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CHAPTER IV.

There was not a sound in the rcom.
Rommayne stood looking at the priest.

“Did vou hear what I szid?” Father
Benwell asked.

“Yes,”

“Do you understand that I really
mean what I said ?”

He made no reply—he waited, like a
man expecting to hear more.

Father Benwell was alive tothe vast
importance at such a moment of not
shrinking from the responsibility which
he had assumed.

“Isee how I distress yom,” he seud
“but for your sake I am _Lsg

it il z
you have mamcd is the mfe of another
man! Don’t ask me how I know it—I
do know it. You shall have positive
proof as soon as you have recovered.
Come! rest a little in the easy-chair.”

He took Romayne’s arm and led him
to the chair, and made bim drink some
wine. They waited 2 while. Romayne
Iifted his head witha heavy sigh.

*The woman whom I have married
is the wife of another man.” He slowly
repeated the words to himself and then
looked at Father Benwell. “Who is
the man?’ he asked.

¢ T introduced you to him when I was
ss ignorant of the circumstances as you
are,” the priestauswered. “Themanis
Mr. Bernard Wintertield.”

Romayne Lalf-raised himself from the
chair. A momentaryanger glittered in
his eyes and faded out again, extin-
guished by the nobler emotions of grief
and shame. He remembered Winter-
field’s introduction to Stella.

“Her husband!” he said, speaking
again to himself. “And she let me in-
troduce him to her. And she received
him likea stranger.” He paunsed and
thought of it. *“The proofs, if you
please, sir,” he resumed, with sudden
homility. “I don’t want to hear any
particulars. It will be enough for me
if I know beyord all doubt that I have
been deceived and disgraced.”

FatherBenwell vnlocked his desk and
placed two papers before Romayne. He
did his duty with a grave indifference to
all minor considerations. Thetime had
not yet come for expressions of sym-
pathy and regret.

“The first paper,” he said, ‘‘is s cer-
tified copy of the register of the mar-
riage of Miss Eyrecourt to Mr. Winter-
field, celebrated (as you will see) by the
English chaplain at Brussels, and wit-

‘-"“"‘”nease& by three persons. -Look at the

names.”

The bride’s mother was the first wit-
ness. The two names that followed
weze the names of Lord and Lady Lor-
«They, too, in the conspiracy to
deceive me ?” Romayne said, as he laid
the paper back on the table.

“T obtained that piece of written evi-
dence,” Father Benwell proceeded, *““by
the help of a reverend eolleague of wine
residing at Brussels. I will give you
his neme and addvess if you wish fo
make further inquiries.”

“Quite needless. 'What is this other
paper 2” '

¢ This other paper is an extract from
the shorthand writer’s notes (suppressed
in the reports of the public journals) of
proceedings in an English court of law
obtained =t my regnest by my lawyer in
London.”

“What have I to do with it2?”

He put the question in a tone of
passive endurance—resigned to the
severest mosial martyrdom that counld
be inflicted on him.

¢ [ will answer you in two words,”
said Father Benwell. “In justice to
Miss Eyrecourt, I am bound to produce
her excuse for marrying yow.”

Romayne looked at him in stern
amazement.

¢ Escuse!” he repeated.

“Yes—excuse. The proceedings to
which I havealluded declare Miss Eyre-
court’s marriage to Mr. Winterfield o
be null and void—by the English law—
in consequence of Lis baving been mar-
ried at the time to another woman. Try
to follow me. I will put it as briefly as
possible. In justice to yourself and to
vour future career you must understand
{his revoliing case thoroughly from be-
ginning to end.”

With those prefatory words he told
the story of Winterfield's first marriage,
eltering nothing, concealing nothing,
doing the Tullest justice to Winterfield's
isnocence of all evil motive from first
to last.

“You were mortified and I was sur-
prised,” he went on, *“when Mr. Win-
terfield dropped his acquaintance with
voa. We now know that he acted like
an honorable man.”

Ee waited to see what effect he had

-preduced. Romayne was in no state of

wind to do justice to Winterfield or to
eny one. Hispride was mortally wound-
ed; his high sense of bonor and delicacy
writhed under the outraze inflicted on it.

¢*And mind this,” Father Benwell
persisted, “poor human nature has its

_ right toall that can be jusily conceded

in the way of excuse and sllowance.
Miss Eyrecourt wounld naturally be ad-
vised by her friends, would naturally be
eager on her own part, to keep hidden
from you what happened at Brussels. A
sensitive woman, placed in a position so
horribly false and degrading, must not
be too severely judged, even when she
does wrong. Iam bound fo say this—
snd more. Speaking from my own
knowledge of all the parties I have 0o
doubt that Miss Eyrecourt and Mr.
Winterfield did really part at the church
door.”

Romayne answered by a look so dis-
dainfully expressive of the most immov-
able unbelief that it absolutely justified
the fatel advice by which Stella’s
worldly-wise friends had encouraged
herto conceal the truth. Father Ben-

well prudently closed his lips. He had

Y

put the case with perfect fairnmess; his
bitterest enem; could not have denied
that.

Romayne took up the second paper,
looked at it and threw it back again on
the table with an expression ot disgust.

“You told me just now,” said he,
“thet I was married to the wife of an-
other man, and there is the judge’s de-
cision releasing MMiss Tirrecourt from
her marriage to Mr. Winterfield. May
I ask you to explain yourself 2” ’

“Qertainlv. Let me first remind you
that you owe religious allegiance to the
principles which the church las e;-
serted for centuries past, with all the
authority of its divine institution, You
admit that ?’

“J admit it.’ .

