?”

“Yes! It was.”

CHAPTER XXXIX.

,J)

‘“IN TRANCE OF HORROR

Lorp Raviiy was walking in the garden. A few snow-
flakes were flying in the air, for it was nearly Christmas.
The guests who were invited for the great holiday festivi-
ties planned DLy the marquis, were arriving; the castle
was full of mirth and stir, and Ravlin had come out to
muse a little over his non-success in finding the mysteri-
ously disappcarzd Sara Hunter.

As he walked, the wind whirled, fluttering through the
air a fragment of note paper, torn, as if one haa stripped
up a rejected written page. It drifted into Ravlin’s face,
and lodged on his coat lapel. He took it between his
fingers to throw it off, when he saw his own namein clear
script.  The fragment had neither address nor signature ;
it was a torn sentence ; but a single glance showed these
words :

“Forgive me; but if you value your peace and rZers,
send Lord Ravlin away.”

The face of the young man broke into a flame of hon-
est rage and indignation. This was Mrs. Ranleigh’s
hand, and the reason the paper had been discarded was
evident ; a blot had fallen on the page.
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““This is her method ! he cried, angrily, and turned
at once to seek Lord Medford.

As he entered from the garden the glass corridor, now
furnished with an inside door of green baize, Beryl entered
from the other terrace, and Lord Medford, who had seen
her pass his library window, stepped into the corridor
from the great hall to meet her.

Beryl had been out to see some of her poor people.
She had in her hand her little basket, and wore a simple
gray flannel gown, and gray flannel cloak, and had
pulled the cloak-hood over her head, to shield her neck
from the flying snow.

Lord Medford was angry. He had, within an hour,
heard from Mrs. Ranleigh'’s lips the story of Beryl’'s work
among the sick and poor during the fever. Mrs. Ran-
leigh had collected the information through her maid, and
did not detail it to the marquis. She seemed to suppose
he knew it, or, absorbed in the paper he was reading, did
not heed it. i

Mrs. Ranleigh told the history to Lady Maria and Mrs.
Marion Medford. She seemed lost in admiration of ‘“dear
Beryl's sweet charity, and alarmed at the terrible risk she
had run of taking the fever, and giving it to all in the
castle. Beryl was such an angel, she had no notion how
improper it was to go alone to those terrible cottages |
So childish, and like herself, to go off without consulting
any one, the little love! It was all her humility not
wanting her good deeds known.”

Lady Maria said she thought ‘“it would have been
better to take an elderly servant.”

Mrs. Medford thought no doubt ¢“the account was ex-
aggerated. Beryl, perhaps, had gone once, with a maid.”

Lord Medford heard, and determined to rebuke his
wife. Retiring to his library, he found Mrs. Ranleigh's
note, and, all indignant at that craftily worded document,
he looked up, and saw Beryl, flushed from snowy air,
tripping in from a cottage visitation. Angrier than his
wont, he stepped into the corridor, and confronted his
wife, while Lord Ravlin, behind the baize door, was shak-
ing the snow from his whiskers.

‘“ Where have you been, Beryl!” demanded Lord Med-
ford.

* Just to one of the cottages, Percy, to take some fruit
to a poor girl, ill of consumption.”



ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE. 181

*Such a day as this it would be sensible to send a
servant on your errands, Lady Medford. I do not ap-
prove of this running about to cottages. Who knows
what danger you may be in! Could you not take a maid,
ora groom? You seem to have so little idea of the pro-
prieties of your position. I have just heard of your reck-
lessness during the fever. You must be mad! And why
do you wear that abominable gray gown? It looks as if
you belonged to some guild. People will suppose you
are doing a penance. That extreme is as bad as coquet-
tishness. I beg you will go dress yourself properly, be-
fore our guests see you. [tis time I took you back to
London society.”

This conjugal outburst, utterly unprecedented from the
courteous, stern marquis, and only explained by his
craftily roused excitement, fell like a storm on the head of
poor Beryl.  She grew pale, then crimson; her bosom
heaved, and tears rushed to hereyes. Notdaring to trust
herself to speak, she ran past her lord and upstairs.

Meanwhile Lord Ravlin stood confounded, not wishing
to appear before the pair, who evidently believed them-
selves alone in the corridor. The marquis strode back to
his library, and Ravlin promptly followed him.

The marquis was already repentant of his severity.

**My lord,” said Ravlin, with dignity, ‘* this scrap of
paper blew just now in my face. May I ask if you re-
ceived a note bearing a similar line?”

¢ 1did,” said the marquis, stiffly.

““From Mrs. Ranleigh?”

Lord Medford bowed.

““It is a poor return for the silence which she besought
me, even with tears, to obsarve concerning a very cruel
and wicked act. I did not promise silence. I have
merely waited to be guided by events. She fears I will
speak, and contrives this vile charge to make a coldness
or quarrel between you and myself which will cause my
departure. Do you remember Halloween?”

“Yes.”

‘““And the Yellow Mask that leaned on the mantel,
silent, all the while the door was locked ?”

“Mrs. Ranleigh? Yes.”

‘“Not Mrs. Ranleigh—her maid ! She had two dominoes
and masks alike. Her maid, dressed in one, slipped into
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the room and took her place when Mrs. Ranleigh ran to
the head of the staircase. Mrs. Ranleigh, hastily dress-
ing herself to represent Sir Jerome Sothron acting Sir Tris-
tram, appeared to your wife, with the purpose of so alarm-
ing her that you would inquire into the cause of her terror.
She tricd then, as at other times, to give you a false idea
of the countess’ friendship for my friend Sothron. When
Lady Beryl was carried from Sir Hillard’s Room, I sus-
pected some trick, and opening the panel closet, there
found Mrs. Ranleigh in the Sir Tristram dress.

‘““She implored me frantically to keep her confidence,
lest she incur your anger. I reserved my decision,
waiting to see if Lady Beryl received any permanent ill
impression from the cruelly contrived vision. I concluded
she did not; and I should have kept silence, had not this
bit of paper taught me that Lady Beryl has a relentless
encmy in Mrs, Ranleigh, who is intent on destroying your
married peace. It seems to me almost to insult such
heavenly simplicity and purity as your wife’s when 1 say
that my acquaintance with her has always been of such
reserve that it cannot even be called a close friendship,
Though I admire her as a model of womanly sweetness
and goodness.”

Lord Medford grasped Ravlin’s hand.

‘“ My young friend, youare a physician who has brought
salutary medicine to a heart poisoned by idle, weak suspi-
cions. 1 see where I have been made an artful woman’s
tool. Hereafter this shall be my lesson.”

With a hearty hand-shake Ravlin withdrew, and a few
minutes after Lord Medford sent a page up with a note to
his wife’s room.

Beryl, standing before her glass, being dressed by Fanny,
hastily ran her eyes over the words :

“My SweeT WrrE :—1 am and have been cruelly wrong.
Forgive me! From this hour I pledge you better things,
and all confidence and tenderness. M

““Oh, Fanny!” said Beryl, “hurry and make me just
as beautiful as you can—just as Lord Medford likes to see
me—so I can go down to him.” ) :

Her first impulse was to fling on a dressing robe and
hasten to him, but she restrained herself, knowing his
stately insistence on etiquette and dignity.



ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE. 183

Escaped at last from Fanny’s hands, a bewildering
vision of rose-colored silk and cloudy white tulle, fairas a
peri, her dainty garments breathing fragrauce, and all per-
fection from the topmost curl of her golden head to the
tip of her buckled pink satin slippers—her soft, dimpled
snowy neck and arms rivaling the pcarls that clasped them
—ULady Beryl ran down to the library and knocked at the
door.

Noanswer. Oh, he wasnot there! She knocked again.
No doubt he had said ‘“Come in.” She opened the door.
He sat at the writing-table, a pen in his hand, a parch-
ment with a great seal, before him.

¢ Do I please you, now, Percy? ” cried Beryl. ¢“ Look
atme!”

He did not turn, and running to him, she laid her hand
on his shoulder, and bent to put her pretty face near
his.

Then she gave a wild, shuddering cry, and Harley
Medford and Lord Ravlin rushed in, to find her in a
trance of horror ; her hand on the shoulder of a corpse.

The ink of his signature was hardly dry.

CHAPTER XL.
REVOKED.

ArL was horror and dismay in Winderton Castle. The
guests, in pale or tearful groups, whispered here and there,
dominated by that awful and unbidden Guest who had
come to the castle with the falling of the night, and gone
forth, leading away its lord.

In the great dining-hall the table, with its festive array,
its flowers, its plate, its crystal, its fruit, looded with light
from the chandeliers, stood forgotten.

Lying on a sofa in the great drawing-room, her friends
weeping abouther, was that fair young widow, so strangely
arrayed in splendors of rose and pearls, in her cold, quiver-
ing fingers clutching that little note which she had wel-
comed as the harbinger of better things, and which had
proved instead his eternal farewell.

Friends and grooms carried the stately, rigid figure of
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the dead man up the great oak staircase, and before they
reached the top some one had addressed the Honorable
Harley as ‘“ Lord Medford.”

Grooms scurried here and there for doctors and to send
off telegrams ; the weeping of the old servants for a master
just and liberal, if stern, echoed along the halls, and lights
moved from room to room, as guests invited for the Christ-
mas festivities, and feeling themselves ill-placed in the
house of mourning, ordered the packing of lately unpacked
boxes, to leave with the returning day.

Mrs. Ranleigh, flung on a divan in the drawing-room,
wept passionately, wrung her hands; and sobbed her pro-
tests against fate.

“It is the most terrible loss T ever experienced—my
friend, my benefactor, my guide! No one can tell what
dear Lord Medford wasto me. He advised me in all my
affairs. Oh, I cannot express how precious his life was
to me.”

““Your conduct has been strange,” said Lord Ravlin,
unable to restrain himself. ‘‘As you were aware of his
predisposition to heart attacks, why did you risk exciting
what might have been the cause of his death? Why did
you send him such a note as you did to-day?”

“You knew it!” she cricd, raising herself and pushing
the heavy waves of black hair from her damp brow.
“You quarreled with him !”

““No. Men do not quarrel on such small occasions,
madam. A copy of part of your note blew from your
window into my face. I went to Medford, quietly telling
him I was the victim of slander. We said a few quiet
words and shook hands. The mischief was done, not in
our words, but in his realization of the course you had
taken toward him.”

Mrs. Ranleigh re-buried her face in the cushions. She
had desired to gratify spite against Beryl, and to bind Lord
Medford to herself. She had debts; she was in difficul-
ties ; she looked to this intimacy to free her from her en-
tanglements, when, as she soon intended to have done,
she should allow the marquis to draw from her the cause
of some evident distress.

She had perhaps herself given him the fatal blow ! Her
liberal friend, whose house, whose f{riendship, whose
countenance were so useful to her, was gone. She had no
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hope of ingratiating herself with the new marquis and his
wife. They were fond of Beryl, and had never seemed
drawn to Mrs. Ranleigh. '

Ravlin himself, who was about her own age, had been
on her private list of possible matches. She had done her
best to please him, and that unfortunate discovery on
Halloween night had ruined her cause with him. Cruel
tricks, and such partnership in treacherous schemes with
waiting-maids, did not suit the high-bred notions of Lord
Ravlin.

The castle fell into a solemn silence. The lights were
vailed, flowers were hanished, except as in cross and pil-
low they garnished the state bed whereon the dead
marquis lay. The walls were hung with black ; the little
Percy Medford, lately promoted to short clothes, clutched
at his black sash and shoulder-knots, and remonstrated at
the paraphernalia of death.

On Christmas Day, for which splendid preparations
of festivity had been made, the marquis was carried in
gloomy pomp to the burial vaults of the Medfords in the
parish church. The gentry who had been invited to
come that evening for a great ball, came instead to grace
the funeral. The high feast which had been ordered for
keeping Yule-tide, where wit and women were to shine,
became a sad, silent dinner of men, who said low words
to each other about ‘‘ poor Medford.”

In the evening the family and friends came together to
hear the reading of the will; and Beryl, leaning on the
arm of the new marquis, wore her widow's weeds for the
first time.

The will left bequests to old servants and to a few
charities ; to Beryl, only and solely, the dower house and
jointure agreed on at her marriage. All else was devised
and bequeathed to Harley Medford and his heirs forever.
A codicil gave fifteen thousand pounds of personal prop-
erty to the marquis’ friend, Laura Ranleigh. A second
codicil revoked this bequest, and was signed by Percy,
Marquis of Medford, at the hour of his death.

Laura Ranleigh heard all with an immovable face.
When the ceremony of reading was ended, she went up
to Beryl, who sat by the new countess. -

“Allow me to bid you both good-by and withdraw,”
she said. ‘I shall set out for San Remo to-morrow. I
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feel myself terribly shaken by the loss of my honored
friend. I shall start before the usual breakfast hour.
Good-by.”

‘“She bears her disappointment well, and I think it has
been a real disappointment,” said Lady Marion Medford.

Lord Alfred Heath had been summoned, and had heard
with anger the reading of the will.

“1 cannot conceive,” he said, taking his daughter
aside, ‘“why Medford did not make you a bequest ot fifty
thousand pounds.”

““I have quite enough,”,said Beryl.

“Enough!” said her parent, scornfully. ““One never
has enourrh 1”7 If you had found it too much you
might have shared with me. I can tell you your new
stepmother keeps a deucedly tight grip on the purse-
strings. 1 tell you, Beryl, you have managed your
affairs very badly. A handsome young wife like you
ought to be able to do anything with her husband. You
should have had a rousing legacy.”

““Don’t papa. I have plenty—my liberal jointure.”

““And you may thank me for that, and for the dower
house. What I did for you was well done. I struck while
the iron was hot, and I got you good marriage settlements.
If I had not loocked out for you better than you do for
yoursclf, you'd have been cut off with a shilling {7

““ Percy would never have been illiberal or unjust ; he
was a good man,” said Beryl

Harley Medford came up to them.

“My dear cousin, I consider you my especial care.
My cousin, the marquis, one day spoke to me of the event
of his death, and asked me to be your steadfast friend and
brother. He desired my warmest friendship for you. You
had it in your own right, and doubly for his sake. I beg
you rest on me in all thmgs, confide to me your cares,
make my house your chief home. Marion and I both
love you warmly.” . '

“ For a little time, until I accustom myself to this new
state, and have received your counsel for all my plans, I
shall be glad to stay with you and Marion,” said Bery]
¢ Then I will go to Windmere Lodge, my dower house.”

“For my part,” said Lord Alfred Heath, I do not
understand the will. I should have thought even mod-
erate affection would have impelled Medford to leave his
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wife something beyond what the law forced from him.”

““ He may have thought that a great amount of wealth
would have increased Lady Medford’s cares and perils,”
said the marquis, coldly.

* Most people are willing to take the risks of any amount
of money,” retorted Heath.

“Do not speak so,” said Beryl, tearfully ; ‘I am satis-
fied with all Lord Medford’s arrangements.”

“ Do not stay here too long, Beryl,” said Lord Alfred,
as hegave her his arm to escort her up to herroom. “I
shall be glad to leave you in your dower house, so I can
make it my headquarters, now and then, when I am sick
to death of my German lady.”

““ Please do not speak so of her,” said Beryl, with a
shudder-at the thought of being remitted to the protection
and society of her father, ““IfI ask you, I ought to ask
her.”

““ By Jove ! you'll be sick of life if you do!” said Lord
Alfred. ¢ What plagues you women are ! Laura Ran-
leigh is the only sensible one I ever met.”

CHAPTER XLI.
¢“ AND YOU ARE ONLY TWENTY-TWO.”

Srrring alone in her weeds of widowhood, Beryl Med-
ford realized how very desolate she was. Her nearest
relative and protector was her selfish and reckless father ;
her closest friend, a handsome young nobleman who had
been notably her admirer.

Doctor and Mrs. Marvel and Lelia came closcly about
her in this hour of trouble, and Beryl wished they were to
live near her, but Windmere Lodge, which had been
assigned her as her dower house, was thirty miles away.

‘At least,” said Mrs. Marvel, “I can give you back
Lelia, and I shall visit you.”

‘“ Lelia came at once to remain with Beryl, before she
changed her home,

*“ Who is that young woman always in your room, so
I never can have any private talk with you ? ” said Lord
Alfred one day, as he took Beryl to dinner,
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““That is Lelia Burrows, my companion. If you wish
to speak confidentially at any time, she can leave the
room.”

‘“l always wish to speak confidentially, As for a
companion, you need some one lively to keep you az
courant of the affairs of social life during your seclusion.
Laura Ranleigh might do till the season opens. I'd like
her at the dower house ; she amuses me, and I shall be
beastly lonesome there; but Mrs. Ranleigh must go to
London when the scason begins. She has her fortune to
make.”

““I do not like Laura, and Percy preferred Lelia for my
companion,” said Lelia.

The next morning Lord Alfred went to Beryl's boudoir.

““Don't go to laying out money on the dower house,
Beryl.  Your jointure bLelongs to you, out and out; but
the dower house reverts to the estate when you marry, as
of course you will.”

“1 shall not marry,” said Beryl; ‘“put that out of
your calculations, As to the dower house, Harley has
undertaken the arranging of it He and Manon, and
Lord Ravlin are going over there to-day, to stay for a
week. I believe it is in very good order.”

“Ravlin heired a big estate from his godfather, didn’t
he?”

I believe he did.”

** He seems to be uncommonly nice, and very friendly
to you, I should say. He might be on your cards for a
good match?”

““Father! I bescech you! My husband has not been
dead three weeks,” cried Beryl, in horror.

*Oh, yes; but our talk is strictly private. All widows
say, during six months, that they will not re-marry. Itis
good form. But with you, Beryl, it is all nonsense.
You are a stunning beauty, and only twenty-two or there-
abouts. I remember you made no end of resistance to
the idea of marrying Medford, so it is no use putting on
the inconsolable. I've wished sometimes your grand-
mother had not hurried you so much, for Sothron and
Ravlin both turned out precious good matches, within six
months. But who ever thought in less than three years
Medford would leave you a childless widow !”

“* Father, you tear my heart. [ cannot have you talk
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so to me. Lord Medford was the best of men. His
memory shall always be revered by me. But you know
as well as I do that the one fervent love of my life was
given to Jerome Sothron. You crossed that love, which
would have made me a good and happy woman. 1t is of
Jerome my heart is widowed, and as he is dead my love
and my hand shall be given to no man. You cannot
dominate me as you did when I was a weak, helpless
girl,’ and you might as well cease planning matches for
me.

Lord Alfred gave a long, low whistle, and, with his
hands thrust in his pockets, promenaded up and down his
daughter’s sunny boudoir. Pictures glowed on the walls,
Lelia had filled the vases with white flowers, and puta
basin of amber glass, full of pansies, on the wide window
seat near Beryl's chair, Beryl leaning back in the great
chair, her round girlish form draped in heavy weeds, her
golden curls covered with a white crape cap, the sunlight
1lluminating her exquisite Grangeface. Her father stopped
his pacing and contemplated her.

““Beryl, this is all utter folly! You are one of the
women made to drive men mad! You are twice hand-
somer now than when you were the belle of your first
season. An earl or a duke would bea match open to you,
if there were such a one unmarried, when you come into
society again. If I had had any idea of this happening as
it has, I would not have married as I did. I should
have married an English woman, capable of being your
chaperon. Whom you will have now, goodness only
knows, "

f“The time is too far off,” said Beryl; ‘‘don’t think
of it.” .

‘But I suppose even at the dower house, after a few
months. we can invite some people, and then you should
have a chaperon. Some one besides that pretty, simple
little companion of yours, who embroiders poppies and
reads Telemachus like a schoolgirl.”

In utter weariness of spirit, Beryl said her head ached,
and she must go out and walk. So she called Lelia ; and
the two, wrapped in fur coats, were soon pacing up and
down, over the light snow covering the park, the wide,
leafless branches above their heads gleaming and covered
with soft rounded lines of snow. Lord Alfred watched
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them from the boudoir window ; already he was entirely
occupied with his daughter as a marketable commodity.
He saw Lord Ravlin and Lawrence meet the two slender,
black-robed figures, and then they paced in pairs, Ravlin
and Beryl a little in advance of Lawrence and Lelia.

‘Neither Beryl nor Lelia took the arm of herescort. Each
moved a little apart, and on her guard; but Lawrence’s
whole air showed fervid devotion to the pensive, pretty
creature at his side, and Lord Ravlin bent his head in
earnest converse with Beryl, whose face was turned to his.

‘“ And she says she’ll never marry ! ” cried Lord Alfred,
lifting his eyebrows and turning on his heel.

Lord Ravlin was saying :

-+“I think at last I have some trace of the woman Sara
Hunter, or Kate Jay. Of course she has changed her
name again ; but she must live, and she will live on the
sale of-the trinkets, and 1 think we are on the track of
those. You wish me to go on with the search, Lady
Beryl?”

““Certainly,” said Beryl. ‘*Any hesitation I had before
about bringing this woman to justice, and vindicating Sir
Jerome Sothron’s memory, arose from fear of displeasing
or offending the marquis. Now that his peace can never
be disturbed,” concluded Beryl, as a tear rolled down her
pale, delicate cheek, ‘I desire to carry this thing through
to the end.”

““And when I get any certain information for you—for
as soon as Medford and I come back from Windmere I
shall go to London—then?”

““ Write me at Windmere. I go there next week.”

“You will be very lonely there,” said Ravlin, looking
at her compassionately.

Beryl stopped, hesitated, pushed the wreaths of snow
about with the toe of her little furred boot. They were
beside some tall Norway pines, which shut them out from
the world. Talk with her father had troubled the still
depths of Beryl's consciousness. She had something to
say—a confidence to give. Truc to her simple, sweet
nature, she gave it ingenuously.

““Lord Ravlin, as you, happily, have never been very
sad, you do not know the relief, the bitter luxury of in-
dulging sorrow. I sorrow for Lord Medford. Everyday
1 miss more his strong protection. I feel how desolate 1
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am in the world, and what a shelter to me his name and
guardianship were. Believe me, 1 mourn, and shall
mourn him much. But, buried deep in my heart, nameless
as that desolate grave by the North Sea where Jerome
Sothron lies, lies Jerome’s memory. That is a loss 1 have
never dared to weep, a sorrow that could never be in-
dulged—which I was doomed to crush back, and smile
and seem gay, and help others to be gay. When I was
Lord Medford’s wife, I could not tell you how dear Jerome
had been to me—how cherished his memory. Now both
are gone, and in thinking of one I do not wrong the other.
Jerome Sothron was the one—the deep, wronged, hope-
less love of my life. The one consolation that I can now
find in this world will be in clearing his memory of a foul,
undeserved stain.”

‘1 thank you, Lady Beryl, for this confidence,” said
Lord Ravlin. ¢“ Believe me, I shall ever strive to deserve
it.”

Then they returned along the cedar walk to rejoin
Lawrence and Lelia.

Beryl felt that she had set herself right with this one
helpful friend. He, at least, would never misunderstand
her.

Ten days later, Ravlin was in London, busy with his
detectives, and Lady Beryl and Lelia had gone to Wind-
Eere Lodge, in the poor guardianship of Lord Alfred

eath.

CHAPTER XLII.
¢“THE WOMAN IS FOUND ! ”

Day after day drifted by in the silence of the dower
house. With books, and work, and kind deeds to the
poor about them, Beryl and Lelia were not unhappy.
Lord Alfred gave no hint of returning to his German wife,
but now and again made excursions to London, and
from one of these brought back to Beryla debt of five
hundred pounds—‘‘a debt of honor.”

Beryl gave him the required check, but said, firmly :
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] shall not pay another. My income will not stand
such dramns, and I will not get in debt.”

“Tut! Mention to Harley Medford that the jointure
is too small, and he would add a thousand to it—see if he
would not.”

“] will never doit?” cried Beryl. ‘“Why do you not
refer your debts to your wife?”

‘“She pay them!” cried Lord Alfred, and rolled his
eyes.

Beryl began to meditate.

“* Beryl,” said her father, next morning, when the letters
came in on a salver, ‘‘is not that Ravlin’s crest I see on
that letter?”

“Yes.”

‘““And do you not get letters from him once a fort-
night?”

£ Yes.”

¢ Well—it is the first of April—you have been a widow
three months. Ravlin is not such a bad match.”

¢ These are strictly business letters,” said Beryl.

‘“Business! Then yourlawyer, or I, your father, ought
to attend to it.”

Beryl handed him the letter.

He read it.

“This is Hebrew to me. What on earth does he
mean? ‘Trace of the woman’—‘discovered the wretch.’
Has any one been robbing you? ‘The detective be-
lieves!” What does it all mean?”

Lelia had already left the table to feed the birds in cages
in the little conservatory. :

““Come to the library,” said Beryl to her father.

It means that Lord Ravlin is engaged for me in fol-
lowing up the real murderer of Jerome Sothron’s wife—
Sara Hunter, her maid. In bringing her to justice,
Jerome’s memory will be cleared.”

But what difference does that make? He is dead.”

“Itis justice, and it makes great difference to me. I
loved him ! ” said Beryl, firmly.

“It is the maddest thing!” cried her father. ‘‘And
you are willing to spend money and mix up your name
in a Jawsuit on such quixotism as that! You shall not do
it! I forbid you!”

“You must remember, father, that I am not under
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your control. A widow, twenty-two years old, with my
own income, I am free to do this thing that I believe to
be right. I only told you, that you might have no mis-
conceptions about Lord Ravlin and myself.”

““You are the most wrong-headed, perniciously ob-
stinate, self-destroying girl I ever knew, and always were |
I wonder how Medford put up with you! No wonder
he left you no bequest! ” cried Lord Alfred, in a frenzy.
““You need a chaperon now more than you ever did in
your life; and, by Jove! you shall have one. I shall
bring .2 lady from London, and if you choose to make
yourself conspicuous by turning her out of your house,
and refusing proper protection, you can take the conse-
quences.”

In a very ill temper, Lord Alfred marched out to look
after three or four dogs which he was keeping, under the
care of the stable-boy.

Beryl, indignant and perplexed, did not know which
way to turn. She judged from Lord Ravlin's letter that
Sara Hunter would soon be found, and here was her
father prepared to take almost auy measures to hinder
her carrying out her plans. Suppose she should wish to
go and see Sara? Under whose guardianship could she
do it? Her father was openly hostile. She had never
hinted of this affair to either Lelia or Mrs. Marvel. Tt
required too much opening up of histories, of which
evidently they must know nothing, and could not under-
stand without painful explanations. Still, no sight could
have been more welcome to her that evening than the
driving up of a carriage, from which looked forth the
lovely, helpful face of Anna Marvel. She had not been in
the house an hour before Beryl had told her of her trouble
about her father’s debts, his intention of bringing guests to
the dower house, and, worst of all, his resolve to select
for her a chaperon.

‘“Any woman he would select would drive me mad,”
said poor Beryl.

That day at dinner, and after dinner, Mrs. Marvel
applied herself to the study of Lord Alfred Heath.

Weary of his isolation at Windmere, Lord Heath was
ready to deliver himself up to any pretty woman who took
the trouble to talk for an hour or two with him. Like
most egotists, he talked of little but himself.



194 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE,

My dear,” said Mrs. Marvel, when she and Beryl were
cozily seated by the fire in Beryl's room, for a good long
talk before going to bed, ““ I have discovered a remedy
for your troubles. Send for the present Lady Heath,
Send for your step-mother.”

“ Do you mean it ?" cried Beryl

“Yes. I Dbelieve she is a sensible woman, and I am
surc she keeps your father in order. She speaks English,
and no one would think of suggesting any other chaperon
for you while she is here. North, your husband's valet,
your faithful major demo, knows the Continent as well as
he does your house. Send him off early to-morrow to
Vienna to bring the lady, and I will remain here and
keep your father amused until she comes.”

Beryl rang the bell.

“Fanny, send North to me.”

Six days later Lord Alfred Heath lounged away from the
lunch-table, and with a gloomy face looked out of the
window upon the Lodge Terrace, where an April wealth
of crocus, daffodil, and hyacinths led the armies of the
spring.

“This is the stupidest hole, Beryl,” he said. < I'd be
glad of anything to stir me up. Here's a traveling carriage.
By Jove, some one’s coming! Who-in the world has had
compassion on us? ” :

Then he fell back from the window in deep dismay, as
North, leaping down from the vehicle, opened the carriage
door, and assisted out the velvet hat and cloak which
voluminously enshrined Lady Heath.

“Beryl! In the name of goodness, here’s your step-
mother!”

Beryl, with the most radiant of smiles, ran to the hall
just in time to be clasped to Lady Heath’s ample bosom.

““My sweet child! My admirable Lady Beryl! I fly at
your word to you. So sweet it is indeed for you to desire
me. Let me look at you.”

She put the girlish widow a little from her, and looked
admiringly at the lovely face, the rebellious golden curls
creeping from the crape cap, the softly rounded contour
of the graceful Beryl. .

““Ah, how lovely you are! 1 adore you from this
minute ! Where is my Alfred ! Alfred, I prepare one beau-
tiful surprise for you.”
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Alfred Heath came forward and saluted his lady, He
submitted to the inevitable. But when Lelia had said,
““Your rooms are ready, Lady Heath, shall I take you to
them ?” Lord Alfred turned to his daughter :

“Did you send for her?”

“Yes,”

““Why, in the name of all that is reasonable? ”

‘‘Because 1 preferred to choose my own chaperon,”

¢ There was always something horridly sly about you,
Beryl,” said her honorable parent.

‘“She is a right good, kind, honest woman,” whispered
Anna Marvel to Beryl. ““We have done well to send for
her.”

Beryl went up to see her stepmother.

“You sent for me, my little angel,” said Lady Heath,
as her maid arranged various diamond ornaments over a
magnificent robe of deep-red velvet. ‘“You could not
manage my Alfred, no doubt? Leave him to me.”

Night had not scttled over Windmere Lodge before
Beryl saw that her father might safely be left to his wife.
Lord Alfred Heath—whom neither nurses, governesses,
tutors, college dons, father, mother, or brother, had ever
been able to control—-was thoroughly well controlled by
the second Lady Heath.

And Lady Heath ranged herself on the side of Beryl.

It was only a week later when Lord Ravlin dispatched
these words :

“Sara Hunter is found ; dying of consumption in Clap-
ham! Do you wish to see her? 1 take no steps until I
hear from you.”

‘1 must go,” cried Beryl.

“By no means,” said Lord Alfred. “*I will not hear
of it. Let her die, and the affair die.”

“But I must go,” said Beryl, and explained the whole
maltter to her stepmother, as a judge.”

““Why, surely she must go;” said Lady Heath. ‘‘Her
wish is right and just. I adore the simplicity of her soul,
her candor, her faithfulness. My adored Alfred, how
little this blessed girl is like you ! I shall take her to Lon-
don this day, if she chooses to go. Who shall find fault
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with our daughter, Lord Heath, if her parents accompany
her? It is quite evident that the memory of this poor
young man must be made fair before the entire world.”

CHAPTER XLIIIL
‘“ THE WOMAN IS DEaD ! ”

It was a warm late April day, and the windows and
doors of the front room of a small house in the outskirts of
Clapham were open that the balmy air, sweet with the
breath of primroses and hawthorn, might come in. Here
lay one who fought wearily for every breath as for un-
told treasure.

With gleaming eyes and hollow cheeks, where burned a
red flame, Sara Hunter tossed on her death-bed.

A little group entered. Lord Ravlin, Lady Beryl, the
doctor, and a notary.

‘““ My lady, you have hunted me down at last,” said
Sara, with a voice full of bitterness.

‘“ Sara, it is from no enmity to you. I do not hate
you, poor creature, though your deed was dreadful
I only want you now, before you go out of the world,
to repent, and undo what little you can of that great sin.”

Beryl, in her deep mourning robes, her heavy black vail
falling all about her dainty young face, bent over Sara
Hunter.

‘“ Poor creature, how much you must have suffered !”
she cried, compassionately. ‘“ Your face shows it. You
2&\'0 ;h,z:.d a hard life hiding and flying. Why did you go,
Sara

“You a§ked over much of human nature to bid me put
my heafi In a rope, to save a dead man’s name,” said
Sara, grimly ; “but I am going now, thelaw has naught
to do with me, and I'd as lief speak. Is the lawyer there
to take it down? Then write it plain. [ killed Mrs.
Jerome Sothron.”

A_little shudder ran through the group at the hard, unre-
lenting tone of these words,
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1 did it for her money. The lady knows why I
wanted it. There was oue who said he'd marry me if 1
got that much. Hec robbed me, he deceived me, and here
I leave him my curse | ” )

< Tell your story, woman,” said the notary, briefly.

This fierce, bad nature had stilled the voice of sym-
pathy.

¢¢ Sir Jerome had never lived with his wife, but he gave
her income enough, and I was her maid. She had quite
a box full of jewelry of different kinds. I fancied it was
worth a good sum, but I've ncver been able to get much
forit. She was very pretty, and men took a deal of notice
of her living alone so, and it frightened her, for she was
a good woman enough ; very different from her sister.
There was one man pursued her, so she could not stand
it, and so she said she should send for Sir Jerome, and tell
him he must take her out to Sothron Abbey to live, to
keep her from being persecuted and getting talked about.
And then Satan set me on, for I said, ‘If he won’t do that
the way will be for you to get a thousand pound ; that
will keep you three years, and we can go to a litile place
I know of in France, and you can leamn French, and
music, and drawing, and get accomplished ; for, after all
is said, he must take you some time, you being his lawful
wife, and he'll want an heir for the Abbey.” And I said,
‘Just you write him the choice, and he will rather take
you to the Abbey than to have you go off with the thou-
sand pounds.’ )

*« She was a foolish young thing, and believed all I said
to her. But I say, solemn, here about to die, all my
thought then was to start on a journey with her, and rob
her of the money and the jewelry, and a trunk full of
her things, for we were much the same size, and I planned
to wear her things in America. I knew well he'd give
her the money and let her go ; for, however it was, Mrs.
Sothron always acted her very worst, most foolish, and
unlady-like, when her husband was around. I suppose
she was born to bad luck, poor thing !

““ Well, he came ; and I, listening by the door, for I
was in the chamber, soon found he laid it all to her ‘loud
manners’ and ‘ common ways’ that she attracted atten-
tions ; and he had brought the money. She cried and
went on. Then, I solemnly swear, temptation first took
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me to kill her. To keep it out of my head I ran out to do
an errand, and staid some time. When I came pack, the
landlady said he hadn't gone yet; but I, looking from
the bedchamber door, found he had. He must have been
gone some fifteen minutes at least, for she had had time
to change her dress, and put on one with blue flowers I
hadn'’t seen on her for a good month. I noticed it some
way, and ever since, day and night, waking or sleeping,
sitting or walking, Mrs. Jerome Sothron has been beside
me in that blue-flowered dress. :

‘I never stopped to think ; it came on me all at once,
like a hot blast burning up all my senses. That little
dagger lay near my hand. I took it. She never heard
nor stirred, standing there, with that big, clean note in
her hand, and, just as you told me, my lady, as if you'd
been there, I—I killed her. She fell without a cry.

“I hid the note and the jewels in a place under the
closet floor, and then I gave the alarm. It was all laid
on /um from the first. But I did it; and I never made
anything by it, but an awful life—and death.”

Sara Hunter had spoken with many a lengthened pause.
The day seemed to grow dark, and all the air poisoned,
as she told the horrible tale. She flung up her crossed
arms over her face, as if to shut out sight of humanity
forever.

The notary dipped his pen in ink.

‘“ Woman, you must sign this confession.”

The doctor raised her up, and the trembling, bony hand
scrawled the name, ¢“ SAra HUNTER.” :

Beryl went and stood outside the door. Before her
seemed to stand a vision of Jerome’s hastiiv, madly taken
wife. Young, pretty, foolish, always shov no hos warst
to the fastidious, unloving man to whom . i
showed the best. See seemed to see her, stanai.._
mantel, in the blue-flowered gown, holding the note in
her hand, musing on her lonely state, her hopeless future !
Oh, how wrong, how very wrong Jerome had been !
Fr.om all the guilt of murder he might be freed, but from
this wrong toward the simple young girl, who had been
wife and no wife—never! never! And Beryl felt that she
had driven him to this madness; she had brought down
her fate on this unknown girl !

How wide are the harvests of evil !



200 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE.

She had dropped her vail about her, and stood in the
sunshine waiting. Lord Ravlin came out from the room
she had just left. His hat was crushed down over his
face. He seemed much agitated.

“ The woman is dead ! 7 he said, hoarsely.

At that minute a basket phaeton came along the road,
whirled by a pretty pair of ponies; a pavilion of scarlet
and orange, fringed with gilt, flashed in the sun, while the
white and blue harness, and the swiftly revolving red
wheels made a gorgeous kaleidoscopic vision, in the trem-
ulous light and misty warmth of April.

In the phaeton sat a brilliant lady, in a wide hat trimmed
with corn-flowers and poppies ; a dress of pongee silk, all
puffs where it was not frills, and frills where it was not
puffs ; the hands cased in distracting little gauntlets han-
dled well the blue silk reins. Beside the phaeton rode a
large, florid, fast-looking man on a high-stepping roan.

‘It is Laura!” cried Beryl, following with her dimmed
cyes this glittering vision.

“Yes,” said Lord Ravlin. ‘I suppose you have not
heard the latest bit of news. Mrs. Ranleigh has been very
brilliant this winter. Her toilets have been, they say,
ravishing, but to the last excess in tightness and lack of
neck and sleeves. She wore, the other night, a change-
able satin trimmed with the eyes of peacocks’ feathers, all
about the shoulders, and about the pointed bodice and
around the train. And old Lady Ranleigh had been per-
suaded to loan her the Ranleigh emeralds. She took all
eyes, and is supposed to have made an important capture—
Sir Francis Westholm Sothron, Sir Jerome's far-away cousin
and heir. He is at the abbey. That gentleman on horse-
back is Sir Francis. They tell bad stories of him at home
and abroad; but since he inherited he has settled down
and ceased plunging, and shaken off his squad of low
hangers-on. Mrs. Ranleigh, it seems, is likely to be lady
of Sothron Abbey.”

“I am sorry Sir Francis is such a man,” said Beryl,
‘“for I must see him.”

““What have you planned to do now, Lady Beryl?”

““As Sir Francis is next of kin, I think he should be at
once informed of this confession, and be the one to make
it public. He should also at once set up for Jerome that
memorial tablet that is wanting among the Sothron records
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in the Abbey church. T had thought that I would go and
see him about this. This notary who has taken the con-
fession and Lady Heath could accompany me.”

¢ Probably that would be a good way to do. T am sure
Sir Francis would receive you with all kindness and cour-
tesy ; and it should be a great comfort to him to have such
a blot removed from the name of his predecessor.”

CHAPTER XLIV,
‘“IF HE LIVES, LET HIM APPEAR.”

Lorp ArrreEp HErath, with his wife and daughter and
their three servants, had taken apartments at Clariges’
Hotel for their short stay in London.

It was the day after Sara’s confession, and Lord Alfred
and his ladies were seated at the breakfast table. Lady
Heath, with a gown of the stiffest watered purple silk, and
a large lace collar, with her rubicund face and light, frizzed
hair, made a glowing center of color for the whole apart-
ment, in which Beryl was lost, as a shadow is absorbed
in light.

‘“My adored Alfred,” said Lady Hcath. ““I have an en-
gagement for the momning with our daughter. I shall
regret to leave you alone.”

“It makes no difference,” said the quenched Alfred,
reviving to a little hope. *‘T'll drop in at the club.”

“You will remember not to gamble any, my dear,” said
his lady, removing a German paper from close proximity
to her short-sighted eyes.

Lord Alfred shrugged his shoulders.

‘““And you will remember, not to allow your cheerful
disposition to lead you astray—to bets, for instance,” added
his domestic monarch, giving orders as to a small boy on
a holiday.

. “Can a man never amuse himself? ” cried Lord Al-
red.

“Not in such a way, my idol,” said Lady Heath,
serenely.  ‘‘And you are to drink no brandy.”

‘1 believe it is more tolerable back in Vienna ! ”

“So it is,” returned his lady, heartily ; ‘< this England is
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a villainous land. My lovely Beryl, if you take my ad-
vice, you will leave England and its sad memories, and
travel upon the Continent.”

1 do not know why I should not,” said Beryl; ¢“my
work in England is done, and I have here many sad
memories.”

“To travel I abhor, being too stout,” said Lady Heath ;
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¢‘you wWILL REMEMBER NOT TO ALLOW YOUR CHEERFUL DISPOSI-
TION TO LEAD YOU ASTRAY. ”

“But I will take my little Alfred back to Vienna, and you
shall visit us there.”

The placidity with which Lady Heath disposed of
Beryl’s life-long tyrant caused her to break into a ripple of
silvery laughter.

““Why you laugh I do not know,” said her stepmother ;
“ but I rejoice thal you have not forgotten how. ”

Lord Alfred had ‘gone to his club, when the carriage
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was brought round, and Lady Heath, in all her splendors,
and Beryl, in her weeds, were driven out to Sothron
Abbey.

Beryl remembered how the last time she came along
that road she had been riding at fierce speed, clinging
close to the arm of Jerome Sothron. She remembered
the terror, the agony of that hour, the bitterness which it
had been to her noble husband, and how few more hours
of life had followed it for Jerome, the eager, thoughtless,
generous, loving, handsome Jerome!

They drove under the high-arched gate of the abbey.
She had been here but once.

On this nobly shaded lawn she had stood with Jerome
that fatal evening when night had fallen darkly about her
life. There was now a festive look on this lawn. It was
the first day of May. A tall May-pole, trimmed with gar-
lands and ribbons, had been reared. A pavilion, in gayly
striped canvas, a decorated band-stand, all told of some
scene of mirth,

Sending in their cards, and requesting to see Sir Francis
in private on business, he came out to meet them, in gala
dress of blue broadcloth, with a white velvet waistcoat,
and a rose in his button-hole. The same curled, florid,
stout, bold man Beryl had seen riding by Mrs. Ranleigh’s
phaeton.

Beryl presented Lady Heath and the lawyer. This Sir
Francis Westholm Sothron was not a man to whom she
could lay bare any of her heart history. Here, no doubt,
was a world-worn spirit with no place for sentiment—she
would unfold the other side of the story.

““Last autumn, as I visited among the poor on my
late husband’s estates, I found a woman ill and raving
with fever who confessed in her delirium that she had
been Mrs. Jerome Sothron’s maid, and she, and not your
cousin, had murdered Mrs. Sothron.”

“Then why, in the name of all that is reasonable, did
he fly from investigation? ” cried Sir Francis.

‘I think that is not now in question. I confided the
affair to Lord Ravlin, your cousin Jerome’s friend. The
woman made her escape before she fully recovered. Lord
Ravlin pursued her traces, found her, and secured the

signed confession, which we have brought you. The
-woman died yesterday."
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Sir Francis read the paper with interest.

‘I shall see to making this everywhere public through
the press. You may fancy, Lady Heath, it is none too
pleasant for a man to have a murder charge lying against
his predecessor. This shall see light at once.”

“*And,” said Beryl, softly, ““you know that Sir Jerome’s
death has been ignored among the monuments of his
house. You will see that his memorial stands with the
rest.”

Sir Francis looked curiously at her. He guessed a lit-
tle of the story that might lie behind the sad, violet eyes
and the widow’s vail.  She might be mourning two—not
one.

“T will write about the tablet this very hour,” he said.

“We leave all in your hands,” said Beryl, rising.

e accompanied them into the hall, but their way was
barred by a laughing, rainbow-robed bevy, headed by
Laura Ranleigh, trooping in at the front entrance.

Laura Ranleigh stopped in amazement as she saw
Beryl's black-robed figure moving beside Sir Francis.
But it was never Laura’'s policy to quarrel, or even have
a coolness, with any one. She argued that everybody
might, at some time, be useful. Besides, she had lived
months and months with Lady Beryl Medford. She ran
up to Beryl with effusion.

“My sweet one! have you come to join us to-day?
No? Are you showing the Abbey to—to—friends?” and
she looked curiously at Lady Heath and the lawyer.

“No ; I came on business; it is finished. You look
very well and gay, Laura.”

““Oh, charming! Sir Francis is good enough to give
me a birthday fefe. What a superb day itis! We are to
have old English games, songs, and dances.”

“What an exquisite creature that little Lady Medford
is1” said Sir Francis, as he returned to Mrs. Ranleigh’s
side, after escorting Beryl to her carriage.

“Do you think so? I always found her too pale, and
too tame in character. I'm not an adorer of snow-drops.
What could she want with you, Sir Francis?” and Laura
looked at him over the top of her peacock’s feather fan,

““Come into the library and I will show you, ” said Sir
Francis. .

The coquettish fires in those great black eyes shining
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above the brilliant feathers had carried by assault the last
outworses of his—fancy.

Laura, with her fan against her smiling mouth, her head
a little on one side, her pomegranate bloom heightened by
expectation, the folds of her brown gold silk trailing along
the floors she hoped soon to tread as mistress, entered with
Sir Francis the library. She expected adeclaration. This
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IT MAY ROB YOU OF YOUR FORTUNE | FRANCIS, I BEG YOU TO CON-
ceaL IT |”

immensc.e fortune would be at her feet, and she meant to
set no distant wedding-day.

For his part, Sir Francis was ready to propose. This
was why he intended to confide in her, and make the
declaration of Jerome's innocence the prelude to his own
declaration of love.

“Fancy how glad I am to know, ” he said, ‘* that the
nane of Sothron is not smirched with stain of murder |
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Lady Medford has brought me this signed and duly wit-
nessed confession, which clears my cousin’s memory. ”

Laura almost snatched it from his hand.

‘¢ Beryl brought you this ! 7 she cried.

“Yes. As head—indeed, the only representative of the
house—it is my right to make itknown to the world. ”

“ You will never, never do that | ” she exclaimed.

“Not! Why, of course, and at once. 1 like a clean
family name as well as any, if I have been a little fast. ”

*“ Do not—do not meddle with it. All is forgotten. ”

“What can you mean? Such things are never forgotten.
I bear my predecessor no grudge. Poor fellow ! I owe
him something for dropping off in his early prime, and
leaving a poor devil living on his wits one of the neatest
fortunes in England. This goes to the papers!”

It may rob you of this fortune—may set you back in
that poverty you hate. Francis, I beg you, conceal it.”

““What do you—what can you mean? Lose my for-
tune !”

I mean that Jerome has never been seen dead by one
who knew his face. Are you swre ‘heis dead? Is any
one? They think they are sure; but may he not be in
hiding from this charge, to reappear as soon as he is fully
vindicated ? BerylMedford brings you this. Berylloved
him. Beryl possibly knows he lives, and takes this way
of calling him from hiding. Oh, think what you do!”

“Think! Laura, if this man lives, he will surely return
some day, even if I keep silent. If he is alive, 1 want to
know it. I want to sit in no other man’s chair. Now, I
will test this. If he lives, he is cleared ; let him return.”

CHAPTER XLV.
1 DEMAND OF YOU MY SISTER.”

THar offer which Laura expected died on the lips of Sir
Francis Westholm Sothron.
Her own hasty words had filled him with a fear, an un-
easiness, which for the time drove matrimony far from his
-thoughts. If Jerome were living and should return, then
Sir Francis, with only his wits to maintain him, would be
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the memorial tablet that had been let into the wall record-
ing the name and death of Sir Jerome Sothron. As he
went down the aisle of the silent church he saw a woman
leaning on the chancel rail and looking at the tablet.
This person, draped in a long gray circular cloak, her face
closely covered with a thick gray vail, had entered the

 FRANCIS WESTHOLM, T DEMAND OF YOU MY SISTER |”

church from the village. She stood now, her cloak fallen
from her shoulders and her vail thrown back.

Sir Francis looked at her with an eager start; then
dashed down the aisle, crying :

‘“Delia! Delia!”

The young woman wheeled about. A pallor as of
death invaded her face. Then a flush of crimson dyed
her from throat to brow ; fire leaped from her tear-wet
eyes. She gathered her cloak about ner with one hand,
and stepping ferward with an imperious gesture, said, in
a voice vibrant with scorn and hate :

““Francis Westholm ! I demand of you my sister!”
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CHAPTER XLVL
¢ WAIT FOR ME HERE A TWELVEMONTH AND A DAY.”

“Deria! Delia!” cried Sir Francis, pressing forward,
“‘are you hcre? I have looked for you everywhere!”

“ How dare you call me Delial I am not Deliatl”

“Youare! Butstay—you are not. You are, and you
are not. You are her double. What is this? ”

““Yes, 1 am her double,” said the young woman, draw-
ing her cloak about her, and covering her face again with
her vail closely ; ‘“ and ghostly creatures such as doubles
cannot bear the light of day. I demand of you my sister!
How came you here, Francis Westholm? How dare you
come to the scene of your crime, which Heaven will lay
to your charge to all eternity ! I thought you were for-
ever forbidden this place, when you disgraced it by using
your visit here to lure away to ruin a girl as sweet, as
good "

She turned away, bowed her head, covered her face
with both hands, and her sobs filled the lonely silence of
the gray old church.

‘I am here,” said the baronet, ‘‘because fate brought
me back where my people banished me. One by one,
they all died who heired, or should heir, before me. My
cousin Jerome was drowned, and I am Sir Francis West-
holm Sothron.”

““Then fate is wicked and unjust, to bring you back in
honor where you went out in dishonor | Then fateis
dcaf, not to hear the curses I heaped on your head ! ”

““I vow I loved Delia ! ” said Sir Francis.

““Loved! What loveisthat that ruins and casts away?
Loved, as a girl loves arose she tears to pieces, or a child
the toy he destroys !  Francis Westholm, worst of men,
I demand of you my sister ! ”

“If you mean Delia—and you are not Delia—and as
Delia never could be so angry, you may not be she—I
do not know where Deliais. I wishIdid; forI think
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in my soul, I will never love any other woman half as
well 1”7

“Love ! and you would not marry her!”

‘“ But consider—I was poor and in debt ; I could not.”

““You promised.”

““A man promises much when he is in love.”

‘“But a man, fit to be called a man, &egps his promises.
If you had loved her, you would have married her and
worked, worked daily with your hands, to maintain
her.”

“Upon my soul,” said Sir Francis, shrugging his
shoulders, ‘¢ it sounds well, but there was not one thing 1
knew how to do—not even to dig. If 1 had known that
in three years I'd be Sir Francis of Sothronwold, you may
believe I would have married her, fast enough, and lived
on the Jews till I got my fortune. But one never can tell
how these things will go.  If she had only staid with me,
I'd have married her as soon as I got my good ncws, by
Jove T would! But she left me. Was it my fault? ”

““Yes, it was. She left y u because you would not
keep your promise and marry her. She was nota bad
girl.  You deceived her ; but she meant to do right.”

*“Well, she left me, and married another man.”

‘ Because 2e would marry her and work for her. He
was poor, but he was a man of his word. And then you
would not leave her alone, but followed her up and tried
to get her back.”

‘“Aud I thought she was coming back. She promised.
I expected her.  She never came.”

‘“She did go to you. I don’t believe a word of your
story. What have you done with her?”

