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CHAPTER XVI.

The newly-married couple were to
go to London first, and then pro-
ceed to Paris and other Continen-
tal cities for their bridal trip.

The sacred service, the pealing
organ, the wedding breakfast, with
jts laughter, buzz of voices, gorge-
ous dresses and flashing jewels, the
hurried removal of her bridal ar-
ray for her travelling gown, all
had passed to Naucy as a curious
dream. She moved about like one
who is absolutely conscious of no-
thing, who is led by some strong in-
fluence, but beyond that 1s power-
less to act for herself.

She heard the false, honeyed con-
gratulations in a dim, far-off way,
fecling .it must be some other per-
son who stood theie with a bouguet
of flowers in her hands and a car-
riage waiting to convey her away.

But she woke with a sudden pang
of agony to know that it was no
dream, but all hideous reality, as
Dorothy flung her arms about her
and kissed her farewell, weeping
unrestrainedly as she did so.

Not till this moment did Nancy

came to a standstill at last, she
was trembling in every limb.

Crawshaw shambled.out of the car-
riage, and then, regardless of the
etiquette or any remark, tnrned
his back on the girl, and lelt hev
to alight at her own convenience,
thereby provoking many glances of
astonichment from the station-mas-
ter and the porters, and making
Jaines flush angrily, and long to
knock him down.

The maid had previously been dis-
patched with Nancy’s luggage, and
she had been informed by Mr.
Crawshaw’s groom that she would
meet the bridegruom’s valet and
her new fellow servant at the sta-
tion.

To her intense surprise, and no
little disgust, this individual turred
out to be none other than William,
the discharged foutiman from the
Hall, a man whom she had never
liked, and for whom she had a su-
preme contempt.

“‘Like master, like man,’’ she said
to herself, as she superintended the
arrangement of the luggage with-
out bestowing any but the curtest

r

comprehend the fulness of the ag-
ony entailed by the sacrifice she had
taken on her young shoulders; not
¢ill now did the fulness of her her-
ror, her fear, Ler loathing of
Thomas Crawshaw come to her. As
her distraught eyes, shining like
sapphires in their deep-blue glory,
rested on his common face, full of
savage triumph and unmeasurable
conceit, she gave oune great shudder,
and, drawing her hand from Doro-
thy’s, she ran down to the carri-
age and entered it. If she stayed
another moment, she felt she should
cling to Sir Humphrey, or to Dr.
Grantley, who was there as her

oldest friend, and implore them to |

proteet her, and save her from a
life of torture with this man for her
husband.

Crawshaw was quicl to see that
shudder and that look of horror.
His face grew very dark, and wore

a nasty expression as he took his!

seat beside her and the carriage
rolled away.

He said nothing to her, however,
and; horrible as his snllen presence
was to her, Nancy could not but
be grateful for this silence.

Alas! she coon learned that this
calm was but the nrelude to & storm
of impotent rage, before which she
gshrank aghast, and beneath which
she cowed, not from fear, but from
disgust and despair.

The country lanes wore bordered

of greetings on her companion In
service.

“Well, I thank Heaven I am go-
ing to be with Miss Nancy, for I
' feel sure something awful would
happen to her alone with these two
horrid men.”’

There was a seclf-satisfied expres-
sion about William’s face that an-
noyed her, and his flippant manner
to the steady old station-master,
who was, in Baines’ opinion, far
above the wvalet m every way,
roused her ire beyond description.

“We shan’t be together long,”’
she said to herself, grimly, as she
stood waiting for her young mis-
tress to come, ‘“‘before I give him
'a piece of my muad, or my name
| AR i o W : : i 2
ain’t Esther Bames.

‘ And at that moment she deseried
the carriage turning the corner of
(the lane, and prepared to receive
‘Nancey.

An angry flush spread over her
‘honest face, followed by an angry
beat of her heart, as she saw Mr.

Crawshaw treat his young wife with
'such scant courtesy; but her anger
'soon changed into fear and disap-
| pointment as she saw that her new
‘master was coming direct to her,
1;111{1 that his face boded no pleasant
or good news for her,

““What are you doing here?’ de-

manded Crawshaw, roughly, scan-/

|11'11'jg her up and down with his
.deep black eyes, his hands plunged

with the villagers, who had come’as usual into his trousers’ pockets.

out to catch a last glimpse of the;
bride : but neither the man nor the
girl made any effort to refurn their|
cheers and kindly greetings by even |
a bow or a smile.