“Now, listen. Irn our church, Ro-
mayne, marriage is even more than a
religious institution-—it is & sacrament.
‘We acknowledge no human laws which
profane that sacrament. Take two ex-
amples of what I say. When the great
Napcleon was at the height of his power
Pius the Seventh refused to acknowl
edge the validity of the emperor's
~iage to Maria Louisa while

i as 11'1.in~ dworced by the

t:oned ’che marnage of Mrs Fitzherberl
to George the Fourth, and still declares,
in justice to her memory, that she wae
the king’s lawful wife. In one word,
marriage, to be ma'riage at all, must be
the object of a purely religious cele-
bration—and, this condition complied
with, marriage is only to be dissolved
by death. You remember what I told
you of Mr. Winterfield ?”

“Yes. Hisfirst mariiage ook plice
hefore the registrar.”

“In plain English, Romayne, Mr.
WVinterfield ard the woman rider in the
cirens pronounced a formula of words
before & layman in an office. This is
not only no marriage; it isa blasphem-
ous profanation of a holy rite. Acts of
parliement which sanction such pro-
ceedings are acts of infidelity. The
church declares it in defense of 1e-
ligion.”

«J understand you,” said Romayne.
¢}, Winterfield’s marriage at Brus-
sels—"

¢ Which the English lsw,” Father
Benwell interposed, ‘“declares to Dbe
acnalled by the marriage before the
registrar stands good, nevertheless, by
the higher law of the church. Mr. Win-
terfield is Miss Eyrzcourt’s husband as
long as they both live. An ordainel
priest performed the ceremony in a con-
secrated building, and Protestant mar-
riages, so celebrated, are marriages ac-
knowledged by the Catholic church.
Under those circumstances the cere-
mony which afterward united you to
Miss Eyrecourt—though neither youn
nor the clergyman were to blame—-wss
s mere mockery. Need I say more?
Shall I leave you for & while by your-
mlf?!’

<«No! 1 don’t know what I may
think, I don’t know what I may dy, if
you leave me by myself.”

Father Benwell took a chair by Ilo-
msayne’s side. “It has been my hard
duty to grieve and humiliate youn,” he
seid. Do you bear me no ill will ?”
He held out his hand. ’

Tlomayne took it &5 an act of justice
if notas an act of gratitude.

““Can I be of any use in advising
you ?” Father Benwel! asked.

“Who can ad~’ =an in my po-
sition?” Romay: v - rejoined.

“JTean at le st o= b that you
should take tim '« _.wnk over your
position.”

“Time -take time? You talk as if
my situation was endurable.”

s Everything is endurable, Romayne.”
¢ It may be so to you, Iather Ben-
well. Did you part with your humanity
when you put on the black robe of the
priest ?”

o I parted, my son, with those weak-
nesses of our hinmanity on whiel: women
practice. Youtalk of your position. I
will put it before you at its worst.”
¢ For what purpose?”

«To show you exactly what your po-
sition is. Judged by the lawof Eng-
land Mrs. Romayne is your wife. Judged
by the principles held sacred among the

religions community to which you be-

* long she is not Mrs. Romayne—she is
4 Y

Alrs. Winterticld—living with you in
s.dultery I you regret your conver-

Slon—
«J don't regret it, Father Benwelll’

«If you renounce the holy aspiraty
which you have yourself acknow,
to me, retmm to your dom
Bif don't ask =<, _while ¥
with that lady, to acki;
member of cur comm

TNomayne was silent.
lent emotions erousad in
time, subsided into calm.
merey, past affection fo
tunity, and pleaded
nriest's bold language
object at which if aim d. It had re-
vived in Romayne's memory the image
of Stella in the dajs \}hen he bud first
secn her. How gently her influence had
wronght on him for g od; Low tenderly,
how truly she had loy fed him.

¢“(ive me some ;more wine!” he
cried. I feel faint and giddy. Don’t
despise me, Faiher Benwell; I was once
<0 fond of her!” /|

Tke priest poured out the wine.

«T feel for you,” hé, said. “Indeed,
indeed I feel for you.”

«T,ot me mention ore circumstance,”
Fether Benwell procecded, * which may
Lelp to relieve you for the moment. In
jour present state of mihd you cannot

ceturn to the Retreat.” %
*Impossible !” \

I have had aroom pr eparled for you
in this house. Here, free frolm any dis-
turbing influence, you can!shape the
future course of your life. Xf you wish
to communicate with your residence at
Highgate—" }

“Don’t speak of it I’

Father Benwell sighed.

¢« Ah I understand !” he safid, sadly.
«TLe house associated with Mr. Win-
terfield’s visit is—"

TRomayne agein interrupted ﬂu:m, this
time by gesture only. The h@nd that
had made the sign clinched itself when
it rested afterward on the table. His
cyes looked downward nnder fr@wning
prows. At the name of Winterfield re-

[
i
Y

?

memb: ances that poisoned every ?etter

¢ Romayne understood the true -mein

influence inffm rose venomously in his
mind. Once Pore he loathed the deceit
edpracticed on him. Once
Atable thought of that as-
serted parting at the church-door re-
newed its steaRliy torment and reasoned
with him as i{§in words—She has de-
ceived you in offe thing, Why not inan-
cther ? |

«“Can I sce fy lawyer here? he
asked, suddeniy

“My dear Rg
any one whom yo

mayne, you can see
R like to invite.”

“Do nothing 1.4
“Pray do nothing ing8

Romayns paid no §
treaty. Shrinking fr§
ous decision that awaiff
instinetively took refu
of change of sceme. ¥
England,” he szid, impat

+*Not alone,” Father Befw
strated.

g5 ud g 2
ceived; Major Hynde had opeul
and despised him. .

¢ Can you go with me at any time?”
he asked. ‘ Have yom no duties thai
keey you in Englsod ?”

“My duties, Romayne, are s.lresdj
confided to other hands.”

“Then you have foresecn this?”

T have foreseen it. Your journey
may be long or your journey may be
short; you shall not go away alone ”

T can think of nothing yet; mymind
is a blank,” Romayne confessed, sadly;
« ] don't know where I shall go.”

