and she, who had never

ew horribly nervous under
this ordeal, as Sir Victor losing his
wits? Now -that his insane father was
dead and buried, did he feel it incumbent
upon him to keep u the family reputation
and follow in that father’s footsteps ?

And the days wore on, and the first of
Octoborhca.me. pe ¥ i

The change in the young baronet grew
more mlrkegd with each day. He lost the

wer to eat or sleep; far into the nigh§ he
walked his room, as though some horrible
Nemesis were pursuing him.

The second of October came; to-morrow
would be the wedding-day.

The hour fixed for the ceremony was
eleven o’clock; the place, Chesholm church.
The bridesmaids would arrive at ten—the
Earl of Wroatmore, the father of the Ladies
Gwendoline and Laura Drexel, was to give
the bride away. They would return to
Powyss Place and eat the sumptuous break-
fast—then off and away to the pretty town
in North Wales. That was the programme.
«When to-morrow comes,” Edith thinks, as
she wanders about the house *‘will it be
carried out?”’ :

It chanced that on the bridal eve Miss
Darrell was attacked with headache and
gore throat. She had lingered heedlessly
out,in the rain the day before and paid the
natoral penalty next day. It would never
do to be hoarse as a raven on omne’s wed-
ding-day, so Lady Henela insisted on a wet
napkin round- the throat, a warm bath,
gruel, and early bed. Willingly enough
the girl obeyed—too glad to have this last
evening alone. Immediately after dinner
she bade her adieux to her ‘bridegroom-
elect, and went away to her own rooms.

The short October day had long ago dark-
ened down, the curtains were drawn, a fire
burned, the candles were lit. She teok the

bath, the gruel, the wet napkin, and let
herself be tucked up in bed.

“Romantic,” she thought, with a laugh
at herself, “for a bride.’

Lady Helena—was it a presentiment of
what was so near?!—lingered by her side
long that evening, and at parting, for the
first/time took her ic her arms and kissed
her.

f‘Qood-night, my child,” the tender,
tremulous tones said. “I pray you make
him happy—I pray that he may make you.”

«T will try,” she whispered, ‘‘dear, kind
Lady Helena—indeed I will try and be a
good and faithful wife.” ®

One last kiss. then they
door closed behind her, an
alone. ;

She lay as usual, high up among the bil-
lowy pillows, her hands clasped above her
head, her dark, dreaming eyes fixed on the
fire. Her maid camggin for her last orders;
she bade the girl good-night, and told her
to go to bed—she wanted nothing more.
Then again she was alone. Iwt now a
‘restlessness, as little to be understood as
her former listless apathy, took hold of her.
She could not lie there and sleep; she could
not lie there awake.  As the clock chimed
twelve, she started up in bed in a sudden
panic. Twelve. A new day—herw;edding-

fixed upon her,
bo_en nervous,

rted ; the
Edith was

day !

fmpossible to lie there quiet any longer.
She sprang up, locked her door, and began,
in her long, white night-robe, pacing up
and down. So another hour One!
One from the little Swiss musical clock;
one, solemn and sombre, from the big clock
up in the tower. Then she stopped —
stopped in thought; then she walked to one
of her boxes, and took out her writing-case,
always kept locked. With a key attached
to her neck she opened it, seated herself
before a table, and drew forth a package of
letters and a picture. The picture was the
handsome photographed face of Charley
Stuart, thefetters he had written her to
Sandypoint.

She began with the first, and read it
slowly through—then the next, and so on
to the end. $l‘here were over adozen in all,
and tolerably lengthy. As she finished and
folded up the last, she took up the picture
and gazed at iv long and earnestly, with a
strangely dark, intent look. How hand-
some he was! how well he photographed!
that was her thought. She had seen him
so often, with just this expression, looking
at her. What was he doing now? Sleeping
calmly, no doubt—she forgotten as she de-
served to be. When to-morrow came, would
he by any chance remember it was her
wedding day, and would the remembrance
cost him a pang? She laughed at herself
for the sentimental question—Charley
Stuart feel a pang for her, or any other
carthly woman ? gNo, he was immersed in
business, no doubt, head and ears, soul and
and body ; absorbed in dollars and cents,
and retrieving in some way his fallen for-
tunes—Edith Darrell dismissed contemp-
tuously, as a cold-blooded jilt, from his
memory. With a steady hand she tied up
the letters and replaced them in the desk.
The picture followed. ‘‘Good-by, Charley,”
she said, with a sort of smile. She could
no more have destroyed those souvenirs of
the past than she could have cut off her
right hand. Wrong, you say, and shake

our head. Wrong, of course; but when
as Edith Darrell %one right—when have I
'{)icmred her to you in any very favorable
ight? As long as she lived, and was Sir
ictor's wife, she would never look at them
again, but destroy them—no, she could not
do that.