““I swear to you I have never seen her face since one
morning I met her in Hyde Park, and she agreed to meet
me at Temple Gardens at eight that evening. I waited
for her till ten. She never came ; and a week later I was
Sir Francis Sothron.”

‘“Then thank Heaven I did keep her from the crime of
returning to you. But where is she?”

‘1 protest to you,” said Sir Francis, ‘‘ that if she were
here, and her husband were dead, I would marry her at
this altar, and she should be Lady Sothron of the Abbey
inthe face of all the world. There was ncver any one
like Delia. I half believe you are she, If not, you rise
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before me as her lovely wraith, and you revive all my
love for her. Your voice, your figure, your face—this
gleaming mass of your hair "—and he looked at the head
bowed on the tall back of the carved abbey pew—‘‘all '
are here, and beside them all other beauty fades away.
Tell me, are you Delia?—have you come to reproach me,
to tryme? Ivow [love you,Delia. Give me yourhand

I will never marry another woman while I live. If your
husband is dead, you, and you only, shall be my wife.”

The gray-clad figure shuddered from head to foot.
Once and again she strove to speak. Then the slender
hand 1 a gray silk glove grasped tightly that of Sir
Francis.

““ How long will you keep that vow ?”

“Forever!”

She turned and led him along beside the chancel until
they came to a tomb of one of the earliest Sothrons—a
full-length effigy in stone under a black marble canopy.

‘“Lay your hand on this, your ancestor’s tomb, Sir
Francis, and make solemn oath that for a year and a day
you will marry no woman but Delia, and if in a year and
a day she comes to you, free to marry, you will make her
your wedded wife.”

“I solemnly swear,” faltered Sir Francis.

““Wait then for a year and a day. For her husband is
dead.”

She dropped his hand and fled, fleet-footed, to a little
door beside the vestry.

““Come back! come back, Delia!” he cried. ‘“Why
doom me to wait so long?”

But the door opened, letting in the May sunshine, and
the song of birds, and breath of blossoms blooming on the
grassy graves, and letting out into the world of spring-
time life, that gray-clad form—and then the door clanged
to, and left Sir Francis Sothron alone in the ancient church
beside the cold stone of his ancestor's tomb.

He went back to the house. As he passed along the
great carriage drive, a whirr of wheels, the rhythm of
cight small hoofs, aripple of laughter. He looked up
from his moody dream, and there was Laura Ranleigh’s
kaleidoscope phzton, and Laura and her friend of the
hour.

Laura was repairing her errors of the fée day.
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«Oh, Sir Francis, we want a feur de lse to paint, and
there are such lovely ones down by the spring beyond the
first meadow. You see, I know all about your place.
May we have some? Will you go there to get some with
us?”

*¢ Certainly, if you will return here to lunch with me,”
said Sir Francis, giving them his hand to alight.

He went down to the low moist ground, where the
“blue lilies” grew, and Laura said all the pretty things
she could think of, and rolled her eyes, and was witty
and dashing,

But it was a place ill-chosen for her. Here first he had
seen the lovely Delia, fair as Proserpine, gathering flowers.
Over such a sheaf of ¢“blue lilies” he had first bent to kiss
the red lips of the cottage maid. Here, with their feet
among these blooms, they had stood when she had, also,
consented to fly, trusting to the promise which he most
basely broke. All that was not utterly ruined in his na-
ture rose up inrevolt at this memory of treachery, and he
renewed in his soul a vow to wait for the lost Declia a
twelve-month and a day, and never to marry any other
woman than Delia.

* * * * * * * * *

Through the pretty gardens of the dower house walked
Beryl. It was a warm May afternoon. She had so far
lightened her heavy mourning so as to be wearing black
nuns’ vailing instead of bombazine, and as she came up
through the gardens she broke off a spray of white Persian
lilac, and was about to put it in her hat; but she remem-
bered that these were marriage flowers, and marriage
flowers she should never wear again, so she flung them
away. She had been with Lawrence to the gate, and
wished him a kind good-by, as he rode away on his
handsome bay along the bridle-path leading about the
mere. Within thelodge all was bustle, for Madame Heath
was superintending the packing of her endless wardrobe,
returning next day toward her beloved Vienna.

Beryl had reached the doorway, and stood looking
back over the perfect beauty of the spring afternoon, when
she saw a carriage coming up the drive. She waited to
welcome any friends who might be calling on her, when
forth from the carriage looked Anna Marvel and Lelia.

Beryl welcomed them Loth, and then, Lelia ran up-
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stairs carrying Mrs. Marvel's wraps, and Anna and Beryl
stood holding each other’s hands in the sunshine.

‘1 brought her back,” said Mrs. Marvel. “ Why should
the dear child not be happy? Hers has been a sad, sad
story ; butit is ended. Her unloving husband is dead.
Why should she not love Lawrence?”

CHAPTER XLVIL

‘“ THERE, FOOLISH GIRL ! I SAID HOW IT WOULD BE.”

“Tuar confession and story about Sir Jerome Sothron
are all out,” cried Lord Alfred Heath leaning back in his
chair at breakfast, and refolding his Zelegraph. ¢ The
papers are wild over it. It is going everywhere with end-
less additions, and your name, Beryl, is connected with it.
There, you foolish girl! 1 said how it would be.”

He tossed the paper toward her, angrily.

Lord Alfred, his wife, and daughter were alone. Mrs.
Marvel and Lelia had breakfast early to walk to seea
friend bef.re the day grew hot.

“Well, my ador.d, why should not her name appear?
What harm in seeing your name in print? Mine has been
in two marriage notices. It has not hurt me.”

“It will be a jolly good hindrance to ker getting into a
real high life marriage, such as shc might look to, having
this gossip,” said Lord Alfred, moodily.

“* There is nothing to be said,” suggested Beryl.

““Pcople do not confine themselves to what s too fast ;
they expatiate into the manner of fancies, once set them
going. If we were not to leave at eleven o’clock, I should
say, come to the Continent with us.”

‘1 shall take Lady Heath’s advice, I think, and in a
few weeks go to the Continent, and wander through the
small pleasant towns. Probably I should like it.”

As a very young girl she had been in France and Italy
with her father and grandmother, and the memory was
not pleasant; there had been a mingling of ostentation
and meannesss that had been a moral gall to her delicate
taste.
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Undeniably Windmere Lodge seemed a pleasanter place
to its mistress that day when she was alone there with
Mrs. Marvel and Lelia.

That evening, when Lelia came to her dressing-room,
Beryl took her hand.

““Dear Lelia, may I tell Lawrence to come back?”

Lelia bowed her pretty face on her friend's shoulder,
but it was a very resolute ‘‘ No” which came from the rosy
lips.

* Aud why not?” asked Beryl.

“I have a double task to do first, before I see him,
again. Dearest Lady Beryl. I want to tell you my story.”

It was a balmy night, on the very verge of June. The
nightingales were singing in the hedges. Down by the
mere the whip-poor-will lifted its quavering cry. The
scent of the lilies and syringas was in all the air. In
Beryl's pretty room there sat two persons—Beryl in her
white, down trimmed wrapper, leaning back in the blue
brocade cushions of a great chair, and Lelia at her feet,
clasping her friend’s hand, her brown eyes cast down, as
she told her story.

‘I have never told you—I think I had better not tell
you—my husband's name. He was ashamed of our
marriage, and ashamed of me. He felt that it lowered
his good old line, and now he is dead, and vou, Lady
Beryl, may perhaps often meet his family, I will not tell
you who they were. He repented of his marriage before
even the register was signed—he left me before the ink
was dry.”

““Then he was a hard-hearted monster,” said Beryl,
““and he was ridiculously fastidious. You, Lelia, are good
and sweet, and pretty enough for any man.”

“You are good to say so,” said, Lelia, humbly; ‘““but
you do not know how I am changed, improved I hope,
since my marriage. You cannot guess what Anna Mar-
vel has done for me. I must not give you too harsh an
impression of kim. He was used to ladies all grace, ac-
complishments, who knew well how to talk, who had
read many books, and who knew just the right way to
dress. Now, my manners—you know how much I err
now in little points—were bad; oh, yes, decidedly bad. I
was apt to make mistakes in my grammar: I did not
know the half of the time what he was talking about; I
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had never read anything but novels, I mean poor, cheap
novels, such as ignorant girls read ; I could not play a
note; I knew no French; I could not dance, only rude
country dances. And then I had no self-control ; when I
was pleased I laughed loud, very loud. But, indeed,
I laughed little after my marriage, I was so grieved and
disappointed. When I felt badly I burst into tears with-
out any sclf-control ; when I was angry—and I got angry
easily, Lady Beryl—I scolded and said rude, wild things, I
know I did. And some way I was always my very worst
when my husband was near me.

¢l had married him from ambition and vanity, and
the wish to be a great lady, for I did not realize then that-
refinement, and education, and generous feelings are
what make ladics. 1 fancied, too, his face, his voice, his
elegant ways. 1 wanted to be introduced to the world
as his wife, not thinking how I would shame him. Oh,
indeed, it hurt me to find that he was sick and ashamed
of me! Never, never, Lady Beryl, could I live through
such an experience again. He was liberal to me; and
with means to gratify my untrained taste, I only disgusted
him more. I chose such gaudy furnishing, such tawdry
clothes, such trifling baubles to wear.”

“Lelia, I do not believe it l-—you, whose taste is so
simple and refined.”

“From copying Anna, from having learned to hate
from association the things that once I loved. Oh, I was
all I tell you; and in my desertion and abandonment I
should have grown to be worse—wild, wicked, may be
—only one day T was so ill with my head that Doctor
Marvel was sent for. As I had no self-control, and was
hysterical, T poured out all my story to him. He was so
touched that he brought that angel, his wife, to me that
very day ; and from that she was my friend. She taught
me to hope ; she told me to educate myself ; for some day
my husband must claim me. She was my teacher. And
when at last affairs that I need not tell, and hate to think
of, drove me to despair, she took me to her home—a true
charity—for I had only a little over a hundred pounds.
You know what she has been to me. She has looked
forward {o fitting me for my place as his wife. Dear
Lady Beryl, only the day I left your house I learned that,
instéad, I was his widow. I do not shame to tell you
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that. I have never seen any man who seemed to me so
good and lovable as Lawrence. I believe he loves me,
but my mind is made up. I will shame no man again by
being less than he needs and deserves in a wife. The
marquis told me that Lawrence was likely to become a
useful leading man—to go some day to Parliament. Now,
I will not be his clog and his disgrace.”

““You can never be that, dear Lelia. Whatever you
may have been, you are now a most lovely woman.”

*“Not what I should be—that he may never blush for
me, Lady Beryl. I am going to tax your kindness ; I ask
a great thing of you, freely. I want you to put me in
some school in France, where I may stay for a year
After that, only after that, I will see Lawrence. If his
love lasts until then, why——"

And Lelia hid her blushing face.

“If this is really your wish, Lelia, gladly, indeed, will
I do what you ask. But is it kind to Lawrence ?”

“1 married in foolish haste, the first time,” said Lelia ;
““now I will be prudent. And there is another task that
I must complete. 1 had for it a twelve month and a day.
I wish to find a sister who went to live in France. I shall
find her by advertising in some cities where 1 think she
would be.”

In the morning Beryl talked with Mrs. Marvel, and
found her in favor of Lelia’s plans.

“Then the sooner they are entered on the hetter,” said
Beryl. ‘““When I was in Biarritz with the marquis, soon
after our marriage, 1 heard of a very good finishing school
there. I have always wanted to go back to Biarritz.
I have some sweet, sad memories of the place,” and Beryl
I6oked far, far away, and thought of Jerome, and how
she had met him there on the wide, high moors above
the Biscayan sea.

A few weeks of preparation followed, and then Beryl
closed Windmere Lodge and went to the Continent for an
indefinite period.

*“ No wonder,” commented Laura Ranleigh toSir Francis
Sothron, whose society she was trying to engross at a
country house, ‘‘no wonder poor Beryl goes. She-is in
such deep mourning she cannot go into society ; a year
ago she was one of the leading countesses; and now,
what is a dowager? On a jointure, too, that was certainly
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not munificent. A pretty young thing enough, but too
sad ; her title, her fortune, her leading position all gone,
condemned to a certain seclusion. She might as well be
a nun, or perform suttee, and be done with it. But as
neither course is open to her, she goes to hide in some
small Continental town. I think it serves her right for
marrying where she did not love.”

CHAPTER XLVIIIL
41 RAN INTO THE MAN’S ARMS.”

Tue little town of Biarritz was in all the height of its
August gayety. The long streets were filled with fine
equipages that most of the year rolled and glittered on the
Bois de Boulogne. All the summer cottages and the
hotels were crowded with lively and fashionable guests
from Paris and London. The cottages of residents were
rented to the visitors, and the owners camped in tents on
the hills and the edges of the sunny moors. Casinos, and
theatres, and shops were brilliant and busy ; all along the
shore singers, troubadours, wandering jugglers, musicians
Punch and Judy, showed off; every cove was full of
bathing machines, and every still nook of water was filled
with flat open boats, wherein people in gay bathing cos-
tumes floated like beds of bright living flowers.

Among all these dashing, chattering, laughing, brilliant
people passed, calm, silent for the most part, but peace-
ful and serene, a slender young creature in mourning,
unanimously granted to be the most beautiful woman in
Biarritz—Lady Beryl Medford.

To live in greater quiet she had rented from its English
owner a very lovely little villa near the sea, where the
path of ascent to the moors began. Never at the gay
places of resorts, but constantly out of doors on moor or
beach, now talking to a group of Biscayan fishers, now
watching the play of the numerous little ones, or scatter-
ing toys among them,always attended by the valet North
and the rosy maid Fanny ; sometimes, on Saturday, with
Lelia by her side, Lady Beryl spent her time, knowing the
;_nost peaceful and independent hours of her life thus
ar.
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One of Beryl's favorite walks was along the limestone
rocks, where sea-urchins of all colors lie in the hollows of
the stone, gay as beds of asters. She was there one day,
amusing herself, wandering up and down, while North
and his newspaper in a corner, and Fanny under a great
umbrella sat knitting lace, when a rapid step drew near,
and some one said :

“* Lady Medford ”

She turned hastily. It was Sir Francis Westholm
Sothron.

Certainly she was not pleased to see Sir Francis. Biarritz
looked less pleasant for his being there.

He came near in friendly fashion.

¢ 1 have been to your home, Lady Medford, and have
followed you here; in fact, I have followed you here all
the way from London.”

‘“Indeed ! ” said Beryl, in cold surprise, letting her hand
fall listlessly from his clasp.

‘I wish to say something to you, to ask you a very
frank question. I believe, Lady Medford, you are frank-
ness itself, and honor, and will reply to me freely. Will
you?” ’

“1f I possibly can,” said Beryl, and sat down in the
shadow of a rock, while Sir Francis faced her close by,
Bery!l’s silk sun umbrella was in her hand, and open ; she
idly rolled it to and fro.

‘“Lady Medford,” said Sir Francis, ‘I ask you, with all
the earnestness of my heart, have you any reason to
suppose my cousin, Jerome Sothron, living?”

" Beryl gave a low cry, her face blanched, she leaned
back against the rock, the umbrella rolled out of her hand,
and trundled down the beach. Ncither Sir Francis nor
Beryl thought of it.

‘* Jerome living!” gasped Beryl. ‘7 think Jerome
living? Oh, how can you ask me that, when 1 Anow
that he is dead ! ”

““You know that ? ” cried Sir Francis, as in intense re-
lief, but Beryl never noticed the tone, very natural to the
heir of a cousin’s great property.

““ Why should I not know it ? Does not all the world
know it? Have you not inherited ? ¥

‘“ Yes ; but it has been said to me, that the charge laid
against Jerome would make it more convenient for him to
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seem dead. And now that heis amply exonerated from any
responsibility of that murder, he might come back. In-
deed, it has been hinted that you, as his friend, secured
that evidence, and that you believed its wide publication
would meet his eye and bring him home.”

“ Oh, who could say such things? ”

‘“It is much to me, Lady Medford, to know if there is
tite faintest shade of truth in these suspicions. If Jerome
lives, I am using revenues not mine, and may be called
to sharp account for my administration of the Sothron prop-
erty. 1f you have any lightest evidence or thought that
way, tell me.”

“Ihave none,” said Beryl. * Sir Jerome went on the
bark Elizabeth, which sailed for Holland. It was lost
with all on board. 1 had, after he died, a letter written
on board the Elizabeth, and sent me through the man who
took him on that vessel. 1 do not know his name ; if I
heard it, in my sorrow, it was quite forgotten. But I had
the letter, and the bark went down with all on board.”

“With all on board ?—yes, 1 know that,” said Sir
Francis, ““ not one was saved. 1 have lately secured the
cerificate of the death of Ralph Marshall, first mate of the
Elizabeth, and while I secured that, I thought of what I
had heard, and that Jerome might never have gone on that
vessel, and vou, perhaps, had hinthe did not ; and I came
here to ask you frankly, for I must know.”

““1 have answered you frankly. Jerome wrote me
from the Elizabeth the night she sailed. And then you
know he was found ; his clothing was identified.”

She stopped, and bent her face to her knees sobbing.

¢ Pardon me ; I feel that I am cruel ; 1 did not know ;
you will forgive me, knowing all I have at stake.”

«Tunderstand. But who' suggested these cruel thoughts?
Who could infer that Jerome had fled and pretended death,
and I was cognizant of it, and making a way for his re-
turn ?”

¢ 1t was hinted, not clearly charged, but no secret, as
far as I could sec. It was your friend Mrs. Ranleigh.
Lately we were at the Friars together, with others, and
she hinted—well, that Jerome might communicate with
you here.”

Beryl flashed at him.

“If he lived, he would come out plainly,and so would L, ”
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“You will not be angry with me? ” said Sir Francis.

“No ; he has gone; and if you had known him as I
did—known how geunerous, kind, gay, sympathetic, he
was, how lonely, how often unhappy—oh, you would
feel as I do for him. Oh, Jerome! Jerome!”

“ Dear Lady Medford,” said Sir Francis, after a pained
silence, *“ forgive me for stirring these depths of grief.”

Beryl recovered herself after a time.

“If you want to know the name of the sailor who
brought the letter, perhaps my maid will remember. 1
will ask her to-night.”

“Pray do not trouble yourself. I do not need it. He
looked in his breast-pocket for some papers. Here is the
statement of the death of mate Ralph Marshall, lost at the
same time.”

Beryl looked at it vaguely.

That evening, when Fanny was brushing her lady’s
hair, she said :

““You look to have a headache, dear mistress.”

“Yes,” said Beryl, and in a few words told her of the
interview with Sir Francis, adding, ‘‘He showed me the
certificate of the death of the mate, Ralph Marshall, lost
with Sir Jerome on the Elizabeth.”

Fanny dropped the hair brush.

If Sir Jerome was no more dead than Ralph Marshall,
my lady, Sir Francis would soon be out of the Abbey, for
Ralph Marshall is as alive and well as any man that ever
sailed seas.”

 What do you mean, Fanny?”

““Why, I mean that I met him to-day on the beach,
when I went for your umbrella, my lady. I found it
right in his hands. I fairly ran into the man’s arms, as I
skipped down the rock, and we sat and talked some time
down there.”

‘““What! one saved from the Elizabeth!—one!
Then—"

*No, my dear lady,” said Fanny, gently, ‘“No one was
saved. He escaped by notgoing on board. He had need
to hide ashore, and at the last hour he put another man
in his place for the voyage. It was Ralph Marshall, my
lady, brought me the two notes from Sir Jerome Sothron
:g you. You forgot because of all the troubles you had

en.”
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“And you met him to-day, Fanny?”

““Yes,” said Fanny, leaning against the toilet table,
and rolling her lavender cap string about her finger.
““Yes, my lady, I saw him, and a very handsome sailor
he is, and told me the memory of my kind words, when
I saw him in trouble, had never left him, and he had re-
membered me gratefully ever since, and he had laid up a
shawl for me in China, hoping to see me some day, and
to-morrow he would bring it, he being here quite by acci-
dent.” :

—

CHAPTER XLIX.
‘“ THIS STONE SHALL BEAT OUT HIS BRAINS !”

““ Way, Dless my life ! who ever thought of seeing you
here!” Thus Fanny, rosy as a June morning and spark-
ling as the sea, running down the terrace and through the
arches chiseled by the water in the green sand rocks,
until they looked like relics of some ancient and forgotten
Gothic church.  Slipping into one of these arches, Fanny
faced that very goodly-looking sailor, Ralph Marshall.
“You here!” cries Fanny, with sweet simplicity. *‘1
made sure you were off for England.”

Yet Fanny had put on that very pink chintz gown, and
the small apron with the ravishing little pockets, all be-
cause she had a moral certainty of seeing the big, blonde-
whiskered son of Neptune on the beach.

‘1 had no mind to go away till I saw more of yox, my
lass,” said Ralph.

“La! the ship won’t wait on my account.”

““Nor on mine, for I've left her, having promise of a
new ship—a trim-built brig running to Bermuda.”

‘‘Goodness, what a ways! And you’ll be captain ?”

““Ay. Will you like me more on that account, missis ?”

“More? Well, that means some, to begin with. I
don’t yet know as I like you any,” said Fanny.

““'That’s hard news, my lass, for I've thought of you—
honest l—walking the deck keeping watch.”

“Now I think of it, I heard you were dead. Your
drowning on the bark Elizabeth was certified to.”
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««Well, I had neither kith nor kin to cry over me. 1
belonged on the Elizabeth, but did not sail on her. 1 had
to settle some matters for my wife ; and, as I made men-
tion formerly, she died, and I was left a loneman, I hope
you felt a bit bad, hearin’ of my death, missis?”

“Not L” said Fanny, with a laugh, “especially as 1
heard it yesterday evening, having seen you here safeand
sound.  Sir Francis Westholm-Sothron told my lady he
had been to get the death certified.”

**Sir Francis | 7 said Ralph, fiercely. ¢* Acurse on him!
I would give a year out of my life to have the chance of
knocking him about the head with a belaying pin.”

"~ ““If you got your chance, I think you'd be in the way
of hanging for your pains,” said Fanny.

*If I'd come across Aim on the beach yesterday instead
of you, my lass, there’d have been a lively scrimmage, 1
promise you. I owe Sir Francis a cruel settling; and,
peer or pauper, he’ll get it, mind.”

1 shouldn’t mind, I'm sure,” said Fanny, with a toss.

“* And you are with the same mistress as before—Lady
Medford? ”

““Yes, indeed ; I never lived with any other.”

“ That speaks well of your faithfulness, my lass.
Would you be as faithful in love?”

“1 don’t know,” says Fanny, poking her toe in the
sand. ‘¢ Ask them T jilted.”

I shouldn’t wish to be one of them, my lass. 1f you
don’t mean me well, don’t smile on me, forI am a man
as has had trouble enough. Isaw yourladylastevening,
walking about the piazza. She is a very Deautiful
young lady, and sad-looking, and dressed in black. No
doubt she has lost a child?”

‘“She never had one. She is in mourning for her hus-
band. The marquis died nine months back.”

*“The marquis dead! Well, I know what she feels ; 1
pity her. But, then, I was a true heart, and she may not
have been so fond of her husband. It struck me curious,
you know—the two letters carried secret to another man’s
wife, and from a married man!”

“ Don’t go to flinging suspicions,” said Fanny, in a
flame at once. “* Never were two such true lovers as she
and Sir Jerome Sothron were. I know what they felt for
each other, and what a beautiful pair they were ; and when
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her folks tore them apart it was that cruel and destroying
as if one tore a flower in two halves, and required either
of them halves to live. I went through it all with her.
They married her to the marquis, and Sir Jerome flung
himself away on some one out of pure madness that he
would not live with.”

“1 know. It was hard voyaging that, my lass. It is
few love stories that run fair on trade winds.”

““ And whenever they met again it was as two friends
—dear, loving friends, and no more; or two children, or
two lovers, such as in books, that die of love, and are
turned into angels. And who would be so evil-minded as
to fling suspicion, because he sent her word of his affairs
in such a strait as most never a gentleman of England got
into, and he with no family, and she his truest friend.”

¢“ Far be it from me to fling suspicion,” said Ralph. “I
knew Sir Jerome for a good, true man, though rash in his
voyaging, and given to running over close to the wind.
And the lady, as I mentioned to you, looked like an
angel. Being forced, as you say, to marry the marquis,
no doubt she has not broken her heart grieving for him.”

‘¢ She has grieved, as is right and proper, and as a lady
ought,” said Fanny, throwing up her head. ‘¢ She was a
good wife to the marquis ; better than he deserved, in my
mind, for I didn’t like him, I promise you, and he threat-
ening to have me turned away.”

*“ The old pirate ! ” cried Ralph Marshall.

‘Not so bad as that,” said Fanny. “ He had his kind
of goodness, and she had her feelings for him, and she
mourns him as becoming ; but I'll be glad of the day when
I get that mourning off her, and she goes back in society.
It was a fair pleasure to dress her for a ball; and as for
her dresses, Captain Marshall, they’d make you open your
eyes; whole closets full of the most beautiful dresses that
ever was put together.”

“I shouldn’t desire a prettier gown, nor one better be-
coming, than the ene you have on this minute,” said
Ralph, gallantly.

Fanny thrust a neat little hand into each of her apron
pockets, and contemplated, with pleasure, the toes of her
black slippers, under the hem of her pink frock.

“ I'll be bound,” said Ralph, ¢ that your mistress took
on about the bark Elizabeth and them that went down in
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“You may believe it. She nearly died. Abh, there
was when she was truly made a widow ! for Sir Jerome
was the choice of her heart. Ah, that was the true love
what she had for poor dear Sir Jerome! Ishouldn'tspeak
of her, orit, to you like this, only you were brought into
it by means of those letters.”

Then, too, though Fanny did not mention it, it was a
safe, delightful way to talk of love to this blue-eyed Viking ;
to talk of the love of other people.

“ To be sure [ was brought in it,” said Ralph. ‘““And a
deal more than you know. There was a side to that story
that you would never suspect, and I will tell it fo you
some day, my lass.”

* Tell me now,” said Fanny, eagerly.

““No, no, my lass; we will wait till we see more of
each other, for that part of the story brings me and Sir
Jerome and his coustn, Sir Francis, together in a ifearsome
way you never suspect.”

“Oh. do tell me!” cried Fanny, clasping her hands
and looking into his face beseechingly.

But Ralph was keen enough to keep his secret as a bait
to further interviews with the charming Fanny. He
shook his head, saying, like an oracle:

Wait 17

Fanny pouted.

“If Sir Francis was here yesterday he is here now,”
said Ralph. “If he is here he will be at a wine shop or
casino. Iknow his ways. And I'll go find him and pick
a qu%rrel, and let him feel what weight is in a British tar’s
arm.

“Oh, don’t! don't!” cried Fanny.

“Ay, but I must,” said Ralph. “It's a debt1 owe.”

‘“Don't,” said Fanny, catching him by the arm.
““ You might kill him, you are so fearful strong.”

¢ And what matter to you if he is killed?”

““Oh, no matter of him ; he's not the man I like to see
in Sir Jerome’s shoes, or sporting his fortune.”

““What, lass? Do you mean he inherited?”

“Yes, sure. Wasn’t he next of kin.”

‘““And I am letting him, the villain, roll in all those
riches, and wear honor and all that? When I could, and
yet I can't, fling hin out of all he’'s got.  Let me alone,
lass, if he enjoys the Sothron fortune, he has to enjoy it
with a broken back, or less his eyes.”
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“Don’t!” entreated Fanny, ‘‘please don’t You will
get into prison, you might get hung ! oh, Ralph, don't!”

“I'd do anything in life to please you, my lass,” said
Ralph, loosing her clasp, and stooping to pick up a good
smooth pebble the size of a pomegranate, ‘ but this bit of
rock has to hammer out Sir Francis Sothron’s brains, if I
swing as high as heaven forit.”

He strode off in such a heat and fury that Fanny began
to cry with terror, and running back toward the house
met Lelia on the walk.

“Why, Fanny, what is the matter?”

“Qh, Sir Francis Sothron is at the Hotel Gardere, and
a great man like a giant is looking him up to kill him !”

CHAPTER L.
‘1 FELT AS IF WE BREATHED ONCE MORE THE SAME AIR,

LeL1a caught Fanny’s hand.

¢ Going to kill Sir Francis !”

“Yes, indeed. Oh! oh!”

““Well, he deserves it,” said Lelia, her gentle face
becoming bhard and dark, in the uprising of bitter
memories. ‘“But then,” she added, as if to herself,
““when he is dead he can neither repent nor atone, and if
one does not try to prevent a murder, one is, before God,
guilty of blood !”

“Qh, Miss Lelia! The man thatis going to kill him
is a giant, and so mad as never you saw, and he has
with him what will beat out Sir Francis’ brains.”

Lelia, the simple and sweet companion of Anna Marvel
and Lady Beryl, was now in the light of a young lady
pupil at the Biarritz French Finishing School. As a parlor
boarder she had her privileges to go ahead without a
teacher, Leing one. But she could not go out alone, and
a boy in the school livery was attendant on her steps.
Lelia took a card from her case, wrote a few words on it,
and giving it to the boy, told him to fly to the Hotel
Gardere, deliver it to its address, and return for her to the
villa. Quickened by the reception of a franc, the boy ran
off.
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“ Do not tell your lady of this, Fanny ; she has had
worries and troubles enough. We want her to get quite
well and glad again. I see she is looking much stronger
and happier, and yesterday she had white flowers at her
throat and belt.”

¢ And yesterday Sir Francis Sothron came from England
to see her, and stirred her up to crying.”

““What!” cried Lelia. “*Sir Francis! Would he dare,
do you think he would dare to make love to her, to try to
marry her, Fanny ? ” and a fierce look flamed in Lelia’s
brown eyes.

1 know she wouldn't listen to him,” said Fanny.

They had reached the front steps of the villa.

¢« She is round in the arbor,” said Fanny.

Lelia went round the gravel walk, and saw Beryl sitting
in an arbor draped with passion flowers and the airy fol-
iage and fiery bloom of the cypress vine. She was em-
broidering a rich picce of gold thread, and as she held her
frame a little from her to note the effect of her work, she
leaned back her golden head against the arbor’s masses
of bloom, and in a sweet voice sang a little fragment :

“The birds, the birds of mine own land,
[ heard in Brittany 3

And as they sung they seemed to me

The very birds I heard with thee.

Thou at my side again might be ! »’

. ‘1 ¢ Dear Lady Beryl, you are happy to-day !” cried
elia.

Beryl started and looked about at the garden, at Lelia,
‘Y(ilth a sort of wonder. She made room for Lelia at her
side.

““Yes, I was happy ; I had been able to forget—to re-
turn to a time gone by. Do you know, Lelia, that some-
times a gush of remembered perfume, or the return of a
strain of music heard long ago, seems a sort of chariot, in
which the heart is carried away through space and time to
some hour of dear delight ? Tt was so with me. I heard
the song of a bird that sometimes wanders over into
Sussex, and at the same time I breathed a mingled odor of
heather and tall white lilies ; and at once the two carried
me back to the one sweet crowning hour of my life, when
first I knew I was loved and that I loved again ! Oh,
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Lelia, I had forgotten all that here. I was back in Sus-
sex at my uncle’s scat, and 1 heard whispers and saw
adoring looks that have held my life fast ever since.”

Beryl spoke with a certain passionate exaltation that
Lelia had never secen in her. She seemed carried away
by ardent memories. She was living in a world evoked
by song and perfume, and her sweet face flushed, and her
violet eyes glowed with that intense love that for her could
never die.

Lelia recognized the emotion ; she saw that this was
love ; but whether an old love or a new she could not tell.
She trembled with a great fear. She softly took Beryl’s
hand and kissed it. :

“You are so young,” she whispered. ““and so lovely,
that love will come to you again. Wooers will come to
your feet ; once more you will be a hnde.”

¢ No, Lelia,” said Beryl, gently, falling back into sad
quiet. “ My dream is out, my love romance bured to
ashes, months ago.”

*“ Do not say s0,” said Lelia. “*But tell me one thing—
if any one loves you and asks your hand, will you let me
know ? If I am only your companion, you can say,
¢This man is my suitor.””

“You are my friend,” said Beryl, patting her cheek;
“1 would tell you all ; but I shall never havesuch a story
to tell you. Theman I loved, as 1 think noone everloved
before, because my love grew and grew after I was cruelly
parted from him, is dead; he died a sudden, cruel death.
No words can tell how I loved him. When he lived I
could not say to him how dear I held him. But now, now
that I am alone in the world, I hold his memory to my
heart, and I say to it over and over again, ‘I love you,
I love you, I loveyou!”

< Oh, Lady Beryl, could you so love and love?”.

“1 so loved and 1 lost, in the cruelest way love ever
was lost, I think. To-day, when 1 heard that song, and
breathed that mingled sweet and spicy fragrance, do you
know I felt as if he were no longer dead, but living, living,
and near! I felt as if the same golden sunshine shut us
in as a globe of quivering light, as if the same music filled
both our earg; as if we both breathed the sweetness of
those lilies ; as if 1 had only to hold out my arms into
the emptiness that has been so long about me, and they
would clasp him, my beloved and my ownt”
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Lelia had knelt before her friend, and clasping both
arms around her waist, and laying hertear-wetface against
her lap, sobbed :

*Oh, this is a far crueller fate than mine! I knew no
love like this. I think I could never know it. ButI be-
lieve you arc to me the dearest love of my life.  Oh, my
friend, my angel, why is it that a soul cannot be removed
back from the grave by the going down of some living one
to death? Oh, then I would go to that world that lies
beyond this, for in this world I hold so little by anything,
and there I would stay, and send your lover back in my
place to crown your life with joy! I would do all that
for you, I love you so. 1 would, and yet—I can do
nothing.” .

“You can, dear Lelia,” said Beryl, with a quivering lip.
“ Your sympathy comforts me.”

The garden gate clanged, and Lelia, rising, resumed her
place beside Beryl.

The little page appeared.

‘I forgot, mademoiselle, to give you the satchel I
carried for you. I wait for you before the gate on the
bench. The gentleman has already gone from Biarritz.”

Lelia took the little embroidered velvet bag and the
Russia music-roll from the page.

I brought my new piece to play for youthat you may
see if I improve. And here is some new embroidery. I
think it is done well. I usedto have no taste in such work.
I was so careless. But now—is there a little art in this?”

It is very beautiful,” said Beryl,

““And here,” said Lelia, emptying the velvet bag on the
bench, ‘“is such a charming new pattern, and a new kind
of working silk.” :

But with the things on the bench fell out a tarnished
velvet case,

‘* Lawrence’s picture ? ” questioned Beryl, pointing to it,
with a smile,

Lelia turned very pale.

“Why, how did that get in my bag! No, Lady Beryl,
it is my late husband's picture. T cannot conceive how it
came there.”

‘“Ah. May I see it?” said Beryl, holding out her hand.

“Yes.” And Lelia laid the fateful case in her palm. But
Beryl had all the most exquisite sensibilities of a lady. She
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Jeltthe reluctance which Lelia felt in uttering that lingering
“yes.”

Y No,” she said, ““I would rather nos see it. 1 should
not like him.  Put it in the bag, so. Now, Lelia, destroy
it when you go home. You will feel better. We remem-
ber our woes enough at best. Come in and play your new
music for me.”

“1 wish you would play and sing, Lady Beryl,” said
Lelia. ‘< Why not begin your natural ways? The black-
ness and silence have lasted long enough.” )

Beryl’s hands strayed over the keys. She sang:

“Tam to blame! Why should T sing?
My lays ’twere better to forget ;
Each day to others joy may bring,
They can but give to me regret.
Love makes my heart so full of woe .
That naught can please or soothe me now.,
Iam to blame! I am to blame!”

CHAPTER LI
““IT WAS MY OWN WIFE, DELIA MARSHALL!”

“Fanny,” said Lady Beryl, ¢ when I was walking along
the rocks this morning, I thought I saw you talking with
a tall man ; and yesterday, it was the same. I hope you
will not allow yourself to become entangled with any
forcigner. I have had so much trouble, that I feel old
and wise enough to advise you, Fanny.”

““And very ready I am, my lady, for any advice you
may give me. But this is no foreign scamp—it is an Eng-
lishman—a sailor. It is Ralph Marshall, my lady.”

““Oh,” said Beryl, with a shadow sweeping over her
mobile face. “‘I hope he is a good man and means you
well, Fanny. It would be very hard for me to lose you,
but I cannot expect to keep a pretty and pleasing girl, such
as you are, forever. Love is your right.”

“My lady, there’s no man that lives can get me away
from you, so long as you keep me. I know when I'm
well off.”

*Then, Fanny, do not be cruel and trifle with the man,



ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE., 233

Oh, Fanny, remember how I suffered from having wounded
and driven away one who loved me. It is a fearful thing
to drive a man to despair.”

““Qh, this man will not be hurt so easy, my lady,” said
the naughty Fanny, quilling a piece of lace into a jabot
with great skill. ‘* He has had his experiences. Ile has
been married once.”

“Then, as he has suffered, you should be doubly care-
ful not to cause him more grief. If you do not mean any
kindness to him, do not encourage him.”

< But the man is tantalizing me with a secret, my lady.
He has a secret that I'm bound to know. He has prom-
ised to tell me, and he keeps putting me off till next day,
until I am wild. And then it is pleasant to have a nice
tall man to buy one fruit, and he has been giving me
some mighty pretty shells and a string of bangles.”

“Fanny, I warn you, do not take his presents, unless
you mean to return his love.”

““Oh, Ilike him. Might I put a bit of cream or laven-
der ribbon in this jabot for you, mylady? Do be pleased
to lighten up your mourning. I could have danced for
joy, last week, when I saw the cap off your beautiful head
—it is just as bright and curly as when I first brushed it
for you-—me in my first long frock, and you standing hug-
ging the doll-baby you would not lay down.”

Fanny was fond of these reminiscences.

“Yes, I like the man very much, my lady. If, after he
has told me his sccret, I like him more yet, would you
mind my being engaged to him a year or two?”

‘I should, if you jilted him in the end,” said Bery],
looking up from the book on her lap.

“ Possibly, if he sailed the seas all the time, I might
content him by marrying him, so he would have some
one to spend his wages on, and bring things to, and I
could be your maid all the same, my lady.”

““Fanny, I shall never hinder you of any real honest
love. I know too well what it is to parttwo fond hearts.”

““You will not be displeased if I walk on the sands a
bit with him, my lady?”

“No,” said Beryl, kindly.

“Well, I'm bound he shall tell me his secret,” said
Fanny, to herself, as she finished the jabot and laid out
her lady’s dress for dinner.
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All the time she was dressing her lady, who had in-
vited four or five English friends to dine with her, Fanny
was considering by what acts she could beguile from
Ralph Marshall this secret which concerned Sir Jerome
Sothron and her lady. Fanny was a girl exceedingly
given to curiosity.

When Lady Beryl had gone to her preity little drawing-
room to receive her guests, Fanny, with a final peep in
the glass, which assured her that she was quite fascinat-
ing cnough to wile secrets from Ralph, as a bird-charmer
is to beguile birds from a bush, ran down to the beach.
She found Marshall sitting under the fantastic arches, and
flicking little pebbles into the water.

Ralph had provided himself with a knot of cherry rib-
bon, a box of bonbons, and a little silver pencil. All
these he laid at Fauny’s shrine.

1 don't think I'd better take them,” said Fanny, with
apparent indifference. ““When a man don’t give me
what I want, he has small call to bring me what I don’t
want.”

“I wish I thought it was Ralph Marshall himself you
wanted, my lass, and you should have him in a minute.
What would you think of me as a husband, Fanny?”

““Not much good ; you'd not be enough confidential.”

“Why, yes I would,” said Ralph.

“To my mind, a man that don't tell his wife his secrets
isn’t worth having.”

“Oh, if you come to that, my lass——"

“If you loved me you'd tell me all your secrets, and
you know there’s one about Sir Francis and Sir Jerome,
that you're keeping back.”

Ralph looked at the waves, in a brown study.

““And,” said Fanny, ‘I only came here to-day to tell
you not to expect me again. It may make trouble for
me meeting you here, when it is all to come to nothing,
because you don’t truly love me, nor talk confidential to
me.”

“Come now, my lass, if you make it a point, T'll tell
you all I know ; for I'm not going to throw away hap-
piness, keeping other folks’ secrets.” )

Whereupon, Fanny sat down, leaned a little against
Ralph, and favored him with a smile and her strict atten-
tion.

*The first thing I have ta tell vou, my lass, is that Sir
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Jerome’s wife, Celia Morris, had a sister Delia ; and they
two, being twins, was so like, almost no one could tell
‘em apart. It took real love to know one from the other.
Sir Francis Westholm Sothron, visiting at the abbey, took
a notion to Delia—Celia being then living with an aunt in
Lambeth ; and finally, under promise of marriage, he got
her to go off with him ; and, as usually falls out in such
cases, then he would not marry.”

“sOh, the brute!” said Fanny, ‘I wish I had not
said a word against your breaking his head | "

<1 shall do it yet,” said Ralph, firmly ; “it's my mis-
sion 1”

“And Delia?” said Fanny.

¢ Well, she went into despair finally—so far she left Sir
Francis, for she was a girl ashamed of doing wrong, and
desiring to do right, and in her sorrow she was about to
throw herself off London Bridge. Now that was just after
Sir Jerome had married her sister, and it happencd he was
crossing the bridge, and seeing what the young woman
was at, he caught her in time. Then, turning her to the
light, he thought it was his own wife, and shocked, he says,
‘Celial is it you?’ When he found it was Delia, he felt
very pitiful to her, and he took her to a decent woman that
kept a lodging, and he got fifty pounds for her somewhere,
for then he was poor. In a day or two after, he was rich.
He told Delia to go see her sister, and he gave her money
to live quiet.

““ At that time I saw Delia, and I went wild in love of
her at sight, and I wanted to marry her. And Sir Jerome,
he told her, ‘Marry an honest man if he loves you so as
to overlook all.” And her sister, she begged and begged
her to marry me, and finally shedid. But I tell you truth,
my lass, the love was all on my side; and though she
behaved as well asa woman could, she did not care a penny
for me, and she had cared, and did care, for Sir Francis.
And T'll pay him out for it.

*“Now that is as affairs stood when I come home from
a voyage, and looking for my wife, met, in the middle of
the night, Sir Jerome flying from the police under suspicion
of having murdered his wife. I, knowing him so well,
knew that he never had done that same, and so I helped
him off in the bark Elizabeth going on to Rotterdam with
half her lading. Knowing Delia would be heart-broke
for her sister, I remained ashore to look to her, Well, 1
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thought Delia would be glad if I had seen Celia’s body,
and knew how and where she would be buried ; and so 1
went up to the house I knew so well, and up to the room
where the body lay.

““Ah, my lass, that was a hard sight! A low lounge in
the middle of the room, and a linen sheet on it, hanging
to the floor, over something all slender, straight,
and still! And they lifted away the sheet, and, my lass,

aere she lay, as pretty a piece of marble as ever was cut

out ; scarce eighteen year old, murdered by a cruel hand.
But, my lass, the secret is—i# was nof Mrs. Jerome Sothron
af all! No, it was not Celia. Where Celia is I don’t know.
But, in a blue-flowered gown that Celia had given her,
there lay dead before my eyes, not Sir Jerome's wife at all.
but my own wife, Delia Marshall

CHAPTER LIIIL
“ WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL THE TRUTH?”

Fanny gave a scream, and caught Ralph’s arm.

““Do you mean to say it was no/ Mrs. Jerome was
killed? ”

¢« Just that, missis ; it was her sister.”

““Well, who killed her, and why?”

“I can’t tell you. I don’t know.”

“And why didn't you tell the truth at the time, man?”

““For several rcasons. I could not bear to have poor
Delia’s name and all her follies put in all the papers, as it
would if all had been told ; for Delia was not a girl that
took to wickedness. Then, again, T had been very lavish
to Delia, and I had not a pound to bury her as she ought
to be buried. And, last of all, I knew Delia would have
wanted to be put in the Abbey church-yard alongside of
her father and mother. I’d often heard her say she wished
she was by them. But her relations was proudish people,
and they would never have let her as ran away with Sir
Francis, sleep in peace among ’em, though Cfeha, that
married Sir Jerome, would be welcome, so I let it go that
it was Celia to get my girl the burying she needed. I
haunted about and followed the funeral, and was at i,
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and after they set her up a grave-stone, with CeLIA in big
letters along the top, I spent a moonlight night chiseling
out with my knife the true name, DELIA, down among the
grass on the bottom of the stone.” !

I believe,” said Fanny, tearfully, ‘‘that ~ou rc aright
good man.” ,

““Well, my lass, I try to be. If you take me ;ou il ind
how near I sail by my intentions. “I'm a ma> ipal
wants a wife. I don’t want you to think I've no feehi”:
to give you, for Delia’s dead, and, moreover, she neve:
cared for me, and it is not my nature to go on giving my
feelings forever, and getting none back.”

““But no one would have suspected Sir Jerome of
murdering your wife,” said Fanny.

“You see, I should have let Sir Jerome know how it
stood, but then. the bark Elizabeth that I put him on
went down with all on board ; and so it made no difference,
as I could see, and being heart-sick I went off on a long
voyage the day after I saw you. But when my feelings
eased down a little I called you into my mind, and there
you've been ever since.”

The fact of the clearing of Sir Jerome’s memory from
the stain of murder had"made little impression on Fanny.
She could see that charge of crime made a great difference
to a living person, but she could not see that it made any
difference to the dead. To be punished for evil was the
great trouble, in Fanny’s mind: To her the chief thing
was to escape punishment, the second thing was to be free
from guilt. Fanny’s nature wasgot high enough to set
innocence first.  So little did she regard the legal clearing
of Sir Jerome’s name, that she never had thought, did not
now think of mentioning it. All the singular circumstances
about Sara Hunter lost themselves in the to her greater
interest of the fact that Mrs. Sothron was not dead.

‘“What had become of her? Where was she? No one
had ever seen her since. Did she dislike her sister?”

‘“ Oh, you'd never ask it if you'd seen the two. Why
they were like as two peas, and loving as two doves.
They held each other dear.” ,

et B,l,lt no one has ever seen Mrs. Jerome Sothron
since.

3 “‘;I"l,lat is strange where she is, to be sure. She may be
ead. :
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“ And who wanted to murder your wife?”

“There again you have me. It is'a fearful mystery.
Some one must have mistaken her for her sister,”

* Now it is clear,” said Fanny. ¢ It was Sara Hunter,
the maid, did it, for money. She thought it was her
mistress. Delia must have come in after Sir Jerome went
out, and her sister must have given her the bank-note to
look at or keep, and then Mrs. Sothron must have gone
out, and Sara, taking your wife for her mistress, killed her.”

““Yes, that is pretty plain. But where did Mrs. Sothron
go? She must have seen the news of the murder in the
papers. Why did she not speak?”

** I've heard of people hiding themselves in London for
years and years, and if she wanted to hide, no way was
better than letting it go that she was dead.”

““'That is plain,” said Ralph,

“I've made up my mind not to tell my lady,” said
Fanny. ¢ She is just getting more cheerful, and I won't
harrow up her mind with all this dreadful story, I can't
see as it makes any difference to her, Sir Jerome's wife
living. If Sir Jerome was alive, then it would be different.
But he has gone, and I hope to see her live down all her
troubles and get some good of herlife. The less said
soonest mended.”

*“In which case, I had better have said nothing.’

*Oh, no; I wanted to know what you meant,” said
Fanny ; and as she had pinned the knot of ribbon at her
breast, and opened the box of bonbons, Ralph accepted it
as a good augury for his suit.

¢ And Dbecause I had ill fortune about my first wife,
you won’t say me no for a second, my lass?”

¢ Perhaps not—after awhile,” said Fanny, coyly.

« But you'll give me a good answer right soon?”

“T'll think about it,” said Fanny. ¢ Itis time I went
back to the house ; my lady may need me.”

She rose up from the rock where she had been sitting,
shook out her dress, and turned about.

“There! If there is not that snake again! What
mischief does she mean now?”

““There's no snakes on the sea sand,” said Ralph.

“Well, you look ahead, and if you don’t see a sna_ke
coming this way, in a scarlet crape bonnet trimmed with
jet poppies, and a black silk dress covered with bugle

¢l
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net, and a scarlet satin parasol with black lace, my name
isn't Fanny Hume.”

“ Which I hope soon will be Fanny Marshall.”

‘No matter what you hope,” said Fanny, brusquely.
““T'd give my best bonnet to know what that Mrs. Ran-
leigh is doing here! I just hate her!”

Then Fanny, in a perfectly artless manner, moved
along the sands, and exhibited her hate by smiling in a
very sweet and humble fashion at Mrs. Ranleigh as soon
as that lady’s black eyes fell on her, and she said ;

‘“ Why. Fanny, how are you, my good girl? And how
is your lady ¢ ”

““She is well, ma’am,” said Fanny, leaving her rosy
cheeks to speak in her own behalfl

“ Which is the nearest way to her villa, Fanny?”

““The nearest way is up those steps, ma’am.”

“Then 1 will go that way, and I won’t tell her I met
you, Fanny,” said Laura, tripping on.

“ Consider the artfulness of her,” said the ingenuous
Fanny. < She won't tell! She thinks I'd be afraid to
have my lady know I was here with you, and if she says
she won’t tell she'll put me in her interest, and make me
?fraid to go against her. I don't have secrets from my
ady.”

‘“ And I hope you'll have none from me, Fanny.”

¢ That depends whether you have any from me. But
you have been fair enough to-day, and so, good-by,”
said Fanny, going up the steps where Mrs. Ranleigh had
just passed.

She saw Laura’s slender figure moving up the villa
walk, erect, graceful ; she saw her all at ease, furl her
parasol, go up the steps to the piazza where Beryl had
brought her guests after dinner; she saw her fold Beryl
in her arms, and say:

“'Mly” own sweetest Beryl, it is heavenly to see you
again

Then Fanny entered at the side door, and went up
stairs to look over her lady’s lace, and make to herself
very unpleasant remarks about Mrs. Ranleigh.

The guests had gone, Beryl and Laura Ranleigh sat
alone in the moonlight, listening to the lapping sea.

*“Dear Beryl,” said Laura, in the sweetest tones, ‘1
know you cherish hard feelings toward me, You fe¢l
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that I have given you cause for complaint. Yours is the
very gentlest heart in the world, but you are so good you
are casily imposed on. There was a time, when in pity
for your feelings, I could not speak, but now the hour is
come to set myself right with you. You were first put
against me by the falschoods of a discharged maid. Dear
Beryl, is it just for a lady to take the gossip of an angry
servant as testimony against her best friend? Then I
know, Beryl, the marquis said and did things to make
you feel I was unfair to you. Oh, believe me, Beryl, 1
never said one word or gave one hint that he did not
wrest from me by sharp, close questions, and his jealousy
over you made him unconsciously exaggerate to you and
to himself every word I uttered. 1 afways spoke for you,
darling Beryl. It was because I blamed his jealousy and
upheld you, that he revoked that codicil. And I am glad
I upheld you, for I love you, though my truth caused me
loss of what would have saved me from desperate embar-
rassments. Beryl, I am in the most terrible distress. 1
have been obliged to rent my home and resign half my
income to my creditors. And then, Beryl, Sir Francis
Sothron paid me attentions that, as he has not offered
himself, as every one thought he would, place me in the
most unhappy position. Dear Beryl, by you, ever my
uncenscious enemy and rival, I have lost my competence
and my lover, Oh, Beryl, pity me!” And Laura, in a
passion of tears, knelt at Beryl's feet.

