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*' BEFORE HIEH HEAVEN | SWEAR YOU SHALL NEVER STAND AT THE ALTAR AS BERTRAND HAIQHTE'S WikE!"

WILL SHE MARRY Hinq?

Or, THE MASKED BRIDE,
BY MBY. MARY REDD CROVY AL,

CHAPTER 1.
THE FIRST TOKEN OF THE STORM.
THE last brilliant tints of an autumn sunset
mst»ljeaming brightly over $he lawn at Eden-
- lighting up with richly-warm glories the

spacious mansion, whose many windows caught
the sunlight, reflecting it again in a blaze of
molten %9 denness,

Far off, to the west, the Hudson river was
sweeping by, a veritable belt of flame, under
that orange sky; eastward, skirting the rear of
Edenwilde, were the solemn Highlands, crown-
ed with their glowing, frost-touched jewels.

Before the front piazza, all white pillared and
floored, and from whence Crystel Roecoe was
watching the lights and the shadows as they
filickered and swayed on the close-cut, velvety
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gfeensward, stretched the large lawn, adorned
y far-spreading trees, and low, bushy shrubs,
with here and there a ?leaming marble Ceres or
Diana, and a dainty Niobe, all a-sprinkled from
the spray of the shelled fountain, that tinkled
and showered over she bright green mosses and
pitillipped sea-shells,

Niobe, all a-sprinkled from® the sgray of the
shelled fountain, that tinkled and showered
over the bright green mosses and pink-lipped
sea-shells.

It was a vast, glorious inheritamee, this that
belonged to the proud, wealthy Roseoes for
many a past generation, and fair Crystel Ros-
¢oe, while gazin, the beauties of the old
ancestral home, felt her heart beat anew, as she
remembered she was a Roscoe,

And. a fit representative she was; with her
aristocratic beauty of face and form, no less
than of mind and heart, )

As she sat thus, her white dress lying in thick,
graceful i around her, and a scarlet
silken shawl thrown over one shoulder, her
beautiful dark-brown eyes resting in admiration
on the fair landscape, you would have stopped
to gaze again at the satin-brown hair, without
{-.iipple or wgvhe t@?af-iittg {vgfy sgfgoothmst;hag

@ eéarnest, hofiest, withal Hau <) L2}
held the trub Roseop self BpOFtancs,

She was fair, and noble, and brave, and true,
and all this nobility she had promised to Ber-
trand Haighte, whose Tower walls rose grim
and gray, fast over the sunny~ Fiver,

Bertrand Haightel it was he of whom she
was thinking, as she mutely eafessed the be-

tiothal- u%Oﬁ her dainty finger; dreaming of
the blissf _daas\ they had spent sinee he nad
wen her, while the § r}ﬁg was just bloom-
ing; wondering if the futurs eould hold more of
g MRS IR B
thaft the aﬁg@P&-

Her sweet thoughts were bringing o scarlet
bloom to her pale cheeks—Crystel was white
and colorless as the Psyche ovér her toilet bu-
reau; a clear, cold, ele%aﬂt fairmess, a birth-
right to the Roseoes—aind she started suddenly
as the distinet sounds of a galleping horse’s feet
he tout Bho ougR it o ‘K“béa?m“@maﬁ‘éé
and she sprung o o faet,f%% Eight of love's
weleoming i her eyes.

It was not Bertrand, nor was it any one Crys-
tel had ever seen before: and she stood aston-
ished to see the stranger riding up to the foot
of the high marble flight of steps.

It was a womam—or rather a girl, of nineteen
or twenty, perhaps. A dark, magnificent
woman, whose midnight hair hung to her waist
in a suecession of loose, heavy curls.

. Her eyes were large, haughty in their expres-
sion, and_dark as a thumndei~cloud; and some-
how, as Crystel stood watching the stranger dis-
mount, her scarlet shawl flung gracefully over
her shoulder, her slight ferm drawn up in sur-
prise, she associated those wendrous,  filashing
ey, da, for a morment heef fested full on her,
mt%@ggthtﬁm@_@ha storm-eloud, which, at
a i ' waratng, ould spread instant des-
olatief areund.

She thought that, then forgot it in her sur-
priize,

Very self-possessed the stranger ascended the
steps%n@l bowed to Crystel. e
“This is Miss Roscoe, I think?”

“ 1 am Miiss My sister is not at home.”
wish tosee. 1 wasnot aware
there was an elder child.”

. She paused and looked keenly at Crystel, who,
in her most frigid tones, addressed her: =

“[leecam_not imagine what you wish of either
Hellice—Miss Roscoe—or myseif.”

. The lady drew near her, and fixed her fikshe
ing eyes upon her.

I'am as well aware as youmself that you eon-
sider me an intruder; péfha?k I am; aps
you will regard me yeur best friend one 4a
strange as my introduction 6 you l§i 1 cafié
to see yow, Miss Crystel, en selemﬁg IMpeF-
tant business. May I ask you to ifivite ms
" Sho spoke with a court! hat deotad

e spoke with a courtly grace that den
her refinement and education: and as she 66A-
cluded, she handed Crystel a card.

It is my name,” she said, briefly.

Crystel read the address. It was a name she
had never heard before, nor was ever likely to
forget, so unique and melodious was it:

¢ e DEL ROSE.”

“I have never heard of you, Miss Del Rose,
xhere surely must be_a mistake. There are
never visitors at Edenwildeexcept inviited guests
or friends.”

She was as freezing as an iceberg, but the
stranger did not resent the remark,

“ As I said, I desire to see you, Miss Ciystel
Roscoe, and as_you do not deign to extefid to
me even the slightest courtesies of hospidality,
let me at once inform you why I ain here, Ml%.ﬁ

tel, you are engaged to b8 i 2
Crys Helghters - oage ariied to Ber

Crgstel flushed indignantly at the sudden
question, asked so slmrgliy. )
R; 1 , ,ean’t lse that it Interests you, Miss Del
se.
“ But it does. I have come to Edenwilde to
aseeft%in it the rumor be true; because, iff it be

She d, fiiing her penetrating eyes on

Crystel’s sweet face.
And if it be?”

Miss Roscoe asked it haughtily.

“ Then my mission will be one of bitter woe-
tulness to you. Miss Crydidl” .

A sudden throb of the heart told her this
strange woman’s visit was an omen; a sickeming
shiver came over her, that the bright eyes op-
posite to her did not fail to see.

WMl you tell me? I muait know, even if 1
{:ide,y) The Towers and-have it from his own
ips.

E'fl see no reason for your troubling M
Haighte. I also knew of fio reason why 1
Sh@‘% deny that which is an honor to me, oF
wauld be to anly weian. Yes. Miss Del Rose,

am betiothed to Bertrand Haighte. 1 wesr

i§ fmg that
to-ay S6es me

Crystel spoke quietly, haughtily, and then
turmed away, as if, all the required information
be_m% given, she deemed herselt at liberty* to
withe raw:.

A deathly ashiness overspread Undine Del

8 gave me; and ofie month frem
Eoaa
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"sd f-kf 8 re h forth her hands| But, despite her torave putting of the gue
%,%,, B@ﬁé to herself, %er heart wag sm%m ‘fﬁ é 8&%
e ared’? Miss Crys-  and nervous alarm; and she grew 9
fie dare not marry the cold evening air alone made
e,n on%@h G@?ﬂ; ive hi that h hascast wrapped her shawl more tnghtly 8 u @F
tlns blj ht evsf uﬁ% e! An t, O y still sat, waiting and think m @
an Hﬁﬁf@_ three significant words kept
éemi oh, the Bevcary was bound to ne one, ye g et 2k
6 wa S BAlGUTE'S liberty to marry

.
| K was strange, atileast; ing_b g
As she finished speakl , she bowed her head this witeh- fagégdg ' elfin-loc W g@ le
erh whlle C ] stood, like a statue, ' if nothing marel

star ng at , Carriage-wheels were approaching, and
R Explam yourself I Remember M, Haigihte tel arose to greet her sister and father &R
is very near and dear to me, and that whatever

fr@m
you say to injure hvm, hufts me as well. Re- R gﬂq
member he occupies a position of influenes and gf |
trust, and is kna%m thi%ugh@ut the Sial for & u§uel, W% §§¥gﬁ%&% eag gﬂgﬁlﬁ@m 8%?

bl \
R it CHIRRSR, Sefr  ow ﬂ%f : %ﬁeggéw ﬁg&ygﬁgg%%&%%%ﬁ W
h ‘hgea Checked b §eﬁ§‘ 4o " 13 M Teonpeied
- e ﬁstr-an r checked herself, thep begas, al-
8}f§
tiand Haighte's wifs!”
YOur wo t new

he hed regaired_hor iy GifS, 4 §§ﬂ? EFa
iding BB
“T tell you he dave not. he can not, he SHALL, %
“ Such langua gte beﬁraysyoufpurp@se WOIAn,
gvef- eF v“%mﬂ@f ’d £ yvad VSlv b %E?Fg BF F B é‘f'i%}gf‘
0, 2oonon. Wards fﬁ ﬁ ‘g %F@ﬁ Fidad 1o

brown eyes wef-e steadily re ing the aﬁgf
56?6{-6 %@f. 8
not make you his wife! Before high Heaven 1 | %
R i Egp
; L m@ ?@s
At first 1 thought you a lad auf ag@
and gentle d@m@aﬁef see %éé aﬁﬁ

some pessmﬂate face
swear you shall never stand at the altar as Ber-
was startied b Jour 9@9@8@ a Bd aﬁ E#% fﬁﬂ: =H GE gﬂ %v

ﬁ@a@ §1§ r§ 8&% ‘ s ﬁgm g
Crystel frews hef' shawl more @leﬁeié fiound ad | YO3pEn ‘E erin

herf but the stranger grew mere exeited at HeF | goge ﬁ s g ; h er

g gl V ¥ W@{% M F§H

“J_Jam idiot? I jealous 6 mma!
I might speak the w@jfet t afhgﬁ ﬁ§ gﬂwgtﬂd &
She struck wildly against her gf-@

“1 am not anxi us HOW YOUF secréls: 1
wush te %@ @x&uge new.”

moment, I beg, while 1 tall £yeul to pfove |
g;@—prove mel Go tell your be hus-
nd Undine Del Rose was here, and he'll ask
sheis! But tell him these thiee wardds-
% per them in the ear of the man whe, though
net ound bv word or deed to any living woman |
hut yourself, the man, who, thoigh frée as the
air he br@am@s, dare not marry you, Crystel
Roécoe, wh;sper to him, I say, these words—
an

{he hears them, jud/e for your- & WS}
self, But, if the world stands and you live, | jn 8?%@ @%@
gF

ou'll never see the day that calls you Bertrand i
aighte’s wifel”

She leaned over, and mi-rmured the fatal test t,ﬁ
words in Crystel's ear. Then, with no further
adieu, rode away as she had come.

Oryshel watched the i gf figure, and noted
than it took the direction of The Towers.

She sat down on the rustic settee, her heart

n% her thoughts wild and unsettled.
id it all mean? Who was this myste-
rious “Undiine Del Rose” with her ominous

news, her tragic oath? What did she know of
Bertrand Haighte?

—g-
OD
| I

. éa%
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CHAPTER 11,
STRICKEN,

HE was a young man, was Bertrand Ha.ight:e
with a merry, joyous light in his eyes, and a
quick, firm sPrmg in his tread as he walked; a
tall, well-built young fellow, with square shoul-
ders, proud head, and graceful

As he came llﬁhtly up the flight of mamlle steigg
Crystel looked down tom her window on h
with feelings that were strangers to her heart;
a vague fear for their future, a distrust of the
gresent and withal, a yearning tendeimess in

er soul for him who milyiit never be hers.

These thoughts it was that lent the shadow to
hgn tt‘lare brown eyes, and her lover noted it in-
8

1¥ystel darling, what cruel elf has been
painting these shades on that sweet face?
it n%t’ be exorcised by my superior power, think
you

Bertrand lifted her chin, and kissed her ripe,
red lips; and she smiled up in his merry blue
eyes; but it was a wanlike smile,

Her lover gazed earnestly at her; then his own
face became graver.
bel';mmething ¥ the matter, Crystel. Come,

me.”

With a playful show of authority, he drew
her to the tofa, and then sat down himself hold-
ing ber cold little hands.

Come now, pet, and let me hear what oc-
casions this cloud be it trivial or important. I
can promise my sympathy and aid.”

How noble he was when he spoke so tender"

Ilyei: so like a strong, proud man|

aam sure of your sympathy always, Ber-
tt-amd dear, even as I desire you shall ever rest
agsh%emf my unchanging love for you, come

Crystel trembled a little as the words left her
lips, and she snatched a quick glance at her
lover’s face, on which was written surprise and
bewilderment.

“Come what will! Why, my little girl,
what is coming? Any thing to warrant your
warning me beforehand?”

“HBe , I will tell you.”

Crystel laia her two han d, in a dim-
[ﬂhd embrace, on young Hai hhe’s knee; she
ooked full in his wondering, loving eyes, and
then told him:

* Bertrand, there came a woman, or I rather
should call her a young girl, dark, passionate,
splendid, to Edenwilde, to-day. She gave her
fiame as Undine Del Rose.”

Crystel paused, watching him narrowly, the
while, so thankful that he only seemed sur-
prlsed not conscious. And yet, did not the
young girl say nothing would move him until
ghe meftioned the three test words?

She grew flushed with excitement as she went
on,

**This young girl came purposely to see wne,

mandfto gvgm me, dga;,pg aganynst, who do
you think?”

She was looking wistfully at him,

“I never could guess, darlmg, unless it were
scapegrace I7 Am I right?

e laughed gayly; Crystel’s face grew
graver.

" Bexrtrand, you have spoken in jest the truth

claspe

that is troubling me. She diil tell me you
not, couLb not, SHOULD not ever call
me your wife.”

I's eyes began to moisten, and her lips
trem led; it was a relief to see Bertrand spring
from the sofa, his cheeks flushin g his "~ eyes

lea.min in anger. But, like a dea welght on
tne act sne

I Sb tne act sue Rag ﬁgtt; ?/'g% g’BEHgg
(] ﬂigrme att:.aggt li;o Blﬂég%%&
stal butedallé £i

twas SteIPVENGOwBAL
u ooke éﬁgnﬁv ?ou oor PMP vggm
hea be ls a.rms

Mauﬂﬁlgaf wgmﬁ ﬂ egﬁ %

&heumgggggl tﬁﬁoﬁ}eﬂer%ﬁgg& hﬁﬂ t

W ﬁIﬂ\&Qﬁsét

bl trident Mt—
weul sever xrdeérbeMe etﬁe—
éhé

£t iso fﬁﬁfs
Jo Iar &géﬁﬁf %%3%% e

{aﬁgs € bade me sa§ ?0 ;ou, ;F;%_%BKHAN

811
%Zgg\fsé s oo one aw u
FS hgaLHA]

S6CO!
S o;&%
tﬁer or%er ran r

MW’ Herlsga h&n& P8 hi H8P %%’ngﬂ

§w§§§ é.@@em
L i el

h@f‘

i yﬂ%%%%?i%%
AN %ﬂ%@%ﬁ% i
%E : ﬁﬁ% Eg%i W

ave
e ysu B@eﬁ ve 1a me. ﬁﬁg

Eghﬂ}y in h}g passionate ar?l
; s bro H ear if
erEl 4 H@?? - m ;gggere {ﬁa%
g VEF shey have eega g}%
Hgg klfy%'i 0 haye f tgal% am
R IR e ot ol neves & !

His faee dafkage
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.You said she was dark, elegant?”
Chystel nodded vaguely,
or several minutes Bertrand stood in deepest
Heditation: gradually he grew pale, and then
§tern. He took Crystel’s nerveless hand in hia
8Wn, and looked down in her tearful eyes.
_“WUhlime Del Rose was right. Florian does
1¥e, and I therefore return (Fou {lour plighted
F@tin. Crystel Roscoe, God in Heaven alone
nows the agony in my heart; He alone knows
the tendeimess I dare not utter; and he only will
unravel this mystery that my Tips have solemn-
ly sworn never to reveal. If I have sinned
against you, Crystel Roscoe, I never meant it: 1
a %yfme l,lvave sinned, and would that I alene might
saffer.

He raised her hand to his lips and bowed rev-
erentl&before he turned away.

At the door he paused and looked backwgidl:
then sprung vehemently to his betrothed’s side,

*“Oh, Crystel, stel, my darling, my peor,
precious darling! My heart is crushed within

p at this sudden news., I never dreamed my

asp vgegld rise up and blast my future; but

rystel, before I go, let me swear I never loved
but yeu, that you are the only womamn who ever
heard a love-word from me! ~Tell me just once,
mg darling, that you love me/”

She was leaning against the mantle, trem-
bling and white as its marble; her tears were
spent, and her voice had a strange calmmness that
was far more teriible than the tost passionate
abandon of grief, o

“B , the cloud is upon me: it will never
be lifted this side eternity’s shores: but, Ber-
trand, dearer than life, stronger than death, i9
my love for you. Go, now By |

And thus they parted, theg whosé very souls
had me into one; and the world wént on,
and the flowers bloomed, and the sun sherpe.

And Bertrand Haighte and Qi&yﬁ@l %@ €66
gon%gr?!d at the inscrutable providenee 6f their

reator

CHAPTER 111,

AT THE TOWERS.

THE settlng SUA was ghmm redly aver the
high,gloomy turietsand famin \hst £e ¢
diamond- 6asements; INg Vs 10W,
Edeawild | ¥, Was Iﬁ%é i1 NS SOft; swee
dusk that follows eﬁu set, Whi ' Hp
those peakad hills th6 g owinl glores Wers st

The Towers was a grand
with age, of storied fggl a&?édﬁg%?é%%%%%ﬂ

Legends had it that a haii -gaéeﬁ 4
ke Pod From hie Tathoraq BeEd
Egg%ﬁwbl hat Stained Ri %ﬁa"%&, E

4 %?dthtié %faﬁd eld £lia§@§ﬂ éﬂgﬁ A
vae ﬁ%ﬁg%aegeu t of wil J%Pégfg ) 3?
Hiaﬁ%%i nis oF anether werld had mads it thei
Just suited to his flerce, fearless nature, w

this ill-sgafred Castle Cavnoch to yeung L
Oscar, and, {h gie silenee, he and his meslk-
eyed  yous s8 sad, haunting facs Was
ggie 16AgE aftaF Sha Was 1aill to her last Shm:
) afnd theif chidren, teek up_ERelf
abods &k Tile ToWers.” d ti8 BWhHer preferred

At Lord Oscar’s death, a paper, closely writ:
ten and imposingly sealed, was left to his oldest
son, Egbert, who, after swearing to obey its in-
structions, was permitted to learn what those
instructions were.

All his life was devoted to the duty imposed
uipon him, while the paper, bearing his added
signature, was reserved to_ his oldest son and
heir. Thus bhad the mysterious document been
handed, so. ran the legend, through seven suc-
eessive ?enef-ahioms, until, when our stoxg opens,
it was in the possession of Bertrand Haighte
the g[@seﬁt master of The Towers,

Though born of English aristocrac¥, the
young man, as had his father and grandfather,
dropped the title to their name, and adopted the

revalent American mode of addiess and cour-

Y

On his twenby-frst birthdﬁy, a time onl
three years earlier, Bertrand Haighte had rea
the letter written by the fingers that had so long
ago returmed to their mother dust.

It is true, there was a certain air of romance
lingering about this family relic, not to
say an atmosphere of mysterious sclkanmitty:
yet, perbaps, because in these umromantic,

atter-of-fact later years of ours, when

hosts and goblins, deeds of chivalrv, and

nights of gallant renown, are but storied
fables, Bertrand Haighte seemed to eare
little about the entailed letter that was as
much his as The Towers itself. He had sworn
to it, to be sure, because he knew he had te, or
else losa his expeoted possession; he bad a vague
gort of idea that it was ofily a tififling journey
to perform, o a deed te do, that the original
Lotd Haighte had left undens.

So, after reading It, it was with speechless
surprise he learned the value of his oath; and
for twenty-four hours after that memorable
birmx-ni%ht,, young Haighte had walked the floor
of his library in a restless agony of sorrow, an-
ger and terror.

Gradually he grew calmer, as the days wore
on; then he became accustomed to thinking of
the awful birthright; and, by the time he had
seen pretty Crystel Roscoe, on her return from
college, he was prepared to despise the warning
of that letter—forget its injunctions in the fas-
cinations of his sweetheart’s grace and bemuty.

And the result—we have seen it.

Bertrand Haighte was galloping up the steep
bridle-path that led, on one side, to The Towers,
after he had left Edenwilde and Crystel. Those
horiiible werds, 50 simple to a stranger’s ear,
were fraught with a mysticism and terror to
hifa, for they were the words written years and
years age by Osear Haighte's band:

"‘?ﬁtﬁdﬂ §TiLL LIVESY

g %.W@fe 5%% werds told to Crystel, who
?a lg?ef@d oM, in an agony of doubt and

84ar; te Him.