Six ! As she closed and locked the writ-
ing case the hour struck; a broad, bright
sunburst flashed in and filled the room with
yellow glory. The sun had risen cloudless
and brilliant at last on her wedding day.

CHAPTER XVL

She replaced the chest in thestaunk, and
walking to the window, drew back the cur.
tain and looked out. ~ Over emerald lawn
and coppice, tall trees and brilliant flowers,
the October sun shone gloriously. No
fairer day ever smiled upon old earth. She
could hear the household astir already—she
could even see Sir Victor, away in the dis-
tance, taking his morning walk. ‘' How sin-
gularly haggard and wan he looked, like
anything you please except a happy bride-
groom about to marry the lady Ke loves
above all on earth.

Seven o'clock ! Eight o'clock! Edith’s
respite was ended, her solitude invaded at
last. There was a tap at the door, and
Lady Helena, followed by Miss Darrell’s
maid, entered.

Had they all kept vigil? Her ladyship,
in the pitiless, searching glare of the morn.
ing sun, certainly looked much more like it
than the quiet bride. She was r.le. ner-
vous, agitated beyond anything the girl had
.ever seen.

«How had Edith slept?! How was her
cold? How did she feel?” :

“Never better,” Miss Darrell responded
smilingly. “The sore throat and headache
are quite gone, and I am ready to do justice
wtheni?’obmkfutvhiohlmhﬂyhu

t.
Sh?utdmho it—chocolate, rolls, an
l with

evy, in swee trains, walking visions o
,,k_y'mno, mp(rtm, and flowers. A
.if-past ten Darrell, “queen rose *

.ne rose-bud of girls,” stoed in thei

~idet, ready for the altar.

She looked beautiful. It is an understoo
ning vhat. all brides, whatever their ap
searance on the ordinary occasions of life

,ok beantiful on this day of days.  Editl

yarrell had never looked so stately, sc

|ueenly. so_handsome in her life. Just a
~hought pale, but not unbecomingly so—
- .ne rich, glistening white silk sweeping fa:
sehind her, set of well the fine fi i
which it fitted without flaw. The dark,
proud face shone like a star from the misty
folds of the bridal veil ; the leniendari
orange blossoms crowned the rich, dar
bair ; on neck, ea:‘si and l:.rm:1 glinfxmol!i-:d
a priceless parure of , the gift, like
the dress and veil, of Lady Helena. A
fragrant boub%ueu of spotless white had been
sent up by the bridegroom. At a quarter
of eleven she entered the mrﬁe and was
driven away to the church. the way
from the carriage to the stone porch the
charity children strewed her th with
flowers, and sang (out of tune) a ~idal an-
them.  She smiled down upon their vul-
gar, admiring little faces as she went by-on
the Earl of Wroatmore’s arm. The church
was filled. Was seeing her married worth
all this trouble to those good people, she
wondered, as she walked up the aisle, still
on the arm of the Right Honorable, the
Earl of Wroatmore.

There was, of course, a large throng of
invited guests. Helena was there in

le, flowing silks, the bridesmaids, a bil-

owy crowd of white-plumaged birds, and
the bridegroom, with a face whiter than the
white waisteoat, standing waiting for his
bride. And there, in surplice, book in
hand, stood the rector of Chesholm and his
curate, ready to tie the untieable knot.

A low, hushed murmur ran_through the
church at sight of the silver-shining figure
of the bride. How handsome, how stately,
how perfectly self-possessed and calm.
Truly. if beauty and high-bred repose of

manner be any Kallistlon of low birth and
obscurity, this American young lady hed it.

An instant passes—she is_kneeling by Sir
Victor Catheron’s side.  “Who giveth this
woman to be married to this man?” say the
urbane tones of the rector of Chesholm, and
the Right Honorable the Earl of Wroat-
more comes forward on two rickety old legs
and gives her. “If any one here present
knows any just cause or impediment why
this man should not be married to this wo-
man, I charge him,” etc., but no one knows.
The solemn words go on. ‘Wilt thou take
Edith Darrell to be thy wedded wife?” I
will,” Sir Victor Catheron responds, but in
broken, inarticulate tones. It is the bride’s
turn.  ““I will!” the clear, firm voice is per-
iectly audible in the almost painfully in-
tense stillness. The ring slips over her fin-
ger; she watches it curiously. ] pronounce
ve man and wife,” says the rector. _“What
God hath joined together, let no man put
asunder.”