CHAPTER LIV,
¢“7’LL LEAVE HEAVEN TO RECKON WITH you.”

Tre light, graceful pillars of the veranda were wreathed
with clematis and passion-flowers that passed in a fragile
and fragrant curtain from one to another. Screened thus
by leaf and flower, Beryland Laura were unseen by pass-
ers-by, and they-themselves did not see a portly figure
stopping at the entrance gate, hesitant about coming 1in,
and finally passing on. Laura would at once have known
this figure for Sir Francis. But Sir Francis felt that the
beautiful Beryl shrank from him, and that his call would
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be unwelcome. The sunset red was yet lingering, and
Sir Francis, wandering idly along, passed the new modern
cottages of Biarritz, and came to an open space, which lies
between them and the ancient town, clustering about
several large buildings once convents. Passing before
him on this little moor Sir Francis saw a graceful young
figure, in a floating blue dress and white shawl, and fol-
lowed by a page-boy, who carried a leather music-roll.
This was Lelia, who had been with Lady Beryl, and was
slowly returning home. At sight of her Sothron’s bored
look vanished, his face lighted, his step became rapid, he
pressed by the lad, and said, in a low tone:

“Delial”

The girl turned and looked fixedly at him.

I implore you,” said Sir Francis, trembling, ‘‘to tell
me who you are! You are, and you are not, Delia.”

1 am her sister.”

““Her sister! And so like.”

‘“Her twin.”

¢“She never told me she had such a sister.”

‘““No doubt the poor girl could not mention to you a
family heart-broken over her errors. When her soul was
sick with longing for those she had loved and deserted,
would she be likely to speak of s, whom you would de-
spise as you did her and her tears?”

1 did not despise her. I swear to you it was only my
poverty—"

“Hush! It was your selfishness, your cruelty, your
laziness, that would not take and support a wife, accord-
ing to your promise.”

‘Do not be too hard on me. I am ready to atone—to
share with her my name and all that I have.”

They were walking slowly on.

‘I cannot be walking or speaking with you out here,”
said Lelia. ‘‘I am at school here. This is my gate. As
a parlor boarder I can receive a caller. If you have any
news, or can help me in searching for my sister, you may
in half an hour ring this bell and call for me, for the first
and last time.”

Her tone was severe and firm ; she passed within the
low, heavily arched gate, and Sir Francis strolled out
toward the sea to wait his half-hour. When herang at the
little door he was led to a small, neat parlor, where a
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piano, a stand of books, an embroidery frame, and pots
of flowers gave a homelike air. Lelia was reading at a
table by a-softly shaded lamp ; in a low chair not far from
her an elderly woman in black sat knitting.

Lelia rose and bowed coldly to Sir Francis, pointing him
to a chair.

“We are not alone,” said Sir Francis, in a low tone.
I wished to speak of private affairs.”

**Speak. She understands only Spanish.”

But Sir Francis found it hard to speak. He found him-
self before this fair girl in the position of a criminal before
a severe judge.

“You are very like your sister,” he faltered. ‘' How
are you named? ”

““Lelia.”

* And your names are like?”

¢ Because we were so alike, they named us so.”

Sir Francis sat thinking, his face bowed. He distinctly
remembered that his cousin, Jerome, had married one of
those Morris girls, with a name ending in Zz. She had
died a terrible death. He could not hint of that terrible
tragedy. So, this pensive, lovely creature, so full of
dignity and simplicity, watched him with high rebuke on
her face. As he was silent she spoke :

“Can you give me any clew toward finding Delia?”

““No—uone. But one thing I can tell you, Ralph
Marshall —the man she married, is dead. I have the state-
ment of his perishing when his ship went down with all
on board. If Delia is found, she is free to be my wife,
and she shall be. 1 have looked for her diligently in
London.”

< She was not in London. She meant to come to the
Continent, She knew if she remained where she could see
you, she would be again persuaded to fly with you. She
fled from temptation.”

““ A pity she did,” said Sir Francis, bitterly. ¢ If she
had come to me, the way would soon have been cleared
to my marrying her.”

“<Tt is never better to sin,” said Lelia.

“But to send her to the Continent was to drive her to
ruin ; she had nothing to live on.”

“She did. It was in my power to give her plenty of
money, and 1 gave it to her. An elderly French woman
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that lodged where she did, was going with her. To save
her, I gave her gladly alll had. Iloved my sister. And,”
she added, in the deep voice of growing passion, “*as 1
loved her, I hate you—I hate you, Francis Sothron, de-
stroyer of my sister, with an utter hatred. And I call on
you vengeance ! And it will come! DMark my words, if
there is one point where you can be wounded and driven
to despair, there the dagger shall enter your soul. Evil,
and not good, shall follow you all the days of your life!”

‘I am ready to repair any wrong,” faltered Sir Francis.

“Some wrongs can never be repaired! Thisisone. I
believe my sister is dead, for I cannot find her, although
I have extended inquiries everywhere. Her death, then,
lies at your door, and God will require her blood at your
hands.”

“Do you give up the search?”

‘“No. I shall seek her, my best loved ones and for a
year and a day I hold your promise, and when the year
and the day are ended I will meet you at the tomb in the
Abbey church.”

Sir Francis found his way out of Lelia’s presence, feel-
in%as if he had made some strange tryst with death,

eltla went up to hir room, and panting and over-
powered with excitement, threw open her window and sat
down on the ledge. Her face, clearly revealed in the Lghit
of the lamp, came under the full gaze of Ralph Marshuul,

‘It is Mrs. Sothron! and I'll prove it ! ” said the sailor;
and finding his way round the large building to the gate,
he asked for Mrs. Sothron,

An English speaking servant explained to him that ‘“No
Mrs. Sothron was there. It was a school for demoiselles ;
there was no madame in the house but old madame, the
chief of the establishment, and the cook, a widow. No
gentlemen were admitted, and Ralph must not disturb the
ﬁface”of the establishment by asking for some one not

ere.

*“Curious how like people can be,” said Ralph, going
away, shaking his head. “I made sure it was Mrs.
Sothron.”

. A§ he went back to the town, his head down, his hands
in his pockets, he heard a cry from the moor for «* Help 1 ”

Springing along in the direction of the cry, he saw in the
moonlight three men struggling with one.
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““ Fair play ! ” roared Ralph, but as he came dashing up
the central figure fell under a heavy blow. The others
had not time to accomplish their purpose of robbery, for
Ralph, standing astride the fallen body, and jerking a club
from onc of the assailants, so heavily laid about him that
one fell stunned, and the other two fled.

““ Now, my hearty,” said Ralph, bending over the un-
consctous figure he had defended, ‘‘let us see if you are
dead or stunned.”

He turned the body over, and the wide white moonlight
fell on the motionless, bloody face, of the man whom he
had sworn to destroy, Sir Francis Sothron !

His enemy was in his hands, white and helpless.

Ralph staggered back. Could he lift his hand against
an unconscious foe?

To execute vengeance now would be sheer murder.
Francis Sothron’s face had been well photographed on his
jealous heart, in the days of his love for the dead Delia.
This was surely he.

And Delia had loved him, and her love had blighted all
her life, and sent her down to a terrible death.

The brown fingers of Ralph tightened on Sir Francis
Sothron’s throat. Then they relaxed. He rose from his
bending posture.

“No, no,” he said, ““it is not for an Englishman and
an hornest tar to take vengeance on a man lying between
life and death. For this time T'll leave God to reckon
with you, Sir Francis.” And he strode away, leaving two
figures lying on the heath.

CHAPTER LV,
¢ 1 SAW HIM AN HOUR AGO. HERE IN BIARRITZ.”

Berve. was the tenderest, most forgiving, most easily
moved of women. Traitorous as Laura had been, when
Beryl saw her weeping on her knees, all her heart was
touched, and clasping her satin-smooth arms around
Laura’s neck, she bowed her fair face to that brilliant dark
one, saying ;
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*Oh, Laura! Do not kneel before me. Indeed, I
never hindered you of either legacy or lover.”

‘¢ You never meant to, Beryl ! but, oh, you have !” cried
Laura, clinging to her hands. Beryl, I lay my heart bare
to you. 1 am nota women to live alone. 1haveawarm
heart; I want a home and wedded love. I married so
early, and was widowed so soon, that it is like a dream ;
and my heart was left, free as a young girl’s, for a choice.
Oh, Beryl, you know how good and noble the marquis
was. His one blemish was jealousy, and that never
would have developed married to a woman who loved
him better than all the world beside. You know that,
Beryl.”

“I know,’
keen remorse.

““Oh, Beryl, I was that woman. I loved, I adored the
marquis. He cared for me, Beryl, till your sweet child-
face, your gentle mien, came between us. But for you,
poor child—say, rather, but for your family—1I should have
been Percy’s wife ; and Percy would, I believe, to-day,
have been a happy husband.”

Here poor Beryl, artfully placed as a criminal, whose
lack of adaptability had shortened her husband’s life, burst
into bitter weeping. She remembered the words of the
marquis, ‘‘Perhaps I chose wrong.” Oh, why had he
not saved all this misery by choosing right ?

‘“Darling,” said Laura, generously, ‘1 don't blame you :
you did the best you could. Ilove you. But feeling as
I did for Percy, I could not refuse to answer what he asked
for. But I never, never betrayed you. Well, Beryl, that
is passed. I am now a wretched woman ; my beauty and
popularity with men gave me enemies in bitter-tongued
dowagers, who have daughters to marry. I am poor ;
miserably in debt. My few relations arc angry because
Sir F{ancis' attentions have ended as they have, in nothing
definite. In my joy, for I really care for him, Beryl, 1
had given up Percy. I know it would have been wicked
to care for another woman's husband "——(at this stab poor
Beryl winced)—**and, indeed, I care for Francis. I would
make him the best of wives. In my joy, I was too lavish,
and I am in a terrible strait. Oh, Beryl, I come to you
for love, pity, and help.”

*What can I do for you,—Laura? And then, what did

s

said Beryl, faintly, for this was to her a
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you tell Sir Francis ?—that 1 believed Jerome alive, and
care here to find him¢”

“No, no, my love. Either you misunderstood him, or
he misunderstood me. I never said that. But men like
Francis are so hasty, and apprehend so strangely. I
should be glad if Jerome lived, for your sake, love. Fran-
cis, as heir, took the alarm, but he would not begrudge
Jerome his life, though, of course, he is gone. But, some-
how, Beryl, you have rivaled me, or set Sir Francis against
me, for from the day you went to the abbey, I have lost
his qffection. He came here to see you—he is here
now,

““No, he is not. Did you come for that, Laura?”

““Oh, how cruel, you are! Beryl, I came to you tosave
me.”

“I? What can I do for you, Laura?”

“You can love me—you can be my friend. I hunger
for love. I am so heart lonely, Beryl. You, too, are
alone, Oh, let me stay with you. Your position, your
name, your character, can be my shield, my stay, my
defence, from cruel, triumphing tongues. 1 cast myself
on your bounty. Help me!l Save me! Love mel! If
you have anything against me, forgive me! But, indeed,
indeed, I never knowingly did you wrong.”

Beryl, so innocent and guileless, so tender and forgiv-
ing, relented toward her former friend. Laura’s passion
of protestation carried her away, and made her feel that
she herself, in some way, had been wrong, and Laura
right. She drew Laura closer, kissed her, and said :

““Dear Laura, I will do anything—everything I can
for you!”

““Oh, you blessed angel!” said Laura. ¢ Whatever
comes over, if you will only love me, and be true to me,
Beryl, I can have courage and be happy. Dear, I know
you have been dull and lonely. We will be astwo sisters.
We shall be happy together, will we not?”

How surprised was Fanny, next day, to find that this
unexpected guest remained in the villa all night, and that
Mrs. Ranleigh’s trunks arrived, and Mrs. Ranleigh, on the
level of the warmest days ol her intimacy, remained with
Lady Medford.

It is true that the warmth, the intensity, of these sud-
denly renewed relations belonged to Laura; Beryl was
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hesitant and troubled. But Laura ignored this, and was all
effusion, brightness, caresses.

The shrewd Fanny detected one motive of Mrs. Ran-
leigh's movements. Reduced to sharp straits by her
extravagance, and criticised for her light conduct, she
took refuge under the wealth and dignity of Beryl. A
reason, unknown to Fanny, was that Laura believed that,
living with Beryl, she should see her truantlove, Sir Fran-
cis, and not let him escape a third time.

Fanny, who loathed dullness, and longed to see her lady
back in society, appreciated what would be Mrs. Ran-
leigh’s success in this direction, and to Beryl's surprise,
very amiably offered to be maid to both.

“You are the best of girls, Fanny,” said herlady; ‘“for
I know you do not like Mrs. Ranleigh, butI think we have
both misjudged her.”

Fanny said nothing ; but as she wentinto the wardrobe
for a black net dress with a delicate trimming of lavender
ribbons, smiled to herself as she considered that serving
as maid would give her opportunity to keep Mrs. Ran-
leigh closely watched.

There was no harm, thought Fanny, in letting Mrs.
Ranleigh think that she only was cognizant ot those beach
meetings with Ralph Marshall. 1f Laura thought the
maid i her power, she would be less guarded before
her.

The presence of Laura brightened the little villa. Beryl
went out much more now that Laura was with her, With
a ‘‘tiger” on a perch behind them, they drove about the
lonely moors and the roads, all fruit-bordered and glowing
under September suns.

That gave Fanny time, which she was nothing loth to
improve, to take her sewing to the beach and talk with
Ralph, who yet lingered about Biarritz unwilling to leave
his Fanny.

He hastened to meet her, as she’tripped down the rocks
to a favorite seat under the cliff.

“I was nearly coming up to the villa to see you, my
lass,” said Ralph ; ‘I was in such haste for you.”

“ Why, dear me ! ” cried Fanny, ¢ 7 never care so much
to see you, Ralph 1”

‘* You would, my lass, if you knew what I had to tell
you to-day.”
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“Eh? More secrets ? 7 said Fanny, all attention.

“ Ay, more and more. The queerest ever I heard.”

““About?”

¢ About Sir Jerome Sothron.”

‘¢ Oh, tell me quickly !”

“ The fact is, my lass, he wasn’t on the bark Elizabeth
atall 1”7

Fanny gave a scream.

‘“Consequently he couldn’t have sunk in her, as he
wasn't on her. And, moreover, he may be alive at this
minute, seeing he wasn’t drowned then.”

‘Oh, Ralph, speak out plain ! Don’t tantalize me ! ”

“1 am speaking plain. Moored next the Elizabeth
that night lay the Mary Anne, going with the tide to sail
for the Azores. On the Mary Anne, whose captain I
knew, was his brother, a devil-may-care leaving Eng-
land. Whether Sir Jerome distrusted me or not, I dont’
know, but he stepped on the Mary Anne, changed coats
and vest with the captain’s brother, gave him his watch
and his pocket-book, with a hundred pounds in it, and
changed berths with him, and so Sir Jerome went to the
Azores, and the captain’s brother was drowned off the
Maas and buried tfor Sir Jerome.”

*¢ How did you hear it ?”

I met the captain of the Mary Anne yesterday, and he
told me.”

‘“ And where is Sir Jerome ? ”

““ He left him at Fayal, and never saw him since.”

“ Then he may be alive.”

“ Very likely he is alive.”

““ And his wife is alive. . All is back where it was.
Heaven send my lady never hears of either of them more.
Ralph, you must keep quiet.”

¢“ And let Sir Francis inherit? NotL”

‘“ But for my lady’s sake ! ”

“ But for Delia’s sake ! ”

* * * * * * *

The next morning Fanny was cutting roses, when
Ralph came up and seized her arm. .

““ Hark you, lass. Sir Jerome is alive, I saw him an
hour ago, here in Biarritz.”
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CHAPTER LV.
¢ OH, WHAT AN ESCAPE

¢You could knock me down with a feather!” So said
Fanny, dropping her roses. o

«T'don’t want to knock you down with anything,” said
the matter-of-fact Ralph, picking up the flowers.

“You saw him?”

“Yes; down in the Casino. There was a great crowd,
when who should I see across the room but Sir Jerome.
I was taken all aback—regular caughtin a flaw and ready
to capsize. But I'd know his handsome face anywhere.
And then I'm bound to serve Sir Francis the worst turn I
can. So I began to tack along, working my way through
the crowd, elbowing along—here, there—till I got where
he was 4

“And then!”

““Then he was gone

“Gone! And where?”

¢“More’n I can tell you, missus.”

“ And you didn’t see him nor speak to him at all?”

“No. I looked. I couldn’t find him in the Casino;
and when I sailed into the street on a clear course, he
wasn't in sight, and I cruised around for two hours with-
out seeing him. And then, my lass, I came to you, forI
know you wish to keep this from your lady, and I'm anx-
ious to deal fair and honest, and show the flag I sail under.
I'm bound to make Sir Jerome show himself, and drive
out that villain, Sir Francis. And if Sir Jerome won't
speak, I'm bound to speak forhim. Ioweit toSir Francis
because of his treatment of Delia, and I'll pay it, sure.”

Fanny was in great distress.

““What will become of us? My lady loves him just as
deep as ever she did, and if she hears he is alive. she will
be wild to see him—and then her heart is bound to break
for him again, if his wife is alive. And here you say
maybe his wife s alive.”

[ IR
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““1 know she is.”

“Know?”

“Yes ; or else she’s dead, and I saw her ghost, or 1
saw Delia’s ghost.”

“You'll drive me mad with your ghosts and your Delias.
You know there's no ghosts, man.”

‘“Well, we sailors are pretty superstitious, my lass. It
is the sea makes us so. If, as you say, there’s none, then
his wife is alive, and I saw her Sunday.”

““Then, perhaps he’s here after her.”

‘So he may be,” said Ralph, with conviction, ¢ I never
thought of that.”

‘I wish you could tell me a straight story,” said Fanny,
ready to cry. .

“« Well, my lass, I vow I'm telling as straight a story as
I can, and I never spun so many yarns in my life as I
have for you. Here's the wholeof it. Sunday, I strolled
into a church, and in the crowd I stared at a face justlike
Delia’s, and as Delia is dead, 1 knew it was Celia. Sol
watched, but the crowd and carriages made such a throng,
I lost her entirely. But just along toward evening, strolling
up Ly the moor, I caught sight of a head, and shoulders,
and gait just like her again, below, and I hurried after,
but lost her in some of the houses at the other end of the
town—the ones with walled gardens.”

*“ The old convents?”

(%3 Ay' i

““Well, then,” said Fanny, *‘the end of all is, Sir Jerome
is alive, and here. His wife is alive, and here. If my lady
sees him, it is only to break her heart, and she will see him
if she stays. I must get her away. Who knows what
will turn up ? T'll gain time, and give her a few more easy
days, any way.”

*“Why, if she goes, you'll go, and I can’t see you ! ” cried
Marshall, in dismay.

“That's your lookout,” said Fanny, angrily, blaming
poor Ralph for Jerome’s existence, and for his wife’s.

Fanny’s heart was just then all on her adored lady: She
hurried in with her roses. distracted to find a plan for
getting her mistress from Biarritz.

In the parlor was Mrs. Ranleigh. She had in herhanda
Paris paper, and seemed in perplexity. She looked up as
Fanny began to fill the vases. :
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¢ Fanny, don't you think your dear lady looks badly ? "

] don't know,” said Fanny, discreet at once, though
she knew Beryl looked wonderfully well.

©I know the climate here is too relaxing. She needs a
higher altitude. She nceds mountain air. She has been
by the sea too long. She needs Switzerland, now in the
grape harvest—Swiss air, Swiss milk, Swiss exercise.”

Fanny saw hight. She thrust her roses pell-mell into a
vase. She approached Mrs. Ranleigh.

‘“Madam, for some reason / don’t know, you wish to
get my lady away from here. For a reason yox do not
know, I wish to get her away—now, at once, to-morrow !
Let us work together. Oh, tell me, is there any way of
getting my lady off to-morrow morning—for Switzerland
or anywhere ? ”

“I know you only desire your lady’s good,” cried
Laura, eagerly. *‘ Plan for her good. 1 will help you,
Fanuy.”

Her Paris paper had informed her that Sir Francis Soth-
ron had started for Lausanne. She said :

*“Could you get her to go to Lausanne?”

“I'm willing to tell the wickedest lie of my life,” said
Fanny, in great excitement, ‘‘ to get her away.”

«It would not be wicked, my good girl.”

¢« My sister is mnaid to the Lady Maria Ravlin. I'll say
I had a telegram that she is very ill at Lausanne, and I
want to see her. You propose that we all make a start to
Lausanne. You praise it well. Tll cry. You propose
that North stays and shuts this house and comes after us,
and I'll beg to leave on the morning train, and I'll offer to
pack all the boxes to-day.”

““Fanny, you are a jewel! You are the best, shrewdest,
most devoted creature! You are worth your weight in
gold!”

Even from Mrs. Ranleigh, praise was sweet to Fanny.

*Well, ma’am, if youll go up to her and begin to talk
Switzerland and your longings, I'll come up in a minute
with my story. Heaven forgive me, and not send death
on my family to punish me!”

Fanny wished to see North. Of late there had been a
coolness between North and Fauny because of Ralph
Marshall, and Fanny had remarked to North ‘‘that there
was no sense in forever and ever sweetheartin’ without
idea of marrying.”
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She had now in hand to engage North to keep Jerome
Sothron, his card, or his letter from her lady if it happened
that either of the three should assail the villa. She and
North had so high a personal battle, and Fanny was forced
to tell so much of her lady’s history, and he so very im-
pressive, before she could win North’s consent to act
Cerberus, that she was trembling, flushed, and drowned in
tears when, her victory over North won, she rushed up
stairs and proclaimed her sister at the point of death in
Lausanne.

Beryl Medford, straightforward and generous, was as
wax in the hands of these conspirators. She agreed to
go to Lausanne next morning for an indefinite stay. She
allowed Fanny to go down and say that her lady was
‘““not at home ” to any one.

All that day was spent in diligent preparations. Fanny
wept—from various causes, Ralph being one. Mrs.
Ranleigh sang the praises of Switzerland. A busy day ;
early retirement ; early breakfast—these made the dan-
gerous time short, while Fanny trembled at every peal of
the bell and at every footfall.

At evening Fanny slid out into the moonlight to bid
Ralph good-by. He said he had looked everywhere for
Sir Jerome, but had not found him. He should seek
further for him, and for Mrs. Sothron, but in four days he
must go to England, or lose his ship.

“Mind you don’t lose the ship, else how can we be
married next year?” said Fanny. ‘“And write to me if
you see Sir Jerome.”

Four days! Perhaps four days would go by without
danger.

The next morning, Beryl insisted that Fanny, as she
was in trouble for her sister, should go in the compart-
ment with Mrs. Ranleigh and herself. Fanny lingered,
the last one to enter, to speak with Ralph. She saw Sir
Jerome Sothron enter the last of the second-class com-
partments on the same train. Ralph did not see him ; his
whole attention was on the rosy Fanny.

Fanny, in desperate anxiety, cried all the way to the
station where they changed trains, But, to her great joy.
Sir Jerome did not leave his compartment, nor change his
train, and Fanny’s spirits rose as they whirled away, and
she realized that the dreaded Sir Jerome was whirling in
quite a contrary direction.
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CHAPTER LVIL
‘¢ WAS IT A PROPOSAL TO-DAY?”

Fanny afterward looked back to those four days as the
bad dream of her life. She dreaded at every turn of the
road to see Sir Jerome appear to face her adored lady, and
she always pictured him with his wife leaning on his
arm. She had also to make the best she could of the fact
that on arriving at Lausanne she found her sister, Lady
Maria’s maid, perfectly well. She made some lame ex-
cuse about a trick played on her, but never felt that Lady
Beryl was quite satisfied there with.

However, the four days passed ; they were charmingly
settled in a hotel on the bluff overlooking the deep, blue
waters of Lake Geneva, and Ralph Marshall had not been
heard from—Fanny hoped that he was well on the way to
Bermuda.

On the second afternoon of their stay, Mrs. Ranleigh
proposed a promenade along the green, shaded alleys of
Montbenon. It was as a triumphal procession for Laura ;
she felt that shc looked admirable in her walking-suit of
green velvet, buttoned with silver balls ; she shared the
admiration which followed the singular beauty of Beryl;
and then, it was worth much to walk out followed by the
stately valet, North, the rosy maid, Fanny, and a page in
blue-and-canary livery. The Montbenon promenade was
crowded with cheerful groups, laughing along under the
trees, or stopping to get the exquisite views of the lake
glittering in the sun beneath the line of cliffs.

As Beryl and Laura stopped for one of these views, they
saw some one sitting on the terrace a little below them—
an Englishman, evidently, from his travelling costume.
A tall greyhound was standing with his head on his
master’s knee,

) ‘“There is Sir Francis |” cried Laura, in subdued de-
light; and breaking off a little branch from a lime tree

overhead, she tossed it so that it fell almost into his
hand.
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He looked up. A flash of pleasure went over his face,
and he at once joined them. )

*“Who would have thought,” said Laura, *“to see the
gay Sir Francis sitting in melancholy mood alone ?”

““* And who would have thought that such blissful so-
ciety was coming to his rescue?” cried Sir Francis.

““I am charmed that you are here,” said Laura; but
whoever would have thought of seeing you in such an
out-of-the-way resort? Lausanne is utterly unfashion-
able.”

*Then how did it lure two queens of London society ? ”

“You remember I am not in society just now, and I am
pursuing a quict life,” said Beryl.

“To come forth like a Venus new dipped in Paphian
wells, for the destruction of English mankind, when your
seclusion is completed,” said Sir Francis.

Beryl did not like this bald style of compliment. She
did not like Sir Francis, and she also remembered that
Laura had complained that she rivalled her with her
lovers. She movedslowly, a little in advance of the other
two, along the aisles of green.

““For my part,” said Laura, ‘I came here because I
felt sad and lonely, and T wanted the sweet comfort of
nature. Have you ever felt that need, Sir Francis? 1
thivk you must; else why did I find you sitting alone
here?”

“The idea,” said Sir Francis, uneasily, ‘“ of the gay
Mrs. Ranleigh ever feeling sad, or flying back to mother
nature. !”

“Ah, but I do. I was once the gayest of the gay. Do
you remember my birthday, when you gave me a fde at
that lovely abbey? That morning I was the happiesi of
the happy; and then I do not know what it was—some
omen, no doubt, that this would be a sad year in my life,
came to me. A shadow fell over the day and over my
heart. I think it fell on you, too. Do you remeinber
that day ?”

““Yes, T remember,” said Sir Francis, briefly, flecking
little pebbles out of the walk with the ferrule of his cane.

““And do you remember a day or two after—such a
lovely day—when we went down to the brook-meadow for
iris? I could have sworn that you had that day a secret
grief—a burden on your heart.”
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"«“So I had.”

-«Will you not tell me what it is? ” said Laura, in asoft,
entreating voice, laying her little gloved hand on hisarm.
“You have no sisters ; sorrow is so much lessened when
it is shared ; and then there is sometimes na counsel so
good as a lo—as a friendly woman’s, Sir Francis! Try
me!’

¢ I had taken that morning,” said Sir Francis, ““a solemn
vow for a twelvemonth and a day. For that time I am
bound to drift and wait—simply to live, to see what that
period will bring me.

““And then ! ” cried Mrs. Ranleigh.

“Then either the whole current of my life will be
changed, or I will take it up again, as far as I can, from
what it was the first of May, your fee day.”

I believe you are a modern Don Quixote.”

¢ Perhaps I am.”

“Let me tell you why you took that vow. You had
taken a fancy, from a very foolish and unguarded speech
of mine, that your Cousin Jerome might not be dead. You
have vowed to give him that time to appear and claim his
own.’

Tt is true I have given the Jost—1I shall not say whom
—time to reappear and claim amends.”

“You belong to the age of chivalry, Sir Francis, not to
modern sharpuess,” said Laura, in her most flattering
tones. ‘‘You are like a knight, vowed to a pilgrimage or
a penance. But do you know it would seem to me such
a hard and cruel thing, for a man to inherit as you have,
to suit himself to a great property, to lay his plans, to
fashion his life, and then have to resign all! 1 think
there should be a law that when a man seems dead, and is
accounted dead, he must s/y dead! Not seven years, but
seven months, is dead long enough to obliterate a person-
ality, in my idea.”

They had stopped in the walk in the earnestness of their
speech. They looked up. Beryl stood at the end of the
avenue waiting for them. The greyhound was by her
side, and she was reaching up after a spray of leaves over
her head.

“That is looking at it from the heir's view,” said Sir
Francis Sothron.

“Well, I cannot look at it from other views than yours,”
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said Laura. ‘I feel for yox. 1 suppose Beryl would feel
for your cousin ; but we must not mention him before her.
Poor Beryl, her weeds are for the marquis, her tears for
Sir Jerome ! ”  With which thrust at her dearest friend, on
whomn the eycs of Sir Francis had fallen with evident
admiration, they rejoined Lady Medford.

‘““Now you are here,” said Laura, ‘‘ we shall make you
our squire, weshall be dames sans merci in making excur-
sions. We have set to-morrow for going to Vevay to fol-
low the scenes of Rousseau’s New Heloise. Perhaps those
‘burning pages’ will teach us world-worn moderns how
to admire.”

““Well, Laura,” said Beryl, as her friend came to her
room that night to chat by the fire. ‘Was it a proposal
to-day ? As you stood together in the path, I confess it
looked like it.”

“Well, no, not exactly. It seems this new Knight of
the Round Table has made some kind of a vow, which
runs out about the fourth of next May. But he as good as
said that then he should be at liberty to take up life where
he left it, and lay his heart and hand at my feet. Isuppose
I can wait.” '

““Youseem to have such a strange way of love-making,
Laura,” said poor Beryl, wistfully.

““ Not very emotional? Well, dear, the practicalities of
life have hardened me a litile. But I'm zery fond of you,
and I'm very anxious to be Lady of Sothronwold Abbey,
and I think I shall.”

They went to Vevay, and Laura quoted select bits of
the New Heloise. The day after they went to Chillon to
visit ““ those loop-hole grates where captives weep,” Laura
leaning tenderly on Sir Francis’ arm.

Beryl never leaned on Sir Francis’ arm. She had an
undefined horror of him, and wished he would go away
from Lausanne. She would have moved on to Geneva,
only she believed Laura would arrange to have him follow
them. She had never heard the evil stories of Sir Francis
that Laura knew and tolerated, but the man was odious to
her, and that not because he reigned in Jerome’s place. If
that was the will of Heaven, Beryl could submit to it. She
felt a real relief when Lord Ravlin and Sir Eustace Friar
appeared from a trip to Norway. She could now make
her parties larger and escape Sir Francis.
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CHAPTER LVIL
¢ MORE BEAUTIFUL THAN EVER!”

““WHnart, Beryl! You are going to give up the excur-
sion to Hauteville and Bloney. Giving it up, too, at the
last minute,” cried Laura, half angrily, a week or ten days
later.

¢ I'm rather tired of excursions, Laura; and then, I do
not like to go out so much always with the same company,
Remember I am still in my first year’s mourning. There
will be enough of you. Lady Iriar and her daughter,
Lady Maria Ravlin and her aunt, and the three gentle-
men.”

Laura was not really very sorry of a day when, in her
new mountain toilet, she should shine without the contrast
of Beryl's serene enchaining beauty. She said, amiably :

‘“Well, perhaps you are not so strong as the rest of us.
I don't wish to wear you out, you little darling |7

Beryl stood on the balcony before her room, and
waved her hand toward the two carriage loads of excur-
sionists as they drove off early from the hotel. She had
her own little plans for the day. She loved short, . se-
cluded, romantic excursions on foot, when she could fol-
low undisturbed her own thoughts, listen in a sweet
trance to birds, or watch their flight, gather flowers, and
talk to peasants at her ease. A Swiss lad of fourteen and
his twin sister were her guides and companions in these
walks. The boy had his big dog ; they all carried alpen-
stocks. Fanny confided to the boy a hamper of lunch,
and the little party would set off in great content, and be
gone four or five hours. For such an expedition now
Beryl proceeded to be dressed, and as Fanny remarked her
soft bloom, her fugitive dnnplcs she secretly rejoiced
that she had not disturbed her lady’s growing peace with
any brighter tales about Sir Jerome and his wife. In a
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short tailor-made black broadcloth dress, with a cap to
match, set upon her lovely golden curled head, the pretti-
est of little gloves and boots, her alpenstock in her hand,
her big dog at her side, and the picturesque Swiss lad and
lass following her very respectfully. Beryl enjoying to the
full the glorious September morning when all the bracing
air was loaded with the rich scent of the ripe grapes, went
through the grand lime-tree avenue, over the ruins of
ancient Lausanne, flooded into ruins thirteen hundred
years ago, and so into a little wooded gorge among the
hills.

The Swiss lad caught some fish from the lake, and his
sister proposed to cook them, wrapped in leaves, on a
fire of coals. Pending this simple repast Beryl wandered
up the gorge. She was half a mile from her attendants,
the great dog her sole companion, when she saw beyond
the little stream that ran down the ravine a splendid cluster
of flowers which she at once greatly wished to obtain.
The water-course did not seem deep. Stones rose up
above the surface here and there. She concluded to cross.
The dog dashed over and waited.

From stone to stone to the middle of the stream she
went. But the next stone was farther off than the others
had been—farther than she could well step. The sun
came through the branches on the bank she faced, and
blinded her eyes so she could not see her footing. She
lowered her little black parasol close to her face and con-
sidered. Then there was a brisk step on the stones Dbe-
tween her and her desire, and a voice said :

“May I aid you?”

A hand was held out to her, and from under the parasol
she could see a man’s figure from feet to Lreast. Low,
square-tocd shoes with buckles, seal-brown hose, seal-
brown velvet knickerbockers, and Norfolk jacket Lelted at
the waist ; an immaculately gloved and cuffed hand held
out. She put her own in it, and took the three or four
further steps in safety.

““Thank you!” she said, withdrawing her hand and
removing her parasol.  She was now out of the sun soshe
could look up freely.

“Beryl 1"

““ ferome?”

She threw herself into his arms. She laid her golden
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head on the brown velvet jacket, and clasped her arms
about this lost, found, never less than passionately loved
lover. Hers was the ardent abandon of love. She knew
that she was free ; she knew that he was free ; had she not
seen Sara Hunter's sworn confession ?

She clasped him fast, with tears, crying :

¢« Jerome, dear, dear Jerome!”

Never had man done bitterer penance for folly than
Jerome for cherishing admiration for another man’s wife.
He had repented and eschewed his sins. But though he
had never heard of Lord Medford’s death, what could he
do in the first mad joy of reunion with the ido!l of his soul,
when she was weeping in his arms, but kiss her over and
over again, before he thought whether he ought or not?

But Beryl suddenly released herself from his clasp.
Divine blushes covered her face.

“To see you again when I had long believed you
dead, Jerome, it was too much ! 7 she faltered.

‘““One moment of heaven!” sighed Jerome. Then,
looking at her narrowly, he continued, ‘“How came
you here alone? And—and—are you not all in black,
Beryl?”

Beryl's joy-lit face grew grave.

‘“ For—the marquis ; he has been dead nine months.
He—was very good to me, Jerome.”

But it wasnow Jerome’s turn to abandon himself to the
full tide of his love. He clasped her again in his arms.

“Oh, Beryl, Beryl! Is it true that to love you is
neither madness nor crime? Dream of my life! my
consolation, in my exile ! sole love and treasure of my
heart! are you near me, are you mine?”

The rapture of those two young, long-severed hearts
would have touched the coldest, melted the sternest. If,
back to the boundaries of this world, the marquis’ spirit
could return from those limitless regions where he had
become acitizen, he himself must have smiled well pleased
at a love so full, so innocent, so exultant as this.

The flowers Beryl had craved grew unheeded on the
banks ; the dog dashed in and out of the water and shook
himself, sending a shower of drops around ; Bery!’s for-
gotten parasol floated off down stream ; and they heeded
none of these things, infolded like the *“ Huguenot lovers,”
but for meeting, not for parting.
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The moments fled, while they cared only to look into
each other’s eyes.

‘“ More beautiful than ever ! ” cried Jerome, gazing down
at her.

““Oh, Jerome! I was just thinking were you akvays so
very, very handsome as you are now ?”

And they both broke into a glad laugh that made melody
with the stir of the leaves and the ripple of the brook.

‘“ Jerome, where have you been?”

““Over all the world. Why should I return? You were
lost to me. My honor was assailed, and only by harming
you could I clear myself. DBut you, you, my Beryl, knew
I was not guilty.”

“But you have seen Sara Hunter’s dying confession
that she alone did that hideous deed ?*

“No! Confessed! Isitso?”

““Over six months ago. It was published in almost all
the world, I think.” ]

‘At that time I was sailing far off among the coral
islands of the Pacific. I never heard of it.”

““And how did you come here, Jerome?”

¢ Beryl, lured, I suppose, by thought of you ; to getinto
the air you breathed, where your name is heard. Like
the moth to the flame, I have been flying in shorter and
shorter circles about England—finding it alike agony never
to see you, and to see you the wife of another.”

“That was my wicked fault!” said Beryl, hiding her
face. *‘ Jerome, did you know you were thought dead ?
Your body was supposed to be found and buried,‘and
your cousin, Sir Francis Westholm Sothron, inherited.”

““ He is not fit to inherit a place whose hospitalities he
desecrated by an act of wanton wickedness ! ” cried Jerome.

So they talked, and told the tale of the past, and at last
bethought themselves of return because they heard the
shouts of the two little guides, looking for their lady.

The guides were hungry, the fish were burned to a cin-
der, the fire was out. Beryl opened the hamper, and pro-
vided for the appetites of the boy, the girl, and the dog.
For Jerome and herself, they heard each other's words,
looked into each other’s eyes, and feasted on nectar and
ambrosia, like the gods of Hellas.

Toward the middle of the afternoon Fanny went upon
the balcony to look out for her mistress, From the linden
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walk she saw her coming, rosy, elate, with face all
glorified with joy, walking as on air, superior to all sor-
rows, in a full heaven of delight, walking by the side of
Sir Jerome Sothron !

CHAPTER LVIIL
THIS IS THE HEIR.

WHeNn Fanny saw those two figures coming out of the
lime-tree avenue, so elate, so absorbed in each other, for-
getful as two children of all about them, and feeling, rather
than two mortals, like two beatific gods caught up onclouds
between earth and sky ; she realizing, as they could not,
the terrible cxtent of their situation, reeled and almost fell.
She was saved from fainting by her temple striking on the
sharp side of the doorway, and the stinging pain kept her
in her senses. She staggered to the dressing-room and
began bathing her face. She was in a tumult of terror,
horror, despair. She heard feet coming along the corri-
dor and entering the adjacent drawing-room of Lady
Beryl’s suite. Then she cast herself, face downward, on
a couch ; she could not meet her lady’s eyes.

Presently Beryl entered. Then stopped suddenly.

“Why, Fanny! Fanny ! whatis this /—whatis wrong? ”

‘“Nothing, my lady,” said Fanny, in a stifled tone, ““only
I struck my face. It will be better soon.”

¢“Oh, poor girl! Can I do anything for you? Lct me
see ; is it much hurt, Fanny?”

‘“No, ma’am, no,” groaned Fanny, hiding her face
more deeply.

‘“Fanny, are you in too much pain to hear the best,
most wonderful news that ever was in this world? Oh,
Fanny, you have always been true to me ; you love me,
my good girl ; I must tell you of my joy. Fanny—how
can | say it?—I am so very happy, I feel as if I were
above this world, as if I had wings! Oh, can you guess
it? Sir Jerome did not die. He is alive, Fanny—alive
and well! He is here!”

The musical voice rose in sweetest exultation; the
tones thrilled the prostrate Fanny. Never, never had
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she heard such joy in any words. DMust she, could she
poison this exuberant happiness at its spring Ly telling
Lady Beryl that this restored lover was not for her—was
forever parted from her—was the husbaund of another?

She sat up, brushed back the hair from her moist,
flushed face, and strove to meet her lady’s looks.

The Beryl standing before her was so like the fair,
sweet child Beryl—exultant in some new joy, some new
doll, some Arab pony, some unexpected treat; only the
happy child was now the blissful woman, and the child-
joy was glorified to the fullest happiness of a loving and
satisfied heart.

**Oh.” said Fanny to herself, ‘1 could tear myself in
little bits, gladly, if that would make it right for her.”

Speak ! she could not speak. Tell the bitter truth? No;
she dared not. Cast down from the celestial heights
of her love and joy, this exquisite creature, living in her
love, would perish in an instant, as some crystal vase
crushed into atoms by an untimely blow.

Fanny was dumb. If she were to tell the truth,
it must be some other day, some hour when the
ecstasy of joy was less keen, when the fall would be
from less lofty pinnacles; it must be slowly, by degrees;
or some other voice, not hers, must tell the tale. Was
it for Fanny, idolatrously loving this charge of her life, to
remand to misery this heart now opening to the full sun-
shine of love ?

Fanny was utterly incapable of so great and terrible a
task. Had she ever denied Beryl, as a child, any secret
excursion in the woods or to a pantomime? Had sheever
hindered her of surreptitious sweets or forbidden fruits?
And now, when her face was rosy as the dawn, and her
beautiful eyes were as a summer noon in the full ligat of
love, could Fanny close for her the gates of paradise?
No, no, no! Instead, she fell’'on her knees, kissed Beryl's
hands, hid her face in her black robes, and relieved her-
self by a flood of tears and incoherent sobs.

¢ Oh, my lady, what an angel you look | How sweet,
how heavenly, how happy!”

“ Poor Fanny, with that blow and surprise you are
quite hysterical. Where are the salts? Here, Fanny,
bathe your face with cologne, There—Sir Jerome is
waiting for me.  Sit by the window ; I will dress myself,
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I am all dusty with my walk; and my boots got wet;
look at them ; and %e is waiting for me. Oh, Fanny, to
think he is in the next room! Oh,joy! joy! We shall
dine together, he and I, in my parlor, Fanny ; I gave the
order as I cameup.”

Thus Beryl, nervously pulling off hat, gloves, walking
dress, and even her own dusty little boots, untila celestial
image, with bare pearly shoulders and arms, short white
petticoats, the lace and cambric draperies of a half-dressed
wax doll, she darted into her bath-room, and the dcor
closed on her lovely vision.

‘* May heaven bless her!” cried Fanny, picking up the
abandoned garments.  ** Let her take her happiness where
she can get it. She’s had little enough so far. And how
she takes to love and happiness, like a flower tosun! I'll
not be the wretch to break her heart. Who can tell but
that poor Mrs. Sothron is dead any way. No doubt she
is. What did she have to live for? Il let things take
their course—what harm in being happy, and having a
little innocent love making? Shell not think of marrying
this good while, and before that, who knows? That will
be time enough to speak.”

Fanny had barely reached this laudable conclusion of
her difficulties, when the bath-room door opened, and out
came a wet and curly golden head, a pair of moist pink
shoulders, rising out of a white flannel peignor, held
folded together by a pair of round, dimpled, satin-smooth
arms ; a pair of daintily molded pink feet thrust into white
lamb’s skin slippers.

** Fanny, are you better? I don't believe I can ever
get my hair done.”

“ My blessed lady, do you think I'd leave you to dress
yourself?” cried Fanny, spreading out a great Russia
towel, and flying to capture, rub and dry the drenched
golden locks. ‘ Your hair was not half-fastened, my
lady, and here it is all rolled down, and is drenched !”

Beryl laughed like a joyous child. To-day all things
made her happy. Between her rosy lips, her white teeth
showed their tiny even edges in a perpetual smile.

‘ Hurry, Fanny, hurry. I've been such an age !”

The ¢ age ” had lasted twenty minutes.

The dressing was finished. Berylstood before the glass.
Everyrebellious curl was just where it should be to make
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her captivating—her face, all transfigured with joy and dim-
ples, had never been lovelier.  Her white cashmere dress,
high in the neck and long in the sleeves, was made up of
delicate little tucks, a broad lusterless Llack sash drawn
about her waist, hung in loops with long ends that reached
to the hem of her dress, the lisse ruche about her pearly
throat was held in place by a close round collar of small
pansies carved out of clear black jade.

“Goodness ! ” said Fanny, “if you were in velvet and
diamonds as I hope to see you a year from now—you
would not look lovelier.”

And out of the dressing-room door this charming figure
slid under the purple portiere to rejoice the cager eyes of
the waiting Sir Jerome, who, wild with delight, did not
scruple to rush and fold her to his bosom, and with ardent
kleCS compensate himself for his love’s long privations.

:* Jerome, ” cried Beryl, ‘* if you will behave in this way
I shall have to keep a companion. Sheis now in Biarritz.
Shall T send for her?”

“I will begood,” said Jerome, folding his hands ; ““but
consider what a new joy this is to see you—to know that
we love—that we may love each other.”

The click of silver and glass in the little dainty salon
next them proclaimed the laying of dinner. Presently North
atthe door, in stately fashion, announced that ¢ dinner was
served.” Waited on by North, and the page in blue and
canary, Jerome and Beryl could only look unutterable joy
at each other.

Alas, that in this fallen world of ours even purest love
and most innocentjoy areselfish | But can we blame these
two that they forgot the fearful disappointment stored up
for the recent heir of Sothronwold and for Laura Ranleigh?
They never once thought of either of them until, left alone
with coffee in Sevres china before them and a glorious
basket of roscs between them, the door flew open, and in
rushed Lord Ravlin, Lady Marza Laura Ranleigh, and
Francis Westholm-Sothron.
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CHAPTER LIX
¢ THEN I WOULD MAKE A REMEDY.”

Ix the days when Jerome Sothron had ncither possessed
an estate nor expected {o inherit one, his poverty, until it
had hindered his marriage with Beryl, had sat lightly
upon him. His was a wholesome, unmercenary nature ;
he lived in his affections.  After such sore trials as he had
undergone—the loss of the woman he adored, exile, accu-
sation of murder—the mere loss of an estate did not seem
to him very terrible ; and it never entered his honest mind
that the sight of himsclf, sitting handsome and happy at
the head of the board, the light striking out of his rich
brown velvet suit strong shadows and points of brightness
as he leaned forward and looked at Beryl across the
flowers, would be to Francis Westholm-Sothron as an ap-
parition of death and final judgment.

He sprang to his feet as the little excursion party
entered, and holding out both hands, went to meet them.

““ Ravlin, my friend, I am here ! Frauncis, how are you!
Mrs. Ranleigh, these three years must have been to you
a day ! Lady Maria, how beautiful it is to see fair English
faces once more ! ”

Here was one risen from the dead! They were mute.

Then Beryl remembered that talk with Sir Francis on
the rocks of Biarritz.

“It is really Sir Jerome,” she said, coming forward.
‘“ Are you too surprised to speak?”

They crowded about him then. Sir Francis grown
deadly pale, realizing all he lost in the resurrection of the
heir, but fighting to maintain his calm ; the Ravlins very
glad; Lord Ravlin looking from Beryl to Sir Jerome and
back, remembering all she had told him of the wealth of
love treasured for this man, and thinking how happy they
must be. »

Malign fires glowed in Laura Ranleigh’s eyes, a fury
possessed her, but she dropped her long-lashed lids and
taught her lips to smile, while deadly mischief lurked
unformed in her heart.
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Beryl rang for more coffee, and they all gatnered round
the table. In her radiant joy the young hostess tried to
make all happy. She described eagerly how she and
Jerome had met in the ravine beyond old Lausanne.

“He, it seems, was walking along the Aubonne bank,
and I was walking straight to meet him.”

‘A wonderful coincidence! Quite a fairy tale,” said
Laura, in her tone a bitterness which she could not
conceal. .

““Come, Jerome,” said Lord Ravlin, when they had
finished their coffee, *‘remember, you have been dead
and buried and resurrected, and are now a new man.
We are to be your social sponsors, so comne into the draw-
ing-room, and tell us your adventures. Sindbad the Sailor
will have a rival in you.”

“Or Munchausen,” said Laura. ‘“ When a man is dead
onc day and alive the next, what can we believe about
him? I think he should consider himself quite another
and a new person.”

“We are all able to swear to his identity,” said Lord
Ravlin, dryly. ““The handsomest man in London is
hardly likely to be mistaken for some one else.”

““Now, Sir Jerome,” said Lady Maria, laying her hand
lightly on his arm, ‘‘take this chair where we can gather
around you, and explain yourself from the beginning.”

* That is,” said Lord Ravlin, thoughtfully, ‘‘{from your
no! being on board the Elizabeth. Why you left, and
how falsely you were accused, Sir Jerome, we all know ;
it is the latest newspaper sensation, and all London is
ready to welcome you back as a martyrand make you the
lion of the hour.”

¢ Mr. Sothron,” said Lady Maria to Francis, ‘‘ why are
you standing?”

He bit his lip and sat down. An hour before she had
called him Sir Francis/ He had lost in so short a time
title and fortune.”

“1 was not in the Elizabeth,” said Jerome, ‘ because,
moved by a sudden impulse, 1 stepped over her bulwarks
to the deck of the Mary Anne, bound for the Azores,
changed identity with the captain’s brother, and went to
Fayal. 1 had changed my name as 1 had my coat. I
had for my entire fortune fifty pounds in my pocket, and
a diamond ring.”
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“Why did you go to the Azores or leave the Eliza-
beth ?” demanded Laura, a cross-questioning sharpness in
her tone.

“Simply because I remembered that I could speak
Portuguese and could not speak Dutch. I had my living
to earn, and luckily commended myself to a Fayal trader,
who sent me to Java and New Guinea. Returning, our
ship was wrecked off the Cape of Good Hope, but, after
drifting three days in an open boat, we were picked up,
and Ilanded in Africa with nothing but my ring and a
ruined suit of clethes. By the time I was rested and re-
clad, I was invited to join a party going to the diamond
fields. 1 had there extraordinary good fortune, and in a
year made fifty thousand pounds. Then, sick of Africa,
for no place was pleasant far from England and those I
loved,” and he looked at Beryl with a great light i his
eyes. ‘““I went to Brazil. There I entered into some
speculations which increased my means. DBut restless
still, I went to the United States, crossed to the Pacific,
visited some of the Pacific Islands, went to China and
Japan then to India, thence by Suez Canal to the Mediter-
ranean. and drawn by England as by a mighty magnet, 1
came through Italy into Switzerland, and even if I had
not there met you all, blessed as the angels Jacob saw in
his dream, no doubt I should have moved on, on, into
the dear island home and to the blessed shades of the
Abbey once more.”

Francis Wesiholm started up, and went out upon the
balcony ; the others, except Laura, were too entranced
with the tale and with the questions that thronged to their
lips, to notice when he went out.