No wonder he had paled and flushed with
emotion, for those words, from the lips of one
who never bad heard or his ancestors strange
letter—her, who was, above all women, to
mistress of The Towers—at once filled him with
keenest agony and greatest alarm. They werg
the very words that closed the letter that lay,
{ellew with age, at_the old stone Towers; By

hose words was & Haighte to be warned it he
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forgot his oath, or daredl violate it; by them was
he to know there was no possible escape to ha

piness or prosperity, except on the terms laid
%oavtim &g signed by so many of the long-dead

Of all this was Young Bertrand think'm?, as
he dashed recklessly along, the fresh wind from
off the water blowing over his het, flushed face.
At the outer gate, he sprung from his horse, and
threw the reins to a waiting groom; entered the
gﬁgg;d front entraice, and proceeded to the li-

It was very unlike what one would expect to
find at The Towers, after seeing the solemn, si-
lent building from without, where not a sacri-
legious liana had touched a stone sifice the days
when the drawbridge and armor-hall had been
two of the features of the estate,

A long, light room, looking front on the
sloping megdow-land tnat surrounded the house
for several acres; to the side, on the sides of the
hills, and the river flowing below, a carpet of
liqhé, bright emerald velvet eovered the flaar;
a 31‘-@9 oval table, g@@tb@f@d O’Efétf' with books

fid papers; 6dgy-ehalis, tpholstered il gre
@Tthgf-, aafd .Fj]%i%@% filled With a ehoies g@@ﬁ?
%6 getton of werks ot every deseriptien; ﬁb@ﬂéﬁ ;
Isterieal, political, religious:

Into this apartment (which was often used as
a reception-room during the summer, while the
faumi isting of Bertramd’s mother and
sisters, with their servamtsz—was at the fashion-
able wateniing-plage, and who liad not yet re-
turmed) Bertrand went, agitated and grief-
stricken.

At the threshold he paused in amazement;
then, recollecting himself, removed his hat
courteously and bowed; for it was a lady, lean-
ing carelessly against the open window, that
had sufprised him.

She immediately came forward in a peculiarly
graceful manner. ¢ Th

o) 0

“This is Mr. Bertrand Haighte,
Towers?” )

Her voice was wonderfully liquid and melo-
dious, and he could not avoid noticing the dark,
passionate gleam in her eyes.

“I am Bertrand Haighte. How can I serve
you, madam?”’

“Ntiiss, if you Elease, sir. I am Miss Del
Rose, of New York.” ]

She spoke slowly, significmntly, The blood re-
ceded frem his face, and he stared blankly at her,

* And rou are the destroyer seit to Giush iy
very lifel Youw have been to her, and blasted
allH ef hoples!k_and tall fler- a sglly %ﬁblel”

e was looking sternly at her, his angry eyes
shining like slhmé i i;ag. &y

"o, Mr. Haighte. I am the agent of one
whose law I can not evade. Like yourself, I am
beund by an oath; unlike yourself, I am not
dig violate it. 1 haue seen Crystel Ros-

osed
£06; I pave warned her. I now seek you, Bers
mﬁi@{ Ea;ght@, to warh you.”

Her intensely-brilliant eyes were _readinF hig
inmost soul; he felt himself growing helpless
under the insufferable glare. i

* You have no reason to do so, Miss Del Rose.
I am aeting as I ever intend doing, entirely at

mrg own discretion. Permit me to have re-
froshinents offered, while you excuse me.”

He would have bowed himself away, but she
laid her tiny hand of his sleeve.

* No, Mir. Haighte, not till I have %iven goxm
the counsel I came to give; not till I have beg-
?ed you to remerber the solemn words of the
etter handed you from the grave; not till I re-
mind you that the elesiig words of it are trie;

that i St byvesd: liV%E to avenge her
gg;%ﬁgs; lives to punish you for violating your

* But how do you know the words of this Jet-
ter, that mortal eye save the Oldest son of the
Haightes never read?’

A strangely sweet smile came to her eyes.

* Because I am one of thei you have swern
to sweep from the face of the earth!” ]

There was no tiemor in her tones, Al glimimer
of the steady eyes.

Bertrand groaned. o

* The aceursed oath—would I had torn it into
a million of shreds, and braved the conse-
quences!”

* Mir. Haighte, I, Undine Del Rose, and &lou
are bsm%fo’m ehemtes aceording to the letter. Shall
we be

Those wondrous eyes were letting the long
lashes curl over their darkling deptins, and the
voice was fodulated to exauisitm owness.

% Who are you—tell me? X

“Ad t of the victim of Lord Qssar
Haighte’s hand; the only living represemntative.
And my life you have sworn to take. It is in
your power now. ButIam not afraid. Shall
wo be enemies hereafter, or friends?”

tSht}e extended her hand and looked esrnestly
at him,

“ Woe comes to the Haightes if they bus
touch the hand of one of you, Yoy have brokei
the tie between e and my enly ens; why
should I be yeur friend?” _
_ "1 will tell you why, Beeause 1 wear this
jewel; the jewel the 18tter speke of; the jewel
the letter commands shall Be a §1%n of pgace
whenever it eonies; the jewel that the Lord of

Haighte gave his_vietini enee, then stole from
his ead_gody. By this token, I demand your
friendshi

b2
She he& up her finger and the glittering green
and red veined stone that adoerned it.
Bertrand rubbed his eyes m bewildenment.
She had spoken the truth. But, hew had sha
obtained it, that had been lest thess filfty years?
B e bt Ross, you d 1
e Da u have eenguered.
yield: your friend.” ye q L
He took her hang warfm and thiobping, in his
a0 a0 SR mnast, and the b
“Thus they seale eempaet, and the beau-
tiful girl rode AWAY. & S0 OF 51 tFiumph

on her passienat yh & ahd a ﬁ%%%ethat W
arkly omineus shefe if Rer eyes as she I

ewh ef leve eawilde 1yidg amid the daFk-
efiing shadews:;

e

CHAPTER 1V.
A LNELY SUTILL A 7t the. gisaming.
{s Parhaps ;}8%8&%’%‘% 5 ?_gaghaﬁe BRI
by 6ne's seif; particu afb;? it that same 16HESOMS
self be a young, pretty girl, as young and pretty
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as Undine Del Rose, who, with her eves glow-
mg like twi §£ﬁi‘% and hef fﬁuﬁd dusky cheeks
flush m Wiﬁ a HG §¥f {et b eam was dashin

aleﬂ é\ 3,§ i Her ee
% Very

fﬁﬁs
1€H@ i

gr %ﬁ iﬁ-

she had really destroyed the love she had'
thought to trifle with—that Undine Del Rose
leaned back in the satin cushions of Mrs, St
| Havens’s elegant brougham, and watched her
lover from under her vailing lashes.
“[[s that so? I must confess that the rather
6601 receptaon I received may have served to
damp them.”
He just dglanced at her, and Undine wondered
it would quite kill her to have Cliffard Tem-

At the rallway depot she returmed the horse ple ceass to love her? and yet, woven into the
Woo

she had hired, purchased a ticket for New York,
and then, as if impatient of quiet restfulmess;

?aced to and fro on the long, deserted plat-
orm

On her pretty hand shone the @uﬂ@us {ewel
whose ViVld scaﬂet vei § rerinded one of ivmg
blood, and Uﬂ m@ R@ge @ai%%%e it w
8ot Of hAFFDIS Hi fow, fﬂameﬁ iat@r
and the long & a @ e uﬂde
a second, to andsome 4ar
halt-dozén ot @f- asgeﬂ 8IS, aa
speedifig alen aga R, AOW URAF
now ot into the SKIMMBFiN %ﬁt?ﬂ ht: %K
wmdmg, like a huge serpest alaﬂg 8
soft-Howiing Hudsen. _

It had told nine o’clock by Undine'’s tiny little
Geneva watch, as she alighted at the city ter-

minus, and looked, halt inquiringly, half ex-
pestam:ly abatt hef.

A gentleman, dressed in the prevailing style,
of engaging manners and fine appearance, came
forward to meet hef.

“Whdiine, I was afraid you would be unable
to catch the teain, I've been so longing to see
you. It seems an age since this morning.”

Undine’s face darkened, and she ignored the
extended hand.

* It seems to me you are ever the one 1 @m
compelled to be welcomed by. Where is the

carmage?"
The Tair blonde face flushed at the words.

“Windine, my darling, do not speak so. Re-
member—"

‘I remember but one thing, and that is, I de-
test you more thoroughly a ter this visit I've
paid than I ever did before.”

Her eyes s;iarkled like beads of jet under a
brllllant lamplight, as they thus exchanged sal-
utatnons in a low, whispering imenotone.

“Hiere is the carrnage Undine. Mrs. St. Ha-
vens sent it.”

Perhaps Undine Del Rose did fnet notice it, in

her haugbty wrat!h but C liffierd T @Eﬂpl@*s voice
was cold and carelless when he but s e

§
certainly didl observe that he ﬂev%f- offered
hand, as was his wont delightedly te do, as she
§t@P%ed into the brougham,

of that thought, was a remembramce of
Berirand Haighte’s handsome face and courtly
air.

" you would not care to hear of my
adv@eﬂtums since I left you yesterday maorn-
in

%umdme spoke very indifferently, but the gen-
tleman’s €00l reply was quite as careless.

't Well, 1 can not sy that 1 have any
desire to learn them Just as you please, how-
ever. By-the-b y just recollect an engage-
g}ent” at ten oeiock You'll excuse me, Un-

ne

He called to the coachman to rein in his
horses at the corner, then, with a ned and a
touch of his hat to Undine, he sprung out, and
went up the aventue,

She gazed after him, her eyes full ef
ment; a smile of challenging triuph, as
he had not dared measufo laices wﬁ?a h@f- (foke
to her lips, and then she leaped
among the cushions, as the earHage aw ed fap
1dlg up the silent avenus.

eﬁ ond an occasional illv-goncealed smile
that hadf displayed her little white teeth, she did
not betray her ghm duﬁﬂg that ride home
and when the cariiage stopped at the €
fhansion 6f Lexm aveﬂu@, she Egﬂiﬁg
unassisted, and with a pleasant * All Fight
Martin,” ran up the steps to the lsce-awrained
inner door.
» A lady met her, just as she laid her hand-on
the silver handle’—a matronly, stylish weman,
with a brilliant smile, and keén, bright éyes.

She caught Undine’s hand as they met.

“My dear, 1 am so thankful you have re-
tummi You can't imagine how wortied I have
been. Come right up to mr room, to wWarm
you. Isn't it remarkably chilly for an October

night?”
%ﬂdine kissed the clear white forehead.
“I[ am sorry you have fretted: I have had a

tli_jldihtful time, and found all the Halls well—

" Btit where’s le Temple! He lefft the house
in the brougham.”

* Mirs. St. Havens, I do not know where he

EF=
theugh

our manners seem to have flown with your | is.”

welcome,”

Undine glan@éd §1@9Vg&% § 8t hnm, never fear-
ing but that a few ords from her could
drive awayv the shag Q\W frem his face, as she
had done a dozen tifmes beter

But to-night Undi @l ﬁ@se had spoken
careless words that had estranged a heart that
loved her. And how often de we do the very
selfsame thing!

It was with a new sensation—epe of @Pﬂ‘i@%ﬂ
to know what to make of this str g@ dls
tion on Cliffard Temple's part, an fem’ e%t

There was & suddenly -forced h ugeur in

dine's words that attrae i@m
and as they had just r@a@ g iﬁhgg
she tu abru 00

tl areund and
beautiful ﬂusheg éve‘ ’

" Have you ha another lover’s quarrel?! Tell
me, Undine.”
She laughed.
You seem quite agitated over #o trivial an

affair. Yes, we have had a slight coolness,
hardlg varrel: He's altogether too devoted,
Mrs, 8t, Havens. [ told him so, and the conse-
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quenee was, Mr. Temple remembered an en-
gagement must be attended to, and left me to
fay own pleasant socikdly.”

rs. St. Havens walked slowly into the splen-
did apartment she called * her room.”

A large front chamber, covered with royal
velvet carpeting; adorned with rich pink plush
and silver furniture; decorated by of all
kinds: all combining to form a picture that was
the perfect embodiment of extreme wealth,
taste and luxurious habits.

After the door had closed behind them, Mirs.
St. Havens turned again to Undine, but with so
strangely altered an e on on her fine
features, that the girl u an involumtary

cry.

4 Heavens and earth! Mrs. St. Havens, whet
is the matter?”

Well might she ask, as she gazed upon the
ashen white lips, the peje deathly face; the eyes,
§o0 full of tremor and dismay.

"“There is nothing the matter.
suffering in my mind a portion of the agon

lewiitl|le eif ify o U o (CLfi6Fdr AT drapiele

'ndine Del Hose, beware how you trifle with
him; for, besides loving you, hemas you in his

wef. And not only you, but e, me, Mrs,

t. Havens!”
~ She almost sereamed the last words; and an
ﬁmredulous snule slowly gathered on Undine’s
t)‘%Surelty you are excited beyond your knowl-
edge. Of course, you are either mistaken, or
alarmed needlesdly.”

* T wish to Heaven I were! But I tell you,
Undine Del Rose, that the day that sees you
and Clifford Temple enemies witigssas— Ah,
I dare fiot speak the horrible words! But, girl,
girl! as you value your earthly h , &8 you

alue my welfare, oh, be eareful now you of-
end him!” _

Pale from agitation, Mrs. St, Havens sunk
into the chair near by. while Undine stood,
gaﬁklingly brilliant, defigntly beautiful, beside

e

r.

*It may all be true. I will not doubt but
you mean all you say. And yet, Mis, St. Ha-
vens, I freely confessto you that 1 have ceased
to caxe for Cliffard Temple. To-day I met m
destiny: the only man I eviarsaw whom I Jov
worsh the moment I saw him. If he had
asked me, I'd have married him on the spot.”

A sudden flush filamed over Mrs. St. Havens'’s

ce.

% Oh, Undine, how can you? But you must

erush it; you must forget this stranger, who-

%ver 1}9 ’i,s. Undine, you muastt marry Clifford
eifiple.

Thgn tllngdgirl laughed; a low ripple of tanta-

lizingur::e y

“But if I love this other, this god among
m?n_” . .

it, ‘ gﬁ?&nﬁn@} g@l evaeugvg;?é“e § tgv;g%kn%i
I never told @%9%% or g@n ghe ed to
!gg you um% i witheut ai‘%jﬁ LR
I gtté tshgw g&é §eeret? ?ﬁgnvev gl; @f IW aye
ggme witg‘outi hmhﬁ; 8 ﬁ%

8
) 1 Y he R

in me
“You are not o brave as 1.

I am only

fa

And if the fate

of ten million worlds hung on m{ decision, 1
would not hesitate to marry this glorious
stranger, if those worlds were eternally lost
therefor?”

Mrs. St. Havens buried her face in her hands,
and a silence ensued, almost painful in its inten-

sity.

A ‘Who 1is this other?’ she asked, hesittetingly.

The answer came prompt and proud from
Undine’s lips.

“ Bertrand Haighte, of The Towars”™

“Werciful God, forbid it!"” .

Mrs. St. Havens S?fuﬂ wildly from her chair,
her eyes fairly glaring from their sockets, her
fair hands beating against the air, as if to drive
aw% the words. )

“Unsay them, oh, Undine, insay those words!
Bertrand Haighte— Oh, what is youwr sin, that
this awful calamity is sent upon us? That
you ever went to the Halls to-day, w%@ﬁ i
might have known you would have seen Rim?”*

ith a faint wail of anguiish, she slid dows to
the soft carpet, unconscious and still.

After Undine had summoned the maid, and

seen Mrs, St. Havens at rest, she ascended the
stairs to her own room; and thefe, with stasrry
eyes, looked at her reflection in the mirror.
" 'if'es, Undine Del Rose, you are fairly stmrted
on your career of adventure! Never give up,
no matter what may come, until you have am
complished the solitary object of your lonely
life, to which all other aims shall bendll Never
till you are the bride of Bertrand Haighte will
your work be accomplished, And it shalll ba
accomplished by falr means or foul, or Undine
Del Rose will die in the attempt.”

CHAPTER V.
LUBRLINKE’'S LOVE.

BERTRAND HareuTe 8t00d, alinost a petiiified
man, looking at, not seeing, the graceful fleet-
ing form of the bewildering gil, as she dashed
dewn the rocky é)ath leading from The JTowers
to the fain road.

The twilight was rapidlv %athering, and from
the windows of Edenwilde, that lay nestling so
lovingly on the greensward at the foot of the
hills, he saw faint, twinkling lights, now in one
aggrtment, now in another, and at last shining
like a calm beacon-light in Crystel’s room.

A bitter mood was upon him, and a keen an-
guish was in his heart as he looked at the bright
point he had so often watched in happier mo-
ments, as the signal for him to ¢ome to his love.

How the world was ehanged sifice last the
soothing dusk-shadows had falleafl To-night,
instead of the low, fyrmMuIOus Music of the
Hudsen as it softly laved the pase of the hills
came a dull, sullen seuf as | to roprove him
aﬂg gjﬁéﬁtﬁ‘ﬁﬁe hil, TH evar his glory
and delight i tho grad di&ﬁ t%ge _silent, sol-
omn resthulness, now dppedreq 1o yise gFm
i the da

§ v%%@ n ike Beld, triu !
pha POIRLIAG it RIS MiSeFY:
For several moments he |

n the large
marible-floored rotunda, watehing and wmade%=
ing if all the goﬁef his life was gone otit; thef,
as the bells o 8 Towers began to Jﬁ%g‘ the
hoeur of @iFBt 2? with a chille ver
half of cold, halt 6f fAward nervousNess, and



31

WILL SHF MARRY HIM?

reemtered the warm, light library where Un-
Ine Del Rose had left a faint, sweet, rare per-
me lingering in the air.
With a gesture of disgust he threw up the

ndow.

“The sooner I forget her the better! And yet,
What wondrous eyes she had!”

And with the strange Inconsistency of man
ne took the best way of forgetting Undine De
Rose: that of breeding over her strange, witch-
ing charms,

Xet, his very heart was aching to bursting
While he thought of Crystel Roscoe; and ho was
&ver thinking of her, even while the dark eyes
8n %gg{son ips of her who had stricken them
W ting before his memory’s eyes.

long, longbwhile he sat ‘there, his senses
hali-fascmated by that subtly fragrant odor that
g@mstently lingered around him; with a ten-
ermess, it scemed to him, and he grew angry
With himself at the imaginative thought.
nd while he sat there, yet grieving and
Sfriving to see light ahead for him and Crystel,

@ became suddenly aware that there wasa de-

ghtful commotion at the door; the next mo-
ent, his grand, stately mother and haughtily
elegant sister entered the library, bringing in

leir garments the sweet, cool freshness of the
night air: and the night air on the highlands is
blissful to,breathe. Bertrand sprung to welcome
them, an apology on his lips.

“You need to ask forgiveness, you m@hﬁ%
hoy, for not coming to the city to meet us,
jt bad not been that we were cariied perforee
by Mrs, Judge Temple to her residence, I should
have telegra to you. As it was, her son
&s% mpanied us, and saw us safely on the train.”

e aristocratic lady kissed her handsome
boy, then sunk wearily down in & capacious

B %Ar.- .
" 81t down, my dear; Bertrand, just close the
Wi . | am soyery fatigued. I really do

8 hew W@Wﬁl e m d had it not
you ¥. Temple, e was very

g%tgm’ A1 you. think oo, Lena?”
X H&él %}? ;@Eﬁpy ggﬁ{i@dﬂzhe En?gs on
g F '?e%%gﬁg gn%%r%mgg or flamed for one

? -White face, used as
.Was to guarding her thoughts from any

ene gze e

|

I think he is very handsome, He was
ag ¢ and ?ntle;mnly, not at all presum-
Ing 59 Is attentions.”

‘That is an unusual compliment for you to
pay, Lena. Pe Gussie will favor this
stranger with a less fitterimg opinion

Bertrand lald his hand caressingly on his

ungest sister's lread; she was the pet of the
ggu&e old, and Bertrand idolized her.

She looked saueily up lﬁ@l}-ls face,

"‘Doyoump&gael %ﬂ%?d ng to tell my seoret
impiession of Mr. Cl emple? ot I,
brothef mine. I will leave that to Lurline. By
the way, Bertie, how could we have neglected
to ifi ter Hellice Roscoe and darling little
Crys ® cafe home a fortnight earlier
than we gxpee %m%g fepare for your wedding.”

A s4dd8H e6ld shiver theilled over Bertrand;
he logked gt at the window into the dense
darkiRss, §H{¥iﬁ§ to hide the pallor he felt
creeping ever his faee,

tShe is well, Gussie mim. And the rest of
the Roseoes, t00. I was there to-day, as usual.*

He spoke naturally, wondering to himself
why he did not tell them the st; events of
the day. Something deterred him; and he
obeyed the silent impulse.

W'We are going back to New York to-mamow
for a couple of days,” sald Lena; * perhaps you
and Crystel will go? She has such exquisite
taste in selecting goods. The cards are not out
yet, to hinder either of you.”

“1 certainly have no dg:xzmmn" )

He murmured the words very indifferemtly,
Mrs. Haighte thought, and hissisters, But they
made no remarks thereon. .
~ “Then please ride over to Edenwilde early
ibﬂ tﬂe”momlng and bring Crystel and Hellice

a6K.