It is all over ; she is Lady Catheron, and

nothing has hspgenod.
They enter the vestry, the{ sign their
names in the register, their friends flock
round to shake hands, and kiss, and con-
gratulate. And Edith smiles through it
all, and Sir Victor keeps that white, hag-
gard, unsmiling face. Itis a curious fancy,
but, if it were not so utterly sbsurd, Edith
would think that he looked at her as
though he were afraid of her.

On her husband’s arm—her husband’s—
she walks down the aisle and out of the
church. They enter the carriages, and are
driven back to Powyss Place. They sit
down to breakfast—every face looks happy
and bright, except the face that should
look the happieat. and brightest of all—the
bridegroom’s.  He seems to make a great
effort to be cheerful and at ease ; it is a
failare. He tries to return thanks in a
speech ; it is a greater failure still. An
awkward silence and constraint crept over
the party. What is the matter with Sir
Victor 2 All eyes are fixed curiously upon
him. Surely not repenting his mesalliance
so speedily- It is a reliet to ever body
when the breakfast ends, and the bride goes
upstairs to change her dress.

The young baronet had engaged a special
train to take them to Wales. The new-
made Lady Catheron changes her shining
bribal robes for a charming travelling cos-
tume of palest gray, with a gossamer veil
of the same shade. She looks as handsome
in it as in the otaer, and her cool calm is a
marvel to all beholders. She shakes hands
gayly with their friends and guests; a smile
is on her face as she takes her bridegroom’s
arm and enters the waiting carriage. Old
shoes in a shower are flung after them;
ladies wave their handkerchiefs, gentlemen
call good-by. She leans forward and waves
her gray-gloved hand in return — the
cloudless smile on the beautiful face to the
last. So they see her—as not one of all
who stand there will ever see her on earth
again. ;

“The house, the wedding-guests are out of
sight—the carriage rolls &rou h the gates
of Powyss Place. She falls back and looks
out. They are flying along Chesholm high
street; the tenantry shout lustily; the joy-
bells still clash forth. Now they are at the
station—ten minutes more, and, as fast as
steam can convey them, they are whirlin
into Wales. And all this time bride mg
bridegroom have not exchanged a word !

That curious fancy of Edith’s has come
back—surely Sir Victor is afraid of her.
How strangely he looks—how strangely he
keeps aloof—how strangely he is silent—
how fixedly he gazes out of the railway
carriage window—anywhere but at her!
Has his brain turned ? she wonders; is Sir
Victor going mad ?

She makes no attempt to arouse him ;
let him be silent if he will; she rather
prefers it, indeed. She sits and looks so-
ciably out of the opposite window at the
bright, ﬂyin§ landscape, stecped in the am-
ber glitter of the October afternoon sun.

They reach Wales. The sun is setting
redly over mountains and sea. The car-
riage is awaiting them; she enters, and
lies back wearily with closed eyes. She is
dead tired and depressed ; she is beginnin,
to feel the want of last night's sleep, ans
in a weary way is glad when the Carnarvon
cottage is reached. Sir Victor’s man, my
lady’s maid, and two Welsh servants came
forth to meet them; and on Sir Victor’s
arm she enters the house.

She goes at once to her dressing-room, to
rest, to bathe her face, and remove her
wraps, performing those duties herself, and
dismissing her maid. As she and Sir Victor
separate, he mutters some half-incoherent—
words—he will take a walk and smoke a
cigar before dinner, while she is resting.
Hlle is gone even while he says it, and she is
alone.

bathes her face, and descends to the little
cottage drawing-room. It is quite deserted
—sleepy silence everywhere reigns. She
throws herself into an easy-chajr beside the
n window, and looks listlessly ouu.
uby, t._nd purple, and golden, the sun is
setting in a radiant sky—the yellow sea
creeps up on silver sands—old Carnarvon
Castle gleams and glows in the rainbow
light like a fairy palace. It is unutterably
beautiful, unutterably drowsy and du:l.
..L'n:.y while f:‘l‘l: t.'l:inh hoi:;i h:;n heavy eyelids
an er ks back
Edith falls fas, aloep femr
asleep ; a mile away, Sir Vie-
tor Catheron up and dov::f:l ln'iphol
a lapping at his
singing in tho-buuzhu. not