Beryl bent forward in a low chair, her earnest, lovely
eyes fixed on Jerome, her small hands lightly clasped
upon her knee, her rosy lips just touching, gave a deep
sigh of heartfelt content, and then her eager questions
broke forth. Had he many storms at sea? Were those
far islands of the tropics like Eden in its prime? Had he
brought back tokens from those wonderful countries
where he had wandered ?

Jerome, stirred by her enchanting face, answered with
eloquence.

It is a new Desdemona and Othello,” cried Laura,
rising,
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* Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances,
Of moving accidents by flood and field.
* ® L4 * * * » L
These things to hear,
Would Desdemona seriously incline :
* * * * * » » ™

"Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful,

She wished she had not heard it, yet she wished

That Heaven had made her such a man. She thanked me,
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her,

1 should but teach him how to tell my story,

And that would woo her.
* * * ® * * * %

She loved me for the dangers I had passed,
And I l-ved her that she did pity them,””

Laura had a fine voice, a natural talent for the stage.
She held the little audience till the last syllable fell from
her lips, and went out, leaving Beryl covered with crim-
son blushes.

Lady Maria patted her hand.

“It is a witching story, Beryl I wish Viscount
Hampton could tell me such a tale.”

In two months Lady Maria was to marry the viscount.

Laura went upon the balcony beside Francis Sothron.
His cause she felt was hers. She had hoped to share this
inheritance which he had lost. She resented the loss as
personal.

“I cannot feel that this is right,” she cried. ¢ He
heired the estate and held it; you have done the same.
Why can he dispossess you?”

““He is, by accident of birth, the nearer heir.”

* Have you never heard of false identity? Have there
not been those who personated the dead so well that even
brothers and mothers, or wives acknowledged them?
Why is not this a new Tichborne case?”

I'rancis Westholm laughed bitterly.

«This is no false Sir Jerome. Could any one doubt
that easy air, that handsome audacity ? No, no, I should
myself be obliged to swear to his identity ! He is one of
fortune’s darlings. He comes home to wealth, and
loaded with wealth, picked up as other men would pick
up pebbles. He comes in triumph. I must give way.
There is no remedy.”

Laura’s black brows straightened, her lips set firm,

1 would make a remedy ! ” she said, fiercely.
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CHAPTER 1LX.
OVER THE PARAPET—UNDER THE WAVE,

Tue little party broke up at a late hour. They were
too excited to think of rest.

“Ravlin, I must get a room at your hotel,” said Sir
Jerome, “and to-morrow I will send over for my traps,
my man, and my luggage.”

Mrs. Ranlelgh and Lady Maria were standing near each
other.

““Beryl staid at home to good purpose to-day,” said
Laura, in a low tone. ““I could not 1mag1ne why she
refused this excursion at the last minute.”

““Why, what can you mean?” cried Lady Maria.

«Of course she had heard from him ; helped him plan
this little surprise.”

“Of course she had #no#, since she says it was equal
surprise to her.  Beryl is transparent truth itself.”

‘“She could be an adept in such a little scheme as this.
She and Sothron were engaged ages ago. The marquis
has been dead nine or ten months. She would not like
to seem to have been in correspondence with Sir Jerome
before now. Believe me she knew it. I have suspected
this, and warned Sir Francis. Ask him. It is hard on
him, isn'tit?”

-*I do not know that it is any harder or as hard as it
was on Sir Jerome ; and it scems to me that Sir Jerome is
the nobler man for the place.”

“Well, to me it seems that giving one’s self out for
dead should constitute a crime or legal death. This dying
and coming to life again can cover too much, and bring
too much trouble on others.”

Fanny came with Lady Maria’s wraps, and Laura went
to her room. She could not control herself to stay and
talk with Beryl that night; the sight of her complete
happiness was hateful. Beryl would expect to be con-
gratulated ‘Laura went to her room, not to sleep, but to
indulge in a fury of passion; to fall into a wild chaos of
impossible planning. She felt a burning hatred toward
the joyous, triumphant Jerome, and to Beryl in her ravish-



270 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE,

ing happiness. She had a little ivory portrait of Beryl on
her toilet-table. She flung it on the floor, and trampled
on it in her impotent fury.

Lord Ravlin accompanied Jerome to his room. The
course he had taken in defending Jerome dead bound him
to Jerome living. They sat down by the glowing sea-
coal fire and talked.

“You must tell me all that has passed in England since
I vanished,” said Jerome.

“You mean in yowxr England. What of your history,
and what of Lady Beryl? No man can tell you better.”

With warm words Lord Ravlin sketched the past. He
told of the autumn hour, about a year before, when he
had seen Beryl weeping in the Winderton woods, and
had reccived her confidence.

“ Heaven send those angelic eyes may never shed an-
other tear | ” said Jerome, fervently.

Then Lord Ravlin told of that further confidence given
in the snowy park that January day; of the April after-
noon when she had gone with him to Sara Hunter’s dying
bed ; of the confession ; of Beryl's visit to Sir Francis ; and
how Francis had widely scattered that confession which
exonerated his kinsman.

¢I owe Francis something for that,” said Jerome.

“ Your unexpected return will be uncommonly hardon
Francis,” said Lord Ravlin.

“Why, how? It leaves him where it found him.”

““Pshaw, Jerome, it does not. Counsider, man. For
two years and more he has been rich. He is remanded
to poverty. He has been a leading baronet, chief of
the hereditary baronets, and he falls back to plain Mr.
Sothron, with the usurers at hisheels. Youknow the lines :

¢« «>Tis better to have loved and lost
Than never to have loved at all.’
“You can’t make them hold good about heirship. He
is left with a burden of new habits and bitter contrasts,
and he is responsible to you for the Abbey income while
he held it.”

“T'll give him alegal quittance of all such claim before
I am a day older,” said Jerome easily.

* Even with that, and overjoyed as I am to see you,
I say Sothron is in a deucedly unpleasant position.  So
is Mrs. Ranleigh ; she has been setting her cap at him;
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in fact, I think they are engaged. But how can they
marry ? They are both paupers.”

I know how that goes,” said Sir Jerome. *I'm sorry
for Fraucis, or would be, only for one thing. That
stands iu my way of feeling like giving him a hand. But
I'll talk with him to-morrow. It is not for as happy a
man as I am to be too sharp on other sinners.”

The next morning about nine two figures were pacing
along the terrace in front of the cathedral—Francis Sothron,
and Laura Ranleigh. The wide paved esplanade with its
wonderful outlook, was empty but for them, and a
beggar crouching at the church door, waiting for alms
when service should begin.

““To go now,” said Laura, with heat, “‘is to give up
all 1”

< And what can one keep by staying ?”

“There is always the chance that something may
occur. It is the uncxpected that happens. If one only
knows how to profit by opportunities| Your cousin may
die some time, and sy dead /” and she gave a hard
laugh.

“He is the picture of health,” said Francis, gloomily.
““ Very naturally the bare sight of him just now drives me
into a frenzy. And then—yesterday 1 was rich-—to-day I
am poor. Yesterday I could lavish what I chose, to-day
I must count sovereigns. Better go back to obscurity,
flismiss valet, and grooms, and carriages, and seck cheap
odgings | ”

And he struck his ungloved hand on the parapet until
the blood came.

‘Do not fly at once,” said Laura; ¢ that would be to
proclaim defeat. This is a mysterious appearance.
H?owqdo you know what will prove to be wrapped up in
it?  Stay.”

They wheeled about to take another turn on the terrace,
and faced a little page in white and scarlet.

't“ What now, monkey !” cried Francis to his small ser-
vitor.

*“This card was to be given to youat once. Thegentle
man will wait breakfast until you join him.”

“1 won't go,” said Francis, looking at the card,

** Go,” said Laura; ‘face your enemy.”

**But is he my enemy ?”
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“Yes! Since by him you lose title and fortune.”

“If I go, I must leave you.”

“Leave me. I can see you again, I go to breakfast
with the future Lady of Sothronwold Abbey. Do you
know this parapet reminds me of a scene? I think at the
Coliseum, in a book called * The Marble Faun,’ wherea man
—falls—Tlet us say he falls opportunely out of life, and out
of the story, over the wall.”

““Then,” said Francis, sharply, ‘‘look out on the lake
and it may remind you of Danijel Deronda, the scene
where Gwendolen's inconvenient husband goes over
the boat, and under the water, and never comes up, to
trouble the story.  But we, Mrs. Ranleigh, live in fact, not
fiction. The Heir eats his breakfast down yonder in safety,
and the Disinherited goes to share his toast and his
coffee.”

Half an hour later the two cousins were taking a joint
breakfast in apparent amity.

I don't know but my return is hard on you, Francis,”
said Sir Jerome. ¢‘Naturally I was so glad to be back
that I never thought of you at firstt To be honest with
you, if it were not jfor one thing, 1 should feel very sorry
to dispossess you of the Abbey. But you know what I
mean, and it does not suit the justice of Heaven that you
should reign where you used power so disastrously.™

“You mean about Delia?”

“Yes, I do mean about Delia.”

“Well, Jerome, I loved that girl I would have mar-
ried her, only for my poverty.”

“ What did you take her away for, then?”

¢ Passion, man-——headlong passion! But I love her
still, and I have a person looking for her, and if she was
found I was to marry her and make her Lady of the
the AblLey. She married, you know, and her husband is
drowned ; and I give you my word I had made a vow
to tic myself to no one till the sixth of next May, and if
she was found by then, she was to be my wife.”

““Well, there! I'll shake hands and call you cousin, if
you were bent on repairing a wicked deed.”

“Well, I was. And now I am in the same poverty-
struck case. But, come; if the girl is found, I'll marry
her if I don't own a shilling.”

“ And if you find her, Francis, and marry her, I'll give
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you thirty thousand pounds.of my run of good fortune in
the diamond fields. I have enough with Sothronwold.
Take it and Delia; go to Australia or Canada, and become
a millionaire. Until the sixth of next May, I make you
free of the Abbey.”

Jerome held his hand across the table.

Francis took the offered hand. As he touched it, he
thought of the parapet and of the depths of Lake Leman.

CHAPTER LXIL
‘‘WILL NOT READ WHAT I SEE!”

TuE arrival of Sir Jerome Sothron spread a new life in
the party of friends gathered at Lausanne. His joy over-
flowed to all. He was compensating himself for a life’s
disasters. There seemed to be no eclements of discord in
this company. Laura Ranleigh concealed so well her
inner rage and envy, that Beryl believed she had hitherto
done Laura cruel wrong, and that she was a tender and
sympathizing friend. Francis Sothron could not but feel
some struggling gratitude for his cousin’s munificent offers,
and at least he was free of present pressure, and Frangis
was one of those men who live in the present.

““To-morrow,” cried Sir Eustace Friar, ‘“let us have a
picnic in the chestnut woods of St. Saphorin. All that
Lausanne is fit for is to be a departing point for excur-
sions.”

‘Lausanne is to me,” said Sir Jerome, ‘‘the paradise
of Swiss towns. I shall remember it as the one bnight
shining point of my life. Where, out of darkness, I came
into light.”

The next morning they were ready for a start. Sir
Jerome’s trap led the way. He was driving, with Beryl at
his side, and a groom in the white and scarlet liveries of
the Sothroussitting statuesque behind, As Jerome handed
Peryl] to her place she trembled and grew suddenly death-

y pale.

“What is it!” whispered Sir Jerome, quick to catch
;e_vergf”turn of that beloved face. ‘*Are you ill, my dar-

ing
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““It isnothing, nothing,” said Beryl, taking her place.
But the truth was that she had remembered, with pano-
ramic vividness, the last time she had entered a carriage
with Sir Jerome, that frightful evening when Fanny came
for her to Sothronwold. But now she could ride by
Jerome’s side in all the safety of permitted love. Neither
for her nor for Jerome any shadow sat between. But
Fanny, leaning over the balcony, to watch that merry set-
ting forth, saw between the beautiful and happy pair in
the trap, the form of the real Lady Sothron.

Poor Fanny ! too weak and too ignorant of the neces-
sity to do right, could ounly ring her hands and cry, and
follow the gay excursion with her anxious eyes, and then
go with blinding tears to court forgetfulness in arranging
her lady’s dresses.

After Sir Jerome's trap followed a barouche with Francis
Sothron, Mrs. Ranleigh, Lady Maria, and the viscount,
who had arrived. Then the others in various vehicles, a
gay cavalcade, which brought out gazers from all the
cotlages as they passed—the horses’ heads all heavy with
bright cockades, the grooms in their brilliant liveries—the
ladies in admirable toilets. And so up to the chestnut
wood. They scattered about among the trees, treading
the rustling new-fallen leaves—they bought baskets of
luscious white grapes, and finally sat down on rugs, laid
on the ground, to share their feast.

As they were finishing the repast, and leaning back in
various attitudes, a dark, handsome young woman, with
a babe asleep in her arms, was seen coming down one of
the aisles of the wood. A scarlet kerchief covered her
black hair; her short skirt was of deep blue, her bodice
scarlet, with ¢ilt fringe; her flashing dark eyes and her
nut-brown skin, proclaimed the gipsy.

““What a beautiful picture ! ” cried Lady Maria.

¢“She shall tell all our fortunes ! ” exclaimed Sir Eustace
Friar, beckoning to her.

These dark eyes had been watching them for an hour
unseen—these attentive ears had perhaps caught stray
words.

Nothing loth, the gipsy wife drew near, and held out a
fine, shapely hand for crossing with silver.  With a laugh
showing all her sharp white teeth, she foretold for Lady
Maria a handsome nobleman for a husband, and half a
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dazen fine children ; and Lady Maria, smiling and blush-
ing, drew back, and feigned to be lost in the mysteries of
glove buttons. It took little skill to tell the laughing Sir
Eustace that he loved at every shrine, but would find his
match at last.

* What will you promise me #" asked Lord Ravlin.

““You have seen one woman so peerless, so above all
others, fair sir, that you will hereafter be hard to please.
But yours is a loyal heart, and you have done great ser-
vice to this lady, who will never be your wife, and after
this she will need you, more than ever she has done.  So
keep near her, and do not leave her, for she is in peril.”

The woman spoke this warning in a low, quick tone,
intended only for Lord Ravlin’s ear.

“Tell me something,” said Sir Jerome; “and as I can-
not endure the idea of evil, I cross your hand with gold !
He laid a half-sovereign on the brown palm.

The woman studied the fine flexible hand he held out.

“This hand has been in strange perils by land and
sea,” she said.

‘“ Foretell no more of them for me,” interrupted Jerome,

‘““And you are now in greater peril, and will soon see
more trouble than ever in your life before.”

““Remember! I gave yougold. I fear you think it
was only a new ha'penny ! ” laughed Sir Jerome.

The gipsy bit her lip. ‘Do not jest with me, sir. I
swear by this innocent head that sleeps on my breast, that
you are in peril, and must look to yourself. Be on your
guard !”

" “Oh, tell me how it will end!” cried Beryl, in un-
feigned terror, leaning over his shoulder.

“I have lived in Islam,” said the gipsy, “and the
we learn of a bridge thin and sharp as a Damascus blad
over which those who fly in safely, above a great guu,
reach rest and paradise, and gardens of delicht. Before
this handsome young man lie two such bridges; if he
passes them both, his life will then be a long, glad
summer.”

““ You shall pass them both, my Jerome, for I will help
you,” said she, softly, in English.

The gipsy bent her keen eyes on her, and said also in
English :

‘“Alas, my lady, you are in greater peril than hel”
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‘“ Beryl, is she telling your fortune? What is your for-
tune? ” cried Laura Ranleigh, leaning forward.

““No, no, I am afraid to have my fortune told,” said
Beryl, hiding her hands behind her.

“T will read itin your face,” said the gipsy. *‘“You
are a widow, and you expect to marry your first, your
only love ! ”

*“ And will she marry him ?"” cried Sir Jerome.

“Yes, if good triumphs over evil.”

She moved away, and stood before Laura and Francis.

Laura held out her hand.

““Yours, lady, is a life current, much crossed, and
mingled. Here are many straight lines that end in noth-
ing. But I sce at the end a rich husband—"

“ Delightful ! ¥ laughed Laura,

“ Whom you will hate and fear.”

“Tell me,” said Laura, softly, pointing at Sir Jerome,
secretly, ‘“had he a long life line?”

The gipsy looked at her fixedly.

“If he is not cut off by violence he will wear hoary
hair.”

‘“ Here is another hand,” said Laura, touching Francis
Sothron.

The woman bent over it, then with a shiver turned
away.

‘“’Take back your silver. I will not read what I see.”

‘“Keep the silver,” said Sothron, coolly. ¢ What is to
be will be, whether you read it or not.”

““1 feel,” said Lady Maria, her eyes following the gipsy
out of sight, ‘‘as if the shade of Mephistopheles had
passed by.”

Two evenings after the party were afloat on Lake
Geneva. The sunset dyed the waters with red and gold.
They were in an elegant open boat, with rowers wearing
Sir Jerome’s colors, and over their heads was a canopy of
purpleand orange. A fantastically dressed Greek boy, with
a guitar, sat in the prow, and sang wild sweet troubadour
lays. In the stern of the boat Beryl leaned back against
cushions of gold colored damask, giving her the bright
tints her black garb lacked, but her lovely face was bright
as asummer's day, reflecting the joy that shone in the eyes
of Jerome sitting at her feet. The rest of the merry party
were grouped in the center of the boat.
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“Do you know,” said Beryl, looking with her wonder-
ful violet eyes toward the snowy Alps lifting in the
distance, ‘! long—yes, long—to reach those glorious
mountains ! They so bewitch me, that I feel asif I could
never be content till I touched that line of eternal snows.
Oh, look at them now ! See how those glaciers gleam
with a light between blue and silver, like burnished steel |
See how those mantles of snow are rosy in the sunshine,
or purple, or gold ! Seethe majesty of those white peaks !
They seem not mountains, but mighty gods!” and she
held out her hands to them as drawn by an infinite
longing.

““You shall go there!” cried the adoring Jerome.
““ You shall be denied nothing. Friends, let us make a
pilgrimage to Zermatt, and go up to the snowline.”

“To Zermatt ! to Zermatt!” cried all the others.

CHAPTER LXII,
““IT 1S SWEETER TO DIE WITH You!”

¢ 1 Have telegraphed to Zermatt to see if we could get
accommodations and guides at Randa to go up above
the snow-line on Mischabel, and they say yes, but to come
promptly, as it is late, and new snow may fall any day.”

8o said Sir Jerome to Lord Ravlin the next day.

‘“ Are we not rash to try it the tenth of September? ”

‘ The season is uncommonly late and warm. We will
not go very far up—only satisfy the ladies with a short
ascent and a sight of perpetual snow.”

I suppose 1f it is not safe they willtell us at Randa ?”

“Yes. But I hope we can do it. I cannot bear to
deny Lady Beryl anything. Did you notice the lovely
look of intense longing in her eyes when we spoke of
going ?”

“ Yes. How strange we mortals are ! As soonas we
get all that we want, we want something else.”

‘* Justa very little luggage, Fanny, and warm things,”
said Beryl, = she overlooked Fanny’s packing for a start
for Zerms.t next day. ‘* My warmest dress, a sealskin
cap and )acket, and those long sealskin boots and gloves.”
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¢ Oh, my lady, how can you go up those mountains !
You'll freeze ! ¥ cried Fanny, packing a basket.

** Nonsense, Fanny ! We shall be back before you
know we have started for Randa. Oh, how delightful to
rise and breakfast before daylight, and start off 1”7

Fanny laughed.

It is a delight, my lady, that poor folks get plenty of
for nothing, and don't prize much.”

““ Beryl,” cricd Laura, who was arranging her own port-
manteau, ‘‘why wouldn’t you have your fortune told the
other day? Then you might have known if you'd get
back safe from this trip.”

“ Do you believe in fortune-telling, Laura ? *

¢ No ; but really that woman was uncannily wise.”

‘¢ If she had been abletotell. 1 should nothave wished
to hear. I would rather go blindfold on my fate, what-
everitis. Evidently we mortals are not meant to fore-
know the future—and Heaven is wise.

* Do you really mean, my lady, you would rather no/
know, only what comesout plain to you? " asked Fanny.

“ Yes, child, I do,” said Beryl, careclessly, looking over
her jewel cases and locking them up.

Foolish Fanny took comfort in that. Her conscience
troubled her for the fearful secret she concealed, and she
hugged to her heart the notion that she was doing as her
mistress would have preferred.

When the very next day, in the darkness of a warm Sep-
tember morning, before the sun had risen, Fanny saw her
pretty little mistress setting forth with her party on her
curious pilgrimage—the Randa porterloaded with the ladies’
furs, the mighty Alpine guides marching before and be-
hind, Beryl all sweet confidence, holding her alpenstock
and resting on Sir Jerome’s ready arm, instead of joying in
her mistress’ joy, Fanny burst into a deluge of tears and
confided to the hotel chambermaid that she ¢ knew they
were going to their death.”

Lady Maria, Laura, and Beryl all entered fully into the
joy of this adventure. The pure mountain air sent the
blood leaping through their veins. To Beryl here was the
fulfillment of a secret life-long dream.

Her keen, fresh, healthy ecstasy inspired all the party.
Through the dark sweet pine woods they made“their way,
and in three hours ‘were at the Pierre Pont hut, where the
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advanced guides had prepared coffee. Here the cold
began to be felt, and the ladies put on their furs, and
sweetly the lovely face of Beryl looked, fair as a pink cro-
cus, looking out of the warm brown enveloping seal-skins.

She was in a state of quiet rapture ; it was a joy to see
her joy. Sir Jerome felt that he was locking at happiness
through her beautiful eyes.

1 declare,” cried the charmed Sir Jerome, ‘I did not
know, Beryl, you were so strong, and so plucky too.
Why, how cheerfully you go on! It's capital!”

¢ 1t is delightful | 7 cried Beryl, pausing to take breath.
““ Oh, 1 feel as if I Zved for the first time in my life. What
air, what excitement, what a glorious white world 1”

I would not have missed this for a fortune !” said
Lord Ravlin. ““To see such happiness and enthusiasm is
worth a fortune ! ”

‘“ Hark | " cried the first guide. *‘ Stand firm together
and look! An avalanche is coming down to theleft! We
are quite safe | ”

His ear, accustomed to all mountain sounds, had de-
tected the far-off release of that burden of the peaks, and
hissing, smoking, rushing, roaring, came the mighty body
of snow and ice.

As a bird cowers frightened in its nest, Beryl, her eyes
wide and her face pale with awe and wonder at the tre-
mendous spectacle, shrank into the arms of Sir Jerome,
and there, shielded, looked out, fresh as a child, on the
fascinating terror.

Up, up, and now at last, by three in the afternoon, they
reached the limit prescribed by the guides for the adven-
ture. And there was a hut on a snowy ledge, and store
of fuel within, and a pile of skins, for some parties sleep
there before farther ascent.

‘« Here we rest, dine and return,” said Lord Ravlin, as
the guides cleared a place for a fire to heat soup.

** Oh, why cannot we go on?” said Beryl.

““No, no. we must be at Randa by dark. The return
will be swift and easy,” said Francis Sothron.

“ New snow has fallen above, the season is late, and
with these ladies in the party, oh, we must return,” said
the oldest guide, firmly.

The meal was ready. They ate it, high on that solemn
and mighty peak, with snow above and about, and the
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awful void below. The firelight flickered on the white
gleaming walls, the ramparts of eternal frost. Then all
at once one of the guides began to sing. With his loud,
rough, storm-beaten voice, that resounded far along those
desolate spaces, he sang one of the old Luther hymns
that the Swiss peasants love. All the group, awed and
subdued as if in a temple, listened with bowed heads and
haunds clasped, as the mighty notes rose and fell across
that sea of snow.

Then he was silent. All drew a deep breath. Then,
with a pallid face, the second guide leaped up.

‘It comes!” he cried, lifting both hands over his head.
““The avalanche! Into the hut—it is our only chance for
life !”

Already that roar, more awful than any thunder, filled
the air. Thesunny day ofthose solitary slopes grew dark.
With one dash, they were all in the hut. The great fir
door was shut. The mountains seemed to quiver, as with
an carthquake. They felt the lately wide horizon of their
life shut in. They knew before one word was spoken
that they were covered from all the world—out of sight
and sound, buried under the mass of fallen snow.

‘“Thank heaven !” cried the oldest guide, in a solemn
voice, ‘“the hut has held, or we should have all been lost.”

““ And there are the wives and babes below,” said the
second guide, whose home had been but two days made
glad with his first-born son.

A sob went through the hut, for those buried there re-
membered mothers, fathers, sisters, friends, in that outer
world where the sun shone.

Laura Ranleigh gave a shriek of fear.

““Hush!” said the guide ; ‘“the least sound or motion
may disturb the snow. We listen for a second fall.”

The viscount in silence took Lady Maria’s hand. Far
off in England their wedding preparations were going on.
Beryl uttered no sound audible to any but him she loved.
She shrank into his enfolding arms, clasped her hands
about his bent neck, and whispered :

“ My Jerome! it is far sweeter to die with you than to
live without you "

““There is no second avalanche,” saigd theguide, atlast.

After a while he struck a light, and by its dim gleam
they disposed themselves as comfortably as they could in
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the hut. Then the guides took a long pole of many joints,
and thrusting it into the wide, rude, stone chimney, and
tying a red kerchief on the top, they pushed it up into the
soft snow—up, up, adding another joint—when all at once
it went free.

*“We shall be saved. They will search for us from
Randa,” said the guide. **Our rod has reached the air,
The fail has been light. We shall be dug out. Our sig-
nal will be seen.”

A cry, a low, thankful cry went round.

‘““The gentlemen will wind their watches, and make
the ladies as comfortable with the rugs and skins as pos-
sible,” said the guide. “* When it is nine at night we will
take food. Twice I have been lost under the snow. It
is well to pass the time as one can; we tell stories and
histories; we sleep, but not too much.”

““ We shall smother,” said Lady Maria,

““No, madam ; there is much air in the hut, and we
shall enlarge the opening through the snow. Perhaps we
can make another.”

‘“I hope we are not likely to starve,” said Francis
Sothron.

CHAPTER LXIII
‘“ THEN TO-MORROW SOTHRONWOLD WILL BE YOURS ! ”

“Do we really see Randaagain! Oh, Jerome, it seems
as if we had died, and been buried together |7

““And it is but two days, my precious. You are a little
pale, but I think you are quite safe, Beryl.”

“Quite ; and—and I was so happy, even up there with
youl”

¢“ Let us take it as an omen that we shall live together,
die together, lie in one tomb,” said Jerome.

‘T ask nothing better,” said Beryl, softly.

“Back!” said Mrs. Ranleigh, as they came in sight of
the inn, and she and Francis wereside by side.  ““Do you
know, I thought, up there, how easy it would be for one
person to lose himself on the Alps 1™

All the inn people were out to welcome them, as with
the rescuing party they came back.
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“I have laid a great feast,” said the landlord—
““WELCOME |7

#Qh, madam,” said the landlady to Beryl, ‘‘your maid
has been in hysterics all the time, and says this is a judg-
ment on her for her sins.”

But if Fanny when she was in trouble, had made any
vows, as soon as her lady was restored, she forgot them
as the chief butler forgot Joseph.

“Why are you going on so, Fanny?” said Beryl, *I
was not unhappy. I was happy, I was with Sir Jerome;
nothing can grieve me that leaves me zim.”

After which profession by her mistress, Fanny turned
her back on penitence, and remarked to herself that,
‘“Speak, and break that dear heart, she could not; she
would die in her sins,”

How was it, who was it, that when they returned to
Zarmatt arranged another ascent !

Probably the glamour of the Alps was over all the men ;
at all events in a day or two, a plan had been made for
going up the Theodule Pass.

“0Oh, why did they think of such athing ? ” cried Beryl

““Why should they not think of it?” said Laura, ‘‘ they
do not wish to be always dancing attendance on us
women, and admiring our embroidery.”

““You know yourself, Bery], how fascinating an Alp
climb is. Ineversaw any one more enthusiastic,” observed
Lady Mana.

“1 know,” said Beryl, ““and yet I feel an unutterable
horror of this excursion. I know something evil will
happen. I shall beg Jerome not to go.”

*“ And then he will not go,” said Laura, ‘‘but mark
my words, he will begrudge the compliance, and how
foolish it will make him look. All Englishmen climb
mountains. If you keep him from it, every one will
laugh at him. It will show but poorly for his position
when he is married.”

Beryl looked down, flushed and reluctant.

Come, child,” said Lady Maria, ‘‘the Theodule Pass is
mere child’s play. Every one goes up and down there as
a pair of stairs. I should not think of asking Hampton to
refrain from the trip.”

*“You are nervous, and men hate nerves,” said Laura,

So Beryl was shamed and argued into hiding her fears,
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though with a wildly beating heart, she heard the plans
for the excursion.

The four gentlemen were to go with the two best guides
of Zermatt. They would start about four in the morning
of Wednesday.

‘1t seems an age before I shall see you again,” said
Beryl to Jerome, as she sat by him on the little balcony,
before the hotel parlor on Tuesday evening.

*Only until Thursday morning, or, stay, to-morrow
evening this time, we will be at home.”

¢“That is a great while,” sighed Beryl.

““ My sweet, it is lovely of you to say so ; but why so
sad? I will not go if it grieves you.”

Beryl started, hesitated, remembered, whispered :

“Go.”

And yet when Jerome had retired early, to be ready for
next morning’s before daybreak start, he recalled what
Ravlin had said in Lausanne, how strange it was that as
soon as people had all that they wanted, they wanted
something else. And he remembered how, in all those
months of his dreary exile, he would have felt it a heaven
of joy to hear Beryl's voice and see her smile ; and here
he was ready to divorce himself for a whole day from her
side! He was about to refuse to go. DBut then it might
break up the party, and how Francis and the marquis
would laugh at his folly.

““Itis only for twenty-four hours,” said Jerome, ““and
I will plan no more excursions.”

In the darkness, before the first streak of dawn, the
party of six left the inn, All the ladies but one were
calmly sleeping. Beryl, in a furred wrapper, was lean-
ing out into the darkness from her open window. She
had no light, and she knew she could not be scen.  She
hoped some flaring torchlight would gleam, if only for an
instant, over the face she loved ; that she might hear
again the voice that was so dear. And when the lamp
had shone, and she had heard the full, mellow voice
cheerily speaking to a guide, and the last echoes of their
footsteps had passed up the steep street,she crept back to
her bed and wept bitterly.

Should she ever see that face and hear that voice again ?
Jerome seemed to have passed out of her life and left her
doubly desolate.
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The excursion party made their ascent with good speed,
and in high spirits started on their return. The guides
were explaining that the descent had never been easier,
when a loud noise was followed by a shower of stones.

‘“ Under shelter | 7 cried the guides, and the party hid
under the ledges, while four or five explosions followed
swiftly.

Unfortunately, a large fragment struck the foot of the
viscount, and he was disabled from walking alone. The
guides hastily arranged a sort of hammock of ropes to
carry him, and they were about to start, when Francis
Sothron was missed.

‘“ Can he have been knocked down ? ” said Jerome.

‘“ He was behind us,” said the guides. “ No doubt he
is safe ; any one can get down easily from here.”

But Jerome would not leave his cousin alone on the
waste.

“I will look for him,” he said. “‘I feel sure of my way.
Ravlin, you go on with the viscount; and if Francis and
I do not get in by the time we ought, bring out some men
for us, if by chance he should be hurt.”

Sir Jerome retraced the way they had come. There
was a place where the path had divided, and hi$ cousin
might there have turned aside. He saw that he could
save a climb and reach that road by going round a jutting
rock, by clambering along a narrow shelf of ice and snow.
Beating a path with his baton, and holding to the rock,
Jerome made three steps safely. Three steps more would
bring him round. But the treacherous ledge, warmed by
the August suns, and lightly covered with September
snow, gave way. Ie fell The slope was steep. His
axe-armed baton flew from his hand ; his vailed hat leaped
into the air: his knapsack, by its weight, dragged him
head first ; and, with arms wildly clutching, he went down
the sheer descent of two hundred feet, striking twice on
the projecting ice, and on the edge of a chasm of eight
hundred feet, he lay prostrate and senseless—his knapsack
under his head having prevented the dashing out of his
brains.

And Francis, who had lost his way a little ; Francis,
whom he had periled his life to find, just beyond the
cliff, that had proved so fatal, saw him fall.

Far down the hideous descent, on the verge of utter
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ruin, he saw the heir of Sothronwold and the lover of
Beryl lying.

In the village was help. It might be brought in time.
Francis dashed down the comparatively easy and short
path, like a staircase, on toward Zermatt. The path
ended in a pine wood, and through the tall trec-stems shone
the red sunset.

He was rushing on, when a figure, idly rambling among
the pines, barred his way.

“Mrs. Ranleigh!”

“You! alone, and in such a state! What has hap-
pened? Where are the guides?”

“On another road, carrying the viscount, I believe.
Jerome and I were left alone, or rather, each separately,
and he has fallen down a great gully.”

* Were you with him?”

““No ; butIsaw him fall. I know where he lies. If
help does not come quickly, he is lost. Lect me pass. 1
am hurrying for help.”

**And if you do not, to-morrow Sothronwold will be
yours.”

CHAPTER LXIV.
HIS, AT THE PRICE OF BLOOD !

“My rapy! My lady! Wakeup! I cannot bear to
see youso! Wake!”

Beryl, in a loose dressing-robe, was lying on acouchin
her bedroom. A fire burned cheerily on the hearth; the
sun shone in at the windows. All was peace, but the
face of Beryl. Her arms were tossing ; her lovely fcatures
were contorted with the horror of some hideous dream.
Beside her knelt Fanny, trying to rouse her.

The spell was broken. Bery! opened her eyes, with a
long. quivering sigh, and sprang to her feet.

“Where am [?  What has happened? Oh, was it all
a dream ?—only a dream ?”

““You are in your room, my dear lady. Nothing has
happened. Yes, it was only a dream. Whatever it was,
you are too tired. You have not rested enough to-day.”

‘* Are they back, Fanny ?”
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“No, my lady. Itis ounly five. I came to dress you.”

““Be quick then. I want to go out—to see people—to
ask questions. Oh, such a dreadful dream! I saw Sir
Jerome fall down a great crevasse, and all the blue ice
was sprinkled with his blood, and he lay dead—dead, and
buried in the snow, and hideous birds wheeled and
screamed above him., Oh, Fanny, it was horrible ! hor-
rible |7

“But only a dream; only a dream,” said Fanny,
bathing her mistress’ face with cologne. ‘“Let me dress
you, and by that time they will have come, or be in
sight.”

bBeryl was all ready but buttoning her dress, when
voices and feet were heard in the lower hall.

“Fanny, run! See whatitis! I know something has
happened!”

Fauny came back.”

‘It is nothing, my lady. Let me fasten your dress.
How you tremble! You are as white as snow. It is
only a bit of stone has hurt the viscount’s foot. He'll be
sight in a day or two. Oh, my lady, you need another
ribbon on—-—" :

But Beryl was away. She met Lord Ravlin.

“Where is Jerome? Is he hurt?”

“No no, indeed ; he is all right,” and he hastily ex-
plained the accident, and how Jerome had remained to
look for Francis Westholm Sothron.

“Then you have left Jerome, and you do not know
how he is, or where ? Oh, Lord Ravlin, I implore you,
find him !”

‘¢ Dear Lady Medford, he is all safe, surely.”

““No, no; he is not. I have had the most dreadfal
dream ! 1l has fallen | He is wounded—dying—in a
great gully | T saw it clearly. Oh, seek him ! take the
guides—I will pay them anvthing if they will go. Do,
do lead a search, or 1 shall go mad ! ”

‘“ Anything, anything, if you will be calm. In an
hour you will be laughing at your fears,” cried Ravlin.

She clung to his hands.

“You are sogood! You havealways helpedme! Re-
member what the gipsy said. Do not smile at my fears—
I tell you he is in a terrible strait. Oh, take men—all the
men in Zermatt, and go, before I die of terror !”
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“1 go at once,” said Lord Ravlin, ‘I will get men,
and go and meet Sir Jerome, to please you. Be calm,
dear Lady Beryl. Indeed heis safe !”

“You will go without delay ? Go as for a man wounded
—dying. Go—go with help !”

Moved and terrified by her excitement, Lord Ravlin
called the two guides, and several stout mountaineers
who were hanging near the inn, and explained what he
wanted.

¢ Oh, the gentleman is safe,” said the guides. ‘‘He
will be either coming down where we came, or he will be
coming down the West Stair, or he will, which is unlikely,
be coming by the Herd’s Hut above the last pasture land.
There are only those ways.”

“ Come, then—a pound a piece for all who will go out.
Since there are three ways, let three guides make three
bands, several in each. Only find him, needful or not,
for a lady here is much distressed about him. Have you
torches and other things ? Let us be off at once. Casnet,
I go with you.”

<1 take the way by the Herd’s Hut,” said Casnet.

*“ And I,” said the other guide who had been with them
gll day, “shall go through the pine wood, up the West
tair.”

* * * * * * *

When Laura Ranleigh said those terrible words, ‘“Then
to-morrow you will be lord of Sothronwold,” Francis
Westholm saw Satan standing at his right hand to buy his
soul.d Sothronwold could be his ; the price was Jerome's
blood.

He had heard Jerome calling him ; he knew he had
turned back to find and help him ; he was living on
Jerome’s lavish generosity. But the promise of wealth
made by Jerome was undoubtedly couditioned on his
finding and marrying Delia, to whose family Jerome
evidently felt that he owed much; and Francis had
begun to believe that Delia was dead. Sothronwold
and the title might be his-—his if he only kept silence and
never told of that form lying on the edge of the gully.
Who could accuse him ?  Had they been together-? No.
Only to keep silence—only to remain here and not go into
Zermatt till the night had fallen.

¢ I shall never say I saw you here!” cried Laura; and
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she turned and fled down the path between the pines,
afraid of herself, afraid of him, afraid of that ghastly secret
that lay between them.

One minute Francis started forward to run to Zermaft
and shout for help. The next he held back, and saw in
vision beautiful Sothronwold and its enormous revenues,
and the envied title was written in the air as in golden
letters, and a seat in parliament loomed high before him.

Still, between going and staying, he hung back, and
darkness gathered in the pine wood, the precious minutes
fled, the sun had set. Then hurrying feet came up the
path. The morning guide confronted him.

““Oh, Mr Sothron! Herc? Safe? Where is Sir
Jerome?” .

Fatal moment! Last chance to do right! Alas!

““ Is he not down i the town ?” said Francis.

“No. Where ishe? Did you meet—did he find you?”

““No. I have not seen him.”

Francis’ die was cast!

“ He is, then, lost!” cried the guide,

¢ Shall I help you lock for him ?”

““No; you would hinder us. Better go back to the
mn.

So that party went on, and the central party went up
the way they brought down the Viscount of Hampton,
and from Zermatt they saw their torches shine along the
heights, and their voices were borne back on the hollow
air of night.

The third party went up by the Herd’s Hut, where the
men gathered in for shelter were settling themselves for
sleep. They had seen nothing of a stranger. On, then,
up four hundred steps.

‘¢ There is a ledge,” said Casnet, ‘‘ but he could only
have got there by a terrific fall ; and if he fell, not one
chance in a thousand but he would go on down the gorge
to certain death.”

< Qut there, then !” exclaimed Ravlin; “ and if there
is sign of a fall, we will go down the gorge with ropes.
I'll go myself.” : .
N He thought of Beryl's dream, and a chill struck his

eart.

There was a shout; they had found a vailed hat.

“Itis his!” cried Ravlin,
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*“Then he fell from the cliff,” said the guide.

There was a silence of horror, and they moved in
solemn file along the edge. There was a loud cry from
Casnet. He leaped forward. Quiet on the dizzy verge of
danger lay a dark form. He seized it by the feet and drew
it through the snow to him, and then they all clustered
about.

The face of Sir Jerome was white and still as the snow
about him, and his curly hair was wet with blood * blood
lay on the snow.

“Is he dead ?”

““ Not dead,” said the guide. ‘*Take him up to the hut.
Throw a cloak over him. Pour something down his
throat, run ahead to stir up the fire, and get hot water, hot
blankets,”

Lord Ravlin dashed forward. He felt that he had
Beryl's life to save as well as Jerome’s. He remembered
her face of agony. He knew she could not live without
him.

Laid in the hut beforea blazing fire, Jerome was treated
to the rude doctoring of the Alpine guides. His cut head
was washed with sour wine, salted. This sour wine,
heated was poured down his throat, he was rubbed, rolled
in blankets, hot water was poured over his hands and feet.
Lord Ravlin stood aghast at the treatment of the sturdy
mountaineers, but Jerome revived under it, opened his
eyes, the faint color stole back into his lips and cheeks.

‘““He is safe; he will be all right after a few days in
bed,” said the guides. ‘‘Let some one give word, while
we carry him to the hotel.”

CHAPTER LXV,
‘¢ SURELY YOU DID NOT PUSH HIM DOWN | ”

In the parlor of the inn sat Lady Maria, in a large, low
chair near the fire. Francis Sothron, his excursion garb
changed for dinner dress, stood opposite her, with folded
arms, and a lowering brow. Mrs. Ranleigh tripped in at
ease, and smiling.

‘“All ready, Lady Maria,” she said. ¢ You here, Mr,
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Sothron? So, you have all comein; or did you come
alone?”

““Alone; I strayed frop the rest on the mountain,”
said Francis, inwardly amazed at her ease and calm.

*“ How very foolish of you! You might have got lost,”
said Laura, drawing near to Lady Maria, asking it she had
found the day dull.

‘“For me, having no maid, I have been reduced to the
hideous necessity of mending my own dresses. Oh,
blessed poverty !”

“Sir Jerome is missing,” said Lady Maria, ““and my
brother has taken out a dozen men to search for him.”

“They'll find him,” said Laura, easily. ¢ Who ever
heard of anything happening on the Theodule Pass.”

‘“ And the viscount’s foot was hurt so that he was carried
home.”

“Dear! dear! How sorry Tam!”

““I think they have finished dressing it by this time. I
should like to go and ask how he finds himself, if you
will go with me, Laura,” said Lady Maria.

¢Oh, with pleasure,” said Mrs. Ranleigh. And as she
passed Francis she just touched his hand.

They went by Beryl’s door.

‘“ Beryl is wild with terror,” said Lady Maria, ‘‘ the
landlady and Fanny are with her, and that rector and his
wife, who are staying here. Poor child !”

“It is such nonsensc!” said Laura, sharply. * How
could anything happen? Mr. Sothron came down safe,
alone. Sir Jerome has stopped to chat with the herd-
men,”

But while Lady Maria spoke with the viscount, Laura
stood by the window looking out at the torches along the
mountain, and wandering what the report would be.
Could he have escaped? And in the parlor, Francis
Sothron in a tumult of fear, remorse, shame, paced in
disorder, up and down. Would his dastardly crime—for
crime it surely was—make him Lord of Sothronwold?
If it did, could he ever see other sight before his mental
eye, than that form lying on the edge of an abyss—the man
he would not save 7 Or, while guilty still, of that most
foul intent, would he see his cousin rescued, and his own
soul so blackly stained for naught? He thought of Laura,
her cool audacity in crime, Laura his evil angel, his temp-
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tress, he loathed the thought of her, yet, if this thing came
to pass—if now he was Lord of Sothronwold—he must
marry Laura, and no other—Laura, his companion in that
cruel deed—Laura, whose word could ruin him, make
Kim loathed and scorned in all England! Laura, whom
now he hated, because she had not fulfilled woman’s mis-
sion of lifting a man toward heaven, but had dragged him
down to sheol. Sothronwold and Laura—he hated the
thought ; he did not want Sothronwold. The door opened
and Laura glided in. She stood beside him. She assumed
that they were one in interest, one in destiny.

‘*Keep a clear face,” she whispered.

““I cannot!/” he said, pensively. < Till this night I
have been bad enough ; but I have not had blood on my
hands ! ”

“Hush! Surely you did not push him down?”

*“ Before Heaven, no!”

“And how do you know but he was dead when he
reached the ledge?” v

“Would to Heaven I had hurried men up there! If he
were dead, my hands would be clean ! ”

“It is too late to go back. A man should be his own
first concern. You have done absolutely znotking. One
cannot be blamed for doing nothing.”

A loud, coarse voice, swearing roundly, echoed in the
hall. The door burst open. A short, immensely stout
man, his size increased by multitudinous garments, a huge
red face, with little red, fiery eyes and thin red whiskers,
came pounding in in loud complaint against the landlord.
Behind him came a courier, a valet, a guide, a groom, the
whole atmosphere seemed at once surcharged with brutal
ostentation, vulgar wealth.

‘The overbearing stranger was shouting furious indigna-
tion that rooms had not been reserved for him when his
little keen, narrow eyes fell on the elegant form of Laura,
in bher black silk and jet dress, her pomegranate bloom,
scarlet ribbons at her throat, jewels gleaming on her
shapely white hand. He pulled off his fur cap, made a
heavy, clumsy bow, and mumbled a pardon. :

The landlord continued explanations, the various ser-
vants gathered about him to relieve him of his outer gar-
ments. He kept his gaze fixed on Laura, whose jet black
hair and eyes, well set head, clean cut features, and
haughty lips, seemed to fascinate him,
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I should fancy it was a stableman or chop-house
keeper turned millionaire,” said Laura, in her lowest tone,
to Francis. ‘“Ah! his presence makes me sick! Let us
go to supper.”

They turned, and as she swept out of the room, her
rustling, trailing garments, with their faint fragrance of
sandal wood, almost touched the irate new comer.

“Who is she?” he demanded, eagerly of the landlord.

“ Mrs., Ranleigh.”

“ And that is her husband ? ”

““No ; she has no husband here with her.” :

“By George ! she’s the finest woman I ever saw in my
life | " he cried, holding his hands to the fire, while his
little knot of servants began chuckling and winking at
each other, a proceeding which he seemed to think rather
complimentary than otherwise.

Laura and Sothron turned into the main hall, leading to
the room where supper had long been waiting them, but
a group barred their way.

In a sort of hammock, made of blanketsand ropes, and
covered with bearskin rugs, was a quiet figure, carefully
borne. The whisper went around :

It is Sir Jerome | ”

The tongue of Francis seemed paralyzed ; but Laura
said, in a sharp whisper :

“Dead ?”

¢“No,” said Lord Ravlin, who, at the head of the
patient, had been administering ammonia and cordials
during the careful down trip. ‘“No ! We hope for the best.”

They moved up the stairs. Francis reeled against the
wall. The victim lived! but he felt the foul stain of mur-
der still.

Laura Ranleigh gave a shiver, and looked about. A
pair of little red, eager eyes were fixed on her, and the
detestable big face, the coarse, cruel mouth of the newly
arrived guest were close behind her shoulder.

* * * * * * *

““ Dear Lady Medford, Sir Jerome is found,” so said the
gentle voice of a lady, who had been a ministering angel
to Beryl, in her hours of terror.

“Found, but dead! Oh, I know, I know.”

““Not dead—not even dying. A little hurt; we cannot
tell how much, but not seriously, we are sure. He has
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spoken of you. He says you are not to worry, allis
right.  Think, think, my dear, it is your justly roused
anxiety that has saved his life, by sending out searchers
so soon, and you will be the one to cheer his recovery
with your smiles, if you do not make yourself ill by this
terror. Think, think, if he hears you are ill—if you can-
not go to see him to-morrow—he will be made worse by
trouble for you. Come, my love, thank Heaven who has
spared him.”

Beryl clasped the kind, motherly hands that held hers.
These words touched and calmed her.

““Tell me, tell me, he is safe !”

‘“ As far as anything can now be known, he is safe!”

““And he is taken care of well? Let me go to him.”

“The doctor, the landlady, and a good nurse aredoing
the best possible. My husband will sit by him all night.
To see you would excite him. Do, my dear, just be
trustful and thankful, say your prayers and go to sleep,
and see him to-morrow.”

Calmed at last by such kindly words, Beryl, worn out
with her troubles, slept like a tired child.

*‘She is not half undressed,” said Fanny, anxiously.

““Never mind ; throw a down quilt over her, and turn
down the light. Have some chocolate or beef tea for her
when she wakes. The poor little thing is fairly worn out
with her terrors.”

“I never, never, saw any one love another so in my
life,” sobbed Fanny, with terror in her soul. ‘It seemsto
me almost dreadful, the way her heart is set on him, and
more every day.”

“* But for him, she is alone in the world,” said the lady.
‘1t is evident she would die, if she lost him.”

““Then to take him from her would be murder, and 1
won't do it,” whispered Fanny to herself,
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CHAPTER LXVI.
*“WHAT IS THE GIPSY'S OTHER BRIDGE ? "

“Omn, Jerome,” said Beryl, with a little sob, **I thought
I should never see you again ! ” ‘

‘“ Fate would not be so cruel as that to us, my dear,
after all we had suffered,” said Jerome, with a smile.

¢ Bus, oh, Jerome, what a narrow escape !”

I thought of you as I fell.”

“Ah! but you must not speak of it You turn pale.
1 am a poor nurse if T let you talk so much! If I could
only have fallen with you, it would not have been so bad,
my Jerome ! ” and with a heavenly smile she clasped both
her little hands about the hand of Jerome which lay upon
the side of his bed.

“T’m quite comfortable,” said Jerome, ‘‘ and more than
happy, if you are to sit by me.”

“ But only for half an hour in the morning, and half an
hour in the evening. Oh, Jerome, how long before you
will be quite well?”

““The doctor says I can start back to Lausanne on Mon-
day if all goes well. It seems I am a wonderfully sound
fellow, and recover like a miracle.”

“To-morrow you shall lie on the lounge, and I will
stay two hours and read to you. The next day you shall
sit in the easy-chair, and I will dine with you.”

“ Every one is very kind ; they have all been to ask
for me.”

‘*‘ Laura says your.Cousin Francis felt terribly when he
found you were missing. The viscount’s foot is better.
How unfortunate Zermatt has proved! I long to return to
Lausanne.”

Meanwhile Laura was in Beryl's room, and Fanny was
making some slight changes in a dress for her.

‘“You have a very stylish touch, Fanny,” said Laura,
turning round and round before the inconveniently small
glass. ‘I shall stay here with dear Lady Beryl! this mom-
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ing. The parlor is intolerable, for a hideous, coarse
monster of a man, who stares inconceivably.”

““He's a brewer—Mr. Rubble. Rich is no name for
him, his valet was telling me. Why, he has millions, and
means to be alderman, and hopes to be lord mayor. Why,
his man says he is up to millions.”

«“Ah ! the valet has fallen a prey to your eyes, has he,
Fanny, to the obliteration of that fine-looking sailor? 1
fear you are a flirt, Fanny,” said Laura, nothing loth to
hear all the news possible.

Fanny laughed and was flattered.

““He is a widower,” said Fanny ; ‘“his first wife died
before he got so rich; for he started poor, and made all
his money. His valet says he is very fond of ladies.”

“« Fie, fie, Fanny ! What an imprudent valet!”

¢ And that last night he saw some lady in this house
that he just raved over. I wonder if it was Lady Maria ;”
and Fanny bent to bite off a thread.

‘* No doubt it was,” said Laura, calmly. ¢ Lady Maria
is very pretty, and the newly rich adore blood and titles.”