Pretty, imperious Gussie kissed her hand te
hertgrogéhaeir, and then went, singing a gay tune,
iip the stairs.

_ers. Haithe followed, bidding her son good-
ni%ht, leaving Lurline alone with her brother.

I did not want to before them -
trand, but I must tell you. Oh, brother, T have
met the one at last! 1 loved him as soon asl
saw him; am I unmaidenly, Bertrami? I knew
you would sympathize with me if any one
would, because you are so happy in the love of
little Crystel Roscoe.”

Fe ?%most groaned, but Lurline did not per-
celve it.
~ “Uhmepdidienly, my stately sister! I can not
imagine a Haighte, a woman of our family, be-
ing thait. No, my dear Lena, to love is never
unwornanly, provided the loved ene be am idel
worthy of worship. Who i8 this Mr. Temple?!

Somehow, as his lips uttered this name, there
stole across his senses that safme sweet fragranée
again, and Lurline noted it. i

Isi't it gle-

“ He carries that same perfume.
rious? Le Del Rose, he called it, when I re-
marked its sweetness.”

Bertrand started.

“el Rosell That was her name! S
Luyrline’s low, confidemtial voice broke the Fev-
erie he was falling into. . _

His name is most beautiful—Clitfted Tem-
le. Heis so grand and elegant; far different

rom the other men Bave en in conta
ﬁ&?n%ﬁn 2119
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CHAPTER VI.
THE PINAL RENUNCIATION.

THE family at Edenwilde had just arisen
from the breakfast-table, as Bertrand Haighte's
eard was handed to Crystel.

General Roscoe had passed from the brealt-
fast-parlor into his private stgﬁd}g beyond, and
did not see the look of unutteralble ag@ﬁey that
pusi ed to Crystel’s faee as she turned t6 Hel-

“I can not see him. ‘You will tell him, Hel-
gi:e. "}‘ell him it is eruel te 6oiie Earé'; tell

mn—

Helulilce gently stopped her sister's excited

“ It would be far better, poor little one, that
you should see him. Perhaps he can exglhinq-
perhaps that is his errand.”

A sudden radiamce leaped to Crystel’s face,
and she caught her sister’s hand excitedly.

 Hellice, do you think he has come for that?
oh, my heart seems stoppit}g at the bare sugges-
tionl What can he have ridden over for, thus
early, unless it be to make it all right?”

Then darting by her sister, she almost flew
;nto the sunny parlor, where Bertrand awaited

er.

“@h, Bertramd, tell me quickly that you
have come to explain this awiul mystery that
is lﬁeeping us apart! Tell me, dearest, I am

right ¢’

%ha wound her two clinging arms around his
neck, and he felt her rapid, irregular breathing
on his face. For a moment he held herin a

infully fierce embrace, then he gently held
er away.

“©h, my poor darling, my suffering, loving
little one, I would to God that were my er-

fell from her

A cry, fraught with agon¥, bl bt
rom e

g&s, and she staggered away

.

He followed her, yet afar off.

“ My lips are sealed, Crystel. How dare 1
rove recreant to the trust imposed on me be-
ore my birth? Oh, my dading, my darling

wont you have mercy on me, on yourself, and
let me hawve you for my own, regardiiess of this
past trouble?”

% But Floriam,” she murmured, faintly.

A fierce pang remimded him of it. True,
there was Florian. In the excitement of seeing
her, and the witchery that Undine Del Rose |
had ecast about him, he had forgotten why he |
dared not mary her; forgotten the very cause
of all his troubles. ]

But he remembered it now, with yemewed
Borrow.

“T would I had died before to-dav,” he ex-
claimed, passionately, pacin% to ana fro, and
gazin uﬁon Crystel's bowed head.

“No; live to avert this shadowing SoXrow.
Mr. Haighte, am I intruding?” .

It was Hellice Roscoe’s sweet, womanly voice;
a volce whose very sound inspired one with
courage.' He g d her hands vehe .

“If 1 might set us all right, I'd live a hun-

dred years in_the loneliest dungeon at The

Towers. Oh, Hellice, sister Hellice, I am afraid

ghe will die, and all because / have dared love]
ar,

¥ That is wrong, Bertrand. You love Crys-
tel; she loves }tou—n_ay m¥ sister, do not raise
your head so m_loﬂﬁg\ or me to cease: let
me do what I believe t6 be my duty. Let usall
do our duty, and Ged will see to the isstie. Yes,
my -dear Bertiamd, you haved loved in inne-
cence and happiness; afd now, because sudden
clouds darken EQUF landscape, and tinseef
chasms debar yolr progeess, you must net sit
down and grieve.”

* And what can I do? All the effsits mortal
man can put forth will net unde the past.”

Hellice smiled, . .

* T have thought this mysterious afffiir all Ower,
Last nightin the silence and daxikness, I watohed
the glimmer of fight in the library windows at
The Towers, and decided that it was weeng to
alléw such grief to kill you and her, witheut
fnaking an nonest effart to remove it, I, for
one, dear Bertrand, am willing to help veu.

Mg{y 1?7
The young man looked at her in & sort of be-
wildered pity.
*“Have you any ideaof what you are to do?”
“ Not now. But, can not your mother, when
gge le’af-ns this family secret from you, be

Bertrand sprung to his feet.

“Tell a the camtents of that letter 1
swore never to reveal? that no mortal ear, save
the oldest son, and the executor of the estate,
ever heard since there existed a Halglyht:?
Hellice, that were an impossibility, t
would brmq down on my mother’s head an
awful curse.”

Hellice looked seriously at him.

“I may be wrong, but I think, were I you,
for love’s sake, I'd risk it.”

She smiled kindly at him, then withdrew
from the room. ) )

Neither spoke for several mifiutes; then it was
Cr‘ystel who broke the oppressive silefnee.

Bertrand, 1 have but one favor to ask of
you. Will you grant it? Promise me, 6f Vour
golemn word.¥

She laid her white, trembling hand on his

armm,
“Tll swear toanything you ask, my dierline "
% Then please dow't come to Edenwilde
more. Oh, Bertramd, I see plainly I must give
vou up. I must steel my heart to my fate,
Bertrand. I never will accept your hand, even
if you explain this mystery; becauseif, by doin

§0, you bring a 6iufse o6fi your rother, wha
?leasure would sueh a d&&dy& ought Priv=
lege bring us? No, Bertiand, %@uf WSt
leve, your best allegiance, is 16 yeur fmother. 1
gai siffer for y e}hiﬁ@ Hot WA you.
Now, Bt ou see 1 sg;aa i bravs;
fig ey ML A e
e Mis, Hasg%t@; and BHrne, ﬁBFP u%ﬁ%.-"" _

She was trembliug from head to foot, despite
her pitiful attempt ahppeaf composed, and her
lover gazed at her, hi§ heart thiobbing madly.

He suddenly @auggt her in his arms, and
Fressed hot kisses % er pale faee, her ?ujweﬁ
ng ligs';_ti&@ﬂ § it e feared his own vielence
might frighten her, he reverently laid his hands
8n her fail head.

“0 have sworn, my darling; and because a
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Haighte never yet was false to his word, is the

reason why I this day give you up, forever and
forever!”

There was no haste in his movement as he de-
Parted; he seemed suddenly petrified. He felt
no sorfow, no regret, no disquiet, only this hor-
rible stiliness that was not restfulness, this pain-
ful calmness that was not resignation.
| So he went home, and met Gtissie on the front

awhn,

tel‘;”ls she coming? Where’s Hellice and Crys-

» Then he remembered why he ' e to
Edenwilde. y had'gon

u;:i%”"it is impossible for them to isave hoie

Gussie'’s pretly faee cleuded,

% Never mmd’_,’ iser 7oda. Dll go, and that's
next best, isn't 1t L

Again he locked the news between hig lips
that must be told soon. Btit he thought of the
two days that were as days of grace to hif, Be-
fore his family would be compelled to leara the
truth; and he decided to wait until theif return
to The Towers again.

It he had but spoken! it he had but knows,
but thoughtl In after days he remembered it,
and wondered why he was permitted to fellow
his ewn way.

CHAPTER VII

ONE DAY.

BerrRanD HanoaTE tried in vain to analyze
his feelings as he rode along In the swift-fly ﬁg
train that morning with his beautiful sisters an
stately mother. =~ .

Lurline and Guistie were chatting away on
some light, joyous subject: Lena, with ~her
sweet, grave face irradiated with a delicate
scarlet bloom as they neared the place where sha
zgoi;ld see the one she had so suddenly learned

ove.

Bertrand’s thoughts puzzled him. First, he
was alarmed to find how vividly those watich-
ing, liquid eyes seemed ever peering into his
own; he was ashamed that his heart was not
broken because of Crystel Roseoe: he wondered
if Cliffiord Temple and Le Del Rose and Undine
were any way connected; and, finally, he could
not understand how it was that his mother and
gisters were on their waz to pufchase articles
for his ma , when the bride-elect was no
more to him than any stranger,

Then, by some curious lightning speed of
reasoning, he thought perhaps, after all, he
would see the splendid girl who held stich a' ro-
mantic hold on him; he might love her—he
blushed at the audacity of his unspeken thoughts
—~Crystel refused to marry him: the wedding
might still be, with a change of bridesi

nd as the long train steamed into the depot,

hesprung from his seat, vexed and mortified

:pat hehad given such free rein to his imagina-
ion,

“We are to drive to Mrs, Temples. We
promised her this visit.”

And so they rode straight on to their fate—
Bertrand Haighte and Lurline!

Mrs. Temple met the party in her elegant re-
ception-saloon.

~ am delighted to meet your son, Mrg!
Haighte,” she said, as Bertrand was presented
1 am sure my \ will be pleased to
fneat him. And now, after lunch, we will go
6f a shopping totir; then call on Mrs. St. Havens,

eh thiough the Boulevard home to dimner:;
after t;hat@ to hear Nilssen, Is My programme

An answer was prevented by the entramce of

8. Temple arose. ) )
% This is my son, Mir. Clifffard, Mr. Haiglitie.”
Temple advanced to exchange greetings, and
Bertrand instantly detected that same sweet,
E&mﬂ%&s fragrance that Undine had left after
. He longed to ask him, but pride forbade.
All that afternoon, while Lurline was so per:
fectly happy in the society of Cliffiord, Bertran
was restlessly watching every passing staﬁ%%ﬁ
carriage for a glimpse of that radiant,
face. Several times Cliffford rallied him on his
absti but Gussie always excused him.
* He is lonely away from his betrothed, M.
Temple. Wouldn't you be perfectly disconso-

“If the lady were so charming as yourselves,
I would certainly sufffer terriblly.”

And while Gussie was_laughing_so merrily,
Temple would steal a glance at Lurline that
made her cheeks bloom gloriously.

“Mme now for Mrs. St. Havens.”

They drove up, and Bertrand alighted, little
thaiﬁkmg he was to meet his fate within those
walls.

The footman announced that the lady in ques-
tion was not at home, but that Miss Undine Del
Rose was in.

Bertrand’s listless ears caught the sound, and
his heart leaped to his throat.

Mrs. Temple turmed to Mrs. Haighte.

Bortrand Intososed, With spparently indit

ertrand in ,. With apparently indif-
ferent manner, but wildly-@hr@mng hegrt._ i

* Perhaps Lenaand Gussie are fatigued ridimg
and wish to alight.”

But Lurline was only too hapé)y to sit_there
on the carriage seat forever, with Clifford Tem-
ple beside her; she did not say so, however, Tt
implied her present comfort, Gussie was In an
impatient mood for the Boulevard, so Bertrand
could do no more than glance at the house, take
its number, and be driven away. And, during
these five minutes of debate, Undine Del Rose
was peeping from behind the lace curtains of
her own room, with flashing eyes, and trium-
phant smile; her proud heart beating as it was
seldom wont to beat, as she looked down on the
man she already worshiped so madly.

As the carriage drove away she drew a long
breath of relief.

“ What can be more fartunate than that Mis.

St. Havens is from home? If she had seen
Bertramd, what might have happened?”
She was leaning against the snowy-white rep
of her lounging chair, and her scarlet-stained
cheeks, and jetty hair, streaming over neck and
rounded bosom; her glowing, sparkling eyes,
made a rare, orientally warm, picture.

* He has come t0 me; he must learn to love,
be the result what it may. He will come in.
I feel sifire; to-nigiinti, I k. The fates favor
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me, for Mrs. St. Havens will be absent till Satun
day. Oh, Bertrand Haigihte, I'd sell my ver
ﬁoiu% fﬁ)r our love—such love as I feel for you?’
a
there, her dark, passionate eyes partly vailed by
their heavy lashes, her small hands, as perfect
as nature ever molded, crossed on her breast,
in an attitude of exquisftze, dreamy reverie.

Presently she arose, and lighted the gas; then
rung for her maid to arrange her tollet,

Confidient in her expectation of meeting Ber-
trand Haighte, and conscious of her beauty, as
also her determination to lay siege to his heart,
ghe selected her most becoming dress. .

It was a _black grenadime, full of shimmering
waves of darkmess; her beautiful neck and arms
shone through the gossamer covering, and a
heavy golden chain and cross was clasped about
the round throat, . .

Her hair was dressed as she invariably wore
it; filesting like a cloud down to her Slender
waist, and tied with a gtl)owmg scarlet ribbon.
She was magnificent as she stood before the pier
glass, and adjusted the broad, scarlet silken
sash: and as she heard the door-bell ring, a bril-
liant smile hovered on her lips. She listened to
his footsteps as he entered the parlor; then,
after several seconds of silent waiting, she went
in, bewildering, glorious in her dark, tropical
beatgz. .

“ M. Haightetl I am so surprised, so de-
lighted I

She went to him, both hands extended.

He arose, his senses dazzled; his heart tgtl:'?b
Eﬁi}ng, and took her hands, not relinquishing

em.

“* And I am the happiest of all men to be wek
comed by so lovely a charmer.” )

He led her to the sofa, and then let go- his
hold of ber hands.

“I called this aftermoon with Mr. Temple
but Mrs. Temple and the other ladies concluded
to await the return of Mrs. St. Havens.”

He looked _down at her expressive face; sud-
denly she raised her eyes.

“1 saw you, M. Haighte.
come agdin.” )

He had fully intended wateching to see it she
betrayed any especial knowledge 6f Kau%g Tem-

le ; but her answer thiilled him with so delight-
u] a gensation that he forgot it.
B %,?d why did you know it, Undine Del

"l‘Iﬁ@, call me Undine, please, and I will tell
ou.
y He caressed the shapely fingers that were ly-

iﬂg‘ so temptingly near his own.
Tihem, Uadine, why did you know I would

come?” o
(AT TR A
he woeee temptation.
surely your egg’a v%%ul&g T g\% 7 ' ?hm
ghe smiljgeg 18 his éyegtg ; Tﬁlﬁ that
3 }QEF %HS%

I knew you would

" mugeel
ame
had hayp ﬁim ever sinee §§P rep
“iit did 1&@ e, nééme, rﬁg 3
And now | am here, te see you, t6
He almost said * to love you.”
% And vou donotquite hate me for the part My

gradually grown dusky, as she sat |

duty compelled me to pla?"! Oh; Mr. Raighte,
I was so afrald you’d despise me.”

He sli his arm around her waist.

** Despise you, Undine? How can Ivou say it
when DI’ve thought but of you since I saw you’i
Undine, you beautiful temptiess, do you know
you are making the veriest slave of me?”

He was toying with the soft hair that flasted
across his lips.

‘*“ Oh, Mr. Haighte, I woetld not do that, I'm
sure. But I’m so glad you like me.” )

She looked so tenderly at him, he eould with

i refrain from snatehing kisses from
those proud, curved lips. )

“* Mir. Temple is a very agreeable host, is he

She asked him the question.

“Was, & perfect gentleman. You are great
friends, I believe?”

He was half-jealous already, lest it might be
more than friendship. ]

Undine arched her brow with a pretty, impa-
tient gesture. ] )

“Y-es. Thet is, Clifftodtiant Mis. 1. Hiexeaiss
are—Mrs. St. Havens is my lady bountiful, you
know; ¥ amh a mere ehaﬂt){hdegeﬁdeﬁt; onie of
her ffeakks 1 imagine—I1 think she feans to
marcy him one day, in faet, I know it.”

How carelessly she told it to him, and when
he arose to bid her good-night, he felt so relieved:
and yet—poor Lurnmnel

*You'll come again?

She laid her band on his arm.

“Wriill ou ride with me to the Park in the

morning’
“1 should be delighted. Then I will say good-

night.

ghe smiled as she spoke, but Bertramd Jlaugh-
ingl{ took her hand and drew her t0 his side,

et me kiss you, Undine. May 17"

She flushed deliciously: then a sudden dignity
came to her, for she loved this man.

*“Wot yet, Mr. Halghte—Benrand, " .

She murmured his name in a low, fmeledious
whisper, that was music in his eafs leng afier
he sought his pillow that fight.
Ro%nd all this while, not a thought ef Crystel

coe

!
Poor fellow 1 was he really so much to blame?

CHAPTER VIIL
ANOTHER DAY,

THE elegant breakfast service on My, Tem:-
ple’s table was glittering in the bioad band of
sunlight that lay upon it, that fresty Oetober
morning; and with the genial waimth of ilio
garﬂy open register around them the sociable

ouséhold were chatt'm% gayly.

- You spirited yourself a aér §uddeﬁlg last
night that I had fie 8‘? OFtUfiity Tor a guist €l
o Rsed E%‘a%%i S g?é
Bov hoat Nilksons ¥

Bertrand was eati ' theu
when Clifford addﬁ%%%q h?%ﬁ%gatamﬂg ?Ii%ﬂ%
in surprise, and Gusste laughed,

“II do declare. Bertie, I shall %akg @fg%@i

laugh heartily when t hoine, By tel ,
of all these a stfva@\ﬂg@ﬁ_%g of y@ufﬁ..x elling e

He made an effort to join in the litte rippl
of laughter that went fggﬂd. © HppIs
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"“Such devotion does not often exist, even
When the bridal day wants but a few weeks of
lt;s birth, 1 pride myself thatmy son is & model

&) .

Mrs. Haighte looked proudly at her hapdsema
ggg. m‘%}mﬁ did she know how her W@f'gﬁ stab-

“ Apropos of how and where you spent your
eveﬁif?g lgst ni%ht, Haighte. I }\/vaﬂt you tg ac-
ecompany me this aftermoon to eall on a very
pa.t;ulieulaf- lady friend of mine. This morning
we to—'

Il go
“1 will gladly be at your service after Junch
but before I am particularly engaged. Several
goroperty agents to look after, and seme tuxes
have setitled.”

“ Qh, then, T'll 6o’
b0 o @@?st}’ 11 meet you at Delmeonice’s—say

BTS84 o o s ot

ot e e i M S0

he‘f‘ Bertle, cliere, please find if he's engaged 8

He pressed her hand, and whilg ight
have told her then and there that Slj A g[«gi i%é§
: Y

her the pain AeW 1t MUSE eause heF.

At the front entiamed they parted; LuHine te
brood in suspieien, Clifford to Batwi\ﬁ 1§ 1e-
gitimate business, and Beriahd 0 eall 4 eaf-
Fiage and drive stfaight 10 LexIngten AVERUS,

undine met hif at the doer, More charming,
if that were possible, than ever, _

_ Brechnabiecttiinat] Heersdlf i a2 pgativtt siikk cags-
riage-dress, with a costly velvet saeque, 6tit low
across the front, where she wore -8 fine lace cor-
sage, A g'ound hat, of garmet velvet, with a
long, fleating bird of Paradise; garnet kids, and
heayy Etruscan gold arnaments,

That was Undine Del Rose, Mrs, St. Havens's
Gbﬁritg' dependient;] _

.All that long ride, she wove her ehains imere
tightly about him; his senses were intoxicated
bF her bewildering beauty, and when they
alighted, just in time for Bertrand to meet Tem-
ple at the appointed hour, he had decided to
offfier her his heart, hand and foriune beforo the
night closed upon them. .
You'll reserve to-night for me, Undine? 1
want to see you paﬁuieula.ﬂ{. You 6an guess
what I wish to say, my beautiful ens, but T will
not tell it to you until I ses you at nine this
evening.

“©OFf course you must come, Then aw rexmir
till then.” . _

She wafted him a Kkiss, then watehed him
awalﬂ.

“[tiis a dangerous game; but I've be it
and DIll end it, somﬁng. If Cliffard ’lgemple
tells him of our engagement—"

Her flashing eyes answered her threat.

“1 see no reason why either should mention
me to the other. fif they should, I will elect
Bertrand Haighte for mv choice, and Clifferd
Temple may do his worst.”

She was thinking these thoughts as she re-
moved her costly wrappings.