Surely, never so cnrious a bride
and bridegroom was ever seen be-|
fore.

Nancy, still grasping the bouquet |
of delicate, hothouse flowers in her|
hand, erouched back in her E’ﬂl‘llt‘l',f
and kept her white face steadfastly |
turned from him: and he sat with|
his arms folded, his brows knit, and
his eves, still wearing that evil,
eruel expression, fixed on her as a'
hawlk might watch its prey. :

The drive to the station was long, |
but Nancy wished it could have |
been ecven miles farther. For one
hour did they sit in the carriage and
roll through the sunlit country, just
beginning to show a trace here and
there of coming autumn, and never |

exchanged one word; and as each|
landmark and well-known spot van- |
ished behind her, her courage and
strength faded, too, till, as they
|
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“I am going as maid to Mrs.
Crawshaw,” poor Balnes replied,
her heart beating fast as she read
her sentence in those eyes.

“Oh, you are—are you; and pray

'who told vou you was to be maid

to Mrs. Crawshaw?’

Nancy was exchanging a few hur-
riel, nervous words with the old
stationmaster. She never passed
any one by without a kindly ex-
pression, and after that long, hor-
rible silence it was a pleasure to
exchange greetings with a sympa-
thetic persen. Her husband’s loud,
coarse tones grated painfully on her
ear: she turned quickly, and her
eyes vrested on William’s pale,
smooth face, set in outward civil-
wearing an expression
which made her blood boil. She

twalked across to Baines.

“What is the matter—what 1s

'wrong 777 she asked, in scarcely au-

dible tones.

Baines half turmed to her; the
woman’s lips were trembling and
her eyes were full of tearz; but be-
fore she could utter a word Craw-

' shaw had gone on furiously address-

ing her, and not bestowing a single
serap of attention to Nancy’'s ques-
tion, or even to her presencs.

e ————

[ :
““So now you know, and you can

zo back to the Hall as fast as you
like, and tell Miss Leicester I don’t
intend to let no spies of hers come
snivelling after my wife. Be off
with you: Mrs. Crawshaw don’t
want no maid, and if she do, well,
I wili get her one; but it won’t be
ap old fossil front that lot over
there. I've dore with them all from
' to-day—turned my back on them—
land I won’t have nothing more to
do with them, s¢ you can under-
stand me clearly.”’ '

in his anger, Mr. Crawshaw
tspoke with a less regard for gram-
mar than usual. .

With difficulty Baines restrained
her tears; she felt she must not
break down, or Nancy would be
more distressed than ever. She
loocked at the girl imploringly.

“What am I to do, miss?’ she
asked, hurriedly.

This direet indifference to
lashed Crawshaw to fury.

“Do !’ he shouted, *‘ do what I
tell you—he off. Come, I shan’t
stand any impudence or nonsense,
off youn go!”’

Nanecy put her hand up to her
throat: the white flowers in her
bouquet were not so pale as her

him

face.
“What if I—I refuse to let
Baines go?’ sle said, in low,

choked tones, her pride and anger

making her faint wund weak.
Crawshaw turned and locked a:

her fixedly. '

“I don’t think you will go against

quiet tones, and with a shiver she
understoed him.  Thwart him or
'defy him in any way, and his cruel
hand would fall on the man for
whose sake. she had wrecked her
life. No—no, she had put her hand
to the plough, she must not look
|hne1~:; the sacrifice was not nearly
complete, hug, having taken it up,
it would be worse than macdness to
permit her uncle’s shame to become
known now, when by simple sub-
mission to the tyrant’s will she
could avert such a calamty.

| “Mr. Crawshaw’s wishes arc
mine,”’ she said, speaking in, cold,
|

leven tones, the effort of sheer des-
peration, ‘‘therefore you  must
leave me, Baines: I—I am sorry,
but 4

Baines made no answer ; she could
not control herself sufliciently to
speak, for she did not know what
<he might not say if she began.

Crawshaw’s eyves were full of ti-
!umph.
| ‘“Come, sharp’s the word,”” he
'remarked, as he turned on his heel
and lurched awvay a few yards.
| “Baines,”” Nancy whispered, eag-
‘erly, “I want you to tell Miss Doro-
'thy that she—she is not to try and
'do anything for me until—until I
lask her help; and, Baines, say 1
lentreat, I beg, that she will never
'disclose my unhappiness to a soul.
‘I can trust you, [ know, Baines,
ibut I do not want all the world to
' know the truzh of mv marriage.’’