« And the man—Kimes his name is—says Mr. Rubble
can give away diamonds like pebbles; and he gave a
ruby set to an opera dancer, a set a princess might have
been proud of!”

“Oh, Fanny, what wretched gossip! Beware of
Kimes.”

““ There, that draping suits your figure to a wonder,
ma'am,” said Fanny. ‘¢ Dear, dear, what a near miss
Mr. Sothron made last night of being Sir Francis for good
and all!”

““ Yes, but it was @ msss,” and Laura, as she thought of
it, had less faith in the future of Mr. Sothron, and as she
turned round before the glass, she said to herself :

¢ Millions | Diamonds like pebbles | ”

The titled, well-born guests at this Zermatt inn, had
been very quiet, unpretentious people, entertaining them-
selves, the viscount making no noise about his title, Lord
Ravlin boasting nothing of his long descent, Sir Jerome
innocent of the glamour of his wealth. But Mr. Rubble
filled the house with the noise and ostension of his mil-
lions. His servants, his coach, his luggage, his demands,
made more uproar than all the other guests put together.
The fall of fresh snow on the mountains, the mist that
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hung over the heights, the accidents that had overtaken
Sir ferome and the viscount, deterred Mr. Rubble from
his proposed mountaineering, and yet he did not depart
from Zermatt. Fanny had exchanged gossip with the
brewer’s valet. As she never gossiped about her lady,
she talked about Mrs. Ranleigh. Kimes was able to
inform his master that the dark enchantress was a
widow, a ‘¢ high life widow.” ‘¢ Hand-in-glove with the
nobility.” ¢ Looking for a match.” ¢ Lots of admirers.”
““ Knew her own value.” ¢ Mr. Sothron mad for her.”
‘ Had been promised a rich husband by a gipsy, lately.”

Mr. Rubble remained at Zermatt, and hung about
Laura. He had managed to make acquaintance. He
talked of his country-seat—once owned by a duke,” of
his ““ house in Portland square,” of his horses, his dogs,
his stocks. He murdered the English language cruelly
sometimes, now and then blundered into an oath, had the
graces of an elephant, and the manners of a cockfighter,
and showed his infatuation for Laura in a way that shocked
the dainty Beryl, and sent merry Lady Maria into silvery
peals oflaughter.  Laura, on her part, allowed just enough
of his homage to keep him from flight, and in her
high disdain, her oool scorn, her calm indifference, by
turns, made him frantic with despair and baffled desire.
Thus Monday came, and the party set out for Lausanne.

“ Good-by,” said Laura to Mr. Rubble. ¢ Take my
advice, stay here until next spring. The cold and the
diet will bring down your flesh and put youin a good
condition for climbing, and in the early summer you can
make yourself famous by some perilous Alpine ascent.”

Do you think after this I could everlive where I could
not at least see your name in the papers? I shall be in
London as soon as you are ! ” replied Mr. Rubble.

The second day after they reached Lausanne, the
millionaire, however, was established in the best suite in
the hotel where Lady Medford staid with Laura. Sir
Jerome and Francis had a suite in the same house.

But the very sight of Jerome was a terror to Francis
Every kind tone, every touch of his hand, every look of
the pale, handsome face, over which hung yet the chadow
of that near touch with death, was a reproach and a re-
morse, that seemed to wrap the whole soul of Francis in
fire, He could not stay where Jerome was.
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Meanwhile he avoided Laura. She had led him to en-
deavor to commit a hideous crime ; as his accomplice he
feared and condemned her. She saw the ties between
them severed ; but she realized also that Francis was un-
likely ever to be other than unprovided Mr. Sothron. It
was Sothronwold Abbey she had desired ; if that slid out
of her grasp perhaps some other estate equally rich might
be had, and fortune might make her lady somebody, if
only as lady of a city knight. Estates, bank accounts,
diamonds, and Rubble ! Could she endure it 2 ”

The Ravlins and their relatives and the Viscount Hamp-
ton must return home, for the date of Lady Maria's
marriage drew near. Sir Jerome could not yet travel, but
Francis made it evident that he had better go back to the
Abbey, to arrange affairs, and pursue the search for Delia.
Laura wished to go with the Ravlins, she had made her-
self very agreeable, and been invited to the wedding. The
physicians advised Sir Jerome to go to Nice until March
was passed. Sir Jerome vowed he could not and would
not go, unless Beryl went, and how could Beryl go ?

But where Jerome’s entire restoration was at stake,
Beryl could arouse to shrewd planning. Sheremembered
that she had she most amiable of stepmothers, and while
Lady Maria and her aunt yetremained at Lausanne, Beryl
dispatched North, for the second time, to Vienna.

““Itis all planned, Jerome,” she said, as with Lord Ravlin
and his cousin they drove slowly along the Vevay road.
‘1 have sent for my father and Lady Heath. They will
stay here a week, and then I will go to Nice with them
and after a fortnight or three weeks, you can come to Nice
also. Then in March, I will go to London with my
father and Lady Heath, and in April, you will come. 1
will return to society at the beginning of the season, and
my stepmother shall be my chaperon. She is goodress
itself if she is odd.”

‘“ And your father— he used to hate me ? ”

‘“ He willlove you now "—said Beryl, laughing—‘ You
or Sothronwold ; but 7, love you, Jerome !”

‘‘May heaven bless you for an angel ! and in June—
will you say in June—you will marry me? We have
waited so long !

‘“Oh, Jerome!” cried Beryl, turning very pale.
‘“ What do you suppose is the gipsy’s other bridge ? *
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CHAPTER LXVII.
““ THE EDGE OF A PRECIPICE.”

Octosrr smiled over Lausanne. The vintage was gath-
ered ; the new snows lay on the heights ; the lake was
blue as the sky; the leaves were falling in showers with
every frosty morning ; the air was full of life and
strength.

““ You might as well be at Nice as anywhere, since you
cannot go into society yet,” said Fanny, dressing her
lady’s fair hair; ‘“but as for Sir Jerome needing it, I
don’t believe a word of it. Never a gentleman looked so
well as he does.” ) :

‘“ Indeed he does look well,” said Beryl, with a radiant
face.

“And you'll be happy enough at Nice, I'll warrant.”
said Fanny, going to the wardrobe for a dress. ‘“Ihope
we'll be done with these black gowns some time. Here
has Sir Jerome sent you a whole basket of the loveliest
pansies. I shall put a bunch at your throat, and one at
your belt, my lady. What luck for you that your father
married such a kind-hearted lady, and here she is, ready
to do anything for you. Indeed, my lord, your father, is
fond enough of Sir Jerome now ; and yet I remember
well when he was ready to take my head off for just sus-
pecting I had taken you a note from Mr. Jerome Sothron.”

“Fanny ! Fanuy! you talk altogether too much.”

“Itis habit, my lady; you've always been so kind
It is only yesterday that Mrs. Ranleigh went off with
Lord Ravlin’s party ; and this morning early off went Mr.
Rubble, and his crowd of servants, full chase for England.
Kimes, his man, tells me his master is fairly mad for Mrs.
Ranleigh, and I believe it will be a match.”

“Fanny!” cried Beryl, in infinite disgust.  *¢That
coarse, horribleman! Why, I saw him kick a dog cruelly,
just because it ran against him ; and he stepped right
straight on a lovely white rose that lay in his path, and
crushed the beautiful wonder to atoms ; and he swor¢ at
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a poor beggar woman, and cuffed a poor little boy that
tried to sell him carvings. Oh, he is too horrible ! ”

**But he is no end rich,” said Fanny, fastening the last
knot of pansies in her lady’s belt.  ““You'll see she'll take
him before midsummer.”

¢Ah-h-h! Fanny, the gipsy said fear and hate-—a rich
husband that she would fear and hate ! Poor Laura!
Oh, what a strange gipsy that was! Iam sick with fear,
Fanny, when 1 think how she foretold two terrible,
strange perils for Sir Jerome. One is passed, and so close
by death ; and the second—oh ! what will the second be ?”

She clasped Fanny’s arm, pale and trembling.

¢* Nothing ; the gipsy must be wrong. How could she
know things, my lady? Oh, it is real sinful to believe
in her!”

But Fanny, in her heart, felt what was the worst and
most deadly peril that was coming to meet this young,
loving, much-tried pair in the stormy course of their true
love. She felt so glad that Lady Heath came in to divert
Beryl's attention from her alarmed, anxious face.

““My cherub, how sweet youlook ! A true wonder,
with the fine gold of your hair, and your eyes like the
pansies in your belt! Are you ready for dinner, my
pet? My angelic Alfred has asked Sir Jerome to dine
with us. Ah, my child, how your good father rejoices
that you will be lady of Sothronwold Abbey ! He says
you are worthy of one of the finest fortunes in England,
and here it is at your charming little feet! But it is the
man 1 think of, my child—the man ! And, oh, what a
man itis! I that speak to you know. I have experience
of thr!ee. This Sir Jerome is a pear], a topaz, an emerald of
men ! ”

Beryl laughed. The chatter of her stepmother always
made her laugh, while the goodness of her heart made her
love her.

‘“ Come, then; I am ready,” she said. *“*Do I look
well?”

And with love’s harmless vanity about being beautiful
to the beloved, she turned slowly round before the admir-
ing Lady Heath and Fanny. Her dress of black silk
grenadine, with the clusters of pansies, was plain enough
surely, but harmonized with Beryl's white-and-gold, and
the soft, shadowy eyes, brimful of happy love. ~Perhaps
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she appeared all the more enchanting contrasted with her
her stout relative in vivid blue, with abundance of white
lace.

¢ She must get off that black soon,” said Fanny.

“ Yes, indeed. I never wore black over oie year,” said
Lady Heath.

Some of these remarks of the good woman were irk-
some to Beryl. She flitted away into the drawing-room
with a song on her lips.

‘““How happy she is ! ” said Fanny ; ‘“andI've seen the
time when I thought she would die of grief. She was
wasted to a little shadow.”

‘“Ah, Fanny,” cricd Lady Heath, “she lives in the
affections of the heart! She is the kind to dic of grief. 1
have noticed her. If this Sir Jerome died—if anything
parfed her from him—she would melt away as a snow-
wreath in the sun.  She is all soul. Now, I have a corner
of my nature for my clothes, for my horses, for my din-
ners. She takes all such things as mere accidents, and in
love is her life. Although I adore my admirable Alfred, I
should never die on his account. It is there where 1 differ
from Lady Beryl.”

““ Everything sets one way,” sighed Fanny, as she put
the dressing-room in order. ‘‘If I tell her that its more
than likely Sir Jerome’s wife is living, then she'll die and
I'll be the murderer. Tcan’tdo it T won't doit. Sheis
not thinking of marriage yet. TIll let her be happy while
she can.”

The echo of Beryl's voice came to her from the drawing-
room. She was singing for Sir Jerome. Fanny loved to
hear that sweet round voice, so perfect in all its modula-
tions. She drew near the open door of the dressing-room,
and looked between the folds of the portiere. Sir Jerome
was leaning on the piano with the adoring look of one
who worships at a shrine, and Beryl sang :

¢+« Nor is it yet the spirit of the season,
The summer-time, that makes my heart so gay ;
But softer thoughts, and yet, a sweeter reason,
Love, that o’er all my happy heart hath sway "’

Lord Alfred cams " as Beryl was singing.

““Come! Thislo. s likeoldtimes!” cried Lord Alfred,
ignoring that in the oid times he would wrathfully have
broken up the pretty scene on the spot.
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The little page appeared with a silver salver bearing
letters.

Sir Jerome took them from him, and selecting two or
three for Beryl, was handing them to her, when the writ-
ing of the address on the top letter caught his eye. He
turned pale, gave a shiver, and exclaimed :

¢ Beryl, where is that from?”

«QOh, that is from my companion. You know, theone
I threatened to send for, to keep you in order, only she is
not old and stern enough to impress outsiders ! It is Lelia
Barrows, a sweet creature. I put her, at her own request,
in a school at Biarritz. See her letter, Jerome, what a
nice long one.”

‘“ Yes. Thehandwriting had little peculiarities that re-
minded me of a script 1 knew, but this is a much more
cultivated hand, I see.”

1 shall invite her to Nice for Christmas holidays, I
think. She is so good, and innocent, and sweet.” :

‘“ No doubt ; but don’t invite her. It is sweeter to b
just two.”

‘“And, Jerome, her story is romantic, and her object is
so touching and earnest. Let me tell you about her.
Her husband—I don’t know his——"

““Dinner is served !” proclaimed North, majestically.
Thus Beryl ever skirted blindfold the edge of a preci-
pice. :

CHAPTER LXVIIIL
‘OH, JEROME ! HOW YOU MUST DESPISE ME | ”

TuE first of January had come, and Nice was in the
flood-tide of its winter glory. The quarter of the Marble
Cross was full of foreign visitors, and the quay along the
river was crowded with loungers, while splendid carriages
with coats of arms, and servants in livery dashed up to
and left the handsome residences in the Jerdin Public. In
one of the handsomest and sunniest of these Lord Alfred
Heath and his wife and daughter were established. Lord
Alfred’s German wife, being nobly lavish in all that she
esteemed suitable expenses. Lord Alfred had an elegant
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residence, plenty of servants, fine turn-outs, rode as good
a horse as any one in Nice, but found himself sadly
restricted in regard to Monaco and its green tables, the
betting whercin his soul delighted, and the brandy which
madame expressly prohibited.

“My adorable Alfred, brandy will kill you. Your
death would break my heart. My angel, I find it neces-
sary for you to exist without brandy.” And by some
occult means, madame governed her ‘“admirable Alfred”
so well that he raved against her restrictions and sub-
mitted to them.

Jerome Sothron had arrived in Nice shortly after the
Heaths, and established himself in lodgings in the Rue
Droite. It is not to be denied that he spent much of his
time in the hotel of the Heaths, and under the auspices of
the amiable stepmother Beryl and Jerome found the days
of their courtship an idyl of delight.

On this first morning of the year Sir Jerome had come
to breakfast at Lady lleath’s, bringing for Beryl an ex-
quisite bouquet of roses. He stood in the sunny window
of the breakfast-room waiting for his idol.

The door opened, and in came Beryl, but a Beryl that
at first he scarccly recognized. During the last two
months Beryl’s black had changed to lavender, and now
over a year had passed since the death of the marquis,
and that morning Fanny had been in the height of joy,
dressing her dear little lady once more in colors.

Beryl wore a dress of pale blue cashmere; the open
sleeves and the slashed draperies were lined with delicate
pink satin. The robe was cut in a point over the neck,
and under a filmy vail of lace glcamed the soft, pearly
throat, and a cluster of blush roses and forget-me-nots
nestled lovingly against the warm, soft chest  Her fluffy
golden hair was like a radiant crown ; laughter dimpled
all her dainty face ; a subtle fragrance of mignonette dif~
fused from her garments. .

She poised like a bird on the threshold, to read in
Jerome’s eyes the impression which she made, then rip-
pled into a laugh like a bird’s nesting song, and fluttered
into his open arms, with a long sigh of sweet content in
finding her heart’s true rest, o

<My angel ! my darling !” cried Jerome, pressing her
again and again to his heart, in all the pride of his true
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and deep love, half wild with joy at claiming as all his
own so sweet a thing. ‘“My love! my life! my own !’

Beryl wound one fair arm about his neck, and laid her
warm, sweet lips on his in a long kiss.

“There, my Jerome! that kiss, and—and this dress—
this b/ue dress are your New Year's gifts from me.”

““ Heavenly gifts indeed ! 7 said Jerome. ‘ Now I feel
as if the past had been all a dream, and you are mine,
truly mine, sweet Beryl. Now crown the joy of this blessed
New Year by telling me when we may be married.”

Beryl hung her pretty head.

““Speak, Beryl! Tell me the lovely day, the crown of
my life ! ”

““Then, if nothing happens——"

“Don’t say that. What can happen, Beryl?”

' If nothing happens,” repeated Beryl, ‘it shall be the
twenty-eighth of June.”

‘“8So long 1 ” cried Jerome, in dismay.

¢« Less than six months,” said Beryl, hiding her rosy face
on his arm.

‘“Well, as we shall not be parted in thattime, I can Zze,
I suppose, even thatlong,” he said, with a sigh.

““And Jerome, I would rasher the engagement should
not be announced until May.”

“The announcement is nothing, so I know my joy my-
sclf,” said Jerome, valiantly. ¢ Here is my New Year's
offering.”

Beryl took the fragrant bouquet of choice roses in both
hands, kissed the flowers, and laid her warm cheek
against the cool, delicate petals. Then looking at each
bud and blossom separately, for itself, she cried out:

¢“Oh, Jerome, here is something in the center—a note !
a little box! Oh, this quite makes me feel as if I were a
prima donna! They get such bouquets.”

““You are the prima donna of my heart ! ” said Jerome.

“ Ah ! but I must be more than that. I claim to be ondy
lady of your heart.”

““You are, indeed ; else you would not find #zafin your
bougquet,” replied Jerome, as Beryl untied the little white
ribbons that bound the white velvet box, and opening it,
beheld a medallion richly set with pearls and turquoises.

She touched the spring, and the handsome face of
Jerome, exquisitely painted on ivory, me{ her eye. She
kissed the picture with rapture,
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Jerome possessed himself of her left hand. The taper
fingers were withoutanyring. The evening before, when
she took off her last remnants of mourning, she had, with
a soft sigh, laid in a secret receptacle of her jewel-case,
two rings given her by the Marquis of Medford. Jerome
slipped on the prelty finger a diamond engagement-ring.

As Beryl threw the slender chain of the medallion about
her neck, and the lwo stood gazing at each other in a
happy trance of love, the door opened, and Lady Heath
entered in her New Year’s splendor, with the ‘“ adorable
Alfred” in her train.

Jerome took Beryl’s hand and led her to meet them.

“The twenty-eighth of June is to crown my wishes,”
he said, in triumph.

‘1 adore engagements, weddings, trousseaus!’ cried
Lady Heath. < Beryl, my cherub, my New Year’s gift
shall be to dispatch Fanny to Paris to bring you three of
Worth’s best gowns. 1 pine for your re-entrance to
society. The days will be long until the first of April.”

*“They will be short as minytes,” asserted Jerome ; “and
fhen detestable society will ingulf her in operas, balls, din-
ners, suppers, theatres, fefes, other partners, until I tear
my hair with rage.” .

““My seraph, rely on me fora splendid wedding-gift.
I shall outdo myself,” said Lady Heath,

1 wish it were in a more needy direction,” whispered
her Alfred in her ear.

“My blessed Alfred you have me/ What can you
wish for more?” said Lady Heath, tranquilly moving
to her place at the enormous silver urns of tea and coffee.

New Year's gifts, New Year'sgreetings filled up the day.
At noon came a great number of letters from friends in
England and elsewhere.

““Oh !'” cried Beryl, in a tone of regret, as she opened
a letter.

¢ What is it, dear? ” asked Jerome.

“From Lelia Barrows. I wrote for her to come here
for a rest and visit, and she begs to be excused. She
says she needs to spend every day in improving herself,
and that she must go to England the first of May. She
has an engagement there that cannot be broken.”

¢*Bless her fornot coming here!” cried Jerome.
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“QOh, Jerome! You would have liked her, I am sure.”

“1 would like no one who deprived me of your society,’
said Jerome, stoutly.

““She writes with a tone of sadness, poor child! Hers
is a pitiful history. I must tell it to you assoon as I finish
these letters ;" and Beryl broke a seal bearing the Friar
arms.

“Oh, oh!” she cried, in dismay and irritation.

““ What is that ‘oh’ for?” demanded Jerome, looking up
from his letters.

‘“Ah, Jerome, it is from Sir Eustace ; all full of news,
and euthusiasm for something or another, and gossip—
yes, downright gossip, Sir Eustace is guilty of. He says
—he really says—that Laura Ranleigh is accepting atten-
tions from that odious Mr. Rubble. By wealth and polit-
ical influence he has secured invitations to houses where
Laura is visiting, and he is paying her very open attention,
and she is accepting it.”

““Only what I should expect,” said Sir Jerome. ‘I am
losing all faith in and regard for Mrs. Ranleigh. I sus-
pect she is treacherous—I %#now she is—and she is an open
fortune-hunter. Suppose Rubble is vulgar, coarse, hard,
cruel; he is rich—wondrous rich. She will marry his
houses, his turn-outs, his huge income.” '

“ And you will despise her for it ? 7 said Beryl, looking
at him with deep. entreating eyes.

“Certainly. Why not? How could one doless?”

¢Oh, Jerome !” cried Beryl, a sudden whiteness invad-
ing her lovely face, and cruel sorrow looking from her
blue eyes. ““Oh. Jerome, how you must despise me/”

““You, my darling! What do you mean?”

¢I—I did that | ” sobbed Beryl hiding her face ; ““and,
too, when—when I loved you all the time!”

‘“Poor, innocent little one, forced by others—do you
think I can blame you for that?” he cried, catching her in
his arms.
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CHAPTER LXIX
“‘{ LEAVE YOU AN ERRAND FOR ME."”

*“Wny do you and Beryl not go out horseback riding ?”
asked Lord Alfred, one morning, of Jerome. ‘‘The roads
are fine and so is the weather. There's nothing to hin-
der; you used to be wild enough to go, when you
couldn’t.”

Sir Jerome did not know whether to laugh or to choke
his future father-in-law, who was always referring with
infinite seng froid to that past, wherein his own past from
any honorable point of view had been anything but
praiseworthy. .

‘“ I should enjoy it of all things,” said Jerome. ‘ Beryl,
will you go?”

I shall be glad enough to accompany you,” said Lord
Alfred. *‘ Riding is one of the few pleasures left me.”

““ My adorable Alfred,” said his wife,” calmly, ‘“you
have quite as many pleasures as are good for you. Beryl,
my rosebud, if you wish, I will buy you the handsomest
horse in Nice this very day.”

‘“There is a snow white beauty, just the creature for
you, Beryl. Could be hired for three months,” interrupted
her father.

““And let your riding-dress be blue; order one at
once,” cried Lady Heath.

After that many happy mornings were spent in excur-
sions on horseback. Beryland Jerome cantering through
the streets, Beryl in dark blue on her snow white horse,
and Jerome riding a splendid creature black as jet and
smooth as satin. Lord Alfred, or North, went with them,
and reaching some ruin, cathedral, or ancient convent,
which they wished to see, they would dismount and
wander about in the wide sunshine among the heaped up
relics of *“ The Fairies’ Bath,” ¢ The Temple of Apollo,”
or the ‘ Camp of Charlemagne.”

““What a charming sky and charming view,” said
Beryl, one day, as they paced up’and down an avenug
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lined with ilex trees. ‘‘Are you noticing if, Jerome?”

““The fact is,” said Jerome, rousing himself. “I am
often lost in a swect day-dream, or castle-building, of
what our life shall be together, when we live at Sothron-
wold Abbey. Sothronwold is so marvellously beautiful,
Beryl”

“yYes, I know,” said Beryl, with a faint sigh.

Jerome knew what she was thinking of ; he drew her
left hand under his arm, as she carried her long habit-
skirt gathered over her right. He whispered :

““We shall be so happy there that every sad association
and thought shall die. It has its sad memories for me,
too, Beryl, to be charmed away by your smile.”

“ She is buried there? ” said Beryl, gently.

““Yes, poor girl1”

“1 am glad you said #kas,” said Beryl, drawing closer
to him. ‘“I could not love you so well, Jerome, if I
thought you had hard thoughts toward her. She was not
to blame for marrying you. How could she do other-
wise when you asked her? I think she loved you,

erome.”

““She fancied mc, no doubt. Real love, my Bery],
must have more solid grounds. I was cruelly to blame
to marry a young creature out of mecre rage and spite
against my fate. I only explain it by thinking that I was
not in my right mind, that my approaching brain fever
had already laid hold of my intellect. 1 cowld no! love
her, I could notlive with her; but I do deeply pity her,
and deplore her terrible end.  Yet I did my best to make
her part with that maid, Sara. I suspected her. But,
you see, I had no authority or right, taking the position
I did from the first,”

‘‘ Her family live there still? ¥ queried Beryl.

“No. 1 sentthem away ; that is, they wanted to go
to Nova Scotia, and I gave them funds to go—a thousand
pounds—soon after I inherited.”

‘“That was so liberal of you, Jerome !”

*You would think it barely justice, Beryl, if you knew
all the wrong they had suffered at Sothronhands. And yet
they were our people—good old tenants for generations.
Celia had a sister, Delia, a twin, so like her that they
could not be known apart. Francis Sothron, about
eightsen months before I heired, was visiting my uncle,



308 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE,

and, under promise of marriage, got poor Delia to run

away with him. He did not marry her, and she left him,

because she was at heart a good girl and wanted to do

well. She married an honest man. I did something for

them. But he is dead, poor fellow, and Delia has.
vanished somewhere, always, 1 suppose, fecling the
burden and shame of that first fault.”

“Oh, how cruel! how cruel!” sighed Beryl.

“My uncle forbade Francis the vlace, little thinking
that he would soon be there as heir. Then, four good lives
stood between.”

“ He should never be there. He desecrated the place.
Oh, how can you tolerate him there, Jerome?”

‘“ One tolerates the penitent, my dear. I hope Francis
is penitent. I believe hereally loved Delia, and Deliaonly.
He has been looking for her since he supposed he was
Sir Francis—looking for her, to repair his wrong toward
her by marriage.”

““Ah! then I think better of him.”

““So do I. He has others looking for Delia, and he has
taken a vow, up to some day next spring,to look for her,
and hold himself ready to marry her. He is searching
for her everywhere. I senthim back to the Abbey, hoping
that through old friends of the Morris family he mightlearn
Delia’s whereabouts.”

““And then ?” questioned Beryl, with a deep sigh over
the many woes of fallen humanity.

““Then, my dear, when she is found they will marry,
and Francis is to go to Canada, and 1 am to give him a
fortune, out of what I made so oddly when I was a fugi-
tive and a wanderer, with the mark of Cain.”

¢ Unmerited, my Jerome.”

““No, never so bad as that But I owe a good Provi-
dence a thank-offering, and suffering humanity some help.
And I think, my Beryl, our bridal days will be all the hap-
pier for knowing an old wrong repaired, as far as any
wrong can be ; and then, too, it yeems to me an expiation
of some sort toward poor Celia, to help the sister she
loved so well.” :

Jerome loved to call this dear young creature ‘‘my
Beryl.” What agonies he suffered in the days when she
was another man’s Beryl!

“You have much to forgive me, my Beryl,” he said,
clasping the little fingers that lay on his arm.
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““And you much to forgive me. Ah, Jerome, perhaps
it is just as well that all this forgiving is not on one side,”
and she lifted the blue eyes to his with a look of trustand
tenderness.

““ And in spite of all the past, my dear, the Abbey will
have smiles and flowers for us, and be the home of our
hearts, when we go there, having done what we can to
make the crooked straight.”

January passed delightfully with Lady Beryl. Sir
Jerome treasured every day, and begrudged its passing,
because in the middle of March the Heaths were going to
London, and he must loose sight of his Beryl ‘‘ fora whole
intolerable fortnight.”

“I will plan something for you to do for me,” said
Beryl, laughing, ‘“and the time will not seem so long.”

With the last days of February the flowers came back,
and jonquils, hepaticas, and daffodils bloomed in all the
sheltered nooks ; the garden borders were gay, and the
sweet breath of the hyacinths floated on the air. There
is & pretty excursion to a place called “The valley of
Hepaticas,” where in white, blue, pink, purple, these
delicate blossoms spread a sheet of bloom. They went
there one day, Lady Heath going in the phaeton, sleep-
ing all the way, and vowing that the *“ view was transcen-
dental 1”7

““This mass of flowers, all of one kind,” said Jerome,
‘““makes me think of a spot [ shall show you one day, the
Iris field at the abbey ; it is a mass of blue lilies.”

Oh, little did Sir Jerome think of the horrors that should
surround the hour when again he looked on the spot be-
loved of his boyhood.

““Laura has told me of that place; she knew it well,”
said Beryl.  ““But I cannot bear to think of Laura any
more.”

““Why not? On account of Mr. Rubble?”

“Yes; I had a letter from Lady Maria. She says it
will certainly be a match. He lavishes gifts—costly gifts
—on her, and she takes them, and he follows her every-
where,  And yet, Lady Mariasays she knows, Laura fears
and hates him. She has seen Laura shudder and turn
pale when he came near her. The idea of marriage with
such feelings is hideous ! "

But this thought of Laura did not often cross the happy
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hours that followed each other ‘‘rosy-footed,” until the
middle of March came, and Lady Heath carried her lovely
step-daughter back to London society.

“* Jerome, to occupy these two weeks I leave you an
errand for me. Biarritz is lonely, make a trip there.
See the house where 1 lived, see my dear Lelia Barrows
for me. Perhaps you can bring her to England with
you.”

CHAPTER LXX
¢ BUT YOUR LELIA 1S NOTHING TO ME.

JeroME Soturon did not obey his liege lady and go to
Biarritz.  He had nointerest at all in taking Miss Barrows
with him to England. When he saw his Beryl again,
could he spare her for one five minutes to Miss Barrows,
or Miss Anybody ? No, indeed ! Besides, his time was
occupied. lHeheardfrom Francis, that the French woman
with whom he believed Delia to have left England, had
gone to Potigny in Normandy, and was a Madame Fleury.
Possibly she might give information concerning Delia.
Therefore, Sir Jerome hurried off from Nice, no longer at-
tractive, and took Potigny in his way to London, and after
some search found Madame Fleury. She had not seen
Delia since one afternoon when she left the house, saying
that she would be back by eight, and she never came.
She did not return during the two weeks madam had
lingered in England. Madam was afraid the poor, lonely,
misguided young woman had gone back to a. former
lover, which would be a great sin and shame, as she had
a kind, liberal, honest husband. But, alas ! did not care
for him, more was the pity.

So, baffled in this search, Jerome after securing an agent
or two to look for Delia, went to London, and in the glad
meeting with Beryl forgot his troubles about Delia.
Francis and Jerome had had few words about the girl.
Francis had never ventured to mention to Jerome his
unfortunate wife. The Morris girls had been orphans
scattered among relations : and Francis, knowing only
Delia, concluded there might have been several of the
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girls—Delia, the sister married to Sir Jerome, and the
sister whom he had seen in Biarritz, and who seemed to
have fallen in with friends who afforded her abundant
means. This girl Francis had never mentioned to Sir
Jerome,

She was evidently very hostile to Francis himself,
and knew that he had nearly succeeded in persuading
Delia to abandon her husband and return to himself.
That was an episode that Francis did not wish Sir Jerome
to know.

In London Lady Heath had leased the house in Park
Lane belonging to the Heath family, and formerly occupied
by Beryl's grandmother. Beryl was thus once more in
the home of her girlhood ; but the home was changed,
and so was Beryl. The new Lady Heath had the house
refurnished in her own lavish and florid taste, somewhat
chastened by the more cultivated ideas of a London
upholsterer.

All was brilliant with gilding, mirrors, flowers, cut glass,
pictures, draperies, china. Lady Heath wasin the height
of her glory. Reports of her wealth had gone as heralds
before her ; she was a foreigner, and everything ““odd”
could be forgiven to a foreigner. And then Lady Heath
was bringing back Lady Beryl Medford, who had risen
over London society as a bright particular star, that set
all too soon. And so no sooner were the Heaths ‘‘at
home” than Park Lane was thronged with the carriages
of those who came to welcome them or do them honor,
and a continual procession seemed to pass in and out of
their drawing-rooms, while a shower of cards and invita-
tions fell upon their tables.

And if the house, with its brilliant refitting, its new
servants, new carriages, abundant table, and air of liberal
wealth, far above all subterfuge and meanness, was
changed, so and more changed was Beryl, the daughter
of the house. She had still the cloudy eyes and the golden
hair that might have been painted by Paul Veronese, and
had marked the girl Beryl, the timid debufante. But in
those days, dominated by her selfish father and her fierce
grandmother, the girl had looked out on life with fear,
and had not dared to call her soul her own. Now, as Lady
Medford, she was independent in fortune and position,
and mistress of her own future. But oh, how dearly had
that independence been bought |
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Whereas once her father had considered his child a com-
modity to be disposed of for his own benefit, now in the
favor of her rank and of her coming fortune, he was the
humblest of her subjects, while instead of having over her
the fierce, eagle-beaked old dowager, ordering her here
and there without regard to her wishes, Beryl had for
chaperon the stout, effusive stepmother, who was to
Beryl as a broad, bright, fostering, summer day. Beryl
often wondered where Lady Heath found the endless
admiring names which she bestowed on her and the
‘“adorable Alfred "—whole strings and chains of names !

Lady Heath was just getting out of her coupé, wherein
she had an endless heap of little parcels, results of a
morning’s pilgrimage among the shops, when she faced Sir
Jerome, who, arrived that morning at his chambers atthe
Albany, was hastening to see Beryl. Lady Heath grasped
his hand.

‘“ Welcome, Sir Jerome, my pride of men! Ah, I know
what eyes will be like two suns to see you. Come, skeis
always in the conservatory at this hour; ske loves to
arrange her own flowers; fly, my Prince Jerome; what
is more opportune than to find love among the roses?”

The conservatory ! Well did Sir Jerome know the spot
where had sounded, between sobs and tears, when he
was poor Mr. Sothron, the knell of his fate. There heand
Beryl had wept together when she had told him that her
hand had been, against her entreaties and protestations,
bestowed on the marquis. And here he found her now.

She was bending above a beautiful crape myrtle, a sheet
of rosy bloom, while beside her a Daphne odorata poured
incense on the air. But at the softly breathed ‘‘Beryl!"”
she flew into his arms.

‘“Jerome ! Jerome! are you here?”

““Yes, my darling. This fortnight has seemed long,
but now we meet never, never to part. I feel as if all our
lives lay before us, bright as this April day, all flooded
with its sunshine. It is an omen!”

“April, I call my month,” said Beryl, smiling. It
seems to me like my life; I am either all happy, or all
wretched ; I am either laughing or crying. When—when
I am parted from yeox, when sorrows are between us,
I am bursting into tears all the times and when you are
near me, I am smiling and laughing, because all the
world, and everything in it, looks so lovely to me.”
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“My darling you shall never shed any more tears!”
cried Sir Jerome, fondly, drawing her closer to him—she
was so sweet and artless in the clear simplicity of her
love.

Never any more tears!| And yet the terrible crisis of
their fate drew near apace; and on they went, gay as
two children tripping over a flowery plain, to meet that
crucial hour.

The gipsy’s prophecy had almost passed out of Beryl's
mind—been crowded out by happiness. Jerome had
come to her again, all the world smiled on them. Two
months, and a little more, would bring the wedding-day.
Beryl remembered no longer the fateful words about the
second bridge. And why should she? These prophecies
were mere shrewd guessing set to work, a keen character-
reading, and quickly caught words and hints.

““And you did not go for my Lelia, after all!” cried
Beryl.  ‘*Oh, shameless knight! But she is coming to
England in about three weeks.”

““Ah, I do not care a penny about your Lelia,” said Sir
Jerome, laughing.

‘* Fie, now | I believe you are jealous of her. I really
love her.”

““You love everybody ; it is one of your sweet traits, -
But, indeed, you fill the whole circle of my heart. I love
so well, I have no room for jealousy; and your Lelia is
really nothing to me.”

Sir Jerome came back to be the lion of the hour, as
Beryl had come to be the belle of the season. She sur-
passed all the newly introduced beauties. Her loveliness
was admitted to be as incomparable as Jerome’s history
was unmatchable. The news of his long adventures, his
return, following, as it did, so soon after the remarkable
confession of Sara Hunter, which had been scattered over
the whole civilized world, had made Jerome the object of
curiosity, astonishment, and admiration.
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CHAPTER LXXI.
HAD THE TERRIBLE HOUR COME }?

Axonc the first to welcome Beryl back to social life
were the new Marquis of Medford and his wife, the Coun-
tess Marion. They had taken possession of their home
in Cavendish square, where Bery! had reigned briefly and
unhappily. The Countess Marion, owing to the birth of
her child and the death of the late marquis, had been two
years or more in seclusion. She now returned to the
high circle where her sweetness and accomplishments
had made her ever a favorite, and where she now shone
with new éc/af. She was about to give a very splendid
ball. She came to Beryl the morning after Jerome’s
arrival,

<“Dearest Beryl, you know I love you as a sister, and
1 sympathize with you now in your new happiness. 1
wish very much that you should make my ball the occa-
sion of your most brilliant appearance this season, and
that there your engagement to Sir Jerome should be an-
nounced. It will notgrieve you, will it, dearest, to come
to the house that was once yours?”

¢“No, dear Marion. It seems to me that nothing can
ever grieve me while I have--Jerome,” said Beryl, look-
ing up with a blush and her ingenuous smile.

The countess patted her check, with a bright look.

“] want every one to feel that we, Harley and I, are
glad of your happiness, and are nearest friends to you
and Sir Jerome.”

“You are so good,” said Beryl—*‘you always were
so good to me, Marion. In sorrow and in joy, ever the
same.”

«] see no reason why I should be otherwise, Beryl.
You were sweetness itself to me and my baby when you
were in the place I hold now. So you are to be the
crowning glory of my ball. T want it areal social success.
It will be the twenty-sixth.”’
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“*Rely on me, Lady Medford,” said Lady Heath, who
had entered the drawing-room. ‘I am resolved that
Bery!l shall shine. There is nothing I love like beauty.
As I see none when I look in the glass, T delightin fixing
my eyes on sweet, fair faces like yours and my angelic
Beryl's. As I say to my adorable Alfred, ‘Since I am
without beauty, I have the joy of feeling that you married
me for more solid charms.” And I am solid enough,
goodness knows,” added Lady Heath, calmly surveying
her portly figure.

Beryl, as usual, at the maternal remarks, broke into a
low, silvery peal of laughter. For the life of her, she
could not help it. There was something to her intensely
amusing in Lady Heath.

“Oh, I know,” said Lady Heath, good-naturedly. I
love to hear you laugh, my cherub! You were so sad
when 1 first met you, it made me heart-sick. Yes, [ know
what were the solid charms which won my adorable
Alfred. TZhey are in fhe bank, my pet. And why not?
What is more convenient to a man like my adorable Alfred
than money, which he is nof allowed to devastate? And
Alfred s adorable. I always wwrshipped a man with just
that shape of the nose; and as for his whiskers, properly
dyed, they are the most ecstatic whiskers—except Sir
Jerome’s and the Marquis of Medford’s—that cver I'saw.”

Having thus done justice to the two young ladies, Lady
Heath folded her arms complacently and looked about,
while heart-happy Beryl laughed till the tears came.

‘Indeed, mamma,” she said, ‘‘ you must be more
careful what you say to make me laugh. You will ruin
my reputation for good manners if you set me into these
ridiculous fits of laughter. You know I ought never to be
much amused at anything.”

“I know no such nonsense at all,” said Lady Heath.
““To laugh and be happy is a good thing, and prepares
us in time to meet trouble. I have found it so.” ’

But Beryl felt as if no trouble was ever coming to Zer.
Had she not Jerome ?

Radiant with beauty and promise, all her life lying
before her and about her as a summer land, made glad
by the sunshine of abundant love, Lady Beryl Medford
appeared at the countess’ ball. Her dress was a brocade
of most delicate blue, wrought with silver thread which
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glittered and shimmered with every motion like the frost
sparkles of snow. A film of costly lace covered her neck
and arms, making them seem more Lrilliantly and delicately
white, and this lace was held about her waist with a broad
belt of wrought silver filigree.  She had no ornaments but
the rings Jerome had given her, and a rich crescent
of diamonds that rose and fell upon her breast in un-
dulating light. Her full and trailing skirt was entirely
plain, but for the slightly revealed under frill of lace,
from which pecped out a pair of small feet in blue
brocade slippers, with buckles of brilliants. She entered
the reception-room, preceded and followed by a hum of
admiration, and accompanied by the handsome Sir Jerome,
at that hour the rage of London, as one risen from the
dead.

«“1 see,” whispered a stately duchess, who graced the
occasion, to the rosy Viscountess Maria Hampton, ‘this
is to be a match, and a very suitable one. Lady Beryl is
far too young and lovely to be abandoned to her widow-
hood. Her stepmother is a good creature, but no/ the
chaperon or guardian for so sensitive and exquisite a
being ; and her father. Oh!”

“1 admit,” said the merry Lady Maria, *‘that dear Beryl
did not show her native good taste in the choice of
relatives ; butfor a lover, could she have chosen better?”

““Indeed, no,” said the duchess. *‘I never saw a more
magnificent couple in my life. It is like seeing the
choicest of pictures to look at them.”

Beryl, meanwhile, receiving the greeting of many
friends, and the homage of the throng in the room, hap-
pening to lift her eyes, saw entering the door, Mr. Rubble.
She felt really shocked ; he was so repulsive to her.

*“Oh, Marion ! ” she whispered to the countess, ‘‘ have
you invited him? And you are so fastidious.”

I could not help it, my dear,” whispered the fair hos-
tess from behind her fan, eying, with some disfavor, the
portly guest slowly making his way towardher. ‘ Ifyou
only knew the amount of county he owns, and the hun-
dreds of votes he controls. He is a power, my love—a
tyrannical, odious power—and is forcing his way into the
selectest circles., Our political husbands kave to invite
him.” .

The dancing was well in progress, when Beryl and Sir
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Jerome stood opposite in a set to Laura and Sir Eustace
Friar. Mr. Rubble did not dance, but he stood near the
wall, and watched Laura with a jealous, angry eye.

Beryl glanced from the brilliant face of Laura to that of
the lowering despot near the wall, and shivered. A little
later she found Laura in the conservatory. Mr. Rubble
had gone for a sherbet. Beryl wistfully clasped her friend’s
hand.

¢ Laura, dear Laura, tell me it is not true.”

‘“What is not true?”

““That you are o marry Mr. Rubble.”

“ButI am. Possibly the sixteenth of June.”

¢“Oh Laura, how can you?”—you do not love him.”

‘“ There was no Sir Jerome to offer to me,” said Laura,
shortly. ‘‘Suppose I do not love him! Did yox love
Medford? How can I? Why, my good child, I am
almost at my last pound, and I hate poverty, even worse
than I hate Rubble?”

‘“Laura,” cried the shocked Beryl, ‘“when the hour
comes when you fear as well as hate, how terrible your
life will be,”

* * * * ® * *

““Ah, my lady,” said Fanny that night, as she was
brushing Beryl's hair, “‘I need not ask if you had a happy
evening, for your face shows it. How glad you look.”

““Yes, Fanny,” said Beryl, “I am very glad. This
evening my engagement to Sir Jerome Sothron was an-
nounced.”

The brush nearly fell from Fanny’s hand. Had the
terrible hour come!

““Oh, my lady,” she said, faintly, ““and when—when
is it to be?”

‘‘The twenty-sixth of June, Fauny.”

Fanny went to another table, and seemed to seek an-
other brush.

“Two months and ten days,” she said.

““Yes,” said Lady Beryl. admiring the medallion por-
trait of Jerome. Then she lifted her eyes, and saw Fanny'’s
ghastly face in the glass. ‘< Why, Fanny, are you ill?
How strangely you Iook1”
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CHAPTER LXXIIL
MRS, JEROME | HAVE YOU SEEN HER?”

Arout noon, the day after the Medford ball, a frim,
pretty young woman, dressed in a brown serge, -with
plentiful pink ribbons, went up one of the dingiest stair-
ways of Gray's Inn, to a legal den at the very top of the
building. Being bidden to enter, she saw a boy valiantly
and noisily writing with a quill at a desk by a window, and
a small, keen, gray man, with one pair of spectacles on
his nose and one on the top of his head, reading in a great
office chair, The old gentleman, hearing a light footfall,
brought the upper glasses down over the first, studied his
visitor for a minute, and said, cordially:

““Why, this is Fanny Hume! Fresh as ever, and
prettier than ever. FEh, Fanny? How is your family?”

“Very well, thank you, Mr. Crane.”

‘“ And the brother I got the damages for when he was
hurt? ”

““ He is doing very well, sir.”

‘“You were a good sister to him. I remember you for
it.  You pledged all your savings to get him counsel, and
you have paid it too, willingly.”

““That was only right, sir.”

““ All people do not do right though, Fanny., Now, my
girl, what do you want to-day? More damages?”

“Only a few questions, Mr. Crane. To know the law
—the rights of very important matters.”

“Very good. Put your questions. I'll make the law
plain to you.”

Fanny drew near to the old lawyer's chair. She looked
fixedly at her toes and - nervously rolled one of her pink
ribbons with her fingers.

¢ 1t is about marriage laws, sir.”

¢ Oh, oh, want some settlements, eh ? ” laughed the old
gentleman.”

*If you'd please not joke me, Mr. Crane, this is very
important—to me—and more. W¢'ll fancy, if you please,



ANOTHER MAN’S WIFE. 319

sir, that a young man and a young woman married, so
hasty and foolish as never was, and that they never lived
together, no, not a day, nor an hour, Mr. Crane.”

Mr. Crane shook his head in grave disapproval of such
proceedings. Fanny went on :

“ And you'll please to consider that, not living together,
the young man heard that the girl he married was dead,
and buried, and tombstone set up, say of a fever. And
then, Mr. Crane, we'll say, he goes to sea, and is wreck-
ed, and is given out drowned ; but is saved, say by can-
nibals, or some such.”

“ You make a novel, really, Fanny.”

“Oh, pleasc, sir, it's true every word, ncarly. And
we will fancy, sir that passing for dead over two years,
he drifts back to England again. And as he believes, and
is sure, the one he married is dead, he sees one whom he
loves with all his heart, and mind, and soul, as it is in the
prayer-book, so true as never was ; and—they get mar-
ried.”

‘¢ Married, Fanny ! Let us see. Was this one he mar-
ried before dead, reaily, or not?”

““ No, she was not dead. It was a mistake.”

““'Then he cannot marry any one clse,”

“ But, sir, was she—never loved nor lived with—truly
his wife.”

€ Oh, yes, indeed, Fanny, in the eye of God and the
law. And this young man’s business is to get his lawful
wife and live with her, and think no more of any one else.
There’s law and gospel for that, my girl.”

“ But suppose he marries the other—the one heloves ?”

““He can’t. Going through the form will not make a
legal marriage. He is guilty of bigamy.”

‘“If you please, what is bigamy ? ”

““A crime he will go to prison for.”

‘¢ Oh, sir, suppose he does not know ? He thinks he
is free 1”

‘** Thinking does not make it so. Wherever the real
wife finds him she can claim him.”

*“ And this other one, what is her case, sir? ”

‘“1 can hardly imagine a worse one for a good woman
to be in. She is not a wife at all.”

‘“ And suppose she has children, Mr. Crane ? ”

‘“ Oh, worse and worse! They will not be legitimate ;
they will have no name, and cannot inherit.”
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* And suppose, sir, that none of these three people, the
young man or the iwo young women, knew the rights of
the case, and there was one person that did, and stood by
and said nothing ? ”

¢ That would be a truly fiendish, diabolical act, Fanny,
wrecking three lives! Such a person can have no excuse
for not speaking and preventing wrong-doing and endless
consequences of evil 1 ”

Fanny began to tremble very much. Her rosy face
grew pale, great tears rolled down her cheeks, she
twisted her pink ribbons with nervous fingers. The old
lawyer regarded her with interest and sympathy.

““Is this your case ? Are you one of these very unfor-
tunate young women, Fanny ¢ ”

‘“ Oh, my, no, sir—no ! no!”

‘¢ Are you thinking of gett ng married, Fanny?”

““Indeed 1 am not,” responded Fanny, with consider-
able spirit. ““If there’s one thing in this world which
makes me truly out of patience, sick and disgusted, after
all the worry I've gone through, it is the idea of getting
married | No, Mr. Crane, I'm #o/ thinking of it.”

¢ 1 cannot understand with what object you have put
to me a case evidently clearly stated to your own mind,
and in which you are obviously interested. But what I
have told you is good law, and nothing can alter it.
When a man takes a woman ror his wife, by legal cere-
mony, only decath or divorce can part them, and divorce
will be granted only if she is evidently false to her mar-
riage vows. If that cannot be proved, he has to keep her
for better or worse, and nothing can make his union
with a second woman lawful, in thelife of the first. And
the case of the second woman would be infinitely deplor-
able.” ‘

“Well, Mr. Crane,” said Fanny, with a concluding sob,
“ you’ve made it plain to me—and thank you very much
—and my mind’s made up.”

So saying, Fanny went back down the dingy stairway,
and all the birds were singing in Gray’s Inn Garden, and
the grass was springing up green and soft, the old dingy
trees were putting on their fresh leaves—all seemed g}ad
and free except the heart of Fanny Hume. Her mind
was made up. She must make known somehow, to her
lady, the continued existence of Sir Jerome's first wife,
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How to doit, when to do it, she could not tell. She
shrank from dealing this death-blow to her idolized lady.
She told herself she must wait a little, she must prepare
her, something would happen. Two months and nine
days; that was a long, long time, no doubt before all
that time passed the way would be made plain, and the
task would grow easier.

Thus Fanuy went on arguing for a delay of duty, when
a loud, cordial, glad voice fell on her ear.

““Ho there, my lass ! Is it you, Fanny, to give me a
welcome the moment I land?”

There he stood, that great blonde viking, Ralph Mar-
shall, all aglow with the joy of meeting DMiss Fanny
Hume wandering aimlessly along the causeway.

In the misery of her mind, Fanny was cross with her-
self and with every one else. She very unjustly laid all
her troubles, especially the survival of Jerome’s first wife
to poor Ralph Marshall. She said, snappishly :

““Well, suppose I am here? I never thought to meet
you, and you needn't tell all the street my name’s Fanny.”

“ Avast there, lass. What's in the wind now? You
are as savage on me, and more, as Mrs. Jerome Sothron
was two weeks past, at Biarritz, T seem to be out of
favor with women, worse luck to me.”

““Mrs. Jerome!” gasped Fanny ; have you seen her/?

““I have—and more. I spoke to her on thequay.”

‘“ Did you mention Sir Jerome to her?” cried Fanny,
eagerly.

““Ah, lass, you're readier to ask questions than to give
a man a fair greeting. No, I did #o/ mention Sir Jerome.
I knew naught about him, how nor where he was; and,
morcover, she gave meno time. Says I, ¢Mrs. Sothron!
Is it you?” ‘Why, Ralph Marshall,’ says she; ¢you
alive? O, Tthought you were dead.” ‘No, I'm alive, and
here’s my ship just starting for old England.’

““¢My poor sister |’ cries she, and bursts into crying,
and away she goes as if my looks was poison. Fanny,
;zvhere are you now? I must come see you, my dear
ass.” .

If he came to see her, he might face Sir Jerome or Lady
Beryl, and blurt out the whole affair too suddenly.

Fanny Hume indulged in a lie.

““Tam here only for aday. We are at Winderton
Castle, in the lake district,” she said.
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CHAPTER LXXIII,
‘DO YOU WANT ME TO BREAK HER HEART?”