She removes her gloves, hat, and jacket, |

v ne pauses, leans against
'ks, with eyes full of some
e despair, out.over the red t on sea
1 sky. And, as he looks,

Eg T O L
ddenly, as thou, )
.= him, upon his knees, and his

wsped hands to that radiant sky. A pray-
, that seems g:uie;luinuiu :ﬁuﬁsﬂ in-
asity, bursts from his lips—the slee, in
: {lne t.wibterini birds, the rutﬁn.
ves, and He who has made them, alone
. to hear. Then he falls forward on his
-a, and lies like a stone.
(s he mad? Surely no sane man ever
ed, ‘or looked, or spoke like this. He
. so—prostrate, motionless—for upward .
at hour, then slowly and heavily he rises.
18 face is calmer now ; it is the face of a
. who has fought some desperate fight,
d gained some desperate victory—one of
ose victories more cruel than death. :
He turns and goes hence. He crashes
rough the tall, dewy grass, his white face
¢ in a look of iron resolution. He is
u.stl‘y; beyond all telling ; dead and in his
{in he will bardly look more death-like.
» reaches the cottage, and the first sight
;on which his eyes rest is his bride, peace-
iy usleep in the chair by the still open
indow. She looks- lovely in her slumber,
ul peaceful as a little child—no ver
rrible sight surely. But as his eyes fall
»on her, he recoils in some 5re&t horror,
; & man may who has received a blinding

ow.
“Asleep!” his pale lips whisper ; “‘asleep
-as she was !”
He stands spell-bound for a moment—
.en he breaks away headlong. He makes
s way to the dining-room. The table, all
ight with damask, silver, crystal, and cut
wors, stands spread for dinner. He takes
a nate hewk and penoil,

and, still standing, writes rapidly down ome
page. Without reading, he holds and seals
the sheet, and slowly and with draggin,

steps returns fto the room where it

slee, On the threshold he liugers—he
seems afraid—afraid to approach.  Bnt he
does approach at last. He places the note
he has written on a table, he draws near
his sleeping bride, he kneels down and
kisses her hands, her dress, her hair. His
haggard eyes burn on her face, their mes-
meric light disturbs her. She murmurs and
moves restlessly in her sleep. In an instant
he is on his feet ; in another, he is out of
the room and the house ; in another, the
deepening twilight takes him, and he is
one.

. A train an hour later s through Car-
narvon on its way to London. Onme pas-
senger alone awaits it at the station—one
passenger who enters an empty first-
class compartment and disappears. Then
it goes shrieking on its way, bearing with
it to London the bridegroom, Sir Victor
Catheron.

CHAPTER XIX

The last red ray ot sunset had taded, and
silver stars were out, the yellow moon
shone serenely over land and sea, before
Edith awoke—awoke with a smile on her
lips from a dream of Charley.

“Do go away—don’t tease,” she was
murmuring half smilingly, half petulantly
—the words she had spoken to him a hun-
dred times. She was Yuwk in Sandypoint,
he beside her, living over the old days,
gone forever. She awoke to see the tawn
moonshine streaming in, to hear the soft
whispers of the night wind, the soft, sleepy
lap of the sea on the sands, and to realize,
with a shrill and a shock, she was Sir Victor
Catheron’s wife.

But where was he ?

She looked round the roem, half in shad-
ow, half in brilliant moonlight. No, he
was not there. Had he returned from his
stroll? She took out her watch. A quarter
of seven—of course he had. She sat down
and rang the bell. Jamison, the confiden-
tial servant, appeared.

«Has Sir Victor returned from his walk,
Jamison? Is he in the dining-room ?

Mr. Jemison’s well-bred eyes looked in
astonishment at the speaker, then around
the room. Mr. Jamison’s wooden counten-
ance looked stolid surprise. .

Sir Victor—my lady—I thought Sir Vie-
tor was here, my lady.”

“Sir Victor has not been here since half
an hour after our arrival. He went out for
a walk, as you very well know. I ask you
if he has returned.”

“Sir Victor returned more than an hour
ago, my lady. I saw him myself. You
were asleep, my lady, by the window as he
came up. He went into the dining-room
and wrote a letter; I saw 1t in his hand.
And then, my lady, he came in here.”