* Perhaps M8, St, Havens is a monameanizac

betrothed 10 Bngf . St. Havens, e a giving

on certain subjects; but sane or insane, there i3
no earthly reasou why I should not marry Ber-
trand Haighte if I want to. Poor fellow! he
has forgotten that I told him, in that firstinter:
view, that he never could marry. Well, he shall
not, unless I am the bride!” .
She sufffered a (?lad, triumphant liﬁht- to shine
in her eyes; and as she stood snuling at her
proud reflection, she little dreamed that the
path, so easy to tread now, that opened so luck-
ily before, was so soon to close upon her, leav-

ing her to complete tho -journey as best she
might,

* Now, Haighte, to see my betrothed ™

Cliffiord announced their destination as the
brougham came to the door.

m“ Betrothed? You are as fortunate as myself
efl.

“ Perhaps. You see, Bertrand, I am not sure
of the welcome I shall receive. My lady-love
and I parted not the best of friends.”

Bertrand laughed, and thought of hi&s parting
with Ms belove : though not yet betrothed.

** These lovers’ tiffisare mere bagatetles, De-
pend upon it, the fair one will be all smiles.”

Bertrand smiled to himself as the carriage
turmed into Lexington avenue, and wondered
what Undine would say to see nim eome with
Cliffiord Temple to call on Mfs. St. Havens.

As they alighted Clifford turned to him,

_‘'Be prepared for the gl@%s‘t wendrous revela-
tien of Beaiity you ever peheld.”

*“[ have heard of the lady’s fair face before
to-day. But I fear she is from home.”

“ 1 think not. I just caught a glimpse of her
as we ascended the steps.”

r they entered the same apartment
Bertrand had so lately left, and that he was s0
soiofn again to visit, to &< Undime to hewemme ki
wife.

He awaited with feverish impatience Mrs,
St. Havems's appearamee, hoping his ci er
would be with her. But, to his surprise, Un-
dine entered alone. .

Ho glanced at her, and at sight of bher could,
with lﬂimllltg, repress a Ccry.

He rose and took her hand.

** Miiss Del Rose, you are pale and agitated.
Has any thing occurred to distress you?

Sho stole a tender, wistful glance at him be-
foro she replied.

w ing, thank you, Mr. Haighte, Mr,
%‘empl,?, you will not find Mrs. St. at
ome.

She changed her voice to one of extreme fri-
gidity as she addressed her lover,
He bowed gallantly. .
“T am not desirous of seeing Mrs. St. Havens.
1 eame to present my friend, Mr, Haighte, to
f{iﬁ fianee, out I perceive he has the pleasure of
ef

qintance.
ot flame rose to Bertramd’s face.
% Miiss Del Rose betrothed to you, Temple? 1
%xa%ﬁma you were interested in the lady of
8 h6Hse.” )
He looked from Undine, who was shiverin

inwardly, wondering how this was to end, bu

outwardly calm and dignified, so perfect wa3
her eommy&ud of hemllt‘,gto C]iﬂ‘mv{e who, with
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& smile on his lips and in bis eyes, seemed to em~
joy the situation.

“You are mistaken, Mr. Temple, in repre-
senting me as endga%ged to you, when you
know I never cared for you. Mr. Haighte, be
80 kind”as to close the register? the room is too
warm.

Bertrand’s back was toward them a moment
as ho obeyed her request; and then she looked
at Temple. One of those lightning glances that
told him to beware how he thwarted her, that
expiessed the defiance she felt—the love she en-
tertaiined for Bertrand.

He smiled calmly back at her flushi
sionate cheeks, and then Haighte joine
again.

He seemed to have undergone a complete rev-
olution of feeling since he entered the house;
when he stepped across the threshold it had been
in the full flush of his impulsive passion for the
siren who had dlured him, fiirst from happiness
with Crisbel Roscoe, and now from Crystel
without happiness. .

Of a sudden, the charm was broken, and his
head grew confused and giddy as one awaking
from some frightfully entramcing dream; and a
long, cold thrill that quivered over him, as he
drew 4 relieved breath, told him the spell was
proken, while as by magie, Crystel’s fine, sweet
face rose before him.

The contrast served to complete the thankful-
ness of his escape, and whon he tumsdi his face
toward Undino again, it was fairly radiant with
tho new-born thoughts. It was as if after the
weakness following a consuming fever he had
grown strong again.

“JTam grieved if there has arisen any misum-
derstanding between Miss Del Rose and Mir.
Temple. 1 fear I am de tm?]. I beg you bdBh
will permit mo to retire, while you amicably re-
storo each other to favor.”

as-
hem

Undine’s bright elyes had watched every mo-
tion of his lips, while Temple was watching her.
There was no love in his glances, and had Mirs,
St. Havens seen him, she would have realized
all she strove to explain to Undine.

* You are not intruding, sir. And since M.
Temple chooses to utter language more elegmit
than truthful, permit me to remark, more for-
eibly than courteous, that your society is pref-
erable to Mr. Temple’s.”

Her eyes back their dark defiance at
Clifford, who bowed as she concluded.

**Then 1 will at gnce retire. Perbaps we will
gee you at dinner, Haighte?’

e turmed to Bertrand.

to bring him here, and then to my face tell me
of it! But you are thwakted, Clifferd Temple]
He whom I'love I have blinded; he will be deaf
to your stori ouf tiuths, I may say ?ﬁ
10 0ne hears, P ouf veéy worst, sifl 1 er
g@u! and aot all th o %f_@ fth B A aé
Ifatiggh {gﬁ& Fo beifig the prde of B&rifan

She clenched her fist after the fetieating form
of Temple, _

“Hisll come to-night, and when he asks fme te
be his bride I'l] tell him yere jat the old fags
ily record need net be regarded iA aur ease; that
TGS et £ S A
thate for Clifiord Temple, Crystal Rogsees, oF
Mrs, St. Havens!” ’ ’

She snapped her pretty fingess, and then
went down to dinner,

CHAPTER 1X.
GLORI®WS LIGHT. )

TaAT night, while Undine Del Rose sat wait-
ing for her lover, he and his mother, with Liir-
line and Gussie, were gatheied around their
dining-table at The Towers, chatting over the
incidents of the journey.

Lurline’s face was res!)lendent with the joy
that sat upon it, for Cliffard Temple had re-
quested permission to visit her in the suweaﬂimg
week; and Bertramd had told her what Cliffer
had told him as they left Undine, that, although
he had been engaged to Miss Del Rose, she had
dissolved it by her actioms, and he should for-
mally return her her freedom at the earliest
possible moment. )

Bertrand seemed more joyous than he had
been for several days: one reason was, the re=
moval of the witchery that he was unable to
escape- another, and better reason, was, he
deeided, after matuke deliberation, t? {low
Hellice Roscoe’s adviee, and lay befers RIS
meother the entire story.

If the traditiion were tiwe, the eurse that ef-
sued for acquainting the females of the Haightes
with the family legend, then his mother weuld
never live to see the sun rise again; ifstant
ventgeanee would seize the reciplent of the se-
cret.

Bertrand was somewhat superstitious; he
dearly loved his proud lady mother, and the
struggle was a bitter one. . )

On the other side was Hellice’s adviee; the

ossibility of a_greater joy—the restoration ot
rystel, whom he loved with penitent affesﬂeg,
after his brief infatuation for Undine—than he

“[ must also bid Miss Del Roso adieu, as I dared imagine.

leave the city in an hour or so for The Tow-

ers.”
A sudden dusky hue crept over her face, buk

she restrained the words that were forming on t

her lips:' . . . .
“ He dare not q;)wwhout keeping his appoii~
ment,” she thought; and secure in

she bade the gentlemen adieu, with & frosty bow ; _
lance at| eral generatinig:”

to Temple, and a warm, passionful
Bertramd.

at thought, ! lieve in the old traditional legends th

At the window she watched thein |

The sisters had ﬁne for a short promenade on
the dusky lawn; Mis, Haighte wgs busg with
some lino linen she was epbroidering, a dkBgi-
rand, away back ameong the shadows, took this
for his unity.

w er,” he said, suddenly, ¢ de te% abi/%
been handed down from father te sen for sev-

*1 must confess 1 #m skeptical on thai_g@ﬁm:‘

eling to

down, her countenamee, now that there were mp Some persons, I am awaie, religiousl

watchful eyes upon her, displaying all the wild | family

superstitions; but it mch %@ me, i

i
workings of a heart fired by an eqnally violent ‘ ;ﬂ;ese enlighteied days, they should be freated

love and hate. . . .
*“ How dare he do it! The cowardly villain,

thayy deserve, with &6 :
She Tittle knew the me words awoke
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in his breast; be raised himself from the gay
siiken cushion, and strove to speak lﬂd

erentl
whjle his heart was throbbing 56 ma dy Y
I heard, once, of one of these old legends
that was sacred]y preserved by the sens é
family, and as religiously kept from the au
ters and wives, on pain of sudden and i i
ate desth.”

Mrs. Haighte laughed: am@ll@\w Aatural el
ody that seemed to send a theill of ﬁﬁuﬂ@i B
bliss through Beftfam"s Veifis.

“Well, m being as I a aiiv
wonderftil ninetéen entury
the least umeas..liwé%& Gt wete é g,cé
rgmaaﬁe tamily, and By 3861
n Bertrand sprung frem his §efa in ex@ited

Bless you, mother fine, for me§e WOFAS.
Then will yau "fisten wbiFi ? ﬁ Y stefy ?
w OIt?kaﬁ Instant she grew grave, and @eased ef

“If you are in trouble, or in
am your mother, who would die
Bertrand

my son, 1
gao%elp ou.”
pressed a loving kiss on ner fore

he

%Then let me tell you™
He began at the beginning, telling her of Un-
dine's visit to Edenwilde; of the cabalistic
words that Crystel was to use as a test: how ho
had recognized thera as being the same as e
corded in the mysterious letter: hew Cryste!
hs had been s ﬂd@ﬁ%ﬂﬂ@ﬁ@ Row Uﬁdiﬁ@
SBSSIOR 6 t 8 gld family # h % §6 68,
uﬂ l §he was 11 111 pessessien et a t 8 faets.
Now mother, you are doomed, if the tradi-

tion be tfue.”

Mis, Hai% te laughed assaringly,

Ithink will euf youf- eoffeé as usual, to-
Morrow momm% dear son. I am some-
what surprised, I raust admit, that this story is
go new to me. Surely I would have heard of it

efore.”

No,” he szid, eagerly, ¢ Bwﬁ then you re-
member that it has been guarded as a most pro-
found seated.”

%he looked seriously at Bertrand.

You really place confidience in this affir
oti; the so -mmysieniions  lotter and its
cha

Beftrand could not_help blushing under that
eaﬁn qtestionlng, half-sarcastic gaze.

1 am fain toadmit that I do. Else why per-
mit tilt‘;}’s painful state of affairs between
an

True. Iam s«imr% for what you have suf-
fered, and my poor Crystel, who believes you
an oracle. I am pleased that the noble-minded
Hellice takes so sensible a view of it, while [ am
free to confess, Bertrand, that I 'am a little

mortﬁﬂed that a Haighte, are so easily im-
fz{(l,ﬂflllf;lm’@d—ughstory of a glrlythh

pressed b
pretty eyes "

Bertrand could not say a word in his defense;
then, after a brief silence, he seemed suddenly
to have solved a puzzling point.

“But the letter, mother, subscribed by all the
Ha.lghlm since Lord Oscar? and the yellow,
g apet@ and the very words that Undine

9 (3

i “Rentbyps I can assist in solving all that.

I
J

Bertrand, you never knew your father was in-
sane the [ast six months of his life. We kept it
from every one but the atteadiag physician,
who can testify to the truth of my assertion, 1t
is mofe than likely that h%; w%io ﬁs’ éke

\uEse a Supers fofmantic as
é?épaied that s H@b, \with all the eﬂﬂﬁ"’n

f insanity, in m@meﬂt&w @ﬁ @ Wwas stiffiei .

§ane b@ fem@m &%&m iﬂ& shafa@t@ﬂs-

o §

f?; R mf@ 5’
W fgg@sﬁhg spent ot gaé His b mq ’
oW 8 eggﬁ %ﬁgw ET% W at
Slorabie m %15 The Who

;ﬁég@% g%@%a m ﬁ% R
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SHeh aams

Mrs. Haig hte att.er this long spe@ail
and Bertrand senzed her hand in a rapture of de-
perfe@tt!

light.
My mother, you are simply Nlo
lawyer could have elucidated a case 80 clise
satisfactorily and naturally as you have th
You have convinced me, mother: you have
shamed me with your noble, sensible view of
this affair, and I will bless youl to the day of my
degth* Iand my darling Crystell”
have only shown you what you eould not
868 alone There needs but ons proof; if I could
gee the letter I would at once ize your
father’s writing. However, you need not wait
until we find it before you seek Crystel and tell
her the story as you have told me. If I survive
the curse,” she smiled as she said it, * and
see me at breakfast, you can ride to Eden lde
and a/ every thing anew. Now, my fool-
ish boy, kiss me good-night, and let me go to
decide either your misery or happiness.”
Bertrand kissed her reverently; then he went
to the corner window of the library to watch
the light in Crystel’s window.

B

CHAPTER X.
P B EPARRATT CONGS.

CRYSTEL ROSCOE, in her white cashmere
orRing w r, with its facings of arange
satin, and bu ot inlaid gold and pearl, was

.siﬁtiﬁg in her dressm%room that dul, cfonmy
Noveimber day, while Hellice, cheery and brave
afid the storm of grief that had burst upon her
timid sister, was artanging fairy white bows
aa fogattes of gossamer ribbons.

what can be prether for the flowers?
SB ﬂeeey and feathery.”
Crystel turmed her eyes away from the basket

of materials.
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* It seems such a mockery, Hellice. It hurts
fne more than if Bertrand were dead to see you
persistently going on preparing for a bridal that
never ean be.”

Hot tears came stealing through the closed
lashes, and her lips were quiverirclg_.

‘* That'’s all nonsensel Truly, Crystel, do you
think for a moment I would cause you pain?
Would I, a woman of my years, prepare for
a wedding I felt never would occur? No,
my sister, you know me better. I make these
bridal favors bacause I kmaa they will be needed
on the twentieth of November, just as we ex-
pected they would be.”

She cast a bright encouraging glance at Crys-
tel; but her head was turmed from the glittering

o

o ou know why I am so confidiont, g~
tel, dea]rzi Because, %’lhen I am once convgl?e_d
that Bertrand will not seek counsel from his
mother, Ishall tell hmﬂ all I know, and
thus secure aid in un ing this affair.”

“Amd ma Oh, Hellice, am I dreamin
See, 3 that not him coming up the avenue? Tell
me, or am I going cra:X ) i

(frystel’s languor had turmed to wild excite-
ment. She sprung to the window, and stood

azing at Bertrand, as he alloped up to the
ouse, waving his handkerchiet, his handsome
face all alight with the good news he brought.

** Of course it’s Bertrand, and, my word for it,
he comes to clear up all this mystery. Crystel,
my darling, don’t ery sol”

et she was thankful she did weep, and Ber-
trand sprung through the French window in a
tumult of pleasurable excitement.

¥ 1 Crystel! it's all right! thank Godl!
I've only been the victim of a joke that has all
been explained.”

Then, when he could calm himself down, he
related the story to them, while Hellice worked
away at the bridal favors, amd Crystel sat
watching her lover, her sweet face momentari-
1y losing its pitifid sadaess, and rapidly grow-
ing Eiquant and fair as before this sudden, short

e.

“So I had better finish the bridal favors,
Crystel? And here, Bertrand, I am going to
pin one to your coat, to be your talisman
against future danger.”

And then, when, with exquisite delicacy,
Hellice made anerrand for more white ribbon
Bertrand took Crystel’s head on his breast, and
with her eyes reading his face, confessed what
he had not told before Hellice; all his mad,
wicked infatuation for the dark-eyed girl, whose
eonisummate arts and bold adventure, they fully
believed had wrought all the mischief. ~

And when he besought her pardon, she kissed
him, and trusted him as ever. )

So the cloud, that seemed dense it never
could blow over, had dis:é:})eared as suddenmly
as it eamqraamd joy reig supreme at Eden-
wilde and The Towers.

All that b;

ht, cool Friday evening, Undine
Del Rose sat in Mrs. St. Havens’s el t par-
lors, waiting and wondering; now sure and
Haighte wotld be there the next moment; now
tmuﬁl‘ od and doubting, lest Cliffiard Temple had
succeaded in Wmiﬂggnm' away from her.

She had looked forward to this evening all
through the day, as the time that was so tri-
umphantly to crown all her endeavors, and
now, when the flagon was so near her
thirsty lips, that Cliffiard Temple, of all meaq,
the man she had been taught had a strange
secret power over her—the man she had love
before she saw Bertrand, and whom she would
again turn te, if by any dire fate she
missed her chanee of the heir of The Towers,
to bestiddenly and vielently robbed of her lover,
gs stiaa believed Bertrand to be, was alfost mad-

ening.

She was sitting beside the register, when
footsteps echoing on the mamk-Hoored hall,
caused ner to listen, with a delicious flush at the
thought that he had come at last.

The door was thrown open by the footman:
but it was not Bertrand, it was Cliffiard Temple.

Undine arose haughtﬂy.

“ I beg to beexcused, sir, Jam expecting com-

any.”

P Cﬁﬂtﬁmdl walked up to the marble mantle and
leaned agalnst it, watching the anger tide of
e%lor that ebbed and flowed under her clear
skin,

“1 know you are waiting for Mr. Haiglhte;
but, as he returmed to The Towers by the eight
o’cloclk train, he desired me to excuse htm, Us-
dine, how dare you undertake this game?’

He suddenly spoke with a commanding tone.

“ How dare you question me thus? If M.
Haighte has gone away, it is because you have

been i ning him.”

w V%ell, perhaps it wasmy faulltt; perhaps your
own, in carrying your little game too faf, ~ Un-
dine, you knew you were engaged to e when

u denied it to-day. Why did you tell Mr.

aighte I was paying fy addiesses to Mrs. St.
Havens, when you khew it was false?’

 Because I hated you so; and—yes, I'm not
ashamed to say it—cared so mueh for him.
There, Clifford Temple, are you satisfied?’

She sat, twisting her ringsaround and around,
angry, mortified and wounded. .

I'do not seek any satisfaction. I did not
call for the purpose of angering you, but merely
t® warn you against prosecuting your plans
further. Because, Undine, Bertrand Haighte
haﬁ one home to marry his sweetheart at Etefi-
wilde,

Undine sprung from her chalr like a tigress.

*“That’s false. He never shall marry her, so
help me Heaven! You think to taunt fe into
a reconciliation with yourself ¥’

“Not atall. I here X release you from your
engagement to me; and with my withdrawal,
you may be pleased to learn that I shall transfer
my addiesses to Miss Lurline Haighte.”

. A sudden pallor crept to the corners of her
lips. Both gone!!—nol ghe would rally yeti

She bowed sarcastically,

“Thank you most wartaly. Present my ¢om-
pliments to the lady, also my condolences.”

Clifford laughed.

I never saw the jealous phase of your ¢lhiar-
acter before, Undine.”

}{mheeks ﬂlam?g iﬁ@ﬁ@ﬂﬂyﬁn . . bt

‘Then you see it now: not o u, #if, b
of one worthy of it. When ﬂz@u see!tge’_the Pride
of Bertrand Haighte you will agree with me”
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Cliffard walked up to her gravely, not un-
kind[lf.

* Undine, I will _aﬂain warn you not to com-
tinue tliis wild, wicked chase'for a man you
Bgver can marlgr. Yes, Undine, were he heart-
free to-day, an beggecf you to be his bride, 1
Waould see you laid in your coffin before you
should marry him. Better that you died this
hour than cherish a love for him longer. Un-
dine, we have been lovers; Lhope we are friends;
therefore, take warning by my words—by Mrs.
St. Havens's words; and believe me, that,
sooner than see you standing beside him at the
altar, I would take your life, and go down to
my own grave with the stain of your heart's
blood on my hands. That would be a mission
of mercy to yow and himm.” V )

Despite her raging anger, Undine listened,
and wondered what he meant,

When she had gone to Crystel Roscoe, and
told her almost the same story, she had not
pitied the bewildered 'geirl; now, when Clifford
ﬂ‘@mégle_was warning her, she began to under-
stand dimly how Crystef had felt; and yet a
Wgunded anger was ugpermost in her heart, and
a8 bur in% thirst for the accomplishment of her
mgg, gveir result what it might be:

] §aé not %werdwg en he had finished, but

Swere a cold bow, and an ominous
gleaming of her black eyes. )

After he had gone, she saw the wedding cards
he had accidentally forgotten.

Her whole fligure shook as if swept by a tor-
nado, as she held the pure white syn.bols of
happiness ifi her hand, and her eyes seemed like
a concentrated blaze of hidden fire as she read
that the mariiage between hef enly idel and
Crystel Roseoe would 6ccur on the twentieth of
November, at Edeawilde, at () o'clock.p. .

* And this is the end! this the §ﬂg§t 1

see
when
his|”

I should have heard his lips eall me

She tore the eards into fragments with a sav-
age satisfaction: then stamped on them, in_the
uncontrollable fit of passion that had smitten
her with its fiery hand.

Far into the morning houfs she sat there; and
then, as the little cuekoo oleek chimed three,
she afose from her low ehair and sought her
room.