] know where yon ought to go and
where you will go,” said Father Ben-
well, emphatically. '

[ Where a9n

©To Rome.”

ing of that hrief reply. A vague sense
of dismay began to rise in his mind.
While he was still tortured by doubt it
seemed as if Father Benwell had, by
some inscrutable process of prevision,
planned out his future beforehand. Had
the priest foreseen events? Noj; he had~
only foreseen possibilities on the day
when it first occurred to him that Ro-
mayne’s marriage was aseailable before
the court of Romayne's conscience, from
the Roman Catholic poiut of view.
Thus far he had modestly described
himself to his reverend colleagues as
regarding his position toward Romayne
in a new light. His next letter might
boldly explain to them what he had
reslly meant. The victory was won.
Not a word more passed between his
guest and himself that morning.

* * ¥ * * *

Before post-time, on the same dsay, 7

Father Benwell wrote his last report t°~;
the secretary of the Society-of Jestts ir

these lines:
«Romayne is free from the domastm

ties that bound him. He begueaths
Vange Abbey as a legacy to the chureh,
and he acknowledges a vocation for the
priesthood. Expect us al Rome in &
fortnight's time.”

THE EXD OF THE FIFIH BOOE.

AFTER THE STORY.
Extracts from Bernard W“nterﬁeéd‘c
Diary.
I.—WINTERFIELD DEFENDS EIMSELF.
¢ Beaupark House, June 17, 18—.

«You and I, Cousin Beemijnster, sel-
dom meet. But I occasionaily hear of
you from friends acquainted with both
of us. .

«J have heard of you last at Sir
Philip’s rent-day dinrer, b week since.
My name happened to ke mentioned by
one of the gentlemen present, a gunest
like yourself. Youtogk up the subject
of your own free will: and spoke of me
in these terms:

¢¢ T am sorry #6 say it of the existing
head of the fami}y, but Bernard is really
unfit for the pbsition which he holds.
He has, to saf the least of it, compro-
mised himsglf and his relaiives on more
than one orcasion. He beganasa young
man by faarrying a circus rider. He
got into some other scrape after that
as contrivad tokeep a secret
We only know how disgrace-
it must have been by the results; he
feawa voluntary exile from England for
morethan & year. Ard now, to com-

2 the list, he has mixed himself up
in that miserable and vevolting business
of Lewis Romuyne aud his wife.’

“If any other person had spoken of
me in this manner I shonld have set
him down a5 a mischievous idiof, to be
kicked, perhaps, but not to be noticed
in anvother way.

“With yon the caseis different. If
I die wiihout male or fernale offsprivg
the Beaupark estale gces to you as
next heir.

«I don't chooseto let a man in this
position slander me and those dear to
me without promptly contradicting him.
The nameI bear is precions to me in
memory of my father. Your unan-
swered report of me, coming from a
member of the family, will be received
as truth. Rather than let this be T re-
veal to you, without reserve, some of
the saddest passages of my life. Ihave
nothing to be ashamed of, and if I have
hitherto kept certain eveats in the
dark it has been for the sake of others,
not for 1oy own sake. I know better
now. A woman’s reputation—if she is
a good woman—is not easily compro-
mised by telling the truth. The person
of whom Tam thinking when I write
this knows what I am going to do aad
approves of it.

“You will receive with these lines
the most perfectly candid statement
that I can furnish, being extracts cut
oat of my own private diary. They are
acrompanied (where plain necessity
seems to call forit) by the written evi-
dence of other persons.

¢« There has never muech sympathy
between us. But you have been brought
up like a gentleman, and when you have

read my narrative I expect that yon will
do justice to me and to others, even
though you think vwe acted indiscreetly
nnder trying end critical circumstances.

“B. W.”

IL—WINTERFIELD MAEES EXTRACTS.
11tk April, 1859.—Mrs. Eyrecourt and
her daugh’er have left Beanpark to-day

\

for London. Have I really made any
impression on the heart of the beautifnl
Stella? In my miserable posilion—
ignorant whether I am free or not—I
have shrunk from formally acknowledg-
ing that I love ber.

12th.—-I am becoming superstitiots!
In the obituary of fo-day’s Times the
death is recorded of that unhappy
woman whom I was mad enough to
marry. After hearing nothing of her
for seven years I am free! Surely this
is a good omen? Shall I follow the
Eyrecourts to London and declare my-
self? I have not cocfidence enough in
my own power of atiraction to run the
risk. Better o write first, in strictest
confidence, to Mrs. Eyrecourt.

14/, —An enchanting answer from my
angel’s mother, written in great haste.
They are on the point of leaving for
Paris. Stelle is restless ard dissatisfied;
she wants change of scene; and Mrs.
Eyrecourt adds, in so many words: ““ It
is you who have upset her; whydid yon
not speak while we were at Beaupark "
Iam to hear again from Paris. Good
old Father Newbliss said all along that
she was fond of me, and wondered, like
Mrs. Eyrecourt, why I failed to declare
myself. How could I tell them of the
hideous fetters which bou'1 me in
those days? i

18th, Paris.—She has accepted me!
Words are uselesn to express my happi-
ness.

19t%.—A lettec from my lawyer full of
professignal subtleties and delays. I
have no patience to enumerate them.
We move to Belgium to-morrow. Not

on our way back to England; Stella is
so little desirous of leaving the conti-
nent that we are likely to be married
abroad. Butshe is weary of the per-
petual gayety and glitter of Paris, and
wants to ses the old Belgium cities.
Her mother leaves Paris with regret.
The liveliest woman of her age that I
ever met with.