The man paused, and again peered
around the room. Edith listened in grow-
ing surprise.

“I thought he was here still, my lady, so
did Hemily, or we would have taken the
liberty of hentering and closing the win-
dow. We was sure he was here. He sut-
tingly hentered with the letter in his ’and.
It’s very hodd.”

Again there was a pause.
Jamison—

“If your ladyship will hallow, I will light
the candles here, and then go and hascer-
tain whether Sir Victor is in hany of the
hother rooms.”

She made an affirmative gesture, and re-
turned to the window. The man lit the
candles; a second after an exclamation
startled her.

““The note, my lady ! Here it is.”

It lay upon the table ; she walked over
and took it up. In Sir Victor’s hand, and
addressed to herself ! What did this mean?
She stood looking at it a moment—then she
turned to Jamison.

“That will do,” she said briefly ; “if I
want you I will ring.”

The man bowed and left the room. She
stood still, holding the unopened note,
strangely reluctant to breag the seal
With an effort she aroused herself at last,
and tore it open. This was what she read :

“For Heaven’s sake, pity me—for
Heaven’s sake, pardon me. &’e shall never
meet more ! O beloved ! believe that I love
you, believe that I never loved you half so
well as now, when I leave you forever. If
I loved you less I might dare to stay. But
I dare not. I can tell you no more—a
promise to the living and the dead binds
me. A dreadful secret of sin, and shame,
and guilt, is invoived. Go to Lady Helena.
My love—my bride—my heart is breaking
as I write the word—the cruel word that
must be written—farewell. 1 have but one
praver in my heart—but one wish in my
soul—that my life may be a short one.

Vicror.”

No more. So, in short, incoherent, dis-
connected sentences, this incomprehensible
lester began and ended. She stood stun-
ned, bewildered, dazed, holding it, gazing
at it blankly. Was she asleep? Was this
a dream? Was Sir Victor playing. some
(’hastly kind of practical joke, or—had Sir

ictor all of a sudden gone wholly and en-
tirely mad}?

She shrank from the last thought — but
the dim possibility that it might be true
calmed her. She sat down, hardly know-
ing what she was doing, and read the letter
avain, Yes, surely, surely she was right.
Sir_Victor had gone mad !

Her thoughts went back over the
two weeks—to the change in him ever since
his father’s death.  There had been times
when he shrunk from her, when he had
seemed absolutely afraid of her. She had
. u‘oul:ited iv nh:;:;:he knew it no;.. It was
the dawnl is insanity — famil!

. and lﬁﬂ

taint brnkr:s forth,

aygain, she the letter. Very

sie looked, the waxlights flickering on b
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cast off, deserted—she, who only at noon
to-day had left them a radiant bride! As
she thought it, & feeling of absolute hatred
for the man she had married came into her
heart. Sane or mad she would bate him
now, all the rest of her life.

The hours were croepinﬁ on—two had

d since she had sent Jamison ount cf
Eer room. There was resolute blood in the
girls's veins ; she walked over to the bell,
rang it, her head erect, her eyes bright,
only her lips still set in that tight, un-
pleasant line.

Mr. Jamison, grave and respectful, his
burning curiosity diplomatically hidden,
answered.

“Jamison,” the

tter.

oung lady said, her
tones clear and calm, looking the man
straight in the eyes, ‘‘your master has
been obliged to leave Walés suddenly, and
will not return. You may spend the night
in packing ap. To-morrow by the earliest
train, I return to Cheshire.”

“Yes, me lady.”

Not a muscle of Jamison’s face moved—
not & vestige of surprise or any other earth-
ly emotion was visible in his smooth-shaven
face.

«Ig dinner served ¥’ his young mistress
asked, looking at her watch. “If not,
serve immediately. I shall be there in two
minutes.”

She kept her word. With that light in
her eyes, that pale composure in her face,
she swept into the dining-room, and took
her place at the glittering table. Jamison
waited upon her—watching her, as a cat
a mouse.

“She took her soup and fish, her slice of
pheasant and jelly, 1 do assure you, just
the same as hever, Hemily,” he related
to -the lady’s maid; “but her face was
whiter than the tablecloth, and her eyes
had & look in them I’d rather master would
face than me. She’s one of the ’ighstep-
ping sort, depend upon it, and quiet as she
takes it now, there’ll be the deuce and all
to pay one of these days.”