. "“To-day is the last of October: I have a little
time left me yet. We shall see how this ends,
after alll” )

_In her room, just as the flirst faint sounds of
life were breaking, she was handed a tele%rapp

tch; and a fierce, ominous, yet withal tmi
umphant delight shone in her eyes as she read:

" Anetite Wiilloughby s vuanted—siglnass
It was addressed to her own name.

CHAPTER XI,
PREPARING FOR THE BLOW.

Harw-way between The Towers and Eden-
wilde, on the same side of the river as the Ros-
€oe estate, and standing a considerable distance
from the main road, was the cosey, humble cot-
tage of the Halls; the family of whom a {rivial
mention has been fmade iu the Dreceding ehap-

ter - the place Undime Del Rose had visited the
day of her call upon Crystel Roseee ahd Bet-
trand Haighte. .
1t was rather a prettgr place, with tall trees
hiding it from view, and a faint glimmer of the
tiver visible from its upper windows; & pleas-
ant home for the small family who lived there.
They were but three in number. The hus-
band, Jacob Hall, who was gardener at Eden-
wilde; his wife, whom the housekeeper at Eden-
wilde sometimes employed on extra occasions;
nd Lida, their niece, the child of Mr. Hall’s
fother, a young woman of twenty, who was
Crystel's dressing-maid; who had been in that
capaeity a e g fime. ébhe was not & good-look-
ing gir _a%d it Aot been for the faithfulness
with which she atiended to her duties, she never
gﬁ%ﬁ %gha% remained at Edeawilde so long as

Her recommendations, coming as they had,
together with her aunt’s and uncle’s, from a
friend of Mrs. Haighte's, had been greatly in
her favor: and so, in spite of her homely face,
with its keen, sullen black eyes, and the heavy,
overshadowing hair, that made her so ugly, she
stayed on, year after year, and her misttess be-
came accustomed to her looks completely.

It was Lida Hall that Undine Del Rose had
mentioned to Mrs. St. Havens; Lida, who had
years before worked for Mrs. Temple, who had
recommended the family to Mrs. Haighte.

In those early days, when Undine visited
often at the Temples’, when she and Lida and
Clifferd had not yet been fettered by the cour-
tesies of a fashion that in later years forbade a
80 and dau_%gbef of wealth and aristocracy as-
socjating with a maid of no name, particularly,
had played together in Mrs. Judge Templé's

3?@%@@1@4 o 8 ga‘.l d &ué %ﬁgadm&maagéﬁd o
toys \gﬁiﬁﬁﬁ therh 1n the parier. y

Between Undine and Lida had always existed
a friendshig, although Cliffard had ]
forgotten her: and, despite the difference in
their position, Undine had several times gone to
see her, with no particularreason therefor until
the last two times; and then, in the plottings
she had instituted, her far-seeing eyes had dis-
cerned the fact that of all allies, of all confl-
dantes, there was none on the earth so adapted,
both by nature—for she had, with her astute
perceptions, long ago read Lida Hall’s disposi-
tion, which, being not unlike her own in some

oints, may explain their cold, calm friendship
Lmi acquaintamce as Lida Hall.

The position she occupied in the Roscoe house-
hold was simply splendid toward the further-
ance of her plans; ner frequent errands to The
Towers was another satisfactory condition.

1t had been in September, on one of Undine's
visits—calls rather—at the Hall cottage, that
she had seen Bertramd Haight®, in all his at-
tiaciiveness and elegance, as he and Crystel had
ridden along the road.

To one of her disposition, it was enough mere-
ly to see him; and despite her existin eng

ment with Mr. Temple, she made up her mind
eatly,

on the moment that she admired him
Then she thought of him, waking and sleeping,
until at last she resolved to win him. _

It seemed, perhaps, a most absufd and imposs
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sible idea; and to persons of ordinary_contep-
tioms, it doubtless would have been. But Un-
dine Del Rose was & woman of no commop in-
tellect' one bad it been traimed in & noble, high-

Fimeipl channel would have made ner a

re.ie oﬂeus specimen of womanhood. There-
fore, the more Impassable the bartiiets, the more
determined she e to surmount them; un-

til hef whele soul fired with love for Bertrand

tie, and a consequent natural hatred for

Cf be 08608, she schemed and planned and
ef fiode of procedure.

Several weeks previous to the day when she
had gone to Edenwilde, she had, on a day’s visit
at the Riverside Lodge—so Lida had named the
unpretentiious little four-room co been in-
vited by Lida to go over to The Towers with
her, on an errand for Miss Hellice to Mlrs.
Hetghte’s housekeeper, for a recipe or some-

ing.

She had greedil cepted the mvntetlon,
knowing that, as ertramf was over at Eden-
wilde, she could gerhams, prevail on the house-
keeper to show her through the house; some-
t?iﬂﬁ might accidentally tramspire to assist her
plaas,

Her dress was as simple, apparently, as Lida’s
own; and in the pla n brown silk traveling
dress, with a large w lfeu}mmmfr of Mrs. Hall’s
around her, and her hair, for a rarity, fastened
in a coil, and a brown vail doubled over her faee
and hands, she truly coneluded that if, by aeei-
dent, she met Bertrand or any one else, they
never would recognize her in after times when
%he%v might e&me beoldly to The Towers in her

Certainly Undine Del Rose was audaciously
presumptive; but it was both her presumption
and audaeity that should help to carry her
thieugh ﬂms campaigh against Crystel Roscoe’s

aﬂma introduced her with all formality to the
Rortly hogsgkeeper Mrs. Bowen; but her ears

“Wass, I am pleased to meet our friend, Miss
Rose. Won’t you walk u he diﬁiﬁg-room,
Lida? Mv recei ts are al thefe i

Undines heart swelled with joy at the acei-
dental misunderstanding
“It's Fate in mfv favor already,” she had
whis red to hersel

you could spare the time, Mirs. Bowen, 1
would like to show this lady through the
rooms.”

" And that'’s just what I can’t do, at all. I'm

, but there’s all the maids gone to some
feﬂ af 0 or other down t.oYork and I'm awful
bus

“}i’efhaps you will trust me to show
thiough? Yeu know me, Mrs, Bowon' ru be
partioular.”

The housekeeper deliberated a minute before
she replied.

Mi s ell, tiafl:;)n’t:tl;nowas I carell gt cm if
ss Crystel trus u among all her

can wl{eyre there’s ngt?hing but-,g heav furmture

Be eareful now, Lidy, to lock all the doors®

agen.”

A fiery rod had come in spots to Undine’s
cheeks at the half-suspicion, but she could afford |
to conceal it,

_Together they went throu fﬁh the elegant, spa-
cious apartmenis, while Undine noted every ob-
ject they passed.

At last, having entered the corridor, out of
which the doors of the family ﬁleeg Q-FO0Ms
opened, Lida started to fetum e dining-
room, but Undine detained her.

“You haven’t taken me in these yet.”

She was pointing at Bertrand’s room door,

“But those are strictly private; Mrs. Bowen
mig%pm ntn}ttlike it-,.i It 1? F. %@?{g’ﬁd’s i

et us go in—please, Li

"o, indeed, I can not—"

, “II”tell you I am going in: give me the
eys.
ghe was very calm, but Lida knew, of old,

that red light in her eyes, as she took the keys

from her hand.

“I want you to come in. I want you partie-
ularly.”

And Lida followed her into Bertrand
Haighte’s sleeping apartment.

Undine gazed around, her eyes growing tef-
der as they rested on the lace-ruffled pillew
where his head had rested: and with a ft
ﬂeet step she stole up b% the low fosewoed
fmea and pressed a kiss of the uﬂ@eﬁgeieué

“Undinelt"
Lida called her name, half-angered, half-
amuse

« Yes, it is because I love him so. Now, Lids
Hall, I want routo swear to me to keep a secret
for me. Will you do it?”

And then, standing in the very room where
Bertrand had dreamed of Crystel so many
times, Undine told Lida Hall "hef love; her
hopes; her resolves; her plans.

And now, Lida Hall, I want yeu to aid me

in my work, 1 will dlreet you i all thi mgs;h y%u
need have no rind of your ewn. Ohl
lided by me, and sueeess will crown us
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w‘:lYou go flirst, and don’t forget what you are
0.”

Then they went home, and in the
dusk, where no one ever met her, Uni
back to the city.

One month later she had returned; and Lida
Hall met her with a parcel,

“1 did not do as you directed, but have ac-
com lished what Xou bade me do.”

ot as I said?

“Pate planned it better. Mrs. Bowen has
been sick of diphtheria, and is just recovering—
is still only convaleseing. There was no one to
nurse her, the Fuls being away on their vaca-

tion; my aunt Is also on a visit, and Miss Crys-
tel offered my services. I had the house to
;nysgg%&t etter ehanee 6ould have been of-

ere

Undine stood, with wide eyes listening, a tri-
umphant smile irradiating her face, she
cluiched the papers.

“Ewas so afraid Lawyer Allan was wroﬂg,
I have promised him five hundred dollars for
his disclosure of the strongheld of this docu-
ment. How little the Haightes dream of the
&ar"f’i’dy of their talented, fashionable execti-

r

Lina leaned her head wearily on her hands,
while Ui.dine was reedﬂ?' funning over theé
%ad@g pap@is, and still helding a ring between

too. 1 heord
been seen for

atherin
ne wen

“It is strange you found this
lawyer Allan say it had net
years.’

“Itis beeause I searched the old searetiary so

¥eyghly, I suppose. I must o lie down, Un-
gﬁ%@;j tee] 50 wretched.” 8
d her flushed face denoted her feglings.
Yerha s ou are getting the diljphthe—
Heavens, Lida, what 1t my all owerful Star 1§

In the ascendancy? Yeu take t
Mrs' Bowen, 1 talie dm%%ﬁ ff@ﬁi
coe’s maigl | Lida, I ope Ipfay yei

the diphtherial”
idaﬁg 1
t a 1

A little horrified cry broke fr8
Not that it will fnyake an
8 fﬁ@éﬁ§
8 Bﬁ 6 Unex=
f Fetura Ea& @-ﬂ‘i@f-
jie

to my glans for you knew I

a member of the R@ﬁ@@e

or Othef- enly this i§ %
Remember, I sha

Row mght m an @% toate Wﬁ{ﬁm %%y
‘E

?l?ngea igbeéa. é Ee Be ﬂﬁ ?é w

betfay ne §uf ;§ w%%%

Iouun g EB

i tﬁm@* - @fg;?z
m at ggfam%gﬁ iii ; E@ﬁé H? %&t

Wlth a lew h@aﬁ-—%ﬁ@k §i h ida Hall
Watched hef awa ass ¢ has own ¢ %
}enely rnnd%ld@ 6t; u@ a hl@ﬁi% a fﬁﬁ
cm 1slln i§h %é\ i%ge
racked 1o %mg% a& a 1@ &% 1%5

rom 1 R Aed £ @E% and then nema
® satisfied as t6 NG &H@@@ ’

But at home the da Es wore on, and there came
no telegram from Lida Hall; she wondered
what it meant; she knew she dared not play
her false.

And then, when Bertrand Haighte had visited
her, she had felt so glad she was home to re-
ceive him; after, when Clifford Temple had di-
vulged her falsity to him, she determined to go
to Lida and Jearn why she had been silent.

Then had come the summons; and, after writ-
ing a note to Mrs. St. Havens, sta.tlng that she
had received an urgent message from a sick
schoolmate in Boston, and did not know but
that she might remain several weeks, she
started on her career.

CHAPTER XII.
WHAT WAS DONE.

IT was true; Lida Hall was ill of diphthegia—-
dangerously ill; and because of the nearmess of
her wedding, Crystel Roscoe had avalled herself
of Lida’s offier to send for Annette Willoughby.

Mrs. Hall had herself carried the message
the offiize, and afterward kept her own counsel,
at Lida's suggestion, who tola her that if Miss
Crystel knew that Annette was in ar% we)z
acquainted with Miss Del Rose, she might no
employ her after the affairs so 'well known to
the family had transpired.

Then the knowledge of Undine's visits had
been kept quite still, at Undine’s own request,
long before this existing state of affairs; be-
cause her pride revolted from the idea of it be-
ing known that she visited a common servant.
Therefore fild sugpicion att all; amd exan
Mis. Hall had net the first distant idea but that

ﬁﬁ@tt@ Will@ughby was merely recommended

D 1 R The affgir of her niece with
was a sealed page to her, hav-

8 Wi et hbgﬁ
uff-e ile Lida wag a year away at
Lt% the factories, while Undine had been
Hsetts ﬁ@h@ol and to whom Lida

a an te for money and aid.

Thus Undine's tracks were covered @@m et@-
ly; and she Eresented herself, not an i
woman, with her hght, fllessy bair eom
on her forehead, and over it a Jace Gap,
and rather pretty. She had
narrow strip of black court-plas er acr@§s
cheel¢, between the lips and chin; her compl
was vefy dark, and a little sallow.

A pair of blue glasses she asked pe mgisﬁeﬂ ‘ie
wear, saying she had been em on ﬁa@
embroidery so long that she Gould t»bear
li%ht yet, buld hoped to leave them @ ina few

Tender-hesrted Crystel told h@? it m
the slightest difference; hired her 6B Ii
reeommendam@n and went on preparing for e

ding-da

Sunn =sk?' d, fresty and quiet 1t dayned: ap
as C gtel drew aélyd@ %g %‘EI& g
looked abroad l}
wondered if eVeF ﬂé@ WeRb FortR From 8 f%ﬂ’f%’f
% atar off, with the mernily-flowing 5@@@6 &?‘
tween, were the rugg@ rown W
stately Towers, surrounded % nﬁ
and lying against the 51@131115 Ia
stretched up to the \Rtense blue s
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In% to penetrate the happiness stored up for the
bride.

That was a blissful hour Crystel spent in
sweet communion with her maiden heart, alone
with nature, on the mormng of her wedding-
day. There did not sesm the tiniest cloud on
her horizon; and even when she thotght of the
fascinating stranger and her ominous warning,
she calmly smiled, then whispered her psalm o
graise that she had hrough the trial,

itter though it was; for she loved Bettitara
better than ever.

All the mornin? was the delightful bustle of
preparation; Hellice moved hither and thither,
%uidin? and directing all the affairs, while

rystel, alone of them all, the most _deepf con-
cerned, sat wrapt in a delicious, idle, dreamy
reverie.

With the noon train the guests began to ar
rive, and the spacious mansion was a scene of
meir .

La 3 after an informal lunch, came an early
dinner; then the grand preparations for the
ceremony that was to oceur at the hour of eight
to be immediately followed by the departure of
the martied couple for the ecity, where they
took an early morning steamer for Boston.

It was a few minutes past six when, complete
in her wedding attit®, Crystel lovingly dis-
missed her sister and Bertrand, who had been
eaﬁeﬂy watching the process of part of the
toilet, and assisting the lushing girl as her vail
and wreath were being adjusted.

Now Crystel had beg*d them to leave her,
and with a kiss and a whisper, Bertrand went
away with Hellice.

All that hour the guests were gathering in
the saloon; a delightfully joyous noise the
mansion, yet still the door of Crystel’s room re-
mained focked. At exactly eight, General Ros-
coe tapped, while directly after him, in regular
order, stood thelbiiltemmalids; at the foot of the
stalrs Bertrand, with his groomsmen, awaited
the party.

A second elapsed, and then the door was
opened, and she came out, her vail drooping
lowly over her elegant sunny-gold hair, her
eyes cast down, even though ner vail covered
her face. She was pale as marble, but that was
owing to excitemw. She carried her
filmy lace han isf in one white-gloved
hand; and a tiny bouquetin the other. General
Roscoe gave her his arm with all the gallemtiry
of a man of thirtv.

“WWe are waiting for you, my de%rn he
bishop came a quarter of an hour ago.  One Kiss,
m¥l little Crystel Roscoe, for the last timee

e lightly touched her forehead, without
gaislng the cloud of lace, and then tﬁey went
own.

At the foot of the staircase Bertrand togk her
from General Roscoe,and they promenaded slow-
1y thiough the lon%, dim parlors that looked

el éfﬁifg-lﬁﬂd in its fragrant, dusky gloom—

Crystel had wanted it so, fearing lest she should

be nervous with a half-bundred pairs of eyes
watehing her in a full glare of light. She gent-
1 gﬁ@iﬁ@d his are, and he bent on her a glance
% erest affection as they took their places
on the floor—to be married; and in after days
Eéftg&ling shivered with horror as he remem-

The ceremony began; it ended, and Bertrand

tuﬂmﬁi to kiss his gr tliie wifer”
y wiffs, my darling wife!’

She trembled just a second, then threw up
her vail, and, stepping forward, looked defiently
around.

Bertrand almost screamed.

“@wod God, what does this mean? UWndine
De! Rose [

A sudden ‘tush forward of the guests; a mur-
mur among them, as of an angry surge. Hel-
lice sprung forward with a deathly pale face.

% Where’s my sister, woman? how dave you,
how dare you!

She dashed through the guests, her long silken
dress trailing after her, to her sister's roomm;
while Bertrand and General Roscoe stood like
men turmed to statues.

Then the bridegroom aroused from the stupor
he had been momentaril suﬂferin%, and ad-
vanced to Undine, who, calm, pale and collected,
stood her well-won ground.

“\Woman! fiend! you shall answer for this!
General, let us go to Crystel, the poor d=nlingg-
hold, where is she?’

“Iim her room,” she returmed, calmly.

The men started to the door, whither half of
the guests had rushed to learn of Crystel, when
sud enly General Roscoe turmed about.

“Don’t let her go—ah, by Heavens, she has
disappeared!”

It was even so; and on the carpet lay the vail
and long shiny locks of golden hair. For a
second, a silence, amounting to fearful intense-
ness, reigned; then General sprung to an
open French window.

“Sheltms gone through this, the demoness|”

It seemed true, for a fragment of white satin
was clinging to a jagged point in the iron bal-
cony.

CHAPTER XII1,
AFTER THE BRIDAL,

Hmuucs, closely followed by Bertrand and
General Roscoe. had hurried up the stairs to the
door of Crystel’s room; it was unlocked, and
they rushed in, fearing, wondering what they
should see. ]

And then, when Hellice had reached midway
the room, aloud scream burst from her lips,
rigid as marble, with the blood curdling roun
her heart, she met her sister, coming up through
ﬂill?i ;ii]r? distance of the long suit, 50 pale, §0
pitifu

“1am so bewildered, sister! where have 1
been? where is Bartrand?”

She passed her hand over her forehead in a
gesture of painful self-idguiry,

And just at that juneture the startled mem-
bers of the household, headed by Genéral Res-
e, snarea s o 3 Mg
of the shrieks that had awakened tg_eﬁm_

General Roscoe suddenly E_aused in his haggy
entramee, as hiseyes fell oh his youngest %g z
ter’s figure; and a silence of feaf and awe fell on
%hemr}t : a silenee that Crystel was the fifst to

reak.

“ Oh, father, won't you tell me what jt means?
I surely have fet b@%g iﬂ,t%ave 11 of fiaw 6%6
came my bair she¥t
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And then General Roscoe caught her itn Ms
arms, and the spell seemed lifted off them all.

*“ My child, what does it mean? Where did
you leave Bertramdl—how carse this splendid
nair shorn so closely ¥’

“©h, Bertrand! where has he
doesn’t he come and see it I am feady for the
wedding? It seems as if I was all diessed once,
and waiting for you to tap on the deer. I know
I felt very faint all at onee—l suppese it has
only beefi a dream.” o
. A dream!” thundetsed the Geperal, it is an
infernal game! Crystel, my 6hild, you have
not been mariied to Bertrand Haighte! The
ceremony was performed, but between him and
AT A L i e
86118 6118 eﬁ‘s %u% it §‘Ba\l aﬁ 8 fade right.”
She stood like a statue of marble.

“ Some—on "

Slowly the words dropped from her lips.

Then Hellice, with her quick returming fore-
sight, stood-up and spoke quietly and convinc-

ne? why

has been a tpl_ot;; I think I comprehend at
least a portion of it. Bertramd, will you at-
tend Crystel to another room? and see that
John goes immediately after Dr, Bellanger? 1
will write to have the woman arrested.”

But Bertrand could speak no words of cheerin
assurance to his love; for, when Hellice turne
toward him, they all saw that he had fainted
jlust as he had aseended the stairs.

Several hours later, when Bertrand had
aroused from the deadly swoon, he explained,
as best he could, the probable feasen for the
strange affair. Afterward, s0 5000 as the 8x-
citement subsided, the guests retired to their
rooms, while Clifford Temple, pale and speeeh-
less from the supreme horror of the occasien,
gaced up and down the front piazza till the gray

awm.,

Up-stairs, in Crystel’s room, Annette Wil-
loughby was snting in the gloom, watehing her
mistress as she slept, and listening to the
measured tread below that she knew so well,
The next morning she wrote a shert nete, and
this was its contents:

“\MR, SAMUEL GREENLEAF:

* Please direct and drop the inclosed letter in the

box, and oblige, AAW."
_The “iimclosed” was a letter directed in
cipher,

' Fog!ou_r sweetheart, eh, Annie?” the letter
man had sald, when she gave it to him; and she
laughed and simpered. .