Tth May, Brussels.—My blessing on
the old Belgian cities. Mrs. Eyrecourt
is so eager to get away from them that
sbe bscks me in hwrrying the mar-
riage, and even consents, sorely against
the grain, to let the wedding be cele-
bra'ed at Brussels in a private and un-
pretending way. She has only stip-
ulated that Lord and Lady Loring (old
.nends} areto be present. They are toar-
rive to-morrow, and two days afterward
wo are to be married.

1 * * * > *

(3n inclosure is inverted in this place.
It consists of the death bed confessions
of Wirterfield's first wife and of the ex-
plenatory letter written by the rector of
Belhaven., The circumstances related
in these documents, alieady known to
the recder, sre left to speak for them-
selves, and the Extracts from the Diary
are then continued.)

$ * * ¥ *® *

¥9¢th May, Bingen-on-the-Rhine.—Let-
from Devonshire at last, which re-
sspmmsretcheducssin- sotie Small | ™
degree. The frightfal misfortune at
Brussels will at least be kept secret, so
far as [ am concerned. Beaupark house
is shut up and the servants are dis-
missed, “in consequence of myresiderce
abroad.” To Father Newbliss I have
privately written, telling him that the
marriege is brokea off; he writes back
(good old man!) a kind and comforting
letter. It all seews safe so far, Time
will, I suppose, help me to bear my sad
lot. And perhaps a day may come when
Stella and her friends will know how
eruelly they have wronged me.

London, 18th November, 1860.—The
old wound has been opened again. I
met Ler accidentally in a piciure gal-
lery. She turced deadly pale, and left
the place. Oh, Stella! Stella!

London, 12tk August, 1861.—Another
mesting with her. And another and a
worse shock to endure. I went to visit
an agreeable new acquaintance, Mr. Ro-
mayne. His wife drove up to the house
while I was looking ount of window. I
recognized Stella! After two years she
has made use of the freedom which the
law Las given te her. I must not com-
plain of that, or of her treating me like
a stranger, when her husband innocently
introduced us. Bui, when we werse
afterward left together for a few min-
utes—no! I cannot write down the
merciless words she said to me. Why
am I fool enough to be as fond of her
as ever?

Beaupark, 16(k November.—Stella’s
married life is not likely to be a happy
one. To-day’s newspaper announces the
conversion of her husband to the Rorian
Cutholic faith, I canhonestly say I am
sorry for her, knowing how she has
guffered, among her own relatives, by
these conversions. But I so hate him,
thet this proof of his weakness is a
downright consolation to me.

Beaupark, 27th January, 1862.—A let-
ter from Stolla, so startling and deplor-
able that {cannot remain away from her
after reading it. Her husband has de-
liberately deserted her. He has gone
to Rome to serve his term of probation
for the priesthéod. I travel to London

by to-day’s train.

WIKTERFIELD'S DIARY—{CONTINUED).

London, 27th January.—Short as it
is, T looked at Stella’s letter again and
again on the journey. The tone of the
closing sentences is still studicusly cold.
After informing me that she is staying
with her mother in London, she con-
cludes her letter in these terms:

«Be under no fear that the burden of
my troubles will be laid on yowr
shoulders. Since the fatal day when
we met at Ten Acres you have shown
forbearance and compassion toward me.
I don’t stop to inquire if you are sin-
cere—it rests with you to prove that.
But I have some questions to ask which
no person but you can answer. For the
rest, my friendless position will per-
haps plead with you not to misuwoder-
stand me.”

Inveterate distrust in every sentence!
If any other woman had treated me in
this way I should have put her letter
into the fire, snd should not have
stirred from my comfortable house.

29tk January.—A dsy missed out of
my diary. The events of yesterday nn-
nerved me for a time.

Arriving at Derwent’s hotel, on the
evening of the 2Tth, I sent a line
to Stella by messenger to ask whep
she could receive me

—

h S

“well ©

It is strange how the merest trifles l she made an effort to finish the sentence

seem to tonchwomen! Her note in re-
ply contains the first expression of
friendly feeliig toward me which has
escaped her since we parted at Brussels.
And this expression proceeds from her
ungovernable surprise nd gratitude at
my taking the.trouble to fravel frem
Devonshire to: Loadon on her account.

For the rest, she proposed tocall on me
at the hotel the'next morning. She and
her mother, it appeared, differed in opin-
ion on the subject of Mr. Romsayne’s be-
bavior to her, and sho wished to see me,
in the first instance, unrestrained by
Mrs. Eyrecourt’s interference.

There was liftle sleep for me that
night. I passed most of the time in
smoking and walhng up and down the
room. My onq, - relief was afforded by
Traveler; he begged so hard to go with
me I could nof resist him. The dog
always sleeps inmy room. His surprise
at my extraordipary restlessness (end-
ing in dowm'ight anxiety and alaa-m)
was expresacd jn his eyes, and in his
little whinings and cries, quite as intel-
ligibly as if he hiad put his meaning into
words. Who fizst called a dog a dumb
creature? It mmust have been a man 1
think, and & thofoughly unlovable man,
too, from a dog’s point of view.

Soon after ten on the morning of the
28th she entered my sitting-room.

In her personal appearance I saw a
change for the wcrse, produced I sup-
pose by the troubles that have tried her
gorely, poor thing. There was a sad
loss of delicacy in her features and of
purity in her complexion. Even her
dress—I should certainly not have no-
ticed it in any other woman—seemed to
be loose and siovenly. In the agita-
tion of the moment I forgot the long
estrangement between us; I half-lifted
my hand to take’hers, and checked my
self. 'Was I mistaken in supposing that
she yielded to the same impulse and re-
gisted it as I did? She concealed her
embarrassment, ifshe felt any,by patting
the dog.

T am ashamed that youn should have
taken the jowrney to London in this
wintry weather to—" she begaa.

It was impossible, in her sitnation, to
let her assume this commonplace tone
with me. “I sincerely feel for yon,” I
said, “an& smcarely wish tp help youil
I can.”