Miss Fanny HuMeE was not such an unutterable fibber
that she was quite without remorse of conscience when
she indulged in a falsehood. Moreover, she had consider-
able affection for hersailor lover, whom she had maltreated
and deceived. He could notsee her, he would run after some
other lass, and Fanny would be forgotten. These wretched
feelings, added to the burden laid on her by Mr. Crane’s
earnest words of warning, wrecked Fanny’s happiness for
the day : she was pale and full of sighs, her eyes were
red and swollen, and tears kept chasing each other over
her round cheeks.

‘““What is the matter with you, Fanny?” cried Lady
Beryl. ““I never saw you so before. Have you any
secret trouble? Tell me, and let me help you.”

¢“Oh, it's not me, my dear lady, it is for you. Oh, I
can’t abide to think of your being married. Don't, don’t
do it, my lady. You are so happy as you are.”

““Why, you silly girl! Was 1 one bit happy before Sir
Jerome came back? Am Inotnow sohappy just because
I am to marry the man I love? Why, if I were not to
marry Sir Jerome Ishould die. Iwould notlivea week!”

Fanny sobbed furiously. She knew she could not tell
what was on her mind. Bury her lady in a week!

““The fact is, Fanny,” said Beryl, casting a critical eye
on the dress she was to wear at Lady Friar’s afternoon tea,
from which she was going with Sir Jerome to a lecture,
‘““the fact is, you must be ill. As soon as I go out, I
wish you to go and revive yourself by a walk in the
park, and if you are not better to-morrow, I shall send for
a doctor.” :

The prescription of a walk was certainly more agreeable
than a prescription of pills or syrups. Besides, the sweet
air and soft beauty of an April evening are far more likely
to revive a sick heart than are any tonics.
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Fanny returned to the brown serge and pink ribbons,
and betook herself for a walk to Hyde Park. She was re-
turning to a faint tearful interest in toilets, draperies, and
styles of hair dressing, and inwardly condemning the
work of many other ladies’ maids, when the same voice
that had greeted her in the morning, fell again on her ear,
and sent joy and tremor through her soul.

“Why, my lass, I did not think I'd have the luck to
meet you again. I thought you must be off to Winderton
Castle by this.”

Then did Miss Hume realize

+Oh, what a tangled web we weave
When first we practice to deceive.”’

The lie of the morning had begotten half a dozen by
evening

<1 missed the train,” said Fanny, boldly, ¢ waiting for
a new bonnet for my lady, and I'm going to stop over
night with a friend that has a place in Park Lane.”

““Then, just now, my lass, you've naught to do but sit
down and talk with me, so I'm in luck; and we'll find a
bench for an hour or so, for I don’t see why I shouldn’t
have my share of courling as well as uglier men,” said the
jovial Ralph.

Whereupon Ralph Marshall masterfully led the way to
a seat, and beckoning a flower-seller, bought for Fanny
a nice bouquet.

To sit with a fine-looking man on a bench, to hold a
bouquet, and be conscious of becoming pink ribbons, was
not the worst fate in the world, so Fanny cheered up a
little, and asked, affably:

h“nHow did you come over to the West End, Mr. Mar-
shall?”

But no sooner did Fanny thus take wing a little above
her woces, than the storm of fate beat her back. Herrising
spirits fell, when Ralph promptly responded :

‘I came clear over here, holding a stern chase after Sir
Jerome Sothron, and I lost him in some of these crowded
aristocratic streets an hour back, and I cruised along here
to see if he had run in.”

K “gh, you were misfaken. You could not have seen

im.

““No, my lass, I was not mistaken. I never am mis-
taken in faces nor weather. I've a keen eye, my lass.”
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““ Well, where did you see him?”

“Coming out of what you call the Temple. Kind of
a shipyard where they build or fit out lawyers, my lass.
I was well away, butI says, ‘There’s Sir Jerome,” and
I bore down on him as fast as I could ; but he mounted
a horse and away he went. And Ihad only my own legs
to trust to, for a horse is a kind of craft I never salil,
though most sailors like them.”

““ And suppose you kad come up with him,” said Fanny,
desperately, ¢ what would you have done?”

*“ Why, I'd have said square truth. *Sir Jerome,’ I'd say,
‘I'm glad to see you alone; and it’s my duty to tell you
also your wife is alive, and living in Biarritz. T feel for
her, Sir Jerome,” I'd say, ¢ because of her loving her poor
sister, and looking like her.” Also I should say to him,
‘She believing you dead, and you the same of her, you
are each of you likely to do a great wrong in thinking of
marrying some other one. And so, Sir Jerome, I would
say, go back to your wife and do your honest part, for
well do I know what it is to sce a poor young thing lying
forlorn and dead when it is too late to mend matters.’
Now, lass, that’s what I want to say to Sir Jerome, and [
will see him and say it, sure as I'm Ralph Marshall.”

Fanny, hearing all this warm statement of the case, was
crying heartily.  The disclosure which she dreaded as
certain to be the death of her lady was hurrying on apace.
In her excitement she made sure that as soon as this
thunderbolt fell on Jerome, he would either drop down
dead or fly out and kill himself in his despair.

“My lass, I be main sorry to see thee crying,” said
Ralph, fervently, ““and yet 1 love thee for being so soft-
hearted over this pitiful story ; over her thatlives and over
her that is dead. But cheer up, my lass, and don’t ruin
those pretty eyes.”

Fanny wiped her eyes and smelled her bouquet, her
mind in a tumult of planning how to keep Sir Jerome and
Ralph from meeting. She knew that all this mystery
should be cleared up. She vowed that it should some
time, even at the last minute, if her lady and Sir Jerome
were at the altar. But she kept deferring and deferring,
vainly hoping for some way of escape, some easy, nice
way of truth-telling.

** Didn’t you tell me, my lass,” spoke out Ralph, sud-
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denly, ¢ that your lady and Sir Jerome were true lovers?
Be sure then they'll meet, and may take to the old sweet-
hearting. Think how fearful wrong that would be. Be
sure you tell her, lass, that I saw A« wife in Biarritz, and
spoke to her.”

«Oh, my goodness!” screamed Fanny, unawares,
““do you want me to break her heart?”

““What, lass ! Is there then anything between them?
Then you mus/ tell her, and if you don't T will.  Yes, if I
have to break my way through locked doors |”

“Oh, I will, I will!” cried Fanny ; ‘¢ of course I will.
But why don’t you think of other things? Dc you re-
member that Sir Jerome’s coming to life will crush Sir
Francis? He was where we were last fall, and the lady
he wanted to marry jilted him, when he left Sothronwold,
and she’s going to marry a very rich man, but ugly
enough to frighten one.”

“I'm glad Francis Sothron is jilted—I'm glad he’s
custed | ” said Ralph, fiercely. ¢“I've his head to break
yet, or his brains to blow out! Where is the scoundrel?”

¢ He's at Sothronwold,” said Fanny, desperately, think-
ing if Ralph got on the track of Francis he would let Sir
Jerome and her lady rest for awhile.

Ralph sat shaking his head threateningly.

‘1 must go home,” said Fanny, rising. “Itis a queer
way you have of sweethearting, Mr. Marshall, to sit and
talk of other people, alive and dead, and of breaking
heads.”

*“ But I'm main fond of you, all the same,” said Ralph;
‘“ and you speak the word, missis, and I'm ready to be
spliced, fast as fast, in any parish church you name.”

‘““I've got enough on my mind, without thinking of
splicing or any other kind of knot-making,” said Fanny.

“ But you'll let me come and sce you while I'm ashore
this fortnight? ”

“Well, I'll write you,” said Fanny, hurriedly. 1
must go. Don't come beyond the Park gates with me,
for the people where I'm stopping overnight are very
sharp about followers,”

L Followers | ” cried Ralph, angrily. ““I'm no follower.
I'm Captain Ralph Marshall, of the brig Lucky Rogue,
and I sail square alongside, and there’s no 'longshore
sneaking in me, my lass. Speak your word and set your
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day, and you'll find Ralph Marshall as good a husband as
any other man.”

‘“ Yes, yes, I'm sure of it, or I'd not write you, Ralph
I'll write. Good-by. Thank you for the flowers.”

And away hurried Fanny, followed by Ralph’s admiring
remark that she was ‘“ a trim little craft.” As for Fanny,
she got home and concluded—to do nothing. All was
right just now.  For her, the future was always far away,
and life was~—now.

CHAPTER LXXIV,
‘‘ WHEN LELIA coMxs | ”

“On, now, I'm sorry—real sorry ! " cried Beryl, at the
breakfast-table.

““My d-ar, what is the matter? ” said Jerome, who had
been asked by the good-natured Lady Heath to breakfast,
and was looking over his paper while Beryl was reading
her letters.  ‘“ What mars your happiness this morning of
the first of May ?”

*Nothing scems to mar it very much,” said Beryl,
brightly, *“but I am really sorry for this. Here is a letter
from my dear Lelia. 1 had written her to come right here
to me, as she was coming to England, {o reach here to-day
or to-morrow. She writes me that she mus/ go elsewhere
first. That she cannot come to me until theninth.  Shehas
a duty to fulfill-—a promise to keep. Lelia is very scru-
pulous, and always has some duty on hand. Still, she is
going to Anna Marvel, and Anna was her first, bestfriend.”

“ But why do you want Lelia, when you have me 2"
demanded Sir Jerome, with a laugh.

«“Oh, she could not take your place, nor you hers.
Jerome, I want her to think of things for me, and to go.
about for me, and to help see that all my things are right
now for—for my——' .

““ Oh, yes, happy word—for your trousseau?”.

“ You see, Lady Heath gets tired out going to shops
with me ” .

“My dove ! ” cried Lady Heath. ‘I would be tired
out twice over for you, willingly,”
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-« Well, I don’t want you to lose all your breath, mamma,
climbing in and out of carriages forme,” said Beryl. ‘It
will be a great relief when Lelia comes the ninth. She
loves pretty things. I shall have a charming time show-
ing her mine.” .

1 begin to be curious to sce your rara avis of a Lelia,”
said Sir Jerome. ‘* Remember, we are to have a horse-
back ride this morning, and Medford and Lady Marion
are going.”

‘When Fanuy had seen her mistress go downstairs in
hat and habit, her gold-mounted whip in her hand, her
tan-colored gauntlets matching the feather in the cap with
leather, hand, and buckle, she returned to the drawing-
room to set the tables in order. She felt better satisfied
that morning. She had put off the evil day, and that was
much ; and she had concluded on what shoulders to cast
her burden, and that was more.

Lady Beryl had told her that Lelia Barrows was com-
ing to help with the trousseau.

‘It will all be a surprise to Lelia,” said Beryl, gayly.
‘1 have not hinted a word, nor named Sir Jerome. I
shall introduce her to him, and then afterward I shall say
to her, ‘ Dear Lelia, is he not the very handsomest man in
the world 7’ And then I shall say, * And I am to be mar-
ried to him the twenty-sixth of June, and now we shall be
busy day and night with my trousseau ! Think how as-
tonished and charmed good little Lelia will be 1”7

And Beryl had been so enchanted with this scheme
that she was nearly as hard to dress as when, a child, she
had a new doll propped up on some divan, to which she
must make excursions to kiss and caress.

So Miss Barrows was coming the ninth ! Well, Fanny
made up hermind to take her aside and say, ‘“ Did you
ever see in Biarritz a Mrs. Sothron 7 Could you find her
for me ? ” and then tell her the whole of this terrible story.
For Fanny knew that Lelia had the moral principle which
she lacked, and that Lelia would not allow Lady Beryl to
move unwarned along a flowery way to ruin. Right
would be done, and Fanny was not at all ambitious to be
the one to do it.

‘“ Good for me it is,” said Fanny, ‘‘that T made Ralph
believe I was way up at Winderton Castle, where it is too
far for him to go. He would be coming here and catch-
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ing sight of Sir Jerome, or seeing him and my lady te-
gether, and the very look of her eyes would tell the whole
story. And then he’d blurt it out, like firing a gun, and
kill her dead. But Miss Barrows will know how to
manage it.”

But Fanny had entirely misjudged Ralph when she
fancied that Winderton Castle would be too far for him to
go for the sake of her bright eyes. If she had declared
residence at the north coast of Scotland, Ralph was
capable of travelling thither to do some of that ‘ sweet-
hearting ” which he had so shamefully neglected sitting in
Hyde Park. He had his pocket full of money, and leisure
while ashore. He bought a case of perfumery, and some
kerchiefs, with pink borders, and he set off to Winderton
Castle to see Fanny Hume, and arrived there the third day
of May.

Fearing no man, he made his way to the castle. He
found it for the most part closed up, the family absent.
The housekeeper, however, received him civilly.

““Fanny Hume! Why, yes, she is the dowager Lady
Medford’s maid, widow of Lord Percy thatis dead. Ske
has not lived at the castle since January last a year, when
my lord died.”

““Well, what did Fanny tell me that for?” demanded
Marshall, waxing wroth,

“Very likely you misunderstood her. Lady Beryl’s
dower house was Windmere Lodge, about thirty miles
from here, and perhaps they are there. I do not know,
but very likely she is, as she was not left rich enough to
keep a house in London.”

““Then the mistake is mine,” said Ralph, more cheer-
fully, ““and I'll go over to Windmere Lodge.”

““There’s a carrier’s carl goes there through Winderton
village Tuesday nights, and this is Tuesday. 1'd advise
you to go in that. ~ You take this road through the park,
and youll come out near the carrier’'s house.”

““Thank ye kindly, missis; so I will,” said Ralph.

He set out with a rapid, rolling gait through the park,
glorious in its May beauty, and so into the woods, and
through these same woods Lelia was coming straight to
meet him. Next day Lelia was going to the home of her
childhood, Sothronwold, to the Abbey church, to keep
‘that tryst with Sir Francis Sothron. She felt miserably
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anxious and unbappy. She could not find Delia, and,
moreover she had seen Delia’s husband, Ralph, and so if
Delia lived all was over between her and Sir Francis.
Lelia was grieving that she had allowed herself to be too
excited and overcome in Biarritz, when she had met
Ralph on the quay, to question him. She had been
inquiring about her passage to England, and met him
with the suddenness with which the dead Samuel rose up
before Saul and the Witch of Fndor.

Being restless and sad, Lelia, who had told all to Anna
Marvel, was advised by her to take a'walk to calm her
nerves, Sciting out she chose the familiar path along the
castle woods, and there, about half way, met Ralph
Marshall face to face.

“Ralph Marshall ! Is it you, alive?”

‘“Ay, missis. Why not? I've a word with you, Mrs.
Sothron, as I was too startled to speak out the other
day.”

““And [ have many words to say to you, Mr. Marshall,”
said Lelia, with a tremble in her voice.

‘“Since there’s a vast of talking to be done,” said
Ralph, ““and you look terrible pale and feeble-like, Mrs.
Sothron, I'm sorry to see, suppose we sit down; and
here’s a bench convenient.”

Lelia, or really Celia Sothron, sat down on the bench
and leaned back against a tree. She was pale and thin.
The confinement of incessant self-imposed study had
worn on the strength of the village girl, and anxiety about
the erring sister, who had been the half of her heart, had
taxed her nerves and her vitality, so that both Doctor and
Mrs. Marvel had been grieved to see her frail appearance.

She looked at Ralph wistfully for some minutes. He,
tracing the likeness of the woman who had been his first
love, his romance, was silent.

Celia, looking at him, wondered why the truant Delia
could not have felt gratitude and love for this fine-looking,
thoroughly honest, kindly man.  And in her heart rose up
a new defiant hate to Francis Westholm Sothron, who had
so bewitched and beguiled poor Delia to her ruin. She
wished that some judgment would fall on him ; at the
thought her eyes burned with new fires, and a deep red
glow settled itself on the smooth cheek where a little
hollow Was beginning to show itself. She gave a deep
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sigh. Ah, how hard to speak of the sins of one beloved !
* Ralph Marshall,” she said suddenly, spurring herself
to what must be done, ¢ Where is Delia?”
¢ Where is Delia!” cried Ralph, in amazement, leaping
to his feet. “ Don’t you know Delia is dead ?—that Delia
was murdered ?”

CHAPTER LXXV.
¢ you'LL REMEMBER—TI LOVED HER.”

YEs, just as the shrewd Fanny suspected, this sailor was
a terrible fellow to blurt out matters. He saw how he had
erred, when Celia Sothron, with a wild shriek, ‘* My sister
murdered ! ” flung up her atms and fell in a dead swoon,

‘“ Blast me for a fool! Now ¢ killed Zer/” cried
Ralph, giving himself a furious blow on his head with his
clenched fist, and wishing it were a marline-spike, that he
might better get his dues.

The chastisement relieved his mind a litile, and lifting
Celia up, he held her head on his arm, and rubbed her
brow and fanned her with his hat. Then he remembered
Fanny's perfumery, and he emptied a bottle of that,
lavishly, on Celia. ,

Finally she opened her eyes.

‘¢ Missis, I've been a rough fool, not considering that
what was long known to me, was new to you, and you'd
take it as I did, when first it came. Forgive me, Mrs.
Sothron, and let me take you home, wherever that is.”

““ No, no !” said Celia, faintly, sitting up and drawing
long breaths. ‘1 must know all—I am better now, Mr.
Marshall. I thought I was hardened to all kind of
troubles, but I see I am not. Still, I must know all about
my sister. Tell me her story. Dead! Poor Delia!
Murdered! My sister!”

** Now, you'll faint again, missis.” :

““ No, I will not, I must not. I am stronger now.”

* And you knew nothing of it? ” said Ralph.

“Notaword. I have looked for her everywhere. Let
me tell you all that I know, Ralph Marshall. You re-
member how you put Delia in a good, comfortable lodging
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house, when you went off on that voyage, in the Eliza-
beth | Well, I did not see her much ; she would not come
to me ; and I had so many trouibles of my own. But I
heard that Mr. Francis Westholm Sothron had been seen
with her ?

(*“ He has e to settle with yet,” muttered Ralph.)

“* And I sent for her,” continuedCelia. “‘I need not tell
you the new trouble thatI had had, and how I had made
one noble friend, Mrs Marvel. That very day I had seen
Sir Jerome, and we had agreed I was to goto the Continent
and live, to escape some people, and he gave me a note
for a thousand pounds to keep me for three years, and he
told me to put itin safe hands nextday. He had just gone
out, when Delia let herself in my private door and came
up to me. She looked lovely in a blue flowered organdie
I had given her. She was excited. She admitted, when
I pressed her very hard, that she had seen Francis Sothron,
and agreed to meet him in Temple Gardens and that the
end would be they would go to Havre together!”

“Kill him! I'll kill him like a mad dog for that !” roared
Ralph.

*“Oh. listen. I cried, I plead, I got on my knees, I
threatened, I reminded her of our dead mother, I was in
agony, I felt as if I should die. I {old her she could have
all my clothes and jewels and my maid, and the thousand
pounds, if she would give up that plan and go straight to
France to Potigny, not letting Francis Sothron know of
her place. Well, I succeeded. She cried, she kissed me,
she laid her hand on the Bible and on her heart, and swore
by our mother’s memory that she would never see Mr,
Francis Sothron more, and would go to France next morn-
ing by the early tidal train. So to make all sure and give
no chance for retreat, I putin my pocketa hundred pounds
that I had saved, took a little toilet bag and my hat, and
in th:e same merino dress I had worn all day, I ran out of
the side door, down the street, called a hansom, got to
the station and at the first change, threw myself on the
mercy and protection of my good friend, Mrs. Marvel,
who was on her road to meet her husband, the doctor,
who had just bought the practice at Winderton. I told her
nothing of my poor sister I merely told her Sir Jerome
would not live with me and that I had no hope, no safety,
butin her; I would be her servant, anything, soshe would
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let me live with her. Andlike an angel she comforted me,
and made a sister of me.”

It was that thousand pounds that did the business.”
said Ralph, in his brusque way. ‘‘ Your sister, aslike you
as your face in the glass, dressed in one of your own
gowns, stood by the mantel, the money in her hand, think-
ing over it all, when that woman, Hunter, your maid,
knowing there was to be money, came softly in by the
bedroom door, saw the whole thing in the mirror before
her, and Satan put her up to murder. There was a little
dagger handy ; she killed her at one blow, without a cry,
hid the note and the jewels, and gave the alarm. Three
hours after, Sir Jerome was arrested for murdering you.”

“Sir Jerome! for murder!” groaned the pallid Celia.
‘¢ What madness! Any cruelty or crime was impossible to
him. Oh, Delia, Delia, what a cruel death ! And Sir
Jerome?”

“They took him to see the body. He thought it was

ou.”

“ He did not know me !” she cried, bitterly.

“ And he protested his innocence. They started with
him to prison, and on the way he escaped.”

““But he was innocent! Why not prove it? Why
escape "’

““I've a great guess at the cause,” said Ralph. I
think that he could clear himself by an «Z&; but he had
spent the time after he left you with some one who would
be harmed, somehow, if that came out on a trial, and so
he fled, to keep that some one from unpleasant notoriety.”

““Who was it? Do you know such a person?” cried
Celia, jealously. .

““Well, I have my idea, and I make no doubt it was
Lady— But hold hard, missis, I've no right to tell my
guess. Ifso be, I should; but it would not be right ;
the secret is not yours nor mine. Itis not our partto
know whom he was shielding. If any lady is mixed in
it, it is not my part to blurt itout. We'll drop that, missis,
as I’'m an honest man.”

““You are right,” moaned Celia; ‘““you are a gentle-
man.”

““It was I met Sir Jerome, I having just come ashore.
I put him on the bark Elizabeth, and then I went post-
haste to see the body ; and I saw it was Delia—our poor
Delia!”
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““Ah, you knew her?” o

“\Yhy not, missis ?” said Ralph, simply ; ¢ youll mind
I loved her ?”

Celia burst into tears.

“And you told who she was?”

“No, I didn't. 1 knew if I did, all her story would be
put in the papers, blackening the name of the poor dear
gitl.  Then I'd let her draw my wages, and I could not
bury her as I should, and I wanted her laid by her mother,
and that wouldn’t have been if the folks had known it
was poor Delia. So I just held my tongue, and she was
put where she ought to be.”

«And I, ndt Delia, am supposed to be dead ?”

““Yes, missis.”

“Oh, I wish I were, I wish I were!”

*“And as for Sir Jerome, the bark Elizabeth went down
with all on board, and a body was found sweptin on
Holland shore, disfigured but identified, and "

“Stop, stop ! 7 cried Celia, rising and spreading forth
her hands.  ““I cannot bear another word. Don'tsay a
syllable more, or I shall die. 7 know all about Sir ferome.
Oh, me! oh, me!”

She fell back on the bench, rocked herself to and fro,
and broke into a stormy passion of sobs and tears that
alarmed Ralph greatly, though doubtless they saved her
life or her reason. Finally this violence of misery calmed
a little.

‘“Missis,” said Ralph, “I can’t understand how you
didn’t hear aught of this. It was in all the papers about
Mrs. Sothron’s murder, and Sir Jerome’s escape and drown-
ing, and then, later, Sara Hunter's confession of how and
why she killed her mistress ; and 7

“Yes, yes,” interrupted Celia; ‘“‘but we came right
away here. We were moving and settling. and the doctor
was driven with a large new practice. He never reads
nor takes anything but medical journals and works. I
was never brought up to look at a paper. Winderton
village lies apart from the world. Mrs. Marvel is a great
reader of books and of her church paper, but she hates
the horrors that fill daily papers. We were the last per-
sons in the world to hear of these things, Nota word or
hint of it came to us. Thavelooked for Delia everywhere.
We believed you were drowned in the Elizabeth, and
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Francis Sothron has been looking for Delia—to marry
her.”
“I have him to settle with,” said Ralph, darkly.
“‘Leave me,” said Celia; ‘‘leave me alone to think, to
pray, or I shall go mad |”

CHAPTER LXXVIL
““ HE RECOGNIZED AT ONCE—LADY BERYL.”

AiL night long Ralph Marshall jogged toward Windmere
Lodge in the carrier's cart. His soul was divided be-
tween great pity for Celia Sothron, desire to see the win-
some Fanny, and sad memories of the misguided and ill-
fated Dclia. He considered that in the excitement of the
interview with Mrs. Celia Sothron, which had so unex-
pectedly turned upon Delia and her miserable death, he
had quite failed in the thing he most desired—a conversa-
tion with Celia about her relations to her husband.

However, Ralph now knew that Celia was living at
Winderton Village with Mrs. Marvel. Armed with the
pathos of his interview with her, he meant to go to Sir
Jerome, and tell him all her painful case, and urge him to
take her under his protection, as became his position as
her lawful husband. He made no doubt that Sir Jerome
would do what was right ; at least he would be prevented
from doing what would be greatly wrong.

In the pink May morning Ralph reached the little village
near Windmere Lodge. He took a nap, shaved, bathed,
breakfasted, put on his best necktie and vest, ruefully be-
held the one empty bottle in Miss Hume’s perfume case,
and as early as was likely to be favorable for a call, set
off at a stout pace for Windmere Lodge. He found the
lodge in possession of the gardener and his wife, who
lived in the dairy building. The gardener’s wife was not
busy, and she loved a little gossip.

““Why, man, the lodge has been shut this year. Lady
Medford has not been back since she started for the Con-
tinent, a year ago. Not that she has staid all this while
in foreign parts. She is in London now. Oh, it was
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Fanny you were looking for? Miss Hume, in course she
isn’t here. She stays where her lady is. In London?
Yes, 'certain.”

< And whereabouts in London might it be, missis?”

“Well, I don’t rightly know. It's from Lord Medford
we gets any orders. I suppose Lady Medford, the widow,
is too busy to give any; we do hear from North, who is
with her, that was my lord’s valett He wrote that my
lady had made a wonderful stir in London ; people were
wild over her, as the greatest beauty ever was ; and she’s
likely to be married ; and shortly, too1”

““QOh, married ! Did you hear who was in the luck to
get her, missis?” said Ralph, concluding that he was in-
volved in crooked ways, and each oneshould be followed
to its end.

“Well, yes; a mighty rich man, and handsome ; the
one the papers made so much of, as having been dead
and come alive again. By that token, North sent us a paper
marked about it.  Yes, the gentleman—won’t you have
another glass of my gooseberry shrub, sir? As good as
any you ever tasted, if I dosay it; and you are not touch-
ing the sweet biscuit I-—he is Sir Jerome Sothron.”

Ralph rose to his feet.

¢ Missis, do I make out your bearings rightly ? The
Lady Medford is to be married soon to Sir Jerome Sothron,
of Sothronwold Abbey ? *

““ Ay,” said the good wife, ‘‘thatis so ; but here is the
paper, where my man laid it. Now if you're interested,
you can see for yourself. It is no secret, certain, if it has
been printed.”

Ralph read the marked paragraph of society news.
Then he slowly looked at the date of the paper. It was
the date of his meeting Fanny in Hyde Park.

Then it dawned on Ralph’s slow and honest mind, that
he had been played with as a puppet by the rosy and
wily Miss Hume. She lived in London. She did not
wish him to see her and she had told that unmitigated lie
about being at Winderton Castle, which had set him off
on this wild-goose chase, to Winderton and Windmere.
His rage burned so hotly, that mechanically he poured
out a whole goblet of gooseberry shrub to cool it, and yet
his rage was not cooled one whit. Instead, he happened
to wonder whay Miss Hume had wanted to get him away,
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and he considered that it was so he should not tell the
truth about Mrs. Sothron to either Lady Beryl or Sir
Jerome.

“The little jade !” said Ralph to himself, ‘does she
want to be partner to a cruel crime, to the ruin of her
lady, and the destruction of that sweet young soul, Mrs,
Sothron ? 7 Well, Miss Fanny Hume! If I keep my
ship in port a whole week extra, I'll have it out with you,
and make you hear reason. Isn't there a woman in the
worid that don't sail under false colors ? ”

So Ralph very gloomy and angry, set off by the quickest
way for London. Going first to look after his ship he
found that the owners would detain her in port three
weeks, instead of two.

This rejoiced him greatly, as it gave him more time to
scttle with the wicked Miss Hume. The next thing wasto
find her, and here Ralph was baffled. Neither Lady Beryl's
name nor Fanny’s was on the directory lists.  Ralph knew
nothing of the name of Heath. He had no knowledge
of any ways of inquiry which would have suggested
themselves to an acute landsman. He had all a sailor’s
suspicions of lawyers and policemen ; the only way he
knew for finding Fanny was by a persevering personal
search. He argued that she was at the West End, ‘“and
the West End wasn'’t as big as the Atlantic Ocean.” His
great wrath against Fanny and his resolve to find her and
defeat her tricks, put out of his mind that other great
wrath against Francis Westholm Sothron. He adjourned
the settlement with him, until he had found Lady Beryl,
whose face he well remembered, or Sir Jerome Sothron.
Sir Jerome was not in the directory, and Ralph knew
nothing of club lists or other ways of finding noble
strays. From early morning until late night Ralph
scarched the West End streets and windows and parks.

Two days went by—but on the second evening he stop-
ped with a crowd where an awning and carpets over the
sidewalk told of a festivity in progress. Carriages came
up and set down splendidly dressed guests. Ralph stop-
ped to see the show. From one carriage issued a man-
like a tailor's wax figure, a stout rubicund dame in a cloak
of quilted crimson satin, and a snow-white graceful creat-
ure with the sweetest of dimpled chins and the fluffiest of
golden hair, nestled in abundant swan’-down. He knew
her at once—Lady Beryl |
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.Ralph Marshall was wise in his generation. He with-
drew from the crowd, followed up the carriage, and after
making an innocent civil inquiry or so about streets,
invited the coachman to come and call for what he liked
at a convenient inn. Over a deal of lemon and ice and
spice, and a dash of something stronger, Ralph learned
that Lady Beryl Medford lived with her father, Lord Alfred
Heath, in Park Lane, and that her maid, Fanny Hume,
was there also.

Lady Beryl, happily dancing with Sir Jerome, had no
dream of impending doom.

CHAPTER LXXVIL
A TRYST WITH DEATH.

TuAT same night, Celia Sothron, in a little room at Shep-
herd's Bush, was unpacking a small leather hand-bag.
The next morning was the one on which she would keep
her tryst at the Abbey church with Francis Westholm, and
tell him of her sister's death. Mrs. Marvel knew the story
now, as far as Celia knew it. There had never been any
concealments between them. Celia would go, and Anna
Marvel thought she might be easier for going.

In the gray of the morning, when Laura had fallen
asleep, and Celia who had waked early, haunted by the
coming duty, was oun the express, Francis Westholm came
out of his club-house to go to the Abbey, and keep in the
church his tryst of a year and a day.

As he got into a cab, he fell under the eye of Ralph.
Marshall at once wentinto the club and asked where that
man lived, and was told at Sothronwold Abbey. Then
Ralph went to his ship, set affairs there in order, and pos-
sessed himseif, in business-like fashion, of a marline-spike.
The sailor was one fury of revenge. He knew nothing of
knives nor of pistols, but he did know what virtue resides
in marline-spikes. The talk he had fallen into about
Delia, and the passionate grief of Mrs. Sothron, had driven
Sir Jerome and Fanny out of Ralph’s mind at the interview
in the wood. The next day, his sense of Fanny’s treach-
ery, and Lady Beryl’s danger, displaced the idea of Francis
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Sothron ; but now in the early morning, the sight of Fran.
cis expelled from the mind of Ralph all ideas but the one
of vengeance for the wrongs of poor Delia. He made no
question of ife or death for Francis; all he considered was
““to pay him out fairly.”

The porter at the club had told him that Mr. Sothron
was going to Sothronwold Abbey, and there Ralph Mar-
shall arrived about nine o’clock in the morning. No one
had seen the master of the house; all agreed 1n saying
that he had been absent for some days,

Ralph lingered about, intent on finding his enemy, and
waiting with the long patience born of a life of wrestling
with baffling winds, and long, idle calms, and the solemn
silence of the wide sea.

But when Ralph reached the Abbey, Francis Westholm
Sothron, without entering the immediate grounds of the
abbey proper, had gone into the village, and so to the
village church, which was always unlocked from sunrise
to sunset.

He did not know at whathour Delia’s sister would come
to him, but he was prepared to wait for her from morning
to evening; he was prepared, indeed, to see her bring
Delia to him, or to tell him where he could find her near
at hand ; and then he was ready to marry her as speedily
as possible, and, taking the fortune his cousin would
bestow, to go away from the home-land, where he had
conducted life very badly, to some newer land where per-
haps he should do better. His life in England was ended.
Sir Jerome had told him that repairs and improvements
would begin at the abbey at once, so that it should be ready
for him and his wife, Lady Beryl, when they returned
from their wedding trip, about the first of August.

From the glowing sunshine, the loud bird-songs, the
splendor and perfume of the flowers, Francis Westholm
Sothron entered the gray old church where his far-away
ancestors were buried. He Jeaned upon the great stone
tomb where the crusading Sothron had long ago become
dust. Inthat solemn gloom all his life rose up before him,
all its waste and its wickedness challenged him. He
seemed to hear ghostly voices echoing though those
empty aisles the words repeated every Sabbath day, ‘‘We
have done those things which we ought not to have donc;
we have left undone those things which we ought to have
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done. ” Alone with his conscience, let us hope that at
that hour he deeply and honestly repented. But who can
tell the mysteries of the spirit?

He lifted his head and saw a slender figure coming in at
the great arched door of the church. This figure, in a
misty gray garb, cametoward him, till only the great carved
tomb was between, then drew away the vail that shrouded
her face and looked him in the eyes.

Not Delia, but so very, very like Delia. But this face
lacked the coquettish mutiny that had played on Delia’s
lips, and Delia’s eyes had never met his with such a cold,
despairing hostility. Then, too, he had never seen Delia
so thin, so pale, with such a look of sleepless woe as this
accusing face wore, ,

““Where is Delia?” he cried. “*You have found her?”

“And if I have found her, what then ?”

‘“Ishall keep my word. I shall marry her to-morrow
if I can and we shall leave England at once. Where is
she?”

“IfI could place her now—here, where I stand—you
could make her no reparation. Her husband, Ralph
Marshall is not dead; he isliving! I saw him two days
ago. ”

‘“ Marshall living | And is Delia with him?”

‘“Delia is dead |7

Francis turned pale and bowed his head. There is some-
things very terrible in the death of one we have cruelly
wronged.

““ Delia is dead ? ” he faltered.

““Yes; and more than that—she was murdered! It was
Delia who was murdered, and not Mrs. Sothron. They
two were so alike, and Delia standing in her sister’s place,
wearing her sister’s dress, holding in her hand her sister’s
mouney, it was Delia who was murdered. ”

This horrible idea about Delia quite crowded out of
Francis Westholm Sothron’s mind the fact that his cousin's
wife might then be living. He did not think of the one who
had escaped, but of the one who died.

‘“I charge you with her death ! ” said Delia’s pale double,
standing on the other side of this tomb.

“I? I had nothing to do with it, before Heaven ! ”

“You had.  You tempted and disturbed her last hours
onearth ; it was to fly from you that that fatal money was
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put in her hand? but for you she would not have been in
that place of danger. You in all the evil of her life are
the chief one guilty. You found her happyand innocent ;
you left her guilty and miserable !” :

Francis bowed his head upon the carved tomb. He did
not contradict this burning charge. Let us hope he wept,

“Come with me, ” said his accuser. “‘I will show you
Delia’s grave. ”

They went out across the threshold but the day without
was now no brighter than the day within the church, for
thick clouds were rolling up across the sky. They went
across the church-yard. There were the low murmur of
grasses and leaves, and the sharp chirp of birds going be-
fore an electric storm. These two did not notice this.
The face of nature was so in harmony with their own
hearts that its ominous presages were not read.

““Here,” sald Celia, sternly, pointing to a low grave
where low grasses rose and fell under the wind. ¢ Here
lies my twin—here lies my sister, really doneto death by
your hand. Here she sleeps, beside our mother, who at
the judgment day will charge you, Francis Westholm
Sothron, with the ruin of her child. Yes, Delia, my dar-
ling. my lovely sister, here you are dust, dishonored dust,
when you should be in the bright morning of your life.
And for you, Francis Westholm Sothron, I leave you to
the great vengeauce of God, which will surely fall on

ou!”

She turned, and in the gathering darkness and the rising
wind, fled away from her sister’s grave and hersister’s dis-
honor.

Francis Westholm Sothron stood by the grave as one
stunned. This was the year and the day when he had
pledged himself to be ready to meet Delia, and here he
had kept his tryst by her untimely grave. He seemed to
see her, as she was when he had met her first at such time
of year as this, all life and beauty, down in the meadow,
standing, naiad-like, among the iris bloom. He turned
and out of the church-yard, and across the park he went
down over the sloping meadows to the low lying lands
where the blue lilies bloom.

A boy saw him going down that way, heedless of the
coming storm. The boy had received a shilling from a
sailor, and, promptly finding the sailor, sent him by a
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nearer way, so that, as Francis Westholm Sothron came
down to that fatal spot where he had first met Delia,
Ralph, armed with his marline-spike, was glaring at him
with flaming eyes from the thick, low growth of willows
beyond the lilies. There was something so strangely dis-
ordered in Francis’ appearance that Ralph staid a minute
to watch him, standing among the myriad, blue blooms
as a man in madness or agony. At that instant the storm
burst. A fearful roar of thunder, a wind that bent the blos-
soms down to the waters where they had their birth, which
rocked the willows where Ralph hid; a deluge of rain,
and then blaze after blaze of lightning over all the sky,
and the thunder warring as the lightning flashed.

Used as he was to storms, even stout Ralph Marshall
was staid in his purpose, breathless and appalled by this
unprecedented storm. . While the heavens and the earth
were so at strife was not the time for man to venthis fury
on a fellow-man.

Then came a roar.and a vivid blaze, and prone among
the swaying blue flowers fell Francis Westholm Sothron.
Then there was silence ; then more distant peals. The
storm had done its work.

Marshall came out of his covert, lifted up the fallen form,
laid it on its back among the flowers.

‘“Heaven has taken vengeance. It was not for me,”
he muttered, and walked away amazed.

The hour had come and gone, and Francis had kept his
tryst with death.

CHAPTER LXXVIIL

AN IMPORTUNATE LOVER.

CeL1a Sothron, leaving Francis by the grave of the hap-
less Delia, hurried out upon the high-road. There was no
one in the little village nestled about the Abbey and the
church for her to see. Her near kin of the Morris family
had gone over the seas ; she had grown away from the
glaymates of her childhood ; her story and the story of

er sister had filled the annals of village goasip.
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She drew her vail closely about her face, and holding
down her head, walked swiftly on, intent only on getting
away from places associated with so much pain.

She trembled with the violent excitement of her inter-
view with Francis Sothron—Sir Francis of the Abbey she
supposed him, for she knew nothing of the fact that Sir
Jerome, her husband, was yet alive. She had not that
day noticed that his memorial in the church wall had been
removed and a plain slab put in its place. She trembled
as she pressed on, her breath came fitfully, and the close
air, loaded with clectricity, oppressed her so she could
scarcely breathe ; one minute she was burning with heat,
the next icy cold.

She Had spent the previous nightin a quiet lodging house
at Shepherd’s Bush, intending to remain there the nextday
and return to Winderton by the evening train, for a feeling
of weakness that had been increasing of late had made
her averse to too much excitement.

She pressed on driven by excitement and fear of the
rising storm. She felt that her work, all her work for
Delia, was forever done. Thenceforth, that interest and
care having gone out of her life, could she turn her heart
to other things? Now she only felt the great void.

As thus over-heated, over-wearied, wildly excited, she
flew along, the thunder-storm broke upon her in all its
fury. In a few minutes she was drenched to the skin, the
water running from her hair down her neck and back, and
her boots feeling as if a little cold rivulet was coursing
through them. She was not five minutes from her lodging,
and she hurried on.

She bade the maid make a fire and bring her hot water
and hot tea. Then she went to bed while her clothes
were dried and restored to order. But she could not get
warm. A feeling of weight and fever oppressed her, and
a great pain filled every nerve.

She longed for her own little room, for the wise care of
Doctor Marvel, the tender voice and touch, the sisterly
love of Anna Marvel. She realized that if she delayed over-
night she might become increasingly ill, and not be able
to reach her refuge at all.

Could she lie ill in this lodging, or be sent to a hospital?
She rang for the maid and told her to hurry with the
clothes, and call a cab so she might reach the afternocon
train for Winderton.
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How long those wretched miles appeared! The way
was an agony. She feared her aching brain would prove
treacherous. Each breath was drawn with difficulty.

It was midnight when her last strength was used in
being helped from a chaise to Anna Marvel’s door, and,
panting and almost senseless, she fell into the arms of her
faithful friend.

That same midnight Ralph Marshall paced up and down
the deck of his vessel, lying at her dock. The marline-
spike was back in its place; he was glad it was not wet
with a fellow-creature’s blood. He thought of that body,
struck so suddenly out of life, lying there among the blue
and gold and purple flowers. He wondcred if it had been
found? How signally had that death been the work of
Heaven! )

The storm was all gone now. The skies were wonder-
fully clear and beautiful, and the dazzling hosts of the stars
looked down.

Laura Ranleigh did not see the stars; but she told the
long hours by the gleam of a porcelain night-lamp, that
shed a softened pink light through her room. She was
wakeful because she felt that she was at the crisis of her
fate. To-morrow would decide for her. She had senta
note to Francis Westholm Sothron. It had gone to the
club, and from there had been sent out to the Abbey. She
had set for Francis a time and a place for meeting.
Eleven the next morning, in the Iris Meadow. She would
drive there, as she had a year before, in her gay phaeton ;
but she would go alone. She wished no one near when
she threw herself upon the sympathy of Francis Westholm
Sothron.

Laura had small appetite for breakfast next morning.
On the tray with her egg and toast came up the usual
number of bills. One drawer of her bureau was full of
bills now. She wondered why people kept sending the
bills, that she paid no attention to. She wondered if she
could successfully forge any one’s name, and get a thou-
sand pounds in ready money. If she were to be married,
where would she get a trousseau? Not a shop would
trust her ; she had run on this ruinous way so long. She
had hard work to persuade the stable-keeper to give her
her horses and phaeton for that dash to the Abbey. Hers?
He really smiled when she called them hers, for the
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horses had caten their heads off long ago, and thereafter
eaten up the phaeton and harness, and the stableman
claimed them all! She drew a writing-pad toward her
and began practicing writing Beryl Medford’s name.
Where were some of Beryl's little notes? She had none.
But a line would draw a reply signed *‘ BErvyL MEepForp.”
And she could practice copying that Beryl Medford
would not prosecute her even if the forgery were dis-
covered ; she would pay the check and admit that it was
hers, rather than overwhelm with ignominy the woman
whom she had once called her friend! Well, that was
for to-morrow. She must dress now for the expedition to
Sothronwold Abbey. She put on a chocolate-colored
homespun, with light sleeves and waist ; a wide-brimmed
hat of chocolate velvet, with a feather curling round and
drooping to her shoulder. London could hardly match
that feather, held in place by an aigrette of brilliants.
Then, with gloves and boots of chocolate-colored dogskin,
she was a very stately and elegant figure to see, and so
down the stairs, for the phaeton was waiting. But, alas!
here was Mr. Rubble waiting at the foot of the stairs.

“Oh, good-morning !” cried Laura; ‘“what a pity 1
am just going out!”

«But I want to see you for a little, and I must.”

‘Some other time. So sorry,” cried Laura, smiling.

But he barred her way.

“Let me speak to you now, or go with you in the
phaeton.”

< QOh, impossible, my dear man! I go to congratulate
a friend on an heir; you would really be de trop /”

“Then you must wait a little now,” he said, opening
the door of a drawing-room, and taking her by the arm.
¢« Counsider, I did not see you yesterday ; you said you
were ill.” )

«“So I was. But one day is but a short time of ab-
sence.” : :

It is long to me,” said Mr. Rubble, putting himself be-
tween her and the door—‘‘long when matters so very 1m-
portant to me are in suspense. A few weeks ago you
were willing to consider the middle of June time for our
marriage, and now you scarcely seem to think of any
marriage at all.” .

¢“Oh, but there is time enough,” said Laura, faintly.
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““Not for me. It does not suit me to be always expect-
ing to lose you—to have a crowd hanging about you, and
my claim ignored.”

“Claim, sir!” cried Mrs. Ranleigh, angrily, for she
felt rising in her a renewed abhorrence, ‘“ what claim? ”

‘“What claim ! Why you have kept me hanging after
you, publicly, for eight or nine months. 1 have been ar-
ranging my affairs, and refitting my houses /for you, and
you ask what claim! There are plenty of women who
would be glad to have as much claim on me as you
have.”

Laura was just ready to cry, “Go! I loathe you!”
when she saw through the window the cockaded heads of
her ponies, and considered how soon she must go afoot,
when, if she married this man, she would have vehicles
and money in plenty. She spoke more gently.

‘“Why, we are almost quarreling this lovely, sunny day,
and what is it all about?”

‘“ About your not setting the wedding-day. Setit now,
Laura, and I shall be satisfied,” he retorted.

““Ah,” said Laura, looking down, ‘‘it needs so much
thought.”

““You have had time for plenty already.”

Time! She realized that she had had five or six years
seeking what she considered an eligible offer. She spoke
more gravely.

“Mr. Rubble, I must think over a great many things.
Give me one more day. To-morrow evening I will go to
the opera with you—come and take tea with me at seven.
Then T will be ready with the answer you wish.”

One more day. If she succeeded with Francis, by the
next day evening, she would be in Sussex, leaving a letter
of dismissal to Mr. Rubble,

hiz kra’ew nothing of that chance, and answered, ¢ That
w1 0.



346 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE.

CHAPTER LXXIX.
LYING AMONG THE BLUE LILIES.

Lavra’s ponies flew along the road to Sothronwold
Abbey. She held the reins, and the sunshine and the
fresh morning air sent a glow to her cheeks. Her little
gayly clad page on the seat behind sat perched like a
brightly painted wooden image. As Laura fixed her
eyes on her ponies’ heads, her mind was fixed on Mr.
Rubble, and she was wondering if she cow/d marry him.
If the choice was between him and his poverty, which
should itbe? If she married Francis should she get money
for her trousseau by that fatal method of forging Beryl
Medford’s name? Old friendship and family ties would
prevent any exposure. If she was driven to marry Mr.
Rubble he should give her the thousand pounds, as one
of the preliminaries. No one seeing this stylish, handsome
woman, driving along the wide roads, her page sitting
behind, her little turn-out so fine and showy, with its silk
reins and silver mountings, would have guessed the
mean, bitter, wicked thoughts that raged in hersoul.

She drove in at the abbey gate, and then at a part of
the drive where there was a circle, she gave the reins to
the boy and alighted. Unfurling her chocolate silk par-
asol, with its heavy fringe, she went through a green
alley of the park, and over a stile, and along a meadow,
all rich and dark with the-clover that had not yet begun
to bloom, and through a little wicket into the lush
meadow, along whose lower edge the widening river ran,
and where the blue lilies grew. Looking down across
this meadow, which sloped in every way from her, and
where nothing obstructed the vision, she saw no sign of
Francis. A deep, angry flush mounted to her cheek.
Would he ignore her note, refuse her tryst? Had the cold-
ness and backwardness of the past few months had some
foundation other thau his altered circumstances? But she
would go on. She would venture all on this last throw.
She would go to the appointed spot, wait the full hour,
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and, if Francis did not come, she would accept Mr.
Rubble the next evening.

So on down the sunny field, where the dragon flies,
and the swallows, and the blackbirds skimmed over the
watery places.

But what was this! Did she see Francis Westholm
Sothron waiting her there, lying in a bed of blue lilies?
Why did he not come to meel her? Why lie there on
that marshy bit of grass land? Was the man mad?

A minute more and he was lying at her feet; his eyes
wide open, staring blankly at the sky, his face set in
death—that stony stare of death that has held possession
now hours and hours !

Only one look was enough to show her that he was
really dead, and had lain there ‘dead all night She
whirled about, and ran up the meadow, shrieking wildly
like a maniac,

Those shrill screams reached laborers in the fields and
keepers in the woodlands, and cottage women going on
errands, and Sir Jerome Sothron coming with his steward
through the park; directing him where to have an opening
made to give a view which Lady Beryl would like, and
to build at the knoll at the height a little summer home,
where she could sit to enjoy the view.

On hearing those frenzied screams all ran in their direc-
tion, and there was Laura Ranleigh, wild with terror,
gesticulating, incapable of connected speech. At length
she gasped :

“ Mr. Sothron—dead—by the water!”

Jerome sent the men and the steward down to the spot
she pointed out, and he took the excited Laura to the
house, and seating her in the library, rang for the house-
keeper to attend to her. Then he sent a groom, post-
haste, for a physician,

““Are you sure, Mrs. Ranleigh, that it was Francis?”
asked Sir Jerome.

“Sure! sure! Oh, I was close upon him!”

She shuddered and moaned. Then she tried to brace
herself up.

‘““1 see, Sir Jerome, you are wondering how I came to
be there. I can trust you. You will keep my secret,
I went there to meet kim /"

““I—thought you were—engaged to Mr, Rubble!"”
cried Sir Jerome, in his surprise.
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And Laura, after a few moments’ hesitalion, answered :
“8o I am!” The die was cast.

There was a tread of many feet up the wide steps.
They were carrying in the body of Francis.

It was laid in the steward’s office. Laura cowered
away, so as neither to see nor hear.

1 want to stay,” she said to Sir Jerome, ‘‘until I hear
how it happened, what it means, and get a little more
composed. Then I will go home. Of course, it will be
known that I found him—it will get out—and the best
way will be to say that I had gone down to the meadow,
as I do every year, to gather the iris which grows there
in remarkable beauty. You will see that it is properly
put, Sir Jerome.” ) .

““He was killed by yesterday’'s lightning,” said Sir
Jerome, an hour later.  ““ There is no mistake ; the mark
of the electric fluid is very plain. He must have been
walking there when the storm broke.”

“Now I will go, said Laura, gathering her powers
together as well as she could. It was nearly three o’clock.
She knew that it was with no thought of her that Francis
had wandered when he met his-death, for she had found
her note, sealed, on the library table, and had retaken pos-
session of it.

* ® * * *

The next evening Fanny was arranging Lady Beryl's
dress for a quiet home dinner. Lady Beryl's gay life met
a pause here, while Francis Sothron lay dead at the
abbey.

Fanny was taking heart of grace. Possibly the wedding
which Fanny so dreaded would be deferred for some
months, and the evil day when Fanny must tell a terrible
secret would be deferred with it.

“ My lady, will the wedding day be set off till autumn
now ? " she asked, as she bent to fasten Beryl's boots,

““No, Fanny. 1 proposed deferring it until October,
but Sir Jerome entirely refuses. Mr. Sothron was only a
distant relative, a third or fourth cousin, and they had
never been intimate. It is still over six weeks until the
twenty-sixth of June. We shall not alter the date.”

Fanny's blood grew cold at hearing the happy assurance
of her lady’s voice. She remembered Mr. Crane’s words :
“I can hardly imagine a worse position for a good
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woman. ¥ * * * To conceal these facts would bea
cruel, wicked, demoniacal act.”

But while Beryl, in her quiet gray silk, went down to
sit with Jerome in a charming bow window overlooking
the little garden, and shut by satin draperies from the
drawing-room, Laura Ranleigh was standing by a dainty
little tea-table, waiting for Mr. Rubble.