But several hours later Lawyer Allan in-

uired at Station C if there was a letter there

or his coachman, Samuel Greenleaf; and then,
an hour later still, he mailed the inelosed " at
another station; and when he had tianslated it,
in accordamee with the cipher he had been in-
structed with, by Undine Del Rose, it read:

“Bertrand Haighte, The Towans”

And Lawyer Allan rubbed Ms hamds, and
thought not only of the fat fees Miss Del Rose
aid, not of his own consummate perfidy and
reachery to the Haightes, but that the splendid
Undine had promised to consider hifi, if a Mat-
Fumonial view,

At midday, Bertrand received nis letter, and
this was what it said:

“[iff you want to be righted, come to the Oriental
Hotel to-day, at four P. M. Unpine ™

That aftermoon, Annette had gone into her
misttess’s room just after midday.

* Could fou spare me till dinner to-day, Miss
Crystel? 1 have an errand in Brooklyn that's
very particular.”

She went down to New York on the three
o'elock train; purchased a walking suit complete
at Mme. Ol_ipha_ﬂt"s establishment, and then,
still in her disguise, went to the hotel.

Once in the room she had asked for, she care-
fully removed all traces of Annette Willough—
E{\f., then called the waiter and bade him show

F. Haighte—whom the man knew well—to
her. Then she sat down and waited:

CHAPTER XIV.
A STORMY INTERVIEW,

SHE had not long to wait; for, on the stroke
of the hour, Bertrand Haighte opened the door;
pale, frigid, angered.

*T1 am here, Undine Del Rose.”

He never bowed, or otherwise acknowledged
her presence.

“No. I am Undine Del Rose no longer. 1
have the honor of being Mrs. Haight®, of The
Towefs. Oh, Bertrand! Bertrand!” and her
tones lost their slight toueh of sareastic tH-
H and suRk to allviw, entreating mMurmur,
“ dbi't quite hate me| 1 have But one. éxcilse
an én% s my ev%geg i  Nothing e s
wolld have W ﬁmi BE awtdl pisk I have

. ARd SES:, S{i rand, Providence aﬁﬁ sif-
j ‘f.,BPS 6, Fof HAt &VeR Yo fe

She laid her hand on his shoulder, and looked
up in his face, as white as death, with eyes that
would have shmihilated ber, had that Been ps-
sible.

He dashed her off with a gesture of ineffabi
scorn and disgusé. ge ) ®

“Don’t touch me! don’'t meation the hely
name of the Almighty with those false, 1yi
lips! Say rather that Satan and all Ms a ﬁ%
have aided you in this fienditih schefme! ‘%’60;:
man—tell e how you daied de it: tell me, be-
fore I erush all your life out of you!”

He advamced a step toward her, his hot breath
flaming; on her cheeks,

* Bertrand, be reasonable.

ur bride, married to you by every law that
{I?e land demands. Listen, Bertrand, while I
humble myself to you, and beg and pray you to
love me a—"

“ Silencell not & word of such blasphemy from
your lipst I command you, tell me what you
mean—the woman [ hate and abhor! the wo-
man who shall never be my wife, despite all
your infernal macMnations.”

Undine smiled defiantly. i

“And suppese I refuse te listen te your de-

%h%gﬁsm yout What ¢id

%’ghe H wre
yey &{?ﬁ%% o 8 hyshand o ask hjs

W madden me! IYsOURhhusbamd? Never.

Remember, I am
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if you were the last woman on God's earth.
You, the arch fiendess, my wife? who has crush-
ed my happiness the second time? Not if |
could thereby earn your eternal salvation |"

“1 am sorry you persist in this style of lan-
Pna? Bertrand, doesn’t it move you in the
east when you know what I have dared to do
O paced 1o and fro while she was speaking

) and fro while she was 3
then tlx)g‘s:topped before her. o

“Moes it move me? Yes, with infinite pity
and tendermess when I think of my crushed
Cristel; moved to scorn and disgust when 1
look at you, with all the beauty you have used
to cover your wickedness.”

*You thought and spoke diffierentily the even-
ing you spent in Lexington avenue; the morn-
ing we rode in the Central Park.”

blush of angry shame flooded his face.

“[Ht I was infatuated then, Lamm disemchanted
tiowl I thank God you have no legal claim on
tae now [

She lqughed lightly.
ne'(‘l;?’ ’thm I have. Are we not lawfully mar-

“Wiamtizd?” He fairly thundered the word.
“Wover will I admit 1t! Before the whole
world I will proclaim your treachery I”

She extended her hand, on which glittered the
curious green-and-scarlet-veined jewel.

**You'do not regard this? You are no longer
afraid of it?

_He gmsged her slender wrist, and tore the
ring from her fimger, _ i
Sthoulld] 1 fiesar sm . & thieff, a5 1 e~

lieve you to be? or a ring that is my own, and
that never wrought me any harm?”

A sudden, intense light shot from her eves,
and she compressed her lips a moment before
ghe answered.
~ *[t may never yet have wrought harm, buttl
swear that it shall. Now, Bertrand Haighte,
P AT T ity

e curled his li ously.

* 1 neither carﬁo know, or feel at all imter-
ested in your future movements. ¥ shall take
the first train to Edenwilde, and further expose

this treache And if harm comes to Crystel
Roscoe, woe to you!”

He never vouchsafed her a glance as he went
out, and as the door olosed after him, his part-
iﬁg words echoed on her eanr:

o you I”

Was it a curse or a prophecyf And so far,
her deeply-plotted plans, her superhuman effort
that had been so tamtallizingly crowned with
success, had come to this!

She walked up and down and around that
elegant room; while, like a keen poniard at her
heart, was the bitter, unendurable anguish of
the knowledge that he did not love her—mnever
would love her.

She sank down, exhausted, on one of the
sofas, cursing the luckless fate that had lured
her on to fondly hope and believe he would for-
ggt Crystel Roscoe, his first love, the moment

saw her

“T have been worse than mad! I have been
too hasty; I have thwarted what long-suffering

might have accomplished. And now,
iow he despises me; while I—oh, I shall die for
the want of bis lovel”

. A look of unutterable despair came over her
ace.

"“Amd while I've been eng heart and
soul, in seeking to win this man; while I crazed
my brains in schemmgkglanmm@ and coumtiiv-
ing, I've lost the other, who, before I saw Bef-
trand Haighte, I loved as I thought I never
could love again, Clifford Temple has passed
beyond mg@e&eﬁ‘;ﬁh@@ apeursed Haightes have
won him, too! And I, Y am alene, unloved, de-
spised ! A I ean ﬂgt b@@ﬁ it; Twill die! My bel

oo e, by el

And all that long;, dreary night she sat there:
and the fire burned itself away to a handful of
ghostly ashes; the light was™turmed down by
some onebelow as the day came on.

In the cold, gray dawn of that winter’s morn-
ing, shivering ana numb, she still sat on; the
stages began to go rattling by; the hum and
bustle of a waking city grew gradually louder,
:_nd yet Undine never moved from her posi-

ion.

After an hour or so, tho chambermaid tapped
for admission; that aroused her, and she called
to her to come in an hour.

She was fearfully changed, and a faint ery of
horror issued from her blue lips as she looked at
herself in the mirror.
th;‘ gurses fall on him forever, who has wrougiht

s

Her eyes had seemed to freeze; from a warm,
liquidly (fassionate light in their dark depths
they had turmed to a hard, steeg blackness
with neither soul or expression in them; around
her month were deep temse lines, that forty
years of life would hardly have draw there,

But worse than all, and so horrible it was
that she gazed at it in a bewildered, fﬂght/eﬂed
stare, was her long, thick hair, that, when sha
entered that room was black as a raven’s wing,
and now hung in yellow-white luxukiow
ever her shoulders, _

She felt herself wrecked; wrecked in appear-
ance, as well as in heart, and, with the sight of
her ruin, fled the last vesgge of life in the pas-
sionate love for Bertrand Haighte, which she had
been all the night through killing.

With clenched fists, she gazed back into her
dull, deadened eyes.

* For this I'll make him rue the day! I swore
once to be his bride; I am his bride, and now 1
swear unsleeping vengeance against my hus-
band! And before I "see him in the arns of
another—that fool he dared prefer above me-
1 layt};lm in his coffity, with myself, desd,
across i

Sho de!iberatel{ arose and ariaiged her false
flossy hair; her storm of ion was spent, and
her hands were untrembling as she wound eoil
| after coil around her shapely head; she adjusted
| the blue glasses, and then removed the black al-

paca walking-suit.
This she did up in a bundle, and dompned the
arments she had worn from Edenwilde; and
e bride of a day went forth, liusb de-
| ised, alone; possessed of a fearful strength
' that wotld not hesitate to strike any blow that
| would remove from her path the obstaele that
ihgie%n %.f?d her one object of the now lonely ex-
That object was—BEVENGE!



WILL SH= MARRY HIM?31

CHAPTER XV.

ID SHE LOSE
Er the fafﬁﬂ at—. Eaemed
'8 W8f§

'lT
rmﬂsi QBEQH%E% ?F @@dﬂ
a:f%%f’éfa ,Baf eu aﬁy BiF gHest; uﬁ?sfﬁ

At ffinst he @aula net ee@m te @afﬁ rehend it,

§0 suddeﬁl all ha
pened: the w ed the trut gm fAa éit-;
self el@dﬁ §€§f-b% at enes fer the eity. [

“You know not this girl as well asI; nor her
disposition. She will not ?ive you up, so long
88 she has the faintest claimm upon you,” he
said to Bertrand, as he stopped for a moment at
Edenwilde, whefe he foun Crystel and young
Haighte In the parior.

Bertrand was paecing the floor like a chained
tiger, who cannot brook another instant's con-
finemenit.

“ But, man, has she no delicacy thus to thrust
herself upon me? Where is her womanhood
that it does not ery out upon her?”

Temple’s answer was a gloomy laugh.

*“Waftures like hers know no reason when their
will determines to attain to any object. I have
known the girl since she was a child, and I can
say, with truth, she is the most passnmte-tem—
pered person I ever saw.”

“But a divorce can be obtained; fit is merely
a question of time.”

Yes, but you may depend upon it, that she
will never leave you to yourseif.”
theliygt«zl’s eyes grew bright with the anger in

“Undine Del Rose daie not cross his path
again. Let her b}@ammpt it, and I will find
a way to remove

Bertrand smilg

“With so lovmg aﬂd bfavg

protectiess, what should I di

g @Pﬁfﬁ l%f} éﬂd alon:

She was assisted to dress by Annette, whom
she had come to hke in preference to lea,, who,
though recovered from the throat disease, was

still a victim to a li%h t, disagreeable fever.

“You had better let me golm Miss Crystel,”
Annette asked, very solicitous

“There is no need indeed. It you want a
turn in the warm sunshine you can spend an
hour or so, till I get back, down at Lida’s.”

“Yes, ma’am, 1 will, and much 4

So off went Crystel her sister watchmg her
from the window out of si ht then she turned,
rettaced her steps, and wa. uq;ilt@mim depot,
and bought a ticket for New Yor

She had just reached the entramce- when
Annette locked tl.e door,and hastily retired to
her own room; one she oecupied alone,

“Mll the dlsgulse I need will be to arrange
this gray hair of mine, and powder ly face as
white as I can. These heretofore tell-tale eyes
of ﬂ}’i’ne bave done their last mischief, curse

{1

And, indeed, in her plain, dark dress and
sacque, the puffs of grag ir, the dull lustrous

s, no one, not even Cliffard Temple or Mrs.

it. Havens herself, would have known her.

She had plenty of time to get to the station:
and t;y going down a side-entramce, she met no
one of the family sarvants.

*1 wonder if my suspicions are correct? Counld
she have gone to The Towers? or did I read her
thoughts aright, and see her from her own win-
dow as she hastened back this way? Atany rate,
if she's not at the depot—and what she means by

oifg is more tham even I can tell; however,

e shall never g@t out of vmi sight while I have

Bawef to wateh said, if she’s fiot at
@ Hepet, it’s easy @@fﬂiﬁg hefe agaiﬁ,
Such were Annette’s thoughts as she hurried

Atg the window stood Gryst@lﬁnsomy tappuﬁg

“p ho%e mly words Wili V% aa the glass with her k@gloved ers; the
ut t us ﬂ@t a@u §HE tigiin came rushin stel p! her hand
ﬂn@u ts.  There in her pocket to ta from r portmon-

shawl; the reem §88fﬁ%
Tt was Annette, but fe eﬂ BB

I shall have t6 bid Mi§§
cnwte and if I eary y? éﬁ] &fﬂiﬁg 3‘
you will Believe it s foF Hle oW &Wd Yot

800
But after they we
Stranmly at uﬂi@%ﬁ, an

i il S e

YW beﬁéﬂmi& §L§‘i@¥a this drug yeu have

oty e
an gelhce
SRS BY L i

at T Moo e Frgu A £8MWF e

éﬁn;ﬁ%gly at tggl gusdnevty ch@@&ﬁ aﬁﬁkhﬁﬁ%fsysﬁ.
thil

ymp are mot

Rigns?* Yout betfeﬁ"% %“f:e%ff&f

you | 8668 deep in the plans that had

lather
«eu@é I ﬁf’ﬁ gsmg t@ eﬂgomﬁgany hOﬂiG« '

naie, that she never deemed safe in & crowd out
°tc§’er in the traiin, she replaced it, and found
nce in the it, and found,
to her vexation, that she had Jost both her hand-
kerchief and a valued pen-knife—a gold-and-
earl-liandled one, that had been a present from
ellice gears before, when she was a school-
girl, and that bore her initials, C. R,, hand-
e@m@l engrawed, She uttered a little exclama-
tion, and &\e lady who sat next her looked up
from the aftermoon paper she was reading.
“ Have you lost your mon

It &“s ? rathe a ergh }y@re@ wg 5?
anoe
at ﬁ]led tb@ 1n§ d@ Qf QH% aéy g

Eaéf sacque and @ eotton

Setore
he brown veul. m her inquimlve way, betore
she answered

* No, thank you. Only my handkerchief and

R‘Tmm she leaned toward the windew, and
dismissing the thought of her tm*ﬂing l@§§, gag

e city. She had but? on@ ob:

aﬁd that was, knowing where Berirand
ﬂe to follow, and thus satisfy herself as
ther the strange, bold girl who bad mar-

gecretly

{?

go to
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fied Mm had any designs on Ms life, since he
had repulsed her love,
Crystel loved Bertramd
love that u her on; that compelled her, as it
were to follow the suddeﬂ yowerful impulse to
What caused her to think of it she
ﬂew not then; only in after days did she know
it was the iron ﬂnger of her inevitable fate that
drew her whithetsoever it would.

But, after all her coming to she city, she was
unable to find Bertrand; he had cha his
mind as to the route he should talee, an
tel, after visiting several stores and offices
both were ac uainted, retwmed to the depot,

nwilde a half-hour before bhe

and reached
gentlemen.

She was a little nervous, and in her endeavors
to preserve her inngcent little secret, she at-
tracted the ever-watchful attention of Hellice;
and although she made no remarks, she won-
dered what was the matter with Crystel.

At a late hour the household retired, and Ber-
trand and Clifford returmed to The Towers,

eatly, and it was that

CHAPTER XVL
A NIGHT'S WORK.

IT being Annette Willoughby’s monthly af-
termoon * out,” she had, on her return from the
city at six o'clock, gone across the bleak lawn
from the depot to the Riverside Lodge; there
was sternmess and unrest ‘m her face that Lida
remarked the moment she opened the door.

“ Is any one at home?" she asked, as she en:

elf 5 ﬁﬂéI 1@9&%

n ner P %@93} %éke gith }m‘:}
?v gﬁ try o %ﬁ i
all smgesm :gi&era ef to death of i

 How evar you 8 3 3°do it" said Ei‘égj
halt admnrin@s ave X Wender
brain; d u knew ts, F

“T shall 61 t unflL mg thrat
creature @w! 1 a, P%
a hatred % IS hﬁ
highest lgve mus
her, and for your %—mﬁ@n am ere to-

halfm logk erept 6 verg da’s fa@e

tt almyg E%alke i er F V@ﬁ @ G

'? W are str@n @ha E %
Fnrst, haye in
silk suit, all m d%vels an gﬁl W:y
best under-c &ﬁ E&%’f
These, I am con t, WH ty@u, pu

on, L;da, and go me to glt
will wear my alpaea suit, an g@

mai

The gu‘l looked woefully out of Qhe wllpq

the coming storm, presaged b

the shrieking wind and t»he m tense 60
You will tell me why, Annette? what

‘Qﬁ g@ﬁ@l

i hg?f@ %}Af;,,se pinj

Fefuse; you e pen

oW &t
den
skx

%%‘i%ﬁfﬂ

Efge foet!

Crys-
wihere

w% art, I would much prefer a
flying trip to New Y’ork than dis ace, perhaps
the rison; the gallows, for all I

y, Annette! Why need you he 80 cruel?
Of course I will %o What hour shall I meet
you at the station?

“ At seven to-night, and there's no time to
spare; and remember that Mrs. Hall is to think
you are alone, if she need know any thing.”

It was just in time to take the 7.10 down
train that the women met at the station: and
together they were hastened along, neither
sgeaking to the other,
crassat] oxear tieaitly im tie Hoseeezars,
and from thence to one of the down-town fer-
ries, where Annette led the way into the ladies’
waio, mﬁom, now deserted, for it was nearly

cloc

“Nfow, Lida, I willl tell you why I have
brou ht you here. It is simply for the immedi-

erance of my plans, Lida, Crystel

| sufffer for her love for Bartrand

Halght:e,, suﬂwrbecause he loves her, and 1 shall

be partly reco when I see hei proud
head brought low!”

Lida shrunk back into the dim corner,

“@h, Annette! Annette!”

Annette looked up at her.

*“You are shocked to learn what an enemy 1
%g b;e? Be careful I am never yours, then,

ida.’

I know something dreadful is coming! Oh,
Annette, for the love of sweet merc don't
make me ’P unge any deeper in sin than km!”

this is not the place for semtimental

E s, | h it m%ywbbe ;&; hltggf lIt;;;agedy

a, rgsﬁ (] e ol € Wiy,
and, "har! you, Y@g must do it!”

Like a hunted deer, close followed by the pit-
lless hounds, Lida’s breath came and went in
quick, short jerks.

Her eyes were strained o
she heard the sickeninig wo
Del Rose’s lips.

ever. For

open, horfor-hell
fall from Ua ﬁe

Then a long, awful silence fell between them,
broken onl ¥ the creaking of the pisr and the
sullen splash of the waters against the dogl; for
the wind was rising higher and higher, and the
brewing storm closing more densely over the
dark Jandscape.

“Well!l you will do it, or—"

She never finished the sentence, for, with a
ery of despair, Lida sprang from her seat.

‘NNower! sooner than that, Ill be a prisoner
all my days! sooner than that, I'd bring fmy life
to its everlasting close!”

Atmd wt;lth a quiick-dfiawn bwaﬂhdghe fushed
out on the sway er; a second’s pause as
she turned to Undirt:g P

* Miy blood be upon your head”

Then she sprung silently into the crashing,
frothy waters; once she rose, her eyes wild y
opened, as it imploring Heawven’s forgiveness;
and then she sunk again; and Undine saw a
m | long bloody streak on hef head as she was abeut
wvtvuif;% an'ah b h diaboli al strength,

all her bravery, her cal stien
she shivered and tm%m as she eotld bﬁgeiy
retiace her steps. A hoise-car passing took her
up, and she went ofi, breathing freer ami the
#-1 companionship of other living mortals.
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AN that leng ride baek to the Hudsoh Rwef
epot she rejjoieed at the suecess of her plan
®r it had been her intention to goad Lida Hall
on to despair; until she should either destroy
herself if an Uﬁt@f frenzy, or acoede to her de-

viands; for either answer she was prepared te

Now her first duty was to write a note to
Jacob Hall’s wife, and drop it in the leiter-box:
Ghus bv bem faailed in New York, she weuid

spieien that might arise as to her
ﬁ ida. E‘@f hefs lf she h tak@a
that 1o Q @ sheul ﬂ@ﬁ g

eRvwil T l a @ﬂ@
ig tlﬂg am @f@;s § @ weﬂt e

ig@ as it she W@f@
wt in. She new ere weuld be Ae demands
on her, as§ it was Rer 8Wwh tHime exelusively.

She wrote the note at the depot, with a pen-
cil, on a piece of newspaper margin:

¥ DEAR AUNT ELLEN:—] went down to New York tthis
afternoon, and meeting with Joe Willlsughby—you
have lizard me meation lila—I have d to go
with him to the West. We will be mauried before
we start, Please tell Annette. Lipa»

Undine knew Lida’s handwriting well enouig]h
to mislead the eyes of uncle and aunt Hall, who
would not grieve particularly on account of
their niece, as no especial love had existed be-
tween them.