She rose at last and went back to the
drawing-room. She stood by the window
long, looking out. No thought of sympathy
tor him—of trying to find -him out on the
morrow—entered her mind. He had de-
serted her ; sane or mad, that was enough
for the present to know.

What a lovely night it was ! What were
they doing at home? What was Trixy
about just nmow? What was—Charley ?
She had made up her mind never to think
of Charley more. His face rose vividly be-
fore her now in the moonrays, pale, stern,
contemptuous. “‘Oh !” she passionately
thought, ‘“‘how he must scorn, how he must
despise me !” -

Her arms were on the window-sill—her
face fell upon them. One hour, two, three

; she never moved. She was not
crying; she was suffering, but dully, with
a numb, torpid, miserable sense of pain.
All her life since that rainy spring day,
when Charley Stuart had come to dy-

int with his mother’s letter, returned to
er. She had striven and coquetted to
bring about the result she wanted—it had
seemed such a dazzling thing to be a baro-
net’s wife, with an income that would flow
in to her like a ceaseless golden river. She
had jilted the man she loved in cold blood,
and accepted the man to whom her heart
was as stone. In the hour when fortune
was deserting her best friends, she had de-
serted them too. And the end was—this.

It was close upon twelve when Emily, the
maid, sleepy and cross, tapped at the door.

I shall not want you to-night,” Edith
said briefly. *‘You may go to bed.”

“But you are ill, my lady. If you only
saw yourself! Can’t I fetch you some-
thing? A glass of wine from the drawing.
room ?”

“Nothing, Emily, thank you. I havesat
up too long in the night air—that is all.
Go to bed ; I shall do very well.”

Left alone, she closed and fastened the
window herself. An unsupportable sense
of J)n'm and weariness oppressed her.  She
did not undress. She loosened her clothes,
wrapped a heavy, soft railway rug about
her, and lay down upon the bed. In five
minutes the tired eyes had closed. There is
no sooner narcotic than trouble tometimes;
hers was forgotten—deeply, dreamlessly,
she slept until morning.

The sun was high in the sky when she
awoke. She raised herself upon her elbew
and looked around, bewildered. In a
second yesterday flashed upon her, and her
journey of j0-day. She arose, made her
morning toilet, and rang for her maid.
Breakfast was waiting—it was past nine
o’clock, and she could leave Carnavon in
three quarters of an hour. She made an
effort to eat and drink; but it was little
better than an effort. ~She gave Jamison
his parting instructions—he was to remain
here until to-morrow; by that time orders
would come from Powyss Place.  Then, in
the dress she had uravelled in yesterday,
she entered the railway carriage and started
vpon her return journey.

It was about three in the afternoon when
the fly from the railway drove up tothe state-
ly portico entrance of Powyss Place. She
paid and digmissed the man, and knocked
unthinkingly. The servant who opened
the door fell back, staring at her, as
though she had been a ghost.

“Js Lady Helena at home?”

Lady Helena was at home—and still the
man stared blankly as he made the reply.
She swept gut. him, and made her way,
unannounced, to her ladyship’s private
room. She tapped at the door.

$‘Come in,” said the familiar voice, and
she obeyed. Then a startling cry ran
out. Lady Helena rose and st spell-
bound, fuing in mute consternation at the
pale girl before her. -

«Edith ! she could just gasp. ‘‘What
is this? Where is Victor?

Edith came in, closed the door, and
quietly faced her ladyship.

I have not the faintest idea where Sir
Victor Catheron may be at the present
moment. Wherever he is, it is to be
hoEed he is able to take care of himself.
I know I have not seen him since four
o’clock yesterday afternoon.”

The lips of Lady Helena moved, but no
sound came from them. Some t and
nameless terror seemed to have fallen upon
her.

“It was rather an unusual thing to do,”
the clear, steady tones of the bride went
on, ‘“‘but being very tired after the jour-
ney, I fell asleep in the coptage parlor at
Carnarvon, an hour after our arrival.
Sir Victor had left me to take a walk and a
smoke, he said. It was nearly seven when

I was still alone. Your nephew

*‘Gone—and left: this for me. Read it,
tI::nyinghere,I;my nly obeyin, m. lord
ol

udmuter'loommmd.y’ el
She took the note from her pocket, and
m took it, read
ful ashen gray.
she said, in & sort of whis-
have fallen upon him
it! I fesred it! I

| his secret is that he

reply
4s in ‘the Catheron blood—I

‘Knew that from the first. His father lived

and died a maniac. The father’s fate is
the son’s It has lain dormant for three-
and-twenty unhto break out on his wed-
ding-day-. dy Helena, am Iright?” =

‘But Lady Helena was sobbing convul-
sively now.. Her sobs were her only reply.