Laura, dressing that afternoon, had needed the aids of
art to conceal the heaviness of her eyes, and the sallow
pallor of her cheeks, after hours of torture.

She wore a tea-gown of pongee silk with a vest and
front panel of claret-colored velvet. A set of garnets in
antique setting, furnished her sole ornaments, until Mr.
Rubble, entering, brought her a cluster of roses of the
choicest varieties, and accepting them, she put three in
her belt,

‘I take that as a good omen, Laura,” said Mr. Rubble.

“I am sure I should not wish to give you anything but
a good omen,” said Laura, mindful of the facts that the
stable keeper had notified her that he could not send her
the phaeton again, and that her maid hadset a week as
the utmost limit which she could wait for her long unpaid
wages,

N MC{. Rubble came round the little table, and took her
and.

‘“Then, Laura, you end my suspense, and set a day for
the marriage. Say the sixteenth of June.”

Laura made her last desperate cast for freedom, driven
between need and dread.

*“Mr. Rubble, perhaps I would say that—but—I am
wholly bankrupt, beggared. I am in too desperate straits
to arrange for my marriage,”

Mr. Rubble smiled tranquilly.

‘Do you not suppose that I know to a sixpence your
entire financial condition? Do you not suppose I under-
stand that it is to that condition I owe the hand of one of
the finest women in England ? ”

Then Laura Ranleigh, for the first time, feared Mr
Rublle. She held down her face in utter silence, as they
sat by the tea-table. He reached over and laid a slip of
paper on her plate—a check for a thousand pounds.

In a week Beryl Medford received cards for the marriage
of Laura Ranleigh and Mr. Rubble.
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CHAPTER LXXX,
‘‘ GIVE ME A WEEK ? ONLY JUST ONE WEEK | ”

Fanny HuME now made her hope rest on the coming of
Lady Beryl's young friend, whom she knew as Lelia
Barrows. Fanny resolved to tell the case of her mistress
to Lelia, and make Lelia take the burden of explanation.
She was impatient, therefore, when the ninth of May brought
no word of Lelia’s coming. She ventured to recall it to
her lady.

‘“Indeed, when there is so much to be seen to, I wish
Miss Barrows would come, she is so handy and obliging,
and never forgets anything. Do, my lady, send for her
immediately.” :

I cannot understand her delay,” said Lady Beryl, who
was just about to set off with Lady Heath on a shopping
excursion. She drew off her gloves. ‘*Fanny, get me
my writing-case, I will send her a line to bring her here
quickly. I will tell her I have great need.of her, and to
come if she loves me.” :

She had only a moment to spare, as Lady Heath was
already standing at the boudoir door. She only wrote :

““Dearest Lrria :(—Why do you delay so in coming to
me? Come to me at once, please—I need you more than
Icantell. And, oh, Thave such very lovely news for you,
and hearing it shall be your reward of merit when you
come without delay to

“Your loving friend,
¢ BERYL MEDFORD.”

The arrangements for the burial of the unhappy Francis
Westholm Sothron occupied much of Sir Jerome’s time
that week. Added to that he had much business to see’
to, concerning the re-fitting of the abbey. Things which
he had meant Francis to do for him, now fell upon him,
and took him much of the time from Beryl.

¢1t is very unfair,” said Beryl, with a little pout. “*The
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Abbey is well enough asitis. I would rather have it less
fine, and not lose you so much. Two weeks ago you
were not willing to give me time to try on agown or order
a trousseau ; now you leave me all day. Your love is
growing cold, sir!”

“Love to you, my sweet, can never grow cold. 1
grudge every hour spent away from you,” he said, draw-
ing her to his side.

He had breakfasted with them, as he often did, and now
was going to the Abbey, and would not rcturn, except for
a call about ninc in the evening.

“I shall revenge myself on you,” said Beryl, lifting
her sunny eyes to his loving face. ‘I have written for
my Lelia, and when she comes, then seeif I will be lone-
ly without you.”

“Lelia is my bugbear,” laughed Jerome. I know
she is hideous, and I shall hate her. Some evening 1
shall come in and find you two sitting on one of these
divans, like a pair of roscs on one stem, or ‘like a double
cherry seeming parted,” and I shall look daggers at Lelia,
inasmuch as I cannot say to her, in stage style, ‘ Villain !
draw, and defend thyself!’”

‘“Ah, who can ever make up to me for you? " said Beryl,
nestling back contentedly in the strong arms that held her.
‘¢ But you need not be jealous of Lelia, or think that she
is to mar your peace, for I hope to buy her irousseau
when I buy my own, and to persuade her to a quiet little
wedding at Anna Marvel's, while we are on our tour.
Oh, Jerome, one thing is sure—we must 7o/ meet Laura
and that dreadful, rude, bad-looking Mr. Rubble, when
we are on our trip ; he would spoil my happiness.”

“No, no ; we won’t meet him, my pet. So Lelia is to
be married? Lucky for me!”

““1 hope she will be married,” said Beryl. ¢“ Lawrence,
a distant cousin of the Medfords, a very fine young man,
loves her dearly, and I am sure Lelia cares for him, though
her sad experiences have made her, I think, wary and
quiet in love—not impetuous and foolish, as I am.”

“You are just right, my sweet,” he said, bending his
face to hers.

‘* Dom’t you want to stay right here in this window seat,
while I tell you all about Lelia? I never told you her
history ; there is a fatality in it, surely.”

y
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“How gladly would I stay—though I think a certain
other little woman’s love-story would interest me more
than Miss Barrows’. But 1 said half-past ten for my paint-
er, and it is now the quarter-past.”

“ Well, go then, since you must.”

She watched her handsome lover down the street, and
then went into the conservatory to select a little cluster of
flowers. The glass was open above the garden, and she
went to look out upon the carefully-tended fragrant spot,
when she saw that the gate was open, and the lad whose
business it was to attend ity was in controversy with some-
one outside.

““1 tell you, youngster,” said a decisive, manly voice,
“T won't stir from here till I see Miss Hume, T've called
three times, and that story ‘she’s not at home’ won’t go
down with me.  She is home, and if not, T'll wait till she
comes.”

““Oh, come now,” drawled the boy, ‘“what are you
making a fuss for? There’s more girls than one in the
world, and if Fanny don’t want to see you, let her alone.”

“No, I won't, shipmate—that’s fixed, I've gotto see
Fanny Hume, and see her I will”

“Oh, ain’t you ashamed?” said the boy. ‘‘Fannyis
not allowed to see visitors, and if you insist on staying,
you'll get her into trouble with her lady, and make her
lose her place.”

This fearful lie angered Beryl so that she leaned out of
the window and said, sternly :

“Tames, why are you uttering such falsehoods? Fan-
ny is allowed to see her friends.  Open that gate properly,
and let the person in at once.”

James, hanging his head, swung back the gate and
admitted a tall, stalwart, blonde, seafaring man, whom
Beryl at once guessed to be the Ralph Marshall whom she
understood to have been her Jerome’s friend, and who
was Fanny’s favored suitor. :

““I'm sure you are Captain Marshall,” she said, kindly,
leaning a beautcous vision, from the vine-draped window,
as the stranger bowed with an honest grace.

Charmed with her beauty and her melodious voice,
Ralph stood silent. He knew he had come to save her
from a terrible fate, and yet, in so saving her, he must
break her heart and blight her life.  His honest heart was
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wrung with compassion for this sweet and happy creat-
ure’s condition. But Beryl never dreamed of these
thoughts, that were racking his soul. She said in her clear,
imperious, sweet way :

““That is a very naughty boy. I cannot think why he
told you such stories. You shall be looked after, James.
I cannot permit such deception.” :

“ Fanny herself told me to,” blubbered the boy ; ‘‘ske
don't want to see him /"

‘“Shame on you, James ! That is not possible. I know
better. If you are not wilfully bad, you have made some
stupid mistake. Go at once and call Fanny.”

The boy marched off, and Beryl still looked down from
her flowery position on Ralph Marshall.

¢“1 am sure Fanny wants to seec you. She has told me
of you,” she said.  ““ The boy mistook you, probably.”

At this minute Miss Hume gave guarantee to her lady’s
words, by running down the steps and seeming charmed
to behold her sailor. But Fanny %aeae given close orders
that Ralph Marshall should not be admitted, and her pres-
ent effusion was to stop his talk with her lady.

““ Take your friend into the India-room, Fanny,” said
Lady Beryl, and disappeared from the window.

The India-room looked on the garden and was seldom
entered. It contained India curiosities, a hobby of a
former Lord Heath.

“ Did you mean to shut me out?” demanded Ralph,
fiercely.

‘“No, indeed, no Ralph, not yow/” cried Fanny,
sweetly.

‘“ But why have you hid away, and deceived me so? ”

“ It wasn’t from lack of liking_yow, Ralph,” said Fanny,
‘“but I'm busy and might be talked about, and—and——"

‘“ There, that’s enough,” said Ralph, ““ my mind is not
clear about your ways, Fanny. But that is neither here
nor there. I came on your lady’s account. I have seen
Mrs. Sothron again. She is here in England. Your lady
and Sir Jerome can’t be married ; they must be told, and
the sooner the better.”

““Yes, yes; but wait a little,” faltered Fanny.

‘“Every day makes it worse,” said Ralph. ¢* Now,
now | I've come to tell her, and I will—it's my duty.”

‘It will kill her,” sobbed Fanny. ¢ You will blurt it
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out so, she will die. Tell Sir Jerome—or, Ralph, wait,
wait only one week, until her friend Miss Barrows gets
here, and she shall tell all—I swear to you.”

‘It ought not to be delayed a day,” said Ralph, but
inwardly reluctant to face that sweet creature with such
news.

““Only one week, I beg you, give me just that week,”
implored Fanny.

“ A week from to-day, then, my last day ashore, and it
shall be done before I sail. Mark that, my lass.”

CHAPTER LXXXI,
‘‘ THE DEATH-WARRANT OF BERYL'S LOVE.”

‘‘ Doesn’'T she look like a rosebud, a genuine rosebud ?”
said the admiring Lady Heath to Sir Jerome, looking at
Beryl, who, having given her hand to her loverand tapped
her step-mamma on the shoulder, was passing about the
table to take her place at breakfast.

It was a cool May morning, and Beryl was in a dress
of peach-colored merino, shirred. Her golden hair was
bright and fluffy from an early washing ; her cheeks
bloomed with adainty, flower-like tint; she justified Lady
Heath's remark that she was a veritable rosebud.

‘“The conservatory at Sothronwoldis now fuil of roses,”
said Sir Jerome, ‘““and I want you to drive over with me
this morning and see it, and see all the improvements,
and make suggestions. There will be an architect’s clerk
there, with drawings of summer-houses, and I want you,
Beryl, to select one, just while you are on the spot, where
it will be placed. I think, all things considered, Beryl,
we shall feel happier and more natural if you are at the
Abbey now and then while alterations are being made.”

Beryl knew what he meant. There were some sad
memories hanging about the Abbey for them both, and
they had better confront them together now, and not have
some sudden, saddening shadow fall over their home-
coming. ,

Francis Westholm Sothron had been buried at the abbey
church, and the plain slab on the wall now bore a name,



ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE. 355

The silence that for a few days had hung over the Abbey
had passed, and now all the windows were open, work-
men of various trades were passing to and fro, vans were
coming up loaded with materials for work or with new
furnishings. The gardeners, men and boys, whistled and
sung as they made gardens, shrubberies, and conserva-
tories neat and beautiful for the bride that was to be ; and
the housekeeper and her bevy of maids hurried about all
the rooms, that nothing might be wanting to insure the
perfection of their order.

Beryl gave a thought to Celia Morris as she passed the
porter’s iodge, where she knew that Celia’s rosy face must
have often waiched for the passing of Jerome. She
thought that sometimes she would go to the rural church-
yard and lay flowers on Celia’'s low grave. Then she
thought of Celia’s sister, and she said to Jerome, as they
walked up and down the terrace, while Lady Heath was
admiring with the housekeeper the wonders of the linen-
closet :

‘¢ Jerome, now that young cousin is dead, what will
that poor Delia do if she is found ? ”

‘“ We should provide for her, Beryl. But I think she will
never be found ; very careful search has been made for
her.”

That little thought was the only shadow on the day.
It was a lovely day, and they only got back to London
in time to dress for Lady Heath’s afternoon tea.

Jerome and Beryl explored all the wonders of the Abbey
like a pair of merry children. They went from the high,
curious, crooked attics to the strong vaults and deep de-
cents of the cellars, and finally the butler served them a
luncheon in an arbor all draped in passion-flowers and
clematis veins, and the scarlet tubes of scentless honey-
suckle.

But the evening mail, handed to Beryl just after dinner,
brought a shadow to her face and tears to her pretty eyes.
It was from Anna Marvel.

‘“ What is the matter, my pearl of beauty ? ” cried Lady
Heath. ‘" Have some of your dresses gone wrong ?

‘1 should not shed a tear over a dress,” said Beryl,
with scorn, brushing a drop from her cheek, ¢* My dear
Lelia is ill.”

‘“Ah| that is a real trouble, to have people ill,” said
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Lady Heath, with much placidity. ¢ How ill is she, my
child?”

‘‘ She has been very ill, indeed,” said Beryl, looking at
the letter. ‘“ She was out, it seems, in that fearful storm
that prevailed everywhere when Mr. Francis Westholm
Sothron was killed. She was wet and chilled, and taken
severely with pneumonia. Doctor Marvel feared she
would die—despaired of her, indeed; but she is now
better. They thought of sending to me, but it is not best
that I should go to her now. They sent for Lawrence,
and he is staying there for two or three weeks. She sits
up now. I fear she will not get here before my wedding.”

Every one, seeing that Beryl was grieved, said that they
were very sorry, and Lady Heath, who had taken a
strong liking for Lelia, began to recall her many virtues.

‘“She is an admirable creature, Sir Jerome! She is
very gentle, modest, thoughtful. She is neat as a wax
doll, and delicate in her taste ; she is quiet, but very sen-
sible. © She strives to improve herself. She is so thought-
ful, so helpful, so affectionate! She loves Lawrence very
truly. She should have been married long ago, without
this nonsense of more education. Beryl, she must marry
Lawrence, as soon as she regains a little strength; then
they should go to Jersey, or the Isle of Wight, or some of
your good places, and next winter to the South of France,
and she will be quite strong. Write and tell her that [
will buy her trousseau, and bid Mrs. Marvel come down
for a few days to help me select it.”

“Yes, I will She and Lawrence must be married. 1
shall write to her all about my marriage. 1 have never
told them yet. I was keeping it for such a delightful sur-
prise when we met. But now I will write all about i,
and it will help to make her well, to think how happy 1
am. Or, I will write Anna Marvel all about it, and s}{e
can deal it out in bits to Lelia, like sugar-plums, as she is
able to bear it.”

Beryl was amazed at Fanny’s singular excitement and
distress at learning of Lelia’s illness, and that her visit
must be indefinitely deferred. She burst into tears, and
protested that she would *far, far rather have been ill
herself, and that she did 7o/ see how she was ever to get
on, if she could not have Miss Barrows there.”
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“1 did not know you were so fond of her!” cried

Beryl. .
¢ I never in my life wanted so much to see any one,
replied Fanny, trying to check her tears. )

Well might Fanny indulge her grief. The week which,
with tears and protestations, she had wrested from Ralph
Marshall, was passing—only the third day from then, at
noon, he would come to inquire if Fanny had kept her
word, and explained affairs, and if she had not, he would
not leave Park Lane until the whole story was out—so
that he might sail for the Caribbean Sea in the evening,
with the clear conscience of a man who does not leave
neglected duty behind him.

Beryl was so roused up by Fanny's laments that she sat
down and wrote her letter to Mrs. Marvel that evening,
and gave it to Fauny to take down to the mail bag on the
hall table, so it would go in the morning. But Miss Hume
skipped out to the nearest letter box, so it would be well
on its way North before breakfast time. She hoped that
letter would bring Mrs. Marvel, if it did not Lelia, and
she would cast the responsibility of explanation on her.
Fanny simply said that for herself she cou/d no! tell what
would blight two happy hearts. Lord Alfred was not to
be relied on in any particular, Lady Heath would go into
incoherence and hysterics, Ralph would blurt out his
truth, in some terrible way, to make the blow worse than
ever. Thus Fanny reasoned—as if spoken by the softand
tender voice of Anna or Lelia, the death-warrant of Beryl's
love could be any less terrible.

The next day, while Sir Jerome overlooked the beauti-
fying of Beryl's especial rooms at the Abbey, and Beryl
herself was much of the time at her dressmaker’s, trying on
robes, and Lady Heath, full of importance, was buying
handkerchiefs, and hose, and white goods for Lelia, and
looking at dress fabrics, Miss Fanny Hume, with a dis-
fracting headache, was studying Bradshaw's guide, and
considering at what time the letter would reach Mrs.
Marvel, and at what hour the telegram, she meant to send
to Anna, would get'there. She concluded to let the wed-
ding news arrive that day, and the next day send a dispatch
to Mrs. Marvel, *“ Come at once! My Iady is in terrible
trouble !|” And she would meet Mrs. Marvel at the train,
and explain the trouble,
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But the next day Fanny Hume sent no dispatch. She
was so ill she could not rise from her bed, her excitement
had been too much for her.

Thus the third day dawned, and Fanny, in a dull horror,
rose from her bed, to see Ralph, when he should come to
bring on Lady Beryl’s fate.

CHAPTER LXXXII.
¢“ THIS TRUTH MUST BE TOLD AT ONCE.”

THE lovely cottage home of Doctor Marvel had never
been so charming as it was that warm, flower-crowned
May. A very black shadow had hung there for two or
three days, when they thought that their young friend
and profgé would die. But now she was Dbetter, and
cheering up in the light and peace of Lawrence’s love.
She was able to sit up all day, or lie in the invalid’'s chair
by the windows, in the sun, and Lawrence sat by her,
and read, or talked, or sung, and brought her flowers, and
planned for her getting better, so they should be married
in the autumn, and spend the winter in some sweet nook
on the south coast.

Into this scene of thankful peace came Beryl's letter,
meant to be the bearer of joy. The errand-boy brought
it to Anna as she stood by the door to see her husband
start off on his morning rounds. He preferred to go on
horseback, and was tlghtenmg his saddle-girth, and Anna
took that one minute to break the seal and peep mto
Beryl's letter. She saw the name, ¢ Sir Jerome Sothron,”

“ Stop, Harry ! 7 she cried out, as the doctor was about
to spring to his seat.

1 kad kissed you good-morning, dear,” said the doc-
tor, turning, with a smile; and then he saw his wife
deadly pale, and staring at the open letter. He went to-
ward her.

““Bad news, Anna?”

She fairly recled as she began to gather in some of the
horror of it. Her lips were white.

‘“Harry, come up to our room—out of hearing—with
me. Softly now, for Lelia’s sake!”
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He put his arm around her and led her upstairs, and
there, together, they read, with anguish, the letter which
Beryl had believed would make them so glad. It was
such a sweet artless letter, so overflowing with confid-
ence, and happy love, and pride in her lover!

She began by saying that she had reserved good news,
the very best news of her life, to crown her meeting with
Lelia, but as Lelia was ill, and could not come, she would
send this supreme news, to add to the happiness of her
convalescence, and hasten complete return to health.

Then came the weighty sentence that had first caught
Anna's eye:

“On the twenty-sixth of June I am to be margied to
Sir Jerome Sothron, of Sothronwold Abbey, and my dear
Lelia must try and be with me on that happy day. You,
too, will come, my Anna, and the doctor. You are my
best friends. The cards will reach you about the sixth of
June. Oh, come, and make happy that happy, happy
day!”

Then she went on to tell, in warm, innocent words, how
Jerome had been the one love of her life; how they had
been parted, and now were to be united forever.

“1 know,” she wrote, “‘I did very wrong in allowing
them to partus. I should have died first! But you
know what a weak creature I am. It drove him to
wrong. Half out of his mind with trouble and incipient
illness, he married a young girl, good and pretty, one of
the Abbey tenants—Celia Morris. Oh, it was so sad!
They never lived together.” ‘

And then she told briefly that pitiful episode in Jerome’s
life.

‘‘Lelia will understand it,” she said. ¢ Her story was
a little like that; it was that which made me feel it so;
but hers ended better—this was so terrible! Poor Mrs.
Sothron was murdered !” And she drew, in a few words,
the story that Ralph had told Lelia, and she had brought
to them. But what Ralph had been turned aside from
telling, Beryl told—her Jerome's-escape, his years of exile,
almost three, his return to Europe, and his meeting her
near Lausanne.

‘1 was a widow~and his poor wife had been all that
time in her early grave. We had each other to forgive,
each other to comfort—and we loved as well—no, ten
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times better than when we were so cruelly severed. Oh,
do you wonder that by deepest love we have each tried to
atone for a cruel past? Perhaps you will wonder that we
are both so deeply, so strangely happy-with suchshadows
on our past. But we are happy—happy in our wonder-
ful love, our devotion. And when you see Sir Jerome,
and see how generous, how tender, how handsome, how
noble in every way he is, you will see that safe in his love,
I cannot help being the happiest woman in all England !
Lelia will think that she, with Lawrence at her side, is
the happiest! Oh, I do hope and pray that every blessing
may crown her life, for she, too, has suffered sodeeply !’

Anna Marvel was sobbing and crying yildly on her
husband’s shoulder as they finished this letter. Tears, too,
were streaming down the doctor’s face. for there, in the
room below them, sat Jerome’s true wite, who must rise
up an unwilling and potent bar to his union with the
beloved Beryl. Oh, what a terrible tragic tangle of bitter-
ness was here !

¢ There is but one thing to be done ; the truth must be
made known,” said the doctor, in a solemn voice.

‘“ But to tell this now to Mrs. Sothron, just as she is
coming out of a nearly fatal illness, that will kill her,”
sobbed Anna. :

‘““ Lelia is the one who can learn it last,” said the doctor.
‘I must tell Lawrence, and he must go away; he can
framc an excuse about being needed at Windmere. ILhave
three patients whom I cannot leave without abandoning
duty. You, Anna, must go to London and break this to
Lady Beryl »

““ Harry, T cannot!”

““You must. The voice of woman'’s friendship will do
all that can be done to soften this fearful revelation. You
can find Sir Jerome, and tell him first, if your heart prompts
you to that. Poor Lady Beryl has no relations to be
rclied on at this crisis. You, Anna. must go to-morrow
night, at the latest. You must explain your going as you
can to Lelia, and your going will necessitate. Lawrence's.
I shall tell him as I take him to the station. This is our
burden, and we must bear it. Do not say you cannot.
We can always do what is right to do.”

““Must I go to-morrow ?”
“Yes. Consider every day makes this position more
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terrible for Lady Beryl. Her wedding invitations will
soon be sent. You must, at least, hinder that. Go to
her, and, believe me, when you come to the hour of need,
words and ways will be givea you to perform your duty.”

And, so on the next evening, a change had fallen on the
doctor’s home. Mrs. Marvel had started for London, Law-
rence, with a stout face, had said good-by ; but, on his
way to the station, with the doctor, he had learned the
terrible truth-—that the woman he loved, and hoped soon
to marry, was another man’s wife.

Then, the next day, Mrs. Marvel was in London. She
had thought of seeing Sir Jerome first, but he was not at
his chambers at the Albany, and she gave up her search
for him finally, and concluded to go to Beryl and see how
affairs stood, and then, as her heart prompted, to speak
first to her, or to Sir Jerome. In her distress, Anna had
not been able to follow her husband’s careful directions.
She had not slept during the night, nor had she taken two
or three hours’ rest in the morning. She had not been
able to take any breakfast; she was in a state of excite-
ment and weakness, such as her tranquil nature had never
known, when she reached Lady Heath's house in Park
Lane.

The tall footman perceived that Mrs. Marvel was not a
visitor that had been at the house before. He was alive
to the fact that she came in a four-wheeled cab, and not
in a private carriage. He replied to Mrs. Marvel’sinquiry
by saying that he ‘“ believed Lady Medford was engaged.”

In fact, he knew that she was then sitting with Sir
Jerome in a little boudoir at the end of the hall, a charm-
ing little spot, overlooking the garden. The footman
knew that Sir Jerome would prefer not to be disturbed—
and he was devoted to Sir Jerome, who was liberal

‘““ It is important that I should see Lady Medford,” said
Mrs. Marvel, ‘“even if she is engaged ; she will be glad
to see me. Take her my card.”

*“ Would not another hour do as well? Or perhaps
Lady Heath, who #s at home,” began the man.

But Mrs. Marvel was intent on her purpose. She said
in a voice unconsciously raised :

‘1 must see Lady Beryl Medford at once.”

The door of the little boudoir was ajar, and these words
penetrated the stillness of the mansion, and reached
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Beryl's ears as she sat by herlover’sside. She recognized
the voice of Anna Marvel, and, springing up all joy, she
darted in her impulsive way into the hall to meet her
beloved friend.

CHAPTER LXXXIIIL
‘“I WILL KNOW THE MEANING OF THOSE WORDS | ”

THE footman, stiffly erect, with Mrs, Marvel’s card on a
salver, was just showing the lady to the drawing-room,
when a fragrant littlc hurricane, embodied in gold, pink,
pearl, smiles, and blue ribbons, passed him, and Lady
Beryl's arms were clasped about Mrs. Marvel's waist, and
her sweet, rippling voice poured out welcomes.

“Oh, my dear, good Anna! Are you here? How
kind, how sweet! You got my letter! Andyoucameto
me at once ! Ah, now 1 know that you love me! There
are some things that must be sard, they cannot be told on
paper, can they? And how is Lelia?”

¢ Better, my dearest Lady Beryl,” faltered Anna, kissing
the impulsive young being who clung to her.

““My decar Anna! How fearfully pale you are! What
dark rings are under your eyes. Your hand shakes. You
are over-tired, and your trip was for me! I shall see to
your comfort at once. My dear, Sir Jerome is in this
room. Just come with me, one second, and speak to my
Jerome, and then I will send him away untilevening, and
take you to my room, and devote myself to you for the
rest of the day. James, where is Fanny?”

“ My lady, she has just gone to the India room, to see
a sailor who called on her.”

““Oh, Marshall. Very well. She will be up presently.
Now, my dear Anna, just alook at Sir Jerome while I excuse
myself, and then I belong @/ to you, for the day.”

With her arm around Anna’s waist she led her to the
little gold and blue room, where Sir Jerome rose at their
entrance.

“ Mrs. Marvel, thisis Sir Jerome Sothron. My Jerome,”
said Bery! with a sweet, shy smile, a rosy flush mounting
over her happy face, as she presented her lover,
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Anna Marvel controlled herself to hold out her hand,
and look Sir Jerome in the face. This was the man she
must see privately, before nightfall. She was surprised
and bewildered by the face that met hers. So singularly
handsome, so triumphantly happy, a face full of such
chivalric adoration, as it turned to the lovely Beryl—a face
so frank, generous, clear! Oh, she had had far other
conception of the truant husband of poor Celia Morris !

“I am so proud,” cried the impulsive Beryl, ‘“to show
you my sweetheart, and to tell you how very happy I am.
And it seems, dear Anna, as if you had come to add even
to perfect joy.”

To add to her joy? Ah, she had come to destroy it, to
crush it forever. She, the loving friend, had come to
break this trusting, loving heart. And here was this proud
lover, with the smiling eyes fixed on his idol’s face. What
would it be to tell him that the wife he had never loved
had come out of the grave of years, to stand between him
and this darling of his heart ?

The task crushed Anna Marvel. She looked in a wild
way from one to the other, her white lips made some
inarticulate murmurings, and consciousness left her.

Jerome caught her as she reeled and placing her in a
large chair began fanning her. Beryl handed him her
vinaigrette and hastened to bring a goblet of water from a
pitcher standing on a little inlaid table in a corner.

‘““Do not be alarmed,” said Jerome. ‘‘She looks
fatigued ; it is doubtless her hasty journey. She will be
better in afew minutes.” .

“I will go for Fanny,” said Beryl ; ““she is in the India-
room at the end of the hall. Fanny always knows just
what to do.”

““Yes,” said Jerome, *‘better bring her quietly, and not
ring any bells or make any trouble ; all thelady needs is
to lie down for an hour ortwo. Sheis recovering. I will
keep on fanning her.”

Beryl went for Fanny. Mrs. Marvel opened her eyes
and found herself alone with Sir Jerome. She held out
her hand and tried to fashion some words. He handed
her Beryl’s smelling salts. She gasped something, inarticu-
late still, and the puzzled Sir Jerome held another glass of
waterto herlips. She was trying to tell her message while
Beryl was gone !
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Beryl, gliding with her usual light step down the hall,
found the door of the India-room ajar.

Simply because she was mistress and Fanny maid,
Beryl, who was a thorough lady, did not fail in such little
courtesies as she would render to another. She knew
that Fanny was receiving a call from a lover, and she
tapped on the door. Neither of the two within heard
her. A man’s voice was speaking rapidly and loudly from
excitement.

1 tell you it is worse than murder ! If shall be done.
1 will not leave England till it is done! I sail to night.
It shall be done to day. ”

¢ It will be murder to do it, ” said Fanny, evidently
weeping ; ‘ she will die. ”

Beryl, cold with amazement and terror at such un-
expected words, tremulously struck the door again, but
was unheard, for the man’s voice was rising stormily.

“1t is you, yourself, have let it go on, Fanny Hume !
You are a wicked, deceiving girl. There are things as
bad as murder. Bigamy is one—and you'd let Sir Jerome
be arrested for bigamy, would you? And a pretty kind of
love this is for your lady, you know she can’t be Sir Jerome’s
wife. You'd have let her go on to marry him, you little
traitor, and you'd ruin her. Ain’t you ashamed of yourself !
I will seeher! Where is she? I'll see her this hour!”

Half as much said might have sent Beryl into a faint-
ing fit ; but here was a horrible torrent of hideous words,
so crowded with agony that very excess of pain kept
her in her senses.

It came upon her like a great blaze of fire leaping from
somewhere that the man who said these things was about
to come out ather like some wild beast leaping from a lair,
and pour more dreadful words on her unsheltered head.
She only knew one refuge, her lover. She turned about
and fled up the hall, and into the sunny, fragrant room,
where she had left him, and flinging herself into his arms, ’
clasped him fast, panting :

‘“Jerome! Jerome! save me!”

Jerome Sothron thought that all the world must be going
mad. Here was Mrs., Marvel fainting in a chair, and
Beryl clinging to him imploring safety.

""My love, my love!” he said, soothingly, ‘‘what is
it?
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Beryl leaned back, her distracted eyes fixed on his face
as he clasped her in his arms.

“Qh, Jerome, there is a man saying such dreadful
things in there to Fanny ! I heardhim. Aboutyou. He
says I shall not marry you; thatitis bigamy! Oh, he
said worse than that! Oh, Jerome!”

“Beryl! Beryl!” whispered Anna Marvel, hoarsely,
plucking at Lady Medford's dress.

But Beryl heard nothing, saw nothing, but Jerome’s
honestly amazed face. She sobbed:

“Come to him, Jerome. Make him stop those horrible
words. Make him take them back.”

Back! “ Where is the wretch? T'll crowd the words
down his throat ! ” shouted Jerome.

Beryl, holding him by hand and arm, was pulling him
to the door. He passed his arm about her waist, and
went with her.  Only a step or two down the hall, empty
but for them, they saw the stalwart figure of the sailor,
violently dragged at by Fanny, who clung to his coatand
pulled, as she dared not disturb the house by screaming
out. '

“Itishe! itis he! Speak to him!” cried Beryl.

But the sailor and Fanny saw the lovers. Fanny, let-
ting go her hold of Ralph, threw her apron over head to
shut out the sight of her lady, and in breathless suspense
waited for the final bursting of the storm.

Ralph Marshall, in conscious good faith, strode for-
ward.

*“Why, Marshall!” cried Sir Jerome, recognizing him
whom he supposed to be dead, ‘‘is it you? You are
surely never here making any trouble.  What is this, my
good fellow ?”

“8Sir Jerome, I must speak to you. Hercis my last
chance. Stop crying, girl. What must be done is better
done at once.”

Fanny, pulling her apron from her face, cried out:

‘““Not in the hall! Ralph, you shall not speak in the
hall for all the house to hear.”

Ralph saw the open door out of which Sir Jerome had
come,

¢ We'll go in there,” he said, striding forward.

All together the group burst into the boudoir, where
Anna Marvel was still lying back in the great chair
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Fanny, alive to ‘‘the circumstances " always, pushed shut
the door. Beryl caught the sailor by the arm.

““Man! I heard what you said down there! Speak!
I will know what you mean !”

CHAPTER LXXXIV,
““SIR JEROME, YOUR WIFE LIVES.”

Rarea Marsuarr, intent on his purpose, and knowing
that he was right, was yet daunted by his position. He
had thought he could say quietly to Lady Beryl, ¢ Lady,
there has been a sad mistake ; your lover’s wife yet lives,
and you cannot marry him!” He had fancied he could
say this, mildly and quietly, and she would mildly and
quietly accept jt—perhaps with sore tcars! He had
fancied he could find Sir Jerome and say to him: “Sir,
your wife is living. She is very lonely, and delicate, and
unhappy ; do, sir, go back to her, since it is clear you
can't marry any other,” and that Sir Jerome would yield
to the inevitable and go'!

But here he saw this pair together, Sir Jerome’s arm
about Lady Beryl, as if defying the world to take her from
him, and Lady Beryl clinging to Sir Jerome, and locking
with frightened, agonized eyes at Ralph, and the sailor
began to think it true, as Fanny said, that his story would
be a dagger thrust into that gentle heart, and she would
drop down dead; it was like firing straight between the
eyes of some gentle doe or fawn that stands looking help-
less, timid, reproachful at the destroyer. And Ralph
Marshall was a very tender-hearted man. Behind Lady
Beryl stood Fanny, weeping and wrathful and condemna-
tory, shaking her fist at Ralph to stay his tongue. His
words did not come as he fancied they would. He
opened his mouth once or twice. Then he stammered,

“Sir Jerome, I'd better speak with you away from
women folks,” for here he saw Anna Marvel, a strange
lady, looking very much overcome.

“No!” spoke Lady Beryl. ‘I will not wait. I heard
you say dreadful words—wicked words. You must say
them again right here, or take them back.”
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I don’t know what you heard, my lady,” said Ralph
respectfully ; ‘“but I do know I never said a word I can
take back.”

“Be still!” spoke out Fanny. ¢ Ralph, be still!
Here is Mrs. Marvel from Winderton. She is the one you
went to see. Talk to her. Oh, my lady, do go away,
you and Sir Jerome, and let him speak to Mrs. Marvel.”

«Is that Mrs. Marvel?” said Ralph, bowing low.
““Then if it is, ske knows I'm speaking holy truth.”

“I will not go away,” cried Beryl. ‘‘Fanny, hush!
Speak, you wicked man; repeat the terrible words you
said, if you dare, looking at Sir Jerome and me.”

“Oh, my lady,” said Ralph, in an imploring voice,
“‘you speak as if I came here as an enemy, to hurt either
of you. Oh, I wishI had a better story to tell. Butl
cannot help solemn truth.”

‘* Ralph, speak out,” said Sir Jerome. ¢ There is some
mistake, and you torture Lady Beryl by suspense. Out
with 1t, man. Is it about Delia?”

“Sir Jerome, Delia is dead.”

“I'm sorry, Ralph, very sorry. But why come here to
Lady Beryl about that? Why not come to me?”

**She was murdered, sir,” went on Ralph resolutely.

“Delia was!| Where? When?”

¢ Murdered, Sir Jerome, in her sister’s room, in her
sister’s clothes, by her sister’s maid, for her sister’'s money
—three years ago! Oh, Sir Jerome, Sir Jerome, # was no!
your wife, but mine!”

Beryl gave a wild cry, and Jerome a deep groan; but
they clung closer and closer to each other with blanched
fzilces and quivering limbs, held now in fast, despairing
clasp.

“Sir Jerome,” cried Ralph, hurrying with his task, ‘it
was not Celia who perished. Celia is living, sir—Celia,
your wife, is living.”

*You are mad, Marshall,” shouted Sir Jerome, “‘I saw
her dead.”

“You saw my wife, sir, not yours. Oh, I knew; I
loved Delia. . And your wife, sir, is alive. 1 met her, I
spoke with her, I think, the second day of May. Don'’t
look at me so, you two, as if I murdered you, to amuse a
cruel heart. Oh, I had to speak. I could not keep quiet,
for you two to marry would be a crime—would be no
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marriage. Sir Jerome, you know the rights of it—the law,
sir | What would become of your children? What would
happen to her?”

Slowly Sir Jerome’s clasped arms loosened from the
slender form they could hold as his no longer. A mist
seemed between his eyes and the beloved face—a cold
sweat like the dews of death stood in drops on his white
brow.

With the unclasping of his arms Beryl felt herself cut
off from refuge and shelter and hope—abandoned alone to
the world. Where was the woman, the remorseless wo-
man who stood between her and happiness ; where was
the cruel Celia who robbed her of her Jerome—where was
she, who hidden three years, then came out to dcal a death-
blow, almost at the marriage altar! She cried out!

““Where is she? Where is she? I cannot believe you;
where is his wife?”

That cry, full of anguish, entered the heart of Anna
Marvell, and a woe so far greater than her own or than
Celia’s suddenly gave her the strength of sympathy and
compassion. She rose and opened her arms.

“Come to me, my child, come to me. His wife is in-
nocent of all blame—it is our poor, unfortunate Lelia.”

¢« Lelia /—his wife!” cried Beryl, a flood of realization
sweeping over her and lighting up dark places, and half
confidences, and making vivid all the past and the hor-
rors of the present. But fallen on the bosom of her friend.
she found the relief of unconsciousness.

Mrs. Marvel laid her on the sofa.

““Let her alone,” she said. ‘* She will come back to her
misery soon enough.”

. They stood about that still, death-like form, and a great
silence fell upon them.

““Ralph,” said Sir Jerome, *‘explain this, now ske can-
not hear.”

Ralph, as hastily as possible, told his story, ending,
““And this lady, Mrs. Marvel, is the one your wife has
lived with since that time.”

“Do you mean,” said Sir Jerome, looking at Anna,
“‘that my—that Celia is the one that Lady Medford has
loved, and befriended, and educated?” .

““ You've done mischief enough, Ralph Marshall,” said
Fanny, furiously, ¢ You'd better go.” _

‘“ Hush, you foolish girl,” said Sir Jerome, sternly, ‘‘he
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has done hisduty. It is a pity you have not done yours.”

Fanny began to cry wildly. .

It is the soft-heartedness of the girl,” said Ralph,
compassionately. ‘‘ She meant well enough, but—ittakes
a good sailor to sail a ship through a bad channel in a bad
storm !

Sir Jerome shook Ralph’s hand. *‘ You have prevented
a great wrong,” he said, ‘“and it is not your fault that our
hearts are broken.”

Fanny took Ralph away, through the garden. |

Sir Jerome knelt by Beryl, holding her unconscious
hand. He fixed his burning eyes on Mrs. Marvel, who
was bending over Beryl’s golden head.

‘“Now, that she cannot hear, tell me what you know.”

She softly filled out the story of the unfortunate Celia.

It has been a singular web of mistakes and mysteries,”
she said. ‘* At any minute a chance word, a single name
uttered would have cleared all up, and just on the verge of
discovery, we havelived on in ignorance almost until it
was too late.”

“ And now,” said Sir Jerome, ‘‘all our care must be to
shield, as far as we can, this dear unhappy creature here,
who is destroyed by these misfortunes and faults of others.
You must think for her, for us. Her father and mother
will be worse than useless; Beryl must not be made the
theme of talk. This story must be kept quiet. Marshall
sails to-day; Fanny will be silent I cannot face Beryl
when she comes back to consciousness. I leave her with
you. 1 shall go to Sothronwold Abbey, and stay there
until I hear from you. You must think for us all We
seem to have so few friends to rely on in this extremity ! ”

“Promise me one thing, Sir Jerome, which I know will
be first on Beryl's mind when she can think. Once in a
sad strait you took refuge in a fearfully rash act. Promise
me, that now you will bear this burden quietly, like a
good man, that we may have no fears of your injuring
yourself, or flying or hiding, but when we wish to see you,
or write to you, you will be there at Sothronwold to hear
our plans.” .

‘I promise,” said Sir Jerome. ‘I know I have been
%c’eatly wrong in regard to Celia, in the time long past.

‘hat to do now I cannot tell. My heart is set on Beryl,
and yet from Beryl I must part. I await your counsel and
her wishes.”
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CHAPTER LXXXV.
€“IT IS NOT YOUR FAULT THAT OUR HEARTS ARE BROKEN,”

Sir JEROME SorHRoN entered his chambers at the Albany
that May day an old, an altered man. His eyes were
hollow, a gray tint settled on his face, a strange look of
misery clung about him. His step was shuffling and
slow, his shoulders bent ; his life seemed crushed within
him,

He lay in the silent, closed, dusty room on a sofa all
day. The shutters were fastened, and only two or three
narrow bars of light came in, and in them the motes
danced up and down as on ladders of gold. When night
had fallen he-sent for a cab and went out to the Abbey.
He hcard the door there close behind him, and he felt
shut in, as one who enters a prison to come out only for
exccution. He could not think any line of thought out
straight to its end ; everything baffled and confused him.

Celia! Poor Celia! Sinned against, and innocent,
and suffering, and unloved—a modern Leah—what should
he do with or for Celia ?

Beryl—beautiful, loved, loving, most unhappy Beryl, to
whom every fiber of his soul clung with passionate fond-
ness—what should he do with or for Beryl?

No, he could think out nothing. He paced up and
down the rooms at night, the woods by day; he was
feverish and haggard. He slept little; he ate almost
nothing. He let the workmen go on, because to check
proceedings might make a talk. But the old servants
shook their heads, and said, ‘“ Master was in sore trouble,
and who would have thought that he would take Mr.
Francis’ death to heart like that?”

For Beryl, she seemed to lie passive and in a semi-
conscious condition that first day and night.

Lord Alfred had taken advantage of his wife’s engage-
ment in trousseaus to slip off to Margate. Lady Heath
was easily quieted with remarks that Lady Beryl had
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been overtaxed and worried, and had better be left entirely
quiet, to the care of Mrs. Marvel and Fanny. 1If there
was one place in the world that Lady Heath avoided, it
was anything like a sick-room. She felt out of place
there, with her chattering, full-blown life.

Mrs. Marvel was a rare good nurse, and with a keen
judgment and knowledge of sickness that fitted her to deal
with Beryl's case. Instead of summoning doctors and
rousing excitement, she dealt skillfully with mind and body,
and, after some thirty hours, she was able to see a ciear
question in Beryl's eyes, and answer it clearly.

«8ir Jerome is at Sothronwold Abbey. Wec send him
a note twice a day. He promises to stay there and take
the best care of himself, until we all know what 1s to be
done.”

Then, a little later :

‘“ Beryl, all can be kept quiet for a little. There will be
no confusion, no scandals, no raking up old sad stories.
Remember there were no cards out, no orders given. Mr.
Francis Sothron is but just buried. There is time—time
to consider, time to settle all, time to do right by all
Dear, there is never a place so dark and narrow in our lives
but Heaven can give us a way out. The way of doing
right is always possible.”

And so silence till the next morning. And then Beryl,
propped up on her pillows, told Anna that she wanted to
hear that whole story, <“Celia’s story from her lips, as
Celia knew it and told it.”

Anna Marvel was not an unfaithful historian. She gave
the story fairly, kindly, to every one.

“And Celia—Lelia, as she seems to me—does not
know ? ” said Beryl, wistfully.

‘*She will know by to-night. I telegraphed to the doc-
tor that she must be told all.”

Beryl looked piteously in her friend’s face.

‘““If we cannot all be happy, dear Anna, we can all do
what is right.”

She looked like some sweet young martyr, accepting
her destiny.  And Mrs. Marvel thought of her own home,
and the simple sweet girl there, who also had been a
martyr, and for years had meekly accepted her destiny.

‘“Anna,” said Beryl, ““I do not want to stay here. 1
cannot get any courage to face people. I cannot go with
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Lady Heath, to all these gay engagements, such life would
kill me. I cannot stay so near him, Anna; I want to go
to your house.”

“To my house!” cried Anna, in surprise.

““Yes. I want tosee Lelia, I loved Lelia, I love her still ;
this is not her fault. I want to see her. I want to do
something for her. Perhaps 1 could make her happy;
and then, I could die in peace. Forit seems to me, Anna,
that there is no way out of this but for one of us two to
die ; and I should be that one, for she is his wife. She
must have her place!”

““ Beryl,” cried Anna.

Surely Beryl was saying what was right and just; but
there was a strange self renunciation in her way of saying
it. The more Mrs. Marvel looked at the question, the
worse it looked. Here were Jerome and Beryl passion-
ately attached, in every way fitted for each other, abso-
lutely parted. Here were Jerome and Celia, utterly in-
different, entirely unfitted, and firmly bound together.
And there was Lawrence, one more sad and wounded
heart, and one more ruined life.

“Cannot I go to your house, Anna?” said poor little
Bery! reproachfully.

“Yes, yes, a thousand times yes ! ” cried Anna. ‘““You
can do what you like with me and mine.”

< Day after to-morrow, then, I will be able to go. Tell
Lady Heath [ want the Winderton air, and I will let her
know from there when she will see me. Andlet him know
I am going home with you,,and he is to wait until I send
him word.”

““Yes, yes,” said Mrs. Marvel, soothingly.

‘I shall see him again once more,” said Beryl, slowly,
I will make all right between them. I will tell him
then to come for her—his wife. Yes, he will do right.
This may be hard, but it is right. Then, when he comes
for her—we will say good-by.” And here she burst into
a wild storm of tears, the first she had shed since that
fatal morning.

Anna Marvel needed all her diplomatic talent to secure
Beryl's quiet departure with her to Winderton. Lady
Heath was much excited.

“Why had not the noble, the devoted, delightful Sir
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Jerome been at the house for three days, while the angel-
ical Beryl was ill?”

““Oh, Ze was not well.”

“Then how could Beryl, her pearl and her rosebud, go
away off to Winderton while her lover was ill?”

The trousscau affairs would go to ruin, if Beryl left.

Then Beryl roused up, saying :

¢Mamma, there will be time, more than time—that is
all put off.”

At this word ““ put off ” Lady Heath was frantic.

Then, to prevent suspicion and hasty remarks that
should reveal prematurely all poor Beryl's wounds, Anna
Marvel laid much stress on the death of Francis Sothron,
on the lingering of repairs at the Abbey, and on Beryl's
needed change of air.

‘¢ As for Sir Jerome he is to be sent for to Winderton.”

‘1 give these admirable English up. I can never
understand them, not even my adorable Alfred,” said Lady
Heath.

““After the season, mamma,” said Beril, ““you will
come out to my house at Windmere, and then I think you
will understand all better. Bid me good-by now, for I
must try and sleep, and to-morrow I must be off before
you are up.”

Lady Heath kissed ‘“her cherub, her treasure, her
dove,” with sighs about the strangeness of the British
temperament, and sighing, gave up the problem—Beryl.

Anna Marvel herself wondered a little at the fevered
eagerness of Beryl to see theill-fated Celia, who was and
who was not her rival.  She understood that in her present
terrible position, a nature such as Beryl's could not endure
the glitter and common-places of society, but like a
wounded doe, must long only for some swect retreat.
She did not quite understand that Beryl hoped to gain from
the sight of the pensive, gentle, meek face of Celia Sothron
new strength to do right, and herself strive to unite the
never-united husband and wife.

‘It is right—it can be done!” This was her simple
logic.

¢ Dear Beryl,” said Anna, as they set forth, ‘I fear this
will be too much for you—it is a long journey.”

““There will be rest at the cnd,” sighed Beryl, laying
her hot trembling hand on that of her friend. Do you
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remember how once before, in a great storm of trouble,
your home was my refuge—was a heaven of peace where
I got strength to do right?”

The cottage was reached at last. Doctor Marvel met
them.

“Where is she? Where is Lelia?” cried Beryl.

—n

CHAPTER LXXXVI

EVER MY HEART'S BEST LOVE, GOOD-BYE.”

N 'II;HE doctor pointed to a little parlor at the right of the
all.

¢“She is there.”

‘“ Let me see her alone,” said Beryl, panting.

She opened the door. Doctor Marvel and his wife
turned away, and went on to the dining-room, to talk of
this strange coil of events.

Beryl stood on the parlor threshold, her face snow pale,
her large dusky eyes fixed on Celia. Celia rose from her
great reclining chair. She was a mere shadow of her
former self, fragile, transparent, in a long white dressing
robe. She made one step forward, holding out her hands
as in appeal

Thus these two women, bound to Jerome Sothron, the
one by love and the other by law, faced each other—and
the next minute they were clasped in each other’s arms,
and sobbing, each over the other’s woes! Each saw the
desolation of the other, each saw the ruin and misery
wrought by this wretched crossing of their lives.

*“Oh, Beryl, it isall my fault, all my folly ! ” cried Celia.
«“If I had not been vain, foolish, hasty, and then so secret,
all would have gone well Why—why was I not more
wise at first—more frank at last.”

““Poor Lelia, poor child, who could blame you? Oh,
I was to blame. Why was I so weak, so foolish? Why
in those other years was I not true to myself and to zim 2"
Oh, that made all the trouble, all yours, all mine?”

Thus, each blamed herself, and neither of them blamed
him! And yet of all, Jerome, in making his angry, resent-
ful marriage, was the most to blame, unless it were true
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that his mind was astray with trouble when he took that
fatal step.

“You tremble, poor girl,” said Beryl, compassionately,
“you are yet weak and ill,” and she led her back to her
chair, and drawing up an ottoman sat down by her side.
With trembling fingers she loosed her hat and wrap, letting
them fall to the floor.

“You look terribly ill, Lelia ; you will not mind my
calling you Lelia? I always knew you by that name.”

“Call me anything youlike. Ishouldnever havetaken
another name. Anna did not wish that. Ah, whenever
I have had my own way, it has been a wrong way. Yes,
I have been very ill.  Oh, how I wish it had pleased
Heaven that I should not get well! T ought to die—and
be away, away—no longer troubling any one !’

““Hush, dear! Itiis your right to live; to live and be
happy. All that is left me now in this world, dear, is to
help every one to get right and do right ; andthen I hope
E shall go to sleep and never wake up, because, you know,
I cannot live, loving with all my heart another woman’s
husband. It would be wicked, very wicked, and yet I
cannot help loving Jerome all the time. When I pull the
fibers of my heart away from him they go right back,
Lelia, and cling faster than ever.”

Lelia gently wiped away the large tears coursing down
Beryl's wan cheeks.

““Oh, Beryl, Beryl, angel of goodness! what a sweet
friend you have been to me! And now I break your
heart by living. Sometimes, Beryl, I think of those phil-
osophies that teach, when we do a harm by living, it
is our right to die 1 ”

¢Oh, Lelia!” cried Beryl, starting in horror, ‘“‘never,
never harbor such a wicked thought! We all must live as
long as Heaven wills, for all our living here is to train us
for hereafter, and we do not know what is best, only that
to do right is always best. And,” she continued, gaining
energy, ‘‘you are married to Jerome, and so it is right
that you—that he—right that you be as husband and wife,
and try and help each other !”