This letter she d[@pp@d in the box—Undine

eg?ml aaf-gé d t@nval@?a and stamps—and

mtlmaé
good eq
senee ff-

ﬂaaf-l [ ve when she reaehed f
1 h
me i vgsiggs@m HS pahek, ﬁﬂﬂgﬂiﬂé

the house she efept in the shadew
&Hﬁ 9 t%e side-door, that led t6 the serva "’
Rall; and, unobserved, she reached her faeﬁims

CHAPTER XVH,
FONND MWIRPERESD.
, Wwhen

, Rlooi
W $ %@Fﬂ@gﬂ F @gﬂgfm in-doors for
HG@» 8F§6‘€% over the rails with
W BF 3§§ n§@r§, licemen at the
therub r coats gher up around
@}g g sand their caps lower down over their
? § ev1dently wishing their lines had

pleasanter places.

was ust and erime

f“agma EVery
i reef-

tlme for villain
to stalk fojrth rh; you could alfﬁ@ﬁt
hurrying, sohtary figure a burg
Agay dimmlby me of tthe \yrhapes,
get, were gath-

8 é@%;?%@ggmethmg that men
pou
bu )
L 1 ot o
139 %Bgi g ﬁf}bwem w?{her
o ‘@5@%
her bla
m about her,
; on her fi
cha %v %ﬁf%ﬁege}?ﬁ'

eFe, - %/Q

gare of by the
: §wollen’ and

& caord
RO A

bladted E:st possible personal recognition, was
the orgue

And the news spread, as such news will, arid
all the sooner because the victim was evidently

ealthY and aristocratic.

e came to identify——not the body-for
human skill could never have done that, but the
elothing, the ]ewels and shoes. When astyllsh
slegant "la dy "in her barouche came weeping

way from the dead girl, they showed her the
gtter, the handkerchief, and the weapon that
was §upp@sed to have taken her life

Poor Mrs. St. Havens| she had felt so hurt at
Undine the night of her sudden departure; and
now, s0 soon after, she found her, murdered|
gf@%ed in the same elegant clothes she had left

ome in.

The portmonnaie empty, for Undine had
spent her change in_ car fare; the web of a
handkerchief, with * U. D. R.” embmndemd in
4 corner: a ]etter one of Undine’s own passion-
ate eutpeuﬁngs to her recreant admirer; and
there, horiiibly—infinitely worse than all—was
the death-wound on her throat, and the e
little bijou of a penknife, all ornamented with
gold and ebony, that was rusted over in blood
and that lay under the bosom of the murdered
glrl‘s dress a penknife bearing the initials

It was t00 ho an e de Tien

horritblte, and the dearest friend
Undine had ever known wept and raved like a
madwoman, till they carried her away to her
lonely home,

Later the inauest was held, and it was de@ié@d
that “Whdiinedsl Rose had been ul en 1—
fied by Mrs. St. Havens, and was tﬁeg
have come to her death by a wound in
committed by some unknown pereon, prebably
s cae tho tmpor of the Yo 1B the

at was the impor
papers Bertrand 1?{9 g éqm ‘1
m?gﬁt ?31 Qﬁlbl@ 18 EHB the effect
a seem
ofthonewyé, 8 t:ir% 9 & %E E Egg

trand seﬁme F 5

‘©, R.Y=mes ?egﬂ@avsﬁ 1@%8@% é?
has a en—
0 au§eeg3 g r@gﬁmg mrﬁ

OP%Qv

0 G%Hésl Sveﬁ@%d\yéw\/ﬂé .
s»a € Ehild | she must have loved you, Ber-.

d H aighte’s ears were senled—he was only

) gifielmarofviire beaipblehsgony Shap
te lilkelen mmldwﬂhshrmbmcw
GiHaty du scieanshe
bdnsachénfitax sle iad seen b
&%ﬁh

leketelledh€liffgrflsshrmasiy
n heSelidideeofCie l1~%{:ﬂé
I tti ldemenlessl avEd tEenl | erIgHD: %
%% Hemiededsirhagehow it will, crlmln%e

g}%ﬁn on’t Syitidepef g rh;mbm
Wiilké hasseiinan lgto&em et/ ltsayée
m@hﬂfffﬂnﬁ@ gyes W@%ﬂﬁ& vt
ﬁBHﬁ

Chﬂford P ted from his ehair wher E%ﬂfeﬂsg
?&% Iﬁ é)légn, géiggvg aee Wearing an
tIat us o straight to Edenvilde and £ef
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Crystel’s knffe. Oftvourse she has it, and with
it in_ our possession, we can de suspleion—lt
suspicion there be.  Again, Bertrand, the time
when this deed was committed must nave been,
as the attending ptysician swore, the ver){
we_went to New York, and while Cryste
a¢ The Towers.”

His face lighted up as he thus dispesed of the
case to his own satisfaction.

Then he smiled owtright.

"“Ive just thought how extremely ridiculous
we are to dane even thinlkc of connecting Crys-
gel ig this affair. Bertrand, we are insulting

er.

But a coldness had seized the very vitals of
the éﬁ lover,

t there will be an mvestl%ahwn, and I, as
a law-student, can see through it all better than
our unaccustomed eyes, ko, in the eyes of
ke world, would so be Undine's natural enem
rather than my C 7 All our private life
will be exposed to the hun ry gaze of sensation-
al-aittéele readers; the whole world will know
more of Crystel and Undine and I than we
know ourselves.”

* But, by producing Crystel’s knife and see-
ing the auf @25, we can put a stop to any in-
Vestigahmln can't we?”

* If we can prove where my darling has been
every moment since Undine left her home, I

day
was

have all hopes,”
"mnm let us go to Edenwilde without an in-
At @ ge‘s #@eﬁ;geme ﬁ@wg had Eet
§ &ﬁé; &ﬁt? }ﬁgHFesg &rf}% @¥

re% %%?g%heuf@a

a8 ti g %qeﬁflem@ £R-

g@r of sglutation, Ber-
m? Ay
e% it @n 14 reeené QUFRE
r@w tra § wud

Fﬁﬁl F, RO eggt anh %ua e:
8 p&g};enﬂy lald hls on her shoul-
keep Us waiting; your penknife,
w the initials on.”
llice had dropped the lump of sugar, and
looked at the two In wonderment, Then Clif-
ford explamed ‘“You have not read the pa-

adies? [f you had you could appreciate
ran& s unusua excitement. Let me B eg f
6%&8 I;Ee ?é 0

(ﬁﬁm .8ame
Imﬁlrgﬁg r ﬁu —at] theh S8
¥ S ou g é[;ect eﬁhuér

,P ’@J?r}cg%n?r IVE | %u—}zﬂggé’:}gg%—

Egg cr%ie“ glmu neo tg} ‘from B% E
E
h !

fﬁég ome, o
et

N
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|th§

{ *; Have you any idea where your knife wues
ost?

i'littlen Crystel knew she must confess her stokem
vis

** At the station, or near there, I femr.”™

“ When?” demanded Beartirand.

Y“ kaﬁu Thursday, the day you went to New
or

“Wes," and a hogeful light showed itself in
Clifford’s eyes. ‘‘The afternoon you spent ak
The Towers, I think you said?

Crystel blushed ainfun% “I did not go
there. Iknow I sad so ertrand, my dar-
ling, please don’t ?’ty I went to New
York!" Then, w1th a hollow groan, the young
man sunk to the sofa.

“ O, my Crystel my darlingl God help you,
God help you!’

Cliffiard was about to speak, but Hellice inter-
rupted him, and went up to her sister, and laid
her hands on her shoulder.

“1 comprehend it all. Crystel, that paper
says Undine Del Rose is murdisted—there, don’t
look so white, my poor child: she was murdered
the very afternoon that you were at New Yﬁfk
agfd&gauf penknife, we foar, was found on ber
P She spoke with a dreadful calmmess, and
Crystel shivered, but spoke not a word. Evi-
dently the susplclon had not taken hold of her,

S
“yWell what more?”
Hellice looked down into the pure, frightened

e
&L Can you not see that it is only a matter of
time as to when shall be arrested on sus-
picion? Oh, my Father in Heaven, she is dying
—I have killed her!”
For with the full force of that kindl
blow, the girl’s senses had mercifully fl
And out in the hall, amid all the eenfusion,
Annette Willoughby smiled at the seatle,

‘ And I'll swear I heard her say she'd ¢ ffirdl
way to remove her?’ ”

éruel

CHAPTER XVIII,
DARK DAYS.

THE body of the unfortunate girl, after tha
necessary formula of law had been gone mfeu%
with, was conve to Mrs, St. Havens’s
dence and from there buri@d in all the §t l@
fittingz her station in fife. Then the
been darkened, the funeral quegtampam a%
Mrs. St. Havons, in hef sab paced the
floor in restless grie
Alﬂhough not thi%@ days had adla%’gggd %iﬁ@e {fia

body was discovered, the werl miliar
with the facts elioitad ot phe 1?%@% des-
gte the powef and 6§i£l@ familles at

‘he Towers and @ﬂWE o, dark rumors and

pers, while one 6f two of the sensational il-
ustrated weellies h %Qﬂ a romantie §t@r
and heralded it efefe the hungering publie
It seemed strange: passi g strange that all
rowble had come so suddenly upon so many
Pe@pl and while the outside world were hover-
fore they alighted on their prey, the lit-
l@ world at t;he homesteads on the Hudson were
& paralyzed with grief and fear,
@ neral Roscoe, at the very beginning of the

suspicions were fily 1ﬂ3t ) f-@unds of the news-
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J a bood, she was taken to the ecity; by her side,
wilde; wiiile able detectives had been set to | more tender and loving than ner wont, the
Waork to discover if other enemies than the sup- , faithful sister remained, while General Roscoe
Posed had been at work, | and Bertrand followed in their carriage.
Bertrand Haighte, almost beside himself‘ All these past days Crystel had lived in a sort
With grief and horror, had instantly gone down | of a pathetic stupor; sheé had not seemed to be
to Lawyer Allan: and in blissful ignoramce of conscious of her danger; she was not at all
the perfidy and deceit of his tiusted legal ad- alarmed or worried; simply calinly indifferent.
viser, had poured the story of his ageny in his She knew that she was stispected of the most
ears; probably more as a friend than a client. horrible crime that can be mentioned, and yet
To his surptise, he found Lawyer Allan as she was not moved thereby. .
stricken_with grief at the untoward fate ef " Why should I weep as you do? I am inno-
Undine Del Rose as was Bertrand at Crystel's cent, and why should T suffer? Only for you
da%gehf_. ) _ N fised b ian%hpapg, arﬁl poor dledar B@rﬂfaﬁg!’; b id
0 his greater surpiise, the man refused his en her lips would quiver, but she wou
counsel, 8nd even assgrted Nis own cenvietion bravely smile in her Slsters Noart.bioken face.

that Crystel had maurdered the gifl in a fit of Ina 1 her fair, delicate beatity she faced the
revengefil anger. surging sea of eyes that filled the cowrt-room:

Bertrand turmed, in passionate indignation, to her sweet face, more giflish than ever since the
theman. “I wonaer how you dare utter such Aagony that had paled it, her tender, wistful
words to me, sir. You, who have enjoyed the eyes, her red, tiembling lips and flushed cheeks
confidence of my family these many years, to' Were stronger proofs of hef innocence to many
desert the standard whén the first ﬁghty threat- & keen-eyed man than all the array of evidence
ens. Mr. Allan, I beg lyl'ou will make ready Aagainst her.
whatever account you have against me, and  We need not weary the reader with a detailed
make a full return of all the papers and docu- account of that long, tedious week of keenest,
ments. I shall transfer my business to another 1 intensest suspense; when the ﬂlatt;em%. hopes,
firm. Mr. Allan, good-morning.” the blighted fears first hightened, then de-

And Bertrand walked indignantly out of the jpressed their spirits; how, when the nights
0 whhile tihe lawyer wetched Hnam with med- | came, and they took the prisoner to her cell, she

dened cheeks and kindling eyes; then, when he | and Hellice wept in each other’s arms, while the
was out of sight, his anger found vent. lover and the father paced the long corridor in
‘“Take yotr business wherever you please, distracted anguish.
but remeriber you have bearded the lion In lils] Every effort had been made to have her con-
den!  You may have hated her, bt I loved her. ) veyed to a hotel at niglit; bail for her appear-
You may seek to cover the guilt of the girl who~ ance had been instantly offered to the extent of
took her preoious life, but it sha'l be my task to & half-milllon dollars; but it was not )
convict her b@P@f@ the werld! U on by i The offense was a capital one, and to the com-
love and hate—est potem; p@w@fgﬁf,%at sway aon eell, under the roof with common felons,
the heart of man, I shall suceeed! 1 have Crystel had to go.
};hwamg leiu Qefeflf tl@?ag, Eggﬁf@m@ Haighte, . . he war;lt]ar"s w1ffe htad dgl}te all shle cogtd fgr
or my darling’s sake! 1 shall thw in | the poor gikl's comfort, and it was almost touch-
for itf” 8 aft youdga ‘ ing g) see the attempts she had made to hide the
He gatheted up the business deeuments of ' Staring pit k of the dingy rooms. A strip
Bertrand;, and summoned Nis 6 ial mes- | of gay Turkey rug was spread on the flioor,
sen%er to take the first train %@i‘ %ﬂt\e Tewers, | white sheets and a lace-edged pillow-case were
Then he donmed his hat- called a carriage, Ol tihecdt; @ litktke coutaim weas tio iide three
and drove straight to Mrs, St, Havens’s, ' iron bars of the window, and two cushioned
When he re-entered the carriage that had Focking-chairshad been brought in.
waited over three hours, his face betokened his  _Day after day the sisters took their seats and

trouble, had had his lawyer down at Eden-

triumph. - listened while it was proved beyond the shadow
“I shall succeed in avenging my Undine's | of a doubt that the knife was Crystel’s v
death! And now for work, earnest wark!” . own; it was shown how she had visi

It had been n6 difficsli matter for Bertrand New Yorkon the fatal day; how she had seemed
to secure the sefvices of the world-famed firm of | agitated and nervous both going and coming on
Trask & Trask; and although he had at first | the tfains. . . o
thou%ht; there pessibly might be some way of es- | Lawyer Allan, in all the glee of his devilish
cape for Crystel, e Was convineed the moment | i , said he was prepared to gnwo as a
he lef¢ La\xy of Allan that an aetion would be | final evidence, that the prisoner had been heard
brotight agdinst Crystel for the eharge of mur- | 10 declare, in the ?msence of important wit-
der, f@f@.%:@ ¥ LXf&. St. Havens. gm, that she would find_a way of removin

It was a week before it was done; a week of , deceased from her gaﬂhu or Mr. Haightes, whic
such ageny at Edenwilde as few of ‘earth’s chil- | Was préity much the same, Murmurs of horror
dren afre a’éﬁ@d to endure. and indighation arose from various parts of the

And then it came; for all it had been feared fﬂiz agd Bertrand sprung to his feet in insult-
;’i%a e;tl?edet@%, it fellil like g. thundoidhluolt,_ whteg, W at Hare—?
Offiianr of gﬁe elgga : % ut to Bdenwilde in his | _ Then remembering himself, he sunk down in

Clos i i - | his ehair again,
!’esteciayfgfgg ‘gégfded by his deputies, to ar e Annett% Wllloug[hbyi1 you will now state,

Ywall'the pitiful lovellness of her striking gir)- | onyour oath, what you heard the prisoner re-
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eat to Mr. Bertrand Haighte and Mr. Clifford

emple, in the presence of hLer sister, Miss Hellice
Roscoe.” .

Ev%lg ear was strained, and a silence like death
reigned. The persons mentioned were astonished
at the lawyer's words, and awaited with ready,
indignant denials, knowing full well that Cirystel
never used such manner of language. A’ low cry
of wounded pride came from the lips of the family
when they saw this woman, one who had slept
under their roof and eaten at their table, ascend to
the witness-stand. )

In a cold, heartless voice the woman told her story.

She had been comltg&to the drawing-room with a
shawl for Miss Crys The doors were all open,
and she had heard a great deal about the romantic
affair that occurred the night before she came, and
when the Veice of the bride-elect fell on her ear, she
instinctively listened, with a sort of curious awe,
and she heard the prisoner say: * Undine Del Rose
danee not cross his path again! Let her but attempt
it and I will find a way to remove her!” Then they
laughed, and she went on; she’d never ’a’ thought
of it again, if it hadn't struck her all of a suddgn
that it was her duty.

The lawyer glanced triumphantly at Bertrand.

Pale as ashes, his eyes glittering, he was staring
at Crystel; Hellice's face was buried in her hands,
and Mr. ’f‘emple was biting his lips and looking
bitterly at the woman.

stel's tears burst forth, for the first time during
that long, long time of excitement.

* 1 charge you, on the Holy Evaugel of God, Gosay
if this be true, Bertrand Haighte."

He arose, with his anguish in his face.

** My God in heaven succor her, and forgive tiese
lips that criminate her; # is (tnee.

* And your oath, sir?”

He turned to Clifford.

* It is true,” he replied.

‘“‘Miss Hellice!”

‘' She never meant it when she said it—mever ™

Then Crystel stood up, pale and calm.

“I know I said it; but why those innocent, loving
wotrds should condemn me, God only knows. Ido
not."

Then she resumed her seat.

The jury went out; they came in; and—we spare
the sickening details—Crystel Roscoe was found
auilty, and remanded to her cell! And Annette
Willoughby went awagr with a horrible smile on her

ale lips, and a light in_her eyes that seemed a

ash of some old-time brillimmce

CHAPTER XIX.
IN HER CELK.

IT seemed as though the blackness of darkness
had forever closed over the households at Edenwilde
and The Towers.”

Every thinF had happened so suddenly; event fol-
lowed event in such rapid succession, that it seemed
impossible to believe they had actuaily transpired.

I hardly know how to describe the life of tel
Roscoe atter stie knew she was doomed.

At first she had lain in fearful convulsions, while
friends, lover and relatives stood by, praying that
her life would go out with every pass;%g breath; but
an inserutable Providence disregarded their plead-
ings, and Crystel grew well and strong—/er ichat ?

After her consciousness returned fully, it seemed
as though her reason could not stand the awful
pressure; she would scream in her anguish, and be
and pray them to help her—=het, who never harme
a fly—till the stern sld man on guard at the deor
weuld weeb like a ehild.

Every effort was being made to (})rocure a respite;
thousands of dollars were offered bv the Roseoes,
the Halghtes, and Temples for the real murderer to
come forth: he was promised his life by the State
authorities to turn himself over; and all the while,
though the popular feeling was for Crystel, the
hours went oh and on, fraught with their burdea of

tinutterable woe to many a heart that beat so proud-
ly so shortly before.

The day appointed [for the termination of the
trat?edv was still several weeks off; and lawyers
and relatives were str-lvm% for a pardom, FPriends,
by hundreds, had signed the tou@hmgg petition to the
overnor, and it had beena ferwarded.

Crystel and Hellice were not told of it, for the fear
that it might fail.

Day after day had dragged along, while hopes ran
high as to the result; the while Bertrand. full of
surety that it could not end unfavorably, In that
General Roscoe was a power in the State, as well as
a warm personal friend of the authority who held so
many lives in his hand} s%aéma. d, whoe had never
lest sight of it, but whieh had suinlk te mere trivialit
eomp; to the selemn deings ot late, had ifstrueé-
%d@h %!gg éawy@r to apply foF a_diverce from Undine

~ There was not the slightest difficulty in procuring
it; the only question being a matter of time.

A fortnight, a month rolled on, and then one day
there came a woman who had gained permission to
see the prisoner.

Hellice was with her, as she had been for a long
time, almost as pale as the doomed %irl herself,

The stranger was Annette Willoughby; and tliesis-
ters shrunk from her as from a snake.

A grim smile parted her pale lips as she noted i,

ou naturally hate me; nor do I wonder at it;
yet, for all that, 1 have come to see i? I cannot be of
service to you: you, Miss Crystel.”

But it was Hellice who made answer.

. “¥You can do nothing more acceptable tham to
eave us.”

She scarcely deigned a glance toward her, and her
tones were chillingly distant.

‘* Miiss Cuystel, may I beg a private interview of a
few minutes?”

Crystel opened her eyes languidly.

‘'* As you say. You can harm me i#) further.”

She was lying, as she had for several days, with
her hands olasped around her neck.

*If my sister desires it, she shall have her will
obeyed. Crystel, dearest, I will remain within call.”

ighe walked across the cell and out into the cor-
ridor.

Then Annette Willoughby drew her vacant chair
up to Crystel's eot, and fixed her dull, dead eyes on
the girl's bloodless fage.

* 1 said 1 knew you hated me; but not so badly as
I hate you.”

These singular words roused Crystel; in her drift-
ing away from all earthly hapl_!)mess,. it seemed so
eruel to wound her thus. Her gs quivered.

1 know not why you should, Annette,
have wronged you.’

' But you have, you hawe!™

The words came in a passionately-quick utterance,
and Crystel wondered, in her vague way, if the wo-
man were crazy.

*You thwarted mg' best friend; you took the man
my best friend had almost won; you broke her
hheart, al,ld then you murdered her—murdered her,
they say /"

She whispered the last words in a horrible, low
tone.

* Yes, “tiey * hutt you dom't helieve it, do you i
How can they tm I dl(F?t?" . . o

The dead, dull eyes grew momemtarily bright, as
the woman replied: .

“ That is what I came for. 1 not only believe you
to be innocent, but I kr@'mitit! Ilceanproveeitil™

Then Crystel sprung from her cot, her blood dash-
ing madI{ throu%h er veins; her eyes springing
from her head in the rapturous joy of the moment,

She fell on her knees before Annette, and kissed
her cold hand again and again. .