““Oh Miss Nancy ! Oh Miss Nancy !’

It was all poor Baines could say,
‘and even if she had wished to speak
‘more, ¢he had no opportunity, for
‘Crawshaw returned at that moment,
and, without more ado, bundled her
down the steps into the carriage.

A mist blinded Naney’s blue eyes
'as she stood and watched the de-
|parture of this last link to her lost,
'all too brief happiness.

Her sorrow was so keen that she
seemed almost stunned by it. She
did nct realize the full bitterness
of her position as she would have
done at another time.

She glanced down at the liowers
in her hand. What a mockery their
fragrance - and loveliness was!
'They had no part in her life hence-
forth. She had ‘done with flowers
and sunshine, happy, dreamy hours
in the summer air—all was gone
from her, without hope of return.
Mmm
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With

an irrepressible shudder,

ried, nervous steps to the saloen
carriage which Thomas Crawshaw's

iself and Fis newly-made wife to the
‘metropolis.

|  The porters and a few rustics who
had congregated to see them depart
lcast curious glances at her. Kven
‘their dense minds grasped the fact
:thatr this was no common marriage,
iand that the white-faced bride de-
'served their pity, and aot their good

wishes.

!sent, and buried her face in her

‘hands, not even stirring when
' Crawshaw entered. The door was
‘slammed, and the train steamed

'slowly away.

She was not erying ; she was simp-
'ly overwhelmed, crushed to earth,
‘now that the neccessity for bearing
lup the strain of the last few weeks
had gone.

Crawshaw appeared
‘notice of her.
'paper and commenced to
‘whistling softly under his breath
‘the while; but his eyes went every
'mow and then to that bowed figure,
‘and he bit his lin with savage an-
cer as he realized that, though he
had won—though he had compelled
‘her by eruel means to bow beneath
ihis power—he was, if anything,

to take no

'more destestable and contemptible.

'in her eves than before. .

‘ He had flattered himself that he
twould only have to show himself to
| Naney in his new feathers, and she
would be at his feet immediately.
It secemed an utter impossibility
than any woman could resist him
and his wealth, more especially one
who had lived in such poverty and
hardship as Nancy had done.

He had a long arrcar of pelty
spite and grudge to settle with this
girl, and his whole mind had beg
occupied, directly she disappeared,
in saving money to track ler out
and bring her to her bearings.

Fate, or the devil, was good (0
him, for he came into his unexpect-
ed fortune at the very; moment when
he learned, through lLis old compan-
ion, William, of her presence and
position at Ripstone Hall.

From that moment Crawshaw had
possessed but sne motive in life—a
desire to be even with Nancy, and
despite her every struggle, make
her his wife. He had not forgotien
that January night when Derrick
Darnley’s strong right arm had
stretched him low in the mud. IHe
had brooded on it until it had be-
come infused in his blood, as it
were; and thay strengthened by

she dropped the custly bouques on
the platform, and went wilh bhur-!

money had pracuied to bear hiro- |

He opened a news-:
read, |
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| Nancy's never altering disgust and
diclike Tor him, spurred him on to
the tazk of being revenged.

He loved this girl—if such a sac-
| red word as love can be applied to
the jealous, selfish passion which
surged in his mean breast. It was
not enough that she was his wife—
hiz slave:; she must be his lover.
| Her beautv belonged to him now.
| Her wonderful, red-brown hair;
' her sweeb, picturesque face; her
| eyes—those maddening eyes, of
' heaven’s decpest, truest blue—all
i this was his by right of the marital
vow she had just spoken. Bub
Crawshaw’s heart  bheat with a
ficrce, jealous throb, as he realized
that. despite a hundred vows, no
love wounld shin2  for him out of
' those eyves: her lips, instead of
yeeting his would shrink and grow
pale if he touched them with his
'own : that, though she was his wile,
i’uiﬁ own property, her heart, her
tvery soul, was given irrevocably to
i that other man: and that contempt,
loathing, hatred, decep amd 1mmea-
surable, lived in her breast for him
and his eruel, cowardly conduet.

(To be continuad.)
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