“‘Beryl, you forget that he does not love me, and I do
not love him. What love my heart can know belongs to
Lawrence.”

Beryl bowed her head for a time, too overcome to speak,
Then she lifted herself again, and said, firmly;
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““Lelia, I have learned that one thing is even higher
than love, and that is duty. It is by that only that all
gocs well.  If we had followed that highest duty—all of
us always—we should not have been here now. You
would have been happy. 1 should have been—his wife.”

There was such a pathos, such a longing tenderness in
her voice, that Lelia, who in two days past had wept until
it scemed as if she had no more tears, broke into dry con-
vulsive sobs.

““Oh, if I could make you his now !”

“You cannot, dear. Do not admit the thought. That
is ended. We must show each other how to be brave,
You, too, give up a loved one. Have you heard from
Lawrence since he knew ?”

Lelia took out a little note.  Only a few days since it
was written, yet it was alrcady worn with much unfold-
ing and dim with tears.

‘“Ever my hcart’s best love, good-by !” That was all.

“If I should be dying he would come,” said Lelia.

““Hush! You have no right to such thoughts !” said
Beryl, firmly.

‘* Dear Beryl, since I know all, and that you were com-
ing, I have been going over and over in my mind the
story of the past—all my sad heart’s history, and I want
to tell it to you.”

““Not now,” said Beryl.  ““You are excited, you are so
feeble. Wait until to-morrow.”

““1 cannot sleep; I cannot rest until it is said. I keep
going over it all in my heart. Do let me tell you all,
Beryl. Will you hear?”

““Yes,” said Beryl, drearily. “*Say all that is in your
mind,” and to escape looking at Lelia, or having Lelia
rcad her face, she bent her aching head on the arm of
Lelia’s chair.

Lelia, in low tones, began the history of her heart from
her early girlhood. She did not spare her own pride, her
vanity and folly. She went on and told the story of her
hasty marriage, her misecrable married life, Anna’s influ-
ence, Delia’s history. As she continued she spoke with
more energy and rapidity; her words came fast and feverish.
She told the story of her endeavor to improve, to fit her-
self to be a less displeasing wife to Sir Jerome, if he came
back. Then of her seeing his death stated in Burke's
Peerage, and her hasty flight to Sothronwold, and seeing
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the burial tablets that told that she was free, and how,
hindered it is true by the disturbance about Delia, love
had grown in her heart for the faithful Lawrence. Her
words grew more and more eager, but Beryl, almostin a
stupor from her long agony, heard them as one who
scarcely understands. )

Dr. Marvel knew that this interview was lasting too
long. Ouce he knocked at the door unheeded, then Anna
went, but found the talk still going on. At last the doctor
said :

*“Go, Anna, and bring Lady Beryl away. 1 cannot
answer for Lelia in such a long conference. I know she
is utterly unfit for it.”

Anna went into the rcom. Lelia had just finished
speaking.

<1 must part you,” said Anna, putting her arm around
Beryl, and almost lifting her up. ¢ Dear Lady Medford,
come. Fanny must put you to bed, and give you some
beef tea, or we shall have another patient. Lelia, dear,
1 am coming back at once to give you your tonic.”

She took Beryl upstairs to Fanny, and lingered a little,
struck by her curious heaviness and apathy. Then she
went back lo the little parlor. Lelia was already asleep.
Her hands lay clasped in her lap, she slept*as one ex-
hausted, lying back in the lowered reclining chair. Mrs.
Marvel threw an Afghan over her, and drew the curtains.

Half an hour later, Dr. Marvel stepped in and felt her
pulse.

A little foverish,” he said to himself. ‘I will give her
half an hour more of sleep, and see then.”

His wifc was walking in the garden among her roses
and lilies, when he came out to join her.

¢ Fanny says her lady is sound asleep,” she said.

“So is Lelia. Lady Beryl has an admirable constitu-
tion, and she has entered this conflict in full health. Lelia
has also a strong constitution, but one that has been for
months breaking down under unnatural pressure.”

“Do you fear for her life ?” demanded Anna.

““Not immediately, unless some other trouble super-
venes.” '

The sunset lay red across the garden, when again
Doctor Marvel entered the little parlor and, drawing back

the drapery that caused a deep twilight, looked at his
patient.
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CHAPTER LXXXVIL
‘“GooD-BY | GOOD-BY! "

‘“AnNal” the voice of Doctor Marvel rang out loud
and sharp. Then he remembered Beryl, and stepped
toward the door, but his wife had heard and met him.
Lelia still lay back, apparently asleep, but the soft, white
dressing-robe was all deep, ominous crimson from the
neck to the lap.

*“ Hemorrhage,” said the doctor.

“Dead?”

*‘No. But unconscious ; it has been very heavy.”

That was a long, wakeful night at the cottage.

Doctor Marvel sent for another physician for consulta-
tion.

Through all the stir of that night, the coming and
going, Beryl slept prcfoundly, while Fanny watched at
the door ofher room. Beryl had reached reaction after
long unrest. She had seen her path of duty plain, she
had entered it, and a sudden peace fell on her in the
midst of her profound sorrow, a peace that allowed nature
to claim her rights, and so she slept like an over-wearied
child.

Fanny Hume sat up and wept for other people’s
suffering and for her own sins. Fanny made a curious
figure—she sat on the floor in the hall by Beryl's door, a
big crimson shawl was wrapped about her, and a little
porcelain lamp burning at her side sent here a light and
there a line of shadow across her crouching figure, She
had offered her services for Mrs. Sothron, but Mrs. Mar-
vel had told her to watch over her lady. There waslittle
that could be doune for Lelia,_as they slowly nursed ba.k
her flickering life, and the more quictly she was kept the
better. '

Fanny sat therefore repenting of the various conceal-
ments of her life, and the various falsehoods she ha?‘
found it convenient to tell. She considered that Ralp
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Marshall had left her in indignation and anger, and she
would never see him more, and she grizved over that to
the very depth of her heart, and felt that if Ralph would
only come back to her she would speak the truth for-
ever,

Beryl was taking her breakfast in her room next morn-
ing when Anna came to her.

I hope you are eating something, my dear?”

¢“She's picking like a canary bird,” said Fanny,

“Iamdoing very well. How is Lelia? Is she better?
Did the excitement of our meeting overcome her? I want
to see her assoon as I can. When I have seen her I
shall write to Afm. She will tell me when she can see
him, and I will write him what is duty, and he must
come and take it up. He will. Heis a good man. He
will do what is right  So will I. I will go to Windmere
before he comes—it will be best, you know-—1I had better
not see him. I, he, we—ah—none of us are quite strong
enouch for that!” She spoke hurriedly, nervously, push-
ing her plate from her, and fixing her eyes, fvll of en-
treaty, on Anna’s face.

““Oh, make it casy for me,” she said, when Mrs. Mar-
vel was still.silent.  “*Tell me that I had better go to
Windmere to-morrow, and—all will be done. He will
come when I am gone.”

¢“Dear Lady Beryl, you do not know that poor Lelia is
very ill.”

“Worse!” cried Beryl. ¢ Oh, tell me, did I harm her,
did I disturb her? Oh, was it my coming?”

‘“No, no. Do not think it, it is only what the doctor
apprehended for some time ; he thought, perhaps, the
danger was past, but it was not. A heavy hem rrhage.”

*Oh, let me oo to her. Indecd I will be very quiet.
Let me go beg her to get better.”

‘“My dear, we all do what we can; but—"

Beryl rose and went quickly to Lelia’s rcom. She bent
over her and kissed her pale forchead.

“ Lelia, Lelia, get better, oh, try and get better, and be
happy !”

“Hush ! ” said Doctor Marvel, touching her arm.  ** She
#s happy; you see that in her face.”

‘“ Because—I will not be better,” whispered Lelia.

Beryl turned her face in terrificd entreaty to the doctor.
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¢“ Lelia understands me. She asked me and I told her,”
he said, gravely. ¢ Thisis the end. She cannot live a
week.”

““Content,” whispered Lelia, and she laid her pallid hand
on the small warm hand of Beryl

Beryl, without a word, sank into a chair, and rested
her golden head against Lelia's pillow.

Bery! had that morning gathered up her courage to live,
and Lelia had found courage to die.

‘It is better so; it is the only way out,” said Doctor
Marvel, as he stood with his wife among the roses and
lilies in the sunny garden. ‘It is impossible now that
.the broken threads of life could be gathered up for her and
for Sir Jerome ; there is no love between them ; there
never was, and on the one hand his heart cleaves to Lady
Beryl, and hers to Lawrence. They would all, no doubt,
have strength to do right; but it would be to live in mar-
tyrdom. DBut the end impatient spirits might seek for
themselves, here comes from heaven.”

It was evening when Lady Beryl found Doctor Marvel
alone in the porch. The red sunset was fading away, the
moon had risen low and full, the glow-worms were creep-
ing along the grass, the nightingales were singing in the
thicket, a sweet fragrance loaded all the mild evening air.

¢ Doctor,” she said touching his arm, ‘I want to send
for him, for Sir Jerome. This is his wife that is dying,
and while there is yet time he should be able to say kind
words to her—to ask her pardon for all the pain and
troublc his rashness has caused. It is true I was the
most to blame. My weakness began it.  But I have told
her that, and she has forgiven me. He will feel more
comforted all his life if he seecs her now, and knows how
good and sweet she is; how the real Lelia is not like the
rash girl he used to know.”

““Yes, yes, I think he should come.”

Tt will be well for you to write and tell him all: and
tell him to lose no time. Can you post the letter to-
night?”

“1 will”

¢ And then is it not the right of Lawrence to come? He
loves her, she loves him. Lelia is now close to that other
world, where people are as God's angels, that neither
marry nor are given in marriage ; there will be no wrong
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in giving him the memory of her last look, herlast words,
her last smile.”

I will send for him to-morrow.”

Beryl had changed in these hours. All personal thoughts,
all personal loves, hopes, sorrows seemed to have been
put out of sight. She thought only for others ; for Lelia,
over whom she hung in a compassionate tenderness, where
any remorse for the part she had had in Lelia’s sad fate
was lost in Lelia’s deep peace.

Calm, grave, sympathizing, tender, a ministering spirit
rather than a human creature, she stood by Lelia, and she
met Jerome and Lawrence. The same greeting was be-
stowed on each—a soft touch of the hand, the soft words:

«It was right to come ; she expects you. Come to
her.”

And so the last day in Lelia’s life came, and they taced
the solemn mystery of death.

On a low pallet in the center of the room lay Celia
Sothron, drifting out of the narrowness of this life into the
wideness of the world beyond.

The man who had loved her and never married her, the
man who had married her and never loved her, stood on
either side.

Lady Beryl sat on the edge of the low bed, tears raining
trom her dusky violet eyes. In that hour it seemed so
pitiful that this friend should die so young. Mrs. Sothron
took Lady Beryl's hand.

¢ Beryl, you have been the sweetest of friends to me.
More than a sister, since first we met, when we did not
know how closely our lives touched ! Do you remember
that summer day in Biarritz when I said to you that I
would gladly go through the gates of death to be a hostage
for the man you loved and mourned? Darling Beryl, more
than most mortals I have had my wish—my dying shall
buy your happiness! Strange that I can give you what
I never had nor claimed! Jerome, accuse yourself of
nothing. All our lives go on in ways we cannot under-
stand. QOur lessons are for a world to come. Where is
your hand, Jerome? yours, Beryl? The day grows dim.
So now I join your two hands, as they shall be joined at
the altar, and as your hearts are joined ; and may blessings
follow you forever, and nothing put you two asunder !
Lawrence, all earthly loves and cares fall from me ; but as
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I go away, I think of you as the purest, truest, dearest
heart that ever I met.  Anna, Doctor, brother, and sister,
friend to the friendless, shelter to the desolate, you two
will surely in all your lives reap a harvest of blessings,
because you have been so good to me. Good-by, good-
by ”

CHAPTER LXXXVIIL
““ WHERE WILL SHE BE MARRIED ?”

It was two wecks from that sunny May morning when
Ralph Marshall, bold in doing what he was sure wasright,
told his story to Sir Jerome. It was June now. Theday
was equally sunny and sweet; but the summer had come
instead of the spring, and the story had rolled on to its
end. Its end was here in the quiet grass-grown grave-
yard of the Abbey church, where a grave was opened be-
side the one where Marshall’s wife had been laid.

A little funeral party—Sir Jerome Sothron, two gentle-
meu quite unknown to the few Sothronwold villagers who
had curiously gathered ; two ladies just as unknown, and
closely vailed—though some guessers concluded one to
be Lady Beryl Medford—and a ladies’ maid who was in
black like the others and cried a great deal—made up the
little company which had arrived by train at Shepherd’s
Bush.

The village pcople said this was the Delia Morris who
ran away, come to be buried by her kindred.

A few days after, some of them, wandering back, found
two new white stones by these graves, and on one was,
Drria Morris,

Wife of Ralph Marshall.
On the other,
CeL1A MoORRIs,
Wife of Jerome Sothron.
But on the Abbey church was also set a small tablet bear-
ing the words,
CEeLia SOTHRON,
Aged 22.
No one heeded or understood the little notice of the
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death, at Winderton, of a Mrs. Celia Sothron. That was
all that was said, for Beryl's sake.

But people "did wonder, and wonder much, why that
grand wedding did not come off at St. George’s, which
society really felt had been promised, and society was
consequently defrauded cruelly. Lady Heath exhausted
all her voluble English and all her adjectives in explain-
ing that Lady Beryl and Sir Jerome would not be married
so soon after Francis Sothron’s death. This was all the
reason that Lady Heath ever knew for deferring, and she
was free to state that she thought it a very idle one. But
she added that ‘“her lovely child was also out of spirits,
having lost a dear friend, and wedding-bells should not
ring when the heart was lamenting.”

The marriage of Mrs. Ranleigh and Mr. Rubble was a
very graund affair, but did not console people for not see-
ing the beautiful Lady Beryl again at the altar. DMr.
Rubble found that he was not quite as well acquainted
with Laura’s affairs as he had fancied, for he had several
huge bills to pay which he had not expected. He took
his bride off to the Continent, and there was talk of Nor-
way and Switzerland, and not coming back until winter.

Lady Beryl went with her father and his wife to Wind-
mere Lodge, and after a little the roses rebloomed on her
cheeks, and the happy light filled her sweet eyes, and to
Lady Heath's intense joy the wedding preparations were
resumed, and two or three more costumes were needed,
"tI)ecause the wedding was to be in October and not in

une.

Sir Jerome, at Sothronwold, finished the restorations,
and gradually he, too, found his lost color, his vigor, the
clear ring to his voice, and the spring tohis step ; but that
furnace of fire for two weeks had left Sir Jerome a graver
if no less ardent man.

August had come. All the doors and windows of
Windmere Lodge were open to the warm, flower-scented
air.  The breakfast-table was spread, Lord Alfred was in
his place with his paper, and Lady Heath at her place by
the silver urns, And in came Beryl. Once more she was
a creature of the summer ; clusters of roses at the throat
and belt of her white dress, her eyes shining, her hair a
bewildering maze, like a fluff of spun gold.

‘“ Ah, ma belle, now you are once more like yourself,”
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said Lady Heath. ‘‘ How much more charming this is
than the dull things—black, gray, and lavender—you have
been wearing lately.”

“¢ You know Jerome is coming to-day, and I have not
seen him for two months—not since he and the Marvels
brought me here, the day before you came,” said Beryl.

¢ It is time he made an appearance,” said Lord Alfred,
crossly. ‘* I remember days when he di® not need two
invitations, nor even one, to come and see you. Thereis
no need to talk about the repairs and work at the abbey,
and the house in town, nor about his cousin Franas’
death—there is more in it than that—I don’t know just
how to make Sothron out.”

““ You can make him out, just as he is, and just as I
think him,” said Beryl, with spirit, *“ a good, true, dear,
generous, noble man. The very best that ever was ; and
whatever he does is just right!”

““ Yes, yes, my angel, quite so,” said Lady Heath, ‘I
am sure that is what my adorable Alfred means.” 1 oo

1 mean what I say,” replied the adorable Alf- .
¢ that this putting the wedding off was absurd. Tu.. of
October for a marriage! Where will she be married ?
Here in this little box, with a parish church that is crowded
by two hundred people? At London, where there is
positively not a living soul in October? At Winderton?
That would be absurd. At Sothronwold? Just as ridic-
ulous. I don't see how she is to be married at all—it is
impossible.”

““ Why, my adorable Alfred,” said his lady, * all thatis
really necessary for a marriage is a bride and groom, and
some onc to give the bride away; and, of course, the
minister to marry them.”

“ Do not worry, my good papa,” said Beryl, laughing.
“ My uncle, the ear], had solved the difficulty. 1 had a
letter from him last night, and he wishes me to be married
the same day as my cousin Amelia and Sir Eustace Friar.
Surely you know the great church near Heatherton Castle
will hold all the world ; and as for guests, the castle will
be crowded.”

¢ What could be better?” cried Lady Heath, ‘ that is
the home of your family. The earl is the head of the
house.”

. Hitherto, Lady Heath had not been asked to the castle,
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though in London she had been among the guests at a
dinner and a Dball given by the earl. This proposal for
Beryl’s marriage at the castle opened the way to inter-
course and recognition for which Lady Heath was longing.
¢*So his lordship is coming round?” growled Alfred.

*“ He is better pleased with you, papa, since Lady Heath
took you in charge,” said Beryl, mischievously, “‘Here
come the letters. There will be one for each ot you
about the plan, and—as soon as I have spoken of it to
Sir Jerome, I shall write my uncle ‘yes.””

When breakfust ended, Beryl took a wide garden hat
and set off to the spot where she had agreed to meet Sir
Jerome as he walked from the station. She had not seen
him for two months—she did not wish to meet him in the
midst of the great group of servants surrounding Lord and
Lady Heath.

He knew the spot she had designated, a little rustic
bridge, above a stream that brawled noisily in a narrow
Le. of rocks, fringed with bracken and mosses, and long
. ing alders and willows. The sun sifted through the
trecs that shaded the stream, birds skimmed along the
water, all the world seemed glad, in harmony with the
heart of Beryl. Then, along the little wood path, she saw
him coming, erect, eager, at a rapid pace, and down the
path she flew to meet him, and the nextinstant was folded
in his arms.

““Oh, Jerome, what a long, long time since I saw you!”

““ My darling, I thought it would never end!"” said he.

They sat down under a great beech tree.

‘“ 1t seemed as if you musthave changed, it is so long | *
sighed Beryl, looking in his eyes. ‘ But I cannot see
that you have.”

. ““Oh, but I have—in my feelings. I love you ten
times better than ever before. How terrible it is to do
without you !”

Beryl laughed, a low, pleased, rippling laugh.

f*And now, to comfort me, dear Bery], after my mis-
eries, set the day when I may take you away from’ every
one, and keep you all to myself.”

My uncle has taken that upon himself,” said Beryl,
drawing the earl’s letter from her pocket, and leaning her
golden head against his shoulder as he read it.

. ‘; ?'I:pe eighth of October | Why did he not say the
rs
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“Oh, hard-to-please, he might have said the thir-
fieth 1 *
. It was almost lunch-time when they thought to go to
the house.

Hand in hand, they went over the bridge. Then Beryl
;emembered. She stopped, and looked into her lover's
ace.

““The gipsy’s second bridge ! ” shesaid. ‘* There were
two great perils; those passed, all would be safe. Ah,
Jerome, there were two 1”

“Don’t believe in gipsies, dear,” said Jerome. “ But
in this the gipsy was right—we shall be happy ever after.”

CHAPTER LXXXIX.

A MATRIMONIAL CONTRAST,

4 But where is she, the bridal flower
That must be made a bride ere noon
She enters, glowing with the moon
Of Eden on its bridal bower.”’—IN MEMORIAM,

Nature is never lovelier than in Sussex under the mellow
October sun, and never sun shone clearer than thatwhich
rose on Beryl’s wedding-day. The splendid castle was full
of noble guests ; the bright faces of bevies of young girls
were to be seen in-every room, and the music of glad
young voices rippled through the halls. From the turrets
of the castle banners flew, the silken folds waving out
above the woods of oak, chestnut, and linden, that had
not begun to lose their leafy honors. Arches of flowers
and evergreens were raised across the broad road leading
from the castle to the grand old church. Along the way-
side stood smiling little girls in white, pink, and blue,
with baskets full of flowers to scatter before the brides.
Far and wide over the Sussex downs the bells of the castle
and of the old church rang wedding chimes.

It was a most beautiful sight when the two wedding
parties, dividing in the vestibule, moved up the two wide
aislcs to the chancel, where Sir Jerome Sothron and Sir
Eustace Friar waited on either side, with their attendants.
The church was filled with waiting, sympathizing friends,
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Lord Harley Medford and his wife were there, and the
Hamptons, and that stanch friend, Ravlin, and many
more ; and the organ pealed the wedding-march, and all
looked, in proud, fond greeting, at the coming brides.
Lady Amelia Heath, a handsome girl, wearing white
satin, with a sumptuous veil that was an almost priceless
heirloom in her family, crowned with orange flowers,
came with her father and mother, and attended by six
bridemaids in pale blue brocade.

Up the other aisle came Beryl Medford, with her father,
attended by her friends, and prcceded by four tiny
maidens of six in delicate rose-color—smiling little cherubs,
among whom Beryl looked, in her dress of foamy white
lace and her matchless pearls, like Venus surrounded by
Loves. She moved down the great aisle as in a dream ;
the heavy brocade train under the lace weighed nothing
upon her ; she had wings. Her lowered violet eyes saw
nothing but the aisle she trod. She was too lost in
her great happiness to hear the hum of admiration that
arose on every hand. To her forever after the incense of
white hyacinths meant the crowning peace, the perfect joy
of that hour of her heart’s true marriage.

Her hands lightly clasped as she came forward gave
something strangely saintly to her mien. For her all this
luxury about her meant nothing. She had been born in
luxury ; it was the natural unnoticed surrounding of her
life, and her life itself was in the affections of her heart.
For her the world did not exist.  She lifted her eyes once
with a flash of joy and adoring love to the face of Jerome,
as he met her at the altar. They were a royal couple
standing there in their remarkable beauty, triumphant at
last over the long sorrows of their lives. Pure and sweet
as her own white hyaciuths, she stood by Jerome’s sideas
the last notes of the wedding-march quivered on the air.

L?ird Ravlin, standing ncar, thought of the sweet
words—

¢ On me she bends her blissful eyes,
And then on thee ; they meet thy look,
And brighten like the star that shook
Betwixt the palms of Paradise ! ”’

Four days later, the eyes of visitors at the Louvre
gallery were drawn rather to a very noble and beautiful
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pair who were passing slowly through the rooms than to
the pictures on the wall. No face among all these master-
picces of art was sweeter and lovelier than that of this
radiant creature in heliotrope tints and dusky purple,
setting off her golden hair and pearly skin.

Beryl had been at the galleries of the Louvre before,
but now she scemed for the first time to see them, because
she was now looking at them through Jerome's eyes.
That day they had taken leave of Lady Heath, who was
taking her adorable Alfred back to that beloved Vienna
from which, for Beryl's sake, she had suffered a year of
exile.

The laughter roused by Lady Heath’s parting benedic-
tions had scarcely rippled away from Beryl's lovely lips,
as she paused before picture after picture, and alas for the
artists | she only really admired pictures where there was
some face or figure that seemed to her to bear a trace of
Jerome ; and he was no better art critic, for he only
admired the pictures that showed such golden meshes of
hair, or such dusky violet eyes, or such exquisite dimpled
chin as he saw in Beryl. He had at Sothronwold Abbey
a gallery of many valuable pictures ; he was willing to
add to the collection if Beryl desired it; but, for himself,
he thought that his eyes would never need the recreation
of pictures, as the lovely face of Beryl surpassed all the
trophies of art.

¢ Beryl,” said Jerome, softly, in her ear, ‘‘look there in
the archway to the next room. That is surely Lawrence.”

A slender, erect figure in black stood there, holding a
hat with a wide mourning band. They went toward him.
The face of Lawrence lit up in welcome. Lawrence
looked a little older, graver, more reserved, but he was
brave and interested still.

“How good to meet you | To say good-by, too, before
a long journey. I have joined an expedition into the
heart of Africa. Ihopeto learn or do something there, that
shall be of some service to the world.”

“But we shall see you for some days yet,” said Beryl.

““No. I start to-night. I have been here getting a
few needed scientific instruments. I have seen almost no
one that I know—only, by the way, I saw Mr. and Mrs,
Rubble.” -

¢ Oh, are they here?” said Beryl, doubtfully.
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“They left to-day. They were at the ambassador’s
ball, and Madam Rubble so roused the wrath of her lord,
by dancing with various amiable a#achés, that he ordered
trunks packed forthwith.”

“ What, does he not allow Laura to dance? And she is
so fond of it,” cried Beryl

T think she may dance now and then, with such part-
ners as he chooses; but he is terribly jealous and domi-
nant, and I pitied her from my heart. Sheis an altered
woman. I donot know whether she regards her hushand
with more fear or more hate, for I saw both in her face.”

¢“Oh, what a dreadful fate ! ” cried Beryl, lcaning closer
on the arm she loved so well. ““I do hope we shall not
meet them. Between dislike of Mr. Rubble, and pity for
poor Laura, it would make me very uncomfortable.”

But they did meet them, in November, in Venice. It
was sunset, and the water was all gold, purple, and crim-
son reflections, and deep trembling shadows, and in a
blue and gilt gondola, like a fairy boat very different from
the throng of black gondolas, floating about them, Jerome
and Beryl were drifting, seated side by side, mingling all
that was beautiful in their surroundings, with the sweet
dreams of their confident love, when sweeping down
across the still waters of the lagoon, came what for
ostentatious splendor might have been Cleopatra’s barge.
The rowers were in orange and blue, the cushions and
curtains were of plush of crimson and purple, with gilt
fringes; the two passengers sat as far apart as the length
of the gondola ; the short, coarse, fat, bull-necked man,
with his great hands on his knees, his little scintillating
eyes remorselessly fixed on the woman who lounged
among the cushions at the farther end of the boat.

In an embossed velvet of gold and black, with a black
velvet hat with a great gold colored plume. large diamonds
shining in her ears, and in the bracelets on her wrists,
Laura made a striking figure—brilliant, handsome, unrest-
ful. The first glance showed that art had given the pome-
granate hue to her cheeks and the lustre to her eyes that
once had been her native dower.

As the two gondolas neared, Beryl saw Laura’s parasol
suddenly lowered between herself and the watching Rub-
ble, and Laura made a sign to a uniformed Italian officer,
in a gondola near. Very likely Mr. Rubble saw or sus-
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pected as much. He coolly crossed the space between,
jerked the elaborate parasol from his wife’s hand and
tossed it into the lagoon. Turning he recognized Sir
Jerome, and ordered the gondoliers to bring them together.
A greeting was inevitable. Laura braced herself to meet
it. :

‘“My dear Beryl, one can see by your beautiful face
that you are yet in the honeymoon.”

1 trust her face will always be as beautiful,” said
Jerome.

‘“Then her fate will be quite exceptional,” said Laura,
and as the boats drifted apart, her low mocking laugh
was borne to them across the waters.

CHAPTER XC.
¢ ANOTHER MAN’S WIFE IS NOW MY OWN WIFE,”

Once more it is July, and for the second time since her
marriage Beryl has gladly come from their home in Hyde
Park Gardens, with all its London-season glitter and
gayety, to what she calls her “‘blissful home " —Sothron-
wold Abbey. That summer-house upon which Jerome
bestowed so much thought, standing on a knoll rising
above the velvet grass and noble trees of the great park,
and commanding a wide view where openings have been
judiciously made among the foliage in every direction, is
with Beryl a favorite resort. She is here now. On the
table lie book and work hastily abandoned, for Beryl is
kneeling on the summer-house floor, her eyes fixed on the
little king of Sothronwold, a potent sovereign not quite a
year old. Beryl in her blue silk morning robe, her curls
as frec and sunny as in her childhood, her smooth white
dimpled arms stretched out, with the loose sleeves falling
back from their round softness, her violet eyes all over-
flowing with love and pride, the most adoring of smiles
on her enchanting face, woos to her bosom the plump,
laughing, riotous little Cupid, who holds fast one finger of
his rosy nurse, and looks longingly into the eyes of his
mother. Then he looks down at his pink, plump legs,
and takes courage from their evident fitness for walking,
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He takes one forward step; his nurse dextrously with-
draws her finger, and then with a shout he makes the per-
ilous journey, and buries his happy little countenance in
the warm, loving bosom of his mother.

What, then, is Beryl's pride? Did ever child walk so
well before! But her joy is incomplete unless shared by
him who to her crowns and compasses all joy. She looks
about ; she seems to be one of those fortunate women,
even, whose smallest and lightest wish is ever abundantly
satisfied ; for here, close at hand, is Sir Jerome, coming
toward the summer-house with Anne Marvel and Anne’s
little girl trotting proudly between them. Beryl springs up
and darts to meet them. In all her ways she is as impul-
sive and enthusiastic as ever.

¢“ Jerome, the boy can walk! He walks beautifully.
You must see him at once. Don’t go nearer, or he will
insist on getting on your shoulder, and will not walk at
all. Gracie, run there, dear, and let baby walk to you.”

While this important arrangement is being made Beryl
tranquilly rests against her husband, and leans her head
back on his bosom as his arms clasp about her waist.

‘“You are a perfect image of happiness, Beryl,” says
Anna Marvel. ‘‘I thmk that really you are the happiest-
looking woman I ever saw.”

*“Do you know that is a great compliment to me? ” said
Sir Jerome. ‘‘I think you say in a sentenceall the best
that can be said of a man, when you say he makes his
wife entirely happy.”

‘“ Who could help being happy with_yox, Jerome? ” says
Beryl, reaching up her white arms to clasp about his neck,
a yoke that is the delight of his heart. “‘ You are the best,
dearest, handsomest o

Sir Jerome cuts short the eulogy by ashout of laughter,
znd at the jovial sound the baby, instead of walking, sits

own,

“Why, you wicked man, you've spoiled all,” says
Beryl.  ““Can you never learn to behave?” and the
}\;vreithing arms tighten, until his face rests on her curly

ea

At this minute the Centre of Observation picks himself
up from the floor, and in six firm steps reaches little Grace
Marvel, and tries to take forcible possession of her carals.
The young freebooter is rewarded by a ride on his father's
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shoulders, and a triumphal procession moves to the house
where the Hamptons and Sir Eustace Friar and his wife
are amusing themselves at a game of lawn tennis, and
where that afternoon they expect to greet that long incor-
rigible bachelor, Lord Ravlin, who is finally finishing his
wedding tour and his honeymoon.

It was on this same July morning that Fanny Hume,
having laid out her lady’s dinner dress, and concluded her,
other duties, went down through the gardens and gather-
ing a store of iris and roses, passed through the park to the
churchyard, and laid her offerings on the grave of Delia
Marshall.

Every week during summer Fanny brought flowers to
Delia’s grave—perhaps it was her way of imitating her
mistress, who kept fresh flowers always on that other low,
green grave, where slumbered Celia Sothron, the Lelia of
her love. When Fanny had arranged her flowers, and
pulled up a little weed or two that marred the spot, she
stood thinking, not so much of Delia as of the blonde
viking, who had sailed long ago to the Caribbean Seas.

She heard the church gate click, and looking up she saw
Ralph Marshall himself coming toward her. Straight on
he came among the graves, with long, swinging steps.
Fanny flushed, and looked steadfastly down. She was
recalling Ralph’s scorn of her naughty habit of lying.

““Thou here, lass!” cried Ralph. ¢ Well, come then,
let’'s make up, for I've sailed well round the world since
last I set eyes on thee, my lass, and never have [ seen
any one half so much to my liking as a lass named Fanny
Hume.”

¢ I thought you hated me for good and all,” said Fanny,
turning her head on one side.

“Not I. I hate fibbing, my lass ; butI do love a faith-
ful heart, and you are so faithful to your lady, I make
sure we are once spliced, you'll be true as steel to Ralph
Marshall, and in token of that same, I brought along a
wedding ring.  See if it fits, my lass.”

“How did you know I wasn't married?” demanded
Fanny. “If I'm so good-looking as you say, it stands to
reason I'd have lovers plenty,” but she coyly fitted on the
ring.

‘gI’ve heard from Sir Jerome more than once or
twice, and he loaned me money to finish out buying my
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ship, and he'll lease me a snug little cottage hard by the
Abbey, my.lass. So come along; I'm going down to
the Abbey to see Sir Jerome, and we'll mention to your
lady that you'll be Fanny Marshall this time three weeks.”

“Well, you are masterful!” cried Fanny, between a
pout and a laugh, as he pulled her hand under his arm.

“Yes, my lass,” quoth Ralph, ““and so 1lay out to be,
and as loving as they make ‘em.”

““Well, T declare I wouldn’'t marry you, nor any other
man, if I had not seen from my lady and Sir Jerome how
like a pair of blessed angels two folks can get along.”

*“ There’s not exactly the making of angels in us, lass,”
said Ralph; “ but we'll get on well—very well.”.

But not only to Fanny and Marshall had the home-light
of Beryl's and Jerome’s love been as a beacon. When
the Abbey guests and their hosts gathered, in the cool,
fragrant evening. on the terrace—a charming assembly !
—Lord Ravlin looked toward Beryl, in her white brocade,
walking up and down with his own fair bride, and said to
Sir Jerome :

“It was the sight of your wonderful happiness, your
devotion to each other, your goodness to everybody,
your home a centre of all that is best and noblest, that
made me resolve to seek just such a love, and just such a
home for myself,”

] think,” said Jerome, “I am the happiest man in the
world. I consider my great blessedness, and 1 wonderat
it; and I look back, trembling and amazed, to certain
hours of anguish when, torn between good and evil, I
despaired of all things, finding my heart in the possession
of anoTHER MaN's wiFE. Thank Heaven, the days of
anguish and despair are ended, and she, my darling, my
life’s dear crown, is now my ownN wiFg | ”

(THE END.]



The Select Series.

A SEMI-MONTHLY PUBLICATION

DEVOTED T0 GOOD READING IN AMERICAN FICTION.

Price, 25 Cents Each.
FULILY ILI,LUSTRATED.

No. 28 —A HEART’S IDOL, by Bertha M. Clay.

No. 27—WINIFRED, by Mary Kyle Dallas.

No. 26—FONTELROY, by Francis A. Durivage.

No. 25— THE KING’S TALISMAN, by Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.

No. 24—THAT DOWDY, by Mrs. Georgie Sheldon.

No. 23—DENMAN THOMPSON’S OLD HOMESTEAD.

No. 22 -A HEART’S BITTERNESS, by Bertha M. (lay.

No. 21—THE LOST BRIDE, by Clara Augusta.

No. 20—INGOMAR, by Nathan D, Urner.

No. 19—A LATE REPENTANCE, by Mrs. Mary A, Denison,

No. 1S—ROSAMOND, by Mrs. Alex. McVeigh Miller.

No. 17—THE HOUSE OF SECRETS, by Mrs. Harrict Lewis.

No. 16—SIBYL'S INFLUENCE, by Mrs. Georgie Sheldon,

No. 15—THE VIRGINIA HEIRESS, by May Agnes Fleming.

No. 14 —-FLOREXNCE FALKLAND, by Burke Brentford.

No. 13 -THE BRIDE ELECT, by Annie Ashmore.

No. 12—THE PHANTOM WIFE, by Mrs. M. V. Viector,

No. 11—BADLY MATCHED, by Helen Corwin Pierce,

No. 10 —OCTAYIA’S PRIDE, by Charles T. Manners.

No. 9—THE WIDOW’S WAGER, by Rose Ashleigh.

No. 8—WILL SHE WIN! by Emma Garrison Jones.

No. 7—GRATIANS TRIALS, by Lucy Randall Comfort.

No. G6—A STORMY WEDDING, by Mary E. Bryan.

No. 5—BRUNETTE AND BLONDE, by Mrs. Alex. McVeigh

Miller.

No. 4—-BONNIE JEAN, by Mrs. E. Burke Collins.

No. 3 VELLA VERNELL, by Mrs. Summer Hayden.

No. 2--A WEDDED WIDOW, by T. W. Hanshew.

No. 1—THE SENATOR’S BRIDE, by Mrs. Alex. McVeigh
Miller.

The above works are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to
any address, postpaid, on receipt of price, 25 cents each, by the

publishers,
STREET & SMITH,
P, 0. Box 273¢. 31 Rose Street, New York.



STREET & SMITH’S SELECT SERIES

OF
POPULAR AMERICAN COPYRIGHT STORIES,
BY POPULAR AUTHORS.

In Handsome Paper Covers, 25 Cents.

No. 1.
A STORY OF POWER AND PATHOS.

LHE SENATOR'S BRIDE.

By Mrs. ALEX. McVEIGII MILLER,

Author of “Brunette and Blonde,” ‘‘Lady Gay’s Pride,” ete.

This is & domestic story of deep interest. charmingly written,
with vigor and earnestness, and has not a dull scene in it. The
anthor’s purpose is to portray nature; she therefore avoids all
extravagance, and relies entirely upon her ability 1o entertain
her readers with the presentation of scenes and incidents that
never surpass probability, yvet are extremely captivating.

The story of **THE SeNATOR'S BRIDE” is somcthing more than
a work of fiction. It contains a moral that is certain to be im-
pressed upon all who follow the career of the wife who wrecked
her happiness because she respected herself too much to deceive
her husband.

PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS.

Issued in clean, large type, with handsome lithographed
cover, and for sale by all Booksellers and Newsdealers ; or sent,
ﬁoslage Sree, to any address, on receipt of price, by the pub-
ishers,

STREET & SMITH,
P. Q- Box 2734, ' 31 Rose St., New York.



STREET & SMITH'S SELECT SERIES

OF
POPULAR AMERICAN COPYRIGHT STORIES,
BY POPULAR AUTHORS,

In Handsome Paper Covers, 26 Cents.

No. 2.
AVIGOROUS DRAMATIC STORY.

A WEDDED WIDOW:;

OR,

THE LOVE THAT LIVED.

By T. W.HANSHEW,

AUTHOR OF
“Young Mrs. Charnleigh,” *Beautiful, but Dangerous,” ete.

An admirably told love story, brisk in action, with well
drawn characters, and a novel and ingenious plot.

PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS.

Issued in clean, large type, with handsome lithographed
cover, and for sale by all Booksellers and Newsdealers ; or sent.
postage free, to any address, on receipt of price, by the pub
lishers,

STREET & SMITH,

P. O Box 2734. 31 Rose St., New York.



STREET & SMITH’S SELECT SERIES

OF _
POPULAR AMERICAN COPYRIGHT STORIES,
BY POPULAR AUTHORS.

in Handsome Paper Covers, 25 Cents,

No. 8.
An Entrancing IL.ove Story.

VELLA VERNELL;:

OR,

AN AMAZING MARRIAGE..

By Mrs. SUMNER HAYDEN,
Author of ‘Little Goldie,” etc.

In originality of conception, and artistic skill in the construec-
tion and development of plot, the story of **VELLA VERNELL" will
compare favorably with the most meritorious works of fiction.
The language is graceful and foreible ; the style is earnest and
captivating ; the incidents are novel and dramatic—a series of
animated pictures, so very life-like that the reader becomes
impressed with their reality ; the characters are capitally drawn,
and speak and act like sentient beings; while the plot is fresh
and ingenious, and evolved with the tact of « master-hand.

PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS.

Tssued in clean, large type, with handsome lithograpled
cover, and for sale by all Booksellers and Newsdealers ; or sent,
ostrige free, to any address, on receipt of price, by the pub-
ishers,

STRERXT & SMITH,
P. 0. Box 2734. 31 Rose St., New York.



Do You Like Detective Stories ?

You will find the Very Best, by Authors of First-class
Ability, in the

Secret Service Series,

(S. S. S.)
ISSUED MONTHILY.

This series is enjoying a larger sale than any similar series ever
published. None but American authors are represented on our list,
and the books ave all copyrighted, and can be had only in the ¢“Secret
Service.”

LATEST [SSUES—FULLY ILLUSTRATED,

No. 25. —THE NAVAL DETECTIVE, by Ned Buntline.

No. 24, THE PRAIRIE DETECTIVE, by Leander P. Richardson.
No. 23—A MYSTERIOUS CASE. by K. F. Hill.

No. 22—THE SOCIETY DETECTIVE, by Oscar Maitland,

No. 21-THE AMERICAN MARQUIS, by Nick Carter,

No. 20—THE MYSTERY OF A MADSTONE, by K. F, Hill,

No. 19—THE SWORDSMAN OF WARSAW, by Tony Pastor.
No. 18— A WALL STREET HAUL, by Nick Carter.

No. 17-THE QLD DETECTIVE’S PUPIL, by Nick Carter.
Xo. 16—THE MOUNTAINEER DETECTIVE, by Clayton W, Cobh.
No. 15—TOM AND JERRY, by Tony Pastor.

No. 14 - THE DETECTIVE'S CLEW, by ‘‘0ld Hutch,”

No. 13 —DARKE DARRELL, by Frank H. Stauffer. -

No. 12 ~THE DOG DETECTIYVE, by Lieutenant Murray.

No. 11— THE MALTESE CROSS, by Eugene T. Sawyer.

No. 10—THE POST-OFFICE DETECTIVE, by Geo. W. Goode.
Xo. 9 -OLD MORTALITY, by Young Baxter.

No. $—LITTLE LIGHTNING, by Police Captain James.

No. 7--THE CHOSEN MAN,

No. 6—OLD STONEWALL,

No. 5—THE MASKED DETECTIVE,

No. 4—THE TWIN DETECTIVES, by K. F. Hill

No. 3—VAN,THE GOVERNMENT DETECTIVE, by ¢60ld Sleuth.”
No. 2— BRUCE ANGELO, by ¢“0ld Sleuth.”

No. 1—BRANT ADAMS, by ¢Old Sleuth.”

Price, 25 Cents Each.

For snle by all Newsdealers, or will be sent by mail on receipt of
price by the publishers.
STREET & SMITII, New York.



SEA AND SHORE SERIES.

Stories of Strange Adventures Afloat and Ashore

ISSUED MONTHLY.

All Books in this Series are Fully Illustrated,

The above-named series is issued in clear, large type, uniform in
size with “The Select Series,” and will consist of the most thrilling
and ingeniously constructed stories, by popular and experienced
writersin the field of fiction. The following books arn now ready :

Ne. 13.—THEIRISH MONTE CRISTO ABRQAD, by Alexander
Robortson, M.D.
No. 12,—MEZZONI, THE BRIGAND, by Lieutenant Murray.

No. 11-THE IRISH MONTE CRISTO0’S SEARCH, by Alexander
Robertson, M, D.

No. 10—LA TOSCA, from the celebrated play, by Vietorien
Sardou.

No. 9—THE MAN IN BLUE, by Mary A. Denison,
No. 8—BEN HAMED, by Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.

No. 7—A SERVANT OF SATAN.

No. 6--THE MASKED LADY, by Lieutenant Murray.

No. 5—THEODORA, from the celebrated play, by Vietorien
Sardou.

No. 4—-THE LOCKSMITH OF LYONS, by Prof. Wm,
Henry Peck.

No. 3—THE BROWN PRINCESS, by Mrs. M. V. Victor,
No. 2--THE SIiL.VER SHIP, by Lewis Leon.
No. 1—AN IRISH MONTE CRISTO, by John Sherman.

Price, 25 Cents.

For sale by all Booksellers and News agents, or will besent, postag..
free, to any address in the United States or Canada, on receipt ot
price, by the publishers,

STREET & SMITH,
P.0. BOX, 2734. 81 ROSE STREET, NEW YORK.









WOMEN’S SECRETS

The public are at last permitted to take a peep into the
wonderful and mysterious art of

“HOW TO BE BEAUTIFUL.”
We will soon become a nation of Beauty. Read how, in the table of
CONTENTS:

THE VALUE OF PERSONAL BEAUTY.—This chapter relates to the beauty
in “Genius” CStrength.” © Religion,” * Poetry,” aud “Chivalry.”

THE HISTORY OF BEAUTY.—-Mode of acquiriug it by the people of different
nations.  What peeple are the most beantiful?

VARIOUS STANDARDS OF BEAUTY.—Tlastes of civilized and uwucivilized
people. ‘FPhe French definition of Leauty

THE BEST STANDARD OF BEAUTY.—-Defines the Head, Hair, Eyes, Cheeks,
Eurs, Nose, Month, Bosom, Limbs, and in fact every part of the human form.

HOW T0O RAISE BEAUTIFUL CHILDREN.—'To newly married people, and
those who contemplate entering the conjugal state, this chapter alone is
well worth the price of the book.

HOW T0 BE BEAUTIFUL.—This chapter is full of information. as_it uot only
tells how to beautify every part of the form and features, but gives recipes
and eures for all the ailiments which tend to mar or blemish,

BEAUTY SLEFP--T0 be beautitul it is not necessary to be like the bird that
seekd its nest at sunset aud goes forth again at suurise. You will here tind
the required thne to be spent in bed, the positiony most conducive to health,
faets regarding ventilation, bed-clothes, adornmments, and other useful hints,

BEAUTY FuoD.—Instructs how, wlhen, and where to eat, aud also treats of
Digestion, Complexion, Foods which color the skin, ete.

HOW TO BE FAT.—The information imparted in this chapter will be a boon to
thin, delicute wonten, as it tells what to eat and what to avoid, alao what o
drink and how to dress when plumpnessis desirable.

HOW TO B LEAN —If corpulent women will carefully follow the instructions
herein, they will be happy and enjoy life.

BEAUTY BATHING AND EXERCISE.—This chapter i3 intended for every
one mlgg»ud and profit by, There is no truer saying than “*Cleanliness is next
1o Godliness,”

EFFECTS OF MENTAL EMOTIONS ON BEAUTY.—After you read this, we
feel safe in sayiug that yon will nog give way to anger, surprise, fright, grief,
vexatiun, ete., but will av all times strive to be cheerful and make the best

of ife.

HOW BEAUTY IS DESTROYED —The women are warned in this chapter
against quack doctors and their nostrums, the dangers of overdosing, and
jrregular habits.

HOW 1) REMAIN BEAUTIFUL.—Tt is juat as enay for thosa that are beantd-
ful to remain so as to allow themselves to fade away like a flower which
ouly bloonis for a senson.

HOW TO ACQUIRE GRACE AND STYLE.—Without grace and style beanty
i3 fost  'They are as essaentinl as o beantiful face. To walk nngracefully or
awkwardly iz not only vuliar but detrimental to the health,

THE LANGUAGE OF BEAUPTY.—This chapter will enable yvou to read a per-
son and learn his or her character. without the utse of a phrenological chart.

CORSETS.- When and what Kimd should be worn. How they were originated,
and by whon.

CYCLING.—The latest craze for ladies is fnlly described in this chapter,

WOMEN'S SEGRETS: or, How to be Beautiful

THE BEST SELLING BCOK OF THE DAY,

Just Out. Price 23 Cents.
For Male by all Newsdealers.

STREET & SMITH, Publishers,
31 XRose Mtreet.










	00001
	00002
	00003
	00004
	00005
	00006
	00007
	00008
	00009
	00010
	00011
	00012
	00013
	00014
	00015
	00016
	00017
	00018
	00019
	00020
	00021
	00022
	00023
	00024
	00025
	00026
	00027
	00028
	00029
	00030
	00031
	00032
	00033
	00034
	00035
	00036
	00037
	00038
	00039
	00040
	00041
	00042
	00043
	00044
	00045
	00046
	00047
	00048
	00049
	00050
	00051
	00052
	00053
	00054
	00055
	00056
	00057
	00058
	00059
	00060
	00061
	00062
	00063
	00064
	00065
	00066
	00067
	00068
	00069
	00070
	00071
	00072
	00073
	00074
	00075
	00076
	00077
	00078
	00079
	00080
	00081
	00082
	00083
	00084
	00085
	00086
	00087
	00088
	00089
	00090
	00091
	00092
	00093
	00094
	00095
	00096
	00097
	00098
	00099
	00100
	00101
	00102
	00103
	00104
	00105
	00106
	00107
	00108
	00109
	00110
	00111
	00112
	00113
	00114
	00115
	00116
	00117
	00118
	00119
	00120
	00121
	00122
	00123
	00124
	00125
	00126
	00127
	00128
	00129
	00130
	00131
	00132
	00133
	00134
	00135
	00136
	00137
	00138
	00139
	00140
	00141
	00142
	00143
	00144
	00145
	00146
	00147
	00148
	00149
	00150
	00151
	00152
	00153
	00154
	00155
	00156
	00157
	00158
	00159
	00160
	00161
	00162
	00163
	00164
	00165
	00166
	00167
	00168
	00169
	00170
	00171
	00172
	00173
	00174
	00175
	00176
	00177
	00178
	00179
	00180
	00181
	00182
	00183
	00184
	00185
	00186
	00187
	00188
	00189
	00190
	00191
	00192
	00193
	00194
	00195
	00196
	00197
	00198
	00199
	00200
	00201
	00202
	00203
	00204
	00205
	00206
	00207
	00208
	00209
	00210
	00211
	00212
	00213
	00214
	00215
	00216
	00217
	00218
	00219
	00220
	00221
	00222
	00223
	00224
	00225
	00226
	00227
	00228
	00229
	00230
	00231
	00232
	00233
	00234
	00235
	00236
	00237
	00238
	00239
	00240
	00241
	00242
	00243
	00244
	00245
	00246
	00247
	00248
	00249
	00250
	00251
	00252
	00253
	00254
	00255
	00256
	00257
	00258
	00259
	00260
	00261
	00262
	00263
	00264
	00265
	00266
	00267
	00268
	00269
	00270
	00271
	00272
	00273
	00274
	00275
	00276
	00277
	00278
	00279
	00280
	00281
	00282
	00283
	00284
	00285
	00286
	00287
	00288
	00289
	00290
	00291
	00292
	00293
	00294
	00295
	00296
	00297
	00298
	00299
	00300
	00301
	00302
	00303
	00304
	00305
	00306
	00307
	00308
	00309
	00310
	00311
	00312
	00313
	00314
	00315
	00316
	00317
	00318
	00319
	00320
	00321
	00322
	00323
	00324
	00325
	00326
	00327
	00328
	00329
	00330
	00331
	00332
	00333
	00334
	00335
	00336
	00337
	00338
	00339
	00340
	00341
	00342
	00343
	00344
	00345
	00346
	00347
	00348
	00349
	00350
	00351
	00352
	00353
	00354
	00355
	00356
	00357
	00358
	00359
	00360
	00361
	00362
	00363
	00364
	00365
	00366
	00367
	00368
	00369
	00370
	00371
	00372
	00373
	00374
	00375
	00376
	00377
	00378
	00379
	00380
	00381
	00382
	00383
	00384
	00385
	00386
	00387
	00388
	00389
	00390
	00391
	00392
	00393
	00394
	00395
	00396
	00397
	00398
	00399
	00400
	00401
	00402