She looked st me for the first time.
Did she believé me, or did she still
doubt? Before I could decide she
took & letter from her pocket, opened it
and handed it to me.

% Women often exaggerate their trou-
bles,” she said. “‘It is perhaps an
unfair trial of your patience, but I
shonld like you to satisfy yourself that
I have not made the worst of my sitna-
tion. That letter will place it before
you in Mr. Romsyne’s own words. Read
it, except where the page is tmrned
down.”

Itwashar

I

hﬂ_d’s letter of fare-

The lsngnsga was Bempulonsly deli-
cate and considerate. But to my mind
it entirely failed to disgnise the fanat-
ical cruelty of the man’s resolution ad-
dressed to his wife. In substance it
came to this:

«He had discovered the marriage at
Brussels, which she had deliberately
concealed from him when he took lLer
for his wife. She had afterward per-
sisted in that concealment, under cir-
cumsiances which made it impossible
that he could ever trust her again.”
(This no doubt referred to her ill-ad-
advised reception of mess a total stran-
ger at Ten Acres Lodge). “In the mis-
erable break-up of his domestic life the
church to which he now belonged of-
fered him not only her divine consola-
tion, but the honor, above all earthly
distinections, of serving the cause of re-
ligion in the sacred ranks of the priest-
hood. DBefore his deparfure for Rome
e bade her a last farewell in this
world, and forgave ber the injuries that
she had inflicted on him. For her sake
he asked leave to say some few words
more. In the first place he desired to
do her every justice, in a worldly sense.
Ten Acres Lodge was offered to her as
o free giit for her lifetime, witha suf-
ficient income for all her wants. Inthe
second place he was™ anxious that she
should not mi-interpret his motives.
Whatever his opinion of her conduct
might be, he did not relyon it asafford-
ing his only justification for leaving
her. Setting personal feelings aside,
he felt religious scruples (connected
with his msrriage) which left him no
other alternative than the separation on
which he had resolved. He wonld
briefly explain those seruples and men-
tion his authority for entertaining them
before he closed his letter.”

There the page was twrmed down and’
the explanation was concealed from me.
A feint color stole over her face as I
handed the letter back to her.

«Tt is needless for you to read the
rest,” she said.  *¢ You know under his
own hand that he has left me, and
(if such a thing pleads with you in his
favor) you also know that he is liberal
in providing for his deserted wife.”

I attempted to speak. Shesawinmy
face how I despised him and stopped
me.

¢t Whatever you may think of his con-
duet,” she continued, “I beg that you
will not speak of it to me. MayIask
your opinion (now you have read his
letter) on another matter in which my
own conduct is concerned ? In former
days—"

She paused, poor soul, in evident con-
fusion and distress.

«“Why speak of those days?” I ven-
tured to say.

«T must speak of them. In former
days I think you were told that my
father’s will provided for my mother and
for me, You know that we have enough
to live on?”’

I had heard of it at the time of our
betrothal, when the marriage settlement
was in preparation. The mother and
daughter had each & little income of a
few hundreds a year. The exact emount
had escaped my raemory.

After answering her to this effect, I
waited to hear more.

She snddenly became silent, the most
peinful embarrassment showed itself in
her face and manner. ‘Never mind the
rest,” she said, mastering her confusion
after an interval. “I have had some
hard trials to bear ; I forget things™—
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and gave it up, and called to the dog to
come to her. The tears were in her
eyes, and that was the way she took te
hide them from me.

In general I am not guick at reading
the minds of others, but I thought I
understood Stella. Now that we are
face to face the impulse to trust me had
for the moment got the better of kexr
caution and her pride; she was self-
ashamed of it, half-inclined to follow it.
I hesitated no longer. The time for
which I had waited, the time to prove
without any indelicacy on my side that
I had never been nnworthy of her, had
surely come at last.

“ Do you remember my reply to yomr
letter about Father Benwell 2 T asked.
" “Yes, every word of it.”

T promised, if you ever had need of
me, to prove that I had never been un-
worthy of your confidence. In yom
present situation I can honorably keep
my promise. Shall I waif till you are
calmer, or shall I go on at onca?”

“Af once I”

“When your mother and your friends
took you from me,” I resumed, *if yon
had shown any hesitation—"

She shuddered. The image of my
unhappy wif2, vindictively confronting
us on the church steps, seemed to be
recalled to her memory.

“Don’t go back to it!” she eried.
‘¢ Spare me, I entreat you!l”

T opened the writing-case in which 1
had kept the papers sent to me by the
rector of Belhaven, and placed them
on the table by which she was sitting.
The more plainly and briefly I spoke
now the better I thought it might be
for both of us.

¢Since we parted at Brussels,” I said,
 my wife has died. Here is a copy cf
the medical certificate of her death.”

Stella refused to look at it.

“I don’t understand such things,”
she answered, faintly.  What is this?”

She took up my wife’s death-bed
confession.

“Read it,” I said.

She looked frightened.

“What will it tell me?” she asked.

“Tt will tell you, Stells, that false
appearances once Ied you into wronging
an innocent man.”

Having said this, I walked away to a
window behind her, st the further end
of the room, so that she might not see
me while she read.

After a time—how much longer it
seemed to be than it really was!—I
heard her move. AsI turned from the
window she ran to me, and fell on her
knees at my feet. I tried to raise
her; I entreated her to believe that she
was forgiven. She seized my hands,
and held them over her face—they were
wet with her tears.

«T am ashamed to look at you,” she
said. “Oh, Bernard, what a wretch I
Lhave been I”

I never was so distressed in my life.
~1I-don't know whEtT should have said,
what I should have dome, if my dear
old dog had not helped me out of it.
He, too, rin up to me with the loving
jealousy of his race, and tried to lick
my hands still fast in Stells’s hold. His
paws were on her shoulder; he at-
tempted to push himself betweenus. 1
think I successfully assumed a tran-
quillity which I was far from really
feeling.

¢ Come, come " I said, *‘ you mustn’t
make Traveler jealous.”

She let me raise her. Ah, if she
could have kissed me—bnt that was not
to be done; she kissed the dog’s head,
and then she spoke to me. I shall not
set down what she said in these pages.
While I live there is.no fear of my for-
getting those words.

1".ed her back to her chair, The let-
ter addressed to me by the rector of
Belhaven still lay on the table unread.
1t was of some importance to Stella’s
complete enlightenment as containing
evidence that the confession was genu-
ine, But I hesitated for her sake to
gpeak of it just yet.

“Now you know that you have 2
frierd to help and advise you,” Ibe

¢ No,” she interposed; *“more than ¢
friend, say a brother.”

I said it. *“ You had something tc
ask of me,” I resumed, “and you neve:
put the gquestion.”

She understood me.

T meant to tell you,” she said, thal
I had written a letter of refusal to Mr.
Romsyne’s lawyers. I have left Ten
Acres never to return, and I refuse ta
accept a farthing of Mr. Romayne’s
money. My mother—though she knows
we have enough to live on—tells me I
have acted with inexeusable pride and
folly. I wanted to ask if you blame
me, Bernard, as she does?”

I dere say I was inexcusably pround
and foolish, too, It wasthe first time
she had called me by my Christian
name since the happy bygone time,
never to come again. Under whatever
influence I acted I respected and ad-
mired her for that refusal, and I owned
it in sv many words. This little en-
couragement seemed to relieve her.
She was o much calmer that I ventured
‘to speak of the rector’s leiter.

She wouldn’t hear of it. “Oh, Ber-
nard, have I not learnt to trust you yet?
Put away these papers. There is only
one thing I want to know. Who gave
them to you? The rector?”

“No.”

«How did they reach you ?

¢Through Father Benwell.”

She started to her feet likea womsn
electrified.

«J knew it1” she cried. “Itis the
priest who has wrecked my married life,
and he got his information from those
letters befole he put them into your
hands.” She dropped into her chair
again. “That was the first and fore-
most of the questions I wanted to put
to you,” shesaid. “Iam answered. I
ask no more.”

She was surely wrong about Father
Benwell? I tried to show her why.

Itold her that my reverend friend
had put the letters into my hand with
the seal which protected them unbro-
ken., She langhed disdainfully. Did I
know him so little as to doubt for a mo-
ment that he could break a seal and re-
placeit again? This view was entirely
new to me ; I was startled, but not con-
vinced. I never desert my friends—

evenwhen they are friends of no very

long standing—end T still tried to de- |

fend Father Benwell. The only resull
was to make her alter her intention ol
ssking me no more questions. I inno-
cently roused in her 2 new curiosity.
She was eager to know how I had first
become acquainted with the priest, and
how he had contrived to possess himsel;
of information which was iniended for
my reading omnly.

There was but one way of answering
Ler.

It was far from easy to & man like
myself, unaccustomed to state circum-
stances in their proper order, but I had
no other choice than to reply by telling
the long story of the theft and discovery
of the rector’s papers. So fur as Fathe:
Benwell was concerned the narrative
only confirmed her suspicions. For
the rest, the circumstances which most
interested her were the circumstances
associated with the French boy.

¢ Anything connected with that poor
creature,” she said, ‘“has a dreadful
interest for me now.”

«Did you know him?” I asked, with
some surprise.

“] knew him and his mother—jyou
shall heer how at anotheg time. I sup-
pose I felt a presentiment that the boy
would have some evil influence over
me. Af any rate, when I accidentally
touched him I trembled as if I hed
touched = serpent. You will think me
superstitions; but, after what you have
said, it is certainly true that he has been
the indirect camse of the misfortune
that has fallen on me. How came he to
steal the papers? Did you ask the
rector when you went to Belhaven ?

“J asked the rector mothing. But
he thought it his duty to tell me all
that he knew of the theft.”

She drew her chair nearer to me.
«“T.et me hear every word of it?” she
pleaded, eagerly.

I felt some reluctance to comply with
the request.

“Ts it not fit for me to hear?’ she
asked.

This forced me to be plain with her,
“If I repeat what the rector told me,”
I said, “I must speak of my wife.”

She took my hand. “Yon have
pitied and forgiven her,” she answered.
“Speak of her, Bernard, and don’t, for
God’s sake, think that my heart is harder
than yours.”

I kissed the hand that she had given
to me—even her “brother” might da
that!

“Tt began,” I said, “in the grateful
attachment which the boy felt for my
wife. He refused to leave her bedside
on the day when she dictated her con-
fession to the rector. As he was en-
tirely ignorant of the English language,
there seemed to be no objection to let-
ting him have his own way. He became
inquisitive as the writing went on. His
questions annoyed the rector, and, as
the easiest way of satisfying his curi-
osity, my wife told him that she was

| making her will. He knew just enough,

from what he had heard at various
times, to associate making a will with
gifts of money, and the pretended ex-
planation silenced and satisfied him.” -

“Did the rector understand it,”
Stella asked.

“Yes. Like many other Enghshmen
in his position, “although he was not
ready at speaking French, he could read
the langnage, and couid feirly well un-
derstand it when it was spoken. Afte:
my wife's death he kindly placed the
boy for a few days under the care of Li+
housekeeper. Her early life had been
passed in the island of Martinique; and
she was able to communicate with the
friendless foreigner in his own language.
When he disappeared she was the only
person who counld throw any light on
his motive for stealing the papers. On
the day when he entered the housa she
caught him peeping through the key-
hole of the study-door. He must have
seen where the confession was placed,
and the color of the old-fashioned blue
paper on which it was written would
help him to identify it. The next morn-
ing, during the rector's absence, he
brought the manuscript to the house-
keeper and asked her to translate it intc

French, so that he might know how |

much money was left to him in ‘the
will.! She severely reproved him, made
Lim replace the paper in the desk from
which he had taken it, and threatened
to tell the rector if his misconduct was
repeated. He promised amendment,
and the good-natured woman believed
him. Two days afterward the locked
door of the cabinet in which the papers
had been secured was found open, ond
they and the boy were both missing
together.”

“Do you think he showed the con-
fession to any other person?’ Stella
asked. “I happened to know that he
concealed it from his mother.”

* After the housekeeper’s reproof,” 1
replied, “‘ he would be cunning enough,
in my opinion, not to run the rick of
showing it to strangers. It is far more
likely that he thought he might learn
English enough to read it himself.”

There the subject dropped. We were
silent for & while, She was thinking
and I was looking ather. On a sudden
she raised her head. Her eyes rested on
me gravely.

¢ Tt is very strange,” she said.

“What is strange ?”

« T havebeen thinking of the Lorings.
They encouraged me to doubt you.
They advised me to besilent about what
happened at Brussels. And they, too,
are concerned in my husband’s desertion
of me. He first met Father Benwell af
their house. From that time I see the
circumstances in my mind, all following
one on another, until the priest and the
French boy were bronught together, and
the miserable end came which has left
me & deserted wife.” Her head drooped
sgain ; her next words were murmured
to herself. *I am still a young woman,’
she said, “Oh, God! what ismy future
to be?”

This morbid way of thinking dis-
tressed me. I reminded her that she
had devoted friends.

“Not one,” she answered,
yow.”

« Have younotseen Lady Loring ?” I
asked.

«“She and Ler husband have written
most kindly, inviting me to make their
house my home. I have no right to
blame them, they meant well. But,
after what has happened, I can’t go
back to them.”

“but

-¢I am sorry to hear it,” I said.

¢ Are you thinking of the Lorings?’
she asked.

I don’t even know the Lorings. I
can think of nobody but you.”

I was still looking at her, and Tam
afraid my eyes said mors than my words.
{f she bad doubted it before she must
have now known that I was as fond of
her as ever. She looked distressed
rather than confused. I made an
awkward attempt to set myself right.

“Surely your brother may speak
plainly,” I said.

She agreed to this. But, neverthe-
less, she rose to go with a friendly word
intended (as I hoped) to show me that
Lhad got my pardon for that time.
“Will you come and see us fo-mor-
row ?” she said. ¢ Can you forgive my
mother as generously as you have for-
given me? I will take care, Bernard,
that she does you justice at last.”

She held out her hand to take leave.
dow could Ireply? If T'had been a

The Unpléasant Pets of a Lad of
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to Twine Aronnd Ais Neck and Wal

Stories told by . trevelers in
where venomous repfiles ab<
snake conjurers, are usually
cum grano salis, but there 13 a little
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resolute man I might have remembered | £ ) feed.”.

that it would be best for me notfoo see
too much of her. But I am a poor
weak creature. I accepted her invita.
tion for the next day.

80tk January.—1 have just™ returned
from my visit.

My thoughts are in = stats of inde-
seribable conflict and confusion, and
her mother is the cause of it. Iwish I
had not gone to the house. AmIa bad
man, I wonder, and have I only fuund
it out now?

Mrs. Eyrecourt was alone in the
drawing-room whenIwentin. Judging
by the easy manner in which she got
up to receive me the misfortune which
has befallen her daughter seemed to
have produced no sobering change in.
this frivolous woman.

My dear Winterfield,” she began.
¢ T have behaved infamously. I won’t
say that appearances were ag?inst you;
I will only say I ounght not fo have
trusted appearances. You are the in-

jured person; please forgiveme. Shall | hair

we go on with the subject or shall
we shake hands and say no more about
it ?”

7 shook hands, of course. Mrs, Eyre-
court perceived that I was looking for
Stella. '

¢ Sit down,” she said, “and be good
enough to put up with no more attract-
ive society than mine. TUnless I set
things straight, my good friend, youand
my daughter—oh, with the best inten-
tions—will drift into a false position.
You won't see Stella to-dsy. Quite im-
possible—and I will tell you why. 1
am the worldly old mother; I don't
mind what I say. My innocent daugh-
ter would die before she would” confess
whst 1 am going to tell you. Canl
offer you anything? Have you had
lunch ?”

I begged her to continne. She per-|

plexed, I am not sure that she did not
even slarm; me.-

- % Very well,” sﬁepmcéeded. “You pub.

may be surprised to hear it, but I don’
mean to allow things fo go on in this
way. My contemptible son-in-law shall
return to his wife.”

This startled me, and I suppose I
showed it.

“Wait a little,” said Mrs. Eyrecourt;
s there is nothing to be alarmed about.
Romsayne is a weak fool, and Father
Benwell’s hands are (of course) in both
his pockets. But he has, unless I am
entirely mistaken, some small sense of
shame and some little human feeling
still left. After the manner in which
e has behaved these are the merest
possibilities, you will say. Very likely.
I have boldly appealed to those possi-
bilities, nevertheless. He has already
gone away to Rome, and I need scarcely
add—Father Benwell would take good |
care of that—he has left nsno address.
It doesn’t in the least matter. Omne of
the advantages of being so much in
society as I am is that I have nice ze-
quaintances everywhere, always ready
to oblige me, provided I den’t borrow
money of them. I have written to Ro-
mayne under cover to one of my friends
living in Rome. Wherever he may be
there will my letter find him.”

So far I listened quietly enough, natu-
rally supposing thet Mrs. Eyrecourt
trusted to her own arguments and per-
suasions. It was a relief to me tofeel
that the chances were a hundred to one
against her.