]t is hard on you,” Edith said, with a
dreamy sort of pity. ‘“You loved him.”

“And you did not,” the elder woman re-
torted, looking up. You loved your
cousin, and you married my poor, unhap
boy for his title and his wealth. It wo
have been better for him he had died than
ever set eyes on your face.”

«Much better,” Edith answered steadily.
“Better I‘fgr h%:;::nsr for III:OE IY:J‘ are
righ y owyss, oved my
:ﬁnsti.'n, and I married your nephew for his
title and his wealth. I deserve all you can
say of me. The worst will not be half bad
enough.”

'Her ladyship’s face drooped
supp! sob
be heard.

“] have come to you,” Edith went on,
“to tell you the truth. I don’t,ask what
ks of ; I don’t
wish to know. I think he should be look-
ed after. If he is insane he should not be
allowed to go at large.”

“If he is insane!” Lady Helena- eried,
looking up again, angrily. ‘‘You do well
to say if. He is no more insane than you

Edith stood still looking at her. The
last trace of color faded from her face.

“Not insane,” she whispered, as if to
herself ; “‘not insane, and—he deserts me !”

«Oh, what have I said "’ Lady Helena
cried ; forgive me, Edith—I don’t know
what I am saying—I don’t know what to
think, Leave me alone, and let me try to
understand it, if I can. Your old rooms
are ready for you. You have come to re-
main with me, of course.”

For the present—yes. Of the future I
have not yet thought. I will leave you
alone, Lady Helena, as you desire. I will
not trouble you again until to-morrow.”

She was quitting the room. Lady
Helena arose and tcok her in her arms, her
face all blotted with a rain of tears.

“My child ! my child !” she sad, “it is
hard on you—so young, 8o I5:‘;-et.t'.y, and
only married yesterday ! ith, you
frichten me! What are you made of?
You look like a stone !’

The girl sighed—a long, weary, heart-
sick sigh.

«] feel like a stone. I can’t cry. I
think I have no heart, no soul, no feeling,
no conscience—that I am scarcely a human
being. Iam a hardened, callous wretch,
for whom any fate is too good. Don’t pity
me, dear Lady Helena; don’t waste one
tear on me. I am not worth it.”

She touched her lips to the wet cheek,
and went slowly on her way. No heart—
no soul ! if she had, both gfelt benumbed,
dead. She seemed to herself to be a cen-
tury old, as she toiled on to her familiar
rooms. They met no more that day—each
kept to her own apartments.

It was long after dark when there came
a ring at the bell, and the footman, open-
ing the door, saw the figure of a man mauf-
fled and disguised in slouch hat and great-
coat. He held an umbrella over his head,
and a scarf was twisted about the lower

r$ of his face. In a husky voice, stifled
in his scarf, he asked for Lady Helena.

“Her ladyship’s at home,” the f otman
answered, rather superciliously, ‘‘but she
don’t see strangers at this hour.”

“Give her this,” the stranger said ; *‘she
will see me.”

In spite of hat, scarf, and umbrella,
there was something familiar in the air of
the visitor, something familiar in his tone.
The man took the note suspiciously and

assed it to another, who passed it to her

adyship’s maid. The maid passed
her ladyship, and her ladyship read it with
a suppressed cry.

“Show him into the library at once. I
will go down.”

The muffled man was shown in, still
wearing hat and scarf. The library was
but dimly lit. He stood like a dark
shadow amid the other shadows. An in-
stant later the door opened and Lady
Helena, pale and wild, appeared on the
threshold.

¢Tt, 18,” she faltered, ‘‘it is—you !”

She approached slowly, her terrified eyes
riveted on the hidden face.

“It is I. Lock the door.

She obeyed, she came nearer. He drew
away the scarf, lifted the hat, and showed
her the face of Sir Victor Catheron.

again ; her
ing was the only sound to

CHAPTER XX.

The morning dawned over Powyss Place
—dawned in wild wind and driving rain
still—dawned upon Edith, deserted more
strangely than surely bride was ever de-
serted before. y

She had darkened her chamber ; she had
forced herself resolutely to sleep. But the
small hours had come before she had suc-
ceeded, and it was close upon ten when the
dark eyes opened from dreamland to life.