“God bless you, my angel of deliverance! Oh,
what can 1 say, what can I'do to thank you? Take
all my jewels, all my property, Edenwilde—every-
thing—and thea I will be in your debt forever!™

1 mever
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Annette flung her pleadmg twining hands away, a
bitter sneer on her hps.

‘‘Yes, 1 can prove it. 1 know everything about it}
I saw the blow struck, and cen lay my hands on the
person at any time. Do you hear thai¢, Crystel Ros-
coe? 1ean lead you forth as free as the breeze that
is lifting your curls! Would you go?"

““Wraowlld I go! what mockery! Take me, Annette,
whithersoever you will—only take me away from
here. For God's sake, free me!™

She wound her arms around Annette’s knees in
beseeching agony. Annette laughed outright.

1 say I cam do it; but, Coystel Roscoe, unless you
give your lover up, b 14 not de iit™

A scream, loud, piercing, fell from the girl's lips as
she reeled a momenmt, then fainted just as Hellice
rushed in to her aid.

*“You have done this?”

She pointed sternly to Annette, who was going
away; she stopped a moment, as she answered:

“f think not. She is nervous and weak.”

Then she went out. to encounter Bertrand Haighte
in the hall He lifted his head absently as he jostled
against her.

I beg your pardon, mnadem. ™

She murmured an umntelllglble repl g'azmg after
him, her foot tapping—tap Eung on the floor;, as if
some great inward passiom thus found partial vent.

* GO on your wa) Bertrand Haighte! But we will
see if Undme Del Rose shall not be avenged!™

CHAPTER XX
ind Hellice tenderly chafing Grystel’

BmrTRAND found Hellice tenderly chafing el's
cold hands and striving to ch eclg the keartrending
moans that were breaking from her lipg

“What is it, my darling? Tell me, and I will strive
to comfort yow, though God knows I shall never
know mysel” what that word means.”

She smoothed his face with her littie wan hand,

“It was hard before=but it's worse ROW.
Bertrand, it maddens me to know she ¢ n FOVD
my u}nocenoeﬁ and she won't because She hates
me so

Bertrand and Hellice start@d at her werds.
Whet 2 wﬁo can prov@

“Amnstte=duit she w m I begged and
I offered her all, everyt e la ﬁ%ﬂnd

but
id not unl 1
mmz%pss;%igfgaﬁ% f e *9% o oo
(éré{/s el,
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The walke‘d HHE ti{ hleekf , &Rg the
nette preceded - him Up the é'tar{ % éam. %%%m
house. to a front rﬁem &é&ﬁf

“Now. Mr, H eh é @'2

She removed h@r 5 BW aﬁ J6HA remhng Rer
sharitt, gray hair and sa

“ rﬁeed waste 11) Words %’H Bg‘é mt
I want. to know what QUF ﬁ HeFl lh
Miss Crystel Roscoe t @&ﬁ F@V@ eF mHB'
cence, and another oné‘ §

He spoke sternly and

*“ And if 1 decline ‘&ﬁ%

*Then 1 shall summa 8 l%@ HE] %,E’E‘é%f Yu:
On the whole, I prefer ¢ Hv %

He stepped to rata@t maew’ When the ¢eld
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muzzle of a pistol touched his temple. He glance+
around, and met a pair of demoniac black eyes
dancmg before his; a month wreathed in bitter-
est scorn and wildest triwmph,

For a momemnt he stood horrified at the sight; then
her cool, clear tones fell on his ears:

*‘If you think to thwart me after all this time,
you are mistakem, Bertrand Haighten Do ou know
now why I can prove your ‘betrothed bride’s” inno-
cence? Do you comprehend that for hate and re-
venge, I will not? No! With this revelver on your
tem%le and my ﬁng@rr on the trigger, I def ggou" I
laugh you sz, thtﬂy;mugmmntm tihe emerans-
tion day, and see her hunz—Hil'Ye BY THE NECK, and
then remembber that ¥ helped to do it. J, your law-
ful wife! I, your discarded wife! I, whom people
think lies dead and buried. I, a living'woman, whom
%&ystel Roscoe shall be hung for! I, Und‘iheo Del Rose

The sharp crack of a pistol followed her shrill
words, and Bertrand Haighte fell to the floor;, hig
life-blood streaming over his beautiful hair, and
down his still, white face!

CHAPTER XXI.
A LAST ATTEMPT.

FOR a second, Undine—we may as well call her so
—stood lookmg at what she ha mg
the revolver on the carpet near where Bertrand
she sped dowm the rear staircase, through the yar
climbed over a %le of lumber, and from thence into
a back street. Here she paused for a moment, then
Walk@d l@lsurel on toward the river,

T wi l ta e fthis mutf to the depot, if I am pur-
sued 1 will drown myself, as she

It seemed as though her evil gemus was protecting
her, for she reached the Thirty-first station safely,
purchased a ticket. not for Edenwilde station,whent
she evenlually intended going, but one several
miles beyond.  From this station she walked back,
reaching the Riverside Lodge just in the dense dark
ness that precedes day-dawn.

s. Hall came down to let her in.

“&in@e‘ Lida’s gone off on her goose-chase all the
work falls ente me."

,, has Lida gone away 7"

Unding’s tones were expressive of surprise.

“Gone away! Ishould tlink so. She ¥"ined that
‘ere brother o' yourn somewhere in New York- and
you needn’t tell me she went off to the c|t¥l611 her
own a@cord ghe's got,a secret letter from him, I'l]

g off the wsnt, the land knows where.”
IF?@ W&§gp Ffi‘&‘ﬁﬁ’ indifferent under all
" @@ @Fﬁ eneugh. Mis. Hall. I'm sure

ta <€ It he'ean’t be great shake's,
fh P@H‘ 5He was siek when she went. amdi
W@ﬁ eF if | heard of her death next."
&F we{g lé%gggt:@ 8 deli htful idea to Undine
5!" Y indeed, Hall should hear
of Lida's deam and thus her tracks would again bo
roem, Undine lay thinking
@r V@rv brain was reeling

le in h ilent B
Eﬁéﬂ i “§r §9gﬁﬁ
8t s @ d!scovered herself to
B@rtr g she suffered herself to

Hﬁﬁgu v%g }gﬁg 5%5 H b@e‘n o0 long doing?

mel mt if 1 have to tnke

done; then

ewnl if@ 1n Eh@ of the officers whom he
te &FF§§ at shall 1 do?
9§HH was 89'3‘@ igh_she lay thus, plan
nm @§e B@ €& SHare she had laid for her

hen she went to her breakfast,
F %E 18H:

as
%53@ o 872 gt tndny
e @F§; is. Bowen bleach that
m%) a mean job it is, teo. Old

]
lacg fﬁg@ll %?1 6 e@me and help us hang it up,
ere ain't a blessed soul at The Towers bgt M
owen and Rachael now; all the maids is dewn {8
t @tnal mth the ladies. Poor, dear Miss Gristel'"
g pose X man down and see where Mol #, as 1

ge t@ the depot? Ionly came up in a hurry 9 get a8
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change of underclothes. Miss Hellice ‘Il expect"me
back right away. If Moll is sick or anything, she
can send somebody else, 1 suppose?”,

1 dgn’t cor* who, "s long as they can wworlk

So, oidding Mrs. Hall and her husband good-by,
Undine hurried down the shady gardea-walk, to a
side road that led to a cabin on the edge of the es-
tate, where Black Moll and one or two sisters lived.

There had n strange talk about this old wo-
man, and people aaid she was a witch: others, bet-
ter informed, knew she pretended to tell fortunes,
while a very few, and Undine among them, khew
that for money she would do anything.

To this woman therefore, Undine went, in her
extremity,for she fully realized how she was situated
herself. She entered the miserable cabin, and after
an hour's interview, there came out a smart young
negress, who walked up to The Towers to help Mirs.
Bowen hang up the linen.

Of all her disguises, this was the most perfect.
She fairly shrunk from her own self when she saw
her reflection in the little glass over Black Mall’s
table. But it was a fearful game she was playing
now. She had, perhaps, murdered a human being,
an i her own life depended on her acuteness. )

* Remember the terms, 1 will come here aga; - in
a fortnight ™ L.

** And don’t fergit you leab youah 'flectiatious a'l
Moll in de ole cab’n, Julg." L. .

The old woman roared out her parting imjunction,
and the brave girl—for she was cour set out
to defy the justice she knew was on her track.

“They’ll never think of looking forme here.. If
Bertrand recovers, and can tell the story, I wonder
which would be the sweetest revenge: to have him
die with the seeret locked between his lips and her
to be hung for "'l{ murder, or have him blazon the
truth, and then, with no proof to substantiate it, see
her choked to death before his eyes, when he knows
1 am lving. On the whole, I prefer the latter. One
thing is sure as fate: I never will be taken alive, if
Wg%\{ét eomes to worst! t'veat Sty agent here that
will relieve me af Iifs in a second "

She touched a small, white glass bead that hung
under her dress, tied around her neck.

‘"] have but to crush the glass in my hand, and
the contact of the poison on the spot where the glass
euts the skin is eertain death."

A gleam of defiance shone in her eyes a moment;
then, as the gray hights of The Towers loomed up
closely before her, A bitter smile curled her lips,

Then she walked up into the laundry and told Mirs,
Bloren she came in place of Black Mell, who was
sick.

1t makes no diffierence to me, so0 you can help.
Bm&in at the end-—tthere,” .

hen the work was done that night, she asked if
Nirs. Bowen wanted anything else done to-morrow.

There's enough to do, dear knows. Can you
polish silver and shine glass? If you can, and can
wash and iron, I'll keep you till the other girls come ”

‘I can’t wash and iron; but 1 can do the rest.
Aunt Miell will do that for you."

“You may as well stay then.
sort of a ni%ger."

And so a fate that was closing bepe'essly over her,
though she was all unconseious of it, settled ** July,
the eolored servant, at The Towers.

CHAPTER XXd.
LIGHT IN DAHRKNKSS, i
IT was highi"noon of the next day when Bertrand
Haighte awoke from the long, dreamless sleep that
camg 80 near bearing him info Eternity.

He had been seriously shet, and lay in prone un-
consciousness all those long hours: alike unaware as
to how the discharge of the pistol had attracted a
chanee passer-by, whe had iVB% the alarm: bow
Clifford Temple and Crystel's fatheF had been sent
for by the officer, who resognize Pim'- hew they
had tenderly earricd him 6 1is fatel, With {errified

aws that any one had dared 8 attampt his life.

You seem a smart
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They could do almost nothing; true, detectives
were scouring the vicinity, but there was not a trace
left of the assassin’s tracks.

Little by little life cgme fowimg back through his
veins; then, when evéffy one save his mother had
been kindly banished from the room, he slowly
opened his eyes and glaneed around.

At first he smiled in Mrs. Haighte's face; then, like
a lightning-flash, his memory awoke to a full senss
of what had transpired.

‘sQuick—the police! Mother, Undine is aliiree-
alive, and she tried to kill me!" L

Then, when the secret had fled from his lips, he
fainted again. . .

But it was enough; intelligence was_quickly dis-
patched to the authorities, and the wildest excite-
ment reigned among the few who heard the
news.

General Roscoe himself flew back to the jail,
where the night had passed in such strangely tor-
turous emotion to the sisters, to tell the wondrous
news. Hellice clasped her sister in her arms.

* My darling, let us thank God for this one ray of
hope; it may be only a chimera that dear Bertrand
has imagined in his excitement; yet It%ink he is cor-
rect. You say he will recover, father?”

_"* We have every reason o believe 0. Ifiimly be-
lieve God will raise him up te bfing jtustlee to light.
Crystel, my angel child, [amm glad to see you ery
enee mere."

The storm of tears that nothing could bring had
flowedt when she heard of Bertrand's danger, and
she knelt, with clasped hands and streaming eyes,
beside the little cot, in silent, agonizing prayer.

* Father, can you explain this awful mystery? 1Iif
Undine Del Rose is alive, why should not Crystel go
free”this moment? If Undine was not murdered, « "0
was?'"

' That 1 can not say, my child. The proof of Ber-
trand's affidavit will soon be forthcoming if he was
right, We have started a dozen detectives oA her
track. God send speedy success!” )

The> in his agitation to learn more of th%ggfﬁﬂge
news, »Hmttatatl Hardktto BRetianishoadside.

He L. i recovered again, and was doing well: and
as it was simply impossible to keep him gquiet when
80 mueh was at stake, the attending physicians de-
glared that, as 06 uﬂfahmahl@ §ym? eg\ﬁ hag ani:
fested themselves, per aﬁ_it avld Be g d@ sp if=
stead of 4 h_iﬂdi‘_aﬂ@i%, t’@ elieve his mind By iSGlSE-
ing the affair with Bis friends.

"It is just six weeks ago to-day, Bertanl, that
you applied for this; sea?’’

It was a large, business-like paper; and it needed
hut a glance to see it was a bill ot diverece between
Bertrand and Undine. i

T only wanted it fof Crystel’'s sake; after wd
thought she was dead it was too late to stop pro-
eoedings. Asitis, itisa Qged thing."

The second week of Bertrand's convalescence
brought the answer tothe petition; his excellency
had -ranted a respite of 4 month; a pardon was
deer, iinadvisable, in the existing state of affairs..

Da; by day Bertrand lay on his bed, oF sat, in his
chair, reading letters from the various agents em-
ployed, and recelvin fﬂmast hourly telegraphie
ecommuimication®. And then, one dafviﬁt_he, day oen
?fhl@h Crystel was t6 Have E@éﬂ hung Nad it net been

oF the mereiful respiie=t %Hi eaiie a telegram of
ene word; only five %@é ks, BHE 4 Word that at enes
and forever lsipa! the 1eng, leng Right of an-
guish, terture and deHBE.

The word was * FOUND;" and it was telegraphed
from Edenwilde station an heur before, and signed
by the dietective,

Like wildfire the naws flew from mouth to mouth;
the very bootblacks en the eorner spoke of it; andl
Clifford Temple and @@ﬂ%‘r_al Roseoe dashed off to
the jail to bear the glad digings.

“Darling! darling! veu are free—free forever!
The detectives have fouind her, my children, and her
very oxistence leaves you spotless before the .world!
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ﬁgl{)%eunﬁg{ysteu 41, We BveF fapay 8uF nedlker for
And the stech I fan, With his a#g-around his
ehlldren's neeks, W@é{éa[ﬁgé & Womar

CHAPTER XXt
U T B
THE same afternoan thah{  EXUARd had

he telegram Undine, in all. 7! Ys" "hl;@ﬁtanl 1 m%%
teame her to play, R A AN Hggf@%f» Wﬁ%
Sitting in the little kifr ./ 837INZ absently ey
the little window on )\ 391% §9Fﬁb§§ Winter 19

of the Highlands, Wi 2 (hock on the door, close
beside her, aroused <7 “ihasstart ase everypese

did now Justaas'Mrs, Boayeen came

She started to <PeD
rushi 8 LOOT, eap-strings flyimg, ber
fage “ﬁf{ﬁi 8 g:%"l@ﬁ ap-sixings

‘Bless me, v Latever eah thefh Pelice-"

Then the og, . .¢ 2°F opendil, Qﬂ’? &x@ detectives
sprung in, g “elZIng a‘wrist,'while _Mim«te,vwibhaa
Moan of fer, STy SulKk Powerless at their feet,

* We betr PAFCON, matam, hut w .he%;ggggm-.
This vounts (OO Hete 8 liss Undine )
rested fo, ﬂ'é.a%hé%p on °Of \YQuT Imaster,
voune E'W pek g .

W e t i stupi e at the speaker.
lhglu;?. i;.uoxgt msag }1@ bg%% nigger, dulz. is a
lady—yhw lg %@ thought goor, ear Miss
gt %}B t killing that Un—sammething.
uzzle r%Wn was contracting the eld lady's
face,

jhis is she, and Miss Roscoe will be free by t6-
— this time. Come, Miss Del Rose, tife's pre-

G0 he saints be praised!” ejaculated the old house-
oo, W1, Faising ber apron to wipe the tears wnder
ﬁ%&aﬁssgh I*T Now, you blaek—=yeu white baggage,
gt after all the Joad she had borne so long alone,
the 'Est feather had broken her courageous spirit;
2",, ;(l.)mk into a deep faint, and lay metionless
r.

'his disguise may as well be removed. Cauld

*asgist us, madam?"
Could 1? indeed 1 believe I'm none too good to

f,Jke her to disati!™
And so between the three Undine was restored €0
natural a%pearanw, while Mrs. Bowen, all uf-
onscious of the dreadful agent it contained, Shrew
ie fatal glass bead far out of the windew,

It was not until an hour after that Undine recov-

red; and then, with her first moment's strengih
hrust her band in her bosom. With a seream of
rage she drew it forth, )

. ;Mho has dared! meddle with me? Weman, it was
you 1"

. ! Of course it was; there mow"™ .
A’ Undine's lips moved, but no werds intelligible
came from them; then the men gondueted her forth
?ncéhhftgg her into the carriage. in whieh they drove
o the city.

At the station they were met by erowds of eurious
people, who followed the party to the Tembs, whith-
er Undine Del Rose was carried,

Retributive justice had brought her under the
same roof, a prisoner with Crystel Roseoe, Whe was
only waiting a form of law to set her bodily free,

Early the next day the sheriff read the honorable
discharge; and amid a throng of mea, who with
bare heads and maiivt eyes lined the stréet, Crystel
drove te the hotel. .

A meeting it was between the friends that is too
sacred to reveal; there were silent, solemn grasps
of the hand. add inaudible praises for God's great
mercy; while Crystel, so pale, 50 passing fair, knelt
at Bpiti ‘s gide, her own sweet ile shining
through her tears, and his strong hands trembling
like a child's as they lai/ oo her sunny bright halir,

d then, the dear old rector of Edenwilde, who
ad-copte to rejoice with them, prayed; and when

he had_arisen from his knees, they all felt that th

cloud had dispersed, and the silver lining W@ng
shine for them forever,

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE LAST OF THE PLAY.

BY some strange coincidence, ‘'Undine De] Rese
was consigned to the same cell that Crystel Roscoe
had left; but it was not for long, for a fearful brain
tever followed the reactiom of all these months of
misery. When she recovered her strength and
health, the light of her reason had gone out, and she
was an idiot; a silent, harmless, pitiful woman, who
would sit all day long holding her hands, never
fmeoving or speaking.

With all the agony of a strong love, Mrs. §t. Ha-
vens had nursed her, and tended her through her
long,tedious illness, during the delirium of which she
had told over and over again her plans, her succesdes,
until a complete confession was obtained that de-
clared its own truthfulness.

At her recovery, Undine was carried to her old
home, where, in the depths of her grief, Mrs. St,
Havens cared for her as a mother should.

For Undine was her own child; the daughter of
Bertrand Haighte's father, and Bertrand’s half-sis-
ter! That was the cause of her impassioned warn-
ing to the wayward girl when she had declared shu
would marry Bertrand Haighte, and that the reason
of Clifford Temple's solemn caution; Temple knew
he secret that the Haightes never had learned, and

d lo e _girl despite her lliegitimate’ birth,
gv&ggh xﬁ’g, gl Ifavens fapad SWOrn n&%r to acknowl-

Ml% 84 Bertrapnd dreamed that by the threat
that » an still lives,” was meant Undine, whose
name had becp € nged by her fearful mother; and
of whom M. Halghie had recorded the warning to
his son, knowing, in his moments of lucidness, that
there was & chance that his two children might
meet and ﬁnoranﬂ love,

Of Lida Hall's suicidal death her aumt never knew,
or her uncle; they never heard from her, and be-
lieved her to be somewhere in the West,

Poor Lida!

How the body drawn from the river was supposed
to be Undine's was never explained; it is a mystery
to-day—save to our readers,

And now to drop the curtain on these dark scenes
forever!

Two years have passed on fleet wings, and now we
invite our readers to the double wedding in the Jittla
Edenwilde chapel.

It is not as ]fr.and as you think becoming to the
Roscoes, tlit Haightes and Temples; but when you
remember the darkness that brooded so long, you
will agree it is best.

The ceremonies have been pronounced, and the
few guests have congratulated the brides; Clifford
Temple apnd Lurline, his wife, bave driven to Eden
wilde, whither the wedding breakfast is to be cele-
brated; and Bertrand and Crystel linger a moment
as their earriage drives up.

His arm is around her waist, and he is looking
down in her pure, sad eyes, that wear & shadow
happiness can never drive away.

. own wiffe at last™ .

" Yesw, dearest Bertrand, and is not our hgﬁgxnm
the sweeter that it has been so dearly eal ;

** We can never forget, the dark days, darling; but.
we will-look forward to the beautiful bright ones
that we shall enjoy forever fogether|™

Thus they started their life journey; beth »efiun
sca&hed by the fllery trial, yet purified and strength-
ened. n

Meanwhile Hellice Roscoe and Guasie Halghte are
contentedly intrenched behind the eentinw
call single blessedness; the Geueral ahd Ms,
Haighte happy in their children’s happiness.

And what more can be said?

THE END,
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