This unworthy way of thinking was
instantly checked by Mrs, Eyrecourt’s
next words.

“Don’t suppose that I em foolish
enough to ettempt to reason with him ?”
she went on. “My letter begins and
ends on the first page. His wife has a
claim on him which no newly-married
man can resist, Let me do him justice.
He knew nothing of it before he went
away. My letter—my daughter has no
suspicion that I have written it—tells
him plainly what the claim is.” ?

She paused. Her eyes softened, her
voice sank low—she became quite un-
like the Mrs. Eyrecourt whom I knew.

«In a few months more, Winterfield,”
ghe ssid, “my poor Stella will be
mother. My letter calls Romayne back
to his wife—and his chiid.”

[T0 BE CONTINTED.]

A Hundred Years Ago.

One hondred years sgo not a poued
of coal nora cubic foot of illumina-
ting gas had been burnt in the country.
No iron stoves were used, and no con-
trivacces for econmomizing heat were
employed until Dr. Franklin invented
the iron framed fireplace which still
bears his nsme. All the cooking and
warming in towsm, as well as in the
country, was done by the 2id of a fire
kindled on the brick hearth or in brick
ovens. Pine kuots or tallow candles
furpished the light for tke long winter
pights, and sanded flovr supplied the
place of rugs and cerpets. The water
used for Lousehold parposes was drawn
from deep wells with creaking sweeps.
No form of pump was used in thiscoun-
try, go far as we can learn, until after
the commencement of the present cen-
{ury. There were no friction matches
in those days by the aid of which a fire
could be easily kindled, and if the fire
went out mpea the hearth over night
and the tinder was dap, so that the
spark would not catch the alternative
remained of wading throngh the snowsa
mile or so to borrow a brand of a neigh-
bor. Oaly one room in any honse was
warm, unless some member of the family
was ill; in 21l the rest the temperature
was at zero during many nightsin the
winter. The men and women of one
hondred years ago wert fo their beds
in & temperature colder than that of

our barns and wood sheds.

nze:-mket.hlsmomnsdmndu
as himself, 8o hessbﬂnleepy
boy will wake hin: up.” :
“Here, Willie I” -
A delicate-looking youthsbout
cf age came Iunning
room. Such a pretty boy, ®
dreamy eyes and & mass of sunny
combed  over his fo
Obedient to s cign from his-
pmahed agide the glass covering
casa,” and, ieserting his tmy
pulled ont the "ugglmg

Patting the cannibal backhﬁp_

lair, he went over fo a large case, X
which sore twenty
varying in length fromﬂuee
feet, were busily engsged in-
themselves and cach otharmto

he placed about his waist, 1
Jack, and that’s Nellie, znd heré’s
They allknowmemﬁthey nl
hurt me” It made the
shundder as he \nt:heé
erawling and twisting over
& dozen more heads protrnded {
case pointing their forked “ton
the lad asif trying to join in'
¢Thosa snakes could crush m
death if they liked,” said Mr. |
he also took three or four of the
acd allowed them to wriggle ab
body, ‘l;bnt htnh;;{ w?;!%h nevz:m “think
doing him 1 exception”
ofBi‘by, all those turtleheads were
brought t» me by a ses captsin
the West Indies. Baby was b
from an egg that lay in the barrel
formed their tra‘relmg carrisge.
was four inches long when he was
and now he’s over lour feet and.
all grown in five months,  He'
son’s favorite. Th.cy were prefty
when I first got ’em, but I bareb:
their mouths and that tamed them.”
“How do you mean?”
“Why I took them in turns
heads have teeth, not fangs, and ares
posedforthatressmnotmbe
ous by nstoralists. I col
snakes “more or less venomns.
usnally cure them of that habit'h
I plag with ’em, I heat n poker
hot, then I put the snake on theg
and irritate it, and when .if mhe!
one of my fingers I watch my

-portunity and shove the hot iron_dc

its throa%. Snakes trested in'tl
very seldom try to bits sh;um T
again. Every one of those :!elhn ¥
there has been treated thus.. I
them separate notil their months
well and then I or my boy stroked
a little each day until at last we
do what we liked with them. The
pear to take kindly to this clm ]
had seversl more, but showmen
chased them from me. -J gof from
to $25 & puir for them. They est
Sparrows, mice, young sqmak
rabbite, which they crush snd &
on the boa-constrictor :
delphia Press.

A Lucky Esedpe.
During the trip ofa Portugu
from Rio Janci=o to New York she
countered 2 fisice storma. - The i)
the yards slmost touched the wves
the phrase used i describe thesi
While the vesse. !abored ;!ong in ¢
position, a fremerdous ses struck
amidships from ¢he windward i
It swept across the deck with
force, carrying awsy every looge
and, tearingthree men from the ri
to which they were clinging, it &
them clean over the lee side, some
teen or twenty feet from the vessel. Tha
waves were washing over the
from all mdes, snd luck A4t tbat
mass of water into which they fell
moving toward the vessel. Just b
all happened, or how long they
overboard no one could tell. - 'The
captain, Francisco Diasdos Santos Bai rday
thinks it was about s minute. He &
them carried awayand & terrible fe
took possession of him for & m
Then he saw them swept on
sgain. He rushed forward and
Campos by the hair, holdingon
life while the waters rety
couple of others caught th
Tercira grasped and Dy
puars of the rigging. 4%
before any one quitd®
ired, and the

proved to bea trifiiz

mate's left leg and k
mecderated iater the 8 {
passage concluded une

A Morse Epitaph,

Horse epitaphs ‘are not num BT
but here is one tzken from a -
stone set up near a farmhouse
England:

Here lies poor Zip.
1o deatu’s cold grip,

Just four weeks smee I b
XNo.x twelve pounds tures

Ave gone, and ste
Dicd when w.e hadn