Lady Helena, very pale, very tremulous,
very frightened, and helpless-looking,
awaited her. A large, red fire burned on
the hearth. Her ladyship was wrapped in
a fluffy white shawl, but she shivered in
spite of both. The lips that touched

dith’s cheek were almost as cold as that
cold cheek itself. Tears started to her
eyes as she spoke to her.

“My child,” she said, ‘“how white you
are¢ how cold and ill you look. ‘I am
afraid you did not sleep at all.”

“Yes, 1 ller ,”" answered Edith; ‘fora
few hours, at least. The weather has some-
thing to do with it, perhaps ; I always fall
a prey to the horrors in wet and windy
weather.” ;

Then they sat down to the fragrant and
tempting breakfast, and ate with what
appetite they might. For Edith, she hard-
ly made a pretence of eating—she drank a
large cup of strong coffee, and arose.

“Lady Helena,” she began abruptly, ‘“‘as
I came out of my roem, two of the servants
were whispering in the corridor. I merely
caught a word or two in passing. They
stopped immediately on seeing me. But
from that word or two, I infer this—Sir
Vio;.ol; Catheron was here to see you last

ight.”

Ldy Helena was trifling nervously with
her spoon— it fell with a clash now into
her cup, and her terrified eyes looked piti-
ously at her companion.

«Tf you desire to keep this a secret to,”
Edith said, ber lips curling scornfully, “of
course you are at liberty to do so—of
course I presume to ask no questions. But
if not, I would like to know—it may in
some measare influence my own move-

ments.

«“What do you intend to do?” her lady-
ship brokenly asked.

“That you shall hear presently. Just
now the question is: Was your nephew
here last niq}zt or not?”

“He was.

She said it with a sort of sob, hiding her
face in her hands, ‘“May Heaven
help me,” she cried; ‘it is grow-

more than bear. O

it to
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Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infantg
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil,
It is Pleasant. Its guaranteo is thirty yecars’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys ‘Worms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhcea and wind Colic. Castoria relicves
teething troubles, curcs constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and mnatural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend,

Castoria.

« Castoria is so well adzpted to children thag
I recommend it as superior toany prescriptiog
known to me."

Castoria.

e ci—wieem
« Castoria is an excellent medicino for chil-
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children.”
Dz. G. C. Oscoop,
Lowell, Mass.

H. A. Arcrer,M. D,
111 Sc. Oxford St., Drooklyn, N, ¥,

s Our physicians in the children’s depar.
ment hove spoien highly of their experi.
ence ia their cutside practice with Castoria,
and although we .only have among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
rmerits of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon iL."

Uriteo HosriTAL AXD DisPENsaRy,
v Doston, Mass,

& Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. Ihope the day is not
far distant when mothers willconsicer thereal
interest of their children, and use Castoria in-
stead of the variousquack nostrums which are
destroying their loved ones, by forcingopium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hur}fu.l
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves.”

Dr. J. F. EINCITLOE,
Conway, A

vy oy (V. Qe T eoe
Atz C. SViTE, fres.,
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The Centacr Compazy, T3 IInTray
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Machine Oils.

CLIM AX—35¢c. Imperial Gallon.
CASTOR OIL—80c. Imperial Gallon.

AT

HICINBO THAM’S

Drug Store.

ﬁc(}oll’s - QOils

ARE THE BEST.

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

Ohampion Gold Medal 0il of the Dominion.

MoCol's CYLINDER OIL vill wear twice as long

as any other make.
The finest high grade Engine Oils are manufactured by
McCOLL BROS. & CO.,, TO RONTO.

FOR SALE BY ALL LEADING vEALERS IN THE COUNTRY, 8626

P

Wool Wanted

We have sold out our business in Cambray, and have mads
arrangements with one of the very best factories in Canads
to furnish us

Flannels, Blankets, and othe!
Woollen Goods,

g0 that we can sell them at wholesale prices.
We have secured Mr. Smyth’s store, next Hancook's Hotel,
opposite the market, and will be prepared to pay the highest
price in cash for all the wool that comes,

2 - Cents - Extra - When - Exchanged:

We take orders for anything in tho woollen line and guarl
tee satisfaotion.

‘WALLACE & CO0.

opposite the Market, LINDSAY.

Yarn,

1887-tL

Cheap FUCEEIT URE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & (0

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Oabinet Maker
~ Call tlduo our stock. No trouble to show ite
. ANDERSON, NUGENT & 00